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tribal mine which Vandervyn and
zled when his friendly speech to

tigation,
| difficult.
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New influences arising
How his life and honor

ting Is graphically described in this installment,

Capt. Floyd Hardy, U. 8, A,, coming to take charge of the agency at
Lakotah Indian reservation, following the murder of Agent Nogen, res-
cues a quarterbreed girl and two men from an Indian attack. They are

that Vandervyn had been promised the agency position, discovers that
the Indians are disaffected because they have been cheated in a

vyn's tool, angers the Indians, and determines to make further inves-

and nephew of Senator Clemmer;
his daughter Marie. Hardy learns

Dupeont have been working, Is puz-
tribesmen, Interpreted by Vander-

at this point make his position
are endangered through dark plot.

CHAPTER VIll—Continued.
o

vandervyn hind arranged to be gone
A woeek, There wus no cuuse to dis-
curs the time of his return, and ns M-
rle seldom mentioned him, Hardy was
not often annoyed by the vislon of the
handsome young fellow interposing be-
tween himself and the girl

From day to day it could plaloly be
seen how the rides In the pure moun-
taln mir and the delight of the glrl's
compunionship  were bringing back
atrength and  vigor to the officer’s
trople-wenkened hdy,  Soon a henlthy
red appenred under the tun of his
cheekr, The lnes of severlty nnd re-
pressed grief began to smooth away,

On the morning of the seventh duy,
when he rode over to Joln Marie for
a rlde out to the butte on Woll river,
ten yeurs seemed to huve dropped from
bim. Even when he lfted his hat to
the girl and exposed the silvered halr
at his temples, he looked nearer
twenty-five  than  thirty., He had
shaved off his bristly mustache!

“Positively, captuin,” she bantered,
“you startle me.  You are growlng so
young! First thing I know, I shull
be feeling wyself a grandmother in
contrast."

“Impossible,” he gollantly replied,
“You are the Spirit of Youth. Belng
with you Is what makes me seem 80
much younger than I am, Yet I shall
pever see thirty-two agnin”

“You're barely of age this morning 1"
ghe sald, smiling at hisz shapely clean-
ghaven lip.

“In that case you must humor my
enllowness by pretending you need
my ald to mount.”

She put one small booted foot In his |

hand, rose with the lightness of o
feather and perched herself sidewoys
on her man's saddle,

buck. Hardy sprung to selze the beast
by the head. Murle waved him astde,
and proceeded to give an hmpromptu
exhibition of her skill a8 0 horsewoms-
an. With one knee crooked around the
horn of her saddle, she kept her difli-
cult seat ke n clreus vlder, untll the
pouy subsided,

“You've ridden to hounds.” stated
Ilardy as the girl swung ustride and
they started off down the vulley,

She smiled with gratifiention, “Reg-
gle never notlees such things; but
you— The first thme I saw a slde-
gaddle 1 thought it ridiculous.

On their way down the valley they
met no one, for the familles of the
police had moved back to thelr old
eamp site opposite the agency, Marle
sugpgested that they climb the bulte,

With subtle coguetry, she gave Hardy |
the privilege of assisting her up the

ledges, though, had she chosen, she
could have outelimbed him.  They
mounted to the top of the highest crag,
where they sut down on the bare rock
to view the pluing and mountalns
through Huardy's glasses,  The utter
stillness and solitude, the immensity of
the cloudless blue dome ahove them,
the great sweep of the landscape—all
tended to quict the excltement of thele
lvely ascent. A hush fell upon them,
Marie let the haod that held the
glusses sink into her lap, She gnzed
off up the river. drenmy-eyed,

After a prolonged sllence  Haordy
murmured In a hallswhisper: “How
alone we are! The world Is young—It
is the beginning of tlme, And In all
the new, young world, you and 1 are
alone—>Muarie,"

It was the first tlme that he had
ever used her given name In speaking

to her. She started from her doy-
dream, the color deepening In  her
cheeks. In the same moment she bes

ceame aware that she had been looking
at & moving objlect,

“Look 1" ghe sald, lifting the glusses
to her eyes, “Thut must be the hed
and shoulders of a man, e Is rid-
ing along on the far side of the ridge—
an Indinn; his head s muflled In a
blanket."

“Marle " softly repeated Hardy.

