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THIS l\JONTH"S M:\G:\ZI:\'E ABRIDGl\IE�T 

�� PowERFUL, brooding, siuistcr, Tl11mdcr Mountam 
· ,.r\! froums down upon the pnny mortals wl1o invade its 

, _ ... loncl)' sfoJn:s in tlicir grubbing search for gold. Greedy 
·-� for the p,·ecious metal, tl1ey ignore the mysterious, re-

.. � peatcd mullcrings and rumblings which rolf forth from 
its interior, seemingly in de(mnt waming: rmheedingly 
they play out tluir passionate, death-ridden tlrama. 

Against this solemn and IIUIJCstic natllra/ background, which lane 
Grey could present so effectively, Lee Emerson-nicknamed "Kafispel"
plays his desperate game with Fortune. Kalispcl's main advcnary is Rand 
Leavitt, adventurer, mining boss, elected JUdge, and self-appointed vig
ilante chief, who makes a daring bid to reap tlu: lion's share of the rich 
golden hoard in spite of the fact that the tinct: Emerson brotl1ers were 
tire original locators of tllf! Thunder Mormtoin bonanza. 

Kalispel is not without jne11ds. f/e gets wue counsel from the East· 
emer, Blair, with whose daughter Kalispel is infatuotPd: friendship from 
flonest young miner Dick Sloan; aOection from a pretty dance-hall girl 
called "Nugget"; and confidential information from old e.--:-Ronger Bruce 
Masters. But guns alone can decide the isme with the wily Leauitt and 
his henchmen, cllief of whom is CliO Rortlcn, the mming camp's leading 
purveyor of vice. 

Forced to use all the resources of keen intl'lligcnce, cool cletermination, 
and tun-fighting Jury wlu'ch eamcd him respect on the M 011tana ranges, 
Kalispel lets Iris sixshooters speak out time and time agam as lie moves 
relentless/)' 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. thl' loug-rgnored threats of Tlwndu Mormtain 
are fulfilled. 

THUND£R MouNTAlN 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 lane Grey's best. Will Cuppy, authority on adven· 
ture fiction, called it "li11ely and exciting." 



Thunder Mountain 
By ZANE GREY 

CHAPTER ONE 
Strike! 

�� -� WARM spdng nin 
- _ mched the deep 

snows in the Saw 
Tooth Range, · and 
a roaring flood 

-.:·., �. poured down the 
� headwaten of the 

Salmon River. 
It washed out a colony of bea

vers, one of which, a crippled old 
female wiLh a cub, Cell behirid the 
others and lost thein, She came 
at length into · a narrow valley 
where the stream meandered along 
a wide rocky bench wooded by 

stately isolated pines and fringes 
of willow and aspen. 

The old mother beaver lingered 
wilh her cub near the mouth of an 
intersecting bi"ook. 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 $till pool rose behind the 

. barrier. 
One night whe11. the afterglow 

o( sunset loomed_ dull red upon 
the pool and the silence o£ the 
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wilderness lay like a mantle upon 
the valley, the old bea,·cr noticed 
a strange qui\"ering 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 sensiti,·eness or a creature 
of the wild. 

From high up on the loommg 
mountain slope. from the somber 
purple shadow, came a low rum· 
ble, a thunder that seemed to 
growl Ir.om the bowels of the great 
mountam. 

The old m01her beaver did not 
wait to hear that again. With her 
cub she abandoned 1he quivering 
pool. and taking to the main 
stream she ldt thC' \":tlley. 

The last remnant ol the Sheep
eater Indians pitched camp on the 
rocky . bench acroSs the stream 
from the abandoned bea,•er dam. 

Outcasts from various tribes, 
they '''ere fugitives and f1ad band· 
ed together for protection, 51 in 
all, warnors, �uaws 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 ,·alley to which he had been 
led bv the Nez PercC member o£ 
his ba'nd. Long and hard had been 
the tramp hither and the last 
miles O\"('J" sol id rock. The sol· 
diers could not track them here. 
Ir was a refuge. Deer and elk as 
tame as cattle grazed under the 
pines: white goats shone on the 
h igh bluffs of the south wall; 
mountaiu sheep stood silhoueued 
against the sky. watching the in· 
,.<�clers of their �ol i tu dc. 

··we wil l hide here and rest. It 
is \\'ell.'" said Tonunmo to his 
band . and he scm hunters out to 
kill fresh meat . 

When the chief sat down he 
found himself facing the north 
slope of the ''alley. Bare and steep. 
this slope, open to the south, 
slamed abrupt!�, from the edge of 
the rockv bench soml" few hun· 
drcd yar�ls distant. What first at· 
tractcd Tomanmo's cur iosity was 
the (act that no game trail, not 
e\'en a single track, marred the 
smooth surface of thl' incline. lt 
slwercd up a long way before its 
purple- continu ity was broken by 
a thin line of fir Irecs. pointinJ!: 
skyward like tufted spears. From 
tht>re the color gray and the 
smooth surlace broke to scantily 
timberctl ledges that stepped up 
and up prodigiously, at last to 
turn white with snow on the sky· 
line. Precipitous looming moun· 
taim were the rule in that range. 
and all the south slopes, where 
the suow did not long lie, were 
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bare of t imber. But the endless 
south slope of this mountain 
showed no solid (oumlation of 
rock, no iron ribs of red granile, 
no bulge of cl i ff sheering up out 
of soft earth. Tomanmo shook his 
lean dark head. 

Present l y  the Nez Perce ap
proached the chid to open a skin
ny fist to his gaze. He held a h;md
ful of wet gravel and sand among 
which gl inted bright specks. 

"Ughh ! '" he ejaculated. "Gold\" 
"Bad. \\'bite man come," grunt

ed the chief. 
"Some day, long after Sheep

caters gone," assented the Nez 
Perce. 

The solemn. still day wore on. 
The pointed lodges of elk hide 
and the brush shel ters, the col
umns of blue smokti rising up
ward. the active raven-haired 
squaws with their colored raiment 
flashing in the sun, the hunters 
dragging carcasses over the stones, 
the ragged hollow-cheeked chil
dren asleep on the ground-all at
tested to a seulemcnt of perma
nent camp. Soon pots were steam
ing, fragrant viands broiled over 
the red coals. cakes of bread baked 
on the hot Hat stones. 

At sunset the band feasted. 
Only Tomanmo did not share the 
sense of well-being after long 
hard�hip. 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 fel l ,  and then silent night, 

with the dark velvet sky studded 
by cold stars. The fires burned 
low, gleamiJlg red over the hag
gard visages o£ the sleepers. But 
Tomanmo did not sleep. He 
stalked to and fro, listening as a 
chieftain who expected the voices 
of his gods. 

Tomanmo's ears, attuned as 
those o£ the deer to the whisper· 
ings and rU5tlings of the wild, 
registered other sounds. He sought 
out the sleeping Nez Perce 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 
vallev seemed dead. The moun
tains

. 
slept. The stars watched. 

Wild life lay in its coverts. Then 
there came 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: . Perce's somber eyes, 

mirroring the stars, dilated in 
answer. Tomanmo- was assured 
that his own sensitive e.ars bad 
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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 advemuring 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 Perce gave me a clear 
hunch." 

'Wal, 1 shore 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 iu way in cascades down to 
the valley, had a fascinating look 
to Sam Emerson. Those cliffs 
would hide gold·bearing ledges ol 

quartz. 
"Jake, I didn't befriend that 

poor old Injun for nothin'," re
plied Sam with satisfaction. "This 
is the valley." 

'''Val, Sam, we ne,•er seen things 
al ike, 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." 

'Til grade out a trail if that's 
all you're rarin '  about.'' 

"It ain't all. It ain't' even a lit· 
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 faT 
to pack in supplies. It's too lone· 
ly. Shore, I know you an' our gun 
packin' cowboy brother here likt" 
loneliness. But I like people. I l ikt
a barroom an' to set in a littlt
game now an· then." 

"Jake. thet last objection ol 
yourn may soon remedy itsell 
You may see this valley hustlin 
with miners an' a gold·diggm·� 
town springin' up overni�ht likt 
a mushroom" 

"Wal, it won't last tonK. I'll 
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' rock! It's 
alive, Sam, thet slope ts, an' some 
wet day it'll slide down an' ob· 
literate this valley." 
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Sam was impressed and gazed 
up at t h e sinister slope. l-Ie had 
to tip his head far back to sec th e 
snow-p:Hchcd summit. 

"Queer look in' , at thet," he 
said. "But I reckon it"s been there 
just as Jon)!: as these other moun· 
t a i ns . "  

.Jal:C' turn ed to the youn�est 
brother. Lee, who stood leaning 
on his rine. looking about \\'ith 
piercin� han·! cycs. He w;ts a stal· 
wart youn.g man with thc lithe 
build of a rider. 

"\Val, Kalispel," drawled l ake . 
"you ain't often stumped for 
speech. ArC' you linin " up w i t h  
Sam i n  f amr of t h i s  ghastly hole?" 

"It's great, .Jake." 
"Ah-huh. \Val. just why? I reck

on ed you'd stand by me, consid· 
er'n' your weakness for horses, 
girls, an' surh thct can't be had 
here." 

" I like it. Sam. You know I 
don'c care a h eap about diggin' 
gold Too darn' hard work for a 
eowhovl But 1 love the wildness 
an' bCamy of thi�  valley. It's a 
par;�dise for game. 1"11 •bet I saw 
a thomand head ol elk today. An' 
deer. bear, goat, sheep-even lions, 
in broad dayli�ht! I'll hunt  game 
wh ile you fellows hunt �old.'' 

"Humph! Sam, what do vou 
think of Kars shtltin' to your 
side?" 

"All proves I was right drag· 
gin' Lee off thet bloody Montana 
range," replied the eldest brother 
forcefully. "J feel relieved 'cause 

he won 't be lookin' for thet hard
lipp('d shcrifl an', for all we know, 
.sontc more of them ridin" gents. 
Rustle some firewood an· water 
now while I u n pack ." 

Lee Emerson. nicknamed Kalis· 
pel by tht' first outfit he had ever 
ridden for in Montana, laugh�d 
a t  his loquadom brothers. :�nd 
laying aside his rine for a bm·kt•t, 
he made for the stream. It was a 
goodly current ol water. dark 
gr.cen in color. nill high and some· 
wh at roily from mehing �now . rn 
places i t  was running swihly. in 
others tarrying in pools fonnccl hy 
huge boulders. Kalispel stepped 
out on a sandbar and filled 1 he 
pail with water as cold as ict' ·h 
an aftenhought t hen, Kali�pt'l 
scooped up a handl ul ot wet sand 
He �aw grains of gold glistemn� 
in il. 

"By thunder !" he cjacul;uf'd 
"As easy as that! Sam will h(' wtld. 
['JI let him discover iL I wondrr 
-minin' migh t beat runnin" roll· 
tie. Reckon r was sick ol the 
range 

Thoughtfully he rcturqcd to 
camp There seemed to bt' d 
vague portent 111 conne-ction wnh 
th eir arrival in this \,•ild valll'V 
Jake came sta�enng m under <Ill 
enormous load ol df';td wood 'i;un 
h·ad sprt-ad supplies out on d tar· 
pauhn and was awatt i nR the wa
ter to mix dough. 

"About a week's rations, not 
counting meat," he .said. "II  we 
make a ttrik.e here two of us \Vtll 
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have to go to Salmon an' pack in 
grub." 

"Ah-huh. An' if  we don't strike 
i t  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 i n  the lee 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 i t  turned into the 
dark canyon. A herd of deer had 
come down off the south slope. 
Eagles soared above the sunlit 
crags. The upper third of the 
north slope blazed with gold and 
the Snowy summit had a rosy 
Hush. 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 i n  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 cou ntry. 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 steely 
grays and blacks stole upward out 
of the valley as if now free of their 
arch enemy. 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 doubr his broth
eTS Sam and Jake had found him 
in the- nick of time-Oiherwise that 
wild Montana range where he had 
gone the pace of hard cowboys 
soon would ha\'C 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, 

F:r ����
i�h 1 �:c�va�0 

n�;c�o
m��a��� 

What Kalispel had longed for was 
a little ranch with cattle and 
horses ol his own, a wife to keep 
him straight. and a chance to real· 
ize the promise he knew he pos
sessed. But be 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 u-ou-
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ble had ever come of the girls who 
had auractcd him. 

His brooding reflection was in· 
terruptcd b� a low rumble of 
thumlcr. 

"Say! So early in spring?" he 
muttert·d . looking up in surprise. 
The sky was dear and cold, al· 
ready showing tiny pale stars. 
"That was an a\·alanche some· 
wlwn•s. Strikes me these Saw 
Too�!'s might cut loose a lot that 
way 

He returned to camp and the 
blazing fire. Jake was lighdng his 
pipe with a red c·mbcr. Sam bcm 
his rurldy 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, 1hcn?" 
"Ym. thet wasn't thunder or 

slide,'' answered Sam, looking up. 
"i\ly Nc1 l'crce lru.:nd told me 
we'd know the pl.!cr when we 
nmtt" to ;1 valley umlcr a hi}!;h 
whire mountam l;•cc the• t;dkcd. 
I reckon we've lound it." 

''How do you account tor that 
rumble?" 

"Uanm' it I know yet. i\lust be 
€'arthquakc." 

"Nix." satd fake. "Thet was 
JUSt a slide rumblm' down some· 
wheres." 

"Wal, what's the odds one way 
or another-il there's gold here." 

"Suits me. rhe spookier the 
better," returned Kalispel and 

sought his bed. 
He listened for a while. but the 

rumbling sound was not repeated. 
Then he fell asleep When he 
awakened it was broad davhstht 
with rosy llush upon the peab. 
His brothers were bustl ing about 
camp The ringin� bugle of an 
elk brough1 Ka/ispel to a siuing 
posture, wide awake and thrilling. 

"Kal, go out an' bus1 thet bull," 
s:�id f:ll.;.e "The \'alley's alive with 
game Seems diffcrcn1 by dav." 

"Son, take .a prep 111 that pan," 
calll·d Sam sonorously. 

K:•lispcl got up and pulled on 
hi� bunts, then strelrhed hi� tall 
frame. Sam. impatiC"nt a1 his non· 
chalance, thrust the pan under 
his nose. Kalispel '"w a thlll Ja,·er 
ol \OI!1d and �old. ilhout half and 
hall 

"Dog·gonc! Looks like a strike," 
rejoim·d Kalispt>l lazily. 

"1\:uthin' to rilve about." re-
plied Sam. setting tht" pan down. 
"But II wt· ran lind the lode thet 
camr from. we're nc/1. You'll have 
the ranrh vour hrar1 desires. an· a 
thousand bosses. <�n' ten thousand 
cattle before the vear is out." 

"Rirhl" ejaeul�1t>d Kalispel Ill
credulously. 

"WC"'II sell ou1 lor a million. 
An' damn me, I've a hunc-h we've 
SlrUC'k it thi5 time But eVC"O 11 we 
can't lind the lode there are �ood 
diggin's all up and· down thts 
bench, one way or another!" 

",;;7!m, arc �·ou talkin' sense?'' 
"Kal, he's been up since day-
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break roarin' around," interposed 

.Jake. 
"If i t  doesn't turn out my luck 

to ha,•e other prospectors drihin' 
in here," munercd Sam som�er· 
I)'. 'Thet has happened before." 

"\,Vhat dilferencc would it 
make, Sam. if we located firstf" 
asked Kalispel. . 

"Wal. a lot. If we can't find the 
lode we can clean up a fortune 
off this bench-giving us time:· 

"Ah-huh. Sam, do you trust thet 
Nez Perce?'' added Jake, scratch· 
ing his stubbly chitl. 

"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 o( these 
rocks. There's " likely sheltered 
spot across the stream. Kal, you 
fetch in some meat an' hang i t  up 
in the shade. Then you might 
scout around a bit. Have a look 
at the out let of this valley. Jake, 
you stick your pan in every sand 
an' gra,·el bar along this stream. 
I'll take a pick an' look for the 
lode." 

Kalispel found i t  impossible 
not to respond to Sam's forceful 
optimism. Sam wa� 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 b.ld almOst had fortune in his 
�asp. This time would probably 
end like all the others. Yet K�Jis
pel fell himself profoundly stirred 

b\' his eldest brother's inevitable
nCss. Kalispel did not have the 
!{Old [en�r in his blood. H e  was 
not given to false hopes. But he 
responded to the thri l l .  

\Vhen camp had been moved to 
a preny sheltered spot, Kal ispel 
took his rifle and made off for the 
widest part of -the valley. H e  had 
gone quite a distance when a 
small group of deer, does and 
fawns, trooped out of the brush to 
nand at gaze, long ears erect. As 
he approached them they bound
ed away as if on springs. Soon 
after that he sigh.tcd a buck, which 
he shot. It was too heavy to pack 
into camp, so he dressed i t  on the 
spot, and carried in the choicest 
quaners. 

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 
wom so ohen on the cattle range. 
He liked the int imacy of the great 
walls. The monotonous purple 
reaches of the Montana ranges 
had palled upon him.  

"Dog-gone!" sol iloqu ized Kalis
pel. ''I'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. Kal ispel set 
to work a t  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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m i x ing of biscu i t  dough at which 
he was a sign a l  fa i lure. But he 
l iked to swing a n  ax, which art he 
had mastered during his boyhood 
along the hardwood creek bottoms 
of M issouri .  

�leanwh ilc the colored l ighu of 
the va l ley had succumbed to wan
ing afternoon. Ka l ispel began to 
grow anx ious aboll t his brothers. 
Pt·e!en t ly  Jake appc:tred 'ome dis· 
tomce up the stream. He looked a 
t i red man . Kot l ispel h:tlloed and 
w.tvrd . Jake made :1 weary re
sponse. Upon nearer view Jake 
was a sight to behold. He w;�s thr 
d iniest, muddiest. wettest. r:tgged· 
est  object of a man K:�lispcl had 
ever seen I-ll' carritd under his 
arm his go ld pan and in his ldt 
hand something sma l l and heavy 
wrapped in a bandana hand ker
ch ief. 

"Dog-�-:onc-it. Jakel" ejacu lau:d 
Ka l ispe l .  undecided whether to 
laugh or whoop . Then as Jake 
staggered imo camp, Ka l ispel met 
a wonder fu l look in h is eves. 

"Boy, l ooka here," pa n ted Jake, 
and he [orccd the ba udana into 
Kalispel "s hands . 

The contents were soft, wet, 
heavy, signi ficant to the touch . 
Kal ispel knew what it contained 
without bei ng told , and suddenl y 
he was tnute. Jake fell on his knees 
besid e h is pack <tnd began to fum
ble around in it 

"\.Vhar's my weighin'-scah.-"J? 
Gotta have themi-Ah·ha! Kal, 
cluster around now an' pour ou_t 

thct gol d ." 
Kalispcl did as he was b idden, 

and as the tiny golden stream of 
grains and nuggets thudded into 
the sca les he became aware of 
tremb l ing hands and knocking 
heart. Three tinws the scales had 
to be emptied before a l l  rhe gold 
conic! be weighed . 

"Ten ou nces-an' over," boomed 
Jake, breathing th ick l y. "At eigh· 
teen dollars the ounce-hundrrd 
an' t·i�hty dollars! •\n' as Sam or
dercrl, 1 only pannrd une pan :.t 
each bar.'" 

"Gosh!'" ejaculat('(\ Ka l t.�pel. JO· 
crrdulously. He fin�<·red the shiny 
nu:.;gcts, some of which were as 
large as pC'as. All were smooth and 
worn due, no doubt , to the aclion 
o( w:uer and grave l . A gn·at part 
of the �ole\ \\'as l ik1· line sand, and 
it slippt•(/ lrn111 Kal ispe/'s palm in 
a vcllnw st ream.  

Sudden l y he l e t  r>ui such a cow
boy yell as had newt pealed (rom 
his lunl-:� ··JI'boopf"l·r· The sten
torian sound rang illong the walls 
and beat back in hol.low echo. It 
wa� answered by a ha l loo from up
stream. 

"You hear that?" cried KalispeL 
"Shore. Thet was Sam-an' 

there he comes." 
"Gosh! Is  he drunk, naggerin' 

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 l itt le weak 
on my pins." Jake sat down hcav

·ily. 
Kalispel stared, his thoughts 

whirling . Sam came on swrdily, 
but manifest ly under great physi· 
cal strain .  He plunged into camp 
to thump his heavy burden upon 
the ground in front of his broth· 
crs. 

"Look at-thetl" he panted. 
Kal ispcl . saw a thick slab of 

while 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
l ike steel tO a magnet," he said, in 
cool, slowly expelled words. 
"Thar's five hundred dollars-in 
thet chunk. An' a million more
where i t  come (rom!" 

CHAPTER Two 
T-rotl�le in Town 

� Xv���;�·�E�; E!:�: 
son camp. Sam suc
cumbed to some ex· 
tent to the uncon
tained joy of his 
brothers. Jake de· 

dared it  was a good thing that 
there was not any li·hisky in the 
packs. They fell over each other 

preparing supper and panaking 
o£ 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 
b;�d-looking. might possibly find a 
wife. 

Faint thunder Gtme rumbling 
from the darkness. 

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

A men;�ce seemed momentarily 
to hold the three in thrall. It 
passed, and with it the hilarity, 
the boyish indulg:ence 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 
i t  rich ne,·er reap the profits of 
their discovery." 

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

' : I t ' s  just a !act. thet's a l l .  Pros
pectors ain't business men. They're 
usually ignorant, he'edless, im
provident. They lose . out some
how." 

"We ain't gonna lose noth in'," 
decla�ed Jake bclligerentl y-ht: 
who had formerly been the most 
pessimistic. The gold fever had in· 
Hamed his brain. Kalispel looked 
on silently, conscious of a sinking 
sensation within his breast. 

"Right here Wt' form a com
pany," went on Sam emphatically. 
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"Thct is, a company to work this 
quartz vein. Thet'll leave us free 
to take up pbccr·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 figgercd thct," 
admitted Jake. 

"Sam, why need anyone learn 
about the quartz vein?" queried 
Lee. 

"I t ' l l  take a ten·ton stamp mil l  
to work this mine." 

"Ten-toni" ejaculated Kalispel. 
"How on earth could such ::1. mill 
be gouen here?'' 

"Packed in on mules. h can be 
done. I t  must be done. An' now 
you sec why we must sell out, or 
sell a half interest, at least. 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 Lemhi are Cull of them." 

"Wal, let them drih," declared 
Kal ispel. "We can take care of 
ourselves an' hang on to our 
holdin's, All the time we'll be dig· 
gin' gold while kcepin' our best 
secret. Then, when we are forced 
to show our band, all right. An' 
the situation will be precisely the 
same as it  is now." 

Jake and Kal ispcl 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 discussing 
the other aspects of the case. Soun 
finally worked out a plan. He 
would stay in the valley, guard· 
ing the quartz mine, while work· 
ing the placers along the strf'am. 
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 Jess than 100.000 dollars 
for a half interest. the contracung 
parties to furnish the mill ,  ha�·e 
it packed in, and work the mine. 
I f  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· 
en, at least, to pack in before the 
expiration o( 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  m ind was full. l t  seemed 
th ai the u n lucky star under which 
he had alwa\'S ridden had mar\"Cl· 
ously brightened And while he 
lay there th e old mountain rum· 
bled itS faint deep thu nder of 
warning. 

On the following morning Kal· 
ispel and Jake. dril'ing t h ree l igh t· 
ly packed burros, headed up the 
valle)' on their im pon a m  mission. 

It took three days to reach the 
nearest town-Ch a l l i s-where the 
brothers camped on tht' oUi ski�ts. 
After supper Jake madt> inqu iries.  
and to h is  dismay ascer 1 a i ncd that 
a stage for Raise did not leave un
til Saturday, and that  the supplies  
needed must be brought  from Sal 
mon, 60 miles down the ri\·er .  

Jake was a though t f u l  man that  
night round the camp firr F i n a l l y  
he unburdened h i m s t J I  

"Lee, I didn' t  l ila·  leavm'  Sam 
alone in thet hole .. An' we can't go 
on to Boise. make t h i s  m i n i n '  
deal, an' come back to S a m  inside 
of a month.  So here's what we'll  
do. I'll go on to Boise alone.  Oon't  
worry. J won't lose the quartz an' 
I'll be short nobod� gets a hunch 
about it. Reckon I ' l l  not need 
more'n a {ew dollars t i l l  I make 
the dc.al. 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, a n '  
rustle back to Sam. What vou 
think of my idee?". 

· 

"It's a good one," replied Lee. 
''By the time I get to Salmon a 

week w i l l  be gone. I t ' l l  take a 
cou ple of days to outfit  t here. An' 
with six burros a l l  loaded down, 
an·  a l lo\r in '  for the steep grades 
an' rough ground on t h a t  trail  we 
worked out on-why, Jake,  even 
with good luck I coul d n ' t  make it 
back to Sam i n  two weeks." 

"You shore cou l d n ' t .  Say a 
month.  A n '  then you ' l l  beat any 
CO\<"punchin'  job you ever had. 
\Va l.. i t ' s  settled. a n '  I'm relieved." 

Late a f u �rnoon of  the second 
day. on the way down the river, 
Kal ispcl came t o  where t h e  Sal
mon made a wide,  slow bend. The 
se\·eral h u ndred acres of  land in 
closed b} '  the stream i n  t h a t  cir
c l ing constitllled the ranch h e  had 
seen from a mou n t a i n  top on the 
way in. From that far poin t  he 
had made out several groves of 
cotton woods, the wide,  f la t .  brown 
and green fields. the fringe of 
trees bordering t ht• river, tht 
sheltered log cabin under the lea 
of the h i l l .  BUI ar close ra nge this 
ranch appeared t h e  finest prospecr 
h e  had ever encountered. 

A sett ler named Olsen lived 
there with his s m a l l  family.  Lee 
had su pper w i t h  him and taHu�d 
casually. 

"Been prospcCiin' ,"  h e  explam 
ed. "Don't care for i t  much. But 1 
l ike ranchin'. Could you use a 
good cowman?'" 

"Huh! Got more work than 1 
can do. Couldn't pay wages, 
though. Fact is I'd like to sell 
out." 
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"That's illlerestin'. What'd you 

t:tkc?" 
' ' I 'd hate to have some real 

m oney sho\·ec\ a t  m e," repl ied t he 
scu l cr t ersely . 

"So? \Va l ,  if 1 s t r ike pay dirt 
1 ' 1 1  come back an' sho\'e some a t  
you ." 

Next d ay. late .  Ka l ispc l t rudged 
footsore and weary i nto Salmon. 
l-Ie had been there SC\'er a l  t i mes 
and h e  liked the place. I t  had been 
a m i n ing town for years and had 
seen more than one gold boom. 
E\·en i n  dull t i mes Salmon was a 
bust l i ng center. being a distribut
i ng point benreen towns over t he 
Montana l i n e  and t h ose west i n t o  
Idaho as far as Boise . Salmon re
sem bled other Western m i ning 
towns in i ts one long. wide, m:tin 
�treet, bm ofT this t horough fare it 
reminded Lee of some of the ham
lets bad i n  M issouri .  

H e  fou nd pasture for h i s  burros 
and made a dea l to secure three 
more. includ i ng packsadd l es. Then 
he repa i red to the main street and 
a lodging-house he knew. \<\'hen 
former acq u a i n tances fa i led to rec
ognize him, Ka l ispel decided that 
he must be a pret ty dirty,  bearded, 
ragged. har�-look ing cu stomer . 
The best he could do that n igh t 
was to wash and sha\·e. \"'hich 
helped mig hti ly . but he apprt· 
dated the fact that he m us t  make 
a most advantageous deal in buy
ing the supplies so that he would 
have money enough left for a new 
oulfit. H i.s boots had no sole.s and 

his trousers hung i n  tatters. l-Ie 
reca lled a girl whose acqua i n ta nce 
he had m;�dc on <1 form er sojourn 
i n  Salmon-what was her namc?
and he cou ld not presen t himsel£ 
to her in t h i s  scarecrow garb . 

Kal ispcl put on hi� coa t ,  then 
had to remove i t  because he had 
sli pprcl one ;u-m t hrough ;1 rent 
instc:HI o f  the s leeve. This was 
another rudul reminder ol  his 
poverty. He did not care about h i s  
appearance or cvC'n comfort whi le 
out on the r:� nge or in the wilds, 
but here i n  town among pcuph· he 
did not l ike his po\'er t y .  1-JC' hlcw 
out the lam p J n d  leh his room 

In the ye l low nare of a lu l l  
l a m p  he saw t w o  ligures a t  the 
head of the stairway-a yotm� 
woman st;mding w i t h  her back t o
ward him (;� ci ng a man who had 
started down the steps and \\'<15 
looking back. 

"Dad, please don't leave me 
alone. 1-" she was en t re:� t i ng m 
a vo ice that would have arres t �·d 
Ka l ispel even i f  her sma' U .  dark.  
gracefu l head had not .  

"You ' l l  be al l  r ig ln.  Sydnt')' ·"  
repl ied the man,  wi th a la ug-h . 
"You 're out \Vest now and must  
l ook <�her yourse l l .  I wam to ta l k 
to some m i ner.s. Go to bed . . . 

He stam ped on down the rick
ety st a irway.  rhe girl par t l y turn 
ell as Ka lispc-1 passed her and ht
caught a gl im pse ol a pa le. dean
cut profi l e, strik i ng enough in that 
poor l igh t to make him want to 
turn and stare. But he resisted the 
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desire and went quickly down 
wanting to get another look at the 
father of that girl .  H e  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 
£o11owed the man outside, where 
at the street corner under the yel
low lights he mer several men in 
rough garb evidently waiting for 
him. 

Kalispel approached them. 
"Howdy, men," he  said, genially. 
"I'm a _stranger hereabouts. 'Vhere 
can I eat?" 

"Reckon I've seen you be£ore," 
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. 

"1 had mine early." 
''Say, cowpuncher, mosey along, 

will you?" broke ·in another of 
the trio ol Westerners. He had a 

lean sallow race, a long drooping 
mustache and eyes that burned in 
the shadow o£ his sombrero. 

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

"Why shore rn mosey along
when I get ready." he replied curt
ly. 

"Ain't you thet Kal ispel cowboy 
late o£ lHontana?" queried the 
man who had first spoken, as with 
a slight gesture he silenced his 
lean-jawed companion. 

"Yeah, I happen to be that cow
boy-Kalispel Emerson." 

"\-Val, no offense meant," re
joined the other hurriedly. "We 
jest want to talk business to Mr. 
Blair hyar. A n '  time's pressin'." 

Kal ispel did not trouble to re
ply. H e  fixed piercing eyes upon 
the tenderfoot who appeared to 
sense something amiss but cou!d 
not gather whal. "Excuse me, Mr. 
Blair, i f  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-gone!" he soliloquiz
ed. "They'll Reece 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 
auending 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 life! But a voice 
cautioned him to remember the 
importance of his mission. No 
bucking the tiger-not a single 
drop of red Iiquori 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 reson 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-il would 
be well for him to have an anchor. 
He liked this sort of fling, which 
he argued would be all right, i f  it 
were not for the drink and 6ghts 
and worse that seemed to attend a 
�onesome cowboy's infrequent vis
us 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 himsel£, there was 
not a young fellow in the hall. 
And this girl was hardly more 
than 1 6. 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, sweetheart. 
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 sm�rt. An' · you know 
the range, too. 

"Put on your hat, unless you 
want to dance with me. rm not 
used to bareheaded 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 can't 

stand much. I hate these club
(ooted, rum-soaked minen 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 Crom be
hind Kalispel, with a slight gesture 
of authority, sent her hurrying 
a"way. 

"Young fellow, you'll excuse 
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me," the stranger said. "Nugget is 
much i n  demand." 

"Nugget?" queried Kalispcl. 
"Yes, Nugget. Nobody knows 

her real name." 
"Ah-huh. Suppose 1 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," Sashed K.alispel. 
"]£ I had intended to dance with 
your Nugget-an' she asked me to 
-you'd be dancin' to dodge hot 
bullets with your feet right this 
minute.-" 

Whereupon Kalispcl lunged out 
of the glaring hall into the cold, 
dark night. It was geuing late and 
the street was no longer crowded. 
He took to its center and made 
£or his lodging-house. A familiar 
old sensation assailed him, a weak· 
ening, a sinking down, always i n  
the past t h e  precursor ·to a drink· 
ing debauch and a period of ob· 
Jivion. 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 
goJden and rosy. 

· 

He reached the tavern. Men 
were passing i n  an d  out of the 
crowded noisy saloon. Kalispel 
went into the halt and up the 
rickety stairway. The lamp bur.n· 
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 YOice. hurried 
and sibilant, answered her. 
"Ssssh! Someone will hear. Listen 
to me-" 

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

Kal ispel saw that her door was 
ajar. In two long strides he reach· 
ed i t  and with forceful hand shov· 
ed i t  open violently. The act dis
closed a tall man starting back 
from this sudden i ntrusion. and a 
white-faced girl, with dark eyes 
distended in fear, in the act of 
slipping off her bed. She was clad 
i n  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 by face open on the floor. 

"Pardon, lady," said Kal ispel 
curtly. "Did I hear you order some
one from your room?" 

"Yes-you did," she replied. 
"All a mistake. I got i n  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. H e  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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out. Twice! But  he-he came to· 
ward me." 

"Aw, nonsense!" rasped the man, 
lmltell hy her accusat ion to con· 
rron t  Ka l ispel. He had bold e-yr.s 
that  g leamed , a protruding. clean· 
shaven jowl. a forceFul prese1:ce 
"She's a t enclcrroot, scared s i l l j'  be· 
cause I happened to open her <!oor 
instead or mine." 

"Ah-huh. Why didn't you step 
out quick when you saw the blly 
in  bed?'" demanded Kal ispel. 

"I was going to." 
"Say, I heard her order you out. 

Twice!" ' 
"Look here, are you question

ing me, you-" 
"Not any more," i nterrupted 

Ka l i�pcl. " 'Bu t  I'll take a whack at  
\'011 
· .'\ sharp left-handed blow ;ent 
the  man staggering back ofT his 
balance. He  might have ga ined his 
equi l ibrium, but  Kal ispel leaped 
a her him and swung a terrific 
right to  that prom inent jaw. The 
mdden blow knocked him a�-tainst 
the ra i l i ng- which gave way with 
a crack He went down the stair· 
way, to fa l l  wi th a resounding 
cra�h to the floor below. The jar 
that  accomp:miecl the crash 
brought the u·ample of heavy 
hoots and excited voices of men 
entering bei0\11. 

" Lady. shut your door," called 
Kal ispel and whipped out h i s  gun. 

" I t's Borden," rang out a hoarse 
voice. "Dead-or damn' near i t !"  

"Back of h i s  head a l l  bloody," 

spoke up an01her man. "Must 
have been h i t  with an ax. Hold· 
up. mebb<'. Thet Casper outfit in 
town . He had a big: roll on him. 
I seen him nash i t  today. Search 
him, boss." 

"Hold the lamp. somebody-
Nope-no holdup. Here's his  
money an ·  watch. ' "  

"He's nnt  di:a cl . e i ther. He's 
comin '  to. " · 

Kal i�pcl s t epped to thl' head o£ 
the sta irway. "Hey, down there!" 
he ca l l ed "Who is that man?" 

"\Vhat man?'" 
"Why. the one I just rapped 

gcmly on the chin.'' 
"Hal I t  must have been Ol"ful 

gentle, stranger.'' 
"\Val ,  who an "  what is he?" 
"His mtme's Cl i fT Borden. An' 

he's well known hyar. Pan owner 
of the Spread Ea�le. Buys minin' 
claims. an'-" 

"Forces his  way into a young 
l;�dy's bedroom,'" in terrupted Kal· 
ispel scornful ly .  "An' wouldn't gtt 
out  when she ordered h im out. 
Now listen. you Salmon gentle· 
men. Dng: Mister Borden out of 
th is  lodgin"-lwusc an '  when he 
comes to his  senses tel l  him he'd 
better steer clear of me." 

"An' who might you be, young
fcllar?" queried the gruff leader 
below. 

"My name is Emerson an' I hail 
(rom Ka l ispel . '' 

A whispering ensu<.'d which soon 
gave plac!' to the clearer voices of 
men engaged in lihing and carry· 
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ing Borden out of the house. 
After a moment Kalispel sheath· 

ed his gun and stood irrcsohuc. 
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· 
Jy grasped upon first sighl. 

"Ohl 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 
bu5ted his head below. They said 
i t  was all blood}'· Don't you fear 
for him, miss. He's n01 hun 
much." 

"You misunderstand me. I don't 
fear (or him. I wouldn't care-if-if 
you had killed him." 

"A1v, 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-1-
1 don't know what," she said trem· 
ulously. 

"Maybe i t  �vouldn't have been 
so bad as i t  looked," replied Kalis
pel lamely. "He might have made 

a mistake about your door-an' 
then, after he was in-just lost hi s  
head, y o u  know-which wouldn't  
be no wonder." 

"You arc generous to him, and 
-and-" she replied suddenly 
checking her reply and blushing 
scarlet. "But I should tell you that 
he followed me today. H e  spoke 
to  me . . 

ndce. He knew t h i s  was my 
room 

"I stand corrected, l\l iss Blair," 
returned Kal ispcl. "It will be just 
a s  well for :·Hr. Cliff Borden to 
keep ou t of sight tomorrow." 

"J heard what you told those 
men to tell him." 

"Yes? I 'm sorry. That wasn't 
n ice talk for a girl new to the 
\Vesr." 

' 'I 'm new, all  righ t ."  she breath
ed, almost passionately. ''I'm a 
most a trociom tenderfoot-and I 
-1 hate this West." 

'Tm terrible sorry to  hear that, 
miss," replied Kalispel earnestly. 
"I t's shore tough on newcomers. I 
know. I came from Missouri years 
ago. But you ' ll love it some day
Here I am keepin' you up! I only 
wanted to tell you everythin'  was 
all right." 

"But it 's not," she said. "There's 
no lock on my door. That's why 1 
was reading while wait ing for 
Dad. His  room is next to m i ne. 
Only he  stays out so late. And he 
comes in-" 

"You'll be all righL Ne\'er mind 
when your dad comes in .  Shut 
your door tight an' brace i t  with 
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a chair u nder the knob. l\ly room 
is just a t  the he:id of the sta irs. 
An' havin' been a cowboy, I sleep 
wi th one eye open. I'd hear i r  a 
mouse came sneakin' up this ha l l ."  

"Thank you," she replied shyly. 
"I wil l  see you tomorrow. Good 
night, Mr. Ka l ispel ." 

He  bade her good night and 
went to his room to l ight 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 Kal ispel 
heard voices below in the lower 
hall. He opened his door sl ight ly .  
UJair had evident]}' been accom· 
panied hack to the lodging-house 
by his  Western acquaintances. 
Ka l ispel heard him stumble over 
the broken steps and come up, 
breathing heavily, to open and 
close a door. Kal ispcl undressed 
and went to bed. 

He was up early, the first to 
await breakfast in the restaurant. 
From there he went to the largest 
store in town and presented 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. wherenp· 
on Kalispel went back. 

He remarked to himself that he 
had seen the sun shine before, he 
had seen the pearly, fuzzy buds 
opening on the wil lows, he had 
been out on many and m�ny a 

cold sparkl ing spring morning 
with the gold and rose on the hi l ls; 
but no morning nor one of the 
things he noted had ever been so 
beautiful and heart-swelling as 
now. 

,"i\-hut or been Sam's gold 
SLrike," he mused as he  swung 
a long. But he knew that was a lie. 

In  front of the 1<1vern he en
countered Blair talking to the pro
prietor and another man. 

"Here's your Kalispcl (el lar 
now," said the former. 

"Ka l ispel?-1 met this young 
man last n ight"," returned Blair .  
' "How do you do. sir? h appears 
I 'm indebted to you for a service 
in  my daugh ter's behal f." 

"Mornin ' .  Nothin' a-tall, Mr. 
Blair," replied Kalispel. "Some 
gazaho named Borden had been 
annoyin' M iss Blair al l  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 ." 

"Haw! Haw!" laughed the pro
prietor. "Who's gonna pay for the 
damage to my stairs?" 

"Damn' if  I will. You make 
Borden pay," retorted Kalispel. 

'Til gladly foot the bill," inter
posed Blair hurriedly. "Young 
man, I'm greatly obliged to you. 
Excuse me i f  I persist. Sydney .. my 
daughter. told me about it. Very 
different £rom 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  Blair. 
night. She'd been glad iE J had . "Emerson. Lee Emerson. I got 
shot him." the nickname Kal ispel out on the 

"Maybe so. But now it'd distTCS$ l\'fom ana range." 
her-and me too-if Borden and "Pray overlook my curiosity, 
you-" Emerson. There seems to  be an 

"Not much chance, Mr. Blair," idea in  this t0\\'11 that you're
interrupted Kalispcl shortly. "I what did they call i t?-a bad hom-
know his stripe." brc. Last n ight, one of those men 

The proprietor interposed. you met with me-Pritchard-he 
"Wal, young fellar, with all due gave you a hard-" 
respect to your nerve I'm givin' "Pritchard !"  interrupted Kal-
you a hunc_h JOmethin' will come ispcl sharply. " I knew I 'd seen him 
of it.  But sure I don't need to tell somewhere. Mr. Blair, that man 
yorl to �eep an eye peeled." After is a gambler-a shady customer. 
this trenchant speech he went in- Look out for him an' all of  them. 
doors with his companion. Don't drink with them, or gam-

"Here's my daughter now," ble, or consider any deals whatso· 
spoke up Blair. ever." 

Kalispel turned to see a slender, "Thanks. I'll admit l"d grown a 
graceful young woman almost at little leery. There might be a 
his elbow. He did not recognize reason for Pritchard calling you a 
her. But the shy greeting she gave bad hombre." 
him. the blush that suffused her "Aw, 1 am a bad hombre," ad· 
face, the way she slipped her hand mined Kalispel coldly. "But that's 
under Blair's arm, appeared t o  es- no reason why I can't do a good 
tablish the fact that she was his turn for newcomers to the West." 
daughter. "May 1 ask just what is a bad 

He dolled his ragged sombrero hombre?" inquired Sydney Blair, 
in soine embarrassment. "Mornin', her disturbing violet eyes search· 
lady. I shore hope you slept well," ing his. 
h e  said. "It's no compliment, Miss Blair, 

"Not so very well," she replied. I'm sorry to say," replied Kalispel, 
In the bright sunshine, Kalispel returning her intent glance. 

discovered that the girl's hair was "Don't embarrass him, Sydney," 
of � chestnut-gold color, and the said Blair. "See here, Emerson. 
eyes which he had imagined I've _got considerable cash on my 
matched her dark tresses were vio- person. I! it  safe for me to· carry it 
let in hue. ln her street clothes around?" 
sbe seemed taller, too. "I should smile not. If you're 

"What's your name?'' asked going to be here after dark, put 
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)'Our money in the bank pron10." 
"Thanks. T h a t 's straight ta lk.  

I ' l l  ask you anot her. I c:une West 
to go i n l o  a m i n i ng de;l] with a 
Boise m a n ,  •• promotor named 
Le:n• i t L  I met Pritch ard on the 
stage com i ng from Bannock. I told 
him. He d iscour:•ged me. A n d  he 
a n d  his  partners arc endeavoring 
t o  i n t erest me i n  m i n i ng elllh· 
prises here. What  do you think of 
it?" 

" H ighway robbery. i n  the ma· 
jor i ty o£ cases. Of course some 
m i n i n '  claims pan o\11 wel l .  But if 
I were you 1 wou l d n ' t  risk i t . "  

"Emerson. I ' l l  go depos i t  my 
money i n  t h e  bank a t  once.  Then 
I ' l l  w a n t  t o  t a l k  t o  you aga i n .'' 

"All righ t .  i\lr. B l a i r . I'll  be 
arou nd town today an' I reckon 
most of tomm-ro,,·." called Kal is. 
pe l a f t er him as he h u r r i ed away. 

' ' I 'd l i k e  1 0  talk to you . 100," 
said the girl . "We arc strangers, 
a n d  I "m beg i n n i n g  to rea lize we"re 
such tendcrket. \Von't ym• come 
somewhere w i t h  me, so we can 
ta lk? Not i n  here.  H ow about the 
restaurant? I t ' s  l u n ch t ime and I 
haven't  had any breakfast." 

"You'd go to lunch ,,· i t h  me
even a fter l'\'c admitted I'm a 
bad hombre?" he asked smi l i ng at 
her. 

"Yes. I would. You don't  seem 
so-so very had to me," ·�he re· 
plied, returning the sm i le .  

"But I shore look disreputable," 
he protested . 

"I haven't  seen any drcssed·up 

Westerners yet," she rejoined de· 
murcly. and with  a Rash of eyes 
lOok him in as f:.r down as the 
cartridgc·studded belt and swing· 
ing gun.  "Perhaps you mean
t h a t , "  she went on. "It is rather 
fearful. . Please come. I don't 
c;�re what your repu t ation is. I 
know there's no reason why I - I  

s h o u l d  be ashamed to-to-'' 
" H ow do you know. Miss Blair?" 

he i n t erposed gravely. 
"1- You- \Vei l .  it's the way you 

look at me." 
" M iss Blair, l'\'e been a pretty 

wild cowboy, but there's no reason 
I ca �� ·t look you stra ight in the 
eyes. 

"\Veil then, what else matters?" 
"But mi ne's a \-Vestcrncr's point 

of "icw," he rejoined soberly, 
drh•cn to stand clear in his con· 
science before t h is girl. "For a 
ra nge rider in these days, rustl in' 
a few cattle,  gamblin'-hells an'  
dance-hall  girls-red " liquor an' 
gun·play-all i n  the day's work!" 

"It's honest o£ yon to tell me," 
she said, losing her color. "I'm sor· 
ry I forced you to. But if I am to 
li\•e in this-this beaut i ful, ter· 
rible \·Vest, 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 Kal ispel 
Emerson found himself sca1cd at  
a table in  the corner of the l i t t l e  
rcs1aurant opposite t h i s  Jo,•cly 
violet-eyed girl. H e  accepted t h e  
mirac:lc a n d  tried to bat t le aga inst  
his sensations. to be worthy · for 
the mol)lent of the trust she p lacf'd 
in a stranger and to help her. 
Ordering the lunch from the  wait
ress took a l i t t le  time and added 
to his composure. after which he 
faced the girl across the· table. 
· "I am Sydney Blair,"

'
shc began 

impulsi,·cly. "You may not believe 
that I'm onlv · nineteen. We ar� 
from Ohio. Owing to an unsat is· 
factory partnership and poor 
heal th, _my father decided to sell 
out his business and go West.  I 
was the only chi ld .  My mother is 
dead. I had a-a-somelhing 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 hesitaled. "People 
come out here from everywhere
to begin anew, to make the �Vest 
what i t  will be some day. I reckon 
you feel lonesome an' homesick 
an' scared. It's hard on young 
women-this \<\'est, especially if 
they are pretty like you. But you'll 
Jearn to stand what seems so rough 
an' crude now-you'll fit in, an' 
some day Jove it. Reckon I speak 
for all Westerners when I say I 
just Cl!n't be  sorry you came." 

"It's not so much to me just now 
-my comfort. my adapting mysel£ 

to new people and conditions. It 
i s  concern for my father. H e  has 
responded strangely to \\'estern 
influences that  we knew nothing 
of. H �  drinks. h e  gambles, he 
makes friends wi1h any and every· 
one he meets. He leaves me alone 
a t  night, as you k now. And I am 
beginning to worry myself sick 
O\"Cr what 10 do." 

".·\h-huh.  An' that 's  why you 
wanted to t;dk to some one.'' re· 
pl ied Kal ispcl k i n d l y. "Wal. that 
happens t o  'most e\'ery man who 
comes om here . I n  your case,  Miss 
Blair,  you've got just two things 
to do 10 keep him from goin' 
plumb to hell ."  

"Oh!- What arc t h ey?" 
"You must get hold of his  money 

an' hang on to it." 
"Yes. I thought of that  myself. 

I c::m do it.  What's  the other?" 
"Let him get to hard work at 

whatever his bean is se1 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 (acts. H e  painted a graphic 
picture of the hardships, the fai1: 
ures of thousands of gold seekers 
to the fortune of one, the rough 
camp l ife, the wildness of the gold 
diggings. And despi1e his deliber· 
ate sticking to realism, upon 
the conclusion of his  discourse h e  
found himself gazing i n t o  such 
radiant, shining eyes that he was 
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"Oh.  I wou ld l ike  t ha t ! "  she 
cried. 

l-Ie spt·c;td wide his  ha nds, as if  
to indicate t h e  h ope lessness of  
t endcrfee 1  ;� nd h i s  in; �bi l i t y  10 dis
couraf.:C this one. Then suddenly 
a query flashed into his m i nd
why no1 i n d u ce B b i r  and his 
daughter to go back w i t h  him in
to the mount a i n s  and share with 
h i m  and h is brothers t h e  mar
velous opponu n i t y there.:? 

Soon they were om on the slreet 
aga i n ,  K a l i spcl b i t i ng his wngue 
10 keep back a rush of eloq u ence, 
and Sydney babbl ing away as if 
the hour had made them friends. 

1-l a lfway 10 the tavern they en
countered B l a ir. "Sydney, where 
ha,•e you been?'' he q ueried. His 
fac� :� nd demeanor bemtyed agi
tallon. 

" I  took i\ l r .  Emerson 10 l u nch," 
she replied gayly. "We had a
Dad, what is t h e  m a 1 1 er?"' 

"Emerson, you arc being hunt
ed al l  over 1own," declared Blair 
hastily. 

"Ah-huh," replied Kalispel. 1-Iis 
wary eye had noted a circle of 
men i n  front of 1he tavern. On the 
moment i t  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. 

CHAPTER THREE 

Kalispel Calfs a BluO 

-ORDEN'S bold I rom 
a l tered m:mih!'stly 
i n  his swerving 
aside. The crowd, 
too, split behind the-�;·o

h
�i�ng�

i
l�e

� 
���; 

i m o  the s1rect and the smaller 
hair l i n i ng against the walls of the 
buildings. These significant moves 
had their effect upon the sheriff. 
H e  slowed down, then halted. 

" Howdy, Kalispel," he called m 
a loud voice. 

"Not so good, Lowrie," replied 
Lee bi1 ingly, and he stopped with
in 1 5  steps of the sheriff. "Kinda 
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 i n  Montana. How can you do 
i t  i n  Idaho?'' 

"I was sworn in this mornin'." 
"Bah ! You can't bluff me. You 

couldn't be sworn in shor1 of 
Boise." 

"Wal, I've been deputized by 
ci1izens o£ Salmon. An' I'm arrest
in' you an' takin' you back tO 
Montana." 

"What £or?" 
"Rust lin' cattle," returned Low· 

rie hoarsely. 
Kalispel leaped as if he bad 

been stung. His face Hamed red 
and then turned white. 
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"1 shore d id I adm it i t .  I'm h im . 
proud ol it. Btu what kind of rust
lin' was th a t , H a n k  Lo,\·ric? 1 
helped steal calt le from the out· 
fit who first stole caulc from mine. 
Why, that kind of rustl i n '  is as old 
as the range! Nothin' but an ex
change of beef! ' '  

"\Val,  you followed up thet ex
change by spil l in '  blood, didn't 
you?" queried Lowrie sarcastical
ly. 

"Forced on me, damn you ! An' 
you know il.  Your lousy K-Bar 
foreman hounded me all da �· - He 
was drunk an'  crazy. 1 had t o  meet 
him. At t ha t i t  \\·as an even break. 
An' there's some decem l\lomana 
cowmen who patted me on the 
back for doin'  i t .  I lch Montana 
to save m�· ?,utlit from figh t i n '  on 
my accoum 

"Thet's your SlOT)'. blll-" 
"It's true," interrupted Ka l ispel 

in ringing passion. "An' you're a 
liar!" 

Borden propelled H i msell mto 
the argumem by advancing a cou· 
ple of nervous strides and explod· 
iog furiously, ·:Lowrie. are you go
ing to arrest this cowboy beggar?" 

"Shore I am," replied the sher
iff gruffly. 

"Like hell you are ! "  rang out 
Kalispel contemptuously. 

"Handcufl the bpllyl" shouted 
Borden, his discolored face ugly 
with ungovernab_le fury. 

"Shet up," rasped Lowrie, giv
ing way to more than exaspera
tion. Uncertainty &at visibly upon 

"Put irons on me? \Vhy, you 
damn fools ! Whc•·c i s  t h i s  bluff go· 
in' to get you ?" 

"Emerson,  I ' m  arrcst i n '  you. If  
you subm i t  peaceful  I ' l l  take you 
along without  irons. We're gai n' 
on the noon stage. An' this t ime 
tomorrow you ' l l  be u nder the roof 
of a Monta na j a i l . "  

Ka l i spel bel i eved h e  h a d  gauged 
his man correct ly .  Btu slowly he 
froze to the consciousness that h e  
in ight be wrong a n d  t h a t  Lowrie, 
egged on by Borden and his s tand 
before th(• t;apin� crowd,  might 
try to go t h rough wi th  i t . Kalispcl 
sank a l i t t l e  111 his tracks and s t i ff
ened, al l  except his q n ivering right 
hand. now low a t  his s ide . 

"Lowrie. long before tomorrow 
rou ' l l  be u mlcr t ill' sod - i f  you 
press t h i s  deal any farther." 

Lowr i e  edged a foot forward. 
"Looh out!" cried Ka lispel 

piercingl y .  Then, as the 01hcr be
came like a n  upright stone, K: a l i s
pel went on col d l y :  "Ol d-t imer, 
if you'd mo\'cd your h a n d  then, 
i nstead of your foot .  i t 'd been all 
day wi t h  rou ." 

"What ! "  bellowed the sheri fl. 
"You'd draw on-me?" 

" I 'd ki l l  you ! "  
Lowrie's visag� n1rned a n  ashy 

white. h was plain that he had 
not expected resistance, let alone 
a deadl y  menace that held the 
spectators rooted i n  their tracks. A 
moment of i n tens� suspense pass· 
ed. Then Kalispel relaxed out of 
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his rrouch. 

" I  had you righ t .  Lowrie. You're 
j ust what they call you i n  Moo· 
tana-a blowhard sheriff. yellow 
to your gizzard. Now get out of 
Salmon. I f  you don't ,  a n '  1 run 
into you again.  you throw a gun 
or I ' l l  shoot your leg off." 

'Tm not matchin'  gun-play 
wili1 a ki l ler," replied Lowrie 
hoarsely. 

"No? Then what the hell kind 
of a sheriff arc you in these da)·s? 
Rustle now." 

Lowrie wheeled as on a pivot 
and rapidly strode down the 
street. norden b:�eked away as if 
desirous of losing himself i n  the 
crowd. 

"Hey. you! Hold o n ! "  called 
Kalispel. 

Borden turned a distorted face 
expressive of a n  impotent wrath. 

"Did you get a message from me 
last n ight?" demanded Kalispel. 

"No," replied Borden harshly. 
"\Val. I sent one. An' here it 

is-you steer 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 i nnocent 
of. A mistake-I opened the wrong 
door. An accident misunderstood 
by a tenderfoot girl scared out of 
her-·· 

"Accident, bell i "  shouted Kal is
pel, just as keen to have the crOwd 

· hear as was Borden. "You hounded 
that girl all day yesterday. She 

told me so. Then late at night you 
busted into her room. An' you 
wou ldn' t  leave till I heard her an' 
went in to drive you out. 1 should 
have shot you. Forcin' yourself in
to the bedroom of a lady a t  mid
nigh t !  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 l ittlest 
chance i n  the world, I'll shoot 
you.·• 

Borden hurriedly shouldered his 
way through the crowd and disap· 
peared. Kal ispel stood there a t  the 
edge of the sidewalk running his 
eyes over the faces wrned his way. 
He espied Blair and his daughter 
in the entrance of a hal lway just 
opposite his po_sition. 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 a n  unfavorable 
opin ion {vould the girl have of 
him now? 

On the moment, when this 
thought waved hot over him, he 
glanced back at the hallway. Blair 
'''as emerging with his daughter. 
She was still staring as i f  fascillat
ed : u  Kalispel. and catching his 
eye she nodded with a w a n  little 
smile. They passed on into the 
lodging-house. That smile held 
hope for Kalispel. H e  stood there 
on the spot u n t i l  the crowd dis-
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persed. Then h e  strode off with 
the idea forming i n  mind to hur
ry his purchases, pack, and leave 
town before· nightfall. 

H e  found that the additional 
thret' 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 Kalispcl got the burros of
fered to let him ha,·e a horse and 
saddle on credit put a different 
light on the journey back to the 
gold claim. A sure-footed, staunch 
horse could tral'cl where packed 
burros could go. He gratefully ac
cepted the offer. 

Whe-n he  returned to the lodg
ing-hoUse and wcm to his room, 
he espied something white on the 
floor just inside the threshold. He 
stared. lt was an envelope. Pick
ing it up, Kalispel found it  open 
and un-addressed. A fai n t  per
fume assailed his nostrils, and 
recognizing it ,  he experienced a 
swift, strong ,-ibration all through 
him. With clumsy, shaking hands 
he  extracted the folded sheet of 
paper from the envelope and 
spread i t  out in the glare of the 
lamp. The page was covered with 
fine, even, graceful handwriting. 
Dear Mr. k.alispel: 

Fathn and 1 saw and heard 
everything. If it l1ad not bu11 you, 
it would havt' been a show for U.{. 
But I was terrified. I thought you 
were going to fight them, and I 
was divided between sudden hate 

for that pompous, beady-eyed 
sheriU and (ear for )'011. Not un til 
I was safel)' l1ere in my room and 
could thi11k did I rr.alizt! that you 
wnen't in 11111ch danger. 1 also 
found that I had caught a glimpse 
of thr! other gentleman's discol
orrd face, tl)hich somehow afford
ed m e  a peculiar satisfaction. 

HowevCI', the pu rpose of this 
note is to asmrr. )'Oil that I did not 
belieue o11e word the sheriO said, 
tnl d-pleasc do 11ot lt>mJe tow1J 
without seeing us again. I (eel di
rutly rrsponsilJic for Bordm's 
ha1.1ing put tht• shcrifl after )'OU. 
Likewisr I am elated that h e  failrcl 
to arrrst )'011. I want to entreat 
)'Oil, drspitr tlliJ 11rw born savnj!r. 
something in mr. to auoid meet
ing eithrr of thn.w men, for ffl)' 
sake. 

Won't )'Oil haur supper with w 
tonigll/? J'ou can tell father about 
gold min i11g.

_ Sincerely, 
Sydney Blair. 

Kal ispcl sag�cd aga inst the bed 
and sat down l implr.  He read the 
note again.  There was no doubt
ing the  wriucn 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 
kintl to let me go off £eelin' 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 M iss Blair's 
door. 

"There he is now," annou nced 
her father. · ''Come in, Emerson." 

Kalispel presented himself in 
the doorway and bowed. "Good 
evenin'," he said. ' ' I ' l l  be happy 
to h.iive 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 are!" she cried 
gayly. "Good evening. l-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 a n  old 
story to you," said the girl as she 
and Kalispel started down the 
stairs. 

"] feckon. But I've never OUt· 
grown livin' that story. D o  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 
here i n  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 way! 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 i n  the yellow Rare 
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 fou about today's little 
fracas the better," remarked Blair. 
"So al l  I ' l l  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
iaura:nt. where a miner gave up 
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his table to them. Kal ispel saw 
every man in 1hat place before h e 
followt>d the Blairs to their seaLS. 
Sydney wa� abmn to take the seal 
facing the room. when Kalispel in· 
terccpted her wilh a smile. 

"Excuse me. lady," he drawled 
coolly. "Reckon you h�d beuer let 
me sit here. 1\bybe it 's not strict 
etiquette, but it's important .  You 
see-there are some poor devils 
who can't sit wi rh  their backs to a 
door." 

"Oh-r�allv?" she returned 
blankly, and then sudden ly she 
understood. Her color paled, and 
when she took the chair he held 
for her it was wilh downcast eyes. 

