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THE WHITE CHEYENNE S

wildness in his youth, who had not
mulled the deeds of his boyhood over
during his middle age, and who had not
sat down in a few quiet moments be-
fore his end to scribble out or dictate
his memoirs.

Usually what he had to write about
was a string of sanctified lies. I mean,
facts which had become invested with
a ‘certain atmosphere” by frequent
tellings and retellings, until not even
the days which mothered the real events
could have recognized their progeny.
Careless little boyish remarks became
bearded orations in this process of time
and tender imagination; yawns became
sighs, and sighs became music, so to
speak.

To maintain the tradition, here am I
sitting in my library doing the very
same thing. Only, I think that I have
just a touch more of the historian about
me, and that, when some critical Diog-
enes hunts through my narrative for a
few honest facts, he will see a scatter-
ing here and there, not too completely
disguised.

To go back to the family conclave
in my infancy.

The library was such a room as would
fitly house the traditions of the Riviere-
Duchesnes. It was a lofty chamber
with dark woodwork and a gloomy red
carpet upon the floor. Upon the walls
appeared pictures of more or less cele-
brated ancestors—chiefly more, of
course. The first study to which the
youth of the Riviere-Duchesne family
was introduced was history—family
history. There was not a cousin, how-
ever distant, who, on appearing in that
library which was the sanctum of the
clan, could not instantly identify the
subjects of these smudgy old oil paint-
ings. Most of them were out of the
wig-and-lace period when the gentry all
wore high-arched eyebrows and had
hands which had never done a lick of
work except when the fingers were
wrapped around the hilt of a sword.

They had done some work, though—
that was to write about themselves:

“For the sake of -my dear children,
who have pressed me to commit to pa-
per the narrative of my life.”

A lot of pressing they needed! 1
know by my own example. Who could
keep me from turning out this history?
Only I am frank about admitting that I
hope its future abiding place will not
be in that musty Riviere-Duchesne
house, but in sundry public libraries—
the more, the better!

It was the solemn volumes of this
library which were sought and pored
over by my anxious relatives in an ef-
fort to identify other members of the
family who had been blond of hair and
gray of eye. All the rest were befit-
tingly dark of skin and dark of eye and
hair. What is so romantic as a black
eye and a white head ?

At last—1I think it was Uncle Renault
St. Omer Louvois, of the Duchesne
branch, you know—I think it was this
uncle who rushed out of the library as
fast as he could one midnight, with a
twenty-pound book under his arm. He
gathered my anxious father, half a
dozen more anxious cousins, and so
forth, around him.

Uncle Renny—though I never dared
to shorten his name so familiarly to his
face—declared that he had trailed the
secret to its hiding place. He straight-
way opened that volume and was in-

. stantly immersed in the details of how

a great-granduncle, or some such rela-
tive, had slipped from the straight and
very narrow matrimonial path of a
proper Riviere-Duchesne. Finding a
pretty Saxon in the County of Kent, he
had made her his housekeeper and, in
due time, his wife.

That was how blond hair came into
the stately line.

It was a thing not to be spoken of,
the history of the family of this same
Kentish girl. It was not gentle. It
seems that the rascals had turned out
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larked with this same Arnold in the old
days gave me a ghostly feeling.

We were to fire at the word of an
umpire, When he spoke, I shot poor
Arnold Perrault squarely through the
brain!

The matter would have been hushed
up, if any but I had been the winner.
It would have been just another un-
lucky hunting accident. Since I was in
the matter, it was much more serious.

.“The devil in young Riviere-Du-
chesne has grown up!” was the way
people put it. “He has murdered a
man—and Arnold Perrault is the man!”

Such talk hummed about until it got
to the ears of the police. When I saw
two officers coming toward me in the
street the next afternoon, I did not stop
to ask why they were bent for me so
eagerly. 1 simply jumped over the next
fence and started across the fields.

I found a horse at the next-lot. It
was a tame old brute which had done
its share of hunting, once. Now it was
pretty badly broken down in front. I
threw myself on it and headed it up
the meadow, across to the street bhe-
yond, via the fence, and then up the
next street and over another fence.

Hunting that game old runner out of
Charleston, I flew the fences that came
in my way, so that by the time they got
on my trail with horses under them
they had a stiff handicap to overcome.

Eight miles from the start there was
hardly another jump left in the carcass
of my borrowed horse, so I left him
down the road and jogged along on foot
to the house of a friend of mine a lit-
tle farther on. He was not a gentle-
man, but he was a great hunter, a good
shot, and a good “seat.” He had taught
me what wicked medicine a straight
left could be in a hard fight with the
fists. He was a friend of mine, and
when he saw me come in, hot and per-
spiring, he merely gave a side glance
at my face, then, telling his wife to go
into the next room, he shut the door.

He was always that way, was Mc-
Kenzie. He thought with the speed of
a prize fighter, and you could never cor-
ner him. He said: “What’s up?”

“A dead man,” said I. “And a friend
of mine and a good fellow—Arnold
Perrault. It was a stand-up fight, but
now they call it murder.”

You see, McKenzie was the sort of
a man who had to hear all of a story or
else none of it. He merely said:

“Well, when I first heard, the other
day, that you had done for Perrault, I
guessed that it might come along to
something like this. That’s their way.
They don’t judge a man by what he
does but by what he looks, my friend!”

CHAPTER IIL
AN OUTLAW.

THERE was a lot of truth in that.

I had chances to think it over aft-
erward and decide that McKenzie was
one of the wisest of the wise. Just at
that moment I wasn’t in a humor for
listening to anything, or thinking,
either. All that I knew of importance
was that I wanted a good, sure-footed
horse under me. From McKenzie I
presently got what I wanted—a tall,
hard-mouthed roan with the disposition
of a devil and the legs of a bronze
statue.

