














P oo WEST

“Aw, g'wan; I never get that drunk,”
indignantly.
- “Oh, D. T. means Doctor of Trouble,
and that’s you.” ~Pete headed for the
barn,

- Cassidy - continued mournfully to
watch Pete’s back. “Yes, siree! I'm
“sure stayin’ away from trouble,” he so-
liloquized.  “And trouble is like death—
if it's lookin’ for yuh it’ll find yuh, no
_matter where yuh go or what yuh do, or
what yuh don’t do. Now me? I know
-danged well that trouble and death go-
-huntin’ together hand in hand, so to
-speak., They're always lookin' for me,
but I reckon that’s because my weakness
“is action. I sure like action. Come to
-think of it, action usually means trouble,
‘and I reckon that’s why trouble rides
miles and miles out of her way to hunt
me ‘up special.” A sigh. “Oh well,
“death ain't overtook me yet. There
must be somethin’ in that about the
angels watchin’ over fools and cripples
-—and I ain’t no cripple. But dang my
luck! I'd like to rob a bank, or some-
‘thin’—"

Slivers Cassidy was a cowpuncher,
with the usual curse of his tribe: the
wanderlust and the inability to stand
prosperity.. Ten days before, he had
been foreman of a cattle ranch in an ad-
joining county. It had been his first job
as foreman, but three months’ accumu-
lated pay had been sufficient to give him
an aggravated case of itching hoof. He
had asked for his time and had then
ridden over one hundred miles to Yucca
City, with the avowed intention of
avoiding trouble.

But no sooner had he arrived in Yucca
City, avoiding saloons and going right
to the_courthouse to ascertain why so
‘many rigs and saddle horses were tied
outside, than he had heard Peaceful Pete
Newton go on a verbal rampage. Cas-
sidy immediately had conceived a great
admiration for Pete, had joined forces
‘with him—which meant trouble in large
bunches, for Pete was fighting a com-
bination of wholesale cattle rustlers who
were backed by crooked county officials.

Cassidy practically had kidnapped an
imported and crooked cattle detective,
had used the latter’s credentials, and had
been the big wet mop in the work of
cleaning up the county. So just now he
was taking life easy on the ranch belong-
ing to the grateful Pete Newton.

.~ Cassidy probably had a few virtues

and good habits, but they passed unno-
ticed in the shadow of his greatest fault,
his-belief that he could sing. -He liked
his -own voice when raised .in “song.
No one else did, but this failed to worry
him. He was superstitious: about -his
singing, believing that it changed ‘his
luck. If it did, it just as often changed
it for the worst, or should have done so.

He probably knew the words of more
songs than any man in the Southwest,
but when sober knew only one tune.
And this was no tune at all, being so
flexible that he could adapt it to ‘the
words of any song and make all of them
sound equally bad. Worse than that,
a few drinks of strong liquor sufficed to
make him remember parts of several
other tunes and he would combine them
in ways that were painfully weird. If
there were prizes for the world’s worst
singer, Cassidy would have won all of
them. 7

Some hours later, he again sat on the
top bar of the corral. He was happy
because he had just learned the words
of a particularly sad song. He liked
his songs to be sad, the sadder the bet-
ter. For the third time in a dismal nasal
wail he repeated the chorus:

“Wear-ry with ming-ling life’s bit-ter
and sweet,

Wear-ry with part-ing and nev-ver to
meet,

Somcone has gone to the bright gol-den
shore! '

Ring the bell soft-ly, there’s crépe on
the door;

Ring the bell soft-ly, there’s crépe on
the door.”

“Your voice needs crépe,” announced
Peaceful Pete, who had returned from
town, his approach hidden by the.barn
and the noise covered by Cassidy’s voice.
“Yes, sir ! Crematin’ an’ then crépe. It’s
a moonshine—not moonlight—voice—
110 proof an’ rew! I've got a crosscut
saw that needs filing; come over and
sing to it.” :

“Aw, can’t a fellah enjoy himself
without gettin’ insulted?” demanded
Cassidy with an injured air. “I was
feelin’ happy. My singin'—" .

“Needs ten years in a charred kaig!”
interjected Pete. “Here's a telegram
that was waitin’ in town for yuh. May-
be it’s from some pard, warnin’ yuh that
the -sheriff’s on your trail.”
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twinlgling in the bottom of a narrow

gulch. S
He boldly rode down the long single
street of the village, found a stable,
where he put up Midnight; then saun-
tered uptown and entered a taberna.
He. was chatting with the American
proprietor ‘when the door opened and a
crowd of travel stained wvaqueros en-
tered and went noisily to a table. Other
habitués of the place joined these men

and soon a rapid fire conversation was.

progressing which had for its theme the
holdup of the train near the west bank
of the Nueces. The remarks clearly in-
dicated that some grim uncertainty had
come to dwell among the gringos on the
other side of the river. No one knew
why  the train robbers had kidnapped
three men from the coach, or what gad
become of these persons. The gossip
ran high. Then of a sudden all eyes
centered on the tall form of the Ameri-
can cowpuncher standing before the bar.
Heére was something to stare at! Who
was this fellow?

The leader of the band determined to
explore this near at hand mystery. And
without the briefest formality he strode
toward his subject. ‘“Sefior is maybe
riding’ for the Slash Circle Cross?” he
offered by way of an opening.

“No,” and Fadeaway smiled quizzi-
cally into the Mexican’s face. “This
sefior rides for no man. He loves the
moonlight, the high trails, an’ slants
along like a coyote.
to be. seen for a real man to spend his
time gettin’ up an’ goin' to sleep on the
same ground all the time.”

The reply nettled the waquero.

“Sefior is maybe tryin’ to be fonny,” he
said.
“Nope,” replied Frank, “yul gotta
grip on that act. But, seein’s it's none
of my business, what made yuh bust in
on..me for, anyhow? I thought yuh
hombres taught us gringos how to be
polite.” .

Somewhere a laugh struck into the
low ceilinged room like a challenge.
The waquero winced under the con-
cealed jeer and dropped his eyes to
Fadeaway’s boots, then lifted them
slowly to his face. That glance was
clearly ominous. ‘“What you come here
for ?”” he asked coldly.

“Just a-hurryin’ across the river.
Now looka yere, if yuh wanna get along
right well with me, an’ also want to find
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out what yuh can’t learn, take nie over
to that' table -an’ be sociable. Other-.
wise move away an” don't interfere with
a gentleman when he’s tryin’ to be nice-
to his own self.. Yuh've seen my boots’
an’ hat an’ ev’rything that’s in between
’em. But yuh don’t know what’s i my .
haid; an’ I do yores!” . o
Again the ‘laugh and this. time the
vaquero- joined in it. “Is sefior a ‘sor-:
tilego, what you call fortune teller or
maybe gventurero, a fortune hunter?”
The strain of the instant passed. - -
“No! I'm just a boy what'{a—;lidin: B
over yore country a-tryin’ to get by an”
have a little fun. Will you %rink},;” !
“Si, seiior. But my compafieros;
they are thirsty, too. 'I?t,)day we had a.

hard ride. A very hard ride. And to-
morrow—-—1!"

“Bring ’em up,” Anvited Frank.
“Where this mone born there may
be more.”

During the drink Fadeaway sized up
the men around him and stored away an
impression of each one. Cards were
suggested and during-the next hour he:
was lucky enough to take a few pesos
out of the game. Then it broke up and
the men went their several ways. He

_put up at the little inn that night and at

daylight had breakfast with the inn-
keeper, who told him somewhat of the
caliber of the men he had met the night
before.
. Fadeaway decided that at least for a
day or two he would take the time to
nose around that section of the border.
After breakfast he went to the stable
and was rubbing down Midnight when
the leader of the wagueros approached
him and stood leaning on a fence with
a whimsical smile of banter on his lips.
After a brief survey of the American’s
actions the Mexican said, “You ride a
good horse, hombre—and very fast.”

“Where I'm makin’ a lotta country I
like to have a lotta horse under me. An’
money ain’t nothin’ but money, while-a
horse—1”

“Why bother about money when a
man has a rope ?”

“You know this horse?”

“Who don’t? And no money made
you thr’ slack’s rider!” :

Frank held the eyes of the Mexican
for a fleet fraction of time, then turned
on his heel. He passed into the stable.
and was laying the brush and curry-
comb on a studding of the front wall
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have a drink. I'm gonna have an idea.
I feel it comin’ on.”

They had - the dnnk “How's the
idea: how ?” smiled
“She ain’t—yet.” Cassndy ~ walked

over to the door and took another long
survey of the sheriff’s office across the
railroad tracks, He walked back to the
bar to seek inspiration in the form of
another drink. They had several rounds,
and between each two Cassidy faith-
fully walked back to the door to take
another look. At last he saw a pack
train, laden with supplies for some dis-
tant mine, filing out of town. Two of
the mules were close coupled by the
slack of a hoisting cable, iron rope for
use in a shaft. The weight of the one
continuous length was divided between
two mules, half of it coiled and lashed
on a pack saddle, with a short bight
running back to the following mule
which carried the other half of the cable.

“They’re temporary Siamese twins,
those mules,” thought Cassidy, wonder-
ing at the probable weight of the coiled
metal rope. He saw Fletcher coming
down the street, and waited for him.
Together they walked into the saloon
and saw that Jimmy had taken a chair
at a deserted poker table in a rear cor-
ner. They sat down and motioned to
the bartender.

“How's the inspiration?” Lawton
gnnned quizzically.
okin',” said Cassidy. “Cookin’.”

He waited until the bartender arrived,
drained his glass, then arose and started
for “the door, looking back, ‘however
over his shoulder. He saw jlmmy Law-
ton wink at Fletcher and tap suggest-
ively on his head with a forefinger. He
turned and came back to the table.
“Jimmy,” he spat out, “do I look drunk
or crazy? Which?”

“Both,” grinned Jimmy. “We both
lmow you're both, and revere you for

“Is that so?” Cassidy tried to be
severe, but Jimmy's grin was infectious.
Cassndys face slipped into a grudging
smile. “Well, lemme tell yuh! I'm
catchin® up royally on the awful hang-
over I had. In fact, I'm gettin’ good
and hungover all ovér again. You two
jaspers have been down here for nearly
two weeks, and what and where’s it got
yuh? Nowhere—that's the answer!
Lemme alone and string along behind me
and you'll wear rattlesnake hatbands!”

5

Cassidy recovered his dignity and agam
stalked to the front door.

- The only moving object within his:
range of vision was a small boy who'
carried a bow and arrow and was sneak--
ing toward a dog which lay snoozing
peacefully in a patch of shade across the
street. Cassidy chuckled, walked across
the narrow porch and sat down to watch
the proceedings. The lad, twenty feet
from his quarry, rclcascd the arrow.
The dog yelped and departed, still yelp-
ing, in a cloud of dust. The boy gave
a war whoop and ran to recover the
blunt pointed arrow with which he had
madc a bullseye on the dog.

His bow was a"length of split and
peeled willow, the bowstring a rawhide
shoelace, the arrow a piece of straight
soft pine cut from the side of a dry-
goods box.

The lad saw Cassidy’s interest. He
came across the street with his griev-
ance. “Look at this,” ‘he said scorn-
fully holding up the. arrow. “Dad
would make me only one arrow—and he
put this on  the end and spoiled it.”
Cassidy saw that the arrow tuzxd been
rendered comparatively harmless by an
empty brass revolver cartridge driven
over the point. “It shoots straighter
with this ca-tridge on the end, but I
betcha I'd ‘a’ killed that dog if dad’d let
me fix this point the way I want!”

“Well son, what’s your idea on how
it oughta be fixed?”

“I want a nail point stuck out through
the cap place in this ca’tridge. She'd be
a good arrow then. I betcha I could kill
do;s every shot.”

“I reckon you'd be a walkin’ menace.
But, son, I'm plumb disappointed in yuh.
I'm’ surpriscd and shocked and grieved
to discover that you're so far behind
the times. Don’t you know that bows
and arrows is plumb outa fashion nowa-
days ?”

“I a.mt got no money for slingshot

rubl

“That’s the trouble, eh? I'll give yuh
four bits for your bow and arrow outfit
as she stands.”

“You've bought an’ outfit. Pony up
your four bits, mister”” The lad
dropped the bow and arrow on the
porch. “I kin git the best slingshot
rubbers in town and a pocketful of buck-
shot and some packs of chewin’ gum.
Dad'll be surprised.”

“Yeh, I'll bet he wiil,” agreed Cassidy,
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Anything else?” he inquired, turning
_quﬁslt’iom'ngly to the county attorney.
what you mentioned sounds like more
than enough. Go ahead.”

‘“Prisoner, you have heard the char-
ges against you, Guilty or not guilty ?”

“Yes,” grinned Cassidy. ‘“Somebody
mushta told yuh.”

“Guilty, as charged !” pronounced the
magistrate, frowning severely, then lean-
ing over to let the sheriff again whisper
in his ear, He did a little figuring with
the stub of a pencil, and finally an-
nounced. “The fine for being drunk and
disorderly is ten dollars, and likewise
ten dollars more for disturbing the
peace. Resisting an officer- ”

“I didn't resist anybody!” w-as the in-
terruption,

“Resisting an officer,” continued the
justice, “will cost you exactly twenty
dollars more. The fine for malicious
mischief and for destruction of public
property, including the cost of replacing
the latter, will be fifty dollars. Court
costs are nineteen dollars and forty
cents, a total sum of—let’s see—of one
hundred and nine dollars and forty
cents. Either pay that or spend one
hundred and nine days in jail.”

By this time Cassidy was so indignant
that he forgot he was supposed to be
drunk. “You goat-bearded old snake!”
he burst out. “In fact you're worse
than that, and I'll bet yuh made a mis-
take in your arithmetic. Yuh slipped
up on ten dollars of the cash the sheriff
is holdin’ for me. Maybe yuh misunder-
stood him when he whispered to yuh.”

“The fine for contempt of court will
be ten dollars,” calmly announced the
magistrate. “A total of one hundred
and nineteen dollars and forty cents.
Is that amount correct, Sheriff?” A
confirmative nod. “And since funds to
the amount of the fine are available, the
sheriff is ordered to pay over the pris-
oner’s money to the court.” The sheriff
placed the cash on the desk.

“I protest!” shouted Cassidy. “That
ain’t law, That's my hard earned money
and I wanta keep it. I've got my choice
about payin’ the fine or goin’ to jail.”

“Not in this court, you ain’t,” declared
the justice. “And you're lucky that it's
summer, If you'd busted that window
in the winter time you wouldn’t be here
now; you'd be layin’ over the coroner’s
office.” You wild cowpunchers have an

'm not prosecuting this case, but’

idea you can come ’'way down here
where you don’t belong and ain’t wanted
and that you can raise hell here and get
away with it. When they get in this
court we change their ideas. This town
is peaceful and civilized and we aim to
keep it that way, You are given uritil
daylight tomorrow morning to get out
of town, Court is adjourned.” His
honor gathered up the cash on his desk
and departed by a rear door for his har-
ness shop. .

Cassidy sheepishly remained standing
in his position before the cesk. There
were a lot of things he wanted to say,
but the magistrate’s tirade and swift de-
parture left his mind a bit disconcerted.
To state that Cassidy was angry would
be like saying that white hot is slightly
warm. But a foolish grin started to
spread on his face. He was beaten, and
beaten badly. He did not want to be a
good loser, but his sense of humor arose
and crowded out the anger,

Right on the heels of the magistrate’s
departure, one of the spectators arose
from a bench in the center of the room.
‘“Hey, Sheriff,” he called out, “ain’t that
man got any money left ?"”

“Evidently not,” smiled the sheriff.

“Then he'll walk out of town! He
gg?zf get his mule till he pays the feed

Cassidy turned and recognized the
livery stable owner.

“He has a pretty good watch,” replied
the sheriff. “You might dicker with
him for it.”

“Why didn’t yuh tell the justice of the
peace about my watch?” was Cassidy’s
ironic question. “He might have
slapped another fine on me for carryin’
a watch.”

“You get out of here!” snapped the
sheriff.

Cassidy walked away, boiling mad.
Lawton and Fletcher met him in the
street. They had difficulty in dissuading
him from picking up.rocks and breaking
every window in the courthouse. They
were both secretly grinning at Cassidy’s
abject failure to get into jail, but dis-
creetly concealed their mirth. They out-
wardly sympathized, and led Cassidy to
the nearest saloon and bought him a few
drinks. "

“The penny liftin’ thievéS!” raged
Cassidy. “Talk about your raw deals!
D’yuh ever hear of anythin’ like it?
They even took away the forty cents;

i s
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the supplies on the pack mule, Every-
thing will be ready for you to $neak
over to the stable and get a quiet start
out the back way.”

“Be sure to hang my belt and the gun
on my saddle,” said Cassidy. “And
come to think of it, won’t this robber be
suspicious if everything is fixed like that
for us at the stable ?”

“Why should he be? Can’t you think
up a good lie to cover it?”

“Nope, but I've thought up a little
action to cover it. You and Fletcher
need exercise, anyway; you're gettin’
fat and sassy and short in the wind.
Yuh gotta cover our getaway from the
jail and yuh might as well make a good
job of it. You two can be about a hun-
dred yards from the jail when the big
bust happens. The minute yuh see or
hear that door to the sheriff’s office go
open yuh wanta yell ‘There they go!’
and maybe shoot a few times as yuh
chase off up the street to the north.
And north is the direction me and the
bandit won’t go. Just keep a-runnin’
and a-yellin’ and shootin’ once in a while
to draw the officers off that way.”

Fletcher interrupted with a laugh.
Lawton grinned at the idea.

“And while you’re doin’ that,” con- -

tinued Cassidy, “me and the bandit’ll
sneak over to the stable. My mule will
be saddled all ready for me, but there’s
nothin’ ready for the bandit—at least he
won’t think it’s ready. But yuh have
his horse and pack rule in the stalls
right opposite that big oat bin. Have
his two saddles layin’ alongside the bin,
with his whisky and groceries handy to
slap onto the pack saddle. It'll only take
us two or three minutes to load every-
thin’ and get out that back door.”

“So far, so good,” commented Law-
ton. “But after you ride out the back
door with the bandit, what then?”

“Over the hills and far away,—"
smiled Cassidy.

“What then? What can you do single
handed ?”

“I might sneak back and lead your
posse to where the gang is hidin’ out.”

“Sounds easy, but it might not be
practical. Then aguin, the gang may be
right here in town. A little thinking
now may be the means of saving a lot
of grief later on.” -

“I don't think that the gang is in San
Blas, or anywhere near it,” said Fletch-
er. “Otherwise some more of those

twenties would have-showed up, Isn’t
there some way by which Cassidy can
leave a trail for us to follow when dawn
comes ?”’

“Leave a trail? Huh!” Cassidy’s
brow wrinkled as he studied the prob-
lem. “Well, there’s the oat bin. I
might fill a pocket or two with oats and
drop a little string of them as we leave
the stable to show the direction we take,
and drop a few more on the trail now
and then to keep yuh goin’.”

“That’ll be sufficient,” conceded
Fletcher. “But this thing, so far, works
out so darned well on our lips and in
our minds that I'm getting suspicious.
It sounds too easy. You know how it
is; no matter how well you plan a thing
in advance, so well that you don’t see
how anything can go wrong, some fool-
ish little detail puts on a pair of skates
and leads the whole scheme onto thin
ice where it breaks through. Now that
wire rope. Are you sure of how much
strain it will stand ?”

“You two wait right here,” ordered
Cassidy. “I'll be back pronto. While
T'm gone, you do your dangedest to
think up some more possible flaws.”
With that, Cassidy left the room.

Ten minutes later he returned. “I've
been over to Hawkins’ store,” he an-
nounced, “lookin’ over his stock of cable.
He's got a piece that’s made to order
for us, about one hundred and ninety
feet that he'll sell cheap at forty-five
bucks. And it's five-eighth inch plow
steel wire rope. That's half again as
strong as half inch. A breakin’ strain
of fifteen tons! Figger that out in case
yuh got any doubts. That's strong
enough to yank the whole courthouse
on its ear. It'll bend and yank those
bars out of the jail without knowin’ that
it’s been put to work.”

“It probably weighs too much for us
to handle easily,” objected Fletcher.

“I wondered about that, myself, but
I lifted that coil off the floor a little
ways. And Hawkins agreed to hold it
for me for half an hour. Shell out some
of Curley’s expense money. Yuh know
I ain’t a cent in my Levi Straus's, And
gimme enough money to buy two big
steel hooks and some clamps. I'll bring
the cable back here, and we can work
to fix a hook at each end of it.”

“I'll give him twenty-five; you pony
up the same,” suggested Lawton to
Fletcher. “And Cassidy, we were talk-

[
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ing and planning while you were gone.
To fix the night stable man I'll have to
get a bottle of knockout drops. They're
white crystals that dissolve easily. I'll
need very little to fix a half pint bottle
of whisky, and we voted that you take
the rest of the bottle with you. Also a
little money, so youll find a package
right on top of the grain in the front
lels hand corner of the oat bin. Better
let us have your pocket knife, too. We'll
leave it on top of the package. You can
hand your knife to the bandit and tell
him to cut every cincha, bridle, hacka-
more and latigo in the stable. That'll
delay pursuit for a while, in case any
officer gets the bright idea of saddling
upinahurry. You can pocket the bottle
and get all the oats you want while the
bandit is busy slashing.”

Cassidy thought this over. “You boys
ain’t half bad when it comes to plannin’”
he finally acknowledged, grinning. “I'm
beginnin’ to understand why Curley lets
yuh draw wages. If I'd known this be-
fore, I could 'a’ saved an awful strain
on my own brain. As it is, I'm goin’
into jail with a lot of confidence in you
boys. I think you're both as smooth as
two beaver hats!”

CuarTEr VI

IF YUH CAIN'T LEAVE JAIL, MAKE THE
JAIL MOVE AWAY/

ASSIDY had not left town by
daybreak the following morning.
Until two o'clock in the after-
noon, however, he kept out of sight of
the officials. At two o'clock he was
playing cribbage with Jimmy in the lat-
ter’s room, when Bill Fletcher walked in,

“Now’s your time, Cassidy.” he an-
nounced. ‘“Caplan is coming down the
street. You step out of the front door
just as he comes along. When ym} see
him you want to act surprised or scared
or do whatever you like.”

“If 1T did what I'd like to do I'd
drop a brick onto him from that win-
dow,” replied Cassidy.

“Hurry down those stairs. You'll
just have time to make connections.”

“But suppose he shoots,” objected
Cassidy.

“INl have a bead on him from the
window,” promise¢ Lawton. “Stick up
your hands quick and he won't shoot.
If he tries, I'll shoot first.”

Cassidy raced down the stairs and

5

stepped casually from the doorway onto
the narrow sidewalk, almost bumping
into the sheriff. Caplan was quicker
witted than Cassidy had givén him credit
for being. One glance at Cassidy was
enough; the sheiiff dropped his right
hand onto the butt of his Colt, with his
left he seized Cassidy’s right arm and
headed him back toward the jail. “Keep
walking!” he ordered.

. Two minutes later the heavy cell door
had slammed shut.

“Hey!” yelled Cassidy. “I stil! want
to know what I'm arrested for. I want
to see a lawyer.”

“Go to hell!” responded Caplan.

Cassidy turned to size up the other
occupant of the cell, a hard faced young
chap with gleaming brown eyes.” The
flinty expression on the young fellow's
countenance was made all the worse by
several days’ growth of bristly black
beard, together with a pinched, miser-
able, desperate look. -

“Hello,” said Cassidy. “I didn't
know I was gonna have a likely lookin’
roommate like you. Maybe I'll like this
jail better than I thought I was gonma.”

“You won't like it,” rasped the other.
“They ain’t give me a bite to eat or a
drink of water since 1 got thrown in
here. Got any eatin’ tobacco ?"

“Not a hit. I only had half a sack
of Bull and some papers, but they took
those away. Why ain’tchuh made a
holler about gettin' no water ?”

