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Corp Hoaly walked around the wire fence
mt the corner where the lttle mehoolhotse
stood with the elaborate alr of one who s
strolling about for want of gomething bet-
tor to do. Yet he turned his head now and
agnin and eoyed the long verandas of the
barracks and the men kicking about & fool
ball on the frozen parade ground in & Way
which was almost gullty. They were not
thinking of him at all, but the soldler
twirled his stick and whistled with unusual
Joudness, an apparont attempt to convinece
observers that he was merely enjoying the

freah, cold wind that whistled over the
brown plains and reddned  his lean and
Jenthery cheoks, One ecyn, howover, he

kept sharply on the sehool house door, and
twies in five minutes he looked secretly
Bt his watch, The door opened, and the
chlldren of the post ecame charging out,
n tumbling group of boys and girls, lttle
folkk of the plaing, soldlers’ babes, clear-
eyed and self-reliant. Healy walked more
quickly around the corner and presented
himaelf at the side door of the school, out
of sight of barracks and pacade ground,
Graves, the soldier schoolmaster, was clear-
ing his desk and preparing to follow the
youngsaters,

“"Halloa!” he erled, looking up at the tall,
ptraight, red-headed figure in the doorway,
Yeoming to school, corporal? What reader
Ehall I put you in?"

Healy grinned banignantly.

“Fur many's the year, Graves,” he anld,
¥"the school of the batalllon has been the
only wan I've found niciesary, an' tactics
has bin me rader, Shure 1 wuz passin’ an’
Jooked In upon yez. It's n wearin' job yez
have, Graves, tnchin' them kids, near as bad
ng drillin® rookies, I'm afther thinkin'. "

“About,” sald Graves, taking up the door
key.

“Ye've t grent head, Graves" the cor-
poral said, swoetly, with a flattering cock
of hig blue eye. 1've bin hearin' the major
towld the chaplain to lave yer be, as yez
knew more than he did."

Graves laughed and sat down,

“When you flatter me llke that, Healy,"
he sald, I know you're after something,
AVhat is 127"

“Nat at all, at all!"" erfed Healy, sud-
Benly becoming nervous: "1 wuz jist passin’
But seeln’ yez aln't busy, wul ye do me a
favor, Mister Graves?"

“Mister!' cerled Graves, laughing agaln,

“1'd be beggin' yez, though, to kape it to
yoursell,” sald Healy, earnestly, and plung-
ing headlong into the matter on his mind,
“It's no matther of shame, but the bdys
will be betther not to hear it, seein’ ns I
might have to toke thelr foolin' sarious,
Wud yes glve mo yer opinion on that,
Graves?"

Graves took n blg sheet of foolacap from
the corporal and read aloud:

“Hweet girl, aceept n lowly heart,

Which now thy lover (with the maojor's

permigsion) lays at thy feet,
¥or from thee, O darling, 1 cannot dwell

]
hn ml:llt!“;"!‘f‘ﬂl‘lﬂ('.lfh’"}' (and according to
the rules and regulations of the serv-
fee) do entreat,

“It's poethry, ye'll be afther noticin’,’
Bald Healy, beaming with such pride that
ho falled to observe the schoolmaster’s red
face and burst of chuckling coughs, *“‘But 1
wanted wez, sceln's yo're well known for a
scholar, to tuch it up a bit, Graves. Ye'll
obsarve, It don't slng Iteelf, fur it's me furst
attimpt since a boy. 'Thrue Poethry shud
kin' uv go to a chune whin yez rade it, I
belave."

“Well, sald Graves, “my boys usually
read the very best poelry sing-song, cor-
poral, Is this a—n declaration?'

Healy blushed; at least his neck grew
even redder than was customary, But he
drew himself up very straight indeed, and
enswered boldly:

“In confidence, It'8 afther beln' that same,
Graves, Is it all right?"

“Why spoil the gentiment by these brack-
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“I'VE

BEEN FEARED TO ASK. 1
THOUGHT 1 KILLED You"

eted assurances of the
pormission ?"

