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lier face had thus it was fulfilled, though at the laet 
j the anxious Tiburcio had called in Jacque-

back to I line to help. .... „
; “Now,” said the marcnioness, settling 

herself for a treat, “I must know. Tame 
: for me the miracle, explain it. I cannot 

will have this river straight to Tampico, j longer hold mv curiosity. But it wa«
. line—exquis—however you have done »■

i say a es. "Weren't they a surprised lot, though :
She turned her horse a. die spoke, „B th miracle, monsieur! The mir- 

whereat he c?taried to remount his own. j aL.|ef*
"I think, sir----- ” she began haughtily. ; ..\Vel 1 it was this way. Being on the
“The road is free.” v,awning brink -as old Meagre Shanks,
"Oh, why have you to be so, su quai- fr:end o£ mine_ wou|d say—1 figuied it 

relsome?” out' that lacking in godliness, I’d try to
“The temptation, I reckon. t the next beet thing.”

'OU really will go back With me ..Vkase. monsieur!”
“I might be going back along about the ..Tlhat j’d trv to get a bath.” / 

same tnfie. Its a public trail. -0l dust and mud, for example”
“Then I will stay, and you must 1 At tha( Driscoll ceased all miracle taw 

will not permit you to go back there an(| bnMllcd himself off. But, putting 
I will see that you do wait here him ba(,k mlo dungeon, one

so long until Lopez has tlie time to start wj]j recau ]low he plotted to 
to Mexico after you. Then' you will be ; obtajn t.w0 jare of water. This water 
behind him Have the HmbJo hold, nged simply to soften the hard, sun 
my bridle. I think I shall take me a rest baked adobeg First he hung lus coat
a little ako. .. . ovtfr the window. A suspicious guard na-Together they sat on a Imge live-oak 1 ted know why, and Driscoll
root and watched the sluggish lanuco ^ at ,he barg gripped to the

°"Xo> hurry now,-’ Driscoll observed waist. To keep out the cold air wue 
comfortably. "Our scarlet -Peered he'went^ck To work. He
C0Y^s,Wa“ &îWwercr tiTht wkhes, handled his precious water with dwpe^ 
years m which to provoke her quaintly ate eepnomy He began at the ^P°6<= 
inflected English, and its quaint little end of one adobe bnck, soaking it aa need 
dips. She h!d learned it in London long td and digging it out witn a chip of eartfa 
before, playing with wee Honorable tod- enyre knocked off one of the jars a 
diets while her father played France’s dip- wall was two adobe lengths m thickness 
lomacy with grown-ups. That accent of but after he had gotten out his first bnck 
here, lihen. was as broad as Mayfair, and u was easy, by tugging and kicking 
to the Missourian doubly foreign, and tear out the others of the inside tiers 
doubly alluring. since luckily they did not dovetail in

"X cannot understand,” she said, “why with the outer ones, boon alter he oaa 
it is flic Dragoons have not followed you an arch-shaped niche m the wall almost 
immediately?*’ as high as his head when mounted on

“Tibbv’s the reason, I reckon. That Demijohn. The really tedious part re- 
Tibby is a deep one.” r,tuned, aud it was an all night job.

She made him explain, aud he told To deepen the niche without breaking 
her. The blackmailing humorist, Tibur- through, he had to scrape it out piece- 
cio. had paid him a visit at his dungeon meal, wetting the dried ntud as he toiled, 
window" during the night. Being chief ] f(, measured carefully just how much of 
witness for the prosecution, Tiburcio tbu thickness to leave, because the weed 
could pass the sentry unchallenged. stalks in the-adobe could not be trusted

“Gome for your money?" "riscoll had t0 bo[d too thin a crust, and also he had 
inquired, and Tiburcio seenie hurt. to take care that the water did uot soak

“VVhut is the matter,” Tiburcio de- entirely through and make a tell-tale blot 
niandod, ’“with pointing a revolver at the op tbc outsjdc when daylight should 
Senor Americano right now, and making come jt wag au infinitely laborious task, 
him deliver:"’ and even with completion at last, there

