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CHAPTER XXII. — (Continued.)

With wrath, with admiration,. Driscoll
faced round on Don Anastasio. “Oh you
pesky, shriveled-up gorilla!” he breathed.
He was no longer amzed. This accounted
for Mucguia’s borrowing his flask the nigh®
they were in the forest. It accounted for
Murguid and Rodrigo plotting together in
Tampico. But why tell euch tnings %
the court? The Missourian was not a fool
like King Canute, who ordered back the
waves. ‘‘Hurr§ up,” he said wearly to
the waves instead. Since he could not
hold the tide, anticipation chilled meore
than the drowning bath iteelf.

The tide assuredly did not wait. It roll-
ed right on, nearer and nearer. Murgud
was lifted to his feet. He was remember-
ing- alreadv what Lopez had told him,
about his daughter and Maximilian, as Lo-
pez had said he would.. The American’s
casy, stalwart form ip gray filled his blur-
red eves. Here was a Confederate emis-
sary come with an offer of aid for that
eame Maximilian. Such had been Mur-
guia’s susicion frem the first, and now it
moved him with venomous hate. Yes,
he would testify. Yes, yes, the prisoner
had ridden out alone.at Tampico. Yes,
ves, yes, the prisoner was with Rodiigo
there. :

“But ‘why, Don Anastasio,” asked Ti-
burcio purely in fantastic mischief, “did
you bring such a distu.bing man to our
happy country?” :

“That will do,” Lopez interposed. “The
Senor Murguia ‘could not know at the
time that this follow was Rodrigo’s
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“And,” Murguia added eagerly, “I was
‘helpless, there at -Mobile. The Confeder-
ates could. have sunk .my boat, and he
held an order from Jefferson Davis.”

“What’s that.” cried Tiburcio, his hu-
mor tuddenly vanished. “What's that, a
order from Jefferson Davis?”’ -

Tiburcio’s was a new interest, now. He
possessed a mind as crooked as his vision,
and being ' crooked, it followed unerringly
the devious paths of other minds. So,they
had made a tool of him! Rodrigo and;
Murguia wanted the Gringo shot to help
the rebel cause. And he, Tiburcio of the
cunning wits, had just’ sworn away, not

only the Cringo's life, but the possible
xalvation of the Empire. Coming from|
Jefferson Davis, the Gringo with his mis-|
sion could mean nothing else. Then there,
was_Lopez. Tiburcio® did not love - this
changeling Mexican who bad “ved = haif.
But what could be the mongrel’s game?L
Why had he freed Murguia, if not to un-|
Jeash a small terrier at Maximilian's heel?|
Why was he trying the American over|
again, if not to poisen a frieadly mastiff?|
And why either, if' Don. Miguel ' Lopez |
were not seeking to' make friends with|
tha Republic? Or perhaps-he was at heart|
a Republican. Thus Don Tiburcio, a loyal!
Tmperialist, read tlie finger posts as he!
ambled down the c¢rooked path.

Yes, and here was Lopez putting on!
the final touch. Here he was, the traitor, |
pronouncing - the death sentence, ' and|
poor impotent Don Tiburcio gnawing his|
baffled rage, as ope would say of a.villain. |
The oxe:gte'

jon was to. take place the very |
next moerning. His Majesty “the -Emperor !
wauld he asked to apptove, aftersard, . |
e s
CHAPTER XXIN -
A Curious Pagan Rite.
“E un peccato che se ne va con.laequd;
liemedet ta.”” :
—Machiavelli.

Tlhe Storm Centre icoked round. about'
and above. He avas as o fly in a hottle.
A' massive rough-hewn door, jammed
tight, sealed him within adobe walls two
feet thick. Therc was one window, cross-
Barred, as high as his chin,’ and only
larg: enough to frame his head. They had
brought him o the carcel, or dungeon,
of the hacienda, where peons were con-
«trained to docility. .\ wide masonry
bench against the wall approximated a
couch, but it was as blocked ice. By the
flickering of a lone tallow dip, Din Dris-
coll noted these things with every eense
delicately 'attuned to strategy. But hig
verdict was unpromising.

“Tough luck!” he observed.

