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What’s
YOUR

Future?

Today you are earning
$20 to $30 a week. In
the same six days as an
Electrical Expert, you
can make from $70 to
$200, and make iteasier
—not work half sohard.

Then why remain in
the “small pay"game-
in a line of work that
offers—No Big Promo-
tion—No Big Income—
No Big Future?

Fit yourself for a Big
Job.

Your
Success
Is Guar-

anteed

So sure am | that you
can learn electricity—
sosureami after study-
ing with me, you too
get in the “ big money”
classinelectrical work,
that | will guarantee
under Bond to return
every single penny paid
me in tuition if, when
you have finished my
Course you are not sat-
isfied it was the best
investment you ever
made.

Too, Can Learn
toBoss This Job

EXTRA
SPECIAL!

Rado
Course
=

An up-to-the-minute
Home Study Course—
the latest wireless de-
velopments—given free
to all who enroll for
my great Electrical
Course NOW* Two
courses for the price of
one. Mail coupon for
full particulars.

“Electrical Experts”
Earn $12 to $30 a Day

Be an Electrical Expert

Today even the ordinary electrician—the “screw-driver” kind—is making money
—big money. But it's the trained man—the man who knows the whys and
wherefores of Electricity—the “ Electrical Expert”—who is picked out to “boss” ordinary
electricians—to boss the big jobs—the jobs that pay $3,500 to $10,000 a Year.. Getin
line for one of these “Big Jobs" by enrolling now for my easily-learned, quickly-grasped, right-
up-to-the-minute Spare Time Home Study Course INPractical Electricity.

Age or Lack of Experience No Drawback

You don’t have to be a College Man; you don’t have to be a High School Graduate. My Course
in Electricity isthe most simple, thorough and successful in existence, and offers every »
man, regardless of age, education or previous experience, the chance to become, ina Af
very short time, an “Electrical Expert,” able to make from $70 to $200 a week.

I Give You a Real Training J

As Chief Engineer of the Chicago Engineering Works, | know exactly the kind of J
training a man needs to enable him to get and hold good positions, and to earn ay
big pay. | notonly know, but | give you that training— I will train you as | n

have trained thousands of other men who, today, are holding splendid elec- + LOOKke,
trical positions, or are in businessfor themselves as Electrical Contractors. Af Chief
170171? ELECTRICAL Withmeyoudo PRACTICAL work-at J t

LTl _ : . X - y
& KHIITWerEiRG QuiNT RYVRY SRt B afitend® A £nlgimeasng
YOUR PROFESSION in aé)ractical way. For thi9 you need appartus, and " F Wnrl/c
| give it to you ABSOLUTELY FREE. ~ For g limites riod, besides mak-  A? **

ing a slashing cut in the cost Bf'me)l tuition, | will GIVE each newstud- {\F

ent ABSOLUTELY FREE OF COST, a complete Electrical Working g

Outfit, consisting of Voltmeter, Ammeter, Electric Motor, Bells, Wire ~

Gauge,Wire for Wiring, Tools, etc., for home and construction work.
m

— .m m
Butyo u Hitist act
This_ offer is positivele/ limited, and may shortly be withdrawn,
Fill in and send me the coupon, or drop me a post-card,
giving me your full name and address, and receive full

particulars of this great offer. But doit NOW—TODAY AT
— before it is too late.

Dept. 436, 2150 Law-
rence Ave., Chicago, 111
jA Dear Sir:—Send at once Sam-
Jw P.e Lessons, your Big Book, and

JPIMIh V A full particulars of your Free Outfit
Jr ?]nd the two Ho eStu%}{,Courses—all
n fut y prepaid, without obligation on my

part,

. . Name....
L.L. COOKE, ChiefEngineer A
CHICAGO ENGINEERING WORKS Jr
Dept.436, 2150Lawrence Ave., Chicago, IU.  JF  AdAreeS........ccooeoueuiiuieieuiieeeeeeieee e

TheCookeTrainedMan isthe‘BigPay'M an
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New!
Not

lend Mo

Save
Half

On This New
Standard
Typewriter

Moneyl

hip You This Wonderful New Oliver Nine on Free Trial!

ERE IS OUR OFFER: The most start-
ling offer ever made by any typewriter
manufacturer. Send no money— not a

single penny down. Just mail us the coupon.

W e will ship you absolutely FREE, on a 5-
DAY TRIAL, a brand new OLIVER NINE
typewriter, direct from the factory to your
home or office.

You TRY itl If youare thoroughly convinced
that it is the best typewriter at any price that
you ever tried, you then pay us a small amount
a month—only a few cents a day— and this
wonderful typewriter is yours at about half the
most of any other standard typewriter.

SAVE HALF OR MORE

The OLIVER NINE is offered to you today
in amazingly low price. A few years ago the
ver sold for $100, or more, like any other
idard machine. We had the same cumber-
te, expensive methods of selling through
nch offices, agents, salesmen. Then we
rned this new day way of selling direct by
ail.

Today you get an improved OLIVER
NINE, with many 1922 refinements and im-
provements—a finer typewriter than we for-
merly sold for $100— and you get it at this
astonishing new low price—lower than the price
af a rebuilt typewriter.

Don’'t make any mistake. This is not a rebuilt
or second-hand typewriter, but a spick-and-span
new OLIVER NINE, 1922 model, shipped to
you direct from the factory.

This is the identical OLIVER used by fore-
most business concerns like the N. Y. Central
"Lines, the U. S. Steel Corp., New York Edison

ADVENTURE
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Published three times a month by The Rideway Company at Sprine and Maedoueal Sts.,New York
Yearly subscription J6.00 in advance;
matter Oct. 1. 1910. at the post-office at New York. N. Y.. under the act of March 3. 1879.

Co., Hart, Schaffner & Marx, Morris & Co., and
others of like character. It is the finest type-
writer made at any pricel

You are to be the sole judge of its merits.
We will send it to you on FREE S-DAY
TRIAL without your sending us a cent. Then
— when you have convinced yourself of its
merits, its superiorities — you pay a little each
month at the present low price.

USE THE COUPON

We might tell you volumes about the merits
of the OLIVER NINE, its ease of operation,
how durable it is, how economical, how noise-
less. But we prefer that you learn these facts
for yourself by actual test.

All we ask you to do is to mi out and mail the COU-
PON. We will then send you our complete FREE
TRIAL OFFER, a beautifully illustrated catalog and
a startling revelation entitled “The High Cost of Type-
writers—The Reason and the Remedy.”

You can’'t afford to overlook this oppor-
tunity. A typewriter is today a necessity.
An economy as well as a convenience, to
everyone. Mail the COUPON NOW, be-
fore you forget it. Learn how you can
tsave half on a standard OLIVER type-
writer—new from the factory.

THE OLIVER TYPEWRITER COMPANY
736 Oliver Typewriter Bldg., Chicago, IU.

The Oliver Typewriter Company
736 Oliver Typewriter Bldg:., Chicago, 111

Please send me without the slightest obligation
on my part your special free trial offer, illustrated
art catalog and the booklet “The High Cost of
Typewriters— The Keason and the Remedy.”

Name-

Volume. 35.
Number 3

single copy 25 cents. Entered as second-class
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THE ORIGINAL winbe

CARTER

would

you

wear a
Tourniquet?

Then why wear any garter (whether
wide or narrow) that depends upon
adjusted tightness?

The E. Z. Garter, the original wide
garter, has no adjustments no tight-
ness to constrict veins and muscles.

E. Z Garters are 35c to $l everywhere,
in single-grip and the E. Z 2-Grip.

Made Solely by The Thos. P. Taylor Co.. Bridgeport. Conn.

12f*anadian
Da~v VUI S€eS
New York'Halifax~Quebec

through the Northumberland Straits, Gut of
Canso and up the Saguenay River. Magnifi-
cent scenery, smooth water, cool weather, full
2 days’ stop at Quebec. The ship has spacious
promenade decks, and all deck games, many
rooms with bath, finest cuisine, etc.

Delightful way to visit the famous and won-
derful Shrine of Ste. Anne de Beaupre.

The round trip occupies 12 days, rate $150 and
up, or one way to Quebec, 5 days, $30 and up.

Thf. Magnificent New Twin-Screw

5. 5. "FORT ST. GEORGE™

H,000 tons displacement

will make 4 unusually attractive cruises

Sailing from New York

July 8-22, Aug. 5-19

No Passports required for th<*S* cruises.
literature address

FURNESS BERMUDA LINE

34 Whitehall Street, New York
Or any Tourist Agent

Forjillustrated

ADVENTURE

serman MAUSER

Latest Model 9 Shot Automatic

25 CAL
.95

i Less than half

JL mSSB pre-war prices.
32 CalL 13.95. Shoots standard cart-
ridges. Convenient to carry-lies flat
in the pocket — perfect, safety device
Allour guns brand new latest model*
guaranteed genuine World’s Fa- .
mous Luger 30 cal. $19.95.— Hand Ejector
Revolver =~ swing out cylinder 32 cal. $16.95

SEND MONEY
L BLUE STEEL ARMY
\8T rT Aefz'T KrIP .safeties 25 cal $10.5
used “over there” $11.65.

PAY POSTMAN ON DELIVERY. Satisfaction
guaranmteed or money promptly refunded

AUTOMATIC — 32 Cal $10.45

fficers blue steel pocketautomatic

MILITARY TRENCH AUTOMATIC—32Cal
10 shot, extra magazine FREE, Justlike you

UNIVERSAL SAI.LES CO.

141 Broadway DESK 252 New York, N.Y.

Now you can buy the famou
9-pound National Typewriter ¢
rect from the factory after 10day
trial— absolutely free. You |
the judge. Then we give yo

10 Months to Pay

Same machine as

thousands of doctors, lawyer*

hankers, salesmen, students

writers and business men in 3

countries. Every feature is best
standard-size machines. 28 keys. 84 characters. Brain
new— not a rebuilt typewriter. Neat, compact carryir
case free with every machine. Send today forourlvVDa’yi
Free Trial Offdrand IV Months' Payment Flan.
NATIONAL TYPEWRITER CO.

Fond du Lac, Wi *

used b

Dept. 14-F

Why Good Dancers Are Popular

Everyone admires and wants to dance with the
person who knows the latest steps. There is no
need of being a wallflower! By my remark-
able new easy method, anyone can learn the
newest dances at home in a few hours better,
easier and much less expensive than from fa
personal teacher. No music or partner needed.
So simple even a child can. learn quickly. 60,000
have learned dancing’ by mail. Yiour own sue-
cess is guaranteed.

To prove | can quickly and easily make you anl
accomplished dancer, I'will send you FKEE, in
plain cover, a lesson in Fox Trot, Secret of leading
and How to Gain Confidence.
lessons, send 10c. Learn in private —surprise your
friends. Act now and be a good dancer soonl

ARTHUR MURRAY, studio 213, 100 Fifth Av«., N.Y.

For mailing of free

For 57 voars those little marchers hav«
led band instrument buyers to bettei
quality and value!

FREE—84-Page
BAND CATALOG

Pictures, describes, prices everything for the

band from single instrument to complete equipment. |7sedhv Army
and Navy. Sold by leading music men bants everywhere. Freetrial

Easy payments. State instrument interested in. Write tor Book today"
LYON & HEALY, 57-82A Jackson Blvd.,, CHICAGO

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting youi dealer.
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Have You The Courage

To Start Over?

a successful business man and he talked

straight from the shoulder.

IM BARTLETT was my best friend. He was
J There was no

mincing words when he started tellfrig me what

| ought to do.

“Bill,” he said earnestly, “the trouble with you
is that you have fallen into a rut. You get up
early and go to work every morning and you
work hard all day. But you don’'t get anywhere.
It isn't that you haven’'t a good head on your
shoulders— for you have. .But you don’t use it.
You don’'t think three feet beyond your job.”

“But what can | do?” | asked helplessly. “I
have a wife and child. I'm too old to take
chances.”

“Too old!” fairly shouted Jim.
thing, you're too young!

“At 35, Henry Ford was working in the me-
chanical department of the Edison Electric Light
& Power Co. for $150 a month. At 38, John R.
Patterson, who founded the National Cash
Register Company, was the proprietor of a small
and none too successful country store. At 25,
George Eastman, president of the Eastman
Kodak Company, was earning $1400 a year as a
bookkeeper in a savings bank. At 22, Edison
was a roaming telegraph operator—out of a
job— too poor, when he arrived in New York, to
buy his own breakfast!

“Success wasn’'t handed to these men on a
silver platter, Bill. They worked for it and
worked hard. Did they quit when they found
themselves temporarily blocked or working up a
blind alley? You bet your life they didn't. They
had the courage to start over. And you've got
to have that same courage if you ever want to
get anywhere.”

“Why, if any-

conversation with Jim Bartlett.

| remember going home that night to a frugal
supper. | remember sitting in the parlor thumb-
ing a magazine. | remember reading the story
of a man just like myself who had studied in his
spare time and had gotten out of the rut.

As | read on | felt new ambition rise within
me. | decided that I, too, would have the courage
to start over.

So | tore out that familiar coupon which | had
seen so often and mailed it to Scranton. Informa-
tion regarding the course | had marked came
back to me by return mail.

| tell you frankly that | had no idea the course
would be so interesting— so easy— so fascinat-
ing—so profitable.

My employers learned of my studying, saw
evidences of it in my work and in four months |
received my first increase in salary.

Advancement followed advancement, for | was
always thinking beyond my job—always study-
ing to get ready for the job ahead. And just the
other day | was made General Manager.

FIVE years have passed since | had the above

OW much longer are you going to wait before
taking the step that is bound to bring you
advancement and more money?
No matter where you live, the International
Correspondence Schools will come to you. No
matter what your handicaps or how small your

means,
stances.
education, the

No matter how

we have a plan to meet your circum-
limited your previous
simply-written,

wonderfully-

illustrated 1. C. S. textbooks make it easy to

learn.

some one of the 300 I.

suit your needs.

This is all we ask:

Without cost,

No matter what career you may choose,
C. S. courses will surely

without

obligating yourself in any way, put it up to us

to prove how' we can help you.

mail this coupon.

Just mark and

J TEAR OUT HERE —mommmmmemmmemmmeeee — -

International

BOX2036-C

Correspondence

Schools

SCRANTON, PA.

Without cost or obligation please explain how | can qualify for
the position, or |n the subject before which | have marked an

ELEC. ENGINE

"J Electric nghtlng & Railways
1Electric Wiring

JTelegraph Englneer
3Telephone ork

3M HANICAL ENGINEER
J Mechanlcal Draftsman
O Machine Shop Practice

| '(I;oolmaker O

ne eratln
| VT ENGINGER

J Surveyin a|
] MINE yC!); EMAN’&J)?E G'R

3STATIONARY ENGINEER
1 Marine Engineer
ARCHITECT .

| Contractor and Builder
1Architectural Draftsman

] Concrete Builder
1Structural En%‘neer
JPLUMB HEATING

J Sheet Metal Worker
Textile Overseer or Supt.
CHEMIST

J Pharmacy

Name...
Street
and No.

City.

Occupation—

BUSINESS MANAGEM'’S
SALESMANSHIP
ADVERTISING

Show Card & Sign Ptfl.
Railroad Positions
ILLUSTRATING
Cartooning

Private Secretary
Business Correspondent
BOOKKEEPER
Stenographer & Typist

] Certified Public Accountant
TRAFFIC MANAGER
{Railway Accountant

] Commercial Law

GOOD ENGLISH

] Common School Subjects
{CIVIL SERVICE
{Railway Mail Clerk
IAUTOMOBILES

j Mathematics

] Navigation

J AGRICULTURE"SpanISh
O Poultry Raising O Banking
OAirplane Engines

ooooogoopogo

------------------ -, in-

Per8ona residing in Canada should send this coupon to the Interna-
tional Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal, Canada.

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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An Easy Way to
Remove Dandruff

If you want plenty of thick, beautiful, glossy,
silky hair, do by all means get rid of dandruff, for
it will starve your hair and ruin it if you don't.

«The best way to get rid of dandruff is to dissolve
it. To do this, just apply a little Liquid Arvon at
night before retiring; use enough to moisten the
scalp, and rub it in gently with the finger tips.

By morning, most, if not all, of your dandruff
will be gone, and three or four more applica-
tions should completely remove every sign and
trace of it.

You will find, too, that all itching of the scalp
will stop, and your hair will look and feel a hun-
dred times better. You can get Liquid Arvon at
any drug store. A four-ounce bottle is usually
all that is needed.

The R. L. Watkins Co., Cleveland. Ohio

RADIO  Forveryhody.,,

Radio. You can earn big money. Learn by mail,
in spare time, how to design, construct, install, re-
pair, maintain, operate, sell and demonstrate com-
plete radio outfits. W r;te for our book, “How to
Learn Radio at Home.”

NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE, Dept. 1068, Washington, D. C.

ADVENTURE

A RAILWAY
TRAFFIC INSPECTOR

MENWANTED! EARN UP TO $250
PER MONTB-EXPENSES PAID!

This fascinating profession demands
trained men! Unusual opportunities;
, n'-V meetbigrailway officials; travel, some-
fljjsrfck thing new every day. Start at $110
- .illJA per Month, expenses paid. Prepare
in 3months spare-time home study.

Any average man can qualify.

POSITION GUARANTEED
or money refunded. You take
no risk. Write Today for Free
Booklet No. D-840.

Don’'t delay.

STANDARD BUSINESS
TRAINING
INSTITUTE

Buffalo
N.T.

BLACKSHOES

Edge

Black
Self Shining ®
SHOE POLISH

Requires No Brushing

Use Whittemore's Polishing Pastes for all
kinds of Men’s, Women's and Children’s
Black, Tan and Oxblood Shoes.

Whittemore Bros., Cambridge, Mass.

7//7¢+H
\SHELTER TENTt145

Made of olive drab, 100z. \
waterproof canvas. Easily
packed and carried, being in 2 sec-
tions which tightly fasten together
with double buttons.  Folds into
compact bundle weighing ap-
prox. 7 Iba. Size 7 ft. x 4ft. 6in. Sold
as high as $10.00. Oar 80 Daé/ Anni-
versary Sale price $1.45, plus 60c for pack-
inn and postage. Satisfaction guaranteed.
ATLANTIC STORES
437 Koplin Bldg. Atlanta, Ga.

REPRESENTATIVE WANTED

"DECOME our subscription representative in vour vicinity.

Obtaining subscriptions to Adventure and our three other
leading magazines will enable you to make a substantial
income in your spare time. There is no obligation. Full
particulars will be mailed upon request.

MANAGER, STAFF AGENCIES DIVISION
Box 845 Butterick Building New York, N.Y.

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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of the King of Mecca, as king of the Arabs, he gets

results—far-reaching and unforeseen.  For here again is
Jimgrim, Single-handed, better than an army corps as he plays
chief against chief in a land where the only law is individual
interpretation of the Koran. “THE KING IN CHECK,”
a novel by Talbot Mundy, complete in the next issLe.

WHEN Jimgrim determines to establish Feisul, third son

Other stories in the next issue areforecast on the lastpage o f this one.

Don’t forget the dates of issue for Adventure—
the 10th, 20th and 30th of each month



THE HOLE Iti THE ROCK

A CompleteAbvel fy

CHAPTER |

CHUB SPRINGS

T WAS a warm day in early

April. A typical Spring-fever

day as the cronds of loafers in

front of the two saloons of
Chub Springs, enjoying the sunshine after
a long and rigorous Winter, unanimously
agreed. All the higher hills and mountains
still wore their overcoats of gleaming white,
and on the north side of even the low hills
were high-combed drifts from which issued
numberless tiny rivulets of brackish water
from the melting snow.

In those days of the early nineties Chub
Springs enjoyed, and it is the correct word,
a reputation for “toughness” unsurpassed.
The heart of avast range country, it was the
trading-point, aswell as the center of amuse-
ment, for both cattle and sheep outfits.
The hubs about which rotated the changing,
colorful life of the town naturally were the

“ The Hole in the Rock,” copyright, 1922, by Frank C.
Robertson.

Copyright, 1922, by the Ridsway Company in the United States and Great Britain.

Frank C.RoBertson

two saloons—the Idaho Bar and the Salt
Lake Bar.

As yet most of the loafers were sheeprren,
for the larger cattle outfits had not yet
trailed in from the Winter range. It wes
before the day of the Mexican and Basque
herder, and the camp-movers in town were
young, clean-limbed Americans with a love
for the open spaces, and a zest for adventure
equal to that of the cowboys with whom
they rubbed elbows. Range waes still
plentiful and collisions were as yet few; but
there was always a wide social gap mani-
fested between the two classes which occa-
sionally flared out in personal conflicts.

Around a corner came two horserren in
dust-begrimed chaps and flannel shirts,
with a pack horse following. They headed
for the water trough, and the loafers noted
that the horses were leg-weary, and that
the shoes on their feet were worn thin as
wafers.

“ nchers,” announced the bar-
tender of the Salt Lake Bar, as he stood
idling in the doorway.

A1l rights reserved. 3



4 Adventure

“Hope so0,” said a sandy-haired, middle-
aged comman. “1I’'m needin’ a couple of
riders mighty bad, an’ so far | ain't been
able to lay hands on one.”

“Looks like they might be able to fill the
bill,” the bartender rejoined, “though
naturally it looks a little suspicious when
fellers ride so far this early in the Spring
unless they are able to make explanations.”

The strangers dismounted, watered their
horses, tied them to a hitch-rack, and
walked toward the Salt Lake saloon. The
cronmd saw that they were young, medium
sized, and good looking. The taller one was
dark, and rather impudent looking; the
shorter, heavier man wes less striking in
appearance, and of a more serious cast.
Closer inspection was cut off by the abrupt
arrival of two other horsemen from the
opposite direction. These two came in on
a run, and brought their horses to a stand-
still with, a vicious yank that brought the
blood flowing from their horses' mouths.

“Well, look what's turned up—Dutch
Jake and Sawtooth. The Wineglass outfit
is back in the -country, so look out for
trouble,” the bartender said softly, dis-
creetly retiring behind his bar.

The Wineglass riders were rough-looking
characters, around forty years of age. They
leaped from their horses, leaving the reins
dragging in the dust, and swaggered into
the saloon.

“Every gentleman come inside an’ have
one on me,” the larger man, a husky two-
hundred pounder, roared an invitation.

The crowd on the porch arase as one man,
surged inside and lined up against the bar.
The big man surveyed the line with what
seemed sardonic hunmor.  His mouth hung
open in a grin that displayed two rows of
big, jagged, yellow teeth, which gave an
unmistakable clue to his name—Saw-
tooth.

“| said gentlemen,” he boormed. *Sheep-
herders fall back.”

Most of the men were sheepherders. The
line straightened tensely for a moment,
then was broken by the impact of a hard
fist upon Sawtooth’s jaw, delivered by a
slim young camp-mover with rather too
many drinks under hisbelt. Before he could
follow up his advantage, however, Dutch
Jake kicked him in the groin with a high-
heeled boot. The camp-mover sank to the
floor with a groan. With a snarl Sawtooth
jerked his gun, and flashed it in the direction

of the prostrate sheepherder.
followed suit.

“Drop them guns,” snapped a cool voice.

The two gunmen stopped abashed. The
impudent-faced cowboy who had first
arrived was covering the two with a forty-
four.

“No target practise like that for you,” he
snapped again.  “Drop them guns.”

His was an insistence not to be denied.
The guns rattled to the floor.

“Who are yon—a sheepherder?’ Saw-
tooth demanded.

“No. I'm a cowpuncher huntin’ a job,
but that don't alter matters.”

Friends of the fallen sheepherder carried
him outside, and the cowboy abruptly
shoved his gun back in the holster.

“You got away with that for once, young
feller, because we wasn't watchin’ you; but
don't try to hold up two men like us again.
It won'tbe healthy,” said Sawtooth savagely.

The cowboy laughed easily. His eyes
were an innocent blue, but they had the
slight squint of one accustoned to looking
over vast spaces, and about themwas a sure
landmark of cool courage that could not be
overlooked.

“1 beat you both on the draw by a mile,”
he said cheerfully, “but if you want to see
somethin’ fast you want to see my pardner
go into action.”

The bullies regarded the other young
cowboy, who was standing by unobtru-
sively. They prudently decided to let the
matter rest and presently departed for the
Idaho Bar across the street.

The man who had interfered for the
sheepherder turned to the crond which was
watching him rather intently. If he was
a cowboy, as he claimed, he had done an
unprecedented, almost a sacrilegious thing,
in taking up a quarrel for a sheepherder.

“Line up, everybody, an’ have one on ne.
No social distinctions this time,” he invited.

This time the ceremony was completed
without interruption.

The middle-aged cowman in search of
riders introduced himself to the strangers.

“My namre is Jack Eutsler, an’ I'm right
glad to meet you, boys,” he said.

“My name's Steve Malty,” replied the
conqueror of Sawtooth and Dutch Jake,
“an’ the talkative cuss there is my pardner™
Bob Logan. He’sapurty good scout as long
as you can keep him quiet, but he’s always
lettin’ his tongue run away with him.”

Dutch Jake
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Eutsler nodded.

“1'd like to have a word with you boys,”
he said.

The three retired to a table in a far corner
of the room.

“l heard you say you was lookin' for
work,” Eutsler began. “l need a couple of
men, an’ maybe | can use you if you want
the job. | suppose you've punched cows
in—where you come from?”

“We ain't packin' no references this
season,” Steve said a little angrily. “If you
want to hire us we'll do your work right,
but we don't go under any cross-examina-
tion fer the sake of a job.”

“That'sall | ask, but maybe when | give
you the lay of the land you won't care for
my job.”

“Shoot,” Steve said simply.

“Well, I'm foreman for a small cattle out-
fit on the Bannock river, about twenty-five
miles from here—runs about four thousand
head, and belongs to a widow and her
daughter. Our range lays right alongside
the Bannock Reservation, and in the Spring
we turn out on Warm Spring Mountain
which is close to the head of Bannock River,
and on the reservation. Our proper range is
east of there on the slope toward the Black-
snake River, an’ runs back this way along
Devil creek. But the point I'm aimin’ to
bring out is that there's liable to be trouble
with the Injuns—it’'s only been about ten
years since some of 'em was on the war-
path.”

“ Sounds tame so fer,” Steve commented.

“Last year,” Eutsler went on, “we was
short quite a bunch of cattle. Whether
Injuns or rustlers is a question. Then we
run our stuff with another outfit called the
Bucketbail which I don't like, though that's
only opinion—you might see different.”

“Gittin' complicated,” Steve admitted.

“But the worst feature is that last year
a big cow outfit that brands with a wine-
glass blew in from the south an' they
show unmistakable signs of wantin’ to hog
our range. They're plumb bad ones, and
the two birds you just had the run in with
are only typical. They'll have their whole
outfit gunnin’ for you if you stay in the
country.”

“How much do you pay?” Steve asked.

“Forty a month and board, and there's
a good chance for one of you to git to be
foreman because my time is all needed on
the ranch.”

“Couldn't sound better,”
heartily.

“We’ll move on,” Bob Logan said, speak-
ing for the first tine.

“On which?” Steve asked jeeringly.
“Dost remember, friend of my youth, that
our last cash has just passed over yonder
bar?”

“1’m not lookin’ for trouble,” Bob urged.

“Neither are we,” Eutsler cut in. “Let
it be understood that we ain't wantin' to
hire no gunmen. We run a peaceable
outfit. But if you want to try us all right.
The chances are, though, that the Wineglass
outfit will make it too hot for you to stay.”

“Now you've gone an’ done it,” Bob said
plaintively. “After that crack | couldn't
drag him away with a four-horse team
You'll have to pay us an advance on wages
—we got to eat an’ feed our horses.”

“All right. I'll fix you up. We'll have
to stay here to-night, an’ | advise you to lay
low. There's apt to be a lot more of the
Wineglass outfit in tonight, an’ you might
git into trouble.”

“Maybe | can find a safe crack where |
can peek in at them bold, bad men,” Steve
said derisively.

“All right, that's your affair. But let
me tell you that if you git into trouble don't
expect help from me. 1I’'m no gunman.”

“Me neither,” Bob Logan added.

Shortly after the lamps were lighted the
three men had supper and returned to the
saloon.  Steve could not be contented away
from the crowd, and the other two reluctant-
ly followed him  The saloon was filling up
rapidly, and the three were compelled to
wait for a turn at a pool table.

While they were still waiting there was
avolley of yells outside, and a moment later
a small mob of cowboys surged through the
door. A hush settled over the saloon.

“There's a lot of the Wineglass riders
now,” Eutsler informed in a low voice.
“Sawtooth an' Dutch Jake are with 'em,
an' they're already polluted. It won't take
long for the rest to git going. Watch your
step.”

The Wineglass men were ordinary-looking
cowpunchers except that they were, on an
average, above the usual age and their faces
were characterized by rather sullen, defiant
looks. But the last three men to enter were
of an entirely different cast.

“There's the brains of the Wineglass,”
Eutsler indicated these three.

Steve said
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One of them, a portly man of middle age,
threw a look in their direction, but seemed
to take no particular notice.

“Pretended he didn't see me,” Eutsler
said. “That's Metcalf, boss of the Wine-
glass. The kid with him calls hinself the
Pecos Kid. He's the top gunfighter of 'em
all. Don't monkey with him unless you
want to flirt with the undertaker. He’ssure
greased lightnin' on the draw. Downed
three men here last Summer.  Killed one of
'em in cold blood because the feller said he
looked like a greaser.

“He looks like anything but a human,”
Bob contributed.

“He’s Metcalf's right bower unless the
third member has taken his place. He isa
sure enough Mexican, 'cause his nane is
Ortega; but he talks better English than
any of 'em

“He’seducated | reckon. We don't know
much about him, because he just showed up
on the round-up last Fall. Rides the finest
string of horses ever seen in the country, an’
claims to be lookin’ after a bunch of cattle
that somebody is runnin’ with the Wine-
glass. | reckon, however, that he draws
Wineglass money too.”

At Metcalf's invitation the Wineglass
men lined up at the bar. While they were
drinking Steve and Bob studied them. The
Mexican, Ortega, a man of about their own
age, was easily the most striking one of the
bunch, partly because of the neat way he
dressed, but more because in his face were
signs of a higher order of intelligence.

“That's the bunch you've picked for
neighbors,” Bob told his partner dis-
gustedly.

“They don't look bad to me,” said Steve.
“The Mexican might be dangerous if he
wasn't a Mexican, but the rest don't look
bad.”

“Them sentiments are likely to give you
a title deed to six by three of solid earth if
you stick around here,” Eutsler said im-
patiently.

After the drink the foreman of the Wine-
glass outfit turned his back to the bar and
surveyed the crond. He affected to see
Eutsler for thefirst time and came over to
him

“Why howdy, Eutsler,” he exclaimed,
thrusting out his hand, “1 never saw you or
I'd asked you to have a drink.”

“Hello, Metcalf,” Eutsler replied.

Metcalf favored the other two cowboys

with a fleeting glance, and seemed to dis-
miss them as beneath his notice.

“I'm right glad to meet you here,
Eutsler,” Metcalf went on softly. “I see
that your cattle are still on the reservation,
an’ that you ain't usin' the range between
Trail Creek an’ Devil Creek. | reckon you
won't mind me puttin’ some cows an’
calves there for a while till the grass sort of
gits a start on my range.”

A worried look camre into Eutsler's eyes
which Steve and Bob naticed.

“ 'Fraid | can't accommodate you, Met-
calf,” he refused. “The Injuns may order
ws off the reservation any day—in fact
they've already ordered us never to git on—
an’ we'll have to have our range. Besides,
you know we run our stuff with the Bucket-
bail, and that is properly their end of the
range.”

“All right, I'll have a talk with Fink.
I’'m glad you mentioned that little detail,”
Metcalf said, impudently ignoring Eut-
sler'sflat refusal.

It was plain to the two cowboys that
Metcalf held their new boss in contempt,
and that Eutsler was not iron enough to
stand on his rights. But at that moment
there came an interruption at the saloon
door. A huge, blond giant of a man, wear-
ing wide, flaring chaps, and a large, loose
flannel shirt in a cunning way to create the
illusion of even greater size, strode in and
up to the bar.

“Wild Pete,” some one muttered.

A silence amounting almost to tension
settled over the room.

“Make way. Give me room accordin’ to
my strength,” the giant roared.

The crowd fell back hastily and Wild
Pete shouldered his way to the bar through
the suddenly sullen Wineglass nen.

“Whisky,” he shouted. “If there's as
good a man as | am here let him come up
and drink. If not stay back.”

The bartender poured a solitary drink.
Previous experience had taught the am-
bitious to fight shy of a physical encounter
with the big Dane. More than one man had
had his bones crushed in that same saloon
by thinking he had a right to drink with
Wild Pete. The bartender was taking no
chances. The Dane drained his glass with
a gulp, and wiped his heavy, yellow beard
with a hamtlike hand. Then he stared at
the crowd coolly. It was the viking's out-
of-placeness in the range surroundings
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as much as his abnormal size and strength
which made him dreaded by even pro-
fessional man-killers.

The Pecos Kid happened to be standing
directly in front of the giant, and as Wild
Pete seemed to stare clear through him
without seeing anything the Kid became as
bellicose 'ks a bantam rooster.

“Well, you must see somethin’ inter-
estin’,” Pecos hissed.

“If there’s anything interestin’ about you
I've plumb overlooked it,” Wild Pete re-
torted mildly.

Then he sighted Eutsler, and walked
toward him leaving the Pecos Kid writhing
in impotent fury. Whatever merit the Kid
possessed as a gun-fighter it did not help
him at repartee.

“Hello, Jack,” Wild Pete sang out in a
voice that made the ceiling shake.

Eutsler nodded. Evidently he was not
greatly relieved by the arrival of Wild Pete,
though he was having an unpleasant time
with Metcalf. The reason for his perturba-
tion was disclosed when the Dane proceeded
to make the same request that Metcalf had
made but a moment before.

“1 want to turn my dogeys on your range
for a \yhile, Jack, till the grass gits better in
the big bend of the Blacksnake where 1'm
goin’ to Summer. How about it?”

“I'm afraid | can't do it, Pete,” Eutsler
replied. “I just refused Metcalf the same
thing.”

“Metcalf? What does he need it for?
He's got from--— to Chub Springs to run
his cattle in.”

Metcalf smiled crookedly. The loud
voice of Wild Pete had attracted the atten-
tion of the house.

“l don't need a dogey herder to tell me
where to run my cattle,” he said. “l wasin
hopes you'd stay out of this country this
year—you run too many brands.”

The crond sensed that a crisis of some
sort was approaching. Not a man moved.

“I'm here, an’ I'm goin’ to stick,” Wild
Pete said.

“Then don't git too numerous around the
Wineglass, that's all,” Metcalf replied.

“Mr. Metcalf, if it strikes me to bed my
dogeys in the front yard of your camp
thatll be where they lay, an’ you won't
dare to steal a single one—even if that is
your business.”

“You are a liar and a thief,” Metcalf
stated slowly.

But he made no move to draw his gun.

Steve swiftly saw the foreman's plan.
He would make no effort to draw, but when
the Dane did, some of the fifteen gunmen
would drop him. Already they were crond-
ing in close, many were not six feet away.
It was a certainty that some of them would
beat the Dane to the draw. Wild Pete, how-
ever, disconcerted them by reaching for an
empty beer bottle instead of going for his
gun. He swung it with such tremendous
force that it would undoubtedly have
brained the Wineglass foreman if it had
landed.

It was half way down when agun cracked,
and the bottle crashed into a hundred
pieces, leaving only the jagged neck of the
bottle in the Dane’s hand.

It was the Pecos Kid who had fired. In-
stead of shooting the Dane at once he had
taken the opportunity to show off his
ability by first breaking the swinging bottle.
The mistake was costly for Metcalf. Before
the Pecos Kid could fire again, Wild Pete
seized Sawtooth by the shirt front and
swung him around as a shield. With the
other hand he continued his blow, bringing
the jagged neck of the bottle squarely into
Metcalf's upturned face.

Then came two rapid shots, and each of
the two big saloon lamps went out. When
the turmoil had ceased, and the lights were
on again Wild Pete had disappeared. Met-
calf sat holding his mutilated face in his
hands

Steve Malty was grinning challengingly.
It was he who had shot out the lights.

CHAPTER 11
THE DIAMOND M RANCH

ACK EUTSLER'S business in Chub
Springs detained them until they had
time to reach the ranch by noon only by
dint of hard riding. Steve and Bob were
busy with their own thoughts and did not
bother the new bass with questions.

Steve, with characteristic optimism was
looking forward with eager curiosity, and
wondering what sort of people his new em-
ployers would prove to be, and what kind of
a ranch they had. Bob, on the other hand,
was worrying over the rows of the night be-
fore, and wondering how long it would be
before there was another run-in with the
Wineglass.
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An elderly woman in a plain gingham
dress was standing on the porch of the
ranch-house when they rode up.  She smiled
a pleasant greeting.

“Mrs. Gibbs, meet our two new riders,
Steve Malty, an’ Bob Logan. | hired 'em
down at Chubi Springs,” Eutsler intro-
duced.

“I'm glad to know you, boys,” Mrs.
Gibbs' said cordially, with a handshake
which put them at their ease at once.

“Pleased to meet you, ma’am,” Steve
murmured.

With his usual chariness of words, Bob
took it for granted that his partner’s remark
covered the case for both and remained
silent.

“Come on in, and we'll soon have a hbt
dinner for you,” Mrs. Gibbs said.

“l—l— If we could go to the bunk-
house,” Steve demurred.

“1'll show you,” Eutsler said.

They followed the foreman to the small
but clean and comfortable bunk-house.

“Do we eat in the house—with the
family?” Steve queried in amazement,
memories of various kinds of cook-shacks
fresh in his memory.

“ Sure thing; there ain't no dasses on this
ranch—an’ Mrs. Gibbs is sure some cook,”
Eutsler replied proudly.

“You mean she does the cookin’ for the
hired men?”

“Most of it. Jennie helps, an’ they keep
a hired girl.”

The foreman’s face clouded, and he con-
tinued in a low voice—

“But if this rustlin' and range hoggin’
ain't stopped they won't be able to keep
a hired girl, or hired rmen either.”

“How long you been workin’ for 'em?”
Steve asked.

“Me? I've worked for ’em ever since
Dan Gibbs homesteaded this ranch twenty
years ago.”

“Say, did this rustlin’ begin since the
Wineglass outfit came to this country?”

“Well, no. We've always lost a few
head, but we blamed it onto the Injuns
mostly. However, the Injuns ain't been
much to steal except what they need for
beef, an’ Mrs. Gibbs has been so darn good
to lots of 'em that they sort of protect her
stuff. But we commenced to lose in good
earnest a while before the Wineglass showed

up.
“ Got anybody in mind?” Steve asked.

“l ain't namin' anybody if I
Eutsler said shortly.

“1f we're goin’ to ride here we ought to
know the lay of the land,” Steve argued.

“You'll find out,” the foreman said, be-
ginning to show signs of irritation.

Steve had refused to give any account of
his own past, and Eutsler was beginning to
wonder if there was not something nore
than appeared on the surface in this anxiety
to learn all about the rustlers.

Unmindful of the foreman's suddenly
aroused suspicions, Steve continued his
questioning.

“About this Bucketbail outfit that you
run with—what kind of a bunch are they?”

“They own the ranch just across the river.
It belongs to old man Bates, who is an in-
valid. The cattle boss is named Fink, and
he stands ace high with Jennie Gibbs who
is the real boss of this outfit. | think that's
enough information for you till you've done
soe ridin’ yourself,” Eutsler said gruffly.

“1'd rather git my information first hand
anyway,” Bob Logan put in mildly to head
off his partner’s rising temper.

“Let's go eat,” Eutsler said, leading the
way back to'the house.

Both boys were glad they had had a
chance to clean up in the bunk-house when
they were presented to Jennie Gibbs.

She was a snall girl, but she had an air
of perfect self composure and efficiency
about her, disconcerting to any would-be
mesher. The steady brown eyes, and high
nose gave her face an expression of strength
with no suggestion of masculinity. Rather,
her personality was one of frank good fel-
lowship and comradery.

She greeted the cowboys with a friendly
handshake, and while they ate she succeeded
in getting from Steve sone of his past his-
tory. He told her that they were from Ore-
gon, that the outfit they had been working
for had sold out, and that he and Bob had
simply started out to find a new range
country where there was more exciterment.
To these statenments Eutsler paid the strict-
est attention.

After all the foreman could not be blamed
for being suspicious of strangers. In those
days rustling came very near being a recog-
nized business. Jennie seemed to accept
the cowboys at face value, and it was not in
Mrs. Gibbs' nature to think evil of anyone.
That motherly old lady warmed to them as
though she had known them from infancy.

have,”
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By the time the meal was over Steve, at
least, felt himself a member of the family.

“We'll git some fresh horses,” Jack Euts-
ler said after dinner, “an’ take a look at the
hospital bunch which we ain't turned out
yet. I'll leave one of you here to look after
'em a few days, an’ me and the other one
will go to camp.”

Steve found an opportunity to whisper
to his partner:

“You go to camp with the boss. Me, I'm
the finest hospital nurse ever happened.”

“Don't forget, old would-be woman-
killer, that the girl is your boss, an’ that
she's pre-empted by the boss of this here
Bucketbail outfit.”

“Aw, howd you know it was on account
of the girl | wanted to stay?” Steve de-
manded

Bob grinned.

“It’splumb easy to read you, old-timer—
that's your worst fault. But listen to ne.
You've got this foreman more than two-
thirds sorry he hired us already. If you
hadn't got on your dignity, an’ had told him
the truth in the first place, that we was just
two common punchers lookin' for a change
of scenery he'd a believed you. Now he's
about convinced that we're rustlers, or road
agents, or somethin’, an’ the first time any-
thing out of the way happens he'll fall on us
like a ton of brick. Try to treat him more
careful.”

“He's an old woman anyhow,” Steve

scoffed. “Do | stay at the ranch, or do
you?”
“You stay. | always feel more at home

in a cow-camp than | do in a house,” Bob
said indifferently.

It was past two o'clock the following day
when Steve came infor dinner.  That mom-
ing he had been very busy. First, he had
found a handsome black horse named Sit-
ting Bull, which the ranchman assured him
was an outlaw which none of the riders
could handle. An outlaw being a thing
which Steve could never resist, he had put in
a couple of hours working with him. At the
end of that time he had the outlaw sulkily
obedient to his will, and well started toward
becoming a first-class cow horse.

Then he had discovered a green knoll
where the grass was better than on the sur-
rounding meadow, and it took him consid-
erable time to round-up his bunch of weak
cattle and move them to it. Realization
that he was late caused him to ride back to

the corral on arun. He found Jennie wait-
ing for him at the corral gate.

“Why, you're riding Sitting Bull,” she
exclaimed.

Then with evident disappointment:

“1 wanted to ride your horse for a few
minutes. Mine is out in the pasture.”

“I'll run him in for you,” Steve volun-
teered. “Or if it'ssome errand maybe | can
do it for you.”

“You haven't had your dinner, and I
didn't want to bother you; but perhaps you
had better get my horse. You see, a couple
of Indians came over the divide from the
Agency today expressly to warn mother to
get our cattle off the reservation. While
they were eating dinner some one cane
along and took their horses away. Of course
it's quite beneath Indian dignity to look for
their horses, so they are canped in the
house getting angrier every minute.” 1
N “That'sa—— of ajoke to play, with just
%/]ouI three women in the house,” Steve said

otly.

“Oh, there is no danger from the Indians,
and we're not the least bit afraid of them—
but we can't afford to lose their friendship.
One of these in the house is Kebro, a big
chief, and the other, War-Jack, is one of the
Indian . Soyou seeit will pay usto
find their horses for them.”

“1 shouldsay so. Now you leave it to e,
an' I'll git 'emback here inajiffy. It'sjust
some fool tryin’ to play smart.”

Jennie flushed.

“Lucile thought it might be two of the
Bucketbail riders,” she said diffidently.
“ She saw them coming from Clearfield, the
little settlement up on the bench east of
here, just after the Indians came in the
house. They have probably taken the
horses on to their ranch as ajoke. If you'll
run my pony in, I’ll go and get them.”

Steve did not overlook the flush.

“What was the nanes of them two
riders?’ he quizzed eagerly.

“Bill Cummins and Fred Fink,” Jennie
replied hesitantly.

“Fred Fink, le’'s see, that's the foreman
of that there Bucketbail ain't it? Youwon't
need your pony, ma'am, 'cause I'll have
them horses back here in a jiffy. | want to
git acquainted with Mr. Fink anyway,”
Steve tossed back as he clattered away.

He did not look back until he had reached
a bend in the road and then, turning, he saw
her figure slimand appealing in the distance.



10 Adventure

CHAPTER 111

STEVE EARNS A MEDICINE STRING

ENNIE gazed after the disappearing
J cowboy with momentary vexation. She
had planned to soothe her irritation over
the affair by a stinging rebuke to Fink, and
Steve had highhandedly forestalled her.
Then she smiled.

“That forward young cowboy won't be so
anxious to stir up the Bucketbail after
Fred and Bill gets through with him,” she
soliloquized with some amusenrent.

In twenty four hours Steve had gone a
long way on the road to a possible flirtation,
The girl was amused, and just a little mysti-
fied by his rapid tactics.

To her surprize Steve was back in a re-
markably short time—with not only the
Indians’ horses, but with two others aswell,
all saddled and bridled. Jennie recognized
them as being the property of Fink and
Cummins.  She hurried out to meet Steve,
followed by the Indians, her mother, and
Lucile.

“Where did you get those other horses?’
Jennie asked with a froan.

“Well, ma'am, | found two of 'em tied to
a wilier bush in the middle of the river, an’
the other two ina corral. Naturally, as 1'd
never seen any of 'em before, an’ as| didn't
want to go askin' questions of plumb stran-
gers, it was up to me to bring 'emall along
to be sure | got the right ones.”

Jennie was somewhat taken aback. She
couldn't find a suitable retort, though she
knew very well that Steve knew perfectly
which horses belonged to the Indians. The
Indians were appreciative of the way the
joke had been turmed on the cowboys. Mrs.
Gibbs and Lucile, too, were enjoying the
situation.

“Now that you know who they belong to
will you take the others back?’ she asked
evenly.

“Well—not hardly,” Steve cried, amazed
at the request.

“1 should say not,” Mrs. Gibbs concurred.
“Maybe it'll learn Fred Fink a lesson.”

“Then | will,” Jennie said determinedly.
“If they are not taken back there will be
trouble. Fred Fink is hot-headed.”

“You won't have time,” Lucile, the hired
girl, chimed in. “Here comes Fred and Bill
now.”

The two men were riding hard, and both
were bareback. When they reached the

little crond they flung themselves from their
horses angrily.

“Who brought our horses here?’ Fink,
a short, heavy-set man demanded without
cerermony.

“You claimin’ some of these horses?”
Steve queried coolly.

“You the guy?” Fink snorted, disdaining
to reply to the other’s question.

“If you're referrin’ to these horses here,
I’'m the man that collected 'em,” Steve re-
torted.

“Then you lead 'em right back to where
you got 'em,” Fink ordered insultingly.

Steve lead Sitting Bull away to a tie post,
a_nclhored him, and walked back to the
circle.

“See me doin’ it?” he asked.

Fink’s hand jerked spasmodically toward
his gun belt.

“Fred,” Jennie cried sharply, “let that
gun alore. You are inthe wrong. You had
no business taking these Indians’ horses.”

“Excuse me,” Steve interrupted politely,
“this happens to be my quarrel from here on.
| just love to mingle with fellers that take
other people’s horses with no reason on
earth, an’ put unprotected wormen in dan-
ger. | justwant to state that any man that
would pull that kind of a trick is a coward,
a thief, an’ a plumb---- fool.”

Fink writhed in impotent fury.

“If it wasn't for these women bein’ pres-
ent 1'd fill your carcass full of lead,” he
gritted.

“Let me at him, Fred. Let me take a
punch at him, an’ I'll teach him some man-
ners,” burly Bill Cummins requested.

Cummins was a much larger man than
either Steve or Fink. A dull, heavy fea-
tured creature, the type that is naturally
born to be a cat'spaw. A role which he
obviously was in the habit of acting for
Fink.

“That would be lots safer than meddlin’
with a gun—for you birds, I mean,” Steve
remarked calmly.

“Come on out behind the barn an’ I'll
learn you how to talk,” Cummins gromed.

“Men! There must be no fighting on this
ranch,” Mrs. Gibbs cried, shocked.

“That'sall right, Mrs. Gibbs,” Fink said.
“But just the same we'll settle with this bird
the first time we meet him alone.”

Jennie stepped briskly forward. Her face
was slightly flushed, but she spoke calmly.

“If that's the spirit you have, you'd
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better settle the difficulty right now. All
three of you give me your guns, and then
go out behind the barn and let Steve and
Bill fight it out—unless you want to take
Bill's place. Chief Kebro—you sabe—
make-um fight square. No double up.”

The older Indian grunted with unfeigned
enthusiasm

“No fight workboy fair, me shootum,
shootum,” he said, fingering his own weapon
lovingly.

Steve and Cummins handed over their
guns at once, but Fink retained his.

“Are you afraid to face Steve without
your gun?’ Jennie demanded cuttingly.

“Fat chance we'd stand without our guns
with them Injuns present,” Fink snarled.

“Me no hurt,” Kebro threw in dis-
gustedly.

“Kebro is a man of his word,” Jennie said
relentlessly.

“Jennie!  Jennie! What are you thinking
about? Urging men to fight!” Mrs. Gibbs
gasped in amazement.

“If they must fight they never can do it
any safer than with me holding their guns,
and Kebro and War-Jack watching them,”
Jennie said coolly.

“Bill can suit himself, but when | do my
fightin' it won't stop at fists,” Fink gromed.

“Bucketbail workboy heap scared,” Chief
Kebro jeered.

“Scared, am 1?” Fink snarled.

Rocking forward on his toes he swung a
fist squarely for the Indian’s jaw.

It would have gone hard with Kebro had
not Steve leaped in, blocked Fink neatly
with his right, and landed a left squarely in
the foreman's teeth which sent him sprawi-
ing in the dust. Steve crouched in fighting

ure and waited for a movement by
either of the conboys. Cummins stood back
with mouth agape, and Fink stayed in the
dust fingering his gun.

“Go on, go on an’ use it,” Steve invited.
“Jennie’s got mine.”

Fink betrayed the yellowness that was in
him by letting go of the gun, and backing
away as he got to his feet.

“This foolishness has, gone far enough.
Fred Fink, be a sport and take your medi-
cine. Steve got the best of you about the
horses, and he’s got the best of you now
The manly thing you can do is to shake
hands and be friends,” Jennie said im-
patiently.

Fink achieved a rueful grin.

“1 guess my temper got the best of me,”
he admitted. “I'mwillin’ to call it off.”

He extended a hand toward Steve.

“I'm plumb willin’ to call it quits—but
we'll leave out the brotherly love and hand-
shaking” Steve said flatly.

“Just asyou say,” Fink replied.

He and Cummins mounted their re-
claimed horses and rode silently away.

Steve met the eyes of the girl squarely.
She regarded him quizzically for a moment,
then smiled.

“l don't think 1 blame you much,” she
said. “l suppase you think I am mannish
and brutal to propose a fist-fight, but | was
sure it was the best way to prevent future
trouble—and anyway, those two have been
bullying the people of this settlement too.
long already, and it was time somebody
called their bluff.”

Steve’s heart was thumping.  Sonmehow,
the girl had divined that he had the stuff in
him to face down the two . As
for Fink, whom he had been dreading as a
possible rival, that worthy, he knew, had
fallen from grace if he had ever enjoyed
any especial mark of the girl's favor.

And the girl—what a girl! Here was no
timorous, cowering bit of femininity, but
a regular he-man's woman. Steve fer-
vently thanked whatever stars of destiny
had guided his straying footsteps to the
Diamond M ranch. However, he had the
wisdom not to brag about his victory. In-
stead he said meekly—

“1 hated like thunder to take a chance on
gittin’ licked, but somebody had to learn
'em to take a joke.”

Chief Kebro came up and placed a
bronzed hand upon Steve’s shoulder.

“You come along ne, workboy,” he said.

Wonderingly Steve followed the Indian
over to his horse.

“You good workboy—good fighter, heap
good—good—" he hesitated while he sought
for the right word, then jerked it out
triumphantly—"“good sport. Listen: Me
talk. Mebbe so you chase-um Diamond M
cattle along reservation. Mebbe so be
trouble. Me fix-um, all right. You take-um
Kebro's medicine—heap strong—you no
ketch-um trouble.”

With great ceremony the chief unfas-
tened a long, white and black cow-brush
from his saddle. It was evident that it wes
a prized possession, and one which he
parted with reluctantly—and only as the
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highest possible mark of friendship and
esteem.  He presented it to Steve with
stately dignity.

The average cowboy would have become
rattled and wondered what to do with such
aworthless piece of junk, perhaps refusing it
altogether, or else accepting it with a grin.
But with instinctive tact Steve accepted it
and tied it across the front of his saddle with
a dignity matching that of the Chief.

“It shall always be my medicine,” he
promised gravely.

CHAPTER IV
THE WAR CHIEF TAKES A HAND

CK EUTSLER, foreman of the Dia-

mond M outfit, and two cowboys,
climbed to the top of the Trail Creek divide
where they rested while Jack surveyed the
landscape with troubled brow. West of
him loomed Warm Spring Mountain, a
large, squatty series of hills and ridges from
which the snow had gone off sone time pre-
viously, a fact due to the numerous warm
springs on'it.

On its slopes, plainly visible, were thou-
sands of Diamond M and Bucketbail cattle
luxuriating in dry bunch-grass up to their
knees, and the short, green grass just spring-
ing up around the roots of the dry. The
range was ideal, and the cattle could not be
doing better.

Eutsler's eyes roamed to the other side
of the divide, his own range, and he fronned.
Here were no warm springs, and where the
snow was off, the grass lay flat to the
ground, moldy, of a whitish color, taste-
less, and without nourishment. On the
faraway hills east of Devil Creek, and on
the bottoms along the Blacksnake that
were visible he could discern numerous
black specks which he knew were Wineglass
cattle. Somewhere to the north, he knew,
was the Summer herd of dogeys belonging
to farmers in the Great Snake valley, and
under the control of Wild Pete.

In spite of the fact that the cattle were
doing so much better on the reservation
than they would off, Eutsler determined
to move them.  There was always the pros-
pect of more or less disastrous trouble with
the Indians, but the thing that impelled him
most was the fear of encroachment by the
Wineglass outfit or Wild Pete.

The rightful range of the Diamond M and

Bucketbail outfits extended from just north
of the Trail Creek divide on the west, to
the reservation line on the north to where
it struck the Blacksnake River. Thence it
followed the river to its junction with Devil
Creek, itself a small river, thence up Devil
Creek to a tributary called Bear Creek, which
in turn headed in the high range of hills just
east of Clearfield and the Diamond M ranch.
This line of hills, the divide between the
Blacksnake and Bannock Rivers, ran clear
to Chub Springs, and was broken only by
a few passes of which the one on Trail
Creek was the most used.

It was the pick of the range, but was on
the whole, later than the surrounding

range—a circumstance which had been
neutralized by using the reservation to
turn out upon. Notwithstanding this late-
ness, however, the Wineglass foreman was
asking for the use of it on the pretext, and
Eutsler was convinced it was nothing else,
that there was not sufficient feed on his
own range. There was a measure of defense
for Wild Pete, for that man, with his pariah
of an outfit, had to squeeze in where he
could.

For all Eutsler knew Metcalf might even
now have thousands of head of cattle on the
near side of Bear Creek. Fink, with his
Bucketbail riders, were supposed to ride
that end of the range, but as the cattle were
still on the reservation Eutsler knew they
had not been near it.

“Brig,” Eutsler said suddenly, turning to
one of his riders, “ride down to the ranch an’
help Steve Malty bring out the hospital
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bunch. Me and Bob will start pushin’ the
cattle off of the reservation.”

“All right,” the rider called Brig said
obediently.

He and his brother, Heb, who had been
left at camp to wash up the breakfast dishes,
were the other two riders of the Diamond
M. They were Mormon lads from the settle-
ment at Clearfield, and though they did
their work well they were completely lack-
ing in aggressiveness.

“Wait a minute,” Eutsler commanded.
“Here comes Fink—just the man | want
to see.”

A moment later Fink, and his inseparable
companion, Bill Cummins, rode up.

“Glad you showed up, Fink,” Eutsler
greeted. “l was just goin’ to commence
movin’ the cattle off the reservation.”

“No hurry about that. They're doin’ all
right,” Fink observed.

“But there’'s danger,” Eutsler argued.

He began a staterment of his reasons for
wanting to move, but Fink cut him off.

“You're a regular old woman, Eutsler—
always scared of somethin'. Them cattle
ought to stay where they're at for the next
three weeks.”

“Old woman or not, 1’'mgoin’ to have my
way once in a while. 1'll tell you straight,
Fink, 1 don't like this mixed outfit an’
divided authority business; but this is my
end of the range, an’ I ’'mgoin’ to move those
cattle,” Eutsler announced firmly.

“Well, you can't move 'em onto my end
of the range because | told the Wineglass
outfit they could use our range for a couple
of weeks.”

Fink toyed with his quirt and grinned
maliciously at the other foreman.

“You told Metcalf he could have our
range?” Eutsler demanded, making no
effort to hide the consternation into which
Fink's statement had throan him

“l told Ortega, which amounts to the
sare thing as he's runnin’ the outfit, while
Metcalf is in the hospital recoverin’ from
the effects of his rumpus with Wild Pete.
We don't need it. We've got better range
than anybody without it, an’ there’'s no
use actin’ the hog.”

“You're gittin’ purty-——- liberal with
our range—" Eutsler began hotly, only to
stop with open mouth.

Out of the brush on both sides of the trail
Indian riders were pouring, their faces black
and ominous.

13

Fink and Cummins, suddenly turning
pale, reached nervously for their guns.

“Stop it, you fools,” Eutsler hissed.
“You'll git us all killed.”

Fink quickly recovered his self-possession
and let his gun slip back. The obtuse
Cummins, however, persisted in lugging
his six-shooter into the daylight. Bob
Logan seized the man's wrist in a grip of
steel and forced the gun out of sight.

“Put it up,” Bob commanded, but the
fellow struggled in a frenzy of fear until
Fink ordered him to be quiet. Then he
obeyed dumbly.

There were fully fifty Indians in the band,
led by Hogitsi the war chief, a powerful
buck on a pinto pony. He uttered a word
of command and a dozen Indians dismount-
ed and advanced toward the white nmen.
With an imperious gesture Hogitsi ordered
the white men to get off their horses.

“Better not resist 'em any,” Jack Eutsler
counseled. “We can straighten it out at the
Agency.”

The Indians on foot promptly took the
white men’s guns, and then proceeded to tie
their hands behind their backs until the
ropes cut into the flesh.

“See here, Hogitsi, you'd better listen to
atalk. You mebbe ketch-um heap trouble,”
Eutsler warned.

The other Indians laughed at the joke,
but the war chief remained unsmiling.

“Your cattle?” he asked sternly, pointing
at the cattle ranging on Warm Spring
Mountain.

“Yep,” Eutsler confessed.

“Your reservation?” Hogitsi persisted
grimly.

“No; it's yours,” Eutsler was forced to
admit.

“Ugh,” grunted the war chief in a way
th_acic made it plain there was no more to be
said.