“Sure, I've been hollerin’ my head off
—but what's the use?” bitterly. ““This
sheriff and his deputies and the jailer,
they ain’t got no heart at all. They're
trying to starve me and giving me no
water to make me weaken. They're
trying to makc me confess that I'm a
train robber. Of course I ain't, but they
won't believe me. If I was, I'd see this
damned sheriff and his gang in hell be-
fore 1'd say a word. They’re trying to
make me round on my pals. I'll dry
up to dust before I'll do that. And my
tongue feels like it's sticking out about
a foot right now.”

Cassidy tore one of the large buttons
from his coat. ‘“‘Here, suck that; it'll
help to moisten your mouth. And by
golly they ain’t got no right to treat yuh
that way. It’s against the Constitution
of the United States, or somethin’ like
that. They’ve got to give yuh water!”

“Is that so? I'm glad to hear it, but
if you can make them do it you're a bet-









24 WEST

mented Cassidy. “I know just how he
felt, but he fought her off to the last
ditch.”

The jailer stood over the sheriff, then
tried partly to lift, partly to drag the
'sheriff to the northern room of the of-
fice, the sleeping quarters. Caplan also
was a very heavy man, the effort on the
part of the jailer threatened to overtax
a fat man’s heart. The jailer gave it
up and stood scratching his head. He
desired to protect the sheriff, to get him
out of the office before someone came in
and found him in that condition.

He glared at the prisoners who were
gazing interestedly through the bars.
He solved the problem. “Come out of
there,” he ordered, drawing his Colt
and then unlocking the cell door. “Pick
him up and carry him into the next
room.”

The prisoners perforce carried out the
order, the jailer cautiously standing back
the width of the room as he covered
them with his Colt. “Now drop him in
a bunk. That’s fine; get back to your
cell.” They were locked in again.

Within a few minutes arrived a dep-
uty sheriff to relieve the jailer while
the latter went out for supper. The
jailer returned. He and the deputy
started a game of cooncan in the outer

ce.

In the cell was a bench, an oak plank
supported on four pegs. The plank was
six feet long, nine inches wide and two
inches thick. Cassidy and Berendo
pulled this up to the bars. They sat
on it as they watched the officials play.
Then came a waiter from a nearby res-
taurant, carrying supper to the prison-
ers. It had been ordered by Caplan
before he became drunk, and was purely
a political play to convince the voters
that he did not starve his prisoners.

Darkness came; the officers lighted a
lamp and continued their card game.
Hour after hour passed. Midnight ar-
rived, and Cassidy had begun to grow
worried, before the jailer and the deputy
broke up their game and took the lamp
with them into the sleeping quarters.
Shoes thumped on the floor, the creak
of a cot sounded, the lamp was turned
low, and another bed creaked beneath
the weight of a man. Within. a few
minutes both officers were snoring tenor
to accompany the baritone of the sheriff.

The prisoners still sat on the bench,
conversing in whispers. They gazed

between the bars and through the dark-
ness of the outer office to. where the

lassl window opening was visible
against the dim reflected glow of saloon
lights farther down the street. .

The town had grown comparatively
quiet, except for an occasional loud ar-
gument of festive outburst from some
saloon and the intermittent blare of mu-
sic from a dancehall. There were short
periods when the only sound to be heard
was the snoring from the officers.

It was nearly two o’clock in the morn-
ing, and there came the whistle of a
locomotive approaching the town. A
moment later, the music started again
in the dance hall. Cassidy saw the head
and shoulders of a man arise above the
sill of the barred window opening. The
form was indistinct, but Cassidy knew
it must be Lawton.

A faint fweng, and something bumped
lightly on the rock floor of the cell. Cas-
sidy’s groping fingers encountered a
piece of string, then the cloth muffled
arrow. He hauled in on the string; a
piece of thin manila rope came into his
hands. He pulled slower and with care.
There came a weight on the rope.

“What is it?” whispered Berendo.

“Shut up! My friends are busy.
We'll be out of here pronto.”

By this time the five-eighth inch wire
rope had reached his hands. The cable
was wrapped with strips of burlap to
prevent undue noise. Wrapped in sev-
eral thicknesses of burlap on the end
of the wire rope was a large steel hook.

Cassidy did some rapid thinking. His
original intention had been to draw the
cable in around three of four of the
stout iron bars and then place the hook
over the cable outside the bars—to liter-
ally noose several bars with the wire
rope. Fifteen tons was the breaking
point of the cable. It had seemed ample,
but now when he felt the slenderness of
the wire rope compared with the iron
bars he decided to take no chances. The
bars were a little over five inches apart.
If only one bar were torn away it
would leave an opening more than ten
inches wide. He and Berendo could
easily squeeze through this, but it might
take a few more vital seconds of time.
He thought of the three officers sleeping
not more than sixteen feet away.

Two bars. That would be better.
With two bars snatched away, the open-
ing would be almost seventeen inches.
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He thought of the weaker bars on the
window opening. Again he wondered.
The cable might slip through them. He
did not know that Jimmy Lawton and
Bill Fletcher had already done the think~
ing and wondering for him. The arrow
had been shot through the opening be-
tween the masonry and the window bar
farthest north. The first effect of the
pull on the wire rope by a train going
south would be to rip out every one of
the window bars.

Cassidy took no chances. “Hey, Be-
rendo,” he whispered. “Hold this bench
right-where I put it against these two
bars.” The bench was slanted at an
angle of better than forty-five degrees.
The wire rope went over it, at one end
behind the two stout oak pegs. The
strain on the bars would come on their
weakest part, the middle, ha!f way be-
tween the floor and the roof. Cassidy
reached out and hitched the steel hook
into the wire rope, the latter now encirc-
ling two iron bars and one end of the
oak bench. With a piece of the string
that had been attached to the arrow he
moused the hook, to be certain that it
would not slip off the steel cable. He
then reached down and fumbled on the

dow. When I hit the ground I'm gonna
crouch and stay crouched as I smeak
around the south corner of the build-
ing and back to the cliff.”

“Why ?”

“We'll lay low there.” o

“And get caught like rats. I don’t
like—"

“We won't get caught. My friends

The train had taken up the slack of
the wire cable. In less than half a sec-
ond, all six of the window bars were
torn from their sockets with six separ-
ate growling wrenches that sounded
somewhat like drawing a stick rapidl
along a picket fence. Almost immedi-
ately the two heavy cell bars were torn
out at the bottom to the accompaniment
of a ripping, smashing crunch. The
bars bent outward until the loop of the
cable slipped from their ‘lower ends and,
taking the oak bench with it, thrashed
and bumped-across the office and out the
window.

Cassidy was out of the cell before
the cable had jerked the bench through
the window. Berendo was right behind
him. They leaped through the window

floor until he recovered the arrow. He
shook the cable three times, the agreed
signal to Lawton that everything was
ready.

“Say, what's the scheme?” inquired
Berendo, unable to restrain his curiosity.
“A team of horses? They won’t be
able to budge these bars.”

“Shut up!” was Cassidy’s polite an-
swer, “I ain’t sure, but I think maybe
you can hear the scheme rumbling out-
side.”

“Oh, my gee!” breathed Berendo.
“A train? You win the pot!”

By this time the train had draws up
to its customary fourteen seconds’ 'étop
in San Blas, and as usual during this
brief halt the rear car was not much
more than one hundred feet from the
jail. The music had temporarily ceased
in the dancehall, and the momentary
comparative silence, above the hiss of
steam and the snores, Cassidy heard the
conductor call out, “All aboard!” The

g of a bell, a sharper intermittent
hiss of the steam, then the clank of
couplings and rumble of wheels moving
at increasing speed on the rails.

“Get ready,” whispered Cassidy.
“Follow me_through and out that win-

s

cpening with the siecd of prairie dogs
flopping into their burrows. On hands

" and knees they crept silently around the

corner of the building and back into the
deep black shadow of the cliff. The oak
bench at the end of the cable smashed
and bounced down the street and out of
town like the tail of a mad comet.

From within the sheriff’s office had
arisen excited shouts, the thump of feet,
the clatter of the sheriff’s boots as he
leaped from the bunk, half dazed with a
hangover. Then a profane exclamation
of alarm as the jailer, having turned up
the lamp, brought it into the office and
enabled the officers to view the wreck-
age of the cell bars,

Two pistol shots roared out, two more,
and two morie. . gix shots, fired in pairs,
were a signal of dire emergency to every
deputy in town. The shenff opened the
office door and for a moment stood list-
ening and peering up and down the
otreet. He was joined by the deputy,
who had donned his boots. They ran
out and again stopped to listen. The
jailer came thuniping out across the

From a Roint to the north up the
ed running footsteps. A
shout, “There they go!” A few scat-
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a supply of horse feed. Here on my
mule 1s plenty of grub and two jugs, six
gallons of whisky. You better come
along with me. You'll meet a fine bunch
of men. They'll be glad to see you, and
we may be able to get together in a
puffessional way.”

“I still think yuh oughta go with me,”
answered Cassidy, “but this ain’t no time
for arguin’. We could argue this thing
over till the sheriff caught up with us.
Get goin’; I'll follow.” As Berendo,
leading the pack mule, headed to the
southeast, Cassidy sprinkled some more
oats on the trail. As he rode he tried
to use his brain, recalling every word
Berendo had spoken that could possibly
be construed as pointing to the fact that
Berendo was one of the gang that had
held up the Overland Limited. “He
ain't admitted it in so many words,”
cogitated Cassidy. “But there’s that
gold piece as a starter, and this gang
that’s hidin’ out. Shucks! There ain’t
one chance in a hundred that I ain’t on
the right trail.” With that, he sprinkled
some more oats and urged his mule
forward to keep up with Berendo.

They were about four miles from San
Blas when Berendo led the way up a
kigh steeg ridge and down on the other
side to the bottom of a canyon, which
they followed due west until Berendo
pulled up, dismounted, left Cassidy to
Lold the horse and pack mule, and went
ahead oun foot to reconnoiter. He re-
turned in a few minutes.

“All clear,” he announced. “A gang
of riders just rode south—might have
been a posse, for all I know, or care.
We're going down into San Blas Can-
yon and riding back toward town for a
ways. If we meet anybody, we'll just
bluff it out, for we won’t be recognized
in the dark, and nobody’ll suspeXt it's
us when we're headin’ toward town.
And after we leave the canyon all the
dar,x'med officers in the world can't trail
us.

Cassidy wanted to ask questions, but
wisely decided to refrain. They rode
onto the stony river bed, across it and
then north for perhaps half a mile. At
every turning Cassidy had faithfully
sprinkled more oats to give the direc-
tion.

“Here’s where we leave the world be-
hind,” announced Berendo. “I get my
Learings from those two peaks on the
skyline,” He headed into the black
B N . .
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depths of a smaller canyon that ran west
from the river bed. And this time Cas-
sidy was lavish with the oats. T

The canyon bed led upward. Its walls
narrowed. Finally, with the river nearly
a mile behind them, Berendo announced
that they would dismount and wait for
dawn. “How about breaking out one -
of those jugs?” he proposed. “Just a
couple of snorts, to celebrate our clean
getaway.” .

Cassidy agreed. “But why do we
have to wait 2" he inquired.

“Because I don't want to risk our
necks tryin’ this trail any farther in the .
dark; and besides I'd as sure as hell get
lost in what we call the ‘Puzzle.’ It's
one of these labyrinth things; you come
to three or four canyons and have to
pick the right one; then some more
canyons, all blind but one. You get
through that and then you run into an-
other puzzle. Regular badlands, only
worse. Savvy the idea?’ As he talked,
Berendo untied the sacks.

“Sure.” Cassidy raised a jug and
tilted it in the crook of his arm. He
passed it over and Berendo swallowed
in turn. “But why is this hideout so
good, at that?”

“Because it's not over a mile and a
half from San Blas in a bee line—and
about two thousand feet above it. This
is the only road into our hideout, un-
less you come in from the westward,
from a point about forty miles away.
That back door trail ain’t as intricate as
this, but she’s sure rough. I came in
that way. I blundered down through
the puzzle trying to get to San Blas. I
was prospecting, those days, and wore
a beard. I used San Blas as headquar-
ters—would ride in once in a while for
more grub—and spent all the rest of
that summer in trying to get through
the puzzle back to where I was in the
mountains, I thought I'd found a mine
up near wheére our hideout now is.”

Berendo took another drink.
do you know?” he continued. “I
couldn’t find my way back. The onl
reason I kept on trying was because
knew there was a way. I'd come down
it; that’s how I knew. Why, I drew
maps and sketches of the puzzle; I made
chalk marks on the canyon walls and on
prominent rocks so I'd know where I
was on my maps. It toock me over three
months to find and mark on a map the
right canyons and the turns to make,
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the flat and went winding down through

one corner of the corral. * Several horses
and mules were in the inclosure, Three
men were visible in front of the cabin.
A wisp of smoke rose from the rough
mud and stick chimney.

One of the men walked forward to
meet Berendo and Cassidy. He was
tall, broad shouldered, with thin hips,
thig shanks, narrow brown eyes. He
wore a dusty and soiled black broadcloth
suit, the trouser legs thrust into fancy
russet boots. He approached trucu-
lently, both thumbs at his hips, thrust
into his-gun belt.

“Hello, Al, where yth been all week ?”
called out one of the other men. Two
more of the gang appeared in the cabin
doorway. . .

“That’s it, where’ve you been?” re-
peated the truculent one, continuing to
walk forward. “You've been off on a
two day drunk when you knew we were
almost out of grub. You——"

“Listen, Mart,” cut in Berendo,
“don’t say anything you'll be sorry for.
I've been jugged for two days. I got
arrested for trying to pass one of those
twenties.”

“A likely tale. I'll believe you've
been jugged for two days, all right
enough. You've been emptying a jug.”

“No. This is Slivers Cassidy with
me. It was his friends who emptied the
jug. We were both in it.”

“What do you mean by bringing a
stranger up here? You ought to know
better.”

“Mart, you'd better shut up until
you've heard the story of what's hap-
pened.” Berendo's voice was even and
low, but his eyes blazed. “I've lost my
hand gun and the carbine. The sheriff
still has them. Wait till I've got another
Colt, and then you’re welcome to gegon
your high horse all you damned please.
Here’s the grub and six gallons of
whisky.” Berendo jerked on the halter
and urged the pack mule forward. He
tossed the halter rope to Mart, who un-
willingly was forced to catch it.

“Come on, Cassidy.” Berendo rode
on to the corral. While they unsaddled,
tbe five men of the gang, including
Mait, were passing around one of the
whisky jugs. Mart quickly became in a
better humor.

A little later, with one man busy at
slicing bacon and another stirring up’
hotcake batter, Cassidy was introduced

s R
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to the gang. In the cabin, ‘so that the
cooks could also hear it, Berendo told
the story of his arrest and escape. The
gang hilariously received the story -of -
the wrecked jail, o

“It's a-good yarn, a hell of a good-
yarn,” said Mart, grinning. “It’s so°
damned good that I can’t quite believe
it. There’s no use lying to me, AL Is
this a straight story?” -

“You never believe anything or any-
body, do you, Mart?”

“No, 1 don’t!” snapped the other. “I
get along in this world a whole lot bet-
ter by not believing.” )

“You'll believe me now, Mart, or this
is coming to a showdown. I've stood
just about enough from you. You're
not the whole works here, even though
you act as though you were.”

Cassidy stepped back against the cabin
wall, his hand on the butt of his Colt.
He was almost sorry he had come, fear-
ing that Berendo, unarined, would pass
out of the world right then and there iR®
a belch of smoke from Mart's gun. He
ignored the rest of the gang, centering
his attention on Mart, ready to shoot
him down if he made the slightest move
toward drawing on Berendo.

But Mart, after glaring for a moment,
laughed hollowly and turned away. Not
until then did sidy see that Berendo
had a Colt in his hand, having obtained
it quietly within the last minute from
another of the gang.

“It’s this way,” said Mart, half apolo-
getically. “We all got worried sick
when you didn’t show up. Then a while
ago we saw you coming; we watched
you through the glasses from the look-
out, 'We saw you had another man with
you. Yesterday, especially, we were
worried, and we were out of grub, I'll
admit that I got boiling mad this mom-
ing, thinking you’d been on a drunk.
I'm willing to believe that you've been
in jail, but that ain’t no excuse for your-
bringing a stranger up here. You ought
to know better. Why did you do it?” .

“Because I didn’t want to lose him,
He’s a bank specialist. We may need
tim in our business. Cassidy didn’t
want to come up here, anyway. He's
got a hideout of his own, and he wanted
me to come with him. I wouldn’t go
with him because I had to get this grub
up here to you. So when he saw. that
there was no chance of my going with
him, he finally agreed to come with me.
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ing to keep you safe. And was I
gghtg Look what happened to Al, the
minute he stuck his nose into a town.
¥ didn’t know that those twenties were
marked by their date. I was playing
safe, waiting for the thing to blow over,
_for things to quiet down. We’re safe
here ; nobody can get to us. I knew that.
You know it, too. And look at the fool
luck I played in! If we'd scattered,
what would have happened? Every one
of us would have been picked up when
he tried to pass those, twenties.

“I wonder if you appreciate what I've
done for you? My forcing you, on gen-
eral principles, to play safe is all that's
saved you. Six men! And there’s
always the chance that one man out of
six hasn’t got real bottom to him. One
of you—I'm not saying that any of you
would—but there’s always a chance that
one man out of six will weaken and give
the rest of us away. The officers would
have had an absolute certainty of the
guilt of any man who was picked up for
trying to pass those twenties. With that
certamty of guilt, do you think they'd
be gentle in their methods of trying to
force a confession? They won’t!”

“Mart’s right,” affirmed Al Berendo.
“For nearly two days that damned sher-
iff down in San Blas didn't give me food
or water. He come in now and then
and deviled me, tryin’ to make me con-
fess. He offered me a lot of things if
I'd turn State’s evidence. You go two
days without eating or drinking, and I
won’t blame you if you squeal. You
boys ran wolf wild on that last job: you
shot to kill, and that was against my ad-
vice. You're all facing death if the law
gets you; your being penned in here can
be regarded as a mild punishment for
your reckless killing. Now, here's Sliv-
ers Cassidy. He’s a good bank man,
with his picture in print and a reward
out for him. Let’s hear what advice he
has to offer on the question of whether
or not we should stay here.”

“I can’t improve on Mart's way of
puttin’ it,” declared Cassidy, “when he
said that you boys stirred up a hell of
a ruckus. Why, yuh made it so bad
that an honest bank robber like me had a
hard time makin’ his way around the
country. Every man who didn’t know
me sized me up as a suspect for the
Overland Limited job. Every time I'd
spring a twenty dollar gold piece on a
man he’d squint at it to see what date

it was. And I wouldn’t have got ar-
rested in San Blas, the chances are, if
you boys and your work hadn’t made the
sheriff sit up nights a-thinkin’ up sms+
picions against innocent strangers. I
remember once a long time ago when I
went to church because there wasn’t
anything else to do, and the preacher
read from the Bible, ‘I was a stranger,
and ye took me in.’ I felt foolish, be-
cause I was the only stranger in that
church and everybody there turned and
locked at me. |

“That’s the way it was in San Blas. I
was a stranger and they took me into
jail. That's the way it'll be in every
town around that you fellahs'd hit. Me?
Right now, since I'm one of yuh because
I've got some of those marked twenties
in my pocket, I'm in favor of stayin’
away from arywhere where I'd be taken
for a stranger. A coupla or three weeks
more, and I'll take a chance, but right
now? Uh-uh! Nope! Not me! I'm
stayin’ right here. You've made it tough
for an honest bank robber to go through
life, or through this State. It'll be
tougher for you fellahs. I'm hivin’ up
right here, and I'd advise all of yah to
do the same.”

A Drief period of silence, broken
finally by Mart Sprott. *“Mayhe you'll
listen to Cassidy’s words of wisdom.
He's been out and around.”

“Yeh, and I was in; don’t forget
that,” grinned Cassidy. “It’s only luck
that I happened to have a coupla friends
in San Blas who have brains and know
how to use them.” He told them of the
strength of the San Blas jail. Most of
them knew of it already, for the jail had
more than a local reputation of being a
bad place to get into. He repeated Be-
rendo’s story, with more details, of how
a wire rope hitched to a train had ripped
out the strong hars. ‘““Yes, sir,” he
wound up, “that jail got plumb ruined.
And after we got out, my friends yelled
‘There they go!" and ran down the street
and clear out of town, cuttin’ loose once
in a while with their guns. They drew
the whole pack of officers after them,
leavin’ the coast clear for me and Al
to sneak over to the stable. My mule
was waitin’ for me, all ready with a six-
gun hangin’ on the saddle. Uh course
my friends didn’t figger on Al gettin’
out with me, but we took a chance on
takin’ the time to 'saddle his horse and

load up the pack mule. The grub and
. s
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stuff was right there in the stable, and
Al wouldn’t come away without it.”

“Where was the night man at the
stable?” demanded Sprott.

“I dunno. He wasn’t there, that’s all
we know, or care about. And while we
were at it, we slashed every latigo and
bridle in the place.”

“Good idea, that,” agreed Mart. “I
guess that’s why you didn’t get chased.”
Mart smiled at Cassidy in a real friendly
way ; since Cassidy had given his advice
to the gang to stay holed up, Mart had
dropped his air of half veiled hostility.

They finished eating almost in silence,
each man apparently busy with his
thoughts. Cassidy had auother wild
idea, wondering if later in the night he
might be able to sneak away, climb the
ridge and make his way down to the cliff
at the western edge of the main business
street of San Blas. From the top of
the cliff, by shouting, he might be able
to summon Lawton and Fletcher. He
would take with him enough rope to
haul the two detectives up the cliff.
They would steal back to the cabin.
Three armed men might succeed in stick-
ing up the , where one would fail.

“Say, Al,” inquired Mart Sprott, “I
Lope you didn’t forget candles?”

“No. I got six dozen. I forgot
nothing. First grub, then whisky, to-
Lacco, cards and candles.”

“Trot out a couple of candles, I feel
lucky tonight,” said the leader. Then,
turning to the discontented member of
the gang, “I hope you've got over your
grouch. Maybe Cassidy's words of ad-
vice meant something to you, even
though mine didn't.”

“Yes, Mart,” was the answer, “I've
been thinkin’ it over. You were right.
You ain’t done bad by us at all—except
that you're damned stingy with that
whisky.” A grin.

“Well George, you know why that is.
If I'd let you, you'd all be laid out 3tiff,
and what would happen then if a posse
showed up? I'm doing my dangdest to
do right by all of you. It ain’t no more
fun for me to stay here than it is for
you boys. Just remember that. You've
all got friends in the pen—how’d you
like to be in there with them? Go your
own gait, and you're liable to land there.
Take my word for things, and it’ll be a
longer life and a merrier one for all of
us. Tonight, you can have all the drinks
you want, within reason. We’ll have a
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good game; I sure feel lucky, and I hope
all of you feel the same.”

One by one the membeérs of the gang
had gone out of the cabin, to return
with their filled with twenty dol-
lar gold pieces. The loot had been di-
vided, and each man had been careful to
hide his share at some distance from the
camp, Four lighted candles adorned the:
table, one at each corner. P be-
cause of the dim light, they decided to
play stud instead of draw poker. A
man could get a squint at his hole card,"
shielding it with his hand, with less
chance of observance of the card’s value
by the player adjoining him than would
be possible in draw poker, where each
player had to study five cards and then
draw to them.

The gang’s invitation for Cassidy to
sit into the game had been cordial. Fear-
ful of a continuance of his recent run
of bad luck at cards, he had hesitated,
then the thought had occurred that he
had nothing to lose no matter what hap-
pened. So he sat in, stacking up twenty-
nine gold pieces in front of him, these
representing his winnings of the after-
noon in the bucket game.

