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Zenobia,QueenofPalmy
ra, Arabia, was captured
tn 273A.D. by the Roman
Emperor Aurelian, who
beS|e?ed Pa Irngf.ra and
utterly destroyed it. The
picture shows her being
marched in chains in the
triumphal procession of
Aurelian into Rome.

dUfiS
I SHE Oriental queens
were noted for their beauty.
Zenobia, especially, was famed for i
hers. She, like others, daily used both Price

palm and olive oils to whiten, soften 50c
and invigorate the skin.
Much of her beauty came from her
great care in this respect.
. You can add to your good looks in a
Price like effective manner by using—every
15¢c day—Palmolive Soap—the modem
combination of these Oriental oils.
It soothes, cleanses, beautifies the skin and fills the air
about with a faint, alluring Oriental perfume.
Supplement Palmolive Soap with Palmolive Cream, a

product no less dainty or less good. The two together never fail
to make complexions perfect.  Don’t go without them longer.

Dealers, everywhere, sell both.

Send us twelve 2-cent stamps and the hand from the
Palmolive Cream carton\andwe'll sendyou a setofsix
beautiful artist's proofs, size 11%x14% (ready for
framing), made fromoriginalpaintings in oil, por- (145)
traying several historically famous Oriental queens.

B. J. Johnson Soap Co., 412 Fowler St., Milwaukee, Wis.
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MARY GARDEN as “ Salome.” Copyrighted Photograph by Mishhtn, New York. Color supplement,
Anpril. 1911. issue, THE BLUE BOOK MAGAZINE.



Do You Know Jim Hands?

Richard Washburn Child dis-
covered him on the job in the
stitching-room of a shoe factory
down in New England. He is the
most human character in present
day American fiction. His very
latest story is in The Red Book
Magazine for March, on sale at all
news-stands.

Alfred Henry Lewis runs Mr.
Child a close race in the same issue
with a New York story of a young
millionaire and a policeman, en-
titled, “Young Mr. Cruger and
Jack.”

Moreover, as it is on the 17th of
March that all Irish-Americans
celebrate, what more fitting than
that the March Red Book Maga-
zine should have a corking St.
Patrick’s Day story by the greatest
living Irish story - teller —Seumas
Mac Manus ? Its title is “How the
Dagoes Kept the Day”— .t New
Nineveh, Pa.

Now and again there is published
a story that one can not forget.
Such a tale is “The Eternity of
Forms” ty Jack London, which
also appears in The Red Book
Magazine for March. It will take
its place unquestionably among
the classics of American fiction.

Samuel Hopkins Adams is
another big man who may be de-
pended upon always to tell a new
story. “The Million Dollar Dog”
which appears in The Red Book
Magazine for March, is that sort
of story.

And there is George Hibbard
whose “girl” stories you have read.
He has never written more charm-
ingly than in “The Mind Readers,”
which appears in The Red Book
Magazine for March.

All of which is to say nothing of
an east-side humorous story by
Mary Heaton VVorse; an army story
by Paul H. Harris; a story of inter-
national intrigue by Larry Evans;
a story of the juvenile court, by
Avery Abbott; a story of heroism
by Ralph W. Gilman; another tale
of the “Great Grafting Syndicate*
by Thornton Chambers; a story of
a shipping-room *“kid,” by Frances
Ludwig; a story of finance by Gor-
don Thayer; a story of Alaska by
Dave King; and a Dramatic Depart-
ment that is up to the minute, by
Louis V. De Foe.

A reading of The Red Book Mag-
azine for March will demonstrate
why it is regarded by those who
know as the foremost fiction maga-
zine in the world.

The March Red Book Magazine

At All News-stands

Price, 15 Cents
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ROMANCE OF
A TELEGRA-

PHY entitled,
“The Girl Operator,”is
the unusually attract-
ive novelette which
distinguishes THE
BLUE BOOK MAG-
AZINE for May. It is
a gladsome tale of the
trials and triumphs of
a telegraph operator; a
charming love-affair
develops by means of
the magic wires; fas-
cinating complications
grow out ofthat situa-
tion; and these various-
ly entangled mysteries
are worked out in a
most diverting fashion.
Beside this complete
novelette, we have se-
lected a really remarka-
ble collection of short
stories for our next
issue. Noteworthy
among these are, “The
Stolen Submarine,”
the third adventure of
“The King of Knaves;”
Matt Bardeen’ excit-
ing experience with
sharks while building
a breakwater in Samoa;
“Rubies and Sap-
phires,” an especially
interesting exploit of
W attsthe “Unciddler.”
There will also be
about twenty other
tales stories of widely
varying character but
of an invariably fine
quality.
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Chantecler. ° MAUDE ADAMS, as Chantecler.
Photograph by VPhite. New Yorb
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KChantecler

By Edmond Rostand

It was a fowl plot. CHANTECLER is supported b¥ his harem of hens in the
fond belief that it Is his own matutinal crow which calls forth the glories of the dawn.
One day, however, it happens that a pretty little HEN-PHEASANT takes refuge from
the hunters in his barn-yard and this feathered adventuress starts trouble in the
harem by a shameless flirtation with SIR CHANTECLER. She entices the Lord of
the Gallinae to a five o’clock (in the morning) tea given by a fashionable GUINEA-
HEN. There the giddy HEN-PHEASANT induces the cock-sure CHANTECLER, as
a pledge of his love for her, to put this question as to the cause of the sunrise to the
test, by omitting to crow next morning. He does so, learns that he is not the lord
of creation and for the time being his proud panache no longer waves  Then there
are other chicken-hearted plots and conspiracies.. The NIGHT-OWLS conspire
against CHANTECLER in revenge for his reputed summoning of the sun—upon
whose appearance, they are every day obliged to go to roost. These shady villains
endeavor to introduce a GAME-COCK at the polite GUINEA-HEN S little function
and, arming him with murderous spurs, have him kill CHANTECLER in combat.
These divers feather-brained schemes work out in their several ways, many other
barn-yard birds and beasts—a CAT, a BLACKBIRD, a PEACOCK, a NIGHTIN-
GALE, a HEN-TURKEY and sundry lesser poultry play characteristic roles. At
the end, in a chastened but still gallant spirit, CHANTECLER is glad to return to the
wives of his bosom.












“Trelawney of the "W ells’”

By Sir Arthur Pinero

ROSE TRELAWNEY, one of a company of actor-folk who play in a theatre
at the “Wells, ” a London watering; place, is engaged to a timorous young man named
ARTHUR GOWER. ROSE is asked to make a visit at the house of ARTHUR’S
grandfather, SIR WILLIAM GOWER, the Vice Chancellor—a blustering old
martinet whom she finds to domineer most shamelessly over ARTHUR GOWER,
CAPTAIN DE FOENIX, CLARA DE FOENIX and the other members of his house-
hold. While at SiR WILLIAM’S, some of ROSE’S theatrical friends visit her late
one night. Their high, histrionic hilarity disturbs the irascible SIR WILLIAM; he ap-
pears in a rage; and presently ROSE returns to her native theatric heath. There, how-
ever, distracted by her love for ARTHUR and by a longing again to taste the joys of
conventional respectability, ROSE languishes and allows her art to deterioriate.
Soon thereafter, SIR WILLIAM, who had been an ardent admirer of Edmund Kean,
calls upon ROSE and sees her in the interesting “stage atmosphere™ and among her
many attractive fellow Thespians. ROSE shows SIR WILLIAM some personal relics
of Edmund Kean and he is eventually won over to a truer appreciation of things theatric
and to a real liking for these children of Momus. As an evidence of his change of
heart, he undertakes to finance the production of a play by the unsuccessful actor
TOM WRENCH—and becomes reconciled to the marriage of grandson ARTHUR
to the actress ROSE TRELAWNEY.

Produced by Charles Frohman












kGreen Stockings

By A. E. W. Mason and George Fleming

Green stockings are supposed to be worn by Irish girls at the betrothal or marriage
of a younger sister. CELIA FARADAY has become tired of green stockings, for
she has had to wear them for each of three younger sisters, and in whimsical rebel-
lion she invents a love affair with a certain imaginary COLONEL SMITH. To carry
out the deception she announces that COLONEL SMITH has been ordered to
Africa and then proceeds to write billets douxto him.  Presently, however, to put an
end to her troublesome imposture, CELIA is heartless enough to murder COLONEL
SMITH by the simple device of inserting his death notice in the Times. But before
this, one of her little love-letters to “COLONEL SMITH” has actually been mailed
by an officious meddler; it reaches a real COLONEL SMITH in Africa and a little
later CELIA is horrified to have that gentleman present himself This flesh-and-
blood officer pretends to have been a friend of the dead COLONEL of CELIA'S
fiction and proceeds to tell harrowing tales of the last days of the late lamented
nonentity ~ CELIA has actually to put on mourning and is otherwise made to pay for
her elaborately embroidered mendacity. Soon, however, the real COLONEL
SMITH falls in love with her and the green stockings are cast aside forever.

Produced by Liebler id Co.



1. " Green Stocking." MAUDE GRANGER, as Aunt la,

ARGARET ANGLIN, as Celia Faraday, congratulate themselves

over their disposal ol the myth of the “ Colonel. * Photograph by
‘W hite, Slew York






*a*c»Ob

CROSBY LITTLE, as Celia’s married sister; MARGARET ANGLIN, as
Celia Faraday; RUTH BOUCICAULT, as the widowed sister of Celia;
MAUDE GRANGER, as Aunt Ida, and CHARLES GARRY, » Mr.
Faraday. Celia reads the announcement of the Colonel s*
death. Photograph hy VC*hite, New York



"'The Happiest Night of His Life
t

By Junie J*flc C ree and Sydney Rosenfeld

Music by Albert von Tilzer

OFFICER FLANNIGAN was an Irish policeman with red hair, whose uniform
had been stolen by a peddler of sausages This horrible loss caused him for the
nonce to jump his job and become a butler for MRS RICKETTS—a lady who was
giving a reception in honor of the birthday of her daughter JANE. Now this
reception was quite the most extraordinary of social functions. Strange things
happened, funny things happened, romantic things happened. MINNIE RANDOLPH,
a Chicago widow; DICK BRENNAN, a New Yorker disguised as a parson; HARRY
JELLIMAN, a Pecksniffian bachelor and many other nimble-tongued people help
the happenlngs along in a most vivacious fashion. DICK BRENNAN has trouble in
maintaining his ecclesiastical pose; MR. JELLIMAN takes a drop too much and
has difficulty in keeping up his sober, celibate poise. There is much scintillant
badinage both sung and spoken. Notable among the songs is the duet “Oh, You
Chicago, Oh, You New York."

Produced by Frazee and Lederer












"The Paradise of Mahomet

By Robert Planquette and Henri Blondeau
Adapted by Robert B. Smith and Harry B. Smith

On the quay of Constantinople is a cafe kept by a former French music-hall
singer named CLARISSE and her niece, the blithe and beauteous BENGALINE.
Of course such piquant damsels in so picturesque an atmosphere, are by no means
allowed to remain in dull seclusion; on the contrary, their mad-cap matrimonial
affairs are varied, quaint and surprising. Then there are other people of divers
nationalities, characters and proclivities. NOAH VALE, an American chauffeur who
is a consummate and inveterate fun-maker; MABOUL, a Turk, who is sadly hen-
pecked in his harem; ALPHONSE, a Frenchman of sorts; PRINCE CASSIM, an
Oriental potentate who entertains a gorgeous assemblage amid the Lucullan luxuries
of his gardens. Besides these, there are many other gay and glittering people of
lesser note. And one and all they sing—sing singly, sing in duets, sing in
choruses—continually, joyously, charmingly. Among the more notable songs are,
“When Two Eyes Look Into Mine,” by Miss Van Studdiford and George Leon
Moore as BENGALINE and PRINCE CASSIM; “You’re So Different from the
Rest,” by Maude Odell and Robert Pitkin as CLARISSE and NOAH VALE; and
“1 Can’t Get Enough,” by the last named.

Produced by Daniel V. Arthur






Act I.

" The Faun." MISS JULIE OPP,

Lady Alexandra Vancey.
Photograph hy W*hite, New York

as

“T'he YaunV

By Edward Knoblauch

LORD STONBURY has lost all his
money on the race-track and is about to com-
mit suicide. He arranges his affairs and is
just pointing the pistol at his head when he
Is startled by a strange noise in his garden.
Raising the window, he is astonished to dis-
cover that a fantastic creature—FAUN, the
God of shepherds, no less—has wandered
into London and taken refuge by the fountain
in his garden. This surprising being (who
is impersonated by MR. FAVERSHAM)
interests LORD STONBURY exceedingly
and the two fall into whimsical converse.
FAUN laughs at LORD STONBURY’S
stupidity in losing his fortune on horses, and
as he, FAUN, knows all about all animals,
he offers to instruct STONBURY as to the
true abilities of every race-horse in England.
In return for this favor, LORD STONBURY
agrees to dress up the FAUN as a human
being and to introduce him to society.
Under this arrangement LORD STONBURY
isable to build up his fallen fortunes and the
FAUN, as PRINCE SILVANI, is made
acquainted with the race of human beings.
To the simple Arcadian intellect of SILVANI
the genus homo appears a very quaint,
curious and illogical race. He finds the
wrong people married, and engaged to be
married: and although his blunt rusticity of
speech shocks them horribly, he contrives
to rearrange these ill-assorted matings in
a way better calculated to insure happiness
_‘|?jnd then hies him back to his woodland
wilds.

Produced by William Faversham












c w z h st ....

“The Havoc

By H. S. Sheldon

RICHARD CRAIG and his wife KATE have been living together in peace and
contentment, but gradually CRAIG’S business has encroached upon his leisure so
that he is unable to maintain a proper husbandly devotion At this point, a poet
named PAUL HESSERT becomes a member of the CRAIG menage and an attach-
ment springs up between the poet and the wife CRAIG presently becomes aware
of the state of affairs and agrees—upon one condition—to divorce his wife, in order
that she may marry HESSERT. This condition is that he may live with them,
exactly as HESSERT had lived in the CRAIG household As a last resort, KATE
and HESSERT agree to this plan and it is carried out  Very soon, however, KATE
discovers what a thing of shreds and patches her newly acquired husband is, and
she begs to return to her first “life-partner.” CRAIG puts her to work in his office
as a stenographer, drives HESSERT (who has been caught in an attempt at
embezzlement) from the country, and in a final denunciation of the man, delivers a
fine Philippic against HESSERT and all such workers of “havoc.”

«lasv>wmm w w WA

Produced by Henry Miller

Scene from “The Havoc." HENRY MIL-
LER, as Richard Craig; LAURA HOPE
CREWS, as Kate; FRANCIS BYRNE, as
Paul Hessert. Craig having discovered the
guilt of his wife and their hoarder Hessert,
plans that his wile may divorce him and marry
Hessert, provided that he may return as the
hoarder. Photograph by VPhtte, J*lew York

<



Scene from "The Havoc." LAURA HOPE CREWS, K .u; HENR*Y*

MILLER, as Richard Craig; DANIEL PENNELL, as Denton, and FRANCIS

BYRNE, as Paul Hessert. Having engaged his former wife as stenographer, Craig

instructs his clerk to see that Hessert (who succeeded him as husband), having con-

fessed to embezzlement, is kept in charge of a detective until he leaves the country.
Photograph bp 'White. New York.









“The Scarecrow

By Percy JVlacK.aye

GOODY RICKBY, a reputed witch, determines to avenge herself upon JUSTICE
MERTON for a wrong he had done her twenty years before. In the furtherance of
this plan, she builds a scarecrow out of a broomstick, a poker, a pumpkin, a flail and
some other things. Then she summons THE DEVIL to help her. DICKON (which
is a New England name for His Satanic Majesty) appears and endows the SCARE-
CROW with the semblance and attributes of a man—all except a soul. GOODY
RICKBY (who is also called BLACKSMITH BESS) now disguises this make-
believe automaton as foppish young LORD RAVENSBANE and, to attain her
vengeful ends, sends him to win JUSTICE MERTON’S daughter, RACHEL. With
DICKON as guide and mentor, the SCARECROW, LORD RAVENSBANE (who is
ignorant of his infernal orl%n) wooes and wins RACHEL MERTON. That witch-
created Frankenstein, LORD RAVENSBANE, is ennobled by RACHEL’S love and
companionship, but DICKON now shows him to himself in a magic mirror which
reveals him as the mere thing of sticks and straws that he is. At this point moreover,
rather than carry out the Satanic plan of his marriage with RACHEL, LORD
RAVENSBANE rebels against DICKON. This rebellion costs the poor SCARE-
CROW his life, but it gains for him what he had hitherto lacked—a Soul  Thus just
as he dies, he is born.
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The Mystery of Superstition Range
THE STORY OF THE GIRL OF THE EMERALDS

By JOHN H. WHITSON

Author of “ THE WINGS OF MARS." “ THE CASTLE OF DOUBT,” “ THE RAINBOW CHASERS," etc.

TUB GIRL OF THE EMERALDS meets zeith a most exciting series of
mi-ventures, out in the zvild, desert region of the Superstition Mountains.
'flie story of her romance is no ordinary “JVild U'est” tale, but is delight-
fully unusual and cntraiicingly mysterious. Horn she first meets her lover;
haze he rescues her from Black Thompson, the outlaw kfiw they discover
the strange fate of her long-disappeared brother; haze the secret of the em-
eralds is at last disclosed—these and many other elements are combined>
to make a narrative of absorbing interest. We knozu you zaill find it one
of the most entertaining novelettes zee haze ever published—T he E ditor.

CHAPTER 1

HE French tell us that it is the

unexpected which happens. And to
Fred Edgerly it seemed that certainly
nothin.”- ordinary could occur in
that land. The blue hills had a hazy
vagueness which might hide anything;
anti the name, “Superstition Range,”’ of
itself suggested mystery. Where he had
seen the hills near at hand, stripped of
their blue mistiness, they had looked
ancient, wrinkled, bald, burnt-out, as if
they were very old men hobnobbing
senilely over the history of a strange
past.

Twenty or thirty, perhaps forty,
years before, the red hunter had trailed
his game and fought the encroaching
white man up and down those notched
blue gorges. Now the red men were

Copyright, 1911, by the Story-Press Corporation.

Entered at Stationers’ Hall, London.

“good Indians,” or herded on govern-
ment reservations. The whistling elk
were gone, and most of the deer. On
some inaccessible peaks, a few moun-
tain sheep were said to exist; there
were still sage grouse; and jack rabbits
abounded. Also, the previous night,
Edgerly had heard coyotes give tongue,
as if a hundred of them serenaded his
lonely campfire.

The sand was deep, and here trail-
less; his horse “pluff-pluffed” through
it wearily, with dripping flanks. The
new saddle leather creaked. The coiled
rope at the saddle-bow was also new,
and stiff as a ship’s hawser. Even an ex-
perienced cowboy could not have hurled
it with accuracy. But it was part of the
equipment bought with the horse in the

All rights reserved.
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near-by town of Crescent Butte. The
shining revolver flapping in its yellow
case of new leather at Edgerly’s hip,
and the natty take-down repeating rifle
resting across the saddle before him,
had been bought there too. So, likewise,
the webbed belt about his waist,
crammed with cartridges and the wide-
brimmed white Stetson and the cowboy
clothing he wore. Though the fervid
sun had tanned his youthful face an at-
tractive brown, and burned his nose
until it was peeling in blisters, he was
the stage variety of cowboy, in ap-
pearance.

Edgerly was debating whether to re-
turn to the town and admit there was
no game worth shooting at or seek the
blue hills and try for some of the won-
derful big-horns of which he had heard,
when, on rounding a gravelly ridge that
had obstructed his view, he came sud-
denly upon—the unexpected.

Before him was an automobile
stalled in the deep sand, and by it a per-
plexed young woman, wrench in hand.
In that desert region, it was the most
wonderful thing that Fred Edgerly
could have imagined. His highest flights
of fancy had pictured possible road-
agents hiding behind that ridge of time-
hammered gravel—though he was sure
there were none—or perhaps a cowboy,
clad in hairy “chaps,” astride a pinto.
Hairy “chap-ped” cowboys on pintos
had careered through the last Western
story he had read; and he had seen
hairy “chaps,” and came near purchas-
ing a pair, in Crescent Butte, and had
been told that a pinto was a spotted
pony. But an automobile! And a young
woman! And an attractive young
woman, too!

When on hearing the “plufif-pluff’ of
his horse's feet, she turned toward him,
and he lifted his dusty white Stetson, he
discovered that while the young woman
was not a beauty of the highest type,
she was wonderfully good to look at,
with her clear gray eyes and frank face.
Little tendrils of wind-blown brown
hair whipped her forehead, and she
threw them back impatiently with a bare
brown hand, and stared at him. The
color came into her face—which
was as tanned as his own; and that,
with her quick smile, made her more at-
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tractive than if she had been merely
beautiful. Edgerly knew that it held a
haunting quality, too, which he could
not label. ljut which he was not likely
soon to forget.

“You seem to be in trouble here,” he
said, drawing rein, “and if | can help
you—"

“Well, I wish you would,” she de-
clared quite frankly. “It's the sand, |
think.”

“Yes, it's deep enough here to stall
a camel.”

Tie swung out of the saddle and threw
the bridle reins down over the head of
his horse, letting them trail on the
ground. He understood that this was
quite the cowboy way, and on picking
this horse, he had required of the dealer
that it should be one of its qualifica-
tions—to stand without being hitched,
when the reins were on the ground.
He had tested it a dozen times since,
and it would really do it. The fact now
made him proud.

“1 think the machine stopped because
sand got into the wheels, or the cogs-,
or something,” she informed him. “I’'ve
been trying- to find out what the trouble
is, but don’'t seem able to.”

The touch of her hand as she gave
him the wrench was a pleasant sensa-
tion. There was a stain of axle grease
on that small, firm hand, and it got on
his from the contact. But he would
not have wiped it off if he could. He
was rather glad to drop down and peer
under the automobile. When he did so,
bringing his reddening face close to the
ground, the heat waves that beat into
it were like those from a furnace.

“It's hotter than hinges here,” he
said, speaking before he thought. But
her laugh reassured him.

“I've been finding that out. | hope
you don't mind spoiling your com-
plexion ; | assure you that heat will do
it. ”

“It’s spoiled already,” he said, looking
about for the trouble. “You can’'t get
away from this heat wherever you are.”

“But | suppose you cowboys get so
that you don’'t mind it?”

He grinned joyfully and ferociously
at the “works” of the machine, his face
hidden from her. She took him for a
cowboy!



THE MYSTERY OF SUPERSTITION RANGE

“It's a part of the job,” he said, grin-
ning again, and whacking with the
wrench at a wheel, where he saw sand
had lodged.

