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No one, perhaps, among writers of the West
is more beloved by his readers than

MAX BRAND

In his latest story, Peter Blue, One-gun Man,
which appears in the June issue, now on sale, of

Far West

ILLUSTRATED

you will find a desperate but lovable outlaw
who is sure to capture your hearts.

Other stories by
GEORGE GILBERT
HARLEY P. LATHROP
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ALBERT WILLIAM STONE
GEORGE OWEN BAXTER

The June issue is on the stands now.
Get your copy at once.
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Author of ‘‘Slaves to the Wolf,” ete.

CHAPTER 1.
THAT DULCET VOICE.

HE proprietor of the
Circle Y picked up the
]| stack of letters, spread

a&“i them out on the dilapi-
ZA| dated table, and stuffed

his pipe preparatory to

their “perusal; all the while looking
through the window at the big barns,
corrals, and the blue ridge of moun-
tains that hedged the horizon. Under
the lea of the first barn, three Mexicans
were lounging, “rolling cigarettes and
blowing lazy rings“toward the sun-

NS

burned sky. Old Tad Yorgan, master
of the Circle Y, and owner of more
cattle than he could ever hope to count,
had selected a letter and ripped open
the end when he stopped to take an-
other look at the indolent cow hands.
His thoughts slipped through his teeth.

“Durn Mex!” he muttered. “It’s
got to be a heck of a note when old
Tad Yorgan has to take on scum like
that. And right when I've got to make
that drive down to the Butterfield
Ranch. Six thousand head to be
moved and not a white man on the job!
I mean men! There’s that foreman,
to be sure; but what’s one foreman to
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a bunch of greasers. “Tad!” looking
at himself in the broken piece of look-
ing glass that was nailed to the wall.
“Tad Yorgan, I'd hate to be you if this
had happened in the good old days!
Xou! Hiring Mexicans! Oh, well!
It ain’t my fault and—"

But Old Tad was thinking. It was
difficult for him to acquit himself of
what he regarded almost as a cardinal
sin. He shoved the pipe into his be-
whiskered mouth and his gray eyes
looked out at a figure—two figures—
trotting in from the foothills; noting
absently that one was a horseman and
the other either a colt or a very small
mount. No doubt, another Mex! The
world was full of Mexicans, anyhow.
Come to think of it, he did have two
white men on the job; one was the
foreman and the other was the camp
cook—but the latter was a roaring,
kicking, fuming Swede, and so he
didn’t count. Things had come to a
pretty pass when there were so many
newfangled centraptions to beckon the
top hands away from the range. The
buckaroos had given way to the chauf-
feurs. The old men had died, and

one, and then the others
had followed. Three of Tad’s men
had stuck, but two of these had walked
in and spoken their little piece when
the old man began taking on Mexicans.
But that had not been Old Tad’s fault;
he had gone to town looking for hands
and had there encountered Colofel
Barr of the Bar M, Pete Puchu, and
several other cattlemen on the same
mission; each and every one, much
against his will, hiring the Mexicans.
And so the old man followed suit.
Top help of white persuasion was lack-
ing; there were too many other things
to do, and forty per was only forty
bucks. Old Tad had ridden home with
a swarthy crowd of Savvy Spaniols be-
hind him. And that had settled the

three whites right then and there. Tex
Gilbert -had marched in with his sad-
dle, tossed it at the old man’s feet, and
asked for his check.

“Danged if I'll work with a Mex,”
he announced. “I ain’t got down to
that. Me? I'm a Texan, and I'm
strong on color. I ain’t pulled up the
line yet, and I ain’t a-going to. Be-
sides, them forty.berries at present
prices ain’t enough to buy cigarettes, so
I'm making you a present of the sad-
dle because where I'm a-goin’, I'll be
ridin’ different. So long and thanks!”

And right behind him “Biff” Hebrun
went through a like ceremony, albeit
he almost shed a tear or two at parting
with Old Tad. The old man didn't
blame them a bit, and he kept the sad-
dles pending the inevitable day “when
they would get the itching for moving
horseflesh. The foreman Johnny
Rouen held on; but the very next week
he had a run-in with the Swede cook
over a piece of steak and was chased
by the knife-swinging Viking straight
into old Tad’s arms.

“Mine, too,” exclaimed the ranch
boss. “I ain’t a-going to boss no Mex,
an’ I ain’t a-going to eat no more
Swede steaks. Henceforth I'll stick
along the Canadian border where skins
are white.”

That sent Old Tad into town again
where, fortunately, he had discovered
a white man who could speak Spanish, _
who understood greasers and how to
run them. The fellow’s credentials—
and it was the first time that Tad had
ever seen such things in writing—were
good, and the bargain was made. Just
the same, had it not been for the cir-
cumstances, the old man would not
have hired him; the man’s name was
Scammon—Jim Scammon to be correct
—and he had a heavy leering eye that
would have frozen a rattlesnake. He
was a great hooknosed bully, with a
mop of red hair, and two guns—hung
in front—for emergency and intimida-
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tion. But the old man had no choice.
Scammon knew Mex, and that was the
qualification. Right now the big fel-
low was lounging around the corner
of the barn with his thumb in the top
of his belt; evidently he was saying
something funny, for the Mexicans
were laughing.

Tad Yorgan heaved a sigh and cast
a second look at the figure riding in
from the hills; the man was close now,
and he could make out plainly that he
was not a Mexican; he was riding
along with the easy lope of the born
cowboy, and Tad would have sworn
that he was white, Oh, well! He
reached for the letter again, held it up
to the light, and read the superscription
in the corner:

CHARLEY YORGAN,
Bar X Ranch,
Chickadee, New Mexico.

That would be his brother. Charley
was even richer than himself, and he
wrote oftener. Old Tad plucked the
contents out of the envelope and began
reading :

Dear Tap: Been a long time since I wrote,
but it's night, and so I thought I'd give you a
line. Things have been moving pretty hot
for us here in the last few weeks, and we've
been having our time with the border rus-
tlers. They’s a bunch of Mex a-workin’
around here that’s got anything beat since
“Billy the Kid.” They're horse thicves, this
bunch, and they've been cleaning us out. Got
ninety head, just past breaking, from me,
Slickest job you would want to see. I been
a-riding, I'll tell you. The Mex have got a
renegade white for a leader, and he’s about
the worst ever. Killer. Three cow-punchers
dead in the last six weeks—that's his record
recently. Lightning on the draw—can’t see
him_move they say—and he kills every time.
He comes along somewheres, hides out, and
waits his time; and whenever he and his Mex
make a haul they run over the border. The
next time*he shows up at a different place.
‘We'd had our turn around here and I guess he
won't come back; but we ain’t through with
him yet. We'vé sent up to Colorado—

A shout from -the barn drew Old

Tad’s attention away from the letter;
when he looked out, he beheld the Mex~
icans rushing around, and two of them
swinging on their horses. The strange
rider had arrived and was sitting in
his saddle directly in front of the burly
foreman, who, with one arm waving,
was motioning toward the road. Be-
side the newcomer, was a Shetland
pony, blue, with a silver mane and tail,

.and the prettiest little head that ever

adorned horseflesh. The little horse’s
ears were pricked up and she was
crowded over against the other mount
—a beautiful black stallion of dis-
tinctly wild ancestry, - The foreman’s
voice drifted in through the open win-
dow.

“Well, you ain’t a-going to work
here. Savvy? And you ain’t a-going
to hang around here neither. We don’t
need no help and we ain't hiring.”

“Kind of a nice place though,” came
the answer from the man on horseback.
“And T sure do like it. Just the kind
of a ranch that I was aiming on work-
in’ on. And I'm a-thinking T'll stick.
Don’t you think, pardner, that you
made a mistake just now when—"

It was the kind of a voice to attract-
attention, so soft and dulcet, and yet
of chilly, menacing persuasion. Old
Tad opened the door and stepped out;
he knew what could be behind a voice
like that.

“I ain’t never made a mistake, yet,
kid,” Scammon was saying. “And
when T say ‘Gol’ I mean it. I'm giv-
mg you just twenty seconds to get a-

oin,

Old Tad Yorgan missed the next be-
cause he was crossing the yard; but
when he turned around the corner of
the barn, he got the end. The young,
man, almost a kid, was leaning slightly
forward and the big foreman was
holding a hesitant hand—all the setting
of an averted gun play! The young
man was speaking in the same cold
voice.
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“No, you wouldn’t, Scammon,” he
said, his lips barely moving. “You
wouldn’t shoot me just for asking for
a job, would you? But you can try it
if you wish, becaus¢ I'm just kid
enough to shoot with you. You and
me now—seems to me, Mister Scam-
mon?”

There was a peculiar suggestive un-
dertone in the young man’s trailing
voice; there was a twinkle in his eyes,
a light that Old Tad Yorgan had
known before. Tad had not expected
his foreman to back down, but that
was just what he had done—backed
down cold. The two Mexicans on
horseback had evidently been looking
for a little fun; and they had been
cheated. The significance of the scene
was evident to the cattleman—the
stranger on horseback, the pony beside
}um the bullying foreman suddenly in-

d, and the Mexi-
cansl The young man was of slight
frame—not more than one hundred
and forty pounds; he had curly brown
hair, and a slight pug to an otherwise
perfect nose. But there was something
to that pug and the blue eyes behind
it that carried an awful conviction.

“Well,” he was saying calmly,
“then we’ll let it go at that. I'm
hired, ain’t I, Mister Scammon? Ain’t
that what I heard these Mex call you?
It looks to me like you'd need a white
man or two, and I'm aiming to work.”

The foreman blinked; but just then
the youth reached for his rope and
began working it loose, letting it out
with the easy coil of a snake. Every
man present watched the movement
with a bewildered wonderment, until
they beheld what he was about. One
of the ranch dogs had pursued a cat
out of the barn, cornered it, and then
allowed it to get away; from the look
of things, he was getting ready for
eventualities. It was- just a minute
from a challenged gun-fest to a test
of play; the youth gave one touch to

the stallion’s flanks and raced after the
dog and cat. The fleeing animals had
broken loose and were running toward
the man on horseback, the cat not two
leaps ahead and the dog ready to snap
his teeth, when, like a thing of life,
the rope ran along the ground, raced
along with a small loop, and enveloped
the runaway tabby! A flash and a
jerk; a black mass of fur snapped into
the air, scratching and fighting. The
young man held the poor captive out
at arm’s length to keep her from
scratching the horse, and this time rode
back straight to Tad Yorgan. It was
a feat of roping that even the Mexican
could approve, and they were free to
do it; but not Scammon; he was still
stubborn and set, his hand kept itching
for his gun. OId Tad took the prof-
fered rope, let it down, and loosened
the frightened cat.

“That’s roping, my son,” he
exclaimed. “Most of the fellows who
come here begin by tellin’ what they
kin do; but you go ahead and do it. I
ain’t a-askin’ you whether you're a
cow hand. I don’t have to. You're
hired! Just put up your horse, and if
that’s your pony you kin put her up,
too. You kin go over to the cook
house and tell that protesting Swede
to set you out something to eat. Scam-
mon, from now on this young man is
working for the Circle Y. You under-
stand I”

But Scammon said not a word; he
merely bit off a huge hunk of tobacco,
while his red evil eyes glared a look
that betokened trouble in the future.

Old Tad Yorgan returned to his
dingy ranch office and picked up the
letter to finish reading it, but when he
looked for the second page it was gone.
Then, to make sure, he read the first
page over again. -

“Yep,” he spoke to himself.
“They’re having trouble with the Mex
back there. And just when I've gone
to hiring them myself! Funny, now.
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what became of that other sheet.
Seems to me I saw one,” he held up
the envelope and glanced inside. “Just
when that first page gets interesting,
T lose the next one and miss the rest
of the news. Durn Mex! And I don't
like that fellow Scammon neither!
Anybody who is willing to boss men
of another color ain’t much better than
a breed. ‘When you see a mixed
ranch,’ I used to say, ‘Jook out for it.’
They may be all right by themselves,
but greasers sure don’t mix with
gringoes. So that makes me no better
than they are! That young fellow,
now, if he is anything like I used to
be, ain’t got much respect for Tad
Yorgan. But I've sure got to move
that herd. Ain’t my fault, and
He stopped to look around the
room, turned the table away from the
wall and mussed over a year-old stack
of papers that had fallen down behind
it; but the search was of no avail.
After he had hunted over every con-
ceivable place, he thought of the barn-
yard; perhaps he had had it in his hand
when he crosed over; so he stepped out
and carefully traced his way toward
the corrals, As he turned the corner
of the barn, he met the burly foreman
coming out with a saddle on his arm;
the man stopped inquisitively.
“Looking for something, Tad?”
“Yes. I'm looking for a page to a
letter. It was from my brother and
I thought I had it in my hand when I

come out. Did you see me with it?’
“No, I didn’t. T was behind the
bqrn there. Besides, I was too busy

that fresh kid. And say, now
that I've got you alone, I want to say
something. You hired that kid, and T
don’t mind it this time because there’s
a million_acres of easy digging around
here. I ain’t sayin’ nothin’, but the
first move-he makes toward his gun,
you can start tuh work with a pick and
shovel. Get mé?’
Tad Yorgan had been.thinking about

the lost page; but the words of his
foreman made him stop. 'Over in the
corral at one of the feed racks the pony
and the stallion were standing side by
side; the, pony with a’ wisp of hay pro-
truding from her little mouth, and her
ears pointed forward as if listening to
the conversation. The old man was
wondering how the young stranger had
picked her up; also he began thinking
about the dulcet voice—the sort of a
voice that he had heard but two or
three times in his whole life, and each
time with fatal results. The scene be-
hind the barn flashed back—the man
Scammon backing down, and the other
domg the talking.

“Suit yourself, Scammon,” said Tad
Yorgan. “Suit yourself. You know
the law of the range. Only it's got to
be in self-defense. Understand! If
he draws and you beat him to it, that's
your lookout. Only I'd hate to take a
chance at provoking him. You heard
him speak? Well! That kid’s got the
voice of a killer. Calm as the dead sea
when they’re left alone, but a hurri-
cane when anything starts. I hired him
because—well, I thought you'd like to
have another white man to help out.
But it’s danged funny what become of
that letter. It ain’t in the office an’ it
ain’t out here. Mebbe the wind blew
it away.”

“Mebbe it did, Charley.” Scammon
reached into the slide lock on the gate
and drew it back, at the sime time
swinging the saddle back to his shoul-
der. “Mebbe the wind did blow it. At
least I ain’t seen no letter; but I'll keep
alook out forit. And I'll tell the Mex;
if one of them happens to pick it up,
I'll send it in.”

Tad was in a quandary; and per-
haps that was the reason why he was
halfway across the plaza before he
caught the import of the man’s words;
but it came to him suddenly that the
fellow had called him Charley—Char-
ley Yorgan. Tad turned abruptly and
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went back to the corral gate. Scam-
men was fixing a strap.

“See here, Scammon,” he asked suc-
cinctly. “Didn’t you call me Charley
just new?”

“Call you Charley?”

“Just that. Yeu called me Charley
Yorgan. If you did, you must have
knewn some one by that name. Either
that, or you picked up that letter. I
ain’t a-saymg you did, but it seems
to me—"

You're dreaming, Mister Yorgan.”
The man bit off another chew of to-
bacco, as calm as could be. “You're
dreaming! You must have come out
here looking for that letter and had
that name in your head. It kept ring-
ing and you must have thought I said
it. T called you Tad. Why should I
call you Charley?”

- Why? thought Tad Yorgan.

Scammon was looking straight at
him; but his bloodshot eyes had a
snaky glare that belied interpretation.
Tad Yorgan had his own thoughts. He
was about to speak when, all of a sud-
den, he turned in his tracks and
stamped heavily back to the office.

“Gad!” He spoke softly to himself
as he sat in his chair. “I would have
sworn it! But it may be that I've just
let myself get too deep in my suspi-
cions.”

For a long while he sat alone, quietly
thinking. Then he made his way in
the direction of the cook house.

Over in the Swede’s kitchen he found
the young man surmounting a six-layer
pile of steaming flapjacks with a flow
of sirup dripping over the edges. Evi-
dently the method by which he had ac-
quired his job had not impaired his
appetite. Yorgan shut the door behind
him; and forthwith began to question
his new assistant, who, nothing loath,
answered what he could. -

“My name is Stone,” said the youth.
“Rollo Stone. Only you won't call me
Rollo. That was my fond mother’s

fault. God bless her! She was born
in Boston, you see, and just couldn’t
help it. But I was raised in Montana
where a name like that doesn’t go. So
when I got old enough to shoot, I
switched it to Rolling. The Rolling
Stone. And I been rolling ever since.
You've heard—"

He stopped suddenly while his mar-
velously fast eye wandered over the
old man’s form from head to foot—an
inquisitive, calculating look that might
have been expecting recognition; but
Yorgan was watching the Swede cook
and so the intensity of the scrutiny
was lost. Apparently satisfied, the
Rolling Stone turned back to his pan-
cakes. Old Tad Yorgan went on talk-
ing, .
“All right. We'll call you Rolling.
It's a queer name, and it’s appropriate.
You look it. I just come in to ask
a few questions and get a line on you.
After that, you can go to work. Un-
derstand, I don’t want to know about
your personal affairs nor history; that
all belongs to you. But I'm dead cu-
rious on one point. You see at the
present moment this is a mixed ranch;
and I've gone to hiring Mex. How
does it come that you, a white man,
want to work here?”

“Mebbe it's the Mex,” came the an-
swer. “I just rode in, that’s all. Saw
the place and liked it. Seen it was a
Mex layout and a white boss. Looked
like they'd be some excitement. I've.
never seen it fail—and so I hit Scam-
mon for a job.” 5

He speared a hot cake.

“How'd you know his name was
Scammon ?”

“I heard one of the Mex call him
that.”

“Ohl Then you never saw. him be-
fore

“Nope,” poising a cake on the end
of his fork. “First time I ever laid
eyes on him. I gueshe didn’t take to
me, neither. Most likely he never will.
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But I should worry. That will make
it interesting for both of us.
I wouldn’t give a hang for a job that
promised nothing but work. You see,
I was just riding over the Jacinto
Mountains, easylike, wondering where
I was going to hang my hat and not
giving a dang neither. That’s how I
come to run in with that pony you saw
me with. Funny, too! You see I've
heard about her over on the Wagon-
wheel side of the range. Some one
was telling me about a pony up around
the summit, with a reputation as long
as your arm. Said that she’d belonged
to some nester’s kid and had been
turned loose on the range when they
left the country; but not until she’d
been taught a whole bag of tricks. Reg-
ular little horse thief. And you know
how any horse will go to a Shetland
pony—most likely because it looks like
a colt.

“Well, this is a little off my story,
but it will tell you how I come in. And
I'm sure death on horse thieves. The
other night I was camped up there and
that pony came in just like they said
she would and tried her best to steal
my mount. Only I fooled her. Got
her up close and coaxed her. Then,
durned if she didn’t want to shake
hands. Yes, sir, she did. And I just
happened to have some candy that I'd
bought over in Wagonwheel, and I let
her have it. Ain’t nothin’ like candy
to a Shetland if you want to make a
friend. She and me had more fun that
night than a couple of moonlight jack
rabbits. Yes, sir, we did. And she
ain’t never left me since. She knows
1 like horses, and mebbe she thinks I
steal them to boot. And that stallion
of -mine and her is like Romeo and
Juliet. T started out next morning and
let her lead the way. She brought me
here. That’s all there is to it. I had
a purpose, I'll admit, but it wasn’t de-
finite until T saw your foreman and
them Mex. That made a difference.

Well, you know the rest of it. When
I hit him for a job, that foreman of
yours tried to run me off.”

Another pancake.

“You mean that he started to pull a
gun on you and you bluffed him out,”
Tad Yorgan corrected.

“Mebbe.”

“No, it wasn’t mebbe neither,” an-
swered the old man, “Because I seen
it. T ain’t lived all these years in the
gun-toting West for nothing. I seen
him move, and I heard you speaking.
You've got a voice that I've heard just
about three times in my life. When
you hear it, it’s as clear as a church
bell—it's sweet and tender and cold—
coaxinglike—and it means just what it
says. You've got the voice of right-
eous killing, if you know what T mean.
You're a killer, and so is Scammon.
But I know you're honest, and that’s
why T hired you. Listen.”

And with that Tad Yorgan went on
to relate just how he had come to have
‘the Mexicans and Scammon on the
ranch. Likewise he explained about
the letter from his brother.

“And that’s the funny part of it,”
he went on. “You see, when Charley
wrote to me about them Mex rustlers
and that white leader, he roused my
suspicions, because that’s just the kind
of a layout I've got right here. Only
we're a danged long ways from New
Mexico, and it ain’t a chance in a thou-
sand that it’s the same crowd. Then
you come along and I seen that fellow
make a pass for his gun. So I hired
you—because you're white and I may
need you around. After that I went
back to the office to finish reading
brother Charley’s letter. But I couldn’t
find the rest of it. There was just that
first page on the table. I must have
lost the other page while I was cross-
ing the barnyard, or else it got caught
in the wind and was blown away. I've
hunted for it high and low. Well, it
might not have amounted to anything,
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of course. But that first page is what’s
got me to guessing. And I don't like
Mex.”

The Rolling Stone had finished his
sheaf of hot cakes; he was making a
cigarette; he snapped a match head
with his thumb-nail and held it up.
The old man liked his nonchalant at-
titude,

“What I want,” he went on, “is this.
I may be heading straight into trouble,
and I've got six thousand head of
stock to move down to Butterfield.
That’s one hundred and eighty miles.
These fellows are going to drive that
herd, and I want you to' go along. But
first T want you to look them over in
your capacity as a cow hand. If they
make the least trouble, or if you think
they’re a bad outfit, let me know.
Course, they’re Mexicans and you've
got to make allowances. I don't want
any gun play, and T don’t want any
dead men. If they're the wrong kind,
I'll get the sherif and run out every
last one of them. If we have to, you
and me can move that herd alone.
Only I can'’t ride like T used to, and I
don’t aim to go along except in an
emergency.”

The Rolling Stone nodded.

“That would be some job,” he an-
swered. “Just a little bit too much for
two men to handle, however good they
might be. Besides, I don’t see any-
thing to get stirred up over. Them
Mex is ofily Mex—that’s all. And
Scammon only looks bad. Don't
worry. Him an’ me will be good
friends inside of no time. But Il
watch them, just the same. And you
can leave it to me to turn in a report.”

“That’s fine,” said Old Tad, stand-
ing up. “And T'll feel better with a
real white man on the job. And ‘re-
member—if anything looks crooked,
don’t be afraid to tell me.”

The Rolling Stone, left alone, smiled
in his quiet way; a smile that barely
affected his lips and appeared more in

his eyes than anywhere else; all the
while puffing away contentedly at a
cigarette, while the old man stamped
back to the office. The big Swede cook
came in to clear the table, his greasy
apron tied up almost to his chin and
his. great blond head bobbing. When
he had the plates in the crook of his
arm, he turned around.

“You bane like- dem flapjack?” he
asked in an almost belligerent tone.
“How you like dem cake?”

“Fine, Ole,” answered the “rolling
one.” “They’re just the kind to fill
up your innerds. Quality was good,
and, best of all, they warn’t lacking on
quantity. I'm the kid for both. You're
a cook of sorts, Ole. I've seen all
kinds. T ain't got a kick in the world.
Only compliments.”

The Swede beamed.

“You bane got yob on dis ranch,
eh?”

“I got something, Ole,” answered
the other. “I don’t know what you'd
call it. Mebbe that’s it.”

“Dot’s fine, eh?” Ole came over to
the cowboy, tapping his knuckles on
the pine table. “Waal, ay bane yust
goin’ to tell you dot Ole’s cook on dis
ranch. Ole don’ want any faller wot
tinks he’s hulluva fine cook. You bane
like dot pancake, eh? Waal, it bane.
goot for you, if you like everything
else wot Ole cooks.”

“In other words,” said the roaming
cowboy, “you want me to stay out of
your kitchen and mind my own dang
business. Well, the way I get it, that’s
nothin’ but a good cook’s friendly ad-
vice. Suits me to a calf’s tail. Tell
you what I'll do, Ole. I got a bargain
to make.”

E¥ar

“Yes. And it’s just this. You see,
Ole, outside of the old man, you and
me is the only honest-to-goodness hom-
bres in this outfit. But we don’t want
to worry old Tad about it a bit, be-
cause he’s got troubles enough as it is.
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Understand? ~ Well, it just happens
that I'm here for a little excitement;
and them Mex and that foreman don’t
like me at all. You get me, of course?
Well, they might be something happen
any minute. Only I don’t want you to
tell the old man. If he asks you, just
let him think that me and them has
fallen head over heels in love. So if
trouble goes to popping and the lid
breaks off the roof, it ain’t nothin’ but
our friendly manifestations. How
about it ?” :

“Ya,” answered the Swede with an
understanding grin. Ole understands.
Dot’s a good bargain. But I'm tanking
she’s tam beeg lie. Dot Mex an’ dot
Scammon ain’t no goot feller. Better
look out, you no get killed.”

CHAPTER II.
SWEET AND LOW.

FOR all his small stature, the Rolling

Stone was possessed of remarkable
composure; his step was easy and as-
sured, his smile lingering, and his blue
eyes always alert. His two guns hung
in front, handles worn smooth, ready
for any emergency. He had the gait
of the habitual rider. The Mexicans
in the barnyard had a respect—either
having been warned, or it may have
been from instinct—for his evident tal-
ent for self-defense. Two of them
hung by the corrals watching as he
made his way to the feed rack where
the pony and the big black were filling
up on Tad Yorgan’s hay. To all ap-
pearances, the Rolling Stone did not
see them; yet neither of the men was
ready to take a chance. But there was
something in the air, nevertheless. The
big foreman had caught up his mount
and was riding toward the gates. Over
in a side corral, a dozen horses,
strangely .excited, were leaning over
the fence to get as close as possible to
the interesting Shetland. Rolling Stone
knew that they weuld stay there, and

that henceforth nothing would attract
their attention from the prized little
piece of horseflesh. Scammon galloped’
over to the feed rack and pulled up.
Rolling Stone was apparently stroking:
the pony’s mane—but only apparently.
And Scammon knew it. One move,
and the air would have been blazing
fire. Both men understood that per-
fectly.

“Well?” said the foreman.

“Well!” answered the other.

There was no one in sight; only the
wide stretch of the ranch beyond the
corrals, and the blue outline of the dis-
tant mountains. The words themselves
might have been insignificant to any-
body else; but their respective accents
meant almost- everything.

“I see you got the job,” said Scam-

mon.

“Looks like it.”

The Rolling Stone was standing with
his hands at his sides, biting his lower
lip, his eyes half shut. His voice was
calm, cold, pregnant. Scammon’s eyes
were red as he leered down from his
horse. Their short words were like
a challenge given and taken. Finally:

“You know who I am, don’t you?!
asked the foreman.

“Never saw you in my life until an
hour ago.” : v

“You're from New Mexico!” «

“I rode through it, if that’s what
you mean. Yes.” i

“And you're the Rolling Stone. And
I'm Jim Scammon. And they ain’t a
heck of a lot of room for us in the
same country,” said the other suc-
cinctly. -

“Mebbe them’s your sentiments,”
said the newcomer. “And they may
be true. But first T want to see where
you're leading to. What next?”

“Just this.” Scammon’s voice was
cold and menacing. “You've followed
me out, and you're aiming to let Tad
Yorgan in on everything, You're
a-going to squeal.”
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“Is that so?” queried Stone. “Well,
I ain’t never squealed yet, and I ain’t
going to. So let yourself easy on that.”

“You're after a thousand dollars—
blood money.”

“More than that,” calmly. “That's
merely the price of squealing. I ain’t
never took nothin’ but top price yet.
Do you get me?”

A long silence followed, during
which both men did some heavy think-
ing. Scammon finally spoke:

“Coming from you, Rolling, I'd call
that a compliment. But it’s kinda
playing with sudden death, don’t you
think? You couldn’t shoot it out with
me in a million years. I got more
nicks on the butt of my gun than you
can count.”

“And I ain’t got none,” answered the
Rolling Stone without batting an eye,
“The handle of my shooting iron ain’t
big enough. When I kill a man, I pull
a hair out of my head. That’s the only
way I can keep myself in markers.”

Scammon laughed; whatever the
measure of his villany, he had the
leaven of humor.

“Well,” he went on, after a mo-
ment’s thought. “You've got some-
thing on your side, anyway. You've
got the name of being a square shooter,
Rolling, as far as your word goes.
Every rustler from the Hole in the
Wall to Chihuahua gives you credit for
that.”

The Rolling Stone pulled out his to-
bacco and papers and began calmly to
roll a smoke. But at no time was his
hand distant from his shooting irons.
Scammon followed suit with a smoke
of his own. The truce was mutual
while they lit up.

“Yep,” said the Rolling Stone when
he had finished the first puff. “I'm a
square shooter. And I'm a good
shooter, too. I ain’t never missed yet.”

Again Scammon laughed.

“So it's top price you're after, eh?
And T got your word that they won’t be

no squealin’. That goes with me Roll-
ing, any time. If you think you can
pull down the big money—go to it!
Only, I warn you, I’ll kill you when the
time comes.”

The Rolling one nodded. From the
distance, one would have thought from
their attitude, -as they smoked and
talked, that they were the best of
friends.

“That’s all in a lifetime,” answered
Stone. “I expect to get it some day;
but not this time. You know my busi-
ness.”

X1 sure do. But we're making a
bargain. The way I get it, I'm a-going
to move that herd, and you’re not a-
going to stop me.”

“Exactly. And I'm a-going along
with that same herd. That’s just the
way I've worked it out. You and me.
The best man wins.”

* Scammon laughed: softly.

“We're certainly making a quick bar-
gain; something I didn't expect. It
goes with me, Rolling. Only- 2

“Only what?”

“I ain’t a-going to be responsible for
accidents.”

“Meaning ?”

“Meaning the Mexicans. You know
what they are. As far as I'm con-
cerned, they won't be no shootin’ until
we get down to ourselves. Then it will
be a white man’s job. But until then,
you got to protect yourself in the
clinches. That's all.”

And with that Jim Scammon rode
to the corral gate, swung it open from
horseback, and rode off with his Mexi-
cans toward the foothills. The Rolling
Stone did not expect to work until the
next day. So, when the other was
gone, he hunted up a currycomb and
proceeded to give his horse the finer
touches of a scratch bath. After that
he turned his attention to the pony,
rubbing her upon the itchy part above
the tail, and winning her affections for
evermore. Scammon and his men
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came in about sundown; all went
peaceably until it was time for bed.
And then the Rolling Stone fell into
the first one of the clinches.

One of the Mexicans, José Mendoza
by name or alias, was cleaning his gun.
The Rolling Stone was apparently tak-
ing off a boot. The other men were
sitting around on their bunks, yawning.
Then:

Somehow the gun in Mendoza’s
hand happened to get twisted over in
the white man’s direction, and went
off. But at the same time, or im-
mediately previous, two streaks of fire
belched from the vicinity of Rolling
Stone’s belt. The frightened Mexican
went over backward, his gun shot into
the air. Screams. Men rolling out of
their bunks. Silence.  The Rolling
Stone was calmly pulling on his boot.
The door opened and in came Scam-
mon, one eye shut apd his tongue in

his cheek. A glance quickly told
the story. The Rolling Stone was
smiling.

“Confound you, José!” shouted
Scammon. “You been playin’ with

your gun again? Haven't I told you
enough? One of these days you'll kill
somebody accidental.”

“Yeah,” said the Rolling Stone,
yawning., “I guess you're right. He’s
sure powerful careless. But I'm a-
thinking T'll sleep outside. I got a
funny habit when I sleep under the
full moon. The moon keeps one of
my eyes open. And I might need that
eye.”

Next morning Tad Yorgan cornered
his newest hand and began to ask ques-
tions. The Rolling Stone merely
shrugged his shoulders.

“You're just borrowing trouble,
Tad,” he answered. “That’s the tam-
est bunch of Mexicans that I ever run
up against. 1 told you I'd win them
over, and I did. Why, say, they ain’t
a greaser in the outfit that won’t eat
out of my hand! I hoped I was in

for something; but I guess it's a dis-
appointment. That’s the way it always
turns out. Now you just take it easy
and forget your worries. And that
man Scammon? I thought yesterday
that I'd have some fun with him. And
how did it turn out? Same way. We
had a friendly talk yesterday after-
noon, and that settled it. But I told
you that I'd help drive that herd and T
will. Just the same, as soon as it’s
done, I'm a-going to hit for a job
where there’s some excitement.”

Old Tad Yorgan was glad of that,
although he hated to lose a good hand ;
and he received still more encourage-
ment when he talked to the Swede. He
said something about hearing a shot.

“Sure tang,” said Ole. “You hear
shot. One of dem Mex he practice
shoot outside of bunk house. Dat’s
all. Dot feller w’at-you hire bane fine
leetle cowboy. An’ all dem Mex, he
bane fall in love wid heem. Ole never
see like. Yust one night—an’ dey all
love heem. Dat boy drive dat herd an’
no meestake.”

But still Tad Yorgan did not know;
he scratched his gray head.

“Dog-gone!” he said to himself.
“It’s the funniest layout that I ever
did see. But I'm up against it for
help, and I can’t do anything else. I
hired that bunch of Mex, and I'd a
sworn next day. that they was a bunch
of crooks. And Scammon was worse
yet. And when that boy rode in with
that Shetland pony, it looked like a
piece of sudden death. And now
they’re all peaceable like a flock of tur-
tle-doves. It sure does beat me, Oh,
well, mebbe I'm getting old! Just the
same, if I could find the rest of that
letter, I'd feel a whole lot more satis-
fied. T just can’t understand what be-
come of that there page.”

On the second day—the first day’s
labor for the newcomer—Scammon
picked out one of the Mexicans, a wiry
little rat named Alvarado, and the Roll-
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ing Stone to work the draws of a long
canyon that ran into the valley.

“There’s a bunch of yearlings up
there,” he explained, “that we're going
to take with the herd. You take Al-
varado. I don't think I have to tell
either of you what to do, as you both
know your business. We're aiming to
start south in four days. To-morrow
we'll get the horse herd. They're up
in Five Finger Meadows. That'll be
a harder job. But I think you can
manage it.”

“Never missed a horse in my life,”
answered the Rolling Stone, picking up
his saddle. “I'm a regular old horse
thief when it comes to picking out a
remuda. There’s only one person in
the world who can match my hand at
that game.”

Jim Scammon laughed softly; but
when the Rolling Stone came out of
the corral with the pony running be-
side his stirrup, he called out:

“What’s the idea of that pony? You
aiming to keep her with you wherever
you go?”

“Nothing but——" called the cow-
boy, with his hand on her slick little
nose. “She and me, and my horse
Bill here, has got to be pals. And she’s
another horse thief. Good one, too,
Scammon. She’s got it on some of
us humans, cards and spades. I'm put-
ting her through a course of traiping.
Mebbe we’ll go into pardnership—her
and me—steal a herd, and beat it
across into Mexico.”

But if he was trying to irritate the
foreman, the effect was not manifest
in the other’s countenance. Scammon’s
bloodshot eyes narrowed, belying in-
terpretation,

“Yeah? Well, you want to be care-
ful of my Mexicans. And you better
look out for accidents. I don’t want
anything to befall you until we get
down toward Butterfield. I'm aiming
on doing a little killing myself.”

But there was no accident that day.

They were not two miles out when
the Rolling Stone sidled up to his
swarthy pardner.

“Better give me them guns of yours,
Alvarado,” he suggested softly.
“They’re dangerous things for a small
man like you to be packing.”

The little Mexican turned green, his
lips quivered, and his hands stirred.

“Oh, never mind the rest!” The
Rolling Stone went on soothingly.
“You don’t have to hand them out. I'll
get them. I understand something
about twirling a gun myself. Savvy?
Just a little flip of the wrist and there’s
a dead man. Eh? Now, then! We
can both of us feel a whole lot better.
I never plug an unarmed man. And
you won't be coaxing the name of
murderer. So now we can work with
a good free heart.”

Three hundred yearlings was the re-
sult of the day’s work. About sun-
down they came out of the canyon’s
mouth.  Rolling Stone was singing,
and the diminutive Mexican was limp
and damp. Just as they were nearing
the ranch house, two jack rabbits,
mates, popped up and started a light-
ning-flash course across the prairie.
Rolling Stone scarcely moved ; but twin
streaks of fire ran out and both rabbits
turned a flipflop in mid-air. Next
minute, with his horse at full career,
the wiry cowboy leaned over and picked
up both bodies. The Mexican said
nothing, then, but that night he was
more than loquacious.

“You bet,” he said in his native
tongue, “that Rolling Stone is one
devil! Alvarado ain’t a-going to shoot
with him at all not even if they give
Alvarado one beeg shotgun.”

Jim Scammon said nothing that
night; but next morning he cornered
the Rolling Stone outside. His black
teeth showed in a wicked grin.

“You're pretty good, at that, Rolling
Stone,” he said quietly. ~ “You just
about scared that rat Alvarado to death.
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It’s sure too bad you don’t use your
talents. You ought to be riding into
Mexico with Jim Scammon.”

“Mebbe I will,” answered the other,
without batting an eye. “But if I do,
Scammon, you'll be ripping the skin
off your horse’s back trying to beat me
to it.”

For a moment nothing was said, but
the other grinned again; and no one
could grin as wickedly as Jim Scam-
mon.

“Well, suit yourself,” he said at
length. “You sure know the trail to
a sudden death. I ain’t a-goin’ to head
you off none. But when I get back to
Rustler’s Hole, I'll carry a lock that
will make the boys wonder. And now
that’s over, let’s get down to cases. To-
day, you're going after them horses.
And take it from me, Rolling, this here
Tad Yorgan's got the finest herd in
seven States. I'm just tellin and warn-
ing you, because I want you to be carz-
ful. That herd is worth a hunk of
money. Remember, you made a bar-
gain—you and I—and you’re workin’,
just now, for me. Eh? Oh, you're
going to use the pony. Well, all right.”

The Rolling Stone had come out of
the corral riding easily, holding the
reins in one hand and a stick in the
other. By his side the little horse
trotted along like a thing walking on
air, while the big horse was neighing
to keep her close by.

“Ever see her work?” asked the
Rolling Stone, nodding at the pony. At
the same moment he passed the stick in
front of her nose, and then tossed it a
short distance away. Ears up, the lit-
tle animal watched the stick land, and
then, very daintily and without ado,
walked over, pawed it with her foot,
and took it between her teeth.

“See that,” cried the Rolling Stone
proudly. “Well, she’ll do a whole lot
more. She’ll get down on her knees,
shake hands, and stand up. And she’ll
steal any horse that I send her after,

Well, I'm a-going up and send her
after that herd of horses. Won'’t be a
thing to it, except sit down and wait.
T'll look them over, and see if they’re
as fine a bunch as you say.””

