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- CHAPTER XXXII,
~ The Fight in the Valley.

Far below, in the heart of the sunny
depression bordering the left bank of
the Little Big Horn, the stalwart
troopers under Reno's command gazed

" up the steep bluf to wave farewell to

their comrades disappearing to the
right. Last of all, Custer halted his
borse an inatant, silhouetted against

 the blue gky, and swung his hat be-

fore spurring out of sight.

The plan of battle was most simple
and direct. It involved a nearly sim-

“ultaneous attack upon the vast Indian

==

village from below and above, success
depending altogether upon the prompt
co-operation of the separate detach-
ments. Scarcely had Custer’'s slender
column of horsemen vanished across
the summit before Reno's command
advanced, trotting down the valley,
the Arikara scouts in the lead. They
had been chosen to strike the first
blow, to forece their way into the lower
village, and thus to draw the defend-
ing warriors to their front, while Cus-
ter's men were to charge upon the
rear.

A half-mile, a mile, Reno's troops
rode, with no sound breaking the si-
lence but the pounding of hoofs, the
tinkle of accoutrements. Then, round-
ing a sharp projection of earth and
rock, the scattered lodges of the In-
dian village already partially revealed
to those in advance, the riders were
brought to sudden halt by a fierce
crackling of rifles from rock and ra-
vine. Men fell cursing, and the fright-
ened horses swerved, their riders
struggling madly with their mounts,
the column thrown into momentary
confusion. But the surprised cavalry-
men, quailing beneath the hot fire
poured into them, rallied to the shouts
of their officers, and swung into a
slender battle front, stretching out
their thin line from the bank of the
river to the sharp uplift of the west-
ern bluffs, Scarcely 150 white troop-
ers waited to stem as best they might
that fierce onrush of 1,200 battle-
crazed braves.

For an almost breathless space those
mingled hordes of Sioux and Chey-
ennes hesitated to drive straight home
their death-blow. They knew those
silent men in the blue shirts, knew
they died bhard. Upon that slight
pause pivoted the fate of the day;
upon it hung the lives of those other
men riding boldly and trustfully across
the sunlit ridges above.. “Audacity,
always audacity,” that is the accepted
motto for a cavalryman. And be the
cause what it may, it was here that
Maj. Reno failed. In that supreme in-
gtant he was guilty of hesitancy,
doubt, delay. He chose defense in
preference to attack, dallied where he
should have acted. The observing
savages, gathering courage from his
apparent weakness, burst forth in re-
sistless torrent against the slender,
unsupported line, turned his flank by
one flerce charge, and hurled the
‘struggling troopers back with a rush
into the narrow strip of timber border-
ing the river.

The whole narrow valley seemed to
swarm with braves; they poured forth
from sheltering coulees and shadowed
ravines; they dashed down in count-
legg numbers from the distant village.
Custer, now far away behind the
bluffs, and almost beyond sound of
the firing, was utterly ignored. Every
savage chief knew exactly where that
column was, but it could walit its turn.

In leaderless effert to break away
from that swift-gathering cordon, be-
fore the red, remorseless folds should
close tighter and crush them to death,
the troopers, half of them already dis-
mounted, burst from cover in an en-

deavor to attain the shelter of the’

bluffs. The deadly Indian rifles
flamed in their faces, and they were
hurled back, a mere fleeing mob,
gsearching for nothing in that moment
of terror but a possible passageway
across the stream. Through some
rare providence of God, they chanced
to strike the banks at a spot where
the river proved fordable. They
plunged headlong in, officers and men
commingled, the Indian bullets churn-
ing up the water on every side. The
loss in that wild retreat (which Reno
later called a “charge’”) was heavy,
the effect demoralizing; but those who
escaped found a spot well suited for
defense. Even as they swung down

from off their wounded, panting horses
and flung themselves flat upon their
faces to sweep with hastlly leveled
carbines the river banks below, Ben-
teen came trotting gallantly down the
valley to thelr ald, his troopers fresh
and eager to u thrown forward on
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soldiers ef thé Seventh, cursing their

A line of skirmishers was hastily
thrown forward along the edge of the
bluff, while volunteers, urged by the
agonized cries of the wounded, en-
deavored vainly to procure a supply
of water from the river, Agaim and
again they made the effort, only to be
driven back by the deadly Indian rifle
fire. By three o'clock, although the
majority of the savages had departed
down the river, enough remained to
keep up a galling fire, and hold Reno
strictly on the defensive.

