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CHAPTER XVI.

Even as he klsscd her In return he
paw the startled glanee that she cast
behind her, and, following It with his
eyes, e saw u tall Bgure in uniform
‘ from the recesses of the orls
he stood face to [hee

Clnerge
Boee; nnd npuln
with Kellermnn

Klennor relensed him and stood, still
clinglng to him, at his side, hek hand
drawn through his arm. The contrast
the twao WHUN exiraor

between wmen

ginary. Kellermun looked as if he hod
Just stepped dote his unlfori; his
gloved hoands, his adjusted bell, the

crenses In hils tunle were those of the
Looking nt Mark, bhe saw
opnlznhle

fushilon-pinte
a dirty, grimed
flgure, with wniform that hung ol
him In great tatters, blotehed
ptuined with blood

wYou sald he wonld not come back !
rried Eleanor. “You see he hns come
bk What have you to say taore?”

“You misunderstood me, Eleanor—"*

mlinost unres

.

“l understand ysu now for the fOrst |
I Hked you, Mnjor |

tme In my Nfe
Kellerman, 1 trusted youn and 1 be
leved In you. When you told me that
you were working to get Caplain Wal
luce hisn recogultion 1 glud, nnd
proud of you both, and huppy. What
did you do?”’

“What did he do? erled Kellerman
Furtouxly “Why should you belleve
evil things of me, because he
them

“He never spoke one word agnins
’nli 1*

“When the decision has already beer
mnde by an impurtinl court, anxious b
clear a soldler's character, If that wers
{-n“ﬂ-h'?“

“Becanuse I have a woman's Instinet,
Muo jor Kellerman,™

“Enough of this,” Interposed Mark
*What are you dolng here, sir?”

He snoapped the last word Iy
rony so bitter that Kellermwan winesd

“Ho you've cheated the firing party
Private Weston!" he sald, with his
hubltunl sneer,

“0), eall me Mark while you're abhout
n"- () |-Tt.'j-l' re
member that 1 no longer under
your command, nor a soldler In the
Alnerienn army Technlenlly 1 nm n
fend man, Major Kellerman, and dend
men—"

“Tell no tules, eh?”
lermun savagely, “Well, here we stand
twnn to man, and the conditions war
runt plain spen’ ing. It s oot my bus
ness to plae you under arrest. But, If
1 do ®o, you ar sware that your Hfs
will be worth “bout flve minutes” pur
rhase, So go, Mre, Weston, or Wallace
pr whatever you
wIf Miss Elennor here
word that will =et you free
In this confusion you will have o rea
ponable chance to escape, with those
rendy wils of yours,”™

“T'he one word ¥ Eleanor gnspedd,

“The one word ‘yes"" responded Kel-
lerman,

wns

mule!

nnswered Wallaee
nm

t|'--|u<“|!|'-l ];r"

snys the

Gio—amld

*1 will never become your wife, Ma- |

!ﬁ Kellerman.”

*8o0 vou told me the other day, after

leading me to suppose that It was your
Intention,” answered Kellermnn ensily
“Stop, Mr. Weston, If yoi please, ano
let me finisl Waur doesn't leave much
senthmentslit o man, We know what
life I8 worth, and we know that life's
a maltter of Larguining. When
were In Ameriea 1 might have accepted
my dismissal, Eleanor. But here
three stand under the naked heaven,
like ants on a hill.  All artificlal dis-
tinctions have fallen away. 've loved
you for muny months, Eleanor, and 1
waunt to marry you, That's the bald
truth of It, In order to persunde you,
I o willing to let this gentlemnn es
enpe—to facllitute his escape, even to
muke our murringe dependent on my
success. That's falr, Isn't 1t? A,
what have you agninst me? 1Is It my
fault that he was court-martinled and
sentenced to death for striking an of-
ﬂn-r?"

The man's efflrontery took Mark's
breanth away,

“My answer,” responded Eleanor
steadily, “is ‘no.’ And even If you could
#end him to his denth It would still be
‘no.' Becnuse he himself would wish
that, But you ean't harm him, Some-
thing convinees me that all the harm
that has come to him has come from
you, And It tells me, too, that your
power has ended. *No, Is my answer,”

“And yours, Mr. Weston?" asked
Kellerman, looking at Mark,

Mark, unable to reply, polnted toward
the opening of the recess, Kellerman
turned and strode toward it. Then he
turned.