Driscoll had not figured on what the ob- wag . tbe question—which wou’d break 
jections might be, but he reckoned some ^ • bone or magonry? 
would materialize. Blit he wou]d learn when lie should

“But,” said Tiburcio \ m not doing dash his horse’s skull and his own against 
it, and why ? Simply because I want to ehe], that remained. He saddled 
know if you -are toe^pe- Demijohn, filled an empty jar with the
ove7ay;d?e[Tou knoTtu'the moytng” -ft earth ot his excavations, and waited, 
at which lack of confidence TibuX was »s d-natappearance &

^ —ed, b"d wM

"Not it 1 ‘fixed their houses, and it I heavy jar poised over his head tn lmth 
do, will you promise to get out?” hands, hi, spurs drawn jack to strike.

And thus the bargain Had stood, amd* ,To be continued.)

she said. But the lines in 
vanished.

Missouri girl from the very whites of their 
How lie bad loved to tease her!

’’Clothe», quick! Now hold the stirrup’.”
But Tiburcio was the quicker. Xie bent 

his knee on it she stepped, and up she
i^PedThealarg«ekdap^ranhdtwrtb: **»■ That he should thu. think of M. 

road I clattered girl and horse, ene sway- sister, the while gazing on the one-time 
ing perilously. gilded butterfly—to say the least, it was

It was a hundred yards to the pasture a pertinent comment on the transmitting 
gate, arid as much again to the adobe in- magic thait lurks in/blue floavered per- 

eeide. When her horse rose in his galicp,
she caught glimpses over the wall. The They slowed to a trot.
Dragoons were drawing up before the car- “Monsieur is my prisoner, yes,” said She 
cel. Sentinels tugged at the huge wooden in her wonderfid English, 
door,'and Lopez goaded them on. He saw Hc took the other meaning. “I don’t 
her coming, and would have it over with know—yet,” he returned soberly, 
before she could interfere. He bellowed ^ jallgbed and he realized that he bad 
an order, and the shoot,ngxsquad threw ken aloud.
up their guns at aim. They would not He turned on himself in dismay. "What's 
avait. They would fire on their victim ^ matter wiffi mer he muttered, 
the second the door opewd. The heavy ^ thjnk mongieu „ mld Jacqueline dc- 
oak began to give. tl,a‘ murely,” that I have the guess.”

S3R.--ÏT? isVrss: -y.. w.-r -a«»« -
avail, Yet she pictured the man just,be- don t know myself.
hind. She pictured the door opening. And the same, I wish I knew so well
—too late ! r Dieu, the muskets had volley- my chances for heaven, 
ed already! “But you’re mistaken, I tell you. 1 m

But—what made ' the shots scatter so ? not ! „
Scattered and flurried, they soumled. And “Not what, monsieur: 
no ovonder! She saw a miracle in the do- “In, in w’y, in loa'e. 
ing. It was the most astounding sight of Jacqueline’s laughter was the merriest 
all her life long. StAight through the peal. In the end he half grinned. Little
blank adobe wall, for all its two feet of use trying to convince the tittle witch! He
thickness, she beheld a man on a great- had much to do convincing himself, 
boned yellow home, both man and horse On the farther slope of a hill wherb cof- 
pfunge mid a sudden cloud of dust, plunge ; £ee grew and the giant sheltering banana 
squarly into the tight of day. , hid the road, they paused at a trail that

The dumfounded shooting squab had j croesed fihe highway and around on down 
Blazed crazdy against the half-open door; | boward y,e Panuco river, where tropical 
and for the critical quarter rninu e follow-, eta]jf £or Tampico was transferred from 
ing, their weapons were harmless. Other butT08 to dugout barges. Jacqueline ns- 
Dragoons ran wildly out into the pasture, j t€ned There were no sounds of pursuit 
and as wildly fired at the horseman. Only, M t nor waK there anv one in sight.

