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CHAPTER ¥.—Continued.

grady flung forward his rifle, yet
igltated, fearing to fira. Whatever it
) BRaeht beo—animal or man—the thing
s coming directly toward us, swim-
sing with long, etringy locks of wet
dangling to the shoulders, It was

B8 an beyond doubt, yet for the in-
nt 1 could not determine whether

od or white, As he stood there,sunk

ly hlg armpits in waler, he beheld us

e the first time. and there burst from

g lips a sudden, guttural exclama-
ori of alarm. With the strange eound
thults leaped forward, lumbering
minst me as he passed, and splashed

s way out toward the fellow, utter-
by some exclamation In his native
heue. Ho reached him, the two
vices greeting each other.
yell!” exclaimed Brady in disgust.
il it ain't another Dutchman. Come
nbere, you!”
fhe two waded ashore onto the
ud, Schultz’s heavy hand grasping
s companion's arm, and helping him
bimg. 1 saw a face white and ghastly
: the staflight, lean, smooth-shaven,

Wicking emaciated against the long,
firk hair, the eyes bright with fanati-
fim. He was & tall, spare man, shak-
g 90 he could hardly stand. The
very slght of him arcused my sym-
nthy.

“Don’t be afrard,” I sald soothlngly.
‘We're all white, How did you come
Mre?

3 Hig eyes looked at me as 1 spoke;
. fi0en shifted to Schuitz's face in silent
" testiontng, The latter was breath-
. Wiz hard, but managed to explain,

= “He not talk English ver' goot, Myn-

o Bcer, I tell you vat he say mit me-—

ﬂ o vos & Dutch preacher; yaw, mine

i

dy

11" ]

T

jlott; yust over py mine own coun-
tles; e vos named Adrian Block.”
"Dig he swim all the way?" asked
indy grinning, but Schultz kept his
ifiea fagtened on me, held by the ofe
=+ @00ught to which he scught to give ut-
irance,

ot M "He vos Moravian, mynheer; vot

al @0 call miseonary—so? He von
wnth In dees country, an' know only
ot B 0 breach.”
'm @ The girl leaning forward, Interrupt-
B4 with g whisper:
do M ' recognize the wman, monsieur; he

a8 the prisoner I told you of in the

_ dlnn camp—the Protestant.”

i rThﬂi‘ lef' him only mit one guard,
M after while, dot fellow he fall

D3 Bloep. Den he got loose mid his

dv, @§nds, a0’ creep down mit der shore
@ der lake where a boat wus, So he

ft out on der water; but der boat

a0’ go down, leaving him mit not-

Dot vas it, mynheer. Den he

' gom' an' pray mooch, an' so0

om' here mit us, altready.”

Where did the Indians go?”

| "Up mit der lake shore—so like dis,”

' _l“ﬂl bis hand.

_ of them? The two white men

Hnes

Sch’ull: repeated the question, and
CK answered, never once removing
"8 eyes from mademoiselle.
G&whnm what became of der
; i be ges him not for long
hile, bt;ta derhbig men he go mit der
3 W, he tells dem r way,
' falk all der time,” = :
&En\re got the situation elear
) toncluded Brady, coolly.
.-ﬁ“ﬂlmr that red-coat s, he evident-
.‘“'ﬂna the lzr:st way to this island,
ey fix we're in. So far as I can
[, Were is riothing left us but to
'Ml;wa can't get away now; the
Tk I__%les‘s. and those Injuns have
(vl the  ford. That's exactly
g they are now, watchin' fer us
i Pl to cross, The only ques-
: -? Wlhere can we hold out the
Lm‘l’ I'm fer goln’ back to the
1
5 .3:1 2l0," 1 3aid, deciding instant-
ey 438 quickly assuming command.
h Bmaull chance of our holding
. B aguinst those fellows, but

w8

£

cendly Wyandots to foln. |
of the f jing the return of
]

| open them up, Schultz,” I commanded
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we'll do the best we can. What about
you, mademoiselle?"
“I go with you,”
quletly,

“Againgt your own people?”

“Those are not my people! They
are outlaws, renegades, led by the
murderer of my father.”

