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OR

Bow FPeeney’s Training Won
Him His Chevrons iz an
Unexpected Skirmish.

BY
GEORGE |- PUTNAM,

December, on a West Texas prairie,
under a grey wind-streaked sky awn-
ing. Brown earth, covered with grey,
dry moss and uphappy mesquite,
stretching away with low. indistinct
undulations to the horizon's confining
distance. That was the boundary
line, and it drew a circle about the
6pot where the paymaster of the Mili-
tary Department of Texas, with his),
picked escort of a dozen sinewy men
in blue and brown was pitching camp -
for the night

His wall tent was raised. and the
money chest contaiping pay for the'
soldiers of the department was under-
neath his bunk, and he stood erect {n
front of the tent eyeing the rise of the
Sibley, the cutiing of wood, th* hob-
bling of the mules, the kneading of
camp bread on the level tailboard of
the wagon with ghe keen dellght of
the professional soldier in the little
hardships that make up the active
part of his existence. A man of re-
eponsibbilities. he thought of pussible
danger from highwaymen, and then
let his glance range again over his
little command They were unhand-
some men ingraidd with powder yet
possesging the peculiar alertness that
btefits soldiers. and caring for their
rifles with affectionate solicitude As
the paymaster took this in be noddel
to bimself and whispered that he
guessed —they— would —do.

The sergeant of the escort came and
stood before him and made a salute
that knew no bounds to military
courtliness The paymaster responded
mechanically. he was not good at a

salute. “What s it, Sergeant*®’
“B8ome of the men, sir, are grumbl-
l“—"—‘"
-:“vh.tnr

“A litte, sir, about the grub.
ttey're sick of rations.”

“Ah Bread. beans and bacon. eh®”

“Yes, sir There are some good
hunters in the party, sir. and {f they
eould go ahead down the canon (o-
morrow morping, say an hour before
daylight, they might get a deer.”

Now the paymaster wis a brarvo
man with the knife and fork. and he
kpew the value of deer steak. brofled
on a stick over the camp fire of mes-
quite roota. But he was three days
from the last fort and four from the
next, and all the art and sclence of
‘war was agalnst a division of force
at such distance from support He
temporised- -and was lost Who says
deer® Who thinks 80"’ he asked. In-
credulously.

*““Armstrong. flr. and Hakkerson and
Feeney and Gutter would be In the
party. for they're great chums sir t(hat
will leave us eight.”

Say

“Huh' Armstrong and {akkerson
—best men ['ve got Well. 1 dono't
see why not’™ The memmaory of  ‘ia

last camp venison olled the connection
between brain and stomach tilled his
mouth with the sweet julce of reipem-
brance. “All right—let them go.”

**Yes, sir."” The rcergeani swept
heaven and earth with another salute,
and removed himself to the circle o!f
the enlisted men. Deecp grunts of ap-
proval marked the delivervy of the pay-
master's permission. Then night fell;
a running guard was establisbed;
pipes were out; the camp siumbered
trustfully in its charmed circle,
watched over by the Infinite.

The earth had yet on his
mask of sleep when the four stole
out the next morning their belts
buckled over a cold biscuit and hut
ceffee. All was dark, tmpenetrably
grey. At a rod's distance they could
not have seen camp. But iney went
confidently, proud of the distinction
cast upon them. Armstrong vas the
Jeader; he knew the country. So did
Hakkerson, but Armstrong had brains
in his head, and Hakkerscn had only
a soldier’s drill machine. Feeney and
Gutter tramped along on either side
of these men. It was a mark of favor
to be in a party that had Armstrong
at its head. .

“'Tis a lucky number we are,” re-
marked Feeney, presently, his head
tull of great game. “‘Four av us. We'll
quarter th' shtage, an’ nothin’ can
eahkape.”

“You take your cue from the old
man,” rejoined Armstrong. He got
hold of Feeney’'s masaive shoulder and

ed him ahead down the road.
've got to keep a lively gait for
five miles before we strike the place
where we lay for our meat. Ebh, Hak?”

“Jus’' er bout so,” growled Hakker-
son.

“That's where Dead Man’'s Gully—
another canon—runs into this,” Arm-
strong continued. ‘*“The likeliest apot
1 know. And we'll lie behind the
rocks opposite, and crack away at
everything that shows.”

