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I APPRECIATION OF WILLIAM E. GODY

(BUFFALO BILL).

It is now some generations since Josh Billings, Ned
Buntline, and Colonel Prentiss Ingraham, intimate friends
of Colonel William F. Cody, used to forgather in the
office of Francis S. Smith, then proprietor of the New
York Weekly. It was a dingy little office on RosesStreet,
New York, but the breath of the great outdoors stirred
there when these old-timers got together. As a result of
these conversations, Colonel Ingraham and Ned Bunt-
line began to write of the adventures of Buffalo Bill
for Street & Smith.

Colonel Cody was born in Scott County, Towa, Feb-
ruary 26, 1846. Before he had reached his teens, his
father, Isaac Cody, with his mother and two sisters,
migrated to Kansas, which at that time was little more
than a wilderness.

When the elder Cody was killed shortly afterward in
the Kansas “Border War,” young Bill assumed the diffi-
cult role of family breadwinner, During 1860, and until
the outbreak of the Civil War, Cody lived the arduous.
life of a pony-express rider. Cody volunteered his serv-
ices as government scout and guide and served through-
out the Civil War with Generals McNeil and A. J.
Smith. He was a distinguished member of the Seventh
Kansas Cavalry. .

During the Civil War, while riding through the streets
of St. Louis, Cody rescued a frightened schoolgirl from
a band of annoyers. In true romantic style, Cody and
Louisa Federci, the girl, were married March 6, 1866.

In 1867 Cody was employed to furnish a specified
amount of buffalo meat to the construction men at work
on the Kansas Pacific Railroad. It was in this period
that he received the sobriquet “Buffalo Bill.”

In 1868 and for four years thereafter Colonel Cody
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servea as scout afid guide in campaigns against the Sioux
and Cheyenne' Indians. It was General Sheridan who
conferred on Cody the honor of chief of scouts of the
command.

Aiter completing a period of service in the Nebraska
legislature, Cody joined the Fifth Cavalry in 1876, and
was again appointed chief of scouts.

Colonel Cody’s fame had reached the East long be-
dore, and a great many New Yorkers went out to see
him and join in his buffalo hunts, including such men
s “August Belmont, James Gordon Bennett, Anson
Stager, and J. G. Heckscher. In entertaining these
wisitors at Fort McPherson, Cody was accustomed to
arrange wild-West exhibitions. In return his friends
anvited him to visit New York. It was upon seeing his
first play in the metropolis that Cody conceived the idea
of going into the show business,

Assisted by Ned DBuntline, novelist, andgColonel In-
graham, he started his “Wild West” thow, which later
developed and expanded into “A Congress of the Rough-
riders of the World,” first presented at Omaha, Ne-
braska. In time it became a familiar yearly entertain-
ment in the great cities of this country and Europe.
Many famous personages attended the performances, and
became his warm friends, including Mr. Gladstone, the
Marquis of Lorne, King Edward, Queen Victoria, and
the Prince of Wales, now King of England.

At the outbreak of the Sioux, in 1890 and 1891,
Colonel Cody served at the head of the Nebraska Na-
tional Guard. In 1895 Cody took up the development
of Wyoming Valley by introducing irrigation, Not long
afterward he became judge advocate general of the
Wyoming National Guard.

Colonel Cody (Buffalo Bill) died in Denvet, Colorado,
on January 10, 1917, His legacy to a grateful world was
a large share in the development of the West, and a
multitude of achievements in horsemanship, marksman-
ship, and endurance that will live for ages. His life
will continue to be a leading example of the manliness,
courage, and devotion to duty that belonged to a pic~
turesque phase of American life now passed, like the great
patriot whose eareer it typified, intq the Great Beyond,
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BUFFALO BILL’S WAR CRY.

CHAPTER L
THE OUTLAW’S PLEDGE.

The scene is the wild West, the borderland which

lies just beyond the halting place of the star of empire

upon its march toward the setting sun. : N
This scené opens at night in the confines of a mining

camp, where are gathered hundreds of wild spirits,
struggling hard in the fight fo'r f‘orttm.lle.along b
i i | fro in a trai
A man is pacing to anc : :
: r two to
in ri i t every turn a second o
tain ridge, stopping a 2 :
listen, as though in fear, or expectation of some one’s

coming. . .
i face and form, reve
nlight falls upon his
s e 1e and powerful,

ing the latter to be one of fine physiqu
while the former is clean-cut and hancls'mne. e
His garb is the rough dress of the miner, and abou
his waist is a belt of arms. ; :
“The day is not very far distant, and every mot
ment of delay is dangerous to'me. Why does she no
s said i tiently.
come?’ he said impa
As he uttered the words, he heard the sqund ;)f
hoofs approaching, and quickly stepped back into the
shadow of the thicket bordering the base of the moun-

tain range.




The Outlaw’s Pledge.

“There she comes at last,
sure, for it may be some one else."”

In a short while two horses appeared in sight, one
of which had a rider on his back.

“Yes, it is Ruth,” said the man.

As he spoke there arose in the air, as the rider
came to a halt, the plaintive notes of a whippoorwill.

The man stepped out of the shadows at once, and
said :

“Here I am, Ruth.”

The rider sprang from the back of the horse, and
said: ‘

“I rode the saddle I had for you, and these are two
of the best horses in‘the mines.
saddle, brother ?”

“Here it is,” and the man drew it from among the
bushes and proceeded to put it upon the led horse.

As the one who had joined him there stood where
the light of the moon fell upon her, a face of won-

" drous beauty was revealed and a form of exquisite
gracefulness of outline.

She was dressed in a close-fitting suit of buckskin,
fringed and embroidered, wore a slouch hat, with gold
cord and sable plume, and about her slender waist was
a belt of arms.

The man finished saddling the pack upon the horse,
then made a halter of the long stake rope, and fastened
it upon the horn of his ‘saddle, which he carefully
looked over to see that all was safe.

Apparently satisfied, he said :

Where is your pack-

But I must not be too |
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“Now, Ruth, I am ready to go, and I have about
an hour and a half to travel before dawn.”

“Yes, and you can get out of the creek before light,
and after that you have a good trail to travel.”

“Give me your instructions then.”

“There is the creek, you see?”

“Yes, I see it,” and the man turned toward a small
brook a short distance away, which crossed the trail
they were standing in.

“Now put thatpine bush down by the water and
attach this rope to it, for I shall drag it back to the
camps, wind it around a tree, and have it appear as
though a horse had broken loose from it. Dragging
it over the trail will destroy the tracks of these horses,
brother.”