It was a seven handed game, with all
of the players except Cassidy feeling
loose, liberal and lucky. Cassidy won
the first pot on a pair of kings, increas-
ing his capital to the extent of eight
hundred dollars. He stacked his win-
nings, almost holding his breath at the
swiftness of a game in which twenties
served as white chips, red chips, blue
chips and yellow chips.

“Winning the first pot is sure sign of
bad luck,” observed Mart. “I'm glad I
didn’t win it.”

Cassidy felt gloomier and more pessi-
mistic about his luck. But he raked in
the second pot, and the third. There
followed a few poor hands, on which
Cassidy dropped out early in each deal.
Then he ran hog wild. Almost before
he knew it he had nearly ten thousand
dollars stacked up in front of him. He
l:ad started building them up in regula-
tion stacks of twenty coins each; now
he began adding five to each pile, mak-
ing five hundred dollars to each stack.
He had nineteen piles of coins, and a
good start on the twentieth, He won a
few more pots: .

“I'll be back in a minute, boys.” He
left his money on the table and went
out to the corral, returning with one of
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of you out of jail, that's all—and my
say goes!” Mart’s voice turned hard
and he thumped the table for emphasis.
He looked around at each man briefly
in turn,

“Whose deal is it?” he finished
briskly.

The game was resumed. Mart and
the other plunger had returned with
staggering loads of gold, each man car-
rying two small canvas bags filled with
twenties. The bags when dropped onto
the dirt floor thumped heavily, solidly,
with a bare suggestion of a dead clink.
They opened the bags and stacked pile
after pile of coins on the table.

“And I'm playing with this other sack
of twenties behind me,” announced
Sprott, cautiously peering at his hole
card. .

“That goes for me, too,” voiced the
other plunger.

Cassidy’s run of luck had ceased
temporarily. He dropped out by turn-
ing down his first exposed card. No
poker game is really friendly, despite
assertions to the contrary. Penny ante
comes the closest to being a friendly
game, but even where the stakes are low
the rivalry may run high. Quickly this
game played by the bandit gang, al-
though friendly at the start, became one
for money or blood. Sprott and the
other man with the large bank roll by
the sheer weight of their bets soon
forced out the men who had attempted
to stay in the game with a small stake.
Three of them lost their table stake in
one pot, won by Mart.

“Why don’t you dig up some real
money if you want to play here?”
sneered Sprott. “You've got the cash.
Go get it, unless you think you're out
of your class in this game. But the
house gets no rakeoff, and there's no
tinhorns here, It all stays in the family.
This is the biggest and the squarest
game in Colorado tonight. Come on—
either spit or swallow your cud.”

“You can’t make me look like a four-
fusher,” said Berendo. "This game has
got into my sporting blood, and I'm
aiming to show that you just spoke out
of turn, Mart. You're acting so high
and mighty that I'd like to kick the
props out from under your conceit.
Let’s take Mart into camp, boys. I'm
going out and dig up all of my gold.
Why don’t the rest of you get a real
stake to back your cards. Mart wants
s

a real game. Let’s give it to him—and
make him sorry.” Berendo laughed and
walked out of the cabin.

The three pikers of the gang looked
at each other questioningly.: “Well, 1
ain’t gonna let 'em show me up thata-
way,” remarked one of- them, gem'ng
up and leaving the cabin. “Same here,”
said another, arising. “Oh, well, easy
come, easy go—and maybe easy get a
lot more,” said the third. “Give me a
candle. My stuff is planted so safe that
it’ll be hard to find,”

‘“She looks like a big night,” said Cas-
sidy, grinning at Mart, “You sure
rubhed it into the -boys enough to bring
their gambolierin’ blood to the surface.
What say to a little drink for the three
of us. And I wanta say, Sprott, that
you're all wrong on jug against tin cup.
It’s so danged much easier to drink out
of the cup that they get more down their
throats than they would if you allowed
‘em just one gurgle apiece outa the jug.
I'm in favor of the jug. Fill the cup
with water. " This stuff of drinkin’ with-
out a chaser may be all right, but yuh
can drink twice as much and not get as
drunk if yuh take a good chaser along
with every shot of whisky. And I arise
to remark that these boys all hold their
liquor danged well. I'm feelin’ fine on
what I've had; but lemme have a good
drink of water between times so's I'll
keep on feelin’ that wiy.”

“The water is mote plentiful, and
cheaper,” similed Mart. “Here's the cup.
Help yourself from the water bucket
there in the corner. I'm in favor of the
boys takin’ the edge off the whisky with
water, but I've never been able to make
them see it that way. They want it
straight.”

“Yes, and they get drunk quicker and
feel worse when they wake up. I'll lec-
ture ‘em on the virtues of a little water
along with their whisky. They listened
to me before; maybe they will now.
want to play poker not to get drunk and
I'll take drink for drink with any of
yuh.” Cassidy winced as he thought of:
his attempt to outdrink Jimmy Lawton,
“Maybe I'll want an extra drink or so,”
he continued.

“I'm not dry nursing you, like I am
the rest of the boys,” answered Mart.
“Keep the jug over there, if you want
to. You might put it in the bucket to
hold down your frisky gold. But even
that won’t help you. I'll tap that-bucket
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. before the night’s over—and the man
who wins the pot gets the bucket, too.”

* “Sure, whisky jug, gold and.all,”
grinned Cassidy. “That’s all right with
me. I’'m aimin’ to get this bucket so
danged full that I can’t lift it.”

“Deal up the cards,” suggested Mart.
“Let’s have a few rounds of three
handed stud. Maybe you'll lose some of
.your confidence with the stacks I'm go-
ing to take away from you.”

“I can lose my confidence easier than
T'll lose what’s in the bucket,” retorted
.Cassidy.

-Play was slow in the three handed
-game, Sprott winning most of the pots
through the sheer size of his bets. But
Cassidy ‘smiled. “You're just diggin’
your own grave when yuh bet wild like
that,” he told Mart. “Sooner or later
Tl get the cards that'll bury yuh.” A
minute later, he won a pot containing
nearly three thousand dollars.

“One by one, the other four members
of the gang returned carrying heavy
bags of gold. And now, with the excep-
tion of one hundred dollars, the entire
loot of the express car was within the
walls of the cabin. The missing one
hundred dollars had been taken by Be-
rendo to San Blas—five twenties. Of
these, one had been spent at the grocery
store, another had gone for whisky, and
the sheriff had taken the remaining three
from Berendo’s pocket.

Cassidy’s luck held good and by mid-
night he had won nearly eighty thousand
dollars. He and Sprott were the only
winners, the losses being sprinkled fairly
evenly among the other five. The bets
were getting higher and wilder. There
‘had been another round or so of the jug.
Cassidy was enjoying himself hugely.
He began to be sorry that he was a de-
tective, Eighty thousand dollars! With
that he could buy a fine ranch and
enough cows to become eventually a
cattle baron.

His mood turned to gloom. What
was the use? Recklessly he bet all the
coins stacked in front of him and
reached down into the bucket for several
more handfuls of twenties which he
stacked up and shoved into the pot with-
out caring whether he won or lost. The
fifth card turned in his favor, winning
him over twenty thousand dollars.

Twenty thousand ! “Eix or eight hun-
dred more cows! Or'he could add sev-
eral thousand more acres to the ranch

:the betting.

of his dreams. Without opposition he
won another small pot. A detective’s
job was a sneaking job, anyway. Thus
ran his thoughts. He began to despise
himself for sneaking in under false pre-
tences and gaining the confidence of this
gang of fine fellows and good sports.
He was supposed to be a bank robber.
Why not keep on acting like one? Then
he could take his fabulous poker win-
nings, steal away to some distant terri-
tory and realize his ambition of being a
wealthy stock raiser.

Everybody stayed in the next pot ex-
cept Cassidy. Sprott won it, raking in
at least fifteen thousand dollars. On
the next deal, Cassidy won nearly this
amount from Sprott alone. “Now, take
Mart  Sprott,” refleccted Cassidy.
“Sure,” agreed Cassidy’s sense of hu-
mor, “you’re takin’ him right along. He
wins from the others and then you take
it from him.” Sternly he repressed this
{lippant thought within himself. “Now
take Sprott seriously,” he cogitated.
“He’s a good man in his line. He keeps
the gang toein’ the mark, which keeps
‘em outa jail. And he's sure a high bet-
tin’ fool. He’s a good sport! Now me
an’ him, and Berendo, too; I betcha we
could clean out a bank and get clean
away with it. Now ain’t I a hell of a
low down jasper for sittin’ in here and
gettin’  friendly with good sporty
hombres like them—and all the time
plannin’ how I can arrest 'em? Shucks!
I feel like a danged skunk! And what's
the use of winning this gold, anyway?
It’s wooden money as far as I'm con-
cerned. I’ll have to turn in my win-
nings. I'm workin’ for Curley—and
I'm danged sorry I took the job!”

Cassidy was still in the same mood
when Mart Sprott started to whoop up
“Bein’ a detective is bad
enough, but bein’ sorry for it is worse,”
brooded Cassidy, as he morosely pushed
i stack after stack to call the wild bets
of the leader. He expected to lose. He
did not care if he did. He was sorry for
himself. Not until the fourth card had
been dealt to him, the deuce of dia-
monds, did he look at his hole card—
It was the two of clubs. He looked
around the table at the various hands;
every player had a pair in sight, except
Sprott, whose three exposed cards were
an ace, king and ten of various suits.

The man with a pair of queens in
sight promptly bet one thousand. dol-
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face. Cassidy stood the scrutiny for at
“least thirty seconds, then his face slipped
into a grin. He couldn’t hold it straight
any longer. He had two nines in sight
and a third one in the hole. Sprott had
a pair of eights face upward on the
table. One of his other two exposed
cards was a nine spot. The chances
were very much against Cassidy’s hav-
ing the case nine in the hole.  Sprott
_frowned darkly and again moistened his
“lips. It was only the size of the bet
that made him hesitate. If he lost, he
would be broke—absolutely. Cassidy
probably had two pairs. Yes, that was
it. “You've tapped me—and I'm calling
you,” he announced hoarsely. ‘“I've got
three eights!”

“Not quite good enough,” was Cas-
sidy’s cheerful answer. “My hole. card
happens to be the case nine.”

Sprott turned pale around the lips.
He half arose, then dropped back into
his seat and leaned forward over the
table as he banged the table with his
fist and barked out, “I think you’re a
dirty cheat!” His right hand went back
to the edge of the table, within a few
inches of the gun butt projecting from
his holster.

“That so?” inquired Cassidy mildly.
“You ought to know. You dealt the
cards.”

Sprott was tense like a coiled spring.
Cassidy nonchalantly kept his easy pose.
He was seated on a low box; his legs
were beneath the table. His right hand
was in his lap. “If I were you, Mart,”
he advised softly, “I'd go easy. You're
covered! One move toward your gun
and I'll let daylight through you. My
Colt is in my right hand, cocked and
ready. You'd better pull in your horns.”

“All right; I'm covered,” grated
Mart. “What good does that do you?
D’you think you can get away with all
this gold? We killed three, four—I
don’t know how many men—to get this
money. And now we've only got to kill
one man to get it back and divvy it all
over again with the boys. You're as
good as dead—right now!”

“Start your killin’,” invited Cassidy.
“It's a tinhorn play on your part to in-
vite the boys now to finish what you've
started. Call ’em off, quick! If one of
them makes a move, my finger crooks—
and that means that you'll never live to
divide that gold again.” :

- “Freeze, boys,” advised Berendo

hastily. “I don’t want to see Mart die.”

“I'd like to,” said Cassidy. “My God,
but I hate a short sport! This Mart
Sprott is the shortest of the lot. What's
the use of lettin’ him live?”

“Go easy, Cassidy,” requested Ber-
endo. “I'm for you” He turned on
the rest of the gang, all of whom ap-
peared rather dazed at the swift turn of
things. “I'm for Cassidy,” he repeated:
“Even against Mart and all you boys.
I'm sure disappointed in Mart. He’s just
showed himself up to be a yellow dog.
Cassidy won this money fair and square.
A man can win that way from me, can
win every cent I've got, and I'll still feel
friendly toward him. When a.man. wins
in a poker game, it's a matter-of honor
with me. I'll treat him as I would ex-
pect to be treated if I had been the
winner.”

“With me it's a matter of money!”
yelped Sprott. ‘“He’s not one of our
gang—and the rest of us aren't going
to let him get away with it!” He looked
around, but saw none of the gang nod-
ding in agreement. “I'd just as soon
hold you up, Cassidy, or kill you, to get
back that money,” he continued. “You'll
be an easier job than holding up the
train.”

“That so?” drawled Cassidy. “The
train didn't have you covered. I have.
And I'd rather shoot through the table
at you than shoot in the open. The
slug will do a messier job.” Cassidy
was the picture of self confidence, but at
the same time he was very, very glad
that he had Berendo on his side.

Mart Sprott raised his hands shoulder
high. He stood up and again looked
around at the rest of the gang. He
walked away from the table. “If he

-shoots me in the back, get him!” he
barked out.

Cassidy felt helpless at this move.
“Golly,” he thought mechanically, “this
Sprott sure has a bunch of cold nerve
with him.”

“Any objection to my leaving the
shack ?"” demanded Sprott.

“Hop to it; glad to get rid of you,”
said Cassidy, bringing the barrel of his
Colt above the edge of the table.

“Come on, boys,” ordered their leader.
“I want to talk with you—outside.”

Cassidy, mentally, was all at sea. He
was more than worried. He did not
know what to do or say. His left hand
dropped into his side coat pocket and
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encountered the cold shape of the small
bottle containing the knockout drops.
He tensed, as abruptly into his mind
flashed a scheme. He almost laughed
aloud. “Jimmy Lawton was right when
he said they might come in handy,” he
thought.

Four of the gang followed Sprott out
of the cabin. Only Berendo remained.
With two sweeps of his gun Cassidy
knocked the candles from the table, leav-
ing the room in the dim, gray light of
dawn. “Go to the door and watch 'em,
will yuh, Berendo ?” asked Cassidy. “I
don’t want to be potted through the
doorway.”

“Oh, they'll talk it over first.” Be-
rendo went to the door.

Cassidy got busy. The whisky jug
was on the floor within reach of his left
hand. Quietly he twisted out the cork
and upended the small bottle over the
mouth of the jug. The chloral hydrate
crystals poured down into the whisky.
He dropped the empty bottle into his
pocket, replaced the cork in the jug, laid
his gun on the table and used both hands
to shake the jug. Berendo looked back
into the room.

“Must be over a gallon left in this,”
said Cassidy, pulling out the cork again
and pretending to take a long drink.
“What they doin’ out there?” Berendo
turned away, and Cassidy shook up the
contents of the jug all he could before
replacing it on the floor.

“They're over by the corral, listening
to Mart Sprott,” said Berendo.

Picking up his Colt with his right
hand and the jug with his left, Cassidy
went over to the doorway. “Is this
Mart Sprott tough as he seems to be?”
lie inquired.

“Say, he's worse. He's colder than a
snake, and the rest of them ain’t much
better. Sprott gunned up the engineer
and fireman of that train. The restof
them emptied their guns at everybody
who showed up. They shot to kill. 1
went through that holdup with every
shell in my Colt the same as when I
started. 1 never fired 2 shot. All that
unnecessary killing made me feel a little
sick.” Bitterly, “But I suppose I'll hang
with the rest of them if we get caught.”

“You've gotta get caught, first,” re-
plied Cassidy. “And I ain’t so well off
myself, right now. Mayge I'd better
offer to split up this gold again with the
boys. Every one of them—except

39

Sprott—can have his original share back
again. Me? I'll keep Sprott’s share
for myself.” :

Berendo laughed. “You don’t seem
to like Mart none too well. Neither do
I. You'll be raising hell, though, in tryi
ing to knock him out of his share, Youll
have to bump him off, for he’ll come
gunning for you. And he's a bad man

i . I'm warning you, so be

y.

“Thanks, Al. It'd make me feel at
peace with the world to stick him up,
take his gun away and kick him outa
camp.”

“And that would be the worst thing
you could do. 7 tell you that this Mart
Sprott is a snake. If you kick him out,
he’d be as liable as not to lead the offi-
cers up here. We were his pals, but
that would make no difference to Mart.
He's low down and mean. He'd cheer-
fully see the rest of us go to hell, just to
get vou.”

“I'm kinda low down.and mean, my-
self, when I deal with a man who's
showed himself up to be a short sport
like he is. Don’t worry. I'll take care
of Mart. I'll stick right here in the
shack, thereby keeping all the advantage,
including the grub, the gold and the
whisky, with me. But shucks! Some
of the boys are half drunk and may need
a bracer. They ain't had a drink in over
an hour. S’pose yuh take the jug over
to 'em, and along with a couple of drinks
yuh can tell 'em that they're gonna get
their gold back.”

“Fine! That's the best thing we can
do. The jug will help a lot, and your
offer to split with the boys will knock
the pins out from under Mart's argu-
ments, He ain't popular to start with.
He’s a good leader because he enforces
his own ideas, but he's got a way of
doing it that's made everybody hate him.
Give me that jug.”

Berendo swiftly walked across the in-
tervening sixty feet to where Mart
Sprott was véhemently haranguing the
bandits. Sprott's face was contorted
with venomous anger, but he kept his
voice low. He turned at the approach
of Berendo. “And you, you—"

“That's enough, Mart!” interjected
Berendo. “Don’t pick on me because
you're a bad poker player and a worse
sport. Better have a drink first and
then listen to Cassidy’s offer.”

“I'll listen to nothing!” snarled
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Mart. “That gold belongs to us, and
we're going to get it back!" The leader
snatched up the jug and took a long
drink. The jug went the rounds, ending
with Berendo.

“Yeh, Al” said one of the gang.
“We’'ve decided to bump off this Cassidy
and get the stuff back.”

“Cassidy did the deciding for you,
long before you got around to it,” re-
torted Berendo. “He decided to give
back your original share to each of you
boys.” A wave of the hand that did not
include the leader.

“So he weakened,” sneered Sprott.
“I thought all along that he had no
guts.”

“Where does Cassidy get off, if he
gives us back our shares?” suspiciously
inquired another bandit.

“Oh, he’s decided to keep Mart's
share for himself,” answered Berendo,
drawing his Colt. In the momentary
silence, the click of the hammer being
drawn back sounded plainly.

“What?” gasped Mart hoarsely, un-
believingly. His mouth for a short time
stayed half way open in amazement.

“Haw-haw-haw!” chortled the man
known as George. .

Mart wheeled swiftly, potential death
in the venom of his glance and in the
spasmodic movements of his right hand.
Within two seconds, Mart’s hand flut-
tered and jerked three times, each move-
ment bringing his fingers nearer to the
butt of his Colt, while common sense
struggled with stark, raving anger. Two
other bandits had started to laugh, but
their mirth abruptly ceased, their hands
darting toward their holsters. Mart saw
the movements. His hand came away
from his gun. He gave a weak laugh.
He realized that he had been very, very
close to meeting death at the hands of his
own men.

He saw only the two men who stood
ready to shoot him down. But his
lieutenant, Berendo, had been far ahead
of these two. Berendo’s Colt was poised
rigidly at his hip, the hammer drawn
back beneath his thumb.

“Come out of it, Mart!” snapped Be-
rendo. “If you'd touched your gun, I'd
aplugged you. The other boys are back
of me. Wake u&lssWho in hell do you
think you are? idy has put the joke
onto you. You can't get away with
shooting a man because he laughs. This
thing is funny as hell, but I suppose you
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can’t see it that way. But the rest of us
are out of it. It now lies between you
and Cassidy.” X

Mart tried to moisten his dry lips
with an equally dry tongue. “So you're
all against me?” he queried hoarsely.

“No, we're not,” answered Berendo.
“You’re a rotten poker player and a
damned poor sport, but you're a brainy
leader for the gang. I'll admit that,
even if the rest of them won't. You've
done well by us, but you've got yourself
in a hell of a hole. I'm afraid we'll have
to dig the hole—if this Cassidy shoots
like he plays poker. I'm callously neut-
ral. He's put it right up to you. Do
what you like about it. And I'm afraid
Cassidy got kind of brash not knowing
how you can throw a gun.”

George had taken the jug, and it again
had gone the rounds, each man stealing
a swig while he kept one eye and both
ears open to the argument. Mart
swayed a little and took a step back-
ward to keep his balance. “That’s pow-
erful liquor,” he muttered. “Gimme a
snort to steady my hand. I feel queer,
but I'm going to see this through right
now!” He took a drink and then started
for the cabin, where Cassidy nonchal-
antly waited with one shoulder leaning
against the wall. His right hand had its
thumb against his hip, the fingers span-
ning down and partly curled over the
butt of his Colt.

Mart Sprott had taken but a few
steps, when he began to sway. Behind
him, two of the gang had quietly col-
lapsed. Berendo suddenly decided to
sit down, and fell asleep in that position
on the ground. Sprott rocked on his
feet, but tried to keep advancing. He
marked time for three steps; his knees

*slowly buckled; he fell sideways, liter-

ally onto one ear as with a final effort
he checked the sag in his knees. One of
the gang viewed with alarm this phe-
nomenon; he started to run toward the
top of the ridge, but reeled and collapsed
before he covered thirty yards. The
other two went to sleep in their tracks,
slumping gently to recumbent positions.
For a minute or two, Cassidy re-
tained his easy pose against the wall,
He was scarcely able to believe his eyes.
“Golly!” he finally exclaimed, “that’s
sure strong stuff.” He walked out to
the nearest ngan and prodded him in the
ribs, suspiciously. The sl made no
movement. -
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His hardest work was to lift the imp
form of. each bandit and drop him face
down across a saddle.
lash each drugged man so that by no

sibility could he slip off the saddle.
n turn he tied the horses together, nose
to tail, and went down the line to tighten
each saddle girth. He puzzled for a
moment over the fact that he had an
extra saddle horse. He couldn’t ac-
count for it at all, until he thought of

Berendo.

“Golly, I'll bet Al wants his own
horse.” Cassidy unlashed Mart Sprott,
eased him to the ground, took Berendo’s
horse out of the line and back to the
corral. He cast off the saddle and
turned the animal loose in the enclosure.
Cassidy went back, led up the extra
horse and loaded Mart Sprott onto it.
That extra work called for another
drink. Then the gold was loaded onto
the mules, Cassidy meanwhile wonder-
ing if he should leave a pack animal for
Berendo. Three mules could carry the
load easily. “Nope.” Cassidy finally de-
cided, “I'll sprinkle the load among four.
Al don’t need a mule, and I've already
done enough for him.”

T DAYBREAK of the day before,
Jimmy Lawton and Bill Fletcher
had quietly gathered a possé of

nine, including themselves. There were
four detectives m the employ of the ex-
grcss company, one deputy United

tates marshal, and two operatives from
the Post Office Department. With the
first light of dawn they had started out
to follow the trail of oats from the
livery stable.

The trail was plain and easy to fol-
low for several miles. Cassidy had done
his work well. Now and then, marking
each change of direction, the posse
found the oats, until they had covered
over four ‘miles and had arrived, after
passing down a side canyon, at the San
Blas River bed. And there, instead of
finding oats to mark the direction, they
had flushed a covey of willow grouse.
Carefully the members of the posse had
searched, hoping to find even a single
grain to tell whether Cassidy had gone
up or down the river bed. But the
grouse had been at work since dawn and
had searched with equal care. The trail
had- totally disappeared.

The members of the posse during the
ride had congratulated Jimmy Lawton

He took care to

‘leather through the handle.

on his idea. But now they waxed both
profane and humorous. The posse split,
a few of them covering both sides of the
river bed in the direction of the town
of San Blas, while the rest of them had
gone for many miles down the canyon.
They had flushed several coveys of
grouse, but not a grain of oats was to
be found. Finally they had gone back
to spend the night in town, to ride forth
again at daybreak in their vain search.