The girl sprang to her feet,

alone in the world, Captaln Hardy.
Let us go down,"

With Instant repression of his dis-
appoluotment, Hardy took the glasses

and offered his hand to assist her down
the first ledge. She ignored the offer,
Nor did she permit him to help her ut
all during the descent,

Her pony leaped away with the usual
jumping start of a bronco.
stepped clear of the low scrub near
the rill edge, out upon the sandy level
of the coulee bhottom, She was lo the
@ct of breaking luto a trot when her

Unused to such |
gtrange behavior, the pony bhegen to |

“INMe
has disappeared—but we are ng longer

The mare

rider's hat whirled from his head and
he pltehed sidewnys out of the saddle
ns If struck by lghining.

A moment Inter the report of the shot
reached Marle. She glaneed over her
shoulder and saw Haordy outstretehed
on  the ground, faeeld and  Inert,
With o suddenness that almost threw
her pony off his nlmble  feet, she
wrenched him around,  The mare hod
stopped within two strides, and twist-
¢ her iend nbout to look nt her fallen
master, The manner In which he hond
fullen showed that the shot had eome
from up the coulee, Floging herself
from her pony, she plucked Hardy's
rifle out of Its sheath and leveled it
neross the snddle.  But gshe could see
no glgn of the ussassdn, and no gee-
ond bullet enme whirring across the
coulee, Without a second look up the
coulee, she bent over to rip the hem
from her underskirt. This gave her n
bandage. Her own and Hardy's hand-
kerchlefs served for a compress, Swift-

Iy she bound them on the long wound
above his temple and  stopped  the
hleeding.

When at last he opened his eyes, his
hend was In her lap,  He guzed up into
her down-bent face, his mind still in
n daze. A frown of paln creased his
forchead, He murmured, in the queru-
lous tone of a sick child: “*Mother—
mother!”

Instinetively her soft hand began to
smwooth nway the frown with n gentle,
caressing touch, His eyes closed In
restful  contentment, The girl con-
tinued to #troke his forehead,  Suod-
denly his eyellds lfted, and he looked
up with the clear, bright goaze of full
consclousness, He saw the womanly
compussion in her beautiful face, Ier
eyes were tender and lustrous with
sympathy for his sulfering.

“Muarie!" he murmured.
I=1 thought my mother—"
| *“Hush!” she sald. *You have been

shot in the head. I do not know how
sorfous It 8"
“Shot? In the head?”
-il‘lill!'llh‘l'"ll: thig, Her look had not
ultered nnder his gnze, From her utter
lnck of self-consclousness he divined
that she thought him dungerously if
not fatully wounded, After a pnuse, he
began to spenk with the calmness that
somethmes masks the most profound
feellng :

“You senreely know me—but, In the
clreumstances, 1 trust you will pardon
me for—not walting. 1 love you. From

“It Is you!

He lay still,

the first 1 thought you the most beautl-
Now I know

ful girl I had ever seen,

<
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“Marie!™ He Murmured. “It ls Youl”

you to be the most lovely—your soul as
beautiful as your face, Do not shake
your heud. Itis the truth”

She averted her shaineflushed face,
“I—I1 ennnot permlt you to speak to me
thls way."

“You are too good and kind to refuse
to hear me," he replied in the same

enlm volee, I know about him, I
know I have no chanee, dear, e is
yousg and handsome; while 1" The

pule lips curved In a quizaicul smile,

The girl's bosom heaved. The tears
overran her brimming eyes, “You are
—qre generous! 1 did not think any
man could be so generous "

Aguin his lips curved whimsically,
“Perhups 1 am generous becuuse there
I8 no other course open. 1 would ask
your=—would urge you—to muarry me, if
I thought I had even a fighting chaunce
of winning you."

“Murry you! You would ask me? Yet
you know what my father Is Hke; and
you army people are so proud. L an
Indlan quarterbreed, aond my father
what he I8 1"

fow manths ago,
Now 1 shall always have the thought
of your goodness in addition to the dear

! memory of her”

| the shot eame from?

FtHle dizziness,

The girl turned her face still farther
nway from him. “1 ennnot endure—
You shall not think of me that wny!"