“"Then let us go back; every moment
lost will count against us. Plek up
the packs. Brady, you lead off;
Schultz, take care of the preacher and
keep his tongue still”

The house was exactly as we left
it, & few red embers on the hearth
alone phedding spectral light about
the main room, as we groped our way
forward. There were heavy wooden
bars to fit across the doors, and 1 se-
cured these as soon as 1 deposited my

she answered
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pack on the floor.

“Mademoizelle,” [ said, etaring about

at the blank walls in some perplexily.
“You know this place better than any
of us; surely it was not erected here
in the wilderness without some pro-
vision for defense in case of attack.
Are those walls solld "
. “No, mongieur; they were made
tight, so no gleam of light would ever
show without, but there are gunports
here—see,"”

s8he glipped aside a small wooden
shutter, fitted ingenfously between the
loge, revealing an opening sufficient
for a rifle barrel.

“There are four along this wall, and
a3 many opposite. At the rear you
must stand on the bench, so as to fire
above the shed roof.”

“Leave that preacher alone, and

sharply. “There is not light enough
here now to show without. Now,
Hrady, see If there are any extra guns
in the shack, or ammunition. Lay
everything out here convenient. A
rifie? Good! We'll give that to our
Moravian friend; he may be opposed
to war on prineiple, but, by all the
gods! he'll fight now, if Schultz can
pound the truth into him. What is
that, mademoiselle? Powder and ball
in the big chest; show Brady where
it 1s. This isn’t going to be such a
one-sided affalr after all. Five of use,
counting Block, who may not know
which end of the gun to point. I am
going to scout outside and see when
those fellows cross over.”

Brady shaded his eyes. to stare
across at me through the gloom.

“You'd better let me go.”

“Na; I'll try it alone; get everything
ready, and leave the bar down."

“You will be careful, monsleur?”
There was an unconcealed note of anx-
jety In the voice that caused me to
glance back at her quickly in surprise,

“Pa assured of that, mademoiselle,"
1 returned. "I kngw the duty of an
ally,” and stepped without, closing the
door behind me,

CHAPTER XL
| Fight a Red-Goat.
Convinced that my coming hzd not
been perceived, and that mo Indian

Hls Lips Gave Vent to One wild Cry.

scouts were watching the cabin, 1
pressed forward into the depths of the
woods, obliged to proceed slowly be-
cauge of the darkness. So cautious
was 1, lest some noise might betray
'my pregence, that 1 wag some mo-
ments in passing through the fringe of
trees to where I could obtain view of
the lgke, and the dark line of shore op-
posite, :

1 had advanced for perhaps a hun-
dred yards, passing beyond where we
pad attalned land the evening before,
when I suddenly came to a halt, sink-
ing to my knees, and staiing forward
aeross a elight opening in the forest
growth. At first I was rot sure that
what 1 saw Wwas actually a man, but
as the object moved tocward me, all
doubt vanished. He was not only a
man, but & white man; at least he was
not clothed as an Indian; and, as he
stepped forth into the open, more
clearly revealed for.an instant, I could
have gworn that he wore a uniform
coat, with buttons that gleamed dully

lichtly encugh, not the slightest sound |
betraying his catlike movements as
he came steadily onward, with head
bent forward, his rifle advanced. I
felt sure of his identity almost at
once; surely he could ba no other than
the British agent, whom mademoiselle 5
held guilty of her father's murder, the
man who masqueraded under my owD
name. 1 felt my blood grow hot with
anger. IHe would pass within a yarﬂi
of me; he was alone, seeking his way, |
endeavoring to plan how he should |
lead his savages to an assault. It 1|
could get him it would be half the bat-
tle.

I watehed him closely, peering about
the smooth bark of the tree, one fool
advanced ready for a spring. Some
instinct of wild life must have told
im of my presence, for he stopped
ctill, peering about suspiciously, his
rifle flung forward. 1 dared not delay,
yet ewift as 1 was, his guick eye
caught my movement. The gun butt
swinging through the air met his rifle
barrel, siid along the steel, and struck
a gluncing blow. He reeled back,
dazed, half stunned, dropping his own
weapon, vet selzing the muzzle of mine
to keep from falling, 1 endeavored to
jerk it free, but he hung to it des-
perately. Scarce knowing how it was
done, we were together, grappling
each other, the disputed gun kicked
aside under our feet.

