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their sudden wealth old Xat had char-

tered a trading boat. a miserable
scow-lik- e affair, which was towed

or down stream as occasion seiwed.
oWnsiblv it was a sutler's boat. In

reilitv it emraired in all manner ot

contra band trading. A cotton earg-o-
.

once safe under hatches meant more

profit than many weeks n camp. Old
to smuggle such aXat had planned

caro aboard, before the Lucy tied

up at Wake Forest landing. He had

slipped outside the lines spying where
Lest to seie it. leaving his wife ami
Swan in charge of the boat.

Soldier illares gossip even moie
than ordinary villages. Lveryttiing-

-

at headquarters is soon The common
nronertv of the c imp Thus Swan
.nme to know very soon all the par- -

ticulars of vellow A'd s aimai She

pondered what she had heard a da v.

in.t it sunset. startled her
"I'm going" ver tomother bv saying,

the outpost. Funny 1 never thought
of it before but there is

!
iu ......

to see the inside o WaKe roiesi.
.Mrs. u ni-

ton
There was no protest.

never uasied bieath in trying to
turn Swan from her purposes. Hut

something, she knew not what, made
her kiss her daughter -- once shyly,
fearfullv. once, as she fell Swan
tremble at her touch, out of the full-

ness of her mother heart.
"I wish 1 could take you, too. but

that would spoil everything-.-
" Swan

said, patting her cheek, and almost
running away. She had rumagod out
her old fiddle, and put on a short
frock, much frilled and spangled,
which she had worn in the days of
the band. It was black, and came
low in the neck, so she threw over her
shoulders a blue artilleryman's cape
disposing one end so the starlet lin-

ing would show. At the very last,
she turned back and thrust something
deep into her bosom, saying--

, with a

lazy smile. "You don't never know
what may come in handy when you
go on a "possum hunt this time o the

'year.
As she picked her way through the

company streets ihere were hills
from every hand cries of admiration,
invitations to supper, banter for a
tune, just one but she stayed for
none of them. Words she flung baek
in plenty; her tongue had gained in
license, in piquancy, and o nt. A

very young officer, riotously full of
beer, ran out and tried to kis; her in
the face of all, but was rapped
smartly over the nose with the fiddle
bow', and ran hack howling with
pain.

As she came to the outpost the
pickets made a feint of halting her.
She stuck the fiddle under her chin,
played three discordant bars, and
said: "Let me through or you'll
hear worse than that." 'All the cam)
knew her she had indeed the free-
dom of more than one army corps.
She was kind in sickness or trouble,
a good comrade in health. square
every man of them would have staked
his life on that and straight, for all
her freedom, both of speech and ac-
tion. So she won easily to Col. Flow-tow- 's

door. She would have passed
the sentry there, as she had passed
the others, but that Flowtow himself
was just coming out. with yellow Xed,
as usual, at his heels.

"You! What do you do here?" he
said roughly, catching her arm Li a
hard grip.

"Me! O! T just came to find out if
you all were dead," Swan said jaunti-
ly. "1 didn't know but 'Mister For-
rest's critter company' had slipped in
and made crow's-mea- t of the lot."

"What is that to you? Women are
not for fighting!" Flowtow said, still
roughly. Swan laughed, an airy, hap-
py laugh.

"Xo! Women are for kissing," she
said. "I'll kiss you. Col. Flowtow
and play you a tune into the ba-
rgainif you'll do just one little, thing
I Avant."

"Oh! llo! 1 am to be bribed in
face of the articles of Avar," Flowfow
roared. "Well, bribe me, Swanchen.
I Avill hear what it is about after-
ward."

"You shall take the tune first!"
Swan said, throwing off her cloak
and setting the fiddle beneath her
chin. Hefore Flowtow could protestshe had struck up "Hun. Nigger,nun: looking-

- as she played straightat Flowtow's new servant. Without
a break she glided into another strain,almost an improvisation, full of. swell-
ing: chords and soft Availing minors.
She had played it first upon her Aved-din- g-

night Morris had snatched the
bow from her hands, and had drag-ge-
low said, clutching her bare shoiild- -
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"That does sound liberal," he said.
"Hut. it. ain't! . no. it ain't, not ll!

