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he cried. “I’'m not obliged to give you
anything more than your hundred and
cightcen dollars. And not even that,
because you owe me a thousand!
You'll do yourself no good by angering
me!”

She marched up to him with arms
akimbo. “And who are you that you
must not be angered? You’ll never shut
my mouth while I have breath. You
may break me, but you’ll never tame
me!”

Thus it raged for more than an hour.
When Maccubbin strode out of the
shack with knotted brows, he left a
draft for three hundred dollars lying on
the table. The Old Woman, her head
still up, and her eyes flashing, bowed
him out with polite sarcastic remarks,
each of which had a sting in it. When
he was gone she dropped into a chair
exhausted, all but fainting, pressing her
hand hard to her side. But there was
thankfulness in the weary old eyes that
she lifted to the vellow and brown hills.
She had got more than she expected.

In the intervals of putting the bread
in the oven, and looking to see how it
was gettng on, and taking it out again,
the old woman sat down at the table to
write her letter to her daughter—her
letters rather, for she always wrote two.
The first, and the longest wrote itself,
one might say: the pen fairly raced
across the paper line after line without
a pause. and the Old Woman’s tears
splashed down and spread the ink.
When it was finished, she stood up and
read it to herself in a low voice. hold-
ing a hand ready to press against her
wrinkled lips when thev trembled too
much.

My DAaRLINGEST, DarLINGEST CHILp: |
love you! Oh, how I love you! The thought of
vou is never absent from my heart! Those
arc my red-letter nights when I have a dream

oi you. The photographs vou have sent me
are my miost precious possessions. I am never

too tired to go over them one by one. The
little ones arc almost worn out. But it is
the later ones that I love best. You have

become such a beautiful woman that I can
scarcely believe you were born of me. That
sweet woman’s face that I have never seen is
engraved on my heart. Oh, I should know
you among a thousand!

Two months have passed since I wrote you.
I shall not speak of them. Nothing is changed
here. It is a long nightmare. The land is
beautiful in the summer, but I hate it, how 1
hate it! Because it has taken from me every-
thing that I hold dear. It took my husband
from me, and it forced me to put my child
away from me. It has wrecked me, this land;
] am not old, but I am done for, my darling.
It has forced me to live among men, and long
ago I lost my womanly gentlencss. It has
turned me into a hideous, coarse old hag. If
the miracle should happen, and there ever was
a chance of my sceing you, I should put it
from me, though my heart broke in two. 1
could not bear to have you see me. You could
not help but turn from such a onc. It would
be preposterous for mec to set up to be your
mother, my darling lady daughter. I would
not risk losing your dear, dear letters which
vou write to the mother you have imagined.

But. oh, my darling! How I hunger and
thirst for you; for a little love and tender-
ness and gentleness which have been denied
me ior twenty yeags! I continually forget
myself and pray God to let me see you once
before I dic—that won't be long now. When
[ come to myself I fall on my knees and im-
plorc Him not to listen to my prayers, I am
so terrified lest He put an intimation into
your heart that I need you, and you should
come here. That would be too terrible! You
might be trapped here as I was. This coun-
try wrecks women, wrecks women, wrecks
women! My last and final prayer will be that
my child may never know what it is to be
trapped in a womanless country.

The pain grows slowly worse. I don’t know
what it is. It doesn't matter. It is certainly
a mortal pain; but slow. I can stand it if
only I am able to keep going until I have set
vou on your fect, my darling. My great fear
is of dying among these men. I must not
think of that. If I am not taken too sud-
denly I shall have the courage to steal away
before it happens to'a place where they will
never find me.

Good-by, my darling, my pretty one. May
God and His angels guard you. Ah! My
heart is brcaking for you, my courage is gone.
] just want you, want you, want you! Come
to me, my child! MOTHER.

The Old Woman kissed her letter
passionately, and going to the stove,
lifted one of the lids, and dropped the
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Author of ** Unfenced,"' etc.

[DDEN from view in a
rocky cove high up on the
side of a deep caiton, two
men lounged in the shade
of the rocks late in the
afternoon and carried on
a desultory conversation in low tones.
Two or three yards away layv a third
man, apparently wrapped in decep
slumber. The sleeper was an [Indian,
short of stature. and very dark even for
one of that race. The manner of wear-
ing his hair, and his meager garb of
hand-woven cloth were proof that he
belonged to one of the Pueblo tribes.
a Hopi of the arid mesas.