Prcsemly, with the orders giv· 
en, they were free to talk. 

"Emerson, what ha\'e you been 
putting into my girl's head?" 
queried Blair. 

Kalispel leaned his elbow on 
the table. "Blair," he began, "it" l l  
cost you about fifty dollars for 
two horses an' saddles. An' about 
a hundred for supplies, beddin', 
tent for M iss 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 i n  one day?" 

"Emerson, are you serious?" 
"I  reckon. Never more in my 

li!e. 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 l ike 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 u ndo· 
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. Bu t-Miss Syd
ney-do you give him your say
so?" rejoined Kalispel earnestly. 
and again he met the eloquent 
eyes. 

"Yes." 
"You truSt-me?" 
"] 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 
l i fe." 

"Are you trying to undermine 
the-the-" 

"No. I only want to be sure. I 
reckon i!'s a pretty wonderful 
th ing for me." 

"I  am out \·Vest now," she coun· 
tered. But  her eyes were i ntense . 

"Meanin' you must level your· 
self to us \'\resterners. That's true. 
But if you really mean what you 
said-if you can believe me worth 
makin' a friend o£-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 rna kcs this hour the big· 

gest of my l i fe," 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, ari' no 
tellin' how much from the quartz 
lode. 

"\\1e left Sam there. l\•Iy 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 
wilden gold stampede Idaho ever 
taw. But we'll have time to clean 
up a fortune before th� rush." 

"My word!" ejaculated Blair in· 
credulously. "Great! You sound 
like a book! No wonder you up· 
set poor Sydney!" 

"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 you! 
Kalispel-please don't mind his 
rudeness." 

Kalispel suffered for her poign· 
am 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. "1-1 reckon I have-but I 
mean I never knew it till this 
minute. That needn't make ;my 
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 i n  
love · with Sydney. S h e  h a d  three 
proposals on the way out here. 
Kalispel, shake on the deal." 

"Wait. I've a little more to tell," 
returned Kalispel, deep�y stirred. 
"Here's my story. I was born on 
a £ann 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',  i n  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 i n  
Montana. They got w i n d  of m y  
shootin' scrape at  K a lispel. a n ·  
they huntrd me u p ,  a n '  persuaded 
me to quit the ranges. So I went 
with them, an'  after long discour
aging months we made this strike 
over here i n  the mountains. I can't 
see anything but a fortune for all 
of Us. Wal,  when I get mine,  I'll 
buy a ranch. I h ave the place 
picked out u p  the Salmon. I ' l l  set
tle i n  there an' live down this 
Kalispel name. Now that's about 
all.  I 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 
b lack as you were painted. A n d  
here's my hand." 

Sydney offered hers without 
hesitation. Kalispel could only 
press the soft little hand i n  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 i ndeed be a savage, bloody 

countr)'. But C\"en if you had been 
wilder than vou i n timated-that 
would not me'

an anything to me. 
It is what you are now!" 

Kal ispel"s heart swelled with 
the contaCI  of her hand and the  
significance of her words. The fu
ture seemed to beckon with 
chanted promise. 

Kal ispel turned often i n  his  
saddle  to look back down the 
winding rh·er road.  Cenai n  events 
the last day i n  Salmon had con· 
vinced him that Pri tchard and his 
cronies had somehow found out  
he was taking the B l airs with h i m .  
But th is  w a s  late in  the second 
day of the journey and there had 
been no sign of men on their trail .  

Blair lagged beh ind,  changing 
from one side of the saddle to the 
other. He was rather heavy and 
unused t o  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
\'enturc, 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 
we<�;ring red scarf; buckskin blouse, 
fringed gauntlets, overalls,  and 
boots like any Western girJ, to 
Kalispel she was an object o( 
adoration. 

Before sunset that day they ar· 
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rived : u  the widening o£ the val
ley and the ranch Kal ispel had 
decided would be his some day. 
He particul:trly wanted to get Syd
ney's opinion of the place, and to 
that end he tried to keep £rom 
talking about it. Ne\'ertheless, 
something she said, or the way she 
looked, prompted"him to transgress. 

"Wal, Lady, look the ranch O\'er 
'cause-who knows-you might be 
mistress of i t  some day," he drawl
ed. He heard her catch her breath 
and then, a l itt le too long after
ward, she mtered a silvery peal of 
laughter. 

I t  jarred on Kalispel unt i l  he re
Rected 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 seuler. 

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 u nrolled his own blankets 
back near the road so that i n  case 
any riders came alOng he would 
surely awaken. 

He was up  at dawn and had 
the horses and pack animals in 
and breakfast ready by the t ime 
Blair  rolled out ,  lame and sore, but 
cheerful ly grumbling. 

"Say, what a morning!'' ejacu
lated Blair as h e  ferociously used 
a towel on face and h ands. '�This 
isn't water! It's ice. Enough to 
make a man out of mel H ave you 
called Sydney?" 

"Reckon I'd better risk it,'' re
plied Kal ispel anxiously, and 
making a bold front before the 
l i ttle tent he called out lustily: 
"!Hiss Blair!- M iss Blair!-come 
an' get i t !"  No  answer. Aher a 
moment he tried again,  louder: 
"Miss Sydney!" Receiving no re
ply, he shouted, "Hey, you Syd· 
neyl' '  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
pcl confusedly. 

"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 
I'll set by your tent. An' the horses 
are waitin'l ' '  

"Oh, is that all?" she inquired 
slightingly. 

"\•Val, not exactly all," · he 
drawled. '' I'm shore powerful 
keen to sec you again in  that 
spankin' cowgirl outfit." 

As he had calculated, this 
speech surely suppressed her. He 
dispatched his breakfast before 
Blair was hal£ finished, and was 
saddling the horses tvhen 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 st�diously 
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al'cncd her face when occasion 
m:�tk h i s  a pproach nccess:try, but 
when lw was quite distant her 
dark gl:lnrC' sought him and hung 
upon h i s  mm·emcn t s. In less th an 
an hour h e  was packed a nd ready 
to �o. 

Blair  had t o  moUTH h i s  horse 
from a st one. But Sydney swung 
herself up, l i t h e  :md agile. Then 
Ka l ispcl took .:�h-: m t ngc of t h e  
mom en t t o  approarh her. 

"Did you t igh ten your cinch:· ·  
he asked casu:.l ly .  

' 'Oh. I forgo t . I ' l l  get otT  an·  do 
i t." 

"Didn't 1 t el l you a l ways to feel 
your cinch before c l imbi n ' on?" 

"Yes. I bclic\·c you did.  :\ J r .  
Emerson," she repl ied curt ly.  a nd 
the dark eyes lowered 'coo l ly upon 
him 

"\Val. win· didn't mu, then?  
Shorc I don;t care i f  }:Our saddle 
slips an' you get a spill.  But you 
hate so 10 be taken for a tender· 
foot. :\ n' some day we 'l l  be meet· 
in'  people." 

"Pray don't concern yourself:' 
"Will you move your leg. 

please, an' let me t ighten this  
cinch?-\Val, i t  shore was loose. 
Do you know a horse i s  smart? 
He'll sn·ell h imself up when you 
saddle him. There, I reckon that 
will hold." 

Kal ispel transferred h i s  hand to 
the pommel of her saddle and 
gave i t  a shake, after the habit  of 
horsemen, then h e  let it  rest there · 
and looked up at her. 

"Arc \'OU havin' a nice time?'' 
"Lovely_. t hank you," she re

p l ied. with a\·ened face. 
"Do \'OU want our ride to last 

for da\·5?" 
' 'I'ni not t i red of the ride-as 

yet , "  she returned distant ly .  
"Syd ney." 
"\Vere you not in a hurry to 

Sl:m?" she qu eried icily. 
" I  m ade you angry w i t h that 

fool speech . !,lease forgive me." 
"You are q u i t e  m istaken.  l\h. 

Emerson." 
"Tell me, Sydney,'' h e  im· 

pl01·ed . "Dou't you like t h is place? 
Cou l d n ' t  it be made a wonderfu l 
ranch-an' a bea u t i fu l  home?" 

Then she t urned to look down 
into h i s  eyes. "It has  not struck 
m e  par t icularly , ' ' she rep l ied . 
"There h a \'e been pretty places al l  
along t he river." 

"Aw!" h e  excla imed i n  bi t ter 
disappoi ntmen t . and he wheeled 
to his h orse. 

Soon K a l ispel faced the wind·  
ing strip of road,  t he shin ing 
river. the no1ch of the valley; and 
the vig i lan t habit of looking back 
reasserted i t sel£. Two hours of 
leisurely travel passed . Accord ing 
to landmarks h e  had been told to 
look for, h e  was approach i ng the 
point where h e  soon must nrike 
off the road on the trail to the 
Cove. He had spied the green·wil· 
Io.wed mouth of a gully in the 
hi l ls  and fel t relieved that soon he 
would be leaving the ri\'er, when,  
upon looking back a last  time, he 
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�spi�d tlu�� horsemen with pack 
animals not far behind. 

Kalispcl was in the lead. 1-l� 
reined his horse amJ let the string 
o£ burros pass by. l�lair caught up 
with him and last l y  the reluctant 
Sydney. 

"Slow today, eh? Not steppin' 
high an' handsome like yesterday," 
gibed Kalispel. 

"You took the lead, so I fell be· 
hind," replied the girl. 

"\Val, you can go ahead now, 
'cause i£ my eyes don't fool me 
I'm in for trouble," retorted Kal is· 
pel. 

"Trouble? What do you mean?" 
''Emerson! Thne are three 

horsemen coming. Are they fol· 
lowing · us?" ejacu la ted 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· 
peri�nced ey� that they were 
\.Yesterners. 1n a lew moments 
more be recognized the leader and 
had no doubt as to the identity 
of th� other two. 

"Just as I figured," muttered 
K.alispel angrily. 

"Who are they, Emerson?" 
asked Blair. 

"Pritchard an' his pard.J." 
"Ohl" cried Sydney. 
"Blair,  go on with your g1rl till 

I catch up." 
"1 don't want to do that, Emer· 

son," rejoined Blair nervously "I 
ought to stick witb you. Do you 

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

" I  shall not," she declared. 
"Blair, drag her horse to one 

sidc-promol" 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 Kal ispel. Pritchard's lean, gray 
visage needed no speech to con
firm Kalispel's suspicion. 

CHAPTEK FoUR 
Return to the Valley 

OWD'i, Kalispel," 
caJied the gambler 
coolly, making a 
point of ddiberate· 
ly lighting a c1ga· 
rene. "Have you 
turned road agem 

along with your other accomplisb· 
menu?" 

"Now I got you placed, Pritcb· 
ard," mapped Kalispei. "I set 
in a game with you once at Butte. 
An' my pardner reckoned you 
slick with the cards."' 

"Case of mtstak�n identity," re
turned the other, puffing a cloud 
of smoke. "Are you boldin' us 
up?" 

"1 reckon you're trailin' me." 
"Wrong again. Haskell an' Sel

by here are · gain' 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 
p:m we'll ride on, mindin' our 
own business." 

Kalispcl concluded that it  
would be a wise move on his part 
to let the trio get ahead. Pritchard 
manifcsth· would avoid a clash, 
bu1 there

' 
was little doubt th:u he 

wanted to keep track o£ the Blairs. 
"Pritchard, you an' your pards 

mosey along. An' don't m::.ke the 
mistake to come slippin' along on 
my back trail again," snapped 
Kalispel and strode aside to let the 
rcsti\'e pack animals and uddle 
hones go by. 

"Blair," called Pritchard as he 
rode on, "you'll regret cxchangin' 
our deal {or 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." 

"\Val. we wasn't after your girl, 
anyway. You'll wake u p  some 
mornin'  to find her gone." 

Kalispel whipped out his gun. 
and took a snap shot at the top 
of Prilchard's high-crowned som· 
brero. He knocked it  off, too. The 
horses plunged. The man on the 
off side shouted, "Rustle, you 
damn' fool! Thet Cellar 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 hones 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 Bla ir's saddle. 

"Just to show you I wasn't in· 
tendin' him any hurt," he said. 
"But I ought to h:we shot his leg 
off. Reckon I was nud enough to. 
Blair, they were followin' us as 
shore as you're born. But it  hasn't 
struck them yet that we're turnin' 
off into the mou m ains 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 ofT with 
you. I C  I Jud the money I'd pay 
\"OU what-" ' "See here. · Kalispel." interrupt· 
ed Blair rorncst l y, "this incident 
didn't please me. but I'm gell ing 
hunches. as \'On call them. If Svd· 
ney and 1 /m·,,r to get used to thCsc 
nice gentle w<�ys you \Vesterncrs 
ha\'e-well. I think we're lucky to 
be with yon. That's all." 

"It's pretty straight talk. But  
look at Sydney's face." 

";\ little pale aron nd the gills," 
l anghed Blair. "Why. boy. three 
days ago she would have fainted! 
Sydney's doing fine." 

"I  shore say so, too. But with 
me i t's a question o£ what she 
thinks." Kalispel stepped close to 
Sydney's horse and looked up at 
her, "Girl. £or a tenderfoot you've 

. got nerve. I admire you heaps. 
But if you'"e got the li ttlest doubt 
of me I won't go on with this deal. 
I'm askin' you to be plumb bon· 
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est." 

"DoulH of-you?" she asked trem
ulously. 

"Yes. You heard what that hom
bre said. I reckon my deal with 
you an'  your father docs look kind 
of fish)'. I t 's not tOO late to turn 
back. H you go on imo the wilds 
with me you couldn't  find your 
way back." 

" I  don't want to tmn back. I 
told you I tmsted you." 

"\Val. I 'm not shore you do. 
You hardly spoke to m e  this morn· 
in ' ." 

His simplicity might have been 
responsible for the break i n  her 
gravity. At any rate, she flushed 
and smiled. 

"A rter all.  I have to obey Dad," 
she said. ' 'And he seems to swear 
by you." 

"All fiatteri n'  enough. Blll your 
dad hasn't a ghost of a show to 
see these golddiggin's u nless you 
swear by me. too." 

"That's asking a great deal. Mr. 
Kalispel." 

"What do you think of me?" de
manded Kalispel stubbornly. 

"Well,  i f  you compel me-l 
think you are a devil and a flirt." 

"Aw-1\·fiss Sydney!" burst out 
Kalispel i n  dismay. 

"And very impuden t-and in
clined to be conce-ited-and an 
atrocious cook-and a domineer
ing fellow-and a b lood-th irsty 
Westerner-and-" 

"Wal, the deal is off," inter
rupted Kalispel throwing up his 

hands. 
"But I wi l lingly trust my honor 

and my l ife in your hands," she 
concluded changing from jest to 
earnest. "Let us ride on, and be 
friends." 

Kal ispel fou nd the burros rest· 
ing under the cottonwoods. Little 
danger of them strayi ng or travel
ing along without being driven! 
Far ahead a t  the bend of the road 
sl ight clouds of dust marked the 
progress of Pritchard and his men. 
They were a lready well out of 
sight. This fact, however, meant 
l i t t le  to Kal ispel. for he felt sure 
that t hey would not abandon the 
track of the Blairs. 

Presen'tly he came to the mouth 
of a gully om o£ which Oowed a 
brook. An ol d  trail seldom trav
eled followed the watercourse. It 
led up gradual ly, winding throug� 
gtO\'CS of cottonwoods and copses 
o£ 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 i t  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 bdore sunrise and declared 
shr had slept snug and warm. 

The�· were all th:n day riding 
down through the pines to the 
Con• It was a bi� round basin of 
st"\·eral thou�:�nd acres . surround· 
ed by bold bluffs and high moun 
tains. They camped on C:.tmus 
Creek, and next morning followed 
the rushing stream dm\·n inro a 
rugged canyon. which augmen ted 
iu characteristics until it grew to 
be a magnificent chasm with gre:Jt 
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 Ka l ispel 
IUrning 10 Sydney. 

"Do you think I'm deaf? Oh. it 
makes my skin prickle." 

"That's the roar of the i\1  idd lc 
Fork," declared Kal ispel . ".-\n' 
dog-gone mel I'm shore afraid the 
meltin' snow has raised the river." 

"\Viii  \\'e ha,·e to swim our 
horses across?" 

"Gosh! I wi�h we could. But 
the danger is we'll han! three or 
four feet of swift water slidin' 
over slippery rocks. An' i [  a boss 
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 sav\'Y you ," he 
retoned. "But I'm tellin' you I'd 
shore IO\'C to keep you with me 
always." 

"Yes{ .-\ n d  •·ou'rc so wondrous
h· bra•·c wi t h · me. Oh. the r iver! 
Beau t i fu l �  How wide and green 
and S\•· i f t !  Dare we ever try to ford 
tha t?" 

"\Ve shore h:n t' to .  But not 
here:· replied K:d ispcl . h i s  keen 
eyes ranging the canyon. 

Cam us Creek spread wide and 
.shaii O\•' over ycl lo\\' l edges to flow 
into the riwr. At this junct ion the 
:\ I iddle fork was n•·ice a� wide as  
the Salmon. :md presen t ed a 
t h r i l l i ng and fonnitb b l c  spcctadc, 
roar i ng arou nd a dark -wal led 
bend to sl ide green :md hurrying 
onward down u nder a co lossal 
bronze-faced mot1111ai n ,,·all into 
a purple gateway beyond . On the 
Camus Creek side sage-covered 
benches sloped down to banks 
where ta l l  lofty pine t ree� bor
dered the rh·er. The whole scene 
had a b igness and roughness that  
emphas ized this  open ing in to  the 
\··i ld Saw Toot h Ra nge. 

They forded the Cam us to 
climb a sage bench, from which 
a view of the \'ast .  smoo t h ,  grassy 
slopes on the left , swel l ing and 
mount ing to gold -man t led peaks, 
capped the climax or that splen
did wilderness scene. 

"I'm going to camp righ t h ere," 
declared Sydney, and she dis
mounted. 

"All right," said her guide smil
ing. 

After supper, the trio sat up  £or 
an hour around the camp fire. 

"You're gcuin' a to�ch of the 
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rea l wild West here," renurked 
Kali5pel. "Hut the lonesomeness 
an' that strange feeling for which 
there's no name don't grip your 
soul h<'re like t hey will over in 
my valley. The voice of t he s tream 
is d iiTeretH. Wolves mourn on the 
slopes. A n '  the old mountain 
thunders." 

"Thu nders! How can a moun· 
tain thu ndet·? Is it a \"Oicano?" re
joined Sydney. greatly int erested. 

" l  can't sa'' how it  thu nders, but 
i t  does. �l :ikcs you shiver when 
you wal:e u p  in the middle of the 
night. It's the moumain on the 
north side of the valley. Twice as 
high as that an'  amazin' to sec. 
The whole front of i t  is a m ile
high slope of  many colors. bare 
as weathered earth can be. A ter· 
rible slant of loose din an' gravel 
an' clay. Seems like i t  is alive a n '  
growls d e e p  inside." 

' 'Uh!  Sounds l:ind of spooky," 
declared Sydney. 

"Reckon you've hit it-spooky!" 
Next morn ing Kalispel round· 

ed up the stock in the gray of 
da\,•n and had his party on the 
way early. H e  soon called the at· 
tention of the Bla irs to a tremen· 
deus slope or weathered rock on 
the other side or the river. I t  was 
a slide of talus so high that the 
ledge from whirh 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. ·I t  terminated 
not many rods below i n  a rough 

white rapids that swept quickly 
into a deep eddy. I £  a horse was 
carried that far he could not scale 
the steep blurT or rock and would 
unq uestionably be lost in the 
heavy rapids below. 

They plu nged on. The icy cold 
water spl ashed up in Kal ispel's 
face. Sydney had not yet realized 
actual danger. Then suddenly her 
horse sli pped. The water surged 
up to her saddle. She shrieked and 
appeared about to throw hersel f 
off. 

"Stay on!" yelled Kalispel. The 
animal righted himseH. "Pull him 
downstream a l i t t le." 

" I  thought I-was a gone gos· 
l ing, then." she called, and turned 
a startled face tO\\'ard him. 

"You're doin' fine. Not much 
more now. We'll make it ." 

He kicked and spurred his  own 
mount which was scarcely doing 
better than Sydney's. And they 
entered the bad stretch,  slanted a 
l itt le downstream. Kalispel urged 
his horse on ahead and closer to 
hen. 

"Gh·e 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 clown and rolled. Kalispel 
dragged the girl free from the 
saddle.  H i s  own animal labored, 
slipped, plunged and snorted 
furiously. Sydney's weight i n  the 
racing current was too great. Be· 
sides, the current pulled her head 
under. 
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Kal ispel dragged her up, caught 
her blouse, and would ha,·e suc
cetodl'd in drawing her across h is 
pomme l . but his horse fel l .  Ka l is
pt"l sw11n� his leg and slid ofT He 
W t' n l  a lmo�t u nder. T h e n  wilh his  
boon touchmg the bonom he 
drew Sydney's head out of t h e  
water. and lean ing back against 
the currem ht' used i t  to hold h im 
up and push him along while he  
edged toward the shore. When he 
was about to be carried ofT his 
feet a boulder helped again  to 
catch him . By accurate calcu l :l
tion and prodigious effort h e  
reached the shallow water just 
above the rapids. 

H e  l i fted the girl i n  h is  arms, 
and SLaggering o\'er the slippery 
stones he gained the bank and 
laid her down on a mat of pi ne 
needles. She was conscious and 
not in  any way harmed. 

Kalispel stood erect to gaze u p
stream to see how Blair had fared. 
To his relief the big horse was 
wading out in the shal ]ow \\"atcr. 
Both the other horses, unencum
bered with riders, were doing 
likewi�. The burros were �!ready 
out on tht' bank. 

"Lucky! Wal, I guess!" ex
claimed Kalispel as he knelt be· 
side the girl. 

"You saved-my life," she said 
in wondering gratitude. 

Toward the middle of the after· 
noon of the third day Kal ispel as
certained that they were almost 
over the divide from the ridge of 

which they could look righ t down 
upon Sam's va l ley . 

He had dreamed a good deal 
this  last da�·. so that  the hours had 
bt'en as mimues. :\ dwusa nd t imes 
ht> had glanced back to make sure 
Sydn ey's s lender graceful form was 
a real i ty ,  that  the pensi"e face 
11'i t ll its dark. chal lenging eyes was 
there to g ladden his sigh t . And 
many of those t imes he had been 
rewarded by a smile, a gleam or 
nash or wa\'e of gaunt letcd lu nd. 
somet h ing sweet to enhance h i s  
dream. Lo1•e. fortune, h :tppi ness 
were within his grasp. 

As he approached the last few 
rods of the ascent to  the summ i t 
of the di"ide he slowed down to 
let Sydney catch up. 

"Oh. how wild and _ghast l y-but 
beau t iful ! "  pa n ted Sydney as she 
joined him. "Kal. I shall h ug you 
-maybe-for fetching m e  here
giving me th is-t h i s  tremendous 
experience.'" 

"Kal?" he echoed. 
"Yes, Kal," she retorted archly. 
"Let me tel l  you somethin'," he 

pleaded. 
"Wel l ,  you'\'e been pret ty  good 

Lately for you," she temporized, 
but her eyes were el oquen t  and 
warm. 

"Sydney, in a moment more 
we'll be lookin' clown into my 
valle)'. An' it'll be the happiest 
moment of my l ife." 

"Little boy, why so pale and 
solemn? I t  certainly · will  not be 
the unhappi_est o£ mine." She 
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stretched a gloved hand to him. 
They went on. 

Kal ispcl saw the fringed t i p  of 
the sou t h  slope rise abom the di· 
vide. 

" I  smell smoke," said Sydney. 
"So do 1." replied Kal ispel in 

surprise. "That's s t range." 
The horses stam ped u p  on top. 

Kalispcl swept his eager gaze down· 
ward t o  the gray ''alley of rocks, 
the sih•er winding stream, the 
grand bare slope loom ing sinister· 
l y  beyond. But what was i t  that 
flashed and mo,·cd? White  tents!  
Columns of b lue  smoke rising! 
Men wading i n  the strea m !  

" M y  God ! "  burst out Kalispcl, 
his heart contract ing. 

"Oh!  Your valley is full  of pco· 
pie!" cried Sydney i n  dismay. 

CHAPTER fiVE 
The Challenge 

A L I S P E L  " " ' ' d  
down into the val
ley with a terrible 
sickening rea liza
tion that the spec
tacle below reprc· 
sented a stampede 

of miners. Long before Jake 
could ha,•e gotten to Boise and 
back the gold diggings had been 
discovered. 

"Smoke! Tents! Men puttering 
in the brook! What docs i t  all 
mean?" exclaimed Blair i n  amazed 
consternation. 

Kalispel turned to h i s  fr:iends. 

"Folh, I'm so sorry I want to die," 
he said huskily. "Our diggin's have 
been discovered-an' the stam pede 
has begun.''  

"Oh. Kalispel-don't look-so
so dreadf u l / "  emreatcd Sydney. 
"We know i t  couldn't be your 
[au h." 

"Thunderation, boy! I f  what you 
say is true-and, by golly !  i t  looks 
like' i t-why, there's enough gold 
for all," added Blair, swallowing 
his disappointment.  

"Let•s rustle down," replied 
Kalispcl.  But he was i nconsolable. 
He divined a blow, the crushing 
extent o( which he could not 
grasp. Sam wou ld tell  him.  

H e  urged his horse down after 
the burros. The Bla irs followed. 
As Kal ispel descended his  gaze 
sought to encompass all the activ
i ty  in that valley. Tents glanced 
white and gray in the afternoon 
sunlight. They appeat:ed 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 facts. Camps had been lo
cated close together all the way 
down the stream as far as he could 
see. That meant claims. Al l  avail
able gol.d-bearing gro_und could 
not have been taken u p  yet, bt.it 
no doubt the rich claims had been 
staked. 

The descent of that pass seemed 
interminable to Kalispel. He never 
looked back a t  Sydney. He pushed 
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the ·nring of burros at  a p a c e  t h a t  
threatened sl ipping or their packs. 
At last he drqve them out on the 
le,·el bench not far from the 
stream whert' they began to crop 
thr green grass. 

Ka l ispc l dismounted. Whate,·er 
he had 10 encounter here he want·  
rd to face on foot.  Thought of 
Sam ·� rich quartz claim somehow 
rlitl not m i l i)ta t e his queer m isgiv
i ngs. :\s he th rew his  saddle, a 
bm i l i ar low deep rumb le brough t 
him up with a start.  The old bald· 
faced moum01in h ad grmded om
i nously . 

"Hear that, Bla ir?" h e  asled. 
" H ear what?" 
"Oh,  I did. Thu nder ! "  cried 

Sydney. She was wide-eyed and 
agi latcd and gray of face from fa
l igue. She reached ou1 her hands 
for Kal ispel to l ift  her down, and 
ns ht' leaped to her side she almost 
fell into his  arms. 

"You poor kid!" h e  said t h ickly. 
"Set here an'  resL Blair, you watch 
t h e  b u rros while I go see what's 
what." 

Kal ispel strode over the rocky 
bench down to the stream to the 
ncares1 camp. Bed-rolls, packs, 
u t ensils and stone fireplaces, picks 
and shovels, piles o£ wood. al l  
linds of camp paraphernalia, ap·  
peared 10 l ine the stream. or the 
two nearest m iners one was bend
ing over a rock i n  the stream, and 
the o1her, a tall,  bearded, wet and 
dirty young man, evidemly ha,·ing 
espied Kalispel, ad,·anced a l i ttle 

to m eet h i m . 
"1-lowcly, stranger. Sec you 

found a new way i n . "  he sa i d , gcn
ia l lv 

"l"hal's the wav I wem out two 
weeks or so ago, '; rcp l iC'd Ka l ispel 
curt l y. 

"\Vas you in hyar-t\1"0 weeks 
ago?" q uer ied t h (' ot her in·  
cred u l ously . 

"Yes. l\f c  an · my two brot hers." 
"'Wa l .  it's a pity you d i d n ' t  stay 

on. � J ebb" one or yon rcl l on·s was 
responsible rm· t h e  news o f  a gold 
strike th a t  hit Ch;dlis abou t a 
week ago." 

" I  wasn' t .  I wen t  out with my 
brot her to pack i n  suppl ies.  May
be he

.�
ot drunk 0111 ' �avr t h t" snap 

awa) 
"Rand Lea,· iu  got wind ol it 

first . an' a stampede rust kd :tfter 
him. Leavit t  beat u s  all t o  it. Bon· 
anza! He st ruck a q uart z \'ei n 
packed \\"i t h gol d . The re�t or us 
are placer m in in ' . :\ n '  believe me. 
stranger, no kick comin' . ' '  

"Shore you know my brother, 
Sam Emerson ?" 

"Nope. Not by na me , :�nyhow." 
"Sam round t h a i  r ich c1uartz 

vein, an' Jake an·  I packed om a 
piece worth fi,•e h u ndred dol lars." 

"What? Stranger , are yo11 drunk 
or crazy?" 

"Neither. But I'm most damn'  
curious," sn apped Kal ispel . 

"Bill ,  come om hyar. '' yel led the  
youn� miner. His  ca l l fetched thr  
big, bearded, red-sh irted man on 
the run. "Say, Bill ,  l isten to th is. 
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Hyar's a Cellar who says his broth· 
er made a gold strike hyar weeks 
ago, an' thet he an' another 
brother packed out a chunk of 
quar11. worth five hundred." 

"I t's true. Do you know my 
brother, Sam Emerson?" Oashed 
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 quart7. \'ein now, {or Lea\'itt 
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." 

Kal ispel abrupt!)' wheeled and 
almost ran across the bench to· 
ward the location of Sam's quartz 
vein. As he neared i t  he slowed , 
up to catch his bre:1th and to take 
the lay of the land. In the first 
place he had difficulty finding the 
outcropping ledge under the loom· 
iJ?-g 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. Kal ispel heard the blows 
of an ax. He passed the end of the 
lane between the tents. It ran west 
the remaining distance o£ the 
bench. He heard the crash of fall
ing timber and the hoarse voices of 
men. These came from behind 
him, down by the stream. The tent 
town appeared deserted, except at 
this end, where he espied men ac·. 
ti\'ely engaged in labor around the 
cabin. 

In another moment K.alispel 
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 ill 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. A·Iy 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 ask in' n;u:? 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 al ive! You'\'e gone gold 
mad:' declared the guard with a 
grufl laugh. But therr \\"as no sin
cerity in  word or mirth. He:' d id 
not ring true. 

"By Gawd!" cried Kal ispel, 
"this has a queer look ! "' 

"An' so ha,·e you, stranger!" re· 
toned Selback probably m isled by 
Kalispel's ob\·ious puzzlement .  
"Just you rust le  along or Lea\' i tt 
will run you out of Thunder 
Ri\'er." 

"\Ve Emcrsons don't run." 
"Wal,  walk,  then, an' be quick 

about it," ordered the guard. mak
i ng a mo\'e to swing the r i fle 
around. 

"Hold on!" cut out Kal ispel. 
But Selback did not heed the 

warning. The rifle barrel con tin· 
ued to swerve beneath the man's 
pal ing visage. In ' a flash Kal ispel 
drew and fired. The guard 's head 
sank, and, stumbling, he fell for· 
ward Ol'Cr his clattering rifle. 

Rapid footfal ls cracked on the 
rocks. Kal ispel wheeled to con
fro n t a man who yelled as he dear· 
ed the tem. He ran almost into 
Kalispel's smok ing gun.  

"Line up with your gang. Pron
to!" ordered Kalispel with a wa\•e 
of the gun. He knew his man. This 
was Lea,·itt who lost no time lin· 
ing up beside the three laborers, 
but he did not put u p  his hands. 

"You see I'm unarmed," he said 
coolly. ''\-\'hat's the deal?'' and he 

swept a gl i t tering gray gl:tnce £rom 
Kal ispel to the man on the ground 
a n d  back aga i n .  

"You're Rand Leaviu,"  con· 
firmed K a l ispel as he i n s t i nct ively 
recognized a shrewd. nervy. re· 
sourccful leader. Lea v i u  
under  40, a man of lofty s t : u u re. 
whose pale, col d ,  bol dly-ch i seled 
face denoted i m e l l igencc and 
force. 

"Yes. I 'm Le:n•i n .  \\1h:t t ' s  t h i s  
hold u p  mean?"'  

" 'I 'm no b;unl i t ,  ;m' da1 1 1n '  well  
\'OU know it ." 
· "How the hell  do I k nO\\' who 
and what you are?" deman ded the 
oth er. "Wha t ' d  you kill Setback 
for-if it's not a holdnp?" 

"The fool tried t o  t h row his 
ri f le on me. a fter I warned him." 

"\Vho are vou?" 
• Ka ! ispel ct'id not anS\\'Cr. He 

backed against the wall  of the 
tent .  !\liners, led by the couple 
whom h e  had accosted upon his 
arril'al. were h urry i ng to the 
scene, drawn no doubt by t h e  gu n· 
shot. Kalispel foug h t  down his 
fury and despair. Whate\•er the 
just ice of his claim, i t  would ne\'er 
be recognized. He was t oo late. 
H e  had to decide whether or not 
19 k i l l  this man Leavitt .  

"Boss, he said his  name was 
Kalispel Emerson:· spoke u p  one 
o£ the laborers hurriedly. "Thet 
he was brother to a Sam Emerson, 
who he swore had located thi!  
quartz vein." 

"Sam Emerson!" shouted Leav 
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i l l .  Joud·,·oicccl and pmtesti ng. 
"Where i n  the h e l l  was h e, then? 
I fou nd this d a i m ,  opened n p  to 
be sure, gold s h i n i ng i n  the �un,  
pick and shove l .  cam p d u llle a nd 
stu ff lying around. But no m i ner! " 

"You l i e ! " '  h i ssed K a l ispcl. 
"No I don't l ie;· s tormed Leav· 

i tt .  "There wasn't  a ny miner here. 
I swea r  t h a t .  I coul d ha\"e proved 
i t by Sclbacl:.." 

"You made aw:ty with m y  
brot her a n '  jumped h i s  c l a i m . "  

" I  jumpct.I i t ,  y e s .  I had a per· 
feet right to. But it  had not been 
worked for days. When you accuse 
me of making away w i t h  your 
brother you're the l i a r--or you are 
ou t  of  your lu�ad." 

He was st eady of hand, pa le· 
faced, but fiery-eyed. and his ''oice 
and demeanor carried convict ion, 
if not t o  Kal ispel, 1 0  the others 
present. a con st :m t l y  growing 
crowd. 

"Leavi t t .  I reckon I ' l l  bore you ." 
"You ' l l  murder a n  i n nocent 

ma n .  t h en ." repl ied Lea,•i u .  'Tm 
not th rea ten i ng you. as was Sel· 
back. You '"e n o  excuse t o  k i l l  me, 
except your suspicion, which is 
rank inj ust i ce. And these m i ners 
will lynch you." 

Kal ispel had put h i m  to a cru· 
cia! test. But Lea\'itt had not 
weakened. If  he was gu i l ty. as 
Kal ispel belie\'ed. he was too 
shrewd, too quick-wi t ted and iron· 
ner\"ed, to betray h i mself to Ka l· 
ispel or lose his prest ige with the 
crowd. Besides, there was a remote 

possibi l i ty  that Sam had wander· 
ed out of the va l ley or had met 
some inexplicable tragic end. Kal
ispel fel t  that he was not om n ipo· 
ten t .  I n h is tortu ring d isappoint
ment and frcn7.}' ht- m ighr have 
erred in  judging Sclback. He dar
ed not force the issue here and 
lose fore"er any chance of reclaim
ing t h e  m i ne. fake wou ld return 
with proofs that he had packed 
ou t the gold -\"c i ncd quaru. 

"Lea\"i t t ,  I ' l l  let you off because 
men l ik e  you hang themse l"es." 
declared Ka l ispcl b i t terly. "But 
I'm accusin '  you before this  crowd. 
You're crooked; you made away 
with my brother an '  j umped his  
c laim.  I call on a l l  here to w i tness 
my stand aga i nst you an' my oath 
that I'll li,·e to prO\'e it." 

Kalispcl backed away from the 
tent and from the gaping miners. 
He was keen enough to see even 
in that moment t h a t  sent iment of 
these men was di"ided. Turning 
presen t ly, 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 h opeless despair it 
seemed he could not face her with 
blood on his hands, with the fear 
that these m iners, 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 i n  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 woundcd 
and seeking to die alone. 

l .• mg after darkness fell he went 
back to the place where he had 
left the  Blain and the burros. l-Ie 
found only his own packs. The 
Blairs, with their supplies and 
equipment,  had le£1. Kal ispcl wel
comed th:u fact. He searched in 
his pack for a nask of whisky and 
findin� i t  he sought to kill the 
cold, sick. misery in  his marrow 
and to blot out the insupportable 
loss of brother. fornme. love. 

When Kalisj>el rccO\·cretl con
sciousness. i t  ,\·as another day. and 
he believed the second or third 
a fter his arrival.  The sun had 
blistered his face as he  lay unpro
tected in the open. Ill, shaken. in 
horrit)Je mental state, he  dra nk. 
the last swallow of l i quor. 

Then h e  lookrd about him. The 
packs were intact. his saddle lying 
on the ground, his bed unrollcrl. 
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 beucr. H e  was far back. close 
to the base of the dh·ide. and over 
a half  m i l e  from Lca\'itt's camp, 
which stood about 'e\'en with 
where the great bare slope began 
iu terrifying rise to dominate the 
valley. The new trail coming 
down the stream forked into the 
one he had made up the di\'ide 
just below where h e  elected to 
camp. Forthwith he spread his tar· 

paul in across a narrow space be
tween t\\'O h i!!;h bou lders and mov
ed i n  his suj>pl i c . 

Beh i n d  him and up the gradual 
s l ope WCt:<' q ua n t i t ies of dead and 
fal len Jodgq>o!e pines. l· l e  could 
not e:: u .  though his t h irst was in
tellSI�. a nd in a mood t o  dl'ive him· 
scU 10 exha ust ion, he packed down 
one tree a her anot her unti l  he had 
a huge pile of them. 

Then. spent a n d  wet and hot.  
he flung- himsclr down and impor· 
nmcd bean and consciousness 
with hopeless qucrr-wh:u was i t  
that had ha ppened and \\•hat 
could he do? Footsteps roused him 
to sit up braced against a boulder. 
Blair confronted him. 

"HOw arc you, Kal ispcl?" he 
asl:.cd. not unkindly.  

":'\fornin'.  Blair-or is i t  after· 
noon? I'd be better ofT dead.'' re· 
plied Kalispel. 

"Don't say t h a t .  htd. It's not 
like you at :dl .  You must pul l  
yourscU together and shake the 
terrible passion you must have 
had-and the debauch afterward.'' 

"Blair. am I st i l l  drunk. or arc 
you speakin' kindly to m<"?'' q uer· 
ied Kalispel. 

"I am, son, and I mean it," 
went on the elder man tal:.ing a 
seat near Kalispel. 

"Wal, i f  I can be gratefu l for 
anythin', I'm thanking you." 

"Listen, cowboy. I've seen a good 
deal o£ l i fe, and l ife anywhere, 
east or west, is the same when i t  
comes to misfortune, loss, grief.

. 
II 
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�vcr a young fellow had a Iough 
1h ing to face. yon cena i n l y had. 
But you �ave i n  to i 1  i n  Wild 
Wes1 fashion :mel i t  has  ru i ned 
you. Leav i t t  stands hi�h with these 
miners. They elrc:1ed him judge of 
the cam p-a n oflicc. as I under
stand it. to dctcnn i n e  gold claims 
and all the accepted ru l es of min
ing camps. Your denou ncing him 
apparem l y  hun you more than 
ki l l ing Selback. For as I got it ,  
Selback was a ha rd . g•·:•�ping ma n , 
not at a l l  l i ked. Then to make th� 
si tnat ion worse for you . our 
friends Pritchard,  Selby. and 
Haskel l  rode in yesterday morn
ing. They made friends :11  one� 
with Lea\'itt .  I he:-.rd them, 
�special ly  Pritch:-.nl, den ou nce you 
as Kal ispel Emerson. notorious 
gunman from Montana.  a bad 
hombre i n  every way . " 

"Interesti n '-an' about to come 
true. l reckon." replied Kal ispel. 
wi1h the ice i n  his  soul cu l l i ng his 
l'Oice. "An' I 'm calculatin' 1hat  
you come out to gi,•e me a h u nch 
to leave?" 

"No," declared Blair emphat
ically. "I  m ight have felt that way 
a couple of days ago. Bm not now. 
Somethi ng has changed me. I'd 
stay. You see, I'm convinced of 
your honesty, Kalispel. I believe 
you and your bro1hers ha,•e been 
robbed o£ 1his claim. By heaven! 
I'd stay and find out." 

"I'll  stay, al l  right," returned 
Kalispel grimly. "Blair, set me 
right. How long have we been 

hei-e?" 
"This i s  the th ird day." 
"Where did you an' Sydney go? 

Vlhat d id you do?" 
"Well. after you left us we 

heard the shoot i ng and followed 
the crowd into camp. There we 
met Leavitt .  He was very agree
abl e and helpfu l .  Asked us to sup
per. P•·ctty much taken with Syd· 
ney. o{ course. He gave us a tent, 
sent out for our packs, made us 
comfortable. Yesterday I bought 
my gold claim from him. It's one 
of the best . they say. I've been pan
n i ng gold. Dug two ounces of dust 
today before I gave out. It's the· 
hardest work I e'•er undertook. 
But great fun. Sydne)' is crazy 
about it. Lea"i n  showed her 

"Wal, that doesn't improve his  
chances of long l i fe," muttered 
Kal ispel somberly. " It's hell 
enough to lose her-without-'' 

"Kalispel ," imerrupted Blair  
hurriedly. "w� were out here yes
terday. Sydney wanted to sec you. 
She seemed dti\'en. 1 caught her 
looking out this way often. She 
was pretty hard hit,  -son. \Veil, we 
came, and found you dead drunk, 
tying 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 yon good. 'Dad, 1-1 cared 
for that cowboy, Kalispell But this 
isn't he.' Or if it is I am disillu· 



sioned. To protest love for me
then,  scarcely out of my s ig:h t-g i\'e 
way to his terrible passion to ki l l  
- a n d  d r i n k .  To l ie  h e r e  like a 
sodden beast. He did not Jo,·e me.' " 

"Oh. Lurd! " '  groaned 1\.al ispel. 
hanging his  head. 

"Kal ispel, that 's tougher than 
loss of your  m ine. I don' t  share 
S}·dney's disillusion. Site is young 
and this is  her second hurL By far 
the deepest. I am sure. I f  I know 
t11e Blairs, she won't soon gt>t o\'er 
this one. Now, boy, a l :m word, 
then I'm through t l� is painful ta lk .  
Th is is a question of whether 
or not you are going to succumb 
to drink-and such abasement as 
that i n  which we found ,.011. I 
l ike you and I think you ha�·e had 
a rotten deal.  Besides, I k no'\' the 
horror of the boule. mrsc lf.' '  

Kalispcl recal led wh; t · Sydney 
had betraved to him about her 
fath er 's co'nvh·ia l i ty. "Ah-huh. So 
that's why. \·Val, red liq uor never 
had me down t il l this time. Blair, 
you '\'e got another reason for all 
this plain, kind t a l k. "  

"Yes. l '\'e t a k e n  a stu.lden dis
l ike to Lea vitt." 

"How come?" 
"I  don't know, except what re· 

vealed it to me. And .that was a 
look I saw him give Syd ney when 
she was unaware of it. But as I 
look back over my life J find that 
seldom or never has my distrust o£ 
a man been unjust. Or my fai th  
wrong. h's  a gih.'' 

"Wal, I had the same bunch 

about Lea\' i t t .  Yet I cou ldn' t  lay 
a single proof of i a  being fair." 

"Lca\' iH has a powerfu l person
al i ty;· dccl:lrcd Rla ir .  " H e  might 
have th ;u two-sided nature so com· 
mon t o  many men. If h !!  i� crook
ed he'll tH•,·er fool me. But he 
cou ld Sydney. She t hinks he is 
hambome , 1\'cll ed ucated, fasc i
tnting, the biggest Westerner she 
has met yet . "  

" I  rccl:.on t h ::t l 's ea s }  for  me to 
see. but most damn ' sickl'n in '  to 
swal low." 

"Lea,· i t t  is taken wi ! / 1  her. He 
may get h er on the rebou nd. It  
worries me. I tried to give Sydney 
a h i n t  of my suspicions. She shut 
me up pronto. " 

"\Val,  Blair .  don't ta lk  against 
the man. That'l l  only m;�ke Syd 
ney contrary. If she rea l l y  cared 
for me J can't concei1•e of her go· 
in' to Leal'i 1 1 . ,,·hcther or no t I 'm 
a blood}' gu nman an' beast . Re
bound or no rebound!" 

"She did care for  you.  She said 
so,  r ight  out .  And that  implies 
more than she confessed." 

"Good Lord. man! Stop wrtur· 
in' me." 

'Tm sorry," rejoiucd Blair h ast· 
ily as he arose. "But  she is  my 
daughter. And she was your sweet· 
,heart. Hell, don't glare at me l ike 
that. J know her better than you. 
You can't get out o£ th is fact: we 
had a common cause. I took a 
shine to you, Kal ispel, and J fel t 
I could lean on you." 

"You can-so help me Godl" 



TIWNOER M O U NTr\IN .. 

cried K ;� l ispcl fiercely. 
"Alia boy !  That's the ta lk,"  

ejacu l a t ed B l a i r  warmly.  
" B u t  how-Blair?  I low?" g-asped 

Ka l i spcl h:1�:ml ly .  ' T i l  be a n  ont· 
law now. Ew•ry m i n er's opinion, 
i (  not his hand. wil l  be against 
me. Lea\• i t l  wil l  sec t o  that.  He 
stole ou r  m i ne. An' he's cra (t y as 
hell . "  

"Yes. B u t  t h i s camp w i l l  grow 
l i ke a m u shroom o\'ernigh t ."  de· 
dared Bl ;� i r  t'arn�t lv .  "In a 
month t here' l l  be t h�usands of 
people here. They arc nream ing 
in.  Twelve pad outf i t s  yesterd ay. 
Old-t imers here say Thunder 
Mou n t a i 11 "•i l l  bri ng t he biggest 
gold rush I d a h o  ever saw. Well,  
yon lay low. Dig gold yourself. 
Cut the drink and clon ' t  usc vom 
gun except in sel r-dcfcnse. Wait  
for yonr brother Jake to come 
back. H e  may shed some l igh t  on 
this st a m pede. And all the time 
you will be working for proof of 
Leavi n 's gu i l t .  Btu tlwt will not 
be your m a i n  ohject ive." 

"What wil l  be, Bla ir?" 
"Sydney! To \ri n  back her con

fidence and rcspeCI. To show her 
that you arc a man. That no de
feat can keep you from w i n n i ng 
her and the ranch your heart was 
set on." 

"You're draggin' my guts out of 
a vise," returned Kalispcl. "Blair,  
i t 's not hard to sec why Sydney i s  
such a wonderful g i r l .  You're her 
father. I'll play the cards as you 
have dea l t  them to me. An' win 

or lose. I shal l  owe to you an' Syd· 
ncy the grea t lesson of my l i fe. 
You go hack now. J've work to do 
;u( some mighty desperate think· 
in'."' 

Kal ispel's acts, i n  great contrast 
to his  inertia for three days, attest· 
ed to the spell which beset him., 
i\t least t h e  i n terest taken in him 
hy the m i n ers a l ong t h a t  end o( 
t h e  Sl re:nn proclaimed he was a n  
i ndi\' id u a l of m arked i n terest i n  
Thunder M o u n t a i n  Camp. He 
b:ulwrl and �cruhbecl h imself i n  
the icc-cold creek ; he packed 
water up to his camp; he shaved 
his br ist l i ng face; he burned his 
ragged clothes and don ned the 
new oulfit Ill' had purch :�sed ; he 
pm h i s  c:t m p  in sh i p�h ape. and 
then cookt·d supper. a l l  with fcv· 
erish hastr a nd in p l a i n  sight of 
his  nei�-;hbors. 

Ht' thought t ha t  they would be 
\'ast ly more astou nded if  they 
could read his mind. Leavitt was 
t·csponsiblc for Sam's disappear· 
ance, proba bly his death. He 
would get  had Sam's q uartz m i n e  
from that  �u:1ve and resourceful 
robber and k i l l  him afterward. or 
he would ki l l  h im.  anyhow. Proof 
was the impera t i ve necessity. 
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to do was to live down an u nde· 
served reputation for reckless 
shooti ng and evil motive. How to 
set abou t that seem ingly impos· 
siblc task was the i m perious ques· 
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tion. Kalispel cudgeled his brain. 
Long aher 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. A t  midnight he heard 
the faint thunder of the mountain, 
and it seemed to record the pass· 
ing of time, the bre\'it)' of li fe. the 
fact that nature audited her secret 
books-that now was the day to 
seize. 

Morning came. Kalispcl awak· 
coed to it, mindful that a resolve 
made in the white heat o( m isfir· 
cd passion could be kept throu!;h 
the g l oom and tedium of recurrent 
moods. He was equal to his  task. 
H e  laid stone walls: he chopped 
wood: he washed and dried his 
blankets: he buil t a fireplace; and 
to h is  w:uch ful neighbors be made 
plain that  he had adopted hh 
camp as a permanent abode. 

He had supplies for •• mom h . 
bm not a dollar to his name. His  
resentment powerfully combated 
the idea of working a poor claim. 
when by righ�.s 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 1e£t. But where? Anywhere 
in that valley of treasure, he 
argued. 

A few minutes later he 'vas 
deepening the gravelly pit of his 
fireplace when a gleam of yellow 
caught his eye. "What the hel l ! "  
he muttered, falling on h i s  knees. 

The brigh t gleam had resulted 
when his spade cut into a dusty 
gold nugget. Incredulously he star
ed. Then with eager. grasping 
hands he clawed into a pocket of 
nuggets. a few large and many 
small .  coarse-grained a n d  duB
but gold, gold, gold. 

CHAI'TER SIX 

Nugget 
�- HE TOW" on 
� _- Thunder Moun-
. · · _ ta in grew : • s  i f  b)' 

magic. From Chal-

( , .. _ ��isc 
a n�nd 

Sa�:�i� 
� Falls. from Wash· 

ington and i\lontana.  from the 
south across the black ]a\'Ol desens. 
from th,. \Vyoming r;mgcs. from 
c,·crywherc that men heard that 
siren call. ench a n t i ng ami irre
sistible. they c:unc deepe n i n g  the 
trails-prmpcctors. engin eers, prc.
moters. miners. followed by the 
a(h·enturers. the  gamblers. the 
women with hawk e\'es. the di,•e 
keepers and rum p;ddlers. until 
Thunder R iver hummed with a 
raw, bold. h appy. excited, greedy 
throng. 

Tents sprouted like white weeds 
and shacks and cabins fol lowed 
sui t . Two enterprising carpenters 
packed in a portable saw mill and 
made more money than the gold 
diggers. In less than six weeks 
after iu . disco\'ery, Leavi t t Mine 
was in operation, grinding out the 
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precious y e l l o w  m e t a l .  Every avail
able claim for two miles along 
the creek had been Sl< lkcd. Up the 
slopes a n d  i n  the  g u l l ies m i n ers 
dug i n  the loose earth ami blasted 
in the rock. Hy day and by night  
the long wide st reet of Thu nder 
City mare<!. On each side of  this  
street  stores :md restaurants ,  sa
loons a mi g·;unh l i ng c lcns,  lodg
ing-housf'S and d a nce hal ls.  made 
bid for t h e  custom or t he popu· 
l ace , and each aJld every 011e of 
them was f u l l .  

The r ime ca me \\·hen t h e  town 
achieved t h e  d igni ty  of a m i ners' 
meet ing dming which a j u dge, 
sheri f i .  and recorder were elected. 
The form er's duty was to pres ide 
a t  each meel ing of t h <· ).{Old dig
gers, the  second was su ppo�ed to 
ma i n t a in law and order.  a n d  t he 
third had the task of keepi ng r('C
ords of claims.  A l l  c la ims went by 
numbers. Le:1 v i t t " s  m i n e  was No. 
I ,  and :I l l  the others u p  a n d  down 
the v:d ley were num bered accord
i ngly . 

Rand Lea v i t t  was t h e  j udge. 
Hank Lowrie the  sheriff, and C l i ff  
Borden the recorder. 

One sunset hour i n  earl y sum
mer K a l ispcl Emerson sat i n  the 
door of t he l i l l ie cab i n h e  had 
ereClt•d between t h e  boulders t h a t  
h a d  served as his  she l ter. 

He had a dtHl ble mo t i ve for oc
Cilpyi ng this  favori te sca t duri ng 
his leisure hours-first he cou ld 
watch the tra i l s  in the hope of 

. see i ng his brother Jake some day; 
and secondl y. from this \'antage 
point be could look down the 
grad u a l l y descen d i ng bench to the 
cab i n  of t h e  Bla irs.  located on the 
bank of t he stream and on the 
s i te  of B l a i r's gold claim. Tents 
and shacks were sca t tered a l l al ong 
the stream and O\'er t he bench, 
but the ca b i n  o f  the Blairs .nood 
out conspicuously by reason of its 
yellow peeled logs :mel preten
t iousness. It ha d  a wide porch on 
the c:�stern side. where Sydney 
spent a good deal of her time 
work ing and reSl ing. 

Ka l ispel watched her at  this dis
t a nce, perhaps an e igh t h or a mile, 
and knew that she knew he 
wat ched her. The young m i ners 
going by her cabin a l wa ys stop
ped to chat  a moment. and Rand 
Le<l\' i t t  ohen \"isi tcd her there. 
especia l l y  on Sunday afternoons. 

Two months had gone by for 
Ka l ispcl on t he w i ngs of his 
�trcnuous gold d igg i rig and his 
pass ionate devotion to the task he 
had set himself. The former had 
been successful beyond even the 
dreams he had entertained before 
his loss. E\·ery p l ace he struck h i s  
p i c k  yielded g o l d  i n  some quan· 
t i t y. and h(' had so many l i t t le 
buckskin bags of dust and nuggets 
hidd('n awav that he was afraid 
to count th�m .  But  i n his serious 
renection h e  knew beyond doubt 
that h i s  dream or a ranch cou !d 
be realized, arid that i f  his .�tar 
cont i nued to shine all through 
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summer and fall he would be rich. 
His de,•otion to the ideal set up 

by Blair had not been entirely 
futile. but he had found that to 
Jh•e down a bad name kept a]i\'C 
by enemies i n  high places "·as 
something well nigh impossible. 
The sole hope' that now inspired 
K.alispcl hung upon the fact that 
Sydney Blair watched him £rom 
afar. 

Always at  the back of his mind 
was the comciousness that  h e  st i l l  
was Kalispel Emerson and would 
one day stalk out to face Rand 
Lca,•itt. That seemed ine,•itablc. 
Jealousy had been added to what 
h e  considered a stern passion for 
justice. Gossip of the gold camp 
had it that Lea,·iu would marry 
the girl. 

Each and C\'CT)' 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
jecth•e 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 m iners who did not 
know him. 

Thunder City, however, was 
overrun with adventurers and 

m iners who labored for gold only 
as a blind. while br stea lth they 
stole and robbed. Kalispel had 
come under the cold. watchful 
eyes of those parasites. and many 
had been the time his gun hand 
had itched. But  H they were sus
picious of him, they had no 
ground to substan t iate it. for he 
was just as shrewd and i n f m i tely 
more watchhll .  

On a late ahernoon Kal ispcl 
pondered a plan to further h is  in
terests: and this· was to begin tCJ 
hunt  game with lite idea of sup 
plying meat to the m i ners. Deer 
had been run out of the ''alley. 
Good humers were few. and most 
miners woulrl not take t h e  time 
to hunt.  Yet they were greatly de
pendent upon mea t ,  for food 
prices in the stores were abnor· 
mally high. 

Kalispel thought his plan would 
sen·e several purposes-to give the 
impression that he  needed 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 thc1 

weeks passed K�Jispcl grew more 
sure of this. The finding and Sleal
ing of stored gold dust and rob
bery by masked men at night h a d  
grown increasingly unti l  i t  was 
something to contend with.  

As he revolved thCsc thoughts 
the valley became steeped in a 
luminous golden sheen, the last 
reflection from the sunset Hush 
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upon the he ights. And at tha t  mo· 
ment Svdney Bla i r  :q>pcared up· 
on the porch to lean against thr 
rai l  a nd gaze oLl l .  This had he· 
come such a habit of hers that 
Kal ispel wai led for it .  She wore 
something which shone fa in t ly  
b lue .  He  got  up to pace to and 
fro, and a t  l :rst t o  s 1 a n d  where she 
cou ld not help but  s e c  him.  

Kal ispcl had t a l ked of ten  wi th  
B la i r .  and somehow their po· 
sitions had become reversed. The 
advice a nd �ol i c i t u d e  now came 
from Ka l ispe l. A rter :I l l ,  Blair had 
not m:ulc as good a deal i n  his 
J::old cla im as he had fondly be· 
l ieved H i s  g-ravel har had 'ud 
denly p:mned out. And di��ing 
among the r ocks of h i s  claim for 
nuggcls or q u a rt z  had not been 
successfu l .  l-Ie had be!{un to  drink 
and �amble modcr:r leJy.  as was 
common among the better class ol  
miners. yet even tha t  l i t t lt• hact 
l a tely m :ulc a suh t l e d i fference i n  
h im.  Wlwrcforr Kal ispel. sum
ming up. decided r h ; l l  i t  was a boll! 
time for him w �tcp • 1 U I  of hi� 
quiet, w a t c h f u l  isol a t ion . 

He walkrd down to the stream, 
to the big camp where Hadley 
and fones. two progre5sive miners, 
mainta ined a mess for eif!ht of 
tht'ir comrades. Kal i spel dropped 
i n  on them a t  supper t ime.  He 
was not exactly friendly with these 
men. but knew that through the 
weeks ' they had unlearned some 
of the lesson� gossip and ill wi l l  
had taugh t them . 

" Jones . I 've an tdee," said Kalis
pel .  "How are you off for meat?" 

"Meat? Jehosheph:u l  Costs us 
morr than ham an'  bacon." 

' 'I 'm t h ink in '  of huntin"  meat 
to sel l .  What ' l l  you pay a pound 
(or fresh veni�on an' elk? I 'm a 
poor m iner, but a good hunter. 
Wil l  ron pay lifty cents a pound 
till fa l l .  an' more when the snow 
H ies?" 

"You bet  I wi l l .  An' jump at 
the chance ." 

"Done. I t ' l l  be no trick (or me. 
I've a horse an' burros.'' 

"Ka l i�pcl, ' "  spoke up  Hadley, 
· the young partner o( .Jones. "you'd 

be doin' m a service. Lack of meat 
i5 the drawhac.k in  this mess. An' 
thct holds all O\'Cr town." 

"Wa l .  I ' l l  sec i f  I can drum up 
some more customers. An'  i f  I can, 
I won't trade (or any of your 
claims." 

"Smal l  chance of you get t in '  a 
whad at mine." cal led out a 
miner chcer(u l l y .  "Look at t h is." 

Kal_ispcl  �teppcd over to have 
placed i n  hi� hands a bright  
smooth nugget weighing in excess 
of three ounces "Gmh! That's 
the biggest I f'vcr saw:· ht" ex
claimed as he rc!llrncd it .  

"Th is a in ' t  a marker to the one 
sold to Leaviu by a miner. Three 
hi.rndred dollan he got for it .  An' 
you �an gamble thet if Leavitt 
paid so much i t  was worth a good 
deal more." 

"Yes. an' our hard-listed judge 
grabbed the Woodbury claim to-
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days." interposed another miner. 
" I  hadn't heard," replied Kalis

pel quietly. "You fellows know 
I'm particular interested in ho\1' 
Judge Lca,·iu acquires land, gold, 
claims, an' quartz veins." 

