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zied when his friendly speech to

tigation. New Influences arising

Capt. Floyd Hardy, U. 8, A, coming to take charge of the agency at
Lakotah Indian reservation, following the murder of Agent Nogen, res.
cues a quarterbreed girl and two men from an Indian attack. They are
Reginald Vandervyn, agency clerk and nephew of Senator Clemmer;
Jacques Dupont, post trader, and his daughter Marie.
that Vandervyn had been promised the agency pesition, discovers that
the Indians are disaffected because they have been cheated in a
tribal mine which Vandervyn and Dupont have been working, Is puz.

vyn's tool, angers the Indiane, and determines to make further inves.

difficult. How his life and honor are endangered through dark plot.
ting is graphically described In this instaliment.

Hardy learns

tribesmen, interpreted by Vander.

at thls point make his position

CHAPTER VIII—Continued.
—5—

Vundervyn had arrunged to be gone
a week, There was no cause to dis-
cuss the time of hig return, pnd as Ma-
rle seldom mentloned him, Hardy wus
oot often annoyed by the vision of the
bandsome young fellow Interposing be-
tween himself and the girl.

From day to duy It could pluinly be
seen how the rides In the pure moun-
taln alr and the delight of the glrl's
companlonshlp were bringing buck
strength and vigor to the oflicer's
trople-wenkened body. Boon a healthy

red appeared under the tan of lis|

cheeks, The lnes of soverlty and re
pressed gelef began to smooth awny.

On the morning of the seventh day,
when he rode over to jJoin Mauarle for
a ride out to the butte on Wolf river,
ten yenrs scemed (o have dropped from
him. Even when he lifted his hat to
the girl and exposed the silvered haoir
at his temples, he looked pearer
twenty-flve than thirty. He had
shaved off his bristly mustache!

“Positively, captain,” she bauntered,
“you startle we. You nre growlng so
young! First thing [ koow, T shull
be feeling myself o grundmother In
contrast.”

“Impossible,” he gullantly replied,
“You are the Spirit of Youth, Belng
with you Is whit mukes me seem So
much younger than I am. Yet 1 shall
never see thirty-two again.'

“You're barely of age this morning !
ahe sald, smiling ut his shapely elenn-
shaven Up.

“In that case vou mwust humor my
enllowness by pretending you need
my ald to mount.”

She put one small booted foot In his
bhand, rose with the lightness of a
feather and perched hersell slilewnys
on her man's saddle. Unused to such
strange behavior, the pony began to
buck. Hardy sprang to selze the beust
by the head. Marie waved Lim aslde,
and proceeded to give an lmpromptu
exhilbitlon of her skill n# a horsewoms
an. With one knee crooked around the
born of her sadidle, she kept her dith-
cult seat ke a clrecus rider, untll the
pony subsided.

“You've ridden to hounds” stated

Hardy as the girl swuug astride and |

they started off down the valley,

8he smiled with gratification, “Reg-
gle never notlces such things; but
you— The first time I saw a slde
snddle I thought It ridiculous,”

On thelr woy down the vulley they
met no one, for the fumllles of the
police hand moved back to their old
camp sile opposite the agency., Marie
suggested that they climb the bulte.
With subtle coquetry, she gave Hurdy
the privilege of asslsting her up the
ledges, though, had she chosen, she
could bhave outcliubed him,  They
mounted to the top of the highest erag,
where they sat down on the bare rock
to view the pluins and mountalns
through Hardy's glnsses, The utter
stillness and solltude, the Immoensity of
the cloudliess blue dome above them,
the great sweep of the landseape—all
teuded to qulet the excliement of thelr
lively ascent. A hush fell upon them.
Marle let the hand that held the
glasses sink into her lap. She gured
off up the river, dreamy-eyed,

After a prolonged silence Hnrdy
murmured in a hoalf-whisper; “How
alone we are! The world s young—it
18 the beginning of time. And In ol
the new, young world, you uud I are
alone—Marie.”