Of the white men one was roughly
dressed, and puffed awav at his cig-
arette with careless abandon. His com-
panion, taller and older. was nervously
impatient as he shifted uncomfortably
about on the bare rocks. turning his
glance every few minutes in the direc-
tion of the sleeping Indian.

“T.ooks like it was time he was com-
ing out of that—ten hours without so
much as a wiggle of his toe!" the tall
man . exclaimed with an impatient
gesture toward the Tndian. “Don’t
supposc you dosed him too heavy, do
vou?”

The younger man tossed away the re-

maining stub of his cigarette and spat
at a crack in the rock before he replied
with languid deliberation: “Reckon you
ain’t ever been drunk on mescal, Pren-
dergast, or you wouldn't expect a feller
that's been soaked good to come alive
much under a whole day an’ night. An’
a Injun that’s wore hisself out at a
snake dance is goin’ to take on a con-
sid'able jag when it's offered to him
free gratis for nothin’. You wanted me
to bring this hombre along quietlike.
without stirrin’ up any disturbance. an’
I figgered the best way to do it was to
fill him with mescal, which T done with-
out no big trouble.”

“I'm not complaining about your
method of getting him, Potter.” the
man called Prendergast hy his compan-
ion replied, “but it looks as if vou
might have overdone the job. To bhe
worth anything to us this Indian has
got to be able to walk—and talk prettv
soon. We are likely to have the whole
tribe down on us if we hang around
here too long.”

“Ain’t no danger of them rustlin’ out
to hunt one missin’ Injun under two-
three days. an’ he'll be soberin’ up be-
fore night so’s he can walk. T ain’t
pretendin’ to know how to make a In-
jun talk; T reckon it can’'t be did.”
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had already amassed through divers
questionable projects. and Jeff Potter,
with visions of wecalth without labor,
had devised the diabolical scheme of
torturing the old Hopi into revealing
the secret hiding place supposed to hold
the ancient treasure.

The two renegades became suddenly
silent as the old Indian stirred, turned
over, and finally sat up. blinking daz-
cdly at the white men.

“Ugh, mescal!” he muttered.

Potter held a canteen to the old
Hopi’s lips, jerking it away before he
could take more than one good swal-
low.

“Been too much trouble gettin' the
old cuss awake to let him have enough
to get drunk again. A drink or two
to sober him up quick. an' we'll he
ready to move.” said Potter.

Revived by the draft of fiery liguor,
the old Indian glanced quickly about
him, his bheady eves sweeping the op-
posite wall of the cafion and finally rest-
ing inquiringly upon the two white
men,

“Looks like he is sober enough to un-
derstand now: tell him wlrat he is up
against,” Prendergast suggested.

Speaking in the old Indian’s native
tongue, Potter laid hefore him the rea-
son for his presence in this isolated
spot.  No word or gesture was spared
to make the recital impressive. With
gruffly spoken threats and grimaces
meant to strike terror to the heart of
his victim, Potter strove to drive home
the argument for a quick response to
his demand that the Indian lead them
without delay to the ancient hiding
place of his people. where reposed the
treasure,

Through it all the old Hopi remained
impassive.  Not by so much as the
movement of a muscle of his wrinkled
face or the lighting of his dark eves
did he betray the faintest emotion.

From outward appearances it was as’

if he understood no word the white man

had spoken. It was when Potter had
ceased that the Indian stood up, and,
extending his arms, brought his palms
together in front of him.

“A curse be upon any who would
touch the precious gems of the Hopi,”
he said with calm emphasis.

“Tell him we are not afraid of the
hoodoo; we’ll take chances on the anger
of his guarding spirits,” Prendergast
replied when Potter had rendered the
old Indian’s statement in English.

“The Great Spirit has clouded the
eves of the Hopi so that he sees not the
way to the secret place. So it will re-
main until the curse be removed,” was
the old Hopi's reply.”

“Tell him he’s an old har; that we
know how to remove the cloud from his

eves!" Prendergast exclaimed impa-
tiently when Potter had interpreted the
reply.

