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IDAGGER

by Mary Dahlberg

Chapter 36
RISEN FROM THE DEAD

Dagger huddled down in  her
chair, crushed, unbelieving, Bt
Chang's startling words. Two swift
steps, and Chang wis beside her.

“Drink  this," he command
and she oboyed him.

A moment and her falotness had

“Da you mean that, Ceneral?”
she pl A

“Yes, He was with me untll a
fow weeks ago. He encuped out of
Rusala through Siberia. One of my
patrols on the ! border
found him, delirlous, starving. For.
tunately, the officer in command
know him. After he had recovered
sufficlently he was brought to my
eamp, nnd told me his story.
had been unbappy, and when he
way taken prisoner by the Ger-
mans he declded to ‘die’ He ox-
changed ldentification papers with
& dead man and became that man.
After the German revolution he
escaped into Russia, But that &5 &
loag stary, which he will tell you,
Himaelf, perhaps.”

“1¢ 1 ever find him" erled Dag-
gor. *Why didn't you tell me this
belore?™

Chang's eyes chilled,

“A man must fight for hls own
hand,” he retumned Lmplacably.
“You had belleved him dead. For
all I know he may have ceased to
love you—if he ever did"

“He never of me? aho In.
quired plleously.

“He spoke of a wife who did not
love him, and of his und \

He | when Bl Paso at lnat
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eourse, But one must think of him-
sell, Goodnight, Mrs. Vaneering, 1
am afraid my wives will be very
curious mbaut you.”

When ahe left Sung-lu Dagger
had po delinite plan for her future,

pd, [save thal ahe must reach Amerlca

ws quickly as possible; but on Lhe
y ahe developed 8 gla tor
the Texas plains and the Figure 2.
Practically, she told hersell, she
required a jumping-off place for the
next stage of her search for Blaine.
He would scarcely go o New York,
it he wished to be considered dend.
No, the probubllity was that he'd
tury himself in some out-of-the way
hole, where he could lose his iden-
tity nod bulld his e snew,
Bhe was first on the ear platform
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d in the
distance behind a welter of tanka
and signal towers,

There was Uncle Jim, sguinting
anxiouly from beside a new Car.
And McCarty—bless his heartl-
McCurty st the wheel, eyeing the
descending passengers no lesy in-
terestedly. Dugger walked straight
up to them,

“Don't you know me, Uncle Jim?"
she demanded. “Mag, you chump!
Don't you know me?”

Jtm Marley let out something be-
twean a yelp and a curse.

“What's the matter?” protested

Dagger, almost In tears, “Am I
changed so?"
“Changed?” gasped her uncle.

“Yow've done growed up!”
MeCurty, grinning foolishly, had
snntehed off his hat, and scrambled

He rvond In a newspaper that his
wife had married another man, and
sald that ml last fale was on his
side, He was dead, and he woula
remain dead.™

Dagger shivered. To have come
so clogse! And then have mbssed.
But ingtantly her thoughts returned
to the practioal,

“Where fs he?" she d ded

to the g d

“What have yew done with yore-
self, Dagger?” be sakoed. Yew look
ke one of these here Indies in the
Sunday papers, 1 never see such
clothes—outalde of a film ploture™

“But clothes haven't anything to
do with me” she answered. “I'm
St the same.” -
Jim Marjey put his two hands on

“Where has he gone?
a The Tu-chun shrugged his shoul-
ors

“To his own country, A man is
happler with his own people, even
it he be 'dend."

*“1f yoii had told me thai flrst
day,” she rebuked Chang. “By now
I might be close to him."

“¥ou have searched for him
long,” the Tu-chun remarked philos
phphically, “What ave u few works
more? If it 1s fated that you will
find him, you will find him. If it
is foted that he will love you, he
will love vou. If fate wills nelther
—" the narrow oyes flaghed-—"ro-
member Chang las a destiny for
you. No moan one.'

Daggey could only look at him
repronehfully, #nd o shirugged
apalin,

“A man takea what be can, my
denr lady.” be sald, “Do not be to
disturbed, And by the way, trens-
ure that Ineky-plece T fivgt sent you
1t enjovs a uotable luek, 1 pleked
it up i the Bang-Tu market whon
I was o green boy of pixleen. A
month later T eommitted my first
wesnful robbery, In w year 1

ad my own band. Tt s been with

me ever altice. I glve It to you in
hope that it will work ns well In
vour favoer"

“But yourself ¥ protested Taguer,
ol should keop 1t And you have
lven me so0 much'

“Ho litle compared with my de-
gire” Chang replicd. “No, plense
favor me by keeping il—at loast,
ns an enrnest thal 1 wish you well
in your gquest't

He clapped his hands, and the
young officer who had recelved her
strode out upon the terrmoe,

“Your car v walting, Mra, Va-
neering” the Tu-chun went  on
cotirteously, “and I do not ke lo
keep you out too late. Bhould you
sce Mr. Howard, remomber me o
I shall be dellghted

Him eordinlly,
to seq elther or both of you again
—particularly, yourself"

1o bowed.
“I—I—1 must thank you," ex-
clalmed Dagger. "“Aftor all, you

hinve been kind. You meant well
“Oh, quite well, T nasure you" he

her ders and held her off, 5o
that he could peer down into her
eyes.
“No, yew #ain't just the same,
Dagger,” he denied, “Yew've done
growed o heap. Growed-up, lke I
snid. Too bad, but 1 reckon onoe
yew got (o be n woman yew couldn't
help it

“How's the ranch?® she ingulred
1y,

“Protty mood. Might have more
water, but the steers are holdin'
up—Iif we can git a decent beel
price, But thar ain't so much money
into eattle these days. Seems llke
peoply wore eatin® greens ‘stead af
meat.”  He paused. “Got a new
foremun"

“How'n that?" asked Dagger.
T know him?

“Aln't had a dependable foreman
since Dick went,” her uncle re-
sponded.  “All of 'em too young or
enrelesa”

“How's the new man?”

“Falr, Coi n heap to Joarp, bot
fila Meart's in his work” And when
Dagier athrted to usk for more in-
formation: "Come on, Mag, let's ot
goln®*

“But what’n the hurry?
Lo ane everything'

1 rockon yew'll have time aplenty
for secln' things* returned her
uncle, “Right now, T want to moke
Casa Hlanea afore sundown. Yew
s, Daggger—" he hesitated—*those
rouds are hell. Mueh nn yore life s
worth to tackle some of ‘em in tha
dinrle ™

Dagger wis puseled, but amenable,
regnrding, with o degrea of amutse-
mont, the e which  MeCarty
rang up o ¢ dashboard.

“You never used (o drive
this, Unele Jim,"” she oluerved,

Jim Marley removed his hat, and
ipod s molst forehend

“Wao-all, we got to git thar” he
offered mildly, “See them steors,
Dagger? Not s0 bad for a
mer, huh?”

“Dao

I want

Tike

dry sum-

“That foreman must know  his
Businosy,” she romarked.
“Him?" snorted Jim Marley.

“Wa'll, T ain't elaimin® he'sa n 1ool,
but yew might give me credit for
knowin® my own mneh

They sped past the water-tank,
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