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"My note books! ' '  cr ied T.ouise,  in 
a  Hash of comprehension.  She dressed 
hasti ly.  Shirt  waist  was loo intr icate,  
so she threw on a  say Japanese l; i-
niono; her jacket  and walking skir t  

concealed the l imitat ions of her at
tire. 

"What are you going to do?" asked 
Mary,  also putt ing on clothes which 
were easy of adjustment.  She had 
never gone to f ires in the old days 
before she had come to South Dakota;  
but  i t  Louise went—gentle,  highbred 
Louise—why, she would go too,  that  
was al l  there was about i t .  She had 
consti tuted herself  Louise 's  guardian 
in this  rough l ife that  must  be so al ien 
to the eastern gir l .  Louise had been 
very good to her.  Louise 's  s tart led 
cry about her note books carried l i t t le  
understanding to her.  She was not  
used to court  and i ts  ways.  

They hastened out  into the hallway 
and down the stairs. They saw 110 
one whom they knew, though men 
were st i l l  dodging out  from unexpect
ed places and hurrying down the 
street .  I t  seemed impossible that  the 
inconveniently buil t ,  diminutive prair
ie  hotel  could accommodate so many 
people.  Louise found herself  wonder
ing where they had been packed away. 
The men. carelessly dressed as they 
were,  their  hair  shaggy and unkempt,  
always with pistols  in belt  or  hip-
pocket  or  hand,  made her shiver with 
dread.  They looked so wild and weird 
and fierce in the dimly l ighted hall .  
She clutched Mary's  arm nervously,  
but  no thought of returning entered 
her mind.  Probably the judge was 
already on the court-house grounds.  
He would want to save some valuable 
books he had been reading in his  of
f icial  quarters.  So they went out  into 
the bleak and windy night .  They 
were immediately enveloped in a  wild 
gust  that  nearly swept them off their  
feet  as i t  came tearing down the 

.s treet .  They clung together . for  a  
moment.  yA'v; ' -

" I t ' l l  burn l ike hell  in this  wind!" 
some one cried, as a. bunch of 111611 
hurried past  them. '  The words were 
l i teral ly whipped out  of his  mouth.  
"Won't  save a thing." 

Flames were burst ing out  of the 
front  windows upstairs .  The sky was 
al l  al ight .  Sparks were tossed madly 
southward by the wind.  There was 
grave danger for buildings other than 
the one already doomed. The roar of 
the .wind and the flames was well-
nigh deafening.  The back windows 
and stairs  seemed clear.  

"Hurry,  Marv,  hurry!" cried Louise,  
above the roar,  and pressed forward,  
s tumbling and gasping for the breath 
that  i . ie  wild wind coveted.  I t  was 
not  far  they had to go.  There was a 
jam of men in the yard.  More were 
coming up.  Hut there was nothing 
to do.  Men shook their  heads and 
shrugged their  shoulders and watched 
the progress of the inevitable with the 
placidity engendered of the potent:  
"I t  can' t  be helped." Hut some things 
might have been saved that  were not  
saved had the first  011 the grounds not 
rested so securely on that  quiet ing 
inevitabil i ty.  As the gir ls  came with
in the crowded circle of l ight ,  they 
overheard something of a  gallant  at
tempt on the part  of somebody to 
save the county records—they did not  
hear whether or  no the at tempt had 
been successful .  They made their  
way to the rear.  I t  was st i l l  dark.  

"Louise! What are you going to 
do?" cried Mary,  in consternation.  
There were few people 011 this  side.  
Louise put  her hand deliberately to 
the door-knob.  I t  gave to her pres
sure—the door swung open.  Some 
one stumbled out  bl indly and leaned 
against  the wall  for  a  moment,  his  
hands over his  eyes.  

"I  can' t  do i t ,"  he said,  aloud,  "I  
can' t  reach the vaults .  

Louise sl ipped past  him and was 
within the doorway, closely followed 
by the frantic Mary.  

The man cried out  sharply,  and 
stretched out a  detaining hand.  "Are 
you crazy? Come back!" 

"Mr. Gordon!" cried Louise,  with a  
l i t t le  sob of rel ief ,  " is  i t  real ly you? 
Let  me go—quick—my note books!" 