“Yes, it is a good idea. But now to my directions?”

“You are to follow down the stream until you come
to the trail crossing it at Chalk Cliffs. There turn into -
the trail, which is well traveled, and bend your course
southward at your will toward New Mexico; only
push your horses all day, and when you halt to camp
at night, be careful to be on your guard, for Buffalo
Bill can almost follow the trail of a bird, and if he pur-
sues you, well you know what the result will be, my
brother.” ‘

“Oh, yes, the gallows for me.”

“Then be careful, I beg of you, after all I have done
to save you from dying upon the gallows.”

“I shall risk my life no more than is necessary, you
may be sure, sister mine.” ‘

)




The Outlaw’s Pledge.

“I trust so. But, now, brother Arden here is the
money ‘I promised you; some gold, but mostly bills,
and in all ten thousand dollars. You have told e

that you were going to South America to begin life !

anew; to redeem your past, and atone for it. If you
need more money, you know my address, at your old
home, so write, and I will send it to you, for I w111
not see you suffer,

“I have done all I could for you, Arden, and have
now snatched you almost out of the hands of the hang-
man, to give you another chance, to save your life amd
your soul, and I must again ask you for the pledge you
have already given me, that you will reform, and atone
for your past crimes, which are many. Wil you give
me the pledge once more, brother Arden?”

“Certainly, if you ask it.”

“I do; so take this sacred book again,”and  take
solemn oath that you are sincere in your repentance
and intend to lead a new life from this very night ; that
you will bury your sins of the past, and your later
crimes under the name of Silk- -lasso Sam, the Outlaw
of the Overland.”

The outlaw took the little book handed to him,
pressed his lips to it fervently, and took the solemn
pledge asked of him. |

Then he drew the beautiful girl toward him, em-
braced her lovingly, and said:

“Farewell, my noble sister, and trust in me, your |

unfortunate brother.”
“I will,” was the ‘sincerely uttered response, and
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with a bound the outlaw was in his saddle, and riding
into the stream, had started upon his way, while his
sister, taking the end of the pine bush, began to dr.:ag
it slowly back over the trail to the camps half a mile
-’lwayﬂ.: * * * * ok *

The home of the beautiful girl who had proven
herself such a devoted sister to the outlaw, Silk-lasso
Sam, was in one of the wildest mining camps in that
wild land, of the Far West. '

It was situated in Yellow Dust Valley, and, though
the miner’s cabins were scattered far and wide along
the ranges, they did most congregate at one end of a
picturesque glen, which was known as Pocket City,

The place was, as it were, in a pocket of the moun-
tains; and also there had been found innumerable
“pockets” of gold, hence it was doubly entitled to its
name,

Tt was beautifully located, upon the banks of a
limpid brook, with fine old trees about, and overhang-
ing mountains, while there was an outlook far down
Yellow Dust Valley.

A typical border settlement, it yet was noted for
one peculiarity, its hotel and pripcipal gambling saloon
being run by a young girl.

The hotel was known as “The Frying Pan,” and
apart from it was the saloon known as the “Devil’s
Den.* ‘

The hotel was a log-and-bdard structure, built in

N,
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the shape of a cross, and with two stairs in the center,
while the den was an acre in size and had been built as
strong as a fort.

A stockade fence led from the rear of the Devil’s
Den to one wing of the hotel, which it surrounded, for
there was the house of Bonnie Belle, the mistress of
the place.

She had her flower garden, arbor, piazza, and sev-
eral rooms, and not a soul ever dared intrude upon
her.

The former proprietor of thie hotel had been
wounded by road agents when returning home in the
very coach with Bonnie Belle, who was upon her way
to Pocket City, for reasons she had kept to herself.

The maiden had defended herself so well that those
in the coach had escaped robbery, and, caring for the
wounded.landlord of The Frying Pan up to his death
he had made her mistress of his fortune. ,
_ Landlord Lazarus had been noted for keeping a
good hotel and an orderly gambling den; but wien
B(Emnie Belle had come into power, she had, as a
miner expressed it, “made Rome howl.”

Tg interprgt, she had made the hotel neat in every
particular, set as fine a table as could. be found upon
the border, allowed no liquor to be sold there, and ran
the De.vil's Den upon business principles, alléwing no
fraud in games, and selling liquors that were not as
deadly in their effects as a bowie knife and revolver.

She was respected by all, and no matter what had
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brought her there, she was protected by one and all.

It was the second day following the departure by
night of Silk-lasso Sam, that three horsemen . rode
into Pocket City and drew rein at The Frying Pan.

Two were in uniform, one wearing the shoulder
straps of a major of infantry, the other of a captain
of cavalry.

The third horseman was a most picturesque-looking
individual, tall, graceful, fearless, and handsome-
faced.

The three horsemen dismounted, their horses were
led away to the stable by a Chinese servant, and en-
tering the office, they registered their names as fol-
lows:

“Lionel Lester, Major th nf'tey, U8 S A

“Richard Caruth, Captain th Cav, U S A,

“Buffalo Bill, Chief of Scouts, U. S. Army.”

Leaving the two officers to get the dust of the trail
from their faces and uniforms, Buffalo Bill walked
toward the right wing of the hotel, which was the
quarters of Bonnie Belle.

Suddenly he met her face to face.

The maiden’s face flushed, then paled, as she
stretched forth her hand and said:

“Buffalo Bill, I am glad to see you.”

“Ts this sincere, Miss Arden »

“Ah—do not speak of me here as other than Bon-
nie Belle. Tt was the name given me by Landlord
Lazarus, who made me his heiress, for his daughter
was so named, and he said I reminded him of her.”
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“Then, Bonnie Belle, are you sincere in saying that
you are glad to see me?”

“Why not?”

“You know why I am here?”

“Yes, for you now know that I went to the fort as
Miss Arden, the sister of Silk-lasso Sam, the outlaw
chief under sentence of death, and for the sole pur-
pose of rescuing him. I would not have done one act,
had I known bloodshed would follow; but I planned
to have pretended detectives go for him with a requi-
sition from the governor of Illinois, and thus have him
escape.

“He, with their aid, attacked Pawnee Bill and
Horseshoe Ned, the driver of the coach, wounding the
former, and, I fear, killing the latter. There was no
cause for this, and L feel deeply that it should have
been done.

“Pawnee Bill I brought here with me, and I am
glad to say that he is not badly wounded.”

