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served as scout and guide in campaigns against the Sioux
and Cheyenne Indians. It was General Sheridan who
conferred on Cody the honor of dm.l of scouts of the
command,

After completing a perlod of service in the Nebraska
legislature, Cody joined the Fifth Cavalry in 1876, and
was again c1ppomted chief of scouts.

Cologel Cody’s fame had reached the East long be-
fore, and a great many New Yorkers went out to see
him and join in his buffalo hunts, including such men
as August Belmont, James Gordon Bennett, Anson
Stager, and J. G. Heckscher. In entertaining these
visitors at Fort McPherson, Cody was accustomied to
arrange wild-West exhibitions. In return his friends
invited him to visit New York. It was upon seeing his
first play in the metropolis that Cody conceived the idee
of going into the show business.

Assisted by Ned Buntline, novelxst, and Colonel In-
graham, he started his “\\/11(1 West” <how, which later

developed and e>\panded into “A Congress of the Rough~ .

riders of the World,” first presented at Omaha, Ne-
braska. In time it became a familiar yearly entertain=
ment in the great cities of this country and Europe.
Many famous personages attended the performances, and
became his warm friends, including Mr. Gladstone, the
Marquis of Lorne, King Edwargd, Queen Victoria, and
the Prince of W 'llcs now King of England.

At the outbreak of the Sioux, in 1890 and 1891,
Colonel Cody served at the head of the Nebraska Na-
tional Guard., In 1895 Cody took up the development
of Wyoming Valley by introducing irrigation. Not long
afterward he became judge advocate general of the
Wyoming National Guard.

Colonel Cody (Buffalo Bill) died in Denver, Colorado,
on January 10, 1917, His legacy to a grateful world was
a large share in the development of the West, and a
multitude of achievements in horsemanship, marksman-~
ship, and endurance that will live for ages. His life
will contintie to be a leading example of the manliness;
courage, and devotion to duty that belonged to a pic-
turesque phase of American life now passed, like the great
patriot whose career it typified, into the Great Beyond.

BUFFALO BILL'S DOUBLE SURPRISE.

CHAPTER 1.
A COMRADE’S FRIENDSHIP.

“A letter for you, Lieutenant Damar, and it is so
important that it was sent by special courier,” said
a horseman who had just drawn rein in a military
camp on the far frontier.

The man had ridden hard, and had not come un-
scathed through his long ride, as the sleeve of his
buckskin jacket was stained with blood from a wound,
an arrow still clinging in the flesh, while the animal
he rode was bleeding from a bullet-shot in the neck.

The one he addressed was a young man of twenty-
three, with a tall, commanding form, set off by a
handsome fatigue uniform with the straps of a lieu-
tenant on the shoulders of the jacket.

His face was one not easily forgotten, for it was
indelibly stamped with resolve, daring almost to.care-
fessness, and yet with a calm consciousness of power.
The eyes were strangely fascinating in expression, as
soft as a deer’s in tender moods——as fierce as an a.ngry
tiger’s in excitement.

He was seated in a tent with a ‘party of brother
officers when the courier dashed up, be'lrmg' the letter
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from the fort, and which had been deemed of sufficient
importance by the colonel in command. to send a spe-
cial messenger with it after the scouting-party of three
companies of cavalry which was penetrating into the
Indian country. :

“My good fellow, you are wounded, I see, and have
had a hard ride of it. Surgeon Powell, will you
kindly look to him, while I see what my letter con-
tains that is so important?”’ and Lieutenant Duke
Damar turned to a handsome man who was seated
in the tent with him.

“Certainly, Damar, and I hope your letter will con-
tain no ill tidings,” answered Surgeon Powell, as he
stepped to the side of the courier and aided him to
alight.

The note was from the colonel commanding the fort,
merely stating that the letter was marked “most im-
port:imt,” and so he had forwarded it at once by special
courier,

“It is my father’s hand, but how tremulous!” said
Damar, as he broke open the letter, which bore, in
addition to the address, the words: “Most important!
Don’t delay delivery!”

Dropping into a'chair, Lieutenant Damar read, writ-
ten ifl a hand that was scarcely legible:

“SeA VALE HALL, July 1, 18—
“My VErY Dear Son: Come to mé] atyom:;,8 for I
neiz‘d you more than you can ever know.
The hand of Death is upon me, and my days are
numbered, so do not delay a moment; spare no ex-
pernse, eg@ure any hardship, to’coine /fo me ere [ die.
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“This is an appeal from your dying father, Duke,
for I must see you ere too late.
“Come! Your father,
“DErANCY DAMAR.”

The young officer sprang to his feet and his voice
rang out sharp and stern: e

“Spur, quick! My horse and yours, for we start
to the fort immediately!” and turning to his superior
officer, Captain Price, who was also in the tent, he
handed him the letter, and continued:

“Captain, I regret to leave you, sir, but you will
give me leave under the circumstances.””

“By all means, my dear Damar, and you have my

' sympathy, with hopes for the best; but you cannot

start now, as night is coming on and you know we
are surrounded by redskins.”

“Captain, if there was a tribe of Sioux around us,
1 would not refuse that appeal,” was the decided re-

sponse. L
“Well, take your company as an escort through the

Indian lines.”

“No, sir, for were your force weakened, the red-
skin scouts around us would report it, and your camp
would be attacked in force. Spur'and I can make it,
for you know I am a pretty good borderman.”

“T will return with you, sir,” said the courier, whose
wounds the surgeon was examining; but he added:

“Tt was a rough ride, sir, and the speed of my
horse alone saved me, for the Indian scouts are thick

about the camp.” v
“No, my good fellow, I will not ask it of you, an;c_l
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you shall not be forgotten for, the brave ride you have
made. And, Spur, now I think of it, I will go alone.”

And he turned to his negro servant, who was rap-
idly packing up his master’s traps and his own.

“No, sah, Mars’ Duke, you don’t go alone, for
what you can risk, I can, sah,” was the servant’s re-
ply, and Captain Price said, with a laugh:

“You are under orders, Damar, so must obey.”

“Yas, sah, cap'n; he don’t go without me, sah.”

And all who knew Spur well were convinced that
no danger could deter him from going with his master,
to whom he was most faithful and had been a privi-
‘leged servant.

“As Captain Price does not intend breaking camp
for several days, I will be glad, with his permission,
Lieutenant Damar, to accompany you,” said one who
just then entered the tent.

The speaker was William F. Cody, now known the
world over as Buffalo Bill. Over six feet in height,
with broad shoulders, a slender, sinewy form, and clad
in buckskin hunting-shirt and leggings, top-boots, and
wearing a large-brimmed slouch-hat of gray felt, he
was a man among men. His face was one to admire
for its beauty, as well as its perfect manhood and
strength. X s

His long, waving hair, falling to his shoulders, gave
him something of an effeminate look, unless one gazed
squarely into his expressive, bold face.

His movements were quick and decided, his voice

full and commanding, and he was armed with a belt 'of
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weapons which no man on the border knew better
how to use.

As chief of scouts he had gone with the squadron
on their reconnaissance, and his skill as a trailer, his
daring in “danger, combined with 'his perfect knowl-
edge of the Indian character and thorough mastery of
all the arts of plainscraft, made hlll‘l mvaluable to the
military on the frontier. ety

“Cody, it is just wlnt I would expect from you,
but I will not ask it,” said Duke Damar.

“T can be doing good service, a]so for Captain Price
while with you by discovering just what the redskins
are up to, so I'll be with you at once—that is, if the
captain does not say no.” .

“Cody, it is just what I wished to ask you, only
I feared the danger was so great you might get killed
or captured.” gkt :

“Then I will go, sir,” decided Cody.

“Permit me to even up odds, Damar; by also going
along to return with Cody,” and Surgeon Powell en-
tered the tent, haying finished dressing the wound of
the courier.

“I fear I am getting you into terrible danger, Sur-
geon Powell, and you, Buffalo Bill; but T must go if
I go alone, and I thank you for your kindness in my
behalf, I assure you.”

“Then Buffalo Bill and myself will see you safely
through the Indian line, recotitioiter to-torrow, and
run back into camp to-morrow mnight. But, gentle--
men, as it is getting dark, let us be off as soon as po:—t
snblc 2R tj:d Powell. i

-
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Half an hour later four horsemen rode out of the
camp and started upon their perilous break through
the scattering line of Sioux scouts which had encircled
the soldiers to watch their movements, pick off a senti-
nel, or stampede their stock as opportunity offered.

The ‘four were followed by the good wishes of the
hundred and fifty officers and men who comprised the

squadron, for all knew well how desperate was the-

danger they had to face.

Buffalo Bill took the lead ; then came Surgeon Pow-
ell and Lieutenant Damar side by side, with Spur
bringing up the rear. All carried their repeating rifles
in hand, ready to fire on the instant, and their progress
was slow and guarded.

“They’ll be on the lookout for us, so we must be
ready to let drive at them the moment we are dis-
covered,” said Buffalo Bill, and his watchful eyes were
fixed ahead with <a look that seemed to penetrate the
darkness for a long- distance. -

Suddenly the scout halted. They were half a mile
from the camp, and were in a little glen. Beyond was
the open prairie, a mile away, and once there they
felt that escape was an easy matter.

A moment of suspense and intense silence; then
came a wild yell of alarm from a redskin throat, and
it found echoes from scores of others! But above the
fndian cries rang out the clear command of Buffalo
Bill:

“Charge through and let them have it!”

The repeating rifles of Cody, Powell, Damar, and
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Spur rattled viciously as the four dashed forward to
ride through the ambush.

The redskins’ strongest point had been struck where’
it was supposed they would be weakest; but, just there
and then, they were holding a council of war that
night, and thus it happened.

The braves were surprised, while the four horsemen
were looking for danger, though not expecting to
dash upon half a hundred warriors in a group.

Down upon them the party rode, their rifles rattling
forth flame and lead. For an instant it was a scene
of terrific excitement, for the mustangs of the In-
dians were stampeded in fright, and their riders
seemed to fear that the whole squadron of cavalry
was upon them.

Death marked the path of the daring quartet of
riders, and they had swept over and on before the
amazed Sioux knew their force or their intention. A
few who had their ponies by the stake-rope mounted
and pursued, but the greater number were thrown into
disorder, and were trying to find their mustangs and
to be ready to repulse an enemy.

The flying horsemen sent a hail of bullets back upon
their enemy, and so checked pursuit, and then they
swept on like the wind, Buffalo Bill leading on a zig-
zag course which he knew the Indians would be unable
to follow by night. - Thus a mile had been gone over,
and the scout led the way into a cafion and halted.

“Pards, T got it a little had back yonder, so I can’t

g0, any farther.”

A ¢rv of alarm broke ﬁ om the hps of Duke Damar
S
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as he saw Buffalo Bill reel in his saddle, and, but
for the. grasp of Surgeon Powell's strong arm, the
daring scout would have fallen from his horse.

“My poor Cody! You are, indeed, hard hit, for
you are no man to mind trifles,”” said Powell, with
deep feeling.

Buffalo Bill was helped frem his saddle and placed
upon the ground.

“Powell,” decided the lieutenant, “Cody must have
aid, for he cannot go on, nor can he return alone. I
will bring aid from the camp.”

“Bravely said, my dear Damar; but to.return would
be madness, so I will look to this wound, and then
we must go on. It is our only chance.”

“No; I will bring aid.”

And unheeding the call of Powell and the entreaty
of Spur for him not to go, Duke Damar dashed off
Jike the wind on his desperate ride back to camp. They
heard the beat of his horse’s hoofs, then wild yells
shots, and a ringing cheer. : i

“He has broken through, Spur!” cried Powell, as
he turned again to Buffalo Bill and bared his shoulder
to examine the wound as best he could in the dark-
ness.

Soon in the distance they heard cheers, which told
them that the lieutenant had reached camp, and ere
long came the heavy pounding of many hoofs," scat-

tering shots, wild war-cries, and the cheers of caval-
rymen, ' ' :

“Ho, Powell!”

(13
Aye, aye, brave Damar, we are her- '

ADL2Y returned

PO N
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the surgeon-scout, as the lieutenant dashed up, fol-
lowed by half a hundred cavalrymen.

“Here is help; but how is Cody?”

“Ye has fainted from loss of blood; but I have
stanched the bleeding, and hope the wound will not
prove serious.”

“You must get him at once to camp.”

s s

And the surgeon called to several soldiers to form
Then, as they were ready to return, he said

a litter.
to the officer in command:

“Bentlty, tell my assistant surgeon to de all in his
power for Cody, and that, after seeing Damar well on
his way, I will return.”

“This is madness, Powell, for the Indians are so
aroused that you, alone, could never get back into
camp. - But where is Damar?”

He was nowhere visible.

“And Spur?”’

He, too, had gone. i

Quietly the young lieutenant and the negro had
slipped away when the former had come back with
the company of cavalry to the aid of Buffalo Bill.

All understood his motive was not to have Surgeon
Powell leave the wounded scout and risk his life to
go farther into peril with him.

Which way the officer and his faithful servant had
gone no one could tell; they had silently vanished in
the darkness. There was but one thing for the sol-
diers to do—to fight their way back to camp with the

wounded scout.

a
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As the order was given to. advance, far out upon
the prairie were seen bright flashes, then the report
of firearms came to their ears, with a few yells, and
after that utter silence.

“They have cut their way through,” decided Powell.
“How do you know ?”’ asked Lieutenant Bentley.

“Had they been killed or captured, the redskins
would make night hideous with their shouts. Damar
has gotten through the outer lines, and now it is a
chase, and both he and Spur are well mounted. That
firing out on the prairie has been in our favor, for it
has attracted the attention of the Sioux; so let us push
on!” ]

The command now moved slowly forward, the men
who were bearing Buffalo Bill walking in the center
of the square formed by the cavalrymen.

There were a few dashes of mounted warriors, a
shower of arrows, some pistol-shots, and here and
there a soldier fell dead or was wounded: but the
brave band moved slowly and steadily on, and even
though, as they neared the camp, the Sioux pressed
them close, they entered the temporary breastworks
thrown up, and were safe.

Buffalo Bill had been saved by the daring and
friendship of Duke Damar, who was then facmg death
to go to his dying father,

When the latter had seen that the scout yet lived,
and knew that the cavalrymen would carry him safely
back into the camp, he decided to slip away and: go
on by himsetf. He did not wish Surgeon Powell to
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Jeave Buffalo Bill, while, also, he did not care to have
him risk his life in serving him.

Spur, too, he was anxious to get away. from, as he
did not care to have the faithful fellow placed in such
pen] merely to keep him company; so he quietly drew
off in the darkness and rode away on his dangerous
undertaking. He had gotten about half a mile from
where he had left the soldiers when suddenly he be-
held a party of horsemen not a hundred feet from
him. That they must be redskins he was in no doubt,
so at once opened fire with his repeating rifle and
pressed forward.

He was not seen by the redskins until his rifle be-
gan to flash; then they rode toward him with wild
yells, for thef® saw but one man, and deemed him at
their mercy; for 'they were a score in number,

Just then the horse of the young soldier stumbled,
and, unable to recover himself, fell.

Damar, agile as a cat, landed upon his feet, sprang
to his horse, seized the reins, and then opened fire upon
the redskins, now almost upon him.

Down went a couple of mustangs; a warrior fell
from his horse, another was wounded, but the Sioux
felt sure of their game and pressed on.

Damar felt that his time had come to die; but he
would die as a brave soldier should, and he threw the
strap of his now empty rifle over his shoulder and
drew his revolvers. Just then there came a rattle of
firearms close at hand; a wild cry, half-yell, half-roar,
and "Spur, the faithful negro. dashed un to the aston-
ished lieutenant’s rescue!
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The coming of the negro was as much a surprise
and -delight to Duke as it was an alarm to the red-
skins, for they broke in disorder, believing that the
troopers were at hand.

. “Quick, Mars’ Duke, jump on your horse, sah, and
let us git!” cried Spur.

Vaulting into his saddle, Damar dashed off with
Spur.
~ Both horses were fine ones, and ran along side by

side like the wind, while the Indians, discovering their
mistake, dashed on in chase. The ground was un-
even, and the pursued had to pick their way, and the
redskins followed at an advantage.

The open prairie was reached, and the fugitives felt
sure of escape, for there they could for® their horses
to greater speed. The redskins, knowing this, urged
their ponies, and, dashing to the top of the hill that
sloped down to the prairie, delivered a volley of rifle-
shots and arrows at the two fleeing mefl.

Down went the horse of Damar, falling heavily,
dead ere he fell. His rider was thrown, unhurt by
the fall, but an arrow stuck in his shoulder. Spring-
ing to his feet, he tore the arrow out of the wound,
for it was not deep, and turned to his companion.
There lay poor Spur, full length upon the ground, si-
lent and motionless, while his faithful horse stood near,
trembling with fright.

“Poor Spur is killed! But I will avenge him!”

cried the young lieutenant, as he threw his rifle to his
shoulder -and fired upon the advancing redskins.
“Poor, poor Spur!” and the officer, after emptying
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_ his rifle, turned again to the negro, bending over and

‘laying his hand upon his, breast.

He bmd the satisfaction of seeing that his fire had
been' fatal to at least one warrior, but the rest were
rushing upon him, and bullets and arrows began to
fly thickly about him. ; : .

To remain was to meet certain death; and, as he
could do Spur no earthly service, he leaped upon the
negro’s horse and dashed away. The noble animal
fairly flew over the level prairie, no longer fearing a
fall, and he quickly dropped his pursuers out of sight.

“The wound I haye received is nothing, unless the
arrow-point was poisoned, and that I will soon know.
If not, I have an open way now to the fort; but poor,
faithful Spur! he lost his life for my sake. Ah, me!
what a cruel life a soldier leads; but, good horse, you
must strike a slower pace than this, or you will wind
yourself.”

And drawing the animal down to a walk, the young
‘oﬂﬁcer began to reload his rifle, while his heart was
full of sorrow at the wounding of Buffalo Bill and
the death of his faithful companion and servant, Spur.

=




CHAPTER IL
THE SHOT FROM THE CEDARS.

Along a highway leading through a beautiful coun-
try and winding toward the shores of Long Island

Sound a horseman was riding toward the close of the

day some two weeks after that wild race for life over
the prairies of the far \West.
The horseman was that same gallant young officer,
who had reached the vicinity of his home and was
urging his tired horse to quickly cover the short dis-
tance that remained between him and Sea Vale Hall.
He had escaped the perils of the border, reached the
fort; had his wound dressed, and hastened on to cat.ch
a stage-coach on the Overland which would bear lmvn
to the nearest railroad-station. He had spared no ex-
pense, undergone all fatigue, and, at last, pale and ha]g]-
gard, had reached the town nearest to Sea Vale Ha..
There he had procured a horse and kept on for his
home at a rapid pace. Would he be too late?
If so, had he not done all in his power to answer
that earnest appeal of his dying father to come to hl'lﬂ?
The country through which he rode was beautiful
in the extreme. Here and there was a large and com-
fortable farmhouse, and, as he neared the coast of
the beautiful Sound, many villas of the rich dotted
the hilltops and valleys.
He had telegraphed his eoming, and-asked for reply
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to head him off upon the road; but he had perhaps
ridden tog rapidly for reply to reach him as he had
requested. Now he would soon be at dear old Sea
Vale; its grand turrets must soon come into view.

He had never known a mother’s love, and his in-
dulgent, noble father had been all in all to him.

Into a bit of woodland, situated upon the crest of
a hill he came upon a picturesque little burying-ground,
a spot he well knew, for there rested the remains of
several generations of Damars, and other graves with
neighboring family names were also there.

He was about to ride on when his eye fell upon a
procession winding up the slope. He could see the
solemn march of those coming, the draped hearse, the
carriages following and strung out in a long line, ap-
pearing like some army-train winding along the val-
ley.

The procession came from the direction of Sea;
Vale! Could it be that it was his own father’s burial ?

‘The thought made him sick at heart. He was about
to spur forward, when he checked the impulse, not
caring to meet that long line of mourners.

Wheeling his horse he rode into a thicket, hitched
the animal, and, leaping the stone wall, approached the
spot where the Damar tomb rose above the more hum-
ble ones about it. There was no need to ask, had there
been any one there to question as to who was dead.

‘The grave was in the Damar enclosure.

For whom could it have been dug but his father?
He shrank back ameng a group of cedars and

L.
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awaited, for the sable plumes of the hearse were now
in sight coming over the brow of the hill.

At the same moment several workmen were visible
coming along the path which led down the slope to-
ward Sea Vale.

They were the men who had dug the grave, those
who were to fill it in after the body had been put within
its last earthly resting-place.

A glance told him that one of the men was the
head gardener at Sea Vale Hall, and he bowed his
head in grief. Silently he stood, while the procession
filed up to the little gate; the coffin was taken from
the hearse and the mourners assembled about the open
grave.

There were in the group of mourners, those who
held kindred ties to the dead man, a woman of stately
form clad in deepest black, and she leaned on the arm
of a young man of twenty-five.

Then there was a young girl, also in sable weeds,
and with a heavy veil thrown back from a face that
was very beautiful, though the eyes were dimmed with
tears, the lips quivering with grief.

She leaned on the arm of an elderly gentleman, and

also at her side stood a young man, tall, commanding;’

and with a face most striking. i
Around there were the neighbors and friends of
the dead master of Sea Vale, and that he was loved
by all the saddened faces of those in attendance
showed. '
The deep voice of the minister broke the silence,
as he read the burial service, and the dull sound of
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the earth fallmg upon the coffin, accompanying the
words :

“Dust to dust, ashes to ashes,” told that the end was
near.

Then came the funeral chant from many lips, roll-
ing away through the woodland, and the dead was at
rest; the cortége of mourners turned away, the last
loiterer left the scene, growing dim under the ap-
proaching shadows of night, when out of the gloom
of the cedars stepped the form of Duke Damar.

With uncovered head he approached the new-made
grave, hidden beneath its wealth of flowers, and in
filial respect and deepest grief he knelt upon the damp
earth, while from his lips came the words:

“Too late! Alas, too late, my dead father, but I
tried hard to see you ere you died—to reach your bed-
side and receive your dying blessing.”

For some moments he knelt there, while the shadows
deepened about him. Then he started to rise, but, as
he did so, a flash illumined the cedars, a sharp report
rang out, and the young officer fell across the grave of
his father.

Out of the cedars bounded a form, and it bent over
the prostrate soldier for a moment, then turning, dis-
appeared in the gloom of the woodland.

% %k * * % * *

Sea;Vale Hall was certainly a very grand old home,
it had been the abode of the Damars for over a cen-
tury, the first of the family in America havmg come
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American girl, and was a man of proud bearing, stern

and inclined to keep to himself.

From Baron Damar had descended the others of the
Damar family, until Duke, the fifth generation, was
supposed to be the sole heir to Sea Vale Hall and the
very large fortune accompanying it.

Duke Damar was an only child, and his father had
been glad to make a soldier of him, and was most
happy in discovering that his anticipated fortune had
not spoiled him.

He had stood well up in his class at W
-had been liked by both professors and fellow students,
Jis service as an officer on the frontier had
He was of a noble na-
yet never looking down

est Point,

and since 1
greatly distinguished himself.
ture, ever generous, proud, and
upon those beneath him.
Then, he was a typical soldier, a superli horseman,

a dead shot, and could sing a good song and tell a
story with a spirit of fun to convulse one with laughter
or a pathos that would bring tears.

Such was Duke Damar, who had tried so hard to
reach his father ere he died and who had fallen across
the grave of his“dead parent from the shot fired at
him by some one in the Tedar thicket.

Sea Vale had been added to and improved by each
generationy until at the time of the death of Mr. Da-
mar, the father of the young soldier, it had become
the most lordly mansion and valuable estate in those
parts. Its lawns were like velvet, its parterres of
flowers unsurpassed, and its beautiful grounds sloped
down to the waters of Long Island Sound.
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1he.mansion contained some ‘forty rooms, rambled
away nto numerous wings, and was overshadowed
by several massive-looking towers which gave it the a
pearance of a castle. 5
The‘re were broad piazzas, bay-windows, alcoves and
ba&lcgm?s that added to its architectural 'beaut and
w1t'hm it was furnished with a degree of magni)l;'cence
}/vhlch was the wonder of even the wealthiest dweller
in the neighborhood of the mansion. :
_ .z\t the time of his death Mr. Damar had dwelli
with him his widowed sister, Mrs. Ruth Rowla.ndmg
handsome, well-preserved lady of forty-four and, .
stately and aristocratic-looking as a queen : &
Mrs. Rowland had had a sad life fo.r she had
eloped when but sixteen with her tmls’ic-teacher and
f)nly long years after had her brother found he’r 0Kt
in her distress and taken her and her daughter to hL'l
home to live, telling them to consider it as their ow:]S
Sweet Nellie Rowland, the daughter, was but twelvtl,
years of age when she -had gone with her mother to
dwell at Sea Vale Hall, and her handsome cousin
Duke, then a cadet, had welcomed her as a sister a
. There was also ‘another dweller at Sea Vale ﬁall
in the person of a nephew of Mr. Damar, after who ’
he had been named, Delancy Damar Red,ﬁeld. i
Delancy was the son also of a widowed sister of
Mr.. Damar, who had married well, but whose husband
ha.vmg lost his fortune by indorsing for pretende(i
friends, had taken his own life and left his wife and
son to th_e care of his old friend, Delancy Damar
The mdo:;_'l}ad not long survived her husband; and
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the boy had been taken to Sea Vale and became as an
adopted son of the generous owner of that estate. He
had been sent to college by his uncle, and, at twenty-

one, for he was the senior of Duke by several years, re-

turned to Sea Vale to serve as private secretary to Mr.
Damar and manager of the estates. '

Mr. Damar had always said that he would hand-
somely remember, Nellie Rowland and Delancy Red-
field in his will, and not forget-his sister, either, who
had been most devoted to him in his latter days.

Death came at last stalking into the elegant home
of old Delancy Damar, and its icy finger took the
master from his accustomed place. 4

After the funeral the mourners returned to the man-
sion and later on in the evening assembled .in the spa-
_cious and luxurious library, where a large lamp made
the room look cheerful.

There were present those seen as mourners at the
grave, the stately lady in black, who was Mrs. Ruth
Rowland, the sister of the deceased; the elderly gentle- ©

man, who was Vance Hilton, the attorney for the

estate ; Nellie Rowland, Delancy i
nephew, and a man of thirty, with a pale, strangely
interesting face, whom rumor” had it was to marry’

Nellie when she left school.

These five had assembled there to hear the will of

the dead man read, according to his wish that it should
be made known to those intesested the day of hig
burial.

had come, and;

—n e

'also. written to, but no word of reply

~—

-Redﬁeld, the niece ;m’d.;‘.'li‘

{

His son had been telegraphed to by the lawyer, and | -

25
as hz was known to be on the far frontier, it was sup-
posed that he wa “wi d mails.

sy s beyond the re'ach of wires and mails.

‘A 1 return to the city to-morrow,.1 wish
now t.o read the will of your departed kinsman, and
my friend, and when Duke comes, as he doubtless must
S(I)Ion, he cap see 1t at my office,” said the lawyer, and
all was at once deep attention to that which they were
to hear. '

After a fé ses ;
s w preliminary lines, the lawyer read 4as
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“I hereby bequeath to my only.chil
son .Duke, the mansion ofy SeayValed’I-’Il;}l,l daex?c?)i]t]sozgd
joming estate, with one-third of the value of .all the-
rest of my fortune, excepting the sum of fift / tho
?apd dollars now in the Bank of New York at i}'rllteresli-
End nterest to be paid quarter-annually to my sister,
uth R(?w]and, nee Damar, for life, and at her de tl;
to “gjg with the estate of Sea Vale, =
0 my good nephew and adopted son
mfar Redfield, I give one-third opf my fo,rgﬁgngl}l,tgc?e
0 “S’Iga Vale estate and the money in bank above named
Heiéno }{ny 1much—lov_ed niece and adopted daughter-
geen O;)\;vhzmsd, i Vglve one-third of my fortune, ex-
S §a ale estate and money above named
“To.-my faithful attorney, Vance Hilto
g;{me-ha]f of the money now in the Bank :f’ ]I?)olse:(l)\:]e
assachusetts, the other half to be divided a ;o
servants herein named.” ' S

Then_;fol]owedf the names of the seryants, and after- |
ward there ‘was'a codicil to the will 'which read:

In case of’ the death of my son, or either one of
L >
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the three principal heirs herein named, their sha_re: of
my fortune is to revert equally to the two remainiug,

“Should two be called away by death, the survivor

to receive all, in case neither had married, in which|

: to his or her children. ‘ -5
cas"el‘gisw:)v‘élt?ldgglclude Sea Vale estate, which would® -/« CHAPTER IIL

- vine heir or heirs, in case of the death
o to the surviving heir i ' ca T
gf my loved son, Duke Damar, which Heaven forbid! THE MIDNIGHT MURDER.

* Just as the lawyer finished the last words of the The entrance of Duke Damar was a great SL'H'pI.‘iSC,
- ! -d and into the room came Duke  a shock to those present, ax.ld all sprang to their feet.

will the d_oo‘ APERT LS .orimed. -his face stained He was pale as death, his face was blood-smeared,

his uniform dirt-begrimed, : and his uniform was covered with mud. He seemed
to have entered the room with no consciousness of
its occupants, and it was no wonder that Mrs. Row-
land uttered a startled cry, while the others gave vent
to expressions of alarm and amazement.

Nellie Rowland, as Helen was familiarly called, was
the first to gain presence of mind, and she sprang to-
ward the soldier with the words:

“Oh, Cousin Duke! \What a home-coming! What
has happened to you? You are hurt and suffering!
Sit here, for you seem weak!”

He made no resistance as she led him to an easy
‘chair, while the others now seemed to regain -their
nerve and gathered around him. His appearance was
that of a man half-dazed, but he collected himself
with an effort and said:

; “I am hurt, for some one shot at and wounded -me
‘here in the head. See, I hdve his pistol here in ny
{pocket. But, oh, Nellie! my poor father is dead?”

I “Yes; uncle died two days ago, and was buried not
an hour ago,” answered Nellie sadly.

“I know it, for T saw the funeral B'r'ocessio’n coming

Damar,
with blood.
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Mr. Hilton, the attorney. : o
5 hat hunter could be firing ther |
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said |

The Midnight Murder. 29

“Yes; I must not think of self now, especially as I
- feel that T am coming round all right. Tell me of my
poor father, and why I was not sent for sooner.”

“I both wrote and then telegraphed you,” Lieutenant
Damar, that your father was failing and that it would
be well for you to hasten home,” said the attorney.

“And I received no letter or telegram, sir.”

“But my letter, Duke?” said Mrs. Rowland, who
was regaining her composure.

“I had no letter from you, Aunt Ruth.”

“You amaze me, for I wrote tully, how yeur father

suddenly began to fail, and I addressed it to the
fort.”

“I never received it, but then there were several

pony-riders with the mail killed by the Indians. But

I did receive a letter from my father, and that brou
me at once.”

L

ght

“A letter from your father?” asked Mrs. Row-
land. :

“Yes, a few lines, written in a trembling hand, urg-

ing-me to come at once. The letter was forwarded by
Special messenger.” A

And he briefly related the adventures and incidents
that followed, and added :

“By night and day I have pressed on to get here,

and, procuring a saddle-horse at the. town, was on the

graveyard hill when I saw the funeral cortege. I
b -

feared that it was my father, sb drew back in the
cedars and saw and heard all. When all had gone I
went to the grave and knelt there, with what deep
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grief you may all understand who know how I loved
my noble, generous, best of fathers.

“It was while kneeling there with uncovered head,
that I saw a flash from the cedars in front of me, felt
the shock, and khew no more. When I returned (0
consciousness it was dark; 1 felt blood upon my: face
and my head was in a whirl.”

“Poor Cousin Duke,” and Nellie bent over and
touched her lips to the bandages which the doctor had
placed there. ,

“Tell us all that happened, Duke,” urged Delancy |
Redfield quietly, and his face wore a’ stern, anxious ex-
pression.

“There is little more to tell, other than that I knew

1 had been purposely shot, and the assassin, believing |

he had done his work thoroughly, had gone.”
“But what motive could any one have had to kill

you, Duke?” asked Nellie.
“I do not know.”

“Have you no enemy, lieutenant, who might have
followed you from the frontier?” asked the lawyer.

“None, sir,” was the decided response.

‘Then came the reply in a thoughtful manner

“Yes, there is one man who might have a desire: 0
assassinate me; but he would never haye followed me
this far, I feel certain, when he had every

. 2 £ chance he
might wish on the border to kill me”

“Still, he is worthy of thought in the matter ag the |

possible guilty one,”%the lawyer urged,
“‘But this pistol,. sir?”

“What pistol?” ~quickly dsked the attor
P 1 ttOlney,
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“This one,” and Duke Damar took from his pocket
a large revolver, handsomely mounted with silver.

“Is not that your own weapon?”

“No, sir, for my arms are back with my traps at
the town.”

“Where did you get this weapon?”

“It was in my hand when I returned to conscious-
ness at the grave,” was the reply.

“This looks to me as though the assassin had a de-
sire to have you appear to have taken your own life at
your father’s grave,” the lawyer suggested.

“It certainly looks so, sir. But what is this?’

“Ha! this revolver bears the name of Buffalo Bill
engraven on it! By Heaven! there is some deep mys-
tery here, a mystery that I solemnly vow to fathom,”
and the young soldier sprang to his feet, while his eyes
fairly burned with excitement at his startling discov-
ery. :

The discovery of the revolver, with the name of
Buffalo Bill upon it, was a cause of consternation to
the young lieutenant, Duke Damar. He knew that
some.one had placed that pistol in his hand, after his
supposed assassination, with a view to have it appear
that he had taken his own life. Who placed it in the
hands of the officer? '

‘He who had ‘fired the shot could but have dogged

his tracks from the far frontier, but for what mo-
tive ? : -

’

Duke Damar could recall no one who would take

such trouble and risk, go to such expense to get him
out of the way. . |
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He had left Buffalo Bill wounded and UNconscious,
in the hands of Surgeon Powell. He had come East

as rapidly as steam, horse-flesh and human endurance §

could bring him, and yet ahead of him was an assas-
sin with a weapon bearing the name of Buffalo Bill—
meant to be the instrument of death for him!

No wonder Duke Damar was worried. The mys-
tery seemed to have cleared his brain of the shock of
the pistol-bullet.

All those about him seemed equally in a quandary.
The doctor had given his opinion and reported the pa-
tient in no danger, after also dressing the wound in

his shoulder made by the Indian arrow. The lawyer

was slow in giving his opinion, but he meditated

deeply. As for Mrs. Rowland and the others present

they seemed not to know what to think or say.

_ At last Duke Damar returned to the library from R
his room, where he had had his wounds properly §

dressed.

“My friends, let us see if we can solve this mys-|
tery,” he said, as he sat down upon the lounge, while |

Nellie arranged the curtains so as to make him com-

fortable.
“T think,” said Mrs. Rowland, “that the solutiof

of the mystery is simply that the man whose name is |

on that pistol is your enemy, dogged you here to kilt
you, and ‘overreached himself in forgetting that he
used his own weapon. ;

“Aunt Ruth, your suspicion is as unfounded as it

is unkind. Buffalo Bill is my friend, and I left him}

lying seriously if not fatally wounded on the prairié,
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in the hands of a surgeon, when I came here, and he

fell in aiding me to break through the redskin lines,”
said Duke warmly. ’

“Then you must solve the mystery yourself, Duke,”
Mrs. Rowland returned. ,

Sy .ca.nnot, for I am all in the dark; but murder will
0uf:, it is said, and some day we will know all about
this strange affair. But there is one present to whom
I have not been introduced,” and Duke bowed toward

th? one who had accompanied his cousin and Law S
Hilton to the grave. ?

“Ah! I had forgotten, under the excitement, Duke
to present to you the son of an old friend, and 2;
namesake of my late husband—Mr, Rowland Ross-
more, an artis‘;, now on a visit to Sea Vale, and who
has been most kind to us in our affliction,” and Mrs.
Rowland led forward the man on whom the eyes of
the young soldier had more than once fallen.

The dark, fascinating face of Rowland Rossmore
won his respect and admiration at once, and he warmly
grasped his hand while he said:

I am glad to find you, Mr. Rossmore, a guest at
Sez,i Vale, and hope that you will long remain with
us.”

“I thank you, Lieutenant Démar, but I fear I shall
have to soon tear myself away from your delightful
hqme, as my duties will call me to other scenes,” re-
pl.led Rossmore, in a voice strangely melodious and
winning.

({3 . <o [

Mr. Rossmore is an artist, Duke, and has found




34 ‘I'he Midnight Murder.

many pretty bits of scenery about Sea Vale to put
on canvas,” explained Mrs. Rowland.

“Mama had lost sight of him since his boyhood,
Cousin Duke, until one day 1 was asleep in the hgm-
mock in the boat-house, and Mr. Rossmore ?‘owmg
along the shore saw me. He was out sketching, so
drew near and made a perfect drawing of me, and
afterward, when he had finished it as a painting, sent
it to me as a present, the first I knew of having been
caught napping.

“Mother recalled the name, answered the note, and
in Mr. Rossmore found the son of an old friend,” ex-
plained Nellie, and, stepping to an easel that stood
near, she continued:

“This is the painting.”

It was a rare ‘work of art, exquisitely done in oxl
and the likeness of Nellie Rowland was perfect.

“Mr. Rossmore is indeed an artist,” said Duke,
gazing at the painting.

Then the lawyer called the attention of all to the
fact that he wished to again read the will of Delancy
Damar for the benefit of Duke, who had not heard it.

There were some anxious faces in the group, as
they looked upon Duke. How would he, the true heir,
receive the announcement that his father had not left
it 1o him to give aid to his aunt, and cousn:xs, but had
divided the large fortune equally between himself, De-
lancy, and Nellie?

" The attorney began the reading of the will for the
second time, and every eye of the listeners was upon

The Midnight Murder.

the young soldier rather than upon Vance Hilton as
he read.

Not a sign betrayed what Duke Damar thought,
as he heard that he was to possess not one-third of the
fortune he had deemed would be his own, He waited
until the last words were read, and then rising, ap-
proached his aunt with the remark:

“Aunt Ruth, my noble father has but carried out
what I would have had him do for you, and it gives
me real pleasure to feel that he has so generously re-
membered Delancy and Nellie, for they have been
brother and sister to me rather than cousins. I am
more than content.”

This “was a surprise to all, to see how the young‘
heir took his father’s will; but Mrs. Rowland’s keen
eyes thought she detected upon the face of the soldier
a look of inward annoyance, and she said to Neilie,
half an hour after, when the household had retired
for the night:

“Did you note, my child, how your cousin tried
to hide his real feelings under pretended acquxescence
in the will of his father?”

“You mean that he was displeased, mother P2

“Certainly; he was more than displeased.”

“I thought I noticed a change in his face after he
had heard the will; but I could not understand it.”

“I can, for it was hatred of you, Delancy, and my-
self, for having shared in his fortune; but I hope he
will soon become reconciled to existing circumstances.”

Nellie made no reply, but, wishing her mother. good
night, departed for her own room.
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An hour after the silence of the night was broken
by a wild cry that rang through the 'house. ‘ .

It was the cry of “Murder!” uttered in a man's voice,
and immediately following came the crack of a pistol
and a heavy fall. .

Rushing to the scene Lawyer Vance Hlltonv and
Rowland Rossmore entered the room of Delancy Red-
field. to find him lying upon the floor, a bullet-wound
in his head, and over him bent Lieutenant Duke Da-
mar. :

“Te is dead! some one has murdered him,” _cried
the young soldier, as the two men entered the room.

CHAPTER IV.
UNDER SUSPICION.

The soldier held the head of his cousin on his arm
as Lawyer Hilton and Rowland Rossmore entered, and
said :

“Quick, arouse the servants, while I go in search
of the assassin.”

Duke Damar was fully dressed, as was also his
dead cousin, for Delancy Redfield was dead, the bul-
Tet having crashed through his brain.

The window of the room opening upon the balcony
was open, and through that the assassin had entered.

“But ‘what is to be done; what clue have we to be-
gin on?” asked the lawyer. ’

“None other than to first search the grounds and
send word to the village to set the tonstables at work
searching for any suspicious character that may be
about. .If you will remain with the body, Mr. Ross-
more, I will ask Mr. Hilton to acquaint my aunt and
cousin with the sad story of poor Delancy’s death,
while T set the servants to work in trying to discover
the assassin.”

And, so saying, Duke hastily left the room.

The servants were now aroused, and the whole
grounds were searched as well as the boat-house and
shores, while word was sent to the village to put the
officers of the law on the scent of the mutderer.
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An hour after, when Duke Damar reentered the
mansion, he found his dead cousin lying upon the
lounge in his room, and over him was thrown a sheet
to shut out from view the dead face, marred by the
hullet-wound in the temple.

In the room were Mrs. Rowland, Nellie, and the
Jawyer, the latter pacing to and fro in thoughtful
mood.

“I am glad you have come, Damar, to give us what
light you can upon this sad affair,” said Mr. Hilton.

“I can give but little, I assure you, sir. Poor De-

lancy and myself came to his room together and
talked over matters for a long while. He seemed to
think that I was chagrined at my father’s will, and I
was anxious te convince him that I was not so in the
least, At last I went to my room, and, as it was late,
left his room by the window, then going along the
piazza.

“T could not sleep, and was walking to and fro in
my room when I heard a cry of murder. - I almost
thought I was asleep and dreaming at first, when a
shot came and then I threw up my window and sprang
out upon the piazza, for the sound came from that di-
rection. '

“I saw that Delancy’s window was still up, the light
streaming forth, and I ran here to find the poor fel-
low dead upon the floor. Then you and Mr. Ross-
more entered and that is all I know about the affair.”
" The lawyer shook his head and said:. :

A most mysterious affair; but we ‘will get at i
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some day. By the way, what did you do with that
pistol found in your hand at your father’s grave?”
“I carried it to my room, or meant to do so.”
“Still it was here, by the side of Delancy’s body,
and it was the weapon used to kill him with.”
“Impossible!” : -
“It is true, Lieutenant Damar; for one of the
chambers only was empty when you had it in the li-
brary, and now, see, a second shot has been fired
from it.”

' “It is true. Ha! now I remember, I left it upon
the library table.” .

“No, Duke; I saw you bring it out in your hand
when you bade me good night,” said Mrs. Rowland.

“I am sure you are mistaken, aunt; but Mr. Ross-
more will remember,-for we came together as far as
the hall leading to this wing of the house.”

And turning to the-artist, who just then entered,
Duke Damar continued :

“Do you recall my having this revolver in my hand,
Mr, Rossmore, oi did you not see me place it upon
the library table before we left the room?”

“You brought it out with you, Lieutenant Damar.”

“Indeed? T do not recall having done so; but then,
I was so worried as to forget.”

“Have you gleaned any news that may point to the
murderer?” asked the artist.

“None.” :

“I heard voices from this room for quite a while
after I retired, and they seemed to be in anger. Then
I was just dropping asleep, or had been and was awa-
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kened, I know not which, by a loud cry followed by a
shot,” said Rossmore.

“T was in this room with my cousin for some time,
and our conversation was a little excited at one time;
but I left him in good humor, and soon after heard the
cry and shot. When I got to the room Dglancy was
dead; but, here are the officers whom I sent for.”

A justice of the peace, a coroner, and some jurymen
and several officers were then ushered into the room
accompanied by the doctor, and all listened attentively,
to the circumstances of the affair as far as known.

Doctor Kennard gave it as his opinion that the shot
had been fired from the window and Delancy Redfield
had been in the act of undressing to retire when killed.
He had doubtless caught sight of his assassin aiming
at him, and had cried for help when the fatal shot
eame. ]

Duke Damar then told what he knew about the
affair, the pistol bearing the name of Buffalo Bill was
examined and the two empty chambers noted, and the
facts elicited as to its having been taken out of the
library by the young soldier, or left there, and then the
bullet, which was taken from the wound by'; the doctor,
was found to be the counterpart of those remaining
in the weapdn.

It did not take Damar long to see that suspicion was

falling upon him. His own lawyer, Vance Hilton,

even seemed impressed with the proof against him,

and saw that his confession of going to his cousin’s "
~oom, his having an excited conversatien with him,

and the fact that the revolver bearing Buffalo Bill’s
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namé had been in his keeping and another chamber dis-
charged, militated against him,

Then the testimony of the young artisty seemingly
given with deepest reluctance, that he had heard loud
voices, followed by a shot and fall, and upon his com-
ing to the room with Lawyer Hilton had found Lieu-
tenant Damar fully. dressed bending over his cousin,
was also cause for suspicion.

The fact that the wily coroner brought out that, Duke
Damar ‘admired his cousin Nellie, but knew that she
preferred Delancy to him, was brought forward, while
also the fact that the millionaire’s will left the dead
man one-third of his fortune, was another link in the
evidence of apparent guilt.

“‘By Heaven! this testimony seems to be drawn out
to try and prove me guilty of this foul crime,” sud-
denly cried Duke Damar, springing to his feet and
turning his blazing eyes upon the coroner.

“It is my duty, sir, to hold you as under suspicion
of having murdered your cousin; but I hope to Heaven
you can prove your innocence of a crime so foul,” said
the coroner impressively.

A groan broke from the lips of the young soldier
as he sank back in his chair, and every eye was turned
upon him, while Mrs. Rowland buried her face in her
hands. '

“I think, Mr. Coroner, you are going too far in
this,” cried Rossmore indignantly.

“T am responsﬂ)le for my actions, sir, and I must

arrest Lientenant: Damar, = was the stern response

But, just then, Nellie glided into the room, her face
- S
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a5 white as that of the corpse which lay upoa the
lounge.

- “What is- that I hear—that you dare to accuse my
cousin, Lieutenant Duke Damar, of this murder ?”’

All gazed upon her in amazement.

“Circumstantial evidence points to his guilt, Miss
Rowland,” answered the coroner,,

“So my maid. just came and-informed me; but let
- me tell you, sir, that my room is above that of my
Cousin Duke’s, and I was seated at my window when
I saw him come out of poor Delancy’s room upon the
piazza, bid him good night, and retire to his owa
chamber, I heard him pull down the sash of his own
window and could see him pacing to and fro, for his
shadow Wwas cast upon the arbor opposite the window,
and he was thus engaged when the cry came from De-
lancy and the fatal shot was fired. I was too fright-
ened to move, but I heard Cousin Duke’s sash raised,
saw him run out upon the piazza, and enter Delancy’s
room. Can he be accused in the face of this testi-
mony, sir?”’