The adobe was built among the stables
that bordered on the pasture, and when
16t needed as a calabozo, it served snugly
for the adminietrador’s best horse. From
the ope sta’l came a tentative whinny.
Driscoll jumped with delight. ‘“Demi-
john! W'y, you good old scoundrel, you!”
The might hefore, he remembered, he
hud swen the horse ‘bedded here. “Say
howdy as loud as yon want,” he cried,
Japping bim fondly on the flank, “you’ll
not betray us. That’s been done already.”

Driscoll was cavalryman to the bone,
and it heartened him unaccountably to
find his horse. If, only, he could have his
pistols too! Ever since the Federals had
ut him off from his furloughs home,those
black ugly navies were mnext to the
nearest in nis affections. The nearest wae
the huckskin charger. And now, only the
Imckskin wae left, which eimply made the
dilemma more poignant. The condemued
man gazed critically at the walls, the
rafters, the ground, and shook his head.
Supposing a chance for escape, could he
bring hiniseli to leave Demijohn behind
He got his pipe to going, sat down, and
frowned ruefully at the candle.

“] don’t want to be shot!” he bumst
out euddenly, - with a plaintifi twang.
Then he.grinned. The ooy still in him
had prompted the absurdity. And the
rought warrior had laughed at it. Boy
and warrior faced cach other, either sur-
priced that the other existed. The boy
flushed resentfully at the veteran’s cop-
temptuous grunt. His eyes still had the
boy’s naively inquisitive greeting to the
world before him. Next, quite abruptly,
the warrior knew a bitterness againet him-
self. If he could, but once, whimper 2aé
the lad about to be coundly strapped! He
took no pride in his irony, nor in his hard-
encd indifierence to the visage of death.
How far, how very far, had the few past
vears of e.rife carried him from the
youngster who used to gaze o eagerly, 80
expectantly, out on life!

First, he was home from the Univer-
sity, from the pretty, shady little Mis-
souri town of Columbia. But the vaca-
tion following he spent in. bloodily help-
ing to drive the Jayhawkers back across
the Kaneas line. And eoon after, when
the fighting o, ened up officially, and his
State, at the start, had more of it than
any other battle ground, how many hun-
dreds of times did his life bide by the
next throw of Fate? .During onec cruel
winter month he bhad lain with other
wounded in a hospital dug-out in the
river's cliff, and there, wanting both
quinine and food, he would peep through
the reeds, only to sce the merciicas Red

' Drink it yourself, if you want.’

Legs prying about in search of his hiding
Pplace.

And then there was the wild, busily
dangerous lite with Old Joe's Brigade,
with that brigade of Miseouri’s young
firebrands. Once, etre ched on the prairie,
where he had dropped from exhaustion
and hunger and loss of blood, the Storth
Centre awoke to find a Pin Indian stoop-
ing over lum for his ecatp. On that oc-
casion the deft turning of the wrist from
the waiet outward, with the stripping of
the pistol's hammer eimultaneously, had
enabled him later to restore to relatives
certain other scalps already dangling from
the savage’'s girdle.

And now 'here he was in an adobe with
walls two feet thick, and numerous saddle-
colored (ireasers proposing to ehoot him
first” thing in the morning! .

“T']l be blessed damned,” he drawled
querulously, “l object!”

It was the warrior who spoke now, and
with him the boy joined hands. They
became ag one and the same person. The
common foe was without. They would
ece. this through. together, with grim
sloiciem, with young-blooded daredeviltry.

The door opened, and one of the com-
mon foe, bearing a tray, came. within.

“Well, Don Erastus, how goes ity
With a pang of homesickness the Mis-
sourian toought of darkies who carried
trays. : :

“Juan Bautists, at Y’'r Mercy’s orders,”
the Dragoon corrected him,

“Don” John the Baptist -then, como le
whack?”

“Bien, senor, bien.”

“Any theory as to
there?”

“Y’r Mercy’s supper. The Senor Coro-
nel Lopez does not desire that Y’r Mercy
should have complaint.”

“Oh, none whatever,  Johnny, excef¥
what I'm- to die-of. Set: it down, here
on the feather bed.”