"Haw! Haw! \Val. this was easy. 
Leal'itt has the decidin' of all 
claims. you know. An' he took 
O\'Ct 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 
Leaviu an' ''oted \Voodbury out. 
There's some gossip Aoatin' about. 
Leavitt, Borden, Lowrie, an' a 
few more are playin' a high-hand· 
ed game these days." 

Kalispel wcm on do"·n the trail, 
pondering what he had heard. He 
stopped ill  camps of miners he  
knew and got  not  only  orders for 
fresh meat. blll also sincere thanks 
for the offer. 

There were se\'eral trails lead
ing in to town and the one on 
which he found himself happened 
to pass the Blair cabin. This time 
Kalispel did not a"oid it. 

The hour was almost dusk. 
Blair sat on his porch steps. smok
ing. Kal ispel heard voices, and as 
he recognir.ed 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? .. 

"Me? Aw, I been meditatin' on 
a misspent l i fe," said Kal ispel 
coolly. · 

Sydney stepped from the back 
of the porch to the rail. She wore 
white. Kat ispcl bowed and greet
ed her. 

"Good e\·en i ng," she rejoined 
with perfect composure. 

Kal ispel's qu ick glance noted 
the sweet. troubled race. and the 
dark eyes that swept O\•er him. 
Then he looked back at Blair, 
striving to hide the tumult sigh t 
o( her roused in him.  

"Kal ispcl .  the on ly dust around 
- this claim is what blows in from 

the trails," said Blair d isgustedly. 
"All panned out?" 
"Ha! My neighbor. Dick $\\'an, 

an old miner, says the bar in front 
o£ my claim was planted." 

"Dad, you should not say things 
you can't prove," i nterposed Syd
ney quickly. "Especially to an 
enenw of Rand Leavitt ." 

"Oh. wel l , what's the usc?" re· 
turned Blair wearily. ' ' I ' l l  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 i t  'most as 
bad as I did diggin' fence-post 
holes back in  Wyomin' .  Blair. 
what I dropped over to see you 
about i s  this. I'm goin '  to hunt 
game an' sell fresh meat to the 
miners. Would you l ike some?" 

"Fresh meat? Lord, yes! We've 
been living on canned stuff. But 
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a�k Sydney here. She docs the buy
in!-:."'  

"How about it .  l'rl iss H\air?'' in· 
quirecl K a l i spel easi ly .  "Wou ld 
you l i k e  a n ice b t  haunch of ''eni
son now a n '  then?' '  

"So }'OU imcnd m a k i ng honest 
usc of your one ta l en t ? ' ' she said 
in a le,•el voice that irr i ta ted and 
myni fied Kal ispcl .  

"Ru tchel' in ' ,  you mean?" re
joined Kal ispel in a voice as con
trolled as hers. "Shore. I'm gct t i n '  
om of practice h a n d l i n '  guns.  A n '  
sooner or l a t e r  now I 'm  shore t o  
buck i n  t o  Borel en or Lowrie-or 
Leavi tt ." 

She wheeled away from the.> 
rail. 

Bl air l a ughed, not w i thou t a 
tinge of b i t terness. "Sydney"s testy 
thesr days. Ka l ispel . N o  won der . 
But ''Ott fetch t h e  ''enison." 

"Thanks. Blair. ' '  Then K a ! ispel 
bent dose to whisper ,  " I f  you get 
up aKainst  i t  i n  any way-come to 
see me." 

Blair regarded him with hag
gard eyes. "Son , I'm ashah1cd to 
clo i t ,  after that spiel I gave you 
weeks ago." 

"Hell.  never mind thal. It 
served its turn. Are thi ngs goin' 
bad?" 

Blair whispered, after a glance 
back on the porch. "I've lost a 
good deal of money gambling." 

"Awl" Kalispel made a passion
ate gesture. "Pri tchard?" 

"Mostly to him. But others, 
also. I was way ahead at  first. If 

I'd only had sense enouJ;h to quit 
t hen ! Now I've got t o  play t o  get 
even." 

"You never w i l l ,  Blair. Take a 
hunch from me. Never with this 
ganJt". They'll nccce the 5kin off 
you." 

" Fleece! Do you mean to imply 
the game is crooked?" 

"Cone! heavens. man! Do:n't yon 
know that?" 

"No, I don't.  B u t  by heaven, 
I'll wa tch them next t ime.'' 

Kal ispel thou�ht rapidly. "All 
rig:ht. I'll watch them with you," 
he repl ied curt ly and turned to go. 

"Hold on. Emerson,'' called 
Hlair, rising and taking Kal ispel's 
arm. "You won't go in these gam: 
bl ing halls on my accou nt, will  
you?" 

"I  shore will. Sydney's gain' 
back on me is no reason for me 
t o  �o back on )'Ou." 

"But .  son. l isten," returned 
· Blair in distress. "Sure as yol1 do ��:�

n 
r,ou·J J  he usin� your gun 

"Like as not.  Will that jar 
you?" 

"Not by a damn' sigh t ! "  retort· 
ed Blair.  "I was thinking of
Never mind now. Anyway, I ap-
preciate your friendship. And, by 
thunder! I think. you have been 
unjustly mal igned. They've all  

got  YOl! wrong, and that goes for 
, my daughter." He squeezed 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 rc· 
mark was inspired by Sydney's 
white form once more aga inst the 
rail. 

"Dad, is he persuading rou to 
gamble?" 

"No!" rasped Blair.  " H e's been 
�.rying to nop me. You don't ap· 
preciate that cowboy. You·,·e al
lowed your absurd squeamish ness 
and that blighter Lea,·iu-" 

Kalispel pa»ed on out of hear
ing. He would like to have heard 
Sydney's reply to that Ian re
proach o£ her father's. Kal ispcl 
found his blood racing unwon ted
ly and a choking sensation i n  his 
throat. H e  had hl'cn responsible 
for getting the Blairs imo this un
happ)· situation. \\'hat would be 
the end? 

He went downtown. Thunder 
City 'was ha,·ing its supper hour: 
nevertheless, that i n  no n·ise de· 
tracted from the appearance of 
activity. The yellow l ights of the 
main street flared brigh tly; it was 
crowded with moving figures: mu· 
sic and laughter vied with the 
hum o£ conversation. The saloons 
were full o£ drinkers. loungers. 
miners selling and buying claims, 
gamblers on the lookout for prey, 
adventurers o£ every type. 

Kalispel started in to make a 
round of all the stores, halls, r·e· 
sorts, houses, on the street. In the 
Dead Eye Saloon h e  ran straight 

into Lowrie, but saw that indi
\'idual first. 
. " H owdy, Sheriff," he said with 
careless nonchalance that had a 
bite in it. "Arc you sti l l  tra i l i n '  
M o n t a n a  cowboys?" 

" H owdy, Kalispcl." returned 
the other gruffly. "No, I reckon 
not, so long as they keep t h e  
peace." 

"'Val, I'm not drinkin' or gam
blin'  these days." 

"What are you doin'? Look fit  
an'  pert to me. An' prosperous, 
too.·· 

"Shore. I'm all  three. Just ha ng· 
in' around Cor my brother to 
come. Then we'll hunt for Sam. 
my other brother, who made this 
gold strike." 

"So I heard, Kalispcl." rejoined 
the sheriff ponderingly. "You 
don't look loco. But  thct t a l k  
shore is." 

"Lowrie, you know damn' well 
I wouldn't make that claim if  it 
wasn't true," snapped Kal ispel 
coldly, and backed out into the 
throng on the street. 

He watched gambl ing games in 
sc"eral halls. Then he went i n to 
Bull Meckli n's, reputed to be the 
toughest den in the gold diggings: 
and was there invi ted by game· 
sters to join them. Kalispcl 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 gru ffly asked Kalispcl 
wha1 he wanted ! here. 

' ' I 'm look in '  for a m:m," re
p lied Kalispel significan1 ly .  and 
was se\'erely let alone a fter 1ha1 .  
Someone recognized h i m .  how
e\'er, and he heard the whis
per: "Ka l ispcl , Montana gun
sli nger !"  

Fina l ly he s1rolled i n t o  the 
most pretent ious resort of 1he 
street ,  one that had just been 
erec1ed and not yet named . I t  oc· 
cup iecl rhc larges1 strucwre i n  the 
mi n i ng rown, a barnlike frame 
ounide and a markedly contr:lSI· 
i ng gaudy in ter ior . �l usic . gay 
voi ces. shril l  minh. c l ink of  g:old 
and crash of gl :•ss. a shuffie of 
rough boots-these u n i 1 ed in a 
roar. Ka l ispel was surpr ised to nm 
into the preuy l i u l e  �irl he hacl 
me� in the Spread Eagle a1 'ialmon. 

"Howdy . Nugge1 ." he gree 1cd 
her pleasan t ly . "Wha1 you doin' 
away from Salmon? Oicl I'OU shake 
the Spread Eagle?' ' 

"Say, was I drunk when I met 
you-somewhere?" she asked fl ip
pan t ly . 

"You shore wasn't .  \-\-'hi'? T h a i ' s  
not Rauerin'." 

· 

"Because J wou ldn't  forge! a 
handsome gazabo l ike you. What's 
your name?" 

"Kal ispel Emerson." H e  rela1ed 
the incidenl of their meel i ng. 

"Oh, 1 remember now. But you 
don't look the same. Except your 
eyes. Struck it rich, I 'l l bet. All 
spruced up, brigh t-eyed and pink· 

checked i-Say, boy, you'd bener 
le1 me a lone." 

"Don't you l ike me, Nugget?" 
"If I clicln't, would I �ive you a 

hu nch?" 
"Let's da nce. I reckon I 'm rusty, 

bm I shore used to be sli'ck ." 
They joi ned the whirl ing 

throng on the wide dance fioor, 
and t hey had not progres�ed far 
when she said. "You may be rmty, 
Kal i�pel. blH you 're pretty good. 
My God. what a relief to be free 
of t hese clodhoppers. heavy with 
l i q u or, bearded and d iny l" 

"Nugge1 .  i t  S lruck me over in 
Sa l mon 1 h a t  you were too n ice a 
kid for t h i� da nce-h a l l  l i fe.'' 

She looked up at him. but made 
no rep ly . 

"Who fetched you over here?" 
" 1  came with Borden 's outfit.'' 
" Borden? Oh. 1•es. He ran the 

Spread Eagle ove� there . Is there 
anyone i n  this deal with h im?'' 

"Say . arc you pumping me?" 
"Sou nds like t ha i , I reckon.  But 

l i sten . an' then tel l  me ·or not, as 
you l ike.' '  As they danced around 
ht briefly rela!ecl the part his 
bro thers and he had played in the 
d isrovery of gold there in the val· 
ley. abom hi� leavi ng with Jake 
and return i ng alone to find Sam 
gone and the claim lost. his shoot
i n� of Selback and accusing of 
Leavitt. 

"So you 're 1hat fellow!" she 
wh ispered exci tedly. "You're that 
bad hombre, then? You look it, 
Ka l ispel. Well, go ahead and make 
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Jove to me. It ·will make Rand 
Leavitt wild." 

"Ah-huh. Is h e  sweet on you?" 
"I wouldn't call i t  sweet. H e  has 

reuons of his own for not being 
open about it.  And I don't mind 
telling you that he's Borden's 
parmer here, on the sly, too." 

'\Val, thanks, Nugget. One 
more question. But don't be hurt 
even i f  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 lh•ing. 
But . he's a s)a\'e drh•cr. Ask the 
other girls." 

"Nugget, suppose you let me be 
your friend." 

"You mean make love to me?'' 
The bitterness in her voice touch· 
cd a deeper cord i n  K a lispel's 
kindly n ature. 

"I don't want to b e  that kind 
of friend. N ugget. I can be a bet
ter one. 1 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' n ice. 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 
i n  love with you.'' 

"I'll risk that, Nugget.'' 
"You'll risk more. It's bound to 

look like you were drinking and 
making u.p with me. And i f  you 
get-well, too thick with me, Bor
den will  rare. And so w i l l  Leaviu." 

\I reckon. Wal, I've made the 

offer.'' 
"You're a deep one. \Vhat's your 

gamr?" 
"Didn't I confide in you-trust 

you?" 
"So you did." shr returned won· 

deringiy. ' ' I 've got a hunch. Kalis
pel, I'm yours for jest or earnest." 

'Til  st ick with you all  evenin' .  
We'll  

. . pour the drinks on the 
floor. 

CHAPTER SEVEN 

Ballots and Guns 

I

J

AKE EM ERSON'S 
case against the 
Leavitt  l\•I i n i n g 

_ C o m p a n y  w a s  · · scheduled to be 
� heard on the night 

· of the very day he 
got back to the val ley. a gaun t ,  
haggard ghost of t h e  m a n  who 
had left there two momhs before 
i n  the prime o f  l i re and ambition.  

The law o f  the mining camp 
was that in case of a dispute over 
a gold claim as to ownership, the 
case was to be heard bdorc the 
judge in the presence of the other 
miners, a l l  of whom were to listen 
to the testimonv and then vote. 
Whichever claiiT.ant received the 
most votes got the gold claim. 

Borden's dance hall,  being the 
most commodious place in the 
camp for a counroom, was select
ed for the trial. 

Even without much time for 
advertising, the; case attracted a 
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throng. K<� l i spcl h<�d personally 
noti fied hu ndreds of m iners to be 
presen t .  l-Ie re<� l ized th:u J <�ke <�nd 
he had no chance of winning the 
claim. Ihu Kal ispel"s pmpose was 
to est:.bl ish :1 contest of Leavitt's 
right to the property. 

A thousand or more miners as
sembled in  the street before Bor
den's d;mce hall. Less than a hun
dred of these were admitted. how
ever. and that augmemed the 
growing curiosity i n  the case. 

Lowrie, the sheriff. :.net two 
deputies. all armed. stood con
spicuously before the orchestra 
platform of the hall. where at a 
mble sat the jud�e and his record-
cr. 

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

"Gent lemen," he began in a 
loud voice that carried out of the 
open windows imo the thronged 
street. "the case at hand i s  that of 
one Jake Emerson. claimant .  and 
the Lea,•itt !\·fining Company. de
fendant. The property contested 
is  the quartz lode, claim Number 
One. lVe will hear Emerson's 
argument." 

When the judge sat down Jake 
came forward. His  appe:.rance 
carried conviction of two facts
first that he had endured almost 
mortal i l lness and the privation 
and toil of a desert wanderer; and 
secondly that he was a formidable 
person absolutely sure of the right 
of  h i s  cause. He halted in  front of 
the platform, and after a long 

steady stare at Leavitt. he turned 
to f:1ce the hall. 

"1\len, you arc all miners like 
myself.'' he began in  sonorous 
voice. "An' i f  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 
be judged by you. 

" 1  arrived in Idaho 'most a year 
ago. comin' rrom Montana with 
my elder brother Sam, an' my 
younger brother Lee, who is 
staudin' there. Sam an' me had 
been prospcctin' for years an' 
knew the min in '  game from A to 
Z. Our younger brother, however, 
was a cowboy. He took to the wild 
l i fe of the range, an' as he sur· 
v ivcd one hard outfit after an· 
other he earned the name Kalispel 
Emerson. gunman, bad hombre, 
rustler. He may deserve the fint, 
because the fact thet he is alive 
today proves it .  But the other 
names are undeserved. The fact 
thet Sam an' 1 believed in  the 
boy's honesty i s  responsible for 
our bringin' h im 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· 
gercd out aftcnvards. thet we 
dropped down over the south 
sldpe into this valley. Now, men, 
I can prove thet we cam�. 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  enumera1e. eas1 end of 1h e ,-alley. a n '  
Some of y o u  m iners w i l l  remem· crossed the M i d d l e  Fork. a n ·  got 
ber signs of an old bea\'er dam on to Challis.  There. as we decided. 
the far side of the creek. where it took so many da ys t o gc1 ou1 .  
the l i t t le  brook cun•es in.  There an'  Sam wou l d  soon be need i n' 
used to be some ri ngs of grou nd. supplies.  Lee left Challis for Sa l
earrh banked up in circles. _These mon.  where he was 10 mufit an' 
were made b)' 1he  Shcepea1cr I n- go back O\'Cr 1 h e  trail we had 
dians who camped here many made. I was to go 10 Boise an' 
years ago. There used to be a pine make our dea l .  
tree across the creek on the h i g h  " l\ r e n .  I n ever g o t  t o  Boise . I 
ridge, an' it  forked at  the trunk ne,•cr got away from Chal l is. We 
so low down you could step up m u s t  have been watched a n ·  sus
in it-" pcct ed. Wal. I had a few drinks 

"Thet big pine furnished hnn- t het n igh t .  R u t  I wasn'1  clru n k  or 
ber (or my cabin,'' i n t errupted a ncar drunk. I was in possession of 
miner. "I cut i t  down myself." a n  my facu l t ies . .  -\ n '  when I was 

"Silence!'' ordered Judge Lea- sl ugged from behind I fel l  a n ' 
viu, pounding t h e  table. "And. seen 1he man who h i t  me before 
Emerson, you confine yourself to he knocked me out.  He was you ng
your claim. We ha,·en't time for ish, had a big rou nd head w i t h  
all t h i s  rigmarole." · short hair. an'  deep eyes like gim-

"The first night we camped here lets-" 
we heard the old mountain thun- "Gentlemen," Kal ispe l "s voice 
der," continued Jake. "An' the rang om, " t h a t  descr i pt ion fi l s  
n e x t  day w e  struck gold .  I took a perfcclly the man Selback I shot 
hundred an'  more pans of dust here the day I arrh•ed . H e  was a 
an' nuggets out o£ the creek. An' guard at the q uart z  m i n e  an' tried 
before sunset Sam came staggeri n ' to throw his rifle on me." 
into camp with a chunk of quaru; Leavitt pou nded the t abl e fu· 
showin' heavy veins of gold. He riously. "A nother i n terrupt ion 
had uncovered a ledge thet car- will end this  case," he shouted. 
ried a quartz lead. "'-\Tal, men," resumed Jake, 

"We made our plan. Sam was "when I come to I was lyin' i n  a 
to nay here to guard our claim. shack an· damn' ncar dead . . <\ n  
Lee a n '  I were to g o  out. I w a s  t o  o l d  Cellar named Wilson h a d  took 
take the quartz to prove our claim pity on me an' took me in. I'd 
an' sell a half interest for 100,000 bee n - crazy for weeks. You don't 
dollars. Lee was to pack supplies have to look close to see where I 
back into t.he valley. We left, . was hit." Here Jake bent his head 
workin' up over the pass at . the · to show bare, livid scars over his 
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temple. "An' i t  was weeks more 
before I was strong enough to 
start back here. Accordin' to Wil · 
son. the da}' fol lowin' my  acci· 
dent Leavitt an' Selback packed 
in a hurry an' left for parts un· 
known. Some more men, known 
to be th ick with Lea,•itt, left the 
next day. then mules loaded down 
with supplies an' minin' tools. 
Thee started the stampede. Then, 
the rest you know. An' as God is 
my wi tness I have told the truth!" 

Emerson ended amid a breath· 
less silence and Leaviu arose. His 
strong face was white with sup· 
pressed emotion which might have 
been anger. But to Kal ispcl i t  was 
that :mel more. Leavitt had no 
fear of losing the quartz mine. 
But he clicl ha,•c fear that he 
would lose his l i fe. The menace 
o£ Jake Emerson could be fel t by 
all. 1\·foreover, Leavitt had for a 
second t ime met Kal ispcl's steely· 
cold gaze. 

"Gentlemen, I represent the 
Leavitt M in ing Co.," he began, 
clearing his throat. "And I am 
the only one living of the two 
men who found the open quartz 
claim. So far as Emerson·� testi· 
mony reAecu , upon me, I merely 
deny. He did arrive in Challis . He 
did get drunk. He did talk and he 
did get into a brawl i n  a saloon. 
Btll 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
peel. the lode exposed, and · the 
gold vein was shining in the sun. 
But there was no m iner. He had 
been there days before, but he w.as 
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 
vote as you sec fit ." 

I n  silence the m iners dropped 
their votes into the hat Lowrie 
passed. When the coments were 
emptied on the table Leavitt said, 
" I  cannot take part in the count· 
ing. Emerson, you are invited to 
sit with the recorder and coun t  
these votes." 

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

Kal ispel riveted his gaze upon 
Leavitt . That individual, despite 
an iron nerve, showed the stress 
of the climax and that fury 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 m iner yelled out the 
window, "Leavitt sixty-six. Emer
son twenty-two." 

Loud hu;�zahs did not drown 
ye11s o£ derision. The verdict was 
not unanimous. Leavitt could" not 
have failed to hear that vote of 
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discord. 
Then Jake Emerson confron1ed 

the three officers on the platform. 
"You win, as we knowcd you'd 
win," he boomed i n  his sonorous 
,·oice. "But \'Oil ha,·cn't heard the 
hlSI of this deal ." 

fal.:e Emerson located a n  ob· 
scure claim and went to work, a 
gloomy. taciturn, defeated m a n ,  
brooding n·,·enge. Kal ispcl took 
to hundng and packing elk and 
deer meat down off the h ic:h 
slopes and swalcs. A bout h a l £  his 
t imf t>.•as rCC] u ired to fulfil l  the 
obligations he had made. The rest 
he uti lized work ing his claim 
which st i l l  yielded gold . H e  had 
become obsessed wiLh the idea 
that somewhere inside the claim 
he had walled off there might be 
another and the l argest poct..et of 
nuggets. These n uggets he had 
found appeared to ha,·e been 
mel ted and therefore must ha,·c 
encountered \"Olca n i c  action. 

In m idsu mmer the peak of the 
stampede was reached and Thun
der City saw its  h eyday. Gambling 
dens, saloons, and dance halls 
reaped a rich han•est. Se,•eral 
shooting escapades and a fatal en
counter between Lowrie and a 
drunken miner, with a n  increase 
of banditry, augured ill for the fu
ture of the gold digging3. 

Kalispel celebrated the first of 
August by taking a full t in can of 
gold nuggeu out of a hole no 
deeper than his waist.  H e  did not 

tell Jake, much as he wanted to 
help that morose brother. The 
last thing Kalispel desired was for 
mi ners and robbers t o  Jearn he 
had struck gold.  Besides. of late ,  
Jake had taken to searching for 
Sam's body, which he claimed to 
ha\"e seen i n  a dream. 

Two or three t imes a week 
Kalispel would go 1 0  t he town in 
the e\'enings and develop his  in
terest ing and risky friendship w i t h  
Nugget  or w a t c h  B l a i r ' s  gambling 
''icissitudes. 

At length K;;tlispcl "s  opport u n i t y  
arri,·ed w h e n  h e  f o u n d  Blair  s i l
ting i n  a game of poker w i t h  
Pritchard, Selby, and t w o  m i n ers 
he did not know. For a change 
Blair was ,fin n i ng. which {act  was 
obvious to a l l  from h i s  radiance 
and frequen t  call  for drinks.  ?ti l 
chard was a loser, but  t h .H fact 
could not ha\'e been deduced from 
his cold pale face and impene
trable eyes. Kalispel saw how the 
fickle luck went against him, and 
as the stakes were heavy, the gam· 
bier woul d  certainly have to re-. 
sort to trickery t o recou p. 

Kal ispel watched from a v;m
tage poin t  behind Pritchard a n d  
out of his sight. I t  appeared evi
dent that Pri tchaid's ally was 
aware of Kalispel's presence, yet 
"nothing came of that fact. 

Fina lly the tide turned �gainst 
Blair and he lost the pile of gold 
i n  front · or him, most of which 
flowed to Selby. O!"le of the m iners 
was under the influence of drink . 
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The second had begun to gc:-t sus
picious. Then a jacl.:.-pot was 
started w h i c h  progressed inordi
n; u (' l y bdore i t  w:•s opened. l'ri l 
chard was the de;der and th i s  was 
his chance. As cards were cleah 
Kal ispel casu:. l l y  stepped forward . 
O n l y  a n  eye l il.:.c his could have 
detect ed dupl ic i ty  on the part or 
the �ambler. At 1he right instant  
Kal ispel sho,•cd h i s  gun hard i n t o  
the g:un bler's side. 

"Pritchard. if )'OU move a finger 
I'll horc rou ," he called i n  a voice 
that si lenced the room. 

"What the- Who-?" gasped 
Pritchard. his face becom ing ash
en i n hue. 

"You know who. 1\la ir .  turn his 
h:.ild upside down-the lefl one." 

Blair.  staring aghast.  d id  as he 
was bidden, d isclosing nea t l y  
palmed in  the  l o n g  w h i t e  hand 
the aces or sp:Hies and d iamonds. 
Selll\• cursed u n der h i s  brea t h  

"S
-
teady. a l l ." warned Ka l ispe l . 

"else �·ou ' l l  spoil the fun or scram
hie t h i s  chea t ' s  gin:ard. Now turn 
over the cards he deal� himself ."  

I n  these fi'"e cards were the  two 
o t h er aces. 

"Only four aces! "  drawled 
K a l ispel . "Pritch, you pul led one 
at  t he wrong t i me." 

· 

Cursing, the young giant t hrew 
his cards in the face of the gam
bler. "We'l l run you out of town 
for this ."  

Selby, on the opposite side of 
the table, broke h i s  st ilT posture to 
jerk sudUenly. H� drew, but be- . 

fore he cou ld get the gun a bove 
the t: 1ble Ka l ispel shor him in  the 
arm. He scrcamecl .wi l h  frenzy and 
pain as the gun thumped to the 
floor. The gambl ing den rang 
wi th  loud shouu and srraping of 
ch:.irs and stamping of boou. 
Selby appeared to be fa i n ti ng and 
fell O\'Cr the table. 

"Push him off." ordered Kal is
pel. who did not t ruM that move 
of Selby's. 

Thf' stalwart mi ner gave Selby 
a shove, send i ng h i m  t o  the floor, 
where i t  w:.s manifest I hat  he was 
not shamming. The young giant's 
next move was to Ju nge across the 
table and knock Pi tchard 10 feet 
out of his chair. Moreo\'er he 
leaped after the prostra te  gam
bler and. seizi ng him wi1h power
ful ha nds. he dragged him across 
the floor. mak i ng a furrow in the 
sawdust. And he t h rew Pri tchard 
bodi ly out of the ha l l  

· 

"Rmtle.  Pritchard. or you' l l  get 
shot." shouted the m iner. He 
st rode back t o rhe tablr a nd 
shoved a hand out 10  Ka l ispel, 
who could not accept it,  as he still 
had his  gun extended. 

" Emerson. you don'• know me, 
but I know you," declared the 
miner i n  no uncerta in  voice. "My 
name's  Jeffr ies. Thanks for  i nter
fer in '  I'm strong for you An' 
there arc a good many more in 
the same boat.'' 

"Much _obl iged. Kal," added 
Blair,  pale ancl shaken. ") should 
ha\'e taken your advice." 
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Kalispel waved Blair out and 
hacked away from the crowd. 
H asktll might still ha,•c to be 
r('ckoncd with. Gaining the out
side. Kal ispcl joined Bl:lir and 
hurried awa�· up thl" street. 

ThC'y found Sydnc)' on the 
porch in the moonliglu with Lea
viu. Anyone with half an eye 
could have seen th:u he had been 
making lo\'C to the girl . Kal ispel 
certa inlv had murder in his heart. 

"Lea,;iu,  you bcucr hurry 
downtown," said Blair. "Kalispel 
shot another man. h happened in 
your crooked gambling joint ." 

"Oh. Dad!" cried Sydney as 
Lca\'i t t ,  leaving her abruptly. 
Strode off the. far end of the porch 
and went around the cabin. 

Blair sat down tipon the steps 
and wiped his u·et face. Kal ispel 
stood in the moonl ight gazing up 
at the girl. 

"You-you d�vi l ! "  sh� cried in 
a low chok ing \'Oicc. 

"H�y. do you mean me or �·our 
Dad?"' drawled Kalispel. 

" I  mean you. And Dad is as bad 
-only he's a coward instead." 

,"Wal ,  if you mean me-shore i t  
takes devils l ike me to save bull
h�aded old g��zcrs l ike vour 
father." 

"Dad, what have you-done 
now?" 

"Nothing. I was playing cards. 
Got way ahead. Then lost. That 
gambler Pritchard cheated. Kal 
show�d him up. And " then Prit· 
chard's partner Selby pulled his 

gun. Kat  shot h im. dta t "s a l l ." 
" K i l l ed-h im?"'  whispered Syd

ney i n  horror. 
"For hca,·cn"s sake. no! Just shot 

the gun out  of h is h a n d .  l t "d  been 
a dam n ' good t h i n.!: i f  h e  had 
ki l led the bl ighter. Kat .  come t o 
t h i n k  of i t-who ou�h t to c lc01 n 
up on that las t dea l ?" 

Kal ispel th rew u p  h i s  h a n d s  a� 
if  to indicate to Sydney 1 h a t  her 
parent was hopeless. 

' 'Daughter.  i t  looked mighty 
l i k e  Lca,·iu was m a l i ng Jo,·c to  
you ."  w e n t  on Blair. 

"Yes? Well.  i f  h e  "·as.  � o u  may 
be sure that  I sanct ioned i t . " '  she 
retorted. 

' 'I won't ha,•e it , " '  stormed B l a i r .  
"Leavitt  is not what he seems. "· 

"Un fornm a tcly, t ha t a p p l i c� t o  
the majori ty of men ."  rep l ied Syd
ney bi t terly. "I han· fou nd i t  true 
of two. at lean.'" 

"Sydnq· B l a ir, I ne,·er was two
faced.'" exclaimed Ka l ispcl with 
passion. "If I were t ha t k i n d .  I 
could tell you someth i ng about 
Lca,•itt which would make )'Oil 
despise him.'' 

"Rand Lea,· i t t  is a handsome, 
generous. splendid man:· she 
flashed, "and I am considering his 
offer of marriage." 

"Wal, darlin'," drawled Kal is
pel, cool and hard, "consider all 
you like. But you won't marry 
him.' '  

"Don't dare call me-th;tt. And 
why ha''C you the-the effrontery 
lo say � won't ':larry him?" 
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"Do you sec th is  lovely l i t t l e  
playt h i ng . s h i n i n '  i n  t h e  moon
light? ' '  t a u n ted Kal ispel as he 
fl i ppt�d h i s  gun u p  and caught it. 

"Oh-h !-You arc a monster-or 
you arc mad." 

"Shore.  Good night.  darlin' ." 
The next cl ; .y was Saturday, a 

drowsy summer da y, wi th  a hint 
of blue hne i n  t h e  a i r and the 
smel l of fa l l .  Kal ispel happened to 
nH•et Nugget on the street. In 
everyday cos t u m e. free of the 
scant  and a l l uring at t i re of the 
dance h a l l .  she made a pretty, 
gra<cful figure . Ka l ispcl did not 
need to be asked twice to accom· 
pany her to Reed's store. As luck 
wou l d  have i t .  Leavi t t  and Sydney 
appeared coming down the street. 

"Look ! There's my secret ad
mirer w i t h  the Blair girl." said 
Nugget .  l a ughing. " K a l i spcl, do 
you know her?" 

"I've met her:· 
"She's lovely. What a damned 

shame i f  she's smck on that hypo
crite! ' '  

"N ugget ,  when we pass them I 
dare you to speak to h i m . "  

"Nct•cr t o o k  a d a r e  i n  my life. 
It might be a hu nch to her." 

Perhaps 20 paces distan t .  Syd
ney looked u p  to espy Ka l i spel 
and his companion.  Suddenly a 
blaz ing 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 reaction, 
which staggered Kalispel, he could 

not look a t  Leavitt. 
" H owdy, Rand," called Nug

get, sm i li ng. 
Th en the couples passed each 

other and Nugget turned to her 
compa nion . "Gosh. but he'll mur
der mel Did you see her blush? 
Why, Kal ispel. you're a$ white a$ 
a sheet ! "  

"Am I? W a l ,  J feel yellow." 
"Ashamed to be seen wilh me?" 
"Not on your li£el I was glad, 

an'  don't forget it.  Nugget, that's 
the girl who broke my heart." 

"You don't say! The Blair girt!" 
she whi spered exci ted ly. "Oh, 
K a l i spel.  she is lovely. You poor 
fel low! Now I undemand you and 
I like you better than ever. You're 
true to that proud girl, though she 
passes you scorn£ully on the street. 
And Lea\'itt, the skunk, parades 
along with her. doing the elegant 
-and after dark, late a t  night, 
slips i n  the back door to try to 
make lo\'e to me. I'll be darned if 
I don't tell her!" 

"Nugget,  that'd be d'oin' her a 
good wrn," replied Kal ispel hope· 
hi l ly. 

"Boy, i f  I know girls,  she didn't 
burn like a house afire for nothing 
when she recognized you. Kalispel, 
I'll bet she's in Jove with you . "  

"Aw, Nugget, d o n ' t  handle 
words so careless." 

' 'I ' ll  bet it," she went on vehe
mently. "Did she tuer love you?" 

"I reckon so. A l i ttle." 
"Then i t's a lot now. Nothing 

like jealousy to show a woman's 
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heart! She saw us-she thought 
you were sweet on the Jiulc blond 
dance-hall girl. She gne herscH 
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 
i t  pronto. And if  not. I can tell 
)'OU something that will make you 
kill him pronto." 

"Nugget!" cried Kalispel. 
"That"s all now. Here's t h e  

store. D o n ' t  gi\'e up, cowboy . Tell 
Dick I'll meet him tonight, right 
after supper." 

CHAPTER EtGHT 
"Strange Mixture" 

\LISPEL was scrap· 
ing and stretching 
an elk hide when 
his young friend. 
Dick Sloan. put in 
a n  appearance. 

"Howdy, Dick. 
You're not pannin' gold while the 
sun shines." 

"I don't care," replied the 
youth, Ringing 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 iL 

"Had a scrap with Nugget?" 
asked Kalispel. 

"';\iot exactly. But she-dished 
me:· rejoined Dick miserably. 

"Dished you? Wal, the fickle 
l i t t le  de,·il! She swore she liked 
\'OU ." ' 

"I thought so. too." 
"Did she meet you last night?" 
"Yes . .-\n' we wa l ked across the 

bridge. She was d i fferen t .  some· 
how. Sort of cold a n '  gloom y. 
\Vouldn't let me touch her. I 
smelled liquor on her. I ha te thet ,  
an·  I scolded her fierce.  She took 
it  so quiet I was sorry., Then she 
said, 'Dick, my boss says you in · 
terferc with my business. You take 
my time. An' you don't drink or 
gamble. There's nothin' in it  for 
the house. So I'll have to g ive up 
seeing you any more." 

"Wal. I'm damned! Doesn't 
sound like Nugge t . A n '  what"d 
you say to that, D ick?" 

" I  told her I'd dri n k  an'  gam
ble. l\·l y  claim is comin'  out fin e , 
Kalispel. You can ne\'er tel l about 
gold diggin "s. My neighbor . a n  old 
miner, says I ' l l  strike i t  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 n o  good, she pitched into 
me proper. Then I told her there 
wasn't any use-th.at I loved her 
an' wanted to marry her arf take 
her away {rom thet rotten dance 
hall." 
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"The de\ il you did? Cosh ! Dick, 

you are gone. A n '  how'd Nugget 
take that? ' '  

"Kind of shocked her,"  replied 
Sloan. "We were walkin' back a n '  
h a d  j u s t  g o t  t o  the bridge. She 
stopped to Jean on the r a i l .  Burst 
out cryi n '  I was plumb ncar cry· 
in' mysel f-she looked so forlorn 
an' pret t y  i n  the moon l ight .  B u t  
s h e  � o t  o v e r  i t  c ru ick an'  walked 
on. 'Thanks, Did, for askin'  me. 
I 'm sorry I c a n ' t . '  I asked her why 
she couldn' t  a n '  she told me she 
didn't care for me. A n '  I said sh e 
had cared at firsl .  She'd a d m i t t ed 
it, a n '  kissed me, too. I kept tug· 
gin' her a l l  the way back. Final ly  
she l a ughed sort of mock i n '  a n '  
sa id, 'You poor kid!  M c h b e  I 'm 
in ]o\·e with C l i ff Borden ! '  Then 
she leh me." 

' ' I 'm a son of a gu n ! "  ejacu lat ·  
cd Kalispe l .  

"Borden r u n s  the h a l l  where 
she da nces. doesn ' t  he?" went on 
Sloa n.  

"Yes.  An'  Rand Leav i t t  is his  
si lent  pardncr." 

"Do you think she told the 
truth? I can't believe i t ."  

"No. I should smile not ,"  de· 
dared K;tl ispel vchememly slam· 
m i ng his k n i fe down. "Nugget is  
as good an'  fine an'  clean as the 
gold she's  named for.  Aw, I don't  
care i f  she is a dance·hall girl .  
That's  her job, her misfortune. 
She- dished you, Dick, because you 
were serious a n '  she wamed to 
save you from trouble with Bot· 

den." 
"Kal ispel, I shore was serious." 
"Better forget her. boy. an'  �o 

back to your pannin'  gold." 
" B u t  t can't forget her, ' '  Dick 

protested miserahly. " I  Jove her! 
Pard, didn't \'OU ever feel thet 
way about a girl.  an' cou ldn't for
get her?" 

"Yes, I did. D ick. I dol" 
"Then you must understand, 

K a l ispel. 1 \·e got t o  figure a way. 
If ' l go to hit t i n '  the bottle an' 
buckin'  th('  tiger she'll S('e there's 
no help for me-an' be nice." 

" D ick, you'd be fool enough to 
do that," snapped Kalispel furi
ously. 

"�fy m i n d  is made u p  u n less you 
can do somethin'," answered Sloan 
simply. 

"Al l  righ t ,  I ' l l  make her see 
yon," decid_cd Kal ispel. goaded by 
his con nict ing emotions.  "Co back 
to work . An' I'll fetch Nugget to 
the bridge tonight if  I have to 
pack her. Right a fter supper." 

Sloa n lef t .  and K a l i�pcl return· 
ed to his  work. 8111  often his hand 
dropped ! iSllessly and his busy 
mind cogitated the strangeness o£ 
love. Kal ispel knew what yearn
ing for a girl's l ips meant.  But 
Sydney surely despised him now. 
She could not but believe that he 
was in lo\'e with the dance-hall 
girl. 

Perhaps such trend of thought 
had more t o  do with Kalispel's im· 
potent rage than poor Sloan's pre
dicament. A t  any rate, he worked 
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himself into one of his cool . red· 
less, dangerous states. and toward 
sunset he Jeh his cabin and paced 
swihly down the trail . 

As he passed Blair's cabin Syd
ney came out on the porch, with a 
pan or d ish in her hands. She wore 
a blue gingham apron. her sleeves 
were rolled to her elbows. and she 
looked bewi tching. Kal ispel was 
in a mood for anyth i ng. He would 
confront her, make her furious or 
sick or something, cost w h a t · i t  
might. 

Ka1ispcl went up on the porch 
to Sydney's amazcmcm. He had 
OC\'CT done that before. Hc'r violet 
eyes, suddenly di lat ing. appeared 
to search his {ace for signs of in· 
toxication. 

"lVhere's \'OUr dad?" asked 
Kalispel. ' 

"f don't know. He leh in a 
huff." 

"How arc things goin'?" 
"They could not be worse. But 

as Dad is out-please-·· 
"Please rustle. eh? Ump-umm. 

I'm hopin' you'll ask me to sup· 
per." 

She laughed contemplUously. 
"Yo� flatter yourself, Mr. Emcr· 
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 mi ne." 

" ' I s  Lcadtt com in "  O\"Cr tonight?" 
"·I :d l i k e  to l i e  to you. But he is 

not.  
"An"  you' l l  be a lone t i l l  ! :a te?"' 
' 'Yes." 
"I don't l ike it a b i t , "  declared 

K a l i spel forcibly. 
' 'l'ou don ' t !  As i f  i t  were any of  

,-our business," she returned,  a n d  
lga i n her mock ing l i t t l e  laugh 
scorned h im. 

"\Val. take y o u r  choice;· said 
K a l i spcl wi l i1 a ch i l l  i n  h i s  "oice. 
"Either vou let me come b;�ck here 
or I " l l  d�ag your father out of tha t 
gamblin" j o i n t  a n '  beat h i m  so 
he' l l be !:aid u p  for a spel l . "  

"You c a n n o t  m e a n  t h a t - t h a t  
l a s t . "  she protested. 

" I shore do.·· 
"You wou l d  hun Dad?"'  
"Hurt  h im? Isn't he hmtin' you 

more an' more? Isn' t he sl ippin" 
more every day?  I s n ' t  h e  le:avin "  
ym1 alone for t h i s  s l i ck-ton�ucd 
Lea,·i u  to-" 

"Yes.'' she i n t erposed h urried· 
ly. "But that  is no re;tson for vio
lence. Your kindness is m i sp laced . 
i\fr. Emerson. You arc not my 
champion." 

"Nm with )'OUr conse n t ,  I shore 
can see. But I am, anyhow." 

"You arc, in-in spitc of my 
scorn for you?" 

"In spite of that. I'"e had a rot· 
ten deal, Sydney. From l ife. from 
luck. from this l iar, Leavi t t-from 
you. But deep as i t  all has sunk 
into rite, I'm still a man. Ab' I'm 
goin' to raise hell around these 
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diggin's prcuy pronto ." 

"I decla re-you arc the most 
amar.in�-: person . I s im ply cannot 
underst a nd you ." 

"\Va l .  t h a t ' s  because rm simple 
an· honest.  A n '  you're deep an' 
dccci 1 fu l You're a woman.  \'ou 
don'1 play f:1 ir .  I ' l l  be goi n'.  �'lake 
your choice. Do I come back here 
or-" 

"Very well .  �·ou may come. I 
prefer even your presence to hav
ing m y  poor. m i sguided dad 
be:u en ." 

"Oh no. You can' t  say cutt in '  
1 h i ngs. Not a t  a l l !  . .  :\ 1 1  righ t . 
J ' l l  mme, u n l ess I can persuade 
your dad to," repl ied Ka l lspcl . and 
he lcapcc\ orr the st eps .l l ld strode 
away. '\s he reca l led t h:n last u n· 
f:u homahlt - l{:t7.e, his nerve� seem
ed 10 I [ H iver \Vhen she hated h i m  
m flag-r.t JH [ v  whv d i d  �he l o o k  at 
h i m  l i k e  t h a t ?  \\1h;�tever complex
ity ol  c·rnm ion ru!cd her. t h e  dlep 
on K a l i spcl only :ulcled 1n  his 
soml)er s t :ue.  

H(' wen t i n t o  t h e  Chinaman's 
l i t t l e  shop and passed some t i m e  

o v e r  a h i � c t d t  a nd a cup o£ roffce. 
Then at h a l f  ;�fter six o'clock he 
wended h i s  som ber way toward 
Borden's d;�nce hal l .  

The btl i ld ing occup ied consid· 
erable space, and as i t  was on l y 
onc story h igh . the d in ing-room . 
kitchen. and other rooms were on 
the ground floor. Ka ! ispel pre· 
sented himself at the door of the  
d in i ng-room. Half  a dozen young 
women were a t  supper, but Nug-

get was not with them. 
'"Evenin' .  gir ls. Where's that 

golden-headed Nugget?" 
"She just left t he table." re· 

plied one of them. "Down the 
ha l l . last room on the righ t. But 
she don't receive gen t lemen in  her . 
budwar." 

K;� l ispe ! thanked the girl ,  but 
made no other rep l y. He found the 
narrow, dark hal l ,  and a t length 
reached the end and knocked. 

"Who·s there?" the 
answer. 

" I t's me, Nugget-K a l i spel." 
The l i t t l e  door swung open to 

let him step into a small room, 
well l igh ted and furnished. 

"Howdy, cowboy," N ugget said 
gayl y . as she closed the door. Then 
as she observed h i m  more closely: 
" K ;t l ispel. what's wrong? Oh. you 
look-" 

He reached for her with power
ful hand and puiJed her close to 
peer down into the startled race. 

"For two bits I 'd wr ing your 
whi te  neck." 

"Why. Kal ispel l-you 're drunk!" 
she gasped . "\Vhat have I done?" 

"You've played fast an' loose 
with my pard." 

"Dick? I did not. I played 
square with him. Poor boy l He 
wan ted to marry me." 

"He's crazy about you." 
"Dick will  get over that." 
"I rec:kon not. He loves you. 

Nugget, don't lie to me. -You love 
this boy?" 

"1-1 like him terribly;· she 
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sobbed. "But I don't  want to-to 
get him into trou ble with these 
men." 

" He's ruined now. An'  we·,·e 
got to save him. Put some clothes 
on. I'm takin' you to meet him." 

"Fetch him here-to my room. · J'd keel O\'CT if-1 went with you . "  
As Kalispel released the � i r l  she 

sank on the bed. weak and white, 
her blue eyes fixed in tragic solem
n i ty. 

Kal ispel ran out into t h e  alley 
and had ahn�m reached the street 
when he remembered that such 
hasty procedure was perilous for 
a man with enemies. Resuming his 
habitual ''igilancc. h e  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 al l  right." 
In a \'Cry few minutes he arid Dick 

entered Nugget's room and closed 
the door. She had not rpo,•ed since 
Kalispel"s departure. But there 
had come a subtle change in her. 

"Nugget," began Sloan huskily. 
"Don't call me that. My name is 

Ruth,'' she replied as she slipped 
off the bed to confront him. 

"All right-R0 1h." 
They forgot Kalispel. They 

stood with glances locked, tense 
i n  that uncertain moment, search· 
ing each other's souls. It was the 
girl who swayed. Sloan caught her 
to his breast. 

"Ob, Dick! I do love-you [or 

wanting to-to marry me:· she 
whispered brokenly.  

"Darlin' .
.. 

there's only one way 
to sa,·e me 

"Don't-don't make mel' '  
" Kiss mel" he demanded. 
She flung her arms round his 

neck and pressed her lips to his. 
Kal ispcl saw the t ears stre:lming: 
from under her closed eyel ids. And 
then she was look ing u p  at  him.  
as beau tiful as any wom a n  cou l d  
be, transfigured. 

" Borden will be wild," she 
\\·h ispcred. 

"Does he own you? ' '  
" H e  thinks  he docs.  Kal ispcl 

will ha\'C t o  ki l l  him. And that-" 
"Enough . Say you will lcavr

this place." 
"Oh, if I on ly dared ! "  
"Say y o u  will! Or I 'l l  carry you 

out of here-t h i s  m i n ut e . "  
"Yes. 1-1 w i l l  com e." 
"Say you wil l  marry me!"  
" I f-noth ing-else w i l l  do."  
"Nug-Ru t h , darl in ' ,  you leave 

here tight now. Pack your things. 
I ' l l  help. You can have my tent .  
I t's quite  comfortable-board Roor 
an· a l l .  You can keep house £or 
me while I dig gold for you. I ' l l  
sleep a t  m y  neighbor's. An'  then 
the ''cry first parson who comes 
will marry us. I'll make m y  {or· 
tunc here. Then we'l l  go far away. 
You'll be m\' wife!" 

Kalispel s
'
tepped out  and so(tly 

closed the door. "By heaven, 
there's one good mark £or Kalis· 
pel !'' he whispered. 
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On the st reet he searched for 
Bla ir. Evcn t t l a l l y Kalispcl located 
him in  the most d isreputable g:.m
bling hdl in  the gold camp. He 
was a lre:tcly under the  i n fluence 
of drink and the elation of win· 
n i ng. Hlair w:ts a poor gambler for 
many reasom. but his chief fault 
was to lose h i s  head when fortune 
sm iled. 

Ka! ispel sun·eyed the room and 
then appro:t( "hcd the tabh: to Jean 
over and w h i sJ>er i n  Bla ir's car. 
"Come home soon as you start 
losin ' .  Hell to pay ! "  

"Huh?  Oh yes-al l  right-all 
righ t,"  returned B l a ir, slowly 
comprehendi ng. 

Kal ispel went out. "\Vou ldn't 
do for me t o  stay downtown to· 
night," he sol i loquized as he made 
his way t hrough the noisy t hrong. 
H e  was like a man t hat cou ld see 
in the dark and on all sides at 
once. The at mosphere of the gold 
towu scemetl charged with fa t a l i ty . · 

As Kalispcl leh town the moon 
came out above the bold black 
dome of Thu nder fl.·loumain. Its 
hue was orange and i t  had a weird, 
threatening aspect. The whole 
dark mass of the slope lay in 
shadow, loom ing as always. men· 
acing as always. wai t ing. And on 
the momen t a low hollow rumble 
pealed from subterranean depths. 

''Thunder an'  grumble, old 
man," muttered Kal ispel grimly. 
"You're not (oo) in'  me. You'll 
never bury me an' my gold." 

When he ascended the steps of 

the Blair porch Sydney was not i n  
sight. Ligh ting a cigarette. h e  
paced 10 and fro, heavily, s o  s h e  
would hear his  footfa lls T h e  door 
was open and a fa i n t  light shone 
in the far room. But she did not 
come out. H e  was abou r to call 
when he heard qu ick steps on the 
grou nd. H e  turned to see Sydney 
appear in the moon light,  com ing 
from the trail .  H i s  pulse leaped 
again.  Slowly she ascended to the 
porch, leaned against the post, 
pa n t i ng. He approached her. 

"Where you been?" he demand· 
ed. 

" I  followed you," she replied, 
and the low. rich voice shook. 

"Where?'' 
"Downtown. Never lost sigh t of 

you for a moment . "  
"\Val, I ' ll b e  dog-goned! Flat

terin', Sydncr-but I don't savvy." 
"You may call it flattering if 

you l i ke." 
"Where'd yon follow me?" 
"To Borden's dance hall." 
"i\n t hen what?' '  
"I  followed you in." 
"Sydney. what possessed you?

That jointl To go i11 i t ! "  
" I was possessed. yes, of several 

th ings-the only one of which 
need concern you is that I had a 
determinat ion 10 know." 

"Ah-huh. I'm some ftabbergast
ed. \Val?" 

"I went through to the dining· 
room," she conlinued hurriedly. 
"Those girls! I asked where Kal
ispcl 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 . 
") ran ont. On the way up the 

street I thought I'd make a good 
job of il. J went i n t o  all the-the 
gambl ing places and asked for my 
fatheL But he had not been seen 
in any one o( them tonight. Oh, 
I am so-so frigh tened.'' 

"\Val, you needn't be-about 
him, anywa)'. 1 found him in 
Flannigan's. He'll be home pron· 
to." 

She
· 
munnurcd something in re

lief. Kalispcl threw away his 
cigarette, in a slow, uncertain ges
ture which betrayed the conflict 
of his thoughts. 

"Miss Blair, your trailin' me 
'pears a powerful strange proceed
in'," he drawled. "What'd you do 
it for?'' 

· 

"I'd ne\'et tell you, but for the 
{act that I must clear myself of 
something brazen. When I met 
you on the street with that-that
with the girl called Nugget J was 
so distressed and shamed that I 
realized I had not utterly lost faith 
in you-that in my heart 1 still 
cared. Even your prompting her 
to speak. fam il iarly to Rand 
Leavitt-even after he said she was 
your sweetheart-even then 1 still 
£ought for you. Ob, i t  was hard to 
kill. J bad 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? '' 
" I t  told m e  what a fool I was. 

S t i l l  I had to find out for mysel f."' 
"An' you bel ieved I put Nugge t  

u p  t o  spea k i n '  i n t imate t o  Leav
i t t ?"  

"That was how h e  explained i t  
-:md I believed." 

"\Val, for once you were right," 
rep l ied Kalispel cold l y. " I  did put 
her u p  to i t . "' 

"How cont_empti bl e of  you ! "  she 
exclaimed hot ly. " H e  is a gentle
man. He is insul ted." 

"Ah-huh.  An' you arc perrcct ly 
shore Leaviu is too much a gentle
man-too far above us poor min
en-to have any i n terest i n  a girl 
m.e Nugget?" 

"Yes, I am. More than that-he 
is too fine and clean to come to 
me, if he had been wi t h h1•r-as 
you have rlcme." 

"An' whatever decent lcclin' 
you ever had for me is dead an' 
gone?" 

"Ye�. thank God. You are a 
strange mixture . of chivalry and 
baseness . Vou don ' t  know wha t 
honor means. You have no mor· 
als. You save me lrom a ruffian. 
You make Jove to me and pull me 
out o( 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 u p  the hardest job 
of :t i l ,  w pack meat down 10 these 
madmen who would starve bdore 
they'd gh•e u p  gold. And then all 
the t ime. no doubt, you were go
ing to-to the room or this N ng· 
get. And worst of a l l  you come to 
me w i t h her kisses on your l i ps-" 

I n  her denunciation Kalispel 
grasped the u ndercurrent-the be
traya l  of her jeal ousy. 

"Sydney, how do you know that  
Nugget is  not as good as the very 
gol d she's named £01·?" 

Sydney 1pspcd. "Do you im
agi ne I am mad.  t oo?" she cried 
incred u l ously. 

"Couldn' t  a ma n-cou l d n ' t  I go 
into Nugget's bedroom without 
having you th i nk someth i ng 
wrong?" 

"Nor· she replied violently. 
"Suppose I 10ld you she needed 

a brother an' I'd tried to be one? 
That she'd run off [rom home 
when only a kid . an'  drifted into 
this dance-ha l l  business to earn a 
livin'? Tha t someone had to save 
her [rom ruin-from dyin' or drink 
a n '  violence-from men like these 
bru t a l  mi ners-an' Borden-an' 
Lea11it1?" 

She laughed in mocking aston· 
ishment. ' 'I'd think you a monu
mental liar." 

"Wal, the funny thing is-I 
could prove it." 

"Kalispel, you lack a great deal ,  
a n d  o n e  thing is brains. Can't you 
see how-how cheap i t  is to inti
mate that Leavitt- Oh, I wouldn't · 

repeat i t !"  
"Shore I can see what I lack," 

he i-cjoined . in a storm of gather
ing wrath. "One thing is common 
sense. Another was to keep on Iov
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! "  

H e r  passion spent, s h e  backed 
away from him to the porch rail. 
H e  loomed over her, peering down 
into the white face. 

" A l l  the same, I can prove my 
i n n ocence," he went on. "I can 
prove i t  two ways." 

"How can you?" she whispered. 
"\Va l ,  I reckon this way suits

me-best," he replied hoarsely, 
and seized her i n  powerful, relent
Jess arms. 

Sydney struggled violently, but 
i n  a moment she was in such a 
vice-like clasp t h a t  she was unable 
to move. H e  bent to kiss her, but 
she twisted her face, 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 m e  go! You shall suffer-for 
this-'' 

Kal jspel 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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\\'hen 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 
bt'-vi l la in enough to do th:u-if 
J was the-l\·hat you call  me . .  -\ n' 
)'II never forgive you, Sydney 
Blair." 

Kal ispel wrestled h i mself erect, 
and at that juncture Blair came 
staggering and pant i ng up the 
steps. 

"\Val, old·timer, 1 see you're 
drunk again," remarked Ka l ispel . 
stepping forward. 

"That you-Emerson? No, I 'm 
not drunk. \\'here's Syd-?" 

"Here, Dad," cried the girl, ris· 
in� with her hands on the rai l .  
''Oh. you look so white ! ' '  

" Blair. where'd the blood come 
from?" queried Kalispel sharply. 
as he plll his 6nger to a dark 
splotch running down B l air's face. 

" 1  won all-their gold," pamed 
Blair heavily. "Stacks of it! And 
J was hurrying home with i t  al l
got beyond the camp-heard steps 
behind-men-three men-the'' h i t  
me-ran off w i t h  the gold." · 

"Ah-huh. \Val, this crack won't 
kill  you, but maybe i t ' l l  be a 
Jesson. Sydnt!y. better wash a n '  tie 
i t  up." 

"Dad, l knew i1 would happen," 
(altered Sydney. 

"Wal, I reckon some gun-play is 
just what I need," said Kalispel 
and slrodt' oft the porch. 

"Come back!" called the glfL 

Ka l ispel did not even tu rn  h is 
head. though her voice was l ike a 
dragging ,,·eight .  

"Oh ,  don ' t  go !  r.·nlispel!" 
He walked on. his formidable 

self aga in ,  om i nt o  the weird 
moonlight. 

CHAPTER N!:-<E 
Baiting the Trap 

�.,--:.- EPT E , I B E R  came 
r . with its frosty 

. !\ mornings and pur· 
� � - \ - ���s�taz�\ d i ����j ' ) � spent less t ime 

1 ' t hunt ing �ame on 
the heigh ts, though meat brou){ht 
almost as high a price as gold It 
had been inevitable that l ake 
would retrogress. After he lost 
hope or finding Sam's body or 
some due of h i s  ha\"in�; left the 
\'alit>�·. Jake seemed on the vt"rge 
or ruining all their  chances. Kal·  
ispel fina l ly in desperat ion con fid· 
ed in him, and that worked a 
J.,rrea t change in the despondent 
mi ner . H e  became amenable and 
wil l ingly set his hand to the task 
or accumu lat ing firewood for the 
\ri mer, no small need when the 
snow began to Hy. 

Events had mul t ip l ied. Kahspel 
did not watch for S)•dney on her 
porch any more, and when by ac· 
cident he happened to sec her, he 
suffered a wrench ing pang. Blair 
had been laid up with his i n j u ry, 
which bad induced fever, and Kal·  
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ispel thought that w;ts 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 bea\•ers to cle:m 
up as much as possible and get out 
before winter locked the valley. 

This had been added incent ive 
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 Kal ispel was not hunt ing, 
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. Kal ispel 
regarded that as something to ex
pect and told the messenger he 
would see the sheriff. 

A l i t t le later Masters approach
ed leisurely. Kal ispel had never 
.encountered the man a t  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 i t  ought to be. Kalispel's 
sharp eyes made sure he had 

another inside his  vest. 
' 'Howdy, youngster," he drawl

ed. with the accent of a Texan. 
"Shore am obliged to you for see
in' me." 

"Howdy, yourself," replied Kal
ispcl as he met the other's deep 
gray eyes. One glance at them and 
this man's l ined, quiet face told Kal
ispel that he did not have to do 
with another Lowrie. "You son of 
surprised me. A sheriff usually 
don't ask to call ." 

"\Val. 1 reckon he ought. to, i£ 
he happens to "'ant to see a 
roungster like you.'' 

"Ah-huh. That sounds friendly, 
Masters." 

"I'd like to be friendly with 
everybody heahaboots. I didn't 
\\'an t  the job, Kalispel. But since 
thet rock busted my laig 1 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 
got in.'' 

"Lowrie was their man, as you 
know, an' after you drove him out 
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ol town they moved to set up 
Haskell . Do you lnow him?" 

Ka l ispel grunted an affirm:Hive. 
"\Va l ,  my friends canvassed the 

diggin 's an'  got the jump on the 
oppos i t ion . So I was nomi n :ncd : u  
the mcct in ' ,  an' elected, as ron 
must have heahed if  you were 
there." 

"No, sorry to say 1 missed th:u. 
J 'd kind of enjoyed it." 

"Youngster, \\'hy'd you drive 
Lowrie out of camp?'' 

"\Vhat you want to know lor, 
Sheriff?" 

"\Val, I don't \\·a m  thet :t�p inst 
you. ' ' 

Thus impor1uned, K a l ispel told 
him in fu l l the details of his  en
tire association with Lowrie. 

".-o\n' you'd killed him if he'd 
hung on heah?" 

" 1  shore would. That job ol h is, 
tryin '  to arrest my friend, Dick 
Sloan, for no reason on eanh ex
cept that Sloan dragged the girl 
Nugget out of Borden's di\'e-that 
soured me for good an' al l  on Low
rie." 

"Wh;u'd you have to do witb 
Sloan's takin' up the girl?'' 

"I bad a lot to do wi th it .  Th ey 
Jo,·e each other. She's a good kid. 
An' Sloan means to marry her." 

"Wal. thet puu a different l ight 
on the matter. Youngster, I don't 
mind tellin' you I like you. I'm 
from Texas, an' thet oughta ex·. 
P.lain. You're in bad heah with 
most of the miners an' thought 
wal o( by the rest. I'm one o( the 

rest .  You an" me ought t o  pul l  to· 
get her." 