He did some more whacking, some
more peering; then came up, red-faced
and perspiring.

“It's sand?- she said, looking at him
anxiously. “l knew it was.”

“Yes, it's sand, all right; but it's the
sand in front of the wheels, that's made
the trouble, in my opinion. The wheels
spun round, didn’t they, before the auto-
mobile stopped?”

“They spun round when it stopped,
and nearly buried themselves.”

“That's what | thought—what |
meant; they couldn’t grip the sand—it
rolled under them ; and they simply dug
holes in itl”

| le stood up,
knew that she was sweet and comely.
Above the whipping threads of brown
hair, a little blue-visored cap was
perched, jaunty as a sailor’s. And she
had on a blue shirt-waist of some soft
material, a short dark walking skirt,
and high, close-buttoned boots. The
walking skirt cleared the tops of them.
In addition, her slim waist was zoned
with cartridge webbing, holding a
dozen or so blue-nosed, brass-jacketed
revolver cartridges. The revolver that
went with them, a thirty-two Smith &
Wesson, lay on the automobile seat,
as his eyes had shown him.

"It was a mistake to try to go
through here,” lie was saying, though
not in a tone of reproof.

“Is there another way? | didn’'t know
it. You sec. I'm a stranger here.”

“I'm rather that myself,” he admit-
ted. “1 never saw the country before
yesterday.”

“And | supposed you belonged here!
There ought to be a road—a trail |
mean; but after | left it, some distance
from here, | couldn’t find it again. But
you live in the vicinity?”

“In Kansas City,” he said.

“Oh 1" She stared at him. “Then you
are not a cowboy at all, and | thought
you Avere! | suppose | shall have to
beg your pardon for that? But it was
a natural mistake; like everybody else,
| presume to judge a man by his
clothing.”
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“Just hunting a bit,” he informed
her. “I'm taking my vacation out here,
that's all. Perhaps you're doing the
same ?”

She flushed again.

“Forgive  my impertinence,” he
begged, turning to the machine. "I
should say,” he said, looking at the
wheels half-buried in the sand, “that
our best chance to get this out, is to
hitch my horse to it, with the lariat,
and see if we can't start it in that way.”

“But | don’t consider it an imperti-
nence,” he heard her saying, behind him.
“1 would have no right to think that,
in this instance, and—"

“And under the circumstances?” He
turned about, smiling. “It’s good of you,
don’t you know, to think of my desires
in the matter, when really—"

looking at her, and “When really | don't know you, or

that | ought to know )'ou, and don't
know that | can believe anything you
may say; and also, the other way
round? Is that it?”

“Pretty near,” he admitted.

“You wonder what 1'm doing here—
out in this sand desert, with a thirty-
horse-power auto—a shiny, varnished,
nickel-plated auto—that has no busi-
ness to be anywhere off a Avell-ordered
highway somewhere within the bounds
of civilization! Well, | don’t blame you ;
I wonder myself, sometimes. But, good
sir, 1 don't always run this auto—or
rather, 1 don’t always try to run it; |
have a chauffeur, or my brother has,
a dark-chocolate person who is vastly
capable and knows how to run an
autombile as it should be run, and who
never, never would have guided it into
a bog of sand like this. He—I'm speak-
ing of my brother now—is at our camp
over there—well, over there some-
where ; | admit I'm bewildered as to
the right direction, but 1 think it is
straight ahead, after we get around
this ridge, if we ever get round it; and
he is—my brother is—a student, also
spending his vacation out here hunting
—bones.”

“Bones?” Edgerly stared.

“Just bones. But they're fossil
ones, ever so many thousands or mil-
lions of years old, and therefore of
some value; also they're nice and clean
—just like stones, you know.”
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It was his time to say “Oill And
he said it. Then he added: “I see.”

“llis name—I'm still talking of my
brother—is James Montgomery Fra-
zer; we call him Jimmie. He calls me
Alice.”

“Which is your name, of course?
Permit me to introduce myself.” He
smiled and lifted his dusty white Stet-
son again. “My name is Edgerly—
Frederick Edgerly.”

“And you're not a,cowboy?”

"Hardly,” he said. “But, as | told
you, I'm Western—that is, reasonably
Western. Last year | finished at the
University of Kansas; they call it a
university anyway, and it's a mighty
good college. It’s located at Lawrence—
a town you may have noticed as you
came through, if you came by way
of Kansas City. As for my birthplace,
it's in Missouri—"

She smiled and pushed back a strand
of the dying hair. They had forgotten
the sand and the heat.

“Arc there any cowboys in Mis-
souri ?” she asked, and there was a queer
twinkle in her gray eyes. In her tone
there was something that made him
stare.

"No,” he said, seriously, “nor in
eastern Kansas, and mighty few, if any,
even in the western part of that State.
But there ought to be some out here,
I should think; anyway—" He checked
himself suddenly. “Why did you ask?”

"The question just came to me.” She
glanced demurely at the automobile.
"Mow that we have exchanged cards,
Mr. Edgerly. and know each other so
well, do you suppose there is a chance
we can get this automobile started? |
think it is about five miles to where my
brother is, but it may be twenty; I
didn't take much note of the distance,
nor of the time.”

“And it is getting late. We'll try my
horse.”

“A thirty-horse-power auto, to be
drawn by a one-horse-power horse ! I'm
afraid, Mr. Edgerly, that I'm also from
Missouri; but I am cherishing a large
hope.”

lie dug away the compacted sand;
then clawed out an ascending yard-long
trench before each front wheel, which
lie paved with small stones brought
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from the base of the ridge, to make a
firm roadway. That done, he pulled the
coiled rope from the saddle bow, saw
that an end was secured there, and tied
the other end to the forward axle.

“Now if you'll let me assist you in,”
he said, “so that you can take the wheel
and throw in the gear at the proper
time, we'll try it.”

She slipped by him, and took her
seat at the wheel.

The horse forgot its training and be-
gan an excited dance when Edgerly
cranked the automobile; but he gained
the saddle before the nervous brute
tried to bolt.

“All ready!” he shouted, digging its
flanks with his heels; anti the motor
went into action like a battery of re-
peating rifles.

The scared horse pulled with unex-
pected energy, and the automobile
mounted out of its pit, then crawled
through the deep sand to the solid
ground at the base of the ridge.

“Well done, Sir Cowboy'!” the girl
called, when the thing was accom-
plished. “I shall begin to believe they
teach practical common-sense in that
University of Kansas.”

Edgerly threw his right leg across
the withers of his horse—it had
troubled him to keep that leg safe from
the bite of the straining ropel—"and
smiled hack at her.

“1 thought we could do it.”

He slid to the ground, and went back
to remove the rope from the axle. Not
able to untie it, he had to cut it.

“No genuine cowboy would let a
knot like that baffle him,” he said.

“No genuine cowboy would tie a
knot like that.”

“True enough.” He closed his knife
with a click and dropped it into his
pocket. “I think this solid ground con-

tinues on round the ridge, and be-
yond. But you may need my horse
again.”

Ide saw her gray eyes laugh with
amusement.

“Well, you do need an escort.” he
declared, meeting her laughing gaze as
steadily as he could, “at least until
you're sure your automobile wont bog
again. And there are wolves round here;
I heard them howling last night.”
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“Coyotes—cowardly little
Were you afraid of them?”

“Certainly not. And if you say you
don't wish me to go even a part of the
way with you, why—1I'll go in the other
direction.”

“Sir Cowboy, the sand is very deep
in the other direction; and you may
go with me. You see,” she added, “I'm
not perfectly certain of the way, and |
may require you to ride your horse
now and then to the top of a convenient
hill and spy out the land. But | think
the true course lies right off there.”
She pointed.

I'red Edgerly rode at the side of the
automobile, as they went on. Now and
then lie ascended an elevation. But to
himself he confessed that he was in no
hurry to sight the cabin which Miss
Frazer told him to look for. He was
discovering that he could not be too
long in her company. There was a pe-
culiar vibrant quality in her voice which
made him like to hear it; it was not
because it was musical—he did not
know what it was, and did not try to
know. And her face; there were some
defects in it, he admitted, but he had
never seen another which so held that
elusive and indefinable thing called
charm.

When he beheld the cabin, after an
hour of search, a small, dark blotch in
the midst of dusty cottonwoods at the
base of a hill, he was almost sorry they
had located it at last. But the brilliant
Western sun was sliding down the sky,
and the afternoon was drawing toward
its close. He made up his mind, as they
went on toward the cabin, that he could
not willingly drop the acquaintance so
pleasantly begun.

He did not stop to consider that a
third party might undertake to say
something about it.

coyotes!

The countenance of Jimmie Frazer
clouded when he saw his sister return-
ing in the automobile, with a cowboy-
looking stranger galloping cheerfully
beside her.

“What the mischief?” he growled,
staring. “Hasn't Alice any sense?”
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Instead of stepping forth to meet
them, he turned back into the cabin,
and taking a hammerless automatic
revolver from the table he dropped it
into his pocket.

But when the automobile and the
horseman arrived, Jimmie Frazer
showed neither anxiety nor perturba-
tion, but stood smiling, on the rim of
the grass-plot, his hands dropped care-
lessly into the pockets of his corduroy
coat. The pockets were capacious and
baggy, and usually filled with chips of
granite and fossil bones. In another
minute his sister had introduced “Mr.
Edgerly, of Kansas City, who is a
stranger in this section, like ourselves,”
and was telling of the mishap to the
automobile and how it had been rescued
from its dire position.

Fred Edgerly was prepared to like
the brother almost as well as he already
liked the sister, and was much gratified
when Jimmie Frazer greeted him with
all the apparent warmth demanded by
the much-vaunted hospitality of the

great West.
“We're not as well outfitted as we
might be,” Frazer explained* *“but

you're welcome to share what we
have.” He was studying Edgerly’s face.
“I've got a colored man ’'round here
somewhere; he'll appear soon, | think,
and will knock us up something for
supper.” He turned to his sister. "You
didn't find anything?”

“Not a thing,” she said.

“We're hunting fossil bones, you
see,” Jimmie explained. “There are
some really wonderful remains in this
region—remarkable remains. I'll take
pleasure in showing you, after a while,
some of the things we have already
collected.”

As Edgerly cared for his tired horse,
and watered it at the little stream below
the cabin, Jimmie Frazer talked fossils,
and studied his guest. He informed
Edgerly that he was a medical student,
but that fossil remains had become his
hobby.

The grass was lush and green beside
the stream and about the cabin, the spot
being an oasis in the desert, made by
the spring that bubbled from the foot
of the hill. The low cabin, of cotton-
wood poles, had lines of yellow clay
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filling the crevices, so that it reminded
Edgerly of a brown and yellow frog
squatting beside the spring. Though a
short story and a half, with four rooms
—two below and two above—it seemed
a tiny thing contrasted with the great
tiill behind it. At one side was a brush
lean-to, which Frazer said he had
built for a garage, but which he now of-
fered for the use of Edgerly’s horse, if
lie preferred not to picket it out.

"The automobile can be covered,”
he explained. "We haven't any dew
here anyway, to rust it; so it doesn't
really need a shelter.”

“You have an ideal place for a camp,”
commented Edgerly, looking about,
while his horse’s nose was buried deep
in the cool water. "You certainly
showed good taste in selecting it as a
permanent site.”

"We didn’t build the cabin,” Jimmie
Frazer corrected. “We"—he broke off
(ineerly—"found it. You can see from
the looks that it's a year or so old.”

"And you don't know who built it?”

I'razcr evaded this; but Edgerly,
romancing about the cabin, through his
rose-colored glasses, did not notice the
evasion. When he had stabbed his
picket pin into the ground with his heel
and lariated his horse on the grass, he
walked hack toward the cabin with
Frazer, with earnest glances at the door,
where he hoped for a glimpse of Jim-
mie’s attractive sister. He was already
wondering how he could so shape his
plans as to make this spot the center
of his hunting operations; he no longer
desired to return to the town, or even
thought of it. Altogether, he was very
much pleased with the situation.

Heavy feet clumped down the hill-
side toward the two young men, and
a soft voice drawled, in the negro dia-
lect of the far South:

“You want me tub put dat ot'mobile
under de bresh shed?”

Asbury Jett, the colored chauffeur
mentioned by Miss Alice Frazer, had
arrived.

“No,” said Jimmie, “we’ll probably
put this gentleman’s horse there; the
horses might get to kicking, if we stab-
led them together. You're to get up
some supper, Asbury. as quick as you
can—supper for three.”
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The Frazers had a horse, as well as
an automobile, and Edgerly had not
known it!

"We have a small shed for our horse
out in the cottonwoods,” Frazer ex-
plained, “so that lie wont be too near
the cabin.”

Then he went back to the fossils.
“As | was remarking—about bron-
tosaurs. Perhaps you know something
of Doyle, of Ann Arbor—celebrated
paleontologist, you know? Well, it was
Doyle who got us started. A year or so
ago he gave a whole month to bron-
tosaurs, nothing else. You wouldn't be-
lieve so much could be dug out of it.
It made us all want to go hunting for
the things. Perhaps you had bronto-
saurs, in your final year?”

“No,” said Edgerly, “we didn't; the
only study we gave such things, so far
as | remember, was as phosphate ma-
terial ; you see, they rung in some scien-
tific agriculture on us, and we had to
learn all about the bone beds of Florida
and the South.”

Jimmie Frazer’s lips twisted awry.
“After that, a fossil wouldn't mean
anything to a man, except as material
for fertilizers,” he complained. “All
the romance gone out of it, you know;
all thought of the millions of years the
bones had lain there, the wonderful
geologic changes, the shapes and habits
of the queer beasts themselves; and all
the slow upward movement of life,
climbing heavenward, until it stood up-
right and became man, drops out, and
we have—fertilizers, selling at so much
a ton, warranted to grow sugar beets.
Pah!”

Fred Edgerly laughed—Jimmie Fra-
zer's attitude was one of such reproach
and disgust. “Sugar beets are all right,”
he said, “when they have been evolved
into chocolate caramels. So | believe
in evolution too, you see—fossil bone
to fertilizer, fertilizer to sugar beets,
sugar beets to chocolate caramels. It’s
merely the point of view.”

“And the training,” said Frazer.

They had passed a corner of the cabin
and there came into view a low mound
and a wooden head-board—evidently a
grave. Jimmie Frazer stopped sudden-
ly; apparently he had forgotten about
that grave.
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But Fred Edgerly, his curiosity ex-
cited, went forward, and stood reading
the inscription; the letters had been
burned with a hot iron into the board,
and were like script:

PHILIP STERLING
Died August ioth, 1904
Age—about 50 years

The grave was within a few steps of
the rear of the cabin, close against the
hill. Weeds and dusty grass grew on
it, and the head-board was weather-
stained.

"That's a bit queer,” was Edgerly’s
comment, as he stooped over it;
" ‘about fifty years.’” The person who
set this up didn’'t seem to be sure of it!”

“That was here when we found the
cabin,” said Frazer, beginning to sift
tobacco into the paper trough of a
cigaret, looking down as he did so as
if to hide his thoughts.

“Then you don't know who this
Philip Sterling wasp’b

“No,” said Frazer. He turned hack
to the door of the cabin. Flis manner
was perturbed.

Put Fred Edgerly did not observe—
he was not interested in the moods of
Jimmie Frazer and just then he heard
within the cabin the voice of Jimmie’s
sister. As for the man lying in that
grave, his only thought concerning lum
was an idle curiosity. He followed Fra-
zer into the cabin, was greeted pleas-
antly by Alice Frazer—who was laying
a tiny table—and he forgot the whole
matter in listening to her bright talk.

Calling to Edgerly in a little while,
Jimmie Frazer made his way into the
back room, where Asbury Jett was
cramming wood into a rusted sheet-
iron stove. Frazer turned to a shelf, on
which lay a number of fossils.

“T suppose you're aware how rich
this region is in such things?” he said;
and began to display his .collection,
drawing attention to a bone which he
said was undoubtedly from the wing of
a pterodactyl. Having only a vague idea
of what a pterodactyl was, Edgerly
wondered how Jimmie Frazer knew.

“Pm trying to find the rest of the
skeleton,” said Frazer; “l’'ve spent a
whole day digging where | found this,
and intend to tackle it again.”
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Asbury Jett, uninterested, began to
sing, as be went about his work:

Wen de coon he see de possum, 'way up
in de 'simmon tree,
Says he, “Misteh
down !"
Says de possum to de coon,
speakin’ to me?
Den you'd better keep yo’ footses on
de groun'”

Possum, come

“Is you

“Misteh  Frazer,”—he looked up,
bending above the stove-— does you lak
yo’ batteh cakes well done on bofe sides,
or des only mejinm ?”

“Medium,” said Frazer, and went on
about his pterodactyl.

Fred Edgerly was quite sure he had
never spent so pleasant an evening as
in that rude cabin of cottonwood poles,
far in the wilds. Alice Frazer, who had
disappeared for a time into the upper
rooms, reappeared daintily and becom-
ingly clad, to preside at the table, when
Asbury Jett’s musical voice announced
that supper was ready. Edgerly knew
that she was dressed in white, that she
was trim and slender, that her gray
eyes held a challenging, laughing light,
and that she was altogether charming.
Asbury Jett came and went, between
the cramped dining-room and the still
more cramped kitchen, a soft-voiced,
soft-footed servitor. The cabin was only
a camp, with little space for comfort;
each room had its narrow, built-into-
the-wall cot of poles, taking up valua-
ble space; the chairs were stools, boxes,
and even blocks of wood.

At intervals Jimmie Frazer recurred
to the subject that obsessed him, and
talked learnedly, but without affecta-
tion, of Triassic, Jurassic, Cretaceous,
Tertiary, and other remote periods of
world-building time, as he forked at
the delicious “batteh cakes” which As-
bury Jett’s skill had produced. It de-
veloped that Alice had been out in the
automobile, searching for fossil relics
of those ages; that Jimmie had spent
the day on foot in the same search;
and that Asbury Jett had also pursued
it, on horseback. These fossil remains
were to be found, it appeared, in the
most unexpected places; but mainly
search was made where torrents and
wash-outs had cut away and channeled
the earth.
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"I should imagine,” said Edgerly,
“that in such places one ought to look
for emeralds; I've heard that now and
then some are to be picked up round
here.”

Frazer shot him a sharp look; and
Miss Alice, pouring a cup of tea,
seemed suddenly confused, and joggled
the «cup so that it fell with a crash to
the lloor. There was an awkward pause,
while Jett stooped to gather up the
fragments of the broken cup. Some of
the tea had splashed on Miss Frazer's
white dress.

"Asbury says it’s bad luck to knock
over a cup of tea,” site declared.

*Yes'm ; ‘tis so!” said Jett.

Jimmie Frazer was looking at Edger-
ly, as if studying him mentally and
guestioning.

"Just what did you hear
emeralds?" he inquired.

"That’s all,” said Edgerly. “1 heard
that occasionally they are found
throughout this region; there’s been
some prospecting for them, | believe;
but I think they're not abundant. When-
ever one is found it is by an accident.”

“No emeralds are ever found in this
section,” said Frazer with emphasis.

Jett opened the door and Hung the
fragments of the cup out into the night.
Miss Frazer stood up and brushed in-
dustriously at her dress. Jimmie Fra-
zer still eyed Edgerly, so that the latter
felt uncomfortable, though he could
not have said why.

Miss Frazer sat down at the table
again, and gave the conversation a new
turn, by telling the story of a little girl
who once took delight in letting hen
mother’s chinaware fall, just to hear it
crash. It appeared that she had been
that little girl.

Then the serenading coyotes began
their yapping in the hills, so that the
course of the talk was shunted again,
and the subject of the emeralds seemed
forgotten.

Later in the evening Jimmie Frazer
showed Edgerly a slip of yellowed
paper, which he drew from a wallet
in his pocket. It contained, in addition
to a name and an incomplete address,
two crosses, a circle, and the letters,
IT. F,, thus + + o H. F.

“You've knocked round here some,”

about

THE BLUE BOOK MAGAZINE

said Frazer. “Have you seen anything
like that anywhere—say on a rock, or
a tree?”

“1 haven't,” Edgerly answered.

“Well, if you do come on anything
of the kind,” said Frazer earnestly, “let
me know about it, will you.”

It was a promise Edgedv was glad
to give; though Jimmie Frazer did not
explain what the characters meant, or
why he was anxious to locate them.

The hour was late when Frazer
showed Edgerly to the box-like space
upstairs where he was to sleep. Long
before that, Asbury Jett had ridden
away from the cabin, taking Frazer’s
horse to some night pasture, Edgerly
supposed, though it was not apparent
why the grass by the stream would not
answer. Edgerly did not know bow
tired be was, until he sat down on the
blanket-covered cot of cottonwood poles
and lighted his pipe for a few whiffs
before turning in. Fie bad arrived at a
tentative arrangement with Jimmie
Frazer, whereby this cabin was to be-
come his headquarters while be hunted
a few days in the vicinity. Fie thought
he could make that cover a week or 0
of time and—well, if the chances are
favorable one may go far in a week.

While Edgerly sat smoking and
thinking, Frazer appeared, with a bottle
of wine and a pair of collapsible drink-
ing cups.

"1I'm a doctor, you know,” he said,
laughing—*“or | will be when | get my
sheepskin. And as | can see that you're
pretty well beat out, I'm going to pre-
scribe for you. A glass of this wine
with me will do you good. You see,
we're not hardened to this rough, out-
of-doors work, though we try tol make
ourselves think that we are.”

He snapped the cups open,
poured the wine.

“Flere’s how!” he said. “We’ll drink
to our better acquaintance.”

“And continued friendship,” said
Edgerly. “I hope you'll find a dino-
saur, and all the other things you want.”

They touched the cups together, and
drank.

When Frazer had slipped down-
stairs again, Edgerly still sat on the
edge of the cot, smoking and dreaming.
The one little window, was open, and-

and
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lie could hear the "ruh-mh" of his
horse tearing at the lush grass by the
river.

As he pleasantly reviewed the events
of the afternoon and evening lie found
that he was growing unaccountably
sleepy. On making this discovery lie
put aside his pipe, with the inten-
tion of getting ready for bed, and blew
out his candle. Then he stooped to take
off his shoes, put his hands were
clumsy, lie straightened up, yawned,
and tried again. The sounds of the
gurgling stream and the wind in the
cottonwoods became fainter, as a dull
lethargy crept over his mental faculties.

“Wow ! lie yawned, throwing up his
arms. “I'm dead sleepy.”