There were a few native dishes, with a

botellon of water and a jar of wine. -Dris-
coll tipped the botellon to his lips. His
whiskey flask "had contained poison,
though the poison of ink, and as he drank,
he pondered on why waier should not be
an antidote for the poieons that lurk in
whiskey flasks. -
Then he wondered why such fooligh con-
ceits at such times persist in shouldering
death iteelf out of a man’s thoughts. And
meanwhile, there stood the precursor of
his end, in the emblematic persons of a
very brown John the Baptist. The fel-
low’s gorgecus red jacket was unbuttoned,
revealing a sordid dirty shirt. He was
officer of the guard, and had a curiosity
as to-how a Gringo about to. be shot
would act. He waited clumsily, lantern
in hand. But he was disappointed. There
seemed to be nothing out of the common
place. Some - condemned Mexican, though
a “monotonously fumiliar spectacle, would
yet’ have been more ertertaining. ~ -

Drscoll looked at him over the botellon.

what you've got

! That earthen bottle had not left the pris-

oner’s lips. \t had stopped thiere, poised
aloft by an idea. !

“Qee  here.”  Driscoll = combplained,
“where the rest of the . water I'm -to
have?®”’ 4

“Of -what water, senor?”’
“For my bath, of course. Don’t 1"die
tomorrow ¥’ !
“Yes, but——"

“Here, this wine is too mew for me.

“Many thanks, senor, with
But' a bath? I don’t ynderstand.”

“No? Don’t yvou Mexicans ever bathe
before ‘'you die?” .

“We send for the padre.”

“QOh,.that’s it. And he spiritually ‘wash-
¢s your sing’ away? But suppose you
¢ouldn’t get your padre?”’

The Indian shuddered. ‘“Ai, Maria pur-
isima, one’s saul would go to everlasting
torment!”’ L i

“There! Now you can understand why
1 count so much on ablution. It’s abeolu-
tion.”

The native readily believed. Like others
of his class, he thought all Protestants
pagans; and none Catholic but a Meszican.
“Must be something like John the Bap-
tist’s day, verdad, semor 7 he said. “On
that holy day, once a year, we must all

{ take a bath.”

*“Quite right, too,” Driscoll returned
soberlv. “A man,should go through most
anything for his religion—Haven’t noticed
my horse there, have you, Johnny?” The
guard pricked up his ears. “Of course

knot,” Driscoll went on, “‘you’re worrying

about my soul instead. Well, so am I. We
Americang, you know, save our yearly
‘baths for one big solenm final one, just
before we die. And if T don’t-get mine
tonight, I'll be associating with you un-
shrived Mexicans hereafter, and that
would be pretty bad, wouldn't it? It's
what made me think of my horse there.
That. horse, Johnny, is heavy on my soul.
He’s most too heavy to wash away. Now,
I'm not going to tell you that I actually
stole him, but just the same, if- a good
man like you would take him, after T'm
gone—why, 1'd feel that he was washed
off pretty well.”

The Mexican's sympathy
Leen.

“But the other sins,” Driscoll added,
“ther’ll need water, and a great plenty,
too.”

.Juan Bautista, was feeling the buck-
«kin's knees. Driscoll longed to choke
him, but instead, he drove again at the
wedge. “Another thing, I'll have to Jeave
my money behind.” He mentioned it casu-
ally, but his breath stopped while he
waited for the elffect. The guard sttaight-
ened. D mijohn’s knees seemed to be all
right. He took up the tray, and opened
the door, yet without a word. Driscoll’s
fist doubled, to strike and run for it. Then
the fellow spoke.

“Does Y’r Mercy want. soap too?”

The fist unclenched. “No,” came the re-
ply, almost in a jovful gasp, “this i3 for,
for godliness on'y.” .

“One jar, senor?””’

“Bless me, no! Two big
a barrel.”

With a parting glance at Demijohn, the
guard stole forth to gratify the heathen’s
whim.

“I'll give him enough to
Driscoll resolved.

CHAPTER XXIV.
The Man Who Did Not Want to be Shot.

*“A horee and a man
Is mare than one,
And yet not many.”
\ ~Taming of the Shrew.

grew more

ones, bigger'n

buy a horse,”

“Now Berthe—why. what in the world
" Jacaueline begup. ;

[t wae her second morning to awike in
{he hacienda house, and the little Bre-
tonue trivped into her room under a
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-pleasure. t

starchy mountain heapod high ‘“Clothes,
madam,” she roplied. i

“He mais—"

“They were made yest¢rday by eome of
the rtanchero women. Madame will|
Jook 7’

“Calico! Grands dieux!”

