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: m_xd\ll—conunmd.
> m stand up! Drop that rifle—
' lt. Bioise. Now raise your hands.

on

'“Bomdoshortvottotlt.mgno

, maybe ye'll un meé whut- the
tp!"
Kirby stood erect, his dark eyes
mmhmmnp-ocomrﬂ.
_%And perhaps, —Mr. Lieutenant
» he added sarcastically. “You
e condescend to explain to me
"Wlthpleuum. but without lower-
ing my rifie. *“This boy here belonged
~— o the company of “massacred
mlnc.!ouknowwhml
mmean. He was the only one to escape
nlln.andhenwyontheremonxthe
savages—free, and one of them.”
“He tells you that? And you accept
the word of that half-wit?”
“He described your appearance to
ms exactly twenty-four hours ago. I
mever thought of you at the time, al-
_ iption was accurate

hponlblehehndnevermlnedltbe-
for a'look of indecision came into
man’s face—the first symptom of
'weakness I had ever detected there,
“Jt must have been lost—mislaid—"

- “*It was; and I chance to be able to

ftell you where—in this very room.

{Here is your pin, you incarnate devil.

I found it caught In those blankets

yonder. This is not your first visit to

ithis cabin; you were here with Indian
”»

But Kennedy had him, locked in a
‘vise-like grip. It was well he had, for

his despicable treachery, left us mer-

In spite of his struggles we

bore him to the floor, and pinned him

. there, cursing and snapping like a
‘wild beast.

“Tear up one of those blankets,” I
«alled back over my shoulder to Hall
=Yes, into strips, of course; now bring

here. Tim, you tie the fellow—

a good job; I'll hold him. Lie

, or I shall have to give you
gun in the face.”

e last effort to break

riors had been distributed left the
great mass of them opposite the front.

| question, - informed them as to who

"Nmmtho conditions under

which we had fled from Yellow Banks,
The only addition to our party since
them was the rescued boy. They would
have little fear of serious loss in an
attack upon two men, and two women,
unarmed, except possibly with a pistol
or two, even though barricaded be-
hind the log walls of a cabin. And,
with one of their number within, any
attempt at defense would be but. a
farce. This same gang had already
sacked the cabin, taking with them; as
they believed, every weapon it con-
tained. -In their haste they had over-
looked the cellar below. They had no
thought of its existence, nor that we
awalted them rifies in hand and with
an ample supply of powder and lead.
Whatever might be ‘the final result, a
surprise of no pleasant nature was
awalting their advance.
" Convinced, as I had become, that
Black Hawk was/actually with the
party, although I was unable to obtain
.any glimpse of him, I felt there was
small chance of his departure, without
making at least one effort to capturé
the cabin. That was his nature, his
reputation—that of a bulldog to hang
on, a tiger to strike. More, even, this
band -of ralders must be far south of
the maln body of the Hawk's follow-
ers, and hence in danger themselves.
They would never remain here long,
facing the possibility of discovery, of
having their retreat cut off. If they
attacked the attempt would not be
long delaged.

Still there was nothing left to do
but walt. We were already as com-
pletely prepared as possible with our
resources,

The main assault would undoubtedly
be delivered from the front, directed

they could hope to break in. Here
{Tim and myself held our positions, as
reaay as we could be for any emer-
'gency, and watchful of the slightest
movement without.. Tim had even
brought up the half-keg of coarse pow-
der from the cellar, and rolled it into
one corner out of the way. His only
explanation was, a grim reply to my
question, that “it mought be mighty
‘handy ter hay’ round afore the fracus
wus done.” - There was no fear in
Eloise, no shrinking, no evidence of

cowardice. Not once did I feel the
néed of giving her word of encour-
agement—even as I glanced toward
her it was to perceive the gleam of a
pistol gripped in her hand. She was
of the old French fighting stock,
which never fails.