An hour before noon, they decided to
give it up. At noon they were riding up
the river bed at a point about four miles
below the town. They pulled up their
horses, to watch in amazement a strange
cavalcade file onto the river bed from a
side canyon. In the lead came a sleepy
ricdler, hunched forward and weaving at
times until it seemed a miracle that he
stayed in the saddle, His mount was a
big gray mule. Behind him, tied nose
to tail, every animal carrying a burden
of some kind, came nine horses and
mules. Slung from the rider’s saddle
horn was a brown stone jug.

Jimmy Lawton recognized the big
gray mule. He trotted forward to inter-
cept the caravan. “Hey, Cassidy!” he

 yelled.

Cassidy straightened up and pulled his
mule to a halt. Jimmy approached, a
wide grin spreading on his face as he
took in the burdens carried by the string
of animals. “Wow! You got them,
boy, didn’t you? Good work!”

The posse rode up. Cassidy blinked
sleepily. “Got what?”’ fie demanded.
“I gotta an idea that 1 made a mistake.”

“A mistake? How?"

“'Cause I didn’t tie myself onto the
saddle like I did the rest of 'em. I sure
wanta sleep.” The jug had a whang
Cassidy
lifted this off the saddle horn and raised
the jug. He took a long drink, and
shuddered.

“I'm beginnin’ to hate this stuff!” he
exclaimed, hanging the jug back on the
horn. “'Sall right to drink it for pleas-
ure, but it don’t taste the same when
yuh hafta take it for medicine to keep
awake. 'F you're judicious it'll keep
yuh awake, but if yuh make a mistake
by one ‘jude’ it'll put yuh to sleep. My
gosh! but I'm sleepy.”

“Get off and walk around a little,”
ordered Jimmy. '

“Dunno’s I can,” objected Cassidy,
“It’s hard to think, and it’s hard to talk,

H
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Walkin’ may be askin’ too much, Yain't
had no sleep for a coupla months.
Seems that way, anyhow.” Cassidy
stiffly dismounted, but kept one hand on
the horn to steady himself as he gazed
owlishly around. He blinked, straight-
ened up and helped himself to another
swallow from the jug. :

“Who's your friends?"” he demanded,
turning around and surveying the eight
riders as though he had not noticed them
befor®. “Oh, hello, Bill,” as he recog-
nized Fletcher. “And I wanta say that
you'’re a helluva bunch of detectives.
Yuh kept me up nights worryin’ about
yuh. Why didn’t yuh follow the oats?”

“We did,” explained Jimmy. “We
followed them fine until we hit the river
bar about half a mile below here. But
irom there on, the willow grouse ate up
your trail. Every grain.”

Cassidy took his time about thinking
this over. None of the posse inter-
rupted his thoughts, They were looking
down the line of pack animals, at the
limp burdens carried by the five horses,
at the unmistakable small but heavy,
printed canvas bags on the mules, and
at the two mail pouches.

“Ych, grouse will eat oats,” an-
nounced Cassidy, as though he had made
a great discovery. ‘“‘Say, how’s Sheriff
Caplan; I don't see him with yuh.” A
grin. He let go his hold on the saddle
and stood up as though suddenly so-
bered. His eyes narrowed as he looked
at Jimmy Lawton. “Say, yuh think I'm
drunk, don't yuh? Well, I ain't! I'm
sleepy, tha’s all. How'd the sheriff take
it, havin’ his nice jail split wide open?”

“He’s wild, of course. He suspected
Bill and me. He thought we had a hand
in that jail break, but he couldn’t prove
it. Hawkins doesn’t like Caplan and
he agreed to keep his mouth shut about
our buying the wire rope. We ainjt
heard a thing yet from the train crew.
Now with us, here’'s——" Lawton in-
troduced the members of the posse.

“Looky here,” said Cassidy, “these
gents ain’t got no split of the rewards
comin’.  Yuh can let ’em share the
credit, but not the cash. You and Bill
splits the cash with me. I did all the
heavy thinkin’ and all the hard work,
and I ain’t gonna stand for no split nine
ways. If they think they’re gonna horn
in on it, they got another think comin’.”
Cassidy’s hand dropped to his Colt and

s

he stared belligerently at the seven
strangers in the posse.

Most of them laughed. “I guess
we’re just earning wages,” said one of
them. “I'm glad I'm here. The fun-
niest thing I've ever seen in my life was
Cassidy leading this string out of the
canyon.” :

“Well, it ain’t funny to me,” replied
Cassidy. “I never felt as poor in my

life. I'm all in, I can make San Blas
all right, so the rest of you gents can
just ride on.” ’ :

“You stay out of San Blas,” ordered
Jimmy Lawton. “That fool sheriff is
liable to shoot you on sight. He's mad
clear through over the way his jail got
treated. Everybody's laughing at him.”

“I can do some shootin’, myself,”
orated Cassidy. ““That sheriff can go to
blazes for all I care. What happened to
his jail ain’t half enough to pay for
what happened to me when I tried to
get into it. They took over one hundred
dollars from me. That’s enough money
to do a coupla repair jobs to his jail.
The laugh'll be on him bigger'n ever
when I lead this string into town. I
ain’t worryin’ about what happened to
his jail. He and his jail had it comin’.
It'll be a lesson to both of 'em, what
haPpcncd. I'm ridin’ right into town.”

“You're drunk as hell,” said Jimmy.
“Take my word for it. I ought to know
when you're drunk. Didr't I put you
to bed the other night ?"” .

“Well, yuh needn’t rub it in,” com-

lained Cassidy. “I wanta get to sleep.
]I) want credit, tha's all—to make sure
that I'll get the cash. You can take the
whole string, but I wanta receipt. Tha's
it, a receipt. I'm like Mart Sprott—
tha’s him draped over the roan—I don't
trust nobody. Count the cash and the
bandits and the two locked mail bags and,
then gimme a receipt that I delivered
‘em in good order.”

“We’re not going to count the cash,”
began Lawton.

“Yuh are so gonna count it!” Cassidy
belligerently straightened. “Yuh got all
afternoon to do it in. I wanta get to
sleep, but I wanta see that money
counted first.”

And Cassidy was not satisfied until
the posse had removed the canvas sacks
from the pack saddles, dum the
clinking golden coins onto a flat rock
and started counting them. “Pile 'em

_up—twenty-five to a stack,” ordered
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the top would try the ncrves of many
strong men, —

“You hate it, Sarah. No wonder!
It's a man’s job. Pirk has no right to

send up there.
“lt;s easier to go than it is to have

em nagging me.”
th“ ar:ﬁl Why don't you leave it all?
Why can't you take me—?"

She checked him. “I have to go,
Whit. I'm expected home.”

. She slipped by him and away. Fora

while he stood musing, swallowing his
against the ne’er-do-well step-

father and those two mysterious sons.

The Crums were making money. It
did not come through any increased la-
bor on their part, or from their neglected
fields and half starved herds. The Bo-
dega country said the Crums were hand-
ling smuggled liquor, brought in to their
place on the cove of Half Shell Bay and
moved on to the city up Deep Canyon
and the highway. Plairly Dirk Crum
had not taken the firc wardenship
through necesSity. Why else?

Whit shrugged uncomfortably. He
turned and picked up the bolt of plum
colored stuff Sarah Macken had been
coveting, and when he could find a clerk,
bought enough of it for a dress pattern.
With this and his own week’s supplies
in his wagon he started driving home-
ward.

He became conscious on the way of a
sullen, still heat that was lset;ling on :(hc
evening under a heavy, lead gray sky.
It w good forest fire weather, Whit
thought. This turned his mind again

to the Crums; suddenly he realized that,

if the three surly men at Half Shell Bay
were, indeed, liquor smugglers, the
watch tower of the warden would serve

as an admirable lookout against the ap- -

of enemies, whether whisky
thieves or Federal officers. The suspic-
ion dovetailed with many things Whit
had heard or imagined. It was with
difficulty that he could keep his anger
down when he thought of that gentle,
frightened girl in such a den and under
such a regime as old Jake Crum'’s.
Nor was he to be quit of the tribe that
evening, it appeared. As he turned
his team off the highway into the hill
road that led up to Sunnybank, he looked
rown to a shelf below, on the fork of
‘his road that led through Deep Canyon
to Half Shell Bay, and saw there a group
of hard looking men with two motor
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trucks and a touring car, and Dolph
Crum, the elder of the two brothers,
among them. Voices came up to him
thick with liquor; one of the group
glanced to the road, raised a bottle, and
boisterously invited Whit to come down
and sample its contents.

Dolph Crum spoke in a shrill, hateful
voice. “Knock him off'n the seat with
it, Meggs.”

The drinker laughed, swung his arm,
and hurled the bottle. It struck the
wagoh bed and was shattered, some of
fhe liquor splashing into Whit’s face.
He steadied the team, which shied wide,
then he stopped them. “Your camp
fire’s in a bad place there, Crum,” he
said, restraining his impatience and
speaking quietly.

Crum, with an insolent faugh, kicked
the burning sticks, which flew into the
tinder dry weeds and started a dozen
feeble tongues of flame. “You ain't fire
warden now,” he scoffed.

Whit had already jumped from his
seat. He went plunging down to their
shelf of ground and stamped out the
spreading ring of fire. “Build on that
bare spot, Dolph,” he said sternly, “or
don't build at all.”

Another of the party slouched for-
ward, weavingly. “Who t' hell ask'd
you t’ butt in?" he demanded with trucu-
lence.

“I own an orchard in this canyon,”
Whit replied, determined to keep the
peace if he could. “Dolph Crum knows
better than to take chances with fire on a
sultry evening like this, in September.”

“We don't need any of your jaw,”
the belligerent party announced.  He
clawed out at Whit in a clumsy attempt
to slap him.

Whit promptly knocked him endwise
under a truck. “I can stand just so
much,” he observed. “Any other custo-
mers ?”

One of them reached for a heavy
stick ; another rose and began fumbling
under the seat of a truck. But Dolph
Crum intervened, in a panic. “Lay off,
you guys,” he stammered. “Ain’t you
got no brains ?”” To Whit he said hastily,
“I'll move the fire. Get on your way,
for God’s sake!” And he began to
shift the smoking kindlings to the ring
of blackened stones Whit had indicated.

The orchardist faced them for a mo-
ment, feeling, in his present mood, a
fittle disappointed that they had not

5 .
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forced a fight on him. Hé gave them a
short goodnight, however, and went back
to his wagon. _

IGHT closed in swiftly, close,

hot, heavy. A puff of wind

struck him and he turned toward
the north, It was a hot, electric blast
such as camie occasionally in this late
summer time; if it continued it would
suck up all traces of moisture and leave
the country prey to any chance tongue
of flame that might lick it. The breeze
dried the skin, too. Whit began to feel
his cheeks draw, and his lips and nos-
trils burn. Turning into the home place
and the neat five room house he had
finished that spring, always hoping that
it would become Sarah’s house, and al-
ways disappointed, he felt restless and a
little irritable. After he had put up the
team and finished his chores he put to-
gether a sketchy supper, but he couid
eat little. He tried in vain to read, rec-
ognized that he was too high strung to
sleep, and decided to get a lantern and
his shovel and walk up the hill to finish
the irrigation work on his young or-
chard. As always the task absorbed
him, for he loved Sunnybank and rel-
ished the labor it exacted. He felt bet-
ter; he forgot the Crum men and
thought only of the time when his pa-
tience and affection would win Sarah
Macken from their untidy house and
doubtful practices.

The work led him gradually upward,
following the contoured ditch lines.
The hot wind, which forced its blasts
through his thin clothing and scorched
his skin, suddenly brought him the un-
mistakable odor of wood smoke. Be-
yond the next rise he thought he dis-
cerned a dull glow. He stumbled that
way, broke into a run. He breasted the
higher slope. 5

Toward him from the northeast,
driven by the wind and licking fiercely
at the underbrush, came a fire. It was
running forward and sidewise with a
great smoke, leaping and flashing and
shooting its sparks on before it under
the lash of the wind. Even as he
watched, the advance line of the fire
jumped the Guinness Road and its roar
in the young pines could be heard
faintly. With a rush the body of the
flames poured over the crest, spreading
on every side, its heat sucking in the air

s
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from the valley and fanning the holo-
caust, - ’

Even as Whit turned to run for the
house he had oriented himself. Beyond
question the fire had started from that
camp of Dolph Crum’s rowdies. And. it
was sweeping up the hill at a twenty
mile an hour pace straight for the or-
chards and little ranches in Deep Can-
yon. But, except for him and his neigh=<
bors, that was not the worst. Once in
the canyon it would take a bitter fight
to check it; once past the canyon it
would be in the redwoods, the twenty
thousand acres of them that lay to the
south, and would almost certainly doam
El Mar and Rincon and all the moun-
tain camps, lodges and hotels between,
as well as the railroad to ElI Mar. It
would, in short, prove just the devastat-
ing catastrophe which the State had
feared exactly here and to ward against
which it had built the Bodega fire tower.
Where was the warden of that tower
now? . ’

Whit reached his telephone breathless.
He could not raise the fire tower. The
telephone operator in Bodega cut in.
“There was another call this evening for
the tower,” she said, “but I couldn’t get
any answer.”

“Let it go now,” Whit said. “Listen,
Miss Ames. There’s a bad fire burning
south from my road. I'm going up to
the tower to get on the private wire to
headquarters and the ranger’s stations.
Will you get everybody you can to turn
out from Bodega and Smart’'s? And
you'd better call the folks in this can-
yon, too. I'll have to leave that part of
it to you.”

“Go ahead, Mr. Walton.”

Whit dropped the receiver and ran
for the barn. By this time the angry red
of the sky was plain to see. A sick
terror caught him by the throat. There
was one way to save the timber to the
south. If Deep Canyon and everything
in it were sacrificed the fire might be
checked. And that would mean that
his home, Sunnybank——

The probability caused him to turn
aside—to take time to open his chicken
yard gates, to drive all his horses and
cows into the orchard and close the doors
against them, and -to lift the traps of
his pigeon houses. When these things
were done_he jumped to the bare back
of his sorrel and turned him up the hill
road at a gallop.
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At the fire tower he called, but with
little hope of an answer. He ran for
the stairs, mounting the skeleton frame
rapidly. The wind increased as he
reached the top until it was like a gale,
reeking with smoke and carrying a fine
ash before it. Whit pushed on the trap-
door leading into the little four walled
‘platform from the stairs. It gave slight-
ly as he bent his back and heaved. Some
inert body rolled from the door and
Whit clambered up and in, switching on
a light. At his feet lay Dirk Crum,
dead drunk and helpless. An empty
bottle rolled under foot and there was
another, partly filled, on the map table.
-All this he saw at a glance. He reached
for the telephone at once, and gazed
anxiously out to the northeast.

The fire was beginning to lick the top
of the ridge of the north wall of Deep
Canyon now. Once in the canyon it
"would burn more slowly, perhaps, feed-
ing down grade, until it rcached the
creek. But there it would lcap intv the
redwoods that began on the south bank,
and there would be no checking it then
until the great sweep of undulating up-
lands, thick with beautiful timber, the
pride of the central part of the State,
was a charred waste, and all the camps
and resorts and summer homes de-
stroyed. In the distance, too, Whit
could see the gleaming beads that were
the electric lights of EI Mar and Rincon.
Whatever happened the fire must not
cross Deep Canyon!

A voice on the telephone answered.
Whit spoke distinctly. “This is the Bo-
dega Tower,” he said. “There's a bad
fire where the highway crosses Deep
Canyon, below Bodega, It's heading
toward the redwoods.”

“How long has it been burning?”

“Probably an hour or two.”

“Probably? What the devil do you
mean, Crum?”

“This isn't Crum. He’s—sick.”

“Who is it, then?”

“Walton. I used to be the warden
here.”

“All right, Walton. You take charge.
We'll send you help as soon as we can
get there ; right now it's up to you.”

“But I'm not warden now. 1 have no
authority—"
“Use Crum'’s badge, Take all the

authority you need, and the State will
back you up.”
“All right.”

Whit stooped. threw Dirk Crum over
and took from his vest the metal shield
of office he wore. He called Bodega
then—the telephone operator had started
a small force and would send more.
But they would be slow in arriving, be-
cause John Grove had telephoned that
the fire had jumped the highway and was
burning on both sides, temporarily clos-
ing the Bodega route.

“Mr. Grove is fighting along the high-
way. He thinks he can handle the blaze
to the east.”

“Thanks, Miss Ames.
coming.”

As he started down through the trap-
door again Whit felt the superheated
breath of the furnace of flame on his
face. There was a bare possibility that
the fire would reach the tower, and very
roughly he dragged the besotted fire
warden out and half carried him down
the steep skeleton stairs. At the bot-

Keep them

.tom, a little angrily, he soused the upper

part of Dirk Crum’s body in a barrel
of water, holding the youth there until
he began to struggle violently. Whit let
him up. .

“Damn you, Walton,” Crum mouthed,
partly sobered; “I'll fill you full of holes
for that!”

“Do you see the fire?” Whit asked
sternly, pointing. “It may come this
way. Take care of yourself.” He
jumped for his horse.

Crum cried out. “Fire! My God,
where is it? I was—was drunk. I got
to telephone——"

“You're about two hours late, Crum,”
Whit exclaimed, giving away to his
anger. “Your precious brother got
drunk and started the fire at the high-
way this evening—you were drunk here,
on the job, and let it get into the canyon.
Now you can stay here and burn or you
can run away or you can fight fire. I'm
through wit‘;l you.”

He set off at a gallo in, straight
for the Crum place. P ag

HIT had already decided on
this move, because he knew that
the other neighbors in the can-
yon were already out by this time, con-
ducting their own campaigns. The
Crums would do nothing unless forced
and there were always a dozen or more
hanging about the house. Old Jake
Crum would certainly not take kindly to
orders from a Walton. But this was
H
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“We have got to,” he said fiercely.
“Don’t you think,” she suggested tim-

idly, “that Mr. Blucker could help you?” "

“Blucker!”
was blasting.

The scorn in his tone
“Good night.”

CuarTER XXIV

“WE’LL HAVE TO CLOSE”

NE day a very shrewd, inde-
pendent wholesale coffee dealer |

in Chicago, on the eve of an
outbreak of one of our periodic trade
wars, was called into consultation by
three fellow independent dealers. “Do
you know,” they said, badly agitated,
“that a huge coffee trust is forming this
week, and they’ll squeeze us small com-
panies dry?”

The shrewd one shook his head.
“Gentlemen, I am not scared of the com-
petition of the biggest trust in the world.
The sort of competition I fear is, if one
of my own lean, hungry salesmen with
about four hundred dollars should start
up for himself, and go after my cus-
tomers.”

It is that sort of fierce, personal inter-
est, generated by unlimited ambition
and very limited finance that fired Lafe
Jason and Steve Johns in building their
experimental mill.

Rarely did the first light of the morn-
ing sun brush the top of Soledad before
Johns was on the grounds. Lafe spent
the day superintending the Paloma, but
every evening he came to town, and
often one o'claock at night found him
and Steve bent over blue prints and de-
tails of construction and endless sheets
of figures.

Their first problem was water. The
shoulder on which they had located their
mill was near the foot of the mountain,
on the southeast side. And yet it was
four hundred feet above the bottom o
the canyon, along which ran the creek.
To get water by gravity, they would
have to lay over a mile of pipe, and wind
it about along the face of the mountain
and across to the other side of the
gulch, and thence up the wall of the
narrow gorge to meet the head of the
stream.

“Over half of the way,” pointed out
Lafe-as they scrambled along the moun-
tain side tentatively locating the water
line, “it will not be on our land.”

“No,” said Steve, “but it is govern-
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ment land. Water is free and we can’t
hurt the land by laying a pipe on' the
surface. It would take about forty
years to unravel enough red tape to get
governmental permission to lay the pipe.
Let’s go ahead.”

“All right,” said Lafe. “If it would
take forty years for us to get it to their
attention, 1t ought to take-a reasonably
long time for them to discover it them-
selves. Anyway, it is our only chance
to get water.”

They made a good tcam; for while

. Steve had vastly more technical knowl- -

edge, Lafe’s long habit of life in which
his only resources were his own thoughts, -
had developed a mental ingenuity su-
perior to his partner’s. He was resource-
ful in experiments, and could think on
every side of a problem. He might
make a half dozen impractical sugges-
tions, and then hit on exactly the right
one. And Steve’s technical engineering
knowledge enabled him to' test Lafe’s
idea with figures and discard the un-
workable, accepting the practical ones.
Jerry Dever was away most of the time
scuttling for bargains in mining ma-
chinery.

One evening Jason and Steve were at
the mill after all the workmen had gone.
The heavy wooden framework was up,
and part of the machinery in place.

“It looks good to me,” Lafe said
proudly. “I think you are a great mill
builder, Steve.”

“Thanks, you are a great help. It
was a lucky day for me when you
walked into Glick’s. By the way, have
you seen our friend Nan lately ?”

“Have not seen anybody lately,” re-
plied Lafe.

“You are not very strong for the
girls,” Johns laughed.
~ “No, I guess not.”

“Ever play poker ?”

“No,” replied Lafe.

“Great game if you know how to let-
it alone,” commented Steve. Then as
Lafe did not reply, “You don’t seem to
have any vices. You know a man isn’t
good for much without a vice or two.”

“You mean,” granted Lafe, “that
most real men have a vice or two. But
it isn’t the vice that makes them worth-
while men.”

“Their weakness makes them human,”
said Steve.

“I suppose,” remarked Lafe, “that

_when you get your mill done, you hope
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chair, and looked up waiting for the
caller to state his business.

Lafe’s brain worked frantically to call
up the best of all his prepared speeches,
but his thoughts stumbled over each
other and left him speechless. Perhaps
his silence lasted only twenty seconds
but it seemed minutes to him, and he
grew increasingly embarrassed under
the sharp, expectant waiting of the
banker.

“I want to borrow $50,000.” Lafe’s
frantlc mind grabbed the end of all his

ded speeches instead of the begin-
ning. But it happened to be the best
possible of all introductions. For that
15 what banks are for, and it got im-
mediately to the banker’s attention.

“Sit down.” The banker nodded to a
chair. “A stranger here?”

“Yes. My name is Lafe Jason. I
am out at Bingham.”

“Mining?"

MY

“What is it you want the $50,000
for?” Cummins happened to be one of
those intelligent bankers who are more
interested in the man than the security.

“Build a mill.”

“Where ?”

“On Mount Soledad.” Lafe had per-
ception enough to see he could get along
faster merely answering the banker’s
questions.

“Mount Soledad?” Cummins was
surprised. “Has Joshua Waters sold at
last ?”

“Only a two-fifth’s interest. There
are four of us who have bought a forty
per cent. interest in Mount Soledad. We
are gomg to build a mill and start min-

“lt has bcen my understanding,” said
Cummins, “that the ore was too low a
grade to work profitably.”

“Steve Johns has discovered a proc-
css." :

“Is it sure?” Y

“No. But if it doesn't work we are
going to find one that will.”

Cummins laughed. “You have faith,
but faith alone, you know is not bank-
able. Tell me about this process.”

“I can’t,”” said Lafe. “It is secret.
We don’t expect you to lend on the
process. It may fail.”

“On-what then?” asked thc banker.

“This is the situation,” Lafe ex-
plained with earnest enthusiasm. “We've
got this ophon on Mount Soledad and

6r

one of our partners has put-in $50,000.
It is enough to build the experimental
mill, but I am operating the Paloma sil-
ver mine for Pedro Mascajon. It has
been clearing nine or ten thousand' dol-
lars a month. But Blucker, of the Pinto
Mine, wants to get La Paloma, and also
Mount Soledad: He has started .in to
ruin us. First he tried to kill both Pedro:
and me—literally. Now he has got con-
trol of the independent mill and they
have tefused to handle our silver.

“Steve Johns and I propose to en-
large our experimental mill, and handle
the ore from La Paloma. That will
earn enough to pay all our operating ex-
penses. It will take an additional $50,000
to do this, but we fcel sure of being able
to pay it back within a year. We will
give you a mortgage on the whole mill
and all our equipment.”