A thick cloud of smoke at that mo
ment came rolling down the back 
stairs. It enveloped them. It went 
down their throats and made them 
cough. The man. throwing an arm 
over the shoulders of the slender girl 

.who had started tip after the first 
shock of the smoke had passed away, 
pushed her gently but firmly outside. 

"Don't let her come, Mary," he 
called back, clearly. "I'll get the 
note books—if I can." Then he was 
gone^j—up the smoke-wreathed stair
way. 

Outside,  the gir ls  waited.  '  It 
seemed hours.  The wind,  howling 
around the corners,  whipped their  
skir ts .  There was a colder edge to i t .  
Fire at last broke out of the back-
windows simultaneously with the 
sound of breaking glass,  and huge 
bil lows of released black smoke 
Surged out  from the new outlet .  
Louise started forward.  She never 
knew afterward just  what she meant 
to do,  but  she sprang away from 
Mary's  encircl ing arm and ran up the 
l i t t le  f l ight  of  s teps leading to the 
<lnov from which she had been so un

ceremoniously tl i iMisc.v Art  or  warn.  
when they told her.  she realized what 
her impulsive action meant,  but .  now 
she did not  think.  She was only con
scious of some wild,  vague impulse to 
l ly to the help of the maii  who would 
even now be safe in blessed outdoors 
had i t  not  been for her and her fool
ish woman's  whim. She had sent  him 
to his  death.  What were those 
wretched note books—what was any
thing at  al l  in comparison to bis  l i fe!  
So she stumbled blindly up the steps.  
The wind had slammed the door shut .  
I t  was a  cruel  obstacle to keep her 
back.  She wrenched i t  open.  The 
clouds of smoke that  met her.  rol l ing 
out  of their  imprisonment l ike pent-
up steam, choked her,  bl inded her.  
beat  her back.  She strove impotently 
against  i t .  She tr ied to fight  i t  off  
with her hands—those l i t t le  intensely 
feminine hands whose fortune Gordon 
longed to take upon himself  forever 
and forever.  They were so small  and 
weak to fend for themselves.  Hut 
small  as  they were,  i t  was a good 
thing they did that  night .  Xow 
Mary had firm hold of her and would 
not  let  her go.  She struggled desper 
ately and tr ied to push her off ,  but  
vainly,  for  Mary had twice hei  
s trength.  

"Mary.  I  shall  never forgive you—" 
She did not  f inish her sentence,  for  

at  that  moment Gordon staggered out  
into the air .  He sat  down on the bot
tom step as if  he were drunk,  but  l i t t le  
darts  of f lame colored the surging 
smoke here and there in weird 
splotch and,  suddenly calm now that '  the sake of the two white faced gj ,! :-
there was something to do.  Mary and , who sat  there in his  st iff  c> f i i c r>  chairs  
Louise led him away from the doomed 
building where the keen wind soon 

per.  1  nej  cotun 1101 h m i  m e  j 
t ion of Gordon and Langford back to*,  
the hotel  then,  when Langford's  '  
handsome, tanned face was white with |  
the weight,  ol  what he hud to tel l .  |  

"It  wil l  be best . '  he agreed,  i tnex- 1 
pectedlv.  '  Come—we must l inrrv!" |  

It  was Will iston's  "l i t t le  gir l"  whom 
he took under his  personal  protection,  !  
diving t ip the street  in the teeth of the ' 
gale which blew colder every moment,  
with a  force and strength that  kept  '  
Mary half  the t ime off  her  feet .  A '  
gentler  knight  was Gordon—though 
as manly.  All  was lark around the 
premises. There; was 110 one lurking j 

near.  Kverybodv was dancing at-  I 
temlaii 'o 011 the court- lmuse holocaust ,  j 
Gordon felt ,  for  his  keys.  j 

"How good i t  is  to get  out .  of  the! 
wind," whispered Louise.  This pro-!  
reeding smacked so much of the mys-j  
terlons;  that  whispering followed as a .  
natural  sequence.  

They stepped within.  I t  was inky 
black.  

"Lock the door,"  said Lnngford.  in 
a  low voic" 

Gordon i .  . . .  'died,  surprised,  but  ask
ing no question.  !!e knew his fr iend,  
and bad fai th in his  . judgment.  Then 
he l ighted a lamp that  stood on his  
desk.  