“There's one thing more to say,” he
pald, “Your action In dismissing me,
Miss Howard, savors of the romantle
drama. Your life has been a romantie
one, with a certnin high-strung ldeal-
fsm In It, due to the clrenmsiances of
your upbringing. It was that, I be-
Meve, which muade you think it your

Wi

W

e A o SZama-awerse) l

wit |

all yvourself now, Go
il |

| “It's

I'lll)’ to Tollow )‘l!ll?‘ "';l.,l.i.-ﬂ futher's
unit to the front, 1 think you ought to
know who you nre, Your father died
on the battlelleld of Santingo,. He was
n Tugitive from Justice. He was the
notorious Humpton™

Muork uttered n ery. He sprang lo-
wiurd Kellermonn, but Kellerman dealt
him n blow that sent bl stumbling
nmong the hricks,

“Ihot's 0 le, Kellerman 1" sald Colo-
| nel*Hownrd quletly,
| The old Colonel’'s eyes were wide
open.  He Inid his hands laboriously
| upon the edge of the brick wall and,

with n great effort, ralsed bliself to

hin feet,
I "That's a le,” he repeated

“It Is no e, Colonel Howard, You

told the whole story to Captain Wal-
| Inee in the hospital tent, Never mind
| how 1 know, 1 know."

: “You damned, dirty spy!” sald the
| old Colonel,

| A confession,” answered Kellerman
| blandly, *“Your words were strong
[ ones, Colonel Howard, Deny thers If
you enn. You sald, ‘A thousand years
of hell wouldn't atone for that erlme,’

You sald ‘it was ealeulated, cold-
!hlmulml deliberation,” You sald, “The
| enne ngulnst Hampton was absolutely

proven, He was to have been hanged
|un soon ne we eaplured Santiago. He
[ was born rotten. He sold hls couptry
1||u puy his ganmbling debts’ And you
enlled him by the worst noime one man
enn eall another. That was why you
tried to persunde Mark Wallaee not to
adopt Humpton's child, Like father,
ke doughter.”

He swung round upon Eleanor, and
| for the first time seemed to lose his
welf-control,

“Ihat's who yon are!™ he erled, “The
child of o wretehed trnltor, who worked

|
|
|
|

“The Child of a Wretched Traitor™

in the war department with Colonel
Hownrd nud e, o man without lllrlhlr.
entungled with a wretched woman spy,
And that man—
your adopted father, whom you love
unl him In turn,
witched him, letters, went
through snnred hilmn,
him to his de-
und adopted you"

|
| whe sold our secreis

revere,  spled
rend

prockets,

on
;Ii“
his
L trupped him, brought
serls

Eleanor staggered toward the Colo-
nel, her arms rubocd lmploringly, and
eried In n choking

“*Say It's untrue!
untroe ™

“It's n damned e sald the Colonel
but there was not the least conviction
In his volee,

“Tell me the truth 1™

true, then—Iit's more or less
snld Howard wearlly,
“It's not true ! shouted Mark, *Re
| member, Colonel, the man's fuce had
been practieally Mlown away. How do
we kunow that It was Haumpton who

wns with the ehild? Tt might

virlite

Only say that it's

| true,”

have

and we ean't know, 've never belleved
it. 1 wounldn't ever dare to let mysoit
belleve 0"

“You found his papers,” sald Kellor-
nun.

Nobhody answered him. Eleanor went

to his, “Tell me what you think, Cap-
taln Mark,” she pleaded,

And onee more Mark was mute, She
rend his fuce as If by Inches. She
turned toward Kellerman, “Now will
you go?" she asked,

Kellerman saluted her with moek
formality. “I'll go,” he sald, “but he's
spent his chance. A spy's daughter
und a spy's—"

The ambulance bearers appenred at
the entrance to the recess, They hore
a streteher, Propped up o it swathed
in a bloody clout of bandages, was
Hartley,

“There he 181" he eried, pointing his
hand in triumph. *I knew he'd come
this way. He's here, gir!™ he erled to
some one ontslde the orifice,

The stretcher bearers set down thelr
burden on a ledge of the wall, Iato
the little place strode the General,

His appearance there exercised a
paralyzing efMeet upon them all,
lerman was the first to recover his self-
possession, e saluted stiMy.

“This man,” he sald,
Mark, “Is the prisoner who was to have
been executed this morning.”

toward Mark and clasped him by the
hand,

Kellerman gulped and moved toward
the entrance for the last time, The
Genernl tnrned,

“Halt, sir!” he commanded, “Colopel
Howard, will you have the goodness to

go to the man on the—why, 1 beg your
pardon, Colonel! Not badly hurt "

|

HWNoMng much, flr) uliswired the
Colonel, attempting to make the pas-
Hi e,

The Genernl gnve him his arm o4
assisted him, and, when he stood stil,
plueed one arm about him to steady
him.