“Aw, Griaves,” sald the corporal, winking
shrewdly, “whin I wus youpger, an' runnin’
afther the gurrls, ‘twas mesilf wuz all sinti-
ment, 50 It wus, Dut lgsparince has larned
mo that (t's the puractical men gits there,
T'm afther dillicately inshipuatin® to the
lady that she'd need niver fear the major'll
object., Shure she knows a sojer requoires
to ask lave to marry uv the commandin'
offleer. But it splles the chune wuv the
poethry, an' that's whut I'm askin', Wull
yo just drill it into shape, Graves, seein’
yo'ra a scholur, which, I belave, ilncludes
poethry.*

The schoolmaster good-naturedly assumed
the tesk, and, much to the corporal’s ad-
miration, succeeded ghortly In submitting
to the old soldler a sufficiently creditable
eNusion, when Healy gratefully took his
departure, leaving Graves to chuckle to
bimself for & long time In the deserted
schoolhouse,

As the soldier left and took his way round
the roar of the bulldings, avelding the
neighborbood of the post trader's and the
guardhouse, his maoper was mMore sus-
pleiovs than ever; the twirl of his stick and
the blitheness of his whistle was affectedly
nonchalant, He could not, though, If such
were his purpose, avold all notlce, unor help
weeting some one. He was almost beyond
the post lmits, and had settled to a busi-
nesrs-like walk, when, just as he turpned the
corper of the corral, be rau falrly ioto Fin
Btrait, the farrier of his own troop, Like
thoe corporal, Fin was a veterap, and the
two were chums of long standing. The
farrier's rooms in the stables had been
the scone of many p gulet carouse, with
none to join 1o it but the cronies themselves,
and when Healy's pockels were empty and
his throat hot-coppered of & morning, he
was always sure of a punch compounded
from Fin's stock of aleobiol, supplied to the
farrier us @ borse medicine. Together they
hud come out of the war, together joined
the regular army, together had cumpalgued
in frequent Indinn rising, and together they
vaguely supposed, though only in thelr cups
did they talk of It, they would be peusioned

major giving hia

off, and look afler the welfare of the old
troop from a distance.

“"How, Healy!"

“How, Fin!"

Healy twirled his stick ke a drum malor
and chirruped “Garry Owen.” 1f he had
looked stralght at old Fin. he might have
been struck with the fact that the farrier's
Alr was a8 gullly as his own., Stralt, us-
ually rendy with a rude jocosity of great-
lng, now stood still and gared with great
thoughtfuluess across the aslope eof the
snowy plains, beyond the thread of cotton-
wood which fringed the ¢reek, to the seat-
tered houses of the 1ittle town beyond. ‘The
ovening sunlight falling upon the low roofs,
Islands in & sen of snow, softoned the sor-
didness of the rude, wooden shacks, touched
them with the artist's  wand and made
them, from a group of unsesmly (ntruders,
nlmost an acceptable part in the lonely
grandeur of the wilderness. Healy's eyes un-
consofounly wought the same scene; his
whistle died away, and his whirllng stick
dropped to the ground. The two hardened
old eampaigners were usually as remote
from sentiment a8 gunbarrels, yet now they
slmultaneously elghed—the abrupt, gruff
gasp of stormweathered veteranhood, yet,
unmistakably ns the soft breath of a girl,
the algh of happiness and content and love,

At that unexpected and startling eruption
from the breast of either, each turned ns
one enught in a deed of darkness and faced
the other, reddening.

“I'll not be Kapin' yez, Fin, if ft's afther
walkin' yex are," sald the corporal, almost
angrily, and touk a step forward,

“Only to the sutler's for a beer,” sald
Fin, more conclliatory, “Will you have
one?"

“I'm aff the booze,” sald Healy, shortly,
and  disappeared round  the  corral,
“Whut the divil wuz be hangin’ aroun’
fur so mystarlous?”’ he added, with most
unfriendly irritation.

“Where's the old son-of-a-gun off to all
alone, anyway, and what the dickens was
he sighing about, like a blessed cook stuck
on a dog robber?' the farrier soliloquized
frowningly, as he strode to the post trader's
for his beer. And over his glass he pon-
dered loug, untll, as he drank a second one,
his frown was heavy and black.

“By Jiggers!” he cried suddenly to the
startied bartender. “I'll take no chances
anyway, I'll do It tonight or burst! Give
me o beer, John, my boy, and good luck to
both of us!**
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Once Healy was safely away, his long
legs quickened their actlon untll he almost
ran down the sloping, slippery trall to the
creck, across the unralled dangerous bridge
over the creek, and, with almost the hopeful
spring of youth, ncross the plain to the out-
skiris of the mushroom town. IL neared
sunset when he reached the first outlying
houges, and branched off across lote to one
Hittle two-storled cottags which stood quite
by itself, very small, very neat, and very
unprotected. Healy paused fifty yards from
it, drew a long breath, blew It out agaln
with explosive determination, and charged
the little front door as If it were an Indian
outpost, Yet when he reached It his knock
wie most modest and the martial red of his
face feebled to n Nickering plok. A little
woman, a8 neat and unprotected looking as
bher house, opened the door. Perhapa it
were more explanatory of her appearance to
say that she looked as if invitlng protec-
tion, such & slip of u woman, yet not devold
of plumpness In the eheek, such & blushing
woman, yet not without a twinkle in her
eye,

“0! Mr. Healy,” sald she, "I bardly ex-
pected—I am glad to see you. Waon't you
come in? What has brought you inte the
town again today?"