“An’ mine’s th’ firat skst at a deer,
remimber,” {nterrupted Feeney. ‘°Tis
me inthroduction to h' counthry, bein
only a recrujt, an’ th’ courtesy is due.”

Hakkerson expelled two gruuts,
which stood him for a laugh. “'F yu
don’t score on the first shot, yu cn
have twenty more, an’ twenty after
that. We woa't hinder. He won’t
stan’ beln’ shot at like or target.”

The gquartette laughed, and Feeney
playfully applied the butt of Afs gun to
Hakkerson as a propelling force

death

fat. Beright:llhudﬂhﬁtyerj;vs
pace ter th' lift fur that. I cud, ye
know.”

“0Oh, yes I know,” sald Hakkerson,
grunting amiably.

The roed lay across the prairie with
slight regard to undulations, till sud-
denly, it dipped behind one ané never
tose sgain. It dropped to the bottom
of a crease that showed distinctly up-
on the breast of the earth. deopening
88 it went, becoming a canon with
constantly growing walls, and fed now
and then by other canons, like trib-
utary streams. It widened in places to
extensive meadows, then narrowed to
a pass. Through the heavy grass of
the canon bottom, the wagon track
wandered from side to side, seeking
the line of least resistance. It round-

a jutting shoulder of rock on the
left and then veered sharply in be-
hind it. close to the mouth of Dead
Man's Gully. Here the party left it
and made straight for the rough wall
opposite.

A bachelor jack rabbit, roused from
his sicep in the long grass, galloped
awa) to u safe distance and sat up,
coching his long ears s.spiciously, a
prairi~ hen whirred heaviiy up, and in
the brush of the dry water-cgurse a
covey of Yue quail ran about and
pecped fearfully at the men crashing
! through. Without delay yet casting ap-

preciative glances about. the men kept
{on through the tall grass, down the
steep bank of the water channel up
the other side, and still on, hall-way
up the canon bluff, until they reached
a shelf of rock and thin soll. support-
| ing some scrubby bushes. There they
'lay down, stretching themselves com-

fortably behind the patural screen and

| tenderly disposing their rifies by their
sides The grey in the east had lifted
and streaks of orange proclaimed the
coming of the sun. They drew in deep
elastic breaths of the cool air, and
nodded knowingly at one another, for
they had the satistaction of robust
men {n & warm comradeship, and the
successful develolpment of a plan.
They spoke {n low wary tones.

**Six hunder t' ther gully " Hakker-
son, squlnting Lhe d\st.ance and finger-

Armstrong nodded. Six bundred
good, and a point of windage—a nine
o'clock wind.” His own sights wero
already set.

**Wud ye use th' peep?’
Feeney, anxiously.

“Peep? No. Open sight.”

“Well, here goes fur a sightin’' shot.
onyway.” continued FKeeney. poking
his rifle forward and glancing along
the barrel.

*“Gn, gn.” laughed Hakkerson. dis-
dainfully, and Feeney stopped to
glare at him. “Befo’ yu ¢'d git er-
nother ca'tFidge in ther breech th’
deer'd be ten miles off. H's just hid-
in’ bhin' th' rocks, now, keep an eye
fer ‘im, rukie,” concluded Hakkerson,
with a wink of intelligence to Arm-
strong. The wink convulsed Gutter:
he laughed Iinwardly until the shelf
shook and small stones rattled down
the slope. From lack of space and
the necesasities of the occasion, Ferney
could do no more than brandish a
huge red fist threateningly, and grin
at everybody. Armstrong restored tho
balance.

“My words better than a shot.' hea
said. 'Six hundred yards it is. W've
been here before ' He looked signif-
fcantly at Hakkerson; and Hakkerson
responded with a nod to show that he
remembered.

Feeney mused.

demanded

“Wud a mon come
twict t° his disolit reglon® An’ for
why* An' th' name av it yander -
Dead Mon Gully Why is it no, now*"

“Oh there was 8 dead man there
once when we were here bhefore, |
reckon. ° Armsrong hazarded

“Go on, go on wid th' shtory.” rald
Feeney. But Armstrong was intent-
ly scanning the ravines and ridges by
the growing light Seelng this. Hak
kerson growled—

“Southin’. There man was in ther
gardhouse to McKavett. He wres a
murderer, an’ a deserter. w'irh  wasg
ther wurst thing erbout '‘'m An’ he
dug out one night, stole er hoss in ther
cavalry corral, an' come this way.
headin’ fu ther Rio Grande. We ov-
ertuk 'im 'ere, ‘e com the Gully an’

i we ther reglar road, which is
shorter. Then we went back an’
reports ter ther Colonel—I was ser-
geant of ther defall, 'twas on mv 'ast

enlistment—an’ I reports ter 'tm. ‘Tol-
onel,’ saye I, ‘I cudn’'t bring that de-
serter back: he got ercross ther
river.’ [ dido't hav ter say what riv-

I er. Fer er minut ther Colonel was

still, an’ then he says. ‘Very well,

Bargeant, | know yer done yer duty’

By his eye I knew he was on to me!

