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THE STORY

CHAPTER lL-—Harry Ormerod, pre-
scribed traltor to King George as &
Btuart partisan, returning from Franoce
to London, rescues Alderman Robert
Juggins from a band of assassins. Jug-
ins proves to be the grandson of a
ormer steward of Ormerod's father, to
whom Juggins feels himself Indebted
Ormerod tells Juggins he has aban-
doned the Stuart cause.

CHAPTER I1L—Juggins tells Or-
merod of a Jacoblite plot in the Amerl-
can colonlea to weaken England by
forwarding French Intereata Thelr
alm is the return of King James to the
English throme. At Its head is one
Andrew Murray, & Scotsman, and &
Frenchman, De Veulle, deadly enemy
of Orme The two are In London
furthering thelr schemes Ormerod
sess them. Anticipating the plotters’
early return to America, Juggins ar-
ranges for Ormerod to go thers with
letters to Governor Burnet, friend of
Juggine, and work te foll Murray.

CHAPTER 111 —Disguised as Jug-
ne’' servant, Ormerod takes passage
America. He meets a Scottlah girl
daughter of Murray, and ardent Jaec-
ebite. De Veulle recognizses him, and
their enmity fames. he Frenchman
denounces Ormerod to the girl as a
tor te the Stuart cause Belleving
she repulses (rmerod's proffer of
frismdship. He Is thrown into the sea
by an unseen assallant

CHAPTER IV.—Ormerod, regaining
the deck, has recognized his assallant
as Murray's servant, Tom, glant negro
He accuses Murray of employing the
negro to assassinate him, but a truce
Is arranged At New York Ormerod
saves an Indlan from Insult. The In
dian, who speaks English, ls Ta-wan-
ne-ars, Seneca chlef

CHAPTER V.—Governor Burne! wal-
comes Ormerod as a friend of Juggins,
and tells him Murray's alms. By what
is known as the "Doom Trall” Murray
smuggles furs, which should come to
New York, to the French In Canada
With Ta-wan-ne-ars and a igantic
Dutchman, Peter Corlaer, rmerod
agrees to go to Nlagara, French out-

st, and spy out the secreta of the
Joom Tral He of course speaks
French. De Veulls has won Ga-ha-no,
Ta-wan-ne-ars’ afManced wife, now the
Frenchman's mistress, and the red man
seeks revenge Ta-wan-ne-ars saves
Ormerod's life In an attack on him by
Murray's henchman, Bolling.

CHAPTER V0L—Accusing Murray,
without avall, of Inciting Bolling, Or-
merod learns the girl'sa name Is Mar-
fory. With his two companions he be-
gins the journey.

CHAPTER VIL—The thres men wipe
out & party of Cahnuagas tralling
them, evidently sent by Murray. At
the Seneca village they are welcomed
by Do-ne-ho-ga-weh, head chief, Ta-
wan-ne-ars’ uncle Leaving Corlaer,
Ta-wan-ne-ars and Ormerod take thelr
way to Nlagara

CHAPTER VIIT.—At "Niagara ©Or-
merod, in the gulse of Jean Courbe-
wolr, forest runner, learns the French

lans from Joncalre, the commandant

‘e Veulle arrives, recognlzes Ormerod,
and he and Ta-wan-ne-ars are selzed.

CHAPTER IX

La Vierge du Bois

A dash of water awakened me. 0One
of the Cahnuagas was leaning down,
his hideous face close to mine, his
fingers wrestling with the knots In the
rawhide bonds.

“You ecannot lle f(dle, my dlstin
guished guest,” called De Veulle from
his place at the steyn. “You must
keep us dry.”™

Ag the rawhide strips were unwound
[ was able to sit up and look over the
frail bark slde. We were out of sight
of land, and a moderate breeze was
raising a slight swell, the crest of
which oceasionally broke over our bow
In the other canoe Ta-wan-ne-ars al-
ready was at work with a bark scoop

All of that day we were lsolated on
the restless surface of the huge inland
pea. Just before dusk of the second
day we sighted a rocky coast, and
sheered away from It. On the sixth
day we passed out of the lake into
the narrow channel of the great river,
and landed In the evening at a pall-
saded post on the southern bank.