“IHave you any estimates?"
mins was interested.

“Yes.” Lafe gave him Steve's fig-
ures on the cost of the mill, and the
probable profit it-would show.

Cummins studied it a few moments.
The mining game is a fascinating one;
and he had a personal enmity toward the
chief stockholder in the Pinto. He
turned and picked up the telephone and
called his garage.

“Jim,” he said briefly, “bring my car
around to the bank.” Then, pushing
the phone to one side, he turned to Lafe.
“I'll run out with you and have a look.”

CHartErR XXVI
THE ORE MOVES AGAIN

HE banker spent the afternoon
at Bingham looking over the mill
and Mount Soledad. During the
evening he. sat with the three partners
listening to their plans and arguments.
At-nine o'clock he made a move to in-
dicate the matter had come to a conclu-
s:on “I tell you frankly,” he said,
“your proposition is shaky. You have
plenty of low grade ore, but I am not
convinced that your mill will handle it-
cheaply enough to insure a profit.”
Lafe’s heart beat sickeningly. .
“However,” the banker continued,
“there are two favorable situations. The
La Paloma is making money. The mill~
ing of the ore should show a nice profit,
and after meeting you young men I am
convinced that it will. Tomorrow the
three of you come in to the bank at Salt

Cum-
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minutes. They were nearing the fair
green streets of the city—the city that
rose like a dream from the level plains
at the foot of majestic mountains.

“Just why, Mr. Blucker, are you so
imerested in dfather ¥

“I told you he did a great favor for
me once,” replied Blucker shortly.

“Fe does not remember it, does he?”

“I told you he would not.”

“How long ago was it?”

“Many years ago—about twenty.”

“And is this the first time you have
ever tried to repay him?”’

“Why—no. I've often thrown things
his way.”

“They must have been pretty smali
things,” Miriam remarked, “‘or he would
have noticed them.”

“Miriam,” Blucker's tone froze, “do
you mean to imply that I have been ly-
ing to you?”

“I have not been implying, Mr.
Blucker. Merely asking questions.”
She looked at him quickly. “‘Are you
interested in Pedro’s mine?”

“Certainly not!”

“I had heard you own the land on
which it is located.”

He hit his lips to keep back an oath.
“Of course I do nat. Who told you I
did?”

“The county recorder.”

“Damned meddlers!” Then explana-
torily, “I had promised to keep that a
secret, but now that you know, I con-
fess, I do own that mine.”

“And did you cause the mill to re-
fuse to take the ore?”

“See here—" Blucker slowed up and
“slewed around in the seat and glared at

r.

“I beg your pardon,” Miriam hated to
hurt anyone’s feelings—and Blucker
‘seemed genuinely hurt. “I did not mean
to insinuate anything. Only I hear so
many rumors one way or another, and 1
wanted to get at the truth.”

Blucker did not take her tofsee her
grandfather after all. He got dut at the
hotel and telephoned and came back and
reported that the old man was out of
town for the day.

Miriam wondered if he really had in-
tended she should see him at all. It
‘was after dark as they drove back. It
was a shivery sort of adventure for her.
Blucker put his arm around her once,
and she could not very well evade it.

he found no response to his

lovemaking, he released her. He left
her at her apartment, then drove on up
toward the Pinto Mine.

“Damn women!” he said aleud. “I’ll
give her something that will tanse her!”

CuarTER XX VIII
LAPE RAISES A 6HOST

T WAS Sunday afternoon and Lafe
I climbed the mountain back of Sole-
dad, to be alone. Three days of
fruitless suggestions, and futile rebel-
lion against their luck with Steve and
Jerry, was all he could stand. They
were licked and no doubt about it. They,
had spent all the money they could raise,
and the mill without water was as use-
less as a dead tree in an empty pasture.

They had finished their disaster by
all geiting drunk last night. It was the
first time in his life that Lafe had ever
been drunk. He could not remember
now huw he had acted er what he had
done. It was well along in the morning
when he came into Glick's place for a
pick-me-up. IHe found Tennessee Nan
there, and she smiled at sight of him.

“You were sure funny last night,
Loy,” she laughed. “I never would
have gucssed you had it in you. You
got on the bar and made a speech that
took down the house. You said things
about Blucker that will probably make
him shoot you on sight.™

Two hours of stiff walking along
the mountainside, climbing higher and
higher, somewhat abated his disgust
with himself, and the mountain wind
blew most of the fumes of last night’s
spree from his brain.

They had all taken a crashing tumble,
but he had learned one thing. A man
with - fighting qualities who evelved a
good. idea and put it in convincing shape
could get financial backing. Other men,
reflected Lafe, had failed on their first
venture, and even the second and third,
and yet succeeded.

Another hour’s climb, and he was
near ihe crest of the long mountain
ridge. He sat on a huge rock beside the
road, to get his wind. Bingham and its
winding canyon lay far below him. To
the north beyond the lower mountains
stretched the plains of the great Salt
Lake, and to the northwest on the far
rim of the hazy plains lay outlined the
great Mormon city.

There might be, he found himself
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stubbornly reflecting, some other way
for the mill to get water. And he began
to plan. Also there might be some
process to handle the ore, even though
Steve Johns failed.

Lafe started on to the top of the
ridge. Coming around a short twist in
the road, he saw a hundred yards ahead,
a machine standing on the crest of the
mountain. A man and a woman stood
side by side, looking over the view. The
man was pointing across toward Salt
Lake City. Lafe stopped and watched
them for a moment. Both figures
seemed familiar. The girl stepped a lit-
tle away, and leaped lightly upon a low
ledge of rock. It was Miriam! The
man was Adolph Blucker!

They were getting into the machine.
The motor sounded sharp and clear in
ths thin mountain air, and the roadster
headed down.

Lafe felt a turbulent swirl of hate,
and in its wake, shame and anger. He
did not want to meet them. After last
night he did not want to face Miriam.
And after the whole week of disaster he
was afraid to meet Blucker—afraid of
himself, if he did.

The two in the machine saw him at
the same time. Miriam gave a start and
grasped Blucker's arm. Blucker merely
lowered his chin, thrusting his head for-
ward, and slowed down the machine.

Lafe had stepped aside as the road-
ster came to a stop. Blucker for a mo-
ment sat and glared at him with malig-
nant hate in his muddy eyes. “I heard.”
he said coldly, “what you said about me
last night at Glick’s. I pass it over be-
cause you were drunk. But if you ever
repeat it when you are soher——"

“I repeat it now, you dammned yellow
cur!”

“Your manners,” said Blucker coolly,
“are as bad as your morals. You forget
you are in the presence of a lady.”

The machine started on. Lafe’s sense
of wrong and injustice burst all bounds.
He reached for a rock and let it fly with
a deadly speed. It missed Blucker’s
head by inches, passed between him and
Miriam and smashed a jagged hole
through the windshield as though it had
been a cannon ball. .

Blucket merely ducked his head and
sped up without looking back.

Lafe felt so weak his knees would
scarcely hold him. The fit of rage had
passed. He might have hit Miriam!
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And he had made such an idiotic ass of
himself. She would be done with- him
forever. Sick with disgust he turned
and climbed on up the crest of the
mountain. R

While he stood on top, still abusing
himself for his idiotic outbreak, his eyes
searched the valley to the south, alotig
which ran a swift white stream of water
—a mountain river. Water—water!
If only they had a little part of that
stream! Then again his eyes fastened
on a huge, snakelike pipe that climbed
up from that river, and topped the ridge,
and ran down toward the southwest.
The great siphon of the Western Smelt-
ing Company !

He walked west along the ridge until
he came to the huge water serpent, six
feet in diameter, sucking a river by the
force of gravity over that ridge four
thousand feet high and sending it swirl-
ing across those undulating lower hills,
to disgorge it at the greéat smelting
works. X

“If we could-only tap that,” thought
Lafe. “IHere on the crest a ten inch
pipe would carry all the water we could
use, down to Soledad. But I suppose
they are the smelters for the Pinto ore.
And in that case—not a chance.”

Nevertheless Lafe was deeply en-
grossed in this problem of the huge
siphon when he got down to Bingham,
a little before sundown.

He went to Steve Johns. “Steve,”
said Lafe, “who smelts the copper ore
for the Pinto?”

“The Consolidated Smelting Com-
pany.”

“You sure?” Lafe’s voice rose sharply.
“Doesn’t the Western handle any of it?"”

“Not a ton. There is an old feud be-
tween them.”

“No!” Lafe began to walk the floor.
“Steve, if you've got twenty dollars, let
me have it!”

“Better lay off any more redeye, fel-
low.” Steve shook his head lugubri-
ously. “You go too strong when you do
go. One drunk in a lifctime is enough
for you. Pull yourself together, and
we'll get a job somewhere.”

“The devill I'm not going to get
drurik!” Lafe said hotly. “Give me that
money. F'm going to hire a machine,
and be at the Western Smelting office
when the gates open in the ing.
Sober up, and be ready to buck the line
by the time I get back!”
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Without further explanations Lafe
took the twenty Steve dug up out of his
trouser’s pocket, and tore off downtown.

Cuarter XXIX
NEVADA BRINGS NEWS AT NIGHT

HERE are combinations in

events that spell bad luck for the
most careful of men, and others
that mean good luck for the most reck-
less, though the intelligent man works
straight through as though every turn
was according to rule and reason.

Lafe’s arrival at the offices of the
Western Smelting Company was at the
luckiest possible hour.

It was true, as Steve Johns had said,
that they had a bitter grudge against the
Pinto Mine. The Pinto had made a
contract with them ten years ago, and
then, on being offered a lower rate by
the New Consolidated Smelting Com-
pany, wormed out of it on a technicality.
This had left the Western plant without
half enough ore to keep it busy. For
over a year they had been running less
than half time and prospects were not
bright for the immediate future.

It happened that the morning Lafe
Jason arrived, the superintendent, the
general manager, and a vice president
of the financial concern which controlled
the smelter, were in an early morning
conference to determine their future

policy.

I.g;e had no difficulty in getting to see
the superintendent.
wants business badly does not keep a
man who looks like a miner sitting out-
side very long. Lafe started to outline
his proposition to the superintendent.

“Wait,” The superintendent lifted
his right hand. “I want the general
mmanager and Mr. Wighan to hear this.”
He took Lafe into the private office.
“Now tell Mr. Jameson and Mr.
Wighan what you told me.”

Lafe was so full of his plans that he
forgot to be embarrassed. “Our bor-
ings,” he explained, “show that in
Mount Soledad there are millions of
tons of copper locked up in porphyry
rock—Ilow grade ore, but we have built
an experimental mill and expect to de-
velop a process that will handle it [')roﬁt-
ably. With a process proved, we'll get
more capitat and build a gigantic mill—
one that will handle twenty or thirty
thousand tons a day! We'll have freight

A smelter that -

cars running back and forth across the
face of that mountain like the weaving
of a shuttle. And we'll shoot cars of
concentrate to your smelter so fast you
can't sleep.” He paused and moistened
his lips. “Adolph Blucker, of the Pinto
is trying to break us. He has tried
treachery, intimidation, even murder.
Now he has cut off our water supply.
That is why I came to you. I want to
run a pipe from your siphon on the crest
of the mountain down to Mount Soledad
to our mill. I want you to sell us water.
And we will give you a contract to
smelt all our ore.”

These smelters were hard, practical
men. Oratory did not count. But Lafe
had not meant to be oratorical; he was
just in earnest. They began to ask
questions, and found he was ready with
facts as answers.

Wighan was the quickest of the three
to catch the possibilities. “I think this
is woith looking into,” he nodded de-
cisively. “It is a gamble, of course. This
process may not work, but somebody’s
will. And if we are furnishing water,
we'll be in a position to get business.”

“Anyway,” said the general manager,
“it would not cost an awful lot. We
probably could get water down to them
for twenty thousand.”

“Suppose,” suggested the superin-
tendent, “I send a couple of engineers
over with Jason to make a report.”

“I wish you would,” said Jason. “We
need water immediately.”

“I think,” said Wighan, “we can
promise, if they report the plan feasible
and not too expensive, you will get wa-
ter immediately.”

Three days later Lafe got Steve
Johns and Jerry Dever and started on a
walk up the road that wound to the top
of the mountain. He had told them
nothing of why he had gone to the
Western Smelting Company, nor of the
result. He did not want to arouse false
hopes over a mere flash in the pan.

“What the devil are you taking us up
to the mountain top for?” said Steve.

There was a shrill honk from behind
them, and they stepped to one side of
the road to let a big truck pass with a
load of six-inch pipe.

““Where is that going?"” asked Steve.

“Going up,” answered Lafe.

Ten minutes later another truck
by before they had

passed.- Six went
‘gene two miles.
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We'll be closed out. I saw the banker
the other day—had a talkk with him

“You had no business to do that.”
Lafe scowled. “I got that loan, why
didn’t you leave it to me?”

“I went to him with a friend,” coun-
tered Jerry, “and asked him if he would
extend it, and he said he was sorry, but
he couldn’t. Now, we've got to pay that
Jote or lose our mill and the lease and
everythtug. Even the $50,000 Pedro
put n at first will be gone. That would
be a fool move—hold back $30,000
when he is dead, and lose the $50,000
e put in when he was alive.”

Again Lafe shook his head.

Steve kicked Jerry’s foot under the
table, and tcok up the argument in a dif-
ferent tone. ‘“Lafe, I know how you
fed. I'd feel the same way if I were in
your shoes. It is not-the sort of a thing
that a fellow likes to do. But even if
Pedro is not dead, it is after all part his
company, and you are acting as his
agent. It may be technically a breach
of trust, but morally it is not. You
know if he were here, he'd do it in a
minute. You are merely carrying out
his wishes. In fact, Lafe, it is our only
hope. With this money we'll pull
through—and be so rich in two years
that we can pay that $30,000 back twice
over and never miss it.”

“No,” Lafe’s chin set stubbornly.
“Take mine—all of it. But that is all.”

Jerry Dever lost his temper. “You
think more of a damned dead greaser
than of your friends.”

Lafe’s self restraint snapped. He
turned abruptly on the fattish young

man. “How much have yor put into
this ?”
“[—why—I've done my share,”

spluttered Jerry.

“Yes,” said Lafe cuttingly, “of spout-
ing hot air. I've already put in $5,0004
of my profits here, and am staking
$15,000 more, while you "

“Don’t, fellows!” Steve broke in.
“Don’t let’s stir up bad feeling among
ourselves.”

“Well—" Lafe’s long, hard fight, the
annoyances of the day and his disap-
pointments carried him beyond control
—"it_is-time we had some plain facts.
Just how far have you gone in the ex-
periments? Does it take a year to find
out whether your process will work or
not? How do I know, if I chucked all
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this money in, it wouldn't go lke the
other $50,000 of Pedro’s?”

A slow red burned.in Steve’s cheeks.
He was near enough breaking under the
strain of his hopes and fears to be-ex-
ceedingly touchy himself. “Do you
mean,” he glared, “that I have been
stalling ?"*

“I don’t mean anything,”
Jason. “I'm asking you.”

“And I'm telling you,” Steve's voice
rose, “that I've worked like a slave on-
that thing, and when I can see dayli%ht'
you turn me down for the ghost of a
dead Mexican. If that’s the way you
feel, the quicker we bust up the better.
Let's go, Jerry!”

As Lafe closed the door after them, a
swirling gust of wind blew out the lamp.
He felt his way to a chair and sank
down on it. All his resilience seemed
gone. These two. particularly Steve
Johns, had befriended him from the
start. Now, they were estranged.

Money and success mean. so much to
some people they can fight for it alone.
It was not so with Lafe. The pleasure
of any achievement meant to him shar-
ing it with someone who would rejoice
over it with him. The human contact—
friends, fellowship, love—meant more
to him than anything else.

He got up and lighted the lamp. He
could not stand this isolation. He must
see some friendly face, hear a sympa-
thetic voice. He put on his overcoat and
cap and blew out the lamp. He would
go down and talk to Miriam, and see if

answered

"he could not clear things up so they

would be friends again. Nothing seemed
worth while unless he could be at least
friends with Miriam.

In spite of the thick clouds, the snow
on the ground made it light enough to
see his way. Half way down the side
of the gulch he remembered he had left
his revolver, a thing he had not done for
many months. He turned back to get it.
Fifty yards from the cabin, he stopped
in_the snow and peered ahead. Some-
thing near the corner of the cabin
moved. It was a man, a big man, slip-
ping up to the door.

“Guess I'll go without the gun,” Lafe
thought, and took a quick, light turn
down the slope.

Down Bingham's main street Lafe
trudged through the snow, heading
straight for the Paris Café. He had
made up his mind. He would take Mir-
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tioning tone, It seemed out of keeping
with the gray hair and beard of the
driver. He had felt a bit suspicious of
this man before. He might be another
of Blucker’s secret ageuts.

“Yes,” repeated Lafe, “the mine is
closed until further notice.”

It was a little after sundown. He fol-
lowed the last truck on foot down the
Canyon road. He wanted to walk, to be
alone. It was spring again, and its ach-
ing londliness and its torrent of unful-
filled desires were.in his heart. Success
had come and gone. He had been on
the mountain top, and now was in the
deepest abyss of despondency. Catas-
h{g:lphiﬁ gather momentum like a snow
slide.

Just before the note at the bank had
comne due, Lafe had gone to Salt Lake
City and paid $15,000 on it, and then

for an extension. It had been re-
gretiully refused. The bank was sorry.
but their reports from the mill were not
satisfactory. A month or two at the
most was all they could grant.

Last night, three weeks later, Steve
Johns called Lafe and Jerry Dever in,
and confessed that his process would not
work. Mount Soledad was still a sealed
mountain to them. The mill would have
to dose Tuesday, and La Paloma would
have to close with it.

Lafe had sent his China boy away.
and shut up the cabin. He felt tonight
as he went down to Bingham, that he
would probably never return to the mine
again. The fact was, that in the last
two days he had discovered they were at
the end of the vein of good ore in La
Paloma. Even if the mill had not closed
down, the mine was about finished. lle
had not told anyone this, not even Steve
Johns.

Lafe’s money was gone. He had
nearly $35,000 in the bank that belonged
to Pedro, but less than a hundred of his“
own.

Bingham was alight, and the strects
astir with the early evening medley of
the mining camp. Lafe turned aside to
the €rame rooming house standing back
from the street, and asked for his old
room, the one he and Amos and Miriam
had shared in those first days. The room
happened to be vacant, and the land-
lady was glad to have him back.

Lafe climbed the outside stairway,
opened the door, and turned on the light.
He stood looking about the room. It
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was very much as they had left it. He
switched off the light, crossed the room
in the dark, and dropped down on the
couch, For a long time he lay on his
back staring ugl into the dark, thinking
of —Miriam. He had not spoken to her
since that night he had gone to the café
to see her, and met her leaving with’
Blucker.

By and by Lafe got up and went out,
locking the dour behind him. At the top
step he saw a man slipping away from
the foot of the stairway. His bulk and
movements suggested José, the
driver. Once more Lafe’s suspicions
were sharply aroused. -Some final, sin-
ister move of Blucker's was in the wind.

Lafe drifted over to Glick’s Place.
The door was wide open, a medley of
clinking glasses and rough voices came
out into the spring evening. Inside,
Lafe leaned on the bar looking about
the room much as he had that first night.
He knew many of them by name, and
nodded casually or spoke to a dozen or
more, but avoidéd conversation.

Bingham was full of rumors that
night. Rumors of the shut down of La
Paloma had already spread about town.
Other rumors were that the Mount Sole-
dad bubhle had burst and that Adolph
Blucker was 10 be made general man-
ager of the Pinto. Lafe overheard
some of these, particularly those about

- Blucker.

“Old Adolph is in luck,” remarked a
hearded member of the bull gang to a
powder boss as they stood sipping their
bootleg stuff at Lafe's elbow. “He'll
own the Pinto in a few years. And they
say he is going to marry the cashier
down at the Paris Café.”

Lafe moved quickly away, crossing
the room to the cabaret. Tennessee Nan
saw him, and came directly to his side.
“Hello, fellow. You look as though you
had seen a ghost.”

“I feel as though I had swallowed
one.” He tried a rueful smile.

“Come on back.” Nan gave her head
a jerk, and Lafe followed to a quiet part
of the room. “Lafe Jason,” she said
with a wry laugh, “I don’t know why I
take such a sisterly interest in you.
You've never shown any appreciation.”

“Nan,” and he reached over and took
her hand and held it tight, “you can't
half guess how much I appreciate your
kindness: to me.” -

“That’s all right, old boy.” She smiled
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yon slicing down from the gaunt hills.
A small stream, cold and clear, was sing-
ing along its rocky channel in that great
cut. Beside the stream a dim trail led
away up into the remoteness of the
shadowy canyon.

After he had quenched his thirst the
Panther opened his pack of food. Trav-
eling light and fast, he had urought
only a few bars of chocolate, some hard-
tack and a half a dozen tins of a French
concoction, concentrated nourishment.
He had entertained some hazy notion of
being able to procure game in the moun-
tains with the automatic that nestled in
his pocket; but, so far, he had seen no-
thing larger than an elusive squirrel.

e opened a tin of the smelly foreign
stuff. A grimace of disgust crossed
his face at the first mouthful; such fare
was not to his liking. The Panther
craved fresh meat.

" After his unsavory meal the Panther
lay there by the stream a while, resting
and considering. He had left the trail
that had brought him up from the foot-
hills; but here beside him was another,
a trail that promised shade and water
and a measure of comfort on the way.
He shrugged his shoulders and got to his
feet. One path was as good as another,
as long as it served to carry him deeper
into solitude. He chose to follow the
stream up the canyon toward its source.

Cool dusk was dropping when at last
the Panther emerged from the shadows
of the canyon into a sweep of small
mountain meadow dotted here and there
with clumps of straight young pine and
quivering aspen. The strcam he had
been following cut straight through this
upland park; in the tender grass along
its margin two gray burros were brows-
ing lazily. At the upper end of the
meadow and close under the flank of a
mighty slope that reared sharply up-
ward uatil it seemed to touch the sky,
stood a small cabin of logs. The struc-
ture was roofed with sod. Along its
front ran the low overhang of a long
porch supported by heavy timbers. Be-
hind the cabin, a little way up the slope
and atop a great heap of raw earth and
shattered rock, the mouth of a small
tunnel yawned black in the twilight.

With a siauous twist of his body the
Paather slipped aside from the trail
into Ji lend
boles of a handy clump of aspens. From
that screen of quivering leaves he had

his first view of a miner’s cabin, and the
inscrutable mouth of a tunnel boring
into nature’s treasure vault. But the
cabin and that hole in the hill were noth-
ing, then, to the Panther—nothing
bevond a sharp reminder that he must
be cautious. A habitation argued the
presence of men; men meant danger,
always. The Panther’s eyes were aflame
with suspicion as they swept the mead-
ow from end to end, then centered on
the little cabin, alert for any movement
there.

As the Panther watched, the door of
the cabin swung open and a,man stepped
out into the twilight. He was roughly
dressed—in overalls of faded blue
tucked loosely into the tops of heavy
boots, and coarse shirt of washed-out
red. Although the Panther could not
at that distance distinguish the features
of the man on the porch, he knew him
for an old man. The beard that fell
upon his shirt front was a dull white
splotch in the dusk. As the old man
made his way to the woodpile in front
of the cabin, the Panther noted the stoop
of his squarc shoulders, the apparent
frailness of his entire body.

“Nothin’ to fear from that ol’ rat,”
exulted the Panther as he watched the
old man cut an armful of wood and,
with it, reenter the cabin. “I wonder
if he’s alone?”

The hidden man strained his ears for
sound of voices, for conversation within
the log walls. He heard only the clatter
of stove lids. Shortly a thin ghost of
wood smoke crept skyward from the
cabin chimney. Again the old man came
from the cabin door; this time he car-
ried a tin pail which he filled at the cold
stream.