“Au, Mrs, Bell, Mra. Bell,'”” said Healy
gallantly, “‘what wud be afther bringin' me
but jist a solght o' thim swate oyes?"’

“Mister Healy, I'm surprised,” sald the
little widow, with a quicker twinkle of those
dangerous eyes. “'But I don't belleve you.
You people at the post all say the same
thing, and none of you mean what you say,
not one.”

“"Who—who—who's been darin' to say
that same thing?" erled Healy In angry sur-
prise.

Mra. Bell laughed gleefully.

“Come In, corparal,” she sald. *“Do vou
think I'd tell you who sald anything to me
at all, and bave you eating the poor thiugs
up? Do come in!'"

“Begab an' I can’t jist yet, Mrs. BHell.”
Healy answered. “They'll be afther callin’
my niame at retrate, Mra. Hell, swate Mrs,
Bell, I'm askin® yez to look at this wee bit
av writin'.”

“0!*" erled the widow, suddenly animatad.
“Do tell! Is it an Invite to a hop at the
post? Are the soldlers golng to glve another
dance?"

“Nat yit!" exclaimed Healy, throwling out
a restroining band as Mrs. Bell began to
tear the envelope. *“'Nat yit,”' he repeated
tenderly, “Whin I'm gone, Mra. Bell. It's—
It'"s—a matther ay buslness, me dear.”

“Business, corporal ?'*

“I'll be afther an answer tonight.
it be the roight wan, swate Mrs. Bell.”

“0, Mr. Healy!" the widow murmured
and blushed, Healy canght her in his arms
and gave her a hearty klss.

“O! O! Mr, Healy!"” she ¢ried and blushed
agaln,

“Lit It be the rolght wan, swate Mrs,
Bell," the corporal repeated and ran away,
himself a shamefaced red, and fearful to
look round to see If any oue had notlced
them,

The farrler, being a privileged character,
was exoushd from taltoo roll call. There-
fore there was nothing to hinder him, an
hour after retreat, from locking his room
door in the troop stables and speeding away
through & slight fall of snow, on pleasure
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bent. So It happened, while Corporal Healy
was standing stiffly to attention along with
his troop, answering the call of his name
at tattoo, with the snow gathering thickly

about them, that Fin Strait was comforta-
bly seated in the neat little unprotected
bouse, protecting from all comers the neat
little widow,

“But T must be golpg,'" he sald, for the
tenth time, *‘It's getting late and the gnow
giéts desper every minute., If 1 want to get
home at all tonight I should be golng now,
Mrs. Bell,"

“Yos, Mr. Strait.”

“l was thioking you must be very lonely
bere since—you know—""

The widow's eyes ceased to twinkle, and
winked away a lear or two,

“It 1s lopely, Mr. Strait,” she answered
M.

Fin shuffied his feot nervously and looked
out beneath the ueat red window shades.

“It's still gnowlng,"” sald he, "'Mrs, Bell.”

“Yes, Mr. Strait.”

“It's not lonely up at the post,” asaid
Fin, and rubbed the crossed brass sabers
on his hat with sudden fury,

The widow sighed.

“But 1 can't lve at the post, Mr. Strait,"
she answered, and stood In the middle of
the floor, thoughtfully playing with bher mar-

ringe ring. The farries looked at  her
timidly, tenderly.

“Bit down, Mvce. Bell," be cried, des-
perately. “If you can't find a chalr, sit

down here."
And he pulled the widow on his kroe,
O, Mr. Stralt!" sald Mrs. Bell, but re-
slsted very gently,

“Will you come sud live st the post as
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Nmy wife?™ the farrier whispered, bhdt the

wicked widow, consclous of an offer from
the corporal now [n her pooket, played
with the farrier,

0, Mr, Stralt,” she sald, *you saldlers
at the post all say the msame thing, and
none of you mean |t—not ape.”

At that there came a -odcx rap at the
door, and the widow jump®® Yo open it It
Ia probable that she knew who It wan, for
the twinkle of her eyes betrayed a love of
misehlef, but she esvinesd great surprise at
weelng Corporal Healy standing in the snow.
She threw the door wide and hospitably
open.

