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Cve eolgg?.ey Wwas soon collected, some enthusiasts
froy each 8 and trebling the amount demanded
ty ang , -md“’ldual, and then, with much solemui-
dr@wo 'd a hush of expectation, Jake’s partner
up Caref, rom his bosom a small packet wrapped
With Y In brown paper, took off the paper
Somey, d?llberation, and exposed to view a
handed to dingy coloured photograph, which he
B time tls next neighbour, enjoining him at the
Is pOSSesS'O handle it very carefully and to limit
Thyg th 101 of it to the space of half a minute.

, GXCite Picture was passed round from hand to
fach ed spectators crowding eagerly round
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Anq 3 '€ @ million dollafs for a wife like that !”

Teache o, and so on; till the photograph
c"‘ltion, 2 dirty blear-eyed man far goné) in irgltol;i-
?"‘nner O Instead of adopting the decorous
e"r()a.l(a . 1s COmpz}nions, uttered a drunken
2 Okeg v téﬁt’d the picture. Direwas the tumult
cfose a Atact of outrage.  Shrieks and oaths
Urreq, th efore he could realize what had oc.
g’(_lup :h offender was kicked from group to
P“fg ithou; Ot out through the open door into the
stl?".ie Bil };Where he lay like a log. Meantime,
fhreldl kad Snatched the photograph away,and

:T“,lest You ; .

likamt fair topm up that pictur agin, Jim Collier !
€ thag 1 Jake Owen ter make his wife a show

Senj .

Q the l]gle,m Which elicted a cheer of approval

thj'“‘ nodéljomy of the company.

it?p °t0gr: },]and with one respectful glance at

p,2 hig bosop Wrapped it up again and concealed

i dirig p-0SOM. Then striding back to the bar,

ed a glass of spirits, and drained
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2 The e)(c?theallh of “Jake’s wife.”

W:Omen,s SMent awakened by the mere sight of
n we ex 10§08raph may be better understood
a ac}l:e?m that every man in Jacob’s Flat

he Squ“(:r, and that, beyond one or two

kng they fair o Who hungaround the place,women,
Wn, Or plain, were almost utterly un-
en b,

?,fgr‘)?s Cou?,tt;ee“ known to ride a hundred miles

wy 10 the ) 10 catch a glimpse of a female pass-

heralon COnt:ige' coach, and when an emigrant

Wit}fded as . 10g members of the softer sex was

"omln Teae tgm to cross the plains anywhere

h&lt'd Strike v © FOUgh fellows of Jacob’s Flat
ing Work and gallop over to the nearest

se roto await the passers-by.

a ething P Ugh fellows a woman or a child was

ar :
SostsaCre 4 off, mysterious, and consequently

Ow,, "hen :
m:’:t » One ot}]f nNews first went round that Jake
the « @ Youp, 1, o\ Dumber, was going to ’Frisco to
‘gggighwoman who had come.out all

. country on purpose to mar
ey x:“ement was tremendous. Althougrl);
N ‘gzneral opinion in that region that
“lue S hardly the place to bring a lady
My Ang Was the universal theme of con-
T pa When, some weeks after Jake’s de-
ion t}rltnel' received the photograph with
13t “Mr. and Mrs. Owen” were
oo me, the local excitement rose

ev, .
b}:}?ebers ofetrg. White woman was a paragon to the
Shy, d~1v-,°‘“an s(‘: colony of bachelors this particular
Gy ke f, o °°Med a positive goddess—with soft,
nﬁtaofa dow,n genth eyes, little hands, and the
Oftgy, Mory) p Night little lady. Jacob’s Flat was
Wurde, 2C€ its inhabitants were violent and
R a Sr I their habits, but honesty of a
Q]:d thed of ner UM, and the ethics of society
!
®ang Uni{.‘f‘al of the picture

appeared there
Tended, she would .

have found her-

orj CCessity a certain standard of purity. .

self as safe and as respected as a lady in her own
drawing-room ; for though one or two hopeless
desperadoes might have looked npon her with evil
eyes, the whole spirit of the community would have
been certain to protect her. Offers of marriage, of
course, she would have had by the hundred, but
beyond that necessary homage to female beauty,
no citizen would have had the temerity to pre-
sume.

At early daybreak the following morning Jacob’s
Flat was almost deserted, but on the banks of a
narrow river, fifty miles away, Prairie Bill and his
companions sat waiting and expectant.

“This is bloomin’ slow,” said Simpson, the cock-
ney. “It’s light enough now to see the pips by.
Let’s ave a flutter, eh, boys ?”

“ Flutter be ! said Prairie Bill, to whom
the suggestion was more directly addressed, * let’s
ride along and meet the wagon.”

This suggestion meeting with more favour, the
whole cavalcade was soon in motion, riding in
loose order along the faint lines left in the deep
grass by the last passage of the coach a fortnight
before.

Simpson, one of the many accredited humourists
of the little community, looking about him at his
companions under the slowly broadening light, re-
marked on the unwontedly spruce appearance they
presented.

‘1 begin to think as I'm in Pall Mall. There’s
Chicago Charley. Look at him! I'm blowed if
he hain’t washed hisself.”

“I'll wash yow,” said the individual thus rendered
remarkable, “in the creek, if I get much more of
your chin music.”

‘“ An’ Bill, too,” continued Simpson, ignoring the
threat ; “ he’s combed 'is "air. Sure you've got the
partin’ straight, old pal ?”

“Shut your head ! growled Bill ; and Simpson
obeyed, seeing in the stolidly expectant faces of the
party that his cheerful impertinences were for once
out of place.