As the men lay exposed to the con-
tinuous gnipping fire, above the sur-
rounding din were borne to their ears
the reports of distant guns. It camle
distinetly from the northward, grow:
ing heavier and more continuous.
None among them doubted its ominous
meaning. Custer was already engaged
in hot action at the right of the Indlan
village. Why were they kept lying
there in idleness? Why were they not
pushed forward to do their part? They
laoked into each other's faces. God!
They were 300 now; they could sweep
aside like chaff that fringe of red

skirmishers if only they got the word!
Officer after officer, unable to restrain
his impatience, strode back across the

bluff summit, amid whistling bullets,
and personally begged the major to
speak the one word which should hurl
them to the rescue. They ecried like
women, they swore through elinched
teeth, they openly exhibited their con-
tempt for such a commander, yet the
discipline of army service made active
disobedience impossible. They went
reluctantly back, as helpless as chil-
dren. )

1t was four o’clock, the shadows of
the western bluffs already darkening
the river bank. Suddenly a faint cheer
ran along the lines, and the men lifted
themselves to gaze up the river. Urg:
Ing the tired animals to a trot, the
strong hand of a trooper grasping
every halter-strap, Brant was swing:
ing his long pack-train up the smoke
wreathed valley. The outriding flank-
ers exchanged constant shots with the
skulking savages hiding in every ra-
vine and coulee. Pauysing only to pro-
tect their wounded, fighting their way
step by step, N troop ran the gantlet
and came charging into the cheering
lines with every pound of their treas.
ure safe. Weir of D, whose dismount:
ed troopers held that portion of the
line, strode a pace forward to greet
the Ieader, and as the extended hands
of the officers met, there echoed down
to them from the north the reports of
two heavy volleys, fired in rapid suc-
cession. The socunds were cleay, dis-
tinctly audible even above the uproar
of the valley. The heavy eyes of the
two soldiers met, their dust-streaked
faces flushed,

“That was a gignal, Custer’s signal
for help!” the younger man cried, im-
pulsively, his voice full of agony. “For
God’'s. sake, Weir, what are you fel-
lows waiting here for?"”

The other uttered a groan, his hand
flung in contempt back toward the

bluff summit. “The cowardly fool
won't move; he's whipped to death
now.”

“Reno, you mean?
haven’t lost 20 men. Is this the Sev-
enth ?-—skulking here under cover
while Custer begs help? Doesn't the
man know? Doesn't he understand?
By heaven, I'll face him myself! I'll
make him act, even if I have to damn
him to his face”

He swung his horse with a jerk to
the left, but even as the spurs touched,
Weir grasped the taut rein firmly,

“It’s no use, Brant. It's been done;
we've all been at him. He's simply
lost his head. Know? Of course he
knows. Martini struck us just below
here, as we were coming in, with a
message from Custer. It would have
stirred the blood of anyone but him
—0h, God! it's terrible.”

“A message? What was it?"”

“Cook wrote it, and addressed it to
Benteen. Tt read: ‘Come on. Big vil-
lage. Be quick. Brihg packs.” And
then, ‘P. 8.—Bring packs." That means
they want ammunition badly; they're
fighting to the death out yonder, and
they need powder. Oh, the coward!"

Brant’s eyes ran down the waiting
line of his own men, sitting thelr sad-
dles besid¢ the halted pack animals.

Whipped? You

Brant Was Swinging Hls Pack-Train
Up the Smoke-Wreathed Valley.

He leaned over and dropped one hand
heavily on Weir's shoulder. "The
rest of you can do as you please, but
N troop is going to take those ammu-
nition packs to Custer if there's any
possible wly to get through, ordqn or
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“unsnng carmu-loaar”
Welr, the veteran soldicr, glanced
down that steady line of ready trgop-

“Do you mean it? Are you going up
those bluffs? Good Heavens, man, it
will mean a courtmartial.”

“Cusgter commands the Seventh. I
command the pack-train,” said Brant.
“His orders are to bring up the packs.
Perhaps I can't get through alone, but
I'll try, Better a courtmartial than to
fail those men out there. Going? Of
course I'm going. Into line—take in-
tervals—forward!”

