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BLUEJAY 13

“I'm glad to see that you're a prac- .

tical man with an eye on the future,
old son,” said this Randal. “I'm
mighty glad to see it. It proves to me
more than ever that you and me will
get on. And now, what do you say your
reward ought to be?”

I thought it over. There ain’t any-
thing like hitching your wagon to a
star. And I answered:

“It looks to me like your main job
is being a grandson. And my main
job is everything else. Well, Randal,
I suppose that the best that I can ask
from a hard customer like you is a
fifty-fifty split.”

Randal grinned. “You get half of
the three million, and I get the other
half ?”” he asked, very soft.

“That’s about it,” said 1.

He shook his head. “Guess again.
No, I’ll make you a proposition, and a
big one. That ranch I'm on is a
good thing—for the right man. Uncle
Stephen cleared fifty thousand a year
for the last ten years that he was on
it. Now, old-timer, what [ say is—if
you can make the ranch pay for me,
you can make it pay for yourself. If
this game works, I take the three mil-
lions, of course, and you get the ranch.
You can’t budge me a cent higher than
that !” .

I knew he meant what he said. I
leaned back in the chair and sighed.
“All right,” said I. “Put that in writ-
,ing. ‘And—I'm ready for a cigar,
now!”

CHAPTER 1IV.
A BOY AND A KNIFE.

HE didn’t like the idea of putting a

contract like that in writing. As
he pointed out, I could use that con-
tract to blackmail him, in case I threw
up the overseer« job on the ranch.
Then I showed him that, in case 1
couldn’t make a go of the thing, I
wouldn’t be able to get much out of
him. The only opinion that he had to

be afraid of was his uncle's, and the
only person that could let him win his
uncle’s respect—and money—was me.

Randal .thought it all over very
slowly, his eyes fixed on a far corner
of the room, not a shadow of a frown
on his face. I could tell that he was
a deep one by that. Your simple chap
will wrinkle his face into a knot when
he’s working out a problem, but your
real deep one never bats an eye. Fi-
nally he looked me in the eye.

“Old-timer,” he said, “I think that
you’re about as downright bad a case
as—I am!” '

“You flatter me,” I said.
the thing go through?”

“It goes through as slick as a whis-
tle,” he said. “I’m putting all my dice
in-this one box, and I can’t keep any
up my sleeve. So here goes!” _

He pulled an old envelope out of his
pocket, and he tore it open. On the
two sides of it, in a fine, clerical hand
he wrote out that contract, signed it,
and passed it over to me.

Of course, he hadn’t missed a
chance to put in some “ifs” and “buts”
that changed-the whole meaning, but I
had him cross them out until the con-
tract made slick reading for me. Then
we made a copy of it and took it to a
notary public to sign.

After I had put my agreement in my
wallet, Randal said that we had to get
ready to go out to the ranch. The rea-
son. that he had bought me the new
suit was partly because he wanted to
open my mind and get me prepared
for something big to come, and partly
because I would have to make a pretty
good impression on the boys %t the
ranch. If T walked in on them dressed
like a tramp, they wouldn’t respect me
none., '

There was good sense in that, of
course. They say that clothes don’t
make the man, but I've noticed that
from your best girl up to the gent that
you touch for a loan, the clothes you
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life, like so many sticks of dynamite.
Out of that haunting past an explosion
might come at any time and destroy
"him. He was a man who had made
many enemies and scarcely a {friend.
-His enemies—those still alive—were
always dangerous.  Fortunately for
him, a good many of them were dead.
Even if they had all been dead there
would still be the always reaching arm
of the law to menace him.

His eyes were watching the door
“steadily now, and his hands were grip-
ping the rifle. Maisie and her young
man were outside, he told himself, but
he couldn’t be sure. Bending over the
little table that stood beside his chair,
he blew out the lamp. It was well to
be cautious always. Several minutes
passed. Then the door opened; with
a sigh of relief his tense body relaxed.
The moonlight that flooded into the
room revealed Maisie standing in the
doorway. For a moment he sat study-
ing her, without moving or speaking.
Her unnatural silence and seriousness
puzzled him. Presently, as she came
softly into the room, he struck a match
and relit the lamp.