“And T am glad to say that Horseshoe Ned was
only stunned, not seriously hurt; the only man killed,
Bonnie Belle, being your pretended detective, Ray-
mond, whom Pawnee Bill shot.”

“He can be spared,” was the cool reply, and then
Bonnie Belle continued :

“The scout you will find here, as T said.”
“And your brother ~

“’Sh! he is not known here as the brother of Bon-
nie Belle, I came here to find him, to save him, and
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Heaven grant that I have done so. He is now far be-

yond your reach; but are not tho§e friends of yours?”
“Yes, Major Lester and Captain Carut.h, whom yog
met while you were at the fort, and t.here is a troop afn
my band of scouts camped some miles from)}wre, or
we came upon the trail of Sllk—lass'o Sam, _
“And he has escaped you; but T will send fc.)r Pav.v-
nee Bill, and be glad to meet you and your jfrlends in
my quarters, for we shall hardly meet again, as my
mission on the frontier is done, and I go East very

soon.”




CHAPTER 1I.
A VIGILANTE LOVER.

The chief of scouts, Buffalo Bill, with Pawnee Bill
and the two other army officers, set out upon their
return to the fort where they were stationed, seventy-
odd miles from Pocket City, with only feclings of
kindness for the very remarkable maiden, who seemed
to hold the destinies of the Yellow Dust Valley miners
in the hollow of her little hand.

They did not harbor any unkind thought of her, for
her clever rescue from a fort of her outlaw brother,
Silk-lasso Sam.

The miners, knowing her only as Bonnie Belle, and
not aware that Silk-lasso Sam was her brother, sup-
posed that searching for the escaped outlaw had
brought the troopers and scouts to the mines, and were
glad, with few exceptions, that Bonnie Belle had
treated them with such cordial ‘hospitality, for they
wished to remain on the right side of the army in case
of trouble.

After the departure of Buffalo Bill and the soldiers,
affairs settled down as before in Pocket City among the
miners. '

But all the while Bonnie Belle was making her
preparations to go East.

She would not say that she was going, not to re-
turn, for she well knew the result of such an admise
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sion; and so she sent for Scott” King, the big store-
keeper of Pocket City, and told him that she was
compelled to go East for a while, and wished him to
assume the management of affairs at The Frying Pan
and the Devil’'s Den until her return, or the coming
of Dead-shot Dean, a miner with whom she had
started East some time before, but had turned back to
accomplish the rescue of her brother

Scott King was the captain of the Vigilantes of the
valley, and also the “judge of the frontier court,” as
it was put, and that meant that his word was law.

“The clerk will report to you each day, Captain
King, the earnings and expenses of the hotel, and my
manager at the Devil’'s Den will do likewise, so that
you can have as little trouble as possible, while I will
also pay you liberally for your services.”

“Don’t mention it, Bonnie Belle,” said the Vigilante
captain, who had a soft spot in his heart for the
maiden. g

“Yes, but I must mention it, for I intend you shall be
well rewarded for your valuable services. Now, when
Dead-shot Dean returns, you will turn over to his
keeping all moneys and the charge of the hotel and
den, for I so arranged before his going East.”

“T will strictly obey your-orders, Bonnie Belle. But
when do you leave us?” :

“Within the week.”

“Seo soon?”’

“¥es:

“And it is necessary for —ou to gor”
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. “It is important that I should do so.” :
The Vigilante captain_sighed, and said earnestly:
“I am very sorry, Bonnie Belle. You have endeared

yourself to every man in these mines, and we will all

miss you sadly. How long will you be gone?”

“That I do not know.”

“You will give me an address in the East, where I
can write you?"”

“No, for I leave all in your management, and there
will-be no need to write, and Dead-shot Dean will be
back again before long.”

“Well, you know best.
did you say?”

“I shall take Four-in-hand Frank's coach out one
week from to-day.”

But when do you depart,

The Vigilante captain sighed and said, after a mo- |

ment’s hesitation :

“Of course I know that you have had half a hun-
dred men wish to marry you, Bonnie Belle, and you
know just as well as I do, that I love you with all
my heart and soul, yet still T must tell you that I do.

“I am getting rich here, and I am of considerable
importance here in the mines, being captain of- the
Vigilantes, judge, and also storekeeper, so if you do
feel that you can care for me, then I want you'to say
so as frankly as you will if you don’t care anything
for me—see ?”

“T do like you very much, Captain King, for you
have been one of my best friends while I have been
here, and I thank you for the honor you show me
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in wishing to marry one of whom you know nothing
whatever as fo what I was before I came here.”
' “Ag for that, Bonnie Belle, you know nothing of
rhe, for I may have been a burglar, a murderer, or
anythiﬁg else bad before I came here.”

“I believe that you were not a bad man, and came
simply to better your fortune. But yet I have only

friendship for you, can never feel other r_egard.for
you, and so we will not speak more upon this subj(?ct.
That I place confidence in you is shown by my placing
my property here in your hands, and I feel that you
will do your best to protect it for me.” _
“T'll do it, Bonnie Belle, see if I don't,” was the

earnest reply of the handsome Vigilante captain, \’vho
had earned the reputation since coming.to the mines
of being an honest man, peaceable, yet damgerous to
arouse, and one who was a terror to evildoers.
“The day at last came around when Bonnie Belle was
to say “Good-by” to the miners for a while, and in
honor of her departure, all of them had struck work in
Yellow Dust Valley, and had assembled to bid her
¥Good-by” and wish her “Good luck.” '
After her going, two-thirds of them had de’c1(.led
to get drunk, and thus drown their grief by painting
Pocket City a crimson hue.
SR e * * * * * *
The coach bound East on its weekly run always
left Pocket City after an early>breakfast, and, there-
fore, from daylight the miners began to gather about
The ‘Fiying Pan to bid farewell to Bonnie Belle.
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Four-in-hand Frank, the driver, had kept two men
rubbing up the coach and harness for a coyple of days
before leaving, in honor of the fair passenger, and he
had his very best team of horses, six iron grays.

He was a stalwart fellow, six feet in height, full-
bearded, clear-eyed, and with a certain devil-may-care
air about him that was very taking.

Generous of nature, fearless, and a superb hand with
the reins, he had come to Pocket City with a record
as the best driver of four or six-in-hand on the Over-
land trails; his only rival being Horseshoe Ned, who
carried the coach out weekly from the fort.

“You'll ride on the box with me, Bonnie Belle ?”” he
said, as she came out prepared for the start, and
dressed in a neat traveling suit, that was very becom-
ing to her.

