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OHAPTER IX—(Continued.)

He wheeled and rode back with the
fury of a cavalry charge, heedless of
Murguia's cries to stop by all the saints,
heedless of the saints too. Murguia did
not care what happened to his guest, but
he cared for what might happen to him-
self, afterward, at the hands of Don Ti-
fourcio and partner. He frantically called
out that he was jesting, that Driscoll owed
him nothing. But Driscoll had already
tumed into the side trail, and was fol-
lowing the hoof prints there. Murguia
could hear the furious crackling of twigs
as he raced through the timber. DBut in
a little while he heard and saw nothing.

“He's & centaur, that country boy,” ob-
served Jacqueline critically. “The identi-
cal break-neck Centaur himself. Really,
Berthe, I think we shall have to dub him
Monsieur the Chevalier, Why Berthe,
how pale you are!” 5

“I? Ob, mademoiselle, is there any dan-

ger?”’
“Danger, child? Nonsense!”
“But wwhat made him do that, that
92

“Poor eimple babe! Thet was a pose.
Our mule driver knows he can ride, but
we did not. And there you are.” «

' “Bot the little monsieur, he looks like
B ghost?”’ -

Jacqueline laughed. “That, I admit, is
not a pose. With the little monsieur, it's
become—constitutional.”

A half-hour later they heard an easy
scanter behind them, and Din Driscoll re-
appeared, flushed and happy as a boy
pounding in first from a foot Tace. His
left hand covered the bowl of his cob
pipe from the wind, the other held his
louch hat doubled uwp by the brim. As
for the bridle hand, old Demijohn needed
sone. Driscoll seized Murguia’s silk tile
and poured into it from the slouch a,
shimmering stream of coin and & maes of
crumpled paper.

“To ba robbed while I'm along, now
that makes me mad” he said. “You
won't tell anybody, will you, Z\I}xrgie?’_’

The old man did’not hear. His
hands were dipping down, dipping down,
bathing themselves in the deep silk hat.
Mhe hat was heavy with gold and silver
pesos, and foaming with bills.

“Gireenbacks, Confederate notes,” he
mumbled. “Some I've paid before—only,
lately, the rascals won’t take anything but
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£oin.

“Why's that, Mungie?”’ .

“Why, because these green things are
not worth much now, while these gray
ones”—he fingered them contemptuously
—“would not, would not buy a q:unka:rd’s
pardon from our cheapest magistra g

Phe glur on Mexican justice only em-
phasized his scorn of the Confederate
notes. : o

“Give ’em here!” Driscoll snathed them
from the yellow, desecrating fingers.
“These here are promises,” he muttered,
“and we've been fighting for four years
to make them good. For four years, even
the children and old men, and—yes, and
the women folks back of us_!” :

The impulsive mood carried him fur-
ther. He counted and pocketed the de-
spised notes. Then from an humble to-
bacco pouch he sorted out a number of
British sovereigus, and flang them into

Murguia’s hat.
\I"Pﬁb" bly my last blow’ for them prom-
ises,” he murmured to himself.

Meantime a 'burro back of them had
become possessed of an adea, w:lnch for
<ome reason necessitated his halting stock
still directly across the trail to think it
over. The caravan behind stopped’ also,
while the arrieros snotted . “Ar-re!” ahd|
“Bur-ro!” through their noses, and .prm,l-‘
ded the beast. Jacqueline lost patience.
She touched ber horse, which bounded
oub of the trail and galloped past the out;
fit almost to, Driscoll and Munguia. So
she had seen the exchange of money and
<he had heard. She looked thoughtfully
at the trooper’s straight line of back and
shoulder. :
~ “Monsieur the Ohavah:er,” ghe murmur-
ed softly, as though trying the sound of
the words for the first time. She would
have supposed that none but a French-
man could bhave done that. .

As to Don Anastasio, the Quixotic re-
demption in specie was beyond kqn en-
tirely. He gave it up. The counting of
discs was more tangible to his philosophy.
His gusty black tile, so wondrously be-
come a cornucopia of wealth, had by that
same magic upset the old lfellllow into a

i terical gaiety, whic! was most
ot =i galeHe motioned Dris-

““Aj, ai, mi corone ,” he @ckl‘ed, when
they were gone out of hearing, “‘you talk
of bandits! Ai, ai, Dois mio, you have
robbed bhilm!’:i - 5

“*What the devil—

“Si, senor, mobbed them! A-di-odio-
dios!  here’s more than they took from
me!” .

“N.07” gaid Driscoll in dismay. “Graci-
oug, I hadn’t any time to count money
when I searched ‘em!”

¥ ou'—searched Don Tiburcio?”

“Why not? Isn’t he a thief?”

“But—he permitted—" -

“W'y yes, they both let me, I had the
drop. But they got indignant and called
me a thief—1 believe they’d of called a
policeman if there’d been one handy, or
even— Now what,” he exclaimed, “*what
ails the old bare-bones now?”

The senile mirth had left the trader’s
face, and his olive skin was ashen. “Next
time,” he moaned, ‘‘mext time, Santa
Maria, they will be in force and they—
they will take the very homse from under
me!”

“Tough luck,” Driscoll observed.