of the sentinels had happened to be Maki ’ her mind. she changed to the 
on the side of the magic exrt, but as the h Drigc.0]] fcUtwed, avith a delight in 
solid wall dissolved into a powder^,cl<md ^.g n$w ]eader’hip over him. 
and the 'apparition hurtled past h.m | whm y, ined the river, she stooped
down upon hy head crashed a gigantic, . , .
water jar filled avith earth. He who had, 8^ - ' ^ ))rb.
sympathized avith pagan ablutions the I f ’ Ù deceived no
night before stood now with mouth agape. ! tested. They ma, not be ileceived, no;
toThetamv g<Kl ^ haViD8 a hand in j She'heîd^oiit lier hand. “There, this path, 

Jacqueline .avheeled to Driscoll’s side as you follow jt to Tampico. Good bye. a es, 
he dashed toward her. He was coatless, yes, you have not one minute 
His woolen shirt was open at tbe neck, Driscoll took the tittle gauntieted hand 
the sleeves were rolled to the clboavs. Hie hand readily enough. He saw that tne 
slouch hat avith dust, fluttered against tines of her face were drawn, but her man-

Tier was inexorable.
“How do you like your drees?” he in­

quired.
Had she been on her feet, she would 

have stamped one of them.“Monsieurshe 
cried, “here is no time to observe the re­
plenishment of a lady's wardrobe. Do you 
go? I insist. I wish you bon voyage to 
your own country, monsieur/*

“But its so far away. I reckon I’d bet­
ter rest a spell first. A month or so, 
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, getting stubborn again,

Lege 'pry ing about in aearch of hie hiding starchy mountain heaped high 
place. madam,” ehe replied.

And then there ovae the wüd, bueily “He mai*—" 
dimerous life with Old Joe’» Brigade, "They were made yesterday by eome of 
with that brigade of Mieeouri'e young the ranchero women. Madame will 
firebrand». Once, atre ched on the prairie, look?” _
where he had dropped from exhaustion “Calico! Grand» dieux.
and hunger and loss of blood, the btorih There were two dr trees, one for1 each
Centre awoke to find a Pin Indian stoop- gu-1. The native eeamstreeeee had slyly 
ing over him for hie eca+p. On that oc- taken stock of mademoiselle the day be- 
casion the deft turning of the wrist from fore, only to discover • that a “simple 
the waist outward, avith the stripping of frock from Paris avas a formidable-flu 
the pistol's hammer simultaneously, bad to duplicate. The marchioness smiled, 
enabled him later to restore to relatives | and the maid also. .
certain other scalps already dangling from “But, for example, Berthe, who inspired 
the savage’s girdle. this?”

And now here he was in an adobe with “He did.’’ 
walls two feet thick, and numerous saddle- “He?” „
colored Greasers proposing to shoot him “The American monsieur, of cooiee.
first thing in tite morning! “Oh, the American monsieur, of course!,

“I’ll be blessed damned,” he drawled So, monsieur permits himself to observe 
querulously, “1 object!” thatj need a wardrobe? But you, Berthe,

It was the warrior who spoke noov, and you surely eid not—” 
with him the boy joined hands. They i’Oh, no, madam! I knew nothing, till 
became as one and the same person. The j1Kt now, ivhen the woman brought them.

foe was without. They would The monsieur ordered them yesterday she 
see the through, together, with grim said. And naturally, madame, if he could 
stoicism, with young-blooded daredeviltry. have found better material, I do not 

The door opened, and one of the com- doubt—” 
mon foe, bearing a tray, came within. “There, child. I'll not be reproached by 

“Well, Don Erastus, how goes it?” your even thinking it" necessary to de- 
With a pang of home-sickness the Mis- fend—”
«ourian thought of darkies who carried “And madame will Bec, too, that they 
tniys. avili do nicely.” She spread the frock on

“Juan Bautista, at YT Mercy's orders,” the bed, and began snipping; here and 
the Dragoon corrected him. there with the scissors and taking stitches

“Don John the Baptist then, como le everywhere, “fly letting it out this way- 
whack?” voila, if madame will kindly slip it on?’

