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THE DECOY MESSAGE

THE RUSE OF THE BORDER JUMPERS

By COL. SPENCER DAIR

JAcK StEwaRr, ALIAS JAcQuUES Diogo—A splendid type of the
great organization, the American Mounted Scouts, whose
lives pass in the terrible dangers of the American-Can-
adian frontier, where outlaws; bandits, smugglers, gun-
fighters and bad men generally congregate. = Sergeant
Service bureau to track down and arrest the bandit gang
of Henri Falloux, who for years have been terrorizing
the Canadian-North Dakota border line, How he gained
access to the smugglers’ camp at Line City, disguised as
Jacques Diogo, and how he fulfilled his duty in spite of
beautiful Marie Falloux is a picture of heroic, fighting,
young American manhood. :

Marie Faigux—Hazel-eyed, regular of feature, perfect of
form, she is a demon in womanhood. ' She is the real
brains of the renegade gang at Line City, and the story
of her trickery, her/ bravery, her devilishness, with now
and then a true feminine charm, is now a part of the
history of the up-rooting of the greatest gang of des-
peradoes, the West has known in many years.

real estate dealer; millionaire, but who for years led the
Falloux band of robber-rovers, and whose 'death makes a
dramatic picture in the crimson flow that ebbed about
the desperate men he had gathered together.

-PRINCIPAL. CHARACTERS IN THIS STORY.

Jack Stewart is sent from Washington by the Secret '

Henrr Farroux—A French-Canadian, who has been a lawyer, |

Pavr, VaNcE—An American Mounted Scout Trooper, with a
lusty ‘delight in battle, and whose jaw ached after his
little altercation with the wild-cat woman of the brigand
band,

Cree Loo—A Chinese pirate, whose terrible death makes him
one of the men marked for a fatal ending by fate.
Wine Tune—A Chinese robber, and associate, and supporter

of the unfortunate Chee Loo.

Quone Duck—A Chinese rover, whose support of Chee Loo,
and Wing Tung, *although accomplished from his lust
for gold, made a happy tinge to the somber cloud that
settled over the lives of some of the red-blood characters
in this story.

Prg-racen  Burts—In a class by himself, unfortunate at
birth, but who bore his troubles like a man, and played a
man’s part all through these interesting pages.

Mgs. HeNrt FALLouX—A woman of mystery, whose sad story

.. of man’s inhumanity to women makes countless thous-
ands mourn.

STRONG-HAND—A  piratical, thieving' Dog-Rib renegade of an
Indian,

BroreN-WING—A = Dog-Rib Indian, ~the embodiment of
treachery.

CHAPTER I

FLIRTING WITH DEATH.

“It’s a boat sure. T will risk a shot at it anyhow.”
Sergeant Jack Stewart, of the American Mounted
Scouts, muttered these words as e a,ime_d at a huge

black hulk, that could be dimly seen floating in the
watets of the Red River, on the border line separating
the United States from Canada.

Sergeant Stewart was standing on the American
side of the river as he spoke.

Dimly in the distance the Canadian shore showed
dark and bleak on the horizon,




The roar of the rifle the Scout carried broke the
stillness.

The flame from the weapon made a sudden flare of
light in the pitchy darkness.

Then there came a cry of pain which echoed over
the wide river.

“I got someone that shot,” cried Stewart. “I hope
I hit Henri Falloux, that infernal French- Canadxan
leader of the Border Jumpers.”

The sound of oars being propelled through the water
at quick speed came to the ears of the Scout.

He peered through the darkness.

“They are getting away from me,” Stewart said.
“Well, better luck next time. But I feel sure that I
hit someone. that shot.
story.”

Stewart threw the cartridge out of his rifle with
a quick gesture. He turned to his horse who stood
near, not at all dismayed by the shot, and gave a low
note on a silver whistle that he carried by a string
about his neck. i

The intelligent animal, a beautiful bay steed of fire
and force, turned when he heard the signal and hur-
ried to his rider.

“ Good old chap, fine old Don,” said Stewart softly
as he fondled the splendid animal and gave it a lump
of sugar.

The horse champed the sweet morsel and awaited
the attempt of his rider to mount.

But Stewart was in no hurry.

He kept straining his eyes toward the river in hope
of hearing again the muffled stroke of oars.

“I can not swim after the boat,” Stewart muttered.
“1It’s not my night for flying—well, I fancy the best
thing to do is to ride onward.”

Stewart wore the summer uniform of the American
Mounted Scouts, of kahaki, with a wide-brimmed soft
felt hat of gray; around his waist was a cartridge belt,
stuffed with deadly looking conical bullets in shining
copper tubes.

At each hip swung a huge Army revolver, a 45, by
the way ; a second belt swept from shoulder to shoul-
der, bearing the cartridges for Stewart’s rifle: the
rifle itself being usually carried strapped to the shoul-
der.

High boots, with a Spanish spur attached to each
heel; a great roll of blankets on the haunches of the
horse; a lasso, a tiny pair of saddle-bags bearing a
trifle of flour, some odds and ends, and Stewart, who
was expected to subsist in the wilds he traversed upon
his own expert marksmanship, was ready for his daily
toil.

The watch-word of the American Scouts told what
his' duty each day would be.
This is the watch-word :

Very Little Ammunition.”

““Waste No Words and

That cry of pain told its own -
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And Jack Stewart followed the watch-word to the
limit,

After listening a moment Stewart blew a soft note
again, upon his silver whistle.

Soft as was the sound it was quickly followed by
a second note from another whistle.

“Where did that sound come from?”” said Stewart
to his horse. ~“ Confound these nights up here on
the Canadian and North Dakota border line. ‘They
are so clear that sound seems to come from every
point of the compass at once.”

Stewart again listened long.

“Who! Who!”

Again came to his anxious ear the long note of the
whistle his note had called into activity.

Then there came the soft tramp of a walking horse,
coming forward from over the prairie-like bottom land
that skirted the noble Red River.

_ Stewart hitched his revolver from his right hip for-
ward, but merely in a precautionary way. He felt
sure that the approaching horse bore a friend.

Rut he cried sharply in an undertone—

“Halt!”

The advancing horse stopped immediately, but his
impatient hoofs could be heard pawing the earth.

“Having halted me, is it your intention to shoot

me?” came.a soft, but rather angry voice out of the
darkness. ;

“That isn’t you, is it, Paul?”

“Not to any absolute extent.”

There was a mocking ring in the voice.

“Hey, Vance is that you?” insisted Stewart.

“Again must I tell you that my name isn’t Paul,
nor is it Vance, and I am willing to add that either
name wouldn’t fit me because you see—"

“Thunder,” cried Stewart as he mterrupted the
speaker, “if it isn’t a girl!”

“I admit it. With sack-cloth and in ashes I admit

- it. I didn’t want to be born a girl, but T was—and

there you are; I mean here I am.”

Stewart was sure that he was not sorry to see the
girl. She was an absolutely pleasing personage of
twenty years of age; with ash brown hair, and a very
expressive pair of hazel eyes, which were twinkling
with mirth as she, spoke. The rapidly rising moon
revealed these facts to Stewart.

Stewart noticed further that the girl carried two
fine revolvers in her saddle-holsters with two others
around her slender waist, and that she was dressed in
a brown, short-skirted riding suit, rode astride in true
border fashion, and was laughing at him quite per-
ceptibly as she sat on her horse watching him. with
frank amazement.

“Do you usually run around in the night with four
able guns attached to your pleasing self, or to the able
horse you are riding?” queried Jack.

- “I ride when and where T choose,” replied the girl

b i ) o o
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as she drew the ﬁnely arched eye-brows down over
her- changeful eyes, in a fit of anger, “ and I use the
.guns whenever I think it necessary i

“ Do not think it necessary, replied Stewart with
the same note of mockery in his voice as the glrl SO
recently had accorded him. “ Why should we quar-
rel?”

“ Goodness knows I don't wish to quarrel. Tt is
not pleasant anyway, quarrelling. Let’s be friends.”

“ With pleasure, but at the same time would you
mindstelling me, how you managed to get here, far
from anywhere in partlcular alone, at this hour of the
night?” .

“ Simple as can be I am here not because I wish to
be but because I have lost my way.”

“ What was your way?”

““The trail to Line City.”

“To Line City; where is Line City2”

sed don t know. If T did I would not be here talkmg
to you.”

“1I never heard of Line Clty.”

“ Nor did anyone else but me, the seven other white
people that live there, the seventy or eighty China-
men, a few Indians, about forty dogs, and a fair
sprinkling of cats.” .

“ Then there is such a place as Line Clty?”

“ Surely. It started two years ago to be the great
metropolis of this part of the world.- It got its name
because it’s on the border between Uncle Sam and
King George, of England It was to be the Great
Line City.”,

“ But what has happened to it?”

“It kind of petered out.. Didn’t assay up to stand-
ard. Was mostly tailings and the ore wasn’t what she
ought to was.

“ It kinder slumped eh?”

“Yes. There’s nothing there now but one. so-
called-hotel, one so- called-grocery-store-butcher—shop,
a saloon, and one shack, or so, devoted to our red and
yellow friends.”

“ Meaning Chinamen and Indians.”

“ Chinks and Redders, we call ’em out here.”

“ Good name for them, at that. But how do the
Chinks and Redders get a living?” . : :

“The good Lord alone knows; I don’t. They seem
to get one; that is all T know. I'm not so much inter-
ested in Indians and Chinamen, as to try and pry into
their private lives.”

Stewart grinned.

“ How do you live?’’

“ By ‘eating, drinking—water, and sleeping, the same
as you do. Honest I’'m no angel.” :

“If you are one you’re a substantial one.”

“ But I will be one if I don’t get some food. 1
haven’t eaten since sun up.” .

Stewart dove down into his saddle-bag. He fished

out some smoked antelope, some bread, a flask of red- \is

wine, and handed them all to the girl, who sat only a
few feet away on her horse, in easy reach.

“Don’t be an angel,” cried Stewart. “1 do not know
how to talk to angels.”

The girl grasped the food eagerly

“I never heard a male angel described, but they
surely must look like you.” d

The girl ate her portion with the appetxte of a per-
fectly healthy young woman m a starving state.

“ You see,” she finally said, “ this straightens up
the situation remarkably. I don’t feel that life in Line
City is worth leaving as much as I did fifteen minutes
ago »

“ But suppose we find the trail to Line City—then

. what?”

“T will follow it to my -home.”

“ Always live i in Line City?”

(13 Yep »

“Born there?”

{3 ‘&rep.!,

“ Father alive?”

&« Yep.”

“Mother alive?”

“« No"’\

The girl was laughing inwardly Stewart saw.

“Come around some day,” she added. “I will let
you look at all the family portraits in our album—
say we have a lovely album.”

The girl then began cross questioning Stewart.

“Where are you from?”

“ Grand Forks, North Dakota.”

“You wear the uniform of an American Mounted
Scout.”

The girl’s face was filled with suspicion,

“You men are the guardians of the border-mounted
custom house officers among other things,” she added.

“«® 'Y'es »”
~ “You madke a lot of trouble out here.”

“Only for those who are criminals.”

‘@ Ah.?!

The girl passed into a Brown-study. Her face
seemed to be trying to keep from expressmg a puzzl-
ing thought.

“I do not like the Mounted Scouts,” \she finally re-
marked.

“ Why' not?”

“Some day I will tell you.”

Her fearless hazel eyes looked deep into Stewart’s
brown ones. There was in the girl’s eyes a subtle
challenge.

& Any day,
day.”
The girl laughed with a little catch behind the
laughter that was almost a sob.
¥ See,” she cried, ° the moon is rising, yes, there it
‘the inconstant moon” And here comes your part-

.

rejoined Stewart. “I am ready, any
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ner, the Paul Vance, you insisted I was, before you
knew that I was, just plain 1.

There was a quick plunge from the girl's mettled
broncho; shé was gone like a dream, in a great whirl
of dust, just as Vanee trotted into sight over a near-by
knoll in the river bottom.

Vance turned in his saddle as the female whirlwind
flashed by him. - -

He gazed earnestly after the hurrying figure.

Then he trotted his horse onward to Stewart.

“ Hello,” Vance said cordially.

“Hello,” replied Stewart.

¥ Charming girl, eh; for a rendezvous?”

SEhP ¢

“That’s what.”

“What is what?” .
“That she is a charming glrl”
She had lost her way.”

“Yes, she seemed to be.

“Who ‘had lost her way?”

“ That girl.”

“ Excuse me now. I begin to understand. You
mean the girl told you she had lost her way.”

“Yes. That is what she ‘said; had lost her way
from Line City, and was trying to get back to the
trail leading there.”

“Well, if she was trying to get back to the trail,
and had lost her way, why did she bolt so qulckly
when her sharp eyes came across me, eh?”

“How do I know?” ' -

“Of course you don’t know. But she did.”

£“ Eh ? 2

“She knew that Jack Stewart was a new Mounted
Scout on this patrol or she wouldn’t have given you
that story. ' It was easy meat, in you, she saw quickly.”

“1 don’t understand.” ,

“Of course not. Oh, Lordy, why do Washington
Secret Service people take on such chaps as raw, as
you and make ’em Scouts, and send ’em out here on
the border line, where. we need experienced men—now
don’t get mad, Jack, I know you are as good a man,
as brave a man as there is in the service, but you
see, old chap,-you are raw to this country, and that is
why you got it handed to you by that girl”

“Got it handed to me—explam? X

“ Do you know who is the man we are after? £

“Of course I do.”

“Who. is he??” ,

“ Henri Falloux, the Border Jumper.”

“The worst scoundrel on the border, you will ad-
mit.”

“No question of it. He is an outlaw from choice, a
bandit by profession, a smuggler, a border jumper, for
years, a gun-man known all over the frontier, and it
is'to apprehend him and brlng him to justlce that you
and I are in these parts,”

“Qur orders are to get a case on him, and then ar-
rest him and hustle him'off for trial.”

{
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“Well, what next?”

“ Do you think we stand a swell chance of winning -
after your being taken in by that girl? ™

“ What has that pretty, refined girl, got to do with
Henri Falloux? ™

“ Oh, only she is his daughter, Marie Falloux, and
she has put up this game on you, my boy.  She is
wise as a serpent, and not by any means as harmless
as the dove: She is a dead shot, a woman of brains,
a daring rider, devoted to her father, and you could
not lose her blindfolded in these parts. She sold you
a gold brick, got near enough to know that you were 4
an American Mounted Scout, got your alley quick,
found out that I was with you, for she knows me well,
and then, off she skips to tell her father, who will
hustle any incriminating evidence about him, out of -
sight, Oh, Jack, you sold out to a pretty face and a
pair of hazel eyes.”

Stewart was the picture of mortification.

“ By thunder,” he cried. “I guess you are right. I
ought not to be in the force.”

Then he gave an awful cry of astonishment and
rage.

‘“ What is the matter?” rejoined Vance.

"% The girl has got my wallet!”
o What?

“She has my . wallet with the warrant for her
father’s arrest in it. I had it in my saddle-bag. When
I handed her the food, I must have accidently handed
her the wallet.”

Stewart put spurs to his horse and dashed in the
direction the girl had disappeared.

“Hold, on you, idiot,” yelled Vance,
you going? ”

“To get back my papers from that girl,” yelled back
Stewart.

/
’

“ where are

“Stop, you fool, don’t you know if you get near
that girl she will shoot you as she would a wildcat?”

Stewart, who had caught sight of the girl tearing
along 'in wonderful speed, ahead of him, on her
broncho, gave a yell of triumph.

He put spurs to his horge.

The girl looked back.

She saw that she was pursued.

She reined in her handsome horse.

Again Stewart gave his triumphant yell.

The girl turned her horse sideways.

In her hand glittered her revolver.

There was a flash; a sharp report.

Jack Stewart, Sergeant in the American Mounted
Scouts, with the quick crack that came from the girl's

- weapon, plunged heavily face forward, and measured

his length on the ground.
His horse ran back helplessly toward Vance, who
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had dismounted from his animal, and Was sighting
over its back, with his long rifle, at the girl.

““ She got Jack,” hissed Vance “Ill get her.”
Vance took deadly aim.

CHAPTER II.

JACK STEWART’S, RESOLVE.

”

The silken rustle of a woman’s gown seéemed to

Jack Stewart, to be about the only thmg lie had heard‘_

in many years.

He felt weak; but he did not know why.

He was sore all over his six feet of sinewy frame.
But there still burned into his brain the face of the
woman, who had shot him, and her beautiful hazel
eyes.

He heard the silken rustle of the woman’s gown,
he was sure, and he managed to raise hxmself on one
arm and look around.

He was in a tent, he saw, and there opposite him was

Paul Vance, busily polishing his top-boots. It was
this that had sounded like the rustle of a womans
skirt.

Stewart groaned.

Paul Vance looked up quickly.
those of the sick man.

“ Fellow bunkie, feeling better?” asked Vance, with
a smile. 2

“Yes,” whispered- Stewart, wondering Why} his
voice came so softly in 'spite of his effort.

“ Good.”

“ Have I been here long?”

“ Matter of six weeks.”

“ What?”

“ Sure. A man doesn’t get a hole through his lungs
and ask for a dinner immediately after.”

Stewart turned the answer over in his mind for some
time. He tried to trace the conuection between his
illness in view of the words of Vance, but he could

not.

His eyes caught

“ How did I get a hole in my lungs?” at ]ength he {

questioned.

“ Revolver; bullet; there you are, with the hole well
. placed.”

“1 was shot then?

“ Neatly and with dispatch. Never saw a man get a
bullet put into him any quicker than you did in my
life.” '

“ Who shot me?”’

“ A woman.”

“ Ah!”

“ Better say, Oh; 1 would.”

i bracer |

“Who was the woman?”

“Marie Falloux.”

“The French-Canadian ban(ht s daughter?”
“The same.”

Then it all came back to Stewart
which he played such a pitifully foolish part.

The scene in
The

_girl who had duped him; it was all clear.

And the missing packet of valuable papers?

Stewart fell back in bed with a faint cry.

Vance rushed over and gave the patient a good stiff
7 of pure American whiskey.

“‘When 1is whiskey, not whiskey, and where is it

“not whiskey.” may be vexing authorities at Washing-

ton, hut right here is where whiskey does the most
good to one Jack Stewart,” remarKed Vance calmly
as he saw  the color returning to Stewart’s face.
Stewart gasped once or twice, but the liquor had
braced him up wonderfully and he insisted in learn-
ing more from Vance. ;
“I remember chasing after the girl when 1 found

_she had stolen my papers,” Stew art said, “but I don’t

remember her shooting me.”
“You didn’t have time to remember anything. She

. just pulled up when she found you were chasing her,

and let you have it.”

“Did you chase her?”

“ Not much. No chasing Marie Falloux for me. She
is too much of a wildcat for yours truly to chase. I
fired at her but missed. I just picked up your corpse,
as I expected to find it, but you being an impossible
sort of gent, anyway, wouldn’t become a corpse. In-
stead of the easy task of burying wvou, I had to pitch
our tent here and nurse you back to life.”

Stewart shot a grateful look at Vance.

¥ You have saved my life.”

“No. You saved it yourself. T could not extract
the bullet. ' I guess you will carry it some moons.
But I did all T could. You did the rest yourself.”

. “When will I get out of here?

“Oh, you will be up and out again in ten days, I
think. The bullet is in your body some where but it
isn't going to do much harm now, it seems to me.
Why, are you anxious to get up?”

“1 am going after that girl, that Marie Falloux,
who has my packet of papers.”

Vance burst into a great laugh.

““That’s the talk, my bantam,” he cried. “ Give it
to the young recruit to get into the death game quick.
You go to find Marie Falloux? Say, why not make
your will ‘at once, and blow your brains out. It’s
easier.”

Stewart shook his head.

“1 may be a raw recruit in this patrol of the Scouts,
but [ am not a raw Scout, at that. Mind you I got my
grade of Sergeant only after two years of hard ser-
vice in other fields.”

“1 know that.”
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“If you think I am going to let a girl of twenty
years of age, if she has ten bandit relations, take my
papers, shoot me, and make a general idiot of nfe, I
am mistaken. - I came out here from Washington to
root out this robber gang. There isn’t a desperado in
(it'that T won'’t arrest before I quit.”

There was the ring of quiet purpose in Stewart’s
voice. Vance looked at him with added respect.

“Well, my lad, in the American Scouts, we think
a seasoned old trooper like I am, quite the equal of a
young Sergeant like you, but old chap, let me add
that T applaud your determination, and I for one am
with you heart and soul. It’s about time that Fal-
loux’s gang, and Falloux’s daughter are suppressed
-together.” ' ]

“I make no war on a woman, but in this case, she
lies in the same legal tangle as her father. As we can
not separate them, you see, we must make hoth suffer
together.” ‘ e

“That’s the ticket. The border can well spare the
Falloux renegades.” i

Stewart lay still revolving a plan of campaign in his
mind. '

“How do you suppose Marie Falloux got hold of
one of our Scout whistles?” he said after some
thought.

“ Goodness only knows. But she got one it’s evi-
dent, for as I understand it you whistled for me, and
she replied, and you thought it was me, then you met
her and——" A ;

A warning hand held up by Stewart aided him in
stopping the swilt flow of Vance’s words. -

“Go slow, my boy,” remarked Stewart. “T am
not well yet. T can stand a bullet but your words, as
they say in the big cities, ‘ cut me heart like a knife.’
Come over easy.” !

Vance repressed an inclination to continueé.