And the Rolling Stone was more or
less of a prophet. Once more Alvarado
passed over his guns, and they were in
for a full day’s work; but this time it
was the pony, and not the cowboy and
the Mexican, who brought the results.
The herd was up among the gulches
in one of the Five Finger Meadows,
and had the men been compelled to
work them out, it might have taken
them a long time. But the pony
seemed to know. She trotted along,
head and tail up, scenting the wind
that drifted down the canyon. The
horse nickered and pranced along be-
side her, until, suddenly, she caught
the drift of the herd. Alvarado’s black,
smoky eyes watched closely.

“Dat leetle horse she know lots,
said he. “See? She climb over dat
ridge and call heem.”

Sure enough, the pony .had run
ahead, stood upon a point, and whin-
nied. The sound carried. The little
horse loomed out against the sky, clear
as a statue. Then there was another
form—an inquisitive horse running up
close to investigate. Then another and
another, In no time the ridge was
covered with the moving herd—every
head striving to get as near as possible
to the strange little animal who was
neither horse nor colt. When he was
sure, the Rolling Stone held his fingers
to his lips and gave a shrill whistle.
That brought the pony racing down to
the black stallion. Five minutes later
the whole herd was coming down the
canyon in reverse order—the drivers in
front, the pony at the stallion’s side,
and the big pack racing behind.

Alvarado was delighted. That night
Rolling Stone heard him talking in
Spanish,

“A man have dat horse, say, he could
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steal anything! But you got to have
heem trained like dat Relling Stone.
I heard tell of dat pony long ago; but
I didn’t believe. Now I knew.”

Next morning every last Mexican
was out in the corral, trying to make
friends with the Shetland. But the
Rolling Stone knew that, not fer
worlds, would Scammon allow her to
go along with the drive, for the simple
reason that she would upset every
horse in the remuda. Se Relling was
forced to try another plan. The night
before the drive he walked in on Tad

Yorgen. Old Tad had been to town
to mail a letter.
“Look here, Tad,” said Rolling.

“We're going south to-morrow, and I
want you to do me a favor.”

“Yes, Rolling.. What is it?”

“It’s that pony. We can’t take her
of course, because, if we did, she’d
raise heck with the drive. No telling
what she’d do with that remuda! I'm
a-going to ride the point of the herd,
and that Mex wrangler, José, couldn’t
hold her a minute. They’d be the devil
popping for sure. So I'm a-going to
ask you to hold her for three days, and
then turn her loose.”

“But why three days?
turn her loose?”

“Because. Three days will bring us
to the Wild Horse Opening and, after
we get past that, there won't be any
place where she can dig out into the
mountains.  She’ll have to stay with
the herd, and I want her with me. I
sure think a lot of that little horse.”

“But I thought she’d stay with you?”

“I know. But just the same, I
wouldn’t trust her if she got a crack
at that remuda and there was a chance
of her getting through the mountains,
She’s stolen horses before.” There’s a
lot of things about that little creature
to make a man wonder.” 5

“All right,” answered Yorgan. “I'll
turn her loose on the third day, just as
you say. But are you still sure about

And why

Scammon and these Mexicans? You
want to remember, Rolling, that you
gave them a clean bill of health, and
teld me not to worry. I left it all to
you.”

“You sure did, and I'm still telling
you the same. - You won’t lose a head
of stock. So, why fret about it?”

CHAPTER IIIL
A HIGH NOTE.

AT daybreak next morning the herd
was ‘ready to start—a gigantic
spear head, with the Rolling Stone at
the point of the spear, the Mexicans
along the side and in behind, and Jim
Scammon to oversee and direct the
driving. ~ José Mendoza had the re-
muda and brought up the rear, the
Swede, Ole, coming along with the
camp wagon. Tad Yorgan was out to
watch the start. The great herd moved
slowly—dull brown against the morn-
ing green, like a vast cloud stirring
across the-earth. And although the
Rolling Stone was riding with des-
perate enemies, his voice came clear
through the air of dawn. He was
Singing the “Cowboy’s Dream!”
“Dog-gone!” said old Tad Yorgan.
“I sure do like that kid. I wonder who
he is, and where he come from?”
For three days the great band of cat-
tle moved along easily and under the
most expert herding. The cowboys
were quiet and talked little. On the
third day, they passed the mouth of
the Wild Horse, and kept on due
south.  Five miles farther on, they
passed over a rise and then. dropped
down into the plain of the Panova.
The grass was deep and there was
water’coming from the mountains. As
the Rolling Stone rode over the rise,
he lost sight of the rest of the herd;
but as he went along, they passed over
two by two, then by tens, and finally
by forties and fifties. But nary a
rider! Rolling - rode on and watched
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the herd spilling into the basin. The
Mexicans had disappeared and the
herd was free, with only the Rolling
Stone to lead them at the point. The
lone cowboy sat in his saddle and rolled
a cigarette, smoking lazily, until the
last of the six thousand had topped
the ridge and gone to grazing. Then
suddenly he pulled out his six guns
and looked them over.

“Dog-gone,” he mused. “They ain’t
nothin’ like experience to tell you what
a crook will do. T sure had it figgered
out to a calf’s tail. Scammon is pull-
ing his stuff. Now, if Old Tad Yor-
gan has only turned that pony loose,
everything will be just what I cal-
culated.”

But when he rode to the camp wagon,
he found the big Swede ripping the
sky with Viking oaths; and it was only
after he had run out of Norseman cuss
words, that he told Rolling the truth.

“Ya!” he yelled. “Dot sneak of a
José Mendoza he steal dot whole re-
muda! Every last one of Old Tad
Yorgan’s horses! When he come to
dot Wild Horse Opening, dot Mexi-
can wrangler yust drove dem up dot
canyon. An’ dot canyon he goes
straight to Mexico. Ya! And then,
two other Mex come back to see wot’s
up, and they go back to catch him. Two
by two, an’ last of all, dot crook of a
Scammon he comes back and he say:
‘Waal, good-by, Ole. W’en dot Roll-
ing Stone comes along, yust you give
him my complimunts.” So! Und dot’s
the way they treat Ole Tad Yorgan.
Steal dot whole tam remuda!”

Rolling Stone laughed, rode over to
the camp wagon, and picked up a
coyple of cold biscuits which he stuffed
into his pockets.

“Thanks, Ole,” he said. “If Old
Tad Yorgan or any one like that should
happen’ along, just tell him that I've
gone on a little errand. T'll be back,
and so will Scammon.”

At the foot of the Wild Horse he

turned and entered the canyon. The
tracks of the horse herd were as plain
as day—two hundred horses running
at full speed and -stirring up the sandy
bottom. Stone rode slowly, looking
down and making sure. At the gait
they were traveling, the rustlers were
gaining every minute. But some part
of Rolling Stone’s plan had evidently
gone wrong. So he waited and rode
deliberately until, about noon, he heard
a faint sound coming up the canyon.
His horse’s head shot up. A nicker!
And another nicker in answer! The
Rolling Stone nodded.

“That’s her! - Just what I said. Tad
Yorgan turned her loose, and she’s
picked up the drift of the herd. They
ain’t a horse in the country that can
keep up with her for speed and en-
durance.”

Sure enough, the pony came on, head
up and tail straight out, nickering and
galloping like wild. The race was on.
Straight as an arrow she loped ahead
of the stallion, running for the herd.
Rolling Stone humped his shoulders
and allowed his mount to have his
head.

The end came about-dusk. They
had climbed the high places and had
entered the rough country when, sud-
denly, he heard a sound that warned
him to be careful. It would never
do to let the pony be seen. The Roll-
ing Stone reached for his rope and ran
the loop out over the pony’s head,
bringing her to a stop as he raced along
beside her.

“Now, sweetheart, we got to be care-
ful. We can’t go too fast. You got
to let me do the managing and, if you
listen to orders, everything will come
out just beautiful. See? We're going
to hide out back of this pile of rocks
and see if we can’t play a little trick.”

He stroked her head: to calm her
down; and reached into his pocket for
one of the biscuits, The pony nibbled
and rubbed her nose against his hand.
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Twice she started to nicker, but each
time he caught her by the nose. Then,
when all was ready, he hid himself be-
hind the pile of rocks: The Mexicans
and Scammon had driven the remuda
into a side pocket and were getting
ready for supper. Their horses were
still saddled and two of the Mexicans
were tinkering with their cinches.

“Dog-gone!” breathed the Rolling
Stone, as he watched the pony. “She’s
the greatest little queen that ever
fooled a horse thief. I expected her
to run, but she’s going up easy.”

Sure enough, the Shetland had
trotted up slowly, in plain view of the
two Mexicans. One of them leaped
into his saddle and reached for his
rope. He called to his companion,
Then he started—full speed. The Roll-
ing Stone grinned, and settled back
among the rocks with his own rope
ready.
the Mexican after him at full speed, his
lasso circling. Then something ran out
and the Mexican was pulled from his
saddle. Rolling Stone had to work like
lightning, pulling the Mexican’s own
rope, tying him, and tossing him to one
side. The horses raced on. Rolling
had barely time to get back to his hid-
ing place when the other Mexican came
trotting along, cautiously, to see what
was up. But Stone was a swift
worker. His rope went out and was
jerked about the man’s neck before he
had even a chance to squawk.

“That makes two,” said the Rolling
Stone.  “Now if the luck will only
continue !”

But there was no such good fortune.
The pony had suddenly gone wild with
excitement; the saddled horses, free
from their riders, were racing along,
whinnying and sending out their chal-
lenge. In another instant the delighted
Shetland was up on a point nickering
her little call of the wild, and setting
the whole remuda into a frenzy of ea-
gerness, .Shouts "from Scammon!

The little horse raced back, with *

And the Mexicans running for their
mounts! Some of them made it; but
Scammon and the wrangler José lost
their horses. A second of fluttering.
Then the panic broke! One horse—a
hundred, made a wild dash for liberty.
Shots, and the Mexicans riding in a
frenzy of despair! All in a few sec-
onds. Rolling Stone watched the sleek
form of the blue Shetland gliding
across the floor of the canyon, saw her
kick up her heels as one of the Mexi-
cans grooved her with a bullet. Then
the whole herd disappeared around a
bend on their way to the valley, the
cursing Mexicans racing in pursuit.
But in the sudden turn of events,
the Rolling Stone had lost track of
Scammon. He had been having
trouble to restrain his own horse. The
stallion had whinnied, and that had be-
trayed him to the crafty foreman.
That worthy had slipped away and
come in behind the rocks! A word to
José Mendoza, and he had arranged
the death of Rolling Stone! The cow-
boy was afoot and trying to get his
bearings when, suddenly, he found
himself face to face with his enemy.
And it was sudden death!
Scammon was so sure of himself
that he could afford to tease; also he
wanted to get the Rolling Stone in a
position where José could do the shoot-
ing. And Rolling could see Scammon ;

but not the Mexican. The rustler
laughed mockingly.
“Pretty clever, Rolling. I'll say you

are! But I've got you now. Here’s
where I get that lock of hair to take
back to Rustler’s Hole. I told you
once before that you couldn’t shoot it
out with me in a million years. You
ready to go?”’

He had his hands to his sides, but
Rolling knew how fast he was on the
draw; at the same time he was dead
sure that Scammon would never meet
him on an equal basis. He stepped be-
hind one of the rocks and, at the same
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instant caught sight of the Mexican,
José Mendoza, drawing a bead on him
from the hill above. That move
saved his life; for it brought his head
and body behind the rocks. José, dis-
covered, lost his head and fired. The
Rolling Stone was knocked spinning
off his feet. But his guns were belch-
ing. And so were Scammon’s. Half
in the air and turning a part somer-
sault, Rolling saw the bandit crumple,
while he himself went over sidewise
and rolled to the bottom of a small
ravine. For a moment he stirred, and
then stretched out as if dead. Then
the Rolling Stone got his revenge!
José stuck his head over the bank to
investigate the result of his treachery.
He was grinning. But it was the last
grin of his life. With his left hand
the Rolling Stone shot out of the crook
of his right arm. The Mexican went
down with a hole between the eyes.

Ten minutes later, the Rolling Stone
placed the body of Jim Scammon on
his horse, and got up behind. José’s
body could lie where it had fallen. He
would send some one back for the
bound Mexicans. Stone was all ready
to start when his horse pricked up his
ears and warned him of another at-
tack. Once again he drew his six-gun.
But he did not shoot. Instead he
stopped to watch a bewhiskered rider
coming along at full speed, with two
others—white cowboys—racing behind
him. He heard the rider talking.

“Dog-gone your hide! But you got
him!  Thank the Lord! Rolling
Stone, you little beggar, what did you

" play that trick on me for? Why didn’t
you tell me? Why, man, you're
wounded !”

“Only a shot in the leg,” said Roll-
ing softly. “They tried to double cross
me. One was drawing me on and the
other was going to kill me in cold
blood. Instinct warned me, and I got
behind a rock. I knew there was some-

thing; but T couldn’t exactly figger
what. Got Scammon as I went over.
He was a good shot, but it looks as
though I'm a little bit better. But how
did you know about us? I told you to
stay back and leave it to me.”

Tad Yorgan reached into his pocket
and pulled out a piece of paper.

“Just this,” he said. “I found the
rest of that lefter. You remember that
that first page said that they had sent
up to Colorado for something, but
what it was happened to be on the next
page. And that first one didn’t even
tell who the bandit was. Well, I was
so curious that I wrote back to brother
Charley in New Mexico, and this is
what he wrote:”

Dear Tav: Funny, but your letter came in
to-day, just when I found that other sheet.
I guess I didn’t mail it—must have left it
out. It was here behind the table. But I'm
sending it to satisfy your curiosity. Here
it is:

After the greatest cattle detective in the
whole West. He's known as the Rolling
Stone, and he's never failed on a case yet.
He’s the one that cleaned out the Biff Keene
gang single-handed. And he’s got a reputa-
tion that's a mile long. Only he won't work
unless he goes it alone. He came down when
we sent for him, and made a bargain. He
agreed to get this renegade Scammon—that's
the rustler’s name, and he’s redheaded and
bloodshot to boot—for a thousand dollars.
And if he captures him in the act he gets two
thousand ; and if he shoots it out and wins he
gets three thousand. And I haven't a doubt
but what he will get three thousand dollars.
The last I heard of him he was riding into
Mexico all by his lonesome. If you ever get
in trouble, you might send for him.

The Rolling Stone was grinning.

“Well?” asked Tad Yorgan.

“I don't see that there is any need
of saying anything. I came in and you
didn’t know me; and that gave me a
chance to work alone. If you had got
here ten minutes ago it would have
cost me two thousand dollars ; but, as it
is now, I get top price. How's that?”
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Synopsis of Preceding Chapters

KILLER” SNEED is accldentally the cause of Albert Ryder’s death. Sneed adopts Ryder's son Ted,

placing him in care of his housekeeper, Lucy Ware. Sheriff Frost arrives to Investigate Ryder's

death and remove the boy. Ted chooses to remain with Sneed, who treats him kindly and tralns
him to use a revolver.

Ted-quarrels with Lute Balmer, foreman of Nate Sinclalr, cattle baron and Sneed's neighbor.
Sneed’s gang start on a raid, from which Sneed returns wounded In his redoubtable right arm.
He tries to keep it secret, but fears that Snark Levant, his lieutenant, suspects. Levant thinks to
supplant Sneed.

Ted meets Dorothy Sinclair, and is run off the Sinclair ranch by Balmer.
lls Sneed what he has learned.

Dorothy tells Ted
who Sneed is. Ted, unbelieving, plans vengeance, but tel Sneed,

by his manner, tries to reassure Ted and Lucy.

a

Warns Tod that he will fake the blame.  Sherlft Trost arrives; questions Ted, Who, obeying Sneed,
denles that he fired the shot. Ted disappears. Sneed, to prove his power, rides through the
crowded town, rifle in holster, crippled arm in full view. An unknown assailant fires ond Sunced
falls dend. Ted promises to avenge him. The sheriff warns him not to attempt trouble, and
allows him to take Sneed's body back to the ranch.

'CHAPTER XIIL
LUCY WARE.

T took the horses all night
and part -of the next
morning to pull the
wagon bearing Sneed’s
body up th¢ long
slopes. Meanwhile, Ted’s

thoughts were divided between the de-

sire to rush on ahead and prepare Lucy

Ware for their coming, and the con-

viction that it was his place and duty
to stay beside the remains of his dead

friend. He started on several times,
but always came back.

When they finally reached the ranch
in the forenoon it was Lucy, who, by
a cruel freak of chance, first saw them
coming. She was in the yard before
the house, her arms were filled with
flowers. She stood and watched,
white-faced, as Ted rode up. She
looked in his eyes and, before he could
speak, she nodded.

“I know,” she said in a strange, tired
voice. “It had to come some time.”
She walked slowly toward the wagon
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and stood mute and awe-struck while
they carried Sneed’s body into the
house, deaf to Ted's fervid entreaties
to wait inside.

She asked one of the men who had
come from Morning Glory for details.
After they had gone, she listened to
Ted’s passionate recital of his part in
the affair, and what he thought, and
what he intended to do. -

“No,” she said dully, “it wouldn’t
do to try to get his slayer. It had to
come. But I thought it would be
Snark Levant who would try it. No,
Ted, you mustn’t start this way. Jess
was always like that, sort of—spec-
tacular. They all were afraid of him
and when they saw for sure that his
arm was gone, one of them lost his
head. Might be sorry now; can't tell.”

“But what they said about him bein’
a killer,” the boy protested.

“All true,” said Lucy. And then,
with flashing eyes: “There wasn’t one

of them that would dare face him’

when his arm was right!”

Ted looked at the still form on the
sofa in the cool, dim living room, with
flowers heaped upon it; his eyes were
wide and. wondering, still expressing
disbelief. But Lucy ‘Ware would not

ie.

“You'll have to help me,” she said.
“Go out to the kitchen and get some
breakfast. Then ride down and get
Buck before you take some sleep.
Poor boy—you must need it.”

Whatever her thoughts were as she
sat during those next few hours be-
side the couch no one could tell. Just
once she gave way to tears. In her
heart was a lurking dread; she feared
the possible return of Snark Levant.
She did not fear for herself so much
as for the youth. She had always pos-
sessed a feeling of security when Sneed
was alive. Now for the first time,
since those spectacular days of the
;«'ih‘! cow towns, this feeling deserted
er.

They buried Sneed next day under
the cottonwoods in the lower yard.
Lucy Ware’s face was white and
drawn, but whatever emotion she ex-
perienced was carefully concealed.
That night she told Buck to return to
his post in charge of the cattle; but
she asked him certain questions about
the men, and: told him to be in readi-
ness to return to the ranch house on
an instant’s notice.

“I shall probably sell the place,” she
finished absently.

She wondered over this. Yes, she
would have to sell the ranch. She
didn’t feel capable of managing it. It
made her bitter whenever she thought
of Sneed’s intention to follow the cat-
tle-raising business and give up his old
life.  And now, just when he had
started, he had been shot down. He
had been killed, too, before he had a
chance to tell the boy everything.
What cruel irony of fate!

“Jess was going to tell you himself,”
she said to the tall youth.that evening
when they had lighted the lamp in the
living room, which seemed strangely
deserted. - “Last night he was in ter-
rible anxiety, Ted. We didn’t know
where you had gone and Jess just
walked the floor all night. I could hear
him muttering in his room. He missed
you. He wasn’t all bad, you knaw.
He brought you here because he
wanted to—well, to do something for
you, I guess. We got to like to have
you aroun’. It—it was sometimes
lonesome here.”

Ted mnodded  gravely. “I know
Sneed wasn’t bad,” he said. “He
treated me white. He even loaned me
money on my mine!”

That brought the tears to Lucy
Ware’s eyes. “Oh, if you only knew,
my boy, what we've been through!
‘Why, it was really through me that he
became an outlaw!”

They stared at each other in the
shaded rays of the lamp.
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“He shot a man who tried to hurt
me!” Lucy cried fiercely. “Those
were the days of the real cow towns,
Ted. An’, oh, they were tough! The
sights I've seen! You know I'm not
young.”

There seemed to be no answer to
this outburst; and then Lucy Ware
found the relief she needed in con-
fiding®in this youth who listened won-
deringly and intently.

“Listen, Ted, I've seen more than
one man killed,” she went on excitedly.
“I’'ve seen ’em killed in knife battles,
in gun plays, with bottles. I've seen
’em fighting like tigers over nothing
more than a stack of white chips, or a
slip of the tongue, or a refusal to take
a. drink.”

She paused, breathing quickly.

“Listen!” she leaned toward him
confidentially. “They once called me
the dance-hall queen. It isn’t so long
ago, either; an’ this is a tough country
yet. I was in a big place in—well, in
a town where at that time there wasn’t
a soul in the graveyard that had died
a natural death. We had a long bar,
an’ gambling tables, an’ a dance floor
in back. I had charge of the girls who
were paid to dance with the men; an’
I sang a few songs every night. It
was a big glittering place an’ when it
was runnin’ full blast it was a sight
to see, an’ really something to listen
to.”

Her eyes sparkled with their old
light of adventure as she drew back
the veil of the past.

“After the round-up they’d come in.
They'd come from everywhere—
punchers, gamblers, prospectors, min-
ers, hangers-on—oh, the whole crew!
They’d drink, they’d gamble, they’d
sing, they’d fight. An’ the noise!
Glasses clinking, spurs jingling, chips
clicking, dice rattling, the man at the
wheel calling the numbers; men laugh-
ing, shouting, swearing, singing; the
piano player doin’ his worst; me givin’

one of my songs—all under the hangin’
lamps with the smoke drifting in lay-
ers. Well, it was some exciting scene,
take it from me! An’ I thought that
was the life—then.”

The boy’s eyes were gleaming as the
word picture grew before his eyes.

“It was Jess Sneed who took me out
of all that, without knowin’' he was
goin’ to do it,” she continued with a
catch in her voice. “During the rodeo
a stranger came into the place who
stepped over the mark. This man was
popular from the start. He had a
good make-up, worse several big dia-
monds—which counted a lot in those
days—and spent plenty, which counted
more. He was good-looking, had a
way about him, an’ was a whirlwind of
a gambler. I guess that was his trade,
if you could call it a trade. Well, he
tried to make up to me.”

Lucy Ware smiled wryly as she said
this. Presently she continued:

“One night he came out on the
dance floor an’ when I'd finished a
song he asked me to dance with him.
I refused. Now Jess Sneed was
freighting down there then. He was
a big man, an’ was known to be fast
with his gun. “He'd stopped a gang
that had tried to hold him up once an’
he wouldn’t stand for any one tryin’
to kid him. An’ he kept pretty much
to himself. I guess he had more per-
sonality than this stranger, but because
he didn’t try to make a show of him-
self he wasn’t so popular.

“I told the stranger I wouldn’t dance
with him, an’ he tried to make me.
‘When he took hold of me, Jess Sneed
stepped on the floor an’ called him to
let up. Well, this stranger was like a
tiger in a split second; an’ he swore
at Jess. Jess handed it back to him
an’ he went for his gun. The stranger
might as well have been picking flowers.
Jess bored him for keeps before he
could get his gun out of his holster.
Then Jess vanished.”
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Lucy paused again, thinking. Then
she went on:

“It seems they liked this stranger
better than Jess an’ the house was in
an uproar in no time. They called him
a killer an’ went after him with posses.
But they never got him. He stopped
two of them, an’ they gave up. But he
had the name of ‘Killer’ Snéed, an’ it
wasn't long before he was on the out-
law trail. Maybe it was in him, but T
think he was driven to it.

“The affair had a bad effect on me.
It—well, I just couldn’t seem to sing
after that. An’ I lost my nerve. I
quit. T didn’t do any too well from
then on, an’ I was in a little town in
the south, working in a hotel—mind
you'!—when Jess rode in with his band
to take the bank. He saw me an'—
well, he asked me how I came to be
there an’ I told him. He told me about
this ranch he’d just got hold of an’
how he needed somebody to take care
of the house, an’ asked me if I wanted
to come. I wanted a home. So I
came. I've had a good home, an’ he
always treatcd me right. But the thing
few people—nobody, I g
was a thing we had to keep secret be-
cause it was the best policy.”

- She looked above Ted’s head as if
seeing something afar; and there was
a mist in her eyes:

“You see,” she said softly. “I was
Killer Sneed’s wife. An'—an’ now—
I'm his widow.”

. She leaned heavily upon the table
and her shoulders shook violently with
sobs.

Ted, his eyes wide with wonder and
pity, rose quickly and put his strong
arms about her, awkwardly trying to
soothe her. When she looked up he
kissed one of her wet cheeks.

“Never mind, Aunt Lucy,
make out,” he said earnestly.

“I don’t know what’ll become of you
when I sell the ranch,” she said, after a
time.

we'll

“Sell!” His voice rang. “We—you
won’t sell, Aunt Lucy. Buck’s teach-
ing me the business an’ we'll make a“go
of it. Den’t you see? This is your
home. Where you goin’ if you leave
here? An’ it's my home, too. We'll
just stick to it Won't you stick,
Aunt Lucy?”

She stared at his sparkling eyes, at
the height and strength of him. His
enthusiasm fairly filled the room.

“All right,” she decided; “T’ll keep
the ranch.”

CHAPTER XIV.
AN UNSCHEDULED VISIT.

THE discovery of Sneed’s real busi-

ness and Lucy Ware's remarkable
story made a great impression on Ted
Ryder. Truth was, he felt the loss of
Sneed more keenly than he had felt
the loss of his father.  Perhaps this
was because his father had been a hard,
silent man, and their life in the little
meadow above the mine had been more
or less monotonous; whereas there had
been more excitement at the ranch, and
Sneed, in, his way, had been kind. He
had been sympathetic, too. However,
Ted gave up all thought of trying to
avenge his death. He felt a keen sym-
pathy for Lucy Ware after hearing her
extraordinary disclosure. Then, too,
Ted's mother had died years ago, and
a woman who looked after him, as
Lucy did, was bound to have influence
over him. Now that she was left
alone, he wanted to do all he could
for her.

But another thing bothered Ted.
After all, Balmer had told Dorothy
Sinclair the truth about Sneed. Prob-
ably her father had confirmed it. And
then, with the shooting of Balmer,
what did she think of him—of Ted?
She would naturally assume he had
lied; that he had shot Balmer pur-
posely. He worried about this that
night of Lucy Ware’s confession, and
next day. And then he decided upon
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a bold move. He would see Dorothy
and tell her the truth!

It was with this end in view that
he rode away from the gnch down
to the lower meadows, and to the tim-
ber screen of the river down there late
in the afternoon of the next day. He
kept well- within the shelter of the
trees as he made his way eastward.
He passed the upper ranch, which now
was practically deserted, and continued
to the main buildings of the S Bar S.
These were situated in the bottoms,
with the bench sheltering them on the
north. He followed the river and
reached the buildings just at dusk.

It seems that a mysterious element
of luck naturally attaches itself to the
activities of youth. Ted rode along
the shadow of the trees and had hardly
had his first view of the house when
he caught a telltale flash of white in
the yard. As if some latent instinct
told him that this signified the presence
of Dorothy Sinclair, he rode into a lit-
tle clump of poplars, left his horse
with reins dangling, and scurried about
the scrubs until he stood, hat in hand,
before the astonished girl.

Dorothy was much too surprised to
speak.,

“I came to tell you,” Ted said, “that
what Balmer said about Uncle Jess
was true. An’ he was killed in Morn-
ing Glory three days ago. I didn’t
know about him when you told me
that, an’ I didn’t want you to think
T'd lie to you. That's all, I guess—
except that he wasn’t as bad as some
of them thought, an’ he was always

good to me.”

She looked at him gravely and
tossed her head. “You hurt Lute Bal-
mer,” she said accusingly. “An’

some time you’ll be hung because that
bad man’s made you a gunman.”
“That’s what they're tellin’ you, I
suppose,” he said scornfully. “Well,
you tell ’em I said I'd take care of my-
self. If I hadn’t stopped it, Balmer

would have murdered Uncle Jess. Tell
’em I said that, too!”

“Who’d believe you?” she scoffed.

He thought this over. “Listen, Dor-
othy,” he said finally, “just because
Jess Sneed took me in when my father
got killed, they’re against me. Now
Jess Sneed is gone. Do you reckon
they’ll still keep after me?”

“Father says you'll have to go away,”
said Dorothy. “He says youre dan-
gerous. Don’t you think you'd better
go away?”

Ted shook his head. “Nope! I
reckon I'll stick. Anyway, I couldn’t
go while Balmer—— How is Balmer?”

“He’s going to get well,” Dorothy
replied. “But father says you’ll have
to go. He heard about that bad man
getting killed.”

“So he'd drive me out!” cried Ted
indignantly, “Why, I couldn’t go if I
wanted to. Don’t you see that would
be running away?”

He looked very big in the failing
twilight.

“I'll be going away next year my-
self,” she said vaguely.

“I reckon that'll be too bad,” de-
cided Ted promptly.

“Oh, you couldn’t ever see me again.
anyway,” she informed him. “Father
says I can’t have anything to do with
you because you're—well, you're bad!”

Ted laughed, forgot himself, and
slammed on his hat. “What your dad
don’t know would fill a lot of books!”
he jeered. “How'd I get to see you to-
night?”

“If they knew you were here they'd
chase you away—maybe they’d shoot
you,” she said earnestly.

“T’d take my chances!”

She shrank back as his hand dropped
swiftly to his gun. There it was! The
gesture of a gunfighter! Dorothy knew ;
she had been born and reared in that
very country; she had listened to men
talk—and she was smart. But she felt
a certain exhilaration in her young
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heart. .Ted, standing there above her,
unafraid, was not unlike a young
knight—a knight of the open country.

“You—must be careful,” she mur-
mured.

“Listen, Dorothy, don't you let them
kid you along none,” he said in a tone
of confidence. “An’——" He stepped
toward her and grasped her hand im-
pulsively. “Don’t you let ‘em tell you
I'm bad!” With a quick pressure of
his strong fingers he started away.

As he hurried toward the trees
where he had left his horse, a shout
came from behind the house. He
broke into a run. A man came down
the yard.

“Hold on there!” came the sharp
command.

Ted didn’t recognize the voice, but
he realized its import. They had been
seen, or he had been seen, by some
member of the S Bar S outfit who knew
him by sight. He increased his pace.
As he reached the trees a shot rang
out, and a bullet clipped the leaves
above his head. Dorothy’s scream
came to him then. It gave him some-
thing of a thrill. She feared for his
safety! He laughed boyishly as he
gathered his reins and threw himself
into his saddle.

There were no more shots, for he
was under cover now. He raced for
the river. Darkness had closed in; but
as he looked back at the house, he
could see the yard fairly well in the
starlight and could not distinguish the
form of any moving thing. Nor could
he descry the telltale splash of white
which would have indicated Dorothy’s
presence. He leaped to the conclusion
that she had called off his pursuer.

He cantered easily along the trees
and walked his horse up the long slope
to the bench. This delay brought
trouble. As he reached the top of
the bench, three riders came pound-
ing up the road from the barn. He
heard their horses, then their yells,

and knew they were after him. He
straightened out on the open plain and
the race westward began.

In selecting a horse for Ted, Buck
Andrews had chosen one of the best
animals in Sneed’s string—and Sneed’s
mounts had been noted for their speed
and endurance. His business had re-
quired the best horseflesh obtainable.
Thus Ted’s horse was far superior to
the ordinary range stock. But Sin-
clair, old-timer and lover of horses
as he was, also had some splendid
stock; and he liked to see his men
well mounted. Therefore, Ted soon
fourrd that he wasn’t going to have any
easy time of it.

He thrilled from head to foot with
his first chase. What they wanted him
for, he didn’t know, didn’t care. They
were not shooting at him, anyway.
Wanted to capture him and take him
back to Sinclair, probably.  Then
Sinclair would have an excuse to
make more trouble for him. Might
even hint that he was on his range
bothering his cattle! ~ Well, they
wouldn’t get him.

As Ted let his horse out to its swift-
est pace, tail and mane flying, the wind
rushing past, the vast expanse of plain
alive with dancing shadows, he felt a
wild exultation. He looked back.
They were coming on, a racing trio
who figured on getting him before he
could get back to the ranch. It was
possible they would have a chance
when they reached the long slopes
leading upward to the lower meadows
of the Lazy L. What would Sneed
do in such a case? Ted pondered this
and realized that Sneed’s raids must
have put him in a similar predicament
time after time. But they’d never
caught him! Why? Because Sneed
had used his brains, of course.

And now Ted gave evidence of pos-

. sessing that instinct' which often comes

natural to those born in a wild, free
country—the same instinct which had
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been Sneed’s, although he didn’t know
it. He wouldn't wait until they
reached the slopes; he would trick
them!

He was some distance out on the
plain from the river; but now he
turned suddenly and headed for the
dark band of trees along the stream.
The shouts came again and, as
he neared his objective, shots broke
on the wind. Ted laughed and drove
in his spurs for a furious spurt. They

were not going to shoot him down or

they would have tried it the first
glimpse they'd had of him. They were
trying to frighten him? Perhaps not;
but it made little difference. He
gained the shelter of the trees with-
out hearing the whine of a single bul-
let.

He swung west just within the deep
shadow cast by the timber and sped
along until he spied an opening. Here
he rode in on a trail which he believed
would lead to a ford. This proved to
be the case and he crossed the stream.
As soon as he emerged from the trees
on the opposite bank he turned down
the stream. He was soon around a
bend where he would be out of sight
of his pursuers when they crossed after
him. They could assume either that
he had gone upstream—as would seem
natural—or had hidden in the timber.
But at the first likely looking opening
in the trees he crossed back to the
other bank.

He rode out cautiously, but could
see nothing of his pursuers, Here Ted
exhibited a degree of cunning beyond
his sixteen years. He told himself that
the S Bar S riders would figure that he
had crossed the river in desperation
and was riding up toward the west,
or that he was hiding in the timber.
They would not give him credit of
being capable of a bold ruse. It would
be most natural for them to decide he
was hiding; for Ted had thought of
doing that very thing at first,

He rode slowly upstream -until he
was nearly at the spot where he had
entered the timber. There he listened
and finally the sound of voices came
to him dimly from the other side of
the ford. He rode on past the opening
and then spurred his horse at break-
neck pace. Any delay was to his ad-
‘vantage.

He kept close to the trees until
another bend favored him and then
he spurted. He called on his horse for
everything there was in him, rode like

“the wind, and, at last gained the first

slope. As he climbed he continued to
look back and finally he saw them com-
ing—one on each side of the stream,
the third man missing. They had
doubtless left their companion at the
ford to keep watch there. But the de-
lay, while they were conferring and
deciding what to do, had made for
the success of Ted’s ruse. They could
not catch him now. He doubted if
they could even see him as he kept
putting clumps of aspen and bushes
betweenehim and the land below. It
would do them no good to come to the
ranch. They would have sense enough
for that.

He reached the first stand of bull
pine and reined in his horse. Far be-
low, two shadows moved uncertainly
about the stream. One of them disap-
peared and soon came out on the side
where the other shadow was. The
shadows ceased to move.  Shortly
afterward they separated and soon
there was again the shadow of a rider
on each side of the stream. But now
they were going back!

Ted laughed joyously.  “They’ll
have to wait till daylight to make sure
they haven’t got me trapped,” he sang.

Then he continued up toward the
Lazy L meadows over the first ridge,
chuckling happily.

But his merriment might not have
been so keen if he had known what the
outcome of this enterprise was to be.
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CHAPTER XV.
THE DEMAND,

WHILE Ted Ryder was eluding the
men sent to capture him, a
strange scene was being enacted at the
Sinclair Ranch house. Nat Sinclair
had been in his little office when he
heard Balmer—who was in bed in a
downstairs reom propped up so he
could look out the window—call out.
He ran in to see what was the matter
and Balmer told him excitedly that
Ted was in the yard. He had spied
him leaving, had caught a flash of
Dorothy.  Sinclair rushed out, and it
was he who had chased the youth and
fired a shot in an effort to halt him.
He had thrown Dorothy off as she ran
to him and clung to his arm; had
ordered out the horsemen to get Ted
and bring him back. Then he con-
fronted his pale, trembling daughter in
the living room.
“What was he doing here ” he de-
manded furiously.

“He came to see me,” Dorothy re-
plied coolly.

“And you didn’t call me! Why
didn’t you?”

Dorothy (flushed slightly.  “He

didn't ask to—to see you, daddy. He
—had something to tell me.”

“And you listened to him!” raged
her father. “After what I told you
about him and about that outlaw up
there; after I told you never to speak
to him again! After he tried to kill
my foreman!”

“I don’t believe that,” said Dorothy
slowly. “He came to tell me he—he
didn’t know about that bad man up
there when I told him what Balmer
said. He didn’t want me to think he'd
lied tome. He said Balmer would have
murdered that man and that he—did
what he did—well—"

“Stop!” her father interrupted. She
was almost frightened at the sight of
his darkened face and flashing eyes.

“Do you, my own daughter, mean
to stand there and contradict me?” he
said sternly. “Don’t you suppose I
know what that-bandit of a Sneed’s
been up to? Good thing he was killed.
I know the breed. I tolerated his being
up there because I almost had to. But
I won't tolerate this young ruffian
who's following in his footsteps com-
ing here, or even looking at you.
You've never disobeyed me before. I
—1I can’t understand it.”  His look
changed from one of anger to pained
perplexity.

“Well, daddy,” said Dorothy in a
low, earnest voice. “I don’t believe
Ted is a ruffian nor what you say. It
wasn’t his fault he lived on that ranch
with that bad man when he didn’t
know anything about him.”

Sinclair was aghast. “You're stick-
ing up for him?” he said incredulously.
“Of course he knew it. He couldn’t
help but know it, with Sneed’s gang
coming in and out. Why, Dot, that
boy’s another killer!”

Dorothy shook her head, although
she paled as she nemembered how
Ted’s hand had dropped to his gun
when she’d hinted they might try to
shoot him if they knew he was there.
Then she started and looked at her
father with wide eyes.

“You shot at him,” she accused.

Sinclair’s brows knitted.  “I shot
over his head, thinking that would
stop him,” he said gruffly. “I had no

intention of hitting him.”

“But he wouldn’t know that, would
he?” the girl asked. Then, with a little
thrill in her voice: “He didn’t stop.
He said he could take care of himself.”
There was a note of triumph in her
tone which Nate Sinclair did not miss.

“Oh, he did, did he?” said her father,
his frown deepening. “Well, we’ll see
about that. Go to your room!”

-Dorothy turned away, but at the bot-
tom of the stairs she hesitated. “I
don’t think it's right, daddy, to make
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trouble for }nm now that that bad man
Sneed is gone.”

“Go to your room!” her father thun-
dered.

Upstairs at her window, Dorothy sat
looking out at the branches of the cot-
tonwoods weaving against the stars.
“Don’t let 'em tell you I'm bad!” His
words echoed and reéchoed in her
ears. She remembered the look in his
eyes. She was old enough to know
when a man’s eyes were right. She
had heard her father’s shouted orders
to the horsemen.  “They won't catch
him,” she murmured, resting her chin
in her hands upon the window sill.
“An’—I don’t believe he’s bad.” Then
tears obscured the weaving branches
and the stars.