“Bien, sen or, bien.” “Berthe, you can’t mean—Oh non-
“Any theory as to what you’ve got sense!” 

there?” None the lets the skirt was passed over
“Y’r Mercy’s supper. The Senor Coro- jmr head, and the maid’s deft fingere kept 

ncl Lopez does not desire that YT Mercy on busily. “And why not?” she talked 
should have complaint.” as she worked, “unless one likes" rags bet-

“Oh. none whatever, Johnny, except1 ter. And who will see? Only men. Poof, 
what I’m- to die of. Set it down, here those citizens do not know percale from a 
on the feather bed.” Parisian toilette;”

There were a feiv native dishes, avith a Jacqueline began to wax angry with the 
botellon of water and a jar of wine. Dris- quiet tyranny of it. She looked at the 

possessed a mind as crooked as his vision, cofi tipped the botellon to his lips. Hie horror and shuddered, then with both
and being crooked, it followed unerringly j avhiskey flask had contained poison, hands pushed the calico to the floor, gath1-
the devious paths of other minds. So,they ! though the poison of ink, and as he drank, ering. up. her oavn fawn skirt instead. It 
had made a tool of him! Rodrigo and he pondered on why water should not be was a rather woebegone fawn skirt. She
iMtirguia wanted the Gringo shot to help an antidote for the poisons that lurk in gazed ruefully at She garment, then down
the rebel cause. And he, Tiburcio of the whiskey flasks. at the blue tioat-ering heaped about her
cunning avits. ha.l just sworn away, not Then he avondered why such fooliph con- ankles. Berthe, kneeling over the areas,
only the Gringo’s life, but the possible ceits at such times persist in shouldering, raised her eyes. The puckered brow of sQ
salvation of the Empire. Coming from death itself out of a man’s thoughts. And her mistress spelled fur5 > tbe maid i 1 . ^
Jefferson Davis, the Gringo with his mis- meanwhile, there stood the precursor of tried not to faugh, ^twhich Jacqueme buy MiL Jack-leen' Race vou to
sion could mean nothing else. Then there his end, in the emblematic persons of a stamped her foot. "Berthe,’ she cried, “onung, Miss Jackleen. Lace you re
was Lopez. Tiburcio did not love this very brown John the Baptist. The fel- “shall I slap you: r They galloped through the gate togeth-
changding Mexican who had red liaif ; low’s gorgeous red jacket was unbuttoned, 'laM out, madam . ^ * y0u’do er. He^as for turning down the road,
Rut what could he the mongrels game?, revealing a sordid dirty shirt. He was avas thinking, what > y b„t she blocked his home with her own.
Why bad he freed Murguia. if not to un- : officer of the guard, and had a curiosity not, wear• it■. ^ a ^nd the flight was stopped,
leash a small terrier at Maximilian s heel? as to how a Gnngo about to be snot Jacqueline &\e h«a gbem tfl “I’m in a hurry just now,” he panted,
Why was he trying the American over would act. He waited clums.ly lan ern enfld, ,^e exrfa.med, you ^eem but made no effort to get by her.
again, if not to poison a friendly mastiff? in hand. But lie was disappointed. There imagine that a • . “Up that ovay!” she cried. “Up that
And why either! if Don Miguel Lopez aeemed to be nothing out of the common “Ou,. madame. I Hunk you can try ^

not seeking to make friends with p]ace. Some condemned Mexican, though on again _now. betufanttv But “But -those pretty boys-” «
the Republic? Or perhaps "he was at heart a monotonously familiar spectacle, avould _ “ ’ . , , d to on^ the magic in “The Austrians? They’ll not stop you,
a Republican. Thus Don Tiburcio, a loyal yct have been more entertaining. . _ Berthe’s fingem Though she pouted over I promise.”
Imperialist, read the linger posts as he Dracoll looked at him over the botellon. effect 7et on her slender “Then it’s our
ambled down tbe crooked path. | That earthen bottle had not left the pns- jn u girl,, don’t faUli”

