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WE START YOU IN BUSINESS, fur­
nishing everything; men and women $30 to 
$100 weekly, operating our "Specialty 
Candy Factories*' anywhere. Booklet fre«. 
W. Hillyer Ragsdale, Drawer 29, East 
Orange, N. J,

MAKE $25 to $50 a Week representing 
Clows’ Famous Philadelphia Hosiery, direct 
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Every pair guaranteed. Prices that win. 
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phia, Pa.
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free. Wear Mirror Work®. Excelsior 
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lights. Outfits* furnished. Free booklet. 
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Fifth Ave., New York.
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tions free, Columbus Institute, B-3. Colum­
bus, Ohio.

EARN $10 daily silvering mirrors, plat­
ing, reti wishing metalware, headlights, chan­
deliers, bedsteads*. Outfits furnished. De- 
efo Silver Laboratories. 1133 Broadway, New 
York.

$5 TO $15 DAILY (sworn proof) Intro­
ducing New Guaranteed Hosiery—Must wear 
nr replaced free—No capital nr experience 
required—You simply write orders—We de­
liver and collect—Your Pay Daily—Monthly 
bmuK besides—Spare time satisfactory--Ma- 
eoehce Textile Company, Room 4508, Cin­
cinnati, Ohio.

Agents and Help W anted— Continued

AGENTS, 120% commission, 36 Guaran­
teed Hosiery and Neckwear Styles. Write 
for free samples. The Lexington. Company, 
Dept. 1299, Lexington, Kentucky.

BIG MONEY and fast sales; every owner 
buys gold initials for his auto; you charge 
$1,50, make $1.44. 10 orders daily easy.
Samples and information free. World Mono­
gram Co., Dept. 12, Newark, N. J.

MEN— BOYS 38 UP. $133 month, Rail­
way Mail Clerks. List examination places 
—free. Franklin Institute, Dept M2.
Rochester, N, Y,

Detectives Wanted

MEN—Experience unnecessary; travel; 
make secret investigations; reports; salaries; 
expenses. Write American Foreign Detec­
tive Agency, 114, St. Louis, Mo.

DETECTIVES EARN BIG MONEY. 
Travel. Excellent opportunity. Experience 
unnecessary. Write, George Wagner, former 
Government Detective. 1968 Broadway. New 
York.

BE A DETECTIVE:—Exceptional oppor­
tunity; earn big money. Travel. Big re­
wards.* Established 3909. Particulars free. 
Write C. T. Ludwig, 436 Westover Bldg., 
Kansas City, Mo.

Help Wanted—Male

ALL Mon, Women, Boys, Girls, 17 to 65 
willing to accept Government Positions 
$117-$250, traveling or stationary, write 
Mr. Ozraent, 308, St, Louis, Mo., immedi­
ately.

EARN $110 to $250 monthly, expenses 
paid as Railway Traffic Inspector. Position 
guaranteed after completion Of 3 months' 
home study course or money refunded. Ex­
cellent opportunities. W7rite for Free Book­
let. CM-28 Stand. Business Training 
Inst., Buffalo, N. Y.

DETECTIVES needed everywhere; cities, 
towns. Free particulars. Write National 
Detective System, 188 E-ant 79th. New York.

DETECTIVE AGENCY opportunities for 
ambitious men. Experience unnecessary. 
We train you free. Clarke System, Box 239. 
Providence, It. I.

Business Opportunity

START your own business, remunerative, 
interesting; little capital. Learn privilege 
trading. Dept. 113. Paul Kaye, 149 Broad­
way, N. Y.

Help Wanted—Female

$6— $18 a dozen decorating pillow tops at 
home, experience unnecessary; particulars 
for stamp. Tapestry Paint Co., 116 La- 
Grange, Ind.

HEMSTITCHING and pleotinc attach­
ment; fits any machine for home use, $2.50 
sent collect. Agents wanted. Colorado At­
tachment Co., Box 2210, Denver, Colo.

Patents and Lawyers

INVENTORS desiring to secure patents 
should write for our gufde-booH, “ How To 
Get Your Patent.'* Send sketch or de­
scription for our opinion of its patentable 
nature. Randolph & Co., Dept 412, Wash­
ington, D. C.

PATENTS. Send sketch or model for 
preliminary examination. Booklet free. 
Highest references. Beat results. Prompt­
ness assured. Watson E. Coleman, Patent 
Lawyer, 644 G S t , Washington, D. C.

PATENT'S. W’rite for free guide hooks 
and “ Record of Invention Blank" before 
disclosing inventions. Send model or sketch 
o f invention for Examination and Instruc­
tions. No Charge for the Above Informa­
tion. Victor ,T. Evans & Co., 767 Ninth, 
Washington, D. C.
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SX-STU-T-T-TEBING And Stammering
Cured At Home. Instructive booklet free. 
Walter McDonnell, 80 Potomac Bank Build­
ing, Washington, D. C.

Personal

KNOW THYSELF—Wonderful Three-Page 
Iloroaeopo—your talents, character, love, 
friends, enemies, business. Send birth date, 
year, specimen of handwriting and 10c. 
Gargllis, Box 2771-B, Boston, Mass.

DON’T  BE BALD, New. treatment makes 
the hair grow thick, and strong, guaran­
teed. Postpaid two dollars. Lutnco labora­
tories, Kimball, Nebf.

ARE YOU BASHFUL? ✓  gelf-eonwidw ? 
Send dime for particulars how to overcome 
these troubles. Vetlta*. 1460 Broadway. 
New York. Desk 22.

Farm Lands

20 ACRES or more of our best, land in 
Michigan. $20 to $30 per acre; near town 
3,000 population. $10 down; balance long 
time. 52 page book Free. Swigart Land 
Company, X-1265 First National Bank 
Building, Chicago.

AGENTS—Write For Free Samples. Sell 
Madison “ Better-Made" Shirts for large 
Manufacturer direct to wearer. No capital 
or experience required. Many earn $100 
weekly and bonus. Madiaon Mills, 564 
Broadway, New York.

Astrology

ASTROLOGY—Stars tell Life's Story. 
Send birtudato and dime for trial reading. 
Eddy, 1085 B., Suite 74, Kansas City, 
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CH APTER L
“ c r u s a d e r  t o  b e a t  f u r y / '

was a change in the 
r of Crusader. In 
1 days he had been 
itent with his pad- 
and his big box 
3 a king in a king­

dom. H e could loiter in the stall when 
he wished, or he could go to the trough 
for the purest of pure well water, or he 
could stand under the big tree in a cor­
ner of the corral through the heat of the 
day. And always his eye was calm.

But now there was a great difference. 
One would have thought him an exile 
from a happier place. In the night he 
rebelled against the box stall, and when

the door was locked upon him, he tried 
the stretch of the door itself with his 
heels and then tested the merits of the 
boards which walled him in with the 
same pile-driving blows. Twice the 
lock on the door was burst through and 
replaced. Then Crusader gave up the 
task of breaking a way out.

But still he was not any happier, and 
all night he could be heard stirring up 
and down in the stall, twisting and turn­
ing here and there gloomily, like a child 
that has been told it must sit on one 
chair and stay there. And when, in the 
morning, he was turned out into the pad- 
dock again, he would walk restlessly up 
and down, up and down the fence, like 
a wild beast in a cage, staring far away 
toward the mountain, blue in the morn­
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ing and the evening and brown in the 
full flare of the sun.

This was not all, for the finest of hay 
and the choicest of oats no longer ap­
pealed to Crusader. He grew thin. His 
coat was staring. His ribs were visible 
all up and down his sides; the long 
muscles could be seen up and down the 
length of his neck.

“ He needs room,”  said Colonel Dins- 
more, and at great expense he had a 
forty-acre stretch of good pasture 
fenced to a height which even Crusader 
could not jump. But even with this 
ample range for exercise and diversion, 
Crusader improved no more. In fact, 
he seemed to be declining more than 
ever, for all day long he was trotting or 
galloping or restlessly walking up and 
down the fence which barred him from 
the mountains.

The colonel sent for the wisest man 
in horseflesh to be found in the whole 
range of the mountains. It was Jack 
Murran, who came on his bay stallion, 
Fury. The colonel went out with him 
and they leaned together against the 
fence and peered through at Crusader.

“ There,”  said the colonel, “ is a for­
tune in horseflesh thrown away. What 
can I do to cheer up the rascal, Mur­
ran? You know the story. He’s break­
ing his heart to get back to Harry Cam­
den. How can I cheer him up?”

“ Give him company,”  said Murran.
“ I ’ve tried to. He does his best to 

kill the horses; he pays no attention to 
the mares, and they’re so afraid of him 
that they daren’t go near.”

“That’s the trouble,”  said Murran, 
“with a boss like that. All nerves and 
fire. Wear themselves out. Darn it, 
man, what good is a horse of that size 
for real use?”

He gave his long scimitarlike mus­
taches a pull and stared at Dinsmore out' 
of eyes which were a faded blue— sun 
faded, one might have said, from look­
ing across the hot, shimmering face of 
the desert. As for the colonel, he could 
hardly believe his ears. He had been

so accustomed to looking upon Crusader 
as the very greatest horse in the world, 
that to hear his actual worth questioned, 
shocked him. He felt that there must 
be a jest behind all this. But Murran 
was famous for a lack of humor.

“ Tell me,” said he, “ what would you 
say that Crusader is good for, if any­
thing, Mr. Mu&an?”

“ For winning races on a track that’s 
shaved off smooth. For sprintin’, he 
would do. But in this here coun­
try------ ” He waved a hand toward the
distant mountains, as though to call upon 
them to be a witness to the justice of 
his remarks.

“ In this country ?”  prompted the 
colonel.

“ I’d hitch him to a plow,”  said the 
curt Mr. Murran. “ That’s where he’d 
do the most good. That’s where you 
could use the beef and the bone that he’s 
got on him. Dog-gone me if I see any 
other way!”

He went on to explain: “ Suppose
that you was to want a good cuttin’ hoss 
that could foller a calf through a herd, 
dodgin’ like a cat. Would those long 
legs of his be any good? He’d tie ’em 
into a knot tryin’ to keep up with the 
calf.”

“ I admit,”  said the serious colonel, 
“ that Crusader would not be a very 
effective mount for the ordinary cow- 
puncher, granting even that the waddie 
could learn to ride and handle him. But 
there are other uses for a horse in this 
country.”

“To go a distance,”  said Murran, 
“ who’d want a hoss like that ? He’s got 
to have his oats every day regular. He’s 
got to have his water when he’s thirsty. 
He’s got to be groomed up fine as 
silk. And he’s got to have that every 
day!”

The colonel shook his head. “ En­
vironment is everything,”  he replied. 
“ Crusader has been raised like a mil­
lionaire’s child. That doesn’t mean that 
he couldn’t get on as a beggar. Give 
him his chance and you’d see him learn-
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in’ all the tricks just as any cow pony 
has learned them.”

At this, Murran merely grunted. 
“ Look yonder at Fury/’ he said, and 
pointed.

The colonel regarded the beautiful bay 
stallion with a tolerant eye. “ Fury is a 
nice trick,” he said. “ For a child's pony, 
he’d do very well.”

“ A child’s pony?” echoed Murran, 
with wrath gathering in his face and in 
his eye.

“ He’s not an inch above fifteen hands, 
is he?” asked the colonel, still unable to 
control a smile.

“ Size ain’t what counts,” said Mur­
ran, looking down approvingly over his 
own form, which was certainly far from 
Herculean. “ Size ain’t more’n half of 
it, partner. The way things is put to­
gether inside and out is what makes the 
difference. Look^at that hoss, I say. 
Ain’t he in shape?”

“ As if he were in training,” admitted 
the colonel. “ Not too fine and not too 
fat. Just right, I should say.”

“ How did he get that way?” asked 
Murran. “ I ’ve been takin’ a trip on 
him. He’s had his shot of  work every 
day. Work that’d # about kill most 
hosses. But nothin’ to Fury. And to­
day I ’ve rode him forty mile to this here 
place— and I’ll ride him forty mile b&ck 
ag’in, if I have to. And when he steps 
out to-morrow morning, he’ll have his 
head just as high as he’s got it now. 
Well, -colonel, could you say that much 
for your Crusader?” ‘

With this, he grinned very broadly at 
the good colonel, who said gravely: “ I 
rather think Crusader would hold up. 
He’s no more of a show horse than he is 
a work horse, you know.”

Mr. Murran flushed a little and then 
snapped his calloused fingers. “ Talk­
in’,”  he said, “ would never decide it.” 

“ As for a test,”  said the colonel, “ I 
should be very happy to make one, if 
Crusader were in good condition, and 
if there were any one who could handle 
him!”

“ How about that ex-jockey—that 
Tracy?”

The colonel smiled a little sadly. 
“ Tracy is afraid to come within speak­
ing distance of the horse,” he admitted.

“There you are!”  exclaimed Murran. 
“ High-headed fool— excuse me for 
statin’ the facts, colonel— but that’s what 
he is; too many nerves. All on the 
surface. Can’t stand nothin’. Won't 
stand nothin’ !”

The temper of the colonel had been 
put under a severe strain during this 
interview, and now his nerves snapped. 
But he held himself under a stiff con­
trol.

“ I really wish,” he said, “ that Cru­
sader could have a chance to justify his 
existence— in your eyes! And I sup­
pose the other people hereabouts think 
of him very much as you do?”

Murran nodded. “ A  pretty fine pic­
ture hoss. A  fine racer, of course. We 
know what his record is on the track. 
But we’ve seen these thoroughbreds 
worked out before in endurance races. 
Take ’em across country, up and down, 
hot and cold, rough trail, poor feed— 
and they can’t stand the gaff.”

At this, the colonel cleared his throat 
and frowned. “ I’ve heard somethin’ 
about that,” he said. “ I know that some 
foolish men have sent out their fine 
horses— their best, even, and entered 
them in endurance tests here. They 
have put their horses into weather they 
were not accustomed to, terrain un­
familiar to them, different water, differ­
ent food, and then expected them to do 
well.”

“ I ’ve heard ’em talk the same way— 
after their hosses was beat,”  said Mur­
ran. “ But by my way of thinkin’, a 
good hoss is a good hoss, come bad hick 
or good. He’ll work his way out, and 
that’s all there is to it! What’s weather 
or food or water to Fury?”

He pointed triumphantly to the bay 
stallion; then he made a gesture imply­
ing some scorn toward the black in the 
corral— the lofty form of Crusader.
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But he had gone quite a bit too far. 
The colonel had endured a great deal 
more than he could stand, and now his 
temper got the best of him, though he 
was still able to smile.

“ Murran,”  he said, “ I should like to 
know what you would consider a con­
clusive proof of a horse’s real ability/’ 

“ They ain’t more’ll one,” said the 
other. “ That’s the Jericho race.”

Even the colonel was taken a little 
aback by this. For the race over Mount 
Jericho, which took place every third 
year, and which was due to be run with­
in six weeks, was a six-hundred-niile 
grind through terrible mountains and 
burning deserts, beginning and ending 
with the crossing of Mount Jericho it­
self, a terrible mountain which even a 
goat would have shunned. In that 
famous race, scores of the finest horses 
in the West were entered; Arabians 
were brought from across the seas to 
attempt the winning; but in the end, it 
was always some Western horse, built up 
with the blood of thoroughbreds or 
Arabs, perhaps, but always with a lib­
eral cross of the old Spanish mustang, 
that won; some hardy animal which was 
accustomed to the terrific mountain 
trails, the withering heat of the desert, 
the blighting winds which comb the bare 
rocks above timber line.

“ Is Fury,”  asked the colonel, “entered 
in that race?”

“ He is,”  said Murran.
“ Do you ride him?”
“ Nobody else, sir!”
A thought had been born in the brain 

o f  the colonel, and his eye glinted with it.
“ Do you think, Murran, that Fury 

would beat Crusader in such a race?”  
At this, Murran laughed frankly and 

openly. “ Two like him ! He’d beat two 
like Crusader!”

“ That is easily said------ ”
Mr. Murran was in possession of mil­

lions which far exceeded even the great 
wealth of the colonel. Copper and cattle 
told the tale of his success. Moreover, 
in his own way, he was just as proud

o f the horse breeding which had pro­
duced Fury as the colonel could be proud 
of the great Crusader himself. He grew 
a bit red in the face as he snapped out: 
“ Fm willing to talk any way you say, 
sir! Five thousand that Fury beats Cru­
sader. But who the devil will ride your 
lioss ?”

“ I ’ll attend to that. That’s my risk.”
“ I’ll give you odds, colonel. Ten 

thousand to five.”
“ I never take odds in such proposi­

tions. Ten thousand even, if  you 
will.”

“ I hate to do this, colonel,” said Mur­
ran. But his pale blue eyes were shin­
ing.
■* “ Naturally,”  said Dinsmore. “ But an 
idea is an idea, and we have to suffer for 
them.”

He called to a dapper young man who 
had just come out ftDm the house to­
ward the corral. “ Charlie Mervin! 
Come here, will you? I want you to 
shake hands with Mr. Murran. You 
are to witness that we have just wagered 
ten thousand apiece on the Jericho 
Mountain race. Crusader to beat 
Fury.”

“ But, colonel,” . gasped out young 
Mervin, hurrying up, “ who’s to ride 
Crusader ?”

“ One man,” said the colonel, “ or no 
one.”

CH APTER II.
T H E  C A R D B O A R D  N O T I C E .

'T 'H E R E  was no doubt but that the 
* colonel regretted his bet ten min­

utes after it was made. He was heard 
to walk up and down in his room for 
a long time that night before he went to 
bed. And the next morning early, he 
rode briskly to the town of Twin 
Creeks.

In Twin Creeks, he went straight to 
the house of Sheriff Tom Younger, that 
man of wisdom and of might.

“ Sheriff,”  said he, “ I see you are in 
health.”

“ You never seen me no other ways,”
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the sheriff assured him. “ What might 
be wrong with you, Mr. Dinsmore?”

“ Nothing. I ’ve come to ask you a 
question.”

“ Set down and rest your feet, colonel. 
What might it be?”

They sat down on the veranda of the 
old house, about which the huge cotton­
woods made a semblance of coolness.

“ I ’ve come to talk about Harry Cam­
den.”

“ It ain’t the best thing I ’d pick for 
talkin’,”  he observed.

“ I know that. What I wish to know 
is : Exactly what is there against Harry 
Camden ?”

“ You ask that?”  shouted the sheriff. 
“ Why man, ain’t it Harry Camden that 
stole Crusader?”

“ He did,”  admitted the colonel, “ but 
you know that Crusader is back in his 
corral.”

“ Because we made it so hot for the 
hound that he had to bring back your 
hoss!”

“ Now, sheriff, that’s hardly logical. 
He proved that he could run away from 
everything in the countryside while he 
was on the back of Crusader.”

“ Him? Not at all! It was luck that 
saved him, the day that he was hunted 
through the hills.”

The colonel had not come to argue in 
this fashion, so he remained discreetly 
silent for the moment. Then he went 
on quietly: “ That’s the capital charge
against him, then, the stealing of Cru­
sader ?”

“ That? The devil, man; I should say 
not. A in ’t it Harry Camden that come 
in and tried to wreck Twin Creeks ?”

“ When was that?”
The sheriff-groaned at the mere recol­

lection.
“ That jail was my pride,”  he said. 

“ There never was a man that broke out 
or bought his way out. I had steel bars 
that I could trust. I had guards that I 
could trust. Then along comes this here 
Harry Camden. He makes a fool out 
of the best guard that ever st^M over

the jail. He busted in, he took out 
young Ned Manners, and he got clean 
away with him. Maybe you ain’t heard 
about that more’n a dozen times?” he 
added sourly. “The boys’ll never for­
get it, nor let me forget it. I ain’t been 
able to mention the jail for months for 
fear o f bein’ laughed at.”

“ And yet,”  said the rancher, “ the 
man whom Camden took out of the jail 
was innocent of any crime. He could 
never be put back into the prison, could 
he?”

“ That ain’t the point. W e ain’t talk­
in’ about young Manners. W e’re talkin’ 
about this Camden. H e’s guilty as the 
devil, partner!”

“ And what else besides breaking into 
the jail?”

“A  nacheral born thief. He’s swiped 
stuff from twenty men!”

“ I understand about that. When he 
needs ammunition, he rides to the near­
est ranch and takes what he wants, but 
doesn’t he always pay for it in his own 
way? If he takes food to-day, he comes 
down from the hills next week with a 
load of venison that will feed the whole 
ranch for three days. Isn’t that the way 
he works it?”

“ You can’t take stuff and then try to“ 
pay for it later,”  insisted the sheriff. 
“ It ain’t the law. A  gent has to be 
willing to sell what he owns before you 
can out and buy it. And then pay your 
own price!”

“ But Camden usually pays three times 
as much as it’s worth.”

“ I dunno— I dunno!”  said the sheriff, 
frowning and shrugging his shoulders 
in a manner which very plainly indicated 
that he was tired of this conversation, 
or at least a good deal embarrassed by 
the direction which it was now taking. 
“ The outstandin’ fact is that young 
Harry Camden has made a pile of 
trouble. Folks don’t feel safe ridin’ 
through the mountains. That big devil 
might jump on ’em. Look at him ridin’ 
right into this here town and stickin’ me 
up— right on this here porch— right——*”
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He choked with fury. “ Yonder into 
them bushes he chucked the gun that he 
took from me.”

The sheriff drew out a long Colt, 
forty-five. “And I says to myself then 
and I says to myself now that some day 
this here Colt will have a chance to talk 
right 'back to him, and say what it’s got 
on its mind!”

“These various thefts,”  suggested the 
colonel, “ might be compromised, I pre­
sume ?”

“ How d'you mean ?”
“ If people thought that Camden would 

pay back the value of any actual claims
which they might have against him------ ”

“ I dunno,” said the sheriff. “ I never 
heard it put that way.”

“ How many,”  said the colonel. “ How 
many actual complaints have been lodged
against Camden by people who------ ”

“ Complaints? I hear ’em near every 
day.” .

“They want him jailed?”
“ Sure. I don't have to ask. He's a 

crook, ain't he ?”
The colonel sighed. It was a difficult 

proposition to persuade the sheriff. And 
suddenly he said: “ Sheriff Younger,
there is preeminently only one thing in 
which you are interested.”

“ I dunno till you tell me what.”
“ The maintenance of the dignity of 

the law, sir.”
“ Sure, sure. Speakin’ by and large, 

that's the thing.”
“ This affair of Camden in Twin 

Creeks— that is what troubles you 
most ?”

“ I dunno that I'd say that.”
“ Surely,”  said the colonel, “ you 

would hold no malice against this fel­
low Camden because he liberated from 
jail a man who was in danger because 
he was accused of a crime which Cam­
den himself had committed? And if he 
came to hold you up on this very porch, 
wasn't it to assure you that the guilt 
belonged on his own head and not on 
that of young Manners?”

“Look at it that way,” said the sheriff
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more gently, “ and there's something in 
what you say. About him busting into 
the jail— or what he done to me— I guess 
that I ain't aimin’ to hold that agin' him! 
Not at all! If the gents that have got 
claims agin' him would give them up—  
he could go free, for all of m e!”

It was a huge concession; and the 
colonel instantly took it up.

“ I will pay every cent,”  he said, “ of 
every claim which is made against Cam­
den by any and all. You may publish 
that. Let people bring their charge and 
their proof to you, and I'll pay every 
cent of it without too much debate on 
the subject.”

It staggered the sheriff. He sat for 
a moment as one dazed. Then he turned 
his head and examined the features of 
the colonel cautiously, as though fear­
ing that the offer might be qualified 
with a smile. But there was no qualifi­
cation. The colonel was obviously per­
fectly serious.

“ I dunno that I understand,”  muttered 
the sheriff. “ He swiped your horse and 
now------ ”

“ He brought back Crusader. Will 
you do what I ask?”

After all, the sheriff was as generous 
a man as ever lived. He swore violently 
a few times. Then he shook hands with 
the colonel and vowed, with just as 
much additional profanity, that he 
would be glad to do as much as he could 
to give Camden another chance.

That was the reason that, the next 
day, a singular notice appeared in the 
Twin Creeks News. In a week it brought 
in merely half a dozen applications for 
relief. And all of these were trifling 
sums. The others who had been plun­
dered by Camden seemed to be perfectly 
wdlling to let the matter drop; or perhaps 
they had been so generously repaid in 
kind that they would have welcomed an­
other visit from the thief. All o f those 
who made application received instantly 
the cash they demanded from the hand of 
the editor of'the Twin Creeks News, 
who asked them, in return, to renounce
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all legal claims against the criminal who 
was then at large. And it was done.

The criminal record of Harry Camden 
was so securely purged that there re­
mained against him only the voice of 
the colonel himself and the sheriff, and 
the sheriff and the colonel chose to hold 
their piece.

When the week had ended and the 
colonel and the sheriff decided that there 
Would be no future applications, Mr. 
Dinsmore went into his room at his 
ranch and wrote out an announcement 
in large letters on a stiff piece of card­
board.

It read as follows:
H arry Ca m d e n : I f  you  will trust your­

self to an interview with me, you will find 
me any night after to-night, and beginning 
with to-night— Tuesday— alone in my room, 
unarmed. I shall be very glad to see you 
when you choose and will vouch for  it that 
you will learn o f  matters which will be 
greatly to your satisfaction.

R obert O liver D insmore.

This he carried to the corral fence 
and tacked it securely to the outer side 
of a post. Charles Mervin read the 
sign first and came hurrying into the 
house.

“Colonel,” he said, “ do you mean to 
tell me that you would trust yourself 
in the hands of that murderous villain 
—alone— and actually unarmed?”

“ I*mean exactly that,”  said the colonel, 
who disliked explanations, and he re­
fused to say another qualifying word.

Charles Mervin did not trust him­
self to make further comment. He 
went to the open air and walked up and 
down to cool off and adjust his thoughts 
to this astonishing situation. He had 
only one desire, and that was to preserve 
the life of his friend.

CH APTER III.
P R O T E C T I N G  T H E  C O L O N E L . 

^ E R T A I N  recollections decided 
^  Charles Mervin that it would be 
folly for him to await the coming of 
the big man and to try to check the on­
slaught of Harry Camden. Better, far

better, to gather to his aid some man 
of known talent as a fighter and of un­
questioned courage. The two of them, 
working together, might be able to really 
protect the rancher.

The person he sought out in the bunk 
house was Dan Johnson, long, freckled, 
silent, mighty of hand and deadly with 
a gun. Dan Johnson listened to the 
strange story without saying a word, 
because words were never current coin 
with the big Swede. But when the story 
was ended, Dan Johnson took up his 
sombrero, clamped it hard on his head, 
girded his guns around his waist— for 
Dan was a true two-gun man— and then 
accompanied Charles Mervin to the 
house.

He agreed implicitly with Mervin that 
the only thing to do was to sit quietly 
near the room of the rancher and wait 
until the man from the mountains came. 
Then they would strike him down.

“ Which it looks like settin’ a trap 
for a lobo,” stated Mr. Dan Johnson. 
“ It looks sort of sneakin’ work.” 

“ What is he?”  asked Mervin. <fVery 
much worse than a wolf, in fact. Is 
he not?”

Dan Johnson was forced to agree. 
“ After all,”  said he, “ he’s outlawed. 
W e’re safe.”

“ No longer outlawed,”  answered 
Mervin gloomily. “ He was brought 
back inside the law to-day, because the 
colonel paid all his debts. And per­
suaded the sheriff to drop his grudge. 
He’s back inside the law.”

“ Suppose we drop him, then?”
“ If we find him sneaking into the 

house? No jury in the country would 
ever find us guilty for that!”

They sat down in the garden, close 
under the side of a strong hedge, com­
manding from their position the little 
balcony on which the two windows of 
the colonel’s room opened. There 
seemed no reasonable doubt that the 
man from the mountains would approach 
the house from this direction, and com­
ing at them across the open lawn, they
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would be able to challenge him, and 
then pick him off as they chose.

It was careful work, however. They 
had to deal with one who carried with 
him the brain o f a man and the sense 
equipment of an animal. Therefore they 
could not drowse at their post. They 
had to sweep the lawn constantly and 
anxiously. They had to watch the road 
which twisted in a dim white course 
over the distant hill and into the next 
valley.

“ The colonel believes that Camden is 
watching the horse pretty closely,”  said 
Mervin at last. “ You would think that 
he was confident that Camden came 
down every night to see the horse!” 

“ Maybe he does!” murmured Dan 
Johnson.

“ What?” exclaimed the other. 
“ Comes down here to the ranch and 
risks his neck to see the horse?”

“ W e’ve found the print of his foot 
four times,”  said Dan. “ Twice it was 
hare, and by the size of it, I guess that 
it was Camden’s, all right. Then, over 
by the watering trough, we .seen what 
looked like the print of a pretty rough- 
made moccasin. I guess that was Cam­
den again.”

“ You didn’t tell the colonel?”
“ What good would it do?”
“ He’d double the guards on Crusader. 

Do you think that he can afford to lose 
that horse, Johnson?”

Johnson lighted a cigarette. “ He’s 
guarded enough. That fence is enough, 
and they’s enough padlocks on the gate 
to break the heart of any crook that 
ever tries to get through ’em. No, sir, 
Camden ain’t gunna sashay into that 
there corral and get away with the hoss. 
Not unless he had half an hour to cut 
his way through the fence, and a plumb 
silent saw to do the work for him. Then 
he might have a chance to get Crusader 
out, but just the same, he’s been able to 
get in to the hoss. I guess half a dozen 
times he’s been in to see him. That’s 
why Crusader is dyin’ on his feet.” 

Mervin started. “You think that he’s

poisoning the horse ? Do you think that, 
Johnson ?”

Johnson shook his head. “ Seems,”  he* 
said, “ like it would, please you a lot to 
have him turn out" the worst skunk in 
the world. Well, sir, that ain’t what I 
mean. Maybe he’s bad, but I dunno 
that he’s bad enough to kill a helpless 
boss like Crusader, What I mean is 
that about the time when Crusader be­
gins to get used to things in the corral 
and in the stall, and about the time that 
he begins to walk up and down the fence 
a little bit less, and take a pile more 
notice of his shuck; along comes Camden 
again, and the next morning we find 
old Crusader out there in the corral 
starin’ at the mountains, and neighing 
at the hawks over his head, and bustin’ 
his heart to get through that fence and 
away!”

To this Mervin listened, greatly im­
pressed. “ A  very queer fellow,”  said 
lie.

“ If he could act like other folks,”  de­
clared Dan Johnson, “ there wouldn’t he 
none better than this here Camden. You 
take it by and large, it was pretty square 
of him to bring back Crusader after the 
colonel done him that good turn on the 
trail!”

“ I fail to see that point,” objected 
Mervin stiffly. “ He owed his life to the 
generosity of the colonel—the absurd 
generosity of the colonel, I think that I 
may call it. Naturally even the wildest 
man would wish to make some sort of a 
return. He could hardly have done 
otherwise.”

At this, Dan Johnson smiled through 
the darkness. “ Look here, Mr. Mervin,” 
he said, “ I figger what the rest of the 
boys figger—that you got a reason for 
wanting to see this Camden put out of 
the way.”

“ I? ” cried Mervin in the strongest 
protest. “ By no means! What on 
earth could the fellow mean to me?”

“ It’s only hearsay,”  said the cow- 
puncher, and offered no more.

“ Tell me what you’re driving at,”
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insisted Mervin. “ I ’d like to know— 
no matter whether or not there’s any­
thing in it—and of course there can’t 
be!”

“ O f course,”  said the cow-puncher, 
“ there ain’t anything in it, but the boys 
have got to talk, you know. There ain’t 
very much else to do, Mr. Mervin. 
What they say, I don’t mind tellin’, is 
that you see a good deal of pretty Ruth 
Manners. Which everybody else would 
like to, too, if they had the time.”

“ A  lovely girl,”  admitted Charles 
Mervin at once. “ But what on earth 
have my calls on Miss Manners to do 
with this brute, this cave man, Harry 
Camden ?”

“ Why,”  murmured Dan Johnson, with 
some embarrassment, and straining his 
eyes toward the other through the dark­
ness of the night, “ they say that Harry 
Camden is sort of interested in the 
same place, and that maybe you’d like 
to have him out of the way to get clearer 
sailin’. I ’ve blurted it all out. There’s 
what folks say. I guess that there ain’t 
nothin’ in it, Mervin!”

Mr. Charles Mervin felt very much 
like the ugly lady of the story who re­
fused to have any mirrors in her house, 
but could not help seeing herself in the 
water one day as she leaned to drink 
from the still waters of the pool.

So it was with Mervin. He had been 
telling himself in such a convincing man­
ner that he desired only the protection 
of the good rancher, that he had almost 
persuaded himself that he had no ulterior 
motive whatever. Now, being brought 
up short and checked with the facts of 
the case, he could not help wincing. 
For he saw himself and the condition 
of his mind too clearly.

He had never admitted before this 
moment, really, that he loved Ruth Man­
ners. She had been merely a pretty 
picture which remained a vast deal of 
the time in his mind. But now she was 
something more. He could not avoid 
seeing that what the cow-punchers 
rumored among themselves was the

truth, the whole truth and nothing but 
the truth. He loved Ruth Manners. 
And he dreaded the rivalry of that wild 
man, that singular will-o’-the-wisp, 
Harry Camden. And how fortunate it 
would be if he could brush the thought 
of Camden from the mind of the girl 
forever— with a bullet!

He recovered from the brown study 
into which he had fallen. He looked to 
the cow-puncher. “ O f course,”  said 
Mervin, “ this is a very serious thing. 
And of course there’s nothing in it.” 

“ Sure,” said the good-natured com­
panion. “ I ’m just telling you. Leave it 
go at that.”

They became silent again. Then they 
watched a lantern carried from the bunk 
house toward the corral, the immense, 
shadowy legs of the carrier swaying 
dimly across the fences and the barns 
as he strode like a giant. Then the 
antern was swallowed in the black mouth 
of a barn. From the belly of the barn 
it cast forth only an occasional ray or 
sparkle. All the rest was darkness. 
And in the darkness nothing lived, noth­
ing stirred, except an occasional whisper­
ing of the wind in the big oak tree which 
grew on the farther side of the hedge 
and extended its strong branches across 
the place where they sat. They held 
their breath and waited.

“ Could he get up to the house from 
the far side of the hedge?”  asked Mer­
vin of his companion in a sudden 
whisper.

“ No chance of that. He’d have to get 
across the hedge before he could come 
at the house, I guess.”

“ Johnson!”
“ W ell?”
“ Look sharp!”
“ D’you hear something?”
“ I feel something!”
“ What you mean?”
“ There’s a danger near us, Johnson ! 

I can feel the chill of it in my bones.”  
“ The devil, Mr. Mervin,”  said the 

other sharply. “ What could there be 
that’s wrong? Just look around you!
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There ain’t a thing!”  He added: “ I
guess you been thinkin’ about this till
you got all wrought up and------ ” Here,
as he raised his head toward the tree, 
his voice ended in a gasp. He had no 
chance or time to cry out. There was 
only a brief gurgling sound which 
formed vaguely from the hollow of his 
throat.

Mervin glanced sharply up in the same 
direction and he had scant time to 
glimpse a body descending from the limb 
of the tree which arched above them. 
The form struck Dan Johnson and 
crumpled the big cow-puncher against 
the ground as if he were a figure of 
brittle paper.

Mervin himself had barely time to 
snatch the revolver from his pocket, but 
he did not have time to press the trigger 
with his finger before the form of the 
assailant lifted itself from the helpless 
body of Johnson. Then there was re­
vealed to the terrified Mervin no wild 
beast, but a thing in the shape of a man 
that sprang at him from all fours, like a 
very beast indeed.

A hand’ whose fingers threatened to 
crush the bones of his wrist first 
fastened upon him. And the gun fell 
to the ground. Then a fist which 
struck as a club strikes, landed with 
full force across the side of his jaw, 
and darkness dropped heavily across 
his brain.

When he recovered, he was dangling 
in mid-air,* with the brightness of the 
stars swimming dizzily above his eyes. 
A moment later he had recovered enough 
of his senses to know that he was being 
carried through the balcony window and 
into the room of the rancher.

Then he was caught by the nape of 
the neck, and thrust forward at arm’s 
length by the big man who had captured 
him. Before him sat the colonel him­
self, staring wildly at this odd scene.

“ I came along trustin’ to your word, 
colonel,”  said the deep rumbling voice 
of Harry Camden. “ And this is part 
of what I found waitin’ to murder me!”

CH APTER IV.
C A M D E N  T O  R ID E  C R U S A D E R .

’"TH E surprise, the grief, the fury of 
the colonel made him half rise from 

his chair and then fall back into it. 
After this, he fastened his glance upon 
the white face of young Mervin and saw 
a great blue and red lump forming on 
the side of his jaw. Certainly that 
youth had received at least a partial pun­
ishment to reward him for his ill doing.

“ Mervin,” he said at last, “ I am try­
ing to believe that this thing is a dream. 
Do you mean to say that you attacked 
Camden when he came to the house 
upon my public and special invitation ?”

“ It was for the sake of your own 
safety, colonel,”  stammered Mervin. 
“ If Camden will stop choking me------ ”

He was released, and sank into a chair 
where he fumbled at his throat and lay 
back breathing hard. He had received a 
shock far more severe mentally than 
physically.

“ We were afraid, sir,”  he said at 
last, “ that this man would do you some 
harm.”

“ Camden,”  said the colonel, turning 
his back on Mervin, “ I hope you will 
believe me when I tell yoiv that I had 
nothing to do with this— unhappy 
affair?”

The big man nodded. “ There ain’t 
any harm done,”  he said. “ Let him run 
along and keep away from me, though. 
It sort o f works me up, colonel, to look 
at him.”

“ Mervin,”  said the colonel coldly, “ I 
cannot help thinking that Mr. Camden 
is very generous— and gives you very 
good advice. I’ll talk with you later 
about this affair.”

So Mervin, with a final glance of 
grief and rage at his conqueror, rose 
and left the room. The colonel, in the 
meantime, had pointed out a chair which 
The Brute took. For “brute”  was the 
first word that would have leaped into 
any mind at the first sight of him. Two 
hundred pounds of brawn and bone,
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he gave an impression of far greater 
size. He seemed a giant. His clothes, 
perhaps, helped toward that impression. 
They were primitive things. A  flap of 
skin sewed roughly'together served as 
mocasins. His trousers were frayed 
through at the knees. Undressed deer­
skin made his jacket. He carried no 
gun. There was only a long sheath 
knife at his belt, cased in a homemade 
scabbard of horsehide. His hat was a 
battered piece of old felt, faded from 
its original black to green. From under 
its short brim a brown, big-featured 
face, and bright, steady eyes looked out 
at the colonel.

“ Camden,” said the colonel, “ before 
I'm through talking, you will understand 
how greatly it would be to my disinterest 
to plan such an attack on you; to say 
nothing of what a man of honor would 
feel about such a matter!”

Camden made a gesture which dis­
missed the entire story of the attack 
which had been planned against him. 
“ Honest men,” said he, “ are like black 
foxes. You can tell ’em by a look. I 
wouldn’t be here, colonel, if I had any 
sort of a doubt about you.”

At this, the coloned sighed with 
relief. “ It’s about Crusader,” he said 
at last.

“ You still got him,” said the big man, 
snapping out the words. “ That fence 
of yours is hard for me to beat. But I ’ll 
figger out a way, pretty soon.”

“ Perhaps,”  said the colonel, “you will 
not have to plan. I want to ask you, 
in the first place, if you think that with 
you on his back any horse in this coun­
try could beat Crusader on a cross­
country ride?”

Camden smiled. “ That ain’t worth 
talkin’ about,”  he declared. “ I got no 
money to put up; otherwise, I ’d make a 
bet. I mean, if I was on the real Cru­
sader— not the skinny old black boss 
that you got in your corral.”

“ Take Crusader with you,” said the 
colonel bluntly. “ Handle him as you 
please; get him in shape. You still have

five weeks. In the meantime, I ’ll enter 
his name in the Jericho Mountain race. 
Camden, will you ride him in that, for 
me ?”

“ And afterward?” asked Camden 
sharply.

“ Why, afterward------ ” the voice of
the colonel trailed away. It was what 
he had known must come into their dis­
cussion.

“ I ’ve arranged matters with the 
sheriff,”  said he. “ You are now a citi­
zen in good standing in the community, 
Camden. The law has no hold on you. 
I thought that, considering this small 
service, you might be willing to handle 
Crusader and ride him in the race for 
me. For that, plus a considerable sum 
of money, of course.”

Camden shook his head. “ The law 
don’t bother me none,”  he observed. 
“ It’s sort of a game to play with it, 
colonel. What gents have done for me 
was never none too gentle. What the 
law has done for me ain’t been none too 
gentle.”  .

He thrust out his great craglike jaw 
as he spoke. “ I don’t ask no favors,” 
said Camden. “ I don’t give none, I 
got no regrets about what I’ve done. I 
got no regrets about what the others 
have done to me. It’s a fight, and I 
like fightin’. I was made for it, and I 
was trained for it. And I ain’t got the 
worst of the game yet! Now, what 
we’re talkin’ about is Crusader. I ride 
him in this race and win it for— you7”

He put a solemn accent on the last 
word.

“ Me and Crusader walk around and 
get used to one another again,”  said he. 
“ And when we’re pretty friendly, then 
I got to bring him back to your corral 
and put him up there? Colonel, I dunno 
that I ’d better try it. I might dp my 
best to get that boss back into your 
corral, but it might be too hard for me 
to do it. Colonel, you been square with 
me; and I want to go square with you. 
Don’t ask too much out of me.”

It was perhaps the longest speech
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that Harry Camden had made in his 
entire life before; certainly never again 
thereafter did he say so much consecu­
tively. Even the colonel was aston­
ished.

“ Crusader's disposition has changed," 
said he. “ Do you think that you could 
still handle him?"

“ I figger that I could, maybe," said 
the big man.

“ Suppose we go out and see."
They left the house and went to the 

forty-acre run; they unlocked the gate, 
and entered. And before the first lock 
had been snapped behind them, a rush 
and a whir of hoofs sounded in their 
ears,

“ Crusader's got my scent," said Cam­
den, as the colonel shrank away for 
safety and even laid a hand on the rail 
of the fence to climb out of the en­
closure.

The mighty hand of Camden fell upon 
his shoulder and drew him * back. 
“ There ain't nothing to fear," said the 
man o f the mountains. “ Crusader 
wron't do you no harm. He won't see 
nothin' but me."

With this, he stepped boldly forward 
and met the charge of the black monster.

There was only starlight for the 
colonel to see what followed, but that 
starlight was enough. He watched 
Crusader dance and plunge and frolic 
around Camden. He saw the great stal­
lion rear as though he would beat the 
man into the ground, but his forehoofs 
descended gently. He saw the horse 
frolic like a dog, which cannot show its 
joy except with its teeth on its master's 
hand.

And when at last Crusader came to a 
pause, his head was high, the arch was 
back in his long neck, and his eyes were 
glittering again. Magic had trans­
formed him. And Camden came slowly 
forward, with the horse following at his 
heels.

“ It is a marvelous thing," said the 
colonel, with all of his heai*t in his 
voice. “ It is a very great thing, my

friend. Will you tell me how you man­
aged it?"

“ By never usin' a whip," said Cam­
den. “ And by lookin' at him the same 
way that you look at a man. When you 
look at a man, you figger on what is 
goin' on behind his eyes. When most 
folks look at a boss, they don’t figger 
on nothin' except how he’s actin'— what 
he's doing with his heels— his head, and 
all that. But hoss has got a mind. A 
boss has got a soul. If they’s a heaven, 
colonel, and I can get there, it’ll be on 
Crusader’s back. If they-s a hell and I 
land there, Crusader, he’d come rarin' 
and tarin’ down to hell and take me 
plumb out. That's about the way of it."

And the colonel, although he was a 
hard-headed man, saw and watched and 
believed even those extravagant words.

“ In fact," said he, “ Crusader is your 
horse, Camden. I've paid money for 
him. But you've made him know his 
master." He sjffhcd bitterly. “ I ’ve 
never been able to touch that horse, 
Camden, unless at least two men were 
holding him!"

“ Colonel," said the wild man, “ you 
can’t hold no hoss like this with a rope. 
But look here. I ain’t even touchin' him. 
But you could walk around him and lay 
A hand on him where you pleased."

“ Do you mean that?"
“ I mean just that."
The colonel gathered his courage like 

a robe about him. He advanced. He 
stretched out a tentative hand. Cru­
sader snorted and tossed his head.

“ He’d tear my arm o ff!"  breathed the 
colonel, stepping back.

“ He won’t touch you," insisted Cam­
den. “ Try him."

And he added to the horse a brief 
word— or perhaps it was a mere word­
less murmur. At any rate, it made Cru­
sader stand like a rock. And the colonel, 
with fear and delight in his soul, touched 
that fine head fairly between the nose, 
and ran his fingers lightly down to the 
velvet of the muzzle.

Crusader did not stir, nor did he move
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when the colonel slipped his hand down 
the silken neck of the stallion.

'“Camden,” 'he said, “ if my heart were 
big enough to do such a thing, I ’d give 
this horse to you. Because it’s to you 
that he belongs. Bttt I ’ll do something 
else, which is as generous as I can be. 
If you’ll ride him in the Jericho race, 
I ’ll lend him to you for six months. 
If you win the race, you can have him 
for a year.”

“ And then ?” • asked Camden.
“ Then we’ll see.”
There was a pause, during which 

Camden stared through the dim light at 
the face of the colonel.

“ He’s your hoss,”  said he. “ And I ’d 
go to hell and back for the sake of ridin’ 
him only one day.”

CH APTER V.
“ t h e  b r u t e ’ s ”  r e s o l v e .

'T 'H E  whole force of the big Dinsmore 
ranch stood about to see famous 

Harry Camden ride famous Crusader 
away from the corral, but they were 
disappointed. He did not even mount 
the stallion. But when the gate was 
unlocked, Camden entered and came out 
with Crusader behind him. Straight 
across the plains toward the mountains 
walked Camden, and just behind him 
jogged Crusader, his flanks a series of 
high lights and shadows, so deep were 
the hollows between his ribs.

Those who hunted for sensations, fol­
lowed the wild man across the plain for 
some time, until Harry Camden turned 
back on the riders and drew a long 
Winchester from the holster which ran 
diagonally down the blanket which he 
used in lieu of a saddle on the great 
horse. The view of that gun served in­
stead of a harangue. The followers 
observed, noted, and departed with 
haste. ^

And Camden went on for the moun­
tains. Crusader was lean and weak with 
leanness. The journey through the 
foothills was most exhausting, but Cam­
den knew what he wanted, and he

pressed relentlessly forward until he 
had climbed above the first range, and 
then journeyed laboriously on to the 
second. On the farther side of the crest 
he found the place. . It was a narrow 
plateau, perhaps half a mile wide and 
eight or ten miles in length. It was 
fenced away from sheep or cattle or 
even the deer by the precipitous rocky 
slopes on either side. To be sure, the 
mountain -sheep, those irresistible 
climbers, loved that airy pasture and 
were often near it, but they did not come 
in sufficient numbers to seriously deplete 
its stores. The bunch grass, that finest 
of all food for cattle, grew thick on this 
upland. The sun had cured it as well, 
and better, than the finest haymakers 
in the world could have done. It was 
sweet to the tooth of Crusader.

There he ate his fill morning, noon, 
and night, and when he cared for water, 
there was a rill which tumbled down 
from the eastern height and pooled it­
self in a crystal little lake at one end of 
the plateau. He had exercise, too, even 
during those days of the upbuilding of. 
his strength. He was ridden at a gentle 
pace up and down the plateau with the 
weight of Harry Camden on his back, 
first walking, then trotting, then canter­
ing, but inside of a week, Camden let' 
him gallop.

Another week and a third ended, be­
fore he was willing to loose the reins on 
Crusader, but as the third week 
terminated, he would sometimes cry 
aloud to the big black stallion and send 
him winging over the rolling surface 
at breakneck speed. It was not run­
ning; it was flying, and the horse loved 
it as much as a man.

Once a week Colonel Dinsmore 
traveled up into the foothills, and Cam­
den brought the great stallion down. 
And every week, as he saw the changes 
in the big animal, the colonel marveled. 
The first seven days worked a great 
transformation. By the end of the first 
fortnight the original and natural 
strength of Crusader showed through
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his shining skin, and the big ropy 
muscles working plainly.

“ I am going back to bet against the 
field/’ said Colonel Dinsmore. “ And 
the field is growing every moment, Cam­
den. The entry fee is raised to a hun­
dred dollars for every horse, and there 
are over sixty entries. Think of it, 
Camden! They have thoroughbreds 
from England and from France. They 
have Arabs, Kentucky bred*. They have 
an Arabian mare which has been 
shipped all the way from the desert of 
Arabia. They have mustangs of the 
pure hell-fire breed. There are a few 
mongrels of the range— crosses of un­
known blood, but every one a horse of 
tried endurance. Every one of them is 
being worked across the mountains now. 
They are growing used to the rocks and 
the steep places. There is only one devil 
that worries me, Camden. You are a 
big fellow; and Crusader is a big horse. 
W on’t your own weight kill you? The 
best climbers ought in reason to be the 
small tough horses with the very light 
riders. What will Crusader do among 
the rocks?”

Camden opened his lips to speak, but 
apparently he decided that argumenj or 
illustration was useless. He merely 
stated a calm conviction: “ Crusader
will not be beaten,”  said he, and there 
let the matter rest.

After all, it is much easier to put 
faith in miracles than in common sense. 
There is in every man a desire to believe 
in the impossible. So it was with the 
colonel. He stared at the giant, formed 
a question in his mind, and then decided 
that it would be well enough to let 
matters stand unexamined. If this 
strange fellow, this child of nature, this 
unexplained mystery among men, was 
certain that he could win the race with 
Crusader, by all means let the thought 
be cherished in him!

So felt the colonel. And, half an 
hour afterward, he was started for his 
ranch again.

He was gone some time before Harry

Camden remembered that he had not yet 
asked a most important question con­
cerning the course over which the race 
was to be run. For rocks and for moun­
tains he would answer for the big stal­
lion. But he must know the nature of 
that wide stretch of desert south of 
Jerico Mountains over which they must 
pass. If it were firm ground, let the 
heat and the distance be what it might, 
the confidence of The Brute would not 
alter. But if it were soft sand, that 
was very different. For, in that case, 
Crusader must be given work in the 
same footing. He must be trained to 
plod patiently through sand fetlock deep, 
and learn the art of desert travel. For 
it is an art, and a horse which attempts 
to fight his way through will exhaust his 
strength quickly, whereas the horse 
which goes delicately, putting down the 
hoof flat and without a drive, gets on 
famously well. Camden had seen mus­
tangs cross the desert sands with almost 
the ease of camels. This was the ques­
tion for the answer to which he hastened 
after the colonel. He blanketed Cru­
sader again, leaped onto his back, and 
presently was coursing down the side of 
the long mountain in pursuit.

The colonel, however, must have taken 
advantage of the fine spirits of his horse 
and loosed the reins on it. For it was 
nowhere to be seen, though Camden 
could see plainly the sign of its trail 
along the slope. He prepared himself 
for a longer chase, therefore, and he had 
just drawn back Crus'ader to a swing­
ing, effortless long gallop, when he saw 
where another rider had cut in and fol­
lowed the same course.

Presently, in fact, he saw the horse 
and rider looming ahead of him, with 
the sun flashing on the sweating flanks 
o'f the animal. He recognized it at once. 
It was the fine mare of Charles Mervin, 
a beautiful brown horse with a white- 
stockinged left foreleg and another 
white-stockinged right hind leg. By that 
mark alone he could have recognized the 
animal, but even without those marks,
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he felt that he would have known the 
rider.. It was Mervin himself, and of all 
men in the world he was least welcome 
to the eye of Harry Camden, for this 
was the most ardent suitor of Ruth 
Manners; this was he who, as Camden 
had reason to believe, was the favored 
lover of the girl.

Even now, indeed, Mervin was chang­
ing the direction of his mare and turn­
ing her toward that point of the compass 
where the Manners house lay.

It seemed odd to Camden. Here was 
t man from the household of Dinsmore 
who had ridden in the coloners direction 
far up into the mountains; and yet he 
had not accompanied Dinsmore. Cer­
tainly he must have known that the 
colonel was riding, and where. Why, 
then, had Mervin chosen to go alone? 
Why was he not returning now in the 
company of the colonel ? And what had 
brought Mervin here among the high­
lands ?

To see Crusader. There seemed no 
other object. Why, then, had he wished 
to see the stallion in secret, and spy 
upon the big horse from a distance?

Any one of these questions would 
have caused Camden to follow the other. 
He swung away from the trail of Dins­
more and followed close on the trail of 
Mervin, keeping just out of sight, with 
always one range o i  hills between him 
and the other.

They dipped out of the higher and 
steeper hills. They came into rolling 
ground in the dusk of the day, and at 
last, as he had surmised, Mervin came 
through the evening to the little hollow 
in which the Manners’ house stood.

He reined Crusader into a clump- of 
trees and stared gloomily down to the 
little shack; it brought back to him with 
a bitter vividness two great moments in 
his life— the happiest and the most 
tragic.

Then the door of the house opened 
and Mervin came out with the girl. 
Neither her father nor her brother were 
with them. And it was another small

touch which deepened the surety of 
Camden. For why should she wish to 
walk with young Mervin alone through 
the dusk of the day unless she loved 
him? So, with a swelling heart, Cam­
den watched them walking up the hill. 
He feared, for a moment, that they 
were bound for the trees where he sat 
with Crusader, but they turned past him 
and strolled by so near that he could 
well nigh make out their faces through 
the shadows; all that they said was per­
fectly clear.

And they were talking of what most 
people in that district had in their minds 
most vividly at this time: the Jericho 
race.

“ Ned has been to Twin Creeks to 
hear the talk,”  said the voice of Ruth. 
“ Every one is talking about the two 
Arabs— Ali and Musa. Have you seen 
them ?”

“ They may do well enough across the 
flat,”  said Mervin authoritatively. “ But 
they’ll never last in the mountains. 
That’s where they’ll fail. Is Ned bet­
ting?”

“ O f course. Every man is! You 
can guess whom he picked out ?”

“ I can’t imagine.”
“ Crusader!”
“ Ah?” said the other. “ It looks as 

though he’ll have the most backing. At 
least from people around here. They’ve 
heard so much about him! But I don’t 
think he’ll ever start.”

“ Why not?”
“ No one but Camden can ride him.”  
“ Why shouldn’t Camden ride him ?” 
“ Too heavy, for one thing. But aside 

from that, he’ll never get into the saddle 
to ride that race.”

“ What do you mean?”
“ It’s very simple. You know that all 

the horses and all the riders have to be 
in Jericho for a week before the race. 
That’s arranged this year so that the 
crowds can look them over and make 
their choices, of course. Well, Ruth, 
can you imagine Camden living among 
other men for a whole week— among
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rough fellows such as will be in Jericho? 
H ell have a fist fight the first day and 
a gun fight the second. And when the 
race begins, hell be resting in jail. 
Sheriff Younger has sworn that if Cam­
den so much as raises a hand, hell take 
no further chances, but lock him up. 
And you can’t blame the sheriff, can 
you ?”

At this, she paused and faced Mer- 
vin. “ You hate him, don’t you?”  she 
asked.

“ Camden? Certainly not!”
“’Well,”  she said, after a pause dur­

ing which Camden hungered to hear her 
speak in his defence, “ I suppose that 
you’re right. He’s nothing but a wild 
man. I suppose he’d kill a man with no 
more thought*than most people would 
kill*a chicken. Did you ever notice his 
eyes ?”

“ Yes.”
“ It makes me shiver just to think of 

them; but I hope he wins.”
“ W hy?”
“ Ned has followed a ‘hunch.’ He’s 

bet every cent he can put his hands on 
that Crusader will win. I don’t know 
what well do if he fails.”

In the darkness among the trees, as 
they passed on, the big man formed two 
solemn resolutions. The first was that 
Crusader should not lose if he ran the 
race; the second was that nothing under 
heaven should tempt him to any act of 
violence that would keep him from 
riding.

CH APTER VI.
M E R V I N  D E C ID E S  A G A I N S T  C A M D E N . 

IJ E  waited to hear and see no more.
* He reined Crusader back into the 

night and fled softly back toward the 
mountains. And in the meantime, hav­
ing strolled to the rim of the hollow, the 
girl and Mervin came- back again.

They no longer talked of the race, 
now. It was quite another subject, quite 
another tone. Mr. Charles Mervin was 
telling her plainly and forcefully that 
he was breaking his heart on her account
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and that he would die without her. At 
this, the heartless girl laughed. Oh, 
that Camden could have been near to 
hear that laughter, for it would have 
taken a great burden from his mind.

That same mirth made Mr. Mervin 
stand very straight and stiff, and grow 
extremely red. She explained at once, 
and without embarrassment.

“ I ’m mighty flattered by all that 
you’ve been saying,”  she told him. “ But 
of course I don’t believe a word of it. 
You like me because I ’m different. Not 
because you have to have me. I ’m not 
the kind o f girl that you’re used to in 
the East. But suppose we were mar­
ried. Do you think it would turn out 
well? Could you get along in country 
like this? Or could I get along in the 
city ?”

“ If you let me take the chance------ ”
“ That would be a wild gamble,” said 

Ruth Manners.
At this, he looked at her sharply, 

through the dark. In fact, he was im­
mensely pleased by this mental acute­
ness. He was not one of those who care 
for a clinging vine as a wife. H e liked 
cleverness, and she was very clever. 
She saw through him just far enough 
to make him nervous, though he still 
felt that the secrets of his nature were 
securely kept from her.

“ If you really cared for a man,” said 
he, “ would you ask all of these ques­
tions, and have all of these doubts about 
East and West and city and country?” 

“ I guess not,”  answered she with stun­
ning frankness. “ That’s partly why I 
know that I don’t care for you enough 
to marry you safely, Charles. Because 
my idea of love is a thing that will carry 
me off on wings. I won’t be able to 
help myself.”

“ You’ll never find a man in the 
world,”  said Charles Mervin with in­
finite conviction, “ who’ll be able to take 
you so far off your feet as that.”

Her answer took his breath. “ I’ve 
already met one who did— almost!” 

“ What!” cried Mervin.
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“ I have only talked with him once, and 
that was the strangest talk any woman 
ever had with any man. He’s the only 
man 1 was ever afraid of. And if he 
wanted my love, I think he could take 
it, whether I wanted him to or not!” 

Mervin could not believe his ears. 
“ What man is that?”  he asked finally.

“ O f course I couldn’t tell you his 
name.”

“ W hy not? If I know what you 
really like, perhaps I could make myself 
more after that pattern.”

At this she laughed again, but with 
such an open frankness that he could 
not read malice into the sound.

“ I laugh,”  she said, “ because if you 
knew his name, you’d be horrified. 
There’s- nobody in the world like him, 
Charles.”

“ By Jove,”  cried Mervin, “ I think 
you’re more than half in love with this 
man already, without knowing it !”

She was silent for a moment. He 
feared that he had offended her, until 
she spoke again, thoughtfully.

“ Perhaps I am,” she said. “ I don’t 
know, really. Perhaps I am!”

“ I mean,”  he said, “ that you may be
caught by some foolish illusion------ ”
He corrected' himself with haste: “ I
don’t intend that as it sounds. But you 
see, sometimes even the strongest 
minded people are taken off their balance
by strange things------- ”

“ And what could be stranger than a 
wild man?”  asked the girl, nodding in 
the night.

“ A  wild man ?”
“ Just that!” •
A chill of conviction darted through 

him. “ Ruth,”  he cried, “ you’re talking 
about that unhuman devil— big Harry 
Camden!”

The words came out before he knew* 
it—before he was prepared for them. 
He would have given a great deal to 
recall them after it was too late— after 
he realized the absurdity of what he had 
said. But the greatest shock of all was 
her answer.

“ How did you guess that, Charles?”
“ I ’m right, then?” breathed Mervin. 

“ It’s Camden whom you prefer to me— 
I mean------- ”

“ Don’t ask me!” cried the girl. “ I 
don’t know. I can’t think. My mind’s 
all whirlin’. Charles, I ’m going in!”

He did not attempt to restrain her, 
but he watched the door open, saw her 
stand for an instant against the rectangle 
of yellow lamplight, then saw her shut 
into the black wall of the house.

So Mervin went slowly to his horse, 
and mounted, it, and began to ride hard 
through the night. He had made up his 
mind not ten seconds after the girl had 
spoken. What he decided was, first of 
all, that she was far more deeply at­
tracted by Camden than she herself 
realized. In the second place, the form 
of Harry Camden loomed upon his eye 
again. He had always thought of him 
as a mere abysmal brute. He looked 
back into the picture of the man now 
and felt that he saw in it something 
which might prove attractive even to a 
woman—especially to a vigorous- 
minded girl like Ruth Manners, She 
had touched the huge fellow with the 
wand of romance and converted him, in 
a trice, into a hero. All that was strange 
about him helped on the illusion. And 
Charles Mervin, shuddering, nodded 
with a deeper conviction. If he desired 
her in the first place as his own wife, 
he desired her in the second place to 
save her from the terrible fate of be­
coming the bride of such a creature as 
Camden, that mighty-handed wild brute 
who happened to wear the form of a 
man.

And, before the door had dosed upon 
her, he decided that the next step in his 
courtship of the lady should preferably 
be the removal of Mr. Camden from his 
path as a rival. He was a brisk young 
man, this Charles Mervin. Now that he 
had made up his mind, he saw that two 
things could be accomplished in one 
mission.

He covered five miles of country until

\
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he came to the house which he had in 
mind. It was the remnant of what had 
once been a great ranch. The house 
itself had been a huge three-story affair, 
with four wooden turrets, each with a 
single hexagonal room in it, set off with 
six shuttered windows. And the main 
part of the building was on an equal 
scale.

Even in the flourishing times of the 
ranch, there had never been a need for 
a house half of this size; and since the 
fortunes of the Loring family fell into 
a decline, it had been a great white ele­
phant on the hands of the descendants 
of that first Loring who had made fame 
and fortune raising cattle. Twin Creeks 
had known him as its first rich citizen; 
now it knew Pete Loring, his descend­
ant two generations removed, as one of 
its most penniless vagabonds.

For Pete was too filled with the great­
ness of his family in the past to be 
contented with any mere job as a rider 
on the range. He could ride and rope 
and shoot with the best of them; but 
the only accomplishment on which he 
prided himself and which he took pains 
to cultivate, was his natural skill with a 
gun. For ability as a warrior was not 
out of key with the talents of a gentle­
man ; but Pete felt that the other accom­
plishments of a cow-puncher were 
rather to be frowned upon in himself. 
He had! grown up in the last flush of 
the Loring prosperity, when they were 
still able to spend freely. He had as 
good an education as money was able 
to buy for him', and in a high-priced 
school he had picked up a taste for 
tailor-made cigarettes and wine. He 
had learned how to dress and how to 
talk as befitted a gentleman. His man­
ners were smooth, his address could be 
ingratiating when he chose to make it 
so.

But as a rule, he did not choose. For 
he felt that his neighbors about Twin 
Creeks were frankly beneath him. 
Moreover, he knew that the rough 
people in that vicinity were in the habit

of smiling at his pride .behind his back. 
They feared to affront him face to face 
because of his known flightiness of 
temper, and because of his dreadful cer­
tainty with a gun. But at the same time, 
among hard-working, careless-mannered 
cow-punchers and cowmen, he was con­
sidered in the light of a somber joke.

All of this, because he was a sensitive 
man, he realized perfectly. It deepened 
the hatred and the contempt with which 
he repaid their scorn. It gave a darker 
shadow to his character. And he still 
felt that all of those prosperous ranches 
which had been split off, morsel by mor­
sel, from the great mass of the one-time 
Loring estate, were owned by people 
who had pirated their wealth from his 
ancestors. He considered himself their 
victim. And when he saw their fine 
horses and watched their careless ex­
penditures, he begrudged them all of 
their dollars.

Strange fancies grow up in an idle 
brain, and in the mind of young Peter 
Loring there was born a belief that, 
sooner or later, he was certain to have 
redress in some manner. The land 
which had once belonged to his fore­
fathers he felt should still be in the 
family, and he had a sort of sacred and 
inalienable right upon it. That this 
viewpoint might have been considered 
rather amusing by the men of the law 
never once occurred to him. In fact, he 
saw nothing amusing in himself. When 
he thought of himself, it was of a tragic 
figure, far above the pity of the world, 
but well worthy of its awe.