Why it ain't half the wuth o'
the dower right, in "Wake Forest pla-
ntationnor savin" nothin a our all
l he monev an' niggers."

"My wife is the only person, who
could claim dower in Wake Forest. "

Maj Hilliard said slowly. "And. cer-

tainly. 1 shall never marry again. My
son. 'although my natural heir, has
nothing but what 1 choose to give
him. It might happen that I would
choose to give him nothing not cen
enoiiyh to keep him from starvation."

J 5 T but you won't, never, never
do that! O,' major, please say you
.wo iff never do that," a soft young

voice cried from behind old Xat.
Old Xat stepped sullenly aside. "You
better go on in. and talk your talk-out,-"

he said. "You ain't no need ter
beat about the bush. I knowed as
soon as I seen you comin hu;
I had suspicioned w us the fact - so.
Yer boy is my son-in-la- and you
don't like it. Well, now, whut air ye
g-oi- ter do about it?"

"All a man can do lo save his only
smi," Maj Hilliard VPpmg
within the dingy room, which even
Swan Hinton's surpassing beauty
could not illumine out of sordid lies'--- .

Swan was slender as a reed, yet had
of exquisite curves. Her skin.

- i .

"Hold Tiht, Swan, Now We II

under the dashes of sunburn, was of
a fine creamy pallor. Lips intensely
scarlet, curving to a, true ( iqnd s now-accente-

d

the pallor, as did her dark
appealing eyes, and her crown of hair
like black 'floss-sil- k. Her race, the
nomad poor white, is a sort of hu-

man century plant. Once perhaps in
each hundred years mysteriously it
flowers into absolutely perfect beauty--

She

stood slightly swaying, ami
thrumming ah old .Spanish guitar Maj
Hilliard looked her over with a heart
full of murderous compassion. The
appeal of her beauty fully excused
his son, and took away any lingering
trace of hardness toward him, yet in
excusing, made him al the more

determined on rescue. In all his life
before he had never wilfully hurt a
woman. Xow that needs must hurt
one. he meant to do his best to salve
the wound.

"Swan you love my son?" he ask-
ed, looking her full in the eye.

"I I reckon so." Swan said, fumbl-
ing- with the ribbon at her throat.

"That is why you don't want him
to be poor?" the major asked. Swan
nodded, gulped, then said slowly:
"He Morris aint fifteen fer that.
He aint no mo titten'n a racer's titten
to be a mule. 'Taint nice, bein po'. 1

know all about that "
"Xo! it is not nice you don't want

to be poor all your life?" the major
interrupted. Swan shuddered a lit-

tle, and swallowed hard. Suddenly
she fiung up her head, her whole face
subtly hardened.

"Xo! I don't wa nter be po' always."
she said; "Xer don't mean ter be
neither. VA I can't have Morris and
the money- - "

"You'll take, the money," Maj Hi!
hiard supplemented as she hoked and
grew silent; "That is very wise. I am
glad indeed, to find you so sensible."

4T ain't sensible 1 am drove for
death." Swan cried, hiding her fa"e
in her hands. For a minute gustv
sobs shook her whole frame. All at
oitco dashed the tears from her
eyes, dropped her hands, ami aske-;- ,

watching Maj Hilliard as
she spoke: "Did Morris sji.d you'Fr did you come on y-- " o n ac-aco- u

nf ?"
"That has nohfing to do with the

ease," Maj Hilliard .. J diplomati-
cally."

"See here! 1 want figgers. Senti-
ment's good, but gimme dollars air
cents." Old Xat growled from the
door: "Dollars an' cents in er lumper big lump at that;" he went on.
"You may come yer soft sawder over
that thar fool gal, but you don't come
it over me."

Major Hilliard looked at Swan as
though old Xat had not spoken. "I
will settle $10,000 on you. if you leave
the stale, and never come hack to it,"
he said: "and give your father half
as much tomorrow upon the same
condition."

"That ain't much fer er high toned
gentleman when jest er plain likely
nigger's wuth fifteen hundred." old
Xat bejran. Swan stonned him with a
violent cufl', and rushed away in a
passion of tears.