Yes, and here was Lopez putting on - oner's lips, it had stopped there, poised -t- orderly knocked. He was one of her Jacqueline, waving lier arm, signaled 
the final touch. Here he avas, the traitor, aloft by an .idea. Vustrien escorts come to say that every- the Feathers and ..Furs to make room, and
pronouncing the death sentence, and I “See here.” Driscoll complained, w.a6 ready for departure. She Tibuicio and Ney saw to it that they did.
poor impotent Don Tiburcio gnawing his “where the rest of the water I'm to V* hailed the chance to escape this Man and girl raced through them,
baffled rage, as one would say of a villain.| have?” house of mourning. All night long old , “Wait here, Michel!” called Jacqueline,
The execution was to take place the very] “Of what water, senor?” women" in the death chamber had mum- leaving Ney still with thumb to cap at
next meriting. Ills Majesty the -Emperor> “For my bath, of course. Dont 1 die incantations, and the droning was in salute. Tiburcio gazed after them,
would be asked to approve, afterward. > tomorrow ?” ier eare ^ she ’slept. It avas not nice. Lopez ran across the pasture to the

“Yes, but-—” Because she could not Mot out the inartis- colonnade. His red face avas redder than
“Here, this wine is too new for me. fcbock of ugly mortality, in very self- ever before. Tiburcio sardonically regard- 

Drink it vourself, if you want.”. hate She yearned to get away. The even- ed him. Lopez glared at Ney.
“Many thanks, senor, with pleasure, j More even while she loaned com- “Why aren’t you in pursuit, be dé­

liait a bath? I don’t qnderetand.” mon sense’to the crazed household, even manded hotly.
“No? Don’t vou Mexicans ea-er bathe she pressed down the icy eyehde, “And you, monsieur,

before vou die?” she wondered—obstinately wondered, de- “And I, and I! Who are you to ques-
“We 55end for the padre/’ ^«spite hereeti, What the dead girl could tion^me, t»enorEvery girth haw been

T1 ■ <, I coked round about' “Oh, that’s it. And he\piritually wash- bate ; tl,ought, What she could have- felt. «U! '
1”to ’ ' , „ ; es your sins' ’ away? But suppose you during that one horrid, thrilling second ot Caramba, mi coronel. cried Tiburcio

and above, lie was as a fly m a_ bottle. fd , t vour padre?” flidu downward, and what, : in anticipa- in dismay, you don t say so!
A massive rough-hewn door, jammed The indian shuddered: “Ai, Maria pur- tion of the second after- It avas gruesome, , “And it wiB take ten minutes to tie up
tight, sealed him within adobe avails two . soul would go to everlasting this being always and always the sped»- the cords, while you, you, Senor French-
feet thick. There was one window, cross- tor ÿet Jacqueline knew that, had it man, you stand there, your men mounted
barred, as high as. hfa chin, and' only ..jberg! Xow you can' understand why .been she honeelf plunging from the tower, and ready! Obey me l tell,you!” .
largi enough to frame his head. They had much on ablution. It's absolu- she still would have been that specta- Can t, said Ney doggedly. Against
brought him to the eared, or dungeon, „ - - tor. Too well she knew that she orders. ....
of the hacienda, where peons were con- " . uj Relieved. Like others would have analyzed ovthat she “Orders.' Whose orders: |strained to docility. A avide. masonry /^ct^, be bought Ml Protestants thought and feR. S^ie avould have rated “Of _ Mademoiselle la Marquise, mon-; 
bench against the wall approximated a and none Catholic but a Mexican, even the second before eternity in its de- sieur.
couch, but it was as blocked me. By the , t’b something like John the Bap- (tree as a frisson;' and, no doubt, would Who runs away with a oonnet. A h 
flickering of a lone tallow dip. Dm Dns- * 'verdad tenor ” lie said. "On have been aware of a voluptuous satiety, commander, per Diosk >
coll noted these things with every sense J , ,:.’dav on^e a vear we ,„ust all while anticipating the second after. Jae off came the Frenchman s gauntlet, but 
delicately attuned to strategy. But his. , ’ ‘ hated herself, and she hated too the smart, be paused in the gesture of striking, loo
verdict was unpromising. ! "Quite right too” Driscoll returned ultra-refined life that had brought her to quick at this, and not enough at wits, he