“Tired?” he inquired abruptly, as he
tossed her hat onto the table and sank
listlessly into a chair.

“Yes.” The blue eyes that turned
slowly to him were full of trouble.
“Tired and worried.”

“Worried!  What
about?”

“People are talking about you, dad.
They’re saying you had something to
do with that train holdup the other
night.”

Dean’s gray-bearded, heavy-featured
face was inscrutable. For a moment he
was silent.

“Who told you this?” he demanded
suddenly.

“Why, it’s all over the town!” she
exclaimed. “And—Steve Bonner spoke
of it to-night.”

“Bonner!” Her father’s big body

you worrying

stiffened as he glared at her. “Maisie!
What did he say?”

“He said a good deal more than he
had a right to, dad. He gave Andy
Rawson’s secrets away. He told me
I should warn you to stay at home to-
morrow night—that Rawson had got a
trap laid for you.” o

Her father raised his gray eyebrows
in puzzled surprise.  “Huh!” he
grunted. “So he told you that, eh?
I s’pose he figured he’d get in strong
with you by playing crooked with Raw-
son.”

Maisie flushed. “You've got him
wrong, dad,” she cried reproachfully.
“There’s nothing yellow about Steve
Bonner. He didn’t want to tell. He
did it because—well, because he was
sorry for us, I guess.”

“Tell me everything he said—every
word of it,” Dean demanded sharply.

He listened stolidly to her recital of
what Steve Bonner- had told her, and
made no comment. It was not until
she questioned him that he spoke.

“Is it true, dad ?” she asked. “Were
you with that gang?”

Dean glanced at her dubiously. The
question seemed to trouble him, and he
pondered it for a little while before re-
plying. “I was there,” he admitted at
last. “I’d been planning that job for a
month.” '

The alarm that he saw in Maisie’s
face caused him to regret his confes-
sion the next instant.

“I—I"d hoped you were going
straight, dad,” she gasped out. “I'd
thought you were through with the old
kind of life for good and all.”

Dean winced, as though the bitter re-
proach that lay in Maisie’s words had
stung him.

“If T can only get away with the
swag, you and me will be on easy street
for life, Maisie,” he said appealingly.
“I had to do it. 1 was down and out;
you singing to a bunch of bums every
night, to earn a living for us, made me
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He wanted to make sure of where the
man had made his camp. So far he was
merely seeking information; he was not
hoping to get a shot at Kershaw from
this point. Blackie would be too wise
to show himself where he might be
picked off from the top of the walls.
If he appeared at all he would either be
out of range, or too far off to offer a
good mark for Dean’s gun.

Dean devoted most of his attention
to the spot where he had discovered the
two horses. The animals were not vis-
ible now, and neither was Blackie. The
sun went down; it began to grow dark.
The valley seemed to be deserted. Not
even smoke appeared. The stars were
out when, deeply puzzled, he returned
to his horse.

“It don’t seem possible the cuss has
quit,” he mused. ‘“P’raps he’s doing his
sleeping by daylight. If he was there
and awake a restless crittur like him
would bave done some moving around,
I'd say. -And if he hadn’t been stick-
ing to one spot I'd prob’ly have got sight
of him.”

If his quarry had adopted the habits
of the owls, Dean would have to hit
upon another plan. Dean had counted
on discovering Blackie’s camping place
and then, long after dark, catching him
there asleep. He was inclined to be-
lieve the valley was as deserted as it had
looked.  Perhaps Blackie had gone

. away for supplies, In that case he
might return at any moment. It seemed
incredible, with a fortune at stake, that
he had abandoned his vigil.