“Oh, yes, Frank, for T cannot bear to be housed
up inside a coach,” was the smiling reply.

A box had been placed for her feet to rest upon,
and the softest cushion.put by the side of the driver’s
seat.

“Good-by, comrades, and Heaven bless you for all
your kindness to me,” said Bonnie Belle, as she
mounted to the box, Frank handing up her satchel
after her, while her trunk had been placed in the boot
behind.

There were no other passengers, and so, as Bonnie
Belle was station agent, as well as postmistress at
Pocket City, she gave the order to start.

Then Four-in-hand Frank placed his bugle to his lips
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and gave a few ringing notes, while the miners yelled,
cheered, and shouted words of farewell as Bonnie Belle
kissed her gloved hand to them again and again, her
beautiful eyes being filled with tears at this demonstra-
tion in her honor.

Then away rolled the coach, while Bonnie Belle,
seizing the bugle, sent forth with skill and pathos, the
notes of the song:

Farewell, farewell is a lonely word
And always brings a sigh;

But give to me when loved ones part,
That good old word good-by.

And up the valley after the departing coach rolled a
mighty chorus of voices, united in singing:

“Auld lang syne.”

“Waal, Bonnie Belle, T has been a long time on the
plains, but I never seen anything quite come up to
that farewell o’ the miners to you,” said Four-in-hand
Frank, when the coach had swept by the weird cafion
known as Hangman’s Gulch, and was well upon its
way.

“They have always been most kind to me, Frank.
I came among them an unknown, unprotected girl, and

_they have treated me in every respect as they. would

have their own sister.”

“It would have been a bad break for any man to
make who treated yer different, Bonnie Belle; but yer
will see Dead-shot Dean, I believes, when yer goes
East?” :
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“Yes, I am going to his home.”

“His leetle house thar on ther hill looks mighty
lonely now, don’t it, all shut up as it is?” and the driver
pointed to a little cabin situated under the shelter of
a mountain spur, around which the coach trail ran.

“Yes, but he will soon be back to work his mine.”

“So I has heard, and I is glad of it, for he’s square
as they make up; ain’t afeerd o’ ther devil, and no
other man in the mines would live and hunt gold this
near ther Hangman’s Gulch as he did.

“I liked Dead-shot Dean a heap, Bonnie Belle, and I
does hope as how he'll strike it rich some day and
make a fortin.”

“I hope so, too, Frank, for he deserves success.”

And on swept the coach, Frank keeping his team at
a steady gait until some score of miles had been gone
over, when suddenly, as he halted to water his horses
at ‘a brook, a horseman wheeled into the trail before
him, a rifle at his shoulder, and called out in threaten-
ing tones:

“Hands up, all, for I claim toll on this trail!”

“Thunderation, ef it ain’t a road agent, I hope I
may die!” cried Frank, though he quickly obeyed the
order; expressed as it was by the muzzle of the rifle
covering his heart.

“And I have not my belt of arms on,’
Belle sadly.

The horseman was well mounted, and his face was
completely masked, so that recognition was impossible.

b

said Bonnie
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He rode close up to the wheel horses, still keeping
the driver covered, and said:

“Well, I said I demanded toll on this:trail.”

“Who in thunder is yer?” growled Four-in-hand
Frank.

“A man whom it is not safe to trifle with,-as you
will find out if you delay longer, for my men are in
ambush and have you covered.”

“I has nothing to give yer, and yer ain’t goin’ ter rob
a lady?”

“I know no sex when gold is my game. Come, girl,
I want money, or you go with me as ransom until I
get it for your release.”

“I have some money with me, yes, and I will give
you all except what I need for my expenses,” calmly
said Bonnie Belle.

“Be quick about it, then.” .

She took from her satchel a leather case with con-
siderable money in it, and this she handed down to
the masked road agent. ’

“This is not all that you have, and you have jewels
as well. Come, I know you, Bonnie Belle, and I want
your money and jewels, or/you go into captivity.”

“Not that, surely, when gold will buy me off. Here,
take this money, too, and it is all I have, except a
couple of hundred in n1y pocketbook.”

“I want that, too, and your jewels, also.”

“Would you rob me of those?”

“Of everything, for I show no mercy.”

With a sigh the young girl took a - of jewel§
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from the satchel, her pocketbook, and a few other
valuables, and handed them down to the robber.
“Ah! that is something like. Now, drive on, Four-
in-hand Frank, and keep me in mind, for we shall meet
again.” And the masked road agent still kept his rifle
covering the driver until the coach rolled out of view.

CHAPTER IIL

MET ON THE TRAIL.

“Of all mean critters I ever seem, Bonnie Belle, thet
one are ther worst, and some day I'll see him hanged
for this day’s work.”

So said Four-in-hand Frank after they had left the
masked road agent out of sight behind them.

“Do you, know how much he has robbed me of,
Frank?”’ calmly asked the maiden.

“T does not. Maybe a couple of thousand or so?”

“Of ten thousand dollars in money, and of jewels
worth half as much more. Fortunately I have some
things with me, old souvenirs,.which he did not get.”

“Oh, Lordy! but I wish I could hang him.”

“You could have done nothing, Frank, for had you
shown the slightest resistance, he would have killed
you.” '

“Sure, and I have just sense enough to know it,
too. But, Lordy! you have lost big money, and the
miners will be red-hot when they hears it.”

“Did-you ever see the man before, Frank?”

“Now yer has me, Bonnie Belle, for I thinks I has
and I thinks I hasn’t.” '

“Who do you think he is?”

“Waal, yer heard thet Silk-lasso Sam, the terror

o’ ther upper trails, has escaped from the fort?”
e £
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.“Yes, I heard of it,” was the low response of Bon-
nie Belle, while her face paled and her heart beat con-
vulsively. B

“Waal, Silk-lasso Sam has held me up quite often
and I kinder thought there was something in thet felle;
with the mask to remind me of him.”

“But it is said that Silk-lasso Sam was slender of
form.”

“Thet"s so, and this man were quite stout. Yas, I
guesses it c’u’dn’'t hev been him, onless his weir;ht
?ev 1,1‘1creased a heap since he held up my coach {zlst
ime.

Bonni 4 i i i
nnie Belle gave a sigh of relief, and said:

‘ “Well, T am glad to feel that it was not Silk-lasso
Sam, Frank.”