Two Indians led each cowboy to a bony
specimen of horseflesh which had un-
doubtedly been brought along for a specific
pul . Each man was lifted to the back
of one of these ponies, then had his feet
tied together firmly under the pony’s belly
in suchaway that it was impaossible to move
to get any relaxation. Having their hands
tied behind their backs caused them to feel

acute discomfort even before the horses
began to move.

“They’ll take us clear to the agency, an’
it'sall of twenty-five miles. We'll be wrecks
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when we git there,” Fred Fink groaned.

This surmise, painful as it was, soon
proved to be entirely too optimistic. For
the Indians, instead of taking their prison-
ersdirect to the agency, began rounding up
the cattle, and the horses the prisorers were
onwere led back and forth behind the cattle
at a bone-bruising jog-trot.

To the physical pain was added not only
worry as to the ultimate outcome, but for
Eutsler at least, a mental anxiety as to what
the Indians intended to do with the cattle.
Snowdrifts had kept the cattle in a compact
body, almost as though they were herded,
and it was not difficult for the Indians to
eround them up and get them to moving.
But instead of driving them off of the res-
ervation they were driving them straight
into the heart of it, straight toward Barry's
pass on the divide that separated the Ban-
nock slope from the Great Snake slope
where the bulk of the reservation lay.

Eutsler knew that Hogitsi would not be
so foolish as to try to drive the cattle to the
Agency, and so risk the displeasure of the
superintendent. Undoubtedly he planned
a more sinister revenge. The foreman
shuddered when he thought of the wild,
canon-cut country that lay just on the other
side of the pess.

CHAPTER V
THE BIRCH PACKING HOUSE

HEN young Heb Cross finished wash-
ing up the breakfast dishes he
methodically hung all the bedding in camp
out to air on the bushes. Then he looked
around for other material upon which to
exercise his housekeeping instinct; but
finding none he reluctantly saddled the
horse which had been left tied to the rope
corral for his benefit.

Being the youngest member of the out-
fit it usually devolved upon him to do the
cooking, cleaning up of the camp, and any
other odd chores that needed doing. Quite
frequently he escaped throughout a whole
day without having to straddle a horse.
This day, however, Eutsler had given him
orders to saddle up and follow when he got
the work dore.

So, by being more than usually leisurely—
for he scented a hard day’s riding ahead—
Heb managed to arrive at the top of the
divide just after the Indians had vacated it

with their prisoners. The boy's mouth
gaped open In astonishment at the strange
sight he saw of buck Indians riding his
friends’ horses, and those friends astride the
saddest of Indian cayuses tied hand and foot.

But Heb, though of gentle disposition,
was not slowwitted. Like aflash he ducked
into the timber and reined his horse back
down the hill. Then as rapidly as he could,
he made his way through the timber, eventu-
ally coming out on top of the divide two
miles south. A look around convinced him
that there were no Indians present, so he
angled down off the side-hill and broke into
agallop when he reached the bottom, split-
ting the wind for the Diamond M ranch.

Just inside the first ranch pasture he
came to, he saw sonme cattle grazing which
he recognized as being the hospital bunch.
A little farther on he saw a man driving
some calves. After a moment's hesitation
he changed his course and headed for this
rider. The man was a stranger to Heb, but
the boy guessed that he was the other cow-
boy Eutsler had hired.

“Say, you ridin’ fer the Diamon’ M?” he
asked to make sure.

“Yes—what's your hurry?” Steve said.

Breathlessly the boy tumbled out the
story of what he had seen.

“Say,” he finished, “you go to the ranch
an' let Mrs. Gibbs an’ Jennie know, an’
I'll go to Clearfield an’ tell Bishop Compton
—he’ll know what to do better than any-
body else.”

Like the average Mormon youth his
first instinct in time of trouble was to seek
the advice of his bishop.

“Hold on there,” Steve arrested him
curtly. “This is a man's job by the looks
of things, an’ there ain't no use in worryin’
them women about it yet even if it is their
outfit. An’ asfur asthat goes | don't see no
necessity of ringin' in the Mormon church
on the deal. You an’ me are goin’ back an’
see what we can do.”

Heb gazed at him blankly for a moment,
then turned defiant.

“What could two men do against all them
Injuns?” he asked reasonably. “It’s up to
you to tell them women because I'm not
goin’ to waste any more time. 1’'mgoin’ to
see Bishop Compton.”

Steve quickly saw that it would be useless
to argue with the fanaticism of the boy, or
rather with his blind faith in the power of his

bishap.
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“All right,” he relented, “go on an’ see
your bishop, an’ tell him what you darn
please, but don’t bother the Gibbs women.”

Actually, Steve had no idea of the real
gravity of the situation. That the Indians
might do something really serious did not
occur to him  His chief anxiety was that
his partner, Bob Logan, might be in trouble.
Then his innate cowboy loyalty required
that he get in the thick of things at once if
his outfit was in trouble.

He was riding Sitting Bull, and he swung
the powerful black outlaw about and let him
out up the trail at a fast, swinging trot
toward the reservation. The road was
strange to Steve, but he had a pretty clear
idea that if he followed the river he would
sooner or later conme into contact with the
cattle, and from there he should be able to
figure out the lay of the land. A few miles
up-stream he canme to the narrows, where a
long high ridge ran out from Warm Spring
Mountain to almost touch a similar ridge,
running from the hills on the other side.
Between them the water piled high in a
foamy cascade.

Steve turned his horse from the road at

this point and angled up the ridge on the
western side of the river at a fast walk. His
idea was to get a look at the surrounding
country, and perhaps see sone signs of the
cattle, or the Indians and .
. He emitted a surprized whistle when he
topped the ridge a few minutes later. He
could plainly see the great bunch of cattle
several miles away, with the horde of
Indians urging themon. Though unfamiliar
with the range he knew the cattle were being
driven in the wrong direction. To save him
he could think of no way by which he alone
could outwit fifty Indians.

He was aroused from his problem by a
yell that sounded not unlike the bellow of
an enraged bull. Looking around he saw
a man on the ridge that formed the opposite
bank of the river. Even at that distance he
recognized the man by his huge bulk as the
man called Wild Pete—the fellow he had
saved from death in the Salt Lake saloon in
Chub Springs by shooting out the lights.

“Come over here,” Steve yelled, waving
his hat.

He doubted that his voice would carry,
but the hat signal should be enough.

“Whoooo-0-0-p-e-e,” he heard the giant
roar. The Dane waved his hat in answering
signal, then came tearing down the ridge at

a break-neck speed, straight toward the
Narrows.

Steve had not noticed a ford at that point,
so rode along the top of the ridge to the
break-off to see where the man crossed. He
knew reckless riding when he saw it; and was
thrilled with admiration as he watched the
maniacal ride of the Dane—for Wild Pete
showed no unusual skill.  He rode with pure
deviltry, solely upon his nerve.

Without slackening speed he spurred his
horse straight to the high river bank. With
a long, desperate leap the horse sprang far
out and landed in the current. Horse and
rider were completely submerged, but when
they came up the horse struck out gamely
for the bank, while its rider shook the water
from his great yellow beard, and roared with
laughter—almost insane laughter it seemed
to Steve.

A 'monent later the horse struggled up
the bank, and Wild Pete, without waiting
for the horse to get its breath, urged it up
the ridge with quirt and spurs until they
reached Steve. There the horse dropped its
head and wheezed brokenly.

Steve regarded the man with hot dis-
pleasure.

“Don’'t you know you'll kill that horse,
ridin’ him that way?” he demanded, forget-
ting for the moment his own business in the
natural rage of a horse lover when he sees
one abused.

“I've killed hundreds of horses before
this, an’ | expect to kill hundreds more be-
fore | die. That'swhat they're made for,”
the giant laughed.

“Them sentiments don't make a hit with
me,” Steve said icily.

“Mebbe not, but for me horseflesh is
cheaper than men. 1'm a lone wolf, an’ |
ain't got but one friend in the world—that's
the Injun kid that lives with me. By ridin’
three times as much as other men | can run
my outfit without help, but it takes horses,”
Wild Pete explained.

“A man that ain't a friend to a horse is no
friend to me,” Steve said angrily.

Contrary to Steve's expectations, the
Dane laughed again.

“You're the kid that helped me git clear
of the Wineglassers down at Chub Springs
a few evenin'sago, ain't you?” he asked.

“l put out the lights,” Steve acknowi-

“I -thought it was you. What're you
doin’ now?”
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“I'm ridin’ for the Diamond M,” Steve
informed bruskly.

“S0? | come over to see your boss this
mornin’ but he wasn't to camp.  Good feller,
Eutsler, but he ain't got the guts of a louse.
But | been wonderin’ what's the meanin’ of
all them cattle headed toward the Agency?”

Crisply Steve repeated what Heb Cross
had told him

“Know what them Injuns is up to with
them cattle?” the Dane demanded quiz-
zically.

“I can't figure it out,” Steve admitted.

“Don’t you knowwhat'sjust on the other
side of the divide from where they're takin’
Yew?!

“No, | don't,” Steve said impatiently.
“1 don't know this range.”

“That's different,” Wild Pete admitted.
“Well then, I'll tell you. There’s a deep,
narrow canon just on the other side with
a creek runnin’ through it which has cut out
a deep channel. About ten years ago a
bunch of drunken cowpunchers sent two
hundred head of beef steers down the side of
that canon on the run, an’ when they hit
the creek the leaders couldn't git out of the
birches at the bottom an’ the whole bunch
piled up an’ snothered. They've called it
the Birch Packin’ House ever since.”

“Good m—--1" Steve ejaculated. “Then
those Injuns figure on stampedin’ that
bunch in the sane way?”

“It's a deep canon—I reckon' there's
room for a good many thousand head,”
Wild Pete said laconically.

“Ain't there no way we can stop it?”
Steve choked.

The cowboy soul of him was torn by this
supreme disaster.

“Well,” Wild Pete began in a tone of
mock judiciousness, “if you wasn't so scru-
pulous about hurtin’ horses we might make
it by runnin’ up the top of this ridge to the
head of it, an' droppin’ into the canon
farther up. Them cattle are movin' slow,
an’ we can cut off quite a chunk of distance.
But of course we’'d have to ride faster than
awalk, an’ that wouldn't do a-tall.”

“Let's be movin',” Steve said curtly.
“It’s better to kill a couple of horses than
five or six thousand head of cattle.”

The Dane let out another bellow, grabbed
his horse with the spurs, and was off up the
mountain on a dead run. Steve followed
for a quarter of a mile, then seeing that the
other man would have no mercy upon his

horse, and not caring to see the beast's
pitiful efforts under punishment, he took
the lead. Sitting Bull was fresh, and was a
far better horse than the other at any time.
Besides having the advantage of weight,
Steve knew how to conserve the very last
ounce of energy in a horse. For once, he
determined grimly, thewild manwould have
to eat dust.

Though Sitting Bull was climbing the
mountain like a bull elk the other horse was
coming on gamely. Steve could hear the
heartrending efforts of the horse to get his
wind, and the pitiful sound brought sobs of
mingled anger, pity and helplessness to his
own throat.

“Quit, your horse can't make it, an’
there’'s no use in killin’ him,” he yelled back
at the Dane.

“Wait,” bellowed the Dane.
minute.”

“l ain't got time to wait,” Steve tossed
back over his shoulder.

“You've got to,” Wild Pete shouted.
“Listen: My horse can't make it. You've
got to let me have your horse.”

“Nothin’ doir’,” Steve called back.

“Wait,” the Dane was pleading now,
“you can't do nothin’" when you do git
there. To git there in time you'll have to
ride like-—- down the side of a mountain
where no man but me dares to run a horse.
There's a chaparral jungle at the top* and
cliffs an’ ledges of rock all the way downrt,
an’ badger holes thicker'n the lice in an
Injun’s hair. When you see it you'll just
curl up an’ die. Honest, 1’'m the only man
that dares to ride down there fastern
awalk, an’ I'm crazy or | couldn't do it.”

Steve's only answer was an impudent
laugh, and a touch of the spurs to Sitting
Bull's flanks.- Soon the Dane was beyond
earshot. At length Steve gained the top of
the divide and looked ahead. His heart
quickened when he took in the situation in
its fullness.

The Birch Packing House was all that
its name implied, and nmore. Already the
cattle were on the flat of the divide, the
leaders surging nervously above the death-
trap, while the vyelling, blanket-waving
Indians rushed back and forth behind them
trying to get the stampede in motion.

Steve gave a glance at the mountain side
he had to traverse before he could reach the
cattle. Wild Pete had not exaggerated its
roughness in the least. It was a steep

“Wait a
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quarter of a mile slope, with a perfect net-
work of holes where a fall meant almost
certainly a broken neck for either horse or
rider.

Sitting Bull's flanks were heaving, but
Steve knew that his wind was not perma-
nently injured, and that he was good for
a long run now that the severe strain of
climbing was over. He had no time to hunt
for a trail through the chaparral so he
spurred the horse into its ness of tangle.
By sheer strength Sitting Bull plunged
through it without once getting his feet
caught. Then Steve slapped him on the
neck, touched him with the spurs, and they
were away down the hill at racing speed.
Steve sat his saddle loosely, occasionally
throwing his weight now this way, now that,
to help the horse through the badger holes
or over the rocks, but all the time maintain-
ing a perfect balance.

Only a few of the Indians—those who
were guarding the prisoners—and the pris-
orers themselves, saw the wild ride until
Steve had made a contact with the now
thoroughly frightened cattle. By that time
it was too late for any of the Indians to try
to stop him

Waving his slicker, and yelling at the top
of his voice, he struck in just ahead of the
herd. The cattle veered away from him to
the right, but he continued in front of them,
crowding in close, hoping to turn the entire
front down the long way of the ridge. A fall
in front of the herd meant death, a matter
to which Steve gave not a passing thought,
being entirely engrossed in the work at
hand

By the time he had crossed the front of
the herd he had turned all the leaders to the
right, but he had been himself forced to the
bank of the creek. Spinning Sitting Bull
around he raced back up the creek in a des-
perate hope of doing more, but he quickly
saw that he had done all that was possible.

The herd was making frantic efforts to
turn and follow the leaders, loosening tons
of gravel as they did so. But each one that
turned on the outside was forced relentlessly
claser to the creek, and sonme of them were
hurled into the canyon. Steve forced Sitting
Bull as far into the birches as possible and
waited.

Gradually the great herd straightened out
and swept on down the ridge parallel to
the creek, so close that some of them were
tklllfovm in and killed; but the total loss was

not more than fifty. The plan of Hogitsi
had failed.

. When the last frightened animal thun-
dered by Steve rode his trembling horse out
of the brush. Half a dozen reckiess Indians
were hard on their heels and surrounded the
cowboy. Steve perceived that it would be
folly to resist so he accompanied them quiet-
ly back to the top of the ridge where Ho-
gitsi, the prisoners, and the rest of the
Indians waited. He saw that it was a seri-
ous situation, but he was too jubilant over
his victory in saving the cattle to take it
that way.

“ Got slipped up on, didn’t you, old top?”
he asked Hogitsi impudently.

The war chief had been one of the leaders
of the Indians who had terrorized southermn
Idaho and northern Utah a few brief years
before, and had acquired a fondness for the
shedding of white blood. He was boiling
with wrath, and red murder lurked in his
beady eyes.

“Mebbe sowe see who win,” he declared
angrily.

Steve allowed his eyes to play over the
mob coolly. 1t did not require the dejected
look on the face of Bob Logan to tell him
the danger of his position, but he could not
help getting a little sinister enjoyment out
of being the center of the stage.

Suddenly his eyes fell upon a young
Indian who was furtively making signs to
him  Steve recognized him as War-Jack,
the young Indian whose horse he had re-
covered from Fink. With quick compre-
hension he grasped what the young buck
was trying to convey. He raised the
spotted cow's tail that adorned his saddle
and shook it defiantly at Hogitsi.

“You see my medicine?” he demanded
imperiously.

A startled chorus of grunts arose from the
Indians. Hogitsi rode closer and examined
the medicine string.

“Where you ketchum medicine string?”
he said sternly.

“My friend—Chief Kebro—he give me
this medicine,” he explained.

Then, as an afterthought—

“It is strong medicine or | couldn't have
turned those cattle.”

The Indians were visibly impressed, with
the exception of Hogitsi.

“You stealum Kebro medicine. That
why Kebro heap sick,” he charged.

Indian sentiment promptly veered away
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from Steve. It was War-Jack who saved
the situation. He began to speak rapidly
in the native tongue. The Indians were at
first surprized, and then some of them began
to look at Steve with positive admiration.
Hogitsi attempted to shut the young buck
up, but some of the older men interfered.
Soon there was a heated argument in full
progress, and Steve began to grin. He
understood that with Indians, no less than
white men, family quarrels assuredly meant
aid and comfort to the enemy.

Suddenly, with an angry gesture, Hogitsi
drew a knife and rode toward the prisorers.
Bill Cummins, who happened to be first in
line, emitted a squawk of terror. Hogitsi
grunted disdainfully and slashed the rope
that bound the man’s hands, repeating the
operation on the others. Then he threw
aword of command to another Indian, who
dismounted and cut the prisoners’ feet loose,
allowing them to roll off their horses onto
the ground.

Having scored an anti-climax the war
chief was determined to get a childish re-
venge on his followers by liberating the pris-
orers. With a few of his friends he rode
stolidly away.

Hogitsi was plainly more vindictive than
the'rest of the Indians, but it was evident
that the ones who remained were undecided
what to do with the prisoners and the cattle.
They talked among themselves for some
time, and then War-Jack addressed the
whites in very good English.

“Two boss come along to Agency—see
agent. Rest of you gather up cattle—
take-um off reservation,” he said, indicating
that the five who had had their horses taken
were to have them back.

They climbed stiffly into their own sad-
dles with grateful sighs of relief.

“ Git these cattle off this--—- reservation
as quick as =—=—l let you. | don’'t want to
see even a cow-track here when | git back,”
Jack Eutsler told them

There came an interruption, a snorting
and the sound of cracking bushes, and Wild
Pete, carrying his riding paraphernalia,
burst out of the brush.

“1 killed my horse, but | got to the top in
time to see you turn them cattle,” he in-
formed Steve, with unfeigned admiration.
“Boy, you're a man after my own heart.
When it comes to ridin’ there ain't nothin’
can touch us.”

It took the giant but a few minutes to

buy a pony from War-Jack, and he turned
in to help the riders gather up the cattle
again after the Indians had left with the
two foremen.

Steve dropped in beside his partner, who
was riding his stirrups as much as possible.

“Did they hurt you much, Bob?” he
asked gently.

“Hurt me?” Bob muttered bitterly. *“I
hope you're satisfied with this range at
last,” he went on. “Nothin’ would do you
but some place where there was lots of
excitement. Have you had it, you long-
eared descendant of Balaam'sass? Are you
plumb contented now that you've dragged
us into this —— forsaken hole, where even
the ducks blindfold themselves before they’ll
fly over it?

“Say,” he broke out with renewed bitter-
rness, “if you had brains enough to com-
prehend a fraction of your own misery you'd
crawl into one of these badger holes an’ die.
But you ain't. If all the brains of you and
your descendants, and your ancestors was
rolled up into a ball it wouldn't be big
enough to make a foot-stool for a wood
tick.”

Steve grinned.

“Now that you've got it off your system
you ought to git better real fast,” he de-
clared.

CHAPTER VI
STEVE MAKES THREE RESOLUTIONS

\T7HEN at last the cattle were checked
» » andworked back up to the top of the
divide, Steve, having due consideration for
the suffering the other riders had undergone,
volunteered to edge them down alone. The
three cowboys who had been punished by
the Indians were in no condition to ride.
To Steve’s surprize Wild Pete insisted upon
staying with him
“My Injun kid, Charley, will look after
my outfit all right until tomorrow,” the
Dane said. *“ Somebody will have to night-
herd here to keep these cattle from strag-
glin’, an’ to keep the Injuns from havin’
any more fun with 'em, so I'll stay an’ help
you do it.”
“Glad to have you,” Steve said cordially.
He was well pleased that he seened to
have made a hit with the big Dane, for the
way things were beginning to break he real-
ized that he was making more enemies than
he could very well handle, and Wild Pete,
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despite his very evident faults, would be
a powerful help in an emergency.

“If Heb gits back from interviewin' his
bishop today, send him out to us with
a lunch, an’ a couple of fresh horses,” Steve
requested.

“All right—we’ll be on hand in the morn-
in’ if we're still alive,” Bob promised, as he
and Brig rode slowmly away.

Bill Cummins had slipped away long
before.

Steve and Pete worked the herd slowly
down toward the lower levels, a real job for
only two riders. Their aim was to hold the
bunch together as much as possible, and
keep them feeding toward the ford across
the Bannock at the junction with Trail
Creek, so that they could be shoved off of
the reservation and over the Trail Creek
divide the next day.

Although Steve was automatically regis-
tering, and filing away in his brain all the
topography of the range, and the various
landmearks as he rode back and forth behind
the cattle, his real thoughts were far away.
Or rather they centered about and upon
Jennie Gibbs. Steve’s intentions regarding
the girl when he first met her were rather
nebulous, but they had soon crystallized
into a definite determination to win her if it
were humanly possible to do so.

His easy victory over Fred Fink, who, so
far as he knew at the time, was his only
rival, had heartened him immensely. Then,
too, he had gone far on the road to friendli-
ness with Jennie during the four or five days
he had been at the ranch. But this very
progress made him doubt that he was
making any real impression in the way he
would like. His common sense told him
that her increasing friendliness was due
more to her innate comradely spirit than to
his own attractiveness.

But having fallen in love with character-
istic impetuosity he set out to play the
game for all it was worth. Unthinking he
was at times, and given to a rather high
estimate of his own prowess; but he never
bluffed until he was absolutely sure of his
ability to make good, and once committed
to any cause he gave to it unreservedly
every particle of his energy and ability.

His mind swung to the more practical
phases of the question. In the few days
that he had lived on the ranch he had ob-
served that Jennie was the real business
head; her mother, splendid woman that she

was, had been too long circumscribed by the
routine duties of housekeeping to be able to
rise to the responsibilities of running a
cattle outfit. But the thing which bothered
him most was whether Jennie herself was
equal to the situation.

He had been raised in a country and in
a generation where woman's work was
strictly defined, and it was supposed to be
the duty of man to keep her unspotted from
the sordid business of making a living. His
practical experience, however, had taught
him that as a matter of fact there were many
specimens of the genus homo &S ready to
prey upon the weakness of women as of
men.

Suddenly Steve became scared—scared
stiff. He thought of the long chain of cir-
cunstances which had enabled him to save
the Diamond M cattle by a hair’s-breadth.
If any one of a dozen different things had
happened differently, at that moment
Jennie and her mother would have been

pers. Mrs. Gibbs had unreservedly
confided to him that everything they owned
was mortgaged up to the handle. He actu-
ally trembled with the weakness of fear, buc
it also served to make him think more seri-
ously than he was in the habit of doing.

The present ness had been due to the
lack of a capable man on the ranch. Steve
knew that Jennie had sent word to Fink that
the Indians meant to make trouble, so
either Fink or Eutsler was to blame for the
scrape. As to Fink, Steve was avowedly
puzzled as to what kind of game the man
was playing. He was sure of but one thing
regarding him—that he was not on the
square.

Eutsler was not hard to read. Undoubt-
edly he was devoted to the interests of the
Diamond M, and was an efficient man so
long as everything went well; but he was
not, Steve decided, a man of sufficient
initiative to solve successfully such prob-
lems as seemed to confront the Diamond M.
Then, too, Eutsler was taking in too much
territory in trying to run both the cattle
outfit and the ranch.

This reflection caused him to remember
Eutsler's expressed desire to find a capable
cattle boss so that he could devote all his
attention to the ranch. That instant Steve
determined to get that job. As cattle boss
he would have much firmer footing, and
a better chance with Jennie—and the job
appealed to himfor its own sake.
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He wes recalled to his immediate sur-
roundings by seeing Heb Cross riding
toward him

“Where's the rescue party you went
after?” Steve asked, jeeringly.

“I—I guess | was a little too much ex-
cited,” Heb confessed shamefacedly. “The
bishop told me the Injuns wouldn't do
anythin’ serious, so | come back.”

“Oh, he told you that, did he? That the
Injuns was plumb harmless, huh?’ Steve
asked ironically.

Heb failed to notice the veiled meaning.

“Is Brig at camp?’ he inquired.

“Yes, he'sat camp,” Steve acknowledged.
“Now you hustle there yourself, an’ fetch
back a lunch, an’ a change of horses for me
an' Pete.”

“Say,” Heb exclaimed with sudden heat,
“ain't you presumin’ a whole lot for a man
that's only been workin’ for the outfit a
week when you begin givin' orders to a man
that's worked here for two years?”

“Somebody’'s got to give you orders,”
Steve said mildly. “If nobody else does it
you have to run to the bishop to git him to.
So hump yourself an’ do like | tell you.”

The Mormon boy sized him up with
increasing perplexity.  Still wondering
whether or not to stand on his dignity he
rode anay.

Before dark Heb was back with the lunch
and the fresh horses. Steve and the Dane
shifted their saddles to the fresh horses, and
dismissed Heb with the tired ones. Then
they attacked the huge pile of bread and
cold beefsteaks with avidity. When the
last crum had di the Dane spoke.

“See here, young feller,” he said, “I'm
goin’ to make you a proposition | never
made to a man before. You know I run a
Summer herd, stuff that belongs to a lot of
little farmers. They pay me a dollar a
month a head, an’ | insure 'em the count.
Because | 'm a ridin’ fool |1 don't lose many,
an' | make ten times as much as | would
workin' for wages. If | had a man with me
with as much nerve as I've got | could
handle twice as many. You're the first
man |’'ve ever met that seemed to fill the
bill. 1'll take you into partnership with me
and guarantee you two hundred dollars a
month.  What say?”

“I’ll have to think it over,” Steve said
slomy. “I'll let you know in the mornin’.”

“1f you're thinkin' about that partner of
yours, 1'll tell you what you can do. You
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can take him in with you on any kind of an
agreement you like, just soyou an’ me is the
firm. 1've got my Injun kid, an’ you can
have him. Even if you give him an even
whack of your share you'll beat wages all
to —

“Don’t you have trouble with rustlers?”’
Steve asked, still non-committal on the
main proposition. “It looks to me like
runnin’ all them different brands would be
a regular invitation to rustlers.”

“It is. Theyre always tryin' to pull
somethin’; but since 1 caught a couple of
Wineglass riders tryin’ to tamper with my
calves, an’' tied 'em up to a tree an’ hoss-
whipped ’em with a quirt they're more
careful,” the Dane said grimly.

Steve studied the giant with amazed eyes.
From what he had seen of the big fellow it
had never occurred to him that he would
hesitate to take a life when he was angry.
Yet here in a country where rustling was
uniformly punishable with death, he had
turned loose two rustlers with only a whip-
ping. Two rattlesnakes undoubtedly, who-
ever they were, who were only waiting out
a chance for revenge. Certainly it would
have been as easy for him to hang them as
to whip them once they were his prisorers.
The man was queer.

“Ain't they never tried to git you?”
Steve asked.

“Oh, they pester about some,” the Dane
replied easily, as he started for his horse,
“but 1've come out ahead sofar. Of course
I never sleep twice in the same place, an’
never stand close to a fire after dark, an’
never foller a trail when | ride through the
timber, an’ ingeneral take little precautions
like that.”

“Fascinatin’ existence to be sure,” Steve
chuckled. “I'll have to think that proposi-
tion over.”

To one of Steve's temperament the idea
of joining the Dane’s precarious outfit was
delightfully attractive, without the added
incentive of much more money. Had it been
made before he had met Jennie Gibbs he
would have jumped at the bait with mouth
wide open. As he jogged around the ner-
vous cattle in the semi-darkness he turned
the matter over and over in his mind.

Even if he succeeded in his newly formed
ambition to become foreman of the Dia-
mond M the job would not pay more than
seventy-five dollars a month. Also, there
was still another factor to be considered.
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Steve had comre into the country with Bob
Logan. Bob was his partner, and as such
had first claim on his loyalty. Before his
loyalty to his outfit, before his love for the
girl, his strange cowboy code of honor de-
manded that he stick to his partner.

If he accepted Wild Pete’s offer it would
increase Bob’s earnings at least two and
one half times, and the only chance for Bob
to get it was through Steve. It seemed
clear to him that he should take the Dane
up on his proposition—yet he could not
quite bring hinself to make the mental
declaration that would sever his relation
with the Diamond M. Morning found him
still undecided.

Shortly after sunrise Bob and Brig
appeared. Bob's visage was sober, and the
Mormon boy'’s plainly excited.

“Didn't you fetch us no breakfast?”
Steve demanded indignantly, when the two
were within hearing.

“1 told Heb to have a hot breakfast for
you; we'll watch the cattle while you eat,”
Bob said with the manner of having more
weighty things on his mind. “When you
git through you might ride up on top of the
divide an’ cast your eye around for a place
to put these said cattle.”

Bob'’s dejected aspect alarmed Steve.

“Have you been up there this mornin'?’
he asked quickly.

“Yes, | was up there at daylight lookin’
for the cavy.”

“What's up?’ Steve asked sharply.

“Nothin'—only the whole country is
black with Wineglass cattle,” Bob replied.

“On the Diamond M range?”

“On what's been pointed out to me as the
Diamond M and Bucketbail range.”

“When did all that happen?’ Steve in-
quired, his jaws beginning to set.

“They must have whooped their whole
bunch over there yesterday while the Injuns
was havin’ fun with us,” Bob answered.

“Then it's up to ws to \yhoop 'em off,”
Steve said grimly.

“Say, fellers,” Brig piped up, “we can't
chase 'em off because | heard Fred Fink tell
Eutsler yesterday that he'd told the Wine-
glass outfit they could turn on our range
ferba couple of weeks. You heard him,
Bob.”

Bob nodded gloomy affirmation.

“What kind of a corrupted outfit is
this?” Steve wondered.

“It’s the kind that fumishes the excite-.

ment you been lookin' for, me boy,” Bob
said sarcastically.

“What are we goin’ to do?” Brig queried,
glorying in their helplessness. “We've got
to git 'em off the reservation today, an’
there’sno place togo. The boss is probably
in jail, an—by golly, I'm goin’ to see the
bishop.”

Before any one could interfere he was off
gown the road to Clearfield in a swirl of

ust.

“Fine, strong outfit, this, to fight a tribe
of Injuns, the biggest cow outfit in the
country, and a lot of rustlers,” Bob stated
with fine sarcasm

“You fellers had better take my offer?”
Wild Pete addressed Steve.

“1’ve decided that | can’'t go in with you,
Pete; but I’'m much obliged just the sarre,”
Steve said, throwing out his rope and las-
soing a smell bush to avoid meeting the
other men’s eyes.

Then turning to Bob he said quietly—

“It don't make one-—- bit of difference
what sort of an outfit it is, Bobby, it'sgoin’
to fight "em all to a standstill if you an’ me
have to do it alone.”

CHAPTER VII
MURDER— AND A BLOOD-STAINED ROPE

« AIN’T you goin' to stop for breakfast?”

mf*- Steve queried in surprize, as Wild
Pete, who had acted strangely ever since
hearing of the presence of the Wineglass
cattle, made no signs of turning off toward
the cold spring a short distance from Trail
creek where the Diamond M camp was
located.

“Think not,” the Dane said shortly.

“What's wrong?” Steve dermanded.

“My cattle are on this side of the Black-
snake, in the big bend of the river down next
to the reservation. If the Wineglassers have
been there I'm curious to know what's
happened.”

“Let’s eat, an’ I'll go with you,” Steve
offered.

“I'll not stop,” Wild Pete refused again.

“Let’'s change horses anyway,” Steve

ed.

“What's horseflesh?’ the giant sneered.

“All right, I can stand it if you can, an’
if you thiftk there is somethin’ wrong 1I’'m
goin’ with you,” Steve said.

They rode on up the trail to the top of the
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divide, while Heb, with growing irritation,
watched his coffee and beefsteaks grow stale.

From the top of the divide they saw
thousands of cattle, the great herd extend-
ing without a break into the big bend where
Wild Pete had left his cattle. More ominous
than the presence of the cattle was the total
absence of nmen.

“Somethin's happened to Charley—he
never would have let them cattle in there,”
Wild Pete exclaimed in a tense whisper.

Steve noted that the big man showed
signs of almost womanly alarm.

“Let’s hit the trail down there,” Steve
suggested.

“Hit the trail nothin’,” shouted Wild
Pete, regaining his accustomed roar. “If
there’s been trouble down there we don't
want to be picked off by some dude waitin’
behind a tree for us to come siftin’' down the
trail.”

They headed straight into the thick
quaking aspens which covered the hillside,
breaking through them at afast run.  Again
Steve got an example of the Dane’s reckless
riding. Although he tore great limbs off
the trees as he struck them, and others
slashed him wickedly across the face until
the blood trickled down over his great yel-
low beard he never ceased to spur. Each
time he received a harder lick than usual he
let out a roar.

Steve became convinced that the man
was unbalanced, in some respects at least.
But pride would not permit him to lag be-
hind. He stayed breast to breast with the
giant, taking the wallops from the brush
with a grin, well pleased that his slenderer
build, and greater activity permitted him to
dodge about nine tenths of the bruises which
the Dane was forced to take.

They broke into the open, and Wild Pete
let out a whoop which caused the cattle for
a half-mile around to throw up their tails
and run for their lives. Straight towards
the bend of the river they dashed as fast as
their horses could run. They had just
reached a point where the river began to sag
out in the beginning of a loop when Steve’s
horse snorted and jumped violently side-
ways. With cowboy instinct Steve looked
to see what had frightened the horse before
he was again firmly settled in the saddle.

“Whoa,” he called loudly. “This your
Injun?”

Wild Pete wheeled his horse around and
rode back. A huddled heap of blood and
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rags lay with neck under body where it had
been dragged violently against a grease-
wood. With a bitter moan the Dane hurled
himself from the saddle and gathered the
gruesorre object in his ars.  Steve could
see that it was the body of an Indian boy of
perhaps sixteen.

Wild Pete knelt over the body, and
hoarse, dry sobs racked his giant frame.
Steve turned away and surveyed the land-
scape with eyes blurred with tears of quick
sympathy for the stricken giant.

At last the Dane controlled himself and
arose. In his eyes was a look which con-
vinced Steve that if he was not crazy before
he stood on the brink of becoming so
now.

“They roped him an’ drug him to death
like they would a varmint, the -—," he
snarled, his teeth showing beast-like through
the heavy tangle of beard.

Steve dismounted and examined the
Indian boy carefully. There was not a
wound on him except such as had been re-
ceived from being dragged by the rope.
Steve’s heart pounded with a cold rage.
Accustomed as he was to scenes of violence,
coupled with more or less brutality, he
could scarcely comprehend the sheer cold-
bloodedness of such a murder.

He stooped over and examined the boy’s
throat where the rope had rubbed. It was
black and burmed, but there was a rawer
welt where the rope had finally tightened
and stayed until taken off by the murderer.
It seemed to him that the rope must have
been smaller-sized than the usual hemp one
in common use.  Closer inspection disclosed
a small number of fibers from the rope that
had become stuck into the boy’s flesh like
slivers.

Gingerly Steve pulled a few of these out
and at once discovered that theywere horse-
hair. It was not hard to deduce that the
murderer had used a small, tightly braided
horsehair rope—and horsehair ropes were
decidedly uncommon.

Steve was about to make known his dis-
covery to Wild Pete, but prudently decided
to wait. Undoubtedly the Dane would
attempt to kill with his hands the first man
he found with such a rope without giving
him any chance to prove an alibi. Steve
decided to keep quiet for the present, and
to keep a keen lookout for horsehair ropes
among the Wineglass outfit.

“Did the kid belong on this reservation?”
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Steve asked in a feeble attempt to show his
sympathy.

The Dane laid the boy tenderly on the
grass, and began to speak in a voice softer
than Steve had ever heard him use.  In fact
it was almost in a reminiscent tone as
though he wished to call up the dead past
more on his own account than to enlighten
Steve.

“No,” he began gently. “Ten years ago
I found himwhere he had been lost from his
people. Hewas just a little bit of a shaver,
and the only clothes he had on was an old
ragged sheepskin. | gathered from what he
said afterward that his people were Lemhis,
or Sheep-Eaters, as the other Injuns called
'em, an’' that they had got into a runpus
with a band of Flatheads and had been
killed off. This little cuss run off in the
brush to hide an’ everybody went away an’
left him

“When | found him he was wilder than
a coyote, an’ | had to rope him to git to
clean him up an’ feed him. If he'd been
a white kid lots of people would have been
glad to have took him to raise, but bein’ an
Injun nobody wanted him except an old
stiff that just wanted him so's he could work
the tar. out of him

“When | was goin’ to leave him there the
little cuss grabbed me around the legs, an’
without sayin’ a word begged me not to let
him go. So | kept him, an' there wasn't
nothin’ he wouldn't have done for me. But
now he's——- "

Again the big fellow's voice broke and to
control himself he had to bite his lip until
the blood ran.

“When | find the man that put that rope
on Charley I'll give him a death that will
make Charley’s seem like a bed of ease in
comparison. Are you a friend of mine?” he
demanded of Steve with a swift change' of
subject.

“Why—yes—of course,” Steve said.

“I know you're handy with a gun. If |
git killed before 1 find my man, an’ I'm
liable to, I want you to promise me to git
him if you ever find out who done it.”

There was an intensity about the Dane’'s
manner which struck an answering chord in
Steve, who was already seething with indig-
nation.

“1 promise, so help me God,” he said
earnestly.

They put the body on.Pete’s horse and
carried it to the camp. Then Steve left the

Dane alone with his dead and started for his
owmn camp. Wild Pete had displayed
another peculiar streak in his make-up by
insisting that Steve get word to Bishop
]gltjlgpton, the Mormon Bishop of Clear-
ield.

“Charley,” he had declared, “must have
a Christian burial.”

Steve was riding moodily along when
three horseren cut into his trail diagonally
from behind a small knoll a hundred yards
in advance. Steve stiffened in the saddle
and his teeth came together with a snap.
He recognized the men instantly and was
at once positive that they had had sonme-
thing to do with the murder of the Indian
boy. Two of them were Sawtooth and
Dutch Jake, the gunfighters he had defeated
in Chub Springs. The third member of the
trio was the handsome Mexican, Ortega.

There was no way to avoid a meeting had
he desired it so Steve rode steadily ahead.
He was quick to grasp the significance of the
men’'s movements as they spread out fan
shape to meet him, but he was powerless to
prevent it unless he started the battle at
once at long range, a thing he was loath to
do until given a reasonable excuse.

The Mexican was on one side of him, al-
most facing the other two, and Steve was
directly between when they came to a halt.
Steve watched every moverment with the
keenness of a cat. He had no doubt but
that if trouble started they would get him,
but he confidently expected to take along at
least one of them.  All three showed plainly
they recognized him. The two he had hu-
miliated made no effort to conceal their
animosity, but they allowed the Mexican to
do the talking.

“Well, my friend, we meet again,” Ortega
greeted.

The tone was pleasant enough and Steve
tried in vain to catch the sinister import—
but he was none the less convinced that it
was there.

“We do,” Steve admitted briefly, no in-
vitation for further courtesies in his voice.

“I heard you were riding for the Diamond
M the day | was over to Clearfield,” the
Mexican went on pleasantly, disregardful
of Steve's coldness.

“l ain't tryin’ to keep it secret,” Steve
said ungraciously.

“The feed is poor here—very poor,”
Ortega said.

Steve was growing impatient. He wanted
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things to get to moving, and if they would
not start the ball to rolling he would.

“If you fellows don't start movin' your
cattle off of this range at once, we're goin’
to do it for you,” he said bluntly.

The Mexican's eyes flew open in surprise.

“Why, | understood from Mr. Fink that
we were welcome to use this range for sev-
eral weeks,” he said.

“Well, this ain't Fink. This is the Dia-
mond M talkin’, an’ we mean business,”
Steve said grimly.

“Well, if there has been some mistake, of
course—" Ortega began, but Sawtooth cut
him short.

“Mistake,———- ,” he said huskily. “There
ain't no mistake at all unless this guy makes
one now. If he doesit’ll be his last one.”

“Be still,” Ortega commanded. “Now,
my friend, what has happened that you
must have this range at once? | understood
that you were not going to use it.”

Stevewas ataloss. It had seemed to him
that the time for action had arrived when
Sawtooth butted in, but for some reason
they had let it go by. He wondered if the
astute Mexican had sonme deeper object in
view than simply killing off an unknown
cowboy. But he would not yield an inch,
even so much as to explain why they had to
have the range.

“We need the range, an’ our stuff'son the
way to it right now. That's enough,” he
stated flatly.

“Indeed,” Ortega said with a sharp intake
of breath. “If that's the case, boys, | reck-
onwe'd better begin to move our cattle.”

“Move-—-!" Sawtooth roared. “This
guy don't make me move nothin’.”

Of the three men Steve saw that Saw-
tooth was the most antagonistic, though
Dutch Jake was equally dangerous and only
waiting an excuse to shoot; but for all that,
Steve kept his eyes glued to the Mexican,
whom he felt intuitively was by far the most

rous.

“But I'll see that you move them,”
Ortega said smoothly.  “You fellows get
amove on and head those cattle back while
I go to camp for more men.”

“You greaser, you can't give me
orders,” Sawtooth sneered.

His hand dropped to the handle of his
gun with the practised skill of the finished
gun-fighter. Suspecting a plot to kill him
while seemingly shooting at each other,
Steve, likewise, went for his gun.
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Steve had hardly got his gun from the
holster, and Sawtooth had not got his half-
dramn when Ortega fired.  Sawtooth let
his gun fall back with a howl of pain, and
lifted a broken hand.

“Feel like obeying my orders?” the Mexi-
can asked in the sane tone of studied po-
liteness he had assumed all through the
interview.

Without a word Sawtooth and Dutch
Jake rode away. Ortega watched them in
silence, and then remarked to the puzzled
Steve:

“Those fellows are no good. | will have
to get some more men to move those cattle,
so if you can hold your bunch back and give
us a little time we’ll soon be off your range.”

“l—Il—reckon we can do that,” Steve
almost stammered.

The Mexican was an enigma.  Instead of
acting as an enemy might be expected to act
he seemed willing to go more than half-way
toward friendship. And his courtesy was
the one thing it took to disarm Steve, who
owned one of those impressionistic natures
which respond easily to the moods of others,
meeting anger with anger, or politeness with
graciousness. Steve was almost on the verge
of thawing out in his attitude when the
Mexican spoke again.

“Then I'll be going,” was what he said,
but as he wheeled his horse, exposing the
right side where his rope hung, Steve

gasped. _

On the Mexican's saddle hung a long,
tightly braided horsehair rope, and on the
white hair close up to the hondo was an
unmistakable blood stain.

CHAPTER VIII
THE MIX-UP

NpHE rapid succession of events of the

morning caused Steve to overlook the
fact that he had not yet breakfasted, not-
withstanding that his was an appetite which
usually clamored for relief with the arrival
of meal-time.

Instead of thinking of food he rode slowly,
pondering over what had occured in the last
twenty-four hours. Various conjectures
ran through his mind. Was the attempt
by the Indians to slaughter the cattle of
the two outfits, the Diamond M and the
Bucketbail, a schene concocted by some
one to get the range belonging to those two
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outfits. Were the Indians and the Wine-
glass outfit in collusion?  If so, who was the
connecting link—or master mind?

Naturally his thoughts reverted to the
perplexing Mexican. He ran over in his
mind what he knew of Ortega. Eutsler
had stated that night in Chub Springs
that he believed the Mexican to be the most
brainy, and therefore the most dangerous
member of the Wineglass outfit. He had
stated, further, that Ortega occupied some
sort of double role by working for the Wine-
glass and running an independent outfit as
well.

It was plain that he occupied some posi-
tion of authority, or at least of influence,
for it was he who had first talked Fink out
of the range, and he had clearly dominated
the two gunmen who were with him that
morning. Most important of all, in Steve’s
estimation, was the danmning evidence of
the horsehair rope which branded himas the
most brutal among cold-blooded mur-
derers, unless there was sorme other member
of the Wineglass outfit who likewise sported
such a rope. That sorme member of that
outfit was guilty Steve never doubted.

But opposed to all this was the man's
courteous manner, and his apparent readi-
ness to give up the range. One thing
Steve determined to do, however, was to
keep a vigilant eye on the slick Mexican,
and connect him up if possible with the
murder of Indian Charley.

Another thing that bothered Steve was
the personality of the man Metcalf. He
had taken a violent antipathy to the fellow
at first sight, but he recognized that the
Wineglass foreman had ability of the first
order. Whether he had courage to go with
it was doubtful, but he certainly possessed
a dominating personality. Steve doubted
that Metcalf would be the least bit sub-
servient to the Mexican, and therefore he
was puzzled to understand their relations
toward each other. In the end his opinion
was that both of themwere up to something
sinister—just how sinister, the brutal mur-
der of the Indian boy gave an inkling.

Suddenly looking up Steve was startled
to see the white faces of many Herefords
pouring out of the canon that led down
from the Trail Creek divide. He had been
unaware of the passing of time, but now he
observed that it was nearly noon. At that
he could scarcely understand how Bab,
singlehanded, or even with the help of Heb
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Cross, had contrived to get the big bunch
of cattle so far in that time. He spurred
up but before he could reach the cattle
they were spreading out, a gigantic red and
white fan, passing through and absorbing
the closest bunches of Wineglass cattle.

“That Mexican won't have a chance to
prove whether or not he was acting in good
faith when he promised to pull back them
cattle,” Steve mused regretfully.

Steve picked his way through the brush
to the top of the divide, the trail itself
being packed as tightly with cattle as sar-
dines in a can. Having no desire to emu-
late Wild Pete by riding back up the hill at
top speed, he did not reach the top until
most of the cattle were over the divide.
Down Trail Creek he could hear the whoops
of men so he waited, watching with the'
true cattle-lover's enjoyment the broad
backs as they cronded by.

At length the tail-enders came dragging
along, with siX riders cronding them closely.
Besides Bob and Heb there was Bill Cum-
mins and three strange riders, evidently
belonging to the Bucketbail. This ex-
plained why the cattle had been moved so
far. The strangers gazed at Steve curious-
ly, while Cummins hung his head sheepishly.

“Who's runnin’ this outfit?” Steve asked
quizzically.

“Right now | am,” Bob answered. “I
know | ain't goin’ to herd this bunch, so
when these fellers come along | made 'em
git busy an’ help shove 'em over the top
where we can turn 'em loose. What kind
of a lop-sided country is this where they
herd their cattle like sheep? Why don't
they turn 'em loose like they do in a real
cow country? What've they got riders for
if it ain't to gather 'em, an’ cut 'em out
from other outfits? This thing of every-
body tryin’ to hold the exclusive rights to
some perticklar corner of range plumb
enrages me.”

“I’ll tell you why, feller,” a cowboy from
the Bucketail spoke up, “it's because the
Diamond M has got an old woman for a
boss who don't know a Hereford from a
sheep.”

“Careful,” Steve warned icily.

“I wasn't referrin’ to Mrs. Gibbs, she's
all right,” the cowboy explained. *“I
meant Eucsler. He insists on us keepin’
our outfits separated from everybody else
which is purty soft for him considerin’ that
we have the end where all the hard work is.”
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“Is that why Fink was so anxious to have
the Wineglass tum out on this range?”
Steve asked curiously.

“Fink is one long-headed hombre. If
they run on our range we run on theirs,”
the cowboy said with a grin.

“That sounds reasonable, and as long
as there is plenty of free range there is no
sense in tryin’ to keep cattle separated
because they happen to belong to different
outfits. Everything can be fished out
proper in the round-ups. Yes, it's plumb
sensible except for one thing—an' that is,
if one or more outfits happen to be com-
posed of crooks the other fellers are given
‘'em more or less of a free hand,” Steve
ruminated, watching the Bucketbail men
closely out of the corner of his eye.

“See here, feller,” Bill Cummins ex-
claimed, flushing angrily, “ain't you a little
new to this country to be throwin' out
insinuations.”

“l see there is lots of people plenty
touchy on that subject around here,”
Steve replied meaningly.

A lengthy Bucketbail cowboy who went
by the descriptive name of Shanks, broke
in soothingly—

“1 reckon these two outfits can git their
stuff back from anywhere—providin' they
don't git to fightin' each other.”

“Don't be too sure of that,” Steve re-
torted.

Then he told them of the murder of
Wild Pete’s boy, omitting, however, any
reference to the horsehair rope. He was
taking no chances on Ortega being warned,
and he wished to get the conclusive evidence
against the Mexican solely by hisown efforts.

The men listened with sober faces.
Steve noticed that the Bucketbail men
exchanged covert glances.

“Heb,” Steve continued, “go down an’
tell your bishop that Wild Pete wants him
to come up an’' give the boy a decent
burial, will you?”

“You bet | will,” Heb agreed with en-
thusiassm  “lI want to see the bishop
about this anyhow.”

He whirled his horse and fled down the
trail toward Clearfield.

“Well there’s no use to argue about how
the cattle ought to be run. They're mixed
now so that it'll take a round-up to cut 'em
out. Steve ain't had a square meal since
yesterday mornin’, so let's all go to camp,”
Bob invited.
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“No; we'll go back to the ranch, an’ git
our camp ready to move to Bear Creek to-
morrow,” Shanks refused.

“Well, what do you make of it, Bob?”
Steve asked after the Bucketbail men had
gone. The two were alone in camp where
Bob was busily cooking dinner, while
Steve lay at ease upon a pile of blankets.

“Well,” Bob said judiciously, “just be-
tween ourselves | think it's a -— of a
layout; but as you've elected to stick it out
it's up to us to do sone tall ridin’. So far
the only people I've seen that didn't act
crooked is them two women we work for,
an’ maybe Jack Eutsler. But as far as
Eutsler's concerned the game has got clear
beyond him.”

“It looks that way to me,” Steve agreed
soberly. “For the time bein’ it's us two
against the field, with maybe Wild Pete
to help us sorre.”

“For my part | cdlass that big, four-
flushin' Swede as mebbe just a little bit
worse than the rest of 'em,” Bob said.

After dinner they saddled fresh horses,
picked up a small bunch of cattle which
were already trying to get back on the
reservation, and shoved them back over
the divide. The cattle were roaming
around restlessly, dissatisfied with the poor
feed.

“l hope Eutsler gits back to-day, an’
them Cross twins git done chasin’ after
theirbishop,” Steve saidplaintively. “Some-
body has sure got to night-herd for a few
nights.”

A half-dozen riders appeared on the top
of a low ridge.

“Who cones, | wonder?” Bob murmured.

“Must be that Mexican with his men,”
Steve replied. “ Guess we'd better ride down
an’ meet 'em.”

It proved to be Ortega, with the Pecos
Kid, and four riders whom neither Bob nor
Steve had seen before.

“It seens we are a little late to avoid
a mix-up, my friends,” the Mexican greeted.

“l didn't git back in time to stop the
boys,” Steve explained, his eyes uncon-
sciously fixed upon the horsehair rope upon
the Mexican's saddle.

Bob, on his part, was gazing at the Pecos
Kid with the same degree of horror. The
dark, scowling features of the Kid filled
him with the same repulsion he had ex-
perienced when he first saw him in the sa-
loon at Chub Springs.
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The Wineglass riders could not help but
sense the ill feeling. The air was electric
with animosity.

“What's become of the foremen of these
socalled outfits?” the Pecos Kid asked
suddenly.

“Likewise 1'm curious to know what's
becorme of yours,” Steve countered.

“Answer my question,” the Pecos Kid
shot back insultingly.

“Mr. Metcalf is still under the doctor’s
care following the assault upon him by that
crazy Dane,” Ortega said quietly.

In spite of his prejudice against the
Mexican Steve could not resist his quiet
courtesy. Coldly as he could, and point-
edly overlooking the PecosKid he told about
the trouble with the Indians.

“It is really better then for all of us to
handle our cattle together,” Ortega ven-
tured. “There will be enough of us to take
care of the savages if they start making
trouble again.”

“They was actin’ within their rights in a
way, an’ | don't know as I'm any nore
worried about them than | am certain
cattle outfits,” Steve said bluntly.

“If you are referring to the Wineglass
outfit,” Ortega said smoothly, “l don't
think you need worry. I, myself, run an
independent brand, the D dash, and so
far I have had no trouble.”

Steve felt hinself at a disadvantage with
this smooth polished talker. He deter-
mined to take charge of the conversation
himself for a few minutes.

“Do you know anything about how
Wild Pete’s Indian boy cormre to be dragged
to death?” he asked sharply.

There was not the slightest indication
that any of the men were surprized by the
guestion. In fact they remained as ex-
pressionless as stones with the exception
of Ortega, who raised his eyebrows with
polite interest.

“We hadn't heard,” he said.

“That s0? | thought perhaps you might
know all about it,” Steve said boldly.

“You surprize me,” Ortega exclaimed.

“Look here,” the Pecos Kid snapped
savagely, “you two hombres are gittin’
too---- numerous on this range. You are
the --——- who shot the lights out in the
saloon in Chub Springs the other night and
prevented me ventilating that--— Dane.
| heard, too, about the ranacaboo you
run on Sawtooth an’ Dutch Jake. Now
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I’'m tellin’ you—one more yap out of you,
an’ I'll puncture your hide in a dozen
places.”

Steve's hand flew to his gun belt, and
came back with the single wrist flip which
he had practised for years, and which he
fondly believed made him unbeatable with
a gun. At the sane time he twisted
sideways and down in the saddle. Quick
as he was he felt something hot across the
side of his head. At the sane time he saw
the Pecos Kid’s hat fly into the air. Both
were temporarily astounded at the un-
expected speed of the other.

“Stop that,” Ortega’s voice snapped.
“Next thing you fellows will be hitting each
other.”

Before Steve could pull trigger again, or
Bob do more than finger his gun, Ortega
was covering the Wineglass nmen.

“1’ll kill the——- " the Pecos Kid raged.

“You'll do nothing of the kind—but
soime day you may compel me to kill you,”
the Mexican said in a deep tone, vibrant
with danger.

It seemed to Steve and Bob that a long
suppressed hostility between the two nen,
or a possible rivalry had suddenly ceased
to smolder and burst into flame.  But the
Pecos Kid was at too much disadvantage
to accept the challenge. Instead, scowing
evilly, he sullenly allowed his gun to slip
back into its holster.

“Put up your guns too, gentlemen,” the
Mexican said evenly, a command not-
withstanding the softness of his voice.

To rob it of its sting he continued—

“1 don't blame you for taking offense,
but this will not happen again—when |
am present.”

Reluctantly Steve put up his gun, and
wiped the merest trickle of blood from his
face.

“1 don't want that guy to think he's got
anything on me,” he said. “If we ever
try that over again I'll be the fastest.
And that goes for the rest of you.”

“Go on,” the Pecos Kid scoffed. “It's
just luck that you got off with a scratch.
Next time I'll be lookin' for that squirm
of yours. And that pardner of yours—
you make nme laugh. You throwed a bluff
down at Chub Springs about him bein’
faster than you. Why | could take a nap,
and wake up in time to git that feller while
he was still thinkin' about shootin’.”

“That'll do,” Ortega said harshly.
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Being the only man with his gun in hand
he was still able to enforce discipline as he
saw it.

The Pecos Kid flushed with anger and
glared at the Mexican, but discreetly re-
mained silent.

Ortega carefully replaced his gun, folded
his hands on the saddle horn, and leaned
ahead lazily.

“You fellows think you are pretty fast
with agun, don't you?” he asked ftidolently.
“ See that squirrel?”

An inquisitive gray ground squirrel was
watching them curiously from the top of a
small mound, twenty feet away. Sud-
denly the Mexican's hand flew to his side,
and his gun appeared like a flash of grayish
light. Ina fraction of a second the ground
squirrel was tumbling about with a bullet
through the top of its head.

“Don’'t any of you get the illusion that
you are real fast,” he said quietly.

“Or handier with a rope | presurre,”
Steve said angrily, nettled at seeing a feat
performed which he doubted his ability to
duplicate.

“Nor that either,” Ortega agreed pleas-
antly.

Then he smiled amiably.

“Since we'll all have to work together
let's have no more trouble. We don't
want to have to be grabbing guns every
time we see a rider on the horizon.”

“Now you're talkin’ sense,” Bob Logan
put in heartily.

“Just a minute before we bury any
hatchets,” Steve interrupted. “Let’s git
this in our minds clear. Who's runnin’
this Wineglass outfit, you or Metcalf?”

“Mr. Metcalf, of course. | sometimes
act in his place when he has to be away,”
Ortega explained.

Steve was sure he caught the beginning
of ironical smiles on the faces of several
of the Wineglass men. He felt completely
checkmated, and deep in his heart he
blamed the Mexican. He was furious at
himself for letting the man get the upper
hand, yet the feeling he instinctively felt
was good for him inasmuch as it taught him
not to underestimate the enemy’s ability;
henceforth he resolved to be more cautious.

“Well, come on, Bob,” Steve said dis-
gustedly. “We're just wastin’ our time
here.”

They rode away without nolestation.

“What do you make of that bunch?”
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Steve asked when they were out of hearing.

“Plumb bad—all but the Mexican,”
Bob replied without hesitation.

“So you've fell for the greaser have you?”
Steve asked. “What'd you say if | was to
tell you he was the fellow who dragged the
Injun kid to death?”

“1’d say you was off your base. He don't
look like that kind of people to nme. He's
pulled you out of two shootin’ scrapes to-
day—an' besides, a feller that can shoot
like he can don't need to resort to no rope.
You're lettin’ your prejudices ride you,
Steven. It’s the Pecos Kid you want to
watch. He's poison—rank poison,” Bob
asserted positively.

Steve was somewhat nettled. 1t was on
the tip of his tongue to mention the matter
of the hair rope, but he checked it until he
could produce absolute proof against which
his pardner could not argue. He made no
comment until they had ridden half a
mile; then he muttered, half to himself:

“l ain't worried about the Pecos Kid.
If we ever clash again he'll be the corpse.
But Ortega—well, | 'm sure goin’ to practise
a lot of gun-throwin’.”

CHAPTER IX
STEVE LEARNS— VARIOUS THINGS

LTHOUGH Bob rode hard all night,

- and Steve half the night, a number
of little bunches of cattle had slipped back
to the reservation by morning. The boys
ate a hurried breakfast and began to gather
up the vagrants.

“Just like boilin’ coffee in a collander,”
Bob grunbled.

It was ten o’clock before any one arrived.
Three horsenen joined them as they were
getting the cattle collected at the foot of
Trail creek trail. They proved to be the
Cross brothers, and a peculiar-looking man
of middle age with closely cropped black
whiskers.

Closer inspection showed the b<ys that
his peculiar appearance was due to his
almost abnormal muscular  development
above the waist, and that being unused to
riding a horse he sat his saddle like a sack
of flour. Though not so tall, he looked to
be as heavy as Wild Pete and as strong, but
in a different way. Hard work had plainly
stooped his tremendous shoulders, but he
radiated strength with every movement.
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He was roughly dressed in overalls and
jumper, and his hands showed calluses in-
duced byi, years of hard toil. Both boys
were astounded when this man was proudly
introduced to them by Brig as the idolized
Bishop Compton.

The bishop shook hands with them
gravely.

“We are on our way to get the unfor-
tunate Indian boy,” he explained. “A
wagon with two of our ward teachers
follows.”

