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“Hurt!™ ho lifted bis head slightly
and etared about; then dropped It
again with & slgh of content. “QOh,
yes, now 1 know, Hughei shot me
from behind” He ptruggled upright,
In splte of her sfforis at restraint,
forling beslde him for the rifle. *“Du-
pont was thers, behind that dead
pony. What kecame of Dupont?*

8he dropped her face In her hands,
lier form trembling,

"He—hoe got away. He thouglt yon
wora dead; to—to maka sure he came
over and kleked yon, Then he took
your rifie, nud the ouly pony left, and
rodo oft.”

“And loft you?

“Yea—he—hn never thought of me;
only—only how he should encape with
the monoy., 1 never moved, nover
opened my eyes; perhaps he be.
Heved mo dead aleo, and—and 1 prayod
he would, I would rather huve dled
than have him touech e again. And
—and I' thought you wore dead too. O
God! 1t was go horrible!®

Tha man's volea wns soft and low,
thrilling with tho love that refused
control,

“l know, degr; T know it wll, now"
ho enld tenderly, clusping her hands

"It that I8 all over and gone” Ha
put up ona hand to hls  wound
"Henvens, how miy head aches! Tt
that pafn won't last long. I am a bit

Eroggy yet, but will be on my fent
pretty soon. You are o brave Nttle
girl, Tell me how you gol froe?™

Bliy went over the short gtory glow-
ly. not ltting her eyes to by, and he
listenad In dllenen, moving his 1mbe
nbout, confident of the gradual return
of strength

“Hut how did 1t happen ¥ ho asked
“Your eapture? Your father's death?
It 16 all a mystery to me after | left
you on the hotel baleony.”

The tears atood In her wyes sudden:
Iy uplifted to his, and bnpulsively the
man encireled hor with his arm.

"You know 1 care, depr,” he ox-
clalmed  recklonsly. “You are not
afraid to tell me*

“No, no; yon have bheon so kind, 8o
true. ] ean el you everything—only
it 16 80 hard to confess the trath about
my father."

“You suspect he wos impllcated 7

“Oh, God!" She Sobbed, "What Can
| Dol”

he nsked In astonighment, "that he ae-
tunily bad n part in the plot?"

She looked ot Mim gravely, down In
to his very goul

“Yes, and—and that
than all the rest.”

bhurts  more

CHAPTER XXXII,
Words of Love.

Hamlin was silent for a moment, not
knowlng what to say that would com-
fort or help. He had never suspected
this, and yet he could not refrain nl
together from experlencing a feeling
of rellef. Deeply ns he sympathized
with her In this trouble, atill the man
could but be consclous of those bar-
riers formerly existing betwaen Lthem
which this discovery had instantly
gwipt fway, Now they could meot
upon & Jevel, as man and woman. No
longer could rank intervene; not even
the stain of his own court-martial.
Poselbly she dreamed of what was
passing In his mind, for she guddenly
lifted her eyes to his

“Shall 1 tell you?"

tramping about. “1 only went anlwronxi, and plot revengs, | bmmaigmpd the ridge tha

into the snow, but my arma were
bound, and the pony fell on my foot—
it feels qulte natural now."

“Qood. We shall have to tramp a
little way. In which direction did Du.
pont gol"

“Acrosa the ridge there; gee, that
is his trail”

“Then he nover saw our horses out

'yonder, That is one plece of good
luok, at least. The pooner we get to
them the better. I have beon gullty of
enough foollshness today to be careful
hereafter” He looked across at
Hughes' body. “I wonder if that fel-
low meant to hit me? I never trust-
ed him much, but I didn't expect that.
DId you see him fire?"

| *"Yas, but it was so sudden I could

fr:ol oven cry out. Ho wuas upon one
kreo, and his révolver waved like this
an he tried to alm. Dupont maw it,
| and jumped just s he pulled the trig:
ger."

“I thought 8o. The poor devil got
the wrong man."

“Why? Woere these two enomles?”
| "They had bean partners, steallng
and running cattle. Dupont had cheat-
ed Hughee out of his share, and there
wn# bad blood between them. 1 ran
neross the fellow up on the Cimarron,
wniting for Dupont to eome bnck W
his old renge. DId you ever hear Du-
| pont ealled by any other name?”

fihe phook her head questioningly.

“No; wasn't that his real name?
The woman back there—wasn't she
hie wife?"

"She was hiz wife, yos; but thelr
name was not Dupont. That was as-

sumod; the correct one wes Le
Fovre"
“La  Fovral Why—why, wasn't

that the name of the man you told me
| nbout once?—the officer who brought
you thoswe orders?”