" B�- God! �le pu l l i n " with a 
sheriff. About as f u n ny as dea t h ! ' '  

"There a r e  sheriffs a n "  sheri ffs. 
I dmt "t  need to tell ,·ou thet Low
ric was a four-fl ush.  He cou ld n' t 
have lasted a day in Texas. Wal. 
outside of m y  likin'  you,  t h ere an· 
some good reasons why I 'd  h a t e  to 
d ash ,,· i t h  yon." 

" ' :'\bstcrs, I can name one my· 
self."" replied K a l ispe l hear t i ly .  " I 
just  don't wa n t to dash w i t h  yuu. 
Su ppose yon name some of your 
reasons." 

"Wa l ,  youngster, I ' l l  u:ll you 
one, :m '  i f  you stand for it we' l l  
shake o n  it . Then I ' l l  t e l l  y o u  the 
o t hers." 

"Shoot, Tex a s ! "  
"l'l·e seen twice  t h c  fromicr l i fe 

you have, a n ·  most ol  it spen t with 
a harder shoo t i n '  o u t fi t  1 h :m you 
e,·cr met up wi t h . \VIu-n I was rore 
age J rode for McNel l y  an· his 
Texas R angers. Later I t r:uncd 
with gun-fighters l ike  K i ng: Fisher, 
Wcss Hardin' .  a n '  o t h ers of thct 

. Texas ilk. \Val, the poi n t  of  all  
this is th et i f  you an'  me c lashed 
heah, I'd preuy shore heat you to 
a gun." 

"How do \'OU know?" 
"\Val, it ;lands to reason. An'  

besides, J seen )'OU 4raw on Selby." 
" M asters, you can bet I 'm not 

askin' to put i t  to a test. An" here's 
my hand on that." 

··An' heah's mine, youngster," 
drawled the Texan with sa tisfac· 
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"All right. I'm lucky for once. 
Now gi,·c me another reason for 
not wantin" to lay me out cold." 

" 1  don't like Le:n'i tt ." 
Kal ispel made one of his swift 

passionate gestures. "Ha! Go on. 
You're the most in terestin' sheriff 
I e,•er mct." 

"Wal, another is I don't 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 straw! 
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 ha,•e 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 i n  detail, hold
ing to absolute facts, the discovery 
of the valley, of the placer gold, 

of the quartz \'Cin, 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. Leaviu has jumped yore 
claim. But it's just as possible thet 
yore brother Sam was gone as i t  is 
thet he was heah." 

"That alone has kept me from 
dra\\'in'  on Leavitt." 

"\Val. it's aboot all  cleared up 
in my mind. Thet's the status o£ 
one Kalispel Emerson. How'd you 
come to fetch Blair an' his daugh· 
ter i n  heah? I heahed talk aboot 
thct too-no� 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. H e  busted into 
her room an'  1 threw him out. 
Wal, I got .acquainted with the 
Blairs. They jum ped a t  the idea 
o£ goin' with m e  to my gold pros· 
pect. So I fetched them-an' fell 
good an' deep i n  love with Sydney 
-the girl-on the way in. O n  get· 
tin' here I was so wild to find a 
stampede on, an' Leavitt holdin' 
our claim, that 1 busted loose. Shot 
Selback an' got drunk. When J 
came to, Leavitt had played up to 
the Blairs an' ruined m y  chance 
of winnin' back Sydney's confi.

' 

dence." 
"So thet's the story? Did the girl 

care fcir you?" 
"Yes, she did. 1 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 
<til his way now. She might be 
damn' tool enough to marry him 
-unlt>ss 1-" 

"\'ou've shore split on Leavitt," 
interposed 1\.·lasters. "Stands to 
yore credu thet you haven't bored 
him." 

"l'\'C shorr 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 i t 
001 .  Only we won't. I ' l l furnish 
you some b<�gs 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 
bandiu 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. i\·Iasters, 
I'm your man." 

''Good! I ' l l slip up beah after 
dark tonight. Suppose )'Ou point 
out the Blair cabin. I'll drop in 
on them." 

Kalispet did so, and experi· 
enced again that blade in his bean 
for Sydney was on. the porch. 

"There's Sydney now. She'll see 
you've been here." 

''Wal, I'll tell her I was maldn' 
a missionary coill on you, tsut all 
in vain . fhet you cussed me oat, 
swore you'd draw on me at sight, 

thet you are a discouraged boy 
goin' to hell." 

"Aw!" groaned Kal ispel. 
"Youngster. the way I'll say it 

ought to wring tears from thet 
girl.'' 

".-\ l l  right. An' say, Masters. 
while you're callin '  on people 
don't pass up Dick Sloan an' Nug
get. You'll lo\·e them, by gosh! In
quire down by the bridge, on the 
other side." 

Next day Kal ispel took Jake 
with him to the big high basin 
over the south slope and packed 
down the meat of two elk. A herd 
of several h11ndred had come into 
the basin, which evidently was 
their winter abode. 

"Jake, l got a great idee," an
nounced Kalispel. 

"Idees are great when they are 
great," replied Jake. 

"Soon :u i t  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 hea\'Y growth of 
firs. Meatmarket for the winter." 

Jake did not express any rap
ture over this very creditable 
plan; however, when Kal ispcl con· 
6ded the ruse MasterS had suggest
ed as a clever means to identify 
the bandits and possibly to Jearn 
something more, then Jake show
ed bow sparks could be struck 
from Oint. 

That afternoon Kalispcl stroll
ed down to Sloan's tent. Betore 
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he mounted the steps or the spa
cious. can,·as-topped dwelling he 
heard Dick's deep, pleasant \'oice 
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, i!'s Kal," cried a high 
treble voice. And Kalispel found 
himself being leaped upon and 

kissed by what appeared to be a 
lovely, l ittle,  rosy-faced, golden· 
haired boy in blue jeans. "Where 
have you been for so long? 

"Folks, I've been plonin' mur
der," replied Kalispel. 

"\Ve been hearin' things. 1 was 
goin' to hunt you up tonight. But 
thet new sheriff dropped in yester
day afternoon. He was darned nice 
to me an' Ruth, but h e  shook his 
buzzard head doubtful about 
y.ou." 

" Kal, we hated him for that," 
added Nugget. "Have they put 
him against you?" 

"Say-dog-gone! \'ou look just 
like peaches an'  cream," rejoined 
Kalispel. suddenly realizing the 
girl's wonderful improvement. Her 
face h.ad lost its pal lor; the hol
low cheeks had fil led 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, goshl-Why, now you're 
lovely!" 

"Not Nugget any more, not even 

to you. Rlllh." 
"All  right, then it's Ruth. Dog

gone! H J'd had a hunch you was 
goin'. to turn out happy an· beau
tiful l ike this, I'd shore grabbed 
you for mysel£." 

"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 see 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 tile truth about Rand 
Leaviu?" 

"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. H e  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 h e  tried being per

suasive. He wanted me back. 
Made me . extravagant offers. 
Seemed to Qe struck with the 
change i n  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 1 intended to marry D ick.. 
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He stamped ou t,  sayi ng he'd see 
me soon. Day before yesterd ay he 
came again.  He was different. He 
thre;uened me. I ca l led him C\'ery 
bad name I C\'CT heard and drove 
him oul. But I am ,,·orried, Kal is
pel." 

"l\'hat'll wt do?" queried Sloan 
a nxiously. 

"J reckon you better leave h to 
me," replied Ka l ispel . 

"Then I won 't worry," declar
ed Ruth. "This Thunder City is 
not t.he bloodiest camp I ever saw, 
by rar. But i!'s low-down and 
mean. I can't cope with these 
men . Neither can Dick. But )'Oil 
can, Kalispel. And I, who ha,·cn't 
prayed sinct' I was l i t t le ,  am thank
i ng God {or you. That's all . You 
talk with D ick wh i le I get sup
per." 

Kalispel went outside with 
Sloan, and they walked u p  and 
down. 

"Ruth saw through !\'lasters," 
said Sloan. " H e's not as unfriend· 
Jy toward you as he wants it to 
look." 

"Dick, that Texan is a inan to 
tie to. I shou ld smile he is not un· 
friendly. But you an' Nug-Rutb 
keep this to yourselves. Masters 
wants me to make a bluff at bein' 
drunk., an' go round flushed with 
gold-which he nak.ei:l me to-an' 
get some of these bandits to bold 
me up." 

"You don't say!" exclaimed 
Sloan. "Will you risk it?" 

"Shore looks good to me." 

"It'll hurt you w i t h  Sydney 
Blair." 

" I  cou ldn't be hun 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 goi n '  
to be the foolcdest g i r l  s o m e  day." 

"Kal,  you can't let her marry 
that cheat of a Leavitt," declared 
Sloan hotly. "E"en i f  )'OU didn't  
JO\·e her! Ruth told me. A n '  i f  I 
was a shootin'  man. bclie\'C me, 
I'd go after Leavi tt ."  

"Take care you don't  shoot off 
your ch in,' '  advised Kalispel.  
' 'Ruth knows too much an'  talks 
too much. She's got nerve. But 
Borden an' Lea,·iu have a 
strangle hold on this camp. They 
can ruin you. A n' i £  I kill them 
before 1 can show them up. two· 
thirds of the diggin's wil l  rise up 
to hang me. An' I ' l l  lOSt' my 
chance to find out i£  Leavi tt real· 
ly made 'way with Sam." 

"You bet he did," cracked o u t  
Dick. "Ruth t o l d  m e .  She swears 
it." 

"Hell  you say!" 
"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 il's a l i ttle ol what 

she heard an' a lot that she fel t ." 
"Wal, that wouldn't go far in a 

court, unless what she heard was 
important.'! 

"We take her word. I'll bet 
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Masters would, too. But nobody 
else wou ld take stock in what a 
dance-hal l  girl swore to. That's 
the weakness of the Case." 

Kal ispcl admitted it .  Leavitt 
had Boise mining men interested 
in the <JUartz lode. To get posses· 
sion of the property by force seem· 
ed impossible, and any other way 
began to loom as a forlorn hope. 
Kalispel divi ned that the day was 
not far distant when he wou ld 
abandon that hope. In this event 
all he wanted was a short meeting 
with Rand LcavitL 

That night K a lispel went on his 
pretended spree. He staggered in· 
to e''ery saloon on the street, 
smell ing of rum, invit ing all idlers 
to drink with him, yet contriving 
not to drink himself. Everywhere 
he displayed a big bag of gold 
nuggets. The invitations to gam· 
blc were as numerous as the 
gamblers. 

"Ump-umro. No time-gamble," 
h e  would reply. "Wanta drink
an' shoot thish town up. I'm bad 
hombre-J am-an' lookin' fer 
trouble. Gonna shoot daylights 
outa dansh-shall (ellar-an' lousy 
claim-jumper." 

He created a sensation every· 
where. Word fiew from lip to l ip:  
"Kal ispcl 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 th"e lights. 
Lastly he weaved £rom side to side 
up the center o/ the street, singing 
a range drinking song, and thus on 
outside ol town. Bu1 that night the 
ruse did not work, and he drriv· 
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 beh ind 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 l ike scales. The 
labor of climbing high, the smell 
of pine and fir, the i ntimacy o£ the 
old gray cliffs, the melancholy 
twittering of birds on their way 
south, and the low song of insects 
bewa i l i ng 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 letl 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 TES 
M ttrder 

-\TE ohot nigh< in 
the fitrul Hare of 
Ka l ispcrs camp fire. 
Blair appearC"tl l ike 
a man 1\'ho was 
a f raid ol bis shad
OI\'. He was sober, 

but appan·ntly laboring under 
great stre�s "Leav i t t and S�·dne�· 
-ha1•e been haranguing me. � l a de 
my l ife-hel l- la tely . I didn' t  want 
them to see  me coming here-so 
waited t�l l  dark.' '  

"It's l o n g  a f t e r  dark. old scou t," 
replied . Kalispel. scru t in i2 ing rhe 
other's hagv,ard lace. ' '\\1hat's on 
your chest?" 

''I'm a ru ined ma n ." 
"\Val, that 's  nothin' .  I'1•e been 

ruined a lot ol t imes. ' '  
"You'rt> young and you don't  

care a damn for anything or any
both." 

"Shore. But you can do like me. 
Get up an' go on!"  

" I  ca n 'L This gold diggi ng was 
all right for m e  when I had some 
resuhs and didn' t  work too hard. 
But that "s ll u ishcd. The gambling 
is worse. I'm a fool. I had twenty 
thousand dollars when we got 
here. All gone!" 

''\\'hew! twenty thousand? l\-fy 
gosh. man.  you hal"e drank an' 
gambled all that away?'' 

"No, not by any means. 1 
bought two claims, you know. 
Then 1 had ten thousand hidden 

i n  the c;tb in .  The rest \\"CIII for our 
l il"ing. ami my-" 

"\\'a l ,  t h;� ! 's di fferent ," imer· 
rupted K;� l ispel. ' 'You're not 
ruined i f  you '

\"e got ten t housand ." 
" I  h;�n•n ' t  got it. Stolen ou t of 

the  cabin! h was in a big lea t her 
w;�llc t ,  hidden in a chink between 
two logs, h igh up  where I thought 
nobody could loc;� t e  i t .  BLH some· 
body did. Sydney left the cahin 
open. She went downtown w i t h 
Le;n· in .  That was t h e  n iglu you 
got drunk and wen t raving around 
town." 

"Ye::th, I d id sort of slop O\'er," 
drawled K;�lispe!. "If Sydney went 
downt own I reckon she saw me." 

"Did she? Wel l ,  I guess she did. 
She q uarreled wi th  Le:tl' i l l .  and 
later \\ " i th me. 

"She was in a passion . I t  s t ruck 
me she was madder abou t your 
break than she w::ts a t  the loss of 
our money 

"Humph!' "  ejacu!Jted Kal ispel, 
i n  a quandary. " I  reckon you're 
barki n'  up the wrong tree. Blair." 

"1 always have done that," re· 
turned the older man plain t ively.  
"But 1 sti l l  h:t\'C ears. I can hear. 
And 1 heard Sydney lacing i t  into 
Leavitt about you. Eviden tl y he 
had befn bladguarding you, and 
she, like a woman, roasted him for 
i t  when it was true. Later she did 
the same to me. I haven't  any tact. 
I'm testy, anyway, these days. And 
when l said, 'If you cared so much 
about Kal, why i n  hell did you 
let him go to the dogs. 1 thought 
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she . was goi11g to Lear my hair 
out." 

"\Val, I'm a son·of-a-gunl" ex
claimed Kal ispel. 

"Sydney ended i t  by swearing 
she despised you-that if 1 ever 
spoke to you again she'd leave me 
-and that for her you were dead.'' 

Kalispcl sat mute. 
"But to come back to the 

money," went on Blair. "] didn't 
dare mention to Sydney that 1 
wouldn't put it be)'Ond Leavitt to 
steal. I haven't a leg to stand on, 
Kal. And J ought to be ashamed. 
All the s:nne, I'll be damned i f  I 
don't belie\'C he might ha\'e stolen 
it. No oue else has been there
at least indoors." 

"\·Val, there arc two more men 
in camp who'd back you up. Jake 
an' me," declared Kalispel. "But 
that's far-fetched, Blair." 

"Maybe. I 'm finding out a good 
deal. Leavitt 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 th.at 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 
i t 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 secrel . '; 

"Queer deal from- the start," 
muuered Kalispel. "But Leavitt 
is a deep !yin' hombre." 

"Why would he want it kept 
secret? That about the quartz vein 
failing in  solid granite is bound to 
leak out." 

"] reckon these minin' men are 
all close-mouthed. Maybe Leavitt 
has other irons in the fire here. 
For instance, he's a pardner o£ 
Borden in that saloon an' dance 
hall . ' ' 

"Well, it's .a sickening men. I 
have failed, my girl is drifting, 
and you have· gone back ro your 
old habits. You'll break out pres· 
ently and get shot or hanged. 
Then we won't have a friend." 

''Wal, you could count on Leav
itt," replied Kal ispel with a .sar
casm he was far from feeling. 

"l've {allen low enough \\'ith· 
out accepting charity from him." 

"Hell, man! He sold you wor'th· 
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 lil:.e 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." 

"M ore damnin' C\'idence." 
"Then-there's no redress,'' said 

Blair  whh 6nalily. 
"Nothi n '  but red blood," re

plied Kalispel. 
Blair got up to slink away, bent 

and plodding, l ike a man over
burdened. 

"Tell Sydney I ' l l  be droppi n' i n  
on you promo,"' called Ka!ispel.  
"An don't you be surprised a t  any· 
thin' " 

Blair went on mumbling to h i m
self. Then Kalispel set about m a k· 
ing h imself  as dishevelled and 
dru nken- look i ng as  was possible, 
in accordance with the part he 
had to act. H e  meant to make the 
beSl or i t  and thought that  i f  he 
did get  to see Sydney , i t  would be 
an ad\•cnture. 

The porch of the Blair cabin 
was dar}.; and the door was closed . 
Kalispel espied a crack of l ight 
and stumbled up the steps. pulling 
like a porpoise. and staggered to 
the door. 

"Ushed be-door round some· 
place," he grum b led . .-\her fum 
bling arolfnd 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. Kal ispel lunged 
in, pushing her aside. The room 
was bright with lamp and fire, 
very colorful and cosy. Blair sat 

staring in aston ish m em. 
" Howdce, Blair:· s:tid K a lispel, 

wiping his  n ose sheep ish ly. 
"Where is t h a t  lovely dotter of 
yours?" 

"She let you in," repl ied Hla ir, 
a nd sudden ly he averted his face 
to h ide a smile.  

' 'Ish that you, Syd?" asked Ka l is· 
pel wrning to the girl. 

"Get ou t of here," she ordered, 
anger, disgust, and sorrow ex
prcssil'C i n  face and \'Oice. 

"Jush wa n t a tell you-a i n ' t  gon· 
na drink n o  more- t u r n i n '  O\'er 
new leaf-an ' I'm comin'  back to 
you 

"You arc not." 
"Aw, Syd. be reasonable," h e  

begged . reaching f o r  h e r  with u n 
steady hands. She avoided h i m .  
" Y o u  usheU to be-turrible fond 
of me." 

"Yes, to my sh ame a n d  regret ," 
she retorted hotly. Yet he fasci nat· 
ed her. 

Suddenly Ka l ispe l ventured a 
drama t ic transformat ion.  "Say, 
gir l- t h is talk bunin' rou n d .  You 
ain't  Jeuitf this  fe l lar Leavi t t  
make up to you?" 

"That's none of your busmess, 
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 
i t t  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 �iris." exclaimed Kalispel-. 

' ' O h ,  you liar!  Get out !  I will  
not l isten to your insu l ting him 
in m y  own home." 

' 'I'm gonna k ill him!" hissed 
Kalispel.  

" M aybe you are," she returned 
bravely, though she shrank viSibly. 
" I  am not so scared about that as 
I was. You're preuy much of a 
blowhard. And i f  what I hear is 
true, you will be arrested before 
you can do this mischief." 

That stopped Kal ispcl. There 
was no scnsc in acting wi1h 1his 
girl. You had to stand for what 
you actu:�lly were or be made out 
a fool. l-Ie wiped his wet face and 
brushed up his dishevelled hair,  
and swiftly dropping his  role,  h e  
transfixed h e r  with a gaze no drunk
en man cou ld have ,managed. 

" M iss Blair," he said i n  a voice 
like a bel l,  making her a mocking 
bow. "I am shore indebted to a 
little trick to find out just what 
you think of me. An' I'l l  say that 
I'm as disappointed i n  you as you 
are in me. I though t you a won
derful fine girl, too wise to be 
made a fool of, too loyal to go back 
on your fri_cnds. But you're just 
ordinary, after all. You've been 
easy for this !yin' villain, Leavitt. 
It'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 h e  slapped her face, not 
brutally, nor yet gemly. She 
gasped and swayed back, her hand 
going to the red mark across check 
and mouth, and her eyes widen
ing wi1h horror, fury, and utter 
incredulous amazement. 

· 

Kalispel s1epped ou1,  slammi ng 
the door behind him. In all his 
l i fe he had never known such pas
sion as had just waved over him. 

"Oh, Daddy-he-he wasn't 
drunk!" Sydney cried wildly, in

· sidc the cabin. "He wasn't drunk! 
Yet he struck me. I don"t under
sland. There's something-wrong
terribly wrong! Oh, his eyes! He 
will kil l  Rand! He will . I saw 
thai.  Wha1 can I do?" 

"Daughter, i t  strikes me you 
can'1 do anythi ng," Kalispel heard 
Bla ir answer. "Least of all save 
that rotten Leavitt's l i fe.  Not from 
1his Kalispel boyl And I wouldn't 
raise my finger to avert i1." 

"Oh, it'd be awful-if they 
hanged h i m ! "  

Kalispel passed down the steps 
ou1 of hearing. What he  had 
heard blew out his passion like a 
storm wind does a candle, and he  
w e n t  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 
£or crude moccasins he had re
cently made. Passing by Blair's 
cabin, he  listened under the light· 
ed windows. Someone was moving 
abou1 within, but evidently the 
Blairs did not have company. 
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Kalispel decided upon a ,·en
tore he had long cogitated-and 
that was to track Lca,· in relent· 
lessly, l ike an Indian bent upon 
revenge. H e  knew that  there was 
always a guard on duty at  the 
quart7 mine, the shafted open ing 
oJ which was only a step !rom 
Leaviu's cabin I f  occasion re
q uired, K:d ispel could O\'Crpowcr 
the guard. but what he wanted 
was to an with caution until he 
would be rewarded by something 
to substantiate his suspicion t h a t  
Lea\•iu w a s  leaning toward a 
career like Henry Pl ummer, who, 
most notorious ol al l  prominem 
officials of a frontier m i ni ng town, 
had a l l  the time- been the leader 
of the most desperate and murder· 
ous band c'•er hanged on the [ron· 
tier. 

Kalispel made his ,,·ay across 
the bouldcr·strewn bench to the 
edge ol the bare slope. and step_ 
by step he proceeded u n t i l  stop· 
ped by a h igh barbed·win: fence 
which surrounded Lea\"itt's claim. 
Following the fence, he rounded 
the corner. H uge piles of boulders, 
cleared ofl the claim, afforded ain· 
pie 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. 

K.alispel sank. behind a boulder 

to listen and \l"atch and decide 
upon further anion. H e  could not 
distjnguish what was being said in·  
side t h a t  cabin. I t  would be neces· 
sary for him to get a posi t ion under 
the window. That seemed impos· 
siblc i n  \·iew o£ the fact that the 
guard pa trol led t h e  porch and the 
space i n  from of the claim. Kalis· 
pel watched for a long time,  dur· 
ing which the guard l eft the porch 
t\l"ice to pan between Ka l ispcl and 
the frnce. 

Wait ing u n t i l  t h e  guard passed 
a third time, Kal ispel crawled 
from his covert and wormed h is 
way across the open ground. He 
had just crossed the space when 
b\" one of the chances t h a t  rule 
e�·cnts the guard turned back. off 
the porch. Ka l i spel sank, silently 
na nening h imself to t h e  earth. 
The guard passed within 1 0  feet 
of \,·here K a l ispel lay and went on 
toward the end of his beat . Kal is· 
p�J gl ided to the cabin and a point 
under the lighted window. When 
he got beyond the outflaring ray 
or lamplight he catl l iousl y  rose to 
his  feet. 

" M ac," came i n  Lcal'llt's voace, 
"tell Leslie  to keep on ol the  
pOrch." 

Heavy footsteps followed this 
order. 

"Clifi, 1 don't like this man 
Masters. To hell with Texans, 
anyway," went on Leavitt, pound· 
ing a table with his list. 

Kal ispel quivered. Borden and 
Leavitt togethe� there in the cab· 
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in ! 

"Well, he 's after that damned 
meddl ing gun-slinger," replied 
Borden. 

" R a h l  How much is he aher 
him?" retorted Leavitt. "The in
fernal cowboy has got us all buf· 
!aloed. 1l was he who took Nug· 
get away. I ' l l  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 
someT hing 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 H you know when 
you're well off, you'l l do the 
same." · 

· "Helll Rand, the fact is I didn't 
know I was stuck on the 'girl. May
be I wasn't t i l l she left. But you 
should see her now. She's got your 
proud, dark-eyed beauty beaten to 
a frazzle. And J'm going tO get her 
back to the place." 

"Look here. It's not good busi
neu. 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 W'!Y. all 

right." 
"Risky. You've not a safe man 

to deal with, Borden. You might 
do away with Emerson without 
risk. But i f  you did the same by 
Sloan, it'd stir up the miners. 
They've stood for the holdups 
pretty reasonable. Plenty of gold 
dust. 1£ you go to ki l l ing 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 (or being 
blunt," returned the other hotly. 
"But you seem to be whole hog 
or none. 'I had a bunch you 
were head of this holdup gang 
and-" 

"Don't talk so loud, you fooll" 
rejoined Leavitt in a voice l i ke 
the clink of cold metal . "You've 
hinted that before. Don't do it 
again:' 
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"\\'ell, here arc the cards on the 
table," returned Borden insolent
ly. "You are preny smart, but you 
don't know it all. Your right-hand 
man, Charlie l\hrch. loosens up a 
bit in his cups. And he told Sadie" 
and Sadico told me." 

There followed a pregnant si· 
lence. Kalispel heard the soh tap
ping of pencil or some hard in· 
strument on the table inside 

"What?" asked Le:l,·iu coolly. 
"That your quai-tz \'ein was 

[done. That you're sore because 
your parmen got most of the gold 
dug. That talk of a hundred-ton 
stamp mill was a blull. That )'OU 
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 unsafe stan 
for me. I'm sorry. because there's 
plenty of placer gold yet, and no 
doubt more quartz veins to be 
opened." 

"Thanks," returned Borden 
gruffiy. 

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 uood 
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 Maners. Lay of£ Nugget. 
Keep out of Emerson's way." 

"Suppose I won't take your ad· 

vice! '' 
"Then we split.  Amicably, ol 

course. You can pay me what you 
think square for my interest in 
your place." 

''All righ t, I'll think it over," 
concluded Borden, and stam ped 
out . Kalispel heard his heavy 
boots crunching the gravel. Then 
came the scrape of Leavitt's chair 
and the measured tread of a man 
locked in thought. This con t i nued 
until the cabin was entered by 
the man who had gone out to sec 
the guard. 

"Mac, shut the . door," ordered 
Leaviu suddenly. 

"Boss, what's up?" inqu ired the 
other complying with the order. 

"March has been gabbing." 
"You don't-sa y ! "  gasped Mac 

in a sibilam whisper. 
"1  always distrusted Charlie 

where a combination ol 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 righ t. 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! S�vvy? Everybody knows 
he's my right-hand man." 

"] savvy. boss. Not a bad idee," 
replied the other in a hoar�e whis· 
per, and he left the room and 
cabin with no uncertain steps. 

Kalispel leaned sweating and 
shaking agamst. the cabin wall. 
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He had the thing in a nutshell. Kalispcl mingled with the crowd 
and was not long in discerning 
the quali ty of its temper. 

How raw and simple, after al i i  
He battled again with a tempta· 
tion to hold up Leavitt and take 
him down to Masters. Suddenly it 
occurred to him to intercept Lca
vin'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 at tempt. 

When i t  came to gett ing away 
unseen. however, Kalispel encoun· 
tered difliculty. The guard hung 
close to the cabin. And another, 
who came to relieve him, offered 
no opportunity unti l 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 ltad 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." 

"Men, thet's carryin' this hold
up g:•me too far," said one. 

"First shootin', an' ought to be 
"the last," replied another. 

"Hell, i f this keeps on i t 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." 

"Marchi That'll shore make 
Lcavitl hoppin' mad." 

"Reckon he didn' know thet 
!\'larch was hell on l ikker an' wirit-
men 

Masters, mo,•ing into the less 
crowded street, cncoumered Kal· 
ispel. "Howdy thar, cowboy," he 
called in a voice markedly louder 
than his usual drawl. "\Vas 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 d�mbfounded. 
"Wal, Sheriff," he retorted bit· 
ingly, "When I am around 
such-usually the right man gets 
Jhot." 
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CHAI>TER [LEVEN 
Leavitt's Cache 

l i E  crisp cool weath
er gave place to a 

D 

warm threatening 
�pell that accord
mg to Jake would 
end sooner or later 
i n  the equi noctial  

storm�. The wholesale kil l ing of 
elk for meat storage was not  ad
\'isable unti l  frost came aga i n .  

Discouraged and defeated gold 
seekers took ad\·antage o f  the m i l d  
d a y s  to leave t h e  valley. The w i n d 
ing t r a i l  w a s  n o w  seldom vacant 
of pack animals and plodding 
men leaving without regret the El 
Dorado that had not gliuered for 
them. 

KaHspel noted, however, that 
none of the parasites le£t the val
ley. They would stay on,  i n tensi
fying their Jeechlike endeavors 
upon the d i m i n ishing !Iuong of 
m iners. The next phase o£ Thun
der City, therefore, could be ex· 
pected to i n crease the activity of 
those who preyed upon the dig· 
gers. 

Blair made i t  known to Kalis· 
pel that h e  had tried in \'ain to 
sell his claims back to Leavittr for 
merely enough to hire some 
freighter to pack ' h i m  and Sydney 
out of the valley. 

Kalispel made no comment. 
"How are you fixed {or sup· 

pl ies?" asked Blair as ! I  forced. 
"Can let you have flour, bacon, 

coffee. sah, some t inned fru i t ,  but  
no sugar," repl ied Kal ispel . 

"Help me pack it down to my 
ca bin .  There' l l  be hell ." went on 
B!air despera tely.  "I swore I 'd 
stan·e before I'd cat any food that 
came through Leavitt .  And Syd· 
new swears she'll leave me i f  I get 
any from you." 

":\h-huh .  Where would she go?" 
"Once she said she'd go to Lea

\'i t l .  And again that she'd become 
a d;ancc:•·hall  girl ." 

"Bluff. Let's  call her." 
Where,\· i th they packed the sup· 

pl ies down to Blair's ca bin .  Syd· 
ney stood si lent  u pon the porch 
wa1ching them carry in the goods. 
She had grown th in ner, her bloom 
had faded, and her large eyes were 
all the more wonderful for their 
tragic pride and scorn. Kal ispel 
fel t  his heart soften. I f  she had 
real ly  loved him. only a l inle,  he 
could ha\·e forgi\·en her incom
prehensible affair with Leavit t .  

"Srdney, do you want t o  leave 
here?" h e  asked abruptly, as al·  
ways carried away by her pres· 
ence. 

"Yes." 
''I'll get some money some

\\'here." 
"Somewhere!" she echoed scorn· 

fully." 
"By gamblin'  or borrowin' 

from Nugget or even holdin' up a 
miner," replied Kal ispel, driven 
to strengthen her miserable esti · 
mate of him.  

She gazed a1  h i m  i n  horror and 
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wonder. Her woman's inw ition 
detected some insincerity about 
him, something baffiii1g 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 migh t lie to tease you or 
keep you from bein' hurt, but I 
wou ldn'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 I 

shall. That will end this farce. 
Brutal as you are, you could hard
ly murder him in my arms." 

"I'll come-1'11 be here," whis
pered Kalispel, spent and shaking. 
"An' i f  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 
rested. 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 warm 
Nighthawks swept overhead utte1 
ing melancholy cries; a lvoll 
mourned from the heights: and 
the stream murmured on as if 
weary of its endless task. 

After a time, Kalispel's sensi
tive car caught the beat of rapid 
footsteps coming along the trail. 
They sounded like the steps of a 
formidable man who would be 
h.ard 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 I 

"Hello, Sydney," called Leavitt 
in a low, eager voice as h e  knocked 
at the open door. 

"Rand! There you are. Late 
again!" replied Sydney. "It is 
after eight." 

Kalispel gaped i n  amazement. 
Sydney's reply did not seem natur
al. But, he corrected, what did he 
know about the many sides of a 
woman? 

'Tm-sorry,'' replied Leavitt, 
breathing fast. ''I took time while 
my man was away a t  supper-to 
hide some more gold. ·You see, I'm 
growing stingy. I want a Jot of 
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�old lor  you to help me spend.'' 
'iyd ne� laughed-:� curious lit· 

tk laugh withou t minh. "Don't 
comr tn. I t 's cool ou uide- Nnw, 
Rand! I get so tired n:sist i ng rour 
ad\'aOCt's.' '  

.;\itop then! You'll ne\'er ha\'e 
.any peace un t i l  you do," he re
sponded with the ardor of a lo\·er. 

Kal ispel saw the upper pan ol 
1heir forms silhoucued black 
against the frame of ) ellow l igh t 
of the doorway. Lea\· i t t  had his 
arm around her waisl .  The} 
walked ou t ol the llart> and pn:s· 
ently appeared at the porch rail. 
side by side, their faces indist i nct 
in the gloom. 

"You are alwa)'S talking about 
gold," she said. "If I were ever to 
-10 care for you, I 'd  be jea l ous ol 
your gold .'' 

"E\'Crl Don't you care no"•?" 
'Tm afraid not-in the way rou 

want. Speaki ng of gold , Father 
said you oiJered t o  lend him some 
today." 

"Yes. He refused it. Your dad 
has changed toward me in some 
unaccountable way. 1 " 1 1  have to 
buy back his claims to he!p him. 
And I "ll be glad to do it .  1 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?" 

"] hide mme under the Ooor 
oi my cabin.  A K'Ction ol log slips 

out-it fits  so - perfectly that i t 
could ne,·cr be detected. Under· 
neath there's a sp<�ce hollowed out 
in  the base log . There! I have trust
ed y��l. The only person I would 
trust 

"Take care I don' t  steal your 
riches, sir," she retoncd. Then in 
a gra\'e ,·oice: "father though t he 
h;id a safe h id i ng place for his 
money. Bm he wou ld soon ha,·e 
gambled it away. " 

"Emerson s t o l e  that money," de· 
dared Lea\' i t t . 

"So you ha"e said Udore. 1 
should imagi ne i t  wou ld be em· 
barrassing to tell  lnm Why do 
you think he took it?" 

"Well. he has been seen with 
considerable gold lately .  h is  
known he seldom pans for go l d. 
And it is h i n ted that he is one o£ 
the bandits who are taking toll o£ 
us miners, more and more." 

"Beuer safeguard y9ur own, 
then ." 

" I  seldom leave my cabin ,  ex
cept to come here. Then 1 have 
guards who patrol my claim I'm 
more afraid of a landslide than 
robbery." 

"Rand, are you nor alrard o( 
Kalispel Emerson?" she asked. 

"No. But why should I risk gun· 
play wilh a notorious cowboy?" he 
replied somewhat coldly " I 'm 
surprised that you ask." 

"Father said you and . Borden 
were dealh ly afraid ol the fellow." 

"That is not true. of me, at 
least. He has threatened me, J 
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know. B u t  t h ere's nothing for me 
to gain by lighting Emerson, and 
everything to lose-you!" 

"But how about your '¥estern 
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 affairs, with a future. Kalispel 
Emerson is a wild cowpuncher, a 
drinking gamester, a bully, proud 
of his gun record-and i £  h e  does
n't get shot he'll hang." 

"I understand. But still there 
it is-the man-to-man thing." 

"Sydney, you coul d  not possibly 
want me to meet this gunman in 
a street light?" 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 arc 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-1 do," she re· 
turned faintly. "I'm afraid you 
fascinate me. But you should 
wait- Ohl" 

H e  had kissed her.  Kalispel's 
ean 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 sid.e, where he 
headed for the open bench. 

''Take your medicine, Kat," 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 Rashed 
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 
i n  the shadows? Was it just worn· 
an's deviltry? Whatever it was, 
Kalispel responded to it without 
doubt or hesitation. 

H e  ran across the bench to the 
slope. He glided along that to the 
fence which inclosed Leavitt's 
claim. There h e  rested, regaining 
his breath, listening, peering (or 
the guard. There was no sound, no 
moving objeCt. · He slipped among 
the boulders and st�althily 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 fonn appeared. It  grew 
blacker, took. the shape of a man. 
He pasSed by close to the fence. 
When h e  was out of sight, Kalispel 
crossed the open space and hid be
hind the corner of the fence. He 
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d r e w  his g u n  and k n e w  his course 
of action. I f  he bungled, h e  would 
ha\'e to ki l l  the guard; this he did 
not want to do u n l ess com pelled. 

Presen t l y  the guard re t urned.  
H e  passed the corner scarcely a 
yard away. Ka lispel took one qu ick 
step and struck the man a hard 
blow on the head with the butt  of :his  hea\'Y gun. The fe l low dropped 

!l ike a log. his  rifle clauering t o  the 
ground. Kal ispel knelt and rolled 
him o\'er on his back, i n t ending 
to bind his  mouth and hands.  But 
he had no scarf, and Kal ispcl did 
not want to lea\'e a clue by using 
his own. R is ing. h e  ran to the 
porch . leaped u p  to try the door. 
Barred! Listening a moment more, 
h e  sheathed his gun and hurried 
round to the window. It took but 
a moment to force i t  and climb in· 
to the cabin. 

H e  t urned u p  the lamp and cast 
a swift, keen gaze round the room, 
scrutinizing the lowest log of the 
wal l .  I n  several places that log 
was h idden I>\· bed, bench. chest, 
table Kalispei dragged aw:•y the 
bed and felt w i t h  scrupulous care, 
searching for a joint .  H e  did this 
all  arou nd that  side and then the 
other. Each log ran the whole 
length of the wall .  Behind Lea\'· 
itt's table and u nder a canvas cur· 
tain where he h u ng his clothes 
Kalispel fou nd what he was seek· ing. 

His sharp fingernail� hal ted at 
a smooth, scarcely perceptible 
joint. About lour feet to the left 

of it h e  found :.not her. With pow· 
erful hands he pressed the section 
of log. which slid out upon the 
floor, disclosing a dark hollow in 
the base log benea t h .  

T h e n  as Ka l ispel bent over. t h e  
firs t  object wi th wh ich  h is eager 
hand came in  contact was a large, 
long. leather wallet .  It felt ful l  o£ 
money. Kalispl'l cou ld h:we yel led 
his  glee. Blair's wal let !  

The wallet  was too large for 
Kal ispel 's pocket . I t  rook l.nu a 
moment for h i m  to sn:uch a blan
ket  from the bed. This he spread 
beside the aperture in the log and 
dropped the wallet u pon it. Then 
he i i hed out bag a her bag of gold 
of various sizes-some canvas. but 
mostly bucksk in .  H e  did not de· 
sist unt i l  he had a pi le of them 
th at would have fil led a bushel 

" basket . Next he twisted the ends 
of the blanket and carried i t  to 
the  window. H e  peered out. All 
quiet! I t  took all  his  strength to 
lower the heavy load down to the 
ground. Then he leaped out.  

When he· swung th:u improvised 
pack over his  shoulder he calcu
l a ted there was in excess of 1 00 
pound� of gold in it. H e  wan ted 
to make the welkin ring with his  
tr iumph.  But never had he been 
more \'igi lanL H e  stepped out tO 
the hard tra i l .  The guard lay 
where he had fallen. K;alispel 
passed him and gained the 
boulders. Sheering to the Jell, he 
soon reached t h e  base of the slope. 

Only then did h e  relax to exult 
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and rel'cl. H e  had done it. He had 
reco"cred B b ir's money and he 
had taken what righ t fully belong· 
ed t o  Sam Emerson. 

"Gosh ! ' '  whispered Kalispel 
hal t ing t o  rest his burden on a 
convenient boulder. "Even if we'd 
ne\•er made this strike, I'd have 
turned robber once, just  t o  get 
even w i t h  this two-b it thief." 

or a l l  the considerable feats 
Kal ispcl had ever achieved, this 
one gave him the most exu l t a t ion. 
He was safe.  l-Ie could never be ap
prehended. And nothing was an}' 
surer than that he could hide ami 
keep this  gold, which. added to 
what he had hidden, would make 
a fortune. l-Ie toiled on i n  short 
stages, cardul each time to listen, 
to peer ahead. t o  make certain of 
his di�ection and safety. At last he 
reached his  cabin, hot and wet, 
with bursting veins and throbbing 
heart, exhausted from over-excite
ment and exertion, but full of a 
satisfaction that made up for the 
loss of Sydney Blair. 

When he got ready he would re
turn her father's money to him 
with a few caustic words to Sydney 
anent where he had found it .  And 
possibly some o£ 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 l i fe, and also Nugget 
and Sloan, and lastly h imself. 
Somehow thought of the ranch, 
certain to be his if  he l ived, did 
not rouse the old joy. 

Kal ispel, al l  the while with 
whirling. thoughu, 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 o£ this to burn the 
blanket. 

" I  reckon my high-minded Syd
ney would figtire me out a thief," 
he sol i loquized. "But why did she 
persuade him to tell where the 
gold was hidden, when she knew 
I was there?" 

H e  went to bed \Vithout disturb
ing Jake, ;,,•ho slept like a log, and 
he lay there wide-e)'ed until  the 
gray dawn. 

That day Kalispel remained in 
camp, restless and watch£ul, work
ing at small tasks, expecting any 
moment a posse o£ m iners with 
Leavitt  at  their  head.  His  loaded 
Winchester leaned aga inst the 
door of the cabin, and he had ;m 
extra gun i n  his belt. 

But afternoon 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 
o£ the gold had not been disco,•er
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 
assau1ted, and then i n  the imerest 
of sel£ preservation he had chosen 
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to keep his m o u t h  s h u t .  Kal ispel 
reAccted that hr had left Leavitt's 
roOm as ht!' had found i t  except 
Cor the purloining of the blanket .  
This loss. too,  might not ha,•e 
been noticed. 

"Dog-goner· ·  ejacu lated Kal ispel, 
rubbing his hands i n  glee. "1\Iy 
luck has changed. I ' l l  play i t  to 
the limit." 

About mida hernoon Kalispcl.  
\\'3lching, saw Rand Lea,· i t t  rise 
to make h i s  departure. Ei ther he 
wanted Sydney to accompanr him 
dowmown or she wanted h i m  to 
stay there. In  any C\'Cnt ,  they idled 
some momen t s  a t  the head of  the 
steps. in plain ''iew of Kal ispel
which was assuredly known to 
both-and a 1  length Lea\' i l l  left. 
Kalispcl watched him take the 
trai l  to town instead of the one 
across the bench toward h i s  cab i n .  

Jake h a d  keener observation 
than Kalispel had credited him 
wilh. "Brother, you're on edge to· 
day like a sliff w i re in a cold 
wind," remarked Jake. "When 
are you goin' to kill him?" 

"Him!  Say, Jake, are you dolly? 
\\'hat 's eatin' you?" 

"Nothin', l been watchi n "  you 
watchin'  Leavitt down t here spark· 
in' yore girL An' I wouldn 't gh•t' 
two bits for his life." 

"Helll Am I that easy? \Val, 
Jake, jealousy is preuy 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 q ueer me with 
Sydney, but I reckon I was most 
to  blame. I was responsible £or 
bl" ingin"  the B!:Jirs here. It has 
bet'n ruin £or them. Blair  has gone 
to  the bad a n '-" 

"Hey! " "  i n terrupted Jake. "Who's 
thet �oi n '  u p  on Bla ir's steps?'" 

K a l ispel wheeled and looked. A 
s l igh t-st:uured boy in blue jeans 
had just  moun ted to B l a ir's porch. 
But when the sun caught a g l i n t  
o£ golden hair .  K a l ispel real ized 
with a start that the boy was not 
a boy. 

" ?\ uggc t !  Wal, I ' l l  be damned!  
She swore she'd do i t , "  ejacul:it
ed Kal ispcl. 

"Do it?  What? An' wh o's N u g
get?" 

"She's D ick Sloan's girl.  an' she's 
caBin' on Sydney B l a i r. Struck m e  
runm·, t h a t ' s  a l l . "  

"LOu o[ fllll!l)' t h i ngs happen· 
iu' .  Kal ,  do you know thet they're 
hintin' you could tel l  a lot  about 
these holdups?" 

"Could 17 M y  God, man, be· 
l ieve me I could-an' I wil l when 

l'm ready," cried Kalispel .  
Kalispel riveted h i s  gaze upon 

the Blair home. Nugget did not 
come out.  The minu tes dragged. 
She was making a lengthy call.  
Somehow Kalispel's sympathy was 
with Nugget, and,  strangely, for 
the balance o£ the endless hour 
that the girl stayed there,  Kal is· 
pel's thought was o£ her, not Syd· 
ney. 

Finally she came out, to trip 
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down t h e  steps. to  nm graceful l y  
a w a y ,  her ha ir  sh in ing in  t h e  sun
light.  She d id  not  take to t h e  trai l ,  
but sh(·crcd ofT 10 disa ppear among 
the tents along the stream. 

Scarcely had she gone out of 
sight when Sydney appeared on 
her porch . hesi t a t i ngly  ad\•anced 
to the rail and c l u ng to  it  as H for 
suppor t .  For a rnorncnt she ap
peared bowed and shaken. Then 
she raised her head tO gaze toward 
Kalispcl 's c:�bi n .  � 

She saw h i m  s i t t i ng on his 
bench bdore t h e  door.  She waved 
her sc:1 r£. dropped i t  a moment, 
then waved aga i n .  Next she beck
oned for Kal ispcl to come. and 
her action was urgent, a ppea l i ng. 

"Ump-umm, lady! Not me," 
Kalispel was mullcring. " Not 
after las! night !  You can walk on 
me-an· .�pit  on me-an' insuh me 
scandalous, but when you gave 
that hombre what I yearned for 
an·  never had-1 was through!"  

Sydney edged along the  rai l .  
Plainly  she vJas  gathering courage 
or strength to come to him. When 
she go1 as far as the porch post 
she clung to that and watched 
him, her posture and deme<�nor 
most expressive of trouble and 
weakness. A t  length she gave up 
and went into the cabin.  

Kal ispcl gazed around i n  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. :\nd for a moment longer a 
m:tl'\'elous color bathed the {ring· 
ed peaks. Then i t  faded, and that 
fading of the exquisite glow ap
pe<�red 1 0  resemble what had hap
pened in  Kal ispcl's heart. 

That Sydney should wave to 
him, beckon for him, almost hold 
0111  her arms! That was as incred
ible as his strange callousness to 
her entreaty. Too l<�tcl He un
derstood that. Not that she had 
f;• i led him so often but that she 
had lightly gi"cn what he  had re
garded sacred! 

Twilight fel l and dusk mantled 
the val ley floor. Jake called him 
to  supper. Kalispel went in, shak
ing h imself as i f  to throw off fet
ters. He ate without his usual 
gust_o. Jake talked bu1 Kalispel 
scarcel y  heard. Then came a tim
id knod on the cabin door. 

Kal ispcl stared at  the door. 
Another knock, fai nter, brought 
him to 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," h e  said, and as she 
entered he indicated Jake, · who 
stood s1aring as if a t  an appari
tion. "My brother Jake-Miss 
Blair." 

"Glad to meet you, miss," re
plied Jake. 

Sydney bowed. Then her wide 
dark eyes traveled back to Kalis· 
pel. "I must see you alone. 

"Jake, will you leave us?" �id 
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Kalispel tensely. Jake went out.  
Kal ispcl wrnrcl up the lamp to  in· 
crease the l ighL "Sydney, you look 
shaky .  Please si t down:· 

She made no move to take the 
chair he offered. "Why did you 
not - come?'' 

''Do rou nctd to ask that? .. 

"You saw me wa,·c and beckon 
and - hold out ffi} hands w \ OU 
l ike a drowning woman?" 

"Yes, I saw you. An'  I reckoned 
I'd spare you some pain-an· my· 
sel l hell,  i f  I didn't go: · 

"Then \'OU were t here last 
n igh t ! "  Sink ing on dte couch. she 
co,·cred her £ace with her hands. 
"I couldn't  tell .  Oh,  I was mad!" 

"Shore you were m ad ,'' he 
agreed . "Yes, I was there-an' 
when he kissed you somcthin'  in 
me cracked. I sneaked awa\' then."  

"Thou-was noth ing; · she whis
pered.  re\'ca l i ng her shamed face. 
"H e pu l led me back to the ham
mock-made violent lol'e to me. 
I forgot you. I-1 though t 1 was in 
love with him. And I promised
to-marry him:· 

Ka l ispel 's laugh was not harsh. 
but she Hinched at it .  "Ah-huh. 
An' after Nugget got through with 
you, Mr. Lea\'itt didn't rate such a 
good barga in , eh?" 

H umblv she shook her head. "1 
loathe h itlt ! "  
. "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 1Ws6-they probably go ter-

riblc aga inst  t h e  f!"l'a i n  for so 
proud a girl  :1.s �-ou .  Bu t  there's no 
harm done. A n '  if yon despise h im 
-wll\', t h a t  ends i 1 . "  

" E
.
nds i t ,  yes .  But  not my 

sh ame." 
"Th :: u  \\' i l l  wear awar, SychtC)'. 

I reckon you fell t h e  s:tme when 
I mau led a n · kissed you so scanda
lous." 

"�o. I was f u r ious. but not 
ash:nned." 

"\\'a] ,  noth in '  much c a n  be done 
about i t .  An' 110111 you W<!lll me to 
k i l l Leavi t t : "  

" O h  n o ,  K a l ispel . no!" she cried. 
"I don 't care wha t h e  has done
wh:u h e  is. Bm i t 'd be horr i b le 
to ki l l  him . .-\n · \ O LL cannot  for
e,·er escape yoursci r r ·  

"H umph � You'd care ,. h e l l  of a 
lot ,  wou ld n' t rou?'' 

"Yes, I wou ld care," she replied 
ste;�d i ly . with u n f:nhomable eyes 
on his. 

"\Val ,  that  doesn ' t matter at  a l l . 
Ever since I first saw Lea v i t t  a n '  
read in his  eyes  that h e · d  done 
a war with my brother. I 've intend
ed to k i l l  h i m .  A n '  I ' m  goi n '  to do 
it!" 

" 'Vengeance i s  m i ne,· saith the 
Lord. ' I  w i l l  repa �·: " she q uoted 
solemnly. 

"Beautiful words, Sydney. But 
they don't go out here. What did 
Nugget tell you?" 

With a little cry of d istress, Syd· 
ney · agai n  covered her face. 

" "Never mind. il  it hurts,'' he 
added, relenting. "1 reckon 1 can 
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guess." 
"I wi// t c l l  you," she cried. poign· 

andy. "if i t  k i l l s  me. She c:une. 
She (tood i n  the door. She said, ' J  
w:uu 1 0  t e l l  you som cth i ng. '-:\ n cl  
I askccl h o w  she d:.rcd ;uldrcss me . 
'I 'm �orry you"rc l i ke th:u ; sht 
said . Tm wondering where K a l i s· 
pel w i l l  get ofi . '  I was amazed a t  
h e r .  She s t ood there w h i t e  and 
cool,  w i t h  t he S\\'eetes t  face, t he 
bluest eyes- t he very preu iest girl  
I e\'er saw. Then she came i n  and 
shut t he door. 

" 'You've given Kal Emerson a 
rouen dea l , '  she went on. ' A n d  
I'm here to cal l  r o u  f o r  i L  H e was 
a w i l d  co,,•boy. One way and 
anot her he has been driven to de· 
fend his name. h is l i l e .  or some· 
one who needed a friend, u n t i l  he 
bccamc 11010l"ious. He's what the 
West cal ls  :. �;unman, a k i l ler. But 
a l l  t h e  same he's a beucr . finer, 
truer man because o[ t h a t .  The 
\Vest has to ha\•e such men. Don't 
I know? Good God ! How many 
drunks,  bums, t h ie,·es, adven t ur· 
ers, �;am blers-how many low·down 
men do you guess J '"t' seen shot in 
the s treet or dragged out of dance 
h a l ls? Yes, and I\•e seen good boys 
like Kal ispel go down-worse luck. 

" ' You arc to get it into your 
head, M iss B l air, that this Kal 
.Emerson is  :1 beuer man than your 
father, a beuer boy than your 
brother. il you have one. He was 
so clean an' straight-so true to 
you ·- t ha t  he cou ld dance wi th  me, 
be my friend, with never a word 

t h a t  you could not have been 
glad to hear. I lo,•cd him! He 
brough t a .boy t o  sec me, Dick 
Sloan, a n d  that boy. too. was clean 
and fi ne. H e  loved me. J treated 
him bad l y. I did all I cou ld tO 
make him despise me . . I couldn't. 
Then Kal  came for mc-draKged 
me out of Rarden 's hall-scared 
me s t i fl  because I thought he 
me:uu to beat me-and J can't 
stand t h a t .  Dick wanted to marry 
me a n d  Kal made m e  promise. I'm 
l i v i ng i n  Did's tent  now. And I 
m igh t be his sister! We wi l l be 
married as soon as i t's poss ib le. 
I 'm free. I'd be-happy if-1 could 
forget . ' " 

.Sydney's husky . fa i l ing \'oice 
tra i led ofT. For several moments 
there was silence. 

"She fascinated me," wem on 
Srdncy. "And then she changed 
somehow. The scorn-the earnest· 
ness-the sweetne.�s all fled. 'Now 
for your new lover, Lea\•iu; she 
began . with a terrible look at me. 
' I ' l l  make shon work of him-and 
the rest of this job . Rand Lcaviu 
is two·faced, and one of his {aces 
-the one I know-is that of a dog. 
1 know he made away with Kalis· 
pel's brother and jumped his 
claim. But I can't prove it. He 
sold your father two worthless 
claims. which I can prqve. If your 
!ather has been robbed, as I've 
heard, one ol Leavitt's men did it. 
But that side of Lea,•iu 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 
a 1  mel 1 can pro\·e that. i f  you 
need proof. Any of the girls at  
Borden's will corroborate my 
stau:ment. Lea\'it t p layed tht' gal
lant lover to you. He \' i l l i lied poor 
Kal and ta lked marriaf,tC to \'OU. 
To m,. ht" showed the beasl. In 
ma ny 1\'3)'5 you cou ldn' t  under· 
stand i l  J told you.  BUI you' l l un
der51and th is. H e  bea t 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 agi t a t ion 
and for a moment cou l d  not con· 
tinue. 

"She saw J was b i n t , "  she pres
ently went on. " 'I could tell you 
more, M iss Blair,' she con t i n u ed .  
' B u t  unless you are mad indeed 
I've told enough. That i s  the kind 
of man Rand Lea"il t  is: She lch 
me witholl l  another ,,·ord.'' 

Kalispel paced to and fro in the 
confined space o( the cabin. and 
tried to 3\'ert his face from his 
visitor . H e  divined that the most 
trying part o£ this i nterview might 
yet come. 

"I have told you-about all," said the girl halt ingly. 
"Shore. An' it 's been bard on 

you." 
"Can you-forgive me?" 
He was silent and stared fixed

ly at the smoldering fire. 
"I was. a proud, egotistical, con· 

ttited thing," she wem on bum· 
bly "And out here only a tender· 
foot. 1 thought 1 COuld stand iL 

I fear now I nc,·cr ca n . Please for
gi,:e me!" 

' " I  reckon . All except last n ight .  
That J Gln't  forget-maybe i n  
time." 

" K :t l ispel .  I do not k now myself.  
I am ,,·eal: or cra1.y-or bot h .  I 
Il"n.J jealmh of that  girl .  � ug�et. 
And yesterd ay I grew furious at 
you . I \\"a n ted to h un rou. drive 
you insane w i t h  jealousy. I had 
Jo,·ed you. I though t you'd k i l led 
it .  And i n  the end a l l  I d id  was
promise to marry-R a n d  Leav i t t . "  

"There was one th i ng I didn ' t  
undcrst:J nd . Sydney," queried KaJ. 
ispel. "Why d i d  you get Lc;•v i t t  
to te l l  you wh ere he hid h i s  gold, 
know i ng I m ig h t  be t here t o  hc:•r? 
You didn' t  t h i n k  Leav i t t was a 
th iel then." 

Snlne,·'s f:�ce flamed scarlet. "I 
don\ k�ow . K a l i spel . I t  w a s  j u s t  
part of my mad ness. Maybe I h a d  
an i d e a  i t  miglu pro''C t o  me i f  
y o u  were a bandit .  I wamcd t o  bc

lie,·e the worst ol you. Can't  you 
understand? Or maybe I just 
wanted to show you how much 
Leavi!l  cared for me-to 1ell me 
where he hid his  fortune. Oh.  1 
don't know what it was-1 was just 
out of my head." 

Kal ispel nodded. " 1  guess-J un
derstand, Sydney," he said slow· 
ly. Then, "Sydney, wha1 will you 
do?" 

"Is there nothing-for you-and 
me?" she faltered. 

"Hopeless,'' he burst out, with 
dry Jips. "1 am a gunman, a k.iJler. 
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1 m ea n to do for Lt:<l\' i l l  an'  nor
den hefore I l eave here. You are 
a b d)'. far above me , too fine for 
th is bloody \Vest.  If you-you mar· 
ried me you'd be a p i oneer 's wife. 
You'd have 10 p i t ch hay, bake 
brc:ad. cut of! t he t urkey's head, 
m il k t h t• CO\\"S-an· ,  as Jake :Sa id,  
look af ter  a brood of k ids. \'ou see 
i t  isn"t a plcasi n "  prospect ."  

"I t  wou ld be i f  I wen� wom a n 
enough , "  she replied and r is i ng 
faced h i m  wi th clo<ptcnt eyes t h a t  
made: h i m  w e a k .  Then she  mo\•ed 
toward t he door . 

" A w !  I ' l l  see you home, Syd
ney,'" he rep l i ed hurriedly, a nd 
followed her out.  

The mght was dark a nd w i ndy 
with storm i n  the  warm air.  l-Ie 
led the way lor her amon� the 
boulders. and once had to take 
her h a n d .  She clung 10 h is a mo
ment and then let go. They 
reached her porch without  speak
ing aga i n .  She started up, then 
turned to  h i m .  

" N o  wom;m l i k e  me c o u l d  ever 
love you l ike tha t gir l does. No · 
other woman could ever have such 
cause It was a reve lat ion to me." 

"Aw, Sydney, rou exaggera te. 
Nugget is gra t efu l . of  course, 
but-" 

"She blazed with i t , ' "  i nterrupt· 
ed Syd ney . "And out ol this glnst· 
ly  lesson I'll get most from that ." 

' ' I 'm awful glad you sec the kid 
fair a n ' stra iglu now. She never 
was bad!" 

"Thank. God you saved berl" 

retu rned Sydney, with deep emo
t ion . "Good nigh t ,  Kal i�pel. "  

He bad e  h e r  good nighr  and 
wended a though tful and � a d  way 
among the boulders whi le  the old 
black mou n t a i n  rumbled its low 
thu nder. 

C�IAI'TF.R TWF.LVE 
OfJctlillg Skirmish 

NDER the dark and 
threa ten ing sky, 
where he walked 
his beat, Kalispel 
was to find that 
love d id not die so 
easi ly. Sydney still 

carel.l lor htm i n  some degree, 
enough to sue for his forgiveness 
and his al legiance. 

But in the light of al l  her vacil· 
l a t ion Kali spel rea l ized that he 
was not the man to make her 
happy.  The biggest thing he could 
do for Sydney was to conquer his 
long ing for her, to renounce her 
beauty, and to let her go to a bet· 
ter and more suitable mate. H e 
succeeded , bttt i t  was the bitterest 
\'ictorv of  his l i fe. 

I t  d
.
id not lea,•e 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 pa,. 
sion that  had obsessed him before 
this  uph eava l .  

Jake retur ned 10 the cabin late, 
to find Ka lispel burning the mid-
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. n ight o i l .  "Hello!" h e  said. " 1 a l 
lowed I 'd l e t  y o u  ha\'e plenty of 
time with your lady-lo\'c:' 

"Wal. I had plenty, believe me," 
rephed Kal ispel grufAy. 

"Peaches an'  creil m, thet girl, 
an'  sweet on you, Kal.  or I'm a 
born lool." 