“I beg your pardon, Miss Dupont,'” he
apologized, "It Is most Inconsiderate
snd ungenerons of me to le here clnim-
fng your symputhy on false pretenses,
I feel my strength coming back, It must
bee thit the bullet merely grazed oy
lieqal,"”

Pefore she could prevent him, he
twisted ghout and ralsed himself on his
elhow,

“Oh!"™  she remonstrated,
should not move,"
He foresd a

clenched teeth.

“No, it's what T thought—only a
sernteh. ANl right now, exeept for a
1 have heen Imposing
on your symputhy— Did you see where
I must go and

‘.Yl)"

Inugh between  his

rout out the rascal.”

T'he girl gragped his rifle and sprung
up awany from him.

“You shall not go,” she declared.
“I'm #ure he ran away the moment you
foll.,”

Haordy stralghtened on his knees und
rose unsteadily to his feet. His volce
wis as firm us his pose was tottery:
“Be so kind as to help me to mount.”

Hardy turned his mare down the cou-
lee, Muarie, despite hls protests, rode
between him and the ridge behind
which she had scen the blanketed
man.

CHAPTER IX.

The Coquette,

Unable to endure the jar of a trot or
gnllop, Hurdy urged the mare to her
fastest walk., They had gone less than
n mile when a horseman caome loping
up the slope from Sloux creck.

“It Is Mr. Vandervyn,” said Hardy in
an even tone,"

“Yes," she replied. She handed back
the glusses, but did not look at him
until Vandervyn rode up.

The young man's face was flushed,
as if he had been drinking. When he
pulled up before them, he was seeming-
ly so struck with Hurdy's appearance
that he seareely heeded Marle’s joyful
greeting,

“What's the matter, captain?” he ex-
clnimed. *You're ns white as a ghost
—and your head tied up! You must
have come 0 nasty cropper.”

“Bit of an accident. Not serious,”
replied Hardy,

“It could not well have been closer,”
enld Marle. “Captaln Hardy hns been
sghot.”

“Shot? eried Vandervyn.

“I'he bullet grazed the bone above
the temple. Had It been half an inch
lower or farther back, It must bave
killed him."

“Half an Inch,” repeated Vandervyn.
His fuce crimsoned, nnd the velns of
his forehend began to swell, “Where
I8 the fellow? DIid he get away? How
long ngo was it? Loan me the mare,
Hardy, T'll run him down,"

“Very good of you to offer,” sald

Hardy., “But the raseal might ambush
you, We'll order out n squad of po-
lice. Besldes, 1 wish your report on

your ftrip.
the ageney.”

“No' Vandervyn turned a scowling
face townrds the butte, ns if angrily
eager to be off In pursuit of the would-
be assussin. “Charlie went back to
Thunderbolt’s eamp to see If his sis-
ter wns getting anlong all right with
the old ehief. I told him that if he was
weleomed, he had better stay o few
days, If he and the givl make them-
selves apereenble, we shall have a bet-
ter chance to quiet the tribe”

“You found conditions sti'™ unfuvor-
able?"”

“Yeg, Al the chiefg took a violent
dislike to you; und they had stiered up
the whole teibe, Charlle and T tolked
und talked, You Know o white man
can talk Indiang Inte anything, it he
keeps nt "

“What result?” snapped Hardy.

Yandervyn shrugged, *“1 know we
mude some hmpression, especially on
old Thunderbolt, The chivfs no doubt
would be willing to let you visit the
camps on safe conduct, so to speak;
but 1 doubt if they could keep the wild-
est of the young bucks In hand. ‘T'his
shooting proves It 1 tell you, eaptuln,
none of us here would think any the
less of you if you cut the whole busl-
ness,"

“I sha!l start for the mountainsg to-
morrow."

“Tomorrow?" remonsteated Marle,
“Yonr wound—you must walt at least
until 1t hins begun to heal. And in the
meantime Redbear and Oinnn will be
talking Ti-own-konza and his eamp into
a milder mood,"

“*Tnat last 1s a2 most excellent argu-
ment,” snld Hardy, and his firmly
compressed lips curved in o smlle at
the girl, *1 shall tuke your advice,
Miss Dupont,”

Vandervyn had froweed over the
concern In Murie's voice, Hurdy's re-
sponse started the veins of his fore-
hend swellleg, He looked off away

I presume Redbear Is at

She was all I had. jder out 1 squad of policemen to trek

down the scoundrel,  Jake ean inter-
pret, If I'm anuable to tmuke them un-
derstamd.”