“Nobody else in there,” decided the
Panther. “He’s alone.”

When the door again had closed upon
the old man, the lurker stepped out upon
the trail and headed for the cabin. He'd
get food there, something more satisfy-
ing than hardtack and chocolate and
that messy stuff in tins, Safe enough
to approach, too; an old man alone was
odds to his liking. The Panther walked
boldly enough—but in a pocket of his
coat one hand was closed upon the flat
gri&of his automatic.

ith eyes and ears alert—always cau-

tion !—the Panther drew near the cabin.

He was about to set faot upon the low

log step when from around a corner of
5
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had no time to place another shot; he
fired wildly, once. Then panic took
him. He turned and fled on desperate
feet toward a nearby clump of pines.
If he could only reach a tree and swing
himself up out of reach of the frenzied
beast— ’

With speed amazing in a creature of
such bulk the great bear closed upon
the fleeing man. The Panther reached
the shadows of the pines but a leap
ahead of her. Gathering all his strength
in one last desperate effort, he lunged
upward with hands clutching frantically
for hold upon a branch he had glimpsed
above his head.

That carpet of pine needles beneath
the trees was treacherous footing. The
Panther slipped as he leaped. His fing-
ers merely brushed the branch and he
came down floundering, gibbering aloud
in the extremity of his terror. Above
him the great bear reared to attack, eyes
blazing red fury, jaws dripping foam

HE sun was high overhead when

old Jeff Jackson opened his faded

and bewildered eyes. Either the
Panther had misjudged the force of his
blow or he did not know the timber of
which the old man was built—seasoned
oak, tough and all enduring. He stirred
where he lay upon the cabin floor, sat
up groaning, and rubbed his aching
head. After a while he managed to get
to his feet. The stove, the chairs, all
the familiar objects in the room were
spinning dizzily, and black nausea had
him in its grip. Staggering, he achieved
his bunk and sat weakly down.

“Gosh a'mighty, what's the matter
with me?”’ he mumbled thickly. “I
must’ve had a stroke.”

. It was a long time before he could
make his brain work at all. But when
his head cleared a little and he saw the
blankets he had spread so carefully on
rising that morning were now in dis-
array, a numbing thought struck him.
He reached for his bag of gold—could
not find it. He fumbled for it. It was
not there. Gone!

It was a hard blow for the old fellow.
He slumped back upon the bunk and
held his throbbing head between bony
hands and tried to think, to piece things
together. Gradually out of his mind
fog. emerged the conviction that his
guest of the night had struck him down

and robbed him, After a while he got
himself a drink of water and went out
into the sunlight,

Close by the woodpile the old bear
was fondling her whimpering cub, lick-
ing the wound upon its head. The old
man saw the jagged slash where the
Panther’s bullet had ripped along the
side of her jaw. Wondering, he drew
close. Hc spoke to the old bear kindly.
She growled surlily and turned toward
him a muzzle and front all spattered
with blood. He noticed the ax lying
close by upon the ground. Although
his head ached terrifically and his full
faculties had not yet returned, the old
man read aright the story revealed by
the wounded bears and that misplaced
ax. Patiently he set about searching
for some mark that would tell him the
direction in which the thief had gone.
Shortly he found blood spots on the
ground and browning grass blades, a
sanguinary trail that led away toward
the nearest clump of trees.

The old man found his guest among
the shadows of the pines where the old
bear had worked out her rage upon him.
One arm was mangled to a pulp.
cown the front and one side of his bat-
tered body the clothing was torn to
shreds. The man’s swarthy counten-
ance was set in lines of grim terror.

“Gosh a’'mighty!” exclaimed the old
man in a hushed and awestruck voice,
“The old lady raised p’ticular hell with
him, now didn’t she!”

A little way from the dead man old
Jeff found lying on the ground the sack
that had held his gold. He picked it up.
It was empty—slashed from mouth to
bottom by a ripping claw of the bear.
Flecks of yellow dust were scattered
wide among the brown pine needles.
The old man sighed. If he worked the
ground over carefully he could recover
part of that spilled gold, but he could
not hope to find it all. Machinery for
the Jackson Belle seemed a long way off.
He turned back toward the cabin, an old,
old man with dragging feet.

With eyes upon the ground the pros-
pector-took one forward step, another;
and then heé\halted, his attention caught
by a torn f ent of paper beneath his
feet. He picked it up. There was
{:rinting on it, but without his glasses

e could not make it out. More scraps
of paper scattered about caught his eye.
s



THE PANTHER STALKS

They had fallen, n&parently, from the
shredded pocket of the thief’s coat. The
old man gathered up all the pieces he
could find and carried them into the
cabin. There he put on his glasses and
spread them out on the table and began
to }\it the torn edges together. @
great wonder grew upon the
wrinkled face of old Jeff as he worked.
‘At the end of half an hour a sharp ex-
clamation broke from his lips. Again
he read-the amazing story unfolded by
that sheet of matched pieces on the
table before him. A soiled sheet from
which looked up at him the dark face of
the stranger- i bly the ingrate
who had strick him down. And in bold
black print were the words, “$2500
Reward!” Followed a description of
‘one James Fallon, alias The Panther,
wanted in San Francisco for burglary
and murder. The man had broken into
the home of a wealthy resident, stolen
a valuable necklace of matched pearls
and killed the butler who had caught
him in the act and tried to prevent his
escape, Twenty-five hundred dollars
would be paid for his capture, dead or
alive. A description of the necklace
was appended, together with the offer
by the owner of an additional reward
of like amount for its recovery and re-

turn.
The old man regarded the pictured
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face of the Panther curiously. “Huh,”
he grunted finally. “You must of been
mighty proud of thet job to carry this
here paper ‘round in your et.”

Almost in a daze of disbelief that
good fortune should thus come to him,
old Jeff caught up his burros and 'made
ready for his trip down to the nearest
settlement with that gruesome burden
that lay back under the trees. It was
not a pleasant task, that bundling of the
dead man in old ore sacking, but Jackson
set about it grimly. And as he worked
his hand encountered something curi-
ously like a small bag of beans in the
lining of the dead man’s coat. He:
ripped it out—a small chamois bag
sewed securely at the mouth. It was but
a moment’s work to cut the threads.
The old man's mouth opened but no
speech came when he saw what lay
within the tiny sack in his hands. Coiled
there like a shimmering snake nestled 2
lustrous necklace of pearls! Wordless,
old Jeff considered the gems: Then his
eyes turned towird the body of the
Panther, .

“Twenty-five hundred dollars for
you, dern your pesky hide!” he said
slowly. “An’ twenty-five hundred more
for these gimcracks soon’s I can get 'em
back to the one they was stole from!
Five—thousand—dollars! Good gosh
a'mighty—Hallelujah!”

REMINGTON REPEATING PISTOL

HIS firearm is one of the best examples of the influence of a successful feature on

subsequent invention.

The well known Remington rifle action, one of the simplest and safest ever made,

often called a double hammer action in that the breech block was operated like a hammer
while the true hammer in turn locked the block against any possible “blow back,”
was, in a modified form, used in a very novel but too delicate repeating pistol.

In the pistpl the double hammer idea was incorporated, except that both hammer
and block were pulled back at one time, a sijght lead of the true hammer releasing the
blocking hammer, while at the full backward swing the true hammer was caught by a
gear and the block allowed to snap back to closed position, to be, in turn, locked by the
fall of the true or firing hammer. The backward motion of the blocking hammer
operated the lifting carriage, taking cartridges from the tubular magazine under and
m evivith the barrel, its reverse motion forcing the cartridge into the chamber in

e X

These weapons leaked no gas at the breech, so the ammunition gave better results
than the same charges in revolvers. They were flat and comfortable to carry and
reasonably fast in operation, but very delicate and prone to give trouble. They were
made i but one caliber, an extra short .32 rim fire, with slight variations in barrel
length and consequent magazine capacity. They enjoyed but a limited popularity
in the late *70s and early 8os,

M. L. WEAVER. .
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back. Old Jean-Marie Alexander
cleared his withered throat, filling his
_pipe carefully.

“That is not good,” he declared sen-
tentiously. “There will come a red coat
and he will ask questions. Did any
man see?”

Lareau shrugged his shoulders care-
lessly, for he was thinking of other
things, More uneasy looks passed

- around ; something was certainly wrong -

with his brain! He was acting more
like a crazy white man than an Indian.
. Gradually Lareau’s mind cleared, for
the sudden association with his people
and the influence of their presence had
clouded his vision somewhat. Now the
great scheme reasserted itself and he re-
membered what he had meant to say.
With that remembraice the law of com-
pensation smote him again; he said his
thought in white fashion and not in the
way of the Crees, who do not blurt out
words and thoughts together.

“My Dbrothers, I have discovered
something. I do not call the factor
miy great father any longer. I have dis-
covered something.”

He flung back the blanket capote and
rose in all the glory of his outer rags and
inner vision. Blank silence dwelt
around him.

“My brothers, I have been a fool.
‘We have been fools like our fathers, be-
cause we trusted the great company.
This summer I heard white men talking
and they also said that we were fools.
They told how the Company cheated us.
We buy things by the skin, but white
men buy things by what they call dol-
lars. At the post I bought one cup of
flour for one skin. I was cheated. The
flour is not worth one skin.”

At this amazing statement there was
‘a general frown of perplexity. It was
true that the skin, a standard of value
primarily based on a beaver pelt, varied
considerably among different posts; but
this was a thing for white men to bother
about. To a Cree, a skin was a skin.
After a thoughtful pull at his pipe, old
Jean-Marie took up the rebuttal.

“I do not understand, Pete Lareau.
A cup of flour is worth one skin. In
the days of our fathers it was also
worth one skin. Long ago I have heard
that it was worth two skins, three skins.
I do not understand.”

It was the old cry of the red man who
had no prophet.

- skin.
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“But I will open your eyes, m
brothers!” flashed out the other, heed-
less of the nods drawn forth by the old
man’s speech. “We go to the post and
we trade for things. We pay two skins
for a pound of powder. We pay five
skins for a handkerchiei. These things
are not worth so much. The factor
buys them for, say, a skin each. He
cheats us!”

Jean-Marie waved his pipe with a
shake of the head. The others ex-
changed puzzled glances. Lareau’s
thought was too complex and involved.

“Qur fathers paid three skins for a
pound of powder, Pete Lareau. We
pay two skins. That is all I understand.
We must have powder. A skin is a
Our fathers paid three skins. We
pay two. The Company does not cheat
us.”

Sucking noisily at his pipe, the old
man relapsed into silence. The others
nodded.

“My brothers, a cup of sugar is worth
one skin.” Lareau licked his dry lips,
a little staggered by the finality of that
couiter argument. He made another
mistake in jumping abruptly from pow-
der to sugar. ‘“But what is this skin?
The white man says it is made-beaver.
He says a bullet represents a skin, a
beaver pelt. A mink or marten is not
worth a skin; a dark fox is worth many
skins. Explain this, Jean-Marie Alex-
ander!”

The old man shook his head.

“A skin is a skin, and a cup of sugar
is worth a skin. I do not understand
what you are saying. Our fathers had
many beaver and we have few, but a
skin is a skin.”

Lareau was not quite sure now that
he understood himself. He was losing
his grip on his vision. Abruptly he took
up another trend of thought.

“But the debt! My brothers, the
factor sells us things we do not want.
They make us go into debt for our out-
fit. When we come back we pay our
debt first, which is right. But always
we are in debt; every winter it is the
same.

“My brothers, the Great Spirit made
the animals for his red children. He
did not make them for the white men.
Yet we kill them and sell the skins to
the white men.”

Now indeed was he reaching the heart
of his vision, and it led him onward in

s
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2 swirling flarme of enthusiasm. He was
even beginning to understand it, and did
not heed the muttered word that passed
around the awed faces. He thought
that they were awed at his vision, fos
‘he' was out of focus. In reality they
were awed at him, on whose brain the
Great Spirit, Kisamunito, had laid a

er.

“Is this right, my brothers? What
does Kisamunito think when we take his
gifts and frade them to the Company?
It grieves him; his heart is sorrowful
because we do not keep them and use
thein as our fathers did, because we do
not follow the ways of our fathers. We
should take no more pelts to the Com-
pany for a winter, two winters: we
should keep them until "

Taxed beyond all self-control, old
Jean-Marie came to his feet with a snarl.

“Pete Lareau! Listen to me. I do
not know what you are talking about.
I know that if I need food or powder or
blankets, the Company gives me a dcht.
I know that unless I have powder [ can-
not kill a moose. I cannot get powcer
from the Great Spirit, I cannot take
a dark fox skin to Kisamunito and get
powder, blankets, food, for it. [ do
not understand.”

Two drops of white blood do not go
very far, or lust very long. Lareau saw
his vision torn into shreds on a sudlden:
he knew ahsolutely that it was a vision to
be followed. but under the concentrated
influence of the red men around him he
felt oddly perplexed and doubtful. He
could not carry his argument out tn its
logical conclusion, hecause red hload can
not do this. Yet he made a brave ef-
fort.

“Your eyes are darkened, Jean-Marie
Alexander! I say that the Company
cheats us as it cheated our fathers.
There are black tobacco posts where the
Company does not want our furs to go.
What we must do is to—see—to visit
these posts, to visit the post up-river
from the Company's post, and say that
—that no more pelts—that we——""

He came to a floundering stop as his
vision was rent down the wind of irre-
solution. He groped after it feebly in
the darkness and found it not. What
was it that his conquest over Jim Mc-
Bean had taught him—something about
the Company needing furs? What was
the great vision of all his people hold-
ing back their fars for a season, not
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trading on their debt, forcing the Com-
pany to—it was lost, lost! He couwld
not find the trail.

He stood there licking his lips, sweat
standing out on his face, swaying’ piti-
fully as he wrestled with himself and
struggled to make those two drops of
white bood rise again in clarity to his
brain. Bt his cousins were all around
him, concentrating their thought on him;
the influence of the many dominated and
drove back the two drops of white blood.

None the less he still groped after his
vision desperately, his features tight
drawn in agony. ~With a little grant of
disgust old jean-Marie Alexander step-
ped into the outer darkness, not forget--
ting to fll his pipe from Lareau’s to-
bacco before he went. After him
passed the others one by one, compas-
sionately pitying this straight gazing
hunter on whose hrain Kisamunito had
haid a finger. But Larcau did rot know
they had gone.

He was fighting, fighting with all his
soul for the vision which had gone from
him, staring with unsecing eyes at his
tent.  What was it?  How were his
peupie to force the Company to do right,
as he had forced McBean to take his
thamb from the cup? Little by little
he picked up the trail. now that he was
alone and unhindered. He remembered
the thumb in the cup, he remembered
the blanket capote, he remembered the
whirlwind of exultation that had settled
upon him when the factor was beaten.
Finally his clenched fingers relaxed, his
head came up, and he glanced around

_him in confident peise, for his vision

had returned to him.

Then he saw that he was alone, aban-
doned.

In stubborn determination he stepped
to the tent door. resolved to force the
thing through. He paused suddenly,
catching a faint muttered whisper that
munnured among the lodges—"Kisa-
munito has touched the brain of Pete
Lareau!”

It was the voice of his people, and it
smote his heart with coldness and empti-
ness. He felt as though a force had
suddenly gone out of him. After all,
had his reasoning been good? His peo-
ple had not umderstood. They called
him crazy, and perhaps he had been
crazy.  Surely the (?:eat Spirit had
smitten him when he killed Jim Mc-
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him!

Standing therc and looking up at the
stars, all the greatness of his vision
waned and sank away to some far depth
beyond his ken. Al about him were the
hills, the stars, the tumbling waters rose
up ‘from the river and sang the two
dreps of white blood into peace. Once
more he thought with the red man’s
mind; his thought was that beyond the
sentence of these his own people there
was no appeal. A white man would
have spurned these folk who deemed
him and would have taken his
vision to others through the length of
the land; but Lareau was an Indian.

In the silence of the night_the stars
told him that a red coat was coming—
somewhere, sometime, yet coming as
certainly as the snows were coming.
He left the tent standing as it was.
Dumbly he put the packs on the dogs,
picked up his rifle, donned his capote
with its two spots of blood, and weut
forth into the night.

1T

MAN was tramping through the
silences of the hills—a white man
with fur hood and fur trimmed
ka, a revolver belt around his waist.

e had six dogs and a sled laden with
provisions. For two months he had
been getting deeper into the silences,
while behind him had spread apprehen-
sion and fear and wonder. Before him
had gone a whisper after the manner of
the hills—a slow wisp of smoke fading
into the sky. Pete Lareau had caught
that message and had fled. He was a
‘Cree, and following him was the Law.

Behind Lareau was all the dumb force
of his people’s thought. The scattered
hunters talked of him, the men who
<came in for the Christmas trading talked
of him, the girls and squaws talked of
him, They wished him wel! because he
was a Cree of their own blood. They
did not understand why the Great Spirit
had touched his brain, but they sent out
their thoughts to him, and Lareau felt
the impulse to flee again.

‘His vision had departed from him ut-
terly, and he knew only that smoke
wisps told of snowshoes upon his trail.
It was only one man with six dogs, but
the fur trimmed parka stood. for re-
lentless, implacable justice. Traditions,
old tales, fearsome stories of what other
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Bean—had marked up a debt against--

men in such parkas had accomplished—
these drove Lareau to flee onward into
the silences of the hills,

Once or twice at odd times of night, it
occurred to him to kill the man who fol-
lowed, to kill the others 'who would
come, to flee hence into the north and
find new lands where there was no law.
This was when his two drops of white
blood would rise faintly and feebly, Out
in the sunlight and the snowglare it was
different. His Cree blood told him that
the Great Spirit had marked up a debt
of life against him; it was marked up in
those two flecks of blood upon his ca-
pote.

He tried to cover the trail and fled
cnward, for wolves following an old
caribon trail will go off upon newer scent
cf a fresher kill. But there had been no
elusion. His food was gone, and thirty-
thirty bullets do not kill rabbits in such
a way as to leave much for food. There
was no time for trapping, wolves had
driven the caribou to the east, and La-
reau faced facts. Also, there were his
dogs.

The law of compensation, which is
really far better understood hy Indians
than by white men, is the most irresis-
tible thing in the northland—even more
so than the mail or the law, those two
terrible facts which are merciless. It
works in queer ways. In the case of
Lareau it worked through the dogs.
They had come with him to the post,
a valuable asset; that same night they
had left the post with him, having had
no rest to speak of.

There were seven left—gaunt, half
famished things, still bearing the
shrunken packs. Now there was no
food left to give them, yet they were
absolutely essential to their master’s well
being. His white blood told Lareau
that he might eat these dogs, but his
Cree blood warned him off. He fought
out the question in his camp in the gully
between two hills.

What should he do? Gradually he
felt a cold hand tightening on his heart.
He realized that he could not shake off
the law, that his only hope lay in meeting
it and overcoming it, yet it was some-
thing which his larger nature shrank
from. While he hung wavering in the
balance, the dogs swirled into a fight.
Instantly his hand went out to his whip
and he was among them—but he did not
strike. He merely kicked them apart
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number of things. A good deal of the
Palace brand of poison had oozed from
his skin during the bot night, or had
been dissipated through the process of
respiration.

After trying to alleviate a sensation
of inward drouth at the pail of brack-
ish water, and awaking a feeling of ex-
trerge nausea, the Kid decided that he
certainly was in bad. In the light of a
saner consideration, he was now ready
to admit that his conduct of the night
before had been lacking in diplomatic
finesse. If instead of hitting the Irish-
man he had simply poisoned him with a
few more drinks of Palace whisky. he
could see now that he would have
silenced the fellow’s too fluent tongue,
equally effectively, and at the same time
maintained his own frecdom of action.
Freedom of action in a six-by-cight cell
was a limited affair at best. And all at
once, because he couldn’t have it, free-
dom of action appeared a very desirable
thing to the Kid. He wanted to mount
his mustang and ride out where a ciga: -
ette would taste cool. He wanted—uwveli,
all sorts of things he had never known
the full value of before. He swore and
sat down on the cot after kicking the
backless stool.

Over his breakfast of bread and black
coffee he ruminated some niore. The
worst of it all was, he was not one of
the regular Socorro crowd and hence
had no license to break Socorro laws.
Therefore they’d make an example of
him. They'd take him before a justice
and fine him good and plenty. If he
only had some money he’d pay their old
‘fine, but the maney he had made with
the Short Hom outfit had gone in buy-
ing forgetfulness of the vicissitudes of
that job.

And all at once the Kid caught his
breath. There was that Texas affair—
the florid-faced. sandy haired man the
Kid had shot. In that episode he had
not exercised. the control he had ex-
hibited last night. He had used the
other end of the gun in its intended
fashion, and after that he had fled across
the border into Mexico, on the run. If
word of it had drifted out here, they
might even try him for murder! They
might hang him. The bread turned
pasty in his mouth. His head n to
ache. He lifted his voice and yelled
like a wild beast in a cage for the sheer
physical relief of the act.

Still thoughts of the Short Horn job
induced others. Hc turned them over
while he smoked a cigarette. After it
had gone out for lack of attention, he
grinned. There was a man who, if he
so elected, could get him out of this
hole and do it quick. His name was
Carson and he had been buyer and drive
boss for the Short Horn people when
the Kid joined them at Chihuahua the
previous winter. After the drive Car-
son had gone over to the San Mateo
Cattle Company and was with them
now. Glenn fancied Carson had always
liked him and wouldn’t be above lending
a helping hand. If he could get word to
him it might be arranged. He nodded,
got up, began yelling again and kicking
on the door. He had a definite purpose
in creating a good deal of a row.

Presently that purpose was fulfilled.
The jailer arrived with a suggestion that
the Kid stop that noise.

Having gained the other’s presence,
the Kid obligiagly complied. “Say,”
he suggested, grinning, “seems to me [
seen Charlie Edwards in town, old hoss.
Cain't you all git him to come 'round
heah ?"”

“I dunno.” the jailer considered.
“What was you wantin’ with Charlie?”

“I wanta git word to a friend of
mine,” the Kid made frank explana-
tion. “I don’t belong on this range no
way. You all git Charlic an’ I shore
will be obliged.”

“Well—maybe,” the jailer conceded.
“On’y don’t you-all make any more
noise.”

“Shore,” the Kid assented and went
back to his seat on the cot.

Later Edwards arrived. The Kid
had known him for some time. He stood
and gazed into the cell and fumbled his
hat. ~After a bit he nodded. “I was
comin’ anyway,” he affirmed; “on’y las’
night I set into a game. Kid. you shore
hev done it good an’ plenty. What
you-all goin' to do now ?”

“I ain’t goin’ to do nothin’, Charlie,”
said the Kid. “I reckon you're goin’ to
do it, old hoss. They'll be puttin’ me to
work on the rock pile less’en you-all kin
git me out’en this. I ain’t got nothin’
to pay a fine. I'm broke. Looks like
they had me both ways from the jack.
But jus’ you listen to me.”

“All right,” Charlie agreed. “I'm
listenin’. Git it offen your chest.
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RIDIN’ THE LOWER LINE

tent. Carson’s headquarters at Texas
Springs were miles to the north. The
Kid rarely saw anyone from there un-
less he needed provisions, or some order
was sent out to him. In those days Kid
Glenn lived the simple life. ’

And he did his work well. Not only
did he feel an obligation to Carson, but
he knew very well that Carson could
measure his movements from the Texas
Springs ranch-house, through what the
Kid demominated as “them bi-norculars
of his'n.” It was in such fashion that
he referred to a pair of high powered
field glasses which Carson always car-
ried with him and through which he was
in the habit of inspecting the condition
of affairs in the valley and the daily
drift of the herds. The glasses gave
‘Glenn a sense of being under his em-
ployer’s eye, though it is to be doubted
1f he would have acted differently than
he did had they not entered the equation
at all. In those days of ready friendship
or hatred, men were usually friend or
foe to the end. It is therefore probable
that the Kid would have been just as
loyal to the man who had paid him out
of the Socorro jail. Be that as it may,
they saved Carson many a mile of riding
—and then took him on a wholly use-
less journey.