It was the fArst time that he hond
ever used her glven nnme In speaking
to her, Bhe sturted from ler day-
dream, the color decpening In her
cheeks, In the same moment she be-
eame uware that she hud been looking
at a moving object,

“Look I" she sald, lfting the glasses
to her eyes. “That must be the head
and shoulders of a mun, He I§ rid-
lng along on the far side of the rldge—
an Indian; Wis bend 1s mutfled o o
blanket.”

"Marle!™ goftly repented Huards

The girl sprang to her feet. “He
has disappeared—hut we nre no longer
alone In the world, Captain [orly.
Let us go down.”

With Instaot repression of his dis
appointment, Hardy took the glusses

und offered his hnnd to assist her down |
She lgnored the offer. |

the flest ledge.
Nor did ghe permit him to help hor ul
all during the descent.

Her pony leaped away with the usual
Jumplng start of o broneo.  The mare
stepped clear of the low serub near
the rill edge, out upon the sandy love!
of the coulee bottom, She wak In the
act of breaking Into a trot when her
rider's hat whirled from his head and
he pitched sidewnys out of the snddle
as If struck by lghtulng.

A moment lnter the report of the shot
reached Marle. Bhe glanced over ler
shoulder und saw Hardy outstretehed
on the ground, flaccld and inert
With a suddenness that almost threw
her pony off his nimble feet, xhe
wrenched him around. The mare had
stopped within two strides, and twist-
ed her bhead about to look ot her fallen
master. The manner In which e hod
fallen showed that the ghot had come
from up the coulee, Flinging herself
from bLer pony, she plucked Hardy's

rifle ont of Its shenth und leveled [t
acrons the saddie. But shie conld see
no sgn of the nssussin, nnd no See-
ond bullet came whirclng neross the
coulee, Without n second look up the
coules, she bent over te rip the hem
from her underskirt, This guve her o
bandage, Her own and Hardy's hand
kerchiefs served for a compress, Swiit.
Iy she bound them on the long wound
nhove his temple and  stopped  the
Meading.

When at Inst he opened his eyes, hils
hend was to her Inp, e gnzed up lnto
her down-bent face, his mind stil in

dnze. A frown of pain ereased his
fworvhead, He murmured, In the queru-
lots tone of n slek child: “Mother—
ot ey 1

Instlnetively her soft hund began to
smooth away the frown with o gontle,
caressing touch s eyes closml o
restful contettment.  The glrl con-
tinued to elroke Wis forchesd.,  Suod-
denly his eyellds Ufted, nod he looked
up with the clear, biright gaze of full
consclousness,  He saw the womanty
compassion In her benutiful face, Hor
eyes were tender and lustrous
sympnihy for his suffering,

“Marte!" he murmured.
I—T thought my mother—"

“Hush " she suld, “You huve been
shot 1o the head., | do not know how
serlous it 1s."

“Shot? In the hend? He lay gtill,
consldering this. Her look had not
nltered under Ws Enze. From her utter
Inck of self-consclousness he divined
that she thought him dangerously if
not fatally wounded. After n panse, he
hegan to spenk with the calmness thit
sometimes masks the most profound
feeling :

"You senrcely know me—huat, In the
cireumstances, 1 trust you will pardon
me for—not walting. I love you. From
the first 1 thought you the most beautd
ful givl T had ever seen, Now [ know
you to be the most lovely—your soul s
beautlful as your fuce, Do not shuke
your hend, Tt 1s the trath,”

She averted her shume-flushed foce,

witli

“It I8 you!

"I cannot permit you to speak to me
this way.”

“You sre too good and kind to refuse
te heur me"” he rl'llllt_'f' in the same
el volee. 1 kpow about him, |
know I have no ehunee, dear. He 18
young ond handsome ; while 1" The
pite Ups curved (o n quizzicsl smile,

The girl's bosom heaved, The tears
overran her brimming eyves, “You are
—ure generous! 1 did not think any
man could be so gencrous !

Agalu his lps curved whimslienlly,
“Perhnps T nm gencrous becuuse thore
Is no other course open, 1 would nsk
you—would urge you—to marey me, If
I thought I had even a fighting chance
of winning you."

