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_CHAPTER XIV—-Continued.
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*“They must have sald much to de-
eelve you,” and I bent forward to touch
her hand. “See, I am very much alive.
— Jet me tell you—that will be the quick-
est way to understand. In the first

~—piace I did not drown when the boat

was smashed, but was rendered help-
Jess and borne away on the water. The
Adventurer rescued me about daylight
the next morning, and I was no sooner
on _board than I was told how the keel-

~ __doat had been run down below on the

rviver during the night and that your
' party had all been saved—two white
men and two negress slaves. Of course,
1 knew you must be one of them.”
“Then—then we were actually to-
. gether, on the same boat, all the way
up here?”

“Yes; I tried hard to find where you
were concealed on board, but falled.
Kirby guarded you with great care
from all observation. Do you know

*“¥Yes,” she answered, as though fore-
Ing herself to speak. “I do know now.
1 thought I knew then, but was mis-
taken. I supposed it might be because
1 looked so little like a negress, but
mow I realize it was his own con-
“sclence. He knew I was a white wom-
an; he had become convinced that I
was Eloise Beaucaire, - Did you know
that, also?” ko did

“I learned the truth on the boat,
from the same source where Kirby ob-
tained his information. KEisle Clark
told me.” g

“Eisie Clark!
did she know?”

“A free negress, who had been em-
ployed by Amos Shrunk. She was the
other prisoner on the keelboat when
you were captured, kept locked below
in the cabin.”

“How could she know who I was?”

“She did not. Only she was positive
that you could not be Rene Beaucaire,
because she knew that Rene, in com-
pany with her mother, had departed
from Shrunk's cabin before those raid-
ers came. The two had already started
for Beardstown.” x

She sat upright, all lassitude gone

her body, leaning eagerly toward
-me; her eyes alight with interest.

“Gone! Rene escaped them!” she
exclaimed, her voice choking. “Oh, tell
me that again. Was the girl sure?”

' *“Quite sure. She saw and spoke
with both the women before they left
in a wagon. They were on the Under-
ground, bound for Canada, and safety.”

“] am so glad—so glad,” she said
simply. “Now I am strong enough to
hear the rest, Lieutenant Knox. You
must tell me.” :

“There is not so much to tell, that I
am cock-sure about.” I began slowly.
“Kirby had you securely hidden away

__somewhere on the second deck, while
this Clark girl had been locked into a
stateroom above. I posressed such a
growth of beard and was altogether so
disreputable looking as to be mistaken
for a roustabout by the boat’s officers,
who set me at work to earn my pass-
age. In this way I managed to talk
with Elsie, but failed to locate your
quarters. The only glimpse I gained

_of you was when you were being taken
ashore. Then I followed, and a little
later succeeded in getting you out of
Kirby’s hands. That is about alL”

“Oh, no, it is not—you—you came
too late.”

“Too late! Perhaps I may know
what you mean.”

“Do you? Surely not to blame me!
J—1 ‘wish to tell you, Lieutenant Knox,
but—but I searcely know how. It is
all so dim, indistinct in my own mind
—and yet I remember. Have I been
drogged ?”

“Without question. We have been
riding all night and you were strapped
to your horse. Probably you have no
recollection of this?” .

She shook her head in bewilderment.

“No; the last I remember I was with
Kirby and another man. He—he was
dressed like a minister, but—but he
was half drunk, and once he swore at
me. The place where we were was a

" Hittle shack in the side of a hill, with
from the steamer, together~with a man

Who is she? How

4Is that true? Do you know that it is

true?”

1 grasped her hand and held it close-
ly within my own. :

“] am afraid it is true,” I answered.
“I know very little law, and it may
be that smch a ceremony is not legal
Yet I Imagine those men were certain
as to what they could do. Kirby had
planned to marry you from the very
first, as I explained to you before. He
told me that on the Warrior the night
your father died.”

“Yes, you- said so; but- ¥ did not
quite understand—he planned then—
why ?”

“Because he had heard of your
beauty and that you were rich. Were
these not reasons enough? But, after
he had mistaken you for Rene, the
only possible way in which he could
hope to gain you was by force. Jack
Rale suggested that to him and how
it could be done. The other man was
a friend of Rale's, a renegade preach-
er named Gaskins; he is dead.”

“Dead! Killed?”

“Yes; we brought you away after a
fight with those fellows, We left Rale
bound and Kirby unconscious.”

“Unconscious, hurt—but not dead?”