There were two dresses, one for®each
girl. The native eeamstresses had slyly
taken etock of mademoiselle the day be-
fore, only to discover- that a ‘“‘sim le”
frock from Paris wae a formidable-thing
to duplicate. The manchioness smiled,
and the maid also.

“But, for example; Berthe, who inepired
this?”

“He did.” '

«“He 9"

“The American monsieur, of course.”

“Oh, the American® monsieur, of course!,
So, monsieur permits himself to obeerve
that_I need a wardrobe? But you, Berthe,
you surely eid not—" 3

#Oh," no, madam! T knew nothing, till
just now, when the woman brought them.
The monsieur ordered them yesterday she
waid. And naturally, madame, if he could
have found better, material, I do mot
doubt—"

“There, child, I'll not be reproached by
your even thinking it necessary to de-
fend—"

“And -madame will see, too, that they
will do' nicely.” She spread the frock on
the bed, and began’ enipping~ here and
there with the scissors and taking stitches
everywhere. “By letting it out this way-—
voila, if madame will kindly slip it on?”’

“Berthe, you can’t mean—Oh non-
sense!”’

‘None the less the ekirt was paseed over
her head, and the maid’s deft fingers kept
on busily. “And why not?’ she talked
as she worked, “unless one likes'rags bet-
ter. ‘And who will-gee? - Only men. Poof,
those citizens do nét know percalé from: a
Parisian ‘ toilette:” v

Jacqueline began to wax angry with the
quiet. tyranny of it. She looked at the
horror and ‘shuddered, then: with both
hands pushed the calico to the floor, gath:
ering. up, her own lawn skirt instead. : It
was a rather -woebegone lawn skirt. She
gazed ruefully at the garment, then down
at the blue flowering heaped about her
ankles. Berthe, kneeling over the dress,
raised her -eyes. The puckered, brow of
her ' mistress spelled fury, and the maid
tried not to laugh, at which Jacqueline
stainped  her ' foot. “Berthe,” she cried,
“ghall I elap you?” i .

“Mais oui, madame. And madame, I
was thinking, what will he say if you do
not,. wear it?” S

Jacqueline gave her a-keen look. ““Cthild,
¢hild,” she' exclaimed, “you séem * to
imagine' that -whatever ‘he® wante—"

“Qui,- madame. - I think you can.try it
on again, now.” .
. And -madame  submitted petulantly. But
to. herself she had to confess. the magic in
Rerthe’s fingete. Though ene:pouted over
the. fresh, rustic effect, yet on her slender
figure there was witchery in it. ;

‘An orderly knocked. He wae one of her
Austrian escorts.come to say that every-
thing was ready . for departure. She
gladly hailed the .chance to escape this
house of mourning. All might long old
women” in the death chamber had mum-
bled: incantations, and the droning was in
her ears as she slept. It ‘was not nice.
Because ehe could not blot out the inartis-
tic shook of ugly “mortality, in very seli-
hate &he yearned to gét away. The even-
ing - before, - even while she loaned ' com-

| mon eende to the crazed household, even
| while she preesed -down the .icy eyelids,

ghe wonderéd—obstinately .wondered, de-
wpite herself, what the dead girl could
have * thought, What he could : have- feit,
during that one horrid, thrilling second of
flight downward, 'and - what,:in anticipa-
tion.of the second after. It was gruesome,
this being :always and always the epecta-
tor. .- Yet Jacqueline knew that, had it
been she hemself plunging from the tower,
she still would have been that epecta-
tor. Too well shée Lknew that ehe
would have analyzed what  e&he
thought and felt. She would have rated
even the second before eternity in its de-
gree as a irisson; and, no doubt, would
have been aware of a voluptuous gatiety,
while anticipating the second after. She
hated herself, and she hated too the smart,
ultra-refined life that had brought her to
it. How many of those past years, or
of the years to come would she not give
to ehed a few tears without interrogating
them! . :

Ney met the two girls under the colon-
nade. At the steps was the coach and
eight mules left by Maximilian for their
wse, and drawn up in stately line were
Messieurs the Feathers and Furs, as Jac-
queline called His Majesty’s Austrian Im-
perial Guards. When she appeared, out
flashed their curved blades. The queenly
little lady in blue-flowered calico and a
rakish Leghorn hat returned the salute
with a emile.

