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The Despa
.V rumor canie to town that a but¬

tle would be fought In tho morning, jIn the early afternoon It was nothing
more than a rumor. Many of the kind '
had come to the town before, and had
been noon forgotten. On tills occa¬sion the correspondent .of a I/mdon |newspaper met his despatch rider In
the center of the main square und be-1
gan to question him concerning the
last talk of a batth>.
"Do you know anything about tb'i

rumor of another fight? he asked.
"No."
The correspondent shuffled his boot

in the thick dust, then walked a few
steps away and returned. The des
patch rider watched him closely, as
an older man. might look upon a
youngster whoiü he had grown to
know through close companionshipTIio tall form was bent slightly for¬
ward. From under the shadow of the
lint brim one eye shone with a lightof Intensity, a light of almost eagerdesire, which being there testified thai
despite the long years of his own partlculnr experiences the mind still re¬
tained the activity and' keen know¬
ledge of strife which belonged t» nn
earlier duy. The thin soar line of a
long healed cut led him from tho
lower lid of the other eye diagonally
across the cheek. That other eye was
blind.
"Are we going out In (ho morning?"

asked tin1 despatch rldei\
'.I don't know yet. I'll'.see you later

about It."
When the moon had risen, so that

the dust lay whle in the square, tho
correspondent spoko to kis despaten
rider again. "Wo'll start at dawn,"he said.

,

Then the correspondent returned to
his hotel. Many other correspondents
were seated in the long room whlen
had been nt one time the parlor: A
stout man sat slumped in a lopsided
arm chair with bis hands folded
across his stomnch. An artist who
was particular about, a pair of whis¬
kers and a clean shaven chin was
sketching on the back of a menu.
When the door opened to admit the
correspondent from London, the men
turned to see who It was.
"How are you. Nethersole?" said

tl»«? Australian. "Anything new?"
"Not- that 1 know of," Nothorsolo

carelessly replied.
Following a quick rap at tho door,

the tall form of tho despatch rider ap¬
peared on the threshold. "May 1 seo
you a moment, Nethersole?" be said.
The two men left the room, and. tho
door closed.
"Nethersole's up to another of hU

games," remarked the stout man,
which remark easily carried through
the ill fitted door, so that It was hoard
by Nethersole outside. The corres¬
pondent smiled slightly up at his des¬
patch rider.

"There's no game tola time," he

tch Bearer
said. "It will rest with you, Kennel.
What do you want?"

"I wanted to Know it you would let
nio have the bay tomorrow. That
black of mine is off his feed tonight."

.'Certainly. Good night. Kennet."
Later on the Canadian and Nether-

sole stood together on tho steps ot
the hotel looking out Into the dust and
the moonlight, of the square.
"What time are you going to ..art

out?" usked the Canadian.
"Just before sunrise. Comingalong?"
"I'll meet you here nt dawn."
When the morning came the first

gray light broke cold over n fevered
city. On the veranda of the hotel too
Canadian stood leaning against a post.From out the mist which blurred me
farther side of the square he saw ap¬proaching the hotel a man, in whom
he soon recognized Netheraole's des¬
patch rider, walking and leading Iiis
horse.
"Anything new since last night;'!asked Kennet.
"Not that I know of." I
The despatch rider leaned againstthe next post of the verandn. He be-1gan tilling a pipe With tobacco as iC

thinking of other things. "The dawn
is a strange hour," he said quietly.The tone of the voice betrayed .>..ti
bis mind had gono back to happenings'
in the years which bad passed. "Some
people think the dawn mysterious,"Kennel continued. "Pools have been
pleased to call It by beautiful names.
Hut I don't like it.

'

It feels cold, and
all the things that have happened to
me have come then. There was the
time when the Kafirs attacked us.
That was al dawn. They said I ought
to have held the place, and ' diOJuntil 1 got that slash across the eye
and went down. Then the mill burnt.
That was at three-tbirty-live A. M.,
and loft nie grooming horses in n liv¬
ery .stable. Then It was- just getting
light when the message came to i»e
mine telling us the homo company
had failed. I was standing In the
Itodse where the wire was. watching
a palm grow out of the .melting mist.
I would have cleared from that busi¬
ness In another half-year, because the
stuff was there. Thon the message
came, and we quit work. That opera¬
tor we had was a funny fellow. He
shot himself later.' Ktenet stopped
for a moment.
"And after that?" asked the Cana¬

dian.
". Have some tobacco?"
The nrtist who wore whisker* andNethersoie came out of the hotel to¬

gether, shutting the door nolsoless-Iy
behind them. Nethorsole walked rap¬
idly to tho stable, brough his horse,
and mounted.
"Come on," he said.
The three men rode away from the