The house at Wake Forest stood
quite, three miles from the Tennessee
river, yet the plantation ran down to
the stream, and Maj. Hilliard had his
own landing. Jn the third year of the
civil war, a, village of white tents
about it stretched far back from the
waterside. There was another small
er village of them up around the house
The fences were all swent awav.
Horses fully accoutred stood champ
ing-

- and dancing all about the lawns.
Men clattered up and down the broad
veranda steps, some with swords
clanking- - after them, more in undress
uniforms, and a very few in the garbof civilians.

Xot one of the original inhabitnats
remained. Major Hilliard and Mor-
ris were botl l in tlio (

my. Their hundreds of slaves had
-- v.,. i in i i. rMimii. as soon asthe fall of Fort Henry gave the whole
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last of a line of spoilers gentlemen.
He had no more dreamed that Mor-

ris could marry beneath himself than
that, the sun could drop out of the
skv.

""You must love this ffirl very
deejily," he said at last, with his eyes
on the smouldering fire. Morris set
Ins teeth hard.

"Yes, I love her." he said, very
slowly. "And away from her I hate
her almost as much. I know all you
can say- - that she is ignorant, vain,
vacuous, that she knows .othing ('
the reserves, and refinements, which
should belong to the woman who
shall take my mother's place. What
is the good of talking, though -- T am
a man. She is the most beautiful wo-

man in the world. And she loves me.
Yes, she does loves me madly. I

might have made her nnylhing I

chose. You have brought me up to
know that a seducer was worse than
a. mad dog, and so I married her.
It seemed to me I must disgrace
either your name, or your training
and I let the name go."

"You did not think of me'.'" the
major said, very low. Morris covered
his eyes and groaned.

"Over and over and over," he said:
"hut look hack, governor, remember
what it is to be tweuty-two- . Fancy
vourself loved, and loving; fancy, too,
leaving- - the woman you hived, in the
recklessness of heartbreak, to throw
herself into the bottomless pit. Swan
is loud and gay, and free, but she is
good. I kept my head until well, un-

til it happened that I kissed her. Then
well, nothing mattered beside keep-

ing her always and only mine."
Maj. Hilliard's hands clinched hard

upon the arms of his chair.
"Tell me what you mean 1o do?" he

said lifelessly. Morris smiled a dreary
smile.

T have not made a plan, governor."
Tie said: "but be certain of this 1

shall not bring-
- Swan here. My moth-

er's memory forbids. Wherever Swan
may go, there the tribe of Ilinton will
go likewise. Perhaps the best thing
I can do is to ask you for money
enough to take the tribe ami vanish."

"lly the Lord! you shall nof! T will
not be left desolate! You shall not
throw away your life, your future, in
this fashion!" the major roared,
springing- - to his feet. "Morris! Mor-
ris! Why did you keep all this dark?
You are. under enchantment; clean
out your mind? 1 say nothing against
this poor girl but tell me. has the
marriage been made public?"

Morris shook his head: "Old Xat
suspects but nobody knows, except
he minister," he said. "The people at

the. party thought Swan was only
fooling as she was when she called
herself Mrs. Hen Isham. Hen is mad
about her but she will hardily look
at him now."

"You are sure of that?" Maj. Hil-
liard asked, Morris smiled, half an-

grily, half confidently.
"Swan would break her fiddle over

his head if he even looked love at
her," he said. "Hut tell me, governor,
do von mean to disown me? You
would be justified in doing it."

"dod knows perhaps I do not.
Maj. Hilliard said: 'Hut promise me,
my son. to keep quiet, for three days
longer.

i ne smmessness ot an tne river
bend settlement reached its flower
ing in tne mm on nouse. it was a
tumble down log-

- structure, just on
the edge ot the water. There was a
low rail fence about it. Where the
gate should have been the rails were
stretched apart. "Ho' whites, thev
bound ter stick ter po' white wavs,'
old Xat Ilinton said to Maj. Hilliard
as that gentleman walked throughthe gap, upon the morning after Mor
ns s confession.

