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THIS MONTH'S MAGAZINE ABRIDGMENT

PowerruL, brooding, sinister, Thunder Mountain
frowns down upon the puny mortals who invade its
loncly slopes in their grubbing search for gold. Greedy
for the precious metal, they ignore the mysterious, re-
peated mutterings and rumblings which roll forth from
its interior, seemingly in defiant warning: unheedingly
they play out their passionate, death-ridden drama.

Against this solemn and majestic natural background, which Zane
Grey could present so effectively, Lee Emerson—nicknamed “Kalispel”—
plays his desperate game with Fortune. Kalispel’s main adversary is Rand
Leavitt, adventurer, mining boss, elected judge, and self-appointed vig-
ilante chief, who makes a daring bid to reap the lion's share of the rich
golden hoard in spite of the fact that the three Emerson brothers were
the original locators of the Thunder Mountain bonanza.

Kalispel is not without [riends. He gets wise counsel from the East-
erner, Blair, with whose daughter Kalispel is infatuated: [riendship from
honest young miner Dick Sloan; aflection from a pretty dance-hall girl
called “Nugget”; and confidential information [rom old ex-Ranger Bruce
Masters. But guns alone can decide the issue with the wily Leavitt and
his henchmen, chief of whom is Cliff Borden, the mining camp's leading
purveyor of vice.

Forced to use all the resources of keen intelligence, cool deter
and gun-fighting fury which earned him respect on the Montana ranges,
Kalispel lets his sixshooters speak out time and time again as he moves
relentlessly ahead in quest of justice. Their staccato authority punctuates
the sizzling action, one gun-duel succeeding another until, as Kalispel
plays out the final hand. the long-ignored threats of Thunder Mountain
are fulfilled.

THUNDER MOUNTAIN appeared serially in Collier's in 1932 and was
first published in book form in 1935. The story is considered, with good
reason, to be one of Zane Grey’s best. Will Cuppy, authority on adven-
ture fiction, called it “lively and exciting.”

.I"k




Thunder Mountain

By ZANE GREY °

CHAPTER ONE
Strike!

_—~ WARM spring rain
- mclted the deep
snows in the Saw
Tooth Range, and
a roaring flood
poured down the
headwaters of the

Salmon River.

It washed out a colony of bea-
vers, one of which, a crippled old
female with a cub, [ell behind the
others and lost theim. She came
at length into "a narrow valley
where the stream meandered along
a wide rocky bench wooded by

stately isolated pines and [ringes
of willow and aspen.

The old mother beaver lingered
with her cub near the mouth of an
intersecting brook. In a sheltered
bend under the looming moun-
tain slope she began her labors.
While the little cub played and
splashed about she toiled indus-
triously, cutting branches, carry-
ing sticks, dragging rocks, and
padding mud until she had
bridged the brook and built a
dam. A still pool rose behind the
barrier.

One night when the afterglow
of sunset loomed dull red upon
the pool and the silence of the

Copyright, 1932, by Zane Grey. Magazine abridgmens by arrangement with The Howley Publicaions, Inc.
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wilderness lay like a mantle upon
the valley, the old beaver noticed
a strange quivering ripple passing
across the placid surface of her
pool. There was no current com-
ing from the brook. there was no
breath of wind to disturb the dead
calm. She noticed the tremors pass
across the pool, she sniffed the
pine-scented air, she listened with
all the sensitiveness of a creature
of the wild.

From high up on the looming
mountain slope, from the somber
purple shadow, came a low rum-
ble, a thunder that seemed to
growl from the bowels of the great
mountain.

The old mother beaver did not
wait to hear that again. With her
cub she abandoned the quivering
pool, and taking to the main
stream she left the valley.

The last remnant ol the Sheep-
eater Indians pitched camp on the
rocky .bench across the stream
from the abandoned beaver dam.

Outcasts from various tribes,

they were fugitives and had band-
ed together for protection, 51 in
all, warriors, squaws and children,
under the command of Toman-
mo.
While the braves put up their
lodges, the weary squaws un-
packed meager supplies and be-
longings. The lame children, ex-
hausted from continuous march,
sat silent with somber eyes.

‘Tomanmo gazed up and down

this valley to which he had been
led by the Nez Percé member of
his band. Long and hard had been
the tramp hither and the last
miles over solid rock. The sol-
dicrs could not track them here.
It was a refuge. Deer and clk as
tame as cattle grazed under the
pines: white goats shone on the
high bluffs of the south wall;
mountain sheep stood silhouetted
against the sky. watching the in-
vaders of their solim de.

“We will hide here and rest. It
is well.” said Tomanmo to his
band, and he scnt hunters out to
kill fresh meat.

When the chicl sat down he
found himsell facing the north
slope of the vallev. Bare and steep.
this slope, open to the south,
slanted abruptly from the edge of
the rocky bench somc few hun
dred vards distant. What first at-
tracted Tomanmo’s curiosity was
the fact that no gamce trail, not
even a single track, marred the
smooth surface of the incline. It
sheered up a long way before its
purple continuity was broken by
a thin line of fir trecs, pointing
skyward like tufted spears. From
there the color gray and the
smooth surface broke to scantily
timbered ledges that stepped up
and up prodigiously, at last to
turn white with snow on the sky-
line. Precipitous looming moun-
tains were the rule in that range,
and all the south slopes, where
the snow did not long lie, were
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bare of timber. But the cndless
south slopc of this mountain
showed no solid foundation of
rock, no iron ribs of red granite,
no bulge ol cliff sheering up out
of soft carth. Tomanmo shook his
lean dark head.

Presently the Nez Percé ap-
proached the chiel to open a skin-
ny fist to his gasc. 11e held a hand-
ful of wet gravel and sand among
which glinted bright specks.

“Ughh!" he cjaculated. “Gold!”

“Bad. White man come,” grunt-
ed the chicl.

“Some day, long alter Sheep-
caters gone,” asscnted the Nez
Percé.

The solemn, still day wore on.
The pointed lodges of elk hide
and the brush shelters, the col-
umns of blue smoke rising up-
ward, the aciive raven-haired
squaws with their colored raiment
flashing in the sun, the hunters
dragging carcasscs over the stones,
the ragged hollow-chceked chil-
dren asleep on the ground—all at-
tested to a settlement of perma-
nent camp. Soon pots werc steam-
ing, fragrant viands broiled over
the red coals, cakes of bread baked
on the hot flat stones.

At sunsct the band [casted.
Only Tomanmo did not share the
sense of well-being after long
hardship. While he ate he watched
the changing colors on the steep
slope, the darkening purple at the
base, the merging of gray into the
gold-flushed snow, high on the

peaks.

Dusk fell, and then silent night,
with the dark velvet sky studded
by cold stars. The fires burned
low, gleaming red over the hag-
gard visages of the sleepers. But
Tomanmo did not slecp. He
stalked to and [ro, listening as a
chieftain who expected the voices
of his gods.

Tomanmo's ears, attuned as
those of the deer to the whisper-
ings and rustlings of the wild,
registered other sounds. He sought
out the sleeping Nez Percé and
roused him with a moccasined
foot.

“Come,” said the chief, and led
him away from the circle of dying
fires and sleeping savages. “Lis-
ten.”

For long there was nothing. The
valley seemed dead. The moun-
tains slept. The stars watched.
Wild life lay in its coverts. Then
there camc a ticking of tiny peb-
bles down the slope, a faint silken
rustle of sliding dust, a strange
breath of something indefinable,
silence, and then again far off. a
faint crack of rolling rocks, a
moan as of a subterranean mon-
ster trying to breathe in the bow-
els of the earth, and at last, deep
and far away, a rumble as of dis-
tant thunder.

“Hear?”

The Nez Percé’s somber eyes,
mirroring the stars, dilated in
answer. Tomanmo was assured
that his own sensitive ears had
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not deceived him.

“It is the voice of the Great -

Spirit,” he said solemnly. “To-
manmo is warned. This mountain
moves. When the sun shines we

go.

Years later, long after Toman-
mo had gone to join his fore-
fathers, three adventuring pros-
pectors, brothers named Emerson,
toiled down into the valley from
the south, and late in the day un-
packed their weary burros and
made camp.

“Reckon it's the place, all
right,” said Sam, the eldest. “Thet
old Nez Percé gave me a clear
hunch.”

“Wal, 1shore hope it ain't,” re-
plied Jake, the second brother,
with a short grim laugh.

“Why?”

“Hell, man! Look around!”

Sam had been doing that avid-
ly. The long valley, shut in by the
rough red and green wall on the
south, and the insurmountable
‘and prodigious slope of talus on
the north, evidently had taken his
eye. But Sam was thinking of the
isolation, the possibility of finding
and working a gold claim without
sharing it with other prospectors
or being harassed by robbers. The
dark caverned and notched wall
on the east side, where the stream
cut its way in cascades down to
the valley, had a fascinating look
to Sam Emerson. Those cliffs
would hide gold-bearing ledges ot

quartz.
“Jake, 1 didn't befriend that
poor old Injun for nothin’,” re-

plied Sam with satisfaction. “This
is the valley.”

““Wal, Sam, we ncver scen things
alike, even as kids,” rejoined
Jake resignedly. “To me this is
shore a hell of a hole. Gettin’ out
will be worse than gettin® in, an’
that was a tough job.”

“riu grade out a trail if that's
all you're rarin’ about.”

“It ain’t all. It ain’t even a ht-
tle,” retorted Jake. “This is a
gloomy hole. The sun comes late
an’ leaves early. It'd be hotter'n
hell in summer an’ colder'n
Greenland in winter. It's too far
to pack in supplies. It’s too lone
ly. Shore, I know you an’ our gun
packin’ cowboy brother here like
loneliness. But I like people. I like
a barroom an’ to set in a little
game now an’ then.”

“Jake, ther last objection ot
yourn may soon remedy tsell
You may sce this valley hustlin
with miners an’ a gold-diggin’s
town springin’ up overnight like
a mushroom ”

“Wal, 1t wont last long, I'l
gamble. Look at thet slope. Five
thousand feet of silt an’ gravel on
end, fresh as if someone was dig
gin’ above an’ slidin’ everythin’
down. No grass, no brush, no
trees] Nary a damn’ rockl It's
alive, Sam, thet slope 1s, an’ some
wet day it'll slide down an’ ob-
literate this valley.”
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Sam was impressed and gazed
up at the sinister slope. He had
to tip his head far back 1o sce the
snow-patched summit.

“Qucer lookin®, at thet,” he
said. “But I reckon it's been there
just as long as these other moun-
tains

Jake wrned to the youngest
brother, Lee, who stood leaning
on his rifle. looking about with
picrcing harel eyes. Ile was a stal
wart young man with the lithe
build of a rider.

“Wal, Kalispel,” drawled Jake,
“vou ain’t often stumped for
speech. Are you linin® up with
Sam in favor of this ghastly hole?”

“I’s great, Jake.”

“Ah-huh. Wal, just why? I reck
oned you'd stand by me, consid-
er'n’ your weakness [or horses,
girls, an’ such thet can’t be had
here.”

"1 like Sam. You know 1
don’t care a heap about diggin’
gold Too darn’ hard work for a
cowboyl But 1 love the wildness
an’ beauty of this valley. It's a
paradise for game. I'll -bet I saw
a thousand head ot elk today. An’
deer. bear, goat, shecp—even lions,
in broad daylight! I'll hunt game
while you [ellows hunt gold.”

“Humph! Sam. what do vou
think of Kal's shiltin’ to your
side?”

"All proves I was right drag-
gin’ Lee off thet bloody Montana
range,” replied the eldest brother
forcefully. 1 teel relieved ’cause

he won't be lookin® for thet hard-
lipped sherill an’, for all we know,
some more of them ridin’ gents.
Rustle some firewood an’ water
now while 1 unpack.

Lec Emerson. nicknamed Kalis-
pel by the first outfit he had ever
ridden for in Montana, laughed
at his loquacious brothers, and
laying aside his rifle for a bucket,
he made for the stream. It was a
goodly current ol water, dark
green in color, still high and some-
what roily from melting snow. In
places it was running swiltly, in
others tarrving in pools [ormed by
huge boulders. Kalispel stepped
out on a sandbar and filled the
pail with water as cold as ice \s
an alterthought then, Kalispel
scooped up a handlul of wet sand
He saw grains of gold ghsiening
in it.

“By thunder!” he ecjaculated
“As easy as thatl Sam will be wild.
I'll let him discover it. 1 wonder
—minin’ might beat runnin’ cat-
tle. Reckon I was sick ol the
rang

Thoughtfully he returged 10
camp There seemed to be 4
vague portent 1n connection with
their arrival in this wild vallev
Jake came staggering m under an
enormous load ol dead woud Sam
had spread supplies out on 4 rar-
paulin and was awaiting the wa-
ter to mix dough.

“About a week’s rations, not
counting meat,” he said. "Il we
make a strike here two of us will
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have to go to Salmon an’ pack in
rub.”

“Ah-huh. An’ if we don’t strike
it we’ll starve?” Jake answered
humorously.

Sam had no answer for that and
silence fell upon the trio. Kalispel
performed what camp tasks of-
fered and lastly unrolled his can-
vas and blanket in the lce of a
fallen pine. Next he found a bit
of soap in his bag and a towel
that resembled a coal sack. Re-
pairing to the stream, he enjoyed
a wash in the icy water. After that
he sat down to wait for supper.

The valley changed every hour.
Shadows were dusking the far cor-
ners. He saw a black bear amble
along the lower reaches of the
stream where it turned into the
dark canyon. A herd of deer had
come down off the south slope.
Eagles soarcd above the sunlit
crags. The upper third of the
north slope blazed with gold and
the snowy summit had a rosy
flush. The place had a fascination
for Kalispel that he could not de-
fine in a moment. The longer he
gazed ‘the more he appreciated
things not strikingly noticeable at
first. )

On all sides the formidable
walls frowned down. White and
black tips of mountains peeped
above the ramparts. Purple veils
deepened in the notch where the
valley turned to the east. He had
thought at first glance that the
valley headed at the eastern end,

but he decided that the stream
split there, one fork leaping down
off the ledges, and the other turn-
ing with the narrow valley into a
defile. It was a big country, just
what his gaze encompassed, and
incredibly rough on the heights.
The gold faded up off the north
slope and the whole atmosphere
changed as if by magic. The stcely
grays and blacks stole upward out
of the valley as if now free of their
arch cnemy. And night was at
hand.

Kalispel thought that he would
find enough loneliness there even
for him. Not often did he yield
to the memory of the past. But he
did so now. No doubt his broth-
ers Sam and Jake had found him
in the nick of time—otherwise that
wild Montana range where he had
gone the pace of hard cowboys
soon would have seen his end.

Still, Kalispel could excuse it
all to himself. His serious blun-
ders, his shooting scrapes, his de-
fections which, if continued,
would have made him an outlaw,
he could trace to circumstances
for which he was not to blame.
What Kalispel had longed for was
a litle ranch with caule and
horses of his own, a wife to keep
him straight, and a chance to real-
ize the promise he knew he pos-
sessed. But he never could save a
dollar; his several attempts to
gather a herd of cattle had led to
questions he could answer only
with a gun; and nothing but trou-
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ble had cver comc of the girls who
had auracted him.
His brooding rellection was in-

terrupted by a low rumble of
thunder.
“Say! So carly in spring?” he

muttercd. looking up in surprise.
The sky was clear and cold. al-
ready showing tiny palc stars.
“That was an avalanche some:
wheres.  Strikes me  these  Saw
Tooths might cut loose a lot that
way "

He returned to camp and the
blazing fire. Jake was lighting his
pipe with a red cmber. Sam bent
his ruddy bearded face over some
task.

“Did you fellows hear thun-
der?” asked Kalispel.
“Shore did.” replied Jake. “Sam

says it wasn't thunder.”
“Slide somewhere, then
“Son, ther wasn't thunder or
slide,” answered Sam. looking up
“Mv Nez Percé triend wold me
we'd know the place when we
came 10 a valley under a high
white mountain luce ther talked
I reckon we've tound it.”
“How do you account tor that
rumble?”
“Damn’ il 1 know yet. Must be
eanhquakc
Nix,” said Jake. “Ther was
just a shde rumbhn’ down some:
wheres.”
“Wal, what's the odds one way
or another—il there’s gold here.”
“Suits me. The spookier the
better,” returned Kalispel and

sought his bed.

He listened for a while, but the
rumbling sound was not repeated.
Then he fell asleecp When he
awakencd it was broad davhight
with rosy flush upon the peaks.
His brothers were bustling about
camp The ringing bugle of an
elk brought Kalispel to a sitting
posture, wide awake and thrillin

“Kal. go out an’ busi thet bull
ke “The valley’s alive with

said
game  Scems different by dav

'Son, take a peep 1n that pan,”
called Sam sonorously.

Kalispel got up and pulled on
his boots, then streiched his tall
frame. Sam, impatient ar his non-
chalance, thrust the pan under
his nosc. Kalispel saw a thin laver
of sand and gold. about hall and
halt

“Dog-gone! Looks like a strike.”
rejoined Kalispel lazily.

“Nothin" to rave about.” re-
plied Sam. seuing the pan down.
“But il we can find the lode thet
camc from. we're rich. You'll have
the ranch vour heart desires, an’ a
thousand hosses. an’ ten thousand
cattle before the year is out.”

“Rich!” ejaculated Kalispel n-
credulously.

“We'll sell out tor a million.
An’ damn me, I've a hunch we've
struck it this time But even it we
can't find the lode there are good
diggin’s all up and down this
bench, one way or another!”
am, are you talkin® sense?”
“Kal, he’s been up since day-
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break roarin’ around,”
Jake.

“If it doesn’t turn out my luck
to have other prospectors driftin’
in here,” muttered Sam somber-
ly. “Thet has happened befo

‘What  diflerencc  would it
make, Sam, if we locaied first:”
asked Kalispel.

“Wal, a lot. If we cant find the
lode we can clean up a fortune
off this bench—giving us time.”

“Ah-huh. Sam, do you trust thet

interposed

Nez Percé?” added Jake, scratch-
ing his stubbly chin.

“You bet. He'll not tell. An’
let’s not borrow trouble. We

ought to be singin’. Come on an’
eat. After thet we'll set to work.
We'll move our camp out of these
rocks. There’s a likely sheltered
spot across the stream. Kal, you
fetch in some meat an’ hang it up
in the shade. Then vou might
scout around a bit. Have a look
at the outlet of this valley. Jake,
you stick your pan in every sand
an’ gravel bar along this stream.
I'll take a pick an’ look for the
lode.”

Kalispel found it impossible
not to respond to Sam’s [orceful
optimism. Sam was a born pros-
pector. Always seeing the pot of
gold at the foot of the rainbow!
And he had never made a real
strike. On more than one occasion
he had almost had fortune in his
grasp. This time would probably
end like all the others. Yet Kalis-
pel felt himselt profoundly stirred

by his eldest brother’s inevitable-
ness. Kalispel did not have the
gold [ever in his blood. He was
not given to false hopes. But he
responded to the thrill.

When camp had been moved to
a preuty sheltered spot, Kalispel
took his rifle and made off for the
widest part of the valley. He had
gone quite a distance when a
small group of deer, does and
fawns, trooped out of the brush to
stand at gaze, long ears erect. As
he approached them they bound-
cd away as if on springs. Soon
after that he sighted a buck, which
he shot. It was too heavy to pack
into camp, so he dressed it on the
spot, and carried in the choicest
quarters.

Retracing his steps, he halted in
a sunny spot with fragrant sage
all around, and there he flung
himself at length as had been his
wont so often on the cattle range.
He liked the intimacy of the great
walls. The monotonous purple
rcaches of the Montana ranges
had palled upon him.

“Dog-gone!” soliloquized Kalis-
pel. “TI'd like to settle in this
country.”

When-he returned to the camp
he found it deserted. Evidently
neither Sam nor Jake had been
in since morning. That augured
well for this first day. Kalispel set
to work at camp tasks, pausing
once to laugh when he heard him-
self whistling. He put things in
shipshape halting only for the
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mixing ol biscuit dough at which
he was a signal [ailure. But he
liked to swing an ax, which art he
had mastered during his boyhood
along the hardwood creek bottoms
of Missouri.

Mecanwhile the colored lights of
the valley had succumbed to wan-
ing alternoon. Kalispel began to
grow anxious about his brothers.
Presently Jake appeared some dis-
ance up the sircam. Hc looked a

tired man. Kalispel halloed and
waved. Jake made a wi re-
sponse. Upon necarer view Jake

was a sight 1o behold. He was the
dirtiest, muddiest, weucest, ragged:
est object of a man l'\d]lSpll “had
ever scen e carried under his
arm his gold pan and in his lelt
hand something small and heavy
wrapped in a bandana handker-
chief.

“Dog-gone-it, [ake!” cjaculated
Kalispel. undccided whether 10
laugh or whoop. Then as Jake
staggered into camp, Kalispel met
a wonderful look in his eves

“Boy, looka here,” panted Jake,

and he forced the bandana into
Kalispel's hands.
The contents were solt, wet,

heavy, significant to the touch.
Kalispel knew what it contained
without b told, and suddenly
he was inute. Jake fell on his knces
beside his pack and began to fum-
ble around in it

“Whar’'s my  weighin"scales?
Goua have theml—Ah-hal Kal,
cluster around now an’ pour out

thet gold.”

Kalispel did as he was bidden,
and as the tiny golden stream of
grains and nuggets thudded into
the scales he became aware of
trembling  hands and  knocking
heart. Three times the scales had
to be emptied before all the gold
could be weighed.

“Ten ounces—an’ over,” boomed
Jake, breathing thickly. “At eigh-
teen dollars the ounce—hundred
an’ cighty dollars! An" as Sam or-
dered, T only pamed one pan at
cach bar.”

"Gosh!” ejaculated Kalispel. in-
credulously. Tle fingered the shiny
nuggets, some ol which were as
large as peas. All were smooth and
worn due, no doubt, to the action
of water and gravel. A great part
of the gold was like fine sand, and
it slipped from Kalispel’s palm in
a vellow stream.

Suddenly he let out such a cow-
boy vell as had never pealed rom
his lungs “Whoopce!”™ The sien-
torian sound rang along the walls
and beat back in hollow echo. It
was answered by a halloo from up-
stream.

“You hear that?” cried Kalispel.

“Shore. Thet was Sam—an’
there he comes.”

“Gosh! Is he drunk, staggerin’
along like that?”

“Boy, Sam’s packin’ a heavy

load—a rock.”

“Rock! What'd Sam be packin®
a rock for? He hasn’t got his pick
an’ crowbar, either—Jake!”
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“Boy, I reckon I'm a little weak
on my pins.” Jake sat down heav-
ily.

Kahspel stared, his thoughts
whirling. Sam came on sturdily,
but mani[eslly under great physi-
cal strain. He plunged into camp
to thump his heavy burden upon
the ground in front of his broth-
ers.

“Look at—thet!” he panted.

Kalispel saw a thick slab of
white quartz brilliantly veined
and belted with gold. It was the
most beautiful inanimate object
that he had ever beheld.

Sam wiped the sweat from his
face, which betrayed traces of
feeling. He now appeared calm,
though his eyes held a singular
effulgence.

“I went straight—to the lode—
like steel to a magnet,” he said, in
cool, slowly expelled words.
“Thar’s five hundred dollars—in
thet chunk. An’ a million more—
where it come from!”

CHarTER Two
Trouble in Town

XCITEMENT pre-
vailed in the Emer-
son camp. Sam suc-
cumbed to some ex-
tent to the uncon-
tained joy of his

< brothers. Jake de-
clared it was a good lhmg that
there was not any whisky in the
packs. They fell over each other

prepanng supper and partaking
of it. Jake could not decide what
he wanted to do with his share.
Lee had his ranch picked out, his
herds, his horses, and he decided
that a rich young cattleman, not
bad-looking, might possibly find a
wife.

Faint thunder came rumbling
from the darkness.

“Ah-huh! Thar’s the old man
mountain grumblin’ thet we ain’t
got the gold yet!” exclaimed Sam.

A menace scemed momentarily
to hold the three in thrall. It
passed. and with it the hilarity,

the boyish indulgence in wild
hope

“Listen, boys,” spoke up Sam
seriously. “We've struck gold.

Maybe I need to tell you thet the
majority of prospectors who strike
it rich never reap the profits of
their discovery.”

“Why'n hell not?"” roared jake,
aghast, his rugged visage red in
the firelight.

“It’s just a fact, thet’s all. Pros-
pectors ain’t business men. They're
usually ignorant, heedless, im-
provident. They lose out some-
how.”

“We ain’t gonna lose nothin’,”
declared  Jake belligerently—he
who had formerly been the most
pessimistic. The gold fever had in-
flamed his brain. Kalispel looked
on silently, conscious of a sinking
sensation within his breast.

“Right here we form a com-
pany,” went on Sam emphatically.
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“Thet is, a company to work this
quartz vein. Thet'll leave us [ree
to take up placer-minin’ claims on
the bench. We want to pick out
the three richest claims before the
stampede.”

“Stampede?” echoed Jake.

“Shore. They’ll be a mad rush
to this valley the day thet chunk
of quartz is shown in Challis,
Boise, or Salmon.”

“I might have figgered thet,”
admitted Jake.

“Sam, why need anyone learn
about the quartz vein?” queried
Lec.

“I'1l take a ten- ton stamp mill
to work this mine.”

“Ten-ton!” ejaculated Kalispel.
“How on earth could such a mill
be gotten here?”

“Packed in on mules. It can be
done. It must be done. An’ now
you sec why we must sell out, or
sell a hall interest, at lcast. We
have no money.”

“Why not keep the quartz mine
secret while we work all this
placer mine for ourselves?” asked
Kalispel. “Then afterward sell out
or finance the job ourselves?”

“Thet's a big idee,” agreed
Jake.

“It may be a good idee, but it's
not good business. We want ac-
tion. We'd risk everythin’ to keep
this quartz mine a secret. Because
sooner or later, while we are work-
in’ the placers, other miners will
drift in. The Bitter Root range
an’ the Lembhi are full of them.”

“Wal, let them drift,” declared
Kalispel. “We can take care of
ourselves an’ hang on to our
holdin’s. All the time we'll be dig-
gin’ gold while keepin’ our best
sccret. Then, when we are forced
to show our hand, all right. An’
the situation will be precisely the
same as it is now.”

Jake and Kalispel argued with
Sam. But he was obdurate, and
at length out of deference to his
superior experience and judg-
ment they let him have his way.
Whereupon they fell to discussi
the other aspects of the case. S
finally worked out a plan. tle
would stay in the valley, guard-
ing the quartz mine, while work-
ing the placers along the stream.
Jake and Kalispel were to trace
the best trail possible out of the
mountains and then make their
way to Boise, where they would
exhibit their quartz finding to
prominent mining men, and con-
sider no less than 100,000 dollars
for a half interest, the contracting
parties to furnish the mill, have
it packed in, and work the mine.
If a good deal could not be con-
summated at Boise, they were to
proceed to Challis and Salmon.

Sam said he could stretch food
supplies for a month and it would
be necessary for one of the broth-
ers, at least, to pack in before the
expiration of that time. They set-
tled all before going to bed at a
late hour.

Kalispel

could not sleep at
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once. His mind was full. It seemed
that the unlucky star under which
he had always ridden had marvel-
ously brightened And while he
lay there the old mountain rum-
bled its faint deep thunder of
warning.

On the following morning Kal-
ispel and Jake, driving three light
ly packed burros, headed up the
valley on their important mission.

It took three days to reach the
nearest town—Challis—where the
brothers camped on the outskirts
Alter supper Jake made inquiries.
and to his dismay ascertained that
a stage for Boise did not leave un-
til Saturday. and that the supplies
needed must be broughi from Sal-
mon, 60 miles down the river.

Jake was a thoughtful man that
night round the camp fire Finally
he unburdened himsell

“Lee, 1 didn't like lcavin’ Sam
alone in thet hole. An’ we can't go
on to Boise, make this minin’
deal, an’ come back to Sam inside
of a month. So here’s what we'll
do. I'll go on to Boise alone. Don’t
worry. I won't lose the quartz an’
I'll be shore nobody gets a hunch
about it. Reckon F'll not need
more’n a few dollars till I make
the deal. So you.can have this
money. You go to Salmon an’ buy
three more burros, an’ all the sup-
plies you can pack on them, an’
rustle back to Sam. What you
think of my idee?”

“It’s a good one,” replied Lee.
“By the time I get to Salmon a

week will be gone. IU'll take a
couple ol davs to outfit theré. An’
with six burros all loaded down,
an’ allowin’ for the stecp grades
an’ rough ground on that trail we
worked out on—why, Jake, even
with good luck 1 couldn’t make it
back to Sam in two wecks.”

“You shore couldn’t. Say a
month. An’ then vou'll beat any
cowpunchin’ job vou ever had
Wal, it’s sculed. an’ I'm relieved.”

Late afternoon of the second
day. on the way down the river,
Ralispel came to where the Sal-
mon made a wide. slow bend. The
several hundred acres of land in
closed by the stream in that cir-
cling constituted the ranch he had
secn from a mountain top on the
way in. From that far point he
had made out scveral groves of
cottonwoods, the wide, flat. brown
and green fields. the fringe of
trees  bordering the river, the
sheltered log cabin under the lea
of the hill. But at close range this
ranch appeared the finest prospect
he had ever encountcred.

A setuler named Olsen lived
therc with his small family. Lee
had supper with him and talked
casually.

“Been prospectin’,” he explain
ed. “Don’t care for it much. Bur 1
like ranchin’. Could you use a
good cowman?

“Huh! Got more work than |
can do. Couldn't pay wages,
though. Fact is I'd like to sell
out.”
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Wha

“That's interestin’.
take?

“I'd hatc to have some real
moncey shoved at me,” replied the
settler terscly.

“So? Wal, il I strike pay dirt
Tl come back an' shove some at

‘d you

you
! Next day, late, Kalispel trudged
[ootsore and weary into Salmon.
Fle had been there seveial times
and he liked the place. It had been
a mining town for years and had
scen more than one gold boom.
Even in dull times Salmon was a
bustling center, being a distribut-
ing point between towns over the
Montana line and those west into
Idaho as [ar as Boisc. Salmon re-
sembled  other  Western  mining
towns in its one long, wide, main
street, but off this thoroughfare it
reminded Lee of some of the ham-
lets back in Missouri.

He [ound pasture for his burros
and made a dcal to sccure three
more, including packsaddles. Then
he repaired to the main street and
a lodging-house he knew. When
former acquaintances failed to rec-
ognize him, Kalispel decided that
he must be a pretty dirty, bearded.
ragged. hard-looking customer.
The best he could do that night
was to wash and shave, which
helped mughtily, but he appre-
ciated the fact that he must make
a most advantageous deal in buy-
ing the supplies so that he would
have money enough lelt for a new
outfit. His boots had no soles and

his trousers hung in tauers. Fe
recalled a girl whose acquaintance
he had made on a lormer sojourn
in Salmon—what was her name?—
and he could not present himsell
to her in this scarccrow garb.

Kalispel put on his coat, then
had to removce it because he had
slipped one arm through a rent
instead ol the slceve. T was
rucful reminder ot his
e did not care about his
rance or even comlort while
out on the range or in the wilds,
but here in town among people he
did not like his poverty. He blew
out the lamp and lelt his room

In the yellow flare of a hall
lamp he saw two figures at the
head of the stairway—a voung
woman standing with her back to-
ward him facing a man who had
started down the steps and was
looking back.

“Dad, please don’t leave me
alone. =" she was entreating n
a voice that would have arresied
Kalispel even if her small, dark.
graceful head had not.

“You'll be all right,
replied the man, with a
“You're out West now and
look after yourself. I want to talk
to some miners. Go to bed.”

He stamped on down the rick-
ety stairway. I'he girl partly rurn
ed as Kalispel passed her and he
caught a glimpse ol a pale, clean-
cut profile, striking enough in that
poor light to make him want to
turn and stare. But he resisted the

another

must
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desire and went quickly down
wanting to get another look at the
father of that girl. He caught an
odor of rum. There was a barroom
connected with this lodging-house,
but there was no doorway open-
ing into it from the hall. Kalispel
followed the man outside, where
at the street corner under the yel-
low lights he met several men in
rough garb evidently waiting for

m.

Kalispel  approached  them.
“Howdy, men,” he said, genially.
“I'm a stranger hereabouts. Where
can I ear?”

“Reckon I've seen you before,”
replied one, a keen-eyed, hard-vis-
aged Westerner who apparently
missed nothing in Kalispel's make-
up, especially not the gun hang-

ing low.
“Yeah? All the same I'm a
stranger an’ hungry,” retorted

Lee as he returned the searching
scrutiny.

“Young fellow, there’s a good
restaurant a few doors below,” re-
plied the man Lee wanted a sec-
ond glance at. He-was beyond
middle age, a handsome man with
lined, weak face and dark eyes full
of havoc. His frame was not robust
and his garb betokened the tender-
foot.

“Thanks. Would you have a
bite with me? returned Kalispel.

“I had mine early.”

“Say, cowpuncher, mosey along,
will you?” broke in another of
the trio ot Westerners. He had a

lean sallow face, a long drooping
mustache and eyes that burned in
the shadow of his sombrero.

That was sufficient (o ignite the
spark always smoldering in Lee's
spirit.

“Why shore I'll mosey along—
when I get ready,” he replied curt-
1

“Ain’t you thet Kalispel cowboy
late of Montana?” queried the
man who had first spoken, as with
a slight gesture he silenced his
lcan-jawed companion.

“Yeah, I happen to be that cow-
boy—Kalispel Emerson.”

“WWal, no offense meant,” re-
joined the other hurriedly. “We
jest want to talk business to Mr.
Blair hyar. An’ time’s pressin’.”

Kalispel did not trouble to re-
ply. He fixed piercing eyes upon
the tenderfoot who appeared to
sense something amiss but could
not gather what. “Excuse me, Mr.
Blair, if I give you a hunch, usin’
the advice I just heard you give
your daughter. You're out West
now an’ must look after yourself.”

With that pointed speech Kalis-
pel wheeled to pass on down the
street. “Dog-gonel” he soliloquiz-
ed. “They'll fleece the socks off
that tenderfoot. An’ the wolf-
jawed hombre—where’d I ever see
him? Gambler, I'll bet. Wal, it’s
none of my mix. I've trouble of
my own. But that girl-now—"

Kalispel went into the restau-
rant and in a few moments he was
attending to the savory food set
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before him.

Then, cheerful and responsive
to exciting surroundings, he strode
out to see the town. How many
nights had he ridden in off the
range to make up for the monot-
ony of a rider’s lifel But a voice
cautioned him to remember the
importance of his mission. No
bucking the tiger—not a single
drop of red liquor!l ‘This some-
what subdued his exuberance.
Still, he would have a look, any-
how, and to that end he made the
rounds of the saloons. the gam-
bling-dens and dance halls, wind-
ing up at the Spread Eagle, a com-
posite resort at the edge of town
on the bank of the river.

This place was in full blast, and
as Kalispel went into the big barn-
like, gaudily decorated dance hall,
full of smoke and the merry roar
of music and dancers, he experi-
enced a thought that had come to
him many a time before—it would
be well for him to have an anchor.
He liked this sort of fling, which
he argued would be all right, if it
were not for the drink and fights
and worse that seemed to attend a
lonesome cowboy's infrequent vis-
its to town.

Presently, at the end of a dance,
he saw a girl detach herself from
a burly dancer to make her way in
his direction. Kalispel had observ-
ed that, besides himself, there was
not a young fellow in the hall.
And this girl was hardly more
than 16. She was little in stature,

pretty in a birdlike way, with
golden hair, and certainly was
most  inadequately clothed for
such a cool night. She accosted
Kalispel with a query as to where
she had met him before.

“God only knows, sweethcart.
I'm shore a rollin’ stone.”

“You're not one of these min-
ing galoots?” she asked quickly.
“I'll bet you're a grub-line cow-
puncher out of a job.”

“Plumb center, little girl. Gosh!
but you're smart. An’ you know
the range, too.”

“Put on your hat, unless you
want to dance with me. I'm not
used to barcheaded men,” she re-
turned testily, while she fastened
penetrating blue eyes on him.

“I'd like to dance with you, but
I'm too much of a ragamuffin.”

“That’s no matter. Come on.”

“Besides, I've no money to buy
drinks.”

“I don’t want to drink. I cant
stand much. I hate these club-
footed, rum-soaked miners who
slobber over me and paw me. And
I kind of like you, cowboy.”

“Dog-gone it, I like you too,” re-
plied Kalispel dubiously, feeling a
wave of the old loneliness surge
over him.

She was about to put a hand on
his arm when a pale-faced, somber-
eyed man, approaching from be-
hind Kalispel, with a slight gesture
of authority, sent her hurrying
away.

“Young fellow, you'll excuse
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me,” the stranger said. “Nugget is
much in demand.”

“Nugget?” queried Kalispel.

“Yes, Nugget. Nobody knows
her real name.”

“Ah-huh. Suppose I take this
act of yours as an insult. Your
Spread Eagle is open to all.”

“Certainly, but not over cordial
to tramps.”

“Your mistake, mister, an
damned risky,” flashed Kalispel.
“If I had intended to dance with
your Nugget—an’ she asked me to
—you'd be dancin’ 1o dodge hot
bullets with your feet right this
minute.”

Whereupon Kalispel lunged out
of the glaring hall into the cold,
dark night. It was getting late and
the street was no longer crowded.
He took to its center and made
for his lodging-house. A familiar
old sensation assailed him, a weak-
ening, a sinking down, always in
the past the precursor to a drink-
ing debauch and a period of ob-
livion. But this had to be battled
now. His status had changed.
There was a fortune to be made
and happiness to achieve. In that
clarifying passionate moment of
vision he saw the future, and it
was like a picture, beautiful and
golden and rosy. .

He reached the tavern. Men
were passing in and out of the
crowded noisy saloon. Kalispel
went into the hall and up the
rickety stairway. The lamp burn-
ed brightly on the landing of the

second floor. As he turned toward
his door he heard a low agitated
voice: “Get out—of here!”

He stopped short. That Blair
girl whom her father had called
Sydney! A man’s voice, hurried
and  sibilant, answered her.
“Ssssh! Somcone will hear. Listen
to me—"

“No! Get out of my room!” she
cried, her voice poignant with
anger and fear.

Kalispel saw that her door was
ajar. In two long strides he reach-
cd it and with forceful hand shov-
ed it open violently. The act dis-
closed a tall man starting back
from this sudden intrusion, and a
white-faced girl, with dark cyes
distended in fear, in the act of
slipping off her bed. She was clad
in a long nightgown and with one
hand held the edge of a blanket
to her breast. A lighted lamp stood
on a little table close to her bed;
a book lay face open on the floor.

“Pardon, lady,” said Kalispel
curtly. “Did I hear you order some-
one [rom your room?”

“Yes—you did.” she replied.

“All a mistake. I got in the
wrong room,” spoke up the man
with a short laugh that betrayed
little concern for this intruder but
considerable annoyance at the in-
trusion. He had to brush by Kalis-
pel to get out the door.

“It was not a mistake,” spoke
up the girl hotly. “He came in. I
asked if it were Dad. He saw me
—in bed—reading. I ordered him
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e! But he—he came to-

“Aw, nonsenscl” rasped the man,
halted by her accusation to con-
front Kalispel. e had bold eves
that gleamed, a protruding, clean-
shaven jowl. a forceful presecce
She’s a tenderfoot, scared silly be-
ause | happencd to open her coor
nstead ol mine.”

“Ah-huh. Why didn’t you step
out quick when you saw the lady
in bed?” demanded Kalispel.

“I was going to.

“Say, I heard her order you out.
Twice!”

“Look here, are you question-
ing me, you—"

“Not anv more,” interrupted
Kalispel. “But I'll take a whack at
you "

A sharp left-handed blow sem
the man staggering back ofl
balance. He might have gained his
cquilibrium, but Kalispel lcaped
after him and swung a terrific
right to that prominent jaw. The
sudden blow knocked him against
the railing which gave way w
a crack He went down the stair-
way, to fall with a resounding
crash to the floor below. The jar
that  accompanied the crash
brought the trample of heavy
boots and excited voices of men
cntering below.

“Lady, shut your door,” called
Kalispel and whipped out his gun.

“It’s Borden,” rang out a hoarse
voice. “Dead—or damn’ near itl”

“Back of his head all bloody,”

spoke up another man. “Must
have been hit with an ax. Hold-
up, mebbe. Thet Casper outfit in
town. He had a roll on him.
I scen him flash it today. Search
him, boss.”

“Hold the lamp. somebody—
Nope—no  holdup.  Here’s  his
money an’ watch.”

“He's not dead, cither. He's
comin’ to.”

Kalispel stepped to the head of
the stairway. “Hey, down there!”
he called “Who is that man?”

“What man?”

“Why, the onc I just rapped
gently on the chi

“Ha! It must have been orful
gentle, stranger.”

“Wal, who an’ what is he?”

“His name’s Clif Borden. An’
he’s well known hyar. Part owner
of the Spread Eagle. Buys minin’
claims, an'-"

“Forces his w

y into a young
lady’s bedroom,” interrupted Kal-
ispel scornfully. “An’ wouldn’t get
out when she ordered him out.
Now listen. vou Salmon gentle-
men. Drag Mister Borden out of
this lodgin™-house an’ when he
comes to his senses tell him he'd
better steer clear of me.”

“An’ who might you be, young
fellar>” queried the gruff leader
below.

“My name is Emerson an’ I hail
from Kalispel.”

A whispering ensued which soon
gave place to the clearer voices of
men engaged in lilting and carry-




20 ZANE GREY'S WESTERN MAGAZINE

ing Borden out of the house.

After a moment Kalispel sheath-
ed his gun and stood irresolute.
Should he not assure the girl that
the incident was past? The fact of
her door being ajar emboldened
him, and he knocked.

“Who is there?”

“It’s me, Miss Blair.”

The door opened wide. Kalispel
had intended to inform the girl
that all was well, but sight of her
sent his thoughts whirling. She had
thrown a dressing-gown over her
shoulders, the effect of which en-
hanced a beauty he had only faint-
ly grasped upon first sight.

“Oh! Is—is he dead?” she fal-
tered, with great, dark eyes upon
him.

“Goodness no, miss!” exclaimed

Kalispel hastily. “I only hit him."

Shore he fell hard an" must have
busted his head below. They said
it was all bloody. Don’t you [ear
for him, miss. He's not hurt
much.”

“You misunderstand me. I don’t
fear for him. I wouldn't care—if—if
you had killed him.”

“Aw, now!” ejaculated Kalispel,
staring. A flush came over the
whiteness of her cheek. Her face
was the loveliest thing Kalispel
had ever gazed upon.

“I thank you for saving me—I—
I don’t know what,” she said trem-
ulously.

“Maybe it svouldn’t have been
so bad as it looked,” replied Kalis-
pel lamely. “He might have made

a mistake about your door—an’
then, after he was in—just lost his
head, you know—which wouldn’t
be no wonder.”

“You are generous to him, and
—and—" she replied suddenly
checking her reply and blushing
scarlet. “But I should tell you that
he lollowed me today. He spoke
to me twice. He knew this was my
room ”

“I stand corrected, Miss Blair,”
returned Kalispel. "It will be just
as well for Mr. Cliff Borden to
keep out of sight tomorrow.”

“I heard what you told those
men to tell him.”

“Yes? I'm sorry. That wasn't
nice talk for a girl new to the
West.”

“I'm new, all right,” she breath-
cd, almost passionately. “I'm a
most atrocious tenderfoot—and 1
=I hate this West.”

“I'm terrible sorry to hear that,
miss,” replied Kalispel carnestly.
“I’s shore tough on newcomers. 1
know. I came [rom Missouri ycars
ago. But you'll love it some day—
Here I am kecpin’ you up! I only
wanted to tell you cverythin® was
all right.”

“But it’s not,” she said. “There’s
no lock on my door. That’s why I
was reading while waiting for
Dad. His room is next to mine.
Only he stays out so late. And he
comes in—"

“You'll be all right. Never mind
when your dad comes in. Shut
your door tight an’ brace it with
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a chair under the knob. My room
is just at the head of the stairs.
An” havin’ been a cowboy, I sleep
with onc eye open. I'd hear if a
mouse came sneakin’ up this hall.”

“Thank you,” she replicd shyly.
“I will sce you tomorrow. Good
night, Mr. Kalispel.”

He bade her good night and
went to hisroom to light his lamp
and sit upon his bed, for long so
absorbed that he had no idea
where he was nor what he was do-
ing.
Around  midnight  Kalispel
heard voices below in the lower
hall. He opened his door slightly.
Blair had evidently been accom-

cold sparkling spring morning
with the gold and rose on the hills;
but no morning nor one of the
things he noted had ever been so

beautiful and heart-swelling as
now.

“Must of been Sam’s gold
strike,” he mused as he swung

along. But he knew that was a lie.

In front of the tavern he en-
countered Blair talking to the pro-
prictor and another man.

“Here's your Kalispel fellar
now,” said the former.

Kalispel>—I met this young
man last night,” returned Blair,

“How do you do, sir? It appears
I'm indebted to you for a service

panicd back to the lodging:-!

by his Western acquaintances.
Kalispel heard him stumble over
the broken steps and come up,
breathing hcavily, to open and
close a door. Kalispel undressed
and went to bed.

He was up carly, the first to
await breakfast in the restaurant.
From there he went to the largest
store in town and prescnted his
list of supplies, and told how he
wanted them packed for a hard
trip into the mountains. His next
errand was out to the pasture.
This proved to be unfruitful, as
the owner was in town, whcreup
on Kalispel went back.

He remarked to himself that he
had seeh the sun shine belore, he
had seen the pearly, fuzzy buds
opening on the willows, he had
been out on many and many a

in my daughter’s behalf.”
“Mornin’. Nothin’ a-tall, Mr.
Blair,” replicd Kalispel. “Some
gazabo named Borden had been
annoyin’ Miss Blair all day. An’
last night he busted into her
room. I happened to be goin’ up
an’ heard her order him out. But
he didn’t come, so I investigated.”
“Hawl Haw!” laughed the pro-

prietor. “Who's gonna pay for the
damage to my stairs?”
“Damn’ if T will You make

Borden pay,” retorted Kalispel.
“I'll gladly foot the bill,” inter-
posed Blair hurriedly. “Young
man, I'm greatly obliged to you.
Excuse me if I persist. Sydney, my
daughter. told me about it. Very
different from your version. She’s
very much worried this morning.
She fears there’ll be a fight.”
“Mr. Blair, your daughter did-
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n’t waste any fears on Borden last
night. She'd been glad if 1 had
shot him.”

“Maybe so. But now it'd distress
her—and me too—if Borden and

ou—"

“Not much chance, Mr. Blai
interrupted Kalispel shortly. “I
know his stripe.”

The proprietor interposed.
“Wal, young fellar, with all due
respect to your nerve I'm givin’
you a hunch somethin’ will come
of it. But sure I don't need to tell
yot to keep an eye pecled.” After
this trenchant speech he went in-
doors with his companion.

“Here’s my daughter
spoke up Blair.

Kalispel turned to sce a slender,
graceful young woman almost at
his elbow. He did not rccognize
her. But the shy greeting she gave
him, the blush that suffused her
face, the way she slipped her hand
under Blair’s arm, appeared to es-
tablish the fact that she was his
daughter.

He doffed his ragged sombrero
in some embarrassment. “Mornin’,
lady. I shore hope you slept well,”
he said.

“Not so very well,” she replied.

In the bright sunshine, Kalispel
discovered that the girl's hair was
of a chestnut-gold color, and the
eyes which he had imagined
matched her dark tresses were vio-
let in hue. In her street clothes
she seemed taller, too.

“What's your name?”

now,”

asked

Blair.

“Emerson. Lee Emerson. 1 got
the nickname Kalispel out on the
Montana range.”

“Pray overlook my curiosity,
Emerson. There scems to be an
idea in this town that you're—
what did they call it>—a bad hom-
bre. Last night, onc of thosc men
you met with me—Pritchard—he
gave you a hard—"

“Pritchard!” interrupted Kal-
ispel sharply. “I knew I'd seen him
somewhere. Mr. Blair, that man
is a gambler—a shady customer.
Look out for him an’ all of them.
Don’t drink with them, or gam-
ble, or consider any dcals whatso-
ever.”

“Thanks. I'll admit I'd grown a
little leery. There might be a
reason for Pritchard calling you a
bad hombre.”

“Aw, I am a bad hombre,” ad-
mitted Kalispel coldly. “But that's
no reason why I can’t do a good
turn for newcomers to the West.”

“May I ask just what is a bad
hombre?” inquired Sydney Blair,
her disturbing violet eyes search-
ing his.

“It’s no compliment, Miss Blair,
I'm sorry to say,” replied Kalispel,
returning her intent glance.

“Don’t embarrass him, Sydney,”
said Blair. “See here, Emerson.
I've got considerable cash on my
person. Is it safe for me to carry it
around?”

“I should smile not. If you're
going to be here after dark, put
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your money in the bank pronto.

“Thanks. That's straight talk.
I'll ask you another. I came West
to go into a mining deal with a
Boise man. a promotor named
Leavitt. T met Pritchard on the
stage coming from Bannock. I told
him. He discouraged me. And he
and his parters are endcavoring
to interest me in mining cnter-
prises here. What do you think of
it?”

“Highway robbery, in the ma-
jority of cascs. Of course some
minin’ claims pan out well. But if
I were you I wouldn't risk it.”

“Emerson. I'll go deposit my
money in the bank at once. Then
I'll want to talk to you again.”

“All right, Mr. Blair. Tl be
around town today an’ I reckon
most of tomorrow.” called Kalis-
pel alter him as he hurried away.

“I'd like 1o 1alk to vou. t0o,”
said the girl. “We are strangers,
and I'm beginning to realize we're
such tenderfeet. Won't you come
somewhere with me, so we can
talk? Not in here. How about the
restaurant? It’s lunch time and 1
haven't had any breakfast.”

“You'd go to lunch with me—
even after I've admitted I'm a
bad hombre?” he asked smiling at
her.

“Yes. 1 would. You don’t seem
so—so very bad to me,” %he re-
plied, returning the smile.

“But I shore look disreputable,”
he protested.

“I haven’t seen any dressed-up

Woesterners vet,” she rejoined de-
murely, and with a flash of eyes
took him in as far down as the
cartridge-studded belt and swing-
ing gun. “Perhaps you mean—
that,” she went on. “It is rather
fearful. . . . Please come. I don't
care what your reputation is. I
know there’s no reason why I-1
should be ashamed to—to—"

“How do vou know, Miss Blair?”
he interposed gravely.

“I- You— Well, it’s the way you
look at me.”

“Miss Blair, I've been a pretty
wild cowboy, but there’s no reason

can't look you straight in the

cye:

“Well then. what clse matters?”

“But minc’s a \Westerner’s point
of view,” he rcjoined soberly,
driven to stand clear in his con-
science before this girl. “For a
range rider in these days, rustlin’
a few caule, gamblin™hells an’®
dance-hall girls—red + an’
gun-play—all in the day’s workl
Tt’s honest of you to tell me,
she said, losing her color. “I'm sor-
ry I forced you to. But if I am to
live in this—this bcautiful, ter-
rible West, I must learn. I must
meet people—see things. I feel so—
so lonely, and you're the only per-
son I've met that I've wanted to
talk to. Won't you come?”
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And that was how Kalispel
Emerson found himsell seated at
a table in the corner of the little
restaurant opposite this lovely
violer-eyed girl. He accepted the
miracle and tried to battle against
his sensations, to be worthy for
the moment of the trust she placed
in a stranger and to help her.
Ordering the lunch from the wait-
ress took a little time and added
to his composure, after which he
faced the girl across the table.

“1 am Sydney Blair.” she began
impulsively. “You may not believe
that I'm onlv' ninetcen. We are
from Ohio. Owing to an unsatis-
factory partnership and  poor
health, my father decided to scll
out his business and go West. 1
was the only child. Mv mother is
dead. I had a—a—something hap-
pen to—that made me want to
leave Ohio forever.”

“Miss Blair, that's to the great
gain of the West,” he replied gal-
lantly, as she hesitated. “People
come out here from everywhere—
to begin anew, to make the West
what it will be some day. I reckon
you feel lomesome an’ homesick
an’ scared. It's hard on young
women—this West, especially if
they are pretty like you. But you'll
learn to stand what seems so rough
an’ crude now—you'll fit in, an’
some day love it. Reckon I speak
for all Westerners when I say I
just can’t be sorry you came.”

“It’s not so much to me just now
—my comfort, my adapting myself

to new people and conditions. It
is concern for my father. He has
responded strangely to Western
influences that we knew nothing
of. He drinks. he gambles, he
makes friends with any and every-
one he meets. Ile leaves me alone
at night. as you know. And I am
beginning to worry myself sick
over what to do.”

“Ah-hubh. An® that's why you
wanted to talk to some one.” re-
plied Kalispel kindly. “Wal, that
happens to ‘most every man who
comes out here. In vour case, Miss
Blair, vou've got just two things
to do to keep him [rom goin®
plumb to hell.”

“Oh!— What are they?”

“You must get hold of his money
an’ hang on to it.”

1 thought of that myself.
I can do it. What's the other?”

“Let him get to hard work at
whatever his heart is set on.”

“It is this gold-mining. Dad is
mad about that. Please tell me all
about it.”

Kalispel did not need to draw
upon imagination or hearsay to
acquaint the young woman with
the facts. He painted a graphic
picture of the hardships, the fail-
ures of thousands of gold seekers
to the fortune of one, the rough
camp life, the wildness of the gold
diggings. And despite his deliber-
ate sticking to realism, upon
the conclusion of his discourse he
found himself gazing into such
radiant, shining eyes that he was
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astonished.
“Oh. I would like that!” she
cricd.

Ile spread wide his hands, as if
to indicate the hopelessness of
tenderfeer and his inability to dis-
cour: this one. Then suddenly
a query flashed into his mind—
why not induce Blair and his
daughter 1o go back with him in-
to the mountains and share with
him and his brothers the mar-
velous opportunity there?

Soon they were out on the street
again, Kalispel biting his tongue
to keep back a rush of cloquence,
and Svdney babbling away as if
the hour had made them friends.

Halfway to the tavern they en-
countered Blair. “Sydney, where
have you becn?” he queried. His
face and demeanor betrayed agi-
tation.