So far I had been treated fairly well.
My captors had shared with me their
meager fare of parched corn and
Jerked meat; and If T had been com-
pelled to bale out the canoe incessant-
ly, it was equally true that they had
labored at the paddles night and day.
But now everything was changed. My
legs were left unbound, but with un-
canny skill the savages lashed back
my arms untll well-nigh every bit of
circulation was stopped In them and
each movement I was forced to make
became an act of torture. The one
recompense for my sufferings was that
for the first time since our capture I
had the company of Ta-wan-ne-ars,
and I was able to profit by his stolcal
demeanor In resisting the impulse to
vent my anger against De Veulle,

“Say nothing, brother,” he counseled
me when I panted my hate, “for every
word you say will afford him satisfac-
tion.”

“] wish I had staved In the canoe
in the middle of the lake,” I exclalmed

bitterly. “What Is this place? Where
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“It mutters little where he takes us,”
1 returned ill-naturedly. *“Our end Is
like to be the same in any case. Jon-
calre told me all 1 sought to know of
Jagara—Dbut he told it to a dead man.”

“Not yet dead, brother, “Ta-wan-ne-
urs corrected me gently. “We have

“THIS PLACE
TA-WAN-NE-ARS
DOES NOT KNOW®

etfll a long way to go—and we BAavS
nur search.”
“Which Is llke to lead us Into the

hands of—" T sald rudely.

But De Veulle and three strange
Frenchmen walked up at that moment
and Ta-wan-ne-ars was spared the ne
cesslty of an answer,

“'Tis well,” De Veulle was saying
“We will rest the night, then, I'l
lodge my prisoners In the stockade.™

“And there Is naught else?” asked
one of the others,

“The letter to Pere Hyacinthe—don't
forget that.”

Whereat they all
kind of sinister mystery and
glances of amusement at us.

The Cahnuagas drove us from the
bank with kicks and blows of thelr
paddie-blades, and the white men fol
lowed leisurely, laughing now and then
as we dodged some particularly viclons
attack upon our heads and faces. As
it was, when we were flung Into =8
bhare log-walled room within the pall
gnde we were coverad with brulses
"Twas the reaml heginning of our tor
ment,

In the morning our arms were un
tied and we were glven 8 mess of
half-cooked Indian menl Then the
rawhides were rebonnd, and we set
forth upon a trall that led from the

laughed with a
cast

river southeastward Into the forest
A Cahnunga walked behind each of
ug, tomashawk In hand. De Veull

himself brouzht up the rear, his muos.
ket always ready. [f we hesitated In
our pace or staggered, the savage
nearest to us used the flat of his tom:
ahawk or his musket-hutt,

On the third day, shortly after noon
I was astonished to hear faintly, bm
very distinctly, a bell ringing In the
forest,

“La Vierge dn Bols welcomes yon.”
hailed De Veulle from behind us
“The hell rings you in. Ah, there will
be bright eyes and flushed cheeks at
sight of you!"

He laughed In a pleasant, melodious
way.

“White cheeks to flush for yon, Or
merod, and red cheeks to grow duskler
for our friend the chlef here'! What
a fluttering of heartz there will be!"

Could 1 have wrenched my hands
free | would have snatched a toma-
hawk from the Cahnuaga before me
But I did what Ta-wan-ne-ars did—
held my head stralght and walked as
it T had not heard Something told
me the Seneca suffered as much as 1

We did not hear the hell again; bhat
in mid-afternoon the forest ended upon
the banks of a little river, and in the
distance a wooden tower showed
through the trees. As we drew nearer
other bulldings appeared, arranged- in
irregular fashion about a clearing
One of pretentious size stood by Itself
inside the palisade.

Cahnuagas, Including women and
children, swarmed along the trall with
guttural eries. A big, red-headed man
stepped from a bullding which was
evidently a storehouse. "Twas Bolling.
and with a yell of delight he snatched
a block of wood from the ground and
hurled It at my head.

“Curse me, 'tls the renegade and
his red shadow!" he shouted. *“We
are in great luck! Do but walt unti]
Tom knows you are here, my friend
The stake awalits you!"”

He walked beside us, rubbing his
hands together in high glee, and dis-
coursing with seemingly expert knowl-
edge om the preclse: character of the
various kinds of torment we should
undergo.

