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STARLIGHT RANCH.
WE WERE CROUCHING ROUND THE BIVOUAC FIRE, FOR THE NIGHT WAS CHILL, AND
WE WERE YET HIGH UP ALONG THE SUMMIT OF THE GREAT RANGE. WE HAD
BEEN SCOUTING THROUGH THE MOUNTAINS FOR TEN DAYS, STEADILY WORKING
SOUTHWARD, AND, THOUGH FAR FROM OUR OWN STATION, OUR SUPPLIES WERE
ABUNDANT, AND IT WAS OUR LEADER'S PURPOSE TO MAKE A CLEAN SWEEP OF
THE LINE FROM OLD SANDY TO THE SALADO, AND FULLY SETTLE THE QUESTION AS
TO WHETHER THE RENEGADE APACHES HAD BETAKEN THEMSELVES, AS WAS
POSSIBLE, TO THE HEIGHTS OF THE MATITZAL, OR HAD MADE A BREAK FOR THEIR
OLD HAUNTS IN THE TONTO BASIN OR ALONG THE FOOT-HILLS OF THE BLACK MESA
TO THE EAST. STRONG SCOUTING-PARTIES HAD GONE THITHERWARD, TOO, FOR "THE
CHIEF" WAS BOUND TO BRING THESE TONTOS TO TERMS; BUT OUR ORDERS WERE
EXPLICIT: "THOROUGHLY SCOUT THE EAST FACE OF THE MATITZAL." WE HAD
CAPITAL INDIAN ALLIES WITH US. THEIR EYES WERE KEEN, THEIR LEGS TIRELESS,
AND THERE HAD BEEN BAD BLOOD BETWEEN THEM AND THE TRIBE NOW
BROKEN AWAY FROM THE RESERVATION. THEY ASKED NOTHING BETTER THAN A
CHANCE TO SHOOT AND KILL THEM; SO WE COULD FEEL WELL ASSURED THAT IF
"TONTO SIGN" APPEARED ANYWHERE ALONG OUR PATH IT WOULD INSTANTLY BE
REPORTED. BUT NOW WE WERE SOUTH OF THE CONFLUENCE OF TONTO CREEK
AND THE WILD RYE, AND OUR SCOUTS DECLARED THAT BEYOND THAT POINT WAS
THE TERRITORY OF THE WHITE MOUNTAIN APACHES, WHERE WE WOULD NOT BE
likely to find the renegades.

EAST OF US, AS WE LAY THERE IN THE SHELTERED NOOK WHENCE THE GLARE OF
OUR FIRE COULD NOT BE SEEN, LAY THE DEEP VALLEY OF THE TONTO BRAWLING
along its rocky bed on the way to join the Salado, a few short marches
farther south. Beyond it, though we could not see them now, the peaks
AND "BUTTES" OF THE SIERRA ANCHA ROLLED UP AS MASSIVE FOOT-HILLS TO THE
MOGOLLON. ALL THROUGH THERE OUR SCOUTING-PARTIES HAD HITHERTO BEEN
ABLE TO FIND INDIANS WHENEVER THEY REALLY WANTED TO. THERE WERE SOME



ABLE TO FIND INDIANS WHENEVER THEY REALLY WANTED TO. THERE WERE SOME
OFFICERS WHO COULDN'T FIND THE CREEK ITSELF IF THEY THOUGHT APACHES
LURKED ALONG ITS BANK, AND OF SUCH, SOME OF US THOUGHT, WAS OUR
leader.

IN THE DIM TWILIGHT ONLY A WHILE BEFORE I HAD HEARD OUR CHIEF PACKER
exchanging confidences with one of the sergeants,—

"I TELL YOU, HARRY, IF THE OLD MAN WERE TRYING TO STEER CLEAR OF ALL
POSSIBILITY OF FINDING THESE TONTOS, HE COULDN'T HAVE FOLLOWED A BETTER
TRACK THAN OURS HAS BEEN. AND HE MADE IT, TOO; DID YOU NOTICE? EVERY
TIME THE SCOUTS TRIED TO WORK OUT TO THE LEFT HE WOULD HERD THEM ALL
back—up-hill."

"WE NEVER DID THINK THE LIEUTENANT HAD ANY TOO MUCH SAND," ANSWERED
the sergeant, grimly; "but any man with half an eye can see that orders
TO THOROUGHLY SCOUT THE EAST FACE OF A RANGE DOES NOT MEAN KEEP ON
TOP OF IT AS WE'VE BEEN DOING. WHY, IN TWO MORE MARCHES WE'LL BE
BEYOND THEIR STAMPING-GROUND ENTIRELY, AND THEN IT'S ONLY A SLIDE DOWN
THE WEST FACE TO BRING US TO THOSE RANCHES IN THE SANDY VALLEY. EVER
seen them?"

"NO. I'VE NEVER BEEN THIS FAR DOWN; BUT WHAT DO YOU WANT TO BET THAT
that's WHAT THE LIEUTENANT IS AIMING AT? HE WANTS TO GET A LOOK AT THAT
pretty girl all the fellows at Fort Phoenix are talking about."

"DAM'D OLD GRAY-HAIRED RIP! IT WOULD BE JUST LIKE HIM. WITH A WIFE AND
kids up at Sandy too."

THERE WERE OFFICERS IN THE PARTY, JUNIOR IN YEARS OF LIFE AND YEARS OF
SERVICE TO THE GRAY-HEADED SUBALTERN WHOM SOME ODD FATE HAD
ASSIGNED TO THE COMMAND OF THIS DETACHMENT, NEARLY TWO COMPLETE
"TROOPS" OF CAVALRY WITH A PACK-TRAIN OF STURDY LITTLE MULES TO MATCH. WE
ALL KNEW THAT, AS ORGANIZED, ONE OF OUR FAVORITE CAPTAINS HAD BEEN
ASSIGNED THE COMMAND, AND THAT BETWEEN "THE CHIEF," AS WE CALLED
OUR GENERAL, AND HIM A PERFECT UNDERSTANDING EXISTED AS TO JUST HOW



THOROUGH AND SEARCHING THIS SCOUT SHOULD BE. THE GENERAL HIMSELF
CAME DOWN TO SANDY TO SUPERINTEND THE START OF THE VARIOUS
COMMANDS, AND RODE AWAY AFTER A LONG INTERVIEW WITH OUR GOOD OLD
COLONEL, AND AFTER SEEING THE TWO PARTIES DESTINED FOR THE BLACK MESA
AND THE TONTO BASIN WELL ON THEIR WAY. WE WERE TO MOVE AT NIGHTFALL
THE FOLLOWING DAY, AND WITHIN AN HOUR OF THE TIME OF STARTING A COURIER
RODE IN FROM PRESCOTT WITH DESPATCHES (IT WAS BEFORE OUR MILITARY
TELEGRAPH LINE WAS BUILT), AND THE COMMANDER OF THE DIVISION—THE
SUPERIOR OF OUR ARIZONA CHIEF—ORDERED CAPTAIN TANNER TO REPAIR AT
ONCE TO SAN FRANCISCO AS WITNESS BEFORE AN IMPORTANT COURT-MARTIAL.
A GROAN WENT UP FROM MORE THAN ONE OF US WHEN WE HEARD THE NEWS,
FOR IT MEANT NOTHING LESS THAN THAT THE COMMAND OF THE MOST IMPORTANT
EXPEDITION OF ALL WOULD NOW DEVOLVE UPON THE SENIOR FIRST LIEUTENANT,
GLEASON; AND SO MUCH DID IT  WORRY MR. BLAKE, HIS JUNIOR BY SEVERAL
FILES, THAT HE WENT AT ONCE TO COLONEL PELHAM, AND BEGGED TO BE
RELIEVED FROM DUTY WITH THAT COLUMN AND ORDERED TO OVERTAKE ONE OF THE
OTHERS. THE COLONEL, OF COURSE, WOULD LISTEN TO NOTHING OF THE KIND, AND
TO GLEASON'S IMMENSE AND EVIDENT GRATIFICATION WE WERE MARCHED
FORTH UNDER HIS COMMAND. THERE HAD BEEN NO FRICTION, HOWEVER.
DESPITE HIS GRAY BEARD, GLEASON WAS NOT AN OLD MAN, AND HE REALLY
STROVE TO BE COURTEOUS AND CONCILIATORY TO HIS OFFICERS,—HE WAS
ALWAYS CONSIDERATE TOWARDS HIS MEN; BUT BY THE TIME WE HAD BEEN OUT
TEN DAYS, HAVING ACCOMPLISHED NOTHING, MOST OF US WERE THOROUGHLY
DISGUSTED. SOME FEW VENTURED TO REMONSTRATE. ANGRY WORDS PASSED
between the commander and Mr. Blake, and on the night on which our
STORY BEGINS THERE WAS THROUGHOUT THE COMMAND A FEELING THAT WE
were simply being trifled with.

THE CHAT BETWEEN OUR CHIEF PACKER AND SERGEANT MERRICK CEASED
INSTANTLY AS I CAME FORWARD AND PASSED THEM ON THE WAY TO LOOK OVER
THE HERD GUARD OF THE LITTLE BATTALION, BUT IT SET ME TO THINKING. THIS WAS
NOT THE FIRST THAT THE OFFICERS OF THE SANDY GARRISON HAD HEARD OF THOSE
TWO NEW "RANCHES" ESTABLISHED WITHIN THE YEAR DOWN IN THE HOT BUT
FERTILE VALLEY, AND NOT MORE THAN FOUR HOURS' EASY GALLOP FROM FORT



PHOENIX, WHERE A COUPLE OF TROOPS OF "OURS" WERE STATIONED. THE
PEOPLE WHO HAD SO CONFIDENTLY PLANTED THEMSELVES THERE WERE
EVIDENTLY WELL TO DO, AND THEY BROUGHT WITH THEM A GOOD-SIZED RETINUE
OF RANCH- AND HERDSMEN,—MAINLY MEXICANS,—PLENTY OF "STOCK," AND A
COMPLETE "CAMP OUTFIT," WHICH SERVED THEM WELL UNTIL THEY COULD RAISE
THE ADOBE WALLS AND FINISH THEIR HOMESTEADS.  CURIOSITY LED OCCASIONAL
PARTIES OF OFFICERS OR ENLISTED MEN TO SPEND A DAY IN SADDLE AND THUS
TO VISIT THESE ENTERPRISING NEIGHBORS. SUCH PARTIES WERE ALWAYS CIVILLY
RECEIVED, INVITED TO DISMOUNT, AND SOON TO TAKE A BITE OF LUNCHEON WITH
THE PROPRIETORS, WHILE THEIR HORSES WERE PROMPTLY LED AWAY,
UNSADDLED, RUBBED DOWN, AND AT THE PROPER TIME FED AND WATERED.
THE OFFICERS, OF COURSE, HAD INTRODUCED THEMSELVES AND PROFFERED THE
HOSPITALITY AND ASSISTANCE OF THE FORT. THE PROPRIETORS HAD EXPRESSED
ALL PROPER APPRECIATION, AND DECLARED THAT IF ANYTHING SHOULD HAPPEN
TO BE NEEDED THEY WOULD BE SURE TO CALL; BUT THEY WERE TOO BUSY, THEY
EXPLAINED, TO MAKE SOCIAL VISITS. THEY WERE HARD AT WORK, AS THE
GENTLEMEN COULD SEE, GETTING UP THEIR HOUSES AND THEIR CORRALS, FOR, AS
ONE OF THEM EXPRESSED IT, "WE'VE COME TO STAY." THERE WERE THREE OF
THESE PIONEERS; TWO OF THEM, BROTHERS EVIDENTLY, GAVE THE NAME OF
CROCKER. THE THIRD, A TALL, SWARTHY, ALL-OVER-FRONTIERSMAN, WAS
INTRODUCED BY THE OTHERS AS MR. BURNHAM. SUBSEQUENT INVESTIGATIONS
LED TO THE FACT THAT BURNHAM WAS FIRST COUSIN TO THE CROCKERS. "BEEN
LONG IN ARIZONA?" HAD BEEN ASKED, AND THE ELDER CROCKER PROMPTLY
replied, "No, only a year,—mostly prospecting."

THE CROCKERS WERE BUILDING DOWN TOWARDS THE STREAM; BUT BURNHAM,
FROM SOME FREAK WHICH HE DID NOT EXPLAIN, HAD DRIVEN HIS STAKES AND
WAS SLOWLY GETTING UP HIS WALLS HALF A MILE SOUTH OF THE OTHER
HOMESTEAD, AND HIGH UP ON A SPUR OF FOOT-HILL THAT STOOD AT LEAST THREE
HUNDRED FEET ABOVE THE GENERAL LEVEL OF THE VALLEY. FROM HIS "COIGNE OF
VANTAGE" THE WHITEWASHED WALLS AND THE BRIGHT COLORS OF THE FLAG OF  THE
fort could be dimly made out,—twenty odd miles down stream.

"EVERY NOW AND THEN," SAID CAPTAIN WAYNE, WHO HAPPENED UP OUR



WAY ON A GENERAL COURT, "A BULL-TRAIN—A SMALL ONE—WENT PAST THE FORT
ON ITS WAY UP TO THE RANCHES, CARRYING LUMBER AND ALL MANNER OF
SUPPLIES, BUT THEY NEVER STOPPED AND CAMPED NEAR THE POST EITHER
GOING OR COMING, AS OTHER TRAINS WERE SURE TO DO. THEY NEVER SEEMED
TO WANT ANYTHING, EVEN AT THE SUTLER'S STORE, THOUGH THE LORD KNOWS
THERE WASN'T MUCH THERE THEY could WANT EXCEPT TANGLEFOOT AND
TOBACCO. THE BULL-TRAIN MADE PERHAPS SIX TRIPS IN AS MANY MONTHS,
AND BY THAT TIME THE GLASSES AT THE FORT COULD MAKE OUT THAT BURNHAM'S
PLACE WAS ALL FINISHED, BUT NEVER ONCE HAD EITHER OF THE THREE
PROPRIETORS PUT IN AN APPEARANCE, AS INVITED, WHICH WAS CONSIDERED
NOT ONLY EXTRAORDINARY BUT UNNEIGHBORLY, AND EVERYBODY QUIT RIDING OUT
there."

"BUT THE FUNNIEST THING," SAID WAYNE, "HAPPENED ONE NIGHT WHEN I WAS
OFFICER OF THE DAY. THE ROAD UP-STREAM RAN WITHIN A HUNDRED YARDS OF
THE POST OF THE SENTRY ON NO. 3, WHICH POST WAS BACK OF THE OFFICER'S
QUARTERS, AND A QUARTER OF A MILE ABOVE THE STABLES, CORRALS, ETC. I WAS
MAKING THE ROUNDS ABOUT ONE O'CLOCK IN THE MORNING. THE NIGHT WAS
BRIGHT AND CLEAR, THOUGH THE MOON WAS LOW, AND I CAME UPON DEXTER,
ONE OF THE SHARPEST MEN IN MY TROOP, AS THE SENTRY ON NO. 3. AFTER I
HAD GIVEN HIM THE COUNTERSIGN AND WAS ABOUT GOING ON,—FOR THERE
WAS NO USE IN ASKING him IF HE KNEW HIS ORDERS,—HE STOPPED ME TO
ASK IF I HAD AUTHORIZED THE STABLE-SERGEANT TO LET OUT ONE OF THE
AMBULANCES WITHIN THE HOUR.  OF COURSE I WAS AMAZED AND SAID NO.
'WELL,' SAID HE, 'NOT TEN MINUTES AGO A FOUR-MULE AMBULANCE DROVE UP
THE ROAD YONDER GOING FULL TILT, AND I THOUGHT SOMETHING WAS WRONG, BUT
IT WAS FAR BEYOND MY CHALLENGE LIMIT.' YOU CAN UNDERSTAND THAT I WENT
TO THE STABLES ON THE JUMP, READY TO SCALP THE SENTRY THERE, THE
SERGEANT OF THE GUARD, AND EVERYBODY ELSE. I SAILED INTO THE SENTRY FIRST
AND HE WAS UTTERLY ASTONISHED; HE SWORE THAT EVERY HORSE, MULE, AND
WAGON WAS IN ITS PROPER PLACE. I ROUTED OUT THE OLD STABLE-SERGEANT
AND WE WENT THROUGH EVERYTHING WITH HIS LANTERN. THERE WASN'T A SPOKE
OR A HOOF MISSING. THEN I WENT BACK TO DEXTER AND ASKED HIM WHAT
HE'D BEEN DRINKING, AND HE SEEMED MUCH HURT. I TOLD HIM EVERY WHEEL



HE'D BEEN DRINKING, AND HE SEEMED MUCH HURT. I TOLD HIM EVERY WHEEL
AT THE FORT WAS IN ITS PROPER RUT AND THAT NOTHING COULD HAVE GONE OUT.
NEITHER COULD THERE HAVE BEEN A FOUR-MULE AMBULANCE FROM
ELSEWHERE. THERE WASN'T A CIVILIZED CORRAL WITHIN FIFTY MILES EXCEPT
THOSE NEW RANCHES UP THE VALLEY, AND they HAD NO SUCH RIG. ALL THE
SAME, DEXTER STUCK TO HIS STORY, AND IT ENDED IN OUR GETTING A LANTERN
AND GOING DOWN TO THE ROAD. BY GAD! HE WAS RIGHT. THERE, IN THE
MOIST, YIELDING SAND, WERE THE FRESH TRACKS OF A FOUR-MULE TEAM AND A
CONCORD WAGON OR SOMETHING OF THE SAME SORT. SO MUCH FOR that
night!

"NEXT EVENING AS A LOT OF US WERE SITTING OUT ON THE MAJOR'S PIAZZA, AND
YOUNG BRIGGS OF THE INFANTRY WAS HOLDING FORTH ON THE CONSTELLATIONS,—
YOU KNOW HE'S A GOOD DEAL OF AN ASTRONOMER,—MRS. POWELL SUDDENLY
TURNED TO HIM WITH 'BUT YOU HAVEN'T TOLD US THE NAME OF THAT BRIGHT
PLANET LOW DOWN THERE IN THE NORTHERN SKY,' AND WE ALL TURNED AND
LOOKED WHERE SHE POINTED.  BRIGGS LOOKED TOO. IT WAS ONLY A LITTLE LOWER
THAN SOME STARS OF THE SECOND AND THIRD MAGNITUDE THAT HE HAD BEEN
TELLING ABOUT ONLY FIVE MINUTES BEFORE, ONLY IT SHONE WITH A REDDER OR
YELLOWER GLARE,—ORANGE I SUPPOSE WAS THE REAL COLOR,—AND WAS CLEAR
and strong as the light of Jupiter.

"'THAT?' SAYS BRIGGS. 'WHY, THAT MUST BE——WELL, I OWN UP. I DECLARE I
never knew there was so big a star in that part of the firmament!'

"'DON'T WORRY ABOUT IT, BRIGGS, OLD BOY,' DRAWLED THE MAJOR, WHO HAD
BEEN SQUINTING AT IT THROUGH A POWERFUL GLASS HE OWNS. 'THAT'S TERRA
FIRMAMENT. THAT PLANET'S AT THE NEW RANCH UP ON THE SPUR OF THE
Matitzal.'

"BUT THAT WASN'T ALL. TWO DAYS AFTER, BAKER CAME IN FROM A SCOUT. HE
HAD BEEN OVER ACROSS THE RANGE AND HAD STOPPED AT BURNHAM'S ON
HIS WAY DOWN. HE DIDN'T SEE BURNHAM; HE WASN'T INVITED IN, BUT HE WAS
FULL OF HIS SUBJECT. 'BY Jove! FELLOWS. HAVE ANY OF YOU BEEN TO THE
RANCHES LATELY? NO? WELL, THEN, I WANT TO GET SOME OF THE LADIES TO GO



UP THERE AND CALL. IN ALL MY LIFE I NEVER SAW SO PRETTY A GIRL AS WAS
SITTING THERE ON THE PIAZZA WHEN I RODE AROUND THE CORNER OF THE HOUSE.
Pretty! SHE'S LOVELY. NOT MEXICAN. NO, INDEED! A REAL AMERICAN GIRL,—
a young lady, by Gad!'" That, then, explained the new light.

"AND DID THAT GIVE THE RANCH THE NAME BY WHICH IT IS KNOWN TO YOU?"
we asked Wayne.

"YES. THE LADIES CALLED IT 'STARLIGHT RANCH' FROM THAT NIGHT ON. BUT NOT
ONE OF THEM HAS SEEN THE GIRL. MRS. FRAZER AND MRS. JENNINGS ACTUALLY
TOOK THE LONG DRIVE AND ASKED FOR THE LADIES, AND WERE CIVILLY TOLD  THAT
THERE WERE NONE AT HOME. IT WAS A CHINESE SERVANT WHO RECEIVED
THEM. THEY INQUIRED FOR MR. BURNHAM AND HE WAS AWAY TOO. THEY
ASKED HOW MANY LADIES THERE WERE, AND THE CHINAMAN SHOOK HIS
HEAD—'NO SABE.' 'HAD MR. BURNHAM'S WIFE AND DAUGHTER COME?' 'NO
SABE.' 'WERE MR. BURNHAM AND THE LADIES OVER AT THE OTHER RANCH?' 'NO
SABE,' STILL AFFABLY GRINNING, AND EVIDENTLY PERSONALLY PLEASED TO SEE
THE STRANGE LADIES; BUT THAT CHINAMAN WAS NO FOOL; HE HAD HIS
INSTRUCTIONS AND WAS CARRYING THEM OUT; AND MRS. FRAZER, WHOSE EYES
ARE VERY KEEN, WAS CONFIDENT THAT SHE SAW THE CURTAINS IN AN UPPER
WINDOW GATHERED JUST SO AS TO ADMIT A PAIR OF EYES TO PEEP DOWN AT
the fort wagon with its fair occupants. But the face of which she caught
A GLIMPSE WAS NOT THAT OF A YOUNG WOMAN. THEY GAVE THE CHINAMAN
THEIR CARDS, WHICH HE CURIOUSLY INSPECTED AND WAS EVIDENTLY AT A LOSS
WHAT TO DO WITH, AND AFTER TELLING HIM TO GIVE THEM TO THE LADIES WHEN
THEY CAME HOME THEY DROVE OVER TO THE CROCKER RANCH. HERE ONLY
MEXICANS WERE VISIBLE ABOUT THE PREMISES, AND, THOUGH MRS. FRAZER'S
SPANISH WAS EQUAL TO THE TASK OF ASKING THEM FOR WATER FOR HERSELF AND
FRIEND, SHE COULD NOT GET AN INTELLIGIBLE REPLY FROM THE SWARTHY
GANYMEDE WHO BROUGHT THEM THE BRIMMING GLASSES AS TO THE LADIES
—Las señoras—AT THE OTHER RANCH. THEY ASKED FOR THE CROCKERS, AND
THE MEXICAN ONLY VAGUELY POINTED UP THE VALLEY. IT WAS IN DEFEAT AND
HUMILIATION THAT THE LADIES WITH THEIR ESCORT, MR. BAKER, RETURNED TO THE
FORT, BUT BAKER RODE UP AGAIN AND TOOK A COMRADE WITH HIM, AND THEY



BOTH SAW THE GIRL WITH THE LOVELY FACE AND FORM THIS TIME, AND HAD
ALMOST ACCOSTED HER WHEN A SHARP, STERN VOICE  CALLED HER WITHIN. A
fortnight more and a dozen men, officers or soldiers, had rounded that
RANCH AND HAD SEEN TWO WOMEN,—ONE MIDDLE-AGED, THE OTHER A GIRL
OF ABOUT EIGHTEEN WHO WAS FAIR AND BEWITCHINGLY PRETTY. BAKER HAD
BOWED TO HER AND SHE HAD SMILED SWEETLY ON HIM, EVEN WHILE BEING
DRAWN WITHIN DOORS. ONE OR TWO MEN HAD CORNERED BURNHAM AND
BEGAN TO ASK QUESTIONS. 'GENTLEMEN,' SAID HE, 'I'M A POOR HAND AT TALK.
I'VE NO EDUCATION. I'VE LIVED ON THE FRONTIER ALL MY LIFE. I MEAN NO
OFFENCE, BUT I CANNOT ANSWER YOUR QUESTIONS AND I CANNOT ASK YOU INTO
MY HOUSE. FOR EXPLANATION, I REFER YOU TO MR. CROCKER.' THEN BAKER
AND A CHUM OF HIS RODE OVER AND CALLED ON THE ELDER CROCKER, AND
ASKED FOR THE EXPLANATION. THAT ONLY ADDED TO THE STRANGENESS OF THE
thing.

"'IT IS TRUE, GENTLEMEN, THAT MR. BURNHAM'S WIFE AND CHILD ARE NOW WITH
HIM; BUT, PARTIALLY BECAUSE OF HER, HIS WIFE'S, INFIRM HEALTH, AND PARTIALLY
BECAUSE OF A MOST DISTRESSING AND UNFORTUNATE EXPERIENCE IN HIS PAST,
OUR KINSMAN BEGS THAT NO ONE WILL ATTEMPT TO CALL AT THE RANCH. HE
appreciates all the courtesy the gentlemen and ladies at the fort would
SHOW, AND HAVE SHOWN, BUT HE FEELS COMPELLED TO DECLINE ALL
INTERCOURSE. WE ARE BEHOLDEN, IN A MEASURE, TO MR. BURNHAM, AND
HAVE TO BE GUIDED BY HIS WISHES. WE ARE YOUNG MEN COMPARED TO
HIM, AND IT WAS THROUGH HIM THAT WE CAME TO SEEK OUR FORTUNE HERE,
BUT HE IS VIRTUALLY THE HEAD OF BOTH ESTABLISHMENTS.' WELL. THERE WAS
NOTHING MORE TO BE SAID, AND THE BOYS CAME AWAY. ONE THING MORE
TRANSPIRED. BURNHAM GAVE IT OUT THAT HE HAD LIVED IN TEXAS BEFORE THE
WAR, AND HAD FOUGHT ALL THE WAY THROUGH IN THE CONFEDERATE SERVICE.
He THOUGHT THE OFFICERS OUGHT TO KNOW THIS. IT WAS THE MAJOR HIMSELF TO
WHOM HE TOLD IT, AND WHEN THE MAJOR REPLIED THAT HE CONSIDERED THE
WAR OVER AND THAT THAT MADE NO DIFFERENCE, BURNHAM, WITH A CLOUDED
FACE REPLIED, 'WELL, MEBBE IT DON'T—TO YOU.' WHEREUPON THE MAJOR
FIRED UP AND TOLD HIM THAT IF HE CHOSE TO BE AN UNRECONSTRUCTED REB,
WHEN UNION OFFICERS AND GENTLEMEN WERE ONLY STRIVING TO BE CIVIL TO



HIM, HE MIGHT 'GO AHEAD AND BE D—D,' AND CAME AWAY IN HIGH
DUDGEON." AND SO MATTERS STOOD UP TO THE LAST WE HAD HEARD FROM
FORT PHOENIX, EXCEPT FOR ONE LETTER WHICH MRS. FRAZER WROTE TO MRS.
TURNER AT SANDY, PERHAPS PURELY OUT OF FEMININE MISCHIEF, BECAUSE A
YEAR OR SO PREVIOUS BAKER, AS A JUNIOR SECOND LIEUTENANT, WAS DOING
THE DEVOTED TO MRS. TURNER, A SPECIES OF MILDLY AMATORY
APPRENTICESHIP WHICH MOST OF THE YOUNG OFFICERS SEEMED IMPELLED TO
SERVE ON FIRST JOINING. "WE ARE HAVING SUCH A ROMANCE HERE AT
PHOENIX. YOU HAVE DOUBTLESS HEARD OF THE BEAUTIFUL GIRL AT 'STARLIGHT
RANCH,' AS WE CALL THE BURNHAM PLACE, UP THE VALLEY. EVERYBODY WHO
CALLED HAS BEEN REBUFFED; BUT, AFTER CATCHING A FEW GLIMPSES OF HER,
MR. BAKER BECAME COMPLETELY INFATUATED AND RODE UP THAT WAY THREE
OR FOUR TIMES A WEEK. OF LATE HE HAS CEASED GOING IN THE DAYTIME, BUT
IT IS KNOWN THAT HE RIDES OUT TOWARDS DUSK AND GETS BACK LONG AFTER
MIDNIGHT, SOMETIMES NOT TILL MORNING. OF COURSE IT TAKES FOUR HOURS,
NEARLY, TO COME FROM THERE FULL-SPEED, BUT THOUGH MAJOR TRACY WILL
ADMIT NOTHING, IT MUST BE THAT MR. BAKER HAS HIS PERMISSION TO BE
AWAY AT NIGHT. WE ALL BELIEVE THAT IT IS ANOTHER CASE OF LOVE LAUGHING AT
LOCKSMITHS AND THAT IN SOME WAY THEY CONTRIVE TO MEET. ONE THING IS
cerTAIN,—MR. BAKER IS DESPERATELY IN LOVE AND WILL PERMIT NO TRIFLING
WITH HIM ON THE SUBJECT." ORDINARILY, I SUPPOSE, SUCH A LETTER WOULD
HAVE BEEN GALL AND WORMWOOD TO MRS. TURNER, BUT AS YOUNG HUNTER, A
NEW APPOINTMENT, WAS NOW A DEVOTEE, AND AS IT WAS A PIECE OF
ROMANTIC NEWS WHICH INTERESTED ALL CAMP SANDY, SHE READ THE LETTER
TO ONE LADY AFTER ANOTHER, AND SO IT BECAME PUBLIC PROPERTY. OLD
CATNIP, AS WE CALLED THE COLONEL, WAS DISPOSED TO BE A LITTLE WORRIED
ON THE SUBJECT. BAKER WAS A YOUNGSTER IN WHOM HE HAD SOME INTEREST
AS BEING A DISTANT CONNECTION OF HIS WIFE'S, BUT MRS. PELHAM HAD NOT
come to Arizona with us, and the good old fellow was living en garçon
WITH THE MESS, WHERE, OF COURSE, THE MATTER WAS DISCUSSED IN ALL ITS
bearings.

ALL THESE THINGS RECURRED TO ME AS I POTTERED AROUND THROUGH THE HERDS
EXAMINING SIDE-LINES, ETC., AND LOOKING UP THE GUARDS. ORDINARILY OUR



SCOUTING PARTIES WERE SO SMALL THAT WE HAD NO SUCH THING AS AN
OFFICER-OF-THE-DAY,—NOR HAD WE NOW WHEN GLEASON COULD HAVE BEEN
EXCUSED FOR ORDERING ONE, BUT HE EVIDENTLY DESIRED TO DO NOTHING THAT
MIGHT ANNOY HIS OFFICERS. HE might WANT THEM TO STAND BY HIM WHEN IT
CAME TO REPORTING THE ROUTE AND RESULT OF THE SCOUT. ALL THE SAME, HE
EXPECTED THAT THE TROOP OFFICERS WOULD GIVE PERSONAL SUPERVISION TO
THEIR COMMAND, AND ESPECIALLY TO LOOK AFTER THEIR "HERDS," AND IT WAS
THIS DUTY THAT TOOK ME AWAY FROM THE GROUP CHATTING ABOUT THE BIVOUAC
fire preparatory to "turning in" for the night.

When I got back, a tall, gray-haired trooper was "standing attention" in
FRONT OF THE COMMANDING OFFICER, AND HAD EVIDENTLY JUST MADE SOME
report, for Mr. GLEASON NODDED HIS HEAD APPRECIATIVELY AND THEN SAID,
kindly,—

"YOU DID PERFECTLY RIGHT, CORPORAL. INSTRUCT YOUR MEN TO KEEP A LOOKOUT
FOR IT, AND IF SEEN AGAIN TO-NIGHT TO CALL ME AT ONCE. I'LL BRING MY FIELD-
glass and we'll see what it is."

THE TROOPER RAISED HIS LEFT HAND TO THE "CARRIED" CARBINE IN SALUTE AND
TURNED AWAY. WHEN HE WAS OUT OF EARSHOT, GLEASON SPOKE TO THE SILENT
group,—

"NOW, THERE'S A CASE IN POINT. IF I HAD COMMAND OF A TROOP AND COULD
get old Potts into it I could make something of him, and I know it."

GLEASON HAD CONSUMMATE FAITH IN HIS "SYSTEM" WITH THE RANK AND FILE,
AND NO RESPECT FOR THAT OF ANY OF THE CAPTAINS. NOBODY SAID ANYTHING.
BLAKE HATED HIM AND PUFFED UNCONCERNEDLY AT HIS PIPE, WITH A DISPLAY
OF ABSOLUTE INDIFFERENCE TO HIS SUPERIOR'S VIEWS THAT THE LATTER DID NOT
FAIL TO NOTE. THE OTHERS KNEW WHAT A TRIAL "OLD POTTS" HAD BEEN TO HIS
TROOP COMMANDER, AND DID NOT BELIEVE THAT GLEASON COULD "REFORM"
him at will. The silence was embarrassing, so I inquired,—

"What had he to report?"



"OH, NOTHING OF ANY CONSEQUENCE. HE AND ONE OF THE SENTRIES SAW
WHAT THEY TOOK TO BE AN INDIAN SIGNAL-FIRE UP TONTO CREEK. IT SOON
SMOULDERED AWAY,—BUT I ALWAYS MAKE IT A POINT TO SHOW RESPECT TO
these old soldiers."

"YOU SHOW D—D LITTLE RESPECT FOR THEIR REPORTS ALL THE SAME," SAID
BLAKE, SUDDENLY SHOOTING UP ON A PAIR OF LEGS THAT LOOKED LIKE STILTS.
"AN INDIAN SIGNAL-FIRE IS A MATTER OF A HEAP OF CONSEQUENCE IN MY
opinion;" and he wrathfully stalked away.

FOR SOME REASON GLEASON SAW FIT TO TAKE NO NOTICE OF THIS PIECE OF
insubordination. Placidly he resumed his chat,—

"NOW, YOU GENTLEMEN SEEM SKEPTICAL ABOUT POTTS. DO ANY OF YOU
know his history?"

"WELL, I KNOW HE'S ABOUT THE OLDEST SOLDIER IN THE REGIMENT; THAT HE
SERVED IN THE FIRST DRAGOONS WHEN THEY WERE IN ARIZONA TWENTY YEARS
AGO, AND THAT HE GETS DRUNK AS A BOILED OWL EVERY PAY-DAY," WAS AN
immediate answer.

"VERY GOOD AS FAR AS IT GOES," REPLIED GLEASON, WITH A SUPERIOR SMILE;
"BUT I'LL JUST TELL YOU A CHAPTER IN HIS LIFE HE NEVER SPEAKS OF AND I NEVER
DREAMED OF UNTIL THE LAST TIME I WAS IN SAN FRANCISCO. THERE I MET OLD
GENERAL STARR AT THE 'OCCIDENTAL,' AND ALMOST THE FIRST THING HE DID WAS
TO INQUIRE FOR POTTS, AND THEN HE TOLD ME ABOUT HIM. HE WAS ONE OF THE
FINEST SERGEANTS IN STARR'S TROOP IN '53,—A DASHING, HANDSOME FELLOW,
—and while in at Fort Leavenworth he had fallen in love with, won, and
MARRIED AS PRETTY A YOUNG GIRL AS EVER CAME INTO THE REGIMENT. SHE
CAME OUT TO NEW MEXICO WITH THE DETACHMENT WITH WHICH HE SERVED,
and was the belle of all the 'bailes' given either by the 'greasers' or the
ENLISTED MEN. HE WAS PROUD OF HER AS HE COULD BE, AND OLD STARR
SWORE THAT THE FEW LADIES OF THE REGIMENT WHO WERE WITH THEM AT OLD
FORT FILLMORE OR STANTON WERE REALLY JEALOUS OF HER. EVEN SOME OF THE
YOUNG OFFICERS GOT TO SAYING SWEET THINGS TO HER, AND POTTS CAME TO



THE CAPTAIN ABOUT IT, AND HE HAD IT STOPPED; BUT THE GIRL'S HEAD WAS
TURNED. THERE WAS A HANDSOME YOUNG FELLOW IN THE SUTLER'S STORE WHO
KEPT MAKING HER PRESENTS ON THE SLY, AND  WHEN AT LAST POTTS FOUND IT
OUT HE NEARLY HAMMERED THE LIFE OUT OF HIM. THEN CAME THAT CAMPAIGN
AGAINST THE JICARILLA APACHES, AND POTTS HAD TO GO WITH HIS TROOP AND
LEAVE HER AT THE CANTONMENT, WHERE, TO BE SURE, THERE WERE LADIES AND
PLENTY OF PEOPLE TO LOOK AFTER HER; AND IN THE FIGHT AT CIENEGUILLA POOR
POTTS WAS BADLY WOUNDED, AND IT WAS SOME MONTHS BEFORE THEY GOT
BACK; AND MEANTIME THE SUTLER FELLOW HAD GOT IN HIS WORK, AND WHEN
THE COMMAND FINALLY CAME IN WITH ITS WOUNDED THEY HAD SKIPPED, NO
ONE KNEW WHERE. IF POTTS HADN'T BEEN TAKEN DOWN WITH BRAIN FEVER ON
TOP OF HIS WOUND HE WOULD HAVE FOLLOWED THEIR TRAIL, DESERTION OR NO
DESERTION, BUT HE WAS A BROKEN MAN WHEN HE GOT OUT OF HOSPITAL. THE
LAST THING OLD STARR SAID TO ME WAS, 'NOW, GLEASON, I WANT YOU TO BE
KIND TO MY OLD SERGEANT; HE SERVED ALL THROUGH THE WAR, AND I'VE NEVER
FORGIVEN THEM IN THE FIRST FOR GOING BACK ON HIM AND REFUSING TO RE-
ENLIST HIM; BUT THE CAPTAINS, ONE AND ALL, SAID IT WAS NO USE; HE HAD
SUNK LOWER AND LOWER; WAS PERFECTLY UNRELIABLE; SPENT NINE-TENTHS OF
HIS TIME IN THE GUARD-HOUSE AND ALL HIS MONEY IN WHISKEY; AND ONE
after another they refused to take him.'"

"How'd we happen to get him, then?" queried one of our party.

"HE SHOWED UP AT SAN FRANCISCO, NEAT AS A NEW PIN; EXHIBITED
SEVERAL FINE DISCHARGES, BUT SAID NOTHING OF THE LAST TWO, AND WAS
TAKEN INTO THE REGIMENT AS WE WERE GOING THROUGH. OF COURSE, ITS
PRETTY MUCH AS THEY SAID IN THE FIRST WHEN WE'RE IN GARRISON, BUT, ONCE
OUT SCOUTING, DAYS AWAY FROM A DROP OF 'TANGLEFOOT,' AND HE DOES FIRST
rate. That's how he got his corporal's chevrons."

"HE'LL LOSE 'EM AGAIN BEFORE WE'RE BACK AT SANDY FORTY-EIGHT HOURS,"
growled Blake, strolling up to the party again.

BUT HE DID NOT. PROPHECIES FAILED THIS TIME, AND OLD POTTS WORE THOSE
chevrons to the last.



HE WAS A GOOD PROPHET AND A KEEN JUDGE OF HUMAN NATURE AS
EXEMPLIFIED IN GLEASON, WHO SAID THAT "THE OLD MAN" WAS PLANNING FOR
a visit to the new ranches above Fort Phoenix. A day or two farther we
plodded along down the range, our Indian scouts looking reproachfully
—EVEN SULLENLY—AT THE COMMANDER AT EVERY HALT, AND THEN CAME THE
ORDER TO TURN BACK. TWO MARCHES MORE, AND THE LITTLE COMMAND WENT
INTO BIVOUAC CLOSE UNDER THE EAVES OF FORT PHOENIX AND WE WERE
EXCHANGING JOVIAL GREETINGS WITH OUR BROTHER OFFICERS AT THE POST.
TURNING OVER THE COMMAND TO LIEUTENANT BLAKE, MR. GLEASON WENT UP
INTO THE GARRISON WITH HIS OWN PARTICULAR PACK-MULE; BILLETED HIMSELF ON
THE INFANTRY COMMANDING OFFICER—THE MAJOR—AND IN A SHORT TIME
appeared freshly-shaved and in the neatest possible undress uniform,
READY TO CALL UPON THE FEW LADIES AT THE POST, AND OF COURSE TO MAKE
FREQUENT REFERENCE TO "MY BATTALION," OR "MY COMMAND," DOWN BEYOND
THE DUSTY, DISMAL CORRALS. THE REST OF US, HAVING COME OUT FOR
BUSINESS, HAD NO UNIFORMS, NOTHING BUT THE ROUGH FIELD, SCOUTING RIG WE
WORE ON SUCH DUTY, AND EVERY MAN'S CHIN WAS BRISTLING WITH A TWO-
weeks'-old beard.

"I'M GOING TO REPORT GLEASON FOR THIS THING," SWORE BLAKE; "YOU SEE IF I
don't, the moment we get back."

THE REST OF US WERE "HOPPING MAD," TOO, BUT HELD OUR TONGUES SO LONG
AS WE WERE AROUND PHOENIX. WE  DID NOT WANT THEM THERE TO BELIEVE
THERE WAS DISSENSION AND ALMOST MUTINY IMPENDING. SOME OF US GOT
permission from Blake to go up to the post with its hospitable officers,
AND I WAS ONE WHO STROLLED UP TO "THE STORE" AFTER DARK. THERE WE
FOUND THE MAJOR, AND CAPTAIN FRAZER, AND CAPTAIN JENNINGS, AND
MOST OF THE YOUNGSTERS, BUT BAKER WAS ABSENT. OF COURSE THE TALK
SOON DRIFTED TO AND SETTLED ON "STARLIGHT RANCH," AND BY TATTOO MOST OF
THE GARRISON CROWD WERE TALKING LIKE SO MANY PRUSSIANS, ALL AT TOP-
VOICE AND ALL AT ONCE. EVERY MAN SEEMED TO HAVE SOME THEORY OF HIS
OWN WITH REGARD TO THE PECULIAR CONDUCT OF MR. BURNHAM, BUT NO ONE



dissented from the quiet remark of Captain Frazer:

"As for Baker's relations with the daughter, he is simply desperately in
LOVE AND MEANS TO MARRY HER. HE TELLS MY WIFE THAT SHE IS EDUCATED
AND FAR MORE REFINED THAN HER SURROUNDINGS WOULD INDICATE, BUT THAT HE
IS REFUSED AUDIENCE BY BOTH BURNHAM AND HIS WIFE, AND IT IS ONLY AT
EXTREME RISK THAT HE IS ABLE TO MEET HIS LADY-LOVE AT ALL. SOME NIGHTS
she is entirely prevented from slipping out to see him."

PRESENTLY IN CAME GLEASON, BEAMING AND TRIUMPHANT FROM HIS ROUND
OF CALLS AMONG THE FAIR SEX, AND READY NOW FOR THE GAME HE LOVED
ABOVE ALL THINGS ON EARTH,—POKER. FOR REASONS WHICH NEED NOT BE
ELABORATED HERE NO OFFICER IN OUR COMMAND WOULD PLAY WITH HIM, AND
AN UGLY RUMOR WAS GOING THE ROUNDS AT SANDY, JUST BEFORE WE CAME
AWAY, THAT, IN A GAME AT OLSEN'S RANCH ON THE AQUA FRIA ABOUT THREE
WEEKS BEFORE, HE HAD HAD HIS FACE SLAPPED BY LIEUTENANT RAY OF OUR
OWN REGIMENT. BUT RAY HAD GONE TO HIS LONELY POST AT CAMP
Cameron, AND THERE WAS NO ONE BY WHOM WE COULD VERIFY IT EXCEPT
SOME RANCHMEN, WHO DECLARED THAT GLEASON HAD CHEATED AT CARDS,
AND RAY "HAD BEEN A LITTLE TOO FULL," AS THEY PUT IT, TO DETECT THE FRAUD
UNTIL IT SEEMED TO FLASH UPON HIM ALL OF A SUDDEN. A GAME BEGAN,
HOWEVER, WITH THREE LOCAL OFFICERS AS PARTICIPANTS, SO PRESENTLY CARROLL
and I withdrew and went back to bivouac.

"HAVE YOU SEEN ANYTHING OF CORPORAL POTTS?" WAS THE FIRST QUESTION
asked by Mr. Blake.

"Not a thing. Why? Is he missing?"

"BEEN MISSING FOR AN HOUR. HE WAS TALKING WITH SOME OF THESE
GARRISON SOLDIERS HERE JUST AFTER THE MEN HAD COME IN FROM THE HERD,
AND WHAT I'M AFRAID OF IS THAT HE'LL GO UP INTO THE POST AND GET BILIN' FULL
THERE. I'VE SENT OTHER NON-COMMISSIONED OFFICERS AFTER HIM, BUT THEY
CANNOT FIND HIM. HE HASN'T EVEN LOOKED IN AT THE STORE, SO THE BAR-
tender swears."



"THE SLY OLD RASCAL!" SAID CARROLL. "HE KNOWS PERFECTLY WELL HOW TO GET
ALL THE LIQUOR HE WANTS WITHOUT EXPOSING HIMSELF IN THE LEAST. NO DOUBT
IF THE BAR-TENDER WERE ASKED IF HE HAD NOT FILLED SOME FLASKS THIS
EVENING HE WOULD SAY YES, AND POTTS IS PROBABLY STRETCHED OUT
COMFORTABLY IN THE FORAGE-LOFT OF ONE OF THE STABLES, WITH A CANTEEN OF
water and his flask of bug-juice, prepared to make a night of it."

BLAKE MOODILY GAZED INTO THE EMBERS OF THE BIVOUAC-FIRE. NEVER HAD
WE SEEN HIM SO UTTERLY UNLIKE HIMSELF AS ON THIS BURLESQUE OF A SCOUT,
AND NOW THAT WE WERE VIRTUALLY HOMEWARD-BOUND, AND EMPTY-HANDED
TOO, HE WAS COMPLETELY WEIGHED DOWN BY THE CONSCIOUSNESS OF OUR
LOST OPPORTUNITIES. IF SOMETHING COULD ONLY HAVE HAPPENED TO GLEASON
BEFORE THE START, SO THAT  THE COMMAND MIGHT HAVE DEVOLVED ON BLAKE,
WE ALL FELT THAT A VERY DIFFERENT ACCOUNT COULD HAVE BEEN RENDERED; FOR
WITH ALL HIS RATTLING, RANTING FUN AROUND THE GARRISON, HE WAS A GALLANT
AND DUTIFUL SOLDIER IN THE FIELD. IT WAS NOW AFTER TEN O'CLOCK; MOST OF THE
MEN, ROLLED IN THEIR BLANKETS, WERE SLEEPING ON THE SCANT TURF THAT COULD
BE FOUND AT INTERVALS IN THE HALF-SANDY SOIL BELOW THE CORRALS AND
STABLES. THE HERDS OF THE TWO TROOPS AND THE PACK-MULES WERE ALL
CROPPING PEACEFULLY AT THE HAY THAT HAD BEEN LIBERALLY DISTRIBUTED
AMONG THEM BECAUSE THERE WAS HARDLY GRASS ENOUGH FOR A "BURRO."
WE WERE ALL READY TO TURN IN, BUT THERE STOOD OUR TEMPORARY
COMMANDER, HIS LONG LEGS A-STRADDLE, HIS HANDS CLASPED BEHIND HIM,
AND THE FLICKERING LIGHT OF THE FIRE BETRAYING IN HIS FACE BOTH PROFOUND
dejection and disgust.

"I WOULDN'T CARE SO MUCH," SAID HE AT LAST, "BUT IT WILL GIVE GLEASON A
CHANCE TO SAY THAT THINGS ALWAYS GO WRONG WHEN HE'S AWAY. DID YOU
SEE HIM UP AT THE POST?" HE SUDDENLY ASKED. "WHAT WAS HE DOING,
Carroll?"

"Poker," was the sententious reply.

"WHAT?" SHOUTED BLAKE. "POKER? 'I THANK THEE, GOOD TUBAL,—GOOD
NEWS,—GOOD NEWS!'" HE RANTED, WITH ALMOST JOYOUS RELAPSE INTO HIS



OLD MANNER. "'O LADY FORTUNE, STAND YOU AUSPICIOUS', FOR THOSE FELLOWS
at Phoenix, I mean, and may they scoop our worthy chieftain of his last
DUCAT. SEE WHAT IT MEANS, FELLOWS. WIN OR LOSE, HE'LL PLAY ALL NIGHT, HE'LL
DRINK MUCH IF IT GO AGIN' HIM, AND I PRAY IT MAY. HE'LL BE TOO SICK, WHEN
MORNING COMES, TO JOIN US, AND, BY MY FAITH, WE'LL LEAVE HIS HORSE AND
ORDERLY AND MARCH AWAY WITHOUT  HIM. AS FOR POTTS,—AN HE APPEAR NOT,
—WE'LL LET HIM PLAY HIDE-AND-SEEK WITH HIS WOULD-BE REFORMER. HULLO!
What's that?"

THERE WAS A SOUND OF ALTERNATE SHOUT AND CHALLENGE TOWARDS WHERE
THE HORSES WERE HERDED ON THE LEVEL STRETCH BELOW US. THE SERGEANT OF
THE GUARD WAS RUNNING RAPIDLY THITHER AS CARROLL AND I REACHED THE
CORNER OF THE CORRAL. HALF A MINUTE'S BRISK SPURT BROUGHT US TO THE
scene.

"What's the trouble, sentry?" panted the sergeant.

"ONE OF OUR FELLOWS TRYING TO TAKE A HORSE. I WAS DOWN ON THIS SIDE OF
THE HERD WHEN I SEEN HIM AT THE OTHER END TRYING TO LOOSE A SIDE-LINE. IT
WAS JUST LIGHT ENOUGH BY THE MOON TO LET ME SEE THE FIGURE, BUT I
COULDN'T MAKE OUT WHO 'TWAS. I CHALLENGED AND RAN AND YELLED FOR THE
CORPORAL, TOO, BUT HE GOT AWAY THROUGH THE HORSES SOMEHOW. MURPHY,
who's on the other side of the herds, seen him and challenged too."

"Did he answer?"

"Not a word, sir."

"COUNT YOUR HORSES, SERGEANT, AND SEE IF ALL ARE HERE," WAS ORDERED.
Then we hurried over to Murphy's post.

"Who was the man? Could you make him out?"

"NOT PLAINLY, SIR; BUT I THINK IT WAS ONE OF OUR OWN COMMAND," AND POOR
MURPHY HESITATED AND STAMMERED. HE HATED TO "GIVE AWAY," AS HE
EXPRESSED IT, ONE OF HIS OWN TROOP. BUT HIS QUESTIONERS WERE



inexorable.

"What man did this one most look like, so far as you could judge?"

"WELL, SIR, I HATE TO SUSPICION ANYBODY, BUT 'TWAS MORE LIKE CORPORAL
POTTS HE LOOKED. SURE, IF 'TWAS HIM, HE MUST HA' BEEN DRINKIN', FOR THE
CORPORAL'S NOT THE MAN TO TRY AND RUN OFF A HORSE WHEN HE'S IN HIS SOBER
sinses."

THE WANING MOON GAVE HARDLY ENOUGH LIGHT FOR EFFECTIVE SEARCH, BUT
WE DID OUR BEST. BLAKE CAME OUT AND JOINED US, LOOKING VERY GRAVE
WHEN HE HEARD THE NEWS. ELEVEN O'CLOCK CAME, AND WE GAVE IT UP. NOT
A SIGN OF THE MARAUDER COULD WE FIND. POTTS WAS STILL ABSENT FROM THE
BIVOUAC WHEN WE GOT BACK, BUT BLAKE DETERMINED TO MAKE NO FURTHER
EFFORT TO FIND HIM. LONG BEFORE MIDNIGHT WE WERE ALL SOUNDLY SLEEPING,
AND THE NEXT THING I KNEW MY ORDERLY WAS SHAKING ME BY THE ARM AND
ANNOUNCING BREAKFAST. REVEILLE WAS JUST BEING SOUNDED UP AT THE
GARRISON. THE SUN HAD NOT YET CLIMBED HIGH ENOUGH TO PEEP OVER THE
MATITZAL, BUT IT WAS BROAD DAYLIGHT. IN TEN MINUTES CARROLL AND I WERE
enjoying our coffee and frijoles; BLAKE HAD RIDDEN UP INTO THE GARRISON.
Potts was still absent; and so, as we expected, was Mr. Gleason.

HALF AN HOUR MORE, AND IN LONG COLUMN OF TWOS, AND FOLLOWED BY OUR
PACK-TRAIN, THE COMMAND WAS FILING OUT ALONG THE ROAD WHEREON "NO.
3" HAD SEEN THE AMBULANCE DARTING BY IN THE DARKNESS. BLAKE HAD
COME BACK FROM THE POST WITH A FLUSH OF ANGER ON HIS FACE AND WITH
LIPS COMPRESSED. HE DID NOT EVEN DISMOUNT. "SADDLE UP AT ONCE" WAS
all he said until he gave the commands to mount and march. Opposite
THE QUARTERS OF THE COMMANDING OFFICER WE WERE RIDING AT EASE, AND
THERE HE SHOOK HIS GAUNTLETED FIST AT THE WHITEWASHED WALLS, AND HAD
recourse to his usual safety-valve,—

"'Take heed, my lords, the welfare of us all
Hangs on the cutting short that fraudful man,'



AND MAY THE DEVIL FLY AWAY WITH HIM! WHAT D'YE THINK HE TOLD ME WHEN I
went to hunt him up?"

There was no suitable conjecture.

"HE SAID TO MARCH AHEAD, LEAVING HIS HORSE, POTTS'S, AND HIS ORDERLY'S,
ALSO THE PACK-MULE: HE WOULD FOLLOW AT HIS LEISURE. HE HAD GIVEN POTTS
AUTHORITY TO WAIT AND GO WITH HIM, BUT DID NOT CONSIDER IT NECESSARY TO
notify me."

"Where was he?"

"STILL AT THE STORE, PLAYING WITH THE TRADER AND SOME UNDERSTRAPPERS.
Didn't seem to be drunk, either."

AND THAT WAS THE LAST WE HEARD OF OUR COMMANDER UNTIL LATE IN THE
EVENING. WE WERE THEN IN BIVOUAC ON THE WEST BANK OF THE SANDY
WITHIN SHORT RIFLE-RANGE OF THE BUILDINGS OF CROCKER'S RANCH ON THE
OTHER SIDE. THERE THE LIGHTS BURNED BRIGHTLY, AND SOME OF OUR PEOPLE
WHO HAD GONE ACROSS HAD BEEN COURTEOUSLY RECEIVED, DESPITE A
CERTAIN CONSTRAINT AND NERVOUSNESS DISPLAYED BY THE TWO BROTHERS. AT
"STARLIGHT," HOWEVER, NEARLY A MILE AWAY FROM US, ALL WAS SILENCE AND
DARKNESS. WE HAD STUDIED IT CURIOUSLY AS WE MARCHED UP ALONG THE
WEST SHORE, AND SOME OF THE MEN HAD ASKED PERMISSION TO FALL OUT
AND RIDE OVER THERE, "JUST TO SEE IT," BUT BLAKE HAD REFUSED. THE SANDY
WAS EASILY FORDABLE ON HORSEBACK ANYWHERE, AND THE CROCKERS, FOR
THE CONVENIENCE OF THEIR RANCH PEOPLE, HAD PLACED A LOT OF BOWLDERS
AND HEAPS OF STONES IN SUCH POSITION THAT THEY SERVED AS A FOOT-PATH
OPPOSITE THEIR CORRALS. BUT BLAKE SAID HE WOULD RATHER NONE OF HIS
PEOPLE INTRUDED AT "STARLIGHT," AND SO IT HAPPENED THAT WE WERE
around THE FIRE WHEN GLEASON RODE IN ABOUT NINE O'CLOCK, AND WITH HIM
Lieutenant Baker, also the recreant Potts.

"YOU MAY RETAIN COMMAND, MR. BLAKE," SAID THE FORMER, THICKLY. "I HAVE
an engagement this evening."



IN AN INSTANT BAKER WAS AT MY SIDE. WE HAD NOT MET BEFORE SINCE HE
was wearing the gray at the Point.

"FOR GOD'S SAKE, DON'T LET HIM FOLLOW ME,—BUT you,—COME IF YOU
POSSIBLY CAN. I'LL SLIP OFF INTO THE WILLOWS UP-STREAM AS SOON AS I CAN DO
so without his seeing."

I SIGNALLED BLAKE TO JOIN US, AND PRESENTLY HE SAUNTERED OVER OUR WAY,
GLEASON MEANTIME ADMONISHING HIS CAMP COOK THAT HE EXPECTED TO
HAVE THE VERY BEST HOT SUPPER FOR HIMSELF AND HIS FRIEND, LIEUTENANT
BAKER, READY IN TWENTY MINUTES,—TWENTY MINUTES, FOR THEY HAD AN
important engagement, an affaire de coor, by Jove!

"YOU FELLOWS KNOW SOMETHING OF THIS MATTER," SAID BAKER, HURRIEDLY;
"BUT I CANNOT BEGIN TO TELL YOU HOW TROUBLED I AM. SOMETHING IS WRONG
with her. SHE HAS NOT MET ME ONCE THIS WEEK, AND THE HOUSE IS STILL AS
A GRAVE. I MUST SEE HER. SHE IS EITHER ILL OR IMPRISONED BY HER PEOPLE,
OR CARRIED AWAY. GOD ONLY KNOWS WHY THAT HOUND BURNHAM FORBIDS ME
THE HOUSE. I CANNOT SEE HIM. I'VE NEVER SEEN HIS WIFE. THE DOOR IS
BARRED AGAINST ME AND I CANNOT FORCE AN ENTRANCE. FOR A WHILE SHE
WAS ABLE TO SLIP OUT LATE IN THE EVENING AND MEET ME DOWN THE HILL-
SIDE, BUT THEY MUST HAVE DETECTED HER IN SOME WAY. I DO NOT EVEN
KNOW THAT SHE IS THERE, BUT TO-NIGHT I mean TO KNOW. IF SHE IS WITHIN
THOSE WALLS—AND ALIVE—SHE WILL ANSWER MY SIGNAL. BUT FOR HEAVEN'S
SAKE KEEP THAT DRUNKEN WRETCH FROM GOING  OVER THERE. HE'S BENT ON IT.
THE MAJOR GAVE ME LEAVE AGAIN FOR TO-NIGHT, PROVIDED I WOULD SEE
GLEASON SAFELY TO YOUR CAMP, AND HE HAS BEEN MAUNDERING ALL THE
WAY OUT ABOUT HOW he KNEW MORE'N I DID,—HE AND POTTS, WHO'S HALF-
drunk too,—and how he meant to see me through in this matter."

"WELL, HERE," SAID BLAKE, "THERE'S ONLY ONE THING TO BE DONE. YOU TWO
SLIP AWAY AT ONCE; GET YOUR HORSES, AND FORD THE SANDY WELL BELOW
camp. I'll try and keep him occupied."

IN THREE MINUTES WE WERE OFF, LEADING OUR STEEDS UNTIL A HUNDRED YARDS



OR SO AWAY FROM THE FIRES, THEN MOUNTING AND MOVING AT RAPID WALK.
FOLLOWING BAKER'S LEAD, I RODE ALONG, WONDERING WHAT MANNER OF
ADVENTURE THIS WAS APT TO BE. I EXPECTED HIM TO MAKE AN EARLY
CROSSING OF THE STREAM, BUT HE DID NOT. "THE ONLY FORDS I KNOW," SAID
HE, "ARE DOWN BELOW STARLIGHT," AND SO IT HAPPENED THAT WE MADE A
WIDE détour; BUT DURING THAT DARK RIDE HE TOLD ME FRANKLY HOW MATTERS
STOOD. ZOE BURNHAM HAD PROMISED TO BE HIS WIFE, AND HAD FULLY
RETURNED HIS LOVE, BUT SHE WAS DEEPLY ATTACHED TO HER POOR MOTHER,
WHOSE HEALTH WAS UTTERLY BROKEN, AND WHO SEEMED TO STAND IN DREAD
OF HER FATHER. THE GIRL COULD NOT BEAR TO LEAVE HER MOTHER, THOUGH HE
HAD IMPLORED HER TO DO SO AND BE MARRIED AT ONCE. "SHE TOLD ME THE
LAST TIME I SAW HER THAT OLD BURNHAM HAD SWORN TO KILL ME IF HE CAUGHT
ME AROUND THE PLACE, SO I HAVE TO COME ARMED, YOU SEE;" AND HE
EXHIBITED HIS HEAVY REVOLVER. "THERE'S SOMETHING SHADY ABOUT THE OLD
man, but I don't know what it is."

AT LAST WE CROSSED THE STREAM, AND SOON REACHED A POINT WHERE WE
DISMOUNTED AND FASTENED OUR HORSES  AMONG THE WILLOWS; THEN SLOWLY
AND CAUTIOUSLY BEGAN THE ASCENT TO THE RANCH. THE SLOPE HERE WAS
LONG AND GRADUAL, AND BEFORE WE HAD GONE FIFTY YARDS BAKER LAID HIS
hand on my arm.

"Wait. Hush!" he said.

LISTENING, WE COULD DISTINCTLY HEAR THE CRUNCHING OF HORSES' HOOFS, BUT
IN THE DARKNESS (FOR THE OLD MOON WAS NOT YET SHOWING OVER THE RANGE
TO THE EAST) WE COULD DISTINGUISH NOTHING. ONE THING WAS CERTAIN: THOSE
hoofs were going towards the ranch.

"HEAVENS!" SAID BAKER. "DO YOU SUPPOSE THAT GLEASON HAS GOT THE
START OF US AFTER ALL? THERE'S NO TELLING WHAT MISCHIEF HE MAY DO. HE
SWORE HE WOULD STAND INSIDE THOSE WALLS TO-NIGHT, FOR THERE WAS NO
Chinaman on earth whom he could not bribe."

WE PUSHED AHEAD AT THE RUN NOW, BUT WITHIN A MINUTE I PLUNGED INTO



SOME UNSEEN HOLLOW; MY MEXICAN SPURS TANGLED, AND DOWN I WENT
HEAVILY UPON THE GROUND. THE SHOCK WAS SEVERE, AND FOR AN INSTANT I
LAY THERE HALF-STUNNED. BAKER WAS BY MY SIDE IN THE TWINKLING OF AN EYE
FULL OF ANXIETY AND SYMPATHY. I WAS NOT INJURED IN THE SLIGHTEST, BUT THE
BREATH WAS KNOCKED OUT OF ME, AND IT WAS SOME MINUTES BEFORE I
COULD FORGE AHEAD AGAIN. WE REACHED THE FOOT OF THE STEEP SLOPE; WE
CLAMBERED PAINFULLY—AT LEAST I DID—TO THE CREST, AND THERE STOOD THE
BLACK OUTLINE OF STARLIGHT RANCH, WITH ONLY A GLIMMER OF LIGHT SHINING
THROUGH THE WINDOWS HERE AND THERE WHERE THE SHADES DID NOT
COMPLETELY COVER THE SPACE. IN FRONT WERE THREE HORSES HELD BY A
cavalry trooper.

"Whose horses are these?" panted Baker.

"LIEUTENANT GLEASON'S, SIR. HIM AND CORPORAL  POTTS HAS GONE ROUND
behind the ranch with a Chinaman they found takin' in water."

AND THEN, JUST AT THAT INSTANT, SO PIERCING, SO AGONIZED, SO FEARFUL THAT
EVEN THE THREE HORSES STARTED BACK SNORTING AND TERRIFIED, THERE RANG
OUT ON THE STILL NIGHT AIR THE MOST AWFUL SHRIEK I EVER HEARD, THE WAIL OF A
WOMAN IN HORROR AND DISMAY. THEN DULL, HEAVY BLOWS; OATHS, CURSES,
STIFLED EXCLAMATIONS; A FALL THAT SHOOK THE WINDOWS; GLEASON'S VOICE
COMMANDING, ENTREATING; A SHRILL CHINESE JABBER; A RUSH THROUGH THE
HALL; MORE BLOWS; GASPS; CURSES; MORE UNAVAILING ORDERS IN GLEASON'S
WELL-KNOWN VOICE; THEN A SUDDEN PISTOL SHOT, A SCREAM OF "OH, MY
GOD!" THEN MOANS, AND THEN SILENCE. THE CASEMENT ON THE SECOND
FLOOR WAS THROWN OPEN, AND A FAIR YOUNG FACE AND FORM WERE OUTLINED
upon the bright light within; a girlish voice called, imploringly,—

"Harry! Harry! Oh, help, if you are there! They are killing father!"

BUT AT THE FIRST SOUND HARRY BAKER HAD SPRUNG FROM MY SIDE AND
disappeared in the darkness.

"WE ARE FRIENDS," I SHOUTED TO HER,—"HARRY BAKER'S FRIENDS. HE HAS



GONE ROUND TO THE REAR ENTRANCE." THEN I MADE A DASH FOR THE FRONT
DOOR, SHAKING, KICKING, AND HAMMERING WITH ALL MY MIGHT. I HAD NO
IDEA HOW TO FIND THE REAR ENTRANCE IN THE DARKNESS. PRESENTLY IT WAS
opened by the still chattering, jabbering Chinaman, his face pasty with
TERROR AND EXCITEMENT, AND THE SIGHT THAT MET MY EYES WAS ONE NOT
soon to be forgotten.

A BROAD HALL OPENED STRAIGHT BEFORE ME, WITH A STAIRWAY LEADING TO THE
SECOND FLOOR. A LAMP WITH BUR NISHED REFLECTOR WAS BURNING BRIGHTLY
MIDWAY DOWN ITS LENGTH. ANOTHER JUST LIKE IT FULLY LIGHTED A BIG ROOM TO
MY LEFT,—THE DINING-ROOM, EVIDENTLY,—ON THE FLOOR OF WHICH,
SURROUNDED BY OVERTURNED CHAIRS, WAS LYING A WOMAN IN A DEATHLIKE
SWOON. INDEED, I THOUGHT AT FIRST SHE WAS DEAD. IN THE ROOM TO MY RIGHT,
ONLY DIMLY LIGHTED, A TALL MAN IN SHIRT-SLEEVES WAS SLOWLY CRAWLING TO A
SOFA, UNSTEADILY ASSISTED BY GLEASON; AND AS I STEPPED INSIDE,
CORPORAL POTTS, WHO WAS LEANING AGAINST THE WALL AT THE OTHER END OF
THE ROOM PRESSING HIS HAND TO HIS SIDE AND WITH ASHEN FACE, SANK
SUDDENLY TO THE FLOOR, DOUBLED UP IN A POOL OF HIS OWN BLOOD. IN THE
DINING-ROOM, IN THE HALL, EVERYWHERE THAT I COULD SEE, WERE THE MARKS
OF A FEARFUL STRUGGLE. THE MAN ON THE SOFA GASPED FAINTLY, "WATER," AND
I ran into the dining-room and hastened back with a brimming goblet.

"What does it all mean?" I demanded of Gleason.

BIG DROPS OF SWEAT WERE POURING DOWN HIS PALLID FACE. THE FEARFUL
scene had entirely sobered him.

"POTTS HAS FOUND THE MAN WHO ROBBED HIM OF HIS WIFE. THAT'S SHE ON
the floor yonder. Go and help her."

BUT SHE WAS ALREADY COMING TO AND BEGINNING TO STARE WILDLY ABOUT
HER. A GLASS OF WATER HELPED TO REVIVE HER. SHE STAGGERED ACROSS THE
HALL, AND THEN, WITH A MOAN OF MISERY AND HORROR AT THE SIGHT, THREW
HERSELF UPON HER KNEES, NOT BESIDE THE SOFA WHERE BURNHAM LAY
GASPING, BUT ON THE FLOOR WHERE LAY OUR POOR OLD CORPORAL. IN AN INSTANT



SHE HAD HIS HEAD IN HER LAP AND WAS CROONING OVER THE SENSELESS
clay, swaying her body to and fro as she piteously called to him,—

"FRANK, FRANK! OH, FOR THE LOVE OF JESUS, SPEAK TO ME! FRANK, DEAR
FRANK, MY HUSBAND, MY OWN! OH, FOR GOD'S SAKE, OPEN YOUR EYES AND
LOOK AT ME! I WASN'T AS WICKED AS THEY MADE ME OUT, FRANK, GOD
KNOWS I WASN'T. I TRIED TO GET BACK TO YOU, BUT PIERCE THERE SWORE YOU
WERE DEAD,—SWORE YOU WERE KILLED AT CIENEGUILLA. OH, FRANK, FRANK,
OPEN YOUR EYES! Do HEAR ME, HUSBAND. O GOD, DON'T LET HIM DIE! OH,
FOR PITY'S SAKE, GENTLEMEN, CAN'T YOU DO SOMETHING? CAN'T YOU BRING
HIM TO? HE MUST HEAR ME! HE MUST KNOW HOW I'VE BEEN LIED TO ALL
these years!"

"QUICK! TAKE THIS AND SEE IF YOU CAN BRING HIM ROUND," SAID GLEASON,
TOSSING ME HIS FLASK. I KNELT AND POURED THE BURNING SPIRIT INTO HIS OPEN
MOUTH. THERE WERE A FEW GURGLES, HALF-CONSCIOUS EFFORTS TO SWALLOW,
AND THEN—SUCCESS. HE OPENED HIS GLAZING EYES AND LOOKED UP INTO
THE FACE OF HIS WIFE. HIS LIPS MOVED AND HE CALLED HER BY NAME. SHE
RAISED HIM HIGHER IN HER ARMS, PILLOWING HIS HEAD UPON HER BOSOM,
AND COVERED HIS FACE WITH FRANTIC KISSES. THE SIGHT SEEMED TOO MUCH
FOR "BURNHAM." HIS FACE WORKED AND TWISTED WITH RAGE; HE GROUND OUT
CURSES AND BLASPHEMY BETWEEN HIS CLINCHED TEETH; HE EVEN STROVE TO
RISE FROM THE SOFA, BUT GLEASON FORCED HIM BACK. MEANTIME, THE POOR
WOMAN'S WILD REMORSE AND LAMENTATIONS WERE POURED INTO THE EARS OF
the dying man.

"TELL ME YOU BELIEVE ME, FRANK. TELL ME YOU FORGIVE ME. O GOD! YOU
DON'T KNOW WHAT MY LIFE HAS BEEN WITH HIM. WHEN I FOUND OUT THAT IT
WAS ALL A LIE ABOUT YOUR BEING KILLED AT CIENEGUILLA, HE BEAT ME LIKE A
SLAVE. HE HAD TO GO AND FIGHT IN THE WAR. THEY MADE HIM; THEY
CONSCRIPTED HIM; AND WHEN HE GOT  BACK HE BROUGHT ME PAPERS TO
SHOW YOU WERE KILLED IN ONE OF THE VIRGINIA BATTLES. I GAVE UP HOPE
then for good and all."

JUST THEN WHO SHOULD COME SPRINGING DOWN THE STAIRS BUT BAKER, WHO



HAD EVIDENTLY BEEN CALMING AND SOOTHING HIS LADY-LOVE ALOFT. HE
stepped quickly into the parlor.

"Have you sent for a surgeon?" he asked.

THE SOUND OF HIS VOICE SEEMED TO ROUSE "BURNHAM" TO RENEWED LIFE
and raging hate.

"SURGEONS BE DAMNED!" HE GASPED. "I'M PAST ALL SURGERY; BUT THANK
GOD I'VE GIVEN THAT RUFFIAN WHAT'LL SEND HIM TO HELL BEFORE I GET THERE!
And you—you"—AND HERE HE MADE A FRANTIC GRAB FOR THE REVOLVER THAT
LAY UPON THE FLOOR, BUT GLEASON KICKED IT AWAY—"YOU, YOUNG HOUND, I
MEANT TO HAVE WOUND YOU UP BEFORE I GOT THROUGH. BUT I CAN JEER AT YOU
—GOD-FORSAKEN IDIOT—I CAN TRIUMPH OVER YOU;" AND HE STRETCHED FORTH
A QUIVERING, MENACING ARM AND HAND. "YOU would HAVE YOUR WAY—
DAMN YOU!—SO TAKE IT. YOU'VE GIVEN YOUR LOVE TO A BASTARD,—THAT'S
what Zoe is."

BAKER STOOD LIKE ONE TURNED SUDDENLY INTO STONE. BUT FROM THE OTHER
END OF THE ROOM CAME PROMPT, WRATHFUL, AND WITH THE RING OF TRUTH IN HER
earnest protest, the mother's loud defence of her child.

"IT'S A LIE,—A FIENDISH AND MALIGNANT LIE,—AND HE KNOWS IT. HERE LIES
HER FATHER, MY OWN HUSBAND, MURDERED BY THAT SCOUNDREL THERE. HER
BAPTISMAL CERTIFICATE IS IN MY ROOM. I'VE KEPT IT ALL THESE YEARS WHERE
HE NEVER COULD GET IT. NO, FRANK, SHE'S YOUR OWN, YOUR OWN BABY,
WHOM YOU NEVER SAW. GO—GO AND BRING HER. HE must SEE HIS BABY-
GIRL. OH, MY  DARLING, DON'T—DON'T GO UNTIL YOU SEE HER." AND AGAIN SHE
COVERED THE ASHEN FACE WITH HER KISSES. I KNELT AND PUT THE FLASK TO HIS
LIPS AND HE EAGERLY SWALLOWED A FEW DROPS. BAKER HAD TURNED AND
DARTED UP-STAIRS. "BURNHAM'S" LATE EFFORT HAD PROVED TOO MUCH FOR HIM.
HE HAD FAINTED AWAY, AND THE BLOOD WAS WELLING AFRESH FROM SEVERAL
wounds.

A MOMENT MORE AND BAKER REAPPEARED, LEADING HIS BETROTHED. WITH



HER LONG, GOLDEN HAIR RIPPLING DOWN HER BACK, HER FACE WHITE AS DEATH,
AND HER EYES WILD WITH DREAD, SHE WAS YET ONE OF THE LOVELIEST PICTURES
I EVER DREAMED OF. OBEDIENT TO HER MOTHER'S SIGNAL, SHE KNELT CLOSE
beside them, saying no word.

"Zoe, darling, this is your own father; the one I told you of last winter."

OLD POTTS SEEMED STRUGGLING TO RISE; AN INEXPRESSIBLE TENDERNESS
SHONE OVER HIS RUGGED, BEARDED FACE; HIS EYES FASTENED THEMSELVES
ON THE LOVELY GIRL BEFORE HIM WITH A LOOK ALMOST AS OF WONDERMENT; HIS
LIPS SEEMED STRIVING TO WHISPER HER NAME. HIS WIFE RAISED HIM STILL
HIGHER, AND BAKER REVERENTLY KNELT AND SUPPORTED THE SHOULDER OF THE
DYING MAN. THERE WAS THE SILENCE OF THE GRAVE IN THE DIMLY-LIGHTED
ROOM. SLOWLY, TREMULOUSLY THE ARM IN THE OLD BLUE BLOUSE WAS RAISED
AND EXTENDED TOWARDS THE KNEELING GIRL. LOWLY SHE BENT, CLASPING HER
HANDS AND WITH THE TEARS NOW WELLING FROM HER EYES. ONE MOMENT
MORE AND THE WITHERED OLD HAND THAT FOR QUARTER OF A CENTURY HAD
GRASPED THE SABRE-HILT IN THE SERVICE OF OUR COMMON COUNTRY SLOWLY FELL
UNTIL IT RESTED ON THAT BEAUTIFUL, GOLDEN HEAD,—ONE LITTLE SECOND OR TWO,
IN WHICH THE LIPS SEEMED TO MURMUR A PRAYER AND THE FAST GLAZING EYES
WERE FIXED IN INFINITE  TENDERNESS UPON HIS ONLY CHILD. THEN SUDDENLY
THEY SOUGHT THE FACE OF HIS SOBBING WIFE,—A QUICK, FAINT SMILE, A SIGH,
AND THE HAND DROPPED TO THE FLOOR. THE OLD TROOPER'S LIFE HAD GONE OUT
in benediction.