For a moment Dean scanned the hill-
sides around him and gazed sharply
along the trail that led to the cafion.
Then he swung into the saddle and rode
to the pass. Here again he left his
horse, after concealing the animal be-
hind a thick growth of aspen. It would
be better, he reasoned, to stalk Blackie
on foot. Carrying his rifle, he walked
through the narrow defile that led into
the valley.

He had gone only a short distance
when something tripped him. It was
a wire, strung across the dark way a
foot above the ground. At the same
instant a bell clanged loudly.

Dean flattened himself against the
wall of the moraine. He understood at
once that this bell trap was the in-
genious Blackie’s device for getting a
warning of a night invader of his do-
main. The bell had sounded from a
point close by up on the steep hillside
across the way. The pass was as black
as a pit. He could see fiothing but the
shadowy outline of its bleak, uninviting
walls.

Silently he crossed to the other side
of the defile. Somewhere close above
him was the man he was gunning for.
There couldn’t be a doubt of it. The
hillside at this point seemed to offer
a foothold; very slowly, fearful that a
false step or a slipping stone would be-
tray him, he made his way upward.
Presently he came to a broad shelf of
rock. It was not so dark here, where
the starlight had a better chance to
come through.

He knew that very likely a pair of
sharp, black eyes had already discovered
him, but he was sure Blackie didn’t
mean to shoot, unless cornered. Blackie
was too wise a hombre to thus spoil his
only chance of discovering the cache.
Dean realized that it was now too late
to corner the man here. He must have
slipped away as soon as the bell sound-
ed its warning.

Confident of his own safety, he crept
along the edge of the shelf feeling for
the wire. He found it presently, and
after a moment it led him to a big cow
bell, so cleverly suspended between two
uprights of timber that a slight tug of
the wire would set it ringing. A few
feet away on a soft, sandy spot, were
blankets that looked as if somebody had
been sleeping in them. They were still
warm. Evidently the sleeper had only
just left. Beside these blankets he









































































































































































































THE GREAT AMERICAN GAME

sheriff came, looked, and declared that
it was a job for the coroner. That of-
ficial, duly notified, sent back word that
he was just starting for a long trip into
El Paso, and rendered an unofficial de-
‘cision 10 the effect that Hannett had
come to his death at the hands of Slip
Shotwell and associates. The body
might be buried any time, the coroner
added. .

The upshot of it was that poor Han-
nett lay in the ranch yard for nearly a
week.  Everybody thereabouts re-
spected the reputation of Shotwell too
profoundly to risk being shot from am-
bush. Then little Ramon Trujillo, the
scrawny old Mexican who lived on his

" ten ancestral acres, five miles down the
valley, heard about it.

Ramon was sixty-five years old and
had been born on the ranch, which had
been in the possession of the Trujille
family since shortly after the invasion
by Coronado. He had a three-room
adobe house, flat of roof, and nestling
under a huge cottonwood tree as old as
Ramon himself. The ground around
the house was packed as hard as the
bare feet of generations of Trujillos

“could make it; the old wooden latch
always hung outside the door.

Nothing tickled old Ramon more than
to have strangers or neighbors ride up
to his ranch, which was on a side road
three miles from the main Valley high-
way to Santa Fe, and ask for something
- to eat. Famous as a culinary artist was
Ramon. He could prepare the delec-
table chile con carne as few others

could do; across the entire front of his
house hung a line thickly fringed with
chile peppers, so red that they fairly

assaulted the eye with crimson glory.

Give old Ramon the materials and an
hour's time, and be could set before his
guests a meal that would have made the
lords of ancient English castles smack
their lips in anticipation.

The old Mexican had some queer
ideas about neighborly duties. Hearing
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about the dead body lying in the Han-
nett ranch yard, he climbed astride one
of his tough little burros and investi-
gated. The waming was still pinned to
the dead man’s shirt front; but Ramon
could scarcely speak Enwhs , let alone
read it.. He assumed that the paper
contained his American neighbor’s
name, perhaps.