“Io Is tha game. I dld not know
him at Dodge; not untl) Hughea told
me. He Lnd changed greatly ln ap
pearance, and I only saw him at night.
Put {t was bocause I knew that I
talled to Kkl him bere; I wanted him

alive, so [ could compel him to tell
the trith”

She gave a little sob, her hands
clasped together. The man's valeo
softoned, and he took a step nearer,
bending above her,

“And yot pow I do not care quite as
much as 1 did.”

the looked up quickly Into his face,
und ae swiftly lowered her lanhes,

“You menan you have found other
ovidenoe?

“No, but T have found you, dear
You nesd nol try, for I am not going
to let you get away. It {a not the offt:
eer's danghter and the enlisted man
any more. Thore barriers are all
gone, 1 do not mean that [ am Indif-
ferent to the staln on my name, o any
less desirous of wringing tho truth
from Gene Lo Fevre's lips, butl even
the memory of that past can keep me
silent no longer. You are alone in the
world now, nlone and in the shadow of
disgrace—you need me”

He stoppad, amnazed at the boldness
of hls own words, and, In the silenco
of that hesitation, Molly Iifted her
eyen to his face,

T think 1 have always needed you,”
ahie wunld simply.

Ha did not touch her, excopt to clasp
the extended hands. The loneliness
of the glrl, here, helpless, alone with
him In that wildernesn of snow, hore
in upon his consciousness with a sud-
denness that robbed him of all sense
of triumph. He had spoken passion-
ately, recklessly, Insplred by her
nearncss, her dependence upon him.
Ho hind falth that ahe ecared; her eyes,
her manner had teld him  this, yet
even now he could not realize all that
was monnt by that qulst confesslon.

The fron diseipline of years would not
relax Instantly; In splte of the bold-
ness of his utterance, he was still the
soldier, fooling the chasm of rank.
lier very confeselon, so simply spoken,
tended to confuse, to mystify him.

"D you mean,” he asked engerly,
‘that you love mo?”

“What elee should T mean?" ghe
sald slowly., "It ls not new to mes 1
have known it for a long while.,”

“That I loved you?"

“Yes," smlling now. “"Love s no
myatery to a woman. [ do not care
becausa you nre In the ranks; that Is
only & temporary condition. 1 knew
you out there, at the very first, as a
gontleman. 1 have never doubted
you. Here, in this wilderness, | am
not afrald. It ls not bocguse my father
I8 dead, or because ho has been gullty
af & erlme, that [ say this, I would
have safd It before, on the baleony
there In Dodge, had you asked me, It
'1s not the uniform I love, but the man,
[Can you understand?”

“Will you marry me—a sergeant of
cavalry 1"

She was still emiilng, her oyes
frankly looking Into his own,

“I will marty David Hamlin,” she
answered firmly, “let him be what he
may."”
| The man let out his suppressed
breath In a sob of rellef, his eyes
' brightening with triumph,

“Oh, Molly! Molly!" he erled. "I
cannot tell you what this all means to
me.  There ia no past now to my life,
but all future.”

| "Am 1 that to you?"

“That! Yes, and a thousand times

Ty
.

morone, savage, a mere crsature of |
dlscipline, food for powder. It was no
more when [ first met you. But with
that mesting the chalne snapped, the
old ambitlons of life returned. You

[ wera n mere girl from the East; you

d!d not understand, nor care about the
snobbery of army lite. No, It was not
that—you were above It, You trusted
me, treated me as a friend, almost as
an equal. [ loved you then, when wo

parted on the trall, but I went back to |

New Meszico to fight fate. It was such
a hopeless dream, yet all summer long
I rode with memory tugging at my
heart. 1 grew to hate myself, but
could never forget you"

She drew nearer, her hand upon hls
arm, her face uplifted.

“And you thought I did not care?”

“How could I dream you dld?” al
most bitterly. "You were graclous,
kind—but you were & major’s daugh-
ter, as far away from me as the stars.
I nover heard from you; not even a
ramor of your whereabouts came to
mn across the plalne. 1 supposed you
hod returned East; had passed osut of
my life forever. Then that night when

saw you In the yellow lamp lght.
watching us pass, heard you ask what
troops those were, and 1 knew In-
stantly all my fghting out thers In
the desert had been wvaln—that you
were forever the one, one woman,"

“I ramained for that,"” she confessed
goftly, her lashes wat,

“At Dodge 7"

“Yes, at Dodge, I knew you would
coms, must come. Some Intultlon
seomed to tell me that we should meet
agaln. Oh, 1 wan so Enppy the night
you came! No one had told me your
troop had been ordered In. It was llke
a dream como true. When 1 saw you
lending your horse across the parade
1 could hardly refraln from @alling
out to you before them nll. [ did not
care what they thought—for my sol
dler had come home from the wara™

“Swestheart,” the deeap voloe falter
ing. “may—may [ klss you?"