“Attention, D troop!” It was Weir's
voice, eager and determined now, Like
an undammed current his orders rang
out above the uproar, and in a moment
the gallant troopers of N and D, some
on foot, some in saddle, were rushing
up the face of the bluff, their officers
leading, the precious ammunition
packs at the cemter, all alike scram-
bling for the summit, in spite of the
crackling of Indian rifles from every
side. Panting, breathless from the
hard climb, their carbines spitting fire
while the rapidly massing savages be-
gan circling their exposed position,
the little band fought their way for:
ward a hundred yards. Then they
halted, blocked by the numbers bar-
ring their path, glancing back anx-
jously in hope that their effort would
encourage others to join them. They
could do it; .they could do it if only
the rest of the boys would come. They
poured in their volleys and walted.
But Reno made no move. Weir and
Brant, determined to hold every inch
thue gained, threw the dismounted
men on their faces behind every pro-
jection of earth, and encircled the
ridge with flame. If they could not
advance, they would not be driven
back. Messenger after messenger,
taking life in hand, was sent skurry-
ing down the bluff, to beg reinforce-
ments to push on for the rescue,
swearing it was possible. But it was
after five o'clock before Reno moved.
Then cautiously he advanced his col-
umn toward where N and D troops yet
held desperately to the exposed ridge.
He came too late. That distant firing
had ceased, and all need for furthe:
advance had ended. Scarcely had re-
inforcements attained the summit be
fore the torrent of savagery burst
screeching on their front.

From point to point the grim strug-
gle raged, till nightfall wrought par-
tial cessation. The wearied troopers
astretched out their lines so as to pro
tect the packs and the fleld hospital,
threw themselves on the ground, dig
ging rifle-pits with knives and tin
pans. Not until nine o'clock did the
Indian fire slacken, and then the vil-
lage became a scene of savage revel,
the wild yelling plainly audible to the
soldiers above.

CHAPTER XXXIII.
The Old Regiment.

By the time Hampton swung up the
coulee, he had dismissed from his at-
tention everything but the business
that had brought him there. He ex-
perienced no fear, no premonition of
coming disaster, yet the reawakened
plainsman in him kept him sufficient-
Iy wary and cautious. He possessed
a soldier’s proud confidence in his reg-
Iment—the supposition that the old
fighting Seventh could be defeated was
impossible; the Indian did not ride
those uplands who could do the deed!
Then there came to him a nameless
dread, that Instinctive shrinking
which a proud, sensitive man must
ever feel at having to face his old
companions with the shadow of a
crime between. In his memory he
saw once more a low-ceillnged room,
having a table extending down the
center, with grave-faced men, dressed
in the full uniform of the
looking at him amid a silence like
unto death; and at the head sat a
man with long fair hair and mus-
tache, his proud eyes never to be for-
gotten, Now, after silent years, he
was going to look into those accus-
ing eyes again. He pressed his
hand against his forehead, his body
trembled: ‘lien he braced himself for
the interview, and the shuddering cow-
ard in him shrank back,

Away to the left something was
moving, a dim, shapeless dash of
color, It might be Benteen, but of
Reno's columns he could -perceive
nothing, nor anything of Custer’'s ex-
cepting that broad track across the
prairies marked by his horses’ hoofs.
This track Hampton followed, press
ing his fresh mount to inereased
speed, confident that no Indian spies
would be loitering so closely in the
rear of that body of cavalry, and be-
coming fearful lest the attack should
occur before he could arrive.

He dipped over a sharp ridge and
came suddenly upon the rear guard.
They were a little squad of dusty,
brown-faced troopers, who instantly
wheeled into line at sound of ap-
proaching hoofs, the barrels of their
lowered carbines glistening in the sun.

With a swing of the hand and a
hoarse shout of “Dispatches!” he was
beyond them, bending low over his

saddle pommel, his eyes on the dust
cloud of the moving column. The
extended line of ‘horsemen, riding In
columns of four, came to a sudden
halt, and he raced on. A little squad
of officers, several of their number
dismounted, were out ia front, stand
fog grouped just beyond the summit
of a slight elevation, arently look-
ing off fnto the nlleypf‘hrough some
cleft in the bluff beyond. Standing
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ed, annoyed at the interreption, and
Hampton swung down from the sad-
dle, his rein flung across his arm, took
a single step forward, lifting his hand

packet.

“Dispatches, sir,” he sald, simply,
standing motionless as a statue.

The commander, barely glancing
toward him, instantly tore open the
long official envelope and ran his eyes
over the dispateh amid a hush in the
conversation.