“I took Mr. Emerson to lunch,”
she replied gayly. “We had a—
Dad, what is the mauer?”

“Emerson, you are being hunt-
ed all over town,” declared Blair
hastily.

“Ah-hub,” replied Kalispel. I'lis
wary eye had noted a circle of
men in [ront of the tavern. On the
moment it split to let out Borden
and a wide-sombreroed individual
with a star prorhinent upon his
vest. Kalispel recognized him and
cursed under his breath.

“Blair, take your daughter in-
side—pronto,” he called tensely,
and striding up the sidewalk, he
faced the crowd.

CuapTER THREE
Kalispel Calls a Bluf]

ORDEN'’S bold Iront
altered  manilestly
in  his swerving
aside. The crowd,
100, split behind the
two men, the larg:
er half going out

the strect and the smaller

half lining against the walls of the
buildings. These significant moves
had their cffect upon the sheriff.

He slowed down, then halted.

“Howdy, Kalispel,” he called in
a loud voice.

“Not so good, Lowrie,” replied
Lee bitingly, and he stopped with-
in 15 steps of the sheriff. "Kmdn
sore these days.”

“You're under arrest.”

“Say, manl Are you gettin’ dot-
ty in your old age?” rejoined Kal-
ispel derisively. “You didn’t arrest
me in Montana. How can you do
it in Idaho?”

“I was sworn in this mornin".”

“Bah! You can’t bluff me. You

into

couldn’t be sworn in short of
Boise.”
“Wal, ['ve been deputized by

citizens of Salmon. An’ I'm arrest-
in" you an’ takin’ you back to
Montana.”

“What for?”

“Rustlin’ cattle,”
rie hoarsely.

Kalispel leaped as if he had
been stung. His face flamed red
and then turned white.

returned Low-
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“1 shore did I admit it. I'm
proud of it. But what kind of rust-
lin" was thai, Hank Lowrie? I
helped steal cautle from the out-
fit who first stole cattle from mine.
Why, that kind of rustlin’ is as old
as the range! Nothin’ but an ex-
change of beef!”

“Wal, you followed up thet ex-
change by spillin® blood, didn't
you?” queried Lowrie sarcastical-
1

y"l"orc:d on me, damn you! An’
you know it. Your lousy K-Bar
foreman hounded me all day. He
wasdrunk an’ crazy. I had 10 meet
him. At that it was an even break.
An’ there’s some decent Montana
cowmen who patted me on the
back for doin’ it. I left Montana
to save my outfit from fightin’ on
my account.”

“Thet’s your story, but—"

“It’s true,” interrupted Kalispel
in ringing passion. “An’ youre a
liar!”

Borden propelled Limsell 1into
the argument by advancing a cou-
ple of nervous strides and explod-
ing furiously, “Lowrie, are you go-
ing to arrest this cowboy beggar?”

“Shore I am,” replied the sher-
ifl gruffly.

“Like hell you are!” rang out
Kalispel contemptuously.

“Handcufl the bullyl” shouted
Borden, his discolored face ugly
with ungovernable fury.

“Shet up,” rasped Lowrie, giv-
ing way to more than exaspera-
tion. Uncertainty sat visibly upon

him.

“Put irons on me? Why, you
damn fools! Where is this bluff go-
in’ to get you:"”

“Emerson, I'm arrestin’ you. If
you submit peaceful I'll take you
along without irons. We're goin’
on the noon stage. An’ this time
tomorrow vou'll be under the roof
of a Montana jail.”

Kalispel belicved he had gauged
his man correctly. But slowly he
froze to the consciousness that he
might be wrong and that Lowrie,
egged on by Borden and his stand
before the gaping crowd, might
try to go through with it. Kalispel
sank a little m his tracks and stiff-
encd. all except his quivering right
hand. now low at his side.

“Lowric. long before tomorrow
you’ll be under the sod—if you
press this deal any [arther.”

Lowrie edged a foot forward.

“Look out! cried Kalispel
picrcingly. Then, as the other be-
came like an upright stone, Kalis-
pel went on coldly: *“Old-timer,
if_you'd moved your hand then,
instead of your foot, it'd been all
day with you.”

“What!” bellowed the sherifl.
“You'd draw on—me?”

“I'd kill you!”

Lowrie’s visage turned an ashy
white. It was plain that he had
not expected resistance, let alone
a deadly menace that held the
spectators rooted in their tracks. A
moment of intense suspense pass-
ed. Then Kalispel relaxed out of
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his crouch.

“I had you right, Lowrie. You're
just what thev call you in Mon-
tana—a blowhard sherifl, yellow
to vour gizzard. Now get out of
Salmon. If vou don’t, an’ I run
into vou again, you throw a gun
or I'li shoot your leg off.”

“I'm not matchin’ gun-play
with a Kkiller,” replied Lowrie
hoarsely.

“No? Then what the hell kind
of a sheriff are you in these days?

Lowrie whecled as on a pivot
and rapidly strode down the
street. Borden backed away as il
desirous of losing himsell in the
crowd.

“Hey,
Kalispel.

Borden turned a distorted face
expressive of an impotent wrath.

“Did you get a message [rom me
last night?”” demanded Kalispel.

“No,” replied Borden harshly.

“Wal, 1 sent one. An’ here it
is—you stecr damn’ good an’ clear
of me.”

“Emerson, you add insult to in-
jury,” fumed Borden, his pale eyes
glaring. “Last night you assaulted
me for something I was innocent
of. A mistake—I opened the wrong
door. An accident misunderstood
by a tenderfoot girl scared out of
her—"

“Accident, helll” shouted Kalis-
pel, just as keen to have the crowd
“hear as was Borden. “You hounded
that girl all day yesterday. She

youl Hold on!” called

told me so. Then late at night you
busted into her room. An’ you
wouldn't leave till T heard her an
went in to drive you out. I should
have shot vou. Forcin’ voursell in-
to the bedroom of a lady at mid-
night! I never learned rotten cuss-
words enough on the range to fit
you. So I won’t try. But you steer
clear of me. If I get the littlest
chance in the world, I'll shoot
you.”

Borden hurriedly shouldered his
way through the crowd and disap-
pearced. Kalispel stood there at the
cdge of the sidewalk running his
cves over the faces turned his way.
e espicd Blair and his daughter
in the entrance of a hallway just
opposite his position. The girl's
pale face and wide dark eyes prov-
ed that she had seen and heard the
encounter with Lowrie and Bor-
den. It had been a bad enough
situation without that. Kalispel
experienced a sickening reaction.
What miserable luck dogged him!
What kind of an unfavorable
opinion would the girl have of
him now?

On the moment, when this
thought waved hot over him, he
glanced back at the hallway. Blair
was emerging with his daughter.
She was still staring as if fascinat-
ed at Kalispel. and catching his
eve she nodded with a wan little
smile. They passed on into the
lodging-house. That smile held
hope for Kalispel. He stood there
on the spot until the crowd dis-
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persed. Then he strode off with
the idea forming in mind to hur-
ry his purchases, pack, and leave
town before nightfall.

He found that the additional
three burros had been acquired
for him, but packsaddles were in
the process of repair and would
not be finished until the morrow.

The fact that the man from
whom Kalispel got the burros of-
fered to let him have a horse and
saddle on credit put a different
light on the journey back to the
gold claim. A surc-footed, staunch
horse could travel where packed
burros could go. He gratefully ac-
cepted the offer.

When he returned to the lodg-
ing-house and went to his room,
he espied somcthing white on the
floor just inside the threshold. He
stared. It was an envelope. Pick-
ing it up, Kalispel found it open
and un-addressed. A faint per-
fume assailed his nostrils, and
recognizing it, he experienced a
swift, strong vibration all through
him. With clumsy, shaking hands
he extracted the folded sheet of
paper from the envelope and
spread it out in the glare of the
lamp. The page was covered with
fine, even, graceful handwriting.
Dear Mr. Kalispel:

Father and 1 saw and heard
everything. If it had not been you,
it would have been a show for ug.
But I was tervified. I thought you
were going to fight them, and I
was divided between sudden hate

for that pompous, beady-eyed
sheriff and fear for you. Not until
I was safely here in my room and
could think did 1 realize that you
weren’t in much danger. 1 also
found that I had caught a glimpse
of the other gentleman’s discol-
ored face, which somehow afford-
ed me a peculiar satisfaction.

However, the purpose of this
note is to assure you that I did not
believe one word the sherif] said,
and—pleasc do not leave town
without seeing us again. I feel di-
rectly responsible for Borden's
having put the sherifl after you.
Likewise I am elated that he failed
to arrest you. I want to entreat
you, despite this newhorn savage
something in me. to avoid meet-
ing either of those men, for my
sake.

Won't you have supper with us
tonight? You can tell father about
gold mining.

Sincerely,
Sydney Blair.

Kalispcl sagged against the bed
and sat down limply. He read the
note again. There was no doubt-
ing the writien words that ran on
so firmly and beautifully under
his bewildered eyes.

“She didn’t believe that liar,”
he whispered raptly. “She trusts
me—she wants to see me again—
she likes me. Aw, I'm plumb loco!
She’s just a little lady, too fine and
kind to let me go off feelin’ sick
with shame an’ disgrace. An’ by-
heaven! that’s too good for mel”
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Kalispel took a few moments to
wash his face and brush his hair,
and then, blissfully oblivious of
his ragged garb, he went out bare-
headed to knock at Miss Blair's
door.

“There he is now,” announced
her father. -“Come in, Emerson.”

Kalispel presented himself in
the doorway and bowed. “Good
evenin’,” he said. “I'll be happy
to have supper with you.”

Miss Blair had changed the
brown street dress to one of white
and she looked so lovely to Kalis-
pel that the blood rushed back to
his heart with a shock.

“Oh, here you arel” she cried
gayly. “Good evening. I—we
feared you had run away-—after
that sheriff.”

“No. I reckon I'm not much on
runnin’. Fact is 1 shore forgot
Lowrie,” drawled Kalispel, grow-
ing cool now and sure of himself,
conscious that the havoc had been
wrought in him and glorying in
it. “I've been out lookin’ over my
burros an® tryin’ a new saddle
horse.”

“Go on down, Sydney. I'll catch
you,” suggested Blair.

“Of course horses are an old
story to you,” said the girl as she
and Kalispel started down the
stairs.

“I reckon. But I've never out-
grown livin' that story. Do you
ride, Miss Blair?”

“Yes. But I wouldn't take any
prizes for horsemanship,” she re-

joined, with a laugh. “I'd love
horses if I had a chance. Perhaps
herc in the West I may find it.”
“How'd you'like to ride a horse
for days an’ days out into those
wild hills? Lonely camp fires at
night! Meetin’ never a soul, not
even an Indian, on the wayl See-
in’ deer an’ elk an’ bear so tame
they stand to watch you ride byl
Two hundred miles almost out in-
to these beautiful mountains—an’
then a valley like one in a dream
—where you can scoop up gold by
the handfull”
She turned in the yellow flare
of the tavern light to look at him.
“Heavens! Don’t torment mel”
she exclaimed breathlessly. “But
you're not teasing. You're serious.
Oh, I would be mad with joyl”
Blair caught up with them be-
fore Kalispel could find a reply
for Sydney’s astonishing response.
“Emerson, I gather that the less
said to you about today's little
fracas the better,” remarked Blair.
“So all I'll say is that it tickled
me. And it might not displease
you to learn that at least a dozen
men spoke to me about it—to your
credit. Lowrie is partial to Mor-
mon cattlemen, I hear. And Bor-
den is not liked any too well in
Salmon.” ’
“Ah-huh. Well, I reckon it'd be
kind of hard to displease me this
minute,” replied Kalispel with a
laugh.
They entered the crowded res-
taurant, where a miner gave up
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his table to them. Kalispel saw
every man in that place before he
followed the Blairs to their seats.
Sydney was about to take the seat
facing the room. when Kalispel in-
tercepted her with a smile.

“Excuse me. lady,” he drawled
coolly. “Reckon you had better let
me sit here. Maybe it’s not strict
etiquette, but it’s important. You
see—there are some poor devils
who can’t sit with their backs to a
door.”

“Oh—really?”  she returned
blankly, and then suddenly she
understood. Her color paled, and
when she took the chair he held
for her it was with downcast eyes.

Presently, with the orders giv-
en, they were free to talk.

“Emerson, what have you been
putting into my girl's head?”
queried Blair.

Kalispel leaned his elbow on
the table. “Blair,” he began, “it’ll
cost you about fifty dollars for
two horses an’ saddles. An" about
a hundred for supplies, beddin’,
tent for Miss Sydney, an’ other
stuff, not includin’ trail clothes,
guns, an’ such. Say, an outlay of
two hundred dollars at the most.”

“What are you driving at?”

“Would you risk so much on
the chance of a gold claim where
you can dig your two-hundred-
dollar investment in one day?”

“Emerson, are you serious?”

“I reckon. Never more in my
life. This is serious, for me. I said
—in one day!”

Blair turned to his daughter.
“Sydney, is our new-found West-
ern friend panning out like the
others?”

“No, Dad. He’s honest,” she re-
plied. Her bright, shining eyes did
not need that warm, fascinated re-
gard to complete Kalispel's undo-
ing.
“No offense, Emerson,” said
Blair. “I was joking, of course. All
the same, I'd take you or your
word on Sydney’s say-so any day.”

“Thanks, Blair. But—Miss Syd-
ney—do you give him your say-
s0?” rejoined Kalispel earnestly,
and again he met the eloquent
eyes.

“Yes.”

“You trust—me?”

“1 do trust you.”

“But I'm a stranger. I've admit-
ted I'm a bad hombre. You've had
evidence of—of my wild range
life.”

“Are you trying to undermine
the—the—"

*“No. I only want to be sure. I
reckon it’s a pretty wonderful
thing for me.”

“I am out West now,” she coun-
tered. But her eyes were intense

“Meanin’ you must level your-
sell to us Westerners. That’s true.
But if you really mean what you
said—if you can believe me worth
makin’ a friend of—wal, I'll put
something wonderful in the way
of you an’ your father.”

“I do trust you—and I will go
with you,” she returned, paling
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again.

“That makes this hour the big-
gest of my life,” declared Kalispel,
stern yet radiant. “Now listen,”
and he bent over the table to
whisper. “Not many days ago my
two brothers an’ I struck gold over
here in a valley of the Saw Tooth
Mountains. It is rich diggin's.
There’ll be a million in gold dust
panned out of that valley, an’ no
tellin’ how much from the quartz
lode.

“We left Sam there. My brother
Jake has gone to Boise to sell a
half interest in our quartz mine.
We're askin’ one hundred thou-
sand. I am here to pack in sup-
plies. We planned to keep the
strike secret as long as possible.
That won’t be very long. Such
strikes leak out. There’ll be the
wildest gold stampede Idaho ever
saw. But we'll have time to clean
up a fortune before the rush.”

“My word!” ejaculated Blair in-
credulously. “Great! You sound
like a book! No wonder you up-
set poor Sydney!l”

“Blair, will you pack in there
with me?” asked Kalispel.

“Will I? Say, do you mean ac-
cept a chance like this—on an out-
lay of a few hundred dollars?”

“I reckon that’s what I mean.”

“But why offer strangers such a
wonderful  opportunity?”  asked
Blair gravely.

“There’s more gold than we can
ever dig—an’ the idea appeals to
me.”

“Have you fallen in love with
my daughter?”

“Oh—Dadl” gasped Sydney.
“How perfectly terrible of youl
Kalispel—please dont mind his
rudeness.”

Kalispel suffered for her poign-
ant embarrassment, but the feel-
ing was nothing compared to the
torment of his own emotions. He
had laid a trap for himself. He
wanted to base this whole inter-
view and offer upon his honesty,
his sincerity.

“Blair, you call my hand—pretty

hard,” he replied with strong agi-
tation. “I—I reckon I have—but I
mean I never knew it till this
minute. That needn’t make any
difference to you an’ Miss Syd-
ney.”
“Hell, as you Westerners say,”
exclaimed Blair frankly. “You
needn’t apologize for it. Lord
knows I'm used to men falling in
love *with Sydney. She had three
proposals on the way out here.
Kalispel, shake on the deal”

“Wait. I've a little more to tell,”
returned Kalispel, deeply stirred.
“Here’s my story. I was born on
a farm in Missouri. My mother
died when I was little. My father
married again. I wasn't happy
after that. When I was fourteen
I ran away from home. Joined a
wagon train. At Laramie, Wyo-
min’, I got in a fight an’ left the
wagon train. I'd been used to
horses all my life an’ naturally I
became a cowboy. I rode all over
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Wyomin’, in some of the hardest
outfits on the ranges. Then I drift-
ed to Montana, an’ the same ap-
plied there. My quickness with
guns, my propensity to get in
trouble, especially over some girl,
earned me a name I wish I could
shake.

“That range ridin’ of mine last-
ed ten years. I'm nearin’ twenty-
seven now. My brothers Sam and
Jake had been prospectin’ gold in
Montana. They got wind of my
shootin’ scrape at Kalispel, an’
they hunted me up, an’ persuaded
me to quit the ranges. So I went
with them, an’ after long discour-
aging months we made this strike
over here in the mountains. I can’t
see anything but a fortune for all
of us. Wal, when I get mine, I'll
buy a ranch. 1 have the place
picked out up the Salmon. I'll set-
tle in there an’ live down this
Kalispel name. Now that’s about
all. T just wanted you to know.”

“Emerson, 1 appreciate your
frankness and confidence,” said
Blair warmly. “You didn't say so,
but I gather that you're not so
black as you were painted. And
here’s my hand.”

Sydney offered hers without
hesitation. Kalispel could only
press the soft little hand in his.
In that moment he could not trust
to speech.

“I thank you, too,” she said
softly. “I'm sure I understand
your wish to tell us. This West
must indeed be a savage, bloody

country. But even if you had been
wilder than you intimated—that
would not mean anything to me.
Tt is what you are now!”

Kalispel's heart swelled with
the contact of her hand and the
significance of her words. The fu-
ture seemed to beckon with en-
chanted promise.

Kalispel turned often in his
saddle to look back down the
winding river road. Certain events
the last day in Salmon had con-
vinced him that Pritchard and his
cronies had somehow found out
he was taking the Blairs with him.
But this was late in the second
day of the journey and there had
been no sign of men on their trail.

Blair lagged behind, changing
from one side of the saddle to the
other. He was rather heavy and
unused to horseback. Now and
then he got off to walk a little.
Sydney rode ahead, driving the
burros. Already she was a surpris-
ing success. Young, strong, supple,
and vividly elated with this ad-
venture, she made play and ro-
mance of what was really hard
work. Then her appearance alone
had transformed the world for
Lee. In a light sombrero, with her
dark hair hanging in a braid, and
wearing red scarf; buckskin blouse,
fringed gauntlets, overalls, and
boots like any Western girl, to
Kalispel she was an object of
adoration.

Before sunset that day they ar-
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rived at the widening ol the val-
ley and the ranch Kalispel had
decided would be his some day.
He particularly wanted to get Syd-
ney’s opinion of the place, and to
that end he tried to keep from
talking about it. Nevertheless,
something she said, or the way she
looked, prompted him to transgress.

“Wal, Lady, look the ranch over
‘cause—who knows—you might be
mistress of it some day,” he drawl-
ed. He heard her catch her breath
and then, a little too long after-
ward, she uttered a silvery peal of
laughter.

It jarred on Kalispel until he re-
flected that he deserved such a re-
buke. After putting up her tent
and unrolling her blankets inside,
he went over to renew acquaint-
ance with the settler.

When he returned to camp, the
fire had burned low, and as the
Blairs were not in evidence he
concluded they had gone to bed.
He unrolled his own blankets
back near the road so that in case
any riders camc along he would
surely awaken.

He was up at dawn and had
the horses and pack animals in
and breakfast ready by the time
Blairrolled out, lame and sore, but
cheerfully grumbling.

“Say, what a morningl” ejacu-
lated Blair as he ferociously used
a towel on face and hands. “This
isn’t waterl It’s ice. Enough to
make a man out of mel Have you
called Sydney?”

“Reckon I'd better risk it,” re-
plied Kalispel anxiously, and
making a bold front before the
little tent he called out lustily:
“Miss Blairl— Miss Blairl—come
an’ get it!” No answer. After a
moment he tried again, louder:
s Sydneyl” Receiving no re-
ply, he shouted, “Hey, you Syd-
ney!” And as that elicited no re-
sponse, he yelled, “Hey, Syd!”

A moment’s rather pregnant
silence was finally broken by a
clear, cold, wide-awake voice. “Mr.
Emerson, are you calling me?”

“I reckon—I was,” replied Kalis-
pel confuscdly.

“What do you want?”

“Wal, the fact is it’s long past
time to get, up. Breakfast is wait-
in’—nice buckwheat cakes an’ ma-
ple syrup. Here’s some hot water
T'll set by your tent. An’ the horses
are waitin’l”

“Oh, is that all?” she inquired
slightingly.

“Wal, not exactly all,” he
drawled. “I'm shore powerful
keen to see you again in that
spaan cowgirl outfit.”

As he had calculated, this
speech surely suppressed her. He
dispatched his breakfast before
Blair was half finished, and was
saddling the horses when Sydney
appeared. She deigned him a
rather formal good morning, but
to her father she was gay and
voluble. Kalispel went on serene-
ly with his work. Sydney did not
come near him. She studiously
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averted her face when occasion
made his approach necessary, but
when he was quite  distant  her
dark glance sought him and hung
upon his movements. In less than
an hour he was packed and ready
to go.

Blair had to mount his horsc
from a stone. But Svdney swung
hersell up, lithe and agile. Then
Kalispel took .dvantage of the
moment to approach her.

“Did vou tighten your
he asked casually.

“Oh. I forgot. I'll get off an" do

cinch

“Didnt T tell you always to feel
vour cinch before climbin’ on?”
“Yes. 1 believe vou did. Mr.
Emerson,” she replicd curtly. and

the dark eyes lowered ‘coo!ly upon
him

“Wal. why didnt vou, then?
Shore I don't care il vour saddle
slips an’ you get a spill. But you
hate so to be taken for a tender-
foot. An’ some day we'll be meet-
in’ people.”

“Pray don’t concern yoursell.”

“Will you move vyour leg.
please, an’ let me tighten this
cinch?>—Wal, it shore was loose.
Do you know a horse is smart?
He'll swell himsell up when you
saddle him. There, I reckon that
will hold.

Kalispel transferred his hand to
the pommel of her saddle and
gave it a shake, after the habit of

horsemen, then he let it rest there

and looked up at her.

“Are you havin’ a nice time?”
“Lovely, thank you,” she re-

plicd. h averted face.
“Do vou want our ride to last
for davs?”

'm not tired of the ride—as
she returned distantly.

vet.

“Sydncy.

"\\clc you not in a hurry to
starts” she queried icily.

“l made you angry with
fool spcech. Please lnrgnc me.’

“You are quite mistaken, Mr.
Emcrson.”

“Tell me. Svdney,” he im-
plored. “Don't you like this place?
Couldn’t it be made a wonderful
ranch—an’ a beautiful home?”

Then she turned to look down
into his eves. “It has not struck
me particularly,” she replied.
“There have bccn pretty places all
alonq the river.”
" he exclaimed in bitter
disappointment, and he wheeled
to his horse.

Soon Kalispel faced the wind-
ing strip of road, the shining
river, the notch of the valley; and
the vigilant habit of looking back
reasserted itself. Two hours of
leisurely travel passed. According
to landmarks he had been told to
look for, he was approaching the
point where he soon must strike
ofl the road on the trail to the
Cove. He had spied the green-wil-
lowed mouth of a gully in the
hills and felt relieved that soon he
would be leaving the river, when,
upon looking back a last time, he

lh:u
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espied three horsemen with pack
animals not far bchind.

Kalispel was in the lead. He
reined his horse and let the string
of burros pass by. Blair caught up
with him and lastly the reluctant
Sydney.

“Slow today, eh? Not steppin’
high an’ handsome like yesterday,”
gibed Kalispel.

“You took the lead, so I fell be
lund replied the girl.

, you can go ahead now,
‘cause 1( my eyes don’t fool me
I'm in for trouble,” retorted Kalis-
pel.

“Trouble? What do you mean?”

“Emersonl There are three
horsemen coming. Are they fol-
lowing us?” ejaculated Blair anx-
iously.

The three riders came on at a
trot. Their seat in the saddle,
their garb and general appear
ance, proclaimed to Kalispel's ex-
perienced eye that they were
Westerners. In a lew moments
more he recognized the leader and
had no doubt as to the identity
of the other two.

“Just as 1 figured,” muttered
Kalispel angrily.
“Who are they, Emerson?”

asked Blair.

“Pritchard an’ his pards.”

“Ohl” cried Sydney.

“Blair, go on with your girl till
1 catch up.”

“] don’t want to do that, Emer-
son,” rejoined Blair nervously “I
ought to stick with you. Do you

think they mean violence? Sydney,
you ride on.”

“I shall not,” she declared.

“Blair, drag her horse to one
side—pronto!” ordered Kalispel
sharply.

He slid out of his saddle and
blocked the road. The approach-
ing trio slowed to a trot, then a
walk, and finally halted in front
of Kalispel. Pritchard’s lean, gray
visage needed no speech to con-
firm Kalispel's suspicion.

Cunarpter Four
Return to the Valley

OWDY, Kalispel,”
called the gambler
coolly, making a

point ot deliberate-
ly lighting a ciga-
rette. “Have you
turned road agent
along with your other accomplish-
ments?”

“Now I got you placed, Pritch-
ard,” snmapped Kalispel. I set
in a game with you once at Butte,
An’ my pardner reckoned you
slick with the cards.”

“Case ot mustaken identity,”
turned the other, pufling a cloud
of smoke. “Are you holdin’ us
up?”

“I reckon you're trailin’ me.”

“Wrong again. Haskell an’ Sel-
by here are goin' to Challis with
me.”

“You're a liar, Pritchard.”
“Wal, I'm not arguin’ the case
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with you, Kalispel. If you'll let us
pass ‘we'll ride on, mindin’ our
own business.”

Kalispel  concluded that it
would be a wise move on his part
to let the trio get ahead. Pritchard
manifestly would avoid a clash,
but there was little doubt that he
wanted to keep track of the Blairs.

“Pritchard, you an’ your pards
mosey along. An’ don’t make the
mistake to come slippin’ along on
my back trail again,” snapped
Kalispel and strode aside to let the
restive pack animals and saddle
horses go by.

“Blair,” called Pritchard as he
rode on, “you’ll regret exchangin’
our deal for whatever this cowboy
has sprung on you.”
© “All right, Pritchard,” replied
Blair. “It couldn’t be much worse
than yours and it's my business.”

“Wal, we wasn't after your girl,
anyway. You'll wake up some
mornin’ to find her gone.”

Kalispel whipped out his gun
and took a snap shot at the top
of Pritchard’s high-crowned som-
brero. He knocked it off, too. The
horses plunged. The man on the
off side shouted, “Rustle, you
damn’ fooll Thet fellar is rank
poison.”

Pritchard did not even look
back, let alone halt to get his som-
brero. He spurred after his gal-
loping comrades who already had
the pack horses on the run. Kalis-
pel flipped his gun and, sheath-
ing it, he walked forward to pick

up the gambler's hat. The bullet
had cut a furrow across the crown.
Returning. he hung the sombrero
on the pommel of Blair's saddle.

“Just to show vou I wasn't in-
tendin’ him any hurt,” he said.
“But I ought to have shot his leg
off. Reckon I was mad enough to.
Blair. they were followin’ us as
shore as you're born. But it hasn't
struck them vet that we're turnin’
off into the mountains pronto.
They'll find out, though, an’ if
they track us again there’ll be
real trouble. I'm darn’ sorry. For
two bits I'd call the deal off with
vou. Il T had the money I'd pay
vou what="

“Sce here, Kalispel.” interrupt-
ed Blair carnestly, “this incident
didn’t please me, but I'm getting
hunches, as you call them. If Syd-
ney and I have to get used to these
nice gentle ways you Westerners
have—well, I think we're lucky to
be with you. That's all.”

“It's pretty straight tlk. But
look at Syduney's face.”

“A little pale around the gills,”
laughed Blair. “Why. boy, three
days ago she would have fainted!
Sydney's doing fine.”

“I shore say so, too. But with
me it's a question of what she
thinks.” Kalispel stepped close to
Sydney’s horse and looked up at
her. “Girl, for a tenderfoot you've
got nerve. I admire you heaps.
But if you've got the littlest doubt
of me I won't go on with this deal.
I'm askin’ you to be plumb hon-
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est.”

“Doubt of—you?” she asked trem-
ulously.

“Yes. You heard what that hom-
bre said. I reckon my deal with
you an’ your father doces look kind
of fishy. It's not too late to turn
back. If you go on into the wilds
with me you couldn’t find your
way back.”

“I don’t want to wrn back. I
old you I trusted you.”

“Wal, I'm not shore you do.
You hardly spoke to me this morn-
in".”

His simplicity might have been
responsible for the break in her
gravity. At any rate, she f(lushed
and smiled.

“After all, I have to obey Dad,”
she said. “And he secms to swear
by you.”

“All flatterin’ enough. But your
dad hasn't a ghost of a show to
see these guldzhggm s unless you
swear by me, too.”

“That’s asking a
Kalispel.”

“What do you think of me?” de-
manded Kalispel stubbornly.

“Well, il you compel me—I
think you are a devil and a flirt.”

“Aw—Miss Sydncy!l” burst out
Kalispel in dismay.

“And very impudent—and in-
clined to be conceited—and an
atrocious cook—and a domineer-
ing [ellow—and a blood-thirsty
Westerner—and—"

“Wal, the deal is off,” inter-
rupted Kalispel throwing up his

great deal, Mr.

hands.

“But I willingly trust my honor
and my life in your hands,” she
concluded changing from jest to
carnest. “Let us ride on, and be
friends.’

Kalispel found the burros rest-
ing under the cottonwoods. Little
danger of them straying or travel-
ing along without being driven!
Far ahead at the bend of the road
slight clouds of dust marked the
progress of Pritchard and his men.
They were already well out of
sight. This fact, however, meant
little to Kalispel, for he fclt sure
that they would not abandon the
track of the Blairs.

Presently he came to the mouth
of a gully out of which flowed a
brook. An old trail seldom trav-
eled followed the watercourse. It
led up gradually, winding through
groves of cottonwoods and copses
of willow, to emerge into a wide
valley. This was open country,
the haunt of elk and deer. The
trail led up the rolling slopes to
a forest of pines. The Blairs kept
Kalispel, in sight, but when they
caught up with him on top of the
divide, where he decided to camp,
they were pretty weary and quiet.

The night bade fair to be a cold
one. Kalispel heated a stone and
wrapped it in a canvas for Syd-
ney to put at her feet. He and
Blair did not make a very good
night of it. Off and on he was up
replenishing the fire, and wel-
comed the gray dawn. Sydney was
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up before sunrise and declared
she had slept snug and warm.

They were all that day riding
down through the pines to the
Cove It was a big round basin of
several thousand acres, surround-
ed by bold bluffs and high moun-
tains. They camped on Camus
Creek. and next morning followed
the rushing stream down into a
rugged canyon. which augmented
its characteristics until it grew to
be a magnificent chasm with great
colored cliffs, eddying pools and
foaming rapids.

Before sunset the canyon
opened out into a wider and
grander canyon from which came
a low sullen roar.

“Hear that?” called Kalispel
turning to Sydney.

“Do you think I'm deal?> Oh, it
makes my skin prickle.”

“That's the roar of the Middle
Fork,” declared Kalispel. *“.An’
dog-gone me! I'm shore afraid the
meltin’ snow has raised the river.”

“Will we have to swim our
horses across?”
“Gosh! I wish we could. But

the danger is we'll have three or
four feet of swift water slidin’
over slippery rocks. An’ if a hoss
rolls with you—good-by!”

“Heavens! I should think you'd
want to keep me with you a little
while, anyway.”

“Sydney, I don't savvy you,” he
retorted. “But I'm tellin’ you I'd
shore love to keep you with me
always.”
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“Yes? And vou're so wondrous-
Iy brave with me. Oh. the river!
Beawtitul! How wide and green
and swilt! Dare we ever ury to ford
thar?”

Ve shore have to. But not
here.” replied Kalispel. his keen
eves ranging the canyon.

Camus Creek spread wide and
shallow over vellow ledges to flow
into the river. At this junction the
Middle Fork was twice as wide as
the Salmon. and presented a
thrilling and formidable speciade,
roaring around a  dark-walled
bend 1o slide green and hur
onward down under a colossal
bronze-faced mountain wall into
a purple gateway beyond. On the
Camus Creck side sage-covered
benches sloped down to banks
where 1all lofty pine irees bor-
dered the river. The whole scene
had a bigness and roughness that
emphasized this opening into the
wild Saw Tooth Range.

They forded the Camus to
climb a sage bench, from which
a view of the vast, smooth, grassy
slopes on the left, swelling and
mounting to gold-mantled peaks,
capped the climax of that splen-
did wilderness scene.

“I'm going to camp right here,”
declared Sydney, and she dis-
mounted.

“All right,” said her guide smil-
ing.

Alter supper, the trio sat up for
an hour around the camp fire.

“You're gettin® a touch of the




THUNDER MOUNTAIN 39

real wild West here” remarked
Kalispel. “But the lonesomencss
an’ that strange feeling for which
there’s no name don’t grip your
soul here like they will over in
my valley. The voice of the siream
is dilferent. Wolves mourn on the

slopes.  An’ the old mountain
thunders.
“Thunders! How can a moun-

tain thunder? Is it a volcano?” re-
joined Sydney, greatly interested.

“I can’t say how it thunders, but
it does. Makes you shiver when
you wake up in the middle of the
night. It's the mountain on the
north side of the valley. Twice as
high as that an' amazin’ to sec.
The whole [ront of it is a mile-
high slope ol many colors, bare
as weathered carth can be. A ter-
rible slant of loose dirt an’ gravel
an’ clay. Scems like it is alive an’
growls deep inside.”

“Uh! Sounds kind of spooky,”
declared Sydnev.

“Reckon you've hit it—spooky!”

Next morning Kalispel round-
ed up the stock in the gray of
dawn and had his party on the
way early. He soon called the at-
tention of the Blairs to a tremen-
dous slope of weathered rock on
the other side of the river. It was
a slide of talus so high that the
ledge from which the mass of
loose shale and rock had eroded
could not be located from below.
Deer and elk and bear trails bi-
sected it low down. It terminated
not many rods below in a rough

white rapids that swept quickly
into a decp eddy. If a horse was
carried that far he could not scale
the steep bluff of rock and would
unquestionably be lost in the
heavy rapids below.

They plunged on. The icy cold
water splashed up in Kalispel's
face. Sydney had not yet realized
actual danger. Then suddenly her
horse slipped. The water surged
up to her saddle. She shrieked and
appeared about to throw herself
ofl.

“Stav onl” yclled Kalispel. The
animal righted himself. “Pull him
downstream a little.”

“I thought I-was a gone gos-
ling, then,” she called, and turned
a startled face toward him.

“You're doin’ fine. Not much
more now. We'll make i

He kicked and spurred his own
mount which was scarcely doing
better than Sydney’s. And they
entered the bad stretch, slanted a
little downstream. Kalispel urged
his horse on ahcad and closer to
hers.

“Give me your hand,” he shout-
ed, reaching precariously for her.
And he caught her hand just in
the nick of time, for her horse
went cdown and rolled. Kalispel
dragged the girl free from the
saddle. His own animal labored,
slipped, plunged and snorted
furiously. Sydney’s weight in the
racing current was too great. Be-
sides, the current pulled her head
under.
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Kalispel dragged her up, caught
her blouse, and would have suc-
ceeded in drawing her across his
pommel. but his horse fell. Kalis
pel swung his leg and slid off He
went almost under. Then with his
boots touching the bottom he
drew Sydney’s head out of the
water, and leaning back against
the current he uscd it to hold him
up and push him along while he
edged toward the shore. When he
was about to be carried off his
feet a boulder helped again to
catch him. By accurate calcula-
tion and prodigious cffort he
rcached the shallow water just
above the rapids.

He lifted the girl in his arms,
and staggering over the slippery
stones he gained the bank and
laid her down on a mat of pine
needles. She was conscious and
not in any way harmed.

Kalispel stood erect to gaze up-
stream to see how Blair had fared.
To his relief the big horse was
wading out in the shallJow warer.
Both the other horses, unencum-
bered with riders, were doing
likewise. The burros were already
out on the bank.

“Luckyl Wal, I guess!” ex-
claimed Kalispel as he knelt be-
side the girl.

“You saved—my life,”
in wondering gratitude.

Toward the middle of the after-
noon of the third day Kalispel as-
certained that they were almost
over the divide from the ridge of

she said

which they could look right down
upon Sam's valley.

He had drcamed a good deal
this last dav. so that the hours had
becn as minutes. A thousand times
he had glanced back to make sure
Svdney’s slender graceful form was
a reality, that the pensive face
with its dark, challenging cyes was
there to gladden his sight. And
many of those times he had been
rewarded by a smile. a gleam or
flash or wave of gauntleted hand,
something sweet to enhance his
dream. Love. fortune, piness
were within his grasp.

As he approached the last few
rods of the ascent to the summit
of the divide he slowed down to
let Sydney catch up.

“Oh, how wild and ghastly—but
beautiful!” panted Svdney as she
joined him. “Kal, I shall hug you
—maybe—for fetching me here—
giving me this—this tremendous
experience.”

“Kal?” he echoed.

“Yes, Kal,” she rctorted archly.

“Let me tell you somethin’,” he
pleaded.

“Well, you've heen pretty good
lately for you,” she temporized,
but her eyes were cloquent and
warm.

“Sydney, in a moment more
we’ll be lookin” down into my
valley. An’ itll he the happiest
moment of my life.”

“Little boy, why so pale and
solemn? It certainly - will not be
the unhappiest of mine.” She




THUNDER MOUNTAIN 4

stretched a gloved hand to him.
They went on.

Kalispel saw the [ringed tip of
the south slope rise about the di-
vide.

“I smell smoke,” said Sydney.

“So do 1" replied Kalispel in
surprise. “That's strange.”

The horses stamped up on top.
Kalispel swept his eager gaze down-
ward 1o the gray valley of rocks,
the silver winding stream, the
grand bare slope looming sinister-
ly bevond. But what was it that
flashed and moved? White tents!
Columns of blue smoke rising!
Men wading in the stream!

“My God!" burst out Kalispel,
his heart contracting.

“Oh! Your vallev is full of pco-
ple!” cried Sydney in dismay.

CHAPTER FIVE
The Challenge

ALISPEL stared
down into the val-
ley with a terrible
sickening  rcaliza-
tion that the spec-
tacle below repre-
sented a stampede
Long before Jake

of miners.
could have gotten to Boise and
back the gold diggings had been
discovered.

“Smoke! Tents! Men puttering

in the brook! What does it all
mean?” exclaimed Blair in amazed
consternation.

Kalispel turned to his friends.

“Folks, I'm so sorry I want to die,”
he said huskily. “Our diggin’s have
been discovered—an’ the stampede
has begun.”

“Oh. Kalispel—don't look—so—
so dreadful!” entreated Sydney.
“We know it couldn't be your
fault.”

“Thunderation, boy! If what you
say is true—and, by golly! it looks
like it—why, there’s enough gold
for all,” added Blair, swallowing
his disappointment.

“Let's rustle down,” replied
Kalispel. But he was inconsolable.
He divined a blow, the crushing
extent of which he could not
grasp. Sam would tell him.

He urged his horse down after
the burros. The Blairs followed.
As Kalispel descended his gaze
sought to encompass all the activ-
ity in that valley. Tents glanced
white and gray in the afternoon
sunlight. They appeared to run in
two long lines down the middle of
the bench leaving a lane between.
That lane was a street. Already a
town had been laid out. A keener
survey gathered even more dis-
maying [acts. Camps had been lo-
cated close together all the way
down the stream as far as he could
see. That meant claims. All avail-
able gold-bearing ground could
not have been taken up yet, but
no doubt the rich claims had been
staked.

The descent of that pass seemed
interminable to Kalispel. He never
looked back at Sydney. He pushed
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the string of burros at a pace that
threatencd slipping of their packs.
At last he drove them out on the
level bench not far from the
stream where they began to crop
the green grass.

Kalispel dismounted. \Whatever
he had to encounter here he want-
cd to face on foot. Thought of
Sam’s rich quartz claim somchow
clid not mitigate his queer misgiv-
ings. As he threw his saddle, a
familiar low decp rumble brought
him up with a start. The old bald-
faced mountain had growled om-
inously.

“Hear that, Blair?” he asked.

“Hear what?

*Oh, 1 did. Thunder!” cried
Sydney. She was wide-eyed and
agitated and gray of face from fa-
tigue. She reached out her hands
for Kalispel to lift her down, and
as he leaped to her side she almost
fell into his arms.
ou poor kid!” he said thickly.
“Set here an’ rest. Blair, you watch
the burros while 1 go see what's
what.”

Kalispel strode over the rocky
bench down to the stream to the
nearest camp. Bed-rolls, packs,
utensils and stone fireplaces, picks
and shovels, piles of wood. all
kinds of camp paraphernalia, ap-
peared to line the stream. Of the
two nearest miners one was bend-
ing over a rock in the stream, and
the other, a tall, bearded, wet and
dirty young man, evidently having
espied Kalispel, advanced a little
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to meet him.

“Fowdy, stranger. Sce  you
found a new way in,” he said, gen-
Iy
That’s the way I went out two
weeks o1 so ago,” replicd Kalispel
curtly.

“Was you in hvar—two weeks

ago?” queried the  other in-
credulously.

es. Mc an” my two brother:
Wal, it's a pity vou didn’t st
on. Mchbe one of vou fellars wa
responsible for the news of a gold

strike that hit  Challis about a
week ago.”
“I wasn't. I went out with my

brother to pack in supplics. May-
be he got drunk an’ gave the snap
away

“Rand Leavitt got wind of it
first. an” a stampede rustled after
him. Leavitt beat us all 10 i. Bon-
anza! He struck a quariz vein
packed with gold. The rest of us
are placer minin’. An’ believe me,
stranger, no kick comin’.”

“Shore you know my brother,
Sam Emerson?”
Nope. Not by name, anvhow.”
Sam found that rich quartz
vein, an’ Jake an’ I packed out a
picce worth five hundred dollars.”

“What? Stranger, are you drunk

"Ncnher But I'm most damn’
curious,” snapped K1hspcl

“Bill, come out hyar,” yelled the
voung miner. His call fetched the
big, bearded, red-shirted man on
the run. “Say, Bill, listen to this.
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Hyar's a fellar who says his broth-
er made a gold strike hyar weeks
ago, an’ thet he an’ another
brother packed out a chunk of
quartz worth five hundred.”

“It's true. Do you know my
brother, Sam Emerson?” flashed
Kalispel. “We left him here, lo-
cated on the quartz vein.”

“Sam Emerson? Don’t know
him. An’ he’s shore not located on
the quartz vein now, for Leavitt
staked thet. He got in hyar first
with Selback an’ outfit. You're
shore haidin’ fer trouble, young
man, if you make thet claim to
them.”

Kalispel abruptly wheeled and
almost ran across the bench to-
ward the location of Sam’s quartz

vein. As he neared it he slowed

up to catch his breath and to take
the lay of the land. In the first
place he had difficulty finding the
outcropping ledge under the loom-
ing bare slope. It appeared to be
hidden by tents and a large frame-
work of peeled logs, which mani-
festly was a cabin in course of con-
struction. Kalispel heard the blows
of an ax. He passed the end of the
lane between the tents. It ran west
the remaining distance of the
bench. He heard the crash of fall-
ing timber and the hoarse voices of
men. These came (rom behind
him, down by the stream. The tent
town appeared deserted, except at
this end, where he espied men ac-.
tively engaged in labor around the
cabin,

In another moment Kalispel
stalked upon the scene of Sam’s
strike. He did not need to look
twice at the long outcropping
ledge. A tall man with a rifle
across his knees sat significantly in
the foreground.

“Are you Rand Leavitt?” called
Kalispel in a voice that rang, as
he passed. the open tent to con-
front this guard.

The man rose quickly. He stood
coatless and hatless, young, bullet-
headed, swarthy-faced, and his
deep-set eyes appeared to start.

“No, stranger. My name’s Selback.
The boss is downtown,” replied
the man. “An’ who might you be,
bustin’ up hyar like a bull out of
a corral?”

Kalispel was slow to answer, but
swift and sure in his estimate of
this guard, Selback. There was
something expectant, furtive, cold,
and calculating in the man’s eyes,
yet no sense of Kalispel's status.

“I'm Kalispel Emerson—brother
of Sam. Where is Sam?”

“Are you askin" me? I don’t
know your brother—or you, ei-
ther.”

“Shore you haven’t seen Sam
Emerson?” rang Kalispel piercing-
ly. The builders had ceased their
tasks to come down on the ground.

“There are a lot of miners hyar
whose name I never heard.”

“Name or not, you shore seen
Sam when you hit this valley—be-
cause he was here on this claim.
He found this quartz. I was with
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him when he struck it. So was
Jake, my other brother.”

“Man alive! You've gone gold
mad.” declared the guard with a
grufl Jaugh. But there was no sin-
cerity in word or mirth. He did
not ring true.

“By Gawd!” cried Kalispel,
“this has a quecr look!”

“An’ so have you, stranger!” re-
torted Selback probably misled by
Kalispel's obvious puzzlement.
“Just you rustle along or Leavitt
will run you out of Thunder
River.”

“We Emersons don’t run.”

“Wal, walk, then, an’ be quick
about it,” ordered the guard, mak-
ing a move to swing the rifle
around.

“Hold on!” cut out Kalispel.

But Selback did not hced the
warning. The rifle barrel contin-
ued to swerve beneath the man’s
paling visage. In"a flash Kalispel
drew and fired. The guard’s head
sank, and, stumbling, he fell for-
ward over his clattering rifle.

Rapid [ootfalls cracked on the
rocks. Kalispel whecled to con-
front a man who vyelled as he clear-
ed the tent. He ran almost into
Kalispel's smoking gun.

“Line up with your gang. Pron-
tol” ordered Kalispel with a wave
of the gun. He knew his man. This
was Leavitt who lost no time lin-
ing up beside the three laborers,
but he did not put up his hands.

“You see I'm unarmed,” he said
coolly. “What’s the deal?” and he

swept a glittering gray glance from
Kalispel to the man on the ground
and back again.

“You're Rand Leavitt,” con-
firmed Kalispel as he instinctively
recognized a shrewd, ner re-
sourceful leader. Leavitt  was
under 40, a man of lofty stawre,
whose pale, cold. boldly-chiseled

face denoted intelligence and
force.
“Yes. I'm Leavitt. What's this

holdup mean?’
“I'm no icdit, an’ danmm’ well
vou know i
“How the hell do I know who
and what you are?” demanded the
other. “What'd you kill Selback
for—if it's not a holdnp?”
“The fool tried to throw his
rifle on me. after I warned him.”
“Who are vou

+Kalispel did not answer. He
backed against the wall of the
tent. Miners, led by the couple
whom he had accosted upon his
arrival,

were hurrving 1o the
awn no doubt by the gun-
Kalispel fought down his
fury and despair. Whatever the
justice of his claim, it would never
be recognized. He was too late.
He had to decide whether or not
to kill this man Leavitt.

“Boss, he said his name was
Kalispel Emerson,” spoke up one
of the laborers hurriedly. “Thet
he was brother to a Sam Emerson,
who he swore had located thit
quartz vein.”

“Sam Emersonl” shouted Leav
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itt. loud-voiced and  protesting.

‘Where in the hell was he. then?
I found this claim. opened up to
be sure, gold sh g in the sun,
pick and shovel, camp duflle and
stuff lving around. But no miner!”

“You lie!" hissed Kalispel.

Xo I don't lie,” stormed Leav-
itt. “There wasn’t any miner here.
I swear that. I could have proved
it by Selback.”

“You made aw with  my
brother an’ jumped his claim.”

“I jumped it, ves. I had a per-
fect right to. But it had not been
worked for days. When you accuse
me of making away with your
brother vou're the liar--or vou are
out ol your head.”

He was steady of hand, pale-
faced, but fiery-eyed, and his voice
and demeanor carricd conviction,
if not to Kalispel, to the others
present, a constantly growing
crowd.
eavitt, I reckon I'll bore you.”

“You'll murder an innocent
man, then,” replied Leavitt. “I'm
not threatening you, as was Sel-
back. You've no excuse to kill me,
except your suspicion, which is
rank injustice. And these miners
will lynch you.”

Kalispel had put him to a cru-
cial test. But Leavitt had not
weakened. If he was guilty, as
Kalispel believed, he was too
shrewd, too quick-witted and iron-
nerved, to betray himself 10 Kal-
ispel or lose his prestige with the
crowd. Besides, there was a remote

possibility that Sam had wander-
ed out of the valley or had met
some inexplicable tragic end. Kal-
ispel felt that he was not omnipo-
tent. In his torturing disappoint-
ment and [renzy he might have
erred in judging Selback. He dar-
ed not force the issue here and
lose forever any chance of reclaim-
ing the mine. Jake would return
with proofs that he had packed
out the gold-veined quariz.
“Leavitt, I'll let you off because
men like you hang themsclves,”
declared Kalispel bitterly. “But
I'm accusin’ you before this crowd.
You're crooked; you made away
with my brother an’ jumped his
claim. I call on all here to witness
my stand against you an’ my oath
that I'll live to prove it.
Kalispel backed away from the
tent and from the gaping miners.
He was keen enough to see even
in that moment that sentiment of
these men was divided. Turning
presently, he sheathed his gun and
had headed for the spot where he
had left his burros, when he re-
membered Sydney. In that bitter.
moment of hopeless despair it
seemed he could not face her with
blood on his hands, with the fear
that these miners, and surely
Leavitt, would convince her that
he was a murderer. As truly as that
had his hasty deed made him an
outcast! Plunging away in the
other direction, he leaped the
creek and hid far across the val-
ley in a clump of firs, and there
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lay like a deer mortally wounded
and secking to die alone.

Long after darkness fell he went
back to the place where he had
left the Blairs and the burros. He
found only his own packs. The
Blairs, with their supplies and
equipment, had lef1. Kalispel wel-
comed that fact. He searched in
his pack for a flask of whisky and
finding it he sought to kill the
cold, sick misery in his marrow
and to blot out the insupportable
loss of brother, fortune. love.

When Kalispel recovered con-
sciousness. it was another day. and
he believed the second or third
after his arrival. The sun had
blistered his face as he lay unpro-
tected in the open. Ill, shaken. in
horrible mental state, he drank
the last swallow of liquor.

Then he looked about him. The
packs were intact. his saddle lying
on the ground, his bed unrolled.
The horse and burros were gone
from the grassy bench. This loca-
tion was as good as any, he
thought, and after a survey of the
bench he concluded he could not
do better. He was far back. close
to the base of the divide, and over
a hall mile from Leavit's camp,
which stood about even with
where the great bare slope began
its terrifying rise to dominate the
valley. The new trail coming
down the stream forked into the
one he had made up the divide
just below where he elected to
camp. Forthwith he spread his tar-

paulin across a narrow space be-
tween two high boulders and mov-
ed in his supplics.

Behind him and up the gradual
slope were quantities of dead and
fallen lodge-pole pines. He could
not eat. though his thirst was in-
tense. and in a mood to drive him-
sell to exhaustion, he packed down
onc tree after another until he had
a huge pile of them.

Then. spent and wet and hot,
he flung himsell down and impor-

wuned heart and  consciousness
with hopcless query—what was it
that had happened and  what

could he do? Footsieps roused him
to sit up braced against a boulder.
Blair confronted him.

“How arc you, Kalispel?” he
asked. not unkindly.

“Mornin’, Blair—or is it after-
noon? I'd be beter off dead.” re-
plicd Kalispel.

“Don’t say that, lad. It's not
like you at all. You must pull
yoursell together and shake the
terrible passion you must have
had—and the debauch afterward.”

“Blair. am I still drunk, or are
you speakin’ kindly to mc?” quer-
ied Kalispel.

“I am, son, and I mecan it
went on the elder man taking a
seat near Kalispel.

“Wal, il 1 can be grateful for
anythin’, I'm thanking you.”

“Listen, cowboy. I've seen a good
deal of life, and life anywhere,
east or west, is the same when it
comes to misfortune, loss, gricf. If
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ever a young [ellow had a tough
thing to [face. you certainly had.
But vou gave in to it in Wild
West fashion and it has ruined
you. L.eaviit stands high with these
miners. They elected him judge of
the camp—an office. as 1 under-
stand it, to determine gold claims
and all the accepted rules of min-
ing camps. Your denouncing him
apparently hurt you more than
killing Sclback. For as I got it,
Selback was a hard. grasping man,
not at all liked. Thcn 1o make the
situation worse for you. our
friends Pritchard. Selby. and
Haskell rode in vesterday morn-
ing. They made [riends ut once
with  Leavitt. I heard them,
especially Pritchard, denounce you
as Kalispel Emcrson, notorious
gunman from Montana, a bad
hombre in every way.”

“Interestin’—an’ about to come
true, I reckon.” replied Kalispel,
with the ice in his soul cutting his
voice. “An’ I'm calculatin’ that
you come out to give me a hunch
to leave?”

“No,” declared Blair emphat-
ically. I might have felt that way
a couple of days ago. But not now.
Something has changed me. I'd
stay. You see, I'm convinced of
your honesty, Kalispel. I believe
you and vour brothers have been
robbed of this claim. By heaven!
I'd stay and find out.”

“I'll stay, all right,” returned
Kalispel grimly. “Blair, set me
right. How long have we been

here?

“This is the third day.”

“Where did you an’ Sydney go?
What did you do?”

“Well, after you left us we
heard the shooting and [ollowed
the crowd into camp. There we
met Leavitt. e was very agree-
able and helpful. Asked us to sup-
per. Pretty much taken with Syd-
ney. of course. He gave us a tent,
sent out for our packs, made us
comfortable. Yesterday I bought
my gold claim [rom him. It's one
of the best, they say. I've been pan-
ning gold. Dug two ounces of dust
today before I gave out. It’s the’
hardest work I cver undertook.
But great [un. Sydney is crazy
about it. [Leavitt showed her
how.”