These were -the things which Charles 
Mervin had learned soon after the first 
o f his long visits to Colonel Dinsmore. 
The only man in the neighborhood who 
was of breeding and refinement enough 
to be a companion to him, outside of the 
colonel himself, was young Loring. But 
these were the details which made a 
meeting with Loring impossible. He re­
membered1 all of this, while he surveyed 
the romantic, dark outlines of the big 
house which towered above him, and
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listened to the banging of a ruined 
shutter in the rising wind.

Then a horse neighed loudly from the 
tangle of corrals which lay in the near 
distance, and the heart of Mervin grew 
stronger in him, for he was recalled to 
an identity of interest which he had 
with Mr. Loring, and the talking point 
on which he could open his call.

CH APTER VII.
F A C I N G  P E T E  L O R I N G .

S JE  dismounted at the hitching rack, 
* tethered Flight, his mare, and ad­
vanced to the front door of the house, 
turning over in his mind the words with 
which he would introduce his subject. 
And he was somewhat in trouble as he 
contemplated this thought. From what 
he had heard of young Peter Loring, 
that worthy might take it in mind to 
butcher his guest for daring to make 
those suggestions which Mr. Mervin 
had intended. Or else, he might decide 
£o publish the proposals abroad and 
crush Mervin forever with the scorn of 
the world.

Mr. Mervin flushed hotly and then 
turned quite cold. He was still pale, 
but resolved, when he gave his sum­
mons at the front door, which was 
opened after a considerable time by an 
Old servant, his back bowed and his head 
thrust forth by the withering touch of 
time. His toothless mouth pursed to­
gether as he stared at the stranger, 
seemed struggling to' suppress a grin of 
malicious glee. But when he heard the 
name of the visitor, he nodded and asked 
Mervin in.

“ Mr. Loring,”  he said, “ is resting 
after his dinner, sir, but I will tell him 
you have come— if you will sit down.”

He hobbled away, and Mervin looked 
about him with a particular interest. 
Poverty was what he wanted to see. 
Poverty, that strong alembic in which 
the good of human nature is so often 
distilled away and only the dregs of evil 
remain behind. There was all that he

could have wished. The lofty hall, 
whose arched ceiling was vaulted over 
with shadows two stories above, con­
tained for furniture a lofty mirror with 
a wretched little table standing beside 
it, and a single tottering chair. Along 
the walls, the heavy woodwork had 
warped with the moisture of winters 
and the dSry heat of summers. It stood 
out in gaping seams, it waved along the 
wall. And along the unpainted floor a 
pale path was worn by the passage of 
many feet from the front door to the 
next room.

Mr. Mervin noted these things and 
felt at the same time a chill of dread 
and of relief. The dread was inspired 
by the feeling that this man had been 
wronged by the world— that he must in­
evitably have been so, or else his con­
dition could never have been like this. 
And those who have been wronged by 
society, repay society, in turn, with an' 
unfailing, deathless passion for destruc­
tion.

The older servant was gone for some 
time, and during his absence, Mr. Mer­
vin heard certain stealthy sounds in the 
distance, as of furniture being quietly 
moved. He smiled, and the traces of 
the smile had not yet left his eyes when 
the old man returned and ushered him 
into an adjoining room.

It was bare as a tomb. The curtain 
rods were still rusting in their brackets, 
but the curtains were long since gone. 
A  rag rug made a small patch on the 
wide, worn surface of the floor, and 
there were a few old chairs which had 
once been splendidly upholstered with 
leather. Rough usage had split away 
the leather here and there, and the con­
tents were oozing forth— rolls of stiff 
padding.

The central piece was a table over the 
top o f which, apparently, a cloth had 
been thrown— and thrown very recently 
and hastily, to judge by the wrinkles in 
it. An exposed corner of the surface 
of the table was notched with old 'brown 
and black marks where cigarette stubs
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had turned out, and in an easy chair 
beside the table sat Peter Loring him­
self, reading. The shaded oil lamp 
marked a path of light across his breast 
and over the slender, bony hands which 
supported the book. The rest of the 
man was in the dark. It was not until 
he had put aside the book and advanced 
to meet Mervin that the latter could 
make out his features. Then he recalled 
having seen the man before— riding a 
brown horse with two white legs— the 
same horse, in fact, whose description 
had in the first place inspired his visit 
this night.

Peter Loring was still known as 
“ Young Pete”  because in the background 
of the time behind him there loomed 
the grand form of “ Old Peter,”  gaunt, 
gray, taciturn, kindly. But he was well 
over thirty and looked even older. He 
was a yellow-skinned, unhealthy-looking 
fellow with sunken black eyes and re­
markably heavy black eyebrows which 
ran in a level, unbroken line across his 
forehead. On his coat were dim white 
spots— cigarette ashes which had re­
cently been hastily brushed away, and 
the whole room was thick and rank with 
the heavy sweetness of the Egyptian 
tobacco.

“ I am Charles Mervin,”  said the 
visitor.

“ Pm very glad to know you,”  said 
Loring. “ Will you take this chair?”

“ I won’t disturb you------ ”
“ If you please,”  said Loring, rather 

imperiously. “ Because, as a matter of 
fact, the others cannot be offered to a 
guest.”

He added this with a slight lifting of 
his chin and a flare of hostile light in 
his eyes, which Mervin avoided in­
stinctively. But he took the chair which 
was pointed out to him with no further 
argument.

“ You are staying with Colonel Dins- 
more?”  asked the other.

“The colonel has brought me out here 
a number of times. He knows that I 
love the open. And there’s no open
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country in the East, you know. All too 
intimate. Little rolling hills— towns 
everywhere— a handmade countryside. 
Very different from the West, you 
know.”

To the majority of this speech, Mr. 
Loring replied with a gloomy nod; and 
all that he cared to say in answer was: 
“ In the life of my father, sir, we saw a 
good deal o f Colonel Dinsmore. I might 
even say that he was a family friend. 
But our fortunes have changed. Lately 
the colonel, I may say, is a most in­
frequent visitor. A very rare pleasure 
to have a glimpse of him here!”

These last words came out in a 
drawling voice with a covered snarl of 
danger behind.

“ The colonel,”  said Mervin de­
fensively, “ is such a gay fellow, and has 
so many friends, that I suppose we all 
see not half as much of him as we’d like 
to.”

“ Perhaps— perhaps,”  muttered Lor­
ing, with his habitual frown. “ I haven’t 
offered you a cigarette?”

“ Thank you!”
He lighted the smoke ceremoniously 

for Mervin.
“ This is good stuff!” exclaimed the 

latter.
The dry tinder of Loring’s temper 

instantly caught fire. “We have fallen 
very low indeed,”  he said, “ but still 
we can afford a bit of the best tobacco, 
Mr. Mervin.”  And he drew himself 
into a frozen silence, guarded with a 
mirthless smile.

Mervin was appalled. He had been 
prepared for a difficult interview, but 
this man was impossible of handling, it 
seemed. And the high hopes which he 
had begun to build into the sky he felt 
crumbling beneath his touch. He saw 
that he must strike into the nature of 
his business if he wished to make any 
headway whatever.

“ You are riding a horse in the Jericho 
race?”  he suggested at last.

“ One must be amused,”  answered 
Loring. “ I was able to rake together
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enough cash for the entry fee. As well 
that as to pay grocery bills, eh?”

Once more his sour smile dared Mer- 
vin to show the slightest hint of surprise 
or even of amusement.

“ You are a lover of horses, I see,” 
said Mervin, trying another tack.”

"Not at all,”  replied Loring. "Not 
at all! In fact, I frankly confess that 
I despise the sentimental bosh \$hich 
a good many men of apparent sense talk 
about horseflesh. A  horse is a dumb 
boast. If it was designed by God for 
any useful purpose, it was designed to 
be a slave to men, and any thing that is a 
slave is worth nothing but contempt. I 
have a truer respect for a mule than for 
a horse, Mr. Mervin. I assure-you that 
I respect a mule more because though 
we may compel it to serve us, it serves 
us with frank hatred all the days of its 
life.”

This cool doctrine he enunciated 
slowly, and his deep black eyes searched 
the face of Mervin slowly, carefully, to 
the faintest trace of dissent. As for 
Mervin, he'was half inclined to think 
that the man was under the influence of 
liquor. He had never seen, before, so 
much wicked devil in any human. 
Perversity was the one controlling pas­
sion in the life of Mr. Loring, it seemed.

“ A very sensible way of looking at 
it,” said Mervin, determined to be 
pleased, in appearance. "As you say, 
there is a great deal of bosh talked at 
one time or another about horses. I 
understand, by the way, that the horse 
you ride greatly resembles mine.”

“ Perhaps,”  said Loring carelessly.
“ In fact,”  insisted Mervin, making 

his point with some solemnity, “ I under­
stand that the resemblance is very 
great 1”

At this, Loring raised his brows, 
frowned as though he were hunting to 
find something offensive in this remark, 
and then shrugged his shoulders.

“ I suppose------ ” he began, but ‘before
he had a chance to end the sentence, the 
door at the farther end of the room

opened suddenly, and Mervin had a 
glimpse of a short, wide-shouldered man 
standing in the opening, with a broad, 
blunt-featured* face. He had seen ugly 
men before, but never before one in 
whom the expression was so thoroughly 
evil as that of him who stood in the 
doorway, gave them a single glance, and 
then hastily and noiselessly closed the 
door again and was gone.

Into tne mind of Mervin ran certain 
odd talcs which circulated now and 
again through the countryside to the 
effect that Loring, unable to gain a rev­
enue in any other way, had confederated 
himself with a scattering of criminals 
and gave them refuge in times of stress 
in his big house.

“ I suppose,”  continued Loring stead­
ily, fixing those grim eyes of his upon 
Mervin, “ that there are vague resem­
blances between horses as there are be­
tween people, eh?”

Mervin endured that stare very well. 
The danger in this .man was stimulating 
as well as nerve straining.

“ I ’d like to have you look at my. 
horse. She’s at the rack in front of 
your house now.”

Loring hesitated for a long moment 
— long enough to allow Mervin to see 
that he had no desire to bestir himself. 
But at length he rose, for courtesy could 
not permit him to refuse the invitation, 
particularly because of the pointed man­
ner in which the other gave it. So they 
went out, carrying a lantern with them, 
and stood before the brown mare.

CH APTER VIII.
“ a n  e x c e l l e n t  a s s i s t a n t  m u r d e r e r . ”

TP HE first exclamation of Loring re­
lieved the mind of Mervin of one 

anxiety.
“ Why,” he cried. “ You have Sally 

Ann, here!”
So striking was the resemblance be­

tween the two!
But he added, raising the lantern and 

stepping closer to the head of the mare:
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“ No,- not Sally Ann, She’s a shade 
smaller, I think. And— no, there’s a 
barbed-wire nick in the left ear of Sally 
Ann------ ”

“ Hush!” whispered Mervin. “ Not so 
loud, if you please!”

Loring whirled on him with a scowl. 
“ I dQn’t understand you, sir,” he said 
stiffly.

“ You shall, presently,”  answered Mer­
vin. “ But what I want you first to look 
to are the points of similarity. Would 
any one other than yourself be able to 
tell the difference between the two? 
That is what I want to know.”

Loring favored him with another stare 
in which, however, there was as much 
sheer curiosity as there was disapproval. 
Then, without a word, he went over the 
horse from head to heel. He came back 
and made a terse report.

“ The stocking on the rear leg, there, 
is a bit longer than Sally Ann’s. Other­
wise—and I think I know the points of 
a horse fairly well— there’s hardly a 
hair’s difference between ’em. And now, 
Mr. Mervin?”

“ I think that we could talk a trifle 
better in the house, now,” said Mervin. 

“This begins to become a mystery.”
“ I hope it will be one to your liking,” 

said Mervin, more pointedly than be­
fore. At this, Loring paused abruptly 
on the way to the hovfse and turned the 
light of the lantern into the eyes of 
Mervin. What he saw there was doubt­
less firm resolution, and that shade of 
desperation which comes into the face 
of any man who has resolved beyond 
recall upon a dishonest action, or a crim­
inal one of any nature.

“ Well,”  said Loring, “ it may be------ ”
And he led on into the house and to the 
room which they had recently occupied. 
There he laid his hands upon .the table 
and looked across it at his guest. “ I 
like short talk,”  he said at last. “ Now, 
Meryin, what do you want from me?”  

“ To begin with, Pm in need of money, 
Mr. Loring,”  said Mervin, growing a 
trifle red in spite o f the long rehearsal

of this speech. “ I’m in need of 
money------ ”

“ And you presume, sir, that I am in 
need also?”

“ I presume nothing. I have come 
here to make a— business— proposal. 
No more!”

“ Very well. I ’ll hear you out.”
“ There are various ways of making 

money, and one of the quickest and 
easiest ways, I understand, is to bet a 
small sum on a horse race.”

Loring made a gesture. “ I have lost 
money,” he said, “ in a great variety of 
fashions. I have lost money investing 
it in real estate. I have lost in mines 
and in cattle. And all of these ways 
seem fairly expedite when one wishes 
to decrease a bank account. But I know 
of no way in which one can lose more 
money or lose it faster, than by betting 
on horses!”

“ Exactly,” said Mervin. “ But if one 
could be more than reasonably sure------ ”

“ You have a system, I see,”  broke in 
Loring with an uncontrolled sneer. “ A  
system ? One system cost me ten thou­
sand. I have never had any appetite 
to try out a second. Betting systems are 
short cuts to suicide, my friend.”

Still Mervin endured and persisted.
“ This system of mine,” he said, “ has 

never been tried before. I want to ask 
you in the first place if you think that 
your horse has a good chance of win­
ning the Jericho?”

“ I have paid the entry fee,” said Lor­
ing in his disagreeable way, “ and I ex­
pect to ride the race myself. I suppose 
that’s your answer. I would not make 
the effort if I did not think that I have 
a chance. Sally Ann is not the fastest 
thing on four feet, but she’s one of the 
toughest; she has to be,”  he added 
grimly, “ to suit my tastes— and I ’ve rid­
den her two years without breaking her 
heart!”

Mervin added slowly: “ Flight, the
mare you’ve just seen, was given to me 
by Colonel Dinsmore. He told me when 
he made the present that other horses
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might distance her at the beginning of 
a race, but that none would ever come 
in ahead of her in a long test. She’s 
as gentle as a lamb, and brave as a lion. 
She’ll run her heart out and ask no ques­
tions. She’ll go from morning to night, 
and at the end of the day, she’ll still 
have her ears pricking.

“ Enter her in the Jericho, then, by all 
means,”  said Loring. “ But may I in­
quire why you have come here— at night 
— to tell me the good points of your 
mare?”

Mervin gritted his teeth, but still his 
patience held. “ I ’ll tell you this, sir. 
If your horse is half as good as you 
say she is, and mine is half as good as I 
think her to be, it will take a good deal 
of beating to get ahead of the pair of 
them.”

“ There will be several dozen entries. 
The odds are big against us. Is that 
what you mean? To enter them as a 
stable?”

“ Not that. But suppose, Loring, that 
each horse ran half of the race.”

“ W hat!”
“ Loring, if you rode the first quarter 

of the race on Sally Ann, and then, in a 
secure meeting place, appointed before­
hand, met Flight and mounted her and 
rode the next half of the race, on your 
return trip you could be met by Sally 
Ann again, mount her, and so you would 
start and end the race on the same horse, 
but a good half of the work would be 
done by another which could never be 
told from your own mare!”

It was part of the pride of Loring 
never to be surprised, but he was 
plainly staggered now. And finally he 
burst out: “ By the heavens, Mervin,
what a handsome scoundred you are!”

Mr. Mervin was a fighter, and his 
nerve was of the best, but though he 
turned pale with fury, he held his 
temper. For, after all, he was more at 
home with his fists than with guns, when 
it came to fighting, and it would not be 
hard to guess how long it would take 
Loring to get a revolver in his fingers.

So he ran on smoothly, as though he 
had not heard the last remark: “ You
understand, of course, that this race will 
be worth the winning. The actual stake 
and the added money will come to 
around fifteen thousand dollars.” 

“ I.know that, of course.”
“ Half of fifteen thousand would make 

seventy-five hundred apiece.”
“ I,” said Loring coolly, “ ride the 

horses and take the risk of detection, 
and you get half of the money?”

“ Two parts to you, then, and one to 
me. Ten thousand to you and five thou­
sand to me.”

“ Well?”
“ There’s more than the stake, how~; 

ever. Consider that before the time of 
the race, the crowd will have picked out 
its favorites, and among those favorites, 
Sally Ann is not apt to be one.”

“ Not when they know that I am to 
ride. They would bet against me, for 
the exquisite pleasure of seeing me lose, 
if for no other reason.”

“ Exactly! Very well, then: The
odds against Sally Ann should go up 
to thirty to one. And there will be 
people on hand at Jericho who will be 
ready to back their opinions with hard 
cash. There are plenty of millions in 
this part of the country!”

“ Stolen, and otherwise,”  said Loring, 
sneering. “ But stolen money will burn
its way------ ” He checked himself
short; after all, the scheme they were 
even then contemplating would not 
brook too much moral contemplation.

“ Twenty or thirty to one,”  he 
granted. “ Well? What good would it 
do me ? I have no money to bet!”

“ But I have, Loring. I have five thou­
sand that I can get together. Five thou­
sand at thirty to one would be a hun­
dred and fifty thousand dollars. At 
twenty to one, it’s forty thousand to me 
and sixty thousand to you. Am I 
wrong ?”

The eyes o f young Loring turned up 
to the high ceiling above him, as though 
to note the cracks in the plaster and
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study the places where the laths were 
bared.

“ Sixty thousand dollars V9 he mur­
mured at last. Then: “ Well, Mr.
Mervin, that would be worth some ef­
fort. They owe it to me, heaven knows. 
If I had what is my right, sixty thou­
sand dollars would be a mere nothing. 
The very ground that Twin Creeks is 
built upon—however, let that go. The 
dogs owe me money. What difference 
how they pay it to me?”

“ Very clear reasoning,”  agreed Mer­
vin, grinning. “ And certainly, Loring, 
it would be very strange if any horse 
should beat our pair?”

“ Run such a distance and beat two 
such horses as ours? No animal in the 
world could manage that!”

“ Certainly not. Flight will at least 
keep you up close to the leaders. And 
for the last quarter of the race, when 
all the men will be working hard on 
their ponies, you will have Sally Ann as 
fresh as a daisy under you. Certainly 
nothing could possibly beat you, Mr. 
Loring. Nothing, I am sure.”

“A  thousand thanks. I am not a 
heavyweight, at least, and I shall fear 
nothing.”

“ Nothing,”  said Mervin, “ except one 
man and one horse!”

“ And that?”
“ The one which is sure to be the 

favorite.”
“ That will be one of the Arabs, I sup­

pose.”
“ No, no! It can’t be other than one 

horse— Crusader with Harry Camden 
riding him !”

“ Camden? Crusader?”  cried Loring. 
“ Why, man, no one but a fool would 
bet on a pair of heavyweights like them 
to win any distance race of more than a 
mile or tw o!”

But Mervin shook his head. And 
there was a shade of thought in his eyes. 
“ I ’ve seen him,” he said.

“With his ribs standing out?”
“ As sleek as Flight, I give'you 'my 

word. What Camden has don^ ~^th the
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big horse is a miracle. If he can train 
Crusader in that fashion, why may he 
not work another miracle in the riding 
of the race? As for his weight, you 
have to remember that he does not ride 
in a heavy range saddle. He rides only 
on a light blanket and he seems to know 
how to make himself a part of the 
horse.”

“ Perhaps he rides well. However, 
there is nothing that could beat the two 
mares, 4f your Flight is a tithe the 
animal th^t Sally Ann is !”

“ You’ll find her as good, or nearly so. 
But this Camden understands how to 
wring everything out of a horse. He is 
a part of Crusader, I tell you!”

“ Bah!”  exclaimed Loring. “ You will 
have to persuade me that a madman 
from the mountains can outride a gentle­
man. I only hope to heaven that you 
may be wrong!”

“ Not horsemanship— magic, Loring ! 
That’s what you’ll have to contend with 
when you ride against Camden. I ’ve 
seen him riding Crusader. He goes like 
the wind, and he manages the animal 
with his thinking, not with reins. They 
know one another better than two men.” 

Loring merely smiled.
“ I tell you,”  said Mervin seriously, 

“ that though I would bet freely against 
any other man riding in the race and 
any other horse than Crusader— I feel 
that even with our two horses against 
him we have no better than an even 
chance. And that chance must be im­
proved, man, before I invest five thou­
sand dollars.”

“ Improved?”
“ Exactly that. I must have a better 

surety.”
“ Tell me how that can be managed?”  
“ Suppose, for instance, that Crusader 

never starts in that race?”
“ Eh?”
“ It could be managed.”
“ In what way?”
“ Isn’t it possible, say, that Camden 

should be incapacited for riding—*— ” 
There was a gleam in the eyes of
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Loring, now. He began to nod and 
smile in a wickedly gratified way at 
Mervin.

“ That’s the way with the devil/’ he 
said. “ He takes left-handed ways of 
getting at us. You start with a little 
crooked work in a horse race, which 
involves the loss of nothing saving 
honor”— and here he laughed short and 
sharp—*“but now you are coming on 
finely. You want a murder done, Mer- 
vinP

“ Murder?” gasped out the other. 
“ Certainly not! It was never in my 
mind. Never!”

But, even as he spoke, the glitter was 
in his eye, and flare was in his nostrils.

“ You only mean that Camden should 
be incapacitated?”

“ Only, that, Loring. On my honor, 
only that. And the man’s a mere brute. 
He doesn’t deserve consideration as any­
thing else. An animal, Loring, but no 
decency, no refinement, no-------”

“ Honesty?”  cut in Loring.
Mervin was silent, and his host went 

on slowly and dryly: “ Be anything,
Mervin. Be aHiar, be a villain, be a 
murderer, even, but don’t be a hypocrite. 
Put your cards on the table. Face up! 
Let me see what’s in your mind. Bah, 
man, you don’t have to tell me, for I 
can see it too clearly in your eyes. You 
want him killed. You want it with your 
whole heart and your whole soul. You 
want the death of this Camden. Is not 
that so?”

Mervin blinked. Then, unable to 
speak aloud, he whispered: “ I want him 
dead, Loring! I admit it. God knows 
.it may be a guilty wish, but there’s no 
need for such a man on the face of the 
world, and—1— ”

“ You’ve said it, now. And now that 
I have your mind, I ’m satisfied. Only, 
Mervin, I tell you frankly that I  like 
my part of this deal better than you can 
possibly like yours. All that I have to 
do is to fight a man and a strong one, and 
kill him. And that can be managed— oh, 
yes, that can be managed! But you,

Mervin, have to sit in the background 
and pull the strings. You think you 
are master of the puppet show, but I 
tell you, my friend, that when I am in 
purgatory for this, you will be in hell 
for the mere thinking of the thing! 
However,”  he added, “ that’s apart from 
the point, which is: Where am I to
get at Camden, and how?”

“ When he brings down Crusader to 
Jericho.”

“ I must do it in the crowd?”
“ Do you wish to do it alone, where 

there’ll be no witnesses, and where 
they’d hang you for it? No, Loring. 
Do it in the open. They know that he’s 
a killer. They don’t know, a good many 
of them, that you could beat him with 
a gun. Because he’s strong in his 
hands, they think that nothing can ever 
beat him in any sort Gf a fightt?>

Loring smiled. “ You make,”  said he, 
“ an excellent assistant murderer! My 
share is two-thirds, throughout all the 
profits ?”

“ Two thirds, man. You stand to 
make a comfortable fortune.”

“ From this moment,”  said Loring, 
“ never mention the money to me again!”

CH APTER IX.
T A K I N G  W A T E R .

YJT/HEN Camden was just two miles 
vv from Jericho, the sheriff met him, 

Tom Younger himself, riding on a 
strong gray gelding. He turned in at 
the side of the dancing black giant, and 
for a moment he watched the magnifi­
cent play of muscles over the satiny 
body of the stallion.

“You’ve trained him down fine, Cam­
den,”  he said. “ Not too fine, I guess?”

Camden smiled.
“ You’ve never raced him before, you 

know,”  said the sheriff, “ except when 
you were running for your life— with 
me behind you !”

He grinned at Camden, but there was 
no great store of friendliness in the 
smile.
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“ I was amin’ to free Manners,” he 
said quietly. “ I guess you ain’t holdin’ 
agin’ me what I did to you, sheriff?”

The sheriff twisted up his face into 
a sour grin. ‘T il tell you this, Harry,” 
he managed to say at last. “ No matter 
what happens, I ’ll play with you fair and 
square. I won’t make no trouble for 
you, and I won’t hunt up no quarrels 
agin’ you that the law might find. And 
I don’t mind tellin’ you, Camden, that 
they’s some that would be pretty glad 
to see you jailed and kept there till the 
runnin’ of the race is over. But all 
you’ll get from me will be fair and 
square. Will you believe that?”

“ I ’ll believe that, sheriff,”  said the 
wild man. “ No gent that is a fair 
fightin’ man could ever want to step on 
a gent that was down.”

“ Down, Harry ?”
“ I ’m down when I get inside of that 

there town. I hate towns. They ain’t 
meant for me, I tell you. I hate ’em 
mighty bad. They crowd me. They 
don’t give me no chance to get by my­
self or to think my own kind of 
thoughts, I tell you! No, sir, I ’ll be 
down so long as I ’m in that there town 
of Jericho!”

It amazed the sheriff to see the for­
lorn expression on his face, most like a 
child confronted by a great and baffling 
sorrow— a first day at school! He could 
not help smiling, but presently his smile 
darkened again.

“ I don’t mind tellin’ you, Harry,” he 
said, “ that the law has been stretched 
till it’s all plumb out of shape for the 
sake o f what we’ve had to do for you. 
It was Colonel Dinsmore that saved 
your hash, young man. He come to me 
and he talked pretty strong. And then 
he -went along to the judge and he talked 
pretty strong to the judge, and finally, 
we decided that we’d give you one more 
chance. But understand, Camden, that 
you don’t have to do no more’n lift a 
hand while you’re in this here town, be­
fore I'll have you arrested if I got to 
call out every armed man in the town,

which they’s some considerable heap of 
men and guns in that town right now, 
young man!”

“ Maybe there is,”  sighed The Brute. 
“ But I ain’t gunna bother them none!” 

“ You’ll watch yoqrself, Camden?” 
“ Every minute.”
“ Then, we’ll all be happy in Jericho, 

Harry. I ’ve been lookin’ for hard times 
beginnin’ when you come to town! But 
maybe I ’m all wrong!”

He turned off on a byroad. Camden 
went on into Jericho by himself, and for 
the first time saw that queer little town,* 
which lies curled around the foot of 
Jericho Mountain, as though clinging to 
the great slope for protection. Every­
where he found that the streets were 
crowded, for the race had brought 
throngs. Every cow-puncher who could 
afford to waste a week had left his job 
and ridden in scores, perhaps hundreds 
of miles to see the race and enjoy the 
excitement, and place his bets before the 
contest ̂  took place. Every rancher 
within a wide radius, every miner, every 
lumberman was there. Reporters and 
sportsmen had come from distant cities; 
and the tourists, wide-eyed, smiling, a 
little weary, were everywhere.

Through this crowd went Camden 
down the long, twisting street of the 
town. Beyond the double row of 
houses, and filling up the interstices be­
tween them, was every form of shack 
and lean-to and tent which could be 
imagined built or pitched for the con­
venience of the throng of visitors which, 
had Jericho been thrice its normal size, 
could never have been accommodated. 
He had not gone a block before he was 
recognized. And in two blocks more 
the reporters wg*e at him. They walked 
on either side of him, writing pads or 
cameras in hand. They shouted to him 
for statements.

“ Do you expect to win?”
“ Is Crusader in shape, do you think ?” 
“ Got a picture of yourself?”
“ What will Dinsmore pay you if you 

win ?”
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“ Have you ridden over the course be­
fore?”

“ Is Crusader too big for mountain 
work?”

Thus came the first of a rattling volley 
of questions which went on and on in 
gathering importance and gathering 
loudness until he said, at the last: 
“ Lemme alone, gents. Fm not here to 
talk. Fm here to ride Crusader.”

Even so they would not desist, and he 
paused in front of the hotel to the tune 
of clicking cameras on every side. 
People already had heard the rumor of 
his arrival. They were pouring out of 
the houses behind him. They were 
swarming up around the big horse. 
And Crusader, standing like an ebony 
statue, merely flattened his ears against 
his neck, but otherwise paid not the 
slightest attention to them all. Camden 
tethered him and went inside. He 
found that his friend, Ned Manners, 
had succeeded in locating the room 
which had been reserved long in advance 
by Colonel Dinsmore. To it he con­
ducted Harry Camden. They sat on 
the edge of the bed and ate a hurried 
lunch.

“ The colonel doesn't expect you until 
to-night, at the quickest,” Manners in­
formed him, “ and when------ ”

Here there was a tap at the door, 
which opened before an invitation had 
been given. A  short, thick-set man, 
with a wide, ugly face stood in the 
doorway.

“ Mr. Peter Loring is downstairs ask­
in' for you, bo,”  said this ill-omened 
visitor. “ I mean you, big boy!” He 
pointed to Camden.

Then, as he disappeared, Manners 
said: “ D ’you know Loring, Harry?”

“ Never heard tell of him before. 
Who is he? One of these reporters?”

Manners grinned. “ The most part 
of his talkin' he does with his guns. 
He's one of them busted-down gentle­
men that ain’t forgot what their grand­
fathers done. The only thing that he 
warms up about, they say, is how great

all the Lorings have always been. What 
in the devil can he want with you ? You 
ai#’t had no trouble with him, Harry?” 

“ I never heard his name before.”
“ He wants to get down a bet with you, 

maybe. But if he does, don’t let him 
put up nothin’ but cash. His word and 
his note ain’t worth the time it takes to 
listen to 'em or to read ’em. He’s a dead 
beat, Harry!”

This warning reached Camden as he 
strode for the door and so down the 
creaking stairs to the veranda of the 
hotel, and there, leaning against one of 
the fluted wooden pillars which sup­
ported the roof that extended past the 
veranda, and far over the watering 
troughs where fifty horses could drink 
comfortably at the same time, stood a 
slender man with a yellow skin, and eyes 
lost in the deep shadow of his brows.

Camden, half a stride through the 
doorway, felt the stare of the other and 
knew that this was he who had sent 
for him, and that that errand was one 
of mischief. For there were instincts 
in Camden as keen as the scent is sharp 
in a lofer wolf. And all of those in­
stincts rose up in him to tell him that 
here was something foreign to his 
nature, something deadly dangerous. 
The stranger stood away from the pillar 
a little, thoughtfully smoking his ciga­
rette and watching the big man.

But when he spoke, his remark was 
addressed to the nearest cow-puncher. 
“ My friend,” said he, in his patronizing 
way which had earned him the hearty 
dislike of the entire countryside, “ is that 
fellow Harry Camden?”

It was very much like askihg.if a 
roaring fire were warm, for Harry 
Camden was known, and known with 
fear. It is not for nothing that a man 
“ sticks up” such a sheriff as Tom 
Younger and breaks open such a jail 
as that of Twin Creeks. Harry Cam­
den was known and dreaded. And the 
cow-puncher gaped at the audacious 
questioner.

“ That’s Camden,” he muttered.

39
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Loring turned still more toward the 
cow waddie and still more away from 
Camden, but the latter could see that 
from the corner of his eye Loring was 
still watching him closely. And that 
Sight hand of Loring, carelessly resting 
on his right hip above the holster, surely - 
had a meaning! Here was the very 
trouble which he had vowed he would 
avoid. Here was the very thing against 
which the honest sheriff had warned 
him.

But what could he do? Could he 
advance? Could he retreat? He could 
only wait for the catastrophe to develop.

“ He’s Camden, is he?”  said Loring. 
“ Well, then, he’s the man I want to see. 
Because I understand that he has been 
circulating remarks about me. Very 
ugly remarks, my friend. Perhaps you 
have heard them,”

“ No,”  gasped out the cow-puncher.
“ You are too polite,”  said Loring. 

“ Entirely too polite.”  He whirled sud­
denly back on Camden. “ You know 
why I called you down here ?”  he asked.

“ I dunno that I got any idea,”  mut­
tered Camden.

“ You havent? Think it over, Cam­
den. I tell you everything you have 
said has been reported to me. Every­
thing! And what I require, Mr. Cam­
den, is a public apology, spoken so that 
all of these gentlemen will be able to 
hear you when you talk!”

He smiled as he said it, and flicked 
the ashes from the end of his cigarette, 
which was, fuming busily in his left 
hand. But the right was still poised at 
the hip, the fingers working a little, 
fiercely, greedy to be at the butt of the 
heavy Colt which hung in the black- 
leather holster just below their tips.

A  silence had followed the first 
speech of Loring. Now, hastily, softly, 
the spectators drew away from the line 
which ran from Loring to Camden, and 
packed in more closely on either side, 
making a human channel between the 
two men. To Harry^Camden there came 
a passionate desire to take that slender

form and break it in two. And there 
was a still greater desire to whip out 
his own revolver.

It might mean his own death, for he 
knew that in this quiet, composed man, 
with the cold devil in his eyes, there 
was more danger than in all that he had 
ever encountered before. But there was 
his strong resolve, there was the recent 
warning of the sheriff. He drew a 
breath and then answered:

“ Stranger, I never seen you before. 
I got nothin’ agin’ you. What could 
make me want to spread any sort of lies 
about you?”

The breath which he had drawn was 
suddenly echoed on every side, arid then 
a sort o f groan from the doorway be­
hind him, and the voice of his friend, 
Manners,. saying hastily: “ Harry, what 
in the name of heaven are you sayin’ ? 
He wants a fight, that’s all he’s askin’ 
fo r !”

“ Yellow, I see,”  said Loring calmly, 
as before. “ A  very yellow dog, it seems. 
What I wonder at, Camden,”  he went 
on, sauntering toward the big man, “ is 
that you have been able to impose upon 
all of these people during such a stretch 
of time. There are men all around us 
who wear guns. How have you been 
able to pull the wool over their eyes? 
Will you answer me that, my friend? 
What tricks have you used? And what 
lies?”

He came squarely, before Camden. 
The difference in their sizes was more 
shockingly apparent. And now that he 
was close, Camden could see the wasp­
ish malignancy o f the smaller man. He 
was fairly trembling with it.

“ Stranger,”  said Harry Camden bit­
terly, “ I dunno what I ’d ought to say. 
It looks to me like you was hankerin' 
for a fight. But fightin’ ain’t in my line 
till after the Jericho race is over and 
done with. After that, gimme half .a 
chance to find you and I ’ll talk this here 
thing out with you! But to-day is no 
time.”

“ No time for you,”  said Loring with
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a snarl. ‘ ‘No time for an underbred, 
overfed puppy to concern himself with 
such a trifle, but where the honor of a 
Loring is concerned, it is a very vital 
matter, I assure you. I ask you for the 
last time, Camden, if I am to have that 
apology?”

Harry Camden was silent. His face 
burned, and then grew white, for he 
heard a whisper on either side: “ He’s
quittinh He’s bluffed down. He’s talc­
in' water!”

He, of all men! He who had been 
raised on battle, like any wolf!

“ Very well,”  said Loring as cool as 
ever, “ perhaps this will spur you on a 
bit and loosen your tongue!”

As he spoke, he raised his left hand 
and with the flat of it struck Camden 
across the face so heavily that the sound 
was like the clapping of hands together. 
And a white impress of the fingers stood 
out on Camden’s cheek.

He hesitated for one instant, survey­
ing the tensed, ready figure of Loring, 
whose hand was on the very butt of 
his revolver, now. Then Camden turned 
on his heel and walked past the face of 
Manners, who stood at the door, in an 
agony of shame for his big friend. But 
Camden paid him no heed. He strode 
up the stairs and disappeared from 
view.

CH APTER X.
G R I M  R E S O L U T I O N .

the whole,”  philosophized Mr.
Loring, “ one may divide people of 

this class into two categories: those who 
are bullies and will fight when they have 
to, and those who are bullies without 
having the courage to strike a blow when 
they are up against some one of their 
own strength. To the last category be­
longs this Camden. I suppose that you 
gentlemen will agree with me on that 
point ?”

There was no answer, only a sick look 
of disgust and of horror on the face of 
every man, for in all the world the most 
fearful spectacle is that of a coward,

and most cowardly, according to all their 
standards, had been the actions of Harry 
Camden upon this occasion.

Then a door slammed heavily in the 
upper part of the hotel and that sound 
served to waken one man into action. 
It was Manners, who started suddenly 
forward from the doorway toward Peter 
Loring. He came directly up to that 
destroyer of men.

“ Loring,”  he said, when he came 
close to the other, “ I dunno what it was 
that kept my partner, Camden, from 
breakin’ you in two, which it looks to 
me like he could o f done it dead easy. 
But he had something else in his mind. 
And the way that I look at it, partner, 
yoft and I are all fixed for an under- 
standin’ of just what it was that you 
claim that he said about you !”

Mr. Loring, as lie looked at the other, * 
surveyed him from head to heel with his 
usual consummate impudence. “ Some 
one,” said he, “ has mixed trouble with 
this young man’s gun powder. Will 
some friend of his come and take him 
away?”

“ All right,”  cried Manners in a frenzy 
of shame and of rage at the other dis­
grace which he had just witnessed. 
“ Maybe this here will waken you up!”

He flashed his open hand into the 
face of Loring. Then he reached for 
his gun.

So vast was the difference between 
their speed that he had barely gripped 
the butt of his weapon when the other’s 
Colt was exposed. His own gun was 
never drawn; for the bullet of Loring 
ripped its way down the thigh of the 
younger man.

Manners, with an oath of rage rather 
than mere pain or fear, toppled forward 
on his face, struck his forehead heavily 
against the boards of the veranda, and 
lay still.

There was a rush for him, in which 
half a dozen men even made so free as 
to elbow Mr. Loring in passing. For 
his part, he paid no heed to the fallen, 
but straightway approached one of those
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who had not been able to get in to Man­
ners. He tapped him whom he had 
selected—a substantial-looking rancher 
of middle age— upon the shoulder and 
immediately copied down the name and 
the address of the other.

“Because,”  said Loring, “ one never 
can tell. There may be some legal ac­
tion following even an affair like this, 
although you yourself will be able to 
testify for me, I presume, that I did not 
make a motion toward my guns except 
after I had been struck. I fired only in 
self-defense, to avoid a cruel beating 
at the hands of a man much larger and 
stronger than I— a fellow like a mad­
man, who had rushed in upon me!”

It happened that he had cornered the 
worst selection that he could have made. 
Now the man stared back at him gloom- 

. ily and was brave enough to say: “ Lor­
ing, I know you 'better’n you know me. 
Don’t call me up on no witness stand, 
or else I ’ll tell how you tried to pick a 
fight with one gent and used him so 
dog-gone bad that his partner had to 
step in between you,”

“ You, too,” said Loring, sneeringly, 
“ seem remarkably interested in the af­
fairs of 'Mr. Harry Camden. Who is 
this other young idiot?”

“ His name is Manners. He’s a gent 
that Camden stood by. That’s why her’d 
stand by Camden.”

“ And Camden, I* suppose, is.a friend 
of yours?”

“ I ain’t sayin’ nothin’ about Camden,” 
said the cowman, “ Maybe he’s a yaller 
skunk. Maybe he ain’t. He ain’t like 
the rest of us. Maybe he’s got special 
reasons for actin’ the way he did. But 
the way I feel about it, I ’d rather be a 
dead man first— I’d rather be a dog-gone 
ghost!”  With which, he stalked .away.

No doubt all who were in the town of 
Jericho felt the same way about it. 
There was universal paty for young 
Manners, stricken in the midst of an 
attempt to revenge the lost honor of a 
friend; there was universal detestation 
for the coward, Harryv Camden; there-

was universal hatred for Loring, by 
whom the tragedy had been brought 
about.

Not that the tragedy was brought to 
its ultimate end. Mr. Loring had fired 
with a good deal too much precipitation 
to bring about any such happy end. 
His very spitefulness, his very surety 
that he had the younger man at his 
mercy, had made him strive with a 
double effort to murder the youth on 
the spot; and that venomous passion, 
perhaps, was the reason that his aim 
was bad and that the bullet went astray. 
As it was, the wound was terribly pain­
ful and accompanied by a great loss of 
blood, so 4hat young Manners presently 
lay in one of the lower rooms of the 
hotel, very white of face, very set of 
jaw, while a surgeon probed and exam­
ined the wound, and told him that no 
bone had been broken. He would re­
cover as fast as his strong young con­
stitution permitted.

'When the doctor spoke, there was 
kneeling by the bed of her brother none 
other than Ruth Manners herself. For 
she had come up with her father for 
the sake of the week before the race. 
People usually tried to manage the affair 
in this fashion. Time was dated ac­
cording to the race of such and such a 
year. In the single week at Jericho, 
there were more engagements an­
nounced than in a twelve month on 
either side of that period. For it was 
a time of excitement, of gambling, of 
the taking of chances.

To the great social event, therefore, 
Ruth Manners had come up with both 
her father and her brother, and now, as 
she kneeled by his bed, almost as white 
of face as was he, she heard him pro­
nounced in no danger and the first effect 
was a faint moan of joy.

Afterward she thought of another 
thing, and, starting up with word that 
she would instantly be back again,4 she 
hurried through the thinning group of 
strangers in the room and went straight 
into the upper part of the hotel to find
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the room of Harry Camden. It was 
pointed out to her at once, and her 
knock brought big Camden himself to 
the door. He regarded her with such a 
start and with such a smile of joy that 
even Ruth Manners half forgot the pur­
pose for which she had come there, to 
wonder over him. Then she remem­
bered what she had just seen, and the 
settled agony in the eyes of her brother 
as he haid lain enduring the pain of his 
wound.

‘ 'Mr. Camden,”  she said, “ isn’t this 
the proudest day of your life?”

He seemed so unused to the sound of 
her voice, and so delighted with that, 
and her nearness, that he hung over her 
for a time, still, before the smile faded 
from his face. He looked down at her 
with a bewildered face of sorrow.

“ Something has gone wrong, I 
guess,”  he said in his mild, deep voice.

There was a swift relenting in her 
, heart of hearts, so swift that she 

hardened herself and became more cruel 
than she would have been otherwise. 
And the storm of her anger broke out 
at him.

“ Something has gone wrong? Not as 
far wrong as you’d like, I guess. You’d 
rather that poor dear Ned had been 
killed, for you. For you! Oh, you 
great coward! They’ll never let you 
rest after this. They’ll hound you and 
work on you until they drive you to 
another name and another country. 
But oh, you coward, you coward, to let 
him face that murderer— that Loring—* 
that devil!”

Having flung out at him in this 
fashion, she relented with a quick fall­
ing of the heart, and because she feared 
what she had done and wished to escape 
from looking it in the face, she turned 
and fled down the hall as fast as she 
could go.

Camden went slowly and heavily back 
into the room. He began to wander 
back and forth in the little chamber, 
touching the furniture with his hands* 
or standing at the window and staring

across to Jericho Mountain with unsee­
ing eyes of pain and of sorrow.

He was there for a long time until 
there came at his door a firm-handed 
rap. He looked up and found the 
sheriff and Colonel Dinsmore both be­
fore him. And on their faces was tho 
very thing from which he had fled. 
Surely these men should have under­
stood that there was something remark­
able. The sheriff at least, having al­
ready threatened him with what would 
happen if he so much as raised a hand, 
must now have known that his threat 
had taken effect. No, there was no 
understanding. There was only blank 
confusion and distress in both of their 
faces. And there was shame— shame 
that another man should have exhibited 
such cowardice as had been seen in 
Harry Camden on that day.

Still, he endured. A  big black vein 
swelled in either forehead. His heart 
thundered with a slow, tremendous pulse 
like a sea washed with a monstrous 
ground swell. But he said not a 
word.

“ Camden,”  said the colonel, “what on 
earth has happened my young friend? 
What has gone wrong ?’ Then he added, 
with an attempt at light-heartedness 
yvhich only made the agony of the ^oung 
man the more acute: “ Cheer up, Cam­
den. W e all have our blue days and 
our hard knocks!”

Camden swallowed hard. It was diffi­
cult; it was very difficult. His whole 
nature cried out with a single voice and 
bade him destroy that detestable enemy, 
Peter Loring. But he kept himself 
firmly back.

After the race, that would all be very 
well. But even to repay brave and gen­
erous young Manners for the foolish 
and kind thing which he had done, he 
must make Crusader win and pay back 
to Ned a great sum of money for that 
small amount which he had invested in 
it, all in the blind confidence that the 
man whom he considered so great could 
not fail to win.
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CH APTER XI.
RUTH ENCOURAGES CAMDEN.

L IE  went downstairs again, at the last, 
wondering how he could face the 

townsfolk, even the children. Yes, the 
boys and the little girls worst of all, for 
they would not scruple to scream after 
him the ugly things which had been sug-» 
gested by his conduct of that day.

He found where Manners was lying 
and tapped at the door, which was pres­
ently opened by the girl herself.

“ I thought,”  said he, "that I ’d like 
to see Ned and have a word with him.”  
He added: " I f  you think it wouldn’t 
do no harm------ ”

"He don’t want—*— ” began the girl 
impulsively. Then, as she saw a look 
of horror flash into his brown eyes— 
the steady, amber eyes of a brute— she 
flushed in sympathy. "What I mean to 
say is that the doctor has given orders. 
Very few are to see him until he gets a 
little better.”

He shrank back from her. And again 
she was amazed. It had not seemed 
possible that so burly and huge a man 
should have-"such tender sensibilities, 
but he had perceived the very first hint 
of her meaning, and now he was crushed 
by i f  All at once, as he skulked down 
the hall, she was overwhelmed by im­
pulse and ran suddenly after him and 
caught at his hand.

He paused and turned his white, 
strained face back to her.

" I ’m sorry,”  whispered she, "for 
everything that Pve said. I know that 
there’s got to be some explanation. I 
know that you aren’t a coward, Harry 
Camden.”

Then she fled back to the room. As 
she flashed through the door she had an 
impression of Camden standing exactly 
as she had left him, in mid-stride, ar­
rested like a statue. She whipped the 
door shut behind her and leaned against 
it smiling, breathless, her heart racing 
she knew hot why. Then she heard a 
very slow, immensely ponderous stride

come back up the hall. She could trace 
its slow progress by the creaking of the 
flooring beneath it. It paused outside 
the door against which she leaned. 
There was then audible to the straining 
ears of the girl a long, heavy sigh. 
Then the creaking of the floor began 
again and diminished into the distance. 
But after that she knew, as plainly as if 
he had told her, that Harry Camden 
loved her.

But Harry Camden, poor devil, was 
beginning a week of the crudest torment 
that any man on earth ever endured. 
It was not Loring, it seemed. He did 
not appear in the matter at all. But, 
having started the ball- rolling by his 
expose of the giant, the entire town, or 
rather, all the young hot-heads and bul­
lies in it, set upon Camden and began 
baiting him. He could not appear with­
out receiving a volley of abuse. And 
they thought of clever insults and then 
cast themselves in his way in a public 
place in order to speak them. But to 
it all he returned not a word. He went 
every day as early as possible to the stal­
lion and stayed with him, exercising him 
through the meadows at the foot of 
Mount Jericho, according to the rules of 
the race, which required that the horses 
should be conditioned in that fashion, 
under the eyes of competent judges. 
This was a povision wisely inserted, in 
order that no horse which was out of 
condition might be allowed to compete 
in the struggle, which had cost the life 
of more than one fine animal before 
this.

It was Crusader who pulled Camden 
through. Otherwise he could never 
have endured a tithe of what he had to 
suffer, but the great horse was a com­
rade to him. There could be no insults 
from the stallion. There was always 
sure to be only the lifted head and the 
shining eye to greet the coming of the 
real master of Crusader’s soul. That 
companionship kept the very heart of 
the man from going sour with grief and 
with weakness and with shame.
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And if he lay awake at nights conjur­
ing up again the vision of the archdevil, 
Loring, then the thought of Crusader 
brought him sleep again.

Yet it was a changed Camden who 
sat on the back of Crusader on the day 
when the five-hundred mile race began. 
His face was hollowed and seamed, and 
his eyes were sunken. However, the 
crowd saw nothing. Crowds never do, 
and of all the sixty-five horses which 
danced and pranced at the post upon 
that day, there was a shout of applause 
for every single horse, and there was a 
small cheer for every rider with the 
exception, sole and single, of Harry 
Camden. And he felt it bitterly.

There he sat on the back of mighty 
Crusader and felt the greatness of his 
horse beneath him, and the warm of the 
sun was welcome upon his shoulders. 
The clear air allowed his eye to pass up 
the great slope of Mount Jericho and 
detect every shrub to the very top. 
Here was a day indeed, for the race.

There were literally thousands gath­
ered at the start around the long, long 
line of the horses, and to each jider 
came separate friends, and eager ad­
mirers in groups. Perhaps the largest 
number were gathered about the Arabs, 
and especially the chestnut, Ali. But 
there was a crowd, also, around Jack 
Murran’s bay stallion, Fury. And even 
around Crusader, in spite of what they 
might think of the horse's rider, there 
was a continual group.

“ If he only had another man up in 
his saddle, I ’d double the bet that I put 
on him; but since Camden showed 
yaller, I wish that I hadn’t put up a 
cent!”

That was one of a hundred speeches 
which Camden heard and took care not 
to show upon his impassive face. For 
this must be endured as all else had 
been endured. The race was still to be 
run. But afterward? When he thought 
of what might come afterward, his heart 
swelled, and a sort of sweet pain came 
into his throat.

But here came some one to him at 
dast. It was Colonel Dinsmore himself. 
He did not come near. He stood at a 
little distance. And his face was as 
expressionless as stone as he bade Cam­
den have good luck and take care of the 
stallion. But never since the day of the 
shaming of Camden had the colonel once 
looked fairly into his eyes, as though 
he feared lest such a glance would 
waken all that was savage in his nature 
and make him tell the giant all that was 
in his mind about him.

The colonel was gone, and now, pick-* 
ing her way quickly, into the very circle 
where the big black stallion stood, came 
a girl in white, very pretty, very trim, 
though the blurring eyes of Harry Cam-» 
den refused to allow him to distinguish 
her features. . She^came straight on to 
him. He felt his hand taken by slim  ̂
cool fingers. He heard the voice of 
Ruth Manners come clear and strong.

“ Good luck, Harry Camden,”  And 
then, more softly: “ I ’m mighty sorry. 
I know everything will be set right. I 
know it!”

CH APTER XII.
T H E  RACE IS  O N .

'T 'H E  crack of the starter’s gun left 
1 Harry Camden sitting stupidly in 

the saddle, staring at the place where 
the girl had stood. Then he was roused 
by a loud laughter.

“ Darned if he ain’t gone to sleep!” 
“ Nope; he’s only cryin’ !”
For the tears, in fact, had rolled into 

the eyes of Harry Camden, and the sun 
glittered on them. Then he loosed the 
reins/ and Crusader was away. The 
first mile was brisk running. It was 
always fast work. The tradition of the 
race was that the first mile should be 
well run out so that the spectators could 
see the lot off to a spectacular start. 
After that, they could pick their own 
pace, of course, and do exactly as they 
wished.

In that first mile, Camden tried the 
foot of the others in the contest and
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found it good. He passed all except 
three— three fine thoroughbreds like 
Crusader, which, on account of the bet­
ter start they had received, were well 
away in the lead. But outside of the 
four thoroughbreds, there was nothing 
to mention in the same breath at the 
end of the sprinted mile. For nothing 
that moves upon four feet can live with 
the thoroughbred over a mile. The bril­
liant antelope, even, is left far, far be­
hind ! And all other horses, the 
Arabians, the half bloods, the mustangs, 
were left ridiculously far behind. How­
ever, that first wild mile1 was only the 
glass of wine that started the feast. 
The real work was still to do. And 
there was plenty of it— plenty of it!

It was like a whole army campaign 
contrasted with a battle; such was this 
cross-country run compared with an 
ordinary race. Five hundred miles of 
desert and mountain! Five hundred- 
miles of spongy desert sand and of im­
possible rocks and cliffs among the 
mountains!

The Brute had studied the whole mat­
ter out very carefully with Colonel Dins- 
more as they sat beside the map. Every 
depression, every hollow on the course 
showed in that map, and they had de­
cided between them what way Crusader 
must run. It was a beautiful problem, 
that course, for the shortest route was, 
of course, straight across the Jericho 
Mountains, over the Jericho desert, and 
so, in the far distance, two hundred and 
fifty miles away, to circle the Corimba 
Peak and start back again. But, unfor­
tunately, that straight line carried a rider 
over the worst of the mountains and 
through the deepest and the finest sand. 
Therefore the whole task was to estab­
lish, first of all, just what going would 
be best for one's mount. The little, 
active horses, were apt to select the 
straight line, because they would rather 
use up strength on obstacles than on 
great distance. The leggy, fragile 
animals, and mostly the thoroughbreds 
and the nearly thoroughbred horses

which were entered in the race, took a 
wide sweep across the Corimba foot­
hills and so added immensely to their 
mileage, but they found in the long run 
that it paid them to avoid the terrible 
friction of a more direct repassage of 
the Corimbas.

As for the black stallion, Camden had 
determined to avoid the very highest 
mountains, and yet to keep close in, thus 
enabling him to avoid throwing away too 
many extra miles.

That was not all the planning that he 
had done. He had worked out a thou­
sand small schemes, figuring adroitly 
just how far it was best to take the 
stallion every day, and at what a rate 
he should proceed, and how that rate 
should be varied, lest the stallion grew 
stale to the work, and what effect too 
much food had on him, and when and 
where it was best to feed him, and on 
how much water he could make a 
march. These were some of the ques­
tions which merely began the doubts 
and the self-catechism of Harry Cam­
den. But his labors were well re­
warded.

Never once did he push the great 
horse, and yet as they crossed the desert 
and reached the foothills of the Corimba 
Mountains, the leaders were first a 
desert-bred mustang, a beautiful and 
hardy piece of horseflesh, then an Arab 
mare brought from Arabia specially for 
this contest, and third was the big stal­
lion, Crusader! And beyond a shadow 
of a doubt he had endured the desert 
going better than the other two. They 
looked at him sourly, the riders of those 
two horses, watching him move along 
with splendid ease and precision, never 
pressed, never urged by his master, but 
at the walk covering more ground than 
the average horse covers with a dog trot.

“ W e’ll get you when we hit the moun­
tains!" they assured The Brute, and he 
listened and nodded and said not a word 
in reply. He had no use for speech 
until a certain day came, and then he 
would care to speak to one man only.
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Ah, that that moment should only be 
but five minutes hence!

And then, as they were laboring up 
through the foothills, a very strange 
thing happened, for a horse which had 
not even been in sight an hour before, 
pressed up suddenly among them. It 
went straight on by them all, keeping 
up a smart trot. And it was Peter 
Loring, riding erect in the saddle on a 

^beautiful brown mare, marked with 
white. He gave Camden, as he went by, 
not so much as a haloo, but he said to 
the others: “ Gentlemen, I hope you are 
not all of a feather up here!”

The others growled after he had gone 
by, and they followed him with glances 
as black as the looks which they gave to 
The Brute a little before.

He himself, on the stallion, did not 
attempt to- pick up the difference be­
tween him and the flying mare at once. 
But he increased the pace of big Cru­
sader and, in the gray of the next morn­
ing, which was w.xn he usually 'began 
his march of the day, he had sight, once 
more, of the two white stockings of the 
horse.

Twice that day the mare was out of 
sight. Twice she came back again. So 
they rounded the Corimba Mountains, 
and came down gradually into the white 
heat of the desert again.

There are degrees of heat, even on 
the desert. There is the cool north 
wind which brings a breath of relief, andi 
there is also, the burning south which 
shrivels whatever it touches. It was the 
south wind which blew now. It caught 
the horses and the riders weak from 
'the Tabor and the nerve strain of that 
arduous crossing of the mountains. 
And it wrecked their nerves. They 
rode on through a smother of blown 
sand that sifted into the clothes and 
next to the skin of the riders and that 
kept the horses snooting to clear their 
nostrils o f the grit.

Provisions had grown low in the 
scanty food packs of the men. The oats 
which they carried for their horses were

exhausted. There was only the desert 
grass to keep them, and the widely 
separated tanks and springs for water, 
all, however, well charted on the maps 
which they carried.

And here horses began to lag terribly 
behind. The whole body of horses had 
come over the mountains in a bunch, 
each pushing on resolutely behind the 
others, all afraid of being distanced, and, 
striking the desert below, the weak ones 
went to the wall at once and were forced 
to turn back toward the green foothills, 
glad to be out of the ruck.

That noon, Crusader forged to the 
lead. T o his right, a mile away, was 
the glimmering form of the brown mare 
with that light and expert horseman. 
Loring, in the saddle. Then the brown 
mare was lost in the rolling ground, and 
Crusader went on alone— in the lead!

It was no grave satisfaction to big 
Harry Camden. He felt that he had 
the race in his lap. He was confident 
that none of those horses, once put to 
the rear, could ever pass him again. 
So he let Crusader go on at a walk, 
steadily, without pressing that willing 
worker, only soothing him, now and 
again, with the touch of his hand or 
his voice when the big animal began to 
grow nervous with the strain of the 
work.

That night they camped at the foot 
of that huge, shapeless mass— Jericho 
Mountain. It had been hard to climb 
the farther and smoother side even with 
fresh horses at the beginning of the 
contest. This far more sheer slope, with 
a weary horse beneath the saddle, was 
sure to be a heartbreaker.

But they found excellent bunch grass 
and a clear spring, so that they fared 
well enough; and before the darkness 
had thickened, he counted here and there 
across the hollows a dozen sparks of 
light—-the fires which the other contest­
ants had kindled as soonas they arrived 
at their last camping place.

The last camping place it would surely 
be, for Crusader, as the big man knew.
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could make the remaining distance on 
the morrow, weary though he might be.

And, in the first glimmer of the gray 
morning, he was in the saddle again, 
letting Crusader trudge up the slope. 
To the left, to the right, here and there, 
he made out other forms of horsemen 
plodding through the dawn, but he had 
no fear. They were desperate. By the 
nodding, lowered heads of the horses he 
knew that they would have to pause 
time and again before the upper crest 
was reached.

But Crusader held upon his way un­
daunted. His ribs stood out, now, and 
his neck was growing lean, but he still 
carried his head well up. If some of 
the spring had gone out of his step, it 
was hardly noticeable. There was still 
ample strength in him to defeat any of 
the others who rode against him. 
Ample, indeed!

For, as the sun reddened the eastern 
rim of the horizon, and then rose bold 
and clear, he saw the competitors al­
ready falling back behind him, drawing 
together in a closer group, and then 
straggling in a long-drawn-out bunch.

All falling back— no, yonder came one 
past the right flank of the others. From 
the top of a hill, Camden on Crusader 
saw the stranger drifting rapidly to the 
fore. Some cow-puncher making his 
last desperate bid on a failing horse? 
That must be it !

He plodded on for half an hour, and 
then he heard the crunching of gravel 
under hoofs behind him. He turned 
with a shock and a start in the saddle. 
And there, behind him, he saw none 
other than Loring riding rapidly up at a 
dog trot, for here the ground shelved 
into a level plateau.

Oii came Loring, and the brown mare 
beneath him seemed to go almost gayly. 
Certainly her ears were pricked sharply, 
and if she were blackened with sweat, 
it was not the sweat of exhaustion. 
Up and up came the lighter rider, and 
then, miracle of miracles, he began to 
pass Crusader!

CH APTER XIII.
AN ATTEMPT ON THE BRUTE’S LIFE.

f^ A M D E N  could not believe his eyes, 
^  but when he stared again at the 
mare, it was true. Marvelous indeed 
was the condition of the mare for one 
which had covered that five-hundred 
mile cross-country race. Her ribs were 
a trifle gaunted, to be sure, but not more 
than was to be expected. Her head was 
carried lightly and high. She stepped 
firmly, lifted her feet well up. One 
might almost have thought that she was 
beginning the race, instead of starting 
the last long grind of the final day’s 
march. And with a chilling touch of 
gloom, Camden prefigured Crusader 
beaten. Crusader beaten, and all the 
nameless sacrifices which he had made 
were made in vain! And the money of 
poor Ned Manners was gone. And 
beautiful Ruth Manners, whose courage 
and whose fine heart1 ad made her come 
to him and give him one Godspeed in 
the hostile silence or the derision of the 
crowd—‘Ruth Manners would be struck 
down by the same club of defeat!

All of this was in the dread of Cam­
den. He looked at Loring. The rider, 
to be sure, showed more wear than his 
horse. His thin face was not attenuated, 
and a constant snarl was on his lips. 
Never had he seemed more wolfish, 
never more bitter and cruel.

He sneered as he went by, and then 
pointed to the top o f the slope far ahead 
and high above, with other summits 
rolling back and back beyond it— surely 
a heartbreaking prospect. But not a 
word was spoken as they passed one an­
other, like ships by night. Only a glare 
of hatred and of rage, then they went 
on.

And still the mare was forging to the 
front. Camden, with his heart turned to 
lead, tried to comprehend, but it was in­
comprehensible. There was nothing to 
be made of it. Light though the weight 
was which rested in the saddle of Sally 
Ann, and skillful thouglpthe rider might
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be, yet there was a great voice in Cam­
den which told him that even with such 
a handicap she could never have beaten 
Crusader. However, there was no use 
dwelling on possibilities. Here was an 
actual fact. She was pulling ahead little 
by little up the grueling slope of the 
mountain, picking her way lightly and 
neatly..

He had still hope. If he could come 
even within striking distance of the 
mare by the time she turned over the 
crest, Crusader would have more than 
a chance. Weary as he might be, and 
tireless as her energy seemed to be, yet 
on the long, smooth down slope on the 
farther side of the mountain and then 
across the long level at its foot to the 
starting point, the long legs and the 
tremendous stride of the stallion was 
sure to tell for his. ad vantage.

And even Loring must know this.
Camden had loosed the reins on the 

stallion and let him work his own way 
along, only heartening him and steady­
ing him with a word now and again, or 
perhaps picking out a more roundabout 
but less steep route up some difficult 
place among the rocks. And the great 
horse worked like the giant that he was, 
heaving himself and his burden up and 
up the slope. Twice Camden saw the 
leader turn in his saddle and look back 
to mark the tireless progress of the 
stallion. And after each backward 
glance, he urged forward the mare more 
fiercely.

He was afraid, then, and sensing the 
fear, Camden himself grew more con­
fident, for he knew that fear is a load 
in the heart and a load in the saddle. 
Fear is the thing that turns flesh of man 
or beast into lead.

They had crossed the first and the 
sharpest of the rises of the mountainside, 
and on a little shelving plateau, with 
smoother ground ahead of him all the 
way to the round summit of Jericho 
Mountain, Camden halted the stallion 
and dismounted and loosened the girths 
to let the fine animal breathe. And

the stallion, letting his head fall as soon 
as his master was dismounted, propped 
his legs a little more firmly and panted 
with heaving sides. Camden listened 
anxiously. There was not a rattle, there 
was not a sign o f roughness. All was 
well with the great black if only he 
could have a few moments to recover 
from this sudden exhaustion that th* 
race had brought him.

But Loring, well above, now, was 
still climbing like a madman, forcing 
his mare on and on, with never a pause 
or a breathing space. It was supreme 
folly for such a horseman to ride in 
such a way. Horseflesh could not stand 
it. But Camden, with a giddily beating 
heart, knew the reason. Fear was 
whipping Loring along, fear of defeat, 
fear o f the loss of the prize which was 
so nearly won.

Camden looked beneath him. Far be­
low he caught glimpses of the laggards 
— five, six, ten or a dozen of them alto­
gether. But half of them would never 
finish the race that day. Never! They 
were working as slowly as snails at the 
enormous mass of the mountainside. 
For the pace which Crusader had set in 
the march across the desert had been 
truly killing-,.

But now the final stage of the upward 
progress must begin. And far, far 
away, now, was the brown mare, labor­
ing along with the light form of Loring 
on her back. Would she ever come back 
to them?

At that, the heart of Camden leaped. 
He had to set his teeth and then, leaping 
into the saddle, he put the stallion up 
the slope.

He would have burst into a gallop, 
even up that terrific angle, for the great 
heart of the horse could not brook a 
leader so far ahead as the mare. For 
well he knew, wise old racer that he was, 
that this was not a mere pleasure jaunt; 
This was the sort of work a victory in 
which brought extra oats, and sweet 
apples, crushing deliciously under the 
teeth, and petting, and fondling, and
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long days of delightful idleness in some 
green pasture. And more than all, there 
was the mind of this man in the saddle, 
willing him on and pushing him on with 
a mental force, like a great controlling 
hand. And the man’s will was his will, 
and the man’s hope was his hope, and 
the strength of the heart of Camden was 
the strength of the heart of the great 
stallion.

