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I'8 a safe bet that Crowley brings the affair to
“ a head if the will gives Ellen the money,” sald
the postmaster.

“Crowley? Why Crowley more than Fitch?
When a carcass Is to be picked there's little
eholce between the crows,” answered his old friend,
the court clerk.

“Well, they do say that Crowley has had an eye on
Jim O'Nelll's money this many a year. I've always
supposed he had a long start on any possible com-
petitor. Still. If you put it that way, there’s a whole
flock able to smell a fortune.”

“The rest don’'t count; they haven't claws nor beaks
for the job. But Fitch is flying well up, don't make
any mistake. Crowley may be the smartest lawyer
n the county, but Fiteb is iess scrupulous.

“Has it dawned on you yet that we're settling this
thing pretty wuch without considering Ellen?’ said
the postmaster afier a pause. “There's usually some
prejudice in favor of young women making their own
cholce.”

“Ellen don't come under the usual head. 1 happen
te know something about her. She was raised in a
French convent, and after her mother's death her
uncle kept her close. O’'Neill was a hard man. He
pever let more thav three or four folks see her at ail
when he had her here. The rest of the time she was
in religious houses.”

“Crowley was one of the three or four.”

“Yes, and Fitch was another. They both worked In
on the old man. He needed tham, witn his continuous
performance of law suits. They’re both clever and
they're almost the only men she knows.”

“8he may have a mind of her own.”

“The chances are against it. Her mother and the
convent and O'Neill crushed that out of her. Here
she Is a woman of twenty-five, used to being looked
after and ordered around. She gets a fortune, She’
fall to the one of the two men that plays sharp anu
quick.”

The opinion of the court clerk was generally held by
all who had known the eccentric and his ways. It
was confirmed when the will was read and It was
found that the entire estate, valued at $400,000, had
been left to Ellen Dugray. Those who were first to
call upon the young woman with neighborly condo-
lences were satisfied that she was not one to stand
Slender and pale, with a rather pretty face.
she distinctly gave the impression of helplessness and
dependence which the townspeople had been led tn
expect. At the funeral service it was noticed that she
was supported and comforted by Mrs. Jane Taggart,
upon whose motherly arm she leaned at trying mo-
ments, The postmaster pointed out this fact to the
court clerk as they were returning from the cemetery

“I said Crowley, didn’'t 1? He's first on the ground
aiready. Dild you notice Aunt Jage?"’

“What's Aunt Jane got to do with it?”

“Nothing, except that she's Joe Taggart's mother
and Joe Taggart Is Crowley’s chief admirer and hench-
man. It was skilfully done. He has one of his own
party to the front at a eritical moment. Watch Crow-
ley; he's smiling already.”

Wagering on the Result.

During the next week wagers were freely offered
and as freely taken on the outcome. It was conceded
that Crowley had lost no time in starting his cam-
paign. But Fitch was as assiduous in his visits as
bis rival, and the issue hung in doubt. The common
conviction was that the question would be decided
once for all when Ellen indicated which of the two
should be her legai adviser. The estate was large and
complicated, ltigation was still pending and it would
be necessary for the young woman to designate some
one to take charge of her affairs, since she could not

/Tollow the bandit tactics of her uncle.

The first surprise came when it was learned that
Ellen bhad recruited moral support in the person of a
distant cousin, a prim and aged lady of formidable
respectability, who now took up residence In the
O’'Neill house. The neighbors in their amiable desire
to further the designs of one or other of the pretenders
found themeslives quietly folled by the presence of this
new factor. Beth Fitch and Crowley were matters of
supreme indifference to the distanct cousin, and she
could not be led or driven into partisanship. Most of
the callers retired discouraged from the fleld. Only
Mrs. Taggart, secure in an expansive affection for
every one and her homely title of “Aunt Jane,” con-
tinued undaunted.

