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THE SATURDAY GAZETTE, S1-. JOHN, N. B.6
They led the’ horses ont of the wood 
through a length of fence thrown down. 
Jiber brought out a buggy with a fine 
black mare before It. Chisel led out a 
stout bay cob and leaped lightly into the 
saddle.

“Get in,” said the parson.
I stepped in—took the reins.
He whispered to Jiber, then he jumped

beyond Brame’s to-night. Tour horse Ta...... JL bright glare flashed in my eyes I A
tired, too. Look how he hangs back." crash in the bushes—the mare shied and 

“But I've got to go home. Nell’s all plunged. A man’s form, dimly seen, was 
alone.” hanging by her bits. I struck my heels

“Then yon better leave the money with in her flanks, drew my pistol—fired. The 
me.” mare was plunging wildly; I was blind

“No, no, square, I ain’t going to get with the glare in my eyes—I missed. I 
you into any trouble like that. And, be- felt myself grasped from behind, drawn 
sides, I’m going to town with it in the heavily backward. I felt the mare going 
morning. I won’t lose sight of it any- from under me. I kicked at her furiously "WUl you ever be done collecting, way* _flung the pjatol at her head as I fell

unh T 1.™, Well t think Till tret. “Well, Prent, if you won’t do that, I’ll she snorted and plunged, made one great,ï teU you what’ Put UP Drlver at my frightened leap high in the air, flung the
* bouse- rn put your saddle on to my roan fellow that held her heavily into the fence, 

“You’re‘foolish to mare’ Skylark, and she’ll take you that and shot away up the hill.
talk so I wish you were well out of the mae® in forty-five minutes easy. Slip As I fell the light glanced one side fromtaiKSO. iwisn you were were uul ui me that package under the seat here. You mv face and who

“Pshaw Nelil”he answered, “there’s gc‘ on to. Dhriv" la 6,0w'. ™ he!d mo full and plain. Tall and light
no danger’ I’d like to leave it in Bath & SP* ^?tmd b7 Big Pines and come in on made with small, white hands, pale 
Westbury’s safe in Caramore, but Bath face black, silky side board and'
told me yesterday they wouldn’t have any m?f ’ un,™ nm ta tache, keen gray eyes, thin lips and per-
more. There’s been a safe robbery down fect tecth’ lonS halr- elossy and ietwest, and they’re afraid. I don’t blame T,mG££d’t 1}Lw black' He was dressed in fine black cloth,
’em, though." ïm h1*? “ y<?a ai,n t the cleverest old linen spotless and unruffled, and a high

“Where are you going today?" trump that s going. , silk hat. I saw the light glance from his
“I’m going south, through Dixon and thz.,0h' fn soap 8 Caeap' Prent" Hone o polished boots, from a diamond ring on 

Camthorp to Shore, and then west by the ”* 801C' ... his hand! He had a cigar in his ffionth.
sonth country road to Seaville and Plum- nPhls bo”® *Bd skurried There was no passion or excitement in his
ley, and then home by Caramore. It is a a^y the saad', Brent came face. He looked as cool, as fearless, as
long pull, but I haven’t much work to do, î™?ng hmf n°w; th® land was much devilish as ever I hope to see the face of 
and I guess Driver’ll do it by dark.” better; the sand and scrub pines and oaks man, as he dragged mo back and threw

He got up from the breakfast table and Stn m£r hand","hire” anltoere Z^t the 8round-beM me down by the

1>r“Wdl, doK'rash, Prent." Bm’s' ^h ^will yotx!’*
“Oh, I’U look out. Don’t you fear, tondng 08 to the toft He htid J did ”ot fl8ht. The mare was off with

Good-bv Nell" tracks rarmng oa to tne iert. ne neid thetnoney. I knew there were two others
She raw him ride brown Driver through Str?lgh^ on a,mileV ov®r the Maddon hills, at hlind- t wa8 anarmed, 1 knew they 
one saw nim rioe orown unver tnrougn and so down to where the road ends at the mnld nuiet me ouieklv enough I knewthe^gate and trot awa, down the south broad middle pike. Then west half a mile Shat tl^ wYite Iruel ?a8» al^ve nm 
At" 12 Prent rode out to Shore and held t? tb® ^tUe ot. Bilmdre, with wouid kill me without remorse if it came