Yet he was reined in short and forced 
to take the upward way with short, 
mincing steps. Wise rider! For one 
upward leap was more exhausting than 
half a mile of such more careful travel! 
And now they were gaining, steadily, 
steadily, on the mare above them. Her 
head was down, she was plodding with 
a religious determination, but it was 
madness of the first degree to rush her 
up that great ascent with never a pause. 
Beyond a doubt, her master knew the 
folly he had committed, and was cursing 
himself.

Across the ear of Harry Camden 
broke a sharp report, like the clangor of 
two sledge hammers swung hard and 
brought face to face. And then a 
wicked humming, followed by a second 
hammer stroke.

The echoes rolled wildly around him. 
He did not know in what direction to 
take shelter, but one thing he did know, 
and this was that some one with a re­
peating rifle was firing point-blank at 
him. Another instant and then he was 
struck a rude blow on the left shoulder 
—a stunning shock, combined with a 
swift and seering pain.

CH APTER XIV .
n e c k  a n d  n e c k .

U B  looked straight above him. Yonder 
was Loring, struggling toward the 

summit. He had heard the shot, for he 
had turned in the saddle, waving a 
derisive arm. He could not have done 
the firing. And then Camden caught 
the glint of winking steel in the sun.

At such a time the mind acts, not the

body. There was no volition in the 
lightning draw which snatched the re­
volver out of Camden’s holster and made 
him fire. All that he saw was that one 
blink of light and then a blur of shadow 
moving behind a shrub, but as he fired, 
he heard a scream, and a short, broad- 
shouldered man staggered out from the 
bush, dropped his rifle, and fell on his 
face.

Far, far above, Loring, turning again 
in the saddle at the last shot, saw what 
had happened and leaned suddenly over 
the horn of his saddle. But Camden, 
turning Crusader to the right, was in­
stantly by the side of his victim.

It was the same man who had opened 
the door at the hotel and brought him 
word that Loring wished to see him. 
He was dead, or dying, for his face was 
a smear of red. The snapshot had gone 
home. And as Camden, regardless of 
his own wound, dropped beside the 
fallen body, the eyes flashed open, 
scowled up at Camden, and then the lips 
mumbled:

"Loring! He put me here. He was 
the one------ ”

That was all. The stare grew fixed. 
There was no struggle. Death came to 
him with no sting.

Camden closed those eyes to the glare 
of the sun. Then he lifted the body 
with his right arm and placed it in the 
shadow of the brush. But after that, 
he had his own wound to attend to. 
When he ripped his shirt open, he saw 
at once that it was no serious matter. 
It was a glancing cut off the bone of the 
upper arm. Terribly painful, bleeding 
fast, but easily bandaged.

That bandage he made of his shirt, 
knotting it swiftly. Then he was back 
in the saddle on the black stallion and 
heading once more up that endless slope. 
Not endless, now.

Suddenly he was at the crest, and 
there was the brown mare, not so 
appalling far in front. Astonishingly 
near, it seemed to Camden.

He spoke, and the great Crusader
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swung forward in his stride. Here was 
galloping ground, and what would the 
mare do to the gallop of Crusader? 
Yes, she did well enough. She was 
stretching well over the ground, run­
ning hard and true, with no sway or 
swerve to her pace— a wonderful feat, 
truly, for so small a horse after so long 
a ride.

The slope grew sharper; the gallop­
ing was discarded. And again the mare 
gained. Now they entered the rolling 
foothills, and galloping ground again!

But now the long, rolling canter of 
Crusader began to tell. Slowly but 
steadily they pulled on Loring. And 
Loring, turning in the saddle, saw be­
hind him a wild vision of a man clad 
in a shirt rent half to pieces, blurred 
across with bright crimson, his left arm 
swinging in a helpless pendulum at his 
side, but with his right hand and with 
his voice controlling the stallion and 
riding wonderfully well. And with 
every stride gaining, gaining!

A  yell of rage, and then almost of 
terror burst from his lips, and he>swung 
his quirt.

The mare responded. She was true 
blue to the last bit of strength in her 
sturdy heart. But how could she stand 
against the racing legs of Crusader? 
He swept on and on, closer and closer. 
Darkness was spreading in the brain of 
Camden. Twice he felt himself falling 
forward, faint. Twice he rallied, and 
then, just before him, he saw the strain­
ing body of the mare, and a little way 
off a great semicircle of men and women 
and children standing, with the town be­
hind them. It was not a roaring in his 
brain, then, that he had heard. It was 
the yelling of that wild crowd, seeing 
such a finish as the Jericho race had 
never before furnished and would never 
furnish again— a driving finish after five 
hundred miles of terrible labor across 
mountain and desert— two horses side 
by side, then neck and neck.

There was a deep-throated shout from 
Harry Camden. It caught the stallion

in mid-stride and flung him forward. 
And the shining black head slid under 
the wire in front of the straining head 
of brown. Crusader had won.

That was what smote against the ears 
of Harry Camden as he turned the big 
black horse back to the starting point. 
The crowd washed about them, fearless 
of the terrible heels of the stallion. 
Here was Colonel Dinsmore. Here was 
a white, pretty face— Ruth Manners 
making toward him. Here were vol­
leyed questions— what had happened— 
had he fallen?

But yonder sat Loring, crushed in the 
saddle. And that sight cleared the brain 
of Harry Camden.

“ The race is over ?”  he asked hoarsely.
“ All over, lad!”  cried the delighted 

colonel. “ Come down here out of the 
saddle and------ ”

Camden came, but it was only to brush 
them aside with a sweep of his thick 
right arm. And from the grimness in 
his face they shrank back. He clove a 
way through the, throng straight to the 
side of Loring. He reached up and with 
his one hand tore the man from the 
saddle and held him for a helpless mo­
ment in a terrible grip. The man was 
helpless.

“ Loring,” they heard him say, “ that 
gent on the mountain lived long enough 
to tell me that you put him there. And 
Fve lived long enough to win this race, 
and now there’s a thing between you and 
me, Loring— how will you want to 
talk?”

As he spoke, he flung Loring from 
him.

There was no hesitation in that thin, 
yellow face. His revolver came out even 
before he had finished staggering. And 
twenty men could swear that the gun 
was clear of the sheath, or nearly clear, 
before Camden drew his own weapon. 
Yet when the two shots rang out, Cam­
den stood erect, and Loring crumpled 
on his side.

The sheriff was there, one leap too 
late to stop the fight, but soon enough

41
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to snap his own gun into the ribs of 
Camden.

“Take my gun,” he heard Camden say. 
'T m  sick of livin', I tell you, and soTl 
you be when you hear Loring talk— if he 
tells the truth before he dies! I won­
der if he will.”

And that was exactly what Loring 
did. Perhaps conscience wakened in 
him as death drew near. Perhaps it 
was fear of a last judge before whom 
he dreaded to stand with this stain on 
his heart.

He told the truth and the full truth 
that freed Harry Camden, and sent Mer- 
vin fleeing like a frightened rat for his 
life. He was never found. He disap­
peared from the face of the earth, and

some said that the river must have 
caught him when he attempted to cross 
it with his horse.
' O f that they never talked in the later 

days, Ned Manners and his sister, and 
his new-made brother, Camden. For 
one thing, they were too full of happi­
ness to think of evil days. For another, 
they were too busy working the farm, 
which the money o f Colonel Dinsmore 
had extended for them to twice its orig­
inal bounds. But in a plot of the richest 
ground, near the house, so that he could 
come and put his head through the win­
dow whenever he heard the whistle of 
Camden, Crusader lived like a king. 
And, after all, as the colonel said, he was 
right royal.

SAGUARO NATIONAL PARK
■“T H E  Papago Saguaro National Monument in the Salt River Valley, Arizona, 
* reserves a typical bit of the desert, as it was before the famous Roosevelt 

Dam stored up the water that made the desert bloom. Within its area is found 
a splendid collection of characteristic flora, including many striking examples 
of giant cactus saguaro and other interesting species of cacti, such as the prickly 
pear and cholla, locally known as “ jumping cactus.”  This local name is derived 
from the ease with which sections break off, the thorny points giving the impres­
sion of actually leaping at the passer-by. Plere and there are leafless palo verdes, 
and in the sandy washes are thickets of cat-claw or scrubby mesquite. The most 
generally prevalent plant is the creosote, a small, rounded bush of dark-green hue.

But the desert’s chief exhibit is the giant saguaro, from which the monu­
ment takes its name. This cactus rises in a splendid green column accordion 
pleated and decorated with starlike clusters of spines upon the pleats. The larger 
specimens grow as high as sixty or seventy feet, throwing out thick, powerful 
branches which bend sharply upward, paralleling the main stock. In the spring, 
clusters of red flowers appear on the ends of the branches and the trunk.

Through the center of the park is a ridge of low hills, rising from the flat 
desert to a height of one hundred and fifty to two hundred feet. The rocks in 
the ridge have been worn by the elements, resulting in caves and some openings 
which extend entirely through the rocks. One of these openings, “ Hole-in-the- 
Rock,”  is an aperture some fifteen feet high and twenty-five feet long, with an 
amphitheater approach to the hole on each side. It is a favorite picnic ground.



“ Dad” Scott had spent 
greater part of two 

r$ prospecting a little 
untain stream that ran 
:> Sundown Creek. He 
l turned his pack animal 

loose and made camp at the mouth of 
the little creek, then with pick and 
shovel had worked toward the head of 
the creek, carefully examining both 
slopes as well as the gravel in the bed 
of the stream. Stooped and wrinkled, 
gray beard concealing his rugged fea­
tures, his movements were slow and de­
liberate ; stiff muscles and rheumatic 
jointsfdo not permit of rapid work. In 
his younger days he might have cov­
ered the ground in half the time, but 
he could not have been more thorough in 
his examination.

For more years than he could re­
member, the old prospector had suf­
fered hardships and endured privations 
in the endless search of the golden for­
tune that seemed somehow to elude him. 
Once there had been a partner, old Ben 
Ellis, who had given up the fight and 
passed to his final reward two years 
before. More from habit than because 
he hoped to make the long-delayed 
strike, Dad had kept up the hunt alone. 
In all the years together they had un­
covered a few encouraging pockets and

had worked lean placers for just enough 
to keep soul and body together.

It was near noon of the second day 
on the little creek when Dad came upon 
the first “ color,”  a trace of fine gold 
in the sand and gravel of the creek bed. 
With the feverish energy that ever 
comes with the appearance of gold in 
any quantity however small, the old man 
redoubled his efforts. When a little 
farther on he uncovered a little pocket, 
among the rocks and took out half a 
handful of coarse gold and a nugget 
the size of a pea, he became fairly ex­
cited for one .of his years and experi­
ence.

He was then near the head of the 
little creek, and the strip of ground he 
was exploring had narrowed to little 
more than two rods in width. In spite 
of his exciting discovery, he continued 
the search as methodically as before, 
covering the ground carefully and delib­
erately. He had found pockets before, 
pockets that apparently contained all the 
gold within miles so far as his ability to 
find more was concerned. This .one 
might be like that, or it might be merely 
the leakage from something big—there 
was always hope of striking the grand­
mother of all pockets.

It was barely three hours after his 
discovery of the first color that old Dad
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Scott thrust his pick into a crumbling 
ledge near the head of the little creek 
and exposed a gleaming vein of yellow 
*—gold in such quantities as he had seen 
only in his dreams!

He stood looking down stupidly, 
scarcely able to comprehend. He had 
often imagined the elation he would 
feel at such a sight, but his senses had 
failed to react now that his dream was 
a reality.

“ I— I wisht Ben was here,”  he stam­
mered weakly, almost overcome by this 
trick fortune had played, casting wealth 
at his feet after withholding it all these 
years.

He sat long upon the ledge, feasting 
his old eyes upon the sight of gold, heft­
ing the fragments of rich quartz. He 
did not comprehend the magnitude of 
his find nor conceive of the uses to which 
so much wealth could be put. His chief 
satisfaction lay in the fact that he had 
discovered it with his own eyes, had 
brought it to view for the first time by 
a stroke of his pick; and yet he was 
robbed of half the joy because there 
was no one with whom he could share it.

“ Now, if Ben was here------ ”  he be­
gan again, but stopped, half ashamed 
of his childish fancy.

Presently there dawned upon him the 
necessity of protecting his claim, and he 
began at once to erect a rude monument 
of rough stone to mark the point of 
location. When he had scrawled a loca­
tion notice on a scrap of paper, he 
posted it by fastening it in place and 
weighting with small stones. He then 
paced off the distance that would in­
clude a claim of legal size and made in­
significant heaps of stone to mark the 
four corners. He was reasonably cer­
tain that the single claim would take 
in all the paying ground on both sides 
of the creek.

It was sundown when he returned to 
his camp at the mouth of the creek. 
When he had made sure that his burro 
had strayed no farther than the grassy 
flat, he gathered fuel and made a fire.
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He set about preparing his supper of 
flapjacks, bacon and coffee, with as 
much composure as if the discovery of 
a bonanza were an everyday occur­
rence.

While he was slicing the bacon he 
heard a noise from the direction of the 
trail coming up the opposite side of 
Sundown Creek. He listened and pres­
ently made out the tap of unshod hoofs 
on the gravel, heralding the slow ap­
proach of a pack animal like his own. 
Soon the animal came into view, and 
through the gloom of twilight the old 
prospector beheld a man driving the 
beast.

“ Hello, my friend,” the stranger 
called when he had crossed the narrow 
stream bed with the trickle of water 
at the bottom. “ I saw the light o f your 
fire and concluded this would be a good 
place to camp for the night. Reckon 
you don’t care if I throw in with you 
and cook my grub over the same fire?”

Under ordinary circumstances the 
stranger would have received a warm 
welcome, but Dad experienced a feeling 
of suspicion and jealousy at this in­
trusion which he could not hide, and 
grunted a reluctant consent to the stran­
ger. Already the responsibility of sud­
denly found wealth was weighing upon 
the old man, for he was determined to 
guard his secret from all comers until 
he could reach the county seat and file 
his location.

Without seeming to notice the aloof­
ness of the old prospector, the stranger 
slipped the pack from his burro and 
set about preparing his own supper. He 
was not old, neither was he very young. 
He was well beyond thirty, and the face 
that the firelight revealed to the old 
prospector bore the furrows of respon­
sibility as well as the wrinkles about 
the eyes that come from frequent laugh­
ter.

“ Prospecting?”  he asked as he filled 
his coffee pot and set it on the coals.

“ Uh-huh,”  Dad replied.
“ Been at it a long time I reckon?”
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“ Ain't ever done much else.”
“ Like it?”
“ When I'm lucky.”
“ You actually do find gold sometimes 

then ?”
Old Dad Scott, cautiously alert, 

glanced at the stranger, bent over the 
fire, and hesitated a moment before an­
swering. He had no intention of tell­
ing about his recent find, for the stran­
ger might be pumping him for a pur­
pose. Lone prospectors had been made 
way with and their claims jumped time 
without number.

“ I been livin’ on what I find,”  the 
old man replied.

The stranger laughed lightly. “ Well, 
I ’m just starting in,”  he announced, “ but 
I'd hate to think I would keep at it 
fifty or ^jxty years without making more 
than a bare living. Afraid I'd have to 
strike it pretty soon or I would quit 
and hunt another job.”

“ Might strike it rich right off; some 
men is born lucky.”

“ I wasn't,”  the stranger returned with 
a quizzical smile, followed by a pucker­
ing of his brow and a short intake of 
breath that was evidently the interrup­
tion of a sigh. As if reluctant to go 
farther into the matter of his own af­
fairs atvthe time, he\ fell silent and 
then turned and busied himself about his 
pack.

Old Dad Scott warmed somewhat to­
ward the younger man now that he ap­
peared to have no designs upon the 
claim up the creek or even a suspicion 
of its existence. The two men, vet­
eran prospector and the other who was 
little more than a tenderfoot, ate their 
supper together, and as they ate they 
talked after the manner of men thus 
thrown together. They talked of the 
trails and water holes, creeks, ledges, 
and gulches, of the things that con­
cerned them intimately. Dad became 
reminiscent and told of strikes of early 
days. O f the fortunes he had missed, 
seemingly by the breadth of a hair. The 
younger man drank this in eagerly, real­

izing the meagerness of his own experi­
ence.

“ My name’s McCammon,”  he volun­
teered in the course of their conversa­
tion. The old prospector would never 
have departed from his simple code by 
asking for the information, even had he 
had the curiosity to know.

“ Must be a great thing to find a for­
tune that way, all in a lump,”  McCam­
mon observed wistfully. “Just to think 
what you could do with ten or twenty 
thousand dollars, or maybe more— guess 
you’ve planned out what you’ll do when 
you make your lucky strike?”

“ I— I dunno} ain’t ever thought 
much about it,” Dad replied, somewhat 
staggered by the question.

“ Well. I know good and plenty what 
I'd do with it,”  McCammon went on 
animatedly. “ Say, did you ever have 
a sick wife and two kids looking to 
you for support and you feeling like 
you couldn’t do half enough for ’em?” 
he asked in a sudden burst of confidence.

Dad shook his head. “ Reckon I ain't 
got no kin,”  he said.

“ Then you don’t know just how a 
fellow feels about it,”  McCammon re­
turned. “ Guess I shouldn’t be bother­
ing other people with my troubles, but 
long as I ’ve started I ’ll spin my yarn. 
Guess maybe I ’m a fool for coming out 
here on a wild goose chase, hardly know­
ing gold when I see it, but I had to 
try it once.

“The doctor started me West a year 
ago when he told me my wife could 
not last long where she was. I struck 
Borderville and got a job in the smelter 
there; got just enough to make a bare 
living without allowing anything for 
comforts that a sick person would need. 
My wife’s health has improved some, 
but she needs better care than I can 
give her on what I make in order to 
make a well woman of her.

“ Oh, I ’m not squealing about my luck/ 
lots of fellows worse off, but I just 
wanted you to understand why a green­
horn like me would be driving a burro
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over the hills poking into all kinds of 
unlikely places with the hope of turning 
up gold. I got some dope from two 
or three old prospectors; maybe they 
told me the truth, and just as likely 
they were stringing me along. At any 
rate, I think I would know raw gold 
if I stumbled on it.

“ I got a vacation of two weeks from 
the smelter, and one week of that's gone 
without anything exciting happening; 
haven't seen a grain of gold to know it. 
Guess maybe it would have been better 
if I had gone in with some old-timer, 
only there wasn’t anybody keen to divide 
with a tenderfoot like me.

/'Yes, I sure enough know what I ’d 
do with a chunk of money, and I can 
guess pretty near how I'd feel if I 
stumbled on a bonanza. But that's just 
half the fun ; when I got back home and 
told the little woman about it------ ”

He stopped and looked away a mo­
ment, then as if ashamed of this out­
burst of confidence to a stranger, he 
made a commonplace remark and turned 
the conversation to other channels.

Dad Scott was silent. He wasn't 
right sure about this stranger, but it 
was well enough to be careful.

The two spread their blankets, one 
on either side of the fire, and were soon 
asleep. Dad did not sleep as soundly 
as usual and was astir with the ap­
proach of dawn. McCammon was up 
early, also, and the two prepared their 
breakfast together. When the meal was 
finished, both men packed their burros 
with their camp equipment and prepared 
to take up the trail, McCammon to the 
hills farther up Sundown Creek, and old 
Dad Scott in the opposite direction.

“ Reckon you might have luck if you 
strike out to'ard them hills two-three 
miles t'other side o’ the creek,”  Dad ad­
vised, determined to steer this new ac­
quaintance away from the little creek 
where he had discovered the gold the 
day before.

“ Thank you for the good word, old- 
timer,” McCammon answered cheer­

fully. “ It would have been about like 
me to fool away my time up this little 
creek here if you hadn't told me. They 
say gold is where you find it, but I guess 
you've got to have sense enough to look 
in the right place.”

He slapped his burro and started up 
the trail. Dad waited until he was out 
of sight, then headed down the trail 
in the direction of the county seat. It 
would take him the most of two days 
to reach there afoot, and he was anx­
ious to get there and file his location 
notice ahead of any possible contestant.

He walked slowly, lost in thought, for 
now that he had made his lucky strike 
he was disappointed that it gave him no 
more pleasure than the little pockets he 
had come upon in other years. Beyond 
the needs that might be satisfied with 
a few hundred or a thousand, he could 
conceive of no use to which he might 
put so great a fortune.

He had gone little more than a mile 
when he stopped and sat upon a rock, 
leaving the burro to nip the herbage by 
the side of the road.

“ Now, if Ben was just here— —” he 
muttered to himself as was his habit 
when deeply perturbed, and it was a 
disquieting problem that he must solve. 
“ I reckon he'd say do the square thing 
an' trust to luck. Yes, I reckon that’s 
what he’d say,”  Dad mumbled. “ By 
rights half that gold I found would 
go to ol' Ben if he was livin’— an' him 
bein' dead it ought to go where he'd say. 
Anyway I ain’t needin' more’n half. 
Maybe that young feller was a-lyin' 
about havin' a wife an’ kids, but I 
reckon maybe he wasn't, I got to give 
him the benefit of the doubt. Ben 
would do that.”

He sat silent for a time, his hands on 
his knees. Then he got to his feet stiffly, 
a new light of determination shining 
from his old eves.

“ Ben, ol' pardner, I reckon I know 
what you'd say to do, an' I'm a-goin' to 
do it,”  he muttered, barely above a whis­
per.
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He swung the patient pack animal 
about in the trail and headed back to­
ward the camp he had left a little while 
before. He moved with surprising 
briskness, belaboring the reluctant don­
key in his eagerness to complete the 
task he had set for himself.

When he had reached the mouth of 
the little creek where he had camped 
he turned upstream and in a little while 
came to the place where he had erected 
the rude location monument. He scat­
tered the stones and removed all trace 
of his operations of the day before, even 
replacing the disturbed gravel and stones 
about the ledge where he had uncov­
ered the gold. His own tracks he 
obliterated as far as possible. Two of 
the corner monuments he destroyed; the 
others would not be noticed. The ground 
where he had found the gold looked as 
if it had never been disturbed by the 
pick of a prospector.

His task completed here, Dad re­
turned down the creek the way he had 
come. Driving his burro before him, 
he took up the trail after McCammon. 
Within an hour he came upon the other 
man pecking away among the rocks of a 
ledge on the side of a hill overlook­
ing Sundown Creek.

“ Hello, old-timer/’ McCammon called 
cheerily when he looked up and saw the 
old prospector. “Thought you had gone 
the other way, but I ’m sure glad to see 
you. Maybe you can tell me if there’s 
any chance of finding gold in a place 
like this?”

“ Reckon not,”  Dad replied, “ but I 
might take you to a place where they is 
some sign if you don’t mind throwin’ 
in with me?”

“ You—you don’t mean go partners, 
even shares?”  McCammon queried, his 
jaw dropping with astonishment.

“ Reckon that’s the size of it if you 
don’t mind me bein’ old an’ no-’count 
the way I am. I— I ain’t just what I 
was once; my back ain’t stout, an’ I 
need somebody to—*— ”

“ Will i ?  Well, I guess I will,”  Mc­

Cammon hastened to assure him. 
“Your experience is worth more than 
all my muscle and awkwardness would 
be if I was twice my size.”

“ Found a little trace o’ color in that 
little crick where we camped; like 
enough you’d hit on it if you’d gone that 
way,”  Dad imparted as they turned 
back.

“ Not a chance, not unless I had fallen 
down and got some in my eye,”  Mc­
Cammon replied with a grin.

“ Mayn’t amount to anything,”  Dad 
went on, “but I ’d like to foller it up to 
the ledge. Slow work for me diggin’ 
in rock an’ heavy stuff.”  He continued 
to magnify his infirmities.

Not until they had reached the spot 
where Dad had found the first color, did 
the old prospector halt and direct his 
new partner where to dig. As before, a 
little fine gold was washed from the 
sand, enough to fire McCammon with 
zeal for the hunt. But now the search 
was pushed forward rapidly, McCam­
mon wielding the pick where the old 
prospector directed.

Dad was standing on the opposite 
slope two or three rods away when 
McCammon reached the crumbling ledge 
and thrust his pick to the eye in the 
loose material, suddenly exposing the 
vein of gleaming yellow gold.

The younger man stood there a mo­
ment in mute astonishment, then raised 
a yell that sent tihe echoes bounding 
from bluff to bluff.

Dad grinned happily. “ Just like I ’d 
have hollered— me or Ben— forty year 
ago. Reckon a man can’t get no fun 
out’n a good thing ’cept he has some­
body to divide it with, an’ I figger this 
young feller is plumb truthful. He’s 
actin’ nat’ral.”

While McCammon was dancing 
around and yelling with pure joy, grov­
eling among the rocks in an effort to 
get a handful of the rich fragments, 
old Dad Scott set about gathering up 
the stones again, and began to rebuild 
the location monument.
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M OST striking fellow was 
“ Ginger”  Kearney. There 
was a distinction about him 
that made him stand out 
from the rank and file, and 
this appearance had a lot 

to do with earning him his nickname 
Ginger,

For one thing, his hair was red; not 
a flaming, vivid red, but a sort of a 
smoky, tempered tint, verging almost on 
burnt umber. This was not unnatural, 
especially in one whose father was Tip­
perary Irish, but what was really sur­
prising was the color of his eyes. Where 
ordinarily one would expect to encounter 
those of blue, you found yourself gazing 
into a pair that were deep amber. Then 
another thing, his complexion was out of 
keeping with the shade of his hair. Not 
a freckle was in evidence on either his 
hands or his face. He would have been 
dark complexioned even had he been an 
indoor man— a trifle pallid perhaps, but 
still dark complexioned. As it was, an 
outdoor life since he had been able to 
crawl had tanned his skin to a healthy 
brown. Taken in combination with his 
well-knit frame, the whole effect was 
one of tigerish lithesomeness.

Ginger was a bright and shining light 
in his highly specialized vocation, that of 
a professional rodeo artist. He had

started out as a broncho rider and bull- 
dogger, eventually graduating into a 
trick rider and fancy roper. As such, 
his services were in great demand. His 
route as a rule followed a beaten path, 
beginning with the spring Fat Stock 
Show in Texas, and after describing a 
wide circle, ending in the Southwest.

During the winter months, Ginger 
usually secured a job on some ranch. 
This served to keep, him in trim as well 
as to help stave off the proverbial wolf. 
Not that Ginger did not make plenty of 
money. He did in season, but it invari­
ably vanished soon after it was acquired. 
He was one of the sort who was always 
open for a touch from some less fortun­
ate rider. Some day in the future Gin­
ger intended starting a bank account, but 
as yet, this plan had not progressed be­
yond the dream stage. You see he was 
only twenty-four, and the specter of a 
penniless old age had not yet begun to 
threaten. -

One day— it was at a late fall rodeo—  
Ginger was approached by a perfect 
stranger. He was a full-paunched, saf- 
fron-hued, black-mustached individual, 
prosperous beyond doubt and unmistak­
ably a don. Introducing himself as Jose 
Pequano, he said that he had a very at­
tractive proposition to lay before Mr. 
Kearney.

■if'
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Ginger, like so many who hail from 
the Southwest, held an innate distrust of 
any one obviously bred below the Rio 
Grande, especially when it came to a 
business proposition. But he nodded 
good-humored acquiescence, and the 
other broke into voluble explanation.

“ It is the scheme most extraordinary,” 
began the Mexican in carefully enunci­
ated English. “ At Escalado, which is my 
home, much tourists come, your country­
men for the most part. Soon they tire 
of what we have to offer. They are 
wishful to see what they call the wild 
West. And it is this that we plan to 
furnish— at a peso a head. We will 
stage a rodeo, senor. What crowds it 
will draw! We shall have many 
vaqueros as contestants. And you, 
senor, I wish to hire as a trick rider and 
fancy roper. Is it not one gran’ scheme, 
amigo ?”

Ginger was mildly interested at this 
prospect of an all-winter job, and Jose 
saw as much, so to make the proposition 
alluring, he enlarged upon his offer. He 
also desired, he said, that as well as do­
ing trick riding and fancy roping, Gin­
ger should act as arena director. None 
in his employ was competent, Jose 
averred, lacking the necessary experi­
ence. There would be an extra compen­
sation attached to this he explained.

Ginger took the matter under advise­
ment, promising to let the Mexican know 
by the following day. In the meantime 
he set afoot some inquiries as to the new 
promoter’s responsibility. He had no 
desire to be lured below the line on some 
wild goose chase. A winter’s job on a 
ranch was highly preferable. However, 
the inquiries served to establish the Mex­
ican as responsible, and the upshot of it 
was Ginger sought him out that night at 
his hotel.

“ I ’ll go you a round,”  he said lacon­
ically.

The Mexican beamed, produced a lib­
eral contract, and a week later found 
Ginger domiciled in Escalado.

Now Escalado for the greater part of 
a century had been a sleepy Mexican 
village of narrow streets and adobe- 
walled houses, the abiding place of a few 
hundred slothful, indolent natives, jhalf 
as many mangy, barking dogs and a 
horde of active and pernicious fleas. 
But when its northern neighbor clamped 
down the lid with such abrupt and start­
ling force, Jose Pequano, who claimed 
Escalado as his home, but who was more 
or less of a cosmopolite and who did not 
allow his conscience to interfere with his 
quest for much gold, suddenly returned. 
Guided by his master hand and backed 
by his ample capital, the inhabitants 
chucked their indolent ways and became 
very busily engaged in reaping a golden 
harvest. Capitalizing Escalade’s prox­
imity to a tourist-thronged American 
border city, they transformed their town 
into a hectic pleasure resort.

During the old days the sound of mu­
sic was but occasionally heard in Esca­
lado and then it was the twang of a 
guitar accompanying a low crooned 
Spanish love song as some smitten cava­
lier serenaded his senorita. Now the 
whining blare of a half a dozen jazz 
orchestras was stridently in evidence. 
Once the long, dimly lighted, adobe- 
walled barroom of the inn had been a 
peaceful retreat where a companero 
might doze uninterrupted. The “ keno” 
at the game’s conclusion was uttered 
softly and with much deference and the 
accepted formula at the bar, voiced in 
throaty Spanish was: “ A little more 
tequila, senor. A thousand thanks, ex­
cellency.”

Things had changed greatly. The 
long barroom was now ablaze with lights, 
the plain pine bar had given way to pol­
ished mahogany, the constant clink of 
glass on glass, punctuated the whirr of 
the wheel and the reiterated chant of the 
gamekeeper was never still. It was a 
scene of reckless activity.

Like moths attracted by a candle’s 
flame, the curious crowds came from
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across the river to take part in the un­
bridled festivities. They fluttered about 
the forbidden flames, singed their wings 
to a pleasurable extent and— what was 
more to the point—left much gold. It 
was into this whirlpool of festivity that 
Ginger Kearney, hailed as the premier of 
gringo riders, came.

As he was not yet twenty-five, single 
and overflowing with the wine of life, 
you could hardly blame him for plung­
ing with an abandon of recklessness into 
the gayeties by which he was surrounded.

But there were other ways of dissipat­
ing his easily earned salary. Life to him 
was made up largely of chances anyhow. 
So the “ Cat hop in the box, boys; pays 
you two for one if you can call it,”  of the 
faro dealer; or “The little pill, she rolls, 
she rolls. A monkey can play it as well 
as a man',”  of the roulette keeper exer­
cised a subtle fascination. Little cared 
Ginger that the bulk of his earnings re­
turned by this roundabout route to the 
coffers of Jose Pequano. Existence was 
a sort of a grand merry-go-round any­
way, and what was money for?

For a month or so, things drifted 
along in a highly satisfactory manner. 
Afternoons Ginger would direct the 
arena activities at the rodeo, doing his 
own stuff the while. After the lights 
were lit he would dine in solitary state, 
then begin his nightly flirtation with the 
Goddess of,Chance. And thus, but for 
the intervention of Fate personified by a 
slip of a girl, things might have so con­
tinued until the following spring.

It was at the Cafe Palacios that the 
threads of his destiny became crossed. 
Ginger liked to dine there. Its cuisine 
was famous and its patronage extensive. 
Always there was music and always a 
corps of professional entertainers— of 
the very best.

This certain night a new artist made 
her appearance. Sbte was & mite of a 
girl, dressed in white, with a great mass 
of blue-black hair coiled and pyramided 
atop her head, and eyes that were like
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great, limpid pools of darkness. There 
was no air of brazen self-confidence 
about her, nor yet even of assurance.

“ Reminds me of a scared deer,”  Gin­
ger mused, as she threaded her way 
through the tables toward the platform 
at the rear of the restaurant. “ She’s a 
beauty though, IT1 hand her that. W on­
der what’s her line.”

Presently she sang a haunting Spanish 
love song rendered in the mother tongue. 
It was something new, this rendition of 
a number in anything but English and it 
took the diners by storm. Applause, 
vociferous and prolonged followed. In 
a manner that was shyly diffident, the 
singer bowed her thanks and again 
obliged— this time in English. It was a 
popular ballad that she sang, a teasing, 
lilting song and the faint suggestion of 
an accent with which she slurred the 
words, made it indescribably charming. 
Once more her audience clamored for an 
encore to which she graciously re­
sponded. Again and again this was re­
peated. It was though her hearers were 
loath to let her go. At last with a little 
mute gesture she pointed to her throat, 
spoke to the orchestra leader, and began 
her final song without accompaniment.

Charming, haunting, touching, the 
more, sung thus without accompaniment, 
the old, old song “ Silver Threads Among 
the Gold,”  seemed to clutch at the very 
heartstrings of her listeners. Silence, 
mute tribute to the singer, fell over the 
room. Richly clad women, unashamed, 
pressed handkerchiefs to their eyes, 
while their escorts stony-faced gamblers 
or cold hard men of the world, sat star­
ing, silent.

Ginger Kearney proved no exception. 
He too sat as if in a daze, swallowing 
furtively at a little aching lump which 
persisted in forming in his throat. Was 
it something in the timbre of the singer’s 
voice or was he thinking of his gray­
haired mother long since gone to h^r 
rest? No matter. He was still dream­
ing when the singer left the platform
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and started threading her way through 
the tables toward the dressing room.

Frankly it .was in no way to the dis­
credit of the Cafe Palacios that the man­
agement encouraged the entertainers to 
make themselves agreeable to the pa­
trons at the conclusion of each act. It 
was good business and the artists, expe­
rienced professionals for the greater 
part, were fully competent to look after 
themselves. But the latest recruit either 
failed to consider this as a part of her 
duties, or else a sense of shyness held 
her aloof. Acknowledging the shower 
of compliments that deluged her from 
every side with a modest inclination of 
her head, but ignoring all offers of enter­
tainment, she tripped toward the dress­
ing room.

Notwithstanding the fact that the bulk 
of the diners were a cosmopolitan lot, 
some idlers, for the time being on pleas­
ure bent; some professional seekers of 
Fortune’s smile, and the balance easy- 
living soldiers of fortune, they were 
nevertheless all gentlemen. And as such, 
they respected the sehorita’s evident re­
luctance to accept the proffered invita­
tions. She would undoubtedly have 
gained her dressing room undetained, if 
it had not been for the interference o f­
fered by one of a small party of four 
gathered at a table next to Ginger.,

He had remarked the quartet upon 
their arrival. They were a swaggering 
crew, dressed in wide trousers and short 
jackets, profusely ornamented with 
braid.

“ Rancheros from the back country,”  
he had mentally classified them at first 
sight.

The acknowledged leader of the four 
whose actions bespoke him host, was a 
black-browed, loud-mouthed, swaggerer 
with an exalted opinion o f himself. 
From his manner and the scraps of con­
versation that drifted Ginger’s way, he 
judged that the leader had been drinking 
not wisely but too well.

As the singer passed His table, this

man half rose from his chair and barred 
her way with outstretched arm. “ H a!” 
he leered, “ Eet ees thee song bird of my 
own country. Be seated,, senorita and 
drink with us!”

The girl, a sudden light of apprehen­
sion clouding her eyes, drew back, then 
gathering her skirts, attempted to brush 
past the outthrust arm. This apparent 
repugnance to his forced attentions dis­
mayed the Mexican not at all, in fact 
quite the contrary. With a quick, unex­
pected movement, he grasped her wrist..

“ Caramba!” he growled, “ Why so shy, 
leetle one ? Am I then so ugly to gaze 
upon ?”  and he attempted to seat her by 
force.

Ginger, who until this time had sat 
quietly still under the spell of the girl’s 
song, suddenly stiffened. His amber 
eyes which had harbored a pensive, 
brooding look, narrowed and hardened.

The girl, acute fright showing in her 
face, sought to pull away, but yet more 
forcibly the Mexican drew her toward 
him.

Then Ginger unlimbered for action 
With an easy bound, he gained her side.

“ Let go the lady, hombre,”  he snapped.
The Mexican whirled and for an in­

stant stared at the other as if puzzled by 
his presumptuousness. Then his natural 
arrogance, stimulated by the wine he bad 
drunk, caused him to flame forth in sud­
den anger.

“ Ho, ho!”  he roared. “ And who are 
you, peeg of an Americano to interfere 
with Vasco Gomez?”

“ It makes no difference who I am,” 
Ginger returned cooly. “ But you just 
keep your hands off that girl, savvy?”

Vasco’s answer was a characteristic 
one. With a sinuous movement so quick 
and so deftly executed that it took the 
diners who were now crowding forward, 
totally unawares, his hand swept down­
ward and returned, grasping a gleaming 
knife. He stabbed with a sidewise, 
twisting stroke.

Possibly had Vasco been dealing with
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one less cool or with one whose eye and 
hand had not been trained by constant 
practice with a snaky rope to gauge dis­
tance to a hair's breadth, the knife would 
have found its mark. As it was, his 
wrist was caught in a firm gra^p. There 
came a quick, bone-twisting wrench, and 
the knife clattered to the floor. Ginger 
put his foot on it.

“ That’ll about finish your act, hom- 
bre,” he said dryly, and dextrously shift­
ing his grip to a firm collar-and-pants 
hold, propelled the Mexican in no gentle 
manner toward the exit. Halfway to the 
door he turned his captive over to a be­
lated pair of restaurant employees, and 
contemptuously ignoring Vasco's com­
panions who were following in his wake, 
returned to the table he had quitted.

The girl who had watched the affray 
with round, panic-stricken eyes, had at 
its conclusion sunk relievedly into the 
nearest chair. It was directly opposite 
the one Ginger had occupied.

Gaining the tableTthe young American 
rider stopped, embarrassed. The girl 
was studying him with frankly curious 
eyes. For a space he hesitated, then 
blushed. Verily this was his undoing, 
for when a man blushes, he is at a grave 
disadvantage. And Teresa Cordovez, 
for all she was but sixteen, fresh from 
the convent, and spreading her wings for 
her first trial flight in a world of strange 
happenings, saw and understood. In­
stantly she gathered the reins into her 
own.small hands.

“ Sit down, senor. I go instantly. But 
of a truth, first must I express my 
thanks.”

Ginger dropped into the chair with 
some relief. “ Aw, it didn't* amount to 
anything, sister,”  he said.

“ Oh, but nay,”  she demurred. “ He 
ees one ver' weecked man. And you 
were so brave. But then,”  she sighed, 
“ one should such theengs expec' from a 
gran' caballero. And how you can ride, 
senor!”

Ginger's gaze was distinctly question­

ing. “ Tell me, senorita, how do you 
know what I------ ”

Teresa smiled delightedly. “ Thees 
afternoon, amigo, at the rodeo. My, but 
thou art skillful and oh so fearless!”

So it began, the acquaintanceship of a 
wandering knight of the rope and saddle 
with a girl who, with her voice as her 
fortune, was beginning her battle with 
the world. Prolonging his role as pro­
tector, Ginger saw the singer safely to 
the posada where she boarded.

The next day it rained, and the next, 
so there was no rodeo. But both nights 
found Ginger seated at his favorite table 
within the Cafe Palacios, listening to the 
new entertainer, regretting the while the 
go-easy manner in which his season's 
wages had vanished, and wondering if 
there was anything in the saying that the 
Spanish were partial to redheads. Each 
night he saw her home. Had she not in 
a burst of confidence told him that she 
still feared Vasco Gomez? What would 
you?

Three days after the affair with Go­
mez, Ginger as arena director was scan­
ning the list of entrants for the forth­
coming events, when he ran across the 
Mexican's name. He thought nothing 
of it at the time. It had become quite 
the style for visiting rancheros to thus 
exhibit their prowess in the way of 
horsemanship. But if it had not been 
for a horse called the Mirinda Black, it 
is doubtful if Ginger would have come 
into direct contact with Vasco.

This was a bad horse— bad from a 
rodeo rider’s "view point anyway. He 
had been shown at several rodeos the 
season before and had been tagged as 
undesirable, so he was foisted off on 
Jose Pequano in a string of horses he 
had purchased across the border.

Setting aside the fact that he was a 
killer, the trouble with the Mirinda Black 
was that one could not make a show on 
him. Contrary to the universal opinion, 
it is not the wicked, savage-pitching 
animal a rodeo artist dreads to draw.
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Let him jump high or low, sideways or 
straight ahead; let him sunfish or cork­
screw or swap ends with the rapidity of 
a tumbler pigeon, polished riders have 
no fear of him, for on such a horse one 
can put up a showy ride, a ride that piles 
up points, and points mean purses. It 
is the mean, tricky horse, one that sulks, 
rolls, falls intentionally backward or 
never aets twice the same that they fight 
shy of. It is impossible to put up a 
showy ride on such a horse, and they 
are immeasurably harder to stick on. 
The promoters abhor such an animal as 
well. A  minimum of accidents is what 
they consistently strive for, and there is 
no use tempting fate.

The Mirinda Black was one of this 
sort. The talent soon learned that he 
was not only an exceptionally hard horse 
to stay on, but there was scant chance of 
a point being made by riding him. So, 
as you will see, they studied out a man­
ner of circumventing him.

Ginger spotted him the first day he 
viewed the horse caviya. “ There’s a dog 
for you /’ he commented to himself, and 
not wishing any fatalities to mark his 
reign as arena director, protested his use 
to Jose Pequano. But the promoter was 
obdurate. Little he cared whose neck 
was sacrificed so long as he gathered in 
much gold, and besides the advertise­
ment of having a known killer among the 
horses to be ridden was worth many ad­
missions.

“ Much I should w orry/’ he said negli­
gently, overruling Ginger’s protest. “ It 
is a chance each rider takes. The horse 
he stay.”

So Ginger had gone about thwarting 
Jose’s bloodthirsty intentions in a quiet 
but none the less efficacious manner. A  
professional rodeo performer, if he is 
wise, studies each horse shown with as 
much intentness as a child does its les­
son. He seeks to fathom the horse’s dis­
position and familiarize himself with any 
marked trait, that he may turn this 
knowledge to his own use. If the horse

is hard to make a show on, he puzzles out 
some method of working him for what is 
professionally termed a re-ride. That 
means to keep him from pitching, so a 
no-contest ride will be declared and an­
other horse furnished, an animal on 
which, luck favoring, one may make a 
show. There are tricks in all trades you 
know.

As it happened, some studious rider 
the season before had hit on a sure 
method whereby the Mirinda Black 
might be eliminated. It was simply to 
flank-girth him up to the last notch and 
this took all the pitch out of him. His 
only desire then was to run. Ginger had 
passed this word around to the vaquero 
contestants, and they at once had taken 
advantage of it. Each day, upon coming 
out of the chute, the Mirinda Black had 
shown nothing but a clean pair of 
heels.

Now as luck— or possibly ill luck— 
would have it, the horse that Vasco Go­
mez drew that afternoon was the Mirin­
da Black. Naturally enough, Ginger 
hung back, waiting for one of Vasco’s 
fellow countrymen to post him as to 
what manner of horse the black was. 
But to his surprise none volunteered this 
information.

“ One of you-all better put a flea in 
that hombre’s ear,”  he had suggested to 
a group of vaqueros, after waiting a 
space. “ What’s fair for one is fair for 
all.”

As of one accord, the copper-hued 
riders had shrugged indifferently. Then 
one explained. “ Small thanks would be 
our portion senor,”  he said, showing a 
set of gleaming teeth. “ O f old we are 
weeth Vasco acquaint. He ees a brag­
gart, what you call one granx bluffer. 
Haf he not already boast that anytheeng 
weeth hair he can ride!”

This view hardly coincided with Gin­
ger’s sense of fair play. While he held 
Vasco in small esteem, he harbored no 
grudge against him and desired he should 
have an even break. So he walked over



WESTERN STORY MAGAZINE

to the saddling chute where the Mexican 
was busy with his rigging.

“ You. want to watch that hoss, hom- 
bre,” he warned. “ He’s got more tricks 
up his sleeve-than a circus juggler. He’s 
one mal cab alio. Flank him up tight as a 
drum though, and he’ll run.”

Vacco’s method of showing his appre­
ciation of this gratituous tip was as un­
expected as it was ungrateful. When he 
recognized the speaker he blew out his 
cheeks in a grimace of rage and ad­
vanced a step forward.

“ Caramba!” he bellowed loudly. “ Am 
I then an infant that I should be told 
how to ride by a gringo? It ees not 
veree good that you interfere again in 
my affairs.”

“ All right, go to it then,”  Ginger re­
torted. “ You give me a swift pain any­
way. I f that’s the way you feel I hope 
he breaks your neck.”

As he turned away from the incensed 
rider, Ginger rather regretted this out­
spoken wish. He really held nothing 
against the boastful Mexican and he did 
not care to see any one injured. Of 
course* Vasco might ride the horse. It 
was not impossible; but unless aware of 
his tricky ways, one seriously courted a 
fall and perhaps a bad accident. De­
termined to prevent any chance of this if 
possible, Ginger sought his own horse 
which was standing saddled near by and 
motioned to a couple o f vaqueros to as­
sist him in riding herd.

The arena itself where the riding took 
place was a circular affair, formerly a 
bull ring. The pens and saddling chutes 
had been erected at one side. The horses 
were saddled and the riders mounted in­
side the chute.

When Vasco, not deigning to use a 
flank girth, clambered aboard the Mirin- 
da Black, settled himself firmly in the 
saddle, and then tossed his heavy, high- 
crowned sombrero to one of his waiting 
compatriots, Ginger emitted what 
sounded very much like a groan.

“ Cooked his own goose right there,”
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he muttered, which as you will see was 
a very true prognostication.

Immediately the gate to the chute was 
flung open, the Mirinda Black left the 
alley like a streak. Not on a run as 
heretofore, but in a series of quick, bone 
wrenching cat hops. Possibly forty feet 
from the chute he pitched. Then on a 
space that might have been covered by a 
blanket, he staged an exhibition of plain 
and fancy bucking the like of which had 
made him famous. His enforced lay-off, 
the result of constant flank girthing, had 
only served to store up in him a greater 
reserve of nervous energy and to accen­
tuate his wickedness. Weaving, twist­
ing, swinging with a sort of a rocking- 
chair motion, calculated to throw the 
rider off poise-, he would vary this at 
times by a constant sucession of straight- 
up jumps, which, by the way are the 
hardest thing a rider’s frame is called 
upon to withstand. The Mexican had 
long since given up any idea of making 
a contest ride of it. His sole aim now 
was to stay with the black.

The spectators, subtly aware that 
something out of the ordinary was hap­
pening, craned forward expectantly, 
shouting advice and encouragement to 
horse and rider alike.

Vasco, his legs locked viselike around 
his steed, one hand clutching the neck 
strap, the other shamelessly grasping the 
pommel, was sticking like the proverbial 
leech. At last it seemed as though the 
black sensed that straight jumping was 
a futile way of trying to unseat the an­
chored man. So he resorted to one of 
the tricks for which he was notorious. 
Rearing backward at a dangerous angle, 
he threatened to topple. Heretofore this 
ruse had seldom failed. Invariably the 
rider would loosen in the saddle prepara­
tory to quitting the horse when he fell. 
Then the black, changing tactics, would 
explode in a couple of dynamic forward 
jumps and send the rider flying.

But this time the black’s feint caused 
no responsive loosening of the Mexican’s
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hold. If anything, some reflex action 
caused him to tighten his leg grip, and 
the black suddenly realizing that his bluff 
was called, made good the feint Far­
ther and higher he reared, at last top­
pling backward.

Ginger had been prepared for this 
eventuality from the moment the rider 
failed to loosen up. He knew the horse, 
you see. Keeping as close as possible, he 
was prepared to render aid. As the black 
fell backward, and Vasco's startled face, 
now a pasty, yellowish white, was turned 
upward toward the sky, Ginger sank the 
spurs into his mount. Sweeping for­
ward, he bent low and curving a long 
arm about the Mexican’s body, wrenched 
him from the saddle. It was a quickly 
thought out plan, devised on the spur of 
the moment and handily executed. Rein­
ing his horse clear of the black, who now 
went caroming off down the arena, he 
deposited the Mexican on his feet.

That the audience appreciated this al­
most superhuman feat was attested by 
the wild applause and the repeated cries 
of "Bravo! Bravo, Americano !”

But notwithstanding his-narrow escape 
from being crushed into a broken, 
shapeless mass, Vasco displayed no grati­
tude toward his rescuer. Quite the con­
trary in fact. He turned to Ginger, who 
had now dismounted, and his face was 
puckered into a grotesque mask of rage.

“ Peeg of a man!”  he snarled. “ Once 
too often haf you laid filthy hands on 
Vasco Gomez. Eet ees this time that I 
shall teach you better.”

Ginger, familiar of old with the odd 
mental reactions often induced by the 
strenuous pounding of a vicious horse, 
made due allowance for the Mexican’s 
excited condition/

“ You ought to have kept off him, 
hombre, or else flank-girthed him tight 
like I told you. The black’s too much 
hoss for you,”  he said evenly.

For a space Vasco glared, mouthing 
little incoherent words, hot rage curbing 
his powers of speech. “ Swine, dog, in­

sect!” he roared at last. “ Can one who 
like a circus clown rides thee gentle 
caballo and performs infant’s tricks 
weeth thee rope, tell Vasco anytheeng? 
Bah!”

For the first time Ginger became 
somewhat nettled. What provoked him 
most was the greaser’s bland assumption 
that he could not ride. His features 
hardened a wee bit as his Irish came to 
the surface

“ Listen, hombre,”  he said testily, “ you 
better can that promiscuous shootin’ off' 
your mouth. If it’ll do you any good 
to know it, I can ride that hoss with my 
hands tied and if you’ll take a bit of ad­
vice, you’ll dry up that yap and vamose, 
pronto.”

Not waiting to see whether this sug­
gestion was obeyed, Ginger turned and 
bent to pick tip the reins of his horse. 
As he stooped, something hummed over 
his back, and he straightened up to see a 
knife quivering in the leather-covered 
wooden tree of his saddle.

For an instant it looked like red war 
with Mexico, but thinking better of his 
first impulse, Ginger rasped a few com­
mands to the loitering vaqueros, and 
Vasco was ignominiously hustled away.

The affair made scant impression on 
Ginger Kearney. He took it all as a 
part of the day’s work. Was not life 
one chance after another anyway?

But there was one upon whom this at­
tempted assassination had left its im­
print of terror. O f late Teresa Cordo- 
vez had become a confirmed rodeo fan.

“ Ah, but I am so affright!”  she had 
confided that night, when at the conclu­
sion of her act, she sat at Ginger’s table. 
“ He one very bad mans, You mus’ of 
heem beware, amigo mio.”

Ginger smiled indulgently at her earn­
estness. “ Shucks, kid, he’s nothin’ but a 
big windy. He’s probably halfway home 
by now. What do you say we take a 
little pasear, sister? The moon’s just 
fine to-night for a walk.”

“ I shall be mos’ charmed, sefior,”  re­
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plied the girl, which duly explains their 
presence near the outskirts of Escalado 
some half an hour afterwards.

Who knows of what they talked? The 
glory o f the night was very wonderful, 
and youth is always sanguine. Truly 
they were much absorbed, and it was 
this which prevented them from either 
seeing or hearing a little knot of figures 
that stole upon them in the darkness.

Ginger put up an interesting struggle, 
but one is at a terrible disadvantage 
when enveloped at the outset by a smoth­
ering blanket. As for the girl, her initial 
scream had been hushed at its inception 
by a hand roughly clapped across her 
mouth.

Fifteen minutes later the pair sat by 
the saddling chute within the arena, 
Ginger helpless, swathed like a mummy 
in ropes, the girl unbound, but neverthe­
less powerless.

Vasco Gomez, backed by two evil­
faced compaheros, stood before them. 
“ Ho, h o !”  he taunted. “ Soon weel the 
Americano peeg haf a chance to make 
good his boast. Eet ees not good for to 
talk too much weeth thee mouth. Vasco 
ees what you call from Missouri. He 
mus' be shown.”

Trussed like a fowl, Ginger glared at 
his captors. Once he opened his mouth 
and then resolutely closed it again. 
Bandying words would get him nowhere 
he decided. So he let his brain function 
rapidly seeking to fathom the enemy's 
intent and if possible figure some way 
out of the difficulty. It was not himself 
that he feared for; he never for an in­
stant considered his own predicament. 
The treatment which would be accorded 
the girl was what bothered him most.

“ Wonder what his game is,”  Ginger 
muttered.

He was not long left in doubt. There 
came a drumming of hoofs, and like 
swiftly galloping wraiths in the moon­
light, the entire string of rodeo horses 
swept from the pasture in which they 
were kept, on through a gate and into the
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arena. Behind them, urging them on 
was a rider, the third of Vasco's com­
panions of the restaurant. Like soldiers 
trained by constant practice, the remuda 
headed at once for the pen that opened 
into the saddling chute. Closing the pen 
gate, the rider dismounted from his 
horse, and beckoning another to assist 
him, entered the corral with the remuda. 
Next came an excited flurry, attended by 
much waving of serapes and many 
shouted directions, and presently a horse 
cut off from his fellows was herded into 
the saddling chute. He was quickly 
barred in place. Then the rider climbed 
out of the pen, stalked to his horse, and 
commenced unsaddling. After a bit he 
came toward Vasco, dragging behind him 
his heavy saddle.

“ All is in readiness, senor,”  he said.
Vasco grinned an evil smile and ad­

dressed Ginger. “ Now gringo dog,”  he 
began, “ you shall make good your boast. 
Have you not said you could ride thee 
black weeth your hands tied? Eet weel 
be my great pleasure to geeve you thee 
opportunity.”

Vasco's plan was perfectly plain rrow. 
Seeking some method of avenging the in­
sults he fancied the American had o f­
fered him, he had lighted on the diaboli­
cal scheme of forcing Ginger to prove 
what he had so rashly stated. It was a 
foregone conclusion in the greaser's 
mind as to what the ending would be.

He rasped a quick command in Span­
ish, and his companions set to work 
saddling the black. Soon they signified 
that all was in readiness. Then Vasco 
motioned toward Ginger.

“ The rope you weel now ondo from 
all except his wrist. Ees it not that he 
can ride weeth his hands bound? Ca- 
ramba! So he haf said.”

The Mexicans advanced gingerly to 
the task of removing the bonds, not un­
naturally expecting a terrific struggle. 
But the American submitted tamely to 
their attentions. Well aware that it 
would be hopeless to attempt to escape,
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he resolved to husband his strength for 
the impending ordeal. * Quietly enough 
he submitted to their handling, at last 
standing free except that his arms were 
bound tightly together from elbows to 
wrists.

Then Vasco, a sardonic smile twisting 
his features, essayed a bit of humor. 
“ Eet ees very good that you not make 
fight, senor. For thees, shall you make 
your las’ adios to your amorita. Vasco 
ees not jealous— no not very. You may 
say your las’ good-by. For soon the 
senorita leave with Vasco Gomez. He 
theenk he like to keep a songbird on hees 
rancho.”

For an instant Ginger’s amber eyes 
glowing with hate, seemed to shoot forth 
little pin points of lambent flame. Rais­
ing his bound hands, he took a menac­
ing step forward. But realizing the 
utter futility of the action, he checked 
himself, half turning, and as he turned, 
a pair of arms were suddenly flung about 
his neck.

“ Querido mio,”  a tearful voice mur­
mured. “ Thou are about to die, be­
loved.”

“ Forget it, kid,”  counseled Ginger, 
striving to make light of her fears. “ I 
may get wrecked up some, but it ain’t as 
bad as that. You’re the one I ’m worry- 
in’ about. That greaser means to— 
to------ ”  He hesitated, fearful to ex­
press his thoughts.

Teresa Cordovez* eyes flashed. “ Look, 
senor. It is a small bottle, beloved, but 
a very strong poison. One drop and I 
die. I am not afraid.”

Ginger’s eyes clouded, then cleared 
with the flash of a sudden idea.

“ Can that suicide stuff, sister,”  he 
remonstrated gently.

Her arms tightened about his neck 
with a convulsive clasp. Ginger smiled 
tenderly down at her, then bent his head 
lower. “ Listen to me, little one,”  he 
whispered. “ You do as I say and you 
got better’n an even chance to make a 
get-away. When I come out on that

bronc all those greasers are goin’ to fol­
low me to see the fun. That’s human 
nature. When they get a little piece 
away, you duck out and beat it to the 
back of the arena. There’s a room mid­
dle way where the saddles are stored. 
Expect you’ll find the watchman either 
drunk or tied up. Anyway there’s a 
telephone which is connected directly 
with Jose Pequano’s bar. Give it a ring 
and you’ll have help here inside of fifteen 
minutes. Now, little sister, if you’ll give 
me a kiss, I ’ll show them greasers some­
thing about ridin’.”

A  long second afterward he gently dis­
engaged her arms and turned toward the 
chute. “ Let’s go, hombres,”  he invited.

Possibly it was the self-confident air 
with which Ginger settled himself in the 
saddle, or again Vasco may have planned 
it from the first. Whatever the reason, 
just before the chute gate was opened, 
the Mexican took down a coiled reata 
from the saddle. Pie cut off a short 
length and looped one end about Ginger’s 
ankle. The slack he brought under the. 
horse, fastening the qther end likewise.

“ I haf no weesh that you* fall too 
soon,”  he said with a wicked leer. The 
balance of the rope he thrust into Gin­
ger’s hands. “ Perhaps the Americano 
weesh to do thee trick while he ride,” 
Vasco^ sneered. “ Who knows?”  And 
he motioned for the gate to be flung 
wide.

The Mirinda Black took air with a 
succession of frame-wrenching jumps. 
As on the previous afternoon, he pitched 
straight ahead until some little distance 
from the gate. There he stopped for his 
final endeavor to unseat his rider.

With no choking neck strap to impede 
his efforts, he seemed a very demon of 
energetic viciousness. Weaving, twist­
ing, sunfishing on a space the size of a 
blanket, he tested to the utmost Ginger’s 
sense of balance.

Jolt! Jolt! Jolt! Pound! Pound! 
Pound! How mortal man with hands 
tight bound and no steadying strap to
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ease the strain, could stand the inces­
sant jarring was a mastery. Truly there 
in the moonlight Ginger proved himself 
a king among riders.

After minutes of this, as if at last 
aware that straight jumping would prove 
of no avail, the Miranda Black went to 
his knees, then suddenly recovering 
reared up and feinted his backward fall. 
It was the trick Ginger had been watch­
ing for. As the horse lunged upward, 
Ginger, using the rope which he still 
clutched in his bound hands, lashed him 
savagely across the head, beating him 
back to earth. Again and again the 
horse tried this trick, and again and 
again the unmerciful rain of ilow s 
forced him down.

Vasco, who had mounted a spare horse 
and was keeping close to the pitching 
black, bellowed his rage. Spurring 
closer he leaned from his saddle and 
grabbed at the rope, intending to jerk it 
from Ginger's hands.

Then fate intervened. In some inex­
plicable manner the whipping rope be­
came hopelessly tangled about Vasco’s 
arm. In a panic of fear at the conse­
quences, he attempted to free himself. 
But instead, thanks partially to the ac­
tion of the half-crazed black, he suc­
ceeded only in looping the rope about his 
neck. Ginger felt the tug as the horses 
drew apart and with a rapidity born of 
instant thought, took a half hitch around 
his saddle horn.

In vain the Mexican attempted to spur 
his horse closer to the other and thus 
ease the strain. His own mount, afire 
with nervousness, engendered by the 
black’s frenzy, began in turn to jump. 
Once, twice, each time farther away he 
lunged. With the third plunge came an 
abrupt jerk and with a scream of fear, 
Vasco hit the ground.

It may have been the unexpected pull

58

on the saddle horn, or perhaps ere this 
the black had been willing to admit de­
feat. One guess is as good as another. 
Anyway, at the precise instant the Mexi­
can hit the ground, the black giving over 
his attempt to shake off his rider, began 
to run.

Ah, but that was a wild ride! Vasco’s 
heavy body at the end of the taut-drawn 
rope seemed to weigh little more than a 
feather. Bumping, scraping, dragging, 
if anything, it added impetus to the 
horse’s pace.

Ginger set his jaws. Bulkily dim in 
the blue moonlight, he could see the high 
walls of the arena rushing toward him. 
The wind whistled past his ears and the 
black’s pace seemed to increase. Vainly 
he prayed that the horse might turn. 
But with nothing to guide the brute, 
Ginger realized that there was no chance. 
Gosel* and closer drew the wall. Gin­
ger, closing his eyes, leaned well back in 
his saddle and awaited the impact. 
There was a sharp crack as the black’s 
head met the arena wall— a sudden burst 
of stars, then darkness enveloped the 
rider.

Fifteen minutes later he opened his 
eyes and attempted to raise his head 
from the lap wherein it rested. A  small 
cool hand pressed him back. It was a 
pleasant sensation.

“ Lie thou still, beloved,”  a familiar 
voice ordered. “ Eet ees Teresa who 
commands. Soon will help arrive. Haf 
they not said so over thee phone. Ah, 
but thou art hurt. I pray they breeng a 
doctor.”

Ginger flexed his muscles experi­
mentally, rubbed an ever increasing lump 
on his foehead, then grinned.

“ Listen, sister,”  he said softly, “you 
may as well change your order. Unless 
you’re going to reneg, a padre not a doc­
tor is what we want.”
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Synopsis of Preceding Chapters
pjA N N Y  CADIGAN was a quiet youngster, distinguishing himself but twice during his school 
U  days— once when the windmill “ ran away with itself,”  and again when a schoolboy put tacks 
on a seat in the schoolroom ; but Danny was treated with the highest respect, and after the death 
of bis parents the villagers came to hold him in high regard.

However, Danny did not remain in his home town. He traveled north and joined up with 
the cowboys of the Kirby Ranch. There he remained as chore boy until the coming of the famous 
gunman, Bill Lancaster. The latter, trying to bully Danny, lets himself in for a fist fight, and not 
daring to meet Danny in a fair hand-to-hand fight, brings the butt of his gun down on Danny’s 
head and leaves him unconscious.

Danny is convinced that he will meet up with Lancaster again, and as he does not know how 
to handle a gun, he journeys to Chico Mountains to Uncle Joe Loftus, an old man who is supposed 
to be a wonder in the handling of weapons. He goes to Uncle Loftus, but the latter promptly orders 
Danny from his place.

CH APTER VI.
T H E  R IO  G R A N D E  F O R  C A D I G A N .

HE invitation to depart was 
not uttered by old Loftus 
in the easy tone of one 
who can be profitably 
smiled at. There was a 
ring that sent a Shiver 

down the small of Cadigan’s back. 
Nevertheless, he did not depart— neither 
did he so much as turn around. He rê  
mained standing and confronting the 
hero of a past age.

"You hear me?”  yelled Loftus.
"I hear you,”  said Cadigan gently.
"Then, darn your eyes,”  screamed 

Loftus, growing more and more excited 
as the conversation continued, "you 
know that you’re mighty close to genin' 
a slug through your head. Nothin’ but 
the head. I don’t shoot squirrels no 
other way!”

But Cadigan folded his arms and 
shook his head. "It ain’t goin’ to go,” 
he said. "It ain’t goin’ to work, Mr. 
Loftus,”  said he.

"W hy not ? What ain’t goin’ to 
work?”

"This here bluff.”
"M y heavens, young man,”  cried 

Loftus, trembling with the strength of 
his fury. "Are you aimin’ to drive me 
plumb wild?”

"N o, sir, but I know something about 
you, and I know that you ain’t the kind 
of a gent that’ll shoot down a. man, in 
cold blood. You’ve had your killin’s and 
plenty of ’em, but you ain’t never killed 
except in a fair fight, and you’re too 
old to start in makin’ up bad habits now. 
Ain’t that right?”

"That’s kind of half true,”  declared 
Uncle Joe. "I am gettin’ old. Other­
wise I’d of blowed the head off of a 
couple of you a long sight before I ’d oi
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stood here chatterin’ . Well, young 
man, what did you say that your name 
was ?”