“Good 1™ sald Hardy.

Vundervyn shot at Marie a glanee of
jeatous anger, nnd put spurs to his
pinto.  But when they renched the
villley and saw through the glasses the
squud of police only Just leaving the
ngency, Muarie conjectured that the
Juded pinto had slowed to a walk
while going up the valley.

At lust Marle and Harvdy reached the
ngeney. With the assistance of Yan-
dervyn, who came out of the Dupont
house to meet them, he wus helped
down from his mare to a cot In the
shudy porch. Here In the open air
Marie washed the wound and took sev-
ernl stitehes to draw the edges to-
gether,

During the operation, which Hardy
endured without a groun, Vandervyn
stood by, watching Marie's fuce with

sullen Jenlousy. The moment she had |

rebanduged the wound, he suggested
thut It would be well to leave Hordy
quiet. In reply she asked him to go
for lee. When he returned, he found
her sitting beslde the cot, fan in hand.
Hurdy had fallen asleep. She rose
and went Into the house, and Vander-
vyn followed her,

The young man made no attempt to
concenl his anger, lle closed the par-
lor door and turned upon her accus-
ingly.
to all the time ['ve been nway?"

“Up to what, pray?"

“Coquetting with that old fossil of a
tin soldler.”

“Am I not a datiful daughter?" the
girl purried. “Mon pere sald I must
make myself agreeable to the agent.”

“He d1d?"

“Why not go and ask him, {f you

doubt what I say?"

“I don't. That's Just it—damn {t
all "

The girl’'s eyes flashed with resent-
ment, but her volce was sweetly mock-
ing: "Oh, Mr, Vandervyn, how cun

you? Captain Hardy never swore once |

during all our delightful rides."

“You've been riding with him every
day?

“All except one, I've been somy
ever since that 1 missed that one. He
was lovariably courteous. He s a
gentleman,”

“You infer that I am not!" ex-
claimed Vandervyn, “So he's courteous
and smooth and slick, 1s he? One
might know that you've been rulsed
in the backwowds,"

“You forget I spent four years at
the capital of Canada."”

“In a convent! No wonder you've
let him play you."

The girl met the Jeer with a tantaliz-
Ing smlile.

“It has been a most amusing game,
He treats me with as much respect as
if I were a young lady of his own set.”

“There’s no one else here for him to
flirt with."

“That 18 an advantage, is It not?”
The girl dropped Into her English man-
ner. “I daresay he will forget me as
soon a8 he gets back to elvilizatlon—
unless 1 declde to accept his proposal.”

Vandervyn stared at her cynically.
“You needn't try to rug me, Marle."

She smiled. “So you do doubt what
I say. Yet it I8 true, Captain Hardy
did me the honor of declaring that he
wished to marry me."

“Hardy nsked you?—he, a captain
in the regulur army "

“And I a quarterbreed, the duughter
of my father. Amazing, i3 it pot?”

Vandervyn caught himself up as he
saw the proud humility of her exproes-
slon. It was a new look to him. Iie
Lad often seen her proud, but never
humble, His Jealousy tlared: “liow
did you answer him? You didn’t ae-
cept—you  refused the old  board-
Lhack "

“Yes und no, that Is, not yet,” the
irl tensodl,

Vundervyn  stepped
arasped her arm.,

“Be so kind as to release me, Mr,
Vundervyn'

“You cogquette!
play me against him.'"

“No that 1s what you think of me?"”
The girl wrenched herself free and
turned from him Laughtily,

He stepped forward, and  again
grasped her arm, lils voice shook
with jealous anger: “You shall have
nothing to do with him! He shall not
have you!"

“Indecd! May I ask what right you
have to dictote?"