OF COURSE THERE WAS TROUBLE ALL AROUND BEFORE THAT WRETCHED AFFAIR WAS
EXPLAINED. GLEASON CAME WITHIN AN ACE OF COURT-MARTIAL, BUT ESCAPED
IT BY SAYING THAT HE KNEW OF "BURNHAM'S" THREATS AGAINST THE LIFE OF
LIEUTENANT BAKER, AND THAT HE WENT TO THE RANCH IN SEARCH OF THE LATTER
and to get him out of danger. They met the Chinaman outside drawing
WATER, AND HE USHERED THEM IN THE BACK WAY BECAUSE IT WAS THE



NEAREST. POTTS ASKED TO GO WITH HIM THAT HE MIGHT SEE IF THIS WAS HIS
LONG-LOST WIFE,—SO SAID GLEASON,—AND THE INSTANT SHE CAUGHT SIGHT OF
HIM SHE SHRIEKED AND FAINTED, AND THE TWO MEN SPRANG AT EACH OTHER
LIKE TIGERS. KNIVES WERE DRAWN IN A MINUTE. THEN BURNHAM FLED THROUGH
THE HALL, SNATCHED A REVOLVER FROM ITS RACK, AND FIRED THE FATAL SHOT. THE
SURGEON FROM FORT PHOENIX REACHED THEM EARLY THE NEXT MORNING, A
MESSENGER HAVING BEEN DESPATCHED FROM CROCKER'S RANCH BEFORE
ELEVEN AT NIGHT, BUT ALL HIS SKILL COULD NOT SAVE "BURNHAM," NOW KNOWN
TO BE PIERCE, THE EX-SUTLER CLERK OF THE EARLY FIFTIES. HE HAD PROSPERED
AND MADE MONEY EVER SINCE THE CLOSE OF THE WAR, AND ZOE HAD BEEN
THOROUGHLY WELL EDUCATED IN THE EAST BEFORE THE POOR CHILD WAS
SUMMONED TO SHARE HER MOTHER'S EXILE. HIS MANIA SEEMED TO BE TO
AVOID ALL POSSIBILITY OF CONTACT WITH THE TROOPS, BUT THE CROCKERS HAD
GIVEN SUCH GLOWING ACCOUNTS OF THE LAND NEAR FORT PHOENIX, AND THEY
WERE SO POSITIVELY ASSURED THAT THERE NEED BE  NO INTERCOURSE
WHATEVER WITH THAT POST, THAT HE DETERMINED TO RISK IT. BUT, GO WHERE HE
would, his sin had found him out.

THE LONG HOT SUMMER FOLLOWED, BUT IT OFTEN HAPPENED THAT BEFORE MANY
WEEKS THERE WERE INTERCHANGES OF VISITS BETWEEN THE FORT AND THE
RANCH. THE LADIES INSISTED THAT THE WIDOW SHOULD COME THITHER FOR
CHANGE AND CHEER, AND ZOE'S APPEARANCE AT PHOENIX WAS THE
SENSATION OF THE YEAR. BAKER WAS IN THE SEVENTH HEAVEN. "BURNHAM," IT
WAS FOUND, HAD A CERTAIN SENSE OF JUSTICE, FOR HIS WILL HAD BEEN MADE
LONG BEFORE, AND EVERYTHING HE POSSESSED WAS LEFT UNRESERVEDLY TO THE
WOMAN WHOM HE HAD BETRAYED AND, IN HIS TIGERISH WAY, DOUBTLESS
LOVED, FOR HE HAD MARRIED HER IN '65, THE INSTANT HE SUCCEEDED IN
convincing her that Potts was really dead.

SO FAR FROM COMBATING THE WILL, BOTH THE CROCKERS WERE CORDIAL IN THEIR
SUPPORT. INDEED, IT WAS THE ELDER BROTHER WHO TOLD THE WIDOW OF ITS
EXISTENCE. THEY HAD KNOWN HER AND HER STORY MANY A YEAR, AND WERE
READY TO DEVOTE THEMSELVES TO HER SERVICE NOW. THE JUNIOR MOVED UP
TO THE "BURNHAM" PLACE TO TAKE GENERAL CHARGE AND LOOK AFTER MATTERS,



FOR THE PROPERTY WAS EVERY DAY INCREASING IN VALUE. AND SO MATTERS
WENT UNTIL THE FALL, AND THEN, ONE LOVELY EVENING, IN THE LITTLE WOODEN
CHAPEL AT THE OLD FORT, THERE WAS A GATHERING SUCH AS ITS WALLS HAD
NEVER KNOWN BEFORE; AND THE LOVELIEST BRIDE THAT ARIZONA EVER SAW,
BLUSHING, SMILING, AND RADIANTLY HAPPY, RECEIVED THE CONGRATULATIONS OF
THE ENTIRE GARRISON AND OF DELEGATIONS FROM ALMOST EVERY POST IN THE
department.

A FEW YEARS AGO, TO THE SORROW OF EVERYBODY IN THE  REGIMENT, MR. AND
MRS. HARRY BAKER BADE IT GOOD-BY FOREVER. THE FOND OLD MOTHER WHO
HAD SO LONG WATCHED OVER THE GROWING PROPERTY FOR "HER CHILDREN," AS
SHE CALLED THEM, HAD NO LONGER THE STRENGTH THE DUTIES REQUIRED.
CROCKER HAD TAKEN UNTO HIMSELF A HELPMATE AND WAS NEEDED AT HIS
OWN PLACE, AND OUR GALLANT AND GENIAL COMRADE WITH HIS SWEET WIFE LEFT
US ONLY WHEN IT BECAME EVIDENT TO ALL AT PHOENIX THAT A NEW MASTER
was needed at Starlight Ranch.
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CHAPTER I.



RALPH MCCREA.
THE SUN WAS GOING DOWN, AND A LITTLE GIRL WITH BIG, DARK EYES WHO WAS
SITTING IN THE WAITING-ROOM OF THE RAILWAY STATION WAS BEGINNING TO LOOK
VERY TIRED. EVER SINCE THE TRAIN CAME IN AT ONE O'CLOCK SHE HAD BEEN
PERCHED THERE BETWEEN THE IRON ARMS OF THE SEAT, AND NOW IT WAS AFTER
SIX O'CLOCK OF THE LONG JUNE DAY, AND HIGH TIME THAT SOME ONE CAME
for her.

A BONNY LITTLE MITE SHE WAS, WITH A WEALTH OF BROWN HAIR TUMBLING DOWN
HER SHOULDERS AND OVERHANGING HER HEAVY EYEBROWS. SHE WAS PRETTILY
DRESSED, AND HER TINY FEET, CASED IN STOUT LITTLE BUTTONED BOOTS, STUCK
STRAIGHT OUT BEFORE HER MOST OF THE TIME, AS SHE SAT WELL BACK ON THE
broad bench.

SHE WAS A SILENT LITTLE BODY, AND FOR OVER TWO HOURS HAD HARDLY OPENED
HER LIPS TO ANY ONE,—EVEN TO THE DOLL THAT NOW LAY NEGLECTED ON THE
SEAT BESIDE HER. EARLIER IN THE AFTERNOON SHE HAD BEEN MUCH
ENGROSSED WITH THAT BLUE-EYED, FLAXEN-HAIRED, AND OVERDRESSED
BEAUTY; BUT, LITTLE BY LITTLE, HER INTEREST FLAGGED, AND  WHEN A SIX-YEAR-OLD
GIRLIE LOSES INTEREST IN A BRAND-NEW DOLL SOMETHING SERIOUS MUST BE
the matter.

Something decidedly serious was the matter now. The train that came
UP FROM DENVER HAD BROUGHT THIS LITTLE MAIDEN AND HER FATHER,—A
HANDSOME, STURDY-LOOKING RANCHMAN OF ABOUT THIRTY YEARS OF AGE,—
AND THEY HAD BEEN WELCOMED WITH JUBILANT CORDIALITY BY TWO OR THREE
STALWART MEN IN BROAD-BRIMMED SLOUCH HATS AND FRONTIER GARB. THEY
HAD PICKED HER UP IN THEIR BRAWNY ARMS AND CARRIED HER TO THE WAITING-
ROOM, AND SEATED HER THERE IN STATE AND FED HER WITH FRUIT AND DAINTIES,
AND MADE MUCH OF HER. THEN HER FATHER HAD COME IN AND PLACED IN HER



ARMS THIS WONDERFUL NEW DOLL, AND WHILE SHE WAS STILL HUGGING IT IN HER
delight, he laid a heavy satchel on the seat beside her and said,—

"AND NOW, BABY, PAPA HAS TO GO UP-TOWN A WAYS. HE HAS LOTS OF THINGS
TO GET TO TAKE HOME WITH US, AND SOME NEW HORSES TO TRY. HE MAY BE
GONE A WHOLE HOUR, BUT WILL YOU STAY RIGHT HERE—YOU AND DOLLY—AND
take good care of the satchel?"

SHE LOOKED UP A LITTLE WISTFULLY. SHE DID NOT QUITE LIKE TO BE LEFT BEHIND,
BUT SHE FELT SURE PAPA COULD NOT WELL TAKE HER,—HE WAS ALWAYS SO
LOVING AND KIND,—AND THEN, THERE WAS DOLLY; AND THERE WERE OTHER
CHILDREN WITH THEIR MOTHERS IN THE ROOM. SO SHE NODDED, AND PUT UP
HER LITTLE FACE FOR HIS KISS. HE TOOK HER IN HIS ARMS A MINUTE AND
hugged her tight.

"THAT'S MY OWN LITTLE JESSIE!" HE SAID. "SHE'S AS BRAVE AS HER MOTHER
was, fellows, and it's saying a heap."

WITH THAT HE SET HER DOWN UPON THE BENCH, AND THEY  PUT DOLLY IN HER
ARMS AGAIN AND A PACKAGE OF APPLES WITHIN HER REACH; AND THEN THE
jolly party started off.

THEY WAVED THEIR HANDS TO HER THROUGH THE WINDOW AND SHE SMILED
SHYLY AT THEM, AND ONE OF THEM CALLED TO A BAGGAGE-MAN AND TOLD HIM
to have an eye on little Jessie in there. "She is Farron's kid."

FOR A WHILE MATTERS DID NOT GO SO VERY BADLY. OTHER CHILDREN, WHO
came to look at that marvellous doll and to make timid advances, kept
HER INTERESTED. BUT PRESENTLY THE EAST-BOUND TRAIN WAS SIGNALLED AND
they were all whisked away.

THEN CAME A SPACE OF OVER AN HOUR, DURING WHICH LITTLE JESSIE SAT
THERE ALL ALONE IN THE BIG, BARE ROOM, PLAYING CONTENTEDLY WITH HER NEW
TOY AND CHATTERING IN LOW-TONED, MURMUROUS "BABY TALK" TO HER, AND
POINTING OUT THE WONDERFUL SUNBEAMS THAT CAME SLANTING IN THROUGH THE
DUST OF THE WESTERN WINDOWS. SHE HAD HAD PLENTY TO EAT AND A BIG



GLASS OF MILK BEFORE PAPA WENT AWAY, AND WAS NEITHER HUNGRY NOR
THIRSTY; BUT ALL THE SAME, IT SEEMED AS IF THAT HOUR WERE GETTING VERY,
VERY LONG; AND EVERY TIME THE TRAMP OF FOOTSTEPS WAS HEARD ON THE
platform outside she looked up eagerly.

THEN OTHER PEOPLE BEGAN TO COME IN TO WAIT FOR A TRAIN, AND WHENEVER
THE DOOR OPENED, THE BIG, DARK EYES GLANCED QUICKLY UP WITH SUCH A
HOPEFUL, WISTFUL GAZE, AND AS EACH NEW-COMER PROVED TO BE A TOTAL
STRANGER THE LITTLE MAIDEN'S DISAPPOINTMENT WAS SO EVIDENT THAT SOME
KIND-HEARTED WOMEN CAME OVER TO SPEAK TO HER AND SEE IF ALL WAS
right.

BUT SHE WAS AS SHY AS SHE WAS LONELY, POOR LITTLE  MITE, AND HUNG HER
HEAD AND HUGGED HER DOLL, AND SHRANK AWAY WHEN THEY TRIED TO TAKE
HER IN THEIR ARMS. ALL THEY COULD GET HER TO SAY WAS THAT SHE WAS
waiting for papa and that her name was Jessie Farron.

AT LAST THEIR TRAIN CAME AND THEY HAD TO GO, AND A NEW SET APPEARED;
AND THERE WERE PEOPLE TO MEET AND WELCOME THEM WITH JOYOUS
GREETINGS AND MUCH HOMELY, HOMELIKE CHATTER, AND EVERYBODY BUT ONE
LITTLE GIRL SEEMED TO HAVE FRIENDS. IT ALL MADE JESSIE FEEL MORE AND
MORE LONELY, AND TO WONDER WHAT COULD HAVE HAPPENED TO KEEP PAPA
so very long.

STILL SHE WAS SO LOYAL, SO STURDY A LITTLE SENTINEL AT HER POST. THE KIND-
HEARTED BAGGAGE-MAN CAME IN AND STROVE TO GET HER TO GO WITH HIM TO
HIS COTTAGE "A WAYS UP THE ROAD," WHERE HIS WIFE AND LITTLE ONES WERE
WAITING TEA FOR HIM; BUT SHE SHOOK HER HEAD AND SHRANK BACK EVEN
from him.

PAPA HAD TOLD HER TO STAY THERE AND SHE WOULD NOT BUDGE. PAPA HAD
PLACED HIS SATCHEL IN HER CHARGE, AND SO SHE KEPT GUARD OVER IT AND
watched every one who approached.

THE SUN WAS GETTING LOW AND SHINING BROADLY IN THROUGH THOSE WESTERN



WINDOWS AND MAKING A GLARE THAT HURT HER EYES, AND SHE LONGED TO
CHANGE HER SEAT. BETWEEN THE SUN GLARE AND THE LONELINESS HER EYES
BEGAN TO FILL WITH BIG TEARS, AND WHEN ONCE THEY CAME IT WAS SO HARD
TO FORCE THEM BACK; SO IT HAPPENED THAT POOR LITTLE JESSIE FOUND HERSELF
CRYING DESPITE ALL HER DETERMINATION TO BE "PAPA'S OWN BRAVE
daughter."

THE WINDOWS BEHIND HER OPENED OUT TO THE NORTH, AND BY TURNING
AROUND SHE COULD SEE A WIDE, LEVEL SPACE BETWEEN THE PLATFORM AND
THE HOTEL, WHERE WAGONS AND  AN OMNIBUS OR TWO, AND A FOUR-MULE
ambulance had been coming and going.

AGAIN AND AGAIN HER EYES HAD WANDERED TOWARDS THIS SPACE IN
HOPEFUL SEARCH FOR FATHER'S COMING, ONLY TO MEET WITH DISAPPOINTMENT.
AT LAST, JUST AS SHE HAD TURNED AND WAS KNEELING ON THE SEAT AND
GAZING THROUGH THE TEARS THAT TRICKLED DOWN HER PRETTY FACE, SHE SAW A
sight that made her sore little heart bound high with hope.

FIRST THERE TROTTED INTO THE ENCLOSURE A SPAN OF HANDSOME BAY HORSES
WITH A LOW PHAETON IN WHICH WERE SEATED TWO LADIES; AND DIRECTLY AFTER
them, at full gallop, came two riders on spirited, mettlesome sorrels.

LITTLE JESSIE KNEW THE HORSEMEN AT A GLANCE. ONE WAS A TALL, BRONZED,
DARK-MOUSTACHED TROOPER IN THE FATIGUE UNIFORM OF A CAVALRY SERGEANT;
the other was a blue-eyed, faired-haired young fellow of sixteen years,
WHO RAISED HIS CAP AND BOWED TO THE LADIES IN THE CARRIAGE, AS HE
reined his horse up close to the station platform.

HE WAS JUST ABOUT TO SPEAK TO THEM WHEN HE HEARD A CHILDISH VOICE
CALLING, "RALPH! RALPH!" AND, TURNING QUICKLY AROUND, HE CAUGHT SIGHT OF
A LITTLE GIRL STRETCHING OUT HER ARMS TO HIM THROUGH THE WINDOW, AND
crying as if her baby heart would break.

IN LESS TIME THAN IT TAKES ME TO WRITE FIVE WORDS HE SPRANG FROM HIS
HORSE, BOUNDED UP THE PLATFORM INTO THE WAITING-ROOM, AND GATHERED



THE CHILD TO HIS HEART, ANXIOUSLY BIDDING HER TELL HIM WHAT WAS THE
trouble.

FOR A FEW MINUTES SHE COULD ONLY SOB IN HER RELIEF AND JOY AT SEEING
him, and snuggle close to his face. THE LADIES WONDERED TO SEE RALPH
MCCREA COMING TOWARDS THEM WITH A STRANGE CHILD IN HIS ARMS, BUT
THEY WERE ALL SYMPATHY AND LOVING-KINDNESS IN A MOMENT, SO ATTRACTIVE
was her sweet face.

"MRS. HENRY, THIS IS JESSIE FARRON. YOU KNOW HER FATHER; HE OWNS A
RANCH UP ON THE CHUGWATER, RIGHT NEAR THE LARAMIE ROAD. THE STATION-
MASTER SAYS SHE HAS BEEN HERE ALL ALONE SINCE HE WENT OFF AT ONE
O'CLOCK WITH SOME FRIENDS TO BUY THINGS FOR THE RANCH AND TRY SOME
HORSES. IT MUST HAVE BEEN HIS PARTY SERGEANT WELLS AND I SAW WAY OUT
by the fort."

HE PAUSED A MOMENT TO ADDRESS A CHEERING WORD TO THE LITTLE GIRL IN
HIS ARMS, AND THEN WENT ON: "THEIR TEAM HAD RUN AWAY OVER THE PRAIRIE
—A MAN TOLD US—AND THEY WERE LEADING THEM IN TO THE
QUARTERMASTER'S CORRAL AS WE RODE FROM THE STABLES. I DID NOT
RECOGNIZE FARRON AT THE DISTANCE, BUT SERGEANT WELLS WILL GALLOP OUT
AND TELL HIM JESSIE IS ALL RIGHT. Would YOU MIND TAKING CARE OF HER A
FEW MINUTES? POOR LITTLE GIRL!" HE ADDED, IN LOWER AND ALMOST
beseeching tones, "she hasn't any mother."

"Would I MIND!" EXCLAIMED MRS. HENRY, WARMLY. "GIVE HER TO ME,
RALPH. COME RIGHT HERE, LITTLE DAUGHTER, AND TELL ME ALL ABOUT IT," AND
THE LOVING WOMAN STOOD UP IN THE CARRIAGE AND HELD FORTH HER ARMS, TO
WHICH LITTLE JESSIE WAS GLAD ENOUGH TO BE TAKEN, AND THERE SHE
SOBBED, AND WAS SOOTHED AND PETTED AND KISSED AS SHE HAD NOT
been since her mother died.

RALPH AND THE STATION-MASTER BROUGHT TO THE CARRIAGE THE WONDERFUL
DOLL—AT SIGHT OF WHOSE TOILET MRS. HENRY COULD NOT REPRESS A
SIGNIFICANT GLANCE AT HER LADY FRIEND, AND A SUGGESTIVE EXCLAMATION OF



"HORRORS!"—AND THE HEAVY SATCHEL. THESE WERE PLACED WHERE JESSIE
COULD SEE THEM AND FEEL THAT THEY WERE SAFE, AND THEN SHE WAS ABLE TO
ANSWER A FEW QUESTIONS AND TO LOOK UP TRUSTFULLY INTO THE GENTLE FACE
THAT WAS NESTLED EVERY LITTLE WHILE TO HERS, AND TO SIP THE CUP OF MILK
THAT RALPH FETCHED FROM THE HOTEL. SHE HAD CERTAINLY FALLEN INTO THE
hands of persons who had very loving hearts.

"POOR LITTLE THING! WHAT A SHAME TO LEAVE HER ALL ALONE! HOW LONG HAS
HER MOTHER BEEN DEAD, RALPH?" ASKED THE OTHER LADY, RATHER
indignantly.

"ABOUT TWO YEARS, MRS. WAYNE. FATHER AND HIS OFFICERS KNEW THEM
VERY WELL. OUR TROOP WAS CAMPED UP THERE TWO WHOLE SUMMERS NEAR
THEM,—LAST SUMMER AND THE ONE BEFORE,—BUT FARRON TOOK HER TO
DENVER TO VISIT HER MOTHER'S PEOPLE LAST APRIL, AND HAS JUST GONE FOR
HER. SERGEANT WELLS SAID HE STOPPED AT THE RANCH ON THE WAY DOWN
FROM LARAMIE, AND FARRON TOLD HIM, THEN, HE COULDN'T LIVE ANOTHER
month without his little girl, and was going to Denver for her at once."

"I REMEMBER THEM WELL, NOW," SAID MRS. HENRY, "AND WE SAW HIM
SOMETIMES WHEN OUR TROOP WAS AT LARAMIE. WHAT WAS THE LAST NEWS
from your father, Ralph, and when do you go?"

"NO NEWS SINCE THE LETTER THAT MET ME HERE. YOU KNOW HE HAS BEEN
SCOUTING EVER SINCE GENERAL CROOK WENT ON UP TO THE POWDER RIVER
COUNTRY. OUR TROOP AND THE GRAYS ARE ALL THAT ARE LEFT TO GUARD THAT
WHOLE NEIGHBORHOOD, AND THE INDIANS SEEM TO KNOW IT. THEY ARE
'jumping' from the reservation all the time."

"BUT THE FIFTH CAVALRY ARE HERE NOW, AND THEY WILL SOON BE UP THERE TO
help you, and put a stop to all that,—won't they?"

"I DON'T KNOW. THE FIFTH SAY THAT THEY EXPECT ORDERS TO GO TO THE BLACK
HILLS, SO AS TO GET BETWEEN THE RESERVATIONS AND SITTING BULL'S PEOPLE.
ONLY SIX TROOPS—HALF THE REGIMENT—HAVE COME. PAPA'S LETTER SAID I



WAS TO START FOR LARAMIE WITH THEM, BUT THEY HAVE BEEN KEPT WAITING
four days already."

"THEY WILL START NOW, THOUGH," SAID THE LADY. "GENERAL MERRITT HAS JUST
GOT BACK FROM RED CLOUD, WHERE HE WENT TO LOOK INTO THE SITUATION,
AND HE HAS BEEN IN THE TELEGRAPH OFFICE MUCH OF THE AFTERNOON WIRING
to Chicago, where General Sheridan is. Colonel Mason told us, as we
drove past camp, that they would probably march at daybreak."

"THAT MEANS THAT SERGEANT WELLS AND I GO AT THE SAME TIME, THEN,"
SAID RALPH, WITH GLISTENING EYES. "DOESN'T IT SEEM ODD, AFTER I'VE BEEN
GALLOPING ALL OVER THIS COUNTRY FROM HERE TO THE CHUG FOR THE LAST THREE
YEARS, THAT NOW FATHER WON'T LET ME GO IT ALONE. I NEVER YET SET EYES ON
a war party of Indians, or heard of one south of the Platte."

"ALL THE SAME THEY CAME, RALPH, AND IT WAS SIMPLY TO PROTECT THOSE
SETTLERS THAT YOUR FATHER'S COMPANY WAS THERE SO MUCH. THIS YEAR THEY
ARE WORSE THAN EVER, AND THERE HAS BEEN NO CAVALRY TO SPARE. IF YOU
WERE MY BOY, I SHOULD BE WORRIED HALF TO DEATH AT THE IDEA OF YOUR
riding alone from here to Laramie. What does your mother think of it?"

"IT WAS MOTHER, PROBABLY, WHO MADE FATHER ISSUE THE ORDER. SHE WRITES
THAT, EAGER AS SHE IS TO SEE ME, SHE WOULDN'T THINK OF LETTING ME COME
ALONE WITH SERGEANT WELLS. PSHAW! HE AND I WOULD BE SAFER THAN THE
OLD STAGE-COACH ANY DAY. THAT IS NEVER 'JUMPED' SOUTH  OF LARAMIE,
THOUGH IT IS CHASED NOW AND THEN ABOVE THERE. OF COURSE THE COUNTRY'S
FULL OF INDIANS BETWEEN THE PLATTE AND THE BLACK HILLS, BUT WE SHOULDN'T
be likely to come across any."

THERE WAS A MOMENT'S SILENCE. NESTLED IN MRS. HENRY'S ARMS THE
WEARY LITTLE GIRL WAS DROPPING OFF INTO PLACID SLUMBER, AND FORGETTING ALL
HER TROUBLES. BOTH THE LADIES WERE WIVES OF OFFICERS OF THE ARMY, AND
WERE LIVING AT FORT RUSSELL, THREE MILES OUT FROM CHEYENNE, WHILE THEIR
HUSBANDS WERE FAR TO THE NORTH WITH THEIR COMPANIES ON THE INDIAN
campaign, which was just then opening.



IT WAS AN ANXIOUS TIME. SINCE FEBRUARY ALL OF THE CAVALRY AND MUCH OF
THE INFANTRY STATIONED IN NEBRASKA AND WYOMING HAD BEEN OUT IN THE
WILD COUNTRY ABOVE THE NORTH PLATTE RIVER, BETWEEN THE BIG HORN
MOUNTAINS AND THE BLACK HILLS. FOR TWO YEARS PREVIOUS GREAT NUMBERS
OF THE YOUNG WARRIORS HAD BEEN SLIPPING AWAY FROM THE SIOUX
RESERVATIONS AND JOINING THE FORCES OF SUCH VICIOUS AND INTRACTABLE
CHIEFS AS SITTING BULL, GALL, AND RAIN-IN-THE-FACE, IT COULD SCARCELY BE
doubted, with hostile intent.

SEVERAL THOUSANDS OF THE INDIANS WERE KNOWN TO BE AT LARGE, AND
COMMITTING DEPREDATIONS AND MURDERS IN EVERY DIRECTION AMONG THE
SETTLERS. NOW, ALL PACIFIC MEANS HAVING FAILED, THE MATTER HAD BEEN
TURNED OVER TO GENERAL CROOK, WHO HAD RECENTLY BROUGHT THE SAVAGE
APACHES OF ARIZONA UNDER SUBJECTION, TO EMPLOY SUCH MEANS AS HE
found necessary to defeat their designs.

GENERAL CROOK FOUND THE SIOUX AND THEIR ALLIES ARMED WITH THE BEST
MODERN BREECH-LOADERS, WELL SUPPLIED WITH AMMUNITION AND COUNTLESS
HERDS OF WAR  PONIES, AND FAR TOO NUMEROUS AND POWERFUL TO BE
handled by the small force at his command.

ONE OR TWO SHARP AND SAVAGE FIGHTS OCCURRED IN MARCH, WHILE THE
MERCURY WAS STILL THIRTY DEGREES BELOW ZERO, AND THEN THE GOVERNMENT
DECIDED ON A GREAT SUMMER CAMPAIGN. GENERALS TERRY AND GIBBON
WERE TO HEM THE INDIANS FROM THE NORTH ALONG THE YELLOWSTONE, WHILE AT
THE SAME TIME GENERAL CROOK WAS TO MARCH UP AND ATTACK THEM FROM
the south.

WHEN JUNE CAME, FOUR REGIMENTS OF CAVALRY AND HALF A DOZEN INFANTRY
REGIMENTS WERE REPRESENTED AMONG THE FORCES THAT SCOUTED TO AND FRO
IN THE WILD AND BEAUTIFUL UPLANDS OF WYOMING, DAKOTA, AND EASTERN
Montana, searching for the Sioux.

THE FAMILIES OF THE OFFICERS AND SOLDIERS REMAINED AT THE BARRACKS
FROM WHICH THE MEN WERE SENT, AND EVEN AT THE EXPOSED STATIONS OF



FORTS LARAMIE, ROBINSON, AND FETTERMAN, MANY LADIES AND CHILDREN
REMAINED UNDER THE PROTECTION OF SMALL GARRISONS OF INFANTRY. AMONG
THE LADIES AT LARAMIE WAS MRS. MCCREA, RALPH'S MOTHER, WHO WAITED
for the return of her boy from a long absence at school.

A MANLY, STURDY FELLOW WAS RALPH, FULL OF HEALTH AND VIGOR, DUE IN GREAT
PART TO THE OPEN-AIR LIFE HE HAD LED IN HIS EARLY BOYHOOD. HE HAD
"BACKED" AN INDIAN PONY BEFORE HE WAS SEVEN, AND COULD SIT ONE LIKE
A COMANCHE BY THE TIME HE WAS TEN. HE HAD ACCOMPANIED HIS FATHER
ON MANY A LONG MARCH AND SCOUT, AND HAD RIDDEN EVERY MILE OF THE
WAY FROM THE GILA RIVER IN ARIZONA, ACROSS NEW MEXICO, AND SO ON UP
into Nebraska.

HE HAD CAUGHT BROOK TROUT IN THE CACHE LA POUDRE,  AND SHOT ANTELOPE
ALONG THE LOUP FORK OF THE PLATTE. WITH HIS FATHER AND HIS FATHER'S MEN
TO WATCH AND KEEP HIM FROM HARM, HE HAD EVEN CHARGED HIS FIRST
BUFFALO HERD AND HAD BEEN FORTUNATE ENOUGH TO SHOOT A BULL. THE SKIN
had been made into a robe, which he carefully kept.

NOW, ALL EAGER TO SPEND HIS VACATION AMONG HIS FAVORITE HAUNTS,—IN
THE SADDLE AND AMONG THE MOUNTAIN STREAMS,—RALPH MCCREA WAS
GOING BACK TO HIS ARMY HOME, WHEN, AS ILL-LUCK WOULD HAVE IT, THE GREAT
SIOUX WAR BROKE OUT IN THE EARLY SUMMER OF OUR CENTENNIAL YEAR, AND
PROMISED TO GREATLY INTERFERE WITH, IF IT DID NOT WHOLLY SPOIL, MANY OF HIS
cherished plans.

FORT LARAMIE LAY ABOUT ONE HUNDRED MILES NORTH OF CHEYENNE, AND
SERGEANT WELLS HAD COME DOWN WITH THE PAYMASTER'S ESCORT A FEW
DAYS BEFORE, BRINGING RALPH'S PET, HIS BEAUTIFUL LITTLE KENTUCKY SORREL
"BUFORD," AND NOW THE BOY AND HIS FAITHFUL FRIEND, THE SERGEANT, WERE
VISITING AT FORT RUSSELL, AND WAITING FOR A SAFE OPPORTUNITY TO START FOR
home.

PRESENTLY, AS THEY CHATTED IN LOW TONES SO AS NOT TO DISTURB THE LITTLE
SLEEPER, THERE CAME THE SOUND OF RAPID HOOF-BEATS, AND SERGEANT



WELLS CANTERED INTO THE ENCLOSURE AND, RIDING UP TO THE CARRIAGE, SAID
to Ralph,—

"I FOUND HIM, SIR, ALL SAFE; BUT THEIR WAGON WAS BEING PATCHED UP, AND
HE COULD NOT LEAVE. HE IS SO THANKFUL TO MRS. HENRY FOR HER KINDNESS,
AND BEGS TO KNOW IF SHE WOULD MIND BRINGING JESSIE OUT TO THE FORT.
THE MEN ARE TRYING VERY HARD TO PERSUADE HIM NOT TO START FOR THE CHUG
in the morning."

"Why not, sergeant?"

"BECAUSE THE TELEGRAPH DESPATCHES FROM LARAMIE SAY  THERE MUST BE
A THOUSAND INDIANS GONE OUT FROM THE RESERVATION IN THE LAST TWO DAYS.
THEY'VE CUT THE WIRES UP TO RED CLOUD, AND NO MORE NEWS CAN REACH
us."

Ralph's face grew very pale.

"Father is right in the midst of them, with only fifty men!"



CHAPTER II.



CAVALRY ON THE MARCH.
IT WAS A LOVELY JUNE MORNING WHEN THE FIFTH CAVALRY STARTED ON ITS
MARCH. CAMP WAS STRUCK AT DAYBREAK, AND SOON AFTER FIVE O'CLOCK,
WHILE THE SUN WAS STILL LOW IN THE EAST AND THE DEW-DROPS WERE
SPARKLING ON THE BUFFALO GRASS, THE LONG COLUMN WAS WINDING UP THE
BARE, ROLLING "DIVIDE" WHICH LAY BETWEEN THE VALLEYS OF CROW AND
LODGE POLE CREEKS. IN PLAIN VIEW, ONLY THIRTY MILES AWAY TO THE WEST,
WERE THE SUMMITS OF THE ROCKY MOUNTAINS, BUT SUCH IS THE ALTITUDE OF
THIS UPLAND PRAIRIE, SLOPING AWAY EASTWARD BETWEEN THE TWO FORKS OF
THE PLATTE RIVER, THAT THESE SUMMITS APPEAR TO BE NOTHING MORE THAN A
low range of hills shutting off the western horizon.

LOOKING SOUTHWARD FROM THE LARAMIE ROAD, ALL THE YEAR ROUND ONE CAN
SEE THE GREAT PEAKS OF THE RANGE—LONG'S AND HAHN'S AND PIKE'S—
GLISTENING IN THEIR MANTLES OF SNOW, AND DOWN THERE NEAR THEM, IN
COLORADO, THE MOUNTAINS SLOPE ABRUPTLY INTO THE VALLEY OF THE SOUTH
Platte.

UP HERE IN WYOMING THE ROCKIES GO ROLLING AND BILLOWING FAR OUT TO THE
EAST, AND THE ENTIRE STRETCH OF COUNTRY, FROM WHAT ARE CALLED THE "BLACK
HILLS OF WYOMING," IN CONTRADISTINCTION TO THE BLACK HILLS OF DAKOTA, FAR
EAST AS THE JUNCTION OF THE FORKS OF THE PLATTE, IS ONE VAST INCLINED
plane.

THE UNION PACIFIC RAILWAY WINDS OVER THESE BLACK HILLS AT SHERMAN,
—THE LOWEST POINT THE ENGINEERS COULD FIND,—AND SHERMAN IS OVER
eight thousand feet above the sea.

FROM SHERMAN, EASTWARD, IN LESS THAN AN HOUR'S RUN THE CARS GO
SLIDING DOWN WITH SMOKING BRAKES TO CHEYENNE, A FALL OF TWO THOUSAND
FEET. BUT THE WAGON-ROAD FROM CHEYENNE TO FORT LARAMIE TWISTS AND



WINDS AMONG THE RAVINES AND OVER THE DIVIDES OF THIS LOFTY PRAIRIE; SO
THAT RALPH AND HIS SOLDIER FRIENDS, WHILE RIDING JAUNTILY OVER THE HARD-
beaten track this clear, crisp, sunshiny, breezy morning, were twice as
HIGH ABOVE THE SEA AS THEY WOULD HAVE BEEN AT THE TIPTOP OF THE
CATSKILLS AND HIGHER EVEN THAN HAD THEY BEEN AT THE VERY SUMMIT OF
Mount Washington.

THE AIR AT THIS HEIGHT, THOUGH RARE, IS KEEN AND EXHILARATING, AND ONE
NEEDS NO SECOND LOOK AT THE TROOPERS TO SEE HOW BRIGHT ARE THEIR EYES
and how nimble and elastic is the pace of their steeds.

THE COMMANDING OFFICER, WITH HIS ADJUTANT AND ORDERLIES AND A LITTLE
GROUP OF STAFF SERGEANTS, HAD HALTED AT THE CREST OF ONE OF THESE RIDGES
AND WAS LOOKING BACK AT THE ADVANCING COLUMN. BESIDE THE WINDING
ROAD WAS STRUNG A LINE OF WIRES,—THE MILITARY TELEGRAPH TO THE BORDER
FORTS,—AND WITH THE EXCEPTION OF THOSE BARE POLES NOT A STICK OF
timber was anywhere in sight.

THE WHOLE SURFACE IS DESTITUTE OF BUSH OR TREE, BUT THE THICK LITTLE
BUNCHES OF GRAY-GREEN GRASS THAT COVER IT EVERYWHERE ARE RICH WITH
JUICE AND NUTRIMENT. THIS IS THE BUFFALO GRASS OF THE WESTERN PRAIRIES,
AND THE MOMENT THE HORSES' HEADS ARE RELEASED DOWN GO THEIR
nozzles, and they are cropping eagerly and gratefully.

FAR AS THE EYE CAN SEE TO THE NORTH AND EAST IT ROAMS OVER A ROLLING,
TUMBLING SURFACE THAT SEEMS TO HAVE BECOME SUDDENLY PETRIFIED. FAR
TO THE SOUTH ARE THE SNOW-SHIMMERING PEAKS; NEAR AT HAND, TO THE
WEST, ARE THE GLOOMY GORGES AND RAVINES AND WIDE WASTES OF UPLAND
OF THE BLACK HILLS OF WYOMING; AND SO CLEAR IS THE AIR THAT THEY SEEM
but a short hour's gallop away.

THERE IS SOMETHING STRANGELY DECEPTIVE ABOUT THE DISTANCES IN AN
atmosphere so rare and clear as this.

A YOUNG SURGEON WAS TAKING HIS FIRST RIDE WITH A CAVALRY COLUMN IN THE



WIDE WEST, AND, AS HE LOOKED BACK INTO THE VALLEY THROUGH WHICH THEY
HAD BEEN MARCHING FOR OVER HALF AN HOUR, HIS FACE WAS CLOUDED WITH AN
expression of odd perplexity.

"WHAT'S THE MATTER, DOCTOR?" ASKED THE ADJUTANT, WITH A GRIN ON HIS
FACE. "ARE YOU WONDERING WHETHER THOSE FELLOWS REALLY ARE UNITED
STATES REGULARS?" AND THE YOUNG OFFICER NODDED TOWARDS THE LONG
COLUMN OF HORSEMEN IN BROAD-BRIMMED SLOUCH HATS AND FLANNEL SHIRTS
OR FANCIFUL GARB OF INDIAN TANNED BUCKSKIN. EVEN AMONG THE OFFICERS
THERE WAS HARDLY A SIGN OF THE UNIFORM OR TRAPPINGS WHICH DISTINGUISH
the soldiers in garrison.

"NO, IT ISN'T that. I KNEW THAT YOU FELLOWS WHO HAD SERVED SO LONG IN
ARIZONA HAD GOT OUT OF THE WAY OF WEARING UNIFORM IN THE FIELD AGAINST
INDIANS. WHAT  I CAN'T UNDERSTAND IS THAT RIDGE OVER THERE. I THOUGHT WE
HAD BEEN DOWN IN A HOLLOW FOR THE LAST HALF-HOUR, YET LOOK AT IT; WE MUST
have come over that when I was thinking of something else."

"NOT A BIT OF IT, DOCTOR," LAUGHED THE COLONEL. "THAT'S WHERE WE
DISMOUNTED AND TOOK A SHORT REST AND GAVE THE HORSES A CHANCE TO
pick a bit."

"WHY, BUT, COLONEL! THAT MUST HAVE BEEN TWO MILES BACK,—FULL HALF AN
HOUR AGO: YOU DON'T MEAN THAT RIDGE IS TWO MILES AWAY? I COULD ALMOST
hit that man riding down the road towards us."

"IT WOULD BE A WONDERFUL SHOT, DOCTOR. THAT MAN IS ONE OF THE
TEAMSTERS WHO WENT BACK AFTER A DROPPED PISTOL. HE IS A MILE AND A
half away."

The doctor's eyes were wide open with wonder.

"Of course you must know, colonel, but it is incomprehensible to me."

"IT IS EASILY PROVED, DOCTOR. TAKE THESE TWO TELEGRAPH POLES NEAREST US
and tell me how far they are apart."



THE DOCTOR LOOKED CAREFULLY FROM ONE POLE TO ANOTHER. ONLY A SINGLE
WIRE WAS STRUNG ALONG THE LINE, AND THE POLES WERE STOUT AND STRONG.
AFTER A MOMENT'S STUDY HE SAID, "WELL, THEY ARE JUST ABOUT SEVENTY-FIVE
yards apart."

"MORE THAN THAT, DOCTOR. THEY ARE A GOOD HUNDRED YARDS. BUT EVEN AT
YOUR ESTIMATE, JUST COUNT THE POLES BACK TO THAT RIDGE—OF COURSE THEY
ARE EQUIDISTANT, OR NEARLY SO, ALL ALONG—AND TELL ME HOW FAR YOU MAKE
it."

THE DOCTOR'S EYES BEGAN TO DILATE AGAIN AS HE SILENTLY TOOK ACCOUNT OF
the number.

"I DECLARE, THERE ARE OVER TWENTY TO THE REAR OF THE WAGON-TRAIN AND
nearly forty across the ridge! I give it up."

"AND NOW LOOK HERE," SAID THE COLONEL, POINTING OUT TO THE EASTWARD
WHERE SOME LITHE-LIMBED HOUNDS WERE COURSING OVER THE PRAIRIE WITH
RALPH ON HIS FLEET SORREL RACING IN PURSUIT. "LOOK AT YOUNG MCCREA OUT
THERE WHERE THERE ARE NO TELEGRAPH POLES TO HELP YOU JUDGE THE
DISTANCE. IF HE WERE AN INDIAN WHOM YOU WANTED TO BRING DOWN WHAT
WOULD YOU SET YOUR SIGHTS AT, PROVIDING YOU HAD TIME TO SET THEM AT
all?" and the veteran Indian fighter smiled grimly.

The doctor shook his head.

"IT IS TOO BIG A PUZZLE FOR ME," HE ANSWERED. "FIVE MINUTES AGO I WOULD
have said three hundred at the utmost, but I don't know now."

"HOW ABOUT THAT, NIHIL?" ASKED THE COLONEL, TURNING TO A SOLDIER RIDING
with the head-quarters party.

NIHIL'S BROWN HAND GOES UP TO THE BRIM OF HIS SCOUTING HAT IN SALUTE,
but he shook his head.

"The bullet would kick up a dust this side of him, sir," was the answer.



"PEOPLE SOMETIMES WONDER WHY IT IS WE MANAGE TO HIT SO FEW OF
THESE CHEYENNES OR SIOUX IN OUR BATTLES WITH THEM," SAID THE COLONEL.
"NOW YOU CAN GET AN IDEA OF ONE OF THE DIFFICULTIES. THEY RARELY COME
WITHIN SIX HUNDRED YARDS OF US WHEN THEY ARE ATTACKING A TRAIN OR AN
INFANTRY ESCORT, AND ARE ALWAYS RIDING FULL TILT, JUST AS YOU SAW RALPH JUST
now. It is next to impossible to hit them."

"I understand," said the doctor. "How splendidly that boy rides!"

"Ralph? Yes. He's a genuine trooper. Now, there's a boy whose whole
AMBITION IS TO GO TO WEST POINT. HE'S A MANLY, TRUTHFUL, DUTIFUL YOUNG
FELLOW, BORN AND RAISED IN THE ARMY, KNOWS THE PLAINS BY HEART, AND JUST
THE ONE TO MAKE A BRILLIANT AND VALUABLE CAVALRY OFFICER, BUT THERE ISN'T
a ghost of a chance for him."

"Why not?"

"WHY NOT? WHY! HOW IS HE TO GET AN APPOINTMENT? IF HE HAD A HOME
SOMEWHERE IN THE EAST, AND HIS FATHER HAD INFLUENCE WITH THE
CONGRESSMAN OF THE DISTRICT, IT MIGHT BE DONE; BUT THE SONS OF ARMY
OFFICERS HAVE REALLY VERY LITTLE CHANCE. THE PRESIDENT USED TO HAVE TEN
APPOINTMENTS A YEAR, BUT CONGRESS TOOK THEM AWAY FROM HIM. THEY
THOUGHT THERE WERE TOO MANY CADETS AT THE POINT; BUT WHILE THEY WERE
VIRTUOUSLY WILLING TO REDUCE SOMEBODY ELSE'S PREROGATIVES IN THAT LINE,
IT DID NOT OCCUR TO THEM THAT THEY MIGHT TRIM A LITTLE ON THEIR OWN. NOW
THE PRESIDENT IS ALLOWED ONLY TEN 'ALL TOLD,' AND CAN APPOINT NO BOY UNTIL
some of his ten are graduated or otherwise disposed of. It really gives
HIM ONLY TWO OR THREE APPOINTMENTS A YEAR, AND HE HAS PROBABLY A
THOUSAND APPLICANTS FOR EVERY ONE. WHAT CHANCE HAS AN ARMY BOY IN
WYOMING AGAINST THE SON OF SOME FELLOW WITH SENATORS AND
REPRESENTATIVES AT HIS BACK IN WASHINGTON? IF THE ARMY COULD NAME
AN OCCASIONAL CANDIDATE, A BOY LIKE RALPH WOULD BE SURE TO GO, AND
we would have more soldiers and fewer scientists in the cavalry."

BY THIS TIME THE HEAD OF THE COMPACT COLUMN WAS WELL UP, AND THE



CAPTAIN OF THE LEADING TROOP, RIDING WITH HIS FIRST LIEUTENANT IN FRONT OF
HIS SETS OF FOURS,  LOOKED INQUIRINGLY AT THE COLONEL, AS THOUGH HALF
EXPECTANT OF A SIGNAL TO HALT OR CHANGE THE GAIT. RECEIVING NONE, AND
SEEING THAT THE COLONEL HAD PROBABLY STOPPED TO LOOK OVER HIS
command, the senior troop leader pushed steadily on.

BEHIND HIM, FOUR ABREAST, CAME THE DRAGOONS,—A STALWART,
SUNBURNED, SOLDIERLY-LOOKING LOT. NOT A PARTICLE OF SHOW OR GLITTER IN
THEIR ATTIRE OR EQUIPMENT. UTTERLY UNLIKE THE DAZZLING HUSSARS OF
ENGLAND OR THE EUROPEAN CONTINENT, WHEN THE TROOPERS OF THE UNITED
STATES ARE OUT ON THE BROAD PRAIRIES OF THE WEST "FOR BUSINESS," AS
they put it, hardly a brass button, even, is to be seen.

THE COLONEL NOTES WITH SATISFACTION THE NIMBLE, ACTIVE PACE OF THE
HORSES AS THEY GO BY AT RAPID WALK, AND THE EASY SEAT OF THE MEN IN
their saddles.

FIRST THE BAYS OF "K" TROOP TRIP QUICKLY PAST; THEN THE BEAUTIFUL, SLEEK
GRAYS OF "B," CAPTAIN MONTGOMERY'S COMPANY; THEN MORE BAYS IN "I"
and "A" and "D," and then some sixty-five blacks, "C" Troop's color.

THERE ARE TWO SORREL TROOPS IN THE REGIMENT AND MORE BAYS, AND LATER
IN THE YEAR, WHEN NEW HORSES WERE OBTAINED, THE FIFTH HAD A ROAN AND
A DARK-BROWN TROOP; BUT IN JUNE, WHEN THEY WERE MARCHING UP TO TAKE
THEIR PART IN THE GREAT CAMPAIGN THAT FOLLOWED, ONLY TWO OF THEIR
COMPANIES WERE NOT MOUNTED ON BRIGHT BAY HORSES, AND ONE AND ALL
THEY WERE IN THE PINK OF CONDITION AND EAGER FOR A BURST "'CROSS
country."

IT WAS, HOWEVER, THEIR COLONEL'S DESIRE TO TAKE THEM TO THEIR DESTINATION
in good trim, and he permitted no "larking."

THEY HAD SEVERAL HUNDRED MILES OF WEARY MARCHING BEFORE THEM.
MUCH OF THE COUNTRY BEYOND THE PLATTE WAS "BAD LANDS," WHERE THE
GRASS IS SCANT AND POOR, THE SOIL ASHEN AND SPONGY, AND THE WATER



DENSELY ALKALINE. ALL THIS WOULD TELL VERY SENSIBLY UPON THE CONDITION OF
HORSES THAT ALL WINTER LONG HAD BEEN COMFORTABLY STABLED, REGULARLY
GROOMED AND GRAIN-FED, AND WATERED ONLY IN PURE RUNNING STREAMS
flushed by springs or melting snow.

IT WAS ALL VERY WELL FOR YOUNG RALPH TO BE COURSING ABOUT ON HIS FLEET,
ELASTIC SORREL, RADIANT WITH DELIGHT AS THE BOY WAS AT BEING AGAIN "OUT
ON THE PLAINS" AND IN THE SADDLE; BUT THE CAVALRY COMMANDER'S FIRST
CARE MUST BE TO BRING HIS HORSES TO THE SCENE OF ACTION IN THE MOST
EFFECTIVE STATE OF HEALTH AND SOUNDNESS. THE FIRST FEW DAYS' MARCHING,
therefore, had to be watched with the utmost care.

AS THE NOON HOUR APPROACHED, THE DOCTOR NOTED HOW THE HILLS OFF TO THE
WEST SEEMED TO BE GROWING HIGHER, AND THAT THERE WERE BROADER
vistas of wide ranges of barren slopes to the east and north.

THE COLONEL WAS RIDING SOME DISTANCE AHEAD OF THE BATTALION, HIS LITTLE
ESCORT CLOSE BESIDE, AND RALPH WAS GIVING BUFORD A RESTING SPELL, AND
placidly ambling alongside the doctor.

SERGEANT WELLS WAS RIDING SOMEWHERE IN THE COLUMN WITH SOME CHUM
OF OLD DAYS. HE BELONGED TO ANOTHER REGIMENT, BUT KNEW THE FIFTH OF
OLD. THE HOUNDS HAD TIRED OF CHASING OVER A WATERLESS COUNTRY, AND
with lolling tongues were trotting behind their masters' horses.

THE DOCTOR WAS VASTLY INTERESTED IN WHAT HE HAD  HEARD OF RALPH, AND
ENGAGED HIM IN TALK. JUST AS THEY CAME IN SIGHT OF THE BROAD, OPEN
VALLEY IN WHICH RUNS THE SPARKLING LODGE POLE, A TWO-HORSE WAGON
RUMBLED UP ALONGSIDE, AND THERE ON THE FRONT SEAT WAS FARRON, THE
RANCHMAN, WITH BRIGHT-EYED, BONNY-FACED LITTLE JESSIE SMILING BESIDE
him.

"WE'VE CAUGHT YOU, RALPH," HE LAUGHED, "THOUGH WE LEFT RUSSELL AN
HOUR OR MORE BEHIND YOU. I S'POSE YOU'LL ALL CAMP AT LODGE POLE FOR THE
night. We're going on to the Chug."



"HADN'T YOU BETTER SEE THE COLONEL ABOUT THAT?" ASKED RALPH,
anxiously.

"OH, IT'S ALL RIGHT! I GOT TELEGRAMS FROM LARAMIE AND THE CHUG, BOTH,
JUST BEFORE WE LEFT RUSSELL. NOT AN INDIAN'S BEEN HEARD OF THIS SIDE OF
the Platte, and your father's troop has just got in to Laramie."

"HAS HE?" EXCLAIMED RALPH, WITH DELIGHT. "THEN HE KNOWS I'VE STARTED,
AND PERHAPS HE'LL COME ON TO THE CHUG OR EAGLE'S NEST AND MEET
me."

"MORE'N LIKELY," ANSWERED FARRON. "YOU AND THE SERGEANT HAD BETTER
come ahead and spend the night with me at the ranch."

"I'VE NO DOUBT THE COLONEL WILL LET US GO AHEAD WITH YOU," ANSWERED
RALPH, "BUT THE RANCH IS TOO FAR OFF THE ROAD. WE WOULD HAVE TO STAY AT
PHILLIPS'S FOR THE NIGHT. WHAT SAY YOU, SERGEANT?" HE ASKED, AS WELLS
came loping up alongside.

"THE VERY PLAN, I THINK. SOMEBODY WILL SURELY COME AHEAD TO MEET US,
and we can make Laramie two days before the Fifth."

"Then, good-by, doctor; I must ask the colonel first, but we'll see you at
Laramie."

"Good-by, Ralph, and good luck to you in getting that cadetship."

"OH, WELL! I must TRUST TO LUCK FOR THAT. FATHER SAYS IT ALL DEPENDS ON MY
getting General Sheridan to back me. If he WOULD ONLY ASK FOR ME, OR IF
I COULD ONLY DO SOMETHING TO MAKE HIM GLAD TO ASK; BUT WHAT CHANCE IS
there?"

WHAT CHANCE, INDEED? RALPH MCCREA LITTLE DREAMED THAT AT THAT VERY
MOMENT GENERAL SHERIDAN—FAR AWAY IN CHICAGO—WAS READING
DESPATCHES THAT DETERMINED HIM TO GO AT ONCE, HIMSELF, TO RED CLOUD
AGENCY; THAT IN FOUR DAYS MORE THE GENERAL WOULD BE THERE, AT



LARAMIE, AND THAT IN TWO WONDERFUL DAYS, MEANTIME—BUT WHO WAS
there who dreamed what would happen meantime?



CHAPTER III.



DANGER IN THE AIR.
WHEN THE HEAD OF THE CAVALRY COLUMN REACHED THE BRIDGE OVER LODGE
POLE CREEK A MARCH OF ABOUT TWENTY-FIVE MILES HAD BEEN MADE, WHICH
IS AN AVERAGE DAY'S JOURNEY FOR CAVALRY TROOPS WHEN NOTHING URGENT
hastens their movements.

FILING TO THE RIGHT, THE HORSEMEN MOVED DOWN THE NORTH BANK OF THE
RAPIDLY-RUNNING STREAM, AND AS SOON AS THE REARMOST TROOP WAS CLEAR
OF THE ROAD AND BEYOND REACH OF ITS DUST, THE TRUMPETS SOUNDED "HALT"
AND "DISMOUNT," AND IN FIVE MINUTES THE HORSES, UNSADDLED, WERE
ROLLING ON THE SPRINGY TURF, AND THEN WERE DRIVEN  OUT IN HERDS, EACH
COMPANY'S BY ITSELF, TO GRAZE DURING THE AFTERNOON ALONG THE SLOPES.
EACH HERD WAS WATCHED AND GUARDED BY HALF A DOZEN ARMED
TROOPERS, AND SUCH HORSES AS WERE NOTORIOUS "STAMPEDERS" WERE
securely "side-lined" or hobbled.

ALONG THE STREAM LITTLE WHITE TENTS WERE PITCHED AS THE WAGONS ROLLED
IN AND WERE UNLOADED; AND THEN THE BRAYING MULES, ROLLING AND KICKING
IN THEIR ENJOYMENT OF FREEDOM FROM HARNESS, WERE DRIVEN OUT AND
DISPOSED UPON THE SLOPES AT A SAFE DISTANCE FROM THE HORSES. THE
SMOKES OF LITTLE FIRES BEGAN TO FLOAT INTO THE AIR, AND THE JINGLE OF SPOON
AND COFFEE-POT AND "SPIDER" AND SKILLET TOLD THAT THE COOKS WERE BUSY
getting dinner for the hungry campaigners.

SUCH APPETITES AS THOSE LONG-DAY MARCHES GIVE! SUCH DELIGHT IN LIFE
AND MOTION ONE FEELS AS HE DRINKS IN THAT RARE, KEEN MOUNTAIN AIR!
SOME OF THE SOLDIERS—OLD PLAINSMEN—ARE ALREADY PRONE UPON THE
TURF, THEIR HEADS PILLOWED ON THEIR SADDLES, THEIR SLOUCH HATS PULLED
down over their eyes, snatching half an hour's dreamless sleep before
the cooks shall summon them to dinner.



ONE OFFICER FROM EACH COMPANY IS STILL IN SADDLE, RIDING AROUND THE
HORSES OF HIS OWN TROOP TO SEE THAT THE GRASS IS WELL CHOSEN AND THAT
HIS GUARDS ARE PROPERLY POSTED AND ON THE ALERT. OVER AT THE ROAD
THERE STANDS A SORT OF FRONTIER TAVERN AND STAGE STATION, AT WHICH IS A
TELEGRAPH OFFICE, AND THE COLONEL HAS BEEN SENDING DESPATCHES TO
DEPARTMENT HEAD-QUARTERS TO ANNOUNCE THE SAFE ARRIVAL OF HIS
COMMAND AT LODGE POLE en route FOR FORT LARAMIE. NOW HE IS TALKING
with Ralph.

"It isn't that, my boy. I do not suppose there is an Indian anywhere near
THE CHUGWATER; BUT IF YOUR FATHER THOUGHT IT BEST THAT YOU SHOULD WAIT
AND START WITH US, I THINK IT WAS HIS DESIRE THAT YOU SHOULD KEEP IN THE
protection of the column all the way. Don't you?"

"YES, SIR, I DO. THE ONLY QUESTION NOW IS, WILL HE NOT COME OR SEND
FORWARD TO THE CHUG TO MEET ME, AND COULD I NOT BE WITH MOTHER TWO
DAYS EARLIER THAT WAY? BESIDES, FARRON IS DETERMINED TO GO AHEAD AS
SOON AS HE HAS HAD DINNER, AND—I DON'T LIKE TO THINK OF LITTLE JESSIE
BEING UP THERE AT THE CHUG JUST NOW. WOULD YOU MIND MY TELEGRAPHING
to father at Laramie and asking him?"

"No, indeed, Ralph. Do so."

AND SO A DESPATCH WAS SENT TO LARAMIE, AND IN THE COURSE OF AN HOUR,
just as they had enjoyed a comfortable dinner, there came the reply,—

"All right. Come ahead to Phillips's Ranch. Party will meet you there at
eight in the morning. They stop at Eagle's Nest to-night."

RALPH'S EYES DANCED AS HE SHOWED THIS TO THE COLONEL WHO READ IT
gravely and replied,—

"It is all safe, I fancy, or your father would not say so. They have patrols
ALL ALONG THE BANK OF THE PLATTE TO THE SOUTHEAST, AND NO INDIANS CAN
CROSS WITHOUT ITS BEING DISCOVERED IN A FEW HOURS. I SUPPOSE THEY
NEVER COME ACROSS BETWEEN LARAMIE AND FETTERMAN, DO THEY,



Ralph?"

"CERTAINLY NOT OF LATE YEARS, COLONEL. IT IS SO FAR OFF THEIR LINE TO THE
RESERVATIONS WHERE THEY HAVE TO RUN FOR SAFETY AFTER THEIR
depredations."

"I KNOW THAT; BUT NOW THAT ALL BUT TWO TROOPS OF  CAVALRY HAVE GONE UP
WITH GENERAL CROOK THEY MIGHT BE EMBOLDENED TO TRY A WIDER SWEEP.
That's all I'm afraid of."

"EVEN IF THE INDIANS CAME, COLONEL, THEY'VE GOT THOSE RANCH BUILDINGS
SO LOOP-HOLED AND FORTIFIED AT PHILLIPS'S THAT WE COULD STAND THEM OFF A
week if need be, and you would reach there by noon at latest."

"YES. WE MAKE AN EARLY START TO-MORROW MORNING, AND 'TWILL BE JUST
ANOTHER TWENTY-FIVE MILES TO OUR CAMP ON THE CHUG. IF ALL IS WELL YOU WILL
BE NEARLY TO EAGLE'S NEST BY THE TIME WE GET TO PHILLIPS'S, AND YOU WILL
BE AT LARAMIE BEFORE THE SUNSET-GUN TO-MORROW. WELL, GIVE MY
REGARDS TO YOUR FATHER, RALPH, AND KEEP YOUR EYE OPEN FOR THE MAIN
CHANCE. WE CAVALRY PEOPLE WANT YOU FOR OUR REPRESENTATIVE AT WEST
Point, you know."

"THANK YOU FOR THAT, COLONEL," ANSWERED RALPH, WITH SPARKLING EYES. "I
sha'n't forget it in many a day."

SO IT HAPPENED THAT LATE THAT AFTERNOON, WITH FARRON DRIVING HIS LOAD OF
HOUSEHOLD GOODS; WITH BROWN-HAIRED LITTLE JESSIE LYING SOUND ASLEEP
WITH HER HEAD ON HIS LAP; WITH SERGEANT WELLS CANTERING EASILY
ALONGSIDE AND RALPH AND BUFORD SCOUTING A LITTLE DISTANCE AHEAD, THE
TWO-HORSE WAGON ROLLED OVER THE CREST OF THE LAST DIVIDE AND CAME JUST
AT SUNSET IN SIGHT OF THE BEAUTIFUL VALLEY WITH THE ODD NAME OF
Chugwater.

FARTHER UP THE STREAM TOWARDS ITS SOURCES AMONG THE PINE-CRESTED
BLACK HILLS, THERE WERE MANY PLACES WHERE THE BUSY BEAVERS HAD
DAMMED ITS FLOW. THE INDIANS, BENT ON TRAPPING THESE WARY CREATURES,



HAD LISTENED IN THE STILLNESS OF THE SOLITUDES TO THE BATTERING OF THOSE
WONDERFUL TAILS UPON THE MUD WALLS OF THEIR  DAMS AND FORTS, AND HAD
NAMED THE LITTLE RIVER AFTER ITS MOST MARKED CHARACTERISTIC, THE CONSTANT
"chug, chug" of those cricket-bat caudals.

ON THE WEST OF THE WINDING STREAM, IN THE SMILING VALLEY WITH TINY
PATCHES OF VERDURE, LAY THE RANCH WITH ITS OUT-BUILDINGS, CORRALS, AND
THE PEACEFULLY BROWSING STOCK AROUND IT, AND LITTLE JESSIE WOKE AT HER
father's joyous shout and pointed out her home to Ralph.

THERE WHERE THE TRAIL WOUND AWAY FROM THE MAIN ROAD THE WAGON AND
HORSEMEN MUST SEPARATE, AND RALPH REINED CLOSE ALONGSIDE AND TOOK
JESSIE IN HIS ARMS AND WAS HUGGED TIGHT AS HE KISSED HER BONNY FACE.
THEN HE AND THE SERGEANT SHOOK HANDS HEARTILY WITH FARRON, SET SPURS
TO THEIR HORSES, AND WENT LOPING DOWN NORTHEASTWARD TO THE BROADER
reaches of the valley.

ON THEIR RIGHT, ACROSS THE LOWLANDS, RAN THE LONG RIDGE ENDING IN AN
ABRUPT PRECIPICE, THAT WAS THE SCENE OF THE GREAT BUFFALO-KILLING BY THE
INDIANS MANY A LONG YEAR AGO. STRAIGHT AHEAD WERE THE STAGE STATION,
THE FORAGE SHEDS, AND THE HALF DOZEN BUILDINGS OF PHILLIPS'S. ALL WAS AS
PLACID AND PEACEFUL IN THE SOFT EVENING LIGHT AS IF NO HOSTILE INDIAN HAD
ever existed.

YET THERE WERE TO BE SEEN SIGNS OF PREPARATION FOR INDIAN ATTACK. THE
HERDER WHOM THE TRAVELLERS MET TWO MILES SOUTH OF THE STATION WAS
HEAVILY ARMED AND HIS MATE WAS ONLY SHORT RIFLE-SHOT AWAY. THE MEN
WAVED THEIR HATS TO RALPH AND HIS SOLDIER COMRADE, AND ONE OF THEM
CALLED OUT, "WHAR'D YE LEAVE THE CAVALRY?" AND SEEMED DISAPPOINTED
to hear they were as far back as Lodge Pole.

AT THE STATION, THEY FOUND THE RANCHMEN PREPARED FOR THEIR COMING AND
GLAD TO SEE THEM. CAPTAIN MCCREA HAD TELEGRAPHED TWICE DURING THE
afternoon and seemed anxious to know of their arrival.



"HE'S IN THE OFFICE AT LARAMIE NOW," SAID THE TELEGRAPH AGENT, WITH A
SMILE, "AND I WIRED HIM THE MOMENT WE SIGHTED YOU COMING DOWN THE
HILL. COME IN AND SEND HIM A FEW WORDS. IT WILL PLEASE HIM MORE THAN
anything I can say."

SO RALPH STEPPED INTO THE LITTLE ROOM WITH ITS SOLITARY INSTRUMENT AND
lonely operator. In those days there was little use for the line except for
THE CONDUCTING OF PURELY MILITARY BUSINESS, AND THE AGENTS OR
OPERATORS WERE ALL SOLDIERS DETAILED FOR THE PURPOSE. HERE AT "THE
CHUG" THE INSTRUMENT RESTED ON A LITTLE TABLE BY THE LOOP-HOLE OF A
WINDOW IN THE SIDE OF THE LOG HUT. OPPOSITE IT WAS THE SOLDIER'S NARROW
CAMP-BED WITH ITS BROWN ARMY BLANKETS AND WITH HIS HEAVY OVERCOAT
THROWN OVER THE FOOT. CLOSE AT HAND STOOD HIS SPRINGFIELD RIFLE, WITH THE
belt of cartridges, and over the table hung two Colt's revolvers.

ALL THROUGH THE ROOMS OF THE STATION THE SAME WAR-LIKE PREPARATIONS
WERE VISIBLE, FOR SEVERAL TIMES DURING THE SPRING AND EARLY SUMMER
WAR PARTIES OF INDIANS HAD COME PROWLING UP THE VALLEY, DRIVING THE
HERDERS BEFORE THEM; BUT, HAVING SECURED ALL THE BEEF CATTLE THEY COULD
HANDLE, THEY HAD HURRIED BACK TO THE FORDS OF THE PLATTE AND, EXCEPT ON
one or two occasions, had committed no murders.

WELL KNOWING THE PLUCK OF THE LITTLE COMMUNITY AT PHILLIPS'S, THE INDIANS
HAD NOT COME WITHIN LONG RIFLE RANGE OF THE RANCH, BUT ON THE LAST TWO
VISITS THE  WARRIORS SEEMED TO HAVE GROWN BOLDER. WHILE MOST OF THE
INDIANS WERE ROUNDING UP CATTLE AND SCURRYING ABOUT IN THE VALLEY, TWO
MILES BELOW THE RANCH, IT WAS NOTED THAT TWO WARRIORS, ON THEIR NIMBLE
PONIES, HAD CLIMBED THE HIGH RIDGE ON THE EAST THAT OVERLOOKED THE
RANCHES IN THE VALLEY BEYOND AND ABOVE PHILLIPS'S, AND WERE EVIDENTLY
taking deliberate note of the entire situation.

ONE OF THE INDIANS WAS SEEN TO POINT A LONG, BARE ARM, ON WHICH SILVER
WRISTLETS AND BANDS FLASHED IN THE SUN, AT FARRON'S LONELY RANCH FOUR
miles up-stream.



THAT WAS MORE THAN THE SOLDIER TELEGRAPHER COULD BEAR PATIENTLY. HE
TOOK HIS SPRINGFIELD RIFLE OUT INTO THE FIELDS, AND OPENED A LONG RANGE
fire on these adventurous redskins.

THE INDIANS WERE A GOOD MILE AWAY, BUT THAT HONEST "LONG TOM" SENT
ITS LEADEN MISSILES WHISTLING ABOUT THEIR EARS, AND KICKING UP THE DUST
AROUND THEIR PONIES' HEELS, UNTIL, AFTER A FEW DEFIANT SHOUTS AND SUCH
INSULTING AND CONTEMPTUOUS GESTURES AS THEY COULD THINK OF, THE TWO
had ducked suddenly out of sight behind the bluffs.

ALL THIS THE RANCH PEOPLE TOLD RALPH AND THE SERGEANT, AS THEY WERE
enjoying a hot supper after the fifty-mile ride of the day. Afterwards the
TWO TRAVELLERS WENT OUT INTO THE CORRAL TO SEE THAT THEIR HORSES WERE
secure for the night.

BUFORD LOOKED UP WITH EAGER WHINNY AT RALPH'S FOOTSTEP, PRICKED HIS
PRETTY EARS, AND LOOKED AS FULL OF LIFE AND SPIRIT AS IF HE HAD NEVER HAD
A HARD DAY'S GALLOP IN HIS LIFE. SERGEANT WELLS HAD GIVEN HIM A CAREFUL
RUBBING DOWN WHILE RALPH WAS AT THE TELEGRAPH OFFICE, AND  LATER, WHEN
THE HORSES WERE THOROUGHLY COOL, THEY WERE WATERED AT THE RUNNING
stream and given a hearty feed of oats.

PHILLIPS CAME OUT TO LOCK UP HIS STABLE WHILE THEY WERE PETTING BUFORD,
and stood there a moment admiring the pretty fellow.

"WITH YOUR WEIGHT I THINK HE COULD MAKE A RACE AGAINST ANY HORSE IN
the cavalry, couldn't he, Mr. Ralph?" he asked.

"I'M NOT QUITE SURE, PHILLIPS; THE COLONEL OF THE FIFTH CAVALRY HAS A
HORSE THAT I MIGHT NOT CARE TO RACE. HE WAS BEING LED ALONG BEHIND THE
HEAD-QUARTERS ESCORT TO-DAY. BARRING THAT HORSE VAN, I WOULD RIDE
Buford against any horse I've ever seen in the service for any distance
from a quarter of a mile to a day's march."

"But those Indian ponies, Mr. Ralph, couldn't they beat him?"



"OVER ROUGH GROUND—UP HILL AND DOWN DALE—I SUPPOSE SOME OF THEM
COULD. I SAW THEIR RACES UP AT RED CLOUD LAST YEAR, AND OLD SPOTTED
Tail brought over a couple of ponies from Camp Sheridan that ran like
A STREAK, AND THERE WAS A MINNECONJOU CHIEF THERE WHO HAD A VERY FAST
PONY. SOME OF THE YOUNG OGALLALLAS HAD QUICK, ACTIVE BEASTS, BUT,
TAKE THEM ON A STRAIGHT-AWAY RUN, I WOULDN'T BE AFRAID TO TRY MY LUCK
with Buford against the best of them."

"WELL, I HOPE YOU'LL NEVER HAVE TO RIDE FOR YOUR LIFE ON HIM. HE'S PRETTY
AND SOUND AND FAST, BUT THOSE INDIANS HAVE SUCH WIND AND BOTTOM;
they never seem to give out."

A LITTLE LATER—AT ABOUT HALF AFTER EIGHT O'CLOCK—SERGEANT WELLS, THE
TELEGRAPH OPERATOR, AND ONE OR TWO  OF THE RANCHMEN SAT TILTED BACK IN
THEIR ROUGH CHAIRS ON THE FRONT PORCH OF THE STATION ENJOYING THEIR PIPES.
RALPH HAD BEGUN TO FEEL A LITTLE SLEEPY, AND WAS READY TO TURN IN WHEN
HE WAS ATTRACTED BY THE CONVERSATION BETWEEN THE TWO SOLDIERS; THE
OPERATOR WAS SPEAKING, AND THE SERIOUSNESS OF HIS TONE CAUSED THE
boy to listen.

"IT ISN'T THAT WE HAVE ANY PARTICULAR CAUSE TO WORRY JUST HERE. WITH OUR
SIX OR SEVEN MEN WE COULD EASILY STAND OFF THE INDIANS UNTIL HELP CAME,
BUT IT'S FARRON AND LITTLE JESSIE I'M THINKING OF. HE AND HIS TWO MEN
WOULD HAVE NO SHOW WHATEVER IN CASE OF A SUDDEN AND DETERMINED
ATTACK. THEY HAVE NOT BEEN HARMED SO FAR, BECAUSE THE INDIANS
ALWAYS CROSSED BELOW LARAMIE AND CAME UP TO THE CHUG, AND SO
THERE WAS TIMELY WARNING. NOW, THEY HAVE SEEN FARRON'S PLACE UP
THERE ALL BY ITSELF. THEY CAN EASILY FIND OUT, BY HANGING AROUND THE
TRADERS AT RED CLOUD, WHO LIVES THERE, HOW MANY MEN HE HAS, AND
ABOUT JESSIE. NEXT TO SURPRISING AND KILLING A WHITE MAN IN COLD BLOOD,
THOSE FELLOWS LIKE NOTHING BETTER THAN CARRYING OFF A WHITE CHILD AND
CONCEALING IT AMONG THEM. THE GYPSIES HAVE THE SAME TRAIT. NOW,
THEY KNOW THAT SO LONG AS THEY CROSS BELOW LARAMIE THE SCOUTS ARE
ALMOST SURE TO DISCOVER IT IN AN HOUR OR TWO, AND AS SOON AS THEY STRIKE



THE CHUG VALLEY SOME HERDERS COME TUMBLING IN HERE AND GIVE THE
ALARM. THEY HAVE COME OVER REGULARLY EVERY MOON, SINCE GENERAL
Crook went up in February, until now."

The operator went on impressively:

"THE MOON'S ALMOST ON THE WANE, AND THEY HAVEN'T SHOWN UP YET. NOW,
WHAT WORRIES ME IS JUST THIS. SUPPOSE THEY should PUSH OUT WESTWARD
FROM THE RESER VATION, CROSS THE PLATTE SOMEWHERE ABOUT BULL BEND OR
EVEN NEARER LARAMIE, AND COME DOWN THE CHUG FROM THE NORTH. WHO
is to give Farron warning?"

"THEY'RE BOUND TO HEAR IT AT LARAMIE AND TELEGRAPH YOU AT ONCE,"
suggested one of the ranchmen.

"NOT NECESSARILY. THE RIVER ISN'T PICKETED BETWEEN FETTERMAN AND
LARAMIE, SIMPLY BECAUSE THE INDIANS HAVE ALWAYS TRIED THE LOWER
CROSSINGS. THE STAGES GO THROUGH THREE TIMES A WEEK, AND THERE ARE
FREQUENT COURIERS AND TRAINS, BUT THEY DON'T KEEP A LOOKOUT FOR PONY
TRACKS. THE CHANCES ARE THAT THEIR CROSSING WOULD NOT BE DISCOVERED
FOR TWENTY-FOUR HOURS OR SO, AND AS TO THE NEWS BEING WIRED TO US HERE,
THOSE REDS WOULD NEVER GIVE US A CHANCE. THE FIRST NEWS WE GOT OF
THEIR DEVILTRY WOULD BE THAT THEY HAD CUT THE LINE TEN OR TWELVE MILES THIS
side of Laramie as they came sweeping down.

"I TELL YOU, BOYS," CONTINUED THE OPERATOR, HALF RISING FROM HIS CHAIR IN
HIS EARNESTNESS, "I HATE TO THINK OF LITTLE JESSIE UP THERE TO-NIGHT. I GO IN
EVERY FEW MINUTES AND CALL UP LARAMIE OR FETTERMAN JUST TO FEEL THAT ALL
IS SAFE, AND STIR UP LODGE POLE, BEHIND US, TO REALIZE THAT WE'VE GOT
THE FIFTH CAVALRY ONLY TWENTY-FIVE MILES AWAY; BUT THE INDIANS HAVEN'T
missed a moon yet, and there's only one more night of this."

EVEN AS HIS HEARERS SAT IN SILENCE, THINKING OVER THE SOLDIER'S WORDS,
THERE CAME FROM THE LITTLE CABIN THE SHARP AND SUDDEN CLICKING OF THE
TELEGRAPH. "IT'S MY CALL," EXCLAIMED THE OPERATOR, AS HE SPRANG TO HIS



feet and ran to his desk.

RALPH AND SERGEANT WELLS WERE CLOSE AT HIS HEELS; HE HAD CLICKED HIS
ANSWERING SIGNAL, SEIZED A PENCIL, AND  WAS RAPIDLY TAKING DOWN A
MESSAGE. THEY SAW HIS EYES DILATE AND HIS LIPS QUIVER WITH
SUPPRESSED EXCITEMENT. ONCE, INDEED, HE MADE AN IMPULSIVE REACH
WITH HIS HAND, AS IF TO TOUCH THE KEY AND SHUT OFF THE MESSAGE AND
interpose some idea of his own, but discipline prevailed.

"IT'S FOR YOU," HE SAID, BRIEFLY, NODDING UP TO RALPH, WHILE HE WENT ON TO
copy the message.

IT WAS A TIME OF ANXIOUS SUSPENSE IN THE LITTLE OFFICE. THE SERGEANT
PACED SILENTLY TO AND FRO WITH UNUSUAL ERECTNESS OF BEARING AND A
FIRMLY-COMPRESSED LIP. HIS APPEARANCE AND ATTITUDE WERE THAT OF THE
SOLDIER WHO HAS DIVINED APPROACHING DANGER AND WHO AWAITS THE
ORDER FOR ACTION. RALPH, WHO COULD HARDLY CONTROL HIS IMPATIENCE, STOOD
WATCHING THE RAPID FINGERS OF THE OPERATOR AS THEY TRACED OUT A
message which was evidently of deep moment.

AT LAST THE TRANSCRIPT WAS FINISHED, AND THE OPERATOR HANDED IT TO THE
boy. Ralph's hand was trembling with excitement as he took the paper
and carried it close to the light. It read as follows:

"RALPH MCCREA, Chugwater Station:

"BLACK HILLS STAGE REPORTS HAVING CROSSED TRAIL OF LARGE WAR
PARTY GOING WEST, THIS SIDE OF RAWHIDE BUTTE. MY TROOP
ordered at once in pursuit. Wait for Fifth Cavalry.

"GORDON MCCREA."