“ Cadigan”
“ Cadigan, dog-gone me if you ain’t 

as cool faced a one as ever I see. You 
ain’t goin’ to fight and you ain’t goin’ 
to leave. Is that the way of it?” 

“ That’s the way of it.”
“ Ain’t you got no shame, young 

man ?”
“ Not a bit,”  said Cadigan.
“ And you don’t aim to do nothin’ but 

hang around up here and spy on me and 
try to find out what I’m locatin’ in the
line of that copper lead that------ ”

“ Copper?”  exclaimed Cadigan, as the 
truth broke in on him. “ Is that the 
reason that you don’t want me around 
up here? On account of that copper 
mine? Why, Mr. Loftus, I ain’t inter­
ested in copper, none!”

“.You ain’t?”  sneeringly inquired the 
old fellow. “ Money don’t make no dif­
ference to you, I guess. Maybe you’re 
a nephew of God, or something like that, 
that don’t need no coin. Is that the 
way of it?”

“ Right now,”  said Cadigan bluntly, 
“ money don’t mean a thing.”

“ Maybe you’ll gimme a hint,”  said 
Loftus dryly, “ about what does make a 
difference to you?”

“ Sure, I ’ll let you know, right 
enough,”  said Cadigan frankly. “ Keep- 
in’ alive is the main thing that I ’m inter­
ested in now.”

A  light broke upon the face of Uncle 
Joe. “ A h !” said he. “ All you’re doin’ 
is to run away from something?”

“ I dunno that* I’m runnin’ away.”  
“ What might you call it, then?”  
“ Well, the main thing is that I seen 

I needed help, and so I come up here to 
you.”

Uncle Joe dropped the butt of his rifle 
to the ground and broke into a strange, 
cackling laugh. “ Dog-goned if you 

-ain’t got me beat,”  said he. “ You come 
up here to get me to help you?”

“ That’s it.”

“ Maybe you think that you can get 
me to go down and fight your fights for 
you?”

“ No,”  said Cadigan, “ but you could 
teach me how to fight.”

This suggestion came to Uncle Joe 
Loftus in a different way.

“ I see,”  said he. “ If they corner 
you, you want to be able to give some 
sort of an account of yourself.”

“ That's right.”
“ How many is they of ’em?”  asked 

the old man, showing a trifle more in­
terest than before.

“ They’s only one.”
“ One! And you runnin’ away? The 

devil, young man, I change my mind 
about you every two seconds. Dog- 
goned if I don’t!”

“ You see,”  said Cadigan in his usual 
gentle voice, “ I ’ve used rifles and I ’ve 
used revolvers about as much as most 
folks. But I ain’t never done no fightin’, 
and I ain’t never done no practicin’ for 
fightin’ . . And this gent that I ’ve met 
up with, he’s about as bad as ten men 
rolled into one.”

“ Who might he be? They ain’t much 
chance that I ’d know about him, though. 
They don’t breed the sort of men nowa­
days that a man would hear about livin’ • 
up here the way I do, gettin’ *a mite of 
news once a year!”

“ His name is Lancaster.”
“ Not Bill Lancaster, young man?” 
“ Have you heard tell about him?” 
“ Am I deaf ? Am I dumb ?”  asked 

the other irately. “ Have I heard tell 
about Bill Lancaster? I ’ll tell a man 
that I ’ve heard tell about him. Dog­
gone my hide, are you mixed up'with 
him?”

All the serious advice of Tom Kirby 
had not had the force which was put 
into the singular emphasis with which 
the old fellow uttered the two pro­
nouns.

“ I am,” said Cadigan.
“Then—God help your soul, young 

man. Why are you bangin’ around up 
here where Bill often camps out, you
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might say. Why ain't you ridin’ hell­
bent south, where he don’t never go, you 
might say. Why ain’t you across the 
Rio Grande?”

These were the very words of Tom 
Kirby, and Cadigan was doubly im­
pressed. And yet, there was still no 
thought of flight in his mind. And, the 
more formidable the thought of the great 
Bill Lancaster grew, the more deter­
mined was Cadigan to remain and face 
the music.

“ I ’m not aimin’ to get away from 
him,” said Cadigan as quietly as ever.

“ That ain’t why you want to learn 
some fancy tricks with guns?”

“ No, sir.”
“ Lemme hear why it is, then?”
“ I want to hunt down Lancaster.”
Joe Loftus threw up both of his hands 

with a groan of amazement. “ Hunt 
Lancaster!” he yelled.

“ There was only one man in the world 
that could teach me enough to gimme a 
chance agin’ Lancaster. I knew that 
man was you. Even in his best day, 
they say that Lancaster wouldn’t of 
been no more’n a mouthful for Uncle 
Joe Loftus.”

“ Oh,”  said Uncle Joe without too 
much modesty, “ I dunno about that. 
But do they still remember me down 
below?”  He pointed, as though the in­
habited world were an infinite distance 
beneath his place of abode.

“Every man of ’em knows about you, 
Mr. Loftus. Even me— I come from a 
mighty ways farther south. They’d all 
heard about you down there, too. 
That’s why I come up here to you to 
get help.”

“ What sort of help, young man?”  
said Uncle Joe, greatly mollified.

“Teachin’ about how to handle a gun.”
“ Here’s a rifle,”  said Uncle Joe. 

“ Shoot me that branch in two, yonder 
— that right-hand branch of that there 
little bush, over yonder.”

“ I can never hit it,”  said Cadigan to 
his soul, and he dropped upon one knee.

For a long five minutes he steadied

his rifle upon the twig. For the light 
was dull, and the dusk was thickening. 
Finally he fired, and from the head of 
the slender shrub one side of the 
branches were cut away.

“ That’s it,”  said Joe Loftus. “ You 
can shoot straight. You’d ought to 
make a name for yourself at one of these 
here target contests. You’d get all sorts 
of silver cups, I’d say!”

He turned and pointed in another 
direction. “ Look at that tin can. Pull 
out your revolver and punch a hole 
through it, will you?”

Cadigan drew out his revolver. 
Something told him that he had not 
pleased the old fellow any too well with 
his first experiment as a marksman. 
He must do better this time. He cer- 
tainy must not fail of his mark no mat­
ter what happened! So the heavy Colt 
balanced long in his hand. Then he 
fired and his heart leaped with happi­
ness as he saw the can knocked whirling 
for a dozen yards across the mountain­
side.

He put up his weapon and turned ex­
pectantly to Loftus, wondering what 
sort of praise the prospector would select 
for him. But instead, Uncle Joe Loftus 
leaned upon his rifle and stared for a' 
long time at the ground.

“ I dunno,”  said he at the last. “ I been 
hopin’. I been tryin’ to figure out some 
way, but I guess that they ain’t none. 
I guess that they ain’t any way that it 
can be done! I used to disbelieve ’em 
when they said that a good shot was 
born and not made. But I guess that 
they was tellin’ the truth.”

“ Is they no hope for me, Uncle Joe?”
Uncle Joe sighed and shook his head. 

“ I ’ve seen bad shots and bad shots,”  he 
said. “ But dog-gone me if you ain’t 
the worst. Gimme a gent that can’t hit 
nothin’. I ’d take a chance on doin’ 
somethin’ with him. I’d train him for 
speed like a lightnin’ flash. But take a 
gent like you, that can hit anything, and 
they ain’t a hope for him. Look here, 
and I ’ll tell you why. When I was in
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my prime, son, I couldn’t do no better 
foj: accuracy than you done just now. 
I couldn’t do no better then. I dunno 
that I could even do as good as you for 
shootin’ right now. Lemme see------ ”

He threw the heavy old rifle lightly 
into the hollow of his shoulder. He 
supported the barrel with a wobbling 
left hand, and the muzzle of the gun 
wavered crazily in a futurist circle. 
Only for an instant— then the gun ex­
ploded and the other twig disappeared 
from the head of the brush. The rifle 
of Uncle. Joe was hardly lowered before 
a revolver glided into his ancient hand 
and exploded instantly. The tomato 
can, which now lay double its original 
distance from the place from which 
Cadigan had hit it, was tossed into the 
air and fell with a great clatter at a 
slight distance.

Unde Joe Loftus put up his revolver, 
taking no time to exult over his per­
formance. One might have thought that 
this was nothing or less than nothing to 
the old man.

“ Well,”  he said, “ it looks like I still 
could hit something! Just now and 
then.”

He went on: “ But as I was sayin’, 
son, they ain’t no hope for a gent that’s 
slow— and hits the mark. Because he’s 
gunna keep aimin'. And a gent that 
keeps aimin’ is sure to make a bum 
fighter.”

“ What do you mean?”  murmured 
Cadigan, bewildered.

“ What I say, son.”
“ But don’t a man have to aim if he 

wants to hit anything?”
“ Aim ?”  said the strange old man. 

“ Aim? Why, it’s thirty year or more 
since I aimed a gun! Nope. Not in 
fightin’ you don’t take no aim.”

“ What do you do, then?”
“ What do you do? You up and shoot 

a man dead, and that’s all that they is 
to it!”

Cadigan shook his head. If this was 
the way of it, it was hopeless for him 
to even attempt to learn.
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“ How does a gent go about it ?”  asked 
Cadigan sadly.

“ They ain’t no trick to it,”  said the 
old prospector. “ All you got to do is to 
start right in and practice a couple of 
hours a day and keep that up for a 
couple of years. And then, if you got 
it born in you anyways, you might make 
something of yourself, if you got any 
luck along with you. Because you need 
luck to get through your first couple of 
fights, no matter how dog-gone well 
trained you might be. That’s all that 
they is to it, young man.”

“ Is they no hope for me?”  asked 
Cadigan sadly.

“ Nope. They ain’t no hope at all. 
This here Bill Lancaster, even the way 
folks used to Agger men, he would of 
been one of the best. He would of been 
a Aghter in the old days, even.. And 
you, son— darned if you wouldn’t of 
been slow even among the worst of the 
worst clodhoppers that ever I seen. 
Darned if you wouldn’t of been!”

And, with this, he turned and strode 
slowly back toward his shack. At the 
door he turned again toward the down­
cast Agure of Cadigan.

“ The Rio Grande, Cadigan. That’s 
the best thing for you !”

CH APTER V II.
A  H A R S H  I N S T R U C T O R .

ITN O LE JOE LOFTU S returned 
^  from his morning trip with ham­
mer and hope about the middle.of the 
afternoon, very hot, very hungry, and 
disgustingly shaky about the knees. It 
was no longer a time when Uncle Joe 
could trudge about the mountains with 
a swinging stride, up hill and down, all 
day, without food, without water, even, 
and come home as erect as ever, with 
only his belt drawn a little tighter and 
his jaw set a little harder. Now he had 
to watch his strength carefully, like a 
general conducting an offensive cam­
paign with a dwindling army. It would 
not do to waste men recklessly, in such
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a campaign; and it would not do for 
Uncle Joe to waste his meager store of 
strength.

For, no matter how optimistically he 
viewed matters, he was forced to see 
that his days were numbered. He might 
have, say, ten years remaining to him. 
But those ten years would have to be 
divided. Suppose that it required an­
other three years before he found the 
great lead— there would tliqn remain to 
him only seven years during which he 
could enjoy the glory and the wealth 
which would flow in upon him for that 
discovery. But even those seven years 
would be shortened greatly if he did not 
take care to husband his resources.

So he kept these matters all in his 
mind while he was laboring among the 
mountains. He started early in the day, 
and he kept to his work until noon or a 
little later, for in the morning his 
strength was at its prime, but when the 
heat of the day came on, his powers 
faded rapidly. So he always avoided 
hard work of any kind in the middle of 
the afternoon.

Now, as he returned to his shack, 
shaking his head because of the way in 
which his knees sagged beneath his 
weight as he went up the slope, he heard 
the steady cracking of a revolver in the 
distance.

At one-minute intervals the gun ex­
ploded. It was like a signal, repeated 
constantly. So he went down the slope 
to make his inquiries. What he saw, 
when he came through the screening 
lodge-pole pines, was Cadigan walking 
up and down in the midst of a large 
clearing, with a revolver in his hand. 
He covered fifty paces, he wheeled sud­
denly, and fired the instant his gun came 
in line with a small white rock on the 
hillside. Then he proceeded slowly to 
the farther side of the clearing, wheeled, 
fired again, observed the result, and 
shook his head. For, every time, he 
missed!

Then he took his stand in the middle 
of the clearing, leveled his weapon, and

opened a point-blank fire. And every 
bullet struck fairly on the face of the 
white rock! There was no doubt about 
it. When he had once obtained the 
range, or if he took his time at the mark, 
he was a deadly shot.

But how much time he needed!
He began to pace back and forth once 

more, and at the end of his walk still 
turned to fire at the rock, but the old 
prospector saw the dirt knocked up far, 
far away from the target. He was 
missing, and he was not missing nar-> 
rowly, for his bullets were flying ten 
feet from the mark!

So old Uncle Joe Loftus sat down, 
hugged his knees in his skinny arms, and 
laughed long and silently. After that, he 
rose to his feet and said dryly: “ I see 
that you made up your mind to take 
advice, young man. You aim to start 
practicin' for two hours a day?”

‘T or  ten,”  said Cadigan.
“ And keep it up for a couple of 

years ?”
“ For ten, if I have to,”  said Cadigan. 
“ Until when?”
“ Until I can kill Lancaster.”
“ You don't aim at nothin' small,”  said 

old Uncle Joe mildly.
But in his heart he was deciding that, 

after all, there was something to this 
young fellow beyond the average of the 
youths of the countryside. He had a 
quality of patience which the prospector 
could appreciate the more because it was 
one of his own chiefest virtues and he 
liked it. 9

“ Why,” he went on, “ d'you want to 
stay up here on the mountain to do your 
practicin' ?”

“ Because,” said Cadigan, “ it'll be 
harder for him to find me up here for 
one thing. Besides, it's cheap livin’ here, 
and I won’t have to spend nothin’ much 
for anything except ammunition. But 
the best thing of all is that I'm pretty 
close to you, Mr. Loftus.”

“ What might you learn from me?” 
said the old man sullenly. “ I ain't 
teachin’ no school up here where the
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folks can learn how to do murder fine 
and safe and easy!”

“O f course you ain’t,”  admitted 
Cadigan. “ But when a gent has too 
much knowledge, he can’t help some of 
it overflowin’ now and then. Y ’under- 
stand ?”

Uncle Joe could not keep from smil­
ing. “ Well,”  said he, “ iemme tell you 
something. The best way to start out is 
to start just swingin’ the gun without 
doin’ no firin’ ! Look here!”

He stood up in the center of the 
clearing, a tall, gaunt form, the wind 
blowing his flannel shirt close to his 
body which seemed to be an arch of 
hollow ribs alone. And he whipped out 
his revolver and pointed it at the rock. 
He whirled around, pivoting on his feet 
swiftly, and covered the rock again with 
his revolver.

“ D’you see, Cadigan? It ain’t how 
many times you shoot. It’s just gettin’ 
in the habit of wishin’ the other gent 
dead. And, every time you pull your 
gun, say to . yourself: ‘Lancaster!’
Y ’understand?”

Cadigan nodded, smiling faintly. This 
was indeed a clean-handed logic which 
he could easily comprehend.

“ And when you point, point with your 
forefinger— pull the trigger with your 
second finger. That’s the way. Mostly 
nobody can shoot straight— and fast! 
Most everybody can point straight— and 
fast as a wink. For why? For because 
a gent that’s got a gun and is tryin’ to 
aifti is thinkin’ mighty hard about what 
he’s doin’. And thinkin’ spoils shootin’. 
Does a cat think when it reaches out and 
sticks a claw into your hand? No, sir, 
that cat don’t do no thinkin’. But you 
think about gettin’ your hand out of the 
way, and that’s why you can’t budge it. 
No, sir, that hand of yours is tied right 
down to the spot, compared to the speed 
of the way that cat hauls off and sticks 
the claws in. That’s the way you got 
to learn to shoot. You got to stop 
thinkin’ about what you’re doin’. You 
got to start in just killin’ . The other

U

things will foller along in line. But 
that’s the way that you got to start!”

Such was the first and the greatest 
lesson for Cadigan, the most important 
of all that he ever received, and there 
were many of them. For the old man 
was full of his subject, and when he 
found in Cadigan the patience to execute 
advice as well as the humility to take it, 
he was willing to unburden himself of 
quantities of lore.

To him, gun play was no vulgar thing. 
It was an art almost divine in its possi­
bilities. It was a thing over which he 
had brooded during a long lifetime, and 
which he still found complicated and 
wonderful. So that in speaking of gun 
work, the old prospector could only 
speak his information and his feeling by 
degrees.

It was the beginning of a regular 
course in instruction for Cadigan. 
Never a singing teacher worked over a 
pupil with more enthusiasm than did old 
Joe Loftus over this youth. And never 
did a singing teacher labor over the 
scales and all the dull tone work of a 
pupil more than Joe Loftus labored to 
perfect the technique of Cadigan.

“ They’s only one way with a gun,” 
said Uncle Joe at least half a dozen 
times a day, “ and all the other ways is 
the ones that dead men have used. Me, 
speakin’ personal, I always used the 
right ways. And so I ’m still alive. I ’ve 
seen a lot o ’ mighty talented gents with 
guns. I ’ve seen fast gents on the draw. 
I ’ve seen gents that could shoot as 
straight as a string, but sooner or later, 
what happened to ’em all ? They’re 
dead, old son. They’re all dead! Now, 
when I tell you take hold of that gun 
good and firm, but not too tight, I mean 
just that. Try it ag’ in. Drop that gun 
into the holster and— the devil, man, is 
that the way that I told you to put a 
gun into a holster?”

“ Does it make much difference how a 
gun goes into the leather so long’s it 
comes out fast?” asked Cadigan, sur­
prised.
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“ Everything about a gun makes a dif­
ference, old son. A  gun that goes into 
the holster smooth will come out smooth. 
A  gun that goes in fast and smooth’ll 
come out fast and smooth. But a gun 
that goes in, slow or fast, with a jerk, 
will come out with a jerk, and a gun 
that comes out with a jerk, it sure can’t 
shoot straight, and you can lay all your 
coin on that!”

Such were the lessons which Cadigan 
received. There was no question of 
mastering them perfectly. The exac­
tions which the stern old prospector 
made were so great that it was like 
attempting to master oil painting. Per­
fection became a sheer impossibility. It 
seemed out of the question.

But the progress oi Cadigan, even 
in the estimation of Joe Loftus, was 
astounding. Because, as he had prom­
ised, he actually worked with his guns 
for ten hours a day. And when the re­
volver was not in use at a target or 
going through a drill, it was still the 
constant companion of Cadigan. He 
used it as he went over its working 
parts. Every day it received a thorough 
cleaning, which was much needed after 
the work which it was given to do. And 
these daily tasks of taking the gun apart 
and assembling it again, gave him a feel­
ing of perfect understanding of the 
weapon such as he had never had before. 
He finally came to a point after which 
he could assemble his revolver in the 
dark.

This was only one phase. All of the 
main work had to do with the actual 
drawing of his gun from a holster, in 
the first place, and its discharge at a 
mark. And ah, how bitterly discourag­
ing were many of those days! In the 
heat of the afternoon, when old Joe 
Loftus returned from his work, Cadigan 
had to go through his paces beneath 
the eye of that stern taskmaster. And in 
those times, every move he made was 
wrong, it seemed! From day to day 
there was no progress. There was noth­
ing in the way of a word of praise. It

was always the sharp, snarling voice of 
Loftus pointing out errors.

“ How many times do I have to tell 
you? Ain’t you got no memory? Ain’t 
you got no brains?” Uncle Joe would 
wail at him. “ Dog-gone me if it ain’t 
disgustin’ . Eddication is what all you 
young gents need. Eddication is what 
you need, but heaven help them that 
have to do the teachin’ of you! That 
is all I have to say.”

And still the labor went on. It was 
not a week or a fortnight. For four 
bitter months he worked, as he had said, 
ten hours a day. And when his wrist 
was numb with the labor of handling 
the revolver, he had to turn to his rifle 
and work with it.

It was late in October before, on a - 
day, Uncle Joe Loftus said, as he sat in 
the door of his shack: “You see this
here can, Mr. Cadigan?”

“ I see it,”  said Cadigan.
“ Well, then, put that gun in your 

holster.”
The gun was obediently disposed of 

in the required way.
“ Now, Cadigan, this here can is Bill 

Lancaster. I ’m gunna throw this here 
can away. If it hits the ground before 
yoij sink a slug in it, you’re a dead man, 
Cadigan.”

Cadigan sighed. “ All right,”  said he.
The can snapped out of the hand of 

Uncle Joe Loftus. It shot behind 
Cadigan. He wheeled dike a flash, the 
revolver snapping out of the holster, 
and the gun exploded—the can, in the 
very act of striking the ground, was 
caught by the big slug and hurled to a 
distance.

And the first word of praise escaped 
from the thin lips of Unde Joe. “ That’s 
pretty near what I ’d call shootin’,”  he 
said.

“ This here can, Cadigan, is Bill Lan­
caster.”

He picked up another. “ Kill him, 
Cadigan!”

And he tossed the can high into the 
air, as hard as he could fling it.
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It shoe high up and hung in the sun, 
a winking, flashing disk of light,

“ Shoot!”  cried Lancaster.
And Cadigan fired. There was a 

clang far above. The can was dashed 
still higher, then fell straight down.

“ Shoot r
Again the gun exploded. And the 

can was knocked sideways through the 
air.

“ Darned if that ain’t almost shootin’ !” 
sighed old Uncle Joe. “ Here, now. 
Just walk this can up the hill.”

He tossed another can to the ground, 
and Cadigan, whipping out his revolver, 
began to fire from the hip. Six bullets 
from his left-hand revolver struck the 
ground just behind the can and spat at it 
small showers of dirt which sent it roil­
ing swiftly up the slope. Then four 
bullets emptied from his right-hand gun 
drove the can still higher. Every bullet- 
had entered the soil a scant inch behind 
the can. He turned and faced the old 
man again.

“ What’s next?” asked Cadigan, as he 
began to load his revolvers for a fresh 
attempt.

“ The next thing,”  said Uncle Joe, “ is 
to sit right down here.”

Cadigan, prepared for a hard lecture, 
sighed again and then reposed himself 
on the doorstep beside his tutor.

“ Cadigan,”  said the old man, “ you’re 
a good hand with a gun. You shoot 
like every can was Lancaster. And if 
every can was Lancaster, Lancaster 
would of been a hundred times dead. 
Cadigan, you’re as good a hand with a 
gun as I ever seen!”

Cadigan could only stare.
“ Because,”  * went on Loftus, “ they 

ain’t no fear in you. A  scary gent, he 
can’t have no luck with a gun. The 
first time I seen you, I seen that you 
had the znakin’s of a first-class shot in 
you. I could tell it by the way that you 
stood up here and looked into the eye 
o f my rifle. You didn’t change no color. 
I knowed then what could be made out 
of you.”

“ You kept pretty quiet about it,” said 
Cadigan, grinning with joy. “ Can I 
start for Lancaster now?”

“ They ain’t no man in the world that 
you couldn’t start for now,”  said Uncle 
Joe gravely.

CH APTER VIII.
T H E  S E N D -O F F .

YEj/HEN Dan Cadigan prepared to de- 
part in the chill of the next morn­

ing, Uncle Joe came forth to see him off, 
and he brought with him two revolvers 
whose age was well expressed by the 
finger-worn appearance of the handles.

“ What,”  said he to Cadigan, “ might 
you say to them two guns ?”

“ I ’d say,” said Cadigan, “ that they 
was old Colts.”

“ Take hold on ’em,” said the old man. 
Cadigan received them gravely.
“ Try ’em,”  said Uncle Joe.
Cadigan looked about him for a fit­

ting target, and as he looked and paused, 
three heavy-winged crows dropped out 
of the top of the pines and flapped 
across the clearing. Cadigan snapped 
up the guns and fired. The leader 
dipped its head and dove straight down 
into the earth. The second bird whirled 
in a dizzy circle and began to descend, 
squawking a harsh protest against fate. 
Cadigan blew out its life with a third 
bullet.

“ Mighty sweet, straight-shootin’ 
guns,”  said Cadigan.

“ Fair to middlin’ , fair to middlin’,” 
said Uncle Joe. “ Do they look like 
other guns to you?”

“ They’re a mite heavier, and they’re 
longer in the barrel.”

“ That’s it, son. Just enough longer 
in the barrel to hit a mark ten yards 
farther off than the ordinary Colt. And 
them ten yards count, a lot o f times!” 

Cadigan nodded. “They got a nice 
hang to ’em,” he said, slipping the guns 
back and forth in his hands from the 
palms to the finger tips. “ They balance 
like they had a mind of their own.” 

“ They do,”  admitted Uncle Joe.
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wI ’ve heard some say that them guns 
are too heavy. They ain’t made for 
weaklings!”  And he regarded the 
round wrists o f Cadigan, corded with 
tendons of steel.

“ They’re just heavy enough/' said 
Cadigan, “to make a gent know that he 
has something in his hands.”

“ Cadigan,”  said his friend gravely, 
“ you got sense. You got more sense 
than even I give you credit for. Them 
are the guns that’s been friends to me 
for these many years— darn if I hardly 
know how long! No, sir, they’ve gone 
to sleep with me and watched over me 
like a pair of bulldogs. They’ve never 
had the bark and bite at the same gent 
more’n once or twice together!”  He 
chuckled evilly. “ They was a long 
time,”  said he, “ when I figgered that 
the day was sure to come when I ’d be 
cornered and got.”

He nodded, thoughtfully thinking back 
to those wild times. “And I always 
figgered that when I went down, I ’d be 
pumpin’ this pair of guns to the last 
half second. Well, Danny, I ’ve turned 
old and rusty and they ain’t much chance 
of me bein’ got. Seems like them that 
used to hate me have took pity on an 
old, old man!”

He grinned again with infinite malice- 
“ Howsomever, they ain’t botherin’ me 
none, and I guess that they ain’t much 
chance that I ’ll be bothered none before I 
pass out in the next year or two.”

“ You have thirty years,”  said Cadigan 
tactfully.

“ Don’t be a fool, young man!”
“ I heard tell about an Indian down 

in New Mexico that lived to be more’n 
a hundred and twenty years old. If a 
Indian can do it, why can’t a white 
man ?”

“ Why,”  said the old man, grinning 
more broadly and more happily than 
ever, “ I always said there was nothin’ 
a redskin could do that a white man 
couldn’t do better. You got sense, 
Cadigan. Well, to get back to them 
guns. I always have figgered them in

the hands of some gent that knew how 
to fight, and that would die fighting, with 
his body drilled clean through half a 
dozen times, and his legs tore to bits, 
smashed into a corner of a room, maybe, 
and with a dozen gents shootin’ at him 
— but still with a gun in each fist— 
fightin’ back— still killin’ to the last min­
ute.”

His voice had raised to a sort of 
shrill shout of fury as he painted his 
picture. Then, in lowered tones, he 
added: “ That was how my partner, old 
man Jeff Gilky, died. I come in too 
late. But I seen five gents Weedin’ bad, 
all wounded so’s they’d never forget it,^  
layin’ around on the floor, and I seen 
three dead men that was lookin’ at the 
ceilin’ and wonderin’ what it was all 
about, most like, while they dropped 
down below like buzzards out of the 
sky— dropped down to the devil like the 
murderin’ skunks that theyyWas!”

His voice trembled. Then he cleared 
his throat and added: “ It ain’t goin’
to be my luck to die like that.”

“ You’ll die rich, which is a pile beU 
ter,”  suggested Cadigan. “ You’ll find 
the copper and you’ll be one of the big­
gest of ’em all. They ain’t goin’ to leave, 
you out of history, Mr. Loomis.”

At this, the eye of Uncle Joe ap­
preciably brightened, but he eventually 
shook his head sadly. “ You hear this 
from me,” he said. “ They ain’t nothin' 
worth a good death. I ’d give all the 
copper there is for the sake of dyin' 
with my boots on the way that a man 
had ought to. And these here guns, 
Cadigan, they’d ought to go to a gent 
that’s gunna die that way.”

Cadigan started. “ Am I sure to get 
bumped off?” he asked curiously.

“ Sure. They ain’t a chance of nothin’ 
else. That’s where you got the luck. 
You’ll do things that’ll start folks talkin' 
and you’ll die while they’re still talkin’ !” 

“ Seems to me,”  said Cadigan, “ that a 
gent might as well dcf somethin’ and then 
sit down and think about it for the tail 
end of his life.”
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“ Not them that got the real stuff in 
’em,” said the strange old man. “ Not 
them that really want to work. That's 
the trouble with me. I was aimin', al­
ways, at reputation. I wasn’t out aimin' 
to do what I could! I never was doin' 
that. I was always tryin' to get myself 
talked about!" He confessed it with a 
groan.

“ Why, Uncle Joe," said the younger 
man, “ they ain't no man in the moun­
tains that’s done as much as you done to 
hold up the law. Everybody knows 
that."

“Everybody is a fool," declared the 
prospector. “ I tell you, Danny, because 
I know that you'd have your tongue cut 
out before you'd go talkin' about me to 
other folks. But I tell you that I never 
worked happy till I had somebody who 
could watch what I was doin' and talk 
about it afterward. There was a dozen 
times when I was sheriff when I could of 
gone straight after a gang of crooks. 
But I didn’t do it. Because why? Be­
cause I didn’t love danger, the way you 
do!"

“ M e?" murmured Cadigan. “ I don't, 
love it! Love danger? I never heard 
of such a thing as a gent lovin' dan­
ger."

“ It's a mighty wise man that knows 
what he’s made of or why he does 
things. It's a mighty wise man, old 
son. Love of danger— well, it ain’t so 
dog-gone uncommon, at that. It ain’t 
common like love of booze, but it turns 
a gent just as crazy. Look at them gents 
that start gun fightin’ and stay with it? 
I wasn’t one of them kind. Pretty soon 
I felt my hand gettin' sort of shaky. 
Then I crawled off up here and got all 
by myself. Huntin’ the copper? The 
devil, man, I ain’t doin' nothin’ but 
occupyin’ my mind and tryin’ to keep 
from thinkin’ of the dog-gone coward 
I was to run away!"

He lifted up his thin face with a sigh, 
and his small eyes under their wrinkled 
lids looked over the heads of the great 
pines and on and on to the huge stone
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foreheads of the mountains, all pressed 
against the tender blue of the sky.

“ Even if what you say about yourself 
is true," murmured Cadigan, struck 
with awe, “ what difference does it 
make? Suppose that you just wanted 
to look big in front of other folks? 
Well, Uncle Joe, you got what you 
want. They all say that you’re the 
bravest, the cleanest, the fastest, the 
straightest-shootin' gent that ever wore 
guns in the mountains."

A gleam of joy darted into the eyes 
of Uncle Joe Loftus like reflected light, 
and he clasped his bony hands together, 
trembling from head to foot. Still, he 
shook his head slowly as he answered 
Cadigan.

“ It ain't no use. I know. You can 
cheat some folks or most of the folks 
while you're livin’. But after you’re 
dead, then the truth comes sneakin' out 
and goes around whisperin' in the ears 
of folks. And they begin to cuss you 
first, and then they begin to forget you 
—and, Cadigan, what a devil of a long 
time a gent is dead compared to the 
mite of a time that he’s alive! And 
now how can bein' praised for a minute 
compare with bein' plumb forgot for a 
hundred yeors?"

He went on drearily: “ No, sir, I
thought about myself, and not about my 
work. I thought about the advertisin’ 
that I was givin' myself, and not about 
the help that I was givin' to the law. 
But them that love their work— why, 
they talk about what I ’ve done because 
I'm still alive, but when I'm dead, what 
I ’ve done'll die with me. But them that 
love their work, they do bigger things 
than they know about. And them that
love danger------ " He fell into a long,
gloomy pause.

“ Them that love danger?" prompted 
Cadigan gently. “ Who are they?"

“ Why, them that go explorin’ up into 
the north pole, and thereabouts. Is it 
to find something worth while? No, 
sir. They ain’t nothin’ there but ice 
and snow. They tell you that they go
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for a purpose. No, sir, they ain’t got no 
purpose except to find danger. Every 
time they start, they’re takin’ a chance 
with their life. And it’s because of the 
chance that they go explorin’. They 
like to roll the dice for the big stakes. 
Y ’understand ? And you’re like ’em. 
You’re follerin’ Bill Lancaster. W hy?” 

“ Because he used a gun when I was 
fightin’ only with my fists, Uncle Joe.” 

“ Nope. That ain’t it. You’re gunna 
foller him because he’s mighty danger­
ous. And, some day, maybe you’ll get 
him; maybe he’ll get you. But if you 
win, youlll look around for something 
else that’s just as hard to do, and when 
you find it, you’ll light out on the trail. 
And when you finish that, you’ll try 
something else. And finally, before 
you’re many years older, they get you 
and corner you, and you’ll die fightin’ 
with them two guns in your hands— 
killin’ a man every time you pull the 
trigger. Well, take the guns, boy!”  

That was the farewell of Uncle Joe 
Loftus. He did not pause to shake 
hands, but turned his back abruptly and 
went into his shack, while Cadigan 
mounted his mustang and rode slowly 
down the slope. When he looked back 
he saw the old prospector issuing from 
the cabin with a pick over his shoulder 
and a hammer in his hand, his felt hat 
setting far back on his head, setting out 
once more on his quest for the hidden 
lead of copper.

CH APTER IN. 
c a d i g a n ' s  t i m e l y  a r r i v a l . 

{~\NE could not imagine William 
Prentis Lancaster— as his mother 

had baptized him— being anything other 
than the center of every scene in which 
he chose to show himself. Now, while 
the pig face of Sam Boswick flushed 
and wrinkled with rage and his huge 
muscles worked along his arms, and 
while “ Duds” Malone and even Ches 
Morgan raised their voices in the de­
bate, Bill Lancaster, sitting quietly at the 
window, was made the more prominent

and the more instantly appealing to the 
eye by his very calm. If he had 
thundered loud enough to quell them all 
with his organ tones, he could not have 
been so thoroughly the most important 
item in the argument.

But, in the meantime, he chose to 
stare out the window, idly, as though 
this matter were entirely beneath his 
notice, and as though he were interested 
only in the black-green foresting of 
conifers which stood thick upon the hills 
around the town of Gorman. Over this 
he ran his eyes and noted how the 
fringes of trees on the rims of the hills 
pricked roughly against the sky, and how 
the white rush of the little creek hurtled 
down the slope, and how, beside the 
creek, the trail dipped into view and out 
again behind the trees until the creek 
itself flattened and widened into a soft- 
flowing, noiseless stream that ran 
through the very heart of Gorman and 
right under the window of the hotel 
where Bill Lancaster sat. The trail, too, 
widened at this point into a road deeply 
carved by the wheels of many a buck- 
board and wagon from the ranches 
bringing old hands to town and bring­
ing new ones and fresh provisions out to 
the battle front of the range. But, al­
though the glance of Bill Lancaster was 
passing leisurely over all this scene, he 
was not held by it. A wrong-headed 
pinto went up the trail sideways, bucking 
every inch of the way while a singing 
quirt lashed its flanks, but even this 
action picture did not touch deeper than 
the surface of Lancaster’s mind. For 
he was giving his whole attention to the 
debate in the room.

The substance of it was that Sam Bos­
wick, who had traveled clear to Kansas 
City to secure information on account 
of which they had been able to rob the 
P. & S. O. railroad train and come 
away with a clear twenty-five thousand 
dollars in profit, declared that he had 
put in treble or at least double duty 
upon this occasion and that he was ac­
cordingly due to receive at least two
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shares instead of one. The objections 
of Ches Morgan and dapper young Duds 
Malone were that each of them, in the 
past, had upon occasion taken more than 
his share of responsibility and of risk 
during various of their exploits to­
gether, but they had never received an 
extra share of the money when it was 
allotted.

Their contentions angered Sam Bos- 
wick until he literally swelled with rage. 
He was one of those immensely powerful 
men who are usually found in circuses 
or sometimes in the vaudeville where 
they hold pianos suspended by straps 
which are gripped by their teeth alone! 
Or they lift huge leaden weights, 
or they support a tangle of eight or ten 
grown men. They are not always very 
large. Their muscles in repose look like 
loose fat. Their muscles in action cover 
their bodies with rigid knots of iron 
strength. And such was Sam Bos wick. 
He had the face of a pig and* a mind 
distinguished only for that sort of 
animal cunning which lives by tricks. 
But his impulses were so headlong and 
so steadfast and his might of hand was 
so great, and withal his bulky muscles 
could act with such astonishing speed, 
that he was known and dreaded for a 
thousand miles. O f the others, Bill 
Lancaster has already been described. 
Duds Malone was sufficiently described 
by his name— he was a slender youth 
with a pair of big brown eyes and a 
smile which made the hearts of girls 
tremble, and he dressed himself as gayly 
as a Mexican caballero; but the true 
organizer of the trio, the brains out of 
which their most profitable exploits 
nearly always sprang, was (dies Mor­
gan, who had once been as honest as any 
man in the mountains until an unfor­
tunate slip of justice had turned him 
wrong. Ches was driven into outlawry, 
and there he got the taste of the wild 
blood and loved it. He still looked as he 
had always looked, a grave-faced man 
with tired eyes and hair thickly 
sprinkled with silver. He had a rough,

slow voice, and his pipe was constantly 
between his teeth. He had even been 
known to puff slowly at it while he 
drilled away with his rifle at a distant 
target— and a human target at that! It 
was Ches who put the case mpst strongly, 
and finally became the spokesman en­
tirely for both himself and Duds 
Malone.

“ Who asked you to go?” he said. 
‘ ‘ You said you was ready to take the 
trip and that you figgered that you could 
do pretty well in Kansas City. You 
knowed some folks there. If I ’d been 
in your boots I ’d of done the same thing. 
Why, Sam, when we all come out of 
Juarez on the jump that time in Aug­
usta and they shot your boss right out 
from under you, and I pulled up and 
give you a lift until we hit the river— 
I say, after I done that, did I ask for 
a double share for what I ’d done for 
you ?”

*Tve heard about that a long time,” 
declared Sam Bos wick harshly. “ But 
ain’t I paid you double for that a couple 
of times, Morgan?”

“ How come?”
“ Ain’t I backed you up three times 

when you was busted at poker?”
“ Can money pay for them things, 

Sam?”
“ Money can pay me for what I 

dune,” said Sam bitterly, “ and maybe 
that’s where the difference is !”

“ Money,”  said Ches Morgan coldly, 
“ ain’t a particular good thing to live 
for.”

“ Maybe this here is a church or a 
Sunday school, or something like that?” 
grunted Mr. Bos wick. “ All I want is 
my rights, but I ’m darned if I ain’t goin’ 
to have ’em! Quick!”

“ I dunno that I see how you're gunna 
collect what you want.”

“ All I want is justice!”
“ That’s what every crook says!”
“ Are you callin’ me a crook, Ches?” 

And he glared terribly at the older man 
but Ches Morgan did not avert his 
glance. He continued to study his com­
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panion steadily, and almost with an air 
of pity, so disinterested was his ex­
pression.

“ I don’t call no names,” said Morgan 
calmly. “ When it comes to that sort of 
talk, I let my guns speak for me. Well, 
Boswick, it looks like you ain’t gunna 
be -satisfied until you get a share as big 
as the chief gets.”

This shifted the center of attention 
sharply toward Lancaster who, how­
ever, paid no heed to them.

“ Look here, now,”  went on Boswick, 
lowering his voice. “ They ain’t no need 
to bring Lancaster into this here fix. 
You know and I know that Lancaster 
ain’t done nothin’ for us except to hang 
around. He ain’t taken no share in 
nothin’. He’s played safe and held back. 
He ain’t even knowed enough to give 
orders. He ain’t nothin’ more’n a fig- 
gerhead, partner, and you know it! 
The main thing we got him for,” he 
continued, even more boldly as the 
vacant eye of Lancaster, fixed upon the 
woodland beyond the window, betrayed 
no consciousness of the conversation 
which was proceeding so close to him, 
“ the main thing we got him for was to 
keep us all hangin’ together and keepin’ 
the traces tight. But dog-gone me if 
he’s been able to do even that! I ask 
you, free and frequent, partner, what 
right has the captain— if you want to 
call him that— got to a double share?”

“Ask him!”  broke in Duds Malone 
with a wicked little smile,

Sam Boswick started. Bold and bad 
as he felt himself to be, it was plain 
that he had no desire to array himself 
against the taller man in single combat.

“ Leave it up to Lancaster, this double 
share of yours,” said Ches Morgan. 
“ Maybe he can make it come out straight 
for y ou !”

“ Well, old son, I ’ll try!”  muttered 
Boswick, and he turned sharply upon 
Lancaster.

“ Say, Bill!”  he called.
The ear of Lancaster caught that voice 

well enough. As a matter of fact, he

had been straining his attention for some 
time to make out everything that had 
been said in the room, and he had suc­
ceeded fairly well in spite of his 
abstracted expression and his halt- 
turned back. But now, at the very mo­
ment when he was called, he was begin­
ning to center a considerable portion of 
his attention upon a horseman whom 
he had been watching as the latter wound 
down the trail through the evergreens. 
It was at this moment that the rider 
turned out from the narrow trail onto 
the broader, rutted road and jogged his 
big-headed, ugly mustang straight for 
the town. Here Lancaster straightened 
with a start and a glimmer of cruel joy 
appeared in his eyes, for the odd 
familiarity of the stranger had clicked 
home in his mind, at the last. It was 
Cadigan, come within his reach at last. 
After these months of careful inquiry, 
after the hundreds of miles which he 
had ridden in search of the younger fel­
low, here was Cadigan at last come 
blindly home to him! Lancaster £elt 
all the anger which had been roused fn 
his breast by what he had overheard of 
the speeches of Boswick, disappear in 
a trice, and his mind was smoothed. 
Cadigan was his at last!

How much it meant, not one of the 
others could understand. Therefore he 
did not speak of it. But how much it 
meant to Lancaster could be compre* 
hended by . the fact that every one of 
the hardy three who were in the room 
with him would instantly have recog­
nized that name.

The reason was that the entire cattle 
range and the whole lumbering and min­
ing districts, wherever the famous name 
of Lancaster was familiarly spoken of, 
there the name of Cadigan was known 
also. For, just as the unknown four 
rounder becomes celebrated overnight 
because he has fought a drawn battle 
with the champion of champions, so the 
man who had stood up to terrible Bill 
Lancaster and struck him the first blow 
— the man who had dared bare handed
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to assail this poisonous fighter, had be­
come so widely famous and so much 
whispered about that people were be­
ginning to regard him as almost a greater 
man than Lancaster himself!

The disappearance of the unknown 
was also a pleasant part of th$ mystery. 
For why should he have run away? 
Why need he have turned his back upon 
the others? Nevertheless, Cadigan had 
disappeared from the face of the earth. 
Some muttered, darkly, that perhaps 
Lancaster knew far more than he cared 
to reveal, concerning the most con­
venient disappearance of the young 
waddie.

In the meantime, Lancaster had been 
constrained to support his reputation by 
touring around the range ceaselessly let­
ting all men see that he was ready and 
willing to meet the man he hated and 
whom it was so falsely said he had 
wronged. This boldness helped him a 
great deal and bolstered his falling repu­
tation. But nothing could make up for 
the disappearance of Cadigan entirely. 
He had either been murdered, or else he 
had gone away for a purpose, and when 
he appeared again he would make him­
self felt at once. Such was the general 
opinion. As for the meeting between 
Cadigan and Lancaster, it- was never 
reported correctly. Even the cow- 
punchers who had witnessed the thing 
were not able to converse about it in 
agreement with one another. For, after 
all, the whole matter had been excess­
ively simple. Only the change in Cad­
igan himself had been so remarkable. 
He had swelled to a new stature in the 
fight.

And, telling of the battle, they could 
not help concentrate upon Cadigan. 
They could not help speaking as though 
what he had done were really far more 
remarkable than the facts of the matter.

Such was the way in which the 
battle between Cadigan and Bill Lan­
caster had been noised abroad, making 
the name of the former as much a house­
hold word as was the latter. And

therefore it was that Lancaster grinned 
with delight as he saw his foeman, 
grinned like a cat when it is about to 
leap on the bird, a smile full of blood 
hunger, without mirth.

He turned, then, to Sam Boswick as 
the latter repeated his question for the 
third time with some irritation.

“ Look here, Lancaster, I wish that 
you'd tell me what you think is the right 
way out of this here. Do I get two 
shares or not?”

“ Why,” said Lancaster, “ did you ever 
get two shares before this here?”

“ Nope.”
“ When you started off for Kansas 

City, did you tell the boys that you 
wouldn’t make the trip and try to use 
your friends in this here game unless 
you got a double share?”

“ I dunno that I said just that,”  said 
the pig-faced man gloomily.

“ Well,”  said Lancaster, “ it looks to 
me like a gent that breaks the laws of 
the gang, or tries to break the laws of 
the gang, had ought to get punished in 
some way. What have we got to do to 
make Boswick know that we ain’t to be 
fooled with?”

“ Punished ?” thundered Boswick. 
“ M e?”  And he swelled like a poisoned 
toad until the buttons of his best creaked 
against the cloth, so wild was he with 
his fury.

“ I said punished,”  said Lancaster 
grimly. “ But maybe they’s two things 
that’ll help to let you off. The first is 
that before to-day you gents ain’t ever 
thought of punishments for them that 
busted the rules of the gang; the second 
is that you have worked mighty hard 
at this here game. Well, old son, I 
dunno but what you’re pretty lucky to 
get o ff!”

“ And the extra share?”  muttered big 
Boswick, rather awed in spite of him­
self.

“ D’you take us for fools, Sam?” 
roared Lancaster.

Boswick swayed a little from side to 
side, like a bull about to charge, but
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charge he did not. The red flag of 
insult had been waved in his eyes, but 
at the last instant a thought like a bullet 
passed through his brain that he was 
about to seek trouble with the most 
dexterous gun fighter in the mountains. 
So he paused, breathing hard. Lan­
caster, as if to show how little he con­
sidered the quarrel or the strength of 
his recent judgment, turned toward the 
window.

“ Look out at the young gent ridin’ 
by,” he said. “ You’ve all heard of him, I 
reckon. See if you know his face!”

“ Lancaster is showin’ himself worth 
his salt to us!” murmured Duds Malone 
to old Ches.

“ Salt? He’s worth his weight! 
Who’s the kid, Lancaster?”  he added, 
looking down from the window.

“ A darned bum hoss he’s ridin’ 1” 
exclaimed Malone.

“ Well, friends, that’s young Cadigan. 
Does it look like he could have trimmed 
me, the way some of the liars say that 
he did?”

The others grunted to themselves: 
“ Cadigan!”

And the youth, hearing his name men­
tioned by several voices at once, looked 
up to the window and saw three men 
looking down at him with a peering in­
terest. And behind them, in the shadow, 
was a gloomier countenance half lost in 
the obscurity. Lancaster!

CH APTER X.
“ s o r t  o f  d u m b  a n d  s i m p l e ! ”

IT  was a pleasant and a timely inter- 
1 ruption for the men in the hotel. 
Sam Boswick, thinking matters over 
very seriously, felt that he had taken 
too many liberties with the mighty repu­
tation and the still mightier facts of 
Lancaster’s prowess. He wanted an 
opportunity for retreat. He wanted to 
give up his own defiant position as 
gracefully as possible, and this little in­
terim, so thoughtfully furnished by the 
newly chosen captain of the trio, gave 
him the needed pause during which he

could readjust himself to the situation. 
And, after all, it was perhaps better, he 
decided, that the new captain should 
have his way. During the brief year 
through which the three of them had 
tried to work together, they had recog­
nized the powers of one another and 
the possibilities of their cooperation. 
Duds Malone had the invention and the 
daring of the devil himself; Ches Mor­
gan was a gun fighter second in light­
ning skill and accuracy only to Dud&. 
Malone himself and fortified with a 
great deal of knowledge of the moun­
tain-desert, both the people and their 
ways, to say nothing of the country in 
which they lived. As for Sam Bos­
wick, he had his own type of courage 
and of brute cunning, which often suc­
ceeded even in important matters like 
the train robbery; he had, besides, a con­
venient gift— the immense power of his 
hands! But, with ail of these inter­
locking gifts, there were great hamper­
ing troubles, particularly jealousy and 
the lack of one controlling authority 
where each felt himself quite capable of 
playing the part of a leader. It was 
on this account that they had asked the 
great gun fighter to become their leader, 
simply that his decisions might give them 
unity. This day had offered them the 
first taste of his quality, and all three 
felt the relish of it.

Such were the thoughts of Sam Bos­
wick as he watched the upturned face 
of the boy drift past him beneath the 
window. Then all four recoiled, with 
exclamations from the three followers of 
Lancaster.

“ Why,”  said Ches Morgan, summing 
up the opinion of them all: “ He ain’t 
no more’n a kid! You could tie him 
in a knot with one hand and spank him 
with the other, old-timer!”

Lancaster merely shrugged his 
shoulders. He said graciously: “ I
ain’t got any bad grudge agin’ that kid. 
He’s lied a lot about what he’s done to 
me, but then he has brains. And I ad­
mire a gent with brains. They way he
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dropped out of sight and hid himself 
so’s nobody could find him sure enough 
was smart. You got to admit that, boys! 
If it wasn’t that they’s been so much 
talk, I could let him off, but the way it 
is, dog-goned if I don’t have to kill him. 
You see for yourself how it is.. If I 
didn’t salt him away, they’s some folks 
that’d never stop talkin’ about me pretty 
scandalous!”

This speech he uttered with a sort 
of sad gravity, as a statesman might 
regret an unfortunate necessity of pub­
lic interest which called for the head 
of a political rival. The others, how­
ever, voted down his proposal and 
drowned Him with noise. It was Duds 
Malone who spoke first, joyous as a 
mischievous fox when it sees a goose 
far from water and with clipped wings.

‘T il take this here, Cadigan,” he an­
nounced happily. “ This here is a job 
that I ’d ought to do. He ain’t worth 
your attention, chief. Why, darned if 
he don’t look like a mama’s boy! He 
ain’t finished bein’ coddled, hardly!”

The voice of big Sam Boswick 
rolled heavily in upon him: “ What
elected you for this here party, young 
feller? I’ll take this Cadigan on and 
finish him up brown. It ain’t gun work 
that he needs. Any fool could see that 
guns ain’t what he would be hard to 
clean up with. What the story says is 
that he’s stood up to Bill, here, with 
his bare hands, and started to give Bill 
a trimmin’ that way until------ ”

Ches Morgan, clearing his throat 
violently, recalled Sam to himself and 
he desisted.

“ I ’ll match you,”  said Duds, “to see 
who gets the first crack at him. That is, 
if the chief will let tis have a crack at 
him at all. He’s Lancaster’s meat, of 
course, but I ’d like to have a hand at him 
first”

In spite of the overbearing nature of 
Lancaster, he was a wise and politic 
man. And while he .was willing to risk 
himself mightily, he had no desire to 
throw himself away when another was

willing to be the sacrifice. Besides, if a 
lesser man than himself— if a man like 
Boswick or like Malone— disposed of 
Cadigan, it would make the importance 
of that youth disappear, whereas if he 
were destroyed by Lancaster himself, 
the youngster might remain much of a 
hero in the eyes of many men. There 
was another thing which prevailed upon 
Lancaster. He remembered the odd 
change which had come over the face 
and the eyes of Cadigan when he rose 
from the bunk to fight on that historic 
occasion not many months before. It 
still made the blood of Lancaster run 
cold to think of it.

He said quietly: “ If you boys want 
.your fun, I ain’t standin’ in your way. 
Toss a coin to -see who takes the party.”

The coin was tossed. It winked in 
the air.

“ Heads!” called Malone.
But, when it spatted in the palm of 

Ches Morgan, tails were uppermost; 
Boswick had gained the first right 
against young Dan Cadigan. He 
clapped his sombrero on. his head with 
a grin and shrugged his heavy 
shoulders.

“ Besides,”  said Boswick, grinning, “ I 
need a mite of exercise, and punchin’ a 
bag is kind of tiresome!”  So he made 
his exit, swaggering a little.

In the meantime, Cadigan had put 
up his horse in the stable behind the 
hotel and entered the building itself. 
On the register, scrawled heavily with 
clumsy writing, he drew out his own 
name.

“ Daniel Cadigan------ ”  spelled the pro­
prietor, adjusting his glasses and reach­
ing for the key of the room at the same 
time. Then he drew himself hastily up. 
“ Hey, young man, you ain’t Dan 
Cadigan ?”

“ That’s my name, mister.”
“ Not him that fought Lancaster-------”
“ Me and Lancaster have fallen out, 

you might say,”  said the stranger mildly.
The proprietor pushed his glass onto 

his forehead and blinked at Cadigan with
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infinite interest. His loud voice, in the 
meantime,, had taken electric effect upon 
the half dozen loungers who were in 
the room. They had stiffened in their 
chairs near the stove, for it was a raw 
autumn day. They no longer watched 
the steam rising from their trousers as 
they dried, or the frost thickening upon 
the windowpanes. The battery of their 
eyes turned steadily upon the newcomer^1

“ You’re Cadigan!” gasped out the
host again. “ Why, Lancaster is------ ”
He paused, anxious lest he should be 
betraying secrets.

“ Lancaster aims to be right here in 
this hotel, don’t he?”  said Cadigan.

“ Why------ ”  began the host, tortured
with curiosity and with fear com­
mingled.

“ That’s why I come,”  said Cadigan.
They were all on their feet, by this 

time, watching the man who dared to 
hunt down Bill Lancaster. They saw 
a man with the thick neck and the deep 
chest o f a mine laborer, but with long 
arms and with long, slender hands and 
feet. Ordinarily they would have given 
him only a casual glance and put him 
down as a fellow of stodgy build. But 
what they knew of him made them 
examine him with more care, and what 
they saw meant to them, plainly, speed 
of hand and speed of foot, plus more 
than common power.

And when he went up the stairs with 
the ‘ proprietor, their tongues were 
loosed behind him. Cadigan heard the 
beginning of their murmuring gossip. 
But he paid little attention to it. He 
was too busy wondering at the manner 
of the host which told him that he was 
a marked man, and a man marked for 
great and respectful attention. All of 
this was a new mode of treatment to 
Cadigan. He was accustomed to care­
less words flung over the shoulder to 
him like bones flung to a dog to keep it 
quiet.

He was brought to the best room in 
the house saving that one which was 
already occupied by Lancaster and his

companions. The proprietor busied 
himself opening a window and moving 
the chair aimlessly about in an effort 
to make his guest more comfortable. In 
the meantime, he was fairly swelling 
with words which finally burst out.

“ Are you really come along here to— 
to get— Lancaster ?” He uttered the last 
word as one might have uttered the name 
of an angel, or a fiend. And he found 
that Cadigan was regarding him mildly, 
with a faint smile upon his lips— not a 
secretive expression, but rather the 
smile of a happy child.

“ I dunno,” said Cadigan. “ I just 
dropped in to talk things over with 
him.”

“ They ain’t gunna be a fight, then?” 
said the proprietor, fairly aching with 
disappointment.

“ I guess not. I hope------ ” said Cad­
igan. “All I want out of him is an ex­
planation how he—— ”

“ An explanation!” bellowed the pro­
prietor. “ Out of Lancaster?”

“ Sure. Of how come that he forgot 
himself and used a gun on me 
when------ ”

The host backed toward the door with 
awe and some terror in his eyes. “ You 
might drop in on Mr. Lancaster,”  said 
Cadigan, “ and tell him that I’d like to 
have a chat with him— when he’s got 
time!”

The host issued hastily through the • 
door and fled down the hall; on the 
way he encountered an iron hand which 
brought him up short. It was that 
Hercules among men— Sam Boswick,

. his fleshy brow now gathered in darki- 
ness.

“ Where’s the room where you put up 
that young skunk, that Cadigan?”  he 
inquired harshly.

“ Third door right down the hall. 
But what------ ”

“ He’s been spreadin’ a lot of talk 
about me,”  muttered the other, and 
strode on down the hallway.

The host cast one glance of agonized 
curiosity behind him, saw the door to
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the bedroom opened and shut behind 
Bos wick, and then rushed on to inform 
the curious who were fast gathering in 
the lobby that a catastrophe of the first 
water was about to take place in the 
hotel.

“ He talks like a kid— sort of dumb,* 
sort of simple/’ breathed the pro­
prietor. “ He’s gunna ask Lancaster 
for an— an explanation!”

.There was a universal gasp.
“ But Lancaster’ll never get to him, 

because big Sam Boswick has gone in to 
finish him up!”

At that, they made a sudden rush for 
the stairs, where they would gather and 
listen and wait for the first noise of 
combat. Already they could hear the 
bull voice of Mr.'Boswick.

CH APTER XI.
B O S W I C K  G O E S  A F T E R  C A D I G A N .

\V/H EN  Boswick entered the room, he 
found before him a figure even 

less imposing than that which had passed 
under the hotel window a few moments 
before, for a seat in the saddle, even on 
a most inadequate horse, is sure to lend 
a certain dignity to a man. It was a 
handsome face, in a boyish way, and the 
eyes of a boy, too, dim and gentle, looked 
out at him from it. But Sam Boswick 
never wasted much time and attention 
upon faces. He had to do with the 
might of hand and arm, and that might 
he looked for now in Cadigan. But the 
big, round throat of Cadigan looked 
soft and smooth— far other than the 
heavily corded neck of Boswick. And 
the shoulders of Cadigan were not' 
ornamented with bulky knots of muscles 
like the shoulders of Boswick. More­
over, the seal of strength is placed upon 
the foreheads of mighty men; it sat 
upon the bull front of Boswick, but in 
Cadigan it did not appear.

For these reasons, whatever of sus­
pense had remained in the mind of Bos­
wick— remembering that, after all, this 
man had actually dared to stand up to
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Lancaster hand to hand—that suspense 
was now dissipated and a broad grin 
of brutal contempt formed upon the 
mouth of the bully. As for that other 
and famous encounter with Lancaster, 
it had been accomplished, beyond a 
doubt, only through the accident o f a 
lucky chance blow just as the battle be­
gan. But Boswick could see that there 
was before him a ludicrously easy con­
quest. How cheaply was he to magnify 
his own repute!

“ You’re Cadigan ?”  he asked, when he 
had finished his scrupulously easy and 
insulting survey of the other.

“ I ’m Cadigan,”  said the younger man 
gently. “ Who might you be, partner?”

“ One that ain’t heard no good about 
you,”  said Boswick darkly.

“ You ain’t?”  murmured Cadigan. 
“ Well, I’m mighty sorry to hear 
that!”

It staggered Boswick, in spite of the 
low estimate which he had already 
formed of the other. But such down­
right “ crawling” as this was beneath 
all imagining! Some of his astonish­
ment and his scorn showed in his face; 
he made no effort to repress it. But 
Cadigan seemed unable to read it. He 
remained standing, waiting for the other 
to sit down comfortably, waiting to hear 
this first rude remark explained in more 
detail with a faintly apologetic smile 
upon his face and his head canted a 
little to one side. ' He reminded Bos­
wick of a faithful dog'which has heard 
a stern word from the master and only 
hopes that it will not be followed by a 
blow.

“ What I ’ve heard,”  said Boswick, “ is 
that you’re a dog-gone slick liar, Cad­
igan.”

Cadigan shook his head and frowned, 
rather in bewilderment than in anger. 
“ I dunno that I ever done much lyin’ ,”  
he said quietly. “ I hope you don’t mean 
that, mister------ ”

“ My name is Boswick,”  said the man 
of might.

“ Boswick?”  repeated Cadigan. “ Bos-



wick?” Then he started a little, 
ain’t likely that you’re Sam Boswick?’ '

‘ ‘That’s me,” said Boswick, his pride 
touched deeply.

“ The Sam Boswick that lifted the sack 
of junk iron onto the scales in Tucson 
when------ ”

“ I done that little trick,”  said Bos­
wick.

“ Why,” said Cadigan with .a happy 
smile, “ I ’m mighty glad to meet you, 
Mr. Boswick!” And he advanced with 
an outstretched hand. The motion was 
so genuine - that Boswick almost 
stretched out his own hand to meet that 
of the younger man. But he recollected 
himself in time and folded his arms 
sternly.

“ I ain’t shakin’ hands,” he said, “ till 
I get the straight of this here matter.” 
He paused and cleared his throat.

“ I’ll be glad to explain,”  volunteered 
Cadigan. “ I ’m sure that there’s some 
mistake, Mr. Boswick.”

“ H ’m !”  growled out the Hercules. 
“ You ain’t the Cadigan, then, that’s been 
goin’ around the country tellin’ folks 
that you licked Lancaster— Bill Lan­
caster? Except that he done a dirty 
trick------ ”

“ Oh,”  said Cadigan amiably, “ I never 
told nobody that I licked Lancaster.”

“ You didn’t?”
“ They didn’t seem to need tellin’. 

They seemed to know.”
Boswick roared suddenly: “ Are you 

sayin’ that to my face?”  For he was 
glad to have something on which to base 
his wrath.

“ It’s true,”  said Cadigan.
“ Look here, Cadigan. Lancaster is a 

friend of mine.”
“ I ’m mighty sorry to hear that.”
“ And I ’m here to tell you that if you 

say you done up Lancaster— you lie, 
Cadigan.”  He added, when Cadigan 
merely blinked at him: “ You hear me? 
I say you lie !”

“ It looks to me,” said Cadigan, “ like 
you come here huntin’ trouble with 
me.”

T7

“ I ain’t ever turned my back on a 
fight, son. Can you say that much?”

And Cadigan walked to the door of 
his roam. “ Would you mind steppin’ 
out into the hall with me, Mr,. Bos­
wick?”

“ I can talk plenty right here, son!”
“ You see,” said Cadigan, “by my way 

of bringin’ up, it ain’t right to fight a 
gent in your own house—or your own 
room.”

Mr. Boswick looked upon him with 
utter amazement. This, to be sure, was 
a novel way of avoiding trouble. He 
could hardly believe his ears, and he 
stared dubiously at the other. What he 
saw was a strange transformation taking 
place in Cadigan. It seemed to him that 
the other was growing inches taller and 
that his whole body had expanded. But 
the greatest change was in his face. It 
reminded Boswick of one thing only—■ 
the face of a boy suffused with joy in 
the school yard when he sees that his 
chance is coming in the game.

“ Fight?” thundered Boswick, tearing 
himself away from his observant mood. 
“The devil!”  And he struck full at the 
face of Cadigan.

He missed by chance, it seemed. 
Cadigan, in stooping, seemed to have 
slipped half toward the floor. Surely 
no speed of foot could have accounted 
for the maneuver. The thick arm of 
Boswick shot over the shoulder of his 
enemy. Then Cadigan stumbled in and 
drove his fist "into the ribs of the larger 
man.

It seemed to Boswick that his whole 
side caved in. It was like the falling of 
a wall against him, squeezing out his 
breath as from a collapsed bellows. 
Then two arms went around him; 
closed about him like red-hot steel being 
shrunk into place. Boswick tore at those 
grappling arms. It was like tearing at 
two ribs of rock and trying to pluck 
them from the side of a mountain.

Still the pressure continued,' greater 
and greater. His very back seemed 
breaking. And Boswick, frantic with

THE LO VE OF DANGER  

It
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fear, hurled himself toward the floor. 
He merely succeeded in giving up his 
footing, for he found himself heaved 
into the air, lightly. The door was 
kicked, open, and he was cast into the 
hall like a stone from a sling.

He lay where he fell, more appalled 
in spirit than broken in body. Above 
him leaned the conqueror. His fingers 
twisted into the hair of Boswick’s head 
and twisted his face up cruelly to the 
fight. ^

“ Did Lancaster send you ?” asked 
Cadigan.

“ No— yes!” groaned out Boswick.
“ Good!” said Cadigan. “ If you’d 

come on your own account— I’d of broke 
you in two and throwed the ^halves 
away. But now— you go tell Lancaster 
that I ’m waitin’ for him. Under­
stand ?”

So, with one hand, he raised Boswick 
to his feet and flung him down the hall.

And Boswick, passing the stairs, saw 
it crowded with horrified, astounded 
faces. That moment repaid Boswick 
for all the pain which he had given 
others. For all the shame which he had 
inflicted on other men, now shame was 
equally heaped upon his own head. 
And in the agony of it, he bowed his 
face and rushed on into the room where 
Lancaster and Ches Morgan and Duds 
Malone were waiting for him.

He flung himself into a chair and 
leaned over the center table, his face 
buried in his hands, groaning.

“ What’s up?”  cried Malone.
“ He’s a devil!”  gasped out poor Bos­

wick. “ He— he’s ten men rolled into 
one! Duds, keep clear of him!”