The party rode in silence save for the muffled
beat of their horses’ hoofs in the grass and the
creaking of their saddles, till Simpson began to
whistie the Wedding March. The air was perhaps
unrecognized, at all events nobody joined in it, and
the discomfited humourist stopped midway through
it with a forlorn grin, lit his pipe, and rode on as
silent as the rest.

“ There she comes!” cried the foremost horse-
man—a long, loose, saturnine Yankee, who had
once been a harpooner on an American whaler.
He rose in his stirrups, pointing with a forefinger
straight ahead A dim speck was visible on the
horizon beyond the undulating billows of grass.

‘“Come along, boys,” cried Bill, clapping spurs
to his horse. and the whole crowd started at a brisk
gallop with a ringing cheer.

The dim speck grew every moment in distinct-
ness as they flew towards it, till it grew recogniza-
ble to sight less keen than that of the old whaler as
the St. Louis express.

*“That's Kansas, drivin’,” he said to Bill, who
rode abreast of him. “ They’ll be aboard of her, I
reckon. See his rosette ? And the horses have
got streamers on.” .

These and kindred remarks passed from mouth
to mouth as the distance between the galloping
crowd of horsemen and the approaching coach
grew less.

“Let’s give ’em a salute,” suggested Simpson,
and a sudden crackle of revolver shots resounded
over ‘the mufled beat of hoofs. Kansas waved
his long whip, and rose in his seat, lashing his
herses to-a faster gallop, and the last half mile was
covered at racing pace. :

The band of horsemen formed about the coach
like a breaking wave around a boulder, yelling and
whooping like a crowd of fiends, and blazing away
with their revolvers. A man’s head and shoulders
emerged from the window, and in the interior a
glimpse was visible of a pale and terrified female
face.

“Dry up,” roared Bill. “Ye pack of howling
fools! Ye’ll skeer the soul out of her !”

A sudden silence fell upon the party, broken by
a tuneful ringing cheer, led by Simpson with a shrill
“Ip, ip, ’ooray !” and a dozen hands were thrust

out to seize that of the male traveller.

“ I took ye for a gang of prairie ruffians,” said
the latter, with a strong provincial English accent.
“Ye frightened the little woman. It’s all right,
lass,” he continued. ¢ It’sthe boys from the camp,
come over to give us a welcome, bless their
hearts.”

He sank back 1n his seat and gently pushed his
bride to the window.

She looked out, with the pallor of her recent fear
still on her cheeks—a frank, delicate face, which
made the photograph the men had admired on the
night before seem a clumsy libel on her living
beauty. Every man in the crowd drew a deep
breath as she ran her still half-frightened glance
along their bronzed and bearded faces. They re-
turned the gaze with ardent eyes, sitting like
statues about the arrested vehicle, staring at this
wonder of womanhood dropped from the skies to
share their rough lives.

“God bless you, my beauty, and welcome to the
Flat,” cried an unmistakeably English voice, and
amid another cheer the coach started again. The
girl’s face, which had flushed rosily at the words,
paled again at a stray shot of rejoicing from some
ardent spirit, who was immediately knocked out of
his saddle by a neighbour and sharply anathemat-
ised by his companions.

Coach and escort moved forward at a moderate
pace, keeping time to a song started by a Spaniard
in the van, a gravely joyful measure, sung ina rough
but melodious voice, which lasted until the halting
place of the cab was reached. Here Jake opened
the coach door, and springing to the ground, assist-
ed his wife to descend.

The men dismounted from their horses, and
formed a circle about the couple. The girl was
quite self-possessed now, and when Jake took her
hand and led her a step forward, smiled brightly in
answer to the cheer which greeted her.

“ These are my friends, Jess,and you must make
‘em yours,” said Jake. “Good friends they've
been to me, through fair and foul.”

She put out her little gloved hand to Prairie Bill,
who blushed redder than she as he took it, and
after wringing it with unnecessary force, dropped it
and looked a trifle foolish. There was noman in
the crowd who did not envy him, but no other
claimed the honour thus bestowed.

“I'm very glad to meet you all,” said Jess, *“ and
I’m very thankful for your kindness to Jake—to my
husband.”

The voice was sweet, and only one or two in the
crowd could recognize that its accent was almost as
strong as Jake’s. But she might have been farless
pretty than she was in face and speech, her femin-
inity and her youth were as a strangely potent wine
to ensure the worshipping affection of every man in
the party.

“Talk o’ that gal at Dutch Gulch, as Poker Sam
married last year!” said Prairie Bill to Simpson.
‘“ Reckon we lay over the Guich this deal. We've
got a lady.”

Not one among them had any touch of mean
envy of his companion’s luck.

“ A reg’lar daisy, and no error,” said Simpson.
‘I 'ope the lady can ride, matey,” he continued to
Jake, “we've bought a little ’oss for her—our
weddin’ present. She’s a nice little thing, and as
quiet as a lamb, ma'am.” The others looked with
awe and respect at Simpson, entering thus easily
into converse with this radiant goddess.

“ Ride !” cried Jake proudly, “ she can ride nigh
on a'most anything. Country bred, she is. My
county, Essex.”

Jess clapped her hands delightedly at sight of
the horse, a pretty little beast of mustang strain,
gorgeously caparisoned in scarlet Mexican leather.

“1 don’t know what to say,” she cried, “it’s z00
beautiful. Thank you. Thank you all, ever so
much.”

“ Give her a lift, Simpson,” said Jake with the
air of Jove distributing favour to mortals, and the
blushing Cockney stooped to the little foot and
lifted the bride to her saddle amid another cheer.
Jess shook hands with Kansas, and thanked him
sweetly for the care he had taken of her during the
long ride from Frisco.

(7o be Continued.)