Nate Sinclair paced the living room,
an unlighted cigar clenched tightly in
his teeth. He chewed it savagely.
How long would it take his men to
catch the young rogue? He didn’t
know exactly what he’d do and say
when they brought him back. Well,
the kid had nerve—and courage. Com-
ing right to the house to see Dorothy!
Ignoring the shot! And Dorothy
sticking up for him! Sinclair became
extremely thoughtful—more thought-
ful than he had been for years. The
principal thought in his mind—that
this youth might defy him and try to
see Dorothy again, perhaps often—was
intolerable. He was dangerous, this
young fellow! He was too good look-
ing; he was well set up; a good rider;
he had a dashing way about him; and
these things had a glamour for girls—
especially  yowung  girls.  Sinclair
frowned heavily and clasped and un-
clasped his hands behind his back nerv-
ously. Why didn’t they return with
him? Would he trick them. Had he
a better horse? Sinclair swore and
dropped into a big armchair.

He woke suddenly. Daylight was
streaming into the room. He rubbed
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his eyes, hardly believing that he had
slept.  There were footfalls on the
porch and a sharp rap at the door. He
opened it hurriedly, and looked eagerly
at the rider who touched the bnm of
his hat.

“We didn’t get him,” the man said
shortly. “He tricked us in the timber
along the river. Three of us couldn’t
watch everything in the dark.”

Sinclair stared.  “Couldn’t watch
everything?” he roared. “Couldn’t
watch anything, you mean. I should
have gone myself,” he added with an
oath.

“He had a good hoss,” said the rider
stoutly. “An’ he’s no fool. We could
have brought him back dead, if we'd
had orders.”

“Get out of here!” shouted Sinclair,
and slammed the door in his face.

Sinclair ordered the housekeeper to

sprepare his breakfast immediately.
Then he went into his office and took
some papers from his desk. He looked
them over and muttered to himself: “I
reckon there’s another way. Still,
Sneed offered to pay cash for the cat-
tle.” He sat thinking steadily until
the housekeeper told him his break-
fast was ready

While catmg, he instructed her to
put up a substantial lunch for him.
After the meal he took the packet of
food and went out. He ordered his
best horse brought from the pasture,
and shortly afterward he rode away up
the road to the bench, where he turned
westward and went on at a steady lope.

Lucy Ware heard a vigorous rapping
at her front door about eleven that
morning. She paused with misgiving
before she answered. She was always
fearful of visitors these days, for
there was one she expected whose
coming she viewed with alarm—Snark
Levant. When she saw the huge bulk
of Nate Sinclair on the porch she
breathed a sigh of relief. After all,.
perhaps, she had no reason for this
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abiding fear. She welcomed the
rancher and invited him in.

“I’ve come on a matter of business,”
said Sinclair grimly, taking the chair
she offered him. “I believe your name
is Lucy Ware?” :

“Ah—yes,” Lucy replied.

Sinclair drew from a pocket a slip
of paper. “This,” he said, waving it
before him, “is a note signed by you
for the balance due on the two thou-
sand head of cattle which you, or
Sneed, purchased from me recently. It
is payable on demand.”

Lucy’s face went a shade gray.
“Yes,” she said. “I signed it; I own
this place. What about it?”

“I shall have to have this money
at once,” Sinclair announced.

Lucy started, and then her eyes
flashed angrily. “So that’s it, Now
that Jess is dead you're scared about
your money. Well, you have plenty of
security so you needn’t worry. You
can find out for yourself up at the
shipping point. If Jess were here
he’d probably pay you on the spot.
He. ”  She ceased abruptly as an
alarming thought struck her.

“No doubt,” said Sinclair. “But
since he isn’t here, I reckon you're pre-
pared to do the same.”

Lucy Ware stared at him. “Of
course I'm not prepared to do any such
thing,” she said indignantly.

Something suspiciously like a gleam
of triumph came into Sinclair’s eyes.
“Sneed offered to do it,” he said with
a shrug. “I've got to have this
money, Miss Ware.”

“Maybe you're afraid for the cattle,”
she said scornfully, “Well, T have a
good foreman an’ some good men, Sin-
clair. We can run this ranch. I don’t
see why you should demand this
money so soon after the sale.”

Sinclair raised his brows. “I have
my reasons,” he said shortly. “But
I'm willing to be reasonable. I'll give
you forty-eight hours in which to pay.”

“Forty-eight hours!” Lucy ex-
claimed. ‘“Aren’t you the Santa Claus!
You don’t need this money, Sinclair.
You're doing this for some reason that
has nothing to do with money. What
is it?” .

Sinclair compressed his lips. It
was very probable that Lucy Ware
knew nothing of Ted’s visit to the
S Bar S the night before. If he were
to issue an ultimatum to the effect that
the youth was not to go upon his range
it would probably do little good.

“I have another proposition to make,
Miss Ware,” he said slowly. “I don’t
suppose you figure on keeping on here.
You can go somewhere and be—well,
be rich. If you say the word, I'll buy

you out.”
Lucy’s eyes widened and then grow
thoughtful. Sell the ranch? And

where would she go? She liked the
hills. As Ted had said, she had no
place to go. And Ted wanted to stay.
He was enthusiastic about learning the
stock business. Why, she could leave
him the place some day. And here she
had a home. Moreover, there was a
touch of sentiment about Lucy Ware.
Sneed had' brought her there after he
had married her.

“No,” she said firmly. “I won't
sell the place an’ you can’t make me
sell it!”

“Very well,” said Sinclair stiffly, ris-
ing, and taking up his hat. “In that
case I want this.money within forty-
eight hours, or I'll take back the cattle
under the terms of sale.”

“That would be robbery!” cried
Lucy in indignation.

Sinclair smiled. “It seems to me,”
he said mildly, “that that is a—a—
peculiar word for you to use.”

Lucy’s face went white and she
clenched her hands. “I know what
you mean,” she said fiercely. “You're
taking a dig at Jess. You wouldn’t
dare open your mouth if he was here.
Now that he’s gone, you'd take ad-
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vantage of me. You're no better than
he was, if you're as good!”

“Don’t talk to me like that,” said
Sinclair, his face darkening with rage.
“Remember who you are and who [
am. . This is business.”

“Of coure I remember who we are,”
said Lucy smoothly. “We're stock-
raisers. Don’t think for a minute, you
double crosser, that you're any better
than I am. Now, you leave my
house!” 3

Sinclair fumed, hot words on his
tongue. But as he was about to speak,
Lucy’s hand came from under her
apron. The ray of sunlight which fil-
tered through a window sparkled and
gleamed on the ivory-handled gun.

“You going?” she asked quietly.

Sinclair stamped out with an oath.

When he had ridden away, Lucy
dropped weakly into a chair. She was
unaware of Sinclair’s real reason for
making his demand, and thought he
merely wished to acquire the ranch as
an addition to his own big property.
But where was she to get fifty thou-
sand dollars?  Sneed had been pre-
pared to pay cash. She had no doubt
of that. But where was the cash? In
the bank? She decided not. Sneed
was none too sure of banks; perhaps
because he knew how easily they could
be looted in the isolated towns. He
was a hand to hide money. And now
her brow clouded with grave concern.
It was the first time she had had to
think about such matters since Sneed’s
death,

And: she didn’t know where Sneed’s
money was hidden!

CHAPTER XVI.
THE SEARCH.
ITHIN the hour Lucy Ware,
grimly determined not only to
keep the ranch but to disconcert Sin-
clair by paying him his money, began
a thorough search of the house. She

went through the few papers Sneed
had left without finding a cleiv as to
the whereabouts of his money. She
sent for Buck and Ted and put them
to work helping her.

“Have you any idea where he would
hide the money?”’ she asked Buck.

Buck thought and thought and shook
his head. ' “He wouldn’t hide it in the
bunk house where the men hung out,
that’s a cinch,” he pointed out. “Fact
is, I don’t believe he’d hide it in any
building, because there’s a chance of
fire. I'd say it’s buried. But we could
dig up the whole ranch an’ maybe not
find it. It's probably somewhere in
the hills. But that’s like trying to rope
a needle. I don’t know what to think,
Miss Lucy.” .

And that evening after an all-day
fruitless search, Lucy was ready to
give up.  But the money to pay Sin-
clair had to be found somewhere.

“I don’t know what to do,” she told
Buck, who had been fully acquainted
with the situation. “An’ you know,
since this came up, I've been thinking
that when Snark Levant hears that
Jess is gone he’ll come back here think-
mg to get some of this money. Night
an’ day it worries me—this thought
that Snark will come back.”

“You needn’t be scared of him if
young Ted is aroun’,” said Buck with
a grin. “Ted would fix him.”

“Why, Buck,” said Lucy, “Snark
was almost as fast as Jess with his

"

“I know,” said Buck with a nod.
“But I've seen Ted practicing. He
was bom to it, I'll say. I'd bet my

hoss an’ saddle against a canceled post-
age stamp that right now he’s as fast
as Sneed was.”

Ted came into the room at this junc-
ture and no more was said on the sub-
ject. Lucy looked at him curiously.
‘Why, this sixteen-year-old boy was a
man! She told him of Sinclair’s de-
mand.
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“I reckon it’s all my fault, Aunt
Lucy,” said Ted contritely.

Then he told of his visit to the Sin-
clair Ranch the night before, his pur-
pose in going, and the result. Of
course, he knew nothing of the meet-
ing of Sinclair and his daughter.

“I guess it's because he wants to
drive me out of here,” he concluded.
“He told Dorothy I'd have to go.”

“That settles it!” Lucy exclaimed.
“We stay till the cows come home with
roses around their necks!”

“I've been thinkin’, Miss Lucy,” said
Buck, “an’ maybe for once I've got a
ripe idea. You know when we shipped
last fall Sneed took me over to the
bank where I got some papers to use
in Chicago. “Maybe he’s got money in
that bank. Maybe there’s more there
than you think, Miss Lucy. An’ any-
way, why wouldn’t the bank lend
enough money to pay up on the cattle?
They'’re. good for it. Of course, we
haven’t got much to ship this year,
maybe nothing. The chief bought
young stuff to build up a herd. But
just the same, I've got a hunch that
banker up there would do something.
He’s an old-timer an’ he acted plumb
courteous.”

Lucy’s eyes lighted. “Why didn’t
I think of that before?” she said won-
deringly. “Why, of course. At a time
like this the place to go is to a bank.
What'’re the banks for? That’s a good
idea, Buck. We'll learn this game yet.
You order the buckboard an’ Ted an’
T'll go up to town in the morning.”

That night in her room Lucy lay
sleepless. Was she making a mistake?
There was no doubt that Nate Sinclair
wanted them to get out. By staying she
would make an enemy of him; very
likely she had already done that. She
had been foolish to draw the small gun
she always carried. And her reason
for carrying it caused her further
worry. It was fear of Snark Levant’s
return that prompted her to keep the

weapon always at hand. Still, in draw-
ing against Sinclair she had made a
mistake. On the other hand, had the
rancher the right to come into her
house and insult her? Was it to be
his privilege to drive her from her
home? She knew why he wanted Ted
to go, of course. It was because of
Dorothy. ~ Well, Dorothy could do
much worse than marry Ted some day.
And Sinclair’s assertion that Ted was
bad, that Sneed had made a man of
his own stamp out of him, caused Lucy
to sit up in bed and look out the win-
dow with a hardened gaze. No—she
wouldn't go! Nor would Ted go.
Why, Ted was all she had left. The
old spirit of adventure,-of self-protec-
tion, of fighting for her rights flamed
within her. After all she had gone
through, was she not entitled in the
autumn of her life to have some one
to love, to look after, and, in turn, to
look after her? Tears—too often
strangers—came to her eyes.

She rose, slipped on a dressing
gown, and stole quietly to the door of
Ted’s room. She opened it softly. The
soft moonlight filled the room, dis-
closing the features of the sleeping
boy, the tumbled mop of chestnut hair,
dark against the white pillows. A sob
swelled in Lucy’s throat.  She had
come to look upon him almost as her
own. Here he was at home. What
would become of him if he went out
into the world?”

She closed the door and went out
upon the little balcony over the porch.
She looked eastward. The basin was
a dark, hazy blue, an island adrift in
the light of the hanging moon and
stars. The dark shadows of the hills
loomed on either side. A breeze whis-
pered secrets of the universe in the
ruffled foliage of the trees. A night
owl voiced its plaintive cry, and from
afar came the staccato barking of a
coyote. The air was sweetly scented.

Lucy drew a deep breath and, still
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looking out toward the far-flung
domain of the S Bar S, she spoke
softly, tremulously:

“I've a card up my sleeve, Sin-
clair, that you haven’t thought of ; and
if you drive me too far—I'll play it!”

Then she went back to her room and
slept.

Right after breakfast, Lucy and Ted
started for the shipping town in the
buckboard behind two splendxd grays.
Ted had learned to drive since he had
come to the ranch and he promised
Lucy they would be in town before the
afternoon was well spent. Lucy got a
great deal of pleasure out of Ted’s en-
thusiasm on this drive. They’d fool
Sinclair. They’d have one of the best
ranches in the foothill country. There
would be plenty of hay for the winter.
They were moving the stock on forest
range where the feed was splendid.
That would save the lower range for
the winter, too. Next year they would
put in more oats.

“And what do you think of this
Dorothy Sinclair?” Lucy asked.

“Nice kid,” he replied promptly,
with a flourish of the whip.

Lucy smiled to herself. She would
be more interested in a romance than
in all the cattle, hay, oats, and ranches
in the world.

Ted kept his word and before three
o'clock they were in town. He put the
team in the livery barn, while Lucy
rested at the hotel, and then they went
to the bank. There she ascertained
that she had a balance of fifteen thou-
sand dollars, There was no account
in Sneed’s name,

Lucy idered for a few
Sneed had had five thousand dollars
in his money belt whm he died. There
were fifteen thousand more in the bank.
That made twenty thousand dollars at
her disposal. She made an immediate
decision.

“I want to see the president,” she
told the cashier.

“He’s in the back room, ma’am,”
said the cashier. “I'll tell him.”

He walked to a door behind the cage,
opened it and went in. In a few mo-
ments he came out and motioned Lucy
around the cage. Ted followed her
into the private office of the banker,
who rose from behind his desk as
they entered. He was a formidable-
looking personage; a heavy, stocky
man, with a large head, aggressive
chin, thick mustache above firm lips,
and bushy, black eyebrows which gave
him a fierce aspect. But his hazel eyes
were kindly.

“You're the president?” Lucy asked
nervously.

“I'm Armstrong, and I own this
bank,” he said in tones which pre-
cluded any doubt as to the truth of his
statement. “Sit down, Miss Ware.
‘Who's this young man?”

“This is Ted Ryder,” said Lucy,
feeling more at ease. “He lives at my
place.”

“Likely looking hand,” said Arm-
strong. “Well, Miss Ware, what is
it?” He sat down in his swivel chair,
filling it completely, and leaned his
elbows on the desk.

“I—I want to borrow some money,”
said Lucy.

“Ha! You know, Miss Ware, I
guessed that very thing. About the
only people who come in here who
don’t want to borrow money are those
who want their notes renewed, or ex-
tended. Sometimes I do it, an’ some-
times I don’t.” His eyes twinkled
under those terrible brows, reassuring
Lucy. “How much do you want?”

Lucy began to explain and, as the
banker showed more and more interest,
she added details even to the point of
confessing that she believed that she
had made an enemy of the powerful
'Nate Sinclair.

“Humph!” the banker ejaculated.
“Sinclair hasn‘t got his rope on me.
Now let’s see, Miss Ware. You need
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fifty thousand. I think he hooked
Sneed on those cattle, at that. You've
got five thousand cash an’ fifteen thou-
sand on deposit, which is twenty thou-
sand, an’ a ranch. You ought to have
at least five thousand on deposit for
running expenses. So we'll say you've
got fifteen thousand. That leaves you
needing thirty-five thousand.”

He paused, frowned, and did some
figuring on a pad on his desk.

“You've got two thousand head of
thoroughbred cattle an’ some hundreds
odd of scrubs. Well, I'll lend money
on thoroughbreds any day. There
ain’t enough of 'em in the country, yet.
You won't have to mortgage your
ranch, Miss Ware. You want around
seventeen fifty a head on your good
stock. Now, you'll have to look after
these cattle mighty careful, Miss
Ware. Thirty-five thousand.” He
looked from one to the other of them,
pursing his lips.

“I'll let you have it,”
denly.

Lucy gasped, and Ted slammed his
hat on his knee enthusiastically, Arm-
strong looked at him with a scowl.
“Don’t be too gay, young fellow,” he
admonished. “Borrowing money is a
serious business. Always think three
times before you borrow. An’ if
everybddy did that, I don’t know how
T'd make my money,” he added humor-
ously. “But it’s right good advice just
the same.”

He opened a drawer and took out a
pad of notes. With pen and ink he
filled out a blank. He also made out
a check and a deposit slip. Then he
looked up at Lucy.

“Now, Miss Ware,
things you must do: You must sign
this note; you must sign’this check
for fifteen thousand’; you must turn
in your five thousand for deposit; an’
. you must consult me in any emergency

3 cuncermng the cattle. Do you under-

E stan

he said sud-

there are four

Lucy nodded.
she said soberly.

“All right,” said the banker cheer-
fully, “now move your chair up an’ get
busy with this pen. About the only
enjoyment I get out of life is watching
folks sign on the dotted line!”

When Lucy had signed the note and
check, and turned in the five thousand,
Armstreng made out a check for
thirty-five thousand dollars in her
favor. He blotted it carefully and
handed it to her.

“See that Sinclair indorses that note
as paid, Miss Ware.” he instructed.

“I—I believe he expects cash,” said
Lucy, taking the slip of paper.

“Tell him to present the check!”
snapped Armstrong, rising.

As they reached the street, Lucy
and Ted looked at each other. Lucy
was dazed at the ease and rapidity with
which the transaction had been com-
pleted. Ted was jubilant.

“Aunt Lucy,” he said joyously.
“We've pulled out all Sinclair’s tail
feathers with one jerk!”

They stayed at the hotel that night
and in the morning Ted had the buck-
board and team ready at sunup.

“Drive down the southeast road,”
said Lucy as they started.

Ted had to ask a direction and as
they turned into the road he looked
slyly at Lucy.

“Where we goin’, Aunt Lucy?” he
asked softly.

“Straight to the Sinclair Ranch,”
was the answer.

“Come on, ponies!” sang Ted, shak-
ing out the lines.

“Yes, I understand,”

CHAPTER XVII.
THE ARRIVAL.
SOUTHWARD the sweeping billows
of green rolled on and on, with
the wind ruffling the grasses until the
flowing plain took on the rhythm of
a following sea, Here and there,
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glowing like topaz or rubies, the yel-
low and’ red flowers of the prairie
“cactus sprinkled the plain with splashes
of color. In the west the mountains,
trailing their purple robes, held their
silver crowns aloft in the great, blue
arch of sky. Golden sunshine bathed
this world of beauty, brought out the
colors sharply, widened the horizon
until the sense of distance was lost and
the plain seemed limitless. A single
butte stood off in the east, pale blue
and pink, like a prairie bulwark. The
air was warm, delicious, sweet with the
scent of spring.

Lucy Ware was happy. The enthu-
siasm, the bubbling vitality of the
youth beside her, served to ameliorate
her sense of loss and' loneliness. A
new life opened to her. She drank in
the beauty of the land—the only land
she had ever known. Leave it? Her
eyes sparkled. Why, she had had a
part of the making of it! Drive her
out? Her head went up instinctively
and she smiled broadly at Ted, who
quickly threw an arm about her shoul-
ders and proceeded to give her a bear-
like hug.

Although it was a long drive to the
Sinclair Ranch, the distance was not
as great as to the Lazy L in the south-
west hills. Moereover, there was a goodi
toad, and the horses made 11

“I've come to see you on business,”
Lucy announced.

Sinclair appeared nonplused, and
Ted smiled serenely. This was one
time when the rancher couldn’t order
him from his domain.

“You can water an’ feed your team
in the barn,” said Sinclair gruffly. He
could not overlook common ranch
courtesy. “You'll find a man out there
to-show you around.”

“Thanks," Ted returned dryly. “I'm
carryin’ some feed an’ I reckon we’'ll
be stopping nt the river springs west of
here to eat.”

Sinclair swung on his heel. “We'll
go inside, Miss Ware. I suppose you
come about the money owing on the
cattle.” %

“I've come to pay it,” said Lucy, fol-
lowing him up the porch steps. She
was unable to keep a note of triumph
out of her voice, and Sinclair bit his
lip.

As they went in, a golden-haired
blue-eyed slip of a girl came around
the corner of the house, and stopped
short as she heard a strong young voice
greet her.

“Hello, Dorothy! Here I am again.
I reckon I won’t get chased this time."

“I knew they wouldn’t catch you.”
There was a sparkle of welcome in her

time. They were on the bench above the
S Bar S ranch buildings by noon and,
as they drove down the winding road,
they saw Nate Sinclair come out on
the porch of the ranch house, and look
up at them, shading his eyes against
the sun.

“I'll go in,” Lucy saxd to Ted. “You
wait with the team.”

Sinclair came down the porch steps
as Ted with a flourish brought the team
to a halt in the courtyard. He scowled
darkly as he looked at the youth, who
returned his stare coldly, and nodded
to Lucy Ware without attempting to
help her down.

eyes. “Wh

“Aunt Lucy’s with me an’ we're pay-
in’ for our cattle,” said Ted proudly.
“I guess your dad thought we couldn’t
do it. Listen, girlie, we're goin’ to
have some ranch.”

“Oh, I'm glad,” said Dorothy, who
couldn’t resist the impulse to clap her
hands. “I hope you'll show daddy
you're not bad, because I told him you
weren’t,”

“You did?” Ted’s eyes widened.
“Good for you! You just stick along
an’ we'll certainly show him some-
thing.”

Thus, unconsciously, did Ted link
the girl with his interests. Perhaps



RYDER OF THE HILLS 35

she realized this; if she did, she didn’t
resent it.

“Can’t you come up some time an’
see us?” he urged. “You must have a
good horse an’ you could make it be-
tween breakfast an’ supper. Aunt
Lucy’s real folks, an’ if I'm not there,
she’ll get me into the house quick.”

“I'd get killed,” breathed Dorothy,
flushing.

A stamp of boots in the hall and
Sinclair’s huge form was framed in the
doorway.  “Dorothy!” "he roared.
“Come in here at once. Do you hear
me? Come in!”

Dorothy went meekly, while Ted
began to whistle a range lullaby. If
Sinclair’s glare of rage could have
killed, Ted would have been struck
dead in the seat of the buckboard.

“Go to your room!” the rancher
thundered, as Dorothy passed him.

Lucy, standing just within the door
of Sinclair’s office, caught sight of the
girl and smiled. Dorothy smiled back
on her way to the stairs.

“Look here, Miss Ware,” said Sin-
clair angrily as he entered the office, “I
can’t have that young—that—" He
paused, fuming.

“Yes?” asked Lucy sweetly.

“Sit down,” he said harshly. When
she was seated he took the chair by his
roll-top desk and looked at her darkly.

“What I want to say is that I can’t
have that fellow speaking to my
daughter,” he said evenly. “She is
not only the heiress of the S Bar S,
she is—she has been brought up dif-
ferent. She doesn’t know about such
things as you an’ Sneed—er—well, I
just won't have that scamp talking to

er.

“Why don’t you tell him so?” was
Lucy’s comment.

Sinclair sputtered, and bit off the
oath that came to his lips.

“I guess you're forgetting that I
came here on business,” said Lucy
coldly.

“Well, have you got the money?”
he snapped.

Lucy opened her purse and brought
out the check, which she had already

indorsed. “Here’s your check,” she
said, again unable to restrain her
exultation.

“Check!” exclaimed Sinclair. “I

didn’t say anything about a check. I
asked for the cash. Where is the
cash?”

“Present
haughtily.

“I don’t have to take a check,” he
announced. “I was at the county seat
yesterday an’ saw my lawyer. T can
demand cash. How do I know your
check is good, anyway?”

“Oh, if it wasn’'t you could still
take the cattle,” said Lucy dryly.
“Look at the signature on that check,
Sinclair. I've indorsed it to you.”
She handed him the paper and, as he
looked at it, his face grew darker.

“Armstrong, eh?” he muttered.
“Well, there’s a way to get to him,
too.” -
“Look here, Sinclair,” said Lucy in
a strange, stern voice. “Do you aim
to keep on making trouble for me?”

“Business is business,” he growled.
“Sneed said cash. I want cash—an’
your time’s up.”

Lucy’s laugh, singularly free from
mirth, rang in the little room. “You're
going to take the check, Sinclair,” she
said in a low, earnest voice, leaning
toward him, “an’ you're going to get
that note out an’ cancel it. But that
isn’t the point. Are you going to lay
off of me an’ that boy? I know what
you want to do; you want to drive us
out. Well, you can’t do it. Get that
straight, Sinclair. You can’t do it?
We're up there to stay. Now get that
note out an’ cancel it.”

““What makes you think I'm trying
to drive you out?” he demanded.  «

Lucy Ware’s eyes flashed. “Why,
you fool, don’t you think I know

the check!” said Lucy
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what's stinging you? Do you think
I'm simple?” She laughed scornfully.
“What do you think I learned in the
days when this country was afire—
afire, do you hear? I learned about
men. I had mostly to do with men,
an’ most of ’em braver men than you!
I can read you like a book—like a
book, do you hear? Now listen, Nate
Sinclair! If you want trouble on this
range you can have it. I can give it
to you. I have the means. Do you
want it?” 5

“What can you do?” he sneered,
although his face paled.

“Do?’ Lucy’s voice rang with
menace. “Do?  Nate Sinclair, you
cancel that note, as you'd have to do
anyway, an’ you let me an’ the boy
alone, if you don’t—if you don’t—"
She paused, her lips drawing into a
fine white line.

“Yes?” he said hoarsely.

“Ilt send for Jess Sneed’s band!”
she cried shrilly.

Sinclair sat gripping the arms of his
chair, his features working, his eyes
narrowed and blazing with wrath. No
word came from between his clenched
teeth,

“Jess Sneed is dead,” Lucy went on
softly; “but his spirit lives in the wild
hearts of the men who followed him.
I know those men, Sinclair. They'll
follow me if I say the word. I've but
to snap my fingers an' the north coun-
ties’ pact is broken!”

Sinclair snatched open a drawer of
his desk and teok out a slip of paper
which Lucy recognized. He wrote
rapidly across the face of the note and
handed it to her.

“You're still The Queen, eh?” he
said grimly.

Lucy didn’t answer. She put the
canceled note in her purse and, with-
out looking at him, went out of the
office and' the house. Ted looked with
wonder at her white face and jumped
out to help her into the buckboard.

“What’s the matter, Aunt Lucy?
Did he—"

“Drive out of here,” Lucy said in a
strained voice. “I want to get home.”

They rested at the river springs,
where Ted unhooked the horses,
watered, fed them, and tied them in
the shade of the trees. Then he and
Lucy ate the food they had brought
with them. They talked; but Lucy
did not tell Ted of the threat she had
used against the powerful rancher.
Indeed, now that it was over, there
was doubt in her mind as to whether
she could, carry out such a threat, even
if she so wished. But she believed it
would protect them. And yet—why
did they now need protection? Sin-
clair and his lawyer in the county seat!
The cattle were paid for; the ranch
was clear of debt to Sinclair, Her smile
returned as they resumed their journey.

It was late that night when they
reached the ranch and Lucy went
straight to bed. She was tired, but
satisfied,

But peace was not yet to come to the
Lazy L.

At four o'clock next afternoon,
Sheriff Frost rode up to the ranch ac-
companied by two deputies. He dis-
mounted and met Lucy on the porch.
He greeted her gravely.

“I've got to take the boy down to
town,” he announced.

Lucy stared, white-faced. She had,
for the time being, forgotten the shoot-
ing of Balmer. Then she brightened.

“Frost,” she said slowly, “you can't
touch Ted. T saw that whole business
from just inside the door here. I saw
Balmer go for his gun first when he
knew Jess was crippled. He might
have shot the two of them if it hadn’t
been for Ted.”

The sheriff's eyes roved about un-
easily. He didn’t like this business.
There was the matter of the rewards
connected with Sneed’s death. There
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was a probability that the thing would
be negotiated so that he would profit
by that unexpected happening.

“I can’t help it,” he said. “Sinclair
made the complaint day before yester-
day, There’s a warrant and an indict-

ment coming up. But the boy won'’t,

be there long. He’ll probably be back
to-morrow. I'm pretty sure the county
attorney will send him back on his
own, an’ likely the whole thing will be
quashed. But I've got to take him
down to-night.”

“So that's why Sinclair went to the
county seat,” Lucy said, as if to her-
self. “All right, Frost, I'll go along.
Il get him out if I have to put up all
my cattle an’ the ranch for bail!”

“No need to come, Miss Ware,” said
the sheriff. “We're riding fast. If
he shouldn’t be back by to-morrow—
then you could drive down.”

At this moment there came a pound-
ing of hoofs and Ted galloped in from
the range. His glance darted from one
to the other of them, and to the two
waiting deputi Then he und

“You wantin’ me, sheriff?” he called
cheerfully.

“I reckon I'll have to take you in,”
said Frost wryly. “But I don’t think
it'll be for long. You'll be back
soon.”

“When we startin’?” Ted quickly
asked.

“Soon’s yeu're ready,” replied Frost.

“That'll be in about a quarter of an
hour,” said Ted, as he started for the
barn.

“Honestly, Mlss Ware,” the sheriff
began, “I

“Stop!” cried Lucy in a fury.
“You're nothing but Nate Sinclair’s
tool. Don’t you know, you fool, that
he doesn’t care a rap about Balmer’s
being shot. TIt’s that girl of his—Dor-
othy. She’s sweet enough an’ all that;
it isn't any of her fault. But Ted’s
seen her an’ talked to her a time or
two, an’ Sinclair’s furious! He thinks

Jess wanted to make a bad man out
of Ted, an’ that’s a lie, Frost, an’ you
know it! Sinclair offered to buy my
ranch. He was sore to-day when I
paid off the note for the cattle we
bought from him. He wants to drive
us out of here, an’ he can’t! Listen,
Frost, if Sinclair wants trouble on this
range, he’ll get it. An’ sooner or later
I want to know who you’re siding
with!”

She left him and hurried inside to
get some things together for Ted, who
was ordering a fresh horse. He came
in to find her almost in tears, and he
put his arms about her.

“It'll be all right, Aunt Lucy,” he
said, “we might as well get it over now
as later.”

She kissed him, and stood on the
porch and watched them ride away—
watched until all she could see was a
thin spiral of dust which the sun
touched with gold. Then she went into
the living room and sat in a chair,
rocking ceaselessly; but no tears came
to her eyes. Lucy Ware had long
since learned to bear her sorrows in
undemonstrative silence.

She ate little supper; and again she
sat, rocking and thinking, while the
twilight gathered and the night wind
stirred in the trees.

In time she made up her mind. In
the morning she would send for Buck
Andrews, who was with the cattle, and
would have him drive her down to the
county seat. She would see the county
attorney and place every resource at
her command at the disposal of the
court to secure Ted’s release. And
for the first time she felt a poignant
pain in her heart because Jess Sneed
was gone.

Dusk deepened into night and the
stars broke through the purple canopy
of the sky. The colored woman came
in and lighted the lamp. She had
hardly left the room when a rolling
sound as of thunder reached Lucy’s
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ear. She started and sat erect. The
thunder sharpened into the staccato of
flying hoofs on the road. Lucy
gripped her chair, but did not rise.
She did not seem to have the strength
to do so. Then horsemen came swarm-
ing into the yard. Lucy heard hoarse

commands given. The stamp of boots
and jingle of spurs sounded on the
porch steps. Then she saw a slight
figure in the doorway and a pair of
eyes held her gaze as a shudder swept
over her.

Snark Levant had arrived!

To be continued in the next issue of WESTERN STORY MAGAZINE.

I-SEE-O, THE PEACEMAKER, GOES TO HAPPY
HUNTING GROUND
MANY of the notable American Indians have achieved their fame by virtue
of their courage and daring on the field of battle, but the old Kiowa Indian
scout, I-See-O, although in the United States army for most of his seventy-five
or more years of life, was noted as a man of peace.

I-See-O died a few weeks ago at the military reservation of Fort Sill, Okla-
homa, aged between seventy-ﬁve and eighty. He held the rank of sergeant in
the United States army, and is believed to have been the oldest active soldier
in the service. He was also the last of the Kiowa Ind.la.n scouts.

The old Indian owed his fame to his 1 as a
between his own people and the white men. His chief achievement in this respect
was his preventing the Kiowa and Comanche Indians from joining the “Ghost
Dance uprisings” in 1890. At that time, there were rumors of a new messiah
or prophet who had arisen among the Piutes, in Nevada, and many of the tribes
were taking the warpath. There would have been great loss of life among the
white settlers of the adjacent region, if the Kiowas and Comanches had been
drawn into the uprising. By eloquent appeals to his people, I-See-O succeeded
in dissuading them from taking the warpath. As a recognition of his service,
Congress awarded him the position of a regular sergeant in the United States
army as long as he should live. He was given a comfortable cottage on the
Fort Sill reservation, but he used it as a storehouse, preferring to live in a
tepee and cook his own meals over an open fire, rather than partake of the
army fare.

Although wearing Uncle Sam’s uniform, I-See-O stuck to his moccasins as
footgear and also to his long braids of hair, his tepee, and his own style of
cooking. His accomplishments as a man of peace, bringing about good feeling
and friendliness between red men and white, entitle him to high rank among the
people of his race—higher than that of many Indian chieftains whose careers are
marked by ruthless warfare and stubborn hostility to the progress of the white
man’s civilization,

1
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HEY called him “Dickie”

in Silver Glance, which
shows how much they
loved him. For mining
camps breed hard men,
not given to using terms
of endearment even to those whom they
love best. In places like Silver Glance
men hide their real feelings beneath a
crust of gruffness, as the rough old
mountains guard their treasure. For-
tunate is he whose real name has be-
come almost forgotten by his friends
through sixty-four years’ usage of a
diminutive like Dickie.

Dickie was a Trego by birth—to be
exact, a Richard Cornwallis Trego—
one of the Tregos of Trewartha, a min-
ing village on the southwest coast of
England which was at one time to Corn-
wall what Silver Glance was fifty years
ago to the State of Idaho. Yet there
was a difference, too; for while the

wealth of Silver Glance lay in the silver
and gold ores hoarded by the ragged
gray hills among which the camp is
situated, the riches of Trewartha lay in
the vast deposits of tin ore found be-
neath a rocky promontory overlooking
the choppy green waters of the English
Channel. Upon the summit of that
promontory Trewartha was built more
than a thousand years ago.

Dickie could have told you more than
I can about the village in which he was
born and the mine beneath the sea,
where the water dripping from the roof
of the tunnels was bitter to the tongue,
and white salt crystals coated the aged
mine timbers of English oak and caught
and played with the flickering light of
the miners’ tallow dips.

“Silver Glance an old camp?” Dickie
was wont to remark to an occasional
loquacious tourist up from the State
capital to visit the ‘Ghost City.” “No,
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sir; Silver Glance ain’t old. You'd
ought to see Trewartha. There are two
hundred miles of workings in the mine
beneath the sea where I first learned to
use a pick or poke and a single-jack
seventy-two years ago. Nine years old
I was when I went to work as a tool
nipper in the tin mines of Trewartha.
Had to, y’know, after the sea broke in
and flooded the heading where father
and two more were working. Some
one had to support my mother and baby
sister.  And there was only me.
Shilling a day was all I got; had to
work ten hours a shift, too. My, but
it was hard! Yes, sir; back home they
say that the mines of Trewartha used
to supply tin to the cities of Sidon and
Tyre, and they do say the Phcenecian
slaves used to work in that same mine
where first I learned to hammer on a
drill. Maybe they did for all I know.
The mines of Trewartha are very old.”

It never seemed to occur to Dickie
that he, too, was.very old, as the age
of man goes. A square-built little man
he was; maybe an inch over five feet
tall, with snowy white hair and mus-
tache and very blue eyes. He had a way
of standing on tiptoe when he talked to
a man taller than himself. Dickie was
seventy-six when he quit mining after
having worked the better part of sixty-
seven years underground. The last five
years of his life he ran a little store in
Silver Glance.

It was a ramshackle old bulldmg with
walls that were all out of plumb, due
to the fact that old mine workings be-
neath them had caused the ground to
settle. Across the false front of the
store part of an old sign still remained,
D—n H—IL

“That’s what it was, too,” Dickie
would say with a twinkle in his blue
eyes. ‘“Never was nothing like that,
y'know, back home in Trewartha.”

There was one window in the front
of the store; a six-paned affair with a
faded remnant of what once had been

ved curtain still hanging to a corner of
the sash. Behind the dusty panes stood
a jar.containing a few sticks of candy
striped in red and white; a caddy of
chewing tobacco, and two or three
beaded bags of Indian workmanship.

Entering the store, one found him-
self in a large room divided by a par-
tition which reached only part way to
the ceiling. There was a bare, un-
painted counter upon which stood an
oval-topped glass show case containing
a few strings of colored glass beads,
cheap articles of jewelery, and some
bright-colored neckties. At the back of
the counter the wall was lined with
three shelves which supported bottles
of patent medicines, a supply of canned
goods and a few bolts of flowered ging-
ham and outing flannel.

A dingy, unprofitable business was
Dickie’s. It could not have afforded
him much more than a bare living. Any
summer day he might have been seen
sitting in the open doorway gazing
across the blue-gray slopes of the
Owyhee Mountains; and all winter
long, between the hours of eight a. m.
and five p. m., the old miner could be
found seated near his big box heater
puffing away at his black old pipe, wait-
ing for customers and dreaming only
he knew what dreams.

“Eight hours a day is a shift,” Dickie
insisted, “not a minute more nor less.”

Once when a newcomer to Silver
Glance suggested to Dickie that he put
in another window, as the light in the
store was quite dim, the old miner re-
moved his pipe from his mouth in sur-
prise and shook his white head.

“No,” he said, “I like it this way.
Y'see I worked sixty-seven years in the
underground.”

Every stranger who arrived in Silver
Glance came to see Dickie. “Side-hill
Johnny,” the hotel keeper, saw to that,
for although Dickie’s stock of mer-
chandise offered few attractions, he pos-
sessed something else; something the
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fame of which had spread through
every mining region in the West.
Dickie owned the richest and rarest
specimen of gold and silver ore ever
taken out of a mine in Silver Glance.

To obtain a view of it, one had to
purchase something out of Dickie’s
store; then from some mysterious hid-
ing place he would bring forth his
treasure.

Great museums of the East had sent
men out to buy Dickie’s specimen.
Rich men had offered him more than
it was worth; large-bosomed ladies
carrying gold mesh purses had tried to
tempt him into selling it to them so
that they could exhibit it with pride to
other ladies. Pretty young things es-
corted by slick-haired sheiks came to
giggle at it, and with smiles and pouts
and “I could just love that” and “it’s
so cute” tried to beguile the old miner
into parting with his treasure.

“Can’t do it, y’know,” Dickie would
reply. “It wouldn’t do you any good;
couldn’t mean anything to you, y'see.
You'd only put it in the attic after a
while and forget it, or give it to the
kids to play with. Think a lot of that
bit o’ rock, I do. Means quite a bit to
me! Y'know I dug that out of the
ground myself more than fifty years
ago. There ain’t another like it in the
whele world.”