.  "Why did yen do that?" asked 
Louise,  gravely.  

"What?" 
"Lock the door."  
"I  don' t  know, ' '  he answered hon

est ly.  "1 didn' t  think you would no
t ice the cl ick.  Ask Maul."  

"I ' l l  explain in a  minute.1 '  said Lang 
ford.  He stepped to the windows and 
drew the blinds closely.  

"Now that  1 have you safe,"  he said,  
l ightly,  "I ' l l  confess I had an old 
woman's  scare.  I t  came to me that  
as  long-as you are not,  s tr ict ly speak 
ing.  011 kind and loving terms wi ' .h— 
every one west  of the river—and this  
being such an all-round nasty night  
anyway, why, I 'd j t ts t  spir i t  you home 
and give the charged atmosphere a 

j  chance of clearing a l i t t le ."  
I Gordon looked at  him steadily a 
; moment.  His face did not  pale.  Yet 
. he knew that  Lnngford had l ifanl— 
. or  suspected—more than he intended 
j  to tel l—then.  I t  was Rood to see him 

shrug his shoulders in unconcern for 

blew the choking smoke from his eyes 
and throat .  |  

"I've swallowed a ton," he said,  re
covering himself  quickly/  "1 couldn' t  !  
get  them, Louise."  l ie  did not  know 
h e  c a l l e d  h e r  s o .  . / ' ;  '  ; V - |  

"Oh, what does 
Louise,  earnestly.  
for  sending you." 

"As 1 remember 

stand 
lay I ' l l  

1 l ies  
Lair .  

i t  matter?" Cried 
"Only forgive me 

I 
i t ,  1 sent  111 v  self ,"  

said Gordon with a humorous smile.  '  
"and.  I am afraid,  tumbled one l i t t le  
git  1 rather unceremoniously down the 
stairs .  Hid I hurt  you?" There was 

"Y011 are an old duffer. Paul." he 
said,  in pretended annoyance.  "You 
treat  me l ike a child.  I won' t  
i t  a lways.  You' l l  ' see.  Some < 
rebel—and—then "  

"Meanwhile;  I ' l l  just  t rot  
ladies back to the hotel ."  said 
ford.  "But.  you must  promise to keep 
your head inside.  We're f ixtures un' i l  
we have that  promise." 

"What,  lock me up ;md run off  with 
—all  the ladies!  I guess not!  Why 
didn' t  we round up that  way,  I 'd l ike 
to know? This isn ' t  1 ' tuh,  Paul.  Von 

can' t  have both." 
Paul meant for him to l ie  low. then.  

up Langlord, cheertun.v. tie niaices 
excellent tea—really. I've tried it be
fore. You will never regret staying." 

Silently he watched his  fr iend in the 
inner room bring out  a  battered tea
kett le ,  f i l l  i t  with a steady hand and 
put i t  on the stove in the office,  com
ing and going carelessly,  seemingly 
conscious ol  nothing in the world but  
the comfort  of  his  unexpected guests .  

True to her sex.  Louise was curious
ly interested in the house-keeping ar
rangements of a  genuine bachelor es
tablishment.  Wom.n-l ike,  .she saw 
many things in the short  t ime she was 
there—but nothing that  diminished 
her respect  for  Richard Gordon.  
The bed in the inner chamber where 
both men slept  vas disarranged but  
clean.  Wearing apparel  was strewn 
over the chairs  and tables.  There was 
a l i t ter  of magazines 011 the floor.  She 
laid them tip against .  Langford;  she 
did not  think Gordon had the t ime or 
inclination to cult ivate the magazine 
habit .  She did not  know to whose 
weakness to ascribe the tobacco pouch 
and brier-wood pipe placed invit ingly 
by the side of a  pair  of gay.  elaborate
ly head-embroidered moccasins,  cozily 
stowed away under the head of the 
bed: but  she was rather Inclined to 
lay these,  too,  to Langford's  charge.  
The howling tempest  outside only 
served to enhance the coziness of the 
rumbling fire and the closely drawn 
blinds.  