“Wal, that doesn’t improve his
chances of long life,” muttered
Kalispel ~ somberly. hell
enough to lose her—without—"

“Kalispel,” interrupted Blair
hurriedly, “we were out here yes-
terday. Sydney wanted to see you.
She seemed driven. I caught her
looking out this way often. She
was pretty hard hit, son. Well, we
came, and found you dead drunk,
lying there—not a pleasant sight.
Sydney was horrified. And then
disgusted. I wanted her to stay—
help me do something for you.
She wouldn’t. I'm going to tell you
what she said, because I believe it
will do you good. ‘Dad, I-I cared
for that cowboy, Kallspell But this
isn’t he. Or if it is I am disillu-
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sioncd. To protest love for me—
then, scarcely out of my sight—give
way to his terrible passion to kill
—and drink. To lie here like a
sodden beast. He did not love me." "

“Oh, Lord!" groaned Kalispel,
hanging his head.

“Kalispel. that’s tougher than
loss of your mine. I don't share
Sydney’s disillusion. She is young
and this is her sccond hurt. By far
the deepest, I am sure. It 1 know
the Blairs, she won't soon get over
this one. Now, boy, a last word,
then I'm through this painful talk.
This is a question of whether
or not you are going to succumb
1o drink—and such abasement as
that in which we found you. I
like you and I think you have had
a rotten deal. Besides. 1 know the
horror of the bottle. myself.”

Kalispel recalled what Sydney
had betrayed to him about her
father's conviviality. “Ah-huh. So
that's why. VWal, red liquor never
had me down till this time. Blair,
you've got another reason for all
this plain, kind ralk.

“Yes. I've laLun a sudden dis-

“I don’t know, except what re-
vealed it to me. And that was a
look I saw him give Sydney when
she was unaware of it. But as I
look back over my life I find that
seldom or never has my distrust of
a man been unjust. Or my faith
wrong. It's a gift.”

“Wal, I had the same hunch

about Leavitt. Yet I couldn’t lay
a single proof of its being fair.”

“Leavitt has a pm\u[u] person-
ality,” declared B “He might
have that two-sided nawure so com-
mon to many men. If he is crook-
ed he'll never fool me. But he
could Sydney. She thinks he is
handsome, well educated,  fasci-
nating. the lnggcsl Westerner she
has met vet.”

“I reckon that’s easy for me to
sce, but most damn’ sickenin’ to
swallow.”

“Leavitt is taken with her. He
may get her on the rebound. It
worries me. 1 tried to give Sydney
a hint of my suspicions. She shut
me up pronto.”

“Wal, Blair, don't talk against
the man. Thatll only make Syd-
ney contrary. /[ she really cared
for me I can’t conceive of her go-
in’ to Leavitt, whether or not I'm
a bloody gunman an’ beast. Re-
bound or no rebound!”

“She did care for vou. She said
so. right out. And that implies
more than she confessed.”

“Good Lord, man! Stop tortur-

e

“I'm sorry,” rejoined Blair hast-
ily as he arose. “But she is my
daughter. And she was your sweet-
heart. Hell, don't glare at me like
that. 1 know her better than you.
You can’t get out of this fact: we
had a common cause. I took a
shine to you, Kalispel, and 1 felt
I could lean on you.”

“You can—so help me God!”
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cried Kalispel fiercely.

“Atta bov! That's the talk,”
cjaculated Blair warmly

“But how—Bl How?” gasped

Kalispel haggardly. “I'll be an out-
law now. Every miner's opinion,
il not his hand, will be against
me. Leavitt will scc to that. He
stole our mine. An’ he's crafty as
hell.”

“Yes. But this camp will grow
like a mushroom overnight,” de-
clared  Blair carnestly. “In a
month therc’ll be thousands of
people here. They arc streaming
in. Twelve pack outfits ycslcnhy

Id-timers  here  say - Thunder
Mountain will bring the biggest
gold rush Idaho ever saw. Well,
vou lay low. Dig gold yoursecll.
Cut the drink and don’t use vour
gun except in sclf-defense. Wait
for your brother Jake to come
back. Hle may shed some light on
this stampede. And all ihe time
you will be working for proof of
Leavit's guilt. But that will not
be your main objective.”

"\\'Iml will be, Blair?”
ydney! To win back her con-
fidence and respect. To show her
that you are a man. That no de-
feat can kecp you [rom winning
her and the ranch your heart was
set on.”

“You're draggin’ my guts out of
a vise,” returned Kalispel. “Blair,
it’s not hard to sec why Sydney is
such a wonder[ul girl. You're her
father. I'll play the cards as you
have dealt them to me. An’ win

or lose. 1 shall owe to you an’ Syd-
ney the great lesson of my life.
You go back now. I've work to do
an’ some mighty desperate think-
in.”

Kalispel's acts, in great contrast
to his inertia for three days, attest-
ed to the spell which beset him.
At least the interest taken in him
by the miners along that end of
the sircam proclaimed he was an
individual of marked interest in
Thunder Mountain Camp. He
bathad and scrubbed  himsell in
the ice-cold creek: he packed
water up to his camp: he shaved
his bristling face: he burned his
ragged clothes and donned the
new outfit he had purchased; he
put his camp in shipshape, and
then cooked supper, all with fev-
crish haste and in plain sight of
his neighbors.

He thought that they would be
vastly more astounded if they
could recad his mind. Leavitt was
responsible for Sam's disappear-
ance, probably his death. He
would get back Sam’s quartz mine
from that suave and resourceful
robber and kill alterward, or
he would kill him, anyhow. Proof
was the imperative necessity.

Finally he grasped, the wisdom
of Blair's reasoning. What he had
to do was to live down an unde-
served reputation for reckless
shooting and evil motive. How to
set about that seemingly impos-
sible task was the imperious ques-
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tion. Kalispel cudgeled his brain.

Long alter dark he paced to and
fro under the black, sinister moun-
tain and the stars, and long after
he lay in his bed he pondered the
problem. At midnight he heard
the faint thunder of the mountain,
and it scemed to record the pass-
ing of time, the brevity of life. the
fact that nature audited her secret
books—that now was the day to
scize.

Morning came. Kalispel awak-
cned to it. mindful that a resolve
made in the white heat of misfir-
ed passion could be kept through
the gloom and tedium of recurrent
moods. Ile was equal to his task.
He laid stone walls: he chopped
wood: he washed and dried his
blankets: he built a fireplace; and
to his watchful neighbors he made
plain that he had adopted his
camp as a permancnt abode.

He had supplies for a month,
but not a dollar to his name. His
resentment  powerfully combated
the idea of working a poor claim.
when by rights he .should have
owned the best. Yet he yielded to
the exigency of his plan. Once de-
cided, he had the thought that
there must be hundreds of fine
claims left. But where? Anywhere
in that valley of treasure, he
argued.

A few minutes later he was
deepening the gravelly pit of his
fireplace when a gleam of yellow
caught his eye. “What the hell!”
he muttered, falling on his knees.

The bright gleam had resulted
when his spade cut into a dusty
gold nugget. Incredulously he star-
ed. Then with cager. grasping
hands he clawed into a pocket of
nuggets, a few large and many
small. coarsc-grained and dull—
but gold, gold, gold.

CHAPTER SIX

Nugget

HE TOWN on
- Thunder Moun-

<~ tain grew as if by
magic. IFrom Chal-

lis and  Salmon.
_ Boise and Twin
== Falls, from Wash-

ington and Montana, from the
south across the black lava deserts,
from the Wyoming ranges. from
everywhere thar men heard that
siren call. enchanting and irre-
sistible, they came decpening the
trails—prospectors, engincers, pro-
moters. miners. followed by the
adventurers, the gamblers, the
women with hawk eyes, the dive
kecpers and rum peddlers, until
Thunder River hummed with a
raw, bold. happy, excited, greedy
throng.

Tents sprouted like white weeds
and shacks and cabins followed
suit. Two enterprising carpenters
packed in a portable saw mill and
made more money than the gold
diggers. In less than six weeks
after its discovery, Leavitt Mine
was in operation, grinding out the
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precious yellow metal. Every avail-
able claim for two miles along
the creck had been staked. Up the
slopes and in the gullics miners
dug in the loose carth and blasted
in the rock. By day and by night
the long wide street of Thunder
City 10ared. On cach side ol this
street stores and restaurants, sa-
loons and gambling dens, lodg-
ing-houses and dance halls, made
bid [or the custom of the popu-
lace, and cach and every one of
them was full.

The time came when the town
achicved the dignity ol a miners’
meeti during  which a judge,
sherifl, and recorder were clected.
The former's duty was to preside
at cach mceeting of the gold dig-
gers, the second was supposed to
maintain law and order, and the
third had the 1ask ol keeping rec-
ords of claims. All claims went by
numbers. Leavit’s mine was No.
1, and all the others up and down
the valley were numbered accord-
ingly.

Rand Leavitt was the judge,
Hank Lowric the sherifl, and ClLilf
Borden the recorder.

ES

Once sunset hour in carly sum-
mer Kalispel Emerson sat in the
door ol the litle cabin he had
crected between the boulders that
had served as his shelter.

He had a double motive [or oc-
cupying this [avorite scat during
his leisure hours—first he could
watch the trails in the hope of

.sccing his brother Jake some day;

and sccondly, from this vantage
point he could look down the
gradually descending bench to the
cabin of the Blairs, located on the
bank of the stream and on the
sitc ol Blair's gold claim. Tents
and shacks were scattered all along
the strecam and over the bench,
but the cabin of the Blairs stood
out conspicuously by rcason of its
vellow pecled logs and preten-
tiousness. It had a wide porch on
the castern e, where Sydney
spent a good deal of her time
working and resting. ’
Kalispel watched her at this dis-
tance, perhaps an cighth of a mile,
and knew that she knew he
watched her. The young miners
going by her cabin always stop-
ped 1o chat a moment, and Rand
Leavitt often visited her there,
especially on Sunday alternoons.
Two months had gone by for
Kalispel on the wings of his
strenuous gold  digging and  his
passionate devotion to the task he
had set himsell. The [ormer had
been successful beyond even the
dreams he had entertained before
his loss. Every place he struck his
pick yielded gold in some quan-
tity, and he had so many little
buckskin bags of dust and nuggets
hidden away that he was afraid
to count them. But in his serious
reflection he knew beyond doubt
that his dream of a ranch could
be realized, and that if his star
continued to shine all through
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summer and fall he would be rich.

His devotion to the ideal set up
by Blair had not been cntirely
futile, but he had found that to
live down a bad name kept alive
by enemies in high places was

hing well nigh impossi
The sole hope’ that now inspired
Kalispel hung upon the fact that
Sydney Blair watched him from
afar.

Always at the back of his mind
was the consciousness that he still
was Kalispel Emerson and would
one day stalk out to face Rand
Leavitt. That seemed inevitable.
Jealousy had been added to what
he considered a stern passion for
justice. Gossip of the gold camp
had it that Leavitt would marry
the girl.

Each and every honest miner in
the diggings was too busy with his
own labors to know what the
other fellow was doing. The sa-
loons and gambling dens were ob-
jective proof of whether a miner
was rich today and poor tomor-
row. As they earned prodigiously,
they wasted prodigally. But this
fact did not apply to Kalispel. He
did not drink or gamble or spend:
and therefore was considered
poor, one of the many unsuccess-
ful diggers. Moreover, his story
was known, and his absurd claim
and loss were an outstanding joke
with those miners who did not
know him.

Thunder City, however, was
overrun with adventurers and

miners who labored for gold only
as a blind. while by stealth they
stole and robbed. Kalispel had
come under the cold, watchful
eves of those parasites, and many
had becn the time his gun hand
had itched. But if they were sus-
picious of him, they had no
ground to substantiate it. for he
was just as shrewd and infinitely
more watchful.

On a late afternoon Kalispel
pondered a plan to further his in-
terests: and this was to begin to
hunt game with the idea of sup
plying meat to the miners. Deer
had been run out of the valley.
Good hunters were few, and most
miners would not take the time
to hunt. Yet they were greatly de-
pendent upon mcat, for food
prices in the stores were abnor-
mally high.

Kalispel thought his plan would
serve several purposcs—to give the
impression that he needcd money,
to enable him to become acquaint-
ed with many miners and win
their confidence, and to hide his
secret motive to work out the
truth of Leavitt’s guilt. As the'
wecks passed Kalispel grew more
sure of this. The finding and steal-
ing of stored gold dust and rob-
bery by masked men at night had
grown increasingly until it was
something to contend with.

As he revolved these thoughts
the valley became steeped in a
luminous golden sheen, the last
reflection from the sunset flush
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upon the heights. And at that mo-
ment Svdney Blair appecared up-
on the porch to lean against the
rail and gaze out. This had be-
come such a habit of hers that
Kalispel waited for it. She wore
something which shone faintly
blue. He got up to pace to and
fro, and at last to stand where she
could not help but sce him.

Kalispel had talked often with
Blair, and somechow their po-
sitions had become reversed. The
advice and solicitude now came
from Kalispel After all, Blair had
not made as good a deal in his
gold claim as he had fondly be-
lieved 1lis gravel bar had sud
denly panned out. And digging
among the 1ocks of his claim for
nuggets or quartz had not been
successful. He had begun 1o drink
and gamble moderately. as was
common among the berer cluss of
miners. ver even that litde had
lately made a subtle diflerence in
him.  Whercfore  Kalispel.  sum-
ming up. decided that it was abour
time for him to step out of his
quict, watchful isolation

He walked down to the stream,
to the big camp where H1(Hey
and Jones, two progressive miners,
maintained a mess for eight of
their comrades. Kalispel dropped
in on them at supper time. He
was not exactly friendly with these
men, but knew that through the
wecks ‘they had unlearned some
of the lessons gossip and ill will
had taught them.

“Jones, I've an idee.” said Kalis-
pel. "How are you oft for meat?”

“Mecat? Jehoshephai! Costs us
more than ham an’ bacon.

“I'm thinkin’ of huntin’ meat
to sell. What'll you pay a pound
for fresh venison an’ elk? I'm a
poor miner, but a good hunter.
Will you pay fifty cents a pound
tll fall. an” more when the snow

flics:

“You bet I will. An’ jump at
the chance.”

“Done. It'll be no trick for me.
Ive a horse an’ burros.”

“Kalispel,” spoke up Hadley,
the voung partner of Jones, “you'd
be doin” us a service. Lack of meat
is the drawback in this mess. An’
thet holds all over town.”

“Wal, I'll sec if I can drum up
some more customers. An" if I can,
I won't trade for any of your
claims.”

‘Small chance of you gettin’ a
whack at mine.”” called om a
miner cheerfully. “Look at this.”

Kalispel stepped over to have
placed in his hands a bright
smooth nugget weighing in excess
of three ounces “Gosh! That's
the gest [ cver saw,” he ex-
claimed as he reurwned it.

“This ain’t a marker to the one
sold to Leavitt by a miner. Three
hundred dollars he got for it. An’
you can gamble thet if Leavitt
paid so much it was worth a good
deal more.”

“Yes. an’ our hard-fisted judge
grabbed the Woodbury claim to-
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days.” interposed another miner.

“1 hadn’t heard,” replied Kalis-
pel quietly. “You fellows know
I'm particular interested in how
Judge Leavitt acquires land gold,
clalms. an’ quartz veins.

“Haw! Hawl Wal, t
Leavitt has the de
claims, you know. An’ he took
over most of Woodbury’s because
thet hombre stepped high, wide,
an’ handsome when he stepped
off his claim. Course the miners
in on the meetin’ were thick with
Leavitt an’ voted Woodbury out.
There’s some gossip floatin’ about.
Leavitt, Borden, Lowrie, an’ a
few more are playin’ a high-hand-
ed game these days.”

Kalispel went on down the trail,
pondering what he had heard. He
stopped at camps of miners he
knew and got not only orders for
fresh meat. but also sincere thanks
for the offer.

There were several trails lead-
ing into town and the one on
which he found himself happened
to pass the Blair cabin. This time
Kalispel did not avoid it.

The hour was almost dusk.
Blair sat on his porch steps, smok-
ing. Kalispel heard voices, and as
he recognized Sydney’s, he felt his
breath catch in his throat.

“Howdy, Blair,” drawled Kalis-
pel as he leisurely halted. “Any
dust these days?”

“Hello yourself,” replied Blair.
“Where you been keepin’ your-
self?”

“Mc? Aw, I been meditatin’ on
a misspent life,” said Kalispel
coolly.

Svdney stepped from the back
of the porch to the rail. She wore
white. Kalispel bowed and greet-
ed her.

“Good evening,” she rejoined
with perfect composure.

Kalispel's quick glance noted
the sweet, troubled face. and the
dark eyes that swept over him
Then he looked back at Blair,
striving to hide the wmult sight
of her roused in him.

“Kalispel, the only dust around
this claim is what blows in from
the trails,” said Blair disgustedly.

“All panned out?”

“Ha! My neighbor. Dick Swan,
an old miner, says the bar in front
of my claim was planted.”

“Dad, you should not say things
you can't prove,” interposed Syd-
ney quickly. “Espccially to anm
enemy of Rand Leavitt.”

“Oh, well, what's the usc?"” re-
turned Blair wearily. “I'll have to
buy another claim. How you mak-
ing out, Kalispel? Never saw you
look so fine. Still digging up in
the rocks?”

“Not much. I hate it ‘'most as
bad as I did diggin’ fence-post
holes back in Wyomin'. Blair,
what I dropped over to see you
about is this. I'm goin’ to hunt
game an’ sell fresh meat to the
miners. Would you like some?”

“Fresh meat? Lord, yes! We've
been living on canned stuff. But
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ask Sydney here. She docs the buy-

“How about i1, Miss Blair?” in+
quired Kalispel casily. “Would
you like a nice fat haunch of veni-
son now an’ then?”

“So you intend making honest
usc of your onc talent?” she said
in a level voice that irritated and
mystified Kalispel.

n’, vou mean?” re-
joined Kalispel in a voice as con-
trolled as hers. “Shore. I'm gettin’
out of practice handlin’ guns. An’
sooner or later now I'm shore to
buck into Borden or Lowrie—or
Leavit.”

She wheeled away (rom the
rail

Blair laughed, not without a
tinge of bitterness. “Svdney’s testy
these days, Kalispel. No wonder.
But vou fetch the venison.”

“Thanks, Blair.” Then Kalispel
bent close to whisper. “If you get
up against it in any wav—come to
sce me.”

Blair regarded him with hag-
gard eyes. “Son, I'm ashaimed to
co it, after that spicl I gave you
weeks ago.”

“Hell, never mind that It
served its turn. Are things goin’
bad?”

Blair whispered, alter a glance
back on the porch, “I've lost a
good deal of money gamblin,

“Aw!” Kalispel made a passion-
ate gesture. “Pritchard?”

“Mostly to hi But others,
also. I was way ahcad at first. If
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I'd only had sense enough to quit
then! Now I've got to play to get
even.”

“You ncver will, Blair. Take a
hunch from me. Never with this
gang. They'll fllccce the skin off

“Fleece! Do vou mean to imply
the game is crooked?"”

“Good heavens, man! Don’t you
know that?”

“No, 1 don’t. But by heaven,
I'll watch them next time.”

Kalispel thought rapidly. “All
right. T'll watch them with you,”
he replied curtly and turned to go.

“Hold on, Emerson,” called
Blair, rising and taking Kalispel's
arm. “You won't go in these gam:
bling halls on my account, will
you?”

“I shore will. Sydney's goin’
back on me is no reason for me
to go back on you.”

“But, son, listen,” returned
Blair in distress. “Sure as you do
that vou'll be using your gun

again.” .
“Like as not. Will that jar
youz”

“Not by a damn’ sight!” retort-
ed Blair. “I was thinking of—
Never mind now. Anyway, I ap-
preciate your [riendship. And, by
thunder! T think you have been
unjustly maligned. They've all
got you wrong, and that goes for
.my daughter.” He squcezed Kalis-
pel's arm and abruptly returned
to the porch, turning at the steps
to call back: “I'll let you know
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when I'm going to buck the tiger
again.”

“Fine. I might set in the game
myself,” called Kalispel, which re-
mark was inspired by Sydney's
white form once more against the
rail.

“Dad, is ke persuading vou to
gamble?”

“No!” rasped Blair. “He’s been
trying to stop me. You don't ap-
preciate that cowboy. You've al-
lowed your absurd squeamishness
and that blighter Leavitt—"

Kalispel passed on out of hear-
ing. He would like to have heard
Sydney’s reply to that last re-
proach of her father’s. Kalispel
found his blood racing unwonted-
ly and a choking sensation in his
throat. He had been responsible
for getting the Blairs into this un-
happy situation. What would be
the end?

He went downtown. Thunder
City ‘was having its supper hour;
nevertheless, that in no wise de-
tracted from the appearance of
activity. The yellow lights of the
main street flared brightly; it was
crowded with moving figures; mu-
sic and laughter vied with the
hum of conversation. The saloons
were full of drinkers, loungers,
miners selling and buying claims,
gamblers on the lookout for prey,
adventurers of every type.

Kalispel started in to make a
round of all the stores, halls, re-
sorts, houses, on the street. In the
Dead Eye Saloon he ran straight

into Lowrie, but saw that indi-
vidual first.

. “Howdy, Sheriff,” he said with
careless nonchalance that had a
bite in it. “Are vou still trailin’
Montana cowboys?”

“Howdy, Kalispel,” returned
the other grufly. “No, 1 reckon
not, so long as they keep the
peace.”

“Wal, I'm not drinkin’ or gam
blin’ these days.”

“What are you doin? Look fit
an’ pert to me. An’ prosperous,
t00.”

“Shore. I'm all three. Just hang-
in" around for my brother to
come. Then we'll hunt for Sam,
my other brother, who made this
gold strike.”

“So I heard, Kalispel,” rejoined

the sherilf ponderingly. “You
don’t look loco. But thet ralk
shore is.”

“Lowrie, you know damn’ well

I wouldn’t make that claim if it
wasnt true,” snapped Kalispel
coldly, and backed out into the
throng on the street.

He watched gambling games in
several halls. Then he went into
Bull Mecklin's, reputed to be the
toughest den in the gold diggings:
and was there invited by game-
sters to join them. Kalispel smil-
ingly responded that he hated to
win money from anyone. And as
he did not play or approach the
bar he attracted the attention of
the proprietor, a massive-headed,
thick-necked man whose name fit-
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ted him. Hc gruflly asked Kalispcl
what he wanted there.

“I'm lookin’ for a man.” re-
plied Kalispel significantly, and
was severcely let alone after that.

Somconc  recognized  him, how-
ever, and he heard the whis-
per:  “Kalispel, Montana gun-
slinger!”

Finally he strolled into the

most pretentious resort of the
street, one that had just been
crected and not vet named. It oc-
cupied the largest structure in the
mining town, a barnlike framc
outside and a markedly contrist-
ing gaudv interior. Music. gay
voices, shrill mirth, clink of gold
and crash of glass, a shuflle of
rough boots—these united in a
roar. Kalispel was surprised to run
into the pretty litle girl he had
met in the Spread Eagle ai Salmon.

“Howdy, Nugget.” he greeted
her pleasantly. “What vou doin’
away from Salmon? Did vou shake
the Spread Eagle?”

“Say, was I drunk when [ met
you—somewhere?”” she asked flip-
pantly.

“You shore wasn't. Why? That's
not fatterin.”

“Becausc 1 wouldn’t forget a
handsome gazabo like you. What's
your name?”

“Kalispel Emerson.” He related
the incident of their meeting.

“Oh, 1 remember now. But you
don’t look the same. Except your
eyes. Struck it rich, I'll bet. All
spruced up, bright-eyed and pink-

checked!—Say, boy, you'd better
let me alone.”

“Don’t you like me, Nugget?”

“If T didn’t, would I give you a
hunch?”

“Let’s dance. I reckon I'm rusty,
but T shore used to be slick.”

They joined the whirling
throng on the wide dance floor,
and they had not progressed far
when she said, “You may be rusty,
Kalispel, but you're pretty good.
My God. what a relicl to be free
of these clodhoppers, hcavy with
liquor, bearded and dirtyl”

“Nugget, it struck me over in
Salmon that vou were too nice a
ki for this dance-hall life.””

She looked up at him, but made
no reply.

“Who [letched you over here?”

“I came with Borden’s outfit.”

"Borden? Oh, ves. He ran the
Spread Eagle over there. Is there
anvone in this deal with him?”

“Say. are you pumping me?”

“Sounds like that, I reckon. But
listen. an’ then tell me’or not, as
you like.” As they danced around
he briefly related the part his
brothers and he had played in the
discoverv of gold there in the val-
ley. about his lcaving with Jake
and returning alone to find Sam
gone and the claim lost, his shoot-
ing of Selback and accusing of
Leavitt.

“So you're that fellow!” she
whispered excitedly. “You're that
bad hombre, then? You look it,
Kalispel. Well, go ahead and make
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love to me. It will make Rand
Leavitt wild.”

“Ah-huh. Is he sweet on you?”

“I wouldn’t call it sweet. He has
reasons of his own for not being
open about it. And I don’t mind
telling you that he’s Borden's
partner here, on the sly, too.”

“Wal, thanks, Nugget. One
more question. But don’t be hurt
even if you won't answer. Is this
man Borden responsible for your
being here?”

“No. I can't lay that to him ex-
actly. I have to earn my living.
But he’s a slave driver. Ask the
other girls.”

“Nugget, suppose you let me be
your friend.”

“You mean make love to me?”
The bitterness in her voice touch-
ed a deeper cord in Kalispel's
kindly nature.

“I don’t want to be that kind
of friend. Nugget. I can be a bet-
ter one. I admit, though, I'd shore
have made love to you if my heart
hadn’t been broken. You're as
pretty as the dickens. An’ nice. I
like you.”

“Well, you're a queer duck. But
I like you, too. And you're on. I
won't promise, though, not to fall
in love with you.”

“I'll risk that, Nugget.”

“You'll risk more. It's bound to
look like you were drinking and
making up with me. And if you
get—well, too thick with me, Bor-
den will rare. And so will Leavitt.”

%I reckon. Wal, I've made the

offer.”

“You're a deep one. What's your
game?”
Didn't I confide in you—trust

id.” she returned won-
T've got a hunch. Kalis-
vours for jest or carnest.”

“I'll stick with vou all evenin’.
We'll pour the drinks on the
floor.”

CHAPTER SEVEN
Ballots and Guns
<“WAKE EMERSON'S

case against the
Leavitt Mining
i Company was

'\ - - scheduled to be
A AQ(" heard on the night
p cmafSe of the very day he
got back to the valley, a gauni,
haggard ghost of the man who
had left there two months before
in the prime of life and ambition.
The law of the mining camp
was that in case of a dispute over
a gold claim as to ownership, the
case was to be heard before the
judge in the presence of the other
miners, all of whom were to listen
to the testimony and then vote.
Whichever claimant received the
most votes got the gold claim.
Borden’s dance hall, being the
most commodious place in the
camp for a courtroom, was sclect-
ed for the trial.
Even without much time for
advertising, the case attracted a
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throng. Kalispel had personally
notified hundreds of miners to be
present. He realized that Jake and
he had no chance of winning the
claim. But Kalispel's purpose was
to establish a contest of Leavitt's
right to the property.

A thousand or more miners as-
sembled in the street before Bor-
den’s dunce hall. Less than a hun-
dred of these were admitted, how-
cver, and that augmented the
growing curiosity in the case.

Lowrie, the sherifl. and two
deputies, all armed. stood con-
spicuously before the orchestra

platform of the hall, where at a
table sat the judge and his record-
er.

Leavitt, pale and stern, stood
up and rapped on the table.

“Gentlemen,” he began in a
loud voice that carried out of the
open windows into the thronged
street, “the case at hand is that of
one Jake Emerson. claimant, and
the Leavitt Mining Company, de-
fendant. The property contested
is the quartz lode, claim Number
One. We will hear Emerson’s
argument.”

When the judge sat down Jake
came forward. His appearance
carried conviction of two facts—
first that he had endured almost
mortal illness and the privation
and toil of a desert wanderer; and
secondly that he was a formidable
person absolutely sure of the right
of his cause. He halted in front of
the platform, and after a long

steady stare at Leavitt, he turned
to face the hall.

“Men, you are all miners like
myself,” he began in sonorous
voice. “An’ if you arc honest an’
live by the rule ‘do unto others
as you would have them' do unto
you,” I could ask no more than to
bc ]udgcd by you.

1 arrived in Idaho ‘most a year
ago, comin’ from Montana with
my elder brother Sam, an’ my
younger brother Lee, who is
standin’ there. Sam an’ me had
been  prospectin’ for years an’
knew the minin’ game from A to
Z. Our younger brother, however,
was a cowboy. He took to the wild
life of the range, an’ as he sur-
vived one hard outfit after an-
other he carned the name Kalispel
Emerson, gunman, bad hombre,
rustler. He may deserve the first,
because the fact thet he is alive
today proves it. But the other
names are undeserved. The fact
thet Sam an’ I believed in the
boy’s honesty is responsible for
our bringin® him with us to Idaho.

“We prospected the . Lemhi
Range before we wandered over
here into the Saw Tooths. It was
on the second of April, as I fig-
gered out afterwards, thet we
dropped down over the south
slope into this valley. Now, men,
I can prove thet we came, though
not the date. As I've only just re-
turned here today, so tuckered out
thet I fell in my tracks, it stands
to reason thet I couldn’t have seen
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any of the things I'll enumerate.
Some of you miners will remem-
ber signs of an old beaver dam on
the far side of the creck, where
the little brook curves in. There
used to be some rings of ground.
earth banked up in circles. These
were made by the Sheepcater In-
dians who camped here many
years ago. Therc used to be a pine
tree across the creck on the high
ridge, an’ it forked at the trunk
so low down you could step up
in it="

“Thet big pine furnished lum-
ber for my cabin,” interrupted a
miner. “I cut it down myself.”

“Silence!” ordered Judge Lca-
vitt, pounding the table. “And,
Emerson, you confine yourself to
your claim. We haven't time for
all this rigmarole.”

“The first night we camped here
we heard the old mountain thun-
der,” continued Jake. “An’ the
next day we struck gold. I took a
hundred an’ more pans of dust
an’ nuggets out of the creek. An’
before sunset Sam came staggerin’
into camp with a chunk of quartz
showin’ heavy veins of gold. He
had uncovered a ledge thet car-
ried a quartz lead.

“We made our plan. Sam was
to stay here to guard our claim.
Lee an’ I were to go out. I wasto
take the quartz to prove our claim
an’ sell a half interest for 100,000
dollars. Lee was to pack supplies

back into the valley. We left,
workin’ up over the pass at the’

east end of the valley. an” we
crossed the Middle Fork, an’ got
to Challis. There, as we decided
it took so many days to get out,
an” Sam would soon be ncedin®
supplics. Lee left Challis for Sal-
mon. where he was to outfit an’
go back over the ail we had
made. I was to go to Boise an’
make our deal.

“Men, T never got to Boise. 1
never got away [rom Challis. We
must have been watched an’ sus-
pected. Wal. T had a few drinks
thet night. But T wasn't drunk or
near drunk. I was in possession of
all my faculties. An” when I was
slugged from behind I fell an’
seen the man who hit me before
he knocked me out. He was voung-
ish, had a big round head with

“ short hair, an’ deep eyes like gim-

lets—"
“Gentlemen,” Kalispel's voice
rang out, “that description firs

perfectly the man Selback I shot
here the day I arrived. He was a
guard at the quartz minc an’ tried
to throw his rifle on me.”
Leavitt pounded the table fu-
riously.  “Another interruption
will end this casc,” he shouted.
“Wal, men,” resumed Jake,
“when I come to I was lyin’ in a
shack an’ damn’ necar dead. An
old fellar named Wilson had took
pity on me an’ took me in. I'd
been- crazy for weeks. You don’t
have to look close to see where 1
was hit.” Here Jake bent his head
to show bare, livid scars over his
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temple. “An’ it was weeks more
before I was strong cnough to
start back here. Accordin’ to Wil-
son, the day followin’ my acci-
dent Leavitt an’ Sclback packed
in a hurry an’ lelt for parts un-
known. Some more men, known
to be thick with Leavitt, left the
next day, then mules loaded down
with supplies an’ minin’ tools.
Thet started the stampede. Then,
the rest you know. An’ as God is
my witness 1 have told the truth!”

Emerson cnded amid a breath-
less silence and Lcavitt arose. Ilis
strong [ace was white with sup-
pressed emotion which might have
been anger. But to Kalispel it was
that and more. Lecavitt had no
fear of losing the quartz mine.
But he did have [ear that he
would lose his lifc. The menace
of Jake Emerson could be felt by
all. Morcover, Lcavitt had for a
sccond time met Kalispel's stecly-
cold gaze.

“Gentlemen, 1 represent the
Leavitt Mining Co,” he began,
clearing his throat. “And I am
the only onec living of the two
men who found the open quartz
claim. So far as Emerson’s testi-
mony reflects, upon me, I merely
deny. He did arrive in Challis. He
did get drunk. He did talk and he
did get into a brawl in a saloon.
But I heard about that after the
stampede was well on here. Sel-
back had the hunch to come in
here. I never knew where he got
it. That, however, is of no im-

portance, because when we got
here we found the quartz mine
open. The ground had been strip-
ped, the lode exposed, and- the
gold vein was shining in the sun.
But there was no miner. He had
been there days before, but he was
gone. Gone, gentlemen! I had a
perfect right to take the claim,
which I did. That’s my testimony
and that is all. You will please
vole as you sec

In silence the miners dropped
their votes into the hat Lowrie
passed. When the contents were
empticd on the table Leavitt said,
“I cannot take part in the count-
ing. Emerson, you are invited to
sit with the recorder and count
these votes.”

Borden presently called out im-
pressively, “Leavitt Mining Com-
pany sixty-six. Emerson twenty-
two.”

Kalispel riveted his gaze upon
Leavitt. That individual, despite
an iron nerve, showed the stress
of the climax and that [ury had
been added to his other feelings.

“Give me those twenty-two
names,” he hissed, livid of face,
and - snatching the papers from
Borden he scanned them with a
mien that boded no good for these
voters. Some miner yelled out the
window, “Leavitt sixty-six. Emer-
son twenty-two.”

Loud huzzahs did not drown
yells of derision. The verdict was
not unanimous. Leavitt could not
have failed to hear that vote of
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discord.

Then Jake Emcrson confronted
the three officers on the platform.
“You win, as we knowed you'd
win,” he boomed in his sonorous
voice. “But vou haven't heard the
last of this deal.”

Jake Emerson located an ob-
scure claim and went to work, a
gloomy, taciturn, defeated man,
brooding revenge. Kalispel took
to hunting and packing elk and
deer meat down off the high
slopes and swales. About half his
time was required to fulfill the
obligations he had made. The rest
he utilized working his claim
which still yielded gold. He had
become obsessed with the idea
that somewherc inside the claim
he had walled off there might be
another and the largest pocket of
nuggets. These nuggets he had
found appeared to have been
melted and therefore must have
encountered volcanic action.

In midsummer the peak of the
stampede was reached and Thun-
der City saw its heyday. Gambling
dens, saloons, and dance halls
reaped a rich harvest. Several
shooting escapades and a fatal en-
counter between Lowrie and a
drunken miner, with an increase
of banditry, augured ill for the fu-
ture of the gold diggings.

Kalispel celebrated the first of
August by taking a full tin can of
gold nuggets out of a hole no
deeper than his waist. He did not

tell Jake, much as he wanted to
help that morose brother. The
last thing Kalispel desired was for
miners and robbers to learn he
had struck gold. Besides. of late,
Jake had taken to searching for
Sam’s body, which he claimed to
have seen in a dream.

Two or threc times a week
Kalispel would go to the town in
the evenings and develop his in-
teresting and risky friendship with
Nugget or watch Blair's gambling
vicissitudes.

At length Kalispel's opportunity
arrived when he found Blair sit-
ting in a game of poker with
Pritchard, Selby, and two miners
he did not know. For a change
Blair was winning, which fact was
obvious to all from his radiance
and frequent call [or drinks. Prit-
chard was a loser, but that fact
could not have been deduced from
his cold pale face and impene-
trable cyes. Kalispel saw how the
fickle luck went against him, and
as the stakes were heavy, the gam-
bler would certainly have to re-
sort to trickery to recoup.

Kalispel watched from a van-
tage point behind Pritchard and
out of his sight. It appeared evi-
dent that Pritchard’s ally was
aware of Kalispel's presence, yet
‘nothing came of that fact.

Finally the tide turned against
Blair and he lost the pile of gold
in front ‘of him, most of which
flowed to Selby. One of the miners
was under the influence of drink.
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The second had begun to get sus-
picious. Then a jack-pot  was
started which progressed inordi-
nately before it was opened. Prit-
chard was the dealer and this was
his chance. As cards were dlealt
Kalispel casually siepped forward.
Only an cye like his could have
detected duplicity on the part of
the gambler. At the right instant
Kahspcl shoved his gun hard into
the gambler’s side.

“Pritchard. if you move a finger
I'll bore you,” he called in a voice
that silenced the room.

“What the— Who—?" gaspcd
Pritchard, his [ace becoming  ash-
en in hue.

You know who. Blair, turn his
hand upside down—the left one.

Blair. staring aghast, did as he
was bidden, disclosing neatly
palmed in the long white hand
the aces of spades and diamonds.
Sclby cursed under his breath
“Steadv. all.” warned Kalispel,
clse vou'll spoil the fun or scram-
ble this cheat’s gizzard. Now turn
over the cards he dealt himself.”

In these five cards were the two
other aces.

“Only four aces!” drawled
Kalispel. “Pritch, you pulled one
at the wrong time.”

Cursing, the young giant threw
his cards in the face of the gam-
bler. "We'll run you out of town
for this.”

Selby, on the opposite side of
the table, broke his stifl posture to

jerk suddenly. He drew, but be-.

fore he could get the gun above
the table Kalispel shot him in the
arm. He screamed .with [renzy and
pain as the gun thumped to the
floor. The gambling den rang
with loud shouts and scraping of
chairs and stamping ol boots.
Selby appeared to be fainting and
fell over the table.

“Push him ofl.” ordered Kalis-
pel. who did not trust that move
ol Selby's.

The stalwart miner gave Selby
a shove, sending him to the floor,
where it was manilest that he was
not shamming. The young giant’s
next move was to lunge across the
table and knock Pitchard 10 [eet
out of his chair. Morcover he
leaped aflter the prostrate gam-
bler and. scizing him with power-
ful hands. he dragged him across
the floor, making a furrow in the
sawdust. And he threw Pritchard
bodily out of the hall

“Rustle, Pritchard, or vou'll get
shot,” shouted the miner. He
strode back 1o the table and
shoved a hand ow to Kalispel,
who could not accept it. as he still
had his gun extended.

“Emerson. you don’t know me,
but I know you,” declared the
miner in no uncertain voice. “My
name’s Jeflries. Thanks for inter-
ferin® I'm strong for you An’
there are a good many more in
the same boat.”

“Much obliged. Kal,” added
Blair, pale and shaken. “I should
have taken your advice.”
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Kalispel waved Blair out and

backed away from the crowd.
Haskell might still have to be

reckoned with. Gaining the out-
side. Kalispel joined Blair and
hurried away up the strect.

They found Svdney on the
porch in the moonlight with Lea-
vitt. Anyone with half an eve
could have seen that he had been
making love to the girl. Kalispel
certainly had murder in his heart.

“Leavitt, vyou better hurry
downtown,” said Blair. “Kalispel
shot another man. It happened in
vour crooked gambling joint.”

“Oh, Dad!” cried Sydney as
Leavitt, leaving her abruptly,
strode off the far end of the porch
and went around the cabin

Blair sat down upon the steps
and wiped his wet face. Kalispel
stood in the moonlight gazing up
at the girl.

“You—you devil!” she cried in
a low choking voice.

“Hey, do you mean me or your
Dad?” drawled Kalispel.

“I mean you. And Dad is as bad
—only he’s a coward instead.”

“Wal, if you mean me—shore it
takes devils like me to save bull-

headed old geezers like vour
father.”
“Dad, what have you—done
now?”

“Nothing. I was playing cards.
Got way ahead. Then lost. That
gambler Pritchard cheated. Kal
showed him up. And then Prit-
chard’s partner Sclby pulled his

gun. Kal shot him. that’s all.”

“Killed—him?>” whispered  Syd-
ney in horror.

“For heaven’s sake. no! Just shot
the gun out of his hand. It'd been
a damn’ good thing if he had
killed the blighter. Kal, come to
think of it—who ought to clean
up on that last deal?”

Kalispel threw up his hands as
if to indicate to Sydncy that her
paremt was hopeless.

“Daughter. it looked mighty
like Leavitt was making love to
vou.” went on Blair.

“Yesz Well. if he was. vou may

be surc that I sanctioned it.” she
retorted.
“I won't have it,” stormed Blair.

“Leavitt is not what he scems.”

“Unlorwunately, that applics to
the majority of men.” replicd Syd-
ney bitterly. “T have found i1 true
of two. at least.”

“Svdncy Blair, I ncver was two-
faced.” cxclaimed Kalispel with
passion. “Il T were that kind. I
could tell vou something about
Leavitt which would make you
despisc him.”

“Rand Leavitt is a handsome,
gencrous. splendid man,”  she
fashed. “and I am considering his
offer of marriage.”

“Wal, darlin’,” drawled Kalis-
pel, cool and hard, “consider all
vou like. But you won't marry
him.”

“Don’t dare call me—that. And
why have you the—the effrontery
to say 1 won't marry him?”
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“Do you sce this lovely little
plaything, shinin’ in 1the moon-
light?” ‘taunted Kalispel as he
lhppcd his gun up and caught it

h-h!—You arec a monster—or
you are mad.”

“Shore. Good night, darlin”.”

The next day was Saturday, a
drowsy summer day, with a hint
of blue haze in the air and the
smell of fall. Kalispel happened to

meet Nugget on the street. In
everyday costume, frec ol the

scant and alluring attire of the
dance hall, she made a prety,
graceful figure. Kalispel did not
need to be asked 1wice to accom-
pany her to Reed's store. As luck
would have it, Leavitt and Sydney
appeared coming down the street.

“Look! There’s my secret ad-
mirer with the Blair girl” said
Nugget, laughing. “Kalispel, do
you know her?”

“T've met her.”

“She’s lovely. What a damned
shame if she’s stuck on that hypo-
crite!”

“Nugget, when we pass them 1
dare you to speak to him.”

“Never took a dare in my life.
It might be a hunch to her.”

Perhaps 20 paces distant, Syd-
ney looked up to espy Kalispel
and his companion. Suddenly a
blazing scarlet blush suffused her
face. It waved away as swiftly,
leaving her pale, with great tragic
eyes staring straight ahead. Be-
cause of her strange reacrion,
which staggercd Kalispel, he could

not look at Leavitt,

“Howdy, Rand,”
get, smiling.

Then the couples passed each
other and Nugget turned to her
companion. “Gosh. but he’ll mur-
der me! Did you see her blush?
Why, Kalispel. you're as white as
a sheet!”

“Am I? Wal, I feel yellow.”

“Ashamed to be seen with me?”

“Not on your life! T was glad,
an’ don't forget it. Nugget, that’s
the girl who broke my heart.”

“You don't say! The Blair girll”
she whispered excitedly. “Oh,
Kalispel, she is lovely. You poor
fellow! Now I understand you and
I like you better than ever. You're
true to that proud girl, though she
passes you scornfully on the street.
And Leavitt, the skunk, parades
along with her, doing the elegant
—and after dark, late at night,
slips in the back door to try to
make love to me. I'll be darned if
1 don't tell her!”

“Nugget, that'd be doin’ her a
good turn,” replied Kalispel hope-
fully.

“Boy, if I know girls, she didn’t
burn like a house afire for nothing
when she recognized you. Kalispel,
T'll bet she’s in love with you.”

“Aw, Nugget, don’t handle
words so careless.”

“I'll bet it,” she went on vehe-
mently. “Did she ever love you?”

“I reckon so. A little.”

“Then it's a lot now. Nothing
like jealousy to show a woman's

called Nug-
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heart! She saw us—she thought
you were sweet on the little blond
dance-hall girl. She gave hersclf
away.”

“No—no! It’s only worse. She'll
like him all the more.”

“Listen, pard,” whispered the
girl wickedly. “If she docs I can
tell her something that will kill
it pronto. And if not, I can tell
you something that will make vou
kill him pronto.”

“Nugget!” cried Kalispcl.

“That's all now. Here's the
store. Don’t give up, cowboy. Tell
Dick I'll meet him tonight, right
after supper.”

CHarTER EIGHT
“Strange Mixture”

ALISPEL was scrap-
ing and stretching
an elk hide when
his young friend,
Dick Sloan, put in
an appearance.

"Ho\\dy, Dick.
You're not panmn gold while the
sun shines.”

“I don’t care,” replied the
youth, flinging himself down.
It was then that Kalispel

glanced up from his work. Dick
was a fair-haired and frank-faced
young fellow of 22, lately come to
Thunder City, and had at once
taken a liking to Kalispel. The
mining camp was not the best
place in the world for Dick, and
this morning he looked it.

“Had a scrap with
asked Kalispel.

“Not exactly. But she—dished
me.” rejoined Dick miserably.

“Dished you? Wal, the fickle
little devil! She swore she liked
you.

I thought so. t0o.”

id she mect vou last night?”

“Yes. An" we walked across the
bridge. She was different. some-
how. Sort of cold an’ gloomy.
Wouldn't let me touch her. 1
smelled liquor on her. 1 hate thet,
an’ I scolded her fierce. She took
it so quiet I was sorry. Then she
said, ‘Dick, my boss says you in-
terfere with my business. You take
my time. An’ vou don’t drink or
gamble. There's nothin® in it for
the house. So Il have to give up
seeing you any more.”

“Wal, I'm damned! Doesn't
sound like Nugget. An’ what'd
you say to that. Di

“I told her I'd drink an’ gam-
ble. My claim is comin’ out fine,
Kalispel. You can never tell about
gold diggin’s. My neighbor, an old
miner, says I'll strike it rich. So I
can afford to take Nugget's time.”

“Ah-huh. An’ what'd she say to
that>”

“She wouldn't hear of it. First
she talked sense to me, an’ seein’
that was no good, she pitched into
me proper. Then I told her there
wasn't any use—that I loved her
an’ wanted to marry her an’ take
her away from thet rotten dance

Nugget?”
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“The dev il you did? Gosh! Dick,
you are gone. An’ how'd Nugget
take tha?”

“Kind of shocked her,” replied
Sloan. “We were walkin® back an’
had just got to the bridge. She
stopped to lean on the rail. Burst
out cryin’. I was plumb ncar cry-
in” myself—she looked so forlorn
an’ pretty in the moonlight. But
she got over it quick an’ walked

“T'hanks, Dick, for askin’ me.
I'm sorry I can't.” I asked her why
she couldn’t an’ she told me she
didn’t carc for me. An’ I said she
had cared at first. She'd admitied
it, an” kissed me, 0. I kept nag-
gin' her all the way back. anll)
she laughed sort of mockin' an’
said, ‘You poor kid! Mcbbe I'm
in love with CIifl Borden!" Then
she left me.”

“I'm a son of a gunl” ejaculat-
cd Kalispel.

“Borden runs the hall where
she dances, doesn’t he?” went on
Sloan.

“Yes. An' Rand Leavitt is his

silent pardner.”

“Do you think she
truth? I can't believe it.”

“No. I should smile not,” de-
clared Kalispel vchemently slam-
ming his knife down. “Nugget is
as good an’ fine an’ clean as the
gold she’s named for. Aw, I don’t
care if she is a dance-hall girl.
That’s her job, her misfortune.
She dished you, Dick, because you
were serious an’ she wanted to
save you [rom trouble with Bor-

told the

den.”
Kalispel, I shore was serious.”

“Better forget her, boy. an’ go
back to your pannin’ gold.”

“But T can’t forget her,” Dick
protested miserably. “1 love herl
Pard, didn’t you ever [cel thet
way about a girl, an’ couldn’t for-
get her?”

“Yes, I did, Dick. I do!

“Then you must understand,
Kalispel. I've got to figure a way.
I T go to hittin® the bottle an’
buckin® the tiger she’ll sce there’s
no help for me—an’ be nice.”

“Dick, you'd be fool enough to
do that,” snapped Kalispel furi-
ously,

“My mind is made up unless you
can do somecthin’,” answered Sloan
simply.

“All right, T'll make her see
you,” decided Kalispel, goaded by
his conflicting emotions. “Go back
to work. An" I'll fetch Nugget to
the bridge tonight if I have to
pack her. Right after supper.”

Sloan left. and Kalispel return-
ed to his work. Burt often his hand
dropped listlessly and his busy
mind cogitated the strangeness of
love. Kalispel knew what yearn-
ing for a girl’s lips mcant. But
Sydncy surcly despised him now.
She could not but believe that he
was in love with the dance-hall
girl.

Perhaps such trend of thought
had more to do with Kalispel’s im-
potent rage than poor Sloan’s pre-
dicament. At any rate, he worked
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himself into one of his cool. reck-
less, dangerous states, and toward
sunset he left his cabin and paced
swiftly down the trail.

As he passed Blair's cabin Syd-
ney camc out on the porch. with a
pan or dish in her hands. She wore
a bluc gingham apron. her sleeves
were rolled to her clbows. and she
looked bewitching. Kalispel was
in a mood for anything. He would
confront her, make her furious or
sick or something, cost what " it
might.

Kalispel went up on the porch
to Sydney’s amazement. He had
never done that before. Her violet
eyes, suddenly dilating, appeared
to search his face for signs of in-
toxication.

“Where’s vour dad:” asked
Kalispel.

“I don’t know. He left in a
huf.”

“How arc things goin”

“They could not be worse. But
as Dad is out—pleasc—"

“Please rustle, eh? Ump-umm.
I'm hopin’ you'll ask me to sup-

er.”

She laughed contemptuously.
“You flatter yourself, Mr. Emer-
son.”

“Do you expect to be alone?”

“Yes. Dad will not come back.
And I don’t care. Oh, I hate the
way things are turning out.”

“Tell me, Sydney.”

“No. You may be Dad’s friend.
He thinks so. But you are certain-
ly not mine.”

“Is Leavitt comin’ over tonight>”
“I'd like to lic to vou. But he is
not.”

An vou'll be alone iill Jate?”

“I don’t like it a bit,” declared
Kalispel forcibly.

“You don’t! As if it were any of
vour business,” she returned, and
again her mocking litle laugh
scorned him.

“Wal. take your choice,” said
Kalispel with a chill in his voice.
“Either vou let me come back here
or I'll drag your father out of that
gamblin’ joint an’ beat him so
he'll be laid up for a spell.”

“You cannot mcan that—that
last.” she protested.

“1 shore do.”

“You would hurt Dad?”

“Hurt him? Isn’t he hurtin® vou
more an’ more? Isn't he slippin’
more cvery day? Isnt he leavin®
vou alone for this slick-tongued
Leavitt to—"

“Yes.” she interposed hurried-
Iy. “But that is no reason for vio-
lence. Your kindness is misplaced,
Mr. Emerson. You are not my
champion.”

“Not with your consent, 1 shore
can see. But I am, anyhow.”

“You are, in—in spitc of my
scorn for you?”

“In spite of that. I've had a rot-
ten deal, Svdney. From life, from
luck, from this liar, Leavitt—from
you. But deep as it all has sunk
into me, I'm still a man. An’ I'm
goin’ to raise hell around these
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diggin’s pretty pronto.”

T declare—vou are the most
amazing person. I simply cannot
understand you.”

“Wal, that's because I'm simple
an’ honest. An’ you're deep an’
deceitful. You're a woman. You
don't play fair. I'll be goin. Make
vour choice. Do I come back here
or—"

“Very well, you mav come. I
prefer even your presence to hav-

ing my poor, misguided dad
beaten.”
“Oh no. You can't say cuttin’

things. Not at alll . . All right,
I'll come, unless 1 can persuade
your dad 10,” replicd Kalispel, and
he leaped ofl the steps and strode
awav. s he recalled that last un
fathomable gaze, his nerves scem
ed 1 quiver When she hated him
so flagrantly why did she look at
him like that> Whatever complex-
ity of emotion ruled her, the cflect
on Kalispel only added 10 his
somber staie.

He wemt into the Chinaman’s
liule shop and passed some time
over a biscait and a cup of colfce.
Then at hall after six o'clock he
wended his somber way toward
Borden's dance hall.

The building occupied consid-
crable space, and as it was only
one story high, the dining-room,
kitchen, and other rooms were on
the ground floor. Kalispel pre-
sented himself at the door of the
dining-room. Half a dozen young
women were at supper, but Nug-

get was not with them.

““Evenin’, girls. Where's
golden-headed Nugget?”

“She just left the table,” re-
plied one of them. “Down the
hall, last room on the right. But
she don’t receive gentlemen in her.
budwar.”

Kalispe! thanked the girl, but
made no other reply. He found the
narrow, dark hall, and at length
reached the end and knocked.

“Who's there?”  came
answer.

“It's me, Nugget—Kalispel.”

The little door swung open to
let him step into a small room,
well lighted and furnished.

“Howdy, cowboy,” Nugget said
gaylv, as she closed the door. Then
as she obscrved him more closely:
“Kalispel, what's wrong? Oh, vou
look—"

He rcached for her with power-
ful hand and pulled her close to
peer down into the startled face.

“For two bits I'd wring vour
white neck.”

“Why, Kalispell—you're drunk!”
she gasped. “What have I done?”

“You've played fast an’ loose
with my pard.”

“Dick? I did not. I played
square with him. Poor boyl He
wanted to marry me.”

“He’s crazy about you.”

“Dick will get over that.”

“I reckon not. He loves you.
Nugget, don't lie to me..You love
this boy?”

“I-1 like him

that

the

terribly,” she
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sobbed. “But I don’t want to—to
get him into trouble with these
men.”

“He’s ruined now. An’ we've
got to save him. Put some clothes
on. I'm akin’ you to meet him.”

“Fetch him here—to my room.
I'd keel over if—I went with you.”

As Kalispel released the girl she
sank on the bed. weak and white,
her blue eves fixed in tragic solem-
nity.

Kalispel ran out into the alley
and had almost rcached the strect
when he remembered that such
hasty procedure was perilous for
a man with enemies. Resuming his
habitual vigilance, he went on
across the street and down to the
bridge. Dick loomed out of the
darkness.

“Pard, I was afraid she wouldn't
come,” he said dejectedly.