“Why, Mr. Healy," sald she, "o think
you'd come through all that snow--for the
second time today, too. You must like the
town. Come right in."

“If It bad snowed baynits and sabers, me
darlint," oried Healy, entering, "1'd have
come for the—"

He did not finlsh the sentonce. He saw
his old friend, Fin, and the corporal's face
turned red and white and darkly purple In
quick sueccession. The farrier had risen to
his feet at the sound of the esoldier’s volee,
and the two faced each other in the cozy 1it-
tie parlor, with for the first time gince they
were both recrulte flerce anger {n  their
eyes. The widow closed the deor, and began
to laugh nnd chatter.

“How fupny now!'' she cried. "Here's
you two, whom the folks at the post call
the brethren, you're so thick and such old
friends, and you've never met at my house
before. How funny!™

S0 she chattered while her lips were yet
rod with honest Fin's kisas, and Healy's ap-
peal crumpled In her pocket, Old hearte
are more glow to flame to either love or
apger than those that are young, but once
afira they burn with the snap and glare of
fury. Healy heard nothing of Mrs. Beil's
chatter; his ears were full of a savage hum-
ming, like the buzz of a Kaffir impl. The
farrier did not look at her; hie eyes were
fixed on the corporal's. In the breasts of
both there blazed the same primitive pas-
slon cof jealousy which maddens at times

branclies flitted across their faces, Lut the

o watch the other's eyes. These, though
still vengeful, were the eyen of praciiced
boxers, for, indeed there were few among
the younger men who eould beat the breth-
ren at the gloves., Also each man remem-
bered that I he were so beaten as to be

lttle house in the town the
would have won the widow. Thersfore they
fought, In aplte of thelr rage, with sclence
and self<-control, It wns no romantlc duel;
there was no clath of swords, the men wers
ne courtly knlghts, the lady no high-born
mald. The affalr was a véry vulgar one—
two common soldlers of an age to know
better, of a friendship which should have
been above such folly, battering ench other
brutally with fists for the hand of a woman
whose late husband had heen a government
teamster, It Is to be concelved, however,
that the sneering moon mever looked down
upon & combat fought by young lovers with
honest wounded hearts more flercely aflame,

In wutter silence they fought until the
snow wns benten and gcattersd by thelr
dancing feet. There was no need here of
seconds, no need of an arbiter of the code.
Feint, parry, smash; a moment's play for
breath, a close, & wrestle; up and come
agnain. The old boya were sirictly honest,
and, though none saw eave that flylng moon
md an occnsional Jackrabbit startled In its
tracks, each would have scorned to take an
unfalr advantage, to be gullity of a foul.
Round after rouad, with all memory of their
former comradeship forgotten, with no
thought save the mad ones of a Jjealous
rivalry, they struggled together. Thera was
little difterence in their weights, but Healy
was the wirler, and neither man's wind was
s good ns In the days of early enmpaigns,
Bo it happened that, after half an hour's
flerce fighting, when both were bloody, and
both more full of wrath than ever, they fell
together, and rolled In the trampled snow,
too blown to epring up. Healy had the

“WILL YE COME ouT?”

the #tags of the mountains, the tigers of
the jungle. For the sake of a woman's lip,
the comradeship of a score of years was for-
gotten,

The corporal found hig volee first.

“Axeuse me, Mrs. Bell," he said with a
boarse volce, “fur dishturbin’ yes. It's busi-
ness 1'm afther havin® wid Farrler Strait
Will ye come out?”

He shot the last words angrily at his old
friend, and ms qulckly as the deflance
reached hig ear Fln took a step forward.
Healy turned to the wldow. and bowed
with stiff, soldierly formality.

“I'll be likely in town tomorrow,'" said
he, “on the matter av the business betwixt
us."’

At once the ferrier faced the widow.

“Mrs. Bell," said be, “tomorrow I'll seek
An apnswer to my question.'

But the widow mnde no answer; she was
now pale and trembling.

“Corporal,” she stammered, “Mr, Strait!"

They were swiftly gone, however, the far-
rler closing the door behind him, and the
widow sat down, no little frightened at such
sudden mutual . wrath. The smartest
and mont Amorous of youthful
lovere she could bave managed, playing one
againat the other, but the whita heat of
these veternns was beyond her power to
cool. She warmed her pretty white bhands
ot the stove and shivered and laughed o
little and eried a lttle in turn,

“The two silly old things,"” she murmured,
“To go and flght when one's just as nice
28 the other."