“I'o you recognize that man?' he
asked,

The Colonel wtiffened; Kellerman
fell back agaulnst the wall,

“Ax I'm a living man,” erled Colo-
nel Howard, “it's Humpton 1"

CHAPTER XVII.

Hartley sat up on the stretcher and
fixed his eyes on Howard's fauce, Jt
wns evident that he was desperately
wonnded. One of the orderlies kneeled
beside him and held him,

“Tlils man,” anld the Genernl, chew-
Ing nt his mustache In emotion whica
he conld not altogether hide, “was opee
on officer In the serviee of our coup-
try. He wan engaged in confidential
work In the war department. e was
necused  of  esplonage—unjostly ac-
cused.”

With a low cry Eleanor rushed for-
ward and kneeled beside the stricken
man ; she placed her arms about hna
and drew his head down upon her
shoulder, looking plteonsly into the
wenry eyes. Humpton ralsed her hand
to his lips and kissed It

“Unjustly accused,” repeated the
General,  “Major Kellerman, stand to
attentlon, sir!  You shall be heard
Inter. He was the vietim of the Syw-
tem, which was even then Inying s
plans In Washington., He was the vi-
tim of a woman named Morshelm—
Hilda Morshelm, whose activities were
well known, though we could then do
nething to counternct them. She made
n specialty of luring young officers Into
gumbling dens, winning Iarge sums
from them, and thus lending them
down the slope toward disgrace and
death,

“She had a eonfederate who wan
highly plnced In the war department.
When, by thelr united efforts, they
fulled to make a traltor of Captain
Hampton, they compassed his rain.
How they did so I peed not describe
now., The facts are of record; It Is
enough to say that they succeeded,
Haompton was driven Into exile; but
they were not satisfied with that, They
broke his eareer, they drove him from
the company of ull decent men, Buat
that wns not enough. They broke his
wife's heart ; she dled. They made his

name one of execratlon. 8Still they
were not satisfied. With devilish In-
genuity they sought to cover thelr

tracks by making It appear that Hamp-
ton was £till earrving on his trade, still
selling government secrets. You see
why, Colonel? he continued, turning
to Hownrd, *“Because they themselves
were continuing thelr vile work, and
the new leakages had to be accounted
for."

Kellerman, ghastly white, leaned
agninst the brick wall: he was fum-
bling nervously In his tunle pocket.

“l suppose, sir, that you are accus-

Ing—" he begnn.

“He sllent, sir! Gentlemen,” he con-
tinued, addressing Mark and the Colo-
nel, “you are Interested In knowing
what happened to this man Hampton
He could pot rid himself of the belief
that Justice, though slow, Is pretty
sure. He had falth in God, Unfortu-
nately he hod less falth in himself, Am
I wronging yon, Hampton?' he con-
tinued, addressing Hartley,

“No, sir,” muttered the man on the
streteher, feebly,

“He wishes me to tell the whole
story. He went to Cuba and flung In
his lot with the rebels, He became
disgusted with their means and meth-
ods, obtalned a pardon from General
Weyler, and took up his residence in

Santingo. The outbreak of the war
surpeised him there. He knew that

Santinge would fall, and he had been
warned that he would receive short
shrift at the hands of our people,

“He longed for death, but he had two

Fthings that Kept alive the desire for

been nnother. We don't know for !-'!I"l‘.'

up to Mark and ralsed her white face |

Kol- |

life. One was his child, the other the
desire for vindication, which had be-

come 1 monomanin, Me tried to escape
Into the jungle. He saw that It was
hopwleas, -

“He was hiding in a little hut wher
he heard footsteps. An Ameriean sol
dier, who had strayved from his com
pany, was coming into the clearing. At
that moment a stray bullet eaught him
in the head, killing him
Hampton saw his chanee,
the dead man's elothing and put it on
he dressed the body In his own. He
knew that by this means he could pass
through the Jines In the guise of g

begged, ax he Ba®l iever begeed any-

one, that she would vindicate hig
name,™
There: was n stillness a8 of utter

death Inside the Httle cave,

“Bhe muw In him one of those neefol
eples such as her organization
broken men with Inslde knowledge of
Bhe nsed him, held oot
promlses, broke them; In his despalr
he mude himself a slave 1o her and—
and her confedernte, forgetting hig
manhood and what he had heen, Thne
and agnin they broke falth with him.
He had Just realized that he had nothe
Ing to hope for from them when Cap-
tain Wallace appeared on the scene”

“Yes, he was a rotten dog, sir,” sald
Kellerman, with the ghost of a smile,
“Is Is on such evidence that you pre-
sume—7¢"

“Nao, sir, It 18 not!” thundered the
General. “It Is on the evidence of the
womun Hilda Morshelm, allas Kenson,
secured by Hamptom under elreum-
stances which—"

Kellerman nttered a low ery; he was
trembling now, and all his bravado
secmed to have oozed away.