“"Gentlemen,” he commented to the
little group gathered about him, yet
without glaneing up from the paper in

his hand, “Crook was defeated over
on the Rosebud the 17th, and
forced to retire, That will ae-

count for the unexpected number of
hostiles fronting us up here, Cuok;
but the greater the task, the greater
the glory. Ah, I thought as much. 1
am advised by the department to
keep in close touch with Terry and
Gibbons, and to hold off from making
& direct attack until infantry can
arrive in support. Rather late in the
day, 1 take it, wheh we are already
within easy riile-shot. 1 see nothing
in these orders to interfere with our
present plans, nor any military neces-
sity for plavinz hide and seek all
gummer in these hills. That looks
like a big village down yonder, but I
bave led the dandy Seventh into oth-
ers just as large.”

He stopped speaking, and glanced
up inquiringly into the face of the
gilent messenger, apparently mistak-
ing him for one of his own men.

“Where did you get this?”

“Cheyenne, sir.”

“What! Do you mean to say you
brought it through from there?”

Silent Murphy carried it as far as

the Powder river. He went crazy
there, and I was compelled to strap
Lim I brought it the rest of the
way.

‘Where is Murphy?”

“Back with the pack train, sir. I
got him through alive, but entirely
gone in the head."

Run across many hostiles in that
region?”

“They were thick this side the Rose-
bud; all bucks and traveling north.”

“Sioux?"

“Mostly, sir; but I saw one band
wearing Cheyenne war bonnets.”

A puzzled look slowly crept into
the strong face of the abrupt ques-
tioner, his stern, commanding eyes
ctudyving the man standing motionless
before him, with freshly awakened in-
terest The gaze of the other falter-
ed, then came back courageously.

"1 recognize you now,” Custer said,
quietly. “Am 1 to understand you
are again in the service?”

“My presence here is purely acci-
dental, Gen. Custer.” The opportu-
nity came to me to do this work, and
1 very gladly accepted the priv-
flege.”

The commander hesitated, scarcely
knowing what he might be justified in
saying to this man.

“It’s a brave deed, well performed,”
he said at last, with soldierly cordial-
ity, “although I can hardly offer you
a fitting reward.”

‘‘THere is little 1 desire,” he re-
P " slowly, “and that is to be per-
mi to ride once more into action
in the ranks of the Seventh.”

The true-hearted, impulsive, manly
goldier fronting him reddened to
the roots of his fair hair, his proud

eyes softening,
“Spoken like a true soldier,” he ex-
claimed, a new warmih in bis vaice
“You s£hall have your wish. Take po-
gition in Calhcoun's troop ven ‘
Hampton turn v away, leac

ing his hors had 8

arcely ad
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vanced three yards before Custer
halted him.

“T shall be pleased to talk with you
inif?i'! after the fight.” he said, briefly,
as though half doubting the propriety
of "‘such words,

The other bowed, his face instantly
brightening, “I thank you sincerely.”

The perplexed commander stood
motioniczs, gazing after the receding
figure, his face grown grave and
though‘ful. Then he turned to the
wonderinz adjutant beside him.

“You never knew him, did you,
Cook ?”

“l think not, sir; who is he?”

“Capt Nolan—you have heard the
storyl”

“Is that 307" he exclaimed, in evi-
dent surprice. “He has a manly face.”

“Ay, and he was as fine a soldier as
ever fought under a flag,” declared

Custer, frankly, ‘‘Poor devil. The
hardest service I was ever called upon
to perform was the day we broke him.
I wonder i" Calhoun will recognize
the face; t''ey were good friends
once "

(Conti ued in Next Issue.)

Fa: m For Sale.

We offer fir sale the fine farm of
Mrs. L. J. F «in, deceased, contain-
ing about 450 acres, as a whole or
in lots to suit jurchaser. This farm
is six miles :ast of Hopkinsville,
near the Russe! ville pike, and will
be sold for diviion,

PLANTERS Park AND TRUST Co.,
Exr. Mis. L. J. Elgin.
Notice,

Persons indeb «d to the estate of
Mrs. L. J. Elgin, deceased, are re-
quested to sett e at once. Those
having claims azninst this estate will
file same, proper y proven, with us
on or before Sejit 1st, 1907,

PLANTERS Baxk ann TrRugt Co.,

Exr. Mr-~ L. J. Elgin

Frr Sale,

in salute, and held forth the scaled |

' white but resolute, trotted straight up
the slope toward him. Custer wheel-
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Tne Presidential election is ap-
proaching. ‘“‘Times have changed.
That is all. Mr. Watterson is a

Democrat, and has always been a
Democrat, never a Republican. Eg

sential differences out of the way,
Democrats are getting together*ss**
The Courier-Journal is going to sup-
port the ticket. And there you
have it.”