Murguia darted at him a look in which
there was all the old hate, and more add-
od. But it disturbed the trooper as Intle
as ever. “Come,” he said, “own up. You
knew we were going to meet those fel-
lows?” Murguia said nothing. “Of course
vou knew. But why didn't you thange
your route, seeing you're too high-minded
wo fight?—What's that?—Oh that voice!
Dive for it, man!”

“I, 1 couldn’t change on account of my
passport.” -

““What’s that got to do with it?”

“In the passport 1 declare the route 1
take.”

“| gee, and you can’t change it aflter-
ward 7’

“No."’

“Now look here, Murgie, have you got
any more of these dates on?—Yes? No?—
Murgie, if you don’t dive, by—"

Maurguia dove, and denied with eager-
ness that he had any further toll-paying
appointments. But Driscoll reckoned that
he was lving. “And,” he added, “we ave
going to change our route, passport or no

wasport, We'll take—let's see—yes, we'l

take the very next crosstrail going in the =
{ gloesy mane flowed luxuriantly.
Murguia's alarm at the proposal belied |

same general direction.”

his former denial. The law required him |

to follow the course laid
passport, but he feared the law less than
the disappointment of road agents. llon
Tiburcic’s receipt protected him from
those comtrolled by Don Tiburcio. .But
Tiburcio was not powerful,except in black-

down in his!

mail, Murguia paid him lest he inform|
the government of tribute aleo paid to|

Dou Rodrigo. Now
powerful. His band infested the Huasteca.
He called himself a Liberal and a patriot,
and he really believed it too. But he also
declared that the tolls he collected went

to the revolutionary cause, which declara- |

tion, however, even he could hardly have
believed. J
Don Rodrigo gave, receipts, and his re-

ceipts avere alleged guarantee against other | dezvous. :
molestation, since he controlled the high- { and “nervously hurried his caravan back
way more thoroughly than ranger patrols|a short distance.
had ever done. But lately a competitor | again and overtook the two Frenchwo-
had appeared in the brush, and he was|men.

that humorous scoundrel, Don Tiburcio: of
the crossed eye. Goaded near to apoplexy
by the double tolls, Murguia had once
ventured to upbraid Don Rodrigo with
breach of contract. There was no longer
immunity in the roadmaster’s receipts, he
whined. Then the robber chief had scowl-
ed with the brow of Jove, and hurled
dreadful oaths. “You pay an Imperiali-
ista!” he stormed in lofty indignation.
“You give funds to put down your strug-
gling, starving compatriots! So, senor, this
is the love you? bear your country!”

It was a touching harangue, and the re-
morsestricken trader ever after denied
that he even saw Don Tiburcio, at which
limes a queer emile would eupplant Don
Rodrigo’s black frowm.

It was this same Don Rodrigo who had
been reported as slain by Jacqueline’s Fra
Diavolo. But Driscoll, not having heard
of his death, was quite ready to expect
more brigands. He insigted, therefore, on
changing trails.

“The Senor Cormel is most
sneered Murguia.

“So damed much so, Murgie, that I
want to dodge ’em.”

But his struggle against temptation was
evident. He glanced back at the two wo-
men and again denounced the unfamiliar
feminine element in men’s affairs. To
avoid the brigandage encounter took more
of manhood than Don Anasfasio might
imagine in a life time. ‘

But they had not followed their new
route five minutes beore Murguia was
again at the trooper’s side. An “I-told-
you-so” smirk hovered
visage. “‘Segundino has gonme,” he an-
mneunced.

“Qo Segundino has gone?”’ Driscoll re-
peated. “Well, and who’s Segundino?”

“He’s one of my muleteers, but now I
know he is a &py too. He will tell the bri

valiant,”

—if there are brigands—vhere to meet |
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“Then,” said Driscoll, “we’ll go back to
our old' trail,” which they did at once.
Saon after he was not surprised to hear
from Murguia that “this time it was Juan
who had disappeared.”

“Didn’t I tell you to
watoh?”

“Y-.e-g, but what was the use? He
slipped -into the brush, and,” the trader
complained, “I can’t spare any more
drivers.”

“Don’t need to.

1

set a close

We'll just keep this

I {rail mow.”

CHAPTER X.
The Brigand Chief.

“Don Rodrigo de Vivar.
Rapaz, orgulloso, y vano.”
: i O

Imagine an abnormally virtuous urchin
and an abnormally kindly farmer. The
urchin resolutely turns his back on the
{farmer’s melon patch, though there is no
end of opportunity. _But the farmer
catches him, brings him in by the ear,
makes him choose a big one, and leaves
him there, the sole judge of his own
capacity. Driscoll had tried to dodge a
fight, but Fate was his Kindly farmer.

“Better fall back a little, Murgie,” he
said. “You'd only scare ‘em. you know.”

He himself passed on ahead. But it
was mid-afternoon bheforet anything hap-
pened. Jacqueline meantime had shown
some pettish ill-humor. Those who had
fought to be her escort were now singu-
larly indifferent. Driscoll was idly curi-
ous and quietly contemptuous, but he de-
tected” no fright in her manner. “Fret-
ting for her silver-braided Greaser,” he
said to himself. “A pretty scrape she'’s
got herself into, too! Now I wonder why
a girl can't have any eense.” But as the
answer was going to take too long to
find, he swerved back to the simpler mat-
ter of a possible fracas.