In an hour he had laboriously ex-
cavated a grave in the oat field that ad-
joined the house, dragged the body to
the edge, lowered it in, and said a
prayer in mumbling Spanish for the
soul of the departed, crossing himself
devoutly before he shoveled the loose
dirt back into the hole. He fashioned
a rude wooden cross out of a couple of
sticks, scratched something in Spanish
on the cross piece, and left. He had
surely done his duty; his patron saint
could not fail to reward him.

Slip Shotwell, knowing little about
patron saints and caring less, swore
horribly when he heard that the body
had been buried. When informed that
o!/d Ramon Trujillo was the culprit, he
swore morc savagely still,

“Things have come to a pretty pass
when a Mexican can defy an American
citizen like this here!” he exclaimed.
Shotwell had peculiar ideas about class
superiority and citizenship. “We'll fix
him mighty soon and complete, with all
the frills. He’s got to be made an ex-
ample of.” '

Perhaps Ramon’s advanced age made
some impression on Shotwell’s tough-
ened heart fibers, however. It’s one

“thing to murder a man in the full flower

of his manhood, but quite another
thing to employ similar tactics upon a
grandfather, even though he may be
only a Mexican. So Shotwell sent word
to the old man to leave the country
within twenty-four hous, or take the
consequences.

The message being written in the dlf-
ficult English tongue, Ramon took it to
Sandy Mclntosh, his neighbor on the
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south. Sandy read it carefully, and
spoke his mind fully.

“This here Shotwell is a verra bad
mon,” he said in his broad Scotch ac-
cent. “I'm thinkin’ ye'll be showin’ the
better part o’ wisdom by obeyin’ his
orders, Ramon. "He’s the sort o’ mon
that kills first an’ is glad of it after-
wards. [I’ll gi’e ye three hundred, cash
an the nail, for you r-ranch an’ all that’s
on it.”

But Ramon Trujillo did not care to
part with his ancestral acres and home-
stead for the sum offered by Sandy.
His apple orchard sometimes brought
in half that much in a single season,
Besides, surely the Sefior Shotwell was
but joking with him. Kill him because
he had performed a decent act of kind-
ness for a dead man? Impossible! Eso
es tmpossible!

The old Mexican went hack to his
adobe house, cogitating deeply. Sup-
pose he should get out of the country—
where should he go? His limited
knowledge of the American language
precluded the possibility of his remov-
ing to any other part of the United
States, did it not? Surely he could not
exist in that part of Mexico across the
Rio Grande, where the people were
subjects of the republic and therefore
not good Americans, like Ramon.

There was his grandscn, also, to be
considered. Juan was getting an Amer-
ican education in the school at Santa
Fe, where he had already learned to
sing “My Countree, Ees of Thee,” and
“Coloombie, thee Gem of thee Ocean,”
as lustily as the best of his associates.
What would become of the bright-eyed
Juan? There were only Ramon and
Juan left of all the Trujillo family, be
it remembered. The rest had been car-
ried off by the dreaded “flu” epidemic,
some years before.

The Sefior Shotwell was surely jok-
ing. Ramon would pay no further at-
tention to the message. His simple
mind refused to dwell longer on the

" known.
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matter, once he had decided to forget
it. He would do as he had always done
during his long residence in the vailey
of the beautiful Taos—attend strictly
to his own business, and let the good
God attend to the rest. Lso se com-
prende! :

Just a week later, to the day, Slip
Shotwell and his entire band of outlaws
pulled rein, one bright morning, at the
spot where the Valley road to Santa Fe
intersects with the fenceless lane that
led to Ramon’s squat adobe dwelling,
basking peacefully in the early October
sunshine. ~

“Down there is where that greaser
lives,” Shotwell announced to his com-
panions. Where they were going is not
material, since now it will never be
“The one that buried Hannett
ag'in my orders. Reckon we better
take time to ride down there an’ fix
him.”