"GOING WEST, THIS SIDE OF RAWHIDE BUTTE," SAID RALPH, AS CALMLY AS HE
COULD. "THAT MEANS THAT THEY ARE TWENTY MILES NORTH OF LARAMIE, AND
on the other side of the Platte."

"IT MEANS THAT THEY KNEW WHAT THEY WERE DOING  WHEN THEY CROSSED JUST



BEHIND THE LAST STAGE SO AS TO GIVE NO WARNING, AND THAT THEIR TRAIL WAS
NEARLY TWO DAYS OLD WHEN SEEN BY THE DOWN STAGE THIS AFTERNOON. IT
MEANS THAT THEY CROSSED THE STAGE ROAD, RALPH, BUT HOW LONG AGO WAS
THAT, DO YOU THINK, AND WHERE ARE THEY NOW? IT IS MY BELIEF THAT THEY
CROSSED THE PLATTE ABOVE LARAMIE LAST NIGHT OR EARLY THIS MORNING, AND
will be down on us to-night."

"WIRE THAT TO LARAMIE, THEN, AT ONCE," SAID RALPH. "IT MAY NOT BE TOO
late to turn the troop this way."

"I CAN ONLY SAY WHAT I THINK TO MY FELLOW-OPERATOR THERE, AND CAN'T EVEN
DO THAT NOW; THE COMMANDING OFFICER IS SENDING DESPATCHES TO
OMAHA, AND ASKING THAT THE FIFTH CAVALRY BE ORDERED TO SEND FORWARD
A TROOP OR TWO TO GUARD THE CHUG. BUT THERE'S NO ONE AT THE HEAD-
QUARTERS THIS TIME O' NIGHT. BESIDES, IF WE VOLUNTEER ANY SUGGESTIONS,
THEY WILL SAY WE WERE STAMPEDED DOWN HERE BY A BAND OF INDIANS THAT
didn't come within seventy-five miles of us."

"WELL, FATHER WON'T MISUNDERSTAND ME," SAID RALPH, "AND I'M NOT AFRAID
to ask him to think of what you say; wire it to him in my name."

THERE WAS A LONG INTERVAL, TWENTY MINUTES OR SO, BEFORE THE OPERATOR
COULD "GET THE LINE." WHEN AT LAST HE SUCCEEDED IN SENDING HIS
despatch, he stopped short in the midst of it.

"IT'S NO USE, RALPH. YOUR FATHER'S TROOP WAS THREE MILES AWAY BEFORE
HIS MESSAGE WAS SENT. THERE WERE REPORTS FROM RED CLOUD THAT
MADE THE COMMANDING OFFICER BELIEVE THERE WERE SOME CHEYENNES
GOING UP TO ATTACK COURIERS OR TRAINS BETWEEN FETTERMAN AND THE BIG
Horn. He is away north of the Platte."

ANOTHER FEW MINUTES OF THOUGHTFUL SILENCE, THEN RALPH TURNED TO HIS
soldier friend,—

"SERGEANT, I HAVE TO OBEY FATHER'S ORDERS AND STAY HERE, BUT IT'S MY
belief that Farron should be put on his guard at once. What say you?"



"If you agree, sir, I'll ride up and spend the night with him."

"Then go by all means. I know father would approve it."



CHAPTER IV.



CUT OFF.
IT WAS AFTER TEN O'CLOCK WHEN THE WANING MOON CAME PEERING OVER THE
BARRIER RIDGE AT THE EAST. OVER AN HOUR HAD PASSED SINCE SERGEANT
WELLS, ON HIS BIG SORREL, HAD RIDDEN AWAY UP THE STREAM ON THE TRAIL TO
Farron's.

PHILLIPS HAD PRESSED UPON HIM A HENRY REPEATING RIFLE, WHICH HE HAD
GRATEFULLY ACCEPTED. IT COULD NOT SHOOT SO HARD OR CARRY SO FAR AS THE
SERGEANT'S SPRINGFIELD CARBINE, THE CAVALRY ARM; BUT TO REPEL A SUDDEN
ONSET OF YELLING SAVAGES AT CLOSE QUARTERS IT WAS JUST THE THING, AS IT
COULD DISCHARGE SIXTEEN SHOTS WITHOUT RELOADING. HIS CARBINE AND THE
belt of copper cartridges the sergeant left with Ralph.

JUST BEFORE RIDING AWAY HE TOOK THE OPERATOR AND RALPH TO THE BACK OF
THE CORRAL, WHENCE, FAR UP THE VALLEY, THEY COULD SEE THE TWINKLING LIGHT
at Farron's ranch.

"WE OUGHT TO HAVE SOME WAY OF SIGNALLING," HE HAD SAID AS THEY WENT
OUT OF DOORS. "IF YOU GET NEWS DURING THE NIGHT THAT THE INDIANS ARE
SURELY THIS SIDE OF THE PLATTE, OF COURSE WE WANT TO KNOW AT ONCE; IF, ON
THE OTHER HAND, YOU HEAR THEY ARE NOWHERE WITHIN STRIKING DISTANCE, IT
WILL BE A WEIGHT OFF MY MIND AND WE CAN ALL GET A GOOD NIGHT'S REST UP
there. Now, how shall we fix it?"

AFTER SOME DISCUSSION, IT WAS ARRANGED THAT WELLS SHOULD REMAIN ON
THE LOW PORCH IN FRONT OF FARRON'S RANCH UNTIL MIDNIGHT. THE LIGHT WAS TO
BE EXTINGUISHED THERE AS SOON AS HE ARRIVED, AS AN ASSURANCE THAT ALL
WAS WELL, AND IT SHOULD NOT AGAIN APPEAR DURING THE NIGHT UNLESS AS A
momentary answer to signals they might make.

IF INFORMATION WERE RECEIVED AT PHILLIPS'S THAT THE INDIANS WERE SOUTH OF



the Platte, Ralph should fire three shots from his carbine at intervals of
FIVE SECONDS; AND IF THEY HEARD THAT ALL WAS SAFE, HE SHOULD FIRE ONE
shot to call attention and then start a small blaze out on the bank of the
stream, where it could be plainly seen from Farron's.

WELLS WAS TO SHOW HIS LIGHT HALF A MINUTE WHEN HE RECOGNIZED THE
SIGNAL. HAVING ARRIVED AT THIS UNDERSTANDING, THE SERGEANT SHOOK THE
hand of Ralph and the operator and rode towards Farron's.

"WHAT I WISH," SAID THE OPERATOR, "IS THAT WELLS COULD INDUCE FARRON TO
LET HIM BRING JESSIE HERE FOR THE NIGHT; BUT FARRON IS A BULL-HEADED
FELLOW AND THINKS NO NUMBER OF INDIANS COULD EVER GET THE BETTER OF HIM
AND HIS TWO MEN. HE KNOWS VERY LITTLE OF THEM AND IS HARDLY ALIVE TO THE
DANGER OF HIS POSITION.  I THINK HE WILL BE SAFE WITH WELLS, BUT, ALL THE
SAME, I WISH THAT A TROOP OF THE FIFTH CAVALRY HAD BEEN SENT FORWARD
to-night."

AFTER THEY HAD GONE BACK TO THE OFFICE THE OPERATOR "CALLED UP"
LARAMIE. "ALL QUIET," WAS THE REPLY, AND NOBODY THERE SEEMED TO THINK
the Indians had come towards the Platte.

THEN THE OPERATOR SIGNALLED TO HIS ASSOCIATE AT LODGE POLE, WHO
WIRED BACK THAT NOBODY THERE HAD HEARD ANYTHING FROM LARAMIE OR
ELSEWHERE ABOUT THE INDIANS; THAT THE COLONEL AND ONE OR TWO OF HIS
OFFICERS HAD BEEN IN THE STATION A WHILE DURING THE EVENING AND HAD
SENT MESSAGES TO CHEYENNE AND OMAHA AND RECEIVED ONE OR TWO,
BUT THAT THEY HAD ALL GONE OUT TO CAMP. EVERYTHING WAS QUIET; "TAPS"
had just sounded and they were all going to bed.

"LODGE POLE" ANNOUNCED FOR HIMSELF THAT SOME OLD FRIENDS OF HIS WERE
ON THE GUARD THAT NIGHT, AND HE WAS GOING OVER TO SMOKE A PIPE AND
have a chat with them.

TO THIS "CHUG" RESPONDED THAT HE WISHED HE WOULDN'T LEAVE THE OFFICE.
There was no telling what might turn up or how soon he'd be wanted.



BUT "LODGE POLE" SAID THE OPERATORS WERE NOT REQUIRED TO STAY AT THE
BOARD AFTER NINE AT NIGHT; HE WOULD HAVE THE KEEPER OF THE STATION
LISTEN FOR HIS CALL, AND WOULD RUN OVER TO CAMP FOR AN HOUR; WOULD BE
BACK AT HALF-PAST TEN AND SLEEP BY HIS INSTRUMENT. MEANTIME, IF
NEEDED, HE COULD BE CALLED IN A MINUTE,—THE GUARD TENTS WERE ONLY
three hundred yards away,—and so he went.

RALPH ALMOST WISHED THAT HE HAD SENT A MESSAGE TO THE COLONEL TO TELL
HIM OF THEIR SUSPICIONS AND ANXIETY.  HE KNEW WELL THAT EVERY OFFICER
AND EVERY PRIVATE IN THAT SLEEPING BATTALION WOULD TURN OUT EAGERLY AND
WELCOME THE TWENTY-FIVE-MILE TROT FORWARD TO THE CHUG ON THE REPORT
THAT THE SIOUX WERE OUT "ON THE WAR-PATH" AND MIGHT BE COMING THAT
way.

YET, ARMY BOY THAT HE WAS, HE HATED TO GIVE WHAT MIGHT BE CALLED A
FALSE ALARM. HE KNEW THE FIFTH ONLY BY REPUTATION, AND WHILE HE WOULD
NOT HAVE HESITATED TO SEND SUCH A MESSAGE TO HIS FATHER HAD HE BEEN
CAMPED AT LODGE POLE, OR TO HIS FATHER'S COMRADES IN THEIR OWN
REGIMENT, HE DID NOT RELISH THE IDEA OF SENDING A DESPATCH THAT WOULD
ROUT THE COLONEL OUT OF HIS WARM BLANKETS, AND WHICH MIGHT BE TOTALLY
unnecessary.

SO THE TELEGRAPH OPERATOR AT LODGE POLE WAS PERMITTED TO GO ABOUT
HIS OWN DEVICES, AND ONCE AGAIN RALPH AND HIS NEW FRIEND WENT OUT
into the night to look over their surroundings and the situation.

THE LIGHT STILL BURNED AT FARRON'S, AND PHILLIPS, COMING OUT WITH A
BUNDLE OF KINDLING-WOOD FOR THE LITTLE BEACON FIRE, CHUCKLED WHEN HE
saw it,—

"WELLS MUST BE THERE BY THIS TIME, BUT I'LL JUST BET FARRON IS GIVING THE
BOYS A LITTLE SUPPER, OR SOMETHING, TO WELCOME JESSIE HOME, AND NOW
he's got obstinate and won't let them douse the glim."

"IT'S A CASE THAT WELLS WILL BE APT TO DECIDE FOR HIMSELF," ANSWERED



RALPH. "HE WON'T STAND FOOLING, AND WILL DECLARE MARTIAL LAW.—THERE!
What did I tell you?"

THE LIGHT WENT SUDDENLY OUT IN THE MIDST OF HIS WORDS. THEY CARRIED THE
KINDLING AND MADE A LITTLE HEAP OF DRY STICKS OUT NEAR THE BANK OF THE
stream; THEN STOOD A WHILE AND LISTENED. IN THE VALLEY, FAINTLY LIGHTED BY
THE MOON, ALL WAS SILENCE AND PEACE; NOT EVEN THE DISTANT YELP OF
COYOTE DISTURBED THE STILLNESS OF THE NIGHT. NOT A BREATH OF AIR WAS
STIRRING. A LIGHT FILM OF CLOUD HUNG ABOUT THE HORIZON AND SETTLED IN A
CUMULUS ABOUT THE TURRETS OF OLD LARAMIE PEAK, BUT OVERHEAD THE
BRILLIANT STARS SPARKLED AND THE PLANETS SHONE LIKE LITTLE GLOBES OF
molten gold.

HEARING VOICES, BUFORD, LONELY NOW WITHOUT HIS FRIEND, THE SERGEANT'S
HORSE, SET UP A LOW WHINNY, AND RALPH WENT IN AND SPOKE TO HIM,
patting his glossy neck and shoulder. When he came out he found that
a third man had joined the party and was talking eagerly with Phillips.

RALPH RECOGNIZED THE MAN AS AN OLD TRAPPER WHO SPENT MOST OF HIS
TIME IN THE HILLS OR FARTHER UP IN THE NEIGHBORHOOD OF LARAMIE PEAK. HE
HAD OFTEN BEEN AT THE FORT TO SELL PELTRIES OR BUY PROVISIONS, AND WAS A
MOUNTAINEER AND PLAINSMAN WHO KNEW EVERY NOOK AND CRANNY IN
Wyoming.

CROPPING THE SCANT HERBAGE ON THE FLAT BEHIND THE TRAPPER WAS A LANK,
LONG-LIMBED HORSE FROM WHICH HE HAD JUST DISMOUNTED, AND WHICH
LOOKED TRAVEL-STAINED AND WEARY LIKE HIS MASTER. THE NEWS THE MAN
BROUGHT WAS WORTHY OF CONSIDERATION, AND RALPH LISTENED WITH RAPT
ATTENTION AND WITH A HEART THAT BEAT HARD AND QUICK, THOUGH HE SAID NO
word and gave no sign.

"THEN YOU HAVEN'T SEEN OR HEARD A THING?" ASKED THE NEW-COMER. "IT'S
MIGHTY STRANGE. I'VE SCOURED THESE HILLS—MAN AND BOY—NIGH ONTO
THIRTY YEARS AND OUGHT TO KNOW INDIAN SMOKES WHEN I SEE 'EM. I DON'T
THINK I CAN BE MISTAKEN ABOUT THIS. I WAS WAY UP THE  RANGE ABOUT FOUR



O'CLOCK THIS AFTERNOON AND COULD SEE CLEAR ACROSS TOWARDS RAWHIDE
BUTTE, AND THREE SMOKES WENT UP OVER THERE, SURE. WHAT STARTLED ME,"
THE TRAPPER CONTINUED, "WAS THE ANSWER. NOT TEN MILES ABOVE WHERE I
WAS THERE WENT UP A SIGNAL SMOKE FROM THE FOOT-HILLS OF THE RANGE,—
JUST IN HERE TO THE NORTHWEST OF US, PERHAPS TWENTY MILES WEST OF
EAGLE'S NEST. IT'S THE FIRST TIME I'VE SEEN INDIAN SMOKES IN THERE SINCE
THE MONTH THEY KILLED LIEUTENANT ROBINSON UP BY THE PEAK. YOU BET I
came down. Sure they haven't seen anything at Laramie?"

"NOTHING. THEY SENT CAPTAIN MCCREA WITH HIS TROOP UP TOWARDS
RAWHIDE JUST AFTER DARK, BUT THEY DECLARE NOTHING HAS BEEN SEEN OR
HEARD OF INDIANS THIS SIDE OF THE PLATTE. I'VE BEEN TALKING WITH LARAMIE
MOST OF THE EVENING. THE BLACK HILLS STAGE COMING DOWN REPORTED TRAIL
OF A BIG WAR PARTY OUT, GOING WEST JUST THIS SIDE OF THE BUTTE, AND SOME
OF THEM MAY HAVE SENT UP THE SMOKES YOU SAW IN THAT DIRECTION. I WAS
SAYING TO RALPH, HERE, THAT IF THAT TRAIL WAS FORTY-EIGHT HOURS OLD, THEY
WOULD HAVE HAD TIME TO CROSS THE PLATTE AT BULL BEND, AND BE DOWN
here to-night."

"THEY WOULDN'T COME HERE FIRST. THEY KNOW THIS RANCH TOO WELL. THEY'D
GO IN TO EAGLE'S NEST TO TRY AND GET THE STAGE HORSES AND A SCALP OR
two there. You're too strong for 'em here."

"Ay; but there's Farron and his little kid up there four miles above us."

"You don't tell me! Thought he'd taken her down to Denver."

"SO HE DID, AND FETCHED HER BACK TO-DAY. SERGEANT WELLS HAS GONE UP
THERE TO KEEP WATCH WITH THEM, AND  WE ARE TO SIGNAL IF WE GET
IMPORTANT NEWS. ALL YOU TELL ME ONLY ADDS TO WHAT WE SUSPECTED. HOW I
WISH WE HAD KNOWN IT AN HOUR AGO! NOW, WILL YOU STAY HERE WITH US OR
go up to Farron's and tell Wells what you've seen?"

"I'LL STAY HERE. MY HORSE CAN'T MAKE ANOTHER MILE, AND YOU MAY BELIEVE
I DON'T WANT ANY PROWLING ROUND OUTSIDE OF A STOCKADE THIS NIGHT. NO, IF



you can signal to him go ahead and do it."

"What say you, Ralph?"

RALPH THOUGHT A MOMENT IN SILENCE. IF HE FIRED HIS THREE SHOTS, IT MEANT
THAT THE DANGER WAS IMMINENT, AND THAT THEY HAD CERTAIN INFORMATION
THAT THE INDIANS WERE NEAR AT HAND. HE REMEMBERED TO HAVE HEARD HIS
FATHER AND OTHER OFFICERS TELL OF SENSATIONAL STORIES THIS SAME OLD
TRAPPER HAD INFLICTED ON THE GARRISON. SERGEANT WELLS HIMSELF USED TO
LAUGH AT "BAKER'S YARNS." MORE THAN ONCE THE CAVALRY HAD BEEN SENT
OUT TO WHERE BAKER ASSERTED HE HAD CERTAINLY SEEN A HUNDRED INDIANS
THE DAY BEFORE, ONLY TO FIND THAT NOT EVEN THE VESTIGE OF A PONY TRACK
REMAINED ON THE YIELDING SOD. IF HE FIRED THE SIGNAL SHOTS IT MEANT A
night of vigil for everybody at Farron's and then how Wells would laugh
AT HIM IN THE MORNING, AND HOW DISGUSTED HE WOULD BE WHEN HE FOUND
that it was entirely on Baker's assurances that he had acted!

IT WAS A RESPONSIBLE POSITION FOR THE BOY. HE WOULD MUCH HAVE
PREFERRED TO MOUNT BUFORD AND RIDE OFF OVER THE FOUR MILES OF MOONLIT
PRAIRIE TO TELL THE SERGEANT OF BAKER'S REPORT AND LET HIM BE THE JUDGE
OF ITS AUTHENTICITY. IT WAS LUCKY HE HAD THAT LEVEL-HEADED SOLDIER
OPERATOR TO ADVISE HIM. ALREADY HE HAD BEGUN TO  FANCY HIM GREATLY,
and to respect his judgment and intelligence.

"SUPPOSE WE GO IN AND STIR UP LARAMIE, AND TELL THEM WHAT MR. BAKER
SAYS," HE SUGGESTED; AND, LEAVING THE TRAPPER TO STABLE HIS JADED
HORSE UNDER PHILLIPS'S GUIDANCE, RALPH AND HIS FRIEND ONCE MORE
returned to the station.

"IF THE INDIANS ARE SOUTH OF THE PLATTE," SAID THE OPERATOR, "I SHALL NO
LONGER HESITATE ABOUT SENDING A DESPATCH DIRECT TO THE TROOPS AT
LODGE POLE. THE COLONEL OUGHT TO KNOW. HE CAN SEND ONE OR TWO
COMPANIES RIGHT ALONG TO-NIGHT. THERE IS NO OPERATOR AT EAGLE'S NEST,
OR I'D HAVE HIM UP AND ASK IF ALL WAS WELL THERE. THAT'S WHAT WORRIES
ME, RALPH. IT WAS BACK OF EAGLE'S NEST OLD BAKER SAYS HE SAW THEIR



SMOKES, AND IT IS SOMEWHERE ABOUT EAGLE'S NEST THAT I SHOULD EXPECT
THE RASCALS TO SLIP IN AND CUT OUR WIRE. I'LL BET THEY'RE ALL ASLEEP AT
Laramie by this time. What o'clock is it?"

THE BOY STOPPED AT THE WINDOW OF THE LITTLE TELEGRAPH ROOM WHERE THE
LIGHT FROM THE KEROSENE LAMP WOULD FALL UPON HIS WATCH-DIAL. THE
SOLDIER PASSED ON AROUND TO THE DOOR. GLANCING AT HIS WATCH, RALPH
FOLLOWED ON HIS TRACK AND GOT TO THE DOOR-WAY JUST AS HIS FRIEND
stretched forth his hand to touch the key.

"It's just ten-fifty now."

"TEN-FIFTY, DID YOU SAY?" ASKED THE SOLDIER, GLANCING OVER HIS SHOULDER.
"Ralph!" he cried, excitedly, "the wire's cut!"

"Where?" gasped Ralph. "Can you tell?"

"NO, SOMEWHERE UP ABOVE US,—NEAR THE NEST, PROBABLY,—THOUGH
WHO CAN TELL? IT MAY BE JUST ROUND THE  BEND OF THE ROAD, FOR ALL WE
KNOW. NO DOUBT ABOUT THERE BEING INDIANS NOW, RALPH, GIVE 'EM YOUR
signal. Hullo! Hoofs!"

LEAPING OUT FROM THE LITTLE TENEMENT, THE TWO LISTENED INTENTLY. AN
INSTANT BEFORE THE THUNDER OF HORSE'S FEET UPON WOODEN PLANKING HAD
BEEN PLAINLY AUDIBLE IN THE DISTANCE, AND NOW THE COMING CLATTER COULD
be heard on the roadway.

PHILLIPS AND BAKER, WHO HAD HEARD THE SOUNDS, JOINED THEM AT THE
INSTANT. NEARER AND NEARER CAME A PANTING HORSE; A SHADOWY RIDER
LOOMED INTO SIGHT UP THE ROAD, AND IN ANOTHER MOMENT A YOUNG
ranchman galloped up to the very doors.

"ALL SAFE, FELLOWS? THANK GOODNESS FOR THAT! I'VE HAD A RIDE FOR IT, AND
WE'RE DEAD BEAT. Indians? WHY, THE WHOLE COUNTRY'S ALIVE WITH 'EM
BETWEEN HERE AND HUNTON'S. I PROMISED I'D GO OVER TO FARRON'S IF THEY
EVER CAME AROUND THAT WAY, BUT THEY MAY BEAT ME THERE YET. HOW



many men have you here?"

"SEVEN NOW, COUNTING BAKER AND RALPH; BUT I'LL WIRE RIGHT BACK TO
LODGE POLE AND LET THE FIFTH CAVALRY KNOW. QUICK, RALPH, GIVE 'EM
your signal now!"

RALPH SEIZED HIS CARBINE AND RAN OUT ON THE PRAIRIE BEHIND THE CORRAL,
THE OTHERS EAGERLY FOLLOWING HIM TO NOTE THE EFFECT. BANG! WENT THE GUN
WITH A RESOUNDING ROAR THAT ECHOED FROM THE CLIFFS AT THE EAST AND
CAME THUNDERING BACK TO THEM JUST IN TIME TO "FALL IN" BEHIND TWO OTHER
ringing reports at short, five-second intervals.

THREE TIMES THE FLASH LIGHTED UP THE FACES OF THE LITTLE PARTY; SET AND
STERN AND FULL OF PLUCK THEY WERE. THEN ALL EYES WERE TURNED TO THE DARK,
SHADOWY, LOW- LYING OBJECTS FAR UP THE STREAM, THE ROOFS OF FARRON'S
threatened ranch.

FULL HALF A MINUTE THEY WATCHED, HEARTS BEATING HIGH, BREATH COMING
thick and fast, hands clinching in the intensity of their anxiety.

THEN, HURRAH! FAINT AND FLICKERING AT FIRST, THEN SHINING A FEW SECONDS
IN CLEAR, STEADY BEAM, THE SERGEANT'S ANSWERING SIGNAL STREAMED OUT
UPON THE NIGHT, A CALM, STEADFAST, UNWAVERING RESPONSE, RESOLUTE AS
the spirit of its soldier sender, and then suddenly disappeared.

"HE'S ALL RIGHT!" SAID RALPH, JOYOUSLY, AS THE YOUNG RANCHMAN PUT SPURS
TO HIS PANTING HORSE AND RODE OFF TO THE WEST. "NOW, WHAT ABOUT LODGE
Pole?"

JUST AS THEY TURNED AWAY THERE CAME A SOUND FAR OUT ON THE PRAIRIE
THAT MADE THEM PAUSE AND LOOK WONDERINGLY A MOMENT IN ONE
ANOTHER'S EYES. THE HORSEMAN HAD DISAPPEARED FROM VIEW. THEY HAD
WATCHED HIM UNTIL HE HAD PASSED OUT OF SIGHT IN THE DIM DISTANCE. THE
hoof-beats of his horse had died away before they turned to go.

YET NOW THERE CAME THE DISTANT THUNDER OF AN HUNDRED HOOFS BOUNDING



over the sod.

OUT FROM BEHIND A JUTTING SPUR OF A BLUFF A HORDE OF SHADOWS SWEEP
FORTH UPON THE OPEN PRAIRIE TOWARDS THE TRAIL ON WHICH THE SOLITARY RIDER
HAS DISAPPEARED. HERE AND THERE AMONG THEM SWIFT GLEAMS, LIKE
SILVER STREAKS, ARE PLAINLY SEEN, AS THE MOONBEAMS GLINT ON ARMLET OR
bracelet, or the nickel plating on their gaudy trappings.

THEN SEE! A RUDDY FLASH! ANOTHER! ANOTHER! THE MUFFLED BANG OF FIRE-
ARMS, AND THE VENGEFUL YELL AND WHOOPS OF SAVAGE FOEMAN FLOAT DOWN
TO THE BREATHLESS  LISTENERS AT THE STATION ON THE CHUG. THE SIOUX ARE
HERE IN FULL FORCE, AND A SCORE OF THEM HAVE SWEPT DOWN ON THAT BRAVE,
hapless, helpless fellow riding through the darkness alone.

PHILLIPS GROANED. "OH, WHY DID WE LET HIM GO? QUICK, NOW! EVERY MAN
to the ranch, and you get word to Lodge Pole, will you?"

"Ay, ay, and fetch the whole Fifth Cavalry here at a gallop!"

BUT WHEN RALPH RAN INTO THE TELEGRAPH STATION A MOMENT LATER, HE
FOUND THE OPERATOR WITH HIS HEAD BOWED UPON HIS ARMS AND HIS FACE
hidden from view.

"What's the matter,—quick?" demanded Ralph.

IT WAS A GHASTLY FACE THAT WAS RAISED TO THE BOY, AS THE OPERATOR
answered,—

"IT—IT'S ALL MY FAULT. I'VE WAITED TOO LONG. They've cut the line behind
us!"



CHAPTER V.



AT FARRON'S RANCH.
WHEN SERGEANT WELLS REACHED FARRON'S RANCH THAT EVENING LITTLE
JESSIE WAS PEACEFULLY SLEEPING IN THE ROOM THAT HAD BEEN HER
MOTHER'S. THE CHILD WAS TIRED AFTER THE LONG, FIFTY-MILE DRIVE FROM
Russell, and had been easily persuaded to go to bed.

FARRON HIMSELF, WITH THE TWO MEN WHO WORKED FOR HIM, WAS HAVING A
SOCIABLE SMOKE AND CHAT, AND THE THREE WERE NOT A LITTLE SURPRISED AT
WELLS'S COMING AND THE UNWELCOME NEWS HE BORE. THE RANCHMAN WAS
one OF THE BEST-HEARTED FELLOWS IN THE WORLD, BUT HE HAD A FEW
INFIRMITIES OF DISPOSITION AND ONE OR TWO LITTLE CONCEITS THAT SOMETIMES
MARRED HIS BETTER JUDGMENT. HAVING LIVED IN THE CHUG VALLEY A YEAR OR
TWO BEFORE THE REGIMENT CAME THERE, HE HAD CONCEIVED IT TO BE HIS
PREROGATIVE TO ADOPT A SOMEWHAT PATRONIZING TONE TO ITS MEN, AND
BELIEVED THAT HE KNEW MUCH MORE ABOUT THE MANNERS AND CUSTOMS OF
the Sioux than they could possibly have learned.

THE FIFTH CAVALRY HAD BEEN STATIONED NOT FAR FROM THE CHUG VALLEY
WHEN HE FIRST CAME TO THE COUNTRY, AND AFTERWARDS WERE SENT OUT TO
ARIZONA FOR A FIVE-YEARS' EXILE. IT WAS ALL RIGHT FOR THE FIFTH TO CLAIM
ACQUAINTANCE WITH THE WAYS OF THE SIOUX, FARRON ADMITTED, BUT AS FOR
THESE FELLOWS OF THE —TH,—THAT WAS ANOTHER THING. IT DID NOT SEEM TO
OCCUR TO HIM THAT THE GUARDING OF THE NEIGHBORING RESERVATIONS FOR
ABOUT FIVE YEARS HAD GIVEN THE NEW REGIMENT OPPORTUNITIES TO STUDY
and observe these Indians that had not been accorded to him.

ANOTHER ELEMENT WHICH HE TOTALLY OVERLOOKED IN COMPARING THE RELATIVE
ADVANTAGES OF THE TWO REGIMENTS WAS A VERY IMPORTANT ONE THAT
RADICALLY ALTERED THE WHOLE SITUATION. WHEN THE FIFTH WAS ON DUTY
WATCHING THE SIOUX, IT WAS JUST AFTER BREECH-LOADING RIFLES HAD BEEN



introduced into the army, and before they had been introduced among
the Sioux.

THROUGH THE MISTAKEN POLICY OF THE INDIAN BUREAU AT WASHINGTON THIS
STATE OF AFFAIRS WAS NOW CHANGED AND, FOR CLOSE FIGHTING, THE SAVAGES
WERE BETTER ARMED THAN THE TROOPS. NEARLY EVERY WARRIOR HAD EITHER A
MAGAZINE RIFLE OR A BREECH-LOADER, AND MANY OF THEM  HAD TWO
REVOLVERS BESIDES. THUS ARMED, THE SIOUX WERE ABOUT TEN TIMES AS
FORMIDABLE AS THEY HAD BEEN BEFORE, AND THE TASK OF RESTRAINING THEM
WAS FAR MORE DANGEROUS AND DIFFICULT THAN IT HAD BEEN WHEN THE FIFTH
guarded them.

THE SITUATION DEMANDED GREATER VIGILANCE AND CLOSER STUDY THAN IN THE
OLD DAYS, AND FARRON OUGHT TO HAVE HAD SENSE ENOUGH TO SEE IT. BUT
HE DID NOT. HE HAD LIVED NEAR THE SIOUX SO MANY YEARS; THESE SOLDIERS
HAD BEEN NEAR THEM SO MANY YEARS LESS; THEREFORE THEY MUST
NECESSARILY KNOW LESS ABOUT THEM THAN HE DID. HE DID NOT TAKE INTO
ACCOUNT THAT IT WAS THE SOLDIERS' BUSINESS TO KEEP EYES AND EARS OPEN
TO EVERYTHING RELATING TO THE INDIANS, WHILE THE INFORMATION WHICH HE
HAD GAINED CAME TO HIM SIMPLY AS DIVERSION, OR TO SATISFY HIS
curiosity.

SO IT HAPPENED THAT WHEN WELLS CAME IN THAT NIGHT AND TOLD FARRON
WHAT WAS FEARED AT PHILLIPS'S, THE RANCHMAN TREATED HIS WARNING WITH
good-humored but rather contemptuous disregard.

"PHILLIPS GETS STAMPEDED TOO EASY," WAS THE WAY HE EXPRESSED
HIMSELF, "AND WHEN YOU FELLOWS OF THE MUSTANGS HAVE BEEN HERE AS
LONG AS I HAVE YOU'LL GET TO KNOW THESE INDIANS BETTER. EVEN IF THEY DID
COME, PETE AND JAKE HERE, AND I, WITH OUR HENRY RIFLES, COULD STAND OFF
fifty of 'em. Why, we've done it many a time."

"How long ago?" asked the sergeant, quietly.

"OH, I DON'T KNOW. IT WAS BEFORE YOU FELLOWS CAME. WHY, YOU DON'T



BEGIN TO KNOW ANYTHING ABOUT THESE INDIANS! YOU NEVER SEE 'EM HERE
NOWADAYS, BUT WHEN I FIRST CAME HERE TO THE CHUG THERE WASN'T A WEEK
THEY DIDN'T RAID US. THEY HAVEN'T SHOWN UP IN THREE YEARS, EXCEPT JUST
this spring they've run off a little stock. But you never see 'em."

"You MAY NEVER SEE THEM, FARRON, BUT WE DO,—SEE THEM DAY IN AND
DAY OUT AS WE SCOUT AROUND THE RESERVATION; AND WHILE I MAY NOT KNOW
WHAT THEY WERE TEN YEARS AGO, I KNOW WHAT THEY ARE now, AND THAT'S
MORE TO THE PURPOSE. YOU AND PETE MIGHT HAVE STOOD OFF A DOZEN OR
SO WHEN THEY HADN'T 'HENRYS' AND 'WINCHESTERS' AS THEY HAVE NOW, BUT
YOU COULDN'T DO IT TO-DAY, AND IT'S ALL NONSENSE FOR YOU TO TALK OF IT. OF
COURSE, SO LONG AS YOU KEEP INSIDE HERE YOU MAY PICK THEM OFF, BUT
LOOK OUT OF THIS WINDOW! WHAT'S TO PREVENT THEIR GETTING INTO YOUR CORRAL
OUT THERE, AND THEN HOLDING YOU HERE! THEY CAN SET FIRE TO YOUR ROOF
over your head, man, and you can't get out to extinguish it."

"What makes you think they've spotted me, anyhow?" asked Farron.

"THEY LOOKED YOU OVER THE LAST TIME THEY CAME UP THE VALLEY, AND YOU
KNOW IT. NOW, IF YOU AND THE MEN WANT TO STAY HERE AND MAKE A FIGHT
FOR IT, ALL RIGHT,—I'D RATHER DO THAT MYSELF, ONLY WE OUGHT TO HAVE TWO OR
THREE MEN TO PUT IN THE CORRAL,—BUT HERE'S LITTLE JESSIE. LET ME TAKE
HER DOWN TO PHILLIPS'S; SHE'S SAFE THERE. HE HAS EVERYTHING READY FOR A
siege and you haven't."

"WHY, SHE'S ONLY JUST GONE TO SLEEP, WELLS; I DON'T WANT TO WAKE HER UP
OUT OF A WARM BED AND SEND HER OFF FOUR MILES A CHILLY NIGHT LIKE THIS,—
ALL FOR A SCARE, TOO. THE BOYS DOWN THERE WOULD LAUGH AT ME,—JUST
after bringing her here from Denver, too."

"They're not laughing down there this NIGHT, FARRON, AND THEY'RE NOT THE
KIND THAT GET STAMPEDED EITHER. KEEP JESSIE, IF YOU SAY SO, AND I'LL
STAY THROUGH THE NIGHT; BUT I'VE FIXED SOME SIGNALS WITH THEM DOWN AT
THE ROAD AND YOU'VE GOT TO ABIDE BY THEM. THEY CAN SEE YOUR LIGHT
plain as a beacon, and it's got to go out in fifteen minutes."



FARRON HAD BEGUN BY POOH-POOHING THE SERGEANT'S VIEWS, BUT HE
ALREADY FELT THAT THEY DESERVED SERIOUS CONSIDERATION. HE WAS MORE
THAN HALF DISPOSED TO ADOPT WELLS'S PLAN AND LET HIM TAKE JESSIE DOWN
TO THE SAFER STATION AT PHILLIPS'S, BUT SHE LOOKED SO PEACEFUL AND
BONNY, SLEEPING THERE IN HER LITTLE BED, THAT HE COULD NOT BEAR TO DISTURB
her. He was ashamed, too, of the appearance of yielding.

SO HE TOLD THE SERGEANT THAT WHILE HE WOULD NOT RUN COUNTER TO ANY
ARRANGEMENT HE HAD MADE AS TO SIGNALS, AND WAS WILLING TO BACK HIM
UP IN ANY PROJECT FOR THE COMMON DEFENCE, HE THOUGHT THEY COULD
PROTECT JESSIE AND THE RANCH AGAINST ANY MARAUDERS THAT MIGHT COME
ALONG. HE DIDN'T THINK IT WAS NECESSARY THAT THEY SHOULD ALL SIT UP. ONE
man could watch while the others slept.

AS A FIRST MEASURE FARRON AND THE SERGEANT TOOK A TURN AROUND THE
RANCH. THE HOUSE ITSELF WAS ABOUT THIRTY YARDS FROM THE NEAREST SIDE OF
THE CORRAL, OR ENCLOSURE, IN WHICH FARRON'S HORSES WERE CONFINED. IN THE
CORRAL WERE A LITTLE STABLE, A WAGON-SHED, AND A POULTRY-HOUSE. THE
BACK WINDOWS OF THE STABLE WERE ON THE SIDE TOWARDS THE HOUSE, AND
SHOULD INDIANS GET POSSESSION OF THE STABLE THEY COULD SEND FIRE-
ARROWS, IF THEY CHOSE, TO THE ROOF OF THE HOUSE, AND WITH THEIR RIFLES
SHOOT DOWN ANY PERSONS WHO MIGHT ATTEMPT TO ESCAPE FROM THE
burning building.

THIS FAULT OF CONSTRUCTION HAD LONG SINCE BEEN POINTED OUT TO FARRON,
BUT THE MAN WHO CALLED HIS ATTENTION TO IT, UNLUCKILY, WAS AN OFFICER OF
THE NEW REGIMENT, AND THE RANCHMAN HAD MERELY REPLIED, WITH A SELF-
SATISFIED SMILE, THAT HE GUESSED HE'D LIVED LONG ENOUGH IN THAT COUNTRY
to know a thing or two about the Indians.

SERGEANT WELLS SHOOK HIS HEAD AS HE LOOKED AT THE STABLE, BUT FARRON
said that it was one of his safe-guards.

"I'VE GOT TWO MULES IN THERE THAT CAN SMELL AN INDIAN FIVE MILES OFF, AND
THEY'D BEGIN TO BRAY THE MINUTE THEY DID. THAT WOULD WAKE ME UP, YOU



SEE, BECAUSE THEIR HEADS ARE RIGHT TOWARDS ME. NOW, IF THEY WERE WAY
ACROSS THE CORRAL I MIGHTN'T HEAR 'EM AT ALL. THEN IT'S CLOSE TO THE HOUSE,
AND CONVENIENT FOR FEEDING IN WINTER. WILL YOU PUT YOUR HORSE IN TO-
night?"

SERGEANT WELLS DECLINED. HE MIGHT NEED HIM, HE SAID, AND WOULD
KEEP HIM IN FRONT OF THE HOUSE WHERE HE WAS GOING TO TAKE HIS STATION
TO WATCH THE VALLEY AND LOOK OUT FOR SIGNALS. HE LED THE HORSE TO THE
STREAM AND GAVE HIM A DRINK, AND ASKED FARRON TO LAY OUT A HATFUL OF
oats. "They might come in handy if I have to make an early start."

HOWEVER LIGHTLY FARRON MIGHT ESTIMATE THE DANGER, HIS MEN REGARDED
IT AS A SERIOUS MATTER. HAVING HEARD THE PARTICULARS FROM SERGEANT
WELLS, THEIR FIRST CARE WAS TO LOOK OVER THEIR RIFLES AND SEE THAT THEY
WERE IN PERFECT ORDER AND IN READINESS FOR USE. WHEN AT LAST FARRON
HAD COMPLETED A LEISURELY INSPECTION OF HIS CORRAL AND RETURNED TO THE
HOUSE, HE FOUND WELLS AND  PETE IN QUIET TALK AT THE FRONT, AND THE
sergeant's horse saddled close at hand.

"OH, WELL!" HE SAID, "IF YOU'RE AS MUCH IN EARNEST AS ALL THAT, I'LL BRING
MY PIPE OUT HERE WITH YOU, AND IF ANY SIGNAL SHOULD COME, IT'LL BE TIME
ENOUGH THEN TO WAKE JESSIE, WRAP HER IN A BLANKET, AND YOU GALLOP OFF
to Phillips's with her."

AND SO THE WATCHERS WENT ON DUTY. THE LIGHT IN THE RANCH WAS
EXTINGUISHED, AND ALL ABOUT THE PLACE WAS AS QUIET AS THE BROAD,
ROLLING PRAIRIE ITSELF. FARRON REMAINED WAKEFUL A LITTLE WHILE, THEN SAID
HE WAS SLEEPY AND SHOULD GO IN AND LIE DOWN WITHOUT UNDRESSING.
PETE, TOO, SPEEDILY GREW DROWSY AND SAT DOWN ON THE PORCH, WHERE
WELLS SOON CAUGHT SIGHT OF HIS NODDING HEAD JUST AS THE MOON CAME
peeping up over the distant crest of the "Buffalo Hill."

HOW LONG FARRON SLEPT HE HAD NO TIME TO ASK, FOR THE NEXT THING HE
KNEW WAS THAT A RUDE HAND WAS SHAKING HIS SHOULDER, AND PETE'S
voice said,—



"Up with you, Farron! The signal's fired at Phillips's. Up quick!"

AS FARRON SPRANG TO THE FLOOR, PETE STRUCK A LIGHT, AND THE NEXT MINUTE
THE KEROSENE LAMP, FLICKERING AND SPUTTERING AT FIRST, WAS SHINING IN THE
EASTWARD WINDOW. OUTSIDE THE DOOR THE RANCHMAN FOUND WELLS
TIGHTENING HIS SADDLE-GIRTHS, WHILE HIS HORSE, SNORTING WITH EXCITEMENT,
pricked up his ears and gazed down the valley.

"Who fired?" asked Farron, barely awake.

"I DON'T KNOW; RALPH PROBABLY. BETTER GET JESSIE FOR ME AT ONCE. THE
INDIANS ARE THIS SIDE OF THE PLATTE SURE, AND THEY MAY BE NEAR AT HAND.
I DON'T LIKE THE WAY SPOT'S BEHAVING,—SEE HOW EXCITED HE IS. I DON'T
LIKE TO LEAVE YOU SHORT-HANDED IF THERE'S TO BE TROUBLE. IF THERE'S TIME I'LL
come back from Phillips's. Come, man! Wake Jessie."

"ALL RIGHT. THERE'S PLENTY OF TIME, THOUGH. THEY MUST BE MILES DOWN THE
VALLEY YET. IF THEY'D COME FROM THE NORTH, THE TELEGRAPH WOULD HAVE
GIVEN WARNING LONG AGO. AND DICK WARNER—MY BROTHER-IN-LAW,
JESSIE'S UNCLE—ALWAYS PROMISED HE'D BE DOWN TO TELL ME FIRST THING, IF
THEY CAME ANY WAY THAT HE COULD HEAR OF IT. YOU BET HE'LL BE WITH US
before morning, unless they're between him and us now."

WITH THAT HE TURNED INTO THE HOUSE, AND IN A MOMENT REAPPEARED WITH
THE WONDERING, SLEEPY-EYED, HALF-WAKENED LITTLE MAID IN HIS STRONG
ARMS. WELLS WAS ALREADY IN SADDLE, AND SPOT WAS SNORTING AND
prancing about in evident excitement.

"I'LL LEAVE THE 'HENRY' WITH PETE. I CAN'T CARRY IT AND JESSIE, TOO. HAND
her up to me and snuggle her well in the blanket."

FARRON HUGGED HIS CHILD TIGHT IN HIS ARMS ONE MOMENT. SHE PUT HER
LITTLE ARMS AROUND HIS NECK AND CLUNG TO HIM, LOOKING PITEOUSLY INTO HIS
FACE, YET SHEDDING NO TEARS. SOMETHING TOLD HER THERE WAS DANGER;
SOMETHING WHISPERED "INDIANS!" TO THE CHILDISH HEART; BUT SHE STIFLED
her words of fear and obeyed her father's wish.



"YOU ARE GOING DOWN TO PHILLIPS'S WHERE RALPH IS, JESSIE, DARLING.
SERGEANT WELLS IS GOING TO CARRY YOU. BE GOOD AND PERFECTLY QUIET.
DON'T CRY, DON'T MAKE A PARTICLE OF NOISE, PET. WHATEVER YOU DO, DON'T
make any noise. Promise papa."

As bravely as she had done when she waited that DAY AT THE STATION AT
CHEYENNE, THE LITTLE WOMAN CHOKED BACK THE RISING SOB. SHE NODDED
OBEDIENCE, AND THEN PUT UP HER BONNY FACE FOR HER FATHER'S KISS. WHO
can tell of the dread, the emotion he felt as he clung to the trusting little
one for that short moment?

"GOD GUARD YOU, MY BABY," HE MUTTERED, AS HE CAREFULLY LIFTED HER UP TO
WELLS, WHO CIRCLED HER IN HIS STRONG RIGHT ARM, AND SEATED HER ON THE
overcoat that was rolled at his pommel.

FARRON CAREFULLY WRAPPED THE BLANKET ABOUT HER TINY FEET AND LEGS, AND
WITH A PRAYER ON HIS LIPS AND A CLASP OF THE SERGEANT'S BRIDLE HAND HE
BADE HIM GO. ANOTHER MOMENT, AND WELLS AND LITTLE JESSIE WERE
LOPING AWAY ON SPOT, AND WERE RAPIDLY DISAPPEARING FROM VIEW ALONG
the dim, moonlit trail.

FOR A MOMENT THE THREE RANCHMEN STOOD WATCHING THEM. FAR TO THE
NORTHEAST A FAINT LIGHT COULD BE SEEN AT PHILLIPS'S, AND THE ROOFS AND
WALLS WERE DIMLY VISIBLE IN THE RAYS OF THE MOON. THE HOOF-BEATS OF OLD
SPOT SOON DIED AWAY IN THE DISTANCE, AND ALL SEEMED AS STILL AS THE
GRAVE. ANXIOUS AS HE WAS, FARRON TOOK HEART. THEY STOOD THERE SILENT
A FEW MOMENTS AFTER THE HORSEMAN, WITH HIS PRECIOUS CHARGE, HAD
faded from view, and then Farron spoke,—

"THEY'LL MAKE IT ALL SAFE. IF THE INDIANS WERE ANYWHERE NEAR US THOSE
mules of mine would have given warning by this time."

The words were hardly dropped from his lips when from the other side
OF THE HOUSE—FROM THE STABLE AT THE CORRAL—THERE CAME, HARSH AND
LOUD AND SUDDEN, THE DISCORDANT BRAY OF MULES. THE THREE MEN STARTED



as if stung.

"QUICK! PETE. FETCH ME ANY ONE OF THE HORSES. I'LL GALLOP AFTER HIM.
HEAR THOSE MULES? THAT MEANS THE INDIANS ARE CLOSE AT HAND!" AND
HE SPRANG INTO THE HOUSE FOR HIS REVOLVERS, WHILE PETE FLEW ROUND TO THE
stable.

IT WAS NOT TEN SECONDS BEFORE FARRON REAPPEARED AT THE FRONT DOOR.
PETE CAME RUNNING OUT FROM THE STABLE, LEADING AN ASTONISHED HORSE
BY THE SNAFFLE. THERE WAS NOT EVEN A BLANKET ON THE ANIMAL'S BACK, OR
time to put one there.

FARRON WAS UP AND ASTRIDE THE HORSE IN AN INSTANT, BUT BEFORE HE COULD
give a word of instruction to his men, there fell upon their ears a sound
THAT APPALLED THEM,—THE DISTANT THUNDER OF HUNDREDS OF BOUNDING
HOOFS; THE SHRILL, VENGEFUL YELLS OF A SWARM OF SAVAGE INDIANS; THE
CRACK! CRACK! OF RIFLES; AND, FAR DOWN THE TRAIL ALONG WHICH WELLS HAD
RIDDEN BUT A FEW MOMENTS BEFORE, THEY COULD SEE THE FLASH OF FIRE-
arms.

"O GOD! SAVE MY LITTLE ONE!" WAS FARRON'S AGONIZED CRY AS HE STRUCK
HIS HEELS TO HIS HORSE'S RIBS AND WENT TEARING DOWN THE VALLEY IN MAD
and desperate ride to the rescue.

Poor little Jessie! What hope to save her now?



CHAPTER VI.



A NIGHT OF PERIL.
FOR ONE MOMENT THE TELEGRAPH OPERATOR WAS STUNNED AND INERT. THEN
HIS NATIVE PLUCK AND THE NEVER-SAY-DIE SPIRIT OF THE YOUNG AMERICAN
CAME TO HIS AID. HE ROSE TO HIS FEET, SEIZED HIS RIFLE, AND RAN OUT TO JOIN
PHILLIPS AND THE FEW MEN WHO WERE BUSILY AT WORK BARRICADING THE
corral and throwing open the loop-holes in the log walls.

RALPH HAD DISAPPEARED, AND NO ONE KNEW WHITHER HE HAD GONE UNTIL,
JUST AS THE MEN WERE ABOUT TO SHUT THE HEAVY DOOR OF THE STABLE, THEY
heard his young voice ring cheerily out through the darkness,—

"Hold on there! Wait till Buford and I get out!"

"WHERE ON EARTH ARE YOU GOING?" GASPED PHILLIPS, IN GREAT
ASTONISHMENT, AS THE BOY APPEARED IN THE DOOR-WAY, LEADING HIS PET,
which was bridled and saddled.

"Going? Back to Lodge Pole, quick as I can, to bring up the cavalry."

"Ralph," said the soldier, "it will never do. Now that Wells is gone I feel
RESPONSIBLE FOR YOU, AND YOUR FATHER WOULD NEVER FORGIVE ME IF ANYTHING
befell you. We can't let you go?"

RALPH'S EYES WERE SNAPPING WITH EXCITEMENT AND HIS CHEEKS WERE
FLUSHED. IT WAS A DARING, IT WAS A GALLANT, THOUGHT,—THE IDEA OF RIDING
BACK ALL ALONE THROUGH A COUNTRY THAT MIGHT BE INFESTED BY SAVAGE
foes; but it was the one chance.

FARRON AND WELLS AND THE MEN MIGHT BE ABLE TO HOLD OUT A FEW HOURS
AT THE RANCH UP THE VALLEY, AND KEEP THE INDIANS FAR ENOUGH AWAY TO
PREVENT THEIR BURNING THEM OUT. OF COURSE THE RANCH COULD NOT STAND A
LONG SIEGE AGAINST INDIAN INGENUITY, BUT SIX HOURS, OR EIGHT AT THE



UTMOST, WOULD BE SUFFICIENT TIME IN WHICH TO BRING RESCUE TO THE
INMATES. BY THAT TIME HE COULD HAVE AN OVERWHELMING FORCE OF CAVALRY
in the valley, and all would be safe.

IF WORD WERE NOT SENT TO THEM IT WOULD BE NOON TO-MORROW BEFORE THE
ADVANCE OF THE FIFTH WOULD REACH THE CHUG. BY THAT TIME ALL WOULD BE
over with Farron.

RALPH'S BRAVE YOUNG HEART ALMOST STOPPED BEATING AS HE THOUGHT OF
THE HIDEOUS FATE THAT AWAITED THE OCCUPANTS OF THE RANCH UNLESS HELP
CAME TO THEM. HE FELT THAT NOTHING BUT A LIGHT RIDER AND A FAST HORSE
COULD CARRY THE NEWS IN TIME. HE KNEW THAT HE WAS THE LIGHTEST RIDER IN
THE VALLEY; THAT BUFORD WAS THE FASTEST HORSE; THAT NO MAN AT THE STATION
KNEW ALL THE "BREAKS" AND RAVINES, THE RIDGES AND "SWALES" OF THE
country better than he did.

FARRON'S LAY TO THE SOUTHWEST, AND THITHER PROBABLY ALL THE INDIANS WERE
NOW RIDING. HE COULD GALLOP OFF TO THE SOUTHEAST, MAKE A LONG détour,
AND SO REACH LODGE POLE UNSEEN. IF HE COULD GET THERE IN TWO HOURS
AND A HALF, THE CAVALRY COULD BE UP AND AWAY IN FIFTEEN MINUTES MORE,
AND IN THAT CASE MIGHT REACH THE CHUG AT DAYBREAK OR SOON
afterwards.

ONE THING WAS CERTAIN, THAT TO SUCCEED HE MUST GO INSTANTLY, BEFORE
the Indians could come down and put a watch around Phillips's.

OF COURSE IT WAS A PLAN FULL OF FEARFUL RISK. HE TOOK HIS LIFE IN HIS HANDS.
DEATH BY THE CRUELEST OF TORTURES AWAITED HIM IF CAPTURED, AND IT WAS A
PROSPECT BEFORE WHICH ANY BOY AND MANY A MAN MIGHT SHRINK IN
dismay.

BUT HE HAD THOUGHT OF LITTLE JESSIE; THE PLAN AND THE ESTIMATION OF THE
DIFFICULTIES AND DANGERS ATTENDING ITS EXECUTION HAD FLASHED THROUGH
HIS MIND IN LESS THAN FIVE SECONDS, AND HIS RESOLUTION WAS INSTANTLY
MADE. HE WAS A SOLDIER'S SON, WAS RALPH, AND SAYING NO WORD TO ANY



ONE HE HAD RUN TO THE STABLE, SADDLED AND BRIDLED BUFORD, AND WITH HIS
revolver at his hip was ready for his ride.

"IT'S NO USE OF TALKING; I'M GOING," WAS ALL HE SAID. "I KNOW HOW TO
DODGE THEM JUST AS WELL AS ANY MAN HERE, AND, AS FOR FATHER, HE'D BE
ashamed of me if I didn't go."

WAITING FOR NO REPLY,—BEFORE THEY COULD FULLY REALIZE WHAT HE MEANT,—
THE BOY HAD CHIRRUPED TO HIS PAWING HORSE AND AWAY THEY DARTED
ROUND THE CORNER OF THE STATION, ACROSS THE MOONLIT ROAD, AND THEN
eastward down the valley.

"PHILLIPS," EXCLAIMED THE SOLDIER, "I NEVER SHOULD HAVE LET HIM GO. I
ought to have gone myself; but he's away before a man can stop him."

"YOU'RE TOO HEAVY TO RIDE THAT HORSE, AND THERE'S NONE OTHER HERE TO
MATCH HIM. THAT BOY'S GOT THE SENSE OF A PLAINSMAN ANY DAY, I TELL YOU,
AND HE'LL MAKE IT ALL RIGHT. THE INDIANS ARE ALL UP THE VALLEY AND WE'LL
HEAR 'EM PRESENTLY AT FARRON'S. HE'S KEEPING OFF SO AS TO GET ROUND
EAST OF THE BLUFFS, AND THEN HE'LL STRIKE ACROSS COUNTRY SOUTHWARD AND
NOT TRY FOR THE ROAD UNTIL HE'S EIGHT OR TEN MILES AWAY. GOOD FOR RALPH!
It's a big thing he's doing, and his father will be proud of him for it."

BUT THE TELEGRAPH OPERATOR WAS HEAVY-HEARTED. THE MEN WERE ALL
ANXIOUS, AND CLUSTERED AGAIN AT THE REAR OF THE STATION. ALL THIS HAD
TAKEN PLACE IN THE SPACE OF THREE MINUTES, AND THEY WERE EAGERLY
watching for the next demonstration from the marauders.

OF THE FATE OF POOR WARNER THERE COULD BE LITTLE DOUBT. IT WAS EVIDENT
THAT THE INDIANS HAD OVERWHELMED AND KILLED HIM. THERE WAS A SHORT
STRUGGLE AND THE RAPIDLY CONCENTRATING FIRE OF RIFLES AND REVOLVERS FOR A
MINUTE OR TWO; THEN THE YELLS HAD CHANGED TO TRIUMPHANT WHOOPS, AND
then came silence.

"THEY'VE GOT HIS SCALP, POOR FELLOW, AND NO MAN COULD LEND A HAND TO
HELP HIM. GOD GRANT THEY'RE ALL SAFE INSIDE UP THERE AT FARRON'S," SAID



ONE OF THE PARTY; IT WAS THE ONLY COMMENT MADE ON THE TRAGEDY THAT
had been enacted before them.

"Hullo! What's that?"

"It's the flash of rifles again. They've sighted Ralph!" cried the soldier.

"NOT A BIT OF IT. RALPH'S OFF HERE TO THE EASTWARD. THEY'RE FIRING AND
chasing up the valley. Perhaps Warner got away after all. Look at 'em!
SEE! THE FLASHES ARE GETTING FARTHER SOUTH ALL THE TIME! THEY'VE
HEADED HIM OFF FROM FARRON'S, WHOEVER IT IS, AND HE'S MAKING FOR THE
ROAD. THE COWARDLY HOUNDS! THERE'S A HUNDRED OF 'EM, I RECKON, ON
one poor hunted white man, and here we are with our hands tied!"

FOR A FEW MINUTES MORE THE SOUND OF SHOTS AND YELLS  AND THUNDERING
HOOFS CAME VIVIDLY THROUGH THE STILL NIGHT AIR. ALL THE TIME IT WAS DRIFTING
AWAY SOUTHWARD, AND GRADUALLY APPROACHED THE ROAD. ONE OF THE
RANCHMEN BEGGED PHILLIPS TO LET HIM HAVE A HORSE AND GO OUT IN THE
DIRECTION OF THE FIRING TO RECONNOITRE AND SEE WHAT HAD HAPPENED, BUT
IT WOULD HAVE BEEN MADNESS TO MAKE THE ATTEMPT, AND THE REQUEST
was met with a prompt refusal.

"WE SHALL NEED EVERY MAN HERE SOON ENOUGH AT THE RATE THINGS ARE
GOING," WAS THE ANSWER. "THAT MAY HAVE BEEN WARNER ESCAPING, OR IT
MAY HAVE BEEN ONE OF FARRON'S MEN TRYING TO GET THROUGH TO US OR ELSE
RIDING OFF SOUTHWARD TO FIND THE CAVALRY. PERHAPS IT WAS SERGEANT
WELLS. WHOEVER IT WAS, THEY'VE HAD A TWO- OR THREE-MILE CHASE AND
HAVE PROBABLY GOT HIM BY THIS TIME. THE FIRING IN THAT DIRECTION IS ALL
over. Now the fun will begin up at the ranch. Then they'll come for us."

"IT'S MY FAULT!" GROANED THE OPERATOR. "WHAT A NIGHT,—AND ALL MY FAULT! I
ought to have told them at Lodge Pole when I could."

"TELL THEM WHAT?" SAID PHILLIPS. "YOU DIDN'T KNOW A THING ABOUT THEIR
MOVEMENTS UNTIL WARNER GOT HERE! WHAT COULD YOU HAVE SAID IF YOU'D
HAD THE CHANCE? THE CAVALRY CAN'T MOVE ON MERE RUMORS OR IDEAS THAT



ANY CHANCE MAN HAS WHO COMES TO THE STATION IN A PANIC. IT HAS JUST
come all of a sudden, in a way we couldn't foresee.

"ALL I'M WORRYING ABOUT NOW IS LITTLE JESSIE, UP THERE AT FARRON'S. I'M
AFRAID WARNER'S GONE, AND POSSIBLY SOME ONE ELSE; BUT IF FARRON CAN
ONLY HOLD OUT AGAINST THESE FELLOWS UNTIL DAYLIGHT I THINK HE AND  HIS LITTLE
ONE WILL BE SAFE. WATCH HERE, TWO OF YOU, NOW, WHILE I GO BACK TO THE
house a moment."

AND SO, ARMS AT HAND AND IN BREATHLESS SILENCE, THE LITTLE GROUP
WATCHED AND WAITED. ALL WAS QUIET AT THE UPPER RANCH. FARRON'S LIGHT
HAD BEEN EXTINGUISHED SOON AFTER IT HAD REPLIED TO THE SIGNAL FROM
BELOW, BUT HIS ROOFS AND WALLS WERE DIMLY VISIBLE IN THE MOONLIGHT. THE
DISTANCE WAS TOO GREAT FOR THE BESIEGERS TO BE DISCERNED IF ANY WERE
investing his place.

THE QUIET LASTED ONLY A FEW MOMENTS. THEN SUDDENLY THERE CAME FROM
UP THE VALLEY AND CLOSE AROUND THOSE DISTANT ROOFS THE FAINT SOUND OF
RAPID FIRING. PALED BY THE MOONLIGHT INTO TINY, RUDDY FLASHES, THE FLAME
OF EACH REPORT COULD BE SEEN BY THE SHARPER EYES AMONG THE FEW
watchers at Phillips's. The attack had indeed begun at Farron's.

ONE OF THE MEN RAN IN TO TELL THE NEWS TO PHILLIPS, WHO PRESENTLY CAME
OUT AND JOINED THE PARTY. NO SIGN OF INDIANS HAD YET BEEN SEEN AROUND
THEM, BUT AS THEY CROUCHED THERE BY THE CORRAL, EAGERLY WATCHING THE
FLASHES THAT TOLD OF THE DISTANT STRUGGLE, AND LISTENING TO THE SOUNDS OF
COMBAT, THERE ROSE UPON THE AIR, OVER TO THE NORTHWARD AND APPARENTLY
JUST AT THE BASE OF THE LINE OF BLUFFS, THE YELPS AND PROLONGED BARK OF
THE COYOTE. IT DIED AWAY, AND THEN, FAR ON TO THE SOUTHWARD,
SOMEWHERE ABOUT THE SLOPES WHERE THE ROAD CLIMBED THE DIVIDE,
there came an answering yelp, shrill, querulous, and prolonged.

"Know what that is, boys?" queried Phillips.

"COYOTES, I S'POSE," ANSWERED ONE OF THE MEN,—A COMPARATIVELY NEW



hand.

"COYOTES ARE SCARCE IN THIS NEIGHBORHOOD NOWADAYS.  THOSE ARE
Sioux signals, and we are surrounded. No man in this crowd could get
OUT NOW. RALPH AIN'T OUT A MOMENT TOO SOON. GOD SPEED HIM! IF FARRON
DON'T OWE HIS LIFE AND LITTLE JESSIE'S TO THAT BOY'S BRAVERY, IT'LL BE
BECAUSE NOBODY COULD GET TO THEM IN TIME TO SAVE THEM. WHY didn't
he send her here?"

BAD AS WAS THE OUTLOOK, ANXIOUS AS WERE ALL THEIR HEARTS, WHAT WAS
THEIR DISTRESS TO WHAT IT WOULD HAVE BEEN HAD THEY KNOWN THE TRUTH,—
THAT WARNER LAY ONLY A MILE UP THE TRAIL, STRIPPED, SCALPED, GASHED, AND
MUTILATED! STILL WARM, YET STONE DEAD! AND THAT ALL ALONE, WITH LITTLE
JESSIE IN HIS ARMS, SERGEANT WELLS HAD RIDDEN DOWN THAT TRAIL INTO THE
VERY MIDST OF THE THRONGING FOE! LET US FOLLOW HIM, FOR HE IS A SOLDIER
who deserves the faith that Farron placed in him.

FOR A FEW MOMENTS AFTER LEAVING THE RANCH THE SERGEANT RIDES ALONG AT
RAPID LOPE, GLANCING KEENLY OVER THE BROAD, OPEN VALLEY FOR ANY SIGN
THAT MIGHT REVEAL THE PRESENCE OF HOSTILE INDIANS, AND THEN HOPEFULLY AT
THE DISTANT LIGHT AT THE STATION. HE HOLDS LITTLE JESSIE IN FIRM BUT GENTLE
CLASP, AND SPEAKS IN FOND ENCOURAGEMENT EVERY MOMENT OR TWO. SHE
IS BUNDLED LIKE A PAPPOOSE IN THE BLANKET, BUT HER BIG, DARK EYES LOOK
UP TRUSTFULLY INTO HIS, AND ONCE OR TWICE SHE FAINTLY SMILES. ALL SEEMS SO
quiet; all so secure in the soldier's strong clasp.

"THAT'S MY BRAVE LITTLE GIRL!" SAYS THE SERGEANT. "PAPA WAS RIGHT WHEN
HE TOLD US DOWN AT RUSSELL THAT HE HAD THE PLUCKIEST LITTLE DAUGHTER IN
ALL WYOMING. IT ISN'T EVERY BABY THAT WOULD TAKE A NIGHT RIDE WITH AN OLD
dragoon so quietly."

HE BENDS DOWN AND SOFTLY KISSES THE THICK, CURLING  HAIR THAT HANGS
OVER HER FOREHEAD. THEN HIS KEEN EYE AGAIN SWEEPS OVER THE VALLEY,
and he touches his charger's flank with the spur.



"Looks ALL CLEAR," HE MUTTERS, "BUT I'VE SEEN A HUNDRED INDIANS SPRING
UP OUT OF A FLATTER PLAIN THAN THAT. THEY'LL SKULK BEHIND THE SMALLEST KIND
OF A RIDGE, AND NOT SHOW A FEATHER UNTIL ONE RUNS RIGHT IN AMONG THEM.
THERE MIGHT BE DOZENS OF THEM OFF THERE BEYOND THE CHUG AT THIS
moment, and I not be able to see hair or hide of 'em."

Almost half way to Phillips's, and still all is quiet. Then he notes that far
AHEAD THE LOW RIDGE, A FEW HUNDRED YARDS TO HIS LEFT, SWEEPS ROUND
NEARLY TO THE TRAIL, AND DIPS INTO THE GENERAL LEVEL OF THE PRAIRIE WITHIN
SHORT PISTOL-SHOT OF THE PATH ALONG WHICH HE IS RIDING. HE IS YET FULLY
THREE-QUARTERS OF A MILE FROM THE PLACE WHERE THE RIDGE SO NEARLY
meets the trail, but it is plainly visible now in the silvery moonlight.

"IF THEY SHOULD HAVE COME DOWN, AND SHOULD BE ALL RANGED BEHIND THAT
RIDGE NOW, 'TWOULD BE A FEARFUL SCRAPE FOR THIS POOR LITTLE MITE," HE
THINKS, AND THEN, SOLDIER-LIKE, SETS HIMSELF TO CONSIDERING WHAT HIS
COURSE SHOULD BE IF THE ENEMY WERE SUDDENLY TO BURST UPON HIM FROM
behind that very curtain.

"TURN AND RUN FOR IT, OF COURSE!" HE MUTTERS. "UNLESS THEY SHOULD CUT ME
OFF, WHICH THEY COULDN'T DO UNLESS SOME OF 'EM WERE FAR BACK ALONG
BEHIND THE RIDGE. HULLO! A SHADOW ON THE TRAIL! COMING THIS WAY. A
horseman. That's good! They've sent out a man to meet me."

THE SOUND OF IRON-SHOD HOOFS THAT CAME FAINTLY ACROSS THE WIDE
DISTANCE FROM THE GALLOPING SHADOW  CARRIED TO THE SERGEANT'S
PRACTISED EAR THE ASSURANCE THAT THE ADVANCING HORSEMAN WAS NOT AN
INDIAN. AFTER THE SUSPENSE OF THAT LONELY AND SILENT RIDE, IN THE MIDST OF
unknown dangers, Wells felt a deep sense of relief.

"THE ROAD IS CLEAR BETWEEN HERE AND PHILLIPS'S, THAT'S CERTAIN," HE
THOUGHT. "I'LL TAKE JESSIE ON TO THE STATION, AND THEN GO BACK TO
FARRON'S. I WONDER WHAT NEWS THAT HORSEMAN BRINGS, THAT HE RIDES SO
hard."



STILL ON CAME THE HORSEMAN. ALL WAS QUIET, AND IT SEEMED THAT IN FIVE
MINUTES MORE HE WOULD HAVE THE NEWS THE STRANGER WAS BRINGING,—OF
SAFETY, HE HOPED. JESSIE, AT ANY RATE, SHOULD NOT BE FRIGHTENED UNLESS
DANGER CAME ACTUALLY UPON THEM. HE QUICKENED HIS HORSE'S GAIT, AND
looked smilingly down into Jessie's face.

"IT'S ALL RIGHT, LITTLE ONE! SOMEBODY IS COMING UP THE TRAIL FROM PHILLIPS'S,
so everything must be safe," he told her.

THEN CAME A CRUEL AWAKENING. QUICK, SUDDEN, THRILLING, THERE BURST
UPON THE NIGHT A MAD CHORUS OF SHOUTS AND SHOTS AND THE
ACCOMPANIMENT OF THUNDERING HOOFS. OUT FROM THE SHELTERING RIDGE BY
DOZENS, GLEAMING, FLASHING THROUGH THE MOONLIGHT, HE SAW THE WARRIORS
sweep down upon the hapless stranger far in front.

HE REINED INSTANTLY HIS SNORTING AND AFFRIGHTED HORSE, AND LITTLE JESSIE,
WITH ONE LOW CRY OF TERROR, TRIED TO RELEASE HER ARMS FROM THE CIRCLING
BLANKET AND THROW THEM ABOUT HIS NECK; BUT HE HELD HER TIGHT. HE
GRASPED THE REINS MORE FIRMLY, GAVE ONE QUICK GLANCE TO HIS LEFT AND
REAR, AND, TO HIS DISMAY, DISCOVERED THAT HE, TOO, WAS WELL-NIGH
HEMMED IN; THAT,  SWIFT AND RUTHLESS AS THE FLIGHT OF HAWKS, A DOZEN
WARRIORS WERE BOUNDING OVER THE PRAIRIE TOWARDS HIM, TO CUT OFF HIS
escape.

HE HAD NOT AN INSTANT TO LOSE. HE WHIRLED HIS PRACTISED TROOP HORSE TO
THE RIGHT ABOUT, AND SENT HIM LEAPING MADLY THROUGH THE NIGHT BACK FOR
Farron's ranch.

EVEN AS HE SPED ALONG, HE BENT LOW OVER HIS CHARGER'S NECK, AND,
HOLDING THE TERROR-STRICKEN CHILD TO HIS BREAST, MANAGED TO SPEAK A
word to keep up her courage.

"WE'LL BEAT THEM YET, MY BONNY BIRD!" HE MUTTERED, THOUGH AT THAT
INSTANT HE HEARD THE TRIUMPHANT WHOOPS THAT TOLD HIM A SCALP WAS
TAKEN ON THE TRAIL BEHIND HIM, THOUGH AT THAT VERY INSTANT HE SAW THAT



WARRIORS, DASHING FROM THAT TEEMING RIDGE, HAD HEADED HIM; THAT HE
MUST VEER FROM THE TRAIL AS HE NEARED THE RANCH, AND TRUST TO FARRON
and his men to drive off his pursuers.

ALREADY THE YELLS OF HIS PURSUERS THRILLED UPON THE EAR. THEY HAD
OPENED FIRE, AND THEIR WIDE-AIMED BULLETS WENT WHIZZING HARMLESSLY
INTO SPACE. HIS WARY EYE COULD SEE THAT THE INDIANS ON HIS RIGHT FRONT
WERE MAKING A WIDE CIRCLE, SO AS TO MEET HIM WHEN CLOSE TO THE GOAL,
AND HE WAS BURDENED WITH THAT HELPLESS CHILD, AND COULD NOT MAKE
fight even for his own life.

DROP HER AND SAVE HIMSELF? HE WOULD NOT ENTERTAIN THE THOUGHT. NO,
though it be his only chance to escape!

HIS HORSE PANTED HEAVILY, AND STILL THERE LAY A MILE OF OPEN PRAIRIE
BETWEEN HIM AND SHELTER; STILL THOSE BOUNDING PONIES, WITH THEIR
yelping, screeching riders, WERE FAST CLOSING UPON HIM, WHEN SUDDENLY
THROUGH THE DIM AND GHOSTLY LIGHT THERE LOOMED ANOTHER SHADOW, WILD
and daring,—a rider who came towards him at full speed.

BECAUSE OF THE DARING OF THE FEAT TO RIDE THUS ALONE INTO THE TEETH OF A
DOZEN FOEMEN, THE SERGEANT WAS SURE, BEFORE HE COULD SEE THE MAN,
THAT THE APPROACHING HORSEMAN WAS FARRON, RUSHING TO THE RESCUE OF
his child.

WELLS SHOUTED A TROOPER'S LOUD HURRAH, AND THEN, "REIN UP, FARRON!
Halt where you are, and open fire! That'll keep 'em off!"

THOUGH RACING TOWARDS HIM AT THUNDERING SPEED, FARRON HEARD AND
UNDERSTOOD HIS WORDS, FOR IN ANOTHER MOMENT HIS "HENRY" WAS BARKING
ITS CHALLENGE AT THE FOE, AND SENDING BULLET AFTER BULLET WHISTLING OUT
across the prairie.

THE FLASHING, FEATHER-STREAMING SHADOWS SWERVED TO RIGHT AND LEFT,
AND SWEPT AWAY IN BIG CIRCLES. THEN FARRON STRETCHED OUT HIS ARMS,—
NO TIME FOR WORD OF ANY KIND,—AND WELLS LAID IN THEM THE SOBBING



child, and seized in turn the brown and precious rifle.

"OFF WITH YOU, FARRON! STRAIGHT FOR HOME NOW. I'LL KEEP 'EM BACK." AND
THE SERGEANT IN TURN REINED HIS HORSE, FRONTED THE FOE, AND OPENED
rapid fire, though with little hope of hitting horse or man.

DISREGARDING THE BULLETS THAT SANG PAST HIS EARS, HE SENT SHOT AFTER
SHOT AT THE SHADOWY RIDERS, CHECKED NOW, AND CIRCLING FAR OUT ON THE
PRAIRIE, UNTIL ONCE MORE HE COULD LOOK ABOUT HIM, AND SEE THAT FARRON
had reached the ranch, and had thrown himself from his horse.

THEN SLOWLY HE TURNED BACK, FRONTING NOW AND THEN  TO ANSWER THE SHOTS
THAT CAME SINGING BY HIM, AND TO HURRAH WITH DELIGHT WHEN, AS THE
INDIANS CAME WITHIN RANGE OF THE RANCH, ITS INMATES OPENED FIRE ON
THEM, AND A PONY SENT A YELPING RIDER FLYING OVER HIS HEAD, AS HE
stumbled and plunged to earth, shot through the body.

THEN WELLS TURNED IN EARNEST AND MADE A FINAL DASH FOR THE CORRAL.
THEN HIS OWN GOOD STEED, THAT HAD BORNE THEM BOTH SO BRAVELY,
SUDDENLY WAVERED AND TOTTERED UNDER HIM. HE KNEW TOO WELL THAT THE
GALLANT HORSE HAD RECEIVED HIS DEATH-BLOW EVEN BEFORE HE WENT
heavily to ground within fifty yards of the ranch.

Wells was up in an instant, unharmed, and made a rush, stooping low.

ANOTHER MOMENT, AND HE WAS DRAWN WITHIN THE DOOR-WAY, PANTING AND
EXHAUSTED, BUT SAFE. HE LISTENED WITH AMAZEMENT TO THE OUTWARD
SOUNDS OF SHOTS AND HOOFS AND YELLS DYING AWAY INTO THE DISTANCE
southward.

"What on earth is that?" he asked.

"IT'S THAT SCOUNDREL, PETE. HE'S TAKEN MY HORSE AND DESERTED!" WAS
Farron's breathless answer. "I hope they'll catch and kill him! I despise
a coward!"





CHAPTER VII.



THE RESCUE.
ALL THE TIME, TRAVELLING AT RAPID LOPE, BUT AT THE SAME TIME SAVING
BUFORD'S STRENGTH FOR SUDDEN EMERGENCY, RALPH MCCREA RODE WARILY
THROUGH THE NIGHT. HE KEPT FAR TO EAST OF THE HIGH RIDGE OF THE "BUFFALO
HILL,"—WHO KNEW WHAT INDIAN EYES MIGHT BE WATCHING THERE?—AND
MILE AFTER MILE HE WOUND AMONG THE RAVINES AND SWALES WHICH HE HAD
LEARNED SO WELL IN BY-GONE DAYS WHEN HE LITTLE DREAMED OF THE VALUE
that his "plainscraft" might be to him.

FOR A WHILE HIS HEART BEAT LIKE A TRIP-HAMMER; EVERY ECHO OF HIS
COURSER'S FOOTFALL SEEMED TO HIM TO BE THE RUSH OF COMING WARRIORS,
AND TIME AND AGAIN HE GLANCED NERVOUSLY OVER HIS SHOULDER, DREADING
pursuit. But he never wavered in his gallant purpose.