“Come on, idiot. It's all right.”

In averyfew minutes he and Dick
entered Nugget’s room and closed
the door. She had not moved since
Kalispel's departure. But there
had come a subile change in her.

“Nugget,” began Sloan huski

“Don’t call me that. My name is
Ruth,” she replied as she slipped
off the bed to confront him.

“All right—Ruth.”

They forgot Kalispel. They
stood with glances locked, tense
in that uncertain moment, search-
ing each other’s souls. It was the
girl who swayed. Sloan caught her
to his breast.

“Oh, Dickl I do love—you for

wanting to—to marry me,” she

whispered brokenly.

“Darlin’, there’s only one way
to save me "

“Don’t—don’t make me!”

“Kiss me!” he demanded.

She Aung her arms round his
neck and pressed her lips to his.
Kalispel saw the tcars streaming
from under her closed cyelids. And
then she was looking up at him,
as beautiful as any woman could
be. transfigured.

“Borden will be
whispered.

“Does he own you?”

“He thinks he does. Kalispel
will have to kill him. And that—"

“Enough. Say you will leave—
this place.”

“Oh, if I only dared!”

“Say you will! Or I'll carry you
out of here—this minute.”

“Yes. I-1 will come.”

“Say you will marry me!”
“If—nothing—clse will do.”
“Nug—Ruth, darlin’, you lcave

here right now. Pack your things

I'll help. You can have my tent

It's quite comfortable—board floor

an” all. You can keep house for

me while I dig gold for you. I'll

slecp at my neighbor's. An’ then

the very first parson who comes
will marry us. T'll make my for-
tunc here. Then we'll go far away

You'll be my wife!”

Kalispel stepped out and softly
closed the door. “By heaven,
there’s one good mark for Kalis-
pel!” he whispered.

wild.,”  she
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On the street he scarched for
Blair. Eventually Kalispel located
him in the most disreputable gam-
bling hcll in the gold camp. He
was already under the influence
of drink and the clation of w
ning. Blair was a poor gambler for
many reasons. but his chicl [ault
was 1o lose his head when fortune
smiled.

Kalispel surveved the room and
then approached the table to lean
over and whisper in Blair’s car.
“Come home soon as you start
losin’. Hell to pay!”

“Huh? Oh  yes—all right—all
right,” rewrned  Blair, slowly
comprchending.

Kalispel went out. “Wouldn't
do for me (o stay downtown to-
night,” he soliloquized as he made
his way through the noisy throng.
He was like a man that could see
in the dark and on all sides at
once. The atmosphere of the gold
town scemed charged with fatality

As Kalispel left town the moon
came out above the bold black
dome of Thunder Mountain. Its
hue was orange and it had a weird,
threatening  aspect. The whole
dark mass of the slope lay in
shadow, looming as always, men-
acing as always, waiting. And on
the moment a low hollow rumble
pealed from subterrancan depths.

“Thunder an’ grumble, old
man,” muttered Kalispel grimly.
“You're not foolin® me. You'll
never bury me an’ my gold.”

When he ascended the steps of

the Blair porch Sydney was not in
sight. Lighting a cigarette, he
paced to and [ro, heavily, so she
would hear his footfalls The door
was open and a faint light shone
in the far room. But she did not
come out. He was about to call
when he heard quick steps on the
ground. He turned to sce Sydney
appear in the moonlight, coming
from the trail. His pulse leaped
again. Slowly she ascended to the
porch, leancd against the post,
panting. He approached her.

“Where you been?” he demand-
ed.

“I followed you,” she replied,
and the low. rich voice shook.

“Where?”

“Downtown. Never lost sight of
you for a moment.”

“Wal, I'll be dog-goned! Flat-
terin’, Sydney—but I don’t savv

“You may call it [lattering if
you like.”

“Where'd you follow me?”

“To Borden’s dance hall.”

“An then what?”

“I followed you in.”

“Sydney. what possessed you?—
That jointl To go in it!”

“I was possessed. yes, of several
things—the only one of which
need concern you is that I had a
determination to know.”

“Ah-huh. I'm some flabbergast-
ed. Wal”

“I went through to the dining-
room,” she continued hurriedly.
“Those girlsl 1 asked where Kal-
ispel Emerson had gone. They
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looked queer. But one ol them
laughed and said, ‘He’s gone back
to Nugget's room. Down the hall
—last on the right!"”

“Then—what?” gasped Kalispel.

“I ran out. On the way up the
street I thought I'd make a good
job of it. I went into all the—the
gambling places and asked for my
father. But he had not becn seen
in any one of them tonight. Oh,
I am so—so frightened.”

“Wal, you neednt be—about
him, anyway. 1 found him in
Flannigan's. He'll be home pron-
to.”

She murmured something in re-
lief. Kalispel threw away his
cigarette, in a slow, uncertain ges-
ture which betrayed the conlflict
of his thoughts.

“Miss Blair, your trailin® me
‘pears a powerful strange proceed-
in’,” he drawled. “What'd you do
it for?”

“I'd never tell you, but for the
fact that 1 must clear myself of
something brazen. When 1 met
you on the street with that—that—
with the girl called Nugget I was
so distressed and shamed that I
realized I had not utterly lost faith
in you—that in my heart I still
cared. Even your prompting her
to speak familiarly to Rand
Leavitt—even after he said she was
your sweetheart—even then I still
fought for you. Ob, it was hard to
kill. I had to be sure, so tonight I
followed you.”

“So Leavitt told you Nugget

was my sweetheart?”

“Yes, he did.”

“An’ that confirmed your sus-
picions?”

“It told me what a fool 1 was.
Sli]l 1 had to find out for mysell.

“An’ you believed I put Nugget
up to speakin’ intimate to Leav-
iz

“That was how he explained it
—and 1 believed.”

“Wal, for once you were right,”
replied lﬂhspcl coldly. 1 aid put
her up to it.

“How contemptible of you!” she
exclaimed hotly. “He is a gentle-
man. He is insulted.”

“Ah-huh. An’ you are perlectly
shore Leavitt is too much a gentle-
man—too far above us poor min-
ers—to have any interest in a girl
like Nugget?”

“Yes, I am. More than that—he
is too fine and clean to come to
me, if he had been with her—as
you have rdone.”

“An’ whatever decent lcelin®
you ever had for me is dead an’
gone?”

“Yes, thank God. You are a

strange mixture of chivalry and
baseness. You don’t know what
honor means. You have no mor-
als. You save me from a ruffian.
You make love to me and pull e
out of the river when I was
drowning. Then you kill an inno-
cent man and become a drunken
sot. Lastly you become transform-
ed, apparently. You win my
father. You win the miners to your
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side. You take up the hardest job
of all, to pack meat down to these
madmen who would starve before
they'd give up gold. And then all
the time, no doubt, you were go-
ing to—to the room of this Nug-
get. And worst of all you come to
me with her Kisses on your lips—"

In her denunciation Kalispel
grasped the undercurrent—the be-
trayal of her jealousy.

“Sydney, how do you know that
Nugget is not as good as the very
gold she’s named for?

Svdney gasped. “Do you im-
agine / am mad, 100" she cried
incredulously.

“Couldn’t a man—couldn’t I go
into  Nugget's bedroom without
having you think something
wrong?”

“No!” she replied violently.

“Suppose I told you she needed
a brother an’ I'd (ried to be one?
That she'd run off [rom home
when only a kid. an’ drifted into
this dance-hall business to carn a
livin'? "That someonc had to save
her [rom ruin—from dyin’ of drink
an’ violence—{rom men like these
brutal miners—an’ Borden—an'
Leauvit?”

She laughed in mocking aston-
ishment. “I'd think you a monu-
mental liar.”

“Wal, the funny
could prove it.”

“Kalispel, you lack a great deal,
and one thing is brains. Can’t you
see how—how cheap it is to inti-
mate that Leavitt— Oh, I wouldn’t

thing is—I

repeat itl”

“Shore I can see what I lack,”
he rejoined, in a storm of gather-
ing wrath. “One thing is common
sense. Another was to keep on lov-
in" a girl who failed in the big
things—faith, love. But whatever I
had for you, Sydney Blair, is as
dead as whatever you had for me.
An’ cold as ashes!”

Her passion spent, she backed
away from him to the porch rail.
He loomed over her, peering down
into the white face.

“All the same, I can prove my
innocence,” he went on. “I can
prove it two ways.”

“How can you? she whispered.

“Wal, I reckon this way suits—
he replied hoarsely,
and seized her in powerful, relent-
less arms,

Sydney struggled violently, but
in a moment she was in such a
vice-like clasp that she was unable
to move. He bent to kiss her, but
she twisted her [ace, this way and
that, so that his lips swept her
cheeks, her closed eyes, her hair.

“How—dare you?” she cried, in
fierce anger and dawning fright.
“Let me gol You shall suffer—for
this—"

Kalispel reached her lips with
his, ending her outcries, her
struggles. Suddenly she sank limp
on his breast. And he kissed her
with all the despairing passion of
his innocence, with the agony of
renunciation, with mad hunger for
what he knew was lost to him.
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When he released his hold she
sank upon the bench, drooping
and spent.

“There!” he said huskily. “I
reckon—that’s my proof. I couldn’t
be—villain enough to do that—if
1 was the—what you call me. An’
I'll never forgive you, Sydney
Blair.”

Kalispel wrestled himsell erect,
and at that juncture Blair came
staggering and panting up the
steps.

“Wal, old-timer, I see youre
drunk again,” rcmarked Kalispel,
stepping forward.

“Thai you—Emerson? No, I'm
not drunk. Where’s Syd:

“Here, Dad,” cried the girl, ris-
ing with her hands on the rail.
“Oh, you look so white!”

“Blair, where’d the blood come
from?” queried Kalispel sharply,
as he put his finger to a dark
splotch running down Blair’s face.

“1 won all—their gold,” panted
Blair heavily. “Stacks of it! And
1 was hurrying home with it all-
got beyond the camp—heard sieps
behind—men—three men—thev hit
me—ran off with the gold.”

*Ah-huh. Wal, this crack won't
kill you, but maybe it'll be a
lesson. Sydney, better wash an’ tie
it up.”

“Dad, 1 knew it would happen,”
faltered Sydney.

“Wal, I reckon some gun-play is
just what | need.” said Kalispel
and strode off the porch.

“Come back!” called the girl.

Kalispel did not even turn his
head. though her voice was like a
dragging weight.

“Oh, don't go! Kalispel!”

He walked on, his formidable
scll again, out into the weird
moonlight.

CHAPTER NINE
Baiting the Trap

EPTEMBER came
with its  frosty
mornings and pur-
ple - hazed  after-

. noons. Kalispel
) ‘t . spent  less  time

oL hunting game on
the heights, though meat brought
almost as high a price as gold It
had been incvitable that Jake
would retrogress. After he lost
hope of finding Sam’s body or
some clue of his having lelt the
valley. Jake seemed on the verge
of ruining all their chances. Kal-
ispel finally in desperation confid
ed in him, and that worked a
great change in the despondent
miner. He became amenable and
willingly set his hand to the task
of accumulating firewood for the
winter, no small need when the
snow began to fly.

Events had multiplied. Kalispel
did not watch for Sydney on her
porch any more, and when by ac-
cident he happened to sec her, he
sulfered a wrenching pang. Blair
had been laid up with his injury,
which had induced fever, and Kal-
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ispel thought that was a good
thing. He sent Jake with meat
and firewood to the cabin, and also
had his brother do what tasks and
errands Sydney would permit.
Miners with mediocre claims
were working like beavers to clean
up as much as possible and get out
before winter locked the valley.
This had been added incentive
to the small clique of bandits who
were operating in the diggings.
Kalispel had been unable to dis-
cover Blair's assailants, and had
come to the conclusion that they
were under the dominance of a
clever and resourceful leader.
While Kalispel was not hunting,
he haunted the town by day and

night, a somber, watchful man
who had become marked by the
populace.

One morning Kalispel had a
call from a miner who brought a
request for an interview from
Masters, the new sheriff. Kalispel
regarded that as something to ex-
pect and told the messenger he
would see the sheriff.

A liule later Masters approach-
ed leisurely. Kalispel had ncver
encountered the man at close
range. He was tall and lean, in
his shirt sleeves, without any star
on his vest, and walked with a
limp. He wore a huge black som-
brero that at a distance hid the
upper part of his sallow face, and
he packed one gun prominently
where it ought to be. Kalispel's
sharp eyes made sure he had

another inside his vest.

“Howdy, youngster,” he drawl-
cd, with the accent of a Texan.
“Shore am obliged to you for see-
in’ me.”

“Howdy, yoursclf,” replied Kal-
ispel as he met the other’s deep
gray cyes. One glance at them and
this man’s lined, quiet face told Kal-
ispel that he did not have to do
with another Lowrie. “You sort of
surpriscd me. A sheriff usually
don't ask to call.”

“Wal, I reckon he ought to, if
he happens to want 1o see a
youngster like you.”

“Ah-huh. That sounds friendly,
Masters.”

“I'd like to be friendly with
cverybody heahaboots. 1 didn’t
want the job, Kalispel. But since
thet rock busted my laig I can't
do hard work. I got a man workin"
my claim on shares. An’ I let the
miners elect me. There was some
opposition from the big mugs, but
thet didn’t keep me from bein’
elected.”

“Good thing for Thunder City,
I'd say,” rejoined Kalispel thought-
fully. “Who were the big mugs?”

“Wal, who'd you say? You've
been heah longer than me.”

“Masters, I'm a pretty blunt-
spoken fellow. Borden an” Leavitt,
with their backin’, run this camp.
An'’ if they didn’t want you elected
I don’t see how'n hell you ever

ot in.”

“Lowrie was their man, as you
know, an’ after you drove him out
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of town they moved to set up
Haskell. Do you know him?”

Kalispel grunted an affirmative.

“Wal, my Iriends canvassed the
diggin’s an’ got the jump on the
opposition. So I was nominared at
the meetin’, an’ elected, as you
must have heahed il you were
there.”

“No, sorry 1o say 1 mlssed that.
’d kind of enjoyed it.”
oungster, why'd
Lowrie out of camp"'

“What you want to know lor,
Sheriff?”

“Wal, I don't want thet
ou.”

Thus importuned, Kalispel told
him in full the details of his en-
tire association with Lowrie.

“An’ youd killed him if he'd
hung on heah?”

I shore would. That job ol his,
tryin’ to arrest my friend, Dick
Sloan, for no reason on earth ex-
cept that Sloan dragged the girl
Nugget out of Borden’s dive—that
soured me for good an’ all on Low-
rie.”

“What'd you have to do with
Sloan’s takin’ up the girl?”

“I bad a lot to do with it. They
love each other. Shes a good kid.
An’ Sloan means to marry her.”

“Wal, thet puts a different light
on the matter. Youngster, 1 don’t
mind tellin” you I like you. I'm
from Texas, an’ thet oughta ex-
plain. Youre in bad heah with
most of the miners an’ thought
wal of by the rest. I'm one of the

drive

you

against

Texas Rangers.

rest. You an” me ought to pull to-
gether.”

“By God! Mc pullin® with a
sherifl. About as funny as death!”

“There are sherifls an’ sherills.
I don’t need to tell vou thet Low-
rie was a four-flush. Ile couldn’t
have lasted a day i Texas. Wal,
outside of my likin' vou, there are
some good 1c1sons why I'd hate o
clash with you.”

“Masters, 1 can name one my-
sell.” replied Kalispel heartily. "1
just don’t want to clash with you.
Suppose vou name some of your
reasons.”

“Wal, youngster, I'll tell you
one, an’ il you stand for it we'll
shake on it. Then I'll tell you the
others.”

“Shoot, Texas!”

“I've scen twice the Irontier life
vou have, an” most of it spent with
a harder shootin’ outfit than vou
ever met up with. When [ was yore
age I rode for McNclly an his
Later 1 rimed
with gun-fighters like King Fisher,
Wess Hardin'. an’ others of thet

_Texas ilk. Wal, the point of all

this is thet if you an” me clashed
heah, I'd pretty shore beat you to
a gun.”

“How do you know?"

“Wal, it stands to reason. An’
besides, 1 seen you draw on Selby.”

“Masters, you can bet I'm not
askin’ 10 put it to a test. An’ here’s
my hand on that.”

“An’ heah’s mine, youngster,”
drawled the Texan with satislac-
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tion.

“All right. I'm lucky for once.
Now give me another reason for
not wantin’ to lay me out cold.”

“I dont like Leavitt.”

Kalispel made one of his swift
passionate geswres. “Ha! Go on.
You're the most interestin’ sheriff
I ever met.”

“Wal, another is I dont like
Borden.”

*“Ah-huh. I reckon one more will
about do me.”

“I don’t like the rumor thet's
spreadin’ heah.”

“What rumor?” flashed Kalispel.

“Thet yore one of these ban-
dits who are holdin’ up the min-
ers.”

Kalispel leaped up with a curse.
“Masters, this is the last strawl
An’ what'n hell did you tell me
for—if you want me to be a law-
abidin’ citizen?”

“Set down again, youngster.
You shore air hot-haided,” replied
the Texan. “Listen. I made up my
mind since I been heah with you
thet you have been lied aboot. I
had a hunch before I came, but
wasn't shore. Give me the straight
of this camp gossip aboot the
Emerson claim to Leavitt’s prop-
erty. On yore honor, youngster.
This is shore a critical time in
yore life. Now come clean an’
straight.”

Whereupon Kalispel, stirred to
his depths, related in detail, hold-
ing to absolute facts, the discovery
of the valley, of the placer gold,

of the quartz vein, and the events
following, up to Jake’s return and
the trial.

The Texan nodded pondering-
ly, pulling at his long drooping
mustache. “Youngster, I believe
you. Leavitt has jumped yore
claim. But it's just as possible thet
yore brother Sam was gone as it is
thet he was heah.” .

“That alone has kept me from
drawin’ on Leavitt.”

“Wal, it's aboot all cleared up
in my mind. Thet's the status of
one Kalispel Emerson. How'd you
come to fetch Blair an’ his daugh-
ter in heah? I heahed talk aboot
thet too—not to yore credit.”

“I happened to meet them in
Salmon. Pritchard an’ his outfit
had got on the scent. An’ Borden
got after the girl. He busted into
her room an’ I threw him out.
Wal, I got acquainted with the
Blairs. They jumped at the idea
of goin’ with me to my gold pros-
pect. So I fetched them—an’ fell
good an’ deep in love with Sydney
—the girl—on the way in. On get-
tin’ here I was so wild to find a
stampede on, an’ Leavitt holdin®
our claim, that I busted loose. Shot
Selback an’ got drunk. When I
came to, Leavitt had played up to
the Blairs an’ ruined my chance
of winnin' back Sydney's confi-
dence.”

“So thet’s the story? Did the girl
care for you?”

“Yes, she did. I reckon she might
have loved me in time,” replied
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Kalispel. “But things have gone
from bad to worse. Leavitt has it
all his way now. She might be
damn’ lool enough to marry him
—unless 1-"

“You've shore split on Leavitt,”
interposed Masters. “Stands to
yore credit thet you haven't bored
him.”

“I've shore wanted to.”

“Wait, youngster. Heah's an’
idee Suppose we work some slick
deal on the town. For a spell you
an’ me will become open enemies,
always lookin’ to meet an’ shoot it
oot. Only we won't. I'll furnish
you some bags ol gold dust. An
you start roarin’ around camp,
pretendin’ to be drunk, thet you
struck a big claim. Anythin’ to
show the gold an’ brag. Then
bandits will trail you up, it they
think you're drunk enough. But
you hold them up. An’ thet way
we might round up these robbers.”

“Hal We might round up
more’n you gamble on. Masters,
I'm your man.”

“Good! I'll slip up heah after
dark tonight. Suppose you point
out the Blair cabin. I'll drop in
on them.”

Kalispe! did so, and experi-
enced again that blade in his heart
for Sydney was on the porch.

*There’s Sydney now. She’ll see
you've been here.”

“Wal, I'll tell her | was makin’
a missionary call on you, but all
in vain. Thet you cussed me oot,
swore you'd draw on me at sight,

thet you are a discouraged boy
goin’ 1o hell.”
“Aw!” groaned Kalispel.
“Youngster, the way I'll say it
ought to wring tears from thet

irl.

All right. An’ say, Masters,
while youre callin’ on people
don’t pass up Dick Sloan an’ Nug-
get. You'll love them, by gosh! In-
quire down by the bridge, on the
other side.”

Next day Kalispel took Jake
with him to the big high basin
over the south slope and packed
down the meat of two clk. A herd
of several hundred had come into
the basin, which ecvidently was
their winter abode.

“Jake, 1 got a great idee,” an-
nounced Kalispel.

“Idees are great when they are
great,” replied Jake.

“Soon as it gets cold enough to
freeze meat hard we’ll come up
here an’ slaughter a hundred of
these elk, drag them over to the
rim above the valley, an’ hang
them up in that heavy growth of
firs. Meatmarket for the winter.”

Jake did not express any rap-
ture over this very creditable
plan; however, when Kalispel con-
fided the ruse Masters had suggest-
ed as a clever means to identify
the bandits and possibly to learn
something more, then Jake show-
ed how sparks could be struck
from flint.

That afternoon Kalispel stroll-
ed down to Sloan’s tent. Belore
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he mounted the steps of the spa-
cious. canvas-topped dwelling he
heard Dick’s deep, pleasant voice
and Nugget's silvery laughter.

“Hey,” he called, “I'm invitin’
myself to supper.”

“Come in, you life-savin’ hom-
bre,” called Dick gladly.

“Oh, it's Kal” cried a high
treble voice. And Kalispel found
himself being leaped upon and
kissed by what appeared to be a
lovely, little, rosy-faced, golden-
haired boy in blue jeans. “Where
have you been for so long?

“Folks, I've been plottin’ mur-
der,” replied Kalispel.

“We been hearin’ things. I was
goin’ to hunt you up tonight. But
thet new sherilf dropped in yester-
day alternoon. He was darned nice
to me an’ Ruth, but he shook his
buzzard head doubtful about
ou.”

“Kal, we hated him for that,”
added Nugget. “Have they put
him against you?”

“Say—dog-gone! You look just
like peaches an’ cream,” rejoined
Kalispel, suddenly realizing the
girl's wonderful improvement. Her
face had lost its pallor: the hol-
low cheeks had filled out; the red
lips that had been bitter were now
sweet; the blue eyes no longer
windows of havoc. She was very
happy.

“Nugget, you always was pret-
ty, but, gosh!-Why, now you're
lovelyl”

“Not Nugget any more, not even

to you. Ruth.”

“All right, then it's Ruth. Dog-
gone! If I'd had a hunch you was
goin’. to turn out happy an' beau-
tiful like this, I'd shore grabbed
you for myself.”

“Kall” cried the girl, startled.

“I shore love you heaps, Ruth.”

“Hey, stop makin’ up to my
girl,” ordered Sloan.

“Kalispel, how is it with you
and Sydney?” she asked.

“It’s not at all.”

“I'm going to call on that girl
some day,” declared Ruth.

“I sce her with Leavitt,” inter-
posed Dick gravely. “Doesn’t
strike me right.”

“It's rotten, if you ask me,”
burst out Ruth. “Won’t somebody
tell her the truth about Rand
Leavit?”

“That's up to one of us. No-
body but you an’ me an* Kal
know. An’ tellin’ her what Leavitt
really is—if she believes—will be
damn’ serious for us. He an’
Borden have gotten thick.”

“Kal, Cliff Borden has been
here to' see me twice, while Dick
was out on his claim,” said Ruth.

“Ah-huh. Wal, what of it?”

“First time he tried being per-

suasive. He wanted me back.
Made me extravagant offers.
Seemed to he struck with the

change in me. Tried to make love
to mel He laughed when I told
him Dick and I were not living to-
gether. And he got sore when I
told him I intended to marry Dick.
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He stamped out, saying he’'d see
me soon. Day before yesterday he
came again. He was different. He
threatened me. I called him every
bad name I ever heard and drove
him out. But I am worried, Kalis-

“What'll we do?” queried Sloan
anxiously.

“I reckon you better leave it to
me,” replied Kalispel.

“Then 1 won't worry,” declar-
ed Ruth. “This Thunder City is
not the bloodiest camp 1 ever saw,
by far. But it's low-down and
mean. 1 can’t cope with these
men. Neither can Dick. But you
can, Kalispel. And I, who haven't
prayed since I was little, am thank-
ing God for you. That's all. You
talk with Dick while I get sup-
per.”

Kalispel went outside with
Sloan, and they walked up and
down.

“Ruth saw through Masters,”
said Sloan. “He's not as unfriend-
ly toward you as he wants it to
look.”

“Dick, that Texan is a an to
tie to. I should smile he is not un-
friendly. But you an’ Nug—Ruth
keep this to yourselves. Masters
wants me to make a bluff at bein’
drunk, an’ go round flushed with
gold—which he staked me to—an’
get some of these bandits to hold
me up.”

“You don’t sayl” exclaimed
Sloan. “Will you risk it?”

“Shore looks good to me.”

“Icll
Blair.”

“I couldn’t be hurt no worse
with her.”

“Ruth seems to think you've got
a chance there. Don’t ruin it by
becomin” a rowdy.”

“Sort of tickles me. She’s goin’
to be the foolcdest girl some day.”

“Kal, you can't let her marry
that cheat of a Leavitt,” declared
Sloan hotly. “Even if you didn't
love her! Ruth told me. An’ if I
was a shootin’ man, believe me,
I'd go after Leavitt.”

“Take care you don’t shoot off
vour chin,” advised Kalispel.
“Ruth knows too much an’ talks
too much. She’s got nerve. But
Borden an’ Leavitt have a
strangle hold on this camp. They
can ruin you. An’ if I kill them
before I can show them up, two-
thirds of the diggin’s will rise up
to hang me. An" I'll lose my
chance to find out if Leavitt real-
ly made 'way with Sam.”

“You bet he did,” cracked out
Dick. “Ruth told me. She swears
i”

“Hell you sayl”

“Yes, the hell I say. She knows,
but she can’t"prove it.”

“How could she know an’ not
be able to prove it?”

“She says it's a little ot what
she heard an’ a lot that she felt.”

“Wal, that wouldn't go far in a
court, unless what she heard was
important.”

“We take

hurt you with Sydney

her word. I'll bet
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Masters would, too. But nobody
elsc would take stock in what a
dance-hall gl swore to. That’s
the weakness of the case.”

Kalispel  admitted it.  Leavitt
had Boise mining men interested
in the quartz lode. To get posscs:
sion of the property by force seem-
ed impossible, and any other way
began to loom as a forlorn hope.
Kalispel divined that the day was
not far distant when he would
abandon that hope. In this event
all he wanted was a short meeting
with Rand Leavitt.

That night Kalispel went on his
pretended sprec. He staggered in-
to every saloon on the street,
smelling of rum, inviting all idlers
to drink with him, yet contriving
not to drink himsell. Everywhere
he displayed a big bag of gold
nuggets. The invitations to gam-
ble were as numerous as the
gamblers.

“Ump-umm. No time—gamble,”
he would reply. “Wanta drink—
an’ shoot thish town up. I'm bad
hombre—I am—an’ lookin’ fer
trouble. Gonna shoot daylights
outa dansh-shall fellar—an’ lousy
claim-jumper.”

He created a sensation every-
where. Word flew from lip to lip:
“Kalispel Emerson on the ram-
page!” The roar subsided when he
entered, pale-faced, maudlin, stag-
gering, with a bag of gold in his
left hand; the chairs scraped or
fell over or the players left them;
the crowded bars turned a sea of

faces; the throng split to let him
through and mixed together again
to follow him out into the street.
He broke up the dance at Bor-
den’s hall and shot out the lights.
Lastly he weaved from side to side
up the center of the street, singing
a range drinking song, and thus on
outside ot town. But that night the
ruse did not work, and he arriv-
ed at his cabin tired out and dis-
gusted.

Next morning he saw the sun-
rise from the rim of the south
slope.

Kalispel’s bad moods might
start out with him, or like giants
stalk behind him on the trail, but
they never lasted. When, on this
day, he gained real solitude, his
morbid thoughts began, one by
one, to drop away like scales. The
labor of climbing high, the smell
of pine and fir, the intimacy of the
old gray cliffs, the melancholy
twittering of birds on their way
south, and the low song of insects
bewailing the death of summer,
the color and wildness ol the
ledges, the freedom of the
heights, the wild life that ranged
before his gaze—these and all the
phases of nature, increasingly more
satisfying as the days multiplied,
began to soften defeat and heart-
break, and the evil of the sordid,
greedy camp below.

Kalispel led his pack burros
back to the edge of the basin
where he hunted, and tying them
to saplings, he began his stalk.
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CHAPTER TEN

Murder
ATE that night in
the fitful flare of

Kalispel's camp fire,
Blair appearcd like
a man who was
atraid ol his shad-
ow. He was sober,
apparently  laboring  under
great stress “Leavitt and Svdney
—have been haranguing me. Made
my life—hell-lately. I didn’t want
them to see me coming here—so
waited tjll dark.”

“It’s long alter dark. old scout,”
replied. Kalispel, scrutinizing the
other’s haggard tace. “What's on
your chest>”

“I'm a ruined man.”

“Wal, that's nothin’. I've been
ruined a lot of times.”

“You're young and you dont
care a damn for anything or any-
body.

“Shore. But you can do like me.
Get up an’ go on!”

“I can’t. This gold digging was
all right for me when I had some
results and didn’t work too hard.
But that’s finished. The gambling
is worse. I'm a fool. I had twenty
thousand dollars when we got
here. All gonel”

“Whew! twenty thousand? My
gosh, man, you have drank an’
gambled all that away?”

“No, not by any means. 1
bought two claims, you know.
Then I had ten thousand hidden

but
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in the cabin. The rest went for our

living. and my—'
“Wal, that's different,” inter-
ruped  Kalispel.  “You're not

ruined if vou've got ten thousand.”

“1 haven't got it. Stolen out of
the cabin! It was in a big leather
wallet, hidden in a chink between
two logs, high up where I thought
nobody could locate it. But somc-
body did. Sydney left the cabin
open. She went downtown with
Leavitt. That was the night you
got drunk and went raving around
town.”

“Yeah, 1 did sort of slop over,
drawled Kalispel. “Il Sydney went
downtown I reckon she saw me.”

“Did she? Well, I guess she did.
She quarrcled with Leaviu. and
later with me.

“She was in a passion. It struck
me she was madder about your
break than she was at the loss of
our money.”

“Humph!" ejaculated Kalispcl,
in a quandary. “I reckon you're
barkin’ up the wrong trce, Blair.”

“I always have done that,” re-
wrned the older man plaintively.
“But I still have ears. I can hear.
And I heard Sydney lacing it into
Leavitt about yow. Evidently he
had been blackguarding you, and
she, like a woman, roasted him for
it when it was true. Later she did
the same to me. I haven't any 1act.
I'm testy, anyway, these days. And
when 1 said, ‘If you cared so much
about Kal, why in hell did you
let him go to the dogs. 1 thought
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she .was going to tear my hair
out.”

“Wal, I'm a son-of-a-gunl” ex-
claimed Kalispel.

“Sydney ended it by swearing
she despised you—that if I ever
spoke to you again she’d leave me
—and that for her you were dead.”

Kalispel sat mute.

“But to come back to the
money,” went on Blair. “I didn’t
dare mention to Sydney that I
wouldn’t put it beyond Leavitt to
steal. I haven't a leg to stand on,
Kal. And I ought to be ashamed.
All the same, I'll be damned if 1
don't believe he might have stolen
it. No one clse has been there—
at least indoors.”

“Wal, there are two more men
in camp who'd back you up. Jake
an’ me,” declared Kalispel. “But
that's far-fetched, Blair.”

“Maybe. I'm linding out a good
deal. Lecavitt has only a quarter
share in that quartz mine. He had
to give the other shares to mining
men of Boise to back the deal. He
told Sydney that they had taken
out about three hundred thousand
dollars. Also that lately the vein
panned out on solid granite. The
engineer who was here claimed
they’d strike the quartz again, but
it would be necessary to pack in
and install a hundred-ton stamp
mill. At enormous expense, Leav-
itt doesn’t believe the mine is
worth it. And he confided further
to Sydney that he'd be leaving
Thunder City by spring. Wants

her to go out with him and marry
him. All of which he asked her to
keep strictly secret.”

“Queer deal from. the start,”
muttered Kalispel. “But Leavitt
is a deep lyin’ hombre.”

“Why would he want it kept
secret? That about the quartz vein
failing in solid granite is bound to
leak out.”

“I reckon these minin’ men are
all close-mouthed. Maybe Leavitt
has other irons in the fire here.
For instance, he's a pardner of
Borden in that saloon an’ dance
hall.”

“Well, it's a sickening mess. 1
have failed, my girl is drilting,
and you have gone back to your
old habits. You'll break out pres-
ently and get shot or hanged.
Then we won't have a [riend.”

“Wal, you could count on Leav-
itt,” replied Kalispel with a sar-
casm he was far from feeling.

“I've fallen low cnough with-
out accepting charity from him.”

“Hell, man! He sold you worth-

less claims—planted claims—at
enormous prices. Borrow from
him.”

You said that about planted
claims before. You mean he had
gold dust stuffed in the sand and
gravel so that it'd look like a
natural deposit?”

“Shore, that trick is as old as
minin® gold.”

“There have been several other
claims which panned out the same
way, and every single one of them
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was bought by men who didn’t get
here early in the stampede.”

“More damnin’ evidence.”

“Then—there’s no redress,” said
Blair with finality.

“Nothin" but red blood,” re-
plied Kalispel.

Blair got up to slink away, bent
and plodding, like a man over-
burdened.

“Tell Sydney I'll be droppin’ in
on you pronto,” called Kalispel.
“An don't you be surpriscd at any-
thin" "

Blair went on mumbling to him-
self. Then Kalispel set about mak
ing himsell as dishevelled and
drunken-looking as was possible,
in accordance with the part he
had to act. He meant to make the
best of it and thought that il he
did get to see Sydney, it would be
an adventure.

The porch of the Blair cabin
was dark and the door was closed
Kalispel espied a crack of light
and stumbled up the steps, pufling
like a porpoise, and staggered to
the door.

“Ushed be—door round some-
place,” he grumbled. After fum
bling around he knocked loudly.
The door opened swiftly enough
to make him suspicious that Syd-
ney, who opened it, had heard
him before he knocked. She
looked like an outraged queen, yet
intensely curious. Kalispel lunged
in, pushing her aside. The room
was bright with lamp and fire,
very colorful and cosy. Blair sat

staring in astonishment.

“Howdce, Blair,” said Kalispel,
wiping  his  nose shecpishly.
“Where is that lovely dotter of
you
“She let you in,” replicd Blair,
and suddenly he averted his face
to hide a smile.

“Ish that you, Syd?” asked Kalis-
pel turning to the girl.

“Get out of here.” she ordered,
anger, disgust, and sorrow ex-
pressive in face and voice.

“Jush wanta tell you—ain't gon-
na drink no morc—turnin’ over
new leal—an’ I'm comin’ back to
you.”

“You are not.”

“Aw, Syd, be rcasonable,” he
begged, reaching for her with un-
steady hands. She avoided him.
“You ushed to be—turrible fond
of me.”

“Yes, to my shame and regret,”
she retorted hotly. Yet he fascinat-
ed her.

Suddenly Kalispel ventured a
dramatic  transformation.  “Say,
girl—this talk buzzin® round. You
ain't lewin® this fellar Leavitt
make up to you?”

“That’s none of your business,
Mr. Emerson. But I am.”

“Should  think you’d be
ashamed.”

“Well, I'm not. Why should I
be? Rand Leavitt is—is all that you
are not.”

“By gosh, lady, you shore said
it! Haw! Haw! Bad hombre as I
am 1 wouldn’t be low-down
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enough to make love to you—an’
then go straight to them dance-
hall ¢ exclimed Kalispel.

“Oh, you liar! Get out! I will
not listen to vour insulting him
in my own home.”

“I'm gouna kil him!” hissed
Kalispel.

“Maybc you are,” she returned
bravcly, though she shrank visibly.
“I am not so scared about that as
1 was. You're pretty much of a
blowhard. And if what I hear is
true, you will be arrested before
you can do this mischief.”

That siopped Kalispel. There
was no sense in acting with this
girl. You had to stand for what
you actually were or be made out
a fool. He wiped his wet face and
brushed up his dishevelled hair,
and swiftly dropping his role, he
transfixed her with a gaze no drunk-
en man could have.managed.

“Miss Blair,” he said in a voice
like a bell, making her a mocking
bow. “I am shore indebted to a
little trick to find out just what
you think of me. An’ I'll say that
I'm as disappointed in you as you
are in me. I thought you a won-
derful fine girl, too wise to be
made a fool of, too loyal to go back
on your friends. But you're just
ordinary, after all. You've been
easy for this lyin’ villain, Leavitt.
Ir'd serve you right if I let him go
on an’ ruin you as he has ruined
your father. Maybe I will. An’ as
for insult, you can take this for
yours to me.”

And he slapped her face, not
brutally, nor yet genty. She
gasped and swayed back, her hand
going to the red mark across cheek
and mouth, and her eyes widen-
ing with horror, fury, and utter
incredulous amazement.

Kalispel stepped out, slamming
the door behind him. In all his
life he had never known such pas-
sion as had just waved over him.

"Oh, Daddy—he—he wasn’t
drunk!” Sydney cried wildly, in-
side the cabin. *He wasn't drunk!
Yet he struck me. I don't under-
stand. There’s something—wrong—
terribly wrong! Oh, his eyesl He
will kill Rand! He will. I saw
that. What can I do?”

“Daughter, it strikes me you
can’t do anything,” Kalispel heard
Blair answer. “Least of all save
that rotten Leavitt’s life. Not from
this Kalispel boyl And I wouldn't
raise my finger to avert it.”

“Oh, ird be awful—if
hanged him!”

Kalispel passed down the steps
out of hearing. What he had
heard blew out his passion like a
storm wind does a candle, and he
went out into the open.

For a long time he sat on a log
in the darkness. Then he returned
to his cabin and changed his boots
for crude moccasins he had re-
cently made. Passing by Blair’s
cabin, he listened under the light-
ed windows. Someone was moving
about within, but evidently the
Blairs did not have company.

they
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Kalispel decided upon a ven-
wre he had long cogitated—and
that was to track Leavitt relent
lessly, like an Indian bent upon
revenge. He knew that there was
always a guard on duty at the
quartz mine, the shafied opening
of which was only a step from
Leavitt’s cabin If occasion re-
quired, Kulispel could overpower
the guard. but what he wanted
was to act with caution until he
would be rewarded by something
to substantiate his suspicion that
Leavitt was leaning toward a
career like Henry Plummer, who,
most notorious of all prominent
officials of a frontier mining town,
had all the time been the leader
of the most desperate and murder-
ous band ever hanged on the {ron-
tier.

Kalispel made his way across
the boulder-strewn bench to the
edge of the bare slope, and step
by step he proceeded until stop-
ped by a high barbed-wire fence
which surrounded Leavitt’s claim.
Following the fence, he rounded
the corner. Huge piles of boulders,
cleared off the claim, aflorded am-
ple cover lor him to approach the
cabin. At length he passed the
claim fence and faced the open.
Leavitt’s big cabin sat apart with
bright flares streaming from the
door and window. Slow footfalls
sounded on the porch; voices came
from inside; the black shadow ol
a man barred the light.

Kalispel sank behind a boulder

to listen and watch and decide
upon further action. He could not
distinguish what was being said in-
side that cabin. It would be neces-
sary for him to get a position under
the window. That seemed impos-
sible in view of the fact that the
guard patrolled the porch and the
space in {ront of the claim. Kalis-
pel watched for a long time, dur-
ing which the guard left the porch
twice to pass between Kalispel and
the fence.

Waiting until the guard passed
a third time, Kalispel crawled
from his covert and wormed his
way across the open ground. He
had just crossed the space when
by one of the chances that rule
events the guard turned back oft
the porch. Kalispel sank, silently
flattening himsell to the earth.
The guard passed within 10 feet
of where Kalispel lay and went on
toward the end of his beat. Kalis-
pel glided to the cabin and a point
under the lighted window. When
he got beyond the outflaring ray
of lamplight he cautiouslv rose to
his feet.

“Mac,” came in Leavitt’s voice,
“tell Leslic 10 keep ofl of the
porch.”

Heavy footsteps followed this

order.

“Clif, 1 don’t like this man
Masters. To hell with Texans,
anyway,” went on Leavitt, pound-
ing a table with his fist.

Kalispel quivered. Borden and
Leavitt together there in the cab
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inl

“Well, he’s alter that damned
meddling  gun-slinger,” replied
Borden.

“Bah! How much is he after
him?” retorted Leavitt. “The in-
fernal cowboy has got us all buf-
faloed. It was he who took Nug-
get away. I'll bet as much for his
own pleasure as for that fellow,
Sloan. Have you seen Nugget
again?”

“Yes. No good. She’s brimstone
and steel, that kid. Once off the
drink, she can’t be handled.”

“Well, let her go,” returned
Leavitt roughly. “I'm through,
Sydney has said a couple of queer
things to me lately. She’s heard
gossip. Or maybe Emerson put
something in Blair’s head. He's
got leery of me.”

“All the better. You can’t be
saddled with him, girl or no girl.
I'll gamble there’s no more to be
squeezed from him.”

“We’d better let Nugget alone,”
rejoined Leavitt evasively. “I'm
through. And if you know when
youre well off, you'll do the
same.” )

“Helll Rand, the fact is I didn’t
know I was stuck on the girl. May-
be I wasn't till she left. But you
should see her now. She’s got your
proud, dark-eyed beauty beaten to
a frazzle. And I'm going to get her
back to the place.”

“Look here. It's not good busi-
ness. I'm reminding you that I
have a half share in your place.

No kick coming as to returns. It's
a gold mine. But don’t press this
case of yours over Nugget.”

“I'll have her back,” clipped out
Borden.

“How?"
“I've thought of a way, all
right.”

“Risky. You've not a safe man
to deal with, Borden. You might
do away with Emerson without
risk. But if you did the same by
Sloan, it'd stir up the miners.
They've stood for the holdups
pretty reasonable. Plenty of gold
dust. If you go to killing some of
them, though, you look out.”

“I won't take your advice,” re-
plied Borden sullenly.

“Why not? 1 tell you, damn
your stupidity, that Emerson will
kill you. Lowrie told me you had
clashed with Emerson before be-
cause of Sydney. Why won’t you
listen to me?”

“You run your own affairs. I'll
run mine.”

“I see. We're not making as
good a team as I thought we'd
make.”

“Leavitt, excuse me for being
blunt,” returned the other hotly.
“But you seem to be whole hog
or none. I had a hunch you
were head of this holdup gang
and-"
on't talk so loud, you fooll”
rejoined Leavitt in a voice like
the clink of cold metal. “You've
hinted that before. Don’t do it
again.”
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“Well, here arc the cards on the
table,” returned Borden insolent-
ly. “You are pretty smart, but you
don't know it all. Your right-hand
man, Charlie March, loosens up a
bit in his cups. And he told Sadie
and Sadie told me.”

There [ollowed a pregnant si-
lence. Kalispel heard the soft tap-
ping of pencil or some hard in-
strument on the table inside

“Whart?” asked Leavitt coolly.

“That your quartz vein was
done. That you're sore because
your partners got most of the gold
dug. That talk of a hundred-ton
stamp mill was a blufl. That you
meant to clean up here by spring
and then leave.”

“All of which is true, Borden.
This. place will soon be played
out. I got a—rather unsale start
for me. I'm sorry, because there’s
plenty of placer gold yet, and no
doubt more quartz veins to be
opened.”

“Thanks,”
gruffly.

At this juncture Kalispel heard
men talking in front. They were
walking up and down, directly
across the only avenue by which
he could escape. The cabin stood
against the slope which could not
be scaled.

“Borden, you're skating on thin-
ner ice here than any man in the
camp. Once more I tell you. Don't
trust this Masters. Lay off Nugget.
Keep out of Emerson’s way.”

“Suppose 1 won't take your ad-

returned  Borden

vice?”

“Then we split. Amicably, ol
course. You can pay me what you
think square for my interest in
your place.”

“All right, I'll think it over,”
concluded Borden, and stamped
out. Kalispel heard his heavy
boots crunching the gravel. Then
came the scrape of Leavitt’s chair
and the measured trcad of a man
locked in thought. This continued
until the cabin was entered by
the man who had gone out to see
the guard.

“Mac, shut the.door,” ordered
Leavitt suddenly.

“Boss, what's up?” inquired the
other complying with the order.

“March has been gabbing.”

“You don't—sayl” gasped Mac
in a sibilant whisper.

“1 always distrusted Charlie
where a combination of women
and liquor could get to him. We
can’t risk any more, Mac. Where
will he be now?”

“With the girl Sadie, shore.”

“All right. You and Struthers
slip round to Borden’s by the back
way. Hide by that side door. It's
dark there, you know. When he
comes out, let him have it. And
rob him! Savvy? Everybody knows
he’s my right-hand man.”

“I savvy, boss. Not a bad idee,”
replied the other in a hoarse whis-
per, and he left the room and
cabin with no uncertain steps.

Kalispel leaned sweating and
shaking against the cabin wall.
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He had the thing in a nutshell.
How raw and simple, after alll
He bauled again with a tempta-
tion to hold up Leavitt and take
him down to Masters. Suddenly it
occurred to him to intercept Lea-
vit's men  before they accom-
plished their work, and better, to
get to Charlie March first. If he
could convince March of this plot
against him, he might make an
ally out of that worthy. Kalispel
decided on the attempt.

When it came to getting away
unseen, however, Kalispel encoun-
tered difficulty. The guard hung
close to the cabin. And another,
who came to relieve him, offered
no opportunity until Leavitt
called the man in. Quickly Kal-
ispel glided away in the dark-
ness.

Once on the noisy, glaring
street he strode rapidly down-
town. An unusually large crowd
stood in front of Borden’s resort.
Kalispel had not before beheld so
many persons grouped in that at-
titude of singular suggestiveness,
but he had seen many a knot of
somber men, heads together, talk-
ing low, with that unmistakable
air of fatality about them.

“What's  happened?” queried
Kalispel of the nearest men.

“Some fellar shot, comin’ out
of the bird cage,” was the reply.

“Killed?”

“Yes, an’ robbed, too.”

“Who was he?”

“Nobody seems to know.”

Kalispel mingled with the crowd
and was not long in discerning
the quality of its temper.

“Men, thet's carryin’ this hold-
up game too far,” said one.

“First shootin’, an’ ought to be

‘the last,” replied another.

“Hell, if this keeps on it won't
be safe to come out after dark.”

“Wal, what we want hyar is a
vigilante organization.”

Masters came out of the hall
with several men.

“Sheriff, did you identify him?”
asked a bystander.

“Yes. It's Charlie March, fore-
man at Leavitt’s mine.”

“March!  That'll shore make
Leavitt hoppin’ mad.”

“Reckon he didn’ know thet
March was hell on likker an’ wim-
men.”

Masters, moving into the less
crowded street, encountered Kal-
ispel. “Howdy thar, cowboy,” he
called in a voice markedly louder
than his usual drawl. “Was you
heahaboots when this shootin’
came off?”

“Just got here, Sheriff,” replied
Kalispel not amiably. He did not
relish attention being focused up-
on him at that moment.

“I heahed you was always
around where there was dancin’
an’ fightin'—an’ holdups.”

Kalispel was dumbfounded.
“Wal, Sheriff,” he retorted bit-
ingly, “When 1 am around
such—usually the right mian gets
shot.”
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CHAPTER ELEVEN
Leavitt’s Cache

HE crisp cool weath-

warm  threatening
. spell that accord-
0 i ing to Jake would
end sooner or later
E‘Q) in the equinoctial
storms. The wholesale killing of
elk for meat storage was not ad-
visable until frost came again.

Discouraged and defeated gold
seckers took advantage of the mild
days to leave the valley. The wind-
ing trail was now seldom vacant
of pack animals and plodding
men leaving without regret the El
Dorado that had not glittered for
them.

Kalispel noted, however, that
none of the parasites left the val-
ley. They would stay on, intensi-
fying their leechlike endeavors
upon the diminishing throng of
miners. The next phase of Thun-
der City, therefore, could be ex-
pected to increase the activity of
those who preyed upon the dig-
gers.

Blair made it known to Kalis-
pel that he had tried in vain to
sell his claims back to Leavitt for
merely enough to hire some
freighter to pack 'him and Sydney
out of the valley.

Kalispel made no comment.

“How are you fixed for sup-
plies?” asked Blair as il forced.

“Can let you have flour, bacon,

coffee. sali, some tinned fruit, but
no sugar,” replied Kalispel.
“Help me pack it down to my
cabin. There’ll be hell,” went on
Blair desperately. “I swore I'd
starve before I'd cat any food that
came through Leavitt. And Syd-
new swears she’ll leave me if I get
any from you.”
“Ah-huh. Where would she go?”
“Once she said she’d go to Lea-
vitt. And again that she’d become
a dance-hall gi
“Bluff. Let’s call her.”
Wherewith they packed the sup-
plies down to Blair's cabin. Syd-
ney stood silent upon the porch
waiching them carry in the goods.
She had grown thinner, her bloom
had faded, and her large eyes were
all the more wonderful for their
tragic pride and scorn. Kalispel
felt his heart soften. If she had
really loved him, only a little, he
could have forgiven her incom-
prehensible affair with Leavitt.
“Sydney, do you want to leave
here?” he asked abruptly, as al-
ways carried away by her pres-
ence.

“Yes.”

“I'll get some money some:-
where.”

“Somewherel” she echoed scorn-
fully.”

“By gumblin’ or borrowin’
from Nugget or even holdin’ up a
miner,” replied Kalispel, driven
to strengthen her miserable esti-
mate of him.

She gazed at him in horror and
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wonder. Her woman’s intuition
detected some insincerity about
him, something baffling that re-
pelled as well as fascinated her.

“Once more, Sydney, an’ the
last time, for your father's sake,
for yours—for your honor an’
more than life—give up this man
Leavitt.”

“Why?”

“*He’s not what he seems.”

“All men are liars.”

“Ump-umm. Not me, Sydney
Blair. I might lie to tease you or
keep you from bein’ hurt, but I
wouldn’t tell you a black lie to
save my life.”

“You lied about your little Nug-
get,” she returned in a hot pas-
sion that would have betrayed
jealousy but for his hopelessness.
“You rescued her for your friend
—from the vile dance hall. How
noble! How chivalrous! Yes. But
to share her with—"

“Never mind more of that. One
word about Leavitt. Yes or no.”

“No,” she cried violently. “And
if you come here tonight a little
before eight—and conceal your-
self there—you shall see him kiss
me.”

“Sydney!”

“I have not yet. But tonight 1
shall. That will end this farce.
Brutal as you are, you could hard-
ly murder him in my arms.”

“I'll come—I'll be here,” whis-
pered Kalispel, spent and shaking.
“An’ if you let that villain have
you—God help him—an’ mel”

Kalispel long before the ap-
pointed hour, hid in the dark
shadow of the large rock upon
which one end of the Blair porch
resied. He leaned there, sick, des-
perate.

Blair left the cabin early, grum-
bling as usual, and disappeared in
the blackness. Clouds obscured
the stars and the air was warn
Nighthawks swept overhead utte)
ing melancholy cries; a woll
mourned from the heights; and
the stream murmured on as if
weary of its endless task.

After a time, Kalispel's sens:
tive ear caught the beat of rapid
footsteps coming along the trail.
They sounded like the steps of a
formidable man who would be
hard to turn aside. And they came
directly toward Blair’s cabin.

Kalispel leaned out to see a tall,
dark form leap up on the porch.
Leavitt!

“Hello, Sydney,” called Leavitt
in a low, eager voice as he knocked
at the open door.

“Randl There you are. Late
again!” replied Sydney. “It is
after eight.”

Kalispel gaped in amazement.
Sydney's reply did not seem natur-
al. But, he corrected, what did he
know about the many sides of a
woman?

“I'm—sorry,” replied Leavitt,
breathing fast. “I took time while
my man was away at suppﬂ—lo
hide some more gold. -You see, I'm
growing stingy. I want a lot of
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gold lor you to hetp me spend

Sydney laughed—u curious lit-
te laugh without mirth. “Don’t
come . It's cool outside— Now,
Rand! I ger so tired resisting vour
advances.”

“Stop then! You'll never have
any peace until vou do,” he re-
sponded with the ardor of a lover.

Kalispel saw the upper part ol
their forms silhouetted  black
against the frame of yellow light
of the doorway. Leavitt had his
arm around her waist. They
walked out of the fHare and pres
ently appeared at the porch rail,
side by side, their [aces indistinct
in the gloom.

“You are always talking about
gold,” she said. “If 1 were ever to
—to are for you, I'd be jealous ol
your gold.”

“Ever! Don’t you care now?’

“I'm afraid not—in the way you
want. Speaking of gold, Father
said you offered to lend him some
today.”

“Yes. He refused it. Your dad

has changed toward me in some
unaccountable way. I'll have to
buy back his claims to help him.
And I'll be glad to do it. I always
regretted these claims failed to
pan out. But they looked as good
as any.
“Thank you, Rand,” she mur-
mured gratefully. “Where do you
hide your gold? Aren't you afraid
it will be stolen?”

“I hide mine under the floor
ot my cabin. A section ot log slips

out—it fits so -perfectly that it
could never be detected. Under-
neath therc's a space hollowed out
in the base log. There! I have trust-
ed you. The only person 1 would
trust

“Take care 1 don’t steal vour
riches, sir,” she retorted. Then in
a grave voice: “Father thought he
hiad a safe hiding place for his
money. But he would soon have
gambled it away

“Emerson siole that money,” de-
clared Leaviut.

“So you have said Dbefore.
should imagine it would be cm-
barrassing to tell /ivn Why do
vou think he took i?”

“Well. he has been seen with
considerable gold lately. It is
known he seldom pans for gold.
And it is hinted that he is one of
the bandits who are taking toll of
us miners, more and more.”

“Better safeguard your
then.”

“l seldom leave my cabin, ex-
cept to come here. Then I have
guards who patrol my claim I'm
more afraid of a landslide than
robbery.”

“Rand, are you nor atraid of
Kalispel Emerson?” she asked.

*“No. But why should 1 risk gun-
play with a notorious cowboy?” he
replied somewhat coldly “I'm
surprised that you ask.”