Hut tea was never served in those 
bachelor rooms that  night—neither 
that  night  nor ever again.  I t  was a  
l i t t le  dream that  went up in f lame 
with the walls  that  harbored i t .  Who 
first  became conscious that  the tang 
of smoke was gradually fi l l ing their  
nostr i ls ,  i t  was hard to tel l .  They 
were not.  far  behind each other in that  
consciousness.  I t  was Langford who 
discovered that  the trouble was at  
the rear,  where the wind would soon 
have the whole building fanned into 
flames.  Gordon unlocked the door 
quiet ly.  He said nothing.  But Paul,  
springing in front  of him, himself  
threw i t  open.  I t  was no new dodge,  
this  burning a  man out to shoot him 
as one would drown out a  gopher for 
the kil l ing.  He need not  have been 
afraid.  The alarm had spread.  The 
street  in front  was rapidly f i l l ing.  
One would hardly have dared to shoot 
—then—if one had meant to.  And he 
did not  know. He only knew that  
devil try had been 111 the air  for f ior-
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a caressing cadence in the question j He was also in a hurry to aet  the gir ls  
that  he could not  for  the l ife of him j away.  Evidently the danger lav here.  
keep out  of his  voice.  

"I  did not.  even know 1 tumbled.  
How did you get  back?" said Louise,  
t remulously.  

"Who opened the door?" counter-

There was a  t ight-uing o f  , iu ,  f i ,m  

mouth and an ominous contraction of 
the pupils  of  the eyes,  l ie  st irred the 
fire,  then jammed a huge,  knotted 
st ick into the sheet-iron stove.  I t  

questioned Gordon,  remembering,  j seemed as if  everybody had sheet-iron 
"The wind must  have blown it  shut .  
I  was blinded—I couldn' t  f ind i t—I 
couldn' t  breathe.  I didn' t  have sense 
enoug>. to know it  was shut ,  but  I  
couldn' t  have helped myself  anyway. 
1 groped for i t  as  long as I could with
out  breathing.  Then I guess I must  

s toves in this  country.  The log caught 
with a  pleasant  roar as the draught 
sent  f lames leaping up the chimney. 
Hut Paul made no movement to go.  
Then he,  Gordon,  had not  understood 
his  tr iend.  Maybe the menace was 
not  here,  but  outside.  If  so,  l ie  must  

have gone off  a  l i t t le ,  for  1 was spraw- ! contrive to keep h i s  g u e s t s  i n t e r e s t e d  

l ing on the floor of ' the lower hall  here.  He would leave the le. , ,1 m 
when I fel t  a  breath of air  playing Paul 

He would leave the lead to 
Paul knew. He wont hark to 

over me. Somebody must  have opened! his  l iving-room and returned,  bringing 
the door—because I am pretty sure j two heavy buggy robes.  
I had fainted or done some foolish 
thing." 

Louise was si lent  
ful—thankful .  God 
good to her.  I t  had been given to her 
to do this  thing.  She had not meant 
to do i t—she had not konwn what she 
did:  enough that  was done.  

"I t  was Louise,"  spoke up Mary,  
"and I—tried to hold her back!" So 

she accused herself .  
"Hut 1 didn' t  do i t  011 purpose." said 

Louise,  with shining eyes.  "I—I "  
"Yes,  you "  prompted Gordon.  

looking at  her with tender infentness.  
"I  guess I was trying to come after  

you," she confessed.  "I t  was very— 
foolish." 

The rear grounds were rapidly f i l l 
ing up.  Like children following a  
band-wagon, the crowd surged toward 
the new excitement of the discovered 
extension of the fire.  Gordon drew a 
long breath.  

"I  thank God for vonr—foolishness,"  
he said,  s imply,  smiling the smile his  
fr iends loved him for.  

CHAPTER XVIII. 
An Unconventional Tea Party. 

As the flames broke through the 
roof,  Langford came rushing up where 
the group stood a l i t t le  apart  from the 
press.  

"Dick! T have been looking for you 
everywhere," he cried,  hoarsely.  

"What 's  the trouble,  old man?" 
asked Gordon,  quiet ly.  