Tn spite of the threats of his captors,
the old Hopi drew himself up proudly
and refused to utter a word or take a
step toward divulging the secret of the
hidden gems. He no longer denied nor
did he admit that he knew of the place.

“No usc to waste anv more time talk-
ing to him.” Prendergast announced as
he got up. Scrambling down the bank
a little way. he returned after a few
minutes with a dead cedar larger than
his arm. tough and sound.

“A trick 1 learned from an old
Chinese pirate,” he explained. “Worse
torture than scorching the soles of the
feet. He'll be glad to talk when he gets
a good taste of it, or I miss my guess.
I.ct's tie him up first.”

The old Hopi offered no resistance
while the two white men bound his
hands and tied his legs together at the
ankles. At the direction of Prender-
gast, he was laid across the edge of a
big rock and one end of the cedar pole
was thrust between his bound thighs.
If the Indian guessed their purpose, he
gave no sign.

Again at the direction of the older
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“Old Jube might be wounded, an’ not
able to pick his way right.”

“No horse would jam up so many bad
grades and twist around this a way un-
less some one was sendin’ him,” Monte
Red objected again. “That hoss is be-
ing rode by some one that can ride,
but it ain’t old Jube.”

“I guess we won’t argue here much
longer ; look back there!” said Luroy.

The cloud of trail murk back there
was plain enough for any one to see.
The bobbing objects at its base were
numerous and riding close-bunched,
showing fine horsemanship.

Without a word of argument, Luroy
turned his horse due north and about
a third of the gang rode after him, fol-
lowed by howls of rage from the others.
Some men upon whom Luroy had de-
pended remained with Claude.

“Those yallowbacks have got the most
six-gun feed, too,” Claude Bossimier re-
minded his own friends bitterly. He
had intended to have a division of the
cartridges at some good opportunity, but
in the hurry of events, no opportunity
had offered. Claude himself had a belt
full of shells; some of the others had
only a few rounds, beyond what was
in their guns. Some of the men had
rifles. though.

They whirled now and followed again
the lead of the old rawhone of Jube's.
There had been no rendezvous ap-
pointed, and Claude, never a good plan-
ner, felt the need for the brain power
of the crafty old gang leader.

In a general way the chase took them
northwest. They saw the pursuers be-
hind them sometimes, and knew they
were making a sure thing of the pursuit
ly the way they kept to the trail, often
making cut-offs and dodging around the
ends of swells in a way that told of
experience in the saddle behind them—
experience that could save time and dis-
tance and yet keep to the trail.

It was noon when Claude became
aware that the horses of part of his

men were weakening, and he faced the
necessity of either making a stand to
delay pursuit or having some of his
men ravel the trail out, in the effort to
get away by themselves. He elected to
adopt the first course, and gathered a
great deal of the ammunition, at a brief
halt they made to tighten cinches. Now
he took up the rear guard, sending the
men with the poorer horses ahead. They
were off the trail of the old rawbone
horse now, but knew or thought they
knew, where they could cut the sign
again on a swell about a mile ahead.
They waited on top of a ridge, and, as
the first of the pursuers appeared in
sight, they began to throw rifle lead
back at them. Now Bossimier got an
idead of the quality of the opposition
that had been stirred up against the
gang, for he saw the number of the rid-
ers in pursuit, and his glass showed
him brands and faces that he knew.

“We've got t’ let old Jube do as he
pleases,” he had to admit. “That bunch
mean business; we'll stop them here and
then pull our freight.”

The riders behind had swung down
and sought cover. The range was long,
but Heck, using a rifle a Three Bar
Three man had brought, began to make
sharp play with it, hitting two Bossi-
miers in succession.

Dropping over the ridge, Claude and
his followers, instead of riding to where
they might expect to find the sign they
had been following, swung down the
trough below and spurted for the cover
of some fairly dense growth close at
hand.

This maneuver had the desired ef-
fect, for Thornton and his men, having
noted the general direction of the chase,
and feeling that this small skirmish was
for delaying purposes, when the fire in
front slackened, rode to cut off the gang
directly on the other side of the ridge.

So, when they topped the ridge, after
a hard, plunging dash up the grade,
thev saw no signs of the Bossimiers
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