He swore once, a mad English oath,
but 1 choked It back, clutching his
throat in iron grip, straining to force
him to the fulerum of my knee. Then
he found grasp of my halr, hurling my
Lead back until the agony compelled
me to let go. I struck him square in
the face, a blow that would have
dropped an ordinary man, but he only
snarled, and closed in, grappling my
wrist with one hand, the other fumb-
ling for & knife at his belt. By God's
merey 1 got it first; yet could not
strike, for he had me foul, gripped to
him as if held in & vise. 1 could feel
the muscles of hls chest, the straining
sinewe of his arms as they crushed
me. [ gave back, down, my limbs
trembling beneath the force with
which he flung the whole weight of his
body against mine. I had met my
match, and I knew {t. Yet the knowl-
edge gave me fresh strength, flercer
dotermination. The very conception
of defeat erazed me; my brain held no
thought save & mad impulse to con
quer him, ehow him who was the bet-
ter man! .

I wrenched aside, breaking that
strangle-hold by sgheer strength and
wresiling ekill. Again we gripped,
face to face, our muscles straining as
we sought advantage of hold. My
hunting shirt gave, tearing apart like
brown paper, giving me a scant sec-
ond as his grasp slipped. It was
enough, 1 had him locked at my hip;
yet strain as T would his weight baf-
fled every effort, Pack and forth we
struggled, crushing the bushes under
foot, our breath coming in sobs, every
muscle aching under the awful strain.
Neither dared loosen a finger grip. Our
eyes glared Into each other with sav-
age hate, How it would have ended
God knows, had the fellow not slipped
on the brush root, so that the added
weight of my body flung him head-
long, Fven as he went over, bearing
me along with him, his head crashing
into the side of a tree as he fell, his
lips gave vent toc one wild ery. Then
he lay still, motionless, a huge black
shape outstretched on the ground in
the ghastly light of dawn.

I got to my knees, scarcely realizing
what had happened, peering down into
the upturned face, one hand raised to
strike if the man moved. There was
not a motion. I bent lower—the eyes
were closed, blood dripped from his
hair. I turned the head, so as to bet-
ter perceive the features—surely this
was pot the man for whom I had been
mistaken! He wae big enough, but
marked by dissipation, and wore a
black mustache, As I live there was
not & resemblance. Who was he
then? I got to my feet and searched
out my rifle in the tangled brush.
Some noise reached me—the splash of
water, the echo of a far-off volce, They
were coming, the Indians; they had
heard his last cry; they were already
crossing the ford. 1 hesitated an in-
stant, staring down at him, listening
intently that I might be sure, then
turned and ran swiftly toward the
clearing. It was already gray dawn,
and even in the dense woods I could
gee to avoid the trees. Behind me
rang out a wild whoop ot savagery;
they had discovered the body! 1
glanced back across my shoulder, as 1
ran; burst forth into the clearing, and,
reckless of all else, raced for the
nouvse, I fell once, my foot slipping on
a hummock, but was up instanthy,
plungéd at the door, and leaped with-
in. Brady caught me, thrust the wood-
en bars down into their sockets, and
half dragged me over to the bench.

“What is 1t?" are they coming?” he
asked,
| 1t was darker in there than.outside,
and 1 conld barely perceive his face,

“Yeg,” I panted. "They are just be-
hind me. I—I had to run for it. Get—
zet to the stations; T'll-I11 tell you
later what happened out there”

He left me, and my eyes, accustom-
ing themselves to the gloom, began to
discern objeets in the room. I got to
my feet, still breathing heavily from

in the twilight. He looked a giant, a

great, hulking outline, but stepped
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Brady was close beside me, kneellng
on the floor, his eye at an opening be-
t{ween the logs.

“See anything?"

“There are tlgares moving at the
edge of the wood,” he answered, with-
out glancing around, "but they don't
come out ko I can tell what they look
like. Thr way your clothes are torn
you must have had a fight?"