The community had already begun to think that the
situation would not find so swift a conclusion as had
geen expected when it sustained another shock. It
was announced that neither of the young lawyers was
to have the O'Neill estate In charge. Ellen placed her
business In the hands of aged Judge Poole, a man of
unquestioned integrity, who had been rather hostile
to her uncle. The townspeople felt vaguely that they
bad been defrauded in some way, but there was no
doubt that the young woman had acted wisely. The
court clerk rubbed his hands in glee, seeing in all
these complications the clever checks manipulated by
Fitch and scenting a keen contest,

Meanwhile relations betweon Crowley and Fitch,
heretofore marked by outward friendliness, were un-
dergoing a change. They no longer exchanged polite
greetings when they met upon the steps of the O’Nelll
house, nor did :hey attempt simultaneous visits. The
one in possession withdrew when his rival called, and
this tacit avoldance of direct conflict remained the
sole recognition between them.

Crowley discussed his hopes 2nd his plans with but
woe person, Joe Taggart. Taggart had attached him-
self to Crowley In their school days and had since re-
volved about him as a satelli‘e, singly devoted to his
interests, charging himself with political or personal

misgions at the order of the young lawyer. They made
a singular pair—Crowley thin, long of face and nerv-
ous; Taggart towering a foot above him, with the
shonlders of a Colossus and a shaggy head of red hair.
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Throughout the county Taggart was known as “Crow-
ley’s dancing bear.”

They sat of an evening in the rear of Crowley's littie
office, in the Brick Block, and thiec lawyer veered to the
subject that now lay nearest him.

“What does your mother s Joe?' he asked.
“Nothing much,” growled Taggart
on Monday and again on Wednesday

long.”

“Has he a’'hold on her, do you think? \Was there
thing in the way of business between them?”

“The old lady couldn't find cut. But it's a likely
thing that O'Neill left something hanging over that
gives him an excuse.”

Crowley frowned. “I've been afraid of that.
been there more frequently of late.
ing more difficult to understand.
of her. She seemed nothing more than a child. Jut,
hang 1t all, Joe, she's a. woman and she makes a man
feel it. Have you ever seen her, Joe?”

“Yes. I went with the old lady once or twice.
pretty enough, I guess.”

“Did she ever mention me?"

“No. She didn’t say much, except about her uncle.”

Crowley began to walk the fioor frowning. “This is
getting on my nerves, Joe. I'm heginning to think he's
making it a personal issue. Have you heard any more
about what he's been saying?”’

“Except what I told you. He had a little too much
one night and he let on he had you blocked.
the boys told me.”

“Blocked, eh?’ sald Crowley, with kindling eye
“I'm sure he’s been quletly knifing me. 1 don't know
and I can't answer what he's been telling her. But it
would be just Iike him to try and fix my chances that
way, wouldn't it, Joe?”

Crowley’s Menace.

Taggart nodded, with lowered eyes. “I
wouldn’t care very much what he said 's long’s he got
her.”

“Let him keep away from that,” Crowley broke out
sharply. “It les between us two. If It wasn't fer
Fitch I'd have her to-morrow. 1 won't stand by and
let him lie me out of the way."

It was a Saturday night and a group had gathered
in the room above the Post Office for the weekly game
of poker. Fitch and Crowley had absented themselves
from tHe circle for several weeks. In the meantime
there had been persistent rumors of Increasirg hos-
tility between the two lawyers. The postmaster on
entering had a bit of news.

“Fitch is coming.”

“Then we'll be right on the scene,” chuckled the
court clerk, “for Crowley is, t00.”

Taggart had Induced his chief to be present. He
had brought word that Fitch would play poker, as
usual. “You better go,” he had said. *“It's no use
letting him think you're afraid to be near him. Folks
are wondering already if it ain't a case of one's afraid
and t'other dassn’'t. He'll get off some crack about
your keeping under cover and i* won't do you no good.”