“ Keep clear of him, Duds,” echoed 
Lancaster scornfully. “ I don’t need no

help to fight my own fights. You boys 
stay here and take it easy. I’ll go out 
and------ ”

He was distinctly uncomfortable, but 
there was nothing else for him to do. 
Certainly, when he dealt with this 
strange youth a second time, there would 
be nothing but gun play between them, 
and the devil take the slower man!

There was a groan from Boswick as 
he shifted in his chair and raised his 
stricken face. “ He’s busted every bone 
in my body. And he’s chain lightnin’, 
Duds. He moves qjiickern’ a flash of 
light and hits hardeFn a ton of stone 
failin’ a mile onto your head!”

Duds Malone loosened the bandanna 
about his throat and then turned to Lan­
caster. “ You stay here,”  he cautioned. 
“ I tossed a coin for this here chance, 
and I aim to take it. Lancaster, that 
gent may be able to hit harder’n Bos­
wick, though it don’t seem no ways pos­
sible, but if he knows how to handle a 
gun, then I ain’t got any eyes in my head 
for tellin’ a fightin’ man!”

He strode from the room, slammed 
the door behind him, and at the head 
of the stairs looked dpwn to a jumble of 
men standing on the landing and in the 
lobby below.

“ Where’s Cadigan?”  asked Malone of 
them.

“ Cadigan? He’s just gone outside— 
what might you be wantin’ of him?” 
asked the proprietor.

“ I ’m gunna ask a question,” said 
Malone gayly, tilting his hat farther 
back on his head, “ that Sam Boswick 
didn’t have a chance to put.”

And he passed down the stairs, across 
the lobby, and out into the sunshine of 
the afternoon.

To be continued in next w eek’s issue of WESTERN STORY MAGAZINE.

ALASKA PETITION RECEIVED

THE petition to Congress for the creation of a separate territory of South Alaska, 
sent from the recent convention of delegates at Juneau, was received a short 

time ago by the Speaker of . the House and referred by him to the insular affairs 
committee.
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Author of “  Peg Leg Hoists a S orm Signaletc .

O begin with, it was a mis­
understanding about this 
same identical Acacia City 
Hospital that had kept me 
out of Acacia City for sev­
enteen years. At this dis­

tance of time, I don’t see why I should 
go into details of the misunderstanding, 
except so far as to say that during the 
misunderstanding I was perfectly in the 
right, as usual. Entirely aside from the 
fact that Doc Brewer was in my regi­
ment during the Civil War, he is the best 
medical man within forty miles of Three 
Pines; and while not wishing, as was al­
leged, to boss everything in sight, I 
thought it my duty to keep on pressing 
his claims after, as well as before, Doc­
tor Clark had been appointed medical 
director. It is not true that I pulled 
out a revolver at a meeting of the board 
of trustees. Nothing of the kind. In 
tendering my resignation, I simply put 
my hand on my hip, which is a common­
place attitude enough, and remarked that 
anybody who pulled any more nasty 
cracks would have a chance to test Doc­
tor Clark’s clumsiness for himself. 
That was all. And even if there had 
been any further remarks, which there 
weren’t, I hope I am better mannered 
than to threaten a business meeting of 
leading citizens with a firearm. What 
I had in mind was a chair.

Considering which events, and which 
slanders, I guess even the average reader 
will appreciate how humiliating it was 
for me, the sheriff of Three Pines, aged 
seventy-four, and with a reputation in 
the neighborhood, to wake up after my 
fight with Alamo Hutchinson, and find 
myself not only in Acacia, where I had 
vowed I’d never set foot or peg leg 
again, but actually occupying a bed in 
this same hospital; with this same Doc­
tor Clark, attended by a dish-faced or- 
derly* bending over me and saying v 
cheerfully that I couldn’t live.

"Poor old fellow,” says this monu­
mental ass„ shaking his head until his 
long ears flapped. "Simple concussion, 
but it’ll do his business, I’m afraid. 
Bullet just grooved the top of his head. 
Shown no sign of consciousness since he 
was brought in?”

"Not a twitch,”  says the orderly.
"W ell,”  says Clark, letting go of my ' 

wrist, "perhaps it’s as well. He was 
as proud as Lucifer, and he was getting 
past his work. Hadn’t done anything 
toward catching these White Ghosts, or 
whatever they’re called, had he?”

It was a good job he had turned away 
to the next bed before he said that; be­
cause if his nose had been anywhere 
near me, I should’ certainly have sunk 
my teeth in it. Talk about unjust ac­
cusations! Why, in the three weeks

\
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these three White Ghost bandits had 
been operating, they had never once 
pulled a trick outside of Acacia City it­
self, which is Bob Cole’s bailiwick, and 
not mine at all. And at that, I ’d. have 
got after them, if Bob Cole, being a 
friend of Doctor Clark’s, hadn’t espe­
cially requested me to mind my own 
business. Yeah, I tell you, if anybody 
had put a thermometer in my mouth at 
that moment, he’d have thought I was a 
kettle.

“ How’s this man been to-day?”  I 
heard Clark ask, over to my right.

“ I ’m fine, doctor,” says a deep bass 
voice feebly.

“ So’m I,”  says an equally feeble tenor 
from the bed on my other side. ^

And then: “When can we get out, 
doctor?” said the bass and the tenor to­
gether, In a kind of feeble chorus.

“ When J  think you’re well enough,” 
says Clark snippily.

“ I’m well enough now!”
“ So’m I !”
“ I ’m sorry to have to disagree with 

you,” says Clark in a sarcastic manner, 
“but, after all, when you insisted on 
sticking bowie knives into each other, 
you more or less proved yourselves in­
capable of managing your own affairs. 
You will both be here for another week, 
at least.”

“ A whole month lost!” moans the 
bass.

“ Shut up!” says the hospital orderly,
“ Is there anything else, orderly?” 

asked the medico, after a haughty si­
lence ; and, being told there wasn’t, took 
his welcome departure. It was immedi­
ately after this that I began to think 
everything might, after all, be for the 
best. Because the orderly, while light­
ing the oil lamps in the ward, as it was 
nine thirty or so in the evening, began 
to talk to the bowie-knife specialists so 
intimately, and the feeble bass and tenor 
to-answer in such strong, healthy voices, 
that it instantly appeared to me that 
something was abnormal. And the

punching of abnormalities back into 
shape is my principal duty as sheriff.

“ Didn’t it work like a charm?”  says 
the orderly.

“ You’re a smart lad, Carl,”  remarks 
the tenor, sitting up in bed and rolling 
himself a cigarette.

“ No, it ain’t that so much,”  says the 
orderly, sitting on my bed, where my 
peg leg would have been if some fool 
hadn’t hung it and my gun belt on the 
other side of the room. “ It’s just that 
I ’ve had experience with doctors. They 
always go by contraries— to show how 
much more they know than you do. If 
you-all hadn’t howled to be put in the 
big ward where you’d have company, 
Clark’d never have put you in this pri­
vate room, you bet your life; and you 
know he was goin’ to discharge you last 
Tuesday, only you started claiming you 
were cured. It always works. Since 
he thinks you ain’t got any money, he’ll 
prob’ly advise you to take a sea voyage,” 

The bass voice chuckled. “ Well,”  it 
says, through a noise like the throwing 
off of bedclothes, “ I still need a couple 
of hundred dollars for my first-class 
passage. Let’s go.”

The orderly took a look at his wrist 
watch, and yawned. He also pulled a 
revolver out o f his white linen hip 
pocket, and spun the cylinder around 
with an expertness which seemed pe­
culiar in a nurse.

“ No hurry,”  he says. “ She ain’t due 
at the crossing until ten twelve, and 
it’s only five minutes’ walk. I should 
think you’d want to enjoy Mr. Gar­
field’s company a little longer. ’Tisn’t 
every day you get a sheriff where you 
can pull his whiskers.”

He improved the shining hour by 
tweaking my chin beard; but did I open 
my eyes or stop breathing stertorously ? 
Not much.

“ Is this really the celebrated Bill Gar­
field?” asks the bass voice. “ There 
don’t look to be much of him.”

“ Never you mind looks,”  says the orr
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derly, in a meaning tone that made me 
regret I couldn’t bow to him, “ he’s been 
right there in his day. You boys didn’t 
know Alamo Hutchinson, did you ?”

“ Uh-uh,” says the tenor.
“ Well, Alamo weighed two hundred 

and ten,” says the orderly, “and, gun, 
knife, or fists, he was a guy the three 
of us would have had our hands full 
with. Well, this old devil killed Alamo 
this afternoon, just outside town here, 
and if Alamo had fired just half an inch 
higher, Garfield would have got away 
without a scratch.”

The bass took a long drag at his 
cigarette, and blew smoke into my 
face.

“ Well, anyhow,” says he comfortingly, 
“ he’s dead now.”

“ As good as. But at that I don’t 
trust him,” says the orderly. “ I guess 
I ’ll just try puttin’ my thumb on his 
eyeball before we------ ”

Was it close? It was close. Because 
whatever control a man may have over 
his breathing and his impulses to jump 
out of bed, he cannot help wincing when 
somebody sticks a good rough finger in 
his eye. And the orderly had my right 
lid pulled up, and was just laying his 
revolver on my chest so he’d have the 
other hand at liberty to test me with, 
when, comparatively close at hand, there 
sounded the shriek of number seven’s 
whistle. Number seven is the night mail 
train from Los Angeles to Longhorn 
City; and, judging by the hasty way 
the orderly lot go of my eye and grabbed 
his gun again, he and the bass and the 
tenor had business with it.

“ Your watch must have been wrong!” 
snarls out the tenor.

“ There’s still time!”  gasps out the 
orderly; and without further remarks, 
or any more delay than was necessary 
for the other two to yank Colts from 
under their mattresses, the trio hopped 
out of the window and down the fire 
escape.

Need I state that, having retrieved my

gun belt and peg leg, I tucked my long 
hospital nightshirt into a pair of trou­
sers, and followed them?

Perhaps I should seize this moment, 
by the way, to remark that the orderly’s 
account of my accomplishments, though 
very complimentary, was by no means 
complete. He had entirely overlooked 
one of my most important character­
istics, which is the ability to make bet­
ter speed with one leg and a prop than 
many people do with the original equip­
ment. I say this in all modesty, and I 
freely admit that the three men ahead 
of me in this case made me pretty nigh 
burst myself to keep them in sight. In 
fact, if they hadn’t been handicapped 
by their nightshirts, which they wore 
loose and flapping while I had mine 
fucked into my pants as aforesaid, they 
might have left me behind. They had 
apparently gone to bed with their boots 
on, you see, and the streets of Acacia, 
in addition to being pitch dark and de­
serted at this hour of the night, are 
paved with sharp-edged stones. But 
what with one thing and another, the 
race came out about even; so that when 
they got to Geogehan’s Crossing two 
minutes ahead of the mail train, and 
prepared for action by slipping pillow 
cases over their heads, I was not more 
than five yards behind them. I  was even 
closer than this when number seven 
stopped at the water tank: so close, in 
fact, that I only had to stretch out my 
arm to touch the guy who was jumping 
for the locomotive steps. And since it 
was his obvious intention to cover the 
engineer and firemen with a gun, if not 
actually to shoot them in cold blood, 
you can bet your life I did touch him. 
On the back of the head— with a re­
volver barrel. He fell. And I took 
out, at the best of my speed, after his 
two companions, who were running back, 
one on each side of the train, toward 
the open door of the mail car.

Well, after considerable thought, I 
can’t remember, out o f all my fifty years

81
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as a peace officer, a more unpleasant 
period than the five minutes that fol­
lowed. You see, in order to simplify 
matters for himself/the bandit I was 
following opened the ball by a pot shot 
at the mail clerk, who was standing in 

_ the doorway of the car. After I had 
knocked the bandit down, sort of pin­
ning him into place by the application 
o f my peg leg to the small of his back, 
the mail clerk reappeared with a buck­
shot-loaded riot gun, and started making 
the night air hiss around me!

I suppose this must have struck the 
bandit I ’d knocked down as rather too 
much to be borne; because just as I 
reached the mail car, with the idea of 
catching the clerk’s ankles and spilling 
him on his fool back, my second victim 
arose and fell on me from behind. In 
addition to which, the bandit who had 
been on the other side of the train got 
suspicious of all the fireworks, dodged 
under the couplings, and joined our 
merry throng. My preference being for 
mat work, I threw myself violently 
backward, bearing my two assailants 
with me; and there we rolled in the 
sand, all three of us, nightshirts and pil­
low cases flying, fighting for each other’s 
throats, while the mail clerk, his riot gun 
empty at last, blazed away at us with an 
automatic pistol.

I tell you, it’s a good thing that not 
more than one man in fifty can hit what 
he aims at with a hand gun. This mail- 
clerk jasper was still shooting at me, as 
the worst looking o f the trio, and so, 
naturally, he dm me the favor of put­
ting a bullet into one of my adversaries, 
just as the beggar got his knee on my 
chest. His rolling off was a great re­
lief ; and I celebrated it by sticking at 
least half of my right-hand revolver 
down the gullet of his surviving part­
ner, who seemed to choke on the mor­
sel, for some reason. He choked so 
severely that I felt it my duty to pat 
him on the back of the head with the 
other gun. After which we had peace,

!

partly owing to the mail clerk’s not 
knowing which end of a new clip went 
into the pistol first.

“ What is it?”  says an oily voice from 
behind me, as I collected my scattered 
limbs and arranged them in a vertical 
position.

I turned, to find about fifty passengers 
standing around in a semicircle. All the 

' men were able-bodied, and a lot of them 
were holding nickel-plated guns in their 
hands— the kind that shoot straight as a 
string for seven dollars and sixty-five 
cents, pay the postman.

“ What is it, eh?”  asks the fat man 
who had spoken before.

It was a perfectly reasonable ques­
tion, but at the moment it irritated me 
something fierce. That groove Alamo 
Hutchinson had dug along the top of 
my skull had started bleeding again, 
and my headache hadn’t been improved 
any by the evening’s entertainment.

“ It’s a sheet-and-pillow-case party,”  I 
therefore said with some asperity. “ And 
now, in the name of the people of the 
State of Texas,”  I says, exhibiting my 
star pinned to my belt, “ suppose you-all 
pick up these gentlemen by the head and 
the feet, and------ ”

“ You mean me?”  asks the fat man in­
dignantly.

“ Who else am I pointing this gun at?” 
I asked him, simultaneously moving the 
muzzle to indicate three of his fellow 
passengers. They were so obliging— 
the engineer and fireman attending to the 
bandit I ’d stunned by the* water tank—  
as to carry my three prisoners back to 
the hospital; and then they took a rather 
hasty departure.

As for me, I guess I must have more 
or less fainted, because, just as had hap­
pened earlier in the evening, I awoke 
suddenly to find the face of Doctor 
Clark right close to mine, and to hear 
him saying, in that sad and solemn voice 
I knew so well: “ Ah, m e! He’s gone, I 
fear!”

Pushing him ungently aside, I got up.



P E G  L E G  C H E C K S  O U T  T W I C E 83

We were in the three-bed ward again; 
and if you’ll believe me, they had laid 
those three great hulking thieves on the 
beds, while I had been deposited on the 
floor. Bob Cole, the town marshal, was 
there, among others; and I don't won­
der he couldn’t meet my eye.

“ We thought you was dead, Bill,” 
says the great gaby.

“ Yeah,”  I remarked, “ so it seems. 
And I ’ll tell you, it’s gettin* kind of mo­
notonous. This is twice within two 
hours that my life has been pronounced 
extinct. Have you examined these three 
prisoners, Mr. Cole?”

“ Y-y-yes, Bill.”
“ And you find you know them, don’t 

you?”
“ Y-y-ye— well, one or two of ’em look 

kinda like------ ”
“ This one,” I remarked, pointing at 

the bass-voiced jasper, “ I saw through 
my eyelashes * some time ago, to be 
James Draper, described in bulletin four 
hundred and eighteen, State of New 
Mexico, and wanted for train robbery. 
This other guy is an escaped convict 
from the same State; and if my memory 
don’t deceive me, this here eyeball-scrub­
bing orderly is wanted for homicide in 
Hoke County. And all three of them,” 
I continued, turning my withering eye 
on Doctor Clark, “ have not only been 
lying in this hospital while us poor 
officers have been searching high and 
low for them, but have actually been 
sallyin* forth at night as White Ghosts, 
and committing further crimes with die 
institution’s bed linen for a disguise, 
and their alleged illness furnishing them 
an alibi!”

“ Ah,”  says Doctor Clark, turning a

bright blue and getting his voice all 
mixed up with his tonsils. Bob Cole 
became a brilliant scarlet; some of the 
patients who had dropped in laughed so 
much they got pale; and altogether, the 
ward was a blaze of color, a pretty rain­
bow effect.

“ Well,”  I said, stumping over to the 
ex-orderly’s little desk, and sitting down, 
and taking up the telephone, “ I suppose, 
doctor, that you’ll consider me an ob­
stinate old man, and probably figure thaJ 
all this business, including my having 
been brought in dead on two separate 
occasions, is just my way of carrying 
the point I raised at that board meet­
ing, some time ago. However, you’re 
wrong. I bear you no malice for pro­
nouncing me dead. Why should I ? It’s 
brought me three and two is five, and a 
murderer ought to be worth five hun­
dred— call it a thousand dollars in re­
wards, and I sincerely thank you. But 
while your brand of diagnosis was all 
right while these poor fellows on the 
beds had nothing the matter with them, 
you got to remember they’re seriously 
hurt now. I can answer for that. And 
I think they ought to have really com­
petent medical attention, don’t you? In 
fact, as the officer in charge of them, 
I’m bound to see they get such. Fol­
low me?”

Silence means assent, doesn’t it? And 
he didn’t say anything.

“ Hello, central!”  I therefore said into 
the transmitter. - “ Give me nine eight. 
Yes, nine eight. Doc Brewer. And 
say, hurry it, will you? I ’ve been wait­
ing a long time for this call. . . .
Yes, I have, too! . . . How long?
Why, seventeen years!”

sfa*
INDIAN SCHOOL GROWS

'T 'H E  population of the Indian Training School at Chemawa, Oregon, is growing. 
* In 1916 seven hundred and fifty Indian boys and girls were in attendance. 

In 1923 the number has grown to nine hundred, according to Harwood Hall, the 
superintendent.
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HE May day was fading to 
dusk along the old Salt 
Lake trail when Frank 
McCarthy gave orders 
for the wagon train in his 
charge to make a halt for 

the night. All the way from Fort 
Leavenworth on the Missouri to Plum 
Creek on the South Platte, the big 
prairie schooners had ploughed their 
way and men and animals were tired 
out. It was with a sigh of relief and 
a stretching .of cramped muscles that the 
wagon master and his assistants climbed 
down from their seats and the guards 
dismounted from their horses.

Making camp was quick work with 
these experienced travelers, and soon the 
weary drivers were sleeping beneath the 
big swinging ships which they had 
piloted across the prairie. Over a glow­
ing fire the cook was preparing din­
ner, while a short distance away three 
guards kept vigilant watch over the 
cattle. A  large herd it was, too, which 
was being sent by the United States 
government to General Albert Sidney 
Johnston’s army advancing across the 
plains to fight the Mormons. But every­
thing was quiet and serene as descending 
darkness snuffed out the lingering glow 
of the vrvid western sunset.

Suddenly the air was torn with a 
blood-curdling shriek. At the familiar

sound of the Indian war whoop, the 
camp was galvanized into activity. The 
plainsmen grabbed their trusty six- 
shooters just as Frank McCarthy’s or­
ders rang out sharp and clear.

“ Fire! Let the redskins have it, 
men !”

A heavy volley of shots checked the 
advancing enemy. But the red men’s 
bullets had already found deadly marks 
in the bodies of the three guards, and 
the frightened cattle were rushing pell- 
mell through the camp. Another shot 
of the Indians hit one of the drivers in 
the leg, and he dropped to the ground. 
All around arrows were falling thick and 
fast. There was no time to lose.

“ Boys, make a break for the river,” 
yelled McCartthy. “The bank will serve 
as a breastwork.”

Picking up their wounded comrade, 
the men obeyed orders and started to 
wade down the river, which was a shal­
low stream at this point.

“ Fort Kearney is thirty-five miles 
west o f us,”  said their leader. “ Stick 
close to the ‘bank and we’ll try to make 
it.”

In the scrambled retreat no one re­
membered the youngest member of the 
wagon train, a brown-haired lad of 
eleven. Gamely he tried to keep up with 
the men, but gradually their long strides 
outdistanced his short ones, and he
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lagged' behind. Bu,t young as he was, 
the boy was accustomed to the life of 
the plains. He had be£n brought up 
on hard knocks and was used to looking 
out for himself. By the light of the 
moon he could just keep the last of his 
comrades in sight. Suddenly he heard a 
slight sound in the bushes on the bank 
above him. Glancing up he saw a Sioux 
brave peering down, his war bonnet sil­
houetted clearly against the sky.

Quickly the lad raised his rifle to his 
shoulder, took aim, and fired. Six ,feet 
of Indian toppled over the bank. Soon 
there was the sound of feet swishing 
through the water as the men hurried 
back to find out what had happened.

“ Who fired that shot?” questioned 
McCarthy.

“ I did,” answered the lad.
‘Well, I’ll be durned if Billy Cody 

hasn’t killed an Indian,”  exclaimed the 
wagon master, who had reached the 
boy’s side to find him standing over 
the dead redskin. “ Not bad work for a 
kid,” he complimented the youngster.

So proud were the men of their young 
comrade’s feat that when they reached 
Fort Leavenworth the story was re­
peated time and again. It came to the 
ears of D. R. Anthony, who published 
the Leavenworth Times, and he sent a 
reporter around to interview the hero. 
The next day the newspaper published 
the story of the “ Youngest Indian 
Slayer on the Plains,”  and the public 
read for the first time of the bravery and 
daring of William Frederick Cody, later 
known around the world as Buffalo Bill.

Buffalo Bill! There’s a lure in the 
very words. They stand for red- 
blooded adventure and breathe the 
dauntless spirit of the men and women 
who went West. And indeed this was 

-the Cody heritage; for among these 
courageous pioneers were Buffalo Bill’s 
parents. The Cody family lived on a 
farm in Scott County, Iowa, near a town 
called Le Clair. Here it was, on a cold, 
dark February morning in the year 1846,

that William Frederick was born. When 
he was a small lad his father decided to 
go to Kansas, which was soon to be 
opened for settlers as a territory. So 
the whole family, from the oldest sister, 
Martha, to the baby brother, Charles, 
set out, the caravan consisting of an old 
carriage, three wagons, and some horses.

At Weston, Missouri, Bill’s uncle, Eli­
jah Cody, ran a trading post, and here 
the emigrants stopped for a visit. Bill 
was enchanted at this new world, where 
Indians, frontiersmen, and soldiers .of 
fortune all met, and was sorry when the 
family took up the trail again headed for 
Fort Leavenworth. But this latter place 
proved to be even more exciting. Thrills 
went chasing up and down the lad’s 
spine as he watched the dragoons en­
gaged in saber drill, their swords flash­
ing in the sunlight. Across the parade 
ground artillery forces rumbled, and the 
infantry marched and wheeled. Traders 
in buckskin coats, wearing coon-skin 
caps on their heads, hobnobbed with In­
dians in blankets and feathers.

But Isaac Cody’s restless spirit kept 
the family moving on, until finally he 
established a camp near Rively’s trading 
post on the Kickapoo agency. Here it 
was that young Bill, under the tutelage 
of Horace Billings, an uncle from Cali­
fornia, took his first lessons in riding 
and shooting. A number of wild horses 
had escaped from the reservation at 
Leavenworth, and the government o f­
fered ten dollars a head for them. To 
Horace Billings this horse chasing was 
play. So day after day Horace and 
young Bill roamed the plains, lassoing 
horses. At night they camped, cooking 
their bacon and boiling their coffee over 
a fire, and later slept soundly, rolled up 
in blankets. By the time his roving rela­
tive moved on, Bill had acquired much 
useful knowledge about how to conduct 
himself on the plains.

And he had need of it. For when 
he was ten years old, the boy went to 
work for the pioneer firm of Russell,
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Majors & Waddell, whose huge wagons 
journeyed from St. Joseph, Missouri, to 
San Francisco, California, carrying 
freight two thousand miles across the 
plains and mountains from the East to 
the far West and back again. When 
Bill applied for the position, Mr. Majors 
told him that he was too young, but 
finally was won over by the lad's air of 
self-confidence, and gave him the fol­
lowing contract, which all of his em­
ployees were required to sign.
* “ I, William Cody, do hereby solemnly 

swear before the great and living God 
that during my engagement with and 
while I am in the employ of Russell, 
Major & Waddell, I will not, under any 
circumstances, use "profane language, 
that I will not quarrel or fight with any 
other employee of the firm, and that in 
every respect I will conduct myself hon­
estly, be faithful to my duties, and shall 
direct all my acts so as to win the con­
fidence of my employers. So help me 
G od”

'Bill's job was herding cattle, and his 
salary twenty-five dollars a month. But 
these were hard and grueling days for 
the Cody family, and the money very 
welcome.' The slavery question was be­
ing - agitated at this time, and Bill's 
father had announced himself as an 
abolitionist, making a speech to this ef­
fect at the trading post. When he fin­
ished his talk a proslavery man sneaked 
up behind him and stabbed him in the 
shoulder. From that day to the time of 
his death, Isaac Cody was hunted. To 
get away from his enemies he moved to 
Grasshopper Falls, and later, in Law­
rence, Kansas, joined the Free-State 
men who protected him. When Isaac 
Cody died in 1857, Bill, at the age of 
eleven, became the provider for his 
mother and sisters.

Then it was that he was detailed to 
ride with Frank McCarthy on his ex­
pedition and killed his first Indian. And 
this was just the beginning of the many 
exciting adventures that went to make

the life of Buffalo Bill the most thrill­
ing personal chronicle of the West. The 
boy's next job was that of extra hand 
for Lew Simpson, one of the most ex­
pert and trustworthy wagon masters 
who ever guided a train across the plains. 
Lew was just starting out with ten 
wagons fpr Salt L^Jce, and Bill was 
given a mule of his own to ride. The 
lad felt quite grown-up and important.

Perhaps some of the men thought 
he was too self-confident for a mere 
stripling, and one day a couple of big 
roughnecks started to give him a thrash­
ing. As they did so, a blond giant of 
twenty rolled himself out from under 
the wagon where he had been resting 
and came forward.

“ What are you trying to do to that 
kid?” he asked, a steely light in his 
keen, blue eyes.

“ Oh, we were just teasing him a bit. 
We ain’t going to hurt him,” one of 
the men answered uneasily.

“ No, you aren't going to hurt him,” 
the blond giant replied meaningly. “ If 
you want to fight anybody, here I am.”

But the men were not anxious to mix 
up with “’Wild Bill” Hickok and walked 
surlily away. This was the beginning 
of the friendship that existed between 
the most noted six-shooter the West 
ever produced, and Buffalo Bill.

The old trail to Salt Lake City was 
a strenuous and dangerous route, but no 
man knew it better than Lew Simpson. 
Starting his train at Leavenworth, he 
guided it through Kansas northwest­
wardly, crossing the Big Blue River, 
then over the Big and Little Sandy, 
coming into Nebraska near the Big 
Sandy. The next stream of importance 
was the Little Blue, along which the 
trail ran for sixty miles, then crossed a 
range of sand hills and struck the Platte 
River ten miles below Fort Kearney. 
Then the course lay up the South Platte 
to old Ash Hollow Crossing, thence 
eighteen * miles across to the North 
Platte, near the mouth of the Blue
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Water, where General Harney had his 
great battle in 1855 with the Sioux and 
Cheyenne Indians.

From this point the North Platte was 
followed, passing Court House Rock, 
Chimney Rock, and Scott’s Bluffs to 
Fort Laramie. Here the Laramie River 
was crossed. Still following the North 
Platte the trail Crossed the river at Old 
Richard’s Bridge, and onward to Red 
Buttes. Crossing Willow Creek, it ran 
on to Sweet Water, past Cold Springs, 
to Hot Springs and Rocky Ridge, 
through the Rocky Mountains and Echo 
Canon and then on to Salt Lake Val­
ley.

At South Platte River Lew Simpson’s 
train made camp. The country around 
was alive with buffalo, and one day the 
camp was almost ruined by a stampede 
of the bison, which not only badly 
frightened the men and animals, but 
also did much damage to the wagons. 
Upon investigation, Simpson found that 
the trouble had been started by a train 
of Californians returning from the 
West, who had made a dash after the 
buffalo, thus causing them to rush wildly 
through the train.

The journey proceeded without fur­
ther mishap, however, until the train 
made camp again within eighteen miles 
of Green River in the Rocky Moun­
tains. In order to water the cattle it 
was necessary to drive them one and a 
half miles to Hahn’s Fork, a stream one 
hundred and fifteen miles east of Salt 
Lake City and well within the Mormon 
territory. Late one afternoon Simpson 
and his assistant, George Wood, and 
young Bill Cody, started with the cattle 
over to the creek. Coming back the 
men observed twenty horsemen ap­
proaching ,and were alarmed until they 
observed that the strangers were white 
men. They were not yet in view of the 
wagons,, and so could not signal their 
comrades in case of danger.

When the strangers got within call­
ing distance their leader rode forward

and said: “ Hello, Simpson. How are 
you ?”

“ Hello, yourself,”  Simpson answered. 
“ But I don’t believe I know you,” he 
added, closely observing the stranger 
whose face seemed somewhat familiar.

By this time the strangers, who were 
all armed with double-barreled shot­
guns, rifles and revolvers, had sur­
rounded Simpson and his companions, 
covering them with their weapons,

“ I ’ll trouble you for your six-shooters, 
gentlemen,” said the leader suavely.

“ W e’ll give them to you in a way vou 
don’t want,”  responded Simpson.

“ If you make a move you’re a dead 
man,”  returned the leader.

“ What are you ?”  asked Simpson.
“ I am Lot Smith,”  replied the man.
“ What? The leader of the Dean- 

ites?” questioned Simpson.
“ Yes,” answered the man calmly. 

“ That’s who I am.”
“ Lying spy,”  flared out Simpson, sud­

denly recognizing the man before him. 
Some time back on the journey this 
man, disguised as a teamster, had spent 
two days in his camp. Now he had 
returned with his Destroying Angels.

When they reached the camp Simpson 
found that all of his men had been dis­
armed by Smith and his followers.

“ What are you going to do ?” he asked 
Smith, perceiving that he was entirely 
at the mercy of the Mormon.

“ You are loaded* with supplies for 
Sidney Johnston,”  replied Smith. * “To 
be sure that they reach that gentleman 
and his army, I’m going to burn your 
train.”

“ And my men?”  questioned Simpson.
“ I ’m going to turn you adrift. I ’ll 

let you have enough provisions to last 
until you reach Fort Bridger,” said the 
Mormon, giving orders to have one 
wagon hitched with six yoke of oxen 
and packed with the necessary supplies.

So the disarmed men were sent out 
into the wild and hostile country. When 
they had traveled some little distance
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Simpson turned to see dense clouds of 
smoke rising from his wagons. And 
for an hour or more there were loud 
explosions as the ammunition of the 
captured train was destroyed. When 
they reached Fort Bridger the wagon 
master learned that two other trains had 
been captured and burned by the Mor­
mons, making seventy-five wagon loads 
or four hundred and fifty pounds of 
supplies, mostly provisions, which never 
reached General Johnston’s command.

That winter was spent at the fort, for 
Simpson knew that it would be hopeless 
to start back East at this season. In the 
spring he was made brigadier wagon 
master in charge of two large trains, 
and four hundred extra men, bound for 
Fort Leavenworth. The two trains 
traveled fifteen miles apart. One day he 
called George Wood and Bill Cody to 
him and said: “ Saddle your mules, boys. 
I want you to ride with me to overtake 
the head train.”

George and Bill obeyed orders, and 
joined Simpson. On a ibig plateau, 
back of Cedar Bluffs, the trio were at­
tacked by Indians, who rode out at 
them, sending their arrows on ahead. 
Quick as lightning Simpson called out: 
“ Kill your mules, boys.” Then making 
a barricade of the dead animals the men 
•sheltered behind this, firing at the In­
dians, who circled around them. Each 
man was armed with a Mississippi 
yager and two revolvers, and they made 
the bullets fly as the redskins ap­
proached.

Time and again the enemy attacked, 
and then held council in the manner of 
Indian warfare. Finally darkness set­
tled down. But hostilities did not cease, 
for during the night the Sioux set fire 
t o , the short prairie grass, hoping to 
burn out the white men. As this didn’t 
succeed, they resumed the attack early 
in the morning. The battle was raging 
furiously, when along about ten o ’clock 
across the plains there resounded several 
loud, sharp reports crackling through the
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air like rifle shots. Simpson recog­
nized the big bullwhips of the wagon 
masters of the second train, and never 
was a sound so welcome. The Indians 
seeing that help was at hand for the en­
emy, turned and fled.

The old Salt Lake trail soon became 
familiar ground to young Bill Cody 
as he traveled across the plains with the 
big freight wagons. The summer of 
’58 he spent in Fort Laramie with a 
construction gang. The old frontier 
post, which was established by a fur­
trading company in 1834 and bought by 
the U. S. government in 1840, was the 
most famous meeting place of the plains. 
Here the greatest Indian councils were 
held, and the most celebrated Indian 
fighters congregated. Here it was that 
young Bill saw for the first time the, 
famous Kit Carson, whom he watched 
with fascination as he talked to the In­
dians.

There were nearly three thousand 
Sioux, northern Cheyennes, and north­
ern Arapahoes at Laramie, and as Bill 
Cody played with the young braves he 
picked up some Indian words himself. 
He also made the acquaintance of the 
Sioux chief, old Rain-in-the-Face, a 
friendship which saved his life the fol­
lowing year when he and Dave Har­
rington were trapping for beaver up on 
Prairie Dog Creek.

Bill broke his leg, the oxen strayed 
away, and Dave had to leave his com­
panion while he chased the cattle. For 
twenty days the crippled lad lay alone 
in the snowed-in dugout, his rations by 
his side. It was during this time that 
the hut was entered by a party of Sioux 
out on the warpath. And Bill’s scalp 
would probably have been added to the 
collection had he not recognized old 
Rain-in-the-Face, and reminded the 
chief that his children had been his play­
mates the preceding summer.

At this time young Bill couldn’t write 
his name. His lessons had been learned 
in the school of life itself, and while
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he was accomplished in riding, shoot­
ing, and trapping, the three “ r’s” had 
been neglected. Returning from one of 
his expeditions from the West, he went 
over to Fort Leavenworth one day with 
his mother to collect his pay. A large 
sum of money was due the lad, and he, 
feeling very happy and affluent, was 
astonished on the way home to see sev­
eral large tears rolling down his 
mother’s face.

“‘Why, mother, what in the world is 
the matter ?” he asked solicitously.

‘‘Oh, Bill/> she sobbed, “ it breaks my 
heart to think that you had to sign the 
pay roll with a cross.”

So Bill got busy learning to write. 
And Mr. Majors of the pioneer freight­
ing firm relates that on -every wagon 
sheet and wagon bed, every tree and 
every barn door, he used to find the 
name William F. Cody scrawled in large 
uncertain letters. These were young 
Cody’s writing lessons, and his persis­
tency is illustrated by the fact that his 
signature soon adorned every available 
spot in Salt Lake Valley.

It was about this time that the pony 
express, the most unique and romantic 
mail service ever organized, was estab­
lished by the firm for whom Bill worked. 
By using the telegraph to St. Joseph, and 
running ponies beyond, news was car­
ried from ocean to ocean in ten days. 
To meet the demand of this fast mail 
route over the barren plains and through 
the dangerous mountains, nearly five 
hundred horses and one hundred and 
ninety riders were employed. Two hun­
dred and fifty miles a day was the dis­
tance traveled by the pony express, and 
no idling of either man or beast was 
possible.

The horses chosen were half-breed 
Californian mustangs, animals as fleet 
and sure-footed as a mountain goat. 
The riders were all of lithe, wiry phys­
iques. They were also men picked for 
their bravery, coolness in moments of 
great personal danger, and endurance

under the most trying circumstances of 
fatigue. The pony express stations 
were scattered over wild, desolate 
stretches of country two thousand miles 
long, and the trail was infested with bad 
men, road agents, and hostile savages 
who roamed in bands ready to murder 
and scalp. For this dangerous and ex­
citing work the riders received one hun­
dred and twenty-five dollars a month.

Although Bill Cody was only four­
teen years old at this time, he had proved 
himself capable of holding a man-sized 
fob, so he was taken on as a pony ex­
press rider, being the youngest em­
ployee in this hazardous undertaking. 
So day and night, in sunshine and storm, 
through rain, hail, snow, and sleet, 
young Bill rode. Sometimes his route 
was across the level prairie, but oftener 
it was a winding trail hugging the brim 
of awful precipices or the crest of a 
dark, narrow canon.

One day as Bill was riding through 
a ravine, a man sprang out at him, cov­
ering him with a six-shooter.

“ Hands up!” yelled the desperado of 
the plains.

Young Cody complied, as the outlaw 
had the “ drop”  on him. But Bill was 
quick of wit, and ever on the alert. The 
bandit had been careless enough to ap­
proach his pony from the front. Sud­
denly Bill, by an oft-practiced trick, 
made his pony rear. The animal’s fore­
foot struck the man a hard blow in the 
head, which knocked him senseless. Bill 
dismounted and bound his man. He 
knew that hidden somewhere in the 
bushes the desperado had a horse, and 
he soon located the animal. Then he 
ordered the prisoner, who had recovered 
consciousness, to mount his horse, and 
ride ahead. Bill was late reaching the 
next station, but he was not cast down. 
For not only had he saved the mail 
pouch, but he had brought in a robber 
as well.

Bill was laid off for a short time 
after this, and then went to Fort Lara-
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mie and looked up the famous * Slade, 
who was agent of the line there. Slade 
gave him a job, his run being irom Red 
Buttes to Three Crossings, a distance of 
seventy-six miles. At the stations the 
express rider must always be ready for 
emergencies. One day as Bill rode into 
a station, giving the well-known “ coyotte 
yell” there was no answer. Dismount­
ing he found that the rider who was to 
carry the mail pouch to the next sta­
tion had been wounded by Indians and 
was unable to undertake the trip.

Stopping only long enough to change 
horses, Cody offered to go on to the 
next station, a distance of eighty-five 
miles. At the end of the line he turned 
without rest to make the return trip. 
This made one continuous route of three 
hundred and twenty-two miles out and 
back again, without stopping. During 
this noted ride, Bill rode twenty-one 
ponies, and1 had to his credit the longest 
trip ever made by a pony express rider.

This unique service grew more and 
more proficient, however, and President 
Lincoln’s inaugural address was carried 
across the continent in seven days and 
seventeen hours. The pony express 
paved the way for the wire, the stages, 
and the railroad, before . its trail be­
came grass grown and it passed into his­
tory. The bugle call o f the Civil War 
cut short its career, and the riders, who, 
with whip and spur had pushed on their 
fleet ponies in the interest of peace, 
went off to drive their steeds into the 
thick of battle. Bill Cody, however, 
had promised his mother tjiat he would 
not join the army, and so it was not 
until after her death that he became a 
member of the Red-legged Scouts, a 
local company commanded by Captain 
Bill Tuff.

This company had for its special duty 
the protection of Kansas against raiders 
like Quantrell, bandits such as the James 
boys and the Younger brothers. These 
desperadoes conducted a guerrilla war­
fare against the Union settlers, robbing

banks, raiding villages, burning build­
ings, looting and plundering. In the 
spring of ’63, however, young Cody left 
the scouts to serve the Federal govern­
ment as a guide and scout with the 
Ninth Kansas Cavalry. In spite of the 
fact that he was only fifteen years old,

• Bill Cody was one of the most expert 
frontiersmen, guides, and scouts in the 
United States, and he gave valuable 
service along the old Santa Fe trail 
where the Kiowas and Comanche In­
dians were stirring up trouble and mak­
ing things lively.

In 1864 Bill enlisted as a private with 
the Seventh Kansas Volunteers at Leav­
enworth, and in March the regiment was 
sent by steamboats to Memphis, Tennes­
see, to join the command of General 
A. J. Smith. Cody was immediately 
recommended for membership in a 
picked corps to be used for duty as 
scouts, messengers, and dispatch car­
riers. One day General Smith sent for 
Cody.

“ I want you to go into the Confeder­
ate lines as a spy,” he said, opening up 
a map of the country. “ I believe Gen­
eral Forrest's command to be in the 
neighborhood of Okolona, Mississippi, 
two hundred miles south of Memphis. 
Now your job is to locate this com­
mand, and get all the information con­
cerning the enemy’s strength in men and 
equipment that you can.”

“ All right, general. I ’ll do my best,” 
Cody replied cheerfully.

“ If you are captured you’ll be shot 
as a spy,”  the general reminded Cody, 
as he was turning away.

“ I ’ve been on too many Indian fights 
to be frightened by that,”  Bill replied. 
“ Being shot is pleasant compared to the 
tortures that the redskins can inflict.”

So disguised as a Tennessee boy, and 
imitating the Southern dialect, young 
Cody started out on his mission. The 
first time he encountered a big planta­
tion he stopped and tried out his dis­
guise on the overseer. Finding that it
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worked successfully, he went on with 
renewed confidence. In a few days he 
met a large body of Confederate troops, 
and was admitted into the lines. Some 
days later he rejoined General Smith’s 
command, with a very valuable and ac­
curate report of the enemy’s numbers 
and position. In fact all during the 
war Cody passed in and out of the Con­
federate lines many times as a spy and 
as a dispatch carrier without ever meet­
ing with disaster.

It was during the war, while he was 
on a month’s furlough, that Bill Cody 
went to St. Louis. There in picturesque 
Old Frenchtown he met Louisa Fred­
erick with whom he fell violently in 
love. At twenty Cody in his blue uni­
form was very handsome. His clean­
shaven face was ruddy with health, and 
his body lithe and graceful. He moved 
and talked well, and it is not surpris­
ing that the emotion he felt for the 
young girl should have been returned. 
Evening after evening Bill and Louisa 
sat out on the piazza, listening to the 
locusts singing in the maple trees or 
to the strum of a banjo through the 
lamplit dusk. And before he went away 
the young soldier had extracted a prom­
ise that when the war ended, Louisa 
would become his wife.

At the close of the war, Bill Cody was 
free to return to his old calling. The 
chief business of the consolidated army 
was in the West where the Indians 
were a real menace. , When General 
William Tecumseh Sherman was placed 
at the- head of the peace commission, 
Cody acted as scout upon the expedition 
which this official made to the border. 
The camp of the hostile chiefs of the 
Kiowas and Comanches was three hun­
dred miles southwest of Leavenworth, 
in the great buffalo range and! in the 
midst of the trackless plains. Bill Cody 
was familiar with the country, but with­
out his aid Council Springs would have 
been difficult to find, and the confer­
ence with Santata, Lone W olf, and

Kicking Bird might never have taken 
place.

In March, 1866, William Frederick 
Cody and Louisa Frederici were mar­
ried and their honeymoon was a boat 
trip up the Missouri River to Leaven­
worth. As the slow, old boat plodded 
along, stopping to take on wood, or 
unload freight, Bill’s young wife got 
her first glimpse of the great West. 
And she must have fallen in love with 
the great stretches of prairie, the wind­
ing roads, and the picturesque wagon 
trains, for she took her place beside 
her husband and played a real part also 
in the winning of the West.

After a short visit at Fort Leaven­
worth, the young couple rented the 
Golden Rule House in the Salt Lake 
Valley. And although the Golden Rule 
House was a typical frontier hotel, 
patronized by people going to and from 
the plains, the life was too tame for 
Bill Cody. He soon sold out and set 
forth for Saline, Kansas, where the 
Kansas Pacific Railroad was building a 
line on toward Denver. Out in this 
country one day he met his old friend, 
Wild Bill Hickok, who was scouting 
for the government.

“ Why don’t you get a job as scout, 
Cody?” Wild Bill asked him. “ The 
government needs men like you.”

“ By jinks, I think I will,”  Cody re­
sponded.

So during the winter of ’66 and ’67, 
Cody scouted for the government be­
tween Fort Ellsworth and Fort Fletcher. 
While on this job he was sent to Fort 
Hays, a new post on the south fork of 
Big Creek. Here he met 'General Cus­
ter, and acted as his guide to Fort 
Lamed over a country without trails. 
When they started out on this trip, Cody 
was riding a mule. The general, 
mounted on a horse, noticed this and 
said:

“ I want some speed on this trip, Cody. 
What are you riding a mule for ?”

“ She’s a good animal,”  Cody replied
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cheerfully, as he rode ahead at the side 
of the general. All during the day, 
whenever the general wasn’t noticing, 
Cody spurred his animal on. Then 
when she was making good time, he’d 
pull her in. The general was soon hard 
put to it to keep up with his compan­
ion, and when they reached the fort his 
horse was flecked with foam, her nos­
trils dilated, and every hair reeking with 
perspiration.

The next morning after greeting 
the general, Cody innocently inquired: 
‘ ‘How’s your horse, general?”

“ She’s dead,”  the general answered 
crustily. “ But I ’ll get even with you, 
Cody, the next ride we take,”  he added 
with a smile.

While he was scouting for the' gov­
ernment Cody met a contractor named 
Bill Rose, and the two men got the idea 
of starting a town of their own. So 
they bought up some land for a dollar an 
acre, and with the help of a saloon and 
a grocery store, started a village which 
they named Rome. Cody was all en­
thusiasm, for the railroad was building 
a line through his property and he had 
visions of himself as a millionaire. 
With high hopes he went to St. Louis, 
collected his wife and baby, and with 
them journeyed! out again across the 
plains in a wagon train.

When Rome was almost in sight, Bill 
could hardly control his joy.

“ Our town’s right over there,”  he said 
to his wife, as they reached the end of 
the journey.

And then Bill stopped. For there 
wasn’t any town. The hundred or so 
shacks and tents which he had left upon 
this site were there no more. Only 
the saloon remained.

With a crestfallen countenance Cody 
entered the saloon.

“ Where is Rome ?”  he asked the bar­
tender.

*'Oh, the town’s all moved away about 
a week ago,” the man explained. “ The 
railroad started up a better town over
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by Fort Hays and let it out that it 
wouldn’t come anywhere near here. So 
everybody pulled up stakes. This is the 
only place that is left.”

So the rise and fall of Cody’s Rome 
was of short duration, and he went over 
to Fort Hays and resumed his scout­
ing for the government. Fort Hays 
had grown overnight from a bare 
stretch of prairie to a mass of tents, 
shacks,- and frame buildings. Here in 
the old Perry, Hotel one met army o f ­
ficers, famous plainsmen, gun toters, and 
man-killers. Up and down the streets, 
which were nothing but openings be­
tween rows of shanties and tents, passed 
soldiers of fortune, college professors, 
and hunters. In the gambling dens men 
flicked cards silently for hours at a 
time, and in the dance halls toneless 
pianos gave forth such tunes as “ Ar­
kansas Traveler,”  and “ Money Musk”  
morning and night. In Fort Hays men 
quarreled and fought and killed twenty- 
four hours a day.

The plains around were alive with 
buffalo, and Bill Cody spent much of 
his time on his horse, Old Brigham, 
killing the bison. Fie soon acquired great 
skill as a buffalo killer. So deadly was 
his aim that his . rifle, an improved, 
breech-loading, needle gun, which he had 
obtained from the government, was 
known as “Lucretia Borgia.”

At this time the Kansas Pacific Rail­
road was extending its line right into 
the heart of the buffalo country. Twelve 
hundred men were employed in con­
struction work, and as the Indians were 
troublesome in the neighborhood, it was 
difficult to get fresh meat* fpr the 
workers. One day the head of the firm 
of Goddard Brothers, who had the con­
tract for feeding the men, sent for Bill 
Cody.

“ Will you take a job as hunter for 
the railroad?” he said. “ I need twelve 
buffalo a day, atid you are the only 
mail I know who can fill this order.”

“ Sure, I ’ll take the job and fill the
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order, too,”  Cody replied. “ If you'll 
pay me five hundred dollars a month.”

This was agreed to, and so Bill Cody 
became the crack buffalo hunter of the 
West. Every day he journeyed miles 
out upon the plains, accompanied by his 
butcher, “ Scotty,”  and trailing a light 
wagon to haul the meat back to camp. 
Sometimes he traveled day and night 
to procure the necessary provisions for 
the workmen of the railroad. But he 
always lived up to his contract and the 
men never went hungry.

One day as he and Scotty rode into 
the camp, the wagon piled high with 
buffalo meat, they met a section work­
man, who, at their approach, began to 
sing in a loud, booming voice:

Buffalo Bill, Buffalo Bill,
Never missed and never will,
A lways aims and shoots to kill,
And the company pays his buffalo b ill!

Like magic the nickname traveled 
around the camp, and from that time 
on Cody was known as Buffalo Bill. 
This unique bit of nomenclature made 
its way back to Fort Hays and the offi­
cers and soldiers adopted it. In fact, 
the name has never stopped traveling. 
All around the world it has gone, re­
peated by men of every nation, by cow­
boys and kings, by schoolboys and 
presidents. It is one of the famous 
names that has come out of the West, 
and will never be forgotten.

But after the true fashion of the 
frontier, Cody was not to have this title 
without fighting for it. Over at Fort 
Wallace there was a man named Billy 
Comstock, who was also a famous scout 
and buffalo, killer. The officers at that 
fort were anxious to pit Comstock 
against Cody, so' a shooting match was 
arranged between the two men. The 
contest was to start at eight o’clock one 
morning and last for eight hours. The 
title of “ Buffalo Bill” was at stake, 
and would go to the man who killed the 
greatest number of buffalo from horse­
back.

Soon huge posters announced the ex­
citing contest all the way to St. Louis, 
from which place a special train was 
to be run.

Grand Excursion 
to

Fort Sheridan 
Kansas Pacific Railroad 
Buffalo Shooting Match 

for
$500 a Side 

and the
Championship o f the W orld  

Between
Billy Comstock— the Famous Scout 

and
W . F. Cody— Buffalo Bill 

Famous Buffalo Killer for the Kansas Pacific 
Railroad.

A large crowd of plainsmen, soldiers, 
and excursionists from St. Louis were 
on hand to witness the contest, which 
entailed some effort on the part of the 
spectators as well as the participants—  
for the buffalo were not chased out into 
an arena and killed. A sight of the 
famous “ runs”  meant miles of trailing 
far in the rear of the hunters until the 
sound of the guns announced that the 
shooting had commenced. Within a 
mile of the starting point, however, Buf­
falo Bill sighted a herd of nearly two 
hundred buffalo, and the spectators ex­
citedly assembled on a hill from which 
point they could watch the entire opera­
tion of the “ run”  as the onslaughts were 
called.

Referees were appointed, their 
watches set together, and the two 
hunters were given a certain time from 
the moment they ran their horses into 
the herd to kill as many of the great, 
hulking bison as possible. Comstock and 
Cody struck their mark. The referee 
waved a hand.

“ G o!”  he called.
The riders plunged forward on their 

eager horses, the referees hurrying be­
hind, and the crowd watching with bated 
breath.
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The large herd of bison were graz­
ing, and didn't notice the hunters until 
they were upon them. Into their midst 
the two men rode, separating them. 
Billy Comstock took the right half, and 
Buffalo Bill, riding Brigham and carry­
ing Lucretia Borgia, took the left. The 
two halves started in opposite directions. 
Comstock began firing as he worked his 
way swiftly to the rear, dropping three 
buffalo in their tracks. But Lucretia 
Borgia was silent.

“ What’s the matter with Buffalo 
Bill ?”  somebody asked.

Buffalo Bill had-a method of his own, 
however. Instead of attacking the herd 
from the rear, driving it before him and 
scattering it, he worked his way ahead 
and slightly to one side. Then quickly 
he swerved, and, riding straight past the 
bison, fired as rapidly as his gun would 
permit. The hunters at that time didn’t 
have automatic rifies, and firing was 
slow work, as they shot, then reloaded 
their weapons.

“ Crack! Crack!”  went Lucretia Bor­
gia.

The leaders of the herd dropped, 
stopping the rush of buffalo from be­
hind, and causing the whole herd to 
hesitate. Again Buffalo Bill circled, and 
came back against the herd, his rifle 
dropping buffalo after buffalo, the ani­
mal always falling in a place that stopped 
the progress of the other bison.

“ Thirty-six —  thirty-seven —  thirty- 
eight,”  counted the spectators, watching 
Buffalo Bill with wild-eyed admiration.

“ Time!”  called the referee.
During this first part of the match 

Comstock had chased three miles and 
killed twenty-three buffalo, while Buf­
falo Bill, in a radius of three hundred 
yards had dropped many more.

The hunters paused for lunch, and 
then started out again. Now, the herd 
was smaller, and the shooting was 
swifter. As Buffalo Bill was finishing 
up the last of his bison, Comstock was 
desperately trying to keep the remainder

H
of his herd from escaping. Suddenly 
the buffalo swerved and plunged at him. 
Comstock quickly turned his horse and 
escaped. His referee, however, was not 
so lucky. Before that unfortunate gen­
tleman could flee, his horse was lifted 
high in the air on the horns of a bull 
buffalo, and he was thrown fully thirty 
feet.

During the latter part of the match 
Buffalo Bill won the loud applause and 
unstinted admiration of the spectators 
by riding Brigham without bridle or 
saddle. And when the hunt was over and 
the dead bison counted, Comstock had 
killed only forty-six to Buffalo Bill’s 
sixty-nine. So did William Frederick 
Cody win the title of champion buffalo 
killer of the world.

When in May* 1868, he ended his 
career as professional buffalo hunter, he 
had killed with his rifle, four thousand 
two hundred and eighty bison in eight­
een months. Many of the heads of 
these buffalo were mounted by the rail­
road company and sent to the principal 
cities of the road where they may be 
seen to-day in the stations.

Buffalo Bill now resumed his voca­
tion of scouting, serving under General 
Sheridan in his campaign against the 
Indians in western Kansas, Colorado, 
and what is now New Mexico. In 
these campaigns Buffalo Bill, called by 
the Indians “ Pahaska,”  which means the 
“ long-haired man,”  won new laurels as 
a dispatch bearer.

One day he set out from Fort Larned 
carrying dispatches to Fort Zarrah. As 
he was traveling through the wild and 
desolate country he was captured by a 
band of Indians, and led across the Ar­
kansas River to their camp/ There Bui* 
falo Bill found the old Indian chief, 
Santata.

“ What are you doing here?”  the old 
brave asked. “ And where is that Buf­
falo meat that General Sheridan prom­
ised us?”

“That’s what I ’m here for,” answered
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Buffalo Bill, ever quick of wit. “ I came 
to tell you that the meat is on the way. 
It will he here soon,”

The old chief was suspicious, but he 
let Buffalo Bill go. The scout had 
hardly got out of sight, however, when 
he turned to see a party of Indians in 
hot pursuit Evidently they had de­
cided that he was lying. Faster and 
faster Buffalo Bill rode, the Indians hot 
on his trail. When he reached Pawnee 
Fork, about two miles from the post, 
he sighted a government wagon. Den­
ver Jim, an old scout, was with his 
party.

“ Let’s have some fun with those In­
dians,”  he said.

So the soldiers quickly dragged the 
wagon into the bushes, and, hiding them­
selves, waited for the approaching red­
skins. As the enemy rode by, still in 
pursuit of “ Pahaska,”  they got a volley 
of bullets from the ambush and were 
glad to turn their horsey around and 
make an escape.

When Buffalo Bill arrived at the 
fort he found that the commandant 
wanted to send some dispatches to Gen­
eral Sheridan at Fort Hays, and none 
of the scouts were willing to undertake 
the trip. So he volunteered and started 
out for the post under cover of the dark­
ness. In spite of the fact that thNe coun­
try was infested with Indians, he com­
pleted the trip in safety, making the 
journey of sixty-five miles in eight 
hours. The same day he started for 
Fort Dodge with further dispatches, a 
distance of ninety-five miles. There he 
ran into Dick Parr, chief of scouts.

“ The commandant wants some dis­
patches taken to Fort Larned,”  Dick 
said, “ and none of the men will volun­
teer to go. I hate to ask you, Cody. I 
know you are dead tired. But you’re 
the only man with nerve enough to un­
dertake the job.”

“ Give me a fresh horse and I ’ll take 
the dispatches,”  Cody said.

“ We haven’t an available horse at the

post,”  Dick replied. “ The best I can 
do for you is a government mule.”

“ Oh, all right,”  agreed Cody.
So Buffalo Bill mounted his mule 

and rode off, urging the animal along as 
fast as he could. After riding some 
thirty-five miles, along about dusk he 
reached Coon Creek where he dis­
mounted and gave the mule a drink. 
As he was preparing to resume his jour­
ney, the contrary animal jerked away, 
and plunged down the valley with more 
speed than Buffalo Bill had ever 
dreamed him capable. Buffalo Bill had 
no choice but to follow on after, just 
out of reach of the animal, growing 
more footsore and angry with every 
mile.

Suddenly the soldiers at Fort Larned 
heard the sharp report of several pistol 
shots about a half mile away. Rush­
ing out to investigate the matter they 
found Buffalo Bill, very red of face, 
standing over a dead mule and swear­
ing violently.

“ That was the durndest animal I ever 
met,” he said vehemently. “ She made 
me walk all night long. But she’ll never 
get away with that trick again. She’s 
gone to the Happy Hunting Grounds. 
And I tell you, boys, she wa-s a tough 
customer. It took six bullets to send 
her there.”

The next night Buffalo Bill rode sixty 
miles more, from Fort Larned to Fort 
Hays, having traveled three hundred 
and sixty-five miles in fifty-eight hours, 
and making an unsurpassed record for 
himself as a dispatch bearer.

A  little later when the expedition 
against the Dog Soldiers who were in­
festing the Republic River Region was 
under preparation, General Sheridan 
sent for Buffalo Bill.

“ Cody,” he said, “ I ’m going to ap­
point you guide and chief of scouts of 
the command.”

The Dog Soldiers were a band of In­
dians who would not enter into any 
treaty and refused to go on a reserva-
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tion. The name was derived from the 
French word “cheyenne,” meaning dog. 
It was in October that the fifth cavalry 
under Major General E. A. Carr, be­
gan the march to Beaver Creek country. 
During this campaign the soldiers found 
tracks in the sand showing that two 
white women had been captured by the 
Indians. An attack was made and one 
of the women, a Mrs. Weichel, the 
wife of a Swedish settler, was rescued. 
The other white woman, Mrs. Alder- 
dice, was killed by the squaw of the In­
dian chief, Tall Bull.

But her death was revenged when 
Buffalo Bill put a bullet through the 
chief’s heart. However, the famous 
scout was much prouder of the Indian’s 
big, yellow horse than he was of the 
killing of the chief. This horse he 
named Buckskin- Joe, and it was this 
mount that the Grand Duke Alexis rode 
when he came West for a buffalo hunt.

At this time the plains were the Mecca 
of several foreign noblemen who had 
caught the lure of the great West. Lord 
and Lady Dunraven from England and 
Lord Finn from Australia came on a 
visit to Fort McPherson, and were en­
tertained by Buffalo Bill and his wife 
in their cabin, which had been built 
by the soldiers. A  little later the Grand 
Duke Alexis arrived. The climax of 
each trip was reached when Buffalo Bill 
took the royal visitors on a buffalo hunt.

So elated was the Russian nobleman 
over the feat of killing a buffalo that he 
presented Buffalo Bill with a big fur 
coat which he wore. Not satisfied with 
this expression of his gratitude he tele­
graphed to New York and had a set of 
sleeve links and a scarf pin studded 
with diamonds and rubies made for the 
famous scout. Each piece was in the 
form o f a buffalo head, as large as a 
silver half dollar.

Honors came to Buffalo Bill thick and 
fast during the time that he was sta­
tioned at Fort McPherson, with the rank 
and title of colonel. At this time Cody
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was chief United States detective for 
the army, as well as scout and guide. 
One day General Emory said to Cody:

“ I’ve decided to make you justice of 
the peace, colonel.”

“ All right, general,”  Cody replied. 
“ But I know as much about the law as a 
government mule does about bookkeep­
ing.”

However, although he was short on 
law, he was long on common sense, and 
with the aid of the “ Statutes of Nebras­
ka,”  Buffalo Bill married couples and 
settled disputes to the complete satisfac­
tion of the community.

But the business of being judge was 
only a side line, being interrupted many 
times by scouting expeditions. The In­
dians were still causing trouble, and 
Buffalo Bill was still on the job. When 
General Carr received a telegram that 
the Indians had made a dash on the 
Union Pacific, killing several section 
men and running off the stock of O ’Fal- 
lon’s Station, Buffalo Bill accompanied 
the expedition that went to the rescue 
under the command of Major Brown. 
On this trip the famous scout was in­
troduced to Colonel E. Z. Judson, a 
short, stout man, wearing a blue mili­
tary coat, and ornamented with about 
twenty badges of secret societies and 
gold medals. This was the beginning of 
a firm friendship between the two men.

Judson was a novelist, writing 
und'er the name of Ned Buntline. He 
became greatly attached to Buffalo Bill, 
and gained the scout’s permission to 
write some of his thrilling experiences 
in fiction form. And it was through his 
stories that the East first heard of Buf­
falo Bill. So enthusiastic did the pub­
lic become over the adventures of the 
famous plainsman that Buntline got the 
idea o f writing a play in which Buffalo 
Bill could act as the original of the char­
acter. He wrote to Cody telling him 
that a large fortune, awaited him, if he 
would only come East and go on the 
stage.
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It was about this time, too, that Buf­
falo Bill was elected to represent the 
Fort McPherson district in the State 
Legislature, and so had trie privilege of 
adding an “ honorable”  to his name. But 
somehow that idea of acting on the stage 
before an audience appealed to the 
plainsman. So he resigned his jobs as 
scout, colonel, justice of the peace, and 
as a legislator, and sold out his posses­
sions. And one day late in the year 
1872, as the old- stage pulled out of the 
post, Buffalo Bill, his wife and babies, 
accompanied by Texas Jack, were pas­
sengers.

And so for several years Buffalo Bill 
and Texas Jack turned actors, touring 
the country in such plays of western life 
as “ Life on the Border,”  “ Buffalo Bill 
at Bay,”  “ From Noose to Neck,”  “ Buf­
falo Bill's Pledge,” and “ The Red Right 
Hand.”  This famous scout, who could 
ride any horse in the country, beat any 
Indian, and tear a hole in a dollar 
flipped in the air before it touched 
the ground, was a victim of stage fright 
upon his first appearance. But he soon 
recovered, and although the lines he 
spoke were not those written by Ned 
Buntline, they seemed to make a hit 
with the audience. And when it came to 
shooting down redskins, in which feat 
the plays abounded, Buffalo Bill was in 
his element.

In 1876, when the Sioux war broke 
out, however, Buffalo Bill closed his 
road show and reported to General Carr 
of the Fifth Cavalry for duty as guide 
and chief of scouts. It was during this 
campaign that the world was horrified 
by the massacre of General Custer on 
Little Big Horn, June 25, 1876. A  
short time after this Buffalo Bill fought 
his famous duel with the Indian chief, 
Yellowhand. It happened this way.

General Merritt got an idea that he 
might be able to cut off the advance of 
eight hundred of the Dog Soldiers, who 

7 were trying to turn into the heart of 
C the Big Horn country, there to join the

hostile bands of Sitting Bull. So his 
troops prepared an ambush along War- 
bonnet Creek, just before the renegade 
Sioux and Cheyennes reached that spot. 
The plan worked out splendidly. The 
Indians showed up on the hill and the 
soldiers were just getting ready to open 
fire when a wagon train appeared in the 
distance.

In hot pursuit of the train started 
some o f the Indians. Then Buffalo Bill, 
with twelve or fifteen scouts, started 
after the redskins, driving them away 
from the train. It was at this juncture 
in the proceeding that an Indian chief, 
decorated with paint and feathers, rode 
out from his braves, and paraded up 
and down, pounding his chest and ges­
ticulating wildly. Buffalo Bill turned 
to Little Bat, his interpreter, and said:

“ Who is that chap? And what does 
he want ?”

Little Bat listened to the chief's gut­
tural phrases and then replied:

“ That is Yellowhand, who thinks him­
self a great chief. He says that before 
this battle starts he wants to fight a 
duel with Pahaska.

“ Oh, he does?” asked the scout. “ All 
right. I ’m ready.”