I liked McKenzie. But I liked the
roan better than I did the fighting
Scot. )

I used those four legs of bronze to
carry me a hundred miles west, out of
Charleston way. When the next morn-
ing came, I saw that I had most of my
trouble for nothing. I had given that
horse a good rest and a good feed the
night before, but he had had too much
taken out of him. He couldn’t respond
as I wanted him to when three horse-
men came jogging down the road. I
felt that I knew they couldn’t be after
me so soon, Yet something about their
way of going along told me that they
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in a little talk about how grieved I was
to be away from home; how I reflected
upon the misfortunes which had over-
taken me, and particularly upon the
cruel injustice which had driven me
away from Charleston.

As a matter of fact, I was not at all
troubled by these reflections. I knew
perfectly well that if I happened to be
the victim of an injustice in this par-
ticular case, it was the merest accident.
I had made enough trouble in my time
to account for almost anything. I was
not sorry to be away from home. I
knew that my parents preferred my
brothers and sisters to me. In turn,
I did not waste much affection on them.

I was out of place in my father’s
home., I knew it—and so did they. I
could not listen to them and watch their
grave ways without wanting to laugh.
When I wanted to laugh, I generally
did. There is nothing in the world that
people will forgive less readily than a
lack of reverence to their persons.

In fact, there was only one thing for
which I was genuinely sorry. That was
that my bullet had killed poor Arnold
Perrault. There was nothing wrong
with him except his high-headed pride.
I suppose that his was not the most
valuable life that was ended by that
selfsame pride.

Even this regret was not enough, as
you might say, to spoil my appetite for
the life which I saw before me. I liked
the prospect thoroughly well.

You sce, I believe in the treble ras-
cality of the nature which had been
wished upon me in the three names with
which my father had so foolishly en-
dowed me. I haven’t the slightest doubt
that a normal name might have turned
me out a thoroughly normal boy in,
every respect. Yet here I was, as I
felt, created for the sake of doing mis-
chief in the world and thoroughly pre-
pared to have a good time while I was
doing it.

I was twenty-one years old. I had
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never had a sick day in my life. My
nerves were as steady as chilled steel.
I had at my disposal a hundred and
fiftv-odd pounds of muscle and bone
which I knew very well how to use to
the Dbest advantage—whether the en-
gagement were wrestling or boxing or
straight rough and tumble—for which
I had a low taste!

Just when a young hero of good mind
and morals would have been deploring
his fate, I was looking westward with a
smile in my heart. I felt just as though
I had received a signed commission per-
mitting me to do as I pleased.

When I ran out of money I ran into
a job, which was running moonshine
whisky from a mountain still down to
the towns in the valley below. It was as
risky a work as you would like to un-
dertake. I liked it well enough, because
it gave me a pair of thoroughly good
horses to ride, plenty of money in my
pocket, and plenty of danger blowing
down the wind.

In short, I had found just the place
for a young ruffian. And such I was,
exactly that and no more, though my
name and my antecedents might have
stood for a good deal higher social
stratum. I changed that name to Riv-
ers. From that time on I was known
as Terence Rivers over a widening pool
of society.

A young man takes it for granted that
the world is so great that no matter in
what direction he travels he may keep
going forever without ever once find-
ing his own footmarks on the trail be-
fore him. Yet after I had been a while
in this employment, a nasty wind blew
over the mountains the rumor that
Terry Rivers was wanted back in
Charleston for murder.

I got a lift in wages at once. There
are certain occupations where murder
is at once rewarded in this fashion, and
with a grisly sort of honor. That is the
ultimate brand. It distinguishes the
wolf from the house dog. In the line
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me what’s happened. I—you can’t
fool me!”

“Well, I'll lay the cards on the table.
She’s gone, somewhere, but don’t

worry. Tip has gone with her.”

This seemed to relicve the wounded
man somewhat. He gathered himself
together with an effort. “This isn’t a
placer stampede,” he explained, “but a
hard-rock proposition. Ethel’s father
discovered some fine ore in the back
country years ago. He did some assess-
ment work, developed it in a small way,
then went outside and brought in some
wealthy people from the East. The
engineer they later sent in, reported the
cost of getting the ore out would eat
up the profits. The railroad that is
coming to your coal claims now makes
this hard-rock proposition worth mil-
lions, and the stampede is on. Good-
man is too old to tackle it himself, but
his mind is clear, and he told us just
where to drive our stakes, as he put
down test holes all over. This is a sort
of honeymoon trip for us. We planned
to stake the old claim, not so much for
ourselves as for Goodman. Evidently
others, particularly a man named
Nashby, figure we know what we are
doing. To-day I was ambushed. I
knew I was hard hit, but I pulled my
coat together so Ethel couldn’t see the
wound and told her to get you. She
was for staying, but I convinced her
that it was only a spent bullet that put
my leg out of commission. Then she
started running. I managed to wave
my hand as she looked back for the
last time, then I flopped over. Did you
go through my pockets, Joe? I don’t
mean ”

“I know you don’t mean anything,
Dick. Ne, I didn’t go through your
pockets. Whyr”

“Well, somebody did. I knew what
they were doing but couldn’t stop it.”
A faint smile spread over his face.
“You see, Ethel has the map Goodman
sketched !’

“She has?” A queer expression
came into Joe Hardy’s eyes.

“Yes. So I guess we fooled them!”

“I guess you did, Dick!” Joe paced
his cabin thoughtfully, debating whether
or not to speak his mind, for he was
badly worried. He wanted to keep
himself and Tip out of this stampede,
but it looked as if they were to be
forced into it. Tip, at least, was gone.
“Dick,” he said suddenly, “you are a
husky, two-fisted Alaskan, and you
should be ableto stand most anything.
I know Ethel better than you do. I've
seen her grow up. You only know her
as a sweetheart and bride; you haven’t
been married to her long enough to
learn just how determined she can be
once she thinks she’s right.”