"You are a born lool . Jake." 
"Reckon J beUeJ change the 

subjeCI or get bored. Lou or talk 
downtown." 

"Whou about?" 
"Masters an' Leavitt have 

locked horns. i t  seems. You know 
Lenin has been sore about M as
ters's e!C"ction. \Va l .  they're at  odds 
now about a ''igila nce commit 
tee. Masters wants  one cleCied b\• 
the miners, with him,  of coursd. 
at the head. An' Lea,·iu holds that 
he has power to appoint the vigi
latttes." 

"Whew! That'll make a hell  ol  
a mess. Jake,  keep this under your 
hat Leaviu is  the boss of these 
bandits.'' 

''Tbundcration an' damnation! 
Arc� \'OU shore. Kal?" 

"A
.
bsolutely positi,·e." 

"Can you pro\·e it?" 
"1 could to honest, £air-minded 

men. Not to Leavitt's crowd." 
"An' that's the rub. Son, look 

here. I I  Lea,·in organizes a band 
of \'igilantes to catch an' bang his 
own outfit-that will be a bell of .a 
mess." 

"Worse. They'd hang me." 
"I wish you'd bored thet bas· 

tard tong ago,'' declared Jake. 

"What're we goi n ' t o  do?" 
"Hang on a n '  sec what comes 

of!. How's the wea ther?" asked 
1\.;llispcl .  as he bega n t o  pull off 
his hoots. 

"�l i s t in '  a l i l l i e .  But clouds 
brcakin '  some. I t ' l l  ra i n shore, 
sooner or l a t er .  I hen • t ' I J  turn 
ofl co!d an' w i n t e r  w i l l  set i n  cold· 
cr'n blue bl azes." 

Kalispcl lay awa ke for a long 
while. and then slept late, far in· 
to the morning.  U po n  arising he 
sha\'ed and then partook of a be· 
la ted brea kbst . K a l ispel did not 
wast!!' words that  morning.  From 
the open door he saw that the 
storm sti l l  held alool. Securing 
Blair's w a l let,  he wrapped the 
bulky thing i n  a b u r l a p  sack and 
SCI OUt.  

"Mind camp,' '  h e  said to J ake. 
"From now on one of us must be 
here all  day." 

The hour was a bo u t  noon. He 
found the k i t chen d o o r  of Blair's 
cabin open. Father and daughter 
were at lunch. " H owdy. Excuse 
me, but this is sort ol ttcklish," 
said Kalispcl,  as he went i n  and 
closed tht' door. 

Blair:s greeting wa5 cord ial  and 
curious. Sydney had been weeping. 

"Can you be trustcd-now1" be 
asl:.ed Sydney. 

Sydney submerged the old OU[• 
raged dignity, but i t  took an ef. 
fort. Kalispel unwrapped the bur
lap sack and laid the wallet on the 
table." 

"Can you be trusted to take care 



J ' H U N DER MOUNTAIN IOJ 
of this yourself?'' demanded K a l is· 
pd. 

H l a i r lc:q>ed u p  i n  grea1 excile· 
mem. " Fur 1 h e  land's sake ! My 
w a l l e t !  Lc1 me feel- le t me look!" 

"No.  I will," declat·ed Sydney, 
il f t t'r a gu l p. and she sna tched 1he 
w a l l e t  aw:a'' from Blair's chuc::h· 
i ng h;mds. She opened i l .  " Yes
yes- t h e  111onn :•ppears 1 0  be all 
here. Oh. how glad I am! Kal ispel ,  
where did you gel this walle1?" 

' '\VhcrC' do you suppose?" 
She fl ushed. " 1 - 1 did 1101 mean 

a nyt h i ng . B tu where?" 
" I s1olc i t  from Lca " i t 1 . "  
Blair  cursed prod igiousl y. 
"Sycln c�·. i t ' s  not l i kely Lca\' i t t  

w i l l  suspect you o r  search your 
houst'." said Ka l ispe l . "Bm h ide 
the wallet in  your bed or on your 
pcrsnn . .  •\ n '  nc,·cr forget it. Pack 
your hclong i n 's an· pl a n  10 lea"e 
t he \'a l ley w i t h one of these 
freig hters as soon as this storm is 
over. I wou ld n 't ad,·isc i 1  till then. 
You m iglu get caugh t up on wp. 
An ' thal'd shore no1 be any lu n ." 

"Pack! Are you lc:a\'ing, too?" 
she inqu ired trem u lousl y. 

"No. Not u nless I get chased 
out.''  

"Ohl" she exclaimed, and drop· 
ped her eyes. "Come back and let 
me thank you ." 

" Ka l , I ju st noticed you're wear· 
ing two gu ns," said Blair, his eyes 
popping: "1\olust be goilig to a 
prayer meeting." 

"Ornamental, tha t 's all, Blair. 
So long,'' drawled K<ilispel, and 

went out. 
Thu nder Citv did not look a1 

if  i t  had lost i1a l f of its inhabi· 
tants. for the thorough fare was as 
crowded. as loud. as bu�t l i n�t as 
usua l . Bm the l;�ct was that .tt 
Jea$t h a l f  of the m i n�rs had dec td· 
ed aga i nst bei ng �nowcd in on a 
bonanza d iAA i ngs t h e  brigh t bub
ble of which had burst .  

K:il i�pel had no part icu l a r ob· 
ject i\'C j ust  t h e n  except to ucer· 
ta in the faca about the Mastc�n· 
Lea v i t t  con troversv. He wen t in· 
1 0  one p lace ahe� another. The 
bu�iness of buying, sel l ing. freight· 
ing. ea t i ng , dri nk i n�. gam b l i ng, 
gossi ping, prevailed as alwa ys. Far 
ahead .he espied H askell and Sel
by, the la tter st i l l  with · h i� arin 
i n  a sling, Standing in front of the 
Dead Eye salOon. They crossed 
the wide street, ob,•iously to let 
Kal ispel pass. 

A t  length he ran stratght into 
Masters. who emerged from his o(· 
fice with no other than Borden. 

"Hello! J ust the man I'm look
in' for,'' ejaculated the sheriff 

"\Val, if you want anythin' 
shon of arrestin ' me you got tO 
keep better company.'' replied 
Ka l ispel cunly, 

Borden's swarthy lace paled, his 
jaw bulged, his big eyes d ilated, 
and with a n  imprecation he strode 
swihly away up the meet. Kalis· 
pel turned deliberately to watch 
him. 

"Chip on yore shoulder, eh? An' 
packin: double hardware?" drawl-
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ed Masters. "Will )'ou come in an'  
have a l itt le  talk?" 

Kalispel followed him into tl�c 
Iiule board shack without trou
blin� to reply. The room con· 
tai nrd a rude !able piled high 
wilh papt:rs. two boxes for seats, a 
sawf'd-t,ll �hot�un, and a riHe. 

" I  needn'l tell you thai  \•·a i l s  
havt ears," warned Masters dry l y .  
as hr fam:ned his search ing . eagle 
eyes upon his gues1 . "Our l i t t le  
plan to locate the bandits  didn't 
work, eb?'' 

"No1 yet. An' I reckon rl! lay 
off that," replied Kalispel. 

''just as wal. It might ha\·e 
turned out embarrassin' for me:" 

"Masters, I don't need to make 
bluffs to get a line on the ban· · 
dits," declared Kaljspel.  " Do you 
wam to know who's their chief?" 

"Emerson, I'm not so. damn' 
keen as 1 was," drawled the sheriff. 

"Geuin' cold feet?" 
"No. · M y  feet air always warm 

an' they stay on the ground. I ' m  
leery. Emerson. 1 want to find out 
morr before I act." 

"More about what-or who?" 
"I reckon you could tell me, 

Emerson."' 
"I reckon I could. But it looks 

like J'm playin' a lone band." 
"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. 

The(re the men bnckin'  me 
hcah.' "  

"S tra i;.;h t  talk fro111 a Texan," 
rclllrned Kalispcl .  ' "Shore you've 
heard t h is 10\NIO\\"O h in t about 
me bei n "  a bandit?"  

" ' Y e s .  I 've bteu :tskcd to arrest 
\'Oll. ' 

"\Val, 1 reckon i f  rou go hob· 
nohbin"  all  o\"er town with me it ' l l  
offset t h e i r  ta lk." " 

''Yes, an '  raise a hel l  of a l o t  
more. But  1 " 1 1  do i t . " '  

"All  r ight .  Now what"s this 
,·igi l a nte dea l?" 

"\Val . i t ' s  the queerest dea l  I 
ever s tacked up ag:t ins t ,"  declared 
the Texan, draggi ng at his  mus· 
tache. "I proposed to elect a vigi· 
lante cop1mit tee. Judge Leavitt 
O\'erruled me an· appointed the 
men h imse lf." 

"Has he alreach· done it?" 
"Shore. This n;awui n " " 
"How manr?" 
"I don't know. He didn't say. 

Borden, \l'ho 1 had in hcah 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 Ka l ispel . "Appoint 
another vigilante commi ttee from 
the miners )'OU know an' do it 
promo." 

"Youngster, what you drivin'  
at?" 

"Masters, J'm nOt ready to come 
clean yet with all J know." 
· "Wal, you've made one thing 

damn' pl:ain," declared the sheriff 



T H U N DER 1\IOUNTAIN 105 

gr;wcly. "I[ I cain't  trust Leavitt's 
vigi l a n t e  commit tee, I ca in't  trust 
Judge Rand Leaviu." 

"Take i t  as )'Oil l i ke," said Kal is
pcl cool ly .  "Come out now an' 
make good your friendl iness for 
n1e." 

"Son. I ' l l  do thet l i t t le  thing 
with  ple:.sure." 

They went out  together, and 
Kal ispcl \\'as about to lead his 
companion up the  street when a 
young, heavy-booted miner hai led 
to accost h i m .  

" H a ,  t:merson-hyar you-are," 
he  panted. He  was l ivid of face 
and sweat i ng. Kalispel recognized 
one of Sloa n 's friends. 

"\\'hat 's  come ofF" 
".Sloa n !  He's been beat-and 

k n i r1·d. Bad shape-l'm awful wor· 
ried. N ugget sent me. 1-run a l l
way 10 your cabin.  Come." 

' 'Holy-!"  Kalispd leaped as one 
under the leash. " Masters, trail i n  
on t h i s."  

They had almost to run to keep 
up with the young m i n er. By the 
t ime they reached the log bridge 
over the stream he had recovered 
sufliciemlv ro be understood. 

"I got
' 

it-this way," he said. 
"Sloan had a new claim-ovt:r in 
the brush.  He laid off workin '  it  
-an' th& mornin' when he  went 
there-it had been j umped by 
three men.  Argumelll ended i n  a 
figh t .  Sloan was hurt serious. He 
crawled till he  got help. They 
took him home-did al l  thet was 
possible for him . .But we reckon 

he'l l  cash from the l u ng stab 
alone." 

' 'Ah-huh," breathed Kal i5pel. 
"Did Sloan recognize his assail

a n ts?" asked Masters. 
"I didn't  hear thet ." 
They turned up the trail which 

ran between tents and cabins and 
the stream. A knot of m iners stood 
outstde Sloan's ca bin.  

"You go in,  Emerson,''  said the 
sherifl .  'Til  talk to these rnen 
heah." 

Kal ispel entered. Besides Nug* 
get and Sloan, who lay on the bed, 
there were two others present-a 
neighbor miner whorn Kalispel 
knew by sight and a serious-faced 
\�oman, evide n t l y  his wife. 

" K a l l  1 t  took you so long," said 
Nug�::et .  "He wanted you so bad
ly. And he's s inking now." 

" I ' m  shore sorry," replied Kal is· 
pel . " I  was downtown."  

H e  approached the bed. Sloan 
Jay dressed except for his boots, 
and his boyish face was ghastly 
of hue. Kalispel had seen the 
shad·e of death too many t imCJ 
f!Ot to recognize it here. 

"Pard," whispered Sloan faint· 
l y. "Ruth-will-tell you." 

Kal ispel took the boy's limp, 
clammy hand. "Dick, it shore 
breaks m y  heart to see you this 
way. But don't give up. You might 
pull through." 

Sloa�;fs intense blue eyes ap
peared to burn with a fire not {or 
himself. "Kal, would it bc-askin' 
too much of you-to take c.are of 
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"It  shore "muld not." 
"She has no-other friend. You 

sa,•ed her." 
'Til take care of her, Dick," 

said Kalispel. squeezing the cold 
hand. 

' 'Thanks. pard," Sloan said, 
more clearly.  "Thct was makin'
me hold on." 

" D on't talk. Only gi\·c me a 
hunch. You told Ruth all you 
'.:.now?'' 

, cs," replied Sloan, appear
mg 1 0  rally as he reached weakly 
for the girl.  Quickly  she took his 
hand in hers and. kneeling, pressed 
h to her breast. ''Ruth-thet hor· 
rible fear-is gone. Kal will look 
after )'OU- Some day-" 

"D ick, J would never have gone 
·,ado," she interposed softly. "You 
nus! not talk so much. Rest, and 
.ight the th ing , Dick. While there's 
l i fe there's hope." 

He smiled faintly and closed 
his eyes wearily. A trace of blood 
appearrd at the corner of his 
mouth. Ruth wiped it away. He 
lay nill. breathing slowly. 

Aher a lew moments Ruth re· 
leased his hand and stood up. 
Kalispel found that Dick bad let 
go of him. Then KalispeJ drew 
the girl away. At that juncture 
Maners entered and went up to 
Sloan's bed to Kaze silently down, 
shaking his lean bead. He turned 
then to whisper: 

"We cain't do nothin'. Shore 
you got his deposition?" 

"Ruth did. Masters. you Hike 
these folks out an' leave me alone 
with her." 

Whm the Texan had complied, 
Kalispcl turned to Ruth .  She was 
pllc but composed, and outs ide of 
a h unted expression in her blue 
eyes betrayed no other marked evi· 
dcnce of cmot ion. 

" :\' ug-Ruth, arc you up to 
talki n '  now?" he asked e:lrncstly. 

"Yes." 
"Who do you think is back of 

it?" 
"Borden.·• 
"\Vhy?" 
"Two days straigh t run ning h e  

h a s  been here. Last  time I had t o  
fight to keep him from packing 
me off. 1 kicked and bit a n d  
screamed. He w e n t  out  to run into 
our neighbors who'd heard me. 
When I heard him lie to them I 
went out too, and told the truth. 
Called him I don't know what, 
right before them. Then he left.  
white with rage. I know he is be· 
hind this auack on poor Uick." 

"Yet he might not be." 
"I feel it.  A woman nf!ua makes 

a. mistake when she feels that 
way." 

"1  feel i t  too. But. Ruth. we 
must have facts. These mi ners are 
i� an ugly mood . Oid you know 
Leavitt has org<um:cd a vigilante 
band of his own. wtth hi mscll as 
leader? 1 reckoned ht> an· Morden 
had split. But so far as J'm con· 
cerned he'd take Borden's side. 1 
must have lacts." 
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"Kal ,  1 h:l\'e facts as to Dick's 
assa i lants, but  I can't connect Bor· 
den wi th  them." 

":\h-huh :\II  right ,  you m ight 
as well te l l  me now." 

"Dick left earl)' this morning," 
she began, "to work h is new cla im. 
He hired Prcsbry, a neigh bor 
miner, to work th is  claim here. on 
shares. h is about panned out. 
D ick's new claim is way across the 
valley, up h igh, among the rocks 
and brush. I've been there. I t  is 
hard to  get to. Well, I don't know 
how long ago-two hours, maybe. 
men came packing Dick in here, 
al l  bloody and dirt)' , terr ible to 
see. He h:td been stabbed i n  the 
back and beaten over the head . 
\Vhile we worhd over h im as best 
we cou ld he ta lked. 

"He fou nd that Ius new claim 
had b<'cn jumped. There ,,·ere 
three men. one ol them digging. 
Dick had seen him before. but did 
not know him.  They secmrd 
friendly a t  first, as if  he ought to 
take i t  for granted they had a 
right to jump his claim. But as 
Dick had ''isited that claim every 
day, he did not agree with them. 
They argued, and finally Uick got 
sore. He jumped 111 the hole to 
throw the man out. 

"Then began a fight .  in  which 
the other men joined . I n  the scut
fle onl:' of them called out,  'Uon't 
shoot! You might hit M ac!' 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 
fron1. Then thev beat him over 
the head. When 

·
uick came to he 

was a lone. He  walked and crawled 
down within call ol the m iners 
who carrit>d him home-and that's 
a l l ,  I think." 

"Did they rob hini?" 
"Oh, I forgot. Yes ,  his watch, 

gun, money, everyt h ing was taken. 
And his  pockets turned inside 
out." 

" Pn•tty slick. Robbery motive, 
eh? \·Val ,  we know enough . Ruth, 
that fel low M ar is one of Leavitt's 
trusted guards. An' I made that 
wou nd on his head." 

"Let h im go, Kal-let them all 
go!" sh(' bcggrd, �uddenly chang· 
ing from the ca lm. cold girl who 
had rt>latcd Sloan's story. 

"Ruth, you ask that?" 
"Yes. I t's too late to save Dick. 

And even if you are Kal ispel Emer· 
son you might get kil led." 

"Shore. Only that's not the way 
to meet this situation. If I show· 
ed yellow l'd stand a heap more 
chance ot cash in'. Besides. Burden 
would get you shore." 

"We cou ld leave Thunder City 
as \oon-as-" �he f'a l tei'ed . ' ' Kal. 
can't you see somethi ng, too?" 

"1 see a lot, Ruth An' tht- lug· 
gest t hing is for me to go on the 
rampage. Bord('n an Leavitt are 
white-livered, an· theil men are 
not the real stuft They shoot in 
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t h e  dark an ' k n i f e  i n  the back. 
I'm gai n ' to wi pe out some o f  
t h e m  an · scare the r e s t  o f  them 
sti ncr'n .. crowbar. Tha t .  11'ith 
the proofs I ha1·e , will wake up 
these min ers. Masters is on our 
side.'' 

"Oh. Kat-suppose-" she chok· 
ed, and sank aga i nst him, q u i1·er 
in g. 

Kalispel held h er, suddenly 
trou bled with the memory of Syd· 
ney's statemen t about this girl . 

Ruth drew away from h i m ,  all 
trace of weakness vanished. "You 
know beSl, KaJ:' she said with 
composure. ''It ts not for me to 
try tO star rour hand. Go-and 
don't worry about me." 

"That's the wa� to  talk. Ruth,'' 
he rejoined, hiding his own feel
ing. "Looks like Dick is uncon
JCious. Reckon he won't come 
to again . R u t h ,  don ' t worry now 
about me." 

Kalispel strode out slowly, gat· 
ing back at Ruth There was a girl 
who understood a man. Once out 
of the door. he was h imself aga in.  
Masters stood outside, talking to 
the couple. 

"FOlks, go tnside an' stay with 
Ruth," begged K.alispeL "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 band?'' 

''l reckon." 
"'Wal, J caJ�Jate I'd back you 

up. 
":\lasters, I 'd be I l lest damn ed 

glad to h:I\•C yon l ine  up w i t h  me 
on th is deal," said K a l ispcl force
fu l ly. " B m  i l  I got i n  deep an' 
dragged you i n .  why,  you m igh t 
not be lef t  to look after your 
fri ends. An' be l icH� me. i f  we got 
bored. t hey'd shore need i t ." 

" Emerson.  you're h i m i n '  of a 
Henry Plummer ou t fi t .  An' I r eck· 
on the t 's far-fetched. N e i t h er 
Leaviu or Borden :1ir P lu mm er's 
caliber. i\ n'  t h e  rest of this  gang 
air  four-fl ushcrs.' '  

":\ly idea, too. But  this gang 
may be bigger than I 've figured." 

"No ma tt er . W i t h o u t  l eaders 
t hey'd wi l l  l ike yel low paper in a 
b laze. " 

"The on ly t h i ng I'm leery a bout 
is  bein ' picked from some door or 
window." 

"\Val. thct's not liable to h a p· 
pen if I hang close to you." 

"Look for a stocky man with a 
stubby red beard a n '  a bloody 
patch over his  righ t car. They call 
him M ac," said Kal ispcL 

In the town there was no mdi· 
cation that the ki l l ing of Sloan 
had become the latest news. But 
talking and walking m i ners and 
other inhabitants  of Th under 
City were not slow to take cog· 
nizance o£ Bruce Masters and Kal· 
ispel stalking up the meet. 

"Heyl" called one excited ob· 
server. "Looks like Sherifl Masters 
haS arrested thet gunman." 

"Not to me, it doesn't," replied 
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anot h er . 
They cm ered t h e  Dead Eye 

sa loon. It was b l u e  w i t h  smoke 
and noisy with \'oices. 

"Say. crowd," shouted Kal ispcl 
piercingly,  a n d  when t h e  h u m  
crased a n d  a l l  faces turned.  he 
con t i n u ed:  " I ' m  too k i n '  hard for 
a m:m w i t h  a stu bby red beard an' 
a patch OH:r his right car where he 
got sl ugged rece n t ly. H e  a nswers 
to t h e name of i\ l :lc." 

£\'cry man present ,  even t he 
card players. l ooked at h i s  neigh
bors. Th en a bartender set down 
a glass w i t h a ncn•ous cl a n g. 

"Boss. nobod y in hyar w h o  
answers t o  t h et ," h e  cal led.  

Kal ispel led t he w:l)' o u t .  a n d  
h e  h eard t h e  b u z z  t h a t  arose be
h i nd him. l-I e merely g la nccd i n t o  
t h e  stores. But  h e  went i n t o  t h e  
Gold Ous t  saloon. the E l k ,  t h e  
Bmu n z a ,  t h e  rtw ncter Boom, a t t  
t he resorts  on t h e  r igh t side of t b t"  
s t ree t , i n  e:tch ol which he i n t er
rupted gayety  to spre:�d s i l en ce and 
constern:t t ion.  Bu t he d i d  not li nd 
h i s man .  ny t h ts t ime  a crowd fol· 
lowed at  a respc>c· t f u l  d i st a n ce a n d 
1 h c  wh ole  tenor ol the m a i n  street 
had cha n�cd :ts i f  by magi c. 

"Wal, Ka t ispet ," said the Tex
a n ,  as they crossed the street a t  the 
ex t reme cast end of tow n ,  " looks 
like you'd have to hole them up. 
An' when you 're outside of a b:tr· 
ricaded cabin, up ag' in'  shotguns 
an'  r i lles, i t  gets tcstier'n hell .  As 
a ranger I h ad a lot o f  thet." 

They paced downstrect on the 

righ t  side, passing the bl acksmith 
shop, some closed tents, ·and a 
mCrchan d ise store. As Car down as 
K a t i spcl con hl sec men were gaz
i n g  i n his  d i rect ion, and not a few 
of t h eir  n u m ber were taking to the 
middle of t he street. I n  the Red 
Likl:.cr sa l oon Kal ispel's ringing 
ch a l lenge elici ted a reply from 
sOmeone i n  the crowd : 

"What you want Mac fer?" 
" H e  an' his pards jumped D ick 

Sloan's c la im." 
"Wal, thet  ain't  sayin' what you 

want,"  repl i ed the gruff voice. 
"S l o:tn 's d yin ' ! "  Kal ispel ad

vanced upon the group before the 
bar and ordered them to spread 
ou t .  His swift scru tiny failed to 
locate a man with a stubby red 
heard. He backed out of the 

· saloon, kee n l y  aware of hostile 
looks. On down t he strtet be 
l\'(' 1 1 1 ,  search ing in the places where 
mi ners congrega ted . O pposi tt the 
Dead Eye saloon Ka l ispc l espied a 
tal l  bearded man who strode across 
in a ma n n er to exci te a second 
gt;mcc. As he passed Kalispt'l he 
shot out tow-voiced: "Your man's 
been t i pped ofi-Dc;•d Eye saloon!" 

K a t ispe l hal ted . 
"1-Icah thct?'' q ueried M asters 

sharp ly. "I reckon I'll stand aside 
now, Emerson." 

It was 1 00 or more long steps 
d i agon a l ly across the street to 
the Dead Eye saloon. When 
the Texa11 mo\'ed on a l iule 
way and then faced about, it ap· 
pcarcd to be a signal £or every 



110 ZANE GREY 's WESTER� MAGAZI N E  

man in sight o( Kalispel to halt. 
"There! Masters has shied 

away," said one. 
"He ain't drunk !llis time, 

shore." 
"Who's he aher?" 
"1-lf''s watchin ' the Dead Eye." 
"We'll be durkin ' lead pronto.'' 
Kal ispel cupped his hands 

around his mouth and yel led , 
"Somebody tell Snred to dri\•e 
: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. "Cit out!"' he bellowed. "1 
ain't harborin' yc, by Cod!" 

Two · white-faced men sneaked 
out, follon·ed by a third. whose 
sombrero. pul led 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 le£t. 

"Stop!'' yelled Kal ispel, and he 
shot at the foremost runner. The · 
bullet kicked up the dust beyond 
and whined away. But tt had hi t  
the runner, for  there was  a violent 
break in his swift action. Kalis
pel's second shot, aimed low. 
brought the laSl man down in the 
middle of the street. Like a crip
pled fowl he flopped, atteil!_pted 
to get to his feet again, but fell, 
screaming all the time. 

Then as KaJ ispel leaped for· 
ward into the street the mao 

rJ.ised himself from the hips and 
pulled his gun, to fire rapidly. 
The bullets sp lintered glass and 
thudded on wood, and caused a 
rush of onlookers to get our of 
range. KJ.lispel plunged to J. hJ. l t  
and shot to k i l l .  H i s  ad\'Ctsary 
spun around and 1\'Cnt down, 
whi le  his gun s l id  in the dust. 
Ka! ispel leaped forward to his 
prostrate foe, gl:-.d to find him 
al i \•e. The second bullet had tJ.k
en him h igh up in the breast. 

"Howdy, Mac," cal led K a lispel 
grimly, as he stood o,·er him with 
smoking gun. The black sombrero 
lay in the dust and Kalispel had 
needt:d no more to recognize his 

"�lasters, come here an' bring 
somebody," yel led Kalispel to the 
sheriff. Then he bent his ga..:e up
on the claim jumper. "Sloan 
marked you, Mac." 

"1s he-daid?'" queried Mac 
hoarsely. 

" J reckon, by this time." 
"Don't kil l  me-Emerson. I' l l  

talk." 
Masters came hurriedly up, ac· 

companied by two miners. 
"Mac, 1 reckon you won't cash 

if you don't get bored aga in," said 
Kalispel, deliberately a l igning his 
gun at the fallen's man's heart. 
"Talk-or I'll bore you aga in !"  

"Fer God's sake, Emerson! I 
didn't knife Sloan-or slug him, 
ei1her. I was for robbin' an' kid· 
nappin' him-so Borden could get 
-Nugged" 
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CIIAI 'TEK TmKTEEN it t 's reply. Gossip q u i ckly added 
C u 11s in t/11' Strel'f 1hc fac1 of Lea v i t t 's  half interest 

i n  Borden's property. and 1ha1 the 
I K E  wild fire 1he m i ne-owner wou l d not be un· 

news spre;td u p  a nd ha ppy t o  take over Borden's ha lf. 
down the m;t i n  The lower end of I he st n·e1 was 
s l l'ec• of T h u nder dcscncd excep1 for K:l l ispcl 's soli

C i t v  t h a t  � b c a he, tary lorm. pac i ng to  and fro, or 
o n� of Lcavi u 's sta nding mot ion less and menac· 
guards,  had con· 

fessed • been t orccd by Bor
den to p u t  young Sloan out of t he 
way. R u m or r; rn u fast as men 
cou ld w a l k  : tnd t heir  1 0ngues 
cou l d  wa:.;. The pop u lace was be· 
com i ng i n l l a llled to an i ncreas ing· 
ly d ;mgcrous degree. 

K a l ispd p.l l r o l led t h e  center of 
the wick s 1 ree t .  the  cynosure of 
al l  eyes. The tide had turned his 
way. The creed ol the fron t ier 
would force Borden to meet him. 

S u n set \cls s t i l l  several hours 
away K a l i spel"s be:n covered t h e  
l o w <· r  end ol town,  jUSt  o u t  of rille 
r<�n,gt" from Borden's place . Bor· 
den had beC'n loca t e d  :11 once and 
infm nwd nl i\ l a c;•be's con fess i on 
and 1 ha r t h ere was :. man wait ing 
for him om i n  the stree1. 

Tow<�rd mida fternoon business, 
excep t 1hat of dr i n k i ng. ceased 
for the day. Evcrybod}' wan ted to 
see Lite encounter between Kalis
pel a n d  Borden.  I f  there were ex
ceptions, they were Leavitt and 
his men u p  :u the mine. They had 
been told . Leavitt  had refused to 
protect Borde.n from Emerson. 
"Te l l  the girl -sna tcher to go out 
and take his medicine!" was Lea_v-

i ng. 
Dick Sloan's neigh bor. the 

young mi ner. de1ached h imself 
from the crowd a nd strode out 10 
Ka l ispel . 

" Bener give me elbow room," 
warned Ka lispel . 

B u t  the roung fellow came on 
u n heed ing . "Emerson, it's over," 
h e  said hoarsely, his face pale and 
set. "Sloan died withom comin' 
to." 

" N o  surprise 10 me. l gave him 
u p. H ow'd Ruth take it?" 

"Game as they come. She's with 
me. \Ve was humin' you." 

"Let the crowd know !hat 
S loan's dead." 

"I've already sprung it. They're 
with you, Kal." 

The tragic death of Nugget's 
would-be husband ,Vas the last 
spark that precipitated an explo· 
sion. Mut terings and curseS aug· 
mented direct calls to Kalispcl. 

"We're with you, old Mon· 
tana l"  

''Bore him low down.  Kal l"  
"Go .in after the yellow dog!" 
''If you want us to rout him our 

-sav the word!" 
St�ch ou

_
upoken ejacl:llations 
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served to unleash the passion of 
the mob. They merged closer and 
close! to Kahspcl ,  form ing a dense 
circle bchim.l him across the s1rcet. 
and grad ua l l � ed�ed him foot by 
loot toward · Burden's hall.  This 
largest bui ld 1ng in the wwn \\":tS 
the l:tst u pon the street, and pre
sented lor once a loncl�- >�spect. 
Door) and wmdows appeared l i ke 
dark, \'acant eyes. I t  stood esol:n
ed, apparent ly desened . 

The impat ien t mob. thirsty lor 
blood, called for Borden . 

"Come ou t . Borden ! ' ' 
"Hyar, )'OU sku nk !  �he has 

.quealed an' Sloan is dead! Come 
on!" 

"Borden, we all want to see 
you !" 

"Wa l k  out l ike a man.  you - -I'' 
"An' let us see �avlight through 

yore gizzard ! Haw! H a w ! "  
A leather-l unged mi ner bawled, 

"Smola� him out!'' 
A roar attested to the mood of 

the watchers. · ·Burn him out!" 
And the stentonan·\'Oiced mmer 

rent the air: "Borrl�n com� out an' 
fight-or wt!'�l l)•nclz )'OU!" 

The cry, "Lynch him!" was 
aught up and carried along like 
a wave until Masters ran out tO 
confront the crowd. "Steady, men," 
be yelled. ''Gh·e Emerson time! 
We don't want a lynchin'. An' fire 
migh t destroy the town. I ' ll  guar
antee to fetch Borden out!" 

"A!l right, Shenfl But 
rest goes hyar. We want to �ee 
Bordeo shot or swmgl" 

Masters sped sw i ft ! )' to con front 
1\.:.Jispcl. "Thct gang's in an ugl y 
mood . They m igh t set lire to nor· 
den 's pl ace. An' thet'd be hel l . 
These shacks wou l d burn like t i n· 
der. You bet ter let me go in aher 
Borden.''  

"He's hid in there," warned 
Kalispel .  ' ' H t'  m igh t shoot you." 

' ' I ' l l  take thct  r isk .  An '  i f  I get 
t o  him, I ' l l  make him see t het 
shore as God made l i t tl e  <�pp les 
this mob will burn him om an' 
h:.ng him. An'  1'11 agree t o pro· 
teet him from them i f  he k i l l s  
you. Thct' l i  fe tch h im.  I t ' s  his 
on l y chance:· 

"Suppose he bobs up w ith a 
r i fle?" 

"\Val. then I ' l l  bore h i m  my· 
self.'' rep l ied the Texan. 

"Masters, I don't like the deal .  
I t ' s  plumb good of you. But it'll 
queer you with Leavitt." 

"To hell with Leaviu. One at 
a time ! Do· I go?" 

"Shore. An' thanks.  old-timer."  
Masters swung aw;�y, pu l l i ng 

out a wh i te hand kerchief which 
he began. to wave. The crowd 
yelled both encouragi ngly and de
rish•ely. 

I t  was more than 200 yards from 
where Kal ispel stood w the dance 
hall .  When �·l asters got hal fway 
there he shouted, and went on, 
still wav ing the white handker· 
chid. And when he got withm 1 00 
!et>t of the hall ,  Borden suddenly 
appeared m the doorway with a 
Ie_veled rifle. 
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" H a l t ! "  h e  yel led. 
� l asters lowered h is flag or 

truce. H is dtar voice rang om :  
" A i r  you d r u n k  o r  crazy? Drop 

yore riOc. T h e  mob back there 
will burn you a l i \•e or ha ng you. 
shore." 

"What you wa m ?  . .  ye l led Bor· 
den and lowered the weapon. 
Masters wc u t  forward t hc t • .  t a l k ·  
ing f a s t ,  bm Kal i spel could n o t  
d ist i ngu ish what  h e  said.  i\· l a sters 
approached 10 w i t l; i n 30 s t eps or 
Borden , \\·ho s t i l l  held his ril le 
threat<· n i n g l y  \•l; tstcrs's posture 
d id not low d ig n i t y ,  but  h i s  few 
gestures w<'n· si ngu l ar ly ex pressive 
o£ t h e  fi n a l i t y  of ; 1  co ld u l t im a t u m .  
H e  whirled on h i s  heel, and 
SW('n·ing out  of l i n e  to t he l e f t .  
he st rodt' ra p id !)' U J> the street to· 
ward the crowd. 

Ka l i spel w:ttched that nile The 
crowd sel·med l ocked i n  suspense, 
wa i t • ng, with eyes on t h e  t w o  prin· 
cipals Into this oppressive lull the 
leath('r·lungcd m i ner pro jected his 
raw yel l :  

" Talrc )'OIIr choice, Burclcn!" 
And the shout that burst from 

the rrowd procl:u mcd t h a t  every 
watcher d i v ined what the choice 
was-to drop t he long·ra nge rifle 
.and com(' out l ike a man, or use 
it and sw i ng by t he neck. Certain· 
ly Borden understood, for he l i f t· 
ed the rifle high to fling it down. 
The meta l l i c  crash of its contact 
with the flagstones came pla in ly 
to t h t:  l isten i n� ears. 

"\Val, Emerson, he's comm' an' 

we're gamblin' you' l l  bore h'im 
lo�\' i n  th(' middle," yelled the 
Ill mer. 

Borden whi pped out two guns, 
a n d  loweri ng his head. like a bull 
about t o charge, he leapt·d out of 
the doorway . 

"Spread o u t  everybod y ! ' "  buom· 
ed t he mmer with tht" clarion 
\'oicc. "'The haJ J 's opened ! ' "  

Kal ispel started to stridf' lor· 
ward, drawi ng his gun. Borden 
gained the center of the street and, 
like J man propel led by irresis
tible force from beh ind, came 
lurchi ng on. H e  threw lorward the 
gun i n  his left hand and fired. The 
ball whi1.zed by Kalispe l , glanced 
on the grave l behind, and brou�ht 
a shrill yel l from some person in 
the crowd. Shouts and trample- of 
feet attested to the sp l i tting of the 
mob to both sides of the street. 

Ka l ispcl kept on swih l y .  Borden 
haltt·d His gun flamed red and 
crada·d . A n other bullet hissed un
comfortably close to Kal ispel's 
body. Far beyond i t  struck up dust 
and ricocheted along the street. 
Agai n Borden strode on ·and again 
his hig gun boomed Then bang! 
bang! lmng! he em pt ied the gun 
in his left hand, as if  driven to be 
free of it .  He  flung i l  aside and 
raised the one in his right. 

Ka l ispel stopped to turn · his 
si de toward his adversary, upon 
whom he brought his gun to bear. 
The distance was far over 1 00 
yards . Kalispel froze in his aim 
and pulled trigger. 
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E\'erybody heard t he sudden 
im pact of that  bullet. Borden's 
hurried stride appeared blocked 
as if  by a battering ram. He ut· 
tered a chok ing cry. but began 10 
shoal .  Dd ibcra te and cold, Ka l is
pcl IQOk t ime . well  knowi n.� t h :n 
thi�  \\·:u no �am{' for sna p-shoot· 
ing. and aimed as a t  a target, 
while Borden·� f1rst and second 
bullc1s passed wh ist l i ng by Kal is
pel, one on each SJde. Kal ispcl 
5hot. And Borden was knocked 
Hat, as il b\' a hard fist. 

I n  frenzied action he sprang up 
l ike a bent wil iO\., released. and 
shot wildly. But  something aboUI 
Kalispcl's posmrc. his statue-like 
immobi li ty , his  dark, terrible 
calm, pierced Borden's chaotic 
brain.  H e  essayed to take his cue 
from his ad\·ersary. Dropping on 
one !.:.nee h e  rested his el bow on 
the other, and steadying his gu n, 
took slow and caref ul  aim. 

A suspended breat h  seemed to 
wait in the onlookers. A woman 
screamed as if she could not stand 
the deliberation for wh ich Kal is· 
pel was famed. 

The silence burst to the ringing 
crack ol his  gun. Borden's rigidity 
underwent a breaJC His gun fell 
to explode and h e  appeared to 
be batted to one side, as by an 
invisible force. On hands and 
knees, his  back to the crowd, h e _ 
wrestled h i msell al most erect, then 
suddenly plunged down on his  
face to l o ck the.> dust and l ie  st i l l .  

Standing alone in the street, 

w i t h  the bre: u h less crowd begin
n i ng to stir ,  l\.a l i spcl stood O\•cr 
h is prostrate enemy to watch h i m  
die.  I t  w a s  one or  the prerogat i ves 
of gu nmen . to be i n  a t  the dea th ,  
and 011·ed i t s o r i g i n  to t h e  i ncen
tive to nuke smc dut the encnly 
did die. In K:dispel's case i t  was 
a n  ordeal .  where rut hlessness ga\'e 
way to a s i cke n i ng remorse. 

Borden nied to articul :nc, then 
died ,,· i th  som e t h ing l ike  rel ief  on 
his  ghast ly face. 

Kal ispel h urried down the  
street to a\'oid the surgi ng crowd. 
He made his way out of town and 
down the stream to the bend and 
up to the sage sl ope where h e  had 
often gone. The hour was pas t  
sunset. crimson ;� n d  gol d ,  tran· 
qui!  and sad. The rel en t l essness 
of m an with bis lo1·e, his hate, his  
avarice, did not i mrude here. 

Dusk (ell .  He cou l d t a rry no 
longer. A ch i l l air floated down 
t h l."  canyon. N igiHh a wks and bats 
were fluueri ng. H e  left t h e  Ira· . 
grant sage bcndl a nd retracing h i s  
steps, crossed t h e  bri dge to Sloan's 
tent.  Se\lera/ m i ners and Harnes, 
the kindly partner of Sloan, met 
Kal ispel and in formed h i m  that 
they had jus1 buried Sl oan on his  
own claim i n  the deep hole where 
h e  had dug for gold and had 
found a grave. 

" Barnes, I'll be takin'  the girl 
up to my cabin," said Kal ispel. 
"Sloan's cla ims an' tools are yours. 
�n· I won't forget your friendsh ip 
for him-an' your goodness to 
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her." 

"A\1"- t hc t "s n oth i n '," repl ied 
Barnes h a l t ingly.  

Kal ispd went i n t o  the t ent .  The 
intl'rior w:ts  a l most too dark to 
discern objects .  

" R u t h , " "  he c a l l rd.  " 'wh ere an· 
you?" 

"Kal!" she cried, and her t igh t 
feet p:mercd on tlw floor. He  
m a d e  ou t her p a t e  form against 
the gloom . Then she was cl i nging 
to him with her head pressed 
aga inst h i s  brc:tst 

"Wal? Don " !  shake so. chi ld ,"  
he said gent ly ,  as he held her .  
"Barnes !old me t h ey'd buried 
Dick r ight  here. I red.on that was 
the th i ng- l o get  i l  over." 

"Yes. I told t h rm to." 
"Can't  you stand on your feet?" 

he asked, find i ng t h:tt h e  had to 
hold her. 

"My leg:s arc-sh aky." 
"Btu, R u t h-you 're the gamest 

kid. Th i s 1 s  gold d i� i n's l i fe. you 
know. Shore it is awhll tough, 
your losi n '  D ick-bu t i t " s  done
it's O\"er. an' you got to brace.'" 

"Kal. I 'm terribly sorry about 
Dick," she wh i spered . and then 
suddenly she clutched h i m ,  " 'but  
-but  it  was  y o u r  ligh t with Bor· 
den-thai knocked me out.' ' 

"Awl Didn't Barnes drag you off 
the street?" 

"'1 stayed. Oh, how I wantl'd 
you to k i l l  him! And I knew you 
would. I gloa ted O\'er the thought. 
But when Borden plunged out, 
like a mad bull-then 1 wem to 

pieces. 1 suddenly realized-he 
migh t k i l l  you, too. 1 saw i t  all
Then I co l lapsed ."  

"t\h-huh . . . .  Wal l "  ejaculated 
Kal i�pe l ,  strangcl'· affected by her 
poigna n t words and clin�ing 
h a n ds. " Ruth, " "  he got out. at 
!t:ngth, " " I 'm_ takin' you up to my 
cabin." 

"Kall I 'm glad, but I can't 
walk ." 

' ' I ' l l  carry you."  He J ihed her 
and swung her around comfort· 
ably against hi( shoulder and 
edgt•d sideways through the door. 

"Barnes," he said to the wait
ing miner, "'would you be good 
enough to have your wife pack up 
a l l  Ruth's clothes an· things, an' 
br i ng them up to my cabin?" 

"Shore'll be g l ad to," was the 
reply. 

Kal ispel took the trail up the 
stream. Here and there lamps cast 
a yel low glow through doors or 
can\'aS, and camp fires flickered, 
silhouetting burly, red·shirted 
miners at their e,·ening meal . 

When Kal ispel passed the Blair 
cabin, a lmost under its high 
porch, he  saw a l ight and heard 
Sydney's voice. He •tightened his 
hold on the slender form in  his 
arms. And he was unable (or the 
moment to straighten Out his con
fiicling emotions. 

They passed the last shack. 
Kal ispel had been increasingly 
aware that Ruth's head had slip· 
pcd from his shoulder closer and 
closer until  h e r  cheek rested 
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aga inst his  neck. I t  felt warm and 
moist. She was crying. 

Jake was stirring around the 
camp fire oU iside the cabin.  He 
heard Kal ispel 's footsteps and 
straightened up to peer ou t into 
the darkness. 

"I t's me, Jake." 
''Awl Shore glad, son.  1 saw 

your meet in'  with Borden. .-\ 1 1  

same Kal ispel �lomana!  Suited 
me fine . . . .  Hey! what you pad.· 
in?-A girl ! H you don't beat the 
Dutch!" 

"Shut up an' l ight the lamp in 
the cabin." 

Jake knocked th ings over in his 
burry to execute thit order. He 
stared with rol l ing ox eyes at the 
white-laced, golden-haired girl 
Ka l ispel laid on the couch. Ruth 
sat up. 

"J'm not an in\·a lid ," she said, 
with a wan smile. " H owdy, Jake. 
Your brother has packed me up 
here." 

"I see," replied Jake with a 
broad grin. ''1 rtckon you're tht 
girl-" 

''Ruth," imerrupted Ka lispel 
shortly . "Jake, put a canvas up 
oUiside tht cabin. An' take your 
bed out. You an' me wil l  bunk 
together." 

"So our lamily's increased per· 
manent?" rejoined Jake beaming· 
ly. 

''Our family's short · increased 
perruantnt,' ' drawled KaJispel. 
"Rusi.le now, an' get some supper 
finL" 

\\"hen Jake wcm out,  whistling, 
Kalispt'l tu rned to the girl, sens· 
ing full well that he was in £or 
what he knew not. 

' ·Kal .  let"s ha\·e i t  out now," she 
sa id .  

"Out !  H a\'e w h a t  o u t ? "  h e  
quer ied. 

"This deal." 
"Gosh. cliilrl-" 
" I  heard what rou promised 

Dick. You s:lid, Til t; 1kc care o£ 
her, Dick"! What did you mean 
by that?" 

"I meant what I said." 
"You'l l  be my fri end-my broth· 

er-as Dick was?" 
"No. Didn't Dick i n tend to 

marry you?'' 
"Yes." 
' 'l,Val , that 's what I meant. ' '  
"You'd marry me-Kal?" '  she 

cried. "You arc the most wonder· 
£ul- Bu l. Kal, you 're in lo"e with 
Sydney Blair!" 

"I reckon I was. to lerable. But 
when she dared me to come over 
an' see her in Leavitt's arms-an' 
I took that  dare- \Va l ,  i t  all d ied, 
pronto." 

''Oh, Kal, she wou ldn ' t-she 
couldn't do such a thing.' '  

"The hell she wou ldn 't," flashed 
Kalispel, 5tung by the memory. 
"She did do it. I saw Leavitt kiu 
her." 

"Oh, she must have been driv
en. But, Kal, do you think Dick 
meant [or you tO marry me?" 

"Shore he did. How else could 
a man take care of you?" 



rHUNDER J\·IOUNTAIN 117 
"Very well ,  then," she repl it·d 

:�:�111\ ::. :1 1�:.::.n��:·1o�•s softness. " I  

"Why  no.t?;, 
"1 won't .  that "s a l l , "' she re· 

joi tw�l. and averted, her 01gita trd 
face. 

"Ah-huh .  \Va l .  shore rin no 
match for Sydnq· Blair or tor \'OU 
either. Kal Emerson !  !lad hombre! 
Tough cowbo) ! Rustler! Gun
sl inger! A l l-around desperado who 
no woman atall would be wife 
to! ' "  cjacul :ued Kal ispel. 

"Don't l il'  that  way abotll your· 
self." she r et orted. "You're West· 
ern and you're great, Kal Emer
son I won't ha,·e you demean 
yoursel f  to  me.'" 

"1\:C'\'Cr mind my promise to 
Dirk I 'd  have asked you to marry 
mt• . .  myhow.' "  

"Oh, Ka l !  Oon'tl God knows 
it 's hard to refuse-" 

"\Val ,  why won't you?" 
· ·necause I love )'OU," she cried 

passionately. 
"\Va l ,  then. that "s a l l  the more 

reason for you to be my wife." 
"It is  not." 
"Rmh,  we're ofl the tia il ," he 

said soberly . "When I thought of 
marryin'  you i t  wasn't just to get 
a wife-a woman.  1 always want· 
ed a real home. a wi£e to keep me 
straight, an' kids-" 

"Hush!" she sobbed, and put 
her hand to his li ps. "I love you, 
Ka l . I will l ive with you, be fai th· 
ful till my dying brealh, work my 
fingers to the bone for you, but I 

wil l  not marry )'Ou l "  
'Tm rli�trcuin'  )'OU, Ruth ," he 

said. "Hut ,  one more word. H you 
won't marry rne vou can't be my 
real wife. Savv\', dear?" 

"Yes, I sawf, ' "  she whispered, 
sagging aga inst h im.  

"Forget i t  now,  Ru th . There's 
so much to think of. To plan fori 
An' I've much to do before we 
leave here.'' 

"Lnwitl!" she cried. 
"Yes. I meant to kill him . .  I 

ought to." 
"Kal, it'.s not for me to-to nop 

ron. Not to  serve h1m, of al l  men! 
Onl)·-todayl  Can I stand that 
aga in?" 

"Wal, don't worry, maybe Mu
ters w i l l  take care of him.'' 

J a\.:.e opened the door a half 
inch. "Hey, Romeo an· Juliet! 
Wi l l you have supper served in 
the drawin'-room or out on the 
balcony?" 

CHAPTER FouRTEEN 
"Riln for Your Livts!" 

. ;. "::. storm broke. j ak.e 
IIURING the n;ght 
$ the e q u i n o c t i a l  

� got up tO reinforce 
his end of the im· 
provised shelter. 

- .. '=i. "Hey, Kal, is it wet 
ovc:r where you are?" he called. 

"Ump-umm," replied Kaijspel 
sleepily. 

"Wal, it's wetter'n hell over 
hyar," growled Jake. "Thet storm 
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final ly  busted an' ru bet i t ' l l  be 
a humdinger. M ight as wal "·ake 
up an· get ready to be washed 
away . Whew! Blazes an' brim
stone! Kal, 1 wish we was safe out 
of 1his hole." 

"So do J ," replied Kalispel. sit
ting up. A blue-white blaze filled 
the \'alley with weird light and a 
ripping thunderbolt rent the heav
ens. And before the booming 
echoes ceased re\·erberating, an
other flash ol l ightning streaked 
the ink)' blackness anct a mighty 
sound as of mounta.ns rolling 
down deafened Kal ispel. Soon 
rain Jell 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 \'iolence of 
the storm subsided and the rain 
slackened. �lorning broke dreary 
and gray. 

The stream was roaring. Kalis· 
pel went over to look at it. l\Hners 
all a long, as far down as he could 
see, were trying to rescue rocks, 
flumes. boxes, tools from the yel· 
low flood. It  was bank-full arid 
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. KaJispeJ swept an ap
preciative gaze across to the bare 
slope. This morning i t  presented 
a furrowed front. Thin yellow 

streams were running down iu 
!:tee, flattening out on the leve l  to 
triaitgular areas of mud and si ll . 
It presented an ugly sigh t .  Far up, 
the peak was obscured in gray 
cloud. 

Kalispel returned to the cabin. 
Jake 'was fa110 ing a refractory 
camp fire which he had started 
under the shelter. 

" I  reckon it'd be a good idea to 
wrangle our burros an·  horses," 
Kal ispel remarked thoughtfully.  

"Shore would, an'  grain 'em 
good before they drill oul ." 

"All r ight.  let's rustle break· 
fan," replied Kalispcl. brighten
ing with the de6ni tc  decision. 
"Then you go downtown an' buy 
a sack of grain. a pair of afforjas 
-1 wam two new strong ones-an '  
let's see. 1'11 rustle t he  stock." 

"Kal. hadn't you bcuer stay 
·
i n  

camp an l e t  me do t h e  rustlin '?'' 
queried Jake gruffly. "You got the 
gir l  hyar ,  an' our cabin is shore 
strong built. With them two rifles 
you could keep off-" 

"Hel l ! "  ejaculated Kalispcl .  "I 
reckon I had. But after yesterday, 
wouldn't you 6gure Leavitt to lay 
low an' let me shake the dust of 
Thunder City?" 

"You ·bad hell yesterday an' you 
ain't think.in'. I've a hunch Lea
vitt bad somethin' up his sleeve 
organizin' them vigi lan tes." 

"Ah-huh. Wal, I'll th ink," snap
ped KaliSpel. "An' I'm th ink.in' 
J'd better see Masters pronto." 

.. I'll send him up hyar," replied 
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Jake hurriedly. "After we eat I ' l l  
rustle. :\ n' you get  to packin'. 
This storm will  let up today, an' 
i n  a couple days we can be on the 
move." 

Jake returned to report that 
Masters had been flooded out,  like 
many others who had tenlS and 
shacks close tO the treachcrous 
slope o£ silt. 1\·l asters would call 
on h im later in the day. But  the 
busy hours passed by w i thout the 
sheriff putting in an appearance. 
Jake finally rounded up al l  the 
stock, and with them in the cor
ral, Ka! ispel began to have visions 
of the long winding trail down to 
the Sa lmon.  Suddenly, then, h e  re· 
membered the ranch h e  had 
coveted so dearly ;  and with a 
sense of exultation. he realized ' 

that he had the gold to buy and 
improvr and stock a dozen such 
ranches. Ruth must be his wife. 

It had rai ned on and oH unti l  
m idafternoon. when the clouds 
broke, showing a bit  o[ blue sky 
and a gleam o[ sun. Rlllh emerged 
and wandered around among the 
huge boulders. going as far as the 
strea m .  which was now a torrent. 
Shf' came back to tel l how the . 
m iners were moving , back ofT their 
claims. 

Kal tspel had hidden hts bags 
of gOld dust and nuggets un
der the fiat hearthstone i n  from 
of the open fireplace. Beneath 
this  was a hollow boulder, the 
opening or which he had dis
covered by accident and which 

wou l d  not be easily detected. For 
the present he did not want either 
Jake or Ruth to learn about his 
treasure. 

That night while RUih slept 
and .Jake worked outside, Kal ispel 
packt'cl the gold in two alforjas 
and hid them under the pile of 
firewood in the corner of the 
cabin. 

When a t  length he went out to 
go to bed, Jake remarked whh 
great satisfaction, " I t's clearin' off 
cold.'' The stars were shining 
whi te, and a nipping wind blew 
down from the heights. Before 
Kal ispcl went to sleep, he h.-d de
cided that i t  would be sensible to 
try to avoid trouble with Leavitt. 
I f  anything happened to him, 
Rurh might be left alone. 

The day dawned frosty and 
brigh t .  Miners were astir early, 
and two pack trains left while 
Jake was getting breakfast. 

"They're bcginnin'  to drift 
out," said Jake. "An' l'll have all 
our pack saddles an' harness 
mended today." 

"Brother, I reckon you're not 
in any hurry a t  all to shake the 
gold dust o[ Thu nder City," 
drawled Kalispel. 

Ruth came out. wearing a gray 
woolen dress, and with some color 
in ht'r cheeks this morning, sbe 
made a picture from which Kalis
pel found it  difficult to keep his 
eyes. She extended her small  hands 
to the fire. "Gee/ it's cold. I don't 
see that you gentlemen have pro-
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ceeded far with breakfast." 
"My Iand i We jest got up,'' re

torted Jake, who had �aken a de
cided liking to Ruth and dclighl· 
ed to sene her. 

"Ruth, do you like cold weath
er?" asked Kal ispel thoughtfully. 

"Love i t .  I came from Wiscon
sin, you know." 

"Ump-umm, I didn't know. An' 
can )'OU ride a horse?" 

"Can a duck swim? 1\h dad 
moved to \Vyom ing when ' 1  was 
tweh·e," Ruth answered. "He 
bought out a rancher near Chad
ron. I left there only three years 
ago. Dad did well for a wh i l e-u n
til the rust lers cleaned him out.  
He ne\'er got over th:u.  h kil led 
him. I was left 10 t he tender mercy 
of a stepmother. And, well-I was 
sixteen when I came to ClifT Bor
den's dance hall .  

"Don't look so-so terrible, 
Kal." she continued. "I had to 
work or stan•e-and Borden lied 
to me about the job. But i t 's  a l l  
over now. And. Kal. when we'r.e 
awar from this we'll forget. Then 
I'll make i t  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. Pm Ruth's bags 
in the canvas packs. Soon as I eat 
a bite I ' l l  rustle down to see Mas
ters. 1' want to tip him off. An' I 
reckon-that'l l  let me out here." 

"You reckon?
" 

Aren't you sure, 
Kal?" gueded R.utb. 

"Gosh ! you can't be shore o[ 
anyl lt in ' except dea th . " ' 

"Promise me you won"t look u p  
Leal" it t ," she entrea ted . 

"Wal,  that's  easy. I prom ise. 
But if I meet him-" 

"Bore h im an'  rust le back here 
to tel l  me," i n terrupted Jake cool
ly. "An' then I ' l l  show you some 
real packin' ." 

Soon Ka l ispc l sallied forth on 
his last visit  to Thunder C i t y. At 
Blair"s cabin 1\\"0 packers were 
busy assorting and weigh ing packs. 
Burros, not yet saddled, stood 
hal tered t o  the porch . Blair waved 
cheerfully to Kalispel. "We're 
lea\"ing today." 

Ka l ispel repl ied just  as  cheer
full�· :  "So arc we. Hope we sec you 
on the trail ." 

Sydney appeared i n  t h e  r ider's 
garb in which Kal ispcl had ad
mired her so exceed i ngly.  Those 
proud dark" eyes watched him pass 
by, intent and haunting as ever. 
But she made no motion. 

On the h i l l sides and high parts 
of the benches the miners had re
turned to their b last i ng, d igging. 
panning. But two miles of flooded 

, claims along the stream had left 
hundreds of men idle. Therefore 
the main street of Thunder City 
presented the spectacle of a circus 
dav i n  a smal l  town. 

K.al ispel 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 fine as  silk. L.eavin" 
today, !\ l asters." 

"Good. Did your brother give 
you my m<'ssage?" 

"All  he sai<� was t holl you'd be 
up to sec me. 

"Nix. I told him no-an' for you 
to rust le  out of hcah q u ick." 

"\V a l .  h e  d idn' t  tell me, the 
son-of-a-gun. What"s up. old-tim· 
er?" 

"Lea v i t t  took over Borden's 
prope n y  on half  shares an'  debts, 
he cla i ms. � l y  show of lricndsh ip 
for you 'pears  to ha, •e  r i led the 
judge. l -Ie  pol i te ly  sent me word 
to turn over mv office an' my 
badjte." '  

"The hell he d i d !  M asters, you 
wouldn't  think of that?" 

"Wal,  ord inarily I wouldn't,  
But most of my lricnds have 
packed an ' gone. The bottom is 
dropp i n '  out of this  boom, Kal .  I 
reckon I couldn't  locate a dozen 
men who'd back me in any deal  
against Leavitt .  So what is there 
i n  it for me?" 

" D a m n ·  l i t tle.  I I  you're ask in' ," 
replied Ka l ispel shortly.  "But are 
you goin' to let Leav i t t  blufl you?" 

"No man ever b luflcd a rexas 
Ranger ," drawled !\·lasters. "I'm 
just sore enough to resign, pack, 
an' get ready to leave with my 
friends-then call on Leavitt to 
leaw my caird." 

"By thu nder ! I 'd l ike to do that. 
But 1 promised Ruth l'd not look 

Leaviu up." 
"Square o£ you. Thct girl is de

scn•in', Kal ." 
"Old-timer, this is what 1 came 

down to tell  you. Leavilt  is at the 
head of this bandit gang, an' he's 
runnin'  i t  shore slick." 

"Emerson, arc you sure?" 
"Hel l ,  yes!" whispered Kal ispel. 

" I stood under Lea\• i t t 's window· 
a n '  he:nd him betray himself. 
He's a common, low-down, two· 
bit  thief, a second-hand murderer, 
an· a 

.
�l ick-ton�ucd deceiver of 

"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
bod�· knows what's  up, an " every· 
body's fi:u;erin' . But for me you·ve 
<�hout cleared i t  up." 

"Ah-huh. You get my hunch. If 
Leavi tt has org:m ized a vigilante 
committee you can bet your last 
dollar the men m i t  are his hold· 
up gang." . 

"A damn' slick dodge! We under· 
ra ted this man Leavitt. An' now, 
Kal, my advice to you is rustle out 
of heah hell for leather! I'll trail 
you up street a ways." 

Kalispel did not like the . sus
pense in the Texan'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 {ew minutes before 
was now silent, empty except at 
the extreme lower end. There. 
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strung across !rom Borden's hall  to 
thC' Last Chance' saloon stood fin· 
masked men, armed with r i fles. 

Kalispcl cunccl as a fiery currenl 
ran along his \'cins. Vigilantes! He 
could not see the upper end of  the 
street, because i t  cur,•cd sl ight ly .  
H e  decided to cut  through the 
first a l ley between bui ld i ng� to 
make the creek t rai l . Once bad: at 
his cabin. he and Jake cou ld hflld 
off any reasonable n u m ber of men 

There were no alleys neat He 
must go through a store or saloon. 
Faces a ppeared i n  doors across the 
street. 

