
If they had
lied—And then
¦he almost
laughed in bitter
mirth; for what
could she do If the
had lied? She was out
In the river now. and there
was no going: back. Go back?
Let poor Richey be shot? Xever: Not

if she knew that moment that there
never had been a Eandbar and that the
river was a thousand milrs wide! The
horse was drifting again and the short-
er, sharper intake of his breath told
that he was beginning to tire. Where
was the sandbar?

At last she made it out—a gray shad-
ow on the waste of the level waters.
Thank God! they wsre well above it,

too. She moved the reins gently against

the horse's neck and he turned toward
it..Itseemed an hour before he struck
the sand, but at last he did and stood
panting on the little island.
• Itgrew lighter and lighter as she sat
there In the wet saddle, waiting for the
horse to recover his wind and his
strength. She wished that she could re-
lease the animal of her weight, but the
cold water had numbed her so that
she was afraid to get off. But she felt
sure that he would carry her over now,-
for it was not so far to the other sid«..
As the looked across she could see the

scattered houses of Missouri—and her
heart rcse hopefully at the mere sight'
cf her goal. Over there, back of those
brown hil'.s, was Judge Fagg and the
reprieve!

The light Increased, and looking down
the river she. saw that the ferryboat
had swung out from. the Illinois side
and was crossing on its first morning
trip. .The people on the ferry had evi-'
denlly seen her, for- she caught the
wave of something white, and heard a
faint halloo. But she watched them
with a grim smile, and stroked the
horse's head proudly and lovingly. A
few moments later she Judged the horse
ready, and once more rode .him Into
the water.

The hors* «wam even better than be-
fore, drifting fewer times, as though he
had more confidence in his strength.
But a3 they gradually neared the other
side a new fear came to the girl's mind.
They, could not reach the town landing,
but must land farther down; and far-
ther down the bluffs seemed to riso

IT
was long after midnight when a girl

on a foaming horse galloped into a
little settlement on the Illinoisnlde of
the Misslesippi and was stopped by a
soldier sentry at the ferry landing.

The girl wanted to cross the river: she
must cross the river, she told the sentry,

for ehe had to see Judge Fagg. the Pro-
Marshal of Missouri, before morning.

It was a case of lue and aeath
—

she had
already ridden from Rockport, thirty-

five miles away, since 9 o'clock, and it
*~s.s Imperative that she go on. A per-
mit? No. she hadn't one: but this was a
particular ca.se. Couldn't they cross her
without a permit?

The sentry lita lantern, perhaps to see
if the girl's face was as sweet as her
thrilling. Insistent voice. He saw that
It was, even by that indifferent light,from
the black, waving hair to the parted red
lips. He saw. too. that her eyes were
large and flashed earnestly; wd perhaps
his refusal would have come harder could
h« hav* known how Intensely sky-blue
those eyes were, xiut at u was the sen-
try regretted his orders and hammered
on a cearbv door to rout out his officer.
Tn» officer cam* forth, half dressed and
lU-bsmored. for he had been sleeping
soundly and the early morning air was
cola.

"Sorry, miss, but we can't do it. These
are war times, and we have strict orders
to pass no one without a permit. Get a
permit and the ferryi* take you."

"But that would take too long—Iwould
be too late!"

"Don't know about that. Can't help it,
anyway. You'll have to get a written
permit—or swim the river." The officer
was trying to be facetious.

Th« girl's heart raged within her. Oh.
these brutal soldiers! But she stilled her
anger. "Isuppose Icould swim the river.
1* Itvery wide here?" •

"Only about a mile and a half, not
counting the eand-bar in the middle." The
officer was plainly amused.

"The sand-bar! In which direction is
that?" The girlspoke quickly, as though
suddenly Interested.

The sentry lifted his lantern and pointed,
wishing as he did so that he was an ofij-

cer so he could kick somebody. "Right

out there, miss; but no one can swim the
ilver, cf course."

The uplifted lantern had revealed the
pirls face more clearly to the officer and
his tone changed.

'I'm very sorry
#

mist, that we can't
let you cross, but orders are orders .in
war time. Perhaps ifyou go for a permit
*t once you wUl be able to cross in time
for your purpose."

The girl turned her horse. "Thank you,"
she said, speaking to the sentry. "I'll
see ifIcan get a permit." Then she rode
back through the eettlement and disap-
peared In the darkness.