“Oh, haven’t I1?” Dick Garner inter-
rupted with a tender, reminiscent
smile on his pale face.

“Well, maybe you do. If so, it’ll
make what I have to say easier. You
convinced her you were not badly hurt.
She knew I'd take care of you, and
she’s gone to stake that claim while the
staking is good.”

“By gosh, Joe, I believe you are
right. To me, she’s always seemed
like——" .

“A nice little sweetheart who needed
your protection,” Joe interrupted.
“Well, she stampeded with her dad
when she was fifteen and knows all
angles of the game. Besides, Tip’s
with her. But I’'m taking no chances.
If it’s possible for you to be left alone,
I'm taking the trail right now. Let’s
have a look at that wound!”

“Hang the wound, Joe. If she’s in
trouble, go!”

“No, not unless I'm convinced you’re
in condition to be left. Tip’s with her,
and that means a lot to me.” Then
Joe Hardy examined the wound.

Tip was tired, but his conscience was
clear. Joe Hardy had told him to re-
main with the girl and when she loaded
























































































































THE BELOVED FUGITIVE 69

“I've brought along an old friend of
you two guys,” Johnnie announced to
the two prisoners as he turned the key
in the padlock and opened the door
wide,

Jed fastened his one good eye on
the sheriff and greeted him with a sav-
age oath of relief.

“Bill,” he roared, “lemme borrer yuhr
gun a minute. I gotta shoot that measly
varmint yuh’ve got thar full o’ holes
or bust. I’'m goin’ ter save yuh the
trouble of takin’ him ter jail.”

Bill Newcomb raised his gun, but in-
stead of passing it to Jed he pointed the
muzzle at him menacingly. ‘Jed, this
stranger’s going free,” he announced.
“But you ain’t. And neither is Steve,
nor Harve. I've been aiming to get
you three crooks for a long time, and
here is where I pull the trick.” -

That night Amy and Hoboken John-
nie found themselves on the ranch alone.
The two Thorsens and Steve Garner
were safely lodged by that time in the
county jail. Even Steve’s cat was gone.
He had taken Pansy to his cell with
him. And they, too, would be gone be-
fore long.

The storm had passed, and the stars
were out. Together they sat in the
kitchen doorway looking out over the
ranges.

“I've been calling myself a hard-luck
guy,” Johnnie told her. “But it looka
like the luck had started running the
other way now. If I could get a job
round here somewheres——"

Abruptly he paused. He had been
about to say he might be able to support
a wife before long, but there had flashed

from the depths of his memory a scene
in a New York warehouse, the report of
a gun, and a policeman falling in the
doorway.

“Well, what were you going to say?”
Amy asked, turning to him and pucker-
ing her forehead in perplexity as she
saw the troubled expression that had
suddenly come into his face.

“I guess I better not say it,” muttered
Johnnie. “Not yet, anyhow.”

It was not until months later that he
did say it, and much had happened in
that time. The two Thorsens and Steve
Garner had been convicted and sent to
prison. The ranch had been sold at auc-
tion, and the man who bought it was the
head of the company building the dam
at Silver Gap. He immediately trans-
ferred the title to Amy Dollard. He
said she deserved that much of a gift for
having saved the company’s pay moncy.
For a while she leased the place as a
range to a neighboring cattleman, and
Hoboken Johnnie drifted away to Den-
ver to hunt for a job.

It was in a downtown Denver street
that he just chanced to meet Blackie
Muller.

Blackie had said, “Why, bo, you don'’t
hafta stay away from the big town no
longer. That cop was outa the hos-
pital in less’n two weeks, and the bulls
never got wise to who was on that job
anyhow. I been livin’ in the old burg
myself until a few weeks ago, and I
was never bein’ bothered.”

An hour later Hoboken Johnnie gave
up his job and headed for the railroad
station. He was on his way back to
Amy.
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wild, though one bullet struck a log just
above Brand’s head, showering him with
bits of bark. Like a flash he plunged
forward, leaped over the prostrate body
of the second man, swept past the other,
who had swayed back against the wall,
and vanished into the darkness.

As he sped around the corner of the
corral and on toward where he had left
the black, a dancing devil lurked in his
gray eyes, his lips curved briefly in a
grim smile. He had won the first skir-
mish, for neither of the wounded men
was able to follow him, and it would
take at least five minutes for the main
body of the posse to reach the cabin.
Moreover, Shearman, the man he had
drilled through the shoulder, was a close
friend of Rait Wilson, and by this time
Brand had grown exceedingly distrust-
ful of that persort’s intimates.

“Ed’s not so dumb, after all, sendin’
‘'em ahead quietly,” he reflected. “They
must have left their cayuses some ways
off an’ sneaked up on foot.”

Reaching the black, he hastily loosened
the reins, mounted, and, crossing the
creek, urged the thoroughbred into that
long, swinging stride which would out-
distance, he knew, any of the horses
likely to pursue him. He wasted few
regrets on the complications inevitable
with the coming of the posse. They
would, of course, remove McCabe’s
body, conveying it probably to the
Rafter M, where “Shorty” had belonged.
Whether the red smudge on the mur-
dered man’s shirt and that withered,
yellow sprig would remain intact and un-
noticed was a chance. At any rate,
Rutherford must be given the facts
without delay, so that, if necessary, he
could meet the posse and draw public
attention to the evidence. As he rode,
another plan developed in Larrigan’s
mind.