“This woman, strangely enough,
loved her confederute,” went on the
Genernl remorselessly, fixing his eyes
full on Kellerman's now, while Keller-
man blinked like a bat in duylight, and
turned his head weakly from side to

nsed,

couditions,

glde, as If under the intolerable ~lare
of a searchlight. “Her cla. v on Lim
were strong enough, God knows! She

wanted hin. te parry her, to take her
away from the old scenes that they
might have a chanee to redeem thelr
wretched lives together, He had prom-
Ised her that so many times—and the
worst of women I8 as wax in the hands
of the man she loves,

“But he had become Infatuated with
another, with a girl as much above him
a"-_-ll

With a ery that seemed hardly hu-
man Colonel Howard sprang toward
Kellermun, his fingers twitching as If
he sought to fasten them about his
throat. Mark eaught him and held him,
while the old man swayed to and fro,
his outstretched srm extended toward
Kellerman as if In imprecation,

Eleanor, at Hartley's side, did not
even look toward them,

“This woman, Morshelm—EKenson—
whitever you call her, came to France,
upon recelpt of a message which had

“You Are Under Arrest”

cut her to the heart, shown her the
hopelessness of her dreams, and taught
her that the one man in whom she had
believed was worthless clay,
her Justice, let us sgppose that, even
in her worst acts, she had been suse

| talned by a sense of duty to her comm-
LTy,

| at a village not far distant.

Instantly, |
He took oft|

wounded man, until ne had a chance to |

get rid of his uniform In the cabin of
some Cuban, who would be only toe
well pleased to give him some rags In
exchange for It. And, leaving his
money and papers on the dead man, he
knew that he left his identity behind,
for the pullet had destroyed the fea-
tures,

“There was the child—but Hampton
knew that he could take her no fur
ther. With the Americans she would

recelve food—which he had not—and |

shelter and protection. Afterward he
would regaln her. He lurked in the
bushes until he saw Captain Wallace
appear, watched him, trusted him, and
went away.

“He learned of the child's adoption, |

and for years he haunted her home,
her school, all places that were her

. residence, ever craving her, ever re
strained by the realization that, till his |

pointing to |

The Genernl, without a word, strode |

name was cleared, he had no right to
her. His ldea of vindication had be
come, as I sald, a monomania.

“Now, gentlemen, I have little time '

to spare, but I must earry this story
to the end. I sald that he had less
faith in himself than he had In God.
Onece, for three years, Hampton lost
his child. She had gone to San Fran-
clgeco. In his despalr he went to Wash-
ington, he sought out Hilda Morsheim,

“She met her confederate In an inn
Frantie
at her appearance, he induced her to
let him drive her back through the
lines, and on the way renewed his lying
promises, This time she doubted him.

“T'wo men had overheard their con-
versatlon, One was Captain Wallace,
whom the pair had broken as they
broke poor Hampton, Him the traitor
had seen, and he devised a scheme to
send him to the trenches and contrive
to have him sent on a false and fatal
errand. With that point T shall not
now deal. The other man was Hamp-
ton, who had enlisted under an alias,
In the belief that he would obtain a
clue that would unmask the traitor, He
contrived to go back through the lines,
found the woman, and somehow—per-
haps by God's wonderful merey—ob-
tained her signed confession—which 1
have here, in full ™

He wheeled upon Kellerman, “Ma-
Jor Kellerman,” he =aid in a deep volce
that vibrated almost with plty, so
charged with significance that ifs
meaning could not escape either How-
ard or Mark, “you are under arrest.
You will go toward your quarters, first
removing your belt and arms."”

Kellerman saluted weakly and stum-
bled out of the cave. The General
looked at Mark,

“The soldier Weston receives a free
and full pardon for his valor In the
fleld this day,” he said. “He is also
discharged honorably from the service
of the United States government.”

Mark looked at the general in as-
tonlshment; this was the last thing
that he desired,

To do |

experts.

f of the fat.

[ | as beef.

Il from him.
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¢ Cattle Buying for
Swift & Company ||

' Swift & Company buys more than
(i 9000 head of cattle, on an average,
B every market day.