“Well, well,” he exclaimed at last, ris-
ing in his stirrups, “if there isn’t lher
nickel-plated hero now!”

A quarter of a mile ahead, mounted,
waiting stock-still across the trail, was Fra
Diavolo. The American put away
his pipe and barely moved his spurred
boot, yet the good buckskin's ears pointed
forward and he trotted ahead briskly.
From old guerilla habit, the cavalryman
noted all things as he rode. To his left
the blue of the mountain line, being near-
er now, had deepened to black, and the
Sierra seemed to hang over him, omin-
ously. DBut the dark summits were still
without detail, and midway down, where
the solid color broke into deep green wver-
dure and was mottled by patches of dry
slabs of rock, there was yei that massive
Dlur which told of distance. Foot-hills
had rolled from the towering elide, and
mounds had tumbled from the hills, and a
iide of giant pebbles had ewept down
from the mounds. These rugged boulders
had turned the trail, eo that the Ameri-
can was riding beneath a kind of cliff.
To his right, on the east of the trail, the
beulders were emaller and scattered, like
a handful of great marbles flung acroes
the cactus plain. He may have glanced
toward this side especially, at the clumps
of spiny growth over the pradira, and
caught glimpses behind the strewn rocks,
but his Jook was casual, unstartled. He
breathed deeply, though. The old familiar
elation set him vaguely quivering and
tingling, with nervous, subtle desire. The
yvoung animal’s excess of iife surged into
a pain, almost. Even the buckskin, know-
ing him, took his mood, and held high his
nostrils.

¥ra Diavolo’s peaked beaver, his jacket,
his brecches, his high pommeled saddle,
his great box stirrups, the carabine case
strapped behind, all be-scroiled with sil-
ver, danced hazily to the magic of rays
slanting down from the lofty Sierra line.

Like limeelf, his horse was a tling of

on his pinched |

Rodrigo (talan was

|

| a brigand *“tollstation”—these were but

irited flesh. for glorious dieplay. The
The tail
curved to the ground. A mountain lion’s
vkin covered his flanks. He was large
and sleek and black, with the metal and
pride of an Englich strain. He was a
carved war-charger. The man astride was
rigid, etately. Man and horse had a
heroio statue’s promise of instant, furious
life. :

“Oh. la beaute d'un homme!” cried
Jacqueline, perceiving the majestic out-
line silhouetted against the rocks. “Why,
why—it’s Fra Diavolo!”

“Tt—it is!” confessed Murguia. There
was dread, mot surprise, in his exclama-
tion. The waiting horseman, and a lonely
hut there behind him—none other than

too significant of an old and hated ren-|
Don Anastasio got to his feet

Then he ran ahead |

“Senoritas, wait! Neither of you
But I will—I must, but I can

3

need go.
go alone, while you—

“Why, what ails the man?”’

“Back, senorita, back, before he sees

1
* Jacqueline looked at the imploring eyes,
at the palsied hand on her bridle.
“Berthe,” she said, “here’s your little
monsieur getting constitutional again.”

“You will go, senorita?”

“Parbleu!” eaid the girl, and lashed her
mustang.

“Dios, Dios,” gasped the little monsieur,
hurrying after them, “when Maximilians
hears of this—" 3

“You ehould see Maximilian when he is
angry,” Jacqueline called over her shoul-
der. “It is very droll.”

Din Driscoll had vaulted to the ground |
in the instant of halting. Lmmediately he |
led his horse behind the eolitary hut, |
which was a jacal of bamboo and thatch
built under the cliff, and left him there. |
Demijohn was a seasoned campaigner, and
he would not move until his trooper came
for Him. When Driscoll emerged again,
his coat was over his left arm, and the
pockets were bulging. Fra Diavolo bad
already saluted him, but gazed down the
trail at the two women approaching.

“How are you, captain?’ Driscoll be-
gan cordially.

Fra Diavolo looked down from his
mighty seat. ‘“Ai, mi coronel, I was ex-
pecting Your Mercy.”

“Honest, now Wr weren’t you worry-
ing lest I'd got left back in Tampico?”

One of the ranchero’s hands rose, palm
out, deprecatingly.

“But someone might have told you I
didn’t get left at all,” Driscoll pursued.
“Segundino maybe? Or was it Juan?”

“Or Don Tiburcio?”’ suggested the cap-
tain. He dismounted and doffed his big
sombrero. “Good, I see you brought Her
Ladyship safely.”

“Or I myself, rather,” said Jacqueline,
reining in her pony at the moment. ~“Ah,
the Senor Capitan as an escort knows
how to make himself prized by much an-
ticipation.”

“Senorita!”” The Mexican bowed in
heavy ceremony, the sombrero covering
his breast. “I am honored, even in Your
Mercy’s censure. Those who deserve it
could not appreciate it more.”

“Forward then, captain. On with the
excuses, I promise to believe them.”

“Those sailors, my lady, who fight with
kicks. Ugh!—they attacked some of my
meh this morning in Tampico. I had to
call at the fort for aid.”

*“Oh, but Maximilian
this!?

“I think he will,” and Fra Diavolo
bowed again, hiding the gleam of a smile.
“But I forget, your compatriot—"

“Monsieur Ney?—Yes?”

