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had sifted up from Texas way an' could
paddle a mile in under hier saddle-girths in some-
thin' like two minits. As 1 say, he sat watchin'
that scene, kind o' quiet like, an' takin' in the fact
that old Big Sun wasn't doin' any wht(opin', but jus'
sittin' low ini the saddle an' hangin' onto that girl's
heels like a jack-fly hangin' onto a sick steer. They
were plum out o' range by this tinte, an' were makin'
a movin'-picture on their own account. For Big
Sun had his knife in his hand, nîost realistic-like,
an' 1 reckon he'd left the rest o' them broncos 'bout
a mile an' a half behind when Spider kind o'
'shifted in bis saddle an' caught up bis reins. I
could see he 'd been axwonderin' if old Big Sun
weren't jus' a trifle too earnest-like in that par-tickler chase. An' in 'bout two minits we weren't
debatin' none 'bout it, For plain as your hand we
could ste that Redskin varmint push up alongside
the girl an' grab for that temptin' cloud o' flyin'
hair. 1 reckon shec must have caught sight o' that
Injin's face, an' seen thc knife in his hand, the
way she began to pour the leather onto that cayuse
o' hers agin, an' tried some desperit to break away.
'Bout ail PBig Sun got was a handful o' hair, tore
clean out o' the girl's head.

"It weure mighty clear air that day, an' *when
Spdrseun that he handed me over the field-
gassan' said: 'Jus* bang onto these for me a

init, Ike!' sez he, 'bout the same's though he was
ithînkin' o' takin' a chew.

"I've heard a heap o' tall talk 'bout greased liglit-

ini an' such like, but 1 reekon greased lîgghtnin'
wasý a ordnary way-train along-side the some
spcel style Spider shot out over thenm plains. An'
il (.n it was a noo an' unexpectc(l kind o' cbase, for
'% xe could sec that plum locoed oli Injin was headin'
the girl off out into the open prairie, soute artful.
An' 'bout that time, too, this yere Noo York tender-
foot seen there was goîn' to be a littie privit scalpin'-
party 'fore white folks could interfere. An' 1 allow
lie weren't doin' a heap o' douiblin' up 'bout that
special minit.

6TP HE N .%e seen that Iocoed old Inj in ride tip inch
A)_ byich an' grab for the giîrl once mnore. An'

this time lie pullcd away 'bout one haîf her ridin'-
skirt. Then hc crawlcd up on lier agin, blood-mad,
strainin' neck to tail, creepin' up inch by inch, an'
Spider's pinto 'bout a good haîf mile bebind. \Ve
seeon thiat Injin's arm go out-so-an' feel for a

godhold on the girl's back hiair. WNe seen hini
drop his, bridie rein an' the other hand go up, an*
the girl tearin' an' pullin' an' wrenchin' to git free;
an' the two ' thunvii swayin' an' rusini' on at a threc-
Iinit clip a],l the time this is goin' on.

1Te seen Spider pull up short on a hogback,
and knwdwhat was a-commn'; 1 kind o' held my
bruath, not misdoubtin' Spider none, but jus' realizin'
he %ws tryin' a uncommon ticklish bit o' wing-

sot'.But Spider neyer was a slouch with a gun,
1 nînst allow. 1 j us' watched tbat little puff o'

'~îk'dri ft away froin his Winchester, an' tien let

"'y eye travel on, a littie scarey, mebbe, to where
l'd seen that crazy Injin an' that white woman a
ininit back racin' neck an' neck through a gopher-
town.

"An' 1 seen there was jus' one figger left ridin'
on. Big Sun's boss was canterin' off to the Fast
with a elnpty saddle, an' Spider was a-lop,.'-' out
slow toward the woman, somne cautious and timid-
like.

'Bout twenty minits later Spider brung ber
in. Ife xvas lea(lin' ber winded cayuse by the
bridle-rein, 'bout six feet ahead o' her, an'
sayîn' nothin'. Shc'd been havin' a bit of a cry
on the way back, and been tryin' to tell Spider
what sbe tbougbt o' him. But Spider kept pushin'
on ahead o' ber, unconîrnon red in the face. He
seemned to be drinkin' in distant landscape some
anxious, an' kept gîttin' hotter an' biotter an' mop-
pin' the swcat o' shame out o' his eyes.