Nellie had spoken in a firm, clear voice, and her
beautiful eyes had rested upon the faces of the coroner
and his jury. A murmur ran around the room at her
words.

“That settles it, Mr. Coroner,” said Lawyer Hiltont
earnestly. :

“It does, sir, and, Lieutenant Damar, I congratulate
you,” said the coroner, and then he added:

“Miss Rowland, your testimony is conclusive, aud

saves your cousin from arrest, for I doulit not but |

1
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that he could have cleared himself of the charge, strong
as was the seeming evidence against him. :

“Gentlemen of the jury, we are to return a verdict
that Delancy Damar Redfield came to his death by a -
pistol-shot while in his room, said shot having been
fired by a party unknown.”

So went the evidence, and yet, when it was generally
known, there was a lingering suspicion that Duke Da-
mar was guilty, all circumstances being taken into con-
sideration, and it was even hinted that Nellie Rowland

had perjured herself to save her cousin from the gal-
lows.




CHAPTER V.
NELLIE ROWLAND'S SECRET.

The body of Delancy Redfield was laid away in its
grave, a few paces only from where lay his uncle.

A vast concourse of people followed the remains
to the grave, for the strange murder, the mystery over-
hanging all, the suspicion cast upon Duke Damar,
caused a vast deal of curiosity with every one.

Was it because Mrs. Rowland held suspicion against
her nephew that she went on the arm of Lawyer Hil-
ton?

Was it for the same reason that Nellie Rowland was
conducted to the grave by Rowland Rossmore, the ar-
tist, and Duke Damar went alone?

Such were the questions asked by many. Alone
did Duke Damar stand, white-faced, silent, stern, ga-
zing upon the coffin and then down into the grave,
while every eye was riveted upon him. His face be
trayed no emotion, so that what was in his mind no
one knew.

What was in his heart no eye could read, and if
there was guilt there he did not show it by the tremor
of a muscle.

The voice of the clergyman reading the impressive
ceremony died away, the grave was filled in and the
people moved away from the sacretl spot.

As the last one disappeared in the distancs 2. ,fQ"m
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came out of the cedars and stood gazing down upon
the new-made grave.

Upon one side was the mound of the dead million-
aire, covered with fresh flowers, and upon the ather
the grave of Delancy Redfield, also hidden beneath
a mantle, of roses.

The one who stood there between the two graves,
gazing down upon them, was Duke Damar. His face,
now that the gaze of others was not upon it, writhed
with emotion, and a groan would force itself from
between the tightly shut teeth.

The sun was going down behind the distant hilltop,
and its radiance fell full upon him and revealed how
deepiy he suffered.

Along the gravel walk leading through the grounds
of Sea Vale came another form—out of the rustic
gate, across the highway and up the hillside pathway,
until the graveyard was reached. It was Nellie Row-
land, her face pale and sad, and her eyes red from
weeping.

She was clad in deepest black, and advanced so
noiselessly that Duke Damar heard not her coming un-
til he felt her touch upon his arm. He started and
turned almost fiercely upon - her; but, seeing who it
was, he smiled sadly and said:

“Nellie, you here?”

“Yes, Cousin Duke.”

“And why?”

“To seek you.”

“What would you with me, Nellie?”
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“Oh. Duke, my whole soul goes out in -sympathy
to you in your sorrow.” 5

“Ah. little woman, I appreciate all that you - would
say, all that you would feel.”

“Ah. Duke, how bitter was this last cruel blow!”

“T{ cannot be helped, Nellie! but let me say to you
now that T believe you saved me from the gallows, for,
as it is, I see how people regard me.”

“Could I do more, Cousin Duke?”

“Few would have done what you did, Nellie; for
you perjured yourself to save me from the gallows!”
said the young soldier solemnly.

“\What I did, Duke, is done; so do not let us speak
of that again.” .

“But, Nellie, why did you say what you did 7"

“As you just said, Cousin Duke, to save you from
the gallows, knowing you to be innocent.”

“T shall not forget you, Nellie, never to the day §

of my death, die how and where I may,” he said im-
pressively.
She was silent for a moment and then asked:
“Will you remain long at Sea Vale, cousin?”
“T think I shall return to my post at once, Nellie,

or just so soon as matters are arranged about the for- |
tune of my father, for Delancy’s death now leaves us §

joint heirs.”
Nellie shuddered and replied:
“I wish that you had been the sole heir, Duke.”
“Ah, no, for it is best as it is; but you, Nellie, will
return to your boarding-school, I suppose?”
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“And then will make Sea Vale your home again,
for 1 shall not live here for many years.”

“I know not what is before me, Cousin Duke, and
I only wish that I could tell you a secret; but, alas!
I cannot, I cannot!”

And the beautiful eyes of the young girl filled with
tears.

“Do not fear to trust me, Nellie.”

“I do not fear to trust you, only I cannot make
}(nown to you what I would—at least, not now. Same
day I may have to do so, but not now, not now. But,
come ! '.Flns is a gloomy place for you, so let us go.”

He slipped his hand in her arm and they walked
down the path together.

"Hf{\fe you had any clue yet, Cousin Duke, as to
who fired that shot at you?”

"‘Xone; but I shall yet find out, Nellie.”

I*f)r some moments neither spoke, and then the young
soldier asked abruptly:

“Nellie, will you tell me the truth if I ask you a
question

“Perhaps.”

“No, say that you will do so.”

What is the question?”

“Say. that you will answer me truthfully.”

I will not promise.”

“Well, I shall trust to your doing so and ask "you.”

Well, Cousin Duke ?” : :

“Did Delancy love you ?”

“He said that he did.”’

“And vou i




48 Néllie Rowland’s Secret.

“What do yod mean?”

“Did you love him?”

Her face flushed and then paled, but she made no
reply.

“Did you love Delancy, Nellie?”

Her face bécame stern now, a strange look upon a
countenance so beautiful.

“T will answer you, Cousin Duke, that I did not love
him!”

“You are sure?”

“I am very sure.”

“He asked you to be his wife?”

“He did.”

“And your answer?”’

“That I would never be his wife!”

“And yet I have always believed that you loved
Delancy.”

“Loved him? -~ Why, Duke Damar, I hated him,”
came in decisive accents from her, lips.

Duke was startled at her manner and words. He
could not understand her, but said:

“That is all T wished to ask, Nellie.”
“And you have my answer, Duke.”

“Yes, and I am glad that you did not love him,” he
said.

She glanced at him quickly, while he, after a mo-
ment, said :

“Another question, Cousin Nellie.”
“Neg?”

“Who is this young artist, Rowland Rossmore?”
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She started now and asked simply :

“Why?”

“Because 1 am anxious to know all about one who
seems to be regarded so highly by my aunt and cou-
sin.”’ ‘

“His father was an old friend of mama’s, and he
was named after papa.”

“And what else?”

“He studied art abroad, I believe, and is winning a
name as an artist far above the average. He has been
a great rover, and is a ranchero somewhere in the
West, I believe, coming East at certain times of the
year, for he has a studio in New York. He is accom-
plished, gentlemanly, and has some means, I think.
More I cannot tell you, Cousin Duke.”

“More I cannot ask you.”

“Do you like him?”

“Immensely; but here he comes,” and their eyes
fell upon the tall, commanding form of Rowland Ross-
more coming up the pathway.

He saluted them in his courtly way, and the three
walked slowly on through the gathering twilight to
the mansion, where Lawyer Hilton and Mrs. Rowland
sat on the piazza awaiting their coming.




CHAPTER VL
MAY MALCOLM’S REVELATIONS.

“Life here is unendurable. I shall return to my
command.”

So said Lieutenant Damar one month after his re-
turn home. g :

His old friends, those who had known him in boy-
hood, turned a cold shoulder upon him. His aunt,
ever loved so dearly by him, and who had always been
most kind to him, acting as a mother, in spite of an
effort to appear the same, showed that she, too, be-
lieved him guilty.

The lawyer, after having arranged all legal matters,
turning over to him and to Nellie their share of De-
lancy Redfield’s fortune, said that he was glad to
get away, for strange thoughts haunted him at Sea
Vale.

Those who called at Sea Vale to offer sympathy to
its denizens never asked for Duke! -

Nellie had gone back to her school, seemingly glad
to get away from the grand old home, though Row-
land Rossmore remained there, a guest, urged to do
so by the young soldier, who in his misfortune found
him a true friend.

The artist alone seemed to believe him innocent,
and his kind words of sympathy were a balm to the
wounds afflicted by others. So it was that Lieutenant
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Damar had said that life at Sea Vale was unendurable -
to him, for, several days before, Rowland Rossmore
had been forced to depart, called away on business.

Not a line had come to Rowland from the fort, as
to the fate of Buffalo Bill, though he had asked Sur-
geon Powell to write him at once.

“] will start to-morrow to rejoin my command,
aunt,” he had said one evening.

“Tt will doubtless be the best for you, Duke,” was
the cold reply.

The next day he arose early to take his departure,
intending to ride to the town on horseback, and send
his traps on by, wagon.

His aunt begged to be excused, as she was not well,
so sent good-by by her maid.

Duke bit his lips at this, but made no reply, and,
lighting a cigar, he mounted his horse and rode away.

A strange impulse caused him to go by the little
cemetery, and for some moments he stood gazing upon
the two graves, his head uncovered, his face stern and
cold. '

Absorbed in his thoughts, he rode slowly along, and
seemingly in no haste stopped several hours at a coun-
try tavern for dinner and rest. y

As he resumed his way he seemed to realize that he
should have been already at his journey’s end and that
night would overtake him before he reached the town.

In a short while clouds began to obscure the heavens
and the distant roll of thunder betokened a storm.
Then he rode rapidly on; l.)ut‘ the stor_m-’qlduds rose




May Malcolm’s Revelations.

swiftly and the lightning played almost incessantly

across the skies.

Seeing a large gateway upon his right, he deter-
mined to seek the hospitality of the large and com-
fortable-looking farmhouse to which it led.

A gravel drive led to a pretentious mansion, with
large and handsome grounds about it, a great number
of cultivated acres surrounding and extensive ‘out-
buildings in the rear.
> A servant came forward and took his horse as Duke

dismounted, and he reached the piazza just as the rain

descended in torrents.

A young lady met him at the doorway, sesmincrly
coming out to look at the storm, for she started at
sight of a stranger, while he said: .

“Pardon me, but I sought shelter in your home from
the storm. My name is Duke Damar, and I am an
- army officer.”

“You are welcome, sir, and will have to accept me
as hostess, for my father, Mr. Malcolm, is ill, and my
brother, Lieutenant Andrew Malcolm, of the revenue
service, is on his vessel.”

She spoke in a perfectly - self-possessed manner,
though she appeared scarcely over eighteen, and in-
vited him into the library with the air of one who
meant to make her guest feel at home.

Duke saw that she was lovely in face and form,
and when he gazed into her beautiful eyes he felt that
he had never beheld a more beautiful woman.

“I trust your father is not seriously ill, MISS Mal-

colm ?”" he sald
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“No, sir; though helpless with gout, a disease which
is an heirloom among the Malcolms,” she answered,
with a smile, then she added, as a servant entered:

“Henry will show you, Mr. Damar, to your room,
and supper will be ready in halt an hour. I will
acquaint my father with your comi‘ng, and perhaps he
will be able to see you, for we are always glad to have
guests at The Retreat, as we call our home.”

In half an hour Duke Damar met his fair hostess
at supper, and a delightful supper it was, too.

She had changed the walking-suit she had on when
he met her for an evening dress in honor of her
guest, and the young soldier felt that her beauty and
sweet manner grew upon him.

The storm still raged without. To think of going
on that night was out of the question, and so May Mal-
colm told him in a way that showed she expected to
have her way.

“Father will see you, Mr. Damar, after supper, for
he will be wheeled into the library in his easy chair,”
she said, and soon after Duke was presented to a hand-
some old gentleman who seemed to be a great sufferer
from gout.

He was, however, quite cheerful gave the young
officer a hearty welcome, and soon after left him to be
entertained by his daughter.

Several hours thus passed away, May Malcolm sing-
ing for her guest in a voice that was well-trained and
melodious, and then telling him that she would see
fim at his early breakfast, she bade him good night.

Soon after Duke Damar retired tong, but
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not to sleep; so he lighted a cigar and sat down in an
easy chair, where, after a while, he dropped into an
uneasy slumber, from w 'hich he awakened with a start.

Rising, he went to the window and glanced out.
He heard voices in a whisper, and, looking down, be-
held two forms in the darkness, entering a window by
means of a small ladder.

“That is the room, I think, of Mr. \'hlcolrn There
is some deviltry going on there, I am certain.’

Instantly taking from his saddle-bags a small pistol,
Duke cautiously left his room, descended the broad
stairs, where a lamp burning in the hall lighted his
way, and, going to the wing where the rooms of Mr.
Malcolm were located, he listened at the door.

He distinctiy heard voices, lowered to suppressed
tones within. Cautiously he tried the knob, but the
door was locked ; so he went out of the front door, ran
around the wing, mounted the step-ladder, and sprang
into the window.

He was just in time, for he beheld one man stand-
ing by the bed in which lay Mr. Malcolm, holding over
his head a heavy pillow.

The other was rifling a small desk of its contents,
and upon the floor, evidently dead, lay a half-dressed
man, the night-nurse of the invalid gentleman. Into
the room sprang Duke, and, quick as a flash, he lev eled
his revolver at the man at the bedside.

“Hands up, or I fire!” cried the young soldier, in a
voxce that rang with stern determination.

The answer was a startled cry from the man and

a shot from his comrade which whizzed by the head .
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of the young soldier. Then Duke Damar’s finger drew
trigger, and the man Who fired the shot, and was pre-
paring to fire again, fell dead.

The other attempted to escape, but Duke threw him-
self upon him, and, after a fierce struggle, held him
securely.

Then into the room dashed May Malcolm, clad in
a loose wrapper, and following her came her maid
and a man servant, who had been aroused from their
slumbers and hastened to the scene from the adjoining
room, for they had tried the hall' door and found it
securely fastened.

“Miss Malcolm, from my window I saw these two
men enter this room, so came around and discovered
one striving to smother your father, the other robbing
his desk. The latter fired upon me and I killed him,
and the other is a prisoner, as you see; but I think
they have. killed your father’s night-nurse.”

The words were spoken coolly, but rapidly, and May
Malcolm sprang to the side of her father, who was
conscious, for Duke Damar had thrown the pillow off
his face. ‘

“Do not be alarmed, my child, for I am unburt,
though, but for our brave guest, I would have been
killed,” he said faintly.

“I will see to this man’s safety, Miss Malcolm,
while your servants carry off these bodies,” and Duke
led the prisoner from the room.

He was masked, wearing a close-fitting wire mask
which completely hid his face. As they reached the

hallway the man said hoarsely :
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“Say, friend, you want to let me go.”

“No, sir, you must hang for the murder of the
nurse.” :

“It will be to your interest to let me go, I tell you.”

“It will be to my interest to hang you.”

“Say, are you sweet on May?”

“How dare you speak thus of Miss Malcolm, sir?”

“Friend, just call Miss Malcolm here.”

“No, sir.”

“You had better do so, for there are more to regret
this night's work than me.”

“What do you wish with her?” asked Damar, im-

pressed with the manner of the man.

“Call her.”

Duke drew his prisoner with him to the door, and,
knocking, asked a servant who appeared to request
Miss Malcolm to come into the library. She soon did
so, and he said:

“Miss Malcolm, this man demands to see you.”

1’6 'sce me P

“Yes, for I wish you tq tell your lover here to let
me go.” !

& Sir [

“Don’t play tragedy queen, May, but do as I say,
for you do not care to see me hang.”

“Who-are you?” she gasped.

Saeci

He turned his face from Duke Damar as he ut-
tered the word, and removed his mask,

An exclamation broke from the lips of the girl, an(f‘

she staggered as theugh struck a severe blow.
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“May, I asked this man to let me go. Won't you
make the same request, rather than see me hang?”

“Oh, yes, yes! It would kill father to know who
you are. Oh, Lieutenant Damar, please let him go,
I beseech you!”

“Go!” and Dike pointed toward the door, as he
released his grasp upon the man’s shoulder.

“Thank you! Good-by, May!” _

The man bounded out of the room as he spoke, and
May Malcolm grasped the hand of Duke Damar, while
she said: ‘ »

“Thank you, oh, thank you! Keep my secret, sir,
but that man was my eldest brother!”




CHAPTER VIIL
LIEUTENANT DAMAR'S RETURN.

“The prisoner escaped,”

captured.

Assistance had been sent for to the town, and when §
officers of the law arrived they found that the mid-§
night marauders of the Malcolm homestead had come §

on horseback to the scene.

One of them certainly knew the place well, for their
horses had been concealed in a clump of shrubbery
near the house, and the gate leading into a lane, which
ran back into a heavy forest, had been propped opei.

Then a step-ladder had been taken from an out-
house where it was kept, with tools to open the win-
dow of the room.

The fugitive had taken both horses in his escape,
and turning into a brook, had destroyed all trace of
which way he had gone.

Mr. Malcolm said he had inhaled something like
perfume, and it seemed to lull him to sleep, and a bot:
tle that had contained chloroform was found under the

window, while a hole cut in the glass showed that the §

room had been filled full of the fumes, thus causing
partial-unconsciousness in Mr. Malcolm and his serv-
ant, who slept on a cot near him.

| H {
! He fe;ngigbergd to have felt a weight upof him,

was the explanation of §
Lieutenant Damar, regarding the man whom he had §
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then heard a struggle, a cry, and then realized that he

was being murdered.
The pistol-shots he heard, felt the pillow drawn -
from his face, and saw the struggle between Duke

" Damar and the burglar.

The nurse had been killed with a knife-thrust, and
that the escaped burglar had done the deed was proven,
as the knife of the dead burglar was in his belt and
untarnished.

The desperado had escaped, Duke Damar explained,
by springing away from him in the library, and this
was not looked upon as unlikely under the circum-
stances, so the secret lay between the fugitive, the sol-
dier, and May Malcolm.

The dead robber had been shot in the tmehmd
showing deadly aim on the part of the soldier.

After giving his testimony before the coroner’s jury,
Duke mounted his horse and rode on his way, prom-
ising some day to again visit The Retreat. Not a
word did he ask May about her wicked brother, and
not a word did she vouchsafe regarding him. She
simply pressed the hand of the soldier in parting, and
said :

“You have heen so good to me, I will never forget
you.”

lhus they parted, and Duke went on his way Wut~
ward..

If' was 1'long tedious- jdurney, but at last the young

. officer neared the place \\ here he was to leave the trdin’

and: taligithe stage- ~coach to'a 'point w here he could get

a h(n\t to the fort.
"




60 lLieutenant Damar’s Return.

He had heard of increased trouble among the In.
dians, and was glad that he would have work to do,
for his mind was ill at ease. As he mounted the box
with the driver, he asked:

“Any news, driver, from the fort?”

“The Injuns is gittin’ a leetle- more ugly, sir, s
Buffler Bill were a-sayin’.” :

“Buffalo Bill? Then yéu have seen him?” cried
Duke, glad to know that the scout had not died of
his wound, as he had feared.

“He went down to Hank’s Ranch on last trip with
This is an extra coach, you know, &

the reg’lar coach.
cap'n.”’

“Yes, and I was lucky to catch it, as the regular
ones does not go until to-morrow night.”

“You is, sir.”

“Then Buffalo Bill is all right again?”

“Yas, he seemed so, but looked a trifle pulled, arter
his wound.”

“I am delighted to hear it, I assure you, for Bill

was wotnded in aiding me to pass through the lines §

two months ago, when I went East.”

“Maybe you'll catch him at Hank'’s, and it will be §

better, for it ain’t pleasant ridin’ alone through ther
Injun country.”

“No; so I will hope to catch Cody at Hank’s, for
he will hardly start for the fort before to-morrow
morning, as you cannot be many hours behind the
regular coach.” i

“About ﬁ\illours, cap’n,”” was the answer,

—_— TR

9
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It was just after dark when the coach rolled up to
[Hank’s Ranch, the stage-station.

Being ‘an “extra,” put on to bring a party of sur-
veyors back from the line, its coming was not expected,
and there was no one out in front of the cabin inn to
receive it.

The condtctor on the train had told him that, when
he came down on his run, he had seen Buffalo Bill, as
he thought, just getting off of the west-bound cars,
but the lieutenant had doubted this, not knowing why
the scout would be upon the train from the east yet,
when told by the stage-driver that Buffalo Bill had
gone on with the regular stage a few hours before,
he felt sure that the one the conductor saw must have
been Cody, and was much pleased to know that he had
gotten over his wound.

As he entered the cabin the first one his eyes fell

. upon was the well-known form of the scout.

“Ho, Cody, I am delighted to see you!” he cried,
advancing toward him.

The scout started, turned, and then put out his
hand, while he said coldly :

“You are back again, lieutenant?”

“Yes, and most happy am I to see that your wound
was not serious.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“When do you start for the fort, Cody?”
“At dawn in the morning, sir.”

“I’ll go with you, for T’ll get a horse here.”

“Pll see that you are called in time.”

“Then I shall retire at once, as I am not well.”
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“You look worn, sir;
your father well, sir?”

“I found him dead, alas; but I have much to e
you, Cody, and a remarkable circumstance about og
of your pistols; but I'll tell you to-morrow.”

but, may I ask, did you finf

The scout howed and departed, while Duke Dama§

muttered :
“Buffalo Bill seems very distant. Can he blame me
for the wound he received, I wonder?”

The next morning the soldier was awakened eatly,

but the Jandlord told him that Buffalo Bill had gonef

_ the night before, leaving no word for him.

Slightly angered at the manner of the scout toward
him, Lieutenant Damar mounted the horse secured 4

the station and rode on his way alone toward the fort :
He had gone but a few miles when he saw a horse andff have passed the death-ambush.

rider in the trail before him.

He knew that”he was in constant danger from In
dians and road-agents, and so he advanced cautiously

As he drew nearer he saw that the one before him*
was an Indian girl, gorgeously decked out in feathes§

and beads, and with her wealth of hair hanging dowt
her back and. resting upon her horse. Her face wa
painted, and it, as well as her form, seemed to be very
beautiful.

The soldier was surprised, and involuntarily raisel
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The Indian girl Spoke in good English, and the lieu-
tenant was amazed.

“Why can I not continue on this trail to the fort,
for it is nearest ?”

“The Red Rose has said that death is on this trail.
Does the paleface fear to follow one who would save
his life?”

“No.”

“Then come!”

She led the way off the trail, her pretty black pony
going along at a canter. For miles she went along,
making no reply to the questions of Duke, until at last
she halted.

“See! ‘There lies the trail you were on; but you
Go!”

And with a wave of her hand she was off, and Duke
' Damar, completely mystified, rode slowly on his way
. once more,

It was sunset when he reached the fort, but the wel-
come he received was a cold one. Something seemed
to keep his friends aloof from him; but there was one
¢ who came to his quarters and greeted him in a friendly
way, and that person was Surgeon Frank Powell.

“My dear Damar, T am glad to see you back, and
yet I regret your coming, for there are strange stories

his hat.

“The paleface warrior is on a trail ‘that will leal
him to death! Let him follow the Red Rose) and sk
will lead him by another trail to the fort.””

here about you. But I am your friend, as is also Buf-
falo Bill. Come and see him, for he knows of your
coming and is able to see you.”

“Able to see me?”’ gasped Damar.

.“Yes, for you know he was severely wounded; but
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he'll be out in a week or so, I hope, all right opg
more.”’
“Frank Powell, is not Buffalo Bill able to be about?"
“Not yet.”
“He has not left the fort?”
“By no means, nor his bed, either, until two days

$24

ago.

“Do you mean this?” and Duke Damar seemedf

deeply moved.
“Why doubt me, Damar ?”’
“Pardon me, Powell, but T was told on the train by
the conductor that he had seen Buffalo Bill, and the
stage-driver I came overland with also told me so
‘At Hank’s Ranch I saw Buffalo Bill mysef and talkef
with him{”

“Impossible!” cried Frank Powell, while Lieutenant

Damar said :
“Then Buffalo Bill must have a double!”

1

CHAPTER VIII.
THE MYSTERIOUS REVOLVER.

The return of Lieutenant Damar created an excite-
ment among hoth officers and men. Ile had gone
away, called by the earnest appeal of his father to
come to him, respected by both officers and soldiers.

He had been the most popular man in the fort, and,
though.a trifle wild, and, some said, at times a reck-
less card-player, nothing was said against his charac-

ter or honor.
Not only Buffalo Bill but Surgeon Powell had been

most anxious to risk their lives to aid him in passing
through the Indian lines, that he might go to his dying
father. He returned to find himself bowed to coldly
by his former friends, and was made ta. feel that Qe
had done some wrong—that some stain of infamy was

. upon him.

“Powell, what does this mean?” he asked, as the
two went together toward the quarters of Buffalo Bill,
and, meeting several officers, Damar was given the cut
direct.

“Lieutenant, when we reach Cody’s quarters I wish
you to tell us just what has happened to you since
you left us that night on the prairie,” said the surgeon-
scotut.

“First, Powell, tell me all that has happened since
that fateful night, and I will gladly then make known
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to you what has occurred to me, and I have much to
tell, I assure you.”

They had now reached the pleasant cabin home of
the scout, and Damar felt that Buffalo Bill was his
friend, as the scout, lying on his cot, warmly grasped
the officer’s hand, and said:

“Welcome back, lieutenant, and accept my sym-
pathy in your loss and troubles.”

“Thank you, Cody; but I am sorry to see you still
confined to your room.”

“It’s lucky the space is no smaller, lieutenant, as the
wound was a bad one, and I believe Powell is the only
man who could have saved me. You see, I lost so
much blood I swooned away and was no use what-
ever. You saved my life and my scalp, Lieutenant
Damar, for I have been told how you cut back through
the redskins and brought your company to my aid,”
and Buffalo Bill spoke with much feeling.

“I did but my duty, Cody, my friend.”

“Some men do not regard it their duty to take such
chances for another, but you were rash to go off alone
with Spur as you did.”

“I went off alone, and Spur followed me. Had he
not done so, I would have been killed; but, poor fel-
low, he fell soon after.”

“Spur dead?” cried Surgeon Powell.

“Yes, he was shot some few miles from the spot,
I left you, and, as my horse was killed, I took his and
rode on.” 5

“Strange that no one at the fort mentioned this.”

“I really believe I forgot to speaks of it, for I de-
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layed but a moment, as it were, and went on to the
station to catch the coach.”

“Where was he killed ?”’ asked Powell.

“On the direct trail, some miles from where I left
you.” - :

" ] have been over that trail a half-dozen times since,
and saw no body. The remains of a horse I did see,
yes; but no human bones.”

" «Great Heaven! could he not have been dcad and
was thus captured ?” cried Lieutenant Damar.

“Tt must have been, and, if so, he was tortured to
_death.”

“Poor Spur! But I certainly deemed him dead, or
1 would never have left him as I did. I must find out
just what his fate has been.” :

“Tt is too late now, poor fellow_.'i cried Buffalo Bill.

“I am so glad, Cody, to see you all right again.”

“It was a close call, lieutenant; but the troops went
into camp, and it was not until some days after that we
retreated to the fort, and here I have been ever since,”
answered the scout.

“Now tell us of yourself, Damar; and, Bill, the
lieutenant has something to tell you that will be star-
tling, I assure you,” Frank Powell remarkec.l.‘

“T have more than one thing of a startling nature
to tell you both, for you alone of all here seem now
to be rﬁy friends, and I wish to make knovs{n to you
much that is strange, mysterious, and tragic. Poor
Spur’s unknown fate worries me more than you may
know : but there are other causes of trouble and sorrow
to nte of which I will tell you.”

il i ) e 1% : s A%
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_ Then the young officer told of his slipping off alone
to make the ride to the fort, the gallant rescue of the
brave Spur, hig fall, dead, as he believed, and how he
had pushed on untiringly to the end of his journey.
The burial of his father the day he had come in sight
of his home, his witnessing all from the cedars, and
then the shot from the thicket as he knelt by the grave,

“There is the wound, which this lock of hair hides,
» and the arrow-wound in my shoulder is also healed.
Now, when I recovered consciousness, I found my face
stained with blood, and I lay upon the grave. In my
hand was clutched this pistol,” and he took from his
pocket the silver-mounted revolver which had the name
of Buffalo Bill engraven on it. “I went on to the man-
sion, and half-dazed, reached the library, where the
lawyer was reading my father’s will to the heirs.

“I startled them by my presence, for they had re-
ceived no telegram that I had sent, notifying them of
my coming, nor had I had letters which Attorney Hil-
ton said that he had sent me. In telling of this at-
tempted assassination, I discovered, to my amazement,
your name, Cody, engraven upon the revolver.”

“My name?” cried Buffalo Bill, in alarm.

“See for yourself!”

“Why, this is my pistol, for here is my name.”

“It certainly is.”

“But there hang my two revolvers,”

Surgeon Powell took down the scout’s belt df arms,
and the two revolvers were looked at and found to
be the exact counterpart of the one which Duke Damar
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This is remarkable,” declared Buffalo Bill, in as-
tonishment.

“It certainly is most mysterious,” rejoined Powell.

“Tt is a mystery that I cannot solve, this pistol being
in my hand when I recovered consciousness, any more
than I can understand who it was that fired upon me.”

“The man certainly must have dogged your trail
from the West,” Cody remarked.

“So it would seem.”

“But who was he, aid where did he get this re-
volver, exactly like my own weapons, and with my
name upon it, exactly as they are?”

“T do not know : but there is more to tell, and solve
the mystery we must, Cody, for your sake as well as
for mine,” and Damar’s face. was pale with suppressed
excitement, in which Frank Powell fully participated.

—
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CHAPTER IX.

THE BRAND ©€F CAIN.

Buffalo Bill and Frank Powell were deeply inter-
‘ested in what the lieutenant told them, and they
awaited anxiously for him to continue his recital of
what had occurred to him since leaving the fort.

“I found at my home, besides my aunt, her daugh-
ter, Nellie, and my cousin, Delancy Redfield, my
father’s attorney, Mr. Vance Hilton, and a young art-

ist, a friend of the family.

“The lawyer had read the will of my father before
my arrival, but reread it. It was hardly what I had
expected, though I had no reason to complain, for it
left me Sea Vale estate and one-third of his fortune,

It made my cotfsins, Nellie Rowland and Delancy Red- -

field, children of my father’s two sisters, co-heirs with
myself, gave my aunt, Mrs. Rowland, a life interest in
a large cash fund, and remembered the old family
servants handsomely. In case of my death, Sea Vale
was to go, with nigy share, to my two cousins, and so,
also, should either or both of them die, their share
was to revert to the survivor.

“I am thus particular about the will that you may
understand what happened afterward. = Betweern my
cousin Delancy and myself there had been always' a
certain feeling, which he was responsible “for; hut it
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was known and charged to my jealousy of him. That
night Delancy was killed—murdered.

“I heard his cry of ‘Murder!” A pistol-shot fol-
lowed, and, running to his room, I found him dead, a
bullet-wound in the head. - Bending over him, I was
found by the lawyer and Mr. Rowland Rossmore, the
friend of the family of whom I spoke. Aid was sent
for, a coroner’s jury came, and, to my horror, I saw

that T was suspected of killing my cousin—the motive
heing-an alleged ill-will each felt toward the other, and
to get his share of the fortune, while also I would
have him out of the way as a rival for the love of
my cousin, Nellie Rowland.

“T confess circumstantial evidence was against me,
especially as your pistol, this one, had been found ixE
my possession, and another shot had been fired out_ of
it, and the ball, extracted from the wound, was just
the same in size and weight as the others. But at that
juncture my cousin Nellie appeared, and her testimony
saved me, for she stated that she had seen me, by my
shadow on the wall, in my own room, spring from
the window and go to. Delancv s chamber when
alarmed by the firing.

“In spite of her testimony, I saw that I was still sus-
pected; but I was set free, and after a stay at home
that was one of wretchedness for me, I started to come
West once more. On my way I met with a strange
adventure, saving the life of a gentleman at whose
house I stopped, and which was entered by burglars.
I killed one of the robbers, but the other made his
escape.
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“Then I started for my post, and upon the train.
coming here, Cody, the conductor told me that he had.

seen you!”
‘“He was mistaken.”

“So I now know; but Boyd, the Overland dnver‘ :
also told me that you had come through on the coach

ahead.”
“How strange!”

“I was glad to know that you were all right, and

at Hank’s Ranch I met you

“Met me, Lieutenant Damar?”

“I'met your double, for I talked with you yourself,
as I believed, though I noticed that you were cold and
reserved and ill at ease.”

“This is most remarkable!”

“Tt is, and you, that is, your double—for he is the
very picture of you, Cody—arranged to start with me
at daybreak for the fort. He promised to call me in
time, but the agent awoke me and said you had gone
early in the night. I then came on alone, wondering
at your singular conduct.”

“You mean my double’s strange conduct, for I am
here,  as you see, lieutenant,” ;

“Yes; but that man would be taken for you by your
oewn mother, and yet, I mean no flattery. when I say
that I did not believe your counterpart lived.” :

“I cannot understand it, and if I was superstitious
this would make me nervous, for not only does some

one try to kill you with the counterpart of - my re-

volvers, but you meet a man that' looks hke me, and 50;
préetends-tor be.” ‘
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“I{ certainly so appears, Cody.” '

«“And others saw this man, my double?’

“Yes, several others.” :

“Surgeon Powell, will you go to Hank’s. Ranch to-
mortow, and see how many saw this man?”

“Certamly, Cody, for I am anxious to solve the
mystery,” answered the surgeon-scout promptly and
earnestly.

“Nor is this all,” continued the lieutenant.

Both looked at him in surprise.

“T had left the ranch but half an hour, when I saw,
in my path, a young and really beautiful Indian girl.
She was gorgeously dressed, rode a fine black pony,
and coolly told me in good English that T must leave
the trail and follow her, as death lay in wait for me
on that trail. 'So I 6beyed her, and she rode rapidly
on. - After following her for miles, I found that she
had led me, by a circuitous way, back’to the main
fort trail, and telling me that there was no further
danger, she bolted off like an arrow from a bow.”

“What is your explanation of this?” Powell asked

of Cody, as the young officer paused in his narrative.

“T am as deep in the dark as before,” the scout said.
“Tt is’evident there is work for us to do, for these
mystenes must ‘be solved, and T shall begm to-mor-
row I » : -

The surgeon-scout looked at Buffalo Bill, and Duke

- Damar 'saw’ a significant glance pass between ‘them.

Then Frank Powell spoke:
“Mv deal Damar, it pains me to say, what I have 10,
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but the truth is, news came to the colonel commanding
that you were suspected of killing your adopted brother
because your father had left him an equal share in his
fortune. The colonel sent a courier to the railroad,
with a telegram, and received a reply from the com. §
manding general at Governor’s Island, New York, that
the rumor was generally believed, though you had been
proven not guilty under what was supposed to be per-
jured testimony.” :

An exclamation burst from the lips of the young
officer, and great beads of sweat stood on his fore-
head.

“I am most sorry to pain you, Damar; but the colo-
nel held a consultation with his officers, and all but
myself urged that you should be forced to resign.”

“Forced? I will willingly resign! Those whom [
believed my friends, when a cloud hovers over-me,
desert me, and then, by their actions, aid in branding
me with the curse of Cain. Powell, bless you, as my
friend!” '

“And T am your friend, Duke Damar,” earnestly
said Buffalo Bilk :

“Bless you, Bill, for from my heart I feel your
kindness.”

“As I remained your friend, Damar, I was selected
to ask you to resign, for I refused to demand it. It
was said that you had gambled heavily and lost a for-
tune, and, in fact, some one in the fort is in corre-
spondence with some one East who is certainly your
foe!”
~ “But T will find this foe, T will have it ont and—"
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#“No, you can do nothing as an officer ; so I would
ﬁrge you to resign and try to clear your name. Hav-
ing done so, yours is the vietory, and the shame falls
upon your professed friends!”

“And such is my advice, lieutenant, and most cer-
tainly Surgeon Powell and myself will d'o a’z’ll in our
power to help you to solve these mysteries,” Buffalo
Bill said impressively.

“I will do as you advise.
take my resignation to the colonel?”

Surgeon Powell, will you

“At once.”
Sitting down at the table, the young officer wrote
in a bold hand:

“Having a brand upon my brow, put there by the
unjust and unkind suspicions of those whom I believed
my friends, I hereby tender my resignation as an offi-
cer in the United States Army, hoping that it will be
immediately accepted, and thus set me free to prove
my innocence and cast back the dishonor in the teeth
of my accusers.”

These lines were signed and addressed, and Surgeon
Powell carried them to the commanding officer, who
promptly accepted the resignation upon his own re-
sponsibility, and also gave Duke Damar permission to
depart from the fort at his earliest convenience, add-
ing, as.a balm to his wounded feelings, in a formal
nete: i

- “My. DEAR Damar: I cannot, will not now, }?elie\fe
you guilty of the foul charge; but, under the circum-
§
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stances, deem it best for you to be free to hunt dowy
the guilty one, whose foul crime is laid upon you.

“Success attend you in your good work, and be eyer
assured of my friendship.”

“There are others who would be your friends,
Damar; but, somehow, there is a powerful and secret
influence working against you in the army,” said Su-
geon Powell. '

“Well, thank Heaven, I am free to begin the good
work of confounding my accusers, and this night—yes,
this very hour, T will leave this fort.”

In vain did both Surgeon Powell and Buffalo Bill
urge him to delay a few days.

“No, Buffalo Bill! No, Surgeon Powell! The
brand of Cain is upon my brow, and I go at once to
solve this accursed mystery,” replied the exiled lieu-
tenant.

“Then I go with you as far as Hank’s Ranch,” re-
plied Powell; and, just before dawn, the two rode
off together, and took the trail across the plains—Buf-
falo Bill deeply regretting his inability to accompany
the exiled officer as far as the Overland stage-station
and help to solve the mysteries that seemed to com-
pletely surround him.

CHAPTER X.
THE MYSTERY DEEPENS.

The scene, where Spur had fallen, and his master
had had his horse killed under him, was reached by
Surgeon Powell and Duke Damar soon after sunrise.

There were the bones of the soldier’s horse, picked
clean long before by wolves and vultures, and some
distance away were the remains of several Indian
ponies sldin; but nowhere visible were human bones.

“They removed their own dead and wounded,”
Duke decided.

“They would not have removed Spur, however, had
he been killed,” the scout rejoined.

“Then you deem it probable that the poor fellow
was not killed?”

“I feel sure of it.”

“Had he been wounded?”

“Well, .if seriously, they would have killed and
scalped him and left his body.”

“If slightly ?”

“They would have carried him with them, hoping
that he woud get well and give them a chance to tor-
ture him to death.”

“Poor Spur!”

“At least, that is what they would have done with
a white man, or an Indian foe.”

“And why not with Spur?”
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“He was a negro, and 1 doubt if ever they saw:one
before.” '

s liriic = g
- “His ebony skin and woolly head may have saved
him.” :

“But I feel sure that he was dead. My horse fell
dead under the redskins’ fire, and when I arose to my
feet, Spur lay upon the ground and his horse stood
near him. I bent over and placed my hand upon his
heart, but it seemed to be stilled, and so, as the Indians
were almost upon me, I sprang upon Spur’s horse and
dashed away.”

“I hope that Spur was not killed, and, if so, I shall
expect to find him a prisoner in the Sioux’s chief vil-
lage, for, somehow, I do not believe they would kil
him, being a negro.”

“Heaven grant it!” was the fervent ejaculation of
Damar, and the two rode on in silence together.

Coming to the spot, in the afternoon, where the
strange Indian girl had left the soldier, Frank Powell,
who was second only to Buffalo Bill as a trailer, began
to follow the tracks left by the Indian pony.

“We can trail her, that is certain, so let us go first
along the track you were following, and discover where
that ambush was,” and they increased their pace.

Iln a short while the surgeon-scout drew rein.

“Here is where two horsemen entered the trail, and
they went as we are now going,”’ he announced.

; Half a mile farther on they came to a thitket, and
into this the two trails went, and in the thicket was a
spot where t\\~(_)~]101'ses had been hitched for some
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time; and behind a fallen tree, which commanded the
trail, the soft earth showed indications of two men
having been crouching.

- All these signs the surgeon-scout read as he would
a page from a book. _

“Here is the ambush they had for you, Damar, and,
as you did not come, they mounted their horses and
rode on to the station, to see why you were delayed.”

“Qo it would seem, Powell.”

“So it was, and we will now go on and follow the
trail of that mysterious Indian girl, for what she was
to those two mien it is not easy to fathom.”

They then rode back to the spot where the Indian
girl had parted from Damar, and the surgeon-scout at-
once struck her trail and unerringly followed it.

“Tt leads toward the cabin of an old trapper who
dwells in the hills some miles from here. We will
press on to reach his cabin fo-night, and maybe he
can tell us something we would like to know,” Sur-
geon Powell suggested.

The pony-trail was followed unerringly by the
skilled scout across streams and prairies, over hills
and through timber, until the country became almost
mountainous. :

“Lone Dick, as we call the old trapper, lives about
half a mile from here, and the girl’s trail, as you see,
goes on toward his cabin. You are right, Powell ; but
I never heard of this Leone Dick before. Who and
what is he?”

“An old man, who is doubtless hiding from the law,
for some crime he has committed, for he never goes




The Mystery Deepens.

to the fort or to the station. He stops the coach on
the Overland, and sends for what ammunition and sup-
plies he needs, and also packs up his pelts and puts
them on top of the stage, the driver selling them and
bringing him back’ the money, or goods.

“Some say that he has a large sum in gold laid by;
but certainly it does him no good, for he never leaves
his cabin except to t1'1p and hunt, or to meet the
stage

“Do the Indians never molest him?" asked Duke.

“I have never heard of their doing so, and though
_the road-agents have visited him several times, it is
said they never found his gold, and could not force
him to say where he had hidden it.”

“If this girl has gone to 1115 cabin, ‘he must be
fr 1eudly with the Sioux.”

“It would seem so; but his cabin is up this cafion,
and I see the girl’s trail goes that way,” and the sur-
geon-scout led the way into a wild cafion, on one side
of which ran a swiftly flowing stream.

A ride of half a mile and they came in sight of
a rude but substantial cabin perched wupon a. pile of
rocks thickly covered with pines.

One end of the cabin overhung the stream, forty feet
below, so that a bucket could be lowered for water
without leaving the house, and the only way to get up
to it was by a steep path which one man could readily
defend against half a hundred,

: The top of the rock was not a quarter of an acre in
size, and certainly- the spot had been well selected for
a man who dwelt alone, and in the midst of dangers.

The Mystery Deepens.

Seated on the bank of the stream was the occupant
of the cabin, and he threw aside his fishing-rod for his
rifle as the two horsemen came in sight; but, recog-
nizing the surgeon-scout, and seeing that both wore
uniforms, he took up his fishing-pole once more and
calmly resumed his work, or sport.

He was a man of large frame, gray hair and beard,
both worn long. He was clad in a suit of buckskin,
moccasins, and a foxskin cap, the tail hanging down
his back, and with a bunch of eagle-feathers as an
ornament pinned upon one side.

He had a repeating rifle leaning against a tree near
him, and wore a belt in which were a long bowie-
knife and a pair of revolvers. "

He nodded simply as the two officers rode up, while
he went on with his fishing.

Surgeon Powell had seen the old trapper several
times. before, but Duke Damar had never met him,
and so gazed upon him with considerable interest.

He saw that his face was darkly bronzed, and
though his hair and beard indicated age, his eyes were
bright and his movements quick and full of strength.
As they halted near him, he drew out a fine large fish
and quietly rolled up his line, with the remark:

“Pve got three of 'em of a size, pards, so they’ll be
good eatin”. 'Does yet go on up ther cafion, or will yer
light and hev some supper, and roost Wwith-me?"”

“Thank you, Dick, we will accept your inyitation,
for night is coming on, and I wish to have a talk
with you. Vou know me, I believe?”
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“Yes, you is the Magic Medicine-man, as the Injuns

calls yer.” . :
“Yes, and this is my friend, Lieutenant Duke

Damar, from the fort.”

They both saw the old trapper start and bend his
eyes searchingly upon Duke, but his motive they could
not understand.

“I'm pleased ter meet yer, sir. Let me call my
gritter, and we’ll go up to ther cabin, and such as it
is and hes, yer is welcome to.”

He placed his hand to his mouth, and gave a long,
shrill call. This he repeated séveral times. Soon there
came the clatter of hoofs, and a horse appeared in
sight, coming at a 0"11]0[)

“That’s my critter,” said Lone Dick, with evident
pride, as the Jong-bodied, raw-boned animal trotted up
to his side,

“If yer wants ter, pards, yer kin jist stake yer crit-
ters out here in ther valley ter feed fer an hour, an’
then fetch ’em up inter ther fort, as I calls my rock.
Tt won’t do ter leave ‘em down here o’ nights, fer ther
wolves is bad, I kin tell yer, and 'u'd eat 'em up; l?ut
the brutes won't come up thar, as I has a leetle sojer
as is a fust-class sentinel, you bet!”

The horses were then staked out to feed, and the
two officers followed the lone trapper up the steep

path. : i
At the upper,end they saw the “sojer sentinel,

the shape of a large grizzly bear, chaired to the rocks‘

and gunarding the path.
“I tuk him when he war a cub, and he are my
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guard-down angel. Hey, angel, -these gents ain't no
supper fer you.”

The large bear looked disappointed, but obeyed: his
master and stepped aside to let the visitors pass.

“You see, he minds me, though I has-no visitors
to ‘speak of. T did hev some redskins call once, but,
arter he hed eat two of "em, the rest concluded ter
lfeave. An’ then he chawed ther arm offn a road-
agint one day, and it give him a taste fer humans which
he ain’t forgot.”

“And you have other savage pets, I see,” said
Powell, referring to two large wolves lying before the
cabin door, and growling ominously. .

“Them is darlin’s, and 1 riz them from pups, too;
but they won’t hurt yer, pards, so don’t shoot ’em.”

The cabin was quite a commodious one, with two
rooms, one of which overhung the stream several feet.
From here a rope was visible, leading out of a narrow
window across the stream to a tree on the other shore.