THE LONG RIDGE WAS SOON LEFT TO HIS RIGHT REAR, AND NOW HE BEGAN TO
EDGE OVER TOWARDS THE WEST, INTENDING IN THIS WAY TO REACH THE ROAD AT
A POINT WHERE THERE WOULD LIE BEFORE HIM A FIFTEEN-MILE STRETCH OF GOOD
"going ground." Over that he meant to send Buford at full speed.

SINCE STARTING HE HAD HEARD NO SOUND OF THE FRAY; THE RIDGE AND THE
DISTANCE HAD SWALLOWED UP THE CLAMOR; BUT HE KNEW FULL WELL THAT THE
RAIDING INDIANS WOULD DO THEIR UTMOST THIS NIGHT TO BURN THE FARRON
RANCH AND KILL OR CAPTURE ITS INMATES. EVERY RECURRING THOUGHT OF THE
PERIL OF HIS BELEAGUERED FRIENDS PROMPTED HIM  TO SPUR HIS FAITHFUL
STEED, BUT HE HAD BEEN REARED IN THE CAVALRY AND TAUGHT NEVER TO DRIVE
a willing horse to death.

THE LONG, SWEEPING, ELASTIC STRIDES WITH WHICH BUFORD BORE HIM OVER
THE ROLLING PRAIRIE SERVED THEIR NEEDS FAR BETTER THAN A MAD RACE OF A
mile or two, ending in a complete break-down, would have done.



AT LAST, GLEAMING IN THE MOONLIGHT, HE SIGHTED THE HARD-BEATEN ROAD AS
IT TWISTED AND WOUND OVER THE SLOPES, AND IN A FEW MOMENTS MORE
RODE BENEATH THE SINGLE WIRE OF THE TELEGRAPH LINE, AND THEN GAVE
BUFORD A GENTLE TOUCH OF THE STEEL. HE HAD MADE A CIRCUIT OF TEN MILES
OR MORE TO REACH THIS POINT, AND WAS NOW, HE JUDGED, ABOUT SEVEN
miles below the station and five miles from Farron's ranch.

HE GLANCED OVER HIS RIGHT SHOULDER AND ANXIOUSLY SEARCHED THE SKY
AND HORIZON. INTERVENING "DIVIDES" SHUT HIM OFF FROM A VIEW OF THE
valley, but he saw that as yet no glare of flames proceeded from it.

"THUS FAR THE DEFENCE HAS HELD ITS OWN," HE SAID, HOPEFULLY, TO HIMSELF.
"NOW, IF BUFORD AND I CAN ONLY REACH LODGE POLE UNMOLESTED THERE
may yet be time."

Ascending a gentle slope he reined Buford down to a walk, so that his
PET MIGHT HAVE A LITTLE BREATHING SPELL. AS HE ARRIVED AT THE CREST HE
CAST AN EAGER GLANCE OVER THE NEXT "REACH" OF PRAIRIE LANDSCAPE, AND
THEN—HIS HEART SEEMED TO LEAP TO HIS THROAT AND A CHILL WAVE TO RUSH
through his veins.

SURELY HE SAW A HORSEMAN DART BEHIND THE LOW MOUND OFF TO THE WEST.
THIS CONVINCED HIM THAT THE INDIANS HAD DISCOVERED AND PURSUED HIM.
After the INDIAN FASHION THEY HAD NOT COME SQUARELY ALONG HIS TRAIL AND
THUS DRIVEN HIM AHEAD AT INCREASED SPEED, BUT WITH THE SAVAGE
SCIENCE OF THEIR WARFARE, THEY WERE WORKING PAST HIM, FAR TO HIS RIGHT,
intending to head him off.

TO HIS LEFT FRONT THE COUNTRY WAS CLEAR, AND HE COULD SEE OVER IT FOR A
CONSIDERABLE DISTANCE. THE ROAD, AFTER WINDING THROUGH SOME
INTERMEDIATE RAVINES AHEAD, SWEPT AROUND TO THE LEFT. HE HAD ALMOST
DETERMINED TO LEAVE THE TRAIL AND MAKE A BEE-LINE ACROSS COUNTRY, AND
SO TO OUTRUN THE FOEMAN TO HIS RIGHT, WHEN, TWICE OR THRICE, HE CAUGHT
THE GLEAM OF STEEL OR SILVER OR NICKEL-PLATE BEYOND THE LOW GROUND IN
the very direction in which he had thought to flee.



HIS HEART SANK LOW NOW, FOR THE SIGHT CONVEYED TO HIS MIND BUT ONE
IDEA,—THAT THE GLEAMS WERE THE FLASHING OF MOONBEAMS ON THE
BARBARIC ORNAMENTS OF INDIANS, AS HE HAD SEEN THEM FLASH AN HOUR
AGO WHEN THE WARRIORS RACED FORTH INTO THE VALLEY OF THE CHUG. WERE
the Indians ahead of him then, and on both sides of the road?

ONE THING HE HAD TO DO, AND TO DO INSTANTLY: RIDE INTO THE FIRST HOLLOW HE
COULD FIND, DISMOUNT, CRAWL TO THE RIDGE AND PEER AROUND HIM,—STUDY
WHICH WAY TO RIDE IF HE SHOULD HAVE TO MAKE A RACE FOR HIS OWN LIFE
now,—and give Buford time to gather himself for the effort.

THE BOY'S BRAVE SPIRIT WAS WROUGHT WELL-NIGH TO THE LIMIT. HIS EYES
CLOUDED AS HE THOUGHT OF HIS FATHER AND THE FAITHFUL TROOP, MILES AND
MILES AWAY AND ALL UNCONSCIOUS OF HIS DEADLY PERIL; OF HIS ANXIOUS AND
LOVING MOTHER, WAKEFUL AND WATCHING AT LARAMIE,  DOUBTLESS INFORMED
OF THE INDIAN RAID BY THIS TIME; POWERLESS TO HELP HIM, BUT PRAYING GOD
to watch over her boy.

HE LOOKED ALOFT AT THE STARRY HEAVENS AND LIFTED HIS HEART IN ONE BRIEF
PRAYER: "GOD GUARD AND GUIDE ME. I'VE TRIED TO DO MY DUTY AS A
soldier's son." And somehow he felt nerved and strengthened.

HE GRASPED THE HANDLE OF HIS CAVALRY REVOLVER AS HE GUIDED BUFORD
DOWN TO THE RIGHT WHERE THERE SEEMED TO BE A HOLLOW AMONG THE
SLOPES. JUST AS HE CAME TROTTING BRISKLY ROUND A LITTLE SHOULDER OF THE
nearest ridge there was a rush and patter of hoofs on the other side of
IT, AN EXCLAMATION, HALF-TERROR, HALF-MENACE, A FLASH AND A SHOT THAT
WHIZZED FAR OVER HIS HEAD. A DARK, SHADOWY HORSEMAN WENT SCURRYING
OFF INTO SPACE AS FAST AS A SPURRED AND STARTLED HORSE COULD CARRY HIM;
A BROAD-BRIMMED SLOUCH HAT WAS BLOWN BACK TO HIM AS A PARTING
souvenir, AND RALPH MCCREA SHOUTED WITH RELIEF AND MERRIMENT AS HE
REALIZED THAT SOME MAN—A RANCHMAN DOUBTLESS—HAD TAKEN HIM FOR
an Indian and had "stampeded," scared out of his wits.

RALPH DISMOUNTED, PICKED UP THE HAT, SWUNG HIMSELF AGAIN INTO



SADDLE, AND WITH REJOICING HEART SPED AWAY AGAIN ON HIS MISSION.
THERE WERE STILL THOSE SUSPICIOUS FLASHES OFF TO THE EAST THAT HE MUST
dodge, and to avoid them he shaped his course well to the west.

LET US TURN FOR A MOMENT TO THE CAMP OF THE CAVALRY DOWN IN LODGE
POLE VALLEY. WE HAVE NOT HEARD FROM THEM SINCE EARLY EVENING WHEN
THE OPERATOR ANNOUNCED HIS INTENTION OF GOING OVER TO HAVE A SMOKE
and a chat with some of his friends on guard.

"TAPS," THE SIGNAL TO EXTINGUISH LIGHTS AND GO TO BED, HAD SOUNDED
EARLY AND, SO FAR AS THE OPERATOR AT LODGE POLE KNEW WHEN HE CLOSED
his instrument, the battalion had gladly obeyed the summons.

It happened, however, that the colonel had been talking with one of his
MOST TRUSTED CAPTAINS AS THEY LEFT THE OFFICE A SHORT TIME BEFORE, AND
THE RESULT OF THAT BRIEF TALK WAS THAT THE LATTER WALKED BRISKLY AWAY
towards the bivouac fires of his troop and called "Sergeant Stauffer!"

A TALL, DARK-EYED, BRONZED TROOPER QUICKLY AROSE, DROPPED HIS PIPE,
AND STRODE OVER TO WHERE HIS CAPTAIN STOOD IN THE FLICKERING LIGHT, AND,
saluting, "stood attention" and waited.

"SERGEANT, LET THE QUARTERMASTER-SERGEANT AND SIX MEN STAY HERE TO
LOAD OUR BAGGAGE IN THE MORNING. MOUNT THE REST OF THE TROOP AT ONCE,
without any noise,—fully equipped."

THE SERGEANT WAS TOO OLD A SOLDIER EVEN TO LOOK SURPRISED. IN FIFTEEN
MINUTES, WITH HARDLY A SOUND OF UNUSUAL PREPARATION, FIFTY HORSEMEN
HAD "LED INTO LINE," HAD MOUNTED, AND WERE RIDING SILENTLY OFF
NORTHWARD. THE COLONEL SAID TO THE CAPTAIN, AS HE GAVE HIM A WORD OF
good-by,—

"I DON'T KNOW THAT YOU'LL FIND ANYTHING OUT OF THE WAY AT ALL, BUT, WITH SUCH
INDICATIONS, I BELIEVE IT BEST TO THROW FORWARD A SMALL FORCE TO LOOK AFTER
the Chug Valley until we come up. We'll be with you by dinner-time."



TWO HOURS LATER, WHEN THE TELEGRAPH OPERATOR, BREATHLESS AND EXCITED,
RUSHED INTO THE COLONEL'S TENT AND WOKE HIM WITH THE NEWS THAT HIS WIRE
was cut up TOWARDS THE CHUG, THE COLONEL WAS DEVOUTLY THANKFUL FOR THE
INSPIRATION THAT PROMPTED HIM TO SEND "K" TROOP FORWARD THROUGH THE
DARKNESS. HE BADE HIS ADJUTANT, THE LIGHT-WEIGHT OF THE OFFICERS THEN ON
DUTY, TAKE HIS OWN FAVORITE RACER, VAN, AND SPEED AWAY ON THE TRAIL OF
"K" TROOP, TELL THEM THAT THE LINE WAS CUT,—THAT THERE WAS TROUBLE
AHEAD; TO PUSH ON LIVELY WITH WHAT FORCE THEY HAD, AND THAT TWO MORE
companies would be hurried to their support.

AT MIDNIGHT "K" TROOP, RIDING EASILY ALONG IN THE MOONLIGHT, HAD
TRAVELLED A LITTLE OVER HALF THE DISTANCE TO PHILLIPS'S RANCH. THE
LIEUTENANT, WHO WITH TWO OR THREE TROOPERS WAS SCOUTING FAR IN
ADVANCE, HALTED AT THE CREST OF A HIGH RIDGE OVER WHICH THE ROAD
CLIMBS, AND DISMOUNTED HIS LITTLE PARTY FOR A BRIEF REST WHILE HE WENT UP
ahead to reconnoitre.

CAVALRYMEN IN THE INDIAN COUNTRY NEVER RIDE INTO FULL VIEW ON TOP OF A
"DIVIDE" UNTIL AFTER SOME ONE OF THEIR NUMBER HAS CAREFULLY LOOKED OVER
the ground beyond.

THERE WAS NOTHING IN SIGHT THAT GAVE CAUSE FOR LONG INSPECTION, OR THAT
WARRANTED THE OFFICER'S TAKING OUT HIS FIELD-GLASSES. HE COULD SEE THE
line of hills back of the Chugwater Valley, and all was calm and placid.
THE VALLEY ITSELF LAY SOME HUNDREDS OF FEET BELOW HIS POINT OF
OBSERVATION, AND BEGINNING FAR OFF TO HIS LEFT RAN NORTHEASTWARD UNTIL
one of its branches crossed the trail along which the troop was riding.

Returning to his party, the lieutenant's eye was attracted, for the fifth or
SIXTH TIME SINCE THEY HAD LEFT LODGE POLE, BY LITTLE GLEAMS AND FLASHES
OF LIGHT OFF IN THE DISTANCE, AND HE MUTTERED, IN A SOMEWHAT
disparaging manner, to some of the members of his own troop,—

"NOW, WHAT THE DICKENS CAN THOSE MEN BE CARRYING TO MAKE SUCH A
STREAK AS THAT? ONE WOULD SUPPOSE THAT ARIZONA WOULD HAVE TAKEN ALL



THE NONSENSE OUT OF 'EM, BUT THAT GLIMMER MUST COME FROM BRIGHT BITS
OR BUCKLES, OR SOMETHING OF THE KIND, FOR WE HAVEN'T A SABRE WITH US.
What makes those little flashes, sergeant?" he asked, impatiently.

"IT'S SOME OF THE TIN CANTEENS, SIR. THE CLOTH IS ALL WORN OFF A DOZEN OF
'EM, AND WHEN THE MOONLIGHT STRIKES 'EM IT MAKES A FLASH ALMOST LIKE A
mirror."

"INDEED IT DOES, AND WOULD BETRAY OUR COMING MILES AWAY OF A MOONLIT
night. We'll drop all those things at Laramie. Hullo! Mount, men, lively!"

THE YOUNG OFFICER AND HIS PARTY SUDDENLY SPRANG TO SADDLE. A CLATTER OF
DISTANT HOOFS WAS HEARD RAPIDLY APPROACHING ALONG THE HARD-BEATEN
ROAD. NEARER, NEARER THEY CAME AT TEARING GALLOP. THE LIEUTENANT RODE
cautiously forward to where he could peer over the crest.

"SOMEBODY RIDING LIKE MAD!" HE MUTTERED. "HATLESS AND DEMORALIZED.
Who comes there?" he shouted aloud. "Halt, whoever you are!"

PULLING UP A PANTING HORSE, PALE, WIDE-EYED, ALMOST EXHAUSTED, A
YOUNG RANCHMAN RODE INTO THE MIDST OF THE GROUP. IT WAS HALF A MINUTE
BEFORE HE COULD SPEAK. WHEN AT LAST HE RECOVERED BREATH, IT WAS A
marvellous tale that he told.

"THE CHUG'S CRAMMED WITH INDIANS. THEY'VE KILLED ALL DOWN AT
PHILLIPS'S, AND GOT ALL AROUND FARRON'S,—HUNDREDS OF 'EM. SERGEANT
Wells tried to run AWAY WITH JESSIE, BUT THEY CUT HIM OFF, AND HE'D HAVE
BEEN KILLED AND JESSIE CAPTURED BUT FOR ME AND FARRON. WE CHARGED
THROUGH 'EM, AND GOT 'EM BACK TO THE RANCH. THEN THE INDIANS ATTACKED
US THERE, AND THERE WAS ONLY FOUR OF US, AND SOME ONE HAD TO CUT HIS
WAY OUT. WELLS SAID YOU FELLOWS WERE DOWN AT LODGE POLE, BUT HE
DA'SN'T TRY IT. I HAD TO." HERE "PETE" LOOKED IMPORTANT, AND GAVE HIS
pistol-belt a hitch.

"I MUST 'A' KILLED SIX OF 'EM," HE CONTINUED. "BOTH MY REVOLVERS EMPTY,
AND I DROPPED ONE OF 'EM ON THE TRAIL. MY HAT WAS SHOT CLEAN OFF MY



HEAD, BUT THEY MISSED ME, AND I GOT THROUGH. THEY CHASED ME EVERY
inch of the way up to a mile back over yonder. I shot the last one there.
But how many men you got?"

"ABOUT FIFTY," ANSWERED THE LIEUTENANT. "WE'LL PUSH AHEAD AT ONCE. YOU
guide us."

"I AIN'T GOING AHEAD WITH NO FIFTY. I TELL YOU THERE'S A THOUSAND INDIANS
there. Where's the rest of the regiment?"

"BACK AT LODGE POLE. GO ON, IF YOU LIKE, AND TELL THEM YOUR STORY.
Here's the captain now."

WITH NEW AND IMPOSING ADDITIONS, PETE TOLD THE STORY A SECOND TIME.
BARELY WAITING TO HEAR IT THROUGH, THE CAPTAIN'S VOICE RANG ALONG THE
eager column,—

"Forward, trot, march!"

AWAY WENT THE TROOP FULL TILT FOR THE CHUG, WHILE THE RANCHMAN RODE
REARWARD UNTIL HE MET THE SUPPORTING SQUADRON TWO HOURS BEHIND. TEN
MINUTES AFTER PARTING WITH THEIR INFORMANT, THE OFFICERS OF "K" TROOP,
WELL OUT IN FRONT OF THEIR MEN, CAUGHT SIGHT OF A DARING HORSEMAN
SWEEPING AT FULL GALLOP DOWN FROM SOME HIGH BLUFFS TO THEIR LEFT AND
front.

"RIDES LIKE AN INDIAN," SAID THE CAPTAIN; "BUT NO SIOUX WOULD COME
DOWN AT US LIKE THAT, WAVING A HAT, TOO. BY JUPITER! IT'S RALPH MCCREA!
How are you, boy? What's wrong at the Chug?"

"FARRON'S SURROUNDED, AND I BELIEVE WARNER'S KILLED!" SAID RALPH,
BREATHLESS. "THANK GOD, YOU'RE HERE SO FAR AHEAD OF WHERE I EXPECTED
TO FIND YOU! WE'LL GET THERE IN TIME NOW;" AND HE TURNED HIS PANTING
horse and rode eagerly along by the captain's side.

"AND YOU'VE NOT BEEN CHASED? YOU'VE SEEN NOBODY?" WAS THE
lieutenant's question.



lieutenant's question.

"NOBODY BUT A WHITE MAN, WORSE SCARED THAN I WAS, WHO LEFT HIS HAT
behind when I ran upon him a mile back here."

EVEN IN THE EXCITEMENT AND URGENT HASTE OF THE MOMENT, THERE WENT UP
A SHOUT OF LAUGHTER AT THE EXPENSE OF PETE; BUT AS THEY REACHED THE
NEXT DIVIDE, AND GOT ANOTHER LOOK WELL TO THE FRONT, THE LAUGHTER GAVE
PLACE TO THE GRINDING OF TEETH AND MUTTERED MALEDICTION. A BROAD GLARE
WAS IN THE NORTHERN SKY, AND SMOKE AND FLAME WERE ROLLING UP FROM THE
still distant valley of the Chug, and now the word was "Gallop!"

FIFTEEN MINUTES OF HARD, BREATHLESS RIDING FOLLOWED. HORSES SNORTED
AND PLUNGED IN EAGER RACE WITH THEIR FELLOWS; OFFICERS WARNED EVEN AS
THEY GALLOPED, "STEADY, THERE! KEEP BACK! KEEP YOUR PLACES, MEN!"
BEARDED, BRIGHT-EYED TROOPERS, WITH TEETH SET HARD TOGETHER AND
STRAINING MUSCLES, GRASPED THEIR READY CARBINES, AND THRUST HOME THE
GRIM COPPER CARTRIDGES. ON AND ON, AS THE FLARING BEACON GREW REDDER
AND FIERCER AHEAD; ON AND ON, UNTIL THEY WERE ALMOST AT THE VALLEY'S
EDGE, AND THEN YOUNG RALPH, OUT AT THE FRONT WITH THE  VETERAN CAPTAIN,
panted to him, in wild excitement that he strove manfully to control,—

"NOW KEEP WELL OVER TO THE LEFT, CAPTAIN! I KNOW THE GROUND WELL. IT'S ALL
OPEN. WE CAN SWEEP DOWN FROM BEHIND THAT RIDGE, AND THEY'LL NEVER
look for us or think of us till we're right among them. Hear them yell!"

"AY, AY, RALPH! LEAD THE WAY. READY NOW, MEN!" HE TURNED IN HIS
saddle. "Not a word till I order 'Charge!' Then yell all you want to."

DOWN INTO THE RAVINE THEY THUNDER; ROUND THE MOONLIT SLOPE THEY
SWEEP; SWIFT THEY GALLOP THROUGH THE SHADOWS OF THE EASTWARD BLUFFS;
NEARER AND NEARER THEY COME, MANES AND TAILS STREAMING IN THE NIGHT
wind; horses panting hard, but never flagging.

LISTEN! HEAR THOSE SHOTS AND YELLS AND WAR-WHOOPS! LISTEN TO THE
HIDEOUS CRACKLING OF THE FLAMES! MARK THE VENGEFUL TRIUMPH IN THOSE
SAVAGE HOWLS! ALREADY THE FIRE HAS LEAPED FROM THE SHEDS TO THE



rough shingling. The last hope of the sore-besieged is gone.

THEN, WITH SUDDEN BLARE OF TRUMPET, WITH RINGING CHEER, WITH THUNDERING
HOOF AND STREAMING PENNON AND THRILLING RATTLE OF CARBINE AND PISTOL;
WITH ONE MAGNIFICENT, TRIUMPHANT BURST OF SPEED THE TROOP COMES
WHIRLING OUT FROM THE COVERT OF THE BLUFF AND SWEEPS ALL BEFORE IT DOWN
the valley.

AWAY GO SIOUX AND CHEYENNE; AWAY, YELLING SHRILL WARNING, GO WARRIOR
AND CHIEF; AWAY, DOWN STREAM, PAST THE STIFFENING FORM OF THE BRAVE
FELLOW THEY KILLED; AWAY PAST THE STATION WHERE THE LOOP-HOLES BLAZE
WITH RIFLE-SHOTS AND RING WITH EXULTANT CHEERS; AWAY ACROSS THE ROAD
AND DOWN THE WINDING VALLEY, AND SO FAR TO  THE NORTH AND THE SHELTERING
arms of the reservation,—and one more Indian raid is over.

BUT AT THE RANCH, WHILE WILLING HANDS WERE DASHING WATER ON THE
FLAMES, RALPH AND THE LIEUTENANT SPRANG INSIDE THE DOOR-WAY JUST AS
FARRON LIFTED FROM A DEEP, CELLAR-LIKE APERTURE IN THE MIDDLE OF THE FLOOR
A SOBBING YET WONDERFULLY HAPPY LITTLE MAIDEN. SHE CLUNG TO HIM
HYSTERICALLY, AS HE SHOOK HANDS WITH ONE AFTER ANOTHER OF THE FEW
rescuers who had time to hurry in.

WELLS, WITH BANDAGED HEAD AND ARM, WAS SITTING AT HIS POST, HIS
"HENRY" STILL BETWEEN HIS KNEES, AND HE LOOKED VOLUMES OF PRIDE AND
DELIGHT INTO HIS YOUNG FRIEND'S SPARKLING EYES. PETE, OF COURSE, WAS
NOWHERE TO BE SEEN. JAKE, WITH A RIFLE-BULLET THROUGH HIS SHOULDER, WAS
GRINNING PALE GRATIFICATION AT THE TROOPERS WHO CAME IN, AND THEN THERE
was a moment's silence as the captain entered.

FARRON STEPPED FORWARD AND HELD FORTH HIS HAND. TEARS WERE STARTING
from his eyes.

"YOU'VE SAVED ME AND MY LITTLE GIRL, CAPTAIN. I NEVER CAN THANK YOU
enough."

"BOSH! NEVER MIND US. WHERE'S RALPH MCCREA? THERE'S THE BOY YOU



can thank for it all. He led us!"

AND THOUGH HOT BLUSHES SPRANG TO THE YOUNGSTER'S CHEEKS, AND HE,
TOO, WOULD HAVE DISCLAIMED ANY CREDIT FOR THE RESCUE, THE SOLDIERS
WOULD NOT HAVE IT SO. 'TWAS RALPH WHO DARED THAT NIGHT-RIDE TO BRING
THE DIREFUL NEWS; 'TWAS RALPH WHO GUIDED THEM BY THE SHORTEST,
QUICKEST ROUTE, AND WAS WITH THE FOREMOST IN THE CHARGE. AND SO, A
MINUTE AFTER, WHEN FARRON UNCLASPED LITTLE JESSIE'S ARMS FROM ABOUT
his own neck, he whispered in her ear,—

"'Twas Ralph who saved us, baby. You must thank him for me, too."

AND SO, JUST AS THE SUN WAS COMING UP, THE LITTLE GIRL WITH BIG, DARK
EYES WHOM WE SAW SITTING IN THE RAILWAY STATION AT CHEYENNE, WAITING
WEARILY AND PATIENTLY FOR HER FATHER'S COMING, AND SOBBING HER RELIEF
AND JOY WHEN SHE FINALLY CAUGHT SIGHT OF RALPH, WAS ONCE MORE
NESTLING A TEAR-WET FACE TO HIS AND CLASPING HIM IN HER LITTLE ARMS, AND
THANKING HIM WITH ALL HER LOYAL, LOVING HEART FOR THE GALLANT RESCUE THAT
had come to them just in time.

FOUR DAYS LATER THERE WAS A GATHERING AT LARAMIE. THE GENERAL HAD
COME; THE FIFTH WERE THERE IN CAMP, AND A GROUP OF OFFICERS HAD
ASSEMBLED ON THE PARADE AFTER THE BRIEF REVIEW OF THE COMMAND. THE
GENERAL TURNED FROM HIS STAFF, AND SINGLED OUT A CAPTAIN OF CAVALRY WHO
stood close at hand.

"McCrea, I want to see that boy of yours. Where is he?"

AN ORDERLY SPED AWAY TO THE GROUP OF SPECTATORS AND RETURNED WITH A
SILENT AND EMBARRASSED YOUTH, WHO RAISED HIS HAT RESPECTFULLY, BUT
SAID NO WORD. THE GENERAL STEPPED FORWARD AND HELD OUT BOTH HIS
hands.

"I'M PROUD TO SHAKE HANDS WITH YOU, YOUNG GENTLEMAN. I'VE HEARD ALL
ABOUT YOU FROM THE FIFTH. YOU OUGHT TO GO TO WEST POINT AND BE A
cavalry officer."



"THERE'S NOTHING I SO MUCH WISH, GENERAL," STAMMERED RALPH, WITH
beaming eyes and burning cheeks.

"THEN WE'LL TELEGRAPH HIS NAME TO WASHINGTON THIS VERY DAY,
GENTLEMEN. I WAS ASKED TO DESIGNATE SOME YOUNG MAN FOR WEST POINT
who thoroughly deserved it, and is not this appointment well won?"



FROM "THE POINT" TO THE PLAINS.



CHAPTER I.



A CADET'S SISTER.
SHE WAS STANDING AT THE VERY END OF THE FORWARD DECK, AND, WITH
FLUSHING CHEEKS AND SPARKLING EYES, GAZING EAGERLY UPON THE SCENE
BEFORE HER. SWIFTLY, SMOOTHLY ROUNDING THE RUGGED PROMONTORY ON THE
RIGHT, THE STEAMER WAS JUST TURNING INTO THE HIGHLAND "REACH" AT FORT
MONTGOMERY AND HEADING STRAIGHT AWAY FOR THE LANDINGS ON THE SUNSET
SHORE. IT WAS ONLY MID-MAY, BUT THE WINTER HAD BEEN MILD, THE SPRING
EARLY, AND NOW THE HEIGHTS ON EITHER SIDE WERE CLOTHED IN RAIMENT OF
THE FRESHEST, COOLEST GREEN; THE VINES WERE CLIMBING IN LUXURIANT LEAF ALL
OVER THE FACE OF THE ROCKY SCARP THAT HEMMED THE SWIRLING TIDE OF THE
HUDSON; THE RADIANCE OF THE EVENING SUNSHINE BATHED ALL THE EASTERN
SHORES IN MELLOW LIGHT AND LEFT THE DARK SLOPES AND DEEP GORGES OF THE
OPPOSITE RANGE ALL THE DEEPER AND DARKER BY CONTRAST. A LIVELY BREEZE
HAD DRIVEN MOST OF THE PASSENGERS WITHIN DOORS AS THEY SPED THROUGH
THE BROAD WATERS OF THE TAPPAN ZEE, BUT, ONCE WITHIN THE SHELTERING
TRAVERSES OF DUNDERBERG AND THE HEIGHTS BEYOND, MANY OF THEIR
NUMBER REAPPEARED UPON THE PROMENADE DECK, AND FIRST AMONG THEM
WAS THE  BONNIE LITTLE MAID NOW CLINGING TO THE GUARD-RAIL AT THE VERY
PROW, AND, HEEDLESS OF FLUTTERING SKIRT OR FLY-AWAY CURL, WATCHING WITH ALL
HER SOUL IN HER BRIGHT BLUE EYES FOR THE FIRST GLIMPSE OF THE HAVEN WHERE
SHE WOULD BE. NO EYES ON EARTH LOOK SO EAGERLY FOR THE GRIM, GRAY
façade OF THE RIDING-HALL OR THE DOMES AND TURRETS OF THE LIBRARY
BUILDING AS THOSE OF A GIRL WHO HAS SPENT THE PREVIOUS SUMMER AT
West Point.

UTTERLY ABSORBED IN HER WATCH, SHE GAVE NO HEED TO OTHER PASSENGERS
WHO PRESENTLY TOOK THEIR STATION CLOSE AT HAND. ONE WAS A TALL, DARK-
EYED, DARK-HAIRED YOUNG LADY IN SIMPLE AND SUBSTANTIAL TRAVELLING-
DRESS. WITH HER WERE TWO MEN IN TWEEDS AND DERBY HATS, AND TO THESE



COMPANIONS SHE CONSTANTLY TURNED WITH QUESTIONS AS TO PROMINENT
OBJECTS IN THE RICH AND VARIED LANDSCAPE. IT WAS EVIDENT THAT SHE WAS
SEEING FOR THE FIRST TIME SIGHTS THAT HAD BEEN DESCRIBED TO HER TIME
AND AGAIN, FOR SHE WAS FAMILIAR WITH EVERY NAME. ONE OF THE PARTY WAS
A MAN OF OVER FIFTY YEARS,—BRONZED OF FACE AND GRAY OF HAIR, BUT WITH
ERECT CARRIAGE AND PIERCING BLACK EYES THAT SPOKE OF VIGOR, ENERGY,
AND PROBABLY OF A LIFE IN THE OPEN AIR. IT NEEDED NOT THE TRI-COLORED
BUTTON OF THE LOYAL LEGION IN THE LAPEL OF HIS COAT TO TELL THAT HE WAS A
SOLDIER. ANY ONE WHO CHOSE TO LOOK—AND THERE WERE NOT A FEW—COULD
speedily have seen, too, that these were father and daughter.

THE OTHER MAN WAS STILL TALLER THAN THE DARK, WIRY, SLIM-BUILT SOLDIER, BUT
IN YEARS HE WAS NOT MORE THAN TWENTY-EIGHT OR NINE. HIS EYES, BROWS,
HAIR, AND THE HEAVY MOUSTACHE THAT DROOPED OVER HIS MOUTH WERE ALL
OF A DARK, SOFT BROWN. HIS COMPLEXION WAS CLEAR AND RUDDY; HIS FRAME
POWERFUL AND ATHLETIC. MOST OF THE  TIME HE STOOD A SILENT BUT ATTENTIVE
LISTENER TO THE EAGER TALK BETWEEN THE YOUNG LADY AND HER FATHER, BUT
HIS KINDLY EYES RARELY LEFT HER FACE; HE WAS READY TO RESPOND WHEN SHE
TURNED TO QUESTION HIM, AND WHEN HE SPOKE IT WAS WITH THE
unmistakable intonation of the South.

THE DEEP, MELLOW TONES OF THE BELL WERE BOOMING OUT THEIR LANDING
SIGNAL AS THE STEAMER SHOT INTO THE SHADOW OF A HIGH, ROCKY CLIFF. FAR
ALOFT ON THE OVERHANGING PIAZZAS OF A BIG HOTEL, FLUTTERING
HANDKERCHIEFS GREETED THE PASSENGERS ON THE DECKS BELOW. MANY
EYES WERE TURNED THITHER IN RECOGNITION OF THE SALUTE, BUT NOT THOSE OF
THE YOUNG GIRL AT THE BOW. ONE MIGHT, INDEED, HAVE DECLARED HER
RESENTFUL OF THIS INTERMEDIATE STOP. THE INSTANT THE GRAY WALLS OF THE
RIDING-SCHOOL HAD COME INTO VIEW SHE HAD SIGNALLED, EAGERLY, WITH A
WAVE OF HER HAND, TO A GENTLEMAN AND LADY SEATED IN QUIET
CONVERSATION UNDER THE SHELTER OF THE DECK. PRESENTLY THE FORMER, A
BURLY, BROAD-SHOULDERED MAN OF FORTY OR THEREABOUTS, CAME SAUNTERING
forward and stood close behind her.



"WELL, NAN! MOST THERE, I SEE. THINK YOU CAN HOLD ON FIVE MINUTES
longer, or shall I toss you over and let you swim for it?"

FOR ANSWER MISS NAN CLASPS A WOODEN PILLAR IN HER GRAY-GLOVED
HANDS, AND TILTS EXCITEDLY ON THE TOES OF HER TINY BOOTS, NEVER ONCE
relaxing her gaze on the dock a mile or more away up-stream.

"JUST THINK OF BEING SO NEAR WILLY—AND ALL OF THEM—AND NOT SEEING
one to speak to until after parade," she finally says.

"SIMPLY INHUMAN!" ANSWERS HER COMPANION WITH COMMENDABLE
GRAVITY, BUT WITH HUMOROUS TWINKLE ABOUT  HIS EYES. "IS IT WORTH ALL THE
LONG JOURNEY, AND ALL THE EXCITEMENT IN WHICH YOUR MOTHER TELLS ME
you've been plunged for the past month?"

"WORTH IT, UNCLE JACK?" AND THE BLUE EYES FLASH UPON HIM INDIGNANTLY.
"Worth it? You wouldn't ask if you knew it all, as I do."

"POSSIBLY NOT," SAYS UNCLE JACK, WHIMSICALLY. "I HAVEN'T THE ADVANTAGE
OF BEING A GIRL WITH A BROTHER AND A BAKER'S DOZEN OF BEAUX IN BELL
BUTTONS AND GRAY. I'M ONLY AN OLD FOSSIL OF A 'CIT,' WITH A SCAMP OF A
NEPHEW AND THAT LIMITED CONCEPTION OF THE DELIGHTS OF WEST POINT
WHICH ONE CAN DERIVE FROM RUNNING UP THERE EVERY TIME THAT VERSATILE
YOUNGSTER GETS INTO A NEW SCRAPE. YOU'LL ADMIT MY OPPORTUNITIES HAVE
been frequent."

"IT ISN'T WILLY'S FAULT, AND YOU KNOW IT, UNCLE JACK, THOUGH WE ALL KNOW
HOW GOOD YOU'VE BEEN; BUT HE'S HAD MORE BAD LUCK AND—AND—
INJUSTICE THAN ANY CADET IN THE CORPS. LOTS OF HIS CLASSMATES TOLD ME
so."

"YES," SAYS UNCLE JACK, MUSINGLY. "THAT IS WHAT YOUR BLESSED MOTHER,
YONDER, WROTE ME WHEN I WENT UP LAST WINTER, THE TIME BILLY SUBMITTED
THAT EXPLANATION TO THE COMMANDANT WITH ITS PLEASING REFERENCE TO THE
FOX THAT HAD LOST ITS TAIL—YOU DOUBTLESS RECALL THE INCIDENT—AND CAME
within an ace of dismissal in consequence."



"I DON'T CARE!" INTERRUPTS MISS NAN, WITH FLASHING EYES. "WILL HAD
PROVOCATION ENOUGH TO SAY MUCH WORSE THINGS; JIMMY FRAZER WROTE
me so, and said the whole class was sticking up for him."

"I DO NOT REMEMBER HAVING HAD THE HONOR OF MEETING JIMMY FRAZER,"
REMARKS UNCLE JACK, WITH AN AGGRAVATING DRAWL THAT IS PECULIAR TO HIM.
"Possibly he WAS ONE OF THE YOUNG GENTLEMEN WHO DIDN'T CALL, OWING TO
some temporary impediment in the way of light prison——"

"YES; AND ALL BECAUSE HE TOOK WILL'S PART, AS I BELIEVE," IS THE
impetuous reply. "Oh! I'll be so thankful when they're out of it all."

"SO WILL THEY, NO DOUBT. 'STICKING UP'—WASN'T THAT MR. FRAZER'S
EXPRESSION?—FOR BILL SEEMS TO HAVE BEEN AN EXPENSIVE LUXURY ALL
ROUND. WONDER IF STICKING UP IS SOMETHING THEY CONTINUE WHEN THEY GET
TO THEIR REGIMENTS? BILLY HAS TWO OR THREE WEEKS YET IN WHICH TO RUIN HIS
CHANCES OF EVER REACHING ONE, AND HE HAS EXHIBITED ASTONISHING
aptitude for tripping himself up thus far."

"UNCLE JACK! HOW CAN YOU SPEAK SO OF WILLY, WHEN HE IS SO DEVOTED
TO YOU? WHEN HE GETS TO HIS REGIMENT THERE WON'T BE ANY LIEUTENANT
LEE TO NAG AND WORRY HIM NIGHT AND DAY. He's THE CAUSE OF ALL THE
trouble."

"THAT SO?" DRAWLS UNCLE JACK. "I DIDN'T HAPPEN TO MEET MR. LEE,
EITHER,—HE WAS AWAY ON LEAVE; BUT AS BILL AND YOUR MOTHER HAD SOME
SUCH VIEWS, I LOOKED INTO THINGS A BIT. IT APPEARS TO BE A MATTER OF
RECORD THAT MY ENTERPRISING NEPHEW HAD MORE DEMERIT BEFORE THE
ADVENT OF MR. LEE THAN SINCE. AS FOR 'EXTRAS' AND CONFINEMENTS, HIS
STOCK WAS ALWAYS BIG ENOUGH TO BEAR THE MARKET DOWN TO BOTTOM
prices."

THE BOAT IS ONCE MORE UNDER WAY, AND A LULL IN THE CHAT CLOSE AT HAND
INDUCES UNCLE JACK TO LOOK ABOUT HIM. THE YOUNGER OF THE TWO MEN
LATELY STANDING WITH THE DARK-EYED GIRL HAS QUIETLY WITHDRAWN, AND IS



NOW SHOULDERING HIS WAY TO A POINT OUT OF EAR-SHOT.  THERE HE CALMLY
TURNS AND WAITS; HIS GLANCE AGAIN RESTING UPON HER WHOSE SIDE HE HAS
SO SUDDENLY QUITTED. SHE HAS FOLLOWED HIM WITH HER EYES UNTIL HE
STOPS; THEN WITH HEIGHTENED COLOR RESUMES A LOW-TONED CHAT WITH HER
FATHER. UNCLE JACK IS A KEEN OBSERVER, AND HIS NEXT WORDS ARE
inaudible except to his niece.

"NAN, MY CHILD, I APPREHEND THAT REMARKS UPON THE CHARACTERISTICS OF
THE OFFICERS AT THE POINT HAD BEST BE CONFINED TO THE BOSOM OF THE
family. We may be in their very midst."

SHE TURNS, FLUSHING, AND FOR THE FIRST TIME HER BLUE EYES MEET THE DARK
ONES OF THE OLDER GIRL. HER CHEEKS REDDEN STILL MORE, AND SHE WHIRLS
about again.

"I CAN'T HELP IT, UNCLE JACK," SHE MURMURS. "I'D JUST LIKE TO TELL THEM ALL
what I think of Will's troubles."

"OH! CANDOR IS TO BE ADMIRED OF ALL THINGS," SAYS UNCLE JACK, AIRILY.
"STILL IT IS JUST AS WELL TO OBSERVE THE OLD ADAGE, 'BE SURE YOU'RE RIGHT,'
etc. Now I OWN TO BEING RATHER FOND OF BILL, DESPITE ALL THE WORRY HE HAS
given your mother, and all the bother he has been to me——"

"ALL THE WORRY THAT OTHERS HAVE GIVEN him, YOU OUGHT TO SAY, UNCLE
Jack."

"W-E-LL, HAR-D-LY. IT DIDN'T SEEM TO ME THAT THE CORPS, AS A RULE, THOUGHT
Billy the victim of persecution."

"They all tell me so, at least," is the indignant outburst.

"DO THEY, NAN? WELL, OF COURSE, THAT SETTLES IT. STILL, THERE WERE A FEW
WHO RELUCTANTLY ADMITTED HAVING OTHER VIEWS WHEN I PRESSED THEM
closely."

"Then they were no friends of Willy's, or mine either!"



"NOW, DO YOU KNOW, I THOUGHT JUST THE OTHER WAY? I THOUGHT ONE OF THEM,
ESPECIALLY, A VERY STANCH FRIEND OF BILLY'S AND YOURS, TOO, NAN, BUT BILLY
seems to consider advisers in the light of adversaries."

A MOMENT'S PAUSE. THEN, WITH CHEEKS STILL RED, AND PLUCKING AT THE
ROPE NETTING WITH NERVOUS FINGERS, MISS NAN ESSAYS A TENTATIVE. HER
eyes are downcast as she asks,—

"I suppose you mean Mr. Stanley?"

"The very man, Nanette; very much of a man to my thinking."

THE BRONZED SOLDIER STANDING NEAR CANNOT BUT HAVE HEARD THE NAME
and the words. His face takes on a glow and the black eyes kindle.

"MR. STANLEY WOULD NOT SAY TO me THAT WILLY IS TO BLAME," POUTS THE
maiden, and her little foot is beating impatiently tattoo on the deck.

"NEITHER WOULD I—JUST NOW—IF I WERE MR. STANLEY; BUT ALL THE SAME, HE
DECIDEDLY OPPOSED THE VIEW THAT MR. LEE WAS 'DOWN ON BILLY,' AS YOUR
mother seems to think."

"THAT'S BECAUSE MR. LEE IS TACTICAL OFFICER COMMANDING THE COMPANY,
AND MR. STANLEY IS CADET CAPTAIN. OH! I WILL TAKE HIM TO TASK IF HE HAS
been—been——"

BUT SHE DOES NOT FINISH. SHE HAS TURNED QUICKLY IN SPEAKING, HER HAND
CLUTCHING A LITTLE KNOT OF BELL BUTTONS HANGING BY A CHAIN AT THE FRONT OF
HER DRESS. SHE HAS TURNED JUST IN TIME TO CATCH A WARNING GLANCE IN
UNCLE JACK'S TWINKLING EYES, AND TO SEE A GRIM  SMILE LURKING UNDER THE
GRAY MOUSTACHE OF THE GENTLEMAN WITH THE LOYAL LEGION BUTTON WHO IS
LEADING AWAY THE TALL YOUNG LADY WITH THE DARK HAIR. IN ANOTHER MOMENT
THEY HAVE REJOINED THE THIRD MEMBER OF THEIR PARTY,—HE WHO FIRST
WITHDREW,—AND IT IS EVIDENT THAT SOMETHING HAS HAPPENED WHICH
GIVES THEM ALL MUCH AMUSEMENT. THEY ARE CHATTING EAGERLY TOGETHER,
LAUGHING NOT A LITTLE, ALTHOUGH THE LAUGHTER, LIKE THEIR WORDS, IS ENTIRELY



INAUDIBLE TO MISS NAN. BUT SHE FEELS A TWINGE OF INDIGNATION WHEN THE
TALL GIRL TURNS AND LOOKS DIRECTLY AT HER. THERE IS NOTHING UNKINDLY IN THE
GLANCE. THERE EVEN IS MERRIMENT IN THE DARK, HANDSOME EYES AND
LURKING AMONG THE DIMPLES AROUND THAT BEAUTIFUL MOUTH. WHY DID THOSE
EYES—SO HEAVILY FRINGED, SO THICKLY SHADED—SEEM TO HER FAMILIAR AS
OLD FRIENDS? NAN COULD HAVE VOWED SHE HAD SOMEWHERE MET THAT GIRL
BEFORE, AND NOW THAT GIRL WAS LAUGHING AT HER. NOT RUDELY, NOT
AGGRESSIVELY, TO BE SURE,—SHE HAD TURNED AWAY AGAIN THE INSTANT SHE
SAW THAT THE LITTLE MAIDEN'S EYES WERE UPON HER,—BUT ALL THE SAME,
SAID NAN TO HERSELF, SHE was LAUGHING. THEY WERE ALL LAUGHING, AND IT
MUST HAVE BEEN BECAUSE OF HER OUTSPOKEN DEFENCE OF BROTHER WILL
AND EQUALLY OUTSPOKEN DEFIANCE OF HIS PERSECUTORS. WHAT MADE IT
worse was that Uncle Jack was laughing too.

"Do you know who they are?" she demands, indignantly.

"NOT I, NAN," RESPONDS UNCLE JACK. "NEVER SAW THEM BEFORE IN MY LIFE,
BUT I WARRANT WE SEE THEM AGAIN, AND AT THE POINT, TOO. COME, CHILD.
THERE'S OUR BELL, AND WE MUST START FOR THE GANGWAY. YOUR MOTHER IS
HAILING US NOW. NEVER MIND THIS TIME, LITTLE  WOMAN," HE CONTINUES,
KINDLY, AS HE NOTES THE CLOUD ON HER BROW. "I DON'T THINK ANY HARM HAS
BEEN DONE, BUT IT IS JUST AS WELL NOT TO BE IMPETUOUS IN PUBLIC SPEECH.
Ah! I thought so. They are to get off here with us."

THREE MINUTES MORE AND A LITTLE STREAM OF PASSENGERS FLOWS OUT UPON
THE BROAD GOVERNMENT DOCK, AND, AS LUCK WOULD HAVE IT, UNCLE JACK
AND HIS CHARGES ARE JUST BEHIND THE TRIO IN WHICH, BY THIS TIME, MISS
NAN IS DEEPLY, IF NOT PAINFULLY, INTERESTED. A SOLDIER IN THE UNDRESS
UNIFORM OF A CORPORAL OF ARTILLERY HASTENS FORWARD AND, SALUTING,
STRETCHES FORTH HIS HAND TO TAKE THE SATCHEL CARRIED BY THE TALL MAN WITH
the brown moustache.

"THE LIEUTENANT'S CARRIAGE IS AT THE GATE," HE SAYS, WHEREAT UNCLE
JACK, WHO IS CONDUCTING HER MOTHER JUST IN FRONT, LOOKS BACK OVER HIS
shoulder and nods compassionately at Nan.



"HAS ANY DESPATCH BEEN SENT DOWN TO MEET COLONEL STANLEY?" SHE
HEARS THE TALL MAN INQUIRE, AND THIS TIME UNCLE JACK'S BACKWARD
glance is a combination of mischief and concern.

"NOTHING, SIR, AND THE ADJUTANT'S ORDERLY IS HERE NOW. THIS IS ALL HE
BROUGHT DOWN," AND THE CORPORAL HANDS TO THE INQUIRER A NOTE, THE
SUPERSCRIPTION OF WHICH THE YOUNG OFFICER QUICKLY SCANS; THEN TURNS
AND, WHILE HIS SOFT BROWN EYES LIGHT WITH KINDLY INTEREST AND HE BARES
his shapely head, accosts the lady on Uncle Jack's arm,—

"PARDON ME, MADAM. THIS NOTE MUST BE FOR YOU. MRS. MCKAY, IS IT
not?"

AND AS HER MOTHER SMILES HER THANKS AND THE OTHERS  TURN AWAY, NAN'S
EAGER EYES CATCH SIGHT OF WILL'S WELL-KNOWN WRITING. MRS. MCKAY
RAPIDLY READS IT AS UNCLE JACK IS BESTOWING BAGS AND BUNDLES IN THE
OMNIBUS AND FEEING THE ACCEPTIVE PORTER, WHO NOW RUSHES BACK TO THE
boat in the nick of time.



"AWFUL SORRY I CAN'T GET UP TO THE HOTEL TO SEE YOU," SAYS THE
NOTE, DOLOROUSLY, BUT BY NO MEANS UNEXPECTEDLY. "I'M IN
CONFINEMENT AND CAN'T GET A PERMIT. COME TO THE OFFICER-IN-
CHARGE'S OFFICE RIGHT AFTER SUPPER, AND HE'LL LET ME SEE YOU
THERE AWHILE. STANLEY'S OFFICER OF THE DAY, AND HE'LL BE THERE
to show the way. In haste,

WILL."

"NOW isn't THAT POOR WILLY'S LUCK EVERY TIME!" EXCLAIMS MISS NAN, HER
BLUE EYES THREATENING TO FILL WITH TEARS. "I do THINK THEY MIGHT LET HIM OFF
the day we get here."

"UNQUESTIONABLY," ANSWERS UNCLE JACK, WITH GREAT GRAVITY, AS HE
ASSISTS THE LADIES INTO THE YELLOW OMNIBUS. "YOU DULY NOTIFIED THE
superintendent of your impending arrival, I suppose?"

MRS. MCKAY SMILES QUIETLY. HERS IS A SWEET AND GENTLE FACE, LINED WITH
MANY A TRACE OF CARE AND ANXIETY. HER BROTHER'S WHIMSICAL WAYS ARE
OLD ACQUAINTANCES, AND SHE KNOWS HOW TO TREAT THEM; BUT NAN IS
young, impulsive, and easily teased. She flares up instantly.

"OF COURSE WE didn't, UNCLE JACK; HOW UTTERLY ABSURD IT WOULD SOUND!
BUT WILLY KNEW WE WERE COMING, AND he MUST HAVE TOLD HIM WHEN HE
asked for his permit, and it does seem too hard that he was refused."

"HEARTLESS IN THE LAST DEGREE," SAYS UNCLE JACK, SYMPATHETICALLY, BUT
WITH THE SAME SUGGESTIVE DRAWL. "YONDER GO THE FATHER AND SISTER OF
THE YOUNG GENTLEMAN WHOM YOU ANNOUNCED YOUR INTENTION TO CASTIGATE
BECAUSE HE DIDN'T AGREE THAT BILLY WAS BEING ABUSED, NAN. YOU WILL
HAVE A CHANCE THIS VERY EVENING, WON'T YOU? HE'S OFFICER OF THE DAY,
ACCORDING TO BILLY'S NOTE, AND CAN'T ESCAPE. YOU'LL HAVE WOUND UP THE
WHOLE FAMILY BY TATTOO. QUITE A GOOD DAY'S WORK. BILLY'S OPPOSERS WILL
DO WELL TO TAKE WARNING AND KEEP OUT OF THE WAY HEREAFTER," HE
CONTINUES, TEASINGLY. "OH—AH— corporal!" HE CALLS, "WHO WAS THE



CONTINUES, TEASINGLY. "OH—AH— corporal!" HE CALLS, "WHO WAS THE
YOUNG OFFICER WHO JUST DROVE OFF IN THE CARRIAGE WITH THE LADY AND
gentleman?"

"That was Lieutenant Lee, sir."

UNCLE JACK TURNS AND CONTEMPLATES HIS NIECE WITH AN EXPRESSION OF
THE LIVELIEST ADMIRATION. "'PON MY WORD, MISS NAN, YOU ARE A MOST
COMPREHENSIVE YOUNG PERSON. YOU'VE INDEED LET NO GUILTY MAN
escape."



CHAPTER II.



A CADET SCAPEGRACE.
THE EVENING THAT OPENED SO CLEAR AND SUNSHINY HAS CLOUDED RAPIDLY
OVER. EVEN AS THE FOUR GRAY COMPANIES COME "TROTTING" IN FROM
PARADE, AND, WITH THE EASE OF LONG HABIT, QUICKLY FORMING LINE IN THE
BARRACK AREA, SOME HEAVY RAIN-DROPS BEGIN TO FALL; THE DRUM-MAJOR
HAS HURRIED HIS BAND AWAY; THE CROWD OF SPECTATORS, UNUSUALLY LARGE
FOR SO EARLY IN THE SEASON, SCATTERS  FOR SHELTER; UMBRELLAS POP UP HERE
AND THERE UNDER THE BEAUTIFUL TREES ALONG THE WESTERN ROADWAY; THE
ADJUTANT RUSHES THROUGH "DELINQUENCY LIST" IN A STYLE DISTINGUISHABLE
ONLY TO HIS STOLID, SILENT AUDIENCE STANDING IMMOVABLY BEFORE HIM,—A
LONG PERSPECTIVE OF GRAY UNIFORMS AND GLISTENING WHITE BELTS. THE
FATEFUL BOOK IS CLOSED WITH A SNAP, AND THE ECHOING WALLS RING TO THE
QUICK COMMANDS OF THE FIRST SERGEANTS, AT WHICH THE BAYONETS ARE
struck from the rifle-barrels, and the long line bursts into a living torrent
sweeping into the hall-ways to escape the coming shower.

WHEN THE BATTALION REAPPEARS, A FEW MOMENTS LATER, EVERY MAN IS IN
HIS OVERCOAT, AND HERE AND THERE LITTLE KNOTS OF UPPER CLASSMEN GATHER,
and there is eager and excited talk.

A SOLDIERLY, DARK-EYED YOUNG FELLOW, WITH THE RED SASH OF THE OFFICER OF
THE DAY OVER HIS SHOULDER, COMES BRISKLY OUT OF THE HALL OF THE FOURTH
DIVISION. THE CHEVRONS OF A CADET CAPTAIN ARE GLISTENING ON HIS ARM,
AND HE ALONE HAS NOT DONNED THE GRAY OVERCOAT, ALTHOUGH HE HAS
DISCARDED THE PLUMED SHAKO IN DEFERENCE TO THE COMING STORM; YET HE
HARDLY SEEMS TO NOTICE THE DOWNPOUR OF THE RAIN; HIS FACE IS GRAVE AND
HIS LIPS SET AND COMPRESSED AS HE RAPIDLY MAKES HIS WAY THROUGH THE
groups awaiting the signal to "fall in" for supper.

"STANLEY! O STANLEY!" IS THE HAIL FROM A KNOT OF CLASSMATES, AND HE



halts and looks about as two or three of the party hasten after him.

"What does Billy say about it?" is the eager inquiry.

"Nothing—new."

"Well, that report as good as finds him on demerit, doesn't it?"

"The next thing to it; though he has been as close to the brink before."

"BUT—GREAT SCOTT! HE HAS TWO WEEKS YET TO RUN; AND BILLY MCKAY CAN
NO MORE LIVE TWO WEEKS WITHOUT DEMERIT THAN PATSY, HERE, WITHOUT
'spooning.'"

MR. STANLEY'S EYES LOOK TIRED AS HE GLANCES UP FROM UNDER THE VISOR OF
HIS FORAGE CAP. HE IS NOT AS TALL BY HALF A HEAD AS THE YOUNG SOLDIERS
by whom he is surrounded.

"WE WERE TALKING OF HIS CHANCES AT DINNER-TIME," HE SAYS, GRAVELY.
"BILLY NEVER MENTIONED THIS BREAK OF HIS YESTERDAY, AND WAS SURPRISED
TO HEAR THE REPORT READ OUT TO-NIGHT. I BELIEVE HE HAD FORGOTTEN THE
whole thing."

"Who 'skinned' him?—Lee? He was there."

"I DON'T KNOW; MCKAY SAYS SO, BUT THERE WERE SEVERAL OFFICERS OVER
THERE AT THE TIME. IT IS A REPORT HE CANNOT GET OFF, AND IT COMES AT A
most unlucky moment."

WITH THIS REMARK MR. STANLEY TURNS AWAY AND GOES STRIDING THROUGH THE
crowded area towards the guard-house. Another moment and there is
SUDDEN DRUM-BEAT; THE GRAY OVERCOATS LEAP INTO RANKS; THE SUBJECT OF
THE RECENT DISCUSSION—A JAUNTY YOUNG FELLOW WITH LAUGHING BLUE EYES
—COMES TEARING OUT OF THE FOURTH DIVISION JUST IN TIME TO AVOID A "LATE,"
AND THE CLAMOR OF TENSCORE VOICES GIVES PLACE TO SILENCE BROKEN ONLY
BY THE RAPID CALLING OF THE ROLLS AND THE PROMPT "HERE"—"HERE," IN
response.



IF EVER THERE WAS A PET IN THE CORPS OF CADETS HE LIVED IN THE PERSON OF
BILLY MCKAY. BRIGHT AS ONE OF HIS OWN BUTTONS; JOVIAL, GENEROUS,
IMPULSIVE; HE  HAD ONLY ONE ENEMY IN THE BATTALION,—AND THAT ONE, AS
HE HAD BEEN FREQUENTLY TOLD, WAS HIMSELF. THIS, HOWEVER, WAS A MATTER
WHICH HE COULD NOT AT ALL BE INDUCED TO BELIEVE. OF THE ACADEMIC
BOARD IN GENERAL, OF HIS INSTRUCTORS IN LARGE MEASURE, BUT OF THE FOUR OR
FIVE ILL-STARRED SOLDIERS KNOWN AS "TACTICAL OFFICERS" IN PARTICULAR, MR.
MCKAY ENTERTAINED VERY DECIDED AND MOST UNFLATTERING OPINIONS. HE
HAD WON HIS CADETSHIP THROUGH RIGID COMPETITIVE EXAMINATION AGAINST
ALL COMERS; HE WAS A NATURAL MATHEMATICIAN OF WHOM A PROFESSOR HAD
said that he "could stand in the fives and wouldn't stand in the forties;"
YEARS OF HIS BOYHOOD SPENT IN FRANCE HAD MADE HIM MASTER OF THE
COLLOQUIAL FORMS OF THE COURT LANGUAGE OF EUROPE, YET A DOZEN
CLASSMATES WHO HAD NEVER SEEN A FRENCH VERB BEFORE THEIR
ADMISSION STOOD ABOVE HIM AT THE END OF THE FIRST TERM. HE HAD GONE
TO THE FIRST SECTION LIKE A ROCKET AND SETTLED TO THE BOTTOM OF IT LIKE A
STICK. NO SUBJECT IN THE COURSE WAS REALLY HARD TO HIM, HIS NATURAL
APTITUDE ENABLING HIM TO TRIUMPH OVER THE TOUGHEST PROBLEMS. YET HE
HATED WORK, AND WOULD OFTEN FACE ABOUT WITH AN EMPTY BLACK-BOARD
AND TAKE A ZERO AND A REPORT FOR NEGLECT OF STUDIES THAT HALF AN HOUR'S
APPLICATION WOULD HAVE RENDERED IMPOSSIBLE. CLASSMATES WHO SAW
IMPENDING DANGER WOULD FREQUENTLY MAKE STOLEN VISITS TO HIS ROOM
TOWARDS THE CLOSE OF THE TERM AND PROFESS TO BE BAFFLED BY THE LESSON
FOR THE MORROW, AND BILLY WOULD PROMPTLY KNOCK THE ASHES OUT OF THE
PIPE HE WAS SMOKING CONTRARY TO REGULATIONS AND LAY ASIDE THE GUITAR
ON WHICH HE HAD BEEN SOFTLY STRUMMING—ALSO CONTRARY TO REGULATIONS;
WOULD PICK UP THE NEGLECTED CALCULUS OR MECHANICS; GET INTERESTED  IN
THE WORK OF EXPLANATION, AND END BY HAVING LEARNED THE LESSON IN SPITE
OF HIMSELF. THIS WAS TOO GOOD A JOKE TO BE KEPT A SECRET, AND BY THE
TIME THE LAST YEAR CAME BILLY HAD FOUND IT ALL OUT AND REFUSED TO BE
longer hoodwinked.

THERE WAS NEVER THE FAINTEST DANGER OF HIS BEING FOUND DEFICIENT IN



STUDIES, BUT THERE WAS EVER THE GLARING PROSPECT OF HIS BEING
DISCHARGED "ON DEMERIT." MR. MCKAY AND THE REGULATIONS OF THE UNITED
States Military Academy had been at loggerheads from the start.

AND YET, FRANK, JOLLY, AND GENEROUS AS HE WAS IN ALL INTERCOURSE WITH HIS
COMRADES, THERE WAS NEVER A TIME WHEN THIS YOUNG GENTLEMAN COULD
BE BROUGHT TO SEE THAT IN SUCH MATTERS HE WAS THE ARBITER OF HIS OWN
DESTINY. LIKE THE IRISHMAN WHOSE FIRST ANNOUNCEMENT ON SETTING FOOT
ON AMERICAN SOIL WAS THAT HE WAS "AGIN THE GOVERNMENT," BILLY MCKAY
BELIEVED THAT REGULATIONS WERE MADE ONLY TO OPPRESS; THAT THE MEN
WHO DRAFTED SUCH A CODE WERE IDIOTS, AND THAT THOSE WHOSE DUTY IT
BECAME TO ENFORCE IT WERE SIMPLY SPIES AND TYRANTS, RESISTANCE TO
WHOM WAS INNATE VIRTUE. HE WAS FOREVER IGNORING OR VIOLATING SOME
WRITTEN OR UNWRITTEN LAW OF THE ACADEMY; WAS FREQUENTLY BEING CAUGHT
IN THE ACT, AND WAS INVARIABLY READY TO ATTRIBUTE THE RESULTANT REPORT TO
ILL LUCK WHICH PURSUED NO ONE ELSE, OR TO A DELIBERATE PERSECUTION
WHICH FOLLOWED HIM FOREVER. EVERY SIX MONTHS HE HAD BEEN ON THE
VERGE OF DISMISSAL, AND NOW, A FORTNIGHT FROM THE FINAL EXAMINATION,
WITH A MARGIN OF ONLY SIX DEMERIT TO RUN ON, MR. BILLY MCKAY HAD JUST
BEEN READ OUT IN THE DAILY LIST OF CULPRITS OR VICTIMS AS "SHOUTING FROM
window OF BARRACKS TO CADETS IN AREA DURING STUDY HOURS,—THREE FORTY-
five and four P.M."

THERE WAS ABSOLUTELY NO EXCUSE FOR THIS PERFORMANCE. THE REGULATIONS
ENJOINED SILENCE AND ORDER IN BARRACKS DURING "CALL TO QUARTERS." IT HAD
BEEN RAINING A LITTLE, AND HE WAS IN HOPES THERE WOULD BE NO BATTALION
DRILL, IN WHICH EVENT HE WOULD VENTURE ON THROWING OFF HIS UNIFORM AND
SPREADING HIMSELF OUT ON HIS BED WITH A PIPE AND A NOVEL,—TWO THINGS
HE DEARLY LOVED. TEN MINUTES WOULD HAVE DECIDED THE QUESTION
LEGITIMATELY FOR HIM, BUT, BEING OF IMPATIENT TEMPERAMENT, HE COULD NOT
WAIT, AND, CATCHING SIGHT OF THE ADJUTANT AND THE SENIOR CAPTAIN COMING
FROM THE GUARD-HOUSE, MR. MCKAY SUNG OUT IN TONES FAMILIAR TO EVERY
man within ear-shot,—



"Hi, Jim! Is it battalion drill?"

THE ADJUTANT GLANCED QUICKLY UP,—A WARNING GLANCE AS HE COULD HAVE
SEEN,—MERELY SHOOK HIS HEAD, AND WENT RAPIDLY ON, WHILE HIS
COMRADE, THE CADET FIRST CAPTAIN, CLINCHED HIS FIST AT THE WINDOW AND
growled between his set teeth, "Be quiet, you idiot!"

But poor Billy persisted. Louder yet he called,—

"WELL—SAY—JIMMY! COME UP HERE AFTER FOUR O'CLOCK. I'LL BE IN
confinement, and can't come out. Want to see you."

AND THE WINDOWS OVER AT THE OFFICE OF THE COMMANDANT BEING WIDE
OPEN, AND THAT OFFICIAL BEING SEATED THERE IN CONSULTATION WITH THREE OR
FOUR OF HIS ASSISTANTS, AND AS MR. MCKAY'S VOICE WAS AS WELL KNOWN TO
THEM AS TO THE CORPS, THERE WAS NO ALTERNATIVE. THE COLONEL HIMSELF
"CONFOUNDED" THE YOUNG SCAMP FOR HIS RECKLESSNESS, AND DIRECTED A
report to be entered against him.

AND NOW, AS MR. STANLEY IS BETAKING HIMSELF TO HIS POST AT THE GUARD-
HOUSE, HIS HEART IS HEAVY WITHIN HIM BECAUSE OF THIS NEW LOAD ON HIS
comrade's shoulders.

"HOW ON EARTH COULD YOU HAVE BEEN SO CARELESS, BILLY?" HE HAD ASKED
HIM AS MCKAY, FUMING AND INDIGNANT, WAS THROWING OFF HIS
accoutrements in his room on the second floor.

"HOW'D I KNOW ANYBODY WAS OVER THERE?" WAS THE BOYISH REPLY. "IT'S
just a skin on suspicion anyhow. Lee couldn't have seen me, nor could
anybody else. I stood way back by the clothes-press."

"THERE'S NO SUSPICION ABOUT IT, BILLY. THERE ISN'T A MAN THAT WALKS THE
AREA THAT DOESN'T KNOW YOUR VOICE AS WELL AS HE DOES JIM PENNOCK'S.
CONFOUND IT! YOU'LL GET OVER THE LIMIT YET, MAN, AND BREAK YOUR—YOUR
mother's heart."

"OH, COME NOW, STAN! YOU'VE BEEN NAGGING ME EVER SINCE LAST CAMP.



WHY'N THUNDER CAN'T YOU SEE I'M DOING MY BEST? OTHER MEN DON'T ROW
ME AS YOU DO, OR STAND UP FOR THE 'TACKS.' I TELL YOU THAT FELLOW LEE
NEVER LOSES A CHANCE OF SKINNING ME: HE takes CHANCES, BY GAD, AND
I'LL MAKE HIS EYES POP OUT OF HIS HEAD WHEN HE READS WHAT I'VE GOT TO
say about it."

"YOU'RE TOO HOT FOR REASON NOW, MCKAY," SAID STANLEY, SADLY. "STEP OUT
OR YOU'LL GET A LATE FOR SUPPER. I'LL SEE YOU AFTER AWHILE. I GAVE THAT NOTE
TO THE ORDERLY, BY THE WAY, AND HE SAID HE'D TAKE IT DOWN TO THE DOCK
himself."

"MOTHER AND NAN WILL PROBABLY COME TO THE GUARD-HOUSE RIGHT AFTER
SUPPER. LOOK OUT FOR THEM FOR ME, WILL YOU, STAN, UNTIL OLD SNIPES GETS
there and sends for me?"

AND AS MR. STANLEY SHUT THE DOOR INSTANTLY AND WENT CLATTERING DOWN
THE IRON STAIRS, MR. MCKAY CAUGHT NO SIGN ON HIS FACE OF THE SUDDEN
flutter beneath that snugly-buttoned coat.

IT WAS NOTICED BY MORE THAN ONE OF THE LITTLE COTERIE AT HIS OWN TABLE
THAT THE OFFICER OF THE DAY HURRIED THROUGH HIS SUPPER AND LEFT THE MESS-
HALL LONG BEFORE THE COMMAND FOR THE FIRST COMPANY TO RISE. IT WAS A
MATTER WELL KNOWN TO EVERY MEMBER OF THE GRADUATING CLASS THAT,
ALMOST FROM THE DAY OF HER ARRIVAL DURING THE ENCAMPMENT OF THE
PREVIOUS SUMMER, PHIL STANLEY HAD BEEN A DEVOTED ADMIRER OF MISS
Nannie McKay. It was not at all to be wondered at.

WITHOUT BEING WHAT IS CALLED AN IDEAL BEAUTY, THERE WAS A FASCINATION
ABOUT THIS WINSOME LITTLE MAID WHICH FEW COULD RESIST. SHE HAD ALL HER
BROTHER'S IMPULSIVENESS, ALL HIS ENTHUSIASM, AND, IT MAY BE SAFELY
ASSERTED, ALL HIS ABIDING FAITH IN THE SACRED AND UNIMPEACHABLE
CHARACTER OF CADET FRIENDSHIPS. IF SHE POSSESSED A LITTLE STREAK OF
ROMANCE THAT WAS NOT DISCERNIBLE IN HIM, SHE MANAGED TO KEEP IT WELL
IN THE BACKGROUND; AND THOUGH SHE HAD HER FAVORITES IN THE CORPS, SHE
WAS SO FRANK AND CORDIAL AND JOYOUS IN HER MANNER TO ALL THAT IT WAS



IMPOSSIBLE TO SAY WHICH ONE, IF ANY, SHE REGARDED IN THE LIGHT OF A
LOVER. WHATEVER COMFORT HER GENTLE MOTHER MAY HAVE DERIVED FROM THIS
state of affairs, it was "hard lines on Stanley," as his classmates put it,
FOR THERE COULD BE LITTLE DOUBT THAT THE CAPTAIN OF THE COLOR COMPANY
was a sorely-smitten man.

HE WAS NOT WHAT IS COMMONLY CALLED A "POPULAR MAN" IN THE CORPS.
THE SON OF A CAVALRY OFFICER, REARED ON THE WIDE FRONTIER AND EDUCATED
ONLY IMPERFECTLY, HE  HAD NOT BEEN ABLE TO ENTER THE ACADEMY UNTIL
NEARLY TWENTY YEARS OF AGE, AND NOTHING BUT INDOMITABLE WILL AND
DILIGENCE HAD CARRIED HIM THROUGH THE DIFFICULTIES OF THE FIRST HALF OF THE
COURSE. IT WAS NOT UNTIL THE MIDDLE OF THE THIRD YEAR THAT THE CHEVRONS OF
A SERGEANT WERE AWARDED HIM, AND EVEN THEN THE BATTALION WAS TAKEN
BY SURPRISE. THERE WAS NO SURPRISE A FEW MONTHS LATER, HOWEVER, WHEN
HE WAS PROMOTED OVER A SCORE OF CLASSMATES AND MADE CAPTAIN OF
HIS COMPANY. IT WAS AN OPEN SECRET THAT THE COMMANDANT HAD SAID
THAT IF HE HAD IT ALL TO DO OVER AGAIN, MR. STANLEY WOULD BE MADE "FIRST
CAPTAIN,"—A RUMOR THAT BIG JOHN BURTON, THE ACTUAL INCUMBENT OF THAT
OFFICE, DID NOT AT ALL FANCY. STANLEY WAS "SQUARE" AND IMPARTIAL. HIS
COMPANY WAS IN ADMIRABLE DISCIPLINE, THOUGH MANY OF HIS CLASSMATES
GROWLED AND WISHED HE WERE NOT "SO CONFOUNDEDLY MILITARY." THE
SECOND CLASSMEN, ALWAYS THE MOST CRITICAL JUDGES OF THE QUALIFICATIONS
OF THEIR SENIORS, CONCEDED THAT HE WAS MORE SOLDIERLY THAN ANY MAN OF
HIS YEAR, BUT WERE UNANIMOUS IN THE OPINION THAT HE SHOULD SHOW MORE
DEFERENCE TO MEN OF THEIR STANDING IN THE CORPS. THE "YEARLINGS" SWORE
BY HIM IN ANY DISCUSSION AS TO THE RELATIVE MERITS OF THE FOUR CAPTAINS;
BUT WITH EQUAL ENERGY SWORE AT HIM WHEN CONTEMPLATING THAT FATEFUL
VOLUME KNOWN AS "THE SKIN BOOK." THE FOURTH CLASSMEN—THE
"PLEBES"—SIMPLY WORSHIPPED THE GROUND HE TROD ON, AND AS BETWEEN
GENERAL SHERMAN AND PHILIP STANLEY, IT IS SAFE TO SAY THESE
YOUNGSTERS WOULD HAVE DETERMINED ON THE LATTER AS THE MORE SUITABLE
CANDIDATE FOR THE OFFICE OF GENERAL-IN-CHIEF. OF COURSE THEY ADMIRED
THE ADJUTANT,—THE PLEBES ALWAYS DO THAT,—AND NOT INFREQUENTLY TO THE
EXCLUSION OF THE  OTHER CADET OFFICERS; BUT THERE WAS SOMETHING GRAND,



TO THEM, ABOUT THIS DARK-EYED, DARK-FACED, DIGNIFIED CAPTAIN WHO
NEVER STOOPED TO TRIFLE WITH THEM; WAS ALWAYS SO PRECISE AND
COURTEOUS, AND YET SO IMMEASURABLY DISTANT. THEY WERE TEN TIMES
MORE AFRAID OF HIM THAN THEY HAD BEEN OF LIEUTENANT ROLFE, WHO WAS
THEIR "TACK" DURING CAMP, OR OF THE GREAT, HANDSOME, KINDLY-VOICED
DRAGOON WHO SUCCEEDED HIM, LIEUTENANT LEE, OF THE —TH CAVALRY.
THEY APPROVED OF THIS LATTER GENTLEMAN BECAUSE HE BELONGED TO THE
REGIMENT OF WHICH MR. STANLEY'S FATHER WAS LIEUTENANT-COLONEL, AND TO
WHICH IT WAS UNDERSTOOD MR. STANLEY WAS TO BE ASSIGNED ON HIS
GRADUATION. WHAT THEY COULD NOT AT ALL UNDERSTAND WAS THAT, ONCE
GRADUATED, MR. STANLEY COULD STEP DOWN FROM HIS HIGH POSITION IN THE
BATTALION OF CADETS AND BECOME A MERE FILE-CLOSER. YES. STANLEY WAS
TOO STRICT AND SOLDIERLY TO COMMAND THAT DECIDEDLY EPHEMERAL TRIBUTE
KNOWN AS "POPULARITY," BUT NO MAN IN THE CORPS OF CADETS WAS MORE
THOROUGHLY RESPECTED. IF THERE WERE FLAWS IN THE ARMOR OF HIS PERSONAL
CHARACTER THEY WERE NOT SUCH AS TO BE VIGOROUSLY PRODDED BY HIS
COMRADES. HE HAD FIRM FRIENDS,—DEVOTED FRIENDS, WHO GREW TO HONOR
AND TRUST HIM MORE WITH EVERY YEAR; BUT, STRONG THOUGH THEY KNEW HIM
TO BE, HE HAD FOUND HIS CONQUEROR. THERE WAS A STORY IN THE FIRST CLASS
THAT IN STANLEY'S OLD LEATHER WRITING-CASE WAS A SORT OF SECRET
COMPARTMENT, AND IN THIS COMPARTMENT WAS TREASURED "A KNOT OF
RIBBON BLUE" THAT HAD BEEN WORN LAST SUMMER CLOSE UNDER THE DIMPLED
white chin of pretty Nannie McKay.

AND NOW ON THIS MOIST MAY EVENING AS HE HASTENS BACK TO BARRACKS,
MR. STANLEY SPIES A LITTLE GROUP STAND ING IN FRONT OF THE GUARD-HOUSE.
LIEUTENANT LEE IS THERE,—IN HIS UNIFORM NOW,—AND WITH HIM ARE THE
TALL GIRL IN THE SIMPLE TRAVELLING-DRESS, AND THE TRIM, WIRY, GRAY-
MOUSTACHED SOLDIER WHOM WE SAW ON THE BOAT. THE RAIN IS FALLING
STEADILY, WHICH ACCOUNTS FOR AND POSSIBLY EXCUSES MR. LEE'S RETENTION
OF THE YOUNG LADY'S ARM IN HIS AS HE HOLDS THE UMBRELLA OVER BOTH; BUT
THE COLONEL NO SOONER CATCHES SIGHT OF THE OFFICER OF THE DAY THAN HIS
OWN UMBRELLA IS CAST ASIDE, AND WITH LIGHT, EAGER, BUOYANT STEPS,
FATHER AND SON HASTEN TO MEET EACH OTHER. IN AN INSTANT THEIR HANDS ARE



CLASPED,—BOTH HANDS,—AND THROUGH MOISTENING EYES THE VETERAN OF
YEARS OF SERVICE AND THE BOY IN WHOM HIS HOPES ARE CENTRED GAZE INTO
each other's faces.

"Phil,—my son!"

"Father!"