Old Xat leaned against the jamb of
the big room door, hitching up the
single-strin- g gallus that supported
Jus patched trousers. He was coat- -

less, and had one shoe half off. A
stubby black pipe sent up a might v
reek from one corner of his mouth.

ien ler, l would Take er Heap er
Money if Any Feller Wanted Ter

Buy us Outen Business Now."
He find small, shrewd, far-sijrht- ed

eyes. All the lower half of his face
was shrouded in a fleece of beard
that, reached nearly to his wais-- .

es, po" white wavs," old Xat re
peated. "Them thai fine gals o mine
now, Majer, ef they was yourn you'druther see 'em dead 'an earn in' good
money, jest fiddle an' banjo
strings. Hut, thev likes it, an' 1 likes
hit. Tell yer, 'twould take er heap er
money, ef any feller wanted er onyus outen business now."

"How much?" Major Hilliard asked.
He had caught old Xat's drift, and
felt intuitively That old Xat sensed his
own errand.

"Well!" old Xat's tone was reflective.
"Lemnie see! Hit- would take er bio-pil- e

yes. sir-ee- ! er big one. The
band's wuth bet tern $200 a year ter
me, my own self, not countin' whut
them air children wastes, on thar
mammy, an' fine things fer thar own
selves."

"I will give you --$1,000 in hand and
$1,000 a year, for life, if you 1 take
them all, go awav and never come
back," Maj Hilliard said. Old Xat
laughed provoking ly.
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and base of operatioii-- s lOr a nnni"andl.i.. .! Its aim
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w TuMiiv miles a way.

Oeneral Hruton. the ranking 1 ciler-a- l

officer wisclv made his headquart-
ers the riCer bank, within rang--e

upon ... . .i ..i.:.if 1 i r -
of Un-

tenant
s I 1 1 Ills oin 1

'""r v.h.nel Flow tow. who w as
v 1

I of the cni- -.....i-i-it- r wnnreal I v the
h;.il ouartere 1 himself ;n m

nantatinn house, and from it directed
!,t...rvil.ii!(.- - That went on. He was not
a military sybarite, yet made himself

comfortable mere drinking- tin
....,i wines iii the cellar and smoking
the best cigars in tne major's own

I locker. The camps were lnith
i' . . .. . .. i i .

1 nil of black vairrants couiraoaiios
in the nhrnsc of that time. I .ruton
.rivi. them

i

rations, and listened svm- -

r.itheticallv to their stories. He had
mom- - ,,f them for servants, indeed.

thev were in each other's way. Flow
tow hated them, whole and severa
lb-ough- t up a lieutenant in the Cer-,- ,

.irmr tie had resbnied. come to
America, 'engaged in business, drop-- .

..,!, it ot the ?;!! to arms, andI J t l4. til' - - ' " 7 '

r.vo Cot to Ride for Our Lives.

into the fighting almost purely from
love of fighting.

'They cumber us tnese blades!"
he said often. "They ruin discipline,
too. Then how shall you keep army
secrets when they go in and out like
the air?" Hut now even he had taken
one into his service. It had happened
in this wise. Three days earlier he
had been reconnoitering when his de-

tachment was charged upon by a

s:ngle mounted man, riding at full
speed, and crouching low over the
neck of the horse. The reason was
plain. T'ehind came half a dozen
men in gray, also mounted, spurring
as for, life and shooting as thev rode.
D seemed, a miracle that some bullet
did not touch the fugitive. The Fed-
eral cavalry parted to let him through
as soon as they saw his face. - He was
a niulatto, evidently a camp servant
making a dash for liberty, since, he
wore over his jean trousers a cast-of- f

gray overcoat.
"Shoot, me please! Don't send me

back," he said, riding straight up to
the colonel. Flowtow eyed him a
minute, then asked gruffly: "Why
did you run away?"

Fov;tnnswer the mulatto flung- - o(T
his coat and bared his back. It was
marked all over with cruel crimson
welts... "Xobody ever dared to touch
me befo'," he said: "1 was a house
nigger and I don't belong to the man
that- done it."

"How came you in the army?"Flowtow asked suspiciously. The ne-

gro looked full in his eyes and said:
"1 went, to take keer of my marster's
son. He he's dead now. 1 wanted
to go and they tried to make me
slay."

"Hum)! Who is your master?"
Flowtow asked.

"Major Hilliard that is, he used to
l.e major. He's colonel now under
old Mister Forres'. If he had been
there, nobody wouldn't to
touch me," the negro said. "That's
how come I to know all this counfrvII . -- aso

, ,
wen.
,

i used to Jive at Wake For- -
es .