“Of course you may."

Thelr llpa met, and she clung to him

a8 his nrms held her closely. It wns
liko a dream to him, this sudden, un
expected surrender. Perhaps she read
this In his eyes.

“Do not misunderstand me,"” she
urged softly. *I do not enme to you
because of what hns huappened, be-
causa I am alone and helpless, If you
had stepped from the ranks that night
at Dodge, T would have answered even
ae 1 do now.™

“You love mel—love me! he re
peated.

“Y“‘l‘

Even as ho looked down upon her
upturned faco, thers was borne back
upon him m realization of thelr pre-
dicament. His eyes ewept over the
surrounding desolation, the two dead
bodles lying motlonless In the snow,
the stiffenlng pony, the drear hillsida
which shut them In. Tha #lght brought
him back to consclousness with =
shock, Minutes might mean much
now. Dupont had disappeared over
that ridge to the right, in the direction
of Black Keltle's ecamp. How far
away that might be was nltogether
guess work, vet what would Inevitadly
oceur when the fugitive arrlved among
hin friends, and told his story, could
be eclearly concelvad. FEven if the
man helieved Hamlin killed, he would
recall to mind the girl. and would re-
turn to assuro himself as to her fata,
Knowing her helplesaness, the praetl
cal Impossibliity of her escape alone,
o return expedition might not be hur
ried yot, beyond doubt, this lsolnted
valley would heva Indlan visitors with.
in a few hours. And when these dis
covered the truth they would be hot
upon a trall where concealment waas
fmpossible. The only hope of escaps,
and that far from brilliant—as he re-
membered tha long desert ride from
the distant cow camp on the Clmarron
—Iay In Immediate departure. Bvery
moment of delay served to Incroase
thelr perll. Even beyond the danger
of Dupont’s report to Dluck Kettle,
this enow-bound valley was not so far
away from that chief's camp as to be
safe from invaslon by young warriors
in search of game. All this flashed
upon Hamlin's consclousness Instant.
Iy, even ns his heart thrilled to her
frank avowal.

"This In so strange I can hardly
realize the truth,” he sald gravely.
“Dut, dear one, we must talk else
where, and not here. Life was never
before worth ao much as it s now,
nnd every Instant we waste here may
mean capture and death. Come, there
are two ponies at the mouth of the
valley.”

Ha snatched up the blanket from
the ground, and wrapped it about her
in such manner s to onable her to
walk; stooped over Hughes, loosened
the revolver from his stiffened fingers,
and then came back to where nhe
walted,

“You can walk? It Is not far."”

“Yes, the numbness is all gone.”

He wnas all seriousness now, alert
and watchful, the plaineman and the
soldler.

“Then come; I'll break trail™

“Where Is the Indian village?™ ghe
nsked, her volee trembling slightly

"Peyond those bluffs; at least
Hughes thought so. We saw their
pony herd In the valley below, mere

“No; not now; both your explana- more! I had nmbitioa onca, opportun- | 90t agalnst the snow.”
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tion and mine can walt,” he replied Iy, even wealth. They were swept
qulckly. “I ean stund alone now— A8wny by a man's lle, a woman's per-
gee,” and he regalned his feet, sway- fidy. Out of that wreek, | crawled Into
ing slightly with dizziness, yot smillng the world again a mere thing. [ lived
down at her s he held forth a hand. | Simply because 1 must live, skulking
“Now you try It; take hold of me un- in obscurity, my only Inspirntion the
til you test your limbs—that was an hope of an honorable death or an op-
ugly fall you got when I shot your portunity for vengeance. Mine was
pony.” | the lits of the ranks In the desert, as

She stralghtencd slowly, hor cheeks Sociating with the lowest scum, In
flushing in the keen alr, her eyes constant contact with savagery. |
striving to emile back In response to ©0uld mot speak to a decent woman,
his challenge. lor be s man among men, There was

“That was nom!n"u ghe W“Edl' nmhlns left me but to bm over

e |
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Ten minutes later, plowing through
' the Intervening drifts, they came forth
to the broad vista of the valley and
the two patient ponles standing mo

' tlonless,

CHAPTER XXXIIL

Molly's Gtory.

The two rode steadlly, following the
trall left by Hamlin and Hughes
earlfer in the morning, As there had
been no wind, and the cold had erust.