-
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The snow had ceased falling and the alr
was colder, as the two soldlers strode away
from the little house, up the trail to the
post, In grim sllence for many minutes. 1f
the landecape, the unutterably solemn calm
of the snow-covered plaln at eventide, had
affected them, the same great plain, with
Its broad breasts yet more deeply blank-
eted In purest white, glimmering shadowily
in the light of an uncertalo, cloud-chased
moon should bave now restored peace to
their hearts. Nothing of nature's caln
could yet do that, Healy, his chin sticking
out, his thin lips rigidly tight, marched
on blindly, clenching and unclenching his
great bony hands, A pace to the corporal’s
rear Fin followed, but he, after the flrst
few hundred yards, so far conquered his
passlon as to settempt noocha®sge. He
forced himeelf to whistle, and lessent™S the
angry determination of his stride. TNy
were near the old bridge, and at the sour
of that apparently merry tung Healy
stopped in the deep sbadow of the cotton-
woods and faced his old crony. Many a
time had the two followed that road waver-
ingly, late at night, stumbling agalust each
other, singing loudly and stoppiog to laugh,
on days when they had been in the town
together for w frolle, before the widow had
glven each n secret to keep from the other,
Always then they had chosen the bridge
and the shadows of the cotlonwoods for the
last hinlt before their nearby bunks should
receive them, to finish the bLottle and ex-
change the last reminlscence of thelr far-
sway youthful days in the war. Now they
halted here sgain, and Healy threw off his
coat,

‘We've no recrooties, to want the whole
troop to see us, Fin Stralt,'" sald he, “"We
can trust each other fur fair play."

Fin Jaughed uneasily, and did nol take
oft his cost. His anger was wpt to cool
more quickly than the other's,

“Wat's eatin’ you, Healy?' he asked,
“We aln’t recrooties, 88 you ssy, an' before
I fight | want to koow what I'm fightin'
about. It's the womun, of course,'

“8o it 18" sald Healy, shortly. “Whip me
&n' gO fur yer answer towmorrow. If I whip
you, sure ‘tis t'other way."

“Choo, man, I've a right to court her,
an’, now the blood's cooled, I'll graut you'ye
the same, But what's the use of our fightin’
sbout & thing's gettled. She bhad her choice,
free and falr, an’ she's choosed. What's the
good of kickin'?"

“Yis, she's choosed,” sald Healy, flercely,
"An' whin I've whipped ye¥ fur yer inter-
farin' twonight, toworrow she'll say ‘yis' to
me,"”

“Ye're late for Inspection, Healy, my
boy," be sald. " "Twas tonight she sat on
my knee and kissed me. lsn't that as good
as saylng ‘yes'?"

“0o easy! Ye'd better take that back!"”

“Ye're o dirty llar! Bhe wur {u e arrms
this very day! Wull yer fight, ye lar?"

in a second Fin's coat was thrown on the

enow, and then, of & sudden, the two be-

upper hold, and he cried in Fin Strait's
ear:
*Tek it back—about the kiss! Tek it back

an' swear ye'll lave the widdy be!”

Fin gasped a sturdy, fierce deflance, and
Healy's hand was ralsed over him, when
there came faiutly thrilling over the snow
the first clear note of o bugle, Hoealy's
hand dropped harmlessly and he raised his
head and pricked his ears like o dog at the
call of the master. More loudly rang the
bugle, and suddenly the rivals were apart,
gitting in the snow, listening intently. Clear
and shrill at last, loud, commanding, blooid-
burning, out sani the hugle boldly, so that
the cold nir thrilled through the cotton-
woods, and every living thing on the plain
stood still to listen. Ere the trumpeter was
balf through with the call, the disciplined
goldlers were on their feet, as they would
have strugglod to their feet at that call if
a sword bhad passed through the body of
eich. All love and jeslousy and hate must
wait when thus the trumpets call,

“"Pls boots an’ saddles!™ cried Fin.
me not at the stubles!™

With that each seized his coat, and, all
regardless of their bruised faces and blood-
stalned shirts, they ran swiftly to the post.
Thero wus rushing of men to the corrals,
the sharp commands of officers, the click of
revolvers as they were hastily loaded, sad-
dling of horses, curees of men belated, hosty
issuing of ammunition, and at last the cool,
clear volee of the captaln of the troop:

“Prepare  to  mount! Mount! Form
ranks}"

The corporal and the farrler were in their
accustomed places, breathing bard, Aushed
and bloody, but ready—rendy as any lance
corporal there, the pride of a first sergeant’s
heart., Then a whisper passed from man to
man down the line or hersemen,

“There's an outbreak on the Suckeriver
reserve. They've killed the ngent, and the
reds bave massoered o ranchman and his
family.”