"Murry you! You wonld nsk me? Yel
you know what my father Is like; and
you army people are so proud. I, nn
Indlan quarterbrecd, and my father
what he [s!"

"My mother-——passed away—only a
few wonths ago. She was ull 1 had,
Now I shall always have the thought
of your goodness In ndditlon to the dear
memory of heée"”

The girl turned her foce still further
nway from &lm. "I eannot endure—
You shull not think of me that way 1"

“I beg your purdon, Miss Dupont,” he
ppologized. "It 1s most Inconsiderate
and ungenerons of we (o lle here olglm.

| s forehend begnn to swell,

The Quarterbree

Hurdy stralghtened on his knees and
rose unstendlly to hiy feet, 1lis volce
was ad firm ns his pose wns tottery:
“Be so kind 08 to help me to mount,'”

Hurdy turned hig mnre down the cou
lee, Murle, despite his protests, rode
between bl aod the ridge behind
which she had seen the blunketed
maun,

CHAPTER IX.
The Coquette,

Unuble to endure the Jar of & trot or
gullop, Hardy urged the mare to her
fustest wulk, They had gone less than
n mile when a horseman came loplng
up the slope from Sloux creek.

“It s Mr. Vandervyn,” sald Hardy In
un even tone,"

“Yeu," she replied,  Khe hinnded ek
the glesses, but did not leok st him
untll Vandervyn rode up,

The young man's face was flushed,
ns If hie had been delnking. When he
pullest up hefore them, he was seeming-
Iy #o steuek with Hordy's appearance
that he searcely heeded Marie's joyful
greeting.

“What's the matter, captaln?" he ex-
clnfpws), “You're ns white ns o ghost
—und your head tled wp!  You must
have come o pusty cropper,”

“Bit of an necldent,  Not serious,”
replied Hardy,

“It could not wel! have been closer,”
sald Murie, "Cuptoin Hardy has been
shot "

Rt 1 erled Vandervyn,

"The nllet grazed the bone above
the temple. Had 1t been half an ineh
lower or farther back, It mwust have
killed lim."

“Talf un (neh,” repedated Vandervyn.
His fuce erimsoned, and the velns of
“Where
< the fellow? Dud he get away? How
long ngo wos It? Lonn me the mare,
Hurdy, 'l run him down."

“Very good of you to offer,” sald

Hurdy, “But the ruscal might ambush
vou, We'll order ont n squad of po-
lice. Besldes, | wish your report on

vour teip. 1 presume Redbear s at
the ngency,”

“No' Vandervyn turned a scowling
fuce townrds the butte, ag IF angrily
enger to be off In pursult of the would-
b nssassing “Choarlle went back to
Thunderbolt's camp lo see If his sis
ter wus getting along all right with
the old chlef, 1 told him thnt If he was
weleomed, he had better stny o few
dags, If he and the girl muake them-
selves pgreenble, we slindl have o bet-
ter chanee to guiet the tribe”

“NSou found conditions still unfavor-
nble®"

“Yes, All the chiefs took a violent
dislike to you; nnd they had stirred up
the whole teibe. Charlle and 1 talked
und talked, You know n white mun
can tulk Indlaus into anything, if he
keeps at IL"

“Whot result?” sanpped Hnrdy.

Vandereyn shrugged, *1 know we
made some Impression, especlully on
old Thunderbolt, The chlefs no doubt
would be willlng to let you visit the
cumps on safe conduct, 80 to spenk;
bt T doubt If they could keep the wild
est of the young buecks In band, This
shooting proves It. 1 tell you, caplaln,
none of us here would think any the
less of you If you cut the whole busi-
ness”

“I shall start for the mountaing to-
morrow,"

"Tomorrow?' remonstrated Marle,

“Your wound—yon mugt walt at lenst
untll it hag begun to heal, And In the
menntime Redbene and Olnon will be
talking Ti-owa-konza and his camp loto
o milder mood."
“That Iast |s a0 most exeellent wrgu-
ment,” sald Hardy, and his firmly
compressed lips curved in o smile at
the girl, "I shall take your advice,
Miss Dupont.”