square, leaving behind them tho arllst

complaining to the fat man. who had
Just como to the porch. They passen
slowly through the town and Huffily
entered on tho beginning of a long
rond which led away over a groat
reach of plain toward whore the ris¬
ing sun bad Just lifted clear of Jffe
crest Of n dome shaped bill in the far
distance. The road lay broad as an
avenue. The despatch rider rode a
little ahead and to one side. At times
all three turned on the veldt to pass
a bullock train plodding in slow tread
toward tho distajit hill; tho biillooKB.j swinging languidly from side to side.,
and the quick cracks of the whips
and wild cries of the Knllr drivers
mingling With the incessant creaking:
of the loaded wagons to interrupt tho
stillness which overhung the vast
plain. The sun rose.higher from tho
hill crest. j"Hadn't we better lie getting a move:
on?" asked the Canadian.
"No," answered Nethersole; "there's

no hurry. Got u Hp late last nightthat the attack wouldn't he mado
till tomorrow. Thought we had l.vt
tor got out here, though. i
Over mile after mile of the wide

and barren road the three men con¬
tinued toward the place where it had
been said a battle would soon ba
fought. Th.y continued for miles
without speaking, walking their
horses, riding three abreast.
At one time two black dots of horse¬

men appeared against the sky of the
rise behind. Nethersole fljod -..»

glasses on them.
"That must he 'Whiskers,' and he's

riding, I suppose, with old tat Hi.-.
They were going to start out togeth¬
er. We've got to beat Hill. And ho
knows a thing or two about thi>bus¬
iness."
An hour lat.-r they saw before them

against the sunburnt grnss of an up¬ward slope, many large squares of a
datker brown which marked the bi¬
vouac of an army. The commandinggeneral's headquarters were in lue
yard of a sun bleached farm house.
From hero the orderlies set forth in
carving their orders to the different
parts of the army. The general stood
in the scanty shade of n dust covered
sapling. Nearby a trooper sat lean¬
ing against a broken fence, chewing
nt a large chunk of broad, and occa¬
sionally breaking off pieces to feed
bis horse. Several Officers nn(i men
leaned with their backs against, the
whitened wall of the bouse.
"Nothing will happen today," said

the general In answer to the corres¬
pondent's question.
"Would you advise us to wait?"
"I would."
That night when they were enmpedoutside the lines of artillery Kennet

shoved a log end farther into the bed
of the lire, and began whistling."Whal is that tune; Kennet?" askedNethersole. "It's got running in myhead."
"That thing? Cissy Haragcn used

to sing it in Ivfcibourne."
"nut I heard it in Ixmdon."
"Yes. I know. The company went

there afterward," explained the des-'

patch rider. "But Cissy Haragen and
I left them and joined a local show
in Sydney."
"Was that the limn you told 'no

about,.when you wore blue tights?"I "Yes. and you'd have laughed. I
sang the second to that song, and she
wore pink tights and I wore blue. I
was meant to bo a kind of prineu.That was the nearest I got to play¬ing Hamlet." And the despatch rldor
laughed a little at the fire..
"So you wanted to play Hamlet?"

asked Xethersole.
"Oh I suppose so. I was youngerthen."
Again the dawn broke over the land,

a clear windless dawn. The silent
army formed in order of battle. On
the extremes of either wlag lay tho
dark lines where the cavalry bad boon
stationed. The battle fror.', of the
British extended for at lenst four
miles,.fond miles of <doayt£| grade
to where the river flowed deep ;,nd
sluggls'i along the Incurving base of
the' range in the rey light which
followed t o dawn the order had been
given to advance. Across the wide
stretch of "\vi It; bare and sliwly
dropping to the river bask two miles'
away, the brigades marche I on to the
attack.
The i ",r ter, under the blftMttg heat

or noon, again across that noblng
empty plnin the broken regimen's
crawled back to camp, leavni» behind
theni the silent guns and Iho'r dead
and wounded lying in lite sun.

Tlte despatch rider rode at a waltt
irres» the lines on which the trocps
Aero retreating. "They've falle 1,'! he
said, sweeping his arm forwerd '.r, a
half tragic gesture of contempt. "Pr.or
devils! It wasn't their fault. But
just the same Ihey have failed. Cissy
could häv'e said Hint in good style.
Poor little woman!"

lie met a private sohltet who held
his rille by the stock, dragging the
muzzle with half closed eyes
."You see mo?" asked tn-j man.
"Yes." i
"And you see those five men up

there? We were twenty-seven. Es¬
cort to the guns. Tile rest are down
there in the ditch. Po you know what
I'm going to do? I'm going up there
to headquarters, an' I'm going to say,
'Give me a drink!' an' If they don"t
do it I'm going to shoot 'em.-shoot
'cm all! Got any water on ye?"
The dospatch rider's bottle was

empty. Ho hlmsrlf had not drunk-
since dawn. "Yen, I know. But I
wouldn't shoot If I were you. Thin*
It over."