The foot lie had drawn up dropped
lumpily to the floor, and he leaned hack
against the wall, to make the work of
thinking easier. Tut he grew sleepier
sitting there; finally lie slipped sidewise,
and with a sliding motion slumped
softly down on the cot.

When Fred Edgerly came again to
himself the sun was high in the sky,
and he had a feeling that he had slept
heavdv and long. lie did not at once
know where he was, and stared blankly
at the square of the little window. A
slender cottonwood waved dusty leaves
against the skv there, and somewhere
he heard a bird singing.

Or attempting to rise, he discovered
that he was fully dressed, except that
one shoe was half unlaced; the blankets
were gone from the cot. Propping him-
self on his elbow, he stared round. ITis
mind was heavy, his head ached; re-
cent events came back to him hazily,
yet with, gathering force and clearness.
With a shock, everything then became
plain, and he leaped from the cot and
looked about. As his feet thumped
Clumsily on the floor of cottonwood
poles, lie discovered that his revolver
and his belt of cartridges were gone;
even his knife and his pocket book, had
vanished. He began to awake to the fact
that he had been robbed.

The window of his room, being open,
he did not at once connect the Frazers
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with the robbery, but imagined that
some one had got into the room by way
of the window. Stumbling to it, lie
thrust out his head and looked below
for footprints. Glancing out toward
the river, he observed that his horse was
not in sight, where it should have been.

This gave him a start. With an ex-
clamation of anger and alarm snapping
through his teeth, he tumbled to the
cramped stairs and began to descend.
He had heard no one below; but not
until he passed through both lower
rooms and looked from the front door,
which stood open, did he begin to con-
ceive that he had been deserted. Even
then he ran out into the yard, and to
the edge of the baked area beyond the
grass plot, not able to believe it. The
sun was high in the heavens—surpris-
ingly high; lie felt for his watch, to
ascertain the time, but that, too, was
gone. He called; yet no one answered.

He now ran toward the river, looking
for his horse. It was not there. Even
the lariat and the iron picket-pin had
gone with the horse. And the automo-
bile—it was not by the cabin, nor under
the brush lean-to.

Edgerly clasped his hands to his
head—his brain seemed reeling- He
could not believe what all this suggested
—he would not believe it! Jimmie
Frazer had done and said some queer
things, passed over and ignored at the
time; but, though he might now doubt
Frazer, Edgerly could not doubt Fra-
zer’s sister. And there was Asbury Jett.
True, he recalled now that Jett had rid-
den away in the night. That was before
Edgerly went upstairs—long before
Jimmie Frazer came up with the col-
lapsible drinking cups and the wine.

The wine!

Fred Edgerly dropped heavily to a
seat on the gravel slope, when that
struck him. The wine! He had not
thought of that. Had the wine been
drugged? He recalled the sleepiness
which had so overpowered him. And
the time was now nearly noon—eleven
o’clock, anyway; he had slept like a
log—slept twelve hours, as if he had
been a (lead man. And during that time
everything he had with him but the
clothing he wore and his white Stetson
had disappeared.
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Going back into the cabin, he looked
about there, in the corner where he had
set his repeating rifle, and elsewhere.
The rifle was gone; the blankets had
been stripped from the cots; the cooked
food had been taken from the cupboard
box railed to the wall. When he went
out to the lean-to—in which he had not,
after all, stalled his horse—the can of
gasoline he had noticed there was gone
likewise.

In a sort of bewildered frenzy he
now ran out beyond the cabin; soon he
found the tracks of the automobile,
with the hoof-prints of a horse—his
own horse, he was sure. lie followed
the tracks, his heart pumping so that
it choked in his throat; for a quarter
of a mile he held to the trail of the
automobile; then it struck a lava slope
and vanished.

Standing there, Edgerly looked off
in the general direction the automobile
had been taking'. Somewhere off there
was the trail which ran between Cres-
cent Untie and Glenwood ; the automo-
bile had gone in the direction of Glen-
wood.

The bewildered youth sat down and
tried to think the matter out. Hut sim-
ply because he could not connect Alice
Frazer with any thought of wrong-do-
ing, he found that it was beyond him.
Yet she had gone, left the cabin, with
her brother, and perhaps Asbury Jett,
after Edgerly had been stripped of
everything, even of his weapons and
his horse. Of that there seemed to be
no doubt; if he could he would have
doubted it gladly.

“It looks as if I'm in need of a guar-
dian I" lie exclaimed. "1'm not fit to be
out by myself alone. Well, don’t that—"
Words failed him.

When he went back to the cabin, the
conclusion had soaked into him that he
bad been “taken in and done for;" and
now he was groping for the reason why.
Tie looked the cabin over; and he ate
some cooked food which had been over-
looked, though not without a fear that
it held some of the opiate which appar-
ently had been placed in his wine cup.
That had been cleverly done—quite a
feat of jugglery—the way his cup of
wine had been doped and Frazer’s had
not; he would compliment Jimmie
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Frazer on that, he concluded, if ever he
met him again. With the exception of
some uncooked provisions and a paper
bag of flour, everything portable of
value had been carried away.

Still groping for a reason, Edgerly
went out to the lonely grave behind the
cabin and re-read the head-board. Jim-
mie Frazer had told him nothing about
the man buried there, he remembered;
in fact, Frazer had even seemed an-
noyed when Edgerly caught sight of the
grave. Cut there was nothing on the
head-board nor about the grave, to give
knowledge. Nor, in thinking it over,
could Edgerly see what there had been
in his casual remark about emeralds to
arouse anxiety; yet he recalled clearly
that it had apparently created mental
confusion. Edgerly gave up the subject;
it was too deep for him.

It was high noon when he finally left
the cabin and struck out in the course
taken by the automobile. The scraps of
food he had eaten had strengthened
him, and his head was clearer. Cut he
was troubled. He could stand the loss of
his horse and personal belongings, stand
the thought that he had been taken in
by Jimmie Frazer, even stolidly endure
the self-condemnation with which he as-
sured himself that he was all the fifty-
seven varieties of fools. But Alice
Frazer! That was what hurt.

Edgerly struck the trail of the auto-
mobile again, in the sand beyond the lava
fields. But there were no hoof-marks;
the horse had turned off in some other

direction, for a reason he could not
fathom. The motor car, ploughing
heavily, had left a trail in the sand

which a blind man might have followed.
But the sand soon gave way to bunch-
grass levels, where the going must have
been easier for the machine, if harder
for the occupants; then again the trail
was lost, on a gravelly mesa.

But Edgerly’s blood was now up, his
curiosity sharply whetted by mystery,
and he continued doggedly on. Beyond
the mesa, it was apparent an effort had
been made to baffle pursuit; the auto-
mobile had swung in a half-circle, so
did not leave the gravelly area at the
point where he first looked for the fa-
miliar tire-tracks. He lost an hour, be-
fore he found them again.
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But they still continued in the direc-
tion of (henwood. One thing' had be-
come apparent—the automobile had not
gone o\vr this entire route by night;
the way was too rough, and there had
been careful steering, of a kind not to
be done in the darkness. Hence it ap-
peared that Jimmie Frazer had tarried
at the cabin, or in its vicinity, until day-
break—a fact which indicated he had
no fear that Edgerly would come quick-
ly out of his drug-induced sleep.

And of course—there could be no
other conclusion'—Jimmie Frazer’s
sister was consenting to all that was
done. Still this was inexplicable. Edger-
ly refused to believe her the conscience-
less creature that her behavior implied.
lle tried to find some explanation which
would leave that out of the reckoning
and failed ; he could not think she sa
feared her brother that he could force
her to keep silent and go with him
against her will.

Fred Edgerly clung to the automobile
tracks until he saw them enter the
beaten trail running to Glenwood—
which was thirty miles away; then he
stopped. Behind him, at the other end
of the trail, but nearer, was the town of
Crescent Butte, his headquarters; he
had taken a room in a hotel there, and
his trunk was there. He had never been
in Clemvood, though he had expected
to go there soon; but a railway, as well
as the trail, connected the two places.
He could reach Glenwood, if he wished,
more speedily and easily by rail from
Crescent Butte, than on foot by way of
the exhausting trail. He considered the
matter, and turned hack toward Cres-
cent Butte.

When he arrived on the hills above
the little town the sun had gone down,
and before he set his weary feet in the
narrow streets, the electric lights were
shining to guide his way. The town lay
in a hollow of the hills, with a mountain
stream plunging along below, the rail-
wav keeping close to the stream. Cres-
cent Butte had soaring summer-resort
ambitions; highly colored folders her-
alded its manifold attractions; it had
been one of these which had captured
the vagrant fancy of Fred Edgerly and
drawn him thither, when otherwise he
might have gone elsewhere.
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The Hotel which Edgerly had chosen,
the best in the place, was located near
the railway station, down by the roaring
river. Not far from it was the brick
building occupied jointly by the police
and fire departments. On coming to this
building Edgerly stopped, and stood
looking thoughtfully at a sign over one
of the doors, indicating the office of
“Chief of Police.” By appealing to the
chief of police, a telegram would he sent
by the latter to Glenwood, and cause the
arrest of the occupants of the automo-
bile—which had no doubt reached Glen-
wood long before. But Edgerly passed
on. He was not yet ready to subject
Alice Frazer to the indignity of an
arrest.

“I'm a fool, | suppose,* he thought.

The luxury of a bath, after the grime
of the trail, made him more cheerful.
He shaved in his room, then took cloth-
ing from his trunk and discarded the
cowboy attire which he had so much
admired. Having dressed to his satis-
faction, he spent the interval before
supper in considering what he should
do, now that he was in Crescent Butte.
One thing pressed on him—he had no
money, since his pocketbook had been
taken at the cabin. He could get money
by wiring to Kansas City; and he de-
termined to do that. But he could not
decide what to do about the Frazers.

While still at sea on that point, he
went downstairs, and made his way into
the dining room. It was a long room,
filled with guests, sitting at small tables.
Conducted to the further end, Edgerly
glanced about incuriously as he passed
along, recalling here and there, a face
he had seen before. Then he came near
stopping dead in his tracks, thrilled by
the shock of seeing at one of the tables
the very people who occupied his
thoughts—Jimmie Frazer and his sister.
He went on, almost trembling with ex-
citement, before his gaping stare was
noticed.

v

Though lJimmie Frazer glanced up,
it was in an unobservant manner; soi
that Edgerly had the assurance, as he
settled into the chair drawn out for him,
that he had not been recognized. Pos-
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sibly, lie thought, this was due to the
alteration in his appearance, made by
his change of clothing and a clean shave.
He had been a theatrical cowboy, in
looks, with a two dais’ stubble on his
face, when at the cabin in the hills.
Now he was a well-dressed young fel-
low, outwardly not greatly unlike a
dozen others in that dining room, He
drew a deep breath, glanced around,
fumbled with his napkin to hide his con-
fusion, and gave his order.

When the attendant had gone he
looked again at the table where sat the
Frazers. Jt was not far away, and his
view was unobstructed. As if his gaze
made itself felt, at this instant Alice
Frazer lifted her head and glanced in
his direction. Their eves met, and the
girl's widened with surprise, while her
face paled—the pallor being succeeded
by a swift Hush of confusion. That
flush burned in her brown cheeks even
after she had withdrawn her gaze.

“"What does it mean?"

Fut even while asking that, Fred
Hdgcrlv was conscious of a sense of
gratification ; it was, somehow, good to
see her again, in spite of everything. In
his bewilderment lie was still staring at
her rudely, and at her brother. He could
not make it seem right—the things that
had happened in connection with them;
they did not look as if they were thieves.

“Well. I'm going to find out the truth.
It may be a fool notion, that | was
drugged ; but | certainly was deserted
in the cabin, with my money, horse, and
evervthing gone. I've a right to know
what it meant; and | want my property.
There’s nothing wrong in making a de-
mand like that; and now that I've found
them here I'll make it: I'll have satis-
faction of some kind—"

lie saw Alice Frazer glance in his
direction again; though, as her gaze
seemed to rove in a casual manner,
covering him and passing on, he did not
this time catch her eye. Tint he was sure
she communicated her discovery to her
brother, for in a little while Jimmie
Frazer locked up and in his direction.

The waiter had returned, and Fred
Edgerly gave attention to the things set
before him, yet with occasional glances
at the other table. When he saw the
Frazers rise and leave the dining room,
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he hastened the completion of his sup-
per, and followed. But they had disap-
peared.

"Gone up to their rooms,” he thought.
“Well, | can wait.”

He went out on the piazza, on the
river side, intent on finding a place
which would give him a view of the
front door. He did not believe they
would leave the hotel immediately, but
if they did he wanted to know it. Then
he saw a young woman sitting in a
rocker at the piazza's farther end, in a
light that was fairly good. Her appear-
ance was familiar, and as he advanced
toward her he knew that she was Alice
Frazer. He had a feeling, too, that she
had placed herself there purposely, to
meet him.

"Is it you?” he asked, coming up to
her awkward!v.

She half arose, as she looked up.

“Mr. Edgerly! | thought | recognized
you, in the dining room.”

“But were not quite sure?”

He made himself bold, and drew up a
chair, whereupon she settled back in the
comfortable rocker.

"You supposed | was still out in the
wilds, eh ?” lie said. “Or perhaps asleep
in that cabin?” There was a trace of
bitterness in his voice.

“1 didn't know but you might still be
at the cabin,” she confessed. “You
weren't pleased with the eccentric man-
ner of our leave-taking—is that it? But,
Sir Cowboy, there were reasons; very
adequate reasons, my brother thought.”

“The drugged wine worked well !"

“Don’t talk in riddles, please,” she
urged.

“You don’t know anything about the
drugged wine?”

“Assuredly not; there was no drugged
wine, that | know of. Just what do you
mean by that ?”

“l may have been mistaken, of
course,” he admitted, wondering if he
could have been. “But your brother
brought up some wine, which we drank
together; after that | became so dead
sleepy | simply tumbled over on my cot,
and didn’'t know a thing afterward until
nearly noon to-day.”

He thought she laughed.

“That is ridiculous; you were tired,
and that made you sleepy.”
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“It sounds ridiculous to you ? But it's
not like me, to fall asleep in that manner,
and sleep so long, and wake up with a
splitting headache."

"It is supremely silly—your notion;
for don't you see, if the wine had been
drugged, and my brother drank it with
you, he would have been affected in the'
same way."

“Perhaps,” said Edgerly. “Unless he
contrived to drink some that was not
drugged. Anyhow, it was queer, the way
you disappeared in the night, and left
me there asleep.”

"Sir Cowboy, there was a reason, as
| have said. Pm glad to be able to tell
you that, as you might think otherwise.
Even eccentric things are not done with-
out some reason!"

“Is it too much to ask you to tell me
what that reason was?”

"It is. But | may say that my brother
concluded suddenly that he could not
trust you. I'm not saying that | agreed
with him. but | obeyed him. He is in
charge here, and has some very impor-
tant things to accomplish. Ide didn't
want your company, and didn’'t want
you to know where lie bad gone. | sup-
pose my answer isn't full enough.
Still—" she hesitated—"“1'm not saying
that justified what he did, and particu-
larly his manner of doing it; yet he is
very competent and capable.”

"Keen though he didn't want my
company—even though yon didn’t want
it—" He stopped, but she did not gratify
him by a declaration that in this she did
not agree with her brother. “No matter
how unsatisfactory my presence may
have been, or had become, that surely
did not justify him in robbing me!"

She turned <uickly, and looked
straight into his face.

"What is this?" she said. “You have
been robbed ? And you think my brother
did it?"

“1 was robbed of everything, while 1
lay asleep in that cabin—of my rifle and
revolver, my pocketbook and watch.
Even my horse was taken. | was simply
stripped!”

His voice rose a little. The girl
seemed amazed, as if she could not com-
prehend it.

"There is some mistake,” she said.
“There is some mistake.”
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“None!” he declared. "When | awoke,
I found myself alone and robbed. What
the shock was, menial and otherwise,
when | made that discovery, | shall not
try to tell you, but will simf*y say that
at first | could not believe it. | had re-
ceived such kindness, we had passed so
pleasant an evening together—well, it
was incomprehensible.”

She rose half out of her chair.

"I think 1 ought to find my brother
and let him know about this," she said.
"It will distress him, even though—"
She sank hack, giving over her half-
formed intention. “Let me hear about
it,” she begged, “—all about it."

"That is really all,” said Edgerly. "I
saw the tracks of your automobile, and
followed them to the edge of the lava
field; then I went back and made an-
other search through the cabin, and
round it, and down by the stream; the
picket pin and rope were gone, as well
as my horse, and the saddle and bridle
—and there were horse tracks accom-
panying the tire tracks of the auto. |
still couldn’t believe what had happened
—what the evidence of my eyes told
mel!”

She drew a long breath, and seemed
frightened.

"Let me understand this,” she begged.
“You slept so soundly, that when 3011
awoke you thought you must have been
drugged ; hut j'ou wouldn’t have thought
that, it never would have occurred to
you, if we had been there, and every-
thing had been all right. 1 am correct
in that?”

"Til admit,” said Edgerly, “that I
probabty should never have thought of
the wine being drugged, if everything
had been normal when | awoke. Still—

“Everything you had was gone—your
money, watch, weapons, and \-our
horse!”

“You're right—everything was gone.”

“And you thought you had been
robbed by—your friends! | think 1 can
understand how you felt. But, Sir Cow-
boy, we didn't do that. You probably
wont believe it, hut it's the truth. When
we left the cabin in the automobile your
horse was picketed by the stream—I
myself heard it moving there; and | am
quite sure that none of your personal
belongings had been disturbed; and
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more, no horse accompanied us. On my
honor—perhaps you wont think | have
anyl—I assure you that we know noth-
ing about itr?

“ihit you did leave me!"”

“1 must admit it.”

“And you can't explain why.”

“Sir Cowboy, | can't explain why. If
you really don't know, it will have to
remain a mystery to you.”

"You think | do know the reason.”

“l am sincerely hoping that you
don't.”

There was an awkward pause.

“Yes?"

“That's a question? Then | will say
that | hope so, because if you do know,
without being told, it may indicate that
you arc the villain my brother fears you
are. And—well, really, it wouldn't please
me to know that you are a villain. I'd
much rather think well of you. Besides,
if you arc what my brother thinks you
arc, you may give us trouble. Has it
occurred to you that we ran away from
you to escape trouble?”

“It does now, since you tell me; |
should never have thought of it.”

“It seems very much as if yon fol-
lowed us here, don't you think?”

“You knew | was stopping here,
didn't you?"

“1 know you told us you had been
stopping here; but we gathered the idea
that you expected to go on to Glenwood
—not that you expected to return here.”

“1 did intend to go to Glenwood; but
I meant to come here first, and get my
trunk and other things.”

“So,” she explained, “we ran to Glen-
wood, then took the other road, round
bv Cottonwood Crossing, and came here.
And here you came, just as if you were
(logging us. You went to Glenwood, |
suppose, following our auto; and there
you learned that an automobile had been
shipped west this morning; there was
one shipped, as we discovered, and we
thought you would suppose that it was
ours! But that didn't fool you. So you
took the first train for this point; it got
in not long ago. Am 1 right? And
doesn’t it seem we may be warranted in
supposing you followed us here? |
knew you would come out of the dining
room looking for us; so | came out here
on this piazza, to discover just what you
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mean, if 1 can. Am | not quite frank?
My brother says I'm the frankest per-
son alive; but his judgment is partial.
Come, Sir Cowboy, did you follow us?”

Edgerly began to explain, clumsily:
telling her he had gone to Glenwood,
and why he had, on the other hand,
hastened back to Crescent Butte. He
even admitted stopping before the office
of the chief of police, with thoughts of
having a telegram sent to Glenwood
ordering their arrest.

“So, if we had remained there, we
should have been arrested! Sir Cowboy,
it makes me glad we did not go there.
Yet 1 think there is where we should
have gone if we had known you were to
come here. | am still ungraciously hon-
est in what | say, you see!”

She continued insisting that Jimmie
Frazer was honest and honorable’; he
had not doctored the wine, and he had
stolen nothing.

“You see,” she urged, as she defended
her brother’s actions, “it was so plain
that you were not a cowboy, while pre-
tending to be one, that, ignorant as |
am, | knew it at once. Why were you
wearing that ridiculous cowboy cloth-
ing? It didn't deceive any one; and—it
didn’t become you.”

Fred Edgerly flushed at this rebuke;
he had thought the cowboy clothing be-
came him immensely.

“It was just a romantic idea,” he ex-
plained. “This is, or has been recently,
cowboy land.”

“Um-m!” He thought she tilted her
nose in the air. “Perhaps so. It made
you look like a stage villain.”

“Will you excuse me,” she added then,
rising, “while 1 go and recount this re-
markable story to my brother? It will
interest and astonish him. | am even
afraid he will not credit it. For, you see,
he suspects yon.”

“You do not, I hope?” he said, also
rising.

“Perhaps | do, Sir Cowboy. As to
that, we shall see later. I hope you are
everything you ought to be.”

She hurried away, with a little wave
of her hand to him, her boot-heels click-
ing on the bare boards of the piazza
floor.

Fred Edgerly followed, more slowly,
pondering the situation in its new light.
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Hearing the sound of billiard balls,
be turned aimlessly to the lighted stairs
which led to the billiard room in the
basement. When he got there he found
only one man, and that was Jimmie
Frazor himself, at a pool table, chalking
his cue, after a shot, with the balls well
scattered over the table.

After a moment of hesitation, Ed-
gerly went boldly forward. Frazer
turned to the table on seeing him, giving
Edgerly a view of his back. He was a
trim, athletic young fellow, under twen-
ty-five, well dressed, with a dark, at-
tractive face, which in some lines
resembled his sister’s. It seemed he
meant to ignore Edgerly’s presence.

“You wouldn't care for a game with
me ?”

Edgerly asked the question, stepping
to the rack and taking down a cue.

“No, | don't think I would,” said
Frazer, without turning round; “I'm
not much of a player—just practicing.
You'd be sure to beat me—see?”

“I've been having a talk with your
sister,” said Edgerly, dropping the
heavy butt of his cue to the floor and
folding* his hands over the top of the
chalked end.

"That'’s interesting.”

Frazer wielded his cue and sent a ball
caroming into a pocket.

“She declared that you didn't drug
my wine—and that you didn't take
away my riile and horse and other
property.”

Frazer turned round, eveing him.

“What's that?”

“1 slept until nearly noon, in that
cabin where you left me; and when |
woke up my horse and everything | had

was gone. How do you account for
that?”

Frazer looked him over with irritat-
ing coolness.

“l don't try to account, for it, as |
know nothing about it.”

“Yet you must admit that you drove
away in your auto and left me.”