“S.o.13 I, miss, for he’d hev done more deviltry, sich
as killing one o’ my horses, slashing up my ha,rness
and coach curtains, for he were given ter (foillg ther
meanest 0’ acts a man c’u’d <Io,respecially when he
got no boodle. T were in hopes thet we was clear o’

rob 7 i
» l)fars on the Overland, but it seems we has still got
ter risk ‘em.” 7

Bonnie Belle made no reply, for she was busy with
her own thoughts. )

The wgr_ds of Four-in-hand Frank had half added
to a suspicion that flashed upon her, when she lieard
the voice of the highwayman. '

But then, when she recalled that her brothér’s form
was slender and graceful, and this man’s was stout
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and awkward, and that she had seen that he wore 2
beard beneath his mask, she felt that she wronged him,
and so said to herself: :

“No, no, I will not doubt him, for surely it was not
‘Arden. No, it could not be that he would so soon
forget his pledge to me, and turn at the first oppor-

tunity to crime again, and, worst of all, could rob me.
No, I will banish the suspicion at once.”

After noon the coach turned into the trail that 'led
from the fort to the Overland junction, where the
branch trails joined the main stem.

There they beheld a horseman suddenly appear be-
fore them, and Frank called out quickly:

“Another holdup!”
“No, that is Buffalo Bill,” cried ‘Bonnie Belle, as

the horseman came, at a lope, toward them.

“So it be, and thet means no road agents is near,”
was the relieved response of the driver. ;

As the scout drew near, Frank brought his team to
a halt, and doffing his sombrero politely, Buffalo Bill
drew rein by the coach, and said:

“I am glad to see you, Miss Bonnie Belle.”

“And we is gldd ter see you, Buffalo Bill,” the
driver remarked. = :

“Ho, Four-in-hand Frank, I greet you, and con-
gratulate you upon your pleasant company. Any other
passengers ?”’ : :

“Not one, Buffalo Bill.”

The scout glanced into the coach, and asked :
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“

And have you had no others than Bonnie Belle ?”

“Not a soul, Bill.”

“You fexpected there was to be one more, did you
not, ].Buﬂalo Bill, and so headed off the coach?” and
Bonnie Belle smiled wickedly as she aked the question

1he scout’s face flushed, but he replied :

I was not certain, but I thought I would be sure
that th?re were no wolves in lamb’s wool traveling
East with you, Bonnie Belle.”

I am glad to say there is not,” was the maiden’s
reply, and then she added: “But let me tell you that
we have been held up on the trail to-day.”

“Held up?”

(KX7CS L8 ]

“When and where?”

g

‘Some few hours after leaving Pocket City, at the
Willow Creek; was it not, Frank?”

“Thar’s where it were, Buffalo Bill.”’

“And who held you up?”

“Don’t know, ’cause |

528 he wore a mask thet hid hi

complete, Bill.” e

“And you were robbed ?”

(13
i Yes, he took'from me my jewels and about ten

ousand dollars in money; in fact, I will have to get
money at the station to go on East with.”

' . - 2 :

i This is an outrage. Describe the man, please.”

He was mounted upon a large blood bay, was a

. . ¢ -
stout man, clad in buckskin, wore a black mask and

carried a repeating rifle and belt of arms.”

Met on the Trail,

“Tt was at the Willow Creek?”

“Yes.”

“About two hours ago?”’

“Just two hours ago.”

“Did you see more than this one man

“No, but he said that he had others with him.”

“You have heard nothing of Silk-lasso Sam,
Frank?”

“Not a word, unless that robber was him, which
I don’t think he was.”

“The description does not suit Silk-lasso Sam. I
will go on and strike his trail, however. hGood—by,
Bonnie Belle, and good fortune attend you;” and, rais-
ing his sombrero, the scout was off like a rocket, to
find the trail of the masked highwayman.

p’!

* * * * = : <

Two days after meeting the coach of Four-in-hand
Frank, Buffalo Bill rode into the fort, better known
along the border as Pioneer Post.

A more picturesquely situated post, officers and men
could not have asked for, or one more delightful as a
frontier ome, in spite of the dangerous locality it was
in, as it was the sole barrier to keep back the Indians
from sweeping down from their mountain strongholds
beyond, and laying waste the settlements and mining
camps.

Colonel Dunwoody, the commandant, was a true sol-
dier and an accomplished gentleman and scholar, cour-
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teous to all, a severe disciplinarian, yet the 1(101 of his
men. /

He was the youngest man of his rank in the service,
and had won fame upon many a field, and was a
bachelor and a man of large wealth.

Light artillery, cavalry, and infantry comprised his
command, and situated upon a bluff overlooking the
river, the fort was looked upon as impregnable, with
its force of a thousand soldiers, a scouting band under
Buffalo Bill, half a hundred cowboys, and a hundred
or more hangers-on.

Many of the officers had their families stationed
there with them, so that there was plenty of society,
and every enjoyment that a frontier post could in-
dulge in.

There was Lieutenant Colonel Ravel de Sutro, next
in command to Colonel Dunwoody, and he had his
wife, a ‘beautiful Mexican woman, and his maid and
adopted daughter, Nina, a kinswoman of Mrs. de
Sutro, dwelling in the fort.

The next officer in rank was Major Lionel Lester,
and his lovely wife had,as a member of her household,
a cousin and schoolgirl chum, Clarice Carr, who, with
Nina de Sutro, was a belle at the fort. In fact, the
two were known as the Rival Belles.

Captain Dick Caruth, or “Dashing Dick,” as he was
familiarly called, a gallant cavalry officer, one who was
put down in the bachelor list, and a man of consider-
able wealth, also figures in this story, along with Lieu-
tenant Vassar Turpin, the colonel’s aid-de-camp, a

g
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handsome young officer, who, like his chief, was well
blessed with this world’s goods.

The colonel’s headquarters were built at his own ex-
pense, and were really fine for a border post.

Then came the quarters of the married officers,
fronting on two sides of the plaza, the bachelor quar-
ters in a row to themselves, with a large clubhouse in
the center.

A dance hall and a church were over on The Bluffs,
which was the social rendezvous and parade ground of
the officers and their families.

Then came the hospitalsy storehouses, sutler’s stores,
scouts’ quarters, and the barracks of the men, with the
“settlement” beyond.

Héving ridden into Pioneer Post, Buffalo Bill left
his horse at his own quarters and made his way to the
home of Pawnee Bill. a

The scouts’ quarters were at the end of Bachelor
Row, and Pawnee was lazily swinging in his hammock
upon the piazza, and at the same time enjoying a cigar
and a book.