Send your order for this combina-
tion to us—not to the Courier-Jour-
nal. The regular price of the
Weekly Courier-Journal alone is §$1
a year.
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The
Louisville
Times

fills the bill. Published every week-
day afternoon. You keep posted on
everything when you read the Times
Regular subscription price,® $5.00 8
year, You can get the Times and
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“Land of the Sky”
with stop-over privileges.
Go One Way=-

Return Another,

delightful trip through the
Picturesque Mountain country of
North Carolina at low rates. For
illustrated literature, rates and full
information write Gen. Supt.
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CAR SHORTACE

PREDIGTED.

Railroad Commissioner C. C,
McChord’s Letter of Advice,

Frankfort, Ky., June 24, 1907,
TERRY COAL & COKE CO.,
Hopkinsville, Ky

GENTLEMEN:

Replying to your favor of the 14th
instant, I unhesitatingly advise all
consumers of coal to lay in a supply
during the summer months and
thereby avoid the inconvenience
which must result on account of g
shortage of cars next winter which
in my opinion will be much more
acute than was the shortage of last
winter, unless the consumers lay in
their Coal supply as suggested.

You are at liberity to publish this
in the interest of the producers and
eonsumers of Coal.

Yours Very Truly,
C. C. McCHORD, Chairman,

R. R. Commisslon State of Ky,
The railroad and coal operating
officials of Western Kentucky have
given out the same official notice,
and urge us to advise our stock- hold-
ers, and customers to lay in their
coal this summer,

Last winter’s experience and high
prices, together with the above time.
ly information should be sufficient
warning, and we trust our people
will take advantage of it and act at
at once.

We are ready to supply you with
coal in car load lots over either R. R.
any day * thv best coal at summer
time prices,” and trust that you will
give us your orders early while we
can get the cars to ship in.

Yours Very Tru‘-y.
TERRY COAL & COKE CO,
INCORPORATED.

Hopkinsville, Ky.
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Norfolk, Va.,
SPECIAL RATES
Ilinois Central R, R.

Going wia Chicago Detroit, Buffals
New York, Baltimore, Philadel-
phia and Washington.

and return via direct routes. Liberal

RATES
60 DAY ROUND
TICKETS $35'90 TRIP
SEASON ROUND
TICKETS $43-05 TRIP
Above rates good via Boat
Lines.
Other Rates and
Routes

Via Louisville or Nashville.
10-day Coach Tickets . $16.60
15-day Lxcursmn I‘w\e ts .. 23.00
‘v() “ '.)‘()0
Season 31.00

Via Louisville or Nashville,
York and Steamer,

New
returning any
direct route
60-day Li nn.
Season
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J. B. Mallon, Age.n.t,
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TRAINS GGING NORTH,
52—St. Louis Express, 10:11 8. g
54—St. L. Fast Mail, 10:05 p. m,
92—C. & St. L. Lim., 6:04 a. m
. 566—Hopkinsville Ac. 8:55 p. m,

TRAINS GOING SOUTH,

No. 51—3t. L. Express 5:18 p. g,
No. 63—St. L. Fast Mail 5:37 &, m
No, 93—C. & N 0. Lim. 11:56 p.

No. 55—~Hopkinsville Ac. 7:05 &, m!

No. §
NO,
No.

Yo, 52and 54 connect at St, Louls r
MMDLE Wwest.

No, £1 connects at Guthrie for Memphis Lia,
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wrth and east thereol, No, 53 .m«! 55 ks> gog»
sect for Nemphis and way points.

No. 92 runs through to Thicage and willitegg
Arry pamn ers Lo point Soutn of Evas g
Also carries through sle2pers to St. Louls,

No. 3, through sleepers to Atlanta, ¥ acap
‘Lkwnnlla, St. Apgustine and Tampy, il

&lso Pullman  lecpe
sects at Guthrie for
i3 w.ll potcarry %cs
ol Nashvills Tenn.

o New Orieans, Lon
nts Bast and West, !
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