"Tough luck!” he observed. . , “ a _u’.aa „„ through most •*- Hoav many of those past years, or m-lgbc rain her plans.

aSuiSuiraSitdtç stxtirbrs'îsiPis îæ
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'p*S SU^IÎA»-, yj-tiü S S2ST5 SJohn! M J, a ou good o.d scoundr , y - -Datbg for one bjg solemn final one, just Messieurs the Feathers and Furs, as Jac- 
Thc n,gut before, he rememte , before we die. And if I don’t get mine qucline His Majesty's Austrian lm-

the horse bedded • - _> tonight, I’ll be associating with you un- ipeçiaj Guards. When ehe appeared, out
shrived Mexicans hereafter, and that ^leir curved blades. The queenly
would be pretty bad, wouldn't it? It’s jittle lady in blue-flowered calico and a 
what made' me think of my horse there. rAjçjsh Leghorn hat returned the salute 
That horse, Johnny, is heavy on my soul. wjth a smile.
He’s most too heavy to wash away. Ndw, “W^here are the Dragoons, Michel?’ she 
I’m not going to tell you that I actually asked.
stole him, but just tbc same, if a good Ney did not know. But a Mexican with 
man like you would take him, after I’m A crosti eye approached, doffing a sal- 
gone—why, I’d feel that he was washed ver-lcttered sombrero. He had been wait- 
off pretty well.” ing for her, he said. There wae time.

The Mexican’s sympathy grew more Otherwise he would have iorced hid way
to wherever she was.

“Indeed, Signeur Farceur ” said Jaeque-

CHAPTER XXII. — (Continued.) eyes.
He could not help it; ehe was so daintily “Of coursemean to eec you 

your friends,” he explained.
“Merci bien. But you will n<»t

With wrath, with admiration, Driscoll 
faced round on Don Anaetasio. “Oh 
pesky, shriveled-up gorilla!” he breathed. 
He was no longer amzed. This accounted 
for Muvguia’s borrowing his flask the night 
they were in the forest. It accounted for 
Murguii and Rodrigo plotting together i13 
Tampico. But why tel] such things to 
the court? The Missourian was not a fool 
like King Canute, who ordered back the 

"Hurry up,” he said wearJy to 
the waves instead.
hold the tide, anticipation chilled more I 
than the drowning bath itself.

The tide assuredly did not wait. It roll­
ed right on, nearer and nearer. Murguia 
was lifted to his feet. He was remember­
ing- already what Lopez had told him, 
about his daughter and Maximilian, as Lo* 

v pez had said he would. The American s 
easy, stalwart form ip gray filled his blur­
red eyes. Here was a Confederate emis­
sary come with an offer of aid for that 

Such had been Mar- 
guia’s suspicion from the first, and now it 
-moved him with venomous ha-te. Yes, 
ihe would testify. Yes, yes, the prisoner 
haçl ridden out alone at Tampico. V es, 
yes, yes, the prisoner was with Rodrigo 
there.

“But why, Don Anaataeio,” asked Ti­
burcio purely in fantastic mischief, “did 
you bring such a <Ustu*bing man to our 
(happy country?”

“That will do,” Lopez interposed. “The 
Senor Murguia could not know at the 
time that this fellow was Rodrigo s
^“And,” Murguia added eagerly, “I was 

helpless, there at Mobile. The Confeder­
ates could have sunk ray boat, and he 
held an order from Jefferson Davis.”

“What’s that.” cried Tiburcio, his liu- 
mor*"Suddenly vanished. “What’s that, an 
order from Jefferson Davis?”

Tiburcio’s was a new interest, now. He
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CHAPTER XXVy

’ The Person on the Other Horse

had seen -
"howdy as iou»l ats you want, he cried, 
flapping him fondly on the flank, '‘you’ll 
not betray us. That’s been done already.