“Yes,” said Frazer, a sudden fire in
his gray eyes, “and if you follow me
round, | warn you that you will meet
worse treatment. | think | know you—
know who you are, and what you're
after. At first, when you came there, |
thought | might be mistaken; but
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now | don’t think that 1 am. As for that
alleged robbery—in my opinion it’s all
rot.”

Fred Edgerly’s anger leaped at that.
“Then I'm a liar?” he said, his face
suddenly white, his hands trembling on
top of the cue.

Frazer coughed out a scornful laugh,
and turning to the table set his cue ball
in position. “1 never call a man a liar—
out here, in this wild and woolly AVest.
It’s said not to be healthy.”

“But you said—"

“Forget it. All 1 ask of you is that
you will keep away from me. But you'll
do that, anyhow, | think, as 1'm going to
get out of here. But if you try to follow
me—why, then 1I'll know—" He
shrugged his shoulders. * Oh, what’s the
use ? | guess you know what I mean, all
right.”

“But | don't,” said Edgerly obsti-
nately. “And | demand an understand-
ing”

?immie Frazer made his shot.

“AVe wont talk about it,” he said. “If
I'm wronging you, I'm sorry. But | don't
think 1 am, and | refuse to quarrel with
you.” He tvalked around the table, dug
a ball out of a pocket, and laid it up
with some others. “So you’ll excuse me,
please. | haven't any chip on my shoul-
der.”

“You're a coward,” said Edgerly. He
felt that he had been not only wronged,
but snubbed, and his wrath blazed forth.
“You drugged me at the cabin, and de-
serted me there, even if you didn’t rob
me, yet you refuse to give me any satis-
faction.”

Frazer stopped and sighted at the
balls across the table.

“1 refuse to be bullied into a fight
with you,” he said. “It’s perhaps what
you want, but you wont get it. Now' go
away and leave me alone. If | find later
that I'm mistaken in you, I'll tender the
proper apologies, but just now—Well,
you see I'm trying to pocket as many
of these balls as | can, and you're mak-
ing me nervous.”

Edgerly glared at him.

“How about the dinosaurs?” he
sneered. “And the emeralds? It startled
your sister, when | spoke of the emer-
alds! And that grave and head-board;
and the marks and letters on that pa-
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per, which you wouldn’t explain, after
trying to see what | knew about them.
1f any one is playing double it is you,
Jimmie Frazer—if that is your name,
which I'm beginning to doubt.”

When Frazer did not even look at him
he turned and climbed angrily out of the
billiard room. He was white with wrath ;
he had grown angrier every minute, and
knew if he remained a more violent ex-
plosion would follow.

At the top of the stairs he came face
to face with Asbury Jett, descending to
the billiard room. Judging by his man-
ner, it appeared that Jett would have
avoided the meeting.

“What's the matter with that crazy
man in there?” Edgerly snarled. “And
what's the matter with you7 Do you
think I've got smallpox, that you must
avoid me, and run away front me?”

“Which man 3010 mcanin’?” asked
Jett, rifling his eyes.

"The man you have been with—
Frazer. lie’s down in the billiard room,
and refuses to explain why he left me
last night the way he did, and why he
tools my horse and everything | had!
Perhaps you can explain it; | can't get
anything out of him."

Jett recoiled. “What you
‘bout?” he cried.

“Don't you know?"

“Ah sho don't know none o’ dent
things !

“Von saw Frazer and his sister drive
awav in the auto while | was asleep,
and—"

“No, sub, ah didn't; 1 wasn’t wid
‘em ; | went away befo’ midnight, on de
boss."

"What for; why did you
Edgerly demanded.

“They sent me healt tub see about
some things an’ git their rooms ready—
yes, sub !”

“And to get you out of the way; per-
haps thov didn't want 30l to know, or
couldn't trust you!”

Asbury Jett stared. “Say, boss, |
reckum yo’ head is sho hurtin’ you; ef
you ain't been drinkin', you sutfinly
shows signs o’ crazy. | dunno what you
talkin’ about, man. Lernine pas’, will
you ?"

lie slid past, and hurried down the
steps.

talkin’

leave?”
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“Crazy?" said Edgerly, looking at the
negro’s vanishing back. “Perhaps | am.
Put | don’t think so. Yet this is enough
to make a man crazy. If it wasn't for
his sister, 1'd have lJintmie Frazer in
jail inside of an hour!"

Put when passing out of the hotel he
considered the matter, he began to see
what slight grounds he would have for
bringing any serious charge against
Jintmie Frazer. While he affirmed,
Frazer could deny: it would become
simply a question of who was worthy
of credence. And when Frazer’s sister
and Asbury Jett sided with Jintmie, as
they would do, Edgerly’s claims must
fall to the ground.

Put if Asbury Jett had brought Ed-
gerly’s horse to Crescent Putte, that
would establish a working point. So Ed-
gerly set out for the hotel stable, with
that in view. Put his horse was not there,
lie visited the other stables in the town,
with the same result. A thing which
puzzled him, was that he did not see
Frazer’s motor car anywhere.

Fred Edgerly’s wrath against Jimmie
Frazer wore its edge off as he prosecut-
ed his search. On leaving the hotel lie
had been ready to demand a warrant for
Frazer’s arrest, if some proof could lie
found to back Ins demand. Put this de-
sire had passed by the time he returned
to the hotel. In going over even thing,
he saw how easy- it would have been for
some one to enter the cabin and rob him,
after the Frazers lead departed; and
that same person could have taken his
horse as readily. The fact that the hoof-
marks lie had seen had not continued on
with the tracks of the automobile might
stand as proof of that, until further
light came.

But the thing that troubled Fred
Edgerly most was that he stood a chance
now of losing forever the good opinion
of Alice Frazer, if he had not already
lost it; that seemed a very serious mat-
ter. In view of his desire to stand well
in her estimation his angry fling at her
brother in the billiard room had been
ver\r unwise. Nor could he forget Jim-
mie Frazer’s statement, that he expected
to depart from Crescent Putte soon,
with the intention of putting himself,
and of course his sister, beyond the
scope of Edgerly’s ken.
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“And certainly | can’'t chase them
about, if they don't want me near them,”
was his uneasy conclusion.

lie set out to find Alice Frazer again,
hoping he could make some explanation,
or say something, which would cushion
the effect of what her brother would un-
doubtedly tell her. But she was not to
he found. Apparently she had retired to
her room for the night.

At the desk of the clerk, Edgerly
glanced with a casual air over the
registries for that day. And he found
the names of J. M. Frazer and Alice
Frazer in a fair, round hand, evidently
Jimmie’s. The address was set down as
(brand Rapids. It tallied with the in-
formation they had given him.

While he smoked a cigaret, camped
ill a chair on the front piazza still cogi-
tating, a young colored man belonging
at the hotel came out and poised himself
on the near-by railing.

"See here,” said Edgerly, tossing
away his cigaret, “you’'ve met Asbury
Jett. ! suppose?"

"The cullud gemman that's sho-fuhin’
fo' Mistch Frazeh?”

“Yes, that’s the one. They may go
away before I'm up in the morning, and
I'd like to see them before they go.
Will you be up ail night?”

‘Wes, suh. | has to meet the five
o’clock train in the mawnin’!”

“All right, then. If they leave before
morning, come up to my room and tell
me about it, will you? It will be worth
a dollar to you!”

He hadn’t a cent in his pocket.

“Yes, suh; I'll do it, suh!”

Edgerly hated himself heartily for
that arrangement, as he made his way
across to the telegraph office at the rail-
way station and sent a message to an
uncle in Kansas City requesting money,
lie wondered how Alice Frazer would
regard it, if she knew. Yet he could not
be sorry; he felt that he must know it,
if the Erazors, hastened away, as he
feared they would do.

He was beginning to be very sleepy
again, when lie reached his room—not
dead sleepy, as on the previous evening,
yet noticeably so. Ele had passed
through a strenuous day. That sense of
drowsiness made him again wonder if
he had been mistaken about the wine.
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Yet he had not been mistaken as to the
fact that they had deserted him, and
their joint confession that it was because
Jimmie Frazer feared him. He un-
dressed slowly and went to bed, and fell
asleep while trying to solve the puzzle
of why Frazer was afraid of him, and
thought him a villain. The solution
chided him, and he pursued it all night
long in his dreams.

V

When Fred Edgerly appeared in the
hotel office, early in the morning, one
of the first persons lie saw was the
young colored man he had spoken to
just before going to bed.

“They went on the five o'clock, boss,”
the factotum informed him.

“What is that?” said Edgerly.

“Jes’ so; the}' went on the five o’clock
train, east.”

The blood had mounted to Fdgerly's
face. “But you promised me you would
let me know” he said.

“Yes, suh. An’ you promised me a
dollar, but | didn't git it. The yuther man
give me five, an’ tol’ me to keep still.
It was betteh pay, an mo' certain. A
buhd in the han', you know.”

“Did they ship the automobile?”

“It was shipped yisti'day. 1 could 'a’
tol’ you ’'bout that las’ night, but yoUi
didn't ask me; it went by freight.”

“You don’'t know their destination, |
suppose?”

“Yes, suh; it was Laramie. Misteh
Jett tol’ me they was goin' straight
though to Laramie.”

“It’s all right,” said Edgerly, trying
to conceal his deep disappointment, “but
you ought to have called me.”

Fie turned back to the desk of the
clerk; he had been talking by the outer
door.

“No telegrams,” said the clerk, when
Edgerly asked.

Down at the telegraph office he re-
ceived the same information. There-
upon he shot another “collect” dispatch
at his uncle in Kansas City and then in-
quired of the ticket agent at the next
window if Mr. Frazer and Miss Frazer,
from the near-by hotel, had purchased
tickets for Laramie that morning.
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"l sold some tickets for Laramie,”
said the agent, looking up over the edge
of the newspaper he was reading. "I
don't know who bought them.”

About nine o’clock a telegram was
brought up to Edgerlv's room. The sight
of the yellow envelope brightened him.
But when he tore it open he read:

Father gone to Chicago—absent sever-
al days, Bessie.

Bessie was Edgerlv's cousin; a pert,
black-eyed girl, whom he liked, but who
was rather shy. Probably Bessie did not
know her father's Chicago address.

In his anxiety, Edgerly sent a “col-
lect” message to Bessie, stating briefly
his financial position. Having dispatched
that, he pawed some things out of his
trunk, selected a pair of gold cuff but-
tons, his fountain pen, and a scarf pin
with a small brilliant, for which he had
banded over the sum of twenty-five dol-
lars, and sallied forth to try his luck at
a pawn-shop he had seen around the
corner. Bor the first time in his life he
was in a strange place and penniless,
and it was so unpleasant a position that
the thought of it frightened him. He
had visions of the landlord demanding
payment, and tumbling him and his
trunk contemptuously into the street.

The broker who, under the Lombard
sign of the three halls, was relieving
the pressing needs of his fellow men at
a profit of six hundred per cent and up-
wards, already had a customer when
Fred Edgerly popped hastily in through
the little door. This customer was a
rough-looking fellow, wearing slouch
hat and shirt of soiled red flannel, who
dosed his hand convulsively over some
small object resembling a bit of green
glass, and shuffled into an adjoining
room to wait until Edgerly was through.

Displaying a petrified smile, the pawn-
broker turned to Edgerly. “Somet’ing
I can do for you, eh?" lie asked, lean-
ing over his little counter.

On the wall behind him were musical
instruments, revolvers, rifles, watches,
even articles of clothing, which necessi-
tous men had confided to his keeping;
and at his elbow was a large glass case
bolding more watches, with rings and
jewelry.

THE BLUE BOOK MAGAZINE

In the back of Edgerly’s head ques-
tions were buzzing about the bit of
green glass he had seen, as he fished up
the articles lie desired to pawn, and ex-
hibited them.

The pawnbroker spread thorn out be-
fore him, looked at them carefully,
tested them with his tongue, then used
a small magnifying glass.

“How mooch you
friendt ?"

“All I can get,” said Edgerly. “1 think
I can pay you back this evening, or to-
morrow.”

The broker shrugged his spare shoul-
ders.

“T'ree dollars,” he said.

“Make it five, anyway,; it's little
enough. They're worth ten times that.”

“T’ree dollars.”

“Five, | say.”

The thin shoulders went up again.

“No; | could not pay more if it vas
to my own fader; it is more as dev are
vort. | vill gift you t'ree dollars. Yes?”

“Take them,” said Edgerly impa-
tiently.

When he had pocketed his pawn ticket
and the three silver dollars passed out
to him, and had left the pawnshop, Ed-
gerly strolled down to the corner, and
stood there, near the hotel, waiting to
see the other man depart. But though
he waited fully half an hour he was not
gratified.

“Slipped out the back way,” he said,
and went on into the hotel.

Having a speaking acquaintance with
the day clerk, he lounged by the latter's
desk, after inquiring for mail he did
not expect; then remarked with an un-
interested air:

“1 understand that emeralds are found
in these hills sometimes.”

“Rubies, you mean,” the clerk cor-
rected. “That is they're called rubies,
but they're only red agates. There was
a lot of excitement about them some
time back; the prospectors were crazy.”

Fie pulled open a drawer and threw
some of the rubies out on the desk—half
a handful of them.

“Agates,” he said. “Handsome, aint
they? Too had they aint rubies,”

Edgerly looked them over.

“So there are no emeralds found
here?”

want, mine
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The clerk's keen eyes bored him.
“Y<u heard there were emeralds?”

"J must have misunderstood what |
heard.”

"No emeralds were ever found round
here. We've lots of black diamonds,
though/’ He referred to the coal fields.
"That's something worth while, eh?”

As lie left the desk Edgerly was cogi-
tating on his curious mistake. If no
emeralds were to be found in the neigh-
borhood, what had he seen in the rough
palm of the man in the pawnshop? And
why had his reference to emeralds at
the cabin brought confusion? He turned
that over and over in his mind. What
did Jimmie Frazer mean by taking um-
brage when emeralds were spoken of?
And Jimmie's sister—why had that
mention so startled her? Or was he him-
self mistaken about the whole thing?

Fred Edgerly went outside, and tried
to stud} that out. But he failed to ar-
rive anywhere; all the highways of
thinking were blocked and the finger
posts torn down. "I give it up,” he said;
"and 1 suppose it is really none of my
business. But | wish | had my prop-
erty, and my money. If my lovely uncle
in K. C. don't cough up, and Bessie
can't help me, I'm going to be in a
pickle here; I'll have all 1 want to do to
pull myself out of it, without troubling
about matters that don't concern me.

Still, there's Dodson. | guess I'll send
another telegram; I'll try Dodson, this
time.”

Dodson was in charge of the bit of
Kansas City real estate which Fred
Edgerly oumed—his patrimony. The
rents from it were not much and had al-
ready been paid to him. Still Dodson
might do something, if he understood
the situation.

When he had sent the telegrams “col-
lect,” as usual—he could not afford to
break into that precious three dollars of
iron money sagging in his pocket until lie
was forced to—he went back to the
neighborhood of the pawnshop, and
after waiting there a while, he wandered
out along the narrow street, toward the
trail he had traversed the day before.

Absorbed in thought, he was a mile
or more beyond the town before he be-
came sensible of it. But he continued on,
for the exertion of walking was a relief.
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When three miles at least from Cres-
cent Butte he stopped on a rise of
ground, and looked back over the way
he had come. As he looked, drawing
in deep breaths of the wine-like air, a
horseman came in view in the trail below
him. There was something so familiar
in the appearance of the rider and horse
that after a staring gaze Edgerly
dropped down on a stone by the way,
and waited for the horseman to come
up.
In a little while he was sure the man
was the one he had seen in the pawn-
shop. This was of itself interesting, but
even more interesting was the fact that
Edgerly was looking at his own horse,
the one he had lost at the cabin. He did
not need to look twice to be sure of it
Yet he wanted to see if the familiar,
rangy, red roan bore on its right hip the
brand he remembered—a living Y,
sprawled like a banyan over the red-
and white hair. Behind the saddle was
a big bundle—a filled gunny bag
strapped in position there.

It was Fred Edgerly’s belief that the
man was a cowboy. And as his knowl-
edge of cowboys and cowboy character
had been gained solely from reading
and books, with a "look-in" at a wild
West show now and then, he hesitated
as to his manner of approach, in de-
manding the restoration of his prop-
erty. Perhaps the rough-looking rider
was a road-agent! Anyway appearances
at the moment indicated that be was the
thief who had gone through Edgerly at
the cabin. If his character was so des-
perate, he might resent Edgerly’s de-
mand with gun-play. Nevertheless, Fred
Edgerly was resolved to recover his
horse, or know why. So, though lie felt
the helplessness of his unarmed posi-
tion, his mind was made up.

Edgerly did not speak until the man
came opposite in the trail. The rider
was looking at him curiously; probably,
it seemed, because he recalled the inci-
dent in the pawn-shop; Edgerly sus-
pected it was also on account of the
horse. The banyan Y was plainly to
be seen now. Edgerly observed, too, that
the saddle and blanket, and the bridle,
were the ones he had purchased and paid
a round price for. With the man still
eyeing him, he stepped forward.
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“1 don't know where you picked up
that horse, stranger,” he said, “but I
have a lively recollection that | bought
him in Crescent Butte no longer than
four days ago—as | can prove to you,
if you will go with me to the man I
bought him of. And that saddle and
bridle and the saddle blanket | got at
the same time."

The man drew the horse in with an
abrupt jerk. Edgerly discovered now
that the horseman had mild blue eyes
and a not unpleasant face—points he
had failed to perceive in the pawnshop.

"That so?" said the man.

“Yes, it's so,” said Edgerly. It
pleased and encouraged him, that the
man did not seem inclined to be com-
bative.

“A feller claimin’ property,” said the
man, “"could mention, | s’pose, where
he had it last, with sim’lar pints?”

“1 was at a cabin off there in the edge
of the hills." Edgerly pointed. “It's a
cabin of cottonwood poles, and it was
occupied at the time by a brother and
sister named Frazer. They had an au-
tomobile, and event to the town in it
and have now gone on to Laramie. |
slept sound that night in the cabin, with
my horse on a picket rope down by the
river. When | woke up he was gone
—and the saddle and blanket, and bridle
were gone too. They're on the horse
now ; and that’s the horse.”

The man smiled.

"Sounds straight enough,” he said,
“but it's tough on me, as | reckon it
means I've got to hoof it the rest o’ the
wav to my camp, and pack that bag o’
stuff on my back. Still, 1 dunno as I've
any right to feel peeved. | didn't steal
your horse, an’ you can have him. Truth
is, | found him. jest as you see him, with
his nose in the grass, down at the crick
below my shack. | cal'lated that he had
throwed his rider, and that 1'd be called
on sooner or earlier to give him up. |
was expectin’ the tackle in the town
back there, but as it hadn’t come | was
jest congratulatin’ my luck, thinkin’ 1'd
found a horse | could keep.”

He slid out of the saddle.

It was so easy a victory that Fred
Edgerly was taken by surprise; he had
expected a wrangle at least, having yet
to learn that when a man knows he is
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in the wrong he is not quick to fight.
It argued, too, that this man was honest
—he looked honest. Yet Edgerly did not
forget the emerald seen in the pawn-
shop—if it was an emerald. The man
began to untie the heavy looking bag'

“Flow far is it to your camp?” asked
Edgerly.

“All o’ five miles.”

“And | suppose that bag is kind of
heavy?”

“Well, it’s kinda heavy.” Fie turned,
smiling. “Things for the Prince—treats
an’ sech like.” Edgerly’s stare brought
a laugh, and an explanation. “That'’s
what | call him—Prince Charming—
out of a story book | got for him, y’
know. Kinda fits him. He’'s only a
kid—cute, though, cute as hell.”

Fred Edgerly decided quickly that
one who had a soft spot in his heart for
a child could not be a very bad man.
Still, he remembered the emerald. Con-
necting it with that mention of emeralds
which had startled the Frazers, it gen-
erated curiosity; and a desire to solve
that mystery decided him.

“Just leave the bag on there,” he
said. “I'm out for a walk and have
got all the rest of the afternoon before
me. You can take the bag on to your
shack, and I'll go with you; after that
I'll ride back to Crescent Butte.”

The man’s face showed distrust.

“You're kind,” he said. “Flut ain't it
askin’ too durn much ?”

“Not if | like to do it. In fact, you've
made me want to see that boy, and your
camp; so that counts.”

“ 'Taint much—jest a sheep camp.
I've got a few sheep I'm runnin’ there. |
kinda like the business; they am no
money in it, in a small way, yet it makes
a feller sorty independent; that's some-
thing.”

“It’s everything,” said Edgerly. “I'll
go with you.”

The man’s distrust seemed to pass;
yet the next moment he asked, showing
that he, too, remembered :

“l think | seen you in Butte while |
was there t'-day? When | was in a
pawn-shop, trading a gun | had, for
money to buy some things for the
Prince.”

“Yes, | recollect—I saw von,” Ed-
gerly admitted, smiling. “1 called on our
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uncle of the three balls also, for a loan,
and left some little trinkets in his care;
1 can’t agree that he was generous.”

The sheep man spat in disgust.

“Generous; there's a place with a
winter resort climate that’s waitin' for
generous souls like his'n ! Why, say, that
at' cuss would skin a ilea for his hide!”

llotli laughed.

“We'll go on together then—eh?”
Edgerly asked. “l'd like to see your
cam]) and the boy.”

This mention of the boy melted the
final frost of the sheep-man's reluc-
tance.

“Oh, all right,” he assented. “I don't
know your name, though.”

“It's Fred Edgerly.”

“Mine’s llarrigan ; I'm called 'ihap-
py' Harrigan generally by people that
knows me. The Prince kinda likes it;
I reckon he thinks that llappy sounds
like Pappy.”

"Then he isn’t your child?” said Ed-
gerly.

“lIlless you, no. lie’s an orphan:.”
He stepped back from the horse. “Hop
on here, and we'll be movin’; the horse
is yours ! Anyway, | know he aint mine;
finding aint ownership, out in this coun-
try, an’ a man what hangs onto a horse
that don't belong to him is registerin’
for trouble. It will take us two hours
to git there, unless we both ride; an’
with the bag, that'd be kinda too much
for old Grizzly. | call him Grizzly to
please the Prince. lie likes to think 't
the horse is a grizzly bear—called him
One, soon’s he seen him.”

They settled it by taking turns at
riding. llappy Harrigan beguiled the
way with talk pertaining chiefly to him-
self and his sheep, and the Prince. He
had also a collie, unbelievably intelli-
gent, that guarded the Prince while he
was away, and looked out for the sheep.
The name of the collie was Tiger—like-
wise bestowed to please the fancies of
the Prince.