“I'm glad you're goin’ to give Wild Pete
a helpin’ hand, bishop,” Steve said grate-
fully.

“We would be remiss in our duties if we
didn't lend a helping hand even to the
Gentiles; though this Indian lad is not a
Gentile. He is of the chasen seed of Israel,
a direct, lineal descendant of Manasseh,
the sonof Joseph who was sold into Egypt.
The proper nane for the Indians is Laman-
ites. Their progenitor was Laman, the re-
bellious son of Lehi who fled from Jerusa-
lem in the troublous days of Zedekiah the
last king of Judah,*as is explained in the
first book of Nephi, in the Book of Mormon.
Therefore--— "

“l reckon you're dead right, bishop,”
Steve interrupted, “but it’s gittin’ hot, an’
Pete may be havin' trouble keepin' his boy
an’ we've got to shove these cattle before
they begin to sulk. | don't know much
about your religion but sonme other time I'll
be glad to listen to you talk.”

“We can't do anything until the wagon
comes, so I'll just ride along with you and
expound to you the first principles of the
Gospel: Faith, Repentance, Baptism for
the remission of sins, and the laying on of
hands for the Gift of the Holy Ghost.”

“Say, it strikes me you are a funny kind
of a bishop,” Steve suggested, determined
that if he had to listen to a missionary he
would make the missionary talk about
something he was interested in.

But not for worlds would he have let the
bishop think that he was not highly in-
terested—

“1 always imagined that a bishop was a
guy with a black suit of clothes, a high col-
lar, an' lily-white hands.”

“So they are—so they are—among the
Gentiles. But we, the chosen instruments
of the Lord work without purse or script.
Though we serve the Lord, each in humble
capacity, we all must earn our own living.”

“Just what does a bishop have to do?”
Steve inquired.

“A bishop is the father of his ward. It
is my duty to give counsel and cheer to
my people in the ward, look after their
welfare through the quorum of ward
teachers, and to preside over the sacrament
meetings,” Bishop Compton explained.

“An’ preach | suppose.  1'll have to come
an’ hear you preach some time,” Steve
promised.

“We have no regular preachers like they
do in the World. | merely preside over
the meeting, and call up those brethren
to address the people whom the spirit of
the Lord moves me to call,” the bishop
explained with dignity.

So they rode along, Steve getting a great
deal of reliable information concerning
the customs of his new neighbors, and in-
cidentally making a rather favorable im-
pression on Compton by his willingness to
listen. Finally the bishop worked around
to a discussion of the relation of the Mor-
mons to the local Gentiles, mentioning at
once in this connection, Mrs. Gibbs and her
daughter Jennie.

“Fine, sensible women, both of them
They are a big help in the social affairs of
the ward; but stiff-necked and worldly.
They refuse to soften their hearts and pray
to the living God to reveal to them the truth
of the everlasting Gospel, as it has been
restored to the earth through the Prophet,
Joseph Smith. | come in contact with
them often, especially Miss Jennie. You
see | keep the post-office, and she cones
after her mail almost every moming'----

“By--—," he broke off with unbishop-
like vehemence, “that reminds me—Jennie
was at my place last night and heard Brig
tell me about his trouble with the Indians,
and how you singlehandedly saved the
Diamond M and Bucketbail cattle from
destruction.”

Steve blushed.

“1 hope they didn't pile it on too thick,”
he said fervently.

“She insisted that | be sure to tell you
to come to the ranch today because she
wanted to see you.”

Steve at once lost interest in the bishop's
discourse. The thought of Jennie filled
him with a strange elation, and an equally
strange bashfulness. He longed to see her
again, but dreaded to appear before her in
the role of hero. He was proud of what
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he’'d done, and was glad to have her know
about it—from others. But having to
tell it to her himself was a different matter.

“Why can't | ride south over the cattle
range until | git due east of Clearfield, an’
then ride over there without havin’ to come
back here?” he asked the bishop.

“You can—but it's a darn rough trail
across.”

“Tell me the landmarks. | ought to be
able to git a squint at practically all of the
Wineglass cattle, an’ still make it to the
ranch by dark, hadn't 1?” he inquired.

“You ought to, though if you are plannin’
to go to the Wineglass canp at the Bull
corrals on the head of Devil creek you'll
find it a long way off your trail,” the bishop
replied.

“l ain't got no inclination to make ’em
any social call, but | do want to see their
cattle,” Steve answered, convinced that it
was imperative for him to get a line on the
condition of the enemy at once.

He had difficulty getting Bob to see the
necessity for him riding at once into the
Wineglass territory, and when he did ac-
complish this it required another long argu-
ment to get Bob to consent for him to go
alone. But eventually Steve got away,
though without dinner—a thing he was
beginning to get used to.

He kept Sitting Bull at a fast walk, keep-
ing to the tops of the highest ridges. As
the only feed available was on the timber-
less bottom lands, the cattle were crowded
there. Very soon Steve reached a pin-
nacle from which he could get a compre-
hensive view of almost the entire range.

At once he perceived that all the Wine-
glass cattle had been driven on the range
used by the Diamond M and Bucketbail.
By being bunched in so small a space, com-
pared to the number of cattle, it was pos-
sible for Steve to get a glance at practically
every animal belonging to the Wineglass.
A week later it would be impossible for a
man to see more than a fraction of them
with any assurance that he was not seeing
the sane ones twice.

Steve had a “hunch” that he should, if
possible, make an estimate of the total
number of cattle the Wineglass ran. Any
but a seasoned cattleman would have
considered it pure folly to try to rfiake an
estimate by simply riding over the range,
but the cowboy knew that he could come
close—that he would not be off more than
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one tenth the total number of the cattle.
It was slow, eye-straining work, but by
sunset it was accomplished.

It was dark before Steve reached the
ranch. He was ravenously hungry, and
he knew that Mrs. Gibbs would cook him
a wonderful supper as soon as she learned
he had not eaten since breakfast. Yet he
hung around the barn as long as he could,
dreading to go in the house. Finally he
mustered up courage to knock at the door.

It opened and Jennie stood before him in
a dainty little gingham apron, with a
dish towel draped coquettishly over her
shoulder.

“Why, it's Steve,” she explained, giving
him her hand. “Come onin.”

Steve thrilled at the firm pressure of her
hand, and the handshaking was over all too
quickly. He dropped his hat unostenta-
tiously by the side of the door and followed
her inside, making a mighty struggle to
appear at ease. Mrs. Gibbs came out of
the kitchen with a wet dish-rag in her
hand, and began scolding the cowboy good-
naturedly.

“Well, Steve Malty, it's about time you
were showing up around here. Ever since
we heard about what you done we’'ve been
looking our eyes out for you to come and
tell usall about it.”

“Nothin’ much to tell,” Steve demurred
in modest confusion.

“We know,” Mrs. Gibbs said soberly.
“If it hadn't been for you we would have
lost all the good cattle we owned—and
everything else. We two women would
have lost everything we own except the
clothes we stand up in.  And we've worked
and struggled so hard for years to get out
of debt---—-"

Her voice broke and tears began to course
down her kind old cheeks.

Steve blushed in furious embarrassment.

“It was a wonderful thing to do,” Jennie
said with ringing sincerity.

Impulsively she reached up and kissed
him squarely. Steve stood in the middle
of the room and cursed himself inwardly
for a blithering idiot who didn’'t know how
to act.

“Aw, it wasn't nothin’,” he blurted out.
“Wild Pete would have dore it if | hadn't.”

The Gibbs women were tactful. Per-
ceiving that their praise and gratitude would
only add to the cowboy's distress they
quickly changed the subject.
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'Til bet youre hungry,” Mrs. Gibbs
exclaimed.

When Steve confessed the fact she set
about preparing him a splendid meal with
her own hands, thus showing more grati-
tude in that simple way than any amount
of talk. Jennie set the table for him from
which the supper dishes had just been
cleared away, and talked about the murder
of the young Indian boy. From that, the
talk drifted to other range matters, and
Steve began to recognize the fact that the
girl was no novice in range affairs. Very
soon he was perfectly at ease, and chatting
with her as freely as he would another
cowboy.

“There is one thing 1'd like to know,”
Steve said, after he had eaten and was
sitting in solid comfort watching the
women wash up the dishes, “an’ that is,
what kind of a layout is this Wineglass
outfit? Who does it belong to?”

“I can tell you a little about it, perhaps,”
Jennie said. “It belongs to an eastern
syndicate. The manager of it is Adrian
Walker, the son of one of the largest stock-
holders. He was out here last Fall and |
happened to get acquainted with him.  He
told me a little about their business. Met-
calf does practically all the actual
ment, and Adrian is only sort of a glorified
bookkeeper. Of course he has the authori-
ty to do anything he wishes but he has the
utmost confidence in Metcalf. | had a
letter from him the other day and he ex-
pects to be here soon to spend the Summer.
So if his outfit is bothering us he will
straighten it all up at once.”

Steve felt all his animation and en-
thusiasm go dead within him Like all
other cowboys he shared the common be-
lief in the deadly attractiveness of the
“eastern dude” for western women, a fact
directly responsible for' the sometimes
vindictive behavior of cowboys toward
“tenderfeet.”

He felt himself hopelesly outclassed at
the start. Already Jennie received letters
from this Easterner, and called him by his
first name. Worse, she believed that he
could set matters right on the range by a
word. In only one respect did he feel
himself the equal of this unknown rival,
that was in actual knowedge of the cattle
business. He turned to this point as a
drowning man to a straw.

“Maybe that feller will have a hard

time findin' out if anything is wrong if his
men don't want him to know it.”

“Do you think there is something really
wrong with the outfit itself?” Jennie asked.

“I don't know, but my guess is the men
workin' for it will stand watchin’.”

“You think they may be rustlers?”

“How many cattle are they supposed to
run?’

“Thirty thousand.”

The reply brought Steve to his feet in
excitement.

“You sure?’ he demanded.

“Positively.”

“And Walker thinks they have got that
many on this range?’

“He certainly does.”

“Then he's due for an awful surprize when
he counts 'em next time,” Steve asserted.

“Do you suppase their own riders have
been stealing their cattle?” Jennie cried in
amezerrent.

“1 don't suppose a thing, but I'll stake
my reputation that if he counts his cattle
at the Jure round-up he won't count more
than twenty thousand head,” Steve de-
clared.

“I'll certainly tell Adrian,” Jennie prom-
ised. “If the men are stealing from their
own outfit they will also steal from others.
We must be careful.”

Steve's discovery of something tangible
to work upon caused his spirits to rise
again. In dealing with rustlers he knew
he had nothing to fear from any Easterner.
When he rose to go Jennie followed him
outside, for no reason at all, apparently,
unless to say good night. But for some
reason she did not say it.

The evening was warm, and the mellow
moonlight seemed to induce a desire to
linger in its friendly embrace. They stood
by the door talking for a while, then, with
no suggestion from either they moved to-
ward a round chopping block within the
shadow of a mammoth wood-pile. They
sat together on the block in exciting near-
ness with Steve tingling with a wild exhila-
ration.

They talked now of other things than the
cattle business—various things which Steve
did not remember. It was the amazing
nearmess of the girl, and not her words
which engrossed his attention.

“You mustn't stay out at camp like a
hermit,” he heard her saying. “You must
come down and visit us once m g while,
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and then there is a dance at Clearfield al-
most every week—you and your friend
Bob mustn't fail to take them in. They
open and close with prayer and Bishop
Compton keeps rather rigid order, but they
have a good time just the same.”

“I don't know,” Steve said. “l always
hate to go to dances where |’'m a stranger.”

It was an awful whopper, as Bob, whowas
modest and retiring would have testified.
More than once Steve's forwardness among
strangers had brought down Bob's condem-
nation upon him. But Steve did not
know he was lying. He was fishing for a
definite result and he would say anything
which at the moment promised to help
achieve that result, and give no thought to
such unimportant details as its truthfulness.

“I’ll introduce you, and I'll promise that
those Mormon girls won't let you be lone-
some long.  You'll have lots of competition
to make it interesting because most of the
Mormonmen think they need another wife.”

They talked on in semi-serious fashion,
with Steve fighting down his intense desire
to touch the girl. For all her friendliness
she had given him no real encouragement
toward sentimentality, and he dared not
risk getting “fresh.” It was with almost
a feeling of relief that he saw a horseman
ride up to the barn.

At once Steve forgot his moon-madness
and became alert. Midnight visitors to
bams were objects of just suspicion. They
were well concealed in the shadow of the
wood-pile, and Steve shifted position
enough to be able to get his gun.

“Keep still,” he directed, “1’'m goin’ to
find out what that fellow is up to.”

“Why, it's Jack Eutsler,” Jennie recog-
nized. “I know his walk.”

Steve felt rather taken down as he re-
sumedhisseat.  Presently Eutsler came out
of the barn and walked toward them stiffly.

“Jack,” Jennie called softly.

The foreman jumped as though he had
been shot at.  Jennie laughed, and she and
Steve advanced to meet the foreman.

“What did they do to you at the agency?”
Jennie asked.

“They cussed me, an’' threatened to do
everything short of killin' me,”* Eutsler
replied dismally. “The fool agent was
worse than the Indians.”

“But they done nothing serious?” Jennie
queried anxiously.

“I'd rather call it serious. They let us
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go with the promise that they'd charge
five dollars a head for every critter they
caught across the line, an’ the agent prom-
ised two dollars of it to the Injun that
caught 'em over there.”

“Why that will mean that it will take all
our time to ride the line, for we can't afford
to pay that,” Jennie cried in dismay.

“For two dollars a head them Injuns
will git the cattle whether they cross the
line or not,” Steve remarked.

“They sure will. Hogitsi an’ a big
bunch of his braves was camped right on
the fine tonight when | come by,” Eutsler
informed gloomily.

CHAPTER X

STEVE CONTINUES TO LEARN

HE next two weeks were strenuous ones

for the Diamond M riders. It required

the continuous efforts of all five of them to

ride the reservation line. At that, some of

the cattle slipped over by themselves, and

others were driven over by the Indians.

Eutsler was kept busy writing checks *o pay

the tribute, and the nerves of all wereworn
to a frazzle.

Most irritating of all was the attitude of
the other outfits whose cattle were mixed
with theirs. In every bunch the Indians
captured were as many cattle belonging to
the Bucketbail as to the Gibbs outfit, and
there were always a few Wineglass cattle.
In spite of this no rider from either outfit
showed up to help ride the line.

There was an old working agreement be-
tween Eutsler and Fink that each was to
pay the other's expenses when the occasion
arose, and Fink had taken advantage of it
to ask Eutsler to pay the Bucketbail's fines
and had included the Wineglass, agreeing to
be personally responsible for that debt.

Fink professed to be very busy riding on
the other end of the range, although there
was very little to do. This fact seened to
make no impression upon Eutsler except to
make himirritable that the Bucketbail men
were shirking on him.  Steve was sure the
foreman did not go deeply enough into the
matter, and he lay awake nights trying to
figure out causes. True enough, Fink came
around every few days and settled up with
Eutsler, but that didn’t satisfy Steve. And
there were other things which gave Steve
cause for worry.
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First and foremost was the fact the he had
twice seen Ortega, and the man he seemed
to hate, the Pecos Kid, on the reservation.
On both occasions Ortega had stopped at
the Diamond M camp alone. He had been
polite and suave as usual, professing great
distress over the attitude of the Indians,
and promising to try to get Metcalf to send
men to help ride the lire.

Despite this Steve could not conquer his
aversion toand suspicion of the man, and the
horsehair rope he carried was a lively re-
minder of the promise he had made to Wild
Pete. It added to his displeasure that Bob
was taking a genuine liking to the Mexican,
insisting that he was the only respectable
member of the Wineglass outfit.

Steve was particularly anxious to ride
over the entire range. It irked him to be
kept in ignorance of his own range by the
monotonous task of line-riding. He was dis-
satisfied with the trustful policy of Eutsler
in leaving the bulk of the cattle to Fink.
For three weeks they had been fighting back
the same cattle over and over, for the
stronger ones had tired of it and gone south-
ward where they were never under the eye
of a Diamond M rider.

These things worried him far more than
the difficulty with the Indians. With the
latter, to be exact, it savored strongly of
a grim game. He had noticed that the
Indians gave him a great deal more respect
than they did the other riders. Even the
morose Hogitsi respected him, although
Steve had taken a number of cattle away
from him—some of them when they were on
the reservation. The Indians admired
nerve, courage, and reckless riding, and
Steve had themall. In addition, he treated
the Indians as man to man without making
the usual mistake of treating them with
a childish display of benevolent interest,
or trying to curry favor by flattery. This
attitude, indeed, made him real friends
among the Indians.

So disgusted with the whole business did
he become that he decided to have a talk
with Bob on the matter. Notwithstanding
the flippancy with which he usually treated
Bob he had great respect for the ability of
his quiet partner.

“The trouble,” Bob stated deliberately,
“is that they've got Eutsler so worked up
over this Indian question that he can't see
anything else. All he can see is Injuns an’
a reservation.”

3
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“That'sit exactly,” Steve agreed. “He's
plumb forgot he’s runnin’ a cow outfit. My
idea is that somebody is pullin’ the strings
to make himforgit himself. 1t’sup to usto
see what's carryin’ on.”

“What can we do?” Bob demanded prac-
tically. “If we don't do as we're told we'll
git fired.”

“If Eutsler would only quit an’ take that
ranch job—- "

“He won't as long as he thinks he's
needed here.”

“Well, Robert, 1'mgoin’ to ride the other
end of this range whether | git fired or not.
If I do I'll go in with Wild Pete an’ make
more money.”

“For the love of Mike keep clear of that
Dane,” Bob said earnestly. “If you stick
you'll be forerman here in another month at
least.”

“I’'mgoin’ to see what's goin’ on, regard-
less.”

“All right, pardner,” Bob gave in. “I’ll
contrive to drop somre cattle up around the
head of the Bannock this afternoon, an’
I'll git Eutsler to go up there with me in the
mornin’ to git 'em Then you skin out over
the divide. Try to git back by dark for if
you ain't I’'m cormnin’ to hunt you.”

“You're a brick, Bob. For all your lady-
like timidity you're sure there in a pinch.”

“Aw, go on,” Bob deprecated with a
blush.

Bob'’s planworked out according to sched-
ule, and the following morning while it was
still early enough to make a rider shiver
with the cold, Steve was on his way. He
crossed the Trail Creek pass and rode east-
ward until he struck the Blacksnake River.

So far he had seen only the comparatively
level bench land which he had seen almost
every day from the top of the divide. But
as he turned south the range became much
rougher, the rugged hills being broken by
a number of good-sized creeks flowing into
Devil Creek.

He was just turning his horse to follow
up Devil Creek when he saw a rider coming
rapidly toward him from the north. He
halted and waited for the man to come up.
It proved to be Wild Pete, as he had sur-
mised.

“Whither away?” Steve asked.

“1’'mjust lookin' around for stray dogies,
an’ | wanted to find out who you was.”

“Where's your dog bunch?’

“I’ve got most of 'em back in the bend,
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an' I'm after the rest. 1’'ve been ridin’ a
hundred miles a day since | saw you last.”

“How do you do it? | don't see how
horses can stand to carry a man of your
weight the way you ride.”

“They can't. | kill ’'eman’ buy new ones.
I can buy all I need from the Injuns at ten
dollars a head,” the Dane said carelessly.

“You're a —=— fool to ride that way,”
Steve said crisply. “Some of these days you
are goin’ to want a good horse to make a
ride mighty bad—an’ you'll be left afoot.
One good horse, well taken care of, is worth
a hundred of the killable kind.”

“Darn few times I've had to come in
afoot,” Wild Pete said lightly. “But come
on. Let'sride up Monday Creek, an’ drop
over the top to Bear Creek, an’ down to the
Bucketbail camp.”

“I’'m with you,” Steve said.

The big man rode as usual with no regard
for his horse, and Steve was glad he hap-
pened to be riding Sitting Bull who could
climb hills like a rabbit.

Sofast they rode that the sunwas scarcely
two hours high when they reached the
Bucketbail camp. Nothing was stirring
around the camp and they supposed the
men had gone to work until they saw the
saddles lying around. Wild Pete let out a
thunderous yell, and Fink, his four riders
and a half dozen Wineglass men cane pour-
ing out of the tents in their underclothes,
but with guns in hand.

Wild Pete roared with laughter, while the
sleepy-eyed men gazed at them stupidly.
Steve sat unsmiling, eyes and mind busy.
Apparently the men were taking things
easy while the Diamond M boys did the
work. Yet Steve was not so sure. The
men looked and acted tired, like men who
were not yet rested from a hard day’s work.

“What do you fellers want?” Fink de-
manded surlily.

“Just ridin” around,” Steve said quickly,
to forestall any reply by Wild Pete. “We
thought we might make a trade of some sort
with you.”

“1 thought you fellers was so---- busy
you didn't have time to eat, the way Jack
Eutsler has been cryin' around fer us to
come help him,” Bill Cummins sneered.

“What you got to trade?” the cowboy
called Shanks, who possessed the cormmer-
cial instinct, wanted to know.

“Oh, most anything,” Steve said care-
lessly.
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His eyes roamed around the camp appar-
ently in search of trading material.

“That's a mighty good-lookin’ saddle
blanket there,” he said. “I wouldn't mind
havin' it if it was genuine Navajo like it
pretends to be, but of course it's only
imitation.”

“Imitation!” Bill Cummins cried hotly.
“That's my blanket, an’ it’s the real Nava-
jo. It set me back twenty-five dollars that
blanket did.”

“Then the feller you bought it of was sure
a good judge of character,” Steve retorted
derisively.

“Are you insinuatin’ that |1 got stung on
that blanket? | tell you it’s the real stuff.
Heft it,” Bill cried wildly.

“What's the use— got eyes,” Steve
jeered.

Nevertheless he swung down and picked
up the blanket, feeling the weight and
texture of it carefully.

“1 reckon it's genuine,” he acknowedged
reluctantly.

“Ain't so-——- smart as you thought you
was,” Bill gloated.

“Want to trade it?” Steve asked.

“It’s too good a blanket to trade when
it's so hard to git one as good—"  Bill be-
gan to temporize, but Steve cut him short.

“l ain't got no time to haggle. I'mina
hurry.”

“Where you goin’'?’

“We're goin’ over to the Wineglass
camp—to see if they've been makin’ an all
night ride the same as you fellers,” Steve
shot out unexpectedly as he and Wild Pete
rode awnay.

“Now what doyou mean by that crack?”
the Dane wanted to know.

“l meant to give 'em a shock, an’ inci-
dentally to let 'em know that | was wise to
any little thing they was tryin’ to pull.”

“I'm still in the dark,” the Dane con-
fessed.

“Why should it be necessary for 'em to
ride all night, an’ sleep in the daytime when
they don't do no night herdin'?’

“It ain't if they do it.”

“Well, they did last night. They*looked
too sleepy for me, so | got that chance to
finger a saddle blanket. Bill's was still wet
and limp from sweat. It hadn't been off
a horse's back two hours.”

“Anythin’ else you've noticed in your
detectin'?’

“There’scattle missin',” Steve announced.
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“How can you tell?”

“I just know—unless a lot of cattle have
gone south, and the tendency is for 'em to
go north.”

He did not think it necessary to try to
convince the Dane that he possessed an un-
canny instinct which registered in his brain
almost the exact number of cattle within
the scope of his eyesight. But he
this instinct, ;and he was willing to bank
on it.

From what he had seen thus far he was
absolutely certain that a number of cattle
were missing. Then a thought crossed his
mind which illumined the whole subject; so
simple that he wondered he had not thought
of it before. What fertile sail, this, to pro-
duce a crop of rustlers! The entire range
was used by three outfits. One of these was
owned by a syndicate thousands of miles
away; one by bedridden old man Bates;
the other by Mrs. Gibbs and Jennie. What
a chance for the unscrupulous! And to give
them further freedom to commit their dep-
redations there was the Indian trouble to
occupy the attention of the few honest nen.

They rode along in silence, Steve thinking
of many things, but automatically register-
ing and filing away in his brain the number
and condition of the cattle they passed;
the Dane keenly alert for anything wearing
one of his numerous brands. Finally they
reached a point from which the main camp
of the Wineglass outfit was plainly visible.

“Goin’ down there?” Wild Pete asked.

“Mebbe—if I can go alone.”

“If yougo | go,” the Dane said emphati-
cally.

“Reckon 1I'll not*go then.
you're not popular down there.”

“Bosh! That outfit don't dare to look at
me crosseyed. If | rode into that camp
they'd all faint, an’ we could steal their
guns before they come to.”

“1f you expect to keep on travelin’ around
this mundane sphere very long you'd best
change them sentiments,” Steve advised.

For answer the Dane turned his horse
toward the camp, spurring into arun. They
dashed into the Wineglass camp and Wild
Pete let out one of his blood curdling roars.
They half expected to see men here come
tumbling out of bed, but for the moment
only the cook appeared.

“You needn't make so much noise,”
he said crankily. “We saw you a half a
mile off.”

I'm afraid

“Who all is around here?”
asked.

Just then the flap of a tent opened and
Ortega appeared. “ Good morning, gentle-
men,” he greeted suavely.

Steve scomed. At every turmn he seemed
to run acrass the Mexican, and he felt that
if there was a single set of brains back of all
the trouble they belonged to Ortega. One
word to Wild Pete, he knew, would termi-
nate the Mexican's career; but he dared not
say it. He had no conclusive evidence as
yet against the man, and there was more
than a possibility that Wild Pete would also
be killed. The Mexican's conduct in the
openwas unimpeachable, so much so that it
was irritating, because it required the sane
conduct in return.

“What's become of all your outfit?”
Steve asked.

“They have all gone to work except Mr.
Metcalf, and the Pecos Kid who are just
inside the tent,” was the startling reply.

Wild Pete shot erect in his stirrups and
snorted as explosively as an angry grizzly.

“Why don't they show thenselves,” he
bellowed truculently.

“We can if there is anybody crazy to
see ls—- "

Metcalf's voice sounded from within the
tent. A moment later he stepped blandly
outside, with the malignant Pecos Kid
crouched at his side—a faithful bodyguard
Scabs covered the wounds on Metcalf's
face, a poignant reminder of his encounter
with Wild Pete. Steve sat tensely in the
saddle waiting for the explosion which he
was sure was about to take place. Wild
Pete was ready to precipitate it.

“l see you're still wearin' my brand,
Metcalf,” he said insultingly.

“Still got 'em,” Metcalf replied without
rancor.

Steve and the Dane were dumfounded.
While they were trying to reconcile them-
selves to this new attitude, Ortega began to
speak smoothly:

“These drunken rons—nothing evercomes
of them but trouble. That iswhy | make
a point of never taking more than one
drink.”

“1 reckon | gave you cause for what you
done,” Metcalf admitted.

Steve could not understand the gane.
The quarrel at Chub Springs had not »been
a drunken row. Each man had taken but
one drink.

the Dane
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“1 can let that pass; but | want to know
if it was a drunken row that caused my boy
to be killed, an’ my cattle chased out of the
bend?’ the Dane asked truculently.

“l don’'t know a thing about that,” Met-
calf denied.

“Maybe not; but if I ever find out you
had anything to do with it I 'll strangle you.”

“We had nothing to do with it,” Metcalf
insisted.

“It must have been the Indians,” Ortega
contributed.

“It wasn't the Injuns. It was somebody
belongin’ to this outfit, an’ when | find who
it was I'll tear him to pieces,” the Dane de-
clared, clinching his great hands sug-
gestively.

“You're barkin’ up the wrong tree,” Met-
calf said mildly.

This pacifist attitude was far harder to
meet than open hostility would have been.
Both Steve and the Dane would have wel-
comed open warfare, but that was plainly
the thing which the two dominant charac-
ters of the Wineglass meant to avoid. As
for the Pecos Kid, his eyes burned with
venom; but in the presence of‘the other two
men he seemed to have no will to act. Steve
met the Kid’s gaze challengingly, and the
Kid's murderous features flushed angrily,
but he failed to accept the challenge.
Thoroughly disgusted, Steve turned away,
but was stopped by Ortega.

“l have persuaded Mr. Metcalf that
enough of our cattle are getting on the reser-
vation to justify a couple of riders being sert
to help ride the line. If the Diamond M
will board us | and my—the Pecos Kid will
go and help you,” the Mexican volunteered.

“1 reckon it'll be all right,” Steve said,
not knowing whether to be pleased or
alarmed by the offer.

After leaving the Wineglass camp Steve
and Wild Pete rode on southward for five or
six miles to the top of a butte which the
Dane assured Steve afforded a good view of
that part of the range that he had not yet
seen. Steve was surprized to see that the
range on to the southward for many miles
was level. This flat, he was told, extended
to Chub Springs. But bordering the flat on
the east, and swinging around to the north-
ward was a wild-appearing country broken
by lava formations and deep cut coulees.
There were no cattle visible on this part of
the range.

The cowboys turned eastward, crossed
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the head of Devil creek, and rode on until
they reached a sluggish Creek coming out
of a low pass in the mountain.

“This is Squaw Creek,” Wild Pete ex-
plained, “and you want to remember if you
ever want to go east from here that this is
the only pass across Devil Creek mountain
for more’'n fifteen miles—in fact until you
reach the end of the mountain just this side
of thg Blacksnake, almost opposite my

“1 reckon I've got a purty good idea of
the range now,” Steve said with satisfaction.

Suddenly the Dane began to curse, the
object of his wrath being a sheep camp
a little way from Squaw Creek.

“That'swhat's puttin’ the cattle business
on the hummer,” he stated bitterly.

“Right now all I'm interested in is
whether they've got anything to eat,”
Steve grinned.

Against Pete’s protest they rode close to
the canp. A pair of dogs disputed their
arrival noisily. A head appeared for a
moment in the window in the back of the
wagon, then ducked back out of sight.
A moment later a Winchester was poked
through the window.

“Stand yer distance,” a voice called.

They stopped.

“What do you want?” demanded the man
in the canp.

“Somethin’ to eat,” Steve replied
promptly.

“What outfit do you belong to?”

“None of your —- business,” Steve

returned cheerfully.

“Wineglass?”

“No.”

“Come on then,”
herder.

They rode around to the front of the
camp where a man was waiting for them
with a rifle slung carelessly, but ready for
instant use, in the crook of his aim.

“1 didn't know you at first,” he said.

“Why, you're the feller that had the
fight with Sawtooth,” Steve recognized.

“1’'m much obliged to you for savin' my
carcass. My nanme is Al Young. Come in
an eat.”

He was a likable fellow, and even Wild
Pete overcame his aversion to sheepherders
enough to be sociable.

“I've been ordered off of Squaw Creek,
an’ | guess I'll go,* Young said as he turned
mutton chops in a frying pan.

invited the sheep-
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“I ain't lookin’ for trouble, an’ besides
the feller that done the tellin' was real
decent about it.”

“Mexican was he?” Steve inquired.

“Looked a little like one, but he talked
like a school-teacher.”

“Ortega,” Steve said.

“Funny kind of a greaser—if he was
one,” Young stated.

They finished their meal, and were pre-
paring to leave when Young said:

“If you fellers happen to cone to my
camp again wave a handkerchief three
times. My herder might be here an’ he's
feelin' plumb irritable at cowpunchers
lately. You see they've been drivin' a lot
of cattle through the Squaw Creek pass, an’
not particular about dodgin’ around the
herd.”

“Did you notice the brands on those
cattle?” Steve asked sharply.

“No | didn't. In the interests of peace
I'm keepin’ as far away from ’'em as
I can.”

“You say you axe leavin' here—right
away?”

“Just leavin’ this creek. | aim to Summer
around here though, for | can't see why |
ain't as good a right to this range as any-
body else.”

“Then do me a favor if you can, will ye?”
Steve pleaded. *“If you git a chance just see
if any of 'em is branded on the left ribs with
either a Diamond M, or a Bucketbail.”

Painstakingly Steve described the shape
of the brands by tracing them out on Sitting
Bull's shoulder with a gloved forefinger.

“I'll try,” the campmover promised.

“Well, we've found somethin’ to pay for
our trip,” Steve commented jubilantly to
his friend as they rode away from the sheep

camp.

“Not necessarily,” the Dane returned
dryly. “There’s lots of swanp grass along
the Blacksnake on the other side of this
pass, an’' the Wineglass keeps a Sunmer
camp over there anyway to watch that side
of the range. Chances are they're just
drivin’ their own stuff over there to better
feed. What you've got <hyour mind is all
wrong anyway. If they are rustlin’ they'd
either trail out toward Chub Springs, or
else toward the mouth of the Blacksnake,
to a shippin’ point. They wouldn't drive
‘'em back here into the mountains where
they'd have to herd 'em.”

“Mebbe so,” Steve said reluctantly, “but
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if it wasn't for that fool pardner of mine
gittin worried 1'd take another day an’
look into that business.

CHAPTER XI
A JOKE THAT FAILED

IT WAS after dark when Steve parted
from Wild Pete at the latter's camp.
Despite the several significant facts he had
discovered during the day, in the main he
felt baffled. When he reached the Diamond
M camp Eutsler and the Cross boys had
retired, but Bob was waiting up by a cheer-
ful camp-fire to cook his partner’'s supper.
While Steve ate they talked in low tones
that did not carry to the sleeping tent.

“Boss find out where | had gone?” Steve
asked.

“Yep.”

“Sore?”’

“Don’'t think so—much.  Might have
been but old Kebro has got over bein’ sick,
an' he come around for a talk. Eutsler's
purty tickled 'cause he figures now the
Injuns'll be good. Find out anything your-
self?’

Steve related the events of his day’s pil-
grimage.

“Well, keep everythin’ under your hat,”
Bob advised.

“Why s0?’ Steve demanded. “It looks
to me like it was time for the outfit to git
busy on the other end of the line.”

“Mebbe; but it can wait. If the Injun
trouble stops, Eutsler will think he can be
spared to run the ranch, an’ there’'s a good
chance for you to git to be cattle boss, an’
we can look into things to suit ourselves.
But if he thinks there is any rustlin’ goin’ on
he'll stick till the cows come home.  See?”

“You think | stand a chance at that job?”
Steve queried anxiously.

“From all | can learn you've sure made
a hit with the owners of this outfit,” Bob
said seriously.

Steve's heart bounded joyously. Though
reasonably certain of the same thing it
pleased him more to be told so by another.

“1 guess we'd better hold our fire for a
while,” he said thoughtfully. “I figure that
the rustlerswill take all Summer to clean up
the best cattle in all these outfits, an’
they've got a surprize cornin’ to’em. When
this Eastern dude comes alongan’ they have
the calf round-up they'll make him think



38

everything is lovely because they will count
the usual per cent, of calves.

“Naturally the cattle that have been
rustled are strong, young stuff, and beef
cattle, so there will be just as many cons an’
calves. No doubt the rustlers bank on that
strong. But when the time comes Jennie
will see that young Walker demands a
count. Right then there will be somethin’
stirrin’, an’ that'll be our chance.”

They talked long into the night, after the
fire had died down, and only an occasional
cracking ember punctuated their conversa-
tion. Under the influence of the night and
the tried friendship of his pal, Steve became
communicative—not in the ordinary sense
of merely talking but of laying bare his very
soul, his hopes, his aspirations.

In his talk Jennie occupied a large place,
and Bob listened understandingly without
trying to be funny over the matter. His
sympathetic attitude was such as is paossi-
ble only in those rare instances where male
friendship has stood the test of adversity, as
well as time and isolation.

When they finally rolled into their blank-
ets Steve lay in sleepless ecstasy, dreaming
the kind of dream that is neither day-
dreaming, nor yet the real thing; but which
has the realism of the one, and the unre-
strained promptings of the sub-conscious
peculiar to the other.

He dreamed of the day when he would be
foreman of the Diamond M, and how he
would vindicate himself when the shortage
of cattle was made known, and how he
would ride to glory rounding up the rustlers
in some sensational manner—just how he
was not clear in his mind yet, but he would
doit. Then hewould present himself before
Jennie—and his dreans grew happily
nebulous.

In the morning he felt so ambitious that
he volunteered to take the longest ride.
Eutsler wanted a man to ride far down the
Blacksnake to see if anything had got by in
that direction. There were other cattle
outfits there of unquestioned honesty, but
the foreman preferred to get the cattle
back at once rather than wait for a
round-up.

Steve covered the territory far enough to
find out there were no Diamond M cattle
there, had dinner with a Brush Creek outfit,
and started home. He climbed to the back-
bone that separated the two rivers and rode
along it. It was on the reservation and the
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Indians had sometimes sneaked cattle ©ve-
to collect indemnity.

He was playing along making fancy
throws with his rope when he suddenly re-
membered that he had neglected the gun
practise he had promised himself. He coiled
up his rope, buckled it to the saddle, and
selected a mark to shoot at. Holding his
hand in the usual position he suddenly went
for the gun. It came out, working smooth
as clock-work, and he fired twice at a mark.

He slipped the gun back in the holster
preparatory to another effort when his
attention was attracted to a saddled, but
riderless horse in the brush a short distance
below him  Some Indian had left his horse
there out of sight, and was himself, perhaps,
hiding out behind some bush hoping to lo-
cate a bunch of cattle that he could slip
across on to the reservation. Anyway, it
looked like a matter that could stand inves-
tigation.

Keeping well out of sight he rode slowly
down the hill until he reached the horse.
Considerably to his surprize an Indian wes
lying on the ground not forty feet from the
horse, evidently asleep, for his huge black
felt sombrero was over his face protecting it
from the sun. By the man's gear Steve
knew him to be Hogitsi, the war chief.

“The lazy devil,” Steve chuckled softly,
“Just watch me wake him up.”

He cat-footed his horse to within ten feet
of the sleeping Indian, then very carefully
aimed at the ground six inches from the
man’'s head and fired.

His laughter ended abruptly, for the Indian
did not move. Steve leaped from his horse
in very near a state of panic. He tore the
hat from the Indian’s face, and shuddered
at what he saw. Blood and brains were
oozing from a small hole in the war chief's
forehead. Steve turned the hat up to the
sunand, ashe e ed, found a small hole
through the felt—so small that he had over-
looked it from his horse. The Indian had
been murdered while he slept.

Realization of the foolish thing he had
done in shooting by the man’s ear caused
Steve to glance .around nervously. He
trembled in sudden fear as his eyes rested
upon two horsermen watching him curiously
from the top of an adjoining ridge. Just as
abruptly his fear left him, and he became
cold and calm as he identified one of the men
as Ortega. To the other man, his own boss,
Eutsler, he paid no attention. Absolutely
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expressionless he waited for the nen to ride

LP_Ortega’s face seemed to express nothing
but polite concern, but Eutsler's was black
with anger and alarm.

“What the --—- happened here?’ the
foreman demanded.

“Suppose you ask Ortega,” Steve came
back coolly.

For once the Mexican was jarred out of
his composure.

“Me? | know nothing of this,” he denied.

“1 don't know what you're tryin' to put
off on Ortega, but you'll have to explain
this,” Eutsler said sternly. “We heard a
shot, an’ in a couple of minutes we rode out
in sight an’ found you standin’ over this
dead Injun with a gun in your hand. Why
did you murder hin? Just when | git
things settled with the Injuns you have to
murder their war chief, an’ -——- will be to

ay.”

“Don't be too fast with that murder talk,
Eutsler,” Steve warned. “I’ll take more
from you than from most men because |
know you mean well—but there's a limit.
Now git it straight—I| didn't kill this
Siwash.”

“Man, we just as good as seenyou do it!”
Eutsler exclaimed.

“How long has Ortega been with you?”
Steve asked.

“What difference does that make?” the
foreman asked.

“It makes just this much; that I’ll stake
my bottom dollar he killed Hogitgi.”

Ortega did not turn a hair. He threw his
leg over the saddle horn and appeared to
meditate upon the subject.

“Ortega has been with me for an hour.
You can't lay it on him,” Eutsler remarked.

“But look, man, the blood is already be-
ginnin’ to dry,” Steve pointed out.

“It naturally got thicker while we've
been chewin' the fat,” Eutsler maintained.

Steve stepped back to his horse and faced
the two nen.

“All right,” he said bitterly, “you two are
determined to hook this thing onto me—
now let’s see you take me in. | ain't goin’
to stand no trial for murder with the dope
against e like this.”

“1 ain't askin' no white man to stand trial
for killin’ an Injun, especially one as ornery
as Hogitsi, though I've got my private
opinion of any man that kills another when
he'sasleep. But you've raised---- enough
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on this outfit, so you can go to camp an’
pack your war-bag. You're fired!” the fore-
man said.

“Not sofast, Mr. Eutsler,” Ortega broke
in quietly. “We haven't investigated this
case thoroughly yet. |, personally, don't
believe Steve killed this Indian.”

“You don'tt After him accusin' you
of it!”

“That makes me think he was innocent.
He must have thought there was some
chance of me being the man or he wouldn’t
have made such a rash accusation.”

“I'll be—-,” Eutsler said helplessly.

“Why did you shoot when you found this
man dead?” the Mexican asked Steve.

“None of your --—— business,” Steve
replied curtly.
“l suspect,” Ortega went on, unruffled,

“that finding this Indian asleep you thought
it would be a capital joke to scare him
awake, so you fired.”

“That'swhat happened,” Steve admitted.

“Into the air, of course?”’

“No | didn't. | shot into the ground six
inches from his ear. If you don't believe it
dig into the ground and find the bullet,”
Steve said triumphantly.

Ortega sprang to the ground and began
digging with his pocket knife. In a mo-
ment he produced the blunted piece of lead
which had been stopped by a small pebble
just beneath the ground.

“You see, friend Steve was telling the
truth,” Ortega said.

“That don't prove nothin’, nor clear up
nothin’,” Eutsler said stubbornly. *“That
bullet could have went clear through the
Injun’s head, an' Steve could have moved
the head so'sto make it look like that wasn't
the bullet that done the business. Besides,
if he didn't kill Hogitsi, who did?”

“You're sure a clear reasorer, ain't you?”
Steve dermanded sarcastically.

“l don't claim to be. | don't know
whether you done this or not for sure, an’
| don't much care. What I 'mworried about
ishow the Injuns is goin’ to take this. We'll
keep it quiet, so come on away from here,
an’ let the Injuns do the wonderin’.”

“Ain't you goin’ to tell the Injuns?’
Steve queried.

“I'm kecpin’ out of trouble,” Eutsler
replied sharply.

“Then | will,” Steve said firmly.

“Don't do it—it'll mean more trouble,”
Eutsler said.



40 Adventure

“You're not givin' me orders any more,”
Steve retorted.

He mounted his horse and plunged into
the brush.

CHAPTER XII
KEBRO STATES HIS POSITION

ON HIS way to the Indian camp Steve
had time to think of consequences.
All his hopes, so bright the night before, of
getting to be foreman, and marrying
Jennie Gibbs had gone up in smoke because
of his accidentally finding a murdered
Indian. With Eutsler so firmly convinced
of his guilt, Steve never doubted that
Jennie also, would think him a murderer.

He was through with the Diamond M
for good. At first it was his intention to
pull out of the country, but as he cooled
off he saw how impossible it would be.
Jennie and her mother would be the ones
worst hit, and with no one to depend upon
but Eutsler he saw their finish. On their
account he would stay in the country, and
eventually settle with Ortega and the rest
of the rustlers.

Working with Wild Pete would give him
more freedom of action anyway. But
first he had to break the news of the murder
to the Indians, even though he knew it
would be dangerous to hinself, yet he felt
instinctively that it was the right thing
to do.

He rode into the cluster of teepees along
a small, willow-lined creek. He had been
there several times, and had been made
welcome.  He rode unnolested to a teepee
which he knew housed his friend War-
Jack and another young buck, one School-
boy. A number of bucks were loafing in
front of the teepee, but they were not
throwing pebbles at a line drawn in the dirt,
the Indian gambling game at which he usu-
ally found them indulging. Instead, they
were talking moodily, with an evident
undercurrent of excitement. He wondered
if they had in some way already found out
about Hogitsi.

“How,” War-Jack alone greeted him

“Howdy,” Steve returned. “I want a
talk with you, War-Jack.”

The young buck walked silently to a
spot fifty feet away. Steve dismounted
and followed him Briefly he told the
Indian how he had found Hogitsi, including
the fact that he had shot with the intention

of waking him up. He knew the story
would soon be out, and that it would be
better for the Indians to hear it from his
own lips.

“We go see Kebro,” War-Jack said non-
committally.

He led the way to a more isolated teepee
where the chief camped. On the way
Steve saw his guide frown deeply, and fol-
lowing his gaze he also fronned.

On a little grassy place in the shade of
the cottorwoods stood the Pecos Kid,
smiling and smirking in a way that failed
to make his face appear any pleasanter
than usual. Before him was a pretty little
Indian girl not over sixteen. She was
showing the cowboy a number of beaded
trinkets and buckskin gloves elaborately
decorated with many colored beads worked
in fantastic designs. The girl was blushing
warmly, and occasionally giving the Kid a
(S:ﬂy smile as he praised her workman-

p.

Steve caught step with War-Jack.

“Who is the girl?” he asked.

“Kebro daughter—Nannibi,” War-Jack
replied in a tone that discouraged further
questioning.

They found Kebro in conference with
several Indians of mature age. All but
Kebro eyed the cowboy with sone hostility.
The chief arose and said gravely—

“How.”

“Howdy, chief,” Steve returned matter-
of-factly.

Somehow he had never been able to bring
himself to speak the pidgin English usually
adopted by white men with the Indians.
He had learned that most of the Indians
really knew more English than they pre-
tended, and that their encouragement of
the baby talk was for no other purpose than
to put the other party at a disadvantage.
He proposed to talk in his usual manner
and let the Indians worry if they couldn't
understand it. He was, however, always
tactful in dealing with the red men's pe-
culiarities.

War-Jack spoke a few words to Kebro,
and at a word from the chief the other
Indians disappeared. Then speaking in
the native tongue, War-Jack repeated
Steve's story. The chief arose and walked
about in considerable agitation.

“Wro kill—mebbe Eutsler?” he de-
manded of Steve.

“Nix. Eutsler is all worked up about it.
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'Fraid it means more trouble. Don't
blame it on him.”

“Who kill?”

“Eutsler thinks | doneit; but I found him
just like | told War-Jack,” Steve said boldly.

The chief gave him a long, searching
glance.

“No,” he said, “you no kill-um. You
heap brave man. Me hear, all time, how
you stoppum cattle—way down—Birch
Packin’ house.”

“It was your medicine, chief,” Steve
said modestly.

“Injun heap think cowboy kill Hogitsi.
Heap mad. Mebbe so cowboy ride along
reservation—ygit killed. Me no want trou-
ble. You tell Eutsler—white man's cattle
git away—riders come here. War-Jack—
Schoolboy—canp here all Sunmer. Cow-
boy come see-um—git back cattle. No
see-um—yit killed.”

“That goes for me, to0?” Steye asked.

“No, you my friend—you pack-um my
medicine—heap safe.”

Kebro muttered a few words to War-
Jack, and the young Indian walked slowly
over to where the Pecos Kid had bought
everything Nannibi had for sale, and was
trying to carry on a flirtation.

“Kebro see you,” War-Jack said crisply,
turning contemptuously on his heel, and
returning to the teepee.

The Pecos Kid scowled blackly, but after
a moment’s hesitation followed War-Jack
to the teepee. He gave Steve one frowning
glance, but otherwise paid no attention to
him, devoting himself to the business of
gazing at Kebro defiantly.

Kebro, with folded ams, met the Kid
with an expressionless stare which the Kid
could not withstand. He dropped his eyes
to the ground and crimsoned angrily.

“From now on you no Come on reserva-
tion unless you lose cattle. Come here—
you ketch-um cattle—qgit off,” Kebro stated
deliberately in a tone that left no room for
doubt as to just how welcome the Kid was
at the Indian canp.

Without a word the Pecos Kid went
for his horse, then back to Nannibi to col-
lect his purchases. He tied these in a bun-
dle on his saddle, then swept the Indian
village with a contemptuous glance. His
eyes came back to the demure little Indian
maiden at his side, and he licked his lips
amorously. Without warning he seized
the girl in his ams, and kissed her full upon

the mouth.  Releasing her, he leaped upon
his horse, and was away in a cloud of dust
before any one could move.

There was plainly no use to follow the
Kid, and the Indians did not attempt it;
but Steve knew that the Kid had destroyed
his usefulness as a line rider by his precipi-
tate action. This at least removed the
necessity of having to watch himaround the
Diamond M camp, for the Kid made no
attempt to conceal his dislike of Steve.
Then Steve remembered with dismay that
he hinself, was no longer a part of the
Diamond M outfit.

“Has a Mexican called Ortega been
around here much?’ Steve asked War-Jack.

“Un-huh.  Him come along Pecos Kid
sometime,” War-Jack said disinterestedly.

It was noticeable that the young buck's
spirits had risen mightily since the Pecos
Kid had been given his walking papers.

“Listen, War-Jack,” Steve said earnestly.
“If there’'s any more killin’ son the reserva-
tion let me know about itjwill you?”

“Uh-huh,” the Indian promised.

Then, after a moment's hesitation he
said guardedly—

“Three hours ago—we find-um dead
Injun—Nag-o-shoy. Killed all same Ho-
gitsi.  Injun heap sore—white man mebbeso
git killed.”

Steve now understood the reason for the
sobermess in the Indian camp when he
arrived. The wonder was that he had not
been attacked. He realized again just how
much the friendship of the honorable old
chief wasworth.  He saw that preparations
were under way to get the body of the
murdered Indian, so he quietly slipped
awnay.

Three Indians brutally murdered in less
than a month! What was back of it all,
Steve wondered again and again. Could it
be some degenerate with a grudge against
Indians, or with a morbid craving to com-
mit murder; or was it merely the incidental
features of a deeply laid plot?

The latter theory was the one that ap-
pealed most strongly to the cowboy's
reason. Convinced as he was that there
was an organized effort to rustle cattle by
the thousands, and that the Mexican,
Ortega, was the real brains back of it, he
saw in the killing, especially of the last
two Indians, a cold-blooded attempt to
keep the Indians hostile. Ortega’s pres-
ence on the reservation, following the two
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murders, removed the last doubt Steve
entertained that he was the murderer of
the Indian boy, Charley.

Yet there was nothing that he could do
about it but to wait for more to happen.
With the cloud over his own head it would
do no good to announce his suspicions.
To tell Wild Pete would almost certainly
result in the death of the big Dane, who
undoubtedly would run amuck.  The only
alternative left was to accuse Ortega face
to face and shoot it out with him. For
various reasons the time was not yet ripe
for such action.

The riders were all in for the night when
Steve arrived at the Diamond M canp.
Besides the Diamond M men, Ortega and
the Pecos Kid, Fred Fink was present with
his understudy, Bill Curmmins.

Their attitude showed plainly that they
were awaiting Steve's arrival with some-
thing more than expectancy. 'He took in
the careless but alert attitude of Bob Logan,
and intercepted a look urging caution which
Bob flashed him.

“Well?” Jack Eutsler asked grimly.

“Lovely day,” Steve said sweetly.

“What'd them Injuns say?’ Eutsler in-
quired sharply.

“Why don't you ask them?”
countered.

“Now see here—this is no time for fool-
ishness.  We want to know how they took
it about Hogitsi gittin’ killed.”

“Didn’'t expect 'em to go crazy with joy
over it did you?”

“What are they goin’ to do about the
cattle?” Eutsler persisted.

“The Pecos Kid could have told you
that. Kebro says not to come on the
reservation again without reportin’ to War-
Jack first." Later he amended that to the
effect that Mr. Pecos Kid wasn't to do even
that unless.he expected to stop a few
bullets.”

All eyes turned to the Pecos Kid. Evi-
dently he had not spread the news that he
had been stirring up trouble. Steve noted
that Ortega gave the Kid a look charged
with menace—and wondered.

“| ain't afraid of the whole-—— tribe of
Injuns,” the Pecos Kid sneered.

“1 should say not,” Fred Fink piped up.
“Me an’ the Kid an’ Bill could wipe out that
whole camp an’ never know we'd been in a
fight.”

“Yes you could—if the Indians were

Steve

hog-tied and blindfolded, an’ you and Bill
were where you could watch the Kid with
a spy-glass! That's just as close as either
of you would dare to get,” Ortega said in
a slow drawl, deliberately insulting, and so
different from his usual manner that Steve
had to look twice to be sure who was

ng.

Fink colored up, and withdrew into the
background. Steve studied the Mexican in-
tently for a moment. “Pose,” he thought,
“nothing but pose.” Even the Mexican's
clothes, plain, and devoid of ornaments, so
unusual for a Mexican, convinced Steve
that the man was purposely hiding his real
personality.

“Tell me what Kebro said,”
pleaded in genuine anxiety.

Steve gave the message the chief had sent,
omitting only the part that had been strictly
personal.

“Then there ain't no more danger than
there was,” Eutsler said, heaving a sigh of
relief. “We’'ll be careful to stick to in
structions, an’ the feed is gittin’ good now
so the cattle won't bother so much.”

“You ought to be able to retire to the
ranch like you've been wantin' to,” Steve
threw out challengingly.

"1 might,” Eutsler said non-committally.
“I’'m goin’ to the ranch to talk things over
with the folks. Fink had just as well
run both outfits.”

“Don't forgit to get that man to take my
place if you've fired Steve,” Bob remarked.

“Never mind that, Eutsler.,” Steve coun-
termanded. “Bob isjust talkin’. He’'sgoin’
to stick.”

There was that in his partner's eyes
which silenced Bob, but when the visitors
went to get their horses he contrived to
drag Steve into the brush.

“What the —- are you drivin’ at?”
he demanded indignantly. “Do you think
you can quit an’ leave me here? 1’'m here
to say you can't.”

“That's where you're wrong, Bobby'old
dear. You're goin’ to stay right here.
We're not goin’ to leave this outfit entirely
unprotected.”

“Still interested in this outfit's owner,
eh?

“More than ever,” Steve confessed can-
didly.

“All right then—what's your plans?’

“I'm goin’ in with Wild Pete where |
can be my own boss, an' then I'll have

Eutsler
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time to do what | want to. | can learn a
lot more that | want to than | could workin'
for Eutsler.”

“That's dead right,” Bob agreed, falling
in with the pretense.

“By the way, what do they think about
Hogitsi’'s murder?”

“Eutsler thinks you killed him, an’ the
rest agree except Ortega.”

“--— that greaser!” Steve ejaculated
fervently.

“l can't see why you got it in for him.
He’s always doin’ you a good turn,” Baob
expostulated.

“l know; but he's a bloody, sneakin’
murderer just the sanme. He's pretendin’
friendship to throw us off our guard. If
he can't use us sone day we'll stop a bullet
like Hogitsi.”

“Imagination,” Bob scoffed.
got no proof.”

For the first time Steve related what he
knew about the Indian boy’s death.

“In all your roamin’ around here have you
seen any other Wineglass rider with a hair
rope?”’ he concluded.

“No, | ain't,” Bob admitted. “But
still 1 can't believe it. Ortega ain't no
ordinary greaser—he’s more like one of
them Spanish Grandees you hear about.
He’s nice as pie, an’ all that; but he can be
pizen mean in his talk when he wants to.
You heard him call Fink down. Well,
that ain't nothin’ compared to what |'ve
heard him say to Fink and Cummins.
He's sure loaded to the guards with con-
tempt for them two fellows, an’ he ain't
afraid to express it.”

“Well, we'll see. You stick tight on the
job, an’ I'll play a free hand. Between
us we'll git to the bottom of this business
and beat it,” Steve said.

“What about Jennie?’” Bob asked curi-
ously.

“I’'m stayin’ just to do the best | can for
her, but after this affair is straightened up
there’s no use of my stayin' longer. My
goose is cooked as far as she is concerned.”

“You ain't

CHAPTER XIII
THE CLASS IN MARKSMANSHIP

ANOTHER three weeks passed rapidly

by, but Steve, though he rode hard
every day and covered practically the en-
tire range, found nothing so wrong that he
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could definitely classify it. Every day he
met riders belonging to the Wineglass, but
few words passed between them Twice
he met Ortega, who was polite as usual,
but Steve refused to enter into any extended
conversation with him Once he met
Metcalf, but the foreman passed him by
with an arrogant nod.

As the cattle were splitting up more and
more, and staying out of sight in the tim-
ber a great deal, it was no longer possible
for Steve to arrive at even an approximate
estimate of their numbers. Besides this
there seermed to be a great deal of unneces-
sary riding done. Bunches of cattle were
driven here and there with no apparent
reason unless it was to confuse any one
trying to ascertain their condition.

Yet notwithstanding these.obstacles Steve
was reasonably certain that the cattle
were decreasing in numbers day by day.
This conclusion he reached principally
because of a noticeable scarcity of one, two,
and three year old steers and heifers. The
rustlers were not operating in the usual way
by making big, snappy hauls, but the cattle
seened continually to dwindle away.

From the first Steve had agreed with
Wild Pete that the stolen cattle were being
driven either northward to the Snake River
valley, or southward toward Chub Springs,
as quick disposal, the prime necessity in the
rustling game, wes impossible in any
other direction. However, he made it a
point to investigate the Squaw Creek trail
over which his sheepherding friend, Al
Young, had told him cattle were being
driven. He fought shy of the Wineglass
camps and looked up Young.

Plis first contact with Young was caused
by his hearing a number of revolver shots
at regular intervals. Impelled by curious-
ity Steve left his horse and moved up
cautiously to the rim of a coulee from
which the shots sounded. Young wes
methodically pulling a six-shooter from his
holster, firing it as rapidly as possible, then
putting the gun back and repeating the
operation.

Steve watched him a few minutes, then
whimsically reached for his ownn gun and
sent a bullet whining over Young'’s head.
He dropped behind a boulder, and a mo-
ment later a bullet zipped by close over-
head. Steve laughed, ran back to his
horse, and loped away, making a wide
circle and coming back in sight of Young
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who was legging it for camp. Steve
waved his handkerchief three times ac-
cording to the signal Young had told him
to give. The sheepherder stopped and
waited for Steve to ride up.

“Hello, Al,” Steve sang out good-
naturedly.

“Hello. Seen anything of a --—— bush-
whackin’ skunk around here?” Young
demanded.

“No. Somebody tryin’ to bushwhack

you?” Steve asked innocently.

“Sure was—but | come darn near gittin’
him,” the campmover bragged.

Steve laughed until the tears ran down
his cheeks.

“You purty near got him, huh? Gee
whiz, Al, you'd a conme, nearer hittin' me
if you'd throwed a rock.”

Young's mouth dropped open like the
jaws of a steel trap.

“You! Was it you that shot at me?”
he'demanded.

“No, | never shot at you,” Steve denied.
“l just thought 1'd better bust up your
ambition to waste all them shells.”

“l was practisin’' gun throwin’,”
confessed with a grin.

“Goin’ to be a gunfighter?” Steve jeered.

“Not at all; but | aim to be ready to de-
fend myself if | have to. 1 ain't forgot that
scrape a few drinks of booze got me into
in Chub Springs that time, an’ recently
there's been plenty signs that a feller needs
to be able to pull a fast trigger out here.”

“How's that?”

“Ain’t you heard?”

“Ain’t heard nothin'.”

“Two sheepherders has been found dead
in the last ten days. One was shot while
he was layin’ down with his hat over his
face, an’ the other was roped and dragged
to death.”

“Good God!” Steve exclaimed, the ex-
clamation not so much one of horror as at
the striking similiarity of these murders
with that of the Indians.

Plainly the killer was the same depraved
individual, or individuals.