The officer went back to his bed. the
?entry returned to his post, but the girl
had turned her horse and was making- her
way up the river. Here were the"bo>
tom lands," and soon she had to dismount
and lead "her horse through the heavy
timber. What was ehe going to do? She
was going to swim the river! It really
was a case of life.and death, and her hot
Southern blood was up. Shortly after
the- war had broken "out1 she and *

her
mother had moved from Missouri into
Illinois, for they both eympathlzed with
the South, and that well-known sympathy
had gotten them into. trouble. The girl,•
'assandra Manly, had been engaged to

Norton Bright, a fellow college-mate,
when the .run* of Sumter awoke the
country to tc« tragedy of war; but Bright
Joined the Union forces, was c<t2* captain
cf his company, and Cassandra, inher hot
partisanship for the South, broke off the
engagement and would have nothing more
to do with him. Her contemptuous treat-
ment of him appeared to madden Bright,
and aftef be bad' seen David Richey, a
neighbor's eon, in the girl's company onceor twice his tpite and Jealousy caused
Rlchey** arrest. Judge Fagg, Provost
Marshal of Misouri, released Rlchey, for
the charge against him was unfounded,
his sympathy, in truth, being with the
North, though he had not yet proved it
by Joining the Northern army. But now
Rlchey had decided to obey the impulse
of his real feeling and had come over to
Illlnolt to

#
bld good-by to his old Southern

Kirl playmate before he marched away to
fight against the stars and bars. Here
Captain Bright had followed him with
another trumped-up charge and had ar-
rested him at the Manly house In Rock-
port, and Just by accident Cassandra had
overheard Bright and his lieutenant dls-
cueslcg his case. They would not take
him back to Missouri; 'they would give
him a "trial" on the morrow and shoot
him at eundown. Cassandra h*d nearly
fainted «t the fearfully cold-blooded plot.
But her weakness lasted but a short time,
for ehe realized that something must be
done, and done at once, ifRicbey was to
be saved. She could think of nothing ex-
cept to go to Judge Fagg and get a re-
prieve, for the Judge knew Richey and
had released him before, and Bright and
his men being Missouri troops, were still
under the Jurisdiction of Provost Marshal
I'aee.

So here she was, after her thirty-five
nil!e ride from Rcckport, in the darkness
r,f the early ir.orr.ing, laboriously thread-
Ing her army through the heavily wooded
"bottoms," with her mind made up to
«wim her horse across the river. It was
z. wild undertaking, but Union or rebel,
she nz.s determined that ehe would gave

Rlchey IfIt were possible to do eo.
At last 5he reached a point up the riv-

«r from which, allowing for natural drift-
ing, the thought the horee could swim to
the sandbar. For they must get to the
sandbar to rest, for the horse wa3 al-
ready wcaitej by its night run.

Under a huge sycamore she stopped and
taking tha skirt of her ridinghabit, which
?he had removed on entering the woodc,
*?ie rubbed the horse down and blanketed
him with it. Then she waited for day-
light, ar.d at last it seemed to be coming.
Slowly the landscape lightened, until she
could distinguish objects. The time had
come! She rolled her skirts around her
waist and pinned them securely. She
then freed the horse's mouth of the bit,
mounted leg a*tr!de. and taking the uru-
oal surcingle, passed It across her lap
acd buckled it tigh:, Uu's fastening her-
tm)t to the saddle. No?/ sh» was ready.
j"cr a few moments she sat on the horae,
locking out over the river. She heard the
water whimpering along the shore as

thourh trying to warn her: and she knew,

as she heard it, what a desperate chance
sh« was taking. Ifthe river were a mile
niri a.ht'f wide it would be a long swim
to that central sandbar. And who could
tell what, sort of,a horse she had? Ho
might prove anything but a swimmer.
Well, she must risk It

—
there was no

other way, and Richey must be saved..
Tt was light •'hough now for her to make,

the venture, though the farther shore
wftg still scarcely distinguishable and a
faint gray haze lay upon the water. She

bent over and patted the horse's neck
and then ursed him down the crumbling

bank to the river. He took, to the water

well at first, but at breast high itseemed
to frighten him. He sniffed at It;stopped,

and then with a loud snort began to
back. The girl's heart sank— he was go-
Ing to fail her. But she patted him soft-
ly again, telling him that he must go,

and the animal seemed to understand,

for after dipping his nose into the stream
as it to assure himself that It was 'only

the stuff he drank every day. he auddenly

plunged forward and was soon swimming.