hewradtia^dTo Æome byShe courtyard at the left Herame up. with his dark lantern in his hand. He
v X. y v 1 get nome oy oarx ne “How do, Prent?” fee called, in his loud, „ «lonohed black hat was rounhlrBhould have been at Caramore by half cheerv voice “Glad to see ve Whcra v’ Y°re sioucnea DiacK nat, ^as rougmy«net 4 The snn was low on Three Pine ?neerJ volce; _uiaa to see ye. w nere y dressed—altogether a commoner, rougherpast*. 1 ne sun was low on i nreeiane bound now? Been rather givinVifc to m„n tlinn the other with a eunnintr

hills when he rode up to Bath & West- Driver ain’t ve? Have him rubbed down man, . U, tne „ n a ,cun“m»f
ECStdrS anThl were se veraUdlers^hangin g about with^îs
hands at the stove There were several idlers hanging about, thief. He lighted an open lantern and

«_evenin’ Broom ’’ said Bath Broom took his cue. He said nothing set It on a stone. The third robber crawled'
t,- ... tk, about the roan mare. up out of the bushes and etones wherelil S “Well, square, guess I will come in a the mare had thrown him. The others.

S^heMnd hta blt’" he 8ald- called him Chisel. He wore a cap and a

b.* Æ'ïÿrr’“ “• sssr
ï,“;s’SïïsasSi Ksr ,“M’*"dlra*l"*’"F-1?1 ^-‘-r««r*rs-the better for von ” „ ................ , , He seemed younger than either of the“Why whlva' to pay now, Bath?" baHnto^nlne™. 8 ** others-not stont, but, lithe and quick as
88 “mfre was two regular snorters stonned tbe,'^L? den’t like “ u was only a minute’s time from the
at Jto Crktottie ^tigh^ Thev COM the k>oksof thlngsatalL There’s been a first flash till I was lying quiet on my 
ht Jdifl-erent a nu stranger here to-night in a buggy. He back in the road, with that white faced,
Sther”! til aTfire’t b,^ goWerv thkk WM dressed to the best; had a beaver on, jeweled devil holding me down, and the 
tiore the tight ^'out TL Sst ono oah “‘hers kneeling by us. They ctiled him
gave his name as William Paddlebox, and Dars0ns don’t cin’allv sit in hotel narlors caUcdr1 thf

bLT LMt dTW? °f branrdy h0Tfc “Chisel,” he said-his voice was clear
low in here pretended he was agent for a don’t like it Prent ” ^US n°W* *&7 calm--<‘Chisel, hold the laatOT.
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wtoht tobesnMd, Broom," Btih ,F ", ?• f”'; 1 "PI—- B™, -1»» «”

MiImwhmI . » « grisly phantom comes quite close—when
WtiViktol"totod*on Mstatotow" Br^rnr'‘' he,^k" h-d'blMtin^ toUth

""sa? s,5?.r.uKt;x„....

’Ls “*Xl ™STÎ.di.„“ ” »» P" » Do.’tBtop tot (or mto orderil till ,ou’to H, l«»i=d Ms bold. The Mo» ol 
‘‘No gness not ” sava Prent “Got to ÎKÎ6 ^.ome". H any one tries to stop you the flying mare had died away over the 

rn ” t’ 7 P t' G t to drive her at him and fire. If anything hills. I had not $5 about me. I toy
“Gotog to take them ten thonsan- Ben toThe’UtotogthemmTv tomcat gahe auita 8tUb Tbe Parson tbor/

Bath’s got in his safe o’ your’n?" ^‘n b ® U bnng tbe m0ney to mo U ahe oaSblj. He took my pocketbook, took
“Bath hasn’t no ten thousand nor ten “%ow ^ down and Mt. rll have the 'he money and ^re,w awayhtho J™*-

cents of mine," said Broom. mare reind in fi^e ^tinnt^’" HiS f.aCl grew>rri5le?? ,wh,en ,6
He went nut and started nn The sun , j v nve ftinutes. gan to be convinced that I had not thewas set. He had tinete^ miles todo yet. whim?^1 Old Brame bonds about me. He pulled off my boots,