“That’s right,” said the others in a
gruff chorus, mixed plentifully with
profanity.

They were a hard-looking crew, their
natural villainy enhanced by a long
night ride without food. Their un-
shaven faces made them lock even
harder than they were. They pulled up
noisily in the open space before the
door in the adobe house and shouted,
with lurid oaths, for the owner to come
forth. It happened that the old man
was in his treasured apple orchard,
painstakingly picking fruit. The or-
chard extended on its far side down to
the gleaming river, where huge cotton-
woods fringed the banks and nodded to
the coming of the fall brecze that blew
from the north. Tall grass grew in the
orchard; on the other side was a goodly
field of alfalfa, the golden stacks in the
center testifying to the abundance of
the crops that year., Fourteen-year-old
Juan, shock-headed and black-eyed, was
helping his grandfather.

“Vengo,” called old Ramon, limping
toward the fence with what alacrity he












124

all, “I ask you; can I help you to
escape from the horrible death that
even now assails you, after I, myself,
am stiff ?”’

He paused dramatically. Stunned
silence, broken only by the impatient
stamping of the horses in the yard,
greeted his astounding outburst. Then
one of the men near the door uttered a
startled oath.

“What's he talkin’ about ?”

“Just this, sefior the robber,” said
Ramon, bowing to the inquirer. “You
have been pleased to drink great quan-
tities of my mescal.- Now you think
you are pleasantly drunk, whereas it is
the truth that you have imbibed the
deadly poison of the Taos Pueblo tribe.
Even now, my friends, you are face to
face with the ‘Great Bevond! ”

“Poison!” yelled Shotwell, his voice
rising above the clamor that suddenly
began.

The little Mexican bowed, his glitter-
ing eyes making his face look like a
death’s head. ‘“You made the mistake,
sefior, of leaving me in the kitchen
without a guard,” he said coolly. *“I
could not escape; but I could drcp in
the jug the fatal potion, brewed in the
ceremonial caves and kivas of the In-
dians. And now, seflor, shoot if you
will. T hold the price of my life here.”

He tapped his forehead with a signif-

icant gesture, “The poison is slow and
sure—and horrible in its final effects,”
he added quietly. *I, only, havesthe an-
tidote.”

It was the word that the chief had
been trying to remember. *“So, you
hound, you've poisoned us, have you?”
The big robber brought his gun up with
a jerk, aiming it at a point directly be-
tween the little Mexican’s eyes. “Now,
trot out your antidote mighty quick, be-
fore I drill you!”

Ramon Trujillo only smiled. He
seemed strangely at ease now. “Kill
me, and you all die,” he said softly.
“Spare me, and I can save your lives.
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Only I can do it, sefior.
wish.”

For several seconds the bandit glared
at him along the barrel of the revolver.
The little man did not flinch but con-
tinued to smile. Presently Shotwell
lowered his gun.

“Like as not you're lyin’.” he said
uncertainly, A sense of abdominal
distress was growing upon him. “But
I'll give you a chance to show you ain't.
Give us that antidote right away an’
I'll let you go free—this time.”

“It will take some time to brew the
antidote,” Ramon replied, still softly.
“In the meantime, all the guns must be
brought to me, here.” He pointed.
“You are not to be trusted, sefior. I
am waiting.”

The temerity of the demand
gered the gang. Ramon folded hlS
arms after the manner of an Indian

Shoot if you

t'l o-

chief who has just finished a speech in

council. Shotwell swore, and his oaths
were echoed, with variations, around
the room. They could overcome the
little Mexican with ease, of course; but
what of the antidote that only he could
give them? If they/were to try to tor-
ture it out of him, precious time would
be lost. He had said that the p01son
was slow, but how slow?