‘Yes, sir,’ says I. an’ “That will do.’ he

An' fur some reagon, since then, in our
rig'mint, it's ben Dead Man’s Gully.”

There was a little pause during
which Hakkerson wetted a cartridge
in his mouth, slipped it into the gap-
ing chamber of his gun, and closed the
breech-block upon it noiselessly. Then
Feeney winked lovingly upon his com-
panions.

“The wurst riccommindation av th’
sholdiery is its murtherous quality,”
said he. “An’ their shuperior officers
encourages thim in it. 8o, now, says
th’ Colonel, ‘Sargint, there’s a mon
eshkaped; ketch im or kill 'im.’ Ye
come back. ‘Colonel, I didn’'t kech
'lm.'
done yer juty.” ‘There it is. 'Tis
bloodthirstiness misbefittin’ av clvil-
ised mon.” He complacently stroked
his chin as he saw Gutter bristling
with resentment.

“What did you enlist tor?” demand-
ed the little German.

“Not from an overweenin’ deshire
t wade in gure, nor yit t*
rowlin’ wealt’ in wan mont’ av th’
year, not but what th’ emolumints
av’ th’ position was a atthraction, me
exchequer bein’ as low as yer own
brutull inshtincts. But rayther from
a desire to sarve me counthry pace-
ably, avoidin’ ti’ police. I do not ex-
aggerate whin I say I hav hild ac-
quaintance wid lvery poiicemon in th’
city av New York. Beshides o’ thot,
1 knew somethin’ av true sholderin,”
© “Yes, you did, gn, gn,” came’ mocke

“Shame o ve. pokin’ fun at a tinder J

'ln;l; from Hakkerson.

says, an’ I 'bout faces out er ther office. '

‘Very good, Sargint, I know ye|

acquire .

“vis, 1 4ld. Me knc‘x-dce Was ae-
guired behind th* footlights. On th'
wimic shitage, me friends, t° th’
strains av oecchestras an' th' idifiea-
tion av large sujinces, 1 have march-
sd in Ev'ry army since thot av Tiber-
lus. ! have appeared in sections av
v'ry azrmor an’ uniform iver made for
use or show. ! wondher now, i ye
never saw me playia’' me ingagements
at th' Bowery theatres?”’

“We never did, Fpeney:; baven't
been sast in an age, you know. Go
on,” said Armstrong. There was an
interext in the recital, lively but sub-
dued; for there was no telling at what
moment game wmight appear. But
Feeney could be ‘best occupled in
yarning.

“Well, well. ’Tis passhin’ strange—
let it passh. Ye'd niver furgot it if
ye had. Me gait was th’ admiration
av th’ house. Twas me megnifichent
shtride detarmined me upon infantry
whin I inlistid.

*Ah, but me opportunities t' study '
th’ art ap’ th’ shience av war. Th’
shtage’s th’ school. | remember th’
fasht army in which 1 tuk part—it
was composed av a single set av
foors, but me iligant manceuvers
caused it t° appear much larger—an’
we put t' fight a far greater force by
our shuperior 'quipmints an’ marchin®
qualities, pot mentionin’ th’' neshes-
sities av th’ play. We was th' Quane's
army Ah' Thot Quane!” °

“What Queen?” inquired Arm-
strong. lazlly, not taking his eyes from
thie shoulder of rocks opposite that
concealed the depth of Dead Man's
Gully.

“Th’ wan whose army we was. [I'm
not decelvin® ye, byes. There ©as a
woman {n {t.”
[ “Always i8.* came deeply
Hakkerson's beard.

' *“Yes. there was Gretchen,” whisp-
ered little Gutter, softly. But nobody
‘paid attention to bim. The story of

Gretchen was familiar in barracks,
and caused Gutter to be alternately
. laughed at and pitied. Armstrong
alone made no response to the sentl-
ment; he might have sald more than
all the others it he would, but that 18
the kind of man who says nothing.