Against the log wall a few yards
away, Kirby strained at his blanket
bonds, and had at last succeeded in
lifting himself up far enough so as
to stare about the room. There was
none of the ordinary calm of the
gambler about the fellow now—all the
pitiless' hate, and love of revenge
which belonged to his wild Indian
blaod blazed in his eyes. He glared
at me in sudden, impotent rage.

he cried, scowling across; then an ugly
grin distorted his thin lips. *“Not yet
you haven’t, you soldier dog. I've got
some cards left to.play in this game,
you young fool. What did you butt
in for anyway? This was none of your
affair. D— you, Knox, do you know
who she is? I mean that white-faced
chit over there—do you know who
she is? She's my wife; do you hear?
—my wife! I've got the papers, d—
you! She's mine!—mine; and I am
going to have her long after you're
dead—yes, and the whole d— Beau-
caire property with her. By G—! you
talk about fighting—why there are fifty
Indians out here. Wait till they find
out what has- happened to me.” Oh,
I'll watch you die at the stake, you
sneaking white cur, and spit in your
face!”

“Kirby,” I said sternly, but quietly,
stepping directly across toward him,
“You are & prisoner, and helpless, but
I am going to tell you now to hold
your tongue. Otherwise you will never

'| see me at the stake, because I shall

blow your brains out where you lie.”

“You dare not do—"

“And why not? It will rid the girl of
you, and that means something to me
—and her. Just try me, and see.”

He must have read the grim mean-
ing in my face, for he fell back against
the log, muttering incoherently, his
dark eyes wells of hate, his face a
picture of malignancy, but utterly
helpless—the. lurking coward in him,
unable to face my threat. I left him
and stooped above her.

“We shall be busy presently; the de-
lay cannot be much longer. I am
afraid that fellow may succeed some-
how in doing us harm. He is crazed
enough to attempt anything. May I
trust you to guard him?”

Her eyes, absolutely fearless and di-
rect, looked straight up into mine.

“Yes, he will make no movement I
shall not see. Tell me; do yon believe

LIf the worst comes—what?”
"Donottea_rtorme. donotletm

agalnst the door, the only point where.

“You think you’ve got me, do-you?’-}

that the Sacs were fighting men, I
knew it now. This was to be no play
at war but a grim, relentless struggle.
They came en masse, rushing reckless-
ly forward across the opeén space,
pressing upon each other in headlong
desire to be first, yelling like fiends,
guns brandished in air, or splttlng fire,
animated by but one purpose — the
battering of a way into that eabin. I
know not who led them—all I siw
was a mass of half-naked bodles
bounding toward me, long hair stream-
ing, copper faces aglow, weapons glit-
tering in the light. Yes, I saw more—
the meaning of that flerce rush; the
instruments of destruction‘they brought
with them, ¥t was there in the center
of the maelstrom of leaping figures,
protected by the grouped bodies, half
hidden by gesticulating red arms—a
huge log, borne irresistibly forward
on the shoulders of twenty warriors,
gripped by other hands, and hurled
toward us as though swept on by a
human sea. Again and again I fired
blindly into the yelping mob; I heard
the crack of Tim's rifle echoing mine,
and the chug of lead from without
striking the solid 1logs. Bullets
plonghed - crashing through the door
panels and KElsie’s shrill screams of
fright rang out above the unearthly
din. A slug tore through my loophole,
drawing blood from my shoulder in
its passage, and imbedded {itself in the
opposite wall. In front of me savages
fell, staggering, screams of anger and
agony mingling as the astonished as-
sallants realized the fight before them.
An instant we held them, startled,
and demoralized. The warriors bear-
ing the log stumbled over a dead body
and went down, the great timber
crushing out another life as it fell
Again we fired, this time straight into
their faces—but there was no stopping
them. A red blanket flashed back be-
yond-the big tree; a guttural voice
shouted, its hoarse note rising above
the hellish uproar, and those demons
were on their feet again, filled with
new frenzy.
more, With ‘a blow that shook the
cabin, propelled by twenty strong
éirms, the great tree butt struck,
splintering the oak wood as-though-it
were so much pine, and driving a
jagged hole clear through one panel.
Kennedy was there, blazing away di-
rectly into the assailants’ eyes, and I
joined him.