"1 have something to tel l  you," said 
Langford,  in a  low voice.  "Come 
quick—let 's  go back to your rooms. 
Why, gir ls  "  

"We will  go,  too," said Mary,  with 
quiet  decision.  She had caught a  
glimpse of Red Sanderson's  face 
through the crowd, and she thought he 
had leered at  her.  She had been 
haunted by the vague feeling that  she 
must  have known the man who had 
at tempted to carry her off—that dread
ful  night;  but  she had never been able 
to concentrate the abstract ,  f leet ing 
impressions into comprehensive sub
stance—never unti l  she had seen that  
scar,  and glancing away in terror saw 
that  Langford,  too,  had seen;  but  she 
was not brave enough to lose herself  
and Louise in the crowd where that  
mail  was.  She could not .  l ie  had 
leered at  Louise,  too.  last  night  at  sup-

V"5 ''T ( J T I K 

"You will  f ind my bachelor way . if  
l iving very primitive," he said,  with 

She was thank- '  his  engaging smile.  He arranged the 
had been very robes over two of the chairs  and 

pushed them (dose up to the stove.  
"I  haven t an easy chair  in the house 
—prove it  by Paul.  here.  Haven' t  
t ime to rock,  and can' t  afford to run 
the risk of cult ivating slothful  habits .  
Take these,  do," he urged,  "and re
move your coats."  

"Thank you—you are very kind," 
said Louise.  "Xo, 1 won' t  take oft* my 
jacket ,  a  spot of color s taining her 
cheek when she thought of her gay 
kimono. Involuntari ly,  she fel t  of  her 
throat  to make sure the muffler  had 
not  blown awry.  "We shall  be going 
soon,  shan' t  we,  Mr.  Langford? If  
Mr.  Gordon is  in any danger,  you must  
s tay with him and let  us go alone,  i t  
is  not  far ."  

"Surely," said Mary,  with a big .sink
ing of the heart ,  but  meaning what 
she said.  

"Not at  al l ,"  said Gordon,  decidedly.  
"I t 's  just  his  womanish way of boss 
ing me. I ' l l  rebel  some day.  lust  
wait!  But before you go.  I ' l l  make 
tea.  You must  have gotten chil led 
through.  ? / /  e-Svf,  

He would keep them'h"re 1 whi le  

and then let  them go—with Langfo,-  i .  
The thought made him feel  . -h-ap S Mr i  
cowardly and sneaking.  I 'ar  rather 
would he step out  boldly and take his 
chances.  But if  there was to be any 
shooting,  i t  must  be where Louise— 
and Mary,  too—was not.  He believed 
Paul,  in his  zeal ,  had exaggerated evil  
omens,  but  there was Louise in his  
bachelor room—where he had never 
thought to see her:  there with her 
cheeks flushed with the proximity to 
the stove—his stove—her fair  hair  
wind-blown. No breath of evil  thing 
must  assail  her that  night—that night ,  
when she had glorif ied his  lonely habi
tat ion—even though he himself  must  
s l ink into a  corner l ike a  cowardly 
cur.  A strange elat ion took possession 
of him. She was here.  He thought of 
last  night  and seemed to walk on air .  
If  he won out  maybe—but.  fool  that ,  
he was! what was there in this  rough 
land for a  girl  l ike—Louise? 

"Oh. no,  that  wil l  be too much 
trouble,"  gasped Louise,  in some alarm 
and thinking of Aunt Helen.  

••Thanks,  old man. we' l l  s tay," spoke 

Gordon Unlocked the Door Quietly.  

don that  night .  He had suspected 
more than he had overheard,  but  i t  
had been in the air .  

Gordon saw the action and under
stood i t .  He never forgot i t .  He 
sii id nothing,  but  gave his  fr iend an 
i l luminating smile that  Langford un
derstood.  Neither ever spoke of i t .  
nei ther ever forgot i t .  How tightly 
can quick impulses bind—forever.  

Outside,  they encountered the judge 
in search of his  delinquent charges.  

"I 'm sorry,  Dick," he said.  "Dead loss 
my boy.  This beastly wind is  your 
undoing." 

"I 'm not worrying.  Judge," respond
ed Gordon,  grimly.  "1 intend for some 
one else to do that ."  