Feenney continued. *“Th' Quane av
thim parts was riprisintea by Miss
Della O'Flynn; thot's & bit av family
history—her shtage name was far
diffrunt. She was th' thrue Imper-
saration av royalty. In bher prisince
was th' imbodiment av all that's reg-
al. At thot time she was receivin’
twinty dollars A wake an me addrissis,
which was no shmall conshideration,
an' | flatthered mesilf she was not im-
parvious to me solishitations. We
was on th' best av terms—familiar, ye
know—>but at th' lasht she shtruck me
as beln’ a thrifle too much so. An'l
casht her aff.”

“Cn. gn,” was heard from Hakker-
son. Feeney rolled a doubtful eye up-
on him.

“] casht her aff,” he repeated, firm-
1y. Hmkkerson was silent.

Foeneoy resumed. “Th' way it wint,
now. In th’ foorth act, as th' srmy
was about t' deliver its final charge
aganist th' inimy, th’ Quane wud ap-

tt rough

pear at th’ back ov th' shtage ina
tabloo wid rid fire, th’' {ncarnation av
victory. An’ thot night, there was

some shtage business not on th' bills.
1 think th' Quane—an’ ! mane no dish-
respec'—musht hav ben undher th’ in-
floo'nce to a degreo. It cudn’'t have
ben me. for 1'd charged along th' same
crack av th' flure iv'ry night for a
wake, an' | knew me groun’ But
that night whin I charged, there was
the Quane planted like th' Goddess
av Liberty —glory to her—in me path.
I cud mot dodge aroun’ for | was
chargin’ flercely, an’ she wud not
budge. bein' as she helleved, {n a tab-
loo. Io th' predickymint I shiipped
me arm about her waist—'twas an
armful for ye'—whispered ‘By yer
lave me darlin' shwept her t' wan side
an’ presshed on. Victory ristld wid
us, ap' th' curtain fell.

“There was no word in th' knnwn
world bad enough for me thin. 8he
laid bher tongue to a few she thought
on alfhand. but they were unshatis-
factory to her; | was shatisfied. Thin
she wint so far as to casht ashperions
on me pretensions to histrionic ability,
till 1 was nigh losin’ me tmper wid
her.

Yo havmn’t th’ sinse av an actor

por th’ shpunk av a sholdier!’ she
shricked at mae.
« 'Tig yure opinion only,’ said I,

calm like. "T'was so it wint.

] got me dhcha.rgo from th’ theatre
thot night an’ I soon found th’' Quane
had squared me at all th' rist. Nivver
was sich a time. ‘Th’ whole lingth av
th’ Bowery, th’ shiage dures was
locked aginst me. Not even a job ay
gladdyater in a dime musheum-—she
might hav lift me that. But no; the
Quane Bad tuk me trick, an’ I was
out av th' game.

| *“Wan day I passhed a recruitin’ of-
fice. There was th’ flag, an’ th’ sign,
‘Sholdiers wantid for th' Unitid Shtates
Army.’ A nate swate little curly cor-
p'ril shtood in th' dure advertisin’ th’
place, l{ke th’ wooden Injin av a cigar
shtore. I tuk ‘im in wid me eye as{
passhed; he looked like he's shtruck
a fat jod. ‘The shpunk av a shoidfer?
1 commauned wid mesilf, suddin Iike,
‘I hov £t an’ in I wint’

*] was not mishtaken. Th’ phy=‘cal
examination was only butther to me
cakes, an’ the moral was aonly & make-
belave. 1 sold me old clothes to a Jew
for fifty cents an’ chated him, too; an’
that was a clane half dolilar more
than | had to me name hefurs th'trade.
,’An’ here I am. Don't you think that

deers delayin’ th’ game onneces-
sharily ?”

Across the walley come the clatter
of loose rolling rock fragments be-
hind the shoulder at the mouth of the
guily. An instant, and there sprang
to the ridge-line a noble buck. He
stoad there, alert, tense, proudly erect, |

winding the walley.
sgaints! What a shot!” breathed
Feeney, snuggling his rifle. "Squ’lre

on th' shky line! Oh, thim antlers!
What's th' matter wid me? I shake
like a chill, an’ 'm all av & ahwut.

interposed the gsnerous thickness of
his hand between the hammer and
the finger-pin. And when Feeney's
trembling finger jerked the trigger
there was no discharge. The Irish-
man looked up In indignant surprise
tor an explanation.