Crowley and his “dancing Lear” were the last to
arrive. There were gix of them about the round
table, with bottles and glasses handy. Fitch and
Crowley did not even glance at each other, a fact
that was noted with furtive grins among the others.
Chips were dealt and the game began without delay.
Taggart dropped into the chalr next to Fitch, and
Crowley took the one between Taggart and the conrt
clerk.
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“Sorry I'll have to peat.,” said Cro address
ing his rival for the first time and smil ldly

“Trotting along,” swered Flteh, ea 3

They raised back and forth stea while the

others looked on., fascinated and breathless. There
was more than $1,000 on the table when Fitch, witi
A gesture of impatience, called. Crowley was still
smiling.

“I've got a jack full.”

“No good; four eights,” returned Fitch, and raked
down the stakes.

Crowley knew that Fitch by failing to draw a car
had overplayed him, and his face was unpleasant as
the game proceeded. He played cautiously for a time.
There came several passed inds, and with a good
pot on the table he looked at his cards to find that he
held a pat king full. 1t was Fiteh's deal. Glancing
at the court clerk, King, the man who sat next, and
the postmaster, Crowley decided that. the could
open the pot. When it came his turn he passed. ¥His
face reading proved correct and the postmaster
opened. -

Fiteh raised and Taggart dropped out. Crowley
ralsed the limit. The others threw down thelr hands
and the postmaster also quit, showing a palr of aces
as openers, with an angry gesture. The struggle was
joined once more between the two lawyers. The bet-
ting was stiff. The pile of gold and bills on the table
grew steadlly. Then Crowley brought about a lull
by calling and Fitch held the pack ready to deal,

“Help yourself,” said Crowley.

Fitch carefully discarded one card and dealt him-
self another from the pack. He looked at it carefully
and the betting began again. It went on until his
neatly arranged piles had melted and he was forced
to have recourse to his pocketbook. The watchers
knew that the jll will between the adversaries was
now at white heat and that neither would stop short
of his last cent. They bent forward eagerly, while
the raising continued back and forth. Taggart was
following the play intently, halr awry and chest sunk
against the table. Crowley threw down his money to
call with an oath and spread his king full upon the
table. :

“No good; four eights,” said Fltch, as before, but
‘his hand trembled a little as he reached for his win-
nings. Exclamations escaped from the others. It
was a remarkable coincidence that he should repeat

R TEN MINUTES.
ind =0 soon. Crowley sat back with white face
and turned toward Taggart, murmuring something

toder his breath. TFiteh caught a word.

“What's that yon said?" he challenged sharply, half
rising from his seat. The postmaster started to pro-

Just then Taggart leaned over and plucked
wiey's arm. He pulled his chief toward alm and
«d over the edge of the table. Under Crowley's
chair, in the dust and litter of the fioor, lay a card.

With a leap Crowley was past Taggart's out-
stretched arm. He stooped, picked the card from
under the chair end held it over the table under tn>
light, where all might see. It was an eight of hearts

The design on the back was that of all the packs
they had used that evening. Fitch, with staring
wrathful eyes, sprang to one side, glaring at his rival.

“W-what the devil Is this?' he cried.

Ctowley shook thé card flercely before the aston-
ished faces of the other players. ‘“What is it? Look
at it and tell us yourself what it is.” He threw the
eight upon the table by the side of the four eights of
Fiteh's hand. A tense silence fell upon the group.
Fvery eye was turned sternly upen Fitch. whe
glanced about as If seeking an ally.

Resented with a Revolver.

“Look here,” he sald suddenly, advancing upon
Crowley. *“I don't know what all this means. I
¢idn't see what you did or where you got that card.
Iut, damn you, if you or any other man here means
1o say there was anything crooked in my play”—
he whipped a hand behind him and a revolver flashed
nnder the lamp. The postmaster rose from his chale
2nd flung himself upon the arm that held the weapon.
" here was a acuffie and a crashing report. The others
ihrew themseives upon the two. The postmaster, wiry
and tough for all his years, had forced the revolver
down and held it until Fitch was disarmed. Breath-
ing heavily, the men fell apart once more. Thera
were shouts from the street and the sound of men
running.