“Father said you and Borden
were deathly afraid ot the fellow.”

“That is not true, ot me, at
least. He has threatened me, I

own,
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know. But there’s nothing for me
to gain by fighting Emerson, and
everything to lose—you!”

“But how about your Western
code of honor? As I understood it,
when a man has an enemy and ac-
cuses him of something—and dares
him to come out—if he fails to do
so he is branded a coward.”

“That is true. Still, it can scarce-
ly apply in my case. I am a man
of aflairs, with a future. Kalispel
Emerson is a wild cowpuncher, a
drinking gamester, a bully, proud
of his gun record—and if he does-
n't get shot he’ll hang.”

“I understand. But still there
it is—the man-to-man thing.”

“Sydney, you could not possibly
want me to meet this gunman in
a strcet fight?” demanded Leavitt.

“No. I hate fighting. This
blood-letting sickens me. A little
more will send me back home.
Still, I'm a woman—and curious.”

“Indeed you are a woman—and
glorious,” he replied passionate-
ly, throwing his arms around her.
“Sydney, I'm hungry for you.
Don’t you love me?”

“I don’t think—I do,” she re-
turned faintly. “I'm afraid you
fascinate me. But you should
wait— Oh!”

He had Kkissed her. Kalispel's
ears registered the soft contact of
the man’s lips. Then for an in-
stant Sydney's pale face gleamed
against his dark shoulder, and she
drew away. .

Kalispel staggered like a drunk-

en man from his covert and made
his way round the corner of the
cabin to the other side, where he
headed for the open bench.

“Take your medicine, Kal,” he
whispered huskily. “It's over—an’
not so tough! God, these women!
They're like snakes. Yet in her
heart she despises him.”

Suddenly into the hot hate and
agony of the moment there flashed
an idea that effected almost in-
stant transformation of his feel-
ings. He remembered Sydney's
strange luring from Leavitt of the
secret of the hiding place of his
gold. What had been Sydney’s mo-
tive—knowing Kalispel heard there
in the shadows? Was it just wom-
an’s deviltry? Whatever it was,
Kalispel responded to it without
doubt or hesitation.

He ran across the bench to the
slope. He glided along that to the
fence which inclosed Leavitt's
claim. There he rested, regaining
his breath, listening, peering for
the guard. There was no sound, no
moving object. He slipped among
the boulders and stealthily made
his way to the point almost oppo-
site the cabin. A light shone from
Leavitt’s window. The door was
closed. Footfalls attracted his at-
tention. They were coming. Soon
a dark form appeared. It grew
blacker, took the shape of a man.
He passed by close to the fence.
When he was out of sight, Kalispel
crossed the open space and hid be-
hind the corner of the fence. He
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drew his gun and knew his course
of action. If he bungled, he would
have to kill the guard: this he did
not want to do unless compelled.

Presently the guard returned.
He passed the corner scarcely a
yard away. Kalispel took one quick
step and struck the man a hard
blow on the head with the butt of
his heavy gun. The fellow dropped
like a log. his rifle clattering to the
ground. Kalispel knelt and rolled
him over on his back, intending
to bind his mouth and hands. But
he had no scarf, and Kalispcl did
not want to leave a clue by using
his own. Rising. he ran to the
porch, leaped up to try the door.
Barred! Listening a moment more,
he sheathed his gun and hurried
round to the window. It took but
a moment to force it and climb in-
to the cabin.

He wurned up the lamp and cast
a swift, keen gaze round the room,
scrutinizing the lowest log of the
wall. In several places that log
was hidden by bed, bench, chest,
table Kalispe] dragged a the
bed and felt with scrupulous care,
searching for a joint. He did this
all around that side and then the
other. Each log ran the whole
length of the wall. Behind Leav-
itt’s table and under a canvas cur-
tain where he hung his clothes
Kalispel found what he was seek-
in,

8- :

His sharp fingernails halted at
a smooth, scarcely perceptible
joint. About four feet to the left

of it he found another. With pow-
erful hands he pressed the section
of log. which slid out upon the
floor. disclosing a dark hollow in
the base log beneath.

Then as Kalispel bent over, the
first object with which his cager
hand came in contact was a large,
long, leather wallet. It felt full of
money. Kalispel could have yelled
his glee. Blair's wallet!

The wallet was too large for
Kalispel's pocket. It took but a
moment for him to snatch a blan-
ket from the bed. This he spread
beside the apcrture in the log and
dropped the wallet upon it. Then
he {ifted out bag after bag of gold
of various sizes—somc canvas, but
mostly buckskin. He did not de-
sist until he had a pile of them
that would have filled a bushel
basket. Next he twisted the ends
of the blanket and carried it to
the window. He pecred out. All
quiet! It took all his strength to
lower the heavy load down to the
ground. Then he leaped out.

When he-swung that improvised
pack over his shoulder he calcu-
lated there was in excess of 100
pounds of gold in it. He wanted
to make the welkin ring with his
triumph. But never had he been
more vigilant. He stepped out to
the hard trail. The guard lay
where he had fallen. Kalispel
passed him and gained the
boulders. Sheering to the left, he
soon reached the base of the slope.

Only then did he relax to exult
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and revel. e had done it. He had
recovered Blair's money and he
had taken what rightfully belong-
ed to Sam Emerson.

“Gosh!”  whispered  Kalispel
halting to rest his burden on a
convenicnt boulder. “Even il we'd
never made this strike, I'd have
turned robber once, just 1o get
even with this two-bit thief.”

Of all the considerable [eats
Kalispel had ever achieved, this
one gave him the most exuliation.
He was sale. He could never be ap-
prehended. And nothing was any
surer than that he could hide and
keep this gold, which, added to
what he had hidden, would make
a fortune. He toiled on in short
stages, carcful each time to listen,
to peer ahead, to make certain of
his direction and safety. At last he
reached his cabin, hot and wet,
with bursting veins and throbbing
heart, exhausted [rom over-excite-
ment and cxertion, but full of a
satisfaction that made up for the
loss of Sydney Blair.

When he got ready he would re-
wrn her father’s money to him
with a few caustic words to Sydney
anent where he had found it. And
possibly some of the gold the min-
ers had lost could be identified and
returned to them. Then he had
Jake to think of and plan for, to
establish in life, and also Nugget
and Sloan, and lastly himsell.
Somehow thought of the ranch,
certain to be his if he lived, did
not rouse the old joy.

Kalispel, all the while with
whirling thoughts, concealed his
treasure, assured that his hiding
place could not be discovered with-
out long and painstaking search.

The hour was late and he took
advantage of this to burn the
blanket.

“I reckon my high-minded Syd-
ney would figure me out a thief,”
he soliloquized. “But why did she
persuade him to tell where the
gold was hidden, when she knew
1 was there?”

He went to bed without disturb-
ing Jake, who slept like a log, and
he lay there wide-eyed until the
gray dawn.

That day Kalispel remained in
camp, restless and watchful, work-
ing at small tasks, expecting any
moment a posse of miners with
Leavitt at their head. His loaded
Winchester leaned against the
door of the cabin, and he had an
extra gun in his belt.

But alternoon came without any
untoward event. Then when he
espied Leavitt on Sydney’s porch,
apparently no more excited than
usual, he concluded that the loss
of the gold had not been discover-
ed. Kalispel pondered over this
amazing aspect of the situation.
No doubt that guard knew how
Charlie March had come to his
untimely end. He might have re-
covered consciousness without its
becoming known that he had been
assaulted, and then in the interest
of self preservation he had chosen
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to keep his mouth shut. Kalispel
reflected that he had left Leavitt's
room as he had found it except
for the purloining of the blanket.
This loss. too. might not have
been noticed.

“Dog-gone!” ejaculated Kalispel,
rubbing his hands in glee. “My
luck has changed. I'll play it to
the limit.”

About midafternoon Kalispel.
watching, saw Rand Leaviu rise
to make his dcparture. Either he
wanted Sydney to accompany him
downtown or she wanted him to
stay there. In any event, they idled
some moments at the head of the
steps, in plain view of Kalispel-
which was assuredly known to
both—and a1 length Leavitt left.
Kalispel watched him take the
trail to town instead of the one
across the bench toward his cabin.

Jake had keener observation
than Kalispel had credited him
with. “Brother, you're on edge to-
day like a stiff wire in a cold
wind,” remarked Jake. *“When
are you goin’ to kill him?”

“Himl Say, Jake, are you douy?
What's eatin’ you?"”

“Nothin’. 1 been watchin’ you
watchin’ Leavitt down there spark-
in" yore girl. An’ I wouldn't give
two bits for his life.”

“Helll Am I that easy? Wal,
Jake, jealousy is pretty tough, an’
what's more it's new to me.”

“Has Leavitt added outrage to
theft?” queried Jake, his big eyes
flaring.

“He shore helped quecr me with
Sydney, but I reckon I was most
to blame. 1 was responsible for
bringin’ the Blairs here. It has
been ruin for them. Blair has gone
to the b

“Hey!” interrupted Jake. “Who's
thet goin’ up on Blair's steps?”

Kalispel wheeled and looked. A
slight-statured boy in blue jeans
had just mounted to Blair’s porch.
But when the sun caught a glint
of golden hair, Kalispel realized
with a start that the boy was not
a

0y.
“Nugget! Wal, T'll be damned!
She swore she'd do it,” ejaculat-
cd Kalispel.

“Do it? What?> An’ who's Nug-

She's Dick Sloan's girl, an’ she’s
callin’ on Sydney Blair. Struck me
funny, that’s all.”

“Lots ol funny things happen-
in". Kal, do you know thet they're
hintin’ you could tell a lot about
these holdups?”

“Could 1? My God, man, be-
lieve me 1 could—an’ I will when
Tm ready,” cricd Kalispel.

Kalispel riveted his gaze upon
the Blair home. Nugget did not
come out. The minutes dragged.
She was making a lengthy call.
Somehow Kalispel's sympathy was
with Nugget, and, sirangely, for
the balance of the endless hour
that the girl stayed there, Kalis-
pel's thought was of her, not Syd-
n

ey.
Finally she came out, to trip
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down the steps, 10 run graccfully
away, her hair shining in the sun-
light. She did not 1ake to the trail,
but sheered off to disappear among
the tents along the siream.

Scarcely had she gone out of
sight when Sydney appeared on
her porch, hesitatingly advanced
to the rail and clung to it as il for
support. For a moment she ap-
peared bowed and shaken. Then
she raised her head to gaze toward
Kalispel's cabin. R

She saw him sitting on his
bench before the door. She waved
her scarf. dropped it a moment,
then waved again. Next she beck-
oned for Kalispel to come, and
her action was urgent, appealing.

“Ump-umm, lady! Not me,”
Kalispel was muuering. “Not
after last night! You can walk on
me—an’ spit on me—an’ insult me
scandalous, but when you gave
that hombre what I yearned for
an’ never had—l was through!”

Sydney cdged along the rail.
Plainly she was gathering courage
or strength to come 10 him. When
she got as far as the porch post
she clung 1o that and watched
him, her posture and demeunor
most expressive of trouble and
weakness. At length she gave up
and went into the cabin,

Kalispel gazed around in inex-
pressible relief. The sun had set,
yet fan-shaped rays shot up to-
ward the zenith and down into the
valley. The broken clouds of pur-
ple an'd gold appeared edged with

fire. And for a moment longer a
mirvelous color bathed the fring-
cd peaks. Then it faded, and that
fading of the exquisite glow ap-
peared to resemble what had hap-
pened in Kalispel's heart.

That Sydney should wave to
him, beckon for him, almost hold
out her armsl That was as incred-
ible as his strange callousness to
her entreaty. Too late! He un-
derstood that. Not that she had
failed him so often but that she
had lightly given what he had re-
garded sacred!

Twilight fell and dusk mantled
the valley floor. Jake called him
to supper. Kalispel went in, shak-
ing himsell as if to throw off fet-
ters. He ate without his usual
gusto. Jake talked but Kalispel
scarcely heard. Then came a tim-
id knock on the cabin door.

Kalispel stared at the door.
Another knock, fainter, brought
him 1o his feet, on fire within and
cold without. Slowly he swung
open the door. The broad flare of
lamplight  shone upon Sydney
Blair.

“Come in,” he said, and as she
entered he indicated Jake, - who
stood staring as if at an appari-
tion. “My brother Jake—Miss
Blai

“Glad to meet you, miss,” re-
plied Jake.

Sydney bowed. Then her wide
dark eyes traveled back to Kalis-
el. “I must see you alone.

“Jake, will you leave us?” said
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Kalispel tensely. Jake went out.
Kalispel turned up the lamp to in-
crease the light. “Sydney, vou look
shaky. Please sit down.”

She made no move to take the
chair he offered. “Why did vou
not- come?”

Do you need to ask tha

“You saw me wave and beckon
and-hold out my hands to vou
like a drowning woman:"
es, I saw you. An" I reckoned
I'd spare you some pain—an’ my-
self hell, if 1 didnt go.”

“Then 1 were  there  last
night!” Sinking on the couch. shc
covered her face with her hands.
“I couldn’t tell. Oh, I was mad!”

“Shore you were mad,” he
agreed. “Yes, I was there—an’
when he kissed vou somethin’ in
me cracked. I sneaked awav then.”

“That—was nothing,” she whis-
pered, revealing her shamed face.
“He pulled me back to the ham-
mock—made violent love to me.
1 forgot you. I-I thought I was in
love with him. And I promised—
to—marry him.”

Kalispel's laugh was not harsh.
but she finched at it. *Ah-huh.
An’ after Nugget got through with
you, Mr. Leavitt didn’t rate such a
good bargain, eh?”

Humbly she shook her head. “1
loathe him!”

“Wal, Sydney, that gives me
back a little of my respect for you.
I reckon you got off easy. A few
words of love, a hug or two, an’
some kisses—they probably go ter-

rible against the grain for so
proud a girl us vou. But there's no
harm done. An" i vou despise him
—why, that ends it

“Ends i1, ves. But not my
shame.”
“That will wear away, Sydney.

I reckon vou felt the sume when
I mauled an’ kissed you so scanda-
lous.”
No. |
ashamed.”
“Wal, nothin” much can be done
about it. An’ now yvou want me to
kill Leaviuz"
“Ohno. Ralispel. no!” she cried.
“I don’t care what he has done—
what he is. But it'd  be horrible
to kill him. An" vou cannot for-
ever escape vourscl!”
“Humph! You'd carc a hell of a
lot, wouldnt vo
“Yes, I would care,”

was lurious, but not

she replied

steadily, with unfathomable eyes
on his.
“Wal, that doesn’t mateer at all.

Ever since 1 first saw Leavitt an’
read in his cves that he'd done
away with my brother, I've intend-
ed to kill him. An’ I'm goin’ to do
i!”

‘Vengeance is mine,” saith the
Lord. ‘I will repay.”” she quoted
solemnly.

“Beautiful words, Sydncy. But
they don't go out here. What did
Nugget tell you?”

With a little cry of distress, Syd-
ney again covered her [face.

“Never mind, if it hurts,” he
added, relenting. “I reckon I can
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uess.”

“Lwill 1ell you,” she cried. poign-
amdy, “il it kills me. She came.
She stood in the door. She said. ‘I
want 1o tell you something.'—And
I asked how she dared address me.
‘I'm sorry you're like that,” she
said. ‘I'm wondering where Kalis-
pel will get oft.” 1 was amazed at
her. She stood there white and
cool, with the swectest face, the
bluest cyes—the very prettiest girl
I ever saw. Then she came in and
shut the door.

“*You've given Kal Emcrson a
rotten deal,” she went on. ‘And
I'm here to call you for it. Ie was
a wild cowboy. One w and
another he has been driven to de-
fend his namec, his lile. or some-
one who nceded a friend. until he
became notorious. He's what the
West calls a gunman, a killer. But
all the same he’s a better, finer,
truer man because of that. The
West has to have such men. Don't
I know? Good God! How many
drunks, bums, thicves, adventur-
ers, gamblers—how many low-down
men do you guess I've secn shot in
the street or dragged out of dance
halls? Yes, and I've scen good boys
like Kalispel go down—worse luck.

“*You are to get it into your
head, Miss Blair, that this Kal
Emerson is a better man than your
father, a beuter boy than your
brother, il you have one. He was
so clean an’ straight—so true to
you--that he could dance with me,
be my friend, with never a word

that you could not have been
glad to hecar. I loved him! He
brought a boy to sece me, Dick
Sloan, and that boy. too. was clean
and fine. e loved me. | treated
him badly. I did all 1 could to
make him despise me., I couldn’t.
Then Kal came for me—dragged
me out of Borden’s hall—scared
me stifl because I thought he
meant to beat me—and I can’t
stand that. Dick wanted to marry
me and Kal made me promise. I'm
living in Dick’s tent now. And I
might be his sisterl We will be
married as soon as it's possible.
I'm frce. I'd be—happy if~I could
forger” ™

Svdney’s husky. lailing voice
trailed off. For scveral moments
there was silence.
She [ascinated me,” went on
Sydney. “And then she changed
somehow. The scorn—the earnest-
ness—the sweetness all fled. "Now
for your new lover, Leavitt,” she
egan, with a terrible look at me.
‘I'll make short work of him—and
the rest of this job. Rand Leavitt
is two-faced, and one of his faces
—the one / know—is that of a dog.
I know he made away with Kalis-
pel's brother and jumped his
claim. But I cant prove it. He
sold your father two worthless
claims, which I can prove. If your
father has been robbed, as I've
heard, one ot Leavitt’s men did it.
But that side of Leavitt is the least
vile. All this time he’s been mak-
ing love to you he’s been trying
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to get me. Oh, you needn’t glare
at mel I can prove that il you
necd proof. Any of the girls at
Borden’s will corroborate my
statement. Leavitt played the gal-
lant lover to you. He villified poor
Kal and talked marriage to vou.
To me he showed the beast. In
many ways you couldn’t under-
stand it I told You. But you'll un-
derstand this. He beat me when
he couldn’t get the best of me. He
has beaten others of the girls. He
likes to beat women.’”

Sydney panted in her agitation
and for a moment could not con-
tinue.

“She saw 1 was faint,” she pres-
ently went on. *“‘I could tell you
more, Miss Blair,” she continued.
‘But unless you are mad indeed
I've told enough. That is the kind
of man Rand Leavitt is.” She left
me without another word.”

Kalispel paced to and fro in the
confined space of the cabin, and
tried to avert his face from his
isitor. He divined that the most
trying part of this interview might
yet come.

“l have told you—about all,”
said the girl haltingly.

“Shore. An’ it’s been hard on
you.”

“Can you—{orgive me?”

He was silent and stared fixed-
ly at the smoldering fire.

“I was a proud, egotistical, con-
ceited thing,” she went on bum-
bly “And out here only a tender-
foot. 1 thought I could stand it.

I fear now I never can. Please for-
give me!”

I reckon. All except last night.
Th'u 1 can't forget—maybe in
time.”

kalispzl. I do not know myself.
I am weak or crazv—or both. 1
was jealous of that girl. Nugget.
And vesterday I grew [urious at
vou. I wanted to hurt vou. drive
vou insane with jealousy. I had
loved you. 1 thought you'd killed
it. And in the end all I did was—
promise to marrv—Rand Leavitt.”

“There was one thing 1 didn’t
understand. Svdney,” queried K;
ispel. “Why did vou ger Leavirt
to tell you where he hid bis gold,
knowing 1 might be there to hear?
You didn’t think Leavitt was a
thiel then.”

Sydney’s face flamed scarlet. 1
don’t know, Kalispel. It was just
part of my madness. Maybe 1 had
an idea it might prove to me if
you were a bandit. I wanted to be-
lieve the worst of you. Can’t you
understand? Or maybe 1 just
wanted to show you how much
Leavitt cared for me—to tell me
where he hid his fortune. Oh, 1
don’t know what it was—1 was just
out of my head.”

Kalispel nodded. “I guess—1 un-
derstand, Sydney,” he said slow-
ly. Then, “Sydney, what will you
do?”

“Is there nothing—for you—and
me?” she faltered.

“Hopeless.” he burst out, with
dry lips. “1 am a gunman, a killer.
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I mean 1o do lor Leaviwe an” Bor-
den before I leave here. You are
a lady, far above me, oo fnc for
this bloody West. If you—you mar
ried me you'd be a pioneer’s wife.
You'd have to pitch hav, bake
bread, cut off the turkey’s head,
milk the cews—an’, as Jake said,
look afier a brood of kids. You see
it isn't a pleasin’ prospect.”

“It would be il 1 were woman
cnough,” she replied and rising
faced him with cloquent eyes that
made him weak. Then she moved
toward the door.

“Aw! T'll sce you home, Syd-
ney,” he replicd hurriedly, and
followed her out.

The might was dark and windy
with storm in the warm air. He
led the way lor her among the
boulders, and once had to take
her hand. She clung to his a mo-
ment and then let go. They
reached her porch without speak-
ing again. She started up, then
turned 1o him.

“No woman like me could ever
love you like that girl does. No
other woman could ever have such
causc It was a revelation to me.”

“Aw, Sydney, you cxaggerate.
Nugget s grateful, of course,
but—"

“She blazed with it,” interrupt-
ed Sydney. “And out of this ghast-
ly lesson Tl get most from that.”

“I'm awful glad you see the kid
fair an’ straight now. She never
was badl”

“Thank God you saved herl”

returned Sydney, with deep emo-
tion. “Good night, Kalispel.”

He bade her good night and
wended a thoughtful and sad way
among the boulders while the old
black mountain rumbled its low
thunder.

CHAPTER TWELVE
Opening Skirmish

NDER the dark and
threatening sky,
where he walked
his beat, Kalispel
was to find that
love did not die so
casily. Sydney still

cared tor him in some degree,
cnough to sue for his forgiveness
and his allegiance.

But in the light ot all her vacil-
lation Kalispel realized that he
was not the man to make her
happy. The biggest thing he could
do for Sydney was to conquer his
longing for her, to renounce her
beauty, and to let her go to a bet-
ter and more suitable mate. He
succeeded, but it was the bitterest
victory of his life.

It did not leave him peace. The
long strife wore his nerves raw.
What seemed left was a stern duty
to expel these softer emotions
which had made him weak, and
get back to the grim and hard pas-
sion that had obsessed him before
this upheaval.

Jake returned to the cabin late,
to find Kalispel burning the mid-
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.night oil. “Hello!” he said. “I al-
lowed I'd let you have pl:my of
time with your lady-love.”

“Wal, I had plenty, believe me,”
rephied Kalispel gruffly.

“Peaches an’ cream, thet girl,
an’ sweet on you, Kal, or I'm a
born fool.”

“You are a born lool, Jake.”

“Reckon 1 bettes change the
subject or get bored. Lots of talk
downtown.”

“What about?”

“Masters an’ Leavitt  have
locked horns, it seems. You know
Leaviti has been sore about Mas-
ters’s election. Wal. they're at odds
now about a vigilance commit-
tee. Masters wants one clected by
the miners, with him, of course,
at the head. An’ Leavitt holds that
he has power to appoint the vigi-
lantes.”

“Whew! That’ll make a hell of
a mess. Jake, keep this under your
hat Leavitt is the boss of these
bandits.”

“Thunderation an’ damnation!
Are vou shore, Kal?”

“Absolutely positiye.”

“Can you prove it?”

“I could to honest, fair-minded
men. Not to Leavitt’s crowd.”

“An’ that’s the rub. Sonm, look
here. If Leavitt organizes a band
of vigilantes to catch an’ hang his
own oulﬁl—!hat will be a hell of a
mess.”

“Worse. They'd hang me.”

*I wish you'd bored thet bas-
tard long ago,” declared Jake.
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“What're we goin’ to do?”

“Hang on an’ scc w comes
oft. How's the weathe asked
Kalispel, as he began to pull off
his boots.

“Mistin’ a little. But clouds
breakin’ some. W1l rain shore,
sooner or Then oIl turn

oft cold an” winter will set in cold-
er'n blue b

Kalispel lay awake for a long
while. and then slept late, far in-
to the morning, Upon arising he
shaved and then partook of a be-
lated breakfast. Kalispel did not
waste words that morning. From

the open door he saw that the
storm still held alool. Securing
Blair's wallet. he wrapped the

bulky thing in a burlap sack and
sct out.

“Mind camp,” he said to Jake.
“From now on onc of us must be
here all day.”

The hour was about noon. He
found the kitchen door of Blair's
cabin open. Father and daughter
were at lunch. "Howdy. Excuse
me, but this is sort ol ucklish,”
said Kalispel, as he went in and
closed the door.

Blair’s greeting was cordial and
curious. Svdney had been weeping.

“Can you be trusied—now?” he
asked Sydney.

Sydney submerged the old out-
raged dignity, but it took an ef-
fort. Kalispel unwrapped the bur-
lap sack and laid the wallet on the
table.”

“Can you be trusted to take care
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ol this yoursell?"” demanded Kalis-
pel.

Blair leaped up in great excite-
ment. “For the land's sake! My
wallet! Let me feel—let me look!”
No. 1 will” declared Sydney,
alter a gulp, and she snatched the
wallet awav from Blair's clutch-
ing hands. She opened it. “Yes—
ves—the money appears 1o be all
here. Oh, how glad T am! Kalispel,
where did vou get this walle?”

“Where do you suppose?

She flushed. *1-1 did not mcan
anything. But where?”

“I stole it from Leaviw.”

Blair cursed prodigiously.

“Svdney, it's not likely Leavitt
will suspect you or search your
housc,” said Kalispel. “But hide
the wallet in your bed or on your
person. An” never lorget it Pack
your belongin’s an’ plan to lcave
the valley with onc of these
freighters as soon as this storm is
over. I wouldn’t advisc it till then.
You might get caught up on top.
An’ that'd shore not be any tun.”

“Pack! Are you lcaving, t00?”
she inquired wremulously.

0. Not unless 1 get chased

out.”

“Oh!” she exclaimed, and drop-
ped her eyes. “Come back and let
me thank you.”

“Kal, I just noticed you're wear-
ing two guns,” said Blair, his eyes

popping. “Must be going to a
prayer meeting.”
“Ornamental, that’s all, Blair.

So long,” drawled Kalispel, and

went out.

Thunder City did not look as
if it had lost half of its inhabi-
tants, for the thoroughlare was as
ng as
usual. But was that at
least halfl of the miners had decid-
ed against being snowed in on a
bonanza diggings the brighi bub-
ble of which had burst.

Kalispel had no particular ob-
jective just then except to ascer-
tain the facts about the Masters-
Leavitt controversy. He went in-
to one place after another. The
business of buying, selling. freight-
ing, cating, drinking, gambling,
gossiping, prevailed as always. Far
ahcad he espied llaskell and Sel-
by, the lauter still with -his arm
in a sling, standing in front of the
Dead Eye saloon. They crossed
the wide street, obviously to let

Kalispel pass.

At length he ran straight into
Masters, who emerged rom his of-
fice with no other than Borden.

“Hello! Just the man I'm look-
in" for,” ejaculated the sherift

“Wal, if you want anythin’
short of arrestin’ me you got to
keep better company,” replied
Kalispel curtly.

Borden's swarthy face paled, his
jaw bulged, his big eyes dilated,
and with an imprecation he strode
swiftly away up the street. Kalis-
pel turned deliberately to watch
him.

“Chip on yore shoulder, eh? An’
packin’ double hardware?” drawl-

the fact |




104 ZANE GREY'S WESTERN MAGAZINE

ed Masters. “Will you come in an’
have a little talk?”

Kalispel followed him into the
little board shack without trou-
bling to reply. The room con-
tained a rude tble piled high
with papers, two boxes [or seats, a
sawed-ofl shotgun, and a rifle.

“I needn't tell you that walls
have ears,” warned Masters dryly.
as he fastened his searching. eagle
eyes upon his guest. “Our little
plan to locate the bandits didn't
work, eh?”

“Not yet. An’ I reckon I'll lay
off that,” replied Kalispel.

“Just as wal. It might have
turned out embarrassin’ for me.”

“Masters, 1 don’t need to make
bluffs to get a line on the ban-
dits,” declared Kalispel. “Do you
want to know who's their chief>”

“Emerson, I'm not so damn’
keen as I was,” drawled the sherilf.

“Gettin’ cold feet?”

“No. My feet air always warm
an’ they stay on the ground. I'm
leery, Emerson. I want to find out
more before I act.”

“More about what—or who?”

“I reckon you could tell me,
Emerson.”

“I reckon I could. But it looks
like I'm playin’ a lone hand.”

“You mean I've got to show my
band, heah? Declare myself for
Kalispel Emerson or against him?”

“You savvy.”

“Wal, I'll do that. I'd stack yore
friendship against the enmity: of
Borden an’ Leavitt any day.

They're the
heah.”

“Straight 1alk from a Texan,”
returned Kalispel. “Shore you've
heard this low-down hint about
me bein’ a band
“Yes. I've been
you.

“Wal, I reckon il you go hob-
nobbin® all over town with me it'll
offsct their tal

men  buckin®  me

asked to arrest

“Yes, an’ raise a hell ol a lot
more. But I'll do it
“All right. Now what's this

vigilante deal?”

“Wal, it's the queerest deal 1
ever stacked uj nst.” declared
the Texan, dragging at his mus-
tache. “1 proposcd to clect a vigi-
lante committce. Judge Leavitt
overruled me an" appointed the
men himself.”

“Has he already done it?”

“Shore. This mawnin".”

“How many?”

“I don’t know. He didnt say.
Borden, who I had in hecah pump-
in’, didn’t know, either. An’ he
didn’t care a damn. He’s out with
Leavitt.”

“Take a hunch from me, Mas-
ters,” rejoined Kalispel. “Appoint
another vigilante committee from
the miners you know an’ do it
pronto.”

?"Youngster, what

o

you drivin’

“Masters, I'm not ready to come
clean yet with all 1 know.”

“Wal, you've made one thing
damn’ plain,” declared the sheriff
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gravely. "Il [ cain’t trust Leavitt's
vigilanie committee, 1 cain’t trust
Judge Rand Leavit.”

“Take it as you | said Kalis-
pel coolly. “Come out now an’
make good your [riendliness for
me.”

Son, I'll do thet little thing
with pleasure.”

They went out together, and
Kalispel was about to lcad his
companion up the street when a
young, heavy-booted miner halted
to accost him,

“Ila, Emerson—hyar you—are,”
he pamed. He was livid ot face
and sweating. Kalispel recognized
onc of Sloan's Iriends.

“What's come offz"

“Sloan! He’s been beat—and
knifed. Bad shape—I'm awful wor-
ried. Nugger sent me. I—run all—
way to your cabin. Come.”

“Holy—!" Kalispel lcaped as one
under the leash. “Masters, trail in

They had almost to run to keep
up with the young miner. By the
time they reached the log bridge
over the stream he had recovered
sufficiently 10 be understood.

"I got it—this way,” he said.
“Sloan had a new claim—over in
the brush. He laid off workin’ it
—an’ this mornin’ when he went
there—it had been jumped by
three men. Argument ended in a
fight. Sloan was hurt serious. He
crawled till he got help. They
took him home—did all thet was
possible tor him. But we reckon

he’ll cash from the
alone.”

“Ah-hub,” breathed Kalispel.

“Did Sloan recognize his assail-
ants?” asked Masters.

“1 didn’t hear the

They turned up the trail which
ran between tents and cabins and
the stream. A knot of miners stood
outside Sloan’s cabin.

“You go in, Emerson,” said the
sherifl. “I'll talk to these men
heah.”

Kalispel cntered. Besides Nug-
get and Sloan, who lay on the bed,
there were two others present—a
neighbor miner whom Kalispel
knew by sight and a serious-faced
woman, evidemily his wife.

“Kal! It took you so long,” said
Nugget. e wanted you so bad-
ly. And he’s sinking now.”

I'm shore sorry.” replied Kalis-
pel. “I was downtown.”

He approached the bed. Sloan
lay dressed except for his boots,
and his boyish face was ghastly
of hue. Kalispel had secn the
shade of death too many times
not to recognize it here.

“Pard.” whispered Sloan faint-
ly. “Ruth—will—tell you.”

Kalispel took the boy's limp,
clammy hand. “Dick, it shore
breaks my heart to see you this
way. But don't give up. You might
pull through.”

Sloan’s intense blue eyes ap-
peared to burn with a fire not for
himself. “Kal, would it be—askin’
too much of you—to take care of

lung  stab
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Ruth?”

“It shore would not.”

“She has no—other friend. You
saved her.”

“I'll take care of her, Dick,”
said Kalispel, squeezing the cold
hand.

“"I'hanks, pard.” Sloan sad,
more clearly. “Thet was makin'—
me hold on.”

“Don’t talk. Only give me a
hunch. You told Ruth all you
now?”

+us,” replied Sloan, appear-
g 10 rally as he reached weakly
for the girl. Quickly she took his
hand in hers and, kneeling, pressed
it to her breast. “Ruth—thet hor-
rible fear—is gone. Kal will look
after you— Some day—"

“Dick, 1 would never have gone
»ack,” she interposed softly. “You
nust not talk so much. Rest, and
.dght the thing, Dick. While there’s
life there’s hope.”

He smiled faintly and closed
his eyes wearily. A trace of blood
appeared at the corner of his
mouth. Ruth wiped it away. He
lay still, breathing slowly.

Alter a lew moments Ruth re-
leased his hand and stood up.
Kalispel found that Dick had let
go of him. Then Kalispel drew
the girl away. At that juncture
Masters entered and went up to
Sloan’s bed to gaze silently down,
shaking his lean head. He turned
then to whisper:

“We caint do nothin’. Shore
you got his deposition?”

“Ruth did. Masters, vou take
these folks out an’ lcave me alone
with her.”

When the Texan had complied,
Kalispel wurned to Ruth. She was
pale but composed, and outside of
a hunted expression in her blue
eves betraved no other marked evi-
dence of cmotion.

“Nug—Ruth, arc you up to
talkin® now?” he asked carnestly.

“Yes.”

“Who do you think is back of

Borden.”

“Why?”

“Two days straight running he
has been here. Last time I had to
fight to keep him from packing
me off. I Kkicked and bit and
screamed. He went out to run into
our neighbors who'd heard me.
When 1 heard him lie to them I
went out too, and told the truth.
Called him 1 don’t know what,
right before them. Then he lett,
white with rage. I know he is be-
hind this attack on poor Dick.”

“Yet he might not be.”

“I feel it. A woman ncver makes
a_mistake when she feels that
way
“1 feel it 100. But, Ruth, we
must have facts. These miners are
in an ugly mood. Did you know
Leaviu has organized a vigilante
band ot his own. with himself as
leader? 1 reckoned he an’ Borden
had split. But so far as I'm con-
cerned he'd take Borden's side. 1
must have facts.”
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“Kal, 1 have facts as to Dick’s
nts, but I can’t connect Bor-
with them.”

“Ab-hub Al right, you might
as well tell me now.”

“Dick left early this morning,”
she began, “1o work his new claim.
He hired Presbry, a neighbor
miner, to work this claim here, on
shares. It is about panned out
Dick's new claim is way across the
valley, up high, among the rocks
and brush. I've been there. It is
hard to get to. Well, I don’t know
how long ago—two hours, maybe,
men came packing Dick in here,
all bloody and dirty, terrible to
see. He had been stabbed in the
back and beaten over the head
While we worked over him as best
we could he talked.

“He found that lus new claim
had been jumped. There were
three men. one of them diggmmg.
Dick had seen him before, but did
not know him. They seemed
friendly at first, as if he ought to
take it for granted they had a
right to jump his claim. But as
Dick had visited that claim cvery
day, he did nor agrce with them.
They argued, and finally Dick got
sore. He jumped m the hole to
throw the man out.

“Then began a fight, in which
the other men joined. In the scut-
fle one of them called out, "Don’t
shootl You might hit Mac!" This
man in the hole, then, was the one
named Mac Dick said he had a
stubby red beard and a bloody

patch pasted over a recent wound
just above his car. One of the two
above stabbed Dick in the back.
The blade went clear through in
front. Then they beat him over
the head. When Dick came to he
was alone. He walked and crawled
down within call of the miners
who carried him home—and that’s
all, I think.” .

“Did they rob him?”

“Oh, I forgot Yes, his warch,
gun, money, everything was taken.
And his pockets turned inside
out.”

“Pretty slick. Robbery motive,
eh? Wal, we know enough. Ruth,
that fellow Mac is one of Leavitt’s
trusted guards. An’ I made that
wound on his head.”

“Let him go, Kal—let them all
go!” she begged. suddenly chang-
ing from the calm. cold girl who
had related Sloan’s story.

“Ruth, you ask thar?”

“Yes. It’s too late to save Dick.
And cven if you are Kalispel Emer-
son you might ger killed.”

“Shore. Only that’s not the way
to meet this situation. If 1 show-
ed yellow ['d stand a heap more
chance of cashin. Besides. Borden
would get you shore.”

“We could leave Thunder City
as soon—as—" she faliered. “Kal,
can’t you see something, t00?”

“I see a lot, Ruth An’ the big-
gest thing is for me to go on the
rampage. Borden an Leavitt are
white-livered, an’ theit men are
not the real stul They shoot in



108 ZANE GREY'S WESTERN MAGAZINE

the dark an’ knife in the back.
I'm goin' to wipe out some of
them an’ scare the rest of them
stiffer'n a crowbar. That with
the proofs 1 have, will wake up
th miners. Masters is on our
sid

“Oh, Kai—suppose—" she chok-
ed, and sank against him, quiver
1

ng.
ciiahspel held  her,  suddenly
troubled with the memory of Syd-
ney’s statement about this )

Ruth drew away from him, all
trace ol weakness vanished. "You

know best. Kal” she said with
composure. 15 not for me to
try to stay your hand. Go—and

don’t worry about me.”

“That’s the way 1o 1alk, Ruth,”
he rejoined, hiding his own feel-
ing. “Looks like Dick is uncon-
scious. Reckon he won't come
to again. Ruth, dont worry now
about me.”

Kalispel strode out slowly, gaz-
ing back at Ruth There was a girl
who understood a man. Once out
of the door. he was himsell again.
Masters stood outside, talking to
the couple.

“Folks, go nside an’ stay with
Ruth,” begged Kalispel. “Masters,
you come with me.”

They had crossed the bridge and
reached the main street when the
Texan broke the strained silence.
“Youngster, you're aimin’ to play
a lone hand?”

“I reckon.”

“Wal, I calculate I'd back you

up.”

p",\l:tsu:rs. I'd be most damned
glad to have you line up with me
on this deal,” said Kalispel [orce-
fully. “But it 1 got in decp an’
dragged vou in, why, vou might
not be left to look after your
[riends. An’ believe me, il we got
bored. they’d shore necd it.”

“Emerson. you're hintin’ of a
Henry Plummer outfit. An’ I reck-
on thet's [ar-fetched. Neither
Leavitt or Borden air Plummer’s
caliber. An’ the rest of this gang
air four-flushers.”

“My idea, too. But this gang
may be bigger than I've figured.”

“No matter. Without leaders
they'd wilt like vellow paper in a
blaze.”

“The only thing I'm lcery about
is b picked from some door or
window.”

“Wal, thet's not liable to hap-
pen il I hang close to you.”

“Look for a stocky man with a
stubby red beard an’ a bloody
patch over his right car. They call
him Mac,” said Kalispel.

In the town there was no indi-
cation that the killing of Sloan
had become the latest news. But
talking and walking miners and
other inhabitants of Thunder
City were not slow to take cog-
nizance ot Bruce Masters and Kal-
ispel stalking up the street.

“Hey!l” called one excited ob-
server. “Looks like Sherill Masters
has arrested thet gunman.”

“Not to me, it doesn’t,” replied
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another.

They centered the Dead Eye
saloon. I was blue with smoke
and noisy with voices.

ay. aowd.” shouted Kalispel
piercingly, and when the hum
ceased and all faces turned, he

continued: “I'm lookin’ hard for
a man with a stubby red beard an’
a patch over his right ear where he
got slugged 1ccc|nlv Ile answers
to the name of Mac.”

Every man present, cven the
card players. looked at his neigh-
bors. Then a bartender set down
a glass with a nervous clang.

“Boss, mnobody in hyar who
answers to thet,” he called.
Kalispel led the way out, and

he heard the buzz that arose be-
hind him. He merely glanced into
the stores. But he went into the
Gold Dust saloon. the EIk. the
Bonanza, the Thunder Boom, all
the resorts on the right side of the
street, in cach ol which he inter
rupted gavety to spread silence and
consternation. But he did not find
his man. By this time a crowd fol-
lowed at a respectlul distance and
the whole tenor ol the main street
had changed as if by magic.

“Wal, Kalispel,” smd the Tex-
an, as they crossed the sireet at the
extreme cast end ol town, “looks
like you'd have to hole them up.
An’ when you're outside of a bar-
ricaded cabin, up ag’in’ shotguns
an’ rifles, it gets testier'n hell. As
aranger | had a lot of thet.”

They paced downstreet on the

right side, passing the blacksmith
shop, some closed tents, ‘and a
merchandisc store. As [ar down as
Kalispel could see men were gaz-
ing in his direction, and not a few
of their number were taking to the
middle of the sueet. In the Red
Likker saloon Kalispel's ringing
challenge clicited a reply (rom
someone in the crowd:

“What you want Mac fer?”

“He an’ his pards jumped Dick
Sloan’s claim.

“Wal, thet ain’t sayin’ what you
want,” replicd the grufl voice.

“Sloan’s dyin'!” Kalispel ad-
vanced upon the group belore the
bar and ordered them to spread
out. Ilis swift scrutiny failed to
locate a man with a stubby red

beard. He backed out of the
-saloon, keenly aware ol hostile
looks. On down the street be

went, searching in the places where
miners congregated. Opposite the
Dead Eye saloon Kalispel espied a
tall bearded man who strode across
in a manner to excite a second
glance. As he passed Kalispel he
shot out low-voiced: “Your man’s
been tipped ofl—Dead Eye saloon!™

Kalispel halted.

“Heah thet?” queried Masters
sharply. “I reckon I'll stand aside
, Emersor

It was 100 or more long steps
diagonally across the street to
the Dead Eye saloon. When
the Texan moved on a little
way and then faced about, it ap-
peared to be a signal for every
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man in sight of Kalispel to halt.

“Therel Masters has shied
away,” said one.

“He ain’t drunk this time,
shore.”

*“Who's he after?”
“Fle’s watchin’ the Dead E;
“We'll be duckin’ lead pronto.”

Kalispel cupped his hands
around his mouth and velled,
“Somebody tell Sneed to drive

Mac an’ his pards out—or I'll burn
‘em out.”

A man shouted into the door
of the Dead Eye.

Bill Sneed appeared, opening
wide the swinging doors of his sa-
loon. “Git out!” he bellowed. “1
ain’t harborin’ ye, by God!”

Two white-faced men sneaked
out, followed by a third. whose
sombrero. pulled low, failed to
hide the betraying red beard. The
first slipped like an eel into the
backing throng. The others dashed
into the street, sheering widely to
the left.

“Stop!” yelled Kalispel, and he

shot at the foremost runner. The -

bullet kicked up the dust beyond
and whined away. But 1t had hit
the runner, for there was a violent
break in his swift action. Kalis-
pel's second shot, aimed low,
brought the last man down in the
middle of the street. Like a crip-
pled fowl he fopped, attempted
to get to his feet again, but fell,
screaming all the time.

Then as Kalispel leaped for-
ward into the street the man
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raised himsclf from the hips and
pulled his gun, to firc rapidly.
The bullets splintered glass and
thudded on wood. and caused a
rush of onlookers to get our of
range. Kalispel plunged to a halt
and shot to kill. His adversary
spun around and went down,
while his gun slid in the dust.
Kalispel leaped forward to his
prostrate foe, glad to find him
alive. The second bullet had tak-
en him high up in the breast.

“Howdy, Mac,” called Kalispel
grimly, as he stood over him with
smoking gun. The black sombrero
lay in the dust and Kalispel had
needed no more to recognize his
man.

*Masters, come here an’ bring
somebody,” yelled Kalispel to the
sheriff. Then he bent his gaze up-
on the claim jumper. “Sloan
marked you, Mac.”

“Is he—daid?” queried Mac
hoarsely.

“1 reckon, by this time.”
“Don’t kill me—Emerson. I'll
talk.”

Masters came hurriedly up, ac-
companied by two miners.

“Mac, 1 reckon you won't cash
if you don't get bored again,” said
Kalispel, deliberately aligning his
gun at the fallen’s man’s heart.
“Talk—or I'll bore you again!”

“Fer God's sake, Emerson! I
didn’t knife Sloan—or slug him,
either. 1 was for robbin’ an’ kid-
nappin’ him—so Borden could get
—Nugget!”



I'HUNDER
Cuarver TumTieN

Guns in the Street

IK wildfire  the
news spread up and
down e  main
street of  Thunder
City that Macabe,
one  of Leaviu’s
guards, had  con-

fessed having been forced by Bor-
den 10 put youny Sloan out of the
way. Rumor run as fast as men
could walk and their tongues
could wag. The populace was be-
coming inflamed to an increasing:
Iy dangcerous degree.

Kalispel patrolled the center ol
the widce street. the cynosure of
all eyes. The tide had turned his
way. The crecd ol the [rontier
would [force Borden to meet him.

Sunsct was still several hours
away Kalispel's beat covered the
lower end ol town, just out of rifle
range {rom Borden's place. Bor-
den had been located at once and
informed ol Macabe's conlession
and thar ihere was a man waiting
for him out in the street.

Toward midafternoon business,
except that of drinking, ceased
for the day. Everybody wanted to
see the encounter between Kalis-
pel and Borden. 1f there were ex-
ceptions, they were Leavitt and
his men up at the mine. They had
been told. Leavitt had refused to
protect Borden (rom Emerson.
“Tell the girl-snatcher to go out
and take his medicine!” was Leav-

u

MOUNTAIN
s reply. Gossip quickly added
the fuer ol Leaviu’s half interest

in Borden’s property, and that the
mine-owner  would not be un-
happy to take over Borden’s half.

The lower end of the sireet was
deserted except for Kalispel’s soli-
tary lorm, pacing to and [ro, or
standing motionless and menac-
in

Dick  Sloan’s neighbor, the
young miner, detached himself
from the crowd and strode out to
Kalispel.

“Better give me elbow room,”
warned Kalispel.

But the young fellow came on
unhecding. “Emerson, it's over,”
he said hoarsely, his face pale and
set. “Sloan died without comin’
to.”

“No surprisc to me. | gave him
up How’d Ruth take i

“Game as they come. She’s with
me. We was huntin’ you.”

“Let the crowd know
Sloan’s dead.”

“I've already sprung it. They're
with you, Kal.”

The tragic death of Nugget's
would-be husband was the last
spark that precipitated an explo-
sion. Mutterings and curses aug-
mented direct calls to Kalispel.

“We're with you, old Mon-
tanal”

“Bore him low down, Kall”

“Go .in after the yellow dog!”

“If you want us to rout him outr
—sav the word!”

Such  outspoken

that

ejaculations
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served to unleash the passion of
the mob. They merged closer and
closer to Kalispel, forming a dense
circle behind him across the sireet,
and gradually edged him foot by
foor toward " Borden's hall. This
largest building in the 1own was
the lust upon the street. and pre-
sented lor once a lonel pect.
Doors and windows appeared like
dark, vacant eyes. It stood isolit-
ed, apparently deserted.

The impatient mob. thirsty for
blood, called for Borden.

“Come out. Borden!”

“Hyar, you skunk! Mac has
squealed an’ Sloan is dead! Come
onl”

“Borden, we all want to see
oul”
“Walk out like a man, you — —I"

“An’ let us see davlight through
yore gizzard! Haw! Haw!”

A leather-lunged miner bawled,
“Smoke him out!”

A roar attested to the mood of
the watchers. “Burn him out!”

And the stentorian-voiced miner
rent the air: “Borden come out an’
fight—or we’ll lynch you!”

The ay, “Lynch him!” was
caught up and carried along like
a wave until Masters ran out to
confront the crowd. “Steady. men,”
be yelled. “Give Emerson timel
We don’t want a lynchin’. An’ fire
might destroy the town. I'll guar-
antee to feich Borden out!”

“All right, Shernfi Bui no ar-
rest goes hyar. We want to see
Borden shot or swingl”

Masters sped swiftly to confront
Kalispel. “Thet gang’s in an ugly
mood. They might set firc to Bor-
den’s place. An' therd be hell.
These shacks would bwn like tin-
der. You better let me go in after
Borden.”

"He's hid in

E . “He might shoot vou.”

“I'll 1ake thet risk. An' il 1 get
to him, I'll make him see thet
shore as God made little apples
this mob will burn him out an’
hang him. An" I'll agree 10 pro-
tect him from them if he Kkills
you. Thet'll tetch him. It's his
only chance.”

“Suppose he bobs up with a
rifle?”

“Wal, then I'll bore¢ him my-
sell,” replied the Texan.

“Masters, I don’t like the dcal.
It's plumb good of you. But it’ll
queer you with Leavitt.”

“To hell with Leavitt. One at
a time! Do 1 go?”

“Shore. An’ thanks, old-timer.”

Masters swung away, pulling
ou a white handkerchicl which
he began. to wave. The crowd
yelled both encouragingly and de-
risively.

It was more than 200 yards from
where Kalispel stood to the dance
hall. When Masters got halfway
there he shouted, and wemt on,
still waving the white handker-
chiet. And when he got within 100
feet of the hall, Borden suddenly
appeared i the doorway with a
leveled rifle.

there,”  warned
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“Halt!" he yelled.

Masters  lowered  his  (lag  of
truce. His ¢l voice rang out:

“Air you drunk or crazy? Drop
yore rifle. 'Fhe mob back there
will burn you alive or hang you,
shore.”

“What vou want?” yelled Bor-
den and lowered the weapon.
Masters went forward then, tal
ing fast, but Kalispel could not
distinguish what he said. Masters
approached to within 30 sieps of
Borden, who still held his rifle
threateningly  Masters's  posture
did not lose dignity, but his few
gestures were singularly expressive
of the finality of a cold ultimatum.
He whirled on his heel, and
swerving out of line to the left,
he strode rapidly up the surcet to-
ward the crowd.

Kalispel watched that rifle The
crowd secmed locked in suspense,
waiung, with eyes on the two prin-
cipals Into this oppressive lull the
leather-lunged miner projected his
raw vell:

“Take your choice, Borden!”

And the shout that burst from
the crowd proclaimed that every
watcher divined what the choice
was—to drop the longrange rifle
and come out like a man, or use
it and swing by the neck. Certain-
ly Borden understood, for he lift-
ed the rifle high 10 fling it down.
The metallic crash of its contact
with the flagstones came plainly
to the listening ears.

“Wal, Emerson, he’s comn’ an’

we're gamblin’ you'll bore him
low in the middle,” yelled the
miner.

Borden whipped out two guns,
and lowering his head. like a bull
about to charge, he leaped out of
the doorway.

"Spread out everybody!" boom-
ed the mmer with the clarion
voice. *'The ball's opened!”

Kalispel started to stride tor-
ward, drawing his gun. Borden
gained the center of the street and,
like a man propelled by irresis-
tible force from behind, came
lurching on. He threw lorward the
gun in his left hand and fired. The
ball whizzed by Kalispel, glanced
on the gravel behind, and brought
a shrill yell from some person in
the crowd. Shouts and trample of
feet attested to the splitting of the
mob to both sides of the street.

Kalispel kept on swiftly. Borden
halted His gun flamed red and
cracked. Another bullet hissed un-
comfortably closc to Kalispel's
body. Far beyond it struck up dust
and ricocheted along the street.
Again Borden strode on and again
his big gun boomed Then bang!
bang! bang! he emptied the gun
in his lelt hand, as if driven to be
free of it. He flung it aside and
raised the one in his right.

Kalispel stopped to turn -his
side toward his adversary, upon
whom he brought his gun to bear.
The distance was far over 100
yards. Kalispel froze in his aim
and pulled trigger.




14 ZANE GREY'S WESTERN MAGAZINE

Everybody heard the sudden
impact of that bullet. Borden’s
burried stride appcared blocked
as if by a bauering ram. He ut-
tered a choking cry. but began to
shoot. Deliberate and cold, Kalis-
pel wok time, well knowing that
this was no game for snap-shoot-
ing, and aimed as at a 1arget,
while Borden's first and second
bullets passed whistling by Kalis-
pel, one on each side. Kalispel
shot. And Borden was knocked
flay, as il by a hard fist.

In frenzied action he sprang up
like a bem willow released. and
shot wildly. But something about
Kalispel's posture, his statue-like
immobility, his dark, terrible
calm, picrced Borden’s chaotic
brain. He essayed to take his cue
from his adversary. Dropping on
onc knee he rested his elbow on
the other, and steadying his gun,
took slow and caretul aim.

A suspended breath seemed to
wait in the onlookers. A woman
screamed as il she could not stand
the deliberation for which Kalis-
pel was famed.

The silence burst to the ringing
crack ol his gun. Borden's rigidity
underwent a breaK. His gun [fell
to cxplode and he appeared to
be bauted to one side, as by an
invisible force. On hands and

knees, his back to the crowd, he

wrestled himsell almost erect, then
suddenly plunged down on his
face to kick the dust and lie still.

Standing alone in the street,

with the breathless crowd begin-
ning to stir, Kalispcl siood owver
his prostrate cnemy to ch him
die. It was one of the prerogatives
of gunmen, to be in at the death,
and owed its origin to the incen-
tive to make sure that the enemiy
did die. In Kalispel's case it was
an ordeal. where ruthlessness gave
way to a sickening remorse.

Borden tried to articulate, then
died with something like reliel on
his ghasily face.

Kalispel hurried down the
street 1o avoid the surging crowd.
He made his way out of town and
down the stream to the bend and
up to the sage slope where he had
often gone. The hour was past
sunset. crimson and gold, tran-
quil and sad. The relentlessness
of man with his love, his hate, his
avarice, did not inwrude here.

Dusk fell. He could tarry no
longer. A chill air floated down
the canyon. Nighthawks and bats
were fluttering. He left the lIra-
grant sage bench and retracing his
steps, crossed the bridge to Sloan’s
tent. Several miners and Barnes,
the kindly partner of Sloan, met
Kalispel and informed him that
they had just buried Sloan on his
own claim in the deep hole where
he had dug for gold and had
found a grave.