“Be gzlet,” whispered Arinstrng.
“The buck isn't feeding—he's been
scared, don't you see? What sort of an
animal do you reckon has scared him
50 Be ready. We may pot aome-
thing better.” '

Feeney started, noted the tense ox-
pectancy of his comrades, and his aur-
prise gave place to bhland comprehen-
sion. *“I do be thinkin’ now,” ho
whispered sweetly, “that ye contim-
plate a ruction. What a game ye've

played on me! Wil there be a shot
apiece? Don’t ye dare to say no!"
Up the canon the paymaster's escort
_swung suddenly into gight arourd a
sharp angle. Two men with rifies
| were. walking ahead. The wagon
: jolted heavily over the rough road;
-some of the escort sprawled atop tho

+load of camp equipage; the sound of '

their voices came down on the wind.
Close behind was the ambulance, with
the paymaster and the money-box. In
the rear, a couple of inattentive men
plodded along at a convenient distance
for belng cut off. The¢ procession
moved with an air of security that
made Armstrong and Hakkergon look
at each other and shake their heads
disapprovingly.

From the unseen depths of Dead
Man's Gully some crouching men
crept cautiously upon the jutting
rocky shoulder, and made a disposi-
tlon under cover. The terrified buck.
finding himself between two tires,
bounded perilously up the bluff, and
disappeared upon the levels above.
The men moved quickly and silently,
preparing to pour a fire upon the sold-
fers of the escort. They looked upon
the paymaster's money-chest &8s al-
ready theirs

Armstrong could not repress a s'gh
of satizsfaction. He kicked out geutiy
against Hakkerson, and breathed:

*Sited it about right, eh, Hak?"

Hakkerson turned his head, reveal-
ing a mouth distended with cartridges.
from the bottom of hiz throat came
the cordial answer.

*You bet! Gn, gn!”

Gutter, cuddling his rifle-stock to
bls shoulder, was crooning a ochant,
the burden of which was his joy at the
turn affairs had taken. And Feéney,
rudiant and self-possessed, whispered:

“Don't shpake ay deer huntin’' rur
a mont’. We'll shkin otarnity wid th’
cippings av thim fellles!"

Daylight had come to earth as boldly
as a bridegroom to his bride. and all
the valley was filled with light, un-
wavering, steadfast—a light that
might have been without beginning
or ending. For the four on the sheif,
time seemed to stand still. The ea-
cort wagon creaked laslly towards
the critical point; one more bend in
the road, and it would be uncovered;
the advance guard already afforded a
fair target. There was an impatient
tremor among the ambushing party on
the shoulder, which Armstrong noted.

“Ready, now,” he murmured; ‘spot
your men. Take a long brsath and an
easy sight, and plump it into 'em
hot. Now!"”

The next were moments that
quickly, and remember for all time,
As fast as heart pulses, spurts of
flame leaped from the mouths of the
riles; the reports echoed between
the confining walls in bewildering re-
duplication; gun barrels grew hot;
sulphur amoke concealed the shelf in
a white cloud; the trajectories of bul-
lets were traced by fine blue lines of
heated afr.

The escort had halted, and stood in
the road, huddied and hélpless. But
the party Iin ambush, surprised and
suffering loss, pald them no attention:

- weightier mattsrs than the looting of
& money-chest occupied them; they
hung to their position, though con-
fused and undecided. F
an intuition of this, and suddenly
sprang to his feet, and stood glarious
against the limestone clit above the

live

smoke bank, pointing with his rifie
and shouting to the escort—

“To.yure Iift! Th' rocks, thers!
Th' rocks!”

bellowed, between shots.

But Feeney had drawn & fire, and .he
came down with a suddenness that

, caused Armstrong to &ye him appre-
hensively. Feeney grinned im rich en- ‘

joyment.

“Me shtage fall,” sald he. “Ye shud
s¢e me whin in form. But thot chap's
th' divil t’' shoot; he nigh cut th’
blouse aff me arm.” And he indicated
with a certain pride a sharp, crim-
soning furrow across the shoulder.