Dickie may have been right about
that, because he did not mean that it
was the most valuable specimen in the
world. Not he; he knew all about the
great Welcome Nugget of Australia
and the Hunker Creek nugget of
Alaska, and many others the worth of
any one of which would have exceeded
the value of his specimen hundreds of
times. For Dickie’s specimen was not
a nugget at all. Its value lay in its
oddity rather than in the precious
metals it contained; although those
alone may have been worth several hun-
dred dollars. But the longer a man
follows mining, the greater is the appeal

to him of any unusual rock formation.
And the formation of Dickie’s specimen
was the most unusual he had ever seen
in all his sixty-seven years under-
ground. :

It was about the shape and size of a
man’s two hands laid side by side, and
its thickness may have been a trifle less
than three inches; that is, it was a flat,
irregular-shaped piece of stone. Pieces
of stone may describe it better, for one
side of the slab was granite-stained by
oxidization to the color of a well-cooked
griddle cake. The other side of the
slab was of porphyry, darkish green
and covered with yellow splotches that
looked like gold. They were not gold,
though; the gold lay between the two
slabs of rock like a layer of ham in a
sandwich. There was a solid inch of
it, and it was all filled with crystals of
ruby silver—pyrargyrite—of a deep
crimson color, Some of these crystals
hung on the edges of the specimen like
winking crimson diamonds; in fact one
rich woman thought those beautiful
crystals were “utterly wasted in that
dirty old piece of rock.”

The specimen had been presented to
Dickie in 1865 by the manager of the
Poorman Mine as a souvenir, For, at
a depth of one hundred feet, Dickie had
uncovered a body of native ore which
weighed five hundred pounds and was
a solid mass of ruby, silver and gold.
The specimen had once been: part of
that Bonanza vein.

“Regular Aladdin’s treasure,” Dickie
would often say, “with me holding of
the lamp. Never seen anything like it!
When they tried to run it through the
mill the gold and silver just flattened
out in sheets beneath the stamps. No,
they couldn’t crush it at all; had to
melt it down just the way it came from
the mine.” And his audience would
stare covetously at the specimen; then
wink at each other, and wonder how
much longer Dickie would live and who
would get the specimen when he died.
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Having produced about six million
dollars in ten years the Poorman Mine
closed down; but, after lying idle for
some thirteen years, it was taken over
and reopened by a new company. And
miners from all over the country came
to Silver Glance in search of employ-
ment. e

Among them were Dave Craddock
and his wife.

For eighty-five dollars the Craddocks
bought an old shack facing Florida
Mountain, and for some months Dave
worked at the Poorman Mine; then
something went wrong with the com-
pany’s finances and the mine closed
down again and an exodus of miners
from Silver Glance followed. But the
Craddocks did not leave; they couldn’t
very well, for Dave was one of those
fellows who believed that the quickest
and easiest way to make a stake was to
play poker<evesy night down at Side-
hill Johnny’s place. That is how it
happened that autumn found Dave
Craddock out of work, out of money,
and very much in debt to Dickie for
groceries,

Dickie had never refused credit to
any one in Silver Glance. e did not
refuse it to' Maggie Craddock. And
one day when she came into the little
store, Dickie showed her the specimen.

She did not enthuse as others had
done; just held it in her thin hands as
one might hold a treasure; her great
blue eyes widening in amazement, for
Maggie Craddock was the daughter and
granddaughter and wife of a miner.
She knew ore,

“High grade!” she breathed, her
bosom rising and falling beneath her
faded gingham dress. “Don’t you show
that to Dave.”

Standing on tiptoe in the dimly lit
store, Dickie gazed earnestly into the
face of the girl; there seemed some-
thing hauntingly familiar to him in her
voice, as though the ghost of a loved
one had spoken from beyond the grave.

“D'you think he’d try to steal it,
lass,” asked Dickie, “from an old man
like me?”

The bitterness of a soul that has
awakened too late was in Maggie Crad-
dock’s eyes as she said fiercely.

“A man who’d gamble all his earn-
ings away with me the way I am, would
steal pennies from a child.”

Shocked into silence, Dickie could
only gaze at her with the childlike inno-
cence of old age, as half hysterically
she swept on.

“What’ll we do, Dickie? You are
old, so you ought to know. Here we
are penniless, with winter coming on.
I ain’t even got the money to do a bit
of sewing for what’s coming to me
soon.”

Taking the specimen from Maggie’s
trembling hands, Dickie laid it on the
bare counter, then he placed his gnarled
old fingers on her shoulder and with
his other hand pointed to the shelves.

“If there’s anything there you can
use, lass,” he said, “take it home with
you. Then tell Dave Craddock that
Dickie wants to see him.”

She caught one of his hands in hers
and raised it to her lips.

“I can’t pay you,” she said chokingly.
“I car’t pay you, Dickie, now nor
never.”

“I ain't asked you,” said Dickie
gruffly, as he snatched away his hand
and pulled out his old black pipe. “I’ll
settle all that with Dave, y’know.”

“You won’t show him the high grade,
will you, Dickie?” she begged.

“Don’t worry about the specimen,”
said Dickie; “nobody would steal from
an old man like me.”

Lifting down a bolt of gaudy-flow-
ered gingham from a shelf, he laid it
on the counter near the specimen of
ore.

* “Seems to me, lass,” he said quaintly,
“a yard or so of this would make a
rare dress for a baby.”

Maggie smiled, and explained to him
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that it was better to use white goods
for her purpose; and she spoke of other
matters which embarrassed Dickie so
much that he hurried to his own quar-
ters, ostensibly to look for his scissors,
and left her to measure off the number
of yards she wanted. When he re-
turned, Maggie was standing near the
door with a bundle beneath her arm.

“I found some scissors on the shelf,”
she said. “I cut off ten yards of your
softest white outing flannel, Dickie.
Somehow I'll make out to pay you some
time.”

“There’s some left, y’know,” said
Dickie, as he put the bolts of goods
back on the shelves, “if y'need any
more.”

Courteously he held the door open
for her as she passed out ; then he stood
watching her with wistful old eyes.
There was something in her straight-

backed carriage and long free stride -

that vaguely reminded him of the deep-
bosomed Cornish girls of Trewartha,

Seating himself in his chair by the
stove Dickie looked backward across the
years and thought of the white-washed
cottage with the brown thatched roof
in which he had been born, and of the
tin mine beneath the sea. He felt weary
and very old,

When Dave Craddock came into the
store Dickie was nodding drowsily, as
sometimes old men do. It took him a
minute or so to remember why Mag-
gie’s husband hdd come,

“Draw up another chair, lad,” he
said at last; “it’s a bit fresh outside,
y’know.”

“My woman said you wanted to see
me,” hinted Dave Craddock as he eased
himself into a chair and crossed his
“It’s about that bill, I

chkne puffed hard at his pipe and a
cloud of blue smoke arose and hung like
a veil between him and Dave Craddock.

“If I had a wife,” remarked Dickie
absently, “I wouldn’t say ‘my woman.’

I take it you've worked long enough
around the mining camps to know the
difference.”

The miner studied the toe of his boot
for a moment; then he gave a reckless
laugh.

“If that’s all you wanted to say to
me,” he intimated, “guess I'll be going
where there’s better company.”

Now. Dickie had handled men for a
matter of fifty years; the unafraid men
who work underground. Therefore he
chose to ignore his visitor’s manner.

“Seems like Maggie will need a doc-
tor soon,” said Dickie.

“What's that to you?” growled Dave
Craddock. “Might be as well if you'd
attend to your own business.”

“It is my business,” said Dickie
placidly. “Y’see, if you don’t go to
work and take care of your wife, she’ll
have to go to the county hospital.
That’s something that has never hap-
pened before in Silver Glance.”

“There ain’t any work in the camp,”
said Dave Craddock uneasily.

“Then how do you propose to live
through the winter?” asked Dickie.

“I thought——"" began the miner.

“You thought I would keep on let-
ting you have groceries on credit,” in-
terrupted Dickie. Well, I won't. That
is, not unless you go to work and sup-
port your wife the way you ought to.”

“So that’s it, is it?”” said Dave Crad-
dock. “Mag has been whining around
you, has she?” Rising to his feet he
towered over the little old Cornishman
and shook his fist angrily.

“Sit down,” said Dickie, “and don’t
be a fool. Maggie never spoke a word
against you in her life, y’know. It's no
use getting nast) about it; I'm not
afraid of you.”

Dickie had not raised his voice, but
after one look at those cold Cornish
eyes the big miner slumped back into
his chair and dropped his black, curly
head between his hands.

“That’s better,” said Dickie. “Now,



4 WESTERN STORY MAGAZINE

what T was going to say is that I can
give you a jol

“Huh?” interrupted Dave Craddock,
looking up.

“Underground,” concluded Dickie.
“Pretty dangerous ground, too; about
the worst I've seen in sixty-seven years
of mining.”

Dave Craddock sprang up as sud-
denly as though he had been challenged
to fight.

“I ain’t néver seen any ground yet
that I was afraid of,” he boasted.
“Where is it, and what do you want
done?”

“Under this house,” replied Dickie,
“there are some abandoned mine work-
ings. Unless they are timbered up
pretty soon the store will drop out of
sight. Let’s go and have a look at the
old tunnels and see what can be done.”

A blast of damp, cold air made the
candles flicker, as Dickie opened a trap-
poor in the floor and disclosed a tim-
bered hole to one side of which was
fastened a ladder which dropped into
darkness.

“It is about thirty feet to the level,”
he explained as he led the way down
the ladder. “It is pretty well choked
up with fallen rock and broken timbers,
but the air is good unless you get too
far back.”

Rats squeaked and ran from the
flickering lights as the two men made
their way along a dripping tunnel.
Here and there the timbers which had
supported the ground had buckled under
the terrific weight. In other places they
had given way entirely, so that the men
had to crawl on their stomachs over
evil-smelling heaps of shattered rock
and sticky, grayish mud from which,
all covered with woolly white fungus,
the ends of half-buried timbers stuck
out like dead men’s legs.

“A bad place to expect a mmn to
work,” commented Dave Craddock.

“I've worked in just as bad places,”
said Dickie, “underneath the sea.

You'd ough! to see the old workmgs
of the tin mines of Trewartha.”

They reached a wide chamber blasted
out of the living granite; a compara-
tively dry part of the mine that once
had been a station. Seating himself on
a fallen fragment of rock, Dave Crad-
dock raised his candle until its light fell
full on Dickie’s wrinkled old face.

“Cousin Jack, ain’t you?” he asked.

“Cornish,” corrected Dickie. “Why?”

“Oh, nothing,” said Dave Craddock
carelessly, “only I've heard my woman
say that her mother’s mother was a
Trego of Trewartha. According to
what Mag claims, her grandmother
married a Cousin Jack back home, and
with her husband came to this country
long about fifty years ago. But my
woman was born and raised in Butte.
We were married there while I was
working at the Copper Prince Mine
’long about three years ago. Seems
like my woman must be some kin to
you.”

“Now fancy that!” exclaimed Dickie
Trego, staring at his feet.

It grew very still; so quiet it seemed
as if the flames of the candles stood still
to listen. Then a piece of rock dropped
from the roof and splashed into a black
pool, and a rat squeaked behind a fallen
timber. Backward across seventy-two
years the thoughts of the old Cornish-
man sped to the day he had stood beside
his mother looking down at his baby
sister lying in her crib; backward to
the time when he, as a nine-year old
lad, was working in the mine beneath
the sea. Sixty-four years had passed
since he had left Cornwall; fifty-two
years since he had heard from his
people. Then out of the past a dead
hand had reached and touched him.
Dickie hardly knew what to say, but
he did know that he wanted to get out
where he could breathe freely; he
wanted to talk to Maggie Craddock
about the Tregos of Trewartha, Si-
lently he arose to his feet, feeling his
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years weighing heavily upon him, and
haltingly he led the way back to the
light of day.

In the store he turned to Dave Crad-
dock; for he wanted: to get rid of the
miner,

“You can start work in the morning,”
he said, “if you can handle the job.”
His blue eyes were fierce as he added,
“Maggie will draw your pay.”

Muttering to himself Dave Craddock
left the store, and Dickie almost fell
into his chair by the stove. From force
of habit he drew out his old black pipe
and filled and lit it. Then he leaned
back and closed his eyes.

An hour he sat there almost as mo-
tionless as though he were dead; then
he opened his eyes, laid his pipe on the
table, and tottered over to the counter
upon which he had last seen the speci-
men of rich ore he had cherished so
long.

The specimen was gone.

Yet Dave Craddock had not been out
of Dickie’s sight for a moment.

Dickie neVer had been one to jump
at hasty conclusions, nor was he easily
angered; so he just stood there with
the knuckles of one hand showing white
beneath the freckled skin as he gripped
the corner of the counter. He just
stood there staring at the spot where
the specimen had lain, trying his best
not to believe that Maggie Craddock
was a thief.

There never had been a thief among
the Tregos of Trewartha.

Yet Dickie knew that Dave Craddock
had not taken the specimen; that was
incontrovertible ; and although the store
had not been locked while the two men
were underground, it never occurred to
Dickie that the specimen had been
stolen by any of his neighbors in Silver
Glance.

Dickie knew what would happen if
he went to Sheriff Callard and told his
story. Dave Craddock and his wife
would be asked to leave Silver Glance.

Dickie didn’t see that that would do any
particular good; it seemed to him that
there ought to be some way of straight-
ening the matter out without breaking
Maggie’s heart.

So Dickie determined to say nothing
to anybody about the disappearance of
the specimen until he had talked with
Maggie.

He was still thinking the matter over
when Side-hill Johnny came in to buy a
plug of tobacco. He was a man of
beefy build who owed his nickname to
a physical peculiarity which caused him
to sidle in his gait very much like a
crab. He ran the hotel in Silver Glance,
and it was said that the only way he
could reach the post office was by start-
ing up the opposite side of the street.
He had a trick of repeating to himself
anything that was said to him, much as
a schoolboy repeats a word he is asked
to spell.

“Plug of chewing tobacco,” said
Side-hill Johnny as, breathing heavily,
he lowered his bulk into a creaking
chair.

“Dave Craddock is geing to work for
me in the morning,” said Dickie.

“Dave Craddock' is going to work
for you in the morning,” repeated Side-
hill Johnny dutifully.

“Setting new timbers under the
building, y’know,” explained Dickie.

“Setting new timbers under the
building, you know,”-repeated Side-hill
Johnny staring at the stove.

“Did you by any chance mention to
Dave that my name is Trego?” asked
Dickie.

“Did T by any chance mention to
Dave that your name is Trego?” re-
peated Side-hill Johnny. “Seems to me
I did.””

“A Trego of Trewartha?” persisted
Dickie,

“A Trego of Trewartha,” agreed
Side-hill Johnny. Suddenly his brain
seemed to function on its own account
and he looked almost intelligent.
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“Dave and me are through playing
cards,” he remarked. “I've won his
last dollar,”

“Yes?” said Dickie interrogatively.

“Yes,” echoed the fat man over his
shoulder, as he sidled out of the store.

Dave Craddock came to work next
morning. His face was haggard, as
though from lack of sleep, and there
was a certain terror in his eyes.

“I'd like to get a little grub to take
home with me when I come off shift
to-mght " he said hesltatmgly “Mag
can’t come herself; she ain’t none too
well.”

The wisdom acquired in eighty-one
years was in Dickie’s eyes as he studied
the miner’s face. In it was the fear
which only one thing can awaken in the
heart of a man who loves his wife.
And all the more terrible it is when it
lays its hand on those men who guard
their hearts as the mountains guard
their treasure.

“I'll take the things down to your
place myself, y’know,” said Dickie.
“Maggie will be glad to hear you have
touched your last card.”

“How did you know?” the miner
asked, with bent head.

“I can read what's written on your
face,” said Dickie shortly. He pulled
out an old silver watch and glanced at
the dial. It showed seven minutes to
eight o’clock. Lighting two candles, he
handed one to Craddock and remarked,
“Time to go on shift.”

Leaving Dave Craddock at work
among the rotting timbers of the old
mine, Dickie ascended the ladder. In
the store he filled a basket with gro-
ceries. He had forgotten about the
specimen,

A woman opened the door of the
Craddock’s house to Dickie; a tall,
gaunt woman with fierce, black eyes.
Silver Glance knew her as Sal. For
more than forty years she had lived
alone in a great house at the upper end
of the camp. With a hand on each

door jamb she barred the way and said
harshly.

“You can’t come in.”

Dickie didn’t want to go in; money
couldn’t have hired him to go through
that door. For he understood.

“I'll get Dave,” he said hurriedly;
“seems like Maggie needs him, y'know.”

“Only God can help Maggie now,”
said Sal. And she shut the door gently
in Dickie’s face.

On his way back to the store Dickie
passed Side-hill Johnny ambling toward
the post office.

“Get Doc Herries on long distance
phone,” shouted Dickie. “Tell him to
get here as fast as his car can bring
him. My expense. Maggie Craddock
is dying.”

“Get Doc Herries on——" began
Side-hill Johnny, but Dickie was gone.

Candle in hand, Dickie descended the
shaft in the floor of the store. When
his feet touched bottom he stood still
and listened.

Only the drip, drip, drip of water
broke the heavy silence.

The sixth sense common to men who
have worked long in the mines told
Dickie what had happened, even before
he found Dave Craddock pinned down
by a mass of broken timbers and rock.

Dave’s white face stared up into the
flickering light of the candle as Dickie
bent over him.

“Get out of here, you old fool,” he
whispered, “the ground is going to cave
again.”

Dickie picked up an iron bar and slid
the end under the largest of the timbers
which were pinning the miner down.
Then with his powerful old shoulder
beneath the other end of the crowbar
he heaved with all his strength.

“Crawl out of there if you can,” he
ordered. “Maggie needs you.”

Fragments of rock began to fall
from the black void above, giving warn-
ing that the ground was about to cave
again. Dickie stood fast.
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With the fear of death in his soul,
Dave Craddock spoke.

“Maggie ain’t no kin of yours, Dickie.
I lied to you about that. I thought you
would help us out if you thought she
was a Trego of Trewartha.”

“Shut up!” gasped Dickie, bent al-
most double under the weight of the
timber he was trying to move. “Get
out of there before I ki-kick you in the
ribs.”

Dripping white mud, the timber rose
with a sucking sound, higher, higher,
until at last on one hand and his knees
Dave Craddock crawled out. Blood
was oozing slowly from under the mud
that caked his face.

“You- " he began, then rocks
crashed down and the candle went out,
just as they reached a point in the tun-
nel beyond the reach of the caving
ground.

Dave Craddock had one arm broken,
and a falling rock had gashed his face
from brow to chin; but he was able to
stagger to the foot of the ladder in the
shaft and at last, with Dickie’s aid, he
reached the_ store.

“Wash your face,” said Dickie
curtly, “and I'll tie up your head. Can’t
go to Maggie that way, y’know.”

From a shelf the old man took down
the bolt of white outing flannel from
which Maggie had cut what she wanted.
It did not occur to him that it was not
at all suitable for a bandage. As he
threw it down on the counter it un-
rolled and there, between two layers of
the white flannel, lay Dickie’s lost speci-
men.

The old miner stared, then hurriedly
he laid the specimen back on a shelf
where Dave Craddock could not see it
when he returned from the back room
where he was washing his face.

“Maggie is waiting for you,” said
Dickie, when he had bandaged Dave’s
head. “The doctor will set your arm
when he comes.”

“Sorry I told you that lie about Mag-

gie being'a Trego,” apologized Crad-
dock as he put out his sound hand.

“Oh, shut up,” said Dickie, “and go
home to your wife. You didn’t fool
me a bit, for the last of my folks died
more than fifty years ago.”

After Craddock had gone Dickie
pulled out his old black pipe and lit it.
Then he took the specimen from the
shelf and sat looking at it for a long
time,

Three weeks later Dave Craddock
came into the store to find Dickie in his
accustomed position near the stove.

“Sit down,” he said, “it’s a bit fresh
outside.”

“Maggie wants to see you,” said
Dave, “right away.”

“Your job’s waiting for you,” said
Dickie absently, “but I'll have to show
you how to put new timbers under this
store. Y’see, you don’t know very
much about working underground.”

“You've taught me a lot I-didn’t
know,” said Craddock as they left the
store.

With her thin hands in his, Maggie
told Dickie how she had hidden the
specimen for fear that he would show
it to Dave, who might be unable to re-
sist the temptation to steal it.

“I meant to tell you before,” she ex-
plained, “but I couldn’t get back. I
suppose you thought I had stolen it my-
self.”

“I thought it would turn up sooner
or later,” said Dickie. Uneasily he
stood there, twisting his old hat in his
hands, wondering how soon' they’d let
him go.

“Don’t you want to see our baby?”
asked Maggie. “We've named him
after you.”

“After me?” repeated the old miner.

“Bet you,” “corroborated Craddock;
“we’ve named him Dickie.”

“Fancy that!” exclaimed the old
Cornishman. “Y’know my name isn’t
Dickie at all; it is Richard Cornwallis
Trego.”



e

Cherokee Traﬂs

=George Washington Ogden

Author of ““Short Grass,” “‘The Cow Jerry,” etc.
Synopsis of Preceding Chapters

Tumu\‘i SIMPSON is befriended by $id Coburn, cattleman.
in a fight, and rides off on Coburn's horse, unaware that it also

sey, one of Coburn’s men,
carries thirty-five thousand dollars of Coburn's.

Simpson defends Wallace Ram-

Simpson lands at the Block E Ranch, where

Eudora Ellison and her mother try to increase their income by selling the bones of cattle which

had perished in the great storm three years before.
The Ellisons like Simpson .and are hospitable.
pursult of the stolen horse, but really after the gold.
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He and Simpion become friends.
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him, drive off the cattle, and wound
Sim)

pson follows the thieves, ﬂcupture! ‘the horses, and drives them home before him.
ts are triumphant, but disappear at sight of two new-
Simpson joyfully greets Sheriff Treadwell and Wallace Ramsey, for whom

sued, his horse is shot under
comers on horseback.
he had fought.

The three ride home together, stopping at one of Coburn's camps.
Simpson returns to the Ellison ranch alone, en route returning the rescued

suspicions of Simpson.
horses to the homesteaders.
Simpson drives a load of bones to the railr

sion to dump them, and is Interrupted by the m:
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The marshal runs away.

and challenges him to fight.
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“Waco" Johnson,
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Coburn apologizes for his

d station, near which he has the agent's permis-

shal. Reallaing that this is merely an attempt

rms him, drives him out beyond his jurisdiction,

Tom, driving home with the empty bone

wagon, reflects on his past and speculates on his future.

CHAPTER XXI.
LAME PRETENSE.

RS. ELLISON had given
Tom a list of groceries
and the money to buy
them ;" Waco Johnson had
cnmmls:xoned him to
bring out a supply of to-
Tom’s hasty exit from Drum-

bacco.
well was responsible for his return to

the gate empty-handed, and he was
much troubled to devise an explanation
that would satisfy them without divulg-
ing the true reason for his apparent
negligence.

Waco, evidently on the watch, heard
the wagon before it came in sight. He
hobbled to the gate, opened it, and sta-
tioned himself there like a toll taker,
his mouth dry for a smoke. A grin
spread all over his face as Tom rounded
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to and struck the gate with the double
team as nicely as Waco himself could
have done it. He reached up a broad
rough hand as Tom came to a stop ex-
actly beside him.

“Hi, Tom?” he hailed hearu]y
“How you likes to be a w'ale?’

Tom understood this peculiar pleas-
antry somewhat better than Mrs. Elli-
son. While he had no more notion
than anybody else what felicity there
was in the life of a whale that would
inspire anybody on the Kansas prairie
with a desire to exchange places with
one, he knew that Waco meant to ex-
press the utmost feeling of friendship,
good-fellowship and admiration when
he put the absurd question.  Indeed,
his manner of speech might lead one
uninitiated to suppose it that Waco took
him for a whale, for he invariably put
it that way:

“How you likes to be a w’ale?”

‘Tom assured him, as always, that he'd
like it fine, and then jumped right in
to take the blame for coming home
without tobacco. Waco’s face elon-
gated till there was not a horse in the
team that could have bested him much
on measurement.

“Hell’s woodpeckers!
said.

“So am I,” Tom admitted glumly.
“I left there in a whale of a hurry—
tell you about it later—here comes Eu-
dora.”

Waco knew it was something lmpor-
tant that made a man leave town in
such a hurry as to forget not only his
friend’s tobacco but his own, and he
suspected it was a business that Tom
wanted to keep from the women, above
all,

“You made a flyin’ trip, Tom,” Eu-
dora said, running up, the brightness
of welcome in her face.

“He’s a flyin’ gopher,” said Waco,
pulling his long, lugubrious face down
to wet-leather length. “He come off
and forgot my t’backer.”

I'm out!” he

49

“Oh, you Tom!” she laughed. Then
she tiptoed to peep into the wagon.
“And you forgot the groceries!” she
said, looking up at him in reproving
amazement.

“I'm altogether untrustworthy and
unfit to run around without a nurse,”
Tom said contritely. “I didn’t think of
them, Eudora, till I was fifteen or
twenty miles along. Then I didn’t want
to turn back.”

“Of course not,” she agreed, but with
evident disappointment. “You can get
them next trip—but I don’t know what
we're going to do without sugar and
coffee.”

Tom brightened a little.

“I think Waco and I've got enough
of both to hold you till I can bring your
supplies.”

“We sure have, Eudory. If that’s
all that's worryin’ you, take it easy.”

Waco was quick to support his part-
ner in the difficulty, leaving explana-
tions to their proper time and place.

“You'll have to lend us a cup or two,
then. But what on earth were you
thinkin’ of, Tom, to forget them that
way?”

“I was figuring on prospective profits,
I expect—building air castles, you
know.”

“Bone mansions,” said Waco, his big
grin stretching all over his face.

Mrs. Ellison arrived on the scene be-
fore Tom could drive on to unhitch,
She inquired about the trip, of which
Tom gave a glowing, although brief, ac-
count.

“But he forgot the grocerles!” Eu-
dora said with tragic accusation.

Mrs. Ellison looked at him in
speechless vexation, Tom’s face grow-
ing so hot and red that it almost hurt.

“Well, Tom Simpson! You sure are
a bright one!” she said.

“Ain’t I?” said he, miserably abject.

“Comin’ off and forgettin’ them
groceries, when I told you we was
nearly out of soda, and sugar, and
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coffee, and canned tomatoes, and beans,
and—and nearly everything you didn’t
get. Think of a grown man—why,
Tom Simpson, you must be in love!”

“He ort to be in jail, forgettin’ my
t'backer,” said Waco.

‘Waco thought to throw a little comic
relief into the situation, but his break
had the opposite effect on Mrs. Ellison,
who looked - sharply at Tom. She
reached up suddenly and touched his
arm, her face white, fright in her eyes.

“What happened down there, Tom?”
she asked, her voice as gentle as if she
consoled him for a loss.

“Oh, now,” said Tom, depreciating
her concern. “I'm just a stupid ass!”

“Well, you haven't had your dinner,
have you?” She withdrew her hand
from his arm slowly, watching him for
a betraying flicker of the eye.

“No, I started early and drove
slowly, without a stop.”

“Come in when you unharness,” she
said, and would hear of no disobedience
to the hospitable order.

Tom drove to the corral, Waco after
him.,

“If t'backer was all I needed in this
world to make me happy,” he said, “I'd
be throwin’ my leg over the moon.”

He stopped, turned back and closed
the gate, putting up his hand in a mock
threat of immediate violence when Eu-
dora would have done it. Mrs. Ellison
was looking after Tom, trouble knitting
her black brows in a frown. Waco
started off again to help unhitch, swing-
ing his game leg, singing his song:

“Oh duhr me, and my duhr too,
If it wasn't for my dubr what'd I do?”

He gave Eudora a wink as he passed
her, probably to imply in his humor-
ous way that he identified her with the
lady of the couplet. She grinned, but
not very mirthfully, the cloud of sus-
picion that all had not been plain going
with Tom having spread from her
mother’s face to her own.

“A man may forget sugar and coffee
when he’s flighty over a woman or
something, but when he forgets
t'backer!” Mrs. Ellison said.

“Mother”—Eudora’s voice wavered,
her heart felt sad—“mother, do you
think—"

“I guess if it’s for us to know, he’ll
tell us,” Mrs. Ellison replied gently.

She turned in at the kitchen gate.
Eudora followed, her light feet sud-
denly heavy, the ache of dread, the op-
pression of fear, in her breast.

It seemed it was not for them to
know. Waco and Tom came to the
kitchen, where Tom’s lunch was spread,
talking gayly. Tom praised the team,
the wagon, the roads, as he wrought
havoc on the hot meal. He said it was
a lark to haul bones forty miles, and he
was going to load up immediately to be
ready for an early start in the morning.

Waco suggested trying out the other
four horses which he had broken. Mrs.
Ellison made an objection, which Waco
calmly overruled. They were as gentle
as dogs, he declared, but if you let em
stand around and forget what they’d
learned they’d be as mean as buzzards
by the time he wanted to use them.
Fine, said Tom; he’d put them through
their paces; and he wanted Mrs. Ellison
to tie different colors of yarn in his
buttonholes, each representing some
article in the grocery line. He wasn't
coming home without those supplies this
t

rip.

“Yes, and T'll tie a gunny sack
around your neck to make you think of
that t’backer,” Waco said.

Then Waco began to speak of the
horses which were left over from the
number Tom had brought up from the
Nation after the neighbors had taken
their animals, Seven of the five were
good; the other two fair. He thought
it was a shame for the sheriff to take
them and waste three or four months
trying to find their owners. = Feed bills
and expenses of one kind and another
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would eat their heads off, and there
would be nothing left for Tom in the
end.

“I couldn’t think of laying claim to
any of them. The idea is preposter-
ous,” said Tom, with his high, frozen
dignity. =

*The one you rode home,” said Waco,
“he’s a dang good horse. There’s only
one horse on this place better'n that
colt, if you'll take it from a simple-
minded feller like me. You're entitled
to that one as much as you're entitled
to the teeth in your head.”

“Not at all,” said Tom, distantly.

“The sheriff said so, didn’t he, Eu-

dory?”
“That’s what he said, Tom.”
“He’s wrong,” said Tom, stiffly.

“Somebody owns that horse; it’s the
sheriff’s business to find the owner.”

Waco looked at him intently for a
moment, incredulity in his leathery old
face.

“You're weak,” said he.

“You've hit it,” Tom said, with the
satisfaction he might have displayed if
Waco had guessed a riddle which he
had thought beyond his powers.

Waco and Eudora laughed, and that
glimmer of mirth like firelight on a
wall came into Tom Simpson’s bright
wise eyes. Only Mrs. Ellison was not
moved by the humor of the moment.
She was sitting a little apart, the cro-
chet work she had been half heartedly
doing lying in her lap, a sunbeam com-
ing through the window bright on her
idle needle.

“We'll take him for the one they shot
under you,” Eudora said, touching an
episode of his adventure that had not
been mentioned between them before.

Tom flushed as if confusion would
drown him. If Eudora had accused
him of complicity in the loss of the
horse his embarrassment could not have
been greater.

“Eudora!” her mother
gently, but slightly shocked.
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Eudora reached out impulsively and
touched Tom’s hand.

“Oh, Tom! I didn’t mean

“Very good—uery, very good!” Tom
said, his confusion vanishing before her
own.. “That will be a fair arrangement,
fair compensation. Very, very good.”

Waco had taken up his quarters in
the bunk house, his wound having
growed up, as he expressed it, the recu-
perative powers of his kind being re-
markable. The same qualities which
inured these hard riders of the range
to its vicissitudes stored up in them
phenomenal healing powers. There was
no creature alive—with the probable
exception of a fishin’ worm, as Waco
had said—that cured itself of distress-
ing wounds with such celerity as the
old-time range man. His mode of life
put him ‘pretty much on a level with
the lower animals, and a bullet hole
more or less, if no bone was broken, no
vital part touched, did not long incon-
venience him.

All his leg needed now, Waco said,
was movement to prevent its stiffening
and keeping tender too long. He went
around cobbling the harness, the sad-
dles, and everything about the place
that stood in need of repairs—and there
was plenty to keep him engaged—using
his crutch only because Mrs. Ellison in-
sisted, and threatened him with heavy
penalties if she caught him without it.
His misfortune had turned out a fruit-
ful diversion in Waco’s days. He prob-
ably never had enjoyed himself so long
and continuously before in his life, sing-
ing his unvarying two-line song, greas-
ing and hammering and tinkering
around in his clever, handy way.

Mrs. Ellison and Eudora liked him
as much as he liked them, everybody
being on a perfect plane of equality,
comfortable, and unrestricted by ham-
pering conventions, Waco knew it was
not precisely the polite thing to sit in
the house with his hat on, or to remove
his boots in the presence of ladies, or
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cuss overmuch when they were in hear-
ing, although mild ejaculations were
permissible when one hit his thumb
with a hammer,

Tom was not surprised when Waco,
after standing around while he loaded
the wagon for to-morrow’s trip, throw-
ing in a bone now and then to prove
his returned vigor, proposed that he go
along. He said it was beginning to get
kind of dull around there, that being
the longest vacation he had taken since
he was shot up the last time, dewn in
New Mexico eight or nine years ago.
He gave this as a pretext to keep his
real person under cover—about as suc-
cessfully as the ostrich who tries to
hide by sticking his head in the sand.

He could ride along just as com-
fortable as a bird in a tree, Waco said,
and a man needed company on a slow
drive like that. It wasn’t the same as
rackin’ out on a feller’s horse to go
some place, when he could streak right
through. Wagon travel was worse than
walkin’, the way he looked at it; even
a slab-sided old centipede like him was
better than no company under such con-
ditions.
~ Tom thanked him heartily, told him
he’d appreciate his company above the
company of any man alive, but that his
was a one-man business, a purely per-
sonal affair at that stage, and he could
not permit a friend to become involved.
He was appreciative, but firm; so firm
that Waco realized further argument
would not advance his-desires an inch.

“All right, Tom,” he yielded. “I
fixed up that rifle yisterday so it works
fine.”

“Thanks, old feller.”

“There’s a good shotgun here, too.
T ain’t in favor of a shotgun as a reg-
"lar, but there’s exceptions, as the wid-
der woman said when she married the
one-eyed man. I could load you up a
dozen shells with buckshot—it’d be ex-
cusable if they tried to gang a man. Of
course, I always like to keep in the law

myself and stick to my old gun, but a
shotgun’s excusable, at times, perfec'ly
excusable.”

“I don’t think anything is going to
happen, Waco. That marshal’s a crook,
with a streak down his back as broad
as a skunk’s, only his is yellow. The
sheriff told me about him, knows him
of old. The fellow used to be a sort
of outpost for Wade Harrison; he's
tipped off the sheriff’s hand more than
once when Treadwell was about to close
in on that outfit. I believe he’s due to
lie down this trip.”

“Yeah, maybe. But I wish you had
a cast-iron wagon bed, pardner. You
know, I found my old gun—did I tell
you? Yeah! Out in the krel, where
they either. dropped it or throwed it
away. It had a bunch of my silvery
locks stuck to it—they had the nerve to
hit me with my own gun! Guess that's
all they thought it was good for, or
maybe that they’d bent it over my old
rock so it wasn’t no use to nobody. It
don’t look fancy, but you can depend on
it like pension money. You can take it
along.”

“You might need it, old chap; you
never can tell. Keep it stickin’ around
you pretty close—I'll have plenty, a
whole lot more than I'll need.”

“Maybe,” said Waco, but with little
faith. “Anyhow, I'll be plenty able to
drive next trip. About to-morrow I'm
goin’ to hitch up them colts and drag
in some more bones.”

“Don’t get too fresh and overdo it,
Waco. Many a good man’s been ruined
by drink and hard work.”

“Nobody has to warn me agin’ hard
work,” Waco said, grinning his biggest.
“I've been shyin’ at it so long I'm wall-
eyed.”

Eudora came to the porch to hang
dish towels on a line strung between
the posts. Waco looked at her abstract-
edly, as if his thoughts were of her
but not with her.

“Them two girls suspicion you got
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something in your hoof down at Drum-
well, Tom,” he said.

“Um-m-m,” Tom grunted, bending
cver the pile of bones, pretending little
concern in their suspicions.

“Missus Ellison’s as uneasy as a cow
with a calf hid in the brush,” Waco
went on, resorting to such homely simile
not through any want of respect but be-
cause he made his comparisons with the
most familiar things. “She’ll not sleep
a wink till she sees you drivin’ up that
road ag'in. I don’t know, but I think
sometimes it’s worse to raise up a
woman’s suspicions by keepin’ some-
thing from her than to tell her straight
out. A woman’s funny that way; she
can sense things.”

“You seem to know them pretty
well,” Tom remarked, turning on him
a quick humorous glance.

“I ort to,” Waco sighed.

As he volunteered no additional in-
formation on how he came to be master
of female psychology, Tom was too po-
lite to inquire. But he supposed Waco’s
education had come through practical
channels, perhaps by marrying. He
must have gone quite extensively into
the adventure, judging by his oracular
declaration.

Eudora, who had stood Jooking their
way as if she considered joining them,

appearing wistful
and lonely, and returned to the house.

“She’s as bright as a lookin’-glass,”
Waco admired her, “and as handy
around the place as a man. She’s a good
tie-up for some young feller. You re-
member the time I thought you was
married into the fam’ly?”

“Silly old ass!” said Tom.

CHAPTER XXII

g AN ANXIOUS DAY.
S Waco had foretold, the next was
an anxious day for the women.
Tom had gone off at dawn with his
load drawn by the partly broken horses,

which were frisky and frivolous, in-
clined to lunge at the collar and throw
their heels somewhat too high for
earnest work. Waco was on hand to
give some parting advice.

“Keep ‘em steppin’ lively for the first
hour or two, Tom, and don’t let 'em git
their tails over the lines or straddle the
tugs. You'll soon take the ginger out
of ’em. By sunup they’ll be as gentle
as house cats.”

Tom promised to watch the slack of
the lines and the frisking tails, and keep
them stepping so fast they wouldn’t
have time to hoist a leg over a tug. He
also made Waco do a little pledging on
his own account to the effect that he
wouldn’t attempt to do any hauling that

day.

“You lay off of it till I come back,
old man,” Tom advised. “You’ve been
overdoin’ it already from the way you're
cripplin’ around this morning.”

“I got a crimp in my leg; guess I
musta slep’ crooked on it;” Waco ex-
plained his limp. “But I'll wait till you
come home if you say so, Tom, even if
I could run a shanghai rooster down
when my leg gits limbered up a little.
You sure you don’t want that shotgun ?”

He whispered this question, turning
a cautious look toward the kitchen win-
dows. The Ellisons were up, quietly
as Tom had made ready and attempted
to drive away without disturbing them.

“No, I'll pass it up,” Tom replied.