The moon had disappeared, Great grey
elouds had been blown by the gathering
wind, aad once more the soow fell, but
now more fercely, more heavily than ever
before. Through it the little bluecoated
column procecded nt a detéermined trot to
the place gome twenty miles away, where
the uprising Indiaps were suppoged to he
giuthered together. A plainsman, who had
brought the nows of the massacre and the
regulor government scout attached to the
post, led the way., As ranklng corporal,
Healy rode on the right of the fArst set of
fours; the farrier was bock b the eolumn,
so that, for a time the rivals were effectu-
ally separated. DBut this midnight expedi-
tion, although it thrilled the hearts of
vounger men, troubled the minds of the
two veterans Mttle, They rode on as a
matter of duty, just as they would, if or-
dered, have gone through the manuval of
arms, The upfinighed fight had left them
with heated brain too full of jealousy and
disappointment and bate to do more than
brood over the fancied treachery of each.
Gone now were nll memories of stirrup to
stirrup charges, of friendly frollcs, of pains
and pleasure shared togcther, True com-
rades ance they were bitter foes now.

Fuster and faster the snow drove in thelr
faces, deeper and deeper It lay on the trail,
to be scattered high by the laboring feet of
the horses, To right and to left, one yard
nway from the column, nothing could be dis-
tingulshed; a trooper could but faintly see
thé man in front of him. Only the half-
breed gulde and the trained plalnsmwan could
devise an unerring path through that storm.
In thelr hands the captaln had to leave his
troop aud himself. There was no pause, for
revepge on the (ribe must be swift to be
Bure. At every clearer space, where the
freeviug wind had swept the trall clean of
drifts, the gulde turned 1o the captaln, and
he ralsed his hand, pressing his koees (o
his horse, when at gnee the troop broke into a
gollop, with Jlogling of bridle and clush of
steel and thunder of hoofs. 2o they rode,
each man grimly sllent, swiftly through the
night and the storm.

They reached the ploce before daylight
once Lhey hoard the yapping of dogs and
the shrill veloes of squaws, and the chant
and yells of blood-frenzied savages. In
the fancled security of the storm, the reds
In their tepees were celebruting thelr hid-
eous trivumph to the monotonous beat of the
drum and the shrill song of the warriors
aud the dauce of the warpath.

The grim captain balted his column and
lsu\'r& his orders, and In a minute every
man was tegse, revolver at the ready, his
bridle hand frm. The gulde had recous

“An'

e ——

asbamed to show himaelf next day at the |
rival sultor |
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Then alawly on the whistling wind came (he

moonlight was quite good enough for each | soft command along Lhe line:

"Forward, march! Trol. march! Gallop,
march!
And lond and clear thersa followed the

stirring rell, “Charge!”
fiota of the trumpet,
| thumping nota

and the clean-cut
thnt ooe Tong heart
that sends n man to death

na wilingly as to the dance. Down they
went on the eamp, Ihto the blackness of
'

the night, Into the whirl of the blizzard,

and at once It wos Impossible to ses one's
right-hand man to kesp nllgned It wae
enchh man for himeelf, with the thought of
|a murdered woman and child to steel hia
henrt nad nerve his hand aod direct hin
alm. The Indians wers mot all unready
Thelr arma wors at hand, and very guickly
they realized that the white men  had
braved even the bllzzard to seek revenge.
and were upon llu-gu In 0 tumult of yells
and hnety orders the chiefs sprang to repel
the attack. In a moment all was a corner

of hell, Shout and curee and Aying vell,
continuous ornek of rifle and  rovolver,
soreach of squaw, bark of dog and crash

of falling tepoe ns some headlong
tharged madly Into it. Owver It all, round
It mnil, the deadly wiod shrieked and the
snow fell unceasingly.

In the midst of 1t right in the center
of the camp, two men came cragh togother,
mnd In that Instant recognized ench other.
In nelther’s mind was even that charge the
uppermost thing. With a sudden mutual
ourse thelr rage was let loose. Healy ox-
tended his arm and fired, not two yards
from hig old comrade., Old Fin, the tarrier,
gave a terrible scream, and Healy saw him
drop. But even in falllng the veteran
rought revenge, and hig platel was dis-
charged. The corporal felt n sting in hls
gide; the nolse all suddenly ceased, and he
also dropped inanimate from his horse,

“a Vi

In a little separate room In the post hos-
pital the old campaigner came out of the

fight on the Snake river. The doctor wus

nttendant.
“You've the constitution of a horse,
Healy,” sald the doctor, "'You ought to

have died, you know. Take this and go to
gleep, nnd don't bother about the widow
you've been raving over for two weeks, A
man of your age ought to know hetter.
Never mind, If you'll keep quiet, you can
go to see her, whoever she is, before very
long."