NO OTHER WORDS. IT IS THE FIRST MEETING IN TWO LONG YEARS. THE AREA IS
DESERTED SAVE BY THE SMILING PAIR WATCHING FROM UNDER THE DRIPPING
UMBRELLA WITH EYES NEARLY AS MOIST AS THE SKIES. THERE IS NO ONE TO
COMMENT OR TO SCOFF. IN THE FATHER'S HEART, MINGLING WITH THE DEEP JOY AT
THIS REUNION WITH HIS SON, THERE WELLS UP SUDDEN, IRREPRESSIBLE SORROW.
"AH, GOD!" HE THINKS. "COULD HIS MOTHER BUT HAVE LIVED TO SEE HIM
NOW!" PERHAPS PHILIP READS IT ALL IN THE STRONG YET TREMULOUS CLASP OF
THOSE SINEWY BROWN HANDS, BUT FOR THE MOMENT NEITHER SPEAKS AGAIN.
THERE ARE SOME JOYS SO DEEP, SOME HEART LONGINGS SO OVERPOWERING,
THAT MANY A MAN IS FORCED TO SILENCE, OR TO A LEVITY OF MANNER WHICH IS
UTTERLY REPUGNANT TO HIM, IN THE EFFORT TO CONCEAL FROM THE WORLD THE
TUMULT OF EMOTION THAT SO NEARLY MAKES HIM WEEP. WHO THAT HAS READ
that inimitable page will EVER FORGET THE MEETING OF THAT GENIAL SIRE AND
GALLANT SON IN THE GRIMY OLD RAILWAY CAR FILLED WITH THE WOUNDED FROM
Antietam, in Doctor Holmes's "My Search for the Captain?"

WHEN PHIL STANLEY, STILL CLINGING TO HIS FATHER'S HAND, TURNS TO GREET HIS
SISTER AND HER HANDSOME ESCORT, HE IS SUDDENLY AWARE OF ANOTHER
GROUP THAT HAS ENTERED THE AREA. TWO LADIES, MARSHALLED BY HIS
CLASSMATE, MR. PENNOCK, ARE ALMOST AT HIS SIDE, AND ONE OF THEM IS
the blue-eyed girl he loves.



CHAPTER III.



AMANTIUM IRÆ.
LOVELY AS IS WEST POINT IN MAY, IT IS HARDLY THE BEST TIME FOR A VISIT
THERE IF ONE'S OBJECT BE TO SEE THE CADETS. FROM EARLY MORN UNTIL LATE AT
NIGHT EVERY HOUR IS TAKEN UP WITH DUTIES, ACADEMIC OR MILITARY.
MOTHERS, SISTERS, AND SWEETHEARTS, WHOSE EYES SO EAGERLY FOLLOW THE
EVOLUTIONS OF THE GRAY RANKS, CAN ONLY HOPE FOR A FEW WORDS BETWEEN
DRILL AND DRESS PARADE, OR ELSE IN THE SHORTEST HALF-HOUR IN ALL THE WORLD,
—THAT WHICH INTERVENES 'TWIXT SUPPER AND EVENING "CALL TO QUARTERS."
THAT MISS NANNIE MCKAY SHOULD MAKE FREQUENT AND UNFAVORABLE
COMMENT ON THIS STATE OF AFFAIRS GOES WITHOUT SAYING; YET, HAD SHE
BEEN ENABLED TO SEE HER BELOVED BROTHER BUT ONCE A MONTH AND HER
CADET FRIENDS AT INTERVALS ALMOST AS RARE, THAT INCOMPREHENSIBLE YOUNG
damsel would have preferred the Point to any other place in the world.

IT WAS NOW TEN DAYS SINCE HER ARRIVAL, AND SHE HAD HAD PERHAPS THREE
CHATS WITH WILLY, WHO, LUCKILY FOR HIM, THOUGH HE COULD NOT REALIZE IT,
WAS SPENDING MOST OF HIS TIME "CONFINED TO QUARTERS," AND
CONSEQUENTLY OUT OF MUCH OF THE TEMPTATION HE WOULD OTHERWISE HAVE
BEEN IN. MRS. MCKAY HAD BEEN ABLE TO SEE VERY LITTLE MORE OF THE
YOUNG MAN, BUT SHE HAD THE PRAYERFUL CONSOLATION THAT IF HE COULD ONLY
BE KEPT OUT OF MISCHIEF A FEW DAYS LONGER HE WOULD THEN BE THROUGH
WITH IT ALL, OUT OF DANGER OF DISMISSAL, ACTUALLY GRADUATED, AND ONCE
more her own boy to monopolize as she chose.

IT TAKES MOST MOTHERS A LONG, LONG TIME TO BECOME RECONCILED TO THE
COMPLETE USURPATION OF ALL THEIR FORMER RIGHTS BY THIS NEW PARENT WHOM
THEIR BOYS ARE BOUND TO SERVE,—THIS ANYTHING BUT Alma MATER,—THE
WAR SCHOOL OF THE NATION. AS FOR MISS NAN, THOUGH SHE MADE IT A POINT
TO DECLAIM VIGOROUSLY AT THE FATES THAT PREVENTED HER SEEING MORE OF
HER BROTHER, IT WAS WONDERFUL HOW WELL SHE LOOKED AND IN WHAT BLITHE



SPIRITS SHE SPENT HER DAYS. REGULARLY AS THE SUN CAME AROUND, BEFORE
GUARD-MOUNT IN THE MORNING AND RIGHT AFTER SUPPER IN THE EVENING, SHE
WAS SURE TO BE ON THE SOUTH PIAZZA OF THE OLD HOTEL, AND WHEN
PRESENTLY THE CADET UNIFORMS BEGAN TO APPEAR AT THE HEDGE, SHE, AND
OTHERS, WOULD GO TRIPPING LIGHTLY DOWN THE PATH TO MEET THE WEARERS,
AND THEN WOULD FOLLOW THE HALF-HOUR'S WALK AND CHAT IN WHICH SHE FOUND
SUCH INFINITE DELIGHT. SO, TOO, COULD MR. STANLEY, HAD HE BEEN ABLE TO
APPEAR AS HER ESCORT ON ALL OCCASIONS; BUT DESPITE HIS STRONG
PERSONAL INCLINATION AND EFFORT, THIS WAS BY NO MEANS THE CASE. THE
LITTLE LADY WAS SINGULARLY IMPARTIAL IN THE  DISTRIBUTION OF HER TIME, AND
ONLY BY BEING FIRST APPLICANT HAD HE SECURED TO HIMSELF THE ONE LONG
AFTERNOON THAT HAD YET BEEN VOUCHSAFED THEM,—THE CADET HALF-HOLIDAY
of Saturday.

BUT IF MISS NAN FOUND TIME HANGING HEAVILY ON HER HANDS AT OTHER
HOURS OF THE DAY, THERE WAS ONE YOUNG LADY AT THE HOTEL WHO DID NOT,—
A YOUNG LADY WHOM, BY THIS TIME, SHE REGARDED WITH CONSTANTLY
deepening interest,—Miriam Stanley.

OTHER GIRLS, YOUNGER GIRLS, WHO HAD FOUND THEIR IDEALS IN THE CADET GRAY,
were compelled to spend hours of the twenty-four in waiting for the too
brief half-HOUR IN WHICH IT WAS POSSIBLE TO MEET THEM; BUT MISS STANLEY
WAS VERY DIFFERENTLY SITUATED. IT WAS HER FIRST VISIT TO THE POINT. SHE MET,
AND WAS GLAD TO MEET, ALL PHILIP'S FRIENDS AND COMRADES; BUT IT WAS
PLAINLY TO BE SEEN, SAID ALL THE GIRLS AT CRANEY'S, THAT BETWEEN HER AND
THE TALL CAVALRY OFFICER WHOM THEY BEST KNEW THROUGH CADET
DESCRIPTIONS, THERE EXISTED WHAT THEY TERMED AN "UNDERSTANDING," IF
not an engagement. Every day, when not prevented by duties, Mr. Lee
WOULD COME STALKING UP FROM BARRACKS, AND PRESENTLY AWAY THEY WOULD
STROLL TOGETHER,—A SINGULARLY HANDSOME PAIR, AS EVERY ONE ADMITTED.
ONE MORNING SOON AFTER THE STANLEYS' ARRIVAL HE APPEARED IN SADDLE
ON HIS STYLISH BAY, ACCOMPANIED BY AN ORDERLY LEADING ANOTHER HORSE,
SIDE-SADDLED; AND THEN, AS BY COMMON IMPULSE, ALL THE GIRLS
PROMENADING THE PIAZZAS, AS WAS THEIR WONT, WITH ARMS ENTWINING



EACH OTHER'S WAISTS, CAME FLOCKING ABOUT THE SOUTH STEPS. WHEN MISS
STANLEY APPEARED IN HER RIDING-HABIT AND WAS QUICKLY SWUNG UP INTO
SADDLE BY HER CAVALIER, AND THEN, WITH A BRIGHT NOD AND SMILE FOR  THE
ENTIRE GROUP, SHE GATHERED THE REINS IN HER PRACTISED HAND AND RODE
BRISKLY AWAY, THE SENTIMENTS OF THE FAIR SPECTATORS WERE BEST
expressed, perhaps, in the remark of Miss McKay,—

"WHAT A SHAME IT IS THAT THE CADETS CAN'T RIDE! I MEAN CAN'T RIDE— that
WAY," SHE EXPLAINED, WITH SUGGESTIVE NOD OF HER CURLY HEAD TOWARDS
THE PAIR JUST TROTTING OUT UPON THE ROAD AROUND THE PLAIN. "THEY RIDE—
lots of them—better than most of the officers."

"MR. STANLEY FOR INSTANCE," SUGGESTS A MISCHIEVOUS LITTLE MINX WITH
hazel eyes and laughter-loving mouth.

"YES, MR. STANLEY, OR MR. PENNOCK, OR MR. BURTON, OR A DOZEN OTHERS I
COULD NAME, NOT EXCEPTING MY BROTHER," ANSWERS MISS NAN, STOUTLY,
ALTHOUGH THOSE READILY FLUSHING CHEEKS OF HERS PROMPTLY THROW OUT THEIR
SIGNALS OF PERTURBATION. "FANCY MR. LEE VAULTING OVER HIS HORSE AT THE
gallop as they do."

"AND YET MR. LEE HAS TAUGHT THEM SO MUCH MORE THAN OTHER
INSTRUCTORS. SEVERAL CADETS HAVE TOLD ME SO. HE ALWAYS DOES, FIRST,
EVERYTHING HE REQUIRES THEM TO DO; SO HE MUST BE ABLE TO MAKE THAT
vault."

"WILL DOESN'T SAY SO BY ANY MEANS," RETORTS NANNIE, WITH SOMETHING
VERY LIKE A POUT; AND AS WILL IS A PRIME FAVORITE WITH THE ENTIRE PARTY
AND THE CENTRE OF A WIDE CIRCLE OF INTEREST, SYMPATHY, AND ANXIETY IN
THOSE GIRLISH HEARTS, THEIR LOYALTY IS PROOF AGAINST OPINIONS THAT MAY NOT
COINCIDE WITH HIS. "MISS MISCHIEF" READS TEMPORARY DEFEAT IN THE CIRCLE
of bright faces and is stung to new effort,—

"WELL! THERE ARE CADETS WHOSE OPINIONS YOU VALUE QUITE AS MUCH AS
you do your brother's, Nannie, and they have told me."



"WHO?" CHALLENGES MISS NAN, YET WITH AVERTED FACE. THRICE OF LATE SHE
HAS DISAGREED WITH MR. STANLEY ABOUT WILLY'S TROUBLES; HAS SAID THINGS
TO HIM WHICH SHE WISHES SHE HAD LEFT UNSAID; AND FOR TWO DAYS NOW HE
HAS NOT SOUGHT HER SIDE AS HERETOFORE, THOUGH SHE KNOWS HE HAS BEEN
at the hotel to see his sister, and a little bird has told her he had a long
TALK WITH THIS SAME HAZEL-EYED GIRL. SHE WANTS TO KNOW MORE ABOUT IT,
—yet does not want to ask.

"Phil Stanley, for one," is the not unexpected answer.

SOMEBODY WHO APPEARS TO KNOW ALL ABOUT IT HAS WRITTEN THAT WHEN A
GIRL IS BEGINNING TO FEEL DEEP INTEREST IN A MAN SHE WILL SAY THINGS
DECIDEDLY DETRIMENTAL TO HIS CHARACTER SOLELY FOR THE PURPOSE OF HAVING
THEM DENIED AND FOR THE PLEASURE OF HEARING HIM DEFENDED. IS IT THIS
that prompts Miss McKay to retort?—

"MR. STANLEY CARES TOO LITTLE WHAT HIS CLASSMATES THINK, AND TOO MUCH
of what Mr. Lee may say or do."

"MR. STANLEY ISN'T THE ONLY ONE WHO THINKS A DEAL OF LIEUTENANT LEE," IS
THE SPIRITED ANSWER. "MR. BURTON SAYS HE IS THE MOST POPULAR TACTICAL
OFFICER HERE, AND MANY A CADET—GOOD FRIENDS OF YOUR BROTHER'S,
NANNIE—HAS SAID THE SAME THING. YOU DON'T LIKE HIM BECAUSE WILL
doesn't."

"I WOULDN'T LIKE OR RESPECT ANY OFFICER WHO REPORTS CADETS ON
SUSPICION," IS THE STOUT REPLY. "IF HE DID THAT TO ANY ONE ELSE I WOULD
despise it as much as I do because Willy is the victim."

THE DISCUSSION IS WAXING HOT. "MISS MISCHIEF'S" BLOOD IS UP. SHE LIKES
PHIL STANLEY; SHE LIKES MR.  LEE; SHE HAS HOSTS OF FRIENDS IN THE CORPS,
AND SHE IS JUST AS LOYAL AND QUITE AS PRONOUNCED IN HER VIEWS AS HER
LITTLE ADVERSARY. THEY ARE FOND OF EACH OTHER, TOO, AND WERE GREAT
CHUMS ALL THROUGH THE PREVIOUS SUMMER; BUT THERE IS DANGER OF A
quarrel to-day.



"I DON'T THINK YOU ARE JUST IN THAT MATTER AT ALL, NANNIE. I HAVE HEARD
cadets say that if they had been in Mr. Lee's place or on officer-of-the-
DAY DUTY THEY WOULD HAVE HAD TO GIVE WILL THAT REPORT YOU TAKE SO MUCH
TO HEART. EVERYBODY KNOWS HIS VOICE. HALF THE CORPS HEARD HIM CALL OUT
to Mr. Pennock."

"I don't believe a single cadet who's a friend of Will's would say such a
thing," bursts in Miss Nan, her eyes blazing.

"He is a friend, and a warm friend, too."

"You said there were several, Kitty, and I don't believe it possible."

"WELL. THERE WERE TWO OR THREE. IF YOU DON'T BELIEVE IT, YOU CAN ASK MR.
Stanley. He said it, and the others agreed."

FANCY THE MOOD IN WHICH SHE MEETS HIM THIS PARTICULAR EVENING, WHEN
HIS CARD WAS BROUGHT TO HER DOOR. TWICE HAS "MISS MISCHIEF" ESSAYED
TO ENTER THE ROOM AND "MAKE UP." CONSCIENCE HAS BEEN TELLING HER
savagely that in the impulse and sting of the moment she has given an
UNFAIR COLORING TO THE WHOLE MATTER. MR. STANLEY HAD VOLUNTEERED NO
SUCH REMARK AS THAT SHE SO VEHEMENTLY QUOTED. ASKED POINT BLANK
WHETHER HE CONSIDERED AS GIVEN "ON SUSPICION" THE REPORT WHICH MRS.
MCKAY AND NANNIE SO RESENTED, HE REPLIED THAT HE DID NOT; AND, WHEN
FURTHER PRESSED, HE SAID THAT WILL ALONE WAS BLAMABLE IN THE MATTER:
Mr. LEE HAD NO ALTERNATIVE, IF IT WAS MR. LEE WHO GAVE THE REPORT, AND
ANY OTHER OFFICER WOULD HAVE BEEN COMPELLED TO DO THE SAME. ALL THIS
"MISS MISCHIEF" WOULD GLADLY HAVE EXPLAINED TO NANNIE COULD SHE
HAVE GAINED ADMISSION, BUT THE LATTER "HAD A SPLITTING HEADACHE," AND
begged to be excused.

IT HAS BEEN SUCH A LOVELY AFTERNOON. THE HALLS WERE FILLED WITH CADETS
"ON PERMIT," WHEN SHE CAME OUT FROM THE DINING-ROOM, BUT NOTHING BUT
ILL-LUCK SEEMED TO ATTEND HER. THE YOUNG GENTLEMAN WHO HAD INVITED
HER TO WALK TO FORT PUTNAM, MOST PROVOKINGLY TWISTED AN ANKLE AT



CAVALRY DRILL THAT VERY MORNING, AND WAS SENT TO HOSPITAL. Now, IF MR.
STANLEY WERE ALL DEVOTION, HE WOULD PROMPTLY TENDER HIS SERVICES AS
SUBSTITUTE. THEN SHE COULD TAKE HIM TO TASK AND PUNISH HIM FOR HIS
DISLOYALTY TO WILL. BUT MR. STANLEY WAS NOT TO BE SEEN: "GONE OFF WITH
ANOTHER GIRL," WAS THE ANNOUNCEMENT MADE TO HER BY MR. WERRICK, A
YOUTH WHO DEARLY LOVED A JOKE, AND WHO SAW NO NEED OF EXPLAINING
THAT THE OTHER GIRL WAS HIS OWN SISTER. SORELY DISAPPOINTED, YET HARDLY
KNOWING WHY, SHE ACCEPTED HER MOTHER'S INVITATION TO GO WITH HER TO
THE BARRACKS WHERE WILL WAS PROMENADING THE AREA ON WHAT MR.
WERRICK CALLED "ONE OF HIS PERENNIAL PUNISHMENT TOURS." SHE WENT, OF
COURSE; BUT THE DISTANT SIGHT OF POOR WILL, DULY EQUIPPED AS A SENTRY,
DISMALLY TRAMPING UP AND DOWN THE ASPHALT, ADDED FUEL TO THE INWARD
FIRE THAT CONSUMED HER. THE MOTHER'S HEART, TOO, YEARNED OVER HER BOY,
—A VICTIM TO CRUEL REGULATIONS AND CRUELER TASK-MASTERS. "WHAT WAS
THE USE OF THE GOVERNMENT'S ENTICING YOUNG MEN AWAY FROM THEIR
COMFORTABLE HOMES," MRS. MCKAY HAD ONCE IN DIGNANTLY WRITTEN,
"UNLESS IT COULD MAKE THEM HAPPY?" IT WAS A QUESTION THE "TACTICAL
department" could not answer, but it thought volumes.

BUT NOW EVENING HAD COME, AND WITH IT MR. STANLEY'S CARD. NAN'S HEART
GAVE A BOUND, BUT SHE WENT DOWN-STAIRS WITH DUE DELIBERATION. SHE
had his card in her hand as she reached the hall, and was twisting it in
HER FINGERS. YES. THERE HE STOOD ON THE NORTH PIAZZA, PENNOCK WITH
HIM, AND ONE OR TWO OTHERS OF THE GRADUATING CLASS. THEY WERE
CHATTING LAUGHINGLY WITH MISS STANLEY, "MISS MISCHIEF," A BEVY OF GIRLS,
AND A MATRON OR TWO, BUT SHE KNEW WELL HIS EYES WOULD BE ON WATCH
FOR HER. THEY WERE. HE SAW HER INSTANTLY; BOWED, SMILED, BUT, TO HER
SURPRISE, CONTINUED HIS CONVERSATION WITH A LADY SEATED NEAR THE DOOR.
WHAT COULD IT MEAN? IRRESOLUTE SHE STOOD THERE A MOMENT, WAITING FOR
HIM TO COME FORWARD; BUT THOUGH SHE SAW THAT TWICE HIS EYES SOUGHT
HERS, HE WAS STILL BENDING COURTEOUSLY AND LISTENING TO THE VOLUBLE
WORDS OF THE SOMEWHAT ELDERLY DAME WHO CLAIMED HIS ATTENTION. NAN
BEGAN TO REBEL AGAINST THAT WOMAN FROM THE BOTTOM OF HER HEART. WHAT
WAS SHE TO DO? HERE WAS HIS CARD. IN RESPONSE SHE HAD COME DOWN



TO RECEIVE HIM. SHE MEANT TO BE VERY COOL FROM THE FIRST MOMENT; TO
PROVOKE HIM TO INQUIRY AS TO THE CAUSE OF SUCH UNUSUAL CONDUCT, AND
THEN TO UPBRAID HIM FOR HIS DISLOYALTY TO HER BROTHER. SHE CERTAINLY
MEANT THAT HE SHOULD FEEL THE WEIGHT OF HER DISPLEASURE; BUT THEN—
THEN—AFTER HE HAD BEEN MADE TO SUFFER, IF HE WAS PROPERLY CONTRITE,
AND SAID SO, AND LOOKED IT, AND BEGGED TO BE FORGIVEN, WHY THEN,
PERHAPS SHE MIGHT BE BROUGHT TO CONDONE IT IN A MEASURE AND BE
GOOD FRIENDS AGAIN. IT WAS CLEARLY  HIS DUTY, HOWEVER, TO COME AND
GREET HER, NOT HERS TO GO TO THE LAUGHING GROUP. THE OLD LADY WAS THE
ONLY ONE AMONG THEM WHOM SHE DID NOT KNOW,—A NEW ARRIVAL. JUST
THEN MISS STANLEY LOOKED ROUND, SAW HER, AND SIGNALLED SMILINGLY TO
HER TO COME AND JOIN THEM. SLOWLY SHE WALKED TOWARDS THE LITTLE PARTY,
still twirling the card in her taper fingers.

"Looking for anybody, Nan?" blithely hails "Miss Mischief." "Who is it?
I see you have his card."

FOR ONCE NANNIE'S VOICE FAILS HER, AND SHE KNOWS NOT WHAT TO SAY.
BEFORE SHE CAN FRAME AN ANSWER THERE IS A RUSTLE OF SKIRTS AND A LIGHT
FOOT-FALL BEHIND HER, AND SHE HEARS THE VOICE OF A GIRL WHOM SHE NEVER
has liked one bit.

"OH! YOU'RE HERE, ARE YOU, MR. STANLEY! WHY, I'VE BEEN WAITING AT LEAST
a quarter of an hour. Did you send up your card?"

"I did; full ten minutes ago. Was it not brought to your room?"

"NO, INDEED! I'VE BEEN SITTING THERE WRITING, AND ONLY CAME DOWN
BECAUSE I HAD PROMISED MR. FEARN THAT HE SHOULD HAVE TEN MINUTES,
AND IT IS NEARLY HIS TIME NOW. WHERE DO YOU SUPPOSE THEY COULD HAVE
sent it?"

POOR LITTLE NAN! IT HAS BEEN A HARD DAY FOR HER, BUT THIS IS JUST TOO MUCH.
SHE TURNS QUICKLY, AND, HARDLY KNOWING WHITHER SHE GOES, DODGES PAST
THE PARTY OF CADETS AND GIRLS NOW BLOCKING THE STAIRWAY AND PREVENTING



FLIGHT TO HER ROOM, HURRIES OUT THE SOUTH DOOR AND AROUND TO THE WEST
PIAZZA, AND THERE, LEANING AGAINST A PILLAR, IS STRIVING TO HIDE HER
blazing cheeks,—all in less than a minute.

STANLEY SEES THROUGH THE ENTIRE SITUATION WITH THE QUICK INTUITION OF A
LOVER. SHE HAS NOT TREATED HIM KINDLY OF LATE. SHE HAS BEEN CAPRICIOUS
AND UNJUST ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS, BUT THERE IS NO TIME TO THINK OF THAT
now. She is in distress, and that is more than enough for him.

"HERE COMES MR. FEARN HIMSELF TO CLAIM HIS WALK, SO I WILL GO AND FIND
OUT ABOUT THE CARD," HE SAYS, AND BLESSES THAT LITTLE RAT OF A BELL-BOY AS
he hastens away.

OUT ON THE PIAZZA HE FINDS HER ALONE, YET WITH HALF A DOZEN PEOPLE
HOVERING NIGH. THE HUSH OF TWILIGHT IS OVER THE BEAUTIFUL OLD POINT. THE
MOIST BREATH OF THE COMING NIGHT, COOL AND SWEET, FLOATS DOWN UPON
THEM FROM THE DEEP GORGES ON THE RUGGED FLANK OF CRO' NEST, AND
RISES FROM THE THICKLY LACING BRANCHES OF THE CEDARS ON THE RIVER-BANK
BELOW. A FLAWLESS MIRROR IN ITS GRAND AND REFLECTED FRAMEWORK OF CLIFF
AND CRAG AND BEETLING PRECIPICE, THE HUDSON STRETCHES AWAY
NORTHWARD UNRUFFLED BY THE FAINTEST CAT'S-PAW OF A BREEZE. FAR BEYOND
THE HUGE BLACK BATTLEMENTS OF STORM KING AND THE PURPLED SCAUR OF
BREAKNECK THE NIGHT LIGHTS OF THE DISTANT CITY ARE TWINKLING THROUGH THE
GATHERING DARKNESS, AND TINY DOTS OF SILVERY FLAME DOWN IN THE COOL
DEPTHS BENEATH THEM REFLECT THE FAINT GLIMMER FROM THE CLOUDLESS
heaven where—

"The sentinel stars set their watch in the sky."

THE HUSH OF THE SACRED HOUR HAS FALLEN ON EVERY LIP SAVE THOSE OF THE
MERRY PARTY IN THE HALL, WHERE LAUGH AND CHATTER AND FLARING GAS-LIGHT
BID DEFIANCE TO INFLUENCES SUCH AS HOLD THEIR SWAY OVER SOULS BROUGHT
face to face with Nature in this, her loveliest haunt on earth.

PHIL STANLEY'S HEART IS THROBBING AS HE STEPS QUICKLY TO HER SIDE. WELL,



INDEED, SHE KNOWS HIS FOOT-FALL; KNOWS HE IS COMING; ALMOST KNOWS
why HE COMES. SHE IS BURNING WITH A SENSE OF HUMILIATION, WOUNDED
PRIDE, MAIDENLY WRATH, AND DISPLEASURE. ALL DAY LONG EVERYTHING HAS
GONE AGLEY. COULD SHE BUT FLEE TO HER ROOM AND HIDE HER FLAMING
CHEEKS AND CRY HER HEART OUT, IT WOULD BE RELIEF INEXPRESSIBLE, BUT HER
RETREAT IS CUT OFF. SHE CANNOT ESCAPE. SHE CANNOT FACE THOSE KEEN-
EYED WATCHERS IN THE HALL-WAYS. OH! IT IS ALMOST MADDENING THAT SHE
SHOULD HAVE BEEN SO—SO FOOLED! EVERY ONE MUST KNOW SHE CAME
DOWN TO MEET PHIL STANLEY WHEN HIS CARD WAS MEANT FOR ANOTHER GIRL,
—THAT GIRL OF ALL OTHERS! ALL AFLAME WITH INDIGNATION AS SHE IS, SHE YET
means to freeze him if she can only control herself.

"MISS NANNIE," HE MURMURS, QUICK AND LOW, "I SEE THAT A BLUNDER HAS
BEEN MADE, BUT I DON'T BELIEVE THE OTHERS SAW IT. GIVE ME JUST A FEW
MINUTES. COME DOWN THE WALK WITH ME. I CANNOT TALK WITH YOU HERE—
NOW, AND THERE IS SO MUCH I WANT TO SAY." HE BENDS OVER HER
PLEADINGLY, BUT HER EYES ARE FIXED FAR AWAY UP THE DARK WOODED VALLEY
BEYOND THE WHITE SHAFTS OF THE CEMETERY, GLEAMING IN THE FIRST BEAMS
OF THE RISING MOON. SHE MAKES NO REPLY FOR A MOMENT. SHE DOES NOT
withdraw them when finally she answers, impressively,—

"THANK YOU, MR. STANLEY, BUT I MUST BE EXCUSED FROM INTERFERING WITH
your engagements."

"THERE IS NO ENGAGEMENT NOW," HE PROMPTLY REPLIES;  "AND I GREATLY
WANT TO SPEAK WITH YOU. HAVE YOU BEEN QUITE KIND TO ME OF LATE? HAVE
I not a right to know what has brought about the change?"

"YOU DO NOT SEEM TO HAVE SOUGHT OPPORTUNITY TO INQUIRE,"—VERY COOL
and dignified now.

"PARDON ME. THREE TIMES THIS WEEK I HAVE ASKED FOR A WALK, AND YOU
have had previous engagements."

SHE HAS TORN TO BITS AND THROWN AWAY THE CARD THAT WAS IN HER HAND.



NOW SHE IS TUGGING AT THE BUNCH OF BELL BUTTONS, EACH GRAVEN WITH THE
MONOGRAM OF SOME CADET FRIEND, THAT HANGS AS USUAL BY ITS TINY
GOLDEN CHAIN. SHE WANTS TO SAY THAT HE HAS FOUND SPEEDY CONSOLATION
IN THE SOCIETY OF "THAT OTHER GIRL" OF WHOM MR. WERRICK SPOKE, BUT NOT
for the world would she seem jealous.

"YOU COULD HAVE SEEN ME THIS AFTERNOON, HAD THERE BEEN ANY MATTERS
YOU WISHED EXPLAINED," SHE SAYS. "I PRESUME YOU WERE MORE
agreeably occupied."

"I FIND NO DELIGHT IN FORMAL VISITS," HE ANSWERS, QUIETLY; "BUT MY SISTER
wished to return calls and asked me to show her about the post."

THEN IT WAS HIS SISTER. NOT "THAT OTHER GIRL!" STILL SHE MUST NOT LET HIM
SEE IT MAKES HER GLAD. SHE NEEDS A PRETEXT FOR HER WRATH. SHE MUST
MAKE HIM FEEL IT IN SOME WAY. THIS IS NOT AT ALL IN ACCORDANCE WITH THE
MENTAL PRIVATE REHEARSALS SHE HAS BEEN HAVING. THERE IS STILL THAT
DIREFUL MATTER OF WILL'S REPORT FOR "SHOUTING FROM WINDOW OF BARRACKS,"
AND "MISS MISCHIEF'S" EQUALLY DIREFUL REPORT OF MR. STANLEY'S REMARKS
thereon.

"I thought you were a loyal friend of Willy's," she says, turning suddenly
upon him.

"I was—and am," he answers simply.

"AND YET I'M TOLD YOU SAID IT WAS ALL HIS OWN FAULT, AND THAT YOU YOURSELF
WOULD HAVE GIVEN HIM THE REPORT THAT SO NEARLY 'FOUND HIM ON DEMERIT.'
A report on suspicion, too," she adds, with scorn in her tone.

Mr. Stanley is silent a moment.

"YOU HAVE HEARD A VERY UNFAIR ACCOUNT OF MY WORDS," HE SAYS AT LAST. "I
HAVE VOLUNTEERED NO OPINIONS ON THE SUBJECT. IN ANSWER TO DIRECT
QUESTION I HAVE SAID THAT IT WAS NOT JUSTIFIABLE TO CALL THAT A REPORT ON
suspicion."



"But you said you would have given it yourself."

"I SAID THAT, AS OFFICER OF THE DAY, I WOULD HAVE BEEN COMPELLED TO DO
so. I could not have signed my certificate otherwise."

SHE TURNS AWAY IN SPEECHLESS INDIGNATION. WHAT MAKES IT ALL WELL-NIGH
INTOLERABLE IS THAT HE IS BY NO MEANS ON THE DEFENSIVE. HE IS PATIENT,
GENTLE, BUT DECIDEDLY SUPERIOR. NOT AT ALL WHAT SHE WANTED. NOT AT ALL
EAGER TO EXPLAIN, ARGUE, OR IMPLORE. NOT AT ALL THE TEARFUL PENITENT SHE
HAS PICTURED IN HER PLANS. SHE MUST BRING HIM TO A REALIZING SENSE OF
the enormity of his conduct. Disloyalty to Will is treason to her.

"AND YET—YOU SAY YOU HAVE KEPT, AND THAT YOU VALUE, THAT KNOT OF BLUE
RIBBON THAT I GAVE YOU—OR THAT YOU TOOK—LAST SUMMER. I DID NOT
SUPPOSE THAT YOU WOULD SO SOON PROVE TO BE—NO FRIEND TO WILLY, OR
——"

"OR WHAT, MISS NANNIE?" HE ASKS. HIS FACE IS GROWING WHITE, BUT HE
CONTROLS THE TREMOR IN HIS VOICE. SHE DOES NOT SEE. HER EYES ARE
downcast and her face averted now, but she goes on desperately.

"WELL, NEVER MIND that NOW; BUT IT SEEMS TO ME THAT SUCH FRIENDSHIP IS
—simply worthless."

SHE HAS TAKEN THE PLUNGE AND SAID HER SAY, BUT THE LAST WORDS ARE
SPOKEN WITH SINKING INFLECTION, FOLLOWED INSTANTLY BY A SINKING HEART. HE
MAKES NO ANSWER WHATEVER. SHE DARES NOT LOOK UP INTO HIS FACE TO
SEE THE EFFECT OF HER STAB. HE STANDS THERE SILENT ONLY AN INSTANT; THEN
raises his cap, turns, and leaves her.

SUNDAY COMES AND GOES WITHOUT A SIGHT OF HIM EXCEPT IN THE LINE OF
OFFICERS AT PARADE. THAT NIGHT SHE GOES EARLY TO HER ROOM, AND ON THE
BUREAU FINDS A LITTLE BOX SECURELY TIED, SEALED, AND ADDRESSED TO HER IN
HIS WELL-KNOWN HAND. IT CONTAINS A NOTE AND SOME SOFT OBJECT CAREFULLY
wrapped in tissue-paper. The note is brief enough:



"IT IS NOT EASY TO PART WITH THIS, FOR IT IS ALL I HAVE THAT WAS YOURS TO GIVE,
but even this must be returned to you after what you said last night.

"MISS NANNIE, YOU MAY SOME TIME THINK MORE HIGHLY OF MY FRIENDSHIP
FOR YOUR BROTHER THAN YOU DO NOW, AND THEN, PERHAPS, WILL REALIZE THAT
YOU WERE VERY UNJUST. SHOULD THAT TIME COME I SHALL BE GLAD TO HAVE
this again."

IT WAS HARDLY NECESSARY TO OPEN THE LITTLE PACKET AS SHE DID. SHE KNEW
well enough it could contain only that

"Knot of ribbon blue."



CHAPTER IV.



THE WOMAN TEMPTED ME.
JUNE IS HERE. THE EXAMINATIONS ARE IN FULL BLAST. THE POINT IS THRONGED
with visitors and every hostelrie in the neighborhood has opened wide
ITS DOORS TO ACCOMMODATE THE SWARMS OF PEOPLE INTERESTED IN THE
GRADUATING EXERCISES AND EAGER FOR THE GRADUATING BALL. PRETTY GIRLS
THERE ARE IN FORCE, AND AT CRANEY'S THEY ARE LIVING THREE AND FOUR IN A
ROOM; THE JOY OF BEING REALLY THERE ON THE POINT, NEAR THE CADETS,
AROUSED BY THE MORNING GUN AND SHRILL PIPING OF THE REVEILLE, SALUTED
HOURLY BY THE NOTES OF THE BUGLE, ENABLED TO SEE THE GRAY UNIFORMS HALF
A DOZEN TIMES A DAY AND TO ACTUALLY SPEAK OR WALK WITH THE WEARERS
HALF AN HOUR OUT OF TWENTY-FOUR WHOLE ONES, BEING APPARENT
COMPENSATION FOR ANY CROWDING OR DISCOMFORT. INDEED, CROWDED AS
THEY ARE, THE GIRLS AT CRANEY'S ARE OBJECTS OF BOUNDLESS ENVY TO THOSE
WHOM THE FATES HAVE CONSIGNED TO THE RESORTS DOWN AROUND THE
picturesque but distant "Falls." There is a little coterie at "Hawkshurst"
THAT IS FIERCELY JEALOUS OF THE SISTERHOOD IN THE FAVORED NOOK AT THE
NORTH EDGE OF THE PLAIN, AND ONE OF THEIR NUMBER, WHO IS BELIEVED TO
HAVE COMPLETELY SUBJUGATED THAT UNIVERSAL FAVORITE, CADET MCKAY, HAS
BEEN HEARD TO SAY THAT SHE THOUGHT IT AN OUTRAGE THAT THEY HAD TO COME
HOME SO EARLY IN THE EVENING AND MOPE AWAY THE TIME WITHOUT A
single cadet, when up there at Craney's THE HALLS AND PIAZZAS WERE FULL
of gray-coats and bell buttons every night until tattoo.

A VERY BRILLIANT AND PRETTY GIRL SHE IS, TOO, AND NEITHER MRS. MCKAY NOR
NANNIE CAN WONDER AT IT THAT WILL'S FEW LEISURE MOMENTS ARE
MONOPOLIZED. "YOU ARE GOING TO HAVE ME ALL TO YOURSELF NEXT WEEK,
LITTLE MOTHER," HE LAUGHINGLY EXPLAINS; "AND GOODNESS KNOWS WHEN I'M
GOING TO SEE MISS WARING AGAIN." AND THOUGH NEITHER MOTHER NOR
SISTER IS AT ALL SATISFIED WITH THE STATE OF AFFAIRS, BOTH ARE TOO UNSELFISH
TO INTERPOSE. HOW MANY AN HOUR HAVE MOTHERS AND, SOMETIMES,



TO INTERPOSE. HOW MANY AN HOUR HAVE MOTHERS AND, SOMETIMES,
SISTERS WAITED IN LONELINESS AT THE OLD HOTEL FOR BOYS WHOM SOME OTHER
FELLOW'S SISTER WAS HOLDING IN SILKEN FETTERS SOMEWHERE DOWN IN SHADY
"Flirtation!"

IT WAS WITH RELIEF INEXPRESSIBLE THAT MRS. MCKAY AND UNCLE JACK HAD
HAILED THE COMING OF THE 1ST OF JUNE. WITH A MARGIN OF ONLY TWO
demerits Will had safely weathered the reefs and was practically safe,
—SAFE AT LAST. HE HAD PASSED BRILLIANTLY IN ENGINEERING; HAD BEEN
SAVED BY HIS PROMPT AND READY ANSWERS THE CONSEQUENCES OF A
"FESS" WITH CLEAN BLACK-BOARD IN ORDNANCE AND GUNNERY; HAD WON A
RINGING, THOUGH INVOLUNTARY, ROUND OF APPLAUSE FROM THE CROWDED
GALLERIES OF THE RIDING-HALL BY DARING HORSEMANSHIP, AND HE WAS NOW
WITHIN SEVEN DAYS OF THE PRIZED DIPLOMA AND HIS COMMISSION. "FOR
HEAVEN'S SAKE, BILLY," PLEADED BIG BURTON, THE FIRST CAPTAIN, "DON'T DO
ANY THING TO RUIN YOUR CHANCES NOW! I'VE JUST BEEN TALKING WITH YOUR
MOTHER AND MISS NANNIE, AND I DECLARE I NEVER SAW THAT LITTLE SISTER OF
yours looking so white and worried."

MCKAY LAUGHS, YET HIS LAUGH IS NOT LIGHT-HEARTED.  HE WONDERS IF BURTON
HAS THE FAINTEST INTUITION THAT AT THIS MOMENT HE IS PLANNING AN
ESCAPADE THAT MEANS NOTHING SHORT OF DISMISSAL IF DETECTED. DOWN IN
THE BOTTOM OF HIS SOUL HE KNOWS HE IS A FOOL TO HAVE MADE THE RASH
AND BOASTFUL PLEDGE TO WHICH HE NOW STANDS COMMITTED. YET HE HAS
NEVER "BACKED OUT" BEFORE, AND NOW—HE WOULD DARE A DOZEN
DISMISSALS RATHER THAN THAT SHE SHOULD HAVE A CHANCE TO SAY, "I KNEW
you would not come."

THAT VERY AFTERNOON, JUST AFTER THE RIDE IN THE HALL BEFORE THE BOARD OF
VISITORS, MISS WARING HAD BEEN PATHETICALLY LAMENTING THAT WITH
ANOTHER WEEK THEY WERE TO PART, AND THAT SHE HAD SEEN NEXT TO NOTHING
of him since her arrival.

"IF YOU ONLY could GET DOWN TO HAWKSHURST!" SHE CRIED. "I'M SURE WHEN
MY COUSIN FRANK WAS IN THE CORPS HE USED TO 'RUN IT' DOWN TO
COZZENS'S TO SEE COUSIN KATE,—AND THAT WAS WHAT MADE HER COUSIN



KATE TO ME," SHE ADDS, WITH SUDDEN DROPPING OF THE EYELIDS THAT IS
wondrously effective.

"EASILY DONE!" RECKLESSLY ANSWERS MCKAY, WHOSE BOYISH HEART IS SET
TO HAMMER-LIKE BEATING BY THE CLOSING SENTENCE. "I DIDN'T KNOW YOU SAT
UP SO LATE THERE, OR I WOULD HAVE COME BEFORE. OF COURSE I have TO BE
here at 'taps.' No one can escape that."

"OH,—BUT REALLY, MR. MCKAY, I DID NOT MEAN IT! I WOULD NOT HAVE YOU RUN
SUCH A RISK FOR WORLDS! I MEANT—SOME OTHER WAY." AND SO SHE
PROTESTS, ALTHOUGH HER EYES DANCE WITH EXCITEMENT AND DELIGHT. WHAT
A FEATHER THIS IN HER CAP OF COQUETRY! WHAT A TRIUMPH OVER THE OTHER
GIRLS,—ESPECIALLY THAT HATEFUL SET AT CRANEY'S! WHAT A DELICIOUS
CONFIDENCE TO IMPART  TO ALL THE LITTLE COTERIE AT HAWKSHURST! HOW THEY
MUST ENVY HER THE ROMANCE, THE DANGER, THE DARING, THE DEVOTION OF
SUCH AN ADVENTURE—FOR HER SAKE! OF LATE YEARS SUCH TALES HAD BEEN
rare. Girls worth the winning simply would not permit so rash a project,
AND THEIR EXAMPLE CARRIED WEIGHT. BUT HERE AT "HAWKSHURST" WAS A
LIVELY YOUNG BROOD, CHAPERONED BY A MATRON AS WILD AS HER CHARGES
AND BUT LITTLE OLDER, AND EAGER ONE AND ALL FOR ANY GLORY OR DISTINCTION
THAT COULD PIQUE THE PRIDE OR STIR THE ENVY OF "THAT CRANEY SET." IT WAS
TOO MUCH FOR A GIRL OF SALLIE WARING'S TYPE. HER EYES HAVE A
DANGEROUS GLEAM, HER CHEEKS A WITCHING GLOW; SHE CLINGS TIGHTER TO
his arm as she looks up in his face.

"AND YET—WOULDN'T IT BE LOVELY?—TO THINK OF SEEING YOU THERE!—ARE
you sure there'd be no danger?"

"BE ON THE NORTH PIAZZA ABOUT QUARTER OF ELEVEN," IS THE PROMPT REPLY.
"I'LL WEAR A DARK SUIT, EYE-GLASS, BROWN MOUSTACHE, ETC. CALL ME MR.
FREEMAN WHILE STRANGERS ARE AROUND. THERE GOES THE PARADE DRUM.
Au revoir!" AND HE DARTS AWAY. CADET CAPTAIN STANLEY, INSPECTING HIS
company a few moments later, stops in front and gravely rebukes him,
—



"You are not properly shaved, McKay."

"I SHAVED THIS MORNING," IS THE SOMEWHAT SULLEN REPLY, WHILE AN ANGRY
flush shoots up towards the blue eyes.

"NO RAZOR HAS TOUCHED YOUR UPPER LIP, HOWEVER, AND I EXPECT THE CLASS
TO OBSERVE REGULATIONS IN THIS COMPANY, DEMERIT OR NO DEMERIT," IS THE
FIRM, QUIET ANSWER, AND THE YOUNG CAPTAIN PASSES ON TO THE NEXT MAN.
McKay grits his teeth.

"ONLY A WEEK MORE OF IT, THANK GOD!" HE MUTTERS, WHEN SURE THAT
Stanley is beyond ear-shot.

THREE HOURS MORE AND "TAPS" IS SOUNDED. ALL ALONG THE BRILLIANT façade
OF BARRACKS THERE IS SUDDEN AND SIMULTANEOUS "DOUSING OF THE GLIM"
AND A RUSH OF THE CADETS TO THEIR NARROW NESTS. THERE IS A MINUTE OF
BANGING DOORS AND HURRYING FOOTSTEPS, AND GRUFF QUERIES OF "ALL IN?" AS
THE CADET OFFICERS FLIT FROM ROOM TO ROOM IN EACH DIVISION TO SEE THAT
LIGHTS ARE OUT AND EVERY MAN IN BED. THEN FORTH THEY COME FROM EVERY
HALL-WAY; TRIPPING LIGHTLY DOWN THE STONE STEPS AND CONVERGING ON THE
GUARD-HOUSE, WHERE STAND AT THE DOOR-WAY THE DARK FORMS OF THE
OFFICER IN CHARGE AND THE CADET OFFICER OF THE DAY. EACH IN TURN HALTS,
SALUTES, AND MAKES HIS PRECISE REPORT; AND WHEN THE LAST SUBDIVISION
IS REPORTED, THE EXECUTIVE OFFICER IS ASSURED THAT THE BATTALION OF
CADETS IS PRESENT IN BARRACKS, AND AT THE MOMENT OF INSPECTION AT
least, in bed. Presumably, they remain so.

TWO MINUTES AFTER INSPECTION, HOWEVER, MR. MCKAY IS OUT OF BED AGAIN
AND FUMBLING ABOUT IN HIS ALCOVE. HIS ROOM-MATE SLEEPILY INQUIRES
FROM BEYOND THE PARTITION WHAT HE WANTS IN THE DARK, BUT IS TOO LONG
ACCUSTOMED TO HIS VAGARIES TO EXPECT DEFINITE INFORMATION. WHEN MR.
McKay slips softly out into the hall, after careful reconnaissance OF THE
GUARD-HOUSE WINDOWS, HIS CHUM IS SOUNDLY ASLEEP AND DREAMING OF
no worse freak on Billy's part than a raid around barracks.



IT IS SO NEAR GRADUATION THAT THE RULES ARE RELAXED, AND IN EVERY FIRST
CLASSMAN'S ROOM THE TAILOR'S HANDIWORK IS HANGING AMONG THE GRAY
UNIFORMS. IT IS A  DARK SUIT OF THIS CIVILIAN DRESS THAT BILLY DONS AS HE
EMERGES FROM THE BLANKETS. A NATTY DERBY IS PERCHED UPON HIS CURLY
PATE, AND A monocle HANGS BY ITS STRING. BUT HE CANNOT LIGHT HIS GAS
AND ARRANGE THE SOFT BROWN MOUSTACHE WITH WHICH HE PROPOSES TO
DECORATE HIS UPPER LIP. HE MUST RUN INTO STANLEY'S,—THE "TOWER" ROOM,
at the north end of his hall.

PHIL LOOKS UP FROM THE COPY OF "MILITARY LAW" WHICH HE IS DILIGENTLY
studying. As "inspector of subdivision," his light is burned until eleven.

" YOU do MAKE AN UNCOMMONLY SWELL YOUNG CIT, BILLY," HE SAYS,
PLEASANTLY. "DOESN'T HE, MACK?" HE CONTINUES, APPEALING TO HIS ROOM-
MATE, WHO, LYING FLAT ON HIS BACK WITH HIS HEAD TOWARDS THE LIGHT AND A
PAIR OF MUSCULAR LEGS IN WHITE TROUSERS DISPLAYED ON TOP OF A PILE OF
BLANKETS, IS STRIVING TO MAKE OUT THE VACANCIES IN A RECENT ARMY
Register. "Mack" rolls over and lazily expresses his approval.

"I'D DO PRETTY WELL IF I HAD MY MOUSTACHE OUT; I MEANT TO GET THE START OF
YOU FELLOWS, BUT YOU'RE SO MEANLY JEALOUS, YOU BLOCKED THE GAME,
Stan."

All the rancor is gone now. He well knows that Stanley was right.

"SORRY TO HAVE HAD TO 'ROW' YOU ABOUT THAT, BILLY," SAYS THE CAPTAIN,
gently. "You know I can't let one man go and not a dozen others."

"OH, HANG IT ALL! WHAT'S THE DIFFERENCE WHEN TIME'S SO NEARLY UP?"
RESPONDS MCKAY, AS HE GOES OVER TO THE LITTLE WOOD-FRAMED MIRROR
THAT STANDS ON THE IRON MANTEL. "HERE'S A SUBSTITUTE, THOUGH! HOW'S THIS
FOR A MOUSTACHE?" HE ASKS, AS HE TURNS AND FACES THEM. THEN HE
STARTS FOR THE DOOR. ALMOST IN AN IN STANT STANLEY IS UP AND AFTER HIM.
Just at the head of the iron stairs he hails and halts him.

"Billy! You are not going out of barracks?"



UNWILLINGLY MCKAY YIELDS TO THE PRESSURE OF THE FIRM HAND LAID ON HIS
shoulder, and turns.

"SUPPOSE I WERE, STANLEY. WHAT DANGER IS THERE? LEE INSPECTED LAST
NIGHT, AND EVEN HE WOULDN'T MAKE SUCH A PLAN TO TRIP ME. WHO EVER
heard of a 'tack's' inspecting after taps two successive nights?"

"THERE'S NO REASON WHY IT SHOULD NOT BE DONE, AND SEVERAL REASONS
WHY IT SHOULD," IS THE UNCOMPROMISING REPLY. "DON'T RISK YOUR
COMMISSION NOW, BILLY, IN ANY MAD SCHEME. COME BACK AND TAKE
those things off. Come!"

"BLATHERSKITE! DON'T HANG ON TO ME LIKE A PICK-POCKET, STAN. LET ME
GO," SAYS MCKAY, HALF VEXED, HALF LAUGHING. "I'VE got TO GO, MAN," HE
says, more seriously. "I've promised."

A SUDDEN LIGHT SEEMS TO COME TO STANLEY. EVEN IN THE FEEBLE GLEAM
FROM THE GAS-JET IN THE LOWER HALL MCKAY CAN SEE THE LOOK OF
consternation that shoots across his face.

"You don't mean—you're not going down to Hawkshurst, Billy?"

"Why not to Hawkshurst, if anywhere at all?" is the sullen reply.

"WHY? BECAUSE YOU ARE RISKING YOUR WHOLE FUTURE,—YOUR PROFESSION,
YOUR GOOD NAME, MCKAY. YOU'RE RISKING YOUR MOTHER'S HEART FOR THE
sport of a girl who is simply toying with you——"

"TAKE CARE, STANLEY. SAY WHAT YOU LIKE TO ME ABOUT MYSELF, BUT NOT A
word about her."

"THIS IS NO TIME FOR SENTIMENT, MCKAY. I HAVE KNOWN MISS WARING
THREE YEARS; YOU, PERHAPS THREE WEEKS. I TELL YOU SOLEMNLY THAT IF SHE
HAS TEMPTED YOU TO 'RUN IT' DOWN THERE TO SEE HER IT IS SIMPLY TO BOAST
OF A NEW TRIUMPH TO THE SILLY PACK BY WHOM SHE IS SURROUNDED. I TELL YOU
she——"



"YOU TELL ME NOTHING! I DON'T ALLOW ANY MAN TO SPEAK IN THAT WAY OF A
WOMAN WHO IS MY FRIEND," SAYS BILLY, WITH MUCH MAJESTY OF MIEN.
"Take your hand off, Stanley," he adds, coldly. "I might have had some
RESPECT FOR YOUR COUNSEL IF YOU HAD HAD THE LEAST—FOR MY FEELINGS."
AND WRENCHING HIS SHOULDER AWAY, MCKAY SPEEDS QUICKLY DOWN THE
STAIRS, LEAVING HIS COMRADE SPEECHLESS AND SORROWING IN THE
darkness above.

IN THE LOWER HALL HE STOPS AND PEERS CAUTIOUSLY OVER TOWARDS THE
GUARD-HOUSE. THE LIGHTS ARE BURNING BRILLIANTLY UP IN THE ROOM OF THE
OFFICER IN CHARGE, AND THE RED SASH OF THE OFFICER OF THE DAY SHOWS
THROUGH THE OPEN DOOR-WAY BENEATH. NOW IS HIS TIME, FOR THERE IS NO
ONE LOOKING. ONE QUICK LEAP THROUGH THE DIM STREAM OF LIGHT FROM THE
LANTERN AT HIS BACK AND HE WILL BE IN THE DARK AREA, AND CAN PICK HIS
NOISELESS WAY TO THE SHADOWS BEYOND. IT IS AN EASY THING TO GAIN THE
FOOT-PATH BEYOND THE OLD RETAINING WALL BACK OF THE GUARD-HOUSE, SCUD
AWAY UNDER THE TREES ALONG THE WINDING ASCENT TOWARDS FORT PUTNAM,
UNTIL HE MEETS THE BACK-ROAD HALF-WAY UP THE HEIGHTS; THEN TURN
SOUTHWARD THROUGH THE ROCKY CUTS AND FOREST AISLES UNTIL HE REACHES
THE MAIN HIGHWAY; THEN FOLLOW ON THROUGH THE BEAUTIFUL GROVES, THROUGH
THE QUIET VILLAGE, ACROSS THE BRIDGE THAT SPANS THE STREAM ABOVE THE
FALLS, AND THEN,  ONLY A FEW HUNDRED YARDS BEYOND, THERE LIES
HAWKSHURST AND ITS BEVY OF EXCITED, WHISPERING, APPLAUDING, DELIGHTED
GIRLS. IF HE MEET OFFICERS, ALL HE HAS TO DO IS PUT ON A BOLD FACE AND TRUST
TO HIS DISGUISE. HE MEANS TO HAVE A GLORIOUS TIME AND BE BACK,
TINGLING WITH SATISFACTION ON HIS EXPLOIT, BY A LITTLE AFTER MIDNIGHT. IN FIVE
MINUTES HIS QUARREL WITH STANLEY IS FORGOTTEN, AND, ALL ALERT AND EAGER,
HE IS HALF-WAY UP THE HEIGHTS AND OUT OF SIGHT OR HEARING OF THE
barracks.

THE ROADS ARE WELL-NIGH DESERTED. HE MEETS ONE OR TWO SQUADS OF
SOLDIERS COMING BACK FROM "PASS" AT THE FALLS, BUT NO ONE ELSE. THE
OMNIBUSES AND CARRIAGES BEARING HOME THOSE VISITORS WHO HAVE
SPENT THE EVENING LISTENING TO THE BAND AT THE POINT ARE ALL BY THIS TIME



OUT OF THE WAY, AND IT IS EARLY FOR OFFICERS TO BE RETURNING FROM EVENING
CALLS AT THE LOWER HOTEL. THE CHANCES ARE TWO TO ONE THAT HE WILL PASS
THE VILLAGE WITHOUT OBSTACLE OF ANY KIND. BILLY'S SPIRITS RISE WITH THE
occasion, and he concludes that a cigarette is the one thing needful to
COMPLETE HIS DISGUISE AND ADD TO THE GENERAL NONCHALANCE OF HIS
APPEARANCE. HAVING NO MATCHES HE WAITS UNTIL HE REACHES THE
NORTHERN OUTSKIRTS OF THE FALLS, AND THEN STEPS BOLDLY INTO THE FIRST BAR
he sees and helps himself.

COMING FORTH AGAIN HE THROWS WIDE OPEN THE SWINGING SCREEN DOORS,
AND A BROAD BELT OF LIGHT IS FLASHED ACROSS THE DUSTY HIGHWAY JUST IN
FRONT OF A RAPIDLY-DRIVEN CARRIAGE COMING NORTH. THE METTLESOME
HORSES SWERVE AND SHY. THE OCCUPANTS ARE SUDDENLY WHIRLED FROM
THEIR REPOSEFUL ATTITUDES, THOUGH, FORTUNATELY, NOT FROM THEIR SEATS. A
"TOP HAT" GOES SPINNING OUT INTO THE ROADWAY, AND A FAN FLIES THROUGH
the midst of the GLARE. THE DRIVER PROMPTLY CHECKS HIS TEAM AND BACKS
THEM JUST AS BILLY, ALL IMPULSIVE COURTESY, LEAPS OUT INTO THE STREET;
PICKS UP THE HAT WITH ONE HAND, THE FAN WITH THE OTHER, AND RESTORES
THEM WITH A BOW TO THEIR OWNERS. ONLY IN THE NICK OF TIME DOES HE
RECOLLECT HIMSELF AND CRUSH DOWN THE JOVIAL IMPULSE TO HAIL BY NAME
COLONEL STANLEY AND HIS DAUGHTER MIRIAM. THE SIGHT OF A CAVALRY
UNIFORM AND LIEUTENANT LEE'S TALL FIGURE ON THE FORWARD SEAT HAS,
HOWEVER, ITS RESTRAINING INFLUENCE, AND HE TURNS QUICKLY AWAY—
unrecognized.

BUT ALAS FOR BILLY! ONLY TWO DAYS BEFORE HAD THE DISTRIBUTION BEEN
MADE, AND EVERY MAN IN THE GRADUATING CLASS WAS ALREADY WEARING
THE BEAUTIFUL TOKEN OF THEIR BROTHERHOOD. THE CIVILIAN GARB, THE DERBY
HAT, THE monocle, THE STICK, THE CIGARETTE, AND THE FALSE MOUSTACHE
WERE ALL VERY WELL IN THEIR WAY, BUT IN THE BEAM OF LIGHT FROM THE
WINDOWS OF THAT ILL-STARRED SALOON THERE FLASHED UPON HIS HAND A GEM
THAT TWO PAIRS OF QUICK, THOUGH RELUCTANT EYES COULD NOT AND DID NOT FAIL
to see,—the class ring of 187-.





CHAPTER V.



A MIDNIGHT INSPECTION.
THERE WAS A SENSE OF CONSTRAINT AMONG THE OCCUPANTS OF COLONEL
STANLEY'S CARRIAGE AS THEY WERE DRIVEN BACK TO THE POINT. THEY HAD
BEEN CALLING ON OLD FRIENDS OF HIS AMONG THE PRETTY VILLAS BELOW THE
FALLS; HAD BEEN CHATTING JOYOUSLY UNTIL THAT SUDDEN SWERVE  THAT PITCHED
THE COLONEL'S HAT AND MIRIAM'S FAN INTO THE DUST, AND THE VETERAN
CAVALRYMAN COULD NOT ACCOUNT FOR THE LULL THAT FOLLOWED. MIRIAM HAD
INSTANTLY GRASPED THE SITUATION. ALL HER FATHER'S STORIES OF CADET DAYS
HAD ENABLED HER TO UNDERSTAND AT ONCE THAT HERE WAS A CADET—A
CLASSMATE OF PHILIP'S—"RUNNING IT" IN DISGUISE. MR. LEE, OF COURSE,
NEEDED NO INFORMATION ON THE SUBJECT. WHAT SHE HOPED WAS, THAT HE
HAD NOT SEEN; BUT THE CLOUD ON HIS FRANK, HANDSOME FACE STILL HOVERED
THERE, AND SHE KNEW HIM TOO WELL NOT TO SEE THAT HE UNDERSTOOD
EVERYTHING. AND NOW WHAT WAS HIS DUTY? SOMETHING TOLD HER THAT AN
INSPECTION OF BARRACKS WOULD BE MADE IMMEDIATELY UPON HIS RETURN TO
THE POINT, AND IN THAT WAY THE NAME OF THE ABSENTEE BE DISCOVERED.
SHE KNEW THE REGULATION EVERY CADET WAS EXPECTED TO OBEY AND EVERY
OFFICER ON HONOR TO ENFORCE. SHE KNEW THAT EVERY CADET FOUND ABSENT
FROM HIS QUARTERS AFTER TAPS WAS CALLED UPON BY THE COMMANDANT FOR
PROMPT ACCOUNT OF HIS WHEREABOUTS, AND IF UNABLE TO SAY THAT HE WAS
ON CADET LIMITS DURING THE PERIOD OF HIS ABSENCE, DISMISSAL STARED HIM
in the face.

THE COLONEL DID MOST OF THE TALKING ON THE WAY BACK TO THE SOUTH GATE.
ONCE WITHIN THE PORTALS HE CALLED TO THE DRIVER TO STOP AT THE MESS. "I'M
THIRSTY," SAID THE JOVIAL WARRIOR, "AND I WANT A JULEP AND A FRESH CIGAR.
YOU, TOO, MIGHT HAVE A CLARET PUNCH, MIMI; YOU ARE DROOPING A LITTLE TO-
night. What is it, daughter,—tired?"

"YES, TIRED AND A LITTLE HEADACHY." THEN SUDDEN THOUGHT OCCURS TO HER.



"IF YOU DON'T MIND I THINK I WILL GO RIGHT ON TO THE HOTEL. THEN YOU AND MR.
LEE CAN ENJOY YOUR CIGARS AT LEISURE." SHE KNOWS WELL  THAT ROMNEY
LEE IS JUST THE LAST MAN TO LET HER DRIVE ON UNESCORTED. SHE CAN HOLD
HIM TEN OR FIFTEEN MINUTES, AT LEAST, AND BY THAT TIME IF THE RECKLESS BOY
DOWN THE ROAD HAS TAKEN WARNING AND SCURRIED BACK HE CAN REACH THE
barracks before inspection is made.

"INDEED, MISS MIRIAM, I'M NOT TO BE DISPOSED OF SO SUMMARILY," HE
PROMPTLY ANSWERS. "I'LL SEE YOU SAFELY TO THE HOTEL. YOU'LL EXCUSE ME,
colonel?"

"CERTAINLY, CERTAINLY, LEE. I SUPPOSE I'LL SEE YOU LATER," RESPONDS THE
VETERAN. THEY LEAVE HIM AT THE MESS AND RESUME THEIR WAY, AND LEE
TAKES THE VACATED SEAT BY HER SIDE. THERE IS SOMETHING HE LONGS TO
SAY TO HER,—SOMETHING THAT HAS BEEN QUIVERING ON HIS LIPS AND
THROBBING AT HIS HEART FOR MANY A LONG DAY. SHE IS A QUEENLY WOMAN,
—THIS DARK-EYED, STATELY ARMY GIRL. IT IS ONLY TWO YEARS SINCE, HER
SCHOOL-DAYS FINISHED, SHE HAS RETURNED TO HER FATHER'S ROOF ON THE FAR
FRONTIER AND RESUMED THE GAY GARRISON LIFE THAT SO CHARMED HER WHEN A
CHILD. Then A LOVING MOTHER HAD BEEN HER GUIDE, BUT DURING HER LONG
SOJOURN AT SCHOOL THE BLOW HAD FALLEN THAT SO WRENCHED HER FATHER'S
HEART AND LEFT HER MOTHERLESS. SINCE HER GRADUATION SHE ALONE HAS
BEEN THE JOY OF THE OLD SOLDIER'S HOME, AND SUNSHINE AND BEAUTY HAVE
AGAIN GLADDENED HIS LIFE. SHE WOULD BE LESS THAN WOMAN DID SHE NOT
know that here now was another soldier, brave, courteous, and gentle,
WHO LONGED TO WIN HER FROM THAT HOME TO HIS OWN,—TO CALL HER BY THE
SACRED NAME OF WIFE. She KNEW HOW HER FATHER TRUSTED AND PHIL
LOOKED UP TO HIM. SHE KNEW THAT DOWN IN HER OWN HEART OF HEARTS THERE
WAS PLEADING FOR HIM EVEN NOW, BUT AS YET NO WORD HAS BEEN SPOKEN.
SHE IS NOT THE GIRL TO SIGNAL, "SPEAK, AND THE PRIZE IS  YOURS." HE HAS
LOOKED IN VAIN FOR A SYMPTOM THAT BIDS HIM HOPE FOR MORE THAN LOYAL
friendship.

BUT TO-NIGHT AS THEY REACH THE BRIGHTLY-LIGHTED PIAZZA AT CRANEY'S IT IS



she who bids him stay.

"Don't go just yet," she falters.

"I FEARED YOU WERE TIRED AND WISHED TO GO TO YOUR ROOM," HE ANSWERS,
gently.

"WOULD YOU MIND ASKING IF THERE ARE LETTERS FOR ME?" SHE SAYS. IT IS
ANYTHING TO GAIN TIME, AND HE GOES AT HER BEHEST, BUT—OH, LUCKLESS
fate!—'tis a false move.

SHE SEES HIM STRIDE AWAY THROUGH THE GROUPS ON THE PIAZZA; SEES THE
COMMANDANT MEET HIM WITH ONE OF HIS ASSISTANTS; SEES THAT THERE IS
EARNEST CONSULTATION IN LOW TONE, AND THAT THEN THE OTHERS HASTEN DOWN
THE STEPS AND DISAPPEAR IN THE DARKNESS. SHE HEARS HIM SAY, "I'LL
FOLLOW IN A MOMENT, SIR," AND SOMETHING TELLS HER THAT WHAT SHE DREADS
HAS COME TO PASS. PRESENTLY HE RETURNS TO HER WITH THE INFORMATION THAT
THERE ARE NO LETTERS; THEN RAISES HIS CAP, AND, IN THE OLD SOUTHERN AND
cadet fashion, extends his hand.

"You are not going, Mr. Lee?" again she falters.

"I have to, Miss Stanley."

Slowly she puts forth her hand and lays it in his.

"I—I WISH YOU DID NOT HAVE TO GO. Tell ME," SHE SAYS, IMPULSIVELY,
imploringly, "are you going to inspect?"

He bows his head.

"IT IS ALREADY ORDERED, MISS MIRIAM," HE SAYS; "I MUST GO AT ONCE.
Good-night."

DAZED AND DISTRESSED SHE TURNS AT ONCE, AND IS CONFRONTED BY A PALLID
little maid with wild, blue eyes.

"OH, MISS STANLEY!" IS THE WAIL THAT GREETS HER. "I COULD NOT HELP



hearing, and—if it should be Willy!"

"COME WITH ME, NANNIE," SHE WHISPERS, AS HER ARM ENFOLDS HER.
"Come to my room."

MEANTIME, THERE HAS BEEN A BREEZE AT THE BARRACKS. A BATCH OF
YEARLINGS, BY WAY OF CELEBRATING THEIR RELEASE FROM PLEBEDOM, HAVE HIT
ON A TIME-HONORED SCHEME. JUST ABOUT THE SAME MOMENT THAT
DISCLOSED TO THE EYES OF LIEUTENANT LEE THE CLASS RING GLEAMING ON
THE FINGER OF THAT NATTILY-DRESSED YOUNG CIVILIAN, HIS COMRADE, THE
DOZING OFFICER IN CHARGE, WAS STARTED TO HIS FEET BY A THUNDER-CLAP, A
VIVID FLASH THAT LIGHTED UP THE WHOLE AREA OF BARRACKS, AND AN
EXPLOSION THAT RATTLED THE PLASTER IN THE GUARD-HOUSE CHIMNEYS. ONE
THING THE COMMANDANT WOULDN'T STAND WAS DISORDER AFTER "TAPS," AND,
IN ACCORDANCE WITH STRICT INSTRUCTIONS, LIEUTENANT LAWRENCE SENT A
DRUMMER-BOY AT ONCE TO FIND THE COLONEL AND TELL HIM WHAT HAD TAKEN
PLACE, WHILE HE HIMSELF STIRRED UP THE CADET OFFICER OF THE DAY AND
BEGAN AN INVESTIGATION. HALF THE CORPS BY THIS TIME WERE UP AND
CHUCKLING WITH GLEE AT THEIR DARKENED WINDOWS; AND AS THESE SUBDUED
BUT STILL AUDIBLE DEMONSTRATIONS OF SYMPATHY AND SATISFACTION DID NOT
CEASE ON HIS ARRIVAL, THE COLONEL PROMPTLY SENT FOR HIS ENTIRE FORCE OF
ASSISTANTS TO CONDUCT THE INSPECTION ALREADY ORDERED. ALREADY ONE OR
two "bull's-eyes" were flitting out from the officers' angle.

BUT THE PIECE OF BOYISH MISCHIEF THAT BRINGS SUCH KEEN DELIGHT TO THE
YOUNGSTERS IN THE BATTALION STRIKES TERROR TO THE HEART OF PHILIP STANLEY.
HE KNOWS ALL TOO WELL THAT AN IMMEDIATE INSPECTION WILL BE THE RESULT,
and then, what is to become of McKay? With keen ANXIETY, HE GOES TO
THE HALL WINDOW OVERLOOKING THE AREA, AND WATCHES THE COURSE OF
EVENTS. A PEEP INTO MCKAY'S ROOM SHOWS THAT HE IS STILL ABSENT AND
THAT HIS ROOM-MATE, IF DISTURBED AT ALL BY THE "YEARLING FIREWORKS," HAS
GONE TO SLEEP AGAIN. STANLEY SEES THE COMMANDANT STRIDE UNDER THE
GAS-LAMP IN THE AREA; SEES THE GATHERING OF THE "BULL'S-EYES," AND HIS
HEART WELL-NIGH FAILS HIM. STILL HE WATCHES UNTIL THERE CAN BE NO DOUBT



THAT THE INSPECTION IS ALREADY BEGUN. THEN, HALF CREDULOUS, ALL
DELIGHTED, HE NOTES THAT IT IS NOT MR. LEE, BUT YOUNG MR. LAWRENCE, THE
OFFICER IN CHARGE, WHO IS COMING STRAIGHT TOWARDS "B" COMPANY,
LANTERN IN HAND. NOT WAITING FOR THE COMING OF THE FORMER, THE COLONEL
HAS DIRECTED ANOTHER OFFICER—NOT A COMPANY COMMANDER—TO INSPECT
for him.

There is but one way to save Billy now.

IN LESS THAN HALF A MINUTE STANLEY HAS DARTED INTO MCKAY'S ROOM; HAS
SLUNG HIS CHEVRONED COAT UNDER THE BED; HAS SLIPPED BENEATH THE
SHEET AND COVERLET, AND NOW, BREATHLESSLY, HE LISTENS. HE HEARS THE
INSPECTOR MOVING FROM ROOM TO ROOM ON THE GROUND FLOOR; HEARS HIM
SPRING UP THE IRON STAIR; HEARS HIM ENTER HIS OWN,—THE TOWER ROOM AT
THE NORTH END OF THE HALL,—AND THERE HE STOPS, SURPRISED, EVIDENTLY, TO
FIND CADET CAPTAIN STANLEY ABSENT FROM HIS QUARTERS. THEN HIS STEPS
ARE HEARD AGAIN. HE ENTERS THE OPPOSITE ROOM AT THE NORTH END. THAT
IS ALL RIGHT! AND NOW HE'S COMING HERE. "NOW FOR IT!" SAYS STANLEY TO
HIMSELF, AS HE THROWS HIS WHITE-SLEEVED ARM OVER HIS HEAD JUST AS HE
HAS SO OFTEN SEEN BILLY DO, AND TURNING HIS FACE TO THE WALL, BURROWS
DEEP IN THE PILLOW AND PULLS THE SHEET WELL UP TO HIS CHIN. THE DOOR
SOFTLY OPENS; THE  "BULL'S-EYE" FLASHES ITS GLEAM FIRST ON ONE BED, THEN
ON THE OTHER. "ALL RIGHT HERE," IS THE INSPECTOR'S MENTAL VERDICT AS HE
POPS OUT AGAIN SUDDENLY AS HE ENTERED. BILLY MCKAY, THE SCAPEGRACE,
is safe and Stanley has time to think over the situation.

AT THE VERY WORST, AS HE WILL BE ABLE TO SAY HE WAS "VISITING IN
BARRACKS" WHEN FOUND ABSENT, HIS OWN PUNISHMENT WILL NOT BE SERIOUS.
BUT THIS IS NOT WHAT TROUBLES HIM. DEMERIT FOR THE GRADUATING CLASS
CEASES TO COUNT AFTER THE 1ST OF JUNE, AND THE INDIVIDUAL SENSE OF
HONOR AND DUTY IS ABOUT THE ONLY RESTRAINT AGAINST LAPSES OF DISCIPLINE.
STANLEY HATES TO THINK THAT OTHERS MAY NOW BELIEVE HIM DEAF TO THIS
OBLIGATION. HE WOULD FAR RATHER HAVE HAD THIS HAPPEN WHEN DEMERIT
AND "CONFINEMENTS" IN DUE PROPORTION HAD BEEN HIS AWARD, BUT THERE



is no use repining. It is a sacrifice to save—her brother.

WHEN HALF AN HOUR LATER HIS CLASSMATE, THE OFFICER OF THE DAY, ENTERS
THE TOWER ROOM IN SEARCH OF HIM, STANLEY IS THERE AND CALMLY SAYS, "I
WAS VISITING IN BARRACKS," IN ANSWER TO HIS QUESTION; AND FINALLY, WHEN
MORNING COMES, MR. BILLY MCKAY NEARLY SLEEPS THROUGH REVEILLE AS A
CONSEQUENCE OF HIS NIGHT-PROWLING; BUT HIS ABSENCE, DESPITE THE
SIMULTANEOUS INSPECTION OF EVERY COMPANY IN BARRACKS, HAS NOT BEEN
DETECTED. WITH ONE EXCEPTION EVERY BED HAS HAD ITS APPARENTLY
SOUNDLY SLEEPING OCCUPANT. THE YOUNG SCAMPS WHO CAUSED ALL THE
trouble have escaped scot-free, and the corps can hardly believe their
OWN EARS, AND BILLY MCKAY IS STUNNED AND PERPLEXED WHEN IT IS NOISED
ABROAD THAT THE ONLY MAN "HIVED ABSENT" WAS THE CAPTAIN OF COMPANY
"B."

IT SO HAPPENS THAT BOTH TIMES HE GOES TO FIND STANLEY THAT DAY HE
MISSES HIM. "THE COMMANDANT SENT FOR HIM AN HOUR AGO," SAYS MR.
MCFARLAND, HIS ROOM-MATE, "AND I'M BLESSED IF I KNOW WHAT KEEPS
him. Something about last night's doings, I'm afraid."

THIS, IN ITSELF, IS ENOUGH TO MAKE HIM WORRY, BUT THE NEXT THING HE HEARS
IS WORSE. JUST AT EVENING CALL TO QUARTERS, JIM BURTON COMES TO HIS
room.

"HAVE YOU HEARD ANYTHING ABOUT THIS REPORT OF STANLEY'S LAST NIGHT?" HE
ASKS, AND MCKAY, ORDINARILY SO FRANK, IS GUARDED NOW IN HIS REPLY. FOR
HALF AN HOUR HE HAS BEEN PACING HIS ROOM ALONE. MCFARLAND'S
REVELATIONS HAVE SET HIM TO THINKING. IT IS EVIDENT THAT THE COLONEL'S
SUSPICIONS ARE AROUSED. IT IS PROBABLE THAT IT IS KNOWN THAT SOME
CADET WAS "RUNNING IT" THE NIGHT BEFORE. FROM THE SIMPLE FACT THAT HE IS
NOT ALREADY IN ARREST HE KNOWS THAT MR. LEE DID NOT RECOGNIZE HIM, YET
THE SECRET HAS LEAKED OUT IN SOME WAY, AND AN EFFORT IS BEING MADE TO
DISCOVER THE CULPRIT. ALREADY HE HAS BEGUN TO WONDER IF THE GAME WAS
REALLY WORTH THE CANDLE. HE SAW HER, 'TIS TRUE, AND HAD HALF AN HOUR'S
WHISPERED CHAT WITH HER, INTERRUPTED NOT INFREQUENTLY BY GIGGLING AND



IMPETUOUS RUSHES FROM THE OTHER GIRLS. THEY HAD SWORN
MELODRAMATICALLY NEVER TO REVEAL THAT IT WAS HE WHO CAME, BUT BILLY
BEGINS TO HAVE HIS DOUBTS. "IT ENDS MY CAREER IF I'M FOUND OUT," HE
REFLECTS, "WHEREAS THEY CAN'T DO MUCH TO STAN FOR VISITING." AND THUS
COMMUNING WITH HIMSELF, HE HAS DECIDED TO GUARD HIS SECRET AGAINST
ALL COMERS,—AT LEAST FOR THE PRESENT. AND SO HE IS NON-COMMITTAL IN
his reply to Burton.

"What about it?" he asks.

