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LANIER OF THE
CAVALRY

I

Tar sun was sinking low beyond the
ford of the foaming Platte. The distant
bluffs commandmg the broad valley of the
Sweatwater stood sharp and clear against
the westward skies. The smoke from the
camp-fires along the stream rose in misty
columns straight aloft, for not so much as
a breath of breeze had wafted down from
the far snow fields of Cloud Peak, or the
sun-sheltered rifts of the Big Horn. The
flag at the old fort, on the neighhoring
height, elung to the staff with scarcely a
flnfter, awaiting the evening salite of the
trumpets and the roar of the sunset gun.

The long June day had seemed unusu-
ally unconscionably long to the young girl

flitting restlessly about the vine-covered
5