“As to where Marie got that whistle,’ he con-
tinued, “I don’t know. Not knowing I can'’t say, but
my boy, she is the swiftest thing you ever saw in
planning matters. They call it *Falloux’s Robber-
Band’ about here, but I suspect it should read ¢ Marie
Falloux’s Robber Band.” She’s the brains of the out-
fit.” :

Stewart stroked his long beard as he spoke.  Since
his illness it had grown of wonderful size; before he
was shot he had worn it cut English fashion.

“Help me up,” he said. )

Vance assisted him to rise.

“ Loan me your razors.”

“ Suicide route?” asked Vance. ‘

“ No,. just want you to cut off my beard.”

“Why?r?

“It’s the beginning of our plot.”

“ Are you out of your head?” L

“ NO.” . i
“Then why this barber-shop-like episode.”

-your looks.
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“Shave me. Then I will tell you.”

“It’s a pop.” _

Vance worked with great haste. He gave a cry
when he had cut off the superb beard of S.tewzli‘rt’s.

“Why, how changed you are?” he cried. “Your
face is funny. Your mouth turns up at t!le corners
when your beard is off, and when it is on it looks as
if your mouth turned down. This absolutely:,changes
No one would know you now.

Stewart nodded. : .

“ That is why I asked you to shave me. This pecpl-
iar facial mannerism has long been a perfect disguise
for me. When I cut off my beard no one knows me
who knew me when I wore it, and when I do not
wear it no one knows me who knew me when I
didn’t.” :

“T begin to see your plan.” -

SrViea¥l s

“You are going to Line City, where the Falloux
gang live.”

¥ es

“T suppose you know that not a single building in
the little-hamlet dignified-by the title of city, is un-
owned by the Falloux’s; they are the entire city own-
ers; the others who live there are their gang en-
tirely. It’s a hot bunch to get into, and means sure
death if you are found out.”

“Don’t you worry, I shall not be found out.”

“If you do you're a dead man the next minute.”

“A man dies but once really; twenty times a day
one dies who fears death.”

“I hope you will not get found out.”

“ Drop that, and tell me all you know about this
gang ‘of robbers.”

“There isn’t much to tell. Henri Falloux is a
French-Canadian. He has lived in Line City for
many years. Just now when he isn’t cattle stealing or
opium smuggling, or holding up any one he can and
robbing them straight, he is engaged in border jump-
ing.” ;

“There are many varieties of border jumping ; what
particular one does Falloux deal in?

“He gets a colony of Chinamen from ‘Winnepeg,
over in Canada. Then he rushes them over the bor-
der to Line City. He stakes them out there till some
of the big labor using companies in mines, in timber,
in road building, in the thousand and one activities
of North Dakota, send to him for men. Then Falloux
agrees to send, say, twenty Chinamen for fifty dol-
lars each, at the prevailing wages.”

“What's wrong with that?”

“ Nothing. So far Falloux is merely a labor agent.

. But after the men get on this job at fifty per man,

one day the agent one Falloux turns up missing;

then one by one the Chinamen he has delivered turn

up missing. = They have quietly ¢ jumped the border’

to get out of arrest under our, Chinese exclusion act,
5
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and also to get back into Canada where by this time,
some of the Canadian labor using concerns, have con-
tl'athid with Falloux to get them labor.”

“So by jumping from border to border, Falloux
manages to sell his labor both sides of the line, and
reaps a great total, eh??”

“ And also his title of the Border Jumper.”

Stewart mused apart for some time. He had now
th.oroughly planned his method of attack upon Line
City, but he needed some facts about Marie Falloux,
so he asked Vance to state briefly all he knew about
the girl. '

“ Don’t know much. She has been there 'since she
was a girl. Don’t know anything about her mother
except she is dead.”

It was the turn of Vance to puzzle over the next
new move to make.
finally and he turned to Stewart and asked him if he
was strong enough to withstand a shock.

“ Depends upon the kind of a shock,” laughed Stew-

“ What kind do you propose to give me?”’

“ Take it quick for here it goes—do you remember
the night you shot at a boat going up the Red River,
suspecting it was a boat of Henri Falloux’s with con-
traband Chinamen aboard?”

“ Yes. I shot at a huge bulk in the darkness. There
was a cry of pain and I felt sure I 0fot my bullet into
some Chink.”

“ You did.”

“ How do you know?”

“ Because I found the Chinaman’s body.”

“ Where?’

T Imtmr on the Red River al?out a mile from this
camp

“ What did you do?”

“ Searched the body and turned it loose to float
down-stream. I had no tlme to bury dead members
of Falloyx’s robber gang.”

“ What did you find on the body?”

Vance impressively produced a soiled water-stained
letter from the pocket of his coat. With a flourish he
handed it to Stewart.

“T¢’s a dirty looking letter,” Stewart replied as he
turned it over and over. “ It doesn’t seem addressed
to any one.”

“ No. So I saw.”

“ Shall T read it?”

“ 1 think you had better.”

Stewart broke the seal to the letter; it was sealed
with a red wafer in old fashioned style.

Then he laughed. *

“ What makes you laugh? 56

“ Read the letter.”

With a bewildered look Vance read.
burst into laughter.

This is what the letter said: e

art.

Then he also

 are heer ;

His face was wreathed in smiles”

« Bill—The Sandwiches Will be reddy, by the first
or second, at Pops. Get'wise ahd bizy.

; : “ MARIE.”

“look out fer them d——d American Scouts; twO
I git 1.2

Stewart and Vance looked into each other’s eyes.
Then both roared in unison.

“Hazel eyed Marie talks all right, but she needs
a course in night school on her writing, for her fair
hand is better on the trigger than on the pen.”

arphay s right. But what doe_s it mean?” rejoined
Vance. ‘ 4

“ It means ‘the sandwiches will be ready’ doesn’t

it,” replied Stewart “‘about the first or second of the
fronth/i 20

i V\/ hat sandwiches?”

‘I don’t know, I do know however, that in two

‘weeks the first of the month will be here, and I'am

going to Line City.”

“ What for?”

“To eat one of those sandwiches that pretty Marie
Falloux so poorly writes about, and to recover my

_stolen papers

Vlance began whistling as he returned to the pohsh-
ing of his boots.

But he cast many admiring glances.at Stewart who
lay asleep now, after his fatiguing talk.

“Gosh! He’s got sand,” whispered Vance to him-
self.

it CHAPTER TII.

HENRI FALLOUX PUTS ONE OVER.

“Row you yellow son of a thief.”

Henri Falloux stood in the center of his great boat,
as it swung hard against the swift current of the Red
River, in the early dawn of a wonderful day.

The weather was splendid ; the soft haze of summer
was everywhere; the air clear and bracing and Fal-

loux was in good humor.

It had been a record-breaking trip for him.

He had three thousand pounds of opium on board
his craft, which was a flat-boat, wide, and with two’
banks of oars on each side, manned by able bodied
Chinamen.

There was a fine cargo of rich silks aboard, tea
smuggled over the border from China, via Vancouver,
cigars that were now in America without the stamp
of the United States Revenue office on a single box;
loot from all over the Far East, and what was better
than all the rest, there was the usual cargo of China-
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men who had legal right to enter America, and who
made up the Border Jumpers of the Falloux gang; but
in addition there was a little colony of ten new. China-
men, who had never set foot in America before, but
who paid Falloux five hundred dollars each, for the
privilege of becoming sudden-Americans.

So Falloux felt fine as he swore at his lusty crew.

“ Fifty t'ousan’ dollar made dis tr-r-ee-p, pouf,”
cried Falloux. “ Elle est excellente.”

The stalwart young steersman who was deftly curv-
ing the unwieldly boat hither and thither; taking care
not to retard the work of the rowers by making the
boat lose way, nodded and smiled.

_ Falloux looked at him with an answering smile.

“ Ah, yo’ one g-r-r-ande young man. Ah, you one
grande, eh, st-e-r, look over dere—1le vent nous ‘est
contraire. (The wind is against us?)

Jacques Diogo, the steersman, smiled again.

He was now used to the many sided character of his
employer, who one moment spoke the French-Cana-
dian dialect sort of speech; the next roared in pure
Parisian French, and in the third breath, spoke in ex-
cellent English. And some times, when excited, Fal-
loux spoke all three ways at once. ‘ )

He drew a pad from his pocket and quickly wrote
in a plain hand a few words which he passed to Fal-
loux.

“ Hurry up the oarsmen; the time to hurry is in
the morning.” ! "

“ Wise boy, Jacques,” approved Falloux, this time
speaking' quite good English. Hurry up, you yellow
devils. I'll take the hide off you if you are not
quicker.”

The oarsmen bent to their work,

Soon the boat hurried around a bend.

At a signal from Falloux, Jacques whirled the boat
to a long pier that jutted out into the river.

In a few moments the boat was lashed to the pier;
and, while Jacques Diogo idly watched the Chinese
crew begin to unload the valuable cargo, Marie Fal-
loux’ came tripping down the dock, to be gruffly
greeted by her sire.

“Hello, Marie”

“Hello, dad.”

The girl’s shrewd eyes glanced over the cargo.

“ That looks good to me,” she said, “ Fine cash this
trip, eh, pop?” '

Falloux nodded in smiling assent.

Then Marie’s glance fell upon Jacques Diogo.

He made a direct and striking note in her mind. A
tall, muscular young man, with sunny-brown - hair,
close clipped; a strong chin, throwing his stronger
nose into. the back-ground of his clean shaven face,
he made a goodly picture.

“Who is the new man, pop?” asked Marie as she

gave a covering glance at Jacques, that took _him in

from toe to the crown of his head.

i
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“ Deef and dumb ;chap. I got him up’the River
Best steersman 1 ever had. Was stone broke and
works cheap.”

“Do you think it wise to hire a stranger to come
here?” asked Marie.

“Nonsense. : What can he do?”

Marie did mot answer. Instead she walked over to
where Diogo stood idly looking down into the water
with his back ‘turned to her. S ;

Marie spoke when she was quite within a few inches
of Jacques. Syt

“ Father,” she’ cried.

Old Falloux turned quickly when he heard his
daughter’s voice. But she was not attending to him,
hutkﬁarrowlv watching the back'of his new steersman.

“ Father!” cried Marie again, “ If this man here is
crooked I will blow out his infernal brains myself.”

VMarie shot out the words with all the force of her
healthy young lungs. Her voice even caused the
Chinese ‘and half-breed laborers at work landing the
cargo to look up in astonishment.

When she spoke Marie kept her eyes fixed on the
new man’s back.

Tt was a clever ruse if her suspicions that Diogo was
not deaf, had been founded on fact, but the subject of
her espionage mnever even moved at ‘all the hurly-
burly.

In perfect unconsciousness he continued idly to
dream away as he gazed into the swiftly moving
waters that gurgled under the moored raft-boat.

“He's deaf, all right,” said Marie to her mystified
father, as she took a long breath, “ 1 guess he is safe
enough.” f '

But Marie did not wish to let the tests drop with
her efforts. i

As Diogo still stood dormant Marie took up a water
cask which stood empty on the deck of the craft.

She rolled it over toward the young suspect. It
made no end of a racket as it whirled over, the deck.

It was not until it fairly hit him, that Diogo started.
Then with a good round oath, he picked up the barrel,
twirled it with one hand over to one side, looked up,
saw Falloux with a woman, and clicking his heels’
together in true soldier fashion saluted and stood at
attention.

Marie drew near.

“ You have served in the Army,” said Marie in her
clear voice.

Diogo brilliantly smiled.

He pulled a tiny wad of writing paper, and a lead-
pencil from his pocket.

“I am deaf and dumb,” he wrote.

Then he extended the pad to Marie.

The girl read the words. She was now thoroughly
convinced that Diogo was not dangerous. ‘

In impulsive fashion she grasped the pad and wrote
her sorrow and then the strangely assorted couple be-

¢




gan a strange conversation in wntmg, ina strange 51ta
uatxon a bandits’ camp, far out from civilization in a

tiny hamlet strangely bearing the name of * C;ty %,
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Where are you from?” wrote Marie. |

“I am Mr. No One from Nowhere,” was the sw1ft1y i

wrltten feply.
“ Police??”

“ Partially.” : ; : s

“ Shooting? ”

‘ X’e.Sj!

“Where?”

“New York.”

“1 thought your name was ]acques Dlogo
“ As well that as any other.”

“We don’t care for mames out here,”

“That is why I came here, I want to use any\

name any time, and yet no one will care.’

Marie speculated over the answers to her cross

aml direct examination and then continued:
“ Why did you ship with Pop?”

“Is Mr. Falloux your father?”

Marie nodded in the affirmative.

Diogo watched her quietly.

Then he wrote her his answer. :

“ Because I needed the money. ' Any old ship that
would get me out of harm’s way, and would give me
food and drink and a place to sleep, for my labor
was good enough for me, when your father said he
wanted a steersman.”

“ How did you know enough about Red River traf-
fic to steer.a boat up it from the Canadian border, if
you recently came from New York?” wrote Marie.

Diogo laughed with the joy of a young man who
sees a clever girl trying to pin down his words.

“ You are a bright girl,” he wrote. “ A very bright
oirl. If I was an Indian Chief or Medicine Man,
would name you, ‘ Pretty Long Pencil.’”

With this rebuke Diogo bowed with much cere-
mony, and walked over to the further rail of the craft,

rolled a cigarette, lighted it with great calim, and be-

can studyving the landscape about fifteen miles over
Marie Falloux’s head.

Marie turned red. Then she turned white.
hand stole down to her pistolibelt; then she laughed,

turned on her heel, and with her head bent walked "

slowly ashore, and retraced her steps up the long
p1e1 '

‘T never was so insulted in my life,” she cried
softly to herself. “ Of all the impudent, fresh, young
Fly-by \wht men 1 ever met, that chap is a prem-
jum winner.’

The girl walked further.
But he looks to me on the level,” she ﬁnally ejac-

\

ulated.
Jacques Dlogo, Soldier of Fortune, meanwhile was

covertly examining the scraps of paper which he had
seen Marie Falloux write.

Her
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Hby George,” the young man said in the unmlstak-
able accents of Jack Stewart, Sergeant in the Amer-
ican Mounted Scouts. “ Marie Falloux did not write
that note about the ‘sandwiches,” that is dead sure.
I wonder if this note is a decoy message?”

Jack Stewart had kept his word. He was within
the dreaded home of Henri Falloux, the renegade, and
his band of desperate outlaws.

. Would ]ack Stewart recover his stolen papers? Or
was a death in terrible torment to be his portion?

For discovery in the camp of Henri Falloux, would

. not'mean an easy death, Stewart well knew.

“Marie is a bright girl,” said Stewart hali aloud
in spite of the risk of being overheard. “1 fooled her
that trip, however, quite as well as she fooled me
under the brightness of the rising moon.”

Stewart lapsed into silence.

His meditations were interrupted by the quick
sound of a rifle shot proceeding from the shore.

Then he saw Marie Falloux rush down the pier
with a bright revolver in her hand.

“\What is the matter?” almost came to the lips of
Stewart ; but just in time he remembered his role of a
deaf young man, and sank back to his musing attitude
when the shot rang out.

Other shots followed.

Then came screams and cries.
But true to his part, Jack Stewart never moved.

CHAPTER IV.

THE “ GANG’S UPR.”
. Marie Falloux dashed directly at Jack Stewart, alias
Jacques Diogo.

But true to the record made so far by Diogo, Stew-
art did not move. .

Marie clapped her hands on the back of the young
Scout with no little force and when the gallant fellow
turned to her in apparent amaze, Marie said a naughty
little French word.

“Oh, this idiot is deaf. I suppose he hasn’t heard
the infernal racket those vellow dogs are making.”

Marie then wrote rapidly on a bit of paper.

“The Gang’s up. Help me,” she wrote rapidly and
then shoved her missive directly at the so-called
Diogo. :

Diogo came to earth with remarkable swiftness.

Here was just the chance he wanted to impress on
the Falloux’s his great bravery and his desire to aid
them.

“This matching-wits is a game, after all,” thought
the young Scout, as he ran directly toward a cluster

b
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. Scout,
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of men.: “Ii T dor’t land the Falloux gang of des-
peradoes they will land me.” A

So with his weapon at full cock, Diogo, as he was
known, dashed ahead‘anxious to join in the fray.

A sound like the swift explosion of a package of
fire-crackers tied within a tin can came from a low
building at Diogo’s right.

Thither the Scout ran, :

As he approached he saw three Chinamen, their
hands tticked under their blouses, run out of the door
and scuttle rapidly away toward the fringe of woods
back from the house. .

Hardly had they disappeared when a third China-

_ man staggered out froni the house, one hand clutching

at a bullet wound in his abdomen.

The man staggered a few feet; then he collapsed in
the roadway.

He had hardly fallen when the Scout was over him,
and had run a quick hand over his chest as if to find
his wound. :

No one saw the swift motion with which a packet
of papers was transferred from the Chinaman’s body
to the pocket of the wily Scout. -

Then the white man hurried within the low build-
ing, which was hardly more than a hut.

Across the door sill lay the body of a dead white
man.

~ The Scout was able to identify it as that of
a French-Canadian thug.

“ Half Indian, half French-Canadian,” thought the
Scout.  “ Mighty mean combination; but he is past
his troubles. He got a shot between the eyes.”

There was another Chinaman sprawled over a table,
the Scout saw, and it required only a cursory glance
to see that the man was dying.

“Been a hot little scrap,” thought the Scout as he
glanced about. :

There was little question that he was right.

On the floor of the untidy room were the weapons
that must have been used in the fight. i
" A big revolver, with six chambers exploded lay in
one corner; near the door was another heavy revolver
with three empty chambers, each béing a long bar-

reled gun of the type favored by Chinese gun-fighters.

“Hum,” said the  Scout to himself.
what all the fight was about? ”
- A pack of cards, of American make, thrown down
aimlessly, a whiskey bottle with a Canadian label, and
a little pile of gold coins, might have been the cause

“I wonder

' of the trouble.

But the Scout did not think se; he quickly counted
the gold, and found only a few dollars in the pile.
 “Ten dollars would cover that pile,” thought the

wasn't that cash they were fighting over. Money
comes to this gang pretty easily. They are used to

real ‘money of size; hundreds might have caused
trouble; not‘tens.” ; .

Then the Scout sniffed the air.

“Hum,” he said. “Opium.” ;

‘Then the Scout glanced stealthily about.
- “ Smugglers. fall out,” he muttered. “ Fight over
smuggeling profits, I rather fancy.” / ;

The Scout ran through the package of papers  he

had taken from the dead Chinaman, then abstracted
~one, which quickly vanished in the lining of his hat,
a pretty safe place to hide things, he well knew: and
then he turned to leave the fetid hole, which he saw

“No, this fight was too bitter for that, It

s only a square dirty room used as a sleeping
]V)\;icb:e for the ?esser merr}lbers of the Falloux outlaw
camp. s i ¥

Tlri)e Secott saw. a form move, which had been

uching under the table. y 4 A
e Comg out of there, quick,” was on the tip of his
tongue, but the Scout remembered just in §1me,_that
he was supposed to be a mute, and so he threateningly
waved his revolver. :

"A avithered-up little man, so frightened that when
he was yanked out from under the table by the strong.
arm of the Scout, could only roll up his eyes and gasp,
was the proceeds of the Scout’s attempt to get some
facts from the moving form. A

“ Thunder,” thought the Scout to hims_el’f, ‘What
have T unearthed? ' Is this a-man with a pig’s hegd, or
is this a pig, with,a man’s form?” ; Yol

The frightened person, looked exactly like a pig, his
jaws having the peculiar snout-like formation of a pig,
which was accentuated by his beady little eyes, and
his habit of holding his head down low, like a sort of
human hog. e "

The little pig-like man was snorting and rolling up
his eyes, and the Scout was standing like a ninny,
scratching his' puzzled head; when he heard a
smothered laugh. g ;

He faced about the wrong way, well knowing that
just now to face the right way would be his death
warrant. ! ;

Soon a hand on his shoulder, ghve him the oppor-
tunity to turn, for ‘he well knew that the laughter
came from the red lips of Marie Falloux.

The Scout found the girl writing a note for his eye,
as cool amid the carnage as if she had been in a young
ladies’ seminary, writing a polite note to a pqlite

~ friend.

The Scout cbuld not help admiring the girl.
““Been quite a scrap,” Marie wrote. ¢ Where did

“1 dug

.vou dig up Pig-Faced Butts?”

“ Neat scrap,” wrote the Scout in return.
your Piggy friend out from under the table.”

** Anything else to tell me?” wrote the girl.

The Scout shrugged his shoulders.

Then without a written word he laid in the girl’s
white hand the papers he had taken from the dead
Chinaman, save the one he had secreted in the lining
of his hat. ;

Marie gave the Scout a glance of shrewd éuspicion.
Then she examined the papers carefully. His face was
like a mask. No hint of her inner speculations could

. 'be read by the watchful eyes of the Scout.

Marie then wrote rapidly on her tablet. )
““Why did you give me the papers?” read Stewart.
““Why shouldn’t 1.” he wrote in return. They
weke yours not mine.”
* Did you read the papers?”
- ““Why should 1272 R :
“‘T'he papers are important to me—to us here in
Line City.” Ny
The Scout shrugged his shoulders as he handed
back his answer.- - L

Marie did not write anything further. But with

“averted face she looked over the papers and then with

head bent started thoughtfully for the boat,:the Scout
suspecting that she was going to hand the papers to
he_zr father. SRS 5
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But half way betw t : i
haiih Y. gen he Scout and the boat, Marie

She slowly retraced her st
' nezr e, eps, and when she was
pad.