“That's why I'm practisin’,”
said simply.

“Say, Al,” Steve said soberly, “1'm in-
terested in lookin' over this end of the
range right now. | ain't overly popular
with the cow outfit that runs here, nor it
with me, so what's the chance to board
with you while 1'm lookin’ around?”

Young

Young
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“You are sure welcome,” Young said
heartily, “but you're a queer duck of a
cow-puncher to even talk to a shep like me.”

“I’ll give you a few lessons in gun throw-
in" that ought to speed you up about
three hundred per cent,” Steve promised.

He made good the promise and the dazed
campmover at last realized that drawing
and firing a gun was a fine art in itself,
and not a mere matter of practise alore.

For three days Steve made his headquar-
ters with Young, and during that time he
got a better insight into the lives of the
sheepherders than he had had before.
They were not the morose type he had
imagined, but were childishly pleased to
talk to any one who would take the time to
talk to them

He found that every day there was a
great deal of visiting going on among them.
Each man had his horse, and while the
sheep shaded up they visited back and
forth. The word was quickly carried
among them of what was going on at
Young's camp, and to Steve's amusement
he soon found himself conducting a regular
class in marksmanship with six-shooter and
rifle, though he found that many of the
sheepimren were expert riflemen, a fact he
was later to remember with the utmost
thankfulness.

Steve’'s new friends reciprocated by
helping him try to find the rustlers trail,
but there were no results. Cattle of all
brands were drifting back and forth through
the Squaw Creek Pass, but if they were
being worked the rustlers concealed the
fact.

It was indeed true that the Wineglass
outfit maintained a camp on the Black-
snake River at the extreme end of the Squaw
Creek trail, but it seemed entirely proper
for some of the thousands of cattle they
ran were sure to get clear off the range
unless sone barrier was erected at that
point.

Surprized and disappointed over his
failure to achieve anything worth while
Steve returned to Wild Pete’s camp. The
Dane was not surprized in the least.

“Metcalf an' the Mexican ain't leavin’
no trails ,that you could pick up promis-
cuous just by ridin’ over 'em. You've got
to ketch em with the cattle,” he delivered
his opinion.

“I'll git 'em that way then,” Steve said
grimly.
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But the ensuing days yielded no better
returns. Try as he might Steve could
get nothing definite on the rustlers. One
night he returned to camp feeling more
than usually blue and discouraged.

“That pardner of yours was here today,”
Wild Pete informed him. “ Said to tell you
to come over to the Diamon’ M camp as
soon as you could.”

“Gosh, 1've been wantin’ to see old Bob
for a long time, though | never thought of
it before,” Steve replied. “I'll ride over
an’ stay all night with the old-timer.”

He changed horses and hurried over to
the Diamond M camp, Wild Pete raising
no objections.

In fact the big Dane alloned Steve per-
fect liberty of action, but still the cowboy
sometimes  regretted going in with him
As the days rolled by the Dane seemed to
becorme more and more moody and reckless,
and was frequently given to muttering
threats of vengeance on the murderers of
his boy.

It gave Steve a feeling of uneasiness re-
garding his partner-employer's mental con-
dition, and it made it perfectly clear that
the Dane was not to be trusted with the
knowledge of the identity of the murderer.
Steve knew that when the final reckoning
came the issue must be settled by hinself
and Ortega, if the Mexican was finally
proved to be guilty. That this would be
the case Steve never doubted.

Steve found Bob, the Cross boys, and
another Mormon lad, his own successor,
sitting around the fitful gleam of a camp-
fire at the Diamond M camp. They failed
to Sﬁe him until he rode up and shouted,
“Hello.”

His coming seemed to occasion no sur-
prize.

“Turn your-horse loose; we was lookin'
for you tonight,” Baob said calmly.

The Cross boys leaped to their feet,
smiling from ear to ear.

“Lemme have your horse, an’ I'll take
him out to the cavy,” Brig offered cordially.

“Had supper?’ Heb questioned eagerly.

Steve was agreeably surprized. The
Cross boys had not been any too friendly
before.

“1 am a little hungry,” he admitted, re-
leasing his horse to Brig.

Heb and the new boy went into the cook
tent after grub, and Steve seized the oc-
casion to ask Bob a few rapid-fire questions.
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“Where's Eutsler?” he demanded first.

“At the ranch—heas to stay there most of
the time nowthat the irrigatin’ seasonison.”

“What's struck the boys here to be so
frien’ly?”

Bob grinned.

“It's on account of their bishop. He
thinks he's gonna have the pleasure of
baptizing you.”

“Any more trouble with the Injuns?”

“Not much. War-Jack an’ Schoolboy
are fairish savages, an’ we don't play
aroun’ much without 'em.”

“Heard anything from the ranch?’
Steve asked in a low voice.

“Thought that's what you'd git around
to after while,” Bob grinned. “That's-
why | went over to seeyou. Mrs. Gibbs is
all excited over the rumor that you killed
Hogitsi.”

“Thinks | done it, huh?”

“l should remark the contrary. She
come darn near firin' Eutsler for even sus-
picionin’ you. That old lady simply can't
believe that anybody she knows would do
a thing like that. An’ besides old Kebro
was down there to git a bellyful of civilized
grub, an’ he told her you was far an’ away
the whitest white man that ever rode on
the reservation. You've sure made a hit
with that old savage.”

“He's a good old ass, an’ a darn good
friend,” Steve said gratefully. “It makes a
feller feel kinda good that there’s people
in the world like himan’ Mrs. Gibbs.”

“Are you goin’ down there to see 'em?”
Bob asked.

“|—I—reckon not.”

Then, after a pause—

“Did you happen to see Jennie?’

“Yes—I| seen her,” Bob replied non-
committally.

“Well, what did she say, you measly old
pelican?” Steve demanded in exasperation.

“Nothin'—only that she'd be liable to
wring the neck offen you if you didn't shoa
up at the ranch within twenty-four hours
after | notified you,” Bob said serenely.

CHAPTER XIV
A SHOT IN THE DARK

T~"\\ESPITE his protestations that he was

' not going near the Gibbs ranch,
the following forenoon found Steve riding
up to the ranch house. His heart was in
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his mouth and he dreaded in anticipation
the ordeal of meeting the two women whom
he felt that he had wronged someway in
leaving their outfit in a pinch, even though
he had left by request.

As usual the anticipation proved to be
much worse than the fact. Mrs. Gibbs
came out in the yard to meet him, and
began to scold him roundly while he was
yet twenty feet away; but it was a cheerful,
heart-warming scolding—such a one as
is never*given to any but the closest friends.
Steve found hinself grinning, and throwing
up hunorous breastworks of defense at
once. Which was precisely what the kind
old lady intended to make him do.

“Never mind, young man, we've got
your number—anybody that would run
away and leave two unprotected women!”
she charged laughingly.

“1 didn't run away, | wes fired away,”
Steve defended smilingly.

“That Jack Eutsler! Just imagine him
thinking one of our boys would do a thing
like that. | gave him a shaking for even
thinking such a thing.”

“It did look bad from his standpoint,”
Steve admitted.

“Jack thought he was doing right,” a
cool voice sounded from the doorway.

Steve pivoted and bowed awkwardly as
Jennie came toward him with friendly,
outstretched hand.

“We are glad to see you back on the
ranch again,” she said warmly, but not
gushingly.

“l didn't suppose you folks would
care about seein’ me again,” Steve said
lamely.

“We didn't want to lase any good riders—
and we planned to give you a better job
later on,” Jennie said.

“You talk to him, Jennie. My pies are
in the oven,” Mrs. Gibbs exclaimed,
disappearing in the direction of the
kitchen.

“Come in and sit down,” Jennie invited,
leading the way into the sitting-room.

Steve sank into a deep leather-covered
chair almost up to his ears it seemed to him
There was no place he could put his hands,
one spur caught a loose thread in the carpet,
and he became thoroughly abashed.

“We want you to go back to work for us,”
Jennie began, ignoring the cowboy's em-
barrassment.  “We know from what Chief
Kebro told us that you can do more with
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the Indians than any one else, and you
know that means a whole lot.”

“But |---"

“Wait. The calf round-up will be start-
ing in a few days and when that is over
Jack will have to stay on the ranch to run
the hay cew. He has been wanting to
quit riding for a long time, and we think
perhaps some one with more liking for the
work might do better with the cattle.
When the round-up is over we want you to
be our cattle boss.”

Steve gulped. This was a time he had
looked forward to as an inconceivably happy
moment. This seemingly blind faith in his
integrity touched him as he had never been
touched before—yet the moment was one of
bitterness.

“There is just one thing, however,”
Jennie went on, “1 am making a sort of
bet on your judgment, and your getting
the job depends upon your judgment being
correct.”

“What is that?” Steve managed to ask.

“You remember that you told me you
would stake your reputation as a cattleman
upon the fact that one-third of the cattle
of the Wineglass outfit would be proved to
be missing if a count should be made?”

“1 did,” Steve agreed.

“Because | have faith in you | am going
to put it to the test. Mr. Walker is here
now, and he was quite indignant when |
suggested that he might be out sone cattle.
He says he knows they are all there, but
he has agreed to have them counted at
the calf round-up. If there is a shortage
you get the job. If not-——-"

“Then | don't know a cow from a sheep,”
Steve declared.

“Then you'll take the job?”

“l can't,” Steve said, and the qgirl
never dreamed the effort it cost him to
say it.

“But why? | surely thought you would
help us out,” Jennie said softly.

Steve at length forgot his embarrassment.
He heaved himself out of the chair where he
was so ill at ease, and leaned against a
center table.

“Listen, Jennie,” he said earnestly. “I
don’'t want you folks to think |'ve throwed
you down. |I've really been workin' for
you more since | quit than | was before.
It’s true | ain't accomplished anything yet,
but 1'm on the trail of the fellers that's
doin’ the rustlin' an’ keepin’ the Injuns
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stirred up so's they can git away with it.
You'll believe that won't you?”

“Certainly, Steve. 1 believed it when
Bob told me that was what you were
doing.”

“Now then | can't take the job because
I'm liable to be arrested for murder any
day. 1'm surprized that they ain't tried
it before, an’ I'll tell you straight—I’m not
goin’ to be arrested.”

“If they'd been going to do that it would
have been done before this,” Jennie argued.
“ Chief Kebro will see that the Indians don't
make any complaint, and Jack Eutsler will
keep silent as the grave about it.”

“But there’'s one other witness against
me—Ortega. He'll be holdin’ it over me
all right, even if he don't dare make a
complaint.”

“But he insists that you are innocent.
Surely you needn't worry about him,”
Jenny insisted.

Steve did worry, but he could find no
good reason to advance for doing so. He
dropped this line of defense and took up
another.

“l have agreed to work for Wild Pete
this Summer,” he said.

“But you have been chasing rustlers
more than you've been riding for him. |
think your work with Wild Pete is some-
thing of a bluff,” Jennie smiled.

“But | promised him—honest.”

“Bob said Wild Pete offered to take you
into partnership with him.  Did you accept
his offer?”

“Well, no, yes, er—that is,” Steve
fumbled, “1 was to have a share of the
profits if | stayed all Sunmer. But if |
quit before | was just to git wages.”

“Was that his proposal or yours?” Jennie
asked relentlessly.

“Well, it was mine.”

“Why?” she .

“ "Cause if | wanted to quit | could,” the
cowboy admitted.

Jennie knew that his reservation had been
made to allow him to work for the Diamond
M if he wished to, but she was not unkind
enough to force him to admit it.

“Then you can accept our offer without
breaking any agreement with Wild Pete,”
she pointed out. “There is no reason for
you holding out longer.”

The girl’s insistence beat down his reso-
lution not to be tied down to a routine job
until the menace on the range was removed.
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He felt that it would be better for him to
play a lone hand until all was cleared up,
but as it was not to take effect at once
there was a strong chance that the danger
would be removed before the time arrived
for him to take Eutsler's job. He was
confident that the Spring round-up would
bring on a final show-down.

“All right, Jennie. If the Wineglass
cattle count out short I'll take the job,”
he promised.

“I'm glad,” Jennie said with sinple
sincerity.

They at once began to talk of other
things, and Steve felt rising within himself
a surge of conscious power, and a renewed
determination to win the girl of his drearrs.
True, the glamour of the moonlight was
gone, but in its place was a friendly under-
standing unmarred by any hint of their
relation as employer and enployee. It
seemed but a moment to Steve when Mrs.
Gibbs stepped in to announce dinner.

Steve went to the bunk-house to wash
up. When he returned to the dining-room
he found Eutsler there, and with him a
slender, superior-acting young man dressed
in a hybrid mixture of Eastern and West-
ern riding togs. Steve and the foreman
exchanged slightly constrained nods of
greeting.

“Mr. Walker, this is Steve Malty, the
cowboy | was telling you about,” Jennie
introduced.

“Ch,, this is the fellow who thinks | have
lost all my cattle, is it?” Walker asked
condescendingly, with the briefest of nods
to Steve in acknowledgment of the intro-
duction.

“You may not smile so if he is proved to
be right,” Jennie suggested.

“Pooh pooh; his assertions are ridicu-
lous.”

The Easterner dismissed the subject with
an airy wave of his hand.

“Allow me to take you in to dinner,” he
said to Jennie, offering his arm

Steve was completely nonplused. The
grandiose manner of the Easterner “got
him.” In all the meals he had eaten there
it had never occurred to him to offer Jennie
hisarm. She was there and perfectly able
to walk, so why try to help her!

But when he saw Walker doing it he had
no doubt that it was the correct thing to
do. He blushed with remembrance of the
times he had slouched down at the table
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with no other thought than to eat, talk, and
admire; nor did it strike him how sublimely
ridiculous it would have been for him*to
have tried to act as Walker acted.

Walker's disdainful treatment of his
opinion about the cattle he let go by. Had
it occurred away from the house he would
have tried to punch his head; but in the
house he could do nothing. At least, he
was sure of vindication when the cattle
were courted.

During the meal Walker monopolized
the conversation, with a few interjected
comments from Jennie. Without saying
so inwords Walker made it felt that he was
greatly amused over the eccentric custom
of the hired men eating with the family.
Before the meal was finished even Eutsler,
who had practically been a member of the
family for years, was gnawing his mustache
in furious embarrassment.  The men could
not openly resent the stranger’s patronizing
manner though they were fully aware that
it made them seem ridiculous.

Steve was supremely thankful when he
at last got out in the open air, but Jennie
and Walker followed him closely.

“1 say, my man, what makes you think
I am out some cattle?” Walker asked pat-
ronizingly.

“1 think so because the cattle is missin’,”
Steve said lucidly, beginning to grow
sulky.

Had Jennie not been present he would
have answered more in detail—and with
far greater emphasis.

“Metcalf will be amused when | tell him
of this,” Walker said.

“Now, Adrian,” Jennie began, laying her
hand lightly on the easterner's arm, “we
don't want you to say anything about this
until the cattle are counted.”

“1 see—rather take my cowboys by sur-
prize is the idea.”

“Exactly.”

“But, my dear girl, you seem to think
that if the rustlers knew we were onto them
they might drive the cattle back. That
would be a good joke on them arid
our young dreamer here, too,” Walker
snickered.

“Nevertheless | wish it to be kept quiet,”
Jennie said with a little asperity. “1 have
a right to ask it for the protection of our
own outfit. The round-up will start at the
reservation line and work south.  You can
have your men work your cattle ahead
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until you are ready to count then? and they
must be held together. We don’'t want to
take any chances on any of them being
counted twice.”

“All right, your will is law,” Walker
acquiesced humoringly.

Steve's fiery temper was rapidly getting
the best of him, and he tried to get away;
but Jennie called him back.

“Oh, Steve,” she said, “there will be a
dance at Clearfield tomorrow night, and
you must come. Be sure to tell Bob and
the Cross boys also. You remember you
promised to attend some of. the dances.”

“A rustic dance!” Walker broke in.
“That sounds interesting. | wonder if you
will go with me to see it?”

“Why certainly—but not just to see
it. | dance, Mister Man,” Jennie said
candidly.

“Well, 1 got to go,” Steve said hastily,
utterly unable to endure the Easterner
longer.

He broke away abruptly, secured his
horse from the barn and rode away.

Steve was in a deplorable state of de-
spondency—made more acute by the sud-
den collapse of his hopes which had risen
so unexpectedly when Jennie insisted upon
his acceptance of the position of cattle
boss. He was a fool, he told himself bit-
terly, to even think that a girl like
Jennie would have sentimental feelings
toward a common cowpuncher. She was
plainly enamored of the glittering eastern-
er, Steve thought, though he was convinced
that Walker's glitter was of the tin foil
variety, and not of the silver that the girl
seemed to think.

In the cow country social circles in which
Steve had moved it was tantamount to an
engagement when a man asked a girl if he
could take her to a dance and she accepted.
Already he was well enough acquainted
with Jennie to know that she was not
bound by any narrow, provincial ideas,
but the fact remained that by agreeing to
go to a dance with Walker she wes, for the
time being at least, “keeping company”
with him.  If Steve, for instance, had been
going to ask her to accompany him to a
dance he would have led up to the momen-
tous question with fear and trembling, and
if she had accepted he would have consid-
ered himself well along on the path of
courtship.

But Walker carried off everything easily
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and with the calm assurance of one who
knew exactly what to do. Steve now saw
clearly how crude were his little bag of
social tricks, and the knowledge was a bitter
drink to swallow. There, alone in the sage-
brush, his cheeks flushed with shame as
he reflected that he had counted on the
dances to give him an opportunity to shine
in Jennie’s eyes.

He thought of Bob Logan with increased
respect. Bob had disdained the little
social accomplishments that were available
to men of his dass, and was content to be
entirely unpretentious; yet he was a man
who always commanded respect. Still,
Steve blindly failed to see that he hinself,
as far the big elemental things were con-
cermed, was of far larger caliber than
Walker, for all his suavity, would ever be.

Steve stopped in a moment at the Dia-
mond M camp to tell the boys about the
dance. Bob quickly saw that his friend's
visit to the ranch had not produced the
results he had hoped for.

“Goin'?’ he asked Steve.

“Naw,” Steve returned ungraciously.

“Who,’s takin’ Jennie?” Bob inquired.

“The guy that thinks he runs the Wine-
glass.”

Bob whistled.

“Funny place for him to be stayin'.
Why don't he stay with his outfit, or else
at Chub Springs?”

Steve made no comment. Too well he
knew the reason. He had read it unmis-
takably in the looks he had seen Walker
direct at Jennie, in spite of the Easterner's
easy nonchalance. After talking a bit of
range matters he rode on toward Wild Pete’s
camp, refusing the urgent solicitation of
Bob and the Cross boys to stay over night,
or at least to supper.

His conscience hurt hima little for having
done so little riding for the big Dane, so
he made a detour to look through a bunch
of cattle for possible strays from the Sum-
mer herd. He found two short yearlings,
the most difficult age, and the most difficult
number to drive, and thus it happened
that it was after dark when he reached

canmp.

Wild Pete, according to his custom, had
eaten supper before dark, and had taken
his roll of bedding somewhere into the
brush to foil possible assassins.  Steve was
obliged to kindle a fire and cook his own
sour-dough biscuits and beefsteak.
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He squatted upon his heels with a frying-
pan full of hot grease and steak in one hand,
meditatively watching a simmering coffee-
pot which was making vast but futile efforts
to boil over. Suddenly, with a tiny vol-
canic effort the coffee-pot achieved its am-
bition, and a flood of amber liquid shot
into the hot grease. The grease, in turn,
spattered in every direction—considerable
of it striking the cowboy in the face. With
a startled oath Steve fell over backward.
At the same moment there came the crack
of a rifle, and a bullet bit into the dirt
where Steve had been squatting.

He rolled quickly out of the danger zone
that was lighted by the fire, and sent
several shots in the direction from which
the bullet had conme. He quickly realized
that the would-be murderer with the rifle
was too far away for his six-shooter to do
any damege. Suddenly there sounded a
bellow like that of an enraged bull, and a
crashing of bushes—the signal that Wild
Pete had gone into action.

Steve ran as fast as he could, keeping
parallel to the course he could hear the
Dane taking. His only fear now was that
the assassin would stop long enough to
waylay the noisily plunging Dane. At
times he could hear a man running in front.
Evidently he had left his horse some dis-
tance away so that the animal might not
betray his presence. Steve redoubled his
efforts in the hope of overtaking the man
before he reached his horse.

Then he heard a horse pulling back on a
rope, and he deduced that the man had
burst upon it suddenly giving the animal
a scare. He stopped and listened and his
trained ear told him that the man wes
having trouble getting up to his horse.

Steve broke into a run again, and then
he heard the pursued break out with a
string of lurid, Spanish profanity. A
moment later he heard the swish and cut
of a quirt, and he realized that the man had
made his escape down a coulee.

Wild Pete had lost the trail and gone off
in another direction. Steve went despon-
dently back to his ruined supper, and in a
few minutes the Dane joined him

“Do you know who that was?’ Steve
asked curiously.

“No | don't, but I've a mind to tie you
up to a tree an’ give you a quirtin’ like |
did them Wineglassers for bein’ so -——-
careless,” Wild Pete said irritably.
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CHAPTER XV

THE ROUND-UP

TWO days before the Spring, or calf
round-up was to begin, Steve moved
his string of horses over to the Diamond M
camp. Despite his despondency over his
failure to get a definite clue as to the opera-
tions of the rustlers, and his even deeper
pessimism concerning the ascendency of
Walker with Jennie, he felt a thrill of exulta-
tion as he saw the preparations for the
round-up being made.

In addition to the excitement, wild
hurmor, and violent quarrels always incident
to a round-up, this one he knew would be
more than usually exciting because the
count would force the rustlers to a show-
down, or force Metcalf to an acknowledg-
ment of hopeless inefficiency. Certainly
the overbearing Walker would be discom-
fited. And after it was all over there would
be the long-coveted foreman's job. At the
thought of it Steve's depressed spirits sky-
rocketed buoyantly. Who could tell?
There was always the possibility that the
cards would fall his way sorre time.

He was welcomed at the Diamond M
camp quite as though he belonged there.
Even Eutsler went so far as to ask Steve to
add Sitting Bull to the string of horses
which had been furnished by Wild Pete—
an offer which Steve gratefully accepted.
Wild Pete had ordered him to “rep” during
the round-up, while he, Pete, attended to
the herd, keeping as many of them as possi-
ble within the big bend of the river.

The big chuck wagon from the Diamond
M ranch arrived, bearing the Mormon elder
who was to assist Heb Cross in cooking for
the layout until it was taken over by the
Wineglass ouitfit.

Farmers, men and boys mounted on de-
crepit ponies, or heavy-boned work horses,
who had a few cattle scattered promiscu-
ously on the range, began to arrive. There
was no joy in store for them and they knew
it, for they were destined to be the “goats”
of the round-up. Their horses would be
objects of amusement to the well-mounted
cowboys. They would be forced to stay
back at the rodeos until every one else was
finished, and when they were finally per-
mitted to look through the herd for their
dogeys they would be accused of trying to
steal the poor creatures which wore their
brands and earmarks.

Many times, too, they would be complete-
ly bluffed out of claiming their own animals.
Their nights would be made hideous by a
continuous  succession of rough practical
jokes. Wet lasso ropes would be dragged
across their sleeping faces to the accompani-
ment of cries of “snake.” Their beds, with
them inside, would be dragged through
creeks, and over boulders, and in the morn-
ing they would be “cussed out” by the boss
of the round-up because they were not
ready to start riding with the rest at day-
light, and the delay would be caused by
missing cinches, stirrups, or bridle reins
taken off and hid by enterprising conboys.

A dozen riders from other outfits lower
down, or across the Blacksnake, arrived to
rep for their respective outfits. The next to
arrive was a sizable Indian village—a round-
up being a thing the Indians never missed.
There was always sore cattle killed acci-
dentally which meant free beef for them,
and the Indians dearly loved the wild riding
and roping stunts which would be pulled off
almost continuously.

Steve at once rode over to their camp to
call on Chief Kebro, War-Jack, and School-
boy. He found them as usual, friendly.

“Heap big workboy—who ketch-um?”
Kebro inquired.

“Gosh, | never thought to ask.
Bob,” Steve said

With Kebro's question in mind Steve at
once hastened to ask Bob who was to be the
boss of the round-up.

“Fink is to run it until we reach Bear
creek, an’ after that Metcalf will take
charge,” Bob informed.

“Eutsler was eliminated, huh?”

“Looks like it—though it don't cut no ice
since the higher-ups are to be with ws in
person,” Bob said with a suggestion of a
grin.

“Meanin’?’

“The yahoo from New York, an’ Jennie
Gibbs.”

“You mean Jennie is come out here to
stay with that—that----"

“Not with him, or because of him that |
know of; but she an’ a couple of schoolgirl
friends, an’ Bishop Compton’s daughter are
bringin’ a camp outfit an’ are aimin’ to foller
the round-up.”

“Well—I 'ma sucker!” Steve gasped.

“They’re just out for an outin’ they say,
but "tween you'n ne | think Jen is out here
to watch them cattle bein’ counted. 1 got

I'll ask
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an idee that she's plumb anxious-to see your
guess verified, an’ she's afraid the tender-

foot will try to doublecross her. | think
she'd like to see that bird take a fall.”
“Aw go on,” Steve scoffed. “She calls

him Adrian.”

“What you expect you poor boob—her to
call him by hiswhole handle?  She calls me
Bob an' you Steve. That don't mean
nothin’.”

Although discounting Bob’s optimism
about fifty per cent. Steve always felt better
after a talk with his pal. He was really
pleased when he saw the buckboard con-

.taming the girls’ camping outfit arrive. As
an expert and fancy cowboy he knew that
he was second to none, and the round-up
would afford him an opportunity to shinein
Jennie’s eyes.

Yet when the four girls rode up on their
horses, accompanied by Walker, Steve
could not muster courage to speak to them
The three strange girls were obviously out
for aglorious time, and Walker kept close to
Jennie all the time. Steve didn't care to
risk comparison with Walker as an enter-
tainer, so he pretended to be very, very busy.

Ortega was the first member of the Wine-
glass outfit to arrive. He camre in with his
private string of six horses—far and away
the best horses on the range, especially the
one he was riding, a tall, rangey gray he
called Freckles.

Steve watched the Mexican intently. He
wondered vaguely if Freckles was the horse
which had caused his master to betray him-
self by speaking Spanish the night he had
tried to assassinate him by Wild Pete’s

ire.

The time was rapidly drawing near, he
felt, when things would come to a climax
between himself and the Mexican. He
rather expected a change of attitude on the
part of Ortega, but he was wrong. The
Mexican was as urbane, as courteous as
ever. In fact he seermed to have developed
a genuine fondness for Steve, and in spite of
his reluctance the latter found himself re-
plying with more than usual politeness,
though he never relaxed his vigilance. Yet
he had to admit that as a conpuncher the
Mexican was head and shoulders above the
rest. He was the first man Steve had ever
worked with whom he doubted his ability
to best.

The round-up started off smoothly. Fink,
as range boss, designated the territory, or

circle to be covered that day. The menwere
paired off two by two, the top hands on the
best horses being assigned to make the
longest ride, called riding the outside circle.
Thus it happened that Steve, riding Sitting
Bull, was paired with Ortega on Freckles.

Nothing happened, however, except that
fresh fuel was added to the flame of Steve's
resentment because Sitting Bull, wonderful
horse that he was, was proven to be inferior
to Freckles in speed and endurance. There-
after Steve kept Sitting Bull for a cutting
out horse, and he longed for a chance to test
the skill of himself and the horse against the
Mexican. It was to come to him under
dramatic circunstances.

By keeping in touch with each other the
riders covered the ground as thoroughly as
though a fine-toothed comb had been
dragged over it. Nothing was permitted to
escape. The cattle were hurried along to
a designated spot where the rodeo was to
be held.

In the meantime the chuck wagon was
moved to this spot, and by the time the
cattle were gathered dinner would be ready
for the famished riders. After dinner the
arduous, complicated work of cutting out
the cattle began; the top hands doing the
cutting out, and the remainder holding the
big herd, or the smaller ones belonging to
each outfit as they began to take shape.
After this the branding.

Usually the cattle were turned back on
the range which the round-up had already
covered so that there would be no danger
of them being gathered again. But this
time, pursuant to orders given by Walker,
the Wineglass cattle were held in a bunch
which was to be increased day by day until
they were all rounded up.

Steve and Bob were keenly alert to see
how the Wineglass men took Walker's
orders. At first it seemed as if they would
be totally ignored. Metcalf failed to show
up during the first forenoon, so Walker
ordered Dutch Jake to get a bunch of men
and hold the Wineglass cattle together.
At once his lack of authority over the men
became apparent.

“I'm repin’ on the round-up now, an’ |
take my orders from Fink,” Dutch Jake re-
fused surlily.

Highly incensed, Walker hunted up
Ortega, the Mexican's politeness perhaps
leading him to think he would prove more
tractable.
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“My man, | wish you to ride to Mr. Met-
calf's camp and tell him | wish to see him
here at once,” Walker ordered.

“Your pardon, Mr. Walker, but just at
present | am very busy. | must look after
the cattle | represent. You know the D bar
cattle are still in my charge,” Ortega said
sweetly.

Walker hunted up Jennie and her girl
friends.

“Metcalf is not here, and these men refuse
to obey my orders,” he complained.

“Send aman for Metcalf,” Jennie advised
promptly.

“None of them will go.”

“1 thought you were running this outfit,”
Jennie laughed.

“Of course the men don't respect my
immediate authority, but when Metcalf
arrives I'll see that | am obeyed.”

“1 don't care how you enforce your orders
—but | want the cattle counted,” Jennie
said implacably.

“They shall be,” Walker promised, eager
to please. “And are you going to count
your own cattle?”

“Not all of them We haven't men
enough, but we can get a line on ours by
keeping count of the calves branded,”
Jennie explained.

Walker again rode away in search of a
man to send for Metcalf. He picked out
a meek-looking farmer boy astride a work-
horse as being the least liable to make oppo-
sition.

“See here,” Walker said sternly, in his
most authoritative tone, “1 want you to go
to the Wineglass camp and tell Mr. Metcalf
to cone here at once.”

“Nix,” the boy refused flatly. *“You
don't git me to go around that outfit alone.”

Walker hurried from one rider to another
questing in vain for a messenger, but they
all either pointedly refused, or made shifting
EXCUSES.

Meantime Jennie sought out Fink.

“Mr. Walker wants to see Metcalf, and
he can't find a man that will go for him
Will you send one?” she inquired.

Fink, who resented Walker's familiarity
with Jennie as much as Steve did, asked
irritably—

“Why can't the stiff go himself?”

“He doesn’'t know the way—and we don't
want to stop the round-up tp organize a
search party,” Jennie smiled.

“1'll sendamanfor Metcalf for you, Jen,
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but | won't doit for Walker. Want me to?”

The inner meaning of the man could not
be mistaken. Jennie flushed, but she showed
her real strength by repressing her irritation,
and saying calmly, “Send for him.”

“Bill, go git Metcalf,’-Fink ordered his
ever-ready handy man.

Metcalf, aloof and austere, arrived just as
the men began cutting out the milling cattle
in the first rodeo. Walker hurried up to the
foreman and shook hands effusively. Met-
calf made no display whatever. His roving
eyes played over the Easterner indifferently
for a moment, then strayed back to the
cattle.

“Metcalf, 1 would like to have all our
cattle held together until the round-up is
over so they can be counted,” Walker in-
structed.

“Afraid 1've lost some?’” Metcalf stated
rather than questioned.

“Not in the least,” Walker denied. “But
there have been foolish cowboys talking, and
in justice to you as well as the stockholders
such rumors should be set at rest.”

“That'll be some order do you know it?
I'll have to get more men, an’ holding those
cattle together that way will knock off a
good many pounds of beef.”

Walker might have weakened, but he
found Jennie’s eyes upon him and he dared
not turn back.

“I’ll assume the responsibility,” he said
loftily. “Count them.”

“All right. 1'll keep 'em together, an’
when the whoop-up is finished we'll count
‘'em.”

Metcalf flashed a hard look toward Bob
Logan who had been crowding clase to them
under pretense of disciplining his horse.

“ Some of these punchers around here are
gittin’ to think they know too much,” he
said to Walker, ostensibly referring to the
unknown cowboy who was spreading the
rumors they were discussing.

Bob however, read a threat in the remark.

“1 have given Metcalf my orders, and
they will be obeyed,” Walker bragged to
Jennie to bolster up his dignity which he
realized had been slightly damaged by the
events of the morning.

At the same time Bob was edging close to
Steve where they were helping the other
riders hold the herd while the Wineglass
riders cut out their stuff.

“Metcalf's been told to count,” Bob said
quietly.
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“What'd he say?” Steve asked quickly,
feeling a thrill at any sign which indicated
the approach of the crisis.

“Swallered his medicine without much
grumblin'—now. But he’sgot that Eastern
swell plumb hoodoo.  Metcalf figures he can
slip anything he wants to over on him.”

“What d'ye think, will they try to pull
a crooked count, or just bluff it out?” Steve
asked.

“They'll bluff it out, or some fine mornir’
in the next week they’ll all show up missin'.
That is if they happen to be rustlers like you
think.”

CHAPTER XVI
STEVK GETS A TAIL-HOLD

'C'OR aweek the round-up continued much
A in the usual manner, except that it was
tamed down to a certain extent by the
presence of the girls. Steve held aloof from
the crond that usually surrounded them,
letting Walker and Fink fight it out for
Jennie’'s favor. He knew that they occa-
sionally made £»0ls of themselves by their
irritation at each other, and the knowedge
made him smile, although he did not suspect
that his own conduct was earning for him
a reputation for sullenness.

One afternoon Jennie sought him out
alore.

“Well, cowboy,” she asked, “still bearing
the whole weight of the round-up on your
shoulders?’

“Naw, | ain't takin’ it as serious as all
that,” Steve objected.

“1 thought you were—you're attending so
strictly to your own business. Or are you
just sulking?”’

“Sulkin'? Me?”

“You haven't spoken to me for a week,”
she charged.

“It looked like you was 'havin’ a good
time,” he defended weakly.

“Do you think that'swhat | am out here
for—just to have a good time?” she de-
manded.

Steve remained speechless.

“It looks to me,” Jennie went on, “that
you might tell me once in a while how things
are going; especially in view of the fact that
I am backing your prediction that there will
be cattle missing, and nobody else seens to
believe it.”

“1 sure appreciate it,” he maintained.

“1 still believe you will be proved right,
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but our calf count is up to par. Making
allowances for the few the reps will get on
other ranges we will brand about forty per
cent, of the whole number. That doesn't
look like we were out many. That's what
| wanted to talk to you about.”

Again Steve was on safe conversational
footing.

“That'sall right,” he explained, “but it's
adarn poor way to keep count if you ask me.
The rustlers ain't grabbin’ cows an’ calves
yet. It'sjust the big stuff they want now.
Undoubtedly they figured on a full calf
count to give 'ema free hand until Fall, ar’
by that time what's left won't be worth
takin’.”

“It seerrs too big a thing to be possible.
If you are right you are sure a wonder,” she
esaid half unconsciously.

“It’s the leader of the rustlers who is the
wonder to git away with a thing like that,”
Steve objected.

Jennie's eyes were straying idly over the
mess of cattle in the rodeo. Suddenly she
saw something that aroused her interest.

“What's up, | wonder? There seenrs to
be some excitement over there,” she re-
marked.

Knee to knee they rode into a lane formed
by the different bunches of cattle. As they
rode up they heard Brig Cross say angrily to
Metcalf—

“That calf belongs to Bishop Compton.”

“None of yer lip, you---- Mormon, that
critter belongs to a rancher down around
Chub Springs that asked me to look out for
his stuff. Take that calf back to our bunch,
Ortega,” the Wineglass forerman ordered.

White with anger at what was plainly
barefaced robbery Steve spurred Sitting
Bull to a leap which placed him squarely
between the calf and the Wineglass band.
His right hand cuddled the butt of his gun,
and he expected nothing but to have to
shoot it out with Ortega, and possibly with
Metcalf. Although the crisis had come
quicker than he expected or wished, it filled
him with a sort of savage gladness that the
hour had arrived.

They were the two most skilful riders
among the fifty or more present, and the
moest mounted. No sooner had Steve turned
the calf than the Mexican’s horse, Freckles,
was directly in front of it. It was turn and
turn again. Each man kept his intelligent
horse headed always toward the band to
which he wished to drive the calf, nor did
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either horse need assistance from its rider.
Each knew where the calf should go.

At times the calf seermed to go under the
belly of one of the horses and it looked
as if it would get behind, but each time
the horse would whirl on its hind legs with
terrific speed, its front legs clearing the
calf's back and coming down pat directly in
front of the dodging calf, sending it back
toward the other rider.

Everybody, including Metcalf and Brig
Cross, had withdrawn to one side to be out
of harm'sway. Each instant Steve expected
the Mexican to make a break toward his
gun, but Ortega only sat his horse loosely
and smiled. As an exhibition of skill it wes
superb. Not a man present but who knew
that he would lose the calf in less than a
minute to either of them

Steve began to grow furiously angry at
the deadlock. He dared not take down his
rope for that would make him an easy
victim to the Mexican'sgun. He could not
outpoint his adversary, and Ortega persist-
ently refused to give him a chance to fight.
A wave of hot anger stabbed into his brain,
and he impulsively reached down and
grabbed the bewildered calf by the talil,
leaving his bridle reins trailing over his arm.
His right hand refused to let loose of the
gun.

The calf let out a startled bawd and tried
desperately to break loose. Sitting Bulll,
with the memory of his outlawry still fresh
upon him, in turn bawled with fright, stuck
down his head and began to buck. But
Steve had a death grip and refused to be
jarred loose.

Each time Sitting Bull rose in the air the
calf was swung from its feet, and its fright-
ened bawling only added to the horse’s
terror. Steve, expert rider that he wes,
quickly realized that he had taken in too
much territory. He could not ride the
bucking horse, hold the calf, and watch the
Mexican. The one thing easiest to do he
would not do if the whole Wineglass outfit
began to shoot.

He would deliver that calf to the band
where it belonged. He quit watching Or-
tega, dropped his gun back into the holster,
and gathered his reins in his right hand.
Then, with tremendous difficulty, he suc-
ceeded in guiding the bucking broncho to
the Clearfield bunch of cattle, and allowed
the calf’s tail to slip from his almost para-
lyzed hand with a gasp of relief. He con-
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trolled Sitting Bull and rode back to where
Ortega was calmly sitting his horse.

“Still want to take that calf?”
asked belligerently.

“You're welcome to it,” Ortega said
briefly.

“What the —e—!" Metcalf blustered.
“You goin’ to let him bluff you like that?”

“He’s earned that calf whether it belongs
to him or not; but if you want it—go and
get it,” Ortega said curtly.

Metcalf half started, changed his mind,
and called to the Pecos Kid—

“Kid, go git that critter.”

The Pecos Kid, with a malignant stare at
Steve, started promptly for the calf, his
hand openly caressing the handle of his six-
shooter. In quick imitation Steve leaped
to head him off, his eyes closed to mere dlits.
He saw the Wineglass forming in a line be-
side Metcalf, and heard the cattle boss mur-
mur—

“That's the guy that's been accusin’ us of
rustlin’.”

The same moment Steve saw Bob Logan
hurrying into the danger zone, and, what
filled him with a heroic exultation, was
Jennie Gibbs riding beside him

Quick as he was to confront the Pecos
Kid, Ortega was even quicker. The Pecos
Kid half jerked his gun from its holster, and
scowled evilly at the Mexican.

“Put it back,” Ortega commanded curtly.

The Pecos Kid hesitated a moment, then
allowed the gun to slip reluctantly back, as
if his hand was impelled by a more pow-
erful mind than his own.

“Metcalf,” the Mexican began, his voice
sounding so softly as to be almost a purr,
“you are a dirty, cowardly sneak. You
are yellow clean to the bone. You've
bluffed about what a gun-fighter you are—
but no one ever sawyou inaction.  If you're
not yellow ride out from the crond and
shoot it out with me—you know what for.”

The foreman chewed his mustache vi-
ciously, while his roving eyes flashed here
and there over his men. None of them
cared to volunteer to take his place, but all
watched him expectantly. Still, they were
behind him solidly, and the tigerish Pecos
Kid crouched ready to commit murder. In
front were only Steve, Bob, Ortega, and
Jennie. For a moment it seemed that he
would give a signal to his men. However,
when his eyes roved back to the laconic
Mexican lolling in his saddle, but with his

Steve
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hand hovering above his gun with deadly
intentness, he hesitated. Suddenly he at-
tempted a laugh.

“What'swrong with you, Ortega? There’s
no use makin' all this rumpus about a —-
dogey calf. Let the thievin’ Mormons have
it. We don't want no trouble—especially
with ladies within range.”

“Never mind that part of it, Mr. Met-
calf,” Jennie spoke up dryly. “I'm just a
cattlewoman, and 1'm here to stick with my
friends. All these people back here are my
neighbors and they have been losing cattle
long enough.”

“The ladies have great influence—es-
pecially with Ortega,” Metcalf insinuated.

The Mexican bowed.

“Always,” he agreed. “Your loyalty to
your neighbors, Miss Gibbs, does you great
credit; but your strong character would not
allow you to skulk in the background—like
Mr. Fink for instance.”

Fink, just riding up with Bill Cummins,
flushed hotly.

“I'm always ready to back my friends,
but | don't see no call to help out that--—-
partner of Wild Pete’s,” he groned.

Jennie gave him a look electric with con-
tempt, which withered him.  He fell back
and began to get busy with his cattle, and
on the instant everyone else got to work
about their business.

Steve went into the herd and began cut-
ting out Diamond M cattle like a denon.
Bob and Eutsler, who had been doing that
work, got out of hisway and let himgo. He
never remembered being so happy, or so
proud of his own judgment. Though re-
fusing to try to shine in the disconcerting
presence of Walker his own opportunity had
come and he had met it nobly.

He was sure that he had made a hit with
Jennie, for she herself had come into the
affair like the dead game sport she wes.
This, together with his coming vindication
when the Wineglass cattle were to be
counted, made it necessary for him to work
off some of his exuberance of spirit. Hence
he became at once top hand for the Diamond
M, quite forgetting that he was no longer
on its payroll.

One problem, however, still troubled him
That was the strange attitude of Ortega.
Why did the man who plainly was not afraid
of the most violent gunmen always seek
peace with him, and then make treacherous
attempts to assassinate him in the dark?
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Why did Ortega seek trouble with Metcalf
and the Pecos Kid, or was it all clever
acting?

He would have thought it the latter were
it not for the undeniable fear pictured on
Metcalf's face when the Mexican accused
him of being yellow. That the foreman was
yellow at heart Steve had shrewdly suspect-
ed since the first time he had seen the man—
the night in Chub Springs when he had
tried to have Wild Pete murdered.

CHAPTER XVII
THE COUNTING

r | 'HE round-up crossed Bear Creek and
swung around the head of Devil Creek
in a wide semicircle. This was the signal
for the departure of the girls. Jennie did not
care to remain with it now that it was on the
exclusive territory of the Wineglass. Before
leaving, however, she had a final interview
with Steve. He saw her coming and his
eyes opened with admiration at the pretty
picture she made on her dancing bay pony.
“Gee, you're & sight fer sore eyes this
mornin’,” he offered smilingly.

“Am 1?” she said absently.

“1 don't see how you keep lookin’ sofresh
an’ purty out in all this dust and wind, but
you do. Just look at me!”

He grinned and ran a deprecating hand
over a four days' growth of bristly red
whiskers looming up in vivid contrast with
his black, curly hair.

“Round-ups are hard places to keep look-
ing respectable,” she assented. “When this
one is over and the count is made | want
you to come to the ranch. We'll want you
to start being foreman at once.”

“That is if the count pans out the way |
think,” he added.

“Yes. But since the events of yesterday
I am more than ever sure that you are
right,” Jennie said.

“Who is goin' to make that count?”
Steve asked. “If it's either Metcalf or
Ortega nobody can be sure it's right.”

“Adrian is going with me, but he will be
back in time to make the count with them
But | want you to be there also. Will you?”

“1 sure will—if I'm livin’,” Steve prom-
ised heartily.

“Steve, be careful,” the girl urged in a
softer tone than she had yet spoken to him,
“and don't think because | seermed to be
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trying to get you into a fist fight once, and
seemed to encourage a gun fight yesterday
that | want you to risk getting hurt.”

“ Gee, Jennie, you're the kind of worman |
like—one that's got the nerve not to be
scared by a little blood, an’ can take life
the way it cones like a man.”

“It’s not that,” she denied hurriedly.
“It’s simply that | have been raised on a
cattle ranch and know cowboys. When |
suggested that you fight Cummins it was to
prevent worse trouble later on. And yes-
terday | was sure that Metcalf would not
dare start anything with so many people
present, so | figured it was better to bluff
them out while the bluffing was good.”

“If you was bluffin’ when you rode in
there alongside Bob the poker profession
sure lost a darn bright ornament,” Steve

“One thing bothers me, though,” Jennie
cutin quickly. “That is the attitude of Mr.
Ortega. | can't reconcile his actions with
your suspicions at all.”

“l can't either,” Steve confessed, “but
don't you go to gittin’ fooled by him. If he
ain't in cahoots with Metcalf in rustlin’ it's
a safe bet that Metcalf is straight and
Ortega the man behind the gun.”

Just then Walker rode up and claimed
Jennie. Steve glared after the Easterner
angrily as they rode away, all the old fear
called back by Walker's calm air of pro-
prietorship.

Eutsler detracted from Steve’s peace of
mind by sending Bob and the Cross boys
back to camp to ride line while he remained
to rep with the Wineglass. This left Steve
practically friendless as far as the white
cowboys were concerned; a condition not at
all to his liking in view of the hostility now
openly shown him by Metcalf and his nen.

Several times Ortega made friendly ad-
vances, which Steve evaded as much as he
could without forcing an issue. There wes
no doubt in his mind that the Mexican had
for the time being abandoned his attempts
to kill him, and was laying some deep
scheme to use him for his own purposes.
Steve believed himself clever enough to
thwart any such plan the Mexican might
conceive, and he perceived that it waes to his
advantage to accept the protection which
the man always seemed ready to offer. The
Pecos Kid, Sawtooth, and Dutch Jake were
particularly vicious, and Steve was well
aware that it was only the dominating per-
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sonality of Ortega which prevented them
from attacking him

Another thing which made himfeel a little
more secure than he otherwise would have
done was the presence of Chief Kebro's
camp of Indians. Only a few of the younger
bucks rode with the cowboys, but War-Jack
stuck as close to Steve as a brother. This
friendship however, threatened to demand
payment inadvance. War-Jack was deeply
in love with Kebro's girl, Nannabi. While
Jennie and her girl friends were present they
made much of the pretty little Indian girl
and her fancy beadwork and she was un-
molested by any of the cowboys.

But no sooner were they gone than the
Wineglass riders began to flock around her.
Then, like coyotes scattering before the
approach of a wolf, they left her,fand the
Pecos Kid began to force his attentions upon
her in the face of the open hostility of the
Indians, and at the same time he began a
series of petty persecutions of War-Jack.

The unavoidable clash came one evening
justwhen the herders of the Wineglass cattle
were being relieved. War-Jack was afoot
at the time. The Peocs Kid swung on to his
horse and with a taunting laugh remarked—

“Time for me to go see my little squaw.”

War-Jack held up his hand dramatically.

“You no go Injun camp,” he said sternly.

With a swift underhand throw, the Pecos
Kid shot out his lariat and dropped it neatly
around the Indian’s neck. For just a mo-
ment the Kid looked venomous enough to
tighten the rope until it strangled, but the
look and he alloned the rope to go
slack for the Indian to throw it off.

War-Jack could easily have lifted it off,
but the act would have been incompatible
with his dignity. Instead, he slowly drew
his knife and slashed the rope, leaving the
hondo and several feet of the noose lying at
his feet.

The Pecos Kid looked murderous, but as
deliberately as War-Jack he doubled up the
rope until it was in several coils seven or
eight feet long. Riding up to the Indian he
said smoothly—

“War-Jack, |1’'mgoin’ to learn you how to
take a joke.”

crasht  The heavy hard twist descended
upon the Indian’'s head and brought him to
the ground on all fours. But War-Jack was
not the kind to stay supine and take a beat-
ing; his open knife was still in his hand, and
as gracefully as a cat he sprang from the
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ground and seized the Kid's saddle-horn
with one hand, holding on tenaciously while
he slashed ferociously at the Kid. The first
few blows did scarcely more than cut
through the heavy leather chaps, but one
cut the Kid’s gun hand to the bone as he
tried to loosen the Indian from the saddle-
horn.

The bucking horse'at last dislodged War-
Jack, and the young buck remained im-
movable in his tracks. Steve, who was one
of the spectators, expected to see the Pecos
Kid try to kill him, and prepared to prevent
it; but the Kid had no more heart for fight-
ing, being busy with his cut hand and al-
most crying over it.

“Kill the —=— Injun,” a chorus of yells
instantly arose.

Steve swung his gun to a level with the
top button of Metcalf's vest.

“Call "em off, Metcalf,” he said calmly,
“or I'll drill you.”

“Don’'t monkey with the Injun, boys; we
don’t want to have no truck with ’em,” he
ordered obediently but ungraciously.

The men obeyed with the same measure of
sullenness.  For somre time thereafter Steve
caught occasional sarcastic remarks con-
cerning Metcalf's courage, and he gathered
that the cattle boss had been a greatly
feared man until the two showings-up he
had received on this round-up. Steve
smiled. He was not at all averse to having
the leaders losing their authority, although
Metcalf's suddenly disclosed weakness
added conviction to his surmise that Or-
tega would in the end prove to be the
master spirit.

After this fracas the Pecos Kid kept at
a distance from Nannabi, but when she
happened to be around the rodeo he watched
her with an expression that was far from
pleasant. Steve and War-Jack, noting it,
were nevertheless unworried for the imme-
diate present as the Kid was aobliged to keep
his right hand in a roll of bandages, and he
was not a two-gun nman, being too fast and
clever with his right hand to risk any
divided attention by trying to use another
gun. This indeed being the policy of
Steve, Ortega, and any of the rest who were
really dangerous with a gun.

After this incident things moved calmly
enough for the remainder of the round-up.
The great herd of the Wineglass grew in size
until it required almost all their man power
to handle it; the men working in four-hour

shifts. Steve, eagerly watching, knew be-
yond a doubt that his suspicions were cor-
rect. Obviously the cattle were not there.
Yet he held his peace, for he knew that he
would be scoffed at for intimating that any-
thing near a correct guess could be made
with such a herd. But though he watched,
he knew that he was being watched in tum.
At night he tore a leaf from Wild Pete’s
book—heing careful to move his bed once
or twice after it became dark.

The last day of the round-up arrived, and
with it came Walker, supercilious as usual
to all but Metcalf. And strangely enough he
alone seemed to be dominated by the cattle
boss. Metcalf'sgrip on the rest of the men
was visibly shattered, and as a conscious-
ress of it oozed into the foreman he became
more and more disagreeable.

The round-up finished on the top of a roll-
ing plateau south of the head of Devil Creek.
It had once been volcanic, and its compara-
tively smooth surface was occasionally
broken by conical shaped hills and boulder
strewn ridges thrown up in some prehistoric
eruption. Little bunches of quaking aspers,
and dwarf mahogany grew where the ero-
sions of time had left pockets of soil deep
enough for them to obtain a foothold.

Metcalf had given orders that the herd
was to be held one more night, and then it
was to be strung between two of the knolls
which footed together where .the count
could be made, and pass on northward back
to the range.

Steve was speculating upon the probable
result of the disclosure of the shortage when
his attention was distracted by a commotion
among the men.  All the riders of the Wine-

lass except the shift that was holding the
rd was present.

“Well, Metcalf, who's goin’ after the
booze?” Steve heard a rider ask

“Nobody. There won't be no booze this
trip,” Metcalf replied shortly.

“What?” shouted the man, his jaw drop-
ping. “A whoop-up finished an’ no booze!
Whoever heard of such a thing?”

“l said no booze—and that goes,” the
foreman repeated with deliberation.

“Hear that, fellers?” the puncher ad-
dressed his fellons. “He says there ain't to
be nobooze. Whoever heard of awhoop-up
endin’ like that?”

It appeared to Steve that Metcalf's
authority over his men was due for a final
testing.
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“1 move that a couple of us go to Chub
Springs an’ git a case of whisky, an’ a couple
of kegs of beer, an’ charge it to the outfit,”
the cowboy said loudly.

“Try it,” Metcalf said coldly, but with
a hint of desperation in his voice. *“This
outfit has got to keep sober.”

“Mebbe not,” the man leered.

It was nothing but a direct challenge.

“The first man that starts to leave here
will get shot,” Metcalf accepted the chal-
lenge.

The men were plainly at a loss what to do.
There was no doubt but that the majority
was against the boss, but they could hardly
begin hostilities unless they started away—
and that would put them at a disadvantage.

“You heard me,” Metcalf snapped, quick
to follow up his advantage.

The Peocs Kid, with his hand un-
bandaged, and his evil lips writhing in a
snarl, cronded close to Metcalf, facing the
men. Dutch Jake and Sawtooth flanked
him

“You heard the boss speak—why don't
you start?” the Pecos Kid hissed.

The disgruntled cowboys melted away
like butter in a hot sun. Despite the super-
iority of numbers they had no stomach to
face the trio of finished gunmen. With the
backing of these three it was obvious that
Metcalf was still master of the situation, at
least by leaving the Mexican out of the
count.

For all his confidence that he was right
Steve felt an unreasonable apprehension as
the counting began. He knew he was deal-
ing with crooks, and the future course of his
life depended upon the outcome. Vindi-
cation meant far more to him than the
satisfaction of judgment proven correct.
More than all else it meant that the Gibbs
outfit could be saved before it was comr
pletely ruined by the systematic pilfering
of the rustlers. But if it should happen that
he was wrong what a fiasco it would be after
the talk he had been making to Jennie
Gibbs.

The one thing he had most to guard
against was a crooked count. He took
a position alongside Walker as the herd
began to string through. Opposite them
Metcalf and Ortega were stationed, also
keeping tally. Eutsler was with them, but
he was not counting, his purpose being to
look the herd over as it passed through
for Diamond M stock that might possibly

have been overlooked. Walker early proved
to be a slow counter, so the cattle had to be
trickled through slowly to enable him to
keep up. Steve settled down'for a long and
tiresome day.

All in all he could see little possibility for
any mistake in the count. As he glanced at
the scowling foreman intent upon his count-
ing, and the debonair Mexican likewise
indolently keeping count Steve was sudden-
ly struck with a possible solution of the
guestion that had bothered him so much.
What if the two men were both rustlers and
were shrewdly trying to shift the blame
upon the other's shoulders if the game
should be showmn up. Ortega’s coldness
toward Metcalf and his retainers, and his
friendliness for Steve might be construed in
his favor when the crisis came. Metcalf's
hand was not so plain, but the cattle boss
might very easily have other cards up his
sleeve for he was far from being a dull man,
and his influence with Walker was very
great.

Above the tumult made by the bawling
cattle Steve could hear the hoarse yells of
the cowboys as they urged the cattle in be-
tween the hills, and on out of the way after
they were counted. At each hundred head,
Steve cut a small notch in his tally stick
and a deeper one for every tenth notch. He
counted on and on monctonously. The
cattle floned down the ravine between the
hills as ceaselessly as a stream of water.
Finally Steve rapidly checked off the num-
ber of deep notches In his stick.

The result was dumfounding. More than
twenty-five thousand head had passed
through and there seemed to be no end of
the living stream. It seermed almost incom-
prehensible. He would have staked his life
that there were not more than twenty-one or
two thousand at the most.  He cut through
the cattle to Eutsler’s side.

“Jack,” he said, “there’'s something
crooked here.  Count for me till | ride up to
the top of this knoll an’ look around. Tally
starts with that roan heifer.”

Eutsler accepted the stick, and Steve
climbed to the pinnacle of the hill as rapidly
aspossible. From this vantage point he had
a commanding view of the plateau. Every-
thing seemed to be in order. The cattle
that had been counted out were spreading
out inan ever increasing fan, and busy riders
on either flank were cronmding them on out
of the way. In the other direction he could
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see the tail end of the herd and the riders
who were urging them up. There was not
a crooked thing in sight.

With a bitter sinking of the heart
Steve returned and relieved Eutsler. Some-
how, he knew, they had contrived to trick
him

With the passing through of the last
reluctant calf the four men began totalling
up their tallies. Steve and Metcalf were
through before Walker and Ortega, who
had kept track with paper and pencil.

“How's this, Metcalf?” Walker demanded
when he at last looked up from his paper.
“Your last report showed that there should
be twenty-nine thousand head of cattle.
There is only twenty-seven thousand nine
hundred and seventy-eight. Practically
a thousand short. ,, That is too big a loss.”

“My count shows twenty-eight thousand
and twenty-three,” Metcalf said unper-
turbed. .

“Twenty-eight thousand and sixteen,”
Ortega announced.

“What's your count?” Metcalf asked
Steve sneeringly. “Eighteen thousand |
reckon.”

“Twenty-eight thousand and fifteen,”
Steve said briefly.

“That's even countin’, | clain—only
forty-five head difference between the
highest and the lowest. Might as well
average it at twenty-eight thousand,”
Eutsler contributed, obviously to create a
diversion, for he was essentially a peace-
loving man.

“That's all right as far as this count is
concerned—but the count lies,” Steve said
slowy.

Walker and Metcalf laughed loudly, and
Eutsler regarded Steve with cold disfavor.
The Mexican's gaze dwelt upon Steve with
a troubled, speculative look.

“This is a rare joke on you, cowboy—
your wild claim that a third of our cattle
are missing. I'll enjoy telling Miss Gibbs
about this,” Walker snickered.

Steve could find no reply.

“What about the missing thousand
head?’ Ortega interrupted.

“About that missin' thousand—I 've an
idea | can bring ’em in about to-morrow,
or at least locate 'em,” Metcalf volunteered.

“1 thought you said they had all been
gathered!” Walker exclaimed.

“l did—and they have,” the foreman
replied enigmatically.
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The others faced him inquiringly, by their
silence demanding an explanation.

“If you'll all stay at camp to-night 1’ll
try to show you tomorrow,” Metcalf said,
with a significant accent upon the “all.”

“Me—I’m through with this outfit right
now,” Steve said bitterly.

“1 thought you would be when | com-
menced to talk about them missing cattle,”
Metcalf stated.

Steve spun his horse around, and his
hand fell to his gun with deadly purpose.

“What are you drivin’ at?” he demanded
tensely.

A number of the riders following the cattle
had ridden up, and Metcalf backed his horse
between Sawtooth and Dutch Jake.

“Jake,” he said, “tell these gents what
you told me this mornin’.”

“All I've got to tell,” Dutch Jake said
gruffly, “is that while I’ve been ridin’ night
herd | suspected several times that there
was somebody tamperin’ with the herd, but
I never could ketch 'emat it. Then | heard
how this pardner of Wild Pete’s always took
his bed to the brush instead of sleepin’ at
camp with the rest of the outfit. So, when
I was supposed to be sleepin’, | took a ride
down to the big bend where they run their
dogies. | reckon there must be a thousand
head of the cattle we've gathered in there
now—unless they've just been shoved on
down river.”

“e-——your soul, are you insinuatin’ that
me an’ Pete rustled them cattle?” Steve de-
manded fiercely.