“\Where are the Dragoons, Michel?” ehe
asked.

Ney did not know. But a Mexican with
a cross eye approached, doffing a eil-
ver-lettered sombrero. He had been wail-
ing for her, he eaid. There was time.
Otherwise he would have forced his way
to wherever #he was.

“Indeed, Signeur Farceur ” eaid Jacque-
line. ¢

She .recognized that most sinister of
jokers, Don Tiburcio. He was eyeing her
narrowly, and there was a vigilance in the
baleful gleam, as tuough of ia:e he might
have heen deceived by his fellowmen.

“But,” he coolly proceeded, ‘‘only a
few minutes are left now.”

“My good man, whatever are you talk-
ing about?”

“And after the few minutes, we’'ll have
{he shooting. T came .to invite Your
Mercy.” ’

“Shoot. whom?” :

“There is but one prisoner.”

“You mean  Senor AMurguia? The Am-
erican waé acquitted, I believe.”

“It’s the other way, senorita. They
were bota tried over again, and then, the
American was condemned.”

‘“Aademoigelle,” ejaculated
are deathly—"

“Y am noi!” Jacqueline protested furi-
ously. “It’« the powder.”

But Berthe knew better. Her mistress
used it not, for all the roguieh freckles
on her nose-tip. Tiburcio, too, was salis-
fied as to ner sudden pallor. She would
save him the American, he decided. “Your
Mercy had best hasten,” ehe urged her
frankly.

Jacqueline ran to the end of the portico,
from’ where ehe could see the pasture.
within, a plateon of red jackets were fil-
ing toward the carcel.

“That scoundrel lopez!”
burcio, “he hae advanced
Pt :

Only jor au instant did Jacqueline wring
her hande,

“Michel

Ney, ‘‘you

(]
exclaimed 13-
the time on

* ghe eried. “Quick.

vour horse!
. .

quick! Now hold the stirrup!”

But Tiburcio was the duicker. fie bent
his knee, on it she stepped, and up she
jumped, and . kicked- her hecels as a
spur. The charger leaped, and down the
roadj clattered girl and horse, she sway-
ing perilously.

It wag a hundred yards to the pasture
Lgate, and as much again to the adobe in-
side. When her horse rose m his galicp,
she caught glimpses over the wall. ‘lhne
Dragoons were drawing up before the car-
cel. Sentinels tugged at the huge wocden
door,*and Lopez goaded them on. Hc saw
her coming, and would have it over with
before she could interfere. He beliowed
an order, and the shoot.ng\squad threw
up their guns at aim. They would not
wait. They would fire on their victin
the second the door opened. The heavy
oak began to give. - But that moment
swinging in through the gate, Jacqueline
could see only" the carcel’s blank adobe
wall, Yet she pictured the man just,be-
hind. -She *pictured the door.opening. And
—too late!: Dieu, the muskets had volley-
ed already!

But—what made /the shote scatter 7
Scattered and flurried, they sounded. And
no. wonder! She saw a miracle in the do-
ing. It was the most gstounding sight of
all ‘her life long. Strkight' through the
blank -adobe wall, for all its two fect of
thicknese, she beheld a man on a great-
boned yellow hore, both man and horse
plunge mid a eudden cloud of dust, plunge
squarly: into the light of day.

The dumfounded shooting equab
Blazed craz.ly against the half-open door;
and for the critical quarter minu.e follow-
ing, their weapons were harmless. Other
Dragoons ran wildly out into the pasture,
and as wildly fired at the horseman. Only
one ‘of the sentinels had happened to be
on the side of the magic exit, but as the
solid wall dissolved into a powdered cloud
and the_apparition hurtled past him,
down updn his .head crashed a gigantic
water jar filled with earth. He who had
sympathized with pagan ablutions the

Some heathen god was having a hand in
th}l, he knew.

‘Jacqueline ,wheeled to Driecoll’s eide ae
he dashed toward her. He was coatless.
His woolen shirt was open at the neck,
the aleeves were rolled to the elbows. His
slouch hat with dust, fluttered againet
| the brim. She had never seen a face so
buoyantly happy.