"All right. I ll think !t over."
Kennet continued on his way. The

slowly walking men with half clo-.ed
eyes became more frequent now. Here
a cluster of four men crawled bacK
In single file over the plain, and tho,
corporal who ltd them spoko in a
chokoj and tired voice. "Oil, cnme|
along, you men!" Here tin officer
walked with painfully steady steps.)
nnd slowly, with his chin sunk on
his chest, with Iiis eyes looking down
at the dond grass before his feet, h's |
v '..V^nuivviaftaniim

even half closed. There a trooper]lay close behind an ant hill, think¬
ing perhaps In bis thirst dried brain
that he was still under the ouctriy'afire.
"And those also. All of them have

railed." said tho despatch rider. He
bad come Into a ntnni;o humor. The
i;tatc of uncertainty of all thingsvhlrh exist in a time of battle bad
seized possession of b'a mind. He-
sides, ho foil the thirst In his own
throat. Ho came to a Kafir Kraal,
turned Into a temporary tl Id hospit¬al, to which plnco the wounded w-cro
being brought In from nil parts of tlio
Luttlo field.
As be rode away from tho hospital,

be saw that Nethersole was close
upon him. "Are you all ready, Ken-
net?" he asked. "You'll havo to 6tart
back at once. Here's tho cablegram.
What time Is it now?"
"Ton minutes of one."
"Tho censor's office closes at four.

You have threo hours a .1 ton min¬
utes, anil it's twenty-thvej miles. Can
>. m do It? 9

"Glvo me the message."
The despatch rider turned ills horse

and set out on the road for the town.
Nethercolo called nfter him. "You're

the first away. Keep the load. Ken¬
nel!"

Twenty-three miles lay ahead of him
.tWenty-three miles of barren, sun!
dried road. Which seemed always near
its ending and always led farther on.|
If the town had been twenty miles jdistant, the start would not have'
seemed so far away, because then hot
would havo entered soon on the nine-'
teen miles, whereby a long pain would
'nave been accomplished. Hut there
were still these throe niHea to be rid¬
den through. Thev ware unneces¬
sary, and a large addition.I

"Tltoro Is n vast difference between
twenty-one miles and nineteen miles."
said the despatch rider. "I don t
know why; but there is." .

Ho had started forth riding his
horse at a slow trot. Ry his. judg¬
ment of the nature of the horso ho
knew that this was br.-t

' lies.des." he argued, "he's a little
weak in the hind hock. If I galloped
him, be would slip and weaken mor*
Then I'd lost time. Hotter tako it
«low and long." /
The screech of Sä^fholl, one of the

last fired at random by the enemy at
tho broad retreat, rushed through.the
nlr nbovo him and burst In n wrath¬
ful spout of dust In the road In front.
He passed the last of th-^ retiring
army, tho kopje on which the naval
giinp wero stationed, a Hillock train
plodding through tho sunlight toward
the army carrying food supplies; then
ho rode along tho empty road alone.
When ho dismounted at the end of

two miles he be?nn walking with more
eagerness thon was his custom, so
that, the reins by which be led the
horse behind him grew taut ami ho
felt tho pressure on his arm. Foot by
foot he passed over the ground, and
though this walk was adopted only
for a breathing spoil, ho know tlint
le was always creeping nearer to the ^

town. Tho dust roso In tiny cloudsabout hiß boota at each footstop. Af¬ter a tinio tho arm began to acho fromthe lagging pressure agaliiBt It. Thenho mounted the horse and rode on at'
a trot.
"MuBt havo gone four miles'," hesaid. In no way did It seem .atrangto him that ho apoko these words outloud. All . round him lay the farreaches of barren land, with the roadleading on, always on. Tho musclesof his legs wore bold tight, that homight conform his body to the swayof the horse's stride. Tho musclesbegan to pain him n little; but thusho could ride bis horse more steadi¬ly, fly tho half unconscious grip ofhlu gupes, the man transmitted to thoInstinct of the animal n sense of theInsistent force which lived In hismind: "Vou'ro going to do the work,and I'm going to make you do It!" besaid.
How far had ho gone now? Perhaps

seven miles.it ought to be. That leftsixteen In front. He had dismountedagain to walk, when ho recognized the
spot where he had stopped tho after¬
noon liefere to examine one of the
horse's hoofs. Then he, beriamo awarothat probably for a mile be had been
listening .Jo the dull and regularclicks ofwt loosened MiCO. Yes, ho
could move it with bi8 lingers; but
ho continued walking. With 'he rhyth¬mic click just lA'hlnd film, till lie came
to the placo where the tin;* water was.