“Thet’s my safety-bridge, pards, ef T hed to git out
sudden, yer know. I kin pull thet leetle bridge across,
as yer sees, and wind it back ag’in with ther windlass.
I'm well fixed, yer discovers.”

“You seem to be, Dick, and it would be a bold man
who would attack you here.”

“They has tried it, doctor, and they went off sorry,”
was the significant remark. :

The trapper now built a fire on the rocks, prepared
his fish, ‘brought some  juicy bear-steaks from the
cabin, boiled a pot of coffee, and made some hoe- cakes :
for supper,

~
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“Now, pards, supper are ready, so jist set to.” -

This the visitors did with a relish, and when they
finished, darkness was coming on, so the trapper went
down to get the horses.

He brought them by the huge grizzly without trou-
ble, and stalled them among the rocks, where a log
roof sheltered them securely, should a foe be firing
upon the trapper’s fort.

“Now, pards, let us know why you is in these
parts,” said Lone Dick, as he joined his guests, lighted
his pipe, and, throwing more wood upon' the fire, sat
down to a quiet enjoyment of the evening.

“Dick, we are on our way to Hank’s Ranch,” the
surgeon-scout explained.

“You is too good a scout, Doc, to git lost, for this
ain’t ther trail.”

“T know that, and T am not lost; but on our way I
saw a trail that I took a notion to follow.”

“Who was it?”

“The trail of an Indian pony, from the tracks; but
we followed it this far.”

“And then?”

“It goes on up the cafion, past here.”

“Thar’s but one horse passed up this cafion fer
weeks, savin’ my own critter and your'n.”

“And that horse?”

“Yer doesn’t want ter trail thet animile.”

“Why ?”

“Waal, "it are bad Tuck.”

“What do you mean?”

“Jist what I says; it is bad luck.”
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“Who or what is bad luck?”

“Ther hoss an’ rider!”

“And who is the rider?”

“A sperit.”

“What?”

“Has yer never heerd tell o’ a sperit in these parts?*

“I have heard a rumor that there was a specter seen
in these mountains at times.”

“Did yer hear who it were?”

“A_woman, I believe.”

“Right you is.”

“Nonsense !” ,

“It are so, all the same, Doc.”

“You mean to tell us that we were following a
specter horse and rider ?”

“Ther horse ain't a specter, fer he leaves a trail;
but it are a spook gal that rides him.”

Surgeon Powell glanced at Damar. Both men well
knew how superstitious the plainsmen and many of
the soldiers are; but both smiled at the old trapper’s
earnestness.

“You say it is a woman?”

“Yas, a gal spook.”

“How do you know ?”

“Has seen her many a time.”

“When did you see her last?”

- “Yesterday.”

“Ah! and did you talk with her?”

“I ain’t a durned fool, Pard Doc.”

“Well, tell us about her.” :

“I know v only what I has heerd and. seen.”
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“Tell us all you know and have seen.”

“Waal, there were a man as come West ter these
parts some year ago, and he brought with him a pretty
gal, as he said were his wife. One night he got mad
at her and kilt her, and then buried her near his cabin,
and then lighted out fer other parts.

“Jt were said that he were a army officer, or sojer;
but 1 don’t know about that; but ther man ain’t been
seen since, and ther sperit o ther murdered gal rides
about this country by day and night, and anybody as
follows her trail has bad luck.”

“How do you know this, for you never go into the
camps, or to the forts, Lone Dick?”

The trapper cast a quick glance at the surgeon-scout,
but replied:

“T has visitors like you is sometimes, and they
talks.”

“And you saw this woman last evening >’

“T seen her sperit.”

“How did she look "’

“She were dressed all in white, had her hair down
her back, and were ridin’ a black pony.”

“Ah!” and the surgeon glanced at Duke, while the
trapper added:

“Tt were her trail as you was a-follerin’, and it are
bad luck. See ef yer doesn’t git bad luek, pards.”

CHAPTER XI.

THE SPECTER OF THE CANON.

The night passed without any incident to the two
guests of dL.one Dick, the trapper. He gave them his
own room, and slept in the one overhanging the river

»

where he kept his pelts and stores, and a hammock
swung there he used as his bed.

When they awoke, so comfortable were their quar-
ters, the sun was well up and the odor of broiling'

ste’aks and boiling coffee greeted them.
fhe)" found that the trapper had led their horses
down into the valley to feed, two hours before an(i

had a tempting breakfast for them. ,

il he{e('lsd the stream for a morning.bath, gents, and

a rope ladder will y v it,”

. tl{)ey e let yer down to it,” he suggested,
. They were glad to get the chance of a bath so tempt-
g, and soon after, refreshed and rested by their
night’s sleep, sat down to breakfast.

' Lone Dick had some fresh fish for them, a broiled
bird or two, steaks, hoe-cakes, and coffee, so that the
were literally “in clover.” .

“And do you still think, Trapper Dick, by the light
?f day, that the one who passed up the cafion last nigh
18 2 speeter ?”’ asked Dutke. e

I knows it, pard. She are a sperit and no mis-
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take, and 1 only hopes yer won’t hev bad luck fer fol-
lerin’ her trail,” answered the trapper 1mpressxvely

“I only wish I could get a close view of her.”

“Waal, yer c'u’d if yer were much in these parts;
but as fer me, I are happier when she ain’t around. I
gits a chill when I sees her, and even my old grizzly
are oneasy, an’ ther wolves, Rip and Tear, droops
thar tails in dread when ther specter o’ ther cafion goes
along.b She ain’t my style, pards, and I are sorry
when I sees her.”

“Does she ever speak to you?”

“Does sperits talk?”

“Have you ever addressed her?”

“I ust ter tip my cap to her; but she looked as
though she didn’t hanker arter my acquaintance, so I
give it up, you bet!”

“And she just passes you by in silence?”

“She do, and I ar’ glad she don’t git familiar.”

Seeing that the old trapper was convinced that the
lady .of the cafion was a real spirit, the two (?fﬁc'ers
said no more; but thanking him for his hospitality,
they took their departure, still following the ‘trail of
the Indian pony, seemingly greatly to Lone Dick’s re-
gret.

Out of the cafion led the tracks, up into the mout-
tains, and at last reached the reouhr Overland traﬂ‘
along which the stage-coach ran. Hardly had they
come into this trail, when they heard the crack of 4
-whip,-a-loud command, the rumb]e of wheelﬁ_ aflC!‘
pistol-shots. Then the rumble of wheels - was
“longer heard, and Surgeen Powell cr;e.ii‘"f %
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“The road-agents have held up the coach! Come”

Into the flanks of their horses went their spurs and
the two animals bounded forward like the wind. A
ride of a couple of hundred yards brought them to a
turn in the trail, and, dashing around. it, they came
upon a strange and thrilling scene.

The Overland coach was halted in the trail, and the
driver sat upon his box, holding his reins, but help-
less, for a man stood at the forewheel, his rifle leveled
at him. Before the heads of the lead horses stood an-
other man, holding the bits, while on either side of the
coach were several men. The door on each side was
open, and a man stood on the steps, evidently rabbing
he passengers.

The nature of the ground just there drowned the

| hoof-falls of the coming horses, and Surgeon Powell

and Lieutenant Damar, revolvers in hand, were upon

 the road-agents in an instant.

Down went the man at the heads of the horses under:

‘a shot from the surgeon-scout, while the one whose

rifle covered the driver bit the dust equally as qmck]y
by a bullet from Duke Damar’s revolver.

On each side of the coach-horses rode the two res-
cuers, while with wild cries the road-agents darted
into the thick undergrowth that bordered the trail.
They ﬁre(l at random, and Duke Damar’s horse went
down, but one .of their number, ere he could disap-

'pear was shot dead,

The r0'1d -agents, seemg army officers rushmg upon -

them naturally supposed that their men were follow-

ing, and, mounting their horses, rode off at full speed}
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Duke Damar was unhurt by the fall, and appear
at one door of the stage-coach as Surgeon Powell dif
at the other.

“Pards, yer has did me a favor I kin never fergit'§

cried the driver, as he dismounted from his hox.

~ “You certainly have rendered me great aid, gentl:
men, for 1 have thousands of dollars with me, whid
those scamps were robbing me of, besides wounding
me slightly, as you see,” and the speaker held up bi
arni, showing that his coat-sleeve was saturated witi
blood. He was a man along in years, a gentlema,
without doubt, but bronzed by exposure and dressy
in miner garb. ;

“Why, Lieutenant Damar, it is to you that we o

our escape?
believed you were at Sea- Vale!” and the speake
sprang out of the coach.

“What!
supposed you to be in New York!” and the hands of
the two men met in a friendly grasp, for Duke Dama
had not forgotten that in the young  artist he ha
found one who had believed in his innocence and evel
treated him with consideration.

“No, I lost some sketches of a fine bit of Westen
- scenery which T had an order to put into a large paint
ing, so I ran -out to make them over again, and an
now on my way East.
siderable cash, too, by this gallant rescue of us by
yourself and friend.”

Duke Damar now presented the surgeon-scout; an

Most delighted I am to see you; butl

Rowland Rossmore, is it really you? [§8

But you have saved me corf&
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the other passenger, the old miner, introduced himself
as Roger Malcolm.

“Permit me to look at your wound, sir, for the
quantity of blood on your sleeve causes me to fear it
is serious,” said the surgeon.

*The miner was already showing signs of weakness,
so his sleeve was quickly opened, and with his surgi-
cal case, taken from his saddle, Doctor Powell went
to work.

“An artery was cut, sir, and I am glad, indeed, to be
here to help you,” said the surgeon, as he extracted

' the bullet from the arm and tied the severed blood-duct.

Though the surgeon did not say so, the miner kncw

» that but for his timely coming he would not only have
lost his money, but his life.

When the wound was dressed and the miner made
comfortable, the bodies of the slain road-agents wr:re
put on top of the coach, the saddle and bridle of Duke

Damar’s horse taken from the dead heast and put in

the boot, and the stage rolled on, Damar in the stage
and Powell riding on ahead. '

DR o =
Will you return at once to the East, Rossmore "

‘asked Dulke, as the coach rolled along toward Hank’s

Ranch, which was also an Overland station.

“No. for T will be detained West for a while.”

T am sorry, for T have resigned from the army,
and am on my way home.”

- “Resigned! You surprise me!”

“T did what T deemed hest. for T find there is the
same belief here as to my guilt in the taking off of my
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Cousin Delancy that haunted me East,” said Damar
bitterly. [
“My poor friend, it is, indeed, sad to have such a =
curse upon you; but I hope you will be able to sift
the matter to your honor. I only wish that T were ™
going East now; but I have to return to where I left"
my traps, and was only going as far as Hank's to get
a look at the scenery by day, for I passed over it in
the night going out, and there are some bits of land- i
scape which I am told are fine along the route.”
“There are, indeed; but you must visit me at Sea:
Vale when you return.” 1
“I will surely do so, thank you; but I am glad our
friend here will have your company, for I think his :
wound has shaken him up considerably,” and Ross-=
more turned to the miner,
“Do you go far East, sir, for I shall be glad to |
serve you all in my power?” Damar said. '
“Yes, I go to Connecticut, where I have not been
since I left it in" forty-nine, when T was seized with®
the gold-fever. I will be glad of your company, lieu-
tenant,” returned the miner. 3
After aitwo hours’ drive the coach rolled up to the
log cabin known as Hank’s, and the story of the road-
agents’ attack was told to the eager listeners who
hovered about that place. ]
“For the life of me, Mr., Rossmore, I cannot place
~ you,” said_the surgeon-scout, as the party came out
from dinner together.

" .
You mean that we have met befoxe Poweﬁ “ éald
the artist, with a’ smile.
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“Tt seems so to me, sir.”
“And yet I do not recall having seen you before
 to-day.” '
“Then I must be mistaken, though your face seems
strangely familiar,” and the surgeon walked off to
' speak to Landlord Hank, who had called to him.
. “Pard Powell, T heard yer tell Ribbon Moses that
' yer had left Buffalo Bill at ther fort?”
~ “Yes, Hank, laid up with a wound; but he’ll soon
be out.”
" “He are out now.”
“What do you mean?”
“Buffalo Bill were here yesterday.”
& “No, Hank.” 4
& “Itells you yes, Pand Doc
. The surgeon turned and called to Damar who was
falking with the artist.
‘ “Damar, our friend Hank seems-to think he saw
Buffalo Bill here yesterday.”
- “T did see him, and you seen him, lieutenant, three
1ghts ago ‘here, didn’t you?” 3 :
- “I thought I did, Hank ; but I was mlstaken as you
ee”
No sir, they don’t put up two men like Buffalo
111 nowadays
"St:ll the scout is at the fort, Just recovering from
a long wound-illness.”
Hank shook his head :
T tells yer 1 has seen him here several tlmes 0.
te and he rode away from here yesterday, arter
tm dinner at my ranch, and T called him Bill and

~
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had considerable talk with him, askin" why he skipped
off from you, lieutenant, t'other night.”

“What did he say?”

“He laughed an’ said he had reasons fer it.”

The surgeon looked at Duke, and the two seemed § CHAPTER XII
to be at a loss to account for what they heard. Who o siaris
was this mysterious double of Buffalo Bill? ' :

The question they could not answer, and as Ribbon§
Moses called, “All aboard fer ther East,” Duke could
tarry no longer; so he bade Powell good-by, telling
him that he would write to him, and asking him to also
let him hear if he discovered anything about this mys-
terious Buffalo Bill and the specter of the. cafion. ‘

“T am not one to let up, Damar, until I see the end
of a trail, and I'll not do so in this case, so expect g
hear from me, for Buffalo Bill will soon be able tog-
take the trail also with me.”

“And let me know if you hear aught of poor Spur.” idin

“1 will, assuredly.” g Duke D;.mar found th

“Bless you for your true friendship, Powell, and Rt
good-by,” and wringing the hand of the surgeon-scout§
Damar turned to the artist. :

“Rossmore, T shall hope to see you at Sea Vak
within the month. Anything you wish to know a i love of his bro
this country, Surgeon Powell can tell you,” and will 1ad yielded th A S
a grasp of the hand the ex-lieutenant entered thig + e
coach. where the miner was already seated, and Ribbalhave won the lady- A a 'a'a_nge} and couid
Moses sent the horses along the trail at a lively pacSwhom a set-back A Andreh was 4 Gliow
“Now ta remain right here and meet this doub¥so I just Hghted

SOLDIER AND

love-affair would well-nigh kill

of Buffalo Bill,” said Surgeon Powell, as he: st @y father T was going to } ome one night, and told

o - o s i {5 5].9 ww £ =
gazing after the departing coach. v &ly (i that day ? 00X up my tortune. From
: Ig)] .,t::’., S

v hay 4.
fiave never heard from me hit once. and
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SISt I
New Mvef] the life of a ranchero's daughter doyn i
ok l'ttlemco, and made her my wife. She died whe
broth]c-le boy wgs an infant, and, learning that mn
to tl r had married his old sweetheart, T sent thebb)
gel sino f > 3 a
“Ien;l.,lasl\mg them to bring it up as their own childy
C - _ .
some dl’c: nlOtf te].l that the boy would have a fortu
Cel‘tiﬁcaty' e t hlm‘ by his mother: but I sent along a
regular i (I)fl ';1?—11'1'121ge' to show that all things wer
,» told them I was not starvi
v arving
might see them again g, and some
“Then i Ers ‘
o gol(l_,;ti was I struck off for California and got ity
I sent’d fellnes']: I got anxious to hear from home, %
; ow LHast to look up how 1
. w matter
keep dark himself, I' atters SR
“He can i
dey = We].e back, and told me that my father and
s Ile dead, m,\t brother was living at the olf
e Ia,t te; 1ad two children besides my boy, but tha
T \zas treated as their own in all particulars.
ot lle“ I have heard but once of them, anf
dead NO‘:’evIer hear('l from me, so believe that I am
T U East, for my old sweethear
Aepis Al wi£1 x;lfe, is laid in the grave, and my low
1 her, s : .
s o there is no need of any jealous
13
'm goir
think I'llg be]% blaCk’ a5 you see, a poor miner, but I
wish my bo it without a dollar. Then, too, [
amounts toycct)(; gzt hold of his mother’s fortune, whichf
S e side 1
in it. rable now, though I have no shaté
“But for you,

ar .
I would not now pard, and your friend, the surgeos,

be here, for you two saved my kife,
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and took big chances to do it, which shows that you
are a man to tie to.

“I heard, when you and your artist friend were
talking, enough to know that you had had your trou-
bles, too; but 1 hope you'll get out of them all right,
though they must have been heavy ones to bear to cause
a man like you to resign from the army; but you have
my sympathy, and here’s my hand on it

Duke Damar.was touched by the simple story of
the miner, and he saw in the man’s face one whom he
could trust, so he said:

“I thank you for your sympathy, sir, and also for
your confidence in telling me the story of your life.
I hope that joy will attend your later years. As you
have been so good as to tell me of yourself, I will now
make known to you why I left the army, and I assure
you it was a bitter blow for me to do so.”

Then did Duke Damar make known to the miner

the story of bitterness he carried in his breast.
" He said nothing in his owh favor, but told how
all had come about, from the receiving of his father’s
urgent appeal to come to him to his meeting hiny in the
coach on the Overland trail the day before.

“Why, Pard Damar, your story is full of wrong and
mystery, and of deepest interest, as well. How strange
that this revolver found in your hand at your father’s
grave should bear the name of Buffalo Bill, and that
this scout should have a double of himself, as well
as his pistols. I confess that this is too deep for me;
‘but I think it is your duty to leave the solving of

* this mystery to your gallant friend, Surgeon Powell,
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and to Buffalo Bill, who, from what I have heard of
him, is 2 man to follow a trail to its end, while you
go East and hunt down this murderer of your cousin,
for, you see, I am taking ‘the idea that you are not the
assassin.”

“T shall do this very thing, though I was tempted
to remain at the ranch afid endeavor to solve the mys-
tery of Buffalo BilP’s double.”

“Ne; Powell and Cody will do that, mark you.”

“And this mysterious Indian girl who warned me
of danger?”

“Proves that you have seeret foes working against
you; but you found her to be what the old trapper
called ‘a sperit.’” :

“Yes; it was the trail of the Indian girl’s horse that
we followed, and the trapper said that the rider was a
woman in white, known as the specter of the canon.”

“She had changed her masquerading-costume, that
is all. But leave her to Buffalo Bill and Frank Powell,
and you go on the trail of the murderer of your
cousin.”

" “That I will do; but T must act with caution.”

“Naturally, and I think you can do so, while you
also have the nerve to meet any situation that may
arise.”

“Thank you,” said Duke Damar, with a smile.

“I mean it, for you are no ordinary man, M
Damar, and you can count on my aid in any way that
F-can serve you, for T'will be*at: my brother’s home,
some forty miles from where you say you are located,
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for he has the family estate of the Malcolms known as
The Retreat.” ;

“The Retreat! The Malcolms!” said Duke Damar,
with surprise.

“Yes; you have heard of them?”

“T was at The Retreat not a month ago.”

“Indeed! and you saw my brother ?”

“1 did, sir, if, Mr. Andrew Malcolm is your brother.”

“He is, indeed.”

“Strange that I did not connect you with him be-
fore, as you certainly resemble him very closely.”

“You saw my son?"” eagerly asked the old miner.

Duke Damar did not immediately answer, for he
remembered that there were two sons in the Malcolm
family.

One was an honored officer of the revenue service,
and the other was the midnight marauder who had
killed his father’s nurse and attempted to murder Mr.
Malcolm. .

Could it be that the Californian was returning to
find that his son, sent from New Mexico as an infant,
and reared by his uncle as his own child, had proven a
serpent to sting him in the end?

“T heard that Lieutenant Andrew Malcolm was on
his vessel in Long Island Sound, for he is a revenue
officer,” said Damar cautiously.

“Andrew! that is iy dear boy; God bless him!”

Duke Damar gave a sigh of relief. That midnight
murderer was not, then, the son of the Californian,
bad as it was to have him the brother of May Mal-
colm. >
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“Tell me all about your visit to The Retreat,” urged
the miner, and in response Duke Damar told of his
going there to escape the storm, of the visit of the
marauders, and modestly made known the conspicuous
part he had played in the affair.

The Californian listened with rapt attention to all,

and then said:

“Heaven bless you, my young friend, for I see that
I owe you another debt of gratitude, one I can never
repay. You will go first with me to The Retreat, will
you not ?”’

“I will if you wish it,” was the reply; but the secret
he held with May. Malcolm, Duke Damar did not make
known.

CHAPTER XIIT.
MAY MALCOLM IN PERIL,

After the departure of Duke Damar from The Re-
treat, May Malcolm did all she could to drive from.
the mind of her father the remembrance of the awful
night through which he had passed.

Mr. Malcolm realized fully that he would have lost
his life but for the being there of Duke Damar to save
hitm.

The dead nurse and the robber were buried in the
village churchyard, but all efforts to find his accom-
plice and the real murderer were unavailing.

The officers of the law had been put upon his track,
but no clue could be found as to where he had gone
after he had reached a neighboring town and sold his
horses,

The dead robber no one had recognized, and so he
found a resting-place in an out-of-the-way corner of
the burying-ground.

The key of Mr. Malcolm’s private desk had been
taken from around his neck, where he always carried
it, and had the robbers not been foiled by Duke Damar
they would have secured a number of important papers,
as well as a large sum in money, with valuable jewels
keft to May by her mother.

Realizing this, Mr. Malcolm often spoke of Duke

- m—
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Damar to his daughter. Little dreamed he of the se-
cret that May held locked in her bosom from him, as
to who one of the robbers was. It was a fearful secret
for a young girl to bear, but she did so in silence, and
appeared brave under the cross upon her.

Andrew Malcolm, hearing of the affair, ran home
for a short visit, and Mr. Malcolm seemed greatly
cheered by his coming, as did also May; but even to
him she did not betray the knowledge she had as to
who the murderer of the nurse was.

Lieutenant Malcolm was a handsome fellow, tall,
well-formed, a perfect athlete, and with a dark, intel-
ligent face. It was often referred to how unlike May
he was, by those who did not know that he was her
cousin, and only an adopted brother; but he had been
reared so thoroughly as a son of Mr. Malcolm’s that
few believed him not to be such, and May regarded
him wholly as a brother.

From the coming of Andrew, Mr. Malcolm seemed
to improve, and he was soon able to walk about on the
piazza.

One day May, as was her wont, was reading the
papers to her father, when suddenly she started, her
_face flushed and then paled. She held the paper up
so as to shield her face from her father, and soon after
said that she would go for a ride.

.~She. carried -the paper with her from the library,
however, and, once in her own room, threw herself

b Y SN0

intoa ehnir He AT ansadd it
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What she read was as follows:

“A StAaiNED EscurcHEEON—A Brave Orricer Un-
pER SuspPiciIoON—FoORCED T0 RESIGN FrROM THE
ArMY!

“From a telegram received at Washington we learn
that Lieutenant: Duke Damart has resigned from the
army, and has left Fort Forward, where he was sta-
tioned, and has served the post two years with great
distinction.

“It will be remembered that Lieutenant Damar re-
turned to his home on Long: Island Sound to see his
dying father, but arrived only in time for the funeral.

~“His father was a man of vast wealth, and young
Damar naturally expected to be the sole heir; but
when the will was read he found that an adopted son

~and daughter of his father, the children of Mr.

Damar’s two sisters, had equally shared with him the
riches.

“The will so read that in case of the death of either
or both of the other heirs the one remaining was to
receive all.

“Lieutenant Damar, it is said, was not on good
terms with his cousin Delancy, but loved his cousin
Nellie; but she, so rumor goes, loved the rival, and
when that night Delancy was found dead in his room,
Duke Damar bending over him, and a pistol belonging
to the latter on the floor, it was supposed that the dis-
appointed heir was his murderer.

“The young lady cousin, however, proved an alibi
for the accused, though many believed that she per-
jured herself to do so, and Duke Damar returned to
his command under a suspicion which caused his
brother officers to give him the cut direct and thereby
force him to- resign.

“Circumstantial evidence is against the ex-licuten-

T ——— 4
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ant ; but his career has been one of honor, his bravery
has won him fame, and we hope that he will be able
to remove this stain upon h]s name by provmg hrs
innocence beyond all question.”

Such was the article which May Malcolm read in
the paper. She cut it out and put it carefully away,
after reading it a second time; and then vehemently
from her lips came the words:

“He is falsely accused. I would stake my, own.
honer on his innocence!” T

Then she ordered her horse and went for.a\ g'lliop

alone. Her face was flushed with excitement; andy

she was riding slowly along, her thoughts upon-what
she had read against Duke Damar, when she came
upon a pedler bearing a heavy pack, com‘ing‘_alqng
the road. Cr

“Poor fellow! he earns his living,” she said, and,
drawing rein, she intended to buy some articles to Thelp
him along, when she started as he let fall his pack,
straightened up, and looked squarely into her face,

“Roger!”

Her face turned deadly pale with the utterance of
the name.

“Yes, May, I am your brother Roger,” was the cool
response.

The man’s hair was long and unkempt, his beard
of over ‘a month’s s growth, and he looked little like a
man born in refinement.

»

“Roger, how dare you' ¢eme back here after youﬂ‘

fearful crime?”’ she said mdrgnantly

May Malcolm in Peril.

“What crime?” was the cool response of the man,
and he gazed unblushingly up into her face.

“You are a murderer!”

He started, and said quickly:

“It is false!”

“It is true!”

“My companion killed Victor, not L1.”

“You know that it is not true, for poor Victor was
killed' with a knife, and your comrade’s had not been
taken from its sheath, and was unstained, while your
hands: were red with blood. Oh, Roger! why have
yow come ‘here again, when I allowed you to go?”

“The officer did, not you.”

“He did so because I asked it. - Why are you here?”

“I want money.”

“You know father has vowed never to give you
another dollar.”

“Yes, and I know that the old fool will keep his
vow.”

“Then why come?”

“I do not wish to starve.”

“Take my purse, then, for it has some thirty dollars:
in it.”

“Bah! T want money 2%

“It contains money.’ : i

“Don’t be silly, little. s:ster for I want thousands.”

“You can never get it.’

“Oh; yes, I-can, and but for that accursed meddlmg'
-soldier;: ’d h’lV(’.‘ had a eool’ ten thousand that mght',
with: jewels to bring far more.’ Db s
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“Thank Heaven he was there; but are you here

~ again to commit murder and robbery

“No, I came to see you.”

“Me?”

“Yes, for I want your aid.”

“I will do nothing for you.”

“You must,”

“I will not.”

“May Malcolm, I want ten thousand dollars, aad
you must get it for me.”

“T will not.”

“You shall, for you can take it from father’s desk,
and let him think he was robbed of it by night.”

“For shame! to propose such a deed of crime to
me.”

“You shall do it.”

“T say no.”

“Well, then, I shall, T vow it, dog about until T get
it myself, and the life of my father shall be the for-
feit if I am discovered.”

“Roger Malcolm, I allowed you to'go once, but you
do not know me if you think you can frighten me, or
defy me. I have here thirty dollars in my purse, and
I will give you my diamond ring, the one you gave me
years ago, and it is worth over a hundred. Take the

money and the ring and go, and never again come
near our home.”

“T will not.”
“Then I swear to you I will ride on to the village

and put an officer on your track, to watch you out of
this neighborhoeod.”
==
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The man laughed.

“«You do not believe me?”

“No.”

“Then I will prove it, for if you stay in this vicinity
I will have you arrested.”

He saw that she meant what she said, and grasped
her bridle-rein, while a look of fury eame into his
face. .

“Unless you vow to me to obey my will by all you
deem sacred on earth and in heaven, May Malcolm,
I will take your life!” came in savage tones from the
lips of Roger Malcolm, the outcast, as he held the
bridle-rein in a viselike grip and gazed up into his
sister’s face. ;

The spot was a lonely one, and there was hittle travel
along the highway May well knew. Her brother was
desperate, and his right hand clutched a pistol, but May
Malcolm did not flinch.

“1 will take no such vow, and will enly aid you to
the extent 1 said, the money and the ring,” she said
beldly.

A curse broke from his lips, and he cocked the re-
volver ; but if he meant to carry out his fearful threat,
the sound of wheels checked his intent.

“Curses! Some one comes,” he said.

“Yes; so take the ring and my purse, and go your
way ; but remember I will put some one on your track,
to see that you do not tarry here.” L

““Wait until that carriage goes by, and beware not

to betray me."”

o
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“I will not wait, but claim protection. Do you ac-
cept my offer?”

He glanced back and saw a vehicle rapidly approach-
ing.

“Yes, give me the money and the ring.”

She slipped off her glove, handed him the diamond
ring and then her purse.

“Now go.”

“I t'ank te laties vera much for helps a poor mans,”
said the cunning rascal, as the vehicle suddenly came
to a halt.

May gave a sigh of relief, and now that her danger
was over, seemed to feel as though she would fall from
her horse, when her ears were greeted with:

“Miss Malcolm! I hope that fellow has done noth-
ing to alarm you?”

“Lieutenant Damar!” she cried, as she now recog-
nized the young ex-soldier as one of the three occu-
pants of the vehicle.

“Mister Damar, Miss Malcolm, for I have resigned

from the army; but we were on our way to your
home.”

“Indeed, I am glad to see you again, Mr. Damar,
and father will be delighted, for he often speaks of

"

you.

Duke Damar bowéd, and said :

“Permit me to present to you my friend, Mr. An-
drews, who is also an old acquaintance of your father.”

May bowed and also held out her hand. as she had
to Duke Damar, while she said :
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“you will also find a welcome at The Retreat, Mr.
Andrews. I will turn back and ride on with you.”

“One moment, please, for I wish to speak to that
pedler,” and,Duke Damar sprang from the carriage
and walked rapidly after Roger Malcolm, who had
moved off when he saw who it was in the carriage,
fearing that, in spite of his disguise, he might be recog-
nized.

“Here, my man, will you carry a note back to town
for me?’ called out Damar, as he hastened on, while
May gazed after them with some alarm.

“Vell, my fri'nt, I vas in heaps of a hurry, put I
vas oplige you,” answered the reprobate, cleverly as-
suming a Jewish accent, and bending farther over un-
der the weight of his pack to conceal his face.

“Now, sir, why are you again in this neighbor-
hood ?” sternly said Damar, as he stopped before him.

“T vas sell goots, mine fri'nt.” L

“You lie, for you are no Jew, nor are you a pedler.
I knew you the moment I saw you, and I saw that
Miss Malcolm was in terror when we drove up, and
that caused me to eye you closely. You are here for
no good, and you are browbeating Miss Malcolm,
knowing that she will not betray you.

“But I let you go once, yet will not again do so if
I ever find you again coming near here. Go, and
remember I shall have a detective on your track within
two hours, and he will not leave dogging you until
you are a thousand miles from here. I can hang you,
and I will if ever you give me another chance. Go!”

The scamp did not await to be again told. ‘His face
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was livid with fear, and he went off at a rapid pace,
while Duke Damar calmly returned to the carriage. -

May Malcolm had suspected that Duke Damar hag
recognized her brother, and she was VEry NErvous as
she saw him go after him, and was hardly able to reply
to the questions of the old miner. She gave a sigh
of relief as she saw her brother rapidly depart and the
ex-soldier return.

“Miss Malcolm, T am most happy in having met
you, for I have a secret to tell you, and you can go
on ahead and make it known to your father, whom we
do not-care to give a shock to, as he is an invalid.”

May’s heart gave a bound of great fear. Was there
some evil to befall them? No, for there was a smile
upon the face of Duke Damar. »

“The truth is, Miss Malcolm, my friend here is
more than an old acquaintance of your father. Have
you often heard of your father’s only brother Roger?”

“Many, many times, sir, and we have long believed
him dead. But can it be f

“It can be, my child, for I am your uncle, Roger
Malcolm.”  And the miner’s voice quivered with emo-
tion.

Urging her horse up to the side of the carriage, May
gave her uncle an affectionate greeting, while he said:

“You see, T come back to my old home, May, with
worn clothes and but very little money in my pocket.”

“What care we for that, for are we not rich, Uncle
Roger, and will not our home be yours? Oh, how
glad father will be to see you”.

“And my son?”
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“Andrew? Why, he is away on beard his vessel,
where ke is a lieutenant; but he will q.uickly come to
see you, and it will seem strange to think that he has
another father.”

“Ah, my dear May, it will be a pleasure to see your
father once more and my boy, whom I last saw when
he was but a year old. T have been a wanderer for a
quarter of a century, but there is a haven of refuge
at last before me.”

“T will ride on and break the news to father, and
you drive slowly, so as not to get there too soon. ._1\11
revoir? and with a kiss thrown from her finger-tips,
May dashed away, forgetting in the joy of her urjcle‘s
rett;rn the sorrow of hér meeting with her wicked
brother. ‘

When the carriage drove into the grand gateway
of The Retreat, Roger Malcolm saw his brother and
May upon the piazza. and Andrew Malcolm seemed
to appear ten vears vounger from joy.

Eagerly he grasped his brether’s hands in both of
his own. and said : 4

“Roger, believe me, T know now just why you left
home. You sacrificed: yourself to me. and in return I
have tried to be a father to your son.”

“And a noble one you have heen, Andrew.”

“Well, T am glad, indeed, to welcome you, to tC_W
you that this is yeur home, for half of all T have 1s_
yours, and glad am T to share with you, as May says
you come back a poor man.” :

Then Andrew Malcolm gave a warm welcome to
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Duke Damar, and his brother told of their meeting,
of his rescue by the young ex-soldier and Surgeon
Powell, and that but for the latter he would have
bled to death from a wound that was slight, had the
bullet not cut an artery.

Duke Damar modestly received the praise bestowed
upon him by all, and then, with a merry twinklein his
eye, Roger Malcolm said:

“Now I wish to tell you something of myself. It
was my good fortune to save the life of a ranchero's
daughter in New Mexico, and I made her my wife.
She died two years after, and our son Andrew became
heir to a large estate, which T am now ready to turn
over to him, according to the will of his mother.

“I, being a rover, sent him to you, Andrew, and went
to the mines in California, and though T appear as a
miner, illy dressed before you, it is because I like the
clothing, for I have a large fortune laid by, and, but
for our friend Damar here, I would have been robbed
of twenty thousand dollars.”

“But you said that you had no money, Uncle Roger,
and. I hoped it was so that we might care for you,”
said May.

“I said that I had little money in my pocket, and
that was true, for I turned my bank-notes into drafts,
at Mr. Damar’s request; but I happen to be worth
close on to half a million dollars, Miss Malcolm, which
I now give notice T shall leave you a large share of.
As T have had such a welcome, when believed to be
a poor man, I certainly shall not be unwelcome as a
rich one. But I wish to take a walk about the old
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place,” and seeing that he wished to go alone, no one

* went with him.

From his window, half an hour later, Andrew Mal-
colm saw his brother going along the path that led to

the family burying-ground, and he said :

“Poor 'Rogcr, he left his home that I might marry
May’s mother, and he seeks her grave now upon his
return.  His was a faithful love, indeed; but, thank
Heaven, there is nothing to divide us now.”




CHAPTER XIV.

PERILS OF THE SEA;

Soon after the departure of Duke Damar to rejom
his command at Fort Forward, Mrs. Rowland was
taken ill; and, as it threatened to be serious, her daugh
ter Nellie was sent for.
also Lawyer Hilton, and they found that the crisis liad
passed and Mrs. Rowland was much better.

But she.hegged Nellie to remain for a week of
two with her, and seeing that her mother was quite

She came promptly, as did

nervous, she willingly did so.

One afternoon a party of young folks from the
neighborhood came and begged Nellie to accompany
them for a sail on thé Sound, and as she seemed
pale and worried, Mrs. Rowland urged her to g
hoping that it would brighten her up.

Through the carelessness of the young man who
was acting as skipper of the little yacht, in looking
more at Nellie’s sweet face than attending to the
duties devolving upon him, a mass of storm-clouds
were not noticed rising out of the west until a peal of
thunder startled them all. Then the yacht was hastily
put back for Sea Vale Haven, which was miles awaj.

All on board were at once alarmed, for the yacht
-was a small one, and though a fine craft in fiié
weather, was not stanch enough to face a heavy blow
unless handled with the greatest skill, and 111e.\am:{-
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teur sailors on board were not the best seamen, the
skipper in fact seeming to already lose his head at
the prospect of being caught in a blow.

Night was coming on, too, and with it the storm
was rapidly rising. There were several vessels in
sight, all of which were reefed down prepared to meet
the blow.

Afar off was a small steamer, as trim in hull and
rig as a pirate craft, and with a battery of half a dozen
guns, Upon her quarter-deck were several officers,
and her crew were in uniform, which proved her to be
a vessel of war. The flag at her peak showed that she
was a revenue cutter, and she was bowling rapidly
along, seeming to defy the threatened tempest.

“That craft is in great danger, for her skipper does
not seem to know that a storm is coming down upon
him, Worden,” said a young officer, with a dark, hand-
some face, elegant form, and wearing the rank of a
senior lieutenant. _ :

“Some pleasure party, doubtless, Lieutenant Mal-
colin, with amateur sailors who do not know their
danger,” answered Lieutenant Worden, the officer ad-
dressed. :

Lieutenant Malcolm called for his glass, and, turn-
ing it upon the craft in question, said:

“It is a yacht with a pleasure party, and there are
ladies on board, Worden, order more steam on and
push the Vidette hard, for disaster will surely come to
yonder craft, and we must be near to aid them. Quar-
termaster, head her up 2 couple of points. and. hold

her at that.”
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along, while all sail was taken in and she depended
upon steam alone. : !

The yacht in the meantime had not even taken in
her topsail and was holding on as though hoping to
reach port before the storm struck her. The hope,
however, was a Vain one, for the tempest swept rapidly
along, the skies became black with clouds, the wind in-
creased in violence, and the sea ran higher and higher,

“At last! but not before he nearly went over,” cried
Andrew Malcolm, as he Deheld the yacht's topsa
taken in.

Soon after the mainsail was lowered and reefed,
but it could be seen when once more on her cours
that she yet carried too much sail. Then the storm
burst in fury upon her, and, after struggling along for
a while, she was seen to careen wildly and then g0
over.

“Worden, take charge, for I must save whom I
can,” cried Andrew Malcolm, dashing his glass aside,
throwing off his coat and cap and running forward.

The bell rang to check the cutter’s headway, the lifé:
boat was lowered with a gallant crew, but already had
the daring young lieutenant sprang overboard and sev-
eral of the men followed his example.

And Andrew Malcolm was in the nick of time t0.

catch in his arms a slender form that was sinking from
sight beneath the foam-lashed waters.

. “Do not fear, for you are safe,” he said, as the
beautiful eyes of Nellie Rowland were turned beseech

'. g Perils

The revenue cutter Vidette now began to go swiftly ’

of the Sea.
| “You will save me?” came the pleading words. ‘
‘ “yes, trust to me; and see! your companions will
: : : aniouss

also be saved, so cheer up,” he said, as a mighty wave

" that tossed them on its crest showed him that the life-

boat was nearing the upturned yacht, to which several

clung, while two of his men had rescued others that

had been washed away.
A hard struggle it was in those wild waters to keep
afloat, and, realizing it, Malcolm hailed the vessel:
“Ahoy, the Fidette!”
“Aye, aye, sir.” =
“Worden, launch another boat and pick us up‘.v
“Aye, aye, sir! a second boat already launched,” and

b s Lieutenant Worden spoke a boat shot.mto sxgiht
b from the lee of the cutter, and, after picking up the

scamen who held those they had rescued in their arms,
it came toward Andrew Malcolm and his precious
charge.

“See! we are safe,” he said cheeringly. :

But there was no reply; the head of Nellie Row=
land lay upon his shoulder, the beautiful eyes were

| tlosed, the arms hung lifeless about him.

“She is dead!” broke from the lips of Andrew Mal-
colm. And as he uttered the words a huge wa\-e’ tore
fer from his arms.

| With a strength born of desperation when he felt

the form of Nellie Rowland torn from his grasp ’bi
the fierce waters Lieutenant Malcolm plunged throug
thé waves and ‘again seized her. as she was being

beaten: down out of sight by the fury of the storm-
| lashed sea. : :

ingly upon him.

h
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The life-boat had followed swiftly, and as h.c again
appeared upon a mighty wave a lime with a hfe-pre'..
server attached was thrown to humn. H'e grasped it
firmly, and a moment after was dragged into the bod
with his precious burden.

Nellie was still as motionless and limp as though

ad.
de?‘Are all saved, Kendrick?” he asked the officer in
charge of the boat. g

“Not a soul lost, I believe, sir. . .

“Then pull for the cutter, for I fear this lady
dead.”

The men obeyved with a will, and after a fierce strug:
gle the bhoat reached the side and all were safely taka
zn. board, where those in the other life-craft had pre
ceded them.

“Out of seven on board, sir, all are saved, thanks }0
your noble courage, for had it not been fO}' yog, s
;nv carelessness would have cost us all our lives, sai
1]1; yacht’s skipper, as Maleolm stepped on deck. ‘

“You were reckless, sir, but you are frank to adml:
your fault. Pray make yourself and friends at hon‘le-

And Andrew Malcolm carried Nellie Rowland it
the cabin, followed by the surgeon of the cutter. Thfr;
were gathered the other three ladies of the party, i}?ﬂ
all gazed anxiously at the white face of the beau!
girl.

“Is she dead?” was asked, in a low whisper.

The surgeon laid his ear to the heart and hsf,tﬂfd‘
No; her heart beats faintly and there 15 nope, vl
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his reply, and he began the work of resuscitating the
girl.

Half an hour after he came on deck, where Andrew
Malcolm in dry- clothing was pacing to and fro with
anxious face, and said :

' “The lady asks to see you, sir,”

“She is herself again, then?”

“Yes, sir; and wishes to thank you.”

Andrew Malcolm entered the cabin and Nellie Row-

 land stepped forward and grasped his hands, while

she said :

“You saved my life, and the courage of yourself
and your gallant crew saved us all.”

“l saw your danger, so headed for the yacht. I
deem myself fortunate in having been of service. May
I say where you would wish to land, for we have no
ladies’ wardrobe on board, and the sooner you change

L your wet clothes the better, though we certainly are
b glad to entertain you,” and the young officer smiled.

“My own home, Sea Vale Hall, is the nearest place,

& I suppose, sir.”

“Ah, yes, Sea Vale Haven is but a mile distant.
May I ask if this is Miss Rowland, of Sea Vale?”

“Yes, sir; and you are Captain Boyd, of the Vi-
deite?” L

“No, the captain is away on leave and left me in
Cmmand. [ am Lieutenant Andrew Malcolm.”

Nellie bowed and presented her friends, and half
M hour after bade the handsome officer farewell as
stie’ steppedt ashore on the Sea Vale dock, while she
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begged him to breakfast with herself and mother iy
next morning, adding:

“We are in mourning, sir, or I would ask yours
and officers to meet my friends at dinner.”

Malcolm promised to be on hand at nine o'clof
the following morning, as he did not intend to put i
sea that night, and saw the wrecked party depart fif
the mansion.

Fortunately Mrs. Rowland had supposed that i
yacht had put into some haven along the coast to escp

the storm, so was not very uneasy about them, il

seeing all safe she was not shocked by the catastroph

Carriages were ordered and the party were driva
to their homes, while Nellie, after donning dry clothisg
and eating a warm supper,- retired to her room.

“Will I never get that face out of my memory? |
owe him my life, and it seems to me as though
heart goes out to him as never before it did to mi
Heaven have mercy upon me, should I love him, fi
never can he be to me more than he now is.”

It was long before she closed her eyes, and it
some deep sorrow was hers was evident, for she wel
and moaned bitterly. But bright and early she va
up, and, feeling none the worse for her experience i
the day before, she dressed hastily and went dovE
stairs. '

Her mother was already up and greeted her with
kiss, while she said: :

“I have been admiring that beautiful vessel;:
that lies:in the haven, and I'am most anxioust0
your gallant preserver. Is he handsome?”
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“T thought so, mother.”

' “His name is Malcolm, you said?”

“Yes, Andrew Malcolm, and he is a lieutenant at
present in command of the cutter.”

“He sprang overboard himself to save you?”

“Yes, mother, when the yacht went over some were
able to cling to her; but I was torn off, along with
two of the gentlemen, and swept far off from them.

] saw the cutter and thought she was going to turn

over me; but just then a form sprang into the sea,
followed by others, and Lieutenant Malcolm grasped
me in his arms. I was faint, frightened, and a wave
strick me with such force that I became unconscidurg.

“They say that another wave ‘tore me away from

tlie lieutenant, but he dove and caught me again, and

we were picked up and taken on board. When I re-

‘torned to consciousness, I was in the cutter's cabin

and the surgeon was trying to revive me. But a boat
5 putting ashore npw,” and from the window Nellie
and her mother watched the boat land and a tall uni-

Hformed man step ashore and come on toward the man-

sion,

A few moments after a servant ushered Lieutenant
Malcolm into the library, and, entéring, Nellie pre-
sented her mother, who thanked the brave officer with
:;alr; in voice and eyes for saving the life of her only

1

It was a delightful breakfast that the three had

i together, and.- as the lientenant sard that he would:not

sl until the next day, for e had a few repairs to

make to hzs  vessel, Mrs. Rowland proposed that Ne!he» i
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should take a horseback ride in the afternoonm with

the young officer, who was to return to dinner wit

them. :

This program was carried out, and the next mof.
ing when Nellie arose and looked out of her windoy
upon the Sound, she saw that the cutter was gone.

Dropping upon her knees with clasped hands she
gazed out upon the waters and cried piteously:

“Heaven have mercy upon me! for I love that man
with all my heart and soul.”

“Nellie, I am ashamed of you! Have you forgotte
Rowland Rossmore?”

The words were sharply uttered, and the speak
was Mrs. Rowland who had, unseen by her daughtes
entered the room and heard the piteous outburst tha
welled up from Nellie’s heart at the knowledge that
she loved Andrew Malcolm.

flrip West let

CHAPTER XV.
A WOMAN'S WARNING.

. When the stage rolled away from Hank’s Ranch,
pearing with it Duke Damar and Roger Malcolm, the
Californian, Surgeon Frank Powell and Rowland

| Rossmore were standing together.

“There goes a noble fellow, and he is no more guilty

' of the crime of which many suspect him than I am,”

said the artist.
“I am glad to hear you say so, sir; but circumstan-
tial evidence has hanged many a man and will hang

fmany more; but I do not, with you, believe Damar

apable of such a crime, and I only hope that he will
be able to prove his innocence.”