“He meant to help the sailors—"

“But he was not hLurt?” )

“Oh, no, no! But he had to be held in
the fort.”

“That poor Michel!”

“S0,” the syllable fell weightily, as if to
crush Ney out of her thoughts, “here I
am at last, to claim the distinguished
pleasure of seeing Your Ladyship to the
stage at Valles.”

Din Driscoll had been gazing far away
at the mountains, his thumbs tucked in
his belt. He stood so that the Mexican
was between him and the scattered bould-
erg on the right of the trail. Now he ad-
dressed the mountains. “The stage at
Valles? There is no stage at Valles—
And, captain,” he dropped Nature abrupt-
ly, and turned on the man, “who are you,
hombre? Come, tell us!”

If Fra Diavolo were a humbug, he was
not nearly so dismayed as one might ex-
pect. For that matter, neither was
Jacqueline. She inquired of Driscoll how
he knew more about stage lines than the
natives themselves. Because the natives
themselves were not of one mind, he re-
plied. For instance, Murgie's muleteers
had assured him fervidly that there was
such a stage, whereas passing wayfarers
had told him quite simply that there was
not, nor ever had been.

Jacqueline's gray eyes, wide open and
full lashed, turned on Fra Diavolo. “You
are,” she exclaimed, noiselessly clapping
her hands as at a plan, “then you are—
Oh, who are you?”

The Mexican straightened pompously.
“Who?” he repeated deep in his chest,
“who, 'but one at Your Mercy’s feet!
Who, but—Rodrigo Galan himself!™

“The terrible Rodrigo?”’ She wanted
complete identification.

He looked at her quickly. The first
darkening of a frown creased his hrow.
But still she was not alarmed. Berthe,
however, proved more satisfying. “Oh,
my dear lady!” she cried, reining in her |
horse closer to her mistress.

“And who,” drawled the American . at |
a quizzical pitch of inquiry, “‘may Dun!
Rodrigo be?” i

“What, senor.” thundered {he robber,
“vou don't—" He stoppeds catching sight |
of the timorous Murguia hovering near. |
“Then, lJook at that old man, for he at |
least knows that he Is in the presence
of Don Rodrigo. He is trembling.” i

But.  Jacqueline was—whistling. Thel
bristling highwayman swung round full of |
auger. Driscoll stared at her amazed. |
Then he laughed outright. ‘“Well, well, |
Honorable Myv. Bucaneer of the Sierras, |
now Maybe— Yes, that's what 1|
mean.,” he added approvingly as ¥ra Dia- |
volo leaped astride his charger and jerked
forth two pistols from their holsters, |
“that’s it, zet the game started!”

Jacqueline’s red lips were again pursed
to whistle, but she changed and hummed
the refrain instead:

“Mironton, mirontoun, mirontaine!”

Driscoll stared at her havder. The
words were etrange aud mecan$ nothing.

shall hear of

But there was a familiarity to the tune.
That at least needed no interpreter. The
old ballad of troubadours, the French war
song of old, the eong of raillery, the
song of Revolution, this that had been a
folk eong of the “Crusader, a Basque
rhyme of fairy lore, the air known in the
desert tents of Happy Arabia, known to
the Jews coming out of Egypt, known to
the tribes in the days without history or
fifes—why, if this wasn't the roll.cking,
the defiant paecan of Americans! But how
came she by it, apd by what right?

“And we won‘tégo home till morning,”
he joined in, inqlusitively.

The girl paused! as explorers singing it
have paused when savages never bhefore
seen by white men joined in with bar-
barian words. But she went on, letting
the miracle be ag it might.

“*The news I bear, fair ladg—""
she sang, and nodded at the bandit, to in-

»

. dicate that here was his line,

“‘“The news I bear, fair lady,
Will cause your eyes to weep. ”’ :
¢ ‘—__Till daylight doth appear,’ ” Dris-

! coll finished it with her. Then both look-

ed up like two children, to the awful
presence on horseback

Don Rodrigo was at some pains to re-
cover himself. A helpless girl and one
lone trooper were practising a duet under
his very frown. Only a glance toward
the bouldens and cacti reassured him.

“Well, what next?’ Jacqueline demand-
ed sweetly. Is it to be the—the ‘game’
at last?”

“One word,” said the Mexican solemn-
ly. Straight in his saddle, he fixed them
with keen eves, keen, black eyes under
shaggy brows. The syllables fell porten-
tously. His voice deepened as far away
thunder. “One word first,” growled the
awakening lion. “You know now that I
am Don Rodrigo Galan. Yes, I am he, |
the captain of guerrillas, the rcbel, the
brigand, the hunted fugitive. Such names
of ignominy a true patriot must bear be-
cause he dares to defy his poor country’s
oppreseors.” Here Fra Diavolo scowled;
he was getting into form. “But to Hie
Majesty in our own Mexican capital, to
His Glorious Resplendent Most Christian,
Most Catholic, priest-ridden, bloodthirsty,
foppish, imbecile decree-making fool of a
canting majesty—to this Austrian arch-
duke who, drove forth the imncarnation of
popular eovereignty by the brutal hand
of the foreign invader—to him I will yet
make it known that the love of liberty,
that the ‘loyalty to Liberal Reforms, to
the Constitution, to Law and Order, to—
uh—are not yet dead in these swamps and
mountains of onr Patria. And he will
know it when he—when he hears my de-
mand for your ransom, Senorita Mar-
quesa. He will know it, too, when he
learns that Captain Maurel—a French-
man, senorita, not a Mexican—now lies
stark in death in the brush near Tam-
pico, where he came to take and to hang
the steadfast patriot, Rodrigo Galan. But
his Tender-Hearted Majesty will grieve
less for that than for the loss of you,
Senorita—Jacqueline. For is it not
known that you, the first lady of honor to
the Empress, that you are also His Ma-
josty'e—" "

“My faith,” said Jacqueline, “he speaks
Spanigh well!”