Vundervyn had frowned over the
concern (o Marfe's voice. Hurdy's re-
qponse sinrted the velns of his fore-
hend ewelling. He looked off away
from the two, and remarked In n ens-
unl volea: “I'l rlde In ahend nnd or-
der out a squad of polleemen to track
down the scoundrel, Juke enn lger-
pret, If I'm voable to mnke thew un-
derstand.”

“Marie!"™ He Murmured.

“It Is Youl"

Ing your sympuathy on fulse pretenses,
I foel my strength coming back, Tt must
be that the bullet merely grnzed wmy
heail"

Before she could prevent hlm, he
twisted ghout and rnlsed himsel! on lLils
elbow,

"Oh!"  she
should not mwove,

He forced a
clenched teeth,

"No, It's what I thought—only n
sernteh,  All right now, except for o
Hitle dizziness, 1 have been lmposing
on your sympathy— Did you see whers
the shot came from? 1 must go and
rout put the raseal”

The girl grosped his rifle and sprang
up nway from him,

“You shull mot go,” she declured.
“I'tn sure he ran awey tie moment you
fell."

remonstre bed,

*You

lnugh  between his

“Good | mald Hardy,

Vandervyn shot at Marle n glunce of
Jeslous onger, and put spurs to his
pinto,  But when they reached the
valley nnd saw through the ginsses the
squud of pollee only Just leaving the
ugency, Marle conjectured that the
Juded pluto had slowed to a walk
while golng up the valley.

At lnst Marie and Hardy renclied the
ngency, With the assistance of Van-
dervyn, who enme out of the Dupont
house to meet them, he was helped
down from his mare to a cot In the
shady porch, Here In the open uir
Muorie washed the wound and took sey-
ernl stitehes to deaw the edges to-
gother.

During the operntion, which Hardy
etidured without n groan, Vandervyn
atood by, watching Marle's face with
sullen jenlousy, The moment she had
rebpnndaged the wound, he suggested
that it would be well to lenve Haordy
quiet. In reply she asked him to go
for lee. When he returned, he found
her sitting beslde the cot, fan In hand,
Hurdy Lnd fallen asleep, She rose
und went Into the house, nnd Vander-
vyn followed her,

The young man made no attempt to
concenl his unger, e closed the pur-
lor door and turned upon her accus-
Ingly. “So that's what you've been up
to all the thoe I've boen away 1"

“Up to what, pray?*

“Coguetting with that old fossil of a
tin goldier.”

“Am I not a dutiful daughter?' the
giel purrled. “Mon pere sald 1 must
muke myself ngreenble to the ngent.”

“He did?"

“Why not go and ask him, If you
doybt what 1 say?"

“I don't
nll "

The girl’'s eyes flashed with resent-
ment, but her volee was sweetly moek-
lng: “Oh, Mr, Vandervyo, how cian
yout Cupinln Hurdy never swore once
durlng all our dellghtfol rides."

“You've been rviding with hlm every
day "

“All except one. [I've heen sorry
ever since that T missed that one. e
was Invarinbly courteous. He I8 a
gentleman,”

“You Infer that T am not!"” ex-
Clnlmed Vandervyn, 8o he's courteous
and smooth and sliek, s he? One
might know that you've been ralsed
in the backwoods,"

“You forget I spent four yenrs at
the capltal of Canadn.”

“In n convent! No wonder you've
let him pluy you.” '

The girl met the Jeer with a tantulize
ing smile.

“It has been n most amusing gnme,
Ile treats me with ns much respect ns
if 1 were n young lady of his own set.”

“There's no one else here for hlin to
flirt with*

“That !* an advantage, I8 It not?”
The girl dropped Into her Baglish mnan-
ner. “I daresay he will forget me ax

That's Just It—damn It

unless 1 decide to neeept his proposal.” |

Vandervyn stared ot her cynleally. |
“You needn’t try to rog me, Murie" |

She smilled.  “So you do doubt what |
I #ny. Yet It Is true. Captain Hardy |
did me the honor of decluring that he
wished to marry me."” |

“Hurdy nsked youl?—le, a eaptaln
in the regulnre army " ‘

“And I a gquarterbreed, the duughter |
of my father, Amnzing, Is It not?