'  Hell i ty damn, Dick,  hell i ty damn!" 
exploded Jim Mtinson in his  ear .  The 
words came whist l ing through his  l ips,  
caught and whirled backward by the 
play of the storm. The cold was get
t ing bit ter ,  and a  fine,  cutt ing snow 
was at  last  driving before the wind.  

Gordon,  with a  set  face,  plunged 
back into the room—already fire-l ick
ed.  Langford and Munson followed. 
There sat  the l i t t le  tea-service star
ing at  them with dumb pathos.  The 
three succeeded in roll ing the safe 
with al l  i ts  precious documents ar
ranged within,  out  into the street .  
Nothing else mattered much—to Gor
don.  But other things were saved,  
and Jim gallantly tossed out  every
thing he could lay his  hands on before 
Gordon ordered everybody out for 
good and al l .  I t  was no longer sale to 
be within.  Gordon was the last  one 
out .  He carried a  battered l i t t le  tea
kett le  in his  hand.  He looked at  i t  in 
a  whimsical  surprise as if  he had not  
known unti l  then that  he had i t  in his  
hand.  Obeying a sudden impulse,  he 
held i t  out  to Louise.  

"Please take care of—my poor l i t t le  
dream." he whispered with a  strange,  
intent  look.  

i iei 'ore she could comprehend the 
significance or give answer,  the judge 
had faced about.  He bore the gir ls  
back to the hotel ,  scolding helplessly 
al l  the way as they scudded with the 
wind.  Hut Louise held the l i t t le  t in 
kett le  f irmlv.  

.  (To be continued) 

HAY BY CAR LOAD. ' 
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" This well known, high grade and reliable piano, manu 
factured by The Cable Company of Chicago 

Is the Second Prize 
In the greatest, biggest, fairest and best of all newspaper, 
contests. 

THE REVIEW'S 

WEST. 
, This contest offers the largest prizes over given ia a like 

contest. The conditions are easy. It is easy to work for 
the GREAT AND ONLY. The great, big, 12 page, home 
print newspaper, that gives all the news of every part of 
Crawford county. The Review and the Magnzme Section 
cost but $1.T)0 per year. Any bright, young lady can easily 
persuade her friends to pay up now and if any can be found 
who do not take the Review, one good look through it and 
the testimony .of all the neighbors will be enough to get 
them to subscribe. 

You Are Not too Late to Enter. 
The contest is just in its infancy, half a days work might 

well put you in the lead. Remember there are Five Con
tests in One. Every month is a separate contest. The 
big contest goes right 011, but the monthly contests are 
settled each month by themselves. 

The Diamond and 
Ruby Ring 

Will be aw arded on January 1st to the young lady having the 
most votes. The winner of the ring will not be eligible to win 
any other monthly prize although of course, all her votes count 
just the same for the big prize. In this way Five Girls 
must win Prizes. 

If you do not get the Auto you have at least Four other 
chances to win Big Prices. 

How to get Voting Coupons: 
Get to work tirst in your own neighborhood, get your friends 

interested. Write us and we will send you an Agents' Receipt 
Book, together with a list of Review subscribers at your post-
office, or at any postoffice you may wish. For your informa
tion we give the Schedule of Votes: ^ 
NEW SUBSCRIBERS 
Less than 1 year - a vote for each 

cent 
One year in advance 
Two years in advance 
Three years in advance 120 > 
Four years in advance ltJs>0 
Five years in advance 
Ten years in advance 

300 votes 
700 " 

2500 
7500 

OLD SrBSCllIBBKS ' gg 
,Arrearages 1 vote for each cent 

paid. 
One year in advance 200 votes 
Two years in advance 500 " 
Three years in advance 9n0 " 
Four years in advrnce 1400 " 
Five years in advance 2000 • ,l 

«s.,Ten Years in advance 0500 

Ask yotsr Merchants for Voting; Coupons 
Any Review advertiser can get these coupons if lie wishes 

them to give to his cash customers at the rate of ten votes for 
each Dollar purchase. Ask your friends to ask the merchants 
for votes. 

REMEMBER—There will be at least Five Winners and 
that the prizes range in value from $*25.00 to $700. 

All contestants wishing to have their votes counted 
in the Ring Contest must have them deposited in 
the Review office by 6 p. m., Tuesday, Dec. 31, '07 
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