Thus she stopped the insult. Also she
stopped an unforeseen chammpion at her
side. Driscoll, with pistol half drawn, |
was willing to be checked. A
shot just then, placed as they were,
would mean a bad ending to the game.
That he knew. So he was thankful for
Jacqueline’s hand on his wrist.

Forked eloquence was silenced by now.
Yet the patriot had been in earnest, un-
der the spell of his own ardor. Don An-
astasio, with head bowed, had listened in
sullen sympathy. But both ~Mexicans
started as though stung at Jacqueline's
applauding comment. Don Rodrigo pur-
pled with rage. She only looked back at
him, so provokingly demure, that eome-
thing besides the ransom got into his
veins, He wet his lips, baring the un-
pleasant gleam of teeth.

“Come!” he eaid thickly. “You and
your maid go with me.”

Drecoll’s jaw dropped. - “Diablos,” he
exclaimed, bewildered, ‘“‘you don’t mean
Look, Don Roddy, you're crazy!
Such things—-"

“Come!””

“But I tell you it's foolish, Such things
do mnot happen, unless in melodrama.”

For reply the guerilla chief wheeled his
charger and caught the bridels of the two
horses that the girls rode. He, pulled, so
as to leave exposed the troublesome Am-
erica1. behind them.

“Grands dieux,” exclaimed Jacqueline,
“have the men in this country nothing to
do except catch my bridle! But really,
gir, this eituation is forced. It is mot
artistic. As—as Monsieur the Chaevalier
gays, it's quite impossible.” <

She looked around for Monsieur the
Chevalier to make it so, but to her die-
may, to her disgust, he had taken to his
heels. He was running away, as fast as
he could go.” Then her horse reared, for
mueket firing had suddenly, mysteriously
begun on' all sides of her. Many fierce
pains of eyes were bobbing up from be-
hind the boulders on the right of the trail;
vellow-brown faces, like a many-headed
Hydra coiled in the cacti. They were
shooting, not at her, but at the fleeing
American, She felt an object in her hand,
which #riscoll had thrust there, and she
remembered that he had whispered some-
thing, though ehe had forgotten what.

Her captor was straining at the bridle.
In his frenzy he leaned over, to lift her
from the saddle, and then she struck him
across the face with her whip. And then,
with what the American had put in her
other hand, she struck again. The weapon
was Driscoll’s ghort hunting knife, The
blade grazed Rodrigo’s shoulder. He loos-
ed his hold, and before he could prevent,
both she and- Berthe seere in the ehack
under- the cliff. The |maid sa to the

floor. The mistress stoWe dporway.
There was a glint in/the gray ¢yes not
lovable in man oy()man, b/ut/{
was superb. -

n her it

Fifty feet back up the trail she saw
Driscoll scaling the cliff. That demon yell-
ing, which is the first spasin of Mexican
warfare, had not ceased, and each demon
was shooting ae fast as he could reload.
She saw the white dust spurt out from
the hullet peppered rock. But cither the:
sun elanting down from the mountain
Jine was in their eves, or they were dis-
concerted at the American’s change in
their plans; at any rate their Jaboriously
ascending target did not drop. - Up he

climbed. Jacqueline wondered why he
still clung to the jacket over his arm, as

s ot e

people will cling to absurd things in time
of panic.

“To go through that peril, and yet a
coward!” she murmured., “It's a waste

The runaway gained the top of the em-
bankment, and fell behind a rock. And
now a half dozen of the little demons
were coming across the trail to the shack
—to take her.

“Qh, the frisson,the ecstasy!” she cried.
There was a certain poignant sense of en-
joyment in it.

CHAPTER XI.

The Cossacks and Their Tiger Colonel.

“Ah, Captain, here goes for a fine-drawn
bead;
There’s music around when my barrel’s
in tune.”
—Song of the Fallen Dragoon.

Din Driscoll tumbled himself over
among the rocks. “There, I'm fixed,” he
grunted, as he squatted -down behind his
earthworks. “Plenty of material here”’—
he meant the cartridges which he poured
from his coat pockets into his hat—"and
plenty out there too’—indicating the
Hydra heads—‘and my pipe—I'll have a
nice time.” He got to work busily.