It was well after eleven when he came
in sight of the ranch house. Approach-
ing from the rear, he noticed that a light
was burning in his bedroom, though the

remainder of the house was in darkness.
Leaving the mare behind the hammess
shed, he moved softly forward until he
could see through the open window,

The lamp stood on his desk. It was
with a feeling of satisfaction that Larri-
gan observed Rutherford dozing beside
it, a newspaper across his knees. In the
haste of his departure Brand had for-
gotten that a light in an empty room is
more than likely to arouse suspicion.
Evidently that point had not escaped the
astute Bale. Making sure that the door
leading into the living room was closed,
Larrigan stepped close to the window,
and with a gentle hiss aroused the fore-
man.

“Kind of thought you might show up
again to-night,” the latter commented
in a low tone when he had crossed the
room. ‘“You hadn’t been gone half an
hour before Draper an’ most o’ the
bunch started a-boilin’ for the line
camp.”

“How many did they leave here?”

“Three. They’re beddin’ down at the
bunk house safe enough, seein’ as no-
body expected you'd double back here so
soon. Ed just left ’em as a kind of pre-
caution.”

“Good,” approved Larrigan. “Listen,
Bale.”

He spoke rapidly in a low tone, and
as Rutherford listened, his lean, sharp-
cut face grew hard and vengeful. Be-
yond a lurid, muttered comment or two
he listened in silence until Brand had
finished. Then he nodded.

“I get you,” he said briefly. “That
red clay’s likely to stick even if the
sprig happens to get brushed off. But
lookit; ain’t they likely to take Shorty
to town? There'll be an inquest, I
reckon.”

“It’s about fifty-fifty,” admitted Lar-
rigan. “If they bring him here it’ll be
up to you to look for the smudge an’
that bit o’ vine an’ draw attention to ’em.
Nobody but a nitwit would believe I
downed a man out on the range an’ then
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“Wayne!”

Judge Greer drained his glass and set
it down on the table. “Late this after-
noon, while entering the Broken Dol-
lar,” he ruminated, “I overheard a word
or two But I expect I'd better not
go further. I only suggest that a trip
to Wayne might be—er—oprofitable.”

Brand’s eyes glinted. “I expect it
would,” he rejoined briefly. “Much
obliged.”

“Don’t thank me,” said the judge,
reaching for his shoes. “I’ve really told
you nothing. We'll call it just a notion
of mine.” He pulled on one shoe and
began lacing it up. “I don’t like to seem
inhospitable,” he remarked, “but
wouldn'’t it be just as well for you to be
on your way® Draper’s likely to turn
up any time, and it might cause miscon-
ceptions if you were found here.” His
keen, twinkling eyes met Brand’s. “I’ll
be interested to know how you make
out. If it’s convenient, you might drop
in some night and let me know. Only
don’t take any chances. There’s one
more thing before you go,” he concluded
as they both arose. “Keep within the
law, son—if you can. Of course, to-
night you had to wing Shearman and
Butler; they threw down on you first.
But that isn’t going to soothe the angry
passions of their friends, and already
you've got Logan’s crowd sizzling.
There’s nothing ever gained by stirring
up a lot of people, so take the advice
of an old friend and don’t use unneces-
sary violence.”

varrigan grinned as he shook the
proffered hand. “I won't, judge,” he
answered. “Don’t worry none about
that. I'll be as careful as a rabbit with
a hound dawg nosin’ round her burrow.”

There was a faint touch of skepticism
in Judge Greer’s answering smile.
had known the younger man from boy-
hood and was exceedingly fond of this
son of his oldest friend. Yet among a
number of admirable qualities Brand
possessed, personal caution had not al-

He -

ways been conspicuous. Being wise in
his generation, however, the judge re-
frained from further advice.

“You might begin by getting your
cayuse out of my back yard without
drawing the attention of the neighbors,”
he suggested dryly. “Having lived a
tolerably blameless life, I'm not anxious
to start a town scandal at this late day.

“I'll do that little thing with pleas-
ure,” smiled Larrigan. “Much obliged,
judge, an’ good-by.”

He departed noiselessly through the
window, as he had come. For a space
the judge stood motionless beside the ta-
ble, his face thoughtful.

“He’ll go over to the Gridiron and
change horses,” he cogitated. ‘“Then
he’ll head straight for Wayne. Well,
after all, I suppose I'd have done the
same thing at his age, and the boy’s got
a head on his shoulders.” He gave a
dry chuckle. “I’'m just a little glad I'm
not in this Daggett person’s shoes,” he
murmured.

CHAPTER X.
LARRIGAN STRIKES.

THE town of Wayne stood at a bend

in the Elk River, where that shal-
low stream curved around a wooded
spur thrust out from the line of hills
that backed the settlement. Some forty
miles from Shelby, and separated from
it by a considerable stretch of rough,
hilly country, it seemed somehow even
more remote. There was, indeed, com-
paratively little commerce between the
two places. Shelby took care of the
outfits and little settlements to the north,
while Wayne drew its trade and patron-
age chiefly from the occupants of the
widespread Yampa Basin, which ex-
tended southeastward from the hills al-
most as far as Red Butte, the county
seat.

Wayne was reputed to be a rather
hard town, though just why it was would
be rather difficult to state. There were
the usual saloons, dance halls, and gam-
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mind as to who was responsible. Every
darn thing points to it. Deliberate mur-
der, that’s what it is. That young hel-
lion’s downed two men in cold blood,
an’ if he don’t swing for it, I'll——"

“Aren’t you a little previous, Ed?” in-
terrupted the judge smoothly. “Put-
ting aside this last business, it hasn’t
been proved yet that I've heard of, that
he had anything to do with McCabe’s
taking off.”

“Huh!” replied the marshal, snorting.
“You mean that stuff about the smudge
on his shoulder an’ the little piece o
twig. You can’t make me believe there’s
anything in that foolishness.”