Vandervsn cnught himself up ns he
gaw the proud humility of her expres-
slon, It was a new look to him, He
had often seen her prowd, but never
humble, His Jenlousy flared: “How
did you answer him? You dido't ne-
cept—you  refused the old  board
baek "

“Yes nnd no, that Is, not yet,” the
girl teased,

Yundervyn  stepped
grosped her arm,

“Be so kind as to relense me, Mr,
Vandervyn”

“You coquette! You're
ploy me pguinst him,"

“So that Is what yon think of me?"
The girl wrenched herself free und
turned from him hnughtily,

e steppml  forward, and agaln
grasped her nrne His volee shook
with Jealous anger: “You shall have
nothing to do with him! He shull not
have you!"

"Indeed! May I ask what right you
have to Jdictate?"

“You love me, that Is why," he flung
huek ot her. “You love me, Marle,
You can't deny 16" Iis volee sank to
n deep, ardent, golden note that sent
u tremor through her, “Youn are mine
—mine! You know It. Your arm
quivers—that look in your eyes! You
cannot hide your love, Marle—sweet-
henrt 1"

He sought to embrauce her, But
nguin she wrenched herself free from
him. She could no longer felgn hau-
teur. Her faco wns rosy with blushes;
her bosom heaved; her eyes, behind
thelr velling Inshes, glowed with ten-
der pussion. Yet she kept her head
despite the Intoxienting avdor of his
look, Unllke Olnna, she was not so
unsoplistiented ns he persisted In
thinking her,

“You take n good deal for granted,
Mr, Vandervyn,” she attempted a
mocking tone, *“I am not yet your
sweethenrt, nor nm I so sure I shall
he.”

He came nearer to her, hls eyes the
olor of violets and spurkling with tiny
golden glenms.  He held out his arms.
His volee was low nnd enticlng:
"Sweotheart—sweotheart 1"

She swnyed toward him, checked

herself in the act of ylelding, and
eluded his grasp.,
“No!" she cried. “You're n bit too
sure. I've no mother, halfbreed or
otherwlse, to advise me, my dear Reg-
gie, 1 must be my own chaperon,
You charge Captaln Hardy with trying
to play me,  Yet when he spoke to me
of his love he also spoke of marringe,”
Vundervyn's eyes narrowed and as
quickly widened In thelr most child-
like stare.

“How can  you, Marie?" he re-
proached. “You say that ns If you
think I have been trifling with you all
these months, when you know o8 well
n8 I— But of course, If you do not
trust me, 1 have no show agninst him,
Ife s free. I am, ns you know, tled
down by the uncertainty of my posl-
tion."

“That Ia quite sad, I8 It not?" sghe
mocked. "I am rather more fortu-
nate.  Whether or not there |8 any
uncertainty about my position, I am
pot bound to anyone, nor am 1 bound
to bind myself to anyone,"

“Why are you so hard to me?' he
pleaded, “You koow that If my uncle
got even o hint that I am loterested in
# gir! out here It would be all off with
me. He doesn't know what yon are
ke, und It would be lmpossible In
writing to convince him how charming
you are.” )
“What a misfortune! Only, as it
happens, I hgve no wish to marry Sen-
ator Clemmer, He alregdy hos a
wife"

“Ihut's Just It—a wife and half o
dlozen daughters. It's all cut and dried
that 1 um to maery Kllg, the oldest un-
married one.”

YAll—so that Is why—" faltered
Muarle, the rich color ebbing from her
cheeks, But she wns only momegtar:
Iy overcome. Her spleit rullied nl-
most n¥ soon as It drooped.  “It Is
most kind of you, Mr. Vandervyn, to
tell me the delightful secret,  Permit
me to congrntulate you,"

His brows penked In a doleful frown,

close and

trying to

poon ns he gets back to clviilzation—- !