His attentions drew a considerable
erowd: and so when we entered the
single rude street of the settlement
‘twas to find the whole population
awalting us, The gate In the stockade
around the big house was open, and
with a thrill T realized that a swirl of
color there meant Marjory. Murray's
stately figure 1 Identified at a dis-
tance,

I think she did not know me at first.
There was no reason why she should
My leather garments were rent and
torn, my halr was tangled and matted
with briers and thorns from the under-
brush, my face was scratched and
bleeding. I was thin and gaunt, and |
might not walk upright, although 1
tried, for the rawhide thongs bowed
by shoulders,

But Murray knew me Instantly, and
a flare of exultation lighted his face.

De Veulle halted us directly In front
of the gate.

“An old pcqualntance has consented
to visit us,” he said.

And with s shock of grief I saw
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omprehension dawn in Marjory's face
But ghe did not fush erimson as De
Veulle had prophesied. She blenched
white. I knew hy that she had been
long enough at La Vierge du Bols to
appreclate the temper of Its Inhabl-
tants.

“T seem to recollect the tall Indian
heside our friend, lkewise," observed
Murray.

“'ig hls companion of the Inter-
vlew at Cawston's in New York.!" re.
joined De Veulle, “What, Mistress
Marjory., you have not forgotten the
rash youth who was always threaten.
ing or hadgering us?

Her lips moved mechanieally) buat
‘twig o minute before she could foree
her voice to obey.

“1 remember,” she sald.

Murray took snuff precisely and ad-
dressed himself to me,

“You are a dangerous youth, Master
Ormerod. You had epportunity to win
free of your past misdemeanors, you
will allow, yet you twould hear none
of my ndviee, No, you must mix in
affalrs which did not concern you, And
as | warned you, It hath been to your
sore prejudice. Much as 1"

Marjory flung out her arms in n ges
ture of appeal.

“Why do you talk so much, sir?”
ghe eried, “What have you in mind?
This man Is an Englishman! Is he to
be given up to the savages?"

Murray surveyed her gravely.

“Tut, tut, my dear!  Is this the way
to conduct in public? *Given up to the

savages,’ forsooth! The young mar
I & traitor, a renegade—and a sorr:
fool into the bargain. He hath med
dlied in matters beyond his comprehen
slon or ability, We must reckon up
the harm he hath done, and assess hls

punishment in proportion.”
“Just whar <o you mean by that,
gir?" she demanded coldly.

“Frankly, my dear lass, | cannot tell
you as vet,"

“1 think von mock me,"” she asserted,
“And 1 may tell you, sir, 1 will be
party to no such crime to humanity.
You talk of traitors. 1 am wondering
if there is more than one meaning to
the word.”

She turned with a flutter of gar-
ments and sped into the house. e
Veulle eyed Murray rather quizzically,
but the arch-conspirator gave no evl
dence of uneasiness

“You shall tell me about 1t," he sald,
as If nothing had happened. “Mean-
time 1 suppose they may be lodged
with the Keepers."

“Yes," ngreed De Veulle: “but [ de
sire to give some particular Iinstrue-
tions for thelr entertainment."”

“Do so0: do so, by all mesns,” an-
swered Murray equably. “But walt;
here comes Pere Hyacinthe.”

The Indians surrounding us huddied
back, cringing agalnst the stockade,
their eyes glued upon a tall, thin Agure
In & threadbare bluck cassock of the
Jesult order. He walked with a pe-
culiar halting galt. His face was ema-
clated, the skin stretched taut over
prominent bones, His eyes blazed out
of twin caverns,

Parts of his ears were gone, and as
he drew nearer | saw that his face
was criss-crossed by inoumerable ting
scars. When he ralsed his hand in
blessing the Indians T realized that
two fingers were missing, and those
which were left were twisted and
gnarled as by fire.

“Whom have we here?' he called In
a loud, harsh volce.

“Two prisoners, reverend sir” re-
plled Murray. “English sples caught
at Jagara by the vigilance of Monsleur
de Veulle”

“Are they heretics?' demanded the
priest.

“T fear 1T have never conversed with
Mauaster Ormerod concerning hls relig-
fous bellefs,” sald Murray whimsically.

The priest peered closely at me.

“Well, sir,”” he asked bruskly, “are
you & son of the true faith?"

“Not the one you refer to, sir,” I
sald,

“And this savage here?