Stewart could not help but notice that Marie had
quickly provided herself with a pad of paper and a
pencil, after she had become convinced that he was
deaf, although in the early stages of his arrival the
gll“‘l had used Stewart’s pad. :

- I will see that someone comes and buries the dead
Chmaman here,'and looks after that dying chap,” the
girl wrote. “We don’t pay much attention to fights
among the Chinks and the Redders; they are pretty
frequent in Line City.” '

Stewart nodded ; but he was by no means convinced
that the shooting and “killing was merely a sudden
brawl. There was much that signalled an inner and
important reason for the shooting and as he was in
search of all the facts that he could get in his dan-
gerous visit to the outlaw .camp he decided to try and
sift these inner reasons. :

“ It is one thing to see the smuggling loot of this

robber gang piled up on that boat over there, and to
convince a United States court jury that there was
such a boat, without good evidence to prove that there
was. It is equally hard to prove that on that boat
were some ten Chinamen coming in to dear America
in violation-of the Chinese exclusion law, without pro-
ducing some facts—why, this has got to be a regular
detective job—and I never was much of a detective.
But I’m in this to win, and I will bet that I-will trick
that girl, and win back my papers, after all. But say,
isn’t she a peach?”

These thoughts chased each other through the
mind of the gallant Scout.

But he was soon distracted from his musings by
hearing a squeaky, tiny little voice at his elbow.

He managed to maintain his reputation for deafness,

however, and so when the squeaky little voice stopped,
and a tiny arm began pulling at his jacket sleeve,
Stewart turned about’ as if he had first heard the sum-
mons. j

He extended his pad to the speaker who proved to
be frightened little Pig-faced Butts.

“T am deaf,” read Butts.

“ Sorry,” he wrote back in trembling letters. * But
can’t you talk?” :

“No, I am dumb,” wrote Stewart, and then the
conversation began its painful way.

“ You saved my life,” wrote Pig-faced.

“ You saved it yourself, when you crawled
the table, at the first shot,” wrote Stewart.

“ Wrong,” answered Pig-faced. “I got under the
table before the first shot was fired.” :

Stewart laughed in the distressing long half wail,
of the amused mute. A

“ That is one way to escape a shot; get away from
it before it is fired,” wrote Stewart. . :

“ 1 didn’t try to escape a shot,” replied Pig-faced
whose ‘writing really had an injured tone. . “I was
hiding under the table before the row began.

“ Why were you hiding?”

¢« T wanted to know things.”

“ Ho, ho! So the bandits got ‘next’?”

“VYes.” )

“ Did they discover you?

under

began writing hurriedly on her

Hest BTy

“Then what happened?”

“They decided to kill me.” -

“If they did that, why didn’t they kill you?”

“ Because two of the party were my friends; they
started to intercede for me.”

B y g

“Yes. Then there was a lot of words, and then
someone fired a shot, and the trouble began.”

“There was lots of trouble when it began, eh??”
wrote Stewart. .t !

“All anyone wanted,” replied Pig-faced.

“Who won?’ g

“My friends.” ; : ¥

“Those three bloused Chinks that went scuttling
away toward the woods just as I was running u
here—they were your friends, eh?” :

e¥en i
. “What are’ their names?”

“Chee Loo, Wing Tung, and Quong Duck.” °

“Gee! Sounds like a chess board when you talk
those names,” wrote Stewart.

Pig-faced Butts laughed. ;

“Were they all’members of this Line City, line-up,
of thugs, and renegades?”

“ Sure'l’ e

“ Are you a thug?” :

“Not much. I’m Pig-faced Butts.”

“ Aren’t you even a bandit?”

“No, Sir, I am not a bandit sir, no sir.”

The robin-like wrath of Pig-faced was enough to
make the sun rise on a cloudy day.

Stewart almost forgot his role of a mute when the
little man bristled up.

“Then how came you here? ” Stewart wrote.

“I don’t know.” -

“You don’t know?”

“That’s it—I don't know.”

“Why don’t you know?”

“ Sometimes I think I was someone else, but I can’t
make it all come just right.”

“Here was a mystery for a fact,” thought the Scout.

There was, he saw reasons for pressing home his
questions before the return of Marie.

He wrote quite rapidly now,

“How long have you been here in this desperado
camp?” ;

“Oh, a long, long time.”
. “Don’t you know how long?”

@ No.,) }

“Why not?”

“There {is something the matter with my head
when I try to think.”

Pig-faced pushed back his long hair as he spoke.

Stewart saw a great jagged scar.

“Oh, ho,” the Scout thought. “ This man’s skull
has been fractured in the past; that accounts for his
lack of memory.”

“ Was your name always Rig-faced Butts?”
“1It doesn’t seem as if it was—but, oh, I can’t re-
member much of my past, except that I have not

7

- always been here in this guerrilla camp.” -

“Can’t you remember a single thing?”

There was ajworld of simple, infinite cunning in the
eyes of Pig-faced Butts when he replied.

“There is only one thing I remember, and the Fal-
louxs would murder me if they knew what I have
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discovered,” the half-crazy little man whispered to
Stewart.

“What is it?” asked Stewart, by means of his pad.

Silently the little man drew Stewart to one side.

 You will not tell if I show you?” Pig-faced Butts
wrote,

Stewart shook his head in /the negative.

“Then follow me.”

Pig-faced Butts stole over to the extreme end of the
room. :

He stooped over what the scout saw was a big
door with a heavy iron ring upon it, let into the
solid flooring of ‘the hut,

Then he lifted the ring, after tugging with all his
feeble strength for several seconds.

Then he pulled up the trap door.

A terrible odor seemed to fill the room; it was like
that which comes from a charnel-house, filled with de-
caying and festering corpses of the human dead.

Then there came the sound of clanking chains, and
a long, long sob of terror, which seemed to float in
the room, like the wail of a tortured soul.

“ My (God ! whispered Stewart, forgetting in his
horror his role of a deaf mute. ,

“Listen to that dreadful moan; it comes from a
woman’s lips,” the Scout wrote quickly on his pad,
seeing that Pig-faced Butts had not heard the words
he had spoken.

“Hush,” cried Butts aloud, ‘also forgetting that
Stewart had told him that he was deaf. ¢ Yes, it is
a woman’s cry for help.”

N

CHAPTER V.
THE HIDING PLACE OF THE SMUGGLERS.

“ Strong-Hand, you big rascal, what?”

“Why for, eh??” 7

Two Indians quarreled up the River Trail, near the
village or hamlet of Line City, in the eatly night fol-
lowing the dreadful discovery made by Jack Stewart.

They carried between them 'a heavy box, and as
each wanted to get the easy end of the portage there
was a conflict nearly all the way. - ' .

“Sacre!” cried Strong-Hand, an active looking
man, with Indian pirate written all over him.

He wore a hunting shirt, leggings, and moceasins,
and tight-fitting trousers ‘'of moose-skin: a revolver
sticking from a deer-skin belt, a heavy rifle, 2 hunting
knife, and a fur peaked cap, completed his costume.

His companion, Broken-Wing, wore much the same
garb, excepting that his hunting shirt was fancifully
ornamented with a sort of fringe of dyed porcupine
quills. ; ;

But the strangest part 6f the distinguishing mark
of the two outlaws, was that their reddish-bronze
faces were painted deep ebony-black.

Their dark eyes, glancing and changeful, gave a

horrible expression to each face, but their disguise

was perfect.
No person seeing them could ever. testify after-
ward that they were anything but * two Indians;” the

<into the form of a

paint made a perfect disguise; no man alive could
ever swear that the two men were Strong—ﬁand and
‘Broken-Wing, two vagx:\:}t\?t Dog Rib Indians from
he far Canadian North-West. ; _
o Why you not tote fair, eh?” cried Broken-Wing
again in huge wrath. ;

“ Dame! I tote fair all right.
oood man, eh.” y
7 “You no tote right. Broken-Wing he portage half
this load,” replied that Indian, but their quarrels were
stopped when a wrathiul vo:ce_further up the train
was heard to lustily swear, first in French and then in

Why you fine me no

- English.

“ Hurry up, yott lame ducks of portage Indian devils,
h-u-r-ty, opp, L say, ye ” and the voice rolled
away in a regular artillery discharge of strange
French-English oaths. s 4

The speaker was Henri Falloux, the outlaw chief,
who brooked no delay on the part of the two Indians,
who stopped quarrelling as to who would Lit the
bulk of their load. and shouldered each his half, and
stagoered up the trail in a vast hurry. :

“Dat, de Boss,” Strong-Hand whispered to his
companion. ' Bet-e-r-r work dam hard, or he shoot
us, eh.”

“ He qu-e-e-k wiz he gun” cried Broken-Wing in
return, and the two Indians made such excellent time
that they soon were on top of the hill gn which the
trail was winding, with their burden.

“ Oh, you blankety blank lazy Indian cur dogs,”
yelled Falloux when he saw the two men.' “Is that
all you two big brutes can portage up. this hill at one
t-r-e-e-p?”’

“ Ugh,” replied Strong-Hand. *“Hill he steep.”

“ Sure it’s steep,” rejoined Falloux angrily. “ That
is why you get so much wampum from me, you lazy
dogs: Go back climb that hill. Get bizzy thar’. If
it is zat h-i-1-l, C'est la le diable.” (There lies the dif-
ficulty.) 3

The two Indians dropped their load at Falloux’s
feet, and with shrugs and many muttered oaths hur-
ried back down to the Red River, where they grasped
another great box, and soon were toiling up the trail
again, but in more harmony than on previous trips,
now that the eye of their master was upon them.

Soon other men joined the two Indians.

Chinamen, impassive, but steady in their work; red
men, gathered from almost every tribe in the great
West; white men, whose faces were never seen in
civilized cities any more, lest the authorities take un-
comfortable action; half-breeds from French-Canada,
and dominating them all, was Henri Falloux, as tough
a man as ever slit a throat or stole a purse.

In the secreting of the smuggled goods nome was
more active than Stewart.

After a long bit of hard work he turned to Marie.

" Where do we put this stuff?” Stewart wrote.

Sult ]’1’38 to be carried about two miles back in the
woods,” cried Marie. “1I am going that way and I
will show you.”

“ No, you remain l_lcre,” roared the girl’s father. “I
need you here.  'Write to the Dummy that all he has
to do is fo hurry along the trail until he comes to an
ash tree—then stop and when he sees by looking up
the mountain side a rock that appears to be carved

into. Fox, then he is to await our com-
ng. X
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“ You have changed things there since I was out

w1"5h you last trip, have you not?” queried: Marie.
Yes. The Mounted’ Scouts this side of the border,

and those —— Mounted Police the other side of it, are

getting pretty numerous. When I get rid of this

trip’s Toot, I will quit L.ine City, and go further North.

It's 7g@’tting pretty hard to work hereabouts.”
While the conversation between father and daughter

was continuing Stewart stood with his back to the.

two plotters but his
what was said.

“1 am getting to everything I need slowly but
surely,” he thought. “The secrets of this guerrilla
gang 1s getting t6 be all mine, slowly but surely. I
shall soon get to the secret place where the smug-
glers store their thousands upon thousands of dol-
lars’ worth of contraband stuff. Well, I fancy that
the Mounted Scouts may get to that place again,
some day.” ~ :

As Marie handed him a paper giving directions
upon it as to his route, Stewart turned with his best
manner,

“ How shall T know the ash tree,” he wrote in re-
turn. “There are many ash ‘*rees in this wood.”

Marie laughed. . ’

“Tell him that he can’t miss this tree. It is the
largest one in this part of the country; he can not
miss it, for it stands up big as a house directly in a
turn of the trail, two miles from here.”

eager ears took in every bit of

Although Stewart heard the words perfectly he
made no sign. -
He waited until Marie had written the directions

out; then he turned on his heel and started away as
if in great haste.

Stewart progressed along the trail for about three
quarters of a mile.

He was completely hidden by the rank growth of
the woods in the summer, from the river. But he
took every precaution to be sure that he was not being
followed.

First for a long space he walked firmly along on
hard ground making no track. iy :

Then he noiselessly climbed a tree; taking a long
look at the surrounding country, to see 1f anywhere
signs of human life could be seen.

Next he removed his top-boots and reversed them
on his feet. ;

Then he made for more than half a mile numerous
tracks in the soft ground.

Under a great tree Stewart resumed the proper
fashion in wearing top boots, and then he made many
tracks, which he took care to have run hither and
thither. 4

Next he removed his boots and put on a pair of
mocecasins with which he made many tracks, and

finally led his trail to a broad creck, on the bank of -

\

which he made many more blurring tracks. ;
“1f anyone follows me they will be sure I swam
that creck, which is ffty ffee’cf wide and veryS ,Elerip
and I will be pretty safe from spying eyes,” re-
Ef;rel;ed Stewart to himself. “Gosh I am glad to be
able to talk. It has been a long time since I coul.d
talk : it hurt to swear inwardly when the dickens is
in things, I found out when I started in to play the
dumb-man. But the secret of the dungeon beats mtiat
that. I have made a startl.mg discovery anyway. _
Soon Stewart was hurrying along toward the ash

13

tree, peering every now and then into the bushes that
lined the road.
“ Hist!” A
Stewart heard the'low hail.
He looked up toward the top of a slight knoll.
‘There stood a tall figure waving its hand toward
him. ' ‘ !

/

CHAPTER V1.
_TﬁAPPEp BY THE YELLOW MEN.,

. “Come out of there, you she-devil.”

There was the clanking of chains and a drawn,
white face appeared framed in the blackness of a
dungeon.

; Marie Falloux laughed coldly when she saw the

ace. i ' 3

She had opened the trap door which Stewart knew
of, thanks to Pig-faced Butts, and was kneeling by
the side of the cavern-like space the door had re-
vealed.

Gazing up at her was a woman’s face.

In spite of the anguish upon the pallid countenance

it was evident that the prisoner was a beautiful girl

in the early flush of young woman-hood.

‘I can not come further,” the imprisoned girl re-
plied in the faint accents of utter exhaustion. “ You
know I am chained to this dreadful cell.”

Marie laughed a low wicked sneering laugh.

“It isn’t comfortable -down there, is it?” she
sneered.

The prisoner shuddered.

“ Rats ‘make poor playmates, now don't they?”
added Marie.

The prisoner was crying feebly.

“ And bread and water is not good fare, eh?”

The voice of the prisoner was low with longing as
she asked for food. )

“ Nothing but bread and water,” replied Marie,
“ nothing else until you have signed the papers.”. -

The prisoner’s head went up with a proud air. Her
dim eyes even in the darkness could be seen flashing
with inflexible will.

Her voice became firmer in its tone.

“ L will starve in this hole before I sign the papers,”
she said with a tore of absolute finality.

“ As you choose,” replied Marie, equally as firm in
her tone. “If you would rather starve here in that
rat-hole, with no food, you are at liberty to do so. I
give you one chance, and one only for your freedom.”
' “What is that chance?”

* Every chance in the world. If
you will'be ireed tomorrow. You may 2o where you
choose and when you choose. My father and I will
agree to send you to any city you may name, and you
will be free to go back to your old life”

“Is there any mental reservation in that offer?”

“ None, except that yott must swear that you will
never reveal the secret of our hamlet here. Line City,
must never be told of by you, to anyone.”

you sign the papers
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“ How can you trust me?”

“1f vou swear a solemn oath that you will not re-

. veal any of our secrets here I know you will not.”

“You feel sure that I will not betray you if I
take such an. oath, even after the horrible sufferings
you have inflicted upon me?”

S esitd :

“ Remember I have been here for many months.”

¢ 1 know.”

“You have chained me here in irons to a post in
this fearful cell.” , e

% Xes.

“I can not walk more than a few steps.”

“ Yes") X g

“I am beset with vermin.” .

“ Yes"’ y ; y

“You have almost starved me to death.” .

“ Yes"} 4

“ At times I pray for death, rather than the madness
that seems to be creeping over me?

“Yes. And one little act of yours, the mere signing
of your name to a paper will free you at once.”

“You are not a woman, Marie Falloux, you are a
devil.”

Marie sneered.

“Devil or woman, I care not what I am,” she re-
plied. “ But you will live here in that dungeon, which
we built to tame the spirits of the band my father
has organized in his race for a fortune without work-
ing hard for it,- until you are ready to sign those
papers, or you will die here, with' the papers unsigned.
I care not really which course you take.”

“And I reply to you, Marie Falloux, that I wotild
rather die knowing that my corpse would be eaten by
rats that infest my horrible cell, before I accept your
infamous terms.”. ‘ - ;

“ Die, then,” shouted Marie as she dashed the trap-
door shut, and turned to leave the room.

Three forms softly blocked her way.

The girl’s hand stole to her revolver.

But before she could move, a great serape was
thrown over her head.

She felt herself lifted from her feet.

:She was carried with incredible swiftness from the
room, and by a man whose iron grip brooked no
struggles; and then she felt herself lifted'to a horse.

Her feet were tied to the saddle. :

Her.arms were pinioned behind her. ;

The terrible pressure on her throat from the hand of
the man who had first grasped her was released.

But'she felt someone press a revolver barrel against

)

“her forehead.

She well knéw then, that she dared not scream.

“ Melican girl, no cry; I kill.”

Marie felt that she was in the grasp of Chee Loo,
the most desperate of the Chinese rovers in her father’s
band; she, with all her bravery, dared not resist the
hissing command for quietness. :

Then the horse that carried the girl dashed for-
ward at top speed. Rea i

She knew that she was a prisoner in the hands of
Chee Loo, and felt that Quong' Duck, and Chee Loo,
was aided in the work of abduction by Wing Tung;
these three Chinamen, she remiembered, having been
the trio to disappear into the woods after the terrible
fight in the old hut. .

Marie was a girl whose life since she could remem-
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ber had been a struggle amid fierce, disloyal, traitor-
ous men. ; ¢

Before she was in her early “teens” her revolver
had blazed quick death to one man who had insulted
her. As she was much alone at Line City, when her
father was away on his smuggling and other swindling
trips, she had gotten used to looking out for herself,
and her wits in the first mile of the journey began
to frame some plan for an escape. . :

Marie knew, however, that it would be impossible
to escape by means of screams for help.

One cry for help would be her last; a bullet would
end her life in a trice for not a man among her ab-
ductors would hesitate to take her life the instant
she made a sound. ' \

But she could hear the Chinamen talkinig in Chinese
to each other.and as she knew a few words of their
speech, she managed to gain the information that she
was the victim of a plot, but as to who was at the
bottom of the plot she could not learn.

After a long spirited ride' the girl had come to no
conclusion as to the reason for her summary treat-
ment.

As she was turning the puzzle over in her mind she
heard one of the Chinamen speak to the others in the
party, and her horse came to a quick stop.

She felt herself lifted from her horse and then her
head was uncovered and she found herself deep in the
forest.

She looked about as well as she was able but could
see no trail leading to the spot where a halt was made.

In every direction she could only see thick under-
brush, and tall trees.

“1I am in the depths of the woods about three or

’

four miles from Line City,” the girl thought, “and

while I was sure that there was not a foot of forest
about Line City for twenty’ miles that I did not know,
I confess that I do not know this spot. I wonder
where I am?2”

. Marie was not given much opportunity for further
investigation.

Chee Loo, who seemed to be the leader in the party
which had snatched her away from her father’s band
of brigands, came forward and after loosening her
bonds and removing her gag so that she could speak,
stood before her and began asking questions.

“ How likee you dis?” he said in pigeon English

~ affected by the Chinamen of the West, when in con-

versation with the white race.
. “ 1 don’t like it at all,” Marie replied with spirit,
why have you taken me here?”

t Blmeb'_v tell, velly well now, you no try runee,
you get killee,” gravely answered the Chinaman with
a dark scowl of menace. >

‘; Look hege, Ch?e Loo,” replied Marie, “ Don’t you
get gay with me, for you know you ar i
shot if you do.” 4 s s L
L“ Who shootee me, velly quick no?” replied Chee
Loo,

“ My father,” answered Marie. “You know him
well enough to be sure that he won’t stand for this.
Even if yt(})lu kll_lgcdl1 me fh% would hunt you out if you
were 1n the middle of China—then
Chee Loo.” PRl goes

“Me no scaree,” sneered the
man, “you know we gottee you.
where you at, eh?

mysterious yellow
Dad, he no be tellee

by
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“ You mean that' { i ‘
; ! 1 am your prisoner and that no
onie can tell myfather where I amp? %
Chee L

00 bo“l e'd n]ally man B e i
. . 11 >
tl\"e, 111_ ) y S 1n the aﬂirma

b a great Chinese doll. ’

% Oh, stop waggmg your yellow head,” cried Marie
in a temper at once, “You make me ill with your
nodding head, and your sneaking little slant eyes.

vhy if T had my giin here, 1 would fll
holes like a horseradish grat:ar.”wou yau el

_“ No can do, no savez gun, eh?”
plied. :

Marie was silent. She knew the words were too
true; her weapons had been taken from her. She had
no trusty revolver swinging easy to her hand; but
sh.e had after all, some sort of a weapon in a keen
stiletto she wore buried deep beneath her skirt in a
convenient pocket, and she trusted to this weapon as
a last resort, although she knew that an open search

the Chinaman re-

for it would only end in her being deprived of the

weapon.

So the girl played hard for time and opportunity to
bring the stiletto into play.

“You haven’t told me wh,\\f you have brought me
here?” she asked next.

“ Goin’ tellee you, pretty quick, soon,” answered
Chee -Loo.

" Fire ahead, and tell then,” rejoined Marie.

She looked about cautiously as she spoke.

She saw that Quong Duck and Wing Tung, were
acknowledging Chee Loo as the master, and as the
leader of the party.

They had withdrawn apart and were holding their
own horses and the one that Chee Loo had ridden.

Marie’s horse was standing by her side, and she
held the animal’s bridle in her hand.