A Modern Indian Reservation
Story by Robert Ames Bennet

“You wre cruel to tuke it that way. |
don't love the girl, Yon ought to know
that—you do know {t! Can't you see
the hole I'm In? Even If It wasn't for
Ellin, thes'd all think of you us a—nn
ngeney glel, T woulidln't stand n ghost
of u show of belng nppolnted ngent
when Hardy quoits”

“Does he lntend to quit ¥

“If you turn Wm down, he'll leave
Just us goon as he finds the tribe still
ngalnst him,  Then—don’t you see,
sweetheart?=1 shall get the appolnt-
ment nd agent. Your father and I enn
rip Into the lttle old mine ns fast us
wae please, It's n renl mine, sweet-
heart. In a few months we'll hoave
enough ore shipped to the smelter for
me to ent loose from my uncle and
do a5 [ plense, You know what that
means,”

Agnin he enme townred her, his oyes
softly glowing, his arms open to cm-
brace her. And again ghe eluded him,

“You've Been Riding With Him Every
Day™

thils time with to hesitnney or waver-
Ing., Her smile showed she wns once
wore In control of her emotions,

“Aren't you rather previous, Iteg-
gle?" she asked, from the other slde
of the tea table. “We are not yet en-
goged."

*You coquette!” he cried.  “You
know | can’t formally propose to you
until 1 have got rid of Elln."

“How honoruble you nare!"™ she
praised him, and he could detect no
Irony In her volee or look.

Vandervyn stifled nn oath. “By—
I'l have you yet! You shun't get
away from me!”

“Indeed " she mocked, though she
quivered from the passionate ardor In
s volee, To cover her emotlon she
slitugged as only n womnn of French
blood enn shrug. “That 1s to be seen,
Mr. Vundervyn. And now, If you'll
kindly excuse me, 1 must glve a fulr
share of my time to my other devoted
sultor.”

She slipped out onto the porch be-
fore Vandervyn could interfere. He
muttered o curse and went Into the
dining room to get one of Dupont's
whisky bottles out of the duinty lttle
sldebonard.

CHAPTER X.
At the Broken Mountain,

When, at dusk, Dupont rode up to
his house, Hardy was stlil on the cot
on the porch, Vandervyn stood at the
fur end, pufling hard ot n cigor as he
watched Dupont appronch.

The sound of the trader's bluff volee
wakened Iinrdy from his doze nnd
brought Muarle to the door,

“No, not a truck ; not one slogle slgn
nowhere,” Dupont was saylng to Van-
dervyn, “Thought I'd ride ln and send
out more of the p'leece with food.”

"Yery good,” sald Hardy., “We must
track down the man, else others may
follow hls example,"

The next day the search for the
would-be nssassin was continued, with
no better results than the first. It was
the snme on the two succeeding days.
At last Dupont deelared that there was
no hope of finding the mysterious lost
trall, and Hardy called In the track-
ora.

The period of the search had been
s agreeable to Hordy as It had been
unnoylng to Vandervyn, To check
Vundervyn's woolng—or It may lhive
been to redouble his ardor through
Jenlousy—she spent as much time as
possible In Hoardy's compnny, She
waus o gracious that Haordy began to
show openly fhiat he thought he might
have a fightlng chance to win her.
This made Vandervyn furlous. Yet
he had to restrnin himsell from any
outburst,

Noon of the fourth day Hardy stated
at dinner that he was quite himselr
agdaln and would start on the telp loto
the mountaing the next morning, Ited-
bear had not yet returned to the
ugency, and Dupont, In his friendllest
manner, offered his services us luter-
preter untll the halfbreed should Joln
the party.