“He belleves, quite devoutly, I ghould
say, in the gods of his race.”

The Jesult locked and unlocked his
fingers nervously,

“I fear, monsieur, that you will suf-
fer torment at the hands of my poor
children here,” he sald. “WIll you not
repent hefore It Is too late?”

“But will you stand by and see your
children torture an Englishman In
time of peace? [ asked.

“Peace” he rasped. “There Is nn
peace—there can be no peace—be-
tween England, the harlot natlon, and
holy France, Franece follows her des-
tiny, and her destiny 18 to runle Amer-
fea on behalf of the CChurch.”

“Yet peace there 18" 1 Insisted.

*I refuse to admit It. We know no
peace here, We are at war, endless
war, physically, spiritually, mentally,
with England. If you come amongst
us, you do so at your bodily peril
But"—and the challenge left his volce
and was replaced hy a ndte of plead.
Ing, soft and compelling—*it may be
monsleur, that in your bodily peril you
have achieved the salvation of your
soul. Repent, 1 urge you, and though
your body perish your soul shall live.”

Murray and De Veulle stirred rest-
lesaly during this harangue, but the
savages were so silent you could hear
the birds In the trees. [ was inter-
ested In this man, In his fanatic sin-
cerity, his queer conception of life.”

“But if I repented, as you say” 1
suggested, “would not you save my
body 7

His eyes burned with contempt.

“Would you drive a bargain with
God?" he cried. “For shame! Some
may tolerate that, but I never will!
What matters your miserable body!
It has transgressed the rights of
France, Let It dle! But your soul Is
immortal ; save that, I conjure you!
Death? What I8 death? Ana what
matters the manner of death? Look
at me, monslenr.” :

He fixed my gaze on each of his
!hﬂﬂ!‘l.!tlfl.

*Tam hut the wreck of a man. These
poor, lgnorant children of the wilder
ness have worked their will with me,
and because it was hest for me God
permitted it, Torture never hurt any
man, It Is excellent for the spirit. Tt
will benefit you. If you must-die—"

His volice tralled into nothingness,

De Veulle Interposed,

“Reverend fether,” he sald, "I have
a letter for you from Jacques Pourier
The rivermen wounld ke you to give
themi A mnasz Sunday. *Tis a long—"

“(3ive me the letter.” hie cried eagerly
“Ah, that i= good reading! Sometimes
1 despalr for my sons—aye, more than
for the miserable children of the wil
derness, But now 1 know that a seed
grows in the henrts of some that 1
huve Gouhiesl. T shall go gladly.”

De Venlle winked at Murray as the
priesi Hmped away

“I musgt send Jneques a harrel of
brandy for thig,” he remarked; “hut
our Cahnuagns wonld he In the sulks
if they could not celebirate the Moon
feust, and they stand in snch fear of
the worthy Hyaelnthe that they would
newer risk his weath™

“The Moon feast!" exclaimed Muar
Ry “'rite, 1 ha! forgatten, Waell
Ywill he an excellent introduetion to
the enstoms of the savages for ouor

friend the Intruder”™

“OTwill mnke a Fintression
npon him."” lanched De Ven'le  “In
ftact, npam hoth of them 1
surprise for
weil, The Miatress of the ['n'so
vwalts them.'

gront

hnve n
our Tronmal cantivn 5

Fiee

e murmured same orders te onr
guards, kicked me our of his path aned
sountered through the gateway beside
Murray

With Bolling in active supervision
and Tom hang'ng preedily on  the
flanks of the crowd, we were hustled
through the clearng, past the chape!
and an Intervening belt of woodlund
Into a natural amphitheater on the fa
side of the village., where a back
ground of dark pines walled In a wid
surface of hard-beaten, grassles
ground. Twa stakes stood ready, sids
by slde, In the center, and our caplors

tore off our tattered clothes and
lnshed us to these with whoops of foy
Sn we stood, naked and bound

ankle, knee, thigh. chest and armplt
whilst the sun. setting behind the vil
lage, flooded the Inferno with mellow
lght and an army of flends, men
womeh and children, pranced around
us. For myself, | was dazed and fear
ful, bot Ta-wan-ne-ars again showed
me the better road

“The Keepers scream like women,”
he shouted, in order to make himself
heard. “Have you never taken cap
tives before? You are women. We
scorn you. Do you know what has he
come of the seven warrlors Murray
sent to pursue ns an the Great Trall?