“I think we'd hetter adjonrn, gentlemen,” said the
court clerk gravely.

“Not till T gettle this thing,” cried Fitch, still strug-
gling to reach Crowley.

“It can't be settled here or mow,” continued the
court clerk calmly. “We'll have a crowd on us in a
minute.” The words seemed to steady Fitch.

“Then, may I ask you to take charge of that
money,” he asked, “until this affair is cleared up?
You shall hear from me, sir,” he said, turning to
Crowley.

“As soon as you like,” sald Crowley, leaving the
room, with the faithful Taggart at his elbow.

He went over the affair with his follower before
they separated. The only question in Crowley's mind
was as to the conditions he should name for th: meet-
ing.

“He's pretty handy at a mark, isn't he, Joe?"

“Some say the best shot in the State,” returned
Taggart, “with rifie and revolver. It's no use commit-
ting suicide by fighting him that way.”

“Well, what then? We'd look pretty fighting with
swords, wouldn't we?”

“Now, you hold on a minute,” said Taggart with
sudden decision. ‘“There ain't much duelling with
swords in this country and it would be foolish to try
it. But we got something that's pretty near like a
sword, and that's a Bowie knife. And if you want
precedent for !'t, why. it's to be had, I guess.”

Crowley walked the floor ot his little office with
short, nervous stepe, considering this suggestion. He
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did not like it. He was no coward, but the

revolted him. “Why, that's the way roustabouts
fight!” he exclaimed., “Men carve each other te
strips.”

Taggart shrugged his huge shouilders. “What do
you want? You're crazy to fight him, and now you've
got your fight. With firearms he’ll do you sure. With
2 knife you'll bave the advantage in reach and
strength. There’s that much to choose between
them.”

A passing thought arrested the lawyer in his rest-
less pacing of the floor. It occurred to him as he
looked at the shaggy head and muscled form of his
“dancing bear” that Taggart’'s manner was neither
so friendly nor so a, pgsive 10 his support as it might

have been. Baut he did not linger upon hint of a new
attitude in his henchman. The duel was the piessing
subject,

“All right,” he said at length. “Kalves let it be.
But I must insist upon terms that shall remove the
affair from the class of a mere rough and tumble.
We will meet on horses. I want you to take letters
for me to Lavigne and Wilson. I shall ask (bem te
act for me. Good night.”

There were few inhabitants of the town nexc day
who did not know something of an impending settle-
ment between the rivals for the hand of Elien Dngray.
The shot froin the post office called for explanation
and the various versions agreed in stating that the
lawyers had brought their quarrel to a head. But the
plans were carefully guarded and no definite word
was in circulation. The time was set by Crowliey for
a week ahead in erder to baifle the curious ani aveid

possib!z interference. It was early on a Monday
morning that the cpponen‘s, attended by their re-
speetive ‘seconds, galioped cut of town by different

Crow-

roads to meet in a ~lover fie wo miles av .
. but the

ey at the start looked about for Tagga
wiant failed to put in an appearance s

Iiteh bad made no objection to the unusual terms
nf the duel. He came ready for the fray mounted on
stocky little roan, nimble of foot and gentle of tem-
having decided that it d be important te
hold a steady seat. Crowley rode a spirited bay, &
mount that a less expert horseman would searce have
ventured with. He made a gallant fignre as he swept
the horge in a flashing circle about the field and drew
rein at his own end.

per.

Prepared for the Struggle.

The opponents prepared for the struggie according
to thelr agreement. Coats were stripped off and each
snbmitted to examination by a second from the other
party <o that there might be no gquestion of concealed
armor or other protection. Then the howie knives,
identical weapons, carefully gronnd and shavpeaed,
were placed in thelr hands. he two parties rode
slowly toward each other across the fieid They
haited ten feet apart, and Wilson, drawing to one side
with the three other seconds, repeated the instrac-
tions.