Again they -struck; and again; the
jagged end of their battering ram pro-
truded through the shattered wood.
We killed, but they were too many.
Once more the great butt came crash-
ing forward, this time caving in the
entire door, bursting it back upon its

A Huge Fellow Faced Me—a Winne-
bago, | Knew.

hinges. In through the opening the
red mob hurled itself, reckless of death
or wounds, mad with the thirst for
victory; a jam of naked beasts, crazed
by the smell of blood—a wave of
slaughter, crested with brandished
guns and gleam of tomahawks.

There is nothing to remember—
nothing but blows, curses, yells, the
crunch of steel on flesh, the horror of
cruel eyes glowering into yours, the
clutching of fingers at your throat, the
spit of fire singeing you, the strain of
combat ‘hand to hand—the knowledge
that it is all over, except to die. I
had no sense of fear; no thought but
to kill and be killed. I felt within me
strength—desperate, insane strength.
The rifle butt splintered in my hands,
but the bent and shapeless barrel rose
and fell like a flail. I saw it crush
against skulls; I jabbed it straight
into red faces! I brought it down with
all my force on clutching arms. For
an instant Tim was beside me. He

had lost his gun and was fighting with
a knife. It was only a glimpse I had
of him through red mist—the next in-
stant - he was gone. A huge fellow
faced me, a Winnebago, I knew, from
his shaven head. I struck him once,
laying open his cheek to the bone;
then he broke through and gripped me,

The rest is what—a dream; a de-
lirlum fever? I know not; it comes to
me in flashes of mad memory. I was
struck again and again; stabbed, and
flung to the floor. Moccasined feet
trod on me, and some fiend grlpped my

It —was a minute—no

CHAPTER XVIL
The Trail to Ottawa.

When my eyes again opened it was
to darkness and silence as profound
as that of my former unconsciousness.
For the moment I felt no certainty
even that I was actually alive, yet
slowly, little by little, reality con-
quered, and, I became keenly con-

sclous of cal' pain, while memory
also began to blindly reassert itself.

I could see nothing, hear nothing.
All about was impenetrable blackness
and the silence of the grave. I found
myself unable to move my body and
when I desperately attempted to do
80, -even the slightest motion brought
pain. I became conscious also of a
weight crushing down upon ‘me, and
stifling’ my breath. One of my arms
was free; I could move it about within
narrow limits, q%h;:-ngh it ached as
from a serious bi By use of it I
endeavored through the black darkness
to learn the nature of that heavy ob-
Ject lying . across my chest, feeling at
it cautiously. My fingers touched cold,
dead flesh, from contact with which
they shrank in horror, only to en-
counter a strand of coarse hair. The
first terror of this discovery was over-
whelming, yet I persevered, satisfying
myself that it was the half-naked body
of an Indian—a very glant of a fellow
—which lay stretched across me, an
immovable weight. Something else,
perhaps another dead man, held my
feet as though in a vise, and when I
ventured to extend my one free arm
gropingly to one side, the fingers en-
countered a moccasined foot. Searcely
daring to breathe, I lay staring. up-
ward and, far above, looking out
through what might be a jagged, over-
hanging mass of timbers, although
scarcely discernible, my eyes caught
the silver glimmer of a star.

I was alive—alive! Whatever had
occurred in that fateful second to de-
flect that murderous tomahawk, its
keen edge had failed to reach me. Ang |
what had occurred? Then it was that
the probable truth- came to me—that
flash and roar; that last impression
imprinted on my brain before utter
darkness destended upon me, must
have meant an explosion, . an upheaval
shattering the cabin, bringing the roof
down upon the struggling mob within,
the heavy timbers crushing out their
lives. And the cause! But one was

powder Kennedy had placed in the cor-
ner as a last resort. Had Tim reached
it in a figal, mad effort to destroy, or
had some accidental flame wrought
the terrible destruction? Perhaps no
one could ever answer that—but was I
there alone, the sole survivor? Had
those others of our little party died
amid their Indian enemies, and were
they lying now somewhere in this
darkness, crushed and mangled in the
midst of the debris?

Kennedy, Eisie Clark, the half-
witted boy Asa Hall——thelr faces
seemed to stare at me, " out of the black-
ness. They must be dead! Why, I had
[ seen Kennedy fall, the heedless feet
crunching his face, and  Asa Hall
tossed into the air and shot at as he
fell. Eloise! Eloise! I covered my
eyes with the free hand, conscious that
1 was crying like a childi—Eloise. My
God, Eloise! I wonder if I fainted; I
knew so little after that; so little, ex-
cept that I suffered helplessly. If I

| did not faint, then I must have been

upon the verge of insanity, for there
was a time—God knows how long—
(when all was blank.