And what a swim for horse and rider!
In the haiy half-lightof that early morn-
ing the great flood of the mighty Missis-
sippi seemed like some wide, moving sea.
The sandbar, somewhere out Inthe middle
of that waste of waters, could not be seen
in the dim light What if they had lied
to her and it wasn't there? What Ifshe
drifted too far down stream and so missed

it? These fears and a hundred others

raced swiftly through the_glrl's mind as
6he clung tightly to the horn of the sad-
dle, feeling the cold water washing

against her limbs and listening to the
snorting exhalation and the brief, sharp

intake of the horse's breath: v

Some horses 6wim low in the water,

with Just the eyes and cars and nostrils
free; but this horse was holding himself
well up, so that the water hardly touched
to the top of the saddle. And how splen-
didlyhe swam! The heavily wooded shore

behind them was slowly receding and as
the girl strained her eyes looking ahead
she could make out more plainly each
moment the rugged bluffs and hills of the
Missouri side. But the water was fear-
fullycold and the fresh wind of the river
chilled her through. Would they make

it? They must make it! She called be-
seechingly to . the horse as .he stopped

swimming for a few moments and drift-
ed with the current and the noble ani-
mal, as though- understanding the.dire
necessity, began sv.lmmlng strongly

again.
They were well out in" the stream by

this time— the increased force of the cur-

rent told her that- But-where was
-

the sandbar?. Was there, ..
a sandbar? Ifthey
bad lied. Oh, .

right out of the water. But the ferry. Peo-
ple had spread the news that a* woman
was swimming the river an dalready sev-
eral men and soldiers were running along

the' bank. As the horse brought her grad-
ually nearer the girlsaw that i'hese.peo-
pie understood her danger, and were call-'
Ing to her to keep up stream as much as
possible. Then came The rear battle with
th« river! The current was' swifter, the
horse was tiring and the inexorable bluffs
were menacing grimly. • Must they fail
after all? Must they lose Just at the door-
way of the goal? For aV, little -while' it
seemed so to both rider and watchers;
and then the horse seemed to realize him-,

eelf. that the supreme moment bad.ar-
rived, and he swam fiercely. Five minutes
later a soldier caught him by the bridle,

and the horse, pawing heroically, gained
a footing on the rocky, bank! . .•'"/¦.
Itwas a :Union captain 'who unbuckled

the surcingle and lifted Cassandra from
the saddle. But her Southern" heart, had
no time to rebel, even when he chafed
her cold hands and looked into her brave
blue eyes with tremendous admiration.'
Nor 'did she refuse his arm up the steep
shore, for her legs were 'cramped and
stiff, and her skirts, how let down, again,
were heavy with water^and dragged stub-
bornly. This was no time to show, scorn
or disdain; the day was advancing, and
she must see Judge Fagg as soon as pos-
sible. She cut in sharply on the captain's
queries as to whyehe had made that des-
perate swim 'across the river, telling him
that she had important business with
Judge Fagg,' and asking where he lived..
The captain was a decisive young man-
captains had need to be in those days.
Perhaps had. Cassandra been less beauti-
ful* he might have tarried with more
questions; but the flash of those blue eyes

told him that quick work counted here.
He got a horse for her. he lifted her
bodily to the saddle, and with an im-
pulsive pressure of her hand, gave her
the brief, directions: "Straight through
town—a half, mile

—
big white gates— to

your left." And she went!
The gray-haired, grim-faced- provost

marshal listened t,o Cassandra's story
with grave attention. ;.

"Dave Richey? Why,Iknow his folks
—they're Union.-.' t released him before
because of that. Why is he under arrest-
has he turned rebel?"

The girl flushed at the word "rebel,"
and her eyes flashed.

"No,' Judge Fagg; lie is not—a—
rebel!: But I.am, and proud of it."
And then she told him' the' entire-^
story—of the broken' engagement with

'
Captain Bright, his -mad Jealousy of ¦•.

"Tour latest oati
burst duly received
per CUly. Mr. Toxxu*
my Green-Eyes. Praj"
don't subject your-

self to heat and mos*

quitoes on my account.
"HELEN."

Th« note Billy carried
back read as follows:

"Thanks. Ihad no Inten*
tlon of Joins so. T. M. G."

Then for a week thera was
silence between them. Gray In

his anger cursed the Confederates
for lylne Idle on their arms Instead

of. making things so lively that ha
would have a chance to cool his rago on
them In buttle. But instead ho wa»
obliged to sit inactive In camp and daily
watch Helen Dennlson. and Hammett tha
foppish civilian go trotting alonp the Con-
federate front on horseback. No wonder
he fumed.