"WHY, IT'S SIMPLY THIS, BILLY: LITTLE MAGEE, THE FIFER, IS ON ORDERLY DUTY TO-
DAY, AND HE HEARD MUCH OF THE TALK, AND I GOT IT OUT OF HIM. SOMEBODY
WAS RUNNING IT LAST NIGHT, AND WAS SEEN DOWN BY COZZENS'S GATE.
STANLEY WAS THE ONLY ABSENTEE, HENCE STANLEY WOULD NATURALLY BE THE
MAN SUSPECTED, BUT HE SAYS HE WASN'T OUT OF THE BARRACKS. THE
CONCLUSION IS INEVITABLE THAT HE WAS FILLING THE OTHER FELLOW'S PLACE, AND
THE COLONEL IS HOPPING MAD. IT LOOKS AS THOUGH THERE WERE COLLUSION
BETWEEN THEM. NOW, BILLY, ALL I'VE GOT TO SAY IS THAT THE MAN HE'S
SHIELDING OUGHT TO STEP FORWARD AND RELIEVE HIM AT ONCE. THERE COMES
the sentry and I must go."

RELIEVE HIM? YES; BUT WHAT MEANS THAT FOR ME? THINKS POOR MCKAY.
DISMISSAL; A HEART BREAK FOR MOTHER. NO! IT IS TOO MUCH TO FACE; HE
MUST THINK IT OVER. HE NEVER GOES NEAR STANLEY ALL THAT NIGHT. HE FEARS
TO MEET HIM, OR THE MORROW. HIS HEART MISGIVES HIM WHEN HE IS TOLD
that there has been a long conference in the office. He turns white with
APPREHENSION WHEN THEY FALL IN FOR PARADE, AND HE NOTES THAT IT IS
PHILLIPS, THEIR FIRST LIEUTENANT, WHO DRAWS SWORD AND TAKES COMMAND OF
THE COMPANY; BUT A FEW MOMENTS LATER HIS HEART GIVES ONE WILD BOUND,
THEN SEEMS TO SINK INTO THE GROUND BENEATH HIS FEET, WHEN THE ADJUTANT
drops the point of his sword, lets it dangle by the gold knot at his wrist,
WHIPS A FOLDED PAPER FROM HIS SASH, AND FAR OVER THE PLAIN HIS CLEAR
young voice proclaims the stern order:

"CADET CAPTAIN STANLEY IS HEREBY PLACED IN ARREST AND CONFINED TO HIS



QUARTERS. CHARGE—CONNIVING AT CONCEALING THE ABSENCE OF A CADET
FROM INSPECTION AFTER  'TAPS,' ELEVEN—ELEVEN-FIFTEEN P.M., ON THE 7TH
instant.

"By order of Lieutenant-Colonel Putnam."



CHAPTER VI.



THE LAST DANCE.
THE BLITHEST DAY OF ALL THE YEAR HAS COME. THE GRADUATING BALL TAKES
PLACE TO-NIGHT. THE POINT IS THRONGED WITH JOYOUS VISITORS, AND YET OVER
ALL THERE HOVERS A SHADOW. IN THE MIDST OF ALL THIS GAYETY AND
CONGRATULATION THERE HIDES A CORE OF SORROW. VOICES LOWER AND SOFT
EYES TURN IN SYMPATHY WHEN CERTAIN SAD FACES ARE SEEN. THERE IS ONE
SUBJECT ON WHICH THE CADETS SIMPLY REFUSE TO TALK, AND THERE ARE TWO OF
THE GRADUATING CLASS WHO DO NOT APPEAR AT THE HOTEL AT ALL. ONE IS MR.
MCKAY, WHOSE ABSENCE IS ALLEGED TO BE BECAUSE OF CONFINEMENTS HE
HAS TO SERVE; THE OTHER IS PHILIP STANLEY, STILL IN CLOSE ARREST, AND THE
latter has cancelled his engagements for the ball.

THERE HAD BEEN A FEW DAYS IN WHICH MISS MCKAY, FORGETTING OR HAVING
OBTAINED ABSOLUTION FOR HER UNGUARDED REMARKS ON THE PROMENADE
DECK OF THE STEAMER, HAD BEGUN TO BE SEEN A GREAT DEAL WITH MISS
STANLEY. SHE HAD EVEN BLUSHINGLY SHAKEN HANDS WITH BIG LIEUTENANT
LEE, WHOSE KIND BROWN EYES WERE FULL OF FUN AND PLAYFULNESS WHENEVER
he greeted her. But it was noticed that something, all of a sudden, had
OCCURRED TO MAR THE GROWING INTIMACY; THEN THAT THE ONCE BLITHE  LITTLE
LADY WAS LOOKING WHITE AND SORROWFUL; THAT SHE AVOIDED MISS STANLEY
FOR TWO WHOLE DAYS, AND THAT HER BLUE EYES WATCHED WISTFULLY FOR SOME
ONE WHO DID NOT COME,—"MR. STANLEY, NO DOUBT," WAS THE DIAGNOSIS
of the case by "Miss Mischief" and others.

THEN, LIKE A THUNDER-CLAP, CAME THE ORDER FOR PHIL STANLEY'S ARREST, AND
THEN THERE WERE OTHER SAD FACES. MIRIAM STANLEY'S DARK EYES WERE NOT
ONLY TROUBLED, BUT DOWN IN THEIR DEPTHS WAS A GLEAM OF SUPPRESSED
INDIGNATION THAT PEOPLE KNEW NOT HOW TO EXPLAIN. COLONEL STANLEY, TO
WHOM EVERY ONE HAD BEEN DRAWN FROM THE FIRST, NOW APPEARED VERY
STERN AND GRAVE; THE JOY HAD VANISHED FROM HIS FACE. MRS. MCKAY WAS



FLITTING ABOUT THE PARLORS TEARFULLY THANKFUL THAT "IT WASN'T HER BOY."
NANNIE HAD GROWN WHITER STILL, AND VERY "ABSENT" AND SILENT. MR. LEE
did not come at all.

THEN THERE WAS STARTLING NEWS! AN OUTBREAK, LONG SMOULDERING, HAD
JUST OCCURRED AT THE GREAT RESERVATION OF THE SPIRIT WOLF; THE AGENT AND
SEVERAL OF HIS MEN HAD BEEN MASSACRED, THEIR WOMEN CARRIED AWAY
INTO A CAPTIVITY WHOSE HORRORS BEGGAR ALL DESCRIPTION, AND TWO TROOPS
—HARDLY SIXSCORE MEN—OF COLONEL STANLEY'S REGIMENT WERE ALREADY
IN PURSUIT. LEAVING HIS DAUGHTER TO THE CARE OF AN OLD FRIEND AT
CRANEY'S, AND AFTER A BRIEF INTERVIEW WITH HIS BOY AT BARRACKS, THE OLD
SOLDIER WHO HAD COME EASTWARD WITH SUCH GLAD ANTICIPATION TURNED
PROMPTLY BACK TO THE FIELD OF DUTY. HE HAD TAKEN THE FIRST TRAIN AND WAS
ALREADY BEYOND THE MISSOURI. ALMOST IMMEDIATELY AFTER THE COLONEL'S
DEPARTURE, MR. LEE HAD COME TO THE HOTEL AND WAS SEEN TO HAVE A
BRIEF BUT EARNEST TALK WITH MISS STANLEY ON THE NORTH PIAZZA,—A TALK
FROM WHICH SHE HAD GONE DIRECT  TO HER ROOM AND DID NOT REAPPEAR FOR
HOURS, WHILE HE, WHO USUALLY HAD A GENIAL, KINDLY WORD FOR EVERY ONE,
HAD TURNED ABRUPTLY DOWN THE NORTH STEPS AS THOUGH TO AVOID THE
crowded halls and piazzas, and so returned to the barracks.

BUT NOW, THIS LOVELY JUNE MORNING THE NEWS FROM THE FAR WEST IS STILL
MORE DIREFUL. HUNDREDS OF SAVAGES HAVE TAKEN THE WAR-PATH, AND
MURDER IS THE BURDEN OF EVERY TALE FROM AROUND THEIR RESERVATION, BUT—
THIS IS THE DAY OF "LAST PARADE" AND THE GRADUATING BALL, AND PEOPLE
CANNOT AFFORD TIME TO THINK OF SUCH GREWSOME MATTER. ALL THE SAME,
THEY NOTE THAT MR. LEE COMES NO MORE TO THE HOTEL, AND A RUMOR IS IN
CIRCULATION THAT HE HAS BEGGED TO BE RELIEVED FROM DUTY AT THE POINT
and ordered to join his troop now in the field against hostile Indians.

NANNIE MCKAY IS LOOKING LIKE A PATHETIC SHADOW OF HER FORMER SELF AS
SHE COMES DOWN-STAIRS TO FULFIL AN ENGAGEMENT WITH A CADET ADMIRER.
SHE NEGLECTS NO DUTY OF THE KIND TOWARDS WILLY'S FRIENDS AND HERS, BUT
SHE IS DROOPING AND LISTLESS. UNCLE JACK IS WORRIED ABOUT HER; SO, TOO,



IS MAMMA, THOUGH THE LATTER IS SO WRAPPED UP IN THE GRADUATION OF HER
BOY THAT SHE HAS LITTLE TIME TO THINK OF PALLID CHEEKS AND MOURNFUL EYES.
IT IS ALL ARRANGED THAT THEY ARE TO SAIL FOR EUROPE THE 1ST OF JULY, AND THE
SEA AIR, THE VOYAGE ACROSS, THE NEW SIGHTS AND ASSOCIATIONS ON THE
OTHER SIDE, WILL "BRING HER ROUND AGAIN," SAYS THAT OBSERVANT
"AVUNCULAR" HOPEFULLY. HE IS COMPELLED TO BE AT HIS OFFICE IN THE CITY
MUCH OF THE TIME, BUT COMES UP THIS DAY AS A MATTER OF COURSE, AND
HAS A BRIEF CHAT WITH HIS GRACELESS NEPHEW AT THE GUARD-HOUSE. BILLY'S
UTTER LACK OF SPIRITS SETS UNCLE JACK TO THINKING. THE BOY SAYS HE CAN
"TELL HIM NOTHING JUST NOW," AND UNCLE JACK FEELS WELL ASSURED THAT HE
HAS A GOOD DEAL TO TELL. HE GOES IN SEARCH OF LIEUTENANT LEE, FOR
WHOM HE HAS CONCEIVED A GREAT FANCY, BUT THE BIG LIEUTENANT HAS GONE
TO THE CITY ON BUSINESS. IN THE CROWDED HALL AT THE HOTEL HE MEETS
MIRIAM STANLEY, AND HER FACE GIVES HIM ANOTHER POUND OF TROUBLE TO
carry.

"YOU ARE GOING TO THE BALL, THOUGH?" HE HEARS A LADY SAY TO HER, AND
Miriam shakes her head.

BALL, INDEED!—OR LAST PARADE, EITHER! SHE KNOWS SHE CANNOT BEAR TO
SEE THE CLASS MARCH TO THE FRONT, AND HER BROTHER NOT THERE. SHE CANNOT
BEAR THE THOUGHT OF EVEN LOOKING ON AT THE BALL, IF PHILIP IS TO BE
DEBARRED FROM ATTENDING. HER THOUGHTS HAVE BEEN VERY BITTER FOR A FEW
DAYS PAST. HER FATHER'S INTENSE BUT SILENT DISTRESS AND REGRET; PHILIP'S
CERTAIN DETENTION AFTER THE GRADUATION OF HIS CLASS; HIS PROBABLE COURT-
MARTIAL AND LOSS OF RANK; THE KNOWLEDGE THAT HE HAD INCURRED IT ALL TO
SAVE MCKAY (AND EVERYBODY BY THIS TIME FELT THAT IT must BE BILLY
MCKAY, THOUGH NO ONE COULD PROVE IT), ALL HAVE CONSPIRED TO MAKE HER
VERY UNHAPPY AND VERY UNJUST TO MR. LEE. PHILIP HAS TOLD HER THAT MR.
LEE HAD NO ALTERNATIVE IN REPORTING TO THE COMMANDANT HIS DISCOVERY
"down the road," but she had believed herself of sufficient value in that
OFFICER'S BROWN EYES TO INDUCE HIM TO AT LEAST POSTPONE ANY MENTION OF
THAT PIECE OF ACCIDENTAL KNOWLEDGE; AND THOUGH, IN HER HEART OF HEARTS,
SHE KNOWS SHE RESPECTS HIM THE MORE BECAUSE SHE COULD NOT PREVAIL



AGAINST HIS SENSE OF DUTY, SHE IS STUNG TO THE QUICK, AND, WOMANLIKE,
has made him feel it.

IT MUST BE IN SYMPATHY WITH HER SORROWS THAT, LATE THIS AFTERNOON, THE
HEAVENS OPEN AND POUR THEIR FLOODS UPON THE PLAIN. HUNDREDS OF
PEOPLE ARE BEMOANING THE FACT THAT NOW THERE CAN BE NO GRADUATING
PARADE. DOWN IN BARRACKS THE MEMBERS OF THE CLASS ARE BUSILY
PACKING TRUNKS, TRYING ON CIVILIAN GARB, AND RUSHING ABOUT IN MUCH
EXCITEMENT. IN MORE SENSES THAN ONE PHIL STANLEY'S ROOM IS A CENTRE
OF GRAVITY. THE COMMANDANT AT TEN O'CLOCK HAD SENT FOR HIM AND GIVEN
HIM FINAL OPPORTUNITY TO STATE WHOSE PLACE HE OCCUPIED DURING THE
INSPECTION OF THAT NOW MEMORABLE NIGHT, AND HE HAD RESPECTFULLY BUT
FIRMLY DECLINED. THERE WAS THEN NO ALTERNATIVE BUT THE WITHDRAWAL OF HIS
DIPLOMA AND HIS DETENTION AT THE POINT TO AWAIT THE ACTION OF THE
SECRETARY OF WAR UPON THE CHARGES PREFERRED AGAINST HIM. "THE
CLASS," OF COURSE, KNEW BY THIS TIME THAT MCKAY WAS THE MAN WHOM
he had saved, for after one day of torment and indecision that hapless
YOUTH HAD CALLED IN HALF A DOZEN OF HIS COMRADES AND MADE A CLEAN
BREAST OF IT. IT WAS THEN HIS DELIBERATE INTENTION TO GO TO THE
COMMANDANT AND BEG FOR STANLEY'S RELEASE, AND TO OFFER HIMSELF AS
THE CULPRIT. BUT STANLEY HAD THOUGHT THE PROBLEM OUT AND GRAVELY
INTERPOSED. IT COULD REALLY DO NO PRACTICAL GOOD TO HIM AND WOULD ONLY
RESULT IN DISASTER TO MCKAY. NO ONE COULD HAVE ANTICIPATED THE
LUCKLESS CHAIN OF CIRCUMSTANCES THAT HAD LED TO HIS OWN ARREST, BUT
NOW HE MUST FACE THE CONSEQUENCES. AFTER LONG CONSULTATION THE
YOUNG COUNSELLORS HAD DECIDED ON THE PLAN. "THERE IS ONLY ONE THING
FOR US TO DO: KEEP THE MATTER QUIET. THERE IS ONLY ONE THING FOR BILLY TO
DO: KEEP A STIFF UPPER LIP; GRADUATE WITH THE CLASS, THEN GO TO
WashINGTON WITH 'UNCLE JACK,' AND BESTIR THEIR FRIENDS IN CONGRESS,"—
NOT JUST THEN ASSEMBLED, BUT ALWAYS AVAILABLE. THERE WAS NEVER YET A
TIME WHEN A GENUINE "PULL" FROM SENATE AND HOUSE DID NOT TRIUMPH
over the principles of military discipline.

A MISERABLE MAN IS BILLY! FOR A WEEK HE HAS MOPED IN BARRACKS,



FORBIDDEN BY STANLEY AND HIS ADVISERS TO ADMIT ANYTHING, YET
UNIVERSALLY SUSPECTED OF BEING THE CAUSE OF ALL THE TROUBLE. HE, TOO,
WISHES TO CANCEL HIS ENGAGEMENTS FOR THE GRADUATING BALL, AND THINKS
something ought to be done to those young idiots of yearlings who set
OFF THE TORPEDO. "NOTHING COULD HAVE GONE WRONG BUT FOR THEM," SAYS
HE; BUT THE WISE HEADS OF THE CLASS PROMPTLY SNUB HIM INTO SILENCE.
"YOU'VE SIMPLY GOT TO DO AS WE SAY IN THIS MATTER, BILLY. YOU'VE DONE
ENOUGH MISCHIEF ALREADY." AND SO IT RESULTS THAT THE MESSAGE HE
SENDS BY UNCLE JACK IS: "TELL MOTHER AND NAN I'LL MEET THEM AT THE
'HOP.' MY CONFINEMENTS END AT EIGHT O'CLOCK, BUT THERE'S NO USE IN MY
GOING TO THE HOTEL AND TRAMPING THROUGH THE MUD." THE TRUTH IS, HE
cannot bear to meet Miriam Stanley, and 'twould be just his luck.

ONE YEAR AGO NO HAPPIER, BONNIER, BRIGHTER FACE COULD HAVE BEEN
SEEN AT THE POINT THAN THAT OF NANNIE MCKAY. TO-NIGHT, IN ALL THE THRONG
OF FAIR WOMEN AND LOVELY GIRLS, GATHERED WITH THEIR SOLDIER ESCORT IN THE
GREAT MESS-HALL, THERE IS NONE SO SAD. SHE TRIES HARD TO BE CHATTY AND
SMILING, BUT IS TOO FRANK AND HONEST A LITTLE SOUL TO HAVE MUCH SUCCESS.
THE DANCES THAT PHIL STANLEY HAD ENGAGED MONTHS AND MONTHS AGO
ARE ACCREDITED NOW TO OTHER NAMES, AND BLISSFUL YOUNG FELLOWS IN GRAY
AND GOLD COME SUCCESSIVELY TO CLAIM THEM. BUT DEEP DOWN IN  HER
HEART SHE REMEMBERS THE NUMBER OF EACH. IT WAS HE WHO WAS TO HAVE
BEEN HER ESCORT. IT WAS HE WHO MADE OUT HER CARD AND GAVE IT TO HER
ONLY A DAY OR TWO BEFORE THAT FATAL INTERVIEW. IT WAS HE WHO WAS TO HAVE
HAD THE LAST WALTZ—THE VERY LAST—THAT HE WOULD DANCE IN THE OLD CADET
GRAY; AND THOUGH NEW NAMES HAVE BEEN SUBSTITUTED FOR HIS IN OTHER
CASES, THIS WALTZ SHE MEANT TO KEEP. WELL KNOWING THAT THERE WOULD BE
MANY TO BEG FOR IT, SHE HAS WRITTEN WILLY'S NAME FOR "STANLEY," AND DULY
WARNED HIM OF THE FACT. THEN, WHEN IT COMES, SHE MEANS TO ESCAPE TO
THE DRESSING-ROOM, FOR SHE IS PROMPTLY TOLD THAT HER BROTHER IS
ENGAGED TO MISS WARING FOR THAT VERY WALTZ. LIGHT AS ARE HER FEET, SHE
NEVER YET HAS DANCED WITH SO HEAVY A HEART. THE RAIN STILL POURS,
DRIVING EVERYBODY WITHIN DOORS. THE HEAT IS INTENSE. THE HALL IS
CROWDED, AND IT FREQUENTLY HAPPENS THAT PARTNERS CANNOT FIND HER UNTIL



NEAR THE END OF THEIR NUMBER ON THAT DAINTY CARD. BUT EVERY ONE HAS
SOMETHING TO SAY ABOUT PHIL STANLEY AND THE UNIVERSAL REGRET AT HIS
ABSENCE. IT IS GETTING TO BE MORE THAN SHE CAN BEAR,—THIS PROLONGED
STRIVING TO RESPOND WITH PROPER APPRECIATION AND SYMPATHY, YET NOT
SAY TOO MUCH,—NOT BETRAY THE SECRET THAT IS NOW BURNING, THROBBING IN
HER GIRLISH HEART. HE DOES NOT DREAM IT, BUT THERE, HIDDEN BENEATH THE
SOFT LACE UPON HER SNOWY NECK, LIES THAT "KNOT OF RIBBON BLUE" WHICH
SHE SO LAUGHINGLY HAD GIVEN HIM, AT HIS URGING, THE LAST DAY OF HER VISIT
THE PREVIOUS YEAR; THE KNOT WHICH HE HAD SO LOYALLY TREASURED AND THEN
SO SADLY RETURNED. A TRIFLING, SENSELESS THING TO MAKE SUCH AN ADO
ABOUT, BUT THESE HEARTS ARE YOUNG AND ARDENT, AND THIS ROMANCE OF HIS
HAS MANY A COUNTERPART, THE MEMORY OF WHICH  MAY BRING TO WAR-WORN,
GRIZZLED HEADS TO-DAY A BLUSH ALMOST OF SHAME, AND WOULD SURELY
BRING TO MANY AN OLD AND SOMETIMES ACHING HEART A SIGH. HOPING
AGAINST HOPE, POOR NANNIE HAS THOUGHT IT JUST POSSIBLE THAT AT THE LAST
MOMENT THE AUTHORITIES WOULD RELENT AND HE BE ALLOWED TO ATTEND. IF SO,
—IF SO, ANGRY AND JUSTLY ANGERED THOUGH HE MIGHT BE, CUT TO THE HEART
THOUGH HE EXPRESSED HIMSELF, HAS SHE NOT HERE THE MEANS TO CALL HIM
BACK?—TO BID HIM COME AND KNOW HOW CONTRITE SHE IS? HOUR AFTER
HOUR SHE GLANCES AT THE BROAD ARCHWAY AT THE EAST, YEARNING TO SEE
HIS DARK, HANDSOME FACE AMONG THE NEW-COMERS,—ALL IN VAIN. TIME
AND AGAIN SHE ENCOUNTERS SALLIE WARING, BRILLIANT, BEWITCHING, IN THE
MOST RAVISHING OF TOILETS, AND ALWAYS WITH HALF A DOZEN MEN ABOUT HER.
TWICE SHE NOTICES WILL AMONG THEM WITH A FACE GLOOMY AND
rebellious, and, hardly knowing why, she almost hates her.

AT LAST COMES THE WALTZ THAT WAS TO HAVE BEEN PHILIP'S,—THE WALTZ SHE
HAS SAVED FOR HIS SAKE THOUGH HE CANNOT CLAIM IT. MR. PENNOCK, WHO
HAS DANCED THE PREVIOUS GALOP WITH HER, SEES THE LEADER RAISING HIS
BATON, BETHINKS HIM OF HIS NEXT PARTNER, AND LEAVES HER AT THE OPEN
WINDOW CLOSE TO THE DRESSING-ROOM DOOR. THERE SHE CAN HAVE A
BREATH OF FRESH AIR, AND, HIDING BEHIND THE BROAD BACKS OF SEVERAL
BULKY OFFICERS AND CIVILIANS, LISTEN UNDISTURBED TO THE MUSIC SHE LONGED
to enjoy with him. Here, to her surprise, Will suddenly joins her.



"I thought you were engaged to Miss Waring for this," she says.

"I WAS," HE ANSWERS, SAVAGELY; "BUT I'M WELL OUT OF IT. I RESIGNED IN FAVOR
OF A BIG 'CIT' WHO'S WORTH  ONLY TWENTY THOUSAND A YEAR, NAN, AND SHE
HAS BEEN ENGAGED TO HIM ALL THIS TIME AND NEVER LET ME KNOW UNTIL TO-
night."

"Willy!" SHE GASPS. "OH! I'M SO GLAD—SORRY, I MEAN! I NEVER did LIKE
her."

"I DID, NAN, MORE'S THE PITY. I'M NOT THE FIRST SHE'S MADE A FOOL OF;" AND
HE TURNS AWAY, HIDING THE CHAGRIN IN HIS YOUNG FACE. THEY ARE
PRACTICALLY ALONE IN THIS SHELTERED NOOK. CROWDS ARE AROUND THEM, BUT
LOOKING THE OTHER WAY. THE RAIN IS DRIPPING FROM THE TREES WITHOUT AND
PATTERING ON THE STONE FLAGS. MCKAY LEANS OUT INTO THE NIGHT, AND THE
sister's loving heart yearns over him in his trouble.

"WILLY," SHE SAYS, LAYING THE LITTLE WHITE-GLOVED HAND ON HIS ARM, "IT'S
HARD TO BEAR, BUT SHE ISN'T WORTHY any MAN'S LOVE. TWICE I'VE HEARD IN
the last two days that she makes a boast of it that 'twas to see her that
SOME ONE RISKED HIS COMMISSION AND SO—KEPT MR. STANLEY FROM
BEING HERE TO-NIGHT. WILLY, do YOU KNOW WHO IT WAS? Don't YOU THINK HE
OUGHT TO HAVE COME FORWARD LIKE A GENTLEMAN, DAYS AGO, AND TOLD THE
TRUTH? Will! WHAT IS IT? Don't LOOK SO! SPEAK TO ME, WILLY,—YOUR LITTLE
NAN. WAS THERE EVER A TIME, DEAR, WHEN MY WHOLE HEART WASN'T OPEN
to you in love and sympathy?"

AND NOW, JUST AT THIS MINUTE, THE MUSIC BEGINS AGAIN. SOFT, SWEET, YET
WITH SUCH A STRAIN OF PATHOS AND OF SADNESS RUNNING THROUGH EVERY
CHORD; IT IS THE LOVELIEST OF ALL THE WALTZES PLAYED IN HIS "FIRST CLASS
CAMP,"—THE ONE OF ALL OTHERS HE MOST LOVED TO HEAR. HER HEART ALMOST
BURSTS NOW TO THINK OF HIM IN HIS LONELY ROOM, BEYOND HEARING OF THE
melody that is so DEAR TO HIM, THAT IS NOW SO PASSIONATELY DEAR TO HER,
—"LOVE'S SIGH." DOUBTLESS, PHILIP HAD ASKED THE LEADER DAYS AGO TO



PLAY IT HERE AND AT NO OTHER TIME. IT IS MORE THAN ENOUGH TO START THE
TEARS LONG WELLING IN HER EYES. FOR AN INSTANT IT TURNS HER FROM THOUGHT
of Willy's own heartache.

"WILL!" SHE WHISPERS, DESPERATELY. "THIS WAS TO HAVE BEEN PHILIP
Stanley's waltz—and I want you to take—something to him for me."

HE TURNS BACK TO HER AGAIN, HIS HANDS CLINCHED, HIS TEETH SET, STILL
THINKING ONLY OF HIS OWN BITTER HUMILIATION,—OF HOW THAT GIRL HAS FOOLED
AND JILTED HIM,—OF HOW FOR HER SAKE HE HAD BROUGHT ALL THIS TROUBLE ON
his stanchest friend.

"PHIL STANLEY!" HE EXCLAIMS. "BY HEAVEN! IT MAKES ME NEARLY MAD TO
THINK OF IT!—AND ALL FOR HER SAKE,—ALL THROUGH ME. OH, NAN! NAN! I
must tell you! It was for me,—to save me that——"

"Willy!" AND THERE IS ALMOST HORROR IN HER WIDE BLUE EYES. " Willy! "SHE
GASPS—"OH, don't—DON'T TELL ME that! OH, IT ISN'T true? NOT YOU—NOT
you, Willy. Not my brother! Oh, quick! Tell me."

Startled, alarmed, he seizes her hand.

"Little sister! What—what has happened—what is——"

BUT THERE IS NO TIME FOR MORE WORDS. THE WEEK OF MISERY; THE PITEOUS
STRAIN OF THE LONG EVENING; THE SWEET, SAD, WAILING MELODY,—HIS
FAVORITE WALTZ; THE SUDDEN, STUNNING REVELATION THAT IT WAS FOR WILLY'S
SAKE THAT HE—HER HERO—WAS NOW TO SUFFER, HE WHOSE HEART SHE HAD
TRAMPLED ON AND CRUSHED! IT IS ALL MORE THAN MORTAL GIRL CAN BEAR. WITH
THE BEAUTIFUL STRAINS MOAN ING, WHIRLING, RINGING, SURGING THROUGH HER
brain, she is borne dizzily away into darkness and oblivion.

THERE FOLLOWS A WEEK IN WHICH SADDER FACES YET ARE SEEN ABOUT THE



OLD HOTEL. THE ROUTINE OF THE ACADEMY GOES ON UNDISTURBED. THE
GRADUATING CLASS HAS TAKEN ITS FAREWELL OF THE GRAY WALLS AND GONE
upon its way. New faces, new voices are those in the line of officers at
PARADE. THE CORPS HAS PITCHED ITS WHITE TENTS UNDER THE TREES BEYOND
THE GRASSY PARAPET OF FORT CLINTON, AND, WITH THE GRADUATES AND
FURLOUGH-MEN GONE, ITS RANKS LOOK PITIFULLY THINNED. THE THRONG OF
VISITORS HAS VANISHED. THE HALLS AND PIAZZAS AT CRANEY'S ARE WELL-NIGH
DESERTED, BUT AMONG THE FEW WHO LINGER THERE IS NOT ONE WHO HAS NOT
LOVING INQUIRY FOR THE YOUNG LIFE THAT FOR A BRIEF WHILE HAS FLUTTERED SO
NEAR THE GRAVE. "BRAIN FEVER," SAID THE DOCTORS TO UNCLE JACK, AND A
NEW ANXIETY WAS LINED IN HIS KINDLY FACE AS HE AND WILL MCKAY SPED
ON THEIR MISSION TO THE CAPITOL. THEY HAD TO GO, THOUGH LITTLE NAN LAY
sore stricken at the Point.

BUT YOUTH AND ELASTICITY TRIUMPH. THE DANGER IS PASSED. SHE LIES NOW,
VERY WHITE AND STILL, LISTENING TO THE SWEET STRAINS OF THE BAND TROOPING
DOWN THE LINE THIS SOFT JUNE EVENING. HER MOTHER, WORN WITH WATCHING,
IS RESTING ON THE LOUNGE. IT IS MIRIAM STANLEY WHO HOVERS AT THE
BEDSIDE. PRESENTLY THE BUGLES PEAL THE RETREAT; THE SUNSET GUN BOOMS
ACROSS THE PLAIN; THE RINGING VOICE OF THE YOUNG ADJUTANT COMES
FLOATING ON THE SOUTHERLY BREEZE, AND, AS SHE LISTENS, NANNIE FOLLOWS
EVERY DETAIL OF THE WELL-KNOWN CEREMONY, WONDERING HOW IT could GO
ON DAY AFTER DAY WITH NO MR.  PENNOCK TO READ THE ORDERS; WITH NO "BIG
BURTON" TO THUNDER HIS COMMANDS TO THE FIRST COMPANY; WITH NO PHILIP
STANLEY TO MARCH THE COLORS TO THEIR PLACE ON THE LINE. "WHERE IS he?"
IS THE QUESTION IN THE SWEET BLUE EYES THAT SO WISTFULLY SEEK HIS SISTER'S
FACE; BUT SHE ANSWERS NOT. ONE BY ONE THE FIRST SERGEANTS MADE THEIR
REPORTS; AND NOW—THAT RINGING VOICE AGAIN, READING THE ORDERS OF THE
day. How clear it sounds! How hushed and still the listening Point!

"HEAD-QUARTERS OF THE ARMY," SHE HEARS. "WASHINGTON, JUNE 15, 187-.
Special orders, Number—.

"First. UPON HIS OWN APPLICATION, FIRST LIEUTENANT GEORGE ROMNEY



LEE, —TH CAVALRY, IS HEREBY RELIEVED FROM DUTY AT THE U. S. MILITARY
ACADEMY, AND WILL JOIN HIS TROOP NOW IN THE FIELD AGAINST HOSTILE
Indians.

"Second. UPON THE RECOMMENDATION OF THE SUPERINTENDENT U. S.
MILITARY ACADEMY, THE CHARGES PREFERRED AGAINST CADET CAPTAIN
PHILIP S. STANLEY ARE WITHDRAWN. CADET STANLEY WILL BE CONSIDERED AS
GRADUATED WITH HIS CLASS ON THE 12TH INSTANT, WILL BE RELEASED FROM
ARREST, AND AUTHORIZED TO AVAIL HIMSELF OF THE LEAVE OF ABSENCE GRANTED
his class."

NANNIE STARTS FROM HER PILLOW, CLASPING IN HER THIN WHITE FINGERS THE SOFT
hand that would have restrained her.

"Miriam!" she cries. "Then—will he go?"

THE DARK, PROUD FACE BENDS DOWN TO HER; CLASPING ARMS ENCIRCLE THE
LITTLE WHITE FORM, AND MIRIAM STANLEY'S VERY HEART WAILS FORTH IN ANSWER,
—

"OH, NANNIE! HE IS ALMOST THERE BY THIS TIME,—BOTH OF THEM. THEY LEFT
to join the regiment three days ago; their orders came by telegraph."

ANOTHER WEEK, AND UNCLE JACK IS AGAIN WITH THEM. THE DOCTORS AGREE
THAT THE OCEAN VOYAGE IS NOW NOT ONLY ADVISABLE, BUT NECESSARY. THEY
ARE TO MOVE THEIR LITTLE PATIENT TO THE CITY AND BOARD THEIR STEAMER IN A
DAY OR TWO. WILL HAS COME TO THEM, FULL OF DISGUST THAT HE HAS BEEN
ASSIGNED TO THE ARTILLERY, AND FILLING HIS MOTHER'S HEART WITH DISMAY
BECAUSE HE IS BEGGING FOR A TRANSFER TO THE CAVALRY, TO THE —TH
REGIMENT,—OF ALL OTHERS,—NOW PLUNGED IN THE WHIRL OF AN INDIAN WAR.
EVERY DAY THE PAPERS COME FREIGHTED WITH RUMORS OF FIERCER FIGHTING;
BUT LITTLE THAT IS RELIABLE CAN BE HEARD FROM "SABRE STANLEY" AND HIS
COLUMN. THEY ARE FAR BEYOND TELEGRAPHIC COMMUNICATION, HEMMED IN
by "hostiles" on every side.

UNCLE JACK IS AN EARLY RISER. GOING DOWN FOR HIS PAPER BEFORE



BREAKFAST, HE IS MET AT THE FOOT OF THE STAIRS BY A FRIEND WHO POINTS TO
the head-lines of the Herald, with the simple remark, "Isn't this hard?"

It is brief enough, God knows.

"A COURIER JUST IN FROM COLONEL STANLEY'S CAMP BRINGS THE STARTLING
NEWS THAT LIEUTENANT PHILIP STANLEY, —TH CAVALRY, WITH TWO SCOUTS AND
A SMALL ESCORT, WHO LEFT HERE SUNDAY, HOPING TO PUSH THROUGH TO THE
SPIRIT WOLF, WERE AMBUSHED BY THE INDIANS IN BLACK CAÑON. THEIR
bodies, scalped and mutilated, were found Wednesday night."

Where, then, was Romney Lee?



CHAPTER VII.



BLACK CAÑON.
THE RED SUN IS GOING DOWN BEHIND THE LINE OF DISTANT BUTTES, THROWING
LONG SHADOWS OUT ACROSS THE GRASSY UPLAND. EVERY CREST AND BILLOW OF
THE PRAIRIE IS BATHED IN CRIMSON AND GOLD, WHILE THE "BREAKS" AND
RAVINES TRENDING SOUTHWARD GROW BLACK AND FORBIDDING IN THEIR
CONTRASTED GLOOM. FAR OVER TO THE SOUTHEAST, IN DAZZLING RADIANCE, TWO
LOFTY PEAKS, STILL SNOW-CLAD, GLEAM AGAINST THE SUMMER SKY, AND AT
THEIR FEET DARK WAVES OF FOREST-COVERED FOOT-HILLS DRINK IN THE LAST RAYS
OF THE WANING SUNSHINE AS THOUGH HOARDING ITS TREASURED WARMTH
AGAINST THE CHILL OF COMING NIGHT. ALREADY THE EVENING AIR, RARE AND
EXHILARATING AT THIS GREAT ALTITUDE, LOSES THE SUN-GOD'S TOUCH AND
STRIKES UPON THE CHEEK KEEN AS THE ETHER OF THE LIMITLESS HEAVENS. A
WHILE AGO, ONLY IN THE DISTANT VALLEY WINDING TO THE SOUTH COULD FOLIAGE
BE SEEN. NOW, ALL IN THOSE DEPTHS IS MERGED IN SOMBRE SHADE, AND
NOT A LEAF OR TREE BREAKS FOR MILES THE GRAND MONOTONY. CLOSE AT HAND
A HOST OF TINY MOUNDS, EACH TIPPED WITH REDDISH GOLD, AND SOME FEW
FURTHER ORNAMENTED BY MINIATURE SENTRY, ALERT AND KEEN-EYED, TELL OF A
PRAIRIE TOWNSHIP ALREADY LAID OUT AND THICKLY POPULATED; AND AT THIS
MOMENT EVERY SENTRY IS CHIPPING HIS PERT, QUERULOUS CHALLENGE UNTIL THE
DISTURBERS OF THE PEACE ARE CLOSE UPON HIM, THEN DIVING HEADLONG INTO
the bowels of the earth.

A dun cloud of dust rolls skyward along a well-worn cavalry trail, and is
WHIRLED INTO SPACE BY THE HOOFS OF SIXTY PANTING CHARGERS TROTTING
STEADILY SOUTH. SIXTY SUNBURNED, DUST-COVERED TROOPERS RIDE GRIMLY ON,
FOLLOWING THE LEAD OF A TALL SOLDIER WHOSE KIND BROWN EYES PEER
ANXIOUSLY FROM UNDER HIS SCOUTING-HAT. IT IS JUST AS THEY PASS THE VILLAGE
OF THE PRAIRIE DOGS THAT HE POINTS TO THE LOW VALLEY DOWN TO THE FRONT
and questions the "plainsman" who lopes along by his side,—



"That Black Cañon down yonder?"

"That's it, lieutenant: I didn't think you could make it to-night."

"WE had TO," IS THE SIMPLE REPLY AS AGAIN THE SPUR TOUCHES THE JADED
flank and evokes only a groan in response.

"How far from here to—the Springs?" he presently asks again.

"Box Elder?—where they found the bodies?—'bout five mile, sir."

"Where away was that signal smoke we saw at the divide?"

"Must have been from those bluffs—east of the Springs, sir."

LIEUTENANT LEE WHIPS OUT HIS WATCH AND PEERS AT THE DIAL THROUGH THE
TWILIGHT. THE CLOUD DEEPENS ON HIS HAGGARD, HANDSOME FACE. EIGHT
O'CLOCK, AND THEY HAVE BEEN IN SADDLE ALMOST INCESSANTLY SINCE
YESTERDAY AFTERNOON, WEIGHED DOWN WITH THE TIDINGS OF THE FELL DISASTER
THAT HAS ROBBED THEM OF THEIR COMRADES, AND STRAINING EVERY NERVE TO
reach the scene.

ONLY FIVE DAYS BEFORE, AS HE STEPPED FROM THE RAILWAY CAR AT THE
SUPPLY STATION, A WAGON-TRAIN HAD COME  IN FROM THE FRONT ESCORTED BY
MR. LEE'S OWN TROOP; HIS CAPTAIN WITH IT, WOUNDED. JUST AS SOON AS IT
COULD RELOAD WITH RATIONS AND AMMUNITION THE TRAIN WAS TO START ON ITS
EIGHT DAYS' JOURNEY TO THE SPIRIT WOLF, WHERE COLONEL STANLEY AND THE
—TH WERE BIVOUACKED AND SCOURING THE NEIGHBORING MOUNTAINS.
ALREADY A BATTALION OF INFANTRY WAS AT THE STATION, ANOTHER WAS ON ITS
WAY, AND SUPPLIES WERE BEING HURRIED FORWARD. CAPTAIN GREGG
BROUGHT THE FIRST RELIABLE NEWS. THE INDIANS HAD APPARENTLY WITHDRAWN
FROM THE ROAD. THE WAGON-TRAIN HAD COME THROUGH UNMOLESTED, AND
COLONEL STANLEY WAS EXPECTING TO PUSH FORWARD INTO THEIR FASTNESSES
FARTHER SOUTH THE MOMENT HE COULD OBTAIN AUTHORITY FROM HEAD-
QUARTERS. WITH THESE NECESSARY ORDERS TWO COURIERS HAD STARTED JUST
TWELVE HOURS BEFORE. THE CAPTAIN WAS REJOICED TO SEE HIS FAVORITE



LIEUTENANT AND TO WELCOME PHILIP STANLEY TO THE REGIMENT. "EVERYBODY
SEEMED TO FEEL THAT YOU TOO WOULD BE COMING RIGHT ALONG," HE SAID;
"BUT, PHIL, MY BOY, I'M AFRAID YOU'RE TOO LATE FOR THE FUN. YOU CANNOT
catch the command before it starts from Spirit Wolf."

AND YET THIS WAS JUST WHAT PHIL HAD TRIED TO DO. LEE KNEW NOTHING OF
HIS PLAN UNTIL EVERYTHING HAD BEEN ARRANGED BETWEEN THE YOUNG OFFICER
AND THE MAJOR COMMANDING THE TEMPORARY CAMP AT THE STATION. THEN IT
WAS TOO LATE TO PROTEST. WHILE IT WAS MR. LEE'S DUTY TO REMAIN AND
ESCORT THE TRAIN, PHILIP STANLEY, WITH TWO SCOUTS AND HALF A DOZEN
TROOPERS, HAD PUSHED OUT TO OVERTAKE THE REGIMENT TWO HUNDRED MILES
AWAY. FORTY-EIGHT HOURS LATER, AS THE WAGON-TRAIN WITH ITS GUARD WAS
SLOWLY CRAWLING SOUTHWARD, IT WAS MET BY A COURIER WITH GHASTLY FACE.
He was one of three who had started from the ruined agency together.
THEY MET NO INDIANS, BUT AT BOX ELDER SPRINGS HAD COME UPON THE
BODIES OF A LITTLE PARTY OF SOLDIERS STRIPPED, SCALPED, GASHED, AND
MUTILATED,—NINE IN ALL. THERE COULD BE LITTLE DOUBT THAT THEY WERE THOSE
OF POOR PHILIP AND HIS NEW-FOUND COMRADES. THE COURIER HAD
RECOGNIZED TWO OF THE BODIES AS THOSE OF FORBES AND WHITING,—THE
scouts who had gone with the party; the others he did not know at all.

PARKING HIS TRAIN THEN AND THERE, SENDING BACK TO THE RAILWAY FOR AN
INFANTRY COMPANY TO HASTEN FORWARD AND TAKE CHARGE OF IT, MR. LEE
NEVER HESITATED AS TO HIS OWN COURSE. HE AND HIS TROOP PUSHED ON AT
ONCE. AND NOW, WORN, WEARY, BUT DETERMINED, THE LITTLE COMMAND IS
JUST IN SIGHT OF THE DEEP RAVINE KNOWN TO FRONTIERSMEN FOR YEARS AS
BLACK CAÑON. IT WAS THROUGH HERE THAT STANLEY AND HIS BATTALION HAD
MARCHED A FORTNIGHT SINCE. IT WAS ALONG THIS VERY TRAIL THAT PHIL AND HIS
party, pressing eagerly on to join the regiment, rode down into its dark
DEPTHS AND WERE AMBUSHED AT THE SPRINGS. FROM ALL INDICATIONS, SAID
THE COURIER, THEY MUST HAVE UNSADDLED FOR A BRIEF REST, PROBABLY JUST AT
NIGHTFALL; BUT THE INDIANS HAD LEFT LITTLE TO AID THEM IN FORMING AN OPINION.
UTTERLY UNNERVED BY THE SIGHT, HIS TWO ASSOCIATES HAD TURNED BACK TO
REJOIN STANLEY'S COLUMN, WHILE HE, THE THIRD, HAD DECIDED TO MAKE FOR



THE RAILWAY. UNLESS THOSE MEN, TOO, HAD BEEN CUT OFF, THE REGIMENT BY
THIS TIME KNEW OF THE TRAGIC FATE OF SOME OF THEIR COMRADES, BUT THE
COLONEL WAS MERCIFULLY SPARED ALL DREAD THAT ONE OF THE VICTIMS WAS HIS
only son.

Nine were in the party when they started. Nine BODIES WERE LYING THERE
WHEN THE COURIERS REACHED THE SPRINGS, AND NOW NINE ARE LYING HERE
TO-NIGHT WHEN, JUST AFTER MOONRISE, ROMNEY LEE DISMOUNTS AND BENDS
sadly over them, one after another. The prairie wolves have been here
FIRST, ADDING MUTILATION TO THE BUTCHERY OF THEIR HUMAN PROTOTYPES.
THERE IS LITTLE CHANCE, IN THIS PALLID LIGHT AND WITH THESE POOR REMNANTS,
TO MAKE IDENTIFICATION A POSSIBILITY. ALL VESTIGES OF UNIFORM, ARMS, AND
EQUIPMENT HAVE BEEN CARRIED AWAY, AND SUCH UNDERCLOTHING AS
REMAINS HAS BEEN TORN TO SHREDS BY THE HERD OF SNARLING, SNAPPING
BRUTES WHICH IS DRIVEN OFF ONLY BY THE RUSH OF THE FOREMOST TROOPERS,
AND IS NOW DISPERSED ALL OVER THE CAÑON AND FAR UP THE HEIGHTS
beyond the outposts, yelping indignant protest.

THERE CAN BE NO DOUBT AS TO THE NUMBER SLAIN. ALL THE NINE ARE HERE,
AND MR. LEE SOLEMNLY PENCILS THE DESPATCH THAT IS TO GO BACK TO THE
RAILWAY SO SOON AS A MESSENGER AND HIS HORSE CAN GET A FEW HOURS'
NEEDED REST. BEFORE DAYBREAK THE MAN IS AWAY, MEETING ON HIS LONELY
RIDE OTHER COMRADES HURRYING TO THE FRONT, TO WHOM HE BRIEFLY GIVES
CONFIRMATION OF THE FIRST REPORT. BEFORE THE SETTING OF THE SECOND SUN HE
HAS REACHED HIS JOURNEY'S END, AND THE TELEGRAPH IS FLASHING THE
MOURNFUL DETAILS TO THE DISTANT EAST, AND SO, WHEN THE "SERVIA" SLOWLY
GLIDES FROM HER MOORINGS AND TURNS HER PROW TOWARDS THE SPARKLING
SEA, NANNIE MCKAY IS SOBBING HER HEART OUT ALONE IN HER LITTLE WHITE
STATE-ROOM, CRUSHING WITH HER KISSES, BATHING WITH HER TEARS, THE LOVE-
knot she had given her soldier boy less than a year before.

ANOTHER NIGHT COMES AROUND. TINY FIRES ARE GLOWING DOWN IN THE DARK
DEPTHS OF BLACK CAÑON, SHOWING  RED THROUGH THE FROSTY GLEAM OF THE
MOONLIGHT. UNDER THE SILVERY RAYS NINE NEW-MADE GRAVES ARE RANKED



ALONG THE TURF, GUARDED BY TROOPERS WHOSE STEEDS ARE BROWSING CLOSE
AT HAND. SILENCE AND SADNESS REIGN IN THE LITTLE BIVOUAC WHERE LEE
AND HIS COMRADES AWAIT THE COMING OF THE TRAIN THEY HAD LEFT THREE
DAYS BEFORE. IT WILL BE HERE ON THE MORROW, EARLY, AND THEN THEY MUST
PUSH AHEAD AND BEAR THEIR HEAVY TIDINGS TO THE REGIMENT. HE HAS
WRITTEN ONE SORROWING LETTER—AND WHAT A LETTER TO HAVE TO WRITE TO THE
WOMAN HE LOVES!—TO TELL MIRIAM THAT HE HAS BEEN UNABLE TO IDENTIFY
ANY ONE OF THE BODIES AS THAT OF HER GALLANT YOUNG BROTHER, YET IS
COMPELLED TO BELIEVE HIM TO LIE THERE, ONE OF THE STRICKEN NINE. AND
NOW HE MUST FACE THE FATHER WITH THIS BITTER NEWS! ROMNEY LEE'S SORE
HEART FAILS HIM AT THE PROSPECT, AND HE CANNOT SLEEP. GOOD HEAVEN!
Can IT BE THAT THREE WEEKS ONLY HAVE PASSED AWAY SINCE THE NIGHT OF
THAT LOVELY YET ILL-FATED CARRIAGE-RIDE DOWN THROUGH HIGHLAND FALLS,
down beyond picturesque Hawkshurst?

OUT ON THE BLUFFS, THOUGH HE CANNOT SEE THEM, AND UP AND DOWN THE
CAÑON, VIGILANT SENTRIES GUARD THIS SOLEMN BIVOUAC. NO SIGN OF INDIAN
HAS BEEN SEEN EXCEPT THE HOOF-PRINTS OF A SCORE OF PONIES AND THE
BLOODY RELICS OF THEIR DIREFUL VISIT. NO REPETITION OF THE SIGNAL-SMOKES
HAS GREETED THEIR WATCHFUL EYES. IT LOOKS AS THOUGH THIS OUTLYING BAND
OF WARRIORS HAD NOTED HIS COMING, HAD SENT UP THEIR WARNING TO OTHERS
OF THEIR TRIBE, AND THEN SCATTERED FOR THE MOUNTAINS AT THE SOUTH. ALL THE
SAME, AS HE RODE THE BLUFF LINES AT NIGHTFALL, MR. LEE HAD CHARGED THE
SENTRIES TO BE ALERT WITH EYE AND EAR, AND TO ALLOW NONE TO APPROACH
unchallenged.

THE WEARY NIGHT WEARS ON. THE YOUNG MOON HAS RIDDEN DOWN IN THE
WEST AND SUNK BEHIND THAT DISTANT BLUFF LINE. ALL IS SILENT AS THE GRAVES
AROUND WHICH HIS MEN ARE SLUMBERING, AND AT LAST, WORN WITH SORROW
AND VIGIL, LEE ROLLS HIMSELF IN HIS BLANKET AND, STILL BOOTED AND SPURRED,
STRETCHES HIS FEET TOWARDS THE LITTLE WATCH-FIRE, AND PILLOWS HIS HEAD
UPON THE SADDLE. DOWN THE STREAM THE HORSES ARE ALREADY BEGINNING
TO TUG AT THEIR LARIATS AND STRUGGLE TO THEIR FEET, THAT THEY MAY CROP THE
DEW-MOISTENED BUNCH GRASS. FAR OUT UPON THE CHILL NIGHT AIR THE



YELPING CHALLENGE OF THE COYOTES IS HEARD, BUT THE SENTRIES GIVE NO
SIGN. DESPITE GRIEF AND CARE, NATURE ASSERTS HER SWAY AND IS FAST
LULLING LEE TO SLEEP, WHEN, AWAY UP ON THE HEIGHTS TO THE NORTHWEST,
THERE LEAPS OUT A SUDDEN LURID FLASH AND, A SECOND AFTER, THE LOUD RING
OF THE CAVALRY CARBINE COMES ECHOING DOWN THE CAÑON. LEE SPRINGS TO
HIS FEET AND SEIZES HIS RIFLE. THE FIRST SHOT IS QUICKLY FOLLOWED BY A
SECOND; THE MEN ARE TUMBLING UP FROM THEIR BLANKETS AND, WITH THE
INSTINCT OF OLD CAMPAIGNERS, THRUSTING CARTRIDGES INTO THE OPENED
chambers.

"KEEP YOUR MEN TOGETHER HERE, SERGEANT," IS THE BRIEF ORDER, AND IN A
MOMENT MORE LEE IS SPURRING UPWARD ALONG AN OLD GAME TRAIL. JUST
under the crest he overtakes a sergeant hurrying northward.

"What is it? Who fired?" he asks.

"MORRIS FIRED, SIR: I DON'T KNOW WHY. HE IS THE FARTHEST POST UP THE
bluffs."

TOGETHER THEY REACH A YOUNG TROOPER, CROUCHING IN THE PALLID DAWN
BEHIND A JAGGED PARAPET OF ROCK, AND EAGERLY DEMANDED THE CAUSE OF
the alarm. The sentry is quivering with excitement.

"An Indian, sir! Not a hundred yards out there! I seen him plain enough
TO SWEAR TO IT. HE ROSE UP FROM BEHIND THAT POINT YONDER AND STARTED
out over the prairie, and I up and fired."

"Did you challenge?"

"NO, SIR," ANSWERS THE YOUNG SOLDIER, SIMPLY. "HE WAS GOING AWAY. HE
COULDN'T UNDERSTAND ME IF I HAD,—LEASTWISE I COULDN'T 'A UNDERSTOOD
him. He ran like a deer the moment I fired, and was out of sight almost
before I could send another shot."

LEE AND THE SERGEANT PUSH OUT ALONG THE CREST, THEIR ARMS AT "READY,"
THEIR KEEN EYES SEARCHING EVERY DIP IN THE SURFACE. CLOSE TO THE EDGE



OF THE CAÑON, PERHAPS A HUNDRED YARDS AWAY, THEY COME UPON A LITTLE
ledge, behind which, under the bluff, it is possible for an Indian to steal
UNNOTICED TOWARDS THEIR SENTRIES AND TO PEER INTO THE DEPTHS BELOW.
SOME ONE HAS BEEN HERE WITHIN A FEW MINUTES, WATCHING, STRETCHED
PRONE UPON THE TURF, FOR LEE FINDS IT DRY AND ALMOST WARM, WHILE ALL
AROUND THE BUNCH GRASS IS HEAVY WITH DEW. LITTLE BY LITTLE AS THE LIGHT
GROWS WARMER IN THE EAST AND AIDS THEM IN THEIR SEARCH, THEY CAN
ALMOST TRACE THE OUTLINE OF A RECUMBENT HUMAN FORM. PRESENTLY THE
WEST WIND BEGINS TO BLOW WITH GREATER STRENGTH, AND THEY NOTE THE
mass of clouds, gray and frowning, that is banked against the sky. Out
ON THE PRAIRIE NOT A MOVING OBJECT CAN BE SEEN, THOUGH THE EYE CAN
REACH A GOOD RIFLE-SHOT AWAY. DOWN IN THE DARKNESS OF THE CAÑON THE
WATCH-FIRES STILL SMOULDER AND THE MEN STILL WAIT. THERE COMES NO
FURTHER ORDER FROM THE HEIGHTS. LEE, WITH THE SERGEANT, IS NOW BENDING
over faint footprints just discernible in the pallid light.

SUDDENLY UP HE STARTS AND GAZES EAGERLY OUT TO THE WEST. THE
SERGEANT, TOO, AT THE SAME INSTANT, LEAPS TOWARDS HIS COMMANDER.
DISTANT, BUT DISTINCT, TWO QUICK SHOTS HAVE BEEN FIRED FAR OVER AMONG
THOSE TUMBLING BUTTES AND RIDGES LYING THERE AGAINST THE HORIZON.
BEFORE EITHER MAN COULD SPEAK OR QUESTION, THERE COMES ANOTHER,
THEN ANOTHER, THEN TWO OR THREE IN QUICK SUCCESSION, THE SOUND OF FIRING
thick and fast.

"It's a fight, sir, sure!" cries the sergeant, eagerly.

"TO HORSE, THEN,—QUICK!" IS THE ANSWER, AS THE TWO SOLDIERS BOUND
back to the trail.

"SADDLE UP, MEN!" RINGS THE ORDER, SHOUTED DOWN THE ROCKY FLANKS OF
THE RAVINE. THERE IS INSTANT RESPONSE IN THE NEIGH OF EXCITED HORSES,
THE CLATTER OF IRON-SHOD HOOFS. THROUGH THE DIM LIGHT THE MEN GO
RUSHING, SADDLES AND BRIDLES IN HAND, EACH TO WHERE HE HAS DRIVEN HIS
OWN PICKET PIN. PROMPTLY THE STEEDS ARE GIRTHED AND BITTED. PROMPTLY
THE MEN COME RUNNING BACK TO THE BIVOUAC, SEIZING AND SLINGING



CARBINES, THEN LEADING INTO LINE. A BRIEF WORD OF COMMAND, ANOTHER OF
CAUTION, AND THEN THE WHOLE TROOP IS MOUNTED AND, FOLLOWING ITS LEADER,
RIDES GHOST-LIKE UP A WINDING RAVINE THAT ENTERS THE CAÑON FROM THE
WEST AND GOES SPURRING TO THE HIGH PLATEAU BEYOND. ONCE THERE THE
EAGER HORSES HAVE AMPLE ROOM; THE SPRINGING TURF INVITES THEIR SPEED.
"Front into line" they sweep at rapid gallop, and then, with Lee well out
BEFORE THEM, WITH CARBINES ADVANCED, WITH HEARTS BEATING HIGH, WITH
KEEN EYES FLASHING, AND EVERY EAR STRAINED FOR SOUND OF THE FRAY, AWAY
THEY BOUND. THERE'S A FIGHT AHEAD! SOME ONE NEEDS THEIR AID, AND
THERE'S NOT A MAN IN ALL OLD "B" TROOP WHO DOES NOT MEAN  TO AVENGE
THOSE NEW-MADE GRAVES. UP A LITTLE SLOPE THEY RIDE, ALL EYES FIXED ON
LEE. THEY SEE HIM REACH THE RIDGE, SWEEP GALLANTLY OVER, THEN, WITH
RINGING CHEER, TURN IN SADDLE, WAVE HIS REVOLVER HIGH IN AIR, CLAP SPUR TO
his horse's flank and go darting down the other side.

"Come on, lads!"

AY, ON IT IS! ONE WILD RACE FOR THE CREST, ONE HEADLAND CHARGE DOWN
THE SLOPE BEYOND, AND THEY ARE ROLLING OVER A BAND OF YELLING,
SCURRYING, SAVAGE HORSEMEN, WHIRLING THEM AWAY OVER THE OPPOSITE
RIDGE, DRIVING THEM HELTER-SKELTER OVER THE WESTWARD PRAIRIE, UNTIL ALL
WHO ESCAPE THE SHOCK OF THE ONSET OR THE SWIFT BULLET IN THE RAGING
CHASE FINALLY VANISH FROM THEIR SIGHT; AND THEN, OBEDIENT TO THE RINGING
"RECALL" OF THE TRUMPET, SLOWLY THEY RETURN, GATHERING AGAIN IN THE LITTLE
RAVINE; AND THERE, WONDERING, REJOICING, JUBILANT, THEY CLUSTER AT THE
ENTRANCE OF A DEEP CLEFT IN THE ROCKS, WHERE, BLEEDING FROM A BULLET-
WOUND IN THE ARM, BUT WITH A WORLD OF THANKFULNESS AND JOY IN HIS
HANDSOME FACE, THEIR LEADER STANDS, CLASPING PHILIP STANLEY, PALLID,
faint, well-nigh starved, but—God be praised!—safe and unscathed.



CHAPTER VIII.



CAPTURED.
HOW THE TIDINGS OF THAT TIMELY RESCUE THRILL THROUGH EVERY HEART AT OLD
FORT WARRENER! THERE ARE GATHERED THE WIVES AND CHILDREN OF THE
REGIMENT. THERE IS THE  COLONEL'S HOME, SILENT AND DARKENED FOR THAT
ONE LONG WEEK, THEN RINGING WITH JOY AND CONGRATULATION, WITH GLADNESS
AND THANKSGIVING. MIRIAM AGAIN IS THERE, SUDDENLY LIFTED FROM THE
DEPTHS OF SORROW TO A WEALTH OF BLISS SHE HAD NO WORDS TO EXPRESS.
DAY AND NIGHT THE LITTLE ARMY COTERIE FLOCKED ABOUT HER TO HEAR AGAIN
AND AGAIN THE STORY OF PHILIP'S PERIL AND HIS FINAL RESCUE, AND THEN TO
EXCLAIM OVER ROMNEY LEE'S GALLANTRY AND DEVOTION. IT WAS ALL SO
BEWILDERING. FOR A WEEK THEY HAD MOURNED THEIR COLONEL'S ONLY SON AS
DEAD AND BURIED. THE WONDROUS TALE OF HIS DISCOVERY SOUNDED SIMPLY
FABULOUS, AND YET WAS SIMPLY TRUE. HURRYING FORWARD FROM THE RAILWAY,
THE LITTLE PARTY HAD BEEN JOINED BY TWO YOUNG FRONTIERSMEN EAGER TO
OBTAIN EMPLOYMENT WITH THE SCOUTS OF STANLEY'S COLUMN. HALTING JUST AT
SUNSET FOR BRIEF REST AT BOX ELDER SPRINGS, THE LIEUTENANT WITH SERGEANT
HARRIS HAD CLIMBED THE BLUFFS TO SEARCH FOR INDIAN SIGNAL FIRES. IT WAS
NEARLY DARK WHEN ON THEIR RETURN THEY WERE AMAZED TO HEAR THE SOUND
OF FIRE-ARMS IN THE CAÑON, AND WERE THEMSELVES SUDDENLY ATTACKED
AND COMPLETELY CUT OFF FROM THEIR COMRADES. STANLEY'S HORSE WAS SHOT;
BUT SERGEANT HARRIS, THOUGH HIMSELF WOUNDED, HELPED HIS YOUNG
OFFICER TO MOUNT BEHIND HIM, AND GALLOPED BACK INTO THE DARKNESS,
WHERE THEY EVADED THEIR PURSUERS BY TURNING LOOSE THEIR HORSE AND
GROPING IN AMONG THE ROCKS. HERE THEY HID ALL NIGHT AND ALL NEXT DAY IN
THE DEEP CLEFT WHERE LEE HAD FOUND THEM, LISTENING TO THE SHOUTS AND
SIGNALS OF A SWARM OF SAVAGE FOES. AT LAST THE SOUNDS SEEMED TO DIE
AWAY, THE INDIANS TO DISAPPEAR, AND THEN HUNGER, THIRST, AND THE
FEVERISH DELIRIUM OF THE SERGEANT, WHO WAS TORTURED FOR WANT OF WATER,
DROVE STANLEY FORTH IN HOPES OF REACHING THE CAÑON. FIRED AT, AS HE



SUPPOSED, BY INDIANS, HE WAS SPEEDILY BACK IN HIS LAIR AGAIN, BUT WAS
THERE ALMOST AS SPEEDILY TRACKED AND BESIEGED. FOR A WHILE HE WAS
ABLE TO KEEP THE FOE AT BAY, BUT LEE HAD COME JUST IN THE NICK OF TIME;
only two cartridges were left, and poor Harris was nearly gone.

A FEW WEEKS LATER, WHILE THE —TH IS STILL ON DUTY ROUNDING UP THE
INDIANS IN THE MOUNTAINS, THE WOUNDED ARE BROUGHT HOME TO WARRENER.
THERE ARE NOT MANY, FOR ONLY THE FIRST DETACHMENT OF TWO SMALL TROOPS
HAD HAD ANY SERIOUS ENGAGEMENT; BUT THE SURGEONS SAY THAT MR. LEE'S
ARM IS SO BADLY CRIPPLED THAT HE CAN DO NO FIELD WORK FOR SEVERAL
MONTHS, AND HE HAD BEST GO IN TO THE RAILWAY. AND NOW HE IS AT
WARRENER; AND HERE, ONE LOVELY MOONLIT SUMMER'S EVENING, HE IS
LEANING ON THE GATE IN FRONT OF THE COLONEL'S QUARTERS, UTTERLY REGARDLESS
OF CERTAIN INJUNCTIONS AS TO AVOIDING EXPOSURE TO THE NIGHT AIR. GOOD
MRS. WILTON, THE MAJOR'S WIFE,—WHO, ARMY FASHION, IS HELPING MIRIAM
KEEP HOUSE IN HER FATHER'S ABSENCE,—HAS GONE IN BEFORE "TO LIGHT UP,"
SHE SAYS, THOUGH IT IS TOO LATE FOR CALLERS; AND THEY HAVE BEEN
SPENDING A LONG EVENING AT CAPTAIN GREGG'S, "DOWN THE ROW." IT IS
MIRIAM WHO KEEPS THE TALL LIEUTENANT AT THE GATE. SHE HAS SAID GOOD-
NIGHT, YET LINGERS. HE HAS BEEN THERE SEVERAL DAYS, HIS ARM STILL IN ITS
SLING, AND NOT ONCE HAS SHE HAD A WORD WITH HIM ALONE TILL NOW. SOME
ONE HAS TOLD HER THAT HE HAS ASKED FOR LEAVE OF ABSENCE TO GO EAST
AND SETTLE SOME BUSINESS AFFAIRS HE HAD TO LEAVE ABRUPTLY WHEN
HURRYING TO TAKE PART IN THE CAMPAIGN. IF THIS BE TRUE IS IT NOT TIME TO BE
making her peace?

THE MOONLIGHT THROWS A BRILLIANT SHEEN ON ALL SURROUNDING OBJECTS, YET
SHE STANDS IN THE SHADE, BOWERED IN A LITTLE ARCHWAY OF VINES THAT
OVERHANGS THE GATE. HE HAS BEEN STRANGELY SILENT DURING THE BRIEF WALK
HOMEWARD, AND NOW, SO FAR FROM FOLLOWING INTO THE SHADOWS AS SHE
HALF HOPED HE MIGHT DO, HE STANDS WITHOUT, THE FLOOD OF MOONLIGHT
FALLING FULL UPON HIS STALWART FIGURE. TWO MONTHS AGO HE WOULD NOT THUS
HAVE HELD ALOOF, YET NOW HE IS HALF EXTENDING HIS HAND AS THOUGH IN
ADIEU. SHE CANNOT FATHOM THIS STRANGE SILENCE ON THE PART OF HIM WHO



SO LONG HAS BEEN DEVOTED AS A LOVER. SHE KNOWS WELL IT CANNOT BE
BECAUSE OF HER INJUSTICE TO HIM AT THE POINT THAT HE IS UNRELENTING NOW.
HER EYES HAVE TOLD HIM HOW EARNESTLY SHE REPENTS: AND DOES HE NOT
ALWAYS READ HER EYES? ONLY IN FALTERING WORDS, IN THE PRESENCE OF
OTHERS ALL TOO INTERESTED, HAS SHE BEEN ABLE TO SPEAK HER THANKS FOR
PHILIP'S RESCUE. SHE CANNOT SEE NOW THAT WHAT HE FEARS FROM HER
CHANGE OF MOOD IS THAT GRATITUDE FOR HER BROTHER'S SAFETY, NOT A
WOMAN'S RESPONSE TO THE PASSIONATE LOVE IN HIS DEEP HEART, IS THE
IMPULSE OF THIS SWEET, HALF-SHY, HALF-ENTREATING MANNER. HE CANNOT SUE
FOR LOVE FROM A GIRL WEIGHTED WITH A SENSE OF OBLIGATION. HE KNOWS THAT
LINGERING HERE IS DANGEROUS, YET HE CANNOT GO. WHEN FRIENDS ARE SILENT
'TIS TIME FOR CHATS TO CLOSE: BUT THERE IS A SILENCE THAT AT SUCH A TIME AS
this only bids a man to speak, and speak boldly. Yet Lee is dumb.

ONCE—OVER A YEAR AGO—HE HAD COME TO THE COLONEL'S QUARTERS TO
SEEK PERMISSION TO VISIT THE NEIGHBORING TOWN ON SOME SUDDEN
ERRAND. SHE HAD MET HIM AT THE DOOR WITH THE TIDINGS THAT HER FATHER
had been feeling far from well during the morning, and was now taking
a nap.

"WON'T I DO FOR COMMANDING OFFICER THIS TIME?" SHE HAD LAUGHINGLY
inquired.

"I WOULD ASK NO BETTER FATE—FOR ALL TIME," WAS HIS PROMPT REPLY, AND HE
SPOKE TOO SOON. THOUGH NEITHER EVER FORGOT THE CIRCUMSTANCE, SHE
WOULD NEVER AGAIN PERMIT ALLUSION TO IT. BUT TO-NIGHT IT IS UPPERMOST IN
her mind. She must know if it be true that he is going.

"TELL ME," SHE SUDDENLY ASKS, "HAVE YOU APPLIED FOR LEAVE OF
absence?"

"Yes," he answers, simply.

"And you are going—soon?"

"I am going to-morrow," is the utterly unlooked-for reply.



"To-morrow! Why—Mr. Lee!"

THERE CAN BE NO MISTAKING THE SHOCK IT GIVES HER, AND STILL HE STANDS
AND MAKES NO SIGN. IT IS CRUEL OF HIM! WHAT HAS SHE SAID OR DONE TO
DESERVE PENANCE LIKE THIS? HE IS STILL HOLDING OUT HIS HAND AS THOUGH
in adieu, and she lays hers, fluttering, in the broad palm.

"I—I THOUGHT ALL APPLICATIONS HAD TO BE MADE TO—YOUR COMMANDING
officer," she says at last, falteringly, yet archly.

"MAJOR WILTON FORWARDED MINE ON MONDAY. I ASKED HIM TO SAY NOTHING
about it. The answer came by wire to-day."

"Major Wilton is post commander; but—did you not—a year——?"

"DID I NOT?" HE SPEAKS IN EAGER JOY. "DO YOU  MEAN YOU HAVE NOT
FORGOTTEN that? DO YOU MEAN THAT NOW—FOR ALL TIME—MY FIRST
allegiance shall be to you, Miriam?"

NO ANSWER FOR A MINUTE; BUT HER HAND IS STILL FIRMLY CLASPED IN HIS. AT
last,—

"DON'T YOU THINK YOU OUGHT TO HAVE ASKED ME, BEFORE APPLYING FOR
leave to go?"

MR. LEE IS SUDDENLY SWALLOWED UP IN THE GLOOM OF THAT SHADED BOWER
UNDER THE TRELLIS-WORK, THOUGH A RADIANCE AS OF MID-DAY IS SHINING
through his heart.

BUT SOON HE HAS TO GO. MRS. WILTON IS ON THE VERANDA, URGING THEM TO
COME IN OUT OF THE CHILL NIGHT AIR. THOSE PAPERS ON HIS DESK MUST BE
completed and filed this very night. He told her this.

"TO-MORROW, EARLY, I WILL BE HERE," HE MURMURS. "AND NOW, GOOD-NIGHT,
my own."

BUT SHE DOES NOT SEEK TO DRAW HER HAND AWAY. SLOWLY HE MOVES BACK



INTO THE BRIGHT MOONBEAMS AND SHE FOLLOWS PART WAY. ONE QUICK
GLANCE SHE GIVES AS HER HAND IS RELEASED AND HE RAISES HIS FORAGE
CAP. IT IS such A DISADVANTAGE TO HAVE BUT ONE ARM AT SUCH A TIME!
She sees that Mrs. Wilton is at the other end of the veranda.

"Good-night," she whispers. "I—know you must go."

"I must. There is so much to be done."

"I—THOUGHT"—ANOTHER QUICK GLANCE AT THE PIAZZA—"THAT A SOLDIER, ON
leaving, should—salute his commanding officer?"

And Romney Lee is again in shadow and—in sunshine.

LATE THAT AUTUMN, IN ONE OF HIS INFREQUENT LETTERS TO HIS DEVOTED
MOTHER, MR. MCKAY FINDS TIME TO ALLUDE TO THE NEWS OF LIEUTENANT
Lee's approaching marriage to Miss Stanley.

"PHIL IS, OF COURSE, IMMENSELY PLEASED," HE WRITES, "AND FROM ALL I HEAR
I SUPPOSE MR. LEE IS A VERY DIFFERENT FELLOW FROM WHAT WE THOUGHT SIX
MONTHS AGO. PENNOCK SAYS I ALWAYS HAD A WRONG IDEA OF HIM; BUT
PENNOCK THINKS ALL MY IDEAS ABOUT THE OFFICERS APPOINTED OVER ME ARE
ABSURD. HE LIKES OLD PELICAN, OUR BATTERY COMMANDER, WHO IS JUST THE
CRANKIEST, CRABBEDEST, SORE-HEADEDEST CAPTAIN IN ALL THE ARTILLERY, AND
THAT IS SAYING A GOOD DEAL. I WISH I'D GOT INTO THE CAVALRY AT THE START;
but there's no use in trying now. The —th is the only regiment I wanted;
BUT THEY HAVE TO GO TO REVEILLE AND STABLES BEFORE BREAKFAST, WHICH
wouldn't suit me at all.

"HOPE NAN'S BETTER. A WINTER IN THE RIVIERA WILL SET HER UP AGAIN.
STANLEY ASKS AFTER HER WHEN HE WRITES, BUT HE HAS RATHER DROPPED ME
OF LATE. I SUPPOSE IT'S BECAUSE I WAS TOO BUSY TO ANSWER, THOUGH HE
OUGHT TO KNOW THAT IN NEW YORK HARBOR A FELLOW HAS NO TIME FOR



SCRIBBLING, WHEREAS, OUT ON THE PLAINS THEY HAVE NOTHING ELSE TO DO. HE
SENT ME HIS PICTURE A WHILE AGO, AND I TELL YOU HE HAS IMPROVED
WONDERFULLY. SUCH A SWELL MOUSTACHE! I MEANT TO HAVE SENT IT OVER FOR
you and Nan to see, but I've mislaid it somewhere."

POOR LITTLE NAN! SHE WOULD GIVE MANY OF HER TREASURES FOR ONE PEEP AT
THE COVETED PICTURE THAT WILL HOLDS SO LIGHTLY. THERE HAD BEEN
TEMPORARY IMPROVEMENT IN HER HEALTH AT THE TIME UNCLE JACK CAME
WITH THE JOYOUS TIDINGS THAT STANLEY WAS SAFE AFTER ALL; BUT  EVEN THE
RIVIERA FAILS TO RESTORE HER WONTED SPIRITS. SHE DROOPS VISIBLY DURING
THE LONG WINTER. "SHE GROWS SO MUCH OLDER AWAY FROM WILLY," SAYS THE
fond mamma, to whom proximity to that vivacious youth is the acme of
EARTHLY BLISS. UNCLE JACK GRINS AND SAYS NOTHING. IT IS DAWNING UPON
HIM THAT SOMETHING IS NEEDED BESIDES THE AIR AND SUNSHINE OF THE
RIVIERA TO BRING BACK THE DANCING LIGHT IN THOSE SWEET BLUE EYES AND
joy to the wistful little face.

"THE TIME TO SEE THE YOSEMITE AND 'THE GLORIOUS CLIMATE OF CALIFORNIA'
IS APRIL, NOT OCTOBER," HE SUDDENLY DECLARES, ONE BALMY MORNING BY
THE MEDITERRANEAN; "AND THE SOONER WE GET BACK TO YANKEEDOM THE
better 'twill suit me."

AND SO IT HAPPENS THAT, EARLY IN THE MONTH OF METEOROLOGICAL SMILES
AND TEARS, THE TRIO ARE SPEEDING WESTWARD FAR ACROSS THE ROLLING
PRAIRIES: MRS. MCKAY DEEPLY SCANDALIZED AT THE HEARTLESS CONDUCT OF
THE WAR DEPARTMENT IN REFUSING WILLY A TWO-MONTHS' LEAVE TO GO WITH
THEM; UNCLE JACK QUIZZICALLY DISPOSED TO LOOK UPON THAT CALAMITY AS A
NOT UTTERLY IRRETRIEVABLE ILL; AND NAN, FLUTTERING WITH HOPE, FEAR, JOY, AND
DREAD, ALL INTERMINGLED; FOR IS NOT he STATIONED AT CHEYENNE? ALL THESE
LONG MONTHS HAS SHE CHERISHED THAT LITTLE KNOT OF SENSELESS RIBBON. IF
SHE HAD SENT IT TO HIM WITHIN THE WEEK OF HIS GRADUATION, PERHAPS IT
WOULD NOT HAVE SEEMED AMISS; BUT AFTER THAT, AFTER ALL HE HAD BEEN
THROUGH IN THE CAMPAIGN,—THE LONG MONTHS OF SILENCE,—HE MIGHT
HAVE CHANGED, AND, FOR VERY SHAME, SHE CANNOT BRING HERSELF TO GIVE A



SIGNAL HE WOULD PERHAPS NO LONGER WISH TO OBEY. EVERY HOUR HER
EXCITEMENT AND NERVOUSNESS INCREASE; BUT WHEN THE CONDUCTOR OF THE
PULLMAN COMES TO SAY THAT CHEYENNE IS REALLY IN SIGHT, AND THE LONG
WHISTLE TELLS THAT THEY ARE NEARING THE DINNER STATION OF THOSE DAYS, NAN
SIMPLY LOSES HERSELF ENTIRELY. THERE WILL BE HALF AN HOUR, AND PHILIP
ACTUALLY THERE TO SEE, TO HEAR, TO ANSWER. SHE HARDLY KNOWS WHETHER
SHE IS OF THIS MORTAL EARTH WHEN UNCLE JACK COMES BUSTLING IN WITH THE
GRAY-HAIRED COLONEL, WHEN SHE FEELS MIRIAM'S KISS UPON HER CHEEK,
WHEN MR. LEE, HANDSOMER AND KINDLIER THAN EVER, BENDS DOWN TO TAKE
HER HAND; BUT SHE LOOKS BEYOND THEM ALL FOR THE FACE SHE LONGS FOR,—
and it is not there. The car seems WHIRLING AROUND WHEN, FROM OVER HER
SHOULDER, SHE HEARS, IN THE OLD, WELL-REMEMBERED TONES, A VOICE THAT
redoubles the throb of her little heart.