Spurred by Feeney's words, the exn-
cort sprang into action. A sguad skur-
ried up the slope, and & converging
fire rattled its bullets into the rocky
shonlder. Then the intending looters
gave up the fight and fled, leaving
those who could not run to the chaf-
ces of mercy and death.

[ ] ® [ ® L ] [ [ ]

A half hour later, as the paymaster
and Armstrong headsd a party with,
spades to the spot, tiae paymaster
said—

“How did this happen, Armstrong?
Sald yon wanted deer, and you come
down here and fiank their position~
it doest’t Jook like chames” |

“Na, Mujor, snd it wasn’t” sald
Armstrong, “The only chince was,
would they Isy for us here?. ] knew
they’d do it somewhere.” :

“I was in town ons ni‘ib—-l’aro-w
and the bank went broke, That body
was dealer,” pitching a pebbls at an
unattractive corpse propped sgainst s
.rock. “It was just a few days before
| you paid us. You know those fellows
- generally recoup thelr losses off the
soldiers, sir? After the gasme he
asked me suddenly 1f it :nﬂ't abouy
time for 'the payniaste
said ‘yes’ mnd . the:

Uy Armatrong, 1YIBE NeXt on KM {
right, threw out Riz azwa swiftly, and |

out with Private’
wii’*i!}kﬂy
we bath knew it of Q%ﬁ«

offioar of your mﬂd@n&é" - o |
“EQ' Ml‘. ") o A
“That’s & serlous breach of dl
line. Look &t thy xisk you have m""
me run. Had [ known 1 would ha iml‘ﬁ
takea & larger escort,”
“You'd have taken a regiment, you |
old ofice soldier,” was Armstrong’s|!
thought. But aloud he said submis- |
sively, as a pli¥ate soldier should to o mh( li\'lxg%

y caught

“Lay down, you fooll” Hakkersop! Winitred, srrivtu nm st tht mdla

,zu Youcmhin all the
nt,

T ddn't]

bis superior: ¥
But then they wouldn't [PIOVed Dy the

“Yes, dir. atEh aW
bave come st um, sir, and we'd have 2(‘;’&:3 é}h 'uﬂ;gm 014

wiseed the Sght. We've done & 5003 [ipo forger nto &
job, sir. They're better dead.” ~ uighm caplured,
! The Major coughed. “Well, to ‘Q‘ an oducated man, i‘i
them out of the way of coyotes, 8AMe lry out the tole M p 2o
as though they were Christiana, Thil E&jot‘ R, traveling for hix:

is protty rocky here—-'* tending o »
“It looks ke softer digsing 4‘0“' nenos ‘Aymp;{!m
in the bottom, sfr.* Valparaiso and Per,
“So it does. Why, there's & mound /acs, offivial and wnofcial
already that looks like & grave,” . ted om him; he ‘war.wxipp
« “Yes, sir; we'll put.them alongside, |ters of introduction to the
They'll be goed company.” 11;0 in thtﬁ l\}:wah“g:g o
The Maior started. *¢ Food~— [there was to e na g
That mou:fln—-" Be ﬂ’%&l furw. ha set out.
Armstrong grinned. “He was some- I &IT n Buenos A
thing of a murderer himselt, and a de- | tOVered that this man hd
serter. | was here once befare, sir.” |128EuUeS: up m‘;ﬁ; TEving
“Well,” sald the Major, “F1l forgive | ¥ack: “‘;“’““ ny:d
your duplicity, and call it strategy. g;":; Dgnggh:’:’ clero,
mn:f-fg? good for the ranks, Arm-~ would-be Major R pen

“And not good enough for anything loter of ntroduction.

I akin

eise. Major. I know It.” And he i‘:& ﬁtﬂigﬁuagﬁ&a?nﬁ‘ - Qﬁﬂi&
turned away to superintend the burial and casuslly, to Avert ausp 5
wuad |dny he arked him opetly
¢ s * s » position in life Bad not bes
ln due course, the paymaster had ferent frowa that In whic
to- explain the unauthoried use of so him. as hin gpesch and
many Government cartridgss, and he those of & nunumn* g

gave proper credit to all concerned, o 5
But Feeney's gallantry in warniug tbt
escort Decame noted in the papers;
(the pmragraphs smacked of the the<
atrical advance agent); and it. was ey~
en spread upon the regimental records.
When the first vacancy lo company
non. coms. occcurred. Feaney gotacor-
porals warrant; and the point of the
chevron comes just high enough to ,