"He was 'l>out as red 's a boiled beet when we
rode o)ut to mecet 'cmu, an' 1 seen something was sure'noulgb wrong. lEven the girl weren't understandin'
that qucer actin' o' Spider's. But in 'bout two shakes
of a lariat-en(I 1 was onto jus' what was a-cuttin'
hini up tbat cruel style. This yere girl had 'bout
a foot o' ridin' skirt tore off, an' quite unbeknowin',
1 reekon, was sbowin' an inch an' a haîf o' well-
turned ankle!

"An' if you'd a-knowed Spider 1 allow you'd
understand his feclini's miebbe sonte better'n l'mr
layin' 'cmi out to you now !"

T the( request of ,,y friend , Bruce C:arrinig-Aton), Jr., and the lady soo;n to becomne bis
Wife, I berewith unireservedily give to thte
Public tht dectailed( accouint of thecir recent1aaZing ami horrible e xperience. The sensational

gUesses and wildly distorted balf-truths appearing
uncasiglyin certain New York yellow journals

have maV'ethis course a bitter nievessity. As to theinatter contained in the narrative-andf the plainbaldIness of myi style should1( makec it sufficiently
evidlent that wblatever of the "flesbi-creelpiig" enters
inito it, eniters only becauise 1 have becen unable teexclude it-I 1 wn as 1 set it downl that 1 find niiyself
rvady to doubt miy own saniity. That the "decvil-
bought" soul of a Fmshaplmitrshould be
able to reach out fromn the Middle Ages and set adead handl upon a Harvard graduate in the first
year of the twenitieth cenitury is, 1 confess, somie-thing wholly impossible and incredible. 1indeed,'only the fact that for yvars 1 have knovn Carrinrg-
ton for une of the muost cool-bie.aded and least credu-
bous of youing New Yorkcrs could induce me to have
anything to do with bis story at aIh.

I.

F ROM the time his ora tde itoue i
hobby. 1 hlroughout bis law course at Hlarvard hie
was constantly ransacking both the college and theBoston library for everything bearing uipon the sub-ject; and every bar written by the old monkish crn-
posers seemied to have an irresîstible fascination
for him. In fact, when lie graduated and entered
the office of bis father's finm, it is probable that he
was more familiar with canons and fugues, couinter-
point and Gregonian chants than he was witb Coke
and Blackstone. And that suimmer of 1901 he had
definitely made up his mmid to spend bis holidays
among the fanions musical libraries of Belgiumii and
Northerni Italy, wben a letter f rom bis chuni Kep-
pel suddenîy turned bis tyts froni tht Continent and
sent himi te Canada instead. Keppel was werking
up his "PIi.D." in tht great Parisian libnary, the
Bibliotheque Internationale, and the postscript of
the letter read-

"B3y the way, old maxn, if youi're stili as big an
old-music crank as ever, something 1 came on the
other day otight to interest youi migbtily. It seems
that wben Louis XIV. took Liege in 1659 and nifled
the abbey, lie sent thtc whole cl'oin library over to
bis Sulpi 1cian f avounites in Quebec, and there's noth-
ing te show that it was ever returned. Is any sucb
collection known to you? if net, why don't you go
and look it up?"

By ARTHUR-E. McFARLANE
It certainly was floi known te Carringtonl, nior inbis knowledge te any other "uld-miusic cnank." Itwas tht heginning of tht Junle bot spe Il; the lawbusiness was dead, and tht Carrington miansioni on

Madi(isoni Avenue a seven-timnes hieatedl furnace. Onthe following Mond(ay tht youing fellew wvas oit f >r
Canada.