So, with a yell, Buffalo Bill jabbed 
the spurs into his horse and shot out 
from the lines. Just as the famous 
scout pulled his trigger, his horse’s foot 
went down in a gopher hole. The shot 
instead of hitting the chief, hit the red­
skin’s horse. When the dust had cleared 
away a bit from the fall, the scout and 
the Indian chief were right at each 
other, grappling and wrestling, twist­
ing this way and that. Suddenly Yel­
lowhand brandished his tomahawk aloft, 
yelling in fury. But Buffao Bill was too 
quick for him, and, drawing out his old 
bowie knife, plunged it through the red­
skin’s heart. Then almost before he 
knew what he was doing he had “ lifted 
the hair”  from the dead Indian and 
was waving the scalp in the air.

“The first scalp for Custer 1” he yelled.
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With that the Dog Soldiers and the 
Fifth Cavalry closed in combat, with 
Buffalo Bill still waving his gruesome 
battle flag and crying: “ First scalp for 
Custer.”

Soon the Indians were getting the 
worst of the encounter, and started to 
run for the hill. The Fifth Cavalry 
pursued, chasing the fleeing redskins 
over the hill and on toward the Red 
Cloud agency. By this time night had 
settled down, and so had the Indians. 
The fight was all out of them, and they 
were as meek as lambs. Buffalo Bill 
was talking to General Merritt when 
an interpreter rode out and asked him 
if he’d talk to old Cute-nose.

“ W ho’s he?” questioned Buffalo Bill.
“ He’s the father of Yellowhand.”
“ I wonder what he wants?” puzzled 

Buffalo Bill, as he entered the tepee of 
the old chief.

“ He says he’ll give you foitr mules 
and some beads for the scalp and war 
bonnet of Yellowhand,”  explained the 
interpreter.

“ You tell him I wouldn’t trade that 
scalp for forty mules,” replied Buffalo 
Bill.

After this Indian campaign, Buffalo 
Bill returned to the stage, this time at 
the head of his own show. And he 
carried with him some real Indians from 
the Red Cloud agency, who appeared in 
a regular Indian war dance on the stage. 
The enthusiastic reception of this ven­
ture put another and bigger idea into 
the head of the famous scout, who, al­
though he had made good on the stage, 
had remained at heart a plainsman, with 
the plainsman’s voice and bearing, and 
a plainsman’s love for the great open 
spaces of the West.

“ I want to carry the real West to the 
East—the prairies, the Indians, the old 
stage coach,”  he said to his wife. “And 
that can’t be done on a small stage. I 
want cowboys riding and roping, and 
doing crack shooting, and everything 
just as it is out here.”

And so was born Buffalo Bill’s Wild 
West Show, the famous outfit that 
toured the United States from ocean to 
ocean. The first presentation took place 
in Omaha, in May, 1883. And it gave 
a true, clean picture of the plains, with 
the thrills of following the old trail. 
In the grand entrance were depicted the 
picturesque features of western life, 
the Sioux, the Arapahoes and Chey­
ennes in war paint and feathers, lead­
ing the van. There were shrieking war 
whoops, and dashing cowboys and sol­
diers. And there was Buffalo Bill him­
self, a spectacular figure upon his big, 
white horse, who entered the arena, 
made a salute from the saddle, and said:

“ Ladies and gentlemen, permit me to 
introduce you to the rough riders of 
the world!”

For three years the wild West toured 
the United States with success. And 
then one day, at the end of a perform­
ance, an Englishman hunted up Buffalo 
Bill and said:

“That is a wonderful performance of 
yours. Here in America it meets with 
great appreciation, but you have no idea 
what a sensation it would be in the 
Old World.”

So Buffalo Bill chartered the steam­
ship The State o f Nebraska, and in 
March, 1886, set sail for another con­
tinent. In the big London amphitheater, 
one third of a mile in circumference, 
the wild West showed. The perform­
ance began with the hour of dawn on 
the plains. Wild animals were scattered 
around, and the Indians were sleeping 
in their tepee. As the dawn broke, the 
redskins came out of their tents and 
went through a solemn war dance.

Then a courier appeared, announcing 
the approach of hostile tribes. There 
was a wild scramble for mounts and 
weapons, and a sham battle occurred. 
Next there was a buffalo hunt, and 
some fancy shooting. And then an In­
dian village was blown out of existence 
by a western cyclone.
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The Prince and Princess of Wales 
and Queen Victoria witnessed this per­
formance in a special box placed on 
a dais o f red velvet and lavishly deco­
rated in honor o f the royal guests. The 
audience at this performance also in­
cluded the Kings of Saxony, Denmark, 
and Greece, the Queen of the Belgians, 
and the Prince of Austria.

One of the leading features of the 
wild West show was the Deadwood 
Coach, which had a thrilling history. 1 
This old stage was built in New Hamp­
shire and sent by water to San Fran­
cisco to run over a route infested with 
road agents. Numberless times the un­
lucky coach was held up and robbed. 
Finally the driver and passengers were 
killed, and the coach was abandoned on 
the trail. Afterward it was brought into 
San Francisco by an old stage driver 
and placed on the Overland route. But 
its bad luck held. Again the driver 
and passengers were massacred, and 
again the coach was abandoned. Then 
Buffalo Bill bought it for his show.

After a performance in London o f 
the wild West show the Prince of Wales 
requested Buffalo Bill to allow him to 
ride on the front seat of the old coach 
beside the famous scout as driver. This 
request was granted, and when the 
coach started around the arena the 
Kings of Saxony, Denmark, Greece, 
and Austria were riding inside. Buffalo 
Bill, always boyishly ready for a joke, 
had told the Indians to whoop it up 
as they never had before. Then he sped 
around the arena, the old coach lurch­
ing crazily and the yelling savages fol­
lowing behind. When the hectic ride 
stopped, most of the kings were under 
the seats.

The Prince of Wales turned to Buf­
falo BUI and remarked: “ I bet this is 
the first time you've ever held four 
kings."

“ No," replied Buffalo Bill, “ Fve held 
four kings before. But this is the first 
time Fve ever acted as the royal joker."

When the wild West show gave a per­
formance in Rome, one of the boxes was 
occupied by an Italian nobleman, the 
Prince of Sermonetta. At the end of 
the performance he said to a friend:

“ I doubt if the cowboys who ride the 
bucking bronchos are as expert as they 
seem. The ponies have been trained to 
buck."

Buffalo Bill heard the remark. and 
talked to the nobleman, telling him that 
the cowboys were only doing what they 
were accustomed to out on the Western 
plains.

“ I have some wild horses on my es­
tate," replied the prince insinuatingly, 
“ which have never been ridden."

“ If you'll have them brought to the 
arena some afternoon during the per­
formance, I'll be glad to have my men 
take a try at them," replied Buffalo Bill.

This experiment was advertised all 
overTtaly, and a big crowd was on hand 
for the exhibition. The horses were 
taken out of the cars with much dif­
ficulty and amid much excitement. The 
arena was cleared. Six cowboys entered 
calmly with their lariats. Quietly and 
warily the cow-punchers went to work. 
Deftly they threw their lassos, wound 
them around the feet of the horses, 
threw the animals, and held them down. 
Then they saddled and bridled the wild 
animals, and rode each horse quietly 
around the ring, drawing up to salute at 
the nobleman's box.

When Buffalo Bill returned home 
after his European triumphs he was ac­
corded a warm and enthusiastic wel­
come, the following interesting descrip­
tion of his advent being published in 
the New York W orld :

The harbor probably has never witnessed 
a more picturesque scene than that o f  yes­
terday, when the Persian Monarch steamed 
up from  quarantine. Buffalo Bill stood on 
the captain's bridge, his tall and striking fig­
ure clearly outlined, and his long hair wav­
ing in the w ind ; the gayly painted and blan­
keted Indians leaned over the ship's rail; the 
flags o f  all nations fluttered from  the masts
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and connecting cables. The cowboy band 
played “ Yankee D oodle,”  with a vim and 
enthusiasm which faintly indicated the jo y  
felt by everybody connected with the wild 
W est over the sight o f home.

And indeed, Buffalo Bill was always 
glad to get home, glad to hit the trail 
again for the far West which he loved. 
There on the Dismal River he had 
bought a tremendous ranch in partner­
ship with Major North, the former com­
mander of the Pawnee scouts. In 1894 
the Carey Irrigation Act was passed by 
congress, giving a million acres of land 
to each of the arid States. Colonel Cody 
was the first man to receive a conces­
sion of two hundred thousand acres 
from the Wyoming State land board. 
He immediately formed a partnership 
with George T. Beck, who proceeded to 
Wyoming. A  site was located, and the 
line of an irrigation canal surveyed. The 
town laid out along this canal was called 
Cody.

Shortly after this the Burlington Rail­
road sent a spur out from the main line 
with Cody as the terminus. And in 
1896 Colonel Cody, still alert on the 
trail, located the route of a wagon road 
from Cody into Yellowstone Park. A 
little later he went to Washington and 
while there saw President McKinley, to 
whom he explained the possibilities of 
this road of eighty miles, the only one 
entering National Park from the East.

nIt would be the most wonderful 
scenic road in the West,”  he told the 
president.

President Roosevelt ordered the build­
ing of this road, which is now the favor­
ite automobile route in the park.

When on the tenth of January, 1917, 
Buffalo Bill said good-by to his com­
rades of the trail and started out on the 
last and greatest adventure, the whole 
world mourned the passing of this 
noted scout who had played so great a 
part in the winning of the West. Long 
throngs of people stretched for blocks 
around the Colorado Statehouse where 
his body lay in state. Messages of con­

dolence came from the lowly and the 
great, from bell boys and kings. There 
was moisture in the eyes of many of the 
bareheaded watchers who saw the flag- 
draped casket pass on to its last rest­
ing place, a big, riderless, white horse 
following behind.

Buffalo Bill was laid to rest atop 
Mount Lookout, with the wide stretches 
of the plains at its feet. But his spirit 
will never die. Every year in his mem­
ory the people of the Wyoming town 
that bears his name and the cowboys 
of the neighboring ranches, hold the 
Cody stampede during July. This an­
nual exhibition of horsetmanship and 
cowboy prowess brings many visitors 
to the little town backed up against the 
purple Rockies, which still seems filled 
with the picturesque personality of its 
famous founder. And during the three 
days of the stampede the Main Street 
of Cody is a surging mass of life and 
color, as cowboys and Indians ride 
through the thoroughfare.

This summer, on July Fourth, the 
Buffalo Bill Association, of which Gen­
eral Pershing was chairman, erected at 
the Cody entrance to Yellowstone Park 
an equestrian bronze statue of the great 
scout. The bronze Buffalo Bill on his 
Western horse is silhouetted against the 
sky on a great granite terrace hundreds 
of feet high, as though he were reining 
up his mount on the old South Fork 
trail. To one side of the statue rises 
Rattlesnake Mountain, while on the 
other can be seen the snow-capped peaks 
of Cedar Mountain. And a stream of 
water has been directed into a channel 
at the base of the terrace as a reminder 
of Colonel Cody’s interest in irrigation.

So Buffalo Bill, gazing westward to 
the Rockies, hits the trail once more. 
And whoever in the future journeys the 
old Wyoming road to Yellowstone Park 
will there meet again the famous cow­
boy, one of the most beloved and cou­
rageous of the great men who went 
West.
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VERY miner in the vicin­
ity of Cold Deck took off 
his hat to “ Hap” Tucker, 
for Hap had nerve. The 
previous owners of the 
Big Nugget claim had met 

with mysterious ends. A  half-breed 
owner had simply wandered away and 
never been heard of. His rights had 
been acquired by Tom ‘ Dolan. Tom 
had been found dead in his cabin with 
a bottle of moonshine half consumed. 
The coroner’s jury jumped at conclu­
sions and the members later decided as 
individuals that perhaps moonshine had 
not killed Tom after all, for Tom had 
been on the “ wagon”  for three years.

Next came Jud Dobson. Dobson was 
found shot to death. Evidently he had 
been wounded either by his own hand 
or by parties unknown. There was evi­
dence that he had attempted to write 
a message on the oilcloth table cover­
ing, but nothing could be made of it.

The Big Nugget claim, so called be­
cause the biggest nugget in the Cold 
Deck country had been found there by 
the original locator, had been ordered 
sold to the highest bidder. Miners 
wanted none of it. The group stood 
around waiting for somebody to bid. 
Presently Big Mike Kupoff came for­
ward.

“The Nugget’s a hoodoo,” he growled 
out, “but I bid one thousand dollars 
and maybe unload it on some sucker 
later.”

“ A  thousand dollars? Why, that’ll 
hardly pay my way up to Cold Deck and 
back.”

All eyes turned. A poorly dressed 
woman stood there with a frightened 
expression in her eyes. A  small boy, 
startled no doubt by the rough-bearded 
men about, clung to her skirt.

“ And Jud said it’d make us rich. Jud 
said he wasn’t afraid of the hoodoo.”  
She sobbed slightly.

“ Flapjack” Meehan snapped out: “ I 
bid five thousand dollars on the Big 
Nugget!”

As painful as it is to record it, Hap 
Tucker had fallen from grace and was 
slightly intoxicated at that moment. 
However, his mind was clear and he 
knew exactly what he was doing. First 
he looked at the widow, then the fright­
ened child. Neither was prepared to 
cope with the struggle for existence. 
Hap cleared his throat.

“ I came in to celebrate, and I ’ve got 
fifteen thousand dollars’ worth of gold 
in my pokes. For once in my life I ’ ll 
celebrate right. The Big Nugget is 
worth real money or nothing at all, I 
bid, and I make my bid in a loud tone
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of voice. I bid fifteen thousand dol­
lars for a half interest in the Big Nug­
get. The other half Jud’s widder can 
keep. What’s more, I ain’t afraid of 
no hoodoo, and I aim to work that claim 
and declare dividends.”

Hap Tucker disappeared and pres­
ently returned with his gold, which in 
due time was turned over to the widow. 
And that was the reason why Cold Deck 
was a hundred per cent strong for Hap 
Tucker. Flapjack Meehan had taken 
him aside and told him exactly what 
he thought of him.

“ You’ve been in the hills a long time, 
Hap, and nobody better than an old 
sour dough knows how you planned for 
a good time in the States on that gold. 
Then you up and soak it all in a hoodoo 
mine.”

“ Don’t praise me, Flapjack; I ’m a 
selfish cuss. I didn’t do it for the wid­
der, nor the scared kid, I did it just 
because doing such things makes a fel­
ler feel so dog-goned good inside,”  said 
Hap seriously. “ All my life I ’ve been 
that way.”

“ It says, 'cast bread on the waters 
and a whole lot of loaves and fishes 
will return,’ ”  replied Flapjack, who 
was something of a backslider as far 
as the Scriptures were concerned.

“ It don’t mean real loaves,”  ex­
plained Hap. “ It means that swell feel­
ing you get inside of you. It don’t 
mean that I can go up to the Big Nug­
get and strike a pocket and get my fif­
teen thousand back. I ’m going to work 
the Big Nugget just for the fun of 
licking that hoodoo, and, besides, I got 
to eat. Say, Flapjack, can you stake me 
to a thousand dollars until I get going ? 
I gave every cent I had to the widder.”

“ Sure!” said Flapjack, and the money 
was forthcoming.

Thereafter Hap Tucker disappeared 
from Cold Deck, except once or twice 
when he dropped in for a chat, and, 
incidentally, for grub. It was apparent 
the “ swell feeling inside” was making

up for a lot of ill luck at the mine. 
Tucker was thinner and wore a worried 
look, but thus far his happy disposition 
was carrying him through. Then he 
failed to show up for a month. It 
was Flapjack who journeyed to the Big 
Nugget mine, well armed. Tucker was 
hollow-eyed and nervous.

“ How’s things, Hap?”
“ I ’m going to whip this thing yet,” 

he declared. “ I can’t figure it, but some­
times it gets so quiet here I feel like 
yelling. I feel things are happening 
to me all the time, and yet I never see 
anybody. Can you believe it, I went 
to sleep the other night eating my sup­
per. Didn’t wake up till three in the 
morning, and then the presence of some­
thing aroused me. I ’d get out, only 
that------ •”

“ Only what, Hap?”
“ I hate to be licked!”
“ Where’s your dog?”
“ He quit me; wandered off, I fol­

lowed the tracks to the mouth of the 
mine, and they just disappeared. He 
didn’t go into the drift, either. I can’t 
figure it.”

“ Come on down to Cold Deck and 
visit us a week and pull yourself to­
gether. Leave everything locked up 
carefully and see if anything visits the 
place while you’re gone. There’s a 
vaudeville crowd coming down on the 
next steamer to put on a show. W e’ve 
got some good movies, too!”

The girl act had retired amid ap­
plause. The curtain lifted and a num­
ber of dogs occupied the stage. They 
hopped around performing various 
clever acts on their hind legs. Direc­
tion came from behind the scenes, but 
for some reason the audience went cold 
on the act. Applause came from differ­
ent quarters of the house, but it lacked 
the whole-hearted enthusiasm specta­
tors in the States had given the act.

“ See that big dog, Jack?”  whispered 
Hap to Flapjack. “ He turns down his
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ears once in a while; so do the other 
dogs. That jasper behind the scenes 
don’t seem to know he’s putting on a 
dog act before men who spend the big­
gest part of their lives with dogs. That 
Jack dog now------ ”

At that moment the manager, dressed 
in evening attire, came onto the stage 
and seated himself. “ Jack,”  he snapped 
out, “ My pipe!” The dog vanished 
and returned with the pipe. “ Now, my 
tobacco, it’s in the side pocket of my 
overcoat!” Without hesitation the dog 
brought the tobacco. “ And now a light, 
please, old man!”

From the stage fireplace the dog 
knocked a living coal with deft move­
ments of his paw. The manager picked 
up the coal with tongs and lighted his 
pipe. “ And now, Jack, my paper!” 
The paper was brought from the table. 
“ That is all, Jack. I shall call you 
if you are needed.”

The dog dropped to his master’s feet 
and closed his eyes. Presently one eye 
opened and the crowd chuckled, for 
there seemed to be a roguish humor in 
the gleaming eye. From the manager’s 
viewpoint the act was ruined by the 
dog’s action, and his heel lifted slightly 
and ground downward on the dog’s tail. 
Only one man in the crowd saw this. 
The dog whimpered and accepted the 
punishment without moving from his 
position, evidently knowing what to ex­
pect if he did. His eyes closed, then 
opened as a man leaped onto the stage.

“ What’s the meaning of this?” de­
manded the manager furiously.

Cold Deck saw Hap Tucker aroused 
for the first time. The most danger­
ous man of all is the good-natured in­
dividual thoroughly aroused.

“ I saw the dirty trick you played on 
that dog,”  cried Tucker. “ You’re in 
the wrong country to get away with that 
stuff. Up here we know dogs. And 
when dogs droop their ears and tails 
there’s a reason, and we know what it is. 
I need a dog! Come, Jack!”

There are some men who can ap­
proach any dog. Perhaps the reason 
for this is that dogs know character. 
Hap Tucker slipped a small rope 
through Jack’s collar and started to 
leave the stage. One hand held the 
leash, and the other was conveniently 
near the butt of his forty-four. The 
manager was breathing heavily from 
anger, but he knew an infuriated man 
when he saw one, and he wanted none 
of Hap Tucker’s rough and readiness 
just them. His faultless figure moved 
to the front of the stage.

“ Is there an officer in the crowd?”
Reluctantly Cold Deck’s marshal 

stood up. He was out of sympathy with 
things, very much so, but law is law, 
and order is order.

“ Hap, you can’t get away with that 
dog!” he shouted. “ That’s not your 
property!”

Tucker held the leash in his teeth,- 
drew his forty-four so there would be 
no mistake as to his attitude in the mat­
ter, then tossed a poke of gold at the 
manager’s feet.

“ You’re right, marshal; so I ’m buy­
ing him!”

Hap Tucker backed away, his forty- 
four covering the manager. He knew 
no one in the crowd would argue the 
point. Not until he was well in the 
hills did he pause to consider.

“ Jack, old socks, you may not know 
it, but you sure wrecked me financially. 
There was blamed near a thousand dol­
lars in the poke, but I sure feel fine in­
side.”

As he swung along the trail he broke 
into a whistle, the first in weeks. “ I 
guess,” he muttered finally, “ that what 
was wrong with me, was I needed a 
dog, but he’ll pay for himself in com­
panionship—all dogs do, and some of 
’em pay more.”

On the ridge above the Big Nugget 
a wolf howled suddenly. Jack, a dog 
of the pavements rather than the wild, 
bristled and braced himself against
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Tucker's legs. In the contact there was 
a queer mixture of apprehension and 
wonder, yet an offer of protection.

"Just an onery wolf, Jack; you’ll get 
used to 'em,”  explained Hap Tucker.

The cry was repeated, different, 
with a note that chilled even Tucker’s 
blood. Jack answered. In it was all 
the savageness of his ancestors. Tucker 
drew his gun and looked about. His 
heart pounded in his ears, and there 
was fear in his heart— fear of the super­
natural. Once before he had heard that 
cry. Some strange instinct told the wolf 
o f death or impending death.

Tucker caught sight of the gaunt 
form on the ridge and fired. It van­
ished silently, but the whine of the bul­
let as it glanced from a boulder came 
through the moonlight night. There 
was a light in his cabin as he came into 
view. This was not expected. He se­
cured Jack to a scrub birch and crawled 
along the dump with drawn revolver. 
Presently he peered through the win­
dow. The visitor was stretched out on 
Hap’s bunk asleep, the fire in the fire­
place almost out. Tucker entered.

"Hello, stranger!”
There was no reply.
"H ello!”  he shouted, then bent close. 

"Dead I”
There was no sign of a wound. The 

air was heavy from lack of open win­
dows. Hap opened the door and made 
a closer examination. There were no 
wounds. Death had been peaceful 
enough. Evidently the stranger hjad 
stopped for the night. Nearby stood a 
washboard pack from which several 
articles had been removed. He had 
also cooked himself a meal. A  pipe had 
fallen from his hand to the floor.

"Another case for the coroner,”  he 
muttered. "This thing is getting me. 
Well, Eve got Jack now. O f course this 
old fellow might have died from ex­
haustion. He ate a big meal from the
looks of things, and------  I ’ve got to
mush back to Cold Deck.”

Not only the marshal and other offi­
cials, but a self-constituted committee 
of miners visited the Big Nugget next 
day. The old man was identified as a 
prospector who spent long periods in 
remote localities.

"Natural death,” with personal res­
ervations, was given as the cause of 
his demise. The personal reservations 
were aired by the jury afterward, and 
the camp generally.

"It don’t just happen so many people 
die at the Big Nugget when there’s so 
much room in Alaska to die in,”  said 
Tubby Willows. "Hap Tucker sure 
has nerve to stay.”

There was a grimness about Hap 
Tucker that interested the camp. In­
cidentally he bought himself another 
forty-four. The hardware dealer tried 
to interest him in an automatic pistol, 
but Hap shied violently.

" I ’ve heard the loads stick sometimes, 
then what do you do? Ask the other 
fellow to wait until it gets to working? 
I use forty-fours for weapons, and legs 
to get about with, and dogs for com­
panionship. Come on Jack!”

The vaudeville act had gone down the 
river to other camps, minus a good dog. 
Cold-eyed miners had taken the dog 
manager aside and advised him that if 
he expected to reach what he called 
"God’s country,”  all in one piece, he had 
better change his training methods.

"Make ’em perk up their ears natural­
like. When a dog drops his ears and 
humps up, it means only one thing, and 
that’s the thing we don’t stand for here­
abouts. Kick a dog and the first miner 
will give you two kicks in return.”

This advice, pounded home by a be- 
whiskered giant, had made a deep im­
pression on the manager. His reply 
had been a series of nervous, "yes, sirs!” 

In the depths of the Big Nugget Hap 
Tucker toiled, driving deeper and deeper 
into the mountain. At night he would 
grin as he seated himself in his chair. 

"Jack,”  he would say, "my pipe! Now
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my tobacco and a light, too, Jack, if it’s 
not too much trouble. All right, Jack, 
that’s all. Dead dog!”

Jack took as much delight in this 
nightly farce as did his master. The 
deftness with which he fished a coal 
from the fireplace was a never-ending 
source of admiration to Hap Tucker, 
and Jack did it all with ears and tail 
erect and a light of pride in his eyes 
that gave Hap Tucker that “ great feel­
ing inside.”

Then one day he emerged from the 
mine with the dog at his heels. In a 
pan he carried some dirt that he nerv­
ously washed. The last of the gravel 
had hardly spilled over the edge when 
he became a madman.

“ Struck it!”  he yelled. “ By gosh, 
I ’ve struck it rich. I’m glad for myself, 
but I ’m gladder for that widder woman 
and the scared kid. A million years 
ago, maybe, an old river ran along 
there and the gold’s been waiting ever 
since for us to come along.”

Then abruptly he stopped, for in­
stinctively he knew that eyes were upon 
him. Cautiously he resumed his work, 
attempting to appear natural, yet at the 
same time seeking to locate the watcher.

“ I’ll clean out that pay streak,”  he 
promised himself, “ send the widder her 
share, and shake this place. I ’m getting 
sick and tired of feeling cold around the 
shoulders on warm days, but I won’t 
be drove out until my work is done.”

A  half hour later the night air 
carried the pleasing odor of a well- 
cooked meal. This was a night of cele­
bration, and the sky was the limit. Jack 
took a place across the table from Hap 
Tucker and attempted to remember his 
table manners as he dined. Hap washed 
the dishes while Jack groomed himself 
generally. Then he cocked an alert head 
sideways as Hap took his seat.

“ Jack, my pipe! Now, Jack, my 
tobacco, and 9ay, old sport, bring me a 
light, will you? Now turn in yourself!”

A  footstep sounded, and a miner en­
tered. “ How goes it, Hap?”

“ Great, Sam, what brings you here?” 
“ Headed up this way and brought 

your mail.”
“ Mail? I never get any mail!” 
“ Don’t, eh? Well, what do you call 

this?”  He handed Hap Tucker several 
packets, and then turned to go.

“ Better stay for the night, Sam.” 
“ Can’t do it. Got to get back to Cold 

Deck. They’s a dance on and a lot of 
lady tourists in town. And, say, you 
remember that widder woman? Well, 
she’s up, too. You ought to see her, 
dolled out and right pretty now that 
she’s lost that tired look. S’long!”

The first letter was from the dog- 
show manager. It was lengthy, but Hap 
got to the important paragraph with­
out delay.

“ You boys changed my way of 
handling dogs considerable. I ’ll admit 
I could have killed you that night, but 
later I learned things about dogs in 
this country and what they mean that I 
never knew before. I’m training young 
malemutes and taking an act of the 
North back with me. I ’d like to buy 
Jack back if you’re willing. Name your 
price!”

Hap Tucker looked down at the sleep­
ing dog. “They don’t make that much 
money in this world,”  he said softly. 
“ So I can’t name the price. I ’ll tell 
him so in a nice way, and he’ll under­
stand now, I guess.”

The next letter was from the “ widder 
woman.” There was something about 
the letter that stirred an almost dead 
sense of romance in Hap Tucker’s be­
ing. The letter was sensible and strictly 
business, but Hap had renewed her faith 
in mankind. Others had tried to “ do”  
her, but Hap had gone out of his way 
to help, and with it had removed the 
sense of charity.

“ I know now,”  it concluded, “that 
you bought a worthless mine to help a 
beaten woman, and I am returning , to
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Cold Deck to repay what I regard as a 
loan in part.”

There was an informal snapshot of 
a pretty woman in a garden and a little 
boy climbing a fence. “ Good heavens,”  
Hap mutered, “ she looks different than 
she did. She figures to bust up this 
partnership, eh? Huh, Jack; this part­
nership is just getting started.”

The door opened suddenly and Jack 
leaped at an intruder. A  pistol spat 
viciously and the dog crumpled to the 
floor. Hap Tucker’s own weapons were 
too far away, so he elevated his hands. 
“ Kupoff!”  he cried, dumfounded. 
“ What does this mean?”

The big Russian, who had come to 
Cold Deck from no one knew where, 
grinned. “ It means you were a fool 
to bid against me that day. It means 
there will be another mystery, soon. 
I ’m one miner in the North who knows 
what the Big Nugget’s got. I know, be­
cause my own mine told me.”

“ Why didn’t you bid and buy it?” 
queried Tucker, sparring for time. 
There was a coldness about the Rus­
sian’s movements that hinted at grim 
moments ahead.

“ Buy! I didn’t have the money, then. 
And to have bid, except as you did, 
would have aroused suspicions. They 
might have wondered if my nearness to 
the Big Nugget had something to do 
with the fate of the others. I couldn’t 
bid, you see, for miners are terrible 
when aroused. I ’d have gotten you the 
other night, only the old man was in 
your place. I didn’t know. This time 
I make sure!”

At that moment Hap Tucker cast cau­
tion to the winds and leaped. The pis­
tol did not crack as he expected. In­
stead the Russian dropped it and met 
him bare-handed. No man in camp 
could have beaten him in brute strength 
contest. He gripped Tucker’s arms and 
twisted them until the bones cracked, 
then bound him hand and foot. Through 
it all he was careful not to strike a blow

or leave a bruise. With a heavy in­
take of breath he dropped Tucker onto 
the bed and then sprinkled a heavy 
powder onto the fire.

“ Five times I have lowered the drug 
into the chimney from the cliff above 
as a man drops a baited hook into a 
pool with a fish pole. You are a brute 
for resistance. The old man died, but 
you— there will be no marks of a strug­
gle. You will have— just died— pleas­
antly. And I shall not be the one to 
find you. I never come up here. I 
mind my own business!”

Tucker understood. Kupoff would 
doubtless head straight for Cold Deck 
and remain there. His alibi would be 
perfect. The powder he tossed onto the 
fire sent up a heavy smoke, but burned 
slowly. It was not unpleasant, and 
Tucker felt drowsy. Jack stirred 
slightly and growled.

“ Dead dog, Jack!” whispered Tucker 
hoarsely. Jack was his only remaining 
bet, now. The dog obeyed. Several 
minutes slipped by, then: “ Jack, old 
man, my pipe!”

In the darkened room the dog located 
the pipe and tobacco. “ Poor devil, you 
got a glancing blow on the head from 
that bullet, but your old mind is working 
just the same. Now, Jack, a light!”

With pounding heart Tucker watched 
the dog slowly approach the fireplace 
and knock out a live coal. In a series 
of quick dabs he knocked it across the 
floor. Then the test came.

“ Up here, Jack, on the bed. That’s 
the stuff. Give it here, old fellow!”

The lips bared until gleaming fangs 
glistened in the firelight. Cautiously 
the dog caught up the coal and dropped 
it onto the bed. The heavy odor of 
burning blanket filled the air, a flame 
leaped up, and flickered as if in doubt. 
Tucker strained until one of the strands 
binding his hands was above. It was 
agony, but the rope glowed and parted 
strand by strand until with a last mad 
jerk his hands were free. He opened



HIS DOG UNDERSTOOD 107

a window, then dashed the contents of 
the water bucket onto the bunk and into 
the fireplace.

The steam pluming upward from the 
chimney must have warned Kupoff that 
something was amiss. He waited at a 
safe distance for the fumes to do the 
work, then he planned to return and re­
move all trace of bonds. Jack was to 
have gone the way of other dogs— into 
the river.

The Russian ran forward, and from 
the gloom of the cabin a dog leaped 
with bared fangs. His mighty fist 
knocked it from his throat. At almost 
the same instant he caught sight of Hap 
Tucker. The good-natured expression 
was gone from his face. His scorched 
flesh had changed him to one hundred 
and eighty pounds of fighting manhood. 
Kupoff fired almost at the same instant 
that Tucker’s guns flashed. Tucker 
dropped in his tracks, and with a cry 
of triumph the Russian rushed forward 
to finish his work. From the ground 
came angry jets, then silence. The Rus­
sian lay where he fell, while forty feet 
away a dog licked the wounds of a fallen 
master.

Flapjack Meehan, on the way to the 
post office with mail, stopped dead in his 
tracks. Many strange things had hap­
pened in Cold Deck at different times, 
but this was the first time a dog had 
come into camp with a blood-stained hat 
in his mouth.

“ Huh!”  Flapjack grunted. “ That’s 
that show dog Hap Tucker helped him­
self to. Let’s see; his name’s— Jack! 
Here, Jack! Come on, old sport; you 
don’t seem to know jtjgt who you are 
looking for.”

After several moments of gentle 
words Flapjack approached the dog and 
took the hat. A second later he was on 
the jump for the marshal’s office.

“ More trouble at the Big Nugget,” he 
announced. “ Hap Tucker’s dog came in 
with Hap’s hat.”

The marshal left the office buckling 
on his guns. Behind him a deputy was 
organizing a posse to bring up grub 
and be ready for orders. Tubby swung 
in behind Flapjack, and from the dis­
tance they saw “ Rough” Rhodes hur­
riedly kiss his wife and leg it at top 
speed to join them. Rhodes liked to 
be in on everything and therefore he 
kept a keen eye on Flapjack Meehan 
and his partner.

Not a man in camp could say: “ I 
told you so,”  when the posse came upon 
Kupoff’s body, for the Russian had 
played such a careful game, had always 
been in town during periods of foul 
play in the vicinity of the Big Nugget, so 
that no one suspected him. Even then 
most of them figured it was a sudden 
gun fight between Kupoff and Tucker.

Jack beat the men to Tucker’s bed­
side. The man lay breathing heavily, 
but he was conscious. His hands 
dropped beside the bunk and found the 
dog’s head and fondled his ears. “ Jack, 
old sport, you understood what I wanted 
when I gave you the hat and told you 
to take it to town. You see, Flapjack, 
the old boy didn’t know who to go to; 
he’s no friends in town, and that’s what 
made it hard, but it’s difficult to fool a 
dog. They know a lot more’n we give 
’em credit for.”  ^

Tucker slumped back exhausted. 
Flapjack had examined gunshot wounds 
all his life, and now he stepped forward* 
and rendered first aid.

“ You’re hard hit, Hap, but you’ll pull 
through so far as I can see. It’ll take 
good nursing. The doctor will be here 
pretty quick now, and we’ll scare up a 
nurse.”  And Flapjack donned a profes­
sional expression. Inwardly he had ser­
ious doubts.

The marshal entered. “ Say, this 
Rooshian must have been somebody in 
his time. Here’s a report on the Big 
Nugget written down in Rooshian. I 
had one of the boys translate it. You’ve 
got a mighty big thing here, Hap. In
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his cabin we found a lot of assaying 
equipment and bottle after bottle of 
queer chemicals, powders, and the like of 
that. He had the figure of a man drawn 
against a dirt bank and from the looks 
of things he’d been practically shooting 
at all different angles. You was lucky.”

“ Lucky!”  Just then Hap Tucker did 
not feel very lucky, for he was dead in 
several places, and he didn’t care much 
whether he lived or not, except when 
Jack came and looked down at him. 
“ Yes,” he muttered, “and he blazed 
away with two guns, too. First time 
in my life I ever was hit with a bullet; 
then I got two at the same time. Hanged 
if they didn’t knock me down, but gosh, 
I sure was mad. They got me all riled 
up, and I didn’t wait to get up, but 
blazed away from the ground. The bul­
lets made me mad, but the thing that 
made me the maddest was the way he 
treated old Jack.”

“ Take it easy!”  warned Flapjack, 
who recognized signs o f dangerous col­
lapse.

“ Wouldn’t mind dying,”  he muttered. 
“ Had a lot of fun doing things for 
people. Say, Flapjack, do you suppose 
good men and good dogs mush the same 
trail in the Beyond?”

“ Sure, they do,” whispered Flapjack, 
“ but you aren’t taking that trail just 
yet.”  Flapjack bent closer. “ He’s
gone! Where’s that infernal doc­
tor ?”

Tubby Willows raced to the door 
and looked out. “ Doc Riley’s coming. 
He’s about a half mile away.” He 
waved his arm frantically and the doc­

tor broke into a run, with a husky 
miner dragging him along on each side 
and a third bringing up the rear with 
the doctor’s all-important black bag.

He was panting as he bent over 
Hap Tucker. “ I ’m afraid I ’m too late, 
but I------ ”

Cold Deck had quieted down after its 
latest bit of excitement. A  new stam­
pede was on in the vicinity of the Big 
Nugget. Within the private dining 
room of the New Deal Cafe three men 
chuckled over a -dinner.

“ Best joke you ever played in your 
life, Flapjack,”  said Doctor Riley.

Flapjack grinned. “ Queer, but when 
men are real hard hit by a bullet they 
sometimes get the idea they don’t want 
to live. The shock takes the fight out 
of ’em. Well, I put it up to the widder 
Dobson that old Hap needed nursing 
by a pretty nurse, and he needed it bad. 
And she liked to fall all over herself 
because it was her chance to square 
accounts with Hap. W e went in and 
Hap says: ‘ S’long, Flapjack; I ’m dying. 
Don’t want to live.’ ‘S’long’ I says 
‘Don’t forget to write.’ Well, old Hap 
figures there’s something wrong, or I 
wouldn’t be so willing for him to cash 
in, so he opens his eyes and sees the 
widder, all dolled up and looking sweet 
enough to kiss. ‘Oh, howdy,’ he says, 
then grins and takes a deep breath. And 
that’s all!”

“ Not quite all,”  said the doctor. “ I 
was out to-day, and I ’m betting before 
Hap is well, I’ll be dragging along a 
preacher and a couple of witnesses.”

MORE FARMS IN CANADA
rT, HE number of farms occupied in Canada has increased from 511,073 in 1901 
* to 711,090 in 1921, according to the agricultural census bulletin recently 

issued by the government. The acreage of occupied farms in 1921 was 
140,887,903 acres. The area of improved land in 1921 was 70,796,548 acres, 
and the area of unimproved land was 70,118,355 acres,
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Synopsis of Preceding Chapters
XT'ENT McGREGOR goes West to learn the business of a cow hand. His father and mother have

been pioneers of the West, and they have left him a small fortune which he wishes to invest 
in a ranch. Bat he does not want to be a tenderfoot ranch owner, so he hires out as a hand to 
the Bar Diamond Ranch in order to get experience. When he arrives he finds that the owner of 
Bar Diamond is Ollie Davis, a young girl whose parents are dead. She seems to fear her foreman, 
“ Squinty”  Marsh.

Squinty at once takes a dislike toward Kent, and resolves to punish him with work so exhaust­
ing that he will become discouraged and quit Bar Diamond. He sets Kent at the hardest task, 
that of pitching hay on top of the stack, while the whole crew is set at work pushing the hay up 
to him to wear him out. But Kent survives the first day and sets out to beat the whole gang the 
second day. He is overcome at the last and sprawls, unconscious, in the bed of yellow hay.

Kent is unable to get up out of bed ; “ Dummy,”  the cook, nurses him and applies liniment. 
That evening is the “ shindig”  at the community house, and Kent, after the others have gone, gets 
up, dresses, and rides out in the direction of the dance, although every motion of his -mount tortures 
his sore muscles.

He discovers a forest fire in the direction of Old Baldy, and rides hard to the community 
house to give the alarm. Later, when the fire has been put out, Kent is accused of having started 
it and o f cutting the telephone wires. He is taken to jail by the sheriff.

Ollie goes bail for him, and then fires him, acting through fear of Squinty Marsh. Kent goes 
to Jim Shugg, who holds a mortgage of over twenty thousand dollars on the Bar Diamond Ranch, 
and arranges to buy the note. He goes East for his securities, and when he returns, a week later, 
he gets a telegram that Jim Shugg will be in Parshall, a stop beyond Hot Sulphur.

When Kent alights from the train there is no one in sight but the huddled figure of a man.
The fellow accosts Kent and offers to accompany him to Jim Shugg, then bits Kent over the head
and makes off with the securities. Kent is left, wounded, lying face downward in the cinders of
the station platform.

CH APTER XIV.
S Q U I N T Y  T E S T I F I E S .

T was a blinding flash of 
light which finally brought 
Kent McGregor to his 
senses, to struggle impo- 
tently for a moment, then 
to drop back, weak and 

the light, temporarily ex­
tinguished snapped on again, and a voice 
came from above:

“ Here! Here! What’re you tryin’ 
to d*o? It’s the marshal. What’s hap­
pened to you ?”

Kent raised his aching head, and 
shielding his eyes with one hand, stared

past the blaze of the light into the dim 
features of a man with a star prom­
inently displayed on his overcoat. For 
the moment he was still dazed, thinking 
of nothing except the blow that had 
felled him, at last, however, to come 
to a realization of what had happened, 
and with clawing hands to grasp at his 
coat. Then, with a gasp, he merely 
fumbled. Where there had been crin­
kling stiffness was now only a gaping 
hole, and shredded doth, hanging awry. 
Seizing the light from the hand of the 
other man, he turned it hurriedly upon 
the ground about him.

“ They’re gone! Gone!” he ex­
claimed.
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“ You mean you’ve been robbed ?” 
“ Yes. Bonds. I was coming here to 

meet Shugg, the money lender. I had 
bonds in my coat. Twenty-four thou­
sand dollars’ worth. They’re gone!” 

“ But who could have robbed you?” 
The enormity of it, to a man who had 
never, in his official life, done more than 
direct befuddled tourists, or aid in the 
subjection of a celebrating cow-puncher, 
was almost too much for his understand­
ing. “ There couldn’t have been any 
one here to rob you.”

“ But I tell you they’re gone! I had 
them sewed in my coat. I was bring­
ing them here to Jim Shugg.”

“ Jim Shugg ain’t here.”
“ He is, I tell you. I got a telegram 

from him this morning. On the train. 
He’s over here with a relative who’s 
sick.”

The marshal shook his head. “ Jim 
Shugg ain’t got any relatives here, and 
he ain’t been here for months. I ought 
to know. I owe him money. Talked to 
him on the phone about it this after­
noon.”

“ But------ ” Then realization began
slowly to filter through the pain-tortured 
brain of the injured man. That tele­
gram ! That man in the darkness with 
the faint features'— strange, but even 
with the flash light extinguished, Kent 
could gain a fair view of the marshal’s
countenance. While the other man------
“ Somebody robbed me,” he went on. 
“ Met me here at the train and said that 
Jim Shugg had sent him to take me to 
where he was staying. I thought I 
caught something familiar in his voice, 
and got suspicious. He acted queerly. 
Then he knocked me down.”

“ You say you recognized him?”  The 
marshal had pulled a piece of paper 
from a pocket and with stubby pencil in 
one hand, flash light held under an arm, 
was attempting to make notes. “ What 
did he look like?”

“ I didn’t say that I really recognized 
him. I couldn’t see his face. He had his

head down in a sheepskin coat and his 
face covered with blacking or dark 
grease. I could only see the whites of 
his eyes. But that voice-------”

“ Tell me what it sounded like,”
“ It wasn’t the sound— it was just a 

tone now and then. He spoke gruffly, 
like a man trying to disguise his usual 
speech. Maybe that was it— maybe I ’d 
never heard it before at all.”

“ But where could he have gone?” 
The marshal looked about him hope­
lessly, at the whole expanse of the 
tumbled hills, extending for miles about 
him. This was a little too much— that 
it should not be safe for a man to step 
from the night train in this quiet Town 
of the hills. It meant more work for 
him at nights; he’d never thought of 
guarding passengers before. At last he 
said:

“ Well, I reckon I ’d best take you over 
to the town hall and get a doctor to 
sew up that head. Then we can sort 
of figure out------ ”

“ Forget my head!” exclaimed Mc- 
gregor. “ Let’s get after this bandit! 
Telephone around the country— let 
people know!”

“ I ’ll have to get somebody down to 
the telephone office first,”  came the non­
plused answer of the marshal. “ They 
shut up here at nine o ’clock. Can you 
walk? Come on over to the hall. Doc 
Billings lives right next door. I ’ll wake 
him up. Then I ’ll start after the other.”

There was nothing else to do— no 
means by which McGregor could instill 
more haste into the utterly flabber­
gasted man. Staggering, his head pain­
ing him almost into unconsciousness at 
times, he followed the little man with 
the big star who had taken Kent’s bag 
and was leading the way to the little 
shanty which served as a combination 
shelter for the volunteer fire equipment, 
jail, when there happened to be a pris­
oner, and town hall. There the marshal 
fussed about, dragging forth two chairs 
upon which Kent could stretch himself,
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then with much banging and calling, 
aroused the doctor next door. Follow­
ing which, he poked, his head into the 
door to detail his activities, then dis­
appeared again. H e did not return un­
til long after the doctor had arrived and 
was well into his task of taking the 
three stitches necessary to dose the gap­
ing wound above McGregor’s left 
temple. Then he bustled in with an 
announcement of his progress.

“ Still trying to get Hot Sulphur. 
Wires’ve been grounding pretty bad 
lately on account of the wind. Just a 
bean-pole line ’tween here and there,”  
he explained. ‘ ‘But I ain’t been loaf­
ing.”

“ Well, for one thing, I found out 
about that telegram. Just as I said in 
the beginning, Jim Shugg never sent 
it. Jim Shugg ain’t been in town. Bet 
I’ve waked up ten people and asked ’em, 
among ’em the station agent. He says 
the telegram was there waiting for him 
when he got down to work this morn­
ing, with a silver dollar wrapped up in 
it and a note which just said ‘ Please 
send.’ He’s new to this country and 
he didn’t know Jim Shugg from a hole 
in the ground. So he took the dollar, 
laid aside the change for when the man 
should come in again, and sent the wire. 
But of course the fellow that ordered 
it never showed up. So that’s looked 
after. I’ve found out something more; 
that the fellow who did it hit off in the 
direction of Hot Sulphur. I found the 
tracks of his boss, leadin’ off from 
where he’d tied him over by them box 
cars. Guess I ’ll go back to the telephone 
office again— better connections there, 
since the wires have been cutting up so 
much.”

He bustled out of the office again, 
while the doctor bent anew to his task.

“ Whoever did this evidently didn’t 
care whether he killed you or not,” came 
his verdict as he began the application 
of bandlages. “ He evidently used a 
short, sharp-edged piece of steel, held

in the cup of his hand, to judge from 
the cut. Your hat probably saved you 
from a fractured skull. O f course, you 
haven’t any idea who did it?”

Kent McGregor answered in the 
negative, a statement, however, which 
belied his inner thoughts. A  definite 
theory was taking form in his mind, 
one which pointed out the crime as be­
ing distinctly between two men. Yet, 
as he thought of it, the matter presented 
its difficulties. Had this been done by 
Jim Shugg or an accompilce, would that 
man have consented to the use of hi's 
name in a telegram? And certainly it 
was not done by Shugg himself. Nor 
was it accomplished by the man whom 
Kent McGregor would have liked to 
have fastened it upon. There was too 
much stockiness about the man with the 
blackened features, for the assailant to 
have been “ Squinty” Marsh. Who else 
then? Kane? Green? Lee? Jason? 
With something of exasperation Mc­
Gregor remembered that he had not 
catalogued the men sufficiently to be 
able to recognize any of them in the 
darkness of night; they had been nega­
tive creatures to him, passing like the 
people of a gruesome dream. Besides, 
he had seen them only in work clothes 
and without the bulkiness attendant 
upon the heavy sheepskin which his as­
sailant had worn. But Squint— or Jim 
Shugg— was in this somewhere. How, 
he did not know. He only realized that 
the thought obsessed him; he paid the 
doctor from untouched funds in a trou­
sers pocket and said good night to him. 
Then, in spite of his pain, he paced the 
floor; Jim Shugg or Squinty Marsh,
Squinty Marsh or------

Then the marshal returned.
“ Now, there’s no use of that, young 

fellow,”  he said, laying a calm hand on 
McGregor’s shoulder. “ No use at all. 
Everything’s done that can be done. 
There ain’t anything more to be accom­
plished until morning. I’ve gotten 
through to Hot Sulphur Springs, and
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I ’ve spread the word there, as well as 
sending it down to the sheriff at Lang- 
don. They're telephoning every ranch 
house, waking up the folks, and givin’ 
them as much of a description as I 
was able tc scrape together. So that’s 
looked after. The sheriff’s coming up 
to Hot Sulphur in the morning, and he 
wants us to meet there if you’re able 
and go over the whole thing with him 
and the district attorney. So the best 
thing you can do it try to get some sleep. 
Come on in here, and I ’ll fix you up 
with a cot. Always keep a few here 
— and blankets.”

He bustled ahead into another room 
then, and Kent followed, acceding to his 
advice. There was nothing more to do 
now. H e could give no description of 
the bonds until he could call for that 
self-addressed letter at the post office at 
Hot Sulphur and obtain the serial num­
bers. He could aid not at all by re­
maining awake and going over theories. 
Resolutely, aided by fatigue born o*f 
pain, he strove to force the thing from 
him and sleep. In this he succeeded 
to a faint degree; the hours passed fit­
fully, until dawn, and an awakening 
to the sound of clattering steps in the 
adjacent room. But it was not the 
marshal.

“ Just thought Yd step over an’ see 
how bad yuh was jiggered up, as the 
sayin’ goes,” came a welcome voice, and 
Kent McGregor looked up into the wor­
ried features of “ Shorty” Smith. Then, 
doubling like a jackknife, the cow- 
puncher knelt beside Kent’s cot. “ Who 
do yuh s’pose done it”

“ I don’t know.”  Slowly Kent was 
coming into a fully wakeful realization 
of what had happened. His bonds were 
gone. The fortune that was to have 
been his foundation in this Western 
country and which he had hoped would 
result in the salvation of Ollie Davis, 
had disappeared in the hands of an un­
known thief. It might never be re­
turned. He groaned with the thought.

Then with the realization that he was 
attempting to answer a question by the 
friendly Shorty Smith, he looked up. 
“ I don’t know, Shorty. But I ’ve got an 
idea. Jim Shttgg was the only person 
that knew about it.”

“ Nope, thet ain’t true.”  The lank 
cow-puncher grinned. “ Jest about 
ever’body knew it. Ole Jim Shugg was 
so tickled t’ think thet he was goin’ t’ 
get out o ’ thet jamboree without the 
trouble o’ foreclosin’ on the property an’ 
then havin’ t’ sell it again thet he jest 
ran circles aroun’ hisself, as the sayin’ 
goes, tellin’ ever’body about his good 
luck with the Eastern sucker. So ’tain’t 
thet.”

Kent McGregor smiled grimly. “ So, 
he called me that, did he? Well, it 
rather looks like he was right.”  His 
hands wandered vaguely to his side, a 
habitual action for the last few days in 
his constant feeling for the safety of 
his possessions. “ I— I guess he was
right. I suppose they even knew the 
train I was getting in on.”

“ Yep. Jim tole it all. He was jest 
a-bustin’ with information, Jim was.”  

“ Then it could have been almost any 
one. But I still have my suspicions. 
I ’ve thought of only two persons— Jim 
Shugg or Squinty Marsh.”

Shorty scratched his chin. “ Don’t 
see how it could of been Squint,”  he 
answered. “ Cause, jest as luck would 
have it, as the feller says, me’n Squinty 
was sort o’ hooked up last night. If 
he done it, he must’ve come over here 
in an anbplane, because him an’ me rode 
out o’ Langdon t’gether after the train 
went through, an’ went as far as the 
community house side by each. That’s 
how come I happen t’ be here. I ’d stuck 
aroun’ so long in Langdon thet I didn’t 
want t’ make the whole ride back t’ the 
ranch an’ when I got t’ Hot Sulphur I 
jest figgered t’ stay there. Then I heard 
all these here rumors an’ seen the night 
marshal runnin’ aroun’ like a chicken 
with his head off an’ I heard yuh was
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hurt, so I called up Ollie, thinkin’ it 
mighten not be bad fer her t' know 
it.”  Then he grinned as he added: 
“ Knowin* too thet yuh wouldn’t objec’ 
t’ a little sympathy. She shore sent^gabs 
o’ it— afore she switched off sudden 
an* begun talkin’ tJ me like i was the 
marshal or somethin’ an’ askin’ descrip­
tions. Guess ole Squint had heard1 the 
telephone ringin’ from thet shad: o’ his 
out behind the reg’lar house an’ come 
over t’ see who was callin’ up at thet 
time o’ the night. But she done pretty 
well while she was at it. Thet girl 
shore thinks kindly o’ yuh. She’s the 
one thet ast me t’ git up early an’ come 
over here in case yuh was hurt bad.”

It pleased McGregor and pained him, 
all at the same moment. Pleased him 
that she should be sorry— pained him 
with the knowledge that the help he had 
hoped to give her could not be forth­
coming. All of a sudden too, he realized 
that he was in a poor state of affairs. 
His money was gone. With that, his 
plans had departed. There would be 
no outlook now for a ranch in the fu­
ture. He mentioned the fact to Shorty. 
That person rose and walked the room 
with scraping feet for a long time.

“ Reckon it won’t kill yuh,”  he said. 
“ Thet is, if yuh ain’t above; workin’ fer 
a livin’ . I heard about ole Squint chas­
in’ yuh off the place up there. An’------ ”
he grinned again— “ I been kind o’ lone­
some lately. Hay shore gets heavy when 
yuh’re pitchin’ it all by yuhrself. So 
I spoke t’ the ole man. Course we didn’t 
know nothin’ about all this here bond 
business then— thet was before I heard 
all o’ Jim Shugg’s shoutin’s. But the 
ole man took pretty pertlike t’ yuh corn­
in’ over there, an’ I guess it’d still hold 
good.”

“ I ’d be glad to go there. It’d at 
least give me a chance to earn a living. 
It’s either earn one out here or go 
back East again. And” —he said it with 

8  a finality of determination— “ I don’t in- 
C- tend to do that. If Squinty Marsh or

any of his gang got that money, I mean 
to stay here until I find it out— if it 
takes twenty years.”

“ Thet’s the right sort o’ sperrit,”  said 
Shorty. “ But I don’t see how Squint 
could o f done it. It might’ve been some 
o’ his gang. Still, thet’d be takin’ a lot 
o’ chances, seein’ yuh’d naturally suspect 
him.”

“ I can’t help it though. It’s only 
natural.”

“ Yep. Reckon it is. Huh!”  Shorty 
glanced out the window. “ Gettin’ pretty 
light. Reckon yuh’d better be risin’ an’ 
shinin’ an’ thro win’ out a leg, as they 
Uoed t’ say when I was in the navy 
durin’ the recent neighborhood scrap. 
The train’ll be here pretty quick.”

In confirmation of which, the mar­
shal appeared through the doorway, 
sleepy-eyed and mumbling about his 
multifarious duties. Kent rose and 
dressed, Shorty and the marshal stand­
ing about as if in readiness to aid him, 
should his injuries produce weakness. 
But a night of rest had aided materially. 
Outside of a throbbing pain which still 
persisted in his temples, and the twinges 
of the wound with the every movement 
of his head, there was little bad result 
from the blow which had felled him. 
For that matter, Kent hardly noticed it. 
The physical hurt was the least of his 
misfortunes. There was something 
deeper— a dream gone astray, plans torn 
to nothingness by a shadow in the night. 
Slowly he dressed and went forth to 
breakfast in the company of his gangling 
friend. Then at the station Shorty said 
to him:

“ Reckon I’ll ride over with yuh.”  
Shorty had for some minutes been 
studying the grim lines of the other 
man’s countenance, the gauntness, the 
hollows under his eyes. “ I can get one 
o’ the boys t’ bring Ole Bad Lands over 
fer me sometime t’-day. Yuh ain’t look­
in’ any too pert.”

“ I can get along all right.”  Never­
theless, it brought a certain relief when
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Shorty overruled his abjections. Far 
better that Shorty should be beside ham 
talking than the flustered marshal. The 
train puffed in and blustered out again, 
getting up steam for the climb over the 
slight divide arising between the two 
towns. A  half hour passed. They were 
in Hot Sulphur and bound for the dis­
trict attorney’s office, where the sheriff 
from Langdon had preceded them.

Again there were questions and nota­
tions. Shorty Smith returned from the 
post office with the letter which Kent 
had mailed to himself, containing the 
list and denominations and serial num­
bers of the bonds. The district attor­
ney noted them carefully,

“ That will help if disposition is at­
tempted around here or even in Den­
ver,”  he said. “ But I’m afraid in a 
robbery of the size of this one that the 
thief will go farther than that!”

Then there were more questions, more 
theories. Into the office came Jim 
Shugg, hands rubbing feverishly, the 
pferspiration, pouring from his brow. 
Time after time he wrote at the dicta­
tion of the sheriff and the district at­
torney, the words of the telegram which 
Kent had received, only at last to bring 
the verdict that in not one of the ex­
periments had there been the slightest 
similarity between his writing and that 
of the message which the telegrapher 
at Par shall had found awaiting him on 
the previous morning. Wtih fat, trem­
bling lips, he denied any connection and 
bemoumed his loss of the sale of the 
note—-to say nothing of the interest and 
the fact that he had planned to buy the 
bonds below par. At last he shuffled 
from the office, and the district attorney 
turned to McGregor.

“ There’s one other man I understand
you’ve mentioned as------ ”

A  knock at the door interrupted. The 
marshal answered it, gurgled an attempt 
at a greeting, then with sudden pertur­
bation hurried back into the room and 
sat down. The sheriff rose, with ill-

concealed interest. Kent McGregor re­
mained seated, staring open-mouthed. 
Squinty Marsh, hat pulled over his nar­
row eyes, right hand bandaged, cold 
lips more colorless and thin than ever, 
stood in the doorway, to survey them 
for a moment, then to come stalking 
forward.

“ I understand there’s been some talk 
about me !*” he began. It was a state­
ment to be greeted with silence until 
Kent McGregor took upon himself the 
burden of a reply.

“ Has it been warranted?”  he asked. 
The man disregarded him, merely rais­
ing a long arm that he might point a 
gnarled finger in the general direction 
of Shorty Smith.

“ That man there knows where I waS 
last night.”

McGregor smiled thinly. “ You’ve 
four men working for you, Squint, 
And, if you don’t abject to me saying 
so, I wouldn’t trust you or any of them 
any further than------ ”

But the lips had parted in a sneering 
smile. “ Thought yuh’d say somethin’ 
like thet. An’ if I wasn’t the man I 
am, I ’d walk out o’ this office. But 
when yuh’ve got t’ do things in this 
world, yuh’ve got t’ do ’em.” He paused, 
then, and reaching into a pocket of his 
coat, brought forth a crumpled bit of 
paper, which he straightened, then 
tossed to the table. It was torn. It 
was smeared.

“ Is that yuhrn?” he asked.
Kent McGregor could only sit star­

ing. It was the disfigured first fold of 
a five-hundred-dollar Liberty bond!

GHAPTER X V.
BETWEEN JORDAN AND KENT.

/^ N E  by one they took it, to examine 
^  it, and then compare it with the 
list of the bonds which were represented 
in Kent McGregor’s letter to himself. 
It was one of the four smaller denom­
ination ; even the smear and a slight
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tear across the face of the serial num­
ber coul-d not prevent identification. 
Squint Marsh grunted.

“ I never thought I’ d get myself cut 
up doin'* a thing fer yuh!”  he said 
churlishly.

“ It was a perfectly natural suspi­
cion /’ McGregor answered heatedly. 
“Where did this come from?”

“ From the Bar Diamond.”
“ But------ ”
“ His name’s Kane, if yuh want par­

ticulars.w
“K ane! Kane!”  The memory of 

the man’s voice came hack to McGregor 
with a sudden realization that this 
gnarled, enigmatical man was speaking 
the truth. The tone of the voice, seep­
ing through careful attempts at con­
cealment; tones which even at the time 
had struck McGregor as familiar. 
Kane! Kane, of Squinty Marsh’s gang, 
as McGregor had more than once called 
the surly group of men working under 
this strange being at the Bar Diamond! 
Yet here was Squinty Marsh, bringing 
in the evidence against him— and hint­
ing that it had not been obtained with­
out a struggle. Squint’s voice came 
again: “ Well, yuh-all goin’ t’ stand
there starin’ at me? I said thet Kane 
stole them bonds.”

“ But how”—-McGregor was on his 
feet— “ where did you get hold of this? 
How did you find it out.”

The man surveyed him, as if wonder­
ing whether to cease his information 
with the plain statement already made. 
Then he shrugged his shoulders. “ Came 
into my cabin. This mornin’. Jest be­
fore dawn. He knew thet I didn’t like 
this— didn’t like yuh,”  he corrected, 
turning his almost imperceptible eyes 
upon McGregor. “ Guess thet’s why he 
thought he could get away with it. 
Told me what he’d done an’ said he 
thought yuh’d recognized him. Wanted 
t’ sell me some o’ them things, half 
price, so’s he could get out o’ the coun­
try. I told him I didn’t do thet sort o ’

thing an’ him an’ me got in a tussle. 
I got hold o’ the bunch o’ bonds an’ tried 
t’ pull ’em out o’ his hand. Then he 
cut me with a knife an’ thet’s all I 
got. After thet, he tore through the 
door an’ saddled up an’— well, thet’s the 
last o’  him. By the time I got dressed, 
he was off an’ gone !”

“ Which way?”
“ Don’t know. Didn’t see. It was still 

dark, an’ I couldn’t teH nothin’ about 
the direction on account o’ the mornin’ 
wind. Soon’s I got out, I woke up the 
boys an’ Ollie. But they hadn’t heard 
nothin’.”

“ Prob’ly hit fer the hills.”  It was 
Shorty edging into the conversation. 
“ He wouldn’t take the risk o ’ makin’ a 
break along the county road. Anyway, 
it’s closer over t’ Wyomin’ by the hill 
route.”

“ Then we’d better see what we can do 
about heading him off?”  McGregor was 
moving toward the door. “ I ’ll get a 
horse somewhere------ ”

“ Yuh with thet head?”  asked Shorty.
“ Forget the head? I ’m after that 

man.”
“ Yuh’re sort o’ after my heart too!”  

said the lank cow-puncher as, forgetful 
of the pain that it might cause, he 
whacked the other man on a shoulder. 
“ Come on, if it’s a boss yuh want. I 
got t’ get one too, seein’ Ole Bad Land’s 
over Parshall way. Yuh goin’ t’ lead 
us, sheriff ?”

“ Yeh. Get back here as soon as you 
can.”

They moved forward then, to prepar­
ations, the sheriff to hurry to the city 
hall for rifles, the men to the livery 
stable to the hurried saddling of mounts. 
At last six men galloped away from in 
front of the district attorney’s office, the 
attorney himself, the sheriff, the mar­
shal, Shorty Smith, Squint Marsh, 
again taciturn and stoical, and Kent Mc­
Gregor, while on the sidewalk the popu­
lation of the little town, with Jim Shtigg 
mourning in the center, stood in ex­
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cited watchfulness of the biggest event 
that had happened in Hot Sulphur in 
years.

Out to the open country and the 
higher succession of hills they went, 
where the progress necessarily grew 
slower, as the band, taking a short cut, 
headed for the Wyoming trail, where 
they would scatter, according to the 
sheriff’s idea of the quest. Shorty 
Smith, legs dangling beyond short stir­
rups, rode beside McGregor and nodded 
his head toward the gaunt figure of 
Squinty Marsh, ahead.

“ Wouldn’t it beat yuh now?”  he 
asked. “ T ’ think o’ him turnin’ any­
body up. Yuh never know what a fel­
ler is till yuh find out, now, do yuh!”

“ It nearly floored me,”  confessed Mc­
Gregor. “ It wouldn’t have been such a 
surprise if he had turned informer on 
anybody else. But on one of his own 
men!”

“ Yeh.” Then Shorty rolled his 
tongue in his cheek. “ Wonders never 
cease, as them tourist fellers has a habit 
o’ say in’ . Jest the same, it kind o ’ 
seems thet maybe thet conference 
mighten not been jest the way Squint 
tole it. Maybe now, they was together 
on it an’ Kane seen where he was caught 
or somethin’ like thet an’ he had t’ get 
out anyway, an’— still,”  he concluded 
with boyish trustfulness, “ there ain’t no 
sense lookin’ a gift horse in the jaw­
bone.”

“ Besides,”  argued McGregor, “ all 
that doesn’t explain the torn piece of 
bond, or the cut on Squint’s hand.”

“ No it don’t,”  agreed Shorty. “ I 
reckon the ole skinflint’s tellin’ the truth, 
though I shore do hate t’ confess it.”

Following which, there was little more 
conversation. The going was harder, 
through a burned-over section of coun­
try. Higher, higher they went, at last 
to reach the plateau region in the vi­
cinity of the old and little-used trail to 
the Wyoming line. The sheriff, taking 
the lead, stood in his stirrups and from

his point of vantage, surveyed the 
tumbled country below him.

“ No use of us bein’ together any 
longer. Better split up in pairs an’ go 
different directions. “ You,”  he glanced 
toward McGregor, “ better stay where 
you can get back to town easily if you 
give out. Shorty, you stay with him. 
Take a sweep down toward the Bar 
Diamond and around in the forestry. 
That’ll keep you pretty dose to houses. 
Squint and I will head toward Wyoming 
on the right, and the marshal and the 
attorney stay to the left. That satis­
factory to everybody?”