Mrs. Ellison and Eudora came out as
Tom was mounting to the high seat, to
wish him good luck and say good-by.
They attempted a sprightliness which
they did not feel, and which did not de-
ceive the man on the load of bones.
He drove away with their unvoiced
anxiety tinging with gloom the promise
of a bright day, a foreboding of trouble
ahead of him which his own spirit
could not banish.

All that morning Mrs. Ellison went
around the house restlessly. She would
go to a window and peer down the road
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which, since Tom mowed the orchard
and cut away the low-hanging limbs,
could be seen to the point where it
passed over the hill; then to the kitchen
porch, where she would stand listening,
her head turned as if she expected the
sound of distant shots, her face fur-
rowed by an anxiety that would not let
her rest.

“I shouldn’t have let him go,” she
said time and again, as the bright morn-
ing passed.

Waco was busy in the barn; Eudora
slipped into the men’s quarters and
came back big-eyed and white, to report
that Tom had taken the rifle, the re-
volver he had captured in the raid, her
father’s pistol, and no telling what else
that Waco had supplied!

“I knew it! I knew it!” Mrs. Ellison
said fatefully. “I never should have
allowed that boy to go.”

“We couldn’t have stopped him—no-
body could,” Eudora said hopelessly.

“Waco knows all about it, I can tell
by his actions. He’s as restless as a
wet hen. For two cents I'd have you
hitch up the buckboard and I'd go after
Tom and make him come back.”

“We couldn't.”  Eudora shook her
head slowly, in deep and somber con-
wiction, “He’d make us feel as small
as two pins the way he’d hold his head
up and bite off his words. He can look
more insulted and say less about it than
any man I ever saw.”

“I guess it's the Eastern style;
they’re said to be cold-hearted folks, al-
though that’s the last thing anybody
could say of Tom.”

“We ought to be the last to think that
of him, all he’s done for us. I wonder
if he thought I blamed him for that
horse gettin’ killed ?”

“A smaller man mighta, the way you
said it, but not Tom Simpson. He’s
quick to feel and know—quicker than
any man I ever saw. He’s a—I guess
what you might call a gentleman, what-
ever his past may be.”

“Mother! I don’t believe he’s got any
past.”

“Every man has, if he amounts to a
hill of beans, I'll bet that Waco fel-
ler’s got a history a mile long, and he’s
so downright honest it does a person
good to look at him. Of course we
can’t blame him for keepin’ Tom’s
trouble from us: he was told to. And
men’ll stick together—they will stick
together—whatever other faults they’ve
got.”

If everything was all right with Tom,
he’d be about at this creek or that hill,
Mrs. Ellison anxiously logged his prog-
ress through the day. At evening she
computed the distance he had made if
all had favored him, and the dreaded,
unknown danger had not overtaken him
on the road. He would be camping at
this branch, or at that well with the
windmill, or in a named piece of timber
where he’d have wood for his fire.

It had been a long time since she had
felt this disturbing anxiety for one of
her men abroad, not since Ellison used
to laugh at her fears in the old Pawnee
days. And he had lived through those
perils, and healed of many a wound
received in battles with those swift-
riding raiders who swept up from the
south. She had not worried much
about him when he spent day and night
for three weeks on the blizzard-bound
prairies trying to save some of his cattle
from the disastrous winter kill, for the
woman at home is not so much afraid
of nature at its worst as she is of man
at his meanest,

The winter storm had done what the
Pawnee raiders, the horse thieves and
rustlers of the Cherokee trails had
tailed to do. It had taken Ellison’s life.
And yet, nothing in the sound of the
rising storm made her face blanch, her
heart ache with the slow pain of appre-
hension as did the beat of galloping
hoofs on the road at night. So many
messengers of danger and disaster, so
many appeals for help in extremity, had
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come on clattering hoofs to her door
through the hampering, frightening,
villainy shrouding dark!

All those old ghosts of dead fears
had risen with this unknown peril into
which Tom Simpson had driven from
her gate. She arraigned herself for
permitting him to go, when she knew
neither command nor persuasion would
have restrained him. All night she lay
in that state of unrest between wakeful-
ness and sleep, straining for the sound
of a galloping horse. She had yielded
to the weary strain at dawn, and was
asleep when the rider came. It was
Wallace Ramsey who came riding hard
as the sun was rising. Mrs. Ellison’s
heart gave one great bound of appre-
hension, then seemed to stop as she
heard the rider halt at the gate. She
was at the window as he rode through.
Waco Johnson, his breakfast eaten, was
coming from the corral to meet him.

Wallace had come directly from Co-
burn’s ranch, having been an incredibly
short time on the way. By the time
Mrs. Ellison and Eudora had dressed,
quickly as only prairie women can ac-
complish that feat, Wallace had told
the news that had quickly brought him
riding.

Coburn had returned home from
Drumwell between midnight and morn-
ing after a forced ride. A gang of
squaw men and mongrels was up from
the Nation, drinking and carousing at
Kane’s, making no secret of their in-
tention to wait there until Simpson came
in with another load of bones, when
they intended to kill him. The toughs
of Drumwell, notably the marshal, were
lined up with the friends and relatives
of Wade Harrison’s gang who had lost
their lives in Simpson’s recent foray
against them,

Wallace had hopped his horse at
once, at Coburn’s request as well as his
own inclination, in the hope of reaching
the Ellison Ranch before Simpson left.
He ‘was greatly concerned when he

learned that he was twenty-four hours
too late.

Mrs. Ellison rebuked Waco severely
for keeping the facts from her when
he knew Tom was going out against
such great odds. Waco did not shrivel
in the hot blast of her wrath, although
she gave it to him unsparingly and with-
out a chance to defend himself until she
had said a great deal more than her
temperate disposition would have be-
trayed her into had she not reached the
breaking point of strain. Waco heard
her to the end, then calmly told her
what he knew.

Tom had had trouble with the mar-
shal on his last trip, the hangover of a
former row, to which Wallace could
and did testify. Tom had not known
anything about this graver develop-
ment which Wallace had come to re-

port.

Ashamed of her outburst, Mrs. Elli-
son attempted to say she was sorry, but
Waco put up his large hand, which
seemed to shut her off like a closed door,
turned and hurried toward the barn, go-
ing as nimbly as if it was somebody
else’s leg the bullet had gone through a
little less than two weeks ago.

Wallace, big-eyed, and white around
the end of his nose as if somebody
lately had let go that member, was in a
fever to start to his friend’s assistance.
He told the two women how Tom had
stood up for him when he needed help;
and swore he’d wade through wildcats
to pay off what he still felt to be owing
on that debt. But how to do it was the
question. Eudora suggested the sheriff,
giving up the thought almost at once
when the element of time was consid-
ered. Tom must have made twenty-five
or thirty miles yesterday; he would
reach town around noon, and it would
be all over before the sheriff, or any-
body else, could do him a bit of good.

“Give me another horse and turn me
loose!” said Wallace.

Wallace was on edge to speed to
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Drumwell ; he bégan to strip the saddle
off his horse as he spoke, and Eudora

went tearing to the barn after Frank— ~

who was never turned out to pasture at
night with the other animals—to drive
up the horses for Wallace to select his
remount.

Waco came out of the barn as she
ran up. He was leading his tall lean
horse, the one that had carried Simpson
on the long ride south trailing the horse
thieves, He carried the shotgun over
Lis shoulder; his gun was buckled
around his lank body; he was a grim
and determined man, ready to ride on
a grim and determined business, with a
good deal of lead available for delivery.

“Where are you goin’, Waco?” Eu-
dora asked, a question that her own
eyes had answered the moment she saw
him in the door.

“Dowii the road a piece.”

“Wait! “That man wants a fresh
horse—he’ll go with you.”

It wasn’t much of a job to find the
horses, as they always wandered up to
the corrals in the morning, where they
stood around after their custom, putting
their necks over the fence; waiting, it
seemed, to learn if they were wanted
and, if not, to have it off their minds
so they could enjoy the day. Eudora
had them in the corral in less than fif-
teen minutes; and her mother, steady
as a clock now, had a pot of coffee on
the stove, biscuits in the oven and bacon

and eggs in the pan, by the time Wal-

lace had a fresh horse saddled.

Eudora had hopped her horse bare-
backed to go to the pasture. She sad-
dled him now, and came to the kitchen
gate with him as Wallace was drawn
to the table to eat a hasty breakfast.
She chafed under this delay; but she
was as polite as Wallace was wise. He
knew that ten minutes meant little in
the job ahead of him, and that a full
man was worth more than a hungry one
for a long, hard ride. Waco was load-
ing shotgun shells in the bunk house;

he was through by the time Wallace had
finished his meal.

Eudora, looking pinched and very
pale, rushed out of the house dressed
for the saddle, having made the change
in two minutes. Her breast heaved as
if she had been under water. She said
she thought they could get some help
down the road from the homesteaders,
who all felt deep gratitude and obliga-
tion to Tom. She said she was going
at once to see what could be done.

“You've got a good head,” Waco ap-
proved. “Come on.”

“Waco Johnson, you get right down
off of that horse!” Mrs. Ellison called
sharply from the kitchen porch.

“Ma’am?”’ said Waco, twisting
around in surprised comicality, shotgun
in hand.

“Do you want to lose that leg?” she
demanded. |

“If I lose both of 'em clean up to my
belly band, I don’t give a cuss!” Waco
replied.

The ‘three were off, starting with a
bound, leaning like jockeys, their res-
olution made and acted on with celerity
that promised badly for the gang at
Drumwell, should they have the luck to
get there in time.

The long lean wveteran of Jo Shelby’s
brigade was tinkering around his
wagon, which stood in the yard loaded
with bones, when the three rode up.
When Waco, who acted as spokesman,
laid the case before him in a few words,
the homesteader did net speak; he sim-
ply turned and disappeared in his little
board shack, which was already begin-
ning to let loose the customary overflow
of tow heads.

Eudora looked at Wallace;  both
turned to Waco. Disappointment and
indignation blazed in the girl's eyes.
Wallace’s jaw went slack in unuttered
contempt. He recovered almost at once,
however, and started to express himsel
according to his feelings. Waco put up
his big interdicting hand. The home-
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steader stood in the door, buckling a
very competent and experienced-looking
gun around his middle.

“Where do we meet?” he inquired.

Waco turned to Eudora.

“Where?” he repeated. “You know
this country better than I do.”

“Down the road where the old cattle
trail crosses,” she said.

They rode on.

Their forces had been increased by
three when they reached the house of
the old soldier who had been with Grant
at Appomattox. Yes, by heavens! he
said; wait till he got his horse and gun.
He was a cavalryman—his name was
Kerns—and the cunning for quick sad-
dling had not left his hand. He was
up and with them, the eager light of ad-
venture in his blue eyes, although his
only weapon was a single-barreled,
breech-loading shotgun ef the type
called Zulu.

Eleven men gathered at the crossing
of the old cattle trail, including Wallace
and Waco, within an hour of the first
appeal for help. They were all fa.\rly
well d; all were to
the saddle, and if luck was with them
they could make the thirty-two miles,
more or less, between that point and
Drumwell in five hours.  There was
scarcely a man among them that had
not suffered some insult or humiliation
at the hands of the Drumwell roughs.
One had lost a son in a gambling brawl
there; all were bitter against the con-
ditions which made the town a place to
be avoided.

Added to this was the recent terrify-
ing ordeal they had experienced in being
stripped of the very means of existence
by the thieves from the Cherokee trails.
Simpson had restored their property,
by a feat of admirable heroism in their
eyes; their gratitude was as great as
their relief, and most of them were
steady brave men who had already
faced death in more than one guise.

Eudora would have gone with them;

but Waco, who had taken the lead by
a kind of inherent generalship which all
appeared to recognize, lifted his hand
sternly and said that was where she
turned back. But he lowered it slowly,
until his finger tips touched her hair as
in a benediction. Then Waco wheeled
his horse, and set himself at the head of
the little force, Wallace beside him;
and the girl was alone at the crossing of
the trails, the track of tears on her cold
white face.

CHAPTER XXIII
BRANDED. BONES,

FOR all the advice Waco had given

him on methods of handling half-
broken draft animals, Simpson found
himself lacking in a most essential one
on the road that day, namely: a pre-
scription for the cure of a balky horse.

Undoubtedly there is no more vexa-
tious animal living than a balky horse,
especially one that is usually swift and
eager but that stops short in the most
critical situations and stands meanly un-
responsive to force and persuasion
alike. Tom found he had such a horse
in his team, a comely, chunky roan
gelding with that facial distinction de-
scribed among horses and men as a
roman nose.

Due to the eccentricities of this beast,
Simpson covered little more than half
the distance between the ranch and
Drumwell the first day. According to
the inscrutable rules of balky horses
the world over—among which there ap.
pears to be a close brotherhood with
rules and regulations like any labor
union—this animal frequently did his
share, and more, on hills, leaning to the
collar manfully, only to stop in stub-
born defiance when he reached the top.
Again, he would come up short on level
ground, where the pressure of the col-
lar on his shoulders would not have hurt
a fly.

Tom tried all the remedies he ever
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had heard of, including strapping up a
foreleg, leaving the fellow only three
to stand on, which appeared to be quite
sufficient for his purpose. Sometimes
he went on when released from this
mild punishment; more often he shook
his head in haughty defiance, not at all
unlike Tom Simpson’s own expression
of high aloofness from the petty things
of life. Then Tom stuffed the striker’s
ears with grass, and cinched his belly
hard with a rope, which he might as
well have tied around himself for all
the effect it had on the refractory beast.
When it got ready to go, it went, al-
ways with a headlong suddenness that
upsét the balance of all concerned ; with
ears back, teeth clenched on the bit, and
a general expression of desperation.

Frequently the horse held up the
load half an hour before taking a notion
to go on. Owing to these many delays,
Simpson found himself a good fifteen
miles from town when he made camp,
although he had pushed on until after
dark. The balky horse’s method had
kept the horses fresh, at any rate, try-
ing as it was to the patience of the
driver.

Next morning things started off hap-
pily, that being, apparently, the day set
aside by the balky horse for unprotest-
ing labor. It was one of those bright,
invigorating mornings which lift a
man’s spirits until he minimizes his
liabilities and frequently puts an exces-
sive valuation on his prospects. All
hopes take on the color of the day at
such times, perhaps due to the physical
comfort and beauty which autumn
lavishes upon the travail-eased earth.
A man is beguiled from speculation
upon the worst phases of his present by
luxurious dreams of things to come.

So it was with Tom Simpson, riding
on his load of bones, although he did
not allow himself to believe the balky
horse had undergone a lasting reforma-
tion. Every hour gained was at least
three miles more on the way. At the

rate he was going, Tom calculated on
reaching town about noon.

In gratifying variance of his form,
the troublesome horse. kept steadily on.
When he set to it earnestly that way,
there was not a better animal in the
team. Tom forgave him for much of
yesterday’s annoyance on account of his
willingness of to-day. It was a little
past noon when he came in sight of
town, a sight which dispelled the pleas-
ant speculations of the morning and
brought him straight down to earth.

Yet Tom Simpson had seen trouble
enough to know that it will come fast
enough and that it is unnecessary to run
ahead, even speculatively, to encounter
it. If trouble was to come, it would be
through the contrivance of somebody
else. He had not come here hunting
trouble, although he had come heeled to
meet it. His plan was to drive to the
unloading place; leave his bones; pull
up before a store like a man with a clear
conscience and well within his rights;
make his purchases, and get out of town
as quickly and quietly as dignity would
permit,

A stretch of road, half a mile or more,
led into Drumwell as straight as the sur-
veyor’s transit could draw it; designed,
one might believe, as a special straight-
away for cowboys to put on a spurt and
make a demonstration of speed and
racket as they rode into the place of re-
freshment, This piece of road had a
slight downhill pitch into town, where
it met the main and only street at right
angles in front of Eddie Kane’s hotel
and bar. Simpson let the horses swing
along at a brisk trot down this finishing
stretch, while he buckled on the guns
which had been hung on the dashboard.

The balky horse was the liveliest
stepper in the team, as he had been all
morning. It seemed as if he knew that
he was approaching the end of the jour-
ney and desired to make a favorable
impression on all beholders, after the
manner of hypocrites everywhere. So
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Simpson came bowling into town rather
gallantly, perched high on the spring
seat, a gun on each hip, rifle beside him,
a shining mark for anybody who might
have the mean inclination to take a shot
at him.

Nobody appeared to be so inclined,
although his arrival was not without
spectators. Apparently, he was to go
on his way unmolested. He knew noth-
ing of the prowlers from the Nation,
his only conceivable source of trouble
Leing the city marshal and such of his
friends as might step out in his behalf.
The marshal was not in sight, nor any-
body else who appeared to have more
than a passing interest in a bone man
with a good lively team.

To reach the unloading place which
the agent had assigned him beside the
house track—as that particular switch
is called in railroad parlance—Simpson
had to make a right turn on entering the
street, and then drive across the main
line of railroad. All went as smoothly
as a greased slide until the wagon was
squarely across the main-line track.
Then the balky horse was seized with
the notion of showing the town how
mean he could be, and what a spectacle

he could make of the creature on the .

load of bones who posed as his master.

Tom knew there was nothing he could
do to make the stubborn brute move on.
The best thing, he decided, was to take
him out, tie his mate’s end of the dou-
ble-tree, and drive the short distance
without him.  Accordingly he got
down and began to unhitch the rebel.

At that point in the balky horse’s act,
the station agent entered. He came on
with spirit, adding considerably to the
entertainment of the small crowd of
men and boys who had collected in sur-
prisingly short time out of the town's
apparently barren possibilities.  They
wondered why a man would want to
unhitch his team and leave his wagon
straddle of an active piece of railroad
like that.

“Git that wagon off of there!” the
agent yelled, his voice apparently
cracked by a sense of outrage to his dig-
nity. “Don’t you see that board? Git
’em off of there quick!”

He pointed to the semaphore, a red
sheet-iron contrivance at the end of a
rod which protruded to the edge of the
platform from above the depot’s bay
window. Tom looked at it as if it were
of unusual interest.

“Very pretty,” he said.

The bystanders laughed, a derisive
haw-haw of appreciation, station agents
being almost invariably unpopular men
in towns of the size and character of
Drumwell. The agent became more an-
noyed.

“She’s due in less’'n a minute,” he
said, his shallow passion splitting about
equally between anger and fear. “He’s
got to git up to that tank”—a change in
the sex of the approaching or impend-
ing thing which might have been con-
fusing to anybody but a railroader, who
would have known he was speaking of
the train in one instance, the engineer
in the other—“and how’s he goin’ to do
it with that wagon on the track? Git
them horses off of here, I tell you—git
‘em off !”

Tom was calmly, quietly unhitching
the balky horse. He looked up with a
humorous twinkle in his eyes.

“Send it along,” he said. “Maybe a
locomotive could move this horse; I've
tried about everything else.”

The crowd laughed again, a note of
friendliness in the sound for this calm
young man who didn’t hop any faster
for all the agent’s wrath. Some of the
older men offered suggestions, some
help; the latter quite in order, the for-
mer wasted wind. Tom gave one of
them a rope and asked him to tie the
end of the double-tree back to the axle,
then threw the tugs across the balky
animal’s back and started to lead him
out.
But the horse had other plans! He
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braced his legs and set back against the
pull on his bit. The crowd slapped
him with hats; jabbed him in the belly
with thumbs’; twisted his tail, and the
frantic agent, his eyes protruding with
the effort, got behind him and pushed.
‘Wasted effort, all!l The horse stood
there, maliciously stubborn; and the
train against which the red board was
turned came around a curve a quarter
of a mile or so north of the station with
such a head of speed that it looked as
if nothing could save that wagon load
of bones, to say nothing of adding those
of four pretty good horses to the col-
lection,

The crowd broke, clearing the track;
and the agent, flapping his arms in ter-
rified signal to stop, went galloping
down the road to meet the train. The
engine came to a stop. Tom Simpson,
standing at the horse’s head, his hand
on its bridle—with effect nicely calcu-
lated to thrill all beholders—was about
five feet from the wagon; while the
engineer leaned haughtily out of the
cab, crabbed as if he regretted that
there was anything in law or morals
which restrained him from making a
mess 6f the whole affair.

It was beneath his dignity to speak
to a man so low as a driver of a bone
wagon, or of any wagon whatever ; rail-
road engineers being deeply jealous of
all who guide the course of anything
that moves on wheels. Not so the con-
ductor, who came jogging forward in
that little goat trot peculiar to passen-
ger-train conductors, the gesticulating
agent with him. The agent was almost
speechless at this awful sacrilege of
blocking the way of Number Five—or
Five, as he called it—which was a prince
among railroad trains in his eyes, al-
though only a little plug of three
coaches to everybody else. But there
was that granger with his load of bones,
blocking the way to the water tank and
the station, and the agent and conductor
were as vindictive as if the train had a

thousand miles to go to get to its jour-
ney’s end instead of just a hundred
yards.

“Git out o’ there! git—out—o'—
there!” the conductor ordered, spacing
his words farther as they ran out to the
end of his command. “Don’t stand
there holdin’ up this train!”

“Oh, very well,” said Tom, in that
moment understanding the horse’s view
of force and duress better than ever be-
fore.

But how to get to anywhere out of
there was the question. The passengers
were leaving the train, not caring much
where it stopped, many of them gather-
ing around to enjoy the spectacle of a
balky horse holding up a train. Tom
had tried everything he knew on that
horse; if anybody had a remedy to of-
fer that would make him move before
his own good time, suggestions were
then in order.

The conductor said, “Here, some of
you fellers”—speaking to all assembled
—“git a hold of this wagon and roll it
somewhere off of this track.” But
conductors were even less popular than
agents in Drumwell, where most of the
male inhabitants had memories of high-
handed dealings over fares and excess
fares, and the question of taking dogs
on board. They gave him cold looks,
but no assistance.

It looked as if the conductor would
himself have to stoop to help remove
that obstruction, when Tom Simpson,
nonchalantly striking a match on the
sole of his boot, held the little flame to
the balky horse’s belly. The animal
moved with a grunt, and much twisting
of the tail—and a look of wide-awake
surprise on his roman-nosed counte-
nance. .

Tom had much pleasure in his discov-
ery as he climbed to the seat and drove
his bones clear of the track and onto
his unloading place, without a look be-
hind to see the engineer range up to the
water tank, and the agent go hopping
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along the platform to get a truck for
the trunks and express packages.

. Tom was not greatly surprised to find
the place where he had left his first
load empty. There was not a bone;
not a horn; not even a tooth out of a
jawbone. Their mark was visible in the
soft ground, as well as man tracks and
wagon tracks. A cattle car partly
loaded with bones stood up the track a
little way, its freight showing between
its slatted siding. All evidence bore out
the suspicion that his bones had been
appropriated to help out that load and
not many hours before his arrival.

This time Tom did not take the seat
off the wagon, but pushed it up near
the dashboard, ready to move in an
emergency without leaving it behind.

e unloaded quickly, ed by
even an onlooker, public interest in him
having waned when he cleared the track.
By the time he had emptied the wagon,
the train had pulled down below the sta-
tion, where it lay on the dead end of
track like a little chunky lizard in the
sun. Everybody had gone from the
depot and theé town had lapsed into its
daytime state, the plaintive yelling of
cowboys mingling with the lonesome
lowing of cattle where the noisy work
of loading was going on at the pens.
These loading pens were on the other
side of the lumber yard, neot visible from
Simpson’s situation behind the depot.
There was not one spectator of his ac-
tivities.

Leaving his team standing, Tom went
to the car which he had very good rea-
son to believe had gobbled up his first
jag of bones, as Mrs. Ellison had called
the load. The car was only partly
loaded; its side door stood open to re-
ceive additional freight. Waiting for
him to bring it, Tom thought! He ex-
amined several skulls in the pile that
blocked the door; then returned hastily
to his wagon, drove up to the car, and
began loading it from the heap that lay
within arm’s reach.

Tom’s indignation rose with every
bone that he threw into the wagon.
There was little use in asking the agent
who was loading that car, for the splay-
footed coward would shield the thief;
but it was due to him, Tom Simpson,
to proclaim to the skulking citizenry of
that town that his property must re-
main untouched. He was in the car,
throwing out bones with a clatter equal
to that of the living cattle marching into
the chutes not far away, when the one
man above all others that Simpson de-
sired to meet that day appeared.

Simpson had heard him coming from
the direction of the lumber yard; his
feet noisy on the cinders of the road-
bed; his manner of comiing betraying
his interest in that car of bones. Tom
was in the door when he appeared. He
was a large man, coatless, a wide brown
hat shading his scowling eyes. From
the little canvas apron he wore Tom
knew he was the lumber dealer, the bone
monopolist of the town.

There was an expression of petulant
injury, rather than anger or surprise,
on the man’s harsh-featured brown
face. He stood a moment chewing his
tobacco, running a quick eye over Tom’s
accouterments ; taking in the rifle stand-
ing just inside the door.

“What do you think you're doin’ in
that car?” he inquired, with all the sar-
casm’ he could infuse into the words,
as if he were merely trying to convey
that a mistake had been made, when he
knew very well he was surely being
robbed.

“Recovering stolen property,” Simp-
son replied bluntly.

“You're talkin’ kind of careless, it
seems to me, pardner. You git out of
that car and put them bones back, and
you do it quick!”

“I left a load of bones beside the
track a few days ago, and I come back
to find them in your car,” Tom told him,
not greatly moved by the blustering or-
der. “When I've loaded that wagon
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T'll come out—unless you get too nasty
about it.”

“You'll have a sweet time provin’
title to a load of bones!”

“Not at all,” Tom corrected him. “I
expected some thief would try to get
away with them, and I marked a lot of
them. Here, look at that, you sneakin’
pirate!”

Tom tossed a skull across the wagon.
On the forehead it bore the penciled
brand of the Block E ranch. The lum-
berman threw it down with a sneer; but
a flush that was not ‘all due to virtue
on his face.

“You’ve had time to mark a hundred
of ’em,” he said. “You can’t git away
with that in this man’s town!”

The man’s manner was portentous.
He spoke with the swaggering threat,
the bullying certainty, of a boy who
knows his parent will take up his row.
Tom did not stop to argue the case any
longer. He resumed the job of filling
his wagon with bones, the lumberman
watching him with malignant scowl for
a little while. He appeared to be try-
ing to get his resentment up to fighting
pitch by witnessing this high handed
work of a man who would not conform
to the established local code, under
which a man pocketed his loss and rode
away, charging it up“to the expense of
a sucker’s education, -

Presently the lumberman went’away,
perhaps to get his gun, maybe to sum-
mon his friends, Tom thought. What-
ever his intention, it was not a’pacific
one. He would not throw down his
hand and confess himself a thief and a
coward before the ribald citizens of that
town. Trouble was coming, and it
would be there pretty soon. This would
be the final show-down for him, Tom
Simpson knew.

Simpson finished his work quickly—
piling the bones high as indemnity for
the labor he had spent in their recovery
—drove to his heap beside the track,
and began to unload. He kept a wary

eye out for the first hostile approach
surprised that it was so long in coming.

This surprise gave way to troubled
conjecture when nothing happened. He
worked down to the bottom, rearranged
his seat; left the horses standing, and
went to the depot to order his car. The
agent received the order sulkily, as if
to imply that the railroad didn’t want
Tom’s business any more than the lum-
berman relished his rivalry in the merry
market of osseous remains.

As matters stood, Simpson didn’t see
much future to that business just then.
He believed the lumberman would clean
up his pileof bones the minute he left
town. The only way to meet such com-
petition would be for him or Waco to
remain there all the time, which would
not be profitable unless they could work
up a bigger trade among the homestead-
ers than seemed possible.

True, they had enough bones con-
tracted for—with what he had on the
ground and would bring the next trip,
when Waco would be able to handle a
load—to fill a car. His customers were
to deliver to Drumwell on the day he
had ordered the car, but he had grave
doubts now whether that bald-faced
agent intended to place the order at all.
It looked like a hopeless prospect for
bones,

Thus turning the several discour-
aging obstacles in his mind, Tom went
back to the wagon and drove across
the track into the street, the gap in his
wheel team unfilled, the balky horse in
tow. For the trip home he intended to
rearrange the horses, move the lead
team back and hitch the willing horse
by a single-tree to the end of the
tongue, with a rope around the balky
fellow’s neck behind. There he could
travel with the rest of them or drag,
according to his perverse inclination. If
he hung back and got his fool head
pulled off it would be a good riddance.

Tom was puzzled, but he was not be-
trayed into any feeling of security, by
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the disappearance of the lumberman
and the apparent indifference of every-
body in town to his presence. The mar-
shal had not come forward to display
the authority he was fonder of assert-
ing than he was successful in enforcing
—in Tom Simpson’s case, at least.
Many horses were hitched in front
of stores and restaurants; cowboys, but
a few moments out of their saddles,
were jangling up and down the board
sidewalks with spurs on their heels,
their sweating horses close by while
mixed groups of cow-punchers and
farmers chatted amiably here and there.
The cowboys laughed at this gran-
ger’s queer way of hitching a harnessed
horse behind his wagon and leaving that
comical gap in his wheel team. Some
of them guyed him good-naturedly as
he drove down the street looking for a
place to hitch, but drew in their horns
quickly when they got a nearer look at
the face of the driver and the two guns
under his elbows. They stopped to dis-
cuss him in speculative wonder, watch-
ing him as he drove slowly along look-
ing for a space between horses and
zlagons to accommodate his lengthy out-
t.

Eddje Kane's more or less estimable
mother-in-law; a family tie of which
Simpson was wholly unaware. He was
firmly fixed on steak and potatoes, and
that joint looked about as good as any.
He drew up his cumbersome wagon,
ponderously, along the edge of the side-
walk, like a steamboat making its berth;
and as he threw his legs over the side
to get down and hitch, the lumberman
and the city marshal popped suddenly
around the corner of the calaboose and
began to shoot.

It was no time for argument, or con-
sideration of legal aspects of his situa-
tion; it was the pinch between life and
death. Simpson grabbed the rifle from
the seat beside him, the bullets of his
pursuers slapping the planks of the res-
taurant’s high false front. He heard
somebody squeal inside the place, and
the front door slam violently, as he cut
loose.

The two men were diagonally across
the broad street, about two hundred
feet away. At Simpson’s first shot the
city marshal dropped in his tracks and
went rolling a little way, as if he had
fallen on a hillside. The lumberman
ran behind the calaboose when his com-
panion fell, and the gust of shooting

There was space in front of the Rail-
road R the place conducted by ended as suddenly as it had begun.

To be concluded in the next issue of WESTERN STORY MAGAZINE.

W

OREGON DOLLARS

THE dollars of the frontier period of Oregon minted of native gold are now

extremely valuable., At an auction in New York, held a few weeks ago, ten
of these coins sold for $1,425, an average price of $142.50 each. In an era when
every one is lamenting the diminished value of the dollar, an argument for the
other side is offered in these dollars used by the Oregon pioneers, but unfortu-
nafely, they are possessed by too few to be of any general benefit to the country-
wide status of the almighty coin. The Oregon dollars were part of the extensive
collection of Wayte Raymond. Some of the other Western coins of historic
interest that brought high prices were ten California 1852 dollars, which sold for
$170, and a Colorado twenty-dollar gold piece of 1860, sold for $475.




When the Dé‘%ert Bloomed

? Adolph Bennauer

Author of ““‘Out of the Pool,” ete.

LAZING white noon-tide
lay upon the land. Under
the pitiless glare the air in
Yucca Canyon was like
the breath of a furnace.
The high, precipitous
walls not only shut off all breeze but
threw back the heat of the sun with re-
doubled intensity, setting each rock and
shrub to dancing grotesquely. Over-
head, was no wheeling or crying of
birds; underfoot, no slithering of rep-
tiles. In that hour of oppressive tor-
ridity every wild thing that crept or
flew had sought its accustomed shelter.

The four horsemen ‘who toiled so
painfully along the bottom of the can-
yon, however, were denied such refuge,
for nothing larger than a greasewood
bush reared itself above that barren soil.
They could only ride on, cursing the
heat, and drinking long and frequently
from their canteens. Fortunately, the
water in those canteens was cool, for
they had been filled but a few miles
back where a spring bubbled miracu-
lously forth. The riders were now prac-

B
tically at the end of the canyon. When
they reached the open sageland that lay
beyond they might expect to find a little
breeze.

Cowboys, to all appearances, these
four; and in a country where cattle
ra nged far and wide, their presence

tucca Canyon should have occasioned
no comment. Only their manner would
have aroused speculation, for they did
not conduct themselves with the aban-
don of the typical cowboy. They rode
well strung out, conversing but little,
and, at every turn in the canyon, glanc-
ing about them alertly; an act per-
formed so unconsciously that it seemed
the outcome of long habit. None but
those who fear the law would ride and
act in such manner.

Abruptly, the length of straightaway
they had been traversing terminated and
the canyon swung off sharply to the left.
Reaching that point, each man halted
in turn and gave an exclamation of re-
lief. Half a mile ahead of them lay the
open sage.

“Well, that’s the end o’ that, boys,”
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the man in the lead proclaimed emphat-
ically, “an’ I'd ride a long, long ways
to keep from goin’ through such a hell-
hole again, no mattter how many sher-
iffs’ posses was after me.”

He spoke with the impulsiveness of
youth, and a mere youth he seemed,
both in years and physique. He could
not have been over twenty-three. His
figure was slight and boyish, his dark,
lean face lighted by flashing black eyes.
Yet, despite his years, he was unques-
tionably the dominating spirit of the
party.

At his remark, the heavy-set, bearded
man who rode next to him shifted his
quid of tobacco and grunted.

“Huh! If there’s goin’ to be any
change at all, it’ll only be from the fire
into the fryin’ pan. That twenty-mile
stretch that still lays between us an’
the line don’t look any too cool to me.”

The leader threw back his head and
laughed, though it was not the sort of
laugh that is usually heard from one of
his age. 2

“Cheer up, Ransy! We can make
our own breeze across that sage. But
we had to crawl like ants through this
cursed canyon. How I hate it—hate
everything in it! If there was even
a horned toad here that I could take out
my spite on—"

He left the wish unfinished, for his
glance, sweeping the eastern wall of the
canyon, had come to rest upon the only
refreshing bit of life the place boasted
—a group of yucca plants standing, sen-
tinellike, far up near the rim. Indi-
genous to only a few localities, these
plants had given Yucca Canyon its
name. Beautiful in any surroundings,
with their white, waxlike blossoms in
full bloom, their beauty here was liter-
ally enshrined by the sterility that lay
about them. None but a vandal would

-think of molesting them. Yet as the

Wi

young man gazed upon them a malicious
gleam appeared in his eyes. His hand
went back to his holster.

65

“No, no, sefior!” The interruption
came from the Mexican, who thus far
had remained silent. “You mus’ not
harm the yucca! To shoot la paloma
ees bad 'nough, to keel the vulture ees
worse still; but to destroy the Devil’s
Candlesticks—por Dios, Sefior King,
that would make for us the end, sure!”

With his hand on the butt of his gun
the leader wheeled about, his dark eyes
narrowing. ‘

“I shoots to express myself, Manuel,”
he droned dangerously, “An right now
I craves to express myself a lot. Will
it bring me any better luck to shoot a
greaser?”

Utter silence. King laughed, and,
whipping out his gun, awoke thundering
echoes between those narrow walls,
The next instant Manuel crossed him-
self, and the other two evinced grudg-
ing admiration. For, immediately fol-
lowing that shot, one of the majestic
yucca stalks parted; and the top half,
with its wealth of white, waxy blossoms,
went tumbling down to the bottom of
the canyon. Grinning maliciously, the
leader dismounted and strode toward it.
He.picked it up and with wanton cruelty
beat off its flowers against the rocks
till only a single blossom remained.
This he removed and defiantly placed in
the band of his hat.

“All right, boys,” he called as he
started back to his horse. “I've done
expressed myself an’ I'm ready to go
now. An’ Manuel, there, can bring on
his bad luck whenever he’s a mind to.”

He reached his horse and slipped his
foot into the stirrup. But in the very
act of mounting he paused, startled by a
sudden cry from Marshall, the fourth
member of the party. Following the
direction of the other’s gaze, King ech-
oed his exclamation. Just entering the
mouth of the canyon were two men on
foot!

It was instinct alone that caused the
four to reach for their guns. The next
instant they perceived now needless
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were their apprehensions. For the new-
comers were not only afoot, but stum-
bled as they walked. Obviously they
were aware of the presence of the four
horsemen, for they headed straight to-
ward them, halting frequently and lean-
ing against each other for support. But
though the hersemen perceived their
condition they made no attempt to go
forward and assist them. This attitude
may have been due to sheer indifference,
or to another discovery they made as
the pair drew nearer. They saw, then,
that the right arm of one was linked to
the left arm of the other.

It was King who voiced the common
thought. .

“A sheriff an’ his prisoner,” he said
with an oath. “But it ain’t any sheriff
that we know, boys, so hold yuhr fire.
Must 'a’ lost their hosses some time
back, from the looks of ‘em! Prob’ly
makin’ for the spring at the head o’ the
canyon! We'll pass ’em the time o

”

Sensing the grim humor of the situa-
tion, he indulged in a sinister smile.
He drew out tobacco and papers and
fashioned a cigarette while the unfar-
tunate pair continued their advance,
Both were men of middle age, similarly
clad, and bearing a week’s growth of
beard, but here their similarity ceased.
The one was short and stockily built,
with black hair and a skin so dark as to
be almost brown ; the other was tall and
slim, with sandy hair and a face burned
red from unaccustomed exposure to the
sun. No badge appeared upon the
breast of either, but the appearance and
attitude of the dark-faced man were
enough to distinguish him as the officer.
He it was who supplied the energy for
that advance, literally dragging his com-
panion along with him. Fifty yards
away he halted to raise his free hand to
his mouth.

“Water,” he called hoarsely.
ter!”

This evidence of suffering proved too

“Wa-

much for the leader of the four horse-
men, hardened beyond all conscience
though he seemed. It was obvious that,
in their present condition, the officer
and his prisoner could never reach the
spring that lay at the head of Yucca
Canyon, and King evidently drew the
line at wanton murder. He turned and
sent an inquiring glance at his compan-
ions. Receiving an answering nod, he
removed his canteen from the saddle
and led the way forward.

“Yuh'll have to split this, fifty fifty,”
he warned the pair. “We’ve got a long
ride ahead of us an’ ain’t got any too
much water ourselves. That spring
yuh’re headin’ for is only about three
miles away an’ yuh ought to reach it
easy in a couple o’ hours.”

The canteen was snatched rather than
taken, from his hand. But, though the
dark-faced man snatched it, he turned it
over to his companion before helping
himself. Not until the last drop was
gone did the pair cease drinking, for
they had notyet reached that stage where
much water proves fatal. With their
physical craving satisfied they seemed
to regain control of themselves. It was
with an air of quiet dignity that the
officer returned the canteen to its owner.

“That was a close call, boys,” he com-
mented wryly. “If we hadn’t heard
yuhr shot I'm afraid we’d have been
done for, because we couldn’t hoof it
very far without water in heat like this.
Whatever it was you aimed at, that cer-
tainly was a lucky shot for us.”

The young leader darted a swift
glance at Manuel, then turned back to
the pair with a speculative frown.

“So it was my shot that brought yuh
here, sheriff,” he mused. “An’ yuh
didn’t know anything about that spring
up at the head o’ the canyon ?”