The horse was eagerly cropping the shrubs about
them, and Marie gave him as full liberty as his bridle
rein permitted. :

Marie further saw that the spot where the China-
men had taken her was without doubt théir camp, and
it was probable that the three men had secretly hur-
ried to this spot while awaiting an opportunity to

abduct her, after their fight in her father’s hut, in.

which so much blood had been shed.

Marie was determined if possible to get to the bot-
tom of the reason for her forcible removal, and to thg
trouble that led to the fatal fight so close to her
father’s house, and in which these three men had
demonstrated their wonderful ability with revolvers.

“1 said tell me why you have brought me here?”

“ You know, pretty much quickee,” replied Chee
Loo. i

“ Do you expect to get money‘for my return:

The Chinaman shook his head in a negative reply,
not wishing that Marie should learn too much of the
real motive behind her abduction. ) !

“ Do vou do this because you want to kill me?

Again a negative shake. i

“ Has someone offered you money to bring me
here?”

i NO"’ - . . .

The vellow fiend spokg thtllsx 51qglle word in seeming
sincerity, hoping to deceive the girl. i
. n}‘c’(}l;%ﬁ whr;r h%ve you brought me here? ”

“ You makee tlouble.”

“1 make trouble?”

“ Y’es.”

“ Who for?”

questioned Marie. -

PRI et}
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Our fliend.”

“ 1 make trouble for your friend?”

“ &Tes..‘l.. 7

* Who is your friend?”

W Rigow Butts.?

 Wihat

“Piggy Butts.” j

“You mean to say that you have brought me here
to this hole, because you think I make trouble for
your friend, who is Pig-faced Butts?”

3 Y,CS-” K Sy :

“ But man, Pig-faced Butts is half crazy?” -

“Not clazey.” ;

“Yes, he is, I say, crazy as a loon.”

“Not clazey. He goodee man.” _

Marie puzzled over this reply for some time.

“I don’t know that I see what you mean,” she at
length. replied, “ will you explain? ”

“ You gottee girl lockee up in darkee cellee, you
lettee girl go, or—" :

Chee Loo as he replied brought an accurate mental
picture of a girl being shot to death by Chinese thugs,
to the mind of Marie, by a clever pantomime.

In spite of her undoubted courage she grew a trifle
white about the mouth.

“You are crazy, sure, Chee [Loo,”  Marie continued.
“ Now let’s make this thing up between us. I will
pay you good money to let me go.”

Chee Looo shook his head again like an animated
Chinese doll.

. Well, what do you want me to do to buy my free-

.dom—you surely do not wish' to kill me?”

The Chinaman leaned forward in his anxiety. His
eyes glanced like those of an attacking serpent.

“We keepee you here, till we gettee out dat gal,
you gettee free like easy after dat, bimebye.”

Chee Loo said these words in his silkiest tone.

Marie saw in a moment that the three men were in
leagtie to aid Pig-faced Butts in getting to the bottom
of the Mystery of the Dungeon. Her heart was filled
with rage, and she swore a mental oath to kill Pig-
faced Butts on sight if she ever got out of the dilemma
in which she found herself. i

But Marie saw it was time to play her trump card.

She had only one desperate chance of escape before
ol U A

She had sank down near her horse which she con-
trived to covertly pull between her and Chee Loo.

Then her hands went to her face as she burst into
tears, which were real enough but proceeded entirely
from rage. ;

One white hand stole down to her dress skirt.

She seemed to be fumbling from time to time for
a pocket handkerchief.

At length she grasped the handle of her stiletto.

With a swift motion she drew the handkerchief out
of her pocket, but entwined within it was her deadly

+ stiletto.

“give in.

“ Oh, Chee Loo,” she said in agony apparently. “I
Come here and I will do anything to get
away from your clutches. You shall know all about
the Mystery of the Dungeon.”

Chee Loo drew nearer to the girl, his face aflame
with pleasure at his easy victory.

When he was within two feet of her, Marie jumped
up. ‘ ;
With the speed of the tiger jumping upon the deer,
she grasped the Chinaman by the arm.
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Flash!

There was the glint of light on ‘the deadly stiletto
as it was poised above Marie’s head.

With all the force of her supple frame the girl
buried the weapon in the yellow neck of the China-

man.

With just a slight moan, hardly loud enough to
be heard by his companions, Chee Loo fell forward.
His legs drummed like a partridge’s wing on the
ground; he died almost immediately. '

But Marie did not await the final ending of her
blow.

She jerked her horse around toward the most open
part of the woods ; with a splendid spring vaulted into
the saddle, and with a lash of her quirt across the
flanks of her horse, and with one foot goading the
animal to frenzy with her spur, she darted down the
glade, while Wing Tung, and Quong Duck sent shot
after shot, in vain after her, as she flew along.

Marie was safe so far as the shots ‘were concerned
in the first one hundred yards of her reckless burst for
safety. i

The woods closed over her and shielded her from

the two remaining outlaws.
Marie rode almost stretched out on the back of her
horse, not only to escape the shots of the Chinamen,

"but also to keep from being swept off her horse by

low hanging tree limbs as she darted through the
forest.

“I am safe at last,” the girl cried, in triumph, as
she pulled up her almost spent horse after a two mile
run at the animal’s utmost speed. .

But just as she spoke a man grasped her bridle.

Her stéed stopped with one or two mad plunges.

She felt herself literally lifted from her seat, and
felt herself again pinioned by 2 man whose strength
she saw was. great.

“You ate my prisoner,” a voice yelled in her ear.

Marie Falloux fainted with the stress of the terrible
emotions pent up in her wildly beating heart.

CHAPTER VII.
PAUL VANCE TO THE RESCUE.

Jack Stewart, alias Jacques Diogo, alias § Dummy,”
saw that the strange shape hailing him, was none
other than his friend, and fellow member of the
American Mounted Scouts, Paul Vance.

“Hello, Paul,” Stewart:said simply.

“Hello, Stewart,” cried Paul in teturn.

“ Better draw off into the woods on the top of that '

little hill there, where the road leads to the left, and
crosses the trail at right angles.
road and trail there. I may be followed.”

“Good scheme,” answered Paul. * We can see
both ways up or down, trail or road, for about a mile.
Anyone coming either way we can quickly detect.”

#Exactly.” ;

Upon arriving at the point Vance gave his horse
about twenty-five feet of lariat for grazing room, and

/

We can see both |

i
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having passed one end of the raw-hide about a big
tree, and secured it firmly with a hali-hitch or two,
Vance rejoined Stewart. s

He found his friend and fellow Scout calmly smok-
ing his pipe, seated on a great log.

“ Well, how did you get here?” Vance asked
Stewart.

“Walked.”

“ I noticed that; but why?” 4

““ Didn’t have a horse.”’ ; :

“ Well, why are you here?”

“To try and find some more of the dread secrets of
the Falloux gang of bandits.”

“ Are you succeeding? ”

“ Never had better luck.” '

“ How did you get into the ranks of the gang?”

“ It was easy. After I left you in camp I hurried to
a point on the Red River where I knew a lot of smug-
glers used to hang out.”

“You mean near Robbers’ Row, as they call the
hamlet on the Red River where Henri Falloux first
secretes his plunder when he has smuggled 1t over the
border from Canada?”

“ Exactly.”

“ The place where he loads his big flat-boat for the
trip to Line City, up the Red River?” -

113 Yes'” A

“ Did you get in with Falloux there?”

Sldid.k

‘< HOW? »

“1 got there about the time I knew he was over the
border. When his stuff began to come in to the
ranch he owns near Robbers’ Row, I mixed with his
gang"’

“You are a pretty good mixer?”

“ Fairish. Anyway, he packed his stuff in by the
wagon load.”

“ Pretty brazen, eh??”

“Yes. I found he used twelve canvas-covered
wagons, the regular old time ships-of-the-desert, style,
which the Argonauts of 49 used to use in the first
great dash for California over the plains.”

“ Why those wagons hold twice what the average
wagon will hold nowadays.”

“ That's right. He had six big mules hitched to each
wagon, and each wagon was loaded down to the limit
with stuff.” ;

“ Whew! What do you estimat
he had in his wagons}?r” . bl e s

“It will hit many hundred thousand dollars I
think.”

“That’s quite a haul.”

“ Yes, and there’s more behind it. He has been
do‘x‘ng this same haul every month for years.” \

1 dThe.n he has smuggle,d——why, he must have smug-
goerde?‘q’}lhons of dollars’ -worth of goods over the

I guess you've hit it all right”

“}IIow does 111e get rid of all the stuff?”

.+ am not clear as to that yet. But it
as if hq bulked his stuff in a};ache in the lvov(())lt‘)sdsmngi
Lme Clty.. _Probably he has a lot of wooden build-
ings buried in the woods, somewhere, near here, and
he leaves his plundef there until he gets someone East
Sr \17\17elst to handle it for him, and he ships it out in
;;?Sae'” ots, so that custom house men will not get
i
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“ Do you know wh

Syes

StIe\Eart laughed gaily. :

g atter myself I got awa rith 1 i ip,”
he added. *“ I didn’t ghave ayb;)"c”tglf lzl'gillbffl:uzxgillp,l
got to Line City. Then Marie Falloux got into the
game—say that girl is a human wildcat, isn’t she? ”

“Didn’t T tell you so? Have you got over the ro-
mance that those pretty hazel eyes started in your
heart.”

Stewart grinned sheepishly.

“Oh, ves,” he rejoined,
love with the lady. She is
weapons to please this American Scout.”

“ Did she try to trap you?”

“ 1 should reply, yes. She tried me out in a dozen
ways and several times she had me up against it.
But T crawled over them all.”

“Then she didn’t suspect you?”

“ She suspected me for some time. But I thought
every minute of the bullet she presented me, which is
stf.ll roaming about my system somewhere and I just
said to myself, that I'd fool her, just as hard as she
fooled me in the forest that night.”

“ Have you recovered your papers yet?”

“No. And I haven’t yet the slightest idea where
she has secreted them. But I will get to them before
long, you bet.” '

“TI think you will.”

“ Oh, I am sure to get them back. I feel that if the
gang don’t get my alley and get next to me that T will
land them all in prison.”

“Is there anything else to tell me? We had better

ere he caches his stuff?”

\

“1 am not very much in

get away from each other. We have been talking
some time. They may send out some one to watch
you.” 3

“1 have provided for that. But whether they do
or not, there is one thing to remember—I'm inside the
ramparts. I told you I would go to Line City. = I have
done it. I toldyou I would get into the Falloux gang.
I have done it. I told you I would get back my pa-
pers—and I am going to do it.”

Vance was filled with admiration, when Stewart
told him that he was posinlg in the Falloux camp as
Jacques Diogo, a dumb boatman.

“ But we must get on, my boy, although I will con-
fess that Marie is a fascinating subject to dwell upon.”

Vance then thought of matters for a second or two
and then remarked that it was up to him to get the
Mounted Scouts in a camp near the Line City gang
ready for any use that Stewart might put them to_.

“ Quite right,” replied Stewart. “Make a quick

: jis
skip. I see some one coming up the trail.

As sbon as Vance had vanished in the woods, Stew-
art retraced his way to the trail and soon came face

to face with the man who was toiling up the steep
path-like way, puffing and blowing. :

Stewart saw that the man was Henri Falloux and
that his face was white with wrath.

Falloux oreeted Stewart in a long roll oﬁ.qéleeg
French-English oaths, and 1n the funniest kind o
mixture of French and English. :

Stewart stood smiling 'as the words (‘itw1sted z.;iv;:zlr
from Falloux, and when he had finished a spee ;

rather too quick with her

)

which he gave Stewart a remarkable insight into the
bad opinion that Falloux had conceived of him,
blandly wrote ‘a few words on his pad, which he
handed to the bandit chief. = i

“I am deaf and dumb.” gl

“You are deaf and dumb, you dago, Mexican son
of a horse ‘thief, are you?” yelled Falloux as he
stamped on the paper Stewart had handed him. Then
he simply foamed at the mouth with rage. :

“Where is Marie? ” at length the bandit yelled.
“Have you seen her?” . : 4

True to his rdle Stewart did not * bat an eye-lid,”
but wrote again, his usual song, “I am deaf and

"~ dumb.”

This second effort seemed to allay Falloux’s wrath. -
He grasped Stewart’s pad and wrote rapidly.
“Have you seen Marie?” he wrote.

“Not since I left her in camp with you,” replied
Stewart. : .

“She isn’t in camp, we can’t find any trace of her,”
wrote Falloux his face now desperately wan and old
and wrinkled. = : '

* Where did she go?”

“I do not know. We last saw her enter the hut
where the Chinks and the others had a fight.”

“Did no one see her come out?”

“No, but we found traces of several moccasing
about the door of the hut, and tracks made by three
horses leading to the woods.”

““Whose moccasins made the tracks?”

“Several of our men are sure that one of the tracks
were made by the Chinaman, Chee I.oo.”

¢ What?” L

“Yes, the bloody yellow devil, who kicked up the
muss and skipped after putting bullets into two of
my men, and both of them were among my best men.”

“Both are dead?”
“Sure.”

“It looks to me as if they have abducted your
daughter.”

There was a dreadfully cruel light in Falloux’s eyes.

“If they have, and any harm comes to her, I will
chase those devils into the other world if I have to
do it to get them. What I will do to those Chinks
when I get them hasn’t been written in the history
of torture.”

Stewart was deeply stirred by what Falloux said.
He knew that the Chinamen had better not been born,
than to risk falling into the hands of Henri Falloux.

Before he could answer a horse rushed out of the
forest,

He bore down upon the two men.

As he dashed by like a huge phantom of a horse,
going at wonderful speed there fell from his saddle a
bit of blue-ribbon. :

Falloux rushed to the bit of bright eolor and picked
it up.

“Marie wore it when I last saw her, only a few
hours ago,” the desperado yelled. ‘ She has been
spirited away by those yellow devils. Get back to
camp, turn out the entire band, for I will rescue her
and kill her abductors before twenty-four hours are
OV

HWg
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CHAPTER VIIL
MARIE FALLOUX'S FLIGHT.

When Marie Falloux came to herself, she found that
her horse had disappeared.

She looked about with swimming head but could
see nothing of the animal.

“ Ho, ho, Hee! Hee!”

A man’s voice roared near her.

She turned to see who was making the sound ex-
pecting to have her eyes focus on the evil face of the
Chinaman, Wing Tung, or his equally evil companion,
Quong Duck.

Instead her eyes fell upon the laughter wreathed
face of Paul Vance, who leaned on his rifle in an
easy position. {

“ Paul Vance,” cried Marie. “ Another one of those
cursed American Scouts.” \

Paul’s wide-brimmed hat swept the ground as iie
mockingly made the girl a sweeping bow.

“1 ‘cry you mercy,” he' tittered. “Indeed, had 1
known that the wood nymph who rushed by me on a
steed of mettlesome fire, was my dear old friend
Marie Falloux, I would have hesitated before I had
plucked her from her saddle. Marie Falloux is rather
quick in bending her trigger finger to suit'me; she
shoots rather too well at pursuing American Scouts.”

“I suppose that is a fling because I shot your
side-partner,” boldly answered the girl. “ What be-
came of him?”

, “ At the present time he is lying in his lonely grave,

not aware that you let his foolish life out with your
deadly bullet.” ™

“I wonder if you are lying??”

“1 lie to such a,fair lady, oh fie!”

“Anyway I didn’t try to kill him. That’s the trouble
with your American made gun, it kills, but an English
made gun, stops your enemy, but doesn’t kill him.”

“ Now, Sweet Marie, why don't you get your
father to smuggle an English gun over the border, the
.next time he jumps said border?”

Marie turned pale. \

“ Nonsense,” she cried. “ My father does no smug-
gling.' He is a'decent trader, who does nothing but
legitimate trading.” :

“ Oh, Marie, Marie, how you can lie? I am really
ashamed of you, for you know Marie, you are now
under arrest charged by me with being a smuggler
and a desperate member of the Falloux band of out-
laws.’ f

“ How,dare you make such a charge? I will make
you prove them.” :

“You are a little mixed in your language, but let
me tell you that I propose to charge you with smug-
gling, and T propose to prove ‘them,’ as you put it, in
the United States courts.”

“How absurd.”

s iitinot?

“ Why you haven’t a chance in the world to prove
your charges.” ,

“We will see about that; but any way we won’t
go further into this matter, not if we know it. Just
now you are my fair prisoner.”

“Where is my horse? ”

“The last time I saw him he was'hitting up a record
pace through the woods.”

“Which way was he going??”
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“ Both ways, it seemed to me, but fast__eno’}lgh to
get both'ends of him out of my sight in a jiffy.

“Why didn’t you leave me alone?

“ Becatise you are needed to round out my career.
I have arrested many a male smug_gler, but never be-
fore did I arrest such a pretty thing as you aie—or
one so faithless.”

Marie bit her lip. : :

She saw that Vance was playing with her; but she
further perceived that Vance did not propose to re-
lease her. 3

She knew that she had no weapon now. Her stil-
etto was left sticking in the throat of Chee“ Loo. /

“1 am lost indeed,” the girl thought. “I am in
the hands of this American Scout, a prisoner, and he
will undoubtedly make good his threat to have me
tried by a jury for smuggling.”

Marie turned cold, at the thought.

The smuggling charge did not dismay her, She
was young and a few years’ imprisonment she did not
dread.

But there was the ugly threat of murder an@ a trial
that might end in her execution, for shooting the
companion scout, to Vance; and her heart was heavy
as-she turned toward Vance-determined to find out
really, whether she had killed Stewart or not.

“Where did you bury the body of the scout I shot?”
she asked. '

“In a deep grave, amid flowers and where the birds
sing daily over the corpse of our hero,” mourned
Vance.

“Honest? ”

“ Honest Injun.”

“I never met one.”

“Never met what?”

“An honest Injun.”

Vance roared.

" Well, now you remind me of it, neither have L
But in this case, you will have to wait and see what
you will undoubtedly get next to in time. I am unable
to submit the corpse of Jack Stewart as an exhibit
in this case to prove to you that you killed him, but I
again implore you to believe that you did.”

Marie saw that future questioning would not solve
the problem.

She hung her head a prey to many fears.

As for Vance, he also was not as easy in his mind
as he pretended to be.

In‘the first place he knew that he had no evidence
upon which to arrest Marie,

He knew further that if there was any evidence in
the hand of the American scouts against the Falloux
ganlg for smuggling, that Jack Stewart held it en-
tirely.

But he knew first, last, and all the time that Stew-
art was anxious to get Marie out of the way, and he
knew that he might bluff the girl into not trying to
e?cape him, until Stewart had time to carry out his
plans.

“I will have to-let this little she-devil g0 sooner
or later, of course,” Vance thought. “ But I will bluff
her nto staying as long as she wishes, and then when
she don’t wish, T can’t hold her. She would kick up
all kind of a riot in Washington, if I detained her too
long. Claim false imprisonment, and Washington al-
ways believes any charge made against its men who

are as far away as we are. So I'll bluff as long as I
can, to help out Stewart”
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Ya_nce Wwas very serious in his next words to Marie.
Now, it will be necessary for me to ask you to
deliver to me any weapons you may have,” he said,
Marie’s even white teeth were shown in her broad
smile.
“ Goodness, man,” she cried, “do you think if I
had any weapon about me that I wouldn’t have used
1t on you ages ago, and made my escape?” she said.
Poor Vance blushed at his stupidity.

& YAT 5 * g
Was there ever such a charming little murderess,”

he“shcguted. “/What a cunning little cut-throat itis?”

Why, what do you expect? You tell me that T am
under arrest for being a member of a smugglers’ gang;
then you tell me I may be tried for the murder of an
American scout? Well, to kill you will only be two
murders. No one can hang me twice.- So, I might
as well take a chance and push you after your partner.
Some of those little birds can sing for two dead scouts
as easily as one.”

Now Paul Vance was a very brave man. But he
felt a somber feeling of dread clutch at his heart,
when he heard Marie speak. He knew she would kill
him in a second had she a weapon with which to do
it.

“1 think without doubt that you are the most re-
morseless woman I ever met,” cried Vance. ¢ Your
like does not live on this earth.” '

Marie laughed with a sarcastic intonation.

“Don’t fool yourself that way,” she said. “ Any
woman I know would take a longer chance than kill-
ing you to get away from exposure.”

Vance shook his head.

“ But in this case I am safe, am I not? Having no
weapon you can not kill me?” P i

“ Exactly.” '

“ Now there is one question more to ask you.”

“ Why not ask it? s :

“1 hate to bind you to my horse, and I hate to ask
you to walk, but if I mount the horse without binding
you to it, and try to carry you, or if I bind you to it
and walk, it seems to me that you may resent the
bonds.” i

“TI would, of course.”

“ Now will you give me your parole, that if T do
not bind you, you will not try to escape?’’

Vance hid his face in his glove to not let Marie
see the smile that crept over it.

“ Much she will abide by her promise not to es-
cape,” Vance thought. .

Marie on her side was thinking that she cared little
for a broken parole if it let her escape.

So she answered.

“1 would not break my parole,” she asserted ve-
hemently. “If I gave my word that I would not try to
escape I would not try.”

“T wonder if your word is good for anything?”

“ Try me and find out.” « i

Marie drew near as she spoke. :

Into her beautiful hazel eyes there crept a piteous
note of appeal. Sl

She folded her hands in supplication and crept near
to Vance, her pretty face c.louded with dread.
Vance felt sorry for the girl, after 3}‘11;, ;

“ Poor little thing,” he thought, “it's a pity that
such a beautiful girl has not bef’:n brought up to a dif-
ferent life. She simply doesn’t know anything but

crime—and——’

Vance received a blow that sent him reeling' back-
ward. : 4
He measured his length in the leaves that had fallen
from the trees. Fis head sang, and for a second he

lay gasping, hardly conscious of his surroundings.