Driscoll was cavalryman to the bone, 
heartened him unaccountably to

“Yet am I e\ixe of one pleasure,
And shortly, it is this :
That, xvhere ye be, me seemefch, parde,
I 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 horseback ride. The person on the 
other horse made for the difference. Hoav 
the joy of her filled him that nwtant o 
his bursting through the black prison «-all 
into the bright morning of the world, bhe, 
ohe splendid first thing to gladden Ms 
eyes! Could liberty be really so glonous. 
Ravishing horsewoman, she avas coming to 
save him'. He had supposed her on her 
way to Mexico, and ’tavas she whom he 
saw

i SrtïÆb Dcxmirv^o Hajybccr.
'yjSânto Domingo, Dominican Republic, '> 

Feb. 15—(Correspondence) — Demini cans , 
have every reason to congratulate them- i 
selves that their capital city was not 
brought crumbling down qver their liehds 
as a result of the stirring times that cul­
minated ill the overthrow of President 
Morales and the elevation to the chief ex­
ecutive office of General Ramon C'aceres, 
the former vice-president. Outside of 
those avlro played the leading paris in the 
chief event few persons here knew of the 
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 hoav 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 
mob brought about a peaceful solution at 
a time «-hen bloodshed seemed inevitable.

and it -
find bis horse. If, on'v, be could have his 
nistols too! Ever since the Fédérais had 
;.„t. him off from Ins furloughs home,those 
black ugly navies were next to the 
nearest in his affections. The nearest was 
the buckskin charger. And noav, only the 
buckskin was left, which simply made the 
<liiemma more poignant. The condemned 
man gazed critically at the avails, the 
raftere, the ground, and shook bis head. 
-Supposing a chance for escape, could he 
bring himself to leave Demijohn behind 
He got his pipe to going, sat down, and 
frowned ruefully at the candle.

“I don’t want to be shot!” 
out suddenly, with a plaintiff twang. 
Then be grinned. Thy oov still in him 
had prompted the absurdity. And the 
rought warrior had laughed at it. Boy 
and warrior faced each other, either sur­
prised that the other existed. The boy 
flushed resentfully at the veteran’s cop- 
témptuous grunt. His eyes still had the 
■boy’s naively inquisitive greeting to the 
world before him. Next, quite abruptly, 
the warrior knew a bitterness against him­
self. If he could, but once, whimper as 
the lad about lo be soundly strapped! He 
took no pride in his irony, nor in his hard­
ened indifference to the visage of death. 
How far, how very far, had the few past 
years of s-rife carried him from the 
youngster who used to gaze so eagerly, so 
expectantly, out on life!

First, he was home from tbe Univer­
sity, from the pretty, shady little Mis- 

town of Columbia. But the vaca­
tion following he spent in bloodily help­
ing to drive the Javhawkere back across 
the Kansas tine. And soon after, when 
the fighting o, ened up officially, and his 
State, at the start, had more of it than 
anv other battle ground, how many hun­
dreds of times did his life bide by the 

throw of Fate? During one cruel

keen.
“But the other sins.” Driscoll added, 

“they'll need water, and a great plenty, 
too.”

- Juan Baut ista avas feeling the buck­
skin’s knees. Driscoll longed to choke 
him, but instead, be drove again at the 
wedge. “Another thing, I’ll liaae to ]eaa-e 
my money behind.” He mentioned it casu­
ally, but bis breath stopped while he 
waited for the elffcct. The guard straight­
ened. D'mijohn’s knees seemed to be all 
right. He took up the tray, and opened 
the door, yet without a avord. 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 joyful gasp, “this is for, 
for godliness on’y.” •

“One jar, senor?”
“Bless me, no! Two big ones, bigger’n 

a barrel.’’
With a parting glance at Demijohn, tbe 

guard stole forth to gratify the heathen’s 
avbim. „

“I’ll give him enough to buy a horse, 
Driscoll resolved.