“He had a bad gash in his skull, but
was ullve” — = : =

Kennedy, puffing happily upon a
pipe, came loitering about the corner
of the hut and approached us. Eloise
staggered to her feet, shrinking back
agalnst the wall of the shack, her eyes
on his face.

“That man here!” she cried In ter-
ror. “That man! Why, he was at
Beaucaire! He is the one to whom I
claimed to be Rene.”

Tim grinned at me, but did not ap-
pear. particularly flattered at his re-
ception. -

“Not quite so fast, young lady,” he
sald, stuttering a bit and holding the
pipe in his hand. *“I reckon I wus
thar all right, just as ye say, an’ thet
I did yer a mighty mean turn, but 1
ain’t such a dern ornary cuss as ye
think—am I, cap?”’

“No, you are not,” I hastened to ex-
plain. “Miss Beaucaire does not un-
derstand, that is all. Kennedy here
merely supposed he was doing his duty
until he learned what Kirby contem-
plated. Then he refused to have any
hand in it and the two quarreled.
Shall I relate that part of the story?”

Her eyes softened, her lips almost
smiling. :

“Yes,” she said. “I am glad to know;
tell me all.”

I described Tim's part in the whole
‘tragedy swiftly, while he shifted awk-
wardly from one foot 'to the other and
occasionally interjected some com-
ment or correction. !

“Then I shall count you my friend
now,” she said simply. “And I am so
delighted to "understand everything.
There are four of us here, counting the
mulatto girl, and we are in hiding not
far from Yellow Banks.” :

Tim's eyes fell upon the map, lying
outspread on the ground.

“An' whut did ye think wus best,
cap?’ he inquired gravely. *’Tain’t
likely we got all summer ter sit 'round
yere an’ talk in. ’Tain’t such a bad
place, but my notion is we ought ter
be joggin’ 'long.” :

“Mine also. Come over here, both
of you, and I'll give you my idea. I
figured our chances in this way.”

In a few words I explained my
choice of route, pointing it out on the

indeed, ‘4t any of the -nearer settle-
ments. Eloise said nothing, her gaze
rising from the map to our faces as
we debated the .question, for Tim
spoke his mind freely, his stubby fore-
finger tracing the course I bad indi-

1

girl. “However, there is little chance
of our encountering such a party. The
soldiers are all coming up from the
South and are bound to force Black
Hawk's warriors to the other bank of
the Rock. There will be nothing but
barren country east of here. What-do
you say, Miss Eloise?”

Her eyes met mine bravely, without
a shadow of doubt in them.

“] shall go wherever you say,” she
replied firmly; “I believe you will
know best.” ;

“Then I decide on this route. Once
we get beyond the swamp those fel-
lows are going to have a hard task
following us, unless they have an In-
dian trailer along with them. We
have been here several hours; the
horses must be rested. Let's eat what
we can again and then start”

Kennedy stood up and stared about
us at the disolate scene, the expres-
fon, of his face proving his dissatisfac-
tlon with the prospect.

“Q’ course, I'm a goin’ 'long with
yer, cap,” he acknowledged, dryly. “I
never wus no quitter, but this yere
trip don’t look so d—d easy ter
‘me, fer all thet. T1l wake up thet
Clark gurl an’ then saddle the hosses.”

I watched him round the corner of
‘the cabin, not wholly at ease in ‘my
own mind, then gathered up the map
and replaced it in my pocket, aware
that Eloise had not moved from her
position on the grass.

“Is he right?’ she questioned, look-
ing up at me. “Is there any real dan-
ger of Indians?”

“Some, perhaps; it is all Indian
country, north and east of here—or
has beén. I am not denying that, but
this danger does not compare, in my
mind, with, the peril which confronts
us in every direction.” I am trying to
choose the least. Our greatest diffi-
culty will be the lack of food—we
possess no guns with which to kill
game, only pistols, and an exceedingly
small stock of ammunition. That is
what troubles Tim; that, and his
eagerness to get back down the river.
He fails to realize what it would mean
to you to fall again into Kirby’s
hands.” :

“Do you realize?”

“Do I? It is the one memory which
controls me. Tell me, am I not right?
You despise the fellow; you are will-
ing to face any hardship so as to es-
cape him?” i

“I would rather die than have him
touch me. Surely you cannot deem it
possible ‘that I could ever forgive?”

“No; that would be hard to con-
ceive; and yet I wished to hear the
words from your own lips. Will you
answer me one thing more—why did
you first assume the character of
Rene, and why did you repose such
instant trust in me?”