“No. I'm just statin’ the evidence,”
Dutch Jake asserted.

With a mighty effort Steve controlled
himself.

“The only thing that prevents me killin’
you,” he gritted, “is that | want the satis-
faction of gittin’ the men that's puttin’
you up to this.”

“Listen, Malty,” Jack Eutsler said stern-
ly, “already you've give reasons enough
around here to git yourself hanged. First
you and your partner drift in here from God
knows where an’ refuse to give any account
of yourself. Then you go an’ kill Hogitsi.
Then you join up with Wild Pete who'sgive
every honest cattleman plenty of room to
suspicion him. Then you start a lot of loose
talk to throw suspicion on the Wineglass.

“Now when it's proved that that's all
wind, an’ this other business crops up you'd
better consider yourself lucky that the boys
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are willin’ to let you leave the country in-
stead of talkin' about what you're goin’ to
do. This is a long, straight talk an’' |
wouldn't bother to give it to you if it wasn't
that Mrs. Gibbs and Jennie kinda like you.
I’'m talkin’ for your own good, for if I know
cowboys the first time after this they git
something on you it'll be Katy-bar-the-
door for you.”

“Much obliged for the kind, fatherly
advice, Eutsler,” Steve said sarcastically,
“but | reckon I'll not take it. Furthermore,
I’'mgoin’ to stick right here until | pin this
rustlin’ right down to where it belongs—
an’ that's somewhere among the Wine-
glass.”

He swung his horse and rode away, and
none offered to commit suicide by trying to
stop him; but Ortega rode alongside him
cautiously until they were out of earshot.

“This looks like a pretty serious business,
my friend,” the Mexican remarked. “Now,
perhaps, if you would listen to a proposal
from me—e—"

“I've been lookin’ for some sort of a pro-
posal from you,” Steve cut him off curtly,
“but let me tell you right now that you
can't use me like you do the rest of the
bunch around here.  Some of these days I'll
git the goods on you, an’ when | do you
an’ me are goin’ to shoot it out personal.
Understand?’

Ortega shrugged.

“Of coursg, if that'sthe way you feel----"

Hle wheeled his horse and rode toward the
cattle.

CHAPTER XVIII

THE REP

TEVE was under no illusions as to his
present status on the range. True, sO
far as actual proof was concerned, the frame-
up was weak; yet he knew that plenty of
men had been hanged in the range country
on less evidence. In letting him go unmo-
lested his enemies undoubtedly expected
him to take Eutsler's advice and leave the
country, and if he should fail he knew what
to expect.

“But they don't know their man,” Steve
said from between clenched teeth. “They
got me with my back against the wall, but
here | stick till the cows come home. Il
know the truth about this rustlin’, or I'll
take a bunch of 'em with me over the big

hump.”

Adventure

But he could not formulate into words
his feelings where Jennie Gibbs was con-
cerned.  She had trusted him when he was
accused of murder, she had believed in him
when he had made his astonishing charges
about the rustling, she had shown faith in
himwhen she had rode by his side in the face
of passible hostile bullets, but could her con-
fidence endure now that the whole structure
of his judgment had collapsed, and he, him-
self, was placed in exactly the same position
in which he had boasted he would place his
enemies? By no stretch of the imagination
could he hope so.

He pictured vividly the dapper Walker
animatedly relating the events of the day
to Jennie, and emphasizing the evidence
against hinself, and the solemn-faced affir-
mations of Eutsler. And he could make
no defense. He well knew that any protes-
tations he might make would be supremely
ridiculous until he could back them up with
proof, and until that time arrived Walker
would have a clear field. He raced his horse
furiously toward Wild Pete’s camp in an
effort to dismiss the subject from his mind.

He rode into camp and shouted for
Pete. After atime the Dane inquired from
the darkness what was wanted.

“Do you know anything about any Wine-
glass cattle bein’ here in the Bend?” Steve
asked.

“Yeh,” the Dane chuckled. “They've
been dribblin’ in for a week, an’ 1've been
lettin’ 'em stay.”

HWr]y?”

“So's to make your case stronger when
they count up there. The more there is
down here the worse the countll look,”
Wild Pete explained with a boisterous laugh.

“Well, it’ll probably mean you an’ me as
the guests of honor at a hemp party. The
Wineglass has been throwin’ ’em in here
a-purpose,” Steve explained wearily.

“Say that over,” the Dane demanded.

Steve briefly explained what had hap-
pened, and Wild Pete raged up and down
like a cornered grizzly.

“1 hope they'll try hangin’ us, | only hope
they'll try it,” the Dane roared as Steve
finished.

“We'll find out in the mornin’,” Steve said
grimly, flinging himself upon his blankets.

Before noon the Wineglass nmen came,
with Metcalf, Ortega, and the Pecos Kid in
the Joad. Before they were in revolver
shooting distance Wild Pete waved his
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Winchester in the air, and bellowed at them
to stop.

“We want our cattle,” Metcalf shouted
back.

“That all?”

“No. We want a talk.”

“All right, bring it along—two of you,
but no more.”

All three started, but Ortega sharply or-
dered the Pecos Kid to stay back. With
a snarling protest the Kid dropped behind.

“Which of you's responsible for dumpin’
them cattle onto my range?’ Wild Pete
demanded, as furiously earnest as though
he had opposed the entrance of the cattle.

“None of us,” Metcalf replied.

“Are you still huggin’ the idea to your
breast that we run 'em down here?’ Steve
asked quietly.

Metcalf shifted his gaze about from place
to place uneasily.

“There ain't nothin’ happened to change
our minds,” he retorted.

“If you hold that we're rustlers, there's
only one honorable course for you to take,”
Steve challenged.

Metcalf stirred uneasily. With his men
so far behind he was in a decidedly un-
pleasant position.

“Don’t go to tryin' to stir us up,” he said
nervously. “There’s enough of us to handle
you fellows easy enough, but we don't want
to do nothin’ drastic until we're dead sure.
All we want this time is our cattle, but if we
find anything that looks crooked again we'll
sure string you up. If you take my ad-
vice-—-"

“We ain't takin’ your advice this season,”
Steve snapped. “Now gather up your
cattle an' git to-—- out of here.”

“An’ the nex time any of your outfit
comes into this bend you want to come
a-shootin’,” Wild Pete added.

The following morning Wild Pete ordered
Steve to go across the Blacksnake to rep at
a round-up that was then on over there.

“But there's liable to be a lot of action
here,” Steve demurred. “1 ought to be here
to help.”

“I can take care of all the trouble that
outfit can bring me,” the Dane crowed con-
fidently.

Except for three Wineglass riders, and the
cowboy called Shanks who was reping for
the Bucketbail and Diamond M, and a few
riders whom he had met while they were
reping at the Wineglass round-up, Steve
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found himself among strangers. But he was
quickly made to feel that the usual hos-
pitable welcome of the cow camp was not
for him

He was shut out from all conversations;
the boss of the round-up never gave him an
order, nor made a request of him, and every
place he went he was followed by the cold
eye of suspicion. Plainly the Wineglass
riders had left nothing unsaid that would
injure his reputation. To afun-loving, com-
panionable fellow like Steve the dose was
a bitter one. He wanted to leave, but his
bass had ordered him to stay, and stay he
would.

As he was left strictly to his own devices,
Steve poked about in unfamiliar places by
himself, only showing up to look through
the rodeo for Wild Pete’s stuff. Thus it
happened that one day he found himself in
a swampy pasture covered with birch and
willows. Riding through this he suddenly
ran across a sizable bunch of cattle grazing
in tulles taller than a man's head. To his
surprize the cattle were Wineglass, Bucket-
bail, and Diamond M stuff, with here and
there a dogey belonging to some Mormon of
Clearfield.

He was positive that they had not been at
the round-up across the river. Quite with-
out intending to, he began to whistle—the
first time in many weeks. At last he felt
that he might be approaching something
tangible. He gathered up the cattle and
began shoving them toward the gate. Ob-
viously his first duty was to deliver them at
the rodeo. Close to the gate an iron-whis-
kered old rancher came tearing up on a
horse.

“What you doin’ with them cattle?” he
demanded bellicosely.

“Drivin’ ’em along ahead of me,” Steve
returned impudently.

The rancher flourished a shotgun.  “You
leave them cattle strictly alone, young
feller,” he thundered.

“l reckon not, pardner—I happen to
know who this stuff belongs to,” Steve re-
plied easily.

“Sodo I, an’ they stay right in my field.
I've been holdin’ 'em fer a month to pay
apasture bill them outfits owes me from las’
Fall: They got away once without payin’,
but they don't do it again, sabe?”

“Clever scherre for sellin’ your pasture,”
Steve remarked blandly.

“None of your insults now. 1’ll just give
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you five minutes to git through that gate an’
off my land.”

Steve rode around to the wire gate as
though to comply, reached over arid flipped
the wire fastener from the gate post, threw
the gate on the ground, and without stop-
ping rode back behind the cattle.

“1 thought you was goin’ to leave,” the
rancher ejaculated.

“1 am—right behind these cattle,” Steve
grinned.

“I've warned ye,” the rancher howled,
starting to throw the shotgun to his shoul-
der. A moment later the weapon was lying
on the ground, and he was regarding the
cowboy with frightened eyes, while he rue-
fully rubbed a numb arm.

Steve carelessly replaced his six-shooter
with which he had shot the gun from the
man’'s hands. Then he calmly gathered up
the cattle, drove them through the gate, and
in due time turned them over to Shanks and
the Wineglass riders.

This was the only thing of interest he had
to report to Wild Pete when he returned,
and the zest of this little adventure was lost
because he had believed for a time that he
was on the trail of the rustlers, and it had
turned out to be nothing but the petty
schere of a despicable, grafting rancher-

Wild Pete, however, listened to the story
thoughtfully.

“l know the old devil,” he said. “It’'s
old Griffo. | think I'll leave- you to hold
down the camp, while | poke over an’ see
him  Mebbe he's holdin’ sone of our cattle
for pasture.”

Steve sensed that the giant Dane had
some other reason, but Wild Pete evaded
his question by stating casually:

“They've got a new foreman of the Dia-
mond M. It's Bob Logan, that former
pardner of yours.”

CHAPTER XIX

WILD PETE’'S LAST RIDE

W ILD Pete departed the next morning,
leaving Steve no more definite in-
formation than that he was going to see old
Griffo. In the meantime there was little
for Steve to do, but after cleaning up the
camp, wrangling the cavy, and roping a
fresh horse, he started to ride across the
neck of land that separated the bend of
the river from the rest of the range. By

riding this line every day they were able to
practically keep their cattle isolated.

Steve had scarcely reached the line
when he met Bob Logan, and Brig Cross.
Steve felt a thrill of joy at seeing his old
pardner, and then something that was very
near a pang of resentment that Bob had
landed the job that he felt he was by every
right entitled to. He throttled this feeling
instantly, aghast that he had been guilty of
even a moment's disloyalty to his old
friend.

“Well, how's the new foreman,” he sang
out.

“Still got all the buttons on my vest,”
Bob grinned.

“Good. Say, old horse, |'m sure tickled
to death over you gittin’ that job,” Steve
said sincerely.

“It didn't belong to me by rights, but
Eutsler had to stay on the ranch, an’ you
never showed up to claim your property,
so they had to use me for a stop-gap,” Bob
explained.

“Go on. You're just the boy for the
place,” Steve declared.

There were many things each wanted
to say to the other, but their changed re-
lationship, and the presence of Brig Cross
made it difficult to talk. Somehow, there
seemed to be an invisible barrier between
them though each loved the other like a
brother.

“Let’s ride across this neck here, an’
then go to camp an' git some dinner,”
Steve s . “l ain't really had a
look at these dogeys for days an’ days.”

“All right,” Bob agreed promptly.

As they rode along together, occasionally
giving a bunch of cattle a start, they talked
of trivial subjects, each waiting for the other
to mention something important. With
the unconscious skill of the trained comman
they observed brands and ear-mearks as they

. Bob abruptly reined up his horse.

“Thought this stuff was all branded be-
fore it was brought up here?” he said.

“It was, | reckon. Why?”

“There's a critter with a fresh brand, or
I'maliar. What do you call that iron?”

“It’s one of the irons Pete handles. He
calls it the Five Diamonds. You see it's
a big diamond and is divided into four
little ones inside,” Steve explained as he
carefully scrutinized the calf.

Unquestionably the brand was still raw.
It did not look over a day old. Suddenly
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he looked at Bob, and found his old friend
regarding him quizzically.

“There’'s no doubt about it,” Steve said.
“That five diamond has been run on top
of the Diamond M.”

“It sure has,” Bob agreed.

The revamped branding had been crudely
done. The Diamond M brand /\
had been simply worked over by /7 \/\
an inverted brand of the same
kind beneath it in such a way that the
ends of the M met, forming /\ anim-
perfect Five Diamond. The
old scar of the original Dia- \/ mond
M, however, was still visible.

“Well,” Steve said, and there was just
a touch of asperity in his voice, “you're
lookin' after the Diamond M stuff now—
what are you goin’ to do about it?”

“I’'m goin’ to find out who done it, an’
see that they hang for it,” Bob said quietly.

“Even if it tums out to be me?” Steve
enquired.

“Bven if it tums out to be you—but
that'll never happen,” Bob said earnestly.

“Then who do you think it will be?”

“I've told you all along that I never
liked Wild Pete,” Bob said, speaking
slowy.

Steve's intense loyalty to his friends
flamed up.

“Don't make that insinuation again,
Bob, unless you want to have trouble with
me. Wild Pete may be crazy, but he's
straight.”

“lI won't quarrel with you about it,
Steve; but if the trail leads to him I'll fol-
low it.”

“I'm sorry we can't agree,” Steve said
stiffly. “As foreman of the Diamond M
it’s up to you to stop the rustlin’, but if you
come after Pete you've got to come after
me. So-long.”

He wheeled his horse and rode away.

Bob Logan gazed after his pardner re-
gretfully. Then he, too, turmed and rode
slowly toward his own camp, cursing the
day when he had been persuaded to be-
come foreman of the Diamond M outfit.

The true cattleman’s sense of honor was
his, and he knew that he would have to
try to get the cattle back, and fasten the
crime on the guilty parties. The trail, as
he saw it, pointed straight to Wild Pete.
Steve had been misguided in trying to lay
it to the Wineglass outfit, but knowing
his pardner as he did, Bob knew that Steve
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would stick with the Dane to the last gasp.

Bob knew that the excitement over the
unexpected result of the count of Wineglass
cattle was intense. All the little ranchers
who had been steadily losing their cattle
were now convinced that Wild Pete was
getting away with them, and that his
Summer herd was simply a blind to cover
his operations. Bob, himself, had heard
Bishop Compton loudly assert that Steve
and the Dane should have been hanged,
and that he would lead his people against
them the next time there was the slightest
provocation. That time had arrived.

Suddenly Bob missed Brig Cross. In
his agitation over finding the calf with the
doctored brand he had completely forgotten
the Mormon boy. He had a vague remem-
brance of Brig leaving him right after the
departure of Steve. Undoubtedly Brig
had gone to report to his bishop.

Bob never thought harder nor quicker
in his life. His calm nature and unexcit-
able temperament stood himwell in hand
at this time. He checked his first impulse
to go andwarn Steve. Any warning to that
headstrong cowpuncher would only send
him raging out to meet his enemies.  Like-
wise he vetoed the next idea that occurred
to him; which was to argue the case with
Bishop Compton. There was too much
ingrained religious zeal in the man for him
to listen reasonably to a mere cowpuncher.
But there was one person to whom either
of the firebrands might listen, and that
was Jennie Gibbs.

It seermed to Bob that his best chance
to help his pardner was to enlist her aid.
After that he could come back, and if they
cae after Steve he could— What could he
do? Go with them or fight them? Down
in his heart he knew which it would be
when the crisis came, but reason, and the
traditions of his calling forbade him ad-
mitting it.

As for Steve, that cowboy was more
shaken by his breach with Bob than he had
ever been in his life. At last he saw clearly
that the Wineglass outfit had tricked and
outwitted him at every turn. He had
imagined that the very magnitude of their
stealing would make it comparatively easy
to trap them, and he had conceitedly gone
after them alone; but they had defeated
him  Not only had they come through
with a clean bill of health, but they had
neatly turned suspicion against him, and
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]Ehe only other man they had occasion to
ear.

As he reviewed the case, Ortega, the mas-
ter mind and the cold-blooded killer had
at first tried to kill him, and had then tried
to make some sort of crooked proposition
to him Having failed in this the doc-
tored calf had been the next step. The
Wineglass would not even have the trouble
of a lynching. The honest cattlemen,
perhaps led by Bob Logan, would take the
next, and final action.

“And still, I don't think they're goin’ to
slide out of it quite so easy as they figure,”
Steve ruminated.

His mind was made up. He had to run—
not away from trouble, but to meet it
head-on. He would have started for the
Wineglass camp, alone, but he felt that he
must* tell Wild Pete who had murdered his
Indian boy. He knew that the Dane
would go berserk, but so much the better—
there would be a pair of them. And if
they got their hands on a rustler that man
would speak the truth.

He kept his horse saddled, and ready
to ride, while he cooked his dinner and
waited for the turn of events. Suddenly
he sprang to his feet with an exclamation.
A figure had emerged from a coulee, and
was coming toward him slowly; but it
weaved and wabbled about on its feet like
a man in the last stages of drunkenness.
Its progress was snail slow, but the canp
obviously was its destination. Steve ran
to meet the man.

“Good God, Pete!
he cried.

He saw that the front of the Dane's
shirt was soggy with blood.

He helped the man into camp, and
brought water while Wild Pete fought for
breath. Steve swiftly cut off the shirt, and
bared a fearful looking, jagged hole in the
giant's breast. He washed it out, and
bandaged it as best he could, but even he,
inexperienced as he was, knew the Dane
was dying.

“I'm -—- fool—killed my horse—when
I needed ore. Five miles back,” Wild
Pete enunciated between gasps.

“Five miles! You walked five miles in
that condition? My--— I" Steve exclaimed
inawe. “What happened?”

It was minutes before the giant could
reply. It seemed that even his tremendous
vitality had been used up by the terrific

What's happened?”

strain of walking five miles with a hole in
his lung. When he did speak his voice
was scarcely more than a whisper.

“Had to tell you. Las’ night found—
Wineglass trail—Griffo—Tincup—Star Val-
ley.”

“You mean you found the way the Wine-
glass have been trailin’ the rustled cattle
out of the country?” Steve asked breath-
lessly.

Wild Pete nodded.

Quiick comprehension dawned upon Steve.
He had always considered it impossible for
the rustlers to get away with the cattle
to the eastward, but this obviously was
what they had been doing.  Star Valley was
in Wyoming, in the heart of the outlaw
country, and on the other side of a rugged
range of mountains, but there was a route
across—the Tincup trail.

Steve now saw that the cattle he had
taken from Griffo was a bunch the rustlers
had started over the trail. Griffo's ranch
was a station, and no doubt there were
other crooked ranchers along the way
whose real business was to drive the stolen
cattle from one ranch to another along the
Tincup trail. That explained how the
cattle could be driven a long distance with-
out any of the original thieves being long
missing from the range. The organization
which Steve had suspected of having an
existence was even more complex and far-
reaching than he had imagined.

“Who shot you?” Steve asked the dying
man.

“Bunch rustlers. Had—fight. Daylight.”

“l see” Steve said gently, holding a
dipper of water to the dying man's lips.

“Caught Sawtooth,” the Dane mumbled
presently. “Choke—choke—" His huge
hands opened and closed suggestively.
“Made him tell who—who—Xkilled Charley.
Like to choke him, too.”

Under the stress of emotion his voice
became for the moment stronger, but
Steve knew that when the reaction came
the big man would probably never speak

n.

“I know—it was that m--—- Mexican.
I’ kill him for you if it's the last thing |
ever do,” Steve promised.

“Yes—he's Mexican,” Wild Pete nodded
E@s comprehension as his voice again failed

im

For an hour Steve watched the dying

man, doing what he could for him.  Once
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the big cowboy roused himself and spoke—

“Made Sawtooth tell how they fooled
you, Steve, 'fore | killed him. Hole-in-
the-rock.”

The effort was his last. Shortly after
he lapsed into a state of coma and as dark-
ness settled down over the gray hills, he died.

Steve knew that he had no time to waste.
Some of the Wineglass men who had fought
Wild Pete would surely carry the news that
he had escaped with their plans, and
wolves that they were, he knew that the
night would bring them down on the canmp.
He tenderly wrapped a blanket around the
body of the big viking whose restless, reck-
less career was at last closed.

“If they don't git me, old pardner, I'll
come back an’ bury you decent,” he prom-
ised soberly.

CHAPTER XX
A NIGHT OF DISCOVERIES

STEVE stepped outside the tent to see
if his horse was all right, and instinctive-
ly stopped to listen. At first he thought
he heard nothing but the vague night noises,
and then he recognized that the had been
intent upon hearing horses gallop. At-
tuning his ear to a different sound he
presently caught faintly, but unmistak-
ably, the champ—champ—champing of
horses restlessly fighting their bridle bits.
He listened for a moment more with his
ear pressed to the ground.

“Comin’ after me with their horses' feet
muffled,” he commented to himself.

They were not a half mile away, spread
out in a half circle in a way that left Steve
no way out of the Bend except across the
river. They would gradually close into a
circle around the )

“I've a notion to have it out with 'em
right here,” Steve murmured, “but I'd
rather have daylight so's | can pick my
men.”

He stepped back into the tent and picked
up Wild Pete’sWinchester. Before leaving
the tent ancther thought struck him. By
the light of a lantern which he carefully
hooded he tore a sheet from a time book
and wrote on it a brief outline of how the
rustlers got the cattle out of the country,
and also how Wild Pete met his death.
He folded it and placed it in the top of his

war-bag.

For years he and Bob had had a custom
of leaving notes for each other in their
war-bags. If anything happened to him
he knew that Bob would look through his
war-bag and find the note. The Wineglass
plans would be exposed.

With the rifle in his hand he mounted
his horse, and urged the animal into the
river. The current was swift, but the river
was not extremely wide so the horse made
the swim without any great difficulty.
Steve was confident that the noise of the
water had drowned the noise of his crossing,
but he waited in the shelter of the brush
for developments. It seemed a long, long
time before anything happened. Then a
quarter moon came up, throwing a dim
.haze of light through the thin white clouds
which floated lazily above the horizon.
There was just light enough to create opti-
cal illusions. The bushes, swaying lightly
before the wind, all seemmed to be furtive
moving figures of men.

As usual the reality dispelled the illusion.
Steve finally caught an occasional glimpse
of men moving toward the camp. Then he
realized that they must have tied their
horses some distance away, and were
creeping in on foot to take the camp by
surprize. A moment later there came a
concerted yell, and the tent was rushed by
a score of nen.

Steve waited.

Soon he saw matches being struck in-
side the tent. Suddenly they disappeared
as though snuffed out simultaneously by a
gust of wind. A startled yell smote the
darkness, and the tent quivered and reeled
as a dozen men tried to get through the
door at once. They had stumbled over
the body of Wild Pete. Grim jest that it
was, Steve could not help chuckling.

He could just hear the hum of excited
voices above the tumult of the river, but
he could not make out what they were
saying. Then some voice was raised in a
shout which carried to him

“Come in fellers, Wild Pete is dead, but
the other feller's got away. We got to
git him ----- quick.”

The voice was that of Dutch Jake.

“Ortega an' Metcalf ain't there.
their smooth souls they're stayin’ out of
danger'—but danger’s cornin’ to 'em all the
same,” Steve whispered.

Just then one of his sudden inpulses
seized him, and he raised Wild Pete’s
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Winchester to his shoulder and fired at one
of,the moving objects acrass the river.

He was rewarded by hearing several
yells, but none of them were of pain.
Cursing himself for his foolishness he got
on his horse and galloped up the river.
The only thing he had accormplished by his
foolhardy shot was to disclose his own
whereabouts. Fortunately the men had
to run back a short distance to get their
horses which gave him a lead. He knew,
however, that they would soon be on his
own side of the river in full pursuit—a
fact which decided him to get back on theirs
as soon as possible.

He crossed over at the first ford, and
wondered what to do next. To ride
straight to the Diamond M camp, see Bob,
and tell him how matters stood would have
been the sensible thing to do. Bob could
then stop the Mormons from doing any
harm for a while.

Steve wondered if the story of the doc-
tored calf had yet reached the Gibbs ranch.
He felt sure that it had, for nothing travels
so fast as evil news. “What matter,” he
reflected, “they're plumb poisoned agin me
before this anyway.”

The thought of Jennie turned him from
the Diamond M camp. He had set out
originally to prove that there was whole-
sale rustling on the range, and he would
do it or die in the attempt. There popped
into his mind Wild Pete’s last words about
choking the truth out of Sawtooth. What
a titanic encounter that must have been
between the two giants! The words: ‘hole-
in-the-rock—what could they mean?

“There’'s a hole somewhere in the rock
of their plans, an’ 1've got to find it,” Steve
muttered.  Suddenly he slapped the leg
of his leather chaps a resounding blow.
“It’s the count—it must be the count!”

He stopped his horse and listened. All
was silent behind him but he knew that the
rustlers were on his trail as relentlessly
as wolves. Then, far out in front of him
he heard the clickety-click, clopety-clop
of a galloping horse. It was going north,
so it could not belong to any of the men
with Dutch Jake. Steve spurred rapidly
forward hoping to get a glimpse of the
rider, but his horse was winded before he
reached the place where he had hoped to
intercept the man, and the stranger had

“Well, let himgo,” Steve told his puffing
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horse, turning it to the southward, “we've
got other things to do.”

The detour he made trying to catch this
rider had taken him so far to the west that
he perceived that the nearest trail to where
he wanted to go lay past the Bucketbail

camp.

He had nothing but contempt for Fink
and his gang, and he was not at all certain
that they were not in with the rustlers.
So he was passing by without notifying
any ore of his presence, when his horse
jumped violently sideways, and tore back
up the trail in frenzied terror- Steve
finally stopped the frightened animal, but
he could not urge it back up the trail.

At last he dismounted and tied the horse
to a tree while he went on afoot to see what
had scared it. Suddenly, under a lone
pine tree, he saw what it was, and the sight
sent the cold chills creeping up his spine.
Swaying gently back and forth in the breeze
under a limb of the tree was the body of a
man with the head lolling suggestively.
It’s identity gave Steve another shock.
It was Bill Cummins, the stupid cat's
paw of Fink.

Why Cummins should have been hanged
was a mystery to Steve. There was noth-
ing he could do about it so he returned to
his horse and making a wide detour rode
on, racking his brain for a possible reason.
Of one thing he was certain; there was no
more pretense nor dissembling on the range.
Things were moving in deadly earnest.
The cowboy’s jaw set grimly as he deter-
mined to be in on sone of the action that
was plainly forthcoming.

He passed around the Wineglass camp
and climbed .the plateau where the Wine-
glass cattle had been counted. He struck
the trail where the cattle had passed after
being counted and followed it. The dust
they had made was still ankle deep and
easy to follow. Suddenly there was a sharp
jump-off of a hundred feet—not so steep,
however, that cattle could not descend.

Half-way down this was a shelf of rock
twenty feet wide. A pair of gigantic lava
boulders stood off to the right, their heads
leaning together like the arch of a mam-
moth gate. Steve rode between them and
was amazed to see the mouth of a natural
cave opening in the face of solid rock.

He returned to the shelf and studied the
tracks. The stream of them diverged,
part passed between the lava sentinels,
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while the rest passed on down the slope
and away across the flat. He saw that
three or four riders could work on this
shelf, keeping a steady stream of cattle
going into the hole in the rock all day with
no danger of detection from behind.  Any
one looking across the country from the
top of the highest hill, where Steve in fact
had looked, would see only the rest of the
cattle spreading out over the flat, nor miss
those which were side-tracked.

Satisfied, he spurred his horse into the
cave and found it to be a long, almost
straight corridor. It was now dawn and
occasional shafts of light filtered down
through the crevices in the volcanic forma-
tion above. Finally he saw a larger chunk
of daylight on a level ahead of him, and
riding toward it emerged in a patch of
scrub cedar on the side of a hill.

The cattle tracks were still plainly visible.
Looking around he saw that he was on the
opposite side of one of the knolls between
which the cattle had been counted. One
wing of the herd had been held there all
day, and it was strikingly evident that the
cattle coming out of the scrub cedar would
not be noticed in the great heaving moving
mess of cattle waiting to be counted.

“It’s simple—almost too sinple,” Steve

observed. “Counted the samre cattle on
us over and over again.”
CHAPTER XXI
THE SIEGE

W ITH this final evidence in his posses-

sion Steve was ready to go back and
face the Mormons. What had seemed a
hopeless cause twelve hours before now
seeimed ready to be crowned with victory.
He smiled a little at this change of attitude
overnight. The evening before he had
wanted nothing so much as to come face
to face with certain of the Wineglass
outfit—now he wanted nothing so much as
to avoid them for a time.

He waes riding along, lost in thought,
never dreaming of danger when there came
the report of a rifle, and he felt his horse
totter. A moment later it pitched heavily
to the ground. Steve landed on his feet,
but instantly dropped to the ground be-
side the dead animal. He could not see
his opponents, but a rain of bullets, some of
which thudded into the body of the horse,
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revealed that there was more than one in-
visible enemy concealed among the rocks
and brush.

The Winchester was on the under side
of the dead horse, tied fast to the saddle so
he could not get it. It was obvious that
his present position was untenable. There
was a ragged rock-covered knoll a short
distance away, where he felt he could hold
off his enemies if he could get there. It wes
too far away to make a run for, so he rolled
over and over like a barrel until he reached
the shelter of a boulder.

There he stopped to get a line on things.
His first thought was to wonder why his
enemies happened to be there at that hour,
but he had little time for speculations. A
bullet spat angrily against the boulder.
To get to the next shelter toward the top
of the hill required a run of a hundred yards.
He ducked his head and ran for it.

Promptly there came another rain of
bullets, and twenty feet from the boulder
Steve went down with a bullet through
the flesh on the back of his left leg. He
rolled back to the shelter of the boulder and
waited grimly for developments.

Presently he discerned a movement
among the bushes out on the flat. He
raised his gun to fire, but before he could
press the trigger there cane the roar of a
Winchester, and the object he had seen
leaped high in the air, and cane down in
a huddlee. The man was a Wineglass
rider.

Steve’'s mind was working like lightning.
At once he perceived the meaning of the
men’s presence. The man with the Win-
chester who had shot the cowboy wes
some one the Wineglass had cornered on
the top of the hill. Probably a sheep-
herder, he thought. Perhaps Al Young,
for Steve knew that Al still lingered in the
vicinity. Whoever he wes, he was a
brother in adversity. How untenable his
own position wes, was revealed when an-
other bullet slapped wrathfully against the
boulder a scant three inches above his
head.

A shprt distance to his left Steve saw a
small grove of quaking aspensgrowing onthe
side of the hill. The trees would not stop
bullets, perhaps, but they afforded-a much
better cover than the boulder. « He'decided
to try to reach them.  Dragging his wound-
ed leg he cramed on hands and krees to-
ward the place. A six-shooter spat, but the
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man who had fired it yelped with pain
as the man on the hill-top was again heard
from.

Other bullets rattled around, but none of
them close. Steve knew that his unknown
friend was on guard and covering his re-
treat so thoroughly that his enemies dared
not show thenselves to take aim A
moment later he thankfully reached the
trees.

They afforded a much better cover than
Steve had anticipated. There were more
of them than he had thought, and the ones
farther back were growing in a niche in
the hillside, offering perfect protection from
both sides. He crawled back there rapidly,
but stopped with his hand on his gun as
he came upon a saddled horse.

It was Ortega’'s famous Freckles. A
careful look around convinced him that the
horse's owner was not there.

“Some luck after all,” Steve thought.
“Mr. Mexican hes left his horse here while
he tries to bushwhack the guy on top afoot.
When he comes back me an’ him will have
our long-delayed settlement.”

The place proved to be nothing but a
pocket in the hillside. In front the hill
dropped away over a shelf five or six feet
high. Steve decided that he could defend
himself from any attack from that quarter,
or by the way he had come in without
exposing hinself. From above he would
have to depend upon the unknown at the
top of the knoll.  All in all he wes satisfied
he had hit it pretty lucky.

He could hear sone one shouting out on
the flat:

“Go up there an’ eat 'em up. Where
in -——- 'sthe Pecos Kid? If him or Dutch
Jake, or Sawtooth was here they'd have
had both of them fellers before this.”

“Metcalf, that lets you out,” Steve
murmured.  “Up till now | thought there
might be a chance you were innocent.”

“Why don't you git 'em yourself,” a
jeering voice taunted.

“I will. Watch my snoke,” Metcalf
responded in a way that showed clearly it
was not the first time he had been goaded.

“Yes you will-ike----,” Steve said to
hinself. “Ain’'t none of 'em got the guts
to tackle us. There’s a big chance to git
away yet.”

Had it not been for deserting his un-
known friend he would have tried to make
a getaway on the Mexican's horse, but he
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was determined to see the man through.

He heard a noise just below him and
fired twice rapidly toward where it sounded,
a moment later a hat appeared over the
embankment below him.  He fired at it,
and it dropped. His smile of satisfaction
was cut short when three other hats ap-
peared simultaneously. With swift, deadly
precision he sent a bullet into each from left
to right.

“Now git him, his gun'sempty,” Metcalf
yelled.

Too late Steve realized that he had been
fooled by the time worn trick of sticking up
an empty hat on a stick Three nmen
sprang over the embankment and rushed
for him Steve reached frantically for a
cartridge from his belt. Two of the three
men were Metcalf and Fink, the other was
Shanks, one of Fink's cowboys.

“Don’'t shoot him—hang him,”
ejaculated brutally.

Steve heard rocks rolling above as they
gave way under a leaping man'’s feet, and
an instant later a figure dropped from
overhead squarely between Steve and his
assailants. Steve was too astonished for
a moment to finish putting the cartridge in
his gun; but his surprize was not comparable
to the look of sickly fear that crossed the
faces of the two cattle bosses.

Shanks' alone did not lose his self-posses-
sion. With an oath he ralsed h|s gun.

“You--— greaser, I'll--—---

He did not finish. With the lightning
flip of the wrist that Steve had seen Ortega
display before, the Mexican shot the cow-
boy before his gun was more than half
drawn.

“Drop your guns,” Ortega hissed at the
two cattle bosses.

The guns clattered to the ground.

“l should have killed you long ago,
Metcalf, but | was not sure until yesterday
that you were as despicable as you are. |
never knew even half of the truth until |
forced it out of Cunmins. He read your
death warrant.”

Ortega turned to Steve.

“Is your gun loaded?” he asked.

Steve had just finished the operation.

“It is,” he said grimly.

“Watch Mr. Fink,” Ortega requested.
“Now Metcalf,” he said, “1’'mgiving you an
even break. Pick up your gun. When
your hand reaches the level of your waist,
the sane as mine, | shall shoot.”

Fink
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Metcalf's face was ashen, but the terrible
determination of fear shore in his eyes.
He reminded Steve of the slow, deliberate
movements of a cat just before it springs
upon its victim. The cowboy realized that
these two men whom he had imagined to
be brothers in iniquity were at last giving
vent to a long suppressed, consuming
hatred, more implacable even than his own
hatred of Ortega.

Metcalf stepped forward a step, and with-
out taking his eyes from the Mexican's
face, reached down and backward until
his groping fingers closed over the barrel
of his gun. Then he moved with uncanny
speed. He did not bring the gun to the
level of his waist, but threw it viciously,
butt first, from the ground. It hit the
surprized Mexican on the right hand, and
the same instant Metcalf and Fink leaped
backward disappearing below the shelf.

For once Ortega lost all his suavity, and
swore loudly and fluently.

“They've got us,” he told Steve. “Our
only chance is to try to get away on my
horse.”

“See here, there’'s a lot of things | don't
savvy at all,” Steve said, “but | ain't got no
more use for you than | have the rest of
that bunch. There's a lot of things you've
got to answer to me for, an’ you might as
well know it.”

“What, for instance?” Ortega asked.

“First, for draggin' Wild Pete’s boy to
death. Then for tryin’ to bushwhack me
one night. An’ last, I'm practically sure
you're the guy that's been workin' over
brands an’ layin’ it on me an’ Wild Pete,
an' I'm dead certain that you're thefeller
that murdered two other Indians, an’ two
sheepherders.”

“Why do you think | did that?” Ortega
asked.

“Because Pete’'s boy was dragged to
death with a horsehair rope, an' you own
the only one |'ve seen on this range, an’
when you tried to kill me that night you
cussed your horse in Spanish, an’ you're
the only man on the range that's Mexican.
Furthermore, Sawtooth confessed to Wild
Pete, and told himthe man that murdered his
boywasaMexican. That's positive proof.”

“I'll ot try to get away from you,”
Ortega said. “We can both ride my
horse and if we get away, which is not at
all likely, you can shoot me any time you
wish. | shall not resist.”

“I'll give you as good a chance as you
offered Metcalf,” Steve retorted. “As for
gittin’ away; there's another fellow up on
the top of this hill that 1'm goin’ to stick
with.”

“I'm that other fellow,” Ortega said
simply. “They chased me here last night.
I hid my horse and held them off from the
top. It was me that covered you when
you cramed in here.”

“You told Metcalf you had forced the
truth out of Cummins; what did you mean,
an’ why did you hang him?” Steve asked
sharply.

“l did not hang Cummins. If he was
hanged, Fink did it. As for the rest you
wouldn't understand. | suppose there is
no use for me to deny killing those people,
or being a cattle rustler, for you would not
believe me,” Ortega said wearily.

The doubt which Steve always felt when
in the presence of Ortega reasserted
itself.

“I might,” he said, “if you would tell
who did do those killings—or do you
know?”

“I know, but I'll never tell,” the Mexican
stated firmly.

“Then 1'll hold you to it for the murder
of Wild Pete’s boy,” Steve announced
grimly. “Get your gun, an' git ready to
fight.”

Ortega turned his back and walked over
to his horse which he untied.

“Go ahead and shoot,”
nonchalantly.

Steve sat down in the dirt.

“Oh,—-,” he remarked disgustedly.

Suddenly there was a chorus of wild yells
from the other side of the hill, followed by
a fusillade of rifle shots. A minute later
the Wineglass men down on the flat were
running frantically for their horses while
bullets kicked up the dust around their
feet.

he remarked

CHAPTER XXII
THE FINAL ROUND-UP

STEVE hobbled to the edge of the trees,
and saw a number of gaunt, bearded
men pouring lead into the retreating cow-
boys with deadly precision. He yelled at
them, and they soon came up to where he
was. Among them was Al Young, grin-
ning amiably.
“What you doin’ here?” he demanded.
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“We ain't on no bloomin’ picnic,” Steve
responded.

Young saw the dead cowboy and noted
Steve's wounded leg. He becane at once
serious.

“What's wrong, Steve?” he asked.

IN terse words Steve recounted the things
that had brought him there.

“Rustlers, en? | heard shootin' and
reckoned they had a sheepherder treed up
here, so | aroused all these sheps. Looks
lucky for you two | did.”

“Very lucky,” Ortega agreed.

“How'd you come to be here?” Young
asked curiously.

“I was on the trail of the rustlers, the
sare as Steve,” Ortega replied promptly.

“Cattle rustlin’ of course is none of our
business,” Young said, “but you two have
been danged white with us one time and
another, so if you've got any plan to nab
‘'emwe'll help all we can.”

“Now that they have failed to capture
us there is nothing for them to do but run
for it. 1've stopped two of them, but
there is at least thirty of them, not counting
the Bucketbail men. They will be hard to
stop,” Ortega said.

“There's fifteen of us,” Al Young said
hopefully.

“Listen,” Steve said with iron determina-
tion. “They know the game is up as far
as doin’ any more rustlin’ is concerned,
but they ain't goin’ to pull out of here in
their shirt-tails. They'll wait for Dutch
Jake an’ his bunch to show up, an’ it'll
take 'em an hour or so to gather up their
junk. Then they'll naturally light out
through the Squaw creek pass; but you
sheps’ will have time to ambush 'em in the
pass an’ turn 'em back. Their next best
bet will be to ride around the north end of
Devil Creek Mountain, an’ I'll try to meet
"em there with Kebro's Injuns.  We'll make
it mighty interestin’ for them rustlers yet.”

“We gotcha,” Al Young whooped en-
thusiastically. “But how are you goin’
to git them Injuns to join in?”

“They're camped down on the Black-
snake below Wild Pete’'s canp, an’ I'm
goin’ after'em. You keep Ortegawith you.”

“You'll need a good horse for a ride like
that,” Ortega said imperturbably. “Better
take Freckles—there's none better.”

“1 intended to,” Steve said promptly.

He shook hands soberly with Al Young,
refusing to let him waste time attending to
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thewounded leg. He managed to scramble
onto Freckles unaided, and let the horse
into a long, steady lope which ate up the
miles. He was devoutly thankful that the
Mexican had such good taste in horses.

His nearest route led him unpleasantly
close to the Wineglass canp, but he de-
termined to rely on the speed of the horse
if any one sighted him, rather than lose
precious minutes around.

Twice he was in sight of the Wineglass
camp for a brief instant, but there was
evidently too much excitement around the
camp for any one to notice him  Three
men were hazing in the cavy, and it was
evident that they were all busy gathering
up their belongings, and preparing to
catch fresh horses before leaving. Wien
finally clear of them Steve gave the power-
ful gray his head and raced for the camp
of Kebro's Indians.

His trail lay within a quarter of a mile
of Wild Pete’'s camp. It seemed a brutal
thing for him to do, to ride on without
taking even a look at his dead friend, but
he dared not risk a moment. The one big,
the all-important thing, was to capture
therustlers. He knewthat would have been
the thought uppermost in the mind of the
big Dane if he were living, so he rode on.

He was not sure just where the Indians
were camped, but the fishing was good and
they were not moving about much.  When
he again struck the river after crossing
the bend he struck into a cattle trail that
ran down a coulee. When this broke off
sharply toward the river he climbed to the
top of it, and the first thing that met his
eyes was three Indian girls playing on the
top of the bluffs above the river a quarter
of a mile ahead.

“I'm sure in luck—they've moved up
the river instead of down,” he told himself
jubilantly.

Then he saw a man scrambling up the
side of the bluff below the girls. Steve
could see the fellow's horse tied at the bot-
tom of the bluff.

He was too far away to recognize the
fellow, but his moverments and his clothing
indicated plainly that he was a white man.
Steve had a peculiar feeling that something
was wrong, perhaps induced by the method
of the fellow's approach, which seemed
altogether too stealthy. The girls betrayed
by the freedom of their play that they were
unaware of the trespasser.
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Steve could no longer restrain the fore-
boding of evil which he felt so strongly.
He fired his revolver twice into the air, and
loosed a yell at the full capacity of his lungs.

It had the effect of galvanizing the man
into redoubled energy, while the girls
seemed stupefied with alarm. With a
final frantic effort the climbing man gained
the top of the bluff and rushed at the girls.
Steve heard them scream as they started
to run, but the man was after them with
the speed of a panther. He caught one of
the girls in his arms, and though she fought
fiercely she was dragged relentlessly toward
the sharp break-off of the bluff.

Steve's interference had evidently de-
feated the man'’s original purpose and he
dragged the girl toward the cliff, showing
his insane intention to get a sinister revenge
for being thwarted.

Spurring and yelling Steve turned sick
with horror as he realized that he was too
far away to do any good. Suddenly the
man turned the girl loose, and as she
turned to run he seized her by each slim
ankle. With a supreme effort he swung
her around twice in a circle then released
her and she shot out over the top of the bluff
and disappeared. Steve knew that the
river bank, twenty feet below, was lined
with sharp, jagged rocks.

Without even looking to see where the
girl had landed the murderer clambered
swiftly down to his horse. Steve, who a
moment before had been thoroughly ex-
cited, became on the instant cold and calm
with the deadly rage of the killer. He
right-angled from the trail he was on into
a coulee that ran down to the river and
rode Freckles as he had not been ridden
that day.

He met the man face to face at the mouth
of the coulee on the snooth, sandy bank
of the river.

A camera could not have taken the
picture any quicker than every factor of
the situation was imprinted upon Steve's
brain. From the time he saw the scowing
malignant features of the Pecos Kid,
brought Freckles to a standstill with a
jaw-breaking pull, and felt the recoil of
his own six-shooter seemed but the merest
fraction of a second; but it was long enough
for him to remember a threat once made
by the Pecos Kid—* next time I'll be watch-
in’ for that squirm of yours.” Because of
it he did not squirm sidewise and down as

was his habit, but sat firmly erect. Even
then he felt a hot sting along the side of
his neck.

His adversary had anticipated the squirm,
and had Steve made it he would have been
drilled squarely between the eyes. The
dark face of the Pecos Kid hovered for a
moment above the saddle horn, while a
look of incredible baffled rage overspread
his evil features. Then his body slumped
and rolled to the ground.

Steve gazed at the figure in the sand
with unspeakable loathing, reined his horse
gingerly around it and rode on toward the
Indian camp. The Pecos Kid deserved
no better treatment.

A few minutes later Steve was engulfed
by a mob of excited Indians with Chief
Kebro at their head. The chiefs face
was stern and forbidding.

“My girl—" he said. “Over the bluff—
somebody thron-um.  You see-un?”’ he
asked sternly.

“You'll find him dead a ways up the
river,” Steve said laconically.

The Indians looked their astonishment.

“Pecos Kid—mebbe so?” Kebro asked.

“Yes.”

They cronded around obviously waiting
for details. In as few words as possible
Steve described his meeting with the Pecos
Kid. He was beginning to feel terribly
weak and sick from his long neglected
wounded leg. He hastened to change the
subject from the Pecos Kid to the rustlers.
For once he felt compelled through sheer
weakness to talk to the Indians as other
men did, because it required fewer words.

“Rustlers—over yonder—big fight way up
Squaw pass—sheepherders mebbe so turm-
um back Devil Mountain—this end. You
ketch-um?”

“Mebbe so—Wineglass—heap big rust-
lers?’ Kebro queried.

“Yeah, you ketch-um,” Steve reiterated
anxiously.

Kebro bowed gravely.

“You all the time Injun friend. Any
time youwant—" he made an all-embracing
gesture—" Injun git.”

The chief spoke a few words rapidly to
his followers in the native tongue. Before
he had finished War-Jack, whom Steve
had missed, rode up visibly excited. He
fidgeted as much as an Indian ever dares
while he waited for an invitation to speak.
When Kebro had finished he glanced at
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War-Jack with a brief nod of permission.
The young Indian ejaculated a few words
explosively, and the somber-faced Indians
sqcrzlt%enly doubled up in their saddles with
mirth.

“What's he say?’” Steve in perplexity
demanded of Schoolboy.

He was treated to an insight into Indian
sense of hunor.

“He say,” Schoolboy explained with a
wide grin, “Pecos Kid too strong. Him
chuck Nannabi too far out. Splashl Git
feathers heapwet. No hurt-umtoo much.”

Suddenly Kebro made a signal, the In-
dians with a war whoop dashed away at
top speed.

Steve attempted to follow, but quickly
realized that he had ridden too for with
his wounded leg. Yet he could not force
himself to wait in idleness while the rustlers
were being rounded up. Off to his right
was a hill known as Injun Knob which he
knew was high enough to enable him to
have a comprehensive view of the long,
narrow flat between Devil Creek, and
Devil Creek Mountain where he was sure
the final action would be if the sheep-
herders succeeded in turning the rustlers
back at Squaw Pass.

Clinching his teeth to stifle the agony
and exercising every atom of his will-power,
he rode Freckles to the top of the Knob.
Once there he rolled helplessly from the
horse and for a while everything was black.

At last he sat up and looked around.
He had no idea how much time had passed
while he was unconscious, but suddenly
his wandering gaze focused upon a moving
cloud of dust on the other side of Devil
Creek, and he was instantly galvanized into
keen interest. That cloud of dust meant,
he surmised, that the sheepherders had
turned the rustlers back at Squaw Pass, and
they were now trying to round the point
where the hog-back of the mountain came
close down to the Blacksnake.

Steve whooped exultantly, the pain in
his leg for the time forgotten, as he saw
another cloud of dust sweeping toward the
end of the hog-back from his own direction.
It was Kebro and his braves and it was a
neck and neck race between them and the
outlans. Suddenly Steve jumped upon
his one good leg, threw his hat into the air
and yelled again. The rustlers had stopped
and were changing their course as the
Indians shot in ahead of them. And now
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Steve saw another cloud of dust behind
them which he was sure was the sheep-
herders following up unmindful of the odds
against them should the rustlers turn on

them again.
But the rustlers were not anxious to risk
the delay of a battle. Instead they turned

due west, dashed acrass Devil Creek and
headed toward the reservation. It was
directly opposite to the way they wished
to go, but Steve noted with sinking heart
that their horses were far superior to those
of either the Indians or the sheepherders.
Unless they were headed they would quickly
leave their pursurers in the ruck, gradu-
ally make a detour to a crossing on the
Blacksnake far below, and eventually work
back to where they wanted to go. Only
or:fe thing stood in their way—Steve him-
self.

The trail they were taking ran along the
foot of Injun Knob. Could Steve get
there he thought that he might—just
possibly—fool them into thinking they had
run head-on to another posse. If they
didn't fool, then at least he would have
done the best he could toward putting an
end to rustling on the Devil Creek Range.
He knew well the penalty he would pay if
his bluff failed to work.

With slow and deliberate movements
like those of an old, old man, he struggled
into the saddle. Freckles, usually high-
strung and bounding into the air at the
first touch to the stirrup, seemed now to
comprehend and waited as docilely as a
work-horse until Steve was ready to go.
Then he sidled down off the Knob velvet-
footedly as a cat with no more jar to Steve
than he would have felt if he were in a
rocking-chair.

They reached the trail and Steve rolled
off. He slipped the bridle from the horse
and petted the glossy neck.

“You are sure a horse, old-timer,” he
said, “no matter what your boss may be.
| don't want you to git in the way of any
bullets so I'm turnin’ you loose. Better
make yourself scarce.”

The horse walked away a few feet and
watched the cowboy inquiringly.

Steve cramed behind a stump and waited
for the rustlers. He could feel the fever
rising, but he savagely fought back the
tendency to delirium it brought. At last
he heard the pounding of horses’ feet, and
brought his six-shooter into readiness.
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And then he heard an exultant burst of
yells, and a band of at least forty men
swept into the trail a short distance below
him.  Even at that distance he could iden-
tify the two leaders as Bob Logan and
Bishop Compton.

“Hurrah for Bob and the Bishop,” Steve
yelled feebly.

-Then it dawned upon him that he could
not see the finish of the chase unless he
could get back to the top of the Knob. To
move his leg was by this time nothing but
excruciating agony. He looked around
and Freckles was still where he had turned
him loose, still looking at him with tender
inquiry.

“Freckles, come here,” Steve called.

The horse looked doubtful until Steve
held out the bridle and repeated the com-
mand. Then he walked up unhesitatingly.
Steve slipped the bridle on, climbed to the
top of the stunp, and from there to the
horse's back.

“We've got to git to the top, Freckles,
we've just gotta,” he murmured white
faced.

After what seemed ages to the cowboy
they regained the top of Injun Knob. He
could see every detail of the drama being
enacted on the flats below. He dared not
risk unconsciousness again by getting off
the horse so he gripped the horn with both
hands, and while Freckles stood as immov-
able as a statue, he watched with thrilled
eyes the action below.

The rustlers were now in the center of
a triangle, and their only possible way out
was to fight their way through. They
splashed through the creek again and headed
straight for the sheepherders. Would the
line hold, Steve wondered. There were not
half as many herders as there were rustlers.
Before the outlaws were in revolver shooting-
distance the stern, quiet men of the desert
slipped from their horses, knelt, and began
to pick off the horses from under the rustlers
with their rifleswith unerring markimanship.

It was frightful and Steve, the horse
lover, shuddered as he saw horse after horse
fall, but he knew it was good strategy as
it destroyed the last possible chance for the
outlaws to escape. He saw the rustlers
mill around on foot for a moment like a
herd of frightened sheep before they held
up their hands. Then he saw the three
bands of their captors closing in, and he
knew that the battle was over.
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All at once it became difficult for him to
see. He tried mightily to keep his self-
control, but his nerveless fingers slackened
around the saddle horn, and he tumbled
to the ground in a pathetic heap.

CHAPTER XXIII
ORTEGA SPEAKS

STEVE came to himself with a gasp as he
felt a deluge of ice-cold water strike his
face. He looked up to see War-Jack and
Schoolboy grinning at him, showing as much
pleasure as an Indian ever deigns to show.
Then he became conscious that sorme onewas
working with his wounded leg. He raised
his head, and his eyes widened in astonish-
ment as they fell upon Jennie Gibbs.

“Well, how do you feel?” she asked mat-
ter-of-factly.

“Purty good,” he said vaguely, the words
meaningless to him “How do you feel?”

“Not bad,” she smiled.

He began to comprehend his surround-
ings better.

“How'd you come here?’ he asked inter-
estedly.

“l came with Bishop Compton’s party
that was after the rustlers,” she informed.

“Meanin’ me?’ he asked quizzically.

“They started for you—that'swhy | cane
along. But they learned better in time for
them to help round up the real rustlers.”

“But why did you come, to0?” he per-
sisted.

“Well, 1 happened to be the only one who
dared oppose Bishop Compton'’s authority,
and | wasn't going to have an innocent man
lynched. But it wasn't me that did any-
thing; it was all Bob.”

“And you thought all the time | wasn't

a rustler?”
- “Of course. But Bob is the man for you
to be thankful to. When he cae to see e,
and found that Dutch Jake had already told
me about the doctored brands he knew it
was a plant, so he went right back to fight
with you when the posse came. Then he
found the note in your war-bag and cane
back with it to meet us. Oh, he is a real
man!” Jennie exclaimed.

“l know—I expected him to act that
way—but you—why did you do *it?” he
pressed

“Why—why | knew you just couldn't be
a rustler,” the girl said.
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A rich blush momentarily crossed her
features.

Steve lay back and let the knowledge
that she had always had faith in him soak
in. <Suddenly he raised himself upon his
elbow, and looking squarely into the girl’s
eyes asked—

“Jennie, what about Walker?”

“If a man ever has hysterics, Adrian is
having them now,” she replied. “The last
I saw of him he was going with the sheep-
herders to inspect the hole in the rock that
you found, and swearing that no such place
existed.”

Steve needed to ask no more to know
Walker's standing. Jennie was, as he had
once told Bob, “a man's woman,” and
Walker as a man had failed to make the
mark. Besides, Steve read in the girl'sgaze
that rested upon him much more than pity
or tendermess.

“Jennie,” he said diffidently, “it’s no use
for me to ask for that foreman'’s job now—
a better man than me is holding it down—
but do you suppose you could use another
man, a handy man about the house or

something?”
“Yes, Steve, | think I could,” she said
softly. “1 am tired of trying to run a cattle

outfit, even with a capable foreman.”

The two Indians watching with unbound-
ed curiosity prevented the usual demonstra-
tion, but Steve and Jennie clasped hands
with perfect understanding.

“These Indian boys have rigged up a
stretcher between their horses and we must
get you into it and to the ranch as quickly
as possible,” Jennie said briskly.

“No stretcher for me,” Steve pooh-
poohed the idea. “Help me on to that
Freckles horse, an' | can ride.”

Very reluctantly she assented, but pres-
ently they were on their way toward Trail
Creek. On the main trail they found
Bishop Compton and his party guarding
the captured rustlers. The Indians and
the sheep-herders had all gone quietly about
their business, with the exception of Al
Young.

Compton, Young, and Bob Logan came
to meet them.

“Git 6ff that horse,” the bishop ordered.
“I've sent for buckboards to haul in the
dead an* wounded. They'll soon be here.”

“Wild Pete—has he been attended to?”
Steve asked.

“He has,” Compton said; then he went on
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solemnly, “The Lord has this day delivered
our enemies into our hands-——- "

“All of 'em?” Steve interrupted practi-
cally.

“The two main squeezes have got away,”
Bob Logan spoke up quietly. “They are
Fink and Metcalf. When the bunch broke
camp they found those two missin’. Sneaked
off by themselves because they knew if there
was trouble the main cronwd would catch it.
We got the whole story from Dutch Jake.”

“Then Ortega wasn't a rustler?” Steve
asked. “Where is he?’ he demanded of Al
Young.

“1 dunno. He left us afoot—said he had
business to 'tend to.”

“1 told you to keep him with you,” Steve
said sharply.

“Why, | never thought you meant him
to be a prisoner. If he ain't a rustler what
do you want him for?” Young asked, per-
plexed.

“Listen, you people,” Steve said quietly.
“You all know there has been several brutal
murders on this range this spring. Regard-
less of whether Ortega is a rustler or not, he
is the man that's committed them murders.
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I've promised to kill that man, and I'm
going to—or be killed. He’s coming up the
trail there, and I’'m going to meet him. |
want no interference.”

With one accord they all turmed. Ortega
was indeed coming up the trail.

“Steve!” Jennie cried in protest.

“Not for you, Jennie,” he said quietly.
“My promise has been given to a dead man,
and it will be kept.”

There was a quality in his determination
which seemed to leave them helpless. He
rode slomy down the trail unnolested until
he was face to face with the Mexican.

“Ortega,” Steve said as they met, “this
time you don't dodge the isste. Right now
you atone for draggin’ Wild Pete’s boy to
death—unless you can prove to me that
you didn't do it. If you can't I'll count
three, an’ then I'll shoot.”

He waited for the Mexican to reply.

“Before you kill me,” Ortega said, “I
want to say that there is two men over by
the hole-in-the-rock whom | have killed.
They are Metcalf and Fink. Ask the bishop
to bury them—and I’d like to say good-by
to my horse.”

Steve looked down at Freckles who was
straining at the bit in an endeavor to reach
his master. Steve had completely forgotten
that he was still riding the Mexican’s horse.

“**_your soul, Ortega,” he cried with
tears of baffled rage in his voice, “I can't kill
you in cold blood. Why don't you fight—
or explain?’

“I shall do neither,” Ortega said calmly.

There was a flurry of swiftly running
horses’ feet, and a moment later Jennie and
Bob dashed up, their faces white and
strained.

“Steve, Steve, there has been a mistake!”
Jennie cried breathlessly. “It was not
Ortega that killed those men. It was the
Pecos Kid.”

“How do you know that?” Steve demand-
ed eagerly.

“Dutch Jake just told us,” the girl in-
formed.

“The man that committed those murders
carried a horsehair rope, an’ talked Mexi-
can,” Steve insisted stubbornly.

“Mr. Ortega, won't you explain?’ Jennie
pleaded.

“Have they captured the Pecos Kid?”
Ortega asked.

“I shot him,” Steve said bluntly.

The Mexican bowed his head—
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“It was very fitting,” he said with an air
of unexpressible sadress. “Since it seens
the tangle can not be unraveled otherwise |
shall explain. The Pecos Kid was the mur-
derer, and it was he who tried to assassinate
Steve.”

“But he cussed in Spanish,”
objected. .

“Very true; but it is not strange that
he could, seeing he was half-Mexican—like
myself,” Ortega said dryly.

“Half Mexican!” they chorused.