"Ha11ds ttp, Emcrsou!" 
The rough. deadly \'Oicc, ner· 

vous in its t imbre, carried threat 
of instam death .  Kal ispcl had 
heard that note berorc. Freezing 
in his tracks, he cJe,·a tC'd his arm� 
high abo"e his head. 

"Up they arc!" he ejaculated. 
damning himscll for O\'er-conll
dence. 

"Keep 'em thar.' ' Cautious, 
heavy steps soundt:d \\' i th t hat 
voice. "Frisk him. Dan." 

Rude hands jerked his guns 
from his belt. He heard the click 
oJ a ham mer being raised. then 
felt the hard prod of a gun barrel 
against his back. 

Kalispel was marchrd up the 
street, where, at the end, tht' fi,·e 
masked vigilantes led the way to
ward Leavit l '\ ra bin a n d  mill 
Judging £rom the increasing hum 
and tram ple  in the rear. all of 
Thunder City was in anendance. 

"Halt ! ' '  ordered Ka l ispcl's cap
tor, when the procession had ap
proached to  within 20 paces of 
Le:wiu 's c:�b in . 

' ' I 'm k inda t i red ho l d in ' my 
arms up," complained Ka l ispel . as 
he ha l ted. and slowh· lowered 
them. 

· 

The fi,·e ,·ig i l a ll l l'S tn t he lead 
lined up to one side. Ka l ispel 
heard the others stop beh i nd .  And 
from far back came the increasing: 
roar of the tra i l i n g  mob. 

"Captain Leavi t t . ' "  shouted the 
spokesman ,  "we have you r man ! "  

T h e  cabin door stood wide 
open. :\ tab l e a n d  cha irs on the 
porch had :a busi ness l i ke look. 
Prescn t h• two m iners came out, 
followed bv Lea,•i t t . l-Ie was white 
of face and stern. His Aaring gaze 
leaped upon Ka l ispc l stand i ng mo· 
tionle�s in the open sq uare, and 
then s"l'!·ep t over the vigi lan tes and 
to the a pproach i ng crowd. then 
back to the pr isoner.  

"Lea ,• i l l .  wh;l ! ' s  the meanin' of 
this outrage?" demanded Kal ispel. 
his voice carrying far. 

"Let the crowd come close 
enough to hear lhe proceedings.'' 
ordered Leavi t t .  

The lrampl i ng of many £eet 
slowed up behind Kal ispel and 
spread in a half-circle unt i l  i t  was 
possible for him to see the people 
on both sides. This swerving of 
his gaze brough l into his l ine of 
vi.�ion 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 Le;"• in . and then he fixed his 
eyes upon some nun whose slow 
steps cou l d  be heard. "Masters. 
that applic·s to you, too." 

"Wa l .  I t·cckon I'm sheri ff  o[ 
Thu nder City. " '  drawled the cool, 
easy \'OiCl' of the Texan. 

"Yes. and a damn' poor sheriff 
you arc:· rcwncd Leavitt .  "Flaunt· 
ing your friendship £or this des
perado in t he face of the whole 
town ! " '  

"Leavi t t ,  l b a c k  m y  actions. 
Thet's why l "m he:lit . We might 
disagree as to Emerson's status. 
An'  i f  this heah deal is a trial, as 
I reckon i t  is, you ' l l  want i t  to 
stand the t est or public opmion." 

"Cert a i n l y. There's nothing se· 
cret about this trial.  Emerson is 
before the vigil antes or Thunder 
City." • 

"Wal. in thet case somebody 
must represent him, an' 1"11 make 
thet my last offtcial duty, after 
which 1 " 1 1  resign ." 

� "Very wel l .  We accept your 
stand for Emerson and also your 
resig-nation." 

Masters slowlv came into the 
l i ne of K: l l i sper

'
s vision. Sight of 

the cool Texan Oooded Kal ispel's 
grim sou l with gratitude. 

The Texan turned to Kalispel 
with slow, casual steps. "Am I ac- · 
ceptable to you, Emerson?" he 
queried. , 

"Thanks, Masters," returned 
Kalispel. The· Texan's words were 
negligible compared with the 

wonderful power and meaning of 
his gray eyes. Kal ispel was swif_t 
to read that gaz('. 1\<lasters's action 
was merely a ru�e to permit him 
to come forward, gradually to edge 
ncar 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. miay 
I ask what constitutes yore right 
to this procedure?" queried Mas· 
ters deliberately. 

" I  am captain of these vigilan· 
tes," replied Leavitt curtly. 

"Wal, thet won't stand before 
the law, You were not elected. You 
appoin ted yoreseiL'" 
· "But I was elected judge of this 
mining camp." parried Leavitt 
with composure. "H you know the 
Jaws o£ gold diuings you will 
agree that I have absolnte author· 
ity,

-
:�¥al 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." 

" M asters, we won't split hairs 
over that," declared Leavitt with 
cold finalitv.  "Emerson is on trial, . 
and I'm hiS judge." . 

"Air you puttin' him on trial 
for gun-play?'' 

"There is no law on the [rontier 
against even breaks."; 

''Wal, then, what's Emerson's 
offense?" demanded the Texan 
sharply. 
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Judge l.caviu seated himsel f a t  
hir. tab le and arranged papers hr· 
Core he repl ied. ' 'Emerson is  a 
bandit." 

Masters whee led toward Kal 
ispcl . "You hcah the!?' he c:� l l ed .  

' ' I 'm not dea L :\l asters. ' ' 
"Wal . what you got to sa� about 

it?" 
"Lcavilt is a damncrl liar." 
Again :\1astcrs faced the porch. 

Kal ispcl felt l ike a t igt·r :•bou t t o 
leap. The Tt•x:m s10od .. l i u l c  to 
the lch, a good long ju m p d i � t a n t .  
and h i s  black guns h u ng in pla i n  
sight, a s  easy 10  draw as i f t hC\' 
had been on Ka l ispel h imsel f 

"Judge, I've hcahcd yore accu· 
sation. :\n' I hcahcd Emcr�on 's d!'· 
nial . J mean no off<'n�c wht·n I �;n 
thct his word bdore 1 111 "  m u n  i •  
.as good as �·orcs. You'll  han· 1 "  
furnish proof.'' 

"That is, what wr propu)(' 10 
do," rcjoin�d Lea\·i u  loudly. 
"Jones. step forward."' 

The smaller of the two men 
who had come out of t h e  ca bin 
with Lca ,·iu stro<h· forward to fact> 
the vigilantes. 

"State your evidence aga inst this 
prisoner:· ordered Leavin. 

"He robbed me:· returned 
Jones in a resonant. fr<tnk mice. 
"It happened at night. two weeks 
ago come Wednesday. just aher 
six o'clock. I · was comin ' from 01\' 
claim in the dark. Just off one o'r 
them deserted tents do"'n the 
crick a man stepped out beh ind 
me an' jabbed a gun in my back. 

Hf' asked for m�· dus1 .  I had two 
ba�s.  one d ust an '  the other n UJ..:"· 
gets. I ga,·c them u p ." 

"Did you reco,!.':nizc Emerson?" 
ask t·d the j udge. 

"�o. t het is. not h i s  person .  But 
I shorr did h i s  voice. I'd heard 
thet often." 

:\I uten t u rned to  t ake  a nother 
step in Kal ispel's d i rect ion. ' "What 
you say to thct?" 

"Sheriff. i t 's :m o t h C'r rotten t ic: · 
called 1\.;d ispd pierc i n g l y .  ".-\ n '  
Junes cou ld n ' t l o o k  a t  me with i t . 
imkss he k new I'd nt"vc·t· ;.:ct one  
of th is al ive . . . 

" ;\ l a t t hews. step l orwanl." or· 
dcred t h e  ju dJ.;C. t o  t h e  secon d  m a n .  
who ,,.,.� tall .  p;• Jc.,·isagcd. : 1 1 1d Jess 
ron ,· i t l C ing. ' "St a t c  
a:.:aimt t h e  prisoner " 

· ' f.merson hclrl rn c  u p. Jedge:· 
•ep l ied ;\l :luhc,,,·s ' " I t  was :as t  
Sa t urd:.y n igh t . a t  "bout  half  a fter  
eight. I t  wa� r i�h1  i n  t o w n .  -\ n '  hC' 
stepped our ol the �h:rdow ol 
Spr·nr.e's store. l-Ie had a �cad O\"er 
h i s face. IJm i t  sl ipped down a 
wa,·s when he was frisk i n " me. An' 
I n·cogni1.erl h i m  easy.  H r  t ook 
rn�· gold. wa tch . an · gu m." 

" :'\ l a t t hcws. you say t h i s  occur· 
red last Sawrclay n iglu at ha l f past 
eight. and that you recognized 
Emer�on perfect ly?" queried the 
judge. 

"Yes, sir." 
Leavitt waived the witness aside 

and again auended to the sheriff. 
"Masters, that seems conclusive to 
me. There's no doubt in my mind 
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Emerson i s  g u i l t y  of all these hold· 
ups. ;mel shoo t i ngs. t oo. ru pm it 
tO a \'Ote. 

"Ncnt· mimi havin' yore vigi· 
la m es vote \'C t . ' '  re turned M asters 
with sarcas;u .  "The tr ia l  ; � in't  
O\'Cr." H e  f ; • cccl around to Kal·  
ispel for t h e  t h i rd l ime w i t h  un· 
obtrusive s 1cp.  " K a l i spe l . you 
heahed?''  

"Yes." 
"Wal.  i t  �o1tmlecl fish y t o  me," 

replied t h e  Tc,.. :m. " A n '  i f  you can 
reca l l  �hore jest where you was on 
Saturday night a t  ln l f  past eight, 
I ' l l  take  yore wnrd for it . " '  

' ' I  was-" began K a l ispcl rca d i l )· .  
when su dden l y  he remem bered 
that on t he hour i n question Syd· 
ney B l a i r  was alone with him in 
his cabi n .  

"\V:I l ,  speak up,  a n '  m a k e  i t  
p l a i n  to t h i s  l i s tenin '  crowd.''  said 
M asters i m pa t i ent l y . 

Ka l ispc l let out a hard laugh. 
I t  did not make any di!Tcrence to 
Leavi t t  ;md h i s  vigila ntes whether 
he cleared h i mscH or not.  And i n  
a n o t h e r  mome11 1 he wou l d  be leap· 
ing for Masters's guns. 

"Sorry, old·ti mer," his voice 
rang out. "I reckon I can't remem· 
her." 

"There," Rashed Lca\• i u .  his 
hand extended shaki ng. "Con· 
demned by his own l i ps!" 

The crowd st i rred to restless 
shifting of feet and sibilant 
whispers. Then Kal ispel was trans· 
llxed a t  sight of Sydney Blair run· 
ning i n  to face Leavitt. 

"Rand Leavitt," she cried in 
h igh tones thar  pierced to every 
car i n  tbe m u l t i tude, "your tool, 
M a t thews, has not condemned 
Emerson, but hinuelf as a l iar
a nd yo11 as a worse one!" 

" l l'lwt?" hissed Leavitt ,  leaping 
up. to lean forward with purpling 
face. 

" K a l ispcl Emerson absolutely 
cou l d  not have robbed M a u hews 
las! Saturday night at  half past 
eight.'' rang Srclncy's voice, vi
brant with righteous anger. 

"And why not?" shouted Leav
itt furiously." 

"Hcc;mse he was with me-in his 
cab i n ! ' '  

"In his  cabin-alone?" 
"Yrs. alone." 
"Sydney Blair! You? My prom

ised wire! \Vhat-why were you 
there?" 

"I went there" to tel l  him what 
a \' i l l a i n  )'OU 

·
arc-to tell him I had 

broken my engagement with you 
-to beg him to-to forgh•e me and 
take me back again!"  

The transformation that  swift 
speech · wrought i n  Leavitt · was 
monstrous to behold. The suave 
gentleman. the confident m i n i ng 
boss, the cold. grim judgt> went in
to <>clipse. And a malignant, 
mouthing. passion-ridden devil 
lcap<>d off the porch. 

"Look there, woman!" he shout· 
ed, Sl rident with hate, as he�point· 
cd with quivering finger a t  the 
scaffold. "You'll see your lover 
hanged!" 



126 Zr\:-IE GREY
'
S WEST!-�R:\" ;1.1.-\Gt\Z I :\' E  

Thi.o;  SC"cmccl 1 0  Ka l i spcl 1 0  b e  
the mom('nt  f o r  h im to l e a p  for 
l\lasiCr�'s ���n�.  hu t S�·d nC\" stood in 
thc way. There wou ld be o t h er 
sham i ng bc.�idc h is. a wi l d I l l ·  
mult.  pandemon i u m .  H e  d a red not 
ri!tk harm t o  her. i\ i aSicrs cd).;cd 
back t owa rd h im . 

" !\ l e n !  Seize h i m.' '  �-e l kd Lea\'· 
itt. ''By God. he ha n�;s! . . 

The answer was a woman's 
piercing cry. whether S�·d ncy's or 
another's Kal ispcl never knC\\', 
And at  the same instanl  1hc sol id 
ground sh ook u nder h i s  fl'CL 

"Hell's {irr!" shrit:kcd a , · j�j.  
lame. "The momua i n � The moun· 
tain !  R u n  (or your lil•r5!'' 

C!tAPTER FtFTEE:o> 

Tlwndrr Mo1mlnin . .  +llrll,!,!f'T 

V E R Y  spect a t or look
ed. Thr vas! �lope 
was w :n· i ng like a 
�ea . .-\nd on t h t· i n ·  
\ t a n t  a groa n i n!!,. 
straining r u m b l e  
came from the 

ch-pu . •  F:n up . a whole bare ridge 
began to sl ide. 

' 'Aua/aiiCht!!" 
"A slide-a sfidr!" 
The.�e cries were drowned in t h e  

united \'e l l  of th(" crowd. And t h i s  
was losi in a terrific thunder tha t  
c a m e  unmistakably £rom a moun· 
tain mass i n  movement.  

Kal ispel saw Sydney sway and 
fal l .  He leaped to snatch her up 
in his arms and back away from 

the :twesome spect acle. 
The ,· i!.!ilam cs t\'l'I'C in fu l l  

l l ight w i t !; t h e  res t ol t h e  crowd. 
Masters pa�sccl K : d i spcl .  yel l i ng 
words t h a t  cou!d 1 10t  be hc.�rd. 
Lc:tl' i l l  had nz n  from t h e Icc o£ 
t h e  cab i n to look u p  a n d  s e c  t h e 
slow. wadn).: dr·r;cent of sen ions  of 
slope. of ridges :mtl m o n n d �  T h e  
ea rt h sel'mcd s h a k e n  t o  i t s  core. 
Thu nder t h:u \\'a� 110t t lnm der 
fi l l cd the a i r .  

Leal' i t t  seemed sndd cn l )' bereft 
of his semes. l-Ie dar;hcd a few 
st ep� a f 1 er t h e  nowd onh· to w h i l' l 
and d:tsh h:�ek. l i e bounded u p  
on t h e  porch : m d  i n t o  t h e  c a b i n .  

W h a t  hotel been r u m b l e  a n d  
t h u n der d i ed i n  a cr:hh as i f  t h e  
e- a r t h  were r e n t  asu nder . \ great 
s l ide pi led down o n  Lcal' i 1 1 's m i l l .  
crush i ng. sh ol' i ng. con:r i n g  t he 
chmes. a nd at l a � t .  as ;r by magic . 
obl i t era t i n g t ht' m i l l .  Out  of t h e  
t h ick rol l i ng m a s �  of m u d  h ugr 
h<�! l�  of dry eart h broke to let o u t  
pui T s  of dust . 

The m i l l  wa s �one and w i t h  it 
wen t  t h e  spl i n terin.g cra s h .  H oarse 
shou t s  of men.  sou nd i ng far awa y. 
pierced Ka l ispel "s e;1rs. 1-lr back· 
cd �ga i nst a bon ldcr . s t i l l  ho ld i ng: 
the girl .  �lasters stood by h i m ,  
h old i n)?: h is ann , sh ou t i ng . The 
spectacle fasc ina ted t h em, and 
when Lca\' i t t  appeared i n  t h e door 
of his cab i n 1 aCL i n� like a man 
bereft  of his senses. they were 
rooted · to the spot . 

His frenzy. h i s  wr i ngi ng ha nds. 
his voiceless yel ls were eloquen t  
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o£ somrthing tha t was gone! gone! 
gone! K a l ispcl understood t hen 
that not u n t i l  this moment of 
catastrophe h;•d Le;l\' i t t  known of 
the loss of his gold. 

His pale f : �ce  van ished from the 
dark doorway.  :\nd that instant,  
with a rumble and a shake the 
mass of slope let loose in a land·  
1sl i de to lllO\'e down upon the cab· 
in. The roof c:n•ed in. and earth 
poured rlown l i ke water into a 
vessel. 

Leav i t t  appeared a t  the door 
and then was felled by a fa l l i ng: 
rafter. 1-Jc went down, his head 
ounicle the door. And there, 
wrenchine; aucl lunging, like an 
animal ca u g h t  by i t s  h i n d  feet in 
a trap. he  raised h i s  body and 
flu ng his arms. In each hand he 
held a b:•g of gol d .  His face was a 
gray blotch.  

Th'� s l id in� s i l t fi l led t h e  cabin 
and began t o  pour .out of the door 
over Leaviu. S t i l l  he struggled. 
Like a waterfa l l  the earth rU5hed 
off the roof on each side. leaving 
a slowly closi ng. fan·shaped aper· 
ture through which the doomed 
man cou ld be seen. Then came a 
sliding roar. a cloud of dust-and 
the cabin disappeared. 

As if in mockery of the l i t t leness 
of man, nature pealed out the 
doom wh ich the wise old beaver 
and the savage chief had foreseen. 
No sound before had ever equaled 
that thundering travai l . of the 
mountain yielding its nl ight, its 
bulk, its stability to the stupen-

. 
dous force of gravitation. For ages 
its foundation had gro:�ned warn
ings. And now the hour of col
lapse had come. 

The slope was a bi l lowy sea on 
end. Far up, the trees were aslant, 
fa l l ing. w:�gging:, pi l ing up and 
slid i ng down. The hol lows fil led, 
the scant thickets rode the ava· 
lanche. the ridges rose like waves 
and sank in furrows. Majestic and 
awful, the milt> high face of the 
mountain moved down. 

Gradually the movement slowed 
and as gradually the rumbling 
thunder diUlinished. The shouu 
of men could be heard. Once more 
the sound of the stream penCtrat
ed the valley. 

Blair approached Kalispel and 
Srdney, who had recovered from 
her faint. 

" l\Jy God! Kal-isn't i t  awful?" 
gasped Blair. taking hold' of Syd
ney. 

·"Shore came in the nick of time 
for me," replied Kal ispel 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-1 fell
is covered," she whispered with a 
glance Kalispel would never for
get. 

Presently l\·lasters held up his 
hand and bellowed to the watch
ing crowd, "She's mavin' three feet 
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a minute .  Thunder C i ty is doom
ed. Run an'  tell C\'Cryhody. Grab 
yore gold ,  some ;;rub . a blanket, 
an'  rust le out of  heah ! " '  

Kal ispcl ran wward h i s  cabin.  
every few momcms ha l l ing to look 
back at  the spcc.t :�cle. It was as 
great and :u s t ra nge as had been 
his del iverance. En·n rod t h a t  he 
pr��ressed away fro1�1 the s l id ing 
slope chan�ed its perspect i ,·e :  t h e  
farther he got a w a y  t h e  more he 
c o u l d  sec . Three f e e t  a m i n u te!  I t  
would not be long unt i l  t he  en
croach ing landslide must reach the  
edge of the long.  one-streeted 
town. M i ners were running in 
C\'ery direct ion.  

Jake's gloomy ,·i�agc l igh tened 
at sight or 1\. :l l ispcl. ". -\hom lime 
you go1 back! "  

"Whcrc's-Rut h?'' 
"Poor kid,  she's scared 'most 

damn' near to death," replied 
Jake. indicating tha t  the girl was 
inside the cabin. 

Ruth lay on the couch '''i t h  her 
(ace co,•ercd . 

"Ruth! '  he  panted as he  sat 
down bestde her and tore her 
hands and scarf from her face. 
" I 'm here." 

She leaped up tO clasp him in 
her arms. and the horror faded 
from her e\'('5 as she k issed him 
wi ldly. unc�nsrious of  a l l  sa\'e h i s  
return. 

"Why-kid-don't take on sol" 
be said huski ly. 

"I saw the \'igil a n tes march you 
up to Leavitt," she whispered. 

".J:tke held me back. l-I e swore 
you'd come t hrough . But ,  oh, I 
ne:u·h• wem m a d ! "  

"cioscsr sluw 1 -e,·er h a d , ' '  t·e
plicd Kal isprl .  bre:n h ing hard. l-I e 
beckoned for Jake to come in t h e  
open door. T h e n  h e  recoun ted t o  
t h e m  the e,·en ts of t h e  bst  hour. 

They did not remain  longer i n  
the  cabin . Outside aga in ,  they, 
gazed spel lbou nd a t  t he scene. 
Sh:�cks and tents were riding up
ended a t  the base o f  t h e  moving 
mountain.  spl inter ing sounds 
came clearh• across t h e  dis tance: 
the s i n ist er. i nexora b l e  l a ndsl ide 
crept toward the  to\rn.  

But i f  the  spect acle low down 
was fascina t ing. t ha t  h igh u p  on 
the slope \1·as indcscrihabl)' so . 
The movcmem seemed more visi
ble there and i t  was monst rous. 
Q,·cr the ridge back or the center 
of the town ho,·e in sig:ht a mov: 
ing forest that hcrewfore had 
been hidden from \•iew. With firs 
and pines uprooted. u pfl ung.  up
ended, a section of slope s l id  down 
with slow and terri b l e  precision . 
Far at the end of t h e  town, where 
the valley narro"·cd in  its ap
proach to the canyon. the land
sl ide had made more progress. 
Borden's huge dance h a l l  stood in 
line tor almost ins tant  ann ih ila
tion. 

"Kal,  that  landslide wi l l  wipe 
Thunder City ou t, dam the val
lev, an' 1nakc a lake where we're 
st�nd in ' now," declared Jake. 
"\Vow! hear thet smash ! Borden's 
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dance h a l l  d:mcin' to its gravel 
Ain't  {Jwt a q ueer sigh t ?  I t  jest 
ain ' t  rea l .  folks." 

"Jake, rustle to your p<lckin' ," 
ordered K:1 l ispel . "'Ve wam to get 
out a hc:ld ol' the mob." 

" I  reckon t he exodus won ' t be
gin t i l l  tomorrow." returned .Jake. 
"Most of t h ese gold hawgs w i l l  
h a n �  on t i l l  t h e  end. ' '  

" R u t h .  ru s t l e  i n t o  warm t h in�s 
an '  overa l l s . I t ' l l  be tou gh slcdd i n '  
on t h e  pa ss. Bm we' l l  get over be
fore night  : 1 11 ' cam p below t h e  
snow l i n e . "  

T h e y  packed feverishly for a 
while ami t h en stopped to brea t h e 
a nd gaze aga in a t the phenome
non.  The Hlairs rod e  by behind 
the freig h t ers a n d  a tra i n of pack 
anim a ls. Far across t h e  stream 
m i ners cou l d  be seen i n  drO\'es. 
mov i ng t h e i r  effects u p  on t h e  
h i g h  h r n c h .  F ire broke out  i n  o n e  
of the  overturned b u i l d i ngs. send
i ng fort h tbmes a nd volumes of 
ye l low smoke. The gri n d i ng of 
bou lders well \  on, the cracking of 
wal l s, t h e  t h udd i ng of trees, and 
the i n cessa nt  shmning of excited 
men . 

K a l i spel s<'lectcd the best burro 
to p:tc:k t he al(orias which carried 
his  gold. Over t h is pack h e  map
ped his bedd ing . Ruth came out 
dressed LO ride , and when he saw 
her h e  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 sacidle hone, 
Jake,  I ' l l walk.  I reckon that'll 
ta kC' the o u t fi t ," sa id Ka l ispel . 

" O h ,  look ! "  cried R uth . 
,\ m i le of the face of the land· 

slide had crept upon the long line 
of t h e  bu i ld i ngs on the north side 
of the m;� i n  street. Three feet a 
m i nu te]  Yet it mi�ht have been a 
t id ; t l  wa\·e. for 1he crash i ng and 
rending. t he sm;�shing and ro l l ing, 
t h e  collapsing :mel u pheaving of 
ten t �.  ,h,.cks. rabins, stores, and 
s:l lnom, gave the i mpression of 
� w i f t l y  ad\';mcinA havoc and ruin. 
The l a nds l id e seemed rel en t less. 

T h u ndC'r aga i n !  The ground
. 

�hook beneath K a l ispel's feet, and 
Ruth reached for him with eager 
hands and parted l ips. Rocks 
lwa\•ccl out of the moving silt to 
rol l .  to be buried aga i n ,  to appear 
o11ce more, to sl ide and gather 
momen t u m  u n t i l  ther were hurt· 
l i ng down to leap the boulders on 
the bench and crack as if explod· 
ing, or thudd ing soddenly into the 
pi l ing earth around the houses. 
One half the ci ty  seemed a l ive, 
1\'ri t h i n g  and crunching in the 
maw or the avalanche, while the 
other ha l f waited apprehensively 
the approach or the ca taclysm . 

"Ruth, fork your horse," order
ed Kal ispel, driven to tear his gaze 
from the spectacle., ,"Jake, move 
'em along. \.Ve're late now." 

Ruth stepped up and swung in
to her saddle \Vith a l ithe ease and 
gracC which could come only from 
long practice. Somehow the sight 
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enha nced her \':l l u c  and suddenly 
gave her a charm Kal ispcl h a d  not 
apprcri:ued ti l l  t hen. 

He u n t ied his  burro. a n d  w i \ 11 
rinc in hand stepped out u pon the 
trail .  

A t  the bend of t h e  strea m .  \\'here 
the trail turned. Kal ispcl had his  
last  close \'i<.•w of Thunder C i t y 
and the juggernaut which was 
destroying: i L  H C'  turned c\'Cn a f t er 
he cou l cl  sec no more. Bill h e  
could s t i l l  h e a r  t h e  detonations 
like sodden bl ows. 

Far u p  the trail a tra i n of p:td 
Jnllles zigzagged toward the sum
mit of the pass. The stream .  bank
ful l ,  and yellow i n  hue,  roar'cd 
hurriedly down, as  i f  sens i ng an 
hour when no escape from the \'al
ley would . be pnssih le  . .-\ n d  t he 
sun, wcstcring. had beg:un to gi ld 
the white clouds O\'Cr the western 
wall. 

Kalispcl manclcd a t  h i s  del i \'· 
erance. This \'Cngcance lud no1 
been meant for him . . -\ h igher pow
er had set tled the score ,,·ith 
Lea vii i .  

The 1rail  grew steep and beg:an 
its zigl:tg course. Kal ispcl cl imbed 
behind Ru1h's horse. She did no1 
t3.Jk nor did she look back. 

The air . grew cold. with a h i n t  
of s n o w  in i t s  breath . .Jake toiled 
on, his wide Jhoulders bowed. The 
lop-eared burros plodded on be
hind him. Kal ispel never let go of 
the hal ter of h i s  burro. • 

The inclodious roar of t h e  
stream ceased to thrum in Kalis. 

pel's c:1rs. h d ied :ma y  �r:ulua l l y . 
Sh�rp. colt! w i n d  nm l cd t h e  sa�c
brush on the slope. 

. '\1  las1 .J : •kc ha hcd ou 1 hc  first 
lc�\ cl of 1h c J> : •ss. where p:u ches of 
snow spoi l ed 1hc gray. H is rudd y 
face. a l mns1 as  red as h i s  sh i r 1 . 
t u rned down toward t h e  \'a l l e y .  
!-l is  mouth ga ped.  h i � j a w  d ropped .  
h i s  eves popped. a n d  he 1 hrrw u p 
one Jon� ann in :•  \ 'nicclcs5 s:• l u 
ta l ion 10 som c 1 h i ng ;1\rc- i u spiri ng. 

R111h bowed her head o,·er 1 hc  
neck of her horse a nr l  d i d  no1  t u r n .  
l\. ;1 l i spel sutldcnh· u n derst ood . 
R111h had 1 hc s 1rcng 1 h  no1 10 look 
h:u·l;. She had forc,·er bidden farc
\I'Ci l  t o  thai sordid �old camp a nd 
10 1hc l i fe she lud led 1 herc. 

B u r  Ka!i�pcl  ga?cd bacl; a nd was 
s l l l n ncrl . The long \';r l l e v  lay al 
h i �  fee1 unckr sl :m r i ng rays ;mel 
n·ils of golden l ip.lu . :md t h rou�h 
i u  cent er mcandcrnl a � h i n i n !(  
s1 ream of fi r e  wh ich cmh·d i n  a 
bma d .  sh il· ld-shaped ,  hbting lal;e.  

The fanhc�t end or t he l a n d s l i d e  
h : r d  d;m1mcd 1 h c  $ l r c a m .  l-l ou�cs. 
ha l f-submerged. l i k e  s i n k i n p.  ho:11 s. 
Ao:nerl upon ia � 1 1rf:rcc. l\·lcn l i l; e  
a nt s toiled a long i t s  farther shm·e. 
Ka l ispel looked i n  \•a i n  for what  
had been 1 he  long. na rrow gr:• �·
walled, w h i lc-t c u t ed 1own, for 1he 
long. wide street  w i l h  i t s  reem i ng 
l i fe. 

Chaos reigned dO\rn i n  1hat ''al
l ey. lranscend:m t l y  beaut iful  in its 
sunset hues and cunaim, terrible 
with its naked destructive forces 
of  earth and rock. 



THUNDER MOUNTAIN 131 
Kal ispcl had to gaze o'·er and 

over agai n  and readjust his per· 
spective to  make clear what he 
really did sec. And when Jake and 
Ruth had gone on up the trail, 
and the  sun sank beh ind the west· 
ern wal l ,  Kal ispel had painted for· 
e'•er on his memory the grandeur 
of the slide of Thunder l\·Jountain 
into the valley. When he finally 
wrenched h imseU from the scene, 
he lrd his burro up the pass into 
the snow. As twi l ig:ln fell Kalispcl 
plodded down in to a shehered 
grove of :�spens where a bright fire 
blazed :md 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  h i l l ! "  said Kal· 
ispel, as he gazed down upon his 
charge, and he meant vastly more 
than the surmount i ng of the snowy 
pass. ' 

The l\liddle Fork presented Kal
ispel's next problem. If it  was in 
Hood, there would be many min· 
ers camping at the ford. Kalispcl 
de�ired to :�void contacts. The river 
i tself rl id  not worry him. He would 
wait until the Hood subsided or 
build a raft and ferry his packs 
over on that. 

Trail ing downhil l  was easy on 
burros and men. The ford of the 
Middle Fork was reacohcd in the 
late afternoon of the third day out 
from t he valley. The river was 
high. Kalisj>el _ ordered camp and 
busied himself constructing.. a raft. 

' 'What'n hell  do we want a raft 
fer?" snorted Jake. 

"Reckon to freight Ruth's fine 
togs safely across." 

"Kal, I burned them!"  exclaim· 
ed Ruth. 

"Aw, wall I'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 rol led by the swift current. 
Kalispel dragged his improvised 
raft up stream and crossed on it 
with his alforjas without a hitch. 
Ruth handled her horse like a 
cowboy. 

CHAPTER SIXTEEN 

"Married People Do Sleep 
' Together" 

A
n�!�Xa�\alt

m
i�d : 

'grove of cotton· 
woods on the bank 
o£ the Salmon River 
below Challis. He 
wanted to give that 

congested town a wide berth. But 
he sent Jake ih to fetch back some 
very necessary supplies, and upon 
a mission he did not confide to 
Ruth until his brother was out of 
sight. 

"Say," he  began hesitat.ingly, 
"Jake is goin' to fetch back the
the parson.". 

"The-wltatr' flamed Ruth, 
starting up. 
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" I  sent  £or  the parson ," Kal
ispcl repl ird . a fter a pause . 

" Ka l Emerson . you 're go ing to 
stick t o  that prom ise to  Dick?" 

'Td forgoucn aho111 him, but 
not about ma rry i ng you. I shore 
intend 10 do t h :u." 

"I won ' t ; '  sh e decl ared . 
"You w i l l ," be rcl llrned . 
"Why?" she asked. her face pal-

ing. 
"\Val ,  for a num ber of reasons. 

most part icu lar of which is  th : u  I 
wam to lake care of ''011 a n '  make 
you happy." 

· 

" Bm you don't ha ,·c to mnrry 
- me-to do tha t . I ' l l  be happ ier 

than I C\'Ct was in my l i re-just to 
be wi!lt you, work for you ." 

"�laybe you cou ld : .-\ n'  t h a t  
1\'0uld be a l l  ri�lll w i t h  m e ; ·  h e  
rejoi ned carn(•st ly .  "On l y . o u r  
story wil l  be known . .-\n'-wal .  J 
won't have i t  any ot her way." 

"1-J though t I'd, set t led i 1 . ' ' she 
faltered m iserably . 

· 

"If you cry J.' l l-1 ' 1 1 spank you," 
he declared threa1eningl y . 

"I 'd forgotten C\"eryth i ng-a nd 
I was happy." 

"Ah-huh.  An' now you're un
h:tpp�· just because· I'm determ in
ed to make you Mrs. Lee Emer
son? Gosh !  lt"s shore flatterin' to 
my l'a n i ty." 

"Kal.  I"m not l ike other girls
Oh! if you only-only had met me 
-when I was sixteen ! "  she sobbed. 

Kal ispel said. "Ruth.  it 's  only 
for appearance's sake. I told rou 
that. You'll not be my wife, real-

ly. So there'l l  be noth i n '  for you 
to bC' ash:tmcd oL :\ n '  1 " 1 1  have 
you to take c:tre of-an· you'll 
ha\"e me.' "  

· ·very wel l .  I will  marry you," 
she rcpl iC'd bintly.  

Kal ispel leh her :done t h e n  a n d  
1\·alkcd u n d e r  t h e  cot tonwoods, 
rea ! i ;r i n g  that he did not  n n der· 
s tand himself  I'Cf)' well .  But he 
rclt great ly re!ie\"Ccl a n d  gl:td o£ 
h er decision. Prcscn th· h e heard a 
c l i p-clop of hoofs and t he crunch 
of wheels on the  gr;n•r! road. A 
li�ht �pr i ng w:1g-on t u rned off to· 
ward l ite coT tonwood grove. Kal· 
ispel saw that the  driver was a 
m i n ister :mel t h a t t h e  other occu· 
pant of the 1ragon was Jake. 

" K a l .  t h i s  i s  Parson Weeks," an· 
nou n c:cd Jake as t h ey came to a 
stop. "I commissioned h i m  to  pack 
our fresh supplies oul .  A n '  he's of
fered to sell the hoss a n '  wagon 
chea p. So I reckon,  when he winds 
up by h i tc h i n '  you an·  Ruth, thet 
i t ' l l be a right pen day for h i m . "  

"H owdy , !'arson.  l " m  shore glad 
to m eet you ," drawled Kal ispcl, 
offeri n g  his h a n d ,  as the gray·hair· 
ed l i t t le ma n a l igh t ed . 

"The pleasure is m i n e ,  Emer· 
son. l"ve heard of  you and I "m glad 
to shake this good righ t hand of 
you rs ." 

"Come an' meet the lady." 
Ruth rose from her log scat as 

they approached ,  and Kal ispcl's 
fears were al layed . She showed no 
trace of distress and met them 
wi th a smile. 
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"Ru t h ,  t h is is !'arson Weeks," 
13l 

a n nouqced K a l ispcl .  
"Parson, I have promised to 

m a r r y  h i m , "  said R u t h  presen t ly , 

. w i th lo,·c ly ,  l rou bled eyes upl i fted. 
"I w i l l-bu t  I ough t not." 

"And why not ,  i f you care for 
him?" excl a i med Weeks kindly. 

"Oh,  J do IO\'' h im , bu1 I w:.s a 
da ncc-h:dl g ir l  a nd I can never 
l ive down t he bad name that gave 
me." 

"Suppose you were," he repl ied 
s lowl y.  "That  i s  not hing i f  he 
wams yon." 

"Yes. I do!"  said K a l ispcl w i t h  
pass ion . " !'arson . I took her out 
of a d a n ce hal l .  b u t  that doesn't 
say she \\·as bad. A n '  I 'm gai n '  to 
marry her an'  make her happy. I f  
you c a n  on ly 1 a lk a l iu l e  sense in· 
to her pre1 1 y  heaci you ' l l be doin'  
me ;'I n  everlast i n '  favor." 

" A h !  1 sed" The minister t ook 
Ruth's hand. "l\ l v  dear c h i l d ,  this 
is a quest ion of love and love 
alone. Emerson 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. l 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 cit ies 
�nd ranchers, that the grand
mothers o£ that genel-ation, ever 
were, let u.s say, dance-hall girls? 
And i£ i t were remem.bered, who 
could bring calumny against the 
strong-souled mothers o£ the 

West?" 
Parson \"leeks married Ruth 

and Ka l ispcl under the gold·leafed 
couonwoods, with Jake grinning 
happily b.y. And when Kalispel 
bent over Ruth to watch her sign 
the marriage certificate, he was 
rather aSLonished to discover that 
he had never before known her 

Kal ispel bought out Olsen, lock, 
stock, and barrel, to his own ra.,. 
ture and the dissatisfied rancher's 
great satisfaction. 

A belated Indian summer fell 
upon the Salmon River Valley 
and added iu 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 Lemhi 

Valley {or horses and canlc, Kal is· 
pel supcrintendtd the erection of 
a spacious addition to O!scn's log 
cabin. Carpenters and builders 
(rom the town peeled the lodge
pole pi nes 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 cemcr. and 
small, well-liglucd rooms at each 
end. 

Kalispcl 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 luxuries he wan t· 
ed £or Ruth. PiciU rcs. curt:l ins, 
lamps, rugs, linen, all the t h ings 
he had surreptitiously learned 
from Ruth were dear to the hearts 
of housewives, all these and manv 
more came almost bc£ore the roo

'
£ 

was on, to Ruth's growing con· 
sternation and raplUre. 

"Oh, Kal ! I£ you arc going in 
debt we are ruined be£ore we 
Slart!'' she wailed. 

"Nary a debt," he replied with 
a mysterious a ir. 

"Kal. you struck gold over there 
-struck it  rich-and kept it  se· 
cret l" 

"\.Val, there's somethin in what 
you say," he replied lazily. 

Kalispel planned many sur
prises, to Ruth's endless bewilder
ment. When Smoky arrived, the 

prettiest l i t t l e  saddle horse in the 
,·allcv. with a :\ l exican silver· 
mou t; tcd saddle and bridle. R u t h  
fol lowed Ka lispcl a r o u n d  wi th 
eyes that  made a slow, strange 
heat throb i n  his  ,-eins.  

Howe\·er. when a young Lemhi 
Indian couple put  i n  a n  appear· 
ance, the stalwart man to help 
.Jake with his tasks, and t h e  come· 
l y  squaw to look J h er the house, 
then Ruth arose l ike  a roused 
l ioness. To her wrat h  and her pro· 
tcstations and lament at ions Kal is
pcl turned a n i n t y  i f  not  a deaf 
ear. 

"Dog-gone it! There's too much 
work on this  big place for a l ittle 
girl  l ike you ! "  he e jacu la ted final· 
ly. " I  won't ha,·e my wife makin' 
a slave of herself. Not while I 'm 
rich." 

"Rich! Damn you. Kal!- Oh, 
forgive me. 1 mea n t to stop swear· 
ing. But I don't care i f  you are 
rich. you mysterious cowpu ncher ! 
I Wa-n t  to be worth my salt .  Let me 
cook and bake and sew for you!"  

" \V a l ,  I sort of think I ' l l  like 
that, a l ittle," he drawled. "But 
not pitch i n '  ha)' or diggin' pota· 
toes or milkin'  cows or choppin' 
wood or scrubbin'  Aoors, or any 
o£ a hundred jobs such as Olsen's 

· wi fe had to do. You sa\"vy, !\·Irs. 
Emerson?" 

"Yes, I savvy," she replied, 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: l ite sides were mostly gray; 
and the wail in� wind and dismal 
croak of ra,·ens from the hill at· 
tested 10 t he imminent approach 
of w i n t er. 

J:tk£" h a d  dr i,·en i n  1 000 head 
of cau l c and 50 horses. which were 
t nrncd out in t he river pasttJres. 
The fn· i�·h t i n� w:.s all finished. 
Jake :.ud the I n d i a n  cut firewood 
when t he other farm chores left 
them t i me.  

D u r i n g  t hese even t fu l  and al l 
satisfyini-: w e e k s  Ka l ispel heard 
cnd/ cs� goss i p from Jake. who 
uever fa i led to  return from town 
with the latest happenings. \\·lore
over . m i ners :md tr:tvclers. who 
often st opped at the ranch, 
broug h t  t h eir  share of news. Only 
of late had the stream of miners 
from T h u nder Ci ty dimin ished to 
a few st ragglers. 

Five h u ndrcd gold diggers had 
rema ined beh i n d  to spend the 
win ter in  the ruined go ld camp. 
Thunder Mountain had slipped 
down to  pile a dam 1 00 feet high 
across the val ley at the lower end. 
A hundred feet of water now cov
ered the lonl!;. wide- street where 
rc\'Ciry had held sw:ty day and 
night. Btu the gold was still there. 
And in the spring the 100-ton 
stamp mill would be packed in. 

Of "i ta ! interest to Kalispel was 
the news that Masters had lin
gered 3 1  Thunder Ci ty long after 
a l l his friends had left. And one 
clay, in a tent-walled gambling 
den, he had clashed with two 

miners named Jones and Mat
thews ami had kil led them both. 
One of th�se men, while dying, 
had confessed to the murder of 
Sam Emerson, at Leavi t t 's insti
gation. . 

Kal ispel orten inquired about 
Blair and his daugh ter, but they 
seemed to have vanished. Memory 
of the dark-haired, violet-eyed 
girl ha,d mellowci:l, and he no 
longer felt any regret or remorse. 

Then one day a leaden sky man
t led the mountain peaks ;�nd snow 
began to fall. Great, feathery, 
white nakes noated down to cover 
the slopes. the ranges, the c;�bins, 
the sheds ;�nd fences, all except 
the dark green. gliding river. 
Three feet of snow (ell during 
that first storm of the winter, and ·when i t  cleared the mercury slip
ped down below zero. 

K;� l ispcl gazed om of the win
dow that morning upon a beauti
ful white world. 

"Gosh, how I always used to 
hate winter !" he ejaculated. "Bliz
zards on the \Vyomin' range were 
no joke." · 

"I Jo,·e winter," replied Ruth 
gayly. 

"Snowed in, like a couple of 
Missouri groundhogs! Snowed in 
for the winter, vou an' me, Ruth! 
Aw, it's terribic 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-
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stood cowhoyr· 
"Yes. I had obscn·cct the same 

th ing," rep l ied R11 1 h ,  wit h a n  cx
prrssi\·c g:J:wcc from her blue e�·cs. 

"Shore. I'm �lad yon are ob
sen•in','' drawled Kali spcl .  the  
mood gro\\' ing on h im .  · · _·\ n ' s tuff 
to  ca t ! Two deer h:m.� in ·  up i n  
the �hcd an ·  a t housand pounds of  
elk me; u !  \l i lk  an' cream ;m ' but
ter a l l  I can stuff. an'  not have to 
l i ft a darn ' h;md to get iL  An'  
th en this here l id n'-room Books 
galore ! N ice. hright lamps an '  
easy chairs! .-\w, the long w i nter 
C\'Cnin's \\'hen the wind moans an' 
the snow blows, with all these 
th in��-an · a girl no man 1\'0Uid 
C \'(� t  t ire look in' at ! "' 

"Oh. so �-ou h:n·e obscn·cd th:tt 
las t ! ' '  exclaimed Ruth l iglu ly.  

K a l i�pcl looked a t  her "�o
vemhrr, Drcembcr. fanuary. Feb· 
ruan. !\·larch . Apr i l .  Ma,·r· he  ex
claimed. 

"Oh, the  long months. eh?" she 
rejoined encouragingly. 

"Yep. till' lon� mon ths with you 
alone." 

· 

"Kal .  isn ' t that ' prospect ''cry
very-?" 

"Shore i t  i.o;," he agreed 
That ni�ht he was u n usual ly 

q u iet and nor respomh•e to R ll l h 's 
thou�h t £ul importuni t ies . Bur 
when bedtime came he apparent
ly regained his cheerrulness. "Dog· 
gont>! Ruth. can't you £eel the cold 
creepin'  in?" he  said, as he  got up 
to bank the red bed o£ embers i n  
t h e  fireplace. "l{ I d o n ' t  keep pil-

in' on wood-" 
"It was fihccn degrees below 

zero th i s  morning." she declared .  
"\\'a l .  no wonder. Do you  sleep 

warm. Ruth?" he  asked solic i tous· 
h·. as he mrnec\ h i s  back.  raking 
t;p the coals .  

" I  free1:e to  dea t h . " '  she re join ed 
fra nkh·. with a bu\.\h .  

"So 
'eta 1 .  towarcis morn i n ' ," he 

d r a w k d  though t fu l ly. "Dog-gone 
it. Ruth.  su ppose \\'C s leep to· 
,gether to keep warm." 

She u 1 1 crcd a s l ig:h t g;•sp. bu t 
did not reply. Kal i �pel went on 
pi l ing the ashes O\'er th e l ive fire 
and taking pains  about it. 

"Course I won't sleep in  my 
chaps an '  spurs. as I used to," he 
,·em u red . 

"Kal l"  she whi�percd ra int ly .  
"You-\·ou'n· not-in c : •rnes t?" 

"Sho�e . come to t h i n k  of i t .  You 
sec I just ha ppened to th ink  tha t  
married people do sleep t ogeth er 
in  winter-t ime.  So I 've been told. 
It's not a bad idee , Ru t h . ' 

Another long si lence. which at 
lengt h she broke in  :t � t r: •.,gled 
voice. "Very wel l .  1-1 wi l l . ' ' 

Then he l et out a great exul
tant laugh. I n  one long stride he 
reached her . a nd l i h i ng- her out or 
her chair . he kissed eyes and 
cheek� and then her l i ps. Aher 
which he sat down in h er chair 
and held her close and tight to 
his breast. 

Outside, th e n igh t wind com
plained under the caves: the 
branches of the cottonwood rus-
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lied on the roof: the river roared 
its mclanchol)' song: and a woU 
mourned his lonely and hungry 
$!ate-a l l  of which sounds were or 

Kal ispel's past, reminders of the 
solitude and the wild, now gone 
with the hard days that were. no 

GREAT LAWMEN OF THE WEST 
A Quiz 

Tm: ,,N:"ALS of the \Vest offer many thrilling accounts of the men 
who brou�lu the law to the front ier. Ten o{ them arc l isted in the 
dgll l ·hand c olumn below. Sec i f  you can match the names correctly 
with the brief descriptions in the ldt·hand column,. then turn to 
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I. He trapped and ki l led Bil ly the Kid. -John Slaughter 
2. Armed with bowie knife, sawed·off 

shotgu n .  and six·shooters. he patrolled 
the streets of Abilene. -Dallas Stoudenmire 

�. 1\idcc\ hy his brothers and Doc Holii
day, he bested the Clantons and Mc
Lowcrys in a memorable Tombstone 
gun-figh t .  -Billy Breakinridge 

4. Former Confederate soldier and ex· 
Ranger. he; became the two·gun marshal 
of El Paso. -Pat Garren 

5. At 22 shC'rilf of Ford CoUJity, Kansas; 
later a U. S.  marshal in New York. -Wratt Earp 

6. Tombstone respected this deputy sheriff 
for his qu iet courage, fair dealing -\Vild Bill Hickok 

7. Cattle king who became the sheriR o[ 
Cochise County, Arizona. -John R. Hughes 

8. ����� as1�ar;l��� f�1 10'�d:�"eity :��
e
r� 

Oklahoma. -Bat Masterson 
9. College graduate, lover o£ books, reck-

less gambler, and Arizona sheriff. -;-Bill Tilghman 
1 0. Outst anding Texas Ran11er (or 28 

years, 21 o£ them a! Captam. -Bucky O'Neill 



Law West of the Pecos 
The Sngn of Roy Bean 

Story b)' DALE ROBERTSON Pictum by ERVIN SCHWEIG 

��-:�11�7����::,,1, �rs;·o�>�:
a
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rcprrsrlllrl thw of or.f!.ll lli:rd !n:c in t/1,. region : • 't:(f  of tl1e Peros, 
luu bt'i'll the n:ntrr of almost flS many tales and lt'{!.f'IUis liS the 
nl)•lhiral Pnul  U II IIJMI. This pict tm··slm)'. fJrt'SI 'n/ ill! :,  som t• of 
the hi;!.h spots of his c n rccr. is basccl m1 the boufl . Rcn• Bea n .  
L:t\\' \Vesr of t h e  l'l:'COs. u,, C. L Sonnichst'/1 (.Harlll illan) 11 11 
nm rning :rn/um( ;,·h irh contains manv stories abnut Ho}' fka11 . 

When Roy Bean became the first justice of the peace west of 
the Pecos, that region was swarming with rustlers, gullnlCn, 
and hard-case characten. Before long the fabulous old frontier 
tyrant was announcing dryly, "Everything is perfectly peaceful 
ht-re-why, there hasn't b�en a man kil led in four hours." 

138 



LAW WF��T OF TI-lE PECOS 

Seated behind the table \rhich  was u�ed for the mon te layou t  
i n  R o y ' s  ten t-saloon at  the t o w n  of V inegaroon , . Judge Bean 
dispensed rough-a nd-ready just ice. I f  a trial was long and thirst· 
pro\' o k i ng. freq uent  recesses a l lowed j u dge, j ury, and accused 
to refresh thcmsci\'CS w i t h  Proprietor Bean's liquor. 

When the town of Vinegaroon folded up in .1882, Roy moved 
to Strawbridge. His career there was a brief one, [or a bnsiness 
competitor sneaked some kerOsene into Roy'S whisky barrel. 
and his trade melted aw<�y. D isgusted, Roy packed up and left. 
Soon thereafter he settled in  Eagle's Nest. 

"' 
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In Eagle's l'\est Roy ran np against a m a n  named Torres, a 
saloon proprietor who 0\l'ned most or t h e  propCrt)' in t he tow n . 
Unable to buy or rent a su i t able site. Roy SlJUancd on t h e  
railroad's right of way and st:trtl'd h i s  o w n  saloon. I I  w a s  n o t  
long before he showed Torres h i s  m e t t l e .  

He threatened to shoot Torres on s ight 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 .Lhirsty when the trial ended. 



LAW WEST OF THE PECOS 

The jury relllrned a verd ict of gn ihy, recommending a line of 
24 bou les of beer. Torres. who was dcl i glucd, i n v i ted them 
over to his saloon. "No you don " 1 ! "  shouted Judge Bean. "All 
fines i m posed by 1his  here court arc paid on the spot !" So the 
ju r  ) '  dr:�nk Roy's beer-at  Torres' ex pense. · 

Roy called his saloon the' jersey Lily in honor of the famous 
English actress, Lily Langtry. Soon Eagle's Nest itself was re
named "Langtry"-undoubtedly at Roy's insistence. Only oc
casionally did he lose influence, as once when he lost the jus
ticeship in· an election he had considered in the bag. 

141 
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He was not out of po,,·cr lo ng. ' ' I ' m  the o n ! )  m:m c ou l d 
make an�· th ing 011 1  of t h a t  office:· Roy s:1. id l ;ucr. The new 
justice soon t ired of h is job and oflcr ed t o  sell  out .  Rov. a ] \\'a y s  
a tough barga iner.  �wa ppcd h i m  t \.rl hrar�l.. in� .  a d e m i j o h n  nf 
wh isky. a n d  a pet coon for h i s  comm issirm. 

Roy's relations with his !\lex ican constituents were those of a 
bcne\'Oicnt tyrant. Once, after divorcing two couples. he mar· 
ricd each of the women to the other's former husband. After· 
ward Roy, a l itt le worried, asked a lawyer i f  i t was legal . "Well ,  
you did i t ,  d idn ' t  you?'' was  the answer. "lt'll have to be legal!" 
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The Dis tr ic t J udge sough t out Roy and rcmonstr;ucd wi th 
h im .  \l': tming h im he had no authority to gran t  divorces. "Well, 
I m:nTied 'em," Roy said, "and I AOL a right to unmarry 'em 
i f  it d id 1 1 ' 1  t a ke. I figure I was just rectif)•in' an error and a 
man· ,  got a right to do t h:n. "  

Roy wem riglv along "rectifying his errors." One evening the 
lady a t  whose t'itb!( ·he boarded remarked that Roy looked 
t i red. "Wel l .  I am t i red," he  con£csscd. " I  divorced two couples 
today and swapped 'em around; then I had to spend all after· 
noon dividin'  up the children." 



Roy often performed the functions of coroner. Once h e  con
ducted an inquest on the body of a stranger. Search i n g  t h e  
corpse for identification. Roy found S·IO  and a gun. ' T i l  have 
to bury this poor devil:· he said, ' 'and the d iggi ng's hard-so 
I fine this defendant S·I O  for carryin):', concealed 11·eapons." 

Roy was always pretty high-handed with strangers. An East
erner once annoyed him by paying for a 35-cem drink with a 
S20 gold piece, so Roy kept the change. When the fellow ob
jected, with considerable profanity, Roy majestica l ly fmed h im 
SI9.65 for disturbing the peace. 
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When a freigh t t r a i n  was derailed and wrecked near Langtry, 
SC\'Cral carload� of beet sugar were spil led. Roy went imo 
a c t i o n ,  c o l lect i ng a good many wagonloads of the sugar, wh ich 
h e  sold 10 his � lex i c:lll customers for the next few years. Roy 
llC\"CI" m i ssed a chance to turn a profi t i f  he could help it. 

At one time h i s  old enemy, Torres, lured most of Roy's cus· 
. tamers ;may by im port i ng dance-hal l  gi rls and an orchestra. 
Roy's c.ouut er·mO\"C was to arrest Torres for conducting a "dis· 
orderly house," and the /t:rsey Lily's beer sales, which had drop· 
ped al:trmingly, were soon back Lo normal. 
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In 1 898 Torres ran against Roy for the  just icesh ip. Furious, 
Roy took his stand bdore the schoolhouse that served as the 
pol l ing-place and kept Torres' supporters away Lly threats and 
insults until the sheriff arrived and forced him to stop. Torres 
won the election. However, Roy won two years later, and i n  
1 902 wa s  re-elected unopposed. He remained t h e  L;m· West 
o{ the Pecos until his death in 1 905. Since then stories about 
this American £oll;.-hcro ha\'C accumulated umil Roy Bean's 
name has become known to millions of people. 



The Branded Man 
By VICTOR ROUSSEAU 

TIIF  SUI' I 'L\' TIL\ IN  dcstineti for tlte relief of Genr�al johnston's 
forrr•s is in tlt111�er from a su rjJrising smtrcc-1-logrm, its boss of 
teamsters. Uotf Knight ,  jJiains outcast, knows it, anti puts up a 
un!inn t  b u t  afJIHmmtly l10pelcss figh t to saw: it-not least be· 
w usc Amy.  tht· gencml's pretty niece, is the train's lone p�s
swg,cr. Tl1is s/or)' of lwrdsldp, intrig1tc, ami stark violence on 
the trail has not been p u blisl1cd before. 

-& . ::�;��:c�CI!':u ! " 
-\- �ETCH u p ! "  

(r. 
. 

:\no1hcr day had 

S dawned O\'Cr the 

X<:;c> R Trail . In four coi
f I - umns the 28 wag· 

ons of the supply train, each wi1h 
i ts eight-ox team, took up the 
westward nurch. Beside them · 

.. , 

walked the teamsters, their " Hepl 
Hepl", the crack o£ 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  m a n  in his middle 
30's. dark-haired, with a sqpare 
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brown beard, and gray eyes  that  
sometim('S turned from the  wagons 
to scan tht' SOO\\'·bound plains.  

He took no part  in  the noisy 
sham ing of his  men. but rode on.  
up and down tht' line.  H e  slm\·ed 
hi� horse as one ol the tcam�t ers 
slashed ,-irioml�· at a stra w i ng 
beast. "Lay ofT. Keega n ! "  

Kce�an. b u i l t  l i k e  an ox him· 
self .  turned with a snarl.  Rod 
reined i n .  and sat s i lent ly  watch·  
ing him for a moment .  Then Kee
gan turned back to his  team, and 
Rod gathered up his  re ins  and 
rode by .  Keegan let h i s  wagon pass 
him, and wai ted till  the drin�r of 
the next one came up to him. He jerked his thumb i n  Rod's d irec· 
tion. "Giuin'  too big fer h i s  
boots," he said. 

"\\Tal, he won't be with us much 
longer,'' grinned the other. "Ho· 
gan sounded h i m  out yist iddy. ���

.
�ot the ace of spad�s sign on 

It  was Keegan's IUrn to  gri n .  
"'Yeh, soon as we reach the Lara
mie fork." 

Lieut. Frank H ubbard, of West 
Point ,  who was i n  nominal com· 
mand of the train, rode to the side 
of the last wa�on on the south 
side of the columns. He stopped 
the teamster with a gesture, and 
put his head inside the hoop of 
the can"as. 

"Feeling better, Amy?" 
The girl who looked out was in 

her early 20's, fair-ha:red, dressed 
in  a city outfit that seemed incon· 

gruous on the p b i ns.  Her face 
was pret t �· i n  a pct u l a m  way. "I 
wish U ncle .-\ J bcrt h a d n ' t  allowed 
me to come on this drc;ulrul tr ip," 
she com p b i ned.  "I W<lS a fool to  
IC<l\'C \V:�s h i n).:tan f o r  t h is. He 
oug!u to lu"c stopped me.' '  

" H e  tried to,  Amy." 
"Well, h e  d i d n " t try hard 

enough. I t h oug-ht  i t  would be  
such a n  arh·en t ttrc  go i ng o u t  to 
Dcseret. a n d  seeing th :u city t h e  
Mormons ha\·e b u i l t  :n Salt Lake. 
:'\ow Hoga n s:tys t h:u U ncle AI· 
bert and his troops :tre blocked by 
the snows, a n d  ca n ' !  gel t hrough 
the passes l l ll l i l nrxt spring. a n d  
t h e  :M ormons have surrounded 
them. And he s:ws u n less this tra i n  
gets through :� l i  o u r  troops wi l l  
star"e to d ea t h . '" 

"I'\'C hea rd t h : u  story. But you 
hear wild stories on the Oregon 
Trai l .  General Joh nston k n ows 
his business-a \"Cieran of the 
i\lexican War's  not going to  be 
set back bv " handful of Mar· 
mons. And '1 don't l i ke your talk· 
ing to this man Hoga n .  I don't 
l ike the looks of h im.'' 

There was a grea t  comrast be· 
tween young Hubba rd and Ho· 
gan, the working captain of the 
wagon-tra i n .  H u b bard, youthful  
and elfeminale,  for  a l l  his  \.Vest 
Poi n t  dash, looked a l together out 
of place on the plains.  Hogan, 
built l ike a gori l la ,  was the  type 
of f>urly ruffian who rose to his  
posi t ion by virtue of his ready 
fists. 
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Now he pulled in  h is mule  and 

Jeered ; �( Amy through his  s tub
ble of beard. " H ow yuh ftcl i n', 
.M iss Lanning?" he asked. 

'Ttl be all riglu when this aw
ful journey is over. H ow much 
longer will  1 1  take?" 

"\Va l .  we're ncarin' Laramie. 
M ore ·n  ha l fway-much n1ore. 
Laramie's whar the south fork 
runs down to Santy  Fe. Onct past 
tha t ,  we're nearin' the mountains. 
Snowfa l l 's light enough fer us to 
gil t h rough to yore uncle. Only 
t h i ng t o  worry about is them i\·lor· 
mons." 