“It can only be done in one way.”

“How is that?”

“By finding the murderer.”

“True; and that will be no easy task; but do you

‘ake the next coach westward, Mr. Rossmore?”

“Yes.”

“I would be glad to have you return with me to the
fort for a visit.”

“l thank you, Surgeon Powell, but T am anxious
to finish some sketches out here and return to paint
them, for T am behind in my work.”

“Well, any time vou find it convenieat to take a

me know. and T will bé glad to have you
——




124 A Woman’s Warning.

as a guest at the fort. Now I must endeavor to find
out who this double of Buffalo Bill really is.”

“It will be no easy work.”

“Tt will be if I meet him, as I hope to do,” was the
significant reply.

“Tt seems remarkable that a man should attempt to
impersonate a scout so well known as is Buftalo Bill"

“Yes; and still more so that he should look like
him, for Buffalo Bill is a man among men in appear
ance as well as in deeds.”

“So I have heard; but there sounds the stage-hom,
so my* coach is coming and I must leave you.”

Soon after a coach drove up to the ranch, and
mounting the box with the driver, Rowland Ross:
more waved an adieu to Surgeon Powell and wa
borne swiftly away on the Overland trail to the west
ward.

“Hank, T want a room, what books you have will
which to kill_time, and no one to know that I am here

“All right, Pard Powell, it shall be as yer say, fer
yer wants ter lie in ambush.”

“Yes, so to speak.”

“To catch that double of Buffalo Bill's?”

{Ees

“Waal, maybe he’ll come along soon, and ef he do
Tll be sart’in ter notify yer.” ‘

“That is what T want you to do.”

And Surgeon Powell went into hiding, hoping that
the mysterious dotible of Buffalo Bill would return to
the ranch. But the day passed, the night also, and

the next day, and not possessing the patience of an Tne

o,
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dian, Surgeon Powell decided to give up waiting
longer.

The next morning he took his departure at dawn
and had reached the spot where Duke Damar had tolci
him that he had been turned from the trail by the mys-
ferious Indian girl, when who should he see in the
path before him but that very personage?

He drew rein at once, not knowing who might be
beyond the girl; but then he rode on slowly and soon
halted a few feet from her. He looked at her atten-
tiively, and if she was a white woman in disguise he
was unable to discover it. |

S ;e 4 S o
he was in the same gorgeous costume she had worn
when Damar had seen her, byt rode a white horse, one
as white as snow, from the tip of his ears to the end
of his long tail.

e el e :

Is the red girl wandering alone, so far from her

A ;

feople ?” said the surgeon-scout, gazing upon the really
beautiful face with surprise, for never before had he
sten an Indian so lovely. He addressed her in the |
Sioux language; but with an impatient toss of her
head she replied :

£ - |
[ speak the language of the palefaces, and I would

teHl the mighty medicine-man that death lies in his
path.”

“Ah! you know me?”
" .
Y911 are the White Beaver, the medicine-man from
the big fort.” N
&L am” j
u\,r ) sy . .
ou will die if you follow. this trail.”

FESRES
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“Who will kill me?”

“Your foes.”

“Who are they?”

“The Red Rose must not tell.”

“Are they redskins or palefaces?”

“The Red Rose will not tell,” she repeated firmly.

“Then 1 will not ask you to do so. But why woull
they kill me?”

“You are their foe.”

“How many are there of them?”

“Enough to kill the White Beaver, great chief thf
he is.”

“Why do you warn me of danger?”

“I do not wish to see you killed.”

“What am I to you?”

“No more than any other human being whose lift
I can save.”

“Ah! well, I will be warned by you and take anothe
trail.” ;

“T will lead you.”

The Red Rose wheeled her horse as she spoke an
rode along in front of the surgeon-scout, hending
away from the trail which he had been following.

Frank Powell had made up his mind to one couss
and that was to no longer leave these ambushers il
peace, whoever they might be.

After several miles they came to the spot where the

strange girl had parted with Duke Damar. Here sttf :
‘ he Indian girl, for he took the regular trail, on which

¢4y the ambushed foes awaiting him.

halted and said:
“The Red Rose goes her way now, and there 1§
trail for the White Beaver to follow.”
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“Yes; but will not the Red Rose tell me who she

1 -”pi)

. “The White Beaver has eyes.”

“Yes, and shall I tell you what they have discov-
ered 7’

“What has the White Beaver seen?” she asked
quickly. '

“I may be wrong, but you have not the features,
the form, nor the actions of an Indian girl, no matter
how much you may appear like one. Your disguise

li5a good one.”

He looked straight in the face of the girl as he
spoke ; but there was no start as he had expected, no
look of guilt. '

“The White Beaver's eyes are not as keen
thought them. Good-by.”

With-this she wheeled her snow-white mustang and
shot away like an arrow.

For some moments the surgeon-scout looked after

he’rf in silence, his brain busy, then he muttered to him-
self s : :

"I.may Be mistaken, but I think not.”
With this he turned his horse into the trail. But

as he

be did not ride toward the fort, as he had been going,
bit on the contrary started on the back track toward

Hank’s Ranch, '
Nor did he go back on the track he had come with

; “I will surprise. them by coming from the wrong ‘

| ¥ 3 .
firection,” he said aloud, as he rode slowly ‘along.
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The surgeon-scout -had suddenly recalled the posi-

tion where he ‘and Duke Damar had seen the ambush, §

and he remembered that it was easy of approach fromy
the westward.

Here he doubted not those who meant to ambug)
him were then awaiting his coming, and he had dar
ingly determined to flank them. How many thew
were he did not care.
himself, to allow no odds to frighten him.

If the ambushers were looking for him to com
from one direction, he would certainly gain an ad
vantage by coming from another. Who they were It
was anxious to know.

They had in some mysterious way discovered thaf
Duke Damar was to pass that way, and had gom
there to kill him. Now they were on the watch for
him, and he wished .to know just who and what thes
secret foes were.

“I will find out, too,” he-said to himself as he rod
along.

He was now all caution, constantly on the alert, an
his repeating rifle was ready in hand. He rode along
slowly until he came near the spot, and here he dis
mounted. Fastening his rein over the horn of his
saddle, he said to his horse: .

“Faithful, you just wait here until I call you.”

The horse nodded his head as though to say:

“I understand you.”

Then the surgeon-scout loosened his revolvers il
his belt, grasped his rifle firmly, and went forwar

.oﬁ foot. - He had calculated well, for he had gone hutf

He was a man to depend upojf
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a few hundred yards when he came in sight of the
ambush where he hLad -before noticed the  tracks.
There, standing behind a thicket, he saw four horses.

“T have four to deal with; now for the riders of
these horses.”

They were Indian ponies and equipped as brav_s
equip their steeds.

“That does not prove that they are redskins,” he
muttered, carrying out this thought.

The thicket he could not approach nearer without
being seen, should any one be on the watch in that
direction.

The men he knew must be lying in the thicket, which
was on a rise and commanded the approach along the
trail in the other direction. He looked about him
carefully on all sides, but could see no way to get
nearer and not be seen.

“T hate to, but I must do it,” he said, and his face
became stern and determined as he slowly brought his
rifle to his shoulder.




CHAPTER XVI.
FLANRING AN AMBUSCADE.

Surgeon Powell, whatever he was aiming at, took
a slow and true aim. Then his finger touched the trig-
ger, and there came a sharp report.

This was followed in quick succession by three
others, wild snorts of fright, plunging hoofs, and then
as the smoke drifted from before his eyes the surgeon-
scout saw three-of the horses lying motionless upon
the ground, and a fourth, evidently wounded, tugging
fiercely at his stake-rope.

Another quick shot brought him to earth. and then,
placing a small bugle to his lips Surgeon Powell gave
a winding call, as though' for cavalry, .

Quickly he dropped the bugle and seized his rifle,
firing rapidly as he saw a form appear in the edge of
the thicket.. The form quickly disappeared, but the
surgeon-scout sent rattling after it a number of shots
at random. Then he gave another bugle-call, while up

to his side came galloping his horse. Then there rang
from his lips the command:

“Squad forward! Charge!”

Throwing himself into the saddle he spurred for-
ward at a run straight for the thicket. The horses of
the ambushers were lying where they had fallen, and

into the thicket the surgeon-scout rode, his steed sud-
denly swerving violently.
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“T thought so,” he said, as he dismounted and bgnt

er a human form. .

m“I did not think I could miss him. Now to. see wtzo
ke is, for to catch the others is beyond possibility in
the rugged ground beyond here.

Theggody on the ground-was apparentl.y that of a;
Indian, for it was painted and in redskin dress. =
ballet-wound in the side showed what had broug1
him down. But a close inspection showed that the

man was painted to disguise his ~hite skin.

His beard was of several days’ growth, his %\a;;
long, and that he was white there was no '[[nant::;-lr{ed
doubt. He had a bow and arr;)ws, but he also ¢©

repeating rifle and revolvers. i
3 ﬁ: efewpgold gieces in his pocket and a hands;n;: g;:‘
mond ring upon his finger were all of value abo
§ arms. _
Ot}:‘eIerthiasneglher a renegade living among the Indlanse,
or he is a road-agent thus disguised to carry out som
plot-of deviltry,” muttered the surgeox'l-sc?ut. e

Raising the body in his arms he carnec.i 1’t t9ta g
he had observed farther back and placed it in 1t b
he threw earth in upon it until he had covcelrt:hem
wholly, and, carrying several la;ge logs, place :

rer it to protect it from the wolves. o
m%p]ctmmtl[;e four dead ponies !ae could find ltcl)(sazhlexlg_
to prove who had been their riders; but a ¢ , ha;ve
amination caused him to think that tl}ey mus
been white men masquerading as redskins. i

“Well, I have killed their horses, ;!-1oug11 I h'ate e
do so, and ‘!):'rdught down one of _‘thAe‘wvnumber,.,wh :

1 VLT
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the remainder have scattered on foot. Now -to see
where they were lying in wait.”

He soon found the spot, and there was one proof
that they were white men, for there were little piles
of shavings where each one had been sitting, showing
that they had been.whittling with their knives.

“Redskins never do else than watch when in am-
bush,” he muttered.

Having discovered this much, he went about trying
to find the trails left by the men. He saw where
the man-had run toward his horse, but to meet his
death, and then where the others had bounded away
through the thicket to reach the rough hill-land be-
yond, doubtless believing that the soldiers were upon
them.

Returning to his horse, he mounted and rode back
upon the trail to where he had parted with the Indian
girl. Taking her trail he set off at a canter to follow
it, saying:

“I will see where she goes and what she has to do
with these renegade masqueraders. . Now, I am more
than ever convinced that she is also white.”

As before, the trail led him into the cafion at the
upper end of which dwelt the old trapper.

“I will find out if the trapper has seen the specter
at the cafion this time,” he muttered as he rode along.

At last he came in sight of the cabin on the rocks,
and instantly there'was a roar and a chorus of savage
yelps. ‘

“The grizzly and the wolves are at home,” he said
with a smile, as he reached the bottom of the path.
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There at the top stood the grizzly savage, and with
blazing eyes, gazing down at him as he paced 1the
length of his chain. OnH the rocks above the wolves

rouc owling dismally. o
U(TSIEEZ(tLEha pargr I do no}; care to tackle, so I'll hail,’
d the surgeon-scout called out aloud:

“Trapper Dick, ho!”

But no answer came, and the surgeon-scout con-
cluded that Lone Dick was away fr_om home, doubt-
less looking after his traps or huntmg game.

As he rode on up the cafion the wild animals on
guard at the cabin ceased their uproar, greatly to .tllel
“joy of the surgeon-scout’s horse, who showed rea

all

fright at the savage chorus they had kept up.

At the head of the cafion the surgeon-scout came
full upon the old trapper. He was .moun.ted upon his
raw-honed horse and had a deer behind him. L

“Waal, Pard Doc, is you in th€se heur pa'rt,s agin iy

“Sq it seems, Lone Dick; but I am follerin” a trail.

“Thar’s no trail in this cafion.”

“’\17\1711'112:: do you call that?” and he .pointed to the
tracks left by the horse of the Indian girl..

“Oh, thet don’t count.”

“Why ?”

“T¢’s ther specter’s trail.”

“So T know: but did you see her?”

“She passed up early this mornin’.”

“How was she dressed?”

“All in white, as before, pard.”

“And her horse?” ;
“Were white as milk.”
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“She had no Indian toggery on?”

“Not she, fer she hain’t no Injun sperit.” .

Surgeon Powell was bothered. He could not un-
derstand how it was that the Indian girl changed intg
a seeming ghost. The tracks up the cafion were those
of the white pony she had ridden, for he had studied
them well.

Now the trapper stated that he had seen a woman
in white, and not an Indian girl.  Not once had the
tracks of the white pony halted by a stream where the
paint could be washed off.and the costume changed,
The surgeon-scout was mystified.

“Pard Doc, you is follerin’ that trail a second time,
S0 you jist look out fer bad luck to come to yer.”

“I'll risk it.”

“You kin risk fightin’ humans, and ver takes big
chances with ‘em, frgm all T hears of yer; but goin’
ag'in’ sperits o’ dead folks are not ther thing, and I
begs yer ter let up, fer I likes yer, an’ I doesn’t want
ter see yer tarn up yer toes, does yer hear ?”’

“Well, Lone Dick, I thank you for your advice;
but 'l go'on as far as this trail leads, or'T can follow

it, and then return and stop with you for the night, if
I can.”

“Yer is welcome, pard; but it's seldom I invites a
man into my cabin.”

“I appreciate the kindness shown m
Lone Dick,” and the surge
way up the cafion.

But, good trailer that he was, he was soon com-
pelled to give up following the tracks of the white

e the more, then,
on-scout continued on his
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pony, be its rider wha; it mightt, as all trace was lost
tas stream that he came to. :
5 Izebtt]iiling to the cabin of the trapper, .he staked1 1[1115
horse out to feed in the‘caﬁon. anfl enjoyed a long
chat with Lone Dick until supperjtlme. g
The trapper had another.temptmg supper ,':;, e
pefore his guest, and the night passed awag; dss 1a o
jnterruption, when th.e surgeon-scout star: g
-ail to the fort. »
up?{‘ht: emt;ie I see of that old ‘n"a.lpper, the 1??;:@&22
is a mystery to me. Is he really in league W{ 3
strange girl, or does he beliex"e her. to be aIsll);r : =
confess 1 am at fault regarding him; b.ut have
out to fathom the mystery, and fathom it I will. i
“I am confident that the old man left t.he cal u~
after I was asleep, and got back early, for hx§ n’loctc;le
sins were wet with dew, and I saw his trail in S
cafion through the wet grass, and he rode, too,t whim
he told me he had just gotten up when I called to
L ng. :
d“‘s‘ln.]t(x)'ir:dntgo wake up, and yet ‘for the life of 11_1eell;
could not do so, and T almost believe that I Wais' g:\a
a drug in my coffee to make me sleep. gmlll, ; ;ésilmir
be only suspicion ; but I do not unde.rstan the A
v 15
“\1113(2’; there is much else that I do not Lxlndeflitane(‘;:
about goings on out on this k?order, aqd 3 :[v:e afs.”
Buffalo Bill to help me find out just what 1t la Feecr
So saying to himself the surgeon-scout hie

way to the fort.




. CHAPTER, XVIL
WAS IT A CONFESSION P

The two days that Duke Damar spent at The Re-
treat were delightful ones to him, and also to the tw.o
brothers so lately -united after long years of separa-
tion,

Then, too, May seemed to enjoy the visit of the
,young ex-soldier. They rode together through the
beautiful country, walked together.about the estate, or
sat on the piazza talking of many things.

Among his accomplishments Duke Damar sketched
well, and he also possessed a fine voice and accom-
panied himself upon the piano.

All this was dangerous pastime for the young girl.
She had been much in city society, young as she was,
had traveled_about extensively. with her father, enter-
tained the best of people at The Retreat, and had
been educated at a fashionable hoarding-school on the
Hudson. :

She was bheautiful, accomplished, rich, and had many

admirers; but somehow never: had her thoughts so

dwelt upon one man as they had upon the young-sol-
dier.

She had never breathed a word to her father about
what she had read ahoy. him in the papers, and she
wondered how it was: that she found herself becoming
- more and more wrapped up in a man against :whom
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there was the suspicion of his having committed the
foulest murder. : .
“I wish he would speak to me about it,” she said

to herself. “Does he know that I am aware of it, I

Q
wonder?”’

One day the two were together, seated in an arbor
on the hillside, which commanded a grand view of the
surrounding country. o

Duke Damar had a scrap-book before him and had
just concluded a sketch, which he had not allowed the
girl to see. : 7

She also had a scrap-book resting on her lap, and
was sketching with no inartistic hand.

“I have a sketch here, Miss Malcolm, which I'wish
you to give me your permission to keep,” he said, as
he finished it.. :

“What is it?”

“May I have it?”

“Certainly.”

“It is a picture of yourself, see?” :

Her face flushed as she gazed atit, and involuntarily
she said:

“How exquisite!”

“So T think,” and he fixed his eyes full upon hex.‘.

“I meant the sketch—the work,” she said, blushing.

“I meant the subject; but I-may have it?”

She laughed roguishly and asked:

“The subject?” ' :

Tt ‘was his time to flush now; but he said:

“T would not dare place my hopes ‘beyond the
sketch.” : SRR
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“I too, have a sketch here 1 would like to keep, with '

your permission,” she said quickly.

“You have it.”

See R

She held it up to him and he saw that it was a sketch
of himself as he sat there intent upon his work.

“You have wielded a skilful pencil in that sketch

y 5 ’
Miss Malcolm.

She very mnearly. gave utterance to the words, “Be-
cause it was a labor of love,” but she checked herself
and replied :

“It 1s a coincidence that both of us, with such a
superb view before us of hill, valley, and river, should
have devoted ourselves to pnmaxt sketching.”

Om minds seemed to run in the same groove for
once,” he replied.

She felt that they were -upon dangerous ground,
so changed the subject with:
“Lieutenant Damar i -

“I am not a lieutenant now, you lemember Miss

Malcolm.”
i“

Ah, yes! well, T was going to ask you why you
went back to-speak to that—that—pedier the other
day >

y

113 . . .

Did you know him, Miss Malcolm ?”
3 e

Yes.”

“Let us be frank thh each other about this ma-bter.
for I knew him, t00.’
“I feared It »

“Better is it so, than that he may do you or yous
father harm.”
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“He is capable of anything.”

“[ feared so; but I saw that you were alarmed when
we drove up, and as you did not denounce the man I
Jooked closely at him. I am net one to forget a face
once seen. 1 recalled the man, and so went after him,
telling him that I would puf a detective on his track
and if he came in this neighborhood again to fncrhten
you, he should hang.”

“Tt was most kind of you, and, to tell the truth, I
fear for poor Roger, though I did not let him suspect
it. The truth is, Mr. Damar, my unfortunate brother
Roger was a bad son from the first.

“He felt jealous at the love father and I felt for
my adopted brother Andrew, and he did many things
to cause us the greatest umeasiness. He, on one occa-
sion, attempted Andrew’s life, but this my adopted
brother never kmew, for father discovered it. Much
money was paid by father to keep Andrew out of se-
vere trouble. and at last he said he would go away,
never to return, if father would give him ten thou-

sand dollars.

“This father did, and \\1thm a year he was back
again demanding more. Father yielded, and the next
we heard of him was through a letter written in prison.

“He had brokén into a house, been captured, and
wrote my father to send money to defend him. Father
refused, Roger was sent to prison for a term of years,
and incidentally we learned that Andrew, whom he had
so hated, had sent a great deal of money to try and get

him off, but m vain.
“We believed him in prison, until he came hele that
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fatal night, and now I am sure that he came for one
purpose in particular.”

“And that was?”

“To take my father’s life,”

“Yet why should he?" :

“Because father made a will giving his fortune
equally to Andrew, Roger, and myself. This will he
has never changed, and had he died suddenly, it would
have stood, and Roger would have gotten his share,
which ameunts to half a million, for our estate is a
very rich one.”

“Ah! I see the motive now, and I believe you are
right. With such a will in existence, Miss Malcolm,
that man will stop at nothing, so I would urge you to
ask your father to make another, and let it be known
how he disposes of his property.”

“You think his life in danger if he does not ?”

“I am sure that it is, unless s

“Unless what, Mr, Damar?” >

“You allow me to arrest this man and let the law
take him in charge.”

“No, no, for it would kill my father.”

“Then urge him to change his will.”

“I dare not.”

“Then take your uncle into your confidence and
get him to do so.”

“Did you see how pained father looked when Uncle

Roger asked him where his namesake was?”
Yes; and he shielded his sins by saying that he

had been a trifle wild and was off sowing his wild
oats.”

R |
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“So he did: but father is proud and would not see
his name sullied.”

“Then tell your uncle all, and let him urge your
father to make his will, for he said he meant to do
so, and, feeling that he is cut off, Roger Malcolm
will no longer seek his-life.” ;

“I will do as you say, Mr. Damar, for it is a wise
precaution.” -

“And remember, if he should give you trouble I
hold a charge of murder over him and can force him
out of the country.”

“Tt is a fearful charge to lay upon a man, that of
the murder of a fellow being.”

May Malcolm spoke slowly, and she.hardly knew
that she gave utterance to the words until she saw the
face of Duke Damar become the hue of death and
heard the words hissed through his shut teeth:

“No one more than I, Miss Malcolm, knows ho.w
fearful a punishment it is to have the hand of Cain
upon one’s brow.”

She sprang to her feet with a startled cry, f.or the
words of Duke Damar seemed to be a confession of
his guilt.

D%lke Damar was startled at the manner of May
Malcolm, and he saw that. her face had t.urned very
pale. Her own words had caused the ‘bltternesg in
his breast to well up, and he had spoken without weigh-
ing his words. '

“Miss Malcolm, sit down again and let me explain

what I said.” 2 SR 11'1
" She sank into her seat in 's‘ﬂence. How could he
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explain that which had appeared a confession of his
guilt? : ‘ S

But she would hear what he had to say. The cruel
charge that she had read against him came up into her
mind, and his own words seemed to stamp all as true.

“We were speaking of the charge of murder against
your brother, Miss Malcolm ?”

“Yes, but speak of him as Roger Malcolm, not as
my brother,” she said, with a shudder.

“I will, for he is unworthy of such a sister. Al
though the nurse was killed in your father's room, and
the man whom I shot seemed guiltless, at least of that
murder, I yet can be led to believe him guilty.

“Your brother had a knife which was stained with
blood, as also were his hands and clothing, while his
companion’s knife had not been taken from its sheath.
This points conclusively to your brother as the mur-
derer, and yet he may not be.”

“He certainly is.”

“So it would seem from circumstantial evidence,
and yet he may be guiltless of the act, The fact that
he was with the man would condemn him to punish-
ment in a court of law, and this is the power to hold
over him, and to make him keep away from you. But
1 spoke of this that I might tell you something' of my
own life.”

“Yes?” and May breathed more freely.

“I said a while since that no one knew more than
I did the cruel punishment of bearing the brand of
'Caiﬂ upon one’s brow. T will tell you, Miss Malcolm,
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that cirenmstantial evidence to-day holds me as guilty
of murder. :

“Let me tell you the story, bitter as it is, and show
you why I resigned from the army, and what a cross
T have to bear, for those who were my friends now
avoid me, and I am wmder suspicion of being a very
Cain. Will you hear my story, Miss Maleolm?” ;

She could have saved him the bitterness of telling
her the cruel story by saying that she already knew
all. but she wished to hear all that he had to say about
the charge against him, and she said:

“I will accept your confidence, Mr. Damar, if youw
will give it to me.”

“Thank you.”

Then, after a pause, m a low voice he told her all
that had occurred to mar his life. In conclusion he
added :

“I do net ask you to believe or disbelieve me. I
only say that this brand is upon me, and that %1‘ I
cannot erase it, if I cannot prove that I an not guilty,
then 1 will gladly le down to rest forever in the
grave.”

She held forth ber hand and said: g

“Fathom the mrystery for your own sake. Let us

go to the mansion now.”
“And T can keep this sketch of youn, new that you

know all?”

T“¥es”
“Y thank you.” . :
The next day Duke Damar bade _mrewell to the
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hospitable trio at The Retreat and started for his owa
home.

“Don’t fail to hunt down the man whose deed you
get the credit of, Damar,” said Roger Malcolm, as
he grasped his hand in farewell.

“I shall hope for good news from you, Mr, Damar,”
May had’ said.

“Yes; or an end to all this bitterness,” was the re-
ply, and he drove away upon his way to his home. He
had not deeemed it necesssary to advise his aunt of his
coming, so that lady was considerably surprised to
see him drive up to the door one pleasant afternoon.

She had recovered from her attack of illness, Nellie
had returned to her boarding-school, and the widow
was alone in the mansion with the large retinue of
servants which had always been kept at Sea Vale Hall.

“What! back again?” said Mrs. Rowland.

“Yes, aunt; and to stay, for I have resigned from
the army.”

“Resigned ?”

Mrs. Rowland looked positively. appalled.

S have.”,

“But why?”

“Because my numerous friends had heard of De-
lancy Redfield’s death, and, with others hereabouts,
seemed to consider me his murderer,” he said bitterly.

“I fear you will-not be happy here, Duke.”

“I do not expect to be.”

“People will talk, you know.”

“Yes, I know; and so they still talk about me?”

¥ eart! :

’
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“Let them.”

“Do you expect to live it down, Duke?”

“Aunt, this is my home. Here I was born, my
father and two grandfathers before me, and it will
be a brave man or woman who comes across my thresh-
old to accuse me of murder. I shall go as I please,
come as I please, and to those who speak to me I shall
speak. To those who cut me I shall show my utter
contempt. 2

“I shall enter no man’s house, and by my invitation
none shall come here, though your friends are ever
welcome; but they must keep a civil tongue in their
mouths about me. I am under a cloud, and I have been
forced to hate those I believed my friends; I have had
to give up my profession as a soldier, when I hoped to
win rank and fame with my sword.

“I have had burned into my breast by foul suspi-
cion the brand of Cain, and to escape all I have come
to my home, my boyhood’s home, where Delancy and
myself were boys together, where the happiest mo-
ments of my life were passed, and where I can be
near the grave of the man whom it is said I mur-
dered.

“Now, aunt, if you wish my respect, if you care for
my friendship, let this subject be dropped between us.”

The woman fairly shrank under his blazing eyes.
Never before had she seen him so moved, and for a
moment she could utter no word.  Then she said, as
she laid her hand upon his shoulder: .

“My pobr, dear Duke, you have indeed been made
to suffer deeply, and the iron has entered into your
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very soul. Not one word, not one look shall you ever
have from me to cause you 2 moment’s pang, and all
that I can do to drive the clouds away I will do.”

He made no reply but bent forward and pressed his
lips to her forehead. She shuddered as his lips tc_mched
her, and he saw it and turned away, going to his own
room. But from that day he was master there, and
his aunt and the servants quickly realized that fact.

CHAPTER XVIIL,
THE TIE THAT BOUND.

Nellie Rowland sat in her comiortable room, in the
fashionable boarding-school where she was a pupil,
with an open letter held in her hand.

The letter she had just read and it was from her
mother. After speaking of various matters, the letter
went on to say:

“Now I have a surprise for you.

“It is that your cousin Duke has resigned from the
army and has returned home to live. He has been
here more than a week, and those who thought they
could crush him by coldness have found that he ut-
terly ignores them. He said that he came here to be
master of Sea Vale, and master I assure you he is, and
it would be dangerous to thwart him, for the Damar
temper in him is aroused.

“He has ordered a yacht purchased for him, and
spends his days in horseback riding or gunning. I
really feel anxious about him, for something seems to
prey heavily upon his mind. Can it be that he really
is guilty, as rumor says that he is, or did you swear
truthfully on that fatal night?

“I would not be surprised now at anything that
Duke did, he is so much changed from the light-
hearted fellow that he was two years ago, when he
was home on leave.

“T had a fetter from Rowland Rossmore this mora-
ing and he is on his way East, from his sketching-

-
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tour ‘on the frontier, and says that he has some lovely
bits ‘of scenery. He also wrote me, what Duke only
casually mentioned, that he met your cousin in the
West, and was saved from being robbed by his daring
charge upon some road-agents who had stopped the
stage-coach in which he was a passenger.

[t must have been a desperate affair, from what
Rowland writes, as a fellow passenger was seriously

wounded and two of the robbers killed by Duke and -

his companion, who was a Surgeon Powell, of whom
you have heard your cousin speak, and who also has
some outlandish name given him by the Indians.

“Tt would not surprise me, my daughter, if Row-
land stopped to see you on his way back, for you know
how dearly he loves you, and I have written ‘Madam
Vassar to give him carte blanche to see you should he

call.
“You know my wishes regarding Rowland, Nellie,

and I hope you will govern yourself accordingty.”

Such was the tenor of the letter, and -Nellie Row-
Jand certainly did not look happy over its reception.
As she sat thus in thought, the letter in her hand, a
knock at her door startled her.

“It’s only me, miss, and T'm afther havin’ a card
fer yer swate silf,” said a red-headed daughter of Erin
entering, and who was not unmindful of many little
“tips” which Nellie had given her, and which she re-
paid by devotion to her service and “blarney.” -

Nellie took the card, and her face paled. slightly, as
she read the name. ‘

It was: “Rowland Rossmore.”

Then followed ~the rather indefinite addiess:
“United States of America.” i
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‘" e
Say to the gentleman t i
an that T will be dow one
e i at once,
")’I:Q., miss, and a handsome gent he’s afther being:
and gmerous as a duke o’ the ould sod, for he g'we.
me this, miss,” and O’Hara, as the girls called Bridget

showed a dollar bill which had been slipped into her
hand by the visitor.

Hastily putting on her hat and throwing a wrap
about her, Nellfe descended to the parlor

Rowland Rossmore, looking very handsome, and
elegantly dressed, arose to greet her

‘" g
f I am very glad to see you, and could not refrain
rom coming by, after the news I heard in a letter
received from your sweet mother, of how you had so
nearly lost your life.”

{5 V4 - - %
Yes, Mr. Rossmore, it was a Very narrow escape
’
and the one who saved me from death risked his life

to ¢lo so, but I am going for a~ walk: wi 2t
e 2" going a walk; will you join

Rowland Rossmore was only too happy to do so, for
therfa were several visitors in the parlor. They strolled
out into the grounds, and Nellie, leading the way, di-
rle:ctefl her steps toward a rustic arbor that overlooked
the river. It stood on a point of land, and was all to
ftself.

13

-Wha.t a place for a téte-a-téte, Nellie!” said the
artist, with a smile,

“That is why I came here.”

(13 .

I ’feel flattered, indeed, for you have seemed to
shun‘me of late.” '

“Is it to be wondered af?”’
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“Why should you?”
“Do you ask that question, Rowland Rossmore
“Are you still unforgiving 7"’
“No; I forgave you, when you pleaded your deep
jove for me as an excuse for your act.”
Let me tell you that the
Knowing that you

“Nellie, it was my love.
moment I saw you 1 loved you.
would have many suitors I sought to win you. Your
mother, as an old friend of my father, urged me on by
her willingness for you to become my wife, for I con-
fessed to her my idolatrous love for you.

“When I knew what dangerous rivals I had, 1 was
in despair. I tried to win you, and I felt that you
cared for me. Thenit was that I thought if you were
secretly bound to me you would think of no one else,
and I did what I did and then pleaded forgiveness.”

“Tt was a sin, a great sin on your part, Rowlahd
Rossmore, to plot against me as you did.”

“I did plet, yes, but it was not to harm you. You
invited me to the entertainment at your home, and I
asked if T could bring a friend. I came with my
friend, and when that evening we sald forfeits, I was
told to select a lady to become my wife. Your mother,
you remember, was the one over whose head the for-
feits were sold. T selected you, and you, Nellie, made
no objection.”

“Did I suspect that your friend was a justice of the
peace with full authority to marry us? Did I suspect
that yowhad-in your pocket the marriagealicense, and
that I was legally-becoming your wife? Oh, no, it was
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a cruel plot against me, and, though I forgav.
when you confessed all, and told me your iasemi" 0111
haxe become more and more angered at it since th;
.I told you, Rowland -Rossmore, that you mi ll:t
claim me as your wife three months after I had Igt;ft
school. T did so because I admired you, and I though
then that T cared for you, I thought’ and ht;ougf
could learn to love you by the time you s,ought to - k
me publicly your wife. But the more I think o;n?he
fra%ld you practised upon me, the more bitter I becam :
until now, T frankly tell you, Rowland Rossm 7
almost believe that I hate \:ou." e
“.No! no! Nellie, do not say that. 1 will leave yo
I will go far away and do all in my power to win ‘: .
onzz\‘ do not decide against me now.” o
]ove\}(})ll)l.”shnuld I mot, for I do mot, nor ever can,
.“Do you love another?” he asked suddenly fixin
his eyes full upon her face. ’ :
He saw her blush, and she knew that he saw it, and
cxp¢cted an outburst of jealous anger from him,
“Do you love another, Nellie?” .
“Y'ou have no right to question me, Mr. Rossmore.”
Yes, I have, for you are my wife, bound by a tie

that cannot be set aside, so I have a right to ask. Do
you love another, Nellie?”

‘I:Iev spoke in kindness, not in anger, and she replied :
o No man have I allowed to tel{ me of his love since
: ‘ezf‘med that I was your—your—oh! must I say it
»'~W1fe? No man would 1 atlow to do so, but  wish
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‘§6 Be ‘free, “for I am but human, and I might love an-
‘othier Wwere not this pall hanging over me-of being: se-
cretly’ bound to you. :Release me, Rowland; I beg of

you.” Al
1 cannot, for it'is not in my power to do so.”

“Then give me one year from the day I am eigh-
teen.”

“When will that be?”

“The day after I finish school.”

“I will grant you the time, Nellie; but remember,
you are my wife.”

“My honor, sir, is in my own keeping, and I hold
my own respect more dear than I do the fraudulent tie
that binds. me to you,” was the haughty response.

He flinched under her words and replied:

“One year, then, from next June I give you, and I
implore you, Nellie, to try and love me. 1f you can-
not, if you will not consent to become my wife before

the world, then I will go with you to get a divorce §

will set you free and keep our secret, while I go back
to the wilds where I so long remained and strove t0
make a name to offer to a beautiful ideal which she
would be proud of. That name I am winning, that

ideal I have found in you, Nellie, and I hope the dreams |

I have had of happiness with you will not be rudely;
dashed aside when my year of pefiance is ended. Now

I will leave you; but do not forget me; think of me §

often, -and—Ilove me.”

“1 “Te escorted Her to the door of the academy, grasped § ¢

‘her hawd. and was ‘gone, while she' went quickly 0

{‘—.~c. -

t
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her ‘room-and locking her door threw herself down
upc‘m the lounge and burst into tears, while she mdan d:

“Do I love Rowland Rossmore, or: No! r:;oi
no! no woman can hold two loves in her heart. :

“I do not love Rowland Ross o
though he is!” .more, noble and kind




CHAPTER XIX,
DETECTIVES ON THE TRAIL.

When Duke Damar learned from his aunt that the
young artist, Rowland Rossmore, was in New York,
he at once wrote him, asking him to visit Sea Vale for
a week or two. He liked the artist immensely, and he
remembered that he had been one to prove his stanch
¢riend and defender when others turned against him.

Rowland Rossmore liked to visit Sea Vale, for he
“was very much attached to Mrs. Rowland, and so he
accepted the invitation with pleasure. He brought
with him his Western sketches to shn\\ Duke, and
among them was one from memory of the attack on
the stage-coach and rescue by Damar aund Powell.

He had likenesses that were very perfect of the two
soldiers, Ribbon Moses, the old miner and himself,
and the one of Roger Malcolm was by no means a bad
likeness, showing a wonderful memory of faces in the
artist.

“Will you make a painting of that one, Rossmore,
with the figures one- Sxxteenth life-size for me and I
will give you your price.’

“If you wish it, Damar.’

“T do; and I will give you likenesses of the miner

and of Powell to be exact, for you have Ribbon Moses’,
mine, and your own perfect.”
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“

I will begin upon it as soon as I return, and you
shall have it within a couple of months.”

“On the door of the coach, I remember, is a pic-
ture of an Indian girl; but I will give you a face to
put there, .an(l I wish you to take much pains with it
Here, I will show you the sketch.”

- ?11(; Damar found the sketch he had made of May

alcolm, and, since his retur

n home, had put in E

colors. : o

: What a face! is it an ideal one?” asked Rowland
Rossmore, with enthusiasm.

“It is an ideal face, I may say, fo
one like it,” was the reply.

r I have seen but .

":\vnd that one in your imagination?”

.“\ es; that one is in my memory, Rossmore, and ever
will be. If I could paint as you do I would make i
very beautiful.”

“1 will make it all that you cr’ml(.l wish, Damar
on the panel of the coach-door. By the way, have y ’1;
heard from your friend, Surgeon Powell?” : e

“Yes; I had a letter to-day.”

“Indeed ! he is well, I hopé 2y

“Yes.”

“And still devoting more attention to scouting than
to surgery ?” ¥

Yes ;. for he has assistants at the fort who can look
to the sick and wounded, while but few men are the
scouts: that: Frank Powell is. Excepting Buffalo Bill,

th
ere are no equak to. Poud] as an Indian-fighter and
trailer,”

“Your friend Cody got over his wound ?”
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: = o
“Qh, yes; and is as good as new, Surgeon Powell
e ”

writes me. '
“It is a dangerous life those two men lead ,})Put, by

the way, has Buffalo Bill found his double yet?

: an the letter was writ-
“He has not, or had not when the

"

Lenf;md the two friends went for a stroll which, Od(Cllly
enough, always led them to the cemetery 01; tlzle ;) 1 ;,;
when Damar led the way; but “.,hm Rowlan 1\0 l
more asked him to accompany him in a wallk, blet‘a:-
ways led him away from the spot which coud' uft be
filled with saddest memories for Duke Damar. ;
“T am glad that you have urged Rowland to 1ema11;
longer, now the two we.cks are up, fordyou se(;::ll 5
enjoy his society so,” said Mrs. Rowland, one day
- nephew. _ .
hel“\."ez, I have begged him to spend the month otut,
and longer if he will, and when he returns from Bf‘)s on
he will do so, for he goes there for a day or two.
Duke Damar had already gotten his little yacht, and
it was one that he could handle himself, for he \TEZ
a fairly good sailor, having l?een brought up (1>lnb0
Sound, and learned how to sail a boat as a sma t‘ye;
He was wont to go sailing alone each day, for .;r
artist was a “land-lubber,” he said, and was hapﬁlim
on dry land than when a mere plank stood between
and eternity. :
“You mzst go for a sail,” Rossmore, onr you'll 1;;)2
iget another 'chance, ‘as to-morrow I will devote

whole day to you, it being your last here,” said Duke
L
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Damar, one day, as the two stood at the dock at Sea
Vale one afternoon. ; e

“No, thank you, for T don’t like the looks of the
weather; but a pleasant sail and safe return.”

Damar waved his hand, and the little two-ton sloop
shot out from the shore, passed out of the cove, and
was soon dancing along upon the waters of the Sound.
As he stood well out, he saw a cat-rigged boat coming
down the coast, run into the cove, which was known
as Sea Vale Haven, and land at the dock.

The artist was still there, seated in the arbor, sketch-
ing, and Damar saw him point out toward his boat.
Then the cat-rig pushed off and stood out of the cove
and followed in his wake. He was some distance off,
but as the boat seemed to wish to come up with him,
he lay to.

The wind was now very light, and soon after died
out altogether, under the pressure of a storm that was
rising.

Duke Damar took in his jib, loosened his mainsail
and close-reefed it, and then waited for the storm to
burst, confident of riding it out in hs stanch little craft.
Then he observed that the cat-rig was nearing him,
under the pressure of oars, and one of the three men

~ on'board called out:

“We are anxious to reach you, sir, before the storm

comes, for our boat will be swamped.”

“Aye, aye, come along, for my craft ean ride out a
hurricane,” was the reply.

It was now almost twilight, and the shore, six miles
away, could not be seen, for the dark storm-clouds cast:
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a deep gloom upon the'waters. A few moments more
and the cat-boat came alongside, and the men sprang
on board the sloop.

“What, do you intend to desert your craft?” cried

Damar, as they cast it adrift with sail up.

“Yes, sir, for she will go down.”

“Not if you had lowered sail and made all ship-
shape, for [ would have taken her in tow with a long
line, and cut her loose only when I found the sloop
could not stand the strain.”

“It is just as well, for that is only a light-weather
craft, and won’t be much loss, while this one, indeed,
is small for the blow that is booming down upon us,
and we ain’t much in the way of sailors.”

Damar did not exactly like the looks of the men,
and wishing to know why they had followed him, he
said : '

“I saw you stand into the Sea Vale cove?”

SENTes Sir.

“Did you have any business there [

“Yes, sir, we did.”

“May I ask what it is, for I am the master of Sea
Vale Hall?” ' '

“Yes, we asked the gent on the dock if he was Mr.
Duke Damar, and he told us you had just gone oft
for a sail on the Sound, so we came after you.”

“And what is-your business with me, may I ask?”’

“You are Mr. Duke Damar ?”

| “That is my name, as I said.”
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officers have the papers—here they are—to arrest you
and carry you back with us to stand your trial.”

“In the name of Heaven, do you mean what you
say?”’

“Here are the papers, sir.”

“And who is it that I am said to have murdered?”

“A woman, sir!”

Duke Damar’s head was bowed in an agony of
grief.

“Quick, sir, the storm is upon us!” cried the detect-
ive, and as he uttered the words there came a blinding
flash of lightning, a terrific peal of thunder, and the
winds came howling over the waters, driving a wall
of foam before it that threatened to engulf the little
sioop and send it to the bottom.

CHAPTER XX.
SEARCHING FOR HIS DOUBLE.

When Surgeon Powell returned to the fort all were
anxious to learn how Duke Damar had taken his hav-
ing to resign his position in the army. The surgeon
arrived after dark, so that it was not at once known
that he had returned.

His first visitor was Buffalo Bill, who was able to
go about once more and felt almost himself again. At
the request of the surgeon-scout, Buffalo Bill remained
to supper with him, and the two had barely finished
the meal, which Frank Powell’s colored servant had
placed before them, when a party of officers dropped
i,

“Back again, Powell, and I am glad to see you,”
said one.

“Didn’t get into any trouble, did you?”

“Did you go farther than Hank’s Ranch?”

“We were getting anxious about your long stay.”

All these questions the surgeon-scout responded to
pleasantly, for there was no more popular man in the
fort than he was; but then came the question:

“What about Damar ?”

“How do you mean?’

“Has he gone East?”

“He has.”
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“He took it pretty hard, didn’t he, that we cut
him ?”

“T don’t think he cared much at the loss of such
friends as some of those prove who turned against
him at the time they should have befriended him,” was
the sharp retort.

“You do not believe him guilty, then?” asked one,
somewhat hotly.

“No, sit, and I will stand by him to the last.”

“Call my name in the same roll, Surgeon Powell,”
nut in Buffalo Bill. -

“Appearances are against him, from all the letters
we have had. and the marked papers sent us,” said a
captain.

“Don’t judge by appearances’always, gentlemen or,
if we do, let us judge ourselves, and how many of us
can bear inspection?”’ said Buffalo Bill,

“I tell you,” he continued in his frank way, “Duke
Damar has some enemy in this fort who has fanned
this flame against him until it burst forth into a hot
fire. I have known him since he came on the border,
a cadet fresh from West Point, and ‘a pluckier man
and truer friend I never knew, or wish to meet.

. “He is not the man to do a mean act, let alone a
criminal one, and those who have maligned him will
regret it when he proves his innocence. By the great
Rocky Mountains, I believe those who have talked
most about him are those who are his debtors for
money loaned and kind services rendered.”

There was a dead silence when the scout ceased
speaking, for there were several present who had been

Searching for His Double. 163

glad to see Duke Damar leave zm fort in haste, on ac-
count. of certain loans they owed him.

. “He certainly has warm friends in you, Cody, and
in Powell,” said a captain.

“Yes, I am no weather-cock, to change with the
wind, blow it good or bad, and I say again that that
brave fellow Damar will yet prove that he has been
cruelly wronged.”

As most of those present had been the ones to act
ungenerously toward Duke Damar, they cared not to
hear such plain words, and so began to take their leave.

The majority of the officers, and the soldiers to a
man, almost, had not believed in the guilt of Damar,
and had he not hastily departed from the fort, he would
have had many friends to stand up for him. But he
had unfortunately been brought in contact with the
few who wished him out of the way, for the sake of
promotion, it may be, because they owed him money,
or other reasons, and theirs was the influence that had
been brought to bear upon the commander, which had
caused him to feel that it was best for him to urge the
young lieutenant to resigm.

Those who had heard the plainly spoken words of
Buffalo ‘Bill, with a few exceptions, felt that they had
been too hasty in their judgment of their brother offi-
cer; hut that few were angered at what the scout had
said.

At the fort Buffalo Bill was chief of scout> and
though he held no commissioned rank, he yet was the
compamon of the officers, from the commandant down
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He was liked and admired by all, and he was known
to be devoid of all fear.

His name was known the world over, and his fame
would go down to history as a man who had stood
between civilization and savagery for years. He was
no man to become angry with, and so not one of shose
who felt his words keenly were willing to take them
as a cause of quarrel.

“T’'ve a notion to call that fellow out,” said one
young officer.

“Who, Damar?”’ asked a comrade.

“No, Buffalo Bill.”

“What for?”

“Did you not hear how impertinently he spoke ?”’

“I heard all he said, Benson, but as the shoe did
not fit me, I did not put it on.”

“Tt did not fit me, either, but I should like to punish
his insolence.”

“Don’t try it.”

“Why ?”’

“Buffalo Bill is a dead shot, and his aim is said to
be truest when he is in the greatest danger.”

“He could not wield a sword.”

“Don’t deceive yourself, for he is an expert. swords-
man.”

* “The deuce he is! Then I'll drop it.”

“You had better,” was the significant reply.

In the meantime, Buffalo Bill and Powell, after the
departure of all the officers, sat talking together.

“Well, Frank, did you see my double?” asked the

scout, with a smile. ;
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“No, but I heard of him.”

“Ah!”