“I did-—with the big fellow in a red
jacket. IHe's lying out there with a
cracked gkull. That Is why those fel-
lowe don’t know what to do—they're
short a leader.” s
I got to my feet, and stared about,
seeking mademoiselle. She was be
vond the table, and our eyes met.
“You—vou. killed him, monsgienr?”
“1 do not know: I threw him, his
head struck aeainst a treg, and he lay
gtill. I had to run; only he was not
your man, mademoiselle; he looked
wo more ke me thau you do.”
“You—you are sure?”

“Yes; 1 saw his face. It was lighter
out there, and he lay flat on his back.
He was big enough, il anything larger
even than [ am, and gave me a fight
for it until his foot slipped. He had
black hair and mustache, and his face
was full of purple veins. te looked
French to me.”

“Yet wore a red coat?’

“Ay! and swore in English, the one
oath I heard. You know anyone like
that?” .

Thers was a shot without, and the
chug of a ball as it struck against the
logs: then another, and Brady's voice
tepse with strain:

“They're goin' to try it, an' ther's
sure some lnjuns out ther; the whol’
edge o' the woods is alive with 'em.
Get ready now! This ain't goin' ter
be no slouch o' a fight.”

1 eprang across to the nearest open-
{ng, yet stopped to be sure of the ar-
rangement within. The gray light
stealing in through the small firing
holes failed to give distinet view
across the room.

“Where are you Schultz?”

“Here mit der front."”

“Oh, all right; what has becomse of
your f{riend?”

“He vas to load; he do dot, but not
fight., Maybe dot help come, don't it?"

I eaw the man then, his white face
showling dimly, and before him three
rifles lying across the table,

“You found more guns?”

Brady glanced aside to answer.

“The girl did; ghe knew where they
were—ah! now the rumpus has be-

| to their eredit. If striet gelection 13
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PLYMOUTH ROCK IS POPULAR
Greatest Recommendation on Farm lo
Excellent Growth Made by the
Young Chickens.

(By 0. ERF)

The American breeds of poultry
have been made by the mixing of Asl
atic and Mediterranean, or nonset
ting breeds of fowls. They have been
formed to meet the demand for a
general-purpose chicken, and they ful-
fill this demand hetter than any hreed
thus far considered. These breeds ars
mora variable in trails than breeds
with more years of unifurm ancestry

not maintained the American varieties
are inelined to vary and revert fo an-
eestral types. This would at first seem
2 disadvantage, but in the hands of a
careful breeder this tendeney to vary
may be turned into good aceount in
improving the breed.

The barred variety of the Plvmouth
Rock is the original Plymouth Reck,
and is, perhaps, all things coneidered,
the most popular breed in thls couns

Barred Plymouth Rock Hen.

try at the present time. Its origin 18
commonly glven as a cross between
the black Java and the American Do-
minique. Resides the Java other Asl-

making the breed. The Plymouth
Rock is more like the Asiatic than
lite the Kuropean chicken. It ap-
proaches in eize and fattening quali-

otic blood has probably been used In |

ties ‘the Cochin or Brahma, but has
Jost the excessive feathering, slowness

gun'”

ley, sounded without, the thud of lead
striking the logs in dull echo. One
stray ball found entrance, eplintered
an edge of the bench, and flattened
out mgainst the stone chimney. 1
dropped to one knee, my eyes at the
opening.

CHAPTER XIL.
We Meet Them With Rifles.

Small as my peek hole was, just
large enough to admit a rifie barrel, it
vet afforded clear view to east and
south of the house, As I gazed, striv-
ing to determine what the various
movements meant, and from which
direction to anticlpate final attack, an
Judian crept out into the open, crawl
ing on hiz stomach like a snake
through the grass. Others followed,
until a dozen wrigeling forms began
to advance ineh by inch, hugging the
ground so closely I could scarcely per-
ceive their movement, I heard a glight
sound within, as Brady quietly thrust
forward his rifle.

“Wait a moment,” I called to him.
not venturing to glance about, but
holding up one hand in warning, “it is
a long shaot yet, and we must make
every one tell. Wait until the first
fellow is hall across; then pick your
man. Who is at the loophole beyond
us?