They left the veteran alone In seml-
darkness, but the drink the doctor gave him
did not sond him to sleep. e lay think-
ing, thinking, thinking, untll at last, with
shuddering horror, he hnd the facts elear

trooper |

thme ontwardly ealm. Tho ahadows of |ho1_ poftersd In front and came bask whisperipe. | e had koewn for a little while,

fever, out of the dellrium, weoks after the!

with him, and a stiffiy upright and martial |

— ]

wham heo

hodl gone crazy over like any ool

and—and for love of her he bad become A
murderer A murderer! FPoor old  Finl

Good old Fla! Fin had parsed him after the
fover o the Bad Lands: coull any widow |
hava done It more earafully® Fin and he|
had held of o band of Ogalullng all one after-
noon In a rife piy, uotl help came, and Fin |

| hed riaked his scalp twice that day to get
witer. Would nny widow have stuck to |
pal like that? Fin gtrait—1he best friend, |
the warmest-hearted closeet comrade, a
soldior ever Bad—Ne had killed him, Hom- |
felde! It was worse than tha fratricide. |
Had they pot alwaye been nlcknamed "ll'n'l
brethren? What was the wilow to
brother?

When the attendans camie In agaln, old
Healy was very sllent For many -'Ir\)ﬂ!
longer he lay, feverish but sl n'-k'.m:i
no questions, e knew that no man could

have seent the Jdeed In that whirl of -n'.!.u-.|
and blackness; that Fln's death would be/
eredited o the Indians, But that thourht
pave him no ease. With  the honest
simplicity of a child, bhe felt 3t would W
some relief to confess, to go to the major
and be courtmartinled, tried, hung, Hour
after hour he spent in recalllng svery inelk
dent of his twenty yoars' friendship~the
war, the fleree Indian Oghilug after the
war, the compirative ease thit hnd come
to them when they wete privileged charnc-
tera with the officers of the remimont, be-
cause of thelr long and falthful gervice.
He felt o svornful horror of himself, and a
terrivle loathing for the Tnughing woman
who would kiss two men on the same day
and fend them out, frencied, to kill eavh
other,

Yet he got well pretty quickly., for, ns
the doctor said, he had the coustitution of
& horse. One  warm  day he  was per-
emptorlly ordered out, much nzninst his
Will, 1o take the alr on the broad verands
which ran round the hospital. e got him-
solf comfortable in a low chalr in o quiet
corner and begun for the hundreth time
to go over ull the murdered man had done

| each

for Lim in those long, nctive years of fun
and  fighting, His head dropped on his
breast and he dumbly thought of suleide.
Hound the corner of the house cume the
unmistakable thump, thump of a wan on
crutehes, Healey's eyes sought the corner
vacantly. 1n an lnstant they opencd wide
with fear and he rose to his feet, spreads
ing out his hands to fend off something hor-
rible.. The man on crutches stopped, He
wns pale with long sickness when he turned
the corner, but now hie face colored and
his eyes 1it up with sudden wuspeakable re-
lief and joy.

“Howly mother, defind me!" eried Healey.
“YAw, fur me slus, '8 thrue 1 killed him,
but U'm near orazy fur the sorra® uv it. I'IL
eonfess It all, Fin, an' be hanged ko a

to your grave An' lave me be, fur the mke
uy ould tolmes!”

“Healy! Heal¥!™ gasped the man o
crutchies, hopping toward him. “I've been
fearsad to ek, I thought 1 Killed vou, Healy,
you - old chump] Healy! 0! Lord! I'm
thankful for this!"*

“Pin sald Healy, slowly coasing ta
tremble,  *'Is it rale flish aa' blood yex are?
Mo God, but 1 ean't belleve 111°

But touch of familtar hande reassured tha
veteran, and in another minule the two nat
by elde, and—therda wete no recruita
their hands wore clasped  in each
and thelr eyes wore wet. They did
not refer, save brelefly, to their nearly fatal
guarrel, understanding that each, In A Mo-

aldo
o spe

other's

| mont's madness, had fired on the other, and

whoen convalescent, had been afrald
to nek for nows of his friend. Tor n long
tiie they were silent, until old Fin Jooked
alvly at the corporal.
“She's married!" he sald abruptly.
“Chuh!" sald Healy

“To Lthe schoolmastor Graven.'' sald Fin.