“Fact, and there’s not a man who has seen him who
does not believe that he saw you.”

“Tell me of him.”

“Well, I'll first tell you that we trailed a specter.”

“A what?”

“A ghost.”

“Nonsense !”

“Well, old Lone Dick, the trapper, believes it is a
ghost.”

“Did you see him?”

“The ghost?”

. “No, Lone Dick ?”

“Yes.”

“Well, what do you make out of him?”

“I do not know, for he is a queer one.”

“So I think; but to your ghost.”

“We went to the spot where Damar said he had met
the Indian girl, and then we took the trail she turned
him from, and there, sure enough, found indications
of an ambush. Then we returned and took the girl’s
trail, and followed her up Lone Dick’s cafion.”

“To his cabin?”

“No, for she went past it; but we saw Lone Dick
fishing on the banks of the stream, and so stopped all
night with him.” 3

“He treated you well ?”

“He did, indeed; but when we asked hinr about the

fndian girl, he said that a woman’s ‘sperit’ had gone
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along, and all we could find out was that a woman in
white had. ridden by, mounted upon a black horse.”

“This is strange.”

“Yes, but the trail we could only follow to a certain
place the next day, and there we lost it. As good
luck would have it, we struck the Overland trail just
in time to save the coach from being robbed, and in
one of the passengers Damar recognized an old friend,
a clever, handsome young artist who is out here ma-
king sketches.”

“Then the road-agents are at work again on the
Overland ?”’

“So it seems, Bill; but we stood them off, and went
on to Hank’s Ranch, and there. Damar took the coach
on east, while I laid over a day or so, to discover your
double.”

“And you missed him?”

“I did; but on my way back here I was met at the
same place where Damar was by the Indian girl, and
she gave me the same warning. T took it, and when
she left me felt convinced that she was not an Indian
girl; but that is hard to prove. Then I flanked the
ambushing-party and got one, who was rigged up as a
redskin, and killed their horses.”

“Goodt’ -

“Then I set off on the girl’s trail, and it went up
the cafion, and again I saw Lone Dick, and he said it
was the specter, but on a white horse. I again lost
the trail, so the next day started for the fort, deter-
mined to ask you, Bill, to go out with me as soon as
.you were able lodo s0.”
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“I will do so to-morrow, Frank, for I am as anxious
as you are to solve the riddle as to who are the am-
bushers of the trail, who it is that has warned you
and Damar, and particularly do I wish to meet this
double of mine. We will start to-morrow.”

And on the next day Buffalo Bill and Surgeon Pow-
ell started on the trail.




CHAPTER XXI.
TRAILING A SHADOW..

With only the knowledge of the commandant, Buf-
falo Bill and Surgeon Powell left the fort at dawn the
following morning. = They went well prepared for

~what-work might turn up before them, carrying’ an

extra horse which they used as a pack-animal, and'so
well trained it was that it kept its place dose behmd
the others, without having to be led.

Buffalo Bill looked pale and a little haggard ‘but
expressed himself as just as good as ever. :

.. The weapons of the two had been put in pe‘rfect
trim, ample supplies taken along, and the two trailers
were congratulating themselves upon starting out well,
when behind them they heard the clatter of hoofs.

Looking"back, they saw one of Buffalo Bill’s scouts
coming on rapidly and waving to them.

“What is it, Jack?” asked Cody, as the scort rofe
up. _

- “The assistant surgeon was taken very ill, sit Zpa
the colonel says that you will have to come back 5
'Surgeon Powell cannot go now.’

“This i is too bad,” said Surgeon Powell.

~ “But I must hasten back to Norcross, who, dotbt=
less, has one of his severe attacks again.” ‘

“I will go on, Frank, and you can join, me, Whﬁf

‘you can get away, at Hank’s Ranch. 2
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“Do you think you should go alone, when you do
not feel as well as you might?”

“Oh, yes; for I can see what is going on and per-
haps get some points by the time you arrive.”

“Let me go with you, Cap'n Cody,” said Mustang
Jack, the scout, who was a wiry young fellow;. clad
in buckskin and had a face stamped with reckless dev-
iltry. He had lately come to the fort to serve as a

scout, saying that he was from Texas, and he had

made himself famous as a rider and shot, while he

' was. also known to have good qualities as a trailer:and

Indian-fighter.

<t “All right, Jack, go along, for I do not care to have
Cody go alone,” the surgeon-scout said.- -

““As you please, then; but are you fixed for a tramp,
Jack?” :

“I’'m allus ready for a fight or a journey, cap’n,”
was the reply.

The two friends then parted, Surgeon Powell re-
turning at a gallop to the fort, while Buffalo Bill and
Mustang Jack rode on toward Hank’s Ranch.

Though he had had him under his command for
several months, Buffalo Bill had never been able to
find out much about the antecedents of the man accom-
panying him. He had come to the fort one day with
half a dozen fine mustangs to sell, and had readily got-
ten his price for them.

His _story: was that his brother and h1mse1f had a
small pony-raneh in Texas, and that” he’ wrshed 1o
turn scout, and, as good men were need@ﬁalo Bill
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had engaged him, and he had proved himself a valu-
able addition to the Buckskin Rovers, as Cody’s men
were called.

It was Cody’s intention to go right on to Hank’s
Ranch and see if he could find his double there, and
then start alone, as though to return to the fort, that

he might see if he had the same warning that Duke |

Damar and Frank Powell had had from the Indian
girl. :
He also wished to question Ribbon Moses and the
other drivers on that part of the Overland as to what
they knew about the road-agents, and their force, for
rumors had come in of late that the Knights of the
Trail, as they were called, had held up several coaches
and robbed the passengers.

[t was night when the chief of scouts and Mustang
Jack reached’ the ranch, and the former was wearied
with his ride, so sought his bed at once, for he had
taxed himself severely for a man just recovering from
a wound.

“Jack, you circulate around and see what you can
pick up, but do not let any one know that I am here,
and I have asked Hank not to speak of my coming,”
Buffalo Bill said, and he had ridden up to the rear of
the ranch and gotten quarters in a cabin off from the
main one. :

The ranch tavern was a very pretentious structure
for those parts, as it consisted of a large two-story log
house, with four sleeping-rooms up-stairs, such as they
were, and a bar, sitting-room, dining-room, and kitch-
en down-stamrs. On each side were wings of a single

=
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story, containing half a dozen small rooms in a rew
for guests.

There were out-houses, such as stables and several
small dwelling cabins, scattered about. A blacksmith-
shop, a smiall store, and the stables and guarters for
the Overland stage-horses and hands comprised Hank’s
Ranch, and which he was anxious to have called
“Hank’s City."” =

But the drivers of the coaches were the only ones
he could get to so call it, and great were the expecta-
tions raised in the hearts of passengers when told that
Hank’s City would be a good place to lay over and
rest for a day or two, as it was a fine place and the
best of accommodations could be had there cheap.

The scenery thereabout was beautiful, and the table
was well kept, while the whisky was not the worst on
the line: but the beds were hard and comfort was not
to be had, so that Hank’s City got many a cursing
from disappointed travelers, while as for cheap ac-
commodations, Hank was wont to get his “pound of
flesh” for every pound of meat. But Buffalo Bill, with
the aid of his own traps, was made very comfortable,
and arose in the morning greatly refreshed.

“Why, Bill, what did you come back for?” called
out Landlord Hank, as he saw the scout come out of
his cabin. s

“Come back from where, Hank?”

“Did you walk back?”’

“Back from where?”

“Up-ther -stage-trail.”- =
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“I have not been up the stage-trail.”

“Bill, I hope yer wound ain’t tarned yer head, but
yer sart'inly bid me adoo a while ago when yer tuk
ther ole hearse fer ther eastward.”

“Hank, I did not take the stage, and I have not left
my cabin all night.”

“Then it’s yer ghost I see, or thet double, fer yer
come inter the bar last night, treated ther boys, and
yer were at breakfast an hour ago, and tuk ther
stage.”

Buffalo Bill looked mystified.

“Where is Mustang Jack?”

“Yonder he comes.”

“Did he see me, as you called the man you saw ?”

“In course, he did.”

“Ho, Jack!”

The scout was already approaching from the stables,
and quickened his steps.

“Jack, do you not know I did not leave my cabin
last night?” : :

“You told me you did not intend to, cap'n, and I
was surprised to see you do so.”

“I did not leave my cabin.”

“But you was in ther bar, cap’n, until nigh mid-
night.” '

“You saw me?”

“Certainly I seen yer, cap’n.”

“Hank!”

“Well, Bill?”

“Who else saw me?”’

“A number o’ ther fellers.”
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“And all thought it was me?”

“Sart’in.” i

“The man slept here last night?”

“Of course.”

“Where r”’

“In your cabin, I supposed.”

“He had breakfast here this morning ?”’

“You bet ; nobody but a durned fool would miss one

my breakfasts.”

“And then took the stage eastward?”

“Yest”’

“Who is the driver?”

“Ribbon Moses.”

“Jack?”

“Yes, cap'n.”

“Get your horse and mine, for we must overtake
that stage.”

“All right, cap’n; and you git breakfast, for I've had
mine.” ]

This Buffalo Bill ‘did, and then mounting, he and
Mustang Jack set off at a rapid gallop to overtake the
coach which had over an hour’s start of them.:

Ribbon Moses was a fast driver, and he had covered
a dozen miles before the clattering of hoofs behind
caused Him to draw rein as he saw them, for he sup-
posed they were trying to overtake the coach for some
reason. '

“Why, Buffler Bill, whar did' yer git yer horse ter
come on, arter all? Has yer changed yer ' mind?”

called Ribbon Moses, as the two scouts»dashed up.
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“Mose, who have you as passengers?’ called out
Buffalo Bill sternly, as he rode to the stage window.

“Nary a pilgrim, Bill, as yer sh'u’d know, havin’ rid
with me a while.”

“Did you have a passenger when you started out
from Hank’s?”

“On’y yerself, Bill.”

“T was not with you, Ribbon Moses.”

“Waal, what are ther little joke you is tryin’ ter
play on me, Buffler Bill?”

“None, for I was told that a man so like me as to
be mistaken for me h'ul gone away on the coach with
you.”

“And it were you, Bill.”

“It was not.”

“Lordy! is yer goin’ ter die, Bill, that yer sperit are
walkin’ ther yarth afore yer is in yer grave ter give
warnin’ o’ death?”

“Where is the man that came away from Hank’s
with you?”

“He got off ther box some six miles back, sayin’ as
how he’d left some important papers. I said I would
drive back and make up time, being as you were a
Gavernment scout, but you, as I thought he were, said
he would walk back and come by next coach, for he'd
been wounded and were not very strong, and ther
couple o' days’ rest ontil Overland Sam came along
would help him. And it wasn’t you, Bill?”

- “It was not.”
“Lordy!”
“Where did you leave this man, Ribbon Moses?”
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“He got off ther hearse at Red Rock Spring.”

“That is five miles from Hank’s Ranch.”

“Yas.”

“We should have met him if he was returning to
the ranch.”

“Sart’in.”

“Well, Ribbon Moses, do me the favor not to speak
to any one about this affair, arid I’ll see if I cannot find
this twin of mine.” :

“He are yer double fer sart’in, or

“Or what?”

“Yer sperit a-warnin’ yer.”

Buffalo Bill laughed, bade Ribbon Moses good-by,
and turned back toward the ranch.

“Well, Jack, what do you think of that?” he asked,
as the two rode along together.

“I don’t know what to think, cap'n.”

“There is certainly some one impersonating me who
is strangely like me.”

“Sure, pard cap’n.”

“Well, when we get within a quarter of a mile of
Red Rock Spring I shall dismount and make a détour
in the woods, while you, after a wait of half an hour,
ride slowly on to the rock.”

“Yas, cap’n.’

This the scouts did, and Buﬁalo Bill approached the
Red Rock Spring as cautiously as a tiger stealing upon
its prey. He reached the spring, but not a sign could
he find there of a human being. Then he waited for
Mustang Jack to come up, but half an hour passed,
and the scout did not appear.

bk
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He waited longer, and growing impatient at the non-
appearance of the scout, he walked back down the trail
to meet him. e reached the spot where he had left
him, but he was not there.

Searching the trail, he saw that the two horses had
stood there for a while and then had been turned about
and taken in the other direction. He hastened on to
a point where he could view the trail down the valley
for a couple of miles, but Mustang Jack and the horses
were not in sight. What it meant the chief of scouts
could not understand. At last he said:

“Road-agents have jumped him, and I'll hasten on
to the ranch, for I have a good horse there.”

He referred to the animal he had used as a-pack-
horse, and which he had not brought with him in the
pursuit of the stage-coach.

Back on the trail he went at a swinging pace, and in
little more than an hour reached Hank’s Ranch.

Hank was seated upon the rude piazza, smoking a
pipe and waiting for his dinner.

“Hello, Bill; back ag’in and afoot?”

“Yes, but have you seen that shadow of mine?”

“Nary; didn’t you catch up with the hearse?”

S es

“He was in it?”

“No, he left it, so Ribbon Moses said, to return
here for some papers, and I came back on foot from
the Red Rock Spring.”

“He has not tarned up, Bill; but I wish he would,
fer T'd like ter see a circus jist now, and that’d be one,
as I sees you is that mad you is white.”

|
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“I am not in an angelic mood, Hank, for I've lost
my horse and Mustang Jack.” '

“Where is Jack?”

“I left him before I got to Red Rock, to come on
afoot and see if I could find this double of mine, for I
had not passed him on-the road. Jack was to come
on behind, but did not, and, going after him, I could
not find him.” '

“Bill, things is gittin’ mixed in these parts.”

“They are, Hank.”

“Waal, what is yer goin’ ter do about it?”

“Get some dinner, mount my other horse, and go
in chase; but I'll have to get a saddle and bridle from

L you.”

“Sart’in; but thar comes Jack now,” and Hank
pointed through the timber where Mustang Jack was
visible. He was mounted upon his own horse, and
was leading Buffalo Bill’s splendid animal, Black Chief.

“Jack, where on earth- have you been?” called out
Buffalo Bill, as the seout approached.

“Round by the Valley trail, of course, cap'n.”

“Why did you go that way?”’

“Because you told me to do so.”

“I told you ?”

“Yas, cap’n.”

“T told you to await until T had time torget to Red
Rock and then come on.” .

“But you came back and told me ter go on ter
Hank’s by ther Valley trail, while you'd walk, and so
Lwent back to the trail and tuk it.” :

“You say that I came back and told you this, Jack?”
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“Yas, cap’n; you ain’t losin’ yer”mind, is yer?”
“Mustang Jack, did you see me >’

“In course I did.”

“And you thought it was :ne "

“Yas, it were you, capn.

“How did I look?”

“As yer does now.”

“How was I dressed?”

“Jist as you is now.” s

“Long hair, gray sombrero, and all?

=Y ‘n.”’ .
";{‘Ia;t:?]l; Jack, { told you no such thing—it was

my double.” ‘
)T‘Ther devil!” cried Jack, in amazement, and Hank

1 ; he heard.
ked really frightened at what :
]m“\e\/ell Ja};k, we'll take two fresh horses after diuner

and go back and see if we can strike the trail of this

mysterious being.” .
yAnd half an hour after the two scouts were agail

riding away in search of Buffalo Bill’s double.

CHAPTER XXII. .
THE LOST HEIR.

When the storm swept over the Sound and caught
Duke Damar and the three detectives in the little yacht,
there was considerable consternation felt ashore. - The
storm had been seen coming up, and it was feared that
Duke Damar would not reach the shore before it
broke.

Other persons, dwellers at homes along the Sound,
saw the adventurous young master of Sea Vale go out
fo sea almost in the face of the storm, and some then
remarked that his conscience caused him to court death
to end his mental sufferings, for they still believed him
o be the murderer of his cousin, Delancy Redfield.

There were a few who saw him becalmed and the
storm rising rapidly, and then they saw him lower
and reef his sails. As he did so, a small cat-rig they
beheld standing toward him, and that so frail a craft
could stand the storm no one who saw it believed. It
was with greatest interest, therefore, that the people
along' the shore watched developments.

And especially did Rowland Rossmore keep his eye
upon the yacht. Then he ran to the house and made
known the situation.

There was a life-boat at Sea Vale, but the crew,
the hoatmen of the estate, would not venture forth in
the face of that storm, though Rowland Rossmore ofg
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fered to go with them and said he would pay liberally
for their services.

Mrs. Rowland also urged them to make the attempt,
but in vain.

“Who can be in that small boat, for they are doomed,
though Duke, foolhardy boy that he is, may ride the
storm out, for he is a splendid sailor,”. said Mis,
Rowland.

“There are three men in the boat, Mrs. Rowland,
and they ran in here and asked for Duke, and I pointed
him out to them. I told them a storm was brewing,
but they went on in the face of it.

“What can they have wanted with Duke?”

“T do not know, for, of course, I did not ask their

business ; but”’—and he lowered his voice so that the
servants should not hear him—"I am sure one s a
detective, for I have seen him in an agency in Boston,
when my studio was broken into and T went to get
men to trace the burglars.”

“Indeed?”’ and Mrs. Rowland’s face wore a look

of anxiety.

While the little cat-rig was yet some distance from
the yacht, the gloom shut out both craft from view,
and soon after the fury of the storm forced all but
Rowland Rossmore and the boatmen to go to the
house for shelter. The young artist kept his place in
the boat-house, enveloped in a storm-coat, and with
Nick, the boatman, stood it out for several hours.

The light in the cupola of the boat-house was lighted
by Nick, who also carried lanterns to each point of the
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:s;r(el. and hung them on pikes which he stuck in the
“He should be able to find his way now, sir. int

the cove, for he has done it the darkest nicht,s wi’thol (t)
a light ashore,” Nick said to the artist. - :

It was late when, worn out at last, Rowland Ross-

mqn:c: and Nick turned to the house, for the latter said ;

“The yacht’s run up the coast, sir, to some othe1:

| port, or gone under, or she’d have been in before this

Master Rossmore.” !
“Well, Nick, we have done all that we could do

was the sad reply, and the artist went into the man%io’u

b to make known to Mrs. Rowland that there was séme
hope that Damar had run to another harborage.- Then

‘ he ate his supper and retired.

But Nick could not sleep, with the winds howling
abput his little cottage on the hillside, and said : >
“I thought I was tired, wife, when I went tc‘> bed ;
but I'll have to get up, for Master Duke may come in,
b and he’ll be worn out and no one to help him '111({
he"l‘l be used up after the struggle he’s had.” 4
And are you going back to the boat-house, Nick ?”
asked the good woman. ; .

“Yes, wife.”

“It’s a hard night, but I'm glad to hear you say so
Put on your warmest clothes, and your oilcloth coat.:
:lnd tubber boots will keep you dry. Maybe you’d bet-’
;{;Sp;ut a flask o’ sperits in your poeket, for it will help

ter Duke, and keep you from catching: cold.”

Nick considered the aince godd.' and promptly fol-

lowed i -essing in hi
: dit. D essing in his warmest clothes he left the

PR
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house looking like an Eskimo, and carrying a lanters

with him.
He crossed the meadow, reached the road, and .was

soon at the boat-house, which was a handsome struc-
ture, with a cupola on top in which was a large light,
which was used when sailing-parties were out on the
Sound at night. E
The sides of the boat-house were open, but in the
¢ctagonal room which was a comfortable
sails, and boating implements
hose who cared
the afternoon

center was an o
retreat, and where oars,
were kept, as well as easy chairs for t
to' sit in the boat-house and enjoy

As he reached the house he p_laced the lan-

breezes.
e waters,

tern in the room and then glanced out over th
The wind was blowing a gale, and the waters roared

ominously as they fell in huge waves upon the beach.

Suddenly he started, and from his lips came the cry:
“The lights on the points of the cove are out.”

Hastily he ran around to one of the points. There
was the lantern swinging on the pike; but it was out.

“] pever thought the wind could blow this out,”
lighted it, then he walked around

he

muttered, and he re
to the other point and lighted the lantern there.

As he turned toward the boat-house he noticed that
the light there had also gone out. He could not ud-
derstand it, and quickened his steps.

Up the winding stairs he went 1o the cupola and r&
lighted the lantern there. Then he returned to the
room and kept a watch out over the waters.

But his »ves grew weary. and at last he sank back'|
B -

;G
)
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in an easy chair and sle I
‘ pt. How long ne we
Mg he was aslee
helcénd not know, but he awoke with a start 3
e was certain that he f .
_ elt the presence
= : of some
wm,] \}\] as sure .that a human being had been in the room
o im. His lantern was out, and all was darkness
zt 1(?ut -the gale still blew, the waves still ran hi l.
Who is here?” he cried. =
‘L\IO lanswer came, and then Nieck said:
‘T dreamed it, that was all. 1 di
; | t, th: as atl, but how did the
goout? Ah! it was not filled.” e
He lighte ate o
f“”[;fllgiltcd a match and found that the lanternt was
E of oil. Then he glanced from the window. Thé
wo points were dark—the lights were out 4
Hastily : o i
fastily he ran up the stairs to the cupola. The

& lioht fr 3
‘ aT rom them no longer flamed across the waters as
eacon to guide t i i
b abeacon to guide the sailor to a haven. The licht had
3 S <

gone out.
“The place is ha &iert
s haunted!” cried Nick, and 1 i
i L <, 1e fl {
a deer from the boat-house o
His wi : :
. :h\nfe sprang out of bed at his sudden entrance
E ; en sl.1e had heard his story and the words “'The'
“I-t}ouie is haunted, wife,” she said impressively :
s Master Delancy’s spirit, Nick, haunting the

| place and putting out the beacons, to keep Master Duke

from coming home. Nick, can i
truI\s‘rt', Master Duke did kill‘his co;tsiz?" Sl
3 d:[-(e C;nade no -reply. His thoughts were busy, but
E :o; go ﬁo. sleep again, and, as it was nearly
e ﬂ;e ]n is wxfe sat before a cheerful fire, cheer-
5 mselves up with a glass of spirits. ‘
1€ morning dawned gloomy and bleak. The wind
e r——— .
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‘still blew hérd, and the war of t‘he waves' came with

sullen sound to the ears of those 1n Sea Vale_ Ha,ﬂ,l'-
. Early had messengers come fr9m the nelghbormg
houses along the shores to knowy if Duke Damar had
returned in safety, for many believed ‘Ellat he had been
lost. Then Mrs. Rowland and the artist met at break-
fast, and the faces of both were pale and sad. 8
“T fear that poor Duke is lost, Mrs. Rowland,” the

artist had said.
“There is no news, then, of him?” "
“None: but® Nick, the boatman, came to my room
while I was dressing, and said that the lights llaq been
twice put out, on the points of the cove and in the

boat-house.”
“The wind blew them out.”

“He thinks not.”

“What then?”

“He says that he went to sleep in the octagor}al:
room, and awoke feeling that some one was there W.lt
him. ‘His own lantern had gone out,.and., lookmg
_from the window, he saw that the point lights had
also. Then he went up to the cupola, anq saw all was
dark there, so he fled to his cottage, feeling sure thai
it was Delancy Redfield’s ghost putting the lights o
to prevent Duke from running in.”

“Nonsense! Nick is an old fool.” Loy

“So T told him; but he :horoughly believ.ed. tl:f\t ch‘
ghost of Delancy Redfield was abraad last night.

Mrs. Rowland looked pale and anxious. "Her 'nervbl‘

* were under a straifi, and so she said:

L this suspense, or I shall be ill.”
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“Rowland, go and find out the worst, and let us end
The artist left the house and, accomipanied by Nick
and several of the servants, went along the beach. He
had not far to go to find a clue to the fate of the master
of Sea Vale. e ;
There, upon a point of rocks, was the yacht, dis-

masted and her hull crushed. Upon the stern, as an

irony of fate, appeared her name in gilt letters: Hope.

“He is lost,” cried Rowland Rossmore, and he
plunged in, all dressed as he was, and made his way
through the breakers to the rocky ledge.

“No one is on board,” he called back, as he clam-
bered upon the deck.

Soon he returned and told how the hull was shat-
tered, the little cabin in wild disorder, and that the
cdrved tiller was gone, alsa. :

“The boat looks as though she had been on her
beam-ends and was thus cast upon the ledge,” he said.

“And Master Duke ?”’ asked Nick. .

“Is lost beyond all doubt. I will go and break the
news to his aunt, while you divide, men, and search up
and down the coast for his body.”

Mrs. Rowland was quite broken down By the 'sad
news, and left all that was to be done to the artist.
Nellie was telegraplied for, and a telegram was also
bent to Lawyer Vance Hilton asking his ‘immediate

_ Presence at Sea Vale,

The search of the shoreswaskeptup ijlfdé}%, and
fo-trace of the little eat-boat could be#found’; but
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several bodies had been discovered, but whether thog
of the men in the boat, no one knew. :
Rowland Rossmore went to take a look at them, and

gave it as his opinion that they were not the men that

he had seen in the little cat-rigged boat.
~ “The wind changed and blew out of the Sound, s
the bodies would have been drivén out to sea,” an old
sailor said.

Nellie Rowland came home white-faced and sad,
and Lawyer Hilton also put in an appearance.

Rossmore was untiring in his efforts to find the body

of Sea Vale’s master, and, securing a tugboat, went
up and down the coast for days.

The disaster caused by the storm he found to be
great, for a number of vessels had been wrecked, and
many bodies had been found; but none of them

. proved to be that of Duke Damar. And at last fe
gave it up and returned to Sea Vale.

Nellie met him with tearful eyes, and said:

“Is there no hope?”

“None.” :

“You have been so good, and I thank you; but [
wish you could give me some hope that he is not lost”

“For ten days, Miss Nellie, I have made every ef-
fort to find him, or his body. The yacht tells what his
fate has been.”

“Poor, poor Cousin Duke!” said Nellie.
| “Could it have been a judgment upon him, for—"

“Mother, do not accuse a dead man!” said Nellie
sharply, and Mrs. Rowland flinched under the cut.
. “Miss Nellie, you know that by the death of your

 even from you.

b ward-bound vessel.
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| cousin, Duke Damar, you become the mistress of Sea

Vale estate, along with the property belonging to him,
and which he had from the death of his cousin, De-
lancy,” said Mr. Hilton.

“I do not care to discuss what my fortune will be,
Mr. Hilton, until a more fitting season,” was the re-
sponse.

“But I am anxious to return to the city,” and 2

“Return, then, sir.”

“NellieI”” exclaimed Mrs. Rowland, reprovingly.

“Mother, I will not stand dictation in this matter,
It is not certain that Cousin Damar
i dead, for he may have been picked up by some out-
There is no hurry about his for-
line’s coming to me, and I will not have it given inte
my possession until six months have passed away."
Then, if Cousin Duke does not appear, Mr. Hilton can

| ome down and make all legal arrangements.”

“I suppose that I can take his papers, in the mean-
fime, to look them over against——"

“No, Lawyer Hilton, not a paper shall be touched,
and all letters coming for Duke shall be left with the
seal unbroken. I shall not believe him dead until time
tnough has passed to hear from him from every port in
the world.”

_“I think you presume, Nellie, to dictate to Lawyer
Hilton,” > , V ;
“If Lawyer Hilton does not like my acting as I.

:ﬁfm right, T can place 'my legal matters in other
ands.” S ;

“Oh, T :Lu%rfectly satisfied, Miss Nellie, and, with
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- . sympathy; but many there were who said that the
ou. deem it best to wait. But I feel sure that Mr death gf Duke.Dan.]ar was a judgment from Heaven
i,)zu;]ar is dead, and so spoke in your interest,” quickly | upon him for his c1)'1mc. 7 : )
said the lawyer, wwho did not care to give u.p .Lhe .rich One day MYSj lxmyland received a letter in an un-
plum he had in hand as attorney for the millionaire’s § known hand. - Breaking the seal, she read:
heirs.

: “THE RETREAT,
“Well, we will wait, and I shall instruct the post-

“Thursday. |
master. at the village to keep all letters coming for “Will Mrs. Rowland kindly write me full particu-

in in his hands until called for by Duke or ¥ lars re:gar(ling the supposed death of Mr. Duke Damar,
EROSUL e S e e ject of fortune; and § & notice of ‘which I gleaned from the papers yester- |
~myself. Now let us drop this S,UngCt Bosas o0 day, and greatly oblige one who was his friend? 1
try and show proper respect for the dead, if dead s > “Muy. MALCCLILD
LOKIS:: 113112)1\\51&1151(1 was amazed at the spirit shown by “Who is May Malcolm, I wonder?” cogitated the |
her daughter. She had an ambition, now that she b.e- lad‘:v, after .readu.]g the letter. '
lieved Duke Damar dead, to have Nellie reign as mis- She writes like a lady, surely. = I Wonder. if she
tress of Sea Vale, the wealthiest young lady in the ! c.an be a membersof that wealthy Malcolm family who |
land, and it would have. been like Balm of Gilead to hvi near M ? - : |
her grief for Duke Damar’s death, could her daughter Yes, for her letter has the post-office address of
have at once become the head of all of Delancy Da- MT. V\/h.at can Duke have been to her, I wonder? |
mar’s grand estate. But Nellie would be obcy.ed, and Well, T will so word my answer as to try and get |
she and Lawyer Hilton had to yield as gracefully a 3§ a reply, ap(l then I may find out. ‘My heavens! sup—:
they could. pose that Dul.<e were secretly marr'le(yl’? In that case,
As for Rowland Rossmore, he seemed surprised at 3 my poor Nellie \_V_Ollld not be the heir,” and Mrs. Row-
Nellie's imannée and firmness iandysaids land looked positively frightened at the though.t.
“She has a will of her own, that is certain. I am The n'ext day she an’swered the lettgl', giving the |
glad I know in time that she cannot be driven, for [ 'f““ particulars of Duke’s loss, and worded her letter
A e igeniously, so as to get an answer. BUF no reply
The next day Nellie returned to her boarding-school, § time, and Mrs. Rowland rellnamed worried at the
and Lawyer Hilton was her escort, while Rowla’nd tﬂhoug'ht that Duke: Damar might have been secretly,
Rossmore went back to his studio in the city, leaving § Married.. : :
Ml Rowlandialatein thebgr;and old home, . 2= Soon after she received.a letter from Rowland Ross«
The neighbors were most kind in theix visits and_ g ' LR
]

|
!
i
\
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more telling her that he would be compelled to go
West for some little time, as matters had not gone
there to suit him of late. He also stated that he
would be away an indefinite time, but would let her
hear from him.

“\Well, Nellie will soon be at home, and the six
months which she set as the time she would wait will
not be very long in passing,” she said.

Some weeks after Nellie came home from boarding-
school, having ended her school-days forever. Some
of the sunshine had gone from her face, but she was,
if anything, more beautiful than before, and her
mother said to herself, when she gazed upon her:

“When she puts off mourning and wears color
one more beautiful can be found, and she and Rowland
Rossmore will make a splendid-looking couple.

The day after Nellie’s arrival Mrs. Rowland re-
_ceived a registered letter, and when she had broken it
open, the contents seemed to annoy her greatly, while
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when Nellie entered the room she hastily threw it ot

of sight. The letter was from Rowland Rossmore.

CHAPTER XXIII

THE THIRD WARNING.

;,OWh;; Blsrffalo Bill and Mustang Jack rode away
om ank’s Ranch, the chief of scouts’ face was set
:i:tzn?] resolution to discover the man who had so p';r-
:10 r I}iez(llncll2 wevll represented him. He went straight
R }Od\ Sprmg, where Mustang Jack showed
the > had seen his double.
dis?;ir:roznt;ng, the scout walked all about him, and
E fonozveé :;t there was a slight trail visible. This
‘ﬂ.}e e th:zo?;mlt)l;: side of the stage-trail down
| di:iﬁiia];g ]}a}tck followed with the horses, and a short
b arther on the scout came to where a horse
“Neen left standing for some time.
i, a:(;lvn\;v;uhz'{ve a ?]ue, Jack,” sa}'d Buffalo Bill cheer-
e r;(tmg his hor:se. he still followed the trail,
. rks of the animal he tracked being easily
Tanl;()} ::llveral miles' this trail was follc‘)wed, and Mus-
A ins::ve';'.al times con?plimented his chief upon
g r:.:u ing, for at times he lost it altogether,
5 uffalo Bill seemed never at fault.
Sand; ﬁ;}t)tto steadily on until the trail turned into a
b om apd then entered a small stream. On
er side there was no trail visible, so that it was

flertain
that the horseman had turned either up or down
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the stream. The water ran rapidly, and a hoof-mark
was almost at once washed ott.

“Tack.”

“Yes, cap'n.”

“If that man had intended to go up the stream, he
woud have bent in that direction before he reached this
point.”

“You read signs like a book, cap'n.”

“But then, he might have thought that he would
be tracked, and this trick suspected, and so done s
purposely to throw us off our guard.”

“It might be.” ‘

“Now, you go up the stream some three miles, cross,
and come down on the other side. I will go down the
stream an equal distance, and return here to meet
you.” :

“Yas, cap’n,” and Mustang Jack set off on his way
up the stream, while Buffalo Bill did the same down
the bank of the brook.

Buffalo Bill held on for a mile or so, when he came
to a halt. There was a fall in the bed of the stream
over which no horse could pass. Then he went to the
shore, and, dismounting, carefully examined the bank:

“No horse has gone ashore on this side, that is cer-
tain,” he said, after a close examination, then he looked
at the other bank.

There were tracks there, and he followed them.
They were very faint, in the grass which abounded on
that side, and it was not until they struck some soft
earth that he saw there were two trails, one going, the
other coming, and that they were bear-tracks.
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This fact the grass had not revealed, and the scout
had not examined closcly, feeling sure they were the
trail of the horseman he was in search of. With a
muttered imprecation, he set off up the stream again,
muttering :

“I went in the wrong direction, for Jack is on the
right trail.”

Upon coming in sight of the spot*where he had left
the scout, he saw Mustang Jack seated upon his horse.
At sight of him Jack started, and, as he drew nearer,
he called out:

“Lordy, cap'n, but { has made a big mistake.”

The scout was excited, and Bill asked quickly :

“Well, what is it, Jack?"

“Pard cap'n, thar are a fall a leetle above here thet
I c'u'd not git over, and thar were no tracks on either
side, so I retarns at once to wait fer you. I hadn't
been here long when I seen you, as I s'posed it were,
a-coming from over yonder on horseback. I seen yer
come riding along brisk, and I lay out to tell yer I
hedn’t diskivered nothin’, when you, as I thought it
were, called out:

“‘Pard Jack, you wait here, for I'll be back soon.’
Yer crossed ther streamm right thar, for thar is ther
tracks o’ yer horse, and went back on ther trail we
come. When F seen yer jist now a-comin’ up ther
stream I were thet skeert I a'most fell off my horse,
for now I knows it were not you, but your double.”

“And what kind of a horse did this man ride?”

“For all the world like the one you is ridin’, cap'n.”
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“And he went back toward the Overland trail?”

“Yes, capn.” .

Buffalo Bill’s face was pale now, and his lips firmly
set. The devil in him was aroused. Springing to
the ground,-he took a long and searching look at the
tracks of his double’s horse. Then he mounted and
set off at a swift gallop on the strange horseman’s
trail, while Mustang Jack followed closely in his rear.

After a ride of a mile the trail was no longer visible,
Buffalo Bill halted, closely examined the grass about
him, and said:

“He put the mufflers upon the hoofs of his horse
here, and then tried to hide his trail; but he went on
the same way as before, as I can see a faint trace here
and there.” :

“You is true boss fer trailin’, cap’n,” said Mustang
Jack admiringly, and after a short distance a place in
some soft earth that looked like an elephant’s track
showed him that the scout was correct.

“There is where his horse stumbled and put his mui-
fled foot in that soft earth before he could step across
the gully.”

““That’s so, for a faet, cap'n.” —

Mounting his horse once more, Buffalo Bill pres-ed
on rapidly to where the tracks struck the Overland
trail. There were visible the muffled hoof-tracks, but
just after they entered the trail a large head of elk
must have swept along, and all trace was destroyed.

“Fortune favors him, Jack, for he took the muf-
flers off his horse here, and these elk-tracks destroy all
trace, and it is getting too dark to see the trail now.
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Come, we will go to the ranch,” and they set off at a
gallop. ;

Dashing up to Hank’s, they were greeted with an
expression more energetic than elegant from the sta-
tion-keeper, who called out:

“Buffalo Bill, didn’t you ride up the trail half an
hour ago?”

“I did not.”

“Didn’t you get a drink and a cigar, and tell me that
Jack was coming along behind, and to tell him you
had gone up the trail?”

“I did not.”

“Lord save us, then it was your double.”

Something like an oath passed between the lips of
Buffalo Bill as he heard this. But it was night, and
to follow would be time thrown away, so he dis-
mounted and went to his cabin, now thoroughly con-
vinced that he did have a double in life.

The double of Buffalo Bill did not visit Hank’s
Ranch that night, and it was well for him that he did
not, for the chief of scouts‘had paid three of the stable-
boys to stand watch for him and come and report if
his second self appeared.

Buffalo Bill was up early and had breakfast, after
which he and Jack struck off once more on the trail
of the double. It was the same hoof-track which Buf-
falo Bill had studied upon the banks of the little stream
the night before.

But the west-bound coach had passed -in the night,
and there were a number of deer and other tracks on
the trail which obliterated ‘those of the horseman he
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followed, and he concluded to give it up for the pres-
ent.

“Mustang Jack, you remain at the ranch for a week,
and keep as much out of sight as possible. 1 will go
on a separate trail, and return in several days. ~Should
you see this mysterious double of mine, boldly ask
him who he is, and tell him that I am on his trail
worse than a wolf, and wish to meet him. Now, mind
gou, I will not be back at the ranch for three days, so
any one who looks like me that comes before that
time is my double, so try and detain him until my ar-
rival.”

“Tll do it, cap'n,” and Mustang Jack returned to
the ranch, glad of a respite of a-few days, where he
could get whisky, cigars, and good fare at the expense
of his chief.

But Buffalo Bill did not stop at the ranch longer than
to get a haversack of provisions and his camping-out-
fit. Then he set off on the trail to the fort, having
given Mustang Jack a hint that he was going to look
up Surgeon Powell.

He was riding slowly along the trail, when sud-
denly he drew rein. Black Chief pricked up his ears,
for there was some one ahead.

“The Indian girl, as I live! Now to see what I
can discover,” said the scout, and he rode slowly on.

The Indian girl was mounted upon her white horse

this time, and she had been riding along the trail, halt-

ing with evident surprise when she caught sight of
the scout. ~ As he approached she regarded him fixedly,
and drew rein ere he was W1thm fifty feet of her.
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“Are you the great scout chief, Buffalo Bill?” she
asked, as he halted close to her.

“T am called Buffalo Bill. You are the Red Rose?”
he replied.

“How does the chief know?"’ she asked, with sur-
prise.

“The Sioux can have but one girl in their tribe so
beautiful, and you must be the Red Rose.”

He spoke in the Sioux tongue, which he could con-
verse in most readily, and the girl shook her head im-
patiently, and said:

“The Red Rose speaks English; let us talk in the
language of the palefaces.”

“As the Red Rose pleases, but she is far from the
homes of her people.”

She seemed not to know what to say to this at first,
but, after hesitating, said: x

“Some of our braves are hunting not far away, and
the Red Rose wanders about alone because it pleases
her.” ;

“This is a dangerous hunting-ground for Sioux
braves, for thcv are at war with the palefaces.”

“The Sioux are not on the war-path. They hunt
game for their people.”

“Where are they?”

“They are in the trail that the white chief follows,
80 let him turn aside, or he will meet death.”

“Did the Red Rose not say that the Sioux braves
were not on the war-path, but were hunting?”

The girl seemed surprised at this" direct questxon
and looked confused. Then shé answered:

S —-—”‘r%
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“The white chief is the foe of the Sioux, and he has
taken the scalps of many of their braves. Did he meet
a Sioux warrior, would he not kill him? Did the

- Sioux braves meet the white chief, would they not kill
him 7

Buffalo Bill was compelled to admit that this reason-
ing was good, as carried out by past acts on his part
and that of the redskins, too.

“Then I must turn from my trail ?”

C¥es:

“Why does the Red Rose prove my friend, when
her people are my foes?”

“The Red Rose is'the friend of the palefaces.”

“Ah! and where would she bid me go?”

“The white chief is on the trail to the fort?”

= Ves

“Yet him go by the northern trail.”

“The Sioux are on this trail ?”

NG

“Where ?”

“In the valley beyond.”

“Many of them?”

“Oh, so many !”

“But they mean no harm?”

“No.”

“Where goes the Red Rose ?”

“Back to her people.”

“T will heed the wa "unmg of the Red Rose and go
b\ the Iower trail.” . !

“The heart of the Red Rose'is §1ad,™ and the Tadiah

girl waved ‘Her ‘hatid’ andf; Wheeling' her horse, weit
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back the way she had come, while Buffaio Bill traveled
off to the left, as though to make a wide détour.

He did go as far as the lower trail, which bore away
to the left, and held on it for several miles, until he
came to a valley. Up this valley he went, leaving the
trail directly behind him.

A ride of several miles brought him to a point from
which he could see far before him up the valley. Not
a redskin was in sight, and he saw several herds of
deer feeding a long way off.

“That pretty redskin lied to me,” he said, aloud.
“There is not a redskin in this valley, or any this side
of the mountain range, unless he’s a scout, and I half-
felt so when she told me what she did. She had some
motive in doing so, and it was to warn me of some
danger that lay in my way on that other trail.

“Ha! there she goes now on her way back, and the
cunning girl went on the trail she was following, after
making me believe she had turned back. Now I'll go
and see just where she went.”

The Indian girl was nearly a mile from where the
scout stood, and he, being in a clump of trees, could
not be seen by her. She was going along at a canter,
and soon disappeared over the hills on the other side
of the valley. Then Buffalo Bill went back, and,
mounting his horse, rode up to the trail and turned
into it.

He followed it at a gallop back toward Hank’s
Ranch, and soon came in sight of the place where he
had met the girl; but there the trail turned off toward
a thicket. - This he approached warily, for he did not
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know what he would find there. But entering the tim.
ber, he found no one there; but the ground plainly
showed two trails. ‘

One was the Indian girl’s, leading in and out of the
timber. The other was a trail left by half a dozen
horses, and they came from the mountains.

+“These horses were shod, so they were not redskins,
Pll see how they left here. Ah! as I thought, they go
away in a bunch, so the riders were white men, for
Indians would have ridden off in single file. Now,
who are they?  Who could they have been but Knights
of the Overland?

“That girl came here to meet them, and she saw
me before they came, so sent me off on the lower trail,
to keep me from riding upon them, that is certain. As
I do not care to run upon.a camp of six to one, I'll
follow her, and see if I cannot discover her camp. If
I can, I'll send Jack to the fort after Surgeon Powell
and a score of my men, and I think we can track these
- road-agents to earth.  Now to follow the girl, and she
is no more Indian than I am.”

With this Buffalo Bill started once more upon the
trail toward the fort, but resolved to stick to his de-
termination to hunt the hiding-place of the girl who
had warned him of danger

~“It is her third warning, too, for she kept Damar
and Powell, also, from riding into ambush. Who is
she? That is the question that puzzles me.”

CHAPTER XXIV.
LONE DICK SEES THE DOUBLE,

Lone Dick, the trapper, was a good liver.  He never
slighted his meals, and in his way he was considerable
of an epicure. He had not a lazy bone in his body, and
was wont to keep his larder well supplied by hunting
and fishing. Then, too, he had his grizzly to feed, and
that animal, as Lone Dick expressed it, “Was a werry
big feeder.

Then there were the wolves,.who were -always hun-
gry, but game of all kinds was in abundance. '

It was but a short distance to where buffalo could
be found, and elk, deer, and feathered game could be
had for the shooting. If Lone Dick wanted a rabbit-
pie, he had but to knock over the game, for they were
plentiful. If he preferred boiled squirrel, they were
in the trees that grew.on the sides of the cafion. There
were quail, wild pigeons, and the stream was full of
delicious fish.

He had planted a garden plot in the bottom, and
ingeniously fenced it in so that nothing could get in to
destroy his vegetables; and potatoes, onions, cabbages,
turnips, and corn Lone Dick had to his stomach’s con~
tent. So it was that the old trapper:'was happy, and
he laid away in the fall a liberal supply for winter.

One afternoon Lone Dick was seated at his favorite
place on the banks of a stream, fishing.  He had two
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lines in the water. Not that he was in a hurry, fot
he had plenty of time; but he liked the sport of watch-
ing two corks at the same time. Suddenly he heard
hoof-falls, and he glared down the cafion.

There he beheld a snow-white mustang, with flow-
ing mane and tail coming slowly up the cafion. But
upon the back of the animal there was a rider. That
rider was a woman, and she was clad in white.

In other words, over her head was a cow! of white,
and a snowy robe enveloped her form completely, fall-
ing almost to the feet of her horse. She passed along
up the cafion, waving one hand in a weird kind of way
to Lone Dick.

The salute was returned by the trapper with a wave

of the hand and in silence. That was all that passed
between them, and the specter went on up the cafion
out of sight. Just then Lone Dick caught a large fish,
and he had it out on the bank in a jiffy, seeming to
forget all about the specter of the cafion in the tempt-
ing supper he had on the end of his hook.

Tt was a large fish, but Lone Dick must have thought
that it was not enough for a meal for a hungry man,
for he again threw in the line and waited. He did not
catch another for some little time, and then both corks
bobbed under simultaneously. Lone Dick was a sports-
man, and he sprang quickly to his lines.

One fish was landed, then the other, and he was
taking them off of the hooks when he was startled
by a roar from the grizzly upon the rocks.

He knew that his brute sentinel was on -the alert,
and the roar was a note of warning.. He glanced up
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the cafion, but no one was visible ; then he looked down
the cafion, and sprang for his rifle. There was a
horseman in sight, and already quite near. ‘

A second look showed him that there was nothing
to fear, for he stood looking at the approach of the
horseman with perfect indifference.

“Hello, Lone Dick, how are you?” cried the horse-
man, as he drew near.

“I'm a-stirrin’, Buffler Bill, as yer sees; but I heerd
you hed been laid up fer repairs,” answered the trap-
per.

“Yes, I was wounded, -but am- all right again and
on the trail, as you see.”

“Who is yer trailing, pard?”’

“Anybody that is abroad for mischief. Seen any-
body in these parts of late?”

“None but the specter of ther cafon.”