“At the given word. gentlemen, gou will be free to
asdvance and manoeuvre at discrction. There will he
1o pause untll one is disabled be vond the possibility

“ continuing or cries for quarter. In either event

» combat will cease. You are ahsolutely forbidden

strike at yonr opponent’s mount. If either is dis-

.nted he will be given an opportunity to regain his

1dle Hefore resumption of hostilities.”

‘I'here was a brief pause while the two men sat
anictly, weapons ready. keeping watchful eyes for
the first move. Then Wilson drew his horsemen still
further aside. “Are you ready, gentlemeu? he
shouted.

“Ready!” they replied, with raised spurs and tight-
ened reins,

“Forward!” There was 3
of steel in the level rays of the rising sun, a shock of
bodies and the slap of leathcr. Both men missed in
the first viclous slash and the charge of Crowley's
bay carried him beyond his adversary. He wheeled
.-nfd came back more slowly. Fitch, digging a spur,
urged his roan in to close quarters and the fighters
¢linched,

There was swift, deadly work in the rush of hate
and the blind rage of combat. Each had caught the
other about the neck with his free hand and wought
to deliver a fatal stab. The knives descended, rose
again. The horses, thrown t(ogether. stampe:l and
pranced, but held their relative positions. Crimson
splashes appeared on the picture of whirl and strug-
gle. Suddenly Crowley's bhay nipped savagely at the
rcan, and the animals spun apart.

The riders had suffered severely. Both had felt the
steel a dozen times. Their shirts were ripped to tat-
ters amd stained from deep wounds. Fitch could
bardly see, a sweeping slash having laid open his fore-
head and cheek. Crowley pressed a hand to his left
side, where his enemy had reached him sharply. They
breathed a moment, then urged their mounts forward
again with unabated energy and fury. Fitch, pulling
in his roan, reached his left arm about his adversary's
waist and held him in an impeding grip wkile he
struck In again and again. Crowley caught the shoul-
der thus offered him and pushed Fitch down, stabbing
at the exposed side with all his sirength.

The horses, héld neck to rump by the pressure of
knee and spyr, no longer sought to evade contact and
stood quietly enough. The men meanwhile wrestled
desperately. Fitch, finding that his waist hoid was
proving too expensive, released it and used his left
arm to ward the blows that Crowley showered upen
him. Each tried now to catch a momentary grip upon
the other to make an opening for a thrust. The straip
began to tell and they fought with less vigor, though
with none the less determination.

The fight had gone on for nearly ten minutes. The
opponents had lost almost all human semblance. Still
the knives gave their ruddy flash and still they worked
for death—and life. The men were forced to lean
against each other across their saddles for <‘pport.
gasping, heaving, with spasmodic efforts at a decisive
blow. Crowley, leaning his weight upon the blade,
almost severed Fitch's arm at the shouide~. The
other at the same instant lurched forward and buried
his weapon to the hilt in Crowley's breast. Nerve
and courage could do no more, 1nd the two dropped
together, slld from their saddies and fell to the
ground. The seconds, dashing forward, drew them
from heneath the trampling hoofs.

Water carried in hats was thrown upon the uncon-
scious combatants. One of Fitch's seconds who had
some knowledge of surgery set about binding the
terrible wounds. After some time Fitch opened his
eyes. As he turned toward his helpless enemy there -
was a smile on his battered and disfigured face. Pres.
ently he knew, from the remarks of his seconds. that
Crowley, too, had returned to conscionsness,

“Crowley,” he called, weakly. The others fell silent,
Both men were dying. “Crowley,” whispered Fitch
again.

“Yes,” answered the other, finally. 3
“]—wanted to tell you—that Taggart married Ellen
last night. They went over the county line. I was -
the only one—that saw them go. I—didn't say any-
thing because—because of the—eight of hearts. He—

Taggart—put it under my chair.”

And Crowley, with grim appreciation, reached out
a band, smiling a little. Under the clond that hovered
close above them both they exchanged a clasp of un=
derstanding.

flled shout, the twinkle