“I think I myself hardly knew,” she
admitted timidly. “It all happened,
was born of impulse, rather than
through any plan. Perhaps it was just
the woman in me. After my father
died, Delia thought it best to tell us
the story of Rene’s birth. This—this
was such a terrible tale, and later we
sought all through his private papers,
hoping he had taken some action to
set those two free. There was no
proof-that he had; no-mention; indeed,
except a memorandum of intention to
refer the matter to Lawyer Haines at
the Landing. This merely served to
confirm what Delia had told us, and,
.es-Haines had gone to St. 'Louls, we
were unable to see him. We were all
of us nearly crazed. So I suggested that
we run away, and drew money out of
my private account for.that purpose.
My only thought was to take a steam-

‘| er up the Ohio, to some ‘place where

we were not known, and begin life
over again. Oh, you cannot under-
stand—I had no mind left; only a
blind impulse to save them.”

I caught her hand in mine and held
it firmly.

my knowledge of this very condition
which first brought me to you.”
“You heard about us on the boat—
the Warrior? Did father tell you?”
“No; it was Kirby. He was actual-
ly proud of what he had done—boast-
ed to me of his success. I have never

—tknown a man se heartlessly conceited. |

‘Eloise, listen. You may have thought
this was largely an accident. It was
pot; it was a deliberately planned,
cold-blooded plot. I tell you that Joe
Kirby is of the devil's own breed; he
is not human. Rene’s father told him
first of the peculiarconditions at Beau-

; mre.)’ g

“Rene’s father! Does—does he still

“Hive?” 3
“No; but he did Ilive for years after”
he disappeared, supporting himself by
gambling on the lower river. At one
and Kirby were together. Af-

“Perhaps I do understand. It was,

| We rested’

best not to go until

the lawyer. I could not believe my
father had neglected to set those two
free—he—he loved them both. Delia
and Rene had gone down to the Land-
ing that night to see if he had re-
turned. We were both of us afraid to
leave Rene alone—she was so despon-
dent, so unstrung. It was dark and I
was all alone in the house. Then these
men came. They did not know me
and I did not know them, but I was
sure what they came for.: I was ter-
ribly frightened, without an idea what
to do—only I refused to talk. All I
could do was to pray that the others
might be warned and not return. They
searched the house and then left this
man Tim to guard me; He told me he
was a deputy sheriff from St. Louis,
and—and I encouraged him to explain
all he knew about the case. Then I
made up my mind what to do—I would
pretend to be Rene, and let them carry
me off instead of her.”

“But did you not realize the danger
to yourself?”

“No, I suppose I didn't, or, rather, I
did not care. All I thought about was
how to save her. These were law offi-
cers; they would take me to St. Louis
before a court. Then I could make
myself known and would be set free.
They couldn’t do anything else, could
/they? There was no law by which I
could be held, but—but, don’t you see?
The delay might give Rene time to es-
cape. That was not wrong, was it?”

“Wrong! It was one of the bravest
things I ever heard of. And’'I know
the rest—your encounter with Kirby

through the open window, and how
you learped - from him that certain
legal papers would have to be served

slaves could be touched, or removed
from the estate. That knowledge only
brought you new courage to play out
your part. But why did you trust me
enough to go with me? And, after

fuse to tell me who you really were?”

Her eyes fell before mine, and her
cheeks were flushed.

“You think that strange? I did trust
you, Lieutenant Knox, and I trusted
you more completely the longer we
were together. But—but I did not
wholly understand. You were endeav-
oring to rescue Rene from slavery. I
could not conceive what interest you
might feel if I should confess myself
Eloise. You were, strange to me; we
were there alone with the ‘negro, and
—and somehow it seemed a protection
to me to claim a drop of black: blood.
Twice I thought to tell you—the words
were on my lips—but something
stopped them. Possibly, just a little, I
was afraid of you.”

“Then—but not now?”

“No, not now—not even a little; you
have proven yourself all I ever hoped
you would be. I am glad—so glad—to

»

| say to you now, I am Eloise Beau—"

Shé stopped suddenly, the word
half uttered, the smile fading from her
lips.  “My God!” she burst forth.
“But I am not! I am not! Why, I
never felt the horror of it all before—I
am not Eloise Beaucaire!”

A moment I stood motionless, seem-
ing to hold my breath, my eyes open,
struck silent by the intense bitterness
of that cry. Then the reaction came,
the knowledge that I must turn her
thoughts elsewhere.