“Barnes, I'll be takin’ the girl
up to my cabin,” said Kalispel.
“Sloan’s claims an’ tools are yours.
An’ I won't forget your [riendship
for him-an’ your goodness to
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her.”
“Aw—thet's  nothin’,”

Barnes haltingly.

spel went into the tent. The

interior was almost too dark 1o

discern objects.
“Ruth,” he

replied

called, “where are

she ceried. and her light
pattered on the floor. He
made out her pale form against
the gloom. Then she was clinging
to him with her head pressed
against his breast

“Wal? Don't shake so, child,”
he said gently, as he held her.
“Barnes told me they'd buried
Dick right here. I reckon that was
the thing—to get it over.”

“Yes. 1 told them to.”

“Can’t you stand on your feet?”
he asked, finding that he had to
hold her.

“My legs arc—shaky.

“But, Ruth—you're the gamest
kid. This 15 gold digyin’s life, you
know. Shore it is awlul tough,
your losin’ Dick—but it's donc—
it's over, an’ you got to brace.”

“Kal, I'm terribly sorry about
Dick,” she whispered. and then
suddenly she clutched him, “but
—but it was your fight with Bor-
den—thar knocked me out.”

“Aw! Didn’t Barnes drag you off
the swreet?”

“l stayed. Oh, how I wanted
you to kill him! And I knew you
would. I gloated over the thought.
But when Borden plunged out,
like a mad bull—then I went to

pieces. 1 suddenly realized—he
might kill you, too. 1 saw ir all—
Then 1 collapsed.”

“Ah-huh. . . . Wal!” ejaculated
Kalispel, strangely affected by her

poignant words and clinging
hands. “Ruth,” he got out. at
length, “I'm takin’ you up to my
cabi

“Kall I'm glad, but I can’t
walk.”

“I'll carry you.” He lilted her
and swung her around comfort-
ably against hi§ shoulder and
edged sideways through the door.

“Barnes,” he said to the wait-
ing miner, “would you be good
enough to have your wife pack up
all Ruth’s clothes an’ things, an”
bring them up to my cabin?”

“Shore’ll be glad to,” was the
reply.

Kalispel took the trail up the
stream. Here and there lamps cast
a yellow glow through doors or
canvas, and camp fires flickered,
silhoueuing  burly,  red-shirted
miners at their evening meal.

When Kalispel passed the Blair
cabin, almost under its high
porch, he saw a light and heard
Sydney’s voice. He ightened his
hold on the slender [orm in his
arms. And he was unable for the
moment to straighten cut his con-
flicting emotions.

They passed the last shack.
Kalispel had been increasingly
aware that Ruth's head had slip-
ped from his shoulder closer and
closer until her cheek rested
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against his neck. It felt warm and
moist. She was crying.

Jake was stirring around the
camp fire outside the cabin. He
heard Kalispel’'s footsteps and
straightened up to peer out into
the darkness.

“It’s me, Jake.”

“Awl Shore glad, son. 1 saw
your meetin’ with Borden. All
same Kalispel Montana! Suited
me fine. . . . Hey! what you pack-
in?—A girll If you don’t beat the
Dutch!”

“Shut up an’ light the lamp in
the cabin.”

Jake knocked things over in his
hurry to execute that order. He
stared with rolling ox eyes at the
white-faced, golden-haired  girl
Kalispel laid on the couch. Ruth
sat up.

“I'm not an invalid,” she said,
with a wan smile. “Howdy, Jake.
Your brother has packed me up

ere.”

“I see,” replied Jake with a
broad grin. “I reckon you're the
irl—"

“Ruth,” interrupted Kalispel
shortly. “Jake, put a canvas up
outside the cabin. An' take vour
bed out. You an’ me will bunk
together.”

“So our tamily’s increased per-
manent?” rejoined Jake beaming-

y"Our family’s shore - increased
permanent,” drawled Kalispel.
“Rustle now, an’ get some supper
first.”

When Jake went out, whistling,
Kalispel turned to the girl, sens-
ing full well that he was in for
what he knew not.

“Kal, let’s have it out now,” she
Have what out?” he
quericd.

“This deal.”

“Gosh, child—"

“1 heard what you promised
Dick. You said, ‘I'll wike care of
her, Dick? What did you mean
by that>”

“I meant what 1 said.”

“You'll be my friend—my broth-
er—as Dick was:”

“No. Didn't Dick
marry you?”

“Yes.”

“Wal, that’s what T meant.”

“You'd marry me—Kal?" she
cried. “You are the most wonder-
ful- But. Kal, you're in love with
Sydney Blair!”

“I reckon I was, tolerable. But
when she dared me to come over
an’ see her in Leavitt’s arms—an’

intend to

Kal, she wouldn’t—she
couldn’t do such a thing.”

“The hell she wouldn't,” flashed
Kalispel, stung by the memory.
“She did do it. I saw Leavitt kiss
her.”

“Oh, she must have been driv-
en. But, Kal, do you think Dick
meant for you to marry me?”

“Shore he did. How else could
a man take care of you?”
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“Very well, then,” she replied
with a dangerous softness.  “I
won't marry vou.”

“Why notz”
won't, that's all,” she re-
joined. and averted. her agitated
face.
Ah-huh.
match for

Wal, shore I'in no
Svdney Blair or for vou
either. Ka nerson! Bad hombrel
Tough cowboy! Rustler!  Gun-
slinger! All-around desperado who
no woman atall would be wile
to!” ejaculated Kalispel.

“Don’t lie that way about vour-
sell.” she 1etorted. “You're West-
ern and yvou're great, Kal Emer-

son I wont have you demecan
sell 1o me.”
Never mind my promise to

Dick I'd have asked you to marry
me, anyhow.”

“Oh, Kal! Dont!
it’s hard to reluse="

“Wal, why won't you?”

“Because I love you,” she cried
passionately.

“Wal, then, that's all the more
reason [or you to be my wife.”

“It is not.”

“Ruth, we're ofl the tfail,” he
said soberly. “When I thought of
marryin’ you it wasn't just to get
a wile—a woman. I always want-
ed a real home, a wile to keep me
straight, an’ kids—"

“Hush!” she sobbed, and put
her hand to his lips. “I love you,
Kal. 1 will live with you, be faith-
ful till my dying breath, work my
fingers to the bone for you, but I

God knows

will not marry youl”

“I'm dlistressin’ you, Ruth,” he
said. “But, one more word. If you
won't many me vou can’t be my
real wife. Savvy, dear?”

“Yes, I savvy,” she whispered,
sagging against him.

“Forget it now, Ruth. There’s
so much to think of. To plan for!
An’ I've much to do before we
leave here.”

“Leavitt!” she cried.

“Yes. 1 meant to kill him..I
ought t0.”

“Kal, it’s not for me to—to stop
you. Not to serve lum, of all men!
Only—today! Can [ stand that
again?”

“Wal, don’t worry, maybe Mas-
ters will take care of him.”

Jake opened the door a half
inch. “Hey, Romeo an’ Juliet!
Will you have supper served in
the drawinroom or out on the
balcony?”

CHAPTER FOURTEEN
“Run for Your Lives!”

& URING the night
the equinoctial
storm broke. Jake
got up to reinforce
his end of the im-
provised shelter.
“Hey, Kal, is it wet
over where you are?” he called.

“Ump-umm,” replied Kalispel
sleepily.

“Wal, it’s wetter'n hell over
hyar,” growled Jake. “Thet storm
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finally busted an’ I'll bet it’ll be
a humdinger. Might as wal wake
up an’ get ready to be washed
away. Whew! Blazes an’ brim-
stonel Kal, I wish we was safe out
of this hole.”

“So do 1,” replied Kalispel. sit-
ting up. A blue-white blaze filled
the valley with weird light and a
ripping thunderbolt rent the heav-
ens. And before the booming
echoes ceased reverberating, an-
other flash ol lightning streaked
the inky blackness and a mighty
sound as of mounta.ns rolling
down deafened Kalispel. Soon
rain fell in torrents.

Kalispel and Jake huddled close
to the cabin wall, and by cover-
ing themselves and their blankets
with a tarpaulin managed to keep
dry. Toward dawn the violence of
the storm subsided and the rain
slackened. Morning broke dreary
and gray.

The stream was roaring. Kalis-
pel went over to look at it. Miners
all along, as far down as he could
see, were trying to rescue rocks,
flumes, boxes, tools from the yel-
low flood. It was bank-full and
rising rapidly. Many of the claims
would be Hooded.

Thunder City would continue
to roar, but not with labor. The
saloons and halls and dens would
reap a harvest.

As.always, Kalispel swept an ap-
preciative gaze across to the bare
slope. This morming it presented
a furrowed front. Thin yellow

streams were running down its
face, Rattening out on the level to
triangular areas of mud and silt.
It presented an ugly sight. Far up,
the peak was obscured in gray
cloud.

Kalispel returned to the cabin.
Jake ‘was [fanning a refractory
camp fire which he had siarted
under the shelter.

I reckon it'd be a good idea to
wrangle our burros an’ horses,”
Kalispel remarked thoughtfully.

“Shore would, an’ grain ‘em
good before they drill out.”

“All right, let's ruste break-
fast,” replied Kalispcl, brighten-
ing with the definite decision.
“Then you go downtown an’ buy
a sack of grain, a pair of alforjas
—I want two new strong oncs—an’
let’s see. I'll rustle the stock.”

“Kal, hadn't you beuier stay in
camp an let me do the rustlin’?”
queried Jake grulfly. “You got the
girl hyar, an’ our cabin is shore
strong built. With them two rifles
you could keep off—"

“Helll” ejaculated Kalispel. “I
reckon I had. But after yesterday,
wouldn’t you figure Leavitt to lay
low an’ let me shake the dust of
Thunder City?”

“You-had hell yesterday an’ you
ain’t thinkin’. I've a hunch Lea-
vitt had somethin’ up his sleeve
organizin’ them vigilantes.”

“Ah-huh. Wal, I'll think,” snap-
ped Kalispel. “An’ I'm thinkin’
I'd better see Masters pronto.”

“I’ll send him up hyar,” replied
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Jake hurriedly. “Alter we eat I'll
rustle. An’ you get to packin’.
This storm will let up today, an’
in a couple days we can be on the
move.”

Jake rewurned to report that
Masters had been flooded out, like
many others who had tents and
shacks close 1o the treacherous
slope of silt. Masters would call
on him later in the day. But the
busy hours passed by without the
sheriff putting in an appearance.
Jake finally rounded up all the
stock, and with them in the cor-
ral, Kalispel began to have visions
of the long winding trail down to
the Salmon. Suddenly, then, he re-
membered the ranch he had
coveted so dcarly; and with a
sense ol exultation, he realized
that he had the gold to buy and
improve and stock a dozen such
ranches. Ruth must be his wife.

It had rained on and off until
midaflternoon, when the clouds
broke, showing a bit of blue sky
and a gleam of sun. Ruth emerged
and wandered around among the
huge boulders, going as far as the
stream, which was now a torrent.
She came back to tell
miners were moving.back off their
claims

Kahispel had hidden s bags
of gold dust and nuggets un-
der the flat hearthstone in front
of the open fireplace. Beneath
this was a hollow boulder, the
opening of which he had dis-
covered by accident and which

how the,

would not be easily detected. For
the present he did not want either
Jake or Ruth to learn about his
treasure.

That night while Ruth slept
and Jake worked outside, Kalispel
packed the gold in two alforjas
and hid them under the pile of
firewood in the corner of the
cabin.

When at length he went out to
go to bed, Jake remarked with
great satisfaction, “It’s clearin’ off
cold.” The stars were shining
white, and a nipping wind blew
down f[rom the hcights. Before
Kalispel went to slecp, he had de-
cided that it would be sensible to
try to avoid trouble with Leavitt.
If anything happened to him,
Ruth might be left alone.

The day dawned frosty and
bright. Miners were astir early,
and two pack trains left while
Jake was getting breakfast.

“They're beginnin® to drift
out,” said Jake. “An’ ['ll have all
our pack saddles an’ harness
mended today.”

“Brother, 1 reckon you're not
in any hurry at all to shake the
gold dust of Thunder City,”
drawled Kalispel.

Ruth came out, wearing a gray
woolen dress, and with some color
in her cheeks this morning, she
made a picture from which Kalis-
pel found it dilficult to keep his
eyes. She extended her small hands
to the fire. “Geel it’s cold. I don’t
see that you gentlemen have pro-
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ceeded [ar with breakfast.”

“My land! We jest got up,” re-
torted Jake, who had taken a de-
cided liking to Ruth and declight-
ed to serve her.

“Ruth, do you like cold weath-
er?” asked Kalispel thoughtfully.

“Love it. I came from Wiscon-
sin, you know.”

“Ump-umm, I didn't know. An’
can you ride a horse:”

“Can a duck swim? My dad
moved to Wyoming when I was
twelve,” Ruth answered. “He
bought out a rancher near Chad-
ron. I left there only three years
ago. Dad did well for a while—un-
til the rustlers cleaned him out.
He never got over that. It killed
him. I was left to the tender mercy
of a stepmother. And, well-I was
sixteen when I came to CIifl Bor-
den’s dance hall.

“Don’t look so—so terrible,
Kal,” she continued. “I had to
work or starve—and Borden lied
to me about the job. But it’s all
over now. And, Kal, when we’re
away from this we’ll forget. Then
I'll make it up to you.”

“Let’s get away pronto,” replied
Kalispel with one of his flashes of
passion. “This afternoon or to-
morrow, shore. Jake, rustle break-
fast. Then pack. Pur Ruth’s bags
in the canvas packs. Soon as I eat
a bite I'll rustle down to see Mas-
ters. I want to tip him off. An’ 1
reckon—that’ll let me out here.”

“You reckon? Aren’t you sure,
Kal?” queried Ruth.

“Gosh!l you can’t be shore of
anvthin’ except death.”

“Promise me you won't look up
Leavitt,” she entreated.

“Wal, that's easy. I
But if T meet him—

“Bore him an’ rustle back here
to tell me.” interrupted Jake cool-
ly. “An’ then I'll show you some
real packin’.”

Soon Kalispel sallied forth on
his last visit to Thunder City. At
Blair's cabin wo packers were
busy assorting and wcighing packs.
Burros, not vet saddled, stood
haltered to the porch. Blair waved
cheerfully 1o Kalispel. “We're
leaving today.”

Kalispel replied just as cheer-
fully: “So are we. Hope we see you
on the trail.”

Sydney appeared in the rider’s
garb in which Kalispel had ad-
mired her so exceedingly. Those
proud dark cyes watched him pass
by, intent and haunting as ever.
But she made no motion.

On the hillsides and high parts
of the benches the miners had re-
turned to their blasting, digging,
panning. But two miles of flooded

promise.

. claims along the stream had left

hundreds of men idle. Therefore
the main street of Thunder City
presented the spectacle of a circus
day in a small town.

Kalispel found Masters in his
half-demolished shack, a ponder-
ing and somber man.

“Howdy, Kal,” he’ drawled.
“You look fine for a hombre who's
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just added another notch to his
gun.”
Aw, I'm finc as silk.
today, Masters.”

“Good. Did your brother give
you my message?”

“All he said was that you'd be
up to scc me.”
X. 1 told him no—an’ for you
to rustle out of heah quick.”

“Wal. he didn't twll me. the
son-of-a-gun. What's up, old-tim-
e’

Leavin'

“Leavitt took over Borden’s
property on half shares an’ debts,
he claims. My show of [riendship
for vou 'pears to have riled the
judge. Ile politely sent me word
to turn over mv olfice an" my
badge.”

“The hell he did! Masters, you
wouldn’t think of thar?”

“Wal, ordinarily 1 wouldn't.
But most ol my lIriends have
packed an’ gone. The bottom is
droppin’ out of this boom, Kal. 1
reckon | couldn’t locate a dozen
men who'd back me in any deal
against Lcavitt. So what is there
in it for me?”

“Damn’ liule. 1l you're askin’,”
replied Kalispel shortly. “But are
you goin’ to let Leavitt blufl you?”

“No man ever blufled a I'exas
Ranger,” drawled Masters. “I'm
just sore enough to resign, pack,
an’ get ready to leave with my
friends—then call on Leavitt to
leave my caird.”

By thunder! I'd like to do that.
But | promised Ruth I'd not look

Lcavitt up.”

“Square of you. Thet girl is de-
servin’, Kal.”

“Old-timer, this is what I came
down to tell you. Leavitt is at the
head of this bandit gang, an’ he's
runnin’ it shore slick.”

“Emerson, are you sure?”

“Hell, yes!” whispered Kalispel.
“1 stood under Leavitt's window
an’ heard him betray himself.
He's a common, low-down, two-
bit thief, a second-hand murderer,
an’ a slick-tongued deceiver of
women.”

“An’ don't lorget he’s a leader
of Thunder Mountain's vigi-
lantes! He hasn't been seen-down-
town since you shot Borden. No-
body knows what's up, an’ every-
body’s figgerin’. But for me you've
about cleared it up.”

Ah-huh. You get my hunch. If
Leavitt has organized a vigilante
committee you can bet your last
dollar the men 1n it are his hold-
up gang.”

“A damn’ slick dodge! We under-
rated this man Leavitt. An’ now,
Kal, my advice to you is rustle out
of heah hell for leather! Ill trail
you up street a ways.”

Kalispel did not like the sus-
pense in the Tcexan’s mien and
voice. There was something in the
wind. The instant. Kalispel got
outside, he was amazed to find that
the street that- had been noisy and
animated a few minutes before
was now silent, empty except at
the extreme lower end. There,
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strung across Irom Borden’s hall to
the Last Chance saloon stood five
masked men, armed with rifles.

Kalispel cursed as a fiery current
ran along his veins. Vigilantes! He
could not see the upper end of the
street, because it curved slightly.
He decided to cut through the
first alley between buildings to
make the creck trail. Once back at
his cabin, he and Jake could hold
off any reasonable number of men

There were no alleys nem He
must go through a store or saloon.
Faces appcared in doors across the
street.

“Hands up, Emerson!”

The rough, deadlv voice, ner-
vous in its timbre, carried threat
of instamt death. Kalispel had
heard that note before. Freezing
in his tracks, he clevated his arms
high above his head.

“Up they are!” he cjaculated.
damning himsell for over-confi-

dence.
“Keep ‘em thar.” Cautious,
heavy steps sounded with that

voice. “Frisk him. Dan.”

Rude hands jerked his guns
from his belt. He heard the click
ol a hammer being raised. then
felt the hard prod of a gun barrel
against his back.

Kalispel was marched up the
street, where, at the end, the five
masked vigilantes led the way to
ward Leavitt’s cabin and mill
Judging from the increasing hum
and trample in the rear. all of
Thunder City was in attendance.

“Halt!" ordered Kalispel's cap-
tor, when the procession had ap-
proached to within 20 paces of
Leavitt’s cabin.

“I'm kinda tired holdin® my
arms up,” complained Kalispel, as
he halted, and slowly lowered
them.

The five vigilantes m the lead
lined up to one side. Kalispel
heard the others stop behind. And
from far back came the increasing
roar of the trailing mob.

“Captain Leavitt.” shouted the
spokesman, “we have your manl”

The cabin door stood wide
open. A table and chairs on the
porch had a businesslike look.
Presently two miners came out,
followed by Leavitt. He was white
of face and stern. His flaring gaze
leaped upon Kalispel standing mo-
tionless in the open square, and
then swept over the vigilantes and
to the approaching crowd. then
back to the prisoner.

“Leavitt. what's the meanin’ of
this outrage?” demanded Kalispel,
his voice carrying far.

“Let the crowd come close
enough to hear the procecdings.”
ordered Leavitt.

The trampling of many feet
slowed up bchind Kalispel and
spread in a half-circle until it was
possible for him to see the people
on both sides. This swerving of
his gaze brought into his line of
vision a scaffold newly erected.
Kalispel became a man of iron.
Leavitt would never hang him.
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“That's close enough,” called
out Leavitt. and then he fixed his
cyes upon some man whose slow
steps could be heard. “Masters,
that applics 10 you, 100.”

“Wal. 1 reckon I'm sheriff of
Thunder € drawled the cool,
casy voice of the Texan.

“Yes, and a damn’ poor sherill
you are.” rctorted Leavitt. “Flaunt-
ing vour friendship for this des-

perado in the face of the whole
town!”
“Leavit, 1 back my actions.

Thet's why I'm heah. We might
disagree as o Emerson's status.
An’ if this heah deal is a trial, as
I reckon it is, you'll want it 10
stand the rcst of public opinion.”
“Certainly. There’s nothing se-
cret about this trial. Emerson is
Iéeforc the vigilantes of Thunder
ity.

“Wal, in thet case somebody
must represent him, an’ I'll make
thet my last official duty, after
which I'l] resign.”

“Very well. We accept your
stand for Emerson and also your
resignation.”

Masters slowly came into the
line of Kalispel's vision. Sight of
the cool Texan flooded Kalispel's
grim soul with gratitude.

The Texan turned to Kalispel
with slow, casual steps.
ceptable to you, Emerson?” he

queried. .
“Thanks, Master: returned

Kalispel. The Texan's words were

negligible compared with the

“Am I ac

wonderful power and meaning of
his gray eyes. Kalispel was swift
to read that gaze. Masters's action
was merely a ruse to permit him
to come forward, gradually to edge
near enough for Kalispel to leap
and jerk free Masters's two big
guns and shoot his way to death
or freedom.

“Judge, before you make a
charge against the prisoner, may
1 ask what constitutes yore right
to this procedure?”” queried Mas-
ters deliberately.

“1 am captain of these vigilan-
tes,” replicd Leavitt curtly.

“Wal, thet won't stand before
the law. You were not elected. You
appointed yoresell.”

“But I was elected judge of this
mining camp,” parried Leavitt
with composure. “Il you know the
laws of gold diggings you will
agree that I have absolute author-
ity.

“Wal shore, aboot all claims,
arguments, sales an’ exchange, an’
all thet. But hardly to make ar-
rests an’ build scaffolds. That
ought to be my job.”

“Masters, we won't split hairs
over that,” declared Leavitt with
cold finality. “Emerson is on trial,
and I'm his judge.”

“Air you puttin’ him on trial
for gun-play?”

“There is no law on the frontier
against even breaks.”

“Wal, then, what’s Emerson’s
offense?” demanded the Texan
sharply.
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Judge Leavitt seated himsclf at
his table and arranged papers be
fore he replicd. “Emerson is a
bandit.”

Masters wheeled oward Kal-
ispel. “You heah thet?” he called.
'm not deal. Masters.”

“Wal. what you got to sav about

“Leavitt is a damned liar.

Again Masters faced the porch.
Kalispel felt like a tiger about to
leap. The Texan stood a little 0
the lef, a good long jump distant.
and his black guns hung in plain
sight, as casy 1o draw as il thev
had becn on Kalispel himsclf

“Judge, I've hecahed vore accu
sation. An’ I heahed Emerson’s de
nial. I mean no offense when | sav
thet his word before the courn is
as gond as vores. You'll have 10
furnish proof.”

“That is, what we propose 10

do,” rejoined Leavitt loudly.
“Jones. step forward.”
The smaller of the two men

who had come out of the cabin
with Leavitt strode forward 10 face
the vigilantes.

“State your evidence .|g.nnsl this
prisoner.” ordered Lea itt.

“He robbed me” returned
Jones in a resonant. [rank voice.
“It happened at night, two weeks
ago come Wednesday, just after
six o’clock. I'was comin’ from my
claim in the dark. Just off one of
them deserted tents down the
crick a man stepped out behind
me an’ jabbed a gun in my back.
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He asked for my dust. I had wwo
bags. onc dust an® the other nug-
gets, 1 gave them up.”
“Did vou recognize
ked the judge.

No. thet is. not his person. But
1 shore did his voice. I'd heard
thet often.”

Masters turned 1o take another
step in Kalispel's direction. *“What
vou sav 1o thet

“Sheriff. it’s another roten hc,
called  Kalispel  piercingly n
Jones couldn’t look ar me \\uh it,

Emerson?”

unless he Lnu\ I'd never get out
of this alive.
“Matthews. step forward.” or-

dered the judge. to the second man.
who was tall. pale-visaged, and less
convincing.  “State vour  case
inst the prisoner
Emerson held me up.
seplicd  Matthews Tt was last
Saturday night. ar abowt half alier
cight. It was right in town. \n’ he
siepped  ow ol the shadow ol
Spence’s store. He had a searl over
his face, but it slipped down a
wavs when he was [riskin’ me. An’
I recognized him casy. He 1ook
my gold, watch, an’ guns.”
“Matthews, vou say this occur-
red last Saturday night at half past

Jedge.”

eight, and that you reccognized
Emerson perfectly?”” queried the
judge.

“Yes, sir.”

Leavitt waived the witness aside
and again attended to the sheriff.
“Masters, that scems conclusive to
me. There’s no doubt in my mind
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Emerson is guilty of all these hold-
ups, and shootings. too. I'll put it
to a voe.”

Never mind

havin’ yore vigi-
lantes vote ver,” returned Masters
with sarcasm. “"I'he trial ain’t
over.” e fluced around to Kal-
ispel for the third time with un-
obtrusive  siep. “Kalispel,  you
heahed?”

“Yos.

“Wal. it sounded fishy 10 me,”
replicd the Texan. “An" il you can
recall shore jest where you was on
Saturday night at half past cight,
I'll take yore word for

“T was—"" hegan l\allspvl readily,
when m(ldcnly he  remembered
that on the howr in question Syd-
ney Blair was alone with him in
his cabin.

“Wal. speak up, an’ make it
plain to this listenin’ crowd.” said
Masters impatiently.

Kalispel let out a hard laugh.
It did not make any difTerence 1o
Leavitt and his vigilantes whether
he cleared himselfl or not. And in
another moment he would be leap-
ing for Masters's guns.

“Sorry, old-timer,” his voice
rang out. “I reckon I can’t remem-
ber.” .

“There,” fashed Leavitt, his
hand extended shaking. *“Con-
demned by his own lips!”

The crowd stirred to resiless
shifting of fect and sibilant
whispers. Then Kalispel was trans-
fixed at sight of Sydney Blair run-
ning in to face Leavitt.

“Rand Leavitt,” she cried in
high tones thar pierced to every
car in the multitude, “your tool,
Matthews, has not condemned
Emerson, but himsell as a liar—
and you as a worsc one!”

“IWhat?” hissed Lca , leaping

up, to lean forward with purpling
face.
Kalispel Emerson absolutely
could not have robbed Matthews
last Saturday night at half past
cight,” rang Sydney’s voice, vi-
brant with rightcous anger.

And why not?” shouted Leav-
it furiously.”

“Beeause he was with me—in his
cabin!”

“ln his cabin—alone?”

y Blairl You? My prom-
ised wi[c! What—why were you
there?” -

“I went there to tell him what
a villain you are—to tell him I had
broken my engagement with you
—to beg him to—to forgive me and
take me back again!”

The transformation that swift
speech “wrought in Leavitt was
monstrous to behold. The suave
gentleman, the confident mining
boss, the cold. grim judge went in-
to eclipse. And a malignant,
mouthing, passion-ridden  devil
leaped off the porch.

“Look there, woman!” he shout-
ed, strident with hate, as he"point-
ed with quivering finger at the
scaffold. “You'll see your lover
hanged!”
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This scemed to Kalispel to be
the moment for him 1o leap for
Masters’s guns. but Svdnev stood in
the way. There would be other
shooting beside his. a wild -
mult, pandemonium. He dared not
risk harm to her. Masters edged
back toward him.

“Men! Seize him.” velled Leav-
itt. “By God. he hangs!”

The answer was a  woman's
piercing cry. whether Svdnev's or
another’s  Kalispel never  knew.
And at the same instant the solid
ground shook under his fect.

“Hell’s fire!” shricked a vigi-
lante. “The moumain! The moun-
tain! Run for your lives!”

CHAPTER FIFTEEN
Thundey Mountain. Avenger
VERY spectator lonk-
ed. The vast slope
was waving like a
sea. And on the in-

stant  a  groaning.
%77 straining rumble
“77¢ came  [rom  the

depths Fin up, a whole bare ridge
began to slide.

“dualanche!”

“A slide—a slide!”

These cries were drowned in the
united vell of the crowd. And this
was lost in a terrific thunder thai
came unmistakably {from a moun-
tain mass in movement.

Kalispel saw Sydney sway and
fall. He lcaped to snatch her up
in his arms and back away from

the awesome spectacle.

The vigilantes wore in o [ull
flight with the rest ol the crowd.
Masters passed  Kalispel. velling
words that could not be heard.
Leavite had run from the lec of
the cabin to look up and sec the
slow., waving descent of sections of
slope. of ridges and mounds. The
carth scemed shaken to its core.
Thunder that was not  thunder
filled the air.

Leavitt seemed suddenly berelt
of his senses. He dashed a few
steps after the crowd onlv 10 whirl
and dash back. 1le bounded up
on the porch and into the cabin.

What had  been rumble and
thunder diced in a crash as il the
earth were remt asunder .\ great
slide piled down on Leavit's mill,
crushing, shoving. covering the
chues, and at last, as if by magic.
obliterating the w Ouw of the
thick rolling mass of mud huge
balls of dry earth broke to let out
pulls of dust.

The mill was gone and with
went the splintering crash. Hoarse
shouts of men, sounding far away,
pierced Kalispel's cars. e back-
ed against a boulder. still holding

the girl. Masters stood by him,
holding his arm. shouting. The
spectacle fascinated them. and

when Leavitt appeared in the door
of his cabin; acting like a man
bereft of his senscs. they were
rooted -to the spot.

His [renzy, his wringing hands,
his voiceless yells were cloquent




THUNDER MOUNTAIN 127

of something that was gone! gonc!
gone! Kalispel understood  then
that not until this moment of
catastrophe had Leavitt known of
the loss of his gold

His pale face vanished from the
dark doorwav. And that instant,
with a rumble and a shake the
mass of slope let loose in a land-
slide 1o move down upon the cab-
in. The roofl caved in, and carth
pourcd down like water into a
vessel.

Leavitt appeared at the door
and then was felled by a falling
rafter. e went down, his head
outsicle  the door. And there,
wrenching and lunging, like an
animal caught by its hind feet in
a trap. he raised his body and
flung his arms. In cach hand he
held a bag of gold. 1lis face was a
grav blotch.

The sliding silt filled the cabin
and hegan 1o pour.out of the door
over Leavitt. Still he struggled.
Like a waterfall the carth rushed
off the roof on each side, leaving
a slowly closing, fan-shaped aper-
ture through which the doomed
man could be scen. Then came a
sliding roar, a cloud of dust—and
the cabin disappeared.

As if in mockery of the littleness
of man, nawre pealed out the
doom which the wise old beaver
and the savage chiel had foreseen.
No sound before had ever equaled
that thundering travail. of the
mountain yielding its might, its
bulk, its stability to the stupen-

dous force of gravil‘élion, For ages
its foundation had groaned warn-
ings. And now the hour of col-
lapsc had come.

The slope was a billowy sea on
end. Far up, the trees were aslant,
falling, wagging, piling up and
sliding down. The hollows filled,
the scant thickets rode the ava-
lanche, the ridges rose like waves
and sank in furrows. Majestic and
awful, the mile high face of the
mountain moved down.

Gradually the movement slowed
and as gradually the rumbling
thunder diminished. The shouts
of men could be heard. Once more
the sound of the stream penetrat-
ed the valley.

Blair approached Kalispel and
Sydney, who had recovered from
her faint.

“My God! Kal—isn't it awful?”
gasped Blair, taking hold’ of Syd-
ney.

“Shore came in the nick of time
for me,” rephcd Kahspel hoarsely.
“Pack an’ rustle, Blair.”

Masters appeared, approaching
the edge of the slide, which had
moved out some distance on the
bench. He stopped for a while to
watch it.

Sydney seized Kalispel’s hand.
“Look! The place where—I fell—
is covered,” she whispered with a
glance Kalispel would never for-

et

Presently Masters held up his
hand and bellowed to the watch-
ing crowd, “She’s movin’ three feet
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a minute. Thunder City is doom-
ed. Run an’ tell everybody. Grab
yore gold, some grub. a blanket,
an’ rustle out of heah

Kalispel ran toward his cabin.
every [ew moments halting to look
back at the spectacle. It was as
great and as strange as had been
his dcliverance. Everv rod that he
progressed away from the sliding
slope changed its perspective: the
farther he got away the more he
could sce. Three feet a minute! Tt
would not be long until the cn-
croaching landslide must reach the
edge of the long. one-sireeted
town,; Miners were running in
every dircction.

Jake's gloomy visage lightened
at sight of Kalispel. “\bout time
you got back

“Where's—Ruthz”

“Poor kid. she’s scared 'most
damn’ near to deatl replied
Jake. indicating that the girl was
inside the cabin.

Ruth lay on the couch with her
face covered.

“Ruth!" he panted as he sat
down beside her and tore her
hands and scarl from her face.
“I'm here.”

She leaped up to clasp him in
her arms, and the horror faded
from her eves as she kissed him
wildly, unconscious of all save his
return.

“Why—kid—don't take on so!"
he said huskily.

“1 saw the vigilantes march you
up to Leavitt,” she whispered.

ke held me back. He swore
vou'd come through. But, oh, I
nearlv. went mad!”

“Closest shave l—cver had.” re-
plied Kalispel. breathing hard. e
beckoned for Jake to come in the
open door. Then he recounted to
them the cevents of the lust hour.

They did not remain longer in
the cabin. Outside again. they,
gazed spellbound ar the scene.
Shacks and tents were riding up-
ended at the base ol the moving
mountain.  splintering  sounds
came clearly across the distance:
the sinister incxorable landslide
crept toward the town.

But il the spectacle low down
was fascinating. that high up on
the slope was indescribably  so.
The movement scemed more visi-
ble there and it was monstrous.
Over the ridge back of the center
of the town hove in sight a mov-
ing forest that heretofore  had
been hidden from view. With firs
and pines uprooted. upflung, up-
ended, a section of slope slid down
with slow and terrible precision.
Far at the end of the town, where
the valley narrowed in its ap-
proach to the canvon, the land-
slide had made more progress.
Borden’s huge dance hall stood in
line for almost instant annihila-
tion.

“Kal, that landslide will wipe
Thunder City out, dam the val-
ley, an’ 1make a lake where we're
standin’  now.” declared Jake.
“Wowl! hear thet smash! Borden’s
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dance hall dancin’ to its gravel
Ain’t thet a queer sight? Tt jest
ain’t real, folks.”

“Jake, ruste to your packin’,”
ordercd Kalispel. “We want to get
out ahead of the mob.”

“I reckon the exodus won't be-

gin till tomorrow.” returned Jake.
“Most ol these gold hawgs will
hang on 1ill the end.”
Ruth, rustle into warm things
an’ overalls. 1U1l be tough sleddin’
on the pass. But we'll get over be-
fore night an’ camp below the
snow linc.”

They packed feverishly for a
while and then stopped 10 breathe
and gaze again at the phenome-
non. The Blairs rode by behind
the freighters and a train of pack
animals. Far across the stream
miners could be scen in droves.
moving their cflecis up on the
high bench. Fire broke out in one
of the overtrned buildings. send-
ing forth flames and volumes of
yellow smoke. The grinding of
boulders went on, the cracking of
walls, the thudding of wces, and
the incessant shouting of ecxcited
mej

Kalispel sclected the best burro
to pack the alforjas which carried
his gold. Over this pack he strap-
ped his bedding. Ruth came out
dressed to ride, and when he saw
her he did not fear that the pic-
ture of Sydney Blair in riding garb
would ever haunt him again. By
this time Jake had packed the
other two burros.

“If you pack my sacldle horse,
Jake, I'll walk. I reckon that’ll
take the outfit,” said Kalispel.

“Oh, look!"” cried Ruth.

A mile of the face of the land-
slide had crept upon the long line
of the buildings on the north side
of the main sireet. Three feet a
minute! Yet it might have been a
tidal wave, for the crashing and
rending, the smashing and rolling,
the collapsing and uphcaving of
tents, shacks, cabins, stores, and
saloons, gave the impression of
swiltly advancing havoc and ruin.
The landslide scemed relentless.

Thunder again! The ground
shook beneath Kalispel's feet, and
Ruth reached for him with eager
hands and parted lips. Rocks
heaved ow of the moving silt to
roll. 10 be buried again, to appear
once more, to slide and gather
momentum until they were hurt-
ling down to leap the boulders on
the bench and crack as if explod-
ing, or thudding soddenly into the
piling earth around the houses.
One hall the city seemed alive,
writhing and crunching in the
maw of the avalanche, while the
other hall waited apprehensively
the approach of the cataclysm.

“Ruth, fork your horse,” order-
ed Kalispel. driven to tear his gaze
from the spectacle. .“Jake, move
‘em along. We're late now.”

Ruth stepped up and swung in-
to her saddle with a lithe ease and
grace which could come only from
long practice. Somehow the sight
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enhanced her value and suddenly
gave her a charm Kalispel had not
appreciated till then.

He untied his burro. and with
rifle in hand stepped ow upon the
trail.

At the bend of the stream. where
the trail turned. Kalispel had his
last close view of Thunder City
the juggernaut which was
destroying it. He turned even after
he could sce no more. But he
could still hear the detonations
like sodden blows.

Far up the trail a train of pack
mules zigzagged toward the sum-
mit of the pass. The stream, bank-
full, and vellow in hue. roared
hurriedly down. as il sensing an
hour when no escape from the val-
ley would .be possible. And the
sun, westering, had begun to gild
the white clouds over the western
wall.

Kalispel marveled at his deliv-
erance. This vengeance had not
been meant for him. A higher pow-
er had settled the score with
Leavitt.

The trail grew steep and began
its zigzag course. Kalispel climbed
behind Ruth’s horse. She did not
talk nor did she look back.

The air.grew cold, with a hint
of snow in its breath. Jake toiled
on, his wide shoulders bowed. The
lop-eared burros plodded on be-
hind him. Kalispel never let go of
the halter of his burro.

The melodious roar of ~the
stream ceased to thrum in Kalis-

pel's ears. It died away gradually.
Sharp. cold wind rustled the sage-
brush on the slope.

At last Jake halted on the first
level of the pass. where patches of
snow spotted the grav. 1lis ruddy
face, almost as red as his shirt,
turned down toward the valley.
His mouth gaped. his jaw dropped,
his eves popped. and he threw up
one long arm i a voiceless salu-
tation to something awe-inspiring.

Ruth bowed her head over the
neck of her horse and did not turn.
Kalispel  suddenly  understood.
Ruth had the sirength not 10 look
back. She had forever bidden fare-
well to that sordid gold camp and
to the life she had led there.

Bur Kalispel gazed back and was
stunned. The long v
his feet under slanting ray
veils of golden light, and through
its center meandered a shining
stream of firc which ended in a
broad. shicld-shaped. blazing

The [arthest end ol the l.m(klnlc
had dammed the stream. Houses,
half-submerged. like sinking boats.
floated upon its surface. Men like
ants toiled along its larther shore.
Kalispel looked in vain for what
had been the long. narrow grav
walled, whitctented 1own, for the
long, wide street with its teeming
life.

Chaos reigned down in that val-
ley, transcendantly beautiful in its
sunset hues and curtains, terrible
with its naked destructive forces
of carth and rock.
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Kalispel had to gaze over and
over again and readjust his per-
spective 1o make clear what he
really did sce. And when Jake and
Ruth had gone on up the trail,
and the sun sank behind the west-
ern wall, Kalispel had painted for-
ever on his memory the grandeur
of the slide of Thunder Moumain
into the valley. When he finally
wrenched himsell from the scene,
he led his burro up the pass into
the snow. As twilight fell Kalispel
plodded down into a sheltered
grove of aspens where a bright fire
blazed .and Jake whistled at his
tasks. Ruth sat before the fire, her
face rosy and sweet, her small bare
hands extended to the heat.

“We're over the hilll” said Kal-
ispel, as he gazed down upon his
charge, and he meant vastly more
than the surmounting of the snowy
pass.

The Middle Fork presented Kal-
ispel’s next problem. If it was in
flood, there would be many min-
ers camping at the ford. Kalispel
desired to avoid contacts. The river
itself did not worry him. He would
wait until the flood subsided or
build a raft and ferry his packs
over on that.

Trailing downhill was easy on
burros and men. The ford of the
Middle Fork was reached in the
late afternoon of the third day out
from the valley. The river was
high. Kalispel ordered camp and
busied himself constructing a raft.

“What'n hell do we want a raft
fer?” snorted Jake.

“Reckon to lrclghl Ruth’s fine
togs safely across.”

“Kal, I burned them!”
ed Ruth,

“Aw, wall T'll pack mine over
on it, then. Hate to wet my clothes
an’ bed.”

Next morning disclosed his wis-
dom. Jake had a ducking in the
icy water and one of the burros
was rolled by the swift current.
Kalispel dragged his improvised
ralt up stream and crossed on it
with his alforjas without a hitch.
Ruth handled her horse like a
cowboy.

exclaim-

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

“Married People Do Sleep
Together”

ALISPEL made
noonday halt in a
‘grove of cotton-
woods on the bank
of the Salmon River

§ below Challis. He

wanted to give that

congested town a wide berth. But
he sent Jake in to fetch back some
very necessary supplies, and upon

a mission he did not confide to
Ruth until his brother was out of

he began hesitatingly,
“Jake is goin® to fetch back the—
the parson.”,
“The—what?”
starting up,

flamed Ruth,
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“1 sent for the parson.” Kal-
ispel replicd. after a pausc.
“Kal Emerson. voure going to
stick to that promise to Dick:
“T'd forgotten about him, but
not about marrying vou. I shore
intend 1o do that.
“I won't,” she declared.
“You will,” he returned.
“Why?" she asked. her face pal-

I:”'\\'n], for a number of reasons.
most particular of which is that 1
want to take care of vou an’ make
you happy.”

“But you don’t have to marry
-me—to do that. I'll be happier
than I ever was in my life—just to
be with you, work for you.”
lavbe vou could: An’ that
would be all right with me,” he

rejoined earnestly.  “Only, our

story will be known. An'—wal.

won't have it any other way.”
“I-1 thought I'd settled it.” she

faltered miserably.
“If you cry TI=rin spank you,”
he declared threatcningly.

“I'd forgotten cverything—and
I was happy.

“Ah-huh. An’ now you're un-
happy just becausc’ I'm determin-
ed to make you Mrs. Lee Emer-
son? Gosh! It's shore fatterin’ to
my vanity.”

“Kal, I'm not like other girls—
Oh! if you only—only had met me
—when I was sixteen!” she sobbed.

Kalispel said, “Ruth, it’s only
for appearance’s sake. I told you
that. You'll not be my wile, real-

Iv. So there’ll be nothin® for you
to be ashamed of. An® I'll have
vou to nLc care of—an’ you'll
have me.”

“Very well. T will
she replied laintly.

Kalispel left her alone then and
walked under the cottonwoods,
realizing that he did not under-
stand himsell very well. But  he
reatly relieved and glad of
her decision. cntly he heard a
clip-clop of hoofs and the crunch
of wheels on the gravel road. A
light spring wagon turned ofl to-
ward the cottonwood grove. Kal-
ispel saw that the driver was a
minister and that the other occu-
pant of the wagon was Jake.

“Kal. this is Parson Wecks,” an-
nounced Jake as they came to a
stop. "I commissioncd him to pack
our fresh supplies out. An” he's of-
fered 10 scll the hoss an’ wagon
cheap. So I reckon, when he winds
up by hitchin® you an” Ruth, thet
it'll be a right pert day for him.”

“Howdy, Parson. I'm shore glad
to meet you,” drawled Kalispel,
offering his hand, as the gray-hair-
ed little man alighted.

“The pleasure is mine, Emer-
son. I've heard of you and I'm glad
to shake this good right hand of
yours.”

“Come an’ meet the lady.”

Ruth rose from her log scat as
they approached, and Kalispel's
fears were allayed. She showed no
trace of distress and met them
with a smile.

marry you,”

=
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“Ruth, this is Parson Weeks,”
announced Kalispel.

“Parson, | have promised to
marry him,” said Ruth presently,
_with Tovely, troubled eyes uplifted.
“I will=but I ought not.”

“And why not, if you care for
him?” exclaimed Weeks kindly.

“Oh, I do love him, but I was a
dance-hall girl and 1 can never
ive down the bad name that gave
me.

“Suppose you were,” he replied
slowly. “That is nothing il he
wants you.”

“Yes. 1 do!” said Kalispel with
passion. “Parson, I took her out
of a dance hall. but that doesn’t
say she was bad. An' I'm goin’ to
marry her an’ make her happy. If
you can only talk a liule sense in-
to her pretty head you'll be doin’
me an C\mhsun favor.”

“Ah! T sce!” The minister 100k
Ruth’s hand. “My dear child, this
is a question of love and love
alone. Emcrson is proving his. You
have told me of yours. I advise
you as a father and beseech you as
a minister to marry this young
man. | am of the West, Ruth. And
I know what the foundation has
been. Who shall remember in
threescore years. when this broad
land will be prosperous with cities
and ranchers, that the grand-
mothers of that generation, ever
were, let us say, dance-hall girls?
And il it were remembered, who
could bring calumny against the
strong-souled mothers of the

West?”

Parson Weeks married Ruth
and Kalispel under the gold-leafed
cottonwoods, with Jake grinning
happily by. And when Kalispel
bent over Ruth to watch her sign
the marriage certificate, he was
rather astonished to discover that
he had never before known her
surname.

Kalispel bought out Olsen, lock,
stock, and barrel, to his own rap-
ture and the dissatisfied rancher’s
great satisfaction.

A belated Indian summer fell
upon the Salmon River Valley
and added its enchantment of
smoky, still, golden days to the
splendor of silver, black-tipped
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slopes, and the singing river.

While Jake scoured the Lembhi
Valley for horses and cattle. Kalis-
pel supcrintended the erection of
a spacious addition to Olscn’s log
cabin. Carpenters and builders
from the town peeled the lodge-
pole pines that the Indians snaked
down from the forests. and sawed
and raised and hammered till a
long living-room arose, with a large
open fireplace in the center, and
small, well-lighted rooms at cach
end.

Kalispel never left the ranch,
but his orders were sent out, and
wagonloads of furniture arrived.
And when he had exhausted Sal-
mon’s resources he sent freighters
to Boise for the luxurics he want-
ed for Ruth. Picwres, curtains,
lamps, rugs, lincn, all the things
he had surreptitiously learned
from Ruth were dear to the hearts
of housewives, all these and many
more came almost before the roof
was on, to Ruth’s growing con-
sternation and rapture.

“Oh, Kal! If you are going in
debt we are ruined before we
start!” she wailed.

“Nary a debt,” he replicd with
a mysterious air.

“Kal, you struck gold over there
—struck it rich—and kept it se-
cret!”

“Wal, there’s somethin in what
you say,” he replied lazily.

Kalispel planned many sur-
prises, to Ruth’s endless bewilder-
ment. When Smoky arrived, ihe

prettiest little saddle horse in the
valley. with a Mexican silver-
mounted saddle and bridle, Ruth
followed Kalispel around with
eves that made a slow. strange
heat throb in his veins.

However. when a young Lemhi
Indian couple put in an appear-
ance, the stalwart man to help
Jake with his tasks, and the come-
Iy squaw to look after the house,
then Ruth arosc like a roused
lioness. T'o her wrath and her pro-
testations and lamentations Kalis-
pe! turned a flinty if not a deaf
ear.

“Dog-gone it! There’s too much
work on this big placc for a little
girl like you!” he ejaculated final-
Iv. “I won't have my wife makin’
a slave of hersell. Not while I'm
rich.”

“Rich! Damn you, Kal'— Oh,
forgive me. I mecant to stop swear-
ing. But I dont carc il you are
rich, you mysterious cowpuncher!
I want to be worth my salt. Let me
cook and bake and sew for youl”

“Wal, I sort of think I'll like
that, a liule,” he drawled. “But
not pitchin® hay or diggin’ pota-
toes or milkin’ cows or choppin’
wood or scrubbin’ floors, or any
of a hundred jobs such as Olsen’s
wife had to do. You savvy, Mrs.
Emerson?”

“Yes, 1 savvy,” she replicd, her
eyes shining through tears.

By mid-November the leaves
were off the cottonwoods and wil-
lows; the grass had grown sear and
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brown: the skies were mostly gray;
and the wailing wind and dismal
croak of ravens from the hill at-
tested to the imminent approach
of winter,

Jake had driven in 1000 head
of cattle and 50 horses. which were
tarned ow in the river pastures.
The [reighting was all finished,
Jake and the Indian cut firewood
when the other farm chores left
them time.

During these eventful and all-

satisfying  wecks  Kalispel heard
endless ssip from  Jake, who
never failed to return from town

with the latest happenings. More-
over, miners and travelers, who
often stopped at the ranch,
brought their share of news, Only
of late had the stream of miners
from Thunder City diminished to
a few siragglers.

Five hundred gold diggers had
remained  behind to spend the
ter in the ruined gold camp.
Fhunder Mountain had  slipped
down to pile a dam 100 fcet high
across the valley at the lower end.
A hundred fect of water now cov-
ered the long. wide strect where
revelry had held s day and
night. But the gold was still there.
And in the spring the 100-ton
stamp mill would be packed in.

Of vial interest to Kalispel was
the news that Masters had lin-
gered at Thunder City long after
all his friends had left. And one
cay, in a tent-walled gambling
den, he had clashed with two

miners named Jones and Mat-
thews and had killed them both.
One of these men, while dying,
had confessed to the murder of
Sam Emerson, at Leavitl’s insti-
gation.

Kalispel orten inquired about
Blair and his daughter, but they
scemed to have vanished. Memory
of the dark-haired, violet-eyed
girl had mellowed, and he no
longer felt any regret or remorse.

“Then onc day a leaden sky man-
tled the mountain peaks and snow
began to fall. Great, [eathery,
white flakes floated down to cover
the slopes, the ranges, the cabins,
the sheds and fences, all except
the dark green, gliding river.
Three fect of snow fell during
that first storm of the winter, and
when it cleared the mercury slip-
ped down below zero.

Kalispel gazed out of the win-
dow that morning upon a bcauti-
ful white world.

“Gosh, how I always used to
hate winter!” he ejaculated. “Bliz-
zards on the Wyomin® range were
no joke.” |

“I love winter,
gayly.

“Snowed in, like a couple of
Missouri groundhogs! Snowed in
for the winter, you an’ me, Ruth!
Aw, it's terrible hard luck for
Kalispel Emerson! Nice, cozy,
bright livin’-room, big open fire-
place an’ stacks an’ stacks of dead
wood to burn! Shore is hard luck
for a down-trodden, never-under-

replicd Ruth
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stood cowbov!”
. 1 had observed the same
g rcpllcd Ruth, with an ex-
prcssne glance from her blue eves.

“Shore. I'm glad you are ob-
servin’,”  drawled K1Inpc] the
mood growing on him. “An’ stuff
to cat! Two deer hangin' up in
the shed an’ a thousand pounds of
elk meat! Milk an’ cream an’ but-
ter all I can stfl. an’ not have to
lift a darn” hand to get it. An’
then this here livin-room Books
galore! bright lamps an’
easy chairs! Aw. the long winter
evenin’s when the wind moans an’
the snow  blows, h all these
things—an’ a girl no man would
cver tire lookin® at!™

“Oh. so vou have observed that
last!” exclaimed Ruth lightlv.

Kalispel looked at her
vember, December.
ruarv, March. April. Ma
claimed.

“Oh, the long months, eh?”
rejoined rncoum"mv]v

"\’ep the long months with you
alone.”

“Kal.
very—?"

“Shore it is,” he agreed

That night he was unusually
quict and not responsive to Ruth’s
thoughtful  importunities.  But
when bedtime came he apparent-
ly regained his cheerfulness. “Dog-
gone! Ruth, can’t you feel the cold
creepin’ in?” he said, as he got up
to bank the red bed of embers in
the fireplace. “If I don’t keep pil-

hd

v

she

isn‘t that prospect very—
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on wood—"

“It was fifieen degrees below
zero this morning.” she declared.

“Wal. no wonder. Do vou sleep
warm. Ruth?” he asked solicitous-
Iv. as he turned his back. raking
up the coals.

“I [reeze to death,”
frankly. with a laugh.

“So do . towards mornin’” he
drawled thoughtfully. “Dog-gone
it. Ruth, suppose we sleep to-
gether to keep warm.”

She uttered a slight gasp, but
did not reply. Kalispel went on
piling the ashes over the live fire
and taking pains about it.

“Course T won't slecp in my
chaps an’ spurs, as I used to,” he
ventured.

“Kall” she whispered faintly,
“You—vou're not—in cirnesi?”

“Shore. come to think of it. You
sec I just happened to think that
married people do slecp together
in winter-time. So I've been told.
It's not a bad idec. Ruth.’

Another long silence, which at
length she broke in a st wngled
voice. “Very well. I-T will.”

Then he let out a great exul-
tant laugh. In one long stride he
reached her, and lifting her out of
her chair. he kissed eyes and
cheeks and then her lips. After
which he sat down in her chair
and held her close and tight to
his breast.

Outside, the night wind com-
plained under the caves; the
branches of the cottonwood rus-

she rejoined
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tled on the rool: the river roared  Kalispel's
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past, reminders of the

its melancholy song: and a wolf solitude and the wild, now gone
mourncd his loncly and hungry  with the hard days that were. no

state—all of which sounds were of  more.

THE END

GREAT LAWMEN OF THE WEST

A Quiz

Tie axxars of the West offer many thrilling accounts of the men

who brought the law to the frontier. Ten of them are listed in the
hi-hand column below. Sec if you can match the names correctly
with the bricf descriptions in the leli-hand column,- then turn to

page 170 1o check your answers. A score of 6 right is passing; 7, fair;
8, good: 9. hetter: and 10 is so good it's not only best—it’s per fect.

He wapped and killed Billy the Kid.

Armed with bowie knife, sawed-off
shotgun. and six-shooters, he patrolled
the streets of Abilene.

[CRE

w

Aided by his brothers and Doc Holli-
ay. he besied the Clantons and Mc-
Lowerys in a memorable Tombstone
gun-fight.

bal

Former Confederate  soldier and  ex-
Ranger. he became the two-gun marshal
ol El Paso.

At 22 sherill of Ford County, Kansas;
later a U. S. marshal in New York.

Gl

6. Tombslone respected this deputy sheriff
for his quict courage, fair dealing

&

Cattle king who became the sheriff of
Cochisc County, Arizona.