Because there came a day when,
sweeping the plain with their lenses, he
failed to pick up the spot which should
be the Kid riding west in the afternoon.

There had been a clockwork regu-
larity about Glenn’s schedule. Hence,
when the glasses failed to show man or
pony, Carson began a systematic survey
of the plain.

As always in the afternoon the herds
were drifting far south and close to the
lower line. So much Carson saw and
then began to follow back along the
Kid’s route from Perdicita, expecting
to see his man appear. Instead he picked
up three horsemen riding in from the
south. A vague uneasiness filled his
mind. The riders were approaching
with the easy yet rapid gait of men to
the saddle born, although even the pow-
erful glasses failed to reveal their iden-
tity. Once more Carson searched for
the Kid and finally found him, just
leaving the concealment of the hills at
the canyon mouth and riding in such a
way as to intercept the other riders’
course, Apparently he was in no hurry,
merely letting his pony amble along.
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Little by little the three men and the
single rider approached. Presently -Car-
son saw the three stop and, in a moment,
the flirting of a handkerchief. It was
the plainsmen’s signal of peace. In
those days when men went armed with
six-guns and suspicion, others meeting
them declared their state of mind before
coming into range. . -

The Kid evidently accepted the token
at face value, because he rode up to-the
group and stopped. . .

But from a quiet beginning the drift
of conversation appeared to take on a
more serious tone. Carson saw -the
strange riders gesticulaté and point,
while the Kid sat seemingly unmoved.
In the end the three put spurs to their
mounts and galloped off toward Per-
dicita. The Kid rode slowly westward
again with an occasional backward
glance. :

After a time the riders were lost to
sight behind the point of hills from back
of which Glenn had emerged. -The Kid
stopped, stared at the spot where they
had vanished, and then glanced at the
sun. Abruptly he wheeled his horse and
started back along his own track at a
lope. Patently to the watcher Glenn
had made up his mind as to some sort of
action.

Carson frowned. More and more as
he watched he had become filled with
uneasy speculation. Riders along the
lower line other than San Mateo cow-
boys usually meant trouble. For some
time the rustlers had been quiet, too,
which seemed an ominous sign. Further-
more, the horse of one of the three men
had tallied fairly well, in so far as he
had been able to determine, with the
description of the mount of a noted
rustler and outlaw, one Curly Jake, a
halfbreed ruffian of the worst frontier

pe.
t{A noted cattle thief, the man plied hi.s
calling in the open because of his evil
reputation and the fact that no one with
sufficient temerity to attempt the ending
of his career, had been found. He had
made the San Mateo people much trou-
ble, running their cattle away in bunches
and openly laughing at their attempts to
prevent his raids. The outlaw had a
band of companions similar to himself,
and, like wolves, they generally hunted
in pack. It was suspected, if not actu-
ally known, that Curly Jake knew the
fate of more than one rider of the lower
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“Campfire,” Jack Rhodes breathed be-
side him. “Wall—thet settles it. They’re
thar. Thar’s a spring up thisaway as I
remember. Looks like they’d camped
beside it. But whar in hell’s the Kid?”

“Dunno,” said Carson. ‘“Anyway,
thet fire’s jus' beyond the next turn.
Come on an’ le’s have a look.” N
. He moved forward and his compan-
ions. followed to a point where a rocky
shoulder macked an angle in the canyon.
There they once more paused and
hugged its shadow and peered around
it—at a.camp fire with three men seated
about it in the midst-of a little boulder
strewn flat, The firelight flickered upon
them, and showed in its sheen upon body
and bridle and saddle where, a little
spac; back from the fire, their horses
stood. -

“That’s them,” Carson wﬁispend.'

“That’s the hoss I seen.”

“Yep, an’ one of them hombres is
Curly Jake,” Rhodes added. “I seen
the jasper once. Well, I reckon thet
settles it. Ef the Kid come up with
’em, I reckon they got him.” .

“I dunno,” said Carson, studying the
scene before him.

““Nuther do I for sartin, of co’se,”
said Rhodes. “It jus’ seems likely.
Wall, what do we do now ; jump ’em an’
shoot it out—or quit?”

“Wait,” Carson admonished. “I ain’t
so shore but what the Kid may be up
somewhar hereabouts jus’ the same.
Him leavin’ his hoss an’ trailin’ ’em on

foot like he done, looks like he’d knowed

jus’ about “what he was up against.

Ma;

l-¥e bit off his words and strained for-
ward staring as, from out of the dark-
ness beyond the circle of firelight, there
came a shouted challenge.

“Hi, you coyotes! Grab your guns!”

“The—Kid!” Jack Rhodes mouthed.

Then tragedy stalked upon the scene.
Things happened swiftly after that
warning shout. The three outlaws by
the fire seized their weapons and sprang
erect, firing in the direction from which
it had come. Yellow spurts of flame
flashed from their guns, And out of the
night beyond them, came other, answer-
ing stabs of flame. 7 .

Pop! Pop, pop! Pop, pop, pop!” the
sounds of the firing came to the watch-
ers’ ears, caught up, magnified, flung
back in heavy reverberations from the
canyon walls,
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Then one of the men by the fire was
sagging, was bending at the knees, was
sinking down as one suddenly very tired.
And one of them plunged face down-.
ward in the way a man falls when death
overtakes him on his feet. The last of
them was kneeling, still firing, but
weaving drunkenly as he knelt, until he
swayed quite over and sprawled upon
his side. Next Kid Glenn was striding
into the circle of the firelight, was bend-
ing in its flicker apparently to'inspect—
the crown of his Stetson hat; °

I, KID! Kid Glenn!” Carson
was bawling, running toward
him, his companions at his heels.

“Hullo, yerself. That you, Mistah
Kit?” Glen straightened, turned
toward Carson’s voice at the sound of
his approach.

“Yep.” The ranch boss strode into
the firelight, bent and inspected 'one of
the three examples of Kid Glenn's
markmanship, then turned to where the
Kid was standing. ‘“Been havin’ a lee-
tle trouble ?”

“Well, yes, a leetle.” The Kid fum-
bled his hat.

Carson’s lips twitched grimly. “Know
who you got?” he demanded.

“Well, yes—I reckon. I ’low the
hombre you was lookin’ at jus’ now was
this heah Curly Jake I been hearir’ right
smart about,” Glenn said. ‘““The other
two, Jake called Johnson an' Red—
which, as applyin’ to the last, wasn’t his
moniker at all, seein’ as I knowed him
wunst, though I ain’t seen him fer quite
a spell. They was pardners of Jake’s
all right.”

“Just how did this play come up?”
Carson asked.

“Why, it was thisaway, Mistah Kit.”
The Kid replaced his hat. Briefly he

unted the meeting Carson had wit-
nessed through his glasses that after-
noon. “What do you all reckon them
coyotes wanted with me, Mistah Kit?”
he asked at last.

“Wanted you-all to throw in with 'em
most likely,” Carson suggested.

“You called it,” Glenn assented, nod-
ding. “They done 'lowed as how to-
night they was due to run a right smart
bunch of beef across the line. An’ they
guv me a invite. ’Lowed they’'d spht
with me ef I'd come in. But, lawsee, I
couldn’t see it, so I turned ’em down.”

“Why?” Carson queried sharply.
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“aift’t got any widow for you t’ collect
from if I was to lose.”

He slipped off his own pony and went
over to the horse. He seemed wholly
at ease, but he was acutely aware of
each glance that was bent upon him.
When one is badly wanted, even ng one
is ahead of the news, caution is desirable
—especially when honor likewise is at
stake. But nobody showed anything
but curiosity. Gunpowder had been
blindfolded, now, to be edged into the
stable. - Sonny stopped the two men who
were handling him. No more than half
a dozen words and he was granted a free
ride, with smothered grins at his ap-
parent confidence.

“Want y’
of the men at Gunpowder's head.

" “That one’s on tight,” said Sonny.
“Let ’er go!”

‘The men jumped back. Nothing hap-
pened. Sonny sat upon the most placid
of horses, one which gazed curiously
around at the men watching it. Sonny
puffed twice and then ran a caressing
hand under its mane. “A Ii'l action,
Gunpowder,” he suggested mildly.

 TITHOUT warning Gunpowder
exploded. He bucked and at
: the same time spun around like
a pinwheel. He made half a dozen mon-
-ster leaps, landing stiff-legged from
every jump. He whirled, and stopped
short with a jerk. He plunged full
speed for the opposite side of the cor-
ral, and five yards from the fence dug
his hoofs into the ground and slid. His
object was to shoot Sonny over his head
either above or into the corral fence. He
failed. Sonny stuck like a leech, and to
add insult to injury, slapped Gunpow-
der’s flank with the palm of his hand.
- Gunpowder shook himself, walked de-
-liberately to the center of the corral
again, and without warning became a
veritable tornado. He bucked, he
plunged, and in the middle of a plunge
he bucked in. He fought like a
demon, desperately, fiercely, infuriat-
edly. For a good three minutes not one
of the onlookers saw Gunpowder as
anything but a whirlwind of horse in
the middle of a cloud of dust. Buck
-after buck, jumping with his back
arched—everything in the line of plain
and fancy devilishness that long experi-
ence could suggest were exhibited in
‘guick succession. -

own saddle?”’ queried one-
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And daylight had not yet appeared be-
tween Sonny and his saddle.

Gunpowder was panting, now. A very
few minutes of such battling as he had
been doing will wear out any horse. He
began to gasp a little. Sonny touched
him with the spur. Gunpowder seemed
to go mad with rage and determination,
bucking, plunging—everything the mind
of a horse has yet conceived in the way
of wickedness. Suddenly he plunged
for the fence. Sonny lifted his right
leg to avoid being scraped off, but in-
stead the black and white horse flung
himself down and rolled up flat to the
fence. It was deliberate and it was dev-
ilish, an attempt to crush the man
against fence or earth with Gunpow-
der’s full weight.

Sonny jumped just in time, but he
had to make it across Gunpowder’s up-
turned belly to escape. He sprawled on
the ground, and when he got up there
was a nasty cut on his forehead from a
plunging hoof.

“Hold on, there!” he snapped. Men
were running with lariats, and one or
two with poles. “I'm tendin’ to this
here.”

As Gunpowder struggled to his feet
again Sonny leaped upon him, and his
face was no longer pleasant, but defin-
itely grim and determined. Now he was
not content to let Gunpowder wear him-,
self out. He fought the animal with
cold determination.

“Naughty 1i’l son of a gun,” he said
grimly when the bucks had lost their
first energy. “A 1i’'l more action, Gun-
powder."”

He touched his spurs in. The horse
was galvanized into a fresh and frantic
outburst. When he slackened Sonny
spurred him again. And again and
again he forced the wearying animal to
battle until at last horseflesh could stand
no more. '

Gunpowder was defeated. He stcod
with hanging head, exhausted and
beaten, and Sonny slipped rather stiffly
from the saddle and went around to his
head.

“Dawggone!” he said admiringly.
“Gunpowder ain't no name for you.
You're Dynamite from now on, an’ say-
eth no.man to the contrary. Who owns
this critter? I’m aimin’ to buy him.”

There had been one man watching,
standing apart from the others. Pfe
came forward now, and Sonny saw a
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Wad Banshay grew up in a school of
which he was proud.. He'd cut his own
eye teeth, helped by life’s lessons.

Few knew that when the Bad Launds

. & Rattlesnake Butte Railroad went
through it was the making of old Paper
Wad. Nesters had gathered small
bunches of cattle on limited ures
through the broken country. Four or
five big ranches had their beef on the

. adjacent prairies, and Paper Wad had
been an ambitious cowboy. He knew

_cows and trails, and he soon made the
acquaintance of the construction gang
comtractor, who needed meat—and the
rest was easy.

. When ‘the railroad was finished,
Paper Wad had $15,000; and a lot of
homesteaders were looking for steers
lost in the buffalo bushes and coulees,
while some ranch owners were wonder-
“ing what in blazes and who in thunder

-and where in time a lot of their choice
stock had vanished to? The answer
was that Banshay had taken his first big
exception to an old adage, that honesty
is the best policy.

-Since that time Banshay had been
buying acres, adding much to his posses-
sions, He was rated away up in the
wheat country as regarded financial re-
sources which was all the reputation he
considered to be important. His neigh-
bors wondered at his ability to pick
hired hands he could use in his own way.
He kept his secret of feeding them so
well. He wanted no competition that

way.

%he taper off at hand, Banshay took
.three mien in his automobile for a three
hours’ ride in the tart evening. Heated
b“y the day’s work, chilled in the frost,
(ill clad and tired out, the hands found
themselves away yonder where they
were unfamiliar with the lay of the land.

“Well, boys,” Banshay remarked gen-
ially, “here we be! A" good place for

u! Here’s your luggage; run along!
Il be with you immedtately. Right up
the path there. Tell Boxer I'm coming
in a minute !”

Another job for them—a fine man,
this farmer! The three walked to the
house with the bright lights, and as they
trampled on the front porch, they heard
Banshaiy's car start and roll away. They
stood in doubt, as dogs came tearing
around the house, raising a-hillabaloo.
When the door opened, an ugly old man
with a shotgun snarled at them, ordered
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" the three to begone, would listen to-mno

word ; and the men, fighting off the dogs
with their suitcases realized for the first
time that they had been bilked out of
about $400 wages.

Broke, inexperienced and in a strange
land—one from Massachusetts, one
from Ohio, and one from West Vir-
ginia, all young, strangers and not so
overly bright, they huddled together out
in the roadway dejected and defeated.
Just so life had always done to them.
But what could they do? They drifted
away together toward the south, hoping
for warmer weather.

Banshay returned home. Six hours’
auto driving to save $400—surely that’s
good business! No suspicion could at-
tach to him in the minds of his remain-
ing workers. They'd stay on, cleaning
up. The farm would be spick and span
by the time the last extra man was gone.
The regulars, in their cosey cottages
were in the know, anyhow. They'd say
not a word. They'd better not. Ban-
shay dealt harshly with blabbers; he
knew who to handle and how to manage.

In the following week, Banshay was a
busy man. Dropping hired men out in
the-country fifty or eighty miles away at
night, like baby kittens, is a job. He
was figuring that these fellows who own
their flivvers and come to hire out in
threes, fives, were spoiling his own busi-
ness. Time had been when he’d not
have hired any qne with even a bicycle
or motorcycle, for that kind need go
only around the first bend, when ordered
away. But he had two of these, now,
one with a fine motorcycle, and one with
a bicycle. He could give the bicycler his
wind up ride, well enough. He looked
the motorcycle over to see whether it
could be fastened onto the automobile
easily.

He decided it could, and so having
gotten rid of the threshing crew, and
seen Swede Landeune roll away with
the string of his power and threshing
outfit, Banshay had only the two riders
to dispose of. One was Frank Hayley
and the other Bike Crogen. Hayley
was a light youngster, with a clear blue
eye, who was always bragging about his
motorcycle. He claimed he could haul
a wagon with it, but no one ever took
him up. He had such a merry laugh
that Banshay regarded him with disgust
and ¢ . Surely a rascal who takes
life easy, while working %ke two men,
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wrong ; the farmer was a great believer
in thunches.

But new Paper Wad Banshay ‘had ac-
complished his object. He had beaten
the game of hired men who expected to
be paid as well as fed. At the same
time he wondered how it happened
young ‘Hayley had been ready to ride
away. The doubt, the question, kept
him awake a long timc. He arose to
look around the northern to the western
herizon a number of times. No red
glow was there to alarm him. At the
same time he was nervous.

In the morning his foreman Datch
Clobretch came to breakfast.

“How come the motorcycle feller sat
up, ready to roll away ?”” Banshay asked.

“Gh, him? Why some feller tele-

‘here, when you was gone. Dey
tol’ heem someding. He joost hung oop
when 1 come in. He didn’t say "wat dey
was wamtin’. He call de feller Bike,
dat’s all T know. He say tell dem feller
‘I'll come der.””

“Why didn't you grab the telephone,
you fool!”

*I was goin’ to, but dat Hayley have a
revolver, so I mind my own business,
Tike he said. So I went to bed by my
house. An’ he say keep away.” :

“He had a gun, you say?”’

“Yes by gally, a dom big gun, too!”

All that day Banshay looked over ‘his
shoulders at intervals, and he watched
the highway lane. The dust was lifting
in the hot northwest wind, swirling
down across the tall stubble. Paper
Wad figured on paper with a stub pen-
.cl. He had saved $1,533. That was
worth saving. Sure it was good busi-
ness! Who were hired hands, anyhow ?
None but the scruff and riffraff of vaga-
bond panhandlers. Why didn't they do
like Paper Wad and tumn a good trick,
make a good stake and settle down?
Bah! Weaklings, they made a man
sick! ‘Only Paper Wad knew how to
«=t anything out -of those lazy ‘hoboes.

That night Banshay slept no better
han he had the previous night. He was
more restless, walking the floor and
watching the upwind. The weather was
bad, dry and dusty. Banshay admitted
fear of only one thing in the world, and
that -was a prairie fire. On a night like
g;is he dﬂ.i‘d Q'Iimseﬁ %1‘ fool.. On

5,000 worth of ishable 1 8
he had only $5;000 msurm? 1 ;ye
started away -up there in the northwest,
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with that driving wind ‘whimpering and
whistling through the hollow tips of
those -cut wheat stalks—he shuddered -at
that weird song of lifeless throats.

Nothing is quite like the wail of wind
through wheat stubble pipes. “The sin-
gle stalk make a tiny hissing, but all the
stalks, vibrant as catgut strings of a fid-
dle and every .one whistling, give music
to the rolling lands which has its like in
forests of -pine, the humming of ‘tele-
phone wires and fall of sleet on strain-
ing trees, giving forth such a warning
and -wailing refrain as brings the care-
free to their toes in joy, and makes the
guilty cringe. .

Paper Wad went for his shotgun. He
loaded it first with black powder, then
with a ball of dry newspaper and finally
with shot, topped with another paper
wad. The muzzle loader was his talis-
man. He had stolen it when a boy and
saved it all his years. He called 1t his
good luck, believing when he should
lose it he would be rwined. Neverthe-
less, he was ashamed of it, keeping it
usually in his own closet, out of sight.
He could depend on his six-gun when
dropping hired men where they whined
like kittens. But at night he needed a
shotgun, should he see some prowler
coming around for chickens or pay.

“I'd kill anybody if he came stealing
from me!” Banshay growled. “I'd be
justified—any jury’d justify me. They
couldn’t prove nothing, and I'm reliable.
Any judge'd believe me. I'm a leading,
important citizen. I'm rich. I'm a
thrifty, saving benefit to the county, get-
ting rich. Who'd .ever have developed
this farm the way I have, but for me?
Yes, sir, all they'd done was spend their
money, if T paid them. That's all.
keep ‘it where it's useful, to he lent
around, and so-on. If it wa'n’t for us
rich citizens, what'd become of the coun-
try, anyhow? But 1 wonder—"

His eyes looked across the dry stub-
ble. Never in his life had he been so
worried. He had a hunch. He was
afraid of this batch of hired men, that
they might .come back, somehow. The
departure of that blamed Hayley had
been ominous. The scoundrel‘hada gun,
and hadn't used it, or even showed it!

“Why didn't he? He'd ought to made
a ‘play, if he'd ‘been 2 man.” Banshay
bliriked, sorry e “hadnit ‘known about
that gun. What could be mose suspi-
cious'than a man packing a gun and mot
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using it? The night was long. No one
came to verify the hunch. In the-morn-
ing, Banshay went over to look at his
hog pasture. They were sure wonder-
ful, his porkers, showing what a man
can do if he wants to be thrifty and sav-
ing.

. Then Paper Wad decided his hunch
was a false alarm. He felt that prob-
ably he had been working to hard, fig-
uring and planning, conducting the
enormously intricate business of the
farm and getting rid of the trash help
without trouble, peaceably. He decided
to run downtown to take up his note the
next day. That'd round out the season
beautifully ; and then he would eat some
ice cream, probably buy a café dinner,
and so on.

He started for town, as planned. As
he turned into the county road he saw
ahead of him a strange spectacle. This
was an old buckboard, with three seats
holding seven men. In the hills was a
motorcycle, pounding along, stirring up
the dust. Banshay s%oppcd his car. The
outfit was an apparition. He blinked at
the men. As they came up to him, he
recognized every face. Eight of his
hired men had come back!

He knew them, but somehow they
looked different. They were older. They
had a sort of nonchalant expression.
They looked at him level eyed and with
cool insistence. Before those sharp, di-
rect stares he found himself glancing
from side to side, finally turning to
Frank Hayley, who was proving to all
the world his incredible boast that his
single tracker would haul half a ton
over a dirt rcad with much loose dust
in it.

Hayley was in fact as well as in spirit
leading this bunch along the highway.
The eyes of his companions reflected his
own cheery good humor. Hayley smiled
easily. He was right glad to see the old
wheat and hog farmer, and he was very
polite. He showed a proper deference
to the big fellow. He waited for Ban-
shay to speak.

Banshay looked till he saw that among"

the seven on the old buckboard was Bike
Crogen. Theg)iéycle ruin was tied on
behind, too- -~ Sight of this rider made
him mad. That scoundrel of a weaklin
had come back, had he? Did he thinl
Banshay was afraid of him? What
did these blamed fools mean, making
)

themselves ridiculous in:an outfit like
that ?- o

Banshay looked more closely. He saw
that cach of the seven men had a match
or two in his hand, and when they
weren’t looking impudently at Banshay,
they were gazing at the matches. About
all of them smoked—that didn’t mean.
anything. Banshay let in his gears with
a crash to head on his way, angry to
think he had actually stopped at sight of
those scarecrows. They didn’t' amount
to anything. If they had any brains,
they would have stopped in fown and
been laughed at, telling their. stories to-
the authorities.” But probably the fools
were bright enough to know it wasn’t
any use for no-accounts to complain
against leading citizens, not anywheres
in that region, anyhow, where farmers
stood by one another.

Banshay went into town. He started
for the bank, but turned to have ‘some
ice cream, first. It didn't tastegood.
He drank some soda, and this was aw-
ful stuff. He bought some candy, and
nearly broke his teeth on it. He won-
dered what those hired men were doing
now.

He headed for home, and he found
the motorcycle and the buckboard be-
side the road. The eight hired men
were all smoking. That made Banshay
angrier yet. He would stand for no
such jeopardizing of his property. He
wondered what they meant, stopping
there at his lane end? “Hey, you!” he

“shouted, stopping short on screamin

brakes, “you be mighty damn’ carel
how you throw them cigarette stubs
around !”

“You bet!” the eight replied quietly.

Banshay caught his breath, as his
hand went into the side of the car out
of sight. Not one of the eight made a
move. Every boy just looked at him.
He“iad thought, believed, and hoped
they were weaklings. Now he knew
better. He wondered if they could be
college boys earning money to 50
through courses in universities? Or
perhaps they were runaway sons of in-
fluential wealthy people who had just
started off to see the country and find
experience. Well, they had experience
all right. But if they were crooks they
might be dangerous. They must be a
regular gang, who had a meeting place..
1f they were crooks they wouldn't have
any respect for the law, one could ‘be
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swwe. He would have to be cautious.

_Banshay depended on the law to pre-
tect lim agaimst viotence. The menace

of these cool, grim boys was bleak. The

shrewd farmer blinked. He reflected
there was nothing eriminal in not pay-
ing hired hands. That wasn’t anything
bat a civil matter, for the action of a
jury of handpicked talesmen, good fel-
lows who liked their $3 a day, and who
knew how teo stand in with leading, in-
fluential citizens. It wasn't larceny, it
wasn’t any form of stealing not to pay
hired men on farms. It wasn’t even z
misdemeanor ; but if these fellows were
crocks, they mght do something really
crien :

inal.