“Y’ see, the Prince likes wild stories,”
he explained. “Stories about fierce an-
imals that will eat you up quick and
think about it afterwards, yet animals
that kin be tamed to play with. So it
kinda pleases him to think that the col-
lie is a meat-wranglin’ tiger from the
Superstition jungles that has been
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tamed; an’ that this horse, which | got
only yisterday, is a grizzly. Onct | got
a young sage rabbit; and me an’ the
Prince had quite a time giftin’ him
tamed down from the terrible wild cat
he had been when out in the sage brush
to the meek and docile critter that we
could handle. Whenever the rabbit
would hop and squeak, the Prince would
climb onto a chair or a box an’ how| for
me to come and rescue him. Yet he
knowed ’'twasn’t reely a wild cat.”

It was interesting to hear the sheep-
man talk. In his cheery optimism he
seemed to justify the title of "Plappy.”
Yet jostling round in the dim back re-
gions of Edgerly’s conscious thought
was that recollection of the “emerald,”
and questions about the stolen horse
and Happy Harrigan’s honesty.

The sheep-man’s home was humble,
yet beautiful by reason of Its environ-
ment. Projecting ridges of the Super-
stition Range enfolded it, protecting it
from the fierce sand storms of the
desert and the sting of the winter's
north wind. Down from the hills wan-
dered a trickle of water, winch splashed
into and filled a rounded basin, or
water-hole from which it emerged as a
thinner trickle, and lost itself completely
not far off, while trying to find a way
out into the desert sands. The trickle
fed a ribbon of green grass, and round
the water-hole this ribbon widened into
a green cloak covering many acres, the
support of the sheep-man’s small flock.
But close about the water-hole the grass
was trodden out.

When the shack was approached,
Happy Harrigan gave a whoop that
startled the echoes in the hills. It
brought a white-breasted collie out of
the grass by the pool; and, tumbling out
of the door of the shack, a small tod-
dler, marvelously clothed in rags, who
fell as he attempted to run toward the
whooping rider, then picked himself up
and fell again.

“The Prince!” yelped Harrigan. “As
glad to see me as if | was a new Teddy
bear. He's got two of 'em now, an’s
been yowlin’ like a locoed tom-cat for
another; I've got it here in the bag.
Wow! Prince Charming, | got comp’ny
for ye—a friendly gent that's owner o’
the horse 1'm straddlin’, he says.”
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He turned to Edgerly.

“Aint he it? Only thing eatin’ me is,
| aint his daddy—1'd be proud to be.”

He slid out of the saddle, and after
tossing the bridle rein to Edgerly ran
on to meet the Prince.

llut not until the gunny bag Was car-
ried into the shack and its bulging con-
tents poured out upon the floor was
Happy llarrigan's joy complete, as he
watched the capering delight of the
Prince,

Edgerly found the boy interesting, and
good to look at. His skin, in spite of the
desert sun-and wind, was like velvet—
his eyes like violets. Even the rags he
wore could not make him look common-
place ; to Edgerly it seemed that he had
an unearthly intelligence ; those big blue
eyes seemed to see right through him—
through all his secret thoughts and sus-
picions:—and accuse him.

“This is a great place,” said Harrigan.
“I call myself The First Man—the first
matt in this valley. With seek a home,
and seen a kid, no man could ever think
o' leavin’ the sunshine o’ this spot for
another; yet | did, no more’ll a year ago,
soon after I'd found the little devil.
Y' see, it was this way.”

lie pulled down a cracker box, and
drew from it a newspaper and a large
soiled manila envelope bearing a name
and address.

“Kinda gives the histry of the
Prince,” he said, glancing at the boy
placing on the tloor with his new treas-
ures.

He unfolded the yellow newspaper,
and laid a grimy forefinger on a para-
graph marked round in lead pencil:

Our esteemed fellow-townsman, Happy
Harrigan, tile bounding sheepman of the
Superstition Range, appeared before the
surprised eyes of Miss Mattie Medlar,
at the post office window, yesterday, try-
ing to send a small urchin by Uncle
Sam's mail to his home back East. It
scared up Miss Mattie a whole lot, for
she thought that our esteemed f-t was
a candidate for the nearest Fool Factory,
when in fact he had only been toying
too long with the wine cup, and had
about seven drinks too many. He had
a blotter of postage stamps stuck on the
hoy's forehead, and the address to which
he was to be expedited pinned onto the
hoy's jacket. That address was some-
where in the metropolis of New York.
It is unnecessary to say that the squirm-
ing parcel was not accepted by Post-
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master Jackson as mailable matter. In

spite of Miss Mattie’s scare, Happy

Harrigan was permitted to wander back

to the Superstition ranges, where he can

listen again to the song of his sheep, and
shun the primrose patli of temptation.

It seems that Happy found the lad some-

where with that address on him, and

considered it his Christian duty, after
tanking up, to try to get the kid through
to his people. Though thrown down in
his first attempt. Happy Harrigan is not
depressed—nothing could keep that soar-
ing spirit down ; and he says that he will
take the kid through, even if they both
have to walk. Bully for you, Happy.

Ilip, hip!

Happy Harrigan laid the manila en-
velope across the paragraph, when he
saw that Edgerly had finished reading.

“That's the address,” he said.

Fred Edgerly read on the face of the
envelope:

Mr. William Catterlix,
Care of Amersley & Company,
Broadway, New York.

“1 went there,” said Harrigan, “after
writin’ a letter, and gittin’ no answer. |
kinda feared 'twouldn’t do no good, yet
I felt it was my duty, seein’ how the
Prince had come into my hands. Y' see,
I found him, maverickin’ round on the
edge o' the desert, with only that big
envelope, which was in his pocket, as
a brand to establish his ownership—and
him no more able to tell me anything
worth while than if he had been a blat-
tin’ range calf, on account of his tender
youth. Appearances indicated that lie
had jest growed, like Topsy, out there
where | found him; there wasn't a
house, or a man, or a blamed thing, kept
sand and sage brush and big black
rocks. 'Twas so queer that it kinda
stunned me, first off. As 1'd been
drinkin’ some too much recent, thinks
I—‘Well, I've shore got 'em; but instid
of seein’ woolly dogs, with diamond
eyes, chasin’ tail-less snakes, as before,
I'm now lookin’ at a pa'r o’ angel twins,
of the male persuasin, judgin’ by the
clo'es.” Y’ know, | was seein’ double,
and thought then that 1 was lookin’ at

two boys.” He laughed over the rec-
ollection.
“Well,” he went on, “soon’s | felt

equal to it, | pirooted over to Glenwood,
taking the kid. And there, bracin’ my
shakin’ nerves with some o’ the hairs of
the dog that had bit me, | concludes to
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ship the kid to his people, by ticketin’
him through the post office—billin’ him
special as a vallyblc article. | allowed if
I grit him started Uncle Sam wouldn’t
chuck him out o’ the car winder, but
would look out for him, and see that he
got safe through. That newspaper feller
tried to he funny about it; hut | didn't
then, an’ can’t yit, see where it was
funny to want to send a kid like him to
the place where it seemed he belonged.
I s'pose, mebby, I'm kinda weak in my
sense of humor!

“When they wouldn't take him—I
hadn't money enough to ship him by the
passenger route—I buys him some toys,
and a story hook, and we romps hack
here. That story hook I'll show you
bimeby—it’s all about a class}’ young
thing called Trincc Charming. An' the
kid, takii;’ to it, mainly on account of
the red pictures, and savin’ the name
over and over, kinda as if 'twas his own,
got me started to callin’ him the Prince;
name fit him, too.

"In a month, or mebby six weeks,
when the letter I'd sent had time to sift
back to me, | set out for New York,
takin’ the Prince, to see if | could find
his folk's, yet almost hopin’ | couldn't,
for 1 had got to likin’ him that well 1
didn't want to give him up. | went to
the place named on that envelope. 'Twas
a big jewelry store, and it had every es-
tablishment o' the kind that 1'd ever
seen elsewhere backed clean off the map.
But Air. William Catterlin wasn't there;
seemed he bad been, some months be-
fore, but sense then he had evaporated,
and his whereabouts was unknown; and
nobody didn’t know nothing about the
Prince.

“So after knockin’ round a spell, and
spending enough money to keep me
goin' here a year, the Prince and me hit
the high places for the home range
ag'in. That tin soldier over there, with
one arm off and his muskit bent, is all
that's left o' the toys an’ things we
lining back with us—the only reminder,
‘ceptin’ memories o’ scandalous high
charges everywhere, of our big trip
East; the rest of the things is lost, in
the sand out there, or in the water-hole
«the water-hole gits most of ’em. If
Prince keeps on in his youthful reckless-
ness he'll fill it up; and then what'll the
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sheep do for a place to drink at—1 tell
him!”

He leaned back, smiling at the boy on
the floor, and taking the newspaper be-
gan to fold it up carefully.

“And you've never had a word of in-
formation since?” said Edgerly.

“Not a thing; it’s what some folks'd
call a myst'ry. I'm inclined to call it
kindness, o' Providence, an’ let it go at
that. Y ' see, | was flirty lonesome here,
in spite o’ the sheep and the dog. And
sense the Prince come I've been able to
cut the acquaintance of my former in-
timate friend, Old Red-Eye. I'm kinda
responsible to Providence for the
Prince’s keep and good care now and
that means I've got to hold myself
straight—and | do. I've trained the dog
to look out for him when I'm away; but
I'm never gone for more’'n a few hours,
unless he goes with me.”

“You'll have to see to educating him
by and by," Edgerly suggested.

Ilappv Harrigan looked worried.

“But mebby | wont have to send him
away to do that,” be said. “The peart-
ness o’ that kid is amazing, and |1 dunno
but he kin learn enough right here. I've
been practicin’ at educatin’ him a little,
and you can sec bow smart he is. Jest
to show you—Iie knows all his letters
and can spell like a schoolma’am,
a’'ready.”

When Edgerly questioned the toddler
of three, be found that the Prince bad
merely a hazy memory of a man be
called “Papa.”

“He recklected a bit more than that
at first,” said Harrigan. “Recklected
somethin’ about bis mother, who bad
died. But he didn't know their names—
they were jest Pappy and Mammy: be
allowed they didn't have any other
names, and that bis name was Baby—
though bimeby he remembered it was
George. But you can see that didn't give
me much to go on. Pie said there was an-
other man, but lie didn't know who.
And there y’ air; now you know as
much about him as | do, but ’taint
much.”

Vi

Having decided not to return to
Crescent Butte that afternoon, Fred Ed-
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gerly sat on the stool before the shack,
and watched Happy Harrigan and the
collie corral the sheep for the night,
down by the water-hole. The corral was
a high inclosnre of cottonwood poles
sharpened and driven into the ground,
and was coyote-proof.

Edgerly had come to his decision to
stay because he felt lonely since the dis-
appearance of the Frazers. They had
not treated him right, but that made
no difference; it never does, in a case
like Kdgerlv's. lie disliked to think that
probably he would never again see the
attractive young woman he had come to
like so well in so short a time; yet that
did not keep him from thinking of it,
and regretting it. But it was plain that
he could not follow the Frazers to La-
ramie; his self-respect would have for-
bidden that, even if he had the money.

There were other considerations
tempting him to linger over night with
the sheep-man, who had extended a
warm invitation. He liked the sheep-
man ; and there was that lure of the
“emeralds/' and some dim hope of get-
ting on the trail of the man who had
stolen his horse and other property.

Before Happy Harrigan finished his
work at the sheep corral and set the
high gate of poles in place for the night,
the stars were out in the sky, looking
pale in the dim after-glow of the de-
parted sun; and the white, new moon,
thin as Liana's crescent, rested in beauty
on the forehead of the ridge beyond tbs
stream. Ldgerly watched the moon and
the brightening stars, as the purple dusk
deepened, and thought of Laramie and
the Frazers and what he had begun to
call the "mysteries."” Coyotes were yap-
ping in the hills, and a distant prairie-
dog owl called like the ghost of a cuckoo,
as llarrigan’s hoots clumped up the
slope to the shack.

“There's a lot o' things along them
ridges that seems like ghosts a-callin’
and squallin'," said Harrigan, when
Edgerly spoke of it. “If you should live
here long's | have you'd know why that's
called the Superstition Range. But I'm
used to 'em, and don't mind. Yet they
made me feel lonesome, in New York,
missin’ 'em, noisy as ’'twas there. |
wanted to hear coyotes howlin’. Speakin’
to a feller about it, he said: ‘Coyotes;
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no—there aint none here. But there’s
wolves plenty."

He swung the coffee pot round on
his sheet-iron stove. "I kinda kep’' an
eye out for them human wolves but |
didn't meet up with any, s'fnr's |
knowed; seemed as nice a place as you'd
want to see, to live in; though the
papers was full of stories of hold-ups
and the like. But it's too blame fur away
from the West, seems to me. An’ I
dunno what people want to pack them-
selves in so like sardines for, anyhow,
when out here you can have the whole
world to romp round in. Still, 1 aint in
no hurry to have any of them men come
out here an’ mebby squabble with me
about who shall use that water-hole out
there. It'll come to that bimebv, |
reckon."

Fred Edgerly slept well that night,
once he was asleep, in the shack of the
sheep-man, undisturbed by “mysteries"
or troublesome memories of the Fra-
zers ; he was tired out.

In the morning, after breakfast, when
the sheep had been released from their
corral to go pouring in a noisy, dirty-
white flood over the green grass, Happy
Harrigan conducted Edgerly to the
spot where he had found and captured
the red roan, grazing by the stream,
bridle reins slumped down round its
ears and the stirrups swinging free.

“The proof was plain enough that he
had pitched his rider and got away,"
said Harrigan. “For, y’ see, if he had
been turned adrift, which no sensible
man could think had happened, the
stirrups would been crossed over the
saddle and the bridle rein would been
hooked over the saddle horn or fas-
tened to a stirrup leather; and if he had
jest broke awav from where he was
hitched, then the bridle rein would
have been busted.”

As they studied the hoof-marks in
the soft soil, Harrigan suggested that
if the trail could be followed backward
some indications of what had happened,
and who the thief was, might be found.
But the work of following the backward
trail where the ground was not soft was
beyond the ability of either the sheep-
man or Edgerly.

About eight o'clock Fred Edgerly
mounted the red roan and turned his
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back ou the lonely shack of Happy Har-
rigan, after promising to return as soon
as he could. The sheep-man stood by
the door, saying his farewells, the
Prince in his arms, and in the arms of
the Prince a triumphant Teddy bear.
The collie squatted at the sheep-man’s
side.

Instead of taking the trail Edgerly
turned eastward!}, out from the higher
hills, along a path indicated by
llarrigan, with the intention of again
visiting the abandoned cabin of the
Frazers. lle was not satisfied to make
no further investigation of the loss of
his property; and the easy recovery of
his horse inspired him to further effort.
But if the horse and other things had
been stolen by some one who visited
the cabin while Edgerly lay asleep in it,
it would seem that a thief was in the
region; and, of course, a thief would
put up a lights But the sheep-man had
said there were no robbers in the hills,
so far as he knew; and he had been
there long enough to know. It was his
opinion that the man who committed
the robbery came from Crescent Butte,
that he probably had been out hunting,
and that he took advantage of an oppor-
tunity that came to him, on visiting the
cabin and finding no one there but a
man sunk deep in slumber. It was at
least a reasonable theory.

When he was within a mile or two
of the cabin, Edgerly was startled by
a shot crashing' sharply through the si-
lence from behind a low hill. It was fol-
lowed instantly by a woman’s screams.

Though unarmed, Edgerly lost no
time in swinging liis horse around.
As he raced the animal to the top of
the hill lie heard another scream.
Then lie topped the hill, and beheld a
sight in the valley beyond that amazed
him, and at the same time threw him
into a rage.

A tiny wall tent of new white duck
shone like a spot of snow in the sun-
light, with a fire-pole beside it, and a
fire sending up a tangled skein of blue
smoke. An automobile stood here, its
brass-work and varnish a-glitter. But
the sight which drew and held Fred Ed-
gerly’s startled gaze was a young
woman, Alice Frazer, engaged in a
struggling fight with a man, who held
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her by the right wrist, and in spite of
her screaming protests was drawing- her
bodily away from the tent. This man
was armed. But the big revolver -which
swung in his free hand hampered his
efforts, and gave the girl some advan-
tage; he seemed on the point of ham-
mering her over the head with the gun.

His wrath smoking hot at that sight,
Edgerly yelled at the man, to make him
desist, and spurred wildly down the
slope. The girl screamed again as she
saw and heard him; and with her free
hand she beat at the ruffian’s face, trying
to release herself.

“Stop it, you scoundrel!” Edgerly
roared, plunging straight at the man.
“Stop it!”

Still holding the girl, the man whirled,
snapping out an oath, and turned his
revolver on the horseman. There was an
exploding roar, then another. Instead of
falling, Edgerly pitched himself from
the saddle with a jump and sprang for
the man’s throat, not heeding the lead
sent at him and the powder flashes
that almost scorched his face.

The ferocity of Edgerly’s rush broke
the man’s nerve; and when the girl,
fighting to get hold of the revolver or
turn it aside caused him to drop it. he
bolted and sped in a frightened run for
the cover of the brush. Instead of leap-
ing for the fallen revolver, Edgerly
caught the girl, who seemed about to
topple over, and thus lie lost his oppor-
tunity of stopping the escaping mis-
creant.

A crash of thundering hoofs was
heard and a yell from Asbury Jett, who
now came pounding down the valley on
horseback. Miss Frazer concluded not
to faint, and Edgerly assisted her to a
seat on the grass before the tent.

Fred Edgerly was almost too aston-
ished to speak. The girl he had been
thinking of as in Laramie was here, and
he could not understand it. The pres-
ence of Asbury Jett declared that Jim-
mie Frazer was here also. And here was
their camp, a very small tent, hidden
away in this rocky hollow, so sur-
rounded by ridges and sage brush as to
be well screened from the observation
of any chance passer-by. This much was
clear, however puzzling. But who was
Alice Frazer’'s assailant? No doubt,
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thought Edgerly, some miscreant made
over-bold by finding her at the camp
alone and unprotected.

“You are not—hurt, Mr. Edgerly?”
she was asking breathlessly, as Edgerly
dropped down beside her, solicitous for
her safety and comfort.

““No,” he said hoarsely, “—but you?”

“l1—1 think I am only frightened; but
he did twist my wrist awfully—I
thought | should die with the pain of
it.”

lie still knelt by her, with the un-
pleasant feeling that he must be dream-
ing. lie put his fingers on her wrist; it
was red and swollen, with deep red
marks on it. But she drew it away and
flung a glance at him—a questioning
glance, as full of wonder as his own.

“It's strange—perfectly incompre-
hensible, that you are here!” she ex-
claimed.

“And you! 1 was assured you had
gone to Laramie.”

“You were told that? By whom,
pray?” She seemed astonished.

“By the colored man at the hotel in
Crescent Butte,” he admitted.

“But why should he—"

Jett was close at hand, riding hard.

“1 might as well confess it.” said Ed-
gerly. “1 promised to pay him, if he
would notify me in case you planned
to leave Crescent Butte by the five
o'clock train yesterday morning. But
your brother out-bid me—bought him
off, by paying him five dollars, as
against the one dollar | had merely
promised to pay. It was taking an un-
fair advantage of me.” He tried to smile
and be pleasant about it; it seemed the
only way, or least the best way, in
the midst of his bewilderment, as well
as his joy, over finding her there.

Jett came up, galloping heavily, eye-
ing Edgerly with mistrust.

“He ran in that direction,” said Ed-
gerly, “if you want to follow him.”

Jett’s eves took in everything, includ-
ing Edgerly’s panting horse, and the re-
volvers lying on the grass.

“Who was shootin’?” he demanded.

Alice Frazer, clutching the tent pole,
got up unsteadily.

“Where is Jimmie?” she asked.

“Ah dunno,” said Jett. “But he aint
fur.”
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“1 was attacked here,” she explained,
her voice shaking, “by a man, a
stranger, who came up to the tent while
I was inside and didn't know he was
near. He made threats, and talked hor-
ribly. 1 think that at first he didn't
know | was alone. When he caught me
by the wrist, | shot at him with my re-
volver, and missed him, of course. And
then | screamed for help. And then—
Mr. Edgerly came and there was more
shooting by the man. But Mr. Edgerly
wasn't hurt and then the man ran.”

“You’ll find his tracks out there,”
said Edgerly. “And that is his revolver
—the biggest one.”

Jett gave him another sharp look.

“You’s all right, Miss Frazer?” he
asked.

“My wrist hurts—where he twisted
it; but I'm not hurt at all, otherwise.
Asbury, | wish you would find Jimmie;
he ought to know about this at once. |
think it was Black Thompson, or one
of his men.”

“Whoever he is, | wish you'd find the
scoundrel and put a bullet in him,”
snarled Edgerly.

Jett rode off in the direction pointed
out. Soon he seemed to find tracks, for
he went on, bending over in the saddle,
his eyes on the ground.

“I'm not able to understand this,”
said Edgerly. He stepped out and
picked up the largest revolver; it was
a Colt's 45, with two chambers empty.
He merely glanced at it, then picked up
the other—the smaller Smith & Wesson,
which he knew as Alice Frazer’s.
“You’'re here—which is proof enough
that the colored man at the hotel lied.
Of .course, you didn't start for La-
ramie”

“We never intended to start for La-
ramie, so far as | know,” she declared.

“It was just a ruse, to shake my un-
pleasant company. | can see that now;
the automobile had not been shipped,
and you came out here in it, bringing
that “tent, and camped down here.”

“Because we wanted to be in this
neighborhood, yet didn't care to occupy
the cabin again,” she explained. “We
thought we had here found a spot so
secluded no one could locate us; yet
here | was attacked by that man, and
here you came. But I'm glad you did.”
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“l can assure you that | had no de-
sire to intrude,” he said. “l came be-
cause | heard a revolver shot, and then
heard a woman’s scream. | should not
have been here but for that, nor known
von were here.”

She looked at him steadily, something
of her former manner, that he had liked
so well, returning.

“You were not searching for us—
honestly, you were not?” she asked.

"Certainly |1 was not," he declared.
“l1 never even dreamed you had not
gone to Laramie. | was told that, and
believed it, and believed you had
shipped your automobile the previous
day. | regretted it, but | had no inten-
tion of following you, or trying to spy
on you. It was none of my affair, and
I had no right to. But—"

“Yes?”

“Well, it made me sorry—I regretted
that | should probably never see you
again.”

"Did you, really?”
approval of him.