“We were brothers,” Ortega proceeded.
“Qur father was Mexican, or rather Spanish,
our mother American. We were both born
and raised in the United States. Our par-
ents died several years ago and | did my best
for my brother, but | guess there was a de-
generate streak in him sormewhere. How-
ever, | might have done something with him
but he fell in with this man Metcalf. He
came to this country with Metcalf, and last
Fall | followed to keep an eye on him

“You see the cattle that | am supposed
to be looking after for an outfit in litigation
with the Wineglass are really my own prop-
erty. | bought the equity in them to be
near my brother.

“But about the murders. | found the
Pecos Kid, as he preferred to be called, com-
pletely under the influence of Metcalf.
Being a coward at heart Metcalf was de-
liberately using my brother’s skill with agun
to cover his own cowardice. But until Steve
told me this morning | was not sure that it
was my brotherwhowas responsible for those
killings. | remembered that he had bor-
rowed my horsehair rope the day the Indian
boy was dragged to death and then | knew.

“Yesterday, | learned from another
source, that Metcalf was encouraging my
brother to attain greater skill with the
revolver so that he might kill me. | believe
I was marked for the next victim. Under
the circunstances you may imagine my
relief that it was my friend Steve who was
chosen to relieve the earth of this incum-
brance instead of myself.”

There was no mistaking the man’s sin-
cerity.

“Then,” Steve said, “that proposition
that you wanted to make to me after they
made that bogus count was-—- ”

“Simply that we join forces. 1 had long
suspected that there was sone rustling being
done; but | thought that it was by the Buck-
etbail men. | knew, too, that you had your

Steve
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suspicions in other quarters, and | felt that

we might reach a solution sooner if we would

join forces. You see | never knew that you
ed me of those murders.”

“An’ | never dreamed you were after the
rustlers,” Steve remarked. “But what 1'd
like to know is—how did you happen to be
at the Hole-in-the-rock this mornin'?”’

“l caught Bill Cummins blotching a
brand, and | terrorized him into telling me
the truth about the rustling. 1 was amazed
at the scope of it, and | wanted nothing so
much as to make Metcalf answer to me for
dragging my brother so low, and even then
I did not know what a degenerate he had
become. So| foolishly allowed Cummins to
go, after making him promise to keep quiet,
and | started after Metcalf. Before | found
him however, Cummins went to Fink and
told him the story. Fink promptly hanged
Cummins as a mark of gratitude, and they
picked up my trail at once. Before | knew
it they were on my heels, and had me treed
where you found me,” Ortega explained.

Steve rode up and extended his hand.

“Ortega,” he said soberly, “no man livin’
hates to eat dirt worse than | do, but I will
when | know I'm in the wrong.”

“With the evidence you had you could
not have done otherwise,” Ortega replied
quietly. “I owe you a debt of gratitude |
can never repay. It was a pleasure for me
to settle with Metcalf. Fink was but a cow-
ardly snake to be stepped upon. But the
Pecos Kid, ah, that would have been dif-
ferent. Yet, after the truth was known,
what else could | have done but remove him

in the way | did those others? He was my
brother.”

They heard the rattle of buckboards up
the trail.

“Bob, help me off,” Steve directed.

When he was dft-the ground Steve passed
the bridle reins to Ortega.

“He.is a wonderful horse, this Freckles,”
he said.

Then, with a tone vibrant with sympa-
thy, he continued:

“You will find it within twenty feet of the
river, three or four miles below Wild Pete’s
camp. If | wasn't all shot up 1'd go help
you.”

“I’ll go,” Bob volunteered.

“Thanks,” Ortega said gratefully; “but
| prefer to go alone.”

He started to ride away, but stopped to
speak to Jennie.

“I learned from Cummins,” he said, “that
the rustling has been practically at a stand-
still because of Steve's activities. It had
been decided to hold up operations until he
could be eliminated. You will not be out
nearly so many cattle as you perhaps
thought.”

They watched him disappear down the
trail.

“Well, Steven,” Bob Logan said to break
the silence, “you come to this country
lookin' fer excitement. Have you had
aplenty?”

Steve looked down at Jennie, who was
now beside him

“I'm satisfied, Bob,” he said happily.
“Plumb satisfied.”
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- 1ITH softly dipping oars and

muffled oar-pegs two nen rowed
I easily across the greasy black

water of Guataya harbor, know-
ing their way by the occasional hulks that
rose above them, blotting out the stars.
The boat moved slowly; twenty minutes
passed before the men rested on their oars
just under the yellow bowlight of a stodgy
freighter.

For a few moments they paused, listening
intently. From the. wharf came the
rhythmic malharmony of a chanted song;
there wes a rusty grating of steel on steel as
the tramp steamer cordelia Sagged against
her cable under the caress of the light swell.
On the ship itself there was silence.

Then Bill Hardy swung the boat under
the steamer’s cable; the other man, Steve
McKay, shifted into the stern-sheets and
grasped the cable as they came within reach.
In a moment McKay swung his full weight
on to the sloping steel strand, and the boat
drifted from under his feet.

Hand over hand Steve went up the cable,
shoulder muscles bunching and knotting.
At the top he paused, gripped the line with
one knee and hung, resting and listening,
not a yard below the rail.

There was a step on the deck above him;
Steve clamped more tightly to the steep
cable, and flattened himself as closely as
he could against the vessel’'sside. The foot-
steps paused above his head, and for a long
moment there was no further sound; the
man on the hawser, tense and nmotionless,
was ready to drop at any moment into the

sea.  Then the watch above stirred, and
Steve, hearing the shuffle of the sailor's feet,
knew the man was leaning against the rail.
If he should turn and look down-—-

At best, Steve’s errand was an uncertain
one. There was supposed to be a man on
the cordelia Who had nearly every cent
that Steve and Bill owned. If Steve could
get quietly aboard and find this man—
alone, if possible—he felt that he could
recover at least a part of what was his and
Bill's. But how?

Steve McKay and Bill Hardy had
knocked about Central America for two
years before they made any money. Con-
sidering Steve's absent-minded carelessness
and Bill’s hotheadedness, it is awonder that
they ever made any. But they had finally
managed to engineer a lucky trading deal, in
which they cleaned up all of five thousand
dollars.

Their plan, of course, was to get out of
Guataya, the little Central American port
where they happened to be, and back to
New York as quickly as possible to blow the
roll. And they would have wasted no time
in carrying this out, had it not been for a
moon-faced stranger named Bailey, who
was thrust into the same room with them
when they stopped overnight at the Hotel
Americano.

When Steve and Bill awoke in the middle
of the next day Bailey was gone. So, it
seeimed, was the five thousand dollars.

In Guataya you do not appeal to the po-
lice in such a case, for that is worse than
useless.  You take your loss philosophically;
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or you go out to get your money back in
whatever way you can. Bill and Steve most
emphatically decided on the latter course:
They went out to get it back.

A LIGHT tapping on the rail above
told Steve that the watch was
knocking out his pipe. Steve was
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At first he could make out nothing in the
darkness. He risked a match, shielding its
flare in his hands, and found the doors of
four cramped cabins. The forward cabin to
starboard was open and apparently empty.
He advanced to the second door as the
match went out. With infinite caution he
tried the latch. It was locked.

beginning to feel the strain of his precarig&gping, Steve found another door. It

position. His shoulders ached; the cable
dragged at the skin of his hands and bit into
the back of his knee. The sailor hunmed
and muttered to himself, and the scratch
of a match sounded as the unseen man fired
up his smoke.

The strain became worse moment by mo-
ment. How long he had been hanging there
Steve did not know, but it seemed an inter-
minable period. He knew that soon he must
slide down the cable and swim for it, but
with dogged tenacity he hung on. He
closed his eyes and counted silently—at
fifty he would let go.

There was no sound from above until he
almost decided that the man was gone; then
a faint shuffle on the deck assured him that
the watch was still there. His counting
reached fifty, with no change in the situa-
tion. He decided that he could count
another twenty-five.

The man on the deck moved away; when
Steve could no longer hear the sauntering
footsteps he swung free the leg that gripped
the cable, and hung at full length by his
hands. Up, up, he forced his aching muscles
to pull him  With a quick movement he
obtained a new hand hold for his stiff
fingers.

He was on the deck, termples pulsating.
A dizzy slinking rush took him to the shad-
ow of the pilot house, and he leaned there,
rubbing his shoulders and stretching his
numb hands. For moments he did not
move.

Now that he was aboard, the riskiest part
of his job was just ahead of him. Steve
took off his shoes and listened dubiously to
the slow step of the watch. The man was
approaching, wandering forward.

The footsteps paused. Then Steve heard
them descend the ladder into the forecastle,
and he seized the chance to slide aft along
the rail, past the hatches and stubby funnel,
some thirty paces to the after-cabin. He
gained the ladder, ducked down the few
steep steps, and waited in the shadow of a
narrow passage. There was silence.

yielded, and he felt his way softly toward
the probable position of the bunks. He was
halted by a sudden voice, close by him in
the dark. It was thick, but wide awake.

“It’s on the table, Fred.”

Steve recovered himself and emitted a
neutral grunt, shuffling his feet. One of his
outstretched hands found the edge of a
table. Hurriedly he fumbled across its sur-
face. His hand crept over papers, a ledger,
apipe, aflask, aring of keys—he slipped the
keys into his pocket and made for the door.

“Find it?” asked the voice. “Go easy!”

To go easy was Steve's foremost inten-
tion. He grunted again and slid out, closing
the door behind him.  If his man were only
bunking alone in one of the other cabins,
perhaps a bluff of some sort— He wondered
if he could be sure of recognizing Bailey's
voice if it came out of the dark as the
other had.

The next door was also unlocked, and
heavy breathing guided him toward the
bunk. As his shielded match blazed, a
swarthy man, hairy of chest, blinked up
at him

“That you, AIf?”

“Lookin’ for my pipe,” explained Steve
in the tones of the previous voice in the
dark.

He found his way out. Only the locked
cabin remained. He wondered if fortune
had left the key inside in such a position
that it could be forced out of the lock; that
was his only chance.

He listened minutes before the last door
before he made the trial. Then he began
to probe gingerly into the keyhole with one
of the keys he had found in the other cabin.
The inner key yielded, then jammed; then
suddenly it gave way, and fell clattering
inside the door. Fortune was kind! There
was no sound to indicate that any one had
been disturbed.

One of the keys on the ring unlocked the
door. Quietly, carefully, Steve eased the
last door slomly open—so slowly that its
chronic squawk spoke in a series of tiny
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distinct sounds—: Tick-tick ick!”
At last he could edge his way into the stuffy
black hole.

He could hear the regular breathing of
asleeper. An odor of Jamaica rumtold him
that the sleeper was not likely to be dis-
turbed, but he nevertheless moved forward
cautiously. It was difficult in the dark to
keep the perfect balance he needed; the
faint lift and fall of the ship seenmed to un-
steady him.  He felt that he must be beside
the bunk.

Digging up another match, Steve clicked
his thumb-nail across its head.  The match-
end snapped off and dropped in a fizzing
flare. The sleeper stirred, turned over. In
the thick black Steve heard the invisible
man raise himself on an elbow not a yard,
not an arm’slength, fromwhere Steve stood.

The man in the bunk blew his nose, while
Steve stood notionless, scarcely daring to
breathe. A bit at a time the other sub-
sided, until at the end of many minutes his
breathing was again quiet and regular.
Steve tried another match, hiding the light
in the lantern-like cup of his hands.

For a moment Steve's own were
dazzled by the sudden yellow light of the
flame. Then he saw, in the dim glow that
seeped through his fingers, that the face of
the sleeping man was upturned, large and
moon-like. A thrill shot through Steve.
The man on the bunk was Bailey!

He put out a hand to shake the man's
shoulder—then drew it back. It occurred
to Steve that the stolen money was probably
being carried in some form of belt, worn un-
der the man's clothes. If that were true,
and he could get the thief's money-belt
before waking him, much difficulty might be
avoided.

The match burned his fingers, forcing him
to blow it out, but he knew the lay of the
land now. Steve reached forward and very
lightly ran a forefinger along the man's
undershirt. Yes, the belt he expected was
there, buckled outside the garment. He
dug for his pocket-knife.

The man stirred, and the searcher
paused for a moment. Then with a smooth
movement Steve slipped the knife under the
pocketed belt and severed the canvas. He
wrenched it from under the man’s body as
Bailey woke.

“What in —-"

Belt in hand, Steve dashed out of the
cabin and up the ladder to the deck. A yell
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went up behind him, and sounds of stum-
bling feet. Steve whistled shrilly through
his teeth to Bill as he dodged around the
cabin.

Bill was to have waited near by in the
shadow of another ship until he heard
Steve’s whistle, then row hard to the stemn
of the cordelia to pick up his partner. But
Steve must give Bill time to make the
stern—splashing about in the harbor would
not do.

He stumbled over a coil of line, and with
a quick movement heaved it over the rail.
Its splash he thought might confuse the pur-
suit and give him time. Then he rolled
under a handy tarpaulin.

There were nmen gathering about him; he
heard the watch move up on the run, his
lantern banging against his thigh—

“Wot's up—wot's up?’

Hurried explanations in more than one
tongue; an excited voice contending that
“the duffer went over the side—I heard the
splash!”  Scuffling and pounding of feet;
riot, pandermonium and hullabaloo!

With the center of excitement at the
stern rail Steve knew that he could not take
to the water there. He picked his chance,
slid out of cover, and padded at a noiseless
run to the bow. The muggy water closed
over his head as he slid down the cable; then
he struck out on a line which he hoped
would intercept his boat as it moved to pick
him up at the stem. He earnestly hoped,
as he peered acrass the surface of the black
water, that there were no sharks in the har-
bor that night.

A dory had put out from the cordelia, and
a dim yellow spotlight waved about in the
dark. Steve raised himself in the water in
an effort to locate Bill's boat, and the shift-
ing spotlight missed him narromy. The
cordelia’s dory was blundering toward him

Swearing through a mouthful of salt
water, Steve changed his direction to keep
out of the dory'sway. Then the spotlight
found him, and there was a thick cry:

“There he isl Now pun®

HE WAS a matter of yards from
the steamer. Steve decided that
it would not be impossible to dive
under the ship and come up on the other
side—it was his only chance. He ducked and
swam down, down.  Visions of sharks of vast
size beset him as he swam deeper and deeper
into the black depths far below the surface.
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Less than a minute of this told Steve that
hewould not be able to make it. He seemed
to lose direction under the dark water; he
couldn’'t even find the hull of the stearrer.
His head pounded. He gave it upand struck
upward for the surface.

He came up almost under the dory; a
badly feathered oar struck him a stunning
blow as he broke the surface. Before he
could dive again Steve was dragged into the
tipping dory. For a moment he lay quiet,
gasping for breath; then hands gripped his
ams, his throat, as he gained his knees.

“Stevel Hey, Steve—-"

Bill was coming up with splashing oars.

Steve answered inarticulately as he struck
out savagely with right and left.

There was a heavy splash close by, and
the water rushed over the side as a new
weight grappled the boat. Steve knew that
Bill had gone into action. In an instant the
dory was over, and Steve struggled free in
the water. At the end of a half-minute’s
blind tangle he gripped the stern-board of
his boat.

“Quien?” snarled Bill, already out of the
water.

“Steve!” he answered, and was helped to
scramble aboard.

Seizing an oar, Steve smashed a clutching
hand that sought to tip the boat. Bill was
fending off another boarder in the bow while
swinging the boat about. Steve was bring-
ing an oar down on another hand that
gripped the stern when a choking voice
stopped him

“For God'ssake! 1| can't swim!”

A burbling white face appeared in the
water, and Steve dragged aboard a heavy,
floundering body. The rescued man col-
lapsed gasping in the bottom as Bill found
his oar-pegs and pulled away with churning
strokes.

Gray light was beginning to show in the
east as they neared the wharf. Suddenly
through the dinmess Steve recognized the
face of the wet man now sitting up in the
sterm-sheets. It was Bailey!

Triumphantly Steve shook the belt in
the other's face.

“Figured to move out on us, didn't you?”
he taunted. “No, sirl Not onyour homely
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tintype! And since you're with us now, your
address may as well change to City Hoose-
gow, Guataya, for the next few centuries,
old son!”

“1 don't know what the Sam Hill you're
It_?lking about,” protested Bailey, coming to
ife.

“If 1 figure correct,” said Steve, feeling
the bulging pockets of the dripping belt,
“this here belt contains about five thousand
berries—acquired not so long ago by you
from us. Besides which——"

“That belt,” snapped Bailey, “now has in
it paper money valued at exactly two dollars
and a half at the present rate of exchange.
And if | had knew that was all you got |
\Aﬁ_uldn’t never have followed you off the
ship.”

“l don't fall,” returned Steve. “We
know just how you worked the deal. Havin’
watched us, you knew right where we kept
our roll, and then'-— "

“Sure | knew,” Bailey announced. “You
handle money like a dough-head. But if |
had wanted your lousy jack, how would |
have got into that double-locked trunk?”

“Oh, | guess you knew that it was in the
suit-case, not the trunk, all right,” com-
mented Bill.

“Well, it wasn't,” Bailey contradicted.
“This bird—" indicating Steve—"‘was just
moving it into the trunk when | camre in.
A rall like twenty dollars’ worth of con-
fetti,” he added by way of identification.

“Oh, no, he didn't,” sneered Bill.

“Oh, yes, he did,” Bailey sneered back.

“It was in the suit-case, all right,” said
Steve. “l— 7

Then suddenly he paused, and a blank
look canme into his face.

“ Great Heavens!” he exclaimed.

“What's wrong?” Bill demanded.

“Did you look in the trunk at all,” Steve
asked Bill in a queer voice, “before we de-
cided Bailey had got away with it?”

“Of course not,” said Bill. “The trunk
was standin’ locked in the corner, and we
both remember the money bein’ in the suit-

“Then it'son me,” said Steve weakly. “I
remenmber now. | moved the money into
the trunk just before we turned in!”
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CAPE TOWN to Cairo railroad

was once the dream of empire

builders. When that is accom-

plished, they said, the conquest
of Africa will be complete.

Since the conclusion of the war, that
dream has been dwarfed by the bigger
vision of an aeroplane service between “the
world’s wickedest city” and the Cape.

As evidence that this dream will shortly
be a reality, witness the chain of aerodromes
and emergency landing places—some two
hundred miles apart—stretching north and
south across the face of the Dark Continent.

At some future date some one well quali-
fied for the task will write a book describing
the difficulties, the romances, the tragedies,
involved in the building of these air stations.
That book will be worth reading, for some
of the aerodromes are located in the heart
of the jungle where the menace of wild
beasts is a very real one; where fever and
that dreaded scourge, the sleeping sickness,
are an ever present threat.

Savage tribes, who previous to the in-
vasion of the aerodrome builders had never
seen a white man, and who had looked upon
their advent as a “working of evil Spirits,”
have been peacefully brought under sub-
jection; having viewed at first hand the
wonder workings of the white man, they
freely acknowledge his supremacy.

6

The Charm,” etc.

It may well be, however, that the his-
torian, viewing this monumental achieve-
ment as a whole, will omit from his narra-
tion certain isolated incidents which now
stand out like the facets of a diamond.

Here’s a case in point.

MPHOENGS, the Chief of a Dis-

trict, a jungle-choked district, in

northeastern Rhodesia, was one
of the few surviving rulers of the old order.
Isolated as he was—his chief kraal was in
the heart of an almost impenetrable jungle
—the widespread fingers of an advancing
civilization had not <touched him, and
Mphoengs ruled his people as his forefathers
had before him; it was a rule of bloodshed
and gross materialism.

Ten thousand people owed, and gave, full
allegiance to him; ten thousand people—
men, women and children—drew breath
and lived because the Chief graciously
willed it. The heavy taxes he levied were
met; the cruel tortures he i on men
and women, were endured patiently, almost
uncomplainingly, because he was the ap-
pointed ruler and high in the favor of the
Spirits. Perhaps some part of his autocratic
power was due to his im pi, his special regi-
ment of warriors called the Slayers; the
warriors were quick to avenge the Chief
should any dare to question his will.
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Mphoengs was the only judge; his only
sentence—"Death.” There was no Court
of Appeal.

Second only in power to Mphoengs was
Mopa, the Witch Doctor. He wes greatly
hated and feared by the people; he was a
man of dark sayings and darker deeds.
Yet because he was a worker of magic, a
man who spoke with the voice of the Spirits,
and a little perhaps because he had the ear
of Mphoengs, men paid him homage and
essayed to placate him with costly gifts.

When the son, the only son, of the Chief
died, Mopa announced that it was the work
of evil Spirits and a “smelling out” of the
evil ones wes held. Ten men, lesser rulers
of the District, were “touched” by Mopa
and they, their wives and children, were put
to death; their kraals destroyed and their
cattle added to the herds of the Chief and
Mopa.

But not yet were the Spirits satisfied.

Mphoengs ordered “ that a time of mourn-
ing” should be held.

“For the space of three days and three
nights,” he said, “the cries and lamentations
of my people shall ascend to the Land of the
Spirits; and, it may well be, the Great
Ores, hearing their cries, will open the doors
of their dread abode that the soul of my son
may go in.”

The order went forth; the land became
a place of desolation. The Slayers con-
stantly patrolled the kraals of the land, and
to those who could not weep camre death.
The dry racking sobs that mark the end of
a fit of weeping, were not sufficient evidence
of mourning; the tears must flow. Women
whose tears had dried up or found it difficult
to nourn for the death of the Chief's son,
found fresh cause, good cause, as they gazed
upon the bodies of their own children—
killed because they could not cry; and at the
approach of the Slayers, pinched hard the
children left to them that tears might flow
and their lives be spared.

Nor were the men free from the fear of
death. Some by slyly taking copious doses
of snuff, induced the tears to flow; but even
so the assagais of the Slayers sought out
the heart of many a man during the period
of nourmning.

Only the Chief and Mopa, the Witch
Doctor, remained dry eyed.

“It is not meet,” said Mphoengs, “that
I should give way to tears, becoming weak,
even as awoman. | am the Chief; because

of the greatness of my soul, | can hide the
grief that is within me. But ye, my people,
how can | know that you truly nourn if the
tears do not flow from your eyes?”

Then turmning with a cat-like swiftness
upon ore of his Councillors who was at that
moment smiling at the antics of a babe tod-
dling beside its mother, Mphoengs said
mildly:

“Yet | can almost weep for thee, O
Marka. What! Canst not mourn for the
child that has gone from me? But thou
hast always been a faithful warrior and |
can find it in my heart to forgive thee.”

The tears rolled down his fat cheeks as he
gazed reproachfully at the terrorized man.

“Take thy assagai,” he continued, point-
ing at the child, “and slay that which causes
thee to forget that thy Chief mourns the
death of his son.”

And Marka, content to have so lightly
escaped the anger of the Chief, took up his
spear and hastened toward the child.

The Chief watched idly, unheedful of the
agonized pleas of the woman.

“Thou hast done a good deed, Marka,”
said Mphoengs when the Councillor re-
turned to his side. “The child hath gone
to watch over the Spirit of my son—for
whom the woman now truly nourns.”

No! Not easily will the people of the
kraals forget the Time of Mourning.

a end. Many had died; the assagais

of the Slayers had drunk deeply of
blood; the Chief and Mopa were well con-
tent.

The dead ones were the men and their

families who had dared to murmur against
the rule of Mphoengs; men who had planned
to rebel: to call upon the white nmen for aid.
And because all the thorns had been re-
moved from his path, the Chief ordered
that a feast of rejoicing should be held; tha't
the people who had mourned must now
laugh.
In answer to the call all the people of the
district came to the big kraal of the Chief.
The women had brewed vast quantities of
beer, and the .days were spent in drinking
and dancing; in singing of songs honoring
the Great Spirits; in shouting the praises of
the Chief and Mopa, the Witch Doctor.

While the lustful rites of a savage people
were at their height, cane civilization.

“Strangers are coming, O Elephant,”

THE Time of Mourning was at an
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reported a scout. “Many white men and
black dogs, armed with the sticks of fire,
are close at hand.”

“Of a surety, O Great One,” panted
a second, “they have conme to eat us up.
Monster creatures—headless, and without
legs—the like of which no man has ever
witnessed, are with them. Trees bow
down before them, ant hills are leveled, the
thorn bush is destroyed.”

L “Even now they come,” cried a third.

As he spoke a clanking, crashing sound
came from the jungle beyond the large

clearing which surrounded the kraal, and,
a moment later, two caterpillar tractors—
tanks—Ilumbered into view.

With wondering amazement the people
watched the uncouth nonsters. The war-
riors—five hundred strong—lined up in
war-like formation before the kraal.

A hundred paces from the kraal the tanks
halted and a white man climbed stifily out
of one of them.

“We come in peace, O Chief,” he cried.

“That is well, white man, for otherwise
you would not now be speaking.”

The Chief's voice quavered, for all his
brave words.

The white man smiled.

“1 am grateful for thy mercy. Now |
would ask a boon.”

“Name it.”
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The Chief was more at ease now. He
could deal with seekers after advancement.

“l, -and the people who are with me
yonder,” the white man waved his hand
toward the jungle, “would stay here a little
while.”

“To what end?”

“We make ready a house for a giant bird
which carries men on its back. | bring you
many gifts from the white overlord; your
young men shall work for us and we will pay
them well.”

“1 would hear more of this bird you talk
of,” replied Mphoengs, but before the white
man could answer the Witch Doctor cried
shrilly:

“Believe not these liars. They are work-
ers of evil; they seek to take this land unto
themselves. Put them to death. They are
but few.”

“You have heard the voice of the Spirits,”
said the Chief slomy. “1 have no desire to
share my country with the whites. | pass
my word and it is obeyed by my children.
You white men would teach them to put me
to scom. Therefore—get you gone before |
loose my warriors upon you.”

He raised his right hand holding the
miniature assagai—the symbol of his rank.
The warriors looked at him, waiting for
the signal—the casting of the spear—which
would mean war.

“We do not seek war,” said the white man
calmly. “Neither do we intend to set thy
people against thee. In no way will we
interfere with thy rule. We will go our
way; you and your people shall go your
way." Only remains this to be said. There
must be no blood shed, no slaying of women
and children; no ‘smrelling out’ and evil
deeds of witchcraft. Such things we can not
stomach. Elsewise-——- »

“What further proof need you?” cried
Mopa. “Said | not that they would take
all power from you, O Chief?”

The warriors commenced to sing the war
chant. A loud booming note filled the air
as they beat their bullock-hide shields with
their assagais.

The white man climbed slowly into the
tractor.

“l came in peace,” he shouted as the
Chief threw down his spear, and the warriors
rushed to the attack, “but, if you must have
war—so be it.”

The little door of the tank closed and a
moment later, creaking and groaning, the
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two tanks lumbered forward to meet the
attack.

Assagais rattled harmlessly on the ar-
mored plate as, surrounded by a horde of
wildly yelling warriors, the two tanks went
on toward the kraal.

There was a loud crashing of timbers as
the stockade went down before their on-
slaught; nothing could stop them; on they
went, smeshing through huts, until they
canme to the Council Place where was situ-
ated the hut of the Chief.

“Is there any one in the Chief's hut?”
a voice called from the belly of the “mon-
ster.”

It sounded to the now terrified natives
like the voice of a giant.

“We do not wish to kill,” continued the
voice. “We cane in peace; you preferred
war. Now watch.”

A stream of fire shot from the tanks, and
a moment later the hut of the Chief was in
flaes.

“Are you ready to parley, O Chief?”
called the voice. “Or must we put fire to
thy whole village?”

“It is enough, white man,” replied the
Chief in an awed voice. “We will obey thy
commands in all things. Indeed—- "

Mphoengs looked around for Mopa, but
that crafty man had fled into the maze of
the bush when the first attack on the
“monsters” had failed.

“Indeed,” continued the Chief, “1 would
have done so in the first place had it not
been for the evil counsel of Mopa. Will his
death you?”

“There shall be no blood shed,” replied
the voice sternly.

“It is an order.”

The Chief's voice was meek but, as he
glared around at his warriors, many cringed
before his glance.

THE building of the aerodrome
progressed apace. Quarters for
the air men; huts for the native
laborers; supply stations and offices, ap-
peared almost overnight. The clearing
about the kraal was leveled—anthills re-
moved, scrub bush uprooted—by hundreds
of Mphoengs' people working under the
direction of a fewwhite men. It was ascene
of indescribable confusion.
Motor lorries, driven by reckless, iron-
nerved drivers, brought supplies from the
nearest base, traversing the road made

through the jungle by the tractors; the cries
of white men mingled with the guttural
voices of natives; whistled signals sounded
shrilly above the clanking of tractors.

But soon, very soon, out of chaos ap-
peared order. All was finished. Over the
field-telephone the report was made that
the aerodrome at Mphoengs was completed,
and the builders moved on to fresh scenes
of endeavor, leaving behind them two white
men to await the coming of the aeroplare.

IT WOULD be hard to find two

men nore diametrically opposed

than Young and Smithers, the two
white men left in charge at Mphoengs.

Young—though he called himself a
Canadian way back in 1914—was an Ameri-
can; the mentally and physically alert type
of American. His head was well shaped; his
chin, square cut and forceful; his frame was
big and loose boned. He was quick to form
and express an opinion, eagerly adopting the
new, voicing loudly his contempt for the
old. His spirits were in a constant state of
ebullition. His head was covered with
a flaming red thatch which bristled defiance
to the rule of “brush and comb.”

Smithers, on the other hand, was a typical
Englishman belonging to the class con-
veniently labeled “leisured.”

He was a thick-set man; muscular; lethar-
gic in his movements, yet suggesting a latent
energy; hewas slow in forming opinions and
rarely expressed them, even when formed;
silently contemptuous of any innovation,
being well content with things as they are.

His jet-black hair was always brushed
back from his forehead in an immaculate
pompadour. No matter how hot the day,
or how strenuous his exertions, his hair—
even as his life—was always unruffled; al-
ways precise and well ordered.

It would perhaps have been sufficient, in
presenting the differences 'of these two men,
to have stated simply that one was a base-
ball enthusiast, while the other upheld the
glories of cricket.

There was little or nothing for them to do
at Mphoengs save to superintend the
natives, engaged daily in removing from the
landing ground the scrub bush which grew
up overnight. With the arrival of the first
plane, of course, they would have plenty of
work—the overhauling of the intricate
machinery—but in the meantime the days

passed very slowly.
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At other aerodromes the local chief would
have organized hunts in order that the
white men might be entertained, and no
honor would have been too great so show
them. But Mphoengs bitterly resented
their presence, believing them—as indeed
they were—a menace to his autocratic rule.
His people were ordered to hold no com-
munication with the white men, and, save
for the natives who worked on the landing
field—from whom Mphoengs extracted
tribute—Smithers and Young were com-
pletely isolated.

Young, having brought with him into
the “back of the beyond” a baseball bat,
several balls, and a pitcher's mitt—he was
a pitcher of repute in the old days—essayed
to initiate Smithers into the mysteries of the

But the Englishman would have none
of it.

“Really, old chap,” he drawled, “you
can't expect me to take any interest in that
footling game. It’s nothing more or less
than the game youngsters play at home.
Rounders, | think they call it.”

Indignant protestations rose to Young's
lips, but one look at the Englishman’s com-
placent expression showed him that further
words would be useless.  With a snort of
disgust he went out, and contented himself
with batting flys to the native laborers.
When that got too expensive—he paid one
cent for every fly caught—he pitched at a
tin can set on the stunp of a tree.

One day—a message had come through
that morning on the telephone that the
aeroplane vjould arrive on the following
day—Smithers joined him as he was resting
in the shade of a Mapani bush. Young was
perspiring freely; the temperature was hov-
ering around 116 degrees in the shade.

“l don't see why you want to chase
around in the sun like a bally lunatic,”
Smithers commented mildly.

He had just returned from a seven-mile
hike on the chance of “getting a pot at
acroc I”

“No. You wouldn't,” Young said briefly.

“But really. It's all so childish. Why
any one, with a good eye that is, could hit
the ball as you throw it. Now in cricket
the bowler puts a twist on the ball as it
leaves his hand, so, when it touches the
ground, it ‘breaks’ if you knowwhat | mean.
Goes off at a tangent, you know. Now that
kind of ball is hard to hit.”
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Smithers paused, breathless, and Young
stared at him in astonishment. It wes the
longest speech he had heard Smithers make.

“Say,” he exclaimed excitedly, “I'll bet
a month’'s pay that | can pitch you ten
balls in succession and you won't hit one
of them. Are you on?”

“Am | on? My dear man, it's too much
like highway robbery. Why give me a few
minutes to get used to the balance of this,”
he took the baseball bat in his hands, “and
I'll wager that | could hit every ball
that comes within hitting distance. Who
couldn’'t hit a straight ball with no break?”
he concluded scoffingly.

“Who said anything about a straight ball
with no ‘break,” as you call it, you poor
nut? Get behind the stunp of that tree and
look over a few of the balls | send up.
Unless your eyesight’'s on the blink, you'll
see more breaks than you ever dreamed of.”

“I'm too comfortable here,” Smithers
replied lazily. *“ Besides, you're only spoofin’
me. You can't ‘break’ a ball unless it hits
the ground first.

“1 wonder who that old josser is?’

Smithers pointed to agray bearded native
of portly build who happened to be passing.

As the two watched him he suddenly
knelt down behind the stump which had
been Young'starget.

“Wonder what he's doing?”

“l don't know. But look here,” said
Young, rising to his feet, “I’ll give you an
object lesson. Do you think | can hit that
nigger from here?”

“Not unless you throw a ‘yorker.” ”

“What do you nean? Yorker?”

“Oh, a high one that'll descend perpen-
dicularly behind the stunp. It’'sa ten to
one shat you'd nriss him even then.”

“Well, 1’'m going to hit him, and it won't
be a ‘yorker'.”

Young comnmenced to wind up.

“Take a look at that,” he cried as he
released the ball.

“You won't even hit the stump,” scoffed
Smithers.

But even as he spoke the ball—Young
had pitched an incurve—which had ap-
peared to be going wide of the stunp, broke
in sharply. The next moment an alarmed
yell proclaimed that Young had pitched
a “strike.”

The native, his hand caressing the injured
and prominent part of his anatomy, came
wrathfully from behind the stump, thus
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coming face to face with an old woman
whom the two white men had not previously
noticed.

The effect of the meeting between the two
was electrical. For a moment they stood
face to face, then, as by a mutual agree-
ment, turned and fled in opposite directions.

“Gosh! That was funny. What's it all
about, Smithers?”

“The old lady was his mother-in-law, |
imagine,” chuckled the Englishman, “and
it is part of their religion, you know, that
aman is forbidden to see his wife’s mother.”

“1 hope the old war horse isn't a big bug
upat the kraal. | sure did hurt his dignity.”

“You did more than that,” said Smithers,

sobering quickly. “You made him break
one of his religious laws.”
“Oh, forget it. 1’ll give him a big packet

of tobacco. That'll mend his dignity, and
salve his conscience.

“But say, did you notice that curve?”

“It was a bally fluke.”

JUST what started the quarrel that

night in the mess hut is hard to say.

In tropical countries the tempers

of men are a veritable powder-mine, needing

but the slightest touch to set them off.

Little faults are magnified when men's

nerves are on edge. Only a little while

before, a bloody fight had occurred when

one man construed a simple request to
“pass the salt,” into a deadly insult!

But whatever the cause, it was plainly
evident that Young and Smithers were at
“outs.”

Feelings and words ran high until, be-
cause they were both of the same bull-dog
breed, they decided to settle their differences
outside, in the light of the moon, with their
fists.

They had hardly left the hut, however,
when they were silently surrounded by
a party of armed warriors, who quickly
gagged and bound them securely.

Smithers, who understood and spoke the
language fluently, listened carefully, but
the warriors gave him no hint as to the
reason of their capture.

Indeed the whole thing was accomplished
in silence, and in silence the warriors car-
ried the two white men up the hill to the
kraal.

Entering a dirty, vermin infested hut, the
warriors tossed the two white men on to
a heap of rotten grass and left them.

The light of the moon, shining through a
hole in the roof, fell full upon the faces of
the two men as they sprawed side by side.
It seemed as though the events of the past
few minutes had but served to accentuate
their anger. Each struggled with the ropes
which bound him; not so much in the hope
of escape, as in eagerness to finish what wes
started down in the mess-hut.

Finally, realizing that there was no hope
of freeing thenselves, they gave up their
struggles. Eyes flashed messages of hate
and dire threats.

Suddenly the light of anger vanished from
Young's face and he shook with laughter.

Bewilderment showed in the face of
Smithers; then he, too, began to laugh.

After a little while they slept.

THE following morning they were
carried, still bound and gagged,
before the Chief.

Mphoengs was a gross, fat man. His
eyes continually twinkled with evil cunning.
The smile on his face was belied by the cruel
set of his mouth.

At his right hand sat the portly stranger
who had served as a target for Young the
previous day. The Chief's bodyguard lined
the Council place.

“Remove the gags,” Mphoengs ordered,
“that | may talk with my friends, the white
men; and they with me.”

“What would you do with us?’ Smithers
demanded as soon as he was able to speak.

“What would | do with you?” Mphoengs
answered in a tone of mild surprize. “Say
rather, what have you done to us?’

“We have obeyed thy wishes in all things,
O Chief. Not once, until now brought here
by the warriors, have we set foot in thy
kraal. Neither have we sought to hold
speech with thy people.”

“S0? Then our feeling toward you
should be one of friendship, instead of hate.
Yet we would listen to what Mopa, the
Dread Lord of Life and Death, has to say
concerning you.”

As the portly stranger rose to his feet the
two white men noticed that he wore the
necklace of snakes' fangs and human teeth,
proclaiming that he was a Witch Doctor of
repute.

“What did | say, O people of Mphoengs,”
he cried in a high, piping voice, “when the
firstwhite men care hither with their cursed
wonder workings? Said | not that evil
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would befall this kraal and that the hut of
Mphoengs, the Chief, would be shaken at
its foundations?”

“Aye, 0 Mopa,” answered the warriors in
amighty chorus. “Sowe recall thy words.”

“1 did wrong to doubt thee, O Mopa,”
Mphoengs interjected.

“Truly thou did'st a great wrong, O Fat
One,” screamed Mopa turning on the Chief.

“For the sake of gain thou did'st listen to
the words of the white men, turning thy
back on the traditions, and a deaf ear unto
my warnings. And so in disgust | went
away from this place, leaving you to pay the
price of folly.

“When | return once again to dwell
among ye, what do | find? That ye have
swalloned the lies of the white men, who
have told you that they command the
Spirits; that they can fly through the air.
Long have these white men dwelt near to
you; but, say now, has any one seen this
wonder working?”

“This day shall the people of the kraal see
that wonder,” said Smithers.

“Lies,” Mopa blazed fiercely. “It were
better for you, white man, that you keep
silence, lest a red hot spear deprive you of

“Heed e, ye people,” the Witch Doctor
continued. “Have ye been told of the wick-
edness of these twain toward me—the
Mouthpiece of the Spirits?”

“Nay, it is not known to us. Tell us, O
Mighty One.”

“But yesterday it was,” cried Mopa,
“just before the setting of the sun. | sud-
denly beheld the form of the ‘unmention-
able,” my wife’s mother, approaching. Lest
I come face to face with her, and thus incur
the anger of the Spirits, | hid behind a tree
as customordains.  Then these wicked ones,
by casting a spirit of evil at me—right here
it entered—caused me to commit the great
sin; aye, caused me to gaze upon the coun-
tenance of her who must not be seen.”

“Death only can avenge thee, O Mopa,”
shouted one of the warriors, and at his
words the others appealed to Mphoengs:

“Say the word, O Chief,” they pleaded,
“and we will bury our spears in the bodies of
these jackals.”

Mphoengs, anevil smile'of satisfaction on
his face, watched them for a while, then,
turning to Mopa, conversed with the Witch
Doctor in low tones.

“It’s all my fault,” groaned Young, as
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Smithers quickly explained their predica-
ment. “But if | could get rid of these— —=

He strained at the ropes which bound
him

He broke suddenly into a chuckle.

“1 sure did hurt the old boy's dignity.
But wasn't it a dandy curve, just the same?”

“A bally fluke,” Smithers replied shortly.
“What |I'm worrying about is how to get
out of this mess.”

“Do you think they mean business?’

“ 'Fraid so. Mphoengs has never been
cordial, you know, and now, with Mopa
to back him up, there’'s no telling how far

he’ll go.”

“ I wish | could speak the lingo.
I’d bluff him out of any intention he has of
killing us. Why don't you try it?”

“That's just what |’'m going to do—but
I'm afraid it will be useless.

“Mphoengs!” Smithers raised his voice
in an appeal for a hearing.

Mphoengs looked at him with a con-
temptuous smile—

“Say on, white man.”

“That which befell Mopa yesterday was
Nno magic; neither did we seek to compel him
to commit the grievous fault. 1t was an act
of folly, without doubt, but not a deed of
evil.”

“Bah!” Mopa interrupted angrily. “The
tree was betwixt me and you, and yet the
‘thing’ hit me. Was not that magic?”

“It was but a game—a child's game.”

“1t was magic, | say—evil magic. Even
so, am I, Mopa, a child?”

“Hast anything further to say?” asked
Mphoengs softly.

“1 would warn thee, O Chief, to take care
how you act concerning us.”

“Dost threaten me?”

“Nay. | only bid thee remember that
this day comes the giant bird bearing men
on its back. Those men will hold thee to
a strict accounting should any evil come
nigh unto us.”

Mphoengs turned to Mopa. His attitude
was one of indecision; he had not forgotten
the “monsters” and the burning of his hut.

“What sayest thou, O Mopa?”

“Thou art indeed bewitched, O Fat One,”
cried the Witch Doctor. “Why else shouldst
thou be troubled in thy mind regarding the
threats of these liars? Are white nmen
Spirits that they should have the power to
fly through the air? Nay. We know them
to be but nmen, performing all the natural
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functions of men. They are crafty and pos-
sessed of low cunning.  Seeing the wealth of
this land, they desire to take it unto them-
selves. It is to that end they work evil.

“Ye failed that other time when ye went
against them because the Spirits were not
with ye; but now word hath come to me
from the Great Ones—and | am not their
mouthpiece?—that only the death of these
twain can save the kraal from becoming a
place of desolation.

“1 leave ye at this time to go to my own
place; there to commune with the Spirits.
If ye fail in this, rest assured that evil will
fall upon ye.”

A deep silence followed the withdrawal of
Mopa from the Council Place, and Smithers’
attempts to speak again were frustrated
by the warrior guards who stood beside him.

“Tular” they commanded fiercely. “Hold
thy tongue, white man, until the Chief bids
thee speak.”

“l grieve for ye, white men,” said
Mphoengs suddenly, “and so will endeavor
to make thy passage into the land of the
Spirits an easy one.”

“Then thou art determined on this course
of folly?”

“Folly? Nay, it is no folly to appease the
Mighty Ores. But, before ye go, | would
know more about that game which ‘he-
whaose - hair - is - of - the - color - of - flarmes’
plays.”

Smithers turned to Young with a comical
expression of dismay.

“What is it?” Young asked.

“He wants to know all about that fool
game of yours.”

“Well, tell him. Tell him the whole his-
tory of thegame. It’ll take time, and longer
still to explain all the fine points. Before
we're through the plane may arrive.”

“That's a good thought, old chap. But
| hate having to translate all that bally rot,
and how the deuce I'm going to translate
‘skating home' is beyond me.”

“Sliding home, you poor nut. First of
all, tell him----

TWO hours later the two white men
were escorted to the landing field,
and Young bound securely to the

stump of a tree.
“Now we shall see,” said Mphoengs with
a smile, “how this game is played. You,
white man, shall take the bat and try to hit
the ball when my warriors throw it at the
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other white man. It will afford us great
sport. | pray to the Spirits that thy eye is
not over sharp, for it is my purpose that you
will stand directly before that other white
man, so, should you fail to hit the ball, the
ball will hit him.”

-“That I will not do, Mphoengs.”

“No? Then | must seek another way to
amuse my people. | have heard it said that
the cutting off of a man’sfingers, one by one,
is not without a certain amount of pain.
Should that fail to amuse, there are doubt-
less other ways.”

“What are you talking about?” Young de-
manded.

Smithers told him briefly of the Chief's
delectable plan to afford amusement for the
warriors.

“Well? What are.you jawing about?
Go to it.”

“But suppose | miss?’

“Thought you wanted to bet me that you
could hit every ball | pitched to you? These
niggers aren't likely to throw cunves.
Nothing but just straight balls. It's a
chance. Try to knock the ball out of the
lot so that they'll waste a lot of time looking
for it. Anything to gain time.”

“We are waiting, white men,” called
Mphoengs.

“What comes after thou art weary of this
game, O Chief?”

“A quick and merciful death. That I
promise.”

Smithers hesitated a moment,

“l am ready,” he said finally, and took
his stand before Young.

A burly warrior stepped to the worn place
which marked the “pitcher's box” and
hurled the ball with all his force at Young.

Smithers lashed wildly, but the ball was
wide and high.

“You're swinging like a gate,” scoffed
Young. “Strike one!”

While they were waiting for the ball to
be retrieved, Young chatted away as merri-
ly as though he were on the coaching line
back hone.

“He's got nothing, Smithers,” he said.
“A fast ball, and no control. Wait him out
and pickle the good 'uns.”

The next ball Smithers let go by. The
next he saw was in a direct line for Young's
waist and, as he really had a good eye—
a fellow with poor eyesight doesn't lead his
county cricket “batting averages”—met it
squarely with the bat.
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“A three-bagger,” shouted Young. “Ata-
boy! Now we're getting to him.”

Another warrior now took the ball and,
with an under-arm motion, lobbed the ball
up slowdy.

Smithers mistimed it and the ball hit
Young in the chest—a fact which was hailed
with shouts of approval.

“Sorry, old man. | hit at that one too
soon.”

“Of course you did. Don't try to kill the
slow ones. Take a shorter grip on the bat
and bunt 'em.”

“How do you mean, bunt?”

But before Young could explain, the war-
rior “pitched” again. This time it was low
and Smithers, using the bat as he would
a cricket bat, drove the ball straight back at
the pitcher and, hitting him on the shins,
incapacitated him for further action.

“Is that a bunt?”

“—— nol That's a new one on me.”

From now on the warriors were changed
frequently, and Smithers greeted them all
with the same lack of respect.

“1 fancy 1'm doing this rather neatly,”
said Smithers with a chuckle. “This game
is child's play.”

“1 wish | were pitching to you, 1'd soon
have you singing another ture. But you're
doing fine. If you'd only shorten your
swing | could sleep peacefully. As it is,
I 'm afraid of a foul tip.”

There was a stir among the warriors as
one of the natives who had been working on
the landing-field requested Mphoengs that
he be allowed to “play the game.”

“We're in for it now,” groaned Young.
“1 taught this nigger how to throw a curve.
I—r|]e’s|z|a natural born pitcher and has a drop
that'll-—- "

“Oh, they all look alike to me,” said
Smithers airily.

“Watch 'em dose,- and for the love of
Pete try to hold out a little longer. 1 think
| heard the plane just now.”

“So did I. She must be flying high
though. Where shall | place this one?’”

The ball was coming at a medium pace
toward him, shoulder high, and he swung
his bat to meet it. It dropped sharply how-
ever just before it reached him, and struck
Young on the kree.

“Strike,” growled Young. “That wes a
drop, Smithers. Did you natice it?”

Smithers did not answer. He was waiting
with compressed lips for the next delivery.
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When it cane it seemed to be going wide
of the mark, and he made no effort to reach
it. He was greatly amazed, therefore, to see
it curve in and strike Young full in the chest.

“Strike two,” said Young when he was
through cursing. “That was a curve. Not
So0-——- easy after all, is it?”

Smithers picked up the ball and exam-
ined it closely.

“How did he do it?”

“Why he— Listen!
plane?”

A tiny speck was visible in the deep blue
of the sky; the low drone of a powerful
engine cane to the ears of the two men.

The natives, gathered around the loudly
vaunting “pitcher,” were as yet unaware of
the coming of the plare.

“Throw back the ball,” the pitcher cried
boastfully. “This time, white man, it shall
strike thy head.”

Smithers threw the ball with all his might
into the air.

Up and up it went, then the natives, fol-
lowing its flight, saw the swiftly swooping
airplane.

To their superstitious minds it seened as
though the ball had, by the power of the
white man’'smagic, beenturned into thisfear-
SONE, roaring bird. As one man they fell to
the ground and hid their faces in their hands.

Isn't that the

PN THE airplane had departed. The
iIQSK people of Mphoengs were returning

to their kraals, talking excitedly of
the wonders they had been permitted to
Witness.

They were sure now of the “oneness of
the white men with the Spirits.” No longer
would Mphoengs hold the fear of death
over them. He and Mopa had been utterly
discredited, and for the first time in many
years, the prople of the kraals were really
care-free and happy. Nor did they forget
to honor the white men who had been instru-
mental in effecting their release.

Young and Smithers were the recipients of
nuerous gifts, and their huts were crowded
with leopard skins, assagais, fruits, tom-
toms, and trophies of the chase. Even the
Chief and the Witch Doctor had brought
presents seeking to win their favor.

“If you want to finish that argument we
started the other night, Smithers,” said
Young rather half-heartedly, “1’'m game.”

“Not on your life,” replied the other.
“Let’'sgo out and play ball.”



PETER PAN'S PEBBLE
6y MARY GAIIAJT

IS FAR as the eye could see was
nothing but plain; nothing broke
the monotony save a clump of
salt-bush here and there, look-

ing in the rarefied desert air larger than it
really was, plain and sky, sky and plain,
and overhead the sun pouring down re-
lentlessly and for shelter the two men had
a small rock washed there perhaps in some
primeval flood, a rock so small as hardly
to be naticeable in another place but here
a great landmark in the surrounding
Australian plain.

“This must be Peter Pan's Pebble, |
suppose,” said the European, shading his
eyes from the glare and looking around
him hopelessly. “Lalor’s is eighty miles
to the north.”

“It would be all the samre to me,” said
his companion in a curiously soft and re-
fined voice, “if it were eight hundred.”

Rutley turned on him almost savagely.

“Eighty miles is a mere nothing, Lee
Moon.”

“A mere nothing, is it? ] ought to hold
out. The Mongolian is supposed to have
endurance, but the last few weeks have
been too much for me. | think I'll stay
here. You push on to Lalor's You can
send back for me and if the crons haven't
found me out-———-"

Rutley looked at his water-bag. The
top was already dry and hard. There was

still water at the bottom. He held it up
without a word and the other man pro-
duced his.

“Empty,” hesaid. “Oh my Irish and im-
provident mother! Now a man of my
father's race—but there, what's the good of
moralizing on the ineptitude of the mon-
grel. | believe it is generally allowed that
the Eurasian has the faults of both parents,
and | ----"

“One thing I'll swear you've got and
always did have and | suppose always
will,” said Rutley almost angrily; “the
deliberation of the Oriental. Who but a
blooming man from the East would sit
there moralizing with eighty miles of desert
to cross and about half a pint of water
between us.”

“You have the half-pint of water,” said
Lee Moon with a whimsical little smile
that perhaps came from his Irish mother.
“I have the shadow of Peter Pan’'s Pebble,
the shadow of a great rock in a weary land.
Go on, old man. You always were im-
patient at school, | remember.”

“And my impatience and your delibera-
tion have brought us to exactly the same
spot,” said Rutley. “Can't you go on,
Terence?”

“Adam,” said the other quietly, “drop
that silly name. | am Lee Moon, son of
my father, son of the oldest race on earth.
I amgoing to die and | ama Chinese.”

D0
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He sat on the ground propped up against
the rock. He had taken off his soft billy-
cock hat and his straight black hair lay
flat on his forehead. His narrow eyes
gazed out over the plain quivering in the
heat haze.

The big Australian standing beside him
was a great contrast. They were both
lean, brownn men but Rutley's eyes were
blue and full, rather deep-set and with
heavily fringed dark lashes, the eyes of a
man who dwelt in a glaring light; his face
in spite of its leanness had the rounded
contour of the Anglo-Saxon and though
the lips that showed under the mustache
were kindly, even the week's growth of
beard could not hide the strength and
firmness of his jaw.

He looked down at the man at his feet
with alittle wonder. At the point of death,
for if he stayed the chances were against
him, to insist on his nationality—the nation-
ality of the despised Chinaman! At school
his liking for Terence Lee Moon had with-
stood the cruel contempt of the average
Australian schoolboy for the Oriental and
here in western Australia on the gold-
fields it had even withstood the fiercer
contempt of the Australian digger. He
was pals with a Chinaman, but hitherto
they had ignored the fact. Now it was
being gloried in.

“Chinese or Irish, you are not going to die
if I can help it,” he said roughly. *“Look
here, Lee Moon, there must be water some-
where between here and Lalor’s; even if
there isn't | can do it and we'll be back to
help you in next to no time. It isn't as
if we were lost. Peter Pan’'s Pebble is
a perfectly well-knomn landmark. The
sooner | start the soorner I'll be back
I’'m going now.”

He dropped his water-bag and turned as
if he would have started on his journey
there and then.

The other caught hold of him by the
trousers.

“Stop a moment. A little of the delib-
eration of the Oriental comes in here.
You may pull through but | doubt very
much whether | can stick it till you come
back. 1'm so tired 1'd rather die than at-
tempt the walk. Oh, | mean it. Spare
an old chum three or four minutes even if
he is a Chinaman.”

“You're not going to die.”

“That rests on the knees of the gods.  If

my salvation depends on my own exertions
| certainly am But what matter? Your
people and mine look at life differently.
If I diel die. It’'s neither here nor there.
One mongrel less in the world, and | do
not approve of mongrels. My father,
honest man, counted me all Chinese. The
men of our race do not consider the wormen
they use, a son is all they want, and a son
hegot. But the worman counts for all that.
I am going to die because of my lIrish
mother, but because of the Chinaman in
me | do not want to weste. Look here,
Adam.”

He unfastened a little purse in his leather
belt and held out his open hand to Rutley.
On it lay a store, a deep red stone and
Adam bending over saw the sunlight
caught in the depths of a great ruby.

“Why it’'s worth thousands,” he cried in
astonishnent.

“Man, it would not buy you a cup of
water.”

“How did you conre by it?”

“Toolamunga. There are buckets of
them there if you know where to look, but
it wouldn't do to flood the market, so |
said nothing. | thought we'd wait till we
had a chance to visit Sydney or Melbourne
and get up a syndicate.”

The other made an impatient movement
and he stopped him

“Oh no, it's quite safe. They'll wait
there till you go for them. Possibly this
is extra large, but there are plenty. Talk
about the ruby mines of Burmah! Here
take it, take it.”

“But Terence-— "

“Now go, my friend. Whether | live or
die you shall have the secret. Now go, go.”

Adam hesitated. Wealth, unbounded
wealth in prospect, in his hand and around
them the desolate plain. He looked at the
quivering heat haze, looked at the impas-
sive face of his friend, at the narrow eyelids
closing over the narrow eyes and wondered
that he had never noticed the sadress in it
before. Now he came to think of it the
sadness had always been there.

“Lee Moon,” he said suddenly, “I'm
going because 1 don't know what else to
do, but hold on, old man. I'll be back as
soon as ever | can.” He shook the other’s
hand, snatched up the empty water-bag
and turned away.

The man on the ground half rose as if
he would stop him, then dropped back again.
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“The ruby has bought me just one cup
of water,” said he.

Rutley stopped dead and looked over his
shoulder.

“No,” he said, “no, you should have had
the water.”

“My friend, | accept the sacrifice,” said
the Chinaman and dropping back wearily
into the shadow of the rock he watched the
other man grow slowly smaller on the great
plain.

----- 'RUTH HAYES ons;dering
her fireplace. Lighting the fire
with the thermometer at 90° in the

shade and never a hint of moisture in the
air was, of course, easy enough, but Biscuit
Joe had promised her a more convenient
fireplace than the three lumps of clay she
had used for some time.  There was always
some one on hand to help the only woman
on Lalor's. She was wont to laugh with
her brother at the way her fortune was
coming true.

She had wanted to travel and a fortune-
teller had once predicted she would travel
over sea and desert. It had sounded just
what she wanted and had come true to the
very letter. From Sydney to Perth she
had gone by sea half round the continent in
an uncomfortable little coasting steamer
and from Perth she had come across the
interminable plain to Lalor's—the place
that its residents declared God had for-
gotten.

“My fortune is like the freakish gifts of a
goblin,” she used to laugh. “She said |
should live in the greatest palace in the city
and listen to the most lovely music.”

“You're ungrateful,” said Reuben,
“You've the best gramophone on the field
and if this isn't a palace | don’'t know what
is. Who else has bags on the roof to keep
the place cool?”

“Two rooms—of Hessian—and a lean-to.”

It was a fact that Lalor’s, fearing neither
cold nor wet was built on the sinplest of
plans. Any man wanting a house put
four poles in the earth as nearly square as
he could, mounted a corrugated iron roof
upon them and for walls wound Hessian
round them, and Hessian, as no Australian
needs be told, is the very flimsiest sort of
sacking.

“And my husband,” she went on mock-
ingly; “there is always a husband in a girl's
fortune, is to come out of the jaws of death
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bearing great wealth in his hands. | am
really curious to see that translated into the
terms of two roons and a lean-to.”

“You're not properly thankful for your
good luck,” said Reuben preparing to take
his departure for the store he and Bon
Harcourt were working between them as
more profitable than digging. “Most of
the nmen grovel in a way that makes me
ashamed of you and look at poor old Bis-
cuit slaving when no one else is handy.”

Biscuit Joe approached with a rusted
kerasene tin in his hands.

“Now, missie, have you such a thing as a
little kerosene? For | haven't a drain,
though upon my word 1'd like to ablige
you. But if you have we'll have a chim-
ney up in a jiff, a chimney fit for a queen.”

She laughed and pointed to the can stand-
ing just inside the door, dr rather the place
where the door should have been in the
greatest palace in the city.

He poured a little into the old tin,
dropped in a lighted match and ran to her
side. There was a pause, a puff of smoke,
a startling little explosion and the tin which
had been like a square bucket lay in a flat
jagged square on the ground.

Ruth jumped and Joe laughed.

“Lord bless me!  You don't mean to tell
me you never flattened out a tin before.
Now you see we can fix that fireplace of
yours.”

While he was fixing it Ruth stood out-
side her house which was on the outskirts
and looked away over the gray plain with
the hard blue sky arched overhead. Far,
far away wes that sky. Looking up, she
looked into translucent depths and even
though the heat rose up from the ground
and snmote her the beauty of those far
depths absorbed her. She brought down
her eyes to the old man in patched trousers
so thoughtfully fixing her fireplace. She
glanced inside the little house.

The table fixed on four small stakes em-
bedded in the ground—for noman at Lalor’s
had as yet been such a Sybarite as to de-
sire a floor—still held the remains of break-
fast and presently she would clear it away.
Her fortune had promised her the best
servants in the world, and she had come to
the conclusion that her own hands answered
that description. Lalor'swas loud in praise
of her housekeeping. She declared Lalor’s
kept Reuben in a properly chastened state.
It made sure he should appreciate his
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sister. Well, after all, she was happy.
If it was hot the air was like champagne
and she had a great sense of well-being.
Need a woman, even a good-looking young
woman, ask more?

Her eyes wandered again to the horizon.
Nothing, nothing larger than a clump of
salt-bush in the whole wide semi-circle, not
a beast, not a bird, not a=—=—

“Why—why—what is that?”

She had looked so often for the last
month and had expected to see nothing
and now there was something, a curious
little black speck that might have been a
dog. Every now and then it rose into an
upright position and then it fell forward
again on all fours and lay still in the empty
sky apparently supported by nothing.