“It is I, monsieur.”

“You, mademoiselle! Hadn't you
better let Schultz take that place?”

“An’ why, monsieur?"—the soft
voice coolly indignant. “Am 1 afraid?
Am [ unable to shoot? Why should 1
not stay?”

“Those are Indlaps” 1 began, “I
thought—"
“Bah! My people! Those robbers

and cowards. 1 told you there Is no
Wyandot among them. You will ‘see,
monsieur.”

“All right then. I take that first one,
and you pick the two to the left, Fira
when I give the word. Schuliz lay out
one of those extra guns Leside each of
ug. Ready now; the feliows who are
not hit will jump and run for the
woods as soon a8 wa fire; give them
a second shot before they can reach
cover.”

“Ready now!” I commanded sharp
Iy. “Let them have it—fire!”

(T BE CONTINUED.)

Old Beliefs Lost.

the superstitions of todey. We pre-
tend to account for eve ything until
wa do not believe encugh for the
humanity so essential to moral disci-
pline. The phantasmic age has long
been unfurnished of all its ingenious
garniture. That glowing day has set,
leaving none of its ethereal hues in
our old twilight. We have lost some-

exhaustion, yet with braln active

Reports, blending almost Into a vol- |

Few aro the beliefs and still fewer

those breeds. The greatest recom-
mendation for the Plymouth Rock on
the farm is the excellent growth made
by the young chickens, In this quality
they have no superior. The Plymouth

of growth, and general clumsiness of |

Rtock pullets are good layers, but 88

vearling hens are prone to turn the
feed into fat tather than eggs. An-
| other ohjection to the barred variety
{s the dificulty in keeping the breed
| {rue to the standard type. The pure-
| bred birds are required to have even
land distinct bars of the same shade
in male and temale. These are diffi-
cult peints to mai ‘ain, and resort is
often made to deuble mating or the
Lkeening of two breeding pens, one io
rroduce cockercls and the other puls
lets.

| The white and buff Plymouth
Focks are later products than the
parred variety. Much of what has
been said will apply to these also. The
fellowing dilferences might be noted:
| The white variety is free from the
| color objection of the barred type,
| but the objection to the fattening

! riety perhaps moro forcibly than to
!‘Llle barred. Buffi Plymouth Rocks
"will probably average smaller than

the other varieties of the breed. Al
| though a solid-colored bird, they, like
"all buff breeds, except the buff Cor
| chins, will be found difficult to breed

| of one color, owing to the tendency to |

‘ rossess black or white in the wings
and tail,

CEMENT FLOORS KEEP CLEAN

Droppings Easily Scraped Off and Foul

1 Smells Avoided—Cheaper Than
Anything Else.

| The cement fiours in poultry houges
are the best possible kind, for many
reasons. They will Jast muech longer,
can be kept cleaner, and as they have
no epace beneath to admit the air, are
much warmer. The dropplngs can be
scraped with a mop and hot water
often enough to keep down all smells,
and as they can be wiped almost en-
tirely dry there is less dampness
about. When cement is 8o cheap and
so eacily used any man can do the
wark himself, which makes it cheaper
than anvthing else to be had.

Get Rid of Cockerels.

A lot of young cockerels, which are
to be marketed eventually. shourd be
gotten rid of just as soon as possible
for broilers or roasters, according to
. their size, and should be well fattened

before being marketed.

1

Don't Forget Whitewash.
Ton't forzet to use the,whitewash
bruch with some good lime about the
chicken house, stable &nd cellar.

thing for which we have no substitute
|

Anocther Pestering Contributor,

What fs the hest place to
planked shad?—Hungry,

On the seaboard, of courge

RUB-MY-TISM
Will curs your Rheumatiem und all
kinds of aches and palns—Neurnlgis,
Cramps, Colle, Sprains, Bruises, Cuts,
Dld Sores, Rurns, ete. Antiseptlo
Anodyne. Price 25c.—Adv.

got

A Thing the Wealthy Miss.
The rich and proud needn’t think
they have all the pleasurs Lhere is ln
lite, never experiencing, for Instance,
tha delightful thrill that comes when
the lawn mower breaks down hope
lessly.—Ohlo State Journal