"It wasn't pleasant—that thought,”
he confessed. “And, naturally, 1 felt
hurt over your brother’s insinuations. |
knew | was doing a foolish and unwar-
ranted thing, when | asked that colored
man at the hotel to tell me if you came
down to take the five o’clock train; it
was none of my business, and what |
sought to do was an impertinence that
was justly rebuked by your brother.
Still—1 felt hurt though | had no right
to he.”

"1 think | almost like you for that,
Sir Cowboy,” she declared.

“I'm still under your brother’s dis-
trust and displeasure; | supposed | was
under yours, but | hope not.”

She glanced in the direction Jett had
gone.

"You hadn’t the least notion who that
man was?”

“Not the least. | heard you say that
perhaps he was Black Thompson, or
one of his men. But who Black Thomp-
son is. I can't guess; | think | never
heard of him. But the name has a vil-
lainous sound. Whoever he was, | hope
to meet him again.”

“And if you do, Sir Cowboy?” She
looked into his face.

“Perhaps | shall do nothing,” he said,

She smiled her
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flushing. “It would all depend on the
temper | happened to be in at the time,
| suppose.”

“But you were very brave—here; |
know that. In rushing to my assist-
ance, you risked your life and it's a
wonder you were not shot down. | ex-
pected you to be and he tried hard
enough to do it. He shot at you twice—
the second time when you were not a
yard from him.”

“And you were clinging to his re-
volver arm, so that the second bullet
went into the ground. That was very
brave of you, don't you think? As for
me, | was too much excited to realize
that | was in any danger at all, so youi
can't call that bravery.”

But he knew, by the look in her gray
eyes, that she very much approved what
he had done. Her face wBs pale in
spite of her self-control, and now and
then a little tremor shook her, like a
spasm of fear.

“1 believe this is your revolver,” he
said, extending it.

He held up the other, and clicked the
cylinder round, looking at the loaded
and the empty chambers.

“Hello!” he exclaimed. He was star-
ing at the revolver. “Well, by George,
this is interesting—and queer! Do youi
know whose revolver this is?”

“That man’s; he let it fall, before he
ran.”

“It was in his possession, but it's
mine. It's the revolver I had when |
came to your cabin over there the other
afternoon. It disappeared, with my
horse and other things, you remember.
Well, here it is; | know it by this little
rust speck. One Colt 45 looks pretty
much like another, but | know this
weapon.”

“Then you have found your thief,”
she said and it seemed to give her re-
lief. She remembered that her brother
had been accused by Edgerly at first.

“I've seen him, and | hope Asbury
Jett finds him. My own revolver! Isn’'t
that enough to jar the cherries on your
grandmother’s bonnet?” He clicked the
cylinder again, and stared at the rust
spot; and as he did so he heard the girl
laugh.

“You're feeling better,” he said.
“That’s good.” He stuck the revolver
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into his hip pocket, but the weapon was
so large and long that the handle stood
up in view. “Tell me about Illack
Thompson; that is, if it isn't one of the
things you have been ordered not to
tell.”

He drew out a box for her, before the
tent; then he dropped down on the grass
beside it. Jett was gone from sight, the
ruffian who had frightened her had van-
ished completely, and Jimmie Frazer
was not yet to he seen.

“] suppose we might as well talk it
over." she admitted, taking a seat on
the box.

““Nothing would please me better. I'm
suspected of following you about—a
detestable thing of itself—with some
ulterior purpose in view, of which I
have no knowledge. And | have accused
your brother of underhanded methods,
and worse. And now this Black Thomp-
son appears, to annoy and scare you !"

“A full explanation,” she commented,
“if one is made, will have to come from
my brother, Sir Cowboy. | must admit
that, in the beginning, That gives me
a chance to puli up short, you see, if I
find 1 am getting on ground that | ought
to avoid. But— sire gave him a quick
glance— “my confidence in you has
been wonderfully restored.”

“It was shattered?”

“Slightly fractured—but 1 clung to
the pieces, hoping | could put them to-
gether again. That | have now done.
Sir Cowboy, my good sense will not per-
mit me to believe that a man who may
be a friend of the scoundrel he at-
tacked. would come to my aid, against
that man, and run the risk of getting
filled with bullets; nor can | believe
that man would try to shoot a—pal.
It's a horrid word; but | couldn't think
of another.”

“Then,” said Edgerly, flushing uncom-
fortably, “1'm considered, or have been
considered, a pal of that man, whoever
he is—though 1 never saw him be-
fore 1”

“Of that man, or men like him; I
don't know who that man is myself,
though | thought he might be Black
Thompson—he had a black beard.
Black Thompson is the leader of the
gang my brother feared; and it is said
lie has a black beard. But | know now,
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Sir Cowboy, that you are not his friend
and | shall believe you, when you tell
me that you never saw him before.”

“Thank you.”

“You are laughing at me. Jimmie
made the mistake of thinking you were
probably a member of Black Thomp-
son's gang. But you must understand
that it was even then only a surmise—
perhaps because he was so afraid of
those men. | think one ought never to
act hastily on a mere suspicion, don't
you ?’

"l can agree readily that it was very
reprehensible—in my case.”

“You're laughing, but it doesn't
strike me as amusing. That's all I'm
permitted to tell, or ought to tell. 1 can

see now that Jimmie was a bit scared
without reason to be; and he—both of
us—acted like children frightened by
shadows. But now | know | really have
something to be frightened about!”

She looked in the direction Jett had
taken, and her face paled again. As if
to conceal it, she glanced at her swollen
wrist.

“1 think this will keep me frightened
some time,” she said. “As long as this
wrist hurts me so, | sha'n't get over
being afraid of that man, whether he is
Black Thompson or some one else.”

“Let me get some cold water for
it,” said Edgerly. “Pardon me for not
thinking of that before.”

Fie picked up a quart cup that had
been knocked down and lay in the door
of the tent, and started to go to the
spring that he knew was close by in the
hollow.

“It's good of you, Sir Cowboy,” she
said. “Really, |1 hadn’t thought of that
myself. But my head is spinning so that
I can’t think clearly, and I'll admit that
I am still scared. | don’t seem able to
get over it. A grown woman ought to
have more courage and strength—and
I thought | had.”

VIl

When Jimmie Frazer returned to the
camp, he was in haste. Two distant
shots, heard by Alice Frazer and Fred
Edgerly, had been heard also bv him,
and had sent him back in a hurry. But’
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they were the only shots he had heard.
Edgerly and Alice had guessed they had
soine connection with Asbury Jett's
pursuit of the black-bearded man, as
they were in the direction Jett had gone.
Still, Alice had been fearful that they
concerned her brother.

Edgerly's horse was cropping the
grass, at the end of its lariat, and Ed-
gerly and the young woman were sitting
in front of the tent, as Jimmie Frazer
made his hasty appearance out of the
concealing sage brush of the hillside,
lie was on foot.

As soon as he saw Edgerly he
stopped. A moment later he came on
again, but more slowly. There was an
unpleasant light in his gray eyes, and
distrust curled the corners of his
mouth. Edgerly had risen, with a sense
that his position was more awkward
than it should have been. His face
Hushed and this gave him a look almost
bellicose.

"So. you're here!” said Frazer, in a
tone of irritation, as he came up.

"1seem to be,” was Edgerly’'s stiff
answer.

"If he hadn’t been here, Jimmie,”
said Alice, “your precious sister
wouldn’'t be as safely and comfortably
situated as she is right now—which is
a cryptic statement I'll hasten to ex-
plain, if you will be good and give me
an audience.”

Jimmie Frazer looked doubtfully
front one to the other.

"Yes?” he said. "What do you mean?
T thought Mr. Edgerly was in Crescent
finite.”

"And that | would stay there!” added
Edgerly. "As | thought you were in
Laramie, we're even.” The attitude of
Jimmie Fraser angered him.

"Will this pair of Hotspurs keep the
peace a minute, and let me talk?” said
the girl, a frown of displeasure disfigur-
ing her smooth brow. “1 was in danger
here and Mr. Edgerly came to mv assist-
ance at the risk of his life. So I think
it is time we dropped this unbecoming
attitude toward him. I never did like it,
you know!"

"l know you didn’t. But what was the
trouble ?”

“Black Thompson,” said Alice. “Any-
way, | think it was Black Thompson.”
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She proceeded to explain further, by
telling him everything.

The look of distrust on the face of
Jimmie Frazer gave way to one of anxi
ety and alarm. Also, there was in hi*
new expression gratitude toward Ed-
gerly—whom he awkwardly proceeded
to thank,

“You'll have to go back to the town, ’
he said to his sister.

“And leave you here?” she cried. "Xo,
indeed. If | go back, you do.”

"How long has Jett been gone?" he
asked.

"Long enough,” she replied, “to be
back. 1've been growing worried about
him.”

“I'lll walk out in that direction, and
look for him,” Edgerly volunteered.

“You’ll do nothing of the kind,” said
the assertive young woman. "If lie
doesn’'t appear soon, we'll all go, in the
automobile. It will be safer!”

When Frazer sat down to wait, Fred
Edgerly ventured a more extended ex-
planation than Alice had given of why
he was there. But lie did not go into
many details, and he did not speak of
the Prince; his sole desire being to con-
vince Jimmie Frazer that it was not by
intention he chanced to come near the
hidden camp.

“l don't want you to think that I
followed you,” he declared. “It’s a thing
I wouldn’t do. I know that I’'m suspect-
ed of being your enemy, perhaps even
of being one of Black Thompson’'s men.
I don't like that, of course. For, though
I don't know what their crimes are, I've
seen and heard enough to know they're
a bad lot. Thompson is the man who
stole my horse, I'm sure. And this is
my revolver—with which he tried to
shoot me!” Fie held it out. “1'm glad to
get it back, as | was weaponless—i
though I've no cartridges for it, except
those now in it.”

Jimmie Frazer’s suspicions
slowly slipping away from him.

“We've got plenty of cartridges,
which you can have,” he said. "And for
coming to the aid of my sister, |1 can
nei'er thank you enough. In whatever
way |'ve wronged you, it was due to
what seems to me to have been a very
natural mistake. We'll talk the whole
matter over, and make a better start;

were
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we're in need of a friend here, and
help/’

But he was too much concerned about
Asbury Jett to go into that discussion
then. He spoke of Jett again; then
walked a few yards in the direction Jett
had taken.

“Remember that we're all going, if
you do!" Alice called to him.

He stopped, listening. “Jett’s com-
ing!” lie said, his face suddenly bright.

A pounding of hoofs was heard. But
when Jett’s horse appeared at the upper
end of the valley, it was riderless; the
bridle reins were swinging loose on its
neck, and the big wooden stirrups were
hammering its belly.

Jimmie Frazer threw up his hands
before the horse and as it came to a
snorting halt, he ran out and caught it.

“Jett's in trouble,”” he said, as lie came
leading it in. “That is what those two
shots off there meant. Fie oughtn't to
have followed that man alone. | think,
Alice., | shall have to insist on your
return to Crescent Butte right away.
But we must find out what has hap-
pened to Asbury.”

Hit; compression of Alice Frazers
lips proclaimed that she could be, when
her mind was made up, as defiantly de-
termined anil stubborn as her brother.
But she did not in words reply to his
declaration.

“There's nothing in the camp we can't
afford to lose, if they raid it while we're
gone,” said Jimmie, looking about.

“What do you mean to do?”
guestioned.

“Well take the automobile and pros-
pect in the direction of those shots. If
Air. Edgerly still wishes to help us, he
might bring the horses along; he could
ride one and lead the other!”

“You're afraid Asbury has
killed?” she queried.

“Tin hoping not; it may be that his
horse threw him.”

With Frazer’s horse in charge, Ed-
gerly took his own off the picket-rope,
as Alice Frazer made hasty preparations
and Jimmie Frazer looked the automo-
bile over carefully.

“After we get out of this valley.”
said Frazer, “the auto will go along all
right; the only thing to fear is a punc-
ture.” He spoke to Alice. “Better wrap

she

been

THE BLUE BOOK MAGAZINE

up some food, and I'll fill the water
bottle; there’s no knowing when we will
get back, though I'm hoping we'll have
no trouble, and wont be gone long!”

Fie explained to Edgerly: "This
spring here, with the water at the cabin,
and that which you say is at the sheep-
man’s represents the sole water supply
of this country, so far as | know any-
thing about it!”

Within five minutes after Jimmie
Frazer’s determination to go to the aid
of Asbury Jett, they were under way,
the automobile leading. Beyond the rise,
at the easterly entrance to the valley,
they mounted to a level bench-land,,
where the short grass grew in wiry tufts.
Snuggling ball-cacti lav here in wait
for the auto tires, with the dog’s-ear
variety sprawled in visible clumps. In
addition, straggling growths of whitish-
gray sage-brush dotted the landscape.
Over this mesa the automobile went
bowling, guided by Jimmie Frazer, who
kept one eye out for cactus spines and
the other for human foes. Right behind
the automobile, Fred Edgerly came gal-
loping, the handle of his 45 Colt pump-
ing the tail of his coat.

Beyond the valley they could not
discern the tracks of Jett’s horse. And
though they went on for a mile or two.
they made no discovery and at last
turned back, swinging in a wide circle,
to enlarge the boundaries of their
search. They knew by this time Jett had
met trouble.

But when they reached the head of
the valley again, he burst on them sud-
denly, from the cover of the hillside, a
wild figure that came down the slope in
long jumps, like a fox fleeing from
hounds. Flis manner showed how great-
ly he was frightened.

“Bless Gawd, it's you-all T he cried,
as he came up to the automobile, which
Jimmie had stopped.

His big, scared eyes, and his choco-
late-colored skin, grayed \yith fear,
exuded panic. His clothing was torn,
and his hands scratched.

“Dey come mighty neah gittin’ me,”
he chattered, with a glance at the horse
Edgerly was leading. Then he pulled
off his hat, and exhibited a bullet hole
in the brim. “Dey shot at me twict,
while ah was runnin’. Ah done rid into
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‘uni hefo’ ah knowed it, follerin’ de
tracks of dat yutheh man. He had jined
'"In:. an' dcy laid fo’ me. One got de
lioss lav de bridle, but de crittah bolted—
an' me, too, on foot, afteh which dey
begun to shoot, ‘Bang—bangl an’ ah
got dat trough mah hat.” He laughed,
a negro cackle, but nervous, breathing
hard in his excitement. “Ah tell yon ah
was lif'en dese heah laigs mighty fas'.
Dey chased me an’, bein’ on foot, ah
was 'bleeged to hide. An' den you-all
come along—Ilooked mighty good tub
me. too.”

"llo\v. many were there?”
Frazer, surprisingly cool now.

"les' two uh ’'dm, ’sides de one |
follehed !”

“1 suppose you know that was Black
Thompson—or we think so! Take that
horse, and we'll get back to camp.
They're not close at hand?”

“Ah dunno: seems lak | done run
about fo'teen miles!”

"Well, we'll go on,” said lJimmie.
“And if they follow to the camp, we'll
see if we can't make it interesting for
them. We have been out looking- for
you. They must have thought they could
force information out of you, or hold
you as a club to heat us with. Thev're
showing their hands recklessly; but |
hope they don’'t think | scare easy.”

Jimmie Frazer's eyes flashed in a way
to make Fred Edgerly admire him, in
spits of all that had passed between
them. And when Edgerly looked at
Alice Frazer, he saw there something
of the same fighting spirit; it was re-
vealed in the set look of her pale face,
and in the very manner in which she
sat, holt upright and stiff, in the motor
car.

Asbury Jett swung; to the back of the
led horse, which Fred Edgerly relin-
quished to him; and, the auto starting,
they hurried on to the camp.

The time was now past noon. But be-
fore any thought was given to getting
something to' eat, the camp was turned
into a barricade, with the automobile
swung across the tent in front, and
some handy stones heaped up in a little
wall, behind which if need came they
could hold off their enemies.

But Black Thompson and his men did
not appear; and by and by Asbury Jett

asked
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was ordered to start a fire and prepare
a meal.

That night, in the tent, with Asbury
Jett squatted outside in the darkness,
after the new moon had gone down,
Jimmie Frazer, perhaps made by the
darkness to feel his need of assistance,
took Fred Edgerly at last into his con-
fidence, after having studied him and
revolved the question of his honesty and
integrity all day.

“l've acted mean,” he said, “and be-
gin to see it; but you'll understand the
how and why of it, when I've put the
situation before you!”

Alice Frazer sat by, approvingly. It
was plain that by her talks with Jimmie
she had overcome his distrust and re-
luctance.

“Alice never saw Black Thompson,,
to know him, until to-day,” said Frazer;
“but | encountered him in Crescent
Butte. We came here to look into a
mystery connected with the disappear-
ance of my brother Henry. He was in
college with me, and was older. Two
years ago he came out here, for the dry
air, and also because of some finds of
fossils which one of our professors had
made here the summer before. We were
all fossil crazy.

“When he had been here a while |
got a letter from him. He had made a
remarkable find of fossil human re-
mains in a cave that is somewhere in
this region; he described the location of
the cave in a general way, and the cabin
in which he was staying. It was a hunt-
er’'s cabin, that had been abandoned—
the one where we were when you first
came to us, as we are sure. The cave
we have not been able to locate—yet.
When we do we shall know it; for on a
stone by the entrance, my brother had
scratched marks of identification, like
those | showed you on that slip of paper
at the cabin.

“The fossil remains were unbeliev-
ably ancient, he said; so old, in fact,
that he had named them ‘The First
Man.” They had been sealed in by a
stalagmitic formation that must have
taken ages to deposit. A settling of the
floor of the cave had broken this open,
so that the skeleton, changed to stone,
lay revealed. Until he had better facili-
ties he could not get it out of the stone
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matrix. In the meantime he intended to
look further, for other fossil treasures.
So he closed the cave, to keep any one
else from discovering it, and marked
the entrance.

"There were briefer paragraphs in
his letter, about other matters. In the
edge of the desert he had chanced on an
unfortunate fellow, ill with pneumonia,
who had a small child with him; and he
had taken the man and child to the
cabin, to give the man needed care and
treatment. | have told you that my
brother' was a physician—perhaps |
should sav a medical student. The
strangest thing was that when he
stripped the sick man, to put him to bed,
he found a buckskin bag holding a
necklace of emeralds. The man was not
aide to talk, and the child was too young'
to give mv brother any information; so
add he knew, when he wrote, was the
man’s name, which he found on some
letters.

"No further information came from
my brother after that; he did not write
again ; our letters to him remained un-
answered, and were finally sent back to
us, as uncalled for. I wrote to the post-
master at Crescent Unite, and received
word from him that it was rumored my
brother had killed a man and had fled
out of the country. We didn’t believe it
then and do not now. | gathered that
the report had been set in circulation
by a man named James Thompson,
with whom | at once got in communi-
cation ; his answers to my questiong,
however, were unsatisfactory. Then |
wrote to the chief of police of Crescent
lhitte, but he was not able to help me.

"That was nearly two years ago, as
| said. At the time we had no money; |
was working my way through college,
and my sister was making her home
with an aunt who was as poor as our-
selves. So we could then do nothing.
This summer, however, an uncle who
had never done anything for us—or
taken any interest in us apparently—
died in Cincinnati; by his death we came
into a considerable fortune.

“As soon as we got our hands on
enough of his money we came out here,
and instituted a search for brother
llenry. We then learned that James
Thompson was a disreputable character
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—a blackleg and gambler, locally known
as Black Thompson. The chief of police
couldn't or wouldn't help us. At the
hotel in Crescent Butte no one knew
anything, except that my brother had
been there a day or two, as the hotel
register showed.

"We came out here, and began a
search for the cave. No one had ever
heard of the sick man, or of the boy
with him, but we found the cabin, and
behind it a grave, with a head-board
bearing the name of Philip Sterling—
the name given in my brother's letter as
that of the man ill with pneumonia. So
we knew we had located the cabin, and
were on the right track. Sterling had
died, and my brother had buried him
there: that is what we made out of it."

"And the lettering on the head-
board,” said Alice Frazer.

“The letters had been burned into the
board by my brother—there is no doubt
of it; they- are like handwriting—like
Henry’s handwriting,”

“It was proof of the most positive
kind” Alice commented.

She sat with her feet drawn up, her
hands locked round her knees ; and very
charming she was, Edgerly thought,
with the red candle-light playing over
her, lighting up her earnest face and
eyes, and giving a touch of red gold to
her thick brown hair. She wore again
the short walking dress and the blue
shirt-waist in which he had first seen
her. Edgerly wanted to speak of the boy,
and other matters, but waited.

“You didn't tell,” said Alice, “about
Black Thompson, in the town—the
trouble you had there!”

“While investigating at Crescent
Butte,” Jimmie explained, “1 was fool-
ish enough to show Thompson the letter
I had received from ITenrv and to speak
of the emeralds. At that time | had not
taken his measure; | now think he killed
my brother for the emeralds and failed
to get them. One day when he was in-
toxicated he attacked me; | knocked
him down. He swore he would kill me.
Since then we have been persistently
shadowed and hounded. And as you
have seen, he and some of his men are
out here now. They intend to he close at
hand when we find the emeralds, if we
do, and take them from us. We know
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we have been followed from the town
each time we have come out here.”

Alice Frazer's face paled.

“So you can perhaps understand,”
Frazer went on, looking at Edgerly,
“how it came about that | suspected you,
when you came to the cabin. You were
unknown to me. Am! you asked about
emeralds. Why did you speak of them?
No emeralds are to be found in these
hills.”

Fred Edgerly explained;, as he had to
the clerk at the hotel.

“So!” said Frazer. “If I'd known that,
things would have been different. As it
was, 1 leaped to the conclusion that you
were probably one of 1Slack Thompson's
men. or equally dangerous, and that |
must get rid of vou. | dissembled—"

“Yi.u did it well,” said Edgerly. “You.
fooled me completely!”

"I dissembled. And I'll confess now
that 1 doctored your wine, though Alice
didn't know it, and would not have ap-
proved it. Yet | felt justified. | got the
stuff out of the little medicine case |
carrv round with me, and put it in the
glass as 1 poured your wine, and you
didn't notice. You weren't very observ-
ant 1"

“1 was too tired." said Edgerly. “And
too unsuspicious.”

"l took an unfair advantage: it was
a shame, and I'm sorry. And I'm sorry
vou were robbed after wc left you there.
I have never blamed you for thinking
we ilid that; it looked it. Fut when you
appeared at the hotel | was more than
cu r convinced that you were an enemy,
and following us. | thought | knew it.
when that colored man confessed there
to me that you had offered him money
to watch us. | raised your offer, as he
expected me to when he came and told
me about it; we got away ; and he lied to
you, saying we had started for Laramie,
as | instructed him to do. And—well,
after all that, you know | felt queer to-
day when f saw you in this camp. And
I'lll admit that it was some time, even
with what Alice told me before | could
bring myself to feel that you were really
a friend. You can thank Alice for the
alteration in my view-point; that, and
the fight you made to rescue her from
Clack Thompson."