When he came partly to himself and sat up to stare
stupidly around he found himself alone.

Marie had dealt him a beautiful blow exactly at the
point where his chin made an inviting mark.

No pugilist could have “ put one over” better. i

Paul Vance had been in ring language “floored’
with a stiff straight arm punch, by Marie Falloux, and
his fair prisoner had, while he was “ groggy,” jumped
on his horse with wonderful agility, and had flown
away, iree as a bird, on the back of the scout’s gallant
animal. - : :

While, Vance ruefully rubbed his aching jaw, he

.could hear the high shrill laughter of the girl ringing

through the woods as she escaped.

“By thunder,” cried Vance. “ She didn’t violate her
parole, but tricked me as easily as she did Jack Stew-
art. Confound her for a —"

The humor of the situation so strongly appealed
to the scout that he lay down in the shrubbery and
laughed until his head swam again and again.

His laughter came to a sudden stop as his eyes
caught sight of the form of a man stealing toward him
with a rifle trained upon him.

“Halt,” cried Vance, as he jerked his own rifle to
his shoulder. “ Halt, or I will fire.”

For'reply there came the vicious snap of a rifle,
aimed directly at his heart.

*

CHAPTER IX.
A ONE SIDED LOVE AFFAIR.

Far in the lead of the large gang of infuriated
bandits, far in fact ahead of Henri Falloux; who had
almost exhausted himself by the imprecations and
threats he had uttered against the Chinese abductors
of Marie, strode Jack Stewart, now once more in the
robber-gang, as Jacques Diogo.

“This game is mighty interesting,” quoth Jack to
himself. “ But if Marie was fifty times worse than she
is I wouldn’t leave her longer than I could help in the
hands‘of those Chinamen. That would come under
our law against cruel and unusual punishments.”

Jack felt in his soul that Marie was able to take
care of herself; but he also felt sorry for her father,
Henri Falloux, for never had he seen such a tempest
of wrath sweep over any man, as it had over Falloux
when he became convinced that the Chinamen had
spirited away his only daughter, in fact the only hu-
man being in the world that Falloux cared for.

“No matter how perfidious, how unaccountably
wicked 2 man may be, he at least loves his child,”
thought Jack. “I can’t feel much sympathy for Fal-
loux, for he must have known what the end of a
daughter must be who was being brought up merely
as aceriminal, but——-."
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Here Jack’s thoughts suddenly terminated, for rid-
ing quite at ease through the dense woods came the
subject of the search, pretty Marie, herself, riding
quite as easily as if escape from the hands of two
desperadoes, was what she usually did every day.

“ What, how!” stammered Jack.

It was fortunate that'in his surprise he hardly whis-
pered the words, but Marie was too overjoyed to see
him to notice that he had spoken, anyway.

She almost snatched his pad from his hand and be-
gan writing the history of her escape fom the China-
men.

When she told of her killing Chee Loo, Stewart’s
blood ran cold. ',

“Did you really kill him?” he wrote.

“Why not? He was willing to kill me if I hadn’t
killed him first.”

Stewart nodded.

*“ Where did you get that horse?” 3

“It belonged to Paul Vance, that infernal American
scout who is prowling about these diggings.”

“What2?”

EiSure:

Marie then wrote briefly her version of the blow
she had given Vance. '

“1 left him grinning like a big monkey over his
swelled jaw,” wrote the girl merrily. :

Stewart simply laughed until the tears rolled down
his face. He now had a medium for the stopping of
all future comments upon his anxiety to catch Marie,
and which ended in the reception of an uncomfortable
bullet in his lungs.

“What did you say to Vance?” asked Jack at
length.

“Not anything that could hurt us here,” the girl
replied. “ He seemed to know a lot about our smug-
gling plans, but what of it? He can not really prove
anything against us.”

“Of course not.”

Stewart thought a moment, then he continued writ-
ing. :
*“Was he alone?” he wrote.

“Yes. He says I killed the fellow that was with
him. a scout named Jack Stewart.”

“ Write me about that matter, will you please? ”

The girl detailed her trickery passed upon Stewart,
apparently never thinking that the man, Jacques Dio-
‘g0, was the fellow that she had shot; but poor Stew-
art’s cheeks burned when he read the final words to
the merty description the girl gave of her talk with
Stewart, just belore she shot him.

“I sold him the sweetest gold-brick, any man ever
bought,” the girl wrote.

“Yes, he-he—yes, now wasn’t it great?” Stewart
wrote in reply. © Say, you know how to fool a fellow,
don’t you?” ,

“ All except you,” cried the girl, but with a blush,
shé wrote much the same words, when she remem-
bered that Diogo, as she knew Stewart, was a mute.

Stewart was “up against it”’ at once.

“ Confound the girl, ” he thought, “is she going to
make love to me?”

Then he wrote, just the very thing you see, he
ought not to have written under 'the circumstances.

“What do you mean?” he pencilled.

If he had stopped to think he would have put down
words that would have taken the conversation away
from the question he knew the girl would write next.

The question came: i :

“Why don’t you marry me?” wrote Marie, with a
great vivid wave of color that swept over her face.

Stewart swallowed about the way a fish does when
it is pulled.out of its native element. y

He did not know how to answer the girl. He was
man enough not to wish to use her affections to lure
her onward, where he could arrest her and her father,
and break up the entire desperate Falloux gang; in
fact hel was in a dreadfully awkward position, with
the direct appeal of the girl here in her own hand-
writing under his eyes, and her eyes dwelling anx-
iously upon him. :

“Darn it,” thought Stewart, “I wish 1 hadn’t come
here. I don’t want to ‘rope’ this girl, this way, why
did the addled headed little vixen ever get the idea
that she was in love with'the ‘ Dummy?’”

Fortunately Stewart was saved the need of an an-
swer just then, for with a cry of relief up dashed
Henri' Falloux; and behind him came the bulk of the
smuggling crew all armed to the teeth, and as fine a
looking gang of guerrillas, as Stewart had ever seen.

Stewart was surprised also at the' depth of affection
shown by Henri Falloux when he saw his daughter.

The sight of ‘a man whose cruel nature made him a
by-word far and near, weeping great salt tears, was
something that Stewart, even in his checkered life had
never seen before; it startled and pained him.

“By thunder,” he thought, “1 wish I was out of
this gang, and hadn’t gone into this thing quite ‘so
recklessly. Revenge is a note that we ought not to
touch very much I see. I am sorry for Falloux and
his daughter—confound the girl, if T don’t skip quick
she will marry me-out of hand.”

And there was more danger in this than Stewart
really knew, for if Marie had really known that he
was Jack Stewart, the little tigress would undoubtedly
have married him for revenge and shot him the next
moment out of spite. ;

Stewart managed to keep a respectful distance from
his too ardent wooer the remainder of the way back
to Line City.

The girl tried often to get near him, but by use
of many subterfuges Stewart managed to keep her
from getting him where she could resume the con-
versation. :

“She is a devilish pretty girl; at that,” he thought,
“but I would hate to be her husband. Most women
take their quarrels out of their husband by dint of a
long tongue; this girl has got a long revolver, which
she would be liable to use on hubby, any old time, he
came home with one of his usual jags on. Not any
for me. I'd rather marry a powder-magazine; it’s
safer.” : :

Marie' told her father the fact that the American
scouts were on the trail of his bravo-party the first
chanee she got.

. Falloux’s face was black with rage when he had
heard the story.

“ We must try to get rid of our stuff at once,” he
decided ql_uckly. “1It’s a dead serious matter to have
the American scouts after us. We must get out of
Line City at once.”

:‘ What,. and leave all these valuable building lots,”
cried Marie.  “ Say, father, why don’t you get to be a
real estate man and sell off the lots. There ought to
be a lot of money in the game of selling them off to
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Eastern men who have the ¢ small-farm
bonnets.”

“ We must pull up as quick as we can and dodge
over the border into Canada,” insisted Falloux.
Would we be any safer there than here?” cried

> bee in their

Marie.  * We aren’t popular over in Canada, you
know, since our last visit there.”
“ Then we had better throw up our cards,” replied

her father. .“ Any way, we can clean up enotigh now
in a short time to let us get into the far North West.
There we 'can”change our names and live respectfully
on our gains.

*“ Father, you cant live decently. You have been
at this game too long. T couldn’t stand for any-
thing around me but the old gang. They are dead
tough I know, and we live every moment in danger
of sudden death, but T like the life. Anyway, what
can the Mounted Scouts do? You have the stuff
safely hid now in the cache—if the scouts raided us to-
MOTTow there wonld be: nothing here that would in-
criminate us.”

“ Nevertheless, it's getting pretty hot here for us.
That girl you insisted in shutting up in the dungeon
would be pretty bad medicine for us, if she should be
found.”

Marie’s teeth clenched upon her under lip.

She had thought of Pig-faced Butts, just then.

“ There'is just one man I need just now,” the girl
said to her father.

“ Who is that?

‘“ Pig-faced Butts.”

* What do you want of him? ”

“The moment I see him I am going to shoot him.”
“ What has he done to you?”

‘ Betrayed us.”

“What '’

‘“ Betrayed us.”

“ How?!"

Marie told her father what Chee Loo had said to
her about poor Pig-faced Butts being implicated in
her abduction.

A deadly cruel gleam came into the eyes of Fal-
loux. :

“ The minute we get back to camp I will send for
Pig-faced,” he roared. “ If vou don't kill him on sight,
I will.”

Stewart who was close behind Marie and her father
while the foregoing conversation was going forward
heard every word of it

“ I will have to gd to the front for Pig-faced,” he
thought. “ But how?”

His active mind dwelt upon ways and means to
save the half crazed unfortunate Pig-faced Butts; but
no where did he see a gleam of light to point to the
saving of the man who had earned his gratitude and
sympathy.

“ The only way to do,” Stewart finally decided, £
to let things drift. That is about all the course any
of us can steer when such problems face us. I will
drift along and when the right time comes, why, 1
will know just what I ought to do.”

Marie on her side was equally in a quandry.

She had managed to work upon her feelings to
such an extent that she was very sure that she _Wantgd
to marry the supposed mute; and being, as it 1s plain
to see, a girl of very willful disposition, utterly unused
to any subterfuges, she had thought the proper thing

v
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to'do was to go direct to the man she loved and tell
him of her: affection.

“He is nothing by Jove,” she ‘thought, “but a
busted outlaw. He don't dare to dig up any of his old
friends.  He can’t talk, or hear, and here I am ready
to marry him. Pop has lots of cash, and is getting’
old, and will retire from this game soon. We can
go to any old place and live like lords from England.
There’s better men than he is in our gang who would
be tickled to death if I wanted to marry them.”

Falloux ‘was musing as to the dreaded presence of
the American scouts. :

“T don’t like that game at all,” he thought, “ Marie
don't see that while we can cope with one, two, twenty
or fifty scouts, that they will still send others out
here to get us, and sooner or later they will get us.
I fearit’s a case of close and|jump, but before we
go, Ill fill that infernal sneak Pig-faced Butts so full
of lead that he will sink in water a hundred fathoms
withotit more lead tied to his cur body.”

Soon' the party saw the smoke from the various
huts at Line City, dimly spouting through the woods.

Stewart’s heart gave a great jump.

“ Here comes the time when I have got to do some-
thing to help out poor old Piggy,” he thought, as he
narrowed the space between him and the Falloux’s
so as to be within easy distance of them, when the
time came to jump forward and rescue the unfortunate
fellow whose death seemed to be now coming to him
in great jumps.

The ‘bandits separated as soon as the camp was
reached.

Marie still sat astridé of the horse she had stolen
irom Paul Vance.

She had worked herself into a white rage.

Her eyes were brilliant with her passion.
had she looked prettier to Stewart. g

He could hear her calling to several members of
the bandit gang who had not joined in the search for
her to send Pig-faced Butts to her.

Stewart’s hand began playing with his revolver.

He knew now that he would shoot Marie in cold
blood before he would let her harm a hair of the head
of Pig-faced. :

“ Pig-faced,” yelled several of the bandits. “ Where
are you, Marie wants to see you.”

There came no answering cry.

But from the hut of the dungeon of
came a great cry of horror.

“ Piggy has run away, and taken the girl from the
dungeon with him,” one of the bandits, a tall, strong
rover shouted as he ran up to Marie.

Marie’s eyes were dark with wrath.

She brought her revolver butt down upon the head
of the foolish speaker who stretched his length upon
the ground, with a deep scalp wound, from which the
blood streamed in torrents.

“You lie, you fool, what do you know about dun-
geons, and girls that have escaped anyway?” Marie

© fairly yelled.

Under her impatient spurring her horse bounded
over toward the hut.

Marie vanished within the building.

She returned almost immediately, just as her father
came running to the spot where she raged.

“Pig-faced Butts and the woman are missing,” the
girl howled. & They have escaped.”

“ What,” just whispered Falloux, to the intense sur-

Never

mystery, there
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prise of Stewart, who open-mnouthed was watching the
dreadful scene, fierce as a cyclone in its exhibition of
terrible rage.

Falloux sank to the ground, a white and trembling
wreck of a man, :

“ What mystery is there in all this?” thought Stew-
art. “ How can the escape of Pig-faced Butts with

that pallid-faced half dead woman whom I saw in
that cell, so frighten this fierce demon of a man, so
that he cowers to the earth like a frightened child?”

CHAPTER X.

7

PAUL VANCE DOES SOME QUICK THINKING.

Paul Vance had no time to escape the shot, he saw.

Dire peril makes a man think quick.

The round hole of the tube of the rifle pointed at
him, did not give out its deadly missile, as quick as
Paul’s mind worked.

He fell prone upon his face with the very flash
from the weapon.

So splendidly did he fall, that the assassin who had
aimed at his life, was sure that he had killed the brave
scout.

The man dropped his rifle and with a guttural ex-
clamation rushed at what he felt sure was his pros-
trate,” dying victim.

Vance pretended to be in the throes of death, for he
was unhurt. = He threshed about among the bushes,
and managed to thus crawl to a half stooping posi-
tion.

The assassin, unmindful of the exact reception he
was about to get, leaped down upon Paul.

The Scout straightened up. 5

He whirled his long rifle over his head.

The gun came down directly upon the head of
the on-charging assassin.

Whack!

The assassin crumpled up in a heap of senseless
flesh. His head was almost crushed by the terrific
blow Vance dealt him.

In two seconds more Vance turned the fellow over
after he had firmly bound him.

He saw through the blood on the man’s face that he
was a Chinaman.

“Sure it is a Chink,”. ' Paul cried to himself. “ A

white skull would have now been split clear to the

chap’s heels, with the blow I struck. You can’t kill
a Chinaman with a blow, I guess. I never could,
anyway.” 1

Vance fearing that the Chinaman had others with
him made a quick circuit of the immediate vicinity
of the woods but found no companion of the assas-
sin. ;

“Now, I just wonder why' that Chink tried to kill
me,” Vance mused. “I haven’t any feud with China-
men on that I know of.  We scouts never have had
. any brushes with them—well, it’s a mystery to me, I
can’t fathom it.”
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When he had at length returned to the Chinaman,
he found the man’s eyes were open. ;s ;

“Didn’t I say that I never could brain a China-
man,” quoth Paul, as he frowned at the recumbent
yellow man.

The Chinaman gasped. _ : ;

Paul felt sorry for the fellow in spite of his attempt
at murder and lifted him up and examined the cut
in his head. { .

It was wide and gaping, but was without question
only a flesh wound. , s

Paul ran to a near-by spring, got some water mn ‘hls
hat, sprinkled the man with it, gave him a stiff drink
from his canteen, and soon saw that the Chinaman was
back to earth again. .

“Why you try killee me? ” he asked in true Western
Pigeon-English always used when talking to a yellow
man, by the whites. ) 2

The yellow man grinned.

“ Game bird, anyhow,” thought Paul.
needs a stitch or two.”

Paul took from his pocket a surgeon’s needle and
twine. He carried the needle for just such. a time
as the one that confronted him.

Within a half hour after he had tried his best to
kill the Chinaman, Paul was just as busily engaged
in trying to save his life.

“Stop that,” he cried, as the fellow winced under
the stitches he was getting’ through his scalp. “I am
not 'much of a sewing machine, but here’s where I
sew up that cut. It’s sure a nasty one, and would have
killed any one but a fool Chinaman.”

Soon Paul had the Chinaman’s head neatly bundled
up. j
% Look like an accident ward in a hospital,” Paul
commented. ‘“Well, there you are, dear old assassin
that didn’t assassinate.. All ready now to get on
the job again, but don’t you put your ugly head again
where I can hit it. Next time I'll make a Chinese sau-
sage of your head.”

The Chinaman moaned feebly.

Then he sat up and blinked at Paul.

“Gosh, but- you are an ugly brute,” added Paul.
“ What do you call yourself when you are home?”

“Wing Tung,” replied the man.

“ Better change your name—call yourself Winged
Done,” answered Paul.

The Chinaman impassively winked again.

“Now my boy,” cried Paul as he cocked his rifle,
“you speak right out in meeting. You confess all
about yourself or I will make a better job of it this
time and will put a bullet into you that no surgeon
can get at, to save your dirty life, this trip.”

The Chinaman became exceedingly bland.

“‘For ways that are dark and tricks that are vain,
the heathen Chinee is peculiar, the which I do rise

" quoted Paul. “Now tell your little

““ That head

to maintain,””’
story. Get on to the history of your life and do it
. quick.”

“No shootee,’
takee.” :

“It's bloody enough,” returned Paul, “as to the
mistake part, we will hear about that right now.”

“Thought yo’ be Henri Falloux, savez?” replied
Wing Tung.

“Oh, you thought I was that dear bandit, one
Henri Falloux. T’ve a notion to shoot you just for
mistaking me for that fiend.” ‘

3

crigd Wing Tung. ““ All bloody mis-
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“ I frien’ o-Piggy.”

“ What2?”

2

“You're a friend of Pig-faced Butts,” replied Vance,

WI‘]‘OI knew all about the little ‘man from Stewart.
ss.” .

“You mean yes?”

e :

“1f you are a friend of Butts why did you try to
kill me—I know something about Piggy.”

& Thought—you-one—dam—scoundrel-Henri—Falloux,” re-
joined the Chinaman, in a breathless burst of words.

“ None of that, my boy, or this gun is going off.
I won’t be taken by any one for Henri Falloux.”

“We try helpee Piggy, we get-Marie-Falloux-she
killee—Chee Loo. T tink you gal’s dad, try findee gal,
I shootee you, too dam-queek.”

The story was out at length.

“Oh, I see,” answered Paul. “You are the man
that aided in the abduction of Marie. Was she try-
ing tjo’ get away from you when she came flying my
way?”

The Chinaman nodded.

Vance felt of his jaw which was very tender.

“1 wish hereafter you would be a leetle careful of
your prisoners, for that same Marie Falloux handed
me about as neat a blow as I ever got in all my life.
For her weight she is the neatest hitter I ever saw.
She has got a nice punch with her.”

The Chinaman blinked.

“ How you knowee, we glet gal?” he asked.

“T don’t know it. But I pieced it all out.
she flew by me in the woods I felt sure she didn’t
ride that way for fun. She is a harum-scarum lady
at that, but she wouldn’t fly through the woods at
the risk of her pretty neck unless she was flying
from some one. When you hove in sight and tried
to kill me I tumbled to your game.”

“ We knowee Henri Falloux follow; try gettee us.
We try gettee him first. We mix you wrong, savez?”

“ Oh, you thought that Falloux was after you
for abducting his daughter so you started out to
get him, and thought I was he, eh?”

“Iss. I go one way, Quong Duck go odder.”

“So you two bandits were stealing through the
woods after Falloux for the purpose of murdering
him?”

“® ISS‘.”

“ Where is Quong Duck?”

“ Back with Piggy-faced, and gal”

“What?”

“Iss.” ;
“ Do you mean to'tell me that Piggy-faced Butts

is back in the woods with a girl-—what girl? ”

“ Dug up gal out'dungeon.”

“Well I will be darned.”

Vance uncocked his rifle. He strode over to the
Chinaman. ; 3

“ Can you walk,” he asked.

Wing Tung nodded. ¢

“ Then vou hike fast to where that gal is and where
Piggy is, see?” . ;

The Chinaman struggled to his feet, and led the way

through the woods.
5 Ifg]ack Stewart hasn’t gotten down to the bot-

tom of the Dungeon Mystery,” remarked Vance in

When

“great glee, ““ It looks as if I was going to beat him out
to the’ game.”
The two men then hurried away through the woods

in search of the rescued girl'and Pig-faced Butts.

" “Well, T have at least got the message through to
the rest of the Scouts,” Vance thought.  They will |
be here to reinforce us soon; but mow I must hurry
to the relief of the mysterious woman of the dungeon,
and find how Pig-faced Butts found wit enough to
rescue her.”

While he spoke Vance, with true woodman’s sus-
picion darted his glances hither and thither through
the woods.

He got his rifle in working order when he saw.
under a great elm tree the shadow of a man walking
back and forth like an uneasy spirit. ]

The man unquestionably saw Vance quite as quickly
as Vance saw him.

He raised his weapon to his shoulder to warn off
the Scout from daring further approach.

“Don’t shoot,” screamed a woman’s voice, just as
the two weapons were about to belch forth: their °
murderous contents.

CHAPTER XI.
THE BANDIT SERGEANT'S DISCOVERY.

Although a veritable fury in language and actions,
Marie Falloux did not collapse under the discovery
that the mysterious woman of the dungeon had es-
caped, owing to the efforts of Pig-faced Butts, whom
Marie had designed to murder.