In the door of the shack Jacqueline
saw the campaign for her possession be-
gin. Don Rodrigo had fled to the corner
of the shack, taking his horse with him.
The hut of bamboo and thatch was no
protection against Driscoll’s fire, but the
two girls, though inside the hut, were
between and ” afforded a better screen.
Jacqueline did not, however, hold that
against her Fra Diavolo. To save himself
behind a woman was quite in keeping
with his sinister role. And she, as an
artist, could not reproach him, and as a
women che did not caxg. , But the Ameri-
can’s running away—no at was out of
character, and it disappointed her.

She heard Rodrigo bellowing forth an
order, and she saw five or six guerrillas
rise out of the cacti and spring toward
her. But the constant shadow of self-
introspection haunted her even then. In
her despair, and worse, in her disgust,
feeling already those filthy hands upon
her, she yet appraised this jewel among
ecstatic shudders, and she knew in her
heart that she would not have had it
otherwise.

“Oh, am I ever to live!” she moaned
in startled wonderment at herself. “Al-
ways a spectator, always, even of myself!
—God, dost thou know? It is a robbery
of living!” And the vagabonds were
twenty paces away!

Something hurt her hand, she opened
her clenched palm; it was the horn
handle of Driscoll’s knife. Had she really
thought to defend herself with that in-
adequate thing? ‘“Poof!” She tossed it
from her, vexed at her own unconscious
heroics. Then two dark arms reached
out, nearer and nearer, and ten hooked
fingers blurred her vision. But the arms
shot upward, the fingers stiffened, and a
body splashed across the doorway at her
feet with the sound of a board dropped
on water.

“Aj, poor man!”

She was on her knees, bending over
him. But a second of the vermin lurched
against her, and he too lay still. A pistol
report from the cliff was simultaneous
with each man’s fall. Both were dead. A

| third sank in the trail with a shattered

hip, and another behind knew the agony
of a broken leg. The marksman’si mercy
was evidently tempered according to dis-
tance. For, having the matter now under
control, he nonchalantly cracked only shin
bones. Fra Diavolo from his shelter
roared commands and curses, but not an-
other imp would show himself. Crouched
jealously, they chose vather to besiege
their lone enemy on the cliff.

“Must have howitzers,” muttered Dris-
coll. The soft lead, bigger than marbles,
went “Splut! Splut!” against the rock on
all sides of him, flattening with the windy
puff of mud on a wall. But he was well
intrenched, and as the guerrillas were al-
so, he lighted his pipe and smoked reflec-
tively. But after awhile he perceived a
slight movement, supplemented by a cara-
bine. One of the besiegers was working
from boulder to boulder, parallel with the
trail. He did it with infinite craft. At
first the fellow crawled; then, when ofit
of pistol range, he got to his feet and ran.
Still running, he crossed the trail at
a safe distance beyond the hut, and be-
gan working back again, this time along
the cliff, and toward Driscoll. =~ When
about a hundred yards away, he disap-
peared; which is to say, he lowered him-
self into a little ravine that thousands of
rainy seasons had worn through from the
foothills. But almost at once his head and
shoulders rose from the nearer bank, and
Driscoll promtply fired. The shot fell
short. A pistol would not carry eo far;
which was a tremendously important lit-
tle fact, since the other fellow was aiming
a rifle. The bullet from that rifle nearly
clipped a prickly pear over Driscoll's
head. The stategist certainly knew his
business, There was a familiar shimmer
of silver about his high peaked hat. Ye!
surely, he was Don Tiburcio, the loyal

Isaperiobet of the baleul CHEEES doust | her case, and that therefore her scholas-

the malignant twinkle gleamed in that
eye now, even as the blackmailer hit a

cartridge for the next shot. A victim who |

had only pistole, and at rifle genge, and) men to remain in their own sphere of life. |

with mot a pebble for shelter from the
flank bombardment—it was assuredly a
eituation to tickle Don Tiburcio,

Now Driscoll's point of view was less

! cant for legal honors and privileges had

amusing. To change his position, he must

expose himself to a fusilade from across
the way. And if he tried to rush his
friend of the gully, the brigands mean-
time would carry off the two girls. A
gentleman’s part, therefore, was to stay

“Ouch!” ecjaculated Driscoll. One had
furrowed his leg, and it hurt. He looked
anxiously, to eee if the Mexican were
Jowering his aim yet more. An inch
meant such a great deal just then. But
a tremendous surprise met him. For Don
Tiburcio had changed his mind, 'The
rascal was firing in another direction en-
tirely, firing rapturously, firing at his
very allies, at the little imps themselves
among the boulders and nettles. And the
little imps were positively leaping up to
be shot. They ran frantically, but straight-
toward the traitor, and on past him up
the trail. The Storm Centre could not
shoot lunatics any more than he could
babies. He only stared at them open
mouthed.

“Los Cosacoe'—E] Tigre! Los Cosacos!”
they yelled, scrambling out upon the road,
bleeding, falling, praying, and kissing
whatever greasy amulet or virgin's pic-
ture they owned.

Then there beat into Driscoll’s ears the
furious clatter of hoofs. It deafened him,
the familiar, glorious din of it. The blood
raged in his veins like fiery needle points.
To see them—the cavalry, the cavalry!
Then they were gone—a flashing streak
of centaurs, a streamer of red in a blur of
dust, maniac oaths,sand pistols ehots, and
sweeping eabres. Hacked bodies were
sucked beneath the swarm as saplings
under an . avalanche. Driscoll eprang up
and gazed. Through eddying swirls he still
could see red sleeved arms reach out, and
lightning rays of steel, and half-naked
fleeting creatures go down, and never a
jot of the curse’s speed abate.