“Morning, Miss Jack-leen!
the river?”
~ They galloped through the gate togeth-
er. -He was for turning down the road,
but she blocked -his horse with her own.
During a second the flight was stopped.

“Im in a hurry just now,” he panted,
but made no effort to get by her.

“Up ‘that way!” she-cried. -“Up that
way, past the House!”

“But -those pretty boys—" - = .

“The Austrians{. They’ll not &top you,
I promise.”

“Then it's our
girl, don’t fall’y’

Jacqueline, waving  her arm, signaled
the Feathers and Furs to make room, and
‘Tiburcio and, Ney saw to it that they did.
Man . and girl raced through them.

““Wait here, Michel!” called Jacqueline,
leaving. Ney: still with. thumb to cap at

Race you to

move. Cx.feful, little

salute. Tiburcio gazed after them.
Lopez ran across the pasture to the
¢olonnade.. His red face was redder than

ever before. Tiburcio sardonically regard-

ed him.. Lopez glared at Ney.
-“Why.aren’t you in pursuit?”’ he de-

manded hotly. .
“And you, monsieur?”’

“And I, and T! Who are you to ques-
tion' me, senor? KEvery girth has been
eut!” ‘ o

“Caramba, mi coronel,” cried Tiburcio
in ‘dismay,” “you don’t eay:so!”
. “And it will take ten minutes to tie up
the. cords, while you, you, Senor French-
man, you stand there, your men mounted

and ready! Obey me, I tell you!”

he puused in ‘the gesture of striking. Too
quick at this, and not enough at wits, he
might ruin her plans.

“As fit,” he retorted instead, “as aan-
other who lets. prisoners escape. I advise
Monsieur the Colonel to look to his
girths.” :

CHAPTER XXV.
* The Person on the Other Horee.

“Yet am T sure of one pleasure,
And shortly, it is this:
That, where ye be, me secmeth, pa rde,
1 could not fare amiss.”
—Ballad of the Nut Brown Maid.

Din Driscoll had never remotely imagin-
ed that there could be such intoxication
in a hermseback ride. The person on the
other horse made for the difference. How
the joy of her filled him that instant of
his bursting through, the black prison wall
into the bright morning of the world! She,
the splendid first thing to gladden his
eyes! Could liberty be really so glopou-»'.’
Raviching horsewoman, ehe was coming to
save him. He had supposed her on her
way to Mexico, and ’twas she whom he
saw finst of all.

And now, she rode beside him. They
two, they were riding together alone. The
smell of the wild free air of the universe
thrilled them both with an exquisite reck-
lessness. Vague, limitless, subtle in mys-
tery; the seduction of it was ineffable. Out
of the corner of his eye he peeped at her.
But wasn’t ehe perched entrancingly on
that dragoon saddle, wasn’t she, though?
The richly heavy coils of burnished coyper
Tad loosened, and they were very discon-
certing in their suggestion of flowing
wealth. Ti they would but fall about her
shoulders! And the lace from the slant-
ing hat brim, and the velvet patch near
the dimple~the velvet patch called an as-
| g168in. © And—what d ess was that? Flow-
ered calico? Yes, and light blue. His
cheeks? burned as of one surprised in
crime, but the self-possessed young wcman
herself was oblivious. So was it this, a
blue flowered gown, that made her so eud-
denly tangible, so tangible and maddening?
The haughty Parisienne of imperial courts
was gone. In fact, she had become so dis-
tractingly tangible that—well, he didn’t
kmow. But a lump got into his throat.
She might be a M ssouri girl; this moment,
And there came to him the vision of one,
of a Missouri girl molding biscuits, pat-
ting them, and her arms were bared, in a
simple piquancy jast like Jacqueline’s now.
He even saw the pickaninnies in the shade
of the porch ofitside, worshiping the veal

-

night before stood now with mouth agape. !

“Can’t,” said Ney doggedly. ‘‘Against
orders.”

“Orders? , Whose orders?”

“Of Mademoiselle la Marquise, mon-
sieur.”

“Who runs away with a conviet. A fit|
commander, por Dios!” {

Off came the Frenchman’s gauntlet, but|

Missouri girl from the very whites of their
eyes. How he had loved to tease her!
He could not help it; ehe was so daintily
prim. That he should thus think of his
sister, the while gazing on the one-time
gilded butterfly—to say the least, it was
a pertinent comment on the transmitting
magic that lurks in/blue flowered per-
cale. :
They slowed to a trot.