Some slight, scarcely distinguishable
noise aroused me. Yes, it was actually
a sound. as though someone moved in
the room—moved stealthily, as though
upon hands and knees, seeking a pas-
sage in the darkmess. I imagined I
could distinguish breathing. Who, what
could it be? A man; a prowling wild
animal which had scented blood? But
for my dry, parched lips I would have
cried out—yet—even with the vain
/éndeavor; doubt . silenced me. Whe:
could be there—who? Some sneaking,
cowardly thief; some despoilét of the
dead? Some Indian returned through
the night to take his toll of scalps,
hoping to thus proclaim himself &
mighty warrior? More likely enemy
than friend. It was better that I lie
and suffer than appeal to such a flend
for mercy.

The slight sound shifted to the right
of where I lay, no longer reminding
me of the slow progress of a moving
body, but:- rather as though someone
were attempting blindly to scrape to-
gether ashes in the fireplace. I pressed
my one free hand beneath my neck,
and thus, by an effort, lifted myself
so as to see more clearly beyond the
shoulder of the dead Indian. The first
tiny, flickering spark of fire had caught
the dry wood, and was swiftly bursting
into flame. In another moment this
had illumined that stooping figure, and
rested in a blaze of light upon the
lowered face, bringing out the features
as though thev were framed agn!ndt
the black wall beyond—a womnl
face, the face of Elolse! Eaiy

"Whowult@oh! Who called?

.mm:ﬂnhen!"

possible—the half-keg = of blasting It was. the_boy who.shot him.

notmnksleonldonbholdhcdn.

with my one hand.

“!ou are she cried.
“What can I do? Illtthlllndhn’.
M’rv - .

lcroum!cbelt-adeld'
It her strength to the utmost,

Another body pinned my limbs to
'floor, but this was more easily .
posed of. Then I managed to lift
self, but with the first attempt her
arm was about my shoulders,

“No; not alone—let me help you. Do-|

you really think you can stand? Why,
you are hurt, dear; this is a knife
wound in your side. It looks ugly, but

is not deep and bleeds no longer. m
there other injuries?”

“My head rings, and this left arm
appears paralyzed, from blows, no
doubt; there are spots on my body
which feel like burns. No, I am not in
bad shape. Now let me stand alone;
that's better. Good God, what t
scene!”

The fire, by this time blazing bright-
Iy, gave us a full view of the entire
dismantled interior. The cabin was a
complete wreck, the roof practically
all gone and the upper logs of the side
walls either fallen within or dangling
in threat. Clearly enough it had been
the sudden plunge of heavy timbers
and the dislodgment of those upper
logs, which accounted for this havoc
of death. There were dead there
pierced by bullets and brained by rifle
stocks, but the many had met their
fate under the avalanche of logs, and
amid the burning glare of exploding
powder.

Only between arched timbers and
sections of fallen roof could we move

at all, and beneath the network of

this entanglement the majority of the
bodies  lay, crushed and mangled. I
saw Kirby, free from his bonds, but
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HAD DONE HIS SHARE.

An old gentleman in the South stn-
fion waiting room, annoyed by some
youngsters playing tag around his feet,
exclalmed: “Stop that racket, chil-
dmn '"

“Well, I like that!” said the motber
in a loud, angry tone.

“Now look here, madam,” said the
old gentleman, “I've raised three fami-
lies of children and not a single child
was ever allowed to annoy people.”

“Well,” replied the irate lady,  “if
you've raised three families you've cer-

tainly done your duty and I'll-thank

you to allow me to raise mine.”—Bos-

ton Transcript.

|dead-beneath-a-heavy beam. His face | M

was toward us ‘and the flicker of flame
revealed a dark spot on his forehead
—his life had never been crushed out
by that plunging timber which pinned
him there; it had been ended by a bul-
let. My eyes sought hers, in swift
memory of my last order, and she must
have read my thought.