“When did she pass?”

“Not half an hour ago.”

“All right. Goed-by, old man.”

“Buffler Bill, yer knows it are bad luck to track
that woman sperit?”

“So I've heard.”

“And is yer goin’ ter trail her?”

SrYeeg v

“Waal, take a fool’s advice, and don’t do it.”

" The supposed Buffalo Bill laughed, and said:

“Lone Dick, T have a good joke on you.”

“What are it?”

“T'Il tell'you' the next time I see you,” and with a
faugh, ‘thé:-horseman rode on uprthe cafion at a-galiop:
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Lone Dick watched him until he was out of sight,
and then shook his head in a significant manner. Then
he rolled up his lines and hung them on the tree, took
up his string of fish, and was about to depart, when
old grizzly gave another roar of warning.

“What's up now?”’ muttered Lone Dick, and he
glanced down the cafion. What he saw caused him
to start, strong as were his nerves.

“By ther Smol\) Mountains!” came from his lips,
in amazement. “Lordy! ef thet ain’t ther gho%t o'
Buffler Bill, I'll chaw .gum fer food all ther rest o’ my
nat'ral life.”

His eyes were
caiion, and now not a hundred feet from him. He
sidled away toward the path leading up to his cabin,
and he carried his gun in hand, ready for use, and
yet he did not seem to wish to use it.

“Hold on, Lone Dick, for do you not know me?”

“Waal, I thought I did; but I'm durned ef I knows
which is which and you from t’other.”

“I am Buffalo Bill, and we have met several times
before, old man.”

“So t'other said.”

“What other ?”

“Ther one I seen a leetle while ago.”

“Then you saw a man that resembled me?”

“I seen a man what you resembles,” was the cau-
tious reply of the old trapper.

“You mistook him for me?”

. “T took him for Buffalo Bxll i

“I"am Buffglo Bill.”

upon a horseman coming up the
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“VWaal, he looked it.”

“Don't I, also?”

“You does.”

“Have you seen any one else?”

“Ther sperit.”

“What sperit?”’

“Ther dead woman as they calls ther specter o’ ther
cafion.” :

“Where is she?”

“Gone yonder,” and he pointed up the cafion.

“And this man whom you took for me?”

“Went on her trail, though I told him it were bad
Tuck.”

“Well, I'll go, too.”

“Yer knows best.”

“How far is this specter ahead 7’

“About two miles, I guesses.”

“Is she an Indian?”

“No, she are white.”

“How dressed 7"’

“In a shroud.”

“And the man?”

“Is a mile behind her.”

“All right, Lone Dick, I may return 'md claim your
hospitality to-night if I do not overtake them.”

“And if you does?”

“I do not know just what will happen,” was the
reply, and as the horseman rode on, Lone Dick mut-
tered to himself : !

“Thar is goin’ ter be a circus, that’s sart’in,'when
them two meets ; but which are Buffler Bill and which
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ain’t, I'm durned ef I knows. ’'Pears ter me thet thet
man behind looked mad, and I'm guessin’ he are ther
scout; but fer looks, size, clothes, horses, and outht,
they is as much alike as them Si’'mese Twins I seen
long ago. Waal, this ain’t my funeral, so .let 'em
fight it out to please themselves,” and Lone Dick, the
trapper, went on up to his cabin, evidently impressed
by what he had seen. i

CHAPTER XXV.

PLAYING WITH FIRE,

When May Malcolm received the letter from Mrs,
Rowland, in answer to her own, she read it over and
over again.

She had kept from her father the paper containing
the notice of Duke Damar’s having been lost at sea,
or, rather, she had not read it to him, for one of her
duties was to read to him the papers.

She had skipped the story of the storm and loss of
the yacht, as there was also a story of the crime of
which he was suspected, and it was hinted that re-
morse had tempted him to thus end his own life.

To know all, she had written to Mrs. Rowland. Her
reply was not wholly satisfactory to May Malcolm.
She wished to know meore, and she determined to do so.
One day she asked her father and uncle if they could
spare her for a visit to a friend. Of course, they
could, but they would greatly miss her.

How long would she be gone?

“Only for a few days,” was the reply, and to make
her word good, she got off of the train and passed a
night at her friend’s home. Then she went on to the
village near Sea Vale, and there got a carriage to
drive out to the Damar estate.

Arriving at Sea Vale Hall, she asked if Mrs. Row-
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land was at home. She was not, for the lady had gene
driving. '

“But Miss Rowland is at home,” said the butler..

“Take my card to her, please.”

She was ushered into the grand parlors, and glanced
about her with admiration at their beauty. She was
accustomed to an elegant house and refined surround-
ings, but nothing so superb as she now beheld had
ever before come under her observation.

Over the mantle in the front parlor hung a paint-
ing, and she started as she looked at it. It was a large
painting, and the figures in it were portraits. She
beheld a six-horse' stage-coach on a mountain road in
the far West. The driver was on the box, his horses
reined to a halt, and ¢he was a perfect type of the
Overland prince of the ribbons.

About the stage were several armed men wearing
masks, and out of the window gazed two men. One
was the dark face of a young and handsome man, the
other of an elderly man.

“It is Uncle Roger,” said May.

There were other figures in the painting, two horse-
men, gallant, dashing men in uniform, riding full
speed upon the road-agents and firing as they came.

One of the officers wore his hair long, falling upon
his shouylders. The other was Duke Damar, and a
splendid likeness.

The tears came into the eyes of May Malcolm as
she gazed on the face of the young soldier.

Then she beheld another: face. It was painted tipon
the door of the stage-coach.
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“It is my own portrait,” she said aloud, and in’ titter'
amazement, >

The rustle of a dress in the hall caused her to tutn,
and she was face to face with Nellie Rowland.

“Miss Malcolm; I believe? Am I so remiss as not
to remember where we have met before, for your face
is most familiar? - Be seated, please.”

“We have never met, Miss Rowland; but I came to
see your mother, with whom I corresponded regarding
a very dear friend, and as she was away from home,
I asked to see you.”

“Can I serve you in any way, Miss Malcolm, though
I do not remember my mother speaking of her corre-
spondence with you?”

“I wrote to ask in regard to the fate of Mr. Damar,
who, T believe, was your cousin.”

“Yes, an adopted brother, one whom I most dearly
loved, and his sad fate was a cruel blow to me. - Did
you know him?”

“Yes, for he visited our home. Did he never speak
of us?”

“No, though I have seen very little of Duke of late
years, as he was away in the army.” )

“Then I will tell you of the interest my father, my
uncle, and myself hold in him, as he was too modest to
speak of his own brave deeds, and I have come, Miss
Rowland, to learn all about his sad end, or if there
is any ray of hope that he may not be dead?”

“I am one to hope against hope, Miss Malcolm, and
I refused to accept the property coming to me through
Duke’s death until I am sure that he is dead.”
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“Let me tell you that he spoke to me of you often,
that he told me of the sad death of his cousin, and
how he rested under a cruel suspicion, and but for
you would have gone to the gallows.”

“I merely did my duty,” said Nellie Rowland, in a
low tone.

“Let me tell you now how we met him,” and May
went on to tell the story of the storm which drove
Duke Damar to seek shelter at The Retreat, the mid-
night robbery and murder, and all else that had oc-
curred. Then she told of his meeting her uncle out
on the frontier and saving his life, and looking up at
the painting, she continued:

“And that is a portrait of the very scene, as my
uncle has described it, Miss Rowland.”

“Ah! now I see why I supposed that 1 had met you
before, for the picture in the door-panel is your like-
ness, Miss Malcolm.”

“Yes: but who was the artist?”

“A Mr. Rowland Rossmore, a friend of my mother.
He was visiting Sea Vale, and poor Duke gave him
the subject for a painting, with the likeness, your por-
trait to be placed upon the pamel. It was to be pre-
sented, so Mr. Rossmore stated my cousin said, to a
lady friend, and not knowing her name, the painting,
just completed, was placed here; but permit me, Miss
Malcolm, to ask you to accept it, for Mr. Rossmose

gave it to me, and I will have it boxed up and for-

warded to your address.”
“©Oh, Miss Rowland, you are too kind! But abeve
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all things would I prize the painting, for it is a ‘por-
trait of Mr. Damar and also of my uncle.”

“And the face of the young man looking from the
stage window is that of the artist.”

“What a striking face!”

“It is, and Mr. Rossmore is quite a remarkable man.
But, Miss Malcolm, may I ask if you are a relative of
Lieutenant Andrew Malcolm, of the revenue service?”

“He is my brother, Miss Rowland. Do you know
him?” cried May.

“Your brother?”

“No, let me say my cousin, and adopted brother;
but never having looked upon him as other than a
brother, I so speak of him and regard him.”

“I remember now that he spoke of having a sister
May, who lived at his home, The Retreat.”

“Yes, and my uncle, the one in the painting there,
is now living with us, and there it was that your cousin
visited us; but you know my brother Andrew, then?”

“Know him? I owe to him my life,” said Nellie
Rowland earnestly.

“Why, Miss Rowland, you amaze me, for Andrew
never spoke of you.”

“It was not very long ago.”

“Ah! and T have not seen him for some little time.
Tell me of it, I.beg of you.”

Nellie was only too glad to do so, and Andrew Mal-
colm Jost nothing in the telling from her hps for she
certainly made him a hero.

“Brave, noble Andrew! Heow g‘lad_I am that he
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was able to rescue you; Miss Rowland. This is ane
other bond to make us friends.” ;

“And friends we will be, I know, the best of
friends,” and rising, Nellie kissed May Malcolm in
an impulsive way that deeply touched her.

“I must tell you-a secret, Miss Rowland, and that
is that I came away from home under false colors, for
father and uncle believe me to be visiting a friend of
my school-days. I did go there and spend the night,
and I shall stop again on my return home; but my
motive was to come here, and really I wished to see
you, as a paper I read said that you still held the hope
that Mr. Damar was not dead, but had been picked
up by some outward-bound vessel, perhaps going toa
port in Africa, India, or to Australia.

“Strange as many believe it, I do still hold belief
that Duke i$ not dead, and I cannot get the idea out
of my mind against' all seeming proof to the con-
trary Well, Burns?”’ and Nellie turned to a ser-
vant who announced :

““Lieutenant Malcolm!”

The entrance of Lieutenant Andrew Malcolm into
the parlors of Sea Vale Hall was a great surprise to
both Nellie and May. The latter blushed with con-
scious guilt, of having slipped away from home under
false colors. The former blushed with pleasure at
again meeting the man to whom she owed her ife, and
whose handsome face she could not drive out'of her
heart.

“Why, May, my sweet little sister, how on earth

is it that T find you here?” said Lieutenant Malcolm,
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after he had greeted Nellie and then kissed his adopted
sister. : ;

Nellie felt better, for her woman'’s eyes told her. that
there was only brotherly and sisterly love between
those two.

“It's a long story, Andrew; but how is it I find you
here?” :

“I ran in here to see Mrs. and Miss Rowland, that
I might express to them my deepest sympathy in their
great affliction, of which I only recently heard.”

“I thank you, Lieutenant Malcolm; but I still have
hope that my cousin is not dead.”

“I sincerely hope that you may be right, Miss Row-

| land, for, if you will allow me to say so, I had hoped

that he would be able to clear away this cloud that
hung over him, and, having studied the whole case
closely, I almost felt assured that he was the victim

b of cruel circumstances.”

“I am glad to hear you say so, sir; but you have no
idea the pleasure it is to me to know your sister,” said
Nellie, as though anxious to change the subject.

“T did not. know that you were acquainted.”

“Nor were we until an hour ago.”

“T'll tell you all about it, Brother Andrew, only you
must keep my secret until I confess at home; but have
you not received the letters written you of late?”

“Only yesterday when I put into New London, for
I have been off on a long cruise eastward, and T cer-
tainly was rejoiced to learn that my father, whom I
do not even remember, is at The Retreat; and also,
from your letter, that he owes his life to Mr. Damar.”

—— = 5

Y
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“There is a painting of the scene of rescue, An-
~drew,” and May pointed to the painting, while she
added : : :

“Miss Rowland tells me that it was done by order
of Mr. Damar, and she has presented it to me, as he,
I believe, intended it for me. The old gentleman in
the stage window is your father, Andrew.”

The young sailor gazed long at the face of the father
whom he had not seen to remember.

Just then the carriage drove up with Mrs. Rowlan,
and, excusing herself, Nellie went to meet her mother
and tell her of May’s coming and that Lieutenant Mal-
colm was also there.

Mrs. Rowland seemed surprised to hear of May's
coming, but was already acquainted with the fact of
the officer’s being there as his vessel lay at ancher
in Sea Vale Haven. She greeted May most cordially,
and expressed pleasure at seeing the lieutenant agam
at Sea Vale.

May was persuaded to remain all night, and Andrew
Malcolm told her that he would go home with her on
the morrow, it having been his intention to get a
vehicle in the village and go to The Retreat from that
point.

“One of our carriages is at your service, Lieutenant
Malcolm, for my mother’s is the only one used,” said
Nellie, and as Mrs. Rowland also urged its-accepmnce,
it was decided that they should start the next morning
after breakfast for The Retreat.

“And why will you not accompany us, _\[lss Row-
](md“.’ urged \la\
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| Anarew Malcolm also begged her to do so, and Nel-
lie said :

“I really would enjoy the’ drive through the coun-
try, and so will go, and return next day with the car-
riage.’

“Do not feel alalmed Mrs. Rowland, if she stays
over a day to rest,” said May.

Mrs. Rowland raised no objection, for she saw that
Nellie was pale and sad, and a change would do her
good.

And so it was that the next day the stylish turnout
of Sea Vale rolled away upon its long drive to The
Retreat.

Late in the afternoon they drove up to the mansion,
all three delighted with their long drive and the mld-
day dinner they had had at a country inn.

The welcome they received, the meeting between
the old Californian and his son, made the heart of
Nellie Rowland glad, and then May came out boldly
and made her confession of why she had gone away.

It was a sad blow to both' Roger and Andrew Mal-
colm to hear of Duke Damar’s sad fate; but the cheer-
ful hope that Nellie had that he was not dead she soon
imparted to them, and the evening was passed most
pleasantly.

“Wait two days, Miss Rowland, and I will return
with you, for I only have a few days’ leave,” said
Andrew Malcolm, when Nellie was discussing an early
start the next morning.

All pleaded, and the result was that she wrote a
telegram to_be sent next day to her mothgﬂ:elling of'
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‘her intention, and she accepted the escort back of
the handsome young sailor. :

“Tt is wrong, I know, but I cannot help it, forI
love him with all my heart and soul,” she said to her-
self that night after she had retired, then she added;

“I am. bound to Rowland Rossmore.. Oh! how
cruel of him to so bind me, and I believe that I really
hate him for the deception he practised upon me.”

Tt was a delightful visit, that of Nellie Rowland,
to The Retreat, and she gave herself up to its fq]l en-
joyment.

‘There was a cloud hanging over all in the fate of
Duke Damar, and Nellie was drawn very near to May,
for her woman’s heart read the secret that the young
girl carried in her bosom. :

“She loves Duke,”

“Poor May!” she added, and the tears came into
her beautiful eyes.

she said to herself

She urged May to return with her, but this May

‘declined, but promised some day to visit Sea Vale,
Then Nellie started back under the escort of Andrew
Malcolm,
It was a perfect day and they enjoyed it fully.
They enjoyed their dinner together at the little inn,
and both were sorry when they came in sight, of Sea
Vale.

Mrs. Rowland did net show that she ‘was annoved

at: Nellie’s staying, but she was very much 'so; but: she |

-'mv'it'ed' Andrew Mal(olin to dine with them, and he

aecepted the invitation, as the cutter was J%st VJSlble 1

T - - - ———

!
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‘lieading into port for him. As the cutter landed, a
young officer came up to the mansion with an official
document, which he gave to the lieutenant.

They were seated on the piazza, Mrs. Rowland,
Nellie, and the lieutenant, at the time, and, breaking
fhe seal, Andrew Malcolm’s face lighted up with pleas-
ure, while he said:

“This bears my promotion as captain, Mrs.” Row-
land, and orders me to relieve Captain Boyd of com-
mand to-morrow. It is quite unexpected,
you.”

Both ladies congratulated him upon his promotion.
Mrs. Rowland was called away by a servant and An-
drew Malcolm asked Nellie to take a walk with him,
She rose without a word, and the two walked together
toward the little cemetery.

The sun was near its setting and the evening was
most beautiful, all nature seeming to be in repose.
 “This is a sacred spot, Miss Rowland,- and~what T
would say to you is as sacred as the memories that
hover about the place. I am a sailor, and am called
away from you for an indefinite time, so let that par-
don my telling you, whom I have known so short a
while, that the whole devotion of my heart is yours.
I'love you, Nellie, with a love that was never given
to another, and if you can but return that love I will
be the happiest of men. Nellie, can I hope that I have
won your little heart all for my own?”

He fairly started as he now ldoked upon her face.

I assure

“She was. as white as‘the gravestones by which she

stood.

———
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“Nellie, 'have I startled you by this suddenly tell-
ing you of my love?” he asked anxiously.

“No, you have not startled me, for 1 have guessed
what you would say, and I wanted you to say it. I
wanted you to ‘tell me that you foved me, for, with all
my heart and soul I love you, Andrew. But, Andrew
Malcolm, it can never be that our loves can know hap-
piness. More I cannot say to you; but this day our
paths in life must divide, you to go your way, I to go
mine.”

“But, Nellie, if I obey you, will you not some day
recall me? There is some barrier, your words tell me;
but what it is I will.not ask. But, should that barrier

be removed, will you not call me back to yout” he

pleaded.

“T will”

“You pledge yourself to this?”

“15do."

He did not touch her hand, but turned and the two
walked softly back to Sea Vale.

The next day Captain Andrew Malcolm sailed in
his pretty vessel, but his heart was full of bitterness.

CHAPTER XXVIL.
DUKE DAMAR A PRISONER.

We will now return to the little yacht, which we
left in the very jaws of the storm which swept down
upon the Sound and left much death and disaster he-
hind.

Though feeling deeply his arrest, for such it was
by the three detectives, Duke Damar saw that the
safety of the boat and the lives of himself and the
three men depended upon him. He had confidence
m his little yacht, and he knew that he could scus
before the gale as the safest way of escaping destruc-
tion.

The wall of waters for a moment. threatened to in-
gulf the small craft; but the firm hand at the tiller
and the cool head of Duke Damar saved them, and
the little vessel went flying away like a frightened bird
before the storm. It was impossible to see anything
before them, and all they could do was to hold on for -
their lives.

“It is worse than we thought it would be,” assented
one of the detectives. :

The little cat-rig had gone down under the first
blow, and the yacht seemed alone upon the waters.

“Do you have any port in view?" asked ome of
the "detectives.

“Yes, I shall run for Sag Harbor.”
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“That will not suit us,” was the reply.

“We wish to go to the harbor above your .home.”

“Why ?” ;

“There our craft 1walts us.’

“It will be very nsl\

“We must take the risk.”

“As you please,” and the yacht was put away for
the harbor named. :

It was on a bleak part of the coast, with no habita-
tion near, and the point that jutted out had a light-
house upon it. This gave Duke Damar a chance to
see where he was going, and he reached the harbor in
safety.

To his surprise he saw that there was a schooner
anchored there. The anchor of the yacht was let go,
and the schooner was hailed with orders to send a boat
aboard.

Within the harbor the sea was not very rough, so
that a boat was lowered from the scheoner and came
alongsxde ‘

“Now, sir, I dislike to do it, but I must put you in
irons,” said the one who appeared to be the leader
of the detectives.

“Put me in irons?” cried Damar indignantly, and
he started back, but three revolvers were instantly
leveled at him, and the detéetive said:

“The charge against you is a serious one, that of
murder, and it is my duty to put you in irons. 1f you
resist, I will kill you.’

Duke Damar saw that the men would knll hxm $0
he said:
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“I can but submit; but you will allow me to go by
my home it

“No, we will send word to your home and you
must at once go on board the schooner.’

This Damar did, and he was at once put in irons
and taken in to the_cabin. :

He soon after felt the vessel under way, and asked
one of his keepers who was with him to allow him
to go on deck. This request was granted, and Da-
mar saw that the yacht was being ‘towed astern.

Out into the tempest-swept Sound the schooner
headed, and her bow was pointed right into its: teeth.

The yacht astern plunged fearfully, and suddenly
broke loose and was thrown upon her beam ends.

“The yacht is gone,” cried Duke Damar; but no one
paid any attention to him, or to the little craft, and
the schooner," after holding on her way for a short
while longer, put about and went flying before the
gale toward the open sea.

Then Duke Damar was told to go into the cabin,
and he retired to the bunk assigned to him, and then
went to sleep, for he was one to take matters coolly,
whether dangerous or not.

The morning dawned, and he was still kept in his
cabin, but that night the schooner dropped anchor,
and soon after he was taken off in a small boat and
the detectives accompanied him. He saw that they
Were in' a large seaport, and, as well as he could judge,
it was the harbor of Boston.' They were soan along-
side of a large bark, riding at single anchor and witth

b siils set, as though ready to depart.
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“You have delayed me, sir,” said the captain of the
vessel, addressing one of the detectives. - :

“Yes ; but we were delayed on account of the storm.”

“I.et me understand this, for I would know where
I am being taken,”’ said Duke Damar, and he ad-
dressed the captain of the bark. -

“These gentlemen have you in charge, sir,” was the
reply. ;

And the captain turned -away and gave orders to
get up the anchor.

Damar was in the meantime led into the cabin and
assigned to a very comfortable stateroom. He was
told that the vessel was bound to San Francisco, and
if he would pledge himself not to speak to any one
excepting his three guards he would have his irons
taken off and be allowed the freedom of the ship
after they had gotten to sea. He gladly gave the
pledge and resigned himself to the situation, but asked:

“Was my letter given you sent as promised?”

“It was,” was the reply of the leader of the three
men. : ;

“Well, T seem to be the victim of a cruel fate, and
mystery hangs about me like a cloud. When and how
will it all end?

“Here I am taken prisoner without being allowed
to go to my home or to communicate personally with
a friend. T am put on board a schooner which carries
me to Boston, as 1 am sure the i)ort is, and then trans-
ferred to this bark, which seems to have been await-
ing my coming, and we are bound on a long voyage
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around the Horn to San Francisco, where I am to be
fried for the murder of a woman. :

“Well, I will enjoy the sea voyage at least, and the
bark is clean, comfortable, and will doubtleVSS set a
good table, and I see a ease of books there <0L can
while away the time, I guess. As for my three, ghuar:le
I do not know exactly what to make of them, but }
shall not worry until there is real cause for it.i’

. So saying to himself, Duke Damar turned in for the
night and was seothed to sleep by the rocking of the
vessel upon the ocean. - -




CHAPTER XXVII.
A Tl\{AITOR’S FATE.

When the horseman whom Lone Dick supposed was
the real Buffalo Bill went on up the cafion on the trails
of his double and the specter he closely eyed the tracks
he was following. They led him out of the caron,
across a valley and into a fairly rough country.

The trail showed that it was often followed before,
and the fresh tracks were of the Indian' pony ridden
by the specter, going and returning, and those of the
horse ridden by the one who followed on her trail.

At last the trails led into a rocky vale, and turned
into a stream. Here the trailer paused. He was evi-
dently at a loss which way the trail led from there,
whether up or down the stream.

“T will try it down-stream first,” he said, and into
the water he rode and held on his way with the current.

The stream was about two feet deep, clear as crystal,
but, flowing rapidly, not a hoof-mark remained upon
the bottom.

For over two miles he went along, closely eyeing the
banks on either side, where it was possible for.a horse
to get ashore, to see if he could discover any trace.
But not a sign met his vision, and holding on until
night he decided to camp where he was and continue
his search the next day.

This he did, and when he awoke the next mornmg
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he found upon the sand where he had ridden out of
the water that some one had written with a stick:

“Be warned! Give up the trail you are on! Death
awaits you if you follow it to the end!” _

“Well, this is a warning in the sand; but it only
makes me the more-anxious to find the end of the
trail. Some one surely knows that I am here, and
came pretty close to me last night. I must be more
watchful.”

So saying, the speaker saddled his horse and rode
back into the stream to resume his search.

All day long he kept it up, for, after riding a
couple of miles farther down the stream, he returned
up it, keeping a close lookout on either side. He
passed the place where he had entered the stream and
went on his way for miles, but without finding the
slightest trace of a trail having left the water.

“T am at fault, for they surely left the water be-
fore coming so far, either up or down the stream, and
as [ cannot find the horseman’s tracks, he must have
been a pard of the specter, as Lone Dick calls the
girl. Well, I will return and try another deal.”

So ‘the scout returned as he had come, to a point
where he could command a view of the cafion and see
any one who entered it, or came out of it. Here he
went into camp, and, hiding his horse back among the
rocks, he took up a position where he could watch.

Taking a book from his saddle-pouch he began to
read; but at each moment his eyes were raised to the
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trail. Thus the day passed, and he ate his supper
and slipped down to the trail, having first saddled his
horse and left him in a convenient spot to come at
call. But the hours passed away and the scout went
to sleep. - .

In the morning he awoke, and there he beheld, writ-
ten on a rock not far from him, and well written too
in red clay:

“Once more I warn you! Leave the trail you are on
before it is too-late!”

“Well, this is a strange warning; but I am only kept
from following the trail by not knowing where to go,
F'll be forced to take this advice until I can get the aid
of Surgeon Powell and Mustang Jack. Then I'll find
the end of that trail if I have to call on every scout
at Fort Forward to help me.”

So saying Buffalo Bill mounted his horse and rode
on down to Lone Dick’s to breakfast.

e “Pard,b I thought they had yer,” said Lone Dick.
" “No, and I did not get them.”

" “Seen any sign?”

. ‘Not enough to ‘work on to a success.”

“Waal, thar’s breakfast enough for both of us, so
set to work at it.”

This the scout did with a relish, and then asked:
“Have you seen any signs, Lone Dick?”’

“Seen the specter.”

eithe gl
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“Ther woman who are dead.”

“She passed here?”

“She did.”

“When ?”

“Yesterday.”

“Alone?”

“With her horse.”

“The same white horse ?”

“No, she were on a black one.”

The scout was silent a moment and then said:

“Well, she has outwitted me, that is certain.”

“Yas, sperits gits ahead o’ humans all ther time.”

“As she was on her black horse she surely got to
her retreat to make the change. Well, Lone Dick,
I'll leave you for the present, but you may expect te
see me some time again,” and Buffalo Bill mounted his
horse and rode away down the cafion, and he saw by
the trail that the strange horseman had indeed passed
over it again, since he had followed her and the horse-
man who was on her track.

Not a soul did he meet on his way to Hank’s Ranch,
and as he rode up late in the afternoon, he saw the
landlord and Mustang Jack seated upon the piazza.
They eyed him curiously, and Hauk called out:

“Waal, pard, who in thunder be you, Buffalo Bill
or his double ?”

“Buffalo Bill, Hank.”

“So t'other fellow said.”

“What other . fellow, Hank?”

“Buffalo Bill.”

“I am Buffalo Bill, I told you, Hank.”
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“Waal, pard, the other gent come here and said as
how he’d been on ther trail, tuk breakfast, and went
off on Ribbon Moses’ hearse, leading his horse be-
hind.”

“This morning ?”’

“No, yesterday.”

“Then it is too late to follow.”

“In course it is; but Moses comes in to-night.”

“Well, T'll see where he left this double of mine, for
I am getting more and more anxious to see him.” said
Buffalo Bill, and then he turned to Mustang Jack and
added:

“Why did you not see if this man was myself of
not?”.

“I thought sart’in it were you, pard cap’n, so what
cu'd I do?”

That night- Ribbon Moses returned, and Buffalo
Bill at once walked up to him.

“Lordy, pard, how did you git here?”

“T came this afternoon, Moses.”

“But how?”

“Rode here on horseback.”

“Pard Bill, am T again mistook?”

“What do you mean?”

“Didn’t you go out with me on my eastward rum,
sittin’ on the box alongside o’ me?” ‘

“I did not.”

“Didn’t you hitch your horse ahind the hearse [

“No.” ot

"“And didn’t a pard o’ y'ouPn take your  horse from
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you at the Red Rock Spring, while you went on swith
me?”’

$ENo=

“And didn’t you, at the end o' my riun, take Slim
Dave’s hearse on eastward, and tell me good-by, as you
wouldn’t see me again right away ?”

“No, Ribbon Moses, I did not.”

“Then, Pard Bill, I got ther wrong bull by ther
horns, fer it were your double sure as shootin’.”

' “Yes, Ribbon Moses, it was my double, and strange
indeed he must be like me to deceive you, Hank, and
Mustang Jack. Some day I'll get a look at him my-
self., Come, Jack, we will start on our return to the
fort.” :

“To-night, cap'n?” asked Mustang Jack, who evi-
dently did not like the idea of leaving comfortable
quarters for a long night ride.

“Yes, to-night,” was the reply of Buffalo Bill, and
an hour after they started on the trail for the fort.

Buffalo Bill saw that Mustang Jack did not_care
to leave Hank’s Ranch; but he did not yield to his
wish to remain until the following morning, and so
the two departed upon their way.

“I wonder if we will be warned of danger this time,
Jack?” he said, as they drew near the spot where
Damar, Powell, and himself had met the Indian girl.

But no one was there to give warning, and, know-
ing that the Indian girl had always taken the trail to
the westward, instead of the direct one, Buffalo Bill
decided to go that way, hoping that he might find some
trace of her, and with Mustang Jack be 3_b.15 to. find
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out who she was. But they reached the spot where
the trail ran again into the main one, and had caught
_no sight of anybody.

“T'll get down and feel for fresh tracks,” said Mus-
tang Jack, and he crept along the ground, lighting a
match now and then to see if he could discover any
trail.

“Thar’s somebody been along here, pard cap'n, and
that recent,” he said, as Buffalo Bill dismounted and
joined him.

“You are right, Jack, and there were three of them,
and with shod horses, too,” said Buffalo Bill, light-
ing a match and examining the tracks. Then he said:

“T’ll see what trail they go.”

The matches revealed that they went on toward the
fort, and had come from the direction of Lone Dick’s
cafion.

“Well, we’ll go on, but be watchful, Jack.”

“We’s got ter be,” said Mustang Jack, and they
rode slowly along on their way.

But they had not gone very far before Mustang
Jack’s horse went lame. It was impossible to go on,
and so Buffalo Bill decided to go into camp for the
rest of the night.

“What is the matter with him, Jack?” he said, some-
what impatiently, as he was anxious to get on to the
fort.

“I don’t know, pard cap'n. He hain’t picked.up a
stone, nor have he cut himself on a rock,” said Mus-
tang Jack, examining the leg of his horse.

© “Well, we will hunt a camping-place.” :
— 155
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And the scout soon found one. The horses were
lariated out, the bedding taken from the pack-animal,
and they made themselves as comfortable as possible.

Buffalo Bill was very tired, and yet he could not
sleep. He would drop off into slumber for an instant,
but would awake with a start.

Somehow he seemed to feel a foreboding’ of evil,
but he lay still, and suddenly saw Mustang Jack rise
up cautiously. It was dark, but he could see him by
the light of the stars.

He was about to speak to him, but checked himself
and saw the scout rise up with the greatest caution
and creep away from his blankets. He went off in the
direction they had come to camp and disappeared. -

“He has heard something that is supicious,” mut-
tered the scout, and, feeling that his comrade was on
the alert, he dropped off to sleep again.

But he soon woke up with a start as before, and,
feeling very thirsty, got up to go to the spring nearby
for a drink, for he had camped there before and knew
the locality.

As he passed the blankets of Mustang Jack he saw
that he had not returned.

Going on to the spring, which was some sixty feet
distant, he dipped up some water in his hand and
quenched his thirst. Then he started to return, and
halted suddenly, for he beheld several forms cautiously
approaching the camp. Instantly his haads were upon
his revolvers, which fortunately he had on, but his
rifle was by the tree where he slept. ’

Nearer and nearer came the dark forms, and them

ey
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they halted. ~Their arms moved together, and then
from in front of them came four flashes from as many,
rifles. The rifles were aimed at his blankets and the
bullets struck with a dull thud. But at almost the
same moment Buffalo Bill sprang to the shelter of a
tree, and his revolvers rattled forth merry music,
though deadly.

There were wild cries of alarm, a death-shriek, a

groan, and running feet. The scout continued to fire

slowly with one revolver, down the direction that led =

from.the camp to the trail.

Feeling assured that the surprise he had given hlsif"

foes had put them to flight, Buffalo Bill crept away

through the timber, completely encircling the camp,“

He had seen one of his foes fall, and hoped that he

ha#d hit others, for one had not run away as rapldly'

as his two remaining comrades.

Feeling. unwilling to return to camp, as he might
be shot from an ambush, he crouched down by the
three horses, and there awaited until dawn.

“What can have become of Mustang Jack, I won-
der? Now his ears heard some one near, and when

he went off to reconnoiter, he was caught by these

fellows. That is the way of it, but I hope they did
not kill him. But who are they, I wonder?”

Being unable to answer his question, Buffalo Bill "

was compelled to wait until dawn. Then he began as
the day brightened, to look about him. When at'last
it was broad daylight he approached his camip. The
blankets of Mustang Jack were unoccupied, but some.
_forty feet away lay a form upon its face.:
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“Tt is Mustang Jack!”

Quickly the scout ran to the side of the dead man,
Tt was Mustang Jack without doubt.

A bullet-wound was in his head, another m his neck,
and a third in his heart. :

“He caught three of my bullets; but can he have
been a traitor? Why, yes, he certamly was, for I sawt
the four men come together and each fired their rifles.
Here is his rifle and a shot fired out of it. He meant
to kill me; but for what? I have always been his
friend. And who were his comrades? I’ll see it T
brought down some game,” and with this grim remark
Buffalo Bill went back and saddled his horse. :

The animal belonging to Mustang Jack stood near,
and the scout saw that his left fore leg was peculiarly
swollen. Stepping forward he examined the leg and
said :

“Aha! I see the cause of the trouble, for Mustang
Jack tied this string around the ]eg to lame his horse
so that we would have to-camp.”

He cut the string off and rubbéd and bathed the
swollen limb. :

“Poor horse, you'll soon be all right,” he said, and
then, taking his rifle and mounting his own horse, he
rode away toward the trail. He saw a stream of blood
as he rode along and muttered :

5 ¢ hif that fellow hard. He must be near, if his
comrades did not carry him off.”

A short: distance farther on he saw the man- ly-mg
n the trail Instantly he spurred toward him and dis«
mounted.
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“He is dead; but his body is still warm. Now I
remember that I heard something like groans. Ahl
1 know this face, and he is a deserter from the fort,
who the boys said had turned road-agent. Well, I'll
carry the body back to camp and think the matter over,
for this plot against my life by white men I must get
at the bottom of, and T willl”

1

CHAPTER XXVIIIL

BUFFALO BILL TELLS HIS STORY.,

Buffalo Bill was deeply moved at the discovery that
Mustang Jack was a traitor. He had never believed
the man to be so vile, and it cut him deeply. ‘

When he brought the body of the man who had at-
tempted his life and laid it alongside of that of the man
who had been his comrade, he stood gazing down
sadly at the two. '

Then he,bent over and began to search the clothing
to see if he could find any clue as to what was their
motive. '

“If they were road-agents, and I believe both were,
they certainly had no gold to get from robbing me.
No, they wished to get me out of the way, yes, and
Surgeon Powell, too. Yes, for that matter Lieutenant
Damar also, for we three were warned of an ambush
in wait for us.

“It looks as though that Indian girl, or, rather, white
girl in Indian costume, was in league with them but
proved to be our friend. But Jack did not wish to
leave last night. Well, he had some motive; and now
to see if I can find out what it was. Can it be that he
is in league with this double of mine? It might be,
and

“No, others have seen my double, too. Ah! here is
a note,”
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There was no address on it, and it had a hole in
it as though it had been stuck to something, a tree
perhaps, with a wooden peg. Opening it the scout
read, and the writing was in a bold, educated hand:

“I go East for a while. See that B. B. is dore
for, and also the S. S. With these two out of the way,
gold will be easier to get. CHIEF.

“Well, this proves that Mustang Jack belongs to a
band of outlaws, and it accounts for some of our se-
crets at the fort being known. B. B. certainly means
me, and S. S. is intended for the surgeon-scout, Pow:—
ell. But who is the one who signs himself ‘Chief?"

“Hal! it must be my double, for he has gone East.
Perhaps day may break upon this mystery after all.
Now to see what this fellow has about him.”

A search discovered several bits of folded paper,
such as he held in his hand. All had the same peg-
mark through them, and one looked as though it had

™
been out in the rain.. There were three of them, and

one said:
“M. J. is with B. B. He will keep K. posted.
“CHIEF.”
Another was:

“Keep watch for traitor among K. There must be
one, for three times have parties been warned of am-
bush for them—D. D.—S. S.—and B. B. CHIEF.

The third piece of paper was something similar
ko the one found on Mustang Jack, for it was:

i “I go East, but go to rendezvous regularly fggfg:ws.
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Be spy on K. Find out traitor. B. B. and S. S. must
be gotten rid of at once. CHIER

“Well, this shows the whole game, and the sooner I
get Frank Powell on the trail with me the sooner the
secret will be known. Now to bury these poor fel-
lows, who werée very prompt to try and carry out their
chief’s order to get rid of me. I'm right glad I was
thirsty last night, for had I not been I would have
been in their place now. Well, pards, I'll give you
a_decent burial, though you don’t deserve it at my
hands, save that you are human beings. D. D. meant
Duke Damar as one who had been warned, and the
chief seems to know that there is a spy in the camp,
so I must find out this girl and warn her of her
danger.” :

Then, with a hatchet which he took from his pack-
saddle, Buffalo Bill began to dig a grave in a gully,
and soon had it deep enough to contain both bodies.

Into it they were put, the grave filled up and then
the scout cooked his breakfast, and, mounting his
horse, started for the fort, leading Mustang Jack’s
horse, which had gotten over his lameness, now that
the cause was removed, while his packhorse followed
ob'ediently. 4

As he rode out to the trail he saw here a stick which
was bent in the direction of his camp. Going back up
the trail he saw”others, and this proved to him that
Mustang Jack had first sought for the trail of the three
horsemen, and finding it had stuck those sticks along
to guide them to the camp. With this discovery he.
turned toward the fort, when suddenly he saw ili_ the
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trail before him the Indian girl, mounted upon her
white horse.

“Now I will know all,” he said resolutely, and he

rode toward her.

She was seated quietly upon her pony, apparently
awaiting his coming, and: there was that abotit her,
Indian girl though she appeared to be, that caused him
to raise his hat. She bowed gracefully and said:

“Buffalo Bill is again in danger.”

“And you again warn me?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“The Red Rose would not see you die.”

“Where lies my danger?”

“Ahead somewhere, but I know not where.”

“Who are my foes?”

“There will be foes.”

“Redskins ?” '

“I cannot say.”

“Has the Red Rose seen me since we parted the
other day?”

“T will not say.”

“Did the Red Rose warn me of danger by writing
in the sand and with clay upon a 1ock g

“The Red Rose has nothing to say.”

«“Will the Red Rose tell me if she has seen another
person just like me?”

“There is but one Buffalo Bill,” was the qompli-
mentary, but evasive, reply.

“Will the Red Rose not answet me2”

“No.” .
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“Will she not tell me who Chief is?”’

He saw ‘her start at the question, but she replied:

“Does Buffalo Bill ask of the Sioux chief?”

“No, of the chief of the road-agents, known as
Knights of the Trail.”

“I can tell nothing of any chief.”

“You will not?”

“I will not.”

“Suppose I tell the Red Rose that I -can warn her
of danger?”

“The Red Rose has no fear.”

“Does the Red Rose not fear that she may have a
spy on her track?”

Again she started,and involuntarily glanced about her.

“Who could be the foe of the Red Rose?”

“She would know best.”

Then she asked quickly:

“Where is the friend of the white chief?”

“What friend!”’

“His comrade.”

“Mustang Jack?”

“Yes.”

“How did the Red Rose know that he was my
comrade ?”

“It does not matter; but where is he?”

“Dead.”

“Dead!” The word came in a cry from her lips.

“The Red Rose seems startled.”

“Where is he?” she eagerly asked.

“Dead, as 1 told you.’

“When did he die?”
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“Last night.”

“Where?”

“In camp.”

“How?”. .

“T killed him.”

“He attacked you, and with others?”

“You seem to know.”

“I do, is it not so?”’

g

“Four men?”’

“Three besides Mustang Jack.”

“And the other three?”

“One lies in the same grave with Mustang Jack,
but the-others escaped.”

“How did the white chief escape?”’

“T was wakeful, saw Mustang Jack slip out of camp,
and, being thirsty, went to the spring for water, and
saw the four men as they crept near and fired upon
my blankets. I returned the fire, with the result I
told you.” ;

“You bear a charmed-life, Buffalo Bill.”

“You use strange language for an Indian girl.”

She tossed her head impatiently and asked:

“Do you not believe I am an Indian?”

“I do not.”

“Who do you think I am?”

“Some one who has been unfortunate enough to be-
come leagued with outlaws.” $

She sighed and made no reply, and Buffalo Bill said:

“Now let me read you something that will put you
on your guard.”
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Then he read aloud the lines that spoke of there
being a spy in the camp.

“Where did you get that paper?”

“From the body of one of the men who atfempted to
murder me.”

She seemed lost in thought, and then asked :

“Which way did the other two. men go?”

“Their trail led toward the mountains.”

“They were mounted ?”

“Yes, their horses were left on this trail when they
came to my camp, and they took the animal of their
dead friend with them.”

“Where are you now going?”

“To the fort,”

HSure

“¥es

“Will you do me a favor?”

“What ‘is it?”

“Will you?”

“As T believe I owe my life to you, I will say yes.”

“Do not follow my trail.” -

“Why ?”

“I have your promise and you are not a man to
break your word. ‘Be cautious, for there are foes
sworn to kill you. Good-by!”

.She had ignored her Indian way of speaking in the
thl.l‘(l person, and dropped a certain disguise from her
voice, both of which the scout noticed. As she ut-

fered ‘the word “good-by,” she wheeled her horse and

fode back ‘along the trail and turned up toward the
Scout’s camp of the night before, 7
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“Well, she has shut me off this time, that's cert.ain;
but I didn’t promise I would not fol.low her next time.
Now for the fort,” and Buffalo Bill once more rode
on his way. ; :

Without further adventure Buffalo Bill arrived at
Fort Forward, and he timed himself 50 that he would
reach there at night, Having put his h'orse up he
sought the quarters of Sur'geon Powell, in 'whxch Aa
light still burned, although it was after ml‘dmglfn.q
tap upon his door was answered by the voice of Sur-
geon' Powell :

“Come in.”

“Ho, Frank, how goes it?” ‘

“Buffalo Bill! thank Heaven you are safe, for I
was greatly worried about you,” and Frank Poweil
wrung the scout’s hand.

“You had need to be,” was the quiet response.

“T have no doubt but that you have been through
the mill, and I would have gone after you long ere
this, but my poor assistant has been lying at the ppm)t
of death with brain fever and I could not 1eav.e him.

“You were right, and I knew that something had
kept you back.” : )

“Bw tell me what you have done.”
“Next to nothing.”

“I cannot believe that of you, Bill.”
“It is true.”

“Did you see your double?”

“NO.”

“He had skipped?” " °

-
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“Oh, no, he was very much around, but not when

? I was about.”

“This is remarkable,”

“Frank, if T were superstitious, I would be afraid
of that fellow.”

“What did you learn about him ?”

“Enough to know that he cannot be told from my-
self, and he has fooled Hank, Ribbon Moses, and
others, for his horse, saddle. bridle, and entire outfit
are like mine.”

“He is playing a dangerous game.”

“He has played a very successful one, for those
who see him are completely fooled.”

“And he still calls himself Buffalo Bill?"”

“He certainly does; but T have seen your Indian

girl, too.” 5

“Indeed ?”

“Yes, twice.”

“What do you think of her?”
“She is no Indian.”

“So I thought.”

“I am sure, for I got her excited, and in talking to

me she dropped the Indian twang altogether, and more,

she used language such as no redskin can, unless one
that is highly educated.”

“Did she warn you of danger?”
“\Tes »

“It is most strange; but did you follow her trail ?”
“To the end, yes.”
“Where did it lead?”

“Into a stream, and there T lost it and one other, too.”
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“What other?”
“My double’s.”

“You saw him?”’ : :
“Oh. no, but I saw his trail, following on that of

the girl’s, and I followed them up the cafion where old
Lon: Did{ lives. He was there, and told me thaftla
“ha d soon after that I had fol
specter had gone by, an
l(l)wed I convinced him that I had not, and then set
off to trail them both, and lost them at the stream as
I told you.” e
i > =3 % A :
So did I lose her there s .
“T.camped on that trail for two nights, but it pam‘led.
out nothing, although one night I found a w(ulmtlllg
: e stre d the
ritten in the sand of the stream, anc
had been written 1n
next night another had been most cleverly put upon a
rock with red clay.”
“This is strange.” ik
“It is strange that I was not able to (hscoxergvho
Alth 3 one
did it. and, although I had my eye on thlat canotn,r e
; : rai ecte
i > had again seen the Sp ,
Dick told me that he ‘ 5
there was the fresh trail of her horse to prol &
Going back to Hank’s I found that my double haI({'beu
; t the East. i
there and had taken the Sta;gel 1for Nadgee .
' ) had led his hors (
Moses told me that he S
1 had taken the animal,
Spring and there a man o
ml; double continued on eastward, Moses all the
sure that it was me.” o
“This is remarkable, Bill

i ‘ been
“Yes, it is mysterious, I admit. 1 had already

g b
trailing my double from Red Rock, accom:pamed Y 4

Mustang Jack, but without any result.
8
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“And did Jack not see your double?”

“Oh, yes.” X

“Why did he not hold to him ?”

“Because, Frank, he was in league with him.”

Surgeon Powell sprang to his feet at this startling
announcement, and it seemed hard for him to believe
what the scout told him.

“And where is he, Bill?” asked the surgeon-scout:

“He is dead.”

“You killed him, Bill?”

“I had to, but at the time I did not know who he
was. No man objects to taking the life of a fellow
being more than I do; for I feel deeply to deprive
one of life, to make a grave in the world, Frank; but
here on this frontier, life is held cheap and one must
kill to save himself and others.”