BUMPS ITCHED ON BODY

Routa No. 3, Cooper, Texas—"1 was
taken with an itching and my whole
body got covered with little red
bumps. It would itch till T would
scratch the blood out of my skin and
then it was just like fire. 1 could not
sleep at night until I got Cuticura
Soap and Ointment, I would bathe In
warm water with Cuticura Soap and
then put on the Cuticura Ointment
and I pot well quick, Two weeks
from the time 1 commenced to use
Cutleura Soap and Ointment 1 was
gound and well and I have not been
bothered since,

“My bahy had a breaking out on his
ear and behind it and he would ¢law
the skin off. It spread and his littls
ear was nearly rotted off. I washed it
good with the Cutlcura Soap and then
put on the Cuticura Ofntment and
they healed it up” (Signed) Mrs.
Mary Doles, Jan. 28, 1914,

Cuticura Soap and Ointment sold
throughout the world, Sample of each
free,with 22.p. Skin Deok, Address post-
card “Cutieura, Dept. L, Boston."—Adv.

e

Trials of Teaching.

Mrs. Hitch was having some trou-
ble with a little fellow in her spelling
class at Claysville.

“B-e-d, spells bed,” ehe explalned,
over and over again; “b-ed, bed. Do
you understand?”

IIYeslm."

“Well, c-a-t spells cat, d-o-g epelis
dog, and b-ed spells— What dld I
tell you b-e-d spellg?”

“"Dunno.”

“Don't you know! Yon don't know
what b-e-d spells after all I've told
you?"

“Noim‘li

“Well, once more, b-e-d spells what
you sleep in. Now, what do you sleep
ln?ll

“My drawers!” triumphantly ex-
elalmed the urchin.—Cynthiana Demo-
crat.

Wounded Bird Upsets Canoe.

A maimed sparrow, which fell upon
Mrs. Floyd Nesbitt's hat, and got en-
tangled in the trimmings, nearly
caused her death by drowning on Laka
Oscawana, New York state, one day
recently,

She was paddling alone in a canos,
when the bird landed on her hat and
was caught. Mrs. Neshitt, frightened,
jumped to her feet and overbalanced
the canoe. Her husband, who was on
shore, swam out and brought bher ta
safety.

When a man’ gets into trouble he
finds that his friends are always lib
eral—with advice.

SISTER'S TRICK
But It All Came Out Right,

How a sister played a trick thal

| brought rosy hezith to a coffee fiend
\ tendeney applies to hens of this va- |

fs an interesting tale:

“] was a cofiee fiend—a trembling.
nervous, physical wreck, yet clinging
to the polson that stole away my
ptrength, 1 mocked at Postum and
would have none of it

“One day my sister substituted &
cup of plping hot Postum for my morn-
tng cup of coffee but did not tell me
what it was. I unticed the richuess
ot It and remarked that the ‘coffee’
tasted fine but my sister did not tell
me [ was drinking Postum for fear [
might not take any more.

“She kept the sccret and kept glv-
Ing me Postum instead of coffee until:
I grew stronger, more tireless, got a
better color in my sallow cheeks and
a clearness to my eyes, then ghe told
me of the health-giving, nerve
strengthening life-saver she had given
me In place of my morning coffee.

“From that time I became a disciple
of Postum and no words can do jus-
tice In telllng the good this cereal
drink did me. I will not try to tell 1t,
for only after having used it can one
be convinced of its merits.”

Ten days' trial shows Postum’s pow-
er to rebuild what coffee has destroy-
ed.

Name given by Postum Co., Battle
Creek, Mich. Read "The Rozd to
Wellville," in pkgs.

Postum comes in two forma:

Regular Postum—must be well boll
ed. 15c and 20¢ packages.

instant Postum—is a soluble pow-
der. A teaspoonful dissolves guickly
in a cup of hot water and, with cream
and sugar, makes a delicious beverage
instantly. 20¢ and 50c tins.

Tha cost per cup of both kinds is
about the same.

“There's a Reason” for Postum.

-—sgld by Grocers.