“Oh, Pop, what’s the use of your making such an
idiot of yourself,” Marie cried to her cowering sire.

“ Lost! All is lost,” was all the white lips of Henri
Falloux could utter.

“Rats,” cried Marie, “lost, nothing! Nothing is
lost while we have the life left to fight with." Don’t
be such a coward.”

Marie’s voice trailed off into an almost incoherent
splutter of French oaths for on occasion Marie could
say things in French, that she would blush to trans-
late into English,

Stewart, who was growing pop-eyed from curiosity,
now managed to curb his looks so that they did not
appear to be so curious, and he drew near to Marie
writing on his pad a request to be allowed to aid her
in some way.

The girl cast a grateful look on him.

“You are all right. I am glad there’s going to be
a real man in the family that knows what to do when
there’s trouble in the air. Pop is about as much good
as the painted picture of him in our parlor.”

Marie rapidly wrote these words.

“Why did he go up in the air?” wrote Stewart in
reply.

“He is afraid.”

“ Afraid of what?”

“Shadows.”
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*“ What kind of shadows?” .

* Those he raises in his mind.”

“ Those are the worst kind.”

. Surely they are, but Pop has raised a whole house
full of them.”

FOANLLIRED 2

* Lordy ounly knows. Don’t ask me.”

“ Was he afraid because the girl escaped? ”

¥ an bet®

“ Who is she
That’s our secret.”

Excuse me.’}

* Don’t apologize.” :

“1I did not mean to offend.”

“1 know you didn't—but look here, Pop's on the
blink, and isn’t any good. = Say, you had better marry
me to-night, then after you are my husband I will
tell 'you all the mystery; but not before.” 7

A river of perspiration began to stream down Stew-
art’s: face.

He feared that Marie would marry him out of hand.

“ She’ll marry me when I ain’t looking,” Stewart
inwardly said. “ Hully Gee! Is there no escape?”

Then a bright thought struck him.

He wrote his reply quickly.

“ There 1s no clergyman here.”

“ There is one ten miles from here in Lame Horse
Gulch. 1 will send the Sergeant over there for him ;
he will be back by early evening with the sky pilot.”

“The time has come when Jack Stewart skips,” said
the Scout in his mind. * No marriage with this bandit
girl for mine. It’s a quick escape or a quick marriage
for mine.”

To gain time to think Stewart asked by medium
of his writing pad, “ who the Sergeant was?”

“The Sergeant is a half-breed Indian,” Marie re-
plied. . ' He used to be in the regiment of Indians
Uncle Sam organized for one brief season out here
and holds the name of ‘ Sergeant’ which he held in
the army.”

599
“

@

¢ Didn’t the Indian regiment prove to be the thing?”

“ I should say not. The Indians were too quick with
weapons to be good soldiers. It took'a lot of real
soldiers and a lot of shootin’ of real Indians to disband
the regiment, when it mutinied.”

13 Ha! 3 i

“The Sergeant as we call him—his real name
is ‘ The Rattlesnake —was the worst of the mutineers.
He would have been hanged if caught after the bloody
mutiny was put down, so he skipped to us and joined
our band.” : j

“ Well, you are going to send him for the clergy-
man? ;

“Yes. He cantake my horse Queen Bess. She will
get him over there and back in a few hours. ' I don’t
suppose the Dominie can ride fast coming back-—but
we ought to get him here and get us hitched up in
time to take the road late tomight.”

“Take the road?”

“ Sure as you're born. We have got to round-up
Pig-faced Butts and that girl. I’ll tell you why and
you’'ll see I’'m right after we are married.”

Stewart tried to look sentimental, but he looked un-=
happy. ,

“Oh, don’t cry about it,”” bruskly said Marie. “1
won’t be such a bad wife at that. You'll have to'lead
the gang now, for Pop’s gone to the willy-boys, and

when he gets this way he usually fills up on booze to
get over his fright, and say, when Pop’s full of red
eye, he is a holy terror.” /

Stewart smiled in the most satisfied manner that his
inner misgivings allowed.

“Of all the dead queer things 1 have been up
against, this is the rawest. ' To th‘.mk that thig girl,
who really is a very pretty woman, is desirous of mar-
rying me right in a few hours, then is going to make
me the leader of the desperadoes her father commands,
and starts me out to get hold of a poor girl she has
been torturing, get’s me nervous,” thought poor
Stewart. “ And I, an American Scout, trying hard to
imprison this girl and her father and to break up the
outlaws who have been her only associates since

childhood.”

Stewart mused over the strange destiny that had
thrown him in his unfortunate position.

Marie did not go further into the trouble over the
escape of the mysterious woman but turned to Jack
and continued her writing.

“You know that fellow Jack Stewart,” she wrote.
“The chap T shot, and whom Paul Vance strung me
to believe I had killed?”

Stewart’ had. hard work from allowing his face to
betray his feelings.

“Yes,” he replied,” it seems to me that you did tell
me something about that chap.”

“I'm just dead sorry I didn’t plant him, but one of
our boys came in last night. He said he heard up at
Grand Forks that a lot of American Scouts were com-
ing down here to clean up the Falloux gang, and that
Jack Stewart was to command them.”

“Ghosts, don’t hold commissions in the American
Scouts, do they ?” wrote Stewart.

“1 dunne. Do you?” 3
“I dunno either,” wrote Jack. “ But what are your
plans?” ‘

“T haven’t got any, except to fight the Scouts. It
will take more Scouts than there are on the border to
get us, you bet, without about the stiffest fight they
ever put up.”

“You bet,” rejoined Jack.

The couple were interrupted by the return of the
Sergeant, a tall, scowling, copper-colored, half-breed
Indian, who looked his Indian name, “The Rattle-
snake,” to perfection.

“?Pgey, Sergeant,” cried Marie, “ what’s the mat-
ter!

“I got a note for you,” the Indian replied as he
writhed in his saddle as if anxious to hurry off for the
clergyman, in which action he had been interrupted.

To Stewart’s surprise he spoke very good English,
and which Stewart saw made the bandit gang more
dangerous than most.of the bands that he had had to
cope with in his official position.

This Falloux gang was more or less composed of
ed.ucated persons, ‘who had brains to craftily plan
criminal’ campaigns, and the brute courage to carry
them through.

“Where did you get this note?” snapped Marie, as
she turned to the Sergeant.

“I found it sticking to a tree with 'a bowie knife.”

“Let's see the knife,” cried the girl.

The Sergeant handed Marie a shiliing Bowie knife,
with a pearl handle. )

Stewa}rt nearly gave a betraying start of surprise.
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He saw the Bowi ife

N it ¢ knife was one that had belon.ged
Without further “information Stewart saw that the

plan was one hit upon by his American Scout friend,

Va}‘ncg, to communicate some grave news to him.

3 Fme:, fellow, that Vance,” thought Stewart.

There’s something up. He is anxiotis to have me
know the news.” :

“ Did you hear anything, Sergeant, while you were
at Grand Forks, as to this chap Stewart—why didn’t
I kill him when I had the chance?” put in Marie.

“ T heard that he was headin’ them Scouts, a comin’
here to do us all up,” replied the Sergeant. ’

" That’s what I told you, Jacques,” ventured Ma-
rie turning to Stewart as she spoke.

“You found the note, you say?” 'questioned the
Scout. J

" Yes. A stickin’ in a big tree, right long side of
our trail. Say, it gin me a shock.”

The Sergeant held the note out toward Jack.

“ It's from the villain Stewart, I'll wager,” exclaimed
the Sergeant further, as he handed the note to Jack.

Jack Stewart, the supposed writer of the note, as
Jacques Diogo, future husband of Marie Falloux,
Queen of the bandits, took the missive and looked
1t over quietly.

“ Open it,” insisted Marie.

The Scout obeyed,.

“ What does the note say?” insisted the girl.

The Scout wrote to Marie asking her to read it
aloud. (

“To the Falloux Gang— ‘

“1 have got your girl prisoner, the Girl of the dun-
geon. I have got your friend Pig-faced, and with
what they have told me, I am going to' Get Your
Gang. Remember! ‘

 JACK STEWART,
“Mounted Scout.”

Stewart who heard calmly this note supposed to
be written by him, to the gang, was amazed at the
audacity of Paul Vance.

“He is the goods,” thought Jack, “he has turned
this game up so that  can be told that Pig-faced Butts
and the mysterious woman are safe within the hands
of the American Scouts, whom I see now have gotten
my message and are encamped in the forest in force
large enough to break up this bandit gang in a trice.
Good, old Paul.”

Marie was stamping her foot in rage.

“ What do you think of the nerve of that Stewart,”
cried the girl? “Jacques if you don’t kill that Stewart
when vou meet him, you never can be my husband.
Say, yvou will kill him.” ;

The Scout took a solemn obligation that when he
met the American Mounted Scout, Jack Stewart, he
would shoot him full of holes.

“YWhen I meet him, mind,” wrote the Scout to
Marie. “I am not looking for trouble with Jack
Stewart and if T did not want to please you I wouldn’t
promise to kill him on sight, at that, Marie.”

Marie dimpled and blushed. She was intensely
pleased at ‘the bold stand of her associate, and her
eves shone with a soft light as she.looked at the Scout.
"% J¢’s nice to know you are going to marry a real
man,” she said softly.

25

The Scout threw back his shoulders and tried to
look very. brave. '

“Qh, it’s nothing,” he replied carelessly. “I
wouldn’t mind killing Jack Stewart, any day, I meet
him, riding through the forest, if it would please you,
my girl.”?

“ But in the meantime,’ answered Marie, whose
thumbs ached and whose fingers were cramped as all
the conversation had to be held with pencil and paper,
owing’ to the supposed muteness of the Scout, “1I
wish 1 didn’t have to write all these things.”

The Sergeant grinned and nodded his head in ap-
probation.  Talking to the Scout on his part had been
no end of a task, as he could sheot better than he
could write, which made the Scout consider that this
seemed to be Marie's failing, also.

Stewart wrote rapidly.

“Sorry 1 can't hear or talk; was born that way.
But you needn’t write more just now, if your fingers
are tired.”

“Never mind my fingers.
you.” :

Marie then ordered the Sergeant to hurry away for
the clereyman, and she continued her written conver-
'sation with Stewart.

“This finding of Pig-faced Butts, and that girl, by
the Scouts means trouble for us, Jacques,” the girl
wrote.

“ Does it? 7

“ 1t does.”

“ Whv? 25

“] dare not tell you yet. But remember that at all
costs, even of our lives we must regain custody of
that girl.”

“Do vou want Piggy back?”

Marie’s eyes flashed fire.

Her breath came in quick gasps; there was the sul-
len light ef murder in her eyes.

“No, I only want to see Pig-faced Butts for two
seconds,” the girl replied.

“ What would you do in that time?”

Marie stretched out her forefinger as if it were a
revolver barrel.

She took aim along it directly at Stewart.

“ Click ! she said. “ Dead Pig in our house.”

There was such tigerish beauty about the action,
such a truculent wave of .hate in Marie's eyes, that
Stewart felt a ehill run down his backbone.

“Gosh!” ‘he thought, “thig woman is a born
murderess. She would kill me in less than two
seconds if she knew what I was thinking of.”

But inwardly Stewart summed up the situation, out-
wardly he was all outlaw, for he smiled at the ex-
pressive pantomime and wrote his congratulations-on
the pad which he extended to Marie.

“ Do you know any plan we can put in practice?”
Marie wrote.

“Tust one.”

“ What is it?”

“To kill Jack Stewart.”

“Of course, but how?”

“T will kill him.”

S ORA T

“Yes.» L.

£“ HOW? »

“ Shoot him.”

“ But -how are you going to get near enough
shoot him.”

I've just got to talk to
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“I am going to leave camp here about dusk, ride
through the woods until I get within a mile of the
camp of the American Scouts, then creep near enough
to shoot Stewart out of the bushes.”

“A great plan,” Marie rejoined rubbing her hands
in ecstasy, “ but oh dear—don’t you remember I have
sent for the clergyman?
night.” /

“Do you think I don’t remember?” wrote Stewart,
quite in a sentimental way. ‘ Now, I can get -over
to the Scout’s camp, shoot Jack Stewart, and get
back.” \

“I don't know a wedding present you could give
me more acceptable then the news that you had shot
and killed Jack Stewart,” cried Marie. “But do you
think that I would be doing right to let you ‘go?
Stewart might kill you, and that would rather put
an end to my plans for our, wedding.”

“You could get a second husband soon?”

“We won’t talk about a second until I get my first.
But I see you are right. There is no other way out of
this. We must kill Jack Stewart. If we get him in
the confusion we ecan get away ourselves. I see Pop
was right. The game’s up at Line City. We have got
to quit the claim. Well, I am dead sorry. I've been
very happy here with the gang.”

“What are you going to do with all the stuff in the
cache?”

“It is safe enough.  No one will ever find it deep
in those woods, but some of us who know the secret
trail to get to the place. You know it now don’t
you?”

“You mean I know how to get to it by following
the big tree mark—yes.”

“That’s enough for any of us. But pshaw, I don’t
care if we never get any of that smuggled stuff.
There’s enough cash in different banks all over
Europe to keep us going all our lives. Say Pop’s been a
Border Jumper for twenty years, and a smuggler for
five more—man, we are all rich, and won’t have to
worry about money matters.”

“ That’s fine,” wrote the Scout. ““ Now Marie, you
keep a stiff upper lip. I'll ride off to kill Jack
Stewart.”

“Good bye, then, but Jacques, can’t you take along
a few of the Falloux sandwiches and after you have
killed Stewart take a detour around by Grand Forks
and leave a saddle-bag full of them.”

Stewart jumped as if shot.

Here came the solution of the note found by Paul
Vance on the dead Chinaman.

The note was burned into Stewart’s brain. He re-
peated it in his mind from his memory where it was
engraved ever since he had begun puzzling over it.

“ Bill—The Sandwiches Will be reddy, by the first or
second, at Pops. Get wise and bizy.< °
' “ MARIE.”
“look out for them d—d Awmerican Scouts; two are
heer; i git 1.”

“All right, Marie,” replied Stewart, who hung
head for fear the girl would see the: fierce joy in
eyes. “ Just as you say.” ’

“Say,” wrote Marie. “I will show you some papers
I got off Stewart when I shot him ; one df the papers
seems to be a warrant for the arrest of the Falloux

his
his

We are to be married to-'

gang; if I'd known that I would have taken more care
when I aimed at him to kill him.” i

“ Better let me look through the papers, Marie.

Stewart’s heart beat heavily with fear of a rebuffing
answer when he wrote these words. ;

“All right,” wrote Marie in return. *‘ Sure, you
might as well take the papers along with you ”amd
read them on the way. They are no good to me.

Stewart’s heart beat again with the feeling that he
had won nearly all he had started out to win.

He was about to recover the papers just as he told
Paul Vance that he would. ; & :

“Come on, boy, and get those sandwiches,” Marie
cried, “and I want to kiss you good bye, for somehow
my heart is heavy, and I never expect to see you re-
turn.”

The beautiful girl spoke truer than she knew.

CHAPTER XIIL
PAUL VANCE AWAITS TACK STEWART.

Paul Vance strode -up and down in front of the cluster of
tents, in which could be seen many members of the American
Mounted Scouts taking their ease,

He had kept his pledged word to Stewart and had summoned
the Scouts, in force enough to cope with the Falloux gang.

“If Jack Stewart gets my note,’ cried Vance, “all will be
well.”

Vance turned when he heard a sentry stationed without the
camp challenge someone with a loud, “ Halt.”

Then Vance heard a familiar voice.

“By Jove,” he cried, “here comes Jack Stewart now.”

In ten seconds Jack and Vance were warmly shaking hands.

“How goes it?”

Vance asked this' question.

“ Fine,”

“Got all your case ready?”

“ Yes.)l 0 y

“Get back your papers?”

Stewart who was happy at not having to write his replies,
on a pad, and to guard his tongue, lest it betray him, handed
Vance his wallet which Marie Falloux had stolen from him, in
the far off days behind them both now, when the girl, now
so violently in love with the supposed Jacques Diogo, had tried
to kill the brave Jack Stewart, .

i }‘}t}under and ages,” cried Vance. “You got it back, didn't
Y es '

“You got to the bottom of all the stuff you need to convict
the Falloux gang, eh?”

H¥es .

“ What's the matter??” .

Jack Stewart had not gotten over the parting with Marie, who
hgu% forgotten the bandit side of her nature and was all loving
girl. . =
“Sorry T went into the game,” he said.

“Oh! Ho! Why? ” !

“1 hate to double-cross that girl.”

Vance gave a whistle of amazement,

“ Now tell me all about it,” he requested.

Stewart blurted ‘out the entire love affair which even Vance
could see had been ‘entirely on the side of the girl.

“ Confounded little viper, why did she go and fall in love
Wit‘hI %ou?”kV;ance ihguc{ed. i 3

“T don’t know. idn’t ask her to do it, and T didn’t want
her after she said she had done it—say, T'm dead glad tow get
away from that camp. Why, man, that clergyman will be there
at nightfall. T just got out three or four leaps ahead of him.
If T hadn’t that girl would have married me, sure pop.”

Stewart’s face was red under the mockery of his companion.
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“ Gallant Jack Stewart!” cried Vance. “King 'of Detectives.

Gets his e-vi-dence against a i i
ma-king the out-law’% fair d;);_xlgc%:ftelz_y fta}ile isllmm%)o_\lree Tv?tﬁoiironf
Gent-le-men I ass-ure you there is no decep-tion prac-ticed b '
My lips do n-o-t move when the fig-ure of the g-i-r-1 speil?s:e’;
Oh you go Chase,yourself,” cried Stewart. “You make n‘;e
weary. You wouldn’t try to double-cross, that girl any more
than I’have, under the circumstances, no matter what she may
be:‘ It's dead tough to have to pull her gang.”
V?nuctg’a:]ndy Sbtoy, often makes things hard for us.”
ewart wer i i :
busy with his own thodg li:tst.luxet for several minutes each being

“By the way,” Vance i i i -

“ Whare sre ygur saddle—l}’;gosk;”the silence with this question.

“TI'm sitting on them.”

“Oh! What for??”

“They are valuable”

“How valuable? ”

: ggorth abgut twenty-five thousand dollars.”

, gwan.

“ Sure thing”

“ Explain.”

In answer Stewart handed
on a breakfast table,

Vance turned the roll over.

““ What is this?” he asked.

“ A breakfast roll”

“ What’s it made of?”

“ Flour, milk, butter, yeast, and salt.”

Vance looked puzzled.

“Then what's the answer? ” he asked.

“You guess, I had to.” { .

“ What is there to guess?” replied Vance as he turned the roll
over and over, This is just a roll which one has with one’s
coffee in the ,mornmg—if the cook is good enough natured to
give you one” i

gt T,hat’s what I thought until Marie showed me the combina-
tion.’ \

“ A combination? Say, Jack, what’s the matter? Flas love
tuﬂxe’(,l your head? Safes have combinations; not breakfast
rolls,

“Oh, I dunno,” rejoined Jack.

He gave a roll a dexterous twist. ‘

In the center was then to be seen, a hollowed out space.

In fact almost all of the interior of the roll was missing,
leaving only the crust, )

In the vacant space was to be seen a reddish colored juice-
like substance,

“What is this? asked Vance, as a bitter, acrid, nauseous,
persistent odor swept to his nostrils. .

“Oh, that?” replied Stewart. ‘That is what is known as
Papaver Somniferum.”

“ It smells as nasty as its name, eh?”

Stewart laughed.

“What’s the other name of this creature—if it is a creature?”

“What you see then, is the juice obtained from the capsule
of the white poppy, or as it is better known to commerce, it is
some of the Turkey, or Levant opium, the waxy lustre stuff
that the yellow men use to whiff their cares away.”

“ Thunder!” cried Vance. “It’s prime opium, then.
opium was blackish?” it ¢ $

“Tt is after it’s been kept awhile, but this is fresh opium, just
over probably by the last Turkish steamer to touch at Van-
couver, eh?”

“How did you come by it?” . i i

“ Marie Falloux wanted me to take it to a certain man in
Grand Forks, on this'side of the line, who handles the stuff f(_)r
this part of the country. I’ve got $25,000 worth of ‘the stuff in
these saddle-bags, and there’s easily $250,000 worth more back
in the Falloux camp.”

“ By Gosh, I see a light,” almost screamed Vancg.

“ Hum,” replied Stewart. :

“That notepabout the ‘sand\vic}leS,’ I pulled off the body of
that Chink, you shot the daﬁl Marle? plunked you one—say, these

he ‘sandwiches, are they not?” i

e ';’es, you have hit it first guess. This is the way the Falloux
gang take to smuggle their opium_from point to point, after they
have smuggled it over the Canadian border, whence it is srilug;
gled from Turkey. No one would suspect that a bartie 1
bread-rolls, or breakfast-rolls would contain the dreadfful souh
destroyving drug, in quantities that sum up a wonder”u cas
total. The opium loot of the Falloux gang is lmmens?.” 3

“\Well if this isn’t the slickest thing T ever heard of,” Vance

gaid in amazement.

Vance a tiny roll, such as one uses
v

I thought
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“You see Marie did not wrife that note, but a member of
the gang did, it having been arranged that the girl's name should
be signed to all letters sdnt to the Grand Forks ‘fence, or man
who got rid of the smuggled drug, for the gang. Having writ-
ten' the note which translated means that a new shipment of
prime opium was to be made next by the Falloux’s, about the
first or second of the current month, which gave the fence a
chance to look out for the breakfast-rolls, which were ship ed
quite openly as rolls that were stale, and were being returned to
the Grand Forks baker with whom Falloux dealt, very openly.
You know Falloux never has tried to secrete himself at Line City.
He always claimed to be a farmer, real estate man, lawyer, what
not, and used to claim further that his bandit gang were really
his employees who worked at legitimate business under his di-
rection.” ;

“That is why no other American Scout got them ‘right,’ red-
handed, as you have.”