“I don’t mean to try, Ed—I really
don’t,” declared the judge hastily. “I'm
only pointing out that the evidence fur-
nished at the inquest by Bale Ruther-
ford and several others that this partic-
ular clay and that special growth are to
be found only in one spot over two miles
from the line camp made it impossible
for me to charge Larrigan with the mur-
der. He might have shot McCabe out
on the range, but I see no possible rea-
son for his carrying the body back to
the cabin. The coroner agrees with me
and we are both anxious to hear what
Sheriff Stoll has to say. You’ve had
word from him?”

“He’ll be here before six,” said
Draper. “An’ believe me,” he con-
tinued with ponderous sarcasm, “he can
see through a millstone a whole lot bet-
ter than some folks seem to.”

Eyes crinkling a little at the corners,
Judge Greer’s glance rested upon his
burly figure as he stalked toward the
door and disappeared. For a moment
he stood meditating. Then, pulling
down his vest, he half turned to make
his own departure when a sudden move-
ment at the far end of the room made
him hesitate.

Throughout his conversation with
Draper, the judge had been interestedly
aware of the presence in the background
of Rait Wilson and a tall, dark, broad-

shouldered individual whose name he
did not know, though he had seen him
several times in Shelby. Ostensibly they
appeared to be merely chatting casually
beside a window with occasional re-
course to the bottle on the table between
them. Their lounging attitudes and air
of boredom added to that impression.
The judge’s keen wits, sharpened by
what Larrigan had confided regarding
his suspicions of Rait Wilson, made
him wonder. He wished he might over-
hear something of what they were dis-
cussing, but though his hearing was
acute, the voices of the pair were so low
pitched that only an indistinguishable,
intermittent murmur penetrated to the
judicial ear. Until this moment, that is,
when Wilson, rising abruptly from his
chair, stared through the window, a sud-
den surprised interest in his good-look-
ing, rather dissipated face.

“Lookit!” he exclaimed.

Without undue haste, Judge Greer
turned back to the bar and requested a
cigar. Biting off the end, he lit it
leisurely, the while he closely observed
the pair by means of a large plate-glass
mirror set into the wall behind the bar.
He saw the big, square-shouldered fel-
low rise and stare through the glass, ob-
served the expression of keen interest in
the faces of them both, noticed the brief
interchange of rapid whispers, and with
a sigh regretted that lip reading was not
numbered among his accomplishments.
Then, noting that the glances of the two
shifted as they followed the object of
their interest, the judge turned and
moved leisurely toward the door. He
reached it just as Phyllis Marden, walk-
ing her favorite black mare slowly past
the Broken Dollar, appeared opposite
the portal.

As she caught sight of him, the girl
instantly drew rein. “Oh!” she said,
her face brightening. “I’'m so glad. I
was hoping I might run across you
somewhere.”

She and the judge were old and close
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“Lissen here. The minute she hears
about that warrant she beats it to the
Rafter M an’ puts him wise. Gives
him her pet horse to make his get-away
with an’ rides his home. Inside o’
twelve hours or so they’ve swapped.
You don’t make nothin’ o’ that? Well,
I’'m tellin’ you a girl ain’t takin’ chances
like that—chances o’ bein’ drug into a
dirty mess an held as accessory, jest be-
cause her an’ him usta be happy play-
mates at school. Believe me, she’s some-
body to watch. If he’s come back once,
he’ll come again, an’ it looks like a pretty
cinchy way o’ landin’ him. Follow the
girl an’ catch the man.” He moistened
his lips and a curious gleam smoldered
for an instant in his eyes. “I’ll even
bet,” he continued slowly, “that if she
dropped outa sight one o’ these days he’d
take all chances to hunt her out.”

Wilson glanced slantwise at him, and
then turned suddenly away, an ex-
pression of distaste in his slightly blood-
shot eyes. “That’s something for the
chief to decide,” he said shortly. “I had
word from him this morning. Let’s
drag it.”

With a little shrug Schaeffer fol-
lowed him as he lounged across the room
toward a rear door close to one end of
the bar. After exchanging remarks
with several acquaintances, the two
passed through this into a narrow
hallway from which some rickety stairs
led to the second floor. Ascending these,
Wilson led the way down a corridor to a
room at the end of the building, pausing
on the way to try the door next to it.
Finding this locked, he entered the ad-
joining room, followed by Schaeffer,
closing and locking the door behind
them. Dropping down on the bed, he
motioned his companion to a place be-
side him.

“Strikes me it would be a whole lot
safer to have these little confabs in the
open,” remarked Schaeffer, as the
springs creaked under his weight.
“These partitions are so thin, anybody
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in the next room or out in the hall could
hear without half tryin’.”

Wilson gave a shrug. “The next
room’s a store closet that pop keeps
locked up, an’ I've fixed this door so it’s
mighty near soundproof. Nobody thinks
nothin’ of our comin’ up here, whereas
if we go trailin’ off outa town an’ come
back in a few minutes, folks are apt to
take notice.”

“Mebbe you’re right,” commented
Schaeffer, busy with a cigarette. “Well
it may——"

He spoke guardedly, and Wilson,
bending a little closer to him, replied in
a voice which would scarcely have car-
ried as far as the open window.

“There’s a couple of miners got places

on the through stage leavin’ Donega for

Red Butte to-night,” he whispered.
“Both of ’em——"

“Donega!” interrupted Schaeffer, eye-
brows arching in surprise. That thriv-
ing mining town was all of eighty miles
from Shelby, and in another county.
“How in thunder did he get wise to
that?”’

“You got me. Somebody planted
there, I expect. These birds are both
of ’em well heeled, an’ there’s a full
stage besides. You know the route?”

Schaeffer nodded. “Cuts across the
Rattlesnake Range an’ down along
Green Valley. Hits the basin ten miles
or so the other side o Twin Buttes.
There’s a good twenty miles o’ hilly
country between Shelby an’ the nearest
point of the trail.”