" He sprang up at the coming of the great scout, and
said, in his hearty way:

“Ah, Bill, back again, I am glad to see, and Il
wager my word you have news.”

“T have news, Pawnee,” answered the scout. They
were born comrades, and had been for many a long‘
year; in fact, each owed to the other his life, saved
time and again upon many a deadly field and trail,
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“I knew when you told me you were going off on
a lone scout, that you had some particular object in
view.”’

“I did, Pawnee, and I'll now tell you just what it
was, for I wish to ask your opinion of certain hap-
penings.”

“Fire away, Bill.” And the scout, having taken a
seat, Pawnee Bill threw himself again in the ham-
mock, after holding out a cigar to Buffalo Bill, who
said :

“Thank you, no, I will not smoke now."”

“My idea was when you.left that you went upon
a still-hunt for Silk-lasso Sam, Bill.”

“It was just what I did do.”

“T believed all the while that Bonnie Belle had the
outlaw concealed in the hotel.”

“What made you think so?”

“Well, you know when he had me a prisoner, after
his escape from the coach, he dispersed the men who
had aided him, and set out with me for Pocket City?”

=Viest)

“When we reached within a few miles of the mines,
Bonnie Belle came out to meet him and found me a
prisoner. She set me free in short order, made me
give my promise to have no trouble with her brother,
and took me to The Frying Pan at night to care for
me, leaving him at Hangman’s Gulch when we went
by.

“She then left the hotel, and I am sure went after
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him and brought him there, and later, either hid him
there, or sent him to Hangman’s Gulch. I saw that
you had the opinion that he was not far away and so
determined to try and find him.”

“That is Just what I did go for, Pawnee, after our
return to the post,” said Buffalo Bill firmly.




CHAPTER 1V.

BUFFALO BILL'S OPINION.

“And what was the result of your lone scout, Bill #”
asked Pawnee Bill, impressed by the look and words
of the scout. ‘

“I will tell you.”

“I am all attention, pard, so fire away.”

“My idea was that the outlaw chief was being hid-
den by Bonnie Belle, and that she had not already
sent him away as she said. Of course, with full appre-
ciation-of her clever rescue of him, her sisterly regard
and desire to have him escape the country, after his
pledge of reformation, I had to do my duty, for he was
to me no more than Silk-lasso Sam, the Outlaw of
the Overland.”

“Very true, Bill.”

“You know, too, I regarded his pledge of becoming
a better man as I do deathbed repentances, for he
seemed incapable of doing further harm, so was will-
ing to reform.”

“Doubtless, as deathbed penitents do.”

“Now, I wanted to catch Silk-lasso Sam, and thus
wipe out the shame of his escape from the fort.”

“It-was so clever, though, Bill.”

“Granted; yet it was the girl's work, not his, and,
being free, I feared he might be tempted to do as Rip
van Winkle did, swear off, but not count that time.”
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“Very likely, for his rescue might embolden him
to turn outlaw again.”
- “That was just my opinion, and so, believing that
he was in or near Pocket City, I decided to try and

catch him by going down the Overland Trail for a

hundred miles and meet the coaches as they went east-
ward.”
Sl isee

“Bonnie Belle told us she was going East, and it en-
tered my mind that in disguise Silk-lasso Sam might
accompany her.”

“Bravo for you, Bill.”

“So I camped on the trail and met the coaches.
At last T camé upon the coach out of Pocket City with
Four-in-hand Frank on the box, and by his side was
Bonnie Belle.”
= “Good!” ,

“They evidently at first thought T was a road agent,
but Bonnie Belle recognized me, and the coach halted.”
© “And who was inside?”

“Not a soul.”

“Then you were wrong in your surmise?”’

“As far as Bonnie Belle taking the man East with
her was concerned, yes. But they had a story to tell.”

¥ egitt

“I glanced into the coach and saw that they were not
deceiving me, that it was empty ; and then Bonnie Belle
told me that a masked road agent had held them up on
the trail, some hours after leaving Pocket City.”
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“Ah! that is startling news, for I supposed all of the
road agents were accounted for.”

“This man held up the coach, covering Four-in-
hand with a repeating rifle, and he robbed Bonnie Belle
of every dollar she had, and jewels as well.”

“Infamous! But it could not have been her brother
who did this.”

“That is just what I wish your opinion of, Paw-
nee, when you have heard my story.”

“You shall have it, Bill.”

“This road agent I got a description of. He was
mounted upon a large, blood-bay horse, with cowboy
saddle and bridle, and the man carried a repeating rifle

and belt of arms, and was -dressed in buckskin.”

“And was masked ?”

= Vies 2

“Then it was doubtless Silk-lasso Sam or one of
the band we missed catching, though I cannot under-
stand why the outlaw should rob his noble sister.”

“Silk-lasso Sam would stop at the commission of
no crime in the calendar of wickedness, Pawnee. But
this man was not the outlaw chief, unless he has grown
a long beard and has increased in weight some sixty
pounds in the ten days since I have seen him.”

“A long beard, you say?”

“Yes, it extended below the mask curtain.”

“And has increased in weight.”

.The highwayman was a very stout man, both Boge
nie Belle and Four-in-hand assured me.”
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“Might the beard not have been false, and the fat,
extra padding to more thoroughly disguise him, Bill?”

“Just my opinion, Pawnee, and now that you are of
the same way of thinking, I believe we are on the
right trail.”

“We will talk it over.”

“T could see that Bonnie Belle had the same dread,
and it was a relief to see that the man had a long
beard and was stout, or otherwise she would have
vowed that it was her outlaw brother.”

“As I now begin to feel that it was, though I did
not believe that the wretch could be so base as to rob
the noble girl who had saved him from the gallows
and provided for him so liberally.”

“That cuts no figure in my opinion of the man,
Pawnee, for he would do anything.”

“Well, what did you do?”

“Went to the scene of the holdup, of course.”

“And then?”

“I found where the man had been lying in wait, and
his trail led from the spot by the way he had come.”

“You followed it?”

“Yes, I followed it to the main trail southward, and
there lost it, amid the many tracks that traveled that
way. I decided that the man had a hiding place some-
where along the trail leading to Pocket City, and yet
I €ould not find where it branched off.”

“That was a pity; but if it came from that direc-
tion and went around to where the coach was held up,
it would appear to me that it was either a miner in
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Pocket City playing road agent, knowing that Bonnie
Belle would have plenty of money with her, or——"

“Or what, Pawnee?”’