Ruth’'s astonishment was expressed in
her stammering question and the man at
her feet rose up and shaded hiseyes. Then
he too saw it and in a moment the fireplace
was forgotten. He grasped the situation
and the need for haste.

“Lost man,” said he. “ Jeehasphat!
He's reached the limit! Now | wonder
if Bon's stinker’s in going order.”

And without another word he had
abandoned building operations and was
racing to the store to suggest to sone one
stronger than he the desirability of setting
out on the storekeeper’'s motorcycle.

But it was not a going concern just at
that moment and at Lalor’'s there was no
feed for horses. But in three minutes all
who were not below earth were streaming
out over the plain to the southmest and
Ruth at the tail end was calling to her
brother:

“Bring him here, Reuben, bring him
here and let us do what we can for him
I'll have hot water.”

But he was miles away. She hardly
realized at first the distance one can see
in the clear dry air of Australia’s plains.
The water was hot and cooling and she
could see still the men of Lalor's tailing
out over the plain, painfully climbing, so
it seermed to her, to the rim of the horizon.
Little black spots they were now and sone
of them were returning.

At another arc of the wide circle more to
the north the camel carts from Kirkham's
camre into sight, the canels stepping
solemnly in empty space and drawing the
laden carts after them also in empty space.
Then they disappeared and she gasped
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and Biscuit Joe, wiping his damp forehead
and leaning on a broken-down bundle
of rusty iron he called a push bike, explained
that the plain rose and fell in ridges hardly
perceptible. Presently she would see the
carts on the sound earth and one of the
boys would get one of them to bring in the
lost beggar. He'd given up. It was too
far for him, and he rubbed his shirt sleeve
again across his forehead.

“Bless you, missie, he's a long ways off—
longer'n you realize.”

She went in then and sat down in the
shade, sheltered from the glare; but two
camel carts came in and went to the store,
and the sun had reached his meridian and
was pouring down his fiercest unshaded
rays on the little mining township when
she heard talking and shouting. Beside
a creaking camel cart walked her brother
and his partner and the Afghan driver.
There was sone one in the cart, some one
inert and helpless.

“Will he get well?” she asked excitedly.
“Are you bringing him here?”

But Reuben only nodded toward the store.

“We're taking him to Bon's.”

“But if 1 could help-—-"

“My dear young lady,” said Bon Har-
court somewhat superciliously, “he’'s a
blooming Chinaman.”

“Besides,” said Reuben shortly, “he's
dead.”

RUTLEY walked steadily on. His

swag was strapped across his shoul-

der, his billy slung to the strap and
his water-bag, Lee Moon's empty water-
bag,he carried in hishand. Small chance had
he, he knew, of filling it before he reached
Lalor's, but if there were a thousandth
part of a chance that water-bag might nake
all the difference to him And eighty
miles to go. Tucker—yes he had a little
flour and a little salt meat—salt meat, he
laughed grimly, and debated whether it
would not be well to lighten the load of all
but his blankets. Even of those he would
not have much need; and that eighty miles
would take every ounce of strength he
possessed. He looked up into the far
away translucent sky, the sky that went
away into infinity and he did not under-
rate that task he had undertaken—nay
that had been thrust upon him Eighty
miles to go—eighty miles to go, his feet
marched to it, eighty miles without a drop
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of water in the burning heat, eighty miles
to be tramped, or cramed, or got over
somehow with the knowledge that if he did
not accomplish it, not only he must die but
the man waiting there under the shadow
of the rock.

Adam wondered that he had been con-
tent to stay there—to stay there dying.
There had been an infinite weariness in
his face and he seemed to realize now as
he had not done before that every move-
ment had been a terrible effort to his mate
for days. He was glad to rest even if the
resting might mean death.

Certainly luck had been against them of
late. At the bottom of his heart, he,
Adam, had had a faint uneasy idea it was
because he had had a Chinaman for a mate.
That made the others among whom he
found himself look askance at him but it
did not explain their extreme ill luck at
the opal mines at Toolamunga.

But had they been unlucky?

He took out the ruby and stood for a
moment looking at it and the brilliant
shadeless sunlight was caught in every
facet and reflected blood-red on the palm
of hishand. A beautiful thing, a stone such
as Eastern princes wore in their turbans,
a stone to give wealth, or at least sufficient
to both his Chinese mate and himself.
And Lee Moon declared there were more
where that cane from; thousands, enough
to flood the market and make this beautiful
thing of little value.

And then he remembered stores like this
were not found in their natural state.
How had—oh of course, how often he had

ecaught Lee Moon working at something,
something he had put in his pocket as of
no account the moment his mate came upon
the scere. He had wondered a little but
not much. He had been too troubled at
their persistent ill luck, had been irked at
his mate’s Oriental apathy—and after all
he had not been apathetic.

But he had been too deliberate as usual.
Would a Chinaman never learn the value
of time? Had he but disclosed his find,
say to the resident magistrate there had

" been no need to leave Toolamunga on foot,
no need to fling themselves into the wide
desert of the plains at mid-Summer, no
need to tramp to Kirkham's. They might
have raised fairly comfortable or at least
safe transport, they might-—-

But what was the good of thinking of
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what might have been? He was here with
a king's ransom wrapped in a rag and
stowed inside his belt.  After all one didn't
go much on kings these times. Here was
Karl of Austria just come to grief for a
second time and he, Adam Rutley——

But he would not give it voice. Dying
of thirst? Not the least danger of such a
thing. He would reach Lalor's  He would
save the man he had left sheltering under
Peter Pan’s Pebble.

It was no good rushing it. His natural
desire was to race on, away from this
shadeless desert, this intolerable heat and
glare but he checked his steps. Eighty
miles to go and a man who did thirty
miles a day with plenty of food and water
did well. A man who was driven could
do no nore. Two days and a half without
food and water, two days, two days--—-

He looked ahead. Nothing but the sky
and the land rising up to it; land covered
with scant herbage, salt-bush, just a tuft
here and there, dried and withered with
the continued drought. He would not
count, he would not think, or if he must
think, he would think only of the good
times that were coming when they de-
veloped the ruby mines of Toolamunga.

And so he tramped on and on and on and
the shadow that had been behind him
came slowly round across the dusty earth
and the withered bunches of salt-bush ftill
it stretched away toward the east. That
shadow gave him an intolerable sensation
of loreliness. It emphasized as nothing
else could the enptiness of the land. He
looked under the rim of his soft billycock
hat through his shading fingers at the
blazing orb of light that hung just above
the horizon in a sky white with heat but
cloudless and the long beams of golden
light came stretching right up to his eyes.
Between him and that sun was nothing—
nothing but the illimitable plain, gray
beside him and blue in the far distance.

But the sun was sinking. Already the
power of his rays was abated. The night
was coming. How far had he gone? Out
of sight of Peter Pan’s Pebble? He looked
behind him and he could have cried aloud
with the bitterness of the disappointment.
It was there, there still. And then he
sighted a sigh of intense relief. A strip of
blue sky, blue with the softened greenish
blueness of the deepening evening was
around all the rock. It hung in mid-air.
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He knew the mirage. It was a kindly
thing this evening showing him the place
he had left, reminding him he was not
alone in a dead world.  Here was company
for his loreliness. The man who had been
a good mate was there and for his sake if
not for his own he must reach Lalor’s.

And then he felt he was weary, too weary
to go on. He was thirsty—but no, he

dared not think of that and he sat down
on the ground and took off his boots and
socks and gently chafed his legs.

He felt as if red-hot wires were stretching
from his thighs through his calves down to
his ankdes* But after all that was nothing;
most men who tramped suffered so when
they had to put on a little extra pressure.

He would take every precaution. He
would order his way as a man who had
absolutely nothing at stake might order it.
And as he sat sidewise to the sinking sun
his shadow stretched out grotesquely on
the earth beside him, and he thought fanci-
fully what a pity it was that the only bit
of shadow in all the wide universe should
be wasted. What would he not have
given for a patch of shade like that? And
there it was close beside him and he could
not make use of it.

The sun slipped below the horizon and
his golden rays stretched outward and up-
ward like an outspread fan, gold against
a blood-red sky, the background faded to
purple. And then the darkness cane
with a pleasant coolness and a faint baby
breeze that caressed his cheek and the
glorious stars of the southern hemisphere
were above him looking down at him
protectingly.

He opened his flour bag—useless—use-
less. He scooped a hole for his hip-joint in
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the loose earth and he slept uneasily be-
cause his old wound was beginning to ache
and his throat was dry, and do what he
would he could not but think of pleasant
water-holes fringed with green growing
fern and sedge; of the water lapping round
his feet as he stepped in, of the soft gurgle
as it washed against the stones.

But when he stooped to drink, just as
it was at his lips he wakened, only to doze
again and see 1t leaping down high cliffs in
great waterfalls that swept all before them,
oceans of water, laving his feet but never
never rising to his lips. The water tor-
mented him He desired it so intensely
and he had but to close his eyes and he
could feel it against his bare feet, but the
moment he tried to drink he was feverishly
awake with the stars that were like brilliant
cut diamonds looking down at him

It wes the cool air against his bare feet
that made him dream.  And he had hoped
it would refresh him He urwwrapped his
swag and covered them with his blankets
and then it was as if a burning, fiery fever
had seized upon him The dryness in his
throat grewworse, and he uncovered them
again and dozed uneasily, and when at last
by the light of a match his wrist-watch
told him it was midnight and he had been
struggling with sleep for four hours he rose
up, and though his feet were as dead weight
and the sinews in his legs were strained
worse than ever, he looked up at the stars,
found the Southern Cross, turmed his back
upon it, chose a star and went straight
ahead.

A long night, a weary long night. He
feared the day and yet he longed for it, for
when the day came he would be half-way
to Lalors He was walking, actually
walking at the rate of three miles an hour,
of that he was sure and three miles an hour
for thirteen hours would be close on forty
miles.

But no, of course he had not gone forty
miles because he had rested at intervals.
He had had to rest,but at least he had broken
the back of the journey. The thought
heartened him It took the bitterness
and the fear out of the dreadful samreness.
There was nothing to mark how he was
getting on but because he kept that star
ahead, making due allowance as a wise
bushman for its moverment in the heavens,
he knew in spite of thirst, in spite of intense
weariness, a weariness that every now and
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then made him pause and lie flat on his back
with his arns stretched out and his eyes
gazing up into the far away sky, he knew he
was getting on, widening the distance be-
tween hinself and the lonely rock.

He could not lie long though; each time
he rose it was nmore difficult. 1t was agony
at first to put his feet to the ground, but he
always got up and went on because he
must make the most of the cool night.
When the day came and he had been with-
out water for four and twenty hours he
dreaded to think what his sufferings would
be. Only he comforted himself, he would
be nearer his goal.

He was far, far better off than Lee Moon,
ill and weary and eighty miles from the
nearest water. That one thought heart-
ened him through everything. Each pain-
ful step was taking him nearer safety for
them both. And he wondered now that
he had ever worried over his ill luck; had
ever complained because at nine and twenty
with all his education and all his work he
had found himself in no better situation
than the other diggers round him He
had always had plenty of water to drink;
he had been able to sleep peacefully at
night. Why had he not been content?

He was lying resting when a lightening
in the sky made him tumn his face to the
East. Yes, the day was coming, coming
swiftly, as it always seens to do in those
latitudes and he struggled to his feet again
determined to go as far as he could before
the great heat was upon him

After all what had he to fear? Not
death? He had faced death at Gallipoli
scrambling up the heights at Cape Hellas.
His comrades had fallen around him like
flies but he had gone on, on and on till a
piece of shraprel in the hip had brought
him to the ground and finished his military
career. They had said he would die, and
then that he would go on crutches all his
days, and then that he would be lame all
his life and yet after all he had got off with
a slight limp.

How he had walked the last few weeks!
How he had walked this last day and
night!  If he had known in those miserable
days when he feared to lose his leg that he
would ever again walk like this how thank-
ful he would have been. It heartened him
to think of those tribulations safely passed
and now even after all this walking, this
privation, his hip only hurt him a little,

so little it was hardly worth mentioning.

Two days' thirst with safety at the end—
why it was nothing to a man who had
lain out for thirty-six hours on a battle-
field; who had endured the excruciating
agony of being carried in haste to an am-
bulance over the rough and stony ground;
who had spent days and nights of wearying
pain, dreading—dreading mutilation and
disfigurement. This test of endurance was
just nothing.

Peter Pan’s Pebble was gone now. He
was alone on the great plain and nothing
was in sight to break the monotony. The
next thing would be the poppet heads of
Lalor's They said there were three claims
with poppet heads now, so had Lalor's
gron. He looked ahead, but not yet—
not yet, it was too soon. Tonight? No,
but certainly tomorrow. And yesterday
they had been two days off.

The hours that stretched behind him
seeired long.  Almost it seemed in another
world he had parted from Lee Moon and
the hours ahead—he darednot measurethem
by the hours that lay behind. Sky and
withered salt-bush and blazing heat, the air
quivering with it and not a thing moving
but his shadow crawling along beside him
humped and bent and moving back and
back as if it were ashamied of being so
useless.

Was he a bent limping old man like
that? He laughed a little, a choked sort
of laugh for his lips were dry, there was no
saliva in his mouth, his tongue felt as if it
had swollen and then dried too large for
his mouth and he had to walk bent because
it eased a little the pain in his hip. An old
pain, but a fraction of the agony he used
to suffer there in the first months after his
wound, but it eased him to walk so and
there was no one to, see, no one but the
Crows.

Why, of course, there were crons. He
had noticed them before. Handsome, big
blue-black fellows. After all then there
was water somewhere on this plain for at
Peter Pan’sPebble there had been no crows.
Lee Moon had spoken of them finding him
out, but he was not in straits yet. He did
not need to fear the crows.

He told himself that again and again,
for the crows followed him and when he
sat down to rest they formed a ring round
him, twenty, no he counted thirty. That
ring of crons made him uneasy. Not that



Peter Pan’s Pebble

he feared them but he hated to think of
them at his back where he could not see
them. He shooed them off and laid down
on his face to guard his eyes from the fierce
sunshire and he would have dozed a little
with his forehead on his arms, but he
looked again first and the crows were
making their ring narrower.

They one another aside like
children at a show. He drove them away
and the whirr of their wings and their
solemn caws broke the deadly stillness with
a certain sinister sound. But they did not
go far. They would not leave him

No, he could not rest. He got up again
though his wounded leg was all one cruel
ache now and he stumbled on and the
crons came too and he heard his own
cracked voice shouting at them and he
flung things at them, his billy, his water-
bag and he was stooping to take off his
boots when he caught hold of himself and
realized what this meant. This was the
medness that overtook driven men.

It behooved him to keep a tight rein on
himself and he laced his boot again and
picked up his water-bag. And he felt
bitterly that he had to go perhaps twenty
feet out of his way to do it. He was
counting the way by inches now. He had
perhaps forty miles to go to Lalor's and he
grudged this twenty feet to his overtaxed
strength.

He must not think of the crons. He
must think of nothing but keeping his
shadow in the right direction. It was silly
that the shadow had to keep always behind
him ashamed of his own uselessress.

And so he went on, now resting now
cramling on again, bent nearly double to
ease the pain in his hip and the crons kept
him company, the crows that he would not
think about, or thought about only to re-
member that because they were there this
place was not absolutely desolate; there
must be water somewhere. And he went
on and on and on resolutely declining to
look at his watch, till after it seemed he
had been walking aeons of years over this
interminable plain he saw there just ahead
the tiniest break in the horizon as if the land
dipped a little and rose again on either side
so that there waes the faintest suggestion of
cliffs, a suggestion that in another land
would have passed™pnnoticed. He looked
at his watch then" In another world he
had left his mate at Peter Pan’s Pebble and
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behold he had only been walking for six
and twenty hours. He would rest again
a little longer when he reached the break
in the great plain.

BUT it took him longer than he

had thought and it was at least

two hours before he found himself
descending toward a little cliff and then—
and then—was he going mad—wes he
dreaming, as he dreamed when he tried to
sleep? But no, dreams were not such
poor things. He knew the meaning of
that dampish earth at the foot of the tiny
cliff, the earth that was not sand and that
looked as if once, once in past ages it had
been wet, and there was a little grass grow-
ing too; grass that still held a semblance of
green about it. A soak, thank God, a soak,
and no one had ever spoken of a soak be-
tween Peter Pan's Pebble and Lalor's.

He flung himself down on his face then
and scraped where the earth looked most
moist with his knifeeand iyith his bare
hands, for he had nothing else with which
to work and he worked easily, gladly,
though so short a time before every bone in
his body had cried out against the exertion,
for with every handful the earth grew
moister. It was cool and wet to his fingers
and he put it to his cracked and swollen
lips and sucked in delicious nectar.

And he worked on feverishly till the
blessed water was oozing up at the bottom
of the hole he had made and he put his
face down then and drank, drank slowly
luxuriously with the knowledge that pre-
cious as it was there was plenty—plenty.
He felt God was very good. This world
was a glorious world and the sun above was
life-giving. So the crows had been right.
There was water.

The crows were gone. He was alone
again with his shadow. He laughed at the
thought now for the sunwas in the heavens
there and the blessed water was at his side.
It was the best of worlds and he and Lee
Moon would go back and develop the ruby
mines at Toolamunga. An overpowering
weariness seized upon him. He must be
quick and save Lee Moon; he must get on,
and even as he thought be would go on,
sleep fell on his eyelids and in the scrap of
shade given by the tiny cliff he sank into
oblivion. A sleep that was as blessed and
refreshing as the water had been.

But his inner consciousness kept watch
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over him. It reminded him that though
he might linger Lee Moon had not this
water, Lee Moon was suffering the agonies
he had just come through; and when he had
slept enough to be refreshed he roused
wide awake with the strong feeling upon
him that he was neglecting his duty,
wasting precious time.

If the man who had been his chum since
their school-days, incongruous as it had
always seemed to those around him, wes to
be saved he must start off at once.” There
was not a moment to be lost. He got out
his flour-bag now. There wasn't a chip
of wood but there was a little withered
grass. He might have made a fire and
baked a damper in the ashes. But he wes
too impatient. He could not spare the time.
He moistened a little flour with water and
ate it hastily—after all it wasn't bad and
he must fill his water-bag. And he'd
thromn away his billy. What a fool!
What a fool! A bag was so difficult to fill
and it must be filled to the top. Well
never mind.  lie had not been accustomed
to live easily. Not forty miles to Lalor's
now and a full water-bag. He took off his
boot and used it as a cup.

He stood up and stretched out his anrs.
He felt a free man with the glories of the
earth at his feet.. He looked around as he
could not have looked when he had arrived
worn and dore. It wes extraordinary
that no one had ever mentioned this soak
between Peter Pan’'s Pebble and Lalor’s;
because it made all the difference. If they
had known of this soak, why he and Lee
Moon could have cormeontogether. It would
have been just a difficult walk, that wes all.

And then his eye fell on a piece of flut-
tering rag. It was tied, yes actually tied
to a small jutting rock in the little outcrop.
Some one had tied it there to show the
soak. No the soak was much more in
evidence than the small piece of rag. He
felt he had not much time to waste but he
stepped up and looked at that fluttering
rag that told him another man had been
here after all not so very long ago. Sone
one who had scraped the rock with a knife.

He took out his own knife and scraped.
And then he stood back with a shout that
echoed weirdly over the empty plain.
Here was what he had been seeking, seeking
vainly ever since he had come to the fields;
here was a show of gold in plenty. Here
was what might make even the ruby he

held in his belt but a small thing. But—he
looked at the fluttering rag—some one else’s.

And he was wasting the precious tine.
Lee Moon was suffering as he had suffered
and what was gold beside the water?
Somre ore else’'s gold. No one who knew
enough to mark it would lightly leave a
claim like this and he went back.

The soak was already filling with earth
again, but he cleared it out and took
another deep draught. His bag wes full and
he faced north once more. His first care
must be his mate. After that the future was
as he had said, on the knees of the gods.

But he had not gone twenty yards when
he came to a full stop. What was this
bundle of tatters? Another find? In spite
of the blazing sunlight that poured down
on the shimmering plain he went cold all
over. Yet he had seen dead men aplenty.
On the beach at Anzac, at Cape Hellas
they had been as the leaves in Autumn.

Australia had given her best and yet
he was standing shuddering because a man
lay here, the owner of the claim, the man
who had tied that scrap of his kerchief to
the piece of rock to mark the place. The
gold he had found had not saved him.  No,
nor the water that was more precious still.

He lay dead under the blazing sky and
the crows had torn his poor clothes to shreds
and picked his bones bare, dead with water
and gold—the two things that seemed to
Adam Rutley the most worth while—well
within his grasp. The kingdoms of the
earth had been his and he lay there a for-
lorn relic of humanity.

He had been dead a long time, this un-
knowmn man. That was evident. No one
had been here for months past; longer than
that, a year possibly. The loneliness that
had gone came rushing back over Adam.
He was alone in the world with all that was
left of this man and this was happening
within forty miles of Lalor's. He stooped
over the body and then drew away quickly.
It seemed some mocking spirit looked up
at him out of the empty eye-sockets and
jeered at hhn.

“Water and gold, gold and water and look
at me!”

sUT this was no time for investi-
gation.
He had lain there for months and
so he must lie till he and Lee Moon could
come back and----
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And then again Adam Rutley stopped.
He had found this water ‘and Lee Moon
was dying for want of water. True he had
left him all he had and could a man do
more? He could not go back with this
water. What was one bag of water be-
tween two men? Forty miles back. He
shuddered at the thought of that awful
forty miles, forty miles again to the soak
and— He went over it again. Could he
possibly get to Peter Pan'’s Pebble without
touching that water—without drinking
the lot? He had reckoned it would hardly
last him to Lalor's. If Lee Moon had only
made an effort—if he had been with him
they could have gone on together. For
the moment he was wildly angry with his
whilom mate.

Surely he had always been a drag upon
him He had kept him apart from the
other men. They had always failed when
they had been together. His brother had
been right when he said, “if you are such a
fool as to stick to that blooming Chinaman
you're bound to come to grief.” Yes, Tom
was right. But Tom had not practised
what he had preached. He too had stuck
to Lee Moon, had laughed at his own folly
and had been the best friend Lee Moon
ever had.

But Tom was dead at Anzac. Adam
saw his quiet face now looking up to the
sky with just a little happy smile on his
lips as if something had pleased him  He
didn't know whether it was madness or
not but because of that little smile on his
dead brother's face he would go back.

He would take the water and they would
fight it out somehow together. With that
water-bag full they would craw to the soak
and if Terence could not manage to get
any farther he could leave him there with
a quiet mind and go on for help. It would
be an awful journey, like a journey in a
nightmare, but it would be dore.

He went back to the water and laved his
face and his hands and soaked his shirt
and drank deep and then resolutely aban-
doning everything but the precious water-
bag he set his face to the south again and
began that nightmare journey.

It was late in the afternoon when he
started and the sun was sinking toward
the west and his mocking shadow faced the
other way now and laughed at him It
was more bent than ever and he seemed to
be limping and hopping because it was

99

almost agony—not quite—to put his foot
to the ground. In normal times he would
not have thought himself fit to cross a road
and he proposed to do one hundred and
twenty miles—no it was only forty miles
to Peter Pan’'s Pebble. He would only
think of that.

And at Peter Pan’s Pebble he could
drink, could share the water with Lee
Moon. Any man could walk forty miles
without water when he knew for certain—
as he knew—that there was water aplenty
at the end of his tramp. Besides he could
do most of it by night and he resolutely
put out of his mind the remembrance that
he had started out with the knowledge
that there was certainly water and all else
he needed within eighty miles of him

The sunsankin aglory of purple and gold
and there in the west just above the horizon
hung the silver thread of the new moon
like a thumb-nail. He laughed a little
because he was seeing it for the first time
over his right shoulder in the open and it
surely meant good luck.

But the hours of darkness were terrible.
He was not so very thirsty now, at least
he ought not to have been, but the terrible
pain in his leg made him feverish and he
craved water, Lee Moon’s water, the water
there at his side that he must not touch.
He could not lie still and rest because the
temptation was too great, he felt he must
keep moving, must feel that every painful
step was at least bringing him nearer his

He crushed down the insistent question-
ing voice that kept asking: “And when
the water is gone, what then? How can
you walk back when it takes such a tre-
mendous effort to get there? Lee Moon?
And you know Terence always had a weak
heart and likely as not he will collapse
btfore he reaches the soak even if you
can persuade him to leave the Pebble.”

Then he raged against Lee Moon, the man
who had brought him to this. He meant
well but all that he did was ineffectual.
He had saved the ruby till it wes too late.
He had on when he ought to have
stopped at Rafferty’s and he had declared
his inability to go on at Peter Pan’s Pebble
Jhté?t when they were out of reach of all

p.

Well, not all help. He, Adam, was here
and for the sake of their long friendship,
the friendship that had withstood even the
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strain of a racial difference, he would
bring him the help though he were craming
over hot knives to do it, though every
bone in his body ached and cried out for
rest, though it took all his strength to com-
bat that feverish craving for water.

There was a mist, a heat mist in the sky
when the day broke and the sun rose up
a round, red-gold ball that he could look at
withLhis naked eye; hot yes, but not over-
powering. If it would only stay like that.
His shadow stretched away to the west—
right over the plain it stretched lengthened
out, a humped, bent thing and the crows
were with him again.

“Cawi Caw! Caw!”

There was something sinister in the
sound and when he thought of the bundle
of fluttering rags that he had left behind
at the soak he shivered in spite of the heat.
That is what it all came to, tatters and a
skeleton alongside the richest reef in
Western Australia. He ought to see the
Pebble surely now. Before when it had
disheartened him he had seen it; but now
when it would have cheered him there was
nothing but his shadow and the miles of
scant withered salt-bush and the red disk
of the sun momentarily climbing higher
in the heavens. And the water—the dear-
bought water was shrinking. Already the
top of the bag wes dry. It was wasting
and every fiber in his body was craving
for it.

But what was the good of this toilsome
journey, this terrible awful struggle if he
arrived at the Pebble without water? It
would spell death to both of them

On and on. The crows came too, and
when he rested as perforce he was abliged
to rest they sat round him in a row and
sonmetimes they changed places solemnly
so that each might have a good view in
turn and when he rose up they rose too.
As the day drew on his sight grew blurred.
He passed his hand over his eyes again and
again but he could not see.  Sky and plain
were all one, even the outline of the crows.
He could hear their sinister caw quiite close,
but he could not see them save as simudges
that moved.

All the more need for haste then. He
must reach Lee Moon before his senses
gave way. He must take him this water
and so justify himself for turning back.
It could be done, yes it could be' done, even
if he could not see. That was one advan-
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tage in a blazing cloudless day. He must
ren.ember that the sun was on his left in
the morning and his shadow would be be-
fore him at midday and the hot sun on his
back. It tired him to work it out more
than that, but that he could do. It should
be easily remembered. The difficulty was
he could not see the hands of his watch.

But perhaps after a little rest——

He had been wrong, now he felt it. He
should have pushed on. Eighty miles
would have been nothing to the men at
Lalor's. He had blamed Lee Moon, but
was it not his own folly that was con-
demning them both to death? His only
justification was the water. Though he
were dying of thirst he would not touch a
drop. He dared not. Not one drop.
And the longing was so great. The sun
was drying it up, wasting it wickedly. But
if he drank it would dry more quickly still.

He had bottomed it then. He could
hardly cramd. The pain all down his
thigh was fierce and the craving for a drink
insupportable—unendurable. He was fail-
ing. Reach Lalor's? He could never
reach Peter Pan's Pebble. At his door
would lie hismate’'sdeath. Even the water
bag was an unbearable weight. He had
hallucinations. Tom dead at Gallipoli was
coming toward him urging him to bear
up and to save the water. It was Lee
Moon's. He put it down and moved a lit-
tle way off. He must put himself out of
the way of temptation. It’s Lee Moon'’s,
Lee Moon's And his mother who lived
in a little cottage at Brighton with the green
tea-tree growing up behind it and plenty of
water running away in waste from the taps
kept saying she had always hoped he would
be honest; she asked no nore, just that her
boy should be honest. His kind, gentle
mother. But she did not understand.
Why, the water she wasted every washing-
day— He laughed. He realized his mind
was wandering and he stood up and
stretched his arnms to the brazen sky.

“OGod! OGod!”

But Tom was risen from his grave. He
was beside him.  He put his hand on his
shoulder. Strangely strong and firm it felt
that grasp that gave him a little shake.

“Hallo mate!”

“What? What?”

This was no fancy. He wakened sud-
denly to a new world. He passed his
hands across his eyes. The crows had
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moved farther off. But was he dreaming?
There stood a cart drann by a couple of
camels yoked tandem fashion and a man
with cloth over his head, an Afghan he
knew, stood at the foremost camel's head
and at his side was a man in the ordinary
garb of the bush, his billycock hat pushed
back from his forehead and a question in
his kindly blue eyes.

“What the dickens is the matter, mate?
You've plenty of water.”

So he too recognized the value of water.

“I'm taking it to Lee Moon at Peter
Pan’'sPebble. | daren't-—--"

The other snatched up the bag and held
it to Adam’s lips. Men understand in the
desert.

“Drink, man, drink. But not too much;
it’sdangerous.”

And he drank carefully, wetting his lips,
letting the water trickle down his throat
and as he drank all the weariness and trou-
ble and desolation fell away from him
Safel  Safel And the unaccustomed tears
sprang to his eyes and lay on his cheek and
he dropped down on the ground and cov-
ered his face with his hands.

| j THE man standing over him waited
I 1anorment.  Then he spoke.

“We didn't think to find you so
soon.”

“Were yqu. looking for me?’ he asked
astonished.

The other nodded and drew a crumpled
piece of paper from his belt. Smoothing
it out he gave it to Rutley:

It was a letter written in Lee Moon’s
small neat hand—he was deliberate even in
the face of death.

“ Adam Rutley”—Adam rememberedthen
how car.eful Lee Moon had always been of
late never to claim him as a friend. He,
Adam knew instinctively, did not wish to
prejudice him by declaring he had a China-
man for a mate though he held his own head
high and was proud of his father.

Adam Rutley has started out for Lalor’'s due
north. | feel sure he should have gone more to the
west.. | regret | have drunk all the water, but |
am doing the best | can. | am afraid | can't reach
Lalor’s but perhaps | can get so far that some one
null find me. Then he must search due north from
Peter Pan’s Pebble. He must be quick for Rutley
has no water. When found give him this letter.

It was signed “Lee Moon.” He had
dropped the Terence as he said he would.

101

Adam opened the other letter. In it was a
neatly drawn plan drawn in happier times
at leisure.

\ .“Here is the secret,” was written in a
corner. “I thank whatever gods there be
for a good friend.”

“Lee Moon?” asked Adam eagerly.

The other nodded gravely. “Gone west.
Dead when we found him, but he pretty
nearly struck Lalor’s, luckily for you. |
rather guessed you'd be a goner too. We
never reckoned on finding you so- soon.”

Then Adam tried to explain how he had
come back with water for Lee Moon, how
he had found gold and weiter and-—--

The other cut him short.

“It’s well you had that hunch to come
back for your mate. Man alive. He was
quite right. You ain't on the track to
Lalor's. You were bound out into the
desert. The country gets worse and worse
as it goes on. Lalor’s is more to the west.
The canels are tired. | guess we'd never
have collected you in time. We were just
going to rest for a bit when we sighted
something unusual over here*and the crows
were crying, “Hail to the feast!” sowe just
cavorted over to see what was the matter,
and here you are.”

“But the soak-——-"

“1 never heard tell of a soak.  Sure you
didn't dream it. No, there’'s the bag.
How far back? Oh gee! | guess you
ain't in a condition to count miles. No,
an’ | guess you don't know much about the

time either.  You ’pear to have been movin’
in a circle. L.t's the beginning of the end.
A deader? If he's very dead we'll leave

him and get on to Lalor's. | guess Ahmed
an’ I'll just hoist you on to the cart here.”

So it was Lee Moon who had saved him,
Lee Moon who had provided him with
wealth, Lee Moon the despised Eurasian
he had at times thought himself virtuous
for having as a friend, Lee Moon made all
the sacrifices.  Instead of being a penniless
tramp because he had had Lee Moon for a
friend he was a wealthy man and had
tangible proof of his wealth.

And in spite of his sorrow he slept the
sleep of the manwho hasfinished the last lap
and is too utterly exhausted even to think.

THE stranger was right. He had

MgSfj lost count of time. It was two
®' mornings after the day when she
had seen Lee Moon making his last struggle



102

for life that Ruth was washing up the
breakfast things when her brother and Bon
Harcourt came toward her with a stranger
walking between them
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“Here’'s a man just nipped through by
the skin of his teeth,” said Bon.

“I've told him we'll do what we can for
him,” said Reuben.

COLOR SYMBOLISM

by H. P.

HE favorite color of the American
aborigines was red. The pref-
erence is racial and the mighty
influence that established it was

created in very ancient times, and doubt-
less had its origin ina higher state of society
than the post-Columbus Indian ever knew.

But whatever his origin the Indian has
clung to red as his favorite among the colors,
and in his color symbolism, as found by the
white men of modern times, red predomi-
nates for all that is virile.

European and Far-Eastern races, says
Washington Matthews, “perhaps have sys-
ten's as elaborate, but they are not generally
employed, and knowledge of them is not so
well diffused.” The same authority says
that the aborigines of this continent in
painting and tattooing their persons, “ usual-
ly folloned established and rigid laws of
symbolism, particularly in cerermonial deco-
ration.”

White men found many tribes using color
symbols for the four points of the conmpass,
and from this it may be deduced that at
remoter times the practise was universal
on the western continent. Some tribes
designated three points in addition to the
four cardinal points; namely the upper, mid-
dle arid loner worlds. Four is a sacred num-
ber among most tribes. Seven is also
sacred among the Creeks, Cherokees, Zuni,
and many of the Plains tribes. The two
numbers stand for the four cardinal points,
plus the upper, middle and lower regions.

On the authority of Gatschet, the Apache
symbolizes the compass as follows: East,
black; South, white; West, yellow; North,
blue. There’'sno color to represent the upper,
middle, and lower regions. The Navaho,
says Matthews, have two color charts, one
applying to the surface of the earth and
celestial regions; the second to the lower
regions, where dwell witches, danger and
death. In neither is red used. The first
has: East, white; South, blue; West, yellow;

North, black. Lower, white and black;
Upper, blue. The second has black in the
East and white in the North. The table for
all other tribes listed by Matthews have red.

In the sae order of direction as the above
the Cherokee have, red, white, black, blue.
Chippewa—white, green, red, black. Same
tribe, second arrangement—red, green, white,
black. Creek—white, blue, black, red and
yellow. Hopi—white, red, blue, yellow.
Lower, black; Upper, all colors. Omaha—
red, black yellow, blue. Sioux the sane as
preceding. Zuni—white, red, blue, yellow;
lower region, black. The colors of the four
cardinal points as used by the Siouan tribes
also symbolize Fire, Wind, Water, Earth.
To the Cherokee red means strength, vic-
tory (Mooney). In their sacred formulas
it is spoken of the “red war-whoop,” the
“red tomahawk,” the “red war-path.”
They pray that their enemies may becorme
“blue,” a worse Fate than to wish “black.”
or “death” upon them Peace and happi-
ness is designated by white.

The same authority says—

“Red is a sacred color with all Indians
and is usually symbolic of strength and suc-
cess, and for this reason is a favorite for
painting the face and body for the dance
and war-path and for painting the war-pony,
the lance, etc.”

Black was generally a sign of mourning,
white of peace. Day is red and night is
black. The Hopi painted their prayer
sticks red for war, and green for rain. The
Navaho mingle the synmbolism of the cardi-
nal points with the symbolism of sex. The
snow-clad mountains north of the Navaho
country are black, or male-land. The south
is blue, or female-land. With them black
is male for all things, blue is female.

Kroeber says the Arapaho use white and
yellow for male and female, respectively.
The Hopi use red and yellow (south and
north) for male, and white and blue or
green for the female (east and west).
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Thefirstpart of the story briefly retold in story form

V/fONTREAL had fallen and the Lilies were van-
iv|l ishing from the strongholds of Canada. Left
without the support of their French allies, the
Indians banded together to stand against the now
dominant English. Pontiac directed the reign of
terror and slaughter along the forest paths of the
Alleghanies.

From Sandusky two forest-runners, Enoch
Meekly and James Ballou traveled eastward in
desperate haste to locate and warn Colonel Bouquet
that Presq’lsle, Le Boeuf and Venango had fallen.
Night overtook them two miles from Bushy Run,
where their friend Steve Marks and his family
lived; and, made uneasy by the prevalence of so
many savages in the woods, the two runners went
on at fresh speed.

They approached the place cautiously and found
what they feared—a crowd of Indians besieging
the Markses’' cabin. They concealed themselves
and saw Steve trying to make peace with the red
chief, and killed treacherously from behind in con-
seguence.

There were five other white men defending the
cabin, and these decided to attempt an escape to
the Byerly house a short distance away. Meekly
and Ballou managed to join them; and the party,
thus strengthened, retreated in the darkness on
guard against the pursuing devils. Ballou learned
that Marks’ daughter, Nell, had been captured.

“Good God!” he babbled.

No one dared think what would happen to her in
the hands of the savages.

The little band reached the Byerly place and
spent a hideous night beating off the enemy.

Meanwhile one of the white men, Hance Whit,
was frantic to begin the rescue of Nell, and, as a
serious rival of Ballou, he fell into a hot quarrel
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which endangered the lives of all of them. The
Indians started a fresh attack; but suddenly they
scattered. The whites gave a shout of triumph ana
rushed out to meet Captain Joseph Dingly and a
company of rangers who had come to the rescue.

The party now split up, Whit and Enoch going
with Dingly and his men in search of the Marks
girl, and Ballou with four others pushing on to carry
word to Bouquet and to look for Mrs. Byerly—
who was reported to have fled with her small chil-
dren along the Fort Ligonier road but a short while
ago. They saw nothing of the mother but had
several encounters with the savages, which resulted
in the loss of Smiley and Rickards. Ballou and his
remaining companion continued on to the fort and
arrived unhurt after running the gantlet of an-
other war-party. The Byerlys had got in safely.
Ballou told his news to the officer in command
and then made ready, after a short rest, to proceed
to his next objective—Bedford and Carlisle.

En route he neared the Shawnee Cabins and met
an old Indian wearing a fearful medicine-mask.
Black Beaver was alone and starving, and when
Ballou gave him food he showed that he was likely
to prove a valuable friend. He consulted his medi-
cine and said that he would go with the white man.
At first Ballou was suspicious.

“Some trick,” he muttered, but he consented
nevertheless.

They were within a mile of Bedford when they
came upon a number of haymakers fighting for their
lives against an onslaught of savages. Black
Beaver donned his mask, and the attackers fled.

The whites then hurried to collect their dead and
set out for the fort. Ballou was well received and
reported to Captain Louis Ourry, who had charge
of a pitifully small garrison there.

los
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When he and the captain were by themselves
Ourry spoke of the desperate situation the place was
in.

. “Tell Bouquet I'll hold out aslong as | live,” he
said.

'T'HE journey to Carlisle revealed the remarkable

tension and panic that the countryside was in.
There were exaggerated rumors abroad regarding
Indian depredations, and Ballou could do little to
quiet the fears of the settlers. Carlisle was in great
confusion; and the forest-runner and Black Beaver
arrived to find Colonel Bouquet at his wits’ end.
After giving his report Ballou told the old soldier of
Fort Ligonier's plight. The colonel was already
aware of this and gave orders to send out a part of
his small forces with word that he himself would
follow soon.

At this moment they were interrupted by a com-
motion outside headquarters, and on going to in-
vestigate Ballou met a man newly arrived in town.

“1'm Gregory Dunn,” the visitor stated.

Ballou couldn’'t help regarding him with sus-
picion, for the fellow was wearing among his scalps
one that had belonged to an Indian woman and one
to a boy. He discussed the red terror with Dunn
for some time and finally asked if anything had been
seen of the girl, Nell Marks.

“She is at the Great Island village on the west
branch of the Susquehanna. | heard the warriors say
they were taking her there,” the stranger told him.

Ballou returned to Bouquet and related his inter-
view. To his astonishment the colonel became
greatly excited.

“Waste no time!” cried Bouquet. “We'll find this’
fellow and question him.” ~

But when they went to get hold of Dunn the latter
had disappeared.

The forest-runfter talked with Black Beaver and
was startled to hear him vilify the missing man.

“Among the Leni-lenape, his friends, he is called
the Trade Knife,” the Indian informed him.

Ballou knew then that he had let a notorious rene-
gade escape. He now resolved to make a trip to
Great Island in hope of locating Nell Marks. He
and the Conestoga were on the point of leaving
when they met up again with Hance Whit and
Meekly. His old friend was eager to accompany
them; but Whit decided to remain behind on ac-
count of his arm, which he had lately broken.

The two forest-runners and Black Beaver were

CHAPTER VI
THE QUEST IS HALTED

HE only mishap to mar the jour-

ney to the Alleghany was a

sprained ankle suffered by

Meekly at the end of the short

portage. On arriving at Venango at the
mouth of French Creek it was deemed best
to camp for a day or two and allow the vete-
ran to recover from his hurt. Ballou in-
wardly chafed over the delay, but wilder-
ness travel was ever creating tragedies out
of what in the settlements would have been
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soon traveling by canoe down the Susquehanna
River. When they had made camp at the end of
the day they were terrified by hearing a strange cry
ring through the woods. They sat shivering about
the fire, and suddenly the horrible scream sounded
close by. Looking up, they saw a frightful appari-
tion glaring through the bushes. The next mo-
ment it disappeared.

“Ga-go-sa!” cried Black Beaver.

None of them could sleep after that.

They continued their journey on foot, reach-
ing a point opposite Great Island, began to scout
the locality. Ballou swam across the river and
captured a sleeping sentinel. The coup was soon
discovered by the red men, and the distant bank
was lighted up by excited searching-parties. Black
Beaver, elated by this success, put on his mask and,
diving into the water, went over and caught an-
other of the enemy, who was wading near shore.
The Leni-lenape were now thoroughly frightened,
and in the uproar, the three friends discerned the
Trade Knife, who evidently held an important
position among the sa-'ages.

Ballou was growing more uneasy about Nell
Marks and determined tc do some scouting on his
own account. He crossed the'river and was making
good progress when he fell into a “wampum trap.”

The Indians were overjoyed by this catch. They
hurried with their prisoner to Chief Tamaque.
The whole camp began preparations for torture, and
Ballou knew that his only hope for life lay in a
precipitate rescue by his friends. The Knife taunt-
ed him and stated that the Marks girl had been
taken to Pontiac’s stronghold. He said also that
the two men, recently murdered, had been found
and brought back.

The fires were lighted and the skinning-knives
sharpened. The white man was bound to a stake
and the ceremony began. All at once what seemed
to be a ghost appeared at the edge of the torture-
place and stood next to the corpses of the Leni-
ienape warriors.

The savages were overwhelmed with fear. They
fled for their lives when a second ghoul—the one
Ballou and his companions had seen before—came
shrieking through the woods. Under cover of the
confusion Black Beaver crept through the shadows
and released his white brother. Quickly making
their escape, the two were joined by Meekly, and
they all sought refuge in the forest far from the
haunts of Tamaque's fiends.

trifles. So they halted on the site of the
ancient Seneca town and Black Beaver re-
called its history and consulted his medi-
cine-mask and wished himself far away from
the gruesome spot.

The camp wes pitched sonre distance from
the ruins of the fort and the ghastly litter of
what a fewweeks before had been a garrison.
Meekly and Ballouwentonce toviewtheruins
and the half-burned remains of the butchered
soldiery. Muskets and other weapons,
ruined by the fire, were scattered through
the ground~works. The Conestoga, despite
his dread of the place, seermed to be drawn
to the scere, for he visited it several times.
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Meekly and Ballou reckoned the history
of the town to begin with the arrival of
Captain Chalbert de Joncaire in 1753 to
inform the Indians of the coming of a French
army, and when John Frasier, gunsmith and
trader, was driven out and forced to find a
new horme on the Monongahela.

Black Beaver considered its historic pe-
riod to have ended when the Senecas were
succeeded by a mixed population of Shaw-
nees, Delawares, Wyandottes, and other
tribes allied to the French. The Beaver
knew how the coming of the French had
aroused the fears of the Iroquois, as well as
of the Shawnees and Delawares at Logstown
somre eighty miles to the south.

It was not until 1754 that Joncaire suc-
ceeded in partly allaying the suspicions of
the Indians so that he might venture to
build a fort. During the French-Indian
war this stronghold was the center of French
influence on the upper Alleghany.

In 1759 a thousand warriors were gath-
ered there in readiness to raid the lower
country. Fort Venango, now in ruins, waes
built by the English in 1760, and was garri-
risoned by a small band under Lieutenant
Gordon. Poor Gordon was kept alive for
several days before death mercifully re-
leased him As the white men reckoned
history the place had been a center of trade
and intrigue for ten years.

Its contact with the white race had
prompted the governor of Virginia to send
Major George Washington and Christopher
Gist to warn the French they were tres-
passing upon colonial soil. 1t ceased to be
of strategic importance after Gordon and
his men were massacred in Jure.

“Ganagarah’hare is ended!” said Black
Beaver, giving the place its ancient nane.
“The ghosts are very thick here. My
medicine tells me my white brother’s foot
is strong enough to walk.”

“1’d rather have some bear grease to rub
on my foot than any amount of Injun medi-
cine,” mumbled Meekly, taking care the
Conestoga should not catch his words.
For after all there was nothing gained by
flouting a red medicine. Aloud he assured
the Conestoga, “With the next sunwe will
go to what is left of Le Beeuf.”

“We'll only be losing time if we start be-
fore your ankle is all well,” morosely ob-
served Ballou. “Let’'seat.”

Just before arriving at the village he had
shot a deer and, as there were no fresh
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Indian signs within several miles of the
ruined fort, the Conestoga had broiled a
large supply of the meat. Three bark
platters were heaped high with the venison
and placed on aflat rock. The men fell to
and ate as only forest dwellers can eat after
living on scanty rations.  Without warning
a Jong armshot through the bushes and over
Ballou's shoulder, and clutched at a large
piece of meat. Automatically Meekly's
hand darted forward and grasped the in-
truder’'s wrist and was pulling him from the
bushes and over Ballou's bowed back.

The Conestoga gave a faint yelp and
dived to secure his wooden mask from be-
neath his blanket. Ballou swung up his ax.
Meekly's free hand stayed the descent of
the weapon, while he sharply warned—

“It’s that poor cuss, Rickards!”

He pulled the dermented man to a sitting
posture so that the three of them might
stare at him Rickards' face showed no
emotion. His mouth hung half open, but
he did not attempt to sound his weird cry.
The dull eyes lightened with animal intelli-
gence as he beheld the food, and with a
grunting noise he began cramming hunks
of meat into his gaping mouth. He was
starving and he would have bolted several
pounds of the venison had not Ballou re-
strained him

“Rickards, don't you know me, Jarvis
Ballou?” he asked. “Don't you remember
the Forbes road and the fight? Don't
you remember the Byerly cabin and how
your moccasins hurt your feet after we took
to the road-—-"

“The snake!” wildly exclaimed Rickards,
striving to rise to his feet.

“Eat. Chew your meat. There is no
snake. Meat. Eat it,” soothed Ballou.

Then to Meekly:

“This is the ghost that's been trailing us.
Glad | didn’t shoot him at the camp across
from Great Island.”

Rickards subsided and resumed swallow-
ing the venison as fast as Ballou cut it for
him  Black Beaver wanted to present his
mesk for the unfortunate man to gaze upon,
but Meekly warned him:

“It’ll make him cry very loud. Put it
under the blanket. A ghost laid a hand on
his head. Now he is trying to be a man
again.”

The Conestoga concealed the mask, but
he would not sit near Rickards. To him
the man was the representation of some
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uncanny force; and he took his platter to
the shore of the creek and listened often to
what the protruding lips of the mask had
to tell him

Rickards quickly became docile and ate
only as Ballou apportioned the meat in
small pieces. That his mind was still under
a cloud was shown by his'manner of staring
at his two companions without seeming to
recognize them That he was improved
somewhat wes evidenced by his silence and
his fleeting recollection of the snake. How
he had managed to follow them was a mys-
tery until the Conestoga found a second
canoe beached near the nouth of the creek.
Some instinct had sent him after the white
men instead of after Tamaque’'s band, al-
though he would not have been harmed by
the latter.

After he had eaten all that Ballou dared
to permit he threw himself down and in-
stantly was asleep. His clothing was torn
to tatters; his legs and feet were one mess of
bruises and scratches. He was emaciated
to a degree that caused the forest-runners to
marvel at his endurance. His only weapon
was a knife, worn in a belt made from a
vine.

“Been living on cherries and such truck,”

emused Ballou as he stared at the long thin
face and the half-opened mouth.  “No bet-
ter than a natural. ' What can we do with
him? Turn him loose and he’ll soon die.
Take himwith uis— No! He shan't slow
up our business.”

“Let's wait till morning,” suggested
Meekly. “Mebbe food and sleep will
make him fit for traveling till we can leave
him somewhere. Mebbe he’'s coming out
of it.”

As they must wait over another night for
Meekly's ankle to improve Ballou had no
objections to offer; but he knew he would
never allow the welfare of Rickards to put
his quest in hazard.

The capture of the three posts along the
Lake Erie-Fort Pitt road had torn a wide
gap in the Alleghany river line of defenses.
The hole extended from the lake to Pitt
itself, and through this opening the Indians
had poured to ravish the frontiers. A
month earlier and Ballou and his two friends
would have been smothered by the Crush-
ing raiders. But now they were behind the
red line and had the creek to- themselves
until some of the war-parties began to re-
tum.
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In the morning Rickards showed further
improvement. He continued to be stupid
of facial expression yet was quiet. When
Ballou told him to collect dry wood for the
fire he promptly obeyed, and all the sticks
he brought were as they should be. He
would not talk, however, although Meekly
endeavored to stir his memory. He wore a
dirty rag around his left forearm, and when
Ballou offered to investigate the nature of
his hurt he becamb-quite wild. On being
left alone he soon quieted down. Later on
he slyly removed the bandage, and the
Conestoga spied upon him and told his
friends the arm was unmarked by any
wound.

Meekly approached him and said:

“The snake didn't bite you. Do you
understand?”’

Rickard's face twisted in frantic fear, or
fancied pain, and he clapped a hand over
his arm and withdrew to the edge of the
woods. After being ignored for an hour he
crept back to the fire and ate wolfishly of
the deer meat. Ballou said:

“If he was as crazy as he was at Great
Island we'd put off without him.  As he
seens to understand somre things he can
come along until he breaks loose again.
We'll use both cances. He must have fol-
lowed at the heels of Tamaque’s band after
he quit us in the Forbes road. 'Low Tama-
quetis glad to be rid of himand hisyowling.”

The Conestoga, while losing much of his
fear of Rickards, refused to enter his cance.
Meekly volunteered. Ballou and the In-
dian took the lead, and their water journey
to Le Boeuf was uneventful. They visited
the ruins of the rude blockhouse. This
marked the end of the portage from Lake
Erie and the beginning of canoe travel to
the Ohio valley; and as Ensign George
Price and his thirteen Royal Americans had
escaped even while the structure was in
flarmes, andwhile the Wyandottes had waited
by the door to tomahawk them as they
came out, there was lacking those evidences
of Indian savagery which marked the ruins
of Venango.

Some distance from the ruins, and on the
Presqu’ Isle road, Ballou, scouting alone,
came upon the mutilated remains of the
express Ensign Price had started out at
the beginning of the attack. Ballou said
nothing of this discovery to his friends.

The Conestoga was now willing to work
with Rickards, and the two smoked what
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was left of the deer meat while Meekly and
Ballou concealed the two cances. They
took to their blankets early and rested until
after sunrise. Presgu’ Isle was but a few
miles to the north, and the road was well
worn because of the large quantities of goods
and supplies carried over it during the
French occupancy.

Black Beaver scouted ahead and Meekly
brought up the rear. Ballou was annoyed
at Rickards' persistence in keeping close
at his side. The man's face was losing
some of its stupidity, thanks to sleep and
nourishing food. Ballou impatiently de-
manded:

“Why wear that rag on your arm? You
are not hurt.”

“Snake!l” whispered Rickards, his eyes
rolling.

“Stop it!” sternly commanded Ballou.
“Stop it; or I'll send you into the woods.
No snake has touched you.”

Rickards frowned at his arm, then turned
piteously to Ballou. Ballou scomed and
shook his head. Rickards tore off the rag
and flung it one side and then fawned on
Ballou for approbation. Ballou smiled and
told him:

“You're all right. Nothing can hurt
you. Now watch the trail and the woods.”

WITHOUT hindrance they came to
Presqu’' Isle. The stockaded fort
and several stout cabins had been
considered a very strong defense. Ensign
John Christie believed he could hold it
against all the Indians Pontiac might send.
But while the blockhouse was very strongly
built it was of wood and most disadvantage-
ously situated. It stood ona narrow tongue
of land between the creek and the lake and
was commanded by the ridges on each of
two sides. For three days the enemy had
poured in a galling fire and finally set the
blockhouse inblazewith pitch-tippedarrons.
Among the two hundred Wyandottes bent
on reducing the fort was a former English
soldier, adopted son of the Wyandottes.
This man advised Christie to surrender and
being massacred. Christie finally
agreed to do this and he and his men were
taken to Detroit as prisoners; although for
a long time it was believed on the Pennsyl-
vania frontier that the entire garrison had
met the fate of those at Venango.
After Ballou and Meekly had poked about
in the ruins they were convinced the sol-
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diers had been taken away alive; for there
were no bores. They did find several
hanks of hair which had been cut off close
to the scalp, but these were additional proofs
that somre of the captives had been washed
free from their white blood and were now
painted and garbed and accepted as red
men.

“Some of the cusses lucky 'nough to be
'dopted into the tribe,” said Meekly.

Ballou walked down the spit of land and
looked out on the lake. It was in a gentle
mood; and Ballou decided—

“If we can find a canoe we'll go by water
as long as the weather will let us.”

Meekly assented to this plan and became
busy searching for a concealed birch. He
found one up the west shore most cunningly
concealed and soon paddled it back to the
mouth of the creek. Pausing at the ruins
only long enough to eat, the four took tof
the canoe and made ten miles before draw-
ing ashore to camp for the night.

For three days they pushed their way
westward without sighting an Indian afloat
or ashore. In the afternoon of the'third
day a strong gale whipped down from the
northeast and they were glad to seek refuge
in the mouth of the Cuyahoga. This was
the haven where Major Robert Rogers and
his two hundred farmous rangers landed from
their whaleboats in the fall of 1760 when
on the way to take over the forts lost by
the French.

The canoe was drawn up on the bank and
concealed and a fire was soon blazing on
the ashes left by Rogers men. When the
Conestoga took his bow and arrows to go
out for small game Meekly and Ballou were
surprized to have Rickards point at Meek-
ly’'s rifle, and then at the Conestoga.
Meekly disliked being separated from his
gun but gave his permission. And it was
Rickards who shot a deer within a mile of
the camp while Black Beaver brought back
squirrels only.

Praise was lavished on Rickards who ap-
peared to be as pleased as a little child. His
mental state had improved enough for him
to comprehend simple commands,-but any
efforts to induce him to talk were fruitless.
And it was that night on the Cuyahoga that
for the first time since joining the rescue-
party he gave away to his unnatural howl-
ing. A water-snake was the cause, and
after he had been silenced he sat for several
hours close by the fire with the old vacuous
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expression dulling his eyes. Yet he under-
stood when Ballou angrily threatened to
abandon him did he cry out again; for he
made a strong effort to control the inclina-
tion.

The gale kept up through the night and
by morning a heavy sea was pounding on
the exposed shore.  Meekly was for wait-
ing until the wind died down, but Ballou,
hot with the desire to be traveling, insisted
the wind might blow for a week.

“We must leave the canoe and make
Sandusky bay afoot,” he said.

He had his way; and they shouldered
their blankets and meat and set out along a
faint trail that followed the shore line.
They had proceeded two or three miles
from the river when Rickards amazed them
by saying—

“ ’Pears to me some one’s cornin’ behind
W 1

After recovering from his surprize Meekly
chuckled and remarked to Ballou—

“The auss is getting to be quite a talker.”

“Goodsign. But he'sstill crazy. Thinks
soime one is following us.”

Rickards was in no way perturbed by
his thoughts as was shown by his indiffer-
ence to the back-trail and his willingness to
travel leisurely. They came to a stretch of
swampy land, extending inland for several
miles and rather than to lose time in round-
ing the head of this indentation they crossed
it by leaping from hummock to hummock.

He who should have been the surest of
foot, the Conestoga, slipped and went into
the water and muck up to his waist. Rick-
ards, most clumsy of the four, was afraid of
the stagnant water, perhaps fearing snakes,
and although he swayed and slipped and
scrambled frantically he reached firm foot-
ing without any mishap. They picked up
the trail on the other side and were following
it up agentle slope through a tangled growth
of small timber when Rickards again
warned—

“ "Pears to me soime one's coming behind

“Wish he'd quit that sort of talk,” grum-
bled Ballou. “Makes me feel jumpy when
any one keeps harping on one thing.”

“When a man's crazy one silly notion
follers ancother. If they didn't he wouldn't
be crazy,” Meekly philosophically remarked.

The Conestoga knew enough English to
catch the import of Rickards’ words, but as
he was attributing supernatural powers to
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the man he insisted that the warning be
literally repeated to him. Ballou impa-
tiently complied with his request, using the
tongue of the Delaware.

The Conestoga came to a halt and un-
wrapped the wooden mask, the protection
of which had caused him to plunge into the
green-scummed water. Rickards trembled
on beholding the grotesque visage, but he
did not cry out, or offer to runaway. Black
Beaver pressed an ear to the swollen lips and
remained motionless for a few moments.
Then he gravely informed them—

“The False-faces whisper for us to look
behind us.”

Disgusted that the Indian should give
free rein to his superstitious fancies because
of the speech of a half-witted man, Ballou
was for advancing and leaving the Cones-
toga to follow when his whim would per-
mit. But Meekly was inpressed by the
double warning; and he stared down the
narrow slit formed by the trail and ob-
served:

“1f any Injuns happen to be snooping on
our trail this is a mighty good place to meet
'em. Of course | don't believe anything a
natural may say, yet mebbe Rickards has
larned something we don't know. As for
the Injun, while | don’'t go in for believing
red medicine yet it ain't to be sneezed at all
the time. If there ain't no Injuns coming
we won't lose only a bit of time. If there
is, this is the spot to take the heart out of
‘em.”

And he examined his priming and pressed
back into the growth.

With a mumbled oath Ballou followed his
example, Rickards crowding in beside him.
The Conestoga took up a position next to
Meekly and below him  Several minutes
passed, each seeming an hour to the dis-
tressed lover; then the Conestoga made a
soft hissing noise.  Four Indians, naked and
painted black, emerged from the growth and
came to the edge of the swamp. They
care in single file, each carrying a musket
and an ax in his hands.