YThe Alvil eald Healy, and  suddenly
langhed loudly.

“Healy,” sald the fartler solemnly,

“woeemin 18 frauds.”
"“Yeo're rolght, so ve are, Pin," said the
ecorporal, and hWitched wup hia chalr more

| closely to Stralt's, with a sigh of content

Lorgest Bible In the Waorld,

In 18567 Mindon-min, king of Durma,

| ereeted a monument noar Mandalay ealled

the Kutho-daw, There he bullt T tem-
plen, In each of which thers {8 a slab of
white marhle. Upon these 700 slabs is en-
graved the whole of the Buddhist bible, a
vast lierature In Itself, equal to atiout sl
coplea of the Holy Seriptures.

This marble bible, relates the TNoston
Traveler, 18 engraved In the Pall language,
thought to be that spoken by Duddba hime-
solf 600 B, 0. Photographs of some of thesa

Inseriptions have reached England, and
Prof. Max Muller—perhaps the groatest
Hnguist In the world—has examined them,

But, alas for all this human ingenuity and
perseverance! If hisa majesty Mindon-min
thought to perpetunte the teaching of the
Great Buddha by coausing it to be graven
on the rock he nourished n valn ambition.

The cllmate of Burma is molst, and its
effects have nlrendy wrought gald havoe on
the surfuee of the white marble, and the
photographs show n partial offacement of
some of the Burmese characters in which
the Pali text {8 engraved,

There Is certainly the lavgest known copy
of any portlon of liternture. Even the Na-
tlonal Encyclopedin of China, In 5,000 yol-
umes, occuples o compuratively smnll space,
To reach the other end of the limits of the
“printers’ and engravers' art, we need only
remoember  the  “Smallest bible In  the
world,"” and the Diamond editions of Ca-
tullug, Tibullus and Propertius.

To engrave the bible of Buddha on thoe
marble slabs in the temples of Kutho-daw
must have cost thousands of dollars, hut
theRe sermons in stone  are enslly our-
lastexl by neopy of the wnew testament which,

|
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in his mind. Tho widow? He shrank from | man. Ye can have the widdy, - her, l"::l:l;”l:llh'l l“l':lllvltlimi;‘::‘llll be c};lll:lil;'.‘ll;lt]hlr“ ;.'t:’i
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the thought of her. She was but a woman | If SDe's any good to yex now, but go back om0 C0et o onarations. 4
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& Photogravures of the Lxposition
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No exposition has excelled the Trans-

Missigsippi in architectural splendor and artistic
beauty—yet before the snow flies it will be only a mem-
ory, were it not for the aid of the photographer’s art.
In all its varied beauty, tle splendor of the Grand court
and the fun of the Midway—all the many scenes of the
Exposition have been reproduced by

THE HIGHEST PROBUCT OF THE PHOTOGRAPHER'S ART—THE PHOTOGRAVURE

graphs,
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Photogravure
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one will be glad to frame.

1—0pening Day, June 1, 1898,
2—Northeast Corner of the Court,
3—Govermment Building,

4—Main Entrance Agricultural Bldg,
B—Scene in Streets of All Nations,
6—Grand Court, Looking West,
7—Hagenback's on Children's Day,
8—Grand Court, Lookin g Southwest,

Three for 1
All Sixteen for Fifty Cents.

Department,
The Omaha Daily Bee,

Omaha, South Omaha,
Council Blufis,

hese are from the work of Mr. F. A.
Rinehart, the official photographer of the Exposi-

tion and are more artistic and beautiful than his photo-
A photogravureis a work of art which any-
They are 104x7% inches and
about 100 views in all will be published, so that no
feature of the Exposition will be omitted.
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fi—Fine Arts Bullding,
10—Nebraska Building,
11—Grand Court, Looking East,
12—8cction of Fine Arts Building.
13—Grand Court at Night.
14—Main Entrance Horticultural Bldg,
18—8Scene op North Midway,
1G6—Marine Band at Grand Plaza,

0 Cents With a Bee Coupon.
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hese are offered to Bee readers on heavy paper snit-

able for framing or for a collection of Exposition
The Bee will issue a portfolio cover for 15 cents
to form a cover for this collection.

Inordering by mail state which pictures you wish, by title or number, and enclose
2 cents extra for mailing, For the full 16 ¢nclose 5 cents extra for maliling,

CUT OUT THIS
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THE OMAHA DAILY BEE

EXPOSITION PHOTOGRAVURE
COUPON,

This Coupon and 10 Cents will obtain three
Photogravurcs of the Exposition,

! By Mail, 2 Cents Extra, o

COUroN,
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