He kept Driver gotog smaraiy, though he u55ko "care Prent and remember exatr^ned th® hnmg ot my cap^ He gave
began to lag a little with ms long day’s Hell" ’ ’ d ^ np the search. He turned to Jiber.
tramp. The road lay north, throngh level “Good night, square,” I ctiled and ‘‘Could he have thrown away the pack-
Ks^bo*SdiSm2todemdd th? todrk°^6 onr° HUW r^d™^ “bidn,t thr0W aWay n0thin’ artOT 1 

growth. Tl^road is a single wagon track blinked him ’cept it was his shooter,”
ent down through the thin rofaoe soil to toeast aM onarter inhnt limb and an=wered Jiber, doggedly.
^hth6nWhite’T1^kdrPH8?nd UDdT ^Tlo«» .to^Md°^mqtiankd ^etT’11!^ 0'
Broom keptThis horse ^£t a sttody °^ei trotted?” stounlv'down^the^ike1' he He spoke as he might to a dog he had 
urging him now and then a little Itider. î?î i'5?» ** kicked. That woke the devil in me. I
M would be looking for him now, and i^artiv^ch^rurLitu’hr 1»7 -till and glared back at hlm. I saw
eighteen miles with a tired horse between brokTher upSave her^er'ïld She M1," Set ^ h61”66" ^
them yet. Four miles of the same mo- „hnt awav north liks a flight t inJ thm white lips.to^L1wïSt stoS of ?hW.a^r™thoef ^ded h"- kePtth«hit to her^month and "^here ’ Mm^id^^hero is the

mon^here' h0 “id-

roming^west^nd^rerentiysawi^roU^n 5

rod stop It’moved off, hissing and clang- lonelytoeISd, toS t^”6 ^^overoed"^!™ burned 

track,Uhe hailedby”Pman he knew. * meadow^8and*pwtrn^lS ‘up t^tin ?way', IIesP°ke to chisel nParti thcn he
‘ Heestop^°and toe m^n’’came out. ' Î^SiSp^" Sam6 T Y^^’s-his-rranre,” he
* “Lookhere, Broom,” he said; “half an n’e^Twas J^otif nto^ now nn on the mn’ h l m r n ® i® a

ss.*«i,«s » trg-jpssr irr^r^TtirriS“Half nast six Brammerlev ^ten miles NeP Sicklefleld. I thought of her woman in that house to-night, and she’s
watching for me, anxious enough, I knew, a handsome little woman, and she’s all

west on tne une. It was addressed to I whistled to too mare. She leaped to it alone.”
H“P?entaisi0'Brmmre^inh?ii=<. thronol, Key1?'and we whirled along, down the He saw me shudder. I had forgotten
C—— atxiut 7^r<Ten him t hit Dotitc louS .m^othat skirts round Kinnel hill Nell for one moment. He went on-
r ' 5SPut *\ 181 Uon t and the Elder swamps, on again north
beyond Brame s to-night. ovor Harmony flats, till we struck the hills

ÎX1!88,6/^?ed A Fr> a a8ain at Nine Mile rock, on the Jorum
“I don’t; know what it means. Good ,.Qa(j

tight, Taxlow, I’ve got fourteen miles he- go we hdd on through the. Brandon 
tore me. hills, keeping toe long, low, flying lope.He rode on keepmg Dnver well up to Leaving the ^ the road dips down
Brame’s taveriqSve miles of the same lmnnthrea<lle htt?low’ ?trai8ht’
dreary waste around and the same clog- smooth mile, through thick, dark woods 
ging sand under foot. The road bent of hickory anfl *oak. I felt a little anx-
nmre to the west now; itwas fast growing nô”j?3t t^^a7onf 2uld cboose to

Two miles short of Brame’s he caught ^id,e on ,a ,dar,k n,gp.v with $20,000 in
sight of a wagon also going north. He ““l08 an? boada: I tapped up the mare,
pushed the brown ahead to overtake it, ?fd "0 ,t?Svfd ,do,wn, <be slope and into
and coming up recognized the sturdy per- bla?k ®hade; S1,G was a brave
son and gray hair of the stont old squire J?®”6 ™e2.e,or t,ra™ÇGd> tl-at- fiery 
himself. The squire was a fast friend of ™5?| 1 let the rem hang
Prent’s, and he was glad enough to see edeul3le(l hee neck, sprang out,
him ioctdne home and gaUoped fierce as fire. I kept a keen