The other’s puzzled expression was
answer enough.

“I didn’t even know there was a can-
yon here,” he confessed. “I'm way off
my range down in this country. I be-
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long up around Magdalena. Name is
Harmon, Ben Harmon! And I'm not
rightly a sheriff, as you mistook me to
be. I'm one of the guards at the State
penitentiary up there, and I came trail-
ing down here after a man that broke
out of the institution about a week ago.”

He paused to glance at the slim,
sandy-haired man beside him, who, at
this turn of the conversation, dropped
his eyes and stared sullenly at the
ground.

“I got my man, as you see,” the guard
went on, a little more briskly. “But
not without a good deal of trouble. And
I know, nowy that he wasn’t named
‘Slippery’ Saunders for nothing. He
pot-shotted me from behind a rock yes-
terday and killed my horse, and I had
to shoot his own to prevent him from
getting clean away. After that he tried
to give me the slip twice while we were
on foot, so I had to snap the bracelets
on both of us.

“We were heading for Deadrock, the
nearest settlement, when we passed by
here. We can't get there very well With-
out horses, though, for it must be a good
ten miles away. So I hope you punch-
ers will be willing to accommodate me
again. If you can let me borrow one
of these animals I'll pay you well for
the use of it, and you'll find it waiting
for you in Deadrock the next time you
ride in from the ranch.”

There was an interval of silence.
King and his men exchanged glances.
When the young leader turned back to
the officer there was a suspicious gleam
in his dark eyes.

“Sorry, but I'm afraid we can’t ac-
commodate yuh this time, Mr. Har-
mon,” he declared with mock gravity.

An expression of surprise, followed
by a slight flush, appeared upon the
other’s face.

“If you question my identity, gentle-
men,” he began, with a show of resent-
ment, “I have a badge of office and
other credentials here that——"

The young leader cut him short with
a harsh laugh.

“We ain’t doubtin’ yuhr identity one
bit, Mr. Harmon,” he retorted, dispens-
ing with all further hypocrisy. “It’s
our own identity that’s in question.
Look us over again, real close, an’ then
tell me if we bear any resemblance to
peaceable, law-abidin’ cow-punchers.”

It was his manner, as much as his
words, that caused the officer’s percep-
tible start. Even Slippery Saunders
glanced up and joined his captor in a
sharp scrutiny of the odd-looking group
before them. Under that rigid inspec-
tion their true characters were not diffi-
cult to read. What group of cow-
punchers bore such sinister visages as
these? What cow-punchers wore a gun
at each hip? Where were their chaps;
the lariats that should have been coiled
about the pommels of their saddles?

The answer came to Ben Harmon in
a flash, but, true officer that he was, he
expressed only contempt.

“A gang of outlaws, no doubt,” he
announced coolly. “Would-be outlaws,
I might say! I know the most cele-
brated ones by sight.”

Ransy snickered. King heard that
snicker, and his black eyes fairly
snapped. No man is so jealous of his
reputation as the typical “bad-man.”

“Yeh?” The young leader’s voice
was like the pur of a panther. “Mebbe
the only ones yuh know by sight is them
that was fools enough to be caught.
Mebbe yuh're a little better on remem-
berin’ names, Mr. Harmon. It might
be that, at some time or another, yuh've
heard of an outlaw named King—Billy
King.”

He pronounced that name slowly, dis-
tinctly, confident of its effect. But he
could not have anticipated an effect as
dramatic as that which followed. Har-
mon’s jaw dropped and his face turned
a sickly white. If ever consternation
showed in a man’s features, it did in his.
It was from his prisoner, Slippery Saun-
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ders, however, that the most marked
demonstration came. Where the latter
had been sullenly silent before, his atti-
tude now became one of keenest elation.
Forgetful of the steel link that bound
him to his captor, he started forward.

“Billy King,” he gasped, his eyes
fairly dancing. “I guess everybody this
side of the border has heard about Billy
King! Your name sure sounds good
to me, cull, and I'm ready to shake this
bird and ride with your gang whenever
you say so.” 5

Brought to a halt by the steel cuff on
his right wrist, he concluded by im-
pulsively holding out his left hand. But
Billy King made no attempt to take that
hand. There are degrees of social
standing, even among outcasts, and one
look into those pale, shifty eyes brought
to the bandit leader’s lips only an ex-
pression of scorn.

“Thanks, Saunders,” he returned
coldly. “I ain’t takin’ any new mem-
bers into my gang right now. When
I do, I aim to be kinda choosey. An’,
besides”—this with an ironical glance at
Harmon—"“it wouldn’t hardly be fair
for me to rob an officer of his prisoner,
’specially when he’s been at so much
trouble to get him. We've dene enough
favors for one day, an’ wasted more
time than we can afford. We’ll be top-
pin’ our hosses, now, an’ ridin’ on ag’in.
An’ if T was yuh I wouldn’t try to make
it to Deadrock in yuhr present condition.
I'd go on up to that spring an’ lay
around there till sundown. After dark
yuh ought to make it into town without
no trouble.”

He nodded curtly and turned back to
his horse. By that time Ben Harmon
had regained control of himself. As if
fearful that King would change his
mind at the last moment and decide not
to let him off so easily, he swung abreast
of his prisoner and started to lead him
up the canyon. But that was not Slip-
pery Saunders’ wish at all. Though
plainly taken aback by King’s rebuff, he

was determined not to let slip this last
golden chance to regain his liberty. He
pulled with all his strength against that
encircling band of steel, his eyes light-
ing with a desperate resolve.

“Wait a minute, King! I ain’t askin’
to be taken into your gang. All I want
is to be set free. And I'm willin’ to
pay for that, too. I'm willin’ to pay you
five thousand dollars!”

King had picked up the reins. His
hand was on the pommel of his saddle.
But at Saunders’ concluding words he
turned and glanced at him sharply. So
did his companions.

“Five thousand dollars?” The lead-
er's tone was derisive, but his eyes
eager. “Are yuh tryin’ to kid me,
Saunders?”

Though equally astonished, Harmon
was quick to sense the danger of that
offer.

“Of course, he’s lying to you,” he
broke in harshly. “Didn’t I search him
when I took him in? You won't find
over ten dollars, all told, on the both
of us.” >

He sought to start his prisoner for-
ward again, but the latter’s cry of pro-
test was almost hysterical.

“I ain’t lyin’, King—so help me! I
don’t claim to have that much on me,
and I didn’t say it was in money, either.
But it’s in somethin’ just as good—di’-
monds! And I can put you in the way
of gettin’ them di’'monds to-night!”

There is a state of excitement to
which no liar, however gifted, may at-
tain, and Slippery Saunders had reached
that state now. Even had King and his
men been less avaricious, they could
not have failed to be moved by such a
startling announcement. From Ransy
and Marshall came low-voiced exclama-
tions of approval. King swore softly,
and stepped in front of the officer and
his prisoner, with his black eyes gleam-
ing.
“Just a minute, Harmon,” he com-
manded. “This listens pretty good to
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me an’ [ aim to hear Saunders out. Yuh
say we'll be able to get them sparklers
to-night?”

Flushed by excitement, Saunders’
sunburned face appeared redder still.

“To-night, King,” he asserted em-
phatically. “As soon as you let me
loese, I can take you to ’em. Fact is,
I was on my way to get them di’'monds
when Harmen nabbed me. They've
been waitin’ for me for three years,
them sparklers have, ever since I was
sent to Magdalena. That's what they
sent me up for! I cracked a jewelry
store up in Sante Fe three years ago
and was nabbed over here in Deadrock
while I was beatin’ it to the border.
But I hid the di'monds away while I
was under arrest and they never found
‘em. [ figgered some day I'd be able to
break out ef the pen and come and get
’em. There’s ten thousand dollars’
worth of ’em, King, and if you'll turn
me loese I'll show you where they are
and split with you, fifty fifty!”

From the three men behind King
came a simultaneeus gasp.. The leader
wheeled sharply upon Harmon.

“Is that the charge he was sent up
on?” he demanded.

Still dazed from that startling con-
fession, the officer was caught off his
guard.

“Yes,” he stammered.
you're net fool enough to—'

“That’s all T wanted to know,” King
interrupted him curtly. “Fork over the
key to them handcuffs—an’ make it
snappy "

Harmen recovered himself instantly
and stepped behind his prisoner.

“Not as long as I've got a shot left
in my six-gun,” he cried defiantly.
“I’ve never yet failed to bring back my
man and- 2

Once more Yucca Canyon echoed to a
thundering report, and the gun that Har-
mon had essayed to draw from his hol-
ster fell from his hand, shattered at
the breech.

“But, surely,

”

“Get that key, boys,” snapped the
bandit leader as he sheathed his own
smoking weapon.

Ransy and Marshall were off their
horses on. the instant and, despite his .
valiant struggles, the key was taken
from the guard and his prisoner set
free.

“Now, Saunders!” Kings voice was
like the lash of a whip. “Where was
it yuh hid them sparklers?”

Saunders grinned and rubbed at his
chafed wrist.

“I hid ’em in a mighty safe place, you
bet—a place where not even another
crook’d be likely to find ’em.. When I
was picked up in Deadrock I was car-
ryin’ the di'monds in the linin’ of my
coat, and Jacob Myers, the hick sheriff
that arrested me, never thought to look
for ’em there. He figgered I'd already
turned 'em over to a fence, so he slapped
me into his hoose-gow to hold me over
till the officers could come down from
Sante Fe and put me through the third
degree. I knew them guys wouldn’t
overlook anything, even if they had to
pull out my teeth, so I ditched the
sparklers in the only place that was
left me—tight under the board floor of
the calaboose!” -

There was an interval of stunned si-
lence. Had the occasion been less seri-
ous, the change that came over the faces
of Billy King and his men might have
appeared ludicrous.  Their former
eagerness gave way to blank amaze-
ment, bordering closely upon disgust.

“The calaboose?” echoed the leader
caustically, “Yuh hid ’em in a safe
place, all right. How in the world do
yuh expect—"

Saunders interrupted him with an
impatient gesture.

“Don't worry any about that! I'd
never have left the di'monds there if I
hadn’t figgered out a way of gettin’ ’em
back again. That calaboose is made o’
wood, see, and it’s settin’ way out on the
edge o’ town. All we got to do is touch
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a match to the old tinderbox and it'll

in a blaze before the citizens of
Deadrock can tumble out o’ their beds.
Then, just before daylight, we can go
back and get the sparklers, easy, 'cause
I remember the exact spot where I hid
’em—in the northeast corner.”

The faces of his hearers revealed a
returning interest. Ransy and Marshall
growled approvingly and glanced expec-
tantly at their leader. But, though the
latter’s expression was a little more fa-
vorable, his narrowed eyes showed that
he was doing some quick thinking. In
the end he shook his head decisively.

“It wor’t do, Saunders. Too much
danger o’ the fire bein’ put out before
the calaboose burns down. An’ I
couldn’t stay around there waitin’ for
another chance. We got to be across
the border by mornin’,”

Slippery Saunders started to protest,
thought better of it, and shrugged indif-
ferently.

“Well, if you feel that way about it,
of course, I won’t insist on your goin’
along. But J don’t care how long I stick
around there, so long as you keep Har-
mon off my trail. Just tell me what
place your headin’ for and a soon as I
get the di’monds I'll meet you there.”

The bandit leader grinned.

“Don’t make me laugh, Saunders.
Yuhr sure amusin’. I know an easier
way to get them di'monds than by burn-
in’ down the calaboose. An’ I aim to
handle the job all by myself.” He
turned, with a sudden tensing of his
features, upon Ben Harmon. “A min-
ute ago yuh mentioned somethin’ about
a badge of office an’ some credentials,”
he said crisply. “Let’s have a look at
tenl”

For a moment the officer hesitated.
But a glance at Ransy and Marshall on
either side of him showed him the folly
of resistance. He passed the desired
articles over to King, who inspected
them with a grimace of satisfaction.
One was the regulation badge of a Mag-

dalena penitentiary guard, the other a
prison warrant for the re-arrest and in-
carceration of James H., alias “Slip-
pery,” Saunders, escaped convict. With
mock dignity the leader placed the war-
rant in his pocket and pinned the badge
on his vest.

“Yuh fellahs wait here till I get
back,” he directed, turning briskly upon
Ransy and the other riders. “An’ don’t
let Saunders or Harmon out o’ yuhr
sight. I won't be gone long; mebbe I'll
be back by sundown. An’ when I do
show up, I'll be packin’ that ten thou-
sand dollars’ worth o’ di'monds along
with me.”

Once more he started for his horse.
But he was halted halfway by the ex-
cited 1 ions of his
even Slippery Saunders seeming more
astonished than chagrined at his action.

“Have yuh gone plumb loco, chief ?”
gasped Ransy. “Headin’ into town all
by yuhrself in broad daylight! What
in thunder—"

King interrupted him with a scornful

laugh.
“I didn’t expect yuh to understand,”
he retorted. “The only way to get them
di’'monds is to play a bold hand—an’ I
intend to play it. But just what my
game is I ain’t sayin’. All I want yuh
boys to do is to stick here like I ordered.
Time enough to go frettin’ if I don't
show up by midnight. Only, there ain’t
goin’ to be any danger o' that.”

He strode up to his horse, seized the
reins and vaulted lightly into the sad-
dle. As he did so, his eyes encountered
the somber gaze of the Mexican, who,
since their meeting with Harmon and
his prisoner, had not spoken. That ex-
pression of gloom caused the leader’s
features to break into a sardonic smile.

“So that’s the bad luck yuhr yucca
brought us, Manuel,” he taunted. “Five
thousand dollars’ worth o’ di'monds! If
I thought-I could do a tenth as well
ag'in, I'd shoot down every yucca in
the canyon.”
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The Mexican’s face paled slightly,
but he met his leader’s gaze without
flinching.

“You have not yet possessed the dia-
monds, Sefior King,” he returned qui-
etly. “So long as you wear that flower
in your hat the curse of the Devil’s
Candlesticks will follow you.”

King laughed and, leaning forward,
snapped his fingers derisively in the
Mexican’s face.

“Bah! Yuh talk like a muchacho,
Manuel. If it wasn’t that yuh’re so all-
fired handy with a knife I'd run yuh out
o’ the gang. But to-night, when I bring
back them di’monds yuh'll sing a differ-
ent song. Yuhrs'll be the first greedy
fingers that’ll be reachin’ for ’em. Have
a care how yuh handle that raven’s
tongue o’ yuhrs then.”

He swung his horse about, jabbed his
heels into the animal’s flanks, and with
a careless wave of the hand, passed
quickly eut of the canyon.

It was not yet one o’clock. The mid-
day sun still blazed fiercely overhead.
But out upon the open sageland that
lay between Yucca Canyon and Dead-
rock a little prairie breeze was blowing.
King’s horse seemed to quicken to this,
as did the man himself, and they made
excellent progress over that sun-baked
soil. No trail led from the mouth of
the canyon to the town, and this was the
first time the bandit leader had passed
that way, but he possessed information
that could not fail to enable him to reach
his destination. He knew that the town
lay about ten miles west, adjacent to the
huge pile of disintegrated rock from
which it had taken its name. Even now
he could glimpse this rock—a dun-col-
ored spot against the slate-gray sage—
which he had heard was an outcropping
of basalt formation, fully half a mile
square and over a hundred feet in
height. With such a signpost as that
to guide him, he could not very well go
astray.

It was a little over an hour and a half

later that he reached the weird forma-
tion. His throat was parched from the
ride, and his horse showed lather be-
neath the cinches. But just beyond that
pile of rock lay his destinatien. It was
not much of a town; just a single main
street, bordered on both sides by false-
fronted store buildings and cabins,
standing out, hot, silent and deserted in
that treeless plain. Evidently the in-
habitants were taking their siesta, for,
though King raked the street sharply, he
saw nothing but a few horses dozing
at the hitching rails. This relieved his
last feeling of apprehension and he
rode forward, grinning.

He was entering Deadrock from the
east end. Ot here the buildings were
few indeed; yet, as he advanced, he in-
spected them carefully. Presently he
made out the one he sought. It was a
small, square, wooden structure, with
an unusually heavy door and a single
barred window. King’s eyes lighted at
sight of it, for beneath the floor of that
drab little building lay ten thousand dol-
lars’ worth of diamonds! But he
laughed when he remembered Slippery

. Saunders’ plan for obtaining those dia-

monds. Though the calabeose was
built of wood, the wood was in the form
of hewn logs. Even if the townspeople
made no effort to extinguish the fire,
such a structure would burn for days
before it was destroyed.

“It’s just like I told ’em,” the young
leader growled disgustedly. “It takes
brains to handle a job like this—brains
an’ nerve. An’ that's somethin’ that
poor simp, Saunders, ain’t got.” He
glanced down at the badge upon his vest
and grinned complacently. “But I guess
Ransy or Marshall weuldn’t have the
nerve to play as bold a hand as this,
either,”

One other thing attracted his atten-
tion as he was passing by. That was
a row of flowers that bordered the cala-
boose on all four sides, They were not
wild, those flowers, but cultivated—as
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large and full-blown as any that ever
decorated a dooryard. In a country as
arid as this, where only sage and grease-
wood thrived, such a sight was remark-
able. It reflected the character of the
man who attended to that jail, and as
he realized this the black eyes of Billy
King gleamed with a double satisfac-
tion.

“Saunders was correct in one thing,
anyway. That fellah, Jacob Myers, is
a sure-enough hick. No real, go-gettin’
sheriff would waste his tithe over flow-
ers! It’s a cinch, I ain’t goin’ to have
no trouble with this bird—an’ that’s
over-half the battle.”

He was openly smiling as he ap-
proached the center of the little town.
But not for an instant did his confidence
render him incautious. He rode with
one hand dangling beside his holster,
while from beneath the brim of his
slouch hat his eyes swept every window
and doorway. From a few of those
doorways his glance was returned,
though incuriously, and the people were
not known to him. Once more he was
looking for a particular building, and he
found it in a comparatively open space
at the end of the block. It was a small,’
one-room structure, new and neat; and
the wealth of roses, geraniums and
dahlias that bloomed all about it told
him, even before his eyes caught sight
of the shingle above the door, that this
was the sheriff’s office.

As confidently as he would have rid-
den to his own rendezvous, he turned his
horse to the hitching rail and dis-
mounted. But it was significant that
instead of tying the animal to the rack
he merely dropped the reins upon the
ground. The office door was open, and
between the neat but faded curtains that
framed the single window King could
make out the figure of a man sitting at
a desk. With a last searching glance
up and down the street he turned and
started for that open doorway.

Once across the threshold, he paused
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in utter amazement. His conception of
Jacob Myers, drawn from the latter’s
association with flowers, had been that
of a diminutive, fussy individual. But
Jacob Myers was a large man, so large
that he appeared gigantic against the
setting of that small, plainly furnished
room. Obviously of Teutonic ancestry,
his closely cropped poll, his pink and
white skin and his stolid, china-blue
eyes were typical of his race. He sat
in a hage swivel chair before his desk,
absorbed in a book; and he continued
to be absorbed, though the alert black
eyes of his visitor played over him with
rapierlike flashes.

It was the business of Billy King to
read a man quickly, and after that com-
prehensive inspection of Sheriff Myers
all diffidence left him and he smothered
a grin,

“An overgrown kid,” was his mental

comment, “Plenty o’ beef an’ ivory—
but that’s all! It’s almost a shame to
do it.”

He cleared his throat audibly.

“Greetings, sheriff !

Another man would have glanced up,
startled. But Jacob Myers turned a
leaf carefully to mark his place, closed
the book, and laid it upon the desk be-
fore raising his eyes.

“How do you do, sir,” he returned
gravely. “Have a chair.”

Looking into those china-blue eyes,
the bandit found, was nét so easy as
looking at them, and he fumbled nerv-
ously for papers and tobacco.

“Thanks, Myers! I come to see yuh
on official business an’ I reckon I can
talk better standin”.”

“Qo 3

Apparently only mildly interested, the
officer reached for the long meerschaum
pipe which lay on the desk beside him.

“Yeh! An’, in addition to bein’ offi-
cial, this business is sort o’ personal, too.
My name is Harmon, sheriff—Ben Har-
mon, an’ I'm one o’ the guards up at
the Magdalena penitentiary.”
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Though he spoke the words casually,
the bandit leader was at the tension of
a coiled spring. This was the one card
he had dreaded to play, but once safely
played, the game was his. So he showed
it at the start.

No slightest change came over the
big, childlike face before him. After a
brief glance at the badge which King
showed him, the sheriff’s eyes wandered
up to the outlaw’s hat. For some reason
he continued to stare at that hat, while
his huge thumb tamped the tobacco into
the bowl of the delicate meerschaum.

“Glad to know you, Mr. Harmon!
And I see you know my name already.
Now, what is this business?”

The surge of relief that swept over
King left him almost giddy, for he had
begun to feel just the least apprehensive
of that imperturbable gaze.

“Well, it’s about a crook named Saun-
ders—Slippery Saunders, I think his
monicker is, though he’s down on the
books as James H. He was sent to the
institution three years ago for a safe-
crackin’ job he done up to Sante Fe.
Yuh prob’ly remember arrestin’ him at
that time, sheriff, an’ holdin’ him here
till the officers come down after him.”

Jacob Myers lit his pipe and drew
upon it slowly, though his eyes never
left the bandit leader’s hat.

“I remember, Mr. Harmon. What’s
it about this Slippery Saunders now ?”

For the first time King sensed the
reason for the sheriff's gaze and, with a
confused apology, removed his hat and
laid it upon the desk.

“He broke jail about a week ago,”
he explained, passing over the prison
warrant for Saunders’ rearrest, “an’ me
an’ a couple o’ deppities come trailin’
down here after him. We picked him
up this noon over to Ophir Sink. Yuh
remember, it was ten thousand dollars’
worth o’ di'monds that he got away with
on that safe-crackin’ job an’ he was sent
up without tellin’ where they was, hopin”
to break out later an’ get 'em. When

we nabbed him this noen, he broke dewn
an’ confessed. He told us where they
was.”

Jacob Myers glanced briefly at the
warrant and returned it.

“So,” he said slowly, and his gaze re-
verted to King's hat upon his desk.

Himself keyed up to highest tension,
King could only regard the other’s in-
difference with bewilderment. He had
met men of many types, but none like
this. And once more he noted the direc-
tion of the sheriff’s gaze. His temper
broke.

“What in heck’s wrong with that hat,
sheriff ?” he demanded bluntly.

Myers regarded him gravely.

“The hat? Nothing. But I see you
have a yucca flower in it.”

The bandit leader stared at him a
moment, then broke out into a mirthless
laugh.

“Oh, I see! Yuh're strong on flow-
ers, ain't yuh? I noticed 'em up at the
calaboose an’ around yuhr office here.
But yuh want to lay off o’ them yuccas,
sheriff. You know, a gent told me to-
day that they bring a man bad luck.”

If he caught the derisive light in those
black eyes, Myers gave no sign.

“Yes, I like flowers,” he replied
slowly. “They are a hobby with me.
I know the names of all the wild flow-
ers in New Mexico, and just where they
grow. But the yucca is one flower I
would not pick. As your friend stated,
it can bring the wearer only bad luck.”

For just an instant it seemed as if
those round, china-blue eyes revealed
more than the words, but the expression
was so fleeting that King did not catch it.

“We'll let it go at that,” he said with
a grin, “I left them bedtime stories
in my cradle. What’s worryin’ me now
is them di’'monds that Slippery Saunders
hid away. An’ yuh’re the only man
that can help me get ’em back, Myers.
’Cause it was under the floor o’ yuhr
calaboose that Saunders hid 'em!”

He had expected that shot to have
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some effect. And he was not mistaken.
Jacob Myers underwent what, for him,
was evidently a paroxysm of emotion.
He withdrew his pipe from his mouth,
and stroked the black stubble on his
chin,

“In my calaboose? I remember
searching him carefully before I locked
him up. He must have had the di-
monds hidden in his clothing. I will
remember that for the next one.”

Despite his grin of satisfaction, Billy
King could not help regarding this
strange man with a little more respect.
Though the mind of the sheriff func-
tioned as slowly as his body, it evidently
possessed the same power. King pic-
tured the futility of the next attempt of
any prisoner to put anything over on
Jacob Myers.

“That’s just what he done, sheriff,”
he continued. “Had the di’'monds sewed
in the linin’ of his coat, an’ that night
when he was alone in the calaboose, he
took 'em out an’ dropped ’'em through
a crack in the floor of the northeast
corner. He explained all that to me so
I wouldn’t have to waste any time hunt-
in’ for ’em. Now, if yuh'll just go over
there with me I'll dig 'em up an’ be on
my way ag’in.”

The sheriff drew meditatively upon
his pipe.

“I should think, Mr. Harmon, that
you would have brought this Slippery
Saunders along to dig them up him-
self.”

The outlaw had been expecting that.

“Too much notoriety,sheriff| There’s
men here in Deadrock who’d remember
Saunders an’ what he was sent up for.
If they seen us bringin’ him back to the
calaboose an’ then takin’ him away ag’in
they’d likely remember about them miss~
in’ di’'monds, too. An’ we've got a long,
lonesome ride ahead of us before we
reach the nearest railroad station.”

Myers caught his meaning and nod-
ded slowly.

“So you left him with your deputies

over in Ophir Sink? That is about fif-
teen miles north of here.”

The bandit leader nodded, congratu-
lating himself upon. his general knowl-
edge of the locality which had enabled
him to pick out a spot so remote from
Yucca Canyon. For it would not have
done for him to mention the latter place.
He had still to consider those northern
sheriffs who were on his trail. He had
dodged them temporarily by going
through Yucca Canyon, but they were
heading in this general direction and
they would be certain to stop at Dead-
rock and enlist the aid of Jacob Myers.
They might ride into the town shortly
after he rode out of it, and as they could
furnish an accurate description of him,
would start Myers on his trail immedi-
ately, with the probability that he would
be overtaken before he could reach the
border. By sending them up to Ophir
Sink he would obviate all such danger.
Another instance, he reflected, where it
paid to have brains.

“That’s right, Myers.” he declared
briskly. ‘An’ they’re parboilin’ with
the heat up there while they’re waitin”
for me. So let’s get goin’.”

The gigantic sheriff continued to draw
slowly upon his pipe.

“And you followed Saunders straight
south from Magdalena, Mr. Harmon ?”

“Straight as the crow flies, sheriff!
Yuh bet, he didn’t make any detours
on his way to get them di’'monds.”

Myers inspected the bowl of his pipe.

“That is strange,” he reflected.

King was losing patience.

“Strange? Mebbe to a man o’ yuhr
temper'ment, Myers! But not to me!
If T was in Saunders’ shoes I'd "a’ done
just like he did. The point is, are we
gom after them di’'monds now, or ain’t

we?

Jacob Myers arose slowly, knocked
the ashes from his pipe and laid it upon
his desk.

“We will go at once, Mr. Harmon.
It is only a short walk, so you can leave
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your horse here. There is a crowbar
out at the calaboose which you can use
to pry up the boards. If you wish, I
will remain and assist you.”

King had not dared hope to pursue
that search alone. But the sheriff’s
words offered him that opportunity. In
his eagerness he almost forgot his cau-
tion.

“Don’t need any help, Myers! Once
yuh've opened up that calaboose, yuh
go on about yuhr regular business.
When I've located them di'monds I'll
come back here.”

Myers nodded indifferently, reached
for his hat, and a moment later the two
were outside and making their way
along the narrow plank sidewalk in the
direction of the calaboose.

A peculiar aspect of the situation
which now became apparent to the ban-
dit leader, seasoned his satisfaction with
amusement. He, who was wanted for
so many crimes, had never yet seen the
inside of a jail! And now he was to
see it, not as a prisoner, but as a visitor.

_ As Myers unlocked and swung back the
heavy outer door of the building, he
glanced about him with genuine curi-
osity. .

They entéred a sort of ante-chamber

which ran the full width of the cala-
boose. Beyond this, and separated from
it by an irom grill, was the jail proper;
dimly lighted by the high, barred win-
dow and furnished only with a cot and

a small bench, upon which stood a wash-
basin and pitcher. It was not a very

cheering spectacle, even to the casual
visitor, and King could not repress an
involuntary shudder. For an instant he
felt'a desire to turn and flee, as if, in
entering that man trap, he had tempted
the fates too far. It was not until his
eyes traveled to the northeast corner
and he noted the well-defined cracks in
the floor that he regained self-control.

Myers rejoined him with a short iron
bar which he had picked up from a cor-
ner of the antechamber.

“So,” he declared, handing the article
over. “With this you should have no
trouble. I put some new- hinges on the
outer door yesterday and used this bar
to pry off the old ones. I will close that
outer door again when I go, so that you
will not be disturbed. This door to the
cell I will leave open. If you need
more light you will find a candle on that
bench by the water pitcher.”

King waited impatiently until the nar-
row iron door swung open before him,
then stepped boldly into the cell.

“0O. K., Myers,” he called briskly.
“Yuh can go back to yuhr office new.
I'll show up in ten or fifteen minutes.”

Not until he heard that outer door
close behind the other, however, and
caught the sound of those heavy, re-
treating footsteps, did he actually go to
work. With the diamonds so nearly in
his grasp he had become seized by a
strange and jealous fear of them. If
Jacob Myers were to glimpse those jew-
els with his own eyes he might not be
so willing to surrender them. And even
when he went back to the office, King
decided that he would not show them.
He would tarry only leng enough to
thank the sheriff for his services, then
be on his way. Were it not for his
horse, he would not return to the eoffice
at all. But he had been compelled to
leave the animal there to avoid arousing
Myers’ suspicions.

While these thoughts were passing
through his mind, his hands were busy
with his task. Inserting the bar be-
neath one of the boards, he bent his
weight upon it, and with a long-drawn
squeal the nails came clear. This
opened up a strip six inches wide in the
northeast corner of the floer, but realiz-
ing that he would require a larger area
to work in, he ripped up the board naxt
to it. If Slippery Saunders had in-
formed him correctly as to the location
of the diamonds, this was all the space
he needed. With a palpitating heart he
dropped to his knees and reached out an
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exploring hand. His fingers touched
cool, dry earth, not a foot below the
floor, but it was so dark down there
that he could see nothing. Remember-
ing the candle on the bench, he got up
-and started for it.

He had always d himself

area beneath him, then scurried afright-
edly away again. From the darkness
into which it had disappeared gleamed
two beady eyes, and as King stared,
fascinated, those gleaming eyes were
augmented by another pair—by another

upon his self-control, but now his hands
were trembling so violently that he
wasted two matches before he succeeded
in lighting the candle. At best, it threw
only a feeble radiance about the cell, but
it promised to answer very well for
close work, and his eyes were fairly
dancing as he carried the candle back
to his corner. Now that foot-wide strip
of earth was bared to view, and, bend-
ing low, King scanned every inch of it.
But where was the pile of diamonds he
ha

d by still another pair!

ng uttered a cry of anger, for now
the riddle was made entirely clear to
him,

“Pack rats!” he gasped. ‘“The thiev-
in’ devils! They've carried off them di’-
monds an’ hid 'em in their nest!”

For a moment his rage left him im-
potently carsing. Not that he feared
to lose the diamonds, for they must still
be somewhere within the confines of
those four walls. But he saw that now
he had merely started upon his task.

pected to find gleaming back at
him? There was not even a pebble to
mar that smooth, hard surface!

He sprang erect with an oath of irri-
tation. Had he been confused in his
sense of direction? But, no! He re-
membered that the calaboose faced the
south and, as one app hed it, he was

Including the anteroom, which he must
also take into consideration, the jail was
about twenty feet long by fifteen feet
wide. This meant that, unless he came
upon the rats’ nest by accident, he might
have to rip up three hundred square
feet of flooring before he recovered the
It was already mid-afternoon

now in the opposite, left-hand corner,
Could Slippery Saunders have deliber-
ately lied to him? Quite unlikely, for
the other had offered to accompany him
on the quest. Perhaps the diamonds
were not so close to the wall! The
“northeast corner” may have been only
their general location. In a burst of
renewed zeal, he caught up the crowbar
and ripped out two more of the boards.
But when he bent to examine that newly
made aperture only a similar bare strip
of ground met his gaze.

Cold sweat broke out upon his fore-
head. What was the answer to this
riddle? No one save Saunders and
himself knew the location of those dia-
monds, therefore no other person could
have taken them away. Yet it was evi-
dent that they had been taken away and
—— He did not complete that thought,
but started involuntarily backward as a
dark form scurried out into the lighted

and he could not hope to complete such
a formidable task before dark. Pressed
for time as he was, he debated for.a
moment whether it were not better to
let the diamonds go.

But, even as that thought came to him,
he rejected it. There was not one
chance in ten that the pursuing sheriffs
would reach Deadrock before sundown.
On the other hand, he might come upon
the rats’ hiding place at any moment.
And when he did—— The thought of
those gleaming jewels acted upon him
like a tonic. He had already discarded
his gun belt and now, in a fever of im-
patience, he tore off his coat and vest,
caught up the crowbar, and returned
savagely to his task.

The minutes passed, lengthened into
hours, and Billy King continued to rip
up boards and curse. The calaboose had
been noticeably hot when he entered it,
but now his temperature, augmented by
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the heat of his own efforts, it felt like
an oven. His shirt soon followed his
vest, and time and again he knocked off
to make a trip to the water pitcher,
whose lukewarm contents seemed
merely to increase, instead of slacking,
his thirst. And then—when there were
but two more boards left, and when he
had reached such a state of exhaustion
that he felt he would never be able to
remove them—he came upon the dia-
monds!

He came upon them just so suddenly.
He had been ripping up boards so long
without effect that, to his benumbed
brain, the act had become an end in it-
self, and he was not prepared for the
diamonds when he found them. In the

wavering glow of the candle they flashed .

back at him like the eyes of some
myriad-headed monster whose body still
lay hidden in the recesses of the nest.
A dozen or more stones there were,
some as large as the end of his middle
finger, and it was evident even to King
that Slippery Saunders had not over-
estimated their value.

It was the thought of their value, not
their beauty, that brought King back
to himself. He gave a strangled cry,
and, dropping to his knees, snatched the
diamonds from their hiding place. Ten
thousand dollars’ worth, and they had
cost him the hardest day’s work of his
life—yet they occupied no more space
in his hand than the “makin’s” for a
cigarette! Hysterical from i

fifty with Slippery Saunders would be
bad enough, but to split further with his
companions would be the act of a fool.
Neither Ransy nor Marshall had lent
him any aid in this scheme, and, as for
the Mexican——

He broke into sardenic laughter.

“Why, that fool greaser even tried to
scare me out of it! Said I'd never get
the di'monds as long as I was wearin’
that yucca flower in my hat! Wonder
what .he’d think if he could see me
now?” The black eyes suddenly hard-
ened. “But he’ll never see me ag’in—
nor will any o’ the rest of 'em! I've
earned them di’'monds through work an’
brains, an’ no other sneakin’ crook is
goin’ to take ’em from me!”

Quite by chance, he happened to
glance through the high, barred win-
dow. He uttered an exclamation and,
dropping the diamonds into his trousers’
pocket, sprang to his feet. A glimpse
of the rose-colored cleuds overhead had
told him that the sun was just setting,
and—even though he did not intend to
return to his companions—it was high
time he was getting out of there. For-
getful of his fatigue, he hurried on his
discarded garments, buckled his gun
belt and started for the door. As he did
s0, he noted the frightful wreckage that
his efforts had created, but the contem-
plation of it brought only a grin.

“It'll give that fool, Myers, somethin’
to do besides nursin’ flowers,” was his
sneering'

and exhaustion, he laughed and wept
and cursed at them. And if these few
stones represented the full amount of
the find, how many would there be for
his own share?

Abruptly he sobered, and his black
eyes gleamed' with a crafty light. The
thought that had been in the back of his
mind ever since he started for Deadrock
now assumed complete control.® Had
he figured out this plan, risked his lib-
erty, toiled like a slave, only to share his
reward with others? To split fifty-

He reached the heavy outer door,
turned the knob and pulled toward him.
The latch was released and the door
moved inward—but no more than an
inch. With a mutter of annoyance the
bandit leader seized the knob in both
hands and yanked at it again, assuming
that the door had stuck and that his re-
duced strength had been unable to move
it. But, though he added his full weight
to his pull this time, the door refused
to open further. At the same instant, a
dull, thumping sound without told him
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why. It was secured on the other side
by a heavy padlock!

What little strength was left in the
outlaw’s body deserted him then, and he
leaned, inert as a wet rag, against the
wall of the calaboose. He was locked in
—trapped! And he had been locked in
all the time that he toiled and sweated
over that accursed floor! But his sense
of rage at that thought was overborne
by an even greater curiosity. Why?
What reason had he given this -seem-
ingly stupid sheriff for mistrusting him?
His badge and warrant for Saunders’
arrest had evidently been accepted at
their face value, and he had been careful
to overlook no other detail, no matter
how slight, that might react against him.
Then for what earthly reason?

He straightened abruptly, his con-
jectures instantly forgotten. Through
the heavy wall his ears had caught a
faint sound, the sound of some one ap-
proaching the door. Instead of further
alarm, his black eyes gleamed satisfac-
tion. This was the one chance he
wanted. Jacob Myers might go him one
better on brains, but when it came to
getting the drop on a man! He grinned
evilly. Closing the door softly, he
stepped aside, his hands on the butts
of his .45s.

The footsteps reached the door and
stopped. A moment later he heard
hands fumbling at the padlock. So loud
and prolonged was that noise that King
snorted in disgust. He had given My-
ers credit for brains but evidently the
sheriff did not always use them. For
no one but a fool would so recklessly
approach a door behind which he must
know an armed enemy was waiting.
As he stood there, tensely watching,
the gloom of the calaboose was further
darkened. Realizing that it was grow-
ing late, he gave it no further thought.
An instant later the silence was shat-
tered by a harsh command.

“Stick 'em up, King! I've got yuh
covered with both guns!”

The bandit leader wheeled like a
flash, for that sound had come from his
rear. Framed in the high, barred win-
dow of the opposite wall were the head
and shoulders of a man who was evi-
dently mounted on a horse. His hands
rested upon the sill, and in each of those
hands was gripped a Colt .45. The
face was that of Ben Harmon of the
Magdalena penitentiary.

Mechanically the hands of the vain-
glorious Billy King went upward, for
intuition told him that, quick as he was,
he could never get his guns out before
Harmon flattened him against the wall.
And he was too stunned to have taken
the chance, even had the odds been more
nearly equal! He understood, now, why
the wily sheriff had made so much noise
at the door. But to have Ben Harmon
for his accomplice, of all men! How
in the world had he been able to get
here? Had Ransy and Marshall lost
their nerve and allowed him to—

“All right, Myers,” called Harmon
clearly.

The bandit leader had just time
enough to step back, his hands still up-
raised, when the heavy door swung open
and Sheriff Myers entered. His face
was a little more flushed than usual, as
if he had recently undergone some
strenuous exercise, but otherwise he was
as calm, his movements as unhurried, as
before. His great hands went out and
enveloped King’s, and the latter felt the
steel bracelets snap about his wrists.

“So,” said Jacob Myers simply.