“ Exactly.”

“But isn’t that a peach of a smuggling trick?”

“Best that ever. Marie tells me that they have been shipping
hack old rolls and bread, by her father’s bull teams quite as
often as they had opium fo deliver. She says that half the
time they never even headed up barrels of the rolls, and if any-
one with any wit had broken one open he would have got next
in a second.”

“But after he got next?” !
“Oh, Marie said she tised to go along with each load and
watched that no one opened the rolls.”

“What would happen if they had?”
“She said she would have shot them quick, under the idea

that ‘dead men tell no tales’%
“ My but that girl is a monster, isn’t she?.” y
“Yes, but she has extremely fetching eyes—and I wish I

hadn’t gone to that camp. Oh hum!”

“Say, it’s kinder tough at that,” replied Vance. “Got to do
up the gal who is in love with you? ”

Stewart nodded.

“I don’t give a hang for old Falloux. He's a man and knew
better than to go into such a game, and it serves him right
when we jail him.”

“But Marie never had no show, eh?”

“Never had a look-in at a decent game, and well—"

“T rather think that when we make the round up, Marie is
liable to——”

“Get arrested. Oh, I'll do my duty all right”

“ That is the hardest part of our business—doing ones duty.”

Both men pondered silently over this question.

Then ‘Vance spoke.

“What did you think when vou got my note signed ‘Jack
Stewart?’”

“I was wise in a minute that you had taken that way to com-
municate with me.”

“You see, I had got the woman of mystery and Pig-faced
Butts in my care, and after you and I had talked in the woods,
and I knew just what you had accomplished inside of the out-
law camp, I made up my mind that somehow I had just got to
put you wise to the fact that I had the girl and Piggy safe,” re-
plied Vance.

“How did you find the girl?”

“That's quite a story.” :

Vance then told Stewart of his great fight in the woods with
Win% Tung, and his later discovery that the Chinaman was aid-
ing Pig-faced Butts and the woman of mystery to escape, and
had taken Vance for Henri Falloux, in pursuit of the flying
party, .

“Gee!” cried Stewart, “you certainly had your troubles as
badly as T had them. You were in some danger yourself.”

“Now, then,” answered Paul, “it’s up to you as commander of
this detachment of American Mounted Scouts to talk with the
woman and Pig-faced and try to piece out the facts of her
story, with what she can tell you, and what you have learned in
that renegade’s camp.” :

“I suppose that’s what,” rejoined Stewart, “but T am not stuck
on the job. T wish I could fix up something honorable that -
Marie might escape. T hate to arrest that girl, under the circum-
stances.”

“Oh, rats,” sneered Vance. “You’re dead in love with the
girl and serves you right for it_all.  Now, don’t you WOorry a
bit,  You may wager right here that she-hasn’t burned up her
affections so deep as you think. There’s plenty left on tap. I
tell you, man, you’re in wrong again. Marie Falloux won’t com-
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mit §uicide on’ your account,” you just go put a bet down on
that.’

Paul Jaughed loudly as he: spoke, but Stewart’s cyes were
gloomy.

“Anyway I have got back my papers, as I said I would, I
have the secrets of the smuggling gang of desperadoes’ in my
hands, and I must do miy duty right here for the last time let
me say, it’s tough.”

“'Well, let it go at that,” snapped Vance  “You had better
see the woman of mystery right now and get her story. She
and Pig-faced Butts are over in a tent near mine, She—but
here she comes with Piggy.”

Stewart looked, up. :

He saw a tall, white-faced, yet very pretty young woman com-
ing toward him, escorted by Pig-faced Butts.

CHAPTER | XIIL
THE WOMAN OF MYSTERY,

“F am sorry to see you in such a desperate plight?” Stewart
said to the woman of mystery. £
“Thanks to your good offices and that of the American

Scouts,” she replied, “my danger is not nearly as great as it

wag.”

“Would you mind telling me something about the mystery of
your confinemetit in thdt dungeon in the Falloux camp, for that
is really what their Line City home 1is, a bandit camp.”

As Stewart spoke he saw ‘that the ‘woman was strikingly
beautiful. Her hair, eyes, and regular features, made up a
striking type of Beauty, as her hair was of the golden hue that
goes with beautiful and expressive blue eyes.

“T think I ought to tell you my name, first”, she said.

Vance and Pig-faced Butts strolled off toward the woods to-
gether at this point, Vance not wishing to be present when
Stewart heard the woman’s story except upon' the expressed
wish of his chief, Stewart. Stewart thought it best to hear the
woman’s story alone.

“Tell me your name, if you wish,” replied Stewart.

“My name is Mrs. Agnes Falloux.”

“IWhat?” cried Stewart, appalled by the statement, “ Why,
what relation are you to Matie Falloux, and to her father—why,
say, I can’t understand?”

The woman smiled faintly. ‘

“I am the wife of Henri Falloux.”

“Good Lordy!” ;

Stewart’s eyes weré as big as small apples; his face was red
with suppressed emotion. ;

“Yes, I am the wife of the Border Jumper, Henri Falloux.”
bT_he woman’s words at length seemed to reach Stewart’s

rain,

“But you are only about as old as Marie Falloux, Henri
Falloux’s daughter you see,” said Stewart when he had some-
what recovered from his surprise. 2

“True, but I am Henri Falloux’s second wife”

The woman raised her voice in interrogation as she spoke, and
as she thus!invited further questioning, Stewart asked her to
explain the facts as to her marriage with Falloux.

“I met Falloux at Grand Forks,” she continued.
about two years ago.”

*‘1 suppose it was about the time of one of his periodic visits
to Grand Ferks on one of his trips to arrange matters there
\gith his fence to dispose of his smuggled opium?” cried

tewart.

“T now think so. But of course T knew nothing about him.
He told me he was wealthy, owned nearly all of Line City, was
a lawyer, real-estate dealer, and you know the dash and glitter
about the man?” &

‘(I do',)

“Then T married him, and the matter was that from the
fitst, we did not seem to be congenial.”

“Did he abuse you?”

“Dreadfully.”

WHowR.”

“This was

“He béat me often, he used to seem mad in his drunken fits,
and then would turn oh me like a tiger.”
“Dide Marie, his ' daughter, assist you?” ; i

“She was worse than her father. 'She resented his marrying
a girl only about her age, and she did every ‘act of gruelty that
ingenuity could. suggest, and she'is ingenious when it comes to
cruelty.”

“The little: fiend,” thought Stewart, ‘1 will warrant .Lhat”she
will give anyone a run for their money whom she: dislikes.”

But he made no answer-to Mrs. Falloux, imnstead awaiting
her farther confidences. %

“Marie' made my life nearly as miserable as her father,” Mrs.
Falloux added.  ** She tried in every way. to have me die by
natural means.” A

“She dared not Kkill you,” Stewart said, *because if she
did ‘theremight be some investigations on the part of the au-
thorities, that would be awkward for the ‘Falloux’s. You see
vour death, in ‘its self might be easily accounted for if there
were no legal reasorts behind your death,”

“T pray you to explain all your meaning.”

“ Certainly. . The mere fact of your death might be of no great
moment, except as to your share in the estate of _Fa)lpux, or in
any real. property he may own. You would, as his wife, be en-
titled to_a' share in his estate, and it would be well not to get
rid pf vou, lest some of your heirs, you having no children,
might start an investigation to get your share of Falloux’s
property that might be dangerous to the smuggier chief.”

“I understand then why he and Marie just'managed to keep
the breath of life in me, but at the same time torturing me
almost to the verge of death.”

¢ The reason.'is apparent on its face”

“I now see why they shut me up in that dungeon. The dun-
geon was built to confine members of the bandit gang who
needed correction, by its chief, Henri Falloux. 1 went to sleep
in’ mv room one night and I awoke in that awful hole of tor-
ture.” y 5 ; ¢

“Whew! They must have carried you there when you were

. asleen. They must have had a reason for it all.”

“They did have. = They were constantly threatening me with
death if 1 did not sign some paper, which they refused to tell
me about, or to describe, promising me freedom, money, safety,
food, clothing, for T was half naked in the darksome hole—
anything [ wished if I would sign the paper.”

It was lucky that you did not. All they wanted was your
signature 'to a relinquishment of your share in any of Henri
Falloux’s estate and then, having cleared up the title to any
property; he might have of that kind, they would have killed
you, having no great fear of a further investigation by anyone,
as to your disappearance.’’

“Do you know why they wished to get my signature?”

“For the reason that the Falloux gang is about to be dis-
banded by the flight of its leader, and his daughter, In the hat
T wear is a paper written by Marie Falloux, in which she writes
to her father’s lawyer in New York on his behalf stating that
you would not sign the paper, he had sent, relinquishing all
claims to her father’s property, ‘in spite of many arguments,
and asking the lawver whether it was possible to get possession
of the property in full, so that it could be sold at once for cash,
if your signature could not be gained.”

“How did you ever get possession of such a valuable paper?”

“I found it among the papers of the dead Chinaman, killed
in the fight in the dungeon-hut. 1 abstracted it and gave the
rest of the papers to Marie, knowing well that she would ask
after them; but she did not miss the letter, and—well, T don’t
see how the dead Chinaman had the letter in his pocket.”

“T can tell vou,” said a dull passionless voice.

Stewart and Mrs. Falloux turned quickly to see who  had
spoken.

It was Pig-faced Butts.

“T happen to be able to clear up that point. The letter I
saw given to the dead Chinaman by Marie, to take to Grand
Forks and post. . There is no post-office or stage coach line to
use at Line City: we have to post all our mail at Grand Forks.

L s

.Marie, I heard give the Chinaman, strict instructions to hurry

off and mail the letter, which I heard her say, ‘was very im-
portant,'” said Pig-faced Butts. ;

“Then you also smay be able to tell us what was behind
the fight in the dungeon-hut?” 5

“1 can. , Chee Loo, Wing Tung, and Quong Duck, the three
Chmes_e neneg.:zdes were all in my employ. They were trying
to assist me in getting Mrs. Talloux out of the clutches of
Henri Falloux and the devil-cat of a daughter of his.”

“ Why did vou wish to save Mrs. Falloux from the clutches
of her jailers?”
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;Bec.'al~115e she is my only sister” !
or the second time that day Stewart’ 1 hi
- cheeks, and he turned red as them el A o A h}s
e o Bl ; comb of a turkey-gobbler in
Well thii beats all!l” he faintly ejaculated.
You see, continued Butts, “ I lived at Grand Forks. When
I heard that my sister was being abused by Falloux from some
of the members of his gang, T hurried/to Line City. T thought
the?._that Falloux was all that he had claimed to be 'when he
{ga.ned mly sister; huftbl lfgoﬂ got into some of the secrets of
€ smuggling gang of bandits, and tried to use thi
upon Falloux.” " o e o

“\What was the result?”

*"A lth fight in w.hich T came out with a fractured skull.
Falloux struck me with a hatchet on the head, and for weeks
I lay out of my head, mnnursed, untouched, and just alive.
ngh rhrutal treatment no man ever heard of before.”

> What was your next attempt at the rescue of your sister?”’

When T had recovered I found that everyone thoucht I was
crazy. 1 was not but 1 pretended to be for my own purpose.
The peculiar formation of my face and jaws which makes me
look spmethmg like a pig, caused the gang to name me ‘ Pig-
faced so 1 kept up the idea by my insane pranks. They finally
let me alone as a natural born idiot, and thus I got info touch
with the three Chinamen. They were willing to work 'for me
for a certain sum of money I had concealed when I first entered
the camp.”

“1 see,” said Stewart.

“Then we tried to find the proper moment to rescue my sister.
The day you entered the hut the Chinaman in my employ had
tried to get the letter Marie had given another or third China-
man to mail at Grand Forks, so we could see what was in it in
hopes that there would be something found to aid us. A fight
ensue. 4 5

“And T fished vou out from tnder the table.”

“Where I crawled when T' saw the fuss was nearing  the
shooting point,”

Pig-faced Butts and Stewart each laughed as they remembered
the incident.

“How did you rescue vour sister at last?” asked Stewart.

*1 had confidence in youw when I first saw you. So I still
pretended to be crazy and after mystifying you a while I showed
you the secret of the dungeon feeling sure that you would not
betray me,” replied Pig-faced.

“1 see’”

“ But you know there did not come a time to get my sister out
of that hell-hole until you were away on an errand to the cache
of the Bandits, and Marie was a prisoner in the hands of Vance.”

Vance turned pink as Stewart began to nurse a supposed
aching jaw. K

“ Marie can hit hard, anyway,” Vance remarked in' an in-
jured tone.

A ripple of laughter ran through the little circle:

“We had fixed matters up,” continued Pig-faced, * to abduct
Marie by the Chinamen. They were to hold her prisoner to
exact from her father, as the price of her return, the liberty
of his wife, my sister. ~But Marie murdered Chee TLoo, and
then when Wing Tung hurried back to Line City and told me
of this fact, I knew the affair was desperate,
back to camp before we all escaped it would mean my death.”

“ Tt would” remarked Stewart. “ Marie when she got back
to Line City hunted all over the camp for you, to shoot you.”

“But as luck would have it my sister and I had by then
escaped and joined Wing Tung, and Quong Duck in the forest;
bit knowing that there would be a hue and cry, and bitter search
made by Falloux when he discovered the abduction of Marie,
T hurried the two Chinamen out to kill Falloux, if they met
him, on sight.” ;

“That's why I had to fight one of the yellow men,” cried
Vance. “ But I tumbled to the game when the yellow gent told
me he was a ‘fleind’ of Pig-faced Butts, I beg your pardon, of
Mr. Butts here” : ¥

“Don’t apologize. I'm still Pig-faced Butts, after all. }

“\Well” went on ‘Vance, “when the Chink and I hurries
through the woods at my command, to join Pig-faced and Mrs.
Falloux here, up goes Piggy’s gun, and if Mrs, Falloux ha_dnt
velled “don’t shoot’ there would have been another run in right
there, see?” iy o

“ Ag it was” very quickly cried Mrs, Falloux, “my screams

stopped the imatter before the shots were fired, and I was

If Marie got 'boy, she would marry you quicker.

brought here,” to be given the best of care by the American
Scouts, God bless them.” :

“Then there is not much more for us to do but start to raid
the Falloux outfit,” mused Stewart half aloud: “I hate to do
it at that. But it's a case of duty, and I will have to do it,
althongh a fellow hates to arrest the girl who has sent for the
clergyman to wmarry him to her.” ‘

Vance grinned like a Cheshire cat. e

“Why didn’t you stand it then by remaining there and marry- .
ing the girl? §ay, 1 think you would make a- swell bandit, at
that.” R ¢

The only answer Stewart made was to sound “boots and
saddle” 'to the Troopers of the American Scouts, who steod
about enjoying the relaxing that camp life gave from usual daily
duties. ‘

There was a rush of shouting men toward prancing horses; a
mounting of kahaki uniformed troopers, and almost in a trice
a gallant array of twenty-five of the fine American Mounted
Scomts, faced Jack Stewart, their commander.

“ Vanece,” ordered Stewart, “see that Pig-faced gets a mount.
Toll off enough men to guard camp, and Mrs. Falloux. Now,
then! trot; gallop!” the order sent the Scouts off through the
forest trail at high speed on their fine chargers.

The attack ‘'on Line City, had begun.

)

CHAPTER XIV.

JACK STEWART'S PUZZLE.
\

“Move carefully, boys.”

The whispered injunction was not -lost upon the Mounted
Scouts.

Every effort was made not to make any noise.

“There is Line City there, off to the right a mile”

Jack Stewart whispered the words to Paul Vance, while right
behind them visibly excited, and grasping a revolver half as
big as he, it seemed to Stewart, came Pig-faced Butts, anxious
to “give one” to Henri Falloux, when the fight had fairly
begum. ;

“Take bhalf of our force” Stewart cried finally to Vance.
“Cross over to a post directly opposite us. Then you can
attack from that side of the little gulch Line City lies in, and
I can attack from this. Then we will shut them in by the river,
as I will deploy my men so that they will cut off all the avenues
of escape on the land side.”

“A good idea,” replied Vance. “Look out for Marie, Jack.
She’s more deadly with that clergyman than she was with her
revolver when she shot you. She would kill you quick; but my
Fight hard or she will
marry you, enemy or no enemy.”

“Stop fooling,” answered Stewart. ‘ Just try to be good and
happy, and follow your orders as a good soldier should.”

Soon Vance was off iat the head of his detachment after ar-
ranging with Stewart that a single shot would be fired by him
when in position, and at the sound of the shot both parties
could understand it to be the sure signal for a charge.

“ We will cut the bandits to ribbons,” remarked Pig-faced, all
happiness now  that he could see defeat ‘and dire disaster ap-
proaching the Falloux’s.

Stewart nodded.

“They hrought. it on themselves by breaking the law,” added
Pig-faced.:

“ They did—but still T hate to arrest that girl”

“Of course you do,” added Pig-faced. “ Now, it’s always
hgrd to arrest a woman but in your case it must be the hardest
kind of work; although if ever there was a tough, lost to all
feeling of pity-woman, that girl Marie is the woman. She is
so pretty also, so nice when she wants to be, so devilish when
she doesn’t want to be nice—"

“She is an anomaly, that's all,” replied Stewart.
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As he spoke he was searching the outer side of the gulch,
to see if he could trace the movements of Vance.

“He is a wonder,” he thought, “no one possibly could detect
that he was passing through those woods with twelve men—
well, we will get the signal to charge when he is in position.
He ought to be in position in a few more minutes.”

Stewart sighed.

“Say, Pig-faced,” he added a moment later. “ See that smoke
in the direction of Line City?”

Pig-faced Butts looked through his glasses and gave a stirtled
ejaculation. }

“Smoke. I should say I did see it? Why, there’s lots of it.
Good Gracious, Stewart, Line City is all afire.”

Stewart again took a long look through his glasses.

He could see the flames licking up the dungeon-hut; he saw
them dart toward the home of Marie and her father; shack
after shack, the grocery and supply store, all were soon wrapped
in great flames.

Pungent smoke filled the air.

The roar of the conflagration could be heard even where
Stewart stood, a mile by the trail away from the burning build-
ing.

Then a shot rang out across the gulch.

It came from Paul Vance's revolver; it was the signal to at-
tack and wipe out the Falloux gang of desperate bandits.

“Charge!” yelled Stewart.

He loosed his horse’s reins as he cried- the order.
down the trail like a thunderbolt.

Behind him streamed his gallant band of American scouts.

Almost in a breath the distance was eaten up by the eager
hoofs of the flying detachment.

Paul Vance could be seen charging down the hill from
the other side of the gulch, his gallant band right behind him.

The bandits were utterly outwitted and outnumbered.

A few shots; a few men tumbled in the first mad charge,
dead, or badly wounded, to the ground. A

The remainder of the band threw down their arms and
rushed to ask quarter of Stewart.

He soon had the major portion of the band in irons ready
to be carted off to jail

But by this time there was no chance to save Line City.

Every building in the tiny half hamlet, half pirate camp
had been utterly destroyed, except the house where Marie and
Falloux had lived.

This board-house was also a blaze when Stewart followed
by Vance and Pig-faced rushed into it.

“Where do you suppose Marie and Falloux are to be found,”
cried Pig-faced. “I have seen no trace of them in this fight.
I expected he and she would fight like mad wolves rather than
see their gang broken up.”

“Come on,” cried Stewart as he led the way into the parlor
of the room.

“ What’s this? 7 cried Vance.

He pointed to a man lying on his face on the floor of the
room, with the smoke beginning to curl about him, and flames
of crimson to dart savage, serpent-like fangs at him.

Stewart gave a cry of amazement.

He turned the body over.

It was that of Henri Falloux, the bandit leader of the Border
Jumpers. j

A bullet hole directly in the center of his forehead showed
how he had died.

Pinned to his coat was a letter. 2

It was addressed to “Jack Stewart, American Scout.”

Stewart opened it.

This is what he read aloud to Paul Vance and Pig-faced
Butts:

He flashed

“Dear Jack. For I am going to call you that, after all. You
think you fooled me by pretending to be the Dummy, Jacques
Diogo. Take it from me you didn’t.~ I knew you were Jack 3
Stewart, the American Scout, the moment I first saw you in our
camp, g

“You did not fool me a bit. But I knew then that the game
was up for Henri Falloux and his gang. And I began then to
make preparations to -get off without going to jail; and you
see here I am, free and no danger of jail for mine. !

“So you thought I was in love with you—now maybe I was,
and maybe I wasn’t; you guess at the right answer. It was
really funny to see how you squirmed when I asked you to
marry me and sent for the clergyman. 4

“But it gained time for me to get my plans well laid.

“There is money in the Mountain National bank, at Grand
Forks to pay the she-cat, who calls herself M:J'S. Henri Fal-
loux, a living for life. I settle her claims on my father’s es-
tate this way.

“As you see the old man is dead. He got on a big drunk
when his wife escaped because he knew the game was up then
for us all, and he feared your band of Mounted Scouts.

“I tried to get him to escape with me, but he would not.

“So 1 shot him.

“1 thought it better to kill him, even if he was my father,
than to be burdened with him. All the money is in the bank
now far away, under a name you will never know. Why bur-
den myself with him? He never cared much for his daughter
or he wouldn’t have brought her up here among the bandits
that make up his outlaws; killing is just about good enough for
him,

“If you ever catch me you can use this as a confession of
my guilt. T certainly shot Pop, when he was lying in a drunken
slumber on the floor. R

“There is one thing more; the revolver you were shot with
by me, I have left at the bank where you can get it in Grand
Forks. Give it to the girl you finally marry. Possibly some day
she will wish my aim was better.