“Lordy, but Old Joe shoud ’a seen it!”
he fairly shouted. He was thinking of
Shelby, of the Old Brigadé back in Mis-
souri; daredevils, every ome of them,

Don Tiburcio had sighted the vengeful
horde from afar and had recognized them,
since he was, in fact, one of their scouts.
They were the Clontra (uerillas, the Cos-
gacks, the scourge wielded by the French
Intervention and the Empire. And they
were Don Tiburcio’s cue to loyalty, ¥or

seeing them, he began firing on his lata
friende, the brigands. Yet he spared their
Caplain. At the first alarm Fra Diavols
had vaulted astride his black horse, and
Tiburcio darting out, had caught his
bridic, and turned him into the dry bzt
of the arroyo. Others of the fugitives tried
to escape by this same route, but Tiburcio
fought them off with clubbed rifie, and 10
such occupation was observed by him who
led the Cossacks, who was a terrible old
man. and a horseman to give the eye joy.
At the gully he swerved to ome side, and
let the hurricane pass on by.

“Sacred mame of thunder,” he cursed
roundly, “‘a minute later and—"

“Si, mi coronel,” the faithful Tiburci
acknowledged gratefully, ‘Your Excel-
lency came just in time.” .

The colonel of Contra Guerrillas frown-
ed a grim approval of his scout’s handi-
work of battered skulls. He was a man
of frosted visage, a grisly Woden. 'Lhe
hard features were more stern for beiug
ruggedly venerable. His beard was wiry,
hoary gray, through whose billowy depth
a long black cigar stuck from clenched
teeth. If eyes are windows of the soul,
his were narrow, menacing slits, Joopholes
spiked by bristling brows. 'L'wo deep
creases betwveen the eyes furrowed their
way up and were lost under an enormous-
ly wide sombrero. This sombrero was low
crowned, like those worn fa:ther to the
south, and ornately flowered in silver. His
chest was crossed with braid, cords of
gold hung from the right shoulder to tha
collar, and the sleeves were as glorious a8
a bugler’s. His brickred jacket fell open
from the neck, exposing the whitest of
linen. His boots were yellow, his spurs
big Mexican discs. Altogether the blend
in him of the precise military and the
easy ranchero was curiously picturesque.
But Colonel Dupin, ¢the Tiger of tha
Tropics, was .a curious and picturesque
man. His medals were more than he could
wear, and each’ was for splendid daring.

(To be continued.)
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SOME NEW VIEWS OF
MISS FRENCH'S CASE

e —

Toronto Presbyterian Moralizes on the
New Brunswick Case—The Home
as a Bulwark of Canada.

Presbyterian,  Toronto,
Feb. 8.)

The application by a young lady of St.
John, New Brunswick, for admission to
the bar of that province, has elicited
from the Supreme Court a decision which
has caused considerable comment, and
has led to rather an amusing sequal. The
Chief Justice held that the arguments ad-
vanced by the young lady’s counsel were
based on sentiment rather than law, and
said that in his opinion, the words, per-
son and party in the act governing such
cases did not include females, We are
told that this judgment was concurred in
by the other judges, and thus became
unanimoue. The sequel, however, proved
that the wisest decisions of law courts
may sometimes be shown to have very
absurd applications. Shortly after this de-
cision was rendered, a woman found
drunk and disorderly on the streets of St.
John was arrvested and taken to the police
station. The officer who took her in charge
believed that he was acting im strict ac-
cordance with the statute which author-
izes the arrest and the fine and imprison-
ment of any person found in the condi-
tion in which this unfortunate woman ap-
peared when she was taken in charge.
On Monday morning she was brought oe-
fore the police magistrate to receive her
sentence, and would probably have had
to serve a term in prison had not either
her own or someboby else’s wits come to
her rescue, When reminded in the usual
ivay of the circumstances which had
brought her into the position of a law
breaker, about ‘to receive the sentence of
the judge, the accused woman pleaded
not guilty, called the attention of the
police magistrate to. the precedent which
had been established by the Supreme
Court and declared, “I am not a person.”
Not caring to take upon himself the re-
sponsibility of over-ruling a decision of
the Supreme Court, the judge felt that
he had no other option than to dismiss
the prisoner, which he accordingly did.
Comment upon this amusing episode is
unnecessary.

The Chief Justice, however, went fur-
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ther than to pronounce the judgment Aby
which ladies are debarred from entering|
the legal profession. Not only was the |
young lady in question told that she was
not a person in the legal sense of that
term, as applied by the statute governing

tic and other qualifications did not count;
<he was also informed by the learned
judge that it would be far better for wo-|

This was probably the first authoritative |
intimation which this impersonal appli- |
received that her aspirations had beguiled
her out of her own sphere of life. Since
the medical, commercial, literary and
other professions had opened their doors

|

| to the so-called weaker sex, and some of'

where he was and be made a target of.|
But he varied it a little, At Don Tibur-

cio’s second shot, he lunged partly to his
feet and fell forward as though mortally
wounded. Ife lay quite still, and soon Don
Tiburcio came creeping toward him.
Don Tiburcio was thinking of his lost toll-
moneys that should be on the corpse.
Driscoll waited, his merves alert, his pis-

tols ready. But just bevond range, the

blackmailer paused.