®

Noted lor an outstanding, 50year
. career as marshal in Dodge City and in
Oklahoma.

©

. College graduate, lover of books, reck-
less gambler, and Arizona sheriff.

10. Owstanding Texas Ranger for 28

years, 21 ol them as Captain.

—John Slaughter

—Dallas Stoudenmire

—Billy Breakinridge

—Pat Garrett
—Wyatt Earp
—Wild Bill Hickok

—John R. Hughes

—Bat Masterson
—Bill Tilghman

—Bucky O’Neill



Law West of the Pecos

The Saga of Roy Bean

Story by DALE ROBERTSON  Pictures by ERVIN SCHWEIG

Tur ¥IGURE of Roy Bean stands ont in bold yelicf on the pages
of ow hontier history. This swas ki ckling old fellowe. the first
vepresentative of organized lawe in the vegion west of the Pecos,
has been the center of almost as many tales and legends as the
mythical Paul Bunvan. This picture-story. presenting some of
the hirsh spots of his carcer, is based on the book. Royv Bean.
Law Wesi of the Pecos, by C. L. Sonnichsen (Macrmilan) an
amusing wolume which contains many stovies about Roy Bean.

When Roy Bean became the first justice of the peace west of
the Pecos, that region was swarming with rustlers, gunmen,
and hard-case characters. Belore long the [abulous old frontier
tyrant was announcing dryly, “Everything is perfectly peaceful
here—why, there hasn’t been a man killed in four hours.”
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Seated behind the table which was used for the monte layout
in Roy’s tent-saloon at the town of Vinegaroon, Judge Bean
dispensed rough-and-ready justice. If a trial was long and thirst-
provoking, frequent recesses allowed judge, jury, and accused
to refvesh themselves with Proprietor Bean's liquor.

When the town of Vinegaroon folded up in 1882, Roy moved
to Strawbridge. His career there was a brief one, for a business
competitor sneaked some kerosene into Roy's whisky barrel,
and his trade melted away. Disgusted, Roy packed up and left.
Soon thereafter he scttled in Eagle’s Nest,
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In Eagle’s Nest Roy ran up against a man named Torres, a
saloon proprietor who owned most of the property in the town.
Unable to buy or rent a suitable sitc. Rov squatted on the
railroad’s right of way and started his own saloon. It was not
long before he showed Torres his mettle.

He threatened to shoot Torres on sight for saying that Roy
was envious of Torres’ prosperous business. No gunman, Roy
was probably bluffing, but the Mexican swallowed his words.
Torres was later arrested on an assault charge and tried in
Roy’s court. The jury was very thirsty when the trial ended.
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v * shouted Judge Bean. “All
fines imposed by this here court are paid on the spot!” So the
juiv drank Roy’s beer—at Torres’ expensc.

Roy called his saloon the Jersey Lily in honor of the [amous
English actress, Lily Langiry. Soon Eagle’s Nest itself was re-
named “Langtry”—undoubtedly at Roy’s insistence. Only oc-
casionally did he losc influence, as once when he lost the jus-
ticeship in an election he had considered in the bag.
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e was not out of power long. “I'm the only man could
make anything ow ol that office.”” Roy said later. The new
justice soon tired of his job and offered to sell out. Rov. alwavs
a tough bargaincr, swapped him two bearskins, a demijohn of
whisky. and a pet coon for his commission.

/,
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Roy’s relations with his Mexican constituents were those of a
benevolent tyrant. Once, after divorcing two couples, he mar-
ried cach of the women to the other’s former husband. After-

ward Roy, a little worried, asked a lawyer il it was legal. “Well,
youdid it,didn’t you?” was the answer. “It’'ll have to be legall”
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The District Judge sought out Roy and rcm(ms"ulcd with
him. wirning ]mn hie had no authority to grant divorces. “Well,
" Rov said, "and I got a right 1o unmarry ‘em

ake. T figure 1 was just rectifyin’ an crror and a
man's got a right © do that.”

Roy went righs along “rectifying his crrors.” One cvening the
lady at whose tablc -he boarded remarked that Roy looked
tired. "Well, I am tired,” he confessed. “I divorced two couples
today and swapped ‘em around; then I had to spend all after-
noon dividin® up the children.”
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Roy oflten performed the functions of coroncr. Once he con-
ducted an inquest on the body of a stranger. Scarching the
corpse for identification. Roy found $10 and a gun. “I'll have
to bury this poor devil.” he said, “and the digging’s hard—so
I fine this defendant $10 for carrying concealed weapons.”

Roy was always pretty high-handed with strangers. An East-
erner once annoyed him by paying for a 35-cent drink with a
$20 gold picce, so Roy kept the change. When the fellow ob-
jected, with considerable profanity, Roy majestically fined him
$19.65 for disturbing the peace.
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When a [reight wrain was derailed and wrecked near Langury,
several carloads ol beet sugar were spilled. Roy went into
action, collecting a good many wagonloads of the sugar, which
he sold to his Mcexican customers lov the next few years. Roy
never missed a chance 10 wun a profit if he could help it.

At onc time his old cnemy, Torres, lured most of Roy’s cus-
tomers away by importing dance-hall girls and an orchestra.
Roy’s counter-move was to arrest Torres for conducting a “dis-
orderly house,” and the Jersey Lily’s beer sales, which had drop-
ped alarmingly, were soon back to normal.
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In 1898 Torres ran against Roy [or the justiceship. Furious,
Roy took his stand before the schoolhouse that served as the
polling-place and kept Torres’ supporters away by threats and
insults until the sheriff arrived and forced him to stop. Torres
won the election. However, Roy won two ycars later, and in
1902 was re-clected unopposed. He remained the Law West
of the Pecos until his death in 1903. Since then stories about
this American f{olk-hero have accumulated until Roy Bean’s
name has become known to millions of people.



The Branded Man

By VICTOR

ROUSSEAU

Tur sveery RN destined [or the relief of General Johnston’s

[orees is in dange

from a surprising source—Hogan, ils boss of

teamsters. Rod Knight, plains outcast, knows it, and puts up a

valiant but appawrently hopeless
cause Amy, the general’s pretty
senger.

fight to save it—not least be-
niece, is the train’s lone pas-

This story of hardship, intrigue, and stark violence on

the trail has not been published before.

ETCH up!”

“All's set!”

“Stretch out!”

Another day had

g\ dawned over the

<D Trail. In four col
XIT umns the 28 wag-
ons of the supply train, each with
its cight-ox ‘team, took up the
weslwnrd march.  Beside them -

X

\

R

—
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\\a]Lc(I the teamsters, their “Hepl!
the crack of the bull-
whips, and the creak of wheels
snapping through the silence.
Rod Knight rode beside his sec-
tion of the wagons. He had a col-
umn in his charge, with seven
teamsters under him. He was a
stockily built man in his middle
30's, dark-haired, with a square
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brown beard, and gray eyes that
sometimes turned rom the wagons
to scan the snow-bound plains.

He took no part in the noisy
shouting of his men. but rode on,
up and down the line. He slowed
his horsc as one of the tcamsiers
slashed viciouslv at a straining
beast. “Lav ofl. Keegan!”

Keegan. built like an ox him-
sell, turned with a snarl. Rod
reined in, and sat silently watch-
ing him for a moment. Then Kee-
gan turned back to his team, and
Rod gathered up his reins and
rode by. Kecgan let his wagon pass
him, and waited till the driver of
the next once came up to him. He
jerked his thumb in Rod's direc-
tion. “Gittin’ oo big fer his
boots,” he said.

“Wal, he won't be with us much
longer,” grinned the other. “Ho-
gan sounded him out vistiddy.
He’s got the ace of spades sign on
him.”

It was Keegan's turn to grin.
“Yeh, soon as we reach the Lara-
mie fork.”

Lieut. Frank Hubbard, of West
Point, who was nominal com-
mand of the train, rode to the side
of the last wagon on the south
side of the columns. He stopped
the teamster with a gesture, and
put his head inside the hoop of
the canvas.

“Feeling better, Amy?"”

The girl who looked out was in
her early 20's, fair-haired, dressed
in a city outfit that seemed incon-

ZINE

gruous on the plains. Her face
was pretty in a perulant way. “1
wish Uncle Albert hadn’t allowed
me to come on this dreadful trip,”
she complained. *I was a fool to

leave Washingion for this. He
ought to have stopped me.”

“He tried to, Amy.”

“Well, he didn't try hard

enough. 1 thought it would be
such an adventure going out to
Deseret, and seeing that city the
Mormons have built at Salt Lake.
Now Hogan says that Uncle Al-
bert and his troops are blocked by
the snows, and can’t ge through
the passes nntil next spring, and
the Mormons have surrounded
them. And he says unless this train
gets through all our woops will
starve to death.”

“Ive heard ihat storv. But you
hear wild stories on the Oregon
Trail. General Johnston knows
his busincss—a veieran of the
Mexican War's not going to be
set back by a handful of Mor-
mons. And I dont like your talk-
ing to this man HHogan. I don't
like the looks of him.”

There was a grcat contrast be-
tween young Hubbard and Ho-
gan, the working captain of the
wagon-train. Ilubbard, youthful
and effeminate, for all his West
Point dash, looked altogether out
of place on the plains. Hogan,
built like a gorilla, was the type
of Burly ruffian who rose to his
position by virtue of his ready
fists.
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Now he pulled in his mule and
leered at Amy through his stub-
ble of beard. "How yuh f[eclin’,
Miss Lanning?” he asked.

“I'll be all right when this aw-
ful journcy is over. How much
longer will it ake?

“Wal, were nearin’ Laramie.
More ‘n halfway—much niore.
Laramic’s v the south fork
runs down 1o Santy Fe. Onct past
thar, we're nearin’ the mountains.
Snowfall’s light enough [er us to
through to yore uncle. Only
thing 10 worry about is them Mor-
mons.”

“But theyre in Descret, the
other side of the mountains,” pro-
tested Amy Lanning

“Mcbbe yuh ain’t heerd— You
jest stop worryin’, Miss Lanning,
and wc'll hev yuh safe at General
Johnston's  headquarters in  no
time.”

“But I've got to know what you
mcan. \What haven't 1 heard:”

“Wal, they're sayin® as how Brig
Young has bruk through the Gen-
eral’s army and got back to Nau-
voo, Illinois, and how hc's raised
a new army, and is comin’ on close
behind us, aimin’ 1o clean up all
the trains and attack the General
from the rear. Shucks, I don’t take
no stock in it!”

Amy -stared at Hubbard after
Hogan had ridden on. “Did—did
you know about this, Frank?”

“I've heard all sorts of rumors,
but I don’t pay any attention to
them, Amy. I've got a man-size job

on my hands, without—"

“You've got a man-size job?
Why, you just ride around on
your horse, and take your orders
from that Hogan.”

Hubbard reddencd. “It's not
my place 1o do the menial work,
Amy. [ don't sec why youre al-
ways picking on me nowadays.
Before we started, you thought
you cared for me enough to—well,
il that's how you [cel, I'll leave
you to the socicty of Hogan and
that other ruffian, Knight.”

“Frank, you know how nervous
I get, being cooped up here all
day, unless I care to ride and be
subjécted to the stares ol those
coarsc men. Try to be nicer to

me

“Well, 1 saw you talking to
Knight yesterday, and I didn’t
like it

“But what am I to do, if he’s
polite enough to say good morn-
ing to me?”

“Well, Amy, you're lcarning a
lot of unplcasant facts today, and
1 suppose I may as well tell you
who Knight is. Everybody else in
this wagon train knows it. He
killed his wifc in Independence—
scems to. me that’s reason enough
for you to be careful about get-
ting mixed up with this teamster
scum.”

Rod Knight had worked with
the trains along the trails, saved
enough to start a venture of his
own, and settled down in Inde-
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pendence, Missouri, where he
opened a store. He brought with
him a wife, the daughter of a
trader and a Mexican woman. He
had been deeply in love with her,
and crasv-mad enough. when con-

fronted  with indisputable  evi-
dence of her nfidelitv. 1o put a
buller through her heart.

Thar had been two vears before.
Public op.nion in Independence
had sood staunchly by him;
nevertheless, Rod sold his store,
and traveled the plains, working
his way up and down the trails
as teamster.

The present outfit had assem-
bled at Council Grove, and Rod
had known from the first that
there was something crooked
about it. Most of the men had
been picked bv big Hogan, who
had easily established his influ-
ence over Hubbard. detailed to
bring the much-needed supplies
1o General Johnston. Rod knew
Hogan was wanted in New Mex-
ico, and that at least half his men
were unsavory characters. He sur-
mised that Hogan had offered him
his job as commander of a section
in order to have him where he
could watch him.

It was beyond the Platte that
Hogan came to Rod one night.
“This yer army swuff would sell
mlghly well down in Taos and
Santy Fe,” he said. “Easy to run
the train down the Laramie fork,
instead of strugglin’ through them
mountains.”

Rod remained silent, and Ho-

gan waiched him  keenly. Ol
course, I was only supposin’,” he
went on. “l was supposin’ them

Mormons was to attack us—that
crowd Brig Young has been as-
semblin’ back Fast. Lordy, what
chanct would we hev against all
that savage crowd: Me, I'd ruther
be settin’ purtv in Taos than lay-
in’ out on the snow with a dozen
slugs through my body. And what
use would all this cargo be to Gen-
cral Johnston, ef it fell into Brig
Young’s hands?”

Rod shrugged his shoulders,
and Hogan hastened 1o add.
“’Course, 1 was only supposin’,
Knight. I'm rclyin® on you and
Keegan, and a few of the rest, to
run the train through to the Gen-
eral, Mormons or no Mormons.”

After that, Rod slept with his
cyes open and his cars cocked.
Still, he guessed no attempt would
be made by Hogan and his men
until they reached the Laramie
fork.”

His greatcoat up to his ears,
Rod rode slowly along the line,
while the oxen stumbled and the
teamsters cursed and thumped
their arms across their chests. As
he passed the last wagon, he heard
a call from within it. Amy Lan-
ning was seated in the cntrance,
wrapped up in her furs. He rode
up, keeping his horse close to the
wheel.

Amy said, "What's this about
the Mormons {ollowing us?”
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Rod looked at her sullenly. 1
wouldn’t listen 10 those tales,” he

said.
Rod heard Hogan's voice  be-
hind him: “"Yuh a.n’t bein® paid

fer shinin’ with the ladies, Knight.
Git on with vore business!”
“For a moment the two men
laced cach other. Then, just as
Keegan had done with him, Rod
turned  av Irom logan—there
was still discipline in the wagon
train

Gluncing back, Rod saw Ho-
gan aiding slowly beside the wag-
on He was engaged in talk with
Amy. and she was leaning for-
ward and résponding eagerly

In common with all the team-
sters, Rod was excited by the pres-
ence ol this solitary woman in the
wagon (rain, and el drawn to-
ward  her  blond uty. e
wasn’t quite sure yet what Hogan
was planning: he'd know ar Lara-
mic, and then maybe something
would break loose in him. . . .

-3

Hogan awoke him two hours be-
fore the dawn. “Knight, I want
you and some of the other [ellers
I kin wust to git yore hawsses at
once. Them Mormons is on our
wrail. Git ready quict, and slip
outer camp, so as not to skeer
Miss Lanning. I'll meet yuh be-
hini that ridge”

Assembled there in a few min-
utes were some 20 of the tougher
members of the outfit. Hogan ad-
dressed Rod principally, as if the
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others already knew:

“It's Brig Young with his crowd.
Must be nigh on Fhfty of ‘em.
They been traudin’ us, and ves-
tiddy 1 sent one of the cavvy fel-
lers back 1o scout. He reported
to me an hour ago they’re comi
Aimin’ to s'prise the train Wc're
layin’ up hyar along the bank,
and soon as they come into view,
we start shoot in"

They tied - their horses to the
low, dry scrub that fringed the
strcam beneath the banks, lay
down and waited. Day dawned in
+the east, amid a flurry of snow
that swept the whole desolate
landscape. They waited, shivering.
Hogan passed flasks of brands
along—something  always [orbid
den on the trail. Rod didn’t
drink: he hadn’t touched a drop
since that night when he had been
blind drunk and killed the wom-
an he had loved.

The sun was up when sudden-
ly, through the curtain of falling
snow, black spots appeared far
out across the plain.

They resolved themselves into a
body ol riders, some 25 or 30, rid-
ing in an irregular mass toward
the encampment. They failed to
fan out or take any precautions.
A hundred yards away—then 50,
and Hogan gave the signal.

Twenty rifles cracked, includ-
ing Rod’s. In an instant the
ground was strewn with bodies
writhing in the snow and rider-
less horses were careening back
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from thc scene of slaughter. The
few survivors set spurs to their
stceds and bolted.

With savage vells the tcamsters
left their ambush and ran for-
ward. Flinging themsclves upon
the prostrate men, they complet-
ed rtheir work with their bowics.

\When at last it was over and
the teamsters drew back, Hogan
bellowed. “Yuh done good work,
fellers! 1 reckon we kin go on to
relieve General Johnston now,
without  worryin’ about  Brig
Young and his followers. What's
the matter, Knight* Yuh don't'
seem happy. Ain’t yuh never seen
dead meat before?

“Ych, but I never saw white
men fight Injun-style before. on-
less they'd got more cause to be
killin’ mad than vore fellers had.
Leastways. I'd hev spared some of
them to find out how many more
Young has.”

“Trouble is, yo're too big fer
your boots. Knight,” said Hogan.
“I ain’t never murdered no wom-
an yet—lecast of all my wife.”

There was a roar ol approba-
tion. Rod's hands clenched. He
glanced about him, and realized
it wouldn't be just a fight be-
tween him and Hogan. He
turned away, and heard the laugh
go up. He had humbled himself
before Hogan, and any vestige of
authority that he had had was
gone. But the face of Amy Lan-
ning shone through the somber
curtain of his thoughts. He’d have

to try to help her—save her, il his
suspicions ol Hogan's intentions
were correct.

It was night
hard day of

again, and after a
wavel, they were
camped. Rod made his way to
Amy's wagon. le was within a
short distance ol it when he heard
her voice ring out:

“I tell vou vou should have
stopped it. Frank! All through the
journey vou've done what Hogan
told you to. What's the use of
telling me vou love me, and talk-
ing big. when vou're not half a
man?”

“I'm tired of vour tantrums!”
Hubbard burst out. “Make up to
that Knight fellow. then, if you
think he’s the only gentleman in
the crowd!”

Rod stepped behind the wagon
just as Hubbard dashed away to
his own tent on the other side of
it. Rod moved forward.

Lanning heard Rod’s
slight movement, and turned her
head. “Mr. Knight!”"

Rod went up to her. Her hand
met his.

“I'm afraid,” she whispered.
“All this fighting this morning,
and the killing—Hogan told me
they’d ambushed some of the Mor-
mons, and that otherwise they'd
have killed us all. And Frank
Hubbard’s not the man I can trust
to protect me. What shall 1 do?”

“I'll purtect you, Ma'am,” said
Rod.




THE BRANDED MAN 153

“I'm alraid ol Hogan—the way
he looks at me,” Amy [altered.
She was drawing him to her in-
sensibly.

Suddenly his arms were about
her. “T'll take yuh away,” he
whispered.

“When?”

“Tonight, in about an hour.
Slip out of the wagon and meet
me at the cavvy—I'll attend to the
guards thar. I'll hev two hawsses
and some food. Il take yuh along
the trail to Fort Fetterman—that
ain’t so fur, and it's on the way
to yore uncle, the General.”

“Oh, how can I lcave every-
thing and go ofT like that? Lieu-
tenant  Hubbard is supposed to
have the care of me—"

“Decision’s  hard,” said
“but it’s got to be made.”

“I can't—I can’t. Go away now,
before Hogan finds you here.”

“Thar ain't no other chance
nor time,” said Rod. “It’s now or
never.”

“It’s
afraid.”

Rod,

never, then. I-I'd be

“We got to git on today,” said
Hogan, speaking as casually as if
their quarrel of the day before
had never happened.  “We're
campin’ at the Laramie fork.”

All through the night Rod had
lain awake, trying to make plans.
He hadn’t dared say more to Amy
because he wasn’t quite sure as
to Hogan’s intentions, but he
sensed that the situation would

be despcrate as soon as they
reached Laramie.

None of the halt dozen men
who were not among Hogan's
crowd could be relied on. If Ho-
gan meant to run the train off
along the Santa Fe Trail, he
couldn’t be stopped.

All through the night, memory
had ridden him hard. The wom-
an had betrayed him: he had been
justified in shooting her, by the
frontier code; and yet he could
sec himself, pistol steady in his
hand—and the look of terror that
veiled her eyes the moment before
her dcath.

Now he was infatuated with
Amy Lanning. With her he could
forget the past, start life afresh,
he thought.

Dawn came with a fresh snow-
fall through which the oxen slow-
ly plodded, urged on by bull-
whips. Rod guessed that, now they
were approaching Laramie, ‘they
were all keyed up to fever point.
Keegan flogged his beasts merci-
lessly, sneering as Rod rode past.

Toward sunset the little post
came into sight, high on the
plains, with the distant mountains
curving away on three sides of it.
Hogan stopped the wagons.

“Campin’ hyar,” he said to Rod.
“Wal, we're four days ahead of
time. I reckon General Johnston
will be pleased when he sees us.”
He grinned sardonically and rode
on.
Rod threw himself down under
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his blankets. He hadn't joined the
teamsters since leaving Inde-
pendence. It was too late now to
help Amy. Rod guessed that Ho-
gan would have the camp well
guarded. Maybe he would strike

this night, or wait until they
reached the fork, three miles
away, on the morrow.

He must have dored, despite
himself. He was awakened by a
woman’s scream, and in an in-
stant was on his feet. blinking in-
to the dawn. Amy Lanning was
clutching at him, and behind her
was Hogan.

Simultaneously the camp leaped
into an unroar, punctuated by
pistol shots. A man came stum-
bling past, and Rod recognized
him as one of the few who were
not members of Hogan’s gang.
Blood was streaming from his
face. A shot pitched him forward,
his arms outflung.

Hogan turned, leaped, and
swung a teamster around on his
heels. “Yuh damn fooll” he shout-
ed. “Didn’t I tell vuh thar wuz to
be no Kkillin® till we're off on the
Santy Fe Trail?” His mighty fist
knocked the man senseless.

Amy clung to Rod. “Help me!
Save mel” she whimpered.

Rod could hear Hubbard shout-
ing protests, but the sound of
them was drowned in the yelling.
Amy started screaming hysterical-
ly.
yHogam came up to them. “Yuh
had yore chanct to come in with
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us. Knight.”

Rod dctached the sobbing girl,
and waited for the circle of tcam-
sters to close in about them. “"Ho-
gan, vuh ain’t got the guis to fight
me, man to man, to sce which of
us is goin’ to ke charge of this
vere train.”

Hogan was taken aback. The
challenge was onc that could not
be ignored. according to the cus-
toms of the ‘Iail. To refuse
would be to brand himsclf a cow-
ard, to lose all influence among
the men. Hogan looked down at
his huge fists.

Rod cried. “You men! Some of
you're wanted in difl'rent states,
and somc ain’t, but thar’s one
crime’s worse than any you've
committed. and that’s makin' war
on Uncle Sam—which yub’ll be
doin’ onless you git this train
through to General Johnston.
And yub’ll be outlaws fer the rest
of yore lives onless yuh do—till
Uncle Sam ketches up with yuh.
I'm givin’ yuh time to consider
—and I'm challengin’ Hogan to
fight to sce who’s goin’ to boss
this train.”

The teamsters stirred uneasily.

Hogan yelled, “Quit yore pala-

verin’. I'm ready fer yuh, Knight,
and the best man takes com-
mand.”

A wide circle formed. Amy, ter-
rified, was watching from the ring.
Rod saw Hubbard, his cap awry
and blood on his face, being held
by two of the teamsters. Then
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Hogan came at him.

Rod was huskily built, but he
saw he would be no maich for FHo-
gan in a hammer and tongs fight.
Fe wried 10 sidestep the terrific
swing that the other aimed at him.
He was not ite quick enough.
It landed on his kidneys, and sent
him spinning head over hecls into
the midst of the spectators. who
roared their approval.

Hogan rushed, but not quickly
enough to prevent Rod from get-
ting on his feet and facing him
again. As Hogan came in, swing-
ing wildly, he ran in under his
guard and delivered a left and
right to his face that sounded like
ax-swrokes. Roaring and spitting
out tceth, Hogan nied to counter,
but Rod dodged his swing and
danced defiantly in front of him.

With lowered head, Hogan
tried 1o butt his way forward. Rod
waited, crouched. Swmack, smack!
Two vicious uppercuts sent Hogan
stumbling  blindly, gorilla-like,
touching knuckles to the snow to
keep himsell from [alling.

The spectators were going wild
—no man had cver siood up to
Hogan like that, with the pros-
pect of winning. But their yells
were still for Hogan.

Rod grew a shade too confident,
As Hogan came on, he connected
with his [ace again, but failed to
stop him. Now Hogan had Rod
about the body, his huge hands
gripping him. One shifted up to
his face.

BRANDED MAN 155

“Gouge him, Hogan!” screamed
a bystander.

The claw in front of Rod's eye
looked like the broken edge of,a
steel chisel. Rod jerked his head
back: simultancously his knee
came up violently cnough to make
the other loose his hold and sway
from side to side. sickened.

Then Rod broke [rce, hammer-
ing in rights and lelts with Ho-
gan powerless to retaliate. The
great hulk reeled, went down.-He
lay at Rod's feet, his [catures
twitching, his arms weakly flailing
the air.

Rod heard Amy scream behind
him. He whirled, a shade too late.
A stunning blow on the head
sprawled him senscless on the
'SHO\V.

He had lain for a long time in
alternation between coma and a
faint awareness of his existence.
Suddenly a violent twist flung him
upon his side. and consciousness
came flooding back.

He was lying huddled up in the
space between the wagons, which
were drawn up for the night in a
large square. Fires were burning,
and the teamsters were gathered
about him and two other captives
lying near by.

Hogan came toward him.
grmned as he kicked Rod. "Gll
upl”

Rod strove to obey, staggered,
stumbled, groped for support, and
dropped. Now he could see that
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the two others were Lieutenant
Hubbard and Amy Lanning, gag-
ged and bound—and he saw the
bodies of some half dozen mem-
bers of the outfit piled up in one
corner of the enclosure.

Hogan followed his glance.
“We're taking them along on the
Santy Fe Trail. Not aimin’ to
leave them whar them Mormons
killed them, in case thar might
be an inquiry.

“Yuh whupped me, Knight, and
yuh’d hev had my life ef Keegan
hyar hadn’t seen fit to interfere.
But yuh whupped me, Knight,
and so I'm turnin’ over the train
to yuh. Thar's only one leetle
thing comes fust—vyuh need a good
rest before assumin’ yore new du-
ties. Take the gags outer their
mouths,” he added to one of the
teamsters.

Amy began screaming, but Hub-
bard lay looking on in silence.

“Yo're takin’ charge of these two
members of the outfit, Knight.
Yuh'll take a rest, and then ketch
up with us when yo're ready, and
I'll hand over the comunand. Git
the oxen yoked up, fellers. We're
startin’ on a night trip at sun-
down.”

“You'll pay for this, you mur-
derer!” shouted Hubbard.

“Hard words,” grinned Hogan.

The oxen were harnessed. In
the late twilight the preparations
were completed. Rod recalled a
confused impression of having
journeyed during his period of

unconsciousness: he guessed Ho-
gan was on the Santa Fe Trail, and
proposed to put as much distance
as possible between himself and
any pursuit.

Amy Lanning whimpered, “He
told me he’d take me with him if
I'd—if I'd— I said I'd rather die.
He’s going to leave us to freeze to
death in the snow.”

Hubbard lay silent.
beginning to feel the
coming back into him.

The full moon was coming up
out of the east.

“Stretch out!” came the team-
sters’ cries. Slowly the wagons got
on the move.

Only Hogan and two of his
aides remained behind. Hogan
said, “Git their shoes off, and
socks, and this yere lady’s stock-
ings. I'm teachin’ yuh to larn to
walk delicate.
with the trai

With a shout of fury Rod got
upon his feet. He was knocked
down;” his shoes and the two pairs
of socks he wore were torn from
his feet. Amy wept as her shoes

Rod was
strength

-and stockings were removed by

Hogan’s leering aides. Her bonds
and Hubbard's were slashed, and
they were jerked to their feet.

Amy cried, “Take me with you
—T'll do anything you say.”

Hubbard said, “See here, Ho-
gan, I'll agree to anything in rea-
son—"

Hogan sent him sprawling.
“Now mush, yuh ——s!” he bel-
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lowed. He leaped on his horse
and galloped away, accompanicd
by his two companions.

Rod, Hubbard, and Amy stood
in the newly fallen snow. The
crust of ice forming on it cut into
their ankles. T'heir feet were al-
ready beginning to grow numb.

Amy dropped down, sobbing.
Hubbard lost all semblance of
courage. e was whimpering and
rubbing his fcet.

Amy burst ou

‘T wish I'd gone

with him. I trusted you to save
me, and now I've got to die.”
“We

to face things,” Rod
ed. I dunno how fer we
are on the Santy Fe Trail. How
fur back is the fork?”

But ncither of the two was cap-
able of answering him. Amy con-
tinued her tivade. Hubbard was
trying to tear sirips of cloth from
his coat to fasten about his [cet.

“Yeh, that's the trick,” said
Rod, “only yuh might hev
thought of the lady first.”” He
pulled Hubbard’s coat from him
and quickly tore several long
strips of the cloth. Then, after
briskly rubbing Amy’s [eet, he
proceeded to [fasten the strips
about them, tying them with thin-
ner pieces. Ile tossed the coat
back to Fubbard.

The device was good cnough as
long as they sat still, but the first
attempt to walk pulled the flimsy
coverings apart.

Rod glanced contemptuously at
the two—Amy, with ‘her feet

tucked under her, whimpering;
Hubbard, trying to tear strips of
the cloth with his fingers, and get-
ting them tangled in the frayed
ends. He said, “I'm goin’ to try
to make the fork. Thar oughter
be a trader at Laramie. El I kin
make it, I'll bring back help.”

Suddenly Amy was on her fect,
the cloth sirips ynwinding on the
snow. She (lung her arms around
Rod's neck. “You'll save me—I
trust you—I love you. You won't
let me freezc to dcath out herel”

Rod thrust her away. He es
mated that the train had traveled
all day. That meant they were 20
miles [rom Laramie. And, even if
he reached Laramic, he couldn’t
be sure that therc would be a trad-
er there in mid-winter.

But there was no chance of
reaching Laramie. His impulse
was simply to go down fighting.

A quarter-mile of jog-trotting
over the [rozen crust, until he
could no longer feel his frozen
feet; then a brisk rubbing with
snow, till the circulation came
stinging back: then on again, re-
peating the process time and
again.

He was leaving bloody tracks,
but that was a good sign, for as
long a's there was blood there was
circulation. That became his test,
for now he had no sensation in
his feet. When he looked back
and saw that the bloody tracks
had ceased, he knew it was time
to start the rubbing again.
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His teet were swollen 1nto
shapeless masses of bruised flesh,
and the touch was exquisite pain
—bui that was a good sign too He
tried to estimate the distance he
had covered. bur it was no use.
He was losing all sense of ume
The flow of blood had ceased. and
now he could no longer obtain
either blood or tingling by rub.
bing his teet

He was growing delirious. He
had wisions ol green trees: a pleas-
ant warmth began to pervade his
being He opened his eyes. He had
tallen beside the trail.

With an intolerable eftort he
managed to get on his teet again
They were like stumps beneath
him, all teeling gone beneath the
calf He touered. then fell He
got up on his hands and knees.

A horse was standing beside
hhm A man was bending over
him Keegan!

The shock ot the discovery
drove the wvapors from Rod’s
brain: a currem of strength suf-
fused his body As he groaned,
Keegan straightened himself, and
the nexi moment Rod was on his
teet with a bound. clutching at
the other It was his frozen feet
thar gave him s hold, for he
side-slipped as Keegan ducked,
and falling, he grasped Keegan
abour the body

Keegan's fists hammered 1nto
Rod's face, but be only tightened
bis grip He shilted his grasp to
Keegan's throat. The man’s blows

were battering Rod into uncon-
sciousness, but he clung to his an.
tagonist, and, swaving and reel-
ing. he dragged Keegan this way
and that. Every ounce of strength
that Rod could draw from his
nerveless body was centered in his
hands.

Keegan's  blows ceased: he
grasped at Rod's hands. trving to
pull them from his throat. In the
moonlight Rod could see Keegan's
face, bloated, flled with blood
Keegan was tottering, moaning.

Suddenly Rod shilted his lett
hand and swept Kecgan's head
back, pushed with his right For
a moment the man’s body was
tensed violently against his. Then
the crack of the vericbrae sound-
ed like the snap of a pistol, and
Keegan’s head dropped sidewise on
his shoulder. His body quivered
violently. then went limp.

Letting the body fall, Rod stood
staring stupidly at it. Then, drop-
ping beside it, he wrenched off
the shoes, and peeled away the
two pairs of heavy socks He rub-
bed his teet with snow He danced
until he dropped upon his trozen
stumps. He rubbed agamn until
there was a tingling, and then a
rush of pain. The blood began to
ooze from his distorted feet.

Somehow he managed to get on
the socks and shoes. He stood up,
relieved Keegan of his nfle and
bowie, flint-and-tinder box. He
grasped the reins ol the horse,
which had stood close by through
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out the struggle. With a mighty
clfort he clambered into the sad-
dle.

All feeling had left his feet
again, but his horse was eating up
the miles. The moon was riding
high. Surely he wasn't far from
aramic!

Then a pin-point glowed far
out over the plains. Rod tried to
pull  himsell  together—this  was
fantasy. But it flashed out again,
and another, and another, and
the horse, sensible of what this

meant. changed his course and
broke ino a gallop. The pin-
points resolved  themselves  into

the campfires ol a wagon train.
Rod shouted, and an answering
halloo came across the darkness.

Then his last reserve of strength
lailed him. He was toppling side-
wise from the horse, held up by
two grim-faced, bearded men.
Half-conscious, he fclt himself be-
ing led in through the opening
between the wagons. They prop-
ped him against a wagon while
they gathered belore him. He saw
fists shaken at him.

“Shoot him!”

“Shootin’s too good fer himl
Let’s string him up!”

A man of middle age with a
square beard was pushing through
the crowd, and the rest fell back
to let him pass. He stopped in
front of Rod, and surveyed him.
“If you've got anything to say why
you shouldn’t pay the price of

your evil murders, you'd best talk
quick,” he said. “I'm Brigham
Young, and in command here.”

“Yeh, I'll walk,” said Rod. “But
you got to save them two first—
reezin’~mebbe dead by now—"

“Bring the brandy Ifrom my
wagon,” said Young.

Rod started as he felt the sting
of the liquor on his tongue. Some-
how he managed to tell.them be-
fore he lapsed into complete un-
consciousness.

It was daylight when he awoke.
A young Mormon, who was watch-
ing beside him, said, “We found
them.”

Ie went out, and before Rod
had quitc regained his senses,
Young was beside his bed in the
covered wagon. “We've got the
man and woman,” he said. “Fect
froze, but they're doing well. And
now, friend, you've got a lot of
explaining to do.”

His manner was stifl. but he
thawed when Rod told him the
story. Rod said, “I guess they
planned to make fer Santy Fe and
sell the supplies, and leave it to
be believed that you and yore
folks ran oll the wagons arter mas-
sacrceing the whole outfit.”

“It looks that way,” said Young,
fingering his beard.

* “We wuz to run them supplies
up to General Johnston.”

“That's why 1 was trying to
catch up with you.”

“Wal, there wud have be’'n a
fight anyways, wouldn't thar?”
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asked Rod.

Young said sternly, “I was in
Washington when Gencral Johns-
ton reached the passes. I reached
an understanding with President
Buchanan, and as a result I am
on my way to General Johnston,
to inform him that the Saints ac-
cept the supremacy of the United
States of America and that he may
enter Descret unopposed as soon
as the pass is clear.”

“That shore is good news,” said
Rod. “I ain't got nothing agenst
yore church, Mr. Young, and I'm
plumb glad to know peace is pro-
claimed. But the General’s got to
git them supplies, or he’ll be
starvin’ before the ter’s over.”

“He’ll have them.”

“But yuh got to stop Hogan
and his crowd, and turn back the
wagons.”

“Plenty of time,” said Young.
“With three or four feet of snow
on the ground, there won't be any
trail to Santa Fe. We'll get them
when we want them. The young
lady said she wants to see you
soon as you're able.”

“Yeh, T'll see her,” said Rod.
“Soon as she likes.”

A Mormon helped Amy into
lhe wagon, her feet tied up in

her face b
Rod helped her to sit down be-
side him, and she burst into tears
and fell upon his neck.

“Wal, now, everything’s turnin’
out all right,” said Rod. “They're
goin® after the wagons and they’ll

fix that gang and yuh’ll be on yore
way to vore uncle before yuh
know it. How's Hubbar

“He's all right. He
thought about me.”

“Don’t vuh think,” suggested
Rod. “it might be as well to fer-
git all what's happened? You and
him—"

“I hate him! He lcet that mur-
derer get away, and take us pris-
oners.”

“I kind of wurned
Lanning—" Rod began.

“l wish I'd listened to you. 1—
I love you—I necver want to see
Frank Hubbard again.”

“Now look, Miss Lanning, 1
ain’t in vyore class, and besides,
thar’s something more yuh don’t
know—"

“I know you killed vour wife—

never

yuh, Miss

she must have been a bad wom-

an,” Amy cried hysterically. “I

don't care—about anything.”
“Wal,” ruminated Rod, “it

seems to me we got to sce what
General Johnston will hev to say
about that. Mcbbe we’ll git bet-
ter acquainted on the trail. Yeh,
we'll talk things over on the trail.”

It wasn’t until the third day
thereafter, when Rod was well on
the way to recovery, that Brigham
Young said, “Well, we got them
where we want them, Knight—no
more than five-and-twenty miles
south of here, off the trail and
stalled in the snow. They'd stay
there till the snows melted and
showed them the trail again if 1
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was willing to let them.

“But I'm riding with about
twenty of my men, Knight. We'll
clean them up. They deserve no
more mercy than a nest of rattlers,
and 1 doubt if my men would
show them any. Then we'll come
back with the wagons and oxen,
and mcanwhile I'm leaving a half
dozen mcn here 1o look out for
you and Miss Lanning and that
Hubbard [cllow.”

“I've be'n thinkin',” said Rod.
“1 allow I'll vide with yuh.”

“You're not fit to ride, Knight.
You'll stay behind.”

“No,” said Rod, “I'm ridin
I've got my own scorc 1o settle
with that gang. And I don’t use
my leet in ridin".”

“Well, it’s your funeral, I guess,
if you leel that way.”

As a matuter of fact, the prob-
lem of Amy Lanning had been
getting too much for Rod. He had
had no talk with Hubbard, who
hobbled sulkily abow the en-
closure, but Amy had come to see
him every day, and had always
gone away hysterical. Despite her
sclfishness, the girl could exercise
considerable power over Rod, if
he let himsell go. He rcalized that
it was the wrning-point of his life,
and. in his perplexity, he decided
to take his problem to Brigham
Young.

“It’s this way, yuh see,” Rod
explained. “I onct killed a wom-
an, Young. She was my wife. God
knows I'd enough reason to, be-
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cause she wasn't fit to live. But I
remember in Holy Writ, ‘Ven.
geance is Minc, saith the Lord.

‘I will repay,” " quoted Young.
“Well, you've repented, liaven't
you, Knight?”

“I've repented, bur that don’t
.take away the mem'ry of it. I wuz
readin’ about Cain, alter he
killed his brother. God made him
a [ugitive and a wanderer. And
that's what He's made me. Thar’s
be'n nary rest fer me sence. I've
found no peace except when I'm
travelin’. Flow kin 1 link up my
life with that of a young woman,
even though she knows about my
past?”

Young  stroked  his  beard
thoughtlully. “It looks to me like
it's the Spirit striving in you,
Knight,” he said. “My advice is
come with us 1o Deseret. There, if
you feel that way, you can join
the Saints, and obtain [orgiveness
of your sins. And now I'm.saying
once more, you rest up in camp
instead of coming with us tomor-
row.”

Rod shook his head. “I'm goin’
to help clean out that nest of
sidewinders.”

They rode all day, and rested
behind a rise a half mile from the
wagons. The bitter cold had giv-
en place to warmer weather, and
a fresh snowfall had removed the
crust of ice, making easier travel-
ing for the horses. It was about
an hour before dawn that the cir-
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cle closed on the wagons.

They stood pointing in all di-
rections as they had stuck in the
snow. There was no order and
there were no sentries. The Mor-
mons were among them before
the alarim was given.

“Don’t hit the oxen,” had been
Young's warning, and that order
prolonged the lives ol the team-
sters who dived frantically among
the beasts for shelter. Young rode
like a madman, using his empty
rific as a club. After him came his
men, swinging their stocks or
slashing with their bowies, chas-
ing the teamsters out {rom bchind
the oxen like terriers hunting rats,
knifing and clubbing them.

Rod saw a man slide into a sad-
dle and make for the open, and
recognized Hogan. He spurred
after him,

Hogan turned—he had re-
charged his rifle—and fired. The
ball grazed Rod's right hand,
numbing it. Rod shilted the bowie
to his left, and as their horses
came together with a  shock,
leancd sidewise and thrust Hogan
through the heart. He toppled,
wrenching the knife from Rod’s
hand in his fall. [lis horse ca-
reened away in panic. Rod sat
looking down at the dead man.

His charge had carried him out-
side the wagons, and left him un-
observed. Scated there like a
statue, in a single moment he re-
viewed his dilemma, and his
course scemed clear. A [ugitive
and a wanderer—that was what he
must be, that the curse might not
rest too heavily upon him.

He turned his horse and rode
into the dawn.

W hite man: “1 don't see how you stand this cold—here I am all bundled
up and still shivering, and you wear one thin blanket and don’t scem to be

cold ar all.”
Red man: “1s your face col

White man: “No, but I'm almost frozen everywhere else.”

Red man: “Me all face.”

Sundown Slim reached town at noon one day, went directly into the near-
est saloon. and by three o'clock was tolerably well oiled. At four he
emerged, mounted his bronc, rode him into the department store, and

straight to the elevator.

The operator blocked the door. “Sorry, cowboy, no horses allowed.”
“Listen bud,” hiccupped Sundown, “I goza take him up on the

elevator!”
“Why?”

“Dern fool allus gets sick when he rides the escalatorl”



WHEN [JouNsy Resrer arrives at the Mohawk mine for a sum-
s job he soon finds out that the warning the generval man-
ager gave him was not at all exaggerated. Young Jolhnny knows

that he can never achieve status among the hard-bitten miners

wntil he earns a nicliname,

and it certainly docsn’t look as

though that will happen before he departs [or college in the
fall—that is. not until the night the ghost walks. This story is
published here for the fost time.
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THE GHOST WALKS

By JOSEPH F.

HOOK

HE red hair on
young Johnny Re-
ber's  scalp lilted.
His mouth and blue
eyes opened  si-
multancously. The
shovel  fell  from
I'he pale light trom

limp fingers.
a candle, stuck in a niche of rock,
faintly outlined the ghostly ap-

parition that had so suddenly
raised up beyond the pile of blast-
ed waste rock.

The sudden tomblike silence of
the mine added 1o the abject [ear
that gripped Johnny and rooted
his teet to the spot. And the eerie
silence actually accentuated the
dismal groans now uttered by the
ghastly specter. To Johnny's mem-
ory came stories of mines haunted
by the spirits of miners who had
died in them, as told so vividly by
Dynamite Doogan in the bunk-
house only last night.

Sweat oozed from every pore in
Johnny's body. Then, by a great
cffort, he somehow managed to
move his feet. He let out a yell
that echoed through the mine,
then turned and fled.

Long legs rose and fell with the
speed and precision of pistons as
he pounded down the drift. Nor
did he slacken speed at the cross-
cut. His shirt tail flapped in a
breeze of his own creating. Down
the level he tore and out into the
welcome  Arizona sunlight. He
sank down on a pile of mine stulls,
used for timbering, breath coming
in sucking gasps, eyes still pro-
truding.

Miners appeared at the mouth
of the tunnel, slapping thighs in
high glee. In the foreground was
Dynamite Doogan, he of the
haunted-mine yarns, a white sheet
over an arm, the perpetrator of an-
other eminently successful practi-
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cal joke.

They soon trooped back into
the tunnel, leaving Johnny Reber
to his thoughts. And bitter ones
they were, too. He was recalling
the circumstances of his coming
to the Mohawk mine, two miles
from the tent town of Yucca and
half that from the Mexican bor-
der.

After high school commence-
ment exercises, Johnny had ac-
costed the general manager of the
Gold Consolidated Company in
his Los Angeles office, in hope of
bringing about a long-cherished
dream.

He explained to the manager,
“After the vacation I'm going to
enroll in the School of Mines. 1
want to be a mmmg engincer. 1
figured you'd give me a job so's
I'd learn something of the practi-
cal end of it.”

The manager told Johnny,
“You've got a good head on those
broad shoulders, kid, and 1 like
your looks. I can find a place for
you in our Mohawk mine, a de-
velopment project. At present
we're taking out waste rock, but
we'll soon be into ore. Ever been
away from home before, Johnny?”

*“No, sir.”

“Then,” the manager said,
you’re due for some unusual ex-
periences. The Mohawk camp’s a
rugged place. The miners and
muckers surely dish it out, and
take it too. But no matter what
happens, don’t get discouraged.

And stay out of Yucca.”

“I will, sir. I've heard what it’s
like.”
Johnny had soon learned that
the manager's description of the
Mohawk camp had been a gross
understatement.  Rugged  didn't
describe the real conditions. The
outbuildings had been construct-
ed on the waste dump as it was
extended. When the sun struck
the corrugated iron roofing, the
buildings became furnaces. The
waste dump was high, affording a
view of the surrounding desert for
miles, through the shimmering
heat waves of which one could
faintly discern the white tents of
Yucca

Tough and primitive as the liv-
ing conditions were, however,
they could not hold a candle to
the men. In Johnny they discov-
ered a trusting soul who, in his
eagerness to learn, believed every-
thing they told him, making it
that much easier to put over their
little jokes.

The manager's admonition to
Johnny not to become discour-
aged was the hardest assignment
yet. Johnny realized with a sink-
ing heart that he was to be the
camp’schore boy. If a mucker laid
ofl, Johnny took his place in level,
drift, stope, or raise. He trammed
stulls from the dump to the tim-
bering crew.

If a miner’s partner laid off, the
other would allow him to help set
up the drilling machine, but never
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operate it. He’d send Johnny to
the powder magazine, an offset in
the crosscut, but wouldn’t allow
him to crimp the powerful pri-
mers on the fuse, insert them in
the dynamite sticks, or load the
drilled holes.

Johnny’s protests always brought
the discouraging reply, “Too dan-
gerous for a kid. Later on, some-
time—mcbbe.”  Nevertheless, he
watched every move, storing the
knowledge in his memory for fu-
ture usc.

That was discouraging, but not
quite so much as the knowledge
that the men had not accepted
him as one of them. To he accept-
cd, Johnny reasoned, a man must
have had besiowed upon him a
nickname  denoting prowess in
some particular line of mining en-
deavor. For instance, therc was
Hardrock Hannigan, the foreman,
Capper Moley, Driller Gergman,
Dynamite Doogan, Nipper Nason,
and so on. To them Johnny was
“kid,” “son,” “punk,” “sqnirt,”
“button,” and, most galling of all,
“babe.”

The. loreman’s bull-like bellow,
coming [rom the tunnel mouth,
snapped the thread of Johnny's
reverie. “Comc down off'n that
pile of stulls, squirt, and get the
lead out.”

Johnny started studying that
evening, in order to help ease the
ache of discouragement. Present-
ly Dynamite Doogan sauntered
over to Johnny’s bunk.

“What's the book about, punk?”
he inquired.

”Spanish. Johnny replied, and
added, “Many American mining
outfits own properties in Mexico.
Some day I'll manage one.”

“Youw'll have chin whiskers
clear down to vour knees afore
that happens,” Dynamite laughed.
He glanced around the bunkhouse
and his gaze rested on Hot Tamale
Padillo. “Hey, come over here,
Hot Tamale,” he sang out. “You're
a Mex and you'd oughta be able
to help the kid out.”

A look of disdain flashed into
Iot Tamale’s black eyes. “I spik
Eenglecsh,” he said. “Me, I am
American. I no use for Spanish.”

A week before, Johnny had
made the same suggestion to Hot
Tamale and had been turned
down. Johnny thought he kgew
why. In the frst place, Hot Ta-
male couldn’t read. In the second
place, almost all his spare time
was spent in Yucca, squandering
his wages. And, lastly, he liked to
put in his two-bits' worth of
boasting about his prowess, both
in and ow of the mine, in the
onlv language the miners under-
stood.

So Johnny went on studying,
thereby missing out on the ex-
change of winks betwcen Dyna-
mite and the others. Dynamite had
seen the opening afforded by the
Spanish book and was quick to
make the most of it.

“Say,” he said, “tomorrer the
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ghost walks.” When he saw John-
ny glance up at him questioning-
ly, he explained. “Payday to you,
button.” Then to the audience:
“Wonder if them bandits’ll try to
hold us up again.”

“Shouldn’t  wonder,” Capper
said.
“Bandits!”  Johnny  gasped.

“What bandits?”

Dynamite went to town on that.
“A band of 'em snook up on the
camp, with the idee of swiping
our dough. Well, the boss is a
light sleeper and he heard ‘em
climbing up the waste dump. He
let out a yell, warning us. We
grabbed double-jack handles and
lit inta them. Man, that was some

scrap.”
Nipper Nason took it from
there.  “They’d have slit our

lhroals, 100. Mebbe they’ll try it
again.”

Then Driller Gergman added
his share, keeping a straight face
with difficulty. “That gives me an
idee, boys. We'd oughta take turns
standing guard.”

“You got something
Dyniamite agreed.

Hot Tamale rose languidly from
the bench and said, “Me, I have
better idea. I go to Yucca and
mebbe I see these bad mans, no?
If yes, I hurry back to camp and
we keep ze eye opencr [or them.
Si, Sertor D\’namue"'

“Si, Senor Hot Tamale,”
mite said with mock grace.

Johnny lay awake a long time

there,”

Dyna-

that night. thinking. Tomorrow
was payday, the first in his 17
vears. The foreman would hand
him $150, and he’d earn as much
again before school started. It was
pleasant, lving there in the bunk
and visualizing how lar the money
would go toward paving his way
through college.

Pleasant, that is, until he re-
called Dynamite’s lurid account of
the bandits. Johnny had no means
of checking the accuracv of that
night-attack story. Certainly, since
Johnny’s arrival in the camp,
events had lent authenticity to it.
Word of fist, gun, and knile fights
in Yucca had filtered ino the
camp. Anything might happen.

Miners and muckers lay in their
bunks, in all manner of postures
and variegated underwear. mouths
open, slecping and snoring con-
tentedly. Into this discordant
chorus of snorts and wheezes in-
truded the squeaking of a hinge,
followed by 1he opcning of the
bunkhouse door, inch by slow
inch.

Johnny tried 1o shout a warn-

ing to his fellow workers, but his
tongue stuck to the rool of a
mouth suddenly gone dry. Eyes
glued to that door, he presently
saw a figure entering. The [aint
moonlight from a sickle moon sil-
houetted it.
. Then Johnny rclaxed with an
audible sigh. The figure was Hot
Tamale Padillo.

He came across to Johnny's
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bunk on unsteady legs and said
thickly, “I sce no bad mans in
Yucca. You go sleep like leetle
babce. Buenos moches, Serior
Punk.”

The next sound Johnny heard
was laughter and the scufling of
boots.  Sunlight streamed  in
through the bunkhouse windows
as the miners dressed hurriedly.

“Payday! Yippee!” Dynamite
Doogan velled, and the rest joined
in the hilarity.

From the mess hall came the
shrill, high-pitched voice of Choo
Wang, the cook. ““Bleakflask! Flap-
jacks, blisklicks and blacon! Come
gettee!”

Alter supper that evening the
men formed in line ouside the
foreman’s shack and reccived their
month’s wages in cash. Johnny,
being the latest addition to the
force, entered last. Hardrock Han-
nigan noticed the happy smile as
the lad fondled the bills.

“Look, punk,” Hardrock said in
a serious vein. “When the big boss
wrote me you was coming, he said
he’d hold me pussonally respon-
sible if you went haywire. So I'm
gonna see you don't, savvy? Bet-
ter hand me back that dough and
I'll give you a receipt for it. I'll
lock it up in the safe till you're
ready to go back to school.”

“That suits me,” Johnny agreed.
“And thanks, Hardrock.”

“Now here’s something else,
button,” Hardrock said, putting
the bills in the safe. “Three-four

sets in the stope caved in today.
The timber crew's got it partly
ketched up, but it'll take a lot
more stulls to finish the job.
How'd you like to tram them in
tonight so’s the boys can finish the
job [ust thing in the morning? I'll
give you double time for it.”

“Sure, I'll do it,” Johnny agreed
readily.

By midnight Johnny was re-
gretting his readiness to earn the
extra pay. He wished now that he
had let someone else jump at the
chance. The buildings were dark,
their outlines barely discernible in
the [aint glow [rom the sickle
moon. The silence of the desert
was awesome, eerie. Johnny had
no idea that anything could be so
deathly still. Nor had he ever felt
so lonely and, he had to confess

-to himself, so frightened. This

was another and new experience,
and he hoped and prayed it would
be the last.

He trammed another load of
stulls into the tunnel, leaving it
just within the entrance. He re-
turned then to the dwindling
stock pile on the dump, anxious
to find out how many more loads
were left and to figure out how
much longer it would take him.
He wanted to get the job over and
done with and back to the bunk-
house.

He was counting the stulls when
he heard voices. He stepped to the
edge of the high waste-rock dump
and peered over. He saw a huddle
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of vague figures at the base, heads
together, talking in low voices.
Some of the words drifted up to
Johnny—Spanish words that he
understood.

“Bandits!” Johnny gasped, and
stepped back quickly.