Both must know market conditions \
for live stock and meat throughout the b |
country. The buyer must know where |
i the different qualities, |
' kinds of cattle can be best marketed ,

,- If the buyer pays more than the M
il animal is worth, the packer loses money I
on it. If he offers less, another packer, !

or a shipper or fecder, gets it away

¢ If the seller accep!s too little, the live- i
stock raiser gets les: than he is entitled
If he holds out ‘or more than it is 1
I worth, he fails to m ke a sale. it

A variation of a fe ¥ cents in the price »
per hundred pounds is a matter of vitas |
importance to the | acker, because it il
means the difference between profit b

|| Swift & Company, |
i U. S A

Each one of them is “sized up” by

Both the packer's buyer and the i
commission salesman must judge what '
amount of meat each animal will yield, |
and how fine it will be, the grading of v
the hide, and the quantity and quality

weights, and
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| Damewood, Bernice

Star shearer, Harry Damewood, Bertha
\llen, Fairy D Wieks, Miles Hunt, I. W,
Flis Frank Wicks, Ida M | Hunt, Mrs, L. W
verr, Clvde Willinms, Frank | Hunt, Johnnie
Owen, Mrs. 1. D Vannosman, Frank Mitehell, Gladyas

teher, Miles | - Pugh, Mr. and Mrs, 1

15t r, Mrs. Miles, Sr | Wildwood Pugh, N. D,
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Stewnrt, J. B, Cameron, C. J, Whitlock, Avanello
Stewart, Magyie | Cameron, Mrs. C, J, Continued next week
Spahr, Hattia Dumewood, J. E.

resuine your duties on the headquur-l

ters stafl.,”

Tears rushed to Mark’s eyes. He
tried to speak, he was consclous that
the General and Howard were shaking
nim by the hand; and then a quick

| lsteners to

glance from Eleanor drew him to where |

she kneeled by Hartley.
A single look showed him that the
man was dying.

Mark kneeled on one side of him, |

with Eleanor facing him over the
stretcher. The bearers, who had fallen
back, stood still as images behind. And
behind them Mark had the dim econ-
sclonsness in the background of his

Ive suffered Tor it, and 1 shall suffer
to the last day of my life.”

“She forgives you, Howard,” =ald
Hampton, speaking now with such sol-
emnity that his words seemed to his
¢ |nspired. “There’s—only
—one old
man."

“Yes, my dear boy—yes, Hampton.”

“Pat my name—back on the mess
list,” whispered Hampton.

Through his tears Mark was con-
sclous that the interminable fumbling
outside the eave had ceased. As
Hampton fell back there came the sud-

thing—1I want, Howard,

 den crack of a revolver shot.

mind of Kellerman, broken as he had |

broken so many, and fumbling, always
fumbling, now with his tunle, now
with the belt that he was trying to
aetach with shaking fingers.

“Hartley 1" whispered Mark, hold-
ing the dylng man's hand In his, “That
wns you today—I missed you, but I
pelieved in you. You saved me."

There was a fluttering pressure of
Mark's hand in turn. Hampton was
speaking; he was asking for the Colo-
nel.

“I am here, Hompton,” said Colonel
Howard In a choked volce, as he
leaned over him,

“You believe in me now, sir?" mut-

The General approached and clapped  tered the dying man, rolling his head |

him on the shoulder, *“Captain Wal-
lace,” he sald, “your written resigna-
tlon from the United States army can-
not be accepted, owing to the state of

Wwho was still olylng her trade, and wur. After the wur it will recelve con-

uneasily in the effort to see.

The General's form blocked the en-
trance as they rnised their heads. Mark
placed his hands across Eleanor's eyes
and drew her away.

(Continued next week.)

N:ght Letters Cheaper

A new telegraph mnight letter rate
went into effeet January 1 whereh)
}-.-u].‘.,. of Cottage Uirove may send short
messages to the Atlantic const for
low as 50 eents with an added eharg
f only 2 ecents a word for messgpes
above the minimum. The minimum be
fore was &1 Other night rates huwve
been proportionately reduced. Delivery
of messages at the reduced rate will be
made in the ecity of receipt by poptul

earmer.

If a news item in not printed, it is
beeause we do not know of it. We have

“May God forgive me, “"ml‘mnl[neithrr friends nor enemies when it

May she—your wife—forgive me, Tell

| comes to publishing the mews,

If you

ber that, and tell her her words came | have an item, grab the phone and tell us

true. I betrayed my best friend, and | about it,
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