When Hardy nccepted this offer,
Vandervyn looked at him In his gulle-
less way and remarked In oa casunl
tone: “With the tribe so unensy, I
suppose you will want me to stay here
aud look after Marle'

Marle objected: “I am a member of
the tribe. If Pere Is golng loto the
mountalns, 1 am golng with Lim,"

“No!" eried Vandervyn,

“I ennnot permit that"
Hardy,

“Oh; yes, you ean and will,” confi-
dently replied the giel, “I shall be In
no danger, If apyone s attacked, It
will be you only."

declured

Dupont prnused with w knifeful of fomd
hnlfway to bls mouth to pgree wieh hils
fduughter: “Aln't none of ‘em what
wants to Hee her sewlp, 8he'd be safer
n ome and you, Mr. Van—which 1=
good ns suying dead safe”

“Yet If 1 should be nttacked " sk
Hurdy,

“IF you nre, It won't e no general
outhrenk, Cap, It will be o few young
bloods adnying for wyou, or mebbe
Just one, lke the buck done down at
the eoulee.”

"Yonu see,” nrigned Marle. “You nre
the only one in danger of atiack. 1f
Reggle and 1 go, us well ax Pere; there
will be that much less chunee of o
smnll purty fiving at youn,”

“Very well,” nequiesced Hardy, ")
rely on your futher's judgment. If
there Is the slightest chnnee of dunger
to you, he shonld know It, But as yvou
nre to be with the poarty, I shall tnke
nlong o squad of pollee, My, Yander-
V¥D, You mny remanlo In charge of the
ngeney, If you prefer”

“No, thonks,” snapped  Vandervyn.
“If you Intend to let Marle run the
risk of getting Into o muossaere, 1 most
certninly shall go nlong.”™

The girl was unusunlly graclons to
Hardy ut supper. At breakfost she ill-
| videdd her gmitles between the two with
F~rll'1|'t impartiality. But when, shortly
hefore sunrise, the poarty started off up
the villey, Huardy hegnn talking nhont
teibnl customs with Dupont aod b

e o engrossged In the discussion
Iltlml he fulled o give Wig asaal coart-
Vandersyn
| was quick to minke the most of the
L lel’s plque, The hndfdozen Luding po
lee of the escort wepe strung ont In
front with the prek horses.  He sug
gested that It would be well to nyvald
the dust by getting in the lend,

Do you believe that Marle Is
deliberately aiding the plotters
against Hardy, and do you fear
an ambuscade for the new agent
on this visit to the Indians?

TU Bl CONTINUED,)
CAUGHT MAMMA TELLING FIB

Small and Well-Meant “White Lie"
Gave Little Girl Opportunity
for Sarcasm.

In n certuin western elty there lives
n lttle glel who 18 n good denl of o
romuneer, The truth In her hands he
comes sadly twisted, and 18 frequently
lust slght of altogether. This propens
Ity for yurnlng hns bothered her moth-
er o great deal,  She hons talked to 1he
little girl In n serious way, nud not
long sgo she told her that even If papn
and mamma didn't find ont ahout her
naughty stortes, God knew, beeguse he
was always present,  This scemed to
make quite an hapression on the Hitle
maid, and hdr mamma hoped 1t would
be Insting.

The fumily washerwornnn, who hns
long been o retulner of the houselold,

uve the Httle glel n fancy mntelibox
for n Christimns present.  Of course,
the small domsel Immedintely wantid
to fill it with matehes, and ns mutches
were the enuse of n bad burning she
had recelved not long before, her mam-
ma dido't want her to play with the
new gift, Well, it disappeared aftor s
day or two—lost, perhaps, or stolen,
or possibly given awny., It was cor-
talaly gone,

A day or two Inter the washerwoman
was hanging the clothes In the bnek
vard, and the mistress came out of the
house nnil spoke to her,

YAnd has Greacle got her matehlbox
yet? lngnired the domestle,

Nol wishing to hurt the good wom-
un's feellngs the mistress Indulged In
n small white le.

“Oh, yes,”" ghe sald, “It's pat nwny
carcfully upstalirs,"

As she turned to enter the door she
snw Gracke standing In the doorwny
with a decidedly sarenstieo grin on her
face,

“Well, mamma," she sald, ag her
parent stepped In, T guess you must
have thought that God wasn't In the
back yord this morning.”

And mamma didn't say a word.

—_— e

The Indian Languages.