“Just give me a chance to show my
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good will and honest intentions,” said
Edgerly,

“You’'ll have the chance, | fear. Alice’s
description was enough to let me know
that the man who attacked her was Black
Thompson. Having gone that far, he
will go farther. But in spite of the dan-
ger here, | can'tgo back. Yet Alice ought
to return to the town.”

She did not answer this.

“l1 think my brother was killed; |
refuse to believe that he committed a
murder and ran away; that is a black
lie, probably started by Thompson. How
I'm to learn the truth, however, | don't
know. Just now we are searching for
that cave. If we .can find it, we can per-
haps secure that fossil skeleton, and con-
fer on my brother the honor of the dis-
covery of The First Man. Tie sought
honor of that kind, and it would please
him.”

“But do you think the dead can
know ?” said Alice.

“Whether they do or not, I want Iris
memory honored.”

“Perhaps,” Alice remarked, “if we
can find the cave we may discover more
fossil treasures in it. .\& for the emer-
alds, it is strange what became of them.”

“I've been wanting to speak about
that for some time,” said Edgerly.
“About the emeralds, and the boy.
There was nO description of the hoy?”

“The letter didn't say ‘hoy; it said
‘child!” ” Frazer corrected. “It was a
small child, | gathered. There was no
description.”

“Eve explained,” said Edgerly, “how
I got my horse back from the sheep-
man ; but | haven't told you that | saw
him with what | took to he an emerald
in his hand; and that at his shack there
is a small hoy, whom he calls the Prince ;
he doesn't know the boy’s right name.”

The effect was electrical.

“What strikes me as peculiar now,”
Edgerly went on. “is that Harrigan
called himself The First Man—the first,
man in that valley; though | suppose
there is rejilly no importance to be at-
tached to that.

“1 saw the emerald, as | took it to he,
at a pawnshop in Crescent Butte. After
the loss of all my things and my money
at the cabin | needed some ready cash,
and | went to the pawnbroker’s, close
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by the hotel there, to raise it. The sheep-
man was in the pawnshop, with this
green stone in his hand; lie covered it
np in his palm, and slipped into the
other room, and didn't know that | had
seen it."

“One of the emeralds!" cried Alice.

“And probably he has the others,"
added Jimmie Frazer.

“When | went with him to his shack,
after getting mv horse, a boy was there
—a little fellow. Ifarrigan called him
Prince Charming, and admitted he
didn't know the boy’s real name!"

“it must be the child mentioned in
the letter,” said Alice, eager and ex-
cited. “The sheep-man has the emeralds,
Pm sure—and is pawning them. Per-
haps—" she hesitated—"perhaps lie is
the man who killed my brother Henry!"

“Wouldn't it he remarkable,” said
Jimmie, "if after all our search and
1worry we find the boy and the emeralds
right here, within touch almost, at the
shack of the sheep-man?"

"l wish we could go over there to-
night," Alice declared. “How far is it?"

“ft is too far,” said Edgerly, “for
us to make the trip in the darkness.
Put we can go early in the morning."

"We'll start quite early. But it doesn’t
seem to me | can wait!"

The soft voice of Asbury Jett arose,
slumberous in its sound, at the tent en-
trance.

“Was you-all callin’ tub me?" he
asked; it was plain he had dropped
asleep and been awakened by their talk.

A rustling, as of a nosing dog, sound-
ed back of the tent.

“What's that behind the tent, As-
burv?" Jimmie Frazer demanded.

“Ah dunno," said Jett, his voice still
heavy with sleep. “Did you heah some-
thin'?" He began to get up. “What did
you-alls heah ?”

Jimmie Frazer jumped out of the
tent, past him; those left within heard
a man scramble to his feet back of the
tent and go lumbering off. Jimmie
Frazer ran round the tent, and let his
revolver go in the darkness, stirring up
the echoes and making the horses jump
and snort. Rut the man did not stop
running, and soon his footsteps died
out.

When after this thunderclap of ex-
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citement, the Frazers and Fred Edgerly
gathered again in the tent they looked
at each other ruefully, and asked ques-
tions.

“Do you suppose he heard ?" said
Alice.

“There's no knowing," Jimmie admit-
ted. “But I'm afraid that he did. It de-
pends on how long he was there, and
cn what we were saying at the time,
and how well lie could hear us. Jett,
come in here."

Asbury Jett shuffled in, trailing his
rifle.

"You were asleep!" said Jimmie se-
verely.

"Ah dunno but ah was. Boss." Jett
admitted, adding—"hut it couldn’t been
mo’ than a minute. Ah had jes’
squinched my eyes shot, when | heahs
you-all callin’."

“We t.'dirt call—you heard us talk-
ing. And Fm afraid that the man who
was behind the tent also heard us and
understood what we were saying. He
was probably one of Black Thompson's
men, or Thompson himself."

“Whoeveh he was, lie couldn't been
there mo’ than a minute," Jett insisted.

“We hope you're right,” said Jimmie.
“But it was foolish in you to fall asleep,
when you were set there to watcli.
We've got to start over to llarrigan's
the first thing we do in the morning.
If they get the idea that he has the
emeralds, it will make trouble for him.
We Il have to question him—about the
emeralds and the child—and give him
warning to look out for Black Thomp-
son."

VI

For the remainder of the night Fred
Edgerlv and Jimmie Frazer took turns
at guard duty, Asbury Jett’s inefficiency
having been demonstrated. All were
wide awake until after midnight, when
Alice was induced by her brother to try
to get some sleep.

Frazer had the morning watcli. And
the stars had not paled from the sky
when Edgerly was aroused by him.

“Time to start!” said Jimmie.

Edgerly rolled from his bed, a soft
hollow a few yards from the tent, and
folded up his blanket.
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Asbury Jett had already gone to get
the horses; and the candle burning in
the tent showed that Alice Frazer was
moving about in there. Its light, as she
passed it, threw her shadow grotesquely
on the canvas.

The breakfast consisted of crackers
and cheese, with tinned peaches, and
water from the spring. As soon as it was
despatched they were off, Jimmie and
Alice Frazer in the automobile, Edgerly
and Jett on the horses, Edgerly leading
the way. Care for the automobile ham-
pered them, hut they moved as rapidly
as they could. The sun was an hour
high when they gained the small valley
which held the sheep-man's home.

What the}* saw there shocked them,
Fiajtpv llarrigan, covered with blood,
which had streamed down over his face,
wandered in wild delirium by the
thready rivulet, shouting the name of
the Prince. The collie lay dead by the
water-hole; the boy was gone ; the sheep
were scattered.

Fred bdgcrly thing himself out of the
saddle hr the shack, seeing a square of
paper, with writing, pinned against the
open dour. It read:

Me J. M. Frazer:
i lii. i. to noiiiy you that rve hold the
hoy. and intend to hold h'in until you

give up the emeralds. When you are
ready. lioi.-t a Big from the roof of this
sharey, and we will brine him in. But
1# sure that you are alone. We can see
whatever poes on here, from the hills;
and if you try to give us the double-
cross. it wont work, and it will he had
for the hoy. We don't care anything
about ib," kid—we want the emeralds.
And as he is your brother's child, we
tliink you will hand them over. If you
don't you will never see him.

It was unsigned.

Jimmie Frazer had driven the auto-
mobile headlong toward the wild-look-
ing and gruesome figure of Happy llar-
rigan. Thai apparently frightened the
sheep-man, for he gave a screech, and
started in a foot-race for his horse,
which was running loose by the water-
hole. lie called to it, caught it, then
vaulted to its bade, and went clattering
away, without saddle or bridle, a veri-
table madman on horseback.

Jimmie Frazer brought the auto to a
stop. Only a hot chase, even if that,
would have enabled him to overtake
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the frightened sheep-man. Swinging
the automobile round in a short half-
circle, he motored back to the shack;
Edgerly was there, and now Asbury
Jett came galloping up.

Having read the note pinned to the
door, and called Frazer’s attention to it,
Fred Edgerly drew his revolver and
strode into the shack; there he saw
plentiful evidences that a fight had taken
place. The table was broken, a .stool
showed a blood-splotch, and another was
over-turned on the floor; the toys of the
Prince were in helter-skelter confusion.
Some old garments torn from nails on
the wall lay scattered about.

"Devil's work!" was his comment,
“llarrigan tried to stand 'em off here,
but they were too many for him.”

He turned round, to see Alice Frazer
entering, her face pale, her gray eyes
big and bright. Outside, Jimmie Frazer
was talking with Jett, in excited tones.

"We got here too late; we should
have come last night, as | wanted to!”
-Alice was speaking.

Jimmie Frazer entered.

"They heard our talk last night in the
tent." he said, "about the emeralds!”
He had taken the note from the door,
and had it in his hand. "Tliev struck
quick, to get ahead of us. Lint they've
made a curious mistake—about that hoy
being my brother's child.”

"It will make them all the more de-
termined to hold him against us,
though,” was the comment of Alice
Frazer.

"Yes, that's so,” Jimmie admitted. "I
confess | don't know what to do; wo
haven't the emeralds.”

"The first thing, | should say," said
Alice, "would be to overtake this | lar-
rigan, and sec what we can do for him.
l'ie is out of his mind, don't you think?”

"Crazy ez aJune hug," said Jett, who,
though holding the horses, was standing
in the doorway, where he could hear
everything. "Dat man is sho- ready fo’
a lunytic 'svlum. Did von healr him
yell ?°

“Did we?” said Jimmie. "Putt | don't
wonder.”

"He was delirious,” said -Mice. "That
isn't crazy—and he needs help."

She shivered. That yell was a thing
which she would never forget.
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"Hello!" said Edgerly suddenly, star-
ing at the wall. "Look at this, will you ?”

Written apparently with a bit of rot-
ten stone, which had left marks like red
chalk, was a copy of the "cryptogram,”
as Edgerly had called it, shown by Jim-
mie Frazer to Edgerly in the cabin, and
which he had said would be found
scratched at the entrance to the cave
holding the skeleton of The First Man.
It was an amazing and suggestive dis-
covery, in that place.

"It’s queer you didn't see that before,”
said Jimmie, his face pale and his lips
twitching—"when you stopped over
night here with the sheep-man, | mean !"

lie examined the marks closely, his
sister by his side. Thev looked round,
and up and down.

"The reason 1ldidn't see it before, if
it was there then,” said Edgerly, "is
that it was probably covered up by this
old coat, which was no doubt hanging
on that nail.”

lie too looked about, wondering if
the "cryptogram” marked the hiding
place of anything in the shack.

Jimmie Frazer turned to him.

"They came here to get the emeralds,”
he said. "There was a big fight; they
hammered the sheep-man on the head—
with that stool probably—or shot him,
and perhaps they left him for dead;
there's blood on those boards over there,
where | judge he fell. And they
searched the house; you can see how
they tumbled things round. Cut if they
saw these marks, they meant nothing to
them, in my opinion. | wonder’—he
hesitated—"1 wonder if the marks mean
anything to us ?”

lie looked about, puzzled.

“1 was just thinking,” lie explained,
"that inasmuch as my brother used them
to mark the cave, he might have used
litem for another purpose—to marie
something hid here; perhaps the emer-
alds. It seems a wild guess!" He turned
to Edgerly. "You don't know, of course,
whether he was ever here or not—ever
lived in this shack! 1 fe might have, be-
fore the sheep-man took it!”

"I larrigan said that he was the first
man in this valley.”

“It’s all guesswork.” said Jimmie,
knitting his brows. "The sheep-man
must have made the marks. But if—"
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"Why don't you go on?” said his
sister.

"Well, | can’t get any further. The
sheep-man might have found the cave
and seen those marks, anti found the
emeralds there; or—oh, pshaw ! some-
body else do some guessing!”

He walked round, tapping the floor
with his heels, to see if it sounded hol-
low and thumped at the board walls
with his knuckles.

“We can look into this later,” he said
finally. “It isn't important !"

The really important thing engaging
immediate attention was to follow and
if possible aid Happy Harrigan. That
he had been shot or wounded in the
head, had been made plain bv his ap-
pearance; and that, or grief over the
bov, had upset his mind. As for the boy,
such haste to go to his aid was not re-
quired ; he was probably frightened, in
the hands of those rough strangers, hut
it was not likely they would injure him ;
at least they would not until after they
had made attempts, through holding
him. to get the emeralds—which were
all they wanted.

Before the pursuit of Happy Harri-
gan was taken up, Jimmie Frazer and
Asbury Jett rode round the water-hole,
looking for tracks; and they went up
the rivulet, one on each side, toward
the higher slopes of the ridges. They
did net spend many minutes, and dis-
covered nothing’ Close about the water-
hole and along the stream the sharp
hoofs of the sheep had packed the soil,
so that it was like a road.

The course taken by the sheep-man
had been down the little valley, to the
edge of the desert, then toward the
lower edge of the ridge on the right, and
so on out of sight, beyond the end of
the ridge. There was no immediate need
to pick out the tracks of his horse.

Jimmie came galloping back from his
fruitless search, with Jett at his heels.

“Nothing doing,” he shouted ; “and
now we'll see if we can find the sheep-
man. Come ahead. Jett!”

He sped on, with Asbury Jett bounc-
ing heavily in his wake.

“Asbury would rather he in this auto ;
he doesn't like a horse,” said Miss
Frazer. “If you will give that crank a
turn, Mr. Edgerly, we’ll be off.”



THE MYSTERY OF SUPERSTITION RANGE

They rode away, in pursuit of the
horsemen, the automobile barking loud-
ly. Fred Edgerly, however, was very
well satisfied to he where he was.

“So long as the emeralds are not to
he had, | don’t see how negotiations can
be carried on for the return of the boy,”
said Edgerly, speaking out his thoughts.

"Sir Cowboy,” she answered, with a
return of her former manner, “if you
ask me, 1 shall tell you that | think there
will be lighting before that boy is sur-
rendered.”

She gave the wheel a turn, the ma-
chine a new direction, and sped on, with
the explosions of the motor unmuffled.

“You mean ice shall have to fight
them?” said Edgerly, leaning nearer, to
be heard.

"I'm going to ask Jimmie to get help
from Crescent P.ut'e,” she said; “that’s
what | mean. These men are wolves.
We Il want to take your sheep-man into
town, to a doctor, and we can request
help then.”

"If we find him!”

She put on the muffler.

"Jimmie will lind him ; he never gives
up anything—except,” she added, “when
he makes the mistake of telling me to do
something | don’t intend to do!”

"You wouldn’t remain in the town—
is that what you mean ?”

“Not under the circumstances—would
you? It would lie worse than the danger
of being out here—and T rather enjoy
danger, when it isn't too imminent—
jmt as 1 like to watch the lightning
\lien it's a long wav off, and dread it
when it's near. 1 never could appreciate
or understand that feminine idea of
waiting and weeping at home, when the
men arc out, in the battle maybe:, or
fighting a storm. If the battle was going
on. I'd get a gun and go help, it seems
to me; but perhaps | wouldn't, if it
really happened: one never can tell!”

The automobile had to sheer around
rocks and around sheep that ran here
and there, singly or in small bunches,
bleating' and frightened. It was losing
lime and she therefore sent it on again,
br-r-r-iug and bouncing, with explosions
like a gatling.

They saw Frazer and Jett round the
nose of the ridge and go ploughing
heavily ahead; there was sand at that
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point. The girl avoided the worst of it
by keeping close to the ridge, then drove
on at high speed again. Edgerly’s
nerves were tingling with the excitement
of the chase.

Looking off over the desert, which
stretched illimitahly from the small foot-
hills of the Superstition Range, he ob-
served a gray veil of haze darkening
and in places obscuring the blue of the
sky. The wind was stiffer, when the au-
tomobile bored into it beyond the shel-
tering ridge. It pelted them with sand,
snatched tip in handfuls.

The girl stopped the auto, and put on
a pair of goggles, handing out a pair to
Edgerly.

"That sand stings,” she said.

As they went on again, inexperienced
as they were, neither considered the con-
dition of the wind and the sky a matter
for alarm. But Edgerly had remarked,
while setting- his goggles in place, that
if the tracks of the sheep-man's horse
were being followed, the flying sand
would soon obliterate them.

Half a mile farther on they heard a
shout, and observed that Jimmie Erazer
was spurring vigorously, while far
ahead was to be seen the sheep-man,
riding in blind terror. Then the haze
thickened, and the horsemen disap-
peared from sight.

IX

If Alice Frazer and Fred Edgerly had
been wise in the ways of the arid lands,
they would have turned hack on behold-
ing that blanket of gray haze which
warning- nature draped over the south-
ern sky; or, at least, they would have
sought shelter in the friendly, it rugged,
hills, with or without the automobile,
as soon as they were no longer able to
follow the horsemen intelligently.

Though Jimmie Frazer and Asburv
Jett, with the wild figure that had fled
on before, had disappeared, Alice Fra-
zer believed they could be sighted
again shortly. So she put the auto at
high speed, of itself a reckless thing,
when the nature of the ground is con-
sidered. But she did not see them again.
The wind, still increasing, hurled the
sand with a keener sting. It not only ir-
ritated the face and eyes, hut hid the
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hoofprints they tried to follow, and be-
gan to hide even the outlines of the
hills. A fine dust came with it; and that
and the sand began to trouble the
“works"” of the purring machine, as well
as the breathing of the occupants.

Fred Edgerly was growing alarmed;
yet, not liking to show the white feather,
he held in, while the girl zig-zagged the
automobile hack and forth along the
base of the hill.

“Oh, dear!” she said, showing the
vexation that tormented her. “1 wonder
what we’re to do; we’ve lost them!”

Stopping the machine, she stood up,
and looked about, the wind tearing at
her clothing. The south was a deep gray
poll, out of which the wind blew with
increasing velocity. On the right were
the blurred outlines of the hills. She
pushed bade the disfiguring goggles, to
see better; but snapped them in place
again, when the wind stung her eyes.

"My advice, if you ask me,” said Ed-
gerly, “is to give it up—for the present;
we can't do anything. They’'ve taken to
the hills, 1 don't doubt; it would he the
sensible and obvious thing for them to
do. \Yc shall be smothered, if we don't
move out of this.”

lie coughed back the dust, and turned
his face from the wind. In spite of the
protecting goggles the flying sand stung
intolerably.

“We're gaining nothing,” he added,
“by trying to go on.”

“Do von think | would abandon
Jimmie?” she snapped. The situation ir-
ritated her, and had got on her nerves.
“I'm thinking of Jimmie, more than I
am of myself. lie wouldn’t abandon
1me! lie'll be coming back to sec about
us, and then we shall miss him; and
perhaps he will get lost, and—"

She broke off abruptly and sent the
automobile grinding on along the base
of the hill, peering ahead through her
goggles, with one band held up now and
then as an additional shield to her face.
Hut soon she could not see two rods
off. So she stopped again, as a heavy
blast from the desert almost shook her
out of the seat. Then she stood up once
more, clinging to the wheel, and in shrill
tones called her brother’s name. Getting
no response she dropped down in des-
pair, one hand still on the wheel, the

THE BLUE BOOK MAGAZINE

other clinging to her close-fitting cap
of sailor blue.

“We'll never find them,” she wailed,
choking back the dust. “Why don’t you
tell me what to do; you're a man, and
a man is supposed—"

“You objected, when | did tell you,”
said Edgerly—coughed Edgerly, would
be more accurate—trying to reply mild-
ly to her irritated demand, which some-
how seemed to put him in the wrong.
“1 said we ought to try to find shelter;
there’'s a lane, leading between those
hills, and —~

“A lane! It's a gulch, or an arroyo.”
She laughed hysterically. “Pardon me
for my rudeness, Sir Cowboy,” site
begged. “1 forgot,"—she was still laugh-
ing in that unpleasant way—"that you're
from the effete East and so can he ex-
pected to call a gulch a lane. But”—she
dabbed at her cap again—"1 think we
shall have to take it, and take your ad-
vice.”

The automobile creaked with a grind-
ing sound, when she set it in motion;
sand and dust were clogging the ma-
chinery. But it got under way, and
plunged blindly for the mouth of the
gulch which Edgerly had spoken of as
a lane. Their condition was at once im-
proved ; for with the sandstorm at their
back, and moving with it, they did not
feel its full force, and the irritating
drive of the sand was lessened.

At the end of half a mile the gulch
became choked with rocks. When they
could not go on, they began to look for
a sheltered nook into which they might
force the automobile and gain protec-
tion for themselves. Though the impact
of the sand was no longer severely felt,
the air was choked with dust; great
clouds of it went swirling overhead, and!
all along the sides of the gulch the rocks
and sage brush were being powdered. It
rasped throat and lungs, and induced
fits of coughing.

Spying a rocky hollow, Alice Frazer
sent the automobile into it. Closing
round them, it offered an agreeable, if
only partial, shelter. High rock walls
rose on each side, and the great pyramid
of the hill was set as a shelter between
them and the wind-harried desert. But
still the dust came down, gray and pow-
dery.
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Edgerly sprang out and assisted Alice
Frazer to dismount. Still a bit hyster-
ical, she was trying hard to hide it.

"What an adventure !” she exclaimed,
beating her skirts, so that a cloud of
dust Hew out of them. "I'm a sight—a
fright! Isn't it horrible?"

But her thoughts were not so much of
her own plight as of her brother’s.

"If he docs return, looking for us,”
she said, while Edgerly was getting some
articles out of the automobile for her
comfort, one of them being the bottle
of water, “‘he will never dream of look-
ing for us here; and so he will go
searching aimlessly everywhere.”

“1 fancy he wont do much searching,”
said Edgerly, “until after this sand-
storm blows itself out.”

“And it seems to be getting worse;
don't you think the wind seems higher,
even in here?”

Edgerly poured water for her into a
collapsible cup; but in spite of his ef-
forts to screen it, sand Hew into it; and
finally she was forced to drink direct
from the bottle.

"Well just have to he savages,” she
said, trying to laugh over their misfor-
tunes. "l think that hamper is filling
with sand, ton; and 1 don't like to eat
sand with mv fond.”

Edgerly tucked a blanket about the
hamper.

“That’s better,” he said; “hut we'll
have to eat sand, just the same, or go
hungry ; mv mouth is full of it."

Tht-v sat down, their hacks against
the rocky rampart of the hill, the auto-
mobile slewed across the opening of the
cranny into which they had crept. The
dust still came down on them, and now
and then a gust of wind. Edgerly saw
how useless it was to light it, and made
no attempt ; hut .Mice Frazer, having a
woman's horror of dust and dirt, con-
tinued to heat it from her clothing with
little slaps of her brown hands, and to
shake it off her cap and out of her hair.
Hair and cam the one naturally brown,
the other blue, were of the same uni-
form dustv hue now.