“Do not say that, or even think it,”
I urged, scarcely able to restrain my-
self from grasping her -in my arms.
“Even if it shall prove true—legally
true—some way of escape will be
found. The others are safe, and you
are going to need- all- your courage.
Pledge me to forget, to ignore this
thing. I need you.”

Her hands fell nerveless and her
questioning eyes sought my face. -

“¥ou are right, Lieutenant Knox,”
she said frankly. “I owe my loyalty
now to you. I shall not yield again to
despair; you may trust me—my
friend.”

The day was not ended when we
finally retraced our way across the
narrow dike to the mainland, pre-
pared to resume. our journey. The
passage was slow and dangerous, and
we made it on foot, leading the horses.
The woods were already /beginning to
darken as we forded the ‘north branch
of the creek and came forth through a
fringe of forest trees into a country
of rolling hills and narrow valleys.
The two girls were already mounted,
and Tim and I were busily tightening
the straps for a night's ride, when,
from behind us, back in the direction
of the peninsula we had just quitted,
there sounded the sharp report of a
Tifle. We straightened up, startled, and |
our eyes met. There could be but one
conclusion—our pursuers had found
the trail

CHAPTER XV,

e

A Field of Massacre.

To my mind, seated on.that island
in the morass, a map spread before me,
a hundred miles of travel had not ap-
peared a very ous matter, ‘l?llt 'I
'was destined to learn my mistake.
The close proximity of the men' seek-
ing to overtake us—as evidenced by
that rifle shot—awoke within us a

.sense of imminent danger and drove

us forward through the fast gathering

| darkness at-a°perilous pace, especially

‘as our mounts were not of the best.” " |
B o e ot miig

in the library. I overheard all of that |}

on-Eloise Beaucaire-before any of the |~

trusting me so fully, why did you re- |

the estimation of distances. We must
have wandered far to the north from
our direct course, led astray in the
dark, and by our desire to advance
swiftly. For there soon came -{0 us
warning signs that we were indeed
being pursuéed; and some evidence
also that we were even within Indian
territory. ¥

The savages had left their unmis-
takable mark for our finding. It was
in the early twilight of the second day,
the western sky already purple with
the fast fading colors, the prairie be-
fore us showing in patches of green
and brown. To our left was a thick
wood, even then- grown gloomy and

“My God!” She Burst Forth.

dark in shadows, and slightly in ad-
vance of us Kennedy rode alone, hope-
ful -of thus dislodging some wild ani-
mal. I could see the gleam of the pis-
tol in his hand, held in instant readi-
ness, cocked and primed. Suddenly he
drew rein, and then, turning his
horse’s head sharply, advanced cau-
tiously toward the miniature forest,
leaning forward to gaze intently: at
something unseen from where we were.
He halted his horse, which pawed rest-
lessly, and sat dmotionless, staring
down into a little hollow immediately
in front of him; then he turned in the
saddle, and beckoned me.

“Cum over yere, Cap,” he called, his
voice sounding strange. “No, not the
gurls: you cum alone.”

I rode forward and joined him, only
to stare also, the heart within me al-
most ceasing to beat, as I beheld the
gruesome sight so suddenly revealed.
There, within the confines of that lit-
tle hollow, almost at the edge of the
wood, lay the dead and mautilated
bodies of eleven men, in every distort-
ed posture imaginable, some stripped
naked, and showing ghastly wounds;
others fully clothed ; but with the cloth
hacked into rags. It had once been a

visible, with one man lying across
them, his face burnt and unrecogniza-
ble. With the exceptiop of one only—
a mere boy, who lay a few rods away,
as though brought down in flight—the
entire group were together, almost
touching each other in death. Beyond
questidn they had been soldiers—
militia volunteers—for while there was
only one uniform among them, they all
wore army belts, and a service insignis
appeared on their hats. Tim vented
his feelings in a smothered oath.

~“Militia, by God!” he muttered
grufly. “No guard set; the bloody
Injuns jumped ‘em frum out then
woods. Those poor devils never hed
no chanct, Ain’t thet it, Cap?”

“No doubt of it; the whole story is
there. None of them alive?”

“I reckon not—cudn't be, hacked up
like thet, an’ most o’ ’em skelped.
Them reds never left a d— gun be-
hind mneither. Why, say, this affair
must .a took place this yere very
maunin’, ’bout breakfast time.”

He stood up in his stirrups, and
-swept his eyes anxiously about in
every direction.