"Miss Nannie!"

AND THERE—BENDING OVER HER, HIS FACE AGLOW, AND LOOKING
MARVELLOUSLY WELL IN HIS CAVALRY UNIFORM—IS PHILIP STANLEY. SHE KNOWS
NOT WHAT SHE SAYS. SHE HAS PREPARED SOMETHING PROPER AND
CONVENTIONAL, BUT IT HAS ALL FLED. SHE LOOKS ONE INSTANT UP INTO HIS
SHINING EYES, AND THERE IS NO NEED TO SPEAK AT ALL. EVERY ONE ELSE IS
SO BUSY THAT NO ONE SEES, NO ONE KNOWS, THAT HE IS FIRMLY CLINGING TO
her hand, and that she shamelessly and passively submits.

A LITTLE LATER—JUST AS THE TRAIN IS ABOUT TO START—THEY ARE STANDING AT
THE REAR DOOR OF THE SLEEPER. THE BAND OF THE —TH IS PLAYING SOME
distance up the platform,—a thoughtful device of Mr. Lee's to draw the
CROWD THAT WAY,—AND THEY ARE ACTUALLY ALONE. AN EXQUISITE HAPPINESS
IS IN HER EYES AS SHE PEERS UP INTO THE LOVE-LIGHT IN HIS STRONG,
STEADFAST FACE. Something MUST HAVE BEEN SAID; FOR HE DRAWS HER
CLOSE TO HIS SIDE AND  BENDS OVER HER AS THOUGH ALL THE WORLD WERE
WRAPPED UP IN THIS DAINTY LITTLE MORSEL OF WOMANHOOD. SUDDENLY THE
GREAT TRAIN BEGINS SLOWLY TO MOVE. PART THEY MUST NOW, THOUGH IT BE
ONLY FOR A TIME. HE FOLDS HER QUICKLY, UNRESISTING, TO HIS BREAST. THE



sweet blue eyes begin to fill.

"MY DARLING,—MY LITTLE NANNIE," HE WHISPERS, AS HIS LIPS KISS AWAY THE
GATHERING TEARS. "THERE IS JUST AN INSTANT. WHAT IS IT YOU TELL ME YOU
have kept for me?"

"THIS," SHE ANSWERS, SHYLY PLACING IN HIS HAND A LITTLE PACKET WRAPPED
IN TISSUE-PAPER. "DON'T LOOK AT IT YET! WAIT!—BUT—I WANTED TO SEND IT
—the very next day, Philip."

SLOWLY HE TURNS HER BLUSHING FACE UNTIL HE CAN LOOK INTO HER EYES. THE
GLORY IN HIS PROUD, JOYOUS GAZE IS A DELIGHT TO SEE. "MY OWN LITTLE GIRL,"
he whispers, as his lips meet hers. "I know it is my love-knot."



THE WORST MAN IN THE TROOP.
JUST WHY THAT YOUNG IRISHMAN SHOULD HAVE BEEN SO BALEFULLY BRANDED
WAS MORE THAN THE FIRST LIEUTENANT OF THE TROOP COULD UNDERSTAND. TO BE
SURE, THE LIEUTENANT'S OPPORTUNITIES FOR OBSERVATION HAD BEEN LIMITED.
HE HAD SPENT SOME YEARS ON DETACHED SERVICE IN THE EAST, AND HAD
JOINED HIS COMRADES IN ARIZONA BUT A FORTNIGHT AGO, AND HERE HE WAS
ALREADY BECOMING RAPIDLY INITIATED IN THE SCIENCE OF SCOUTING THROUGH
MOUNTAIN-WILDS AGAINST THE WARIEST AND MOST TREACHEROUS OF FOEMEN,
—the Apaches of our Southwestern territory.

COMING, AS HE HAD DONE, DIRECT FROM A STATION AND DUTIES WHERE FULL-
DRESS UNIFORM, LAVISH EXPENDITURE FOR KID GLOVES, BOUQUETS, AND
LUBIN'S EXTRACTS WERE MATTERS OF DAILY FACT, IT MUST BE ADMITTED THAT THE
SENSATIONS HE EXPERIENCED ON SEEING HIS DETACHMENT EQUIPPED FOR
THE SCOUT WERE THOSE OF MILD CONSTERNATION. THAT MUCH LATITUDE AS TO
INDIVIDUAL DRESS AND EQUIPMENT WAS PERMITTED HE HAD PREVIOUSLY
BEEN INFORMED; THAT "FULL DRESS," AND WHITE SHIRTS, COLLARS, AND THE LIKE
WOULD BE LEFT AT HOME, HE HAD SENSE ENOUGH TO KNOW; BUT THAT EVERY
OFFICER AND MAN IN THE COMMAND WOULD BE ALLOWED TO DISCARD ANY AND
ALL PORTIONS OF THE REGULATION UNIFORM AND APPEAR RIGGED OUT IN JUST
SUCH MOTLEY GUISE AS HIS POETIC OR PRACTICAL FANCY MIGHT SUGGEST, HAD
NEVER BEEN POINTED OUT TO HIM; AND THAT HE, COMMANDING HIS  TROOP
WHILE A CAPTAIN COMMANDED THE LITTLE BATTALION, COULD BY ANY MILITARY
POSSIBILITY TAKE HIS PLACE IN FRONT OF HIS MEN WITHOUT HIS SABRE, HAD
NEVER FOR AN INSTANT OCCURRED TO HIM. AS A CONSEQUENCE, WHEN HE
BOLTED INTO THE MESS-ROOM SHORTLY AFTER DAYBREAK ON A BRIGHT JUNE
MORNING WITH THAT IMPOSING BUT AT MOST TIMES USELESS ITEM OF CAVALRY
EQUIPMENT CLANKING AT HIS HEELS, THE LIEUTENANT GAZED WITH SOME
ASTONISHMENT UPON THE ATTIRE OF HIS BROTHER-OFFICERS THERE ASSEMBLED,
BUT FOUND HIMSELF THE BUTT OF MUCH GOOD-NATURED AND NOT OVER-WITTY



BUT FOUND HIMSELF THE BUTT OF MUCH GOOD-NATURED AND NOT OVER-WITTY
"CHAFF," DIRECTED PARTIALLY AT THE EXTREME NEWNESS AND NEATNESS OF HIS
DARK-BLUE FLANNEL SCOUTING-SHIRT AND HIGH-TOP BOOTS, BUT MORE
especially at the glittering sabre swinging from his waist-belt.

"BILLINGS," SAID CAPTAIN BUXTON, WITH MUCH SOLEMNITY, "WHILE YOU HAVE
PROBABLY LEARNED THROUGH THE COLUMNS OF A HORROR-STRICKEN EASTERN
PRESS THAT WE SCALP, ALIVE OR DEAD, ALL UNFORTUNATES WHO FALL INTO OUR
clutches, I assure you that even for that purpose the cavalry sabre has,
IN ARIZONA AT LEAST, OUTLIVED ITS USEFULNESS. IT IS TOO LONG AND CLUMSY,
YOU SEE. WHAT YOU REALLY WANT FOR THE PURPOSE IS SOMETHING LIKE
THIS,"—AND HE WHIPPED OUT OF ITS SHEATH A RUSTY BUT KEEN-BLADED
MEXICAN cuchillo,—"SOMETHING YOU CAN WIELD WITH A DEFT TURN OF THE
WRIST, YOU KNOW. THE SABRE IS APT TO TEAR AND MUTILATE THE FLESH,
ESPECIALLY WHEN YOU USE BOTH HANDS." AND CAPTAIN BUXTON WINKED AT
the other subaltern and felt that he had said a good thing.

BUT MR. BILLINGS WAS A MAN OF CONSIDERABLE GOOD NATURE AND READY
ADAPTABILITY TO THE SOCIETY OR CIRCUMSTANCES BY WHICH HE MIGHT BE
surrounded. "Chaff" WAS A VERY CHEAP ORDER OF WIT, AND THE SERENITY OF
HIS DISPOSITION ENABLED HIM TO SHAKE OFF ITS EFFECT AS READILY AS WATER
is scattered from the plumage of the duck.

"SO YOU DON'T WEAR THE SABRE ON A SCOUT? SO MUCH THE BETTER. I HAVE
MY REVOLVERS AND A SHARP'S CARBINE, BUT AM DESTITUTE OF ANYTHING IN
THE KNIFE LINE." AND WITH THAT MR. BILLINGS BETOOK HIMSELF TO THE DUTY OF
DESPATCHING THE BREAKFAST THAT WAS ALREADY SPREAD BEFORE HIM IN AN
ARRAY TEMPTING ENOUGH TO A FRONTIER APPETITE, BUT LITTLE DESIGNED TO
ATTRACT A bon vivant OF CIVILIZATION. BACON, frijoles, AND CREAMLESS
COFFEE SPEEDILY BECOME AMBROSIA AND NECTAR UNDER THE INFLUENCE OF
MOUNTAIN-AIR AND MOUNTAIN-EXERCISE; BUT MR. BILLINGS HAD AS YET DONE
NO CLIMBING. A "BUCK-BOARD" RIDE HAD BEEN HIS MEANS OF
TRANSPORTATION TO THE GARRISON,—A LONELY FOUR-COMPANY POST IN A FAR-
AWAY VALLEY IN NORTHEASTERN ARIZONA,—AND IN THE THREE OR FOUR DAYS OF
INTENSE HEAT THAT HAD SUCCEEDED HIS ARRIVAL EXERCISE OF ANY KIND HAD



BEEN OUT OF THE QUESTION. IT WAS WITH NO ESPECIAL REGRET, THEREFORE, THAT
HE HEARD THE SUMMONS OF THE CAPTAIN, "HURRY UP, MAN; WE MUST BE OFF
IN TEN MINUTES." AND IN LESS THAN TEN MINUTES THE LIEUTENANT WAS ON HIS
horse and superintending the formation of his troop.

IF MR. BILLINGS WAS ASTONISHED AT THE GARB OF HIS BROTHER-OFFICERS AT
BREAKFAST, HE WAS SIMPLY AGHAST WHEN HE GLANCED ALONG THE LINE OF
COMPANY "A" (AS HIS COMMAND WAS AT THAT TIME OFFICIALLY DESIGNATED)
AND THE FIRST SERGEANT RODE OUT TO REPORT HIS MEN PRESENT OR ACCOUNTED
FOR. THE FIRST SERGEANT HIMSELF WAS GOT UP IN AN OLD GRAY-FLANNEL SHIRT,
OPEN AT AND DISCLOSING A BROAD, BROWN THROAT AND NECK; HIS HEAD WAS
CROWNED WITH WHAT HAD ONCE BEEN A WHITE FELT sombrero, NOW TANNED
by desert SUN, WIND, AND DIRT INTO A DINGY MUD-COLOR; HIS POWERFUL LEGS
WERE ENCASED IN WORN DEER-SKIN BREECHES TUCKED INTO LOW-TOPPED,
BROAD-SOLED, WELL-GREASED BOOTS; HIS WAIST WAS GIRT WITH A RUDE
"THIMBLE-BELT," IN THE LOOPS OF WHICH WERE THRUST SCORES OF COPPER
CARTRIDGES FOR CARBINE AND PISTOL; HIS CARBINE, AND THOSE OF ALL THE
COMMAND, SWUNG IN A LEATHER LOOP ATHWART THE POMMEL OF THE SADDLE;
REVOLVERS IN ALL MANNER OF CASES HUNG AT THE HIP, THE REGULATION HOLSTER,
IN MOST INSTANCES, BEING CONSPICUOUS BY ITS ABSENCE. INDEED,
THROUGHOUT THE ENTIRE COMMAND THE REMARKABLE FACT WAS TO BE NOTED
THAT A COMPANY OF REGULAR CAVALRY, TAKING THE FIELD AGAINST HOSTILE
INDIANS, HAD DISCARDED PRETTY MUCH EVERY ITEM OF DRESS OR EQUIPMENT
PRESCRIBED OR FURNISHED BY THE AUTHORITIES OF THE UNITED STATES, AND
HAD SUPPLIED THEMSELVES WITH AN OUTFIT UTTERLY UNUNIFORM,
UNPICTURESQUE, UNDENIABLY SLOUCHY, BUT NOT LESS UNDENIABLY
APPROPRIATE AND SERVICEABLE. NOT A FORAGE-CAP WAS TO BE SEEN, NOT A
"CAMPAIGN-HAT" OF THE STYLE THEN PRESCRIBED BY A BOARD OF OFFICERS THAT
MIGHT HAVE KNOWN SOMETHING OF HATS, BUT NEVER COULD HAVE HAD AN
IDEA ON THE SUBJECT OF CAMPAIGNS. FANCY THAT BLACK ENORMITY OF
WEIGHTY FELT, WITH FLAPPING BRIM WELL-NIGH A FOOT IN WIDTH, ABSORBING THE
FIERY HEAT OF AN ARIZONA SUN, AND CONCENTRATING THE BURNING RAYS UPON
THE CRANIUM OF ITS UNHAPPY WEARER! NO SUCH HEAD-GEAR WOULD OUR
TROOPERS SUFFER IN THE DAYS WHEN GENERAL CROOK LED THEM THROUGH THE



CAÑONS AND DESERTS OF THAT INHOSPITABLE TERRITORY. REGARDLESS OF
APPEARANCES OR STYLE HIMSELF, SEEKING ONLY COMFORT IN HIS DRESS, THE
CHIEF SPEEDILY FOUND MEANS TO INDICATE THAT, IN APACHE-CAMPAIGNING
AT LEAST, IT WAS TO BE A CASE OF " inter arma silent leges" IN DEAD
EARNEST; FOR, FREELY TRANSLATED, THE OLD SAW READ, "NO RED-TAPE WHEN
Indian-fighting."

OF MUCH OF THIS LIEUTENANT BILLINGS WAS ONLY PARTIALLY INFORMED, AND SO,
AS HAS BEEN SAID, HE WAS AGHAST WHEN HE MARKED THE UTTER ABSENCE
OF UNIFORM AND THE DECIDEDLY VARIEGATED APPEARANCE OF HIS TROOP.
DEERSKIN, BUCKSKIN, CANVAS, AND FLANNELS, LEGGINGS, MOCCASINS, AND
THE LIKE, CONSTITUTED THE BILL OF DRESS, AND OLD SOFT FELT HATS, ORIGINALLY
WHITE, THE HEAD-GEAR. IF SPURS WERE WORN AT ALL, THEY WERE OF THE
MEXICAN VARIETY, EASY TO KICK OFF, BUT SURE TO STAY ON WHEN WANTED.
ONLY TWO MEN WORE CARBINE SLING-BELTS, AND MR. BILLINGS WAS ALMOST
READY TO HUNT UP HIS CAPTAIN AND INQUIRE IF BY ANY POSSIBILITY THE MEN
COULD BE ATTEMPTING TO "PUT UP A JOKE ON HIM," WHEN THE CAPTAIN
HIMSELF APPEARED, LOOKING LITTLE IF ANY MORE LIKE THE IDEAL SOLDIER THAN
HIS MEN, AND THE PERFECTLY SATISFIED EXPRESSION ON HIS FACE AS HE RODE
EASILY AROUND, EXAMINING CLOSELY THE HORSES OF THE COMMAND, PAYING
ESPECIAL ATTENTION TO THEIR FEET AND THE SHOES THEREOF, CONVINCED THE
LIEUTENANT THAT ALL WAS AS IT WAS EXPECTED TO BE, IF NOT AS IT SHOULD BE,
AND HE SWALLOWED HIS SURPRISE AND HELD HIS PEACE. ANOTHER MOMENT,
AND CAPTAIN WAYNE'S TROOP CAME FILING PAST IN COLUMN OF TWOS,
looking, if anything, rougher than his own.

"YOU FOLLOW RIGHT AFTER WAYNE," SAID CAPTAIN BUXTON; AND WITH NO
FURTHER FORMALITY MR. BILLINGS, IN A PERFUNCTORY SORT OF WAY, WHEELED HIS
MEN TO THE RIGHT BY FOURS, BROKE INTO COLUMN OF TWOS, AND CLOSED UP ON
the leading troop.

BUXTON WAS IN HIGH GLEE ON THIS PARTICULAR MORNING IN JUNE. HE HAD
DONE VERY LITTLE INDIAN SCOUTING, HAD  BEEN BUT MODERATELY SUCCESSFUL IN
WHAT HE HAD UNDERTAKEN, AND NOW, AS LUCK WOULD HAVE IT, THE NECESSITY



AROSE FOR SENDING SOMETHING MORE FORMIDABLE THAN A MERE
DETACHMENT DOWN INTO THE TONTO BASIN, IN SEARCH OF A POWERFUL BAND
OF APACHES WHO HAD BROKEN LOOSE FROM THE RESERVATION AND WERE
TAKING REFUGE IN THE FOOT-HILLS OF THE BLACK MESA OR AMONG THE WILDS OF
THE SIERRA ANCHA. AS SENIOR CAPTAIN OF THE TWO, BUXTON BECAME
COMMANDER OF THE ENTIRE FORCE,—TWO WELL-FILLED TROOPS OF REGULAR
CAVALRY, SOME THIRTY INDIAN ALLIES AS SCOUTS, AND A GOODLY-SIZED TRAIN OF
PACK-MULES, WITH ITS FULL COMPLEMENT OF PACKERS, cargadors, AND
BLACKSMITHS. HE FULLY ANTICIPATED A LIVELY FIGHT, POSSIBLY A SERIES OF
them, and a triumphant return to his post, where hereafter he would be
LOOKED UP TO AND QUOTED AS AN EXPERT AND AUTHORITY ON APACHE-
FIGHTING. HE KNEW JUST WHERE THE HOSTILES LAY, AND WAS GOING STRAIGHT TO
THE POINT TO FLATTEN THEM OUT FORTHWITH; AND SO THE LITTLE COMMAND
moved off under admirable auspices and in the best of spirits.

IT WAS A FOUR-DAYS' HARD MARCH TO THE LOCALITY WHERE CAPTAIN BUXTON
COUNTED ON FINDING HIS VICTIMS; AND WHEN ON THE FOURTH DAY, RATHER TIRED
AND NOT PARTICULARLY ENTHUSIASTIC, THE COMMAND BIVOUACKED ALONG THE
BANKS OF A MOUNTAIN-TORRENT, A SAFE DISTANCE FROM THE SUPPOSED
LOCATION OF THE INDIAN STRONGHOLD, HE SENT FORWARD HIS APACHE MOJAVE
ALLIES TO MAKE A STEALTHY RECONNOISSANCE, FEELING CONFIDENT THAT SOON
AFTER NIGHTFALL THEY WOULD RETURN WITH THE INTELLIGENCE THAT THE ENEMY
WERE LAZILY RESTING IN THEIR "RANCHERIA," ALL UNSUSPICIOUS OF HIS
APPROACH, AND THAT AT DAYBREAK HE WOULD POUNCE UPON AND ANNIHILATE
them.

SOON AFTER NIGHTFALL THE SCOUTS DID RETURN, BUT THEIR INTELLIGENCE WAS NOT
SO GRATIFYING: A SMALL—A very SMALL—BAND OF RENEGADES HAD BEEN
ENCAMPED IN THAT VICINITY SOME WEEKS BEFORE, BUT NOT A "HOSTILE" OR
SIGN OF A HOSTILE WAS TO BE FOUND. CAPTAIN BUXTON HARDLY SLEPT THAT
NIGHT, FROM DISAPPOINTMENT AND MORTIFICATION, AND WHEN HE WENT THE
FOLLOWING DAY TO INVESTIGATE FOR HIMSELF HE FOUND THAT HE HAD BEEN ON A
FALSE SCENT FROM THE START, AND THIS MADE HIM CRABBED. A WEEK'S HUNT
THROUGH THE MOUNTAINS RESULTED IN NO BETTER LUCK, AND NOW, HAVING HAD



ONLY FIFTEEN DAYS' RATIONS AT THE OUTSET, HE WAS MOST RELUCTANTLY AND
savagely marching homeward to report his failure.

BUT MR. BILLINGS HAD ENJOYED THE ENTIRE TRIP. SLEEPING IN THE OPEN AIR
WITHOUT OTHER SHELTER THAN THEIR BLANKETS AFFORDED, SCOUTING BY DAY IN
SINGLE FILE OVER MILES OF MERE GAME-TRAILS, UP HILL AND DOWN DALE
THROUGH THE WILDEST AND MOST DOLEFULLY-PICTURESQUE SCENERY HE "AT
LEAST" HAD EVER BEHELD, UNDER FROWNING CLIFFS AND BEETLING CRAGS,
THROUGH DENSE FORESTS OF PINE AND JUNIPER, THROUGH MOUNTAIN-TORRENTS
SWOLLEN WITH THE MELTING SNOWS OF THE CRESTS SO FAR ABOVE THEM,
THROUGH CAÑONS, DEEP, DARK, AND GLOOMY, SEARCHING EVER FOR TRACES OF
THE FOE THEY WERE ORDERED TO FIND AND FIGHT FORTHWITH, MR. BILLINGS AND
HIS MEN, HAVING NO RESPONSIBILITY UPON THEIR SHOULDERS, WERE HAPPY
AND HEALTHY AS POSSIBLE, AND CONSEQUENTLY IN SMALL SYMPATHY WITH
their irate leader.

Every afternoon when they halted beside some one of the hundreds of
MOUNTAIN-BROOKS THAT CAME TUMBLING DOWN FROM THE GORGES OF THE
BLACK MESA, THE MEN WERE REQUIRED TO LOOK CAREFULLY AT THE HORSES'
backs AND FEET, FOR MOUNTAIN ARIZONA IS TERRIBLE ON SHOES, EQUINE OR
human. This had to be done before the herds were turned out to graze
WITH THEIR GUARD AROUND THEM; AND OFTEN SOME OF THE MEN WOULD GET A
WISP OF STRAW OR A SUITABLE WIPE OF SOME KIND, AND THOROUGHLY RUB
DOWN THEIR STEEDS. STROLLING ABOUT AMONG THEM, AS HE ALWAYS DID AT
THIS TIME, OUR LIEUTENANT HAD NOTICED A SLIM BUT TRIMLY-BUILT YOUNG
IRISHMAN WHOSE CARE OF AND DEVOTION TO HIS HORSE IT DID HIM GOOD TO
see. No matter how long the march, how severe the fatigue, that horse
WAS ALWAYS LOOKED AFTER, HIS GRAZING-GROUND PRE-EMPTED BY A DEFTLY-
THROWN PICKET-PIN AND LARIAT WHICH SECURED TO HIM ALL THE REAL ESTATE
THAT COULD BE SURVEYED WITHIN THE CIRCLE OF WHICH THE PIN WAS THE CENTRE
and the lariat the radius-vector.

BETWEEN HORSE AND MASTER THE CLOSEST COMRADESHIP SEEMED TO EXIST;
THE TROOPER HAD A WAY OF SOFTLY SINGING OR TALKING TO HIS FRIEND AS HE



RUBBED HIM DOWN, AND MR. BILLINGS WAS STRUCK WITH THE EXPRESSION AND
TASTE WITH WHICH THE LITTLE SOLDIER—FOR HE WAS ONLY FIVE FEET FIVE—WOULD
RENDER "MOLLY BAWN" AND "KITTY TYRRELL." EXCEPT WHEN THUS SINGING OR
EXCHANGING CONFIDENCES WITH HIS STEED, HE WAS STRANGELY SILENT AND
RESERVED; HE ATE HIS RATIONS AMONG THE OTHER MEN, YET RARELY SPOKE
WITH THEM, AND HE WOULD RIDE ALL DAY THROUGH COUNTRY MARVELLOUS FOR
WILD BEAUTY AND BE THE ONLY MAN IN THE COMMAND WHO DID NOT ALLOW
himself to give vent to some expression of astonishment or delight.

"WHAT IS THAT MAN'S NAME?" ASKED MR. BILLINGS OF THE FIRST SERGEANT
one evening.

"O'GRADY, SIR," REPLIED THE SERGEANT, WITH HIS SOL DIERLY SALUTE; AND A
LITTLE LATER, AS CAPTAIN BUXTON WAS FRETFULLY COMPLAINING TO HIS SUBALTERN
OF THE ILL FORTUNE THAT SEEMED TO OVERSHADOW HIS BEST EFFORTS, THE LATTER,
THINKING TO CHEER HIM AND TO DIVERT HIS ATTENTION FROM HIS TROUBLE,
referred to the troop:

"WHY, CAPTAIN, I DON'T THINK I EVER SAW A FINER SET OF MEN THAN YOU HAVE
—ANYWHERE. NOW, there's A LITTLE FELLOW WHO STRIKES ME AS BEING A
PERFECT LIGHT-CAVALRY SOLDIER." AND THE LIEUTENANT INDICATED HIS YOUNG
Irishman.

"You don't mean O'Grady?" asked the captain in surprise.

"Yes, sir,—the very one."

"Why, he's the worst man in the troop."

FOR A MOMENT MR. BILLINGS KNEW NOT WHAT TO SAY. HIS CAPTAIN HAD
SPOKEN WITH ABSOLUTE HARSHNESS AND DISLIKE IN HIS TONE OF THE ONE
SOLDIER OF ALL OTHERS WHO SEEMED TO BE THE MOST QUIET, ATTENTIVE, AND
ALERT OF THE TROOP. HE HAD NOTICED, TOO, THAT THE SERGEANTS AND THE MEN
GENERALLY, IN SPEAKING TO O'GRADY, WERE WONT TO FALL INTO A KINDLIER TONE
THAN USUAL, AND, THOUGH THEY SOMETIMES SQUABBLED AMONG
THEMSELVES OVER THE CHOICE OF PATCHES OF GRASS FOR THEIR HORSES,



O'GRADY'S CLAIM WAS NEVER QUESTIONED, MUCH LESS "JUMPED." RESPECT
FOR HIS SUPERIOR'S RANK WOULD NOT PERMIT THE LIEUTENANT TO ARGUE THE
matter; but, desiring to know more about the case, he spoke again:

"I AM VERY SORRY TO HEAR IT. HIS CARE OF HIS HORSE AND HIS QUIET WAYS
impressed me so favorably."

"OH, YES, D—N HIM!" BROKE IN CAPTAIN BUXTON. "HORSES AND WHISKEY
are the only things on earth he cares for. As to quiet ways, there isn't a
WORSE DEVIL  AT LARGE THAN O'GRADY WITH A FEW DRINKS IN HIM. WHEN I
CAME BACK FROM TWO YEARS' RECRUITING DETAIL HE WAS A SERGEANT IN THE
TROOP. I NEVER KNEW HIM BEFORE, BUT I SOON FOUND HE WAS ADDICTED TO
DRINK, AND AFTER A WHILE HAD TO 'BREAK' HIM; AND ONE NIGHT WHEN HE WAS
RAISING HELL IN THE QUARTERS, AND I ORDERED HIM INTO THE DARK CELL, HE
TURNED ON ME LIKE A TIGER. BY JOVE! IF IT HADN'T BEEN FOR SOME OF THE
MEN HE WOULD HAVE KILLED ME,—OR I HIM. HE WAS TRIED BY COURT-MARTIAL,
BUT MOST OF THE DETAIL WAS MADE UP OF INFANTRYMEN AND STAFF-OFFICERS
FROM CROOK'S HEAD-QUARTERS, AND, BY ——! THEY DIDN'T SEEM TO THINK IT
ANY SIN FOR A SOLDIER TO THREATEN TO CUT HIS CAPTAIN'S HEART OUT, AND
CROOK HIMSELF GAVE ME A SORT OF A RAP IN HIS REMARKS ON THE CASE,
AND—WELL, THEY JUST LET O'GRADY OFF SCOT-FREE BETWEEN THEM, GAVE HIM
SOME LITTLE FINE, AND DID MORE HARM THAN GOOD. HE'S JUST AS SURLY AND
INSOLENT NOW WHEN I SPEAK TO HIM AS HE WAS THAT NIGHT WHEN DRUNK.
HERE, I'LL SHOW YOU." AND WITH THAT CAPTAIN BUXTON STARTED OFF TOWARDS
THE HERD, MR. BILLINGS OBEDIENTLY FOLLOWING, BUT FEELING VAGUELY ILL AT
EASE. HE HAD NEVER MET CAPTAIN BUXTON BEFORE, BUT LETTERS FROM HIS
COMRADES HAD PREPARED HIM FOR EXPERIENCES NOT ALTOGETHER PLEASANT.
A GOOD SOLDIER IN SOME RESPECTS, CAPTAIN BUXTON BORE THE REPUTATION
OF HAVING AN ALMOST UNGOVERNABLE TEMPER, OF BEING AT TIMES BRUTALLY
VIOLENT IN HIS LANGUAGE AND CONDUCT TOWARDS HIS MEN, AND, WORSE YET,
OF BEARING ILL-CONCEALED MALICE, AND "NURSING HIS WRATH TO KEEP IT
WARM" AGAINST SUCH OF HIS ENLISTED MEN AS HAD EVER VENTURED TO
APPEAL FOR JUSTICE. THE CAPTAIN STOPPED ON REACHING THE OUTSKIRTS OF
the quietly-grazing herd.



"CORPORAL," SAID HE TO THE NON-COMMISSIONED OFFICER  IN CHARGE, "ISN'T
that O'Grady's horse off there to the left?"

"Yes, sir."

"Go and tell O'Grady to come here."

The corporal saluted and went off on his errand.

"NOW, MR. BILLINGS," SAID THE CAPTAIN, "I HAVE REPEATEDLY GIVEN ORDERS
THAT MY HORSES MUST BE SIDE-LINED WHEN WE ARE IN THE HOSTILES'
COUNTRY. JUST COME HERE TO THE LEFT." AND HE WALKED OVER TOWARDS A
HANDSOME, STURDY LITTLE CALIFORNIA HORSE OF A BRIGHT BAY COLOR. "HERE,
YOU SEE, IS O'GRADY'S HORSE, AND NOT A SIDE-LINE: THAT'S HIS WAY OF
OBEYING ORDERS. MORE THAN THAT, HE IS NEVER CONTENT TO HAVE HIS HORSE
IN AMONG THE OTHERS, BUT MUST ALWAYS GET AWAY OUTSIDE, JUST WHERE HE
IS MOST APT TO BE RUN OFF BY ANY INDIAN SHARP AND QUICK ENOUGH TO DARE
IT. NOW, HERE COMES O'GRADY. WATCH HIM, IF YOU WANT TO SEE HIM IN HIS
true light."

STANDING BESIDE HIS SUPERIOR, MR. BILLINGS LOOKED TOWARDS THE
APPROACHING TROOPER, WHO, WITH A QUICK, SPRINGY STEP, ADVANCED TO
WITHIN A FEW YARDS OF THEM, THEN STOPPED SHORT AND, ERECT AND IN
SILENCE, RAISED HIS HAND IN SALUTE, AND WITH PERFECTLY RESPECTFUL
demeanor looked straight at his captain.

IN A VOICE AT ONCE HARSH AND DISTINCTLY AUDIBLE OVER THE ENTIRE BIVOUAC,
with frowning brow and angry eyes, Buxton demanded,—

"O'Grady, where are your side-lines?"

"Over with my blankets, sir."

"OVER WITH YOUR BLANKETS, ARE THEY? WHY IN ——, SIR, ARE THEY NOT HERE
ON YOUR HORSE, WHERE THEY OUGHT TO BE?" AND THE CAPTAIN'S VOICE
waxed harsher and louder, and his manner more threatening.



"I UNDERSTOOD THE CAPTAIN'S ORDERS TO BE THAT THEY NEED NOT GO ON TILL
SUNSET," REPLIED THE SOLDIER, CALMLY AND RESPECTFULLY, "AND I DON'T LIKE TO
put them on that sore place, sir, until the last moment."

"DON'T LIKE TO? NO SIR, I KNOW D—D WELL YOU DON'T LIKE TO OBEY THIS OR
ANY OTHER ORDER I EVER GAVE, AND WHEREVER YOU FIND A LOOP-HOLE THROUGH
WHICH TO CRAWL, AND YOU THINK YOU CAN SNEAK OFF UNPUNISHED, BY ——,
SIR, I SUPPOSE YOU WILL GO ON DISOBEYING ORDERS. SHUT UP, SIR! NOT A D—
d word!" for tears of mortification were starting to O'Grady's eyes, and
WITH FLUSHING FACE AND TREMBLING LIP THE SOLDIER STOOD HELPLESSLY BEFORE
HIS TROOP-COMMANDER, AND WAS STRIVING TO SAY A WORD IN FURTHER
explanation.

"GO AND GET YOUR SIDE-LINES AT ONCE AND BRING THEM HERE; GO AT ONCE,
SIR," SHOUTED THE CAPTAIN; AND WITH A LUMP IN HIS THROAT THE TROOPER
saluted, faced about, and walked away.

"HE'S MILDER-MANNERED THAN USUAL, D—N HIM!" SAID THE CAPTAIN,
TURNING TOWARDS HIS SUBALTERN, WHO HAD STOOD A SILENT AND PAINED
WITNESS OF THE SCENE. "HE KNOWS HE IS IN THE WRONG AND HAS NO
EXCUSE; BUT HE'LL BREAK OUT YET. COME! STEP OUT, YOU O'GRADY!" HE
YELLED AFTER THE RAPIDLY-WALKING SOLDIER. "DOUBLE TIME, SIR. I CAN'T WAIT
HERE ALL NIGHT." AND MR. BILLINGS NOTED THAT SILENCE HAD FALLEN ON THE
BIVOUAC SO FULL OF SOLDIER-CHAFF AND LAUGHTER BUT A MOMENT BEFORE, AND
THAT THE MEN OF BOTH TROOPS WERE INTENTLY WATCHING THE SCENE ALREADY
so painful to him.

OBEDIENTLY O'GRADY TOOK UP THE "DOG-TROT" REQUIRED OF HIM, GOT HIS
SIDE-LINES, AND, RUNNING BACK, KNELT BESIDE HIS HORSE, AND WITH
TREMBLING HANDS ADJUSTED THEM,  DURING WHICH PERFORMANCE CAPTAIN
BUXTON STOOD OVER HIM, AND, IN A TONE THAT GREW MORE AND MORE THAT OF
a bully as he lashed himself up into a rage, continued his lecture to the
man.

THE LATTER FINALLY ROSE, AND, WITH HUGE BEADS OF PERSPIRATION STARTING



out on his forehead, faced his captain.

"May I say a word, sir?" he asked.

"YOU MAY NOW; BUT BE D—D CAREFUL HOW YOU SAY IT," WAS THE REPLY, WITH
A SNEER THAT WOULD HAVE STUNG AN ABJECT SLAVE INTO A LONGING FOR
REVENGE, AND THAT GRATED ON MR. BILLINGS'S NERVES IN A WAY THAT MADE
HIM CLINCH HIS FISTS AND INVOLUNTARILY GRIT HIS TEETH. COULD IT BE THAT
O'GRADY DETECTED IT? ONE QUICK, WISTFUL, HALF-APPEALING GLANCE FLASHED
FROM THE IRISHMAN'S EYES TOWARDS THE SUBALTERN, AND THEN, WITH EVIDENT
EFFORT AT COMPOSURE, BUT WITH A VOICE THAT TREMBLED WITH THE PENT-UP
sense of wrong and injustice, O'Grady spoke:

"Indeed, sir, I had no thought of neglecting orders. I always care for my
horse; but it wasn't sunset when the captain came out——"

"NOT SUNSET!" BROKE IN BUXTON, WITH AN OUTBURST OF PROFANITY. "NOT
SUNSET! WHY, IT'S WELL-NIGH DARK NOW, SIR, AND EVERY MAN IN THE TROOP
HAD SIDE-LINED HIS HORSE HALF AN HOUR AGO. D—N YOUR INSOLENCE, SIR!
YOUR EXCUSE IS WORSE THAN YOUR CONDUCT. MR. BILLINGS, SEE TO IT, SIR, THAT
THIS MAN WALKS AND LEADS HIS HORSE IN REAR OF THE TROOP ALL THE WAY
BACK TO THE POST. I'LL SEE, BY ——! WHETHER HE CAN BE TAUGHT TO OBEY
orders." And with that the captain turned and strode away.

THE LIEUTENANT STOOD FOR AN INSTANT STUNNED,—SIMPLY STUNNED.
INVOLUNTARILY HE MADE A STEP TOWARDS O'GRADY; THEIR EYES MET; BUT THE
RESTRAINT OF DISCIPLINE  WAS UPON BOTH. IN THAT BRIEF MEETING OF THEIR
GLANCES, HOWEVER, THE TROOPER READ A MESSAGE THAT WAS
unmistakable.

"LIEUTENANT——" HE SAID, BUT STOPPED ABRUPTLY, POINTED ALOFT OVER THE
TREES TO THE EASTWARD WITH HIS RIGHT HAND, DASHED IT ACROSS HIS EYES,
AND THEN, WITH HURRIED SALUTE AND A CHOKING SORT OF GURGLE IN HIS THROAT,
he turned and went back to his comrades.

MR. BILLINGS GAZED AFTER THE RETREATING FORM UNTIL IT DISAPPEARED AMONG



THE TREES BY THE BROOK-SIDE; THEN HE TURNED TO SEE WHAT WAS THE
meaning of the soldier's pointing over towards the mesa to the east.

DOWN IN THE DEEP VALLEY IN WHICH THE LITTLE COMMAND HAD HALTED FOR THE
NIGHT THE PALL OF DARKNESS HAD INDEED BEGUN TO SETTLE; THE BIVOUAC-
FIRES IN THE TIMBER THREW A LURID GLARE UPON THE GROUPS GATHERING
AROUND THEM FOR SUPPER, AND TOWARDS THE WEST THE RUGGED UPHEAVALS
OF THE MAZATZAL RANGE STOOD LIKE A BLACK BARRIER AGAINST THE GLORIOUS
HUES OF A BANK OF SUMMER CLOUD. ALL IN THE VALLEY SPOKE OF TWILIGHT AND
DARKNESS: THE BIRDS WERE STILL, THE VOICES OF THE MEN SUBDUED. SO FAR
AS LOCAL INDICATIONS WERE CONCERNED, IT was—AS CAPTAIN BUXTON HAD
INSISTED—ALMOST DARK. BUT SQUARE OVER THE GILDED TREE-TOPS TO THE
EAST, STRETCHING FOR MILES AND MILES TO THEIR RIGHT AND LEFT, BLAZED A
VERTICAL WALL OF ROCK CRESTED WITH SCRUB-OAK AND PINE, EVERY BOULDER,
EVERY TREE, GLITTERING IN THE RADIANT LIGHT OF THE INVISIBLY SETTING SUN.
O'Grady had not disobeyed his orders.

NOTING THIS, MR. BILLINGS PROCEEDED TO TAKE A LEISURELY STROLL THROUGH THE
PEACEFUL HERD, CAREFULLY INSPECTING EACH HORSE AS HE PASSED. AS A
RESULT OF HIS SCRUTINY,  HE FOUND THAT, WHILE MOST OF THE HORSES WERE
ALREADY ENCUMBERED WITH THEIR ANNOYING HOBBLE, IN "A" TROOP ALONE
THERE WERE AT LEAST A DOZEN STILL UNFETTERED, NOTABLY THE MOUNTS OF THE
NON-COMMISSIONED OFFICERS AND THE OLDER SOLDIERS. LIKE O'GRADY, THEY
DID NOT WISH TO INFLICT THE SIDE-LINE UPON THEIR STEEDS UNTIL THE LAST
moment. Unlike O'Grady, they had not been called to account for it.

WHEN MR. BILLINGS WAS SUMMONED TO SUPPER, AND HE REJOINED HIS
BROTHER-OFFICERS, IT WAS REMARKED THAT HE WAS MORE TACITURN THAN USUAL.
AFTER THAT REPAST HAD BEEN APPRECIATIVELY DISPOSED OF, AND THE LITTLE
GROUP WITH LIGHTED PIPES PREPARED TO SPEND AN HOUR IN CHAT AND
CONTENTMENT, IT WAS OBSERVED THAT MR. BILLINGS DID NOT TAKE PART IN THE
GENERAL TALK, BUT THAT HE SOON ROSE, AND, OUT OF EAR-SHOT OF THE OFFICERS'
CAMP-FIRE, PACED RESTLESSLY UP AND DOWN, WITH HIS HEAD BENT FORWARD,
evidently plunged in thought.



BY AND BY THE HALF-DOZEN BROKE UP AND SOUGHT THEIR BLANKETS. CAPTAIN
BUXTON, SOMEWHAT MOLLIFIED BY A GOOD SUPPER, WAS ABOUT ROLLING INTO
his "Navajo," when Mr. Billings stepped up:

"Captain, may I ask for information as to the side-line order? After you
LEFT THIS EVENING, I FOUND THAT THERE MUST BE SOME MISUNDERSTANDING
about it."

"How so?" said Buxton, shortly.

"IN THIS, CAPTAIN;" AND MR. BILLINGS SPOKE VERY CALMLY AND DISTINCTLY.
"THE FIRST SERGEANT, SEVERAL OTHER NON-COMMISSIONED OFFICERS AND
MEN,—MORE THAN A DOZEN, I SHOULD SAY,—DID NOT SIDE-LINE THEIR
HORSES UNTIL HALF AN HOUR AFTER YOU SPOKE TO O'GRADY, AND THE FIRST
SERGEANT ASSURED ME, WHEN I CALLED HIM TO ACCOUNT  FOR IT, THAT YOUR
orders were that it should be done at sunset."

"WELL, BY ——! IT WAS AFTER SUNSET—AT LEAST IT WAS GETTING MIGHTY DARK
—WHEN I SENT FOR THAT BLACK-GUARD O'GRADY," SAID BUXTON,
impetuously, "and there is no excuse for the rest of them."

"IT WAS BEGINNING TO GROW DARK DOWN IN THIS DEEP VALLEY, I KNOW, SIR;
BUT THE TREE-TOPS WERE IN A BROAD GLARE OF SUNLIGHT WHILE WE WERE AT
the herd, and those cliffs for half an hour longer."

"WELL, MR. BILLINGS, I DON'T PROPOSE TO HAVE ANY HAIR-SPLITTING IN THE
MANAGEMENT OF MY TROOP," SAID THE CAPTAIN, MANIFESTLY NETTLED. "IT WAS
PRACTICALLY SUNSET TO US WHEN THE LIGHT BEGAN TO GROW DIM, AND MY MEN
KNOW IT WELL ENOUGH." AND WITH THAT HE ROLLED OVER AND TURNED HIS BACK
to his subaltern.

Disregarding the broad hint to leave, Mr. Billings again spoke:

"IS IT YOUR WISH, SIR, THAT ANY PUNISHMENT SHOULD BE IMPOSED ON THE
men who were equally in fault with O'Grady?"



Buxton muttered something unintelligible from under his blankets.

"I did not understand you, sir," said the lieutenant, very civilly.

Buxton savagely propped himself up on one elbow, and blurted out,—

"NO, MR. BILLINGS! NO! WHEN I WANT A MAN PUNISHED I'LL GIVE THE ORDER
myself, sir."

"AND IS IT STILL YOUR WISH, SIR, THAT I MAKE O'GRADY WALK THE REST OF THE
way?"

FOR A MOMENT BUXTON HESITATED; HIS BETTER NATURE  STRUGGLED TO ASSERT
ITSELF AND INDUCE HIM TO UNDO THE INJUSTICE OF HIS ORDER; BUT THE "CAD" IN
HIS DISPOSITION, THE WEAKNESS OF HIS CHARACTER, PREVAILED. IT WOULD
NEVER DO TO LET HIS LIEUTENANT GET THE UPPER HAND OF HIM, HE ARGUED,
and so the reply came, and came angrily.

"YES, OF COURSE; HE DESERVES IT ANYHOW, BY ——! AND IT'LL DO HIM
good."

Without another word Mr. Billings turned on his heel and left him.

THE COMMAND RETURNED TO GARRISON, SHAVED ITS STUBBLY BEARD OF TWO
WEEKS' GROWTH, AND RESUMED ITS UNIFORM AND THE ROUTINE DUTIES OF THE
post. Three days only had it been back when Mr. Billings, marching on
AS OFFICER OF THE DAY, AND RECEIVING THE PRISONERS FROM HIS
PREDECESSOR, WAS STARTLED TO HEAR THE LIST OF NAMES WOUND UP WITH
"O'Grady," and when that name was called there was no response.

THE OLD OFFICER OF THE DAY LOOKED UP INQUIRINGLY: "WHERE IS O'GRADY,
sergeant?"

"In the cell, sir, unable to come out."

"O'Grady was confined by Captain Buxton's order late last night," said
CAPTAIN WAYNE, "AND I FANCY THE POOR FELLOW HAS BEEN DRINKING HEAVILY



this time."

A FEW MINUTES AFTER, THE RELIEFS BEING TOLD OFF, THE PRISONERS SENT OUT TO
WORK, AND THE OFFICERS OF THE DAY, NEW AND OLD, HAVING MADE THEIR
REPORTS TO THE COMMANDING OFFICER, MR. BILLINGS RETURNED TO THE GUARD-
HOUSE, AND, DIRECTING HIS SERGEANT TO ACCOMPANY HIM, PROCEEDED TO
MAKE A DELIBERATE INSPECTION OF THE PREMISES. THE GUARD-ROOM ITSELF
WAS NEAT, CLEAN, AND DRY; THE GARRISON PRISON-ROOM WAS WELL
ventilated, AND TIDY AS SUCH ROOMS EVER CAN BE MADE; THE INDIAN
PRISON-ROOM, DESPITE THE FACT THAT IT WAS EMPTY AND EVERY SHUTTER WAS
THROWN WIDE OPEN TO THE BREEZE, HAD THAT INDEFINABLE, SUFFOCATING ODOR
WHICH CONTINUED ABORIGINAL OCCUPANCY WILL GIVE TO ANY APARTMENT; BUT
IT WAS THE CELLS MR. BILLINGS DESIRED TO SEE, AND THE SERGEANT LED HIM
TO A ROW OF HEAVILY-BARRED DOORS OF ROUGH UNPLANED TIMBER, WITH A LITTLE
GRATING IN EACH, AND FROM ONE OF THESE GRATINGS THERE PEERED FORTH A
PAIR OF FEVERISHLY-GLITTERING EYES, AND A FACE, NOT BLOATED AND FLUSHED,
AS WITH RECENT AND HEAVY POTATIONS, BUT WHITE, HAGGARD, TWITCHING, AND
a husky voice in piteous appeal addressed the sergeant:

"Oh, for God's sake, Billy, get me something, or it'll kill me!"

"Hush, O'Grady," said the sergeant: "here's the officer of the day."

MR. BILLINGS TOOK ONE LOOK AT THE WAN FACE ONLY DIMLY VISIBLE IN THAT
PRISON-LIGHT, FOR THE POOR LITTLE MAN SHRANK BACK AS HE RECOGNIZED THE
form of his lieutenant:

"Open that door, sergeant."

WITH ALACRITY THE ORDER WAS OBEYED, AND THE HEAVY DOOR SWUNG BACK
upon its hinges.

"O'Grady," said the officer of the day, in a tone gentle as that he would
HAVE EMPLOYED IN SPEAKING TO A WOMAN, "COME OUT HERE TO ME. I'M
afraid you are sick."



SHAKING, TREMBLING, TWITCHING IN EVERY LIMB, WITH WILD, DILATED EYES AND
almost palsied step, O'Grady came out.

"LOOK TO HIM A MOMENT, SERGEANT," SAID MR. BIL LINGS, AND, BENDING
LOW, HE STEPPED INTO THE CELL. THE ATMOSPHERE WAS STIFLING, AND IN
ANOTHER INSTANT HE BACKED OUT INTO THE HALL-WAY. "SERGEANT, WAS IT BY
the commanding officer's order that O'Grady was put in there?"

"No, sir; Captain Buxton's."

"SEE THAT HE IS NOT RETURNED THERE DURING MY TOUR, UNLESS THE ORDERS
come from Major Stannard. Bring O'Grady into the prison-room."

HERE IN THE PURER AIR AND BRIGHTER LIGHT HE LOOKED CAREFULLY OVER THE
POOR FELLOW, AS THE LATTER STOOD BEFORE HIM QUIVERING FROM HEAD TO FOOT
AND HIDING HIS FACE IN HIS SHAKING HANDS. THEN THE LIEUTENANT TOOK HIM
gently by the arm and led him to a bunk:

"O'GRADY, MAN, LIE DOWN HERE. I'M GOING TO GET SOMETHING THAT WILL HELP
YOU. TELL ME ONE THING: HOW LONG HAD YOU BEEN DRINKING BEFORE YOU
were confined?"

"About forty-eight hours, sir, off and on."

"How long since you ate anything?"

"I don't know, sir; not for two days, I think."

"Well, try and lie still. I'm coming back to you in a very few minutes."

AND WITH THAT MR. BILLINGS STRODE FROM THE ROOM, LEAVING O'GRADY,
dazed, wonder-stricken, gazing stupidly after him.

THE LIEUTENANT WENT STRAIGHT TO HIS QUARTERS, TOOK A GOODLY-SIZED
GOBLET FROM THE PAINTED PINE SIDEBOARD, AND WITH PRACTISED HAND
PROCEEDED TO MIX THEREIN A BEVERAGE IN WHICH GRANULATED SUGAR,
ANGOSTURA BITTERS, AND A FEW DROPS OF LIME-JUICE ENTERED AS MINOR



INGREDIENTS, AND THE COLDEST OF SPRING-WATER AND A BRIMMING  MEASURE
OF WHISKEY AS CONSTITUENTS OF GREATER QUALITY AND QUANTITY. FILLING WITH
THIS MIXTURE A SMALL LEATHER-COVERED FLASK, AND STOWING IT AWAY WITHIN
THE BREAST-POCKET OF HIS BLOUSE, HE RETURNED TO THE GUARD-HOUSE,
MUSING AS HE WENT, "'IF THIS BE TREASON,' SAID PATRICK HENRY, 'MAKE THE
MOST OF IT.' IF THIS BE CONDUCT PREJUDICIAL, ETC., SAY I, DO YOUR D—DEST.
THAT MAN WOULD BE IN THE HORRORS OF JIM-JAMS IN HALF AN HOUR MORE IF IT
WERE NOT FOR THIS." AND SO SAYING TO HIMSELF, HE ENTERED THE PRISON-
ROOM, CALLED TO THE SERGEANT TO BRING HIM SOME COLD WATER, AND THEN
APPROACHED O'GRADY, WHO ROSE UNSTEADILY AND STROVE TO STAND
ATTENTION, BUT THE EFFORT WAS TOO MUCH, AND AGAIN HE COVERED HIS FACE
with his arms, and threw himself in utter misery at the foot of the bunk.

MR. BILLINGS DREW THE FLASK FROM HIS POCKET, AND, TOUCHING O'GRADY'S
shoulder, caused him to raise his head:

"DRINK THIS, MY LAD. I WOULD NOT GIVE IT TO YOU AT ANOTHER TIME, BUT YOU
need it now."

EAGERLY IT WAS SEIZED, EAGERLY DRAINED, AND THEN, AFTER HE HAD
swallowed a long draught of the water, O'Grady slowly rose to his feet,
LOOKING, WITH EYES RAPIDLY SOFTENING AND LOSING THEIR WILD GLARE, UPON
THE YOUNG OFFICER WHO STOOD BEFORE HIM. ONCE OR TWICE HE PASSED HIS
HANDS ACROSS HIS FOREHEAD, AS THOUGH TO SWEEP AWAY THE COBWEBS
THAT PRESSED UPON HIS BRAIN, BUT FOR A MOMENT HE DID NOT ESSAY A
WORD. LITTLE BY LITTLE THE COLOR CREPT BACK TO HIS CHEEK; AND, NOTING THIS,
MR. BILLINGS SMILED VERY QUIETLY, AND SAID, "NOW, O'GRADY, LIE DOWN;
YOU WILL BE ABLE TO SLEEP NOW UNTIL THE MEN COME IN AT NOON; THEN YOU
SHALL HAVE ANOTHER DRINK, AND YOU'LL BE ABLE  TO EAT WHAT I SEND YOU. IF
YOU CANNOT SLEEP, CALL THE SERGEANT OF THE GUARD; OR IF YOU WANT
anything, I'll come to you."

THEN, WITH TEARS STARTING TO HIS EYES, THE SOLDIER FOUND WORDS: "I THANK
THE LIEUTENANT. IF I LIVE A THOUSAND YEARS, SIR, THIS WILL NEVER BE FORGOTTEN,
—never, sir! I'd have gone crazy without your help, sir."



Mr. Billings held out his hand, and, taking that of his prisoner, gave it a
CORDIAL GRIP: "THAT'S ALL RIGHT, O'GRADY. TRY TO SLEEP NOW, AND WE'LL PULL
YOU THROUGH. GOOD-BY, FOR THE PRESENT." AND, WITH A HEART LIGHTER,
somehow, than it had been of late, the lieutenant left.

AT NOON THAT DAY, WHEN THE PRISONERS CAME IN FROM LABOR AND THE
OFFICER'S OF THE DAY INSPECTED THEIR GENERAL CONDITION BEFORE PERMITTING
THEM TO GO TO THEIR DINNER, THE SERGEANT OF THE GUARD INFORMED HIM THAT
O'GRADY HAD SLEPT QUIETLY ALMOST ALL THE MORNING, BUT WAS THEN AWAKE
and feeling very much better, though still weak and nervous.

"Do you think he can walk over to my quarters?" asked Mr. Billings.

"He will try it, sir, or anything the lieutenant wants him to try."

"Then send him over in about ten minutes."

HOME ONCE MORE, MR. BILLINGS STARTED A TINY BLAZE IN HIS OIL-STOVE, AND
SOON HAD A KETTLE OF WATER BOILING MERRILY. SHARP TO TIME A MEMBER OF
THE GUARD TAPPED AT THE DOOR, AND, ON BEING BIDDEN "COME IN,"
entered, ushering in O'Grady; but meantime, by the aid of a little pot of
MEAT-JUICE AND SOME CAYENNE PEPPER, A GLASS OF HOT SOUP OR BEEF-
TEA HAD BEEN PREPARED, AND, WITH SOME DAINTY SLICES OF POTTED
CHICKEN AND THE ACCOMPANI MENTS OF A CUP OF FRAGRANT TEA AND SOME
ship-biscuit, was in readiness on a little table in the back room.

Telling the sentinel to remain in the shade on the piazza, the lieutenant
PROCEEDED FIRST TO MAKE O'GRADY SIT DOWN IN A BIG WICKER ARM-CHAIR,
FOR THE MAN IN HIS BROKEN CONDITION WAS WELL-NIGH EXHAUSTED BY HIS
WALK ACROSS THE GLARING PARADE IN THE HEAT OF AN ARIZONA NOONDAY SUN.
THEN HE MIXED AND ADMINISTERED THE COUNTERPART OF THE BEVERAGE HE
HAD GIVEN HIS PRISONER-PATIENT IN THE MORNING, ONLY IN POINT OF POTENCY
IT WAS AN EVIDENT FALLING OFF, BUT SUFFICIENT FOR THE PURPOSE, AND IN A FEW
MINUTES O'GRADY WAS ABLE TO SWALLOW HIS BREAKFAST WITH EVIDENT
RELISH, MEEKLY AND UNHESITATINGLY OBEYING EVERY SUGGESTION OF HIS



superior.

HIS BREAKFAST FINISHED, O'GRADY WAS THEN CONDUCTED INTO A COOL,
darkened apartment, a back room in the lieutenant's quarters.

"NOW, PULL OFF YOUR BOOTS AND OUTER CLOTHING, MAN, SPREAD YOURSELF ON
that bed, and go to sleep, if you can. If you can't, and you want to read,
THERE ARE BOOKS AND PAPERS ON THAT SHELF; PIN UP THE BLANKET ON THE
WINDOW, AND YOU'LL HAVE LIGHT ENOUGH. YOU SHALL NOT BE DISTURBED, AND I
know you won't attempt to leave."

"INDEED, SIR, I WON'T," BEGAN O'GRADY, EAGERLY; BUT THE LIEUTENANT HAD
VANISHED, CLOSING THE DOOR AFTER HIM, AND A MINUTE LATER THE SOLDIER
HAD THROWN HIMSELF UPON THE COOL, WHITE BED, AND WAS CRYING LIKE A
tired child.

THREE OR FOUR WEEKS AFTER THIS INCIDENT, TO THE SMALL REGRET OF HIS TROOP
AND THE POLITELY-VEILED INDIFFERENCE OF THE COMMISSIONED ELEMENT OF
THE GARRISON, CAPTAIN BUXTON CONCLUDED TO AVAIL HIMSELF OF A LONG-
DEFERRED "LEAVE," AND TURNED OVER HIS COMPANY PROPERTY TO MR.  BILLINGS
IN A CONDITION THAT RENDERED IT NECESSARY FOR HIM TO DO A THING THAT
"GROUND" HIM, SO TO SPEAK: HE HAD TO ASK SEVERAL FAVORS OF HIS
LIEUTENANT, BETWEEN WHOM AND HIMSELF THERE HAD BEEN NO CORDIALITY
SINCE THE EPISODE OF THE BIVOUAC, AND AN OPEN RUPTURE SINCE MR.
BILLINGS'S SOMEWHAT EVENTFUL TOUR AS OFFICER OF THE DAY, WHICH HAS JUST
been described.

IT APPEARED THAT O'GRADY HAD BEEN ABSENT FROM NO DUTY (THERE WERE
NO DRILLS IN THAT SCORCHING JUNE WEATHER), BUT THAT, YIELDING TO THE
ADVICE OF HIS COMRADES, WHO KNEW THAT HE HAD EATEN NOTHING FOR TWO
DAYS AND WAS DRINKING STEADILY INTO A CONDITION THAT WOULD SPEEDILY
BRING PUNISHMENT UPON HIM, HE HAD ASKED PERMISSION TO BE SENT TO
THE HOSPITAL, WHERE, WHILE HE COULD GET NO LIQUOR, THERE WOULD BE NO
DANGER ATTENDANT UPON HIS SUDDEN STOP OF ALL STIMULANT. THE FIRST
SERGEANT CARRIED HIS REQUEST WITH THE SICK-BOOK TO CAPTAIN BUXTON,



O'GRADY MEANTIME MANAGING TO TAKE TWO OR THREE MORE PULLS AT THE
BOTTLE, AND BUXTON, INSTEAD OF SENDING HIM TO THE HOSPITAL, SENT FOR
HIM, INSPECTED HIM, AND DID WHAT HE HAD NO EARTHLY AUTHORITY TO DO,
DIRECTED THE SERGEANT OF THE GUARD TO CONFINE HIM AT ONCE IN THE DARK
cell.

"IT WILL BE NO PUNISHMENT AS HE IS NOW," SAID BUXTON TO HIMSELF, "BUT IT
will be hell when he wakes."

AND SO IT HAD BEEN; AND FAR WORSE IT PROBABLY WOULD HAVE BEEN BUT FOR
Mr. Billings's merciful interference.

EXPECTING TO FIND HIS VICTIM IN A CONDITION BORDERING UPON THE ABJECT
AND READY TO BEG FOR MERCY AT ANY SACRIFICE OF PLUCK OR PRIDE, BUXTON
HAD GONE TO THE GUARD-HOUSE SOON AFTER RETREAT AND TOLD THE SERGEANT
that he desired to see O'Grady, if the man was fit to come out.

WHAT WAS HIS SURPRISE WHEN THE SOLDIER STEPPED FORTH IN HIS TRIMMEST
UNDRESS UNIFORM, ERECT AND STEADY, AND STOOD UNFLINCHINGLY BEFORE
HIM!—A DAY'S REST AND QUIET, A WARM BATH, WHOLESOME AND PALATABLE
FOOD, CAREFUL NURSING, AND THE KIND TREATMENT HE HAD RECEIVED HAVING
BROUGHT HIM ROUND WITH A SUDDEN TURN THAT HE HIMSELF COULD HARDLY
understand.

"How is this?" thundered Buxton. "I ordered you kept in the dark cell."

"THE OFFICER OF THE DAY ORDERED HIM RELEASED, SIR," SAID THE SERGEANT
of the guard.

AND BUXTON, CHOKING WITH RAGE, STORMED INTO THE MESS-ROOM, WHERE
THE YOUNGER OFFICERS WERE AT DINNER, AND, REGARDLESS OF THE TIME,
place, or surroundings, opened at once upon his subaltern:

"MR. BILLINGS, BY WHOSE AUTHORITY DID YOU RELEASE O'GRADY FROM THE
dark cell?"

MR. BILLINGS CALMLY APPLIED HIS NAPKIN TO HIS MOUSTACHE, AND THEN AS



calmly replied, "By my own, Captain Buxton."

"By ——! sir, you exceeded your authority."

"Not at all, captain; on the contrary, you exceeded yours."

AT THIS BUXTON FLEW INTO A RAGE THAT SEEMED TO DEPRIVE HIM OF ALL
CONTROL OVER HIS LANGUAGE. OATHS AND IMPRECATIONS POURED FROM HIS
LIPS; HE RAVED AT BILLINGS, DESPITE THE EFFORTS OF THE OFFICERS TO QUIET
HIM, DESPITE THE ADJUTANT'S THREAT TO REPORT HIS LANGUAGE AT ONCE TO THE
commanding officer.

MR. BILLINGS PAID NO ATTENTION WHATEVER TO HIS ACCU SATIONS, BUT WENT ON
EATING HIS DINNER WITH AN APPEARANCE OF SERENITY THAT ONLY ADDED FUEL
TO HIS CAPTAIN'S FIRE. TWO OR THREE OFFICERS ROSE AND LEFT THE TABLE IN
DISGUST, AND JUST HOW FAR THE THING MIGHT HAVE GONE CANNOT BE
ACCURATELY TOLD, FOR IN LESS THAN THREE MINUTES THERE CAME A QUICK,
BOUNDING STEP ON THE PIAZZA, THE CLANK AND RATTLE OF A SABRE, AND THE
adjutant fairly sprang back into the room:

"CAPTAIN BUXTON, YOU WILL GO AT ONCE TO YOUR QUARTERS IN CLOSE ARREST,
by order of Major Stannard."

BUXTON KNEW HIS COLONEL AND THAT LITTLE FIRE-EATER OF AN ADJUTANT TOO WELL
to hesitate an instant. Muttering imprecations on everybody, he went.

THE NEXT MORNING, O'GRADY WAS RELEASED AND RETURNED TO DUTY. TWO
DAYS LATER, AFTER A LONG AND PRIVATE INTERVIEW WITH HIS COMMANDING
OFFICER, CAPTAIN BUXTON APPEARED WITH HIM AT THE OFFICERS' MESS AT
DINNER-TIME, MADE A FORMAL AND COMPLETE APOLOGY TO LIEUTENANT
BILLINGS FOR HIS OFFENSIVE LANGUAGE, AND TO THE MESS GENERALLY FOR HIS
MISCONDUCT; AND SO THE AFFAIR BLEW OVER; AND, SOON AFTER, BUXTON LEFT,
and Mr. Billings became commander of Troop "A."

AND NOW, WHATEVER MIGHT HAVE BEEN HIS REPUTATION AS TO SOBRIETY
BEFORE, PRIVATE O'GRADY BECAME A MARKED MAN FOR EVERY SOLDIERLY



VIRTUE. WEEK AFTER WEEK HE WAS TO BE SEEN EVERY FOURTH OR FIFTH DAY,
WHEN HIS GUARD TOUR CAME, REPORTING TO THE COMMANDING OFFICER FOR
duty as "orderly," the nattiest, trimmest soldier on the detail.

"I ALWAYS SAID," REMARKED CAPTAIN WAYNE, "THAT BUXTON ALONE WAS
RESPONSIBLE FOR THAT MAN'S DOWNFALL; AND THIS PROVES IT. O'GRADY HAS ALL
THE INSTINCTS OF A  GENTLEMAN ABOUT HIM, AND NOW THAT HE HAS A
gentleman over him he is himself again."

ONE NIGHT, AFTER RETREAT-PARADE, THERE WAS CHEERING AND JUBILEE IN THE
QUARTERS OF TROOP "A." CORPORAL QUINN HAD BEEN DISCHARGED BY
EXPIRATION OF TERM OF SERVICE, AND PRIVATE O'GRADY WAS DECORATED WITH
HIS CHEVRONS. WHEN OCTOBER CAME, THE COMPANY MUSTER-ROLL SHOWED
THAT HE HAD WON BACK HIS OLD GRADE; AND THE GARRISON KNEW NO BETTER
SOLDIER, NO MORE INTELLIGENT, TEMPERATE, TRUSTWORTHY NON-COMMISSIONED
OFFICER, THAN SERGEANT O'GRADY. IN SOME WAY OR OTHER THE STORY OF THE
TREATMENT RESORTED TO BY HIS AMATEUR MEDICAL OFFICER HAD LEAKED OUT.
WHETHER FAULTY IN THEORY OR NOT, IT WAS CROWNED WITH THE VERDICT OF
SUCCESS IN PRACTICE; AND, WITH THE STRONG SENSE OF HUMOR WHICH
PERVADES ALL ORGANIZATIONS WHEREIN THE CELT IS REPRESENTED AS A
COMPONENT PART, MR. BILLINGS HAD BEEN LOVINGLY DUBBED "DOCTOR" BY
HIS MEN, AND THERE WAS ONE OF THEIR NUMBER WHO WOULD HAVE GONE
through fire and water for him.

ONE NIGHT SOME HERDSMEN FROM UP THE VALLEY GALLOPED WILDLY INTO THE
POST. THE APACHES HAD SWOOPED DOWN, RUN OFF THEIR CATTLE, KILLED ONE
OF THE COWBOYS, AND SCARED OFF THE REST. AT DAYBREAK THE NEXT MORNING
LIEUTENANT BILLINGS, WITH TROOP "A" AND ABOUT A DOZEN INDIAN SCOUTS,
was on the trail, with orders to pursue, recapture the cattle, and punish
the marauders.

TO HIS DISGUST, MR. BILLINGS FOUND THAT HIS ALLIES WERE NOT OF THE TRIBES
WHO HAD SERVED WITH HIM IN PREVIOUS EXPEDITIONS. ALL THE TRUSTY
APACHE MOJAVES AND HUALPAIS WERE OFF WITH OTHER COMMANDS IN
DISTANT PARTS OF THE TERRITORY. HE HAD TO TAKE JUST WHAT THE  AGENT COULD



GIVE HIM AT THE RESERVATION,—SOME APACHE YUMAS, WHO WERE TOTAL
STRANGERS TO HIM. WITHIN FORTY-EIGHT HOURS FOUR HAD DESERTED AND GONE
BACK; THE OTHERS PROVED WORTHLESS AS TRAILERS, DOUBTLESS INTENTIONALLY,
AND HAD IT NOT BEEN FOR THE KEEN EYE OF SERGEANT O'GRADY IT WOULD
HAVE BEEN IMPOSSIBLE TO KEEP UP THE PURSUIT BY NIGHT; BUT KEEP IT UP
THEY DID, AND JUST AT SUNSET, ONE SHARP AUTUMN EVENING, AWAY UP IN THE
MOUNTAINS, THE ADVANCE CAUGHT SIGHT OF THE CATTLE GRAZING ALONG THE
SHORES OF A PLACID LITTLE LAKE, AND, IN LESS TIME THAN IT TAKES TO WRITE IT,
MR. BILLINGS AND HIS COMMAND TORE DOWN UPON THE QUARRY, AND, LEAVING
A FEW MEN TO "ROUND UP" THE HERD, WERE SOON ENGAGED IN A LIVELY
RUNNING FIGHT WITH THE FLEEING APACHES WHICH LASTED UNTIL DARK, WHEN
THE TRUMPET SOUNDED THE RECALL, AND, WITH HORSES SOMEWHAT BLOWN, BUT
NO CASUALTIES OF IMPORTANCE, THE COMMAND REASSEMBLED AND
MARCHED BACK TO THE GRAZING-GROUND BY THE LAKE. HERE A HEARTY
SUPPER WAS SERVED OUT, THE HORSES WERE RESTED, THEN GIVEN A GOOD
"FEED" OF BARLEY, AND AT TEN O'CLOCK MR. BILLINGS WITH HIS SECOND
LIEUTENANT AND SOME TWENTY MEN PUSHED AHEAD IN THE DIRECTION TAKEN
BY THE INDIANS, LEAVING THE REST OF THE MEN UNDER EXPERIENCED NON-
commissioned officers to drive the cattle back to the valley.

THAT NIGHT THE CONDUCT OF THE APACHE YUMA SCOUTS WAS
INCOMPREHENSIBLE. NOTHING WOULD INDUCE THEM TO GO AHEAD OR OUT ON
THE FLANKS; THEY COWERED ABOUT THE REAR OF COLUMN, YET DECLARED THAT
THE ENEMY COULD NOT BE HEREABOUTS. AT TWO IN THE MORNING MR. BILLINGS
FOUND HIMSELF WELL THROUGH A PASS IN THE MOUNTAINS, HIGH PEAKS RISING
to his right and left, and a broad VALLEY IN FRONT. HERE HE GAVE THE ORDER
to unsaddle and camp for the night.

AT DAYBREAK ALL WERE AGAIN ON THE ALERT: THE SEARCH FOR THE TRAIL WAS
RESUMED. AGAIN THE INDIANS REFUSED TO GO OUT WITHOUT THE TROOPS; BUT
THE MEN THEMSELVES FOUND THE TRACKS OF TONTO MOCCASINS ALONG THE
BED OF A LITTLE STREAM PURLING THROUGH THE CAÑON, AND PRESENTLY
INDICATIONS THAT THEY HAD MADE THE ASCENT OF THE MOUNTAIN TO THE
SOUTH. LEAVING A GUARD WITH HIS HORSES AND PACK-MULES, THE LIEUTENANT



ORDERED UP HIS MEN, AND SOON THE LITTLE COMMAND WAS SILENTLY PICKING
ITS WAY THROUGH ROCK AND BOULDER, SCRUB-OAK AND TANGLED JUNIPER AND
PINE. ROUGHER AND STEEPER GREW THE ASCENT; MORE AND MORE THE
INDIANS COWERED, HUDDLING TOGETHER IN REAR OF THE SOLDIERS. TWICE MR.
BILLINGS SIGNALLED A HALT, AND, WITH HIS SERGEANTS, FAIRLY DROVE THE
SCOUTS UP TO THE FRONT AND ORDERED THEM TO HUNT FOR SIGNS. IN VAIN THEY
PROTESTED, "NO SIGN,—NO TONTO HERE," THEIR VERY LOOKS BELIED THEM,
AND THE YOUNG COMMANDER ORDERED THE SEARCH TO BE CONTINUED. IN
THEIR EAGERNESS THE MEN SOON LEAPED AHEAD OF THE WRETCHED ALLIES,
and the latter fell back in the same huddled group as before.

AFTER HALF AN HOUR OF THIS SORT OF WORK, THE PARTY CAME SUDDENLY UPON A
POINT WHENCE IT WAS POSSIBLE TO SEE MUCH OF THE FACE OF THE MOUNTAIN
THEY WERE SCALING. CAUTIONING HIS MEN TO KEEP WITHIN THE CONCEALMENT
AFFORDED BY THE THICK TIMBER, MR. BILLINGS AND HIS COMRADE-LIEUTENANT
CREPT FORWARD AND MADE A BRIEF RECONNOISSANCE. IT WAS EVIDENT AT A
GLANCE THAT THE FARTHER THEY WENT THE STEEPER GREW THE ASCENT AND THE
MORE TANGLED THE LOW SHRUBBERY, FOR IT WAS LITTLE BETTER, UNTIL,  NEAR THE
SUMMIT, TREES AND UNDERBRUSH, AND HERBAGE OF EVERY DESCRIPTION,
SEEMED TO CEASE ENTIRELY, AND A VERTICAL CLIFF OF JAGGED ROCKS stood
SENTINEL AT THE CREST, AND STRETCHED EAST AND WEST THE ENTIRE LENGTH OF
the face of the mountain.

"BY JOVE, BILLINGS! IF THEY ARE ON TOP OF THAT IT WILL BE A NASTY PLACE TO
rout them out of," observed the junior.

"I'M GOING TO FIND OUT WHERE THEY ARE, ANYHOW," REPLIED THE OTHER. "NOW
THOSE INFERNAL YUMAS HAVE got TO SCOUT, WHETHER THEY WANT TO OR NOT.
YOU STAY HERE WITH THE MEN, READY TO COME THE INSTANT I SEND OR
signal."

IN VAIN THE JUNIOR OFFICER PROTESTED AGAINST BEING LEFT BEHIND; HE WAS
DIRECTED TO SEND A SMALL PARTY TO SEE IF THERE WERE AN EASIER WAY UP
THE HILL-SIDE FARTHER TO THE WEST, BUT TO KEEP THE MAIN BODY THERE IN
READINESS TO MOVE WHICHEVER WAY THEY MIGHT BE REQUIRED. THEN, WITH



SERGEANT O'GRADY AND THE RELUCTANT INDIANS, MR. BILLINGS PUSHED UP TO
THE LEFT FRONT, AND WAS SOON OUT OF SIGHT OF HIS COMMAND. FOR FIFTEEN
MINUTES HE DROVE HIS SCOUTS, DISPERSED IN SKIRMISH ORDER, AHEAD OF
HIM, BUT INCESSANTLY THEY SNEAKED BEHIND ROCKS AND TREES OUT OF HIS
SIGHT; TWICE HE CAUGHT THEM TRYING TO DROP BACK, AND AT LAST, LOSING ALL
PATIENCE, HE SPRANG FORWARD, SAYING, "THEN come ON, YOU WHELPS, IF
YOU CANNOT LEAD," AND HE AND THE SERGEANT HURRIED AHEAD. THEN THE
Yumas huddled together again and slowly followed.

FIFTEEN MINUTES MORE, AND MR. BILLINGS FOUND HIMSELF STANDING ON THE
EDGE OF A BROAD SHELF OF THE MOUNTAIN,—A SHELF COVERED WITH HUGE
BOULDERS OF ROCK  TUMBLED THERE BY STORM AND TEMPEST, RIVEN BY
LIGHTNING-STROKE OR THE SLOW DISINTEGRATION OF NATURE FROM THE BARE,
GLARING, PRECIPITOUS LEDGE HE HAD MARKED FROM BELOW. EAST AND WEST
IT SEEMED TO STRETCH, FORBIDDING AND INACCESSIBLE. TURNING TO THE
SERGEANT, MR. BILLINGS DIRECTED HIM TO MAKE HIS WAY OFF TO THE RIGHT AND
SEE IF THERE WERE ANY POSSIBILITY OF FINDING A PATH TO THE SUMMIT; THEN
LOOKING BACK DOWN THE SIDE, AND MARKING HIS INDIANS COWERING UNDER
THE TREES SOME FIFTY YARDS AWAY, HE SIGNALLED "COME UP," AND WAS
ABOUT MOVING FARTHER TO HIS LEFT TO EXPLORE THE SHELF, WHEN SOMETHING
WENT WHIZZING PAST HIS HEAD, AND, EMBEDDING ITSELF IN A STUNTED OAK
BEHIND HIM, SHOOK AND QUIVERED WITH THE SHOCK,—A TONTO ARROW. ONLY
AN INSTANT DID HE SEE IT, PHOTOGRAPHED AS BY ELECTRICITY UPON THE
RETINA, WHEN WITH A SHARP STINGING PANG AND WHIRRING "WHIST" AND THUD
A SECOND ARROW, BETTER AIMED, TORE THROUGH THE FLESH AND MUSCLES JUST
AT THE OUTER CORNER OF HIS LEFT EYE, AND GLANCED AWAY DOWN THE HILL.
WITH ONE SPRING HE GAINED THE EDGE OF THE SHELF, AND SHOUTED TO THE
SCOUTS TO COME ON. EVEN AS HE DID SO, BANG! BANG! WENT THE REPORTS
OF TWO RIFLES AMONG THE ROCKS, AND, AS WITH ONE ACCORD, THE APACHE
YUMAS TURNED TAIL AND RUSHED BACK DOWN THE HILL, LEAVING HIM ALONE IN
THE MIDST OF HIDDEN FOES. STUNG BY THE ARROW, BLEEDING, BUT NOT
SERIOUSLY HURT, HE CROUCHED BEHIND A ROCK, WITH CARBINE AT READY,
EAGERLY LOOKING FOR THE FIRST SIGN OF AN ENEMY. THE WHIZ OF ANOTHER
ARROW FROM THE LEFT DREW HIS EYES THITHER, AND QUICK AS A FLASH HIS



WEAPON LEAPED TO HIS SHOULDER, THE ROCKS RANG WITH ITS REPORT, AND ONE
OF THE TWO SWARTHY FORMS HE SAW AMONG THE BOULDERS TUMBLED OVER OUT
of sight; but even as he threw back his piece to reload, a rattling volley
GREETED HIM, THE CARBINE DROPPED TO THE GROUND, A STRANGE, NUMBED
SENSATION HAD SEIZED HIS SHOULDER, AND HIS RIGHT ARM, SHATTERED BY A
RIFLE-BULLET, HUNG DANGLING BY THE FLESH, WHILE THE BLOOD GUSHED FORTH IN
a torrent.