It was. Soon the little posse had 
divided, to swerve to their various 
routes of search. McGregor and Shorty 
were left alone, taking the back trail. 
McGregor shook his head.

■“ Afraid we won’t find much this 
way,”  he said. “ If Kane wanted to get 
away, he’d be far beyond this by now.” 

“ Mebbe so,”  answered Shorty. “ Meb- 
be not. First place, he might be scared 
to ride in the daytime an’ be stickin’ 
around in the timber, figurin’ they’d 
be lookin’ fer him farther on. Then, 
on the other hand, as the sayin’ goes, 
we might run on t’ a hoofprint thet 
would tell us whole bookfuls.”

But their steady examination of the 
trail displayed no mark of horse or man, 
in spite of a scrutiny that extended to 
every possibility of a trail. An hour 
passed in which Shorty Smith became 
less and less talkative, slouched in his 
saddle or leaning from side to side as 
he studied the ground, or merely riding, 
as in a lethargy, his eyes in the distance. 
As for Kent McGregor, he was all ac­
tivity. He couldn’t help getting a thrill 
out of it all. He was on a posse, hunt­
ing for a highwayman— something that 
he had wanted to do all his life. It 
was almost repayment for the loss of 
the bonds; a horse under him, the wide 
mountain country for his field, a 30-30 
rifle in his hand, and the possibility at 
any moment of a shot from the distance
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beginning the battle of a desperado for 
his life. It was almost like a dream 
come true!

But arrayed against this was the gall­
ing and constant reminder that he was 
paying everything he possessed for this 
excitement, to say nothing of a price 
over which he now had no control— the 
happiness of Ollie Davis. For she, al­
though she might not know it, was even 
more concerned than he. This had been 
his hope for her happiness, for a way 
out. And it had failed.

Kent strove to remember everything 
that he ever had read concerning wood­
craft. Time after time, he dismounted, 
to study a broken bit of brush, or a 
swath in high grass; only at last to 
draw a laconic observation from Shorty:

“ Don’t think we’ll find no surprises 
thet way. Too much cattle movin’ 
aroun’ fer us t’ get much out o’ a 
busted bush or knocked-down grass. 
We got t’ run onto a trail as plain as 
the nose on yuhr face. An’,”  he added, 
“ I don’t see nothin’ like thet.”

“ But he certainly couldn’t have got­
ten out of the country,”  said McGregor.

Shorty grunted. “ Meibbe not,”  came 
his reply, “but it’s a big country.”  Then, 
for a long time they rode in silence, 
at last to reach an eminence from which 
they could see the county road, and 
upon it, a slumped figure jogging along 
in a decripit buggy. Shorty rubbed his 
chin. “ What say we turn off fer a 
minute,” he asked. “ It’s the ole man. 
I always git cur’us when I see him 
wand’rin’ around’ .”

Kent nodded; they had found little 
to interest them upon the trail they had 
taken. Soon, with heads bent against 
the brush, or horses threading through 
jack pine, they were making their way 
for a short time to the lower country, 
and the figure of the white-haired man, 
driving stolidly along the road with his 
rattletrap conveyance and flea-bitten 
horse. Shorty waved a hand and pulled 
rein on their mounts.

“ Howdy boss,”  he said, and Kent 
caught in the tone something of the real 
attitude o f this lanky, philosophical 
cow-puncher to the mysterious little 
man. There was reverence in that 
greeting, and respect and loyalty and a 
certain amount of love— like a boy being 
jocular with his father. Neil Jordan 
peered, then smiled.

“ Oh, hello, Shorty. And this”— he 
looked toward Kent. Then: “ Oh, it’s 
you.”

Shorty grinned. “ Y ep ; what’s left o ’ 
him,” he said. “ Pore -ole Trouble here, 
shore has been knockin’ agin’ bad luck, 
as the sayin’ goes. I reckon yuh’ve 
heard the latest?”

The man nodded. “ That’s why I 
hitched up. You weren’t there to do it 
for me,”  he added petulantly, and 
Shorty playfully raised an arm over his 
face as if to avoid a blow.

“ The telephone kept me awake half 
the night.”  He turned to Kent. “You 
lost everything, eh?”

The younger man tried to smile. 
“ Except what I had in my pocket, a 
small checking account and a one-thou- 
sand-dollar bond that I left in Cleve­
land.”

'W hich ’d be somethin’ , if I had it,”  
said Shorty. “ All depends on how a 
feller looks at things, as the sayin’— —”

Neil Jordan interrupted. “ W e’ll leave 
out the sayings right now, Shorty.” 
Then again he addressed McGregor. 
“ Is there any clew to the robber?”

“ That’s the strange part of it. We 
know who did it.”  Following which, 
he unfolded the tale of Squinty Marsh 
and his assistance in the robbery, to 
which the older man listened with quiz­
zical interest. Eyes narrowed, shoulders 
humped, he leaned over the dashboard 
of the ancient buggy, flipping his whip 
vacantly, and hearing the story with 
the appearance of one undergoing 
mingled emotions.

At last he said: “ Humph! Of
course you believed him? There was
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nothing- else to do but believe him, was 
there? No,”  he repeated, as if in self- 
argument, “ there was nothing else to 
do. How much did you say Kane took ? 
Twenty-four thousand? A  good deal 
of money.” Then suddenly he turned. 
“ Shorty,” he said quickly, “ it won’t do 
any good for everybody to ibe standing 
down here in the road, talking. Sup­
pose you get back up on that hill and 
keep your eyes open.”

'It was an evident dismissal, and the 
lank cow-puncher accepted it with a 
grin. He wheeled his horse; a moment 
later he was crackling through the brush 
to his point of vantage. Neil Jordan 
looked sharply at the younger man.

“ Is it true that you were bringing 
out that money to take up the mortgage 
on the Cavern place?”

“ Yes sir.”
“ W hy?”
“ Well------ ” and he hesitated slightly,

“ It looked like a good investment to 
me.

The older man’s voiec snapped out: 
“ Is that the real reason?”

Kent McGregor smiled. Between him 
and this man, he felt, there existed an 
invisible bond, of what nature and tex­
ture he did not, could not know, yet 
one which drew them instinctively to­
gether. There had been an evidence 
of it on the train on that day when 
Kent was making what he believed to 
be a triumphant entry into a country 
of conquests. It had come out through 
the conversations with Shorty Smith, 
and the recitals of instance after in­
stance of a kindly interest on the part 
of this white-haired, prematurely aged 
man, looking with almost childish hope 
upon a young man from the East to 
work some sort of miracle. It was as 
though they had known each other for 
years, instead of now undergoing only 
their second meeting, and Kent, follow­
ing a sudden impulse, touched his horse 
lightly with his spurs that he might 
move closer to the decrepit buggy.

“ No, Mr. Jordan,” he said seriously, 
“ that wasn’t the reason.”

“ Then what was it?”
McGregor faced the question squarely 

and answered it honestly. “ I feel I can 
tell you,” he said. “ It’s because I ’m in 
love with Ollie Davis.”

Then came a silence as the kindly 
eyes of the older man centered upon 
those of the earnest youth who faced 
him, eyes which bore deep into the soul 
of Kent McGregor and evidently found 
it able to stand the test. He raised and 
lowered the broken buggy whip, fleck­
ing in cogitative fashion at the few flies 
buzzing about his ancient horse. At 
last he said: “ Made up your mind
pretty quick, didn’t you, youngster?”  

“ In point of time, yes,”  came the an­
swer. “ In point of happenings, no. I 
figure this way, Mr. Jordon: two per­
sons can think they know each other for 
years and not become as closely affiliated 
as two other persons who have only 
seen each other for a few days. It’s 
the happenings that count, the chances 
for persons to see each other under 
stress and------ ”

“ I suppose you had plenty of oppor­
tunity for that?1”

“ Yes sir.”
“ And what does Ollie think about all 

this?”
“ She didn’t know that I was doing 

it— about buying into the place, I mean. 
I felt that she wouldn’t allow me.”  

“ W hy?”
“ That’s the question I ’ve asked my­

self a thousand times.”  Kent had be­
come suddenly vehement; then again 
boyish, again impulsive, going to a man 
he felt he could trust. “ Mr. Jordan— 
what could prevent Ollie Davis from 
marrying ?”

“ From marrying?”  The man looked 
up. “ I don’t know.”

“ Why should she say that she never 
could have the right to marry any one 
even to love any one? ^hat she was 
not fit to------ ”
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“ W ho’s said that?0 There was out­
raged vehemence in his voice. “ She 
hasn’t !”

“ But she has. Perhaps in not as 
many words— but in import. The girl’s 
haunted, like a person with a ghost at 
her elbow. I suppose I haven’t any 
right to ask you these questions, but 
all this has made me desperate. I feel 
that I ’ve got a right to know a few 
things, Mr. Jordan,” he added heatedly. 
“ I ’ve given everything I possess in the 
world in this fight— whatever it is. A  
person shouldn’t be forced to gamble in 
the dark when he’s trying to put forth 
the best that’s in him. What hold has 
this Squinty Marsh over her?”

The man hesitated. “ Why— why—  
nothing. Except that her father rather 
left her in his charge.”

“ But how? Legally?”
“ No.”
“ Has he any claim or part of that 

ranch ?”
“ No. N o!”  The old man flared as 

if it had been a personal affront. “ That 
ranch is Ollie’s. It’s been hers ever 
since she was a baby. It didn’t even 
belong to her father. Ollie could have 
thrown him out at any time she wanted 
to. It came to her through— through a 
gift,” he added.

“ A  gift? I thought------ ”
“ The money to buy it, I mean. The 

place was purchased for her by a—a 
very dear friend of the family. It was 
put in escrow in the First National 
Bank of Hot Sulphur, the deed to be 
delivered to her when she became of 
age. She got it. That’s all there is to 
that. Squinty Marsh or no one else 
owns one inch of that land.”

“ But you said he’s her guardian.” 
The man looked away. “ After a 

fashion. He’d been there several years 
and her— her father, I suppose, thought 
it best to suggest that Squint have a 
hand in her affairs.”

Kent leaned from his saddle. “ Even 
to a point of threatening her?*

“ Just what do you mean?”
“ Exactly what I say, Mr. Jordan, 

By holding this shadow over her.”
“ Shadow?”  It was as though he 

were trying to deny a palpable thing. 
Kent went on.

“ Yes— shadow. Thought you knew. 
Some way,” he added with a peculiar 
inflection, “ I believe you do know. I ’m 
merely arguing for myself now. If 
that girl has a shadow in her past, I 
feel that I have a right to share it. I 
love her, Mr. Jordan. I loved her 
enough to go risk every thing to help 
her; now that I’ve lost that, I— I— well, 
it’s only made me love her the more be­
cause she is farther away from me. 
But I haven’t given up hope, nor the 
fight— I mean to keep on fighting for 
her until I win. But I need help. Why 
should Squinty Marsh be able to 
frighten her half to death by telling 
her that he will brand her so that no 
decent woman will speak to her?”

“ He said that ?”  The man’s face was 
livid.

“ That was only the beginning. I 
overheard it; she doesn’t know. They 
talked about a confession that her father 
had made. Something about her birth.”  

There was no reply this time; the man 
was merely sitting there, hunched in the 
buggy seat, his teeth grinding. Mc­
Gregor went on.

“ Is there a secret about her? Not 
that I care personally. I go on what a 
person is, not what the past may be, or 
the parents. But I want to know—be­
cause she’s eating her heart* out about 
it. What kind of a father was this 
man, that he should tell his daughter 
on his deathbed that she had no right 
to parentage, that she was an outcast.”  

Only a shrill whistling sounded for 
a moment—the whip being drawn 
swiftly through the air by an excited 
man, venting his emotions. At last: 

“ So that’s what he told her, eh?”
“ I can’t say for the words; only the 

sense of it  That she has no parentage,
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that she was an outcast child, and that 
evidently she could not go to respectable 
society or the man she might love with 
a clean record.”

“ That’s a lie! It’s a lie, I tell you !” 
The little, white-haired man had risen 
now, eyes glaring, whip raised above his 
head. “ Whoever says that is a thief 
of character, a— a------”

“ Then what is the truth? That’s 
what I want— the truth!”

The man sank slowly to his seat. 
The whip dropped listlessly upon the 
dashboard.

“ I— I can’t tell you,”  he said slowly. 
“ It’s— it’s getting late. You’d better 
join Shorty. You’re wasting time.”

“ But------ ”
The man looked at him sharply. “ I 

can’t tell you!”  he snapped out.
The interview was at an end. Em­

barrassed, almost apologizing for his 
curiosity, Kent McGregor laid the rein 
against his horse’s neck and turned him 
toward the trail leading through the 
brush. Soon he was atop the ridge, 
riding, silent, morose, beside Shorty 
Smith, once more upon the quest of the 
brigand who had stolen his fortune. 
And down on the road, a rattletrap 
buggy, drawn by a flea-bitten horse, 
moved stolidly along, the reins listless 
in the hands of a white-haired figure 
that sat slouched upon the worn seat, 
a study in dejection.

CHAPTER XVI.
IN THE CAVERN.

IT  was not until they had progressed 
1 nearly a mile that conversation be­
gan between the two, and that when 
Shorty Smith, raised in his stirrups, 
sighted the top of a small house in the 
valley and broke the trail to go in that 
direction.

“ Might as well show yuh the castle 
in case we get separated,”  he said. 
“ This here’s where the ole man lives. 
Better head out from there; never no

tellin’ what’s HTde t’ happen on a jam­
boree like this, an’ yuh might want t’ 
come back alone.”

They swung down the hill then and 
through a stretch of bottom brush, at 
last to come forth into a meadow lead­
ing to the little house which served as 
the home of Neil Jordan. There Shorty 
dismounted, ambled into the house, re­
mained within a few minutes and re­
turned, with two hastily wrapped par­
cels, one of which he passed to Kent.

“ Bread’n bolognie,”  he explanied. 
“ Posse er no posse, I jest can’t he’p get- 
tin’ hungry.”

Then he led the way back to their 
work, explaining to Kent the various 
landmarks by which he might guide 
himself to the house in the event that 
anything should happen to separate 
them. After that, it was a matter of 
riding, and for Kent McGregor of stu­
dious thoughtfulness. The thing to
which he had looked as an aid had only 
developed more mystery— what he had 
told Neil Jordan evidently had been 
news to the old man; it had excited 
him, frightened him. He had pro­
claimed it a lie— yet he had been able 
to offer no satisfactory rebuttal.

At last he said to Shorty: “ Do you 
think that Mr. Jordan knows much 
about Ollie’s past history?”

“ Much?”  The lank cow-puncher 
turned in his saddle. “ Ever’think” 

“ Then why won’t he tell it? Why 
will he allow things to go on that are; 
working to the discredit of that girl 
and to her unhappiness, when, if he 
knows, he could end the whole thing?”  

The other grinned and rubbed a lean 
hand across his freckled face.

“ Ain’t thet a question now?”  he 
asked. “ Yuh can’t prove it by me, as 
the sayin’ goes. But I reckon there 
must be some reason.”

“ There must be,” agreed McGregor, 
but what, he could not decipher. That 
there was a connection between the two, 
a deeper bond than mere old-time ac­
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quaintanceship, he was sure. The man 
was vitally interested in the girl; Mc­
Gregor looked back proudly to the mem­
ory that the man’s eyes kindled with 
approbation when Kent had confessed 
his love for her— almost a paternal ex­
pression, McGregor thought. But why, 
then, did he not do something to end 
the domination over her by the thin­
eyed Squinty?

Kent strove to put the thoughts from 
his mind. His was another duty at 
the present moment, of neglecting no 
effort that the trail of Kane, the bandit, 
be discovered, of forgetting not a single 
glance, of overlooking not a track. But 
so far, there had been little of this to 
claim his attention.

The trail now was steadily leading 
upward, as skirting first to the left, then 
the right, Shorty Smith and his com­
panion strove to cover the ground lead­
ing from the forestry above Cavern 
Ranch and including any possible route 
which the man might have taken fol­
lowing his quarrel with Smith. But 
there was nothing— not a hoof track, 
not an indication that humans, other 
than themselves had passed that way.

Higher they went— into the black­
ened stretches resultant from the recent 
forest fire. Then they turned away, 
taking the straight trail downward, mov­
ing more swiftly now as with the appar­
ent knowledge that their quest was in 
vain, passing through the last of the 
blackened area, into a new trail. There 
Shorty Smith drew up short. He al­
lowed the breath to blubber over loose 
lips, with an outburst of surprise. Then, 
unfolding himself, he swung to the 
ground, stared a moment, moved a few 
steps, then with a quick glance toward 
his companion, mounted hurriedly.

"Ho-sses!”  he said. "H oof marks! 
See ’em?”

"Yes. Leading off that way,”  Mc­
Gregor pointed to the right. The cow­
man nodded.

"Yeh. Three er four of ’ em. Made

at different times. I * wonder------ ”
Then he was silent again, trailing his 
horse through the undehbrush, to look 
about him, locate the tracks, then again 
move forward.

Suddenly his tension relaxed. "The 
bunch from the ranch,” he said, and 
pointed ahead to where three horses 
could be seen, reins loose, standing be­
neath a clump of pines. "See? Over 
there by the cavern!” Then he shouted: 
"Hello up there!”

Kent followed his direction, to see 
far to the right, a beetling protuberance 
of rock, deep with shadows and dark, 
erosive cuts, and far at the base, a 
jagged hole, evidently leading to a more 
capacious carving of the granite deeper 
within the hill.

"Is that the cavern that the ranch 
is named after?”  he asked.

"Yeh. Don’t look like much on the 
outside, but it shore opens up. No­
body goes in there much. A step-off 
er somethin’ at the back end. A  spring 
runs through it. Humph!” he grunted 
as he surveyed again the scene before 
him. "Looks like we’ve stepped int’ 
somethin’. One o’ them hosses is 
Kane’s !”

"Kane’s ? Then they must have-------”
But Shorty had shouted again: 

"Hello! Where are yuh? Members 
o’ the posse talkin’. Who’s ahead 
there?”

There was a moment’s delay. Then 
a muffled: "H ello!”

Following that came another wait. 
Then, eyes wide with astonishment, a 
man crawled forth from the cavern, 
Green of Cavern Ranch, to be followed 
quickly b y  the man whom Kent had 
known as Jason. Their faces were 
smudged and clothing dirty as with con­
tact against wet earth. For a moment 
they merely stared, too frightened, or 
surprised, it seemed for speech. Then 
Green found his tongue.

"Yuh scared us. We didn’t know 
what’d happened.”
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Shorty nodded. “ Where’s Kane? 
Yuh got his hoss there.”

Jason nodded churlishly. “ Yeh, we 
got his hoss. That’s all, though. We 
was l'ookin’ in the cavern. Thoughten 
he might be there.”

“ You didn’t find anything?”  Kent had 
ridden forward now.

“ Not a scratch.”
' “ Still, he must be somewhere around 
here, if you found his horse.”

Green stroked his chin. “ Thet’s what 
we thought. But we changed our mind. 
We ain’t foun’ hide ner hair of him.” 

“ Where else could he be?” 
“ Might’ve tooken the steep trail,” said 

Green.
Shorty Smith nodded. “ Thet’s what 

I was thinkin’.”
McGregor looked toward his com­

panion. “ The steep trail?”
“ Yeh, it hits right up over ole Baldy. 

A  man ridin’ it on hosslback’s as plain 
as the nose no yuhr face; mebbe thet’s 
why he let go o’ his hoss. Where’d 
yuh fin5 the pony?”  he asked of Jason. 

“ Over by the cliff. Down a piece.”  
“ Then I reckon thet must be it. Yuh 

ain’t got a line on him nowhere aroun’ 
here?”

“ Nothin’ .”
Shorty looked at the sky.
“ Trouble,”  he said, “ I reckon mebbe 

yuh better be hittin’ back t’ the castle. 
I got a notion I might not have such 
tough luck if I took a skirmish over 
the Steep Trail.”

“ But where could that possibly lead?
For him to give up his horse and-------”

“ Catch a freight train out o’ Rollins- 
ville,”  supplied Shorty. “ These here 
mountains, they’re deceptive. When 
yuh’re ridin’ up the divide on the train, 
it seems like yuh’re way over East, 
don’t it? Well, yuh ain’t to East as yuh 
think yuh is. By goin’ straight over this 
steep trail, yuh hit right down on the 
Moffat Line, again. See? Thet’s what 
he’s li’ble t ’ve done, seein’ he’d want t’ 
get t’ Denver with them bonds.”
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“ But can’t I go with yuh?”
“ Nope. I wouldn’t trust yuh— not 

thet I ain’t got faith in yuh!” he added 
quickly. “ But this here’s more’f a ride 
then a feller who’d been bufiged up 
the night before ought t’ take. I ’ll hit 
’er alone. Yuh wend yuhr way back t’ 
the castle an’ tell the ole man I’ll be 
along when I get back.”

But McGregor shook his head. “ I ’ll 
go back after a while. I want to look 
through this country a bit.”

“There ain’t nobody here.”  It was 
Jason who had cut in. “W e’ve been 
out since early this mornin’.”

“ I know. But I ’ve got an idea that 
either his horse got away from him, or 
he was hiding out during the daytime. 
Anyway, I ’m going to poke into every 
crack and cranny around here.”

“ It won’t do yuh any good.” Green 
had spoken this time. “ We know the 
whole country, an’ we’ve looked.”  

“ Thet’s about right,”  said Shorty. 
“ But do as yuh please.”  Again he 
glanced at the sky. “ Better not stay 
out too long. Somethin’ goin’ t’ turn 
loose here by the time night sets in. 
Either rain er snow.”

“ Prab’le rain,”  said Jason with a 
glance upward. “ Worse’n snow.# It’ll 
be colder.”

McGregor wheeled his horse. “ Well, 
I ’ll stay as long as I can,”  he announced. 
Then, as Shorty Smith started away: 
“ What time will you be back?”

“ After I’ve rid the Steep Trail. Hate 
t’ move off sudden this way, but I got 
t’ cover practical all thet groun’ afore 
dark an’ save the night fer cornin’ home 
in. If he’s up there, I ’ll see him. There 
ain’t much of no place t* hide, except 
from a distance. S’long.”

Then he was off at a canter, while for 
a moment, Kent McGregor sat irreso­
lute, wondering just what direction to 
take. At last, annoyed slightly that the 
other men did not leave him, he turned 
to them. “ You looked well in that 
cavern ?”
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“ Yeh, there ain’t no place t* look, ex­
cept straight back.”

“ Are you sure?”
“ I said we looked, didn’t I? ”  came 

with some aspersion from Green. “ Thet 
ought t” be enough.”

McGregor did not answer, but 
wheeled his horse and started again on 
the search, taking a direction slightly to 
the left of the one which he and Shorty 
had ridden, at last to turn around with 
something of surprise as he noticed that 
the other men still were behind him.

“ I ’ll do this alone,”  he said, nor could 
he give a reason for his actions, save 
that the memory of these men was an 
unpleasant one, a bitter one; they had 
been his enemies before; he felt that 
they would aid him but little now. Green 
stared.

“ Don’t yuh want no help?”
“ No. I want to poke around by my­

self. You've said there was no one here. 
So what help could you give?”

They halted their horses and stood 
looking churlishly at him. Finally, with 
an eye-to-eye signal, they turned, and 
slowly moved away at a direction lead­
ing toward the ranch houses of the Bar 
Diamond.

He was glad to be rid of their com­
pany, and the reminder of his agonies 
of the first day of his stay at Cavern 
Ranch. He felt that they would be but 
poor allies at best; Kane had been a 
member of their crew; certainly if they 
could aid him to escape, he felt, they 
would do it. That he had stolen a for­
tune did not interest them; especially 
since he had taken it from a man for 
whom they felt no friendly spirit. Nor 
could he know, that once out of sight, 
they moved swiftly, as if by common 
consent, to the deep woods, and there, 
dismounting, climbed the rocky ridges to 
an eminence, from which they could 
watch the entire whole burned area, and 
the lone horseman who rode there.

As the afternoon progressed, more 
and more Kent McGregor realized that

it was useless. Hunger crept upon him 
and he ate the few supplies which Shorty 
Smith had given him, then began anew 
his examinations and his search. It 
availed nothing. Here and there be 
found a hoofprint, which might be from 
the horses of Kane or of Green or Jason 
or Shorty Smith— but that was all.

Into gulleys and canons and draws he 
poked, investigating patches of willows, 
stretches of deep woods. All to no 
avail. The sky grew darker, the wind 
in the trees above began to whine dole­
fully— at last, rain spat against his face. 
But he continued his search— a man ex­
pending his every energy for the return 
of every possession.

The rain continued, soaking him, chill­
ing him; with intermediate flights of 
steellike sleet which stung his skin and 
forced him into long headlong journeys 
which only carried him in useless circles 
— excursions which drew him farther 
and farther away, at last to bring up 
short with the realization that dusk was 
falling, and that he had progressed far 
from his staring point.

He turned swiftly. He was cold—he 
was hungry. His clothing clung to him 
with icy fingers, causing his skin to 
crawl beneath. The storm was becom­
ing more bitter now, the sleet and small 
hail increasing, the wind heightening and 
growing cblder. Kent, huddled over his 
saddle, suddenly straightened with an 
idea.

“ If I can get to that cavern,”  he 
mumbled. Then more resolutely than 
ever, he forced his horse onward, while 
the day grew darker, and the pines about 
him more shadowy. A mile— a mile 
and a half passed—then a filmy thing 
appeared in the gloom. He slowed his 
pace. He had come to the vicinity of 
the cavern. Soon he was afoot and 
searching along the blackened cliffs for 
the aperture that would spell at least 
comparative warmth and shelter. For­
ward, then back, then forward again he 
went, at last to halt with an exclamation
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of gladness. Only vacancy yawned be­
yond his outstretched hands as he 
reached a ragged circle in the rocks; a 
moment later he had tethered his horse 
and was within, giving stolid thanks for 
the comparative comfort.

Dried brush crackled under his feet, 
Where twigs and broken bits of bark 
and tree branches had drifted within 
on the breast of the fierce spring gales, 
and he bent quickly, to break a few of 
them in his hande, and then, groping, 
with mincing steps carry them back 
through the blackness, that he might 
take them out of the path of the wind. 
Ten feet, fifteen, then he halted, fearful 
of the step-off of which Shorty Smith 
had warned him, and with misgivings, 
searched for his matches. One side of 
the box was dry, giving a striking sur­
face, and he bent to his task. A  match 
flared and went out; another, a third 
and fourth. At last there was a blaze.

Twig to twig he built the fire, and 
watched it hopefully, anxiously, as 
smoldering and blazing, smoking and 
seeming all but extinguished, it struggled 
for life. At last came a flame, suffi­
cient to give a faint illumination to the 
great chamber, and Kent hurried for 
more fuel. Soon he was back, doubled 
on the dry floor, taking comfort in the 
crackle of the flames and at the same 
time, listening with something of curi­
osity to the trickle of water from far 
in the depths of the big hollow. An 
hour passed, in which the fire blazed 
strong, augmented as it was by a heavy 
log of almost solid pitch which Kent 
had found near the entrance and lugged 
within. His clothes began to assume 
a semblance of dryness. He walked to 
the entrance— hoping. But the storm 
had not ceased.

“ Useless for me to go out and get 
wet again,”  he mused. “ One time's as 
good as another to get back.”

He returned to the fire, and to curi­
osity concerning the great space in which 
he had taken shelter. That trickle of

water continued to sound, luring him 
to explorations. At last, breaking a 
knot from the pitchy log, he held it to 
the flame and watched it ignite into a 
smoking torch. Then, with his illu­
mination held well before him, he moved 
to the rear of the cavern.

Twenty feet, forty feet, then he re­
treated suddenly. The ground had 
opened before him, revealing a pool be­
neath into which the water dripped from 
the opposite wall. A  step more might 
have meant death and Kent shivered 
with the thought of it. But even as he 
did so, he continued to stare about him, 
wondering vaguely why his torch should 
flare so strangely into long-drawn flame 
as with suction; he seemed to feel a 
coolness against his cheeks, as though 
of passing air. He looked up. And 
stared again. He saw a hole— a cavern 
within a cavern, the opening leading 
from a sort of a drop in the roof of 
the big space, where the place rounded 
low, almost even with his head before 
it reached the ledge of the step-off. He 
could reach it easily by stretching an 
arm. This he did, with a vague, boyish 
plan teeming through his head of some 
day coming back here and exploring to 
see just where it led.

Then his thoughts took a sudden off­
shoot. Back there, sitting at the fire, 
he had looked at the walls, rapidly smok­

ing , and reflected that perhaps this was 
the first time that a fire, or a light had 
ever been within this great aperture. 
And if this were the case, had the place 
ever been gone over thoroughly, once 
the first person had fallen into that step- 
off? Did any one know of this opening 
above, save perhaps one person— and 
that the man whose horse Green and 
Jason had found wandering the black­
ened country? Strangely athrill, Kent 
McGregor moved back to the fire for 
his rifle. Then he went again to the 
second opening, but there, standing at 
a new angle, he halted precipitously. 
From here, something could be seen pro­
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jecting. He leaped, extending a hand 
to catch at it, and drag it downward. 
For it was a crude ladder. Then, his 
voice queerly rasping, strange sensations 
running up and down his spine, he called 
to the darkness and the resounding 
echoes of the cavern.

“ If you're up there Kane, you might 
as well come out. Or I ’ll shoot you out.”

There was no answer. Again and for 
a third time he called. Then McGregor, 
the pine knot clutched in the forward 
hand, together with the rifle barrel, 
steadying himself against the ladder 
only with his knees, started upward.

“ You hear me Kane?” he called again. 
“ Come out of there!”

Only silence. Higher— higher— and
to the second level. There was a mo­
ment of blank survey. No scowling 
criminal awaited him; only another great 
chamber, the reflected light dancing 
from the walls, and glittering upon 
something grayish and green, which 
ran, like an ugly stripe along its whole 
far wall. A greenish-gray stripe— and 
upon the dirty floor, where the seep 
water flowed, a pick and a spade; drills 
and a sledge. McGregor gasped.

“ Gold!” he said. “ Gold!”
It was gold— or at least something 

precious in that heavy stripe, where picks 
and drills and sledges had made their 
impression. Gold— and some one had 
been there before. Gold! He stood 
amazed, as his eyes surveyed the walls, 
the heavy line of the vein standing forth 
preeminent in its rocky fastnesses.

And then his rifle arm flexed, only 
that it might become as iron. His teeth 
gritted, that they might not chatter. His 
eyes strained, staring, as they centered 
upon something at the far end of the 
gloomy cavern, something which caused 
his flesh to crawl and his nerves to jerk 
as though under electric tension; a 
mound, finished except at one end, 
smoothed part of the way so that it 
could hardly be distinguished from the 
sodden floor itself— a mound with a

spade lying where it had been dropped, 
evidently by some one in fright, and at 
one edge, protruding, as if the buried 
thing were struggling for liberty, was 
the hooked, clawlike fingers of a human 
hand!

CH APTER XVII.
SELF-DEFENSE AND ESCAPE.

JZENT McGREGOR’S rifle clattered 
to the earthen floor. With swift 

steps he moved forward, stood an 
instant in unwilling appraisal, then, forc­
ing himself to his task, went to his 
knees. Above him was a rift in the 
rocks, and there he stuck the pine knot, 
watching for only an instant until as­
sured of its safety. Then, disregarding 
the spade in his excitement, he pawed 
at the dirt with fast-moving hands, claw­
ing it away from the arm until he had 
reached the shoulder, then moving as 
swiftly for that space where he knew 
lay concealed the face of him who lay 
buried. A moment later, a gray-faced 
man leaned back from his task, shaking 
hands inert upon his knees, eyes fixed.

“ Kane!”  He gasped out. “ Kane! 
They were burying him when we came 
up! That's why they were in here— 
why they were so scared when they 
came out! Burying him !”

But why should they hide the body of 
a criminal ? Why should they—then 
Kent glanced about him again, at those 
tools, that streak of greenish-gray in the 
stone, the projecting edge of that lad­
der, leading from below. He gasped, 
with a score of realizations flooding in 
upon him, all at once.

This man, with the projecting, claw­
like hand— dead apparently since some 
time the night before— despite the black­
ening of the soil which had covered his 
face, had the telltale mark of a bullet 
in his forehead. Killed within a few 
hours evidently of the time when he had 
committed the robbery! Now, he felt 
he knew. It was the burying of one 
criminal to hide the work of others!
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So for a time he only sat there star­
ing, watching the black smoke curling 
from the meager illumination; his mind 
a torment of thoughts. Revelations were 
flooding upon him. All of a sudden he 
could see why Squinty Marsh had not 
wanted him upon this ranch; why he 
cared for no one but his own men. 
Because, unknown to Ollie Davis, to 
any one but themselves, they had dis­
covered this hoard, the indications of 
which were scattered throughout the 
whole country, to be centered, at least, 
in its beginning, in this cavern. This 
was why he had made Ollie Davis sub­
servient to his every wish, holding over 
her whatever power might have been 
given into his hands on the death of 
her father: because he wanted to be 
in a position to some time take this place 
for his own, its acres counting for noth­
ing, except that they held hidden deep 
in their hills the treasure he coveted. 
As suddenly, Kent saw a dozen reasons 
for the stealing of those bonds, which, 
in some way had led to the death of 
this man, who lay half buried before 
him. For, if those bonds had not been 
stolen, then the control of this ranch 
would have passed into his hands, and 
out of those of Squinty Marsh forever. 
But by their disappearance------

He did not believe the stories now 
that Squint and the flabby Jim Shugg 
were the bitter enemies they were sup­
posed to be. He saw something more 
sinister: a plot between the two men, 
one to deteriorate the place, the other 
to lend money upon it, until there came 
the time when it must pass out of the 
hands of its rightful owner. Into this 
dovetailed the happenings of the past: 
the accident to the reservoir, with its at­
tendant sun-destruction of crops, the 
wandering away of cows, to calve in far 
places and lose their offspring, the de­
lays in the rehabilitation of the water 
supply— and, worst of all, the burning 
of the forestry. Squint had done that! 
McGregor saw it now— Squint and his
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gang, manufacturing evidence to the 
contrary to fill a triple purpose: to take 
the blame from himself, to place Ollie 
Davis in a position where she could not 
retrieve the ranch which held a hidden 
treasure, and to rid himself of an ob­
jectionable person, who, with superior 
intelligence, the heightened curiosity , of 
an Easterner and an enthusiasm for the 
place to which he had come, might at 
any moment spoil their plans. Grimly 
McGregor went over those events— the 
sound of hoofbeats in the night, ending 
suddenly; the finding of the horse in the 
corral, the evidence of those severed 
telephone wires. There was no need for 
wonderment as to who the man had 
been— it was Dummy; it could have been 
no one else! Dummy who had sneaked 
to the forestry, Dummy who had left 
that horse in the corral, to be used as 
evidence against McGregor when, wait­
ing until the fire should gain good head­
way, Dummy should hurry forth, leap 
upon the animal's back, and ride to the 
community house.

And so it had turned out, with only 
the difference that it had been Kent who 
had made the ride; the rest of the plot 
had worked exactly. But— and Kent 
saw it with a little thrill of triumph— 
the very thing which had been designed 
to send him away, and to free Squint 
Marsh from a possibility of interference, 
had worked to his undoing. For that 
plot had meant determination upon the 
part of Kent McGregor, and it had led 
to the death of one of the plotters— 
this man with the clutched hand.

W hy the brigand should have paid 
with his life for his part of the scheme, 
McGregor did not know. He could only 
realize that Squinty Marsh— and he 
thought of no one else— could not allow 
Kent to buy into this ranch. That 
Squinty Marsh, working he felt sure, 
with Jim Shugg, had realized that it 
would accomplish nothing to refuse to 
sell that note, inasmuch as McGregor 
would have accomplished his ends by
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other means, for a note is a note, and its 
payment cannot be refused. Therefore 
the robbery, the disappearance of those 
bonds. Then-------

What had happened then, Kent did not 
know. He could only kneel there, star­
ing down into the contorted features of 
the dead man and wondering what 
strange turn of events should have made 
it necessary for one man of a gang to 
kill another. That it was a gang, he 
felt sure, a gang of desperadoes, cow­
ards, fighting a woman! His blood 
boiled.

But suddenly it went cold, for there 
had come a creaking of the wooden lad­
der leading from below— such as only 
the heavy pressure of some one, striv­
ing to creep upward, could create. A 
trapped feeling permeated the man; im­
potent, he knelt there, hands on knees, 
staring, wondering what he could do. 
Then it came again. Another step had 
been taken upward; a step in a slow 
progress designed to conceal itself in 
the trickling of water from the subter­
ranean stream and the howling of the 
storm without. Kent McGregor turned 
his head slowly, guaging the distance be­
tween himself and the ladder. He 
glanced at his rifle, lying beyond reach, 
and with a sinking feeling of hopeless­
ness, knew that he could not reach it. 
To move now— to make even a sound, 
would betray him, and give to the creep­
ing enemy a warning to again slink be­
low, and there, at the mouth of the 
cavern, lie in wait to shoot him down 
when he descended into the light of the 
fire. Now, Kent thought, there was the 
possibility of an investigation merely to 
be sure that he was really above, that 
he had not climbed into the upper cav­
ern, then come down again. So he 
waited— listening for another sound 
from the ladder, head turned, arm 
stretching slowly, cautiously toward the 
pine knot in the wall, eyes measuring 
the distance between himself and the 
aperture— waiting. Then action!

There had come the almost impercep­
tible knocking of metal against wood; 
Kent knew what it meant. A  rifle, being 
raised. His trembling fingers clutched 
at the pine knot, and his muscles gath­
ered their every atom of strength for 
one terrific effort. Then, as the ugly 
muzzle of a rifle raised slowly above 
the ladder end, followed by the tip of 
a hat and the sight of a hand, McGregor 
jerked the pine knot from the wall, 
leaped from his couched position, seizing 
his own rifle on the fly, and, oblivious 
of slower means of descent, sprawled 
through the aperture. He fell upon the 
creeping figure of the ladder, and they 
went downward into a struggling heap 
to the floor, there to strike against a 
second form, evidently waiting at the 
bottom.

There were outcries, gruff commands 
and curses, as for a moment three be­
ings in half shadow, for the fire was 
dying, struggled and clutched and 
struck madly. At last, McGregor, using 
his rifle in short, jabbing club strokes, 
broke a clearance for himself, and with 
the every bit of speed his being could 
summon, leaped for the cave entrance.

A  shot crackled harmlessly after him 
as he reached the bluster of the storm. 
There had been no time, he knew, for 
his assailant to take anything approach­
ing a fair aim, and McGregor gave no 
chance for another effort. Quickly he 
swerved to the right, and oblivious of 
the beating spray of the storm, the slap­
ping of low-hanging tree branches, the 
dangers of pitfalls, or tumbled rocks, 
ran until he was breathless. Then, in 
a tangle of willows, he fell face down­
ward, that he might temporarily recoup 
his strength.

There had been no time for him to 
reach his horse; the animal must remain 
behind now; McGregor did not know- 
the hills sufficiently, nor was he versed 
enough in the art of night riding, to 
attempt to risk such a journey, especially 
with pursuers behind. That they would
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take to their mounts, he knew, just as 
he knew instinctively that these assail­
ants, although he had gained no more 
than a glance at them in the frenzied, 
momentary struggle at the bottom of 
the ladder, were Jason and Green of 
Cavern Ranch, and who now, to judge 
from the sounds far in the distance, 
were cursing their horses and quarrel­
ing, one with the other, as they strove 
to take his trail. McGregor pressed him­
self flatter against the ground, waiting, 
and striving to suppress his labored 
breathing.

As he lay there he heard the crackling 
of underbrush, and sounds of horses, 
snorting with fright as they were forced 
through dangerous’ territory in the fren­
zies of a mad search. Closer, closer they 
came, while, like a trapped animal, Mc­
Gregor lay in his place o f concealment, 
struggling with all his will power to 
refrain from leaping to his feet and 
making another effort at escape— an ef­
fort which he knew would only lead the 
enemy straight upon his trail. To within 
a hundred yards they approached, fifty, 
twenty-five; then with a gasp of grati­
tude, Kent heard them move away again, 
farther, farther, until the sounds of the 
horses were only faint things in the 
shrieking of the storm. Then and only 
then, did he rise, and with stumbling 
steps, sometimes lurching for long 
stretches at a half run on the steep 
descents, sometimes with aching ankles 
and wavering body, to proceed with 
snaillike slowness over the stretches of 
jagged rocks and treacherous, slippery 
boulders which blocked his path, veering 
always downward and westward toward 
the only haven he knew.

It was a well-defined journey, in spite 
of the blackness of the night and the 
lack of trails. To keep always down­
ward and yet straight ahead— he could 
do nothing, as Shorty had explained to 
him that afternoon, but reach the bot­
tom of the valley, where, with grades at 
each side to hold him to his course,

he would gradually “ trickle,”  as the cow- 
puncher had expressed it, to the ranch 
house of Neil Jordan. That the journey 
was to be miles in length, Kent knew. 
But he essayed it with new strength, 
born of the fever of excitement. He 
was the bearer of news— news that 
would awaken this whole country to the 
character of certain men upon whom 
it had looked for a long time with curi­
ous eyes. News concerning the plot 
against the Bar Diamond Ranch and the 
girl who lived there, concerning the 
identity of those who, he felt sure, 
were the real instigators- of the rob­
bery which had taken from him his en­
tire fortune, news about a murderer! 
Nor could any name come to his mind 
in this connection but that of Squinty 
Marsh, he of the weird-appearing head, 
the slitty eyes and the narrow, cold 
mouth— he who had walked into the 
office of the district attorney, and with 
a grandiloquent gesture announced that 
he had discovered the identity of a ban­
dit. Kent McGregor was beginning to 
understand many things now for the 
first time.

What had happened, to lead to the 
killing of Kane, he did not know. For 
that matter, he wasted little time upon 
conjecture. To his mind, it was not 
beyond Squinty Marsh to kill a man 
merely to provide an alibi, and to relieve 
suspicion, once he had learned that Kane 
had run the risk of discovery. And 
McGregor saw too a reason for the hid­
ing of the body— to lead to the theory 
that Kane had disappeared, carrying the 
bonds with him, thus providing an ex­
cuse for the lack of their return. With­
out those bonds, there could be no re­
covery of the note, and without its re­
covery, sooner or later Cavern Ranch 
must pass into the hands of those who 
desired it for their own secret ends! 
This was news— this he felt, was the 
beginning of the downfall of an enemy 
who had arrayed himself not only 
against an innocent man seeking a home*
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in the West, but against the girl whom 
that man had come to love!

So Kent McGregor proceeded hastily, 
nor even felt the bluster of the storm, 
the clamminess of his clothing, the bite 
of intermittent sleet against his face and 
eyes. He only halted now and then that 
his every sense might be directed to 
his surroundings and to the thought 
of his pursuers. But no suspicion came, 
no sound of voice, no snorting of horse 
borne upon the night wind, no clinking 
of hoof upon rough-surfaced ground 
Again and again he moved forward, 
following the dip of the valley— then, 
tired, his lips hot and cracking from the 
steady surge of overheated breath, his 
heart pounding from his exertions, 
thrilled at last at a sight before him. 
A  light was gleaming in the distance— 
a haven awaited him a half mile or so 
ahead, in the home of Neil Jordan. 
What news he would carry to the little 
white-haired man this night!

Onward he pushed, for a third of the 
distance, with only a faint halt for rest. 
For another third— and half dividing 
that; only to suddenly halt, his nerves 
screaming in sudden fear. Had that 
been a sound, off to one side, of a horse 
moving in sudden restlessness ? Mc­
Gregor halted suddenly, brushing a 
fevered hand against his brow, and loos­
ening his hat where constant pulling had 
tightened it against the bandages which 
protected his injury of the night before. 
The breath of the storm felt good on 
his brow; he raised his hat higher, pull­
ing it sideways to free the pressure from 
the wound. Then he gave his attention 
again to his surroundings.

But there was only silence. Mc­
Gregor straightened, with a feeling of 
relief; it had been only his imagination. 
Only a vagary of his mind, a sound of 
the storm. He went on, another fifty 
feet, suddenly to realize that he had 
walked straight into the beam of light 
from the window of the “ castle,”  and 
that something was again moving, over

there in the darkness, as though taking 
a sudden spurt into a position from 
which a victim could be aligned in sil­
houette against the light— and then a 
shot!

Rather a whistling scream which 
passed just above his ears, tearing his 
hat from his head and lifting the hair 
of a temple, the sound of the explosion 
itself muffled and sounding far away in 
the close crash of the bullet. McGregor 
reeled with the ghastly surprise of it, 
only as suddenly to stumble; then, his 
mind working with fevered haste, he 
plunged to the ground. If they would 
only believe his ruse— if-------

But an instant more, half concealed 
there in the slimy grass, his every nerve 
atangle, his hopes rising only that they 
might drop again told him that his hopes 
were impossible. There had come the 
swish of heavy bodies moving through 
the high grass; horses coming forward, 
Then a voice:

“ I tell yuh I dropped him. I had 
him straight against the light.”

“ But there ain't no use takin' chances. 
Lay the rifle against his head an' pull 
the trigger. That's sure.”

McGregor writhed. He grasped tight 
at his rifle and with taut fingers released 
the safety. Then, shivering with ex­
pectancy, half turned on his side, his 
rifle raised, he waited— waited until he 
could see the black shadow of a horse 
moving toward him, followed by a sec­
ond. Then he pulled the trigger, and 
working the lever with every bit of 
speed he possessed, fired again, at the 
massed shadow, rather than a specific 
target. There came a shout, the sound 
of a rearing horse, then a crash, as the 
beast came to the ground. Then came 
the quick spatting of rifles, fired harm­
lessly and at random. Then a voice:

“ No use now— get on here! Thet 
hoss o’ yourn’s done fer. Get on— 
quick!”

“ I'll finish him first! I'll------ ”  A
dim form staggered forward, while Me-
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Gregor, squirming to the deeper dark­
ness of the grass, waited, his fingers itch­
ing at the trigger, yet loath to move 
against human life. The advantage was 
on his side now; to reach him they 
must cross that zone of light. And if 
he must aim to kill— but that voice came 
again, frightened, urging. There seemed 
no escape.

“ I tell yuh, get on here! Get on— 
the ole man’ll be here in a minute-------”

“ W e’ll have P run if we don’t get 
him!”

“ W e’ll have t ’ run anyhow! With 
thet horse down!”

There was silence for just an instant, 
while the man in the grass waited, waited 
for flight or for progress. Then came 
the crunching of leather, an involuntary 
grunt of a horse taking a double load, 
and after that, only the swishing of 
grass and the crackling of brush as the 
enemy faded into the darkness. For a 
long time Kent did not move, fearful of 
some new ruse that again would place 
him in jeopardy ; but there was only the 
steady sound of retreat, growing fainter,

farther away, until at last, there was 
only the whine of the wind and the 
splatter of sleet and rain against bending 
meadow grass. Kent rose, and with 
tight-clutched rifle, moved swiftly for 
the house, careful now to keep in the 
shadows.

Then, as he crept slowly about the 
house, he wondered why there had come 
no sound from within, no intimation 
that the shots had even been heard. He 
wondered too as he passed the window, 
what could have happened to splinter 
the pane.

Then he rushed for the door, swung 
it wide, and stood for an instant aghast, 
his fears verified. It was that shot— 
when the figures of the darkness had 
aligned him between themselves and the 
brightness of the old lamp upon the 
table.

Neil Jordan lay on the floor, where 
he had fallen from his rocking chair be­
side the table. And from beneath one 
arm, a blackish red streak was moving 
slowly along a crack of the wooden 
flooring.

T® be concluded in next week's issue of WESTERN STORY MAGAZINE.

WERE SOME INDIANS VEGETARIANS?

SK ELETON  remains of what appears to have been an ancient tribe of vege­
tarian Indians are being studied at Los Angeles, California, as a result of exca­

vations made near Coalings, Fresno County, by S. M. Purple, a geologist. He 
says they belong to Indians of primitive types. The shape and condition of the 
teeth showed their possessor lived on grass and herbs.

(3%
FIND ANCIENT TOOLS IN CALIFORNIA

DOCTOR W ILLIAM  BRYAN, director of the Los Angeles Museum o f 
History, Science and Art, recently announced the discovery of prehistoric 

implements "which may substantiate the belief of scientists that five petrified 
human skeletons found a short time ago near Los Angeles, may date back to 
the later Pleistocene era, ending twenty-five thousand years ago. The relics con­
sist of a petrified bone awl, about two inches long, and a rudely fashioned quartzite 
palm ax.



SPEAKIN G of swimming, Rolland 
Bradly, of Medford Hillside, 
Massachusetts, contributes this: 

“1 always read every issue from cover 
to back, advertisements and all. I saw 
as how the followers are arguing back 
and forth about animals swimming. I 
want t© say right here and now that you 
have been misinformed when you were 
told that a pig could not swim without 
cutting his throat. I was born and 
raised in Arkansas, and there are times 
out there when a pig has to swim or 
drown, and they swim, believe me. 
During high water, an old settler told 
me that he saw hogs get off rafts and 
swim around, picking up floating 
acorns and other bits of food, until they 
had enough to last them for twenty- 
four hours. Then they would swim 
back to the raft. He said nothing about 
their cutting their throats. I myself 
have seen hogs swim for a hundred 
yards, and never saw one even so much 
as scratch his throat/'

On the same topic, comes Mrs. J. 
Hplt, of San Pedro, California. Mrs. 
Holt, she says: “ Decided I ’d get into
the debate about rabbits and pigs swim­
ming. Now, I have never seen a rab­

bit swim, but believe me, a pig can 
swim, can shake a mean hoof in the 
water, and he can do it without cutting 
his throat. When I lived in Oregon, 
we had a pen of five pigs, weighing 
from one hundred and twenty-five to 
one hundred and ninety pounds. When 
the back of their pen was washed away, 
they swam out of the pen and through 
the water for two hundred and fifty 
yards to high ground. They went across 
a stream that was twenty-five feet deep 
and had quite a swift current.

“ In closing, let me say that we sure 
do like the W e s t e r n  S t o r y  M a g a ­

z i n e ,  and the only kick that we have in 
regard to it, is that we have to wait a 
whole week till the next one comes out/1

Well, I guess that ends all our doubts 
about pigs swimming. Thanks to you 
both for the information. But don’t tell 
us that a chicken can swim, for it can’t, 
now there! If some one digs up a 
swimming chicken, well, we’ll have to 
go out and cut out bein’ an authority on 
aquatic sports among animals.

The following letter comes from J. 
Wilfer, who lives in Idaho.

“ D e a r  B o s s  o f  t h e  R o u n d - u p  : Ex­
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cuse an old-timer for shoving in among 
you young folks, but I should like to 
ask that guy over there by the wagon 
wheel if he really considers that auto­
matic pistol he’s wearing superior to this 
old revolver of mine?

“ I guess I was born pretty near about 
the same year as Peg-leg Garfield was, 
and I wouldn't be surprised if anybody 
with sharp eyes found a couple of 
notches on my gun, which is a .45 Colt 
Peacemaker— the good old single-action. 
However, Pm broad-minded, and if 
there’s anything to be said for those 
young machine guns, I ’ll listen with 
both ears.”

Buckley, you great big long-haired 
shootin’ author, this is your chance. 
Give this lad and all the others both 
ears full. They say we have been doin' 
quite too much talkin’ about horses.

Bang! Bang! Bang! Buckley’s off!

The approved way in which to start 
a talk about handguns is with the re­
mark that the first pistol was made in 
Italy, about the year 1535; but I never 
could work up much enthusiasm for the 
information— or for the gun, which was 
three feet long, weighed twelve pounds, 
took half an hour to load, and then 
wouldn’t go off, in spite of the beautiful 
engraving on its barrel. In fact, to 
make a clean breast of it, I can’t work 
up any enthusiasm for any old firearms 
— not even for Colonel Colt’s sacred 
cap-and-ball guns with the Walker 
rammer. Exactly how many rifles, re­
volvers, and automatic pistols I own, is 
a sore point with me, because I ’m well 
aware that I shouldn’t have half the 
number; but the oldest of the collection 
bears date 1889— the Vetterli-Vitali 
Italian army rifle, which I bought out of 
a junk-shop for five dollars, and re­
modeled at a cost of fifteen, because it 
was, and is, a first-class modern wea­
pon in spite of its age; and about the 
best deer rifle I have come across. It

takes a center-fire shell, smokeless pow­
der, with a .41 caliber brass-jacketed 
bullet; muzzle velocity somewhere 
around two thousand feet a second; has 
a magazine— five shots; bolt action.

However, this is supposed to be aboitt 
hand guns. More particularly, about 
the automatic-pistol versus revolver 
controversy— which is a delicate sub­
ject. To delay entering upon it as long 
as possible, and also with the idea of 
giving justice where justice is due, let 
me go back and tip my hat to one an­
tique gun that really did interest me. 
It wasn’t so very antique at that; but it 
certainly belonged to the Dark Ages of 
these United States— when killing was 
a necessity, and not an art. This gun 
consisted of nothing but a pistol-butt, 
a hammer, a trigger, and a tube— it 
wasn’t a barrel— just the length of a 
ten-gauge shotgun shell. To operate, one 
was supposed to put in the shell, close 
the breech, put the contraption against 
one’s enemy’s waistcoat, and pull the 
trigger.

That was all about that.
It’s a far cry from such an imple­

ment, to the double-action revolvers and 
the automatic pistols of to-day; but 
there is a thread of connection. The 
shotgun shell gun was designed, not to 
hit anything in particular, but to deliver 
a fatal shock to whatever it did hit. 
The .45 caliber lead-bullet guns of to­
day are—though much improved— fol­
lowers of this tradition. They are de­
signed primarily to hit something at 
comparatively short range—but to drop 
that something with one shot. At the 
other end of the scale, we find the big 
German Mauser pistol, shooting a 
light-metal-jacketed, high-velocity bul­
let, and sighted up to 1,500 yards; on 
the principle that it is bettter to wound 
your enemy slightly, and prevent him 
from getting close to you, than to let 
him get close and then knock him out 
completely.

After a good many years of argu-
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merit, this latter idea has been generally 
accepted by military men, for applica­
tion to army rifles; but in my humble 
opinion, it does not hold good for hand­
guns. A  pistol or revolver is carried 
for use in an emergency. In an emer­
gency, what one craves is action. And 
for producing an immediate effect, the 
heavy, slow-moving, half-inch, half- 
ounce bullet with its sledge-hammer 
blow, is supreme. It may be noted, in 
passing, that the military riflemen, 
carrying their application of the long- 
range-slight-wound theory to extremes, 
have found that there is a point where 
the two conflicting theories combine. 
They assumed that if a round-nosed 
bullet, at two thousand feet a second, 
would make a slight wound, a pointed 
bullet at three thousand feet a second, 
would make a still slighter. They found, 
on actual test, that the pointed bullet at 
high velocity, did worse damage than 
the old low-velocity expanding bullet. 
On impact, it stopped revolving on its 
own axis, and spun end over end like a 
broken buzz saw.

Which reminds me that some of the 
high-velocity pistols will shoot expand­
ing bullets, which might, at first glance, 
seem to give them shocking-power com­
parable to that of the large-caliber guns. 
The only drawback is, that the expand­
ing bullets won’t expand. They de­
pend, for their expansion, on the explo­
sive effect of air, compressed inside a 
hollow nose, by the great speed of the 
bullet at impact. But the velocity of 
pistol bullets is not sufficient to com­
press the air to bursting point

Well, to get back to pistols versus re­
volvers, after all, the side one takes in 
the argument depends on circumstances 
plus personal taste. In the desert or on 
the prairie, I should follow the example 
of a good many better men. and plump 
for the old reliable .45 Colt single­
action— with a five or six-inch barrel for 
belt-carrying, or a four-inch, if I 
vented to use a shoulder holster. Prob­

ably if I was used to carrying the gun 
on the right-hand side of the belt, I 
should use a four-inch barrel in that 
case, too, but I'm an addict to wearing 
the weapon on the left, butt forward; so 
that the motion of pulling .it is similar 
to the action of drawing a sword. It 
seems to me that, though time is lost 
reaching across one's body to the butt, 
time is saved in drawing and firing. 
The motion is continuous in one direc­
tion, whereas the draw from the right 
hand must consist of three distinct 
movements, unless one fires from the 
hip. I have often thought of having a 
holster made, for right-hand wear, open 
all down the front, and with a spring 
clip holding the gun in place, the idea 
being that one forward sweep of the 
hand would carry the gun out of the 
holster and train it forward and upward. 
Made-to-order holsters cost money, 
however; and Fve no need to draw 
quickly. I never had a target rush me
yet. .

Returning to the pistol-versus-revol- 
ver argument— for the third time—my 
own preferences would be: for general 
outdoor use— the single-action .45 re­
volver, because of its entire reliability 
and effectiveness under trying condi­
tions. For extremely dangerous coadi- 
tions, a short-barreled double-action re­
volver, in a box-fit holster worn plumb 
in front— right on the belt buckle, where 
there's no question of having to fumble 
with the opening of one's jacket. The 
caliber of this gun, too, would be .45. 
The .38 will kill; so will the .32; so 
will the .22 long rifle cartridge— if they 
hit right. But there's no question about 
the ,45. If it hits at all, it suffices. And 
if it misses, its roar is apt to gain the 
man who is firing time for another shot.

It is among city people, it seems to 
me, that the automatic pistols come into 
their own; city people and target shots. 
The automatic, being flattish in shape, 
is easier to carry inconspicuously; the 
small varieties fit the vest-pocket like
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the old derringer, and fire up to ten 
shots. Then again, automatics have al­
ways struck me— contrary to the gen­
eral impression— as being much safer 
than revolvers, considered as house- 
weapons. A revolver is either loaded 
or unloaded; if it is unloaded, it cannot 
be made ready for use within a reason­
able time; if it is loaded, it can be fired 
by any child or fool who can pull the 
trigger. An automatic pistol can be 
fully loaded; but in order to fire it, the 
slide must be pulled back and released 
before pulling the trigger does any 
harm. The process takes only a sec­
ond ; but the average child lacks strength 
to work the slide; and the adult who 
knows enough to work the slide, gener­
ally knows enough not to touch the 
weapon unless he intends to fire it.

My own favorite gun, in my own 
particular circumstances, is the .45 auto­
matic Colt, with partridge sights. It's a 
good target-gun, in the first place; accu­
rate, and without the terrific recoil of 
the revolvers of the same caliber ; and 
the ammunition is cheap, when bought

through the National Rifle Association. 
Then again, one feels that one is using 
a practical weapon— which is not the 
case when one practices with .22 caliber 
handguns. Finally, it is a safe and ef­
fective weapon to leave in a bureau 
drawer.

On the other hand, I ’ve a .38 Smith 
and Wesson special, with a six-inch bar­
rel, that I would hate like sin to give 
up; the most perfectly balanced re­
volver, with the smoothest double-action 
1 ever------

Well, there goes my allotted time, and 
nothing settled about the pistol-revolver 
controversy, even in my own mind. I 
think the hardest thing for a gun crank 
to talk about, is guns. One has so 
much to say, that one doesn't say any­
thing.

However, the subject's now open to 
the meeting. If any of the boys want 
to argue it at the Round-up— why, I'll 
referee and keep the peace.

Well, gents, Buckley has spoken. 
What do you say?

BIG LAKE TROUT

ENORM OUS lake trout are taken in Lake Athabasca in northern Canada.
The trout in this lake and the lakes near by run from fifty to eighty pounds. 

They are mostly taken in nets, of course, but may be caught on rod and line in 
deep fishing. They fight hard and afford good sport to the angler who does not 
insist on fly fishing. Tens of thousands of pounds of these trout are now shipped 
all over the world by the Canadian canneries.

TWO DIE IN SNOWSLIDE

TW O men were believed to have perished on March 29 when fifty men were 
caught in a snow slide near Bridal Veil in Provo Canon, near Provo, Utah. 

All but two were rescued. The men were at work clearing the road of a debris 
caused by a slide the day before, when the snow crashed down. A  bridge across 
the Provo River at Bridal Veil was wrecked, and a part of the Denver & Rio 
Grande Railroad tracks was covered with tons of snow.



Miss Helen Rivers, who conducts this department, will see to it that you will be 
able to make friends with other readers, though thousands of miles may separate you. 
It must be understood that Miss Rivers will undertake to exchange letters only be­
tween men and men, boys and boys, women and women, girls and girls. Letters 
will be forwarded direct when correspondents so wish; otherwise they will be an­
swered here. Be sure to inclose forwarding postage when sending letters through The 
Hollow Tree.

W E’VE ridden some distance this 
dazzling August morning and 
though we got an early start, 

thinking to beat the sun, it stole up on 
us and seems to be concentrating 
pretty much on Monte and me. W e’re 
moving along slow and deliberatelike, 
but we both have our eyes on a cool, 
inviting spot ahead, a spot where there’s 
plenty of shade with green grass and a 
cool stream near by.

While Monte contentedly browses I ’ll 
see what the Gangsters have to say to 
us to-day.

D ear M iss R ivers: I am just a plain 
old cow boy and have no schooling, but I have 
a good ranch in Texas and one in Oregon. 
They are large ones for this day and time, a 
one-hundred-and-cighty-thousand-acre one in 
Texas, and sixty-three thousand acres in Ore­
gon. M y home is in Texas, and any one 
that would like to pay me a little visit any 
time now or later is sure welcome. The 
only drawback is that I am a bachelor, and 
have no women to wait on you unless the 
foreman will let his w ife and girls do it. 
But if there is a family or a brother who 
wants a vacation tell them to write me and 
I will make them more than welcome. I am 
twenty-eight years old, and am always lonely 
fo r  company. It will cost them nothing so 
long as they are just square shooters.

T exas J ack D aeton.
Care o f  The Tree.

“ Aeria” Findley, Sulphur Springs 
Station, Tampa, Florida, wants to hear 
from sisters seventeen years old in any 
State, “especially from motherless girls 
like me,”  she says.

“ If any one wants to know about 
Canada or Newfoundland write me and 
I ’ll do my best,” promises “ Bud”  Collett, 
No. 4713 Dover Street, Chicago, Illi­
nois.

Any brother on a ranch need a man 
about thirty as companion or helper? 
If you do get in touch with Highland 
Jack, care of The Tree. Brother Jack 
says he can cook and is pretty handy 
around a place.

Sisters who want real newsy letters 
from England write to Flora Barclay 
Young, Rylstone, Cliff Place, Bispham, 
Blackpool, England. She lives in a 
“ well-known, bright, and breezy holiday 
resort.”

Another English sister, Alice Hoy- 
land, would like letters from America. 
“ My dad was ill for a long time before 
he died and I never got much chance to 
go about and make friends,”  this Gang­
ster writes. Letters will reach her at 
No. 151 Whitham Road, Broomhull, 
Sheffield, England.

“ I ’m just a lonely widow in my
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forties,”  Mrs. Evelyn H. Smith tells 
us, “ who would be so happy to receive 
some big fat letters from other women, 
and who would have a jolly time an­
swering them.” Her address is No. 8 
Manhattan Avenue, New York.

Harriet Estes wants to know if some 
twenty-year-old sisters will fill her mail 
box. She lives at No. 1597 Jack Street, 
San Francisco, California, and would 
like to hear from distant States.

Letters from real people from Texas 
to California and in foreign countries 
are wanted by H. M. Allen, care Zieg­
ler, 728 Barry Avenue, Chicago, Illi­
nois. He says he’ll answer all.

Get your pens ready, brothers, and 
spread some cheer.

D ear M iss R ivers : I ’m a railroader work­
ing out o f Chicago, and I ’m somewhat o f 
a drifter fo r  all my youth. I served thirty 
months in the United States air service, 
twenty-two months across. Dad, mother, 
and my only sister died during the flu epi­
demic o f  1918, so I became a wanderer, a 
boy without anything definite in view except 
to forget. I wonder how many o f  you have 
ever tried to forget a sorrow like that? Fm 
sure your efforts have been in vain. I 
have some spare time, and any one who 
writes me on almost any subject will get an 
answer. Bob L.

Care o f  The Tree.

Step right forward, some of you sis­
ters who want a pal across the pond.

D ear M iss R ivers : I am twenty-two years 
old and would like very much to hear from 
Gangsters in M exico or in New York, or 
from a real ranch girl, if any would care 
to write to me. Fm going to see a real rodeo 
at the British Empire Exhibition, and it will 
be doubly interesting to me because I have 
learned so much about the W est from  the 
W estern Story M agazine. It’s a ripping 
magazine, and The H ollow  Tree is always 
friendly and cheerful. Yours in anticipation,

U nion Jack .