They talked a good deal at first, about
Jimmie Frazer, and what he had prob-
ably done, or could do; the conversation
was punctuated with much coughing.
Then, the dust thickening, Edgerly made
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a canopy of the blankets taken from the
automobile, under which they crouched,
side by side, while the sandstorm, rav-
ing up out of the far-flung desert, beat
its angry way across the Superstition
Range. The heat under the pent canopy
was unpleasant, but not so unpleasant
as to try to breathe the air outside. That
Jimmie Frazer had no blankets with
which to protect himself greatly
troubled Jimmie’s sister.

But she had other thoughts, too.

"Sir Cowboy,” she said, after a long
silence in which nothing had been heard
but the raving of the wind and the beat-
ing of the sand on the cliffs, “what do
you think was the meaning of those
marks and letters on the wall of the
sheep-man’s shack ?”

"I don't know,” Edgerly answered.
He had been thinking of that, too, and
had suspicions; lacking- knowledge,
however, he hesitated to express them.

"Do you think the sheep-man was
quite honest in all the things he told
you ?”

“1 thought so, at the time,” he hedged,
“having no occasion to think otherwise.
But he may have deceived me; it would
have been easy. | accepted his state-
ments without question,”

“You are a hit easy, anyway, Sir
Cowboy, don't you think? Don't he of-
fended, please, if | say it! You were
easy—qullible, when you first came to
us; ready to believe anything, in a
country noted for its untruthfulness.
You've heard, no doubt, that man}- of
its citizens have pasts they don't care to
mention, and so are prone to deception.
Em beginning to believe this sheep-man
was one of them and that he, instead of
Black Thompson, may have had knowl-
edge of the death of my brother Henry
—in fact, that he may have killed him.
I think he must know where that cave
is. and there got his knowledge of what
you call the cryptogram. Bor some rea-
son, as it seems to me, he wanted to re-
member it, and chalked it down on the
wall of his house, where hardly anyone
ever came. Can you think of a better
reason ?"

“None so good,” said Edgerly, "mi-
less—"

"What?”

“Unless he is your brother Henry!”
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He knew she stared hard at him.

“Don't be silly!” she said.

“I'm trying not to be; | meant what
| said.”

"Hut my brother Henry is dead.”

“That's what you heard," he urged.
“Yon don’t know it.”

“lint that sheep-man didn't even look
like him.”

“You didn’'t sec his face—it was cov-
ered with blood.”

“Hut lie had a beard,” she objected,
“a heavy beard.”

“A man could grow one in two years,”

“ Hut the story he told you ! You recall
what he said.”

" Perhaps he lied. And he could easily
have faked the talk and manner of an
ignorant mail—or done it unintention-
ally, if he was out of his mind."

She sat silent a while.

“It is silly,” she said.
something else.”

“1 can’t,” lie confessed. “It's a dark
puzzle to me.”

“It isn't to me—now. The sheep-man
killed my brother Henry. Pmt | wonder
why Black Thompson never suspected
the sheep-man ?”

They talked of this for an hour, at in-
tervals, listening to the roar of the storm
and trying to protect themselves from
the sand and dust. Tlicir position was
most uncomfortable, and it fretted the
girl. Fred Kdgerly was singularly com-
posed. She might have been in Laramie,
and he might have missed ever seeing
her again ! So, uncomfortable as the sit-
uation was, it had for him many com-
pensating advantages.

The sandstorm was blowing itself out
by mid-afternoon. At the approach of
evening the wind dropped and the sand
and dust cleared away somewhat. But
there was much dust still in the air,
when Fred Kdgerly and .Mice Frazer
abandoned the canopy of blankets and
prowled forth, dust-covered figures, to
investigate.

"We will walk down to the mouth of
the gulch,” she said, “and see how it is
there—shall we?”

Kdgerly brought along his revolver
and hers—freeing them of sand and
dust as well as lie could. It pleased him
to find them in good order, as he tried
the hammers and the cylinders.

“Think of
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“We'll not need them, but it's best to
take them,” he explained, as he turned
hers over to her.

At the mouth of the gulch the sand
lay in drifts, and it was drifted in ridges
along the base of the hill. Over the
desert was a gray haze. Through it the
westering sun glowed like a heated ball
of red copper. F.verywhcre was that im-
palpable powder of gray dust, tossed by
occasional windy gusts, which still
scoured at the hills on the desert side,
as if reluctant to leave olt their destruc-
tive work.

Nowhere was there a sign of human
li fe.

"It doesn’t look very promising for
E‘h?I automobile out there,” she said rue-
ully.

Edgerly called her attention to the
fact that farther out the sand and peb-
bles had been beaten flat, and seemed
packed like a roadwav, though there
were hare places, where the earth and
rock show xl.

“There are some drifts out there,
too,” he said, “hut the auto could be
taken round them, | think.”

The drifts lay in parallel ridges which
were mainly continuations of the out-
thrust spurs of the hill; between them
were hollows, where the sand had been
scooped out down to the bed-rock.

They walked far out. until they were
beyond the largest of the sand ridges,
and the desert lay before them, the
gaunt skeleton of a landscape, wind-
scarred and beaten—a world destroyed
by its own violence. The gray haze
still hovered; the hot copper globe that
had gone into business in place of the
sun was on the far edge of the desert
now, read}- to slip down out of sight;
night was close at hand—night on the
desert lands.

The girl shivered, though the air was
warm.

“Let us go back,” she said. “This—
this is horrible. It makes me feel as if
I were dead and buried, and had waked
up in a dead planet. | can't stand the
sight of it. Lgh ! If Jimmie is out there,
buried in some of those awful drifts,
what shall 1 do?”

“Don't think about it,”
gerly. “He isn't out there.”

“Oh, | hope so! But, Sir Cowboy, I

urged Ed-



THE MYSTERY OF SUPERSTITION RANGE

feel guilty. We'd better be going back,
don't you think ; we're a long way out,
and the sun is going down.”

The sun was quite down by the time
they regained the mouth of the gulch.
Within the gulch the shadows were
gathering, hastened by the haze, as they
went on to the automobile.

Seeing some broken boughs, torn
from gnarled trees on the hillside, Ed-
gerly gathered an armful.

“For our fire,” he said. “We'll want
to cook something.”

“And a fire will help to keep off wild
animals.” She brightened. “And a
beacon on top of the hill would be seen
bv Jimmie, maybe, if he is lost.”

“And by iHack Thompson's crowd!”

“1 don't care ; it might help Jimmie,
and we can risk it."

She k;o began to gather sticks.

To please her, and because lie agreed
that a beacon fire on the hill might be
seen, Fred 'Edgerly labored until dark,
carrying wood to the top of the hill she
had pointed out. When he had lighted
the heaped -up pile, it made a blaze that
brightened the hillside and flung red
lights down into the gulch; lie was sure
it could be seen a goodly distance, in
spite of the dust still in the air.

With that bonfire flaming cheerfully,
he built a campfire in front of the
cranny which had sheltered them during
the afternoon. Fortunately there was a
good supply of food in the automobile
hamper, and plenty of water for imme-
diate needs in the big bottle. Alice
Frazer brewed tea and helped in getting
the meal. And they tried to be merry
over their plight.

“Sir Cowboy,” she said, as they sat
by their campfire and ate what they had
prepared. "T've been thinking over what
you said about the slieep-man. But it
can't be. Aly brother Henry was an hon-
est and honorable man.”

“He might have lost bis mind, you
know; I've heard of the like.”

“And that would make him tell lies?”

“It might. Only, they wouldn't seem
to he lies to him.”

“They wouldn’'t be lies to him, be-
cause he would believe them?”

"That’s what | mean.”

“It wont do,” she declared ; “there are
a lot of holes in your theory.”
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“1 think there are myself,” he ad-
mitted meekly.

“Of course there are!” she declared.

“It couldn't have meant anything—
what he said to me, that he was The
First Man?”

She stared at him through the red
firelight.

“Just what are you driving at?” she
demanded.

“l1 don't know, really—nothing, |
guess | but I remember that he empha-
sized his statement that he was The
First Man in that valley.”

“In that valley—yes; but that doesn't
suggest anything.”

He finished his tea, and wished it were
coffee.

“l1 don't know that it does,” he ad-
mitted.

"Why, it's—it's positively silly."

“1 believe you've told me that several
times to-day—that I'm sill}.”

“Well, you are, you know. | see what
you're thinking about; you fancy this
sheep-man may be my brother Henry,
who has lost his mind, has held on to
the boy and the jewels; and, with a dim
memory of that First Man in the cave,
has taken to calling himself The First
Man. But | can't agree with you.”

“l1 didn’'t think you would.” lie as-
sented.

“For itis silly.”

“1 accept the castigation,” lie said
with mock seriousness. “ So, we will pass
that by. It is sill}-. But you're not eating
anything, and you can’t expect to get
through this and find your brother, and
rescue the boy, and the hundred other
things there arc to do, unless you keep
up your strength.”

She sat thinking over what had been
said ; then shook her head.

“l don’t believe it; the sheep-man
isn't my brother Henry.”

Edgerly stretched blankets along the
front of the hollow, for her shelter and
protection; then he took his repealing
rifle and his revolver, and went out into
the gulch a short distance off, to pass
the night.

“You'd better take one of these blan-
kets you've been so generous with,” she
called to him.

When she insisted, he went back and
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got one of the blankets; the automo-
bile had held a roll of them, securely
strapped in a water-proof.

Wrapped in his blanket, with a lis-
tening ear against the ground, Fred Ed-
gerly lay awake a long time, even
though lie was dead tired. Ife had
much to think about. The sky was star-
less, because of the haze, but the glow-
ing remnants of the bonfire gave some
light. The coyotes yapped in the hills.
Hearing a furore of their yelping, he
guessed that an unfortunate sheep, es-
caping the sandstorm, had not escaped
those little gray fiends of the arid lands.

lie did not intend to close his eyes,
cot he did, falling asleep about mid-
night. When lie awoke the sun was shin-
ing in his face, the dust haze was nearly
gone, and Alice Frazer was calling to
him. She had come out of her blan-
keted cranny, and was standing by the
automobile. Good to look at, she was, in
spite of all she had been through.

"Good morning, Sir Cowboy,” she
said. “I slept well, and | hope you did.
I'm famished.”

The sunshine and new brightness, so
unexpected, of the morning, had given
her increase of life and courage.

When they had taken the sharp edge
off their ravenous hunger, Fred F.d-
gerly fell to work on the automobile,
lie labored for the better part of an
hour, and though not an automobile
mechanic, with the aid of Hiss Frazer's
helpful suggestions, he removed the
Worst of the dusty compound that had
hcen heaten into every hearing, cog and
oil-cup; so that, when they tried to
start it, the machinery ran quite as well
as could he expected. They then
started off on their search for Jimmie
Frazer and Aslnirv Jett.

"I hope." she observed presently
when they -had left the gulch perhaps
a half mile behind, "that the gasoline
holds out; it's a long way to that tent,
to get more."”

"And perhaps,” added ledgerlv, “the
blamed old tent, gasoline can and all,
was blown away in that gale. But we're
not going to rvorry.”

“Sir Cowboy, that was a brand-new
tent,” she corrected. “But we're not
going to worry about anything, if we
can find Jimmie.”
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She had hardly pronounced the name,
when they heard the bark of a revolver,
flat and whip-like in the open air.
Then came a pounding of hoofs and
Jimmie Frazer himself came into view,
with Asbury Jett riding close behind
him, through an opening in the sand
ridges close to the hill, on the right.
And behind them came three men, two
mounted and one on foot, the later
clambering down the hill.

Jimmie Frazer had fired the shot
heard; and now they saw him twist
round in his saddle and fire again. The
man on the hillside dropped down on
one knee and replied to Jimmie's re-
volver shots with bullets from a re-
peating rifle—three shots, sent quickly.
The occupants of the automobile saw
sand spurt up close by Jimmie’s horse,
where the bullets struck.

This wholly unexpected change in the
situation brought the automobile to an
abrupt stop, and Alice Frazer to her
feet with a jump. She began to shout
in staccato to her brother,

Fred Fdgerly leaped up, too—then
climbed into the seat. lie drew Ids re-
volver.

"It’s Black Thompson's gang, | sup-
pose,” he said.

"Why don’t you shoot at them?"
the girl demanded shrill)', still waving
her hands. "They’ll kill Jimmie!" she
screamed. "Where's that rifle?"

It was under the seat, knocked down
for easy transportation. But Fdgerly
got it out and snapped it together in
quick time, and turned it on the rifle-
man on the hillside, sending him at
once to cover.

“You'd better get down—out of
sight," he said to the excited girl. "That
will draw their fire, maybe."

It did.

The rifleman replied from his cover,
with his rifle sights raised for the auto-
mobile. His first shot fell short; the
next passed with an unforgettable sing-
ing whew-ir-r-r-r high overhead, though
it sounded close enough to make Ed-
gerly pull his head down with a comical
jerk, after it had passed; the third
struck the hack of the tonneau, tore out
a splinter, and Avent on with a vicious
whine.

“Get down !” Edgerly yelled, in terror'
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for the girl, who was still standing up
as if unaware of her peril. lie fired at
the man on the hillside again. “Get
down," he shouted, "or you’ll be hit.”

The girl dropped into the seat, started
the automobile, and turned it back to-
ward the gulch. Jimmie Frazer and As-
bury Jett were hugging the base of the
hill in their 'light, and she thought of
the gulch as a place of refuge for them.
There was popping of revolvers, with-
out execution, in addition to the rides;
for Irazor and Jett were being shot at,
and Jimmie was pluckily returning the
revolver fire.

As the automobile gained the sand
ridges at the mouth of the gulch Frazer
and Jett rounded the point of the hill,
gaining temporarv immunity, and came
tip to the automobile with a rush, the
hoofs of their horses spurting the sand.

"Follow us in here!” Alice shouted,
turning the automobile at the drifts.

The auto plunged through, with all
power on, the motor harking lustily.
The horses accompanied it, staggering
through the deep sand.

“It’s good to see yon.” said the girl.
“You Ain't seem to be hurt? I've been
worried to death about you, Where have
you been ?”

"Where have you been?”
countered.

"Right in here; the storm drove us
in. Who are those men?”

“Clack Thompson’s, | think; they
must be. Ts there a place in here where
we can stand them off? | wish. .Alice—"

"Don't tire yourself,” she cried, “by
wishing Twas somewhere else ; I'm here.
And we've just got to make the best of
itt. So long as you're alive and un-
hurt—"

The sentence went tmfinished; they
were through the deeper sand, and the
automobile jumped ahead at quickened
speed. Following the tracks made in
coming out, she turned into the hollow
where she and Edgcrlv had stood off the
storm.

“In here—if you think those men
mean to follow,” she cried to her
brother. “This is where we stayed.
Whv dirl they attack you?”

Jimmie Frazer explained that, as they
busied themselves with preparations for
a defense.

Jimmie
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“It was the boy—I think,” he said.
“We took refuge from the sandstorm in
a nook in the hills a mile or two from
here; we had to. We had lost sight of
the sheep-man, and the storm came on
so suddenly and got so bad wc couldn't
get back to you. We stayed there all
night and—well, |1 sha'n’'t stop to tell
you what a tough time we had; but it
certainly wasn’t any picnic.”

There had been shooting long before
they sighted the automobile, lie said;
and he was surprised that they had not
heard it. On the other hand, he and Jett
had not seen the beacon fire in the night.
“There was too much dust in the air,”
he explained.

“This morning,” he elaborated, “as
we were getting out, we almost stum-
bled into the camp of Flack Thompson;
they’'d hunted shelter in there, too, and
had the hoy with them. When they saw
us, they came for us—all three of them
jumping out from their campfire to get
at us. We pulled round, of course, to
get away, as we didn’'t care for a closer
look.

“And then—" he stopped impres-
sively—"and then a singular thing hap-
pened, which made all the trouble after-
ward. The sheep-man came tumbling
down the side of the hill beyond their
camp, right into it; and before they
knew he was there, and while they were
yelling to us to halt, he caught the boy
up in his arms and began to run with
him along the hill, dodging in and out
of the sage brush. It was just as if
we had planned a demonstration to get
them out of the camp to give him that
opportunity; and | believe that is what
they thought, as soon as they discov-
ered it.

“When they saw him, we yelled en-
couragement to the sheep-man, and
then tried to draw them in pursuit of
us, to give him a better chance, lint two
of them turned back, to get him as he
came abreast of them; and they began
to shoot at him, whenever they got sight
of him. We were doing a hit of shoot-
ing, too, on our own account, and some
bullets came our way. We kicked up a
big racket, and | don't know why you
didn't hear it

“The course the sheep-man took al-
most paralleled ours—you see, he also
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seemed to want to get out of the hills.
Hat as we got near the open ground we
lost sight of him ; and so ! think did the
men who had chased him. Anyway in
a little while we found those three men
together, following us, and shooting at
us. The one afoot kept to the hill—I
think lie was looking for the sheep-man.
And then—"

“An’ 'en we seen you-all,” Jett supple-
mented. “An’ it look mighty good to us,
too, tuh see dat ole ot'mobilc, and you-
all settin’ in it, des lak you has been
waitin’ up all night fo’ us tuh git back
to you.”

All were feverishly at work, heaping
up a barricade of stones, with the auto-
mobile drawn cross the opening into
tile hollow—working rapidly even while
Jimmie Frazer unfolded the story of
his experiences.

“They've got it in for us,” he said,
“thinking we played a trick on them to
get the boy. They’ll be here soon, too;
thev couldn’t miss those tracks.”

"Was the sheep-man all right again—
all right in his mind, do you think?”
Alice Frazer asked, as she laid a stone
in place, working with the men. “He
seemed to know what lie was doing; he
seemed ready to take an advantage
when it came. So he couldn’t have been
crazy—m>w."

“i don't know," said Jimmie; “all |
know is, he looked as wild and bloody
as be did yesterday.”

The barricade was finished, and the
horses tucked away in the most sheltered
corner of the hollow, when Black
Thompson ami his two men, following
the tracks of the horses and automobile,
came up the gulch, looking warilv for
signs of an ambuscade. Seeing the au-
tomobile blocking the mouth of the hol-
low, and the heaps of stones, they let
drive with their revolvers, and backed
away. They had missed finding tiie
sheep man. and leaped to the conclu-
sion that he and the boy were behind
that automobile, with the others.

This became apparent when Black
Thompson reappeared, this time on foot,
hearing a dirty white rag on the end of
a pole. He wanted a parley.

"Weil, what is it?” snapped Jimmie
Frazer. “If you're up to any tricks, cut
'em out; we’ll not be fooled by you.”
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Jimmie's tones were thick, as well as
indignant—at the moment his mouth
was filled with cracker; he and Jett had
attacked the food supply, being fam-
ished.

“Give up the boy, or give up them
emeralds,” said Thompson, “and we'll
go away and not trouble you any more.”

Jimmie was about to declare heatedly
that they had neither, when his sister
touched his arm.

“Let them think the boy is here,” she
wdiispered; “then they wont go hunting
for him.”

“Right—oh !I” said Jimmie, clearing
his mouth of the cracker.

“You, out there—Black Thompson,”
he called. “We've decided not to sur-
render the boy. As for the emeralds—
and they’re what von reallv want—we
haven't got 'em, never had them, and
don’t know where they are. If you'll be-
lieve that, and it’s the truth, and act on
it—why it will save trouble for all of
us.”

“Then surrender the hov.” was the
truculent rejoinder. ““We'll hold him till
we get 'em. You've got the means of
findin’ out where they're cached. So,
what's the use if bluffin'? It aint gain' to
work. Recollect | heard vou talkin' that
night, in the tent!”

"So that was you. eh?” said Jimmie,
with cheerful satisfaction. “We thought
so. But we haven't got the emeralds,
understand, and can't get 'em. You
didn't understand what we said, if you
think we can.”

“You, or the sheep-man, can get 'em
and we're here for 'em.” 1Us tone was
threatening, husky from liquor. “I'm
goin' hack,” he added. “And if you
don't surrender 'em or show us where
thev air, then we'll open on you.”

“You know there’'s a woman in here
—my sister?” said Jimmie—regretting
it as soon as he had said it.

The answer was a threat that made
Jimmie Frazer clutch the rifle which
stood bv him against the auto wheel.
“Clear out.” he yelled in a rage, “or I'll
shoot your damned head off! 1 feel
like shooting you, anyway."

Black Thompson and his dirty flag
withdrew precipitately, And for a whole
half-hour after that nothing was seen
or heard of him or his men.
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“Tt begins to look as if they're afraid
to make the tackle,” said Jimmie. "You
see, they know we have just as strong-a
force in here as they have out there—
there are three of them, and three of
us.”

"You're not counting-on the Smith &
Wesson of your darling- sister,” came
from the shadows behind him. "We are
four to their three, if it comes to that.”

Hut Jimmie Frazer and his friends
were premature in their conclusions;
Flack Thompson and bis men were not
afraid to make the tackle, at long-range,
as they made it. A rifle rang out on the
hillside beyond the gulch, and its slug
of lead struck the ground between Jett's
feet, making him do the quickest double-
shulile on record.

"Down!" veiled Jimmie.

It was nut needed; every one was
down, as low as he could get.

"Dat bullet bde tub git me!” Jett
grumbled. "I reclaim dem men aint
gone yit.”

"Thai one isn't,” said Jimmie. lie was
peering out, his hand gripping the ritle.
"Keep down, everybody.”

"Keep down yourself, Jimmie,” ad-
vised bis sister. "They can't reach us
behind these rocks, if we snuggle close.”

"I don’t know about that—that bullet
came in, right over the top of the auto;
and 1'd like to get the villain that sent
it.”

When the rifle on the hillside
whanged, avav again it was in a differ-
ent place, showing that the cautious
ritieman had shifted his position
promptlv. to prevent a successful re-
turn shot. lhit this time Jimmie an-
swered, shooting at the tell-tale curl of
smoke, for the fellow was using black-
powder cartridges. Fut apparently Jim-
mie did not catch this man. The latter
fired again, but his bullet went high,
striking dat against the cliff and drop-
ping downward in a spatter of lead.

In reply to Jimmie’s second attempt
to "get” the riilcman, a revolver barked
off on the right; and then another, off
on the left. One of the bullets struck a
rock, and caromed into the gulch with
an angry whir-r-r; the other tore
through the top of the automobile ton-
neau. already bullet-splintered.

"Dey goiiv tub make a feesh basket
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out uh dat otto, ef dey keeps it up,”
said Jett.

Jimmie Frazer ordered