Sllence prevalled.

“Yes, there were seven of them.”
gibed Ta-wan-ne-ars. “And there
were three of us. And where are they?
I will tell you, Cahnuaga dogs, Sha
wendadie dogs, Huron dogs.
closer on your bellles while I tell you

“Thelr scalps hang In the lodge of
Ta-wan-ne-ars—seven scalps of the
Keepers who could not fight agalnst
real men. The scalps of seven who
called themselves warriors and who
were so rash that they tried to fight
three."

A howl| of anger answered him,

“Begin the torment,” yelled Bolling

Tom drew a wicked knife and ran
toward us, his yellow eyes aflame. But
a squat Cahnuaga chlef pushed him
back,

“They are to be held for the Moon
feast, “he proclalmed. “See, the Mlis
tress comes. Stand back, brothers."”

The sound of a monotonous walllng
filled the air, joining Itself with the
evening breeze that sighed in the
branches of the pines behind us, The
crowd of savages drew away from us
in sudden awe.

“Ga-go-sa Ho-nun-as-tase ta,”
muttered to each other.

“What do they say?" 1 asked Ta-wan
ne-ars.

“The Mistresg of the False Faces Is
coming,"” he replled curtly.

“And who Is she?"

they

“The priestess of their devilish
brotherhood.”
Out from the long bark bullding

wound a curious serpentine procession
of men In fantastic head-masks, who
danced along with a halting step. As
they danced they sang in the welrd
monotone we had first heard. And
behind them all walked slowly one
without a mask, a young girl of up-
right figure, her long black halr cas
eading about her bare shoulders. Her
arms were folded across her breast
She wore only the short ga-ka-ah, or
kilt, with moeeasinsg on her feet.

The breath whistled In Ta-wan-ne-
ars’ nostrils as his chest heaved
against its bonds, and I turned my
head In amazement.
on his face was compounded of such
demoniac ferocity as I had seen there
once before—that, and Incredulous
affection.

*“What I8 1t7" I erled.

He did not heed me. He did no!
even hear me, His whole belng was
focused upon the girl whose ruddy
bronze skin gleamed through the
masses of her halr, whose shapely
limbs Ignored the beat of the music
which governed the motions of her at-
tendants.

(Continued Next Week.)

Why Is the Lincoln Market
Always Crowded?

ASK YOUR NEIGHBOR

1406 No. 24th St. Web. 1411

FOR RENT—Neatly furnished room.
Modern home. With kitchen priv-
m m '.bn m'o -—“- [

The expression |,

® ®
Classified
FOR RENT—Furnished room in
strictly modern home. One block

from Dodge carline. Call during
business hours, WE. 7126, even-

want it to continue? Then you MUST
PAY UP NOW.

BEAUTY PARLORS

scalp treatment. Hair dressing and
manufacturing. 1154 No. 20th St.
WEbster 6194

RESTAURANTS

PEATS RESTAURANT, 1406 Nort)
24th Street, Wheres those who de
sire good home cooking at reason
able prices go. WEbster 0530,

SHOE REPAIRING

BENJAMIN & THOMAS always give
satiafaction. Hest material, reason
able prices. All work guaranteed
1415 North 24th St. WEbster 5084

UNDERTAKERS

JONES & COMPANY, Undertakers
24th and Grant Sta. WEbeter 1100
Satisfactory service always.

LAWYERS

W. B. BRYANT. Attorney and Coun-
selor-at-Law. Practices in all
courts. Suite 19, Patterson Block,
17th and Farnam Sts. AT, 9344
or Ken. 4072.

W. G. MORGAN-—Phones ATlantie
9344 and JAckson 0210,

H. J. PINKETT, Atterney and Coun-
selor-at-law. Twenty years' ex-
perience. [Practices in all courta.
Suite 19, Patterson Block, 17th and
Farnams Sts, AT. 9844 or WE. 3180.