“Monsieur is my prisoner, yes,” said ehe
in her wonderful English.
He took the other meaning. “I dont

know—yet,” he returned soberly.

She laughed, and he realized that he had
spoken aloud. \

He turned on himself in dismay. “What’s
the matter with me?”’ he muttered.

“I think, monsieur,” said Jacqueline de-
murely,” that I have the guess.”

“You haven't—you can’t guess either! 1
don’t know myself.”

“Just the same, I wish I knew o well
my chances for heaven.”

“But you're mistaken, I tell you. L'm
not!”

“Not what, monsieur?”’

“In, in—w’y, ,in love.”

Jacqueline’s laughter: was the merriest
peal. In the end he half grinned. Little
use trying to convince the little witch! He
had much to do convincing himself.

On the farther slope of a-hill where cof-
| fee grew and the giant sheltering banana
{hid the road, they paused at a trail that

a.dl croesed the highway and wound on down

itaward the Panuco river, where tropical
! stuff for Tampico was transferred from
| burros to dugout - barges. Jaequeline 1is-
| tened. There were no sounds of pursuit
|as yet, nor was there any one in sight.
Making up her mind, she changed to the
path. Driscoll {cllowed, with a delight in
this new leadership over him.

When they gained the river, ¢he stopped
again, and he did too. :

“But you must go, on, on!” &he pro-
tested. ‘“They may not be deceived, no.
They may have you to overtake here.”
She held out her hand. “There, this path;
you follow jt to Tampico. Good bye. ses,
yes, you have not one minute!”

Driscoll took the little gauntleted hand
'hand readily emough. He saw that the
lines of her face were drawn, but her man-
ner was inexorable.

“How do you like your dress?” he in-
quired. .

Had she been on her feet, she would
have stamped one of them.“Monsieur,” ¢he
cried, “here is no time to observe the re-
plenishment of a lady's wardrobe. Do you
go? I insist. I wish you bom voyage t
your own country, monsieur.” ¢

“But it’s o far away. I reckon 1'd bet-
ter rest a spell first. A month or eo,
pro’bly.”

She watched him clamber down and: tie
Demijohn to the low branch of a live oak
on the river’s bank.

“There you are, getfing stubborn again,”

she said. But the lines in her face had
| the anxious-Tiburcio had cailed in Jacque-
L

vanished.

“Qf course I mean to eee you back to|

your friends,” he explained.

“Merci bien. But you will not. Yo

will have this river siraight to 'Lampico. |
| finc—exquis—however you have

I say yes!”

She turned her horse as she spoke,
whereat he staried to remount his own.

“I think, sir—" she began haughuly.

“The road is free.”

“Oh, why have you to be eo, r0 quar-
relsome ¥’

““lhe temptation, I reckon.” t

“You really will go back with me ”

“I might be going back along about the
@ame tihe, It's a public trail.”

“Then [ will stay, and you must! I
will not permit you to go back there
now. I will see thas you do wait here
so long until Lopez has the time to start
to Mexico after you. Then, you will be
behind him. Have the goodness to hold
my bridle. I think I shall take me a rest
a little also.” :

Together they sat on a buge live-oak

root and watched the sluggish Panuco
flow by.

“No hurry now,” Driscoll observed
comfortably. “Our .ecarlet upholstered

coldnel won't get away for years yet.”

Years, at least, were in his wirhes,
years in which to provoke her quaintly
inflected English, ' and its quaint little
slips. She had learned it in London long
before, playing with wee Honorable tod-
dlers ‘while her father played France’s dip-
lomacy with grown-ups. That accent of
hers, then, was as broad as Mayfair, and
to the Missourian doubly foreign, and
doubly alluring.

“I cannot understand,” she said, “why
it is the Dragoons have not followed you
immediately ?”

“Tibby’s the reason, I reckon.
Fibby is a deep ome.”

She made him explain, and he told
her. The blackmailing humorist, Tibur-
cio, had paid him a visit at his dungeon
window during the night. Being chief
witness for the ptosecution, Tiburcio
could pass the sentry unchallenged.