"So. 1 he exclamation was one of
pleasure. " I hen you may be worth
keeping if you will be a true guide.
I towlow raid, pursing his lips, then

. ..1 4. .11... ..'-1-oiuiaiM. i uis major tie is vour
father, too, eh? '

..i i . ,. . .
i m ars em say so, t lie negro

said, looking- down. "Please, sir take
me to wait on you. 1 can cook '"

"I may have better use for yon,'Flowtow interrupted. "Hide you' here
beside me a little. If von serve nn
,...11 . Ill -

hmi inn iwic monev ami i ree- -
dom. If with a stern look, "vou tryto trap me then 1 will cut vou, alive.
into little teeny bits. '

i don t, want money, onlv to be
free, and to learn readiii' and writin',"the negro said. "As to irappin' vou

no nigger cam t do that. You art
too smart for even our white folks."

o yellow .ed came to be free of
Flowfow's quarters, following the col
onel like a dog wherever he went.
crouenmg patiently beside, the hearth
while Flowtow wrote or talked, alert
for any service, but seeminglv heed-
less of all he heard. He had found
an old note book and stub of pencil.The sentry at the door had set him
copies of letters and fignres.. These
he reproduced in a thousand unheard
of combinations. The sentries, as
they changed, were, much amused at
his efforts, and said one to another
yellow Xed must be crazy vou simp-
ly could not teach him that two and
two made four, or that a was not z.

It was mid May, four vears from
the month when Col. Il'illiard had
sent the IFntons away. Old Xat had
come back very soon after the. Fed-
eral victory, lie claimed, indeed, to
have a mysterious connection wifli
those, in authority, and swag-gere-

among the other fisher folk as to the
vengeance he meant to take on the
slave-holdin- g aristocrats, who had
formerly so oppressed him. A vear ofriotous living had wasted the Hilliard
money. Luce and Prude now chose to
go their own way, but Swan camewith her father because her mothercame perforce.

With the wreck and remnant of

(CopyriRhtf.1, 1D0O, Ly M.
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louds from Idsorner imffinpr
aiter dinner t iar. Morris, his son
nnd heir. vlif had come in late to
the noon meal, was just filling himself
a second glass of wine. '1 he major
chuckled inly, hut re1ended to frown
as he said:

"Young- man, I've heen hf-ari- u

things! Things that, do not jmrt ieii- -

larly )leas me."
"About me 7" Morris asked , That,

is a pity. Such a model son as I am
IvTinwn to be. What's the
"overnor?"

or.o very l'h,ii ih;imi-i- , im """.i
said, with an indulgent laugh. "Still

L wish it. hadn't happened. !m not
a bit straight-laced- ; you'll bear wit-

ness I have tried to raise you a m;i.,
not a milksop with, I may say fair
Fueeess. A man must have-Id- s
amusements. I have not thought of
interfering- - with yours. All I ask is
that they shall be in good taste----

"You surely don't aeeuse rue or
wasting any time on ugly women,
sir?" Morris said, lightly, though his
breath came a little qnieker. The
major laughed again there was even
a twinkle in his eve as lie said'

"No, sir! That is so little a Milliard
trait 1 should certainly disown a son
yvho showed it. Your river bend
flame, Miss Swan ilinton, would do
credit to a man of twice your experi-
ence. Don't think I mean to lecture
you about her, neither alxuit your
going with her to river bend parries,
or chumming-

- with her wojl'i.ts
father, old Nat. He is an entertaini-
ng- old vagrant and Lord! how he
can fish! I'.esides, he is a sort of
king" among- - tne poor whites. Yve
must get to know them yon. must,
indeed, know all sorts and conditions
of the people you may one day aspire
to represent. The proper study of a
politician is man he nad better y;
careful, though, how he mixes it

with a study of woman, lie cannot,
of course, leave the ruling sex wholly
out of it the thing is to study i lint-se-

at just the proper angle."
"Thank you for nothing,

You've been setting me the example
that is so much better than precept,
ever since I wasdn short fro ks,"
Morris said, gulping his wine. Tin n
he walked to the fireplace and began
kicking the hickory logs which smold-
ered and sputtered there, though the
window's were, wide open, and the
world outside warm and sunlit with
the .warmth of late May. Maj. llilliar.l
who loved his land, and his son, with
almost equal passion, let his eyes
range over the broad acres of his es-

tate then brought them back to Mor-
ris and said in a voice of pit..-

-

"On my soul. I'm sorry for those
Ilinton girls. Handsome enough for
duchesses, every one, and then their
gift! They truly have music in their
souls, vet thev would be better o!V
without it."