Fear gripped him then, leaving
only his brain active. He wrned
his head finally, in the direction
of the bunkhouse. He [orced open
his mouth, to voice a warning,
then checked it before it could
pass his dry lips. If he called, the
slecping miners might not hear
him. However, the bandits would,
and they’d scramble up the [ace of
the dump and attack the miners
before they could defend them-
selves.

Johnny took another look over
the edge of the dump. Now the
figures were scrambling up the
face of it. The faint moonlight
glinted dully on the weapons in
their hands. Johnny made a light-
ning calculation of the distance
from where he was standing to
the bunkhouse and to the tunnel,
and decided in favor of the latter.
Then, with brains and legs work-
ing at top speed, he dashed for the
entrance.

He sped past the timber-laden
flatcar and kept going until he
reached the crosscut, where the
dynamite was stored and where he
had left his candle so that he could
see to set the rail switches in the
direction the stulls must go.

He hurriedly cut off a very short

length of [use, rammed a box of
primer caps into a pocket, picked
up a partly emptied box ol dyna-
mite, and tucked it under his arm.
He snatched the candlestick from
the stull in which he had previous-
Iy stuck it and raced back to the
loaded car.

Out went the candle. Johnny
tossed it over his shoulder. Now,
in the intense blackness, he re-
peatedly tripped over the narrow-
gauge ties, banged cruelly against
the hanging wall, caromed oft.
and sped onward.

Instinct alone guided him. As a
result, he reached the loaded flat-
car sooner than he had anticipat-
ed. The blunt nose of a stull
smashed against his chest, setting
him back violently on his haunch-
es and driving the breath [rom his
lungs.

He scrambled up, retrieved the
box of dynamite sticks and shoved
it between the rails. He lost pre-
cious time [umbling in his pocket
for the primer caps and inserting
the short [use in one ol them. In
his frantic haste he cut a finger
while splitting the [use end. When
he touched a match to it, it spat
fire in his face, singeing his cye-
brows and lashes. Then he drop-
ped the spitting fuse, with cap at-
tached, into the box of dynamite
sticks and rushed from the tunnel.

Standing well back from the
mouth, he waited in trembling 1m-
patience. In the ominous silence
Johnny heard loose waste rock



THE GHOST WALKS 169

rattling down the face of the
dump. He knew the short length
of fusc was good only for a few
scconds, but they were the longest
he'd ever lived through.

Now heads were outlined just
above the rim of the dump. Dark,
greedy eyes surveyed the buildings
Then  shoulders appeared, then
bodics and legs. and finally the
figures stood in a group, whisper-
ing.

The dynamite exploded with a
terrific roar. ‘The tunnel belched
flame, smoke—and  stulls. Like
great blunted arrows, they shot
through the air, aflame from the
intense  heat ol the explosion,
closely followed by the twisted,
flailing minc car.

Some of the faming stulls over
shot the rim. Those that fell short

plowed deep furrows, flinging
showers of loose rock ahead of
them,

As the cchoes of the explosion
died away in the washes and ar-
royos, screams and shouts rent the
air. The bunkhouse door few
open and the miners poured
through in  their underwear.
Hardrock Hannigan, the foreman,
was followed closely by Choo
Wang with a long, keen butcher
knife.

All came to a wondermg, mut-
tering halt when the light from
the blazing stulls revealed the pros-
trate figures on the dump. They
turned questioning eyes on John-
ny as he emerged from the half-

gloom and joined them. Hard-
rock’s glance shuttled between the
silent lad and the mouth of the
tunnel that the blast had effect-
ually scaled.

“Those bandits — they came
again,” Johnny stammered, “like
Dynamite Doogan said they might.
It—it was the only way I could
warn you, Iardrock, and scare

Hardrock cut in curtly, “Ain’t
no bandits ever come here before.
Sounds like another of your tall
tales, Dynamite. Only it looks like
this'n come true.”

Dynamite said sheepishly, “I
was just filling the kid fulla hot
air, was all. Never dreamed any-
thing would come of it. I recog-
nize them fellers. They're Mex
barflies from Yucca—bums.”

Hardrock said, “It's a miracle
them hombres wasn’t cut to pieces
by them flying stulls. Concussion
and a rock or two knocked ‘em
cold. And it’s a miracle us guys is
alive now.”

There came a moan, and a man
clawed to his knees, started away,
dragging a useless leg behind him.
Choo Wang barred the way,
brandishing his butcher knife and
jabbering excitedly in Chinese.

Nipper Nason suddenly let out
a yell. “Here's Hot Tamale,
Hardrockl He went to Yucca
again tonight, right after he got
his pay.”

Hardrock crossed over and star-
ed down at the unconscious miner.
“Fully dressed, huh?” he growled
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significantly, then asked, “Any of
you boys see him come back?”

When they all shook their heads,
Hardrock took another look at
Hot Tamale. “A chunk of rock
smacked him a good one,” he said,
“and he’ll be out cold for a long
time.”

He rubbed his chin reflectively,
his glance traveling over the un-

derwear-clad  miners.  Without
another word he wheeled and
picked up the man with the

broken leg. carrying him to the
edge of the dump.

“Listen, hombre,” he snarled,
“either you cough up. or over you
go. bust leg or no bust leg. What's
this all about?”

Abject terror displaced the
agony of pain in the man’s eyes.
“Don’t keel me, serior!” he plead-
ed. “Thees one you call ze Hot
Tamale, it ces hees idea. He tell
us we make easy monee. Payday
here. Everybody he got lotsa
monee. Ze Chinaman, he say, have
saved ze first dollar he make in
belt around hees—"

Choo Wang let out a screech of
rage and had to be restrained from
attacking the man. Hardrock laid
the man down and said. “And |

don't s'pose he told vou he got
the idee from a loose-mouthed guy
called Dynamite, did he?”

“No. serior. All he say was he
get half ze monce.”

Hardrock turned abruptly from
him and sang out, “You guys pick
up these here rats and rush ‘em
to the sawbones at Yucca.”

His stern face broke into a grin
when he saw the men grouped
around Johnny and slapping him
heartily on the back and all talk-
ing at once. Dynamite Doogan
shouldered them aside and grab-
bed the Jad’s hand in a grip that
made him wince.

“Thanks a lot. Blow-'em-down
Johnny,” was all he said.

Blow-’em-down Johnny! Johnny
Reber’s grin broadened and his
heart pounded with joy. No more
of those galling kid names. No
more of that beck-and-call stuff,
or that stand-offish business. By
that nickname these rough and
ready men of the desert had put
their stamp of approval on John-
ny Reber.

At last he had been accepted as
an equal into the fraternity of
those who made a living below
ground.
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SUBDUED tone of
conversation, and
. the absence of cigar
smoke and boot
heels at the win-
dows of the Wing-
dam stagecoach,
made 1t evident that one of the
inside passengers was a woman. A
disposition on. the part of loung-
ers at the stations to congregate be-
fore the window, and some con-

m

cern in regard to the appearance
of coats, hats, and collars, further
indicated that she was lovely. All
of which Mr. Jack Hamlin, on the
box seat, noted with the smile of
cynical philosophy. Not that he de-
preciated the sex, but that he rec-
ognized therein a deceitful ele-
ment, the pursuit of which some-
times drew mankind away from
the equally uncertain blandish-
ments of poker—of which it may
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be remarked that Mr. Hamlin was
a professional exponent.

So that, when he placed his nar-
row boot on the wheel and leaped
down, he did not even glance at
the window from which a green
veil was fluttering, but lounged
up and down with that listless and
grave indiflerence of his class,
which was perhaps the next thing
to good breeding. With his closely
buttoned figure and self-contained
air he was a marked contrast to
the other passengers, with their
feverish restlessness and boisterous
emotion, and even Bill Masters, a
graduate of Harvard, with his slov-
enly dress, his overflowing vitality,
his ntense appreciation of law-
lessness and barbarism and his
mouth filled with crackers and
cheese, cut but an unromantic
figure beside this loncly calculator
of chances, with his pale Greek
face and Homeric gravity.

The driver called “All aboard!”
and Mr. Hamlin returned to the
coach. His foot was upon the
wheel, and his face raised to the
level of the open window. when,
at the same moment, what appear-
ed to him to be the finest eyes in
the world suddenly met his. He
quietly dropped down again, ad-
dressed a few words to one of the
inside passengers, effected an ex
-change of seats, and as quietly took
his place inside. Mr. Hamlin never
allowed his philosophy to- inter-
fere with decisive and prompt ac-
tion.

This irruption of Jack cast some
restraint upon the other passen-
gers, particularly those who were
making themselves most agreeable
to the lady. One of them leaned
forward. and apparently conveyed
to her information regarding Mr.
Hamlin’s profession in a single
cpuhcl Whether  Mr. Hamlin
heard it, or whether he recognized
in the informant a distinguished
jurist, from whom, but a few eve-
nings before, he had won scveral
thousand dollars, I cannot say. His
colorless face betrayed no sign: his
black eyes. quietly observant,
glanced indifferently past the legal
gentleman and rested on the much
more pleasing features of his
neighbor. An  Indian stoicism—
said to be an inheritance from his
maternal ancestor—stood him in
good service, until the rolling
wheels rattled upon the river
gravel at Scott’s Ferry, and the
stage drew up at the International
Hotel for dinner.

The legal gentleman and a
member of Congress leaped out,
and stood recady to assist the
descending goddess, while Colonel
Starbottle, of Siskiyou, took charge
of her parasol and shawl. In this
multiplicity of auention there was
a momentary confusion and delay.

Jack Hamlin quietly opened the
ofspousite door of the coach, took
the lady's hand with that de
and positiveness which a hesitat
ing and undecided*sex know how
to admire, and in an instant bad
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dexterously and gracefully swung
her to the ground. and again lifted
her 10 the platform.

An andible chuckle on the box
came from that other cynic, “Yuba
Bill,” the driver. “Look keerfully
arter that baggage, Kernel,” said
the expressman, with alfected con-
cern, as he looked after Coloncl
Starbottle, gloomily bringing up
the rear of the triumphant pro-
cession 1o the waiting-room.

Mr. lHamlin did not stay for
dinner. Ilis horse was alrcady
saddled, and awaiting him. He
dashed over the ford, up the
gravelly hill, and out into the
dusty perspective ol the Wing-
dam road, like one leaving an un-
pleasamt fancy behind him. The
inmates of dusty cabins by the
roadside shaded their eyes with
their hands, and looked alter him,
recognizing the man by his horse,
and speculating what “was up with
Comanche Jack.” Yet much of this
interest centered in the horse, in
a community where the time made
by “French Petc’s” mare, in his
run from the Sheriff of Calaveras,
eclipsed all concern in the ulti-
mate fate of that worthy.

The sweating flanks of his gray
at length recalled him to himsecll.
He checked his speed. and, turn-
ing into a byroad, sometimes used
as a cutoff, trotted leisurely along,
the reins hanging listlessly from
his fingers.

As he rode on, the character of
the landscape changed, and be-

came more pastoral. Openings in
groves of pine and sycamore dis-
closed some rude attempts at cul-
tivation. A (lowering vine trailed
over the porch of one cabin and a
woman rocked her cradled babe
under the roses ol another. A little
farther on Mr. Hamlin came upon
some barclegged children, wading
in the willowy creek, and so
wrought upon them with a badin-
age peculiar to himsell that they
were emboldencd to climb up his
horse’s legs and over his saddle,
until he developed an exaggerat-
ed ferocity of demeanor, and es-
caped, leaving behind some kisses
and coin.

And then, advancing deeper in-
to the woods, where all signs of
habitation [ailed, he began to
sing, uplilting a tenor so singular-
ly sweet, and shaded by a pathos
so subduing and tender, that the
robins and linnets stopped to
listen. Mr. Hamlin’s voice was not
cultivated; the subject of his song
was some sentimental lunacy, bor-
rowed [rom the Negro minstrels;
but there thrilled through all some
occult quality of tone and expres-
sion that was unspeakably touch-
ing. Indeed; it was a wonderful
sight to sec this sentimental black-
leg, with a pack of cards in his
pocket and a revolver at his back,
sending his voice before him
through the dim woods wilh a
plaint about his “Nellv’s grave” in
a way that overflowed the eyes of
the listener.
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A sparrow hawk, fresh from his
sixth victim, possi recognizing
in Mr. Hamlin a kindred spirit,
stared at him in surprisc. and con-
fessed the superiority of the man.
With a superior predatory capac-
ity, he couldn’t sing.

But  Mr. Hamlin  presently
found himsclf again on the high-
road. and at his former pace.
Ditches and banks of gravel. de-
nuded hillsides. stumps, and de-
cayed trunks of trees, took the
placc of woodland and ravine. and
indicated his approach to civiliza-
tion. Then a church siceple came
in sight. and he knew that he had
reached home.

In a few moments he was clat-
tering down the single narrow
strect that lost itsell in a chaotic
ruin of races, ditches. and tailings
at the foot of the hill. and dis-
mounted before the gilded win-
dows of the Magnolia saloon. Pass-
ing through the long barroom. he
pushed open a green baize door,
entered a dark passage. opened
another door with a passkey, and
found himself in a dimly lighted
room, whose furniture, though
elegant and costly for the locality,
showed signs of abuse. The inlaid
center table was overlaid with
stained disks that were not con-
templated in the original desi
The embroidered armchairs were
discolored, and the green veclvet
lounge, on which Mr. Hamlin
threw himself, was soiled at the
foot with theredsoil of Wingdam.
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Mr. Hamlin did not sing in his
cage. He still. looking at a
highly  colored painting  above
him. representing a young crea-
ture of opulent charms. It occur-
red to him then for the first time
that he had never seen exactly that
kind of a woman and that, il he
should. he would not, probably,
fall in love with her. Perhaps he
was thinking of another siyle of
beauty. But just then somcone
knocked at the door. Without ris-
ing. he pulled a cord that appar-
ently shot back a bolt. for the door
swung open. and a man entered.

The newcomer  w broad-
shouldered and robust—a vigor not
borne out in the face. which,

though handsome. was singu
weak and disfigured by (hwpa-
tion. He appeared 1o be also under
the influence of liquor, for he
started on seeing Mr. Hamlin,
said. I thought Kate was here,”
stammered. and scemed confused
and embarrassed.

Mr. Hamlin smiled the smile
which he had before worn on the
Wingdam coach, and sat up. quite
refreshed and ready for business.

“You didn’t come up on the
stage.” continued the newcomer,
“did yor

“No.” replied Hamlin, T left
it at Scou’s Ferry. It isn't due for
half an hour yvet. But how’s luck,

Brown?”
Damn’ bad,” said Brown. his
face suddenly assuming an expres-

sion of weak despair. “I'm cleaned
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out again, Juck.” he continued in
a whining tone that formed a pit-
iable contrast 1o his bulky figurc.
“Can’t you help me with a hun-
dred till tomorrow’s clean-up? You
sce, I've got to send money home
to the old woman, and—you've
won twenty times that  amount
from me.”

he conclusion was perhaps not
entircely logical, but Jack overlook-

ed it, and handed the sum to his
visitor. “T'he old woman business
is about played out, Brown,” he

added by way ol commentary.
“Why don’t you say you want to
buck agin’ faro? You know you
ain't married!”

“Fact. sir,” said Brown with
sudden gravity, as if the mere con-
tact of the gold with the palm of
the hand had imparted some dig-
nity to his [rame. “I've got a wife
—a danm’ good one, 100, il 1 do
say it—in the States. It’s three year
since I've seen her, and a year since
I've writ to her. When things is
about straight and we get down to
the lead, I'm going to send for
her.”

“And Kate?” queried Mr. Ham-
lin with his previous smile.

Mr. Brown ol Calaveras essayed
an archness of glance 1o cover his
confusion, which his weak face and
whiskv-muddled intellect but poor-
ly carried out, and said, “Damn it,
Jack, a man must have a little lib-
erty, you know. But come, what do
you say to a little game? Give us
a show to double this hundred.”

Jack Hamlin looked curiously at
his [fatwous [riend. Perhaps he
knew that the man was predestin-
cd to lose the moncey, and pre-
ferred that it should flow back into
his own colfers rather than any
other. He nodded his head, and
drew his chair toward the table.
At the same moment there came a
rap upon the door.

“It's Kate,” said Mr. Brown.

Mr. Hamlin shot back the bolt,
and the door opened. For the first
time in his life, he staggered to
his [cet, utterly unnerved and
abashed: for the first time in his
life the hot blood crimsoned his
colorless checks to his forehead.
For before him stood the lady he
had lifted from the Wingdam
coach. whom Brown—dropping his
cards with a hysterical laugh—
grected as:

“My old woman, by thunder!”

They say that Mrs. Brown burst
into tears and reproaches of her
husband. I saw her in 1857 at
Marysville, and disbelieve the
story. And the Wingdam Chron-
icle, of the next week, under the
head of “Touching Reunion,”
said: One of those beautiful and
touching incidents, peculiar to
California life, occurred last week
in ouwr city. The wife of one of
Wingdam's  ¢minent  pioneers,
tired of the effete civilization of
the East and its inhospitable cli-
mate, resolved to join her noble
husband upon these golden shores.
Without informing him of her in-
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tention, she undertoool the long
journey. and arrived last seeel:.
The joy of the lusband may be
casicr imagined than  deseribed.
The mecting is said to have been
indescribably aflecting. We  trust
hev example may be followed.

Whether owing to Mrs. Brown's
influence. or to some more suc-
cessful speculations. Mr. Brown’s
financial fortune from that day
steadily improved. He bought out
his partners in the “Nip and
Tuck” lead with money which
was said to have been won at
poker, a week or o aflter his
wife's arrival, but which rumor,
adopting Mr. Brown’s theory that
Brown had forsworn the gaming-
table, declared to have been fur-
nished by Mr. Jack Hamlin. He
built and furnished the Wingdam
House, which preity Mrs. Brown's
great popularity kept overflowing
with guests. He was clected to the
Assembly, and gave largess to
churches. -\ sireet in Wingdam
was named in his honor.

Yet it was noted that in propor-
tion as he waxed wealthy and for-
tunate, he grew pale, thin, and
anxious. :\s his wile's popularity
increased, he became fretful and
impatient. The most devoted of
husbands, he was absurdly jealous.
If he did not interfere with his

wife’s social liberty, it was be-

cause it was maliciously whispered
that his first and only attempt was
met by an outburst from Mrs.
Brown that terrified him into si-
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lence.

Much of this kind of gossip
came from those of her own sex
whom she had supplanted in the
chivalrous attentions of Wingdam,
which. like most popular chivalry,
was devoied 10 an admivation of
power. whether of masculine force
or feminine beauty. It should be
remembered o. in her extenua-
tion. that since her arrival she had
been the unconscious pricstess of
a mvthological worship. perhaps
not more cmnobling 1o her wom-
anhood than that which distin-
guished older Greek democ-
racy. I think that Brown was dim-
Iy conscious of this. But his only
confidant was Jack Hamlin. whose
reputation  naturally  precluded
any open intimacy with the fam-
ily, and whose visits were infre-
quent.

It was midsummer, and a moon-
lit night: and M brown. very
rosy, large-cyed, and pretty, sat
upon the piazza, cnjoving the
fresh incense of the mountain
breeze, and, it is to be feared, an-
other incense which was not so
fresh. nor quite as innocent. Be-
side her sat Colonel Starbottle
and Judge Boompointer. and a
later addition 10 her court, in the
shape of a forcign tourist. She was
in good spirits.

“What do you sec down the
road?” inquired the gallant Colo-
nel, who had been conscious for
the last few minutes that Mrs.
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Brown’s attention was diverted.

“Dust,” said Mrs. Brown with
a sigh. "Only Sister Annc’s ‘flock
of sheep.” ™

The  Colonel, whose literary
recolleciions did not extend far-
ther back than. Jast week’s paper,
took a more tical view. "It
ain’t sheep,” he cominued, “it's a
horseman. ]udnc ain’t that Jack
FHamlin's gray?

But the judge didn’t know, and,
as Mrs. Biown ested the air
was growing too cold for lurther
investigations, they retired to the
parlor.

Mi. Brown was in the stable,
where he generally retired after
dinner Perhaps it was to show his
contempt  for his wile’s com-
panions; perhaps, like other weak
natures, he found pleasure in the
exercise of absolute power over in-
ferior animals. He had a certain
gratification in the training of a
chestnut mare, whom he could
beat or caress as pleased him,
which he couldn’t do with Mrs.
Brewn. It was here that he recog-
nized a certain gray horse which
had just come in, and looking a
litle (arther on, found his rider.

Brown's greeting was cordial
and hearty: Mr Hamlin’s some-
what restrained. But a Brown's
urgent request, he followed him
up the back stairs to a narrow cor-
ridor, and thence to a small room
looking out upon the stable yard.
It was plainly furnished with a
bed, a table, a few chairs, and a

rack for guns and whips.

“This yer's my home, Jack,”
said Brown with a sigh, as he
threw himself upon the bed, and
motioned his companion to a
chair. “Her room’s t'other end of
the hall. It's more’'n six months
since we've lived together. or met,
except for meals. It's mighty rough
papers on the head of the house,
ain’t it?” he said with a forced
laugh. “But I'm glad 1o sce you,
Jack, damn’ glad,” and he reached
from the bed. and again shook the
unresponsive hand of Jack Ham-

in.

“I brought ye up here, for I
didn’t want to talk in the stable;
though, for the matter of that, it’s
all round town. Don't strike a
light. We can talk here in the
moonshine. Put up your feet on
that winder, and sit here beside
me. Thar’s whisky in that jug.”

Mr. Hamlin did not avail him-
self of the invitation. Brown of
Calaveras turned his face to the
wall and continued: “If 1 didnt
love the woman, Jack, I wouldn’t
mind. But it’s loving her, and see-
ing her, day arter day, goin’ on at
this rate, and no one to put down
the brake; that's what gits mel
But I'm'glad toseeye, Jack, damn’
glad.”

In the darkness he groped about
until he had found and wrung his
companion’s hand again. He
would have deained it, but Jack
slipped it into the buttoned breast
of his coat and asked listlessly,
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“How long has this been going
S

“Ever since she came here; ever
since the day she walked into the
Magnolia. I was a fool then, Jack;
I'm afool now: but I didn't know
how much I loved her till then.
And she hasn’t been the same
woman since.

“Bur that amn't all, Jack. and
it’s what I wanted to scc vou
about, and I'm glad you've come.
It ain’t that she docsn’t love me
any more; it ain’t that she fools
with every chap that comes along.
for perhaps I staked her love and
lost it, as 1 did everything clse at
the Magnolia—and perhaps foolin’
is nateral to some women, and
thar ain’t no great harm done,
‘cept to the fools. But, Jack, I
think—1 think she loves somebody
else. Don't move, Jack; don’t
move; if your pistol hurts ye, take
it off.

“It’s been more’n six months
now that she’s seemed unhappy
and lonesome, and kinder nervous
and scared like. And sometimes
I've ketched her lookin’ at me
sort of timid and pitying. And for
the last week she’s been gathering
her own things—trinkets. and fur-
belows, and jew’Iry—and Jack, I
think she’s goin” ofi. I could stand
all but that. To have her steal
away like a thief="" He put his
face downward to the pillow, and
for a lew ‘moments there was no
sound but the ticking of a clock
on the mantel.

Mr. Hamlin lit a cigar, and
moved to the open window. The
moon no longer shone into the
room, and the bed and its occu-
pant were in shadow.

“What shall 1 do. Jack® said
the voice from the darkness.

The answer came promptly and
clearly from the window-side:
“Spot the man, and kill him on
sight.”

“But, Jack!”

“He's took the risk!”

“But will that bring /1er back?”

Jack did not reply, but moved
from the window toward the door.

“Don’t go vet, Jack: light the
candle. and sit by the table. It’s a
comfort to see ve, if nothin’ clse.’

Jack hesitated, and then com-
plied. He drew a pack ol cards
from his pocket and shuflled them,
glancing at the bed. But Brown’s
face was turned to the wall. \When
Mr. Hamlin had shuflled the cards,
he cut them, and dealt onc card
on the opposite side of the table
and toward the bed, and another
on his side ol the table tor him-
self. The first was a dcuce, his own
card a king. He then shuffled and
cut again. This time “dummy”
had a queen, and himself a [our-
spot. Jack brightened up lor the
third deal. It broughi his adver-
sary a deuce, and himsell a king
again.

“Two out of three,” said fack
audibly.

“What'’s that, Jack?” said Brown.

“Nothing.”




BROWN OF CALAVERAS 179

Then Jack tried his hand with
dice, but he always threw sixes
and his imaginary opponent aces.
The lorce of habit is sometimes
confusing,

Mcanwhile some magneuc 1n-
fluence in Mr Hamlin’s presence,
or the anodyne of liquor, or both,
brought surccase ol sorrow, and
Brown slept.

Mr. Flamlin moved his chair to
the window, and looked out on
the town ol Wingdam. now sleep-
ing peacelully, its harsh outline
softened and subducd, its glaring
colors mellowed and  sobered 1n
the moonlight that flowed over all.
In the hush he could hear the
gurgling of water in the ditches,
and the sighing of the pines be-
yond the hill Then he looked up
at the firmament, and as he did
so a star shot across the twinkling
field Presently another, and then
another.

The phcnomenon suggested to
Mr. Hamlin a fresh augury. If in
another 15 minutes another star
should fall- He sat there, watch
in hand, for twice that time, but
the phenomenon was not repeated.

The clock struck two, and
Brown still slept. Mr Hamlin ap-
proached the table, and took from
his pocket a letter, which he read
by the (lickering candle light. It
contained only a single line, writ-
ten in pencil, in a woman’s hand:
Be at the corral, with the buggy,
at three.

The

sleeper moved uneasily,

and then awoke. “Are you there,
]ack?'

"Don'l go yet. I dreamed just
now, Jack—dreamed ol old times
I thought that Sue and me was be-
ing married agin, and that the
parson, Jack, was—who do you
think?—you!”

The gambler laughed, and seat-
cd himself on the bed. the paper
still in his hand

“I's a good
queried Brown.

“I reckon. bay old man, hadn't
you better get up?”

The “old ma thus alfection-
ately appealed (o, rose with the
assistance  of  Hamlin’s  out.
stretched hand.

“Smoke?”

Brown mechanically took the
proffered cigar.

“Light?”

]m.k had twisted the letter 1nto
a spiral, lit 1, and held it for his
companion. He continued to hold
it umil it was consumed. and
dropped the fragment—a lierv star
—irom the open window He
watched it as it fell, and returned
to his (riend.

“Old man,” he said, placing his
hands upon Brown's shoulders,
“in ten minutes I'll be on the
road, and gone like that spark.
We won't see each other agin: but,
belore 1 go, take a fool’s advice—
sell out all you've got, take your
wife with you, and quit the coun-
try. It ain’t no place for you. nor

sign, amn’t w?”
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her. Tell her she must go: make
her go. il sho won't. Don’t whine
because vou can’t be a saint, and
she ain’t an angel. Be a man—and
weat her like a woman. Don’t be
a damn’” Iool. Good by,

He tore himsell from Brown's
grasp. and lcaped down the stairs
like a deer. At the stable door he
collared the half-sleeping hostler,
nd backed him against the wall,
Idle mv horse in two minuies,

or FI=""The cllipsis was [right-
fully suggestive
The missis said vou was 10

have the buzzyv.,” stmmered the
man

“Damn the buggy!™

The horse was saddled as fast
as the nervous hands of the
astounded hostler could manipu-
late buckle and sirap.

“Is anything up. Mr. Hamlin?"
said the man. who like all his
class admired the elan of his fiery

patron. and was really concerned
in his welfare.
and aside!”
The man fell back. With an
oath. a bound. and a clauer, Jack
was into the road. In another mo-
ment. to the man’s half-awakened
cyes. he was but a moving cloud
of dust in the distnce, toward
which a sar just loosed [rom its
brethren was wailing a stiream ol
fire.

bur carly
dwellers by
pike. miles aw
pure as a skylar singing aficld.
They who were asleep turned over
on their rude couches to dream
of vouth and love and olden days.
Hardlaced men and anxious gold-
seekers. already ar work, ceased
their labors and leaned upon their
picks, to listen to a romantic vaga-
bond ambling away against the
rosy sunrise.

that morning  the
the Wingdam wrn-
heard a voice,
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Wyatt Earp
Plays a
Lone Hand

By Walter Noble Burns

JonnNy-BEmINDTHE. DEUCE stivs up a hornel’s nest when he
guns down a prominent citizen in the streel. The constable

mar

ges to hwrry his prisoner out of town, but when Johnny

arrwes i Tombstone he runs smack nto another batch of
trouble. Then it's up to Wyatt Earp, Tombstone’s justly famous
marshal, to protect the laller from mob wiolence. How Earp
meets this test of cold nerve makes a tense episode in frontier
Instory, talen [rom Burns’s hook, Tombsione: An lliad of the

Southwest.

R. HENRY
SCHNEIDER  sat
at a pine-board ta-
ble in the China-
man’s in Charles-
ton and ate his
breakfast in silence.
Mr. Schneider was the chief en-
gineer at the stamp mill of -the

Tombstone Mining and Milling
Company. He could see through
the front window of the restaurant
the big plant on the other side
of the San Pedro just across the
bridge, its stacks. pouring out a
steady stream of smoke that went
drifting over the hills. The Jan-
uary morning was cold; a heavy

From Tompstowns by Walier Noble Burns copyright 1927 by Doubleday & Co., Inc.
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frost still covered the ground: the
current of the narrow river looked
almost black between the snowy
ice shects projecting from the
banks, and the tracks of teams
were still visible in the white rime
on the plank flooring of the
bridge.

Mr. Schneider was an engincer
of some note and a high-salaried
employee at the stamp mill. which
was kept busy day and night re-
ducing orc from the Fombstone
mines. He was a rather haughty,
aloof man whose morning mood
was usually morose and disagree
able and who required a good
strong cup of coflce and several
hours of sunlight to thaw him out
into ordinary business urbanits

At a ncar-by table My Robert
Peny, the village blacksmith. und
Mr )ohn O'Rourke were devour-
ing ham and eggs with some gusto.
Mr. O'Rourke especially  seemed
in a mood of cheerfulness.

I didn’t make no killing Jasr
mght” Mr O'Rourke was saving
“Bur 1 done pretty good. The
deuce stood by me That card is
certainly good to me.”

Mr. O'Rourke was a gambler of
the variety sometimes referred 1o
as un-horn He was what might
be termed, if onc¢ wished to be
brutallv frank. an insignificant
little runt, wizened. undersized.
colorless, with a prominent nose
and huge ears that stood out from
his head He-hung around Charles-
ton gambling-houses and saloons

and dealt stud or montc when he
had a chance and plaved faro if
he happened 1o be in funds.

The card on the faro lavout for
which Mr. O'Rourke showed a
particular  predilection  was  the
deuce. He stacked up his chips on
the deuce: he was never known
to copper it. always plaved it
open, and the deuce rewarded his
blind faith by winning for him
with startling frequency. Few peo.
ple had cver been sufficiently in
terested in him 1o learn his real
name, and because of his mania
for backing his favorite card, he
had become commonly  known
among the gamblers of Charleston
and Tombstone as  Johnnv Be
hind-the-Deuce.

It happened than My, Schneider.
Mr. Perty, and Johnny Behind
the-Deuce arose trom breakfast ar
the same time and. having paid
their bills ai the front counter to
Hop Sing. stood for a few mo-
ments warming themselves about
the stove in the corner of the res
taurant. To the engincer Johnny
remarked pleasantly that it was a
cold day. Schneider gave him a
sour look and did not reply.

“l say it’s a cold day.” Johnny
repeated. on the chance that the
engineer had failed to hear his
shrewd obscrvation

Mr  Schneider
scowling silence.

“Go to hell! snarled )ohnny.
“1 wonder if you are too deaf to
hear thar”

preserved a
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Mr. Schncider heard that quite
distincily and, flaring into a rage,
snorted out prolane abuse. Mr.
Petty pulled Johnny by the sleeve
out the door into the street. But
the cold air outside had no effect
on Johnuy’s anger, which grew
hotter.

“I guess that [cller thinks he’s
100 big to wlk to the likes ol me,”
he growled.

“What do you ¢ soothed
Mr. Peuy. “Leave him alone.”

The two men stopped near the
end of the bridge. While Mr. Pet-
ty was still trying to calm Johnny,
Mr. Schneider came bustling along
on his way to his office at the mill
across the river.

“l got a notion to learn you
some manners,” snapped Johnny
as the engincer passed.

Mr. Schicider halted and, glar-
ing [uriouslv, rcached into  his
trousers  pocket.  Johnny  jerked
out a revolver and killed him. An
unopened pnrkukml’e was [ound
in the dead man’s hand.

Constable  George  McKelvey
placed Johnny under arrest. As he
started [or the calaboose with his
prisoner, the mill whistle burst
into a long-continued roar. The
mill hands began to pour [rom
the buildings.

“1 guess they’ve heard about n
over there,” said McKelvey, and
began to revolve emergency plans.
The crowd at the mill started to-
ward town. McKelvey headed for
a livery stable instead of the cala-

boose.

The mob stormed into the
streets. “Get a rope,” was the cry.
“Hang him to the bridge.”

McKelvey smuggled his prisoner
out of the livery stable by the back
way into a buckboard to which a
span of mules had been hastily
hitched.

“This is a pretty mess,” re-
marked McKelvey as the two men
settled themselves into the buggy.
“Tombstone is nine miles away,
but I'll get you therc if I can.”

A moment later the mob, yell-
ing and shaking fists in disappoint-
ed rage, saw Constable McKelvey
and Johnny Behind - the- Deuce
thundering across the bridge and
pointing out on the road for
Tombstone, the team of mules at
a dead run.

The flight ol the prisoner pre-
sented a problem. but the work-
men whose cngincer had been so

ruthlessly shot down were in
earnest and were not to be so
easily cheated. They hurriedly
prepared for pursuit.  They

searched Charleston for saddle
horses; they commandcered bug-
gies and spring wagons: they
armed themselves with six-shoot-
ers and rilles. This cost time, and
the two fugitives were laying the
miles behind them. But at length
the crowd was ready. Fifty men
on horseback set out on the trail
at breakneck speed. Others in
wagons, clattering far behind in a
straggling procession, hoped at
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least to be in at the death.

Constable McKelvey and John-
ny Behind-the-Deuce had passed
quickly out ol sight through a gap
in the hills that border the San
Pedro. From a height near the old
Brunckow mine, Johnny Behind
the-Deuce  had a fast  distamt
glimpse ol Charleston He could
detect no great stir or confusion:
the town seemed quiet enough.

“Maybe they gave it up.” he
said

faybe,” replicd McKelvey.

McKelvey pulled his tired mules
to a trot He would conserve their
stamina. He might have to call on
them vet for all the specd they
had 1o give. The I'ombsione road
was no boulevard. All the way it
wound with a thousand crooks
and turns through a roughly bro
ken country covered with cactus
and mesquite. It climbed over
high hills, skirted the edges of ra
vines, came down abrupily into
sands arroyos and climbed steeply
out again.

When the buckboard had clam-
bered out of Twin Gulches past
Robbhers” Roost, Johnnv Behind-
the-Deuce saw tar back a long.
trailing veil ot dust sweeping up
from behind a ridge in Rlmy
whorls against the sky. He watched
it with the fixity of fascination A
horseman galloped out of the dust
over the crest of the road A swarm
ol others came riding hard after
him Small in the distance, they
looked like menacing goblins tc

his frightencd cves. He hall rose
from his seat, his hand clutching
McKelvey's shoulder.

“Here they come
McKelvey's car.

McKelvey lashed his mules into
a run. Of a sudden came a soft
tiny noisc like the smothered pop-
ping of a cork. A sharper metal-

he velled in

lic ping like the vibratiou of a
taut. mile-long  wire. Then the
distinct and unmistakable thin

whine of a bullet. Spouts of dust
shot into the air beside the wheels.
The road behind began to dance
with dusty pulls as under a thun-
der shower. The [aint clatter of
hoofs grew into a rushing storm
ol sound

McKelvey and Johnny Behind
the-Deuce bent forward in their
seats  with  white, tense ces.
Around the flanks ol the plunging
mule: McKelvey wrapped his raw
hide whip. Down the slopes. up
the grades flew the swaying buck
board. taking the curves on two
wheels. The pursuers werc gain-

mg rapidly. firing at every jump,
velling like savages For Johnny
Behind-the-Deuce it looked  like

cases in a losing deal: a skeleton
hand secmed reaching out for his
last stack ol chips.

Two miles out ol Tombsione
stood Jack McCann’s Last Chance
saloon McKelvev and Johnny saw
the long adobe roadhouse loom-
ing ahead with one last flicker of
hope.

“Guess McCann's 15 our last
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chance all right,” said McKelvey
bewween  clenched  teeth. “We'll
never beat ‘eminto ‘Tombstone.”

“Il we get inside, maybe we can

8
stand ‘em ofL,” replied Johnny des-

nn had just mounted a
race. marc that stood saddled in
front of his saloon. This filly was
a thoroughbred named Molly Mc-
Cirthy and had won local fame
by showing her heels to the best
horses around Tombstone. Mec-
Cann had her entered for a race
over at the Watervale rack on the
Contention road and was prepar-
ing to give her an exercise gallop
to tunc her up for this event.

A slim, spirited beauty was
Molly McCarthy, and her satin
skin sparkled as she champed the
bit and pranced about on her
clean, aniclope legs in her cager-
ness for the run. McCann had
turned her head to the road, when
he caught sight of the pell-mell
chase bearing down upon him. He
stared in amazement. Well, what
the divil?

“Take this lad behind you quick
and get him into Tombstone be-
fore those lellows lynch lim,”
shouted McKelvey as he brought
his mules back on their haunches.

MdCanu didn’t know [ohnny Be-
hin I-the-Deuce, but he numbered
many outlaws among his friends
and had a lurking sympathy for
fellows in trouble with the law.
Many an all-night carouse Curly
Bill and his merry men had had

in the Last Chance saloon. And
here was a sporting proposition
that mighl stir the blood of any
sporting man. McCann wasted no
time in questions, but brought
Molly McCarthy alongside the
buckboard.

“Pile on,” he said.

As  Johnny Behind-the-Deuce
wrapped his arms around Mc-
Cann’s waist, the mare broke at a
bound into racing speed as if at
the drop of a starter’s flag and
went skimming over the road with
long, frictionless strides.

Drawing his jaded mules off to
the side of the road. McKelvey
waiched McCann and Johnny Be-
hind-the-Deuce dwindle in the
distance. As the lynching party
roared past, McKelvey rubbed his
chin and grinned. “You'll play
hell catching him now,” he yelled
cheerfully.

As McCann and Johnny Be-
hind-the-Deuce rode into Tomb-
stone, the mine whistles on the
hill began 1o boom. News of the
murder of the engineer had been
telegraphed ahead from Charles-
ton. Miners flocked from the
shafts and sireamed down the hill
toward town.

Whvaut Earp was dealing faro in
the Oriental Doc Holliday lolied
in the lookout chair. Virgil Earp
lounged against the bar. Business
was dull. The place was as quiet
as a prayer meeting. McCann and
Johnny Behind-the-Deuce burst in
upon the peaceful scene.
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“"Mob coming.,” McCann broke
out breathlessly. “Going to lynch
this boy. Hurry up. Do something,
for God's sake. No time 1o lose.

Whratt Earp slid one card oft the
deck and then another. lle took
in a bet or two. He puid a few
winning wagers With the <kill of
old habit, he levcled off the tops
ol the stacks of chips in the check-
rack and carefully evened them
along the sides with the backs of
his fingers. He overlooked no de
tail of customarvy routine Then
he turned up his box. The game,
for the preseni. was over.

“Hold on to vour chips. boys,”
he said 1o the plavers. “I'll cash
‘em as soon as I've finished with
this little business matier ”

As a gambler. he pushed back
his chair. He rose as an officer ol
the law. Sicpping to the trom
door, he saw a block west. at Fifth
and Tough Nur streets, an excited
crowd gathered about the newly
arrived horsemen [rom Charles
ton On beyond. the hill was
swarming with miners. The situa-
tion impressed him as having pos
sibilities. But the Oriental, facing
on two streets, and with great
doors and windows. was no place
in which 1o stand off a mob.
There was a’ bowling-alley across
Allen Street in the nexi block to
the north, narrow and wedged be
tween stores and with doors only
at front and rear. A handlul of
determined men might hold it
against a multitude.

Wvyau  Earp cscorted  Johnny
Behind-the-Deuce to the bowling-
alley. He posted Virgil Farp at the
rear and Doc Holliday behind the
locked front door. He was ready
now.,

He had never met Johnny Be-
hind-the-Deuce  before.  He  had
scen him a few times around
Tombstone gambling-houses and
had chuckled over his strange
nickname and the origin of it. He

knew nothing ol the right o
wrong of the killing ol the

Charleston engineer But now this
linde shrimp of a fellow had been
placed in his custody: it was his
duy as an officer 1o protect him
T'his sensc of official duty—noth-
ing clse—actuated him. If he had
to die in performance of his duty.
he would die.

An ominous conlused murmur
rose from the dircction of the hill,
a decp moaning bellow like that
of brutes siirring to fury, the note
of menace unmistakable. The mob
was starting. Here it came in a
rushing, crushing mass eastward
through Fifth Street. It surround-
ed the Oriemal A yell went up
like a rocket—"He’s in the bowl-
ing-alley.”

With a roar, the mob rurned tor
the rush to the bowling-alley. As
it changed ftront, it came face to
tace with Wyau Earp at a distance
of 20 paces. He stood alone in the
middle of Allen Street, a double
barreled shoigun resting in the
crook of his elbow.
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“Hold on, boys.” Wyatt Earp
raiscd his hand and for a moment
kept it poised in air. “Don’t make
any fool play. There ain't no
sense in this.”

The mob halted in its forward
sweep. “Where've you got that
murdering rat hid?”

“lle's right in there” Wyatt
Earp jerked his thumb at the
bowling-alley. “And he's going to
stay in there. He's my prisoner
now, and you fellers ain't goin’ to
get him.”

“The hell we ain't.”

“You boys beuer disperse.”
Wyatt Earp said it as calmly as he
might have said Tut-tut to naugh-
ty urchins in school. “Go on home,
Go on back to work., I'm here to
take care of this prisoner. And I'm
going to take carc ol him.”

I'he silence was shattered by
sudden fierce yells

“Kiyrrkiyevipl”

“Wa-wa-wa-wa—wa-hoo!”

The shrieks were broken o
wild staccato by tapping the
mouth with the hand. There were
old Apache fighters in that crowd
The [ront runks began to stamp
up and down like savages doing
a war dance.

“Here we go, boys.”

“Smash in the bowling-alley.”
String the dirty varmint to a
telegraph pole.”

Wyau Earp cocked both bar-
rels of his shotgun “Come on,
then. you yellow curs. Lel's see
you get bim.”

His booming voice was like the
roar of a lion at bay as he flung
the challenge in the mob’s teeth.
Again the crowd stood still in
wavering indecision.

One foot advanced, his shotgun
held tensely across his breast ready
for instant action, Wyau Earp
stood, one man against 500 Grim-
ly alone. Hopelessly isolated for
the moment lrom all the rest of
the world. No help to fall back
on, no chance to run, no shelter,
no place ol reluge. Just a man out
there in the middle of the street,
all by himsell with only his own
strength to depend on and only
his own courage to save him. Be-
fore him a mob thirsting tor
blood. closing in lor the kill, its
victim almost within reach. The
front line. stretching across the
street from wall to wall, bristled
with six-shooters and rifles, every
face wvisted and flaming with pas-
sion One solitary man blocked
the road to vengeance.

“That tool's blufling.” [he
shout was vibrant with impatient
reseniment all his bluft and
watch him quit.”

Whvatt Earp brought his shotgun
to his shoulder with a snap At
the level of a man's heart, he
swung its muzz.le very slowly across
the crowd [rom one side of the
street to the other and very slow-
ly back again.

“Don’t make amny mistake,” he
Hung back. “I'll blow the belly oft
of the first man that makes a
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move.”

The storm was working to the
bursting-point.  Thiz was ridicu-
lous. One man hold back 500:
Rush him. disarm him, brush him
aside.

“What's the mauer out there in
irone?”

“Go o

The men behind kegan to push
and shoulder forwaid. Flickering
waves ol movement told of gather-
ing momentm for a fresh start.
A powerlul thrust made the f{ront
ranks bend and swav. It was like
a ripple prcswmg the final rush.

“Kill him!”

Wyatr Earp’s jaws sci. Ilis cves
blazed His face in that ense mo-
ment was so marble-white that his
tawny  mustache looked  black
against it. Again he swept the
crowd with his leveled gun, and
death lurked in the black depths
of those twin muzzles

“Kill me.” His voicc had a con-
versational steadiness “I'm ready.
Ought 10 be casy: there are enough
ol you But I'll do a liule killing
myself. You can get me: but I'll
take a few of you to hell with me.”

The drama had rushed 1o crisis.
Here was a proposition. They
could tuke it or lcave it. He was
ready to die. Il thev were. 100, all
right. Yes. they could kill him.
One shot would-da the business
They couldn’t miss him. But he
would take some ol them to the
grave with him. He might get two
or threce. Or halt a dozen might

crumple down under the scatter-
ing double charge of buckshot. Tt
was sure death for some of them.
Did they want to gamble? Were
they willing to take the chance?

Well?

Silence fcll. For a space the mob
stood motionless, hesitating, unde-
cided. weighing the odds. Then
abruptly  the tension  snapped.
Some men in [ront. looking a litle
sheepish.  drew  back into the
crowd. Others lollowed. The iront
line grew ragged: it was breaking
up. Not much sense, alter all, in
geuing killed for a dirty little
blackguard like Johnny Behind-
the-Deuce. The law might hang
him anyhow. This lynching busi-
ness was pretty wild and crazy il
voustopped to think about it. Just
as well to let the law rtake its
course.

Mcen at the outer edges began o
walk away. Gaps and lanes opened
in the ning ranks. Throngs be-
gan to bustle through the side
streets like flnod waters draining
off through Soon all
had disappearcd except a few
small groups that still hung about
the corner. The storm had p.lssu!
peacclul sunlight once more bath
ed the empty streets.

Wyau Earp, leaning on his shot
gun, stood in silence and watched
the mob meli away. Then he step
ped with an air of lecisurelines
over to the sidewalk.

“Go down to the O. K.-corral,
Doc,” he said to Holliday in the




WYATT EARP PLAYS A LONE HAND 189

casual voice of one arranging a de-
tail of business routine, “and sce
il Johnny Montgomery can let us
have a spring wagon. 1 guess I'll

send  Johnny  Behind-the-Deuce
over 10 Tucson.”
Johnny Behind-the-Deuce  was

taken in the spring wagon under
strong guard to Tucson. Ten heav-
ilv armed men on horsehack ac-
companied him as far as Dennis’s

ranch but, as no attack developed,
wrned back to Tombstone. John-
ny broke jail at Tucson before his
trial, and though Papago Indian
trailers were used to track him, he
was not recaptured. Ie disappear-
ed from the Southwest, and what-
cver became of the murderous
linle scalawag with the (unny
pseudonym no one in that country
knows to this day.

When your {avorite Western hero draws and fires six shots betore reload-
g, take it with a grain of salt. It is general practice, as a salcty measure,
t carry only five cartridges in the cylinder, keeping the hammer down on

an empty chamber.
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issue, is a smooth

villain named Rund
=== Lawiu. who lor
some time carries on a successful
masquerade as a law-abiding citi-
zen in the role of town judge and
vigilante chicf. Naturally, a paral-
lel is suggested with the noted real-
life career of Henry Plummer, the
sherifl and bandit chicf of Alder
Gulch. No ordinary border rough-
neck, Plummer, who rcfused 1o let
a little thing like a bullet in his
right arm interlere with his six-
gun exploits—he learned to shoot
just as well with his left hand—
moved into the Montana gold
fields and coolly got humscll
elected sherifl of Alder Gulch.
Thus camouflaged, he proceeded
to organize and direct the depre-
dations of a criminal gang whose

= aNE of the characiers
7? in “Thunder Moun-

tain.”  the Zane
=A™ Grey story in ihis
é‘ Z; l\i

members  sardonically dubbed
themselves “The Innocents.” Rob-
bery, homicide. and assorted other
felonies constituted their regular
occupation until the honest inhib-
itants of the region hardly dared
10 go out at night. No handy
Thunder Mountain was available
to wreak natwral justice on this
frontier Dillinger, but at last the
decent elements of the community
got wise to Mr. Plummer, and
man-made justice proved fully as
satisfactory—il, perhaps, not as ma-
jestic and awe-inspiring as the geo-
logical gymnastics involved in our
Zane Grey story—when  Alder
Gulch’s sherift and all his night-
riding cutthroat crew were round-
ed up and hanged by the neck un-
til they were very dead.

o Victor Rousscau, author of
“The Branded Man,” one ol the
new shorts in this issuc of ZGWM,
has long been a popular contribu-
tor to the pages of Western and
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adventure magazines. In addition
to hundreds of short stories and
novelettes, he has had 20 novels
published.

®Joc llook,
Ghost Walks,”
virn in this issue.
pected and mined in Montana,
Arizona, and California. Ile never
struck it lucky prospecting, so
drifted into the Yakima Valley,
where he bought a ranch, and sub-
sequently started writing. Later he
gave up the vanch but, for-
tunately, not the writing. Now a
resident of Tacoma. his lavorite
relaxation consists of salmon troll-
ing in Puger Seund. Watch for
more ol his yarns in ZGWM!

o ‘Brown of Calaveras.” another
ol Bret 1arte’s fine stories of the
Old West, is not so widely known
as cither “T'he Luck ol Roaring
Camp™ or “The Outcasts of Poker
Flur.” Those two tales, of course,
have been reprinted almost num-
berless times, so, unless ZGWM
readers demand them, our occa-
sional Bret Harte republications
will be made up of the best of his
other stories.

©Walier Noble
Tombstone:  An  lliad of the
Southwest, from which the fact
article, "Wyaut Earp Plays a Lone
Hand.” is taken, has long been re-
garded as one of the outstanding
books on the Old West. Its fasci-
nating pages include chapters on
such frontier characters as Curly
Bill, John Ringo, and Billy Break-

wrote ““The
liule mining
himsell  pros-

who
the

Burns’s book,

inridge, among others.

®More light-hearted doings than
usual feature the picture story in
this issuc, “Law West of the Pecos”
consisting of some highlights from
the well-nigh incredible career of
Roy Bean. Dale Robertson, respon-
sible for the story, is a stafl mem-
ber: the very effective pictures
were drawn by Ervin Schweig, a
Milwaukee artist who not too long
ago was devoting his talent, in such
spare time as he could find while
doing his bit in the U. S. Army, to
the depiction of Uncle Sam’s serv-
ice men and women.

5. Omar Barker, who penned
the poem, “San Jacinto” (see in-
side back ‘cover), responded to
ZGWNM's request for biographical
data with morce verse, as lollows:

BARKER IN BRIEF
(Barl: from the Log of
His Autobiog)
I'm flty-two and full of pills,
Yet tramp and ride these rugged
hills

For deer, bear, bobcats, lions,
turkey,

And find it fun, though plenty
worky.

By trade I am a Western yarner,

And from the wildwood often
garner

Some incidents that pattern well

Into a yarn or vetse to sell.

Born out here where the hooty
owls

Are said to mate with barnyard
fowls,
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I recognize that towns have uses—

But still 7 live among the spruccs.

My wife. who loves to fish for
trout,

Also turns Western storics out.

I've Rangered in the Forest service,

And rtaught school some. which
made me nervice.

Served overscas in World W
One,

But got no skin of mine unskun.

My onc great hate in lilc’s bright
prism

Is the dirty red of Communism.

I'm fond of puns and nonsensc

verse—
And Icave it 10 vou which one is

worse!

®The next issue of ZGWM will
feature “The Drift Fence” a mag-
abridgment  of  a slam-
bang Zunc Grev story in which
fiss fights “are sprinkled  thickly
among the gunpla a tenderfoot
learns the wavs of the West. New
shorts by S, Omar Barker and
Walker Tompkins will be fanked
by numerous other highly readable
fact and fiction picces.

Tne EviTors
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Poughkeepsie, New York.
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12 issues of ZANE GREY'S WESTERN MAGAZINE—
including short stories, features, and 12 magazine
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SAN JACINTO (April 21, 1836)
By S. Omar Barker

The campfires of the Mexicans gleamed red a mile away.

Beside the San Jacinto, Houston’s Texas Army lay.

Around the Texans’ campfires low, eager talk went on:
“T'omorrow, boys! Tomorrow! We attack at break of dawn!

Ol Santa Anna’s ready with his fancy cavalry!

They're two to one against us, but at dawn we spread our spree!”

Santa Anna’s bugles shrill theair as dawn fades out the night—

A welcome challenge from the foe, to men who itch for fight!

A Texas drum rolls reveille, and up the red sun creeps.

Still comes no order to attack—they say Sam Houston slecps.

A growl of disappointment runs through the Texas troops:

“Now, what the hell we waitin’ for?” Down the sky an eagle swoops
As Houston calmly saunters through the camp of restless men,

Yet gives no order to attack, nor hints at how nor when.

The day drags on past nooning, the sun rides high and bright.

“To hell with ol' Sam Houston! Ain't he got the guts to fight?”

Deaf Smith, the scout, comes riding. “Reinforcements,” he reports.
“Two hundred Mex'can cavalry!” “What of it?” Houston snorts.
Eight hundred angry Texans, boiling over to attack,

Rebellious eye their General whose orders hold them back.

All day the Texans simmer, as the sun crawls through the sky. . . .
At last Sam Houston draws his sword and waves it, bright and high.
“The Alamo!” A cry goes up for vengeance on the foe.

Sam Houston on his stallion rides before them, calm and slow.

A few raise eager rifles—Houston’s curse rings down the line:
“Now hold your fire, you Texas sons, until I give the sign!”

Some Mexican outposts open fire; Sam Houston's stallion falls.

He mounts another pony, waves his hat, and “Fire!” he calls.

All day his men had fretted underneath a broiling sun—

Ten hours to start a battle—but in one hour it was won!

At dawn the foe was ready, but at Houston’s long delay,

Santa Anna thought the Texans did not dare attack that day.

They caught him and his troopers at siesta in_their tents.

“Or Sam,” the Texans tell it, “he knowed when to jump the fence!”

Sam Houston's boot oerflowed with blood on San Jacinto's plain,
To win the Lone Star’s freedom—at a cost of six men slain! _