Kut one evening when the whole town
was in a ferment over the well authen-
ticated rumor of long impending battlo
to come o nthc morrow Gray heard a
mighty y»-lplrg and ki-yl-ing in the road
as he was skirting the camp on a final
round of inspection. He turned back to
find Billyrtnd a brindle bull terrier hard
at It. With judicious kicks he managed
to spt th«m apart, and then his heart
came into his throat, for attached to Bil-
ly's collar was a bit of violet envelope.
Gray snatched it e.icerly. Ithail been
*adly mutilated In the fray, but a few
words in one corner of the paper wero
still legible.

"I'min terror over what might happen
to-morrow. Iw:is just trying to make you
j*alous." he read, ami In another place h»»
made out, "I'm lonesome for you, you,
foolish

"

Miss Helen Dennison. sittingon the broad
varanda of the cottage, saw a stranga
outfit trotting sedately across the lawn.
It was Billy—a wreath of oak leaves
about his neck, and tl*>d to hl.<* tall a small
5llk flag which fluttered bravely in tha
bretze. Prominent ois. the oak wreathwas an envelope addressed to herself:

"My dear Helen." «he rend, and laughed
softly; "Ireceived but the merest frag-
ments of your note, for Hilly tried con-
clusions with a bull terrier »wtth disas-
trous results. Nevertheless enough re-
mained to Kive me considerable enlight-
enment. Billy's appparHnr* when hnreaches you—if he do*«nt get into other
difficulties on the way—la the result ofmy poor attempt to express my state ofmind. We'd better make it as early rSpossible and spend our honeymoon beforeyour *rebs* get me."

" lul8

And Lieutenant Thomas Morley Ora»
who strode uj> the gravel w»iv a» «k imoment, teheld BlllyV^l&fro'JK
embrace of a youn* woman, who blushedfuriously as she saw him .landing XS2

David Jtichey:
Jiotv Rlchey had

wme up merely. to tell
hpr"good-by before he joined

tho Union army, and how
Bright had followed him with a

trumped-up charge. And before she
had entirely done the Judge was writing

rapidly. ':';'¦'. L : ¦

Within the hour Cassandraand the Judge
appeared at the ferry, and this time the girl

had a permit to'cross— and another/ paper-^the
reprieve— was pinned under her bodice. The Judge

gave her an escort, also, and' directed that a good

horse be supplied ">her on the other side. "And Iknow

Jtiat;brave Southern heart of yours will carry you there
time," he said as ho bade her i good-by. "The Sputh

r'rong, but God .bless .its:brave: women. Try to think
better of us, my girl—we are not all BrLghts: That Richey

boy is worthy of us, and I;shall hear; proud; things from

f" both of you when, this War is cnde'd<'l-» Then, ¦: much to the

"Union Captain's envy, lie kissed her cheek as the ferry started.

Itwas the1 morning of that tragic day, April 15, 1S63, when

d«d this he
t grunted disgust-

edly and uttered an
expletive under his breath.

It. had required pluck to get

through hostile lines— for what?
When an hour had passed

—
a long,

dragging hfiur, during which he had al-
ternately fann<"i himself withhis hat and
waged unejiu*ri wnbat, with the mosqui-
toes, which, ti^r.plte the .smoke, had de-
clared hostilities— Gray put on his hat
with a determined air and slid down from
the fence. As he did so he saw a cloud
of dust moving along the roadway in his
direction. Then out

"
of the dust-cloud

emerged a yellow dog, trotting along
heavily with bis tongue lollingfrom his
mouth.

At the sight of the man the dog gave
vent to a aeries of Joyful barks; he came
the remaining distance in long bounds,
and when he reached the man he stood
before him, his tall Inviolent .motion.

"Billy,"said Gray, stooping to pat the
panting beast, "good old Billy. What—
what the—"he broke off suddenly In sur-
prise, for tied to th« dog's collar was a
violet envelope rof small dimensions and
the ¦superscription . on :It was his own
rame. Gray snatched the envelope and
tore it open." ; '.",'¦

"Dear old Tommy," he read.
"Humph," v hV

_
Interpolated. "I know

these 'dear old Tommies'— trouble." lie
again turned to the note..
"Ican't read Chaucer beneath the big

, : - - **T WAS dose and sultry; no breath of
Iair stirred the pines, and the mullcin-
I..'stalks

'
beside the roadway were'

r drooped flat to earth. Even the drone
¦";of, the locusts seemed faint and dis-

pirited, and the occasional cry of a blue-
Jay, in the woods was far more in the na-
ture of a protest than anything else. Ail
Nature seemed oblivious to strife.