“No,” she said, “not that, Steven.
Oh;
‘please, can we not go? There is light
already in the sky overhead—see. Take
me away from here—anywhere, out-
side.”

“In a moment; all these surely are
dead, beyond our aid, and yet we
must not depart foodless. We know
not how far it still may be to Ottawa.
Wait, while I search for the things we
need ”

“Not alone; I must be where I can
touch you. 'I‘ry to understand. Oh,
you do not know those hours I have
spent in agony—I have died a thou-
sand deaths since that sun went
down.”

“You were consclous—all night
long?”.

“Conscious? Yes, and unlmrt, yet
prisoned helpless beneath those two
logs yonder, saved only by that over-
turned bench. Elsie, poor thing, never
knew how death came, it was so swift,
but I lay there, within a foot of her
body unsecratched. I ‘could think only
of you, Steven, but with never a dream
that you lived. There were groans at
first and cries. Some Indians crept
in through the door and dragged out a
few who lived. But with the coming
of darkness all sound ceased and such
silence was even more dreadful than

the calls for help. Oh, I cannot tell [

you,” and she clung to me, her voice
breaking. “I—I dared not move for
hours, and then, when I did try, found
I could not; that I was held fast.
Only for a knife in the hands of a dead
savage, which I managed to secure,
I could never have freed myself. And
oh, the unspeakable horror of creeping
in the darkness ambng those bodies.
I knew where the fireplace must be;
that there might be live coals there
still. I had to have light; I had to
know if you were dead.”

“Don’t think about it any more, dear
heart,” I urged. “Yes, we can go now
—nothing else holds us here.” . :

We crept out through the door, un+
derneath a mass of debris, into the
gray of the dawn. Beyond a little
grove we found some Lorses browsing
in the deep grass; they were those
that had brought us from Yellow
Banks.andwhinnledagreeﬂngaswe
drew near. Two of them were fit to
ride and the others followed, llmpmg
along behind.

A half mile up the vallew we came
to a beaten trail, running straight
across from bluff to bluff, and disap-
pearing into the prairie beyond, head-

ing directly toward the sunrise, We |,
stopped and looked back for the first |:

time. There on the side of the slope,
under the shade of the big tree, stood
the cabin. Only for the wreck of the

roof it spoke no message of the trag-|

.edy within. The sun’s rays gilded it
and the smoke from its chimney
seemed a beckoning weleomo. I

“So Miss Freeze is angry with her
doctor. Why is that?”

“He tactlessly remarked that he
would have her looking her old self
mm‘n

A Big Order. ' ;
“Man wants but little here below.” '
“Is that so?’ asked one miss?
“When it’s below the mistletoe
He wants a great big kiss.”

No Song and Dance for Jags.

His Wife—Mr. Jags, it is now three
-0o’clock in the morning and you needn’t
try to give me a “song and dance”
about where you've been.

Her Husband—I won’t, m’dear. If
there’sh anything I dishlike it's mu-
sical comedy in th’ home.—London An-

L daboci R0 .

Holding His Own,
“Hello, old chap! What do you know
today?”
“Nothing—absolutely nothing.”
“Well, cheer up. You're holding your
own.”—Judge. :

" A Knock From Miss Knox.

Miss Muggly—Isn't it wonderful,
when you think of it, how a mirror can
reflect one's face?

Miss Knox—Yes, dear; I sometlme.
wonder how it can stand the strain.

What He Wanted.
Nervous Young Man——Have you any
toys?
Saleswoman—Yes, sir. What kind‘!
Nervous Young man—Oh—ep——for
a child.—London Pupch. . :

" Appropriate Trimming.
“The wit- of the Irish lady who
made the address matched her dress.”
“In what way?”
“Both were full of Irish point.”

HUBBY KICKS. !
“See here, wifey.”
“Well ?** v
. “If you must ea.rry that ridicu=-
lous poodle, get a shawl atrap.”. ‘

- A Creed. .

For God and country!
There's a creed
ﬁhlch covers all

mtmhneed.

' He (after the proponl)-—-Now. T've
gottomtomnther andIhwwA

Mdm‘}!&“;; :
She—Don't worry, dearest hehuc
zm-muonmmm—w
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