“Or that it was Silk-lasso Sam, who, before leaving
the country, lay in wait to rob his sister to get more
money to take with him, and disguised himself so as
not to be recognized by her.”

“That is just my opinion,” was Buffalo Bill's em-
phatic response.

* * * * * * *

Colonel Dunwoody sat in his pleasant quarters, lost
in deep meditation.

His thoughts seemed far away, and his face showed
varied emotions as his mind flashed from one memory
to another.

There was a romance in the life of Colonel Dun-
woody which the public eye had never penetrated.

It was said that in his early life he had loved and
lost, but such was not the truth.

He had loved, and it was a portrait that he had
fallen in love with.

He had seen it at an art exhibition, and learned that
it had taken the first prize, a medal of gold and a
thousand dollars, which had come too late for the

artist, who had taken his own life in the despair of
unrequited love.

The portrait was the likeness of the artist’s lady-

love, one who had refused him for another, and thus
wrecked his life, :
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The colonel bought the portrait, amd said to an inti-
mate friend:

“I shall never marry unless I can meet a woman
who has that face, for I could not love another.”

And so the colonel had gone through life, carrying
the portrait with him, and watching and waiting for
the real of the ideal.

It was thought by close observers that Clarice Carr
had won him, with her superb face and form, a queen
among women; and then others had asserted that it
was not Clarice, but Nina de Sutro, with her Spanish
beauty, who had caught the colonel in the meshes of
love. :

Both Clarice Carr and Nina de Sutro had had ro-
mances of their own, too, in life, but they were. not
open to the gaze “of the curious, but locked in their
own hearts.

But it was soon whispered that the colonel was still
heart-whole and fancy-free as far as they were con-
cerned.

Then there had come in the coach to the fort one
day a maiden in mourning. ‘

She had sotight the colonel and introduced herself
as Miss Ruth Arden, the sister of the outlaw, then
lying in irons, awaiting the day of his execution upon
the gallows.

Colonel Dunwoody had started at sight of her.

Was it because such a woman was the sister of the
outlaw chief, Silk-lasso Sam?

Not altogether, for he had seen in Ruth Arden the
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real of his ideal love, the image of the portrait he
had so long loved and treasured.

And in talking with her when he showed her the
portrait, he had discovered that it was her mother who
had been the one whom the artist had loved.

Of course, Ruth Arden saw her brother at will the
few days she was at the fort, and she was the guest
while there, at the colonel’s request, of Clarice Carr
at the home of Major and Mrs. Lester, and she won

their hearts completely, for she was known as Bonnie .

Belle, the idol of Pocket City.

And though, while there, Miss Arden had success-
fully plotted the rescue of her brother, going to Chi-
cago even to accomplish her end, Colonel Dunwoody
had .felt for her no unkind thought, but had regarded
her the more highly for her splendid pluck and clever-
ness. : \

When Pawnee Bill and Buffalo Bill told him that
Miss Arden was none other than Bonnie Belle, he said
that she had written him a full confession to that ef-
fect, and had offered no other excuse for her rescue
of her brother than that she loved him, and wished to
save him from a death upon the gallows.

And now, as the colonel sat alone in his quarters,
he was thinking of Ruth Arden, the woman whom he
had said in confidence to Pawnee Bill that he hoped
some day to win.

“She came here, Pawnee, playing the part she has,
to save that outlaw; to find and reform him.

“She believes that she has done so, and she has gone
e
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to her home in the East. I believe wholly in her purity
and honesty, and one of these days I shall seek her and
ask her to be my wife.” :

So the colonel had said, and Pawnee Bill had re-
plied :

“And I feel, sir, that you can never find a nobler
woman, one to make you a truer wife, for I have
studied her well from the first time I ever saw her,
Colonel Dunwoody.”

With this little secret love affair known only to
Pawnee Bill, Colonel Dunwoody was content to bide
his time until he could go East and seek Ruth in her
own home, for she had written him, in reporting the
rescue of her outlaw brother, and her regret that life
had been taken, and Pawnee Bill was wounded; that
she intended to give up her life on the frontier; for,
with Silk-lasso Sam free, there was no further need
of her leading it. v

In the midst of his reveries, as he now sat alone in
his quarters, the orderly entered and announced Paw-
nee Bill and Buffalo Bill to see the colonel.

“Admit them, orderly,” was the prompt reply.

The colonel arose and greeted his visitors in his
courtly way, and Pawnee Bill said:

“Colonel Dunwoody, Cody has just returned from
a scout, and T suggested that he lose no time in re-
porting to you that the Overland trails are not free of
road agents.”

“Ah! you surprise me. But sit down, please, and,
Cody. tell me at once what you have to report.”




CHAPTER V.

THE TELLTALE KNIFE.

Colonel Dunwoody heard the scout’s report of his
waiting on the trail, hoping to catch Silk-lasso Sam
making his escape eastward, and he said:

“Well, Cody, I cannot but feel that you were right
in wishing to catch this man, and it would be my duty,
and one I would not shirk froni, to hang him immedi-
ately upon his capture.

“We are gravely reflected upon in the East for not
putting down outlawry on the border, and for not pre-
venting outbreaks among the Indians; but I wish those
who are offering criticisms all the time would but
come West and take command for a short while and
see if they would not be more lenient toward us.
Now, what is your idea about this highwayman?”

“I think, sir, it was Silk-lasso Sam.”

“And yet, would he rob his sister in such a way?”

“Yes, sir, he would do anything that was mean.”

“And what do you think, Pawnee Bill?”

“T agree with Cody, sir.”

“Then he must have been disguised, or, if some one
else did the robbing, he was in the background as the
leader.” :

“There was but one trail of a horse, sir, leading to
and from the place of the holding up of the coach,”
said Buffalo Bill.
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“Then that is proof that there was no one else
there ?”

SIS, sttt

“Well, I would give much to know that it was the
outlaw chief.”

“T think 1 have proof that it was.”

“What is your proof, Cody?”

“Silk-lasso Sam had a very small foot.”

“I observed that when he was my prisoner.”

“He wore cavalry. boots, and had very high heels
on them.”

1Yes

“He had them on when he went from here under
the charge of the pretended detectives.”

“Yes, so he did.”

“Now, in following the trail of the horse that went
to the Yellow ‘Dust Valley, I noticed that there was
a footprint along, as though a man was walking either
by the side of the horse or in front of him at times.”

“That is so, Bill, for the outlaw walked, while I,
being wounded and in irons, rode his horse.”