“Alla same, it’s likely to be a good
haul,” pronounced Wilson in a low tone,
“an’ them very hills makes the get-away
a cinch. Another thing—the boss wants
to put the final kibosh on Larrigan.”

Schaeffer’s lips pursed in a noiseless
whistle. “What’s the idea? “I’ll say
we’d hung a rope around that fellah’s
neck a’ready.”

“Not quite. What with Bale Ruth-
erford an’ that meddlin’ Greer, there’s
consid’able doubt around that he downed
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thrust into them; the masked leader
whispered a word or two to Wilson, and
then drifted out of sight. Thc others
followed hastily. Muffled hoofbeats
sounded on rock or sand. Dim figures
were swiftly engulfed in shadows as
each man departed expeditiously by the
way which best suited him. Schaeffer
.and Wilson, when they had recovered
and untied their horses, might easily—
to every outward seeming—have been
alone amid endless miles of wilderness.
The moon hung low; the stars were
just beginning to pale when the two men
came out on the Wayne trail and halted.
“T’ll beat it back,” said Wilson. “I
can slip in an’ hit the hay without any
one bein’s the wiser.”
“All right,” agreed Schaeffer briefly.
He had been hoping Rait would do

that. The watch sagged down his vest;
the wallet bulged against his breast. Al-
thought he longed ardently to count the
spoils, his triumph at having at last
outwitted the masked unknown out-
weighed his greed.

Yet the wallet was pleasantly fat, and
he burned to learn the nature of its con-
tents. Having gained the shack, he did
not even pause to unsaddle. Slipping to
the ground, he flung the reins over the -
horse’s head and made hurriedly for the
closed door. There, hand upon the
latch, for some strange, inexplicable rea-
son, he hesitated just a perceptible in-
stant.

“What the devil!” he muttered impa-
tiently the next second.

Pressing the latch, he kicked the door
open and stepped across the threshold.

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

GOVERNMENT GIVES AWAY MORE BUFFALO

THIS year the government again made its offer to distribute surplus buffalo
bulls from the great herd in Yellowstone National Park. There were about
one hundred bulls available for distribution when the offer was circulated. In the

fall of 1924 eighty-six buffalo were given away in this manner.

The conditions

under which the government supplies these animals are as follows:
Application for buffalo bulls should be made direct to the director of the

national park service, department of the interior, Washington, D. C., who on
.approving the request, will instruct the park superintendent to make shipment.
Any person desiring a buffalo bull must pay the cost of catching and transport-
ing it from the point of capture to its new home. The cost of capturing, crating,
and transporting a buffalo from the buffalo farm to Gardiner, Montana, the ship-
ping point, is approximately eighty or eighty-five dollars. To this must be added
the express charges. A buffalo will weigh from twelve hundred to twenty-five
hundred pounds crated, but in considering the express rates from Gardiner to
the point of destination, two thousand pounds can be considered as average weight.
Based on these data, approximate rates of shipment can be obtained from the
local express company. Applicants for buffalo should state for what purpose the
animals are desired, what facilities are available for their care, and what aged
buffalo is wanted.
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breaking as the wind blows through the tree-
tops. However, it seldom snows. .

1 envy the young people of the North their
winter sports and hope for many letters from
that section, as well as other parts.

My grandmother used to live on a ranch,
and I often spent part of my vacation with
her. Of the numerous horses there a small
bay, wiry and tough, a real cow pony, was
my faverite. I would dash madly through
the pastures mounted en Triple, who, when-
ever she saw a cow, proceeded to chase her to
the corral. .

The ranch was just like the ones you regd
of, with cattle, cow ponies, corrals, mesquite
bushes, chapparal, and burning sand in some
sections, rocks in others, bunch grass, and
cactus. Cactus has beautiful flowers and a
fruit something like pears, except that they
are red and covered with a fuzzy-looking
something, which close examination reveals
as very small thorns. The leaf also has quite
a few small thorns. Nearly all of the native
plants down here are thorny. I'd be glad to
send a few samples to any of the Gang who
write as a souvenir of the Lone Star State.

Texas EveLyn.

Care of The Tree.

Want to please that friend of yours
this Christmas? Send him a Hollow
Tree badge and make him one of us.

Twenty-five cents in stamps or coin
sent to The Hollow Tree, Western
Stery Magazine, 79 Seventh Avenue,
New York, will bring you eitlrer the
button style for the coat lapel, or a
pin. In ordering be sure to state
which you wish.

Howdy, Old-timer. Come right up
to the fire, and join the powwow.

Dear Miss Rivers: I have spent my time
in traveling around this planet of ours. I
have been a prospector, miner, mucker, chuck-
tender, fire patrol for U. S. loggers, watch-
man, poultry and rabbit breeder, also raised
dogs, foxes, ducks, and geese. I have my
own little place not very far from here.

I see that some boost California, the land
of perpetual sunshine, et cetera. I was in
that State before the earthquake for over
thirteen years, traveled afoot, not by railroad
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nor auto, and if there’s any one who wants
to know the real truth about anything let him
write me. I will tell him anything about any
of the counties. Can give information about
most every State in the Union, Mexico, and
Canada up to the Peace River country, also
Alaska and Europe.

I am middle-aged, so this won't be any
kid talk, and I will answer every letter.

M. V. WEBER.
R. 1, Box 82 B, Manette, Wash.

Dear GaNG: My wife and I are over sixty
years of age. We have a fine home in the
Ozark Mountains, near Hot Springs, Arkan-
sas. We have more fruit and good eats than
we know what to do with; we hatch and sell
chickens.

We need a young, energetic couple who are
not afraid of wark; to the right parties the
possibilities are excellent. Would like to hear
from any of the Gang who are interested.