The burenu of Amerlean ethoology
of the Smithsonlan Institution, which
conducts  studles and Investigutions
nmong the Indinns, 18 constantly bom-
barded with requests for “the Indian
word” for this and that, It may he
worth while to explaln to the public,
therefore, that there 18 no one Amerl-
can Indlan lungunge, On the eontrary
there are nbhout 1,000 langunges In the
two Amerleas, and practically 600 (ls-
tinet Indlan languages north of Mexico,
It becomes, then, hmpossible to glve
“the" Indlan word for nny Eoglish
equivalent, nnd  consequently 1t Is
usually chosen from the languange of
the tribe which Inhabiltg, or onee Inhnb-
Itedd, the particulnr sectlon of the eoun-
try from whicl the request comes; for
exnmple, the word mny be chosen from
the Sloux, Delnware, Cherokes, Senecn,
Zunl or other langunge,

Ragweed.

The North Awmerlean specles of rog-
weed 18 sometimes called the bitter
weed, It Is a much branching plant,
grows from one to three feet high, and
grows everywhere, s pollen Is re-
garded as the cnuse of hay fever, Ita
atem is stout and halry and the Aowers
are green and Inconspleuous.

Wasted Effort.
Duaughter—FPather, our domestie
sclence professor I8 teaching us how
to spend money—

Parent (interrupting)—Why doesn't
he teach fish how to swlm ?—Pitt Pan-
ther,

Unobiservant of Vandervyn's look,

“CASCARETS"
O LIV, B0

No sick headache, biligy
bad taste or cons!ipai-.
by morning. s

Get a 10-cent box,

Are you keeplng your bows,
and stomach clean, pure g rery
with Cascarets, or merely f, e
passageway every few day/* AB
Balts, Cathartic Pills, Caaty W
Purgative Waters? t

Stop having & bowel wani.q8 o
Cascarots thoroughly cleanss . grip
ulate the stomach, remov, (/R
and fermenting food and foy ¥ |
take the excess blle from i teng
and carry out of the systiy JPoo
constipated waste matter uyy stive
in the bowels,

A Cascaret to-night will p dges
feel great by morning. Ty
while you sleep—never grip S
or cause any inconvenience,
only 10 cents & box from yy,/FhOt
Millions of men and womeys ™ |
Cascaret now and then wyAYS
have Headache, Blliousnes,
Tongue, Indigestion, Sour 5™
Constipation. Ady, m

Dr. Mary Morey, nge sevel M

Smiley, Tex., will enter y &%
school agnin,

CLIMBED STI
ON HER KAl

Toolllto Walk Upright, 0y
Advised. Saved by L
Pinkham's Vegetable ComyWell

This woman now raises chick
does manual labor. Read heryp |
Richmond, Ind.—*For two s
was 80 pick and weak with &
from my g
when goli

7 Lydia E. Piokbens |
to nkham's Vq
Cont'in as she had taken it v |
mutl.ed lldgl ‘my t:f'l.k >
Bppeared, n n stren _——
into our new home

en work, shovel

cement work, and risgss
dreds of chickens and ducks j '
not say enough in se of led @l
Pinkham's Vegetable Compe
if these facts are useful you
lish them for the benefit d
women.''—Mrs. M. O. Jonns1e
D, Box 190, Richmond, Ind

_m
A Cold

ol

= L PN
Propositiox
n |\
When you are wheezing wils
ing, coughing and hawlk ing SeE
facing a cold proposition, &
itright, Hales Honey of Hon
and Tar quickly relieves bi* T ¥
All druggists, 26cts, a bottyeat

hl'h'nmn!‘

Make the Live
Do its Duty

Nine times In ten when the
t the stomach and bowels

Headache, ad de
and Distress After Eating. e

| SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE, SMAUjgt
Genuine must bear Signises

Yager's Liniment is ¢1°
lent for any kind of pu#
congestion, It quickly
lieves backache and rbf
matic pains, and is  sp
did remedy for Neurnl
Sciatica, chest sp
strains, swelli

largements,

The 25 cent bottl ¥
Liniment contalns four tim#
much a8 the usual boitle
ment sold for that prices

AT ALL DEALERS

GILBERT BROS. & C
BALTIMORE, MD.