“Hold up; square," he ctiled. What’svnur hurrv?’ ’ * pains. It was dark as the pit in that
7 “WhoaBiil," answered toe squire, in flf Evï™ ft Once out of
his hearty voice. “WeU, now, if it ain’t n o ‘d, I?6 fear'
Prent Broom " There were only two miles of the open

B„, .« LX.Ï*,1ÏS5

“I want some advice, square," he said. iSÎ ^a^vhi0 fbln
^rL^riTtoil'v^uwLt^nT866 ‘‘ o,! we sLck aslight Tent-toe

™ , „U îeU y,° foot of our HUbury hills. A minute
“ ‘Don’t ’ " m0re Bnd W6 ahOU*11 1)6 cl®ar of the Woods,i°^d toat’l and saf0’ 1 telt the ground 8t6ePen und"

well, that s good ^ gkylark slackened her pace. The
road was steep before us; I had ridden 
her hard, up hill and down. I felt safe 
now. I didn’t care to urge her. She 
labored up the ascent, breathing quick 
and hard.
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“Drive on,” he said.
“Not if that man stops behind.”
“What do you mean? Look here, 

young man, I’ll have no trifling. How 
can he go when you have his place? Jiber, 
make straight for the castle. Tell the 
king. If we’re not in by 7 come to the 
cave. The word’s ‘Mavoareen.’ Now, 
sir, drive on, or I’ll drive you home.”

“Get up,” I said.
I knew what I had to do. I made my 

plan. I sent the black mare down the 
road at a swinging gait She was a beau
tiful mare—coal black, graceful, spirited, 
yet nowise nervous or flighty. I never 
saw a better to trot and endure. She
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took a long, smooth, rolling stride, with
out jerk or break, never spurting or flur
rying, except at any steep rising ground, 
which she always took with a short, quick 
charge below, and passed with a strong 
swing. After a mile or two he spoke:

“How quick can she make it?"
“Seventeen miles? Two hours.”
I knew she could do it in half an hour
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less.
He looked round—a sneering, scornful 

glance.
“I’ve driven her tine miles .to half an 

hour. Shake her out."
“1 quickened her pace. We made a 

four minute gait on the levels. He leaned 
back and smoked his cigar. I watched 
him askance. Yon could read no more to 
his face than in this blank page before I 
scrawl it over. Chisel galloped the bay 
close behind.

“Cart you strike the Caramore road 
Without passing Brame’s tavern?"

“I can."
“How much farther?’ ’ >
“Half a mile longerto the Ocean road."
"Doit, then.”
I couldn’t have asked for a better 

chance. The straight road to Caramore 
runs past Brame’s door. You would 
strike the Ocean road at Bradley’s, four 
miles north of Caramore. By turning off 
to avoid the squire’s, you must take the 
Liudesley road, which is half a mile 
longer to the Ocean road, but strikes it 
ten miles northeast of Bradley’s at Look
out hill.

Wetook the Lindesley road, sweptaway 
east, the black mare trotting smooth and 
square, the bay horse galloping close be
hind. We had toe wagon cover up; the 
parson leaned back in his corner and 
smoked. When one cigar burned short 
he lighted another and smoked on. I 
did not turn my head or eyes, but I 
watched him all the while. Though 
he appeared so careless, I felt that he 
watched my every motion. I saw that he 
knew nothing of the roads. I made up 
my mind how I should drive, and drove 
on steadily. I knew that any hesitation 
would betray me. I took every turn and 
comer as certainly as if I had been driv
ing my own brown Driver home, instead 
of this wild robber’s race across country, 
with that lie faced, fine clothed villain for 
my companion, and the end of the jour
ney less than an hour off, but God alone 
knew what or where!

We sat and whirled on in silence. 1 
kept the mare at a steady, rolling pace, 
never slackened for rise or descent. As 
we skirted round the base of Lookout hill 
and turned south at Kerrimain mill, he 
took out his watch, knocked the ashes off 
his cigar and held the spark close to the 
crystal. It was 11:30. We curved round 
to the east and turned the corner sharply 
to the right.

“Is this the Ocean road?”
“Yes.”
We bowled away down it. I had my 

mind made np. At Browner’s Fork the 
Shore road splits off and bends west. The 
angle at the junction is so sharp, the two 
roads so nearly alike, that no stranger 
could say which was the straight road and 
which the branch. When we came to the 
fork I held the mare’s head west and took 
the road to Shore. He seemed to doubt 
me here. He put his head out and looked 
down the other road. Turning again, he 
eyed me keenly. I chirruped to the mare 
and we swept ahead.