ey, and tonk 4
:%xav; h: lsntm:;:e&hl
ast hotels- ay Kuse )
tioned to him mﬁdﬂﬂt} that
wished to mvut a :lom dg’:

cover the tender spot on his lhoulder.
In the light of all Feeney mnep
largely to himself, and says In 2
superior strain:
“For th’' right thrainin® av sholdiers
th' ahtage's th’ school. I'm & grad- .
diate, an’ Juk at me."”
Armstrong and Hakkerson sit on g Ioﬁt. - '
the back porch of the barcacks amok- At len—l Whﬁll
fog thedr pipes, and say cheyrons arq egm othae .possible
not worth having, anyway. m’i x&r‘mw
captain of the Bri
.A. ’S 1 Ing thary, “d
AN RTIS’I‘ MODE 4 og Sttt
“Ploase, do you« nood a moch" .h‘d‘ the leas .
asked m aweet voloe, and an instant 2 ' '
later Ralph Orton saw the lovelicat .
face framed in by dancln; gojdexn;
curla. ¢
He stood an {nstant, lost ih upt ade vi
miration; then the overwhelming des
sire to paint her, his {deal, seised him. ®
“Returz in Lalf &n bour,” and she
tunt:‘od ;way, a bright, winsome light
oh hor face.
Orton, with wealth and friends on ﬁ?;“ o
every hand, had chosen art as his rp- hurt
fession, and was now in the zenith of ‘tea
his fame. Scf::l Yit‘d«"
His fiancee, Irene Howard, was pog- $AT AR
ing for him, but her face lacked the 9%'9‘ Mhhimval ﬁwiilﬁ
delicate feeling which he sought, For, © "&"'d'l‘g‘m‘
while Irene was beautiful, still, under “'r?.}ug 'ut K o
her charming exterior  there ltrked hm‘g 1:““ 3“ 16
a heart that was cruel and hard.
just in time,”
Ah! but now he had seen the “l(lr- “Well, no, Mr. 4., ml‘m‘n
guerite’ of his dreamns! ﬁ a‘- (;,‘ulhn“ ktk?'] ldgtmg:g;«
With consuming anxiety Ralph don't this X0 ¥
waited. Why did she{pot come? But atay hers zn the ‘Boat and Hetes 10 ¢
at last his impatience was rewarded, music while yo .~ M
Winifred Grey was an orphap, and ). 3% thie oficet
the mole support of an aged. grand~
mother. She was wejl loved in: the
studios, where her gentls ways 'won:

A
As the sittings went on, tha-plcture -
progressed rapidly; so also did the ac:, £ '
quaintance, and from mere friendif. Dected
ness Ralph soon found that he myw sum..: 2
85 never before, but, tog honorable to
break his plighted vows, b, puln‘q In
ollencs. e
one day, ameiled smoke;. turning.to ;
Tetzace her steaps, she hémrd:the- door :fink
closed and the key turnéd, sud xlow) otadnl
exultant laugh startled her. > .- 2. 1"* the
“Ha, hs, my pretty bira; ‘trﬁ"ppéd‘”
 last! Now will yoy'. omz
| Beat your dainty wings aﬂd cry* ‘bt
it will be in vain, Hs, Bat”" |
® o+ & ¢ .,‘q;‘»‘ﬁ

roundings were all ltunxe, 0 was thp.
the kind-looking lady who smoothed thede
back her bair. To Winitred's auqutm tm
the gemtle answer came: ‘I wm I8
Ralph’s mother and you are at:his-®
home. Now rest, dear,” and wlth IF' .
kiss she left lur. o

pleasant anvironments; mﬁ 008 wnw
itred heard of the firs and - Trens'is
treachery; aleo the old, sweel story.

{which ia 0ld, but ever new) of m‘”},m
Mnmmatwnwm w 1. ,ﬁ
firelight falls softly on jlg 3 KW
softly, * My mmwu Togid, W

fave for her. ’
Winifred fa now married and mmy
The piace of Romor in hef 'garior

filled by the “Murguérite,” mmnw

band draws his wife 6 ki, * and &

glaneing st ﬂmfe mw{

almost fost yomw, but’ now m~ *s ‘

mine fomcr tnd awr." R

“But vhy dom

bisk yoit ieed oﬂ_z‘gw
mpt&ct@look foi: gta wer

Nivver mind. Armtron:,

sl
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