“Well, what do you fellows think
you’re going to do?” Banshay de-
manded, truculently.

The eight flipped their burning cigar-
ette stubs into the road dust, where they
smoked, glowing in the wind. Banshay,
who always rubbed out every dead
match end in his horny palms, who had
caps on all his pipes, and ground every
spark into the bare earth, shuddered as
he glared at that debonair carelessness
in a time of prairie country drought. At
the same time his fearful glance ran
along the line of the eight hired men he
had dropped unpaid and far frem his
farm. There they were, come back like
old cats, mstead of staying lost like kit-
tens. And each ene drew a match from
his pocket and squinted over the safety
heads with reflective aim in the direction
of straw-stacks, granaries, barns and
other buildings down there in the forks
between Kiowa slonghs and Thief
Creek.

“Do you think F'nr going to have any-
thing to do with yoa?’ Bamshay de-
manded with shrill anxiety and bravado.

“Yes, sir, I think you are,” the hired
hand named Hayley replizd.

““What do you mean?”

“I mean I think you are going to pay
us,” Hayley replied. “And you are go-
ing to pay each of us $300, now. You're
getting off cheap—if you pay in cash.”

“Three hundred dollars?’ shrieked
Banshay. “You he, for ’tis enly $145
your could claim on a civil suit, and I'd
beat you in that!”

“This is’t any civil suit in a fixed
rube court, Ms. Banshay,” the young
fellow rephied, his voice Tow. “You've
nmade us a lot of trouble. Yorr have tried
to cheat us out of our wages. Our bilt
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is $300 each, $2,400 for the lot of us.
That’s all—and it's a cheap price fer
having had us to save your wheat crop.”

Banshay b ¢ with cunning impa-
tienee. He was gathering his wits at
last for this returm of those he had
never expected to see agamn. His pre
5 t was serious. How could a
man pay these scoundrels and yet not

do.it?

“I'll all the sheriff!” he declared,
with angry hopefulness, his voice hard
tempered.

The eight for reply laughed lightly.
Hayley raised a match in his hand and
looked over the head at the buildings
down the lee of the tall, golden wheat
stubble.

A terrible fear struck the heart of
Banshay. He could pay $2,400 or
he could lose in flames what would
cost $30,000 to replace—and he had

+ scrimped on insurance. “I‘ve no mon

with me,” he grinned cunningly, “I'll
give ye checks ™

“Your name is no good on paper,”
Hayley replied bluntly. “You'd stop
payment, or the money’d be gone, none
on deposit. We'll take cash, and only
cash. You've time today to g&,to town
and draw it. And don’t you bring back
a sheriff's posse with you. Four of us
will be warting for you, and four will
be scattering, hidden up the wind. And
mind you, $300 for each of us, not ore
dollar less. We saved your wheat, and
we'll be paid the fair wages due us—
which is ;;oo each!”

Banshay drove back to town. He
glanced back anxiously over his shoul-
der fearing the hateful sight of lifting
yelfow smoke against the western sky.
He had never driven with such speeding
recklessness. Till he saw the bank ahead
he had thought to go to the sheriff to
bring out a great pesse, roundimg up
the scoundrels. But the arrest of four
he remembered in time would foose
four firebrands in that tall stubble,
which would burn like a powder trafn.
The scoundrels had him in their wild
rage, unless he could outwit therr with
strategy.

He obtained the momney, but drove
back to the edge of the Kpwa sloughs,
instead of along the roadway. He
crossed the grass hommocks to his
house, where he caught up his old cap
and powder shotgun, which he knew was:
welt loaded. Thern he dashed back acrass*
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crossed the sandbar into. the gravel bot-
tomed stillwater of Thief Creek; then
he leaped from his submerging car,
struggling across the stream to safety,
where he stood screaming and jumping
‘in safety, cursing and weeping, for the
fire was leaving only a bare, black waste
and foundations of his wooden build-
ings. He ran up the creek to the bridge.
The sheriff, seeing the big smoke, raced
“his posse, and met the farmer at his
farm lane head. The V-course of the
fire had begun right there.

“My hired men burned me out!” Ban-
shay screamed. “They fired my stub-
ble. They robbed me, and they fired m
stubble!" They deéstroyed my property !

‘“How come?” the sheriff asked, as
his eyes looked at the many tracks in the
roadway.
“I tell you, holdups robbed me !” Ban-
-ghay cried, “I had my money for paying
off, and they robbed me.

“Your hired men robbed you of the
pay ?” the sheriff asked, puzzled.

‘I meant four holdups did it!” Ban-
shay gasped, “I mis-spoke myself. I
tell you, they stopped me there, and they
held me up. They took my money.”

“Do you mean to say you intended to
pay your hired men?” the sheriff in-
quired.

“Did 1 intend to pay them?” Banshay
blinked. “Sure I did!”
© He drew his handkerchief, and a
posseman picked up a slip of memoran-
dum- book paper that fluttered away.
The posseman grinned as he read 1t,
having no respect for the farmer’s pri-
vate affairs.

“Sure he paid them,” the posseman
‘exclaimed, “here’s the receipt, signed by
that fellow Hayley. ‘Receipt in full for
total sum as agreed for harvesting the
wheat crop of the Banshay farm.’”

.. “Look here, Banshay!” the sheriff’s
voice was cold and hard, “you tell me
the truth. You drew your money to
pay the hired men, $2,400—the highest
‘wages ¥ou ever paid, if you ever paid
any. ou have your receipt for the
money there. Now you say you were
,_robbeg of the money? What's the an-

" “Say, Sheriff,” another of the posse-
men said, “here’s a wad of paper in the
road, blown from the barrel of a shot-

un. You can see the shot marks in -it.
But the wad from the powder is gone.
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There’s shot marks in the dust away up
the road, there. - You know the old muz-
zle loader Banshay always had?”

“You've been shooting at your hired
men, after you paid them, Banshay,” the
sheriff accused. “The powder fired the
newspaper wadding and it fell in the
wheat stubble beside the road. Look
and see ’f I'm right, boys, will you?”’

Wheat belt and prairie grown men,
the sheriff and his posse studied the
ground. - They read the signs. They
found where the fire had started, begin-
ning in a space the size of the hand at
the roadside. Here Banshay had plowed
and sowed ten feet over the highway
line to the edge of the wheel ruts. And
there, lying in the hollow of a wheel rut
made in the spring mud they found a
little round disk of black and gray
charred pulp paper. It had flamed in
the stubble, and started a flickering of
running fire tongues down the wind.:
The paper wad carbon remained in its
original shape. On the top of it, the
practiced eyes of the men could see the
very dents and sheen of lead shot, No.
t’s. The wad, fired by the black pow-
der, had started the fire, and nothing
else. They all knew Banshay’s oldtime
muzzle loading shotgun. He was even
nicknamed Paper Wad for his economy
and belief in that barrel packing.

“You did not drop your hired men far
enough away,” the sheriff suggested.
“They came back for your pay, Ban-
shay. I saw them myself coming through
town in an old wagon, drawn by a
motorcycle. They gave you~a receipt
for their wages. Here it is. Shall 1
bring them back to accuse you of shoot-
ing at them with your old shotgun, or
have you been satisfied now for the bad
name you've given this part of the coun-
try on account of your not paying your
hired men their wages? Speak up,
man!”
~ Banshay hunched up his shoulders
disconsolately. He stared shuddering
down the wide fan-spread of the fire
black his shotgun wad had started. His
beaked nose and protruding chin peck-
ing and jerking like the beak of an old
hawk caught in a trap. -

‘“We'll drop the case, SheriffI” Ban-
shay licked his lips, and then he shuffled
down his lane to where the ruins were
smoking in the sunset, as the wind be-
gan to go down in the day’s end.










THE BEE STING CURE

But there was a touch of concern in her
eyes. She waited on him almost ten-
derly. ~ She gave him an extra pat of
butter, an extra cup of coffee and his
T-bone smothered in mushrooms had
more lettuce and cress garnishing tucked
about it than he had ever enjoyed be-
fore. At the finish she gave him an ex-
tra large cut of cocoanut cream, his
favorite pie. -He forgot his fall and
went out of the place feeling better than
he had for months. As he drove home
he was conscious of a singularly warm
feeling about his heart toward the gen-
tle little waitress.

Arriving at his shack Jess found the
young Easterner awaiting him, the road-
ster in a sheltered nook behind the

shack. Jess prepared supper, glad for
companionship. “My name’s Conley,”
Jess offered. “Jess Conley.”

“And mine is Lake. Richard Lake.”

The young stranger offered his hand
and Jess shook it warmly, astonished at
the plump softness of the other's palm.
He wondered if he wrote insurance like
the Archie Harper of whom Mabel
talked.

Jess did not let company interfere
with his work. He kept on as usual,
branding calves, packing salt, snaking
wild steers into the strongly fenced pas-
ture, where they could be driven out
with the fall roundup. Sometimes Rich-
ard Lake rode with him. Within two
weeks the Easterner had acquired a coat

of tan. Jess noticed that he always car- .

ried the automatic pistol.

“Jest like a dude,” Jess grumbled.

“Prob’ly packs a gun for fear of In-
juns. Bet he’s skeered tuh pull the trig-
ger.”
Twice a week Jess saddled up after
supper and rode away to the Streators,
patiently, unsuccessfully striving to win
Mabel's love. Twice a week he pressed
her to marry him.

“I ain’t a-makin’ no two hundred dol-
I'rs a week,” he admitted, “but Mabel,
old man Tucker’ll sell me his old home
place soon’s I can pay the first thousand
doll'rs down. Then I—we—uh, could
make a good livin’. Kain’t yuh marry
me, Mabel? This fall, mebby ?”

“T don’t. know, Jess,” she would re-
ply. “Sometimes I feel that I love you,
and then at other times I—I don’t
know. How c:;mch (}i th?at thousand have
you got saved up, Jess?”’ A

“Not none,” he replied truthfully.

s

1y
“But I aim tuh begin—if—if you'll—"
“I can't say, Jess. I don’t know my-
self. I like men who can accomplish
big things,” Mabel declared. “Ranch- :
ing is such a pokey business. If I was.
a man I'd want to get out in the world .
and do big things, make thousands of

dollars.”

A lifetime at handling colts and mean
tempered horses had developed in Jess
the patience of Job. No horse was so
stubborn or willful that Jess Conley .
could not master -him without harsh-"
ess. Patiently, methodically he con-
quered one after another. He just out-
waited them, men said. But with Mabel
Jess thought the waiting never would
end. A horse usually showed some im-
provement from day to day, but Mabel
fluctuated alarmingly. One day she was
certain she loved him; the next she had"
a thousand doubts. Jess’ steady patience
was not thrilling—at least not to.Mabel
Streator. Mabel was piquant and vivid,
with a color that néeded no artificial
touch, a health and buoyancy that re-
%“i"’d no dieting or studied exercise.

he had heen the center of attraction

wherever she went. Mabel had gone
away to college, there she was ever in
the limelight. She went with the gayest
crowd. Many of her escapades would
have been the undoing of another girl,
but Mabel had a way of carrying off her
adventures with a dash and fling that
captivated everyone. Jess, who had
worshipped her from the days when
they went to the little country school to-
gether, was sick with jealousy every
time one of her city friends came out in
his big car. He began to wish that he,
too, owned an automobile. Such a de-
sire even eclipsed his aspiration for the
one thousand dollars with which to com-
mence the purchase of the old Tucker
rarich.
“I gotta get her sumthin’ that costs a
lot—a fine automobile er sumthin’,” Jess
decided on one of his agonizing trips
home. “I gotta get her sumthin’ she’s
never had, er never seen, er kain't get no
ways else.” His heart grew heavier.
“I gotta do sumthin’ big!”

NE day Jess returned from his
day’s ride and found Richard
Lake missing. A saddle and a
horse also were gone. - Jess, concerned
lest perhaps his guest had lost his way,
climbed - the hill above the shack and


















-THE BEE STING CURE

talk and walked boldly around the point
into the canyon. He had barely prog-
ressed a dozen steps when the sharp
report of the automatic echoed from the
rock walls and the deputy whirled, flung
up his hands and collapsed upon the
warm white sand.

¥ TONE peered through the rocks

at the still figure and drew back

abruptly. “He’s gone,” he said.

He removed his coat and mopped his

forehead with a handkerchief. “Hot
down here, isn’t it!” he exclaimed.

“I’l} get 'im out f'r yuh,” Jess blurted
suddenly. “One of yuh wait here an’
keep ’im from comin’ out this way. The
other'n of yuh, go back tuh the house
an’ climb on top the back way an’ watch
he doesn't slip off over the rim. Watch
an’ find what cave he’s in an’ keep 'im in
it, br shootin’. They’re so shallow he
kain’t go from one to the other in day-
light without yuh fellers seein’ 'im. I’ll
be back pretty pronto.”

Jess went back to the shack, got a
rope, caught up a horse and set off bare-

ck toward French Louie’s.

An hour passed before Jess returned.
He carried a hive of bees balanced care-
fully in front of him, the entrance
blocked with screening so none of the
bees could escape.

“Didja find which hole he's in?” he
inquired of the officer keeping watch
over the upper end of the canyon.

“Down there.” The deputy cautiously
pointed to a certain dark depression high
ori the face of the cliff. Jess and the
officer stood almost on the rim of the
canyon wall, but a bend in the face of
the cliff made it possible to see the cave
in which Lake was hiding.

Shouldering the hive, Jess left his
horse among the cedars and with the
rope in hand went on foot to a point
above the cave. Tying his rope about
the hive he lowered it over the edge.
When he had paid out most of the rope
he leaned cautiously over the rim to see
if the hive was over the right ledge. A
A shot sounded below and Jess’ hat went
spinning from his head and floated to
the canyon below. Jess jerked back, his
face white. But he had seen enough.
He let the hive drop. It broke open on
the ledge and the angry bees swarmed
out,

An agonized cry came from the cave.

Dispassi ly Jess yanked the hive

s ;
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up and let it fall until it dropped free of
the rope. o

“Throw yer gun down inta the wash,”
Jess shouted down. “Or I'll send down'
another Hive of my bee sting cure.” In.
his anxiety to see what was going on'
down below Jess leaned out again. The:
gangster’s automatic sent a leaden slug”
whizzing close to his head.  In return’
Jess rolled a large stone off the rim,.
then another. .o L

The gangster, driven to desperation:
by the stings of the bees left his hiding
place and began a frantic descent of the
canyon wall. - When he exposed him-
self Stone fired from the opposite side:
below.

“Throw down your gun,” the govern-
ment officer commanded.

The youthful mail bandit clung to the
cliff as if undecided which way to go.
He turned his white face upward.
There, he knew Jess awaited him. Be-
low was the officer, and at other points
men might be stationed. With a sud-
den cry he leaped from the wall, his
body turned sidewise in the air and he
crashed into a great willow tree that
grew at the foot of the bluff. Jess saw
Stone running across the canyon floor
toward the willow. He joined the other
deputy and together they led Jess’ horse
back down to the shack and went down
Gringo Creek toward the juncture of the
blind canyon.

They met Stone walking with the mail
bandit, half-blinded by the bees.

“He was a gay bird while he lasted,”
grunted Stone callously, “but he didn’t
fly far. He lit in that willow and landed
safe and sound.”

Jess looked inquiringly at Lake as
they trudged back toward the shack.
He felt a great pity for the youth. But
the young bandit returned his gaze with
a flash of hate.

“Yah, you dirty sneak,” Lake flared.
“You turned me in. I'll get you for
this.” He cursed Jess viciously. :

The officers handcuffed the youthful
gangster and put him in their car. The:
deputy sheriff took the wheel.

The government officer indicated the
roadster. “We'll just leave that car
here,” he stated decisively. “It’s a stolen
car, but it would cost more to return it
to New York than it is worth.” He
turned to Jess. “Just treat that car as
if you owned it. This man stole it—""he
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tween the color of old ashes,” he pointed
to his ash dump of the night before,
“and that rusty piece of ldmina.” .He
referred to a scrap of corrugated iron
by its common Mexican name. “They’re
anywhere from five inches to fourteen
long, with sometimes mebbe half a
pound of meat on 'em. They're good
eatin’, all right, if yuh can get it out of
4uh’re mind how they looked before yuh
went to fryin’ 'em. ~Besides bein’ ugly
bellied they got a head shaped like a rat-
tler, and their hide’s loose and dry and
_wrinklylike.  Yuh'd think they were
dead a week, sometimes, to see one lyin’
.in-the sun by a rock. But they’'re good
as chicken, pervidin’ yuh're memory
ain’t none too good.

“It’s a dark day for a pilgrim the first
time his grub runs out on the desert an’
he begins eyein’ the rocks for a chucka-
waller . to eat. I've seen camps with
chuckawaller bones scattered around like
herring bones. It's a Injun name, an’
there’s many a tribe lived on 'em, too.”

The old prospector delved into one of
the burro ¥acks and brought out a can-
vas bag of precious ore samples. He
exhibited with pride the flecks of gold
that showed in lﬁc broken rock.

“I've got a real good prospect hole,”
he stated modestly. “I'm on my way
out now. I can sell this property. But
if it hadn’t been for them chuckawallers
I'd never found it.”

He uncovered the skillet and, with &
fork turned the savory meat. He shook
the coffee pot and set it off the fire.
Then he tipped the skillet toward the ris-
ing sun and peered within. There
scemed to be a pair of nice fat catfish
sizzling in it, brown and tasty! The old
prospector held it back over the coals
and nodded solemnly.

“Yeah, if it badn’t been for them
chuckawallers,” he stated solemnly, “I'd
never found it. They pulled me
through.”

COWBOY OUTFITS

BIG cattle company in range par-
lance may properly be termed an
“outfit.” Too, if prospectors or a
camping party buy supplies and load
pack animals for a trip they are “out-
. getting together their outfit. A
urchin mounted on a shabby

burro for a joy-ride is a “comical look-
i’ outfit.” But to the cowboy his own
personal belongings which he uses as

WEST

tﬁhe tools of trade constitute his “out-
t.”

When you're considering the cowboy
outfit don’t include the clothes in his
war bag, or his hen skin bedding in its
canvas tarp, although each and severally
is an outfit, but confine the inspection to
his saddle, chaps, bridle, saddle blankets
and all the various appurtemances
thereto.

For instance here in one little section
of the Southwest I can point out several
different cow-dogs, each with a dis
tinctive outfit. Each thinks his outfit is
the pro;aar thing. For instance, there’s
Henry Reeves, who hails from Texas.
Henry uses bridle reins nearly an inch
in width; and when he dismounts he
drops one rein and leaves the other still
over the horse’s neck. His pony under-
stands and remains “tied to the ground”
until the loose rein is picked up. He
rides a double rig saddle and carries a
quirt and slicker. He also ties his half-
inch rope hard and fast to the saddle
horn and ropes with it that way until
it breaks off. His batwing chaps are
grain side out, and his spurs straight
shank, hand made, unmounted. His bit
is not fancy, but the headstall is good
and heavy. Henry is just as good a
cowhand as you'll find anywhere in the
world, and can hold his own in any con-
test you happen to name.

Then there’s Randy Miller. He is
typical of the opposite school. Randy
has worked mostly in California and
Arizona. His bridle reins are barely 2
quarter inch wide, tied together, and
with a long romal dangling. When he
dismounts he leaves the rein snubbed
back over the saddle horn, and his horse,
neck arched, waits there until the rein
is released. Randy rides a single cinch
saddle with small, rounded skirts. He
seldom has anything tied to it, and the
strings are short and often tied up alto-
gether out of the way. When he ropes
he uses a keen rawhide riata and takes
his dallies around the hom, freeing and
re-taking as long as needed to throw
the animal or lead it in. His claps are
the shotgun variety, flesh side out, with
a leather fringe down the outside. His
spurs are heavy and bent downward,
ringed and overlaid with silver. His
bit is silver mounted and there are con-
chas on the headstall, which is of a
very narrow but fine leather. Randy is
just as skilfull a cowpuncher ‘as Henry.
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" COME AND GET IT!

Only he has different ideas about his
outfit,

THE HACKAMORE
(Le J4quima)

EVER put a bit in a horse’s

mouth,” said one successful bronc
trainer, “until he’s plumb broke and will
neck-rein about as good with the hacka-
more as he’d.ort to with a bit. Then
he’ll never fight the bit and get hard
mouthed.

“Aw, you hackamore fellers!” grum-
bled another bronc trainer equally suc-
cessful. “Gimme a snaffle bit every time.
Get ’em reinin’ in half the time.”

The hackamore versus the bit has
been debated over and over in every
community of the cattle country. Each
side has its supporters and its advan-
tages. But the most successful bronc
handlers don’t stick to either one. They
use whichever seems to suit the particu-
lar disposition of the bronc they’re
working on.  Some horses that will
fight and fall back with the hackamore
will go all right with the bit, and the
reverse is true. The good horsemen
suit the gear to the horse.

But la jdquima, to give the hackamore
its original name, is as much the part
of every rider’s outfit as his bits. The
hard plaited rawhide noseband is a good
thing to handle wild horses with. Given
a hackamore, properly adjusted about a
bronc's nose, with good stout icheek
straps and brow band, with a soft mane
hair rope fitted on for reins and the
loose end as a drag rope, most any bronc
peeler can haul a raw bronc this way
and that, halt him when he stampedes,
and gradually wise him up to the fact
that when the rein comes against his
neck he must turn. After a few good
lessons the bit may be used in conjunc-
tion with the hackamore until the horse
becomes accustomed to the feel of it.

THE ROMAL

HERE is a little town down across

the line in Mexico where tourists
visit a white plastered adobe house, vine
shaded, that-sfands in the midst of a
squash patch. Attached to the house
is a thatched bower beneath the spread-
ing branches of cottonwood and alders
where labors a lean American. This
B
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artisan is blind in one eye, his. face is
scarred by a dozen desperate knife bat-
tles and gunfights, he limps and is to-
tally deaf. - All day he plaits rawhide
articles—bridles, relns, headstalls, hack-
amores, hondas, ladies’ purses, quirts,
whips, .riatas, watch fobs and ramales.
One Mexican is kept busy softening and
removing hair from rawhides while two
others work at cutting and trimiming the
strips for braiding. It is quite a busi-
ness. .
Few tourists buy a ramal. Few read-
ers know the word when they see it, for
the Americans have it “romal.” But
cowboys all over the cattle country use
romals. Whether it is one plaited by
the above mentioned American expert
on Mexican soil, or one made in a sad-
dle factory in Montana, or if it is merely
a piece of leather or a strand of rope
attached to the bridle reins, it is a romal.
For the romal is nothing but anelon-
gated quirt with none of the quirt’s
heaviness as to handle. - In Spanish the
word is spelled ramal and pronounced
“r-r-rah-mahl” with the accent on the
last syllable. E! ramal means literally
a branch road, a division or a ramifica-
tion. So, attached as it is by a loop to
the bridle reins, the ramal becomes but a
ramification of the rein, a handy addi-
tion that may be used as a quirt and
dropped from the hand without fear of
being lost, and one with which the for-
tunate possessor can larrup both sides
of a horse. And for ropers who “dally”™

‘instead of “tie” it serves to keep rein:

ends clear from entanglement in the
wraps of the riata about the saddle horn.

KACKS, HULLS, AND GELDING-
SMACKERS

HE above title embraces a few of

the pet cowboy names for a sad-
dle. " Aside from that the cow saddle is
often classified as a rimmy, three-quar-
ter and center fire according to the ar-
rangement of the cinchas. Then there’s
the Visalia, Ellensburg, Contest and a
dozen others referring to the shape of
the tree that forms the foundation for
that especial saddle. A cowpuncher’s
favorite kack may be built double rig-
ged on a Montana tree.

In some portions of the cow country
certain styles, due to long usage, have
become the standard, and an outsider
coming in with a different sort of sad-