"But t hey:re in Descret.  the 
other side o f  the mountains , ' '  pro· 
tested Am)' Lannmg. 

"Mebhc yuh ain ' t  hecrcl- You 
jest stop worq·in' ,  Miss Lann ing, 
and we'll he\• yuh safe a t  General 
Johnston's headquarters in no 
t ime." 

"But  l ' \ •e got to know what you 
mean. \•Vhat haven't  I heard?" 

"W:d, they're sa yin' as hO\� Brig 
Young has bruk through the Gen· 
eral's army and got back to Nau
voo, I l l i nois, and how he's raised 
a new army, and is comin '  on close 
behind us, a imin '  to clean up all 
the trains and auack the General 
from the rear. ShuCks, I don't take 
no stock in i t l "  

Amy -stared at  H ubbard aft�r 
Hogan had ridden on. "Did-did 
you know about this. Frank?" 

"I've he'ard a l l  sorts of rumors, 
blll I don't pay any attention to 
them, Amy. I've got a man-size job 

on my hands, withotu-" 
"You've g01 a man-size job? 

Why, you just ride around on 
your horse. and take your orders 
from that Hogan." 

Hu Ohard reddened. " I t's not 
my place to do the menia l work, 
Amy. I don't see why you're al 
ways pick,ng on me nowadays. 
Before we itartcd. you thought 
you cared for me enough to-well ,  
i f  that's how you feel, I ' l l  leave 
you to the society of Hogan and 
that othrr ruffian, Knight." 

"Frank.  )'OU know how nervous 
I get, being cooped up here al l  
day, un less I care to r ide and be 
subjCcted to the stares of those 
coa��e men. Try to be nicer to 
me 

"Well ,  I saw you talking to 
Kn ight )'esterday. and l didn't 
l ike it." 

"But what am I to do, if he's 
polite enough to say good morn· 
ing to me?" 

"\VeJI, Amy, )'ou're learning a 
lot of unpleasam facts today, and 
I suppose J mar as well tell you 
who Kn ight is .  Everybody else in 
this wagon train knows it. He 
ki l led his wife in Independence
seems ta me tha't's reason enough 
for you to be careful about get
ting m ixed up  with this teamster 
scum." 

Rod Kn ight had worked with 
the trains along the tra ils. saved 
enough to start a venture of his 
own, and settlt•d down in tnde-
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pcndencc, l\l issouri, \\'here he 
opened a SIOTC. He brough t  with 
him a wife.  the daugh ter of a 
trader and a i\'lexican woman. He 
had been deeply in ]O\'(' wt th her, 
and rr:ur-mad enough. when con
frontrd with indisputab!r C\'i · 
dence ol her mfidcl i ty .  to put a 
bul le t  t h rouf!h her heart . 

Tllat had been two \•l.'ars belore. 
Publ ic op. nion i n  I n dependence 
had stood mmnch ly by h im:  
nevertheless. Rod s o l d  h i s  st ore, 
and traveled the plains, \\'Orldng 
his way up and down the trails 
as teamster. 

The present ou tfi t had assem· 
bled a t Council Grove, and Rod 
had known from the first that 
there was something crooked 
about it. Most of the men had 
been picked by big H ogan, who 
had easi ly estab l ished his influ· 
cnce O\'CT Hubbard. deta i led to 
bring the mucl1 ·needrd supplies 
to General Johnston . Rod k new 
Hogan was wanted in New Mex
ico, and that  at least baH his men 
were unsa\'ory characters. He sur· 
mised that Hogan had offered him 
his job as commander of a section 
in order to ha\'e him where he 
could watch him. 

I t  was beyond the Plaue that 
Hogan came to Rod one night. 
"This yer army stuff would sell 
mighty well down in Taos and 
Santy Fe,'' he said. "Easy to run 
the train down the Laramie fork, 
instead ol strugglin' through them 
mountains." 

Rod remained si lent ,  and Ho
gan watched him keenly. "0{ 
course, I was on ly su pposin ' ," he 
went on . " 1  was supposin' them 
i\ l ormons was to a t tack us-that 
crowd Brig Young has been as
scm b J : n ·  hack East . Lordy . 1\'hat 
chanct would '' "" he\' against a l l 
t h a t  san.ge crowd: i\ l e ,  I ' d  nu h cr 
be scu i n ' puny in Taos t h a n  lay· 
in'  out on thr  snow 1r i t h  a dozen 
s lugs through my body. And wha t 
use would a l l  t h i s  cargo be to Gen
era l Johnston. ef it fell  into Brig 
Young's hands?" 

Rod shrugged his  sh ou lders. 
and H ogan hutened t o  add. 
" 'Course, 1 was on ly supposi n' ,  
K n ight.  I 'm t·c ly in '  o n  you and 
Keegan, a n d  a few of t he rest ,  to 
run the train t h rough t o  the  Gcn· 
era], l\lormons or no M ormons." 

After t h a t .  Rod slept wit h his 
eyes open and his ears cocked. 
St i l l . he guessed no at tempt would 
be made by Hog:m a n d  h i s  men 
unti l  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 a n d  thumped 
their arms across their chests. As 
be passed the last  wagon,  he heard 
a call rrom wi th in i t .  Amv Lan· 
ning was seated in the cnlrance, 
wrapped up in her furs. He rode 
up, keeping his horse close to the 
wheel. • 

Amy said, "What's this about 
the Mormons following us?" 
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Rod looked a t  her ;u l len ly. "1 

wou ld n ' t l i s t en t o  t hose tales," he 
said . 

Rnd h c:ml Hogan's \'Oicc be· 
h i n d  h i m :  "Yuh a , n ' t  bein'  paid 
fer s h i n i n '  w i t h  t h e  ] ;�d ies, K n ighl .  
Git  on w i t h  yore· husiness!" 

· For a moment t he two men 
l aced each ot her. Then. just :•s 
Krcgan had done with h i m .  Rod 
t urned aw:1y from H oga n - t here 
was s t i l l  (Lsci pl i n e  i n  the wagon 
t ra in . 

C ! : . n c i n !.;  back,  Rod saw Ho
gan r id i n� s low ly beside the wag
on l·h· \ras engaged i n  talk 1\' i th 
A m y .  a n d  �h e  w:r s  lean ing for· 
ward and rcspond t ng eagerly . 

I n  common wi th a l l  the team· 
stcrs .  Rod was exc i l cd by th e pres· 
enrc of th i s soJ : t a r y  woman in the 
wagon t r a i n .  a n d  fch drawn to
ward her b lond bea uty .  He 
wasn 't q u i t e  �ure }"Ct wh a t H ogan 
was p b n n i ng :  h e'd know at Lara
mie,  a n d  t h en maybe someth i ng 
wou ld bn·ak l oose in him. 

H og-an awoke h im two hours  be· 
for e  t he daw n .  " Kn ight . I w a n t  
y o u  ;md som e of the  other fellen 
I k in trust to gi t yore hawsses at 
once. Them Mormons is ou our 
tra i l .  C i t  ready qu iet, and slip 
ou t er camp. so as not to skcer 
Miss Lanni ng. I ' l l  meet }'Uh be· 
h i n t  t h a t  ridge." 

As�cmhled there in a few m in· 
utes were some 20 of the tougher 
mem bers of the oui.fiL Hogan ad· 
dressed Rod principa l ly, as if the 

o thers already knew: 
"It's Brig Young with his crowd. 

Must be nigh on filly of ·em. 
They been tra d i n ' us, and ves
t iddy I sent one of the ca\'vy 

"rel
lers back t o scou t .  He reported 
to m1· an hour ago thry're com in ' .  
A i m i 1 1 "  to s'pri se the train We're 
layin'  up hyar a long the bank., 
and soon as the}' come into \'iew, 
we s tan shoot in' .. 

Th ey t ied - the ir horses to the 
low. dq· scrub that  fringed the 
stream beneath the banks, Jay 
down and waited. Day dawned in 

• t he east. amid a flurry of snow 
t h a t  swept the whole desolate 
l a ndscape. They waited, shivering. 
Hogan passed Oasks of brand� 
along-someth ing always forbid 
den on the trail. Rod didn't 
drink: he hadn't touched a drop 
since that n:ght when he had been 
blind drunk and killed the worn· 
an he had loved. 

The sun was up when sudden· 
ly. t h rough the curtain of falling 
snow, black spots appeared far 
out across the pi:J. i n .  

T h e y  resol\'ed themseh•es into a 
body ol" riders, some 25 or 30, rid· 
ing in an irregular mass toward 
the eucampmenl. They failed to 
fan out or take any precautions. 
A h u ndred yards away-then 50, 
and Hoga n gave the s�na l . 

Twemy riOes cracked, includ· 
ing Rod's. fn an instant the 
ground was strewn with bodies 
writhing i n  the snow and rider
less horses were careening back. 
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from . t h e  scene o f  slaughter. The  
few sunivors set spurs to their 
steeds and bolted. 

Widl sa,•age yells the teamsters 
leh thrir ambush and ran for· 
ward. Fl i nging: themselves upon 
the pros1ratc men. they complet
ed 1heir work with their bowies. 

\Vhen a1  last it was over and 
the teamsters drew bJck. Hogan 
bellowed. ''Yuh done good ,,·ork, 
fellcrs! 1 reckon we kin go on 10 
relie\'C General Johnston now, 
without worryin' about Brig 
Young and his followers. \Vhat's 
the matter, Knight? Yuh don ' t '  
seem happy. A in ' t  yuh  never seen 
dead meat before?" 

"Ych. but I never saw white 
men fight Injun-style bdorc, on
leu they'd got more cause to be 
kil l in' mad than yore fel lers had. 
Leastways. l "d he" 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 ne\·er murdered no worn· 
an yet-least of al l my wife." 

There was a roar of approba· 
tion. Rod's hands clenched. He 
glanced about him, and realized 
it wouldn't be just a figh t 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 (ace of Amy Lan· 
ning �hone through the somber 
curtain of his thoughts. He'd have 

to It}' to help Ju:r-s;n·c her, i £  h i s  
suspic ions of  B oga11 's  intentions 

were correct. 

I t was night :��a i n .  : �nd after a 
hard day o f  t r : J\ "Cl .  t hey were 
c:�mpt•d. Rod m a d e  his way to 
Amy's w:tgon.  l i e w:ts \\' i t h i n  a 
short dis tance of  it when he heard 
her vo;ce ring o u t :  

"I tel l v o n  \'OU shou ld ha"e 
stopped it .  'rr a n k !  A l l  through the 
journey yon\·e done what Hogan 
told you to. What 's  t h e  use of 
telling me you Jo"e me, and talk· 
ing big. \rhen you're not  half  a 
man?'' 

'Tm t ired o f  ,·out· t :mtrumsl" 
Hubbard b m s t  o u t .  ";\lake up  to 
that K n ight fellow. then. i f  y�u 
th i nk he's t he only gen t leman m 
the crowd ! " '  

Rod stepped beh i n d  the wagon 
just as H u bb:ml cl:tshed away to 
his own t e n t  on the ot her side of 
i t .  R o d  mo\'ed forw;�rd. 

Amy Lanning heard Rod's 
slight movement . and turned her 
head . "Mr. Knight ! ' '  

Rod w e n t  up to h e r .  Her hand 
met his .  

' ' I 'm a fraid," she wh ispered. 
"All  this ligh t i n g  this morning, 
and the kil l ing-Hogan told me 
they'd ambushed some of t h e  Mor
mons, and that otherwise they'd 
have killed us al l .  And Frank 
Hubbard's not the man I can trust 
to protect me. What shall I do?" 

:Til purtect you, Ma'am ," said 
Rod. 
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'Tm a fr;� id ol 1-log<�n-the war 

he looks <� I  me," Am)' fahcred. 
She was drawing him to her in
sensibly .  

Suddenly his arms were about 
her. 'Ti l  take ruh away," he 
whispered. 

' 'When?" 
"Tonight, in  about an hour. 

Slip out of the wagon and meet 
me at the cav\')'-1 ' 1 1  attend to the 
guards thar. I ' l l  bcv two hawsses 
and some food. I'll take yuh along 
the trail to Fon Fenennan-that 
a in ' t  so fur, and i t 's on the  way 
t o  yore uncle. the General ." 

"Oh, how can I leave every· 
th ing and go off like that?  Lieu
tenant Hubbard is supposed to 
howe the care of me-" 

"Decision's hard," said Rod, 
"but i t 's got to be made." 

" I  can't-! can' t .  Go away now, 
before H ogan finds you here.'" 

"Thar ain't no other chance 
nor t ime," said Rod. " I t 's now or 
never. 

" I t 's never, then. 1-I 'd be 
afraid." 

"We· got to gi t  on today," said 
Hogan, speaking as casual ly as i£ , 
their quarrel of the day before 
had never happened. "We're 
camp1n '  a t  the Laramie fork.'' 

All through the n ight Rod had 
lain awake, trying to make plans. 
He  hadn't dared say more to Amy 
because he wasn't qu i te sure as 
to Hogan's i n tentions, but he 
sensed that the situation would 

be desperate as soon as they 
reached Laramie. 

None of the hall  dozen 
who were not <lmong 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 h im:  he had been 
justified in shooting her, by the 
frontier code; and yet he could 
sec h im5elf, pistol steady in  h is 
hand-and the look of terror that 
veiled her eyes the moment before 
her dea th . 

Now he was infatuated with 
Amy Lann ing. With her he could 
forget the past, stan l ife afresh, 
he thought. 

Dawn came with a fresh snow
fa l l  through which the oxen slow
ly plodded, urged on by bull· 
wh ips. Rod g'uesscd that, now they 
were approaching Laramie, -they 

· were all keyed up to fever poin t. 
Keegan Hogged his beasts merci
lessly, sneering as Rod rode past. 

Toward sunset the l i t tle post 
came into sight, high on the 
plains, with the distant mountains 
curvi11g 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." �

n
� grinned sardonically a�d rode 

Rod threw himself down under 
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h i s  blankeu. H e  hadn't  j o i n e d  the 
teamsters s ince lea\'ing Inde
pendence. It  was too late now to 
help Amy. Rod guem.·• that Ho
gan would ha\'e the camp well 
guarded. �raybe he would strike 
this  night.  or wait until they 
reached the fork, three mites 
away, on the morrow. 

H e  must ha\'C dozed, despi te  
himst:lf. H e  ,,·as awakened by a 
woman's scream, and in a n  in
stant was on his feet. blinking i n ·  
to the d a w n .  A m y  L a n n i n g  ,,·as 
clutching at  him, and behind her 
was Hogan. 

Simultaneously the camp leaped 
into an unroar, punctua ted b)· 
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 pi tched him forward, 
his  arms outflung. 

Hogan turned, leaped, and 
swung a teamster around on his 
heels. "Yuh damn fool ! "  h e  shout
ed. "Didn't I tell \'Uh thar wuz to 
be no killin' till  �,•e're off on the 
Santy Fe Trail?" H i s  migh

-
ty fist 

knocked the man senseless. 
Amy clung to Rod. "Help mel 

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. 

Hogan came u p  to them. "Yuh 
bad yore chanct to come i n  with 

us.  Knight.' '  
Rod det ached t h e  sobbing girl,  

and wai ted for t h e  circle of team
sters to close i n  about t h em. " H o
gan. yuh ain't  got the gll 1 s  to ftght 
me, man t o  m a n ,  to see which of 
us is go!n'

. 
to take ch arge of this  

yere tram. 
H o g a n  was taken a b a c k .  The 

challenge ,,·as one t h :t t  cou l d  not 
be ignored. accord i n g  t o  t h e  cus
toms of the Tr:t i l .  To refuse 
\\'ould be to bt' : tnd himself  a cow
ard, to lose all i n fl u e nce among 
the men. Hogan looked down at 
his  huge fists. 

Rod cried. "You m e n !  Some of 
you're wanted i n  d iff'rcn t sta tes, 
and some ain ' t ,  but t h ar's one 
crime's worse than any you've 
commit ted . and that's makin' war 
on Uncle Sam-which yuh' l l  be 
doin' onless you git  this train 
t hrough to General Johnston. 
And yuh'!! be outlaws fer the rest 
of yor'e l ives onless yuh do-till 
Uncle Sam ketches u p  with yuh. 
I'm gi\'in '  yuh t ime to consider 
-and I 'm ch al lcngin' H ogan to 
fight to sec who's gain' to boss 
this train." 

· 

• The teamsters stirred uneasily.  
Hogan yelled, "Quit yore pala· 

verin'. I'm ready fer yuh,  K n ight, 
and the best m a n  takes com· 
mand." 

A wide circle formed. Amy, ter· 
rified, was watching from the ri ng. 
Rod saw H ubbard, his  cap awry 
and blood on his face, being held 
by two of the teamsters. T�e n  
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H o g a n  c a m e  :n him . 
Rod was huski ly  lmih,  but lw 

saw he would be no match for 1-lo· 
g:tn in  a hammer and tongs fight .  
l-Ie t ried to  �idcstcp tlw terrif1r 
swin� that the other aimed at him. 
H e  was not qu i te  qu ick enough. 
I t  landed on his kidneys. :md sent 
him spinning head o,·cr heels into 
t he midst or the spectators. who 
roared their appro\'al .  

Hogan rushed. hut  not quickly 
enough to  pre\'Cnt Rod from get
ting on his feet and facing him 
again .  A s  Hogan came in, swi ng· 
ing wild ly ,  he ran in under his 
gu:ml and del ivered a left and 
riglu to  his face th<ll sounded l ike 
ax-strokes. Roaring and spil l ing 
out teeth ,  Hogan t ried to counter. 
bu t  Rod dodged his swing and 
danced defian tl y  in  front of him. 

With l owered head, H ogan 
tried to  bull his way forward. Rod 
waited, crouchecl. Smncll, smnrlt! 
Two vicious uppercu ts  sent Hogan 
stumbling blindly. gorilla-lik.c, 
touching k.nuck.lcs to the snow to 
keep h imsel f from fal l ing. 

The spectators were going wi ld 
-no man had ever stood up to 
Hogan Jik.e that. with the pros
pect of winning. But their yells 
were stil l for Hogan. 

Rod grew a shade too confident. 
As H ogan came on, he connected 
with his {ace again, but failed to 
stop him. 1\iow Hogan had Rod 
about the body, his huge hands 
gripping him. One sJtifted up to 
his face. 

"Gouge h im,  Hogan!"  screamed 
a bystander. 

The claw in front r>f Rod'� eye 
looked li-kr •he broken edge of , a  
ueel chisel .  Rod  jerked hh head 
back.: s imultaneously his knee 
camt' up l'iolemly enough to make 
the o1hcr loose his hold and swav 
from side to side. sickened. 

· 

Then Rod broke free, hammer
ing in ri_::;-hts and lchs with Ho
gan powerleSs to retaliate. The 
great  hulk reeled , went down . . He 
lay at  Rod's feet, h is · features 
twilching. his arms weakly fiaili�g 
the air. 

Rod hl'anl Amy scream behind 
him. H e  whirled , a shade too late. 
A stu nning blow on the head 
sprawled him senseless on the 
snow. 

He had lain for a long time in 
alternation between coma and a 
faint awareness of his existence. 
Suddenly a violent twist fiung him 
upon his side. and consciousness 
came flooding back. 

He was ly ing 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 ncar by. 

Hogan came toward him. He 
grinned as he k.ick.cd Rod. "Cit 
up!" 

Rod strove to obey, staggered, 
stumbled, groped for support, and 
dropped. Now he could see that 
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the two others were Lieutenam 
Hubbard and Amy Lanning, gag· 
ged and bound-and he saw the 
bodies of some half dozen mem
bers of the outfit piled up i n  one 
corner of the enclosure. 

Hogan followed his glance. 
"We'r'e taking them along on the 
Santy Fe Trai l .  Not aimin' to 
leave them whar them Mormons 
killed them, in case thar might 
be an inquiry. 

"Yuh whopped me, Knight. and 
yuh'd he" had my l i fe cf Keegan 
hyar hadn't seen fit to interfere. 
But yuh whuppcd me, Knight, 
and so I'm turnin' over the train 
to yuh. That's only one lectle 
thing comes fust-yuh need a good 
rest before assumin' \'Ote new du· 
ties. Take the gags' outer thei� 
mouths," he added to one of the 
teamsters. 

Amy began screaming, but Hub
bard lay looking on in silence. 

"Yo're takin' charge of the$e two 
members of the outfit, Knight. 
Yuh'll take a rest, and then ketch 
up with us when yo're ready, and 
I' l l hand over the corrunand. Git 
the oxen yoked up, fellers. We're 
startin' on a night trip at sun· 
down." 

"You'll pay for this, you mur· 
dererl" shouted Hubbard. 

"Hard words," grinned Hogan. 
The oxen were harnessed. In 

the la te  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 Sam a Fe Trai l , and 
proposed to put as much distance 
as possible between h imself 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 Jay silent. Rod was 
beginning to feel the strength 
coming back into him. 

The full moon was coming up 
out of the cast. 

"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, "Cit their shoes off, and 
socks, and this ycre l ady's stock· 
ings. rm teachin' yuh to larn to 
walk delicate, when yuh ketch up 
with the train.'' 

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 
·and stockings were removed by 
�ogan's leering aides. Her bonds 
and Hubbard's were slashed, and 
they were jerked to their feet. 

Amy cried, "Take me with you 
-I'll do anythi ng you say.'' 

Hubbard said, "See here, Ho· 
gan, I'll agree to anything in rea· 
son-H 

Hogan sent h im sprawling. 
"Now mush, yuh -sl" he bel· 
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lowed. H e  leaped on his horse 
and galloped aw;•y. accompan ied 
by his two companions. 

Rod, H u bbard. a n d  Amy stood 
in the newly fa l len snow. The 
crust of icc forming on i t  cut  i n t o  
their a n k h :s. Their feet were al · 
ready beg i n n i n g  1 0  grow numb.  

Amy dropped down, sobbing. 
H u b bard lost all sem blance of 
courage. H e  was w h imper ing and 
rubbing h i s  feet. 

Am)' burst ouc " I  wish I 'd gone 
with h im. I t rusted )'Oil 10 sa\'e 
me. and now 1 \·e got to die. " '  

"We got t o  face 1 h i ngs."' Rod 
i n t en·ened. " I  d u n no how fer we 
are on 1 h e  Santy Fe Trai l . How 
fur back is the fork?" 

B111 n e i t her of the two was cap
a bit'  of a nswering h im . Amy coii
t in ued ht•r t irade. H u bbard was 
trying to tenr S\rips of cloth from 
his coat t o  fnsten nbou t his feet. 

"Yeh. t h a t 's the trick,' "  said 
Rod, "only yuh m i gh t  hev 
t h ought of t h e  lady first ." He 
pu l led H ubbard's coat from him 
and qu ic�ly 1ore se,•eral long 
strips of the c loth . Then, after 
briskly rubbing Amy's feet, he 
proceeded to fasten the strips 
about them, tying them with thin
ner pieces. He tossed the coat 
back to f-lubbard. 

The device ,,;as good enough as 
long as they sat nil l , bul the first 
attempt to walk pulled the Oimsy 
coverings apart. 

Rod glanced comemptuously at 
the two-Amy, with "her feet 

l llcked under her, whimpering; 
H u bbard, trying to tear strips of ' the cloth with h i s  fingers, and get
ting them tangled in the frayed 
ends. He said, "I 'm goin' to try 
to make the fork. 'J"har oughter 
be a trader at  L;munie.  Ef I kin 
make it, I'll briug back help." 

Sudden ly Amy was on her feet, 
the clmh st rips unwinding on the 
snow. She flung her arms around 
Rod's neck. "You 'll  save me-l 
trust  you-1 lo\'e you. You won't 
let me freeze to death out here!" 

R o d  t hrust her away. He esti· 
ma ted that the train had traveled 
all day. That mcam they were 20 
miles from Laramie. And, e,·en if 
he reached Laramie. he couldn't 
be sure that there would be a trad-
er there in mid-winter. 

Blll there was no chance of 
reach i ng Laramie. His impulse 
was simply to go down fighting. 

A q uarter-mi le o( jog-trotting 
O\'er the frozen crust, uniil he 
could no longer [eel his frozen 
feet; then a brisk rubbing with 
snow, ti l l the circulation came 
stinging back: then on again, re
pea ting the process time and 
again. 

He was leaving bloody tracks, 
but that was a good sign, {or as 
long a·s there was blood there was 
circulation. That became his test, 
£or 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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H I )  teet  were swollen into 
sha ptleu masses ot bru ised flesh, 
and t h e  touch was exq uisite- pai n 
-bu1 that  was a good s ign too He 
tncd c o  esT imate  thf' distance he 
h<�d covered. bUI it  was no use. 
Hr " a� losm� all sense of ome 
The flow ol blood had ceased. and 
now he could no longer obtain 
eithe• bl ood or t ingl ing by rub·  
bing h 1 �  teet  

H e  was growmg delirious. H e  
h a d  VJSIOm of �reen trees: a pleas
a m  warmth began to pervade his 
bemg He opened his  eyes. H e  had 
!allen bes1de thco trail . 

· 

With an intolerable effort h co  
ma na�ed to g e •  on his  t e e t  aga i n  
They were l i k e  stumps beneath 
him.  al l  feeling gone' beneath the
call He touered. then fell 1-Je 
got up on hts hands and knees. 

A bone was standmg beside 
h1m ,o\ man wa� bending over 
him Keega n !  

Tht> shock ol the discovery 
drove the ''apon from Rod's 
bra m :  a current ol strength suf· 
fused hn bodt As he groaned, 
Keegan stra ightened himselt. and 
the next momem Rod was on his 
feet with a bound, clutchmg at 
the other h was h1s frozen leet 
that ga\'e hiril hts hold. fm he 
sidr-sl ipptd a� Keegan ducked, 
and t a l / mg. he grasped Keegan 
about the body 

Keegan's 6su hammered mto 
Rnd'� lace, but be only tightened 
his gnp H e  shil led his grasp to 
Keegan's throat. The man's blows 

were b:t t lering Rod imo u ncon
sciousness. but he clung t o  his an
tagon ,st ,  and , sway i ng and reel
i ng . he dragged Keega n this way 
3nd t h a t .  E"cry ou nce o f  stre n gt h  
that  Rod cou l d  dr;m• from h i s  
nen•eless b o d y  was centered i n  his  
h a nds. 

Keega n ' s  b lows ceased ; he 
grasped a t  Rod's hands. try i ng to 
pu l l them from his throat.  I n  the 
moonl igh t Rod could sec Keega n's  
face,  bloated,  fi l l ed with b lood 
Keegan was to t tering, moa n i ng.  

Sudden l y  Rod shihcd his  lett  
hand a n d  swep t Keegan's  head 
back,  pushed wi th  h i s  righ t .  For 
a momen t the man's  bod y was 
tensed ''iolen t l y  against his .  Then 
the crack ol th e vencbrae sound
ed l ike  the snap ol  a pistol.  and 
Keegan's head dropped sidewise on 
h i s  shoulder . H 1 s  body q u • vered 
violently .  then went l i m p. 

Letting the body f a l l ,  Rod stood 
naring stupidly  a t it. Then. drop· 
pin� bes1de i t ,  he wrenched off 
the shoes. and peeled away the 
two pairs ol heavy socks H e  rub· 
bed his  teet with  snow H e  d a nced 
until he dropped upon his lrozen 
stum ps. He ru bbed again u n til 
there was a tingl m g .  ;� n d  then a 
rush of pain.  The blood began to 
ooze from his distoned ieet. 

Somehow he managed to get on 
the socks a n d  shoes.  He stood up, 
relieved Keegan ol his nHe and 
bowie, fl i n t-and·tinder box. He 
grasped the reins ol the horse, 
wb1� had stoOd dose by through·

. 
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otu t in: stnt�;glc. W i t h  a migh ty 
clfort he clambered in to  the sad· 
die. 

All feel ing had left his feet 
aga in ,  hut his horse w:tS eating up 
the m i l es. The moon wu r id ing 
high. Surely he wasn't far from 
Lar;nn ie! 

Then a pin-point g lowed f:.r 
ou t O\'er the plains. Rod tried to 
pul l  himsel f 10geLhcr-this was 
fan tasy. But i t  flashed out again , 
ami an01her, and another. and 
the hotsc, sensible of what 1h is  
meant .  changed h i s  course and 
broke in to  a gal lop.  The pin
points r·csolvcd themselves in to 
the campfires of a wagon tror in .  
Rod shouted. and :m a nswering 
ha l loo came across the d;u·kness. 

Then his last resen•e of streng1 h 
failed h im.  He was toppl ing side· 
wise from the horse, held up by 
two grim-faced. bearded men. 
Hal f-conscious, he felt himself be· 
ing led in through the opening 
between the wagons. They prop· 
ped him :agains1  a wagon wh i le 
they gathered bdore him. He saw 
fists shaken at h im . 

"Shoot him! ' '  
"Shootin's too good fer him! 

Let's string him up!" 
A man of middle age wi1h a 

square beard was pushing through 
the crowd, and the rest fell back 
to let him pass. He stopped in 
front of Rod, and surveved h im. 
"I£ you've got anything tO say why 
you shouldn't pay the price of 

your evil murders, you'd best talk 
qu ick," he said. ''I'm Brigham 
Young, and in command here." 

"Yeh, I'll ta lk ," said Rod. "But 
you got to save- them two first
frcr� in'-mebhe dead by now-" 

"Brin� the hrandy !rom my 
wagon ," said Young. 

Rod started as he fel t the sting 
of 1he liquor on his tongue. Some
how he managed to tel l . them be· 
fore �1e lapsed into complete un
conscrousncss. 

I t  was daylight when he awoke . 
;\ young Mormon, who was watch
ing beside him, said, "We found 
them.'' 

He went out, and before Rod 
had quite rega ined his senses, 
Young was beside his bed in the 
covered wagon. "We've got the 
man :and woman.'' he said. "Feet 
froze. bm they're doing well. And 
now, friend, you've got a IQt of 
explaining to do." 

His manner was stiff. 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 i t  to 
be belie\'ed that you and yore 
folks ran off the wagons artcr mas· 
sacrceing the whole outfit.'' 

"It looks that way," said Young, 
fingering h is beard. 
• "\,Ve wuz to run them supplie! 
up to General Johnston." 

"That's why I 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 

\Vashington when General Johns
Jon reached the passes. I reached 
an understanding wilh President 
Buchanan, and as a result I am 
on my way to General Johnston,  
10 inform him rhat 1hc Saints ac
cept the supremacy of the Un ; ted 
Stales of America and thai he may 
enter Dcscre1 unopposed as soon 
as the pass is clear.'' 

"That shore is good news," said 
Rod. "I ain't got nothing agcnst 
yore church, Mr. Young, and I'm 
plumb glad to know peace is pro· 
claimed. But the General's got to 
git them suppl ies, or he'll be 
starvin' before 1hc win ter's over." 

"He'll ha,·c them." 
"Bu_t yuh got to stop H ogan 

and lm crowd, and turn back the 
wagons." 

"Plenty of time." said Young. 
"With three or four feet of snow 
on the gro'und. 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, I'll see her," said Rod. 
"Soon as . she likes." 

A Mormon helped Amy into 
the '':agon, her feet tied up in 
bandages, her face woebegone. 
Rod helped her to sit down be· 
side him, and she burst into tears 
and fell upon his neck. 

"'·Val. now, everything's turnin' 
out all right," said Rod. "They're 
goin' a!ter the wagons and they'll 

fix that gang and y u h ' l l  be on yore 
way to yore uncle before yuh 
know i t .  How's H ubbard?" 

"He's a l l  riglu . He never 
thought about me." 

"Don ' t �uh think," suggested 
Rod. "it might be as well to fer· 
git all what's happened? You and 
him-'" 

"1  hate him! H e  l e t that mur
derer ?et away. and take us pris· 
oners 

"1 kind of w:trned yuh, Miss 
Lanning-" Rod began .  

"I wish I ' d  l istened t o  you. 1-
1 Jove you-1 nen•r wam to see  
Frank H ubb:trd aga i n . "  

" N o w  l ook, i\ l iss Lanning, I 
ain't in vore class. and besides. 
thar's so�eth i ng more yuh don't 
know-" 

"1  know you k i l l ed your wife
she must have been a bad wom· 
an," A.mv cried hYst erically. " I  
don't carC-about a�ything." 

"\Val, ' ' ruminated Rod. " i t  
seems to me w e  got  to s ee  what 
General Johnston w i l l  hev to say 
about t h a t .  Mebbe we'l l git bet
ter acquainted on the tra i l .  Yeh, 
we'll talk things over on the trail ." 

I t  wasn't until the th ird day 
thereafter, when Rod was well on 
the way to recovery, that Brigham 
Young said, "Wel l ,  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 t i l l the snows mel ted and 
showed them the trail aga in if I 
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was wi l l ing to le t  them. 
"But rm r id ing w i th  about 

twenty of my men, Knight .  We' l l  
c lean t hl'lll up .  They dtscrvc no 
more mere)' than ;1 nest of ratt lers, 
and I doubt i f  my men would 
show t hem any .  Then we'll come 
bad: w i t h  the wagons and oxen, 

' and meanwhi le I 'm leaving a ha l f  
dozen men here  to  look out for 
you ami Miss Lanning and that  
H ubbard fellow." 

"l'\·e Ue'n th ink in' ," said Rod. 
" I  al low I'll r ide with yuh." 

"You're not lit to ride, Knigh t .  
You'l l  s t a y  bth ind." 

"No," said Rod, "I 'm ridin'." 
I've got my own score t o  settle 
with thar gang. 1\nd I don't usc 
my leet in r id :n ' ."  

"Wcl l ,  i t 's your hmcral ,  1 guess, 
i f  you feel that way." 

As a mauer of fact, the prob
lem of Amy Lannin� had been 
getting too much [or Rod. He had 
had no talk with Hubbard, who 
hobbled sulki ly about the en· 
closure. but  Amy had come to see 
him every day, :md had always 
gone away hysterica l .  Despite her 
selfishness, the girl could  exercise 
considerable power over Rod, if 
h e  let himself go. He realized that 
i t  was the turning-point  of h is  l i fe, 
and. in  h i s  perplexity, he decided 
to take his problem to Brigham 
Young. 

"It's this way, yuh see," Rod 
explained. "I onct ki l led a wom
an, Young. S�e was my wife. God 
knows I'd enough reason to, be-

cause she W:tSil't fit to l i ve. But I 
remember in Holy Wri t, 'Ven
geance is  Mine, saith the Lord. ' " 

" ' I wil l  repay,' " quoted Young. 
"\·Veil, you've repented, liaven't 
you, Knight?" 

" J '\'e repented, but that don't 
.take away the mcm'ry of 1 1 .  I wuz 
readin '  about Cain, after he 
k i l led his brother. God made him 
a fugi t ive and a wanderer. t\nd 
that ' s  what He's made me. Thar's 
be'n nary rest fer me Jence. I've 
found no peace except when I'm 
travel in ' .  f-low kin I link up my 
l i fe with that of a young woman, 
even though �he knows about my 
past?" 

Young stroked his beard 
thoughtfully. "It looks to me like 
it's the Spirit stri\· ing in you, 
Kn ight," he said. "My advice is 
come with us t o  Descrct. There, if 
you feel that way, you can join 
the Saints. and obtain forgiveness 
of your sins. And now I'm . saying 
once more, you rest up in camp 
instead of coming \yith us tomor· 
row." 

Rod shook his head. ''I'm goin' 
to help clean out that nest of 
sidewinders." 

They rode al l  day, and resred 
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 lor the horses. It was about 
,a n  hour before dawn that the dr-
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cle closed on 1he wagons. 
The>' s10od poiming in  all di 

recl ions as they had stuck in the 
snow. There was no order and 
thC're were no sentries. The ;\lor
mons were amon,.; them before 
the ... Jarm was gh·en. 

"Don'• hit the oxen," had been · 
Young's warning. and that order 
prolongrd the li\'CS of 1he ICam
stcn who di\'ed fran t ica l ly among 
the beasts for shelter. Young rode 
like a madman, using his empty 
rifle as a club. After him came his 
men, swinging their stocks or 
slashing with their bowies, chas
inK the teamsters out from behind 
the oxen l ike terriers hunting rats. 
knifing and dubbing them. 

Rod saw a man sl ide into a sad· 
die:- and make for the open, and 
recognized Hogan. He spurred 
after him. 

Hogan l llrncd-hc had re
charged his rifle-and fired . The 
ball grazed Rod's right hand, 
numbing i t .  Rod shi fted the bowie 
to his left , a n d  as their horses 
came together w i th  a shock, 
leaned sidewise and thrust  Hogan 
through the heart. H e  toppled, 
wrench ing t h e  k n i ft' from Rod's 
hand in his fall. His horse ca
reened away in p a n ic . Rod sat 
looking do\1"11 a t  the dead m a n .  

His charge hac! carr ied him out
s ide the wagons. and left h im un· 
observed. Sea ted t here l i ke  a 
sta'tue, in a si n gl e moment he re
vie\\·ed his d ; J c m m a ,  and his 
course seemed cle:u. A fugitive 
and a wanderer-that  "·as w h a t  he 
must  be, that t h e  c u r s e  m ight  not  
rest too heavi ly  upon him.  

He turned h i s  h o r s e  a n d  rode 
into the dawn. 

Whtlt' man: "I don't see how you stand this cold-here 1 am 31] bundled 
up 3nd still shi\·ering, and you we3r one thin blanket and don't seem to be 
cold 3t all." 

Rt'ti man: "h your face cold ? "  
Jlllme m a n :  "No, b u t  I ' m  almost froun e,·erywhcre else." 

Red man: "Me all face." 
· 

Sundown Slim reached town at noon one day, went directly into the near
est saloon. and b}' three o'clock was tolerably well oiled. At four he 
emuged, mounted his bronc, rode him into the department store, and 
5traight to the elevator. 

The operator blocked the door. "Sorry, cowboy, no horses allowed." 
"Listen bud," hiccupped Sundown, "I goua take him up on the 

elevator!" 
"Why /" 
"Dern tool allus gets sick when he rides the escalator!" 
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THE GHOST WALKS 
By JOSEPH F. HOOK 

HE red hair on 
young Johnn)' Re
ber's sca l p  l i fted. 
I-I is mouth and blue 
eyes opened si
mu hancously. The 
sho\'C] fell from 

limp fingers . rhe pale light lrum 
a cand le , stuck in a niche o£ rock, 
fa i m l y  out l i ned the ghostly ap
parition that had so suddenly 
raised up beyond the pile of blast
ed wast(' rock. 

The sudden tombl ike silence of 
the m i n e  added to the abject fear 
that gripped Johnny and rooted 
his feet to the spot. And the eerie 
silc,nce actua lly accentuated the 
dismal groans now uttered by the 
ghaslly specter. To Johnny's mem
ory came stories of m ines 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. ' 
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Sweat oozed from e\'ery pore in 
Johnny's body . Then, by a great 
elTon, he somehow managed to 
lllO\'e his feel. l-Ie let out a yell 
that echoed through the mine, 
then turned and ned. 

Long legs rose and Jell 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 Je,•el 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 pr.o
truding. 

Miners appeared at the mouth 
of the tunnel, slapping thighs in" 
high glee. In . the foreground was 
Dynamite Ooogan, he of the 
haunted-mine yarns, a white sheet 
over an arm, the perpetrator of an
other eminently suc;:cess!uJ practi· 
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cal joke. 
They soon trooped back into 

the tunnel. leaving johnny Reber 
to his thoughts. And biuer ones 
they were, too. He was reca l l ing 
the circumstances of his coming 
to the Mohawk mine, two miles 
from the tem IOWO of Yucca and 
half that from the Mexican bor
der. 

After high :school commence
men! exercises, Johnn}; 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 M ines. 1 
want to . be a mining engineer. I 
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, 1dd, and 1 l ike 
your .looks. I can find a place for 
you in our l'o·lohawk 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 ft.·Johawl:. camp's a 
rugged place. The miners and 
muc:kers surely dish it out, and 
take it tpo. But no matter what 
happens, don't get discouraged. 

And stay ouc o[ Yucca." 
"I will, sir. I 've heard what it 's 

l ike." 
Johnny had soon learned tha t  

the manager's description of the 
�•lohawk camp had been a gross 
u nderstatcmcnl .  Rugged didn' t 
describe the rea l cond i t ions. The 
outbui ld ings had been construct
ed on the waste dump as i t  was 
extended. When the sun struck 
the corrugat.ed iron roofing, the 
buildings became furnaces. The 
waste dump was high, affording a 
vie'\' of the surrounding desert for 
miles, through the shimmering 
heat waves of which one could 
faintly discern the white tents o f  
Yucca. 

Tough and primitive as the liv
ing condi t ions were, however, 
the)' 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 thev 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's chore 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 i1 . He'd send Johnny to 
the powder magazine, an offset in 
the crosscu t ,  but wouldn't  al low 
him to crimp the powerfu l pri
mers on the fuse, insert them in 
the dynam i te sticks, or load the 
dri l lcd holes. 

Johnny's protests always brough t 
t he  discouraging reply, "Too dan
gerous for a k id . Later on, some
t imc-mebbe." Nevertheless, he 
watched every move, storing the 
know ledge i n  h is  memory for fu
ture usc. 

That was discouraging, but not 
qu i te so much as the  knowledge 
t h a t  the men had not accepted 
him a s  one of them. To be accept· 
cd, Johnny reasoned , a man must  
h:lVC had bestowed upon him a 
nickname denoting prowess in 
some p:•r t icular l ine of mining en· 
dcavor. For instance, there was 
Hardrock Hannigan. the foreman, 
Capper Moley, Dril ler Gcrgman,  
Dynam i te Doogan, Nipper Nason, 
and so on. To them Johnny was 
"kid," "son,'' "punk ," "s11nirt ," ::�������·" and , most ga l l ing of al l , 

The . forcman's bull- l ike bellow, 
com ing from the tunnel mouth, 
snapped the thread of Johnny's 
reverie. "Come down off'n that 
pile of s tulls, 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 min ing 
outfits own properties in Mexico. 
Somt' day I'll manage one." 

"You'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 
Padilla. "Hey, comr over here, 
Hot Tamale," he sang our. "You're 
a Mex and you'd ouglna be able 
to help the kid out." 

A look of disdain flashed into 
Hot Tamale's black eyes. "1 spik. 
Eengleesh," he said. "�·le, I am 
American . 1 no use for Spanish." 

A week before, Johnny had 
made the same suggestion to Hot 
Tam.-.le and had been turned 
down. Johnny thought he k.oew 
why. In the fi.-st place, Hot Ta
male cou ldn 't read. In the second 
place, a lmost all his spare time 
was spent in Yucca. squandering 
his wages. And, lastly, he liked to 
put in his two-bits' worth of 
boast ing about his prowess, both 
in and otll of the mine, in the 
only language the miners under-. 
stood. 

So Johnny went on studying, 
thereby missing out on the ex
change of winks between Dyna
mitr 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, 
buuon." Then to the audience: 
''Wonder if them bandits'll try to 
hold us up again." 

"Shouldn't wonder," Capper 
said. 

"Bandiur· Johnny gasped. 
"What bandiiS?" 

Dynamite wem to town on that. 
"A band of 'em snook up on the 
camp, with the idee of S\\'iping 
our dough. Well .  the boss is a 
l ight sleeper and he heard 'em 
climbing up the waste dump. He 
let out a yell, warning us. \Ve 
grabbed double-jack handles and 
lit inta them. Man, that was some 
a:crap." 

Nipper Nason took it from 
there. "They'd have slit our 
throats, too. Mebbc they'll try i t  
again." 

Then Driller Ccrgman 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 there." 
Dyriamite 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 opener for them. 
Sii Se1ioT Dynamite?"' 

"Si, SeliOT Hot Tamale/' Dyna
mite said with mock grace. 

Johnny lay a\\·ake a long time 

that night. th i nking. Tomorrow 
was payday, the first in his 1 7  
years. The  foreman would hand 
him $ 1 50, a n d  he'd earn as much 
again before school started. Jt was 
pleasant, lying t h ere i n  the bunk 
and visual i 7. i ng how far the money 
would go toward J><•y ing his way 
through college. 

Pleasant ,  that is .  u n t i l  h e  re
called Dynamit e's l urid accou n t of 
the bandits. Joh nny had no means 
of check ing the  accuracy of that 
night-attack story . Cen :. i n ly.  since 
Johnny's arri\'al i n  the camp. 
events had lent a u t h e n t icity to i t .  
Word of fist .  gun.  and k n i fe fights 
in Yucca had filtered into the 
camp. Anyth i ng m igh t h:� ppcn. 

l\·liners an d  m u ckcrs lay i n  their 
bunks. in all m a n ner of postures 
and variegated un derwear. mouths 
open, sleeping ;md snoring con· 
tentedly. Into this discordant 
chorus of snorts ancl wheezes in
truded the squ eaking of a hinge, 
followed by lht• opening of the 
bunkhouse door. inch by slow 
inch. 

Johnny tr ied 10 shout a warn
ing to his fellow workers, but his 
tongue stuck to the roof of a 
moulh sudden ly gone dry. Eyes 
glued to that door. he presently 
saw a figure entering. The faint 
moonlight from a sickle moon sil
houetted it. 
. Then Johnny relaxed 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  sec no bad mans in 
Yucca. You go sleep m.e leetle 
babee. Buenos nocltes, Sc1ior 
Punk." 

The next sound Johnny heard 
was laughter and the scuffing of 
booiS. Sunl ight streamed in 
through the bunkJtouse windows 
as the miners dressed hurriedly. 

"Payday! Yippee !" Dynamite 
Doogan yelled, and the rest joined 
in the hi larity. 

From the mess hal l came the 
shrill , high-pitched voice of Chao 
Wang. the cook. "Biealdlask! Flap
jacks, bl iskl icks and blacon! Come 
getteel" 

After supper that evening the 
men formed in l ine outside the 
foreman's shack and received their 
month's wages in cash. Johnny, 
being the la test addition to the 
force, entered last. Hardrock Han
n igan �ot iced 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 i t  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 

sen in the stope caved in today. 
The timber crew's got i t  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 fust thing in the morning? I'll 
give you double time for it." 

"Sure, I ' l l 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 faim glow from the sickle 
moon. The silence of the desert 
was awesome, eerie. Johnny had 
no idea that anything could be so 
deathly stil l . Nor had he ever felt 
so lonely and. he had to confess 
· to himself, so frightened. This 
was another ilnd new experience, 
and he hoped and prayed i t  would 
be the last. 

He trammed another load of 
stulls into the tunnel, leavipg 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 lefr ,and to figure out how 
much longer i t  ·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-Sp;mi�h \\'Ords that he 
understood. 

"Bandits!" Johnny gasped , and 
stepped back quickly. 

Fear gripped him then, leaving 
only his brain acti,·e. He  turnrd 
his head finally, in the direct ion 
of the bunkhouse. He forced open 
his mouth, to voice a warning. 
then checked it before i t  could 
pass his dry l ips. If he called, the 
sleeping miners might not hear 
him. However, the bandits would, 
and they'd scramble up the face of 
the dump and auack the miners 
before they could defend them
selves. 

Johnny took anothrr look over 
the edge of the dump. Now the 
figures wcre 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 be 
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 fuse, rammed a box of 
primer caps imo a pocket, picked 
up a p:m ly l'm p t ied box of dyna
mite, and tucked it under his arm. 
He snatched the candlestick from 
the stul l in which he had prev!ous
ly swck it and raced back to the 
loaded car. 

Out wcm the candle. Johnnr 
tossed it o,·er his shoulder. Now, 
in the intense b l ackness, he re
peatedly tripped O\W the narrow· 
gauge t ies, banged cruelly :tgains_r the hanging wall , caromed off, 
and sped onward. 

Instinct alone guided him. As a 
result, he reached the loaded flat
car sooner than he had amicip.u· 
ed. The blunt nose of a stull 
smashed against h is chest, setting 
him back violently on his haunch
es and dri,•ing the breath from his 
lungs. 

He scrambled up, retrieved the 
box of dynamite sticks and, sho...-ed 
i t  between the rails. He lost pre
cious time fumbl ing in his pocket 
for the primer caps and inserting 
the short fuse i n  one of them. In 
his frantic haste he cut a finger 
while splitting the fuse end. When 
he touched a match to it, it spat 
lire i n  his face, singeing his eye
brows and lashes, Then he drop· 
ped the spitting fuse, with cap at
tacl].ed, into the box of dynamite 
sticks and rushed from the tunnel. 

Standing well back from the 
mouth, he waited in trembling Im
patience. In the ominous silence 
Johnny heard loose waste rock 
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raul i ng down the face of the 
dump. H e  knew the short length 
of fuse was good only for a few 
seconds, but thq• were the long�:sr 
he'd e,·er l i ved t hrough . 

Now heads were out l ined just 
above t he  rim of the dump. D<,rk. 
greedy eyes surveyed the bui ldings 
Then shoulders appeared. then 
bodies and legs. ;md fmally the 
figmcs stood in a group, whisper
ing. 

The dynamite exploded w i th a 
tCrrific ro;tr. The t u n nel belched 
fhune, smoke-:md s t u l ls. Like 
great b l u n ted arrows, they shot 
through the air,  a flame from the 
intense heat of the explosion, 
closely fol lowed by the tw isted , 
f la i l ing m i n e  Gtr. 

Some of the flaming stulls over 
shot the r im.  Those t h a t  fell s�ort 
plowed deep furrows, flinging 
sho,�·ers of loose rock ahead of 
them . 

As the echoes of the explosion 
died away i n  the washes and ar
royos. screams and shouts rent the 
air. The bunkhouse door flew 
open and the m iners poured 
t hrough in their underwear. 
Hardrock Hannigan, the foreman, 
was followed closely by Choo 
Wang with a long. keen butcher 
k n i fe . 

All came to a wondering, 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 shuuled between the 
si lent lad and the mouth of the 
tunnel that the blast had effect
ual ly  scaled. 

"Those bandits - they came 
aga in," Johnny stammered, "like 
Dynam i te Doogan said they might. 
It-it  was the only way I could 
warn you, 1 -IardrocL:., and scare-" 

Hardrock cut in curtly, "Ain't 
no bandi ts  e\'er come here before. 
Sounds l i ke another of your tall 
tales. Dynam i te. Only i t  looks l ike 
th is'n come true." 

Dynam i te said sheepishly, "I 
was just fi l l ing the k id (ulla hot 
air. was all .  Never dreamed any
th ing would come of it. I recog
n ize them fellcrs. They're Mex 
b:.rn ies 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 i t's a miracle us guys is 
ali\'e 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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significamly, then asked, "Any of 
you boys see him come back?" 

When the'' all shook their heads. 
Hardrod. tOok another look at 
Hot Tamale. "A chunk of rock 
smacked him a good one," he said. 
"and he'll be out cold ror a long 
time." 

He rubbed his chin rcHcctively. 
his glance tra\•eling O\'Ct the nn· 
derwear-clad miners. \\'ithout 
another word he wheeled and 
picked up the man with the 
broken leg. cart} ing 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 al l about?" 

Abject terror displaced the 
agony of pain in the man's eyes. 
''Don't keel me, urior!'' he plead
ed. "Thecs one you call ze Hot 
Tamale, i t ces bees idea. He tell 
us we make easy monee. Payday 
here. Everybody he got lotsa 
monee. Ze Chinaman, he say, have 
saved ze first do!lar he make in 
belt around bees-'' 

Choo Wang let out a screech ot 
rage and had to be restrained from 
attacking the man. Hardrock laid 
the man down and said, ''And l 

don't s'pose he told you he got 
the idee from a loose-mouthed guy 
called Dynamite. did he?" 

"No. set/or. :\IJ he say was he 
get half ze monee." 

Hardrock turned abruptly from 
him and sang out. "You guys pick 
up these here ra ts and rush 'em 
to the sawbones r u  Yucca." 

His stern face broke into a grin 
when he saw the men grouped 
around Johnny and slapping him 
heartily on the h a c k  and a l l  talk
ing at once. Dynamite Doogan 
shouldered them as ide and grab· 
bed the Jacrs hand i n  a ::,rri·p that 
made him wince. 

"Thanks a lot. Blow-'em-down 
Johnny," was all he said. 

Blow-'em-doam johnny! Johnny 
Reber's grin broadened and his 
heart pounded wi th joy. No more 
of those galling kid names. No 
more of that beck-a nd-call stuff, 
or that stand-offish business. By 
that n ickname these rough and 
ready men of the desert had put 
their stamp of approval on John
ny Reber. 

A t  last he had been accepted as 
an equal into the fraternity of 
those who made a Jiving below 
ground. 

Answers to "Great Lawmen of the West" Quiz on page 13 7 

I. Pat Garrett 6. Billy Breakinridge 
2. Wild Bill Hickok 7. John Slaughter 
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5. Bat Masterson 10. John R. Hughes 



A Famous Story of the Old West 

Brown of CalaveraS 
By BRET HARTE 

JACK HAMLJN,
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ambln, looks into a 
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clam coach , an his attitude toward t u opposite sex und�rgoes 
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the a.uthor's The Luck of Roaring Camp and Other Sketches 
(1870). 

SUBDUED tone of cern in regard to the appearance 
conversation, and of coats, hats, and collars, further 
the absence of cigar indicated that she was lovely. AU 
smoke and boot of which Mr. Jack Hamlin, on the 
heels at the win- box seat, noted with the smile of 
dows of the Wing- cynical philosophy. Not that he de-

., 
dam s t a g e c o a c h ,  predated the sex, but that he rec

made tt evident that . one of the ognized therrin a deceitful ele
inside passengers was a woman. A ment, the pursuit of which some
disposition on ,the part of loung- times drew mankind away £rom 
en at the stations to congregate be- the eqpally uncertain blandish
fore the window, and some con- ments of poker-of which it may 
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be remarked that Mr. Hamlin was 
a pro(cssional exponent. 

So that, when he placed his  nar· 
row boot on the wheel and leaped 
�own, he d i d  not even glance at 
the \\· indow from ,,·hich a green 
veil was fhmering, but lou nged 
u p  and down with that Jistlcu and 
grave indillcrcnce o[ his class, 
which was perhaps the next t h i ng 
to good breed ing. With his close!�· 
buttoned figure and self·com3incd 
air he was a marked contrast to 
the other passengers, with their 
feverish restlessness and boisterous 
emotion, and even Bill Masters. a 
graduate or H arvard, with his slav· 
enly dress, his  overflowing ''i tal i ty .  
his  mu•nse appreciation of law
lessness and barbarism and his 
mouth fi l led with crackers and 
cheese. cut but a n  unromantic  
figure beside this  lonely  calcu lator 
of chances. with his pale Creek 
face and Homeric gra,• ity .  

The dri,·er called "All  aboard!" 
and Mr. Hamlin returned to the 
coach. H i �  foot wa� upon the 
wheel. and his  face raised to the 
level of the opt'n \\' indow. when, 
a t  the same moment, what appear· 
ed to him to be the finest eyes i n  
t h e  world suddenlv m e t  his. H e  
quiet ly  dropped d�wn again,  ad
dressed a few words to one of the 
inside passengf'rs, elff'cted an ex· 
-change of sean, and as q u ietly took 
his place inside. Mr.  Hamlin never 
a l lowed his phi losophy to · inter· 
fere with decisi,·e and prompt ac
tion. 

This irruption of J ack cast some 
restrai n t  upon the other passen
gers. panicul:trly those who were 
making thcmsch·es most agreeable 
1 0  the lady. One of them leaned 
forward. and appare n t l y  conveyed 
to her i n form ation regarding i\•fr. 
Hamlin's  profession i n  a s ingle 
epithet.  Whether Mr.  H a m l i n  
heard i t ,  or whether h e  recognized 
in the i n formant a distinguished 
jurist,  from whom. b u t  a few eve
n i ngs before. h e  had won several 
thousand dollars, I c:mnot say. H i s  
colorless £ace betrayed n o  sig n ;  h i s  
black eyes. q u i e t i )  obscrv:m t ,  
glanced indifferently  p a s t  the  legal 
gemleman and rested on the much 
more pleasing featu res of his 
neighbor. An Indian stoicism
said to be an inhcrit :mce from h i s  
maternal ancestor-stood h i m  i n  
good service, u n t i l  t h e  rol l ing 
wheels ratt led upon the river 
gravel at Scou's Ferry, and the 
stage drew u p  at the I n tern a t i o n a l  
H o t e l  for d i n ner. 

· 

The legal gentleman and a 
member of Congress lea ped out,  
and stood ready to assist  the 
descending goddess, w h i l e  Colonel 
Starbottle, of  Siskiyou, took charge 
of her parasol and shawl. In this  
multiplicity of attention there was 
a momentary confusion and delay.  

Jack Hamlin q u ietly opened the 
ofJposilr door o( the coach, took 
the lady's h3.nd with that decision 
and positiveness which a hesitat· 
ing and undecided' sex know how 
to admire, and in a n  inSlant had 
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dexterously and gracefully swung 
her to the grou nd,  and again l i fted 
her 1 0  1 h c  pl :u form. 

An andiblc dmcklc on the box 
came from th:u  other cynic, "Yuba 
B i ll ." t h e  dri,•cr. " Look kecrfu l l y  
: m e r  t h :u baggage, Kernel." said 
1he ex pressman,  with affected con· 
cern. as he looked after Colonel 
St arboulc.  gloomily bringi ng up 
t h e  rear of t h e  triumphant pro
cession to the wait ing-room. 

i\Jr. l la m l i u  did not stay for 
dinner. His horse was already 
saddled. and await i ng him.  He 
dashed over t h e  font. up 1he 
gra,•c l l }' hill. and out into the 
dusty perspcc1 ive of the Wing
dam road, l ike one leaving a n un· 
pleas<�nt fancy beh ind h i m .  The 
i nm;ucs of dusty cabins by the 
roadside shaded their eyes w i t h  
t h e i r  h ands . a n d  looked after h i m ,  
reco�n i 1 i ng the man by h is horse, 
and spccu l a t i n b  w h a t  "wa s  u p  w i t h  
Comanche J ack.''  Y e t  much of this  
i n t erest centered i n  t h e  horse. i n  
a com m n n i t y  w h e r e  the time m a d e  
by "French Pet e's" m a r c ,  i n  his 
run from the  Sheri!T of Cal averas, 
ecli psed all  concern i n  the ult i ·  
ma'te fate of thou wort hy. 

The sweat ing- flanks of h i s  gray 
at length reca l l ed him to himseiL 
He checked his  speed. and, turn· 
ing into a byroa d .  sometimes used 
as a cuto!T, trotted leisurely along, 
the reins hanging l ist lessly from 
his fingers. 

As he rode on, the character of 
the l a ndscape changed, and be· 

came more pastoral .  Openi ngs in 
grol'es of pine and sycamore d is· 
closed some rude a t tempts a t  cui· 
t ivation. A flowering vine trailed 
over the porch of one cabin and a 
woman rocked her cradled babe 
under the roses of another. A l i t t l e  
farther on M�. H a m l i n  c a m e  u p o n  
s o m e  bareleggcd children, wading 
i n  the wil lowy creek, and so 
wrou�ht upon them with a badin· 
age pecu liar to h imself that they 
were emboldened to climb up his 
horse's legs and over his saddle, 
u n t i l  he developed an exaggerat· 
ed ferocity of demeanor, and es· 
caped. leavillg behind some kisses 
and coin. 

And then, advancing deep�r in
to the woods, where a l l  signs of 
habitat ion failed, he be�an to 
sin�. u p l i f t i ng a tenor so singular· 
Jy sweet. and shaded by a pathos 
so subduing and tender, that the 
robins and l i n nets stopped to 
l isten. Mr. Hamlin's  voice wa� not 
cultivated; the subject of his  song 
was some sentimental l unacy, bor· · 
rowed from the Negro m instrels; 
but there thrilled through a l l  some 
occult q u a l i ty of tone and expres· 
sion that was unspeakably touch
i ng. Indeed: i t  was a wonderful 
sight to sec this sem imental b ! ack· 
leg, with a pack of cards i n  h i s  
pocket and a revolver at his  back, 
sending his voice before him 
through the dim woods with a 
plaint  about hi .� "Nelly's grave" i n  
a way t.hat  overflowed t h e  eyes o f  
t h e  l istener. 