“Don’t think youswill ever find me; in a foreign land with
a large fortune, I will live respected, under another name. The
rest of the loot of the Falloux gang you are welcome to, Jack,
my boy. ¥y

“So you thought I was in love with you? Maybe. I was;
maybe T wasn’t; you try to guess the answer.

“ MARIE.”

“She set fire to the ramshackle buildings in Line City, of
course,” said Jack Stewart softly, after they had rushed from
the burning house, being forced to save their own lives, and
leave the body of Henri Falloux to be incinerated.

“ And she has escaped,” cried Vance, “but the Henri Falloux
gang of bandits is no more.”

“Think of the plunder of the gang that you will have recov-
ered,” put in Pig-faced Butts to Stewart.

“And think of the honor for breaking up the gang that will
be ours,” cried Vance. ;

“ Well, it sure was The Border Jumper's Ruse,” replied Stew-
art, “after all I am glad Marie Falloux has escaped.

“I hope that letter she left isn’t The Decoy Letter,” cried
Vance.

“No danger of that. Marie isn’t the kind of a bride a sen-
sible man could care to wed—but T wonder if she really was
in love with me?”

Vance roared as he winked at Pig-faced Butts.

THE END.
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For the first time the real history of the assassina-
tion of JESSE -JAMES is set forth. :

Price, by mail, postpaid, 20¢ per copy.

No. 8.

The startling and nigh . incredible ! exploits of
these four brothers who terrorized a dozen States
are written from the account of their deeds given
by Cole and Bob. Driven from their homes by
the persecutions of the Federal troops during the
Civil War, one after another of them enlisted under
the * Black Flag” of the Guerrilla
Quantrell, and finally joined the notorious James
Boys as members of their gang.

The Younger Brothers.

Price, by mail, postpaid, 20c per copy.

No. 8. Rube Burrow.

Known in Alabama and throughout the adjacent
States as the ‘‘ Prince of Train Robbers,” Rube
Burrow held up the railroad flyers and looted the
safes in the express cars for four years ere he
was finally killed. Hundreds of detectives were
sent out to capture him, but his arrest was actually
accomplished by a huge negro. - Even afterihe was
in jail, by a clever ruse, he made his
prisoners.

captors

Price, by mail, postpaid, 20c per copy.

No. 11. Jesse James’ Midnight Raid.

This story describes the descent of the notorious
outlaw and his men upon a ‘“boom >’ mining town
of Nevada. As they are encamped in a canyon they
are startled by a cry. An investigation leads to an
encounter with several ferocious mountain lions and
the finding of a woman’s corpse. Proceeding to the
town, the bandits arrive just in time to prevent the
Iynching of the husband of the woman, who, it is
learned, fled from her home with her baby to escape
the advances of the boss of the town, a gambler.
Jesse decides to unmask the villain, and in doing so
meets with a series of adventures that are thrilling,
finally escaping from a snake-infested cave ‘by mak-
ing a human bridge. :

Price, by mail, postpaid, 20c per copy.

Chieftain,’

No. 4. Harry Tracy.
The Death Dealing Oregon Outlaw,

The trail of blood left by this terrible bandit from
one side of the State to the other is set forth with
all its graphic details in this book. With the narra-
tion of the gruesome crimes there is the story of
the overwhelming love of this reckless desperado, a
love which lured him to his death, a death well
fitting his wild, lawless life. More than fifty illus-
trations.

Price, by mail, postpaid, 20c per. copy.

5

No. 7. Dalton Gang.

These bandits of the Far West were the most
desperate train robbers that ever lived. - In  this
book is given the first true history of the raids
and robberies, including an account of the most
daring deed in the annals of crime, the robbing of
two banks at the same time, in broad daylight, and
the outlaws’ battle with twenty armed men, as told
by the United States Deputy Marshal.

Price. by mail, postpaid, 20c per copy.

No. 9. Jésse James’ Dash for Fortune.

With a handful of men, the terrible desperado sets
out to steal the gate-money at the fair in Kansas
City. He and his pals have a series of adventures,
discovering the dead body of a young girl, running
the murderer to earth at the danger of being cap-
tured themselves by detcetives, finally arriving at
the fair grounds where Jesse seizes the cash box
{]rom two men, escaping with more than $10,000 in
ooty.

Price, by mail, postpaid, 20c per copy.

No. 12. Jesse James’ Greatest Haul.

The awful threat of the “Red Death' having
been declared against some friends of the despera-
does by a band of night riders, Jesse and his men
set out to exterminate the gang. The pursuit of
this purpose carries them ‘on a raid into Kentucky,
marked by a trail of blood and arson and terrible
deeds which culminate in the robbery of the bank
in Russelville in broad daylight in the presence of
scores of citizens and a successful escape despite
the unexpected arrival of a posse of detectives.

Price,' by mail, postpaid, 20c per copy.

The Above

$20,020 Reward—Dead or Alive!!
Read about it in the great book, “JESSE JAMES,
MY FATHER,” written by his son, Jesse Tames,
Jr., the only true account of the life of the famous
outlaw. Read how this bandit kept an army of de-
tectives, sheriffs and United States marshals scour-
ing the country and was shot in the back by a
traitorous pal. ~Read about the fatality attached to
the name of Jesse James; how the officers of the law
tried to visit the sins of the father on the head of
the son. Read about the persecution and the har-
rowing anguish of Jesse James’ family in the graphic
words of his son and heir. Read these facts, Every-
body should know them. There is nothing to pervert
the young, there is nothing to repel the old. Look
at the reproductions of the only pictures of Jesse
James, his mother and his soen in existence, except
those owned by his family.
Price, by mail, postpaid, 25c per copy.

THEMaRTwer

Truth Stranger Than Fiction,

The most marvelous and extraordinary
book ever written, ‘“THE MAN THEY
COULD NOT HANG.” Absolutely true.
The astounding, history of John Lee.” Three
times placed upon the scaffold and the
trap sprun,g! Yet to-day he walks the
streets a free man!!! Illustrated from
photographs. Do not fail to read this, the
most remarkable book of the century. For
sale everywhere, or sent, postpaid, upon
receipt of 15 cents.

Books are For Sale by All Booksellers and Newsdealers or They will be sent-
Post Paid upon Receipt of Price by the Publishers
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‘The Great

'THE GREATEST OF ALL WEEKLIES

L

]

BY THE GREATEST OF ALL DETECTIVE WRITERS

OLD SLEUTH WEEKLY

/.

i i i Y i i i has ever lived in this
These stories, issued every Friday, atre the greatest detective stories ever written. Nol man Jive
country or any other whose. tales are so, thrilling; so entrancing, which so teem with excitement and desperate sitna-

tions 'as those of “OLD SLEUTH.””
the emormous total of 50,000 words.

The stories are twice as long as those in any other' library, each story having
Nothing like it ever before attempted.

THE FOLLOWING NUMBERS ARE NOW OUT:

The 1Ifletm-n of OId Sleuth, the Detective; or The Great Philadelphia
Mystery.
Muystery @f the Missing Millions; or - Tracked by a Great
Detective. ) .
The Iﬁcc et of the Haunted House; or The Great Detective’s Tragic
find.

The King of ‘all Detéctives; or' Young Jacl Sleuth on the Trail.

The Giant Detective's Last Shadow; A Tale of Hereulean Detective
Adventure, ‘

The Silent Terror; A Narrative of Genuine Detective Strategy.

The Veiled Beauty: or The Mystery of the California Heiress,

The Mystery ' of ‘the Spaniard’s Vendetta; or A Great Detective’s
Marvclous Strategy. ¢ =

The Great Bond Robbery; or Tracked by a Female Degective. ¢

Qld Sleuth’s Greatest Case; or. Canght by the King of all Detectives.

The Bay Ridge Mystery; or Old Sleuth’s Winning Hand.

Skadowed to his Doom; or Foiled by the Yankee Deteetive. i

Trapping the Counterfeiters; or The Lighening Detective on the Trail.

Trailed by the Wall Street Detective ; or Badger's Midnight Quest.

The Irish Detective's Greatest Case; or  ‘The Strategy  of O’ Neil
‘McDarragh. y .

The Greatest Mystery of the Age; or Saved by the Gipsy Detective.

Trapping the Moonshiners; or Strange Adventures of a Government
Deteetive in the Tennessee Mountains.

The (;i‘am Detective Among the Cowboys; or The Weird Narrative of
a . llost Man,

The Mystery of the Black Trunk; or Manfred’s Strange Quest.

The Chicf of the Counterfeiters; or The Boy Detective’s Greatest Flanl.

The Mystery (of the Floating -Head; or Caught by, the King of the
Detectives.

The Beautiful Criminal; or The New York Detective’s Strangest Case.

Train Robbery; or-Saved by a Woman Detective~

The Ttalian Adventuress: A Tale of Marvelous Flots.

Rc(]-]Li;:ht Will, The River Detective; or The Round-Up of the Wharfy,
Rat’s Gang.

The Twim Shadowers; or A Suprising Case .of Mistaken Tdentity.

The Smugglers of New York Bay; or The River Pirates’ reatest
Crimie. ;

Black Raven, the Terror of the Georgia Moonshiners; or The Moun-
taineers’ Last Stand, .

U'nmasking a Villain; or The Freach Detective’s Greatest Case.

Snared by a Russian. Duke; or An American Detective Among the
Nihilists.

The ;" stery of the Black Pool; or The Dutch Detective’s Sensational
. 1

The

The Veiled Lady of the Ruins; or Hamud’s Ghastly Discovery.

Foiled. by ‘a Corpse; or A Tale of the Great Southwest,

Night Hawk, the Mounted Detective; or Trailing the Mountain Qut-
lagvs.

Kidnapped in New York; ‘or The Dangers of a Great City.

Liired by a Siren; or In the Clutches of a Beautiful Blackmailer,

Ol Steuth’s Triumphy or The Great Bronx Mystery,

\ Trail of Blood; Being the sequel to  Old Slouth’s Triumph.”?

Th(’qﬂand of the “ Red Qath;”’ ‘or Run to Cover by a Government
Spy.

Tempted by a Woman; or' The French Netective’s Narrow Escape.

The Million Dollar Conspiracy: or Old Sleuth to the Rescue. i

Accnsed from the Coffin; or“The Frustration of a Dastardly Plot.

Coolness Against'Cunning; or Trailed by Faithful Mike” |

Foiled by T.ove; or The * Molly Maguires” ” Tast Stand.

Under a' Million Disguises: or Manfred the Metamorphosist,

Tracked by the ‘Man of Mvstery: or Manfred’s Great Triumph, being
a_sequel to Under a Million Disguises.

The Hluman Bloed-Hound; or The Bowery Detective ‘on the Trail.

.\!m\fred’.:_ Strangest Case; or Foiled by the Weird Detective.

Monte-Cristo Ben, the Ever Ready Detective; A Narrative 6f Re:
markable Complications

0ld Terrible, the Iron Arm Detective ;' or The Mystery of The Beauti-
ful Heiress. ) :

Thei Stain of ‘Guilt; or “Old Puritan ’ to the Rescue, 1

A Conspiracy of Crime; or Foiling the Kidnappers.

“01d Ironsides ” in France; or ‘Trailed by the Giant Detective.

The Beautiful Mystery of Paris: being  the secqtiel to “0Old Iron-
sides ?”? in France,

The Gypsy Detective on the Trail:

or Solving a Great Crime. >

| ‘The Half-Breed’s Secret; A Narrative of Phenomenal Adventures.

The Italian’s Revenge; A Thrilling Narrative of Adventures.

A Three-Fold Mystery; A Straight Out Detective Narrative.

The Midnight League: or The Giant Detective in Ireland.

TthSccret ”of the Dungeon; being the sequel to. * The! Midnight
eague. ) .

Gypsy Frank, the -Long Trail. Detective; or Solving a Great Mystery.

The Weird Detective; or < 0ld Baldy ”’ on the Trail.

A T‘]ejrnb]c Mystery; A Narrative of Peculiar Detective Tricks and
evices. f

The Strangest Mystery in the World s or Harry Brand’s Winning Play.

The Old Miser’s Secret; A Strafge Detective Case.

T0.
T1.
72,

73.

Qn Their Track; being the contiiuation of  The American Monte-
Cristo.” g A B

The'Orﬁnipresent Avenger; being the continuation of * On Their
rack.”

Tragedy ang Strategy; being the conclusion of * The Omnipresent

Avenger/ 4 5

Th'eR Gypsy Detective’s Greatest Case; or Phil Tremaine to the
escue, 2 3 o 4

The Shadows of New York; or The American Monte-Cristo’s W inning

and, ]

The Old Magician’s Weird Legacy; A Tale of Marvelous Happenings
in India, 2 2

A Mysterious Disappearance; A Singularly Strange Narrative.

The Red Detective ; A Great Tale of Mystery.

The Weird Warnings of Fate; or Ebeon’s Strange Case.

The Treasure of the Rockies; A Tale of Strange Adwveatures.

Bonanza Bardie’s Winning Strike; being the sequel to * The Treasure

" of the Recekies.”

Long Shadow, the Detective; A Tale of Indian Strategy.

f1'11ef Mag’ic Disguise Detective; The Wierd Adventures of a “ Trans-
form.”

A Young Detective’s Great Shadow; A Narrative of Extraordinary
Detective Devices.

Steakthy Brock, the Detective; or Trailed to their Doom.

Old Sleuth to the Rescue; A Startling Narrative of Hidden Treasure,

OldRSIcuth’; the Avenger; being the sequel to ** Old Sleuth to the

escne.

The Great Jewel Mysterv; or The Right Man in the Case.

Jackson Cooper, the izerd Detective; A Narrative of Wonderful
Detective Skall.

Foiling the Conspirators; or Daring Tom Carey to.the Rescue.

'I’heI Bgnkeﬁ"’s Crime; or The Weird Adyentures of * Phenomeral
oe. {

Gasparoni, the Italian Detective; A Strange Weird Tale of City Life.
The Vengeance of Fate; being the sequel to *“ Gasparoni, the Italian
Detective.” 3
The Secret Special Detective; or “0ld Transform ?* on the Trail,

The, Shadow of a Crime; or the *Iron Duke’s Strange Case.
The Sceret of the Kidnapped Heir; A Strange Detective Narrative,
Foiled b,y: a Female Detective; being the sequel to * The Kidnapped

Heir,
* Old Tronsides ” in New York; or The Daughter of the G. A. R.
The Irish- Detective ; or Fergus Connor’s Greatest Case.
The Shadow Detective; or The Mysteries of a Night. 5
Detective Thrash, the Man-Trapper; A Story of Extraordinary De-
tective. Devices.
“Old Tronsides 7 at Fis Best: A Marvelous Dete'ctive Narrative.
Trailed by an. Assassin: A Tale.of Italian Vengeance.
The! TLust of Hate; being the sequel to * Trailed by an Assassin,”
A Golden Curse: or The Harvest of Sin.
The Hotel Tragedy=. or Manfred's Greatest Detective Adventitre.
The Mystery of Room 207; being the sequel to The Ilofel Tragedy.
Gardemore, the Detective: or the King of the * Shadawers,"
The Fatal Chair; being the sequel to Gardemore, the Detgctive.
The Mask of Mystery: or The cevard Murder.
The Twisted' Trail; being the secnel to the Mask of Mystery,
Booth Bell: or The Prince of Detectives Among the Isdiana.
The Beautiful Captive: being the continuation of Booth DBell,
Bo%h Bell's: Twisted  Trail; being the sequel to The Beautiful
aptive. \
The Wall Street Detective: or Harry Weir, the T.ightning Trailer.
The Banker's Secret; being the sequel to The Wall Street Detective.
The Wizard's Trail; ‘or The Myvstery of a Lost Casket.
The House of Mystery; being the sequel to The Wizard’s Trail.
Old' Sleuth' in New ¥York: or Trailing 2 Great Criminal.
Manfred, 'the * Ventriloauist = Detective: or © Wonderful
¢ Shadows ” 'in New York.
Wild Madge; or The. Female Government Detective.
O1d  Electricity ~in  New York: or Wayne Winthrop’s Trail of a
“Dead Secret.”””
Gamal the Hunchback: or The Adventures of a Ventriloquist.
Seth Bond, Detective: or the Mystery of an Old Mansion.
Galloway, the Detective: or Running the Crooks to Earth,
OMd Sletith’s Quest: or A 'Fair Daughter’s Fate.
Presto Ouick; or The Weird Magician Detective.
Old Tronsides Tong Trail; or The Giant Detective Out West.
Forging the Links: ‘heing the seanel' ta Old Tronsides Long Trail
Queen Myra; or "A Woman’s Great Game of Hide and Seek.
The Duke of New York: or The Adventures of a Billionaire.
Prowler Tom, the Dstective: or The Floating Beauty Mystery.
Man Against Man: heing the seanel to Prowler Tom.
Old Sleuth’s Silent Witness: or The Dead Hand at the Morgue.
The Teague of Four; or: The Trail of the Man Tracker.
The House of Fear; or The Young Duke's Strange Quest.

Midnight

TO BE PUBLISHED ON FRIDAY.

The Old Miser’s Secret; A Strange Detective Case. .

The Man of Mystery; or Mephisto the Detective,

The Mysterious Detective; or Solving a Great Case.

The American Monte-Cristo; A Strange and Marvelous Narrative.

Feh. 3—136.
Feb. 10—137.
Feb. 17—138.
Feb., 24—139.

Foiled by Fate: being the sequel to The House of Fear.
A Dach for Millions; or Old Ironsides Trail of Mystery.
The Trail of Three; or The Motor Pirates’ Last Stand.
A Dead Man’s Hand; or Caught by his Own Victim.

For sale by all newsdealers and booksellers or sent, postage paid by thekpublishers upon. receipt of 6 cents per copy, 10 copies for 50 cents.

Postage stamps taken the same as money. All back numbers always in stock.

THE ARTHUR WESTBROOK COMPANY, CLEVELAND, OHIO, U. S. A.







Standing Alone at the Head of Its Class

The
American Indian Weekly

PUBLISHED EVERY THURSDAY

This great weekly is a radical departure from all other five-cent weeklies that are now being
published.

It has the greatest stories of frontier life, of Indians and of the far West that have ever been
issued.

The stories are longer than those published in any other five-cent library, except the celebrated
OLp SLEUTH WEEKLY. ; >

They are all edited by Colonel Spencer Dair, the most celebrated Indian Scout, Bandit Tracker
and Gun Fighter of modern fiction.

A new number is issued every Thursday.

LIST OF TITLES

THE OUTLAW?S: PLEDGE b s i i s o e ot lie - Raid“onathex @lds Stockade
TRACKED TO HIS EAIR i i .. - ioi cimnms s i sor "Ehe*Pursuit of the  Midnight "Raider
THE BLACK DEATH or The Curse of the Navajo Witch
THE SQUAW: MAN’S -REVENGE .75 o b i st - - . . -.0f Kidnapped by the “Piutes
TRAPPED BY THE CREES or Tricked by a Renegade Scout
BETRAYED BY A MOCCASIN or The Round-Up of the Indian Smugglers
FLYING CLOUD’S 'LAST STAND ......... ... .....fwm.0or The Battle of Dead Man’s Canyon
A DASH FOR LIFE or Tricked by Timber Wolves
THE DECOY- - MESSAGE: S s e s e e e e e or The Ruse of the Border Jumpers
THE MIDNIGHT ALARM .....c.....c.ivciiviiueneavn..0r:. The Raid on the Paymaster’s Camp
LEEIMASKED. REDE RS S i S s s e ..or The Mystery of Grizzly Gulch
LURED BY OUTLAWS..............cc.citvvvvieeenn ot The Mounted Ranger’s Desperate Ride
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TO BE PUBLISHED ON THURSDAY

February 23—No. 13. STAGE COACH BILL’S LAST RIDE..........or The Bandits of Great Bear Lake
March 2—No. 14. THE TRAGEDY OF HANGMAN'S GULCH or The Ghost of Horn Mountains
March 9—No. 15, THE TREASURES OF MaAcKENZIE ISLES............or The Outlaw’s Drag-Net
March 16—No. 16. HELD UP AT SNAKE BASIN......................or The Renegade’s Death-Vote
March 23—No. 17. THE MAIL RIDER'S DASH WITH DEATH......or The Desperado of Poker Flat
March 30—No. 18. THE RED MASSACRE or The Hold-Up Men of Barren Lands
April 6—No, 19 THE MYSTERY OF THE ARCTIC CIRCLE or The Robbers’ Round-Up
April 13—No. 20. HOUNDED BY RED MEN................ or The Road Agents of Porcupine River
April 20—No.’21. . THE FUR TRADER'S DISCOVERY.. . ... . 5. .6t The Brotherhood of ‘Thieves
April 27—No. 22. THE SMUGGLERS OF LITTLE SLAVE LAKE ..or The Trapper’s Vengeance
May 4—No..23. NIGHT RIDERS OF THE NORTHWEST or The Vigilantes’ Revenge
May 11—No. 2¢. THE SPECTRE OF THUNDERBOLT CAVERN. . .or Tricked by Midnight Assassins

The AMERICAN INDIAN WEEKLY is for sale by all newsdealers and booksellers, or it
will be sent to any address postpaid by the publishers upon receipt of 6¢ per copy, 10 copies for 50c.
All back numbers always in stock.

THE ARTHUR WESTBROOK COMPANY
CLEVELAND, OHIO, U. S. A.
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