King’s eyes blazed with something
more than the anger of defeat.

- “How did that hombre get here, sher-
iff?” he demanded hotly, nodding to-
ward the window from which Harmon
had just disappeared.

“The real Mr. Harmon? I brought
him here, Mr. King, at the same time
that I brought along the rest of your
friends.”

He stepped away from before the open
door as he spoke, and, glancing out, the
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young leader received a second startling
surprise. Sitting their horses a hundred
feet away, their hands tied behind them,
their faces cast sullenly downward, were
Ransy, Marshall, Manuel and Slippery
Saunders. At either side of them were
two young men, quite unknown to King,
with deputies’ badges upon their breasts.
Too stunned for the moment to speak,
King turned mutely upon Jacob Myers
for an explanation.

But the latter was paying no atten-
tion to him. His mild blue eyes had
glimpsed the wreckage of his jail, and
he was shaking his ponderous head re-
gretfully. He noticed the two boards
which still remained in place, and said
quietly:

“I see that you found the diamonds
after all, Mr. King.”

That brought the leader to himself.

“Curse the di'monds,” he retorted
savagely. “I found ’em, all right, but
a lot o’ good they’ll do me now!. I'm
willin’ to hand it to yuh, Myers. Yuh
beat me at my own game, an’ yuh beat
me fair an’ square. But what I'm crav-
in’ to know is how yuh done it. I don’t
savvy where I blundered.”

The mild, china-blue eyes of Jacob
Myers looked for a moment into those
black, impassioned ones before him,
then lifted slowly to the bandit leader’s

at.

“You should not have worn that yucca
flower, Mr. King. You remember; your
friend—and I, also—told you that it is
unlucky.”

A few hours before Billy King might
have laughed at that remark, but he had
learned by now that Jacob Myers was
not a man to be laughed at. He raised

his manacled hands, removed his hat,
and gazed at the wilting blossom
blankly.

“Unlucky? In what way, sheriff? It
was that same yucca flower that really
started me on the way to them di’-
monds.”

The other nodded, his features break-
ing into the first smile that the bandit
leader had ever seen there.

“But it also brought you to this end.
I am not superstitious, Mr. King, and
when I told you that the yucca is un-
lucky I meant in this way. It is a rare
flower in this State, and this year a five-
dollar fine has been declared for every
one that is picked. As an officer of the
State penitentiary, -you should have
known that. The fact that you did not
was the first thing to make me suspicious
of you.

“Another point about the yucca is that
it grows only in a few localities. In
this county there is only one place where
it grows, and that is in Yucca Canyon.
The fact that you rode into Deadrock
with such a fresh blossom in your hat
told me at once that you must have come
from Yucca Canyon. When you stated
that you had come from Ophir Sink, and
that you had been nowhere else since
coming down from Magdalena, I was
convinced that you were lying.

“And when you lied about Yucca
Canyon I knew that you must have
something to conceal there. So when

1 left you here I rode out with two dep-
uties to investigate. Forewarned as we
were, we had no trouble getting the
drop on your accomplices and then the
real Ben Harmon acquainted us with
the rest.”




BIRDS OF THE WEST AND
NORTH AMERICA
The Bald Eagle

T is only fitting and right that in
I treating of birds of the West and
North America, the first member
of the feathered tribe to be discussed
is the white-headed or bald eagle. For
this noble bird has been adopted as the
emblem of our beloved republic. But
the bald eagle is entitled, for another
reason, to the honor we are according
him, as he is the most beautiful and
handsomest bird in North America.
The bald eagle is common to both
continents, and is also found on rare
occasions in high northern latitudes, as
well as near the borders of the torrid
zone. He is apt to choose as his habitat
the vicinity of the sea, or the shores
and cliffs of lakes and large rivers.
While fish is the favorite diet of the
eagle, when unable to obtain his chosen
food, he will regale himself on a lamb
or young pig; and there have been in-
stances when an eagle has invaded the
dooryard of some lonely ranch and
flown away with a child clutched in his
claws. _Not long ago in the pages of
‘WESTERN STORY IMAGAZINE a tragic
instance of this kind was narrated.
Poised on a high limb of some gigan-
tic tree that commands a wide view of
the shore, the eagle observes the mo-
tions of other birds as they pursue
game below him. He notes a fish
hawk settling over some prospective
victim in the river beneath. Then does
the eagle’s eye kindle and, balancing
himself with half-opened wings, he
watches the result of the fish hawk’s
plunge. As the fish hawk emerges with
its prey, the eagle spreads his wings
and gives chase. The fish hawk, see-
ing himself so unevenly matched, drops
his fish; and the eagle, poising for a
moment as if to take more certain aim,

descends quickly and grasps the fish
before it reaches the water,

The fact that the bald eagle is con-
sidered among his fellows as a bird
of bad moral character, one who
does not get his living honestly, has
prompted some naturalists to wish that
he had not been chosen as the repre-
sentative of our country.

Nests of the bald eagle are generally
built on a very large and high tree,
often in a swamp. They are formed
of large sticks, sods, earthy rubbish,
hay, cornstalks, and moss. In due
time the nest contains two eggs about
the size of those laid by a goose. They
are bluish in color.

Young eagles are covered with a
whitish or cream color down, and have
light-blue eyes. This cream color
changes gradually to a bluish gray. The
eyes by degrees become dark, hazel-
brown. When fully grown, the bald
eagle is wholly covered with light or
dark-brown feathers, but after the third
year, white makes its appearance in the
head and tail. At the end of the fourth
year the eagle has reached his full
growth and coloring, and his eyes have
changed to a bright straw color.

The bald eagle is three feet long,
and measures from tip to tip of the
wing about -seven feet. The breadth
of its wing is two feet on the greater
quill and sixteen inches on the lesser.
The legs are half covered with feathers
below the tarsal joint, and the soles of
the feet are rough and warty.

Strangely enough, the male eagle is
generally three inches shorter than his
mate. Also, the white on his head and
tail is duller. As is common with birds
of prey, the male is less formidable and
daring than the female,



An Oregon Trail Blazer

Astold to Wm.E.North & Dunham Wright

- ANY stirring tales of

- frontier days in the
lt" Northwest are told by
}}%"& Dunham  Wright, an
I\ YA]| eighty-five-year-old pio-
SN neer, who' makes his
home at Medical Springs, Oregon.

One of his favorite reminiscences de-
scribes his wanderings through the wil-
derness country of Oregon and Idaho
sixty-five years ago. This is the tale,
which is pretty much as the old-timer
relates it:

We came across the plains in 1862,
traveling over the Southern Pass from
Denver and over the Old Oregon Trail
to ten miles above old Fort Hall, on the
Snake River. We crossed the Snake
River on a little ferry which carried but
one wagon at a time, and then formed
a company of three hundred wagons to
go to Florence, Idaho. It was neces-
sary to make a road from the Snake
River to Lost River over fifty miles or
more of desert. .

Following the massacre of 1852, the
Indians had decreed that no immigrant
trains should go north of the Snake

River. The redskins put on their war
paint and were ready to attack us if a
favorable opportunity presented, but
we organized our working crew for the
road and put a guard with them to ward
off Indian attacks. We also had guards
on either side of the train, as well as in
the rear.

We pushed onward to the foot of a
great mountain between Boise and Fort
Lemhi; then we came through Camas
Prairie and crossed Wood River where
Hailey, Idaho, now is. We then pro-
ceeded through the little Camas Prairie
and intersected the original Oregon
Trail at the exact spot where the great
massacre was perpetrated in 1852,

The Old Oregon Trail had not been
traveled for ten years. It was some
fifty yards in width and covered with
weeds and grasses. We stopped at the
massacre grounds for about forty-five
minutes. A grim sight was before us.
There in the rye grass were irons and
débris lying in a circular position, just
as the corral had been formed when the
Indians rushed upon the train many
years before. Bones lay everywhere;
those of humans and animals alike were
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scattered in the grass. I saw as many
as twenty human skulls in one place.

Following the Old Oregon Trail to
the Boise River at about the place
where Middleton, Idaho, is now situ-
ated, the company of pathfiiders split
up, seventy-five wagons under the lead-
ership of Tim Goodel crossing the river
at that point, while the rest kept on the
Old Oregon Trail to the mouth of the
Boise River. Mr. Wright gives this
graphic word picture of the crossing:

In crossing the Boise River, friendly
Indians were hired to assist in finding
a riffle where the water would be shal-
low enough for wagons to cross. The
red men were paid fifty cents per wagon
to pilot us across the riffles, Lariats
were tied on the horns of the lead oxen,
and each wagon was secured to the one
ahead. Thus the ford was made.

Two wagons, with four yoke of
oxen, attempted to cross without a
guide, They drifted into deep water
and floated down the river, milling and
turning round and round. Finally the
wagon beds floated off and drifted to
one shore. The running gears and
oxen reached the opposite bank. Every-
thing in the wagons was completely
soaked.

Mr. Wright proceeds to relate how
the pathfinders made a road to the mid-
dle fork of the Weiser River:

Here the mountains that confronted
us were so rough that the train became
completely lost. We were there ten
days, attempting to find a way out. We
learned that this country was known as
the “Seven Devils,” and agreed that it
was properly christened, except that
more devils should have been men-
tioned. Finally, scouts of the party
found Brownlee’s Ferry on the Snake
River. There they told Mr. Brownlee
of the plight of the immigrant train lost
in the wilderness, and he agreed to
ferry the wagons across the river free
of charge, if we would build a road

from the Weiser River to his ferry.
‘We did this.

At this point in the journey, young
Dunham Wright and seven others
broke away from the main train, taking
with them three wagons. The adven-
tures of this small expedition in the
wilds of Idaho are thus told by the vet-
eran pioneer:

On the first day out, the mountains
were so rough that we left one wagon
and doubled teams on the others, making
roads, cutting trees and rolling stones
to clear the way for the wagons to go
down the mountains. The descents
were so steep that great pine trees had
to be dragged behind in order to keep
the wagons from going down endwise
on the trains, 3

Finally, in the very last days of Aug-
ust, 1862, we came upon a great moun-
tain overlooking what now is Long Val-
ley, Idaho. Snow banks, hard-crusted
with ice, were encountered. We then
realized that we had come to a jump-
ing-off place. One man in our party
had a small kit of carpenter’s tools.
‘The wagons were cut to pieces, and the
wood from them was used to make pack
saddles for the oxen, Wagon canvas
was used for cinches on the saddles, and
the lass ropes sewed to tie our posses-
sions on ‘the saddles, and these saddles
on the backs of the animals.

It took ten days to make these saddles
and to teach the old oxen to act as pack
horses. We then proceeded on our
journey down the meuntain.

Going up Long Valley to Payette
Lakes, we saw fresh signs of Indians.
‘We took the Indian trail to the Little
Salmon River, but soon noticed that the
redskins had peeled large pine trees and
logs upon which they had painted pic-
tures of men. They had left arrows
sticking into these figures. This sym-
bolized a war trail made by Indians on
the warpath. We did not choose to fol-
low this route, but spent about a month
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attempting to find another way out—
without success.

Finally, with our provisions all but
exhausted, there was nothing to do but
take the Indian trail or die of starva-
tion. So we followed the river down to
the main Salmon, and on the bar we
found two Frenchmen who were mining
with a rocker. They told us of eight
or ten miners below on the river where
John Day and Slate Creeks emptied.
They lent us a canoe to transport our
goods across the stream, and we swam
the cattle over. Then we again fixed
our pack saddles and started down the
river. We arrived at the mining camp
the Frenchmen had described and were
i diately given 1 at six
dollars a day. We spent several weeks
building cabins for the miners and con-
structing chimneys on the cabins already

there. We also made ourselves a cabin,
and received a job of sawing out lumber
for sluice boxes.

One morning while we were eating
breakfast, about seventy-five well-armed
men with pack and riding animals cir-
cled about the cabin. They looked wild
and woolly, but proved to be friends—
a party under the leadership of the
noted Jeff Stanford, of the early days
in Boise Valley. They were bound for
the newly discovered Boise Basin placer
mines, and, hearing of our trip through
the wilderness, they engaged us to join
their party as guides.

Dunham Wright is the sole survivor
of the group of eight who broke away
from the main expedition for this peril-
ous trip through the wilderness infested
with hostile Indians.

TUSCON RODEO A SUCCESS

HE midwinter rodeo held at Tucson, Arizona, known as the Fiesta de los
Vaqueros, was declared by experts the best show of the sort ever staged in

the picturesque Southwestern town.

The rodeo lasted three days and was

attended by crowds that taxed the capacity of the stands at the Santa Catalina
field, where the events were contested. Some of the best rodeo talent in the
West competed or did exhibition work, including Bonnie Gray, the woman trick
rider, “Shorty” Kelso, formerly champion bulldogger, Pearl Gist, woman trick
roper, Donald Cummings, also a trick roper, and Fox Hastings, a woman bull-
dogger.

The events were marked by clean-cut work, only one accident being recorded.
This was the breaking of an ankle by Joaquin Ortega, a cow-puncher of the
Osa Ranch, in the wild-horse race.

Some of the winners of the final events were: Bulldogging, Lee Robinson;
steer tying, Bud Parker and “Breezy” Cox; calf tying, Lee Robinson; wild-steer
race, Jack Jefferies; wild-horse race, Glenn Smith.

During the rodeo season, “Wolfville,” described as the “Rodeo Cowboy
Jamboree,” offered visitors a reproduction of an old-time cow camp, including a
cowboy dance hall, and other attractions generally associated with the cow towns
of the early West.
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A Minu

te to Think

¥ Ray Humphreys

Author of ‘“Crazy on Birds," etc.

T was a bright, beautiful
{ morning in Gunsight, but
N7 as far as Old “Pappy”
Stewart, senior driver for
the Q-B Stage Lines, was
concerned the sun was
not shining, the birds were not singing,
and the alpine flowers were not bloom-
ing. OId Pappy, his hands thrust deep
into his trouser pockets, stood mo-
rosely in the center of a little group of
stage employees in the doorway of the
big Q-B barn.

“‘High * jinks to-day, Pappy!” said
“Rabbit” Tarvin,

“Yuh kin do it, Grandpop!” ex-
claimed “Pud” Johnson.

“Got yuhr goggles, Pappy?” asked
Joe McMeel.

The remarks were all lost on Pappy,
who paid no heed to them if he heard
them at all. It was vesy doubtful if he
did hear them. His old, faded blue
eyes were fixed coldly on a brand new,
shiny red and yellow automobile bus
that stood in all its glory in the stage
yard. The motor was purring, catlike,

and Pappy never had liked cats! There
might have been tears in Pappy’s eyes,
but tHere surely was a pair of heavy
driving gauntlets under his left arm,
and the whip he had carried for years
was gone.

“Pappy, to think yuh'd come to this!”
wailed Rabbit Tarvin,

“After all these years!” supplied Pud
Johnson.

“An’ yuh bein’ half mule, anyway!”
added Joe McMeel, grinning.

Still Old Pappy Stewart made no re-
ply. He was half mule at that, if love
for the six sleek black mules he had
driven for years meant anything. The
officials of the Q-B Stage Lines had
lately realized that Pappy was almost
all mule when it came to stubborn-
ness, for when they had decided to re-
place the two regular six-mule stages
from Gunsight to Central City, with
heavy motor busses, Old Pappy had
balked quickly and thoroughly.

“What about my mules—Nigger an’
Blackie an’ Night an’ Darky an’ Tar
Baby an’ Satan?” he had demanded.



A MINUTE

“Yuh ought to be highly compli-
mented that we think enough of an ol’
mule skinner like yuh to make yuh a
bus driver!” remarked Bill Boyne, gen-
eral manager of the stage lines.

“What about my mules—Nigger an’
Blackie an’- 2

“They’ll be taken care of,” said
Boyne.

“Pension ?” asked Pappy, sourly.

“No, not exactly,” said Boyne, “we’re
going to put them on’ that auxiliary
route, Nevadaville to Chicago Gulch!”

“I'll. go with ’em!” said Pappy
grimly. .

“No, yuh won't,” said Boyne, and
then proceeded to point out that
“Whiskers” Hayes had the Nevada-
ville—Chicago Gulch route by right of
long service, just as Pappy had the
seniority on the important Gunsight to
Central City line. But it took Boyne a
long time to argue reason into the ob-
stinate Pappy, and it was only after the
general manager had promised to see
that Whiskers treated the six black
mules with extravagant kindness that
Pappy agreed to “think over” the
proposition of becoming pilot of one of
the new twenty-passenger busses.

“It’s a promotion, Pappy!” explained
Boyne, for the hundredth time. Boyne
liked Pappy and had great faith in the
old man’s ability and stability. Pappy
was never sick. Pappy was never “oiled
up” on mountain dew, or any other sort
of liquid hilarity. Pappy was never
late. Pappy had never lost a pouch of
mail, a mule, a passenger, or a minute
of schedule—and further, and most im-
portant of all, Pappy had the whole-
souled love of every man, woman, child,
and dog in Gunsight and Central City,
and along the many miles of mountain
roads that separated the two Colorado
towns.

“I guess Pappy will take the job,”
said Boyne, finally, to his young assist-
ant, Jim Duffy. Duffy shook his head.
He was new on the Q-B lines. He had
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an idea that to be efficient he must hate
all the old men in the company’s em-
ploy. So he hated Pappy cordially, but
on no other grounds except his age.

“T wish he’d refuse,” said the assist-
ant general manager, “he may have a
good record, as yuh say, with six lazy
ol’ mules, but he may getina hole with
a powerful motor bus an'—"

Boyne had smiled indulgently at
Duffy.

“I'll| do all th’ worryin’ about that,
Duffy,” said Boyne, “but ef yuh value
that aristocratic nose o’ yuhrs in its
present unspoiled beauty, don’t ever say
in his hearing that Pappy drove six
lazy mules. He wouldn’t like it
worth a red cent. And besides, it isn’t
true. Pappy had the friskiest hitch on
the route—six black devils that we
would find hard to handle!”

“Oh—well!” -Duffy let the subject
lapse.

So Pappy began to take lessons in
bus driving from an instructor sent to
Gunsight by the motor company that
had sold the motors to the Q-B lines.
The county commissioners, at the beck=
oning of progress, had thoughtfully put
a crew of ten men and two four-horse
scrapers to work on the road; straight-
ening out some of the kinks, widening
some of the narrows, and shaving off
some of the many bumps. And Old
Pappy, taking his first lessons in motor
driving, assisted by uprooting a few
saplings on the sharp turns, tearing out
banks that should have been torn out
anyway, and generally revising the
route with his heavy auto bus,

Then came the day when Pappy said
good-by to his mules. He actually
kissed Nigger and Blackie on their
satin noses. They were his leaders.
He said they were the smartest mules
in Colorado. The Q-B barn boss, an
old army stable sergeant, swore they
were the. meanest mules in Colorado,
Wyoming, New Mexico or Utah!
Pappy put his arms around the necks



86 WESTERN STORY MAGAZINE

of Night and Darky, his swing team,
and whispered a lingering adios in their
waving ears. Pappy had actually cried
in his farewell to Satan and Tar Baby,
his wheelers. The stable boss declared
tha Satan and Tar Baby had cried
with the old man, but the stable boss
didn’t cry. He was very happy. A
motor bus wasn't equipped with iron-
shod heels that shot out of dark stalls
and caught one unawares in the seat of
the pants. 3

“Waal, Pappy, climb in an’ blow
yuhr horn!” suggested Rabbit Tarvin,
maliciously, the morning of Pappy’s
first regular run with the new bus.
“I'm dyin’ to see ef yuh’re goin’ to feed
that thing a lump o’ sugar before yuh
start!”

“I'll feed yuh a lump o’ trouble,”
roared Pappy, awakening from his day
dream. “Waal, I'm a-goin’—yuh birds
kin laugh all yuh want to an’ I'm givin’

yuh permission, knowin’ as I do that
yuh 1l laugh anyhow after I am off! I
got only one passenger down this
mawnin’, anyhow, they tells me, an’ I
should worry how I bounce him. He'll
have plenty o’ room to bounce all he
wants ter!”

“He must be a nut, that passenger!”
suggested Rabbit.

“Or aimin’ on suicide,”
Johnson.

“Or an airy-plane stunt man goin’ in
fer something actually dangerous,” said
Joe McMeel. Then Joe stared in aston-
ishment. -

“Ready, Pappy?” asked assistant
manager Jim Duffy, emerging from the
barn office, “if yuh are, let’s go!”

“Yuh!” faltered Pappy in awe, “yuh
my passenger ?”

“Yes,” said Duffy, and there was
something very unpleasant in the way
Duffy said it. Tarvin and Johnson and
McMeel, the barn helpers, put their
tongues in their cheeks, winked at each
other, and faded into the recesses of
the stable. Pappy climbed into the bus.

put in Pud

Pappy complacently.

Duffy followed. The heavy door
banged. The horn gave a contemptu-
ous snort, above the grinding of the
meshing gears. The big red and yellow
bus glided out of the Q-B yard, on to
the Gunsight—Central City pike. Tar-
vin looked at Johnson and Johnson
looked at McMeel.

“Waal—" began McMeel, but he
left the rest unsaid.

Two weeks of very efficient tutoring
by the motor company man had left its
mark on Pappy Stewart. He swung
the sharp corners in Gunsight as
smartly as any bus driver could. He
stopped smoothly in front of the Gun-
sight post office while Tom Egan, the
postmaster, slung in a gaunt mail sack.
Tom shook hands effusively with
Pappy, wishing him success and happi-
ness in his new réle of “skinner” to a
“travelin’ house an’ barn,” as Tom put
it. Tom waved airily at the one pas-
senger, assistant manager Jim Duffy.
That wave might have meant almost
anything, but to Duffy, seated stiffly in
the middle of the bus, it meant simply,
“Waal, yuh may go through with a
whole skin!”

The bus dipped out of Gunsight,
The road crew, working near town,
hastily gave the big rumbler plenty of
room. The men and teams went into
the ditch with alarming disregard for
life and limb. This was not lost on
assistant manager Jim Duffy. He
scowled at the bent back of the old
driver.

““Strange, those men would act like
that,” said Duffy.

“Oh—they know me,” remarked
Pappy thought
he heard a groan from Duffy, but he
wasn’t sure.

“Yuh all right back thar?” asked
Pappy, professionally.

“So far,” admited Duffy, grimly,
“but see that yuh take it mighty easy!

-1 wasn’t keen on coming, but Boyne got

a crazy idea and sent me. Remember,
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Pappy, no speeding; this road is
dangerous enough, and yuh have valu-
able—er—United States mail aboard.”

“Yes, sir,” said Pappy, absently.

Pappy’s thoughts were far, far away
just then. His eyes followed the flash-
ing ribbon of road over the top of his
burnished silver radiator, but his eyes
were blurred. He hadn’t slept well the
night before, thinking of poor Nigger
and Blackie and the rest. He had
tossed and worried—not because he
feared the motor bus, but because he
was lonesome for the six black mules.
He had figured out, right down to the
dot, how many times he had driven
that six-mule hitch down this very road.
Something over two thousand times in
the six years he had piloted them. Be-
fore that he had driven a hitch of grays
for several years, and before that he
had piloted a mixed team of grays and
browns.

“Pore ol’ Nigger,” he said, unhap-
pily, “wonder ef Whiskers Graham will
remember my orders to always feed
him a lump o’ sugar.”

“What?” asked Duffy.

“An’ Blackie,” went on Pappy,
sadly, “thar was a mule fer yuh—never
would shy, not even from a rattler;
that’s the kind o’ a lead mule yuh
gotta have on a road like this.”

“Say,” muttered Duffy, uncomfort-
ably.
“An’ nght an’ Darky,” exclaimed
Pappy, swinging a curve and grazing a
giant pine stump by a margin of inches,
“the best gol-danged swing team in Col-
orado—fast on their feet, nimble,
plenty o’ bone, puffect faith in the lead-
ers, which is lots—"

“Keep yuhr mind on the road!” in-
terrupted Duffy, angrily.

“Yes, sir,” said Pappy, squinting
ahead and veering abruptly to
aviod a chuck hole. “Now yuh
take Tar Baby an’ Satan—them
mules were hu-mins, by gosh! I re-
member the night a trace broke on
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Floyd Hill as we was comin’ up with a
heavy load o’ church folks from a pic-
nic—lawsy me, that had me talkin’ to
myself fer a second!—but ol’ Satan, he
jus’ leaned back in the collar, knowin’
too much strain would snap another
trace, an’ so I got down.”

“Hey!” roared Duffy,
mechanically.

“What” asked Pappy, over his shoul-
der, “what’s wrong?”

“Nothing—now!” gasped Duffy, “I
thought we was goin’ to slide into that
ten-ton rock back thar—that’s all. Take
it easy, old man, will yuh? I say, take
it easy—we’re on a pretty steep grade,
I’'d say—pretty steep an’ dangerous.”

Pappy said nothing. He knew well
enough that he was on a steep grade.
He had come down this very grade five
or six thousand times at least, and he
had come up, whole, every time he had
gone down. Now, however, he rested a
precautionary foot on the brake pedal.
A cottontail sallied out into the road
and Pappy dodged it with a swaying
bus. Pappy thought again of old Nig-
ger and Blackie and Night and the
others; and, watching his passenger
through the little rear vision mirror,
Pappy waited until Duffy was busy out
a side window, measuring the distance
between the bus and the brink of the
canyon. Then Pappy poked a finger at
each eye and brushed away the tears.

“I mustn’t do my grievin’ out loud
fer that cuss to hear me an’ report me
fer it,” decided Pappy to himself, “but
I kain’t help feelin’ purty dog gone blue
on this trip—my fust reg’lar trip with-
out the mules. Nigger was such a pet.
How he would beg fer sugar! Ef ol’
Whiskers Graham doesn’t give it to
him, why Nigger will like as not kick
‘Whiskers inter the middle o’ next Janu-
ary, fust chance he gits! Pore ol’ Nig-
ger—a good mule!”

The big bus went down the hill to-
ward Shaffer’s Crossing at a merry
clip. Shaffer’s Crossing was at the

ducking
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bottom of a ravine, where the Gunsight
—Central City road dipped down and
crossed the Nevadaville—Chicago
Guloh road. The latter road was rutty
and twisting. It existed merely for the
sake of the two dozen mines up Chi-
cago Gulch which drew their supplies
from Nevadaville on the west slope of
the Continental divide. It was on this
road that Pappy’s six mules were now
working. Pappy scanned the narrow
crossing and eased on the brake.

“Don’t slow up now !” ordered assist-
ant manager -Duffy from his rear seat.
“Yuh never can make that hill on the
other side if yuh do! Give her the gas,
step on her, let her go! Yuh been
speedin’ all along an’ now when yuh
oughter speed yuh're burnin’ out brake
linings—let her go!”

“The crossin’,” said Pappy gently.

“Ah, to heck with the crossin’!”
roared Duffy. “I kin see that it’s clear
from whar I set an’ yuh're fifteen feet
ahead o’ me. The crossin’s clear—
anyway, it ain’t a railroad crossin’ an’
that mine road ain’t got no motors on
it—give her the throttle, open her up,
spin yuhr wheels! I don’t want to git
half way up that hill yonder an’ stall
an’ start backin’ down an’ slide off the
cliff mebbe. I say, let her go—step on
the gas, Santa Claus, I tell yuh!”

“Yes, sir,” said Pappy meekly.
Duffy was assistant manager, and
orders were orders. Anyway, the

crossing seemed to be quite clear—what
Pappy could see of it. Pappy remem-
bered the time, however, when two ore
wagons had met there, killing eleven of
the twelve mules involved and one of
the hapless drivers, But that was
before Duffy’s time.

“Speed her up!” snapped Duffy.

Pappy stepped on the gas, mainly to
humor Duffy. The big bus was travel-
ing fast enough on a sharp down grade,
anyway. The crossing was now half
a city block away, scenery was whiz-
zing past on all sides at an alarming

rate. Duffy, however, had his eyes
fixed on the opposite hill. It was de-
ceiving, that hill. It looked almost
straight up and down. Duffy doubted
the ability of the heavy bus to make it,
although he remembered thati Boyne
had told him the bus could make it on
high easily. So Duffy watched the
hill. Pappy, shifting his chewing
tobacco from cheek to cheek, watched
the crossing and sped on.

“Whoo-oo-ee-ee!” sounded the bus
horn.

The crossing was now two hundred
and fifty feet away. The bus was
fairly hurtling through the air at
Duffy’s commands—‘‘give it to her—let
her out—that hill is steep over thar!”
Old Pappy ceased to shift his tobacco.
The crossing was now a scant hundred
and fifty feet away. A leaping shadow
was the first intimation of the impend-
ing disaster. Pappy’s faded eyes lit up
with a hideous light. His hands froze
on the steering wheel. - A cry died un-
uttered in his throat. The next second
the heads of two sleek black mules
flashed into sight, going down grade
into Chicago Gulch. A half second,
and the heads of the second team of the
hitch came into view. The leaders
were Nigger and Blackie, the second
team was Night and Darky, then came
the wheelers, Satan and Tar Baby, and
the wagon-

“Yuh got a minute to think!”
shricked Jim Duffy, scrambling to his
feet as he saw the coming crash, “a
half minute—"

“Ugh!” grunted Pappy, going down
hard on the brake pedal; but the bus
was traveling too fast for any sudden
stop. The six sleek mules and the big
freight wagon, with a horrified old
‘Whiskers Graham perched on its seat,
seemed to leap at the radiator of the
speeding bus.

“Go through ’em—go through ’em!”
screamed Duffy, flinging himself on the
floor of the swaying bus.
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“My mules—Nigger an’ Blackie an’
Night——" began Old Pappy, but he
didn’t finish. He threw all his strength
into his left arm. The big bus veered,
tottered  drunkenly; then lurched
straight off the road, skimmed the tops
of some bearberry bushes that lined
the highway, and plunged, nose down,
into a tangled thicket of young aspens.
There was a tremendous crash, the
splintering of glass, the odor of burn-
ing rubber, and one scream—from
Duffy. Old Pappy, bent over the
twisted steering wheel, had mumbled
again “Nigger,” and that was all.

Meanwhile old Whiskers Graham
had sat spellbound on the high perch
of his freighter, unaware that his six
black mules had stopped. Graham had
expected to be hurtled into eternity so
fast that he would beat his feverish
prayers to heaven. When he saw the
flashing red-and-yellow bus swerve and
go into the ditch he decided that the
driver, whoever he was, had lost con-
trol just in time to save him and the
outfit of mules he had inherited from
Pappy. Slowly climbing down off his
big - wagon, which set squarely in the
middle of the crossroads, Whiskers slid
down into the aspen thicket—or what
was left of it after the bus had crashed.

“Whew” he wheezed, dazed, “this is
awful!”

Going around the bus, which lay on
its side, Graham found a window from
which all glass had vanished. He went
in that way. He recognized Duffy,
dragged him out, and laid him on a
grassy plot along the little creek. Duffy
was breathing. He had fainted. Then
Graham went back and dragged out the
driver. He whistled when he recog-
nized the battered face of Pappy Ste-
wart, senior driver on the big route.
Pappy wasn’t breathing so well. He
was cut and bruised and bleeding.
Graham laid him alongside of Duffy
and went back to his wagon for a pail.
Eventually, with plenty of icy creek
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water, he brought Duffy back to con-
sciousness, and then revived Old Pappy.
Duffy swore horribly as he came to;
Pappy merely. smiled mirthlessly and
was silent.

“Gents,” said Whiskers Graham, a
bit unsteadily, “you’ve had a blamed
narrow squeak, I'd say, ef anyone
should ask me. I thought yuh were
both kilt instantly—that big car went
off the road -like a comet, I tell ye, I
couldn’t move.”

Duffy was rubbing his head with both
hands, but at that he suddenly thought
of something very important.

“Yuh ol’ fool,” he cried at Whiskers,
angrily, “what’s the idear o’ runnin’ a
mule team across a crossin’ like that?
It would have served yuh right ef yuh’d
been killed.”

“I wasn’t runnin’ no mules,” whim-
pered Graham, unhappily; “they was
runnin’*me. I ain’t used to that hitch
—they’re: 7

Duffy swung on Pappy.

“Those were yuhr o’ mules!” he
stormed. “Coddled, pampered, suffo-
cated with all kindness an’ no discipline
all their lives, thanks to yuh. An’ yuh,
yuh ol’ idjut, why didn’t yuh run right
through that wagon outfit, as I told
yuh? What’s one ol’ mule driver or a
few mules compared to an eight thou-
sand dollar bus?”

Pappy groaned.

“Mister Duffy,” he said, “‘as yuh say,
those were my ol’ mules—Nigger an’
Blackie an’ Night an’ Darky an’ Tar—
say, Graham, ef yuh think this is funny
talkin’ about killin’ my mules.”

Old Whiskers Graham was doubled
up with laughter.

“What’s one ol’ mule driver or a few
mules compared to an eight thousand
dollar bus, eh?” roared Whiskers Gra-
ham, pointing a shaky finger at assist-
ant manager Jim Duffy. “Waal, I'll
tell yuh, Mr. Duffy, I jus’ wish yuh had
tried to run through my outfit—yuh’d
dang soon would o’ found out how
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much we amounted to! I got sixteen
boxes o’ grade A dynamite in that ol’
wagon, Mr. Duffy—more’n enough to
blow your eight thousand dollar bus an’
half a dozen assistant general managers
higher than any wild goose ever flew
before. It's a good thing Pappy re-
membered this was Tuesday an’ dyna-
mite haulin’ day fer the mines, or yuh'd
be pickin’ oul yuhr harp—or pitchfork
—right now.”

Duffy’s face went even grayer than it
had been,

“Dynamite, yuh say ?” he gasped, and
then he turned to Old Pappy who had
never thought of dynamite until he

heard Graham mention it. “Waal, sir,
that does change matters! I hand it to
yuh, Pappy, yuh had one minute to
think—an’ yuh thought right! It was
an unavoidable accident, I'm here to
say! We kin fix up the bus somehow,
I guess, but ef we had hit—"

“Excuse me just a minute,” mumbled
Old Pappy, scrambling to his feet, “I
got some friends I wanta talk to up in
the road—Nigger an’ Blackie an’ Night
an’ Darky an’ Tar Baby an’ Satan!”

And even then assistant manager
Duffy didn’t guess that it was love, and
not dynamite, that had swung Pappy
into the ditch,

MALEMUTE HEROISM 3

TALES of almost unbelievable sagacity and courage are related of the huskies

or Malemute dogs that serve the men of the frozen wastes of the north as
companions and beasts of burden. In romance, these splendid animals have
been shown in many thrilling escapades, but these are hardly less heroic than
many of the exploits that are recorded from time to time as actual happenings.
The feat of Balto and his fellow huskies who took serum to Nome over fields of
ice and snow in the face of a raging arctic blizzard is only one of many, though
it is probably the outstanding achievement of the breed in recent years.

Another instance of Malemute intrepidity was revealed a few weeks ago
by an Indian known as Ginnis Solomon, who lives on the little-known Black
River, in northern Alaska, about one hundred miles northeast of Circle City.
One morning, there came to Solomon’s wilderness cabin two Malemute dogs,
which he recognized as belonging to one Roy Felter, a trapper who had a camp
in that locality. The dogs’ feet were cut and bleeding and gave evidence of a
long journey over a hard stretch of country covered with jagged ice and frozen
snow. Each dog carried a note from his master, but the messages had become
wet and had faded so as to be indecipherable.

Believing that the trapper must be ill, to send his dogs in this way, Solomon
set out for the other man’s camp. When he reached it, however, he found its
occupant dead. There were marks in the snow indicating that Felter had started
out to journey to Solomon’s place for aid, but he had evidently been overcome
by his weakness and had returned to his cabin to die, first dispatching his faith-
ful Malemutes with messages which they loyally delivered. Thus another splen-
did feat on the part of these sturdy dogs is placed on record as proving the
sterling qualities of the breed as the friends of man in the frozen country of
the Far North,
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EAR the geograpical cen-
i¢| ter of California, in. the

| great San Joaquin Valley,
( there stands a stately city.
Bounding its eastern hori-
zon the Sierra Nevada
Mountains tower toward the sky, while
in the West the Coast Range rises to
shut off the fogs of the Pacific. North
of the city the San Joaquin River winds
down through canyons; the King’s
River flows across the valley to the
South. Such is the setting for Fresno,
in the “Garden of the Sun.”

Prior to 1835 only Indians and occa-
sional trappers knew this locality. In
that year, Lieutenant Gabriel Moraga
with a company of Mexican soldiers
crossed the plain in pursuit of some
Indians who had raided the settlements
along the coast. Spanish names were
bestowed upon several of the resting

places along the route taken by the
officer and his men. Fresno is the
Spanish equivalent for white oak,

With the rush of prospectors to Cali-
fornia in 1849, several mining camps
sprang up near the head waters of the
San Joaquin River. For a long time
gold dust was the medium of exchange
in these settlements. In 1856 when
Fresno County was created, one of the
early camps—later called Millerton—
became the county seat. It remained
the governing center of that part of
California until 1874, when the Cen-
tral Pacific Railroad built its tracks
through the wilderness surrounding
what is now Fresno.

Later, after the waters of the King’s
River had been turned into canals
traversing the arid flat lands of the
region, and the country had begun to
produce the fruit for which it is
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famous, the value of lots in Fresno
soared. Previous to that time, the
county had been given over mainly to
cattle. Horses, steers, mules, and
sheep still graze in large numbers on
ranches in the county and contribute
materially to the wealth of the city.

But for many years the industries of
Fresno have been chiefly concerned with
the packing, canning, and shipment of
fruit. At the present time Fresno
ranks fourth among California in-
dustrial cities. About three hundred
and fifty manufacturing plants are lo-
cated here; and here two cooperative
marketing associations with world-wide
connections have their headquarters.
The Sun-Maid Raisin Growers and the
California Peach and Fig Growers deal
in the fruits that are so largely re-
sponsible for Fresno’s great pros-
perity.

In 1885, when the inhabitants were
but three thousand, four hundred and
fifty in number, they incorporated their
community as a city. To-day more
than seventy-eight thousand souls live
in this metropolis. Their public offi-
cials have served them well, and under
the commission form of government
Fresno has been made a delightful
place in which to live. Business build-
ings many stories high rise above the
beautiful park trees, while in the resi-
dential districts cozy houses, artistically
built and fronting on lawns and paved
streets, offer suggestions of comfort
and well-being to the beholder. Fifty-
five miles of paved streets traverse the
8.25 square miles covered by the town;
gas and electric light and power are at
the command of residents; forty-eight
miles of street railway insure quick
local transportation,

Two transcontinental railroads—the
Southern Pacific and the Atchison,
Topeka & Santa Fe—eight branches,
and, two independent lines serve the
city. Moreover, Fresno is one of the
largest stage-travel centers in Cali-

fornia. About three thousand passen-
gers are carried daily by these motor
omnibuses. Three daily newspapers, two
“legitimate” theaters, eight motion pic-
ture houses, and one vaudeville theater
provide information and entertainment.
Several weekly newspapers also are
published in Fresno.