"I don't know they love it so. I

believe they love, too,' the distinction
it gives them." Morris said, looking
carefully away from his father. "Theyare proud of being the only woman
band ever seen hereabout. Then
when they play, at the balls and bar-
becues.' sand fairs, of course, they are
brought in contact with with bet-
ter people than their own sort."

"There's the rub and the. pity of
it. Maj. Milliard said '.thoughtfully:"This' Contact with the better sort
will 'make their own sort distasteful
to them. They are big--

, splendid ani-
mals, as soft-hearte- d as th'ey are un-
derbred, as innocent as they are ig-
norant. 1 wonder, indeed, that thev
can be old Xat's daughters he is cer-
tainly a tough citizen. It must be

xthey take after the mother, who is of
decent farming stock. If onlv her
grirls were kept quietly at home, it is
likely they would marry farmers
themselves, and be happv' nrr after.
l?ut hawked about as they are, theylearn to flout the decent youngsterswho would make them such excellent,
husbands; even that, however, is not
the-worst- . They will end by lovingwhere love 'means ruin."

"Old y-.i- t will not listen to anv talk
of tnarriag-e.- " Morris said, still' iook-ing- -

away. "You know he lives easy,since the girls bring in so much lr.oii- -

"I fancy whoever married one of
them would marry the whole fa mil v."
Maj. Hilliard said. "And that bringsme to my grievance. Of course, it is
ridiculous! dare say you thoughtit wa.s only a piece of innocent vaunt-
ing; on the girl's part, but von should
Itfive checked her. Dick Dalv i!s meat the last party you stood quiet whenSwan called herself Mrs. Monis Hil-
liard. For ourselves it does not ma-
tterbut 1 have a feeling about it.You ought to have remembered thatthat was your mother's name."

The major was dark", with square
jaws, black beetling brows, a firm
chin, a thin-lippe- d, almost cruel
mouth. Hiss on was fair and blue-eye- d,

with a pure Creek profile. He
had indeed the face of the motherwno nau oied when he was born.But some subtle inner stirrin
brought uppermost the race likenessindefinable yet bevond mistake Itwas a Milliard of Milliards who an-
swered, slightly droppinghis her.d ashe spoke."

"I didn't forget, sir! Swan spoke1tbe truth."
"The truth!" Major Hilliard reeledas from a blow, covering his eveswith his hands. Morris's face had 're-af-arm-

ed

his words. After a loivminute the father held out his hand
eayjng steadily:"At least you show vourself nvson. You had the courage not to lieto me. You knew r would believe you--tgojiifei, xne whole Aorld even
against myself."that was why I couldn't do it '
Worms said. Maj. Hilliard reeled
pin, but Morris did not offer to

fcteady him. The two were comradesmuch more like close-kn- it brothersman iatner and
1.

son. The major s
lJ V was oouni "P in his bov,whom almost from the cradle he hadtreated as a man, and an equal. HeLad aimed to teach him beyond every-thing, what it meant to have beentorn a gentleman and a Hilliard, the

most the mounted picket- - w

after him how- - could he e . a
his horse doubly a eij i ted V

4,1!p quiet ! (Jive me 1 ha!
he said, his mouth close to !

"Weight! You don't know
Douglas as, I do. They er,;;
atch him jaded. Tonight.vihl horse he has had in-t-

little nioi;I1ir trots since his
other day."

kT"(T,: 1 1ol(1 .vniI t,1('.v u't."!" Swan cried, as thev ai
sound of shot behind and o
fratherinfr in volume. Mo'. ri

grimly Jmd shook his rein-- .
Douglas knew what that in-- -

went away at a lomr stretehi
op that quickened.' quicken.the plunftinjr full run. Hi- - i '

her breathlessls- - awav wita
lind a minister."

(Concluded on Seventh I' -