Fr(om the beginniing tht Sulpician fathers ýNere
kidesitself. "Thy ere mlost bigbly hionured

that M. Carrinigtoni shonldl bave cerne aIl tht way
fromn New% York tu sec thecir librar>'. Tht>' believed
it didl contain a large numbher of o]ld mutsical min-
scripts, thoughi tbey hiad neyer dont any-tbing te-
wardl sorting and arnaniging thymii. But, miost lun-foriunatel>', their father superior was just at that
timie on a visit te thecir brethren in Montreal, and(
--thty regretted it txceedlingly,-they could not ad-
mit bio te their library witbuut bis authorit'. Hte
nuight return almnost any day. Could] net M. Car-
rinigtoni %vait? And if hie conld, wvould lie net belpi
bilistlf te pass the tume by mnaking use5 of their
organs? In the outsidle chapel attacbed te their
founldation tht>' had two wbich tht mlusicians of tht
cit>' had bten pltased te praise net a littît. Until
the father superior should retuirn, M. Carrington
mullst luuk uipon themi as bis own."

Ht accepted their kinidly and niovel bospitalit>' as
freely as it was proffered, and for tht next few
dlays hc was in and ont of tht littît chapel again and
againr. The big oriel ongan was a revelation of
swelling strengtbi and billowy harmonies, And thtý
smaller ont, perched bigb in the loft opposite, made
up in sweetncss what it lacktd in power. Tht young,
New Yerker and Father Laurence, tht Sulpician
organist, wene seen tht best of fniends. Often in
tht aftenoon wlbtn vespers were ever tht latter
would take tht langer instrument, and Cannington
tht ether, and for a long heur tht>' would play in
unisen, or in a kind cf antiphional, musical conver-
sation.

Thus it was that wben, ont eveing, Carrington
entered the chapel andl feund the big organ rollingits melodieus tide tbreuigb tht dusky aisles, he slip-
ped quietly upstairs in the darkness, and jeinedbum on the smaller instrument. Ht had neyer heard
the fathen play se brilliantly before. lIn turn tbey
set variations on each other's themes, and then as
challengingly improvised on each otber's variations;
and every moment Cannington feund it harder te
follow tht flying fingens ot tht old Sulpician. At
last, eutmastered royally, he struc a wailing dis-

cord of unconditional surrender, and stopped play-
ing. Froni tht obscurity uf the other loft he wastrnswýered by a startled shrîek of mingled frigbt and
amusement. Ht rant wonderingly downstars. lisantiphionist desctnded in a pantic. Even in the
chapel glooml she was a vision of soft and radiant
b)eàtty.

WVith one voice they broke into the saine explan-
ation : each had nuistaken the other for Father
Laurence. She, ton, together with tbree or fourother nlusicians of the city, enjoyed tht freedomn oftht organs. She, too, had often played against theskill of the revercnd organist ! Tht>' both wentinto a common burst of badly smothered laughter,thoughi aIl tht time tht girl was biting ber lips inan attempt te sober berself to a proper decorum.

Wýhtn tbey turncd a minute later tbey foundrather Laurence himself standing in the doorwaybehinid tbem; and, if anything, hbe was enjoying thesituation more than either of themn. But he camehastily te tht rescue and introduced theni. "Mlle.La Shelît, permit.me te prescrnt M. Carrington, afamnous, musical scholar of New York, Monsieur,madL(emnoiselle is tht daughter of our neighbour,
Colonel 'La Shelle, who, though' bc is net of ourfaith, is our very dear friend. The Colonel is, likeyourself, an American, a distinguished engineer ofNew, Orleans. But for five years now tht barbourwork be is.doing for us bas made him our fellow-citizen, and we could well wish te keep bum for-
ever." He oitdrver the greensward. "Betweenhis nanîonand ur chapel there is, as yon sec,neither hedge nor wall, and mademoiselle bouoursns by permitting our brotberbood toi previde berwitb a second music-roum !"

Tbey chatted witb tht smniling father for a fewminutes longer; then, witb Miss La Shelle's per-mission, Carringten walked with ber across tht lawnto tht lamp-lit corner of ber father's long French
veranda,

'IL
WV HEN, an bour afterward, tht young fellowStook bis leave tht world was changed fprbun If ever a man bad recognized the "one we-ni" at tht first meeting of the eyts, it was trueof bum. And with tht girl, too, the feeling was neless intense and ovtrwhelming. It seemed to'thenithat semehow tbey had known each other from thebeginning of tbings. When they parted they gazedinte each utber's eyts in a kind of mutual W'~onder-ment. And that night Carrington dreamed that tbey
were again in tht ehapel organ-lofts building uptogether a world ut glonious harmonies, And whei