Buffalo Bill spoke with deep feeling, and Frank
Powell rejoined:

“No one betfer than myself, Buffalo Bill, knows
the truth of what you say, but I feel that neither you
nor I have wantonly taken human life, even a redskin’s.
But tell me of this traitor Mustang Jack?”

Buffalo Bill told the whole story, and showed the
letters which he had taken from the dead bodies. *

_ "I brought Jack’s horse and the arms of both of

the men with me, and in the morning shall place the
Whole affair before the colonel.”

“And then ?u

“How is your patient ?”
“Very IO\V."

P
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“Then he will not be so that you can go for quite
a while?” ‘

“No. if he does not die, and the chances between
death ;md life are about even, T will not be able to
leave him for weeks.”

“Then T must be patient and wait, for I want you
to go with me on this trail, Frank, and, ‘in the me:m;
‘ time, I can go scouting up toward the Indian country.

“T will go with you the earliest moment I can, Cody,
rest assured on that, and I believe that we can together
solve this mystery. But we will see what the colonel
says in the morning.” ~

The next day Buffalo Bill made his report to the
commandant, placing all the story before hirn, and he
was acquitted of all blame in the killing o.t Mustang
Jack, while it was a great surprise to all in the i!_)rt
to know that the scout had proven a traitor. The kill-
ing of the deserter, who had turned road-agent, was
also entered as justifiable, and the man was thought
to have received the punishment he deserved. :

“Vou can take a company, Cody, and hunt these fel-
Jows out,” said the colonel, when he had heard the
whole story. 3

“No, colonel, I would prefer to wait until Surgeo.n
Powell can accompany me, for we two work well n
harness together, and I believe we can do better than

if T had fifty men. When we have found the udeﬂ,
then we can come for the men to hunt the foxes.

“T guess you are right, Cody, and as soon as Powell
can be spared you can go,” replied the colonel, and s@
it was. decided. :

.
.

CHAPTER XXIX.

A SWIM FOR FREEDOM.

The baxjk on which Duke Damar had been taken by
the detectives was a very. fast vessel and r

apidly r
down the coast., FEaLs

. She was a stanch craft as well, being

a very comiortable sea-boat, and carried a large crew.
Her cabin was as fine as an Ocean steamer’s, but there
WEere no passengers on board excepting the three de-
tectives and their prisoner.

Finding' the fare excellent, his stateroom pleasant
:fmd plenty of books to read, Duke Damar really en—,
joyed the voyage, only there was that feeling which
he could not shake off that he was being taken away
from home to stand accused of murder when the ves-
sel should reach port.

One night Duke Damar lay awake in his.stateroom.
He had overheard the sailors talking about him and
prophesying bad luck for the vessel, as it had a mur-
derer on board. 3

He had never been allowed forward of amidships
dnd he had kept his word never to hold converse Witl':
the crew. He found the captain a stern, silent man
and other than to help him at the table he had neve;
tddressed a word to the prisoner. So the weeks had
fone by until that night when Duke Damar lay awake
i his bunlc.

| The vessel was barely moving through the wéters,
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n her rolling and the flapping sails told him

:and S00
Then “he heard the"

that she was wholly becalmed.
voice of the mate on deck say:
“We are in for it until sunrise, when we will geta
breeze.” '
Then came the words:
“There’s another craft yonder also becalmed.”
«Ves. she looks like an American-brig.”
“And doubtless is, bound ‘for some of the Northera
ports.” :
“She’s not very far off, sir.” M
“Out of hailing distance, quartermaster, or I'd hait

her.” ' } i

Duke Damar arose on one elbow and listened to:
this conversation. Then he heard the mate say:

“T1l lay down and get forty winks, quartermaster,
so call me if anything turns up.” -
“Aye, aye, sir.”

' Softly Duke Damar slipped out of ‘bed and began to
dress. He did not put on his shoes and stockings, nor
his coat and hat.

Then he opened his stateroom door noiselessly and
looked out into the cabin. All was quiet there, and

the lamp burned dimly. A snore was heard from the.

captain’s stateroom, and one of the detectives played 3 rayi i
Yiraying for a wind to come and bear the brig away

an accompaniment to the skipper’s nasal music.

Across the cabin stole the prisoner, and f;om a hOO_),i :

on one side of the companionway he took a coiled de?'

et fall out of ‘the stern port, for they were open,
.the night was warm in that latitude. _

” !

o

2 five-knot, pace.
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Out of- the stern window Duke Damar then slip d
and ]ov've.red himself into the sea. Diving he 1pe' |
50me. distance from the bark before he aros,e \f\valent
he did so_he looked about him, and; 1iké é‘ﬁha11t;emn

Yinthe darkness, he beheld the vessel of which the mate
Yhad spoken. She was nearly a mile away, but he struck

ot boldly for her.

He }mew that }?e was in deadly danger.. The cur-
reptho t'he sea might bear him far away, and sharks
mig’ tkpxolve his foes. But he had made up ‘his mind
0 make the vent
3§ nture, and boldly heshad made the ef-
IW]-th stron'g, ste.ady strokes he held on his way, and
gancmg behind him now and then, he saw tha’t the
atk was becoming dimmer and dimmer in the dis-

Nince, while the brig loomed up more boldly.

There seemed to be a current against him, but he

j s,trugg]ed on and at last swam under the stern of the
Jiessel which he had risked his life to reach.

. ‘ : It was
mpossible for him to climb up there, so he swam

' ;round'to the bows, and, catching hold of the chains
qe himself up to a resting-place. ' ’

He had been successful thus far, and, not caring

40 go on board until compelled to do so, he sat there

fr ‘ ' '
5 wOm the bark, As dawn drew near his prayer was an-
ered, for there came a breath of air over the waves
. dad)

-One end he made fast to a ri'fl'g;bOIt', 3ndthe°ﬂm ‘then aelull, gad. gl bats pﬁﬁ followed... Sleuly: e

rig begran to move, the sails filled; and she werit along
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Seated on his perch, Duke Damar saw that the bark
also felt the wind and began to move ahead.

Gradually the two vessels were lost sight of from
each other’s decks, and the prisoner congratulated him-
self on his escape.

The darkness was just giving wa)" to dawn when
he clambered over the bows and gave the watch a
fright they never forgot. A yell broke from their lips
as they beheld a form clad in white, and dripping wet,
suddenly appear before them. With one accord they |
yelled in chorus and flew aft, firmly convinced that it 3

was the devil, Neptune, or a ghost. Springing to the ¥

deck Duke Damar quickly followed, while he called 3
out:

“Hold, men! I am only a mate in distress.”

Hearing his voice and words the men looked
ashamed and watched him as he walked up to the mate |
who held the deck. ;

“Well, sir, who are you, and where the deuce did
you come from?” asked the mate.

“I am an American, sir, and I came from on board’
a vessel that passed near you.” |

“What, went to sleep and fell overboard?”

“No, sir, I got overboard to swim to your vessel”

“Ah! from the bark that lay near us in the calm?*
“Yes, sir.”

“You deserted, then?”
“I was not one of her crew to desert.”

. “Ho, Beannett, what’s the matter?” called- 0‘* &
‘ruif voxce from the cabin.
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£ anead “A man who has swum to u

‘ s from the bark, cap-
st sight of EAIN, and scared the watch into fits.’
gt “Send him down.”
b The mate gave an order to the helmsman and led
w 1 emiPuke Damar below. The captain, a bluff-looking old
rﬁ\'c fe mil5e2-dog, was just dressing, and said to Duke Damar:
ke from fer
and drppsg®
one aeot
convineed 8
Springig ¥4
while k¢ 24

L “Well, sir, are you playing Neptune, coming on
board out of the sea?”

P “T risked my life, sir, to swim to you, for I am
one in distress. I am an American, late an office
i the army, and was dwelling at my home on Long
Sland Sound, when I was arrested and carried off

by three detectives.

& “They charge me with the murder of a woman; and
1 was being taken to California to be tried for my life,
hen I am guiltless of the charge. If you will carry
e home I will give you all the proof necessary tha
speak the truth, and as I am a man of wealth, I will

IﬁSﬂ"'—ﬁ.
hc met i
f ap 1o 8%

e the 4 : : .
P2y vou well for your services.
trom ot “Hearing men on the bark say that a vessel lay be-
Bl . : A = S
- Almed near, I determined to risk my life and swim

0 you. I have done so, sir, and you have my story."

%

boardr ey N 5 5 YT PR
i You don't look like a murderer, sir, and 1 will take
5 indzuh Jou with me to Cuba and give you over to t.hc l“\u‘t;ﬁ‘:‘:\"l
States consul, for I do not return to the United States
1or half a _\'ear,”
“I thank you, sir, and I will repay you for yow
v ealled WPKIndness |
“T don’t wish pay; but T hope you carr prove your
fhinocence. Mate, tell the cook to get the gentleman
~—
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some dry clothes and have breakfast ready soon. Here,
sir, take a glass of grog with me to keep the cold out.”
Duke Damar accepted the invitation willingly, for

he was feeling the need of a stimulant after his long |

swim and sitting in his wet clothes.

As he arose from the breakfast-table the mate called
down:
“The bark is putting about, sir, as though to pursie

"

uS.

CHAPTER XXX.
A BOND BETWEEN THEM.

Affairs at The Retreat went on in the even tenorf
of their way, after the visit of Andrew Malcolm, ac-
wmpanied by Nellie Rowland. ‘

Not only did the two brothers hope that Captain

Y Andrew Malcolm would marry the beautiful heiress to |

Sea Vale, but May also hoped so.

“What do you think of her, father?” asked May,
vhen the two had departed ffom The Retreat on theis
frive back to Sea Vale. '

“Think of her, child? Why, I have no words to

Yexpress my admiration, and can only say that she is

lvely beyond all compare.”

“Don’t forget May, brother, for she is one I nevern
W the equal of, until I saw Miss Rowland. I.really;
lidn't know there were two such lovely girls in the
world, and yet I've seen ’em,” said Roger Malcolm.

“I asked you what you thought of Nellie Rowlanc.],
#d you are comparing me with her, uncle. Oh! if

Lonly were as beautiful as she!”
“You are, you are equally so,” said the two old men,

in choruys.

“I thank you, father and uncle : but do you know, I
am just in love with her myself.”

“So am I!” cried Roger Malcolm.
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“Egad, if I was younger I'd ask her to be a mother
to you, May,” said her father.

“I hope she may be my sister some day.”

“By Jove! that's so.”

“You mean that she may marry Andrew?” ‘I f

“¥Yes:" 1
“Lordy! can he win her?” J
“I hope so.”
“He ought to, for he’s 2 handsome dog, and has
most winning ways.”
“If he doesn’t talk love to her on that long ride
I'll disinherit him,” said the father. 2
“Me, too,” echoed the uncle.
“Well, she certainly is lovely in face, form, and §
character; but I almost fear that she is engaged.”
“Deuce take it! too bad,” bluntly said Roger Mal-
colm.
“My poor boy! it will break his heart, for how can
he help loving her?” his brother said. _
“It may not be so, only I feared it, from what Mrs.
Rowland -said.”
“What did she say?”
“She was talking to me about Andrew’s saving
Nellie’s life as he did %
“Lucky dog! That ought to win her.”
“And she said it was a very romantic meeting, i-§i
deed, but would make some one very jealous.”
“Did she say who the somebody was, May?” asked
her father. ~
“She hinted that it was the young artist, Mr. Row

i
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land Rossmore, and the one who painted the picture:
\we spoke of.”

. “There’s a box here for you, Miss May, just brought:
from town,” said a servant, entering the roem.

~ “Bring it in, Charles.”

| Lor, miss, it is a greai big box.”

3§ “Oh, the painting!” cried May, and she ran to the
“fback piazza, where two men had just placed a huge
00X, ' :
o It was quickly opened and the fine painting of Row-
Wnd Rossmore was revealed. The painting was ab
nce hung in the parlor at May's request, and the three
stood gazing at it.

. “It is a splendid work of art,” said Andrew Mal-
Joolm. ) ‘

A “Yes, and the portraits are fine, for see mine and
“WMay’s, and as I remember the artist, who was my com-
panion in the coach that day, and the young officer,
Damar, and the surgeon and driver are also fine.

Then, too, the scene is just the same and the road-

ents perfect. It s wonderful,” said Roger Mal-

¥ lm. “What a splendid face is Damar’s. ‘
A “It won me from the first,” Andrew M.alcolm said.
§ May made no comment. She stood with her eyes
iftiveted on the painting, or, rather, on the face of Duke
Pamar” Could, it be that that splen(h.d face would
dftever look into her own again? Could lt_be that such
| face could hide a guilty soul? Could it be that he
vas dead? That he had died with the brand of Cain
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These questions she asked herself over and oveq!
again. .

With that painting in the house she seemed to feel
better. Her whole heart had gone out to Duke Da-
mar, and yet she hid her grief from every eye.

Every night before she retired she would steal into
the parlor with her lamp and look up at. the face of
Duke Damar, and it was so in the morning.

She seemed to take a melancholy pleasure in this.
Then, too, when she sat at the piano, over which sh.e
had had it hung, she would sing plaintive songs until
her heart was full. :

One day she received a letter from Nellie Rowland.

It was as follows:
: “Sea VaLE, Sunday.
“My Dear May: I wish to have you come and visit
me here at Sea Vale. Come to stay ju§t as long as
you will and. you will make me happy. Though T~am
out of society, being in mourning, I will do all in my

g ; .
power to give you a pleasant time, and we can hav

a few callers, some boating-parties, rides, and drives.

“There is to be a frequent visitor, one who writes
he is coming to the village to spend some time 1n W(;J[k'
and mother always invites him to dine. I refer to ME
Rowland Rossmore, the artist. . 2
company, and you may enjoy his society; but I wis
you with me while he is here. : o

“I need you, so don’t fail me, dear May. AnsW i
by return mail when to expect you, and ask y(;u
father and uncle to drive over with you for a vxfe?k, of
the change will do them both good. Mother joins me
in this invitation most heartily, so come all of you
for. I will send for you.

He is most pleasanty
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“With love and exrecting acceptance of my most
urgent invitation, I remain, affectionately,

“NELLIE RowrLANnD.”

“Somehow I do not believe that she likes this artist
after all.” It is her mother's match-making, I guess,"'
said May, after she had finished the letter.

Then she ran to the library, where her father and
uncle were, and told them of the invitation. To her
surprise and delight they both accepted, for her father
had become quite himself once more since the arrival
of his brother. ‘

“Write that we will all come, May, and will drive
over in our own rig, so that Roger and myself can
return at will.”

“Yes, and you say Mr. Rossmore is to be there,
May ?” asked Uncle Roger. ‘

“Not as a guest at Sea Vale, uncle; but he will re-
main in the village and go on with his work, but Nel-
lie writes that he will dine often at the Hall.”

“That looks suspicious,” said Andrew Malcolm.

“Bad for our boy, I fear.”

“It would seem so: but I will be glad to meet the
young artist, and if he is to win Nellie then he must
be a splendid fellow, for if he broke her heart I'd czll
him out and shoot him.” :

“I would, also,” said Roger Malcolm eagerly.

‘Then May wrote the letter, and three days after the
family carriage rolled away from The Retreat with
the two brothers and the beautiful girl, and on be-
hind was strapped a large trunk, while a coachman and
footman were on the box.

*
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The welcome all received at Sea Vale, fron. .ars.
Rowland as well as Nellie, warmed their hearts, and
the two brothers, whose rooms adjoined, discussed
earnestly as to which was the most lovely, the splendid
home or the Widow Rowland.

The next day Rowland Rossmore dined at Sea Vale,
and he perfectly charmed the two. brothers with his
flow of wit.

“How do you like Mr. Rossmore, May "’ asked Nel-
lie that night, when they went to their rooms, which
also adjoined. There was something in Nellie's tone
and look that struck May, and she asked:

“Do you’ wish me to tell you frankly, Nellie?”

“Yes, I want your honest opinion.”

“I do not think I like him, I am sorry to say.”

“Is he not handsome?”

“Remarkably so.”

“A fine form?”

"Certainly, and looks like a soldier.”

“He is very intelligent, witty, and has talent-as an
artist ?”

“All, but somehow I am afraid of him.”

“I thank you, May, for your frankness, for so am
I afraid of him,” was Nellie’s low reply.

The two brothers, Andrew and Roger Malcolm
remained for a week at Sea Vale Hall, and they re-
gretted having to depart.

They were urged by both Mrs. Rowland and Nel-
lie to remain longer, but they felt that they ought to
tear themselves away dnd return home. -

The grand house, Jarge and beautiful grounds, the
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exceilent living, and old wines and liquors, not to
speak of the cigars, together with the drives, scenery,
sailing, and balm breezes, made them enjoy their visit.

Then they found the Widow Rowland such a charm-
ing woman, and Rowland Rossmore was such excel-
lent company, while Nellie was just as sweet as she
could be to the two old gentlemen. Buf at last they
said reluctant farewells, and telling May they hardly
expected her home within the year, they rolled away
in their carriage for The Retreat,

After their departure the house seemed quite dull,
and Mrs. Rowland remarked that she really felt most
lonesome.

“I wish we could have Rowland here, Nellie, for I
hardly see any impropriety in it, as he is named after
my husband and I have known him from 1nfancy, said
Mrs. Rowland one day.

“No, mother, it is best that Mr. Rossmore should
remain where he is. In fact, I wish he did not come
any day to dinner,” said Nellie, and her manner was
pettish.

Mrs. Rowland flowned but made no reply, yet she
saw that the artist would not be welcome as a guest
at the mansion.

One day while Nellie and May were seated in the
former's room, talking together and engaged upon
some embroidery, a servant came with a card for Miss
Malcolm. .

“For me, SarahP asked May, in surprise.

“Yes, miss.’
“Did he not ask for Miss, Rowland also?

Y03 Y T
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“No, miss, only for you,” the butler said.
“T do not know him,” and May glanced at the card
: s ! ¢ 11 2 ¥
on whlch was written the name: “Monsieur Fan-

tastique.”
“F suppose I will have to go and see who hc is.

Come, Nell.”

“Not I, for he may be some old beau of yours whom
you have forgotten.”

“Well, I have forgotten him if .I ever knew him,”
and May left the room.

Mrs. Rowland was in the village, and the butler had
retired to his dommlon so that there was no 6ne near.

- Entering the grand pmlors May beheld a man
standing before the large mirror complacently eying
himself. He wore a blue coat with.brass buttons, light
checked trousers with straps, a black velvet vest, spec-
tacles and a waxed mustache and imperial. -

“My dear mees, I vas zo glad to see you,” he said,
with the accent of a Frenchman, and he bent nearly,
double.

“I am Miss Malcolm, sir, if your card was meant
for me,” she said coldly.

“Tt vas, mees, and I am ze Monsieur Fantastique.”

“So your card informed me, sir; but may I ask
why you have called, for I hardly recall having meb
you before?”

The parlors were not very bright; but, as she spoke
May fixed her eyes more attentively upon her visitor,
and then, with a slight cry she started back

“Ah, you know me, sister mme?’
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“Yes, I do know you, Roger, and I would know
why you have come-here?” '

“For money.”

“You cannot get any from me.” ™

“Ah, yes, I will, for you must give it to me.”

“I will not.”

“Look here, May Malcolm, while you revel in
wealth, I am starving,” he said fiercely.

“If you suffer you have brought it upon yourself,
Roger.”

“Don’t preach, girl.”

“I know the truth hurts you; Roger.”

“You never did do anything for me,” he said sul-
lenly. : :

“Oh, brother, do not say that, for you know that I
used to give you all my spending-money and that I
gave you my jewelry, trinkets, and all the little sou-
venirs I had. No, Roger, I have nothing to reproach
myself for in my treatment of you, and you know, too,
that father has spent a small fortune in helping you
out of scrapes. You are my brother, Roger Malcolm,
but you are a bold, wicked man; your hands are crime-
stained, and, did I betray you you would go to the
gallows.”

“You will not betray me, for you can prove noth-
ing.”

“I can prove that yan killed father’s nurse, and
meant to rob the house.” :

“Oh, no, for no one knows that you saw me that
night, and the man who, captured me is dead.” '

“Alas!”
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“Oh, yes, you See that you have no hold on me,
and if you do not help me, I tell you, May Malcolm,
you shall rue it.”

“T do not fear your threats.”

“Well, I will strike at those you love—your father
and your uncle.”

“No, no, you would not do this, bad as you are.”

“Yes, I would, and T will.”

“How much do you want, Roger, to leave the coun-
try and never return?’ asked May suddenly. -——-

“Why should I leave the country?”

“Because I will not give you a dollar unless you
do.”

“And never return?”’

£ Yes."

“I will require a snug sum, Miss Malcolm, to make
an exile of myself.”

“How much?”

“Say twenty thousand.”

“You are crazy.”

“That is my price.” :

“T could give you.no such sum if T would.”

“You have mother’s diamonds in your keeping, and
they are worth much more.”

“For shame! do you mean that I should part with
those ?”’

“Pawn them and get them out when you can.”

“Never!”

Sra] must have money.”
o Lwill not give it.to you.” -
“Why ?”’ :

T
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“Because it will go as all the other has uone, and
do you no good.”

“You must give me a thousand dollars, May.”

“T will not.”

“This is your decision?”

“Ves’

“Irrevocable ?”

¥ese!

“Then I must get it at home.”

“Oh, why did you come here—how did you find
me?”

“T looked you up because I had to have money, and
I knew that that terrible young soldier was dead, and
I need have no fear now.”

“I tell you, I will not give you the money, for I
cannot, without going to father or uncle, raise over a
hundred dollars.”

“Ask your friend, for she’s an heiress.”

“T will not.”

“Then dear father and Uncle Roger must suffer.”

“Stay, Roger, what would you do?”

“Get money.”

“How ?”

“In any way that I can.”

“I shall telegraph them, nay, I will have you ar-
rested, be the consequences what they may, if you do
not leave this place, yes, and go far from here.”

Her eyes flashed as she spoke, and, springing toward
her, he grasped her arm while he hissed forth:

“Do you dare threaten me? ‘Come, girl, T want
those earrings, finger-rings, and' the elegant watch you
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wear, for the trinkets are worth a cool thousand, and
if you do not meet me:to-morrow at the boat-house
with fifteen hundred in cash, I swear to you that no
life shall stand in the way of my getting it. Come,
off with the trinkets, or I'll pull them off.”

She uttered a low cry, but it was heard, for a step
sounded in the hall and the next moment Rowland
Rossmore entered the parlors.

“Was that your cry, Miss Malcolm?”

He had come upon the piazza and seated himself
until he finished his cigar before ringing the bell. A
muttered curse escaped the lips of the man, but, bow-
ing low, he said, in broken English:

“Oh, monsieur, my old pupil vas laugh, not ery.
You vas make ze meestake, monsieur.”

“Pardon me.”

And the artist bowed low and was turning away

when May called-out:
“Oh, sir, do not leave me alone with this man, for

I did cry out, as you supposed.”
“What! T was not mistaken, then? Come, sir ;. what

does this mean?”

“Oh, monsieur, my leetle pupil vas ze leetle fright-,
ened pecause I vas tell her I vas end my life. I .vas
French, monsieur, and Frenchmans commit vat you‘
call ze suicide with avec beaucoup pleasure.” ‘

“If you do not get out; sir, I'll save you the pleasure
of taking your own llfe,’ sternly said Rowland Ross—
more.

“*Ze lady- viil not te}l me to go.”

" “Mr. Rossmore, let me explam humrhatmg as it 13

-
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. for me to do so. This man is not a Frenchman, he

is my own brother, and one who has chosen an evil
career in life with every incentive to' keep on an hon- '
orable course. He was cast off by my father, and since
then I have done all in my powel for him wnhout my
father’s knowledge.

“He is wholly unworthy, and came here to extort *

from me a large sum of money. - I refused, and T beg
of you to see him safely away from here, and please
say to the village constable that if he is seen about here
to arrest him and I will appear against him, as he

forces me to do so.”

She spoke firmly, and Roger Malcolm ‘saw that he
had gone too far. He had brought her to bay, and
he knew that she was acting not for herself, but to" "
save her father and uncle from his threats.

“Come, sir, you go with me,” and Rowland Ross-
more grasped the arm of Roger Malcolm with a force
that made him shriek.

“By Heaven! but there’s but one man I ever met
that has a grip like that, and you are—that man, Row-
land Rossmore,” cried Roger Malcolm, as he turned
toward the light and got a-full look into the face of
the artist, who, at his words, started back and cried:

“Rogers! can it be you?”

“Yes, I am the one you knew as Rogers

“Now put me out; Rowland Rossmore,” was the cool
teply of the scoundrel, SR e

In response to the remark of Roger Malcolm the:
artist-said a few words-in a low- tone: - What: they
were Mav dld not catch, “but she’ sald quzckly, and with
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evident surprise at seeing that they were known to

each other: :
“You know my brother, then, Mr. Rossmore, and

he threatens you?”

“Know him, indeed I do, Miss Malcolm, though in ’

his present disguise 1 did not, while my face being in
shadow he did not recall me until he heard my name.
I am sorry to see him here, threatening you, for he
once saved my life, and that is why he defies me, know-
ing that I would not wish him harm.”

Then turning to Roger Malcolm, he continued, ad-
dressing him as he had known him in the past:

“Come, Rogers, this is unmanly; come with- me,
and we'll talk over matters. You will withdraw your
charge, Miss Malcolm ?”

She drew herself up and said firmly:

“Mr. Rossmore, were it for myself, yes, for I do
not fear:my unfortunate brother, cruel as he has been
to me and wicked beyond all conception. It is for
others that I refuse to withdraw my determination to
let the law take its course.

“I have spared him before, I have been merciful,
but he disregards all, and in sending him to prison,
yes, perhaps to the gallows, I but save the life of those
most dear to me, my father and my uncle. Roger
‘Malcolm has gone too far and he must suffer the pen-
alty, so I say to you, sir, deliver him up to the authori-
ties in the village.”

Her face was livid, her lips quivering; but her eyes
flashed and there was resolution to keep her word
stamped. upon every feature. The beg.fu_t.l.ful. _gjgﬂ;ﬂ
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girl was at bay to save those she loved from her own
brother.

“May! Sister!” cried the man, seeing that he had
aroused her to determined action.

“Silence, Roger Malcolm! Do not appeal to me, for
I swear to you that I am merciless. Mr. Rossmore,
will you do as 1 ask, or shall I call the servants to
carry my brother to the village jail?”

“I will obey your bidding, Miss Malcolm, for your
brother seems far worse than I thought. Come, you
must go with me, Malcolm.”

“Will you thus repay the past, Rowland Rossmore ?”
said Roger Malcolm.

“I will do all I can for you, Malcolm; but you must
go. Come! don’t force me to use this,” and he drew
a pistol from his pocket.

“May Malcolm, I am not yet hanged, so beware!”
savagely said the wicked man, turning upon her a look
of intense hatred.

She made no reply, ang Rossmore led him from the
parlors, and, with his arm locked in his, started down
the gravel drive toward the highway. '

“Well?” said the prisoner, as they got out of sight
of the mansien.
~ “What made you do such a thing, Rogers?”

“You know my name now, so call me by it.”

“Well, Malcolm, why did you go there after your
sister ?’ . _ : v

“I wanted money, and.I do not care to be lectured.
T'saw the 160k you gave me and ‘heard your words:
What do you intend to do?”




268 " A Bond Between Themn.

“For the sake of the past, let you go.”
“T need money.”

“How much?”

“All I can get.” :

“I will give you a few hundred, Malcolm, on condi-
tions.’

“I accept no conditions.”

“Very well; I'll give you nothing but your free-
dom.” ;

“Hold on; don’t say that, for I have but ten dollars
to my name, for this rig I have on took all I had. T
must have money.”

“What is the smallest sum that will do you?”

“I want five thousand dollars.”

“You are a fool, Malcolm.”

“You have it.”

“T have not.”

)

“Well, you are trying to marry rich, or you would
not be visiting the rich heiress, Miss Rowland. They
told me a young artist expected to carry off that prize,
and it threw me out, for I intended to get some money
and play French count, to marry her myself.”

“Malcolm, you certainly are a most delightful vil-
fain.” .

“Thank you for nothing, Artist Rossmore, but I
want money.”’

“How much can you do with, for I eertainly wish
to help you.”

"“A thousand now.”

“You will not come here Eigain 2
TR s {
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“No, I'll make my demands through you.”

AR L :

“Yes, that will be better, or that little spitfire sister
of mine will hang me.”

“She hinted that she could do so; but I will see
after a while if I cannot arrange an income for you,
when I have a talk with your father.”

“May got her firmness from him, so don’t try.”

“Leave it to me; but in the meantime, I will give
you a thousand dollars, when we reach the hotel in
the village—no,'you had better go into.yonder woods
and await my return, and I will bring it to you. Then
I must tell a story, and say that you escaped from
me.” v {

“Will that hurt you, Rossmore?”

“I’d rather be truthful; but await me yonder.”

“All right,” and the two parted.

Half an hour after Rowland Rossmore was back
again, and he had the money promised. It was nearly
dark, and Roger Malcolm said:

“As you forgot to bring me a horse or a carriage,
I will borrow a boat from yonder pretty house. Yes,
there is a very pretty yacht, I see, which one man can
handle, and I am a good sailor. Then, the craft will
bring a couple of hundred in the city. Good-by, Ross- -
more, and thank you for not going back on an old
pard. What is your address, by the way "

“You may address me to this village, and should L
be away my letters will be forwarded; but remember,
T am not to be fleeced by you, but I will do all I:can,”

“You can do more when you get the heiress,” was
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the reply, with a rude laugh, and Rowland Rossmore
turned and walked away. s

“T would see Miss Malcolm, Corks,” he said to the
butler, and he entered the parlor,

When he had left the house with his prisoner, May
Malcolm had sunk down upon a sofa, almost fainting.
But she had rallied, and, making her way to the di-
ning-room, had taken a glass of wine, which had re-
vived her. Then she had gone back to her room and
told Nellie the full story of her evil brother’s life. She
had hidden nothing, and ended with:

“Now, Nellie, you know that we have a skeleton
in our closet, too.”

“You have my deepest sympathy, May, and I ap-
preciate your confidence; but will you let the law take
its course ?”’

“T must, so I will at once return home and report
to my father.”

“I will go with you; but where was it, I wonder,
that Mr. Rossmore and your brother. met?”

“I do not know, and Mr. Rossmore said that Roger
had once saved his life.”

Just then the butler announced : :

“Mr. Rossmore to see Miss Malcolm.”

“Come with me, Nellie, for you know all.”

Down to the parlor they went, and Rowland Ross-
more seemed surprised to see Nellie; but May said:

“I have told Miss Rowland all, Mr. Rossmore.”

“Miss Malcolm, I have a confession to make to
you,” he said, in a low, earnest tone. d

“Yes, Mr. Rossmore.”
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“You heard me say that I owed to your brother
my life ?”

“I did.” ,

“He saved my life at the risk of his own, and so,
feeling that it would be the best for you, for all, and
not wishing to be the one to take him to prison, for
he told me that you could send him to the gallows, I
set him free.”

“Thank God!’ came in fervent tones from the lips
of May Malcolm.

“It is better so.”

“Yes, far better so,” May added.

“T am glad that you do not censure me, Miss Mal-
colm.” :

“And you gave him money, Mr. Rossmore "

“A trifling sum.”

“T will repay it to you.”

“Under no consideration, Miss Malcolm, and you
will hurt me if you refer to it again; but some day
I wish to have a talk with your father about Roger,
and he may come around all right.” '

“Never!”

“We can but try.” .

“Yes, and we will; and I thank you, Mr. Rossmore,
with all my heart. Now let us forget what has oc-
curred.” -

And she held out her hand to the young artist in a
way that showed how glad she was that he had al-
lowed her wicked brother to go free.




CHAPTER XXXI.

PICKED UP AT SEA.

True to his word, Roger Malcolm stole the little -

yacht from its anchorage off a handsome villa on the
Sound, a mile distant from Sea Vale. It was a pretty
craft, Sloop-rigged, and of a couple of tons burden.

He went on board as soon as it was dark, and, to
his delight, found that she had been stored for a short
run, for there was a large tin box of provisions in the
, tiny cabin, some bedding, and a cask of water on
~ board. -
~ “I think she will sell well in Boston, and she should
_bring me at least five hundred, on a pinch. TI'll head
for Boston.”

The tide was running out, and as he did not wish
to set sail, for fear of being seen, he got up anchor
and let the yacht drift away into the Sound. There
he hoisted his jib and mainsail, and started for Boston.

He was, as he had said, a good sailor, and he knew
the coast well, having been forced to once serve om
a coaster as a deck-hand, and also cruised as a youth
along the shores in a yacht with his father and An-
drew Malcolm.

He had also, in other days, gone on cruises with
Andrew, and thus had gotten to be a fairly good sea-
. man.. :

- “I'll make Boston, with the wind holding a3 it does
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now, about to-morrow night, so I can stand the loss
of sleep that long,” he said.

The moon soon rose to light his way, and as the
wind freshened, he went bowling along at an eight-
knot rate. ;

It was just daybreak when he passed Montauk
Light, but as he got the full force of the ocean breeze
and sea, he was compelled to luff up and reef.

He had his breakfast out of the stores on board,
took a pull at a brandy-flask, and then, held on. his
way once more.

But as he got farther along he did not like the looks
of the sky or sea. The sky was darkening, and the
sea seemed to be in sympdthy with it. He had held
well out, wishing to pass to the leeward of Nantucket
Island, and now began to feel sorry that he had not
kept close inshore; but he had wished to avoid coast-
ing-vessels that might think it strange to see a small
craft with one man on board. T

The wind began to-increase in violence until he was
obliged to reef close. With mainsail only, and this
reefed down, he got along for a while quite well, but
the clouds grew blacker and blacker, the sea ran
higher, and the wind began to blow a gale.

“I must lay to, or go under!” he cried, and he at-
tempted to bring the yacht to.

But he was worn out with his hard work; a huge
wave boarded over the stern and knocked him off his
feet, and the mast broke off close with the deck.  Ha-
stily he cut away the wreck, and then sank down in
the cockpit to await the result. That result he feared
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.uld be death, and the life he had led came before
him in all its vividness. i
The wind had changed, and he was being driven
t to sea, and he found that he had not three days’
: Then it was that the wretched man be-

ou
provisions.
gan to bemoan his fate.

He had with him the money which had been given

him by Rowland Rossmore, and more, which he had
yobbed an.old gentleman of, though he had professed
o have nothing. That he should die with all this
money-with hitn was a fearful thought.

“If T was penniless and wretched, it would not bhe
so bad,” he groaned.

Thus the .day passed, the little yacht standing the
rude buffets of the waves splendidly.

As the day passed on, the smoke of a steamer hove
in sight, and Roger Rossmore saw that if she did
not change her course ‘she must pass near him.

Nearer and nearer she came, until at last he was
seen and the steamer stood down toward him. He
had not signaled her, for he had recognized the vessel.
1t was the Vidette, the revenue cutter that Andrew
Malcolm commanded.

Soon he was taken.on board the boat that was sent
to his rescue, and the officer seeing that the yacht’s
hull was in perfect condition, said:

“We can tow your craft to port.”

“You vas vera goot, monsieur; but it vas no mat-
ter,” said Roger Malcolm, who was again pretending
to be a Frenchman, hoping to deceive his brother.

“T vas ze tutor at ze home of a gentlemans, and go

— —

»

Picked Up at Sea.

out for ze pleasant sail, so ze vinds blow me avay,” he
explained. '

“Well, we’ll save your boat,” and a line was at-
tached and taken on-board the cutter, the officer ex-
plaining the situation to Captain Malcolm, who at
once invited the rescued man into his cabin.

“As I see that you have the Whisper there, sir, you
must be a tutor at the Craddocks, for I know the
little craft,” said Andrew Malcolm.

“Yes, it vas ze home of ze Craddocks vere I lives,
Monsieur le Capitaine,” and Roger Malcolm was very
uneasy.

Then Captain Malcolm arose and approached him.

“Sir, you are disguised, for this is a wig you wear,
and—by Heaven! you are Roger Malcolm!”

“I am, so what are you going to do about it, Brother
Andrew?” was the response.

“Roger, do we meet again, after all your promises
to leave the country after I last paid you the money
you asked ?”

“I was taken ill and robbed of the-money, and so
tried to earn money by teaching,” was the ready lie.

“Where did you get that boat ?”

“I borrowed it.”

Andrew Malcolm was deeply moved. He had aided
Roger over and over again, helped him out of innu-
merable scrapes. Now he said:

“Roger, you know that I know you as you are, and
once more, and once only, will I help you. I will
believe your story about being ill and robbed, and
that you are a tutor, for what else could have made
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you appear as you now do? I will give you an out~

fit, one thousand dollars, and the money to get a
ticket from Boston to England.

“Then, if I hear of you again, I shall be forced to
act, and act I will, and you know I could be the wit-
ness against you in the case when you killed poor
young Harding. Now, I do not wish to seem severe;
but you must and shall leave this country. I am rich
now in my own right, very rich, so it ig not to get
your inheritance from you that I wish you to leave.
The amount you would have had your father has al-
ready spent on you, to save you from prison, and my
share, for he made me co-heir with May, I shall give
to her, for my fortune is a large one, through my,
father, who has returned home.”

“And yet you give me but a pittance of one thou-
sand dollars?”

“Think of what I have given you, which your father
and sister know nothing about.” '

“Call it twq thousand, and I'll go.”

“T’ll do it, upon the proviso that if you return to
worry your father, May, or myself, I will have you
arrested.”

“Agreed.”

“Now, then, I will run into Newport and start you
from there.”

The order was given to head the cutter for New-
port, and the next morning Roger Malcolm bade his
cousin good-by, and promised to lead a different life.
Then he took the train for Boston, to take the steamer
there, but he did not leave the country, and laughed
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at the way he had fooled Captain Malcolm into givs
ing him more money.

“My little shipwreck panned out pretty well, after
all,” he said, with a chuckle at his success. “Now
to work dear Uncle Roger for all I can get out of
him, and I must see him before May or Andrew does

for ‘they might give me away. I'll change my dis~
guise and start for The Retreat.”
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CHAPTER XXXIL
THE SEA-CHASE,

“My young friend, I wish to do all I can to save

: e Sy

you, for somehow I believe your story,” said the cap
tam of the brig, when he heard that the bark was
putting about as though to come 1n chase of lnTn.
Then he gave the order to crowd all sail on the brig,
adding : o

“] am not supposed to know that the bark 1s in
chase, and if he catches the Widow McCree he's got
a fast craft, indeed.”

In the meantime, the bark had begun the chase,
for it had been decided that the prisoner was on b yard
of her.

The detectives had arisen for breakfast, and, as
their prisoner did not _come out, one of them went
to his stateroom and knocked.

As there was no answer, he tried the door, but
Damar had locked it and taken the key.

Loud knocking elicited no response, and the_ door
was broken in. Then it was seen that the prisoner
was gone. . =

An alarm was given, search made, and the rope was
Found trailing out of the stern port. . L

Then it was remembered that the brig lay near
during a part of the night, and it was felt that he
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had daringiy made his escape by swimming to the
other vessel.

“Put about at once, captain, and we'll take him,”
said Logan, the leader of the detective trio.

“A stern chase is a long one, Mr. Logan, and I
cannot spare the time.”

“I will pay you well, sir, I assure you.”

The other detectives also- urged, and the captain
said :

“I will start in chase, but if I find I cannot over-
haul the brig before night, I will give it up.”

This was agreed to, and the bark was put about, all
sail crowded on her, and she went flying along in
pursuit of the brig.

“We are gaining, but the brig sails well. Then, this
bark is a flier, and no mistake,” the captain said, after
half an hour’s chase.

Thus the hours passed away until late in the after-

noon, when the bark was but half a mile astern of the
brig.

All signals had been unheeded by those.on the brig,
but that she had done her best to escape, those on the
bark could see.

“It's no use, sir, for she will catch us by night,”
said the captain of the brig to Duke Damar.

“You have done well, captain, and I thank you.”

“I will come to, sir, and refuse to give you up.”

“Refuse, but do not resist, for I wish no trouble

on my account. If they resort to force, I will give
myself up.” :
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The brlcr was now brought to, and the bark soon
after came near, and the captain hailed:

“Ho, the brig!”

“Ahoy, the bark!”

“We have been in chase of you.”

“Why ?”’

“We believe you have a prisoner on board that es-
caped from our vessel last night and swam to yours.”

“I have ope who escaped, as you say, and asks my)
protection.”

“Do you intend to give him up?”

“If T refuse?”

“We treble you in force, and shall board and take
him, for I have officers of the law on my vessel, and
1 warn.you not to resist.”

“T will yield,” and Duke Damar stepped from the
companionway ; then he called out:

“Send a boat for me!”

A’ cheer came from on board the bark, and a boat
was at once lowered, the three detectives coming in it.
As they boarded, Logan, whom his two companions
addressed as captain, said:

““Captain, glance at these papers, and you w:ll see

that my authority is all right.”

The captam of the brig glanced at them, and re-
plied :

“‘I have nothing to say, sir, , more than that I think

you have made a m:stake for if this man is what you.

claim him to be, T am no judge of the human face.
cGood-by, Mr. Damar, @nd 1 hepe you will: come ot
all rlght 2 :

1
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Duke Damar wrung the captain’s hand in farewéll,
again thanked him, and went over the side into the
boat. :

“You have gotten yourself into irons, sir, by last
night’s work,” said Captain Logan, as the boat pulled
back to the bark.

“You have the power, sir, so I yield,” was the stern
reply.

Ten minutes after Duke Damar was in his state-
room, iron chains upon his ankles and wrists, and the
bark was again on her way toward the Pacific.

The run she made was a rapid one, and when
she dropped anchor in San Francisco harbor, Captain
Logan went ashore to get quarters for them in the
town, and to see what ‘was best to be done.

The captain of the bark was paid for his services,
and late that night a boat came off, and the detective
trio and their prisoner were rowed shoreward. At
the dock was a carriage, and, entering it, the party
was driven away. :

“You are leaving the town, sir,” said Duke Damar,
as the vehicle rolled out of the city limits. 3

“Yes, we are going to quarters out of town, for
the present.”

“Why not take me to the jail at once?”

“We do not care to have your capture known for
there are others to be taken yet.”

Duke Damar made no reply, and ‘after an hours,
drive the .vehicle drew up at a ranch 51tuated in a.‘
wild reqmn of country. 3

Here the party left the vehicle, and Damar’ ioundf"‘

»
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himself in a small room where he was told that he
could retire. He was still manacled, but being tired
out, went to bed, and was soon sleeping soundly.

The.next day he was well cared for, and in the eve-
ring Captain Logan told him that he would be com-
pelled to take him to Cheyenne.

“To Cheyenne?" asked Damar, in amazement.

“Such are my orders.”

“T thought I was to be tried for a murder com-
mitted in San Francisco?”

“So I supposed, sir, and I find that the murder
was committed when you were stationed at Fort For-
ward.” :

“T cannot understand this, sir.”

“Tt was my mistake, sir, by having orders to take

you to San Francisco. - We start to-night, sir, by
stage, and will go through all right. If you are
quiet and give us no trouble, we will go by regular
stage; but if you try and create a disturbance, I will
take a stage for our party, and will have to keep

you heavily ironed.”

“] am in your hands, sir, and have no desire to
give you trouble. - I have written my lawyers to meet
me in San Francisco, as you know, and I must now
write to have them come on to Cheyenne.” ;

“I will mail the letter at once, sir, and have pen,
ink, and paper brought you here.”

“You are doubtless doing your duty, Detective Lo-
gan; but you will find that in my arrest you have
made a great mistake, for T am not the man you are

in search of.”

The Sea-chase.

“I hope you will be able to prove that at the trial,
sir. But we must be off within a short while, and if
we find stage-coaching too hard for us, we will get
horsesiand take it more easily, for there is no hurry.”

“No hurry, Detective Logan " :

“No, -sir.”

“There may not be for you and your comrades,
who are paid for your time; but for me, accused of
murder, there is reason for hurry, and I fret at the
long delay of a sea voyage, and then this unparden-
able mistake that causes us to go from here to Chcy;
enne, before I am brought before my accusers. - Yes,
sir, there is a hurry,; and I beg of you not to delay,”
and the voice of Duke Damar rang with anger.

Half an hour after the prisoner and the . detective .
trio were seated in a stage on the Overland trail,
bound eastward.




CHAPTER XXXIIL

CARDS WELL PLAYED,

True to his word, Roger Malcolm made his way
to the neighborhood of his boyhood’s home, The Re.-
treat, the home which he had dishgnored by his evil

career. -
Disguising himself as a countryman, he went to an

obscure inn near The Retreat, and sent a note for lgs
uncle to come and see an old friend who was in
distress.

Never deaf to such an appeal, Roger Malcolm
mounted his horse and rode into town. He was
ushered into “Mr. Rogers’” room, and saw a young
man, instead of an old one. Upon his face was the
stamp of dissipation and sin.

“You do not know me, Uncle Roger?”

“Can you be my poor brother’s boy, the son of the
woman I loved, the one whom Andrew has told me
he has utterly cast off forever?” cried Roger Malcolmﬁ.
senior, with anger, pity, and disgust in look and
voice. 2

“I am that unfortunate young man, sir; but I have
reformed, and-so have come to get you to lielp me
lead a good life.” {

The old man gazed fixedly at the young one, and’|

the eyes of ‘the latter quailed beneath his gaze. He
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seemed to be trying to recall something in the scamp’s
face, and at last he said:

“You have been a bad boy, Roger.”

“A little wild, sir.”

“Well, call it so; but I have heard serious charges
against you.” -

“All wind, sir, for my father is an old fool, and
cannot, like-a man of the world, such as you have
been, understand how a young man can be a trifle
wild.”

“Tell me your story of your life, Roger,” said the
old man, in a kindly tone. 3 :

It was given, and Roger Malcolm, junior, made
himself act almiost angelic 'in character.

“Well, well, how you have been misunderstood and,
abused, my boy.”

"'l have, indeed, sir,” and Roger, junior, wept.

“Now, what do you wish me to do?”

“I would like to go far away, sir, and begin life
anew, for if I had a few thousand I could go into
business, and I could win a name of honor, and father
would- be ashamed of himself in the end for the way
he has treated mie, while May, who has snubbed me,
and Andrew, who has been most -unkind, would find
out. their mistake.”