HOTELS

PATTON HOTEL, 1014, 10186, 1018
South I1th St. Known from coast
to coast. Terms reasonable. N. P.
Patton, proprietor,

THE HOTEL CUMMINGS, 1918 Cum-

MADAM Z. C. SNOWDEN. Scientific | filled. WEbster 6323.

| .
|

Harry Brown, Express and Transfer.
Trunks and Baggage checked. Try us for
your moving and hauling. Also, coal and
ice for sale at all times. Phone Webster
2973. 2013 Grace street.

DRUG STORES

ROSS DRUG STORE, 2308 North 24th
Street. Two phones, WEbster 2770
and 2771. Well equipped to supply
vour needs. Prompt service,

THE PEOPLES’ DRUG STORE, 24th
and Erskine Streets. We carry a
full line. Preseriptions promptly

- _ar

PLUMPERS

NEBRASKA PLUMBING CO. J. P.
Allison, manager. Estimates fur-

nished 3026 Evans St.  Phome
KE. 8848,

PAINTERS AND
PAPER HANGERS

A. F. PEOPLES. Painting and decor-
ating, wall paper and glass. Plaster-
ing, cement and general work. Sher-
win-Williams painta. 2419 Lake St.
Phone WEbster 6386,

FOR RENT—Front bedroom for rent
in private family,  with kitchen
privileges, Couple preferred., Call
Web, 6179. —2t.

FOR RENT — Seven room house,

modern except heat, to desirable
tenants, white or colored. Rent
reasonable, Phone Webster 1823.
4t.

H. J. Pinkett, Attorney
PROBATE NOTICE

In the matter of the estate of Fran-
ces E. Mortimer, deceased.

Notice is hereby given: That the
creditors of said deceased will meet
the administrator of said estate, be-
fore me, County Judge of Douglas
County, Nebraska, at the County
Court Room, in said County, on the
23rd day of March, 1927, and on the
23rd day of May, 1927, at 9 o’clock
A. M., each day, for the purpose of
presenting their claims for examin-
ation, adjustment and allowance.
Three months are allowed for the
creditors to present their claims,
from the 19th day of February, 1927.

BRYCE CRAWFORD
County Judge.

Under new management.| 4¢__1.21.97.

ing St
Terms reasonable. D. G. Russell,
proprietor.

(‘raw]lNEw ISAMAR HO’I’EL, 1803 North

24th street Tel. WEbster 5090.
Semi-modern, comfortable rooms,’
reasonable. Cafe in connection.

Mrs. E. V. Dixon, proprietress.

— el

BAGGAGE AND HAULING

iJ. A. GARDNER'S TRANSFER. Bag-
gage, express, moving, light and
heavy hauling. Reliable and com-
petent. Six years in Omaha. 2622
Maple Street. Phone WEbster 4120.

C. H. HALL, stand, 1408 No. 24th.
Baggage and express hauilng to all
parts of the city. Phones, stand,
WE. 7100; Res., WE. 1056.

Ed. F. Morearty, Attorney

NOTICE TO NON-RESIDENT
DEFENDANT
To Marian Ward, non-resident de-
fendant:

You are hereby notified that James
A. Ward, your husband, the plain-
tiff, filed his petition in the District
Court of Douglas County, Nebraska,
on the 16th day of October, 1926, to
obtain an absolute divorce from you
on the grounds of cruelty and deser-
tion. You are required to answer
said petition on or before the 21st
day of February, 1927.

JAMES A. WARD.
4t—1-21-27,

e

2018 North 24th Street

==

Office, WEbster 4030——PHONES——Res., WEbster 0949

JOSEPH D. LEWIS

UNDERTAKER AND FUNERAL DIRECTOR

With a full line of Caskets, Robes, Suits and Dresses
on display.
EMBALMING, $25.00

for

PILE

N. W. WARE

ATTORNEY AT LAW

1208 Dodge Street, Omaha, Nebraska

Phones Webster 6618-Atlantic 8192,

T T T T YT P T T TP T T T YT R T
T Py T YT YT TYTSTT T TYTrTTPTSYTSYTYTYT™w

Corner 14th and Dodge Streets

Fistula - Paywhen cured

MANY YEARS OF SUCCESS.

THOUBANDS PERMANENTLY CURED by Dr. . R. T
} time-tried guaranteed method of curing Piles, l‘utul:r::.:

Tel. JACKSON 1317

Phonographs
and Records

WITHOUT SEVERE SURGICAL ERA -
'“8‘ or other eral M.&P used,