1line.
She .recognized that most sinister ot 

jokers, Don Tiburcio. He avas eyeing her 
narrowly, and there was a vigilance in the 
baleful gleam, as tHough of i.i.e he might 
have been deceived by his felloavmen.

“But,” he coolly proceeded, "only a 
feiv minutes are left now.”

"My good man. whatever are you talk- 
about?”

And after the few minutes, ave’ll have 
to invite Your

mI
amfirst of all. _.

And noav, she rode beside him. 1^ e. 
two”, thev were riding together alone. 1M’ 
smell of "the avild free air of the universe 
thrilled them both with an exquisite reck- 

„j. Vague, limitless, subtle in mys- 
terv, the seduction of it avas ineffable. Out 
of the corner of his eye he peeped at her. 
But aaasn’t she perched entrancmgly on 
■that dragoon saddle, wasn t she, tlioug

coils of burnished copper

he burst

wmg leie-ness
ihe shooting. I came 
Mercy.”

“Shoot whom':”
‘'There is but one prisoner. '
"You mean ,Senor Murguia? The Am- 

was acquitted. I believe.”
“It’s the other way.. scnorita. They tçerting in their suggestion 

were both tried oaer again, and them, the wealth. If they would but fall about net 
American avas condemned.” shoulders! And the lace trom the s an.

“Mademoiselle,” ejaculated Ney, you jng hat brim, and the velvet patch near 
ate deathly—” the dimple—the vela-et patch called

“I am not!” Jacqueline protested furi- 6l£6;n. And—what d css was that? Fl°w- 
ously. “It’s the powder.” j vrt-d caliaao? Yes, and light blue. Ill»

But Berthe knew better. Her mistress I t burned as of one surprised m
used it not, for a.U the roguish freckles crime but tbe 6elf-postessed young w< man 
on her nose-tip. Tiburcio, too, avas sans- beredf obi,viou5. So was it this, a
tied as to her eudden pallor. She would b]ug flowered gmvn, that made her so sud- 
save him tbe American, he decided. Your dmj tangjb]e_ feo tangible and maddening? 
Mercy had best hasten,” she urged her q,bg haughty Parisienne of imperial courts 
frankly-. , . ,, ^ .. aa-as gone. In fact, she had become so dis-

Jacqueline ran to tbe end of the portico, jra(,ti )y tangibic that—well, he didn t 
from' Where she 7*“ "?*. know. But a lump got into his threat.

platoon of red jackets were ^ ^ a M- ri girl; this moment.
And there came to him the vision of o-ne, 
of a Missouri gill molding biscuits, pat­
ting tlieni, and her arms avere bared, in a 
simple piquancy just tike Jacquelines now. 
He even saw the* pickaninnies in tlie shade 

outside, woishiping the real

f

The richly heavy
had loosened, and they were very discon-

of flowing• nca n GoveriNnherOr Palaj^e rrx ■ Saixto Dojrxirt^c Cl'O'

CHAPTER XXIV.

The Man Who Did Not Want to be Shot.

Foiiri

“A hor*e and a man 
Ik more than one,
And yet not many."

» --Taming of the Shrew.
“Now- Berrhe—why. what in the world 

—” Jacqueline lieaun.
It way her second morning to awake in 

the hacienda hoiuse, and the little Bre­
tonne triuucd into her room under a

witnin, a
ing toward the cancel. f

“That gcoundrcl lx»ptv.!"’ exclaimed H- 
l>urcio, “he ha* advanced the time on 
us!”

Only for au instant did Jacqueline wring 
her hand*.

"Michel vour noise! «die cried. “Quick;

next
winter month he had 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 
tbe reed*?, onlv to see the merciless Red

of the porch
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rtorkll cough: ilds, irrüglàion of the throat.Always safe, pleasant .and 
The Baird Company’s

ild CherryWine of Tar, HmyX J
will give rest and comfort to the steeples*/ 
promptly relieved. At all dealers in met^Em

Bronchial and asthmatic coughs are 
The Baird Co., Ltd., Proprietors.
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