“How would you like cattle-raising ?”

“The very thing, sir, for I understand it.”

“You did not speak of having been West ?”

“I forgot that, sir.”. seaa

“Where were you, for I wish to see that you get
justice 2’
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“] was ranching out on the Overland, or, that s,
2 »

was cowboy for a cattleman.

“Did you like it?”

“Above all things, sir.

X %

& 4 )

“Have you any money now &

“None, sir, other than a few dollars I earned at
, SIT,

hard labor.” : :
“Well, my son, I will tell you what I will do.

5 ir.” 4 ;
"?e\?ills come in to-mMOrrow to.see you, and ;vxll
bring you a letter to a friend of mine out \Yest. . cl)u
will find him at Cheyenne, and by a tal-k with him he
will decide as to the best place fqr yot to settle, arlld
all the money—that is, within limt, you know—he

i der.”
will ddvance you on my Or
“Tt would take well up, Uncle Roger, to start a

ra‘j‘CXl: .es, it could not be done well under ten thouszmlii1
dollars: but I am a rich man, and long agovwmtll
have supplied .you haudsome’l‘y had I thought you the
good fellow you say you are. &

“Thank you, Uncle Roger, and would”you give me
a letter to some clergyman in Cheyenne? o,

“My acquaintance with the clergy, my _dea.r I?u_y, 1S
somewhat limited; but my friend there will introduce
you to those you ought to know.”

“You are so good, sir.” ;

“I am acting from a sense of ju'.s:txce and duty,
Roger ; but to-morrow I will see yoﬁu.”

“Don’t speak a word to father, sir.

“No, indeed, nor to May."”
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“She is not at home.”

“How did you know that?”

“I asked, sir,” said the scamp, choking back the lie.

“Well, I guess two hundred in cash will be enough
to get you to Cheyenne ?”

“l need more clothes, sir, and will be glad if you
make it a little more.”

“Well, T will make it three hundred, and will be
here to-morrow.”

And the next day Roger Malcolm was as good as
his word, and saw his nephew leave town, armed with
a letter to his friend in Cheyenne, and with three
hundred dollars in his pocket.

“The letter says to give me all I need, so it’s worth
while going out West again for. Ves, I'll get a cool
ten thousand, and that, with what I have, I can go

ahead on and catch some rich wife. Ha, ha! T have

| played my cards well !”

* * %k * * ¥ *

After parting with his sinful adopted brother, Cap-
tain Malcolm ordered the yacht to be refitted and put
in perfect trim at his expense, and then delivered to
the owners, for he could not get it out of his head
that Roger Malcolm had stolen it. Then he set sail
for Providence, where the cutter would have to un-
dergo repairs for a couple of weeks, and during the
time he intended to give himself a holiday.

Letters at Providence told him that May was visit-
ing at Sea Vale Hall, and so he went to the village,
secured comfortable quarters, and was about to start

-
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for a visit to Sea Vale, when the landlord told him
of Rowland Rossmore and brought the two young men
together. Z |

“Accept a seat with me in my buggy, for I am go-
ing over now,” said the artist, and the young sailor
gladly consented.

On the.way Rowland Rossmore deemed it his duty
to make known the scene that had occurred at Sea
Vale with Roger Malcolm, telling him that he feared
the man might not keep his word and leave the coun-
try.

Andrew was deeply pained to find out how he had
been deceived, and said that he would at once send a
detective on his track. Then he told Rowland Ross-
more how he had picked him up at sea and what had
occurred.

“I will drive you back at once, Captain Malcolm,
so that you can send an officer after him, for I believe
that he will do some harm yet to his father or sister,
in his determined effort to get money.”

So back to the village they went, and an officer was

at once despatched to Newport to go upon the track

of Roger Malcolm from there.

The artist then drove the sailor out to Sea Vale,
and a warm welcome was extended*to them.

That evening Captain Andrew Malcolm took May
aside and told her what he knew about Roger.

“And more, May, I will now tell you all that I do
know about him, how I have secretly helped him time
and again, and I wish you to tell the truth, for if he
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has not left the country, he must not be allowed to
do further evil, be he what he may to us.” :

Astonished at the depth of her brother’s infamy,
May then told who it was that had attempted to rob
their home, and who had killed the nurse.

“I shall leave for The Retreat to-morrow, May, and
place the whole matter before my father, for it is best
that your good -father, in his ill health, should not be.
worried in the matter.”

The next day Captain Malcolm left for The Retreat.
To his delight, he met his father in town. and they
went to a room in the hotel to have a talk together.
{To his father the young captain told all that he knew
of Roger’s villainies, and Mr. Malcolm listened in
silence.

“Here is a telegram I had for you, and I thought
by that that you were coming, my son,” said Mr.
Malcolm quietly, and the captain was surprised at his
father’s indifference to the story he had heard.

“It is from my man, and says: ‘I traced him to
Boston; then took ticket for D Will follow on
krgin 2

“He has come here, then?”

“He has been here, my son, two days ago, and has
gone.”

“You saw him?’ @

“Yes.”

“He imposed on you?” :

“Andrew, I have lived too long to be thoroughly
taken in by a villain. I heard his story, and I wished
to help him if he meant to do good, so I sent him
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out to Cheyenne, with a letter to a friend of mine
there. 1 wrote another letter, though, by a detective
who went on the same train, and that said to keep

the young man there with various excuses until a

party called to see him, and then to act according to
what that visitor said was best to be done. Now that
1 have heard your story, I will write again, giving
full facts, so leave our interesting kinsman in my
hands, and do not speak to my brother about it.”

“By no means, sir, and I feel that in”your hanids
all will be well.”

“Now let us go home, and your uncle will be as
glad to see you as I am,” and they started for The
Retreat in the family carriage in which Roger Mal-
colm had come into town. “

In the meantime, Roger Malcolm, junior, was fiy
ing westward on the train. His vicious, cruel heart
was happy at his success, and he saw a chance to get
quite a little fortune in his hands before long.

It was his custom to drink deeply, and so, when a
quiet-looking fellow passenger on board asked him
to. join him in a glass of brandy from his private
flask,she readily consented. © The ice thus broken, the
two became quite chummy. :

“Whither going, pard?” said Roger.

“To Cheyenne.” ®

“So'am L. Shake!”

They shook, and were inseparable from that time
imtil they left the stage at Cheyenne.

Roger’s friend 'said that ‘his name was Grim, and
that he was out on a “prospecting-trip.”’

——
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“We'll be pards, for I'm prospecting, too.”

Then Roger presented his letter, was well received,
and given every encouragement. ‘

“You'll have to wait for me for some days, before
I can go with you to look around, but then I’ll be at
your service,” said Roger Malcolm, senior’s, friend,
who answered to the name of Marsden.

Roger was very willing to wait, for the hotel was
not a bad one, the whisky was not of the vilest, and
gambling was good. He made the acquaintance of a
Colonel Marsden, who became quite friendly with
Roger during the short period of their stay. Thus
passed ten days, and Colonel Marsden said that he
was ready to go. Then he found that Roger Mal-
colm had lost all his money .in gambling, and had
none to pay his hotel-bill or buy a horse and outfit.

Roger was very persistent, and the money was
supplied him, while his friend Grim also went along.

“Do you intend to go by Fort Forward?” asked
Roger, when they took the trail in that direction.

“Yes: but have you ever been out here before?”

“Oh, no; but I have talked so much with the boys
about the country that I know it quite well.”

“I see,” said Colonel Marsden.

Roger urged that it would be best to go in another
direction, but the colonel knew best, and ;so on they
went until one night they halted at Hank’s Ranch.

The colonel was well known to Hank, and there
were others present who were introduced, and soon
after Colonel Marsden invited all to his room, which

was in an outer cabin, to enjoy a little game, he said. .
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They had not been long there before loud voices
were heard, then a couple of pistol-shots, and after-
ward all was quiet.

The next morning early Colonel Marsden and Mr.
Grim started back on the trail to Cheyenne. Arri-
ving there, Mr. Grim took the stage eastward until
they reached the railroad, and there he bought a ticket
for a town in Connecticut.

Upon arriving at his destination, Mr, Grim took
horse for The Retreat farm. He asked to see Mft.
Roger Malcolm, and when that gentleman entered the
parlor he greeted him cordially.

“Back again? Glad to see you. Any news T

“Much, sir.”

“My nephew is here, detairied by repairs on his ves-
sel which have taken much longer to do than he ex~
pected. He is in the secret with me, so I'll call him.”™”

In a few moments Mr. Malcolm returned with his
nephew, and presented him to Mr. Grim.

“Now, Mr. Grim.”

“Well, sir, I went West on the same train with the
party, made his acquaintance over a flask of brandy,
and we became good friends. I presented my cre-
dentials to Colonel Marsden before he did his, so we
understood each other. The colonel communicated
with General Cook, of the Rocky Mountain Detect-
ives, and he sent a man to meet us at Hank’s Ranch.

“WWe—the colonel, the party I shadowed, and my?

self-—took” the trail; but as the party had lost his

money gambling, the colonel had to pay his hotel-bilt

and buy a horse and otithit for him. ~"We found the
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Rocky Mountain Detectives at the ranch, and also
Surgeon Powell and Buffalo Bill from the fort, as
you suggested, so they were sent for.

“Then the colonel sprung his trap, told his story
as heard from you, and that you were sure. that the
prisoner was one of the road-agents who stopped the
coach the day you were on it, and was robbing you,
and you wished to see if Surgeon Powell did not
recognize him, and Buffalo Bill, who knew many
of the road-agents. If so, he was to be turned over
to the Rocky Mountain Police.

“The party, sir, was recognized by Surgeon Powell,
Buffalo Bill, and by others, and Colonel Marsden said
that he should turn him over to the Rocky Mountain
Detectives for trial. At this, sir, the party drew a
revolver and fired at the colonel; but as all rushed
toward him, he turned his pistol upon himself and
pulled trigger.” :

“Did he kill himself?” asked Mr. Malcolm quickly.

“He did, sir, for the bullet passed through his
brain.”

“And then, sir?”’

“He was decently buried, sir, over in the ranch
graveyard.”

STt is better so; better by his own hand than the
gallows,” said Captain Malcolm sadly.

“Yes; his end was better than he deserved, and I
will have Marsden write my brother a letter saying
that his son was killed and buried. there, and he need
know no more, and Marsden. will do it, . for we: were
old pards together yeags ago.” '




294 Cards Well Played.

“And May, father?”

“She will have to know all; but she is brave, and
will stand it like the brave girl that she is.”

“Now, Mr. Grim, your bill, please?”’ and Mr. Mal-
colm turned to the detective.

“Here are .all expenses, sir.”

“YVou have done well, and I will write you a check
at once, and please speak to no one about this affair.”

“1 will not, sir.” .

May heard the news in silence, for Andrew Mal-
colm went by Sea Vale Hall on his way to his vessel,
and a month after a letter came to Roger Malcolm’s
father, telling him that his son had been killed out
on the border, and his body had been decently buried,
while the few things he possessed had been sent home.

“Tt is better the bullet than the rope, Roger, for it
would have come to that,” was what the father said
on reading the letter, and from that day the outcast
son was never spoken of in the Malcolm home.

b

CHAPTER XXXIV,
THE BEGINNING OF THE END.

Buffalo Bill was patiently awaiting' the convalescence

of the assistant surgeon, so that the surgeon-scout
might accompany him in his effort to run the road-
agents to earth, discover his double, and solve the
miystery of the specter of the cafion.
It was weeks before Surgeon Powell was able to
leave the fort, and then, just as he was preparing to
depart with Buffalo Bill, a letter came from General
Cook, chief of the Rocky Mountain Detective League,
asking them both to be at Hank’s' Ranch at a certain
date. =

“We can just make it, Frank, and then we will
start upon our special trail,” Buffalo Bill said.

“Wonder what the Rocky Mountain chief wants?”
Powell remarked.

“Don’t know ; but now to plan for our trip.”

“We go alone?”

“Yes; but we are to have reserves.”

“How is that?”

“I have an idea that when we unearth these Knights
of the Trail we will need aid to bag them.” -

"Yes.” :

“There may be but half a dozen, and they may
aumber a score.”

‘(Trgg.’).‘. -
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“Now, I wish five of my best men

“Scouts ?”’ :
“Yes, my men; I want them to go to the -Lost

Cafion, entering by the southern pass, and go into
camp there, and await us.’

“Any more?”
“Yes, 1 would like to have .Captain Will Brown

start the day after the scouts, the latter to leave the
day after we go and to carry with him two sgouts
and twenty men.’ ‘

“ begin to see through the millstone, Bill.”

“The captain and his men are also to go to the
Lost Cafion, covering up their trail, and go into camp, ;
This will give us twenty- -eight men, with the captam

seven scouts, and twenty soldiers, besides ourselves '

thirty all told. On the ridge at this end of thie canon'
I wish a gpan, a scout, kept on watch, and with 51g11a15

From there he can see the hilltop over old Lone Dick’s
Cafion, and he must keep watch on it constantly. You
or I can go to the hilltop and wave a red flag three

times, the scout can turn and signal down into the

Lost Cafion, and the soldiers can cross the ridge and

= get to us within the hour.”

' “Bill, you are a trump,” cried the surgeon-scout.
“If at night, a lantern will do, and so, day or night,

we can get a ready support if we need any, while no

one will suspect the presence of cavalry and scouts.

in the Lost Cafion.”

“It is just the place, so let us see the colonel and
Captain Brown, have him pick hlS men; you pleh
yours, and we will get off at once.’
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“All rlght Surgeon Powell, and we'll go Joaded
for bear,” said Buffalo Bill, with a light laugh.

The next morning they rode out of the fort, fol-
lowed by a packhorse with all camp equipment and
an animal that would come in well should either of
those they rode meet with an accident.

It was late in the afterncon when shey reached
Hank’s Ranch, and they found there Gemeral Cook,
the chief of the Rocky Mountain Detectives. He
knew both Surgeon Powell and the chief of scouts,
and greeted them pleasantly, while he said:

"I sent for you by courier, as I had word from my
old friend, Colonel Marsden, of Cheyenne, that he
would ‘be here with a prisoner whom you would doubt-
less recognize as a former road-agent. It seems he has
be¢h carrying a high hand East, and somehow an old
Californian, Roger Malcolm, got on his track, recog-
nized him as one who held up a coach he was in when
you rescued them, Powell, along with that poor fel-
low Damar, and if you remember him, I will soon
see that he is tried and sentenced, and I can guess
what the sentence will be, for all of these knights are
murderers, This is why I asked you to be here, gen-
tlemen.” '

Not long after Colonel Marsden and his two com-
rades arrived, and the story of Grim, the detectivt;,
told to Mr. Malcolm and his son, made known how
Roger Malcolm was entrapped, his crimes link by Imk

.connected, and how, to escape the doom that he knew:
‘awaited “him, “in desperation he took his own life.:

After the burial of the suicide’s body, Colonel Mars-‘
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den set out on his return to Cheyenne, accompanied
by Grim, the detective, and General Cook and his
secret service men returned to their headquarters in
Denver. But Buffalo Bill and Surgeon Powell re-
mained at the ranch, for that was to be their starting-
point to carry out the good work before them.

“Anything new on the line of late, Hank?" asked
Buffalo Bill, after the detectives had departed.

~“Not much, though there has been a stage or two
held -up o’ late.”

“Where?"

“Nigh whar you made your rescue that day, Sur-
geon Powell.”

“Much damage done, Hank 7"

“Waal, a pilgrim were kilt, a horse or two hurted,
and some dust got from ther inside o’ ther hearse whar
it were hid.”

“Who was the driver?”’

“Ribbon Moses.”

“Many agents in the gang?”’

“Ribbon ‘Moses said as how he seen seven.”

“Any other hold-ups?”’

“One jist arter thet, but thar was a_empty hearse
and no dust, so ther knights got nothin’.”

“Who was the driver?”

“Ike Holt.”

“Many knights?”’ 2

“Thirteen, he said, and they was wolfish when they,
got nothin’, laid it on Ike as ther cause, tuk his clothes,
and with ther bucket o’ tar for ther wheels and some
feathlers fro:ﬁ'a.sgme game they had shot and picked,

%
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they treated him to a suit o’ clothin’ thet he were not
happy in when he arrove here.”

“Where was this?”

“A few miles beyond whar ther t’other hold-up
were,”’ '

“Have you heard of or seen my donuble, Hank >

“1 ain’t, since he tuk ther stage for ther East.”

“Hank, do you know your men here pretty well >”

“T guess.”

“You trust them all?’

“Pard Bill, 1 ain’t doin’ too much trustin’ now-
adays.”

“You remember my pard, Mustang Jack, who was
here with me last?”

SNAR.

“Well, can you tell me if he was pards with any
one about your place when he was here?”

“Waal, he were a leetle sociable with a feller I calls
Careless Kit, fer he are the carelestest pilgrim I ever
seen.”

’

“One of your cattlemen, is he not?”

“Yas, Bill.” ' :

“Well, Hank, we start back to the fort in the morn-
ing, and 1 wish you would let the fact be known in
an easy way.” '

“Yes, Bill.”

“And see that Careless Kit hears it early, and don't
let any one know that we wish it known, Hank.”

“I understands, Bill,” and some one calling to Land-
lord Hank from the main cabin, he walked away.




CHAPTER XXXV.
A GRIZZLY AND HIS NAMESAKE.

The detective trio, who had Duke Damar in their
keeping, did not seem to be well pleased with stage-
coach traveling. There seemed to be too many in-
quisitive travelers going their way, and they got tired
of answering questions about their prisoner. :

“We will have to take to horseback,” said Captain
Logan one night, when they were at an Overland
stage-station, delayed by a storm.

“We'll go on to Salt Lake, and there get horses
and a guide to take us to Cheyenne,” he continued.

His comrades seemed to like the idea, and Duke
Damar seemed to care but little how they went the
rest of the way.

Arriving at Salt Lake, Captain Logan carried out
his plan. He seemed to be well supplied with money,
and he bought five good horses and an outfit.

The fifth horse was used as a pack-animal, and it

" carried a small tent; bedding, cooking-utensils, and
all that was needed for a journey and camping.

The detectives bought rifles, too, 'and then set off

on their way under the guidance of a man who called

himself Grizzly George.
He had offered himself when he had heard Captain

Logan was looking for a guide, and knowing the
country from California to the Missonri, he a8

quickly engaged for the trip.
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Grizzly George was a silent man, and the detectives
seemed to stand in awe of him, for his word became
law before they had been on their way a day. He
rode some distance in advance, selected the best trails,
and always knew the best camping-places. At last
they got into the foot-hills of the Rocky Mountains,
and he said, in his quaint way :

“Horses need rest,-so will stop a day for hunting.”

“What kind of game?” asked Logan.

“Bar, deer, Rocky Mountain sheep, or anything
yer want.”

“We'll try a deer-hunt, then.”

“All right, 'l find yer plenty of game, pard, for T
knows a valley whar yer kin all stand, and I’ll drive
ther deer right up agin’ yer guns.”

The next day the halt for rest was made, and the
guide called to the detectives to come with him.

“Two of us will go.” i

“But thar is three passes out o’ ther valley, and
all should be guarded.”

“But the prisoner?”

“He’s got irons on him, so tie him to a tree.”

This was decided on, as the three detectives all
wanted the sport, and the guide said they would not
be long gone.

The guide took them to their separate stands, nar-

‘row passes. at the head of-the valley, and then said

that he would make a circuit to the foot of the vale,
and drive the game up it, and they would all have a
good chance to kill plenty of ‘deer. ' :
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Ten minutes after, Grizzly George, panting after a
long run, appeared in camp. Dule Damar' was seaf:ed
against a tree to which he was bound with a lariat,
and his hands and feet were both manacled.

“Pard. I ain’t got no time ter talk; but I overheerd
a leetle bit o’ conversation among these detectives, and
it’s goin’ hard with you if they gits you whar they
is takin” yer. 1 feels fer a human, an” so I sots yer
free, fer yer don’t look ther man ter do a mean act,
and durn me if I don’t think thar is some mistake,
Here are ther keys o' yer irons; I seen him leaye ‘em
in his coat-pocket, so jist let me unlock "em.

“Thar, now you is O. K., so I'll lock 'em ag’in, and
they’'ll think you slipped ’em over yer hands and feet.
He/re are a leetle map I drawed fer yer, and jist fol-
ler its instructions and it will take yer up to ther
Overland stage-line, which are some sixty miles from

. here. Thar yer kin catch a coach going east or west,
as yer pleases. ~

“Thar’s a extra rifle in ther tent, and weepins, too,
so take ’em, and fit yerself out with feed, also. Ther
hosses is over yonder, so take ther cap’n’s, fer he are
ther best ome. -Here are jist sixty-five dollars, all 1
kin spare, and if yer wishes ter retarn it ter me, my

name are Grizzly George, care o’ Colonel Ned Mars-
den, Cheyenne City, and it will reach me. Good-by',
pard, and fuck to yer, and you bet I won’t lead ’em
on yer trail.”

‘With this, the guide bounded away ere Duke Da-
mar could utter a word of thanks. He was free, how-
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ever, nad arms at his command, food, a horse, sixty-
five dollars in money, and a good start.

Duke Damar was stiff from his having been so long
in irons, and yet he must exert himself. Going into
the tent, he put the keys back into the pocket of Lo-
gan’s coat, found the rifle and belt of arms, hastily
gathered what food he could lay his hands upon, and
then limped off to where the horses were staked out.

The captain’s*was the best animal, and he was
quickly saddled and bridled. Then mounting, he
started on the back trail, just as some shots far down
in the valley told him that Grizzly George was at work
driving the game up for the thrée detectives to shoot.

Contrary to their wishes, Grizzly George did “jump”
a bear down in the valley, and the detectives were not
long in finding it out.

He had, after having released Duke Damar, run
rapidly back to the other end of the valley. There he
had fired his rifle, to let the trio know he was starting
the game.

Having done this, he sat down to rest, giving an
occasional yell and firing a shot or two. Having fully
rested himself, he started up the valley, when he heard
the detectives open fire.

As he neared the head of the valley he heard a wild
shriek. Then a savage roar, followed by cries of
fright and agony commingled. -

Instantly he ran forward, and upon reaching the
nearest pass saw one of the detectives lying lifeless
upon the ground, while a huge grizzly bear stood
over him. '- i :
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Up a tree were the other two detectives, emptyit}g . “Yes, he has slipped those irons over his small hands

et he huge brute : and feet, untied the rope, and gone.”
their _l’lﬂes at t‘: h'il seen just such sights before. ' “He's got the extra weapons, cap'n,” yelled the
erzzly Gemfebt{n’ pards fer yer is only makin’ other detective, from the tent.
({3 1 d ’
Quit yer sho )

| “And my horse!” shouted Logan, a moment after,
him mad,” he called out. . : ”
i v heard the voice of his namesake and : “Come, let usemount and pursue,
The grizzly hee ;

d upon him; but Grizzly George walked deliber- “Hold on, pards.”
e y : iy : . P71
n:;ily onp Then up went his rifle, there was a shot, it forr
a .

. (13 - P .
a roar, another shot, a roar and a rush, and then the | “Waal, yer has a dead pard ter plant, a b'ar ter skin,

d the lead into the beast until he fell dead ' some fresh meat ter git, and ter break up camp, fer
m?m-lmmpefeet o e ef yer goes on ther trail o’ thet young feller yer must
within ten. 1ow, pards,” said the guide go loaded, and not hev ter come back.”

“You kin come down now, p ’ ‘ Fo il ' . - _
; _ e ddedt: . Well, we'll do all and come after you, if you will
quietly ; and 5 go after him.”
“And bury your pard. .
. “Is he dead?” cried Logan anxiously.
“Tt were a grizzly as had him,” was the reply, as

though the question was a foolish one. . | And Grlzzly" George went at once; ,‘but .afte_r riding
UE fo the man went the guide and bent over himi. a couple of miles, staked his horse out and laid down,

il STy - speak o s g 2 s ; i Ll
“Every bone in his body are broke, not fer F =it to rest. Several hours after he awoke and returned
his neck. T’ll skin ther b'ar, pards, and git s to camp.

choice bits of meat off of ther deer, while you digs a
grave fer yer poor friend.”

. “I'll'do it; wait right here and I'll jine yer.”
; “All right, go at once.”
l

“Couldn’t catch him, pards,” coolly said the guide.

“Then we *will go on, strike the Overland near
Sadly the two detectives agreed to this, and they Hank’s Ranch, if you know where that is, and from
adly

bore the body to camp. , there we know the way to"Fort Forward, and will
“Where in thunder is the prisoner?” yelled Captain pay you PH and let you go. :

{ in their amazement and alarm t.he two “All right, pards,” was the reply of the guide, and
iy an(] dy. ' Then they yelled for the guide, and they pressed on at once, as they had several hours
- - }; as though he expected to have to before night. They did not suspect the guide of
}ll?llcaanl?oethreti‘mll)l;?; ‘ treachery, "but, for reasons of their own, they wished

“The prisoner has escaped!” shouted Logan. to get rid of him when they were near Hank’s Ranch.
“Yer don’t say so!” '




CHAPTER XXXVIL

5 S AILERS.
g ELESS TR/
THE TIR
H =531 o Bill, as
o2 . rifle. Frank,” said Buffgl 3=
A Gy , unt his horse an

- 7 O

the two friends saw Careless Kit m
1 ranch. A
s 11 you follow him T

“You have, indeed; bfut thhe ot e ri
; tart 10r
“No. I will s

wiiie one d‘ l( r W€ g‘et some di:t( nce
i y 1 1 1 ¢ X S .l :
ou Ylde on a s 1 :
awa s :

and

Cafion.”

“‘\V'hat for:idea 1S that' Careless Kif is in leai‘li
\&iltl:\icillly l?r:iyghts. He has gone”to inform them the
we start for the .fort {O-mOTTOW.

“So T believe.” ;

“They will ambush us.

“ ?:.‘ : : (Yirl
Vjeli)' fore. it is my opinion that the Indian g
“As before, S M)

will be on the trail.
“To warn us’
“Yes, and you ¢ e

await for me. at the camp where 1

Jack and the deserter.

“And you, Bill?” i
“She \i,/ill,retnm the same way, ar;ld no:) Bl
that I am in hiding, right where we O:SVf
her trail; I can see which way she goes.”
3

ing hen
an heed her warning, and t
= d Mustang

The Tireless Trailers, = 307

“The very thing, and I will] tell her that you re-
mained behind.” *

“Yes; and when I find her trail, then I will come
to you, and we will decide what js best to be done.”

After a good breakfa;t the next morning, * Buffalo
Bill and Surgeon Powell started on the trail for the
foct. After a ride of a mile or two, Buffalo Bill said :

“I'll leave you here, Frank, and make for the head
of Lone Dick's Cafion. If you should not meet the
girl, then I will join you to-night at the camp; and
if you do, as soon after I find where she goes as [
can.

Thus they parted, and Surgeon Powell rode quietly
along on the trail. :

“There’s the girl,” he said, as he came in sight of
her an hour after, 2

She was mounted upon her white pony and calmly
awaiting him. As he drew near, she said ;

“Where is the white chief, Buffalo Bill?”

- “He remained behind. I had to go on, so left him,”

was the reply,

“You must turn from this trail, there is danger
ahead.” »

“An ambush ?”

“Yes.”

“Shall I take the trail I did before ?”

“Yes, but do not do as before, and attempt to sur-
Prise your foes, for there is an ambush both ways.”

“Ah! T thank you.” K

“Will the scout come to-morrow ?”
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“No, not for some days.” |

Vgi(:ﬁdtﬁ?g she rode a'way.at a galloP, Lea(;filginzlzz

ome slowly on behind. .She s?o o

S t? CP ell. and after turning off from the trail,
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tootf‘ t:etl?enre sl(le d?ew from a saddle-pocket a white
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o re i hl‘Oud, al]d thlb
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‘Says he’s coming,
I get his letter.
“All right.” : i
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passed beyond the painted board resembling a rock
when she disappeared in a crevice in the cliff,

Perhaps ten minutes passed away after her disap-
pearance, when a form came out of 4 clump of under-
brush and deliberately followed the path the girl had 3
taken. It led into a canon, the sides being wooded
and which went at a decline to a vale some quarter of
a mile away.

This vale was as secluded as one could wish, and
in the midst of overhanging hills, with rugged preci-
pices on every side. - There, under the shadow of the
cliffs, hidden by the dense timber, were several rude
cabins. '

A stream ran near, a meadow was dotted with two-
score horses, and saddles and bridles hung about upon

. fthe trees,

|

;
|
{

1

“This, then, is the retreat of the Knights of the
Trail, and, as I felt certain, the girl is in league with
them. Now to return and tell Frank of my discoy-
ery.” ,

And Buffalo Bill retraced his way to where he had
left his horse, and, mounting, rode around the cafion
to the camp where Frank Powell awaited him. He
found his comrade on the watch for him, for it was
night when he reached there.

|| “Well, Bill, good news, I hope?"” said the surgeon-

scout,

| “I know the retreat of the Knigh‘ts of the Trail.”

“Good)” _ : A ,
’ Then Buffalo Bill told liqw héz had made the dis-
Lovery, and the surgeon-scout asked: L
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“How many of them?” A
«] counted forty-one horses, and judge there may

be fifteen men.”
“Can you get at them easily ?”’
«“\Without any trouble, and they feel so safe they do

not keep a guard.”
“T see; well, T made a disCovery, too.”
“What was it?” .
“T saw the girl, and she warned me of a double am-
bush. Then she rode on, and, anxious to see the hill

where our signal-man must stay, I went to it. To
it gave me a view up the cafion where

Lone Dick lives. As I looked I saw the girl ride inte
sight. She was two miles away, but I turned my
glass on her, saw her halt and put on a white covering
of some kind. Then she moved on up the canon,
stopped- at the trapper’s and had a talk with him, after
which she went on her way.”

“This is news, Frank, for it shows that Lone Dick
is also in league with the Knights of the Trail, and
this I would not have believed.”

“Nor I, though I thought his actions a little curious.
Will you go on to the Lost Cafion to-night?”

“No, there is no hurry now, so w& will camp here,
‘and by to-morrow Captain Brown and all will be
there.”

The two daring men then retired to rest, un
ful of danger; but they were up bright and early and
on their way to the Lost Cafion. :

my Surprise,

mind-

B
¥
(o

1 £y

The seyen scouts and Captain Brown and his twenty "

[
]
{
|
1
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ca;/talr‘ymen had arrived and gone into camp
sultation was then held, and B :
. . ? u :

wastructions. e

A con-
gave all their

“You, Buck and Tl
: -horn, are to go to the hi
£ illto
;tsletcaxlmn, and you are to leave your horses heI:'*e:OVer
0 have no trail. Harry Moore, you and S : SIO
must go to the hill yonder, and you are to each s?n( .
{:UI watch, and do not take your eyes off of the l“;ld
you see a red flag by day waved i =
e y waved three times, or a
ght, you are to repeat the si :
3 : e signal, so
tl'}t: mlan on watch here in this cafion can see it iﬁaj
give the alarm. Then, captai i 7
: arm. , captain, you will b
and ride with all speed to the cafion fira
“Buck, you and Tl .
. 7 10rn are to keep watch
. s MO : on tl
g(tlg'e beyond Lone Dick’s cabin, where there is a2 clilfff3
ju tllng out f'rom the side and among the trees. If we
need you, either Surgeon Powell or myself will
pear on that cliff and wave a flag. Then you areaf-
repeat the signal to Harry and Sands, and, when theO
Zlfbt\lver, you are to make your way down to the foo{
1e cafion, and Captain Brown wi
. 2 will have your hors
: ses
angp[x)lck you up as he comes along with his men.” -
‘~‘\/\fn'~1dl you, Cody?” asked the young captain,
o 1ll meet you about the trapper’s cabin, or at the
weizlil( Oiy the cafion, or, if I do not, Surgeon Powell
mus.t Now, ;ve leave to-night, and then the signalmen
go on duty, so as to i
ek be at their posts by day-
o
e h;t :ftemoon the two. scouts left the Lost Cafion
o a Ke .ther way to the ridge back of the retrea;:
Ot _the Knights of the Trail. For several days the
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watchers for-.a signal saw no sign from the"cl'iff;"
but one mogning they saw a form-appear there.

“Tt’s Surgeon Powell, for I see his uniform,” - said
Buck, and then he added: :

“He’s waving the signal. Thorn, you signal Harry,
and Sands.”

This Thorn quickly did, and then called out:

“They see it, and are signaling the captain. Now
for the lower end of the cafion, Buck,” and they,
started down the hill where they had so faithfully,
done their duty.

About the time they left the hill, a horseman rode
leisurely into the cafon. It was Buffalo Bill. :

Lone Dick saw him coming, and went down to meet
him. 2

“Ho, Bill, is it you, or your double?”

“It is me, Lone Dick, and you are my prisoner.
Move and you die!”

The words were spoken in deadly earnest, and §
revolver covered the trapper.

“Is yer jokin’, Buffalo Bill?”

“Hands up, sir, or die!”

The trapper obeyed, and the scout threw a lariat
over his hands and tied them firmly.

“What's this fer, Bill?”

“Only a little joke of mine, Lone Dick. Ah! here
-come my friends,” and up the cafion dashed Captain
Brown and his men.

They had picked Buck and Thorn up at -the other
‘end of the cafion, and came on with a rush, their
chorses covered with foam.
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“Take this ma i
an up behin
i P d, one of you, and come
= . the scout, and on they dashed
; : ’
ot edh?ad of the cafion Surgeon Powell awaited
e ,th: t];ey prlessed rapidly on by the hidden trajl
valley where the Knights ai
e ights of the Trail had
Up to tt 1
werep(l : 1:? 'cabms they swept, and the two men there
Juickly captured, while a young ‘and beautif l
w i ; ;
om.ar? stood in the door of the hut standing
and said : ] R
“é\t Ias:c! I km{ew this would end some dav.”
v j.
; aptain Brown, please leave two of your men here
o.guard these two outlaws, Lone Dick, and the lady,”
said Buffalo Bill. £ s
da;l;lhfjn the order was given to ride on, and the party
shed away along the mountain path leading t "j
Overland  stage-trail. i
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CHAPTER XXXVIL
THE DOUBLE SURPRISE.

When Duke Damar escaped from the camp of the
detectives, through the aid of Grizzly C%eorge, he fol;
fowed the directions on the map, and in a couple 0
days reached the Overland trail, and awa.lted a coach.

At last it came, he halted it, and, with his horse
hitched behind, mounted with the drlyex'. At the. nex;
station he sold his horse for a fair price, a’nd continue
on his way. At last he drew near Hank’s Ranch sta-
tion. R

He was the only passenger, and the duvg was un
known to him. Feeling tired, he took an inside aeat:
and had sunk to sleep, when suddenly the coach was
halted. Looking out, he saw some soldiers and Buf-
falo Bill at their head. ' sy :

“Driver. you have passengers with you? said Buf
falo Bill. : e

“One pilgrim inside, Pard Bill .

“Ah! it is the man I want. Duke Damar, I have

orders for your arrest.” . e
“What, Cody! Am I still to suffer persecution?

said the young soldier.
" Ere a reply could be made, a horseman suddenly
| sprang out of a thicket, and at his back were a chirﬁ
| of soldiers and scouts. It was the real Buffalo

L and his, followers.

- well tell all now ?”

|
!
¢
|

. the woman.
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Buffalo Bill was face to face with his double at
Jast!

Both men fired, but the scout shot the quickest, and®
his bullet lodged in his double’s heart.

The soldiers and scouts also opened a warm fire
upon the Knights of the Trail, who were disguised as
soldiers. But the fight was of short duration, and
so true had been the aim there was little work for
Surgeon Powell to do. :

“At last, at last! 1 knew it must come!” and a
fair form glided to the side of the wounded chief of
the outlaws, at whose side stood Buffalo Bill. Sur-
geon Powell, Captain Brown, and Duke Damar, while
the scouts and soldiers were looking to the prisoners
and dead. -

“What a resemblance to you, Cody?” said Captain
Brown.

“It is marvelous,” Surgeon Powell said.

“Will I die, sir?” and the wounded chief spoke to

the surgeon-scout, who, after a quick examination of
his wound, said:

“You are dying now.”

“Who are you?” asked Buffalo Bill.

“Your double,” and the dying man smiled.
Then he turned his eyes upon Duke Damar.
“Would you know me, Duke Damar, for I might as
" “Yes, 'who ‘aré you?"

“Eva, ‘throw off my disguise,” and he addressed '
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“Rowland Rossmore!” broke from the d#ips of
Duke Damar.

The wig of long black hair, the perfect-fitting mus-
tache and imperial, had been removed, and Rowland
Rossmore was revealed, every feature startlingly like

Buffalo Bill.

“Rowland Rossmore, for Heaven’s sake, explain
what this means!” cried Duke Damar. ;

“Tt means, Damar, that I was reared by a mother
who was a wicked woman, who is now known as Mrs.
Rowland, your father’s sister. She was married
twice, secretly at first, and I am her son, and Lone
Dick is my father. My father committed a crime that
caused him tofly for his life, and my mother took me
East and married again.

“She never had any more children, but adopted
Nellie, whom she now: claims as her daughter. She
it was who sent me abroad to study art, and kept me
out of the way. Upon my return, I came West to get
sketches to paint, and met my father.

“He put me up to a great deal of deviltry to get
money, such as stage-robbing and horse-stealing ; and,
tiring of it, I went East, to find that my mother had
another game of sin for me to play. She it was,. with
my help, that forced your father to make the will that
he did. I it was who fired at you with a pistol bear-
ing Buffalo Bill’'s name, for I had already imperson-
ated him. I did this to get rid of,you, so that Nellie
might get all, for I it was who killed Delancy Redfield,
o i digdhc <3

“Thank H'ggv\en!” came from -Duke Damar’s lips.
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“I‘kill'ed him, and Nellie petjured herself to s
you, when she really believed you guilty. Dete:) ?a";
to get you out of the way, I planned to have thlr]:nef
my men kidnap you. They were to’get rid*of .
sea. Their courage failed them, and so the 3:)” a;
overland with you, determined to bring ym}: :odrtc
They wrote me of their arrival, and so I started \'Vrer:;.
I got here two days ago, to find that vou had esca d
from them, and they came on here'and we -h'lpe:
the coaches to capture you. T
~ “I'’knew that, disguised as Buffalo Bill, I could tak
you, and the double was beaten in his ’game b the
reahty.. This poor girl here 1 ask mercy for S}he ie
my \.lee. and yet I meant to kill you, ar‘ld thén mar :
Nellie, thus getting all the fortune of vour fathe:‘y
I would have deceived poor Eva, and a];r) Nellie :

“Nellie believes she is really my wife, for I deceéved
her into a real marriage when she thought it was a
mock one; but T married Eva two years ago, and éhe
has clung to me in all my wickedness, for oniy a 'éar
ago did she find out how bad I was. Now Iguke
Damar, before witnesses I have confessed m’v sins
and those who have wronged you should han;g tiwijt"
heads in shame. To your care, for T know w)u; nofj‘]e
nature, I leave my poor wife, and I beg yotu to ca
for her.” i e

“I will, as though she were my own sister, for T
owe her my life.” ’ .

“As for my father, Richard Rossmore, you can ha
A y fathe e, you can hang
hlfn. if you ‘wish, and my mother should be sent to
].)li?sor‘m for life, for but for them, who should have

\
)
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taught me good, yet taught me evil, I would have been
a different man. But my life is ending, and solet
it be. Now leave me alone with my poor wife.”
All did so, while Duke Damar stepped forward and
said:®
“Rowland,
and T will be as a brother to your wife.”
One hour after Eva joined the group, pale, but

I forgive you, as I hope Heaven may,

calm, and said:

*“My husband is dead.”

His body was taken in the coach to Hank’s Ranch
and buried, and from there Buffalo Bill, Surgeon

Powell, and the others returned to the fort with

the outlaw prisoners.
When Ribbon Moses went East on his run he car-

gers Duke Damar and Eva Rossmore,
after all at Sea Vale Hall were
drive up to the door

ried as passen
and two weeks
startled to see the young master
with a lady.

“Nellie, this is an adopte
to be a sister to her also, for she needs
and sympathy,” said Duke Damar.

And then he went to the room o
who was hastily dressing to receive him.

“My dear, dear Duke, 1 2

“Gilence, madam, for I know you as you are,
wish to tell you that all your plans have failed. Y
son. Rowland Rossmore, is dead, and while dying con-
fessed all. Your first husband is a prisoner and may
hang, while I know that Nellie is not your child. T
will place at my banker’s a yearly allowance of one

d sister, and I wish you

f Mrs. Rowland,

and 1
our

Pl

all your love
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thousan 3
st a (;{ollar:; for you, no more, Now, leave this
cmss, seek a horfle far from here, and never dare
e 1;17)' path again, or I will send you to prison ‘fut
o ou have just two hours to pack t %
& 1p, so do not
.And Duke Dam:
mar wheel i
e eled on his heel and left the
To Nellie and M
g ay, who were still visiti
1siting ¢ ]
V;{l;} Duke Damar told his story. o il
: Flhe, you shail still have the share father Jleft
& l] . . > - 5 ‘
znd, or IEWIH give it to you as a wedding-present
.Mrs yI({)(L)L] \':;. shall have the fifty thousand left t«;
. Rowland, and this must b
\ , § must be your home until some
splendid fellow steals you from me,” .‘”t’ Pk
s A e,” said Duke
And Eva, with no fri
Eva, 1 no friends in the
wor /
to accept the offer made her e
5= : '
S \l months after the return of Duke Damar he
: ought May Malcolm to Sea Vale Hall as i i
e ik - dle d as S 1mMis-
g sS, I:Zh;le Nellie became the wife of Captain 21
ew Malcolm, who bot o s
: 1ght_a
El ook : ght.a lovely home near the
muc}]d Andrew Malcolm, who, by the way, ‘was not
Rossmoo\ ertf]fty,] found so much in common with‘ Eva
re that he asked her t i :
S o become 1 rife, an
= 1is wife, and
t;conse].]ted. so had a haven of refuge at last e
4 . at last.
me six months after his marriage to May, Duke

as glad

" Damar i
was startled by seeing no:less a person than

his
ﬁl‘?egro servant Spur walk into Sea Vale Hall
I w 't kilt, sah: an’ hein’ ene
vasn't kilt, sah; an’ bhein’ a black man, ther In-

2 3 r v ]j‘ > 5. o t r} e aA¢ and
' I ,u”; wotlldn't 5S¢ r|] m 0 - ) 1 i {
,1 ’ p ¢, SO ”k me to G '\'1”,1,; :an ]
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made me big black chief. I c'u’dn’t git away nohow,
Mars’ Duke, but one day Massa Buffalo Bill, with
Surgeon Powell and a hundred sojers, come dashin’
inter ther redskin city, and dey rescued me, sah, dey
did.” :

Such was Spur’s story, and the reader can well
understand that he became a hero.

Among the congratulations which Damar had on
his marriage were three that greatly pleased him.

One was from Grizzly George, acknowledging a
handsome souvenir in the way of a check, and wish-
ing him a long life of happiness.

The- other two weére from Surgeon Frank Powell
and Buffalo Bill, and every good wish they sent to the
one who had been their comrade -on many a perilous
trail. In his letter the scout said:

“Those desperado detectives were both hanged, and
I have not found another double.”

THE END.

“Buffalo Bill's Ambush” will be the next volume,
No. 36, of the BornER StorIiES. You will read again
and again this thrilling tale of Western life in the
days of Buffalo Bill.



Adventure Stories
Detective Stories
Western Stories
Love Stories

Sea Stories

All classes of fiction are to be found among
the Street & Smith novels. Our line contains
reading matter for every one, irrespective of age
or preference.

The person who has only a moderate sum
to spend on reading matter will find this line
a veritable gold mine.

STREET & SMITH CORPORATION,
79 Seventh Avenue,
New York, N. Y.




J, UL BN ====_c Bill’s Double Surprice B

_E-:t_—,/ sy COF PRENTISS IVGDAP A wm




	144.tif
	145.tif
	146.tif
	147.tif
	148.tif
	149.tif
	150.tif
	151.tif
	152.tif
	153.tif
	154.tif
	155.tif
	156.tif
	157.tif
	158.tif
	159.tif
	160.tif
	161.tif
	162.tif
	163.tif
	164.tif
	165.tif
	166.tif
	167.tif
	168.tif
	169.tif
	170.tif
	171.tif
	172.tif
	173.tif
	174.tif
	175.tif
	176.tif
	177.tif
	178.tif
	179.tif
	180.tif
	181.tif
	182.tif
	183.tif
	184.tif
	185.tif
	186.tif
	187.tif
	188.tif
	189.tif
	190.tif
	191.tif
	192.tif
	193.tif
	194.tif
	195.tif
	196.tif
	197.tif
	198.tif
	199.tif
	200.tif
	201.tif
	202_1.tif
	203.tif
	204.tif
	205.tif
	206.tif
	207.tif
	208.tif
	209.tif
	210.tif
	211.tif
	212.tif
	213.tif
	214.tif
	215.tif
	216.tif
	217.tif
	218.tif
	219.tif
	220.tif
	221.tif
	222.tif
	223.tif
	224.tif
	225.tif
	226.tif
	227.tif
	228.tif
	229.tif
	230.tif
	231.tif
	232.tif
	233.tif
	234.tif
	235.tif
	236.tif
	237.tif
	238.tif
	239.tif
	240.tif
	241.tif
	242.tif
	243.tif
	244.tif
	245.tif
	246.tif
	247.tif
	248.tif
	249.tif
	250.tif
	251.tif
	252.tif
	253.tif
	254.tif
	255.tif
	256.tif
	257.tif
	258.tif
	259.tif
	260.tif
	261.tif
	262.tif
	263.tif
	264.tif
	265.tif
	266.tif
	267.tif
	268.tif
	269_1.tif
	270.tif
	271_1.tif
	272_1.tif
	273.tif
	274.tif
	275.tif
	276.tif
	277.tif
	278.tif
	279.tif
	280.tif
	281.tif
	282.tif
	283.tif
	284.tif
	285.tif
	286.tif
	287.tif
	288.tif
	289.tif
	290.tif
	291.tif
	292.tif
	293.tif
	294.tif
	295.tif
	296.tif
	297.tif
	298.tif
	299.tif
	300.tif
	301.tif
	302.tif
	303.tif
	304.tif
	305.tif
	306.tif
	307_1.tif