DEFENCELESS, HE SPRANG BACK TO THE EDGE; THERE WAS NOTHING FOR IT
NOW BUT TO RUN UNTIL HE COULD MEET HIS MEN. WELL HE KNEW THEY WOULD
BE TEARING UP THE MOUNTAIN TO THE RESCUE. COULD HE HOLD OUT TILL THEN?
BEHIND HIM WITH SHOUT AND YELLS CAME THE APACHES, ARROW AND BULLET
WHISTLING OVER HIS HEAD; BEFORE HIM LAY THE STEEP DESCENT,—JAGGED
ROCKS, THICK, TANGLED BUSHES: IT WAS A DESPERATE CHANCE; BUT HE TRIED
IT, LEAPING FROM ROCK TO ROCK, HOLDING HIS HELPLESS ARM IN HIS LEFT HAND;
THEN HIS FOOT SLIPPED: HE PLUNGED HEAVILY FORWARD; QUICKLY THE NERVES
THREW OUT THEIR SIGNAL FOR SUPPORT TO THE MUSCLES OF THE SHATTERED
MEMBER, BUT ITS WORK WAS DONE, ITS USEFULNESS DESTROYED. MISSING ITS
SUPPORT, HE PLUNGED HEAVILY FORWARD, AND WENT CRASHING DOWN AMONG
THE ROCKS EIGHT OR TEN FEET BELOW, CUTTING A JAGGED GASH IN HIS
FOREHEAD, WHILE THE BLOOD RAINED DOWN INTO HIS EYES AND BLINDED HIM;
BUT HE STRUGGLED UP AND ON A FEW YARDS MORE; THEN ANOTHER FALL, AND,
WELL-NIGH SENSELESS, UTTERLY EXHAUSTED, HE LAY GROPING FOR HIS REVOLVER,
—it had fallen from its case. Then—all was over.

Not yet; not yet. His ear catches the sound of a voice he knows well,—
A RICH, RINGING, HIBERNIAN VOICE IT IS: "LIEUTENANT, lieutenant! Where
ARE YE?" AND HE HAS STRENGTH ENOUGH TO CALL, "THIS WAY, SERGEANT, THIS
WAY," AND IN ANOTHER MOMENT O'GRADY, WITH BLENDED ANGUISH AND
GRATITUDE IN HIS FACE, IS BENDING  OVER HIM. "OH, THANK GOD YOU'RE NOT
KILT, SIR!" (FOR WHEN EXCITED O'GRADY would RELAPSE INTO THE BROGUE);
"but are ye much hurt?"

"Badly, sergeant, since I can't fight another round."



"THEN PUT YOUR ARM ROUND MY NECK, SIR," AND IN A SECOND THE LITTLE
Patlander has him on his brawny back. But with only one arm by which
to steady himself, the other hanging loose, the torture is inexpressible,
FOR O'GRADY IS NOW BOUNDING DOWN THE HILL, LEAPING LIKE A GOAT FROM
ROCK TO ROCK, WHILE THE APACHES WITH SAVAGE YELLS COME TEARING AFTER
THEM. TWICE, PAUSING, O'GRADY LAYS HIS LIEUTENANT DOWN IN THE SHELTER
OF SOME LARGE BOULDER, AND, FACING ABOUT, SENDS SHOT AFTER SHOT UP THE
HILL, CHECKING THE PURSUIT AND DRIVING THE COWARDLY FOOTPADS TO COVER.
ONCE HE GIVES VENT TO A GENUINE KILKENNY "HURROO" AS A TALL APACHE
DROPS HIS RIFLE AND PLUNGES HEAD FOREMOST AMONG THE ROCKS WITH HIS
HANDS CONVULSIVELY CLASPED TO HIS BREAST. THEN THE SERGEANT ONCE
MORE PICKS UP HIS WOUNDED COMRADE, DESPITE PLEAS, ORDERS, OR
imprecations, and rushes on.

"I CANNOT STAND IT, O'GRADY. GO AND SAVE YOURSELF. YOU must DO IT. I
order YOU TO DO IT." EVERY INSTANT THE SHOTS AND ARROWS WHIZ CLOSER, BUT
THE SERGEANT NEVER WINCES, AND AT LAST, PANTING, BREATHLESS, HAVING
CARRIED HIS CHIEF FULL THREE HUNDRED YARDS DOWN THE RUGGED SLOPE, HE
GIVES OUT ENTIRELY, BUT WITH A GASP OF DELIGHT POINTS DOWN AMONG THE
trees:

"Here come the boys, sir."

ANOTHER MOMENT, AND THE SOLDIERS ARE RUSHING UP THE ROCKS BESIDE
THEM, THEIR CARBINES RINGING LIKE MERRY MUSIC THROUGH THE FROSTY AIR,
and the Apaches are scattering in every direction.

"OLD MAN, ARE YOU MUCH HURT?" IS THE WHISPERED INQUIRY HIS BROTHER-
OFFICER CAN BARELY GASP FOR WANT OF BREATH, AND, REASSURED BY THE FAINT
GRIN ON MR. BILLINGS'S FACE, AND A BARELY AUDIBLE "ARM BUSTED,—THAT'S
all; pitch in and use them up," he pushes on with his men.

IN TEN MINUTES THE AFFAIR IS ENDED. THE INDIANS HAVE BEEN SWEPT AWAY
LIKE CHAFF; THE FIELD AND THE WOUNDED THEY HAVE ABANDONED ARE IN THE
HANDS OF THE TROOPERS; THE YOUNG COMMANDER'S LIFE IS SAVED; AND THEN,



AND FOR LONG AFTER, THE HERO OF THE DAY IS BUXTON'S bête noire, "THE
worst man in the troop."



VAN.
HE WAS THE EVOLUTION OF A MILITARY HORSE-TRADE,—ONE OF THOSE
PERIODICAL SWAPPINGS REQUIRED OF HIS DRAGOONS BY UNCLE SAM ON
THOSE RARE OCCASIONS WHEN A REGIMENT THAT HAS BEEN DRY-ROTTING HALF A
DECADE IN ARIZONA IS AT LAST RELIEVED BY ONE FROM THE PLAINS. HOW IT
HAPPENED THAT WE OF THE FIFTH SHOULD HAVE KEPT HIM FROM THE CLUTCHES
OF THOSE SHARP HORSE-FANCIERS OF THE SIXTH IS MORE THAN I KNOW.
REGIMENTAL TRADITION HAD IT THAT WE GOT HIM FROM THE THIRD CAVALRY
WHEN IT CAME OUR TURN TO GO INTO EXILE IN 1871. HE WAS THE VICTIM OF
SOME TEMPORARY MALADY AT THE TIME,—ONE OF THOSE MULTITUDINOUS ILLS
TO WHICH HORSE-FLESH IS HEIR,—OR HE NEVER WOULD HAVE COME TO US. IT
WAS SIMPLY IMPOSSIBLE THAT ANYBODY WHO KNEW ANYTHING ABOUT HORSES
SHOULD TRADE OFF SUCH A PROMISING YOUNG RACER SO LONG AS THERE
REMAINED AN UNPLEDGED PAY-ACCOUNT IN THE OFFICERS' MESS. POSSIBLY
THE ARID CLIMATE OF ARIZONA HAD DISAGREED WITH HIM AND HE HAD GONE
AMISS, AS WOULD THE MECHANISM OF SOME OF THE BEST WATCHES IN THE
REGIMENT, UNABLE TO STAND THE STRAIN OF ANYTHING SO HOT AND HIGH AND
DRY. POSSIBLY THE THIRD WAS SO OVERJOYED AT GETTING OUT OF ARIZONA ON
ANY TERMS THAT THEY WOULD GLADLY HAVE LEFT THEIR EYE-TEETH IN PAWN.
WHATEVER MAY HAVE BEEN THE CAUSE, THE TRANSFER WAS AN
ACCOMPLISHED FACT, AND VAN WAS  ONE OF SOME SEVEN HUNDRED
QUADRUPEDS, OF GREATER OR LESS VALUE, WHICH BECAME THE PROPERTY OF
THE FIFTH REGIMENT OF CAVALRY, U.S.A., IN LAWFUL EXCHANGE FOR A LIKE
NUMBER OF CHARGERS LEFT IN THE STABLES ALONG THE RECENTLY-BUILT UNION
Pacific to await the coming of their new riders from the distant West.

WE HAD NEVER MET IN THOSE DAYS, VAN AND I. "COMPADRES" AND CHUMS
AS WE WERE DESTINED TO BECOME, WE WERE UTTERLY UNKNOWN AND
INDIFFERENT TO EACH OTHER; BUT IN POINT OF REGIMENTAL REPUTATION AT THE
TIME, VAN HAD DECIDEDLY THE BEST OF IT. HE WAS A CELEBRITY AT HEAD-



TIME, VAN HAD DECIDEDLY THE BEST OF IT. HE WAS A CELEBRITY AT HEAD-
QUARTERS, I A SUBALTERN AT AN ISOLATED POST. HE HAD APPARENTLY BECOME
ACCLIMATED, AND WAS RAPIDLY WINNING RESPECT FOR HIMSELF AND DOLLARS
FOR HIS BACKERS; I WAS WINNING NEITHER FOR ANYBODY, AND DOUBTLESS
LOSING BOTH,—THEY GO TOGETHER, SOMEHOW. VAN WAS LIVING ON
METAPHORICAL CLOVER DOWN NEAR TUCSON; I WAS ROUGHING IT OUT ON THE
ROCKS OF THE MOGOLLON. EACH AFTER HIS OWN FASHION SERVED OUT HIS TIME
IN THE GRIM OLD TERRITORY, AND AT LAST "CAME MARCHING HOME AGAIN;"
AND EARLY IN THE SUMMER OF THE CENTENNIAL YEAR, AND JUST IN THE MIDST
OF THE GREAT SIOUX WAR OF 1876, VAN AND I MADE EACH OTHER'S
acquaintance.

What I liked about him was the air of thoroughbred ease with which he
ADAPTED HIMSELF TO HIS SURROUNDINGS. HE WAS IN SWELL SOCIETY ON THE
OCCASION OF OUR FIRST MEETING, BEING BESTRIDDEN BY THE COLONEL OF THE
REGIMENT. HE WAS DRESSED AND CAPARISONED IN THE HEIGHT OF MARTIAL
FASHION; HIS CLEAR EYES, GLISTENING COAT, AND JOYOUS BEARING SPOKE OF
THE PERFECTION OF HEALTH; HIS EVERY GLANCE AND MOVEMENT TOLD OF ELASTIC
vigor and dauntless spirit. He was a horse with a PEDIGREE,—LET ALONE
ANY SELF-MADE REPUTATION,—AND HE KNEW IT; MORE THAN THAT, HE KNEW
THAT I WAS CHARMED AT THE FIRST GREETING; PROBABLY HE LIKED IT, POSSIBLY
HE LIKED ME. WHAT HE SAW IN ME I NEVER DISCOVERED. VAN, THOUGH
demonstrative eventually, was reticent and little given to verbal flattery.
IT WAS LONG INDEED BEFORE ANY DEGREE OF INTIMACY WAS ESTABLISHED
between us: perhaps it might never have come but for the strange and
EVENTFUL CAMPAIGN ON WHICH WE WERE SO SPEEDILY LAUNCHED. PROBABLY
we might have continued on our original status of dignified and distant
ACQUAINTANCE. AS A MEMBER OF THE COLONEL'S HOUSEHOLD HE COULD HAVE
NOTHING IN COMMON WITH ME OR MINE, AND HIS ACKNOWLEDGMENT OF THE
INTRODUCTION OF MY OWN CHARGER—THE CAVALRYMAN'S BETTER HALF—WAS OF
THAT AIRY YET PERFUNCTORY POLITENESS WHICH IS OF THE CLUB CLUBBY.
FORAGER, MY GRAY, HAD SOUGHT ACQUAINTANCE IN HIS IMPULSIVE FRONTIER
FASHION WHEN SUMMONED TO THE PRESENCE OF THE REGIMENTAL
COMMANDER, AND, RANGING ALONGSIDE TO PERMIT THE SHAKE OF THE HAND



WITH WHICH THE COLONEL HAD HONORED HIS RIDER, HE HIMSELF HAD WITH
EQUINE CONFIDENCE ADDRESSED VAN, AND VAN HAD SIMPLY CONTINUED HIS
DREAMY STARE OVER THE SPRINGY PRAIRIE AND TAKEN NO EARTHLY NOTICE OF
HIM. FORAGER AND I HAD JUST JOINED REGIMENTAL HEAD-QUARTERS FOR THE
first time, as was evident, and we were both "fresh." It was not until the
COLONEL GOOD-NATUREDLY STROKED THE GLOSSY BROWN NECK OF HIS PET AND
said, "Van, old boy, this is Forager, of 'K' Troop," that Van considered
IT THE PROPER THING TO ADMIT MY FELLOW TO THE OUTER EDGE OF HIS CIRCLE OF
acquaintance. My gray thought him a supercilious snob, no doubt, and
HATED HIM. HE  HATED HIM MORE BEFORE THE DAY WAS HALF OVER, FOR THE
COLONEL DECIDED TO GALLOP DOWN THE VALLEY TO LOOK AT SOME NEW HORSES
THAT HAD JUST COME, AND INVITED ME TO GO. COLONELS' INVITATIONS ARE
COMMANDS, AND WE WENT, FORAGER AND I, THOUGH IT WAS WEARINESS AND
vexation of spirit to both. Van and his rider flew easily along, bounding
over the springy turf with long, elastic stride, horse and rider taking the
RAPID MOTION AS AN EVERY-DAY MATTER, IN A COOL, IMPERTURBABLE, THIS-IS-
THE-WAY-WE-ALWAYS-DO-IT STYLE; WHILE MY POOR OLD TROOP-HORSE, IN
ANSWER TO PRESSING KNEE AND PRICKING SPUR, STROVE WITH PANTING BREATH
and jealously bursting heart to keep alongside. The foam flew from his
FEVERED JAWS AND FLECKED THE SMOOTH FLANK OF HIS APPARENTLY
UNCONSCIOUS RIVAL; AND WHEN AT LAST WE RETURNED TO CAMP, WHILE VAN,
WITHOUT A TURNED HAIR OR AN ABNORMAL HEAVE, COOLLY NODDED OFF TO HIS
STABLE, POOR FORAGER, BLOWN, SWEATING, AND UTTERLY USED UP, GAZED
REVENGEFULLY AFTER HIM AN INSTANT AND THEN REPROACHFULLY AT ME. HE HAD
DONE HIS BEST, AND ALL TO NO PURPOSE. THAT CONFOUNDED CLEAN-CUT,
supercilious beast had worn him out and never tried a spurt.

IT WAS THEN THAT I BEGAN TO MAKE INQUIRIES ABOUT THAT AIRY FELLOW VAN,
AND I SOON FOUND HE HAD A HISTORY. LIKE OTHER HISTORIES, IT MAY HAVE
BEEN A MERE CODIFICATION OF LIES; BUT THE MEN OF THE FIFTH WERE READY
TO ANSWER FOR ITS AUTHENTICITY, AND VAN FULLY LOOKED THE CHARACTER THEY
GAVE HIM. HE WAS NOW IN HIS PRIME. HE HAD PASSED THE AGE OF TELL-
TALE TEETH AND WAS GOING ON BETWEEN EIGHT AND NINE, SAID THE KNOWING
ONES, BUT HE LOOKED YOUNGER AND FELT YOUNGER. HE WAS AT HEART AS FULL



OF FUN AND FROLIC AS ANY COLT, BUT THE RESPONSIBILITIES OF HIS POSITION
WEIGHED UPON HIM AT TIMES AND LENT TO HIS ELASTIC STEP THE GRAVE
DIGNITY THAT SHOULD MARK THE MOVEMENTS OF THE FIRST HORSE OF THE
regiment.

And then Van was a born aristocrat. He was not impressive in point of
SIZE; HE WAS RATHER SMALL, IN FACT; BUT THERE WAS THAT IN HIS BEARING AND
DEMEANOR THAT ATTRACTED INSTANT ATTENTION. HE WAS BEAUTIFULLY BUILT,—
LITHE, SINEWY, MUSCULAR, WITH POWERFUL SHOULDERS AND SOLID HAUNCHES;
HIS LEGS WERE WHAT OSCAR WILDE MIGHT HAVE CALLED POEMS, AND WITH
BETTER REASON THAN WHEN HE APPLIED THE EPITHET TO THOSE OF HENRY
IRVING: THEY WERE STRAIGHT, SLENDER, AND DESTITUTE OF THOSE HETERODOX
DEVELOPMENTS AT THE JOINTS THAT RENDER EQUINE LEGS AS HIDEOUS
DEFORMITIES AS KNEE-SPRUNG TROUSERS OF THE PRESENT MODE. HIS FEET
AND PASTERNS WERE SHAPELY AND DAINTY AS THOSE OF THE señoritas (ONLY
FOR PASTERN READ ANKLE) WHO SO ADMIRED HIM ON festa DAYS AT TUCSON,
AND WHO WON SUCH STORES OF dulces FROM THE SCOWLING GALLANTS WHO
HAD WITH GENUINE MEXICAN PLUCK BACKED THE SONORA HORSES AT THE
RACES. HIS COLOR WAS A DEEP, DARK CHOCOLATE-BROWN; A MOST UNUSUAL
TINT, BUT VAN WAS PROUD OF ITS ODDITY, AND HIS LONG, LEAN HEAD, HIS PRETTY
LITTLE POINTED EARS, HIS BRIGHT, FLASHING EYE AND SENSITIVE NOSTRIL, ONE
AND ALL SPOKE OF SPIRIT AND INTELLIGENCE. A GLANCE AT THAT HORSE WOULD
TELL THE VERIEST GREENHORN THAT SPEED, BOTTOM, AND PLUCK WERE ALL TO BE
FOUND RIGHT THERE; AND HE HAD NOT BEEN IN THE REGIMENT A MONTH BEFORE
the knowing ones were hanging about the Mexican sports and looking
OUT FOR A CHANCE FOR A MATCH; AND MEXICANS, LIKE INDIANS, ARE
consummate horse-racers.

NOT WITH THE "GREASERS" ALONE HAD TACT AND DIPLOMACY TO BE BROUGHT
INTO PLAY. VAN, THOUGH INVOICED AS A TROOP-HORSE SICK, HAD ATTRACTED
THE ATTENTION OF THE COLONEL FROM THE VERY START, AND THE COLONEL HAD
SPEEDILY CAUSED HIM TO BE TRANSFERRED TO HIS OWN STABLE, WHERE,
CAREFULLY TENDED, FED, GROOMED, AND REGULARLY EXERCISED, HE SPEEDILY
GAVE EVIDENCE OF THE GOOD THERE WAS IN HIM. THE COLONEL RARELY RODE



IN THOSE DAYS, AND CAVALRY-DUTIES IN GARRISON WERE FEW. THE REGIMENT
WAS IN THE MOUNTAINS MOST OF THE TIME, HUNTING APACHES, BUT VAN HAD
TO BE EXERCISED EVERY DAY; AND EXERCISED HE WAS. "JEFF," THE COLONEL'S
ORDERLY, WOULD LEAD HIM SEDATELY FORTH FROM HIS PADDOCK EVERY
MORNING ABOUT NINE, AND RIDE DEMURELY OFF TOWARDS THE
QUARTERMASTER'S STABLES IN REAR OF THE GARRISON. KEEN EYES USED TO
NOTE THAT VAN HAD A WAY OF SIDLING ALONG AT SUCH TIMES AS THOUGH HIS
HEELS WERE TOO IMPATIENT TO KEEP AT THEIR APPROPRIATE DISTANCE BEHIND
the head, and "Jeff's" hand on the bit was very firm, light as it was.

"BET YOU WHAT YOU LIKE THOSE 'L' COMPANY FELLOWS ARE GETTING VAN IN
TRAINING FOR A RACE," SAID THE QUARTERMASTER TO THE ADJUTANT ONE BRIGHT
MORNING, AND THE CHUCKLE WITH WHICH THE LATTER RECEIVED THE REMARK
was an indication that the news was no news to him.

"IF OLD COACH DON'T FIND IT OUT TOO SOON, SOME OF THESE SWAGGERING
caballeros AROUND HERE ARE GOING TO LOSE THEIR LAST WINNINGS," WAS HIS
ANSWER. AND, TRUE TO THEIR CAVALRY INSTINCTS, NEITHER OF THE STAFF-OFFICERS
saw fit to follow Van and his rider beyond the gate to the corrals.

ONCE THERE, HOWEVER, JEFF WOULD BOUND OFF QUICK AS  A CAT, VAN WOULD
BE SPEEDILY TAKEN IN CHARGE BY A SQUAD OF OLD DRAGOON SERGEANTS, HIS
CAVALRY BRIDLE AND SADDLE EXCHANGED FOR A LIGHT RACING-RIG, AND MASTER
MICKEY LANIGAN, SON AND HEIR OF THE REGIMENTAL SADDLE-SERGEANT,
WOULD BE HOISTED INTO HIS THRONE, AND THEN VAN WOULD BE LED OFF, ALL
PLUNGING IMPATIENCE NOW, TO AN IMPROVISED RACE-TRACK ACROSS THE
arroyo, WHERE HE WOULD RUN AGAINST HIS PREVIOUS RECORD, AND WHERE
OLD HORSES FROM THE TROOP-STABLES WOULD BE SPURRED INTO OCCASIONAL
SPURTS WITH THE CHAMPION, WHILE ALL THE TIME VIGILANT "NON-COMS" WOULD
be thrown out as pickets far and near, to warn off prying Mexican eyes
AND GIVE NOTICE OF THE COMING OF OFFICERS. THE COLONEL WAS ALWAYS
BUSY IN HIS OFFICE AT THAT HOUR, AND INTERRUPTIONS NEVER CAME. BUT THE
RACE DID, AND MORE THAN ONE RACE, TOO, OCCURRING ON SUNDAYS, AS
MEXICAN RACES WILL, AND WELL-NIGH WRECKING THE HOPES OF THE GARRISON



ON ONE OCCASION BECAUSE OF THE COLONEL'S SUDDEN FREAK OF HOLDING A
LONG MOUNTED INSPECTION ON THAT DAY. HAD HE RIDDEN VAN FOR TWO HOURS
UNDER HIS HEAVY WEIGHT AND HOUSINGS THAT MORNING, ALL WOULD HAVE
BEEN LOST. THERE WAS TERROR AT TUCSON WHEN THE CAVALRY TRUMPETS BLEW
THE CALL FOR MOUNTED INSPECTION, FULL DRESS, THAT PLACID SUNDAY MORNING,
AND THE SPORTING SERGEANTS WERE WELL-NIGH CRAZED. NOT AN INSTANT WAS
TO BE LOST. JEFF RUSHED TO THE STABLE, AND IN FIVE MINUTES HAD VAN'S
NEAR FORE FOOT ENVELOPED IN A HUGE POULTICE, MUCH TO VAN'S AMAZE
and disgust, and when the colonel came down,

Booted and spurred and prepared for a ride,

THERE STOOD JEFF IN MARTIAL SOLEMNITY, HOLDING THE COLO NEL'S OTHER HORSE,
and looking, as did the horse, the picture of dejection.

"WHAT'D YOU BRING ME THAT INFERNAL OLD HEARSE-HORSE FOR?" SAID THE
colonel. "Where's Van?"

"IN THE STABLE, DEAD LAME, GENERAL," SAID JEFF, WITH FACE OF WOE, BUT
WITH DIPLOMATIC USE OF THE BREVET. "CAN'T PUT HIS NIGH FORE FOOT TO THE
GROUND, SIR. I'VE GOT IT POULTICED, SIR, AND HE'LL BE ALL RIGHT IN A DAY OR TWO
——"

"SURE IT AIN'T A NAIL?" BROKE IN THE COLONEL, TO WHOM NAILS IN THE FOOT
were sources of perennial dread.

"PERFECTLY SURE, GENERAL," GASPED JEFF. "D—D SURE!" HE ADDED, IN A
TONE OF INFINITE RELIEF, AS THE COLONEL RODE OUT ON THE BROAD PARADE.
"'TWOULD 'A' BEEN NAILS IN THE COFFINS OF HALF THE FIFTH CAVALRY IF IT had
been."

BUT THAT AFTERNOON, WHILE THE COLONEL WAS TAKING HIS SIESTA, HALF THE
POPULACE OF THE GOOD OLD SPANISH TOWN OF TUCSON WAS MAKING THE AIR
BLUE WITH carambas WHEN VAN CAME GALLOPING UNDER THE STRING AN
EASY WINNER OVER HALF A SCORE OF MEXICAN STEEDS. THE "DARK HORSE"
BECAME A NOTORIETY, AND FOR ONCE IN ITS HISTORY HEAD-QUARTERS OF THE



FIFTH CAVALRY FELT THE FORTHCOMING VISIT OF THE PAYMASTER TO BE AN OBJECT
of indifference.

Van won other races in Arizona. No more betting could be got against
HIM AROUND TUCSON; BUT THE COLONEL WENT OFF ON LEAVE, AND HE WAS
BORROWED DOWN AT CAMP BOWIE AWHILE, AND THEN TRANSFERRED TO
CRITTENDEN,—ONLY TEMPORARILY, OF COURSE, FOR NO ONE AT HEAD-QUARTERS
WOULD PART WITH HIM FOR GOOD. THEN, WHEN THE REGIMENT MADE ITS
HOMEWARD MARCH ACROSS THE CONTINENT IN 1875, VAN SOMEHOW TURNED
UP AT THE festa RACES AT  ALBUQUERQUE AND SANTA FÉ, THOUGH THE LATTER
WAS OFF THE LINE OF MARCH BY MANY MILES. THEN HE DISTINGUISHED
HIMSELF AT PUEBLO BY WINNING A HANDICAP SWEEPSTAKES WHERE THE
ODDS WERE HEAVY AGAINST HIM. AND SO IT WAS THAT WHEN I MET VAN AT
FORT HAYS IN MAY, 1876, HE WAS A CELEBRITY. EVEN THEN THEY WERE
TALKING OF GETTING HIM DOWN TO DODGE CITY TO RUN AGAINST SOME HORSES
ON THE ARKANSAW; BUT OTHER AND GRAVER MATTERS TURNED UP. VAN HAD RUN
his last race.

EARLY THAT SPRING, OR RATHER LATE IN THE WINTER, A POWERFUL EXPEDITION HAD
BEEN SENT TO THE NORTH OF FORT FETTERMAN IN SEARCH OF THE HOSTILE BANDS
LED BY THAT DARE-DEVIL SIOUX CHIEFTAIN CRAZY HORSE. ON "PATRICK'S DAY
IN THE MORNING," WITH THE THERMOMETER INDICATING 30° BELOW, AND IN THE
FACE OF A BITING WIND FROM THE NORTH AND A BLAZING GLARE FROM THE SHEEN
OF THE UNTRODDEN SNOW, THE CAVALRY CAME IN SIGHT OF THE INDIAN
ENCAMPMENT DOWN IN THE VALLEY OF POWDER RIVER. THE FIGHT CAME OFF
then and there, and, all things considered, Crazy Horse got the best of
IT. HE AND HIS PEOPLE DREW AWAY FARTHER NORTH TO JOIN OTHER ROVING
BANDS. THE TROOPS FELL BACK TO FETTERMAN TO GET A FRESH START; AND
WHEN SPRING FAIRLY OPENED, OLD "GRAY FOX," AS THE INDIANS CALLED
GENERAL CROOK, MARCHED A STRONG COMMAND UP TO THE BIG HORN
MOUNTAINS, DETERMINED TO HAVE IT OUT WITH CRAZY HORSE AND SETTLE THE
QUESTION OF SUPREMACY BEFORE THE END OF THE SEASON. THEN ALL THE
UNOCCUPIED INDIANS IN THE NORTH DECIDED TO TAKE A HAND. ALL OR MOST OF
THEM WERE BOUND BY TREATY OBLIGATIONS TO KEEP THE PEACE WITH THE



GOVERNMENT THAT FOR YEARS PAST HAD FED, CLOTHED, AND PROTECTED THEM.
NINE-TENTHS OF THOSE WHO RUSHED TO THE RESCUE OF CRAZY  HORSE AND HIS
PEOPLE HAD NOT THE FAINTEST EXCUSE FOR THEIR BREACH OF FAITH; BUT IT
REQUIRES NEITHER ELOQUENCE NOR EXCUSE TO PERSUADE THE AVERAGE
INDIAN TO TAKE THE WAR-PATH. THE RESERVATIONS WERE BESET BY VEHEMENT
OLD STRIFEMONGERS PREACHING A CRUSADE AGAINST THE WHITES, AND BY
EARLY JUNE THERE MUST HAVE BEEN FIVE THOUSAND EAGER YOUNG WARRIORS,
UNDER SUCH LEADERS AS CRAZY HORSE, GALL, LITTLE BIG MAN, AND ALL
MANNER OF WOLVES, BEARS, AND BULLS, AND PROMINENT AMONG THE LATTER
THAT HEAD-DEVIL, SCHEMING, LYING, WIRE-PULLING, BIG-TALKER-BUT-NO-FIGHTER,
SITTING BULL,—"TATANKA-E-YOTANKA",—FIVE THOUSAND FIERCE AND EAGER
INDIANS, YOUNG AND OLD, SWARMING THROUGH THE GLORIOUS UPLAND
between the Big Horn and the Yellowstone, and more a-coming.

CROOK HAD REACHED THE HEAD-WATERS OF TONGUE RIVER WITH PERHAPS
twelve hundred cavalry and infantry, and found that something must be
DONE TO SHUT OFF THE RUSH OF REINFORCEMENTS FROM THE SOUTHEAST. THEN IT
WAS THAT WE OF THE FIFTH, FAR AWAY IN KANSAS, WERE HURRIED BY RAIL
THROUGH DENVER TO CHEYENNE, MARCHED THENCE TO THE BLACK HILLS TO CUT
THE TRAILS FROM THE GREAT RESERVATIONS OF RED CLOUD AND SPOTTED TAIL TO
THE DISPUTED GROUND OF THE NORTHWEST; AND HERE WE HAD OUR OWN LITTLE
PERSONAL TUSSLE WITH THE CHEYENNES, AND INDUCED THEM TO POSTPONE
THEIR FURTHER PROGRESS TOWARDS SITTING BULL AND TO LEAD US BACK TO THE
RESERVATION. IT WAS HERE, TOO, WE HEARD HOW CRAZY HORSE HAD POUNCED
ON CROOK'S COLUMNS ON THE BLUFFS OF THE ROSEBUD THAT SULTRY MORNING OF
THE 17TH OF JUNE AND SHOWED THE GRAY FOX THAT HE AND HIS PEOPLE
WERE TOO WEAK IN NUMBERS TO COPE WITH THEM. IT WAS HERE, TOO, WORSE
LUCK, WE GOT THE TIDINGS OF THE DREAD DISASTER OF THE SUNDAY ONE WEEK
LATER, AND LISTENED IN AWED SILENCE TO THE STORY OF CUSTER'S MAD ATTACK
ON TEN TIMES HIS WEIGHT IN FOES—AND THE NATURAL RESULT. THEN CAME OUR
ORDERS TO HASTEN TO THE SUPPORT OF CROOK, AND SO IT HAPPENED THAT JULY
FOUND US MARCHING FOR THE STORIED RANGE OF THE BIG HORN, AND THE FIRST
WEEK IN AUGUST LANDED US, BLISTERED AND BURNED WITH SUN-GLARE AND
stifling alkali-dust, in the welcoming camp of Crook.



THEN FOLLOWED THE MEMORABLE CAMPAIGN OF 1876. I DO NOT MEAN TO TELL
ITS STORY HERE. WE SET OUT WITH TEN DAYS' RATIONS ON A CHASE THAT LASTED
TEN WEEKS. WE ROAMED SOME EIGHTEEN HUNDRED MILES OVER RANGE AND
PRAIRIE, OVER "BAD LANDS" AND WORSE WATERS. WE WORE OUT SOME
INDIANS, A GOOD MANY SOLDIERS, AND A GREAT MANY HORSES. WE
SOMETIMES CAUGHT THE INDIANS, AND SOMETIMES THEY CAUGHT US. IT WAS
HOT, DRY SUMMER WEATHER WHEN WE LEFT OUR WAGONS, TENTS, AND EXTRA
CLOTHING; IT WAS SHARP AND FREEZING BEFORE WE SAW THEM AGAIN; AND
MEANTIME, WITHOUT A RAG OF CANVAS OR ANY COVERING TO OUR BACKS
EXCEPT WHAT SUMMER-CLOTHING WE HAD WHEN WE STARTED, WE HAD
TRAMPED THROUGH THE VALLEYS OF THE ROSEBUD, TONGUE, AND POWDER
RIVERS, HAD LOOSENED THE TEETH OF SOME MEN WITH SCURVY BEFORE WE
STRUCK THE YELLOWSTONE, HAD WEEDED OUT THE WOUNDED AND INEFFECTIVE
THERE AND SENT THEM TO THE EAST BY RIVER, HAD TAKEN A FRESH START AND
gone rapidly on in pursuit of the scattering bands, had forded the Little
MISSOURI NEAR WHERE THE NORTHERN PACIFIC NOW SPANS THE STREAM, RUN
OUT OF RATIONS ENTIRELY AT THE HEAD OF HEART RIVER, AND STILL STUCK TO THE
TRAIL AND THE CHASE, HEADED SOUTHWARD OVER ROLLING, TREELESS PRAIRIES,
AND FOR ELEVEN DAYS AND NIGHTS OF PELTING, PITILESS RAIN DRAGGED OUR
way THROUGH THE BAD-LANDS, MEETING AND FIGHTING THE SIOUX TWO LIVELY
DAYS AMONG THE ROCKS OF SLIM BUTTES, SUBSISTING MEANTIME PARTLY ON
WHAT GAME WE COULD PICK UP, BUT MAINLY UPON OUR POOR, FAMISHED,
WORN-OUT, STAGGERING HORSES. IT IS HARD TRUTH FOR CAVALRYMAN TO TELL, BUT
THE CHOICE LAY BETWEEN THEM AND OUR BOOTS AND MOST OF US HAD NO
BOOTS LEFT BY THE TIME WE SIGHTED THE BLACK HILLS. ONCE THERE, WE FOUND
PROVISIONS AND PLENTY; BUT NEVER, I VENTURE TO SAY, NEVER WAS CIVILIZED
ARMY IN SUCH A PLIGHT AS WAS THE COMMAND OF GENERAL GEORGE CROOK
WHEN HIS BRIGADE OF REGULARS HALTED ON THE NORTH BANK OF THE BELLE
FOURCHE IN SEPTEMBER, 1876. OFFICERS AND MEN WERE RAGGED,
HAGGARD, HALF STARVED, WORN DOWN TO MERE SKIN AND BONE; AND THE
HORSES,—AH, WELL, ONLY HALF OF THEM WERE LEFT: HUNDREDS HAD DROPPED
STARVED AND EXHAUSTED ON THE LINE OF MARCH, AND DOZENS HAD BEEN
KILLED AND EATEN. WE HAD SET OUT BLITHE AND MERRY, RIDING JAUNTILY DOWN



THE WILD VALLEY OF THE TONGUE. WE STRAGGLED IN TOWARDS THE HILLS,
TOWING OUR TOTTERING HORSES BEHIND US: THEY HAD LONG SINCE GROWN TOO
weak to carry a rider.

THEN CAME A LEISURELY SAUNTER THROUGH THE HILLS. CROOK BOUGHT UP ALL
THE PROVISIONS TO BE HAD IN DEADWOOD AND OTHER LITTLE MINING TOWNS,
TURNED OVER THE COMMAND TO GENERAL MERRITT, AND HASTENED TO THE FORTS
TO ORGANIZE A NEW FORCE, LEAVING TO HIS SUCCESSOR INSTRUCTIONS TO COME
IN SLOWLY, GIVING HORSES AND MEN TIME TO BUILD UP. MEN BEGAN
"BUILDING UP" FAST ENOUGH; WE DID NOTHING BUT EAT, SLEEP, AND HUNT
GRASS FOR OUR HORSES FOR WHOLE WEEKS AT A TIME; BUT OUR HORSES,—AH,
THAT WAS DIFFERENT. THERE WAS NO GRAIN TO BE HAD FOR THEM. THEY HAD
been starving for a month, for the Indians HAD BURNED THE GRASS BEFORE
US WHEREVER WE WENT, AND HERE IN THE PINE-COVERED HILLS WHAT GRASS
COULD BE FOUND WAS SCANT AND WIRY,—NOT THE RICH, JUICY, STRENGTH-GIVING
BUNCH GRASS OF THE OPEN COUNTRY. OF MY TWO HORSES, NEITHER WAS IN
CONDITION TO DO MILITARY DUTY WHEN WE GOT TO WHITEWOOD. I WAS ADJUTANT
OF THE REGIMENT, AND HAD TO BE BUSTLING AROUND A GOOD DEAL; AND SO IT
HAPPENED THAT ONE DAY THE COLONEL SAID TO ME, "WELL, HERE'S VAN. HE
CAN'T CARRY MY WEIGHT ANY LONGER. SUPPOSE YOU TAKE HIM AND SEE IF HE
WON'T PICK UP." AND THAT BEAUTIFUL OCTOBER DAY FOUND THE RACER OF THE
REGIMENT, THOUGH THE GHOST OF HIS FORMER SELF, TRANSFERRED TO MY
keeping.

ALL THROUGH THE CAMPAIGN WE HAD BEEN GETTING BETTER ACQUAINTED, VAN
AND I. THE COLONEL SELDOM RODE HIM, BUT HAD HIM LED ALONG WITH THE
HEAD-QUARTERS PARTY IN THE ENDEAVOR TO SAVE HIS STRENGTH. A BIG, RAW-
BONED COLT, WHOM HE HAD NAMED "CHUNKA WITKO," IN HONOR OF THE
SIOUX "CRAZY HORSE," THE HERO OF THE SUMMER, HAD THE HONOR OF
TRANSPORTING THE COLONEL OVER MOST OF THOSE WEARY MILES, AND VAN
SPENT THE LONG DAYS ON THE MUDDY TRAIL IN WONDERING WHEN AND WHERE
THE NEXT RACE WAS TO COME OFF, AND WHETHER AT THIS RATE HE WOULD BE FIT
FOR A FINISH. ONE DAY ON THE YELLOWSTONE I HAD COME SUDDENLY UPON A
QUARTERMASTER WHO HAD A PECK OF OATS ON HIS BOAT. OATS WERE WORTH



THEIR WEIGHT IN GREENBACKS, BUT SO WAS PLUG TOBACCO. HE GAVE ME HALF
A PECK FOR ALL THE TOBACCO IN MY SADDLE-BAGS, AND, FILLING MY OLD
CAMPAIGN HAT WITH THE PRECIOUS GRAIN, I SAT ME DOWN ON A BIG LOG BY
THE FLOWING YELLOWSTONE AND TOLD POOR OLD "DONNYBROOK" TO PITCH IN.
"DONNYBROOK" WAS A "SPARE HORSE" WHEN WE STARTED  ON THE
CAMPAIGN, AND HAD BEEN HANDED OVER TO ME AFTER THE FIGHT ON THE WAR
BONNET, WHERE MERRITT TURNED THEIR OWN TACTICS ON THE CHEYENNES. HE
WAS SPARER STILL BY THIS TIME; AND LATER, WHEN WE GOT TO THE MUDDY
banks of the "Heecha Wapka," there was nothing to spare of him. The
HEAD-QUARTERS PARTY HAD DINED ON HIM THE PREVIOUS DAY, AND ONLY
groaned when that Mark Tapley of a surgeon remarked that if this was
DONNYBROOK FARE IT WAS TOUGHER THAN ALL THE STORIES EVER TOLD OF IT.
POOR OLD DONNYBROOK! HE HAD RECKED NOT OF THE COMING WOE THAT
BLISSFUL HOUR BY THE SIDE OF THE RIPPLING YELLOWSTONE. HIS HEAD WAS
DEEP IN MY LAP, HIS MUZZLE BURIED IN OATS; HE TOOK NO THOUGHT FOR THE
MORROW,—HE WOULD EAT, DRINK, AND BE MERRY, AND ASK NO QUESTIONS AS
TO WHAT WAS TO HAPPEN; AND SO ABSORBED WERE WE IN OUR OCCUPATION
—HE IN HIS HAPPINESS, I IN THE CONTEMPLATION THEREOF—THAT NEITHER OF
US NOTICED THE RAPID APPROACH OF A THIRD PARTY UNTIL A WHINNY OF
ASTONISHMENT SOUNDED CLOSE BESIDE US, AND VAN, TRAILING HIS LARIAT
AND PICKET-PIN AFTER HIM, CAME TROTTING UP, TOOK IN THE SITUATION AT A
GLANCE, AND, UNHESITATINGLY RANGING ALONGSIDE HIS COMRADE OF COARSER
MOULD AND THRUSTING HIS VELVET MUZZLE INTO MY LAP, LOOKED WISTFULLY INTO
MY FACE WITH HIS GREAT SOFT BROWN EYES AND PLEADED FOR HIS SHARE.
ANOTHER MINUTE, AND, DESPITE THE CHURLISH SNAPPINGS AND THREATENING
HEELS OF DONNYBROOK, VAN WAS SUPPLIED WITH A PORTION AS BIG AS LITTLE
BENJAMIN'S, AND, STRETCHING MYSELF BESIDE HIM ON THE SANDY SHORE, I
LAY AND WATCHED HIS ENJOYMENT. FROM THAT HOUR HE SEEMED TO TAKE ME
INTO HIS CONFIDENCE, AND HIS WAS A FRIENDSHIP WORTH HAVING. TIME AND
AGAIN ON THE MARCH TO THE LITTLE MISSOURI AND  SOUTHWARD TO THE HILLS HE
INDULGED ME WITH SOME SLIGHT BUT UNMISTAKABLE PROOF THAT HE HELD ME
IN ESTEEM AND GRATEFUL REMEMBRANCE. IT MAY HAVE BEEN ONLY A BID FOR
MORE OATS, BUT HE KEPT IT UP LONG AFTER HE KNEW THERE WAS NOT AN OAT IN



DAKOTA,—THAT PART OF IT, AT LEAST. BUT VAN WAS AWFULLY PULLED DOWN BY
THE TIME WE REACHED THE PINE-BARRENS UP NEAR DEADWOOD. THE SCANTY
SUPPLY OF FORAGE THERE OBTAINED (AT STARVATION PRICE) WOULD NOT BEGIN
TO GIVE EACH SURVIVING HORSE IN THE THREE REGIMENTS A MOUTHFUL. AND SO
BY SHORT STAGES WE PLODDED ALONG THROUGH THE PICTURESQUE BEAUTY OF
THE WILD BLACK HILLS, AND HALTED AT LAST IN THE DEEP VALLEY OF FRENCH
Creek. Here there was grass for the horses and rest for the men.

FOR A WEEK NOW VAN HAD BEEN MY UNDIVIDED PROPERTY, AND WAS THE
OBJECT OF TENDER SOLICITUDE ON THE PART OF MY GERMAN ORDERLY,
"Preuss," and myself. The colonel had chosen for his house the foot of
A BIG PINE-TREE UP A LITTLE RAVINE, AND I WAS BILLETED ALONGSIDE A FALLEN
DITTO A FEW YARDS AWAY. DOWN THE RAVINE, IN A LITTLE CLUMP OF TREES, THE
HEAD-QUARTERS STABLES WERE ESTABLISHED, AND HERE WERE GATHERED AT
NIGHTFALL THE CHARGERS OF THE COLONEL AND HIS STAFF. CUSTER CITY, AN
ALMOST DESERTED VILLAGE, LAY BUT A FEW MILES OFF TO THE WEST, AND THITHER
I HAD GONE THE MOMENT I COULD GET LEAVE, AND MY MISSION WAS OATS.
THREE STORES WERE STILL OPEN, AND, NOW THAT THE TROOPS HAD COME
SWARMING DOWN, WERE DOING A THRIVING BUSINESS. WHISKEY, TOBACCO,
BOTTLED BEER, CANNED LOBSTER, CANNED ANYTHING, COULD BE HAD IN
PROFUSION, BUT NOT A GRAIN OF OATS, BARLEY, OR CORN. I WENT OVER TO A
MINER'S WAGON-TRAIN AND OFFERED TEN DOLLARS FOR A SACK OF OATS.  THE
BOSS TEAMSTER SAID HE WOULD NOT SELL OATS FOR A CENT APIECE IF HE HAD
THEM, AND SO SENT ME BACK DOWN THE VALLEY SORE AT HEART, FOR I KNEW
VAN'S EYES, THOSE GREAT SOFT BROWN EYES, WOULD BE PLEADING THE
MOMENT I CAME IN SIGHT; AND I KNEW MORE,—THAT SOMEWHERE THE
COLONEL HAD "MADE A RAISE," THAT HE had ONE SACK, FOR PREUSS HAD
SEEN IT, AND CHUNKA WITKO HAD HAD A PECK OF OATS THE NIGHT BEFORE
AND ANOTHER THAT VERY MORNING. SURE ENOUGH, VAN WAS WAITING, AND
THE MOMENT HE SAW ME COMING UP THE RAVINE HE QUIT HIS MUNCHING AT
THE SCANTY HERBAGE, AND, WITH EARS ERECT AND EAGER EYES, CAME
QUICKLY TOWARDS ME, WHINNYING WELCOME AND INQUIRY AT THE SAME
INSTANT. SUGAR AND HARD-TACK, DELICACIES HE OFTEN FANCIED IN
PROSPEROUS TIMES, HE TOOK FROM MY HAND EVEN NOW; HE WAS TOO TRULY A



GENTLEMAN AT HEART TO REFUSE THEM WHEN HE SAW THEY WERE ALL I HAD TO
GIVE; BUT HE COULD NOT UNDERSTAND WHY THE BIG COLT SHOULD HAVE HIS
OATS AND HE, VAN, THE RACER AND THE HERO OF TWO MONTHS AGO, SHOULD
starve, and I could not explain it.

THAT NIGHT PREUSS CAME UP AND STOOD ATTENTION BEFORE MY FIRE, WHERE I
sat jotting down some memoranda in a note-book:

"LIEUTENANT, I KENT SHTAENDT UT NO LONGER YET. DOT SCHENERAL'S HORSE HE
GIT OATS AG'IN DIESEN ABENT, UNT VEN, HE GIT NODDINGS, UNT HE LOOK, UNT
LOOK. HE OT DOT GOLT UNT DEN OT ME LOOK, UNT I couldn't SHTAENDT UT,
lieutenant——"

AND PREUSS STOPPED SHORT AND WINKED HARD AND DREW HIS RAGGED
shirt-sleeve across his eyes.

NEITHER COULD I "SHTAENDT UT." I JUMPED UP AND WENT TO THE COLONEL AND
BEGGED A HATFUL OF HIS PRECIOUS  OATS, NOT FOR MY SAKE, BUT FOR VAN'S.
"SELF-PRESERVATION IS THE FIRST LAW OF NATURE," AND YOUR OWN HORSE
BEFORE THAT OF ALL THE WORLD IS THE CAVALRYMAN'S CREED. IT WAS A HEAP TO
ASK, BUT VAN'S CLAIM PREVAILED, AND DOWN THE DARK RAVINE "IN THE
GLOAMING" PREUSS AND I HASTENED WITH EAGER STEPS AND TWO HATS FULL OF
OATS; AND THAT RASCAL VAN HEARD US LAUGH, AND ANSWERED WITH
impatient neigh. He knew we had not come empty-handed this time.

NEXT MORNING, WHEN EVERY SPRIG AND LEAF WAS GLISTENING IN THE BRILLIANT
SUNSHINE WITH ITS FROSTY DEW, PREUSS LED VAN AWAY UP THE RAVINE TO
PICKET HIM ON A LITTLE PATCH OF GRASS HE HAD DISCOVERED THE DAY BEFORE
AND AS HE PASSED THE COLONEL'S FIRE A KEEN-EYED OLD VETERAN OF THE
CAVALRY SERVICE, WHO HAD STOPPED TO HAVE A CHAT WITH OUR CHIEF,
DROPPED THE STICK ON WHICH HE WAS WHITTLING AND STARED HARD AT OUR
attenuated racer.

"Whose horse is that, orderly?" he asked.

"De etschudant's, colonel," said Preuss, in his labored dialect.



"THE ADJUTANT'S! WHERE DID HE GET HIM? WHY, THAT HORSE IS A RUNNER!"
said "Black Bill," appreciatively.

AND PRETTY SOON PREUSS CAME BACK TO ME, CHUCKLING. HE HAD NOT
smiled for six weeks.

"VEN—HE VEELS PULLY DIS MORNING," HE EXPLAINED. "DOT COLONEL ROYLE
he shpeak mit him unt pet him, unt Ven, he laeff unt gick up mit his hint
lecks. He git vell bretty gwick yet."

TWO DAYS AFTERWARDS WE BROKE UP OUR BIVOUAC ON FRENCH CREEK, FOR
EVERY BLADE OF GRASS WAS EATEN OFF, AND PUSHED OVER THE HILLS TO ITS
NEAR NEIGHBOR, AMPHIB IOUS CREEK, AN ECCENTRIC STREAM WHOSE HABIT
OF DIVING INTO THE BOWELS OF THE EARTH AT UNEXPECTED TURNS AND
DISAPPEARING FROM SIGHT ENTIRELY, ONLY TO COME UP SURGING AND BOILING
SOME MILES FARTHER DOWN THE VALLEY, HAD SUGGESTED ITS SINGULAR NAME.
"IT WAS HALF LAND, HALF WATER," EXPLAINED THE TOPOGRAPHER OF THE FIRST
EXPEDITION THAT HAD LOCATED AND NAMED THE STREAMS IN THESE
JEALOUSLY-GUARDED HAUNTS OF THE RED MEN. OVER ON AMPHIBIOUS CREEK
WE WERE JOINED BY A MOTLEY GANG OF RECRUITS JUST ENLISTED IN THE DISTANT
CITIES OF THE EAST AND SENT OUT TO HELP US FIGHT INDIANS. ONE OUT OF TEN
MIGHT KNOW HOW TO LOAD A GUN, BUT AS FRONTIER SOLDIERS NOT ONE IN FIFTY
WAS WORTH HAVING. BUT THEY BROUGHT WITH THEM CAPITAL HORSES, STRONG,
FAT, GRAIN-FED, AND THESE WE CAMPAIGNERS LEVIED ON AT ONCE. MERRITT
LED THE OLD SOLDIERS AND THE NEW HORSES DOWN INTO THE VALLEY OF THE
CHEYENNE ON A CHASE AFTER SOME SCATTERING INDIAN BANDS, WHILE
"BLACK BILL" WAS LEFT TO HAMMER THE RECRUITS INTO SHAPE AND TEACH THEM
HOW TO CARE FOR INVALID HORSES. TWO HANDSOME YOUNG SORRELS HAD
COME TO ME AS MY SHARE OF THE PLUNDER, AND WITH THESE FOR ALTERNATE
MOUNTS I RODE THE CHEYENNE RAID, LEAVING VAN TO THE FOSTERING CARE OF
THE GALLANT OLD CAVALRYMAN WHO HAD BEEN SO STRUCK WITH HIS POINTS THE
week previous.

ONE WEEK MORE, AND THE REUNITED FORCES OF THE EXPEDITION, VAN AND



ALL, TROTTED IN TO "ROUND UP" THE SEMI-BELLIGERENT WARRIORS AT THE RED
CLOUD AGENCY ON WHITE RIVER, AND, AS THE WAR-PONIES AND RIFLES OF THE
SCOWLING BRAVES WERE DISTRIBUTED AMONG THE LOYAL SCOUTS, AND
DETHRONED MACHPEALOTA (OLD RED CLOUD) TURNED OVER THE GOVERNMENT
OF THE GREAT SIOUX NATION, OGALLALLAS AND ALL, TO HIS MORE RELIABLE RIVAL,
Sintegaliska,—SPOTTED TAIL,—VAN SURVEYED THE CEREMONY OF
ABDICATION FROM BETWEEN MY LEGS, AND HAD THE HONOR OF RECEIVING AN
ESPECIAL PAT AND AN ADMIRING " Washtay" FROM THE NEW CHIEFTAIN AND
LORD OF THE LOYAL SIOUX. HIS HIGHNESS SPOTTED TAIL WAS PLEASED TO SAY
THAT HE WOULDN'T MIND SWAPPING FOUR OF HIS PONIES FOR VAN, AND MADE
SOME FURTHER REMARKS WHICH MY LIMITED KNOWLEDGE OF THE BRULÉ
DAKOTA TONGUE DID NOT ENABLE ME TO APPRECIATE AS THEY DESERVED.
THE FACT THAT THE VENERABLE CHIEFTAIN HAD HINTED THAT HE MIGHT BE
INDUCED TO THROW IN A SPARE SQUAW "TO BOOT" WAS THEREFORE LOST, AND
VAN WAS SAVED. EARLY NOVEMBER FOUND US, AFTER AN ALL-SUMMER MARCH
OF SOME THREE THOUSAND MILES, ONCE MORE WITHIN SIGHT AND SOUND OF
CIVILIZATION. VAN AND I HAD TAKEN STATION AT FORT D. A. RUSSELL, AND THE
BUSTLING PRAIRIE CITY OF CHEYENNE LAY ONLY THREE MILES AWAY. HERE IT
WAS THAT VAN BECAME MY PET AND PRIDE. HERE HE LIVED HIS LIFE OF EASE
and triumph, and here, gallant fellow, he met his knightly fate.

ONCE SETTLED AT RUSSELL, ALL THE OFFICERS OF THE REGIMENT WHO WERE
BLESSED WITH WIVES AND CHILDREN WERE SPEEDILY OCCUPIED IN GETTING
THEIR QUARTERS READY FOR THEIR RECEPTION; AND LATE IN NOVEMBER MY OWN
LITTLE HOUSEHOLD ARRIVED AND WERE PRESENTED TO VAN. HE WAS THEN
DOMESTICATED IN A RUDE BUT COMFORTABLE STABLE IN REAR OF MY LITTLE
ARMY-HOUSE, AND THERE HE SLEPT, WAS GROOMED AND FED, BUT NEVER
CONFINED. HE HAD THE RUN OF OUR YARD, AND, AFTER CRITICAL INSPECTION OF
THE WOOD-SHED, THE COAL-HOLE, AND THE KITCHEN, VAN SEEMED TO DECIDE
upon the last-named as his favorite resort. He looked with curious and
SPECULATIVE EYES UPON OUR DARKY COOK ON THE ARRIVAL OF THAT DOMESTIC
functionary, AND SEEMED FOR ONCE IN HIS LIFE TO BE A TRIFLE TAKEN ABACK
BY THE SIGHT OF HER WOOLLY PATE AND ETHIOPIAN COMPLEXION. HANNAH,
HOWEVER, WAS DULY INSTRUCTED BY HER MISTRESS TO TREAT VAN ON ALL



OCCASIONS WITH GREAT CONSIDERATION, AND THIS TO HANNAH'S DARKENED
INTELLECT MEANT UNLIMITED LOAF-SUGAR. THE ADJUTANT COULD NOT FAIL TO NOTE
THAT VAN WAS ALMOST ALWAYS TO BE SEEN STANDING AT THE KITCHEN DOOR,
AND ON THOSE RARE OCCASIONS WHEN HE HIMSELF WAS PERMITTED TO
INVADE THOSE PREMISES HE WAS NEVER SURPRISED TO FIND VAN'S SHAPELY
HEAD PEERING IN AT THE WINDOW, OR HEAD, NECK, AND SHOULDERS BULGING
in at the wood-shed beyond.

YET THE EX-CHAMPION AND RACER DID NOT LIVE AN IDLE EXISTENCE. HE HAD
HIS HOURS OF DUTY, AND KEENLY RELISHED THEM. OFFICE-WORK OVER AT
ORDERLY-CALL, AT HIGH NOON IT WAS THE ADJUTANT'S CUSTOM TO RETURN TO HIS
QUARTERS AND SPEEDILY TO APPEAR IN RIDING-DRESS ON THE FRONT PIAZZA. AT
ABOUT THE SAME MOMENT VAN, DULY CAPARISONED, WOULD BE LED FORTH
FROM HIS PADDOCK, AND IN ANOTHER MOMENT HE AND HIS RIDER WOULD BE
FLYING OFF ACROSS THE BREEZY LEVEL OF THE PRAIRIE. CHEYENNE, AS HAS
been said, lay just three miles away, and thither Van would speed with
LONG, ELASTIC STRIDES, AS THOUGH GLORYING IN HIS POWERS. IT WAS AT ONCE
HIS EXERCISE AND HIS ENJOYMENT, AND TO HIS RIDER IT WAS THE BEST HOUR OF
THE DAY. HE RODE ALONE, FOR NO HORSE AT RUSSELL COULD KEEP ALONGSIDE.
HE RODE AT FULL SPEED, FOR IN ALL THE TWENTY-FOUR THAT HOUR FROM TWELVE TO
ONE WAS THE ONLY ONE HE COULD CALL HIS OWN FOR RECREATION AND FOR
HEALTHFUL EXERCISE. HE RODE TO CHEYENNE THAT HE MIGHT BE PRESENT AT
THE EVENT OF THE DAY,—THE ARRIVAL OF THE TRANS-CONTINENTAL TRAIN FROM THE
East. He sometimes rode beyond, that he might meet the train when it
WAS BELATED AND RACE IT BACK TO TOWN; AND THIS— this WAS VAN'S GLORY.
THE ROLLING PRAIRIE LAY OPEN AND FREE ON EACH SIDE OF THE IRON TRACK,
AND VAN SOON LEARNED TO TAKE HIS POST UPON A LITTLE MOUND WHENCE THE
COMING OF THE "EXPRESS" COULD BE MARKED, AND, AS IT FLARED INTO SIGHT
FROM THE DARKNESS OF THE DISTANT SNOW-SHED, VAN, ALL A-TREMBLE WITH
EXCITEMENT, WOULD BEGIN TO LEAP AND PLUNGE AND TUG AT THE BIT AND BEG
FOR THE WORD TO GO. ANOTHER MOMENT, AND, CAREFULLY HELD UNTIL JUST AS THE
PUFFING ENGINE CAME WELL ALONGSIDE, VAN WOULD LEAP LIKE ARROW FROM
the string, and away we would speed, skimming along the springy turf.



SOMETIMES THE ENGINEER WOULD CURB HIS IRON HORSE AND HOLD HIM BACK
AGAINST THE "DOWN-GRADE" IMPETUS OF THE HEAVY PULLMANS FAR IN REAR;
SOMETIMES HE WOULD OPEN HIS THROTTLE AND GIVE HER FULL HEAD, AND THE
LONG TRAIN WOULD SEEM TO LEAP INTO SPACE, WHIRLING CLOUDS OF DUST FROM
UNDER THE WHIRLING WHEELS, AND THEN VAN WOULD ALMOST TEAR HIS HEART
out to keep alongside.

MONTH AFTER MONTH THROUGH THE SHARP MOUNTAIN WINTER, SO LONG AS THE
SNOW WAS NOT WHIRLING THROUGH THE AIR IN CLOUDS TOO DENSE TO
PENETRATE, VAN AND HIS MASTER HAD THEIR JOYOUS GALLOPS. THEN CAME
THE SPRING, SLOW, SHY, AND RELUCTANT AS THE SPRINGTIDE SETS IN ON THAT
HIGH PLATEAU IN MID-CONTINENT, AND VAN HAD BECOME EVEN MORE
THOROUGHLY DOMESTICATED. HE NOW LOOKED UPON HIMSELF AS ONE OF THE
FAMILY, AND HE KNEW THE DINING-ROOM WINDOW, AND THERE, THRICE EACH
DAY AND SOMETIMES AT ODD HOURS BETWEEN, HE WOULD TAKE HIS STATION
WHILE THE HOUSEHOLD WAS AT TABLE AND PLEAD  WITH THOSE GREAT SOFT
BROWN EYES FOR SUGAR. COMMISSARY-BILLS RAN HIGH THAT WINTER, AND CUT
LOAF-SUGAR WAS AN ITEM OF UNTOLD EXPENDITURE. HE HAD FOUND A NEW ALLY
AND FRIEND,—A LITTLE GIRL WITH EYES AS DEEP AND DARK AS AND BROWNER
THAN HIS OWN, A WINSOME LITTLE MAID OF THREE, WHOSE GOLDEN, SUNSHINY
HAIR FLOATED ABOUT HER BONNY HEAD AND SWEET SERIOUS FACE LIKE A HALO
OF LIGHT FROM ANOTHER WORLD. VAN "TOOK TO HER" FROM THE VERY FIRST. HE
COURTED THE CARESS OF HER LITTLE HAND, AND WON HER LOVE AND TRUST BY THE
DISCRETION OF HIS MOVEMENTS WHEN SHE WAS NEAR. AS SOON AS THE DAYS
GREW WARM ENOUGH, SHE WAS ALWAYS OUT ON THE FRONT PIAZZA WHEN VAN
AND I CAME HOME FROM OUR DAILY GALLOP, AND THEN SHE WOULD TROT OUT TO
MEET US AND BE LIFTED TO HER PERCH ON THE POMMEL; AND THEN, WITH
MINCING GAIT, LIKE LADY'S PALFREY, STEPPING AS THOUGH HE MIGHT TREAD ON
EGGS AND YET NOT CRUSH THEM, VAN WOULD TAKE THE LITTLE ONE ON HER OWN
SHARE OF THE RIDE. AND SO IT WAS THAT THE LOYAL FRIENDSHIP GREW AND
STRENGTHENED. THE ONE TRICK HE HAD WAS NEVER VENTURED UPON WHEN
SHE WAS ON HIS BACK, EVEN AFTER SHE BECAME ACCUSTOMED TO RIDING AT
RAPID GAIT AND ENJOYING THE SPRINGY CANTER OVER THE PRAIRIE BEFORE VAN
went back to his stable. It was a strange trick: it proved a fatal one.



NO OTHER HORSE I EVER RODE HAD ONE JUST LIKE IT. RUNNING AT FULL SPEED,
HIS HOOFS FAIRLY FLASHING THROUGH THE AIR AND NEVER SEEMING TO TOUCH THE
GROUND, HE WOULD SUDDENLY, AS IT WERE, "CHANGE STEP" AND GALLOP
"DISUNITED," AS WE CAVALRYMEN WOULD SAY. AT FIRST I THOUGHT IT MUST BE
THAT HE STRUCK SOME ROLLING STONE, BUT SOON I FOUND THAT WHEN BOUNDING
OVER THE SOFT TURF IT WAS JUST THE SAME; AND THE MEN WHO KNEW HIM IN
THE DAYS OF HIS PRIME IN ARIZONA HAD NOTED IT THERE. OF COURSE THERE
WAS NOTHING TO DO FOR IT BUT MAKE HIM CHANGE BACK AS QUICK AS
POSSIBLE ON THE RUN, FOR VAN WAS DEAF TO REMONSTRANCE AND PROOF
AGAINST THE REBUKE OF SPUR. PERHAPS HE COULD NOT CONTROL THE FAULT; AT
ALL EVENTS HE DID NOT, AND THE EFFECT WAS NOT PLEASANT. THE RIDER FELT A
SUDDEN JAR, AS THOUGH THE HORSE HAD COME DOWN STIFF-LEGGED FROM A
HURDLE-LEAP; AND SOMETIMES IT WOULD BE SO SHARP AS TO SHAKE LOOSE
THE FORAGE-CAP UPON HIS RIDER'S HEAD. HE SOMETIMES DID IT WHEN
GOING AT EASY LOPE, BUT NEVER WHEN HIS LITTLE GIRL-FRIEND WAS ON HIS
back; then he went on springs of air.

ONE BRIGHT MAY MORNING ALL THE DIFFERENT "TROOPS," AS THE CAVALRY-
COMPANIES ARE TERMED, WERE OUT AT DRILL ON THE BROAD PRAIRIE. THE
COLONEL WAS AWAY, THE OFFICER OF THE DAY WAS OUT DRILLING HIS OWN
COMPANY, THE ADJUTANT WAS SEATED IN HIS OFFICE HARD AT WORK OVER
REGIMENTAL PAPERS, WHEN IN CAME THE SERGEANT OF THE GUARD,
breathless and excited.

"LIEUTENANT," HE CRIED, "SIX GENERAL PRISONERS HAVE ESCAPED FROM THE
guard-house. They have got away down the creek towards town."

IN HURRIED QUESTION AND ANSWER THE FACTS WERE SPEEDILY BROUGHT OUT.
SIX HARD CUSTOMERS, AWAITING SENTENCE AFTER TRIAL FOR LARCENY, BURGLARY,
ASSAULT WITH INTENT TO KILL, AND FINALLY DESERTION, HAD BEEN COOPED UP
TOGETHER IN AN INNER ROOM OF THE RAMSHACKLE OLD WOODEN BUILDING THAT
SERVED FOR A PRISON, HAD SAWED THEIR WAY THROUGH TO OPEN AIR, AND,
TIMING THEIR ESSAY BY THE SOUND OF THE TRUMPETS THAT TOLD THEM THE
WHOLE GARRISON WOULD BE  OUT AT MORNING DRILL, HAD SLIPPED THROUGH THE



GAP AT THE RIGHT MOMENT, SLID DOWN THE HILL INTO THE CREEK-BOTTOM, AND
THEN SCURRIED OFF TOWNWARD. A SENTINEL DOWN NEAR THE STABLES HAD
CAUGHT SIGHT OF THEM, BUT THEY WERE OUT OF VIEW LONG BEFORE HIS SHOUTS
had summoned the corporal of the guard.

NO TIME WAS TO BE LOST. THEY WERE MALEFACTORS AND VAGABONDS OF THE
WORST CHARACTER. TWO OF THEIR NUMBER HAD ESCAPED BEFORE AND HAD
MADE IT THEIR BOAST THAT THEY COULD BREAK AWAY FROM THE RUSSELL GUARD
AT ANY TIME. DIRECTING THE SERGEANT TO RETURN TO HIS GUARD, AND HURRIEDLY
SCRIBBLING A NOTE TO THE OFFICER OF THE DAY, WHO HAD HIS WHOLE TROOP
WITH HIM IN THE SADDLE OUT ON THE PRAIRIE, AND SENDING IT BY THE HAND OF
the sergeant-major, the adjutant hurried to his own quarters and called
FOR VAN. THE NEWS HAD REACHED THERE ALREADY. NEWS OF ANY KIND
TRAVELS LIKE WILDFIRE IN A GARRISON, AND VAN WAS SADDLED AND BRIDLED
before the adjutant reached the gate.

"BRING ME MY REVOLVER AND BELT,—QUICK," HE SAID TO THE SERVANT, AS HE
SWUNG INTO SADDLE. THE MAN DARTED INTO THE HOUSE AND CAME BACK
with the belt and holster.

"I WAS CLEANING YOUR 'COLT,' SIR," HE SAID, "BUT HERE'S THE SMITH &
WESSON," HANDING UP THE BURNISHED NICKEL-PLATED WEAPON THEN IN USE
EXPERIMENTALLY ON THE FRONTIER. LOOKING ONLY TO SEE THAT FRESH
CARTRIDGES WERE IN EACH CHAMBER AND THAT THE HAMMER WAS ON THE
SAFETY-NOTCH, THE ADJUTANT THRUST IT INTO THE HOLSTER, AND IN AN INSTANT HE
and Van flew through the east gate in rapid pursuit.

OH, HOW GLORIOUSLY VAN RAN THAT DAY! OUT ON THE  PRAIRIE THE GAY
GUIDONS OF THE TROOPS WERE FLUTTERING IN THE BRILLIANT SUNSHINE; HERE,
THERE, EVERYWHERE, THE SKIRMISH-LINES AND RESERVES WERE DOTTING THE
PLAIN; THE AIR WAS RINGING WITH THE MERRY TRUMPET-CALLS AND THE STIRRING
WORDS OF COMMAND. YET MEN FORGOT THEIR DRILL AND REINED UP ON THE LINE
TO WATCH VAN AS HE FLASHED BY, WONDERING, TOO, WHAT COULD TAKE THE
adjutant off at such an hour and at such a pace.



"What's the row?" shouted the commanding officer of one company.

"PRISONERS LOOSE," WAS THE ANSWER SHOUTED BACK, BUT ONLY INDISTINCTLY
HEARD. ON WENT VAN LIKE ONE INSPIRED, AND AS WE CLEARED THE DRILL-
GROUND AND GOT WELL OUT ON THE OPEN PLAIN IN LONG SWEEPING CURVE, WE
CHANGED OUR COURSE, AIMING MORE TO THE RIGHT, SO AS TO STRIKE THE
VALLEY WEST OF THE TOWN. IT WAS POSSIBLE TO GET THERE FIRST AND HEAD
THEM OFF. THEN SUDDENLY I BECAME AWARE OF SOMETHING JOLTING UP AND
DOWN BEHIND ME. MY HAND WENT BACK IN SEARCH: THERE WAS NO TIME TO
LOOK: THE PRAIRIE JUST HERE WAS CUT UP WITH LITTLE GOPHER-HOLES AND CRISS-
CROSSED BY TINY CANALS FROM THE MAIN acequia, OR IRRIGATING DITCH. IT
WAS THAT WRETCHED SMITH & WESSON BOBBING UP AND DOWN IN THE
HOLSTER. THE COLT REVOLVER OF THE DAY WAS A TRIFLE LONGER, AND MY MAN IN
CHANGING PISTOLS HAD NOT THOUGHT TO CHANGE HOLSTERS. THIS ONE, MADE
FOR THE COLT, WAS TOO LONG AND LOOSE BY HALF AN INCH, AND THE PISTOL WAS
POUNDING UP AND DOWN WITH EVERY STRIDE. JUST AHEAD OF US CAME THE
FLASH OF THE SPARKLING WATER IN ONE OF THE LITTLE DITCHES. VAN CLEARED IT IN
HIS STRIDE WITH NO EFFORT WHATEVER. THEN, JUST BEYOND,—OH, FATAL TRICK!—
SEEMINGLY WHEN IN MID-AIR HE CHANGED STEP, STRIKING THE GROUND WITH A
sudden SHOCK THAT JARRED US BOTH AND FLUNG THE DOWNWARD-POINTED
PISTOL UP AGAINST THE CLOSELY-BUTTONED HOLSTER-FLAP. THERE WAS A SHARP
REPORT, AND MY HEART STOOD STILL AN INSTANT. I KNEW—OH, WELL I KNEW IT
WAS THE DEATH-NOTE OF MY GALLANT PET. ON HE WENT, NEVER SWAYING,
NEVER SWERVING, NEVER SLACKENING HIS RACING SPEED; BUT, TURNING IN THE
SADDLE AND GLANCING BACK, I SAW, JUST BACK OF THE CANTLE, JUST TO THE
RIGHT OF THE SPINE IN THE GLOSSY BROWN BACK, THAT ONE TINY, GRIMY,
POWDER-STAINED HOLE. I KNEW THE DEADLY BULLET HAD RANGED DOWNWARD
THROUGH HIS VERY VITALS. I KNEW THAT VAN HAD RUN HIS LAST RACE, WAS EVEN
NOW RUSHING TOWARDS A GOAL HE WOULD NEVER REACH. FAST AS HE MIGHT
fly, he could not leave Death behind.

THE CHASE WAS OVER. LOOKING BACK, I COULD SEE THE TROOPERS ALREADY
HASTENING IN PURSUIT, BUT WE WERE OUT OF THE RACE. GENTLY, FIRMLY I DREW
THE REIN. BOTH HANDS WERE NEEDED, FOR VAN HAD NEVER STOPPED HERE,



AND SOME STRANGE POWER URGED HIM ON NOW. FULL THREE HUNDRED YARDS
HE RAN BEFORE HE WOULD CONSENT TO HALT. THEN I SPRANG FROM THE SADDLE
AND RAN TO HIS HEAD. HIS EYES MET MINE. SOFT AND BROWN, AND LARGER
THAN EVER, THEY GAZED IMPLORINGLY. PAIN AND BEWILDERMENT, STRANGE,
WISTFUL PLEADING, BUT ALL THE OLD LOVE AND TRUST, WERE THERE AS I THREW MY
ARMS ABOUT HIS NECK AND BOWED HIS HEAD UPON MY BREAST. I COULD NOT
BEAR TO MEET HIS EYES. I COULD NOT LOOK INTO THEM AND READ THERE THE
DEADLY PAIN AND FAINTNESS THAT WERE RAPIDLY ROBBING THEM OF THEIR
LUSTRE, BUT THAT COULD NOT SHAKE THEIR FAITH IN HIS FRIEND AND MASTER. NO
WONDER MINE GREW SIGHTLESS AS HIS OWN THROUGH SWIMMING TEARS. I
who had killed him could not face his last conscious gaze.

ONE MOMENT MORE, AND, SWAYING, TOTTERING FIRST FROM SIDE TO SIDE,
POOR VAN FELL WITH HEAVY THUD UPON THE TURF. KNEELING, I TOOK HIS HEAD IN
MY ARMS AND STROVE TO CALL BACK ONE SIGN OF RECOGNITION; BUT ALL THAT
WAS GONE. VAN'S SPIRIT WAS EBBING AWAY IN SOME FIERCE, WILD DREAM:
HIS GLAZING EYES WERE FIXED ON VACANCY; HIS BREATH CAME IN QUICK,
CONVULSIVE GASPS; GREAT TREMORS SHOOK HIS FRAME, GROWING EVERY
INSTANT MORE VIOLENT. SUDDENLY A FIERY LIGHT SHOT INTO HIS DYING EYES.
THE OLD HIGH METTLE LEAPED TO VIVID LIFE, AND THEN, AS THOUGH THE FLAG
HAD DROPPED, THE STARTING-DRUM HAD TAPPED, VAN'S FLEETING SPIRIT
WHIRLED INTO HIS DYING RACE. LYING ON HIS SIDE, HIS HOOFS FLEW THROUGH
THE AIR, HIS POWERFUL LIMBS WORKED BACK AND FORTH SWIFTER THAN EVER IN
THEIR SWIFTEST GALLOP, HIS EYES WERE AFLAME, HIS NOSTRILS WIDE
DISTENDED, HIS CHEST HEAVING, AND HIS MAGNIFICENT MACHINERY RUNNING
LIKE LIGHTNING. ONLY FOR A MINUTE, THOUGH,—ONLY FOR ONE SHORT, PAINFUL
MINUTE. IT WAS ONLY A HALF-MILE DASH,—POOR OLD FELLOW!—ONLY A
HOPELESS STRUGGLE AGAINST A RIVAL THAT NEVER KNEW DEFEAT. SUDDENLY ALL
CEASED AS SUDDENLY AS ALL BEGAN. ONE STIFFENING QUIVER, ONE LONG
SIGH, AND MY PET AND PRIDE WAS GONE. OLD FRIENDS WERE NEAR HIM EVEN
THEN. "I WAS WITH HIM WHEN HE WON HIS FIRST RACE AT TUCSON," SAID OLD
SERGEANT DONNELLY, WHO HAD RIDDEN TO OUR AID, "AND I KNOWED THEN HE
would die racing."







THE END.
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Page 107: "would he hurried to their support" changed to "would
be hurried to their support".

Page 160: "See knew how her father trusted" changed to "She
knew how her father trusted".

Page 197: "The car-seems whirling" changed to "The car seems
whirling".

Page 227: "jagged rocks stook" changed to "jagged rocks stood".
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