“Good Lord! maybe we better be
gittin’ ’long out o’ yere right smart.
Thar ain’t nuthin’ ter stay fer; we
can't help them men none, an’ only the
devil knows whar them Injuns hav’
gone. Yer git the gurls away afore
inter the valley.”

I took one more glance at the sight,
fascinated by its very horror, then
wheeled my terrified horse, and rode
back. Heartless as his words sounded,
they were nevertheless true. We could
be of no aid to the dead, while upon
us yet.rested the duty of guarding the:
living. The young negress lifted her
head, and gazed at me dully, so thor-.
oughly tired as to be indifferent as te
what had occurred ; but Eldise read in-

camp, the black coals of a fire still i

PAYS TO BUILD BIRD HOUSES

Feathered Songsters, Through Their
Destruction of Insects, Increase
“ Yield of Farm.

Birds are desirable to have abou
the premises, not: only on account of
their beduty and song but because of'
their economiec worth. The littlel .
feathered songsters are especially use-
ful as insect destroyers during the'
breeding period,” when they have tol
work early and late to obtain sufficlent
food for their nestlings. One way to
increase ‘the number making your
property their summer home is to put
out feathers, bits of wool and twine
during the nest-building season for the
birds to use in building their habita-
tions. Another way is to build safe
retreats for them in which they can
rear their young comfortably. Most of
the houses will be occupied year after
year. In fact, no attraction for sum-
mer birds is more éffectual than plen-
ty of houses suited to the needs and
habits of the various kinds of house
birds. During idle hours the construc-
tion' of a few of these bird dwellings
is fascinating and tseful work.

Farmers’ Bulletin 609, prepared by
the United States bureau of biological
survey, gives clear working directions.
with illustrations, for a large number
of bird houses—both of the single andi
apartment house variety. This bulletin

_| may be-had free by writing the depart-

ment of agriculture, Washington.

TOWN RUN ON BUSINESS LINES

Municipal Departments of Lakewood,

—Makes for Co-Operation.

From his military training in the
Spanish-American -war and his busi-
ness training since, Mayor Louis E.
Hill of Lakewood has adopted methods
which he believes are novel. in munic-
ipal affairs.

The idea, the mayor says, is to keep
him in direct touch with all municipal
problems and works and to bring about
greater co-operation between heads of
departments in a business administra--
tion.

Army correspondence procedure gov-
erns all* communications between
heads of departments. A Iletter be-
tween departments goes first through
the hands of the mayor, who forwards
it to its destination. It is answered
by indorsement on the original letter
and returned, again through the may-
or's office, to the writer.

Every - Tuesday morning —at- ten
o'clcck the mayor holds a conference
with all department heads, at which
every phase of each department’s
work is. discussed.—Cleveland Plain
Dealer.

MAKE WAR ON THE BARBERRY

Any Numbe‘;- of Substitutes for Shrub
Which Is One of Farmer's
Worst Enemies.

mending substitutes for the com-
mon barberry, a host of the black
stem rust of wheat which causes enor-
mous losses each year to the wheat
crop. 3
~ Where a purple variety is desired
in the shrubbery border, the purple-
leaved plum may be substituted, ac-
cording to P."H. FElwood, Jr., assistant
‘ professor of landscape architecture at
the Ohio State university. This may
also be used as a high background
‘mass or as specimen tree groups on
the lawn. . The purple hazel may also
be used as an accent of color in the
shrubbery mass.

Many other shrubs can be wused
where the common barberry has or
would have been planted, such as the
five-leaved angelica, red-twigged dog-
wood, pink weigelia, winged euony-
mus, white kerria and high bush cran-
berry. : AR T Sl
The common barberry must go, and
the sooner we make up our minds to
it the better. Root it out, and put
something else in its place, and soon
its absence will be forgotten. ‘

Plant Memorial Trees. %
While various kinds of memorials’
“are being erected for our departed sol-
| diers, e sim _more
gppropriate than the tree, which will
be a living emblem of the remem-
brance of a grateful people to those
who gave their lives spon the altar of

to the next generation, but in the me-
morial tree-nature will assist man In
keeping fresh and green the
of American heroes.. g

His Consideration.

e you'd be home from the speaks

0., Work Through Mayor's Office—

Landscape gardeners are recom- -

»

their country. Statues and monuments - -
after a few years may come to look :
cheap,- and they may be meaningless .

megory

| ‘“Looky yur, Gap,” chided a friend. =
“Whst in thunder made you tell your