Ballou had seen Indians go into battle,
stripped and painted black, but never had
encountered them on a scout before. He
quickly reasoned they were not scouts but
members of sone large band that had hap-
pened upon the fresh camp-fire on the Cuya-
hoga. Doubtless they had found the canoe
and in anticipation of the owner’s return
had stripped and prepared for a fight.
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These four had happened upon the signs left
by the white men and had followed the
trail thinking to win all the honors by
taking them by surprize. He drew his knife
and whispered for his companions to refrain
from firing, as the main body might bewithin
hearing of agun-shot. At least three of the
men in ambush thoroughly appreciated the
strategic importance of their position. If
the savages went around or crossed the
swamp they must ultimately ascend the
narrow path and walk into the trap.

The four black figures examined the
ground for a few moments, then the leader
pointed to the imprint of a moccasin and
waving his ax leaped to ahunmmock.  When
he was nearly across another started. It
would have been an easy task for the
forest-runners to have knocked over at least
two of the four, but there was the danger of
their rifles carrying the news to the main
band. As the second savage joined his
mate at the foot of the slope the third war-
rior crossed, then the fourth. In single
file and separated only by a few feet they
trotted up the trail, none seeming to have a
suspicion of the trap ahead.

Rickards remained quiet, his eyes staring.
The others realized that none of the four
should be allowed to escape. The Cones-
toga waited until three of the men had
passed him and the fourth was opposite his
hiding-place.  Stifling his ardent desire to
sound his war-cry he leaped upon the last of
the file. Almost at the same moment
Meekly becarme similarly engaged.

These two assaults were commenced
before the first two warriors had quite
reached Ballou's paosition, and they started
to wheel about. They raised their guns,
but the two couples were revolving so furi-
ously that it was almost impossible to use
even a knife or an ax with certainty. They
dropped their useless muskets and were
about to aid their companions when Ballou
and Rickards shot from the growth. Rick-
ards secured a terrible grip on the throat of
one while Ballou's adversary slipped from
his grasp, the thickly greased body making
it most difficult to maintain a hold.

With a growl Rickards reverted to the
terrible rough and tumble style of fighting
practised by backwoodsmen when no hole .
were barred, and broke his man's neck
Then he stood motionless and stared stu-
pidly down on the lifeless form, as if marvel-
ing that such a terrible engine for destruc-
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tion could so suddenly becorre inert simply
because of a certain twist and wrench of
two naked hands and ams.

Ballou leaped again upon his opponent
and endeavored to secure the hand holding
the ax. Again the gr ase foiled him and he
went down on his knees. With a how of
triumph the savage lifted his ax and then
crumpled in a heap under the impact of a
two-pound stone between the eyes. Rick-
ards had made the cast.

The warrior was dead, the front of his
head crushed in, but to make sure Ballou
gave him a thrust with his knife as he
passed on to aid Meekly and the Conestoga.
The battle was going against the former,
who had brought a giant of a fellow to the
ground only to be flopped over on his back,
the savage’s knees impeding him from using
knife or ax. The warrior lifted his ax and
opened his mouth to sound his whoop of
triumph, and toppled over on his side with
Ballou's long knife through his throat.
Before Ballou could turn about to aid the
Conestoga the Beaver was sounding his
war-cry and waving a scalp above his head.

Rickards remained in the path, glancing
from the man he had killed with his hands to
the ore he had slain with the rock. He re-
fused to touch the hair of either and Meekly
and Ballou took the scalps and presented
them to the Conestoga as an offering to his
medicine.

“Hope the other -—— ain't heard the
Beaver’s cat-wauling,” panted Meekly, who
was displeased with himself for the poor
showing he had made.

“Lend a hand, Rickards. You must
help us carry these nen to the swamp.  We
must get rid of them and their weapons,”
said Ballou.

Rickards was averse to the grim task but
did aid in carrying the dead down to the
border of the swanp. He refused, how-
ever, to approach close to the slimy water,
and the three had to inter the slain and toss
in the weapons after them without the
woodsman's aid. As they hastened back
up the trail Ballou remarked—

“That teaches us not to make any more
fires unless we're mighty careful.”

Then to Rickards and speaking gruffly—

“Much obliged to you for heaving that
rock.”

“ ’Peared to me sonme one was behind us,”
timidly replied Rickards as he tried to wipe
the grease from his hands with sonme leaves.
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Meekly was much disgruntled:

“Not much boasting for you or nme to do,
Jarvis,” he gronded. *“You had to save my
hide and the witless one saved yours. He'n
the Beaver are the only ones to count coup.
But my feller was slippery’'s --——- 1’

“Anyway, they're dead,” said Ballou.
“Hope the Beaver's yelling wasn't heard.
There must be a big band near here. But
how did Rickards know we were being
chased?”

“Saw off the crane! Don't waste time
asking a old fool any questions,” Meekly
snapped back. “He's crazy as a loon.
Mebbe that's why he knew. Let's be
picking up our heels.”

Now the Conestoga could not walk clase
enough to Rickards. The man’'s medicine
had anticipated the medicine of the wooden-
face. Some powerful spirit had taken away
his mind so as to make room for a medicine
mind. One mentally afflicted had no need
for woodcraft, for he was safe to wander
openly. The white man carried no fetish
and yet his medicine eyes saw things hidden
by obstacles and distance. The red man
must have and carry with him a fetish, but
in compensation for its aid he must continu-
ally be making sacrifices and feasts for it
and even protecting it.

If these propitiations are neglected the
fetish no longer functions for the welfare of
the owner. The white man was troubled
by none of these details. It was not even
necessary for him to take the scalps of the
warriors his supernatural power had per-
mitted him to slay.

THAT night they made a dark camp

and the Beaver utilized the last of the

fading day to mount his scalps on
hoops and hang themup to dry.  Before re-
suming their journey in the morning the
white men waited for the Beaver to make a
scout ahead, for the tangled growth covering
that section of the countrywas not adapted
to a hurried flight should they encounter the
enemy.

The Conestoga reported the trail was
clear but that he had detected a faint haze
in the west which he believed to be snoke.
Meekly and Ballou climbed to the top of a
tall tree, but, though they could gaze for
miles over the forest cronn, neither coulo
discover aay haze, let alone a snoke. That
day’s travel was ended several hours before
sunset.  They were losing no time, however,
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as Black Beaver scouted far ahead and
eliminated any delay on the morrow. He
was back before the light failed and reported
as before. He found no signs of Indians
and insisted they were safe in building a fire
after dusk came to hide the tell-tale srmoke.
He wished for a smoke in which to hang his
scalps.  His explanation for the presence of
the four warriors at the swamp was accepted
by Meekly and Ballou.

A large band of Indians from the west
had gone along the coast in cances and had
put in at the Cuyahoga and had found the
fresh ashes of the camp-fire. The white
men'’s trail had been also discovered as well
asthecanoce. Believing the white men were
out hunting and would return to resunme
their journey in the canoe they had stripped
and painted for war. Then four of the
younger and more ambitious warriors had
stolen forth to waylay their victims as they
returned to canp.

The Indians on the river would wait a
reasonable length of time for the missing
warriors to return. They would be loath
to abandon their canoes and follow a trail
which would be old before they entered upon
it. But to make sure there was no danger
stealing along the back-trail the Conestoga
arose before sunrise and scouted to the east.
He found nothing to alarm him. He was
convinced they were not being pursued.
He appealed to Rickards to use his medi-
cine-eyes and confirm his report.

Rickards did not seem to hear him, and
the afflicted man’s silence was sufficient as-
surance for the Indian. From tree-tops
Meekly and Ballou again scanned the west-
ern heavens. This time they did make out
a slight haze, but decided it was caused by
atmospheric conditions rather than by
smoke.  Black Beaver having pronounced
it to be snoke said nothing more.  Since
the fight at the swarmp Rickards had seldom
spoken. Very often he lifted his huge,
hairy hands and stared at them as if sur-
prized at something. His mind was far
from normal, but his docility, especially
when Ballou told him to do something,
made him a help rather than a hindrance.

With no lessening of caution they drew
"ear the marsh lands of Sandusky Bay,

.here Orontony, the great war-chief of the
Hurons, brought some of his people from
the Detroit River in 1745 when conspiring
to drive the French out of the western
country. By a peculiar twist of fate the
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very tribes to follow Orontony in the desul-
tory war against the French at Detroit were
now being led by Pontiac against the
English.

It was seven years since Orontony burned
his village and stockade at Sandusky and
moved his Wyandottes, as his band camre to
be called, to the Illinois country. Now the
Wyandottes were back on the marshes and
aiding Pontiac. And, as at the other stages
of their journey, the four travelers knew
they would find at Sandusky the ruins of
an English fort, but they did not expect to
find any savages there, now that the fort
was destroyed and Ensign Christopher
Paully and his dozen soldiers were prisoners
in Pontiac’s camp at Detroit.

They halted two miles from the Indian
town to make a canp. Meekly and Bal-
lou scouted ahead to find a canoe with which
they could make a night trip up the end of
the lake and gain Fort Detroit from the
river. On reaching a break in the forest
they were astounded to behold snmoke rising
from many fires and to see many Indians
lounging about the ruins of the blockhouse
and its ruined stockade.

“This is very bad,” muttered Ballou.
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“There must be a good two hundred fight-
ing nmen there. At the worst |'d expected
to find only a small band. Something big
must be on foot.”

“Two things is sartain,” Meekly mur-
mured. “They haven't bothered to throw
out any scouts, and that shows they don't
figger on any white nen being anywhere
near here. There ain't no squaws or chil-
dren; which means it's war pow-wow and
ain't intended to last very long. Guess
we'll have to wait till they begin to thin
out.”

Warriors strolled from the camp and
across the marsh toward the lake. One
group walked toward the woods but halted
before making it necessary for the forest-
runrers to retire. There were six of them
and they were listening with close attention
to an Indian who was of much darker com-
plexion than the average fed man. Meekly
made a queer noise in his throat and pushed
the barrel of his rifle through some bushes.
Ballou caught his arm just in time to pre-
vent a shot.

“Are you crazy like Rickards?’ he fiercely
demanded, fearing.in very truth his old
friend’'s mind was affected.
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Now I've lost my chance. Now
I can't bore him!” groaned Meekly as the
Indians turned back to the village with the
dark-skinned ore in the lead.

“Come away! Come away!” coaxed
Ballou. “Your shot would have brought
the whole parcel of them down on s
We must be getting back and shift the camp
farther away, or Rickards will be doing
something.”

“You don't understand,” hissed Meekly,
breathing like' a spent runner. “Old Am-
herst would give two thousand pounds for
the hair of the dark Injun who was doing
the talking!”

Ballou stared at him questioningly and
was finding the answer in his own ymind,
when Meekly nodded his head and softly
exclaimed:

“Gawdfrey! To think the cussgot away.
Yes; he's Pontiac. Now you know why |
was willing to risk all our lives for the sake
of one shot.”

Ballou quickly reminded hinm:

“And if you'd killed him you would have
spoiled our chances of getting Nell Marks
back. If you'd shot him the Indians would
have burned every prisoner they have;
burned them in sight of the fort.”

“I think a heap, of the gal,” mumbled
Meekly, “but Pontiac's death would break
up the war. God knows | wouldn't go to
harm Steve Marks’ gal, but | wonder just
what price we should pay to stop the killings
from the New York frontier clear down to
the Cherokee country! | wonder how many
more white men and women will go the
stake or into Huron kettles just 'cause |
didn't take that shot!”

“Such talk is bad,” hoarsely protested
Ballou as he rose to return to their camp.
“The first thingon earth I’'m bound to dois
to get the girl back to the settlements.
That'swhat | come for; that's what Hance
Whit would do if he was in my place.
And even if you'd killed Pontiac that
wouldn't stop the Ohio Indians from carry-
ing on the war. They was following a red
path before Pontiac raised the ax. And |
believe theyll keep on fighting after the
Three Fires find they haven't any meat for
Winter and their men must scatter for the
hunting.”

A wailing chorus at the eastern edge of
the marsh, where the bay opens into the
lake, sent them back to the bushes. A long
string of canoes was making in from the lake
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and slomy moving toward the Vvillage.
By the time the first of the canoes had
grounded a large number of warriors had
run down to learn the cause of the mourn-
ful chanting. As the other canoes came up
and took their places at the muddy landing
the warriors from the village'fell back to
give them room to come ashore and form in
a procession.

The white men saw two canoes lifted clear
of the mud and to the shore. They were
deeply puzzled to see some of the newcomers
pick up these cances and carry them
through the camp to the Wyandotte village
huts. There was no mistaking the note of
lamentation in the chantingwhich they kept
wp. As they advanced those Indians who
had come from camp and village fell in and
took up the melancholy dirge.

“Can't hear what they're yowling,”
whispered Meekly. *“Something's happened
that's rubbed ag’in the grain.”

“Making a new medicine?” ventured
Ballou.

“It ain't a medicine song. And you
can't see any of their mystery-men. And
their fetching along them canoes is some-
thing new to me.”

They watched the strange scene until the
lithe and muscular figure of Pontiac went
forth to meet the procession. He was
about fifty years of age, but his step was
that of a youth. Behind him walked a tall
Indian whom Meekly said was Ninivois,
chief of the Fox Indians, and next came
Take, chief of the Hurons.

“They're Pontiac's two best men,”
Meekly informed his friend. “It must be
something big to fetch the three of them
down here from Detroit. 1'm thinking
Pontiac plans to quit Detroit long enough
to help Tamaque and t’others to smash
Fort Pitt.”

“They’re blocking our road to the north.
They're standing between us and Nell
Marks,” snarled Ballou.

“We’'d better be hustling back before
Rickards sees another snake and goes crazy
again.”

They drew back from the bush growth
and entered the silent woods and made
haste to reach their camp. Before they
sighted their hiding-place they could hear
Rickards laughing and sobbing hysterically.

“He’s broke out again!” groaned Ballou,
glancing apprehensively about on all sides
in an expectation of beholding furtive forms
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gliding toward the tiny opening enclosed by
thick evergreens.

When they crawed under the thick
boughs a strange sight met their gaze.
Rickards was seated and had paused in the
act of tying a piece of dressed deerskin
around his left aim.  Black Beaver was
squatting before him and holding up the
wooden mask. It was plain the white man
had had a recurrence of his madness and
once more was imagining he was dressing
a snake-bite.

“What is the matter with him?’ de-
manded Ballou with only his head and
shoulders protruding from under the

boughs.

Black Beaver did not move a muscle as
he softly replied:

“A big snake cramed by hisfoot. It was

one that has no death in his bite, but the
white man began to see and hear ghosts.
The medicine of the False-face is keeping
him from giving his ghost-cry. Let the
white men be very still.”

He kept his beady eyes staring at Rick-
ards, and it did seemto the two spectators
as if the unfortunate were gradually sub-
mitting to some weird influence. His
sabbing-laughing mood slowly passed away
and his gaze became fixed on the wooden
mesk.  He did not sense the retum of his
two companions, nor did he attempt to
finish tying the deerskin . His
fingers loosened their hold on the patch of
skin and the bandage fell unheeded to the
ground. Then with a little shiver he sank
back and closed his eyes. Black Beaver
drew a deep breath and relaxed, and
proudly murmured:

“The Ga-go-sa put him to sleep so he
will forget the snake. What did my white
brothers find?”

Ballou described all they had seen, and at
mention of Pontiac the Conestoga shivered
and glanced uneasily about him. Then his
gaze rested on the mask, and his shoulders
went back and his head went up.

“The Conestoga’'s medicine is stronger
than Pontiac’s,” he muttered. “But this
is a bad place to be in.  If there are many
warriors in the village they must have much
meat to eat. Men will be running through
the woods to find meat. We must go a
long way back into the forest.”

“Hunters will not come out now. They
stay to sing in the camp,” said Ballou.
“But it is wise to move our canp deep into
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thewoods. You three go back while | steal
around the village and make for Detroit
and learn from Major Gladwin what he has
heard about a woman prisoner.”

“I"ll poke along with you just to see what
the fort looks like,” mildly said Meekly.

“The Beaver goes north,” announced the
Conestoga. Then he asked, “But what be-
comes of the man who talks with ghosts?”

“He must look to the ghosts to take care
of him,” replied Ballou. “He is safe with
any Indians. We are not. And the girl
comes first.”

Meekly sorrowfully agreed to this. He
knew it must be so, and yet it was abnormal
in his mind to abandon the unfortunate
man. Yet it was more abhorrent to think
of allowing anything to come between Nell
Marks and a rescue.

“Poor devil!”” he said regretfully with a
side glance at the sleeping man.  “His only
danger will be from starving. If the In-
juns pick him up they'll see he gits enough
to eat. But if he runs away like a crazy
loon he'll end with his ribs showing through
the rags of his shirt.”

“The Indians won't harm him,” muttered
Ballou absent-mindedly. “Even Pontiac
would not dare harm a crazy man.”

Rickards opened his eyes and stared
foolishly for a moment, and then lazily
remarked—

“ 'Pears to me there’'s too many folks
"round here.”

“Only the three of us,” soothed Meekly.

“Too many folks 'round here. They're
out of sight, but they're comin’ closer all the
time,” mumbled Rickards.

Black Beaver stared at the speaker un-
easily and wes filled with a desire to scout
the immediate vicinity. To the white
men he said:

“There was the swamp and the four naked
men painted black. Our brother saw them
coming long before they were in sight.
Even the orchinakenda of the Irogquois
could not have sharper eyes. Now he sees

vother men coming to ws. Wait here until
the bearer of the False-face goes to see how
near Pontiac's men are.”

HE THREADED a thong through
two holes in the top of the mask and
slipped the loop over his head so
that the False-face rested on his back with
the ugly visage leering over his back-trail.
This to guard him against an attack from
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behind. Armed only with his knife and ax
he paused to boast:

“The Ga-go-sa will turn me into a snake
if Pontiac's men get too near. Do not let
our medicine-brother kill a snake, as it may
be the last of the Conestogas.” Then hewas
on his stomach and wriggling under the
heavy boughs and was outside the tiny
enclosure.

Ballou and Meekly suddenly discovered
they were alarmed; the more so as they did
not know what move to make. Each was
oppressed with a feeling of dread. Each
visioned a deep circle of malevolent faces
creeping closer to their hidingplace. It was
the shadow of Pontiac they felt. Yet to
leave the dense thicket of evergreens,
hampered as they were by Rickards, might
mean discovery and capture within the
first fifty rods.

“If we could get a start with none of the
--— heading us off!” whispered Ballou.

“They're either on all sides, or they
ain't anywhere near us,” replied Meekly.
“Bah!  Why should we give ear to a crazy
man's talk?”

“So say |I. And yet, there was the

“Rickards won't be hurt less he's killed
before they can git a squint at his foolish
face,” continued Meekly. “Black Beaver
can pretend he's a Seneca come to join
Pontiac. And that leaves plain ---- for
you'n me. No, Jarvis; not so bad as that.
Leaves only me. You've got to play a
mighty slick game, Jarvis. You've got to
make 'em believe you're a Frenchman what
hates the English. Now I'll dig out.”

“We ain't separating any,” gromed Bal-
lou. “Besides, we may be getting scared
at nothing.”

“Don’t be as big a fool as Rickards, for
you ain't got any medicine to take care of
you,” replied Meekly. “We’re bound to be
discovered with all them reds to be fed and
all their hunters walking through the woods.
Nothing on two hoofs can catch me if | can
git a mite of astart. I'll steal a canoe and
make Fort Detroit and wait for you if | git
there first. You'n the Beaver will say you
found a crazy man in the woods.  If Rick-
ards begin to show any reason clip him
vastly over the head with the flat of your
ax so's you can git time to tell him to keep
being crazy. Mebbe I'll learn where they
took Nell Marks before you can sneak
away and reach the fort.”

Adventure

Ballou rested his elbows on his knees and
held his head between his hands. The
mention of the girl's name had restored
much of his natural audacity of spirit.
He sought to discover some way out of their
dilemma which would not necessitate sepa-
rating from his old friend. At last he lifted
his head and sighed:

“Can't seem to think of anything except
that | might pretend to be the Trade Knife.
He never ranged north much, if any. None
of the Lake Indians ever saw him unless it
was on a war-path when he was painted up
like any warrior. But for the fife of me,
Enoch, | can't find a place for you to fit in.”

“Never you mind about old Enoch.
He's all--—— and repeat when it comes to
snooping 'round alone.”

“Too danged many folks round here,”
muttered Rickards.

The' boughs lifted and the Conestoga
squirmed inside the hiding-place. His chest
was rising and falling rapidly and the sweat
was thick on his painted face.

“Hunters are going out on many paths.
We will be found, my medicine says. It
whispers it will be very bad for us to be
found; that we must go out and find them.”

Meekly readily agreed to this bit of wis-
dom and told the Indian of his plan which
would give a precarious breathing-spell to
all but himself. And he concluded by un-
selfishly announcing—

“The sooner | be digging out the better
it'll be for all of us.”

He snatched up his rifle and would have
departed at once had not the Conestoga
commanded:

“Wait, white man. You are a wise man.
But the False-faces are whispering to me
that an ax will be stuck in your head before
the moon rises if you leave yeur brothers.
The Faces are wiser than my white brother.
They say we must keep together and enter
Pontiac’s camp as if mats were waiting for
s once We see we are to be caught. | will
make our brother into the Trade Knife.”

He opened his paint-bag and arranged his
brushes of beaten bark and motioned for
Ballou to remove his hunting-shirt.

Meekly tarried, held more by curiosity
then because of any. intention of keeping
with his friends. Ballou reluctantly peeled
off his fringed shirt. The Conestoga en-
circled the lean, brown face with a ribbon of
bear’s grease and daubed dots of red and
white uponit. Next he painted a gridiron
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of stripes from hair to chin and from
ear to ear. When he had made the last
stroke there was no recognizing Ballou.
On the bronzed chest the Indian laid on a
background of red and painted upon this
in black a long knife. The long hair he
gathered together and arranged into two
braids and stuck a feather, taken from his
own hair, just below the scalp-lock.

“-—- 1" muttered Meekly. *“Jarvis Bal-
lou's gone away and the -—--- is standing
in his moccasins!  If 1 only had some hair
I might be turned into a Injun!”

“Too many folks crowdin’
peevishly complained Rickards.

Believing that- every word Rickards ut-
tered contained much medicine the Beaver
again insisted on a literal interpretation.
When his request had been granted he ges-
tured for them to be silent and for Ballou
to roll his shirt in his blanket. He re-
stored his paints and brushes and again left
the covert. This time he was gone only a
few minutes. On reappearing his small
eyes fairly glittered with excitement.

“We must go out and call to them,” he
whispered. “They will stumble upon us
very soon. They come from all directions.
It will be bad to be found. We must be on
our way to find them when seen.”

“We've talked that into a dozen belts.
Meekly isn't to be left to shift for hirflself,”
fiercely protested Ballou.

“QOur white brother here must go as your
prisoner.”

Meekly and Ballou stared at him in
amazement. Then admiration crept into

"round,”

their gaze.
“Well, ding me most mortal!” gasped
Meekly. “There’'s a idee for you, Jarvis.

But he’sgot the right notion. The Beaver
has all the medicine in this party. Quick!
Tie my hands at my back. Hitch a long
cord 'round my neck. Black Beaver git
some briers and scratch my face, or else use
your knife p'int. | can't use my hands and
have been falling down most vastly.”

The Conestoga at once began searching
for briers. Ballou was loath to lead his old
friend into a hostile Indian camp. The
Beaver brought briers and not only made
scratches on Meekly’s face but very art-
fully stuck nettles and briers into his cloth-
ing. Ballou was stirred to action when a
low birdlike call sounded between them and
the bay.

Then he took the cord furnished by the
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Indian and tied it around his friend’s neck
and gave the prisoner’s rifle and belt wea-
pons to the Conestoga to carry. With the
Beaver ranging ahead and sounding the
discovery cry of the Serecas the tw« forest-
runrers in their roles of captor and prisoner
walked toward the bay. Straggling in the
rear canme Rickards, his eyes vacant of ex-
pression, his lips fluttering with unvoiced
Words.

Th6 woods resounded to the cry of the
Beaver but no more bird calls were heard.
The strange procession had covered only a
short distance when the soft scuffling of
feet told the four men they had an invisible
escort.

“ Are my red brothers from Detroit afraid
to show their faces? Black Beaver of the
Serecas calls you,” cried the Conestoga.

Almost immediately the four men found
themselves surrounded by ferocious faces.
The leader of the Indians jumped toward
Meekly and drew back his knife.

“Hold!” shouted Ballou in the Huron
tongue and then in French. “Let no man
touch the prisoner of the Trade Knife. If
my brothers want prisoners let themgo and
take them as the Knife has done.”

And he raised his rifle under one arm

“Let my brothers look on the medicine-
face of the Ga-go-sa and keep their knives
in their belts,” warned the Beaver in the
Seneca dialect. “He who takes a prisoner
knows when that prisoner should die and
how he should die.”

“ Sleeping Wolf sawonly a white man who
isalive,” hissed the leader as he fell back and
restored his knife td the girdle. “Where
does the Trade Knife go? We have heard
his name whispered by our fires many times.
Who does he look for near the village of the
Sandusky Wyandottes?”

“He goes to find canoes so he can paddle
to Detroit where he would show his pris-
oner and talk to the Three Fires (Ottawas,
Chippewas, and Potawatomis).”

“The Knife needs no cance to end his
travel. The Voice (Pontiac) of the Three
Fires is in the Wyandotte village. His war-
riors canmp aroundit. Who is this manwith
the medicine-face on his back?”

“ He is Black Beaver of the Serecas. He
has grown tired of guarding the Western
Door and comres to help take Detroit,”
proudly retorted the Conestoga.

“Who is this white man who is very
brave, or very blind?” harshly continued
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Sleeping Wolf, his malignant gaze growing
puzzled as he noted the peculiar bearing of
Rickards.

“ Before he talked with ghosts he was an
Englishman. We found him ‘walking in
the woods, whispering to ghosts. When he
enters the village of the Shawnees, or the
Leni-lenape, the warriors do not stand in
his path. When he goes to their kettles
and takes out meat tjiey do not see him
The False-faces say a very strong spirit
has placed a hand on his head.”

The savages drew back from Rickards
and stared at him uneasily. But on Meekly
they bent glances of terrible expectancy.
Sleeping Wolf insisted:

‘This man should be warmed at a fire
very soon. His scalp should bein the snoke.”

“ 1t will need more medicine than the Wolf
has to take his scalp,” jeered Ballou; and
he snatched off Meekly's fur hat. “Who
can scalp a man like this? | take him to
Pontiac. There is no hair to cut off close
tothehead. He may be washed in the river
until his white blood is gone. He may be
made into a red man and be a strong medi-
cine for his red brothers. He may be
bumed. The Knife has not said.

The shiny poll of the forest-runner wes
something that, perhaps, none of the Indi-
ans had ever seen.  The absence of hair in
itself suggested a powerful medicine. Surely
it was a mystery; and all mysteries are
medicines. The red man's reasoning from
«<ffect back to cause left themonly one expla-
nation. The entire top of the prisoner's
head had been scalped. He had not only
survived the terrible hurt, but by some
magic the wound had healed without leaving
a scar.

“You shall stand in the light of the Three
Fires,” ominously promised Sleeping Wolf.

And surrounded by Wyandottes, by their
brothers the northern Hurons, by Ottawas
and Chippewas, Ballou drove his prisoner
from the woods and across the marshland
to the permanent Wyandotte village and
Pontiac’s war canp.

CHAPTER VII
THE VOICE OF THE THREE FIRES

PONTIAC’S camp was pitched between
the permanent huts of the Wyandottes
and the shore of the bay. From camp and
village many warriors poured forth to meet

Adventure

Sleeping Wolf's band and the four stran-
gers. The onrush of the Ottawas threatened
to sweep the white men off their feet, and
only the loud voice of Sleeping Wolf and the
activity of his followers in forming a pro-
tective circle held the naked savages in
check.  More cruel and barbarous than any
of their allies, although their intercourse
with the Hurons had improved them some-
what, they were considerably below the
average red plane. Denied the privilege of
tearing the four men to pieces they danced
and howled like dermons.

Their bodies were painted and tattooed
and their faces were hideously decorated,
the favorite pattern being half red and half
green, with white circles around the eyes.
They had long since shamed their Huron
friends by going naked in the warm season,
and of all those now clamoring for the
strangers’ blood there were very few who
boasted even of a breech-cloth. Their
weapons were nore crude than were
those of the Hurons, Chippewas, and
Potawatomi,

Those who carried trade-muskets pos-
sessed them because of Pontiac’s enterprise
in procuring firearms from certain New Or-
leans traders. All carried huge clubs, bows
and arrows, while a few had shields made
from boiled hides. There was an immense
gulf between them and the Iroquois of the
Long House and the Cherokees. They
were entirely lacking in the historical back-
ground of the Delawares. They were in-
ferior to the Shawnees in persistency of pur-
pose. And yet it was from such a people
that Pontiac had .

“To the kettle! To the kettle!” howed
one brawny fellow, whose wide chest was
covered with a crude drawing of a turtle.
“We will eat them up!”

Sleeping Wolf's Indians tightened their
ring and the Wolf began a harangue which
was snothered by hows and whoops.
Rickards slipped through the guards and
approaching the ringleader ‘struck him a
mighty blow on the chin and knocked him
senseless. Many of the Ottawas yelled in
delight at this display of courage; others
stared wonderingly at the white man and
whispered about him, saying that he was
not as other men.

In the Iull which followed this unex-
pected assault Sleeping Wolf managed to
make hinself heard, and he proclaimed:

“This white man talks with ghosts. The
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hands of the Manitos have rested on his
head. Let no man touch him.”

Now that the rabid mob understood that
Rickards had lost his mind there was not
one, who, for any price, would have dared
offer himviolence. He was as safe with the
Ottawas as he was with the Wyandottes.
When the prostrate savage was able to
cram to his feet and understand his com-
panions’ low~voiced remarks he had no de-
sire to resent the blow. But if Rickards
were immune, the other white men, and
even the Conestoga, were in dire peril. One
Ottawa ducked between two Wyandotte
guards and tried to snatch the wooden
shield from Black Beaver's back. He
promptly received a blow from the back of
the Beaver’s ax and retired with a broken
wWrist.

With the fury of starved wolves the others
would have avenged this hurt. The Cones-
toga drew his knife so as to have both hands
gripping a weapon, and challenged:

“Who among you mangy dogs will fight
Black Beaver? Is a man of the Ga-go-sa,
a man who has stood watch at the Western
Door of the Long House, to allow dogs to
bark at his heels when he walks through a
village?”

A score or more would gladly have ac-
cepted this gage of battle on the spot had
not a strong voice from the rear of the fren-
zied mob commanded:

“Let my children be very wise. Let
them lift no red hatchet against the stran-
gers. The Master of Life has sent them
here. If their hearts are clean we will ac-
cept them as brothers. If their hearts are
unclean the Master of Life will tell us when
to boil them clean.”

Pontiac had spoken, and the Ottawas
ceased their shouting and threats of ven-
geance. The great war-chief strode away
as if having no further interest in the scere.
Behind him walked Ninivois and Take, the
ablest of his lieutenants. The four men
watched him once he drew clear of the
massed savages and did not shift their gaze
until after he had entered a hut on the edge
of the village.

“The dogs!” muttered the Beaver as he
replaced his weapons and stared defiantly
at the sullen .

“The Seneca spits like a tree-cat,” snarled
Sleeping Wolf. *There are many here who
will cut his claws if the great Pontiac gives
the word.”
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“Ho, Ottawas, and you other men!”
loudly shouted the Beaver. “ Sleeping Wolf
says there are some of you who will cut my
claws if your chief nods his head. The
Beaver says to that: Let many come to-
gether. Let no man come alone unless he
wishes to take a long journey among the
ghosts. The Beaver breaks bones with the
back of his ax. He cuts off heads with the
edge.”

And he pulled out his ax and flourished
it, then sent it spinning high in the air and
deftly caught it by the handle, as a finish-
ing touch to his boasting.

“Tell the fool to shut up,” muttered
Meekly to Ballou. “They'll murder us be-
fore we can reach our camping place if he

on.”

But Ballou refused to caution the Indian.
He knew the Beaver's bearing and insolent
words had made a deep impression on the
mixed band. A red man accepted one of
his color at face-value until his worth was
disproved. The warrior who wbuld be pro-
claimed great must show no hesitancy in
making his boasts and in throwing broad-
cast his challenges. That the spectators
were viewing the Beaver with much respect
was evidenced by their silence. Sleeping
Wolf, too, began to admire his charge.

Rickards suddenly took the notion to
wander away from his friends. Oblivious
to the scowing glances, and seemingly in-
tent on fastening a fragment of his shirt
around his left arm he held a course toward
the village. The scowls gave way to per-
plexity as the savages noted the arm was
uninjured and that the white man never
quite succeeded in making the bandage fast.
All eyes watched him as he stooped and
entered a hut. All eyes remained fixed on
the low opening until he emerged, gnawing
hungrily at a huge piece of meat.

It was Pontiac’s hut he had entered, and
a wide path was given him as he strolled
back and walked beside his friends until
they were brought to a halt beside a small
fire.

“A child of the manitosi* muttered a
Chippewa.

“He takes meat from the Three Fires,”
added a Potawatomi.

“He has seen the Great Hare inadream,”
uneasily whispered an Ottawa.

“Shall one who talks with ghosts be
afraid of an Ottawa, even of Pontiac?” de-
rided Black Beaver.



118

No one answered him. Rickards sat down
beside Ballou and greedily devoured the
meat. When Ballou tied Meekly to a
tree Rickards kept at his heels. Sleeping
Wolf withdrew to report to Pontiac, but his
men remained at some distance from the
fire and in a circle around it. They smoked
their pipes and pretended not to be inter-
ested in the men they were guarding, and
yet their keen eyes noted every move the
four men mede.

Realizing the savages were on the alert
Ballou simulated sudden anger and pre-
tended to be buffeting Meekly on the side
of the head with his clinched fist. And as
he harmlessly belabored his friend he whis-
pered:

“Looks bad. No one asked who | am
since we entered the camp.”

With afinal cuff he bent as though to ex-
amine the prisoner’'s wrist bonds.

Meekly whispered:

“Wolf has gone to talk with Pontiac.
They're puzzled. They're up a stunp.
Wolf will tell Pontiac you're the Trade
Knife. They'll think you are the Knife.
But remember and tell all the truth you can
in 'splaining how we four come here to-
gether.”

Ballou retired to the fire and directed
Rickards to procure more wood. The un-
fortunate at once obeyed. Walking through
the guards he penetrated among the groups
of sullen savages until he cane to afire that
was generously supplied with fuel. He
pushed the owner aside and filled his arms
and returned to Ballou. Nor did the savage
display any objection at having his pile of
chopped branches depleted, but stood to one
side and averted his head so as not to en-
counter the medicine-man’s eyes.

After delivering the wood Rickards
stretched himself out and went to sleep.
After an hour of dull waiting Sleeping Wolf
strode up to the fire and addressing Ballou,
said—

“The Frenchman called the Trade Knife
would hear the voice of the Three Fires.”

“The son of Tamaque,’ chief of the Un-
alachtigo band of the Leni-Jenape would hear
the voice,” sharply corrected Ballou. “Let
the Wolf remember the Knife's heart is as
red as his. The Knife came to Sandusky
on his way to find the voice and to listen.”

“The voice is ready to speak. Sleeping
Wolf leads the way,” was the sullen answer.

Ballou arose and drew his weapons from
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his belt and tossed them beside his rifle for
the Beaver to guard.

“Wish me luck,” he muttered in English,
and pausing to throw a bit of tobacco on
the fire as if performing some ceremony of
sacrifice.

“Heaps of luck,” grunted Meekly.

“Be brave! Be cunning!” mumbled the
Conestoga, and he held the wooden mask
up to the fire.

SLEEPING WOLF backed away

when he beheld the face leering at

him  With head erect and walking
briskly, but with his heart sinking, Ballou
followed Sleeping Wolf to the over-chief's
hut. As he came to a halt before the low
entrance he discovered Rickards was at his
heels, and was again busy examining his
bare arm

All but the circle of guards were now
slonly making toward the immediate vicin-
ity of the hut. But if they expected their
chief to appear and in public examine into
the white man’s credentials they were to be
disappointed. Never a more cunning In-
dian leader lived than Pontiac the Ottawa.
He thoroughly understood dramatic values.
He fully realized the advantage of setting
his stage before appearing upon it. When
he spoke in open council he must be familiar
with the matter under consideration and
be prepared to give an immediate decision.
His savage followers believed he spoke as
one inspired by the Master of Life. Shrewd
decisions seemed to be framed on the spur
of the moment. To such practises did Pon-
tiac owe his reputation of being under the
guidance of the manitos.

The warriors gathered at a respectful
distance from the cabin would believe their
leader arrived at his conclusions when he
called his chiefs and leading men around
him and invited all his followers to listen to
his oratory.

In this, as in all other matters, the over-
chief would thoroughly inform himself as
to the nature of the problem before taking
up the details in public. Ballou supposed
he was being called before the chief as a pre-
liminaryform; whereas hisfate and that of his
friends would be fixed before he left the hut.

“Enter, Frenchman!” called out Pontiac’s
strong voice.

“There is no Frenchman here,” coldly re-
plied Ballou. “The son of Tamaque, called
the Trade Knife, is here.”
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“Let the Trade Knife enter,” Pontiac
invited.

As Ballou passed through the doorway
Pontiac sharply inquired—

“Who is the other white man?”

And he stirred uneasily on the robe on
which he was half reclining.

“It is the man who struck Big Turtle
to the ground,” informed Sleeping Wolf,
who had, according to his orders, followed
the white man inside the hut. “The man-
itos have rested hands on his head. The
man who took meat from Pontiac's kettle.”

The hut was lighted by one small hole
and the open door. Pontiac was reclining
with his back to the wall and somewhat in
the shadows; yet there was enough light to
betray an uneasiness in his eyes as he looked
at the hulking figure of Rickards. Possess-
ing an intellect far superior to that of any
of his associates he nevertheless remained a
red man; and even to capture Detroit he
would scarcely give offense to Rickards.

Ballou knew the chief would prefer that
the demented man leave the hut, and he
directed him—

“Go and get wood for our fire.”

Rickards paused only long enough to fish
another chunk of meat from the kettle and
went out.

Sleeping Wolf spread a robe where the
light from the hole would fall upon it and
motioned for Ballou to be seated. Pontiac
stared for half a minute at the painted face
and then lighted a long-stemmed pipe.
After a few ceremonial puffs he passed it
to the Wolf who handed it to the white man.
After Ballou had srmoked and returned the
pipe the chief said—

“They say you are Tamaque’s sonand are
called the Trade Knife.”

“They speak with straight tongues,” was
the quiet reply.

Pontiac watched him thoughtfully for a
full minute, and then remarked—

“They say the Trade Knife never leaves
his red father’s side.”

“They say a lie. | am Tamaque’s son.
| amhere. Tamaque is not here.”

_ Another pause, then Pontiac was observ-
ing:

“Tamaque is lame. Or he is a prisoner?”

“He walked strong and was at the head
of a big war band when | left him.”

“There was a war-belt sent him by Pon-
tiha_ce.f It was red and purple,” mused the
chief.
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“The great Pontiac is tired and needs
sleep. He forgets. He will think straight
after he has slept. The belt wasjwhite and
black with many French marks upon it.
It was used by the French in the Braddock
war,” corrected Ballou.

Without any change of countenance the
chief's sonorous voice replied:

“Pontiac has sent and received so many
war-belts that only a Keeper of the Wam-
pum can remember them all. Our son
speaks with a straight tongue. Tamaque’'s
belt was white and black. Has the belt
gone on a journey?”

“The Loon and the Tall Tree have taken
it to the Western Door.”

With a flash of anger the chief de-
manded—

“Why to the Western Door when the
Senecas already are in the war?”

“Ask Tamaque, chief of the Unalachtigo.
Perhaps he would say the belt must pass
through the Western Door before it can be
received by the Cavugas at Gavagaanhe,
or at the Great Oneida Village, or at Onon-
daga, where the council fire never dies out.”

Pontiac toyed with a string of purple-
and-white wampum which he was wearing
around his neck, and prompted him:

“The Trade Knife needs sleep. He for-
gets Canajoharie, the upper Mohawk vil-
lage.”

“The mighty Pontiac knows the belt
would be thrown into the fire if it went to
Sir William Johnson's Mohawks.”

“The Mohawks cling very tight to the
hand of the Saganash (English). But let
them keep a good watch of their villages
after Detroit has fallen. The red hatchet
will not be too tired to travel even to the
Mohawk country. Who is the white man
tied to the tree?”

“Saganash. | caught him in the woods.
He is my prisoner,” explained Ballou,
speaking calmly but with a sudden palpita-
tion of the heart.

“Men have talked about the Trade Knife
at our northern fires. He'does well to bring
his prisoner here. My warriors are cold.
They will warm thenselves at his fire.”

“He is the prisoner of Tamaque’s son,”
slomly reminded Ballou. “The Trade
Knife knows when it is good to bum his
prisorer. If the Ottawas be cold let them
find a white man and burn him The Saga-
nash belongs to the Knife.”

Pontiac hitched up on one elbow, his
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eyes half closing, yet his voice was pleasant
as he asked—

“Would the son of my friend refuse the
father of the Three Fires alittle fire to warm
the hands of his warriors?”

“Tamaque would frown if his son's pris-
oner was burned by the Ottawas. The
Leni-lenape have cold hands and feet.
They must not come and find the Saganash
has been burned to warm the Ottawas, the
Chippewas, and the Potawatomi.”

Pontiac warmly approved.

“Qur friend's son talks well. It would
have been good if Tamaque had sent him
with the belt through the \Yestern Door to
talk to the Cayugas, the Oneidas, and the
Onondagas. It is true that a man’s prisoner
is his onn.  The Master of Life has said it.
It is good.”

For several minutes no word was spoken;
then Pontiac reached the next point in his
examination.

“They say a brave man from the Senecas
camre here withyou. Why is he not fighting
with his brothers at Fort Pitt? There are
few Senecas at Detroit, although there is
roomfor many. They are very brave men.”

“Black Beaver left Tamaque’'s band to
come with me. He brings the Ga-go-sa
medicine which helps him turn himself into
a snake.”

Pontiac was very sceptical of the last
statement, but he was sincere in gravely
saying: _

“It isgood. | have waited many noons
for the Senecas to help me take Detroit.”

“He can teach his medicine to others.
He believes many will wish to have the
False-faces for friends.”

“Pontiac will join the Ga-go-sa. Per-
haps the Ottawas who now listen to the
black-robes will join it.”

1 his prospect of utilizing a borroned Iro-
quois medicine for drawing fresh recruits
to him lighted new fires in the chief's eyes.
He was still scheming to profit by the influ-
ence of the wooden mask when Rickards
blundered through the door. The man
walked to the end of the cabin and back
without seeming to see either of the three
occupants. Pontiac eyed him narrowy.
Sleeping Wolf hugged his blanket closer
and bowed his head to avoid beholding the
stupid face.

Once more Ballou softly commanded—

“Go and get more wood.”

Rickards stumbled to the door, then

Adventure

paused and tugged at his long hair as if
striving to remember something. Ballou
was astounded to hear him mutter:

“White face. Yaller hair. Wants to go
home.”

Then he was gone.

By a mighty effort Ballou maintained his
composure and informed the chief:

“He talks with the manites. They have
told him about a white worman with yellow
hair—a woman Tamague captured down on
the Forbes road.”

He waited, hoping the chief would give
him some clue.

“He has been with Tamaque’s warriors,
they say. He saw the white worman,” said
Pontiac.

Ballou showed no interest although con-
sumed with a desire to be after Rickards
and to learn what had prompted his refer-
ence to Nell Marks. Very likely Rickards
had seen the girl often while trailing Tama-
gue’s band north to the Susquehanna.  But
it was maddening to know that if the cloud
could be lifted from the benumbed mind
there would remain no uncertainty as to
where the girl was being held a prisoner.
Pontiac disappointed him by making no
further reference to the girl. Instead he
switched the talk by remarking:

“There is a Frenchman who has often
eaten in my wigwam on Isle a la Peche in
Lake St. Clair. He heas lived with the red
men since a little boy. He isvery cunning
and is called the Rat.”

He paused as if expecting Ballou to say
something.  Scenting danger, and yet un-
able to comprehend of what it consisted,
Ballou lighted his pipe and nodded, and in
French murmured:

“To be sure. The Rat. A very cunning
man. His heart isall red.”

“He has spoken of the Trade Knife; and
on Winter nights he has told us how he and
the Knife crossed the Ohio and hunted in
the Kentucky country and fought with the
Cherokees.”

Ballou's nerves were tingling. He felt
as if surrounded by traps.

“It was good hunting in the Kentucky
country. And good fighting,” he declared.

Sleeping Wolf, who had leaned forward
to watch the immobile face of the white
man, sank back against the wall. Ballou
asked hinmself:

“What the-—- is up now! The Rat is
worse than the Knife, if that be possible.
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But why bring his name in? What trick is
the old — trying to play? Prove | never
saw the Rat? Then he must fetch him
here and bring us face to face.”

There were but few border men who had
not heard of The Rat's ferocious habits.
He had taught his foster-brothers more
than ore trick in fiendish cruelty. Better
for a prisoner to fall into the hands of the
Ottawas than to be turned over to the Rat.
Ballou was anxious to get back to the fire
and seek counsel from Meekly, who knew
the frontiers as a scholar knows his books.
He appeared to be thoroughly satisfied with
lounging on the robe and smoking his pipe.

“The Rat has sent a bag of talk to the
Three Fres. He will help take Detroit and
bring many Fox warriors from the Fox
River,” commented Pontiac.

Ballou nodded indolently, and tried to
still the loud thumping of his heart. The
Hill of the Dead was on the Fox.

“But the Rat isvery cunning and makes a
trade. He wants a white woman, Saganash.
He is tired of French wormen.”

“He is a foolish man. A cunning nan
would take a woman and trade for rum or
new guns,” jeered Ballou.

“Pontiac has said the sane. It is good.
But the Rat can bring many Foxes. The
Rat shall have his price.”

“Tamaque told his son something the
same,” murmured Ballou. “The Knife's
ears were only half open. The talk was
foolish. That is why Tamaque sent the
white woman north.”

“The Rat may make foolish talk, but the
Knife's father is very wise,” harshly in-
formed Pontiac. “Tamaque trades but
Pontiac must pay the new guns that buys
the white woman.”

“Tamaque will soon comre to get the
guns,” Ballou compelled his lips to say.

“Pontiac will offer a trade to Tamaque
that will pay him better than the newguns.”

Ballou smoked on, refraining from show-
ing any curiosity. Pontiac sniffed several
times and remarked:

“The Trade Knife does not like our kin-
nikinick. There is a white taste in his
mouth even if his heart is red.” 1

Ballou once more realized the danger of
the game he was playing. And he knew he
had erred in filling his pipe with the strong
trade-tobacco that seldom suited the palate
of the red man, or of a white man turned
red and long used to tobacco adulterated
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with barks, leaves or roots. With a grimace
he explained:

“It is a war-tobacco | took from the pris-
orer. He isavery brave man. He will die
very brave. The medicine of Black Beaver,
the Seneca, said it would make my heart
strong to snoke it.”

With a flash of anger PontiaC hissed:

“The Seneca’s medicine makes a strange
talk. The Master of Life has told the Leni-
lenape, who told the Three Fires, that we
must destroy all white things before the red
man can have all things. White tobacco
for white men. Red tobacco for red nmen.
The Iroquois will not smoke trade-tobacco
in any of their cerermonies; nothing but
kinnikinick—the very name meaning,
‘which is mixed by hand.” ”

Continuing to snoke Ballou argued:

“We use guns taken from white nen.
We use their blankets and eat their food.
They say the Ottawas sometimes eat white
men. White tobacco is too strong. It bites
the tongue. Yet the Knife will snoke it to
make his heart strong. When the Knife
catches a white man his weapons and to-
bacco are no longer white. All are red.”

Pontiac pondered over this doctrine for
several minutes, weighing the advisability
of giving it out as being his own thought
should a time come when he must hold his
men together with promises of much loot-
ing. He gravely admitted:

“What the Knife says may be true. It
sounds a good talk. When | next talk with
the Master of Life in my dreans he will tell

He rose and threw a blanket over his
shoulders and abruptly announced:

“There are dead men waiting to be cov-
ered. The Trade Knife will look at them.”

He slipped an ax into his girdle and
stalked to the door.

BALLOU sprang to his feet and

wondered what tragic surprize wes

awaiting him. So far as he could re-
call their conversation it consisted of odds
and ends, as if there were a variety of sub-
jects Pontiac had planned on touching with-
out exhausting. The monstrous statement
that the white girl had been bought by the
Rat, without the all-necessary information
as to her whereabouts, was most madden-
ing. The intimation that Tamaque might
be coming at any moment to receive his
new guns was alarming. The reference to
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the Rat seemed to have no point. Why
should the Rat’s bargain, struck with Pon-
tiac, be repeated to an adopted son of Tama-
que, who would be knowing all the details
of the deal?

The interview left him bewildered and
deeply agitated. For a moment he believed
the reference to dead men meant his friends,
Meekly and the Beaver, but second thought
told him this could not be. Meekly was
the only one of the four whose status was
that of anenemy. And even Pontiac would
scarcely care to kill a man captured by the
son of Tamaque and chief of the Turkey
band of the Leni-lenape. Yet Ballou did
not breathe freely until standing in the door-
way and glimpsing Rickards, Meekly and
the Beaver.

Pontiac had noted his swift glance, and he
likewise stared at the three figures.

“One Seneca cones after a long time,” he
remarked. “When Pontiac spoke for the
Three Fires and sent many belts, so that
the dogs dressed in red might be driven back
to Montreal and the Mohawk country, the
Senecas were like young boys, hungry for
their first war-path. They could not wait.
They stuck axes in heads before
the Three Fires were ready. Now they wait
a very long time. Had they answered my
belts by coming to Detroit there would be
no fort there now, and Pontiac would now
be down on the Monongahela, and doing
what he did when Braddock was killed.”

“Black Beaver's medicine has told the
Senecas they must hunt like hungry wolves
in Winter—in one pack. They must follow
Pontiac against Detroit, or he must lead
them against Fort Pitt.”

Pontiac's chest expanded and his eyes
flashed proudly. If Ballou had feared the
great chief was suspicious of him, he now
ceased to be afraid on that point.

“Good!” loudly approved Pontiac. “The
Seneca's medicine is mighty and very wise.
The Master of Life speaks through it. Let
Tamaque open his ears to the medicine and
follow me to Detroit and very soon we will
travel south with him and take Fort Pitt.
When we leave Detroit to take Fort Pitt
there will remain only Niagara west of
Montreal. With Pitt burned, Niagara will
next be cut off and wiped out. The Senecas
will fight very hard against Niagara as it
is on their land. Then let the Saganash
take their women and children away from
Montreal, for no living man, except he be
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French, shall show a head outside the town
without feeling the ax.”

He remained staring toward the north,
his face that of one who sees visions. This
was the trade he would offer to Tamaque,
which would pay the Delaware chief “bet-
ter than the new guns.” Ballou was con-
fident he had discovered the major purpose
of Pontiac'svisit to SanduskyBay. To buy
a white woman for the Rat and thereby se-
cure reenforcements from the western
Foxes was well worth while for a leader who
could not increase his fighting force to more
than a thousand men. But given all the
Sacs and Fox tribes at his heels and yet he
could not conquer and rule over a vast in-
land empire so long as the Ohio Indians
warred apart from his leadership. But let
the red forces unite and be handled as a
unit, as the Long House had handled its
men in conquering half of the continent,
Pontjac’s ambition to be over-chief of many
tribes might come near to being realized.

Had such a close confederacy been formed
early in the season before the Spring boats
brought supplies and reenforcements down
the lakes, Detroit would have fallen, then
Pitt; and by mid-Summer Pontiac’s hordes
would have swept the entire frontier and
for years would have penned in the white
men behind the Alleghanies.

As Ballou watched the austere visage he
saw the wild enthusiasm die from the stem
eyes. Already Pontiac realized that his
hold on the northern Indians was slipping.
Viewing it from the start as a “ Beaver war,”
with plunder the prize most desired, the
Three Fires had nothing to show for their
hardships and losses except the capture of a
few small posts weakly garrisoned. No on-
ward sweeping tide of immigration had
swallowed up their hunting-grounds as yet,
so they knew none of the fears which were
actuating the Ohio tribes.

Already it had become a great problem
to feed the warriors beleaguring Detroit.
The French settlers, friendly to Pontiac
and his ambitions at the start, were sorely
vexed by the constant demands for beeves
and grain. Subordinate chiefs were im-
patient to abandon the siege and lead their
men to the hunting-grounds. Although
over-chief of more than four thousand war-
riors—more men than the Iroguois ent
ployed in the heyday of their conquests—
Pontiac has been unable to gather about
him at any time more than a thousand men.
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The far northern Ottawas had been held
neutral through the influence of their
priest. Closely allied to the Three Fires
were the Menominees, the Winnebagoes,
the Sacs and Foxes, dwelling in the coun-
try west of Lake Michigan and numbering
twelve hundred fighting men. None of
these tribes had contributed any aid to
Pontiac except as lhe Sacs, seeking plun-
der, joined with the Chippewas in reduc-
ing Fort Michilimackinac, second to De-
troit in importance on the lakes. The most
valuable service rendered the war-chief
was performed by the two hundred and
fifty Wyandottes from the Detroit River.
In courage they easily equalled any of the
confederated tribes and excelled them in
intelligence.

The Sandusky Wyandottes were closely
allied to the Delawares and Shawnees, and
while assisting Pontiac at times their full
strength was never concentrated on any
one objective. The swarthy leader had
been sure of success at the outset; now he
doubted, and to abandon his proud schene
was a worse torture than any fire-encircled
stake could inflict upon him. He had come
to Sandusky Bay in a last desperate effort
to augnment his forces. And he had brought
with him the fear that the Wyandottes,
Potawatomis, and Chippewas were secretly
planning to make a separate peace with
Major Gladwin.

As one awakening from a dream Pontiac
impatiently shook his head and said—

“We will go and look on the dead men
and cover their bones with white scalps.”

Rickards beheld Ballou walking behind
the chief and eagerly made after him, tak-
ing no heed of the groups of warriors in his
path and unconscious of their ludicrous
haste in scrambling out of his way. He
overtook his protector as Pontiac was pick-
ing his way through the huts of the Wyan-
dottes. Pontiac heard the heavy steps and
turned and thoughtfully scanned the vacu-
ous face. Then he asked Ballou—

“Can the child of the manitos tell us
when Tamaque will come?”

With a little shiver of fear running up
and down his spine Ballou darted an anx-
ious glance toward the bay, where Tama-
que’s fleet of cances and the genuine Trade
Knife might appear at any time. He re-
plied:

“Tamaque sent his son to say he would
come in a few slegps.  He went to the Great
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Island village in the Susquehanna to make
new war-medicine. Black Beaver and the
Knife left him there to bring his talk to the
Three Fires.”

As this did not answer the chief's ques-
tion he persisted:

“The child of the manitos Will listen to
the voice of the Knife. Let Tamaque's son
ask himwhat his medicine eyes see.”

Ballou, perforce, turned to Rickards and
touched his arm and asked—

“Any new folks crowding in on us, Rick-
ards?’

Without seeming to hear the question
Rickards said in a sing-song voice:

“Face white like white clay. Yaller
hair.”

Ballou opened his mouth to put an eager
question, but Pontiac said:

“He talks of a white woman. Ask him to
send his eyes down the lake.”

“Rickards, are any more Injuns crowding
in on us?’ demanded Ballou.

“White face. Yaller hair,”
Rickards.

“His medicine will not answer,” Ballou

mumbled

told the chief. “Perhaps the Falseface of
the Seneca will.”

Rickards startled both of them by ex-
claiming:

“Too many cances. Too many Injuns.”

Pontiac did not need an interpreter, and
his black eyes were turned toward the lake
as though he expected to behold the sud-
den appearance of the Delawares. But no
flotilla of cances broke the eastern rim of
the lake.

“His hand is in the hand of a manito!”
piously exclaimed Pontiac. 1t will be agood
talk to give my warriors.”

Then to Sleeping Wolf, who followed a
few paces in the rear, he said:

“Let no man touch this man who was
Saganash, but who now belongs to the
manitos. Even though he strike and Kkill,
let no man touch him Pontiac hes said it.”

As if talking his dictum into a belt he
removed the string of wampum from his
neck and placed it around the neck of Rick-
ards, thus conferring upon the half-wit an
absolute freedom of movement and com-
plete immunity from any overt acts he
might indulge in. Rickards examined the
wampum and was pleased with the color
combination and patted and caressed it;
all of which pleased the chief greatly.

“The manitos Will speak to me many
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times with his voice,” said Pontiac as he
resumed his way among the huts. The
Wyandotte village, formerly clean and
comfortable, now presented a filthy appear-
ance because of the owners’ absence much
of the time, and the passing of transient oc-
cupants. Pontiac halted before a long
structure that had served as a council
house:

“The dead men wait in here,” he an-
nounced, and, bowing his head, passed
through the low opening.

RICKARDS crowded upon Ballou's

heels and entered, with Sleeping

Wolf coming last. Two canoes
were arranged on the left and right hand
side of the room. In each reposed an In-
dian, and each Indian had been scalped.
As Ballou stood beside the chief and saw
the wisps of swamp grass adhering to the
dried mud on their limbs and bodies he
began to understand and fought desper-
ately to conceal any show of emotion.

“They are painted black for war. Where
did they fight?” Ballou asked after a min-
ute of silence.

“Who knows, if the manito child can not
tell us,” mournfully replied Pontiac. “They
were found dead and scalped near the
Cuyahoga River. They had been thromn
into a swamp.”

“Their bones must be covered with many

scalps,” Ballou fiercely declared.

Pontiac intended the dead should thus
be covered, and yet he was disturbed.

“The Trade Knife remenmbers them?” he
asked.

Again Ballou feared a trap. He stared
more closely at the nearest warrior. \Where
the charcoal had been washed from the
chest he discerned the faint outline of a tur-

key's foot.
“They are of the Unalachtigo band of the
Leni-lenape,” he boldly asserted. He

knew it would be better to guess this much
wrong and be corrected than to deny ac-
quaintance and then be shown they were
Tamaqgue's people with whom the Knife
had dwelt for years.

“The eyes of the Knife are very shamp.
They are the four men who brought the
white woman to Pontiac. They started
back with a band of my Ottawas to say to
Tamaque that fifty new guns were waiting
for him here at Sandusky.”

“Tamaque does not know they have been
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here. Pontiac’s Ottawas should have sent
sore of their young men to tell Tamaque.”

“It is very bad they were killed,” gloom-
ily admitted Pontiac. “Evil birds may
whisper to Tamaque that my children let
them be killed.”

“Evil birds may whisper Pontiac's war-
riors killed them,” suggested Ballou.

The chief winced at this possibility, and
his voice was hoarse as he replied:

“It would be better if four of my Otta-
was filled these cances. My children were
afraid to take them on to Presqu’ Isle.
They had no medicine to tell them they
must send their swiftest canoe to Tamaque
to tell him his men were dead.”

“And what will they tell my red father
when he comes to Sandusky?’ asked Bal-
lou.

Again Pontiac was disconcerted.

“It is very bad, but they can tell but lit-
tle. My children and these men put in at
the Cuyahoga River and found a new camp-
fire and a cance. Tamaque's sons would
take back scalps to their father. They
painted black and hunted for a trail. My
children heard no guns, no sound of fight-
ing. They waited a long time, then took
to the woods and came to where men had
fought at