“Is this the right road?" he said, his 
eyes upon my face.

“This is the right road.”
Right, yes—but hardly for Caramore.
“Where does the other lead?”
I felt that defiance was my only course 

now. I pulled up the mare, faced him 
full and square.

“I’ll drive the other road, if you like.”
“Get up!” he called to the toare.- “Let 

her go, do you hear?"
He glared nt mg. fiercely ; his hand leaped 

np to his breast, lifted the flap of his coat. 
Dimly I saw the hilt of a sheath knife un
der the fold.

“Young man," he said, “if yon play me 
false I’U pat my knife through your 
heart.”

I gave him no answer. I gave him 
glance /or glance, turned my fac6 and 
drove on. I understood him. He had 
made sure of finding the mouey upon me. 
Failing that, lie had thought that I might 
possibly drive him right. There was little 
danger to him at least, and it was his 
only chance. He knew that the money 
would be put beyond reach to-morrow, if 
he should uot get his hands upou it that 
night. But he was a fool for his pains for 
all that.

I knew I could not deceive him much 
longer. He was plainly suspicious now. 
The mare was beginning to fag a Uttle. 
She kept her long, rolling gait well np on 
the levels yet. But she had not the same 
grit nt taking the hills, and she shambled 
a good deal going down. I saw that she 
was tired, that only her tireless mottle 
kept her legs np to the pace, and I hated 
to force her ou. But I saw no way out of 
it yet; so I kept her up to her work. I 
struck in for Burrow Flat. If you have 
ever driven through that region, you 
know what a labyrinth of roads and 1 
centers and diverges at Burrow’s. They 
cross and wind and interlace in every way, 
and at all sorts of curves and angles. I 
struck for this point, in through Bracken 
Hollow, aud then southwest by Poulter’s 
blacksmith shop. I knew every turn and 
lane, and I used them with all my 
skill. I curved this way and that, wound 
and crossed till I had twisted him ont 
of all sense of direction, edging round all 
the while farther aud farther west and 
north. At 12:30 we struck the Caramore 
road at last, and rolled along It, heading 
for home.

The parson was plainly uneasy; I heard 
the bay horse still galloping behind. The 
mare was getting much distressed; her 
breathing sounded plainly, quick and 
hard. “Is this the Caramore road?” His 
face had a baffled, murderous look.

“This is the Caramore road." 
e “How far is it now?"

“Four miles and a half.”
Four miles and a half behind!
He leaned forward and looked in my 

face. I gave him back as good. Again 
his hand stole hack to his breast.

“You said it
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Are mow Showing a Splendid Assortment of
“I’m going to ask you some questions. 

If you answer square, all right. If not, 
we tie yon up, carry you into the woods 
and make her a visit. Do you under
stand?”

“I understand,” I said. He went on:
“Last Friday night you put $10,000 in 

Bath & Westbury’s safe, in Caramore. 
You put in more on Monday. You was 
to have taken it out to-night. Where 
is it!"

“I haven’t seen a dollar of it since Bath 
put it into the safe," I answered.

I had not. I counted it over to Bath 
when I left it. Ho made a package of it 
for me. I sa w only the wrapper. Was 
it, morally, a lie? Well, as you will. Dr. 
Johnson held that one might be justified 
to denying the authorship of “Junius,” 
whether he wrote the letters or not.

“You say you did not take it out of 
their safe to-night?”

“Yes."
I did not. I took it out of Bath’s hand.
He turned to the others—talked hur

riedly apart. I made out that they did 
not know the roads across the plains. 
They had, without doubt, come out from 
the city on the middle turnpike. The 
parson turned to me.

“I have a wagon close by. You must 
drive me to Caramore. Will you promise?”

“I’ll drive you,” I said.
I did not say where or how.
“How far is it?”
“Seventeen miles."
He turned to the others.
“Bring out the horses."
He held the lantern—stood by me care- 

lessly, turning his pistol in his hand,
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the squire repeated, 
advice anyway, Prent. How much have 
you got on you?"

“Nineteen thousand dollars and odd."
“Whew!" the old man whistled. “You 

feeder, take a, friend’s advice. Don’t go
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