Even Lieutenant Thomas Morley Gray,
as he sat smoking very methodically— as
he did all things—upon the top rider of a
rickety rail fence beside the roadway, ap-
peared as utterly ignorant that two great
armies in blue and gray were doggedly
facing each other in serried ranks not
more than three; miles away, notwith-
standing that he himself wore a uniform
whose color belled^hls name—a uniform•'.perhaps a little, the 'worse ¦'. for hard ser-.. vice. .• .

A huge pine shaded his perch, but for
all Gray was perspiring and evldent-

. ly ill at ease. Every few minutes he
looked at his watch, and every time "he

By Barry Paine.

pine tree with you this afternoon bec*os#.
I'm going out riding with Mr. Bennett.
Excuse haste and brevity,but be is waiU
ing for me now. Ishall show Billyyou*

gauntlets here and tell him to find you.
which I'm sure he'll do. Now don't b«
angry and make me call you Tommz
Green-Eyes* again.

"Trusting Billymay find you soon,
"HELEN."

Gray surveyed th« cloudless sky tot
several tumultuous moments.

"Now, wouldn't that—" he began, Th4
sentence died In an inane gurgl©, whH«
Gray's face grew .wrathfully red and
great beads of perspiration stood on his

forehead. Then he tore a leaf from his
notebook, hastily scrawled a few wordsj

and tied it to Billy's collar, wher« th«
other note had reposed.
lie arose, and, followed by th» dor,

stalked down the road. When they cam*

to the fork Gray pointed down the left-
hand road and said sternly, "Home. Bil-
ly. -Home, sir." After he had watched
the dos trot off dejectedly Into the dust
he himself went slowly up the other road
to sneak his way Lack to his company'*
bivouac.

I-ate that evenhis Billy scrambled into
the hammock where his mistress lay. Sfce
saw the note and In the dim light from
the window beside her read these words:

"My dear Helen:
"I trust you'll have a pleasant after-

noon. Undoubtedly it will-be much pre-
ferable" to Chaucer beneath jtho pine.
Billyreached me after I had waited

several hours for you. The tim« passed
very pleasantly, thanka to the vil-
lainous heat and swarms of famine-
stricken mosquitoes. Beins the soul of
deVotion, Ishall. bo delighted any aft-

ernoon !h the futaire to go through tho
Inquisition again for the saka of tho
reward of a similar note, telling m«
you are rldlngr with the latest arrival
In town. THOMAS M. GFwA.Y."

Tho nest afternoon, as Gray was
getting hi3 men in order for a
threatened s^attack of_ th« "rebs."
Hilly again came trotting up with
thft violet envelope attached to his

collar. In the shade of soma
sumach bushes Gray snatched

the time to read tho coo-
tents.

••BILLY/'THE BLOCKADE RUNNER.

In the strueel* of separation: now that
Mason and Dixon's line was swept out and
the fires of .passion had fallen—could he
not hope now to win Cassandra's love and
teach her something of the wonderful hu-
manity of Lincoln? He remembered whers

she and her mother had lived, artd • h«
walked slowly on to the house.

Cassandra was standing on the porch as

he opened the little gate. She recognized

him In spite of the change* that
had befallen him, and came for-
ward with a look on hex fac«
that told It3 own story of remem-
brance. And just' as he bent to.kUs her
a man ran up the street, calling som«

news excitedly. Seeing the colonel's uni-
form, the man called the news to them:

"Lincoln is dead! Shot last night and
died this morning!"

"My God!" exclaimed Richey. Then h«
felt a heavy weight against fclm. and,

looking down, realized that Cassaafir*
was sobbing bitterly.

*._«*,

The girl of the South had been tamed*
the great heart of Lincoln had already
taught its lesson of love!

Colonel David Rlchey walked slowly

down one of the little streets of Rock-
port, Illinois. Lee and Johnson had
surrendered— the fearful war had final-
ly come to an end. Colonel Rich-
ey had been with: the lron-souled
Grant, but had not been able to stay with
him until the heroic tenacity of the man
had conquered over the almost Insur-
mountable difficulties of that Ions cam-
paign and he had seen the brave Lee lay
down his arms. For Rlchey had been
wounded and was just recovering: when
peace was declared. As he walked down
the street that morning' he thought 'of the
last time he had been- In this little town,

and h* wondered ifhe would be able to
find Cassandra Manly, and ifsho was still
the fiery Southerner she was even when
she swam the Mississippi and brought his
reprieve. "What a brave deed that had
been! Had she loved htm with all her
heart she. could not have dared more for
him. But' now that the war was over—
now that there was no South and no
North, but only one great country, even-
tually to be united by the very blcod shed
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