"I'll give you just three goca to wash
your mouth out."
He counted the three drinks by the

swallows In tho horse's throat, then
pulled up the straining head and wont
on at that slow, persistent trot. The
Incessant-round of iho dull cIIcks
came from underneath him now. Ho
thought once that they answered with
a tone of mockery a throb within him-
self. Ilehlnd his blind oj'c some¬
times-, after periods of great toll, a
tluy^hiug'. which woke him from un-
vor, ..usncsu on tho hillside at dawn
tTOt time lie had failed to hold the
place. Then he camo to understand
that tho clicks wero the complement
of the sound lioofbeatu. By reason
of this, tho instinct which had been
long trained made him realize thrt
i lie time of the real ride had begun.

His knees gripped H"' saddle flapwith a slightly tighter pressure. \Vlt
himself, but talking out loud, ho ai
gued the question of removing th
bit from the horse's mouth to eas<
him; then concluded that Inter h'
would need the hit to exert n furthe-
influonco that was to sustain the anl
mal through the last miles. Again hi
came to a water hole; again he count
od tho throe swallows in tho horseV ,

throat and rode on. "About ten mile;
more." bo snld.
Ho had entered the beginning of th

loug plain which was tho last. The
road ran straight before him. He
could see the place where, tho (own
lay agnlnst the farthest bills, nut
tho road seemed to have no ending.All round *vas that land, flat, and
ompty; always tho strong sunlightshone down on the plain from out tho

terrible, boat blurred, whitened sky.HocauBo now ho atrovo with hts fullforce to nchlovo his end. fearing morethat the combined strength of thotwo might weaken, ho iwcamo fllfelwith a wild Bchse of exultation overtho valito of his rldo. He was carry-lug despatches,; back from the bat«tldl 'Pbo correspondent had shoutedafter him, "ICcop the load. Kennet!".And ho was' holding tho lead wk- nutho power ho.iould command! He i
was first! Th« despatch he carried
would bo first-'away ovor tho wlro toCapo Town where tho nows would bn
token down off the receiver by .«»astonished operator, who would hurryIt to tho oublo, then on to Londonwhere thousands waited to hear! The
opened oyo sta'red straight in front
with a clear lnst,or.

In a moment the mood changed to
on understanding of tho plain realityof tho horso and the man and vast
stretches of sunburnt veldt' and the
undcniublo, lnytbmic clicks of the
loosened shoe. After all. he rode onlywith despatches. Nothersole would
get mad if ho waa into, and that wouldbo all. He laughed to himself a lit¬
tle. Ho understood tho relations to
a nicety now. How silly of him to
attribute so much importance to him¬
self I He was only carrying a tele¬
gram.
Tho horso st,nmbled nosdly. to his

knees, and the man could barely hold
him from falling. And yot Kennet was
exerting all his power, was calling
In all hia available knowledge, all his
strength, to aid him in the accom¬
plishment of his desire. He never
had done nioro than that. His knees
never relajed the grip on the saddle,
that he might hit the horse carry him
like sand bag Instead of riding the
animal for tho best epe^d. Again ho
came to realize that his ride was in¬
deed important. He had put forth too
much now tbnt a failure could pass
without a hurt If for no other cause,
ho must reach the towu at the hour
sot to justify the effort expended.
And he was carrying despatchesfrom a battle! Ho was the first!

"Keen the lead, Kennet!" The train¬
ing of his stage life. Imbued into an
.irly manhood, hurst forth with tho
.xalted understanding of his ride. Ho
'.anted to urgo his horso into a gal¬
op. Tho plctura those two wouldfiako.the hurrying horse,' the figure>f tho rider bent forward, "carrying
'espntches." and th© dust whirling upu-hlnd.aroso in his excited imagina¬tion to please his senso of the dra«
untie too strongly to be overruled.
\)\)t his knowledge told him th.ft *e
must keep the horso moving slowly.
"Ateout five, miles moro. You'vo

?ot to keep going now!"
He passed the' last water hole with-

ut giving Iiis horse a charce to rinse
the dust from big throat. -X}» Souses
of the town took do-lnite shapes bo-
fore him. . Always ho listened to the
steady, dull click of the loosened shoo;
but now he had'como to pay no heed
to the sound. Hin teeth wore shot
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