- —

ed the snow, the tracks left by the two
ponles were easily followed, Aa they

wo rode into Dodge | eaw you ngaln— |

|
'
|

' “And You Thought | Did Not Carel”

herd could be distingulshed, sufiiclent-
Iy cloga by this time to leave no doubt
as to what they were, Hamlin cau- |
tlously kept back out of sight in
'the breaks of the ridge, although his |
;I-wen eyes, searching the upper val-|
{ ley, discovered no slgn of pursult
| Tired as Dupont's horse undoubtadly |
was, he might not yet have attalned |
the Indian encampment, which, In
truth, might be much farther away |
| than Hughes had supposed. The fact
that no spirale of smolte were visible |
'puzzlcd the Bergeant, for In that |
| trosty afr they should naturally be
| perealved for a conslderable distance
| Poesibly, howevar, tho bluffs wers
| higher and more abrupt, farther up
stream, Affording better chances of
| concealment. Indeed ft was quite
| probable that the Indlans would seck
tha most sheltared spot avallable for
thelr winter eamp, irrespective of any
poasibla fear of attack. Reasonably
' safe from a winter campalgn, the
atroclties of the past summer would
naturally tend to make them unusually
cautious and watchful,

‘ Molly, muffled to the oyes in her
thick blanket, permitted her pony to
follow the other without guldanece; un-
tl they both dipped down Into the
| hollow, eafe from any possible ob-
lnnrvatlon, In some mysterions way
the overpowering feeling of tlerror
' which had controlled her for days past
 had departed. The mere presence of
Hamlin was an assurance of safety.
A8 she walched him, erect In saddle,
nla blue overcoat tightly buttoned, his
revolver belt strapped outside, sho no
longer felt any consclousness of the
surrounding desolation or the nearness
of savago foes. Her heart beal fast
und her cheeks flushed In memory
of what had so ewiftly occurred bhe
tween them, Without thought, or
struggle, sho gave herself unreserved:
Iy to his guldance, serenely confident
In hia power to succeed, He was a
man 8o strong, so resourceful, so fit'ed
ta the environment, that her trust in
him was unquestioned. She needed
lo ask nothlng; was content to follow
In sllence, Even as she reallzed the
completeneas of her surrender, the
Sergeant, reluxing none of his watch:
fulness, checked his pony so that they
could ride onward side by sido,

“We will follow the trafl back,” he
explained, glancing aslde at her faca,
"It Is easler to follow than to strike
out for ourselves across the open.”

“Where does It lead?”

“To an old cow-<camp on the Cimar-
ron. There I8 a trooper there walting,
Bhall T tell you the story "

"I wish you would."

“And then I am to have yours in
return—everything "

“Yen," she eald, and thelr eyes met.
“Thero I8 nothing to conceal—from

!W.“

Ha told his tale simply, and in few
words; how he had mleeed, and sought
after her In Dodge; how that search-
Ing had led directly to tha discovery
of erime, and finally the revealment
of Major McDonald’s body. He teld
of kis efforts at organizing a party to
tollow the fugitives, inspired by a be-
llef that she was a prisoner, of the
trip through the bllzzard, and of how
ne had succeeded in outstripping Du-
pont in the race,

The girl listened silently, able from
ber own experience to fill in the de
talla of that relentless pursult, which
eould not be halted either by storm
or bullets, The strength, the deter-
mination of the man, appealed to her
with new force, and tears wellad Into
her cyes,

“Why, you are crying!™ he
claimed In surprise,

“That Is nothing.” her lips smiling,
a8 she loosened one hand from the
blanket and reached meross to elasp
his. "You must know, dear, how hap-
py 1 am to have found you. No one
else could have done this”

“Oh, yes, little girl," soberly. "Was-
son would have gone on, if [ had been
the one to go down, The hardest part
of It all was walting for the storm to
senge, not knowing where you were
hidden—that nearly drove me insane.’

“I understand; uncertainty Is harder
to bear than anything else. 8hall |
toll you now what happened to me?”

“Yes," tenderly, “as much, or as IIt-
tie as you please.”

“Then it shall be everything dear,”
fer hand-clasp tightening, A moment
the hesitated. looking out mcroms the
snow plaine, and then back into his
eyes, From (their expreesion she
gained courage to proceed, her volee
low, yet clear enough to make every
uybu distinctly audible.

Modern Methode.
“I belleve I'll give that poor stray
oat a plece of mead”’
“What, and pauperize the cat! Al
ways help the poor to help themueves,

Thoy may attract  bird for the cat
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