“You love me, that 1s why," he flung
back ot her. “You love me, Marie,
You can't deny it [Ils volce sank to
n deep, ardent, golden note that sent
a tremor through her, *You are mine
—mine! You know It. Your arm
quivers—that look In your eyes! You
cannot hide your love, Marle—sweet-
heart 1"

e sought to embrace her. Dot
agaln she wrenched herself free from
him, She could no longer feign hau-
teur., Iler face was rosy with blushes;
her bosom heaved; her eyes, behind
thelr velling lushes, glowed with ten-
der passion. Yet she kept her head

close and

| from the two, and remarked (n a ens- | despite the mtoxicating ardor of his

“My mother—passed away—ouly a | ual volce: “I'll ride In ahead and oh‘loou. Unlike Oloua, she was nDot 80
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unsophistnted as  he persisted (o
thinking her,

“You tnke a good deal for granted,
Mr. Vandervyn," she attempted n
mocking tone. "I am net yet your
sweotheart, por nm I so sure | =hull
he"

He eame neanrer to her, hisg oyes the
color of violets and sparkling with tiny
golden gleams,  He held out his arms,
His volce was low  and  entleing:
“Sweetheart—sweethenrt

She swayed toward him, checked
herself In the act of ylelding, and
eluded his grasp.

“No!" she eried. “You're n bit too
sure, I've wother, hulfbreed or
otherwise, to advise me, my denr Reg-
gle, T must be my own chuperon.
You charge Captain Hardy with trying
to play me. Yot when he spoke to me
of his love he also xpoke of marringe.”

Vandervyn's eyes narrowed and ne

“So that's what you've been up |

You're trying to

quickly widened in thelr most child-
like stare.

“How can you, Marle?" he  re-
progched.  “You say that as if you
think I have been trifling with you ull
these monthg, when vou know as well
as I— But of course, If you do not
trust me, 1 have no show agalnst him,

i

1

Day 1"

He is free. I am, as you know, tied
down by the uncertalnty of my posi-
tion,"

mocked. *I am rather more fortu-
pute,  Whether or not there Is any
uncertainty about my position, I am
not bound to anyone, nor am I bound
to bind myself to anyone."

“Why ure you so hard to me?" he
pleaded. “You know that If my uncle
got even a hint that I am interested in
@ girl out here it would be all off with
me., He doesn't know what you nre
like, and it would be lmpossible in
writing to convince him how churwming
you are.

“What a misfortune! Only, as it
happens, I have no wish to marry Sen-
ator Clemmer. He already has a
wife."

“That's just It—a wife and half n
dozen daughters, It's all cut and dried
that I am to marry Ella, the oldest un-
marrled one."

“Ah—so that s why—" fultered
Marie, the rich color ebhing from her
chiecks, But she was only momentar-
ily overcome, Her spivit rallicd al-
most n8 soon us it drooped. It 18
most kind of you, Mr. Vandervyn, to
tell me the delightful seeret.  Permit
me (o eopgratulute you.”

Hisg hrows peaked In a doleful frown,
“You are cruel to take it that way, I
don't love the girl, You ought to know
that—you do know it! Can't you see
the hole I'm Id? Even if it wasn't for
Ella, they'd all think of you as a—un
geency girl, T wouldn't stamd a ghost
of a show of being appointed agent
fwhen Hardy quits"”

“Daes he intend to quit?”

“If you turn him down, he'll leave
Just a5 soon as he finds the tribe still
ugninst hiim,  Then—don’t you see,
sweethenrt 7—I[ shall get the appolnt-
went as agent. Your futher and 1 can
rip lnto the little old mine as tust s
we please, It's a real mine, sweet-
hearee In o few months we'll have
enough ore shipped to the smelter for
me to eut loose from my uncle uud
do as 1 please. You know what that
wenns,"”

Aruin he enme toward her, his eyes
softly glowing, his urms open to em-
brace her.  And again she eluded him,
this time with no hesltaney or waver-
ing, Her smile showed she was once
more in control of her emotions,

“Aren't you rather previous, Reg-
gle?" she asked, from the other slde

of the tea table, “We are not yet en-
gaged,”
“You coquette!”™ he cried. “You

know I can't formally propose to you
until I have got rid of Ellu."

“How honorable you arel!l" she
praised him, and he could detect no
irony In her volce or look.

Vaadervyn stifled an oath, “Dy—
I'll have you yet! You shan't get
awny from me!"