“Gor for the women, you idiots,” he
yelled. “The Gringo’s dead.”

The idiots verified the title straightway,
for up they popped from behind their
boulders and started for the ehack. -
“’Pogsuming’s no use,”Driscoll muttered,
then fired. The guerillas got back to
cover quickly enough, and so did Don
Tiburico, grinning over his stratagem. In
his arroyq again, he proposed to make the
Gringo as a sieve. Each bullet from his
carabine twanged lower and lower,

e

ings as nursing the sick,
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them at least had been greatly enriched
by her services, this young lady no doubt
looked upon the law as a legitimate and |
inviting field for the exercise of her tal- |
ents. While bowing ‘therefore to the judg- |
ment of the court. and recognizing its |
richt to interpret the meaning and appli- |
cation of the law, she will probably still |
feel that there is room ‘for dfference of
opinion: with regard to the sphere of wo-
men and the scope of lier powers and in-
fluence.

Whatever view we may take of this
particular case, however, the words of
the Chief Justice serve to call attention
to a question of supreme importance.
They lay emphasis upon a sphere in
which woman is universally recognized as
supreme—the home. 1t is true that wo-
men have shown themselves the equals
and in many cases the superior of their
sturdier brothers in departments of life
which man had always regarded as his
special preserve; and that for such call-

| Rev. L:

tcaching the

young, giving help and inspiration to all
moral and religious movements, woman
has a ministry and an influence all her
own, and without which the world would
be unspeakably poorer. In the commercial
and industrial world too, women have
become indispensable, and many a great
enterprise would be immediately closed
if the women employes were to go out.

All this, however, does not alter the
fact that the home is the highest sphere
for woman, and that there her special
endowments tell most powerfully and per-
manently upon the life of a nation. Our
modern conditions of life are not all fa-
orable ta the highest type of homes. We
cannot help thinking at times that we
are paying a terrible price for our fom-
merical prosperity. When we see the hun-
dreds of young women streaming out of
our great factories, at the close of day,
the thought forces itself upon us, how
poorly equipped must most of these be
for the establishment of homes! How lit-
tle preparation they have had for this
high, this divine sphere to which God
has specially called woman! Few of them
know anything even of domestic science
apart altogether from the higher educa-
tional equipment so essential to make a
home what it ought to be. There is no
doubt that the character of our homes
has much to do with the great moral
questions with which we have to deal.
The attractive home, the home in ‘which
husband and sons fi not only bodily
comfort, but intellect®al enjoyment, is a
greater bulwark against intemperance and
other evils than any law which can be
put upon our statute books. What we
need more than anything else, in our de-
velopment, and growth as a mation is
homies; and no claims are so urgent that
they should be permitted to break into
our home life. The character of our\pa-
tion's manhood depends upon our homes
more than anything else. Our material
prosperity is dearly purchased; if it is
obtained at the sacrifice of that institu-
tion which lies at the foundation of all
that is purest and best in our social or-
ganization.

“T11 fares the land, to -hastening ills &
Dre)y)

Where wealth accumulates and men de-
cay.” ’

And if decadence is mot to set in, in
our own land, we must see to it that we
do not remove the emphasis from the
home.

Presentation to Pastor and Bride.

Glassville, N. B, Feb. 9—The Presby-
terian manse, (3lassville, presented a fes-
tive appearance on the evening of the
8th inst.,it being the occasion of a gather-
ing of the congregation to welcome home
their pastor, Rev. L. B. Gibson and his
bride (neec Henderson) of St. John. When
a goodly crowd had gathered and the
manse was full to overflowing, John M-
Intosh was called to the chair. He stated
the object of the gathering, and then call-
ed upon P. B. Millie, who in a witty and
pleaging address expressed the pleasure
with which the congregation welcomed
Mrs. (tibson to their midst and on behalf
o, the congregation presented them with
a heautiful silver service of seven pieces,
with their monogram engraved, and the
tray bearing the following inscription:
“(‘ongregational Greetings—Presented to
B. Gibson and Wife, with Best
\Fishes, Feb. Tth, 1906.”

Mr. Gibson on behalf of himself and
wife, thanked the company for the beau-
tiful gift, and hearty welcome.

Refreshments were then served and a
social hour or two spent with the revern-
ed host and charming hostess, then after

| singing a hymn, the company disperse!,

leaving pehind many wishes for a 1 ;
happy and useful life for the newly wed-
ded pair.

SUDDEN DEATH OF
C. P. R. WORKMAN

St. Stephen, N. B., Feb. 11—(Special)-—
Death came very suddeunly to Howard
Lincoln, of Red Beach. He was employed
in the C. P. R. shops at McAdam and
came here on the night train, arriving at
10 o’clock. lle. started to walk to Calais
and had proceeded a short distance be-
yond the Queen Hotel when he was seen
to fall to the sidewalk. He was lifted up
and carried into the Queen and inedical
aid summoned but he expired almost im-
mediately from heart disease. He leaves
a wife and family at Red Beach, to which .

place his body was taken this afternaon™




