
Chapter Eighteen

sight of them. He spoke to another ; the

two informed still others. In an instant the

bright colors were dotted with upturned

faces.

" Listen," said Galen Albret, in his reso-

nant chest-tones of authority. "This is

my son, and he must be obeyed. I give

to him the command of this brigade. See

to it."

Without troubling himself further as to the

crowd below, Galen Albret turned to his

companion.

" I will say good-by," said he, formally.

" Good-by," rephed Ned Trent.

" All is at peace between us ?

"

The Free Trader looked long into the

man's sad eyes. The hard, proud spirit,

bowed in knightly expiation of its one fault,

for the first time in a long hfe of command

looked out in petition.
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