“Indeed?’ she mocked, though she

“You've Been Riding With Him Every |

“That is quite sad, is it not?” she |

|

jquivered from the passionate nrdor in
his voice, 7o oover her emotion she
[ shirugged as only a woman of French
| blood ean shrug. “That I8 to be seen,
| Mr. Vanderyyn, And now, If you'll
[ Kindly excuse me, I must give u fair
Cshinee of my time to my other devoted
| suitor,”

| She slipped out onto the porch be-
fore Vandervyn could Interfere. He
mnttered a curse and went Into the
dining room to get one of Dupont's
whisky bottles out of the dainty little
sldebourd,

CHAPTER X.
At the Broken Mountaln.
! When, at dusk, Dupont rde up to
!!li.ﬂ house, Hardy was still on the eot
on the porel. Yandervyn stood at the
far end, putling hard at a cigar as he
wiatched Dupont approach.

The sound of the trader's bluf® volee
| wakened Hardy from his doze and
brought Marie to the door.

“No, not o track ; not one single glgn
powhere,” Dupont was saying to Van-
dervyn. “Thought 1'd ride In and send
ot more of she p'leece with food.”

“Vory good,” sald Hardy. *We must
truck down the, man, else others may
follow his example.”

The next day the scarch for the
would-he assassin was continued, with
no better results than the first, It was

{ the sume on the two succeeding days.

At last Dupont deelared that there was
no hope of finding the mysterious lost
trail, and Huardy called In the track-
©rs,

The period of the search had been
ns agrecable to Hardy as It had been
unnoying to Vandervyn. To check
Vandervyn's wooing=—or It may have
been to redouble his ardor through
Jealousy—she spent as much time as
possible in  Hardy's compnny, She
wis so gracions that Hardy began to
show openly that he thought he might
have n tighting chance to win her.
This made Vandervyn furious. Yet
he hod to restruin himself from any
outburst,

Noon of the fourth day Hardy stated
at dinner that he was quite himself
again and would start on the trip into
the mountuins the agext morning, Red-
bear hud oot yet returned to the
areney, anid Dupont, in his friendliest
manner, offered his services as inter-
preter untll the halfbreed should Join
the party,

When  Hardy aecepted this offer,
Vandervyn looked ot him in his guile-
less way und remuarked in a casunl
tone ! “With the tribe so uneasy, 1
suppose you will want me to stay here
umd lovk after Marie”

Murie objected: “I am a member of
the tribe, If Pere is going Into the
mountaius, 1 am golng with him."”

“No!" eried Vandervyn,

“I cannot permit thaot,”
Hnrdy,

“Oh, yes, you ean and will,” confi-
dently replied the girl, I shull be In
no danger. If anyone is attacked, it
will be you onlg.”

Unobservant of Vandervyn's look,

declared

Dupont paused with a koifeful of food
hulfway to his mouth to ngree with his
dnughter: “Aln't none of ‘em what
wants to lift her seulp.  She'd be safer
'n me and you, Mr. Van—which Is
good us =aying dead safe”

“Yetr if 1 should be attacked?" said
Hurdy.

“If you are, it won't be no general
outbreak, Cap. It will be a few young
Bloods g-laying for you, or mebhe
Just one, like the buck done down at
the coties,”

*You see” argued Marie. “You are
the only one in dunger of attack, If
egude and T go, as well as Pere, there
will be that much less chanece of n

small party firing at you,”

L wVery well," acquiesced Hardy, *1
ir.-t_\' on your father's judgment. 1If
there Is the slightest chanee of danger
to you, he should know it, DBut as you
ure to be with the party, I shall take
along n squad of pollce, Mr. Vander-
vyn, you may remuin in charge of the
ugeney, If you prefer”

“No, thanks" spapped Vandervyn,
“If yon Intend to let Marie run the
risk of getting Into a mnssacre, 1 most
certainly shall go along."

The girl was unusually gracious to
Hordy ot supper, At breakfast she di-
videdd her swlles between the two with
striet impartiality. DBut when, shortly
before sunrise, the party started off up
the valley, Hardy began talking about
tribal eustoms with Dupont and be-
cume g0 engrossed in the discnssion
that he falled to give his usunl court-
cous attention to Marle, Vandervyn
wus quick to make the most of the
girl's plque, The hulf-dozen Indian po-
Hee of the escort were strung out in
| front with the pack horses. e sug-
gested that It would be well to avold
the dust by getting In the lead.

EgrTi_os =

Do you believe that Marle ls
deliberately aiding the plotters
against Hardy, and do you fear
an ambuscade for the new agent
on this visit to the Indians?

(TO BE CONTINUED.)