“Come for your momney?’ "riscoll had
inquired, and Liburcio seeme hurt. -~

“What is the matter,” Tiburcio de-
manded, *with pointing a Tevolver at the
Senor Americano right now, and making
him deliver:”

Driscoll had not figured on what the ob-
jections might be, but he reckoned eome
would materialize.

“But,” eaid Tiburcio, “I'm not doing
it, and why? Simply because I want to
know if you care to escape?’

“W’y,” returned Driecoll, “I'll think 3t
over, and let you know in the moynmg,”
at which lack of confidence Tiburdio was
more hurt than ever.

“What's the use’’ Driscoll objected,
“they’d catch me again?’

“Not if I fixed their horses, and if I
do, will you promise to get out?”

And thus the bargain nhad stood, and

That

<
thus it was fulfilled, though at the last

line to help. ]
“Now,” said the marcnioness, settling
herself for a treat, “I must know. Tame
for me the miracle, explain it. 1 cannot
longer hold my curiosity. But it was
' done it!”
“Weren't they a surprised lot, though

“But the miracle, monsieur! The mir-
acle!”
“Well, it was this way. Being on the

vawning brink—as old Meagre Shanks,
friend of mine, would say—L figuted it
out that lacking in godiiness, I'd try to
get the next best thing.” A

“Please, monsieur!” i

“That I'd try to get a bath.”

“0f dust and mud, for example?”™

At that Driscoll ceased all miracle tame
ing and brushed himself off. But, putting

him back into -his dungeon, one
will recall how he  plotted to
obtain two jars of water. This water

he used simply to soften the hard, sun-
baked adobes. First he hung his coat
over the window. A suspicious guard na-
turally wanted to know why, and Driscoil
appeared at the bars stripped to the
waist. To keep out the cold air while
he bathed, he said, and his teeth chat-
tered. Then he went back to work. He
handled his precious water with desper-
ate economy. He began at the exposed
end of one adobe brick, eoaking it as need-
ed and digging it out with a-chip of earth-
enware knocked off one of the jars. The
wall was two adobe lengths in thickness,
but after he had gotten out his first brick
it was easy, by tugging and kicking, to
tear out the others of the inside tiers
gince luckily shey did mnot dovetail in
with the outer vnes. Soon after he had
an arch-shaped niche in the wall almost
as high as his head when mounted on
Demijohn. The really tedious part re-
mained, and it was an all night job.

To deepen the miche without breaking
through, he had to scrape it out pitce-
meal, wetting the dried mud as he toiled.
He measured carefuliy just how much of
the thickness to leave, because the weed
stalks in the-adobe could mot be trusted
to hold too thin a crust, and also he had
to take care that the water did not soak
entirely through and make a tell-tale blot
on the outside when daylight should
come. It was an infinitely laborious task,
and even with completion at last, there
was yet the question—which wou'd break
first, bone or masonry?

‘But he would learn when he should
dash his herse’s skull and his own against
the shell that remained.  He saddled
Demijohn, filled an empty jar with the
soft earth of his excavations, and waited.
His dramatic appearance at the instant of
the door’s opening was not a coincident.
It was minute calculation. Already
mounted, - he faced the wall, with the
heavy jar pois&l over his head in Doth
hands, his spurs drawn back to strike.

(To be continued.)

Seat of Dominican Government Which Was
Nearly Overthrown ’

Janto
Feb.
have every reason to congrét\ﬂate them-
selves that their capital city was not
brought crumbling down ver their heuds
as a result of the stirring times that cul-
minated in the oyerthrow of President
Morales and the elevation to the chief ex-
ecutive office of General Ramon Caceres,
the former Qutside of
those who played the leading parts in the
chief event few persons here knew of the

Domingo, Dominican Republic,
15—(Correspondence) — Dcminicans

vice-president.

facts, as no publication of them has been
made and the stories circulating through-
out the republic. do not convey an accur-
ate idea of how serious they were.

There were three United States men of
war in the harbor—the Olympia, the Des
Moines, and the Scorpion, and for a time
it seemed as though they would be com-
pelled to train their guns on the city.
Calm courage in the presence of an angry

SarIo Dcnmngo Haxrbor .

mob brought about a peaceful solution at |
a time when bloodshed seemed inevitable. '
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