J. F. GALLAGHER.

Care of The Tree.

All off at Hannibal, Missouri! View
the principal spots of interest with Mis-
souri Sister as capable guide!

Dear Miss Rivers: My home is near.
Hannibal, the town made famous by the cele-
brated writer, Samuel Clemens, or Mark
Twain, as he is better known to the world.
I am also near Florida, Missouri, his birth-
place.

In Hannibal many statues, buildings, and
other things have been preserved in Mark
Twain’s memory. Perhaps the most famous
is the Mark Twain Cave, owned now by Mr.
Cameron, a Hannibalian. This cave was made
famous by the adventures of Tom Sawyer
and Huckleberry Finn; it is exactly as de-
scribed in the books. My favorite cormer is
the marrow passageway where Tom and Becky
Thatcher were marooned for the two or three
days and nights, although many people pre-
fer Straddle Alley, a deep gulch about a foot
and a half wide.

Anether cave has been found recently a few
miles from the Mark Twain Cave, by the son
of Mr. Cameron; it is called the Cameron
Cave. Many think it much more beautiful
than the other, but it can never be so interest-
ing because it will never have the history
back of it that the Mark Twain Cave has.

There is a printing office on the second
floor of the north Main Street building in
Hannibal, where Mark Twain staried to
work. George A. Mahan, lawyer and philan-
thropist, with his wife gave Mark Twain’'s
boyhood home to Harnibal as a permanent















MISSING DEPARTMENT

served in the A. E. F. durlng the
World War for t.hlny three months, later enlisted in the
U. S. navy, and was last heard of in Richmond Va,, in
April, 1925. Information_ as to his present whereabouts
will be appreciated by R. L. B., care of this magazine.

JOE.—Doctors say I can Iive only about six months,
Pleage write or come to 8ee me before lt 1s too late.
‘‘Seven-Oh-Three.”’ Write care of Mrs. L. M. Hamilton,
97¢ Barney St., Georgetown Sta., Seattle, Wash.

WEGEHAUPT, WALTER L., served in the U. S. ma-
rines belween 1918 and 1920, and was stationed on the
U. S. S. “Wyoming.”” He worked on a ranch _at
Lander, Wyo., and later on a farm in Minnesota. His
friends and relatives are not aware of his present ad-

CROKER, BILL,

‘dress, and any information will be appreciated by Lecone
Radante, 3329 .Northk Ave., Milwaukes, 18.

GEORGE, WALTER R.—Please write. Your actions
are forgiven. Nettle.

EDGERTON, CHAS. H., has not been heard from
since 1894, when he was living in Gloversville, N. Y.

He 1s sixly-nine years old, and has
complexion. His sister, Louisa Fardett, 48 Bowland Bt.,
Ballston Sta., N. Y., would like to hear from any one
knowing him at this time.

BLOOMFIELD, ED., recently of Walla Walls Wuh..
will learn some {important news by communlcat{n(
M., care of this magazine.

STOHL, KARL FABIAN, when
last heard from. He 1s_ about fifty years old, has lllht
hair, and hlue eyes. No ward has been received from
him for thirteen years, and his sisters are very anxious to
find him now. Please send an helpful news of him to
gvato;’lo Gustavson, R, FP. 4, Box 868G, Tacoma,

ash.

BRAN, MILDRED “BUDDY,’” last heard of in Orlando,
Fla. Any information as to her present whereabouts will be
appreciated by F. 8. P., care of this magazine.

MILLER, HARRY A., bas not been seen by his father
since he was six years old, which is twelve yun 480. Any
information as to his present whereabouts will be appreciated
by Harry Taylor, B. RBR. 1, Monrovia, Calif.

TORREY, JOE, of Ottawa, Kan., and PRUITT, A. @., of
Cherryvale, Kan.—Please write to Moses Simmons, Woody-
nook Farm, Glenellyn, Il

KENDALL, DICK, or any member of his family.—His
nleco. Ruby Kendall Graham, 755 Calhun 8t., Tallahassee,
Fla., {s anxious to meet some of her father’s relatives. Any
one knowing the family please te.

COMBO. LEIGHTON.—Sure glad to_hesr from you. Re-
?nembe:rr old times, and write again. Horace Long, Morris-
own, Tenn.

DE ARMOND, R. A., left his home in Dallas, ‘l‘ux., in
1909, and has pot been heard from since. It fe very im-
gm.am that his daughter, Mae De Armond, 2187 w-n 8t.,

llas, ‘Cex., communicate with him during the nesr future,
and she will be grateful for any assistance finding him.

E. J. M.—We all love you, and want you to forgive us.
Please write. B. M.

ROBERTS, BOB or TEX, rocentli of Cenlnl Qre., where
he was rldlng the range ror stock men. He s an ex-
service man, thirty-seven years old, six feet two inches tall,
welghs about two hundred Doundu. has black hair, brown
eyes, and a ruddy complexion. Any one knowing his where-
abouts at this time please communicate with Mrs. Bessie
Flm:’ron. care of this magazine, who has some good news
or him

BUDDY.—Don’t you want to know about your baby, who
grows more like you each day? Won't try to force you to
return, {f you’d rather remain away, but Dlease write, any-

way. Betty, Box 164, Billings, Mont.

BATES, Dr., was practicing medicine in Wapella, Tl
1895, but moved_from town. without leaving any torwnr&m’

was _in Dallas, Ore.,

address. Vera Leana Baker, Wapella, Ill., would like to
hear from him.
CARPENTER, RUSSELL, when last heard of was en

route from Illinois to Missouri or Wyoming. He 1s five
feet nine inches tall, seventeen years old, has brown hair
and blue eyes. His mother is terribly worried and wants
him to come home. Mrs. Julla Carpenter, R. , ) 4
43, Bclotoville, Ohio.