Hesitation was brief. Then there
was a rush to deposit the weapons be-
fore the Mexican on the table. He
called for the rifles, and insisted that
the four sentinels be brought in also and
disarmed. Tt was done. At his com-
mand, the entire dozen. desperadoes
lined themselves up against the oppo-
site wall, as motley a group as were
ever assembled together under a single
roof. Some of them were already
groaning in terror. With the guns and
shells all in a pile before him, Ramon
suddenly snatched one and trained it on
the line. His eyes glittered more brll-
liantly than ever.

“Listen, thieves and murdereérs!” he
exclaimed. “I have lied to you. Gour-
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niands, the pain you feel is caused only
by the food you have eaten. Swine!
.Cowards! Scum! I but lied to you, to
frighten you. There was no poison in
the mescal!” :

Shotwell was the first one to gather
the import of the little Mexican’s reve-
Jation. No poison in the mescal? He
drew a long breath of relief, and gath-
ered his muscles for a spring. Instantly
the gun was directed to him.

“The first on= to make a false move,
seflor, dies,” Ramon said evenly. “Rush
me all together, and at least two of you
will be sacrificed before you can reach
me. Does the commanding sefior wish
to be one of the two?”

The commanding sefior did not, evi-

dently. He subsided with a baffled
growl. The other men remained in the
line, swearing fliently in two languages.
Ramon turned to the boy, Juan, who
had straightened up, his eyes staring
now with astonishment. .
“Go to the telephone, yonder,” his
grandfather ordercd, nodding toward an
instrument attached to the wall at the
side.. “Communicate- with the sheriff.
Tell him to hasten to Ramon Trujillo’s
house w'th fast horses and plenty of
men; for I am an old man, and do not
wish to have to hold these jackals in
leash too long.”

The boy moved down the side of the
table toward the telephone, his wide
eyes trying to look in two directions at
once. The air was electric with danger.
The bandits growled like animals await-
ing feeding time, but the muzzle of the
revolver in Ramon’s hands held them.
They subsided. The boy took the ear
trumpet from the hook after grinding
the signal. In the pause that followed,
loud breathing filled the room.

“I I weesh to speak weeth the
sheriff,” the boy said, quavering into
" the transmitter presently. “Queeck,
please!”

Shotwell spoke to the bandit nearest

to him, out of the side of his mouth.
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“Why in thunder didn’t we have sense
enough to cut them telephone wires?”
“That’s what I'd like to know,” re-
sponded the other sourly.
The message delivered, with the as-
tonished sheriff promising to be on the
spot as quickly as he could muster the

"necessary posse, a dramatic wait fol-

iowed. Outside the sun mounted
higher and higher, uatil it was at the
zenith of the blue sky. The herd of
goats in the corral back of the ranch
house gathered . before the gate and
bleated for their noon meal. The ban-
dits’ horses snorted and stamped impa-
tiently. Inside the little adobe house,
squatting peacefully iz the sunshine,
twelve ugly and desperate outlaws
glared hLelplessly at two diminutive in-
dividuals, who had refused utterly to
become agitated at the profane taunts
hurled at them.

The long-looked-for sound of horse'’s
hoofs came at last. Sheriff McDBride,
red-faced and huge, was in the lead.
With weapons drawn the posse alighted
and approached the house cautiously.
They entered front and back with a
concerted rush—and found that the
only thing necessary to do was to fit
handcuffs to the wrists of the snarling
prisoners.

Little Ramon Trujillo, suddenly ex-
hausted, sank into a chair and grinned
wearily up at the sheriff, who stared
down at him in amazement. '

“Tell 1t, Ramon,” he commanded
tersely. “You've pulled a miracle to-
day. I find you keeping guard over
twelve of the worst criminals in the
Southwest, with all their guns corraled.
You an’ your kid grandson. How did
you do it?”

The little Mexican lifted his shoul-
ders in a characteristic shrug. “I cap-
ture them with—what you call—thee
Americano bluff,” he explained, his
black eyes twinkling. “I tell them that
the mooch pain they have from eating
come from thee mescal, which I tell




























