I ’ll forward letters to Union Jack.

“ I ’ve been in the navy, have farmed, 
herded sheep, punched cattle, trapped,

hoboed, and made a great many cross­
country hikes and auto tours through 
the western United States. Is anybody 
interested? Come on, Gang, swap ex­
periences. I’ll assure every one who 
writes a prompt answer,”  says Ray Bol- 
mann. His address is 669 Holton 
Street, Milwaukee, Wisconsin.

A. E. Pope, Box 565, Winter Haven, 
Florida, wants to hear from Gangsters 
all over the world, especially sign 
painters. He’ll be glad to give any in- 
.formation about his State.

“ I have my button. Have you?”  
says Mrs. Bertha M. Buckley, Box 543, 
Ocean Park, California.

Remember, Gangsters, twenty-five 
cents in stamps or coin sent to The 
Hollow Tree, Western Story Magazine, 
79 Seventh Avenue, New York, will 
bring you either the button style to 
be worn in the coat lapel, or the pin. 
In ordering be sure to state which 
you want.

Eduardo Hoffman is planning a trip 
to South America and hopes some Gang­
ster who’d like to make the trip with 
him will write to him. He’s eighteen 
years old and his address is Neoga, Illi­
nois.

The Wistful Kid, a mountain boy of 
seventeen, would like to correspond with 
Westerners his age. Write to him in 
care of the Tree.

“ If any one wants to know the best 
hunting and fishing places in Oregon, 
Washington, and California I ’m right 
here to give information,”  writes Rus­
sell Taylor, 1876 Irving Avenue, San 
'Diego, California.

Julia Stahl, fourteen-year-old sister 
of the Tree, wants lots and lots of let­
ters from girls her age, anywhere.

A  Texas Gangster, Margaret Dillard,
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is suffering acutely from an empty 
mail box. Can any of you seventeen- 
year-old sisters relieve this condition? 
Send letters to No. 79 Gillis Street, 
San Angelo, Texas.

More cheer needed, brothers.

Dear M iss R ivers: I am very lonely and 
unhappy. I have my father, mother, three 
sisters, and five brothers to support; have 
done so since I was fifteen years old, and I 
am now  eighteen. I work at the largest 
hotel in Superior, and the hours are long. 
It would cheer me up a lot if  The Gangsters 
w ould write me, and I will answer all the 
letters I receive. K ermit W ick.

Twenty-first Street and Avenue, Supe­
rior, W is.

D ear Ga n g : I am twenty years old and 
have lived on good old Puget Sound most 
o f my life. I am strictly an outdoor man, 
and I have done lots o f  hunting, fishing, and 
camping out.

I ’d like to exchange letters with any one 
anywhere. I can give information about 
farming, logging, hunting, and fishing on 
Puget Sound. T w o hour’s walk from here 
there is good deer and bear hunting, and it 
is only one hour’s ride on the boat to Seat­
tle, so a person can enjoy the city, or virgin 
forest, any day. I don’t think there is a

better place on earth to live. I f  there is I ’d 
like to see it.

L eo A rmstrong.
P. 0 . B ox 513, Charleston, Wash.

It’s about time for Monte and me to 
be getting on before he literally eats his 
head off. One last look into the Hollow 
before we start. Well, if we didn’t pull 
out a poem. It’s from a sister whose 
letter drew over three hundred replies.

TO THE HOLLOW TREE GANG
I wish I were able to write to you all,

It’s more than I can undertake,
Yet I don’t want a single one o f you to think 

Our Hollow Tree club is a fa k e ;
W e try to live up to our motto “be kind,”  

And send out a word o f  good cheer,
To all who need sympathy, com fort, or joy, 

All through the long days o f  the year.
So even though I cannot answer each one 

I want all the leaves on our Tree 
T o  know I received all their letters, each one, 

And I’m just as pleased as can b e ;
I hope I have done just a little to help 

T o  banish some clouds in the sky,
So wishing all H ollow  Tree members good 

luck,
I ’ ll finish by saying good-by.

L aura K olbe.

I guess we’ll have to forgive her; 
eh, sisters?
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CHIEF OF SHASTA TRIBE PASSES AWAY

BOGUS TO M ,” the oldest Indian citizen of Siskiyou County, California, re­
cently died at the age of one hundred and five years. Bogus Tom’s civilian 

name was Tom Smith, and he was born in 1818. He was chief of the Shasta 
tribe of Indians and at one time was chief of all Californian Indians. As chief 
of all California tribes he appeared in 1852 at Sacramento, when peace treaties 
with the government were signed.

***
CATTLE MALADY BARS EXPORTS

D E C A U S E  of the foot and mouth disease prevalent in sections of California, 
hay and straw exports are prohibited. A vessel which a short time ago left 

Tacoma, Washington, for the Hawaiian Islands, carried an immense cargo of 
hay from Washington and Oregon fields. On account of the embargo on hay 
and forage in California, Northwest ranchers have been enabled to pull themselves 
out o f tight financial situations. The demand for hay was smaller than for years, 
with a falling price. Now the major part of the hay crop has been disposed of, 
with prospects of all surplus being contracted for by Hawaiian feeders.



"Where To Go and
How To 

Get 
There

Jofm  JVorth

It is our aim in this department to be of genuine practical help and service to those 
who wish to make use of it. Efron’t hesitate to write to us and give us the opportunity 
of assisting you to the best of our ability.

Address all communications to John North, care of WESTERN STORY MAGA­
ZINE, 79 Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y.

THE NATIONAL PARKS OF CAN AD A-ALGONQUIN 
PROVINCIAL PARK

T HIS immense public playground, 
known as the “park of a thou­
sand lakes,”  is perhaps one of 

the most easily accessible of the wonder 
places on this continent, some of which 
are separated from the large centers of 
population by long distances, so that, like 
the finest fruits, they are often out of 
lieach. Algonquin Park, however, while 
it is just as wild and rugged and untamed 
as the far-distant ones, has the added ad­
vantage of being in the heart of the 
eastern and middle-western sections of 
the United States and Canada.

This great refuge of enchantment 
covers nearly four thousand square 
miles in the Highlands of Ontario, about 
two hundred miles north of Toronto, 
and is served by the Canadian National 
Railways from all parts on both sides of 
the border. It is a forest-clad territory 
in every sense of the word, a virgin wil­
derness of primeval charm, with an end­
less variety of. limpid lakes, nearly fif­
teen hundred of them according to the

count, rushing streams that grow into 
big rivers before reaching their jour­
ney’s end, spreading out into lakes at 
various points dotted with numerous 
green islands, or contracting into narrow 
waterways that course through millions 
of acres of pine and balsam and spruce.

The fisherman and the canoeist are 
perhaps the ones who enjoy this park 
more than others, for the canoeist can 
travel hundreds of miles in his light 
craft over tranquil tree-fringed lakes 
connected by deep, still water channels, 
while the game fish that abound in many 
varieties o f species and of remarkable 
size, attract anglers from all parts of the 
continent. From the various stations of 
the Canadian National Railways, which 
runs through the park by a route of mag­
nificent scenery, access may be had to 
many fine canoe routes, camping places 
and fishing streams, while those who 
plan to camp under their own canvas 
step into a canoe right at the door of ^ae 
of these little stations and after a short
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paddle find an enchanting site, un­
marred by the hand of man, yet within 
easy reach of the park stores and ho­
tels, where they can camp undisturbed, 
except for the light footstep of a wild 
animal, the splash of sportive bass or 
trout, or the song of birds.

Good roads are being constantly ex­
tended through the bush, and the oppor­
tunities for those who hunt with the cam­
era to get good pictures of wild life at 
close range are many, as one cannot walk 
for half an hour from camp or hotel 
without coming across the natives of the 
woods. The busy beaver is particularly 
industrious and prolific here and has fol­
lowed the numerous rivers for hundreds 
of miles, until he is now to be found in 
sections that he had never favored in 
former days. This, of course, is due to 
the fact that he is fully protected, as the 
whole territory of the park is preserved 
as a breeding ground and sanctuary for 
wild animals. Besides the beaver, there 
are otter, mink, marten, fisher, raccoon, 
lynx, fox, ermine, muskrat and some 
of the larger fur-bearing animals. 
Moose are quite numerous and may 
often be photographed as they are feed­
ing, while deer are so abundant that they 
overflow the boundaries and replenish 
the hunting grounds beyond, where 
many an exciting hunt takes place each 
year.

The days are unusually long here, with 
warm, balmy sunshine and in the eve­
ning a glowing wood fire is comforting, 
as is also a good blanket on one’s bed, for 
the nights are cool. No one is permitted 
to hunt or to take firearms into the park, 
but there is good hunting close 
by, near the edge of the park, which 
is not fenced in, and is a natural 
breeding ground for all forms of wild 
game. The fees of guides are regulated 
by law, so that there is no overcharging 
for this service. Licenses of course must 
be obtained, both for fishing in the park 
and for hunting on the outside, and are 
supplied by the superintendent.

Small islands and parcels of land of 
not more than two acres may be leased 
for camp or cottage sites, subject to the 
park regulations. Complete camping 
and canoe outfits can be rented on ar­
rival and all provisions are carried by 
the stores, so that it is not necessary to 
burden one’s self with luggage or 
equipment other than clothing, as every 
requirement can be met with at the out­
fitting stores.

Those who want to be in the wilder­
ness and yet enjoy all the creature com­
forts and social companionship can find 
all they desire in the hotels, while there 
are groups of log cabins for family par­
ties, with central lodges where they may 
dine on their return from the long tramp 
or the fishing trip, and many comfortable 
camps where the visitor is always wel­
come.

CAMPING OUT IN ARKANSAS
D ear M r. N orth : M y pal and I are going 

to Arkansas to camp. W hich county is best 
for camping? Please suggest clothes, grub, 
traps, firearms, fishing tackle. W hat is best 
for shelter— shack or tent, or what? Are 
licenses fo r  trapping, hunting, and fishing 
necessary? Corwin Gardner.

St. Louis, Mo.

You will find a good country for your 
purposes in the Arkansas Ozarks, in the 
western part of the State. I would sug­
gest. trying along the upper White 
River, Little Red River, Ouachita, Buf­
falo Creek, or on the Arkansas bottoms 
— on the bottoms you would do well to 
have a small shanty boat— and trip along 
down, say from Muskogee, Oklahoma, 
or Fort Smith, Arkansas. For clothing, 
army or other outing clothes, woolen 
knickers, spiral puttees, long stockings—  
cotton and woolen— heavy shoes, laced 
boots, rubber boots for use on the bot­
tom lands, brimmed hat, heavy woolen 
and light cotton shirts, for use according 
to various weather conditions. Then you 
require a cooking outfit, woolen blankets 
and canvas waterproof tarps. Choose 
the kind of grub you are accustomed to
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eating at home, in so far as practicable. 
You will probably have to figure on raw 
materials to the extent of two pounds 
per day per man. A  squirrel rifle and 
bird shotgun— a 25-20 rifle and a dou­
ble-barrel 20 gauge shotgun—will be 
serviceable. For fishing tackle, take a 
bass casting rod, free-running spool reel, 
seventy-five yard line, bass fly rod, with 
automatic reel, enamel line, bass flies,

baits, lures, and bait hooks. For shelter, 
a wall-tent, seven by nine, with a small 
cook stove would be useful, or you could 
build a shack of poles, cvering it with 
roofing paper or felt. Very often you 
can find a board shack or old house that 
will serve your purpose. You need li­
censes for hunting and trapping. Apply 
for particulars to State Game and Fish 
Commission, Little Rock, Arkansas.

IN NEXT WEEK’S ISSUE:

THE WHITE-FACED BUZZARD
A  N O V E L

By GEORGE GILBERT
Nemesis assumes strange forms— but perhaps the crudest of all is when 

she takes the trail in the guise of a buzzard.

Alone with a Spade
By HUGH F. GRINSTEAD

Here is where the proverbial crook psychology is proven true.

WITH WHANG LEATHER HOBBLES
By PAUL ELLSWORTH T P  I EM

Even rodents are of some use.

OTHER GOOD STORIES BE SURE TO ORDER YOUR COPY IN ROMANCE



This department is offered free of charge to our readers. Its purpose Is to aid 
them in getting in touch with persons of wnom they have lost track.

While it will be better to use your name in the notice, we will print your request 
“ blind”  if you prefer. In sending ‘ ’blind” notices, you must, of course, give us your 
right name and address, so that we can forward promptly any letters that may come 

tor you. We reserve the right to reject any notioe that seems to us unsuitable.
It  it «an be avoided, please de not send us a “ General Delivery” post-office address, for experience has proved that 

those persons who are not specific as to address often have mail that we send them returned to us marked “ not found.” 
It would bo well, also, to notify us of any change in your address.

Now, readers, help those whose friend? or relatives are missing, as you would like to be helped if you were in a similar 
position.

W A R N I N G . — >Do not forward money to any one who sends you a letter or telegram, asking for money “ to get home,”  et 
cetera, until you are absolutely certain that the author of such telegram or letter is the person you are seeking.

M U R P H Y ,  A .  E., or A G N E S .—Please send me your new 
address, Charles Heath, P . 0- Box 31, Attalla, Alabama,

BR O W N , A R T H U R  F R A N C IS . — He has not been heard 
of since 1912, when he was seen In Manchester, New Hamp­
shire. He is blind, and usually travels alone with a cane 
to guide him. He sells pencils and cards. Ho was bom  
in Burlington, Vermont, in 1895. He has a brother, Edgar 
Bryant Todd, or Brown, who has been missing since 1909. 
Their mother is anxious to hear from them, and any help­
ful information w ill be appreciated. Mrs. C. Brown, Route 
2, Howningtown, Pennsylvania.

WILSON. IVEY.— She is seventeen years o f  age, and was 
last heard of in the Washington Children's Home in Seattle, 
Washington, in 1915. Information will be appreciated by 
her brother Elmer Wilson, Astoria, Oregon.

F R O S T,  A R T H U R . — He has been missing since 1915. Hifl 
uscle is anxious to hear from him. Arthur Turner, R. F. 
B . 3, Erie, Pennsylvania.

B E A T T Y ,  J O H N .— He married Sarah Burton, and in 1906 
they left Buffalo, New York, and went to England. In 1909 
he returned to Buffalo, while he left his wife in London. 
She has never heard from him since. He is about sixty- 
five years o f age, and it  is believed that his relatives live 
in Chicago, Illinois. His wife, who is living in Australia, 
is anxious to hear from him. Send information to Mrs. 
John Beatty, care of this magazine.

J A C K S O N ,  W I L L I E . — He is forty-five years of age, and 
was living in  Phoenix, Arizona, about five years ago. Any 
information w ill be appreciated by Ed Buff aloe, Palacios, 
Texas.

F E R N A N D E S ,  T O N Y . — He is twenty-five years o f  age, 
and was last heard of in June, 1920. His mother is anx­
ious to hear fiom  him. Mrs. J. Fernandes, Box 431, Fresno, 
California.

D IC K S O N ,  J A C K . — Please write to me. I am worded.. 
Grace.

A L L E N ,  A L E X  C O N R A D .— He is a sailor, and is sta­
tioned on a boat that belongs to the Pacific fleet. I re­
ceived your letter sept from Bremerton, Washington, on 
December 26, 1923, after three months' delay. We left 
the old address about three years ago. I answered your 
letter at once, but it was returned. I am anxious to 
hear from you. Jessie M. B ., oare of this magazine.

F U L L E R T O N . —-My name is Richard Fullerton. I was 
born in Chelsea, Massachusetts, about 1904 or 1905. I  am 
sure that my last name Is Fullerton, but I am not certain 
about the first name. When I was about one year of age 
my father took me away with my sister, Eva. We went 
to Methuen, Massachusetts, where he left me to board, 
after paying my way for one week. The name of the 
family was Berryman. He left with my sister, and I have 
never heard 'rom  him since. I would like to hear from 
my parents or their relatives. Richard Fullerton, 24 C hai­
ning Avenue, Providence, Rhode Island.

M c G IN N IS ,  G E O R G E .— He is tall and slender, with fair 
complexion, and is fifteen years o f age. Please write or 
come home. Mother, Box 331, Baker, Montana.

R U B A G E .  E D .— He left Albany, Now York, about seven 
years ago. When last board from he was working in a 
lumber camp in Michigan. He has dark hair and eyes, 
and is five feet eight inches in height Mr. Rub age's 
mother died on December 6, 1923, and his relatives are 
anxious to get in touch with him. Please help in find­
ing him and send information to Mrs. J. Banner, 119 
Willow Street, Rensselaer, New York.

B U R K H A R D T ,  F R E D A . — Please write to Grace Barry, 
Box 597, Pierre, South Dakota,

S M I T H ,  J I M .— He is fourteen years of age, and was liv­
ing in Huntsville. Alabama, with his aunt when last heard 
of. His brother would like to hear from him. R. L. 
Smith, Coachella, California.

DO L IN ,  M A R G I E ,  of Huntington Avenue, Boston, Massa­
chusetts. Please send your new address to Walter G., care 
of this magazine.

P E R R Y ,  Mrs. M E L V I N .— Please write to Miss Bobble, 
1610 North Sixth Street, Albuquerque, New Mexico.

COG H I L L ,  IA N  D E L O S ,— His mother is anxious to hear 
from him and will welcome information. Mrs. A. C. Cog- 
h lll. Box 427, Omaha, Nebraska.

T H I E L E ,  F R E D E R I C K . — He is fifty-eight years of age. 
He was bom  in Germany, and was last heard of in  Salon, 
Massachusetts, in 1901. He is a fisherman, and 1b believed 
to have a partner named Merchant. Please send any he$F- 
ful information to his nephew, Frederick Thiele, Seaman’s 
Mission, 64 Hudson Street, Hoboken, New Jersey.

C O L L IN S ,  C H A R L E S . — He worked ftr the Ford Metor
Company in Detroit, Michigan, in 1922. His daughter, 
June, is anxious to secure his present address. H. V. C,, 
care of this magazine.

M AC O M B, W I N I F R E D . —There is a latter being held f#r 
you at General Delivery, Detroit, Michigan. No matter 
what happens, I love you. Please write. Mother. Y»u 
can write in care ef this magazine, if you wish.

W I L L I A M S ,  M O L L Y ,  or M A R Y . — Please communicate
with your sister Louise, 547 Second Avenue, San Franeiaeo, 
California.

J O H N S O N , W I L L I A M  B.— He served with the Eighth 
Cavalry at Fort Bliss, Texas. His eld army pal is anx­
ious to hear from him. John A ., care of this magazine.

TIMMONS, CH AR LE S— He lived in Medford, Oregon,
before the war. Please write C. Bishop, 330 West Vine 
Street, Stockton, California.

W E L L S ,  W1LBOR O R V I L . — Last heard of In 1907. His 
brothers and sisters are very anxious to hear from him, and 
any one knowing his present address will confer a favor 
by writing IViSvard Wells, Route 3, Malta Bend, Missouri.

T H O M P S O N ,  NORA and T E D . — Last heard of in St. 
Louis, Missouri. Please write J. D. Prather, Station D, 
St. Joseph, Missouri.

J A Y ,  IR E N E .— She is eighteen years o f age, and lived 
in Fort Worth, Texas, a short time ago. Her present ad- 
dres is desired by S. Rozell, U. S. S. “ Moody,”  No. 277, 
San Diego, California.

S M I T H ,  CHARLES.— He was a corporal at the Base Hos­
pital at Waco, Texas. Please write your old buddy, Sam 
Moore, 507 Fairview Avenue, Lansing, Michigan.

BOX, F L O R A .—Last heard of in Oklahoma in 1923. 
Her present address is desired by R. Corona, 532 North 
Sixth Street, Martin’ s Ferry, Ohio.

D E L L M E T E R ,  W I L L I A M ,  also known as Y O R K . — He left
Birmingham, Alabama, the first part of 1921. His present 
address is desired by his friend, Harvey McCoy, 19 West 
Main Street, Columbus, Ohio.

H A W K ,  O R TO N  L E W I S . — He is sixteen years of age, 
five feet four inches in height, with hazel eyes and brown 
hair. He was in Texas in January, 1924. His mother is 
worried about him, and will welcome any news. Mrs. Lulu 
Frost, Cruce, Oklahoma.

S H E A R ,  R A M O N A .— Please write. We are both at horae. 
Ted and Albert, of North Carolina.

H O W A R D , F R E D D A . — Formerly a nurse in the Gulden
State Hospital, of Los Angeles, California. Please write J. 
H. W ., care of this magazine.

H U L C E ,  L E O N .— Please write and let me know where 
you are. I am living in Portland, Michigan. Ben.

N A G L E ,  W I L L I E . — I have found Mamie and Charles. I  
am sorry, but it  does not worry me. Write me in care of 
this magazine. Sister Kitty.

HO I T T ,  HAZEL, formerly of Lynn, Massachusetts.— Her 
present address is desired by Carl Cone, 293 West Eleventh 
Street, New York City.

M I T C H E L L ,  A R T H U R . —He was last heard of about ten 
years ago. His cousin, Verne Powest, is anxious to hear 
from him. Address, Box 1207, care of Miss E. Davis,
Casper, Wyoming.

E F F I E . — Please write and send your address. Howard.
C A R LS O N ,  A N D Y . —Last heard of in British Columbia in 

1905. He had been in Alaska, and was planning to go 
again. Send information to Ed Johnson, Box 418, Deer 
Lodge, Montana.

B L A C K ,  J O H N  E.— He is also known as Charles Gold. 
He was in California in 1912. Please write Dollie, care of 
this magazine.

M U R R E Y ,  C H A R L E S .—Please write your old pal of the
Cherry Valley Logging Company. Joe, care of this maga­
zine.



W A R D ,  D A V I D . — He is about sixty-seven years of age, 
medium height, with dark-brown hair and gray eyes. His 
mother w ill appreciate any information. Mrs, Farley, 10 
Elm Street, Chatham, Ontario, Canada.

M IN K S ,  N E L L I E  or E L L A . — She is five feet seven inches 
in height, with dark hair and blue eyes, and is absut forty 
years of age. She was living in Appleton, Illinois, in 1906. 
Please write your niece, Mrs. Betty Oldenburg, 321 Elliott 
Street, Kewanee, Illinois.

FOLEY, JAMES.—He is seventeen years o f age, and was 
adopted when he was eight years of ago from the Harrison 
Avenue Home in Boston, Massachusetts. Please send in­
formation to his sister, Anna Foley, 57 Tudor Street, South 
Boston, Massachusetts,

C L A R K ,  G E O R G E  and ROSE.— Last heard of in  Spencer-

g»rt. New York. Their present address is desired by 
eatrlee, care of this magazine.
D A N I E L S ,  W A L T E R ,  of Kennett, Missouri,— Please write 

your daughter and send her your correct address. Mrs. 
Luaille Neathery, Holly Bidge, Louisiana.

G R A H A M ,  E U G E N E  E M I L Y . — He is eighteen years of 
•age, and joined the navy in Indianapolis, Indiana, in Sep­
tember, 1921. Everything is ail right at home. Please 
write for your mother’ s sake. Your uncle, Edman W ag­
goner, 313 College Street, Louisville, Kentucky.

M E Y E R S ,  M A R G U E R I T E ,  who lived with Mrs. Yana 
Young near San Pedro Park, San Antonio, Texas, in 1919. 
They axe both asked to communicate with me at once. 
Sergeant L., care of this magazine.

A T T E N T I O N . — I would like to get in touch with a young 
lady who worked as a telegraph operator in Donaldsonville, 
Louisiana, in the fall of 1922. I do not know her name, 
but I heard she had gone to New Orleans, Louisiana. She 
loaned me money when I landed in town without a cent, 
and I would like to repay her for her kindness. H. D. P ., 
care of this magazine.

WOODS, AUGUSTAVE.— He left his home in Virginia 
many years ago. His present address is desired by Maude 
Linder, 1004 South Harwood Street, Dallas, Texas.

S M A L L ,  E L I Z A B E T H . — She married John M istier in 1919. 
Her home is in Baltimore, Maryland, but she is believed 
to be living in Vancouver, British Columbia. Send infor­
mation to E. V ., care of this magazine.

S T A F F O R D ,  J O H N  A .— Last heard of two years ago in 
Nebraska. He is five feet tall, with brown eyes and hair, 
and is bald-headed. He is a barber by trade. His heart­
broken mother will be ’glad to receive any helpful informa­
tion. Mrs. M. A. Stafford, 875 Sill or Lill Avenue, Chi­
cago, Illinois.

B E A L L ,  B E A T R I C E .— She was living in Indiana about 
seventeen years ago. Please write Mrs. J. Hoevy, Boute 1, 
Box 230, Aurora, Colorado.

C O L L I E R ,  H E R M A N  F.— He is twenty-one years of age, 
five feet six inches in height, with blue eyes and brown 
hair. His last address was Clarkia, Idaho, where he worked 
for a lumber company. His mother is anxious to hear from 
him. Send information to Katherine Collier, Durand, W is­
consin.

RIC E. K E N N E T H  W A Y N E  .— Please write to your mother, 
Mrs. Leo Pixley, 15 Antoine Street, Grand Bapids, Michi­
gan.

G. W. C.—Please write or come home. We would be so 
glad to see you. We are all well. A lice Is moving to 
South Dakota this week. I have other important news for 
you. Marne, of Mlnnesota.

V I O L A .— Please write, for we are anxious to know if  you 
are quite all right. Father, 799 Broadway.

S C H W A R T Z ,  J A M E S .— Please write at once. Everything 
is ail right Address. Mae, 1004 East Jefferson Street, 
Louisville, Kentucky.

R I C K A R D ,  W I L L I A M  M A R T I N . — He worked in North 
Dakota about eight years ago. I have heard that he is in 
California. Send information to big old friend, P. J. T ., 
care of this magazine.

B U R K E T ,  P A T .— An old friend of your mother would like 
to hear from. you. Mrs. Clara Shaw, care o f  this maga­
zine.

A L L I S O N ,  F R A N K  G A R L A N D . — My mother died about 
thirty-eight years .tgo, and wo were placed in a Catholic 
orphanage in Los Angeles. California. Our names were 
Alice, Nellie, and Frank Allison. It is believed that our 
father may be going under the name of Harry Thornton. 
We would appreciate any information that would help us 
to find our father or his relatives. Mrs. W. J. T., care o f 
this magazine.

A S S M U S ,  F R I T Z .— He was bom  in Germany and came 
to the United States .when he was seventeen years of age. 
He is forty-eight years o f age. He was married in South 
Bend, Indiana, on Juno 2, 1904. to Lucy Lyon. He left 
his wife in 1910. He is a painter and - cabinet maker by 
trade. stepdaughter would like to hear from him.
Freda Assmus, 1923 Madison Street, Chicago, Illinois.

D A U G H E R T Y ,  Mrs. M A G G I E . — She is five feet four 
inches in  height, with blue eyes and light hair, and was 
living in Missouri in  1917. Her brother will appreciate 
information. W illie Cooper, Bartlesville, Oklahoma.

G O L D IE ,  MoA.— Please write and send your address. 
We have moved. Jane Wilson, care of this magazine.

S P L A I N E ,  J A C K . — He has blue eyes and light hair. He 
left Duluth early in  March for California. His present 
address is desired by E., care of this magazine.

B A IR D ,  C A P T A I N  M.— Last heard of in St. Louis, M is­
souri. His present address is desired by F . JEL Larmon, 
Camp 20, Fontana, California.

R O B E R TS ,  J O H N  N E L S O N .— He is sixty years of age, a 
machinist by trade, and was working for the Northern Pa- 
ciflo Ballroad about twenty-five years ago. He married a 
girl named Clark, at Brainerd, Minnesota, and they had 
cme son named Allan. Send information to C. A. Boberts, 
85 Qoeen Street, North Bay, Ontario, Canada.

G R E E N ,  C. E .— He has a daughter named Florencee, 
who is in the show business. He was last hoard of in 
Davenport, Iowa. His address is desired by Homer 
Meachum, 1218A N, Prairie Avenue, St. Louis, Missouri.

BR O W N , G E O R G E  N O R M A N .— Last heard of in Seattle.
Washington, in 1910, when he was on his way to Alaska. 
He is about fifty years o f  age. His son will appreoiate 
any helpful information. Arthur Norman Brown, Box 12, 
Moravia, Idaho.

O G L E,  Mrs. H A R R Y .— Please write your old friend of 
the Good Samaritan Hospital. I  have good news for you. 
Mrs. J. A. McKinnon.

R O DGER S, W O O D B R I D G E  A.— He waa discharged from 
the army in 1870, and left hia home about fifty-five years 
ago. He was last heard of at Ten Mile Hill. South Caro­
lina, where he was working for a man called Colonel H. 
His sister is anxious to hear from him. Send information 
to M. Smith, 36 Pospect Street, Georgetown, Massachu­
setts.

M A R S H A L L ,  J O H N  W I N T H R O P . —  He is twenty-five 
years of ago, five feet eight inches in height, wkh dark 
curly hair. He left Portland, Oregon, for California about 
two years ago. Hi* brother would appreciate information. 
Hallet Pat Marshall, care of this magazine.

P I N C H A S I K ,  L O U IS .— He was known in 1914 as Louis 
Perryn. He loft home in November, 1914, and was last 
heard of early in 1915 in  Dayton, Ohio. He 13 twenty-eight 
years of age, five feet four inches in height, with dark- 
brown hair. His parent: are grieved over Ms absence, and 
will welcome any inforrr.tion. Samuel Il-.chasik  176 New­
port Avenue, Brooklyn, New York.

S M I T H ,  W I L L I A M  R.— He is five feet seven Inches in 
height, with blue eyes and brown hair, and is forty-eight 
years of age. The top of his left ear is missing. He waa 
discharged from U. S. D. B. at Fort Leavenworth, Kansas, 
in July, 1922. He is asked to write or come home at 
once, as his wife is heartbroken over his absence. Any in­
formation as to his present whereabouts will be appreciated 
by his wife, Mrs. Flora Smith, 318 Delaware Street, Leaven­
worth, Kansas.

W A T K I N S ,  JO H N  F.— He is twenty-one years of ago, 
five feet eight inches in height, with dark complexion. 
His former home waa in Fargo, North Dakota. He has 
been missing since January, 1924. Hia present address is 
deeired by bis wife, who is worried over his disappearance. 
Mrs. J. F. Watkins, 1131 North Wells Street, Chicago, Illi­
nois.

W E E K S ,  G E O R G E  M.— Last heard of at B ig Creek Mine, 
Camp 61, Fresno County, California. He wrote that he 
expected to go to Arizona or Mexico. His sister is anx­
ious to bear from him. Send information to Mrs. E. A. 
McCulley, 616 Pine Street, Klamath Falls, Oregon.

L U S T E R ,  R O B E R T  M.— Last heard of about twelve years 
ago in Big Valley, Canada. He is sixty years o f age, and
weighs about two hundred and twenty pounds. His nephew 
will appreciate information. B. Luster, 417 South Twenty- 
ninth Street, Herrin. Illinois.

R O GI,  or ROGGI,  G A M .—Last heard of in Spokane, 
Washington, in 1912. Any one who can give information 
about this man will confer a favor by writing his father, 
G. Soraggi, 200 First Street, Eureka, California.

A T T E N T I O N . — It Is. important that I hear from some 
of the boys that belonged to the Fourth F. A ., at Camp 
Shelby, Mississippi, or the Eighty-third F. A. at Fort 
Sill, Oklahoma. Frank Brand, Box 47-26302, Jefferson City, 
Missouri.

T O P P IN G ,  Mr*., or M O W B R A Y ,  Mrs. L E S L I E . — They
lived in Seattle, Washington, in 191$. Please send infor­
mation to Buth K ., care of this magazine.

C H R I S T I E ,  E L I Z A . — She married Charles Ehrstrom in 
1919, and they had one son, Leroy. They were living in 
Sioux City, Iowa, about two years ago. Her sister is anx­
ious to secure her present address. Mrs. Margaret Powell, 
Box 233, Osseo, Wisconsin.

N E I R ,  R O B E R T .— Y o u r  old pal of Douglas, Arizona, 
would like to hear from you. H .  D . ,  Box 641, Fort Ben-  
ning, Georgia.



M c C A R V IL L ,  J O H N .—He came from Prince Edward 
Island, and was last heard of in Colorado. He is a black­
smith by trade, and is about sixty-nine years old. His 
slater, Catherine, la anxious to hear from him. Mrs. 
Bryon Munson, P. 0. Box 95, East Pepper ell, Masachu- 
8etta.

W E R L E Y ,  H A R V E Y . — He is five feet eight inches in 
height, and is about tliirty-one years o f  age. He was sta­
tioned at Camp Eustis, Virginia, at one time. Please 
write to Gladys W ., care of this magazine.

W I L L E T S . — Sixteen years ago Samuel and Evangeline 
W illets were adopted from the orphans’ home in Pittsburgh, 
Pennsylvania, by a Mr. and Mrs. Thomas Redman. We 
were three and five years old at the time, and were told 
that our parents had lived in Brownsville, Pennsylvania. 
We are very anxious to hear from our parents or their 
relatives. W illiam  Redman, 1913 War wood Avenue, Wheel­
ing, West Virginia.

S C H M I T Z ,  L E O .— He Is the son of Anton Schmitz, and 
disappeared on the 2d of July, 1923, when he was working 
on a farm near Nebraska City. He la five feet eleven 
Inches in height, with light-brown hair and light com­
plexion. His father is anxious to hear from him, and will 
appreciate any information. Anton Schmitz, Route 1, Fort 
Creek, Nebraska.

F R A N K A R S K Y ,  F R A N C O I S E .—She is five feet tall, with 
blue eyes, blaok hair, and a lBfht complexion. She has 
a high-pitched voice, and is of German descent. It is be­
lieved that she is working In St, Louis, Missouri. Her 
preesent address Is desired by J. L. Buck, 41 Falea Street, 
Central Falls, Rhode Island.

A U S T E N ,  M I N N I E . — She lived In Gary, Indiana, then 
Chicago, Illinois. She has two sons. Ernest and Tamar. 
Please write to J. M., care o f  this magazine.

B O A T M A N . — About six years ago I heard that a man 
from Peace Valley, Missouri, was trying to find my grand­
father, Karl. I would like to hear from him In regard to 
this matter. Mrs. A. B. H ., care of this magazine.

C O N K E R N ,  or C O R K E R N ,  W I L L I A M .  K A T E .  E L I Z A ­
B E T H ,  P E T E R ,  and M A R G U E R I T E . — They live In a small 
town in Canada. Their nephew would like to hear from 
them. Gilbert Walton, Station 30, Rockhill, Connecticut.

M A K A N E ,  H O M E R ,  and S N E L S O N .  C L I F F O R O . — Homer 
was stationed at Camp Pike, Arkansas, and Clifford at Camp 
Grant, Illinois. Their old buddy would like to secure 
their present address. Chauncey Targer, Douglass, Kan­
sas.

L E A D  B E T T E R ,  G. W.— He is forty-two years of age, 
and was last heard of about twelve years ago In New 
York City. His brother is anxious to hear from him. 
Please send any helpful Information to G. Leadbetter, 5 
Washburn Street, East Lynn, Massachusetts.

BR O O KS  H IR O ,  M A T T I E  R O B E R T S O N .— My mother's 
maiden name was Mattie Robertson, and she married Seth 
Wade Brookshire. They lived in Texas. My father took 
me away from her, and I have been told she left Texas with 
a family named Williams. She was later beard of in 
Missouri. I  would like to hear from her or any one know­
ing her present address. Mrs. B. F. R., care of this 
magazine.

A T T E N T I O N . — I would like to find my father. I  was 
boro in Montana, and brought to Detroit, Michigan, when 
I  was eighteen months old. My sisters and I were raised 
uader the name of Berrette. Send Information to Mrs. F. 
H. Miller, 244 High Street East. Detroit, Michigan.

W A T T S ,  T H O M A S  D U D L E Y . — I have heard that my 
grandfather died .In Missouri several years ago, leaving a 
large estate. He has three grandchildren living in Illinois, 
but they have been too poor to Investigate the matter. 
Any information w ill be thankfully received by Melvin 
Watts, earo of this magazine.

F U L L E R ,  I S A B E L L E  and J U S T I N . — My mother's maiden 
name was Porter. W e were separated from our mother in Glens 
Falls, New York, when we were nine, seven, and five years 
of age. W e were left with a man by the name of George 
Pratt, of Riverside, near Charleston, New York. After a 
short time I was taken away by Silas Bennett. In 1902
my brother and sister left Mr. Pratt's home, and I have
never been able to find them. I would like to hear from
them, and w ill appreciate any information. I would also
like to hear from my Aunt Mary Porter, who married 
Albert Mason, in Massachusetts. Walter Fuller, 560 W ol­
cott Street, Waterbury, Connecticut

C A S E Y ,  J O H N  and D O U G L A S .— They were born and 
raised in Illinois. John Is about sixty, and Douglas is 
sixty-five. Their present address Is desired by L. A ., care 
of this magazine.

V O Y L E S ,  G E O R G E .— He left Evansville, Indiana, about 
twenty years ago. I would like to hear from him. Also 
George Norris, who lived in Georgia about fifty years ago. 
R. R., care of this magazine.

J E N S E N ,  A X E L . — He is six feet tall, about thirty-two 
y9ars o f age, and is of Danish descent. He has a scar 
near his right eye. His present address is desired by 
F. J., care o f this magazine.

H A R R IS ,  L L O Y D ,  or P I T T S ,  E D W A R D .-— Last board of 
in  Idaho In January, 1923. Please write to Floyd Fritz, 
Iowa Park, Texas.

G R A F ,  S T E L L A  and C A R L .— Please communicate with me 
at once. Marguerite Is in  a convent here. Address 725 
Gary Street. Norman,

G I L E S ,  E D W A R D ,  M A R I E ,  and E D I T H . — They are sU, 
eight, and thirteen years of age. They were taken away by the* 
father, Dug Giles, on the 10th of March, when their mother 
was ill. Mr. Giles is about forty-three years o f  age, sir 
feet tall, and weighs one hundred and forty pounds. 
He is a little round-shouldered, and his hair is turning 
gray. It is believed that he toek the children to Lebanon, 
Oklahoma. Their mother is ill with grief, and any Infor­
mation will be a blessing. Ella Ward, 1917 B  Street N. 
E., Ardmore, Oklahoma.

A T T E N T I O N . — I  would like to hear from any member 
o f Company E, Three Hundred and Twenty-fourth Infan­
try, or Company A, Thirty-fifth Battalion, U. S. Guards. 
W. A. Gatlin, care of this magaaUe.

ROACH, J A C K ,  M A R G U E R I T E ,  W I L L I A M ,  T H B M A S ,  
and E D W A R D .—They formerly lived in the mining district 
of Alabama. Any information will be appreciated by their 
slater, Ellen Roach Walton, Station 39, Bockyhill, Con­
necticut.

W IS E .— My name is Mary Wise, and I  have a brother, 
Lester Wise. He is nineteen and I am twenty -one. I was 
adopted when I was eleven months old by a family namM 
Bethard. They took me from the Allen Country Home in 
Lima, Ohio. I would like to hear from my parents or their 
relatives. Mary Wise Penrose, 23* Eleventh Street, Toledo, 
Ohio.

E D W A R D ,  B I L L . — He is six feet In height, with dark-
gray eyes and dark complexion. He is requested to write 
to Miss Mower, 448 North Minnesota, Wichita, Kansas.

SOL L TD  W, J O H N  and E L L A . — Last heard of about fbrty-
four years ago John was in Denver, Colorado, at the time. 
Send information to Mrs. Maude Wltteman, Route 8, Car­
thage, Missouri.

D O Y L E ,  J I M .— He is married, and it is believed that he 
lives in Pennsylvania. Patrick Doyle, his brother, and his 
niece, Mary, would be happy to hear from him at 1450 
West Sevententh Street, Chicago, Illinois.

T U T T L E ,  F R A N K ,  and his w ife — Their present address 
is desired by Frank Wancura, Route 3, Ludeil, Kansas.

J A M E S ,  W A L T E R  H E R B E R T . — Last heard of in Port­
land. Oregon, about sixteen years ago. He was expecting 
to go to Japan. Send information to Edna, care of this 
magazine.

C L A R K E ,  Mrs. C. A .— Her maiden name was Isabella
Aicken, and she formerly lived in Orange, New Jersey. 
Her brother, James, is anxious to hoar from her, care of 
this magazine.

ASK INS, VERNIL^— He is twenty years of age. with blue 
eyes and light-brown hair. He was in Tulsa, Oklahoma, 
in November, 1923. He is asked to write to M. Steed, 310 
North Cheyenne Street, Tulsa, Oklahoma.

V E C C H I ,  J O S E P H I N E ,  or W I L L I A M S ,  M A E . — She is
five feet tall, with bobbed hair, and was last heard of 1m 
Boston, Massachusetts. Send information to Mrs. William 
Young, care of this magazine.

EVERSON, HARRY.—He is twenty years of age, with
dark hair and eyes, and was in Fairmont, West Virginia, 
Dallas, Txas. Their present address is desired by B. G. R., 
Thornton, West Virginia.

H A N N A H .— There is very important busiaesa Please let 
me hoar from you at once. Samantha.

P R IC E .— I would like to  hear from the relatives of 
Catherine Price, who married Robert Ebden, of Wellington, 
England. They came to the United States and settled in 
Iowa. One sister, M .s. Ellen Price Phillips, also oame 
to this country, but her address is not known. Mrs. James 
Porter, Route 2, Box 7, Harrington, Delaware.

M E A D O W S .— I would like to hear from the relatives of 
Thomas and Hannah Meadows, wha left England for the 
United States about forty-se'en years ago. H. E. L., care 
of this magazine.

R IT C H E S O N ,  G E O R G E  B U F O R D  and E L L A . — Georgo 
was last heard of in Corpus Christ!, Texas, and Ella in 
Dallas, Texas. Their present address is desired by R. G. R ., 
care of this magazine.

M O R GAN, A N D R E W . — He is about fifty-eight years of 
age. He married Martha Taylor at Witts Springs, Arkansas. 
They separated in 1884. Any information will he appreci­
ated by his son, M., care of this magazine.

T A Y L O R . —I  would like to hear from the father of Eva 
Taylor. Mrs. G. H. Castle, 225 Twenty-fourth Street, SaD 
Bernardino, California.

B R IGGS , B. W A Y . — He is an iron worker and bridga 
builder, and formerly lived at 925 Mariner Street, Nor­
folk, Virginia. Please send your address to your old 
friend o f Norfolk, who is free now. Pennsylvania, caro 
of this magazine.



G. O . — I f  y o u  w rite  at o n ce , you  ca n  o b ta in  v a lu a b le  
in fo r m a t io n . “ Y o u  Know w h o ,”  m ea n t you . W e  lo v e  y o u  
a n d  w a n t y o u . M . A .  M „  o f  V ir g in ia .

W E IS S ,  J A M E S  f t .— I  h a v e  g o o d  n ew s f o r  you . I t  is  
very  im p o rta n t. P le a s e  w rite  a t o n ce . M ine. A n d e rso n , 
1124 M e c a n ic  A v en u e, G a lv eston , T ex a s .

F O Y,  FRANK.*— H e liv e d  n e a r  M a d is o n , W isc o n s in , w h en  
h e  w as a  hoy . H e  h a s  n o t  been  h eard  o f  f o r  a b o u t tw en ty  
years. H e  i s  in te re s te d  in  horses , a n d  u su a lly  w ork s o n  
ranches. H is  m o th e r  is  o ld  and  fa il in g  r a p id ly ,  a n d  Ilia 
s iste r  is  v e ry  a n x io u s  to f in d  h im . M rs'. A n n ie  L e a se , 8417 
S h erm a n  A v e n u e , M a d is o n , W isco n s in .

P O W E R S — V A N  A L S T 1 N E .— I  w o u ld  l ik e  to  fin d  o u t  
w h a t y ea r  Jan e P o w e rs  m a rr ie d  P e te r  V a n  A ls t in e . I t  i3 
be liev ed  th a t  they  w ere  m a r r ie d  n ear  A lb a n y , N ew  Y ork . 
P le a s e  s e n d  in fo r m a t io n  t o  M rs . C . B .  M .,  ca re  o f  th is  
m a g a z in e .

WOOOS. M A B E L ,  a n d  GR O S BY ,  W I L L I A M  a n d  J A N E .
I  w o u ld  l ik e  t o  h e a r  fro m  th em . A ls o  J o h n  a n d  E d ith  
S tokes. A r th u r  W o o d s , B o x  5 2 0 , W a lla  W a lia ,  W a sh in g ­
ton .

L A R S E N ,  G E O R G E  W A L D O .— H e  Is a n  e x -s o ld ie r ,  b la c k ­
sm ith , a n d  a r t is t , and  a c o lle c t o r  o f  rare p a in t in g s  and 
o ld  p rin ts . H e  w a s  g re a t ly  sa d d e n e d  by  h is  w ar e x p e r i­
ences, and  le f t  C h ica g o , I llin o is , in  1920 , f o r  W a sh in g to n , 
w it h  th e  in t e o t io n  o f  g o in g ' t o  A la sk a . A n y  in fo rm a tio n  as 
to h is  p re se n t w h ere a b o u ts  w il l  b e  a p p re c ia te d  b y  h is  
b ro k e n -h e a r te d  s iste r , M rs . M u r ie l  M c G u e k in , C ed a r O ak 
F arm , B e n to n  H a rb or , M ich ig a n .

S C H W A B ,  A R T H U R  H.— L a st  h o a rd  o f  in  N ew  H a m p ­
sh ire . P le a s e  w rite  to  y o u r  b ro th e r , C la re n ce  S ch w a b , B o x  
149 , P e ru , N ew  Y ork .

H U T C H i N S S N ,  W A L T E R . — He left Los Angeles for B is- 
bee, Arizona, in 1913. Any information as to his present 
whereabouts will he appreciated by G. W. Hutchinson. Box 
427. Huntsville- Ontario, Canada.

W IL S O N ,  W. J .— P le a s e  w r ite  y o u r  o ld  fr ie n d , A . J . 
C reed , J r .,  3 4 3 5 ^  N in th  A v e n u e , L o s  A n g e le s , C a lifo rn ia .

W E B B ,  Mrs. E L E A N O R . — S h e  w a s  l iv in g  in  R o se b u d , 
M o n ta n a , in  1920. H e r  s is te r  w ou ld  b e  h a p p y  to  h ear  
fro m  her. M rs . H u g h  C a rn ey , L ib e r t y v i l le ,  I ll in o is .

M c G U F F E Y .  W I L L I A M  H E N R Y . — H e  w ro te  m e  fro m  S a c ­
ra m en to , C a li fo r n ia ,  in  M a y , 1915 , th a t  h e  w as g o in g  to  
S a n  F r a n c is c o , and  fro m  th e re  to  A la sk a , and  I h ave  n o t  
h e a rd  f r o m  h im  s in c e . H e is  t h ir t y - fo u r  ye a rs  o f  a g e , 
w ith  b lo n d  h a ir , am i w e igh ed  a b o u t  one h u n d re d  and 
seventy  p ou n d s . H e  i s  i>n e le c t r ic ia n  b y  tra d e . I am  
w o rr ie d  a b o u t m y  s o n , and  in fo rm a tio n  w ill  b e  a p p rec ia ted . 
M rs. S . G if fo r d ,  818 P o p la r  S treet, A b ile n e ,  T exas.

R U G G L E S ,  F R A N K . — He left Massachusetts about twenty- 
seven years ago. His sister is anxious to hear from him. 
Mrs. L. Walker Ladwig, care of this magazine.

B A U M A N ,  H E L E N . — S h e  liv e d  in  A t la n t ic  C ity  in  1914. 
P le a se  w r ite  t o  your o ld  f r ie n d  o f  W a sh in g to n , C . C. 
C a m p b e ll, H e a d q u a rters , N in e te e n th  In fa n try , H o n o lu lu , 
H a w a ii .

D E N N I S O N . — I  w as b o rn  on  the 5th o f  M a y , 1901 , in  
N ew  Y ork  City, and w as p la ce d  in  th e  F o u n d lin g  H o sp ita l 
und er the n a m e o f  R a y m o n d  D en n ison . I  waB la te r  a d op ted  
b y  a G erm an  fa m ily  by  th e  nam e o f  W o lf ,  and  have c a r ­
r ied  th a t  n a m e  ever s in ce . I  w ou ld  b e  g ra te fu l  t o  any  
one w h o c o u ld  g iv e  m e in fo rm a tio n  a b o u t  m y  p a re n ts  or  
t h e ir  re la tiv es . I d o  n ot know  m y  fa th e r ’ s firs t  nam e. 
A t  the p re se n t tim e  I  am  s ta t io n e d  a t th e  C en tra l F ir e  
S ta t io n , F o r t  S am  H o u s to n , T e x a s , a s  I am  s t i l l  in  th e  
arm y. P le a s e  sen d  any in fo rm a tio n  t o  R a y m o n d  W o l f ,  in  
ca re  o f  th e  above  ad d ress .

W E A V E R ,  D A V I D . — H e  is  b e lie v e d  to  b o  t h e  la s t  su r ­
v iv in g  m e m b e r  o f  th e  o ld  M on tan a  g o ld  p rosp ectors  w ho 
b la ze d  the t r a il  w estw a rd  in  1864. H is  n ie c e  w o u ld  l ik e  
t o  h e a r  f r o m  h im . E d it h  C ook , R o u te  8 , B o x  20, T op ek a . 
K a n sa s .

A L L E N D O R F ,  E D W A R D . — H e  is  fiv e  f e e t  e ig h t  in ch e s  
in  h e ig h t, w it h  d ark  co m p le x io n , b lu e  eyes , and b la ck  cu rly  
h a ir . H e w e ig h s  a b o u t one h u n d red  a n d  s ix ty -f iv e  p ou n d s . 
I t  is  b e lie v e d  th a t  h e  is  l iv in g  in  S t . P a u l o r  M in n e a p o lis , 
M in n esota . H is  p resen t a d d re ss  is  d e s ire d  b y  R . C ., ca re  o f  
th is  m a g a z in e .

H E R T Z F E L D T ,  R A L P H . — H e  is  five  fe e t  n in e  in ch e s  in  
h e ig h t, w ith  ru d d y  c o m p le x io n  a n d  b lu e  eves, and a s ca r  
on  h is  lo w e r  l ip .  S e n d  in fo r m a t io n  to  C . C -, ca re  o f  th is  
m a g a z in e .

S T E N 8 T R Q M ,  L E W IS . — H e  is  t h ir t y - t w o  y ea rs  o f  age, 
w ith  l ig h t  co m p le x io n , and i s  a b ou t, s ix ' fe e t  In  h e ig h t. 
H e  h a s  a s is te r  na m ed  E d n a . T h e ift  x>resent a d d re ss  is  
d e s ire d  b y  t h e ir  u n c le , J o e  Isa a cso n , 21o M a c D o n a ld  A v e ­
n u e , R ic h m o n d , C a lifo rn ia .

M IL L E R ,  D O R O T H E A  and A R R A .— P le a s e  w rite  t o  m e  at 
o n c e . I  a m  w orrier! a b o u t y o u . R o z c lla  M il le r ,  147 S o u th  
W a s h in g to n , S t. P a u l ,  M in n e so ta .

H A W K I N S .  J O H N  J.— L a st  h ea rd  o f  in  P a n a m a . P le a se  
w rite  y o u r  o ld  p a l . O verla n d  J a ck , 207 V i r g in ia  A v e n u e , 
F a irm o n t, W e s t  V ir g in ia .

S T A P L E S ,  H O R A C E .— He i3 thirty-five years of age, with 
light-brown eyes and brown hair. He i3 five feet nine 
inches in height, and was living in Napa, California, in 
July, 1913. Hia sister would like to hear from him. Mrs. 
Goldie Johnson, Klickitat, Washington.

OU DERM  A N ,  J O H N .—W ill you please come home or 
write to me at once, as I must see you. Mrs. Ouderman, 
Harvard, Illinois.

M c A R T H U R ,  G E O R G E .—Last heard of in Detroit, M ichi­
gan, about four years ago. Your wife and baby would like 
to hear from you. Evelyn is four years old now, and she 
keeps asking for her daddy. Mrs. McArthur, care of this 
magazine.

J O H N S O N ,  H E L E N . — She la tall and dark, and wa3 last 
heard of in Washington, D. C. Please let me hear from 
you, for I d o  love you. J. Rooney, care of this magazine.

S T E I N ,  J O H N  W I L L I A M  and E D I T H . — They were sent 
to Colorado about two years ago. Their niece would like to 
secure their present address. Helen Kattestaart, Oakdale, 
California.

H O L L I S T E R ,  E L M E R .—Last heard of in the Presby­
terian Home m Brooklyn. Any information w ill be appre­
ciated by his half sister, Mrs. A. M. Toohig, 529 Warren 
Street, Brooklyn, New York.

M I T C H E L L ,  H O W A R D .— He left home in 1904, when he 
was eight years of age. I have been told that he was 
picked up by the police and sent to St. Mary's Convent in 
Port Jervis, New York, and later adopted by Mary Wartt, 
of East Orange, New Jersey. Any authentic information 
about my son will be greatly appreciated. Mrs. Mitchell, 
care of this magazine.

6 A R D N E R . — Information is wanted concerning the rela­
tives of W illiam Gardner, who lived on Twenty-eighth 
Street, near Third Avenue, New York City, about twenty- 
seven or thirty yeans ago. This is a very important matter, 
and any Information will bo appreciated by J. B, R ,  care 
o f this magazine.

F R I T Z . — A man who went by the name of George Fritz 
died recently in Hot Springs, Arkansas, and his pal, who 
was with rum at the end, is anxious to looate his relatives. 
He was sixty years of age, five feet eight inches in height, 
weighed about one hundred and forty pounda, and had blue 
eyeB. He was of 1 ish and German descent, and it is be­
lieved that his mother came from Ireland. I t  is also be­
lieved that his home town was Janesville, Wisconsin, and 
he had a sister that married an Englishman by the name of 
Freet, or something similar, who was a civil mining engi­
neer. He was a Catholic. He had a tattoo mark of a 
woman snake* charmer on his right arm. He served in the 
navy three times, but it is not known under what name he 
enlisted. This is a very important matter, and any helpful 
Information will be greatly appreciated by Jack Brown, 106 
Vine Street, Hot Springs, Arkansas.

K N I G H T ,  J O H N . — He left New Haven, Connecticut, to 
go overseas during the war. We believe that his number 
was 254,973, Royal Field Ariillery. It was reported that 
he w u  killed at Arras, France, on July 25, 1918. He went 
under an assumed name, but we do not know what it was. 
H e is a little over forty years old, with blue eyes and 
dark-brown hair, and a gold front tooth. He had a 
buddy named Frank Clark, but we have been unable to 
locate him. Any helpful information will be greatly appre­
ciated, for his mother is very ill. Please send all informa­
tion to Mrs. Berquist, 288 Main Street, Bis to, Connecti­
cut.

M IX O t L  A.  O.. or S H A N O N . — In the summer of 19J8, 
my boy, A. O. Mixon, suddenly disappeared from Wilming­
ton, North Carolina, leaving a letter with the message that 
life was no longer bearable. A bundle of his clothes was 
later found by the wharf, but his body was not recovered, 
and I never believed that he committed suicide. A  year 
after the war I met an old acquaintance of his, who told 
me that he met him in France on his way to the trenches, 
and that he was going under an assumed name. The 
friend could not remember the name, but did recall that he 
belonged to the Rainbow Division. Another friend of the
family received a letter from a man by the name of
Shanon, and he believes that the latter was from my son.
I have advertised in the American Legion publication, but 
never received any reply. 1 am old and almost helpless 
and I need help, so any information would bring comfort to 
a  lonely man. L. S. Mixon, Goulds, Florida.

C L A R K E ,  or S T E V E N S ,  J O H N . — In the year 1853 or
1854 John Clarke was sent to a store on Smith Street, 
Brooklyn. New York, by his mother to purchase some gro­
ceries, and he never came back. He was seven years ol 
age, and he had a small amount of money rolled up in 
his hand to pay for his purchases. His mother was living 
on Butler Street, near Court Street, Brooklyn. Many years 
after this boy disappeared he wrote to a New York evening 
paper asking some quest ion about voting, Ho said that 
having been separated from his parents when he was small 
and adopted by a family by the name of Stevens, he 
wondered if  he should vote -under the name of John Clarke 
or John Stevens. I f  John Clarke is still living he would 
be about seventy-seven years old. His sister, Margaret 
Clarke, is dead, and the search is being continued by her 
daughter. His relatives are anxious to receive any helpful 
Information, and they would like the Slovens family to 
know that he was not a homeless boy, but a member of 
a prosperous family, who have suffered by his disappear­
ance. Mrs. R. Clarke Peters, care of this magazine.



will quickly fit you for a better job and bigger pay. Any set you select will 
be sent for seven days’ examination, and if you decide to buy, you may pay 
the rock-bottom price at the rate of only 75c a week. But you must act now! 
When our present supply of paper and binding materials, bought at pre-war 
prices, is used up, production cost will be greater and we will be forced to 
increase the price.

Shipped for 7 Days’ Examination
Yes, we’ll gladly ship any set right to your home or 
office upon your simple request. Pay only shipping 
charges when the books arrive. Don’t send a penny until
after you have used them 7 days, then remit only $2.80 or return them 
at our expense. Pay balance at rate of $3.00 a month—75c a week.
Act now— while these splendid books are being offered at 20 per cent 
to 50 per cent less than regular prices. This offer is open to every 
person within the boundaries of the United States and Canada. Grasp 
your opportunity—fill in and mail this coupon NOW !
American Technical Society, Dept. X.C.160, Chicago, 111.

American Technical Society
Dept. X.C.160,Chicago, U. S. A.

Please Bend m e set of...

fo r  7 days' exam ination, shipping- charges collect. I will exam ine the 
books thoroughly and, i f  satisfied, will send S2.80 within 7 days and $3
each m onth, until I have paid the special price o f  $.................. I f  I decide
not to  keep the books, I will n otify  you at the end o f  seven days and 
return them  a t your expense.

N am e..

These books are the work of recognized authorities. They are written in plain, easily under­
stood language by recognized authorities, and contain hundreds of photographs, diagrams, tables, 
etc., that make dif­
ficult points as sim­
ple as A-B-C. Hand­
somely and durably 
bound in half or full 
m o ro cco  leather 
(except as noted), 
and stam ped  in 
gold.

Don’t
Send

Pay-Raising Books
A t Greatly Reduced Prices

A ccou n ta n cy  and Business 
M a n a g e m e n t , ?  vol. 2700pages, 
1000 pictures, W as $52.50. N ow  
$29.80.
E l e c t r i c a l  E n g i n e e r i n g — 8
volum es, 4100 pages, 3300 pictures. 
W as 860.00. N ow  $29.80.
C arpentry and Contracting-,
6 volum es. 2138 pages, 1000 p ic­
tures. W as $27.50. N ow  $19.80.
A u t o m o b i l e  E n g i n e e r in g ,  6
volum es, 2600 pages, 2300 p ic­
tures, diagram s, etc . W as $45.00. 

N ow  $21.80.

Steam  and Gas E ngineering
—7 volum es, 3300 pages, 2500 p ic­
tures. W as $52.50. N ow  $24.80. 
L a w  a n d  P r a c t i c e  (w ith  read­
ing course, and standard legal 
form s fre e ) 12 vo ls ., 6000 pages, 
illustrated. W as $97.50. N ow  
$49.80.
.S a n ita t io n ,  H e a t i n g  a n d  
V e n t i la t in g ,  4 volum es, 1453 
pages, 1400 pictures. W as $30.00. 
N ow  $14.80.
C iv i l  E n g i n e e r i n g ,  9 volum es, 
3900 pages, 3000 pictures. W as 
$67.50. N ow  $34.80.

M a c h i n e  S h o p  P r a c t i c e ,  6
volum es, 2300 pages, 2500 pic­
tures. W as $45.00. N ow  $21.80.
T e l e p h o n y  and T e le g r a p h y
— 4 volum es, 1728 pages, 2000 
pictures. W as $30.00. N ow  
814.80.
F i r e  P r e v e n t i o n  a n d  I n ­
s u r a n c e ,  4 volum es, 1600 pages 
—600 pictures. W as $30.00. N ow  
$14.80.
D r a w in g ,  4 volum es, 1578 
pages,1000pictures,blue-prints, 
etc. W as $30.00. N ow  $14.80.

Em ployed by.



Complete Bedroom Outfit
Sale Price-')

Send for this steel bed and complete 
outfit. See it right in your own home. 
Keep it for 30 days on this free trial 
offer. All you pay is $1.00- not another 

cent—until you have tried it in your own home for 30 days. If not satisfied 
return it to us and we will refund your $1.00 and freight charges both ways. 
Pay the balance in easy monthly payments if you are satisfied. Take ad­

vantage of this offer today—
L. Fish Furniture Co., Dept. C-140

State, Archer and 19th Sts., Chicago, III.

F R E E -
S e n d  a t  o n c e  f o r  f r e e  c o p y  o f  o u r  la te s t  c a t ­

a lo g .  J u s t  o f f  t h e  p r e s s .  S e e  o u r  t h o u s a n d s  o f  
b a r g a in s  in  h o u s e h o ld  fu r n is h in g s .  E v e r y t h in g  

t o  m a k e  y o u r  h o m e  c o m p le t e ;  e v e r y t h in g  a t  b a r ­
g a in  p r ic e s  a n d  a  w o n d e r fu l  v a r ie t y  t o  c h o o s e  f r o m . 

R e m e m b e r !  30 d a y s  f r e e  tr ia l— a  w h o le  y e a r  in  w h ic h  
t o  p a y — a n d  y o u r  m o n e y  b a c k  a t  o n c e - t o g e t h e r  w it h  

f r e ig h t  c h a r g e s  b o t h  w a y s  —  i f  n o t  a b s o lu t e ly  s a t is f ie d .

With Coupon

Enclosed find $1.00. Ship advertised Com plete Bedroom 
Outfit No. A 455. I am to  have 30 days’ free  trial. I f  1 
keep the outfit 1 will psv you f". 50 a m onth. I f  not satis- 
fe d  I am to  return tne com plete outfit within 30 days and 
you are to  refund m y m oney and any freigh t charges 1 paid.

□  No. A455— $1.00 Down, $2.50 a month. Total $29.95

.id d rea s  . _ _ _ _ _ — — . . .

M l --- r.3tat«........................
^  o r r i y  w a n t ,  l a t e s t  b a n t a m  • «  f a i o a :  l u s t  u * n u « « l  p u t  X .  t

NOW. Remember, we guar­
antee to refund your money if 
not absolutely satisfied. A ct 
now. Don’t wait. Send the 
coupon AT ONCE.

The Complete Bedroom 
Outfit Consists Of:

T K o  R o i l  is a handsom e continuous post design, 
1 U C U C U  m assive in appearance anddependable in 

construction. The posts are 1H in. in diam eter, w ith  
attractive oval shaped filling rods, artistically ar­
ranged. Bed com es in fu ll size only—4 ft . 6 in. w ide. 
The head is 50 inches high and the foo t end is 84 in. 
high. Made with rein forced bolted side rails which 
hold bed posts absolutely rigid and firm. Com es in 
beautiful Vernfs M artin finish—a beautiful and last­
in g  gold  bronze e ffect.

The Reversible Mattress
and hygienic. H as heavy layers o f  s o f t  cotton  fe lt  
on top  and bottom  w ith a  cen ter layer o f  selected and 
thoroughly sterilized excelsior, covered in rich  floral 
art ticking, securely  stitched and deeply tu fted  Has 
round corners and double-stitched edges W ht. 45 lbs.

has heavy angle iron fram e w ith 
angle supports. Finished in black

'  ‘  s p r i n g  f a b r i c  i s  a l w a y s  ^ k c p t  p e r -

L. Fish Furniture Co.
Dept. C-140

State, Archer and 19th Streets 
Chicago, III.

The .
J a p a n .  T h e  g u a r a n t e e d  s p r i n g  f a b r i c  
f e c t l y  s t r e t c h e d  b y  m e a n s  o f  h e l i c a l  s i  
e h o r e d  I n  t h e  e n d  a n g l e  i r o n s . S p r i n g

y d e t a i l .  I t  i s  b o  c o n s t r u c t e d  a s  t o  g i v e
Sterling Brand Pillows.
h e n  f e a t h e r s ,  s t e a m  d r e a a e d  a n d  c u r e d .  T h o r o u g h l y  c l e a n  and
- - - - - - - - ‘ ■ e e d  o d o r l e s s .  E n c a s e d  i n  g o o d  “ • '* '* •  '  “  “

r s i g n .  Bed Sheet, b l e a c h e d .  h <
ass- snfeK}