Within the city proper are five public
parks. Roeding Park, one hundred and
fifty-seven acres, is famous for the vari-
ety of its trees and shrubs. A baseball
diamond, several tennis courts, a band-
stand from which concerts are given
during the summer months, a deer
park, and an aviary are other features
of this very attractive recreational cen-
ter. The Fresno County fair grounds,
just outside the city limits, include a
one-mile board speedway where auto-
mobile races of championship quality
are held each year. And not far dis-
tant the mountains and streams of the
high Sierras offer outdoor activity of
the best type. Trout in the mountain
streams, salmon and striped and black
bass in the San Joaquin River within a
few miles of Fresno furnish battle and
good sport to the ardent angler.

Add to these joys the delight of a
sunny climate, and you will agree that
the dweller in Fresno has much to be
thankful for. While the days in sum-
mer are warm, the nights are usually
cool, and, as most of the rain falls dur-
ing the winter months, there is but little
humidity.

But if the people of the city desire
the cool quiet of mountain heights, they
can obtain it, and magnificent scenery
as well, within a short distance of their
homes. Over the excellent California
roads they may go eastward but a little
way from the valley lands that are only
two hundred and ninety-three feet
above sea level, to the heights of the
Sequoia National Park or of the Gen-
eral Grant National Park, where the
hottest days seems cool in the shade of
the giant trees,
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Justice

¥ Herbert Farris

Author of ‘‘With His Own Smoke," etc.

HE digger stood up
straight, leaned on his
shovel, and wiped his
smudged perspiring fore-
head with a grimy hand-
kerchief. ~ From  the

shade of a spruce tree he looked for a
moment out across the undulating
waters of the Pacific, gently rising and
falling in the rays of the setting sun.
It was a beautiful sight, but Janzig had
no eye for beauty. His gaze fell,
rested on the eighteen-foot dory
beached well above the wash of the
tide; then followed up the slope of
the gravel to the tent, perched below
him on a level carpet of green.

“I'm a fool,” Janzig muttered irrita-
bly. “I’ll bet that dory is right on a
line with the tent. It's got to be
moved, if it is.”

He togk the long-handled shovel and
aimed it out toward the sea as if it
were a rifle.  Sure enough, a line
drawn from where he stood, crossing
the exact center of the tent’s ridgepole,
also bisected the dory. Janzig looked

up at the huge boulder towering high
above him. For several days he had
been engaged in the task of under-
mining the boulder, and a great mound
of earth and gravel bore testimony to
his industry. He threw the shovel
from him with an oath,

“No more work on you,” he said,
addressing the boulder, “until I've
moved that boat to where it’s safe.”
Muttering to himself, he clambered
down the narrow, troughlike gorge,
which was a perfect directing channel
for the boulder when it should be suf-
ficiently loosened to take its plunge
upon the tent below. “To-morrow
mornin’,” he said, “I’ll take the boat
an’ go fishin’ for a while. Then when
I come ashore, I'll beach it a coupla
hundred feet from where it’s at now.”

Before entering, Janzig removed all
trace of his toil from face and hands
at the tiny creek which trickled from a
gorge back of the tent. When he had
finished washing, he gazed up the sharp
incline down which he had just
climbed, and once more, as he had done
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many times before, carefully scruti-
nized the boulder. It was enormous;
he estimated that it was at least four,
possibly five times, the size of the tent.
Having again assured himself that no
sign of his recent work was visible
from the tent, he approached the camp,
whistling a loud announcement of his
coming. His partner, “Jimmie” Hale,
who was cooking their evening meal,
met him at the tent flaps.

“Howdy, Jimmie,” said Janzig,
quickly avoiding the frank eyes of his
young partner. ‘“Supper ready yet?”

“Sure. I've been keeping it hot for
an hour.”

There was no trace of bitterness in
Jimmie Hale’s tone, but Janzig pre-
tended to be aggrieved. He slumped
down by the grub box, and silently
filled his plate from the bean pot.

“So you've been keepin’ supper hot
for an hour,” he said mournfully.
“Well, I got in as soon as I could, an’
a man wouldn’t think it's so much
trouble to keep the bean pot warmj;
just stick in a piece of wood once in
a while. Still, you understand, I ain’t
findin’ fault with you. I don’t blame
you for gettin’ sore at me.”

Jimmie Hale laughed. “Why, I'm
not sore, Janzig. As you say, it’s no
trouble to keep the fire going.” He
looked across the grub box, but Jan-
zig's eyes were on his plate. “We've
been partners for a year, and still I
don’t understand you,” Hale went on.
“Sometimes, Janzig, I think you’re an
old fraud. Come on, tell the truth—
you don’t really think I acted sore, do
you?”

“I won't dispute you—if you say you
ain’t, that ends it.”

“Look here, Janzig,” said¢ Hale ear-
nestly, “you make me feel uncom-
fortable. Why man, I'd be the most
ungrateful cuss in Alaska, if I allowed
myself to get sore at you! After all
you've done for mel”

Janzig ventured a glance at his part-

ner. “You admit then that I've been
worth something on this trip,” he said,
his eyes shifting to his plate again be-
fore Hale could meet them. “You
admit I've done my part?”

“What a question,” said Hale, a
trifle 1mpamently' “certainly T admit
that you've done your part. I'm no
trapper. If it hadn’t been for your
knowledge, we wouldn’t have done any
good on this trip, and I give you full
credit for all you've done.”

“Glad to hear you admit it,” said
Janzig humbly. “I'm thirty-eight, an’
you're only twenty-three; lots of times
a young man thinks he knows it all—
he don’t want to admit that an older
man with more experience is worth
lots more when it comes to a show-
down.”

“What are you driving at? Do you
still contend that I shouldn’t have a
thousand dollars more than you, when
we sell the furs?”

“I ain’t contendin anything,” said
Janzig meekly. “But right’s nght, an’
wrongs nobody. All I want’s justice,
an’ in this case I aim to get what’s
comin’ to me.”

“But listen, man! I bought our com-
plete outfit—paid a little over a thou-
sand dollars for it—you didn’t put in
a cent. Now, when we sell our pelts,
say for ten thousand, it seems only
fair that I should first have my thou-
sand dollars back;. then we split the
fplance.  Isn’t that fair?”

“You mean if we sell for ten, we
only split nine. That's fair, all right
—for you.”

“For both of us. I started with a
thousand more than you did. I ought
to have a thousand more than you
when we quit. You know that surely,
don’t you?”

“I know this much. When we sell,
if we get ten thousand, you'll walk off
with fifty-nine hundred in your jeans,
and leave me with only forty-five hun-
dred—provided you have your way.”
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“Janzig, that was our agreement. It
was thoroughly understood that I was
to get back the price of our outfit be-
fore we divided anything. When we
met, I had a little more than a thou-
sand, and you were broke. You—"

“Go on,” Janzig interrupted. “Rub
it in. But I can tell you this much.
I ain’t the only good man that’s been
broke.”

“You're misunderstanding me pur-
posely, Janzig. 1 didn’t mind your
being broke, any morée than you
minded my having no experience at
trapping. You're unreasonable when
you want me to make you a gift of
half the money I put into our outfit.”
Hale paused; he wondered if by any
chance he could be talking too severely
to the meek little man across the grub
box. After all, Janzig had always done
his full share of the work. He was
peculiar, of course, but so were most
men who had lived too much alone.
He felt suddenly sympathetic. “Tell
you what I'll do, Janzig,” he proposed.
“Let’s quit arguing about this. When
we get across to the mainland, let’s
sell our furs and leave the matter of
dividing the money to arbitration.
That’ll be a fair way out. We'll ask
three disinterested trappers to decide;
you can tell your story, and I'll tell
mine.”

“That wouldn’t be fair,” said Jan-
zig. “You're educated, an’ I ain’t—
you can talk lots better'n I can. I
wouldn’t get justice that way.”

“Then I'll play you a game of
cards—I'll even cut the cards with
you!”

“I've trapped all my life—I ain't a
gambler. I'd just as well make you a
present of the moncy Nope, I aim to
get what’s comin’ to me.”

Hale shrugged and said nothing
more. Janzig filled his pipe, lighted
it, and sat moodily upon his bunk. He
stealthily watched Hale, who, with
sleeves rolled to the elbow, was now

washing the dishes. Hale was a young
fool.  Rather than divide fair and
square, like a man, he wanted to hog
it. So Janzig thought, as he shot sur-
reptitious glances at his young part-
ner.

“We can pull out of here in three or
four days,” Janzig said at last. “I
was lookin’ at the ocean to-day, an’
she’s quieted down a lot. Any day
now I look for the wind to swing
around.”

“I wish it would swing,” said Hale
sharply. “I'd rather buck a head wind
than to stay on here. I'm sick of it!”
“Yes,” he agreed, “you’ll certainly be
through in a few days—for good an’

“It'll be your turn in three days. I'l
be through then.”

Janzig’s mind was on the boulder.
“Yes,” he agreed, “you’ll be through
in a few days—for good an’ all.”

“What do you mean by that?”

“Oh,” said Janzig, on his guard
once more, “I mean we’ll be pullin’ out
of here in a few days, an’ with a fair
wind we’ll make it to the mainland in
twelve hours. So there won’t be any
more cookin’ to do—at least no more
pardnership cookin’.”

After breakfast the following morn-
ing Janzig took the dory and fished for
a short time. When he rowed ashore,
he beached the boat where it would be
well out of the way of the boulder
when it should later hurtle down the
gorge and through the tent. At noon
he told Hale, who was becoming im-
patient at their prolonged stay on the
island, that they would surely leave in
two or three days.

“We don’t dare risk makin’ a start till
the weather’s settled,” he said, “but it
won’t be long now. We've got our
lives an’ ten thousan’ dollars’ worth of
pelts at stake. It’s a whole lot better
to be safe than sorry.”

“I see nothing wrong with the
weather,” Hale averred thoughtfully.
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“I'm willing to take a chance on pull-
ing out to-mosrow.”

Janzig shook his head. “Not to-
morrow,” he said stubbornly. “Maybe
the day after, but it’s got to look right
to me before I budge an inch! Take it
easy,” he added as he observed that
Hale was becoming irritated; “take it
easy—flop on your buxk, an’ read one
of them books you brought along. Me,
I'm goin’ to take a walk down the
beach a ways.”

Hale curbed his temper, while Jan-
zig ambled off down the beach. For
a half mile he walked slowly along the
water’s edge; then, when he was be-
yond view of the tent, he struck off
through the timber, doubling back to
reach the boulder upon the mountain
side. Peering from behind a spruce,
he assured himself that Hale was still
within the tent; up and down the shore
line as far as the eye could reach there
was no sign of life. Janzig took up
his shovel and set to work removing
the earth and gravel from beneath the
beulder. He worked steadily for an
hour; then paused to look up at the
mass of rock.

“As soon as she starts to wabble the
least bit,” he told himself, “I'm goin’
to quit work. I think he's in the tent
right now, but I don’t know for sure,
T'll wait till T see the smoke driftin’
from the tent; then I'll know he’s in-
side cookin’ supper. That’ll be the time
to turn ’er loose.”

Janzig went on with his work. A
week beforeshe had planned to get pos-
session of the partnership furs by
shooting Hale. But Janzig was too
cowardly to carry out the plan. He
was sufficiently cold-blooded to use his
rifle, but he lacked the nerve. Hale
carried- a revolver, and was quick with
it; Janzig feared that he himself might
be killed, and had craftily altered his
plan. The boulder he was now under-
mining would do the work efficiently,
and there would be no risk.

At five o'clock, smoke was curling
up from the tent below. Janzig ob-
served it and knew that Hale was there,
unsuspectingly preparing the evening
meal. The time was ripe, but Janzig
was unable to put his plan into execu-
tion. In spite of his industry the boul-
der did not even wabble. Janzig re-
doubled his efforts and worked steadily
until six o’clock, but still the huge rock
remained firm.  Janzig was disap-
pointed; another day’s work would be
necessary. With an oath, he threw his
shovel aside, and descended to the tent.

The partners talked but little while
they ate; Janzig was moody, and Hale
plainly angry that another clear day had
slipped by. Hale hurriedly finished eat-
ing and, to Janzig's surprise, made up
a light pack—a day’s supply of food
rolled in a blanket. He was on the
point of leaving the tent, having given
no explanation for his strange conduct,
when Janzig asked curiously:

“Where you goin’ with grub an’ a
blanket?” He understood, or thought
he did, the moment he asked the ques-
tion. “You goin’ after them traps?”

“Yes,”« Hale replied. “You've been
telling me right along that we couldn’t
leave the island until you packed over
that small cache of pelts and traps, so
when to-morrow comes you'll have no
excuse. I'll be back here by noon.”
Hale looked sternly at his partner. “I
don’t want a row with you Janzig,” he
went on, “but I want you to get me
straight. You've been stalling around
here for the last four days, because you
claim that you’re afraid of a storm. I'm
tired of it; so far as I can see, the
weather is just about perfect, and we've
been wasting our time. Get this now.
I'm going to leave this island when I
get back from this trip—you can come
along with me, or you can spend the
summer here. Think it over.”

Janzig did think it over. But first
he shuffled to the tent flaps and watched
his young partner out of sight. No
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wonder Janzig was astonished. It was
the first time that Hale had asserted
himself or stood on his rights. Janzig
returned to his bunk, lighted his pipe
and smoked thoughtfully. Now that
Hale had taken the bit in his teeth, the
labor of undermining the boulder was
lost. Janzig was sure that he could no
longer fool the boy. Hale would insist
on leaving the island on the following
day; he had said but little; yet his de-
termined expression had convinced Jan-
zig that he would brook no further de-
lay.

“I didn’t want to do it,” said Janzig,
reaching for his rifle, “but he’s got no-
body but himself to blame.” It was
strange reasoning, but Janzig did not
catch the grim humor of his speech; he
had meant to murder Hale by means of
the boulder, and now that that was im-
possible, he intended to kill him with
a rifle! And Hale, according to Jan-
zig’s peculiar logic, had “nobody but
himself to blame.”  Janzig oiled his
rifle and loaded it carefully. “He’s
drove me to it,” he continued; “wants
to cheat me out of my rightful share
of the pelts, does he? Well, we'll see
if he does or not!”

Late that evening the wind came up.
so gradually Janzig did not notice it
until the flaps of the tent snapped gently
in the breeze. He stepped outside, and
saw that black clouds had formed above
the island. It would rain, he told him-
self, and Hale would not be so eager to
leave. Janzig chuckled at a distant
thunder clap, and returned to the com-
fort of his bunk and pipe.

“It’s a fine piece of canvas,” he said
presently, as he listened to the pelting
of the rain on the tent; “she don’t leak
a drop, an’ T'll be as snug as a bug in
a rug here to-night. An’ rains this time
of year,” he went on gloatingly, “are
mighty cold an’ miserable. Bein’ so
wise an’ smart like he is, I hope he gets
w1 chilled clean to the bone. Says to me

l. that T can come along with him to-mor-

row when he aims to leave the island, or
I can spend the summer here!” The
recollection of the boy’s words irritated
Janzig. His voice rose high above the
patter of the rain on the tent and high
above the roar of the wind in the
spruce. ‘“‘Spend the summer here, can
I! Or I can come with him! Spend
the summer- iz

Janzig's voice had suddenly died
down to a contented whine. He had
reiterated Hale's words until finally a
happy thought had suggested itself to
him. It was such a simple thing that
Janzig wondered why he had not
thought of it before.

“He talks about leavin’ me here on
the island this summer,” Janzig mut-
tered. “Well, so long as the notion’s
such a good one, what's the matter
with Ziim stayin’ on here this summer—
yes, an’ next winter, too!”

This last was by way of being a grim
joke. Janzig knew that Hale could not
live through the summer, to say nothing
of the following winter. With no food
of any description—and Janzig planned
to leave none—Hale would soon perish.
Janzig rubbed his hands gleefully; so
far as he was concerned, the thing was
settled now. In the morning he would
load the boat with their complete outfit,
and quit the island.

Night fell, and the cold rain was still
pelting the tent.  Janzig fed the fire
from a plentiful stock of spruce, and
smoked in comfort. From time to time
he thought of Hale and wondered how
the boy was making out.

“I hope he’s chilled clean through to
the bone,” he said once when replenish-
ing the fire. “It'll serve him good an’
right!”  He yawned and turned down
the blankets on his bunk. “It’s sure
fine to be in the dry; wonder how
Hale’s likin' the cold an’ the wet by
this time!”

Lulled by the pattering of the rain
on the tent, Janzig slept soundly. He
could not know that the work he had
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begun was being carried on while he
slept, but such was the case. A tiny
trickle of water, diverted from its
course by the earth mound he had
built, was now undermining the boul-
der, and doing it very efficiently. At
intervals during the night, hours after
the rain was over, small masses of
gravel and earth fell away from the big
rock and slithered into the gulch.
Finally, just as the gray dawn was
breaking, the boulder itself moved
slightly ; there was a grinding sound as
it grated on the gravel beneath it, and it
seemed that it must certainly go. But
it was not to be; the movement of the
boulder was suddenly checked, and the
great rock was still, but balanced more
precariously than ever before.

Janzig arose early, breakfasted and
went busily to work. He had feared
that the storm might continue and thus
interfere with his plans, but hé saw
with much satisfaction that there was
no danger of this. The sky was clear,
and the weather was what Janzig called
“settled.” He whistled as he went
about the work of loading the boat.
Occasionally he paused to gloat over
an unusually fine pelt before stowing
it away, but at last the valuable cargo
was snugly loaded beneath a heavy tar-
paulin. Janzig now turned his attention
to the supplies in the tent. He had car-
ried three loads from tent to boat, when
he suddenly became alarmed; he felt
that he was being spied upon. He
looked at his watch; then returned it
to his pocket with a nervous laugh.

“It ain't but ten o’clock,” he said with
a shrug, “an’ Jimmie won't be back till
twelve anyhow. But in case he does
come streakin’ it back long before he’s
got any business to, it won't hurt to be
all ready to give him a welcome home.”

With these words, Janzig took the
rifle he had so carefully cleaned and
loaded, and stood it upright aga'nst a
spruce about thirty feet from the tent.
He felt much reassured now. Hale

would approach the tent by way of the
beach. Janzig was ready for him. He
entered the tent for another load, and
this time when he came forth, he -car-
ried his blanket roll. He still had an
uneasy feeling that he was being
watched, but tried to fight it off by
telling himself that he was wrought up.

“Ain't a chance of him comin’ back
before I get away,” he said aloud. “But
suppose he did?” Janzig glanced at the
rifle; whether he was at the boat or the
tent, it would take but a minute to reach
the weapon. Muttering to himself,
Janzig bent his back under the blanket
roll and started for the boat. An in-
stant later, his knees went weak at a
shout behind him. Subconsciously Jan-
zig had felt that he was being watched,
but his common sense had told him that
there was not a human being within
miles. Now, at the sound of -the voice,
he became temporarily paralyzed. The
voice was cool and peremptory.

“Drop it! Drop it—quick!”

Nervous and unstrung, Janzig al-
lowed the blanket roll to drop to the
beach. His first thought was that Hale
had returned unexpectedly to catch him®
in the act of theft, and, worse still, the
cold-blooded abandonment of his part-
ner to almost certain starvation. But
the voice was not Hale's. Even before
he raised his trembling hands and
turned his frightened face upon the man
who had called to him, Janzig realized
that the voice was that of another. Now
that Janzig was at his mercy, the stran-
ger stepped from behind the bole of a
great spruce. Janzig recognized him
instantly. “Sloppy Jake” Hellmott was
known to most old-timers on the coast
of Alaska. He had the general reputa-
tion of being a thief. but he was not
considered to be a desperate character.
In spite of the ugly-looking revolver
Hellmott flourished, Janzig felt that he
was in no particular danger ; the fellow
was not a killer.

“Why, Jake,” said Janzig, who had
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instantly recovered his composure,
“you’re makin’ a mistake, ain't you?”

The speech angered Hellmott. His
thick upper lip lifted in a manner not
unlike that of a dog. His white uneven
teeth, bared in a snarl, contrasted
strongly with the black of a week’s
growth of beard, and Janzig paused,
fascinated.

“Maybe I'm makin’ a mistake,” Hell-
mott snapped, “but see that you don’t
make none! Keep them hands up!”

“What do you want?”’ Janzig was
frightened at the other’s attitude, but
he tried not to show it. “Go easy with
that gun, Jake,” he added lightly; “it
might go off an’ hurt somebody.”

“It sure might,” said Hellmott in a
tone that frightened Janzig. “I'd just
about as soon put a hole through you as
not—if you try to get funny!”

Janzig’s heart sank.
I done to you, Jake?” he asked in a
small voice. “You surely wouldn’t
shoot a man down in cold blood, would
you? What is it you want anyhow?”

“Look here,” said Hellmott cuttingly,
“you ain’t kiddin’ nobody! You know
what I'm after, I been watchin’ you
from behind that tree, an’—you got a
mighty good catch, Janzig, but you've
done lost 'em, see? Them pelts are
goin’ to be mine, but I'm goin’ to give
you a chance to save your own skin.
Just you be a good dog, an’ do as I
say!”

It seemed to Janzig that the blood
had suddenly frozen in his veins. He
knew that Hellmott intended to leave
him to his fate on the island, and the
thought sickened him.

“Jake,” he whined, “you say you're
goin’ to give me a chance to save my
skin, but you don’t mean it. You're
goin’ to leave me here to starve—that’s
what you aim to do!”

Hellmott took a rope from his pocket.
“Listen,” he said; “here’s what I'm
goin’ to do to you. I'm goin’ to tie
you up till T can pull out of here. I'll

“But what've

fix it so’s you can work loose in a half
hour or so after I get away in your
boat, see?”

“That'll do me no good,” Janzig
whimpered. “Even if I get loose, I'll
just starve to death here on this island.”

“You're a fool,” Hellmott said scorn-
fully. “You can.get off the island!
How do you suppose I got here! I
didn’t fly, did I? Sure not; I come in
a boat, an’ you can leave the same way.
My boat’s beached not a quarter mile
from here.” Janzig’s face lighted up;
try as he would, he could not conceal
his elation. “Nothin’ like that,” Hell-
mott went on grimly. “Don’t get the
notion that I'm fool enough to let you
take my boat and follow me to the
mainland right quick.  Nothin’ like
that. My boat leaks, see? That’s why
I pulled in here. I've got plenty pitch
an’ oakum in the boat, an’ it'll take
you about a day to make ’er seaworthy ;
then on top of that, I'll break the oars,
see? It'll take you some time longer
to hew yourself a pair out of a coupla
little trees. You can foller after me,
but I'm here to tell you that you'll get
in at least three-four days later'n me!
Come on, now; turn around, an’ put
your hands behind you—that’s the
i-dee!”

Janzig obediently turned and slowly
lowered his hands until they touched
behind his back. He stood perfectly
still, listening to Hellmott’s footsteps
grinding on the stony beach. Janzig
felt his wealth of pelts slipping from
him. He became desperate, and at the
touch of the rope at his wrists, he
pivoted on his heel and swung his
clenched fist at Hellmott. But Hell-
mott was on the alert. With an oath,
he raised his revolver and brought it
down on Janzig’s head. The blow
went home, and, Janzig fell like an axed
steer.

With a triumphant snarl, Hellmott
dragged Janzig’s unconscious form into
the tent. He worked swiftly, but Jan-
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zig recovered consciousness before the
work of trussing was finished. Hell-
mott menaced him with the revolver.

“Lay still,” he growled, breathing
hard from the exertion and excite-
ment; “if you don’t, I'll finish you next
time!” .

There was no more fight in Janzig;
he had had enough. A minute later he
lay helpless on the spruce-bough car-
pet of the tent, listening to Hellmott’s
footsteps as they crunched on the
beach. Hellmott, he was sure, had
gone to put his plan into execution.
When he had destroyed the oars, he
would return to loosen his bonds that
were biting into Janzig's wrists.
Shrewdly Janzig thought of a possible
way out. When Hellmott came back,
he would engage him in conversation;
would try to hold him until Hale
should return. It was a slim chance,
but it was the only one left.

“If Jimmie gets back in time,” Jan-
zig muttered, “I can still get away with
them pelts.” He was even yet intent
on beating Hale out of his share of
their wealth. “I can find a way to
get Jimmie—if he only comes back in
time to get this Jake Hellmott!”

Hellmott walked unhurriedly up the
beach. Arrived at his boat he took
an ax and demolished the oars. This
done, he lifted the tarpaulin cover and
steed for some time studying his
meager outfit. What food there was,
he decided to leave for Janzig; he had
watched Janzig load his own boat, and
knew that there were ample stores for
him to reach the mainland. He would,
he decided, take his own bedding, and
some odd bits of clothing.

Follewing the rain of the night be-
fore, the air was humid and the sun
seemed insufferably hot to Hellmott.
When he had deposited his bed roll in
the beat belonging to Hale and Janzig,
he walked to the rear of the tent. The
little stream of water, which had been
carrying off some of the muck from
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Janzig’s work of undermining the
boulder, was running clear now; and
Hellmott lay down at the creek’s edge,
and thrust his face deep into the cool-
ing water. Janzig, who had heard him
pass the tent, called out to him.

““Say, Jake,” he begged obsequiously,
“come an’ loosen up these ropes, won’t
you? They’re cuttin’ nearly into the
bone.” Hellmott, who was still drink-
ing, ignored the request. ‘“‘Come on,
Jake,” Janzig cried. ‘“You said you
would.”

Hellmott stood up. “I’d ought to
leave you here, tied up the way you
are,” he said reflectively; it was as if
he were reasoning the matter aloud
rather than addressing Janzig. “But I
ain’t never had murder on my hands
yet, an’ I guess there’s no call to begin
now. The boat needs calkin’, an’ the
oars. are all broke up—it'll take you
at least three-four days to get off the
island—I'll have them pelts sold an’
T'll be gone long before you get to the
mainland. T'll do what I said I would.
I'll loosen them——"

Hellmott’s slow speech was inter-
rupted by a great crash on the hill
above and back of the tent. He could
not know that a ton or more of earth
and gravel, cut by the action of the
tiny stream which flowed down the
gulch, had given way. The last sup-
port of the boulder which Janzig had
undermined had dropped from under-
neath it. Gazing aloft, Hellmott saw
the boulder leap out as if it were a live
thing and plunge fully fifty feet down
into the tiny gulch with a thud that
fairly shook the earth. Before the
slow-witted Hellmott could clearly un-
derstand his danger, Janzig grasped the
full import of the dread sound.

“Help!” he shouted in
“Jake! Help!”

With a tremendous roar, the mighty
boulder tore down the narrow confines
of the gulch with the speed of an ex-
press train. Small trees in its path

horror.
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checked it not at all; the great mass of
rock snapped them off like so many
matches. Hellmott, who had stood
transfixed at the sight, was stirred to
action by the scream from the tent.
With a yelp of terror, like that of a
frightened dog, he leaped to safety;
and an instant later the boulder rushed
by, plastering him with mud and water
from the very spot on which he had
stood.

It seemed to Hellmott that an hour
passed before he .could clearly com-
prehend what had taken place. It had
been a breath-taking spectacle, and
now he could scarcely believe the evi-
dence of his eyes. Yet there was the
huge boulder, at rest now, half in and
half out of the water, with the tide
lazily lapping at its sides. And there,

too, was the wreck of what had been

the tent, and—]Janzig.

Hellmott could not force himself to
go near the demolished tent. For a
long time he stood like one fascinated,
unable to tear himself from the spot;
then at last a morbid curiosity took
hold of him, and he laboridusly clam-
bered up the hill to the point where
the boulder had stood. What he found
there only mystified him. A shovel
leaning against a spruce tree, a fresh-
dug mound of earth and gravel, caused
him to wag his head in bewilderment.

“Maybe,” he speculated, as he slowly
retraced his steps, “he was prospectin’,
but it don’t seem likely. A man surely
wouldn’t be lookin’ for gold in a place
Hke that!”

Giving the remains of the tent a
wide berth, Hellmott went to the boat,
and, with a powerful shove, sent it
grating down the beach into the water.
It was now noon, and he was hungry;
but he was anxious to get away from
the island. Nothing could induce him
to remain another minute after what
had happened. A cold lunch on the
boat was much to be preferred to a hot
meal cooked in the vicinity oY that flat-

tened tent. He strained at the oars,
and slowly the heavily loaded boat got
under way. .

As he pulled away from the island,
Hellmott’s eyes were fixed on the
boulder half submerged in the water;
instinctively he was avoiding even a
glance at the white tent flattened upon
the beach. Once his lips moved slightly
as he told himself that he was lucky
that Janzig was out of the way. He
had nothing whatever to fear now;
whereas, had Janzig followed him to
the mainland, some trouble might have
come from it. Engrossed with this
thought, and with his eyes intently
fixed on the boulder, Hellmott was
completely thunderstruck at a hail from
the beach. So astonished was he, that
he lost an oar overboard. In spite of
the fact that he was looking at a leveled
rifle at a distance of fifty yards, he felt
a sense of relief that the man on the
beach was a stranger and not Janzig.

“Get that oar, and swing back to the
beach!” ordered Jimmie Hale, who had
dropped his pack and seized the rifle
that Janzig had leaned against a spruce
tree some three hours before.
“Hustle!”

Hellmott clumsily retrieved the lost
oar, and obediently headed the boat for
shore. | Long before the dory reached
the beach, Hale was firing questions at
Hellmott.

“Where were you going with that
boat ?” he called. “And what have you
done to my partner?” Then before
Hellmott could answer: “you’vé killed
him!”

“It’s a lie,” Hellmott said dully. He
beached the boat. “I ain’t killed no-
body,” he went on, glaring at Hale.
‘With a wave of his arm, he indicated
the tent and the boulder. “There’s
what done it. He never knowed what
hit him!”

Hale understood. “No,” he said
thoughtfully, “he never knew what hit
him. Poor Janzig.”
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“But he knowed what was goin’ to Following Hellmott up the gulch,
hit him!” Hellmott's eyes suddenly Hale saw the mound of fresh earth and
opened wide. “I savvy the whole thing gravel. He was forced to believe at
now—that shovel, an’ fresh dirt, an’ last; the evidence was conclusive.
the way he yelped for help when that “Now I understand why he held off
boulder first broke loose—that showed! about leaving the island,” Hale said
He was wise long before / was! A thoughtfully, “and the walks he took
fine pardner he was! \Why, when I each day; he was working here at that
slipped up on him, wasn’t he all ready boulder. And all he wanted,” he went
to leave the island—an’ leave you, too! on grimly, “was justice.” Hale looked
It don’t figure no other way—the trap down at the tent. “He always said
he set for you was really sprung on that he would get what was coming to
him!” s him—well, he certainly got it.”

DOG HERO SAVED FROM IGNOBLE FATE
'I‘WO years ago, the world rang with the heroic exploit of Balto, the dog who
saved Nome. He and his driver, Gunnar Kassen, were the idols of the
country. There was talk of monuments being erected in their honor. Nothing
was too good for them. Film engagements followed their famous journey across
the frozen arctic wastes in the dead of winter to carry diphtheria serum to the
stricken city of Nome.

Of late, however, the noble Balto, through no fault of his own, has fallen
upon evil days. He has just been a victim of the commercialization that charac-
terizes the doings of a certain class of showman. Gunnar Kassen brought him
south to fulfill a film contract, but there was a disagreement with the film com-
pany, and Kassen had to sell his heroic team of dogs. Thereafter, Balto and his
brave companion huskies made various appearances in theaters. Then they fell
a little lower in the theatrical scale and were exhibited in side shows. They
finally were relegated to a cheap stuffy side street “museum” in Los Angeles.
Fortunately this shabby treatment of the famous dog team was not allowed to
continue, and Balto and his companions were recently purchased from their
owner, Sam Houston, for fifteen hundred dollars, by the Balto Committee, of
Cleveland, Ohio. Hereafter, their address will be in care of the Cleveland Zoo,
where they will be assured of good treatment and suitable living quarters and
the admiration that is their due.
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A little learning is a dangerous thing—
Dink deep, or taste not the Pierian spring.

ARCUS DALY of Ire-
land and Montana fol-
lowed to the letter the
last clause of this Popeian
didactic—which he had
never heard—and let not

one cursed drop of learing invade
his free soul. On this account, no
doubt, he died possessed of twenty mil-
lion dollars and many friends. W.
Clark, school teacher, miner and United
States Senator, did have a little learn-
ing. He died worth fifty million dollars
but with hardly a friend on earth ex-
cept his closest kin. What moral there
may be in these engaging facts the
reader may draw for himself.

William Andrews Clark, like his im-
placable enemy, was Irish in origin. He
claimed descent from the Kings of
Ulster. But he was very far from king-

ship when he was born, December 8,
1839, on a none too prosperous farme
near Connellsville, Pa. Concerning his
parents there is practically no record.
His father was apparently one of those
who till the soil without thought or
question. Soon after his son’s birth he
harnessed the covered wagon and joined
the hegira sunsetwards to take up a
homestead in Iowa.

Young Clark grew up, as he later de-
clared, with the handle of the plow in
his back. The ‘dull, blistering routine
of farm work in the pre-scientific era
was his early lot. Small in height and
slim of build, he was obviously not fitted
for it. Yet there must have been tough
fiber in his five-foot-seven, for he con-
trived to acquire some education and
even read law in the intervals between
chores.

As soon as ever he could muster the
quahﬁcatluns of a school teacher—not
exacting in those days—he left home
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and got a job in Clarksdale, Missouri.
Hammering rudiments into the rustic
young did not postulate great erudition,
as I have intimated. One thing, how-
ever, the country pedagogue did need
as a rule, and that was sufficient muscu-
lar prowess to curb the more unruly of
the louts in his class. There was spirit
in this stripling that brought him
through_ several years of this ordeal.
Indeed, for the first three decades of
his thorny beginnings he bore hardship
for hardship with the biggest and lusti-
est of the pioneers. Neither heat nor
cold nor fatigue ever daunted him. His
first sizable stake, as it happened, he
achieved through a feat of endurance
that even Kit Carson would not have
despised: What Clark lacked in size
and sinew he made up in wits and,
above all, endurance and determination
beyond quenching.

Patently a rural dominie’s job in
Missouri could not hold a lad of thps
mettle for long. The chances of escape
seemed none too bright. The country
was sullen with a fit of hard times, the
inevitable aftermath of the panic of
1857. The California boom had fizzled
out, Riley and McLaughlin had not yet
stumbled on the Comstock lode.
a totally unexpected source came the
first whisperings of relief in 1858. Gold
was discovered in the northwestern part
of what was then Kansas—there was no
Colorado as yet. In the plains watered
by the tributaries of the South Platte a
homeseeker had found traces of the
precious metal. During the following
year other strikes were made in the
mountains, not far from the intersec-
tion of the Platte valley and the over-
land wagon route. The rush began.
Denver was founded, then Black Hawk,
Golden, Central City. All over the
region new towns sprang up overnight.
Back in Missouri young Clark saved
his nickels more grimly than ever and
in 1862 he, too, joined the stampede.

His money took him as far as Cen-

From-
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tral City in the district now known as
South Park. His first job was as wind-
lass man at wages of-two dollars and a
half a day. For this noble sum he stood
eighty-four hours a week, interminably
turning a crank. A western mine su-
perintendent in that age would have
burst a blood vessel at the suggestion
of an eight-hour day and a six-day
week. Two decades were to run before
“Clark luck” became famous. He was,
however, learning something about rock
and the ores it sometimes contains.
The monotony of the grind tough-
ened his muscles without in the least
softening his implacable resolution. But
it-also filled him with the restlessness
that the newcomer breathes in with the
mountain air. When news came of gold
being scraped from the surface in
Idaho, Clark trekked in 1863. The trip
by prairie schooner took sixty-five days,
over trackless passes and through coun-
try infested by hostile Nez Percés,
Cceur d'Olénes and Bannocks. Tt was
in the domain of the last-named, at the
picturesque camp of Horse Prairie, that
he made his first thousand dollars. sluic-
ing gold. By the time this happened he
was no longer a tenderfoot, for he had
heen west three years. A stake of one
thousand was not much to show for all
that work. He saw a surer if less ro-
mantic way of making money. He
bought a mule team and wagon and
went into the freighting business.
Now he no longer stood the gambler’s
chance of making a big strike overnight.
But he had an occupation from which
the profits were steady and not incon-
siderable. Over the mountains from
Salt Lake City to the mining camps he
carted supplies for other people until
he had accumulated enough to go into
the even more lucrative venture of be-
coming a dealer himself. He bought
provisions.either at the Utah capital or
Walla Walla, Washington, and sold
them at a stiff advance to the diggers.
“Baking Powder Billy” they called him
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all over Idaho and Montaha. Of course
there were no such States at that time
but the names are used for convenience
in describing the locale. He took a
government contract for carrying the
mails between Missouri and Walla
Walla.

Whatever faults his enemies in later
years charged against William Andrews
Clark, lack of courage never was one of
them. Of all occupations he had chosen
the most hazardous and arduous. Com-
pared to a freighter's job in the Inter-
mountain West during the sixties, coal-
mining was safe and easy. Roads ex-
isted not at all. The wagon trails were
hard to find and easy to lose. There
was constant danger from snow slides,
avalanches, broken axles and washouts.
The Indians, under the dishonorable
and stupid treatment meted out to them,
were nearly always in a ferment and
the lone teamster was their first prey.

So, if the profits were high, they were
earned. Clark was doing the canny
thing that such adventurers as D. O.
Mills and Collis P. Huntington had
learned before him. He was making
money not out of the mines but out of
the miners. And so doing he achieved
one coup that would have excited the
approval of even Collis P. himself.

In the winter of 1868 the Montana
camps, including that of Last Chance
Gulch, were facing a predicament that
only a miner or sailor or soldier could
thoroughly appreciate—a tobacco fam-
ine. The river steamer, Prairie Belle,
making her last trip before the ice set
in, struck a snag in the Missouri and
sank with her precious load of provi-
sions, including the nicotine supply. Im-
agine a town full of huskies without
their chewin'! Baking Powder Billy
did more than imagine it. He har-
nessed up his mules and by forced
marches reached Salt Lake-City. He
loaded up his wagon with nothing but
tobacco, The return trip was touch and
go. Snow was beginning to fall, the
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trails were full of pitfalls. Only a good
mule team and the hardiest of drivers
could have stood the gaff. But Clark
pushed through to Last Chance Gulch
just in time to avoid a snow slide that
would have either engulfed him or cut
him off, marooned, if he had been an
hour later. And he had what every
trader dreams of, a corner on something
that men had to have. He charged four
dollars a pound for his wagonful of
plug and makin’s—a profit of some
thousand per cent.—and sold out in one
day. He not only made ten thousand
dollars on that one venture, he made
his victims like him. He was the most
popular man in the camp. :

Most of the proceeds he reinvested.
But he set aside a few hundreds for a
trip back home. He went to Connells-
ville, Pennsylvania, and, in 1869, mar-
ried Kate Stauffer, daughter of a
former neighbor. Whether it was the
consummation of a juvenile romance
or not we do not know. The records
are silent about the first Mrs. Clark,
who stayed out of the glaring search-
light that was always playing around
the head of her spectacular spouse after
he acquired his millions. She lived
until 1893 and bore him two sons and
two daughters.

Clark was now able to abandon his
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