A sparrow hawk. fresh from h i s  
s i x t h  \'ictim. possib!�· recogn iz i ng 
in Mr. H a m l i n  a kindred sp i ri t ,  
stared a t  him i n  surprise. and con· 
fessed the  superiori ty of the man.  
W i t h  a superior predatory capac
ity, hi! couldn't  sing. 

But �fr. l l am l i n  presen t l y 
found h imself aga i n on the high
road . :uul at his fonner pace. 
D i t ches and banks of gra ,·e J .  de· 
muted hil lsides, stumps. and dc
cayrd trunks of t rers . took the 
place of woodland and ra,· inc. and 
indicated h is approach to ci,·i l iza· 
t ion. Then a church ,st eepl e came 
i n  sight, and he knew that  he had 
reached home. 

I n  a few moments h e  was clat
tering down the si nA i e narrow 
strrct that lost i tsel f  i n  a chaotic 
ruin of races, di tches. ;md t a i l i ngs 
at the foot of the h i l l . and d is· 
mou n ted bdorc the gilded win
dows of the � l agnolia sa l oon . Pass· 
ing through the long barroom. he 
pushed open a green baize door, 
entered a dark passage. opened 
another door with a passkey , and 
round himself in a dimly l ighted 
room. whose furni ture. though 
elega nt and cost!�· for the locality, 
showed signs of abuse". The inlaid 
center ,table was Ol'erlaid with 
stained disJ. a  that  were not con· 
templated i n  the origi nal  ck-si.!;"O
'The embroidered armchairs were 
discolored, and the green ''civet 
lounge, on ,,·hich )1r. H a m l i n  
threw h imself. w a s  soiled at  t h e  
foot w i t h  the r e d  s o i l  of Wi ngdam . 

\Jr .  H a m l i n  did nm sing in his  
cage. H e lay s t i l l .  l ook i ng a t  a 
high!)' co lored p:• i n t ing <tbove 
him, reprc�cnt i n� a young cre a
ture of opulent charm s. It occu r· 
red to h i m  t h en for t ill' first t i m e  
that  he had ne1·er seen e x a c t l y  t h a t  
k ind of  a \roma n and t h a t .  i f  h e  
.;hou ld . hc wou l d  not ,  proba b l y ,  
fa l l  in Jo,·e w i t h  her.  Jlcrha ps h e  
was t h i n k i ng o f  a n o t lwr s t y l e  o f  
beau ty. B u t  j m t  t h en someone 
knocked a t  the door. W i t h o u t  ris·  
ing. he pu l l ed a core\ that appar
e n t l y  shot b:tck a bol t .  for the door 
swung open, and a man e n t ered. 

The newcomer was broad· 
shoul dered and robust-a vigor not 
borne out i n  the  face.  \\•h ich , 
though handsome. was s ingu l arly 
weak ;mel d isfig·ured by clissi pa · 
tion. He appeared to be a l so u nder 
the i n fluence of l iq u or , for he 
st art ed on sec i n:.;: M r. H a m l i n ,  
s a i d .  " I  though t K a t e  w:ts here," 
stammered. ;� n d  s<'emed con fused 
and cmb<�rrassed . 

\Jr. H am l i n  �mi lcd t h e  smi le  
which he had bdorc w o m  on the 
Win�dam coach. and s<�t up. q u i t e  
refreshed a n d  read }' for hns i n css . 

"You d id n ' t come up on the 
stage." con t i n ued t h e  nnrcomer, 
"did you?' 

"No," repl ied H a m l i n .  "I left 
it at Scot t 's Ferr\'. I t i sn' t  due for 
half an h ou r yet

·
. Hut how's lurk,  

Brown?" 
"Damn' had ," said Brown. h i s 

brf' �ucldenly a ssum i ng an e:<pres· 
sion of weak despair. 'Tm clc:med 
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out aga i n ,  J:lck," h e  con t inued in 
a w h i n i ng tone ! h a t  formed a pit·  
i a ble con t rast  t o  his  bulky figure. 
"C;w ' t  you help me wi1h a h u n 
drl·d l i t l  101110rrow's clean-up? Y o u  
s e c ,  I 've g o t  10 send m o n e y  home 
to l i te old woman, :md-you'vc 
won t wemy t imes that amount 
from me." 

The concl usion was perhaps not  
emircly logica l ,  bnt Jack overlook
ed i t .  and h a nded the sum to his 
\'isitor. "The old woman business 
is abmn played out, Brown." he 
added by way of commentary. 
"Why don't  you say you want to 
buck agi n '  faro? You know you 
ain' 1  m:1rricd ! "  

" ]� a c t .  s i r , "  said Brown with 
sudden gravity.  as i f  1he mere con
tact of the  gold with the palm o(  
the hand had im parted some dig
nity to his  frame. "I've g01 a wife 
-a d:1 1nn ' good one, too. i f  I do 
say i t - i n  the St ates. It 's  three yo:ar 
since I 've seen her. and a year since 
I've wri t  to her. When things is 
abom straight and we get down to 
the lead. I ' m  going to send for 
her." 

"And Kate?" q ueried Mr. Ham
lin with his  previous smile. 

l\·lr. Brown of Cal averas essayed 
an archness of glance to cover his 
confusion, w h ich his weak face and 
whiskv-muddled intellect but poor· 
ly carried out. and said. "Damn it, 
Jack, a man must have a l i t t le  l ib
erty, you know. But come, what do 
you say to a little game? Give us 
a show to double this h u ndred." 

Jack H a m l i n  looked curiously at 
his  fatuous friend. Perhaps he 
knew that the man was predestin
ed to lose the  money. and pre- · 
fcrrcd 1hat  it shou l d  flow b:1ck into 
his  own coffers rather than a n y  
other. He nodded his  head, a n d  
drew his c h a i r  toward the table. 
At  t h e  same moment there came a 
rap upon \he door. 

" I t's Kate," said Mr. Brown. 
Mr. Hamlin shot back the bolt, 

and the door opened. For the first 
time in his l i fe, he s1aggered to 
his  feet, u tterly unnerved and 
abashed: for the f1rst time in his 
l i fe the hot blood crimsoned his 
colorless checks to his forehead. 
For before him stood the lady he 
had l i rted from the \Vingdam 
coach. whom Brown-dropping his 
c:trds with a hynerical laugh
greeted as: 

"l\ly old woman, by thunder!" 
They say that !\Irs. Brown burst 

into tears and reproaches of her 
husband. I saw her in 1 857 at 
Marysvi l le, and disbelieve the 
story. And the Wingdam Chron
icle, of the next week, under the 
head of "Touching Reunion," 
said: 01zc of those beautiful and 
touching incidents, prculiar to 
Califomia life, occurred last wt'ek 
in our city. Tl1e wife of one of 
Wingrlam's cmhzt'nt pioneers, 
tirt•d of the effete ci!lilization of 
the East and its inhospita!Jle cli
mate, resol11ed to join her noble 
husband upon tl1ese golden shores. 
Without informing him of her in-
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lf'llfimr, s h e  rmd1·rtnonk the long 
journt>y . rmd nrri;•nl Ins/ :�·ccl1. 
Thf' joy of thr lmsbn11d may be 
rn.firr imnJ!incd t!trm tfnrri!Jcd. 
T/,,. mcclill[!. is said to l�n;•;• bl'l'n 
hulrscrilwbh nflrrtim:,. Wt· tm.;t 
/tc1· l'XIIIIIp/f' lllfl)' bt•  'fol/OWf'd. 

\Vhcthcr O\ri ng to  :\ I rs. Br0\n1's 
i n fl ucnrc. or to some mor(' suc
cessful specu ! ; u ions.  :'\ir. Brow n 's 
fi n a ncial fon u n c  from t h a t  day 
steadi ly  im pron•d . H e  bough t out 
his  p<�rt ncrs i n  t h e  ' ':\"ip :md 
Tuck" lead wi1h money lfhirh 
l\':ts sa icl to hal'c hccn won :1 1 
poker, a week or two af lcr  h is 
wi fe's arri,·a l ,  btu which rum or, 
;rdopt i ng ;\h. Rrmm 's t h eory t h a t  
Brown had forswom t h e  g a m i n g· 
table, clcr.l;�rcd 10 h a l'c been fur
nished b�· i\lr. Jack H a m l i n .  He 
built and furnished the \Vingda m  
House, which pre 1 1 y  Mrs. Brown 's 
great populari ty  kept OITrflow ing 
with guests. H e  w;•s el ected to the  
Assembly.  a n d  ga1·e largess to 
churches. :\ st ree t i n  Wi ngdam 
was named i n  his  honor. 

Yet i t  was noted that  i n  propor· 
tion as he waxed weal t h y  and for
IUnale,  h e  grew pale, t h i n .  a n d  
anxious. : \ s  h i s  wi fe's popularity 
i ncreased, he became fretful and 
impatient .  The mosl de,·oted of 
husbands, he was absurdly jealous. 
If  h(' did not i n t erfere with his  
wife's social  l i berty, i t  was be; 
cause i t  was maliciously whispered 
that his first and only a t tempt was 
met by a n  outburst from }Jrs. 
Brown that terrified him i n to si-

!cnce. 
:\ l uch of this k i n e\ of  gossip 

cmiC' from t hose o f  her own sex 
whom she h:td su ppbmet l i n  t h e  
chh·:�Jrous a t t l'n t ions of \V i ngdam . 
\dt ich.  l i k e  mos1 popu lar chi,·;dry. 
was dc,·oted t o  ;m ad m ira t i on of  
pO\rer. w h e t h er of nuscu l i nc  force 
or fem i n i n e  beau t y . It should be 
remembered too. i n  her ex t en u a 
t ion.  t h a t  since her arr i ,•a \ she h a d  
b e e n  t h e  tmco11�rinus prics1css o f  
a mytholo<.;ical  worsh i p .  perhaps 
not more enuobl ing t o  her wom
anh ood than that w h i ch d is t i n 
guished a n  o l d e r  G r e e k  democ
ran. I think t h a t  Bro11 n was d i m 
ly  Conscious of th i s . B u t  h i s  o n l y  
confidant was J a c k  I-b m l i n .  "·hose 
repu tat ion natural ly  precl uded 
any open i n t im :•c�· wi1h the fam
i ly. and \\'hose ,- isi t s  were i n rre
qucnt.  

I t  was m i d s u m m er, a n d  a moon
lit nigh t :  and i\ l rs. Brow n . very 
rosy. large-eyed , and prcuy, sa t 
upon the p iazza, en j oy i ng t h e  
fresh i ncense o f  the m ou n t a in 
breeze, and.  i t  i s  to be fe:u·ed. a n 
other i ncense w h i c h  w a s  not s o  
fresh. n o r  q u i t e  as  i n n ocent .  Be
side her sat Colonel St arbot t l e  
and Judge Boom poi n t er. a n d  a 
la ter addit ion 1 0  her court. in  t h e  
shape of a rorcign tourist. She was 
i n  good spirits.  

"What do vou sec down the 
road?" i n q u i red the gal lam Colo· 
nel, who had been conscious for 
the last few m i nutes that l\'frs. 
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Brown's :l l t en t ion was diverted. 
"Dust.'' s:1 id Mrs. Br011'n w i th 

a sigh . . . O n l r  Sister :\ n ne's ·nock 
of sheep. ' · ·  

The Colonel, 11·hosc l i terary 
rcco l h?c t i ons did uot extend far· 
thcr back t ha n. l : ISI  week's p<�pcr, 
took a more practical view. " I t  
,1 in't  sheep . ' '  he cont inued. " i t's a 
horsem:m. J ud!;C, a in ' t  tha t J ack 

+!am l i n's gr:• }•?' ' 
But the judge didn't know, and, 

as l\ l rs. B1own suggested the air 
was gr011·ing too cold for fur t her 
invcst ig:u ions, they retired to the 
parlor . 

1\l r .  Brown was in the stable, 
where he genera l ly  retired after 
d in ner Perhaps i t  11'as to show his  
con tempt for h i s  wife's com· 
panions: perh:�ps, l ike o ther weak 
naltlres. he  fou nd p leasure i n  the 
exerc ise o f  absol u te  power over in· 
ferior animals .  H e  had a certa i n  
gra t i fica t ion i n  the tra i n i ng of a 
chest nu t marc, whom he could 
beat or caress as pleased h i m ,  
w h i c h  h e  cou ldn't  do with Mrs. 
Bmwn. It was here that he recog· 
nized a certa in  gray horse which 
had just come i n ,  and looking a 
l iulr fart her on. found his nder. 

Brown's greeting was cordial 
and hcan y : Mr H a m l i n 's some· 
what restrained. But at Brown's 
urgen t  request. he  fol lowed h 1m 
up thf b a d  s ta irs tO a narrow cor· 
ridor . and t hence to a small room 
looking out upon t he stable yard. 
I t  was p l a i n ! �·  furnished with a 
bed, a table, a few chairs, and a 

rack for guns and whips. 
"Th is yer's m y  home, Jack," 

said Brown with a sigh, as he 
threw h imsel f upon the bed , and 
motiom:d h is compan ion to a 
cha ir. "Her room's c 'ot hcr end of 
the ha l l .  I t's more'n six months 
since we've l i \'cd together. or met, 
except for mea ls. I t 's mighty rough 
papers on the head of the house, 
a in ' t  i�?" he said with a forced 
laugh. " B u t  l'm glad to see you, 
Jack, damn' gl ad," and he reached 
from the bed. and aga i n shook the 
unresponsive hand of Jack Ham
l i n .  

" I  brought ye up here,' for I 
didn't  wa.n\ to talk in the stable; 
though, for the mat ter or that, i t's 
all  round town. Don't strike a 
l ight.  We can talk here in the 
moonshine. Put up your feet on 
that winder, and sit here beside 
me. Thar's wh isky i n  that jug." 

Mr. Hamlin d id not a\'ail him· 
self of the invitation. Brown of 
Calaveras turned his face to the 
wal l and continued: "If  J d idn't 
love rhe woman. Jack, I wouldn't 
m i n d .  But i t's lo\' ing her, and see
ing her, day arter day, goin' on at 
this  rate, and no one to put down 
the brake; t h at's what gits mel 
But f'm "glad to see ye, Jack, damn ' 
glad ." 

In the darkness he groped about 
until he had found and wrunJ; his 
companion's hand again. He 
would have  de!ained i r ,  but .Jack 
slipped i t  into the buttoned breast 
of his coat and asked linlessly, 
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"How long has this been going 
on?" 

"Ever since she came here; e,·cr 
since the day she walked in to  the 
Magnolia. I was a fool then, Jack;  
I'm a fool now; bm I didn't l;now 
how much I Jo,·ed her t i l l  then.  
And she hasn' t  been the same 
woman since. 

"But that am't a l l ,  Jack. and  
it's what I wamcd to s ec  vou 
about, and l'm glad you\·c co;ne. 
I t  ain't that she docm· t  Jo,·c me 
any more; i t  ain' t  that  she fools 
with every chap that comes a long. 
£or pcr,haps I staked her Jon� and 
lost i t ,  as I did everyth_i ng else at 
the M agnolia-and perhaps fool in' 
is natcral to some ,\·omen . and 
thar ain't  no great harm done. 
'cept to the fools. But ,  Jack ,  I 
think-! think she lo\'CS somebody 
else. Don't move, Jack; don't 
move: if your pistol hurts ye. take 
i t  off. 

"It's been more'n six months 
now that she's seemed unhappy 
and lonesume, and k inder ner\'OUS 
and scared like. And sometimes 
l've ketched her lookin' a t  me 
sort  of t imid and pitying. And for 
the last week she's been gathering 
her own th ings-tr inkets, and fur
below�. and je1hry-and Jack, I 
th ink she's gain' off. I could stand 
all  but that .  To have her steal 
away l ike a thie£-" He put his 
face downward to the pi l low, and 
for a lew 'momenu there was no 
sound but the ticking of a clock 
on the mantel. 

:XIr. Haml in  lit a cigar, and 
mo\'ed to t f1c opt·n 11· i ndow. The 
moon no Jong:cr shone i n to the 
room. a n d  the  bed :. n�l i t s  occu
pant were i n  slud01r. 

"\Vh:.t shall I do. rack?" said 
the I'Oice from the dat:lncss. 

The answer came promptly and  
cle:uly from the window-side:  
"Spot the man,  a n d  kil l  h im on 
sighL" 

"But, Jack ! "  
"He ' s  t ool  the  r isk !" 
"But wi l l  t ha t  bring l 1er back?" 
J.lck did not reply, but  moved 

from the 11'indow toward the door. 
"Don't go yet, Jack;  l igh t the 

candle. and s i t by the ta b le. It's a 
comfort to sec 1·c. i f  nothin'  else." 

Jack hesi t a te-d.  and then com· 
plied. H e  drew a pack of cards 
from his pocket and shuffied them.  
glancing a t  the  b e d .  But Btown's 
face was turned to the wall. \Vhen 
l\·lr. Haml in  had shutllcd the cards, 
he em them, and dealt one card 
on the opposite side of the table 
and toward the bed. and another 
on his  side of the table tor him· 
self. The first  was a deuce, h i s  own 
card a king. He  then shuffled and 
cut aga in .  ' This t ime "dummy" 
had a queen,  and h imsell a four
spa! .  rack brightened up l'or the 
third deal. I I  brought his  adver· 
sary a deuce, and h imsell a k ing 
again .  

"Two out of three," said fack 
audibly. 

"What's that, J ack?" satd Brown. 
"Nothing." 
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Tlu:n J ack t ri ed his hand with 
d ice. lnu he a l ways t h rew sixes 
and his imaginary opponen t aces. 
The I oree of habi t  is  sometimes 
con ft ts i ng. 

l\ l l·a n w h i l c  some magnettc tn· 
l luencc i n  �lr H a m l i n 's presence, 
or the a nody ne of l iquor. or both, 
brou)!. h t surcease of sorrow. and 
Brown sle-pt.  

1\ l r .  l·bm l i n moved h i s  cha i r to 
t h e  w i ndow , ;mel looked out  on 
the town of \V ingdam. no\'' sl eep
ing pcacd u l l y ,  i ts harsh ou t l i ne 
�oft encd and subdued.  its gl a r i ng 
color� mel l owed and sobered in 
t h e moonlight  t h a t flowed over all. 
I n  t h e  h ush he cou l d  hear the 
gur,gl i n g  of water in th e d i t ches, 
a nd the s igh i ng of the p i nes be
yond the h i l l  Then h e looked up 
a t  the firm;nn e m .  and as hr did 
so a star shot across the t \\· i n k l ing 
fie ld  Presen t l y  a n o t h er, and t hen 
a not h er. 

The phen omen on suggested to 
Mr. H a m l i n a fresh augury . II in 
a not h er 15 m i nu tes anot her star 
should fa l l- H e  sat  t h ere. watch 
in h a nd , for twice t h at t ime. but . 
the phenomenon was not repea ted. 

The c lock struck two, and 
Brown s t i l l  s l ep t . 1\' lr  H a m l i n ap
proached t h e  table,  a n d  took from 
his pocket a Jeuer, wh ich he read 
by t h e  fl icker i ng ca nd le l igh t . It 
con t a i ned on l y a si ngle line, writ· 
ten i n  penci l ,  i n  a woman's hand:  
8t' at tlu corral, with the buggy, 
at thru. 

The sleeper moved uneasily, 

and then awoke. "Are you there. 
Jack?" 

"Yes." 
"Don't go yet . I dreamed jun 

now, Jack-drea med of old times 
I !lwught th a t Sue and mr was be· 
ing married a�in. and that  the 
parson, Jack, was-who do you 
thi nk?-youl" 

The gam b l er l aughed , and scat· 
ed himself  on the bed. the paper 
sti l l  i n  his hand . 

"It ' s  a good stgn. am't 10" 
qu er i ed Brown . 

" I reckon . Sa)- . old man,  hadn't  
you be t ter g_et up?" 

The "old man," thus affection
ately appea l ed to, rose with the 
assistance of H a m l i n's 
stretched ha nd .  

"Smoke?" 
Brown mechamca l l y took tht' 

proffered cigar . 
"Ligh t?" 
Jack had twisted the letter mto 

a sp ira l ,  l i t  it ,  a n d  held i t  lor  his 
com p;mion.  He co11 1 i n ued to hold 
i t  unti l  i t was consumed, and 
dropped the fragmen t-a fierv star 
-!rom the open window H e  
watched it  as it  f e l l ,  and returned 
to h i s  friend. 

"Old man," he said, placmg has 
hands upon Brown's shou lders, 
"in ten m i nmes I ' l l  be on the 
road,  and gone l i ke that  spark. 
We won't see each other agi n :  but, 
belore I go. take a fool's advtce
sell out a l l  you 've_ got, take your 
wi{t' with you. and q u i t the coun· 
try. lt ain't no place for you. nor 
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her. Tel l  h C't she must  go: make 
her ).Ill ,  i l  shl wun ' 1 . Don't whine 
bc·cau�c ,·ou ran' 1  he a sa i n t , :md 
she a i n ' t

. 
a n  a n  :.tel .  1\c a m:m-aml 

trea t her l i ke a ,,·om:m. Don ' t be 
a d a m n '  loot. ( ;ood · ll\·:· 

1-Je t orr h i nhr l t  t rOm Hrown's 
grasp. t� nd kaped down the stairs 
like a deer. :\ t the �table door h e  
co!lan•d dw h a l f-s leeping; h ost ler . 
01 11d harked h i m  against  t h e  ,,·:1 1 1 .  
" S a d d l e  Ill\ h u n c  i n  t wo m i mucs.  
or I ' l l-" Tht d l i psis  was frig,lu
fully sug;.:l·�tin· 

"Th•• m i s�i�  �aid you was t o  
h a \'C' t h e· lm:::,:,-.

. . s t :unmcrcd t h e  
m a n  

"Dcmw t h e  buggy!" 
The hurst> was saddled as f:\SI  

as t h e  nervous hands of the 
anonncled host ler rou ld m a n i p u
l a t e  bu ck le and strap.  

"Is  anythin� up. :"l l r.  H a m l in?''  
said 1he man.  who l i k e  a l l  h i s  
c l a s s  adm i red the  dn" of h is fiery 

Commg in the SepleiNber iss11e oj 

patron,  a n d  was rc;l l l y concerned 
i n  .his wrlfarc. 

" S t a ml aside! ' '  
The nun fe l l back. With a n  

oa t h .  a b o u n d .  a n d  a c l a t t er. Jack 
was i m o  t h e  road. I n  another  mo· 
m e n t .  to t h e  m :�n "s  h a l f·a wa kc n ed 
eyes. h e  was b u t  a mo1·ing cloud 
of  d ust in  t h e  d i � t a ncc, towa nl 
whirh a s t ar j u � t loosed from i ts  
bret hren was  r r a i l i n;..: a st ream o f  
fire. 

nm C':t r l y t h a t  morn i ng t h e  
dwellers I Jv  t h e  \ V i ngcbm turn· 
pike, m i ks :1 way . heard a voice, 
purt' :1 �  a sky b.rk's. s inging a fi e l d .  
T h e y  1 r h o  w e r e  asleep mrncd over 
on t h e i r  ruciC' conch es t o  dre:�m 
of � o n t h  and Jon· and olden da ys . 
Harcl l acC'd men a n d a n x inus go ld · 
seekcrs. a l ready at work.  ceased 
their l a bors and leaned upon t h eir 
picks, to l is ten t o  a roma n t i c  vaga· 
bond am�1l ing away aga i nst t h e  
rosy sunnse. 
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Wyatt Earp 
Plays a 

By JV alter Noble Burns 

JOHNNY-HEI·I IN I>·nn: DEUCE stirs up n l�omet's nest when he 
grnn down a prominr'nt

_ 
citizen in tlu· strut. The constable 

mat f.!I'S to hurry his pnsoncr out oj town, but ruhen folumy 
ornvt•s 111 Tombstone lte ru11s smack mto a11other batch of 
trouble. Then it's up to J.V>•att Earp. Tombs�une's frutly famous 
marshal, to protut the lcdler (rom mob moltmce. How Earp 
meets this test of cold !Wille makes a tr.nse episode in frontier 
l11slory, talw11 {1·om Bu;·11s's hook , Tombstone: An Iliad of the 
Southwest.  
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romlmone :\·l ining and Milling 
Comp:my. Hl· could see through 
the front window of the restaurant 
the big plant on the other side 
of t he San Pedro just across the 
bridge, its slacks. pouring out a 
steady stream of smoke that Went 
drihing over the hi l ls. The Jan· 



ZA""E GREY
'
s WESTER:\' MAG.4.ZINE 

frost sli l l  covered the grou n d ;  the 
currenr of  the narrow ril'cr looked 
almost black between the snowy 
icc sheets projecting from the  
banks. and tht• trad.s of  teams 
were slill \' is ibl(' m the wh i te r i me 
on the plank flooring of t h e  
bridge. 

Mr.  Schnei der was an  cnginc·cr 
of  some note and a high·salaricd 
employee a t  the s t a m p  m i l l .  whirh 
was kept busy day and ni�ht  rc· 
dncing ore from the rom bstonc 
m i nes . He was a rat h('r h a u g h t y .  
a loof man whos<' m o r n i n g  mood 
was usu a l l } moro�<' and d i �a�n:c 
abk and who n•t p t i n·d a good 
strong cup of t.oflcc and �e\·era l 
hour� ol su n l igh t  to t ha'•' h i m  out  
i n t o  ord i nan hus i ncs\ urhan i t ' 

At :� m·ar·b\ t ; tblt' :\h Roh('r l 
Pl' l l � .  t h t'  \· i l l�gt' b l a ck.sm u h .  :md 
M r  Joh n O'Rourke were de\'OUt· 
ing ha m a mi t'�l!) ,,· i t h mmc g-usto. 
Mr. O' Rourke especial !\  �eenwd 
in a nt(lod o/ dwer f u l n cn. 

"I d tdn ' t mala - no k i l l i ng 1 < 1�1 
mght." l\lr O ' K uurk(' wu �ay i ng 
"Rm I done pret l�  �ood. The 
dcuct: stood by me That card is 
cena in l v  l(Ood 1 0  me." 

1\-l r .  O' R ourke was a gam bler of 
the \'arietv �omet imC's referred 1 0  
as un·hor;l He wa� wh;u mi�ht 
be termed, i l  om· wished to he 
bnu a l h· fra nk.  a n  insign ificant  
J i t t l t>  runt ,  wizened. undersized. 
colorless, with a prom inem nost' 
and huge ears that Slllod out from 
his head Ht•· h un� around Charles· 
ton gambl mg-houses and saloons 

and dealt stud or mmue when he 
had a chance and pl:tycd faro i f  
he happened t o  be i n  fu nds . 

The card on till' faro layout for 
wh irh :\ l r .  O'Rourke showt•d a 
particular prcd ikct ion \\':IS the 
deuce. H e  stacked u p  h i s  c h i ps on 
the deuce: he was nen•r known 
to coppt'r i t .  a l ways played it 
open, a n d  the deuce rewarded h i s  
b l i n d  fa i t h  by winn ing f o r  h im 
with start l i ng frequency . Few pco· 
pic had e\"Cr been sufficien t l y  i n 
tcrcsted i n h im to learn his rea l 
nanw. and  lwr;msc of h i s  ma n ia 
for hack i ng his Ln·ori t e  c:trd. ht· 
had heromc C011Hn o n l y  k now 1 1  
among t h e  gamb lers of Char leston 
and Tombstone ; ,s J ohmn• Br· 

hind· the-Dcurc. 
It happened th ;u  1\ l r. Schneidet . 

�lr. Pcuy. and J o h n n y  Beh i n d 
t he·Dcure armc f rom brea k fut  ;n 
the �arne t i me and.  h ;n· ing paid 
their bill�  a t  t he  from cou n t er to 
Hop Sing. 5t ood for a few mo· 
mcnt�  warmm.t.: t hcmsci\'C� about  
the s to\·e i n  the corner of t h e  res· 
taura n t .  To t h e  en14 i nccr J o h n n y  
remarked p l e;�san t ly tha t  i t was a 
cold day.  Sch ne ider gave.> h i m  a 
sour look and did not repl y. 

" I  say it's a cold da�y ." Johnny 
repe;�ted. on t h e  chance that  the 
engineer had failed to hear his  
shrrwd obscr\'a t ion 

�lr  Schneider preserved a 
scowling si lence. 

"Co to bell i "  snarled Johnny.  
"I wonder i f  you are  too deaf  to  
hear  that?" 
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l\ i r. Schneider heard that qu i te boose. 
rlist i n ct ly and,  f laring i n to a rage, The mob stormed into the 
snorted o u t  profane abuse. Mr. streets. "Get a rope," was the cry. 
Pet t y  pul led Johnny by t he  sleeve "Hang him to the bridge." 
out the door into the street. But McKelvey smuggled his prisoner 
t lw told ;t i r  outside had no effect out of the l i "ery s table by the back 
on Johnuy's  auger, which grew way into a buckboard to which a 
houer. span of mules had been hastily 

" ' I  guess that feller thinks he's h itched. 
too big t o  talk to the l ikes of me," "This is a preuy mess," re-
he �rowlcd. marked lldcKeh·ey as the two men 

' 'What do you care?'" soothed settled themsel\"es into the buggy. 
J\ l r .  r •c t t)'· '"Leave him alone." "Tombstone is nine miles away, 

The two men stopped near the but I'll get you t,here if J can." 
end of  the bridge. Wh i le Mr. Pet· A moment later the mob, yell· 
t)' was � t i l l  t ry ing to calm Johnny, ing and shaking fisu in disappoint-
i\l r .  Schneider came bustling along ed rage, saw Conswhlt- McKelvey 
on his way to his office at the mill and Johnny Behind · the · Deuce 
across t h e  river. thundering across the bridge and 

"I got a notion to learn you point ing out on the road for 
some man ners," snapped .Johnny Tombstone, the team of mules at 
as t h e  engi neer passed. a dead run. 

M r .  Schneider h:dtcd and.  glar- The fiight ol the prisoner pre-
ing fmiously,  reached imo his sented a problem. but the work· 
trousers pocket.  Johnny jerked men whose engineer had been so 
ou t .1 re\·o lver and kil led him. An ruthlessly shot down were in  
unopt'ned pocketkn i fe was  found earnest and were no t  to be 50 
in t h e  dead m a n ' s  hand.  easi ly che:ued. They hurriedly 

Consta ble  George McKelvey prepared for pursuit. They 
p l ,tccd John ny under arrest. As he searched Charleston · for saddle 
started for the calaboose · with his horses; they commandeered bug· 
prisoner, the mi l l  whistle burst gies and spring wagons; they 
in to a long-continued roar. The armed themselves with six-shoot· 
mi l l  h:111ds began to pour from ers and rifles. This cost time, and 
the hui ld ings. the two fugitives were laying the 

"I J;Uess they've heard about i t  mi les behind them. But at length 
over there," said McKelvey, and the crowd was ready. Fifty men 
began to revolve emergency plans. on horseback set out on the trai l  
The  crowd at t h e  m i l l  started to- at breakneck speed. Others i n  
ward towh. McKelvey headed £or . wagons. clattering far behind in a 
a l ivery stable instead of the cala- straggling procession, hoped at 
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least to be i n  a t the death. 
Constahtc: 1\lrKc l"ey a n d  J o h n ·  

ny UchmrH h e·Deuce had passed 
qUJcldy om nl s ight  t h rough a gap 
i n  the h i l ls !hat bordcr t h e  S:m 
Pedro. From a hri,t:h t ncar the old 
Bru ncl:ow m i ne. l o h mt�· IJch 1 11d · 
t h e-Deuc:e had a !:lSI d i s t a n t  
g l i m pse ol Charlcs1on H e  could 
detect no great s t i r  or confusion:  
the town seemed <.J u i e t  Cll(JI I<_!h.  

' ' 11o l a ybc t hey gave i t  u p  . .
. 

h l'  
s a i d  

" M aybe," r e p l i e d  11o l cKe l vcy . 
;\l c K elvey pu l led his t i red mules  

to a trot  l-I e  wou l d consen·c t h e i r  
stam i n a .  H e  might have to call  on 
th em yet for a l l  t h e  spee-d t h ey 
had t o gi ve . rhe J"ombstonc road 
was no boulevard. All the wa)' it 
wou nd with a thousand crooks 
and l llrns t hrough a rough h· bro 
ken countr\' covcrrd with cact us 
and m�squ

,
i t e .  It cl i m bed O\'Cr 

h igh h i l l� .  skir trd the edgc:t of ra· 
vines. came down abruptly imo 
sand' arroyos a nd cl i mbed steep l y  
out a�a m .  

When t h e  buckhoard h a d  cl>�m
bered out of Twin G u l ches past  
Rob hcrs' Roos t ,  J o h n n y  Behind· 
tht'-Deuu· sa w Jar back a long. 
tr a i l i ng ,·eil  ol d ust  sweep ing up 
from bc h t n d  a ridge in  fi l m �  
whor ls aga ml>t the sk} . He watched 
it  w i t h  t h r- fixit)" of la sri nat ion A 
horsf'ma n  gal loped om ol thf' dust 
O\'t:l the creM of t he road A swarm 
ol others came n d i ng hard alter 
h i m  Sm<JII  i n  t h e  ri i st <l:llcf'. t hey 
looked l ike menacing goblins tc 

h i s  frigh tened eyes. He h a l f rose 
from his se:.t, h i s  h a n d  chuch i n g  
:\l cl\.el n''''s shoulder.  

"H ere 
'
they com e ! " '  h e  yel led i n  

.\ Jcl\.clvcy's car. 
i\l cKch·c�· lashed h i s  m u les i n t o  

a r u n .  O f  a sudden c;mu• a soft 
t i ny noise l i ke l i te smot hered pop· 
ping of a cork. :\ sharper m e t a l 
l i c  ping l i k e  t h e  l" ibral iou of a 
t a u t .  m i le-long wire. Then t h e  
d i s t i nct a n d  u n m il> t a b b l c  t h i n  
,,· h i n c  of a b u l l e t .  Spou t s  of d u s t  
shot i n t o  t h e  a i r  beside t h e  wheels.  
The road b e h i n d  began to d a nce 
w i l h  dusty p u lls as  u nder a t h u n· 
der shower . The r:t i n t  cla u er of 
hoofs grew i n t o  a rush i ng storm 
ol sou n d .  

M c K eh•ey a n d  J o h n n y  Beh m d· 
t h c·DrucC' benE forward i n t he i r 
sean w i t h  w h i te.  tcn.sC' f;.ccs. 
·\ round thf' fl a n ks ol thl' p l u ng i ng 
mule�  �lrKci\"C) wrapped his rl \\'· 
hide w h i p .  Down t h e s lopes . u p  
t h f'  );t>Jdcs 1 \ e w  t h e  swi!ymg h u c k  
board . r a k i n g  t h t"  cu r\"CS o n  r wo 
w h eels. The pursu ers were ga i n · 
tng ra pi d l y .  firing a t every j u m p. 
''c l l ing l i k e  s:n·ages For J o h n n y  
lkh i n d·thc·Dt·m·f' i t  looked l i k e  
cases i n  a l o s i n g  dea l ;  a skf'leton 
hand seemed rt"ach i n g  o u t  lor his 
Ja�r �•ad of c h t ps. 

Two m i l('s out ol r omhstone 
stood J ack McCann's Last C:hance 
saloon McKc lve\· a nd J o h n n y s<�w 
the long adobt" roaclhouse l oom · 
i ng a head with  one last flicker of 
h ope. 

"Guess A-·lcCa un')  ts otu last 
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ch;mce all r iglu ," sa id � l cKe l vey 
between clenched teet h .  "We' l l  
nc\'er b c a 1  " e m  i n t o  Tombstone." 

"If \rt' get inside.  m aybe we can 
stand 'em off." rep l ied Joh n ny des· 
pcra u :J y .  

i\lcCann had j u st m o u m e d  a 
race rn a re t h a t  stood :sadd l t'd i n  
front of his  sa loon . T h i s  fi l l y  was 
a t horout;hbt·ed named � l ol l y Me· 
Carthy a nd had won local fame 
by showiug her heels t o  t h e  best 
horses around Tombstone.  i\lc
C a n n  had her ent ered for a race 
over : 1 1  the \V:uervale track on the 
Con tent ion ro:�d and was prepar
ing to give her a n  exercise g:� l l o p  
to tunc h e r  u p  f o r  th is  e\•en t .  

A s l im . spir i ted beau t y  w a s  
M o l l y McCarthy, a n d  her s a t i n  
skin sparkled as she champed t h e  
bi t  and pr:� nced :�bout on h e r  
clean,  a n 1 cl ope l e g s  i n  h e r  eager· 
ness for the ru n .  l\l cCa n n  had 
mrned her head t o  t h e  roa d ,  wh en 
h e cauglu sight of the pel l-mell  
ch ase beari ng down upon h i m .  fi e 
s tued in amazemen t. \Veil, what  
t h e  d i ,• i l ? 

· 

"T::�ke t h i s  lad behind you q u ick 
and get h i m  in to Tombstone be· 
fore 1 ho�e f e l lows lynch lum," 
shou 1 ed � l r Ke l vey as he brough t 
his m u les hack on the ir ha u nches. 

�hCa n n  d td n ' t know Joh n n y Be
h i n J-the- Deuce. but he numbered 
many o u t l aws among his friends 
and had a lurking sym pathy for 
fel l ows in trou b l e  with the law. 
l\-lany an al l -n igh t  carouse Curly 
Bill and his merry men had had 

in the Last Chance saloon. And 
here was a sport ing proposition 
t h a t  m igh t stir the blood of any 
sport ing m a n .  McCann wasted no 
t ime in q u estions, but brought 
Molly M cCarthy alongside the 
buckboard. 

"Pile on ," h e  said. 
As Joh n ny Beh ind-the-Deuce 

wrapped his arms around Mc
Cann's waist,  th e marc broke a t  a 
bound in to raci ng speed as if at 
the drop of a starter's nag and 
went sk imm ing over the road with 
l ong:. frictionl ess st rides. 

Drawing h is j::�dcd m ules oil to 
the side of the  ro::�d , McKelvey 
wa1chrd McCann and Johnny Be· 
hind- 1he-Deuce dwind le in the 
distance. As the lynch ing party 
ro:�red past, McKel vey rubbed his 
ch in and grinned. "You'l l  play 
hel l  ca tch i ng him now," he yelled 
ch eerfu l ly. 

As r\'lrCann and Johnny Be· 
h ind-the-Deuce rode into Tomb· 
stone, the mine whistles on the 
h i l l  began to boom. News ol the 
murder of the engineer had been 
telegraphed ahead from Charles
ton. Miners Oockcd from the 
shahs and streamed down the hill 
toward town. 

Wyau Earp was dealing faro in 
the Orien t a l  Dor Hol l iday lolled 
in the lookout chair . Virgil Earp 
lounged aga inst the bar. Business 
was dull. The place was as quiet 
as a prayer meeting. McCann and 
Johnnr Behind-the-Deuce burst in 
upon the peacdul scene. 
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"Mob coming." �JcCann broke 
out breathlessly. "Goi ng to  lynch 
this boy . H u rry up.  Do some th ing. 
for God's sake. :o\o t ime to lose.' '  

Wyat t Earp s l id one card ofl the 
deck and then another. l i e  took 
i n  a hct or two. l·l e p: • id  a few 
\\;inmng wagers With t h r  dd l l  o f 
old habi t ,  he JC\•c lcd off t h e  tops 
of the  stacks of ch i ps in t h e  check· 
rack and carefu l l y  evened them 
along thr s ides w i th  the  b:lCks of 
h i s  fingers. He  overlooked no de· 
tail of cucwm:try rou t i n e  Then 
h e  IUrnctl up his  hox . The g:amc. 
for th(· prcsc m .  \\·as O\'Cr. 

"Hold on to your ch i p�. boys." 
he said to the- p l a yers. 'Ti l  rash 
'em a� soon as I 've fin ished w i th  
t h i s  l i t t le busi ness m:mcr. " 

A s  a g.-.mbler.  he pu shrd back 
his chair . H t> rose as a n  off•rcr u l  
the  law . St cppin� to  the lront 
door. he saw a block west. a t  F i f th  
and Tough Nu t  streets. a n  excited 
crowd gathered about the new!�· 
arrh·ed hOrsemen (rom Charles 
ton On beyond. t h e  hill was 
swarmin� with mint"rs. The siwa· 
tion impressed him as having pos· 
sibilities. But the Orien ta l. fari n�e 
on rwo streets. and with great 
doon and windows. wa) no place 
in which to uand oft a mob. 
Then· was a'  bowling-aile)· acrou 
Allt"n St reet in tht" nex• b lock 10 
the nonh . narrow and w�dged be 
tween stores and with doors onlv 
ar front and rear. A handful  Of 
determined men might hold it 
against a mulutude. 

Wya t t Earp escorted Johnny 
Behind·• lw-Dcuce t o  the bowl i ng:· 
a l l ey . He  pos1cd V i rg i l  Earp a t t h e  
r c :l r  a n d  Doc Hol l iday behind the  
locked front  door. H e  was  ready 
110\\', 

He had nc\'cr met J o h n n y  Be· 
h ind-the·Dcucc before. He had 
seen h i m :l fc11' t i tHes around 
Tombstone g a m b l i ng-houses and 
had chuckled O\'Cr h i �  s t range 
nickname :�nd t he origin of it .  He 
knew not h i ng of  the r ight  or 
wron� of t h e k i l l i ng ol  t h e  
Charleston eng ineer B u t  now th i s  
l i t t le sh r im p of a fe l low h a d  been 
p l :tced in  his custrnl) ' :  i t  w a s  hi� 
duty :u a n  ofliccr to  protect h im 
Thi;;  sen�(' of  offi c i a l  du ty- nm h · 
ing e l st"-:lc tua tcd h i m .  If he had 
to  d i t> in  perform:� nee o f  h i s  d u t y .  
he- wou ld d i e .  

.-\n ominous con f us ed murmur 
rose f rom the  d i rect JOn o( dlC h i l l .  
a deep moan i ng Ucllow l i kt' t h a t  
ol .bru tt>s st irr i ng to f ur y ,  the note 
or menace u n mist<� b bl e. T h t'  mob 
was s tart ing . Here it  came in  a 
ru �hing, crushing m a s.� eastward 
t h rough Fifth StrecL I t  surround· 
ed the Oriental  A yel l  went up 
l ike a rocket-"He's in  the Uowl·  
ing-a l ley." 

With a roar, the mob turned lor 
the rush to the bowlin�·alley. As 
it changed front, i t  came race to 
face wtth Wyau Earp at a dis tance 
of 20 paces. He stood a lone in the 
middle of Allen Street, a double· 
barreled ihotgun resting in the 
crook of his elbow. 
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"Hold on, boys." Wya t t  Earp 

raised his hand and for a moment 
kept i t  poised i n  air .  "Don't make 
any fool play. There a i n ' t  no 
sense i n  t h is." 

The mob h a l teU i n  i ts  forward 
sweep. "\Vhere've )'OU got t h at 
m u rdcriug rat h id?" 

" H e's right in  there." Wyatt 
Earp jerked his thumb a t  the  
bowl mg-allcy.  "Ami he's  going to  
smy in there. l-Ie's m y  prisoner 
now. and )'OU fellcrs ain't goi n '  to 
get h un." 

"The hel l  we a i n't." 
"You boys better disperse." 

Wya t t  Ear p said i t  as ca lmly as he 
mi�ht ha\'C said Tut·lut to naugh
ty u r c h i m  1 11 schoo l .  ' "Go on home. 
Go on back to work. I'm here to 
take care ol thts pnsoner. And I'm 
goiug to t a k t:  care ol him."  

l "hr  s l l t: n c e  was shat tered b y  
suddt:n fierce yel ls 

" K t ·)' t -k t -y t ·y t p t ' ·  
" ' \Va-wa-wa- wa-wa-hoo ! ' " 
rhe shriek) were brokt:n 1 1 1 1 0  

wild staccato by t a p p 1 n g  the 
momh with the hand . There were 
old Apache fighters in th'a t  crowd 
Thf front r:mks began to stamp 
up ot nd d11wn l i k e  savaKes domg 
a war da nce. 

" H ere we go, boys." 
"'Smash in the bowlmg-a l l ey." 
"String the dtrty varm i n t  to a 

tele,l{raph pole." 
Wyatt Earp cocked both bar· 

rels of his shotgun "Come on, 
then. y_ou yellow curs. Let's see 
you get b1m." 

His booming voice was like the 
roar of a lion at  bay as he flung 
the challcngt- in the mob's teeth. 
Aga i n  the crowd stood still in 
wavering indecision. 

One foot ad\·anced, h i s  shotgun 
held tensely across h i s  breast l"eady 
for mstanl action, Wyau Earp 
stood, one man against 500 Grim· 
l y  alone. Hopelessly isolated (or 
the moment !rom all the rest of 
the world . No help to fall back 
on, no chance to run, no shel ter, 
no place ot reluge. Just a man out 
there i n  the m iddle of the street, 
all by h i msel l  with only h is own 
strength to depend on and only 
his own courage to save h im . Be· 
{ore him a mob thiming lor 
blood, closing m lor the kill ,  its 
victim .t lmost w i t h i n  reach. The 
front l ine .  stretching across the 
street [rom wall to wall, bristled 
with sts·shoorers and rifles, every 
faCf 11\'iMed and flaming with pas
sion One sol itary man blocked 
the road to vengeance. 

'"That tool's bluffing." fhe 
shout was vibrant with impatient 
reseutmem '"Call bis bluff and 
wat('h htm quit." · 

Wyatt  Earp brought his shotgun 
to hts shoulder witb a sn.ap At 
thf level ol a man's hean, he 
swung i ts  muu.le very slowly across 
the crowd from one side of the 
streoet to the other and very slow
ly back aga m .  

" 'Don't  make a n y  r;nistake," he 
Hung back. "I'll blow the bel l y  oft 
of the first man that makes a 
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ffiO\'C." 
The storm wa� work in� t o  t h e  

bursting-po i n t .  Thi�  w a s  r idicu·  
lous .  One man hold back 500: 
Rush him. d isarm him, brush h i m  
aside. 

''\Vhat ' s  the  m a t t er o u t  t here in  
fr�nt?" 

"Go on!" 
The men beh ind bq;:m t o  p u s h  

and 'boulder for\\·:u d . F l i der ing 
wa\·c� uf mon.-mcm to ld  of g:nhL'f· 
ing mome n t u m  for a fr<'sh s tan.  
A powerful  t hru�t madl' the front 
ranks be nd and swa�·- It w;'ls l i ke 
a rippl<' prcsagin� the fi n a l  rush.  

" K i l l  him!' '  
Wyan Earp's jaws sc1 . H i s  eyes 

hl<lled H i s  face i n  t h a t  tcmc mo· 
mcm was so mar b l e-wh i t e that his 
nwnv m u stache looked bl ack 
aga i nst  i t  . .  ·\ga i n  he swept t h e  
crowd w i t h  h is Jen• lcd gun.  a n d  
death l u rked i n  t h e  b l a c k  dep t hs 
of those- twin m u n.les. 

"Ki l l  me." H i s  \'Oicc had a con · 
\"Crsa t ional stead i m·�� " I 'm read,·. 
Ough t  to be easy: t h ere a r e  enoug

.
h 

of you Blll 1 " 1 1  do a l i u l e  k i l l i ng 
myself. \ "uu can get me: but I ' l l  
take a lt:w of you to hel l w i t h  me." 

The dnuna had rushed 1 0  cr isis. 
H ere was a proposi t ion .  They 
could l a k e  it or lea\"t' i t .  He was 
readv to d ie . II they were . too, a l l  
right. Y e s .  they cou ld ki l l  h im.  
One shot w o u l d - do t h t ·  business 
They · couldn't mJss him. But he 
would take soml' of !hem to the 
grave with h im.  H e  m igh t get 1wo 
or tbrce. Or h.aH a dozen might 

crumple down u nder the �ca t ter
ing double charge of b u ckshot. I t  
\f:IS sure de:Hh for some o f  them.  
Did they wam to gamble?  Were 
they ,,· i l l i ng t o  l ake the cha nce? 

\fell: 
Silence fel l .  For a space t h e  mob 

stood mot ionless. hesi t a t ing. u n d e
cided. weigh i ng t h e  odds. · Then 
abruptly t h e  tcmion sn:q>pt·fl. 
Some men i n  fron t .  l ooki ng a r i n l c  
sheep ish . drew back i ru o  1 h e  
crowd. 01 h e r s  fol lowed. The J"ront 
l ine grew ragged : i t  was break i ng 
up.  Kot much semc.  after  al l .  i n  
get t i n.�:; k i l led f o r  a d i r t y  l i u l c  
b l ackguard l i k e  J o h n n y  Behind
t he-Deuce. The I : Jw m igh t h a n g  
h i m  anyho,,· _ This  l y n c h i n g  b u s i 
n e s s  was pre t ty wi l_d and crazy i l  
y o u  stopped t o  t h i n k  about i t .  Just  
as well t o  let  t he bw take i ts  
course. 

:\len a 1  t h e  outer cdg:es bcg:w to 
walk away. Gaps and l a nes openC'd 
in t h e  t : J i n n in{!; ran ks. Throngs be
gan t o  bust le  t h l"ough the s idt· 
strec\s l i k e  flood wa ters dra i n i n� 
oil t hrough s lu iceways. Soon a l l  
had d i sappea red except a few 
sma l l  groups that st i l l  h u ng about 
the cor ner. ThC' stonn had passt'd ; 
pearc lu l  m n l i:.;ht  once mOre bath  
cd t he em pt y s t reets. 

Wyatt Earp, leaning on h i s  shot 
gun. swod i n  s i lencl' a n d  watched 
the mob mt'l t  away.  Then he step 
ped with an air of leisureli nes• 
over to the sidewalk .  

"Go down to t h e  0. K.· corra t .  
Doc," �e s a id  t o  Holl iday in th� 
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c;•sua l  voice of one arranging a de
tail  of business rml l i ne, "and s�c:: 
if J o h n n y  i\ l omgomery can let us 
h a \·c a spri ng wagon. I guess I ' l l  
s e n d  J o h n n y  Bchi nd-t he-Dcuc(' 
over t o  Tucson." 

J o h n n y  Behind-t he-Deuce was 
taken i n  1he spring wagon under 
s t rong guard to Tucsou. Ten hea\'
il} :m11ed men on horseback ac
com p:micd h i m  as far as Denn is's 

ranch but, as no a t tack developed, 
turned back 1 0  Tombstone. John
ny broke jai l  a t  Tucson before his 
trial, and though Papago Indian 
t rai lers were used 10 track him.  he 
was not recaplllred. l-Ie disappear
ed from the Southwest, and what· 
ever became of the murderous 
l i t t l e  sca l : m•:.g with the funny 
pseudonym no one i n  that country 
knows to this day. 

When your fa,•oritc \Ves1crn hero draws and fires six shots before reload
ing. 1:1ke it  with a grain of salt. I t  is  general practice, as a s.1tcty measure, 
to carry only five cartridges in  the cylinder, kccpin� the hammer down on 
an empty chamber. 

"Remarkable resemblance, &Sn't atr' 
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�"""'""Q""'"NE of t h e  char: H·tcrs 
in "Thunder ;\loun

.. ...:, t a i n ." t h e  Zane 
�d, � :- Grey story in  this  
z - � issue, is  a smooth 

l' i l la in  named Rand 
��- Lca\· i t t ,  who lor 
some t ime carries on a mccessful  
masquerade as a l :lw-al>iding c i t i 
zen in the role o[ town judge :md 
vigilamc chid. 1\'a t ura l ly, a paral 
lel is suggested with the  noted real· 
l i fe career of Henry Pl ummer, the 
shcrifl and band i l chief of Alder 
Gulch. No ordina ry border rough 
neck, Plummer, who refused ro let 
a l itt le thing l ike a b u l l e t  in h i s 
right arm i n terlerc w i t h  h i s  s ix
gun exploits-he learned to shoot 
just as well with his left hand
moved into the Montana gold 
fields and cool ly got Jumscll 
elected sheriff of Alder Gulch. 
Thus camouflaged. _he proceeded 
to organize and direct the depre· 
dalions of a criminal gang whose 
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members sa rdun i c a l l \' dubbed 
1 hemseh·cs ' 'The l tmo�cms:· Rob· 
b1·n•, homicide, and assor ted o 1 her 
fel�nies cons t i ! l l 1 cd t h e i r  regu b r  
occu p a t i o n  u n t i l  t h e  honest inhah·  
i t an t s  of  t h e rq;ion hardly dared 
t o  go om a t  night.  No h a n d )· 
Thu nder :'\ lou n t :1 i n 11·as ;1\•a i l a b l e  
10 wre;ll;. natur a l  just ice on t h i s  
fron tier D i l l i nger . but  a t  l ast  t h e  
decem clemen t s  of t h e  commu n i t y 
gor ll' isc t o  Mr. P l u m mer, a nd 
man·madc ju st ice proved f u l l y  as 
sa t isfactory-if. perhaps. uot as  ma· 
jest ic a n d  awe·inspiring a s  the gco· 
logica l gymnast ics in\'olved in our 
Zane Grey story-when Alder 
Gulch's sheriff a n d  all  h i s  n ight· 
riding c u t t h roat crew were round· 
ed up and hanged by the  neck un· 
til t hey were 1·cry dead. 

• Victor Rousseau, :nuhor of 
"The Branded Man," one o£ the 
new shorts in this  issue of ZGWM. 
has long been a pOpu la r  comribu· 
tor to 'the pages of Wcucrn and 
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ath·cn t m-c magazi nes. I n  a d d i t ion 
to h u n dreds of short stories and 
llO\'l'icnes. he has had 20 no\·els 
p u h ! i shcd.  

• Joe H ook, who \\TOt e "The 
G h ost \\' ;dks," t h e l i t t l e  m i n i ng 
yarn in t h i �  issue. himself  pros
pected ami m ined in i\·J on ta na ,  
Ari1ona,  :mel  Cal i fornia.  H e  ne\'er 
s tnt ! 'k  i t  l u ck)' prospect i ng. so 
d r i f t e d  i n t o  the Yakima V;dl ey, 
where he bough t a ranch, and sub
scq m' n t l y  s tarted w r i t i ng. Later he 
ga\'(' up t h e  ranch btl \ ,  for· 
t u n :1 1 el y .  not the wr i t i ng. Now a 
resident of Tacoma,  h is favorite 
rela x a t ion consists of sahnon troll· 
ing i n  l'ugct Sou nd . \V;uch for 
more of his yarns in ZGWi\11 

O ' ' Brown of Cala\'Cras.'' another 
of Bn: t  1-l a n c's fi n e  stori t:� ol the 
Old West . is not  so widel y known 
a10 < ' i t  her "The Luck ol Roaring 
C a 1 1 1 p "  or " "The Outcasts of Poker 
F l : n . "  Those two t a l es. of course. 
have been repri n ted almost num
ber less t i mes. so.  u n l ess ZGWM 
re;tdcrs d emand them. our occa
sional  Bret H a rte repu blicat ions 
wi l l be made u p  of  the best of his  
other stories. 

• Wal ter Noble Burns's book, 
Tombstone: An Iliad of the 
Soutlmwst, from which the fact 
article,  "Wyatt Earp Plays a Lone 
H a n d," is taken, has long been re
garded as one of  the ou tSLanding 
books on the Old West. I ts fasci
n a t ing pages include chapters on 
such fromier charact ers as Curlv 
Bill, John Ringo, a n d  Billy Break-

inridge, among others. 
e l\·lore I iglu-hearted doings than 

usual feature the picture story i n  
t h i s  issue, "Law Vlcst of  the Pecos" 

consisting or  some highl igh ts from 
the well-nigh incred ible career of 
Roy Bean. D;l l e  Robertson, respon· 
sible for the story. is a staff mem· 
ber; the \'ery effective pictures 
were drawn by Ervin Schwcig, a 
l\-I i l wa u kee art ist who not too long 
ago was devoting his ta lent ,  in  such 
spare time as he cou ld find while 
doin� his  bi t  i n  the U .  S. Army, to 
the dep i ct ion of U ncle Sam's serv· 
icc men and women. 

•S.  Omar Barker, who penned 
the poem, "San Jacinto" (sec in· 
side back 'cover), responded to 
ZGWi\'l's re<Juest for biographical 
dat<t with more verse, as follows: 

BARKER IN BRIEF 
( Rarlc from tlu: Log of 

His Autob1og) 
l'm fi fty-two and f u l l  or pills, 
Yet tramr. and ride these rugged 

h i l l s  
F o r  deer, bear, bobcau, lions, 

t urkey, 
And find i t  fun, though plenty 

worky. 
By trade 1 am a \.Yestern yarner, 
And from the wi ldwood ohen 

garner 
Some i n cidents that pat tern well 
Into a yarn or ve'tse to sell. 
Born ou� here where the booty 

owls 
Are said to m a te with barnyard 

fowls, 
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I recognize that towns ha,·c uses
Rut st i l l  1 live among the spruces. 
JHy wife. who lo,·cs to f1sh for 

trou t, 
Also t u r m  \\'estern stories 0 11 1 .  
J'\'C Rangcrcd in th e  Forest service. 
A n d  w ught school some. which 

made me ncn·ice. 
Scr\'cd O\'Crscas in Worl d War 

One, 
But got no sk in of mine unsl.:.nn. 
My one great h a t e  in l i fe's hrig.lu 

prism 
I s  the d irty red o f  Com m u n i sm .  
I'm f o n d  of puns and nonsense 

,·rrsc-
.-\nd Iran· it t o  ,·mr wh i ch one is 

worse� 
• T h t• m•xt i�suc of ZG\V�I ,,· i l l  

fc:nurr- " T h e  Drif t  Fence." a m ag
at.inc : rhrid;,:mt•nr of a sl:!m
hang Z;mc Crc'" s w n  i n  which 
fi�t f1g h t '  ·.,rc spr i n k kd t h i c k l y  
:m10ng l i l l' ,:!ll n p l a v  as a ' ! C I !dcrfoot 
l c:1 rn� the wan of J !H"  \V<·st .  �C\\' 
�horts  b\ '  S. Om:tr B:n·kcr and 
\\"a lkcr T o m p k i n �  ,,· i l l  be O a n kcd 
by num erous other h i.� h h' readable 
fac1  and fie1ion pit•cts. 
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SAN JACINTO (April 2 1 ,  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: 
"Tomorrow, boys! Tomorrow! \Vc a uack at break o£ dawn! 
or Sama 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 t h e  a i r  as d a w n  fades out t h e  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 atlack-thcy say Sam Houston sleeps. 
A growl of disappointment runs through the Texas troops: 
"Now, what the hell we waitin' [or?" Down the sky an eagle swoops 
As Houston calmly saunters through the camp o£ restless men, 
Yet gives no order to attack, nor hints al 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 Sniith, 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, 
Rebelliou� eye their General whose orders hold them back. 

All day the Texans simmer, as the sun crawls through the sky. 
A t  last Sam Houston draws his sword and waves it,  bright and high. 
"The A lamo!" A cry goes up for Vengeance on the foe. 
Sam Houston on his stallion rides before them, calm and slow. 
A few raise eager riflfs-Houston's curse rings down the line: 
"Now hold your fire, you Texas sons, umil I give the sign ! "  
Some Mexican outposts open fi r e ;  Sam Houston's stallion falls. 
H e  mounts another pony, waves his hat, and "Fi1·e!" he calls. 

All  day his men had fretted underneath a broiling sun-
Ten ho"rs to start a baltic-but in one hour i t  was won! 
A t  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. 
"01' Sam," the Texans tell it ,  "he knowed when to jump the fence!" 

Sam Houston's boot o'erflowed with blood on San Jacinto's plain, 
To win the Lone Star's freedom-at a cost of six men slain! . 