BEN.—Working_for myself since April. Am anxious to
hear from you. Write to me care of Gen. Del., Charleston,
Va. Sister Bettle.

INGLES, or INGELS, ROBERT E.. was in Kansss City,
Mo., in April this year. He is thirty-nino years old, five
feet ten inches tall, weighs about one hundred and seventy-
five pounds, has blue eyes and gray halr, He la a car-
penter by trade. Information as to bis present whereabouts
will be appreciated by Goldie, care of this magazine.

GEORGE G., recently of Salt Creek, Wyo.—Please write
to your brother, Walter, care of this magazine.
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LUBER, ANDY, s gole heir to hls father's estate. Any
one knowing where he is at this time please communicate
with E. R., 1412 White Rock Ave.,, Waukesha, Wis.

PZYBYLSX| or LEWIS, ANDY, was detalled on the
U. 8. 8. “Callfornia” in 1922, but has not been heard frow
l{:co that time. Please writc to 1., care of this maga-
zine.

LUCAS, ARTHUR, has not been heard from since 1917,
when he was employed on a Great Lakes steamer between
Sault Ste. Marie and Ashtabula, Ohto. He 1s fifty years
old, and has blue eyes and dark hair. His slster, 8.
M. A. Jones, Box 165, Benjamin, Tex., will be very
.nteful for any news of him.

HAMILTON, STEWART, was last heard of in Eldorado
Springs, Mo., in_ July, 1923, but 1s thought at this time
to be llving in Kansas. He 1is five feet nine inches tall,
dark. and an_ ex-service man. Please send {nformation
about him to T., care of this magazine.

CALLEY.—You had left Lawndale, Calif., when I arrived
there. Why didn’t you leave a forwarding address? Please
write to Churchie, care of this magazine.

BAXTER, Mrs., 18 being sought by her daughter, who waa
Jeft at an orphanage in St. Louis, Mo., almost twenty years
8g0, when an_infant. She was adopted by a family named
Gllmore, of Bluefleld, W. Va., and 1s now Mrs. Marie
Beougher, 1940 Linden Ave., Knoxville, Tenn.

SPRING, Mrs. JOHN, nee Caroline Newton. when last
heard from, thirteen years ago, was living near Beach,
N. D. At that time she had a family of four children,
and they all worked on a range. Her mother, Mrs, Joe
Allen, 1818 E. Lake St., Minneapolls, Minn., will be very
thankful for any news of her.

J. L. B.—Mother and daddy are growing old and gray,
and long to see or hear from yoi. Pleage write to Mommy,
care of this magazine.

WOODRUFF, GEORGE, army cook, was stationed in a
eamp near Niagara Falls, N. Y., in 1917, but has not
been heard of since that time. His nephcw {is trying to
find him, and will be very glad to receive any information
sent to L. G. H., care of this magazine.

BLACK, Dr. JACOB J., deceased.—HIs address, prior to
his death, 1s wanted, for business reasons, by F. L. Biggs,
120 W. Pleasant St., Mt. Vernon, Ohio.

ATTENTION.—WIII ln{rof the boys who served with Field
Hospital No. 17, A during the World War, pleno
write to Wm. Graddy, 1111 Virginia Ave., Fairmont, W, Va,

HOBBS, BESSIE and VIRGINIA, left Santa Barbars,
Callf., with their father and stcpmother, who had been a
Mrs. Brown, of Ban Luis, Calif. It has been rumored
their father is dead, and their stepmother 18 known to be
unfit to care for them properly. WIill any o knowing
where they are at thll time please communicate With their
grandmciher, Mrs, C. Hobbs, Rt. B, Box 239, Bakefs-
fleld, Calif., who 1s lblc and willing to properly care for
these children?

MAGUIRE, JOHN, has been gone from his home in
Wheeling, W. Va., since June 2, 1925. His wife ls very
anxious to hear from him, and promises, if he will return,
conditions will be very different. N. 3L

B. B.—We are all well.
R. B.

Baby 1s with us. Please write,

RHUMER, FOREST, DAVID, and WILLIAM, were last
heard of in Indlanapolis, Ind. David joined ‘the U. 8.
navy in Alabama in 1820. Their aunt, Grace, would lke
to hear from or about them, care of this magazine.

ALTON, EDWIN S8AMUEL, 1s a graduate of the Uni-
versity of Malno. urd worked for the General Electric Com-
pany In Ohio in 1921. He is six feet tall, has blue eyes
and light hair. He will receive information to his own
advantage by writing to P. O. M., care of this magazine.

McDOWELL or McDONALD, THOMAS FRANCIS, was
last heard of in Milwaukee, Wis. His sister, Mrs. L. P,
F., 5173 Lawndale Ave., Detroit, Mich.,
any news of him.

HENDRICKS, allas SMIDTH or SMITH, JOHN. en-
listed in the 95th Infantry of the U. 8. army during the
Civil War. Any information regsrding him, dead or alive,

or his descendants, will he appreciated by a rolntlvo, Chas.
B Hendricks, 711 W. 13th St., Kansas City, Mo.

BLOOM or BREWSTER, FRED, was bom in New Or-
leans, La.—When last heard of he was livipg with his folks
in Bruoklyn, N. Y., and working for the ‘estinghouse Elec-
tric Company. He 1s tall, slim, and dark. If he will
communicate with M. W., care of this magazine, he will
receive a full explanation of the misunderstanding be-
tween them.

POWELL, Mrs. CARRIE, lived in Richmond, Va., in
1918, later moving to Portsmouth, Va. Information as to
her present whereabouts will be gratefully received by J.
Mathison, Box 487, Lynchburg, Va.

BERRY, DONALD.—Please write to Lute and Rich, Box
185, Clear Lake, 1daho. .

will appreciate