“I saw as much, Pawnee Bill, and I noted the foot-
print well.

“Now, after robbing Bonnie Belle, this highway-
man rode to a stream some miles distant and dis-
mounted, T believe, to count over his booty.

“He led his horse to water at a creek, for there were
his tracks, and he sat down upon a drift log to count
his money, for I saw his tracks there, and more, found
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this penknife and a ten-dollar gold piece, which he
had dropped.

“The knife was stuck in the log’ where he sat, and
he had taken it out to cut the strings which bound
up the bank bills.” :

The colonel took the knife and gold piece and looked
at them critically.

Then he said:

“What about the tracks, Cody ?”

“They were made by a small foot, sir, arched and
with high heels.”

“That is pretty fair proof that it was not the foot-
print of a man weighing as much as this highway-
man appeared to be.”

“I am very sure of that, for the track was made by
a boot under a five in size.”

“And the knife, can that not be made a clew, sir>”’
asked Pawnee Bill.

“How so, Pawnee?”

“When the outlaw was brought in a prisoner, sir,
he was doubtless searched by the officer of the day,
and all that he had was taken from him, that might
prove dangerous for him to keep.”

“You are right, and the officer of the day would
recognize the knife, you mean?”

“Yes, sir.”

“It was Captain Caruth who searched him, Colonel
Dunwoody,” said Buffalo Bill.

“Orderly !”
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In answer to the call of the colonel, the orderly ap-
peared.

“My compliments to Captain Caruth, and say that
I would like to see him at my quarters immediately.”

The orderly saluted and departed, and the colonel
went on fo say:

“If it is proven that this highwayman is Silk-lasso
Sam, -then he is still determined to hang upon the
Overland trails, and we will have our work to do over
again, Cody.”

“Yes, sir, and I am going to brand every outlaw I
can catch, so that we will know him should we meet
him again,” said the scout, with a sudden earnest-
ness. y

“But how can you brand them, Cody?” asked the
colonel.

“I do not just now know, but there are men I sus-
pect even in this fort, and 1 am determined that if
guilty, they shall not escape. If that highwayman was
Silk-lasso Sam, then I am going to ask, Colonel Dun-
woody, to at once pick my men and go upon the trail,
for he is too dangerous a man to go at large.”

“I agree with you there perfectly, and should he
orga'nize a band, he can give us no end of trouble; but
here is Captain Caruth.”

Just then handsome Dashing Dick Caruth entered,
and the colonel asked:

“Captain Caruth, I would like to know if you
searched the prisoner, Silk-lasso Sam, when he was
captured?”
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“I had it done, sir.”

“What did you find upon him?”

“His weapons, a belt of money, a large penknife, a
map, watch and chain, and some jewelry.”

“What was done with the things?” .

“All were returned to him, sir, when he went off
with the supposed detectives.”

“Would you know the penknife?” .

“Yes, for it had a very odd handle.”

“Is this the knife?”

“It is, sir,” was the reply, after.a quick glance at
the knife held up for him to look at.

The telltale penknife seemed pretty positive proof
that the man who held up Four-in-hand Frank’s coach
and robbed Bonnie Belle was none other than the
maiden’s unworthy brother, Silk-lasso Sam,

If not, then it was some man who had just as small

a foot, and in some way had gotten hold of his pen-
knife.

The colonel seemed the most disturbed of all at this
discovery.

He had been glad of the escape of the outlaw chief,
for it had kept him from signing his death sentence, a
fact which would have stood in the way of his winning
the love of Bonnie Belle.

Though acting in the discharge of his duty, Ruth
was not the one to wed the man whose signature had

sent her brother to the gallows, no matter what that
brother might have been.
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The colonel had most sincerely hoped that Silk Lasso
Sam, taught by his narrow escape and past experience,
had gone at once on his way out of the country.

But if this was not the case, then he had remained
with the sole motive of again haunting the Overland
trails. ;

That he had, if he had been the lone highwayman,
begun in a most merciless way, was proven by his l}av—
ing robbed his own sister, and to others he certainly
would be wholly without mercy. :

The colonel wanted an end put to the man, but he
did hope that he would be killed by Buffalo Bill and
not brought again a prisoner to the fort.

“Well, Cody, I guess the man who robbed Frank’s
coach was none other than Silk-lasso Sam, after all,
if this penknife is any proof,” 'said Colonel Dunwoody.

“T feel certain of it now, sir, and I would now like
to ask, sir, to be allowed to hunt him down in my own
way, and with my own men, sir, as the Indians are
very quiet now, and we can be spared,” said Buffalo
Bill. :

“All right, Cody, go your own way about it and take
your own time, and I hope you may catch him, or kill
him, before he holds up any other coach,” .

“T hope so, too, sir, and I thank you for the permis-
sion, Colonel Dunwoody.” And the scout and Pawnee
Bill soon after took their leave, the latter remarking,
as they walked along: :

“Bill, do you wish to do the colonel a favor?”

“I do, indeed, Pawnee.”
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“Well, I am very sure that if you caught Silk-lasso
Sam alive, and then did some little hanging upon your
own accqynt, you would confer a lasting obligation
upon the colonel.” 5

“Indeed ?"

“Yes, for if you did not take him alive—Kkilled him,
in fact—and brought in his lamented remains as proof
of your good work, it would please him the more.”

“l see; the colonel does not wish to have to hang
the man himself ?”

“I am sure that he does not.”

“Thanks for the advice, Pawnee, and now I have
a favor to ask of you.”

“Granted, of course, Bill.”

“I know that red-hot iron will brand a man, but I do
not wish to be cruel even to a foe, and I am also aware
that you can prick in a brand with India ink, but life
is too short to do that upon an enemy, you know.”

“Rather.”

“Now, as you appear to know everything, I want
you to tell me something I can use for a brand so that
it will be lasting, and if I put it upon a man T suspect,
he cannot get rid of it.”

“I do know, Bill, just what will do.”

“Good! What is it?”

“When I lived among the Indians, I studied all their
tricks and devices, as you know, and from an old med-
icine chief I learned just what will come into use for
you now.”

“I shall be more than glad to get it, Pawnee.”

The Telltale Knife.

“There is an acid the Indians make from the juice
of certain plants, “and it is of a blood-red color. It
blisters when it touches the flesh, and when the sore
heals it leaves a light-red scar.”

“That is just what 1 want, Pawnee, for 1 happen to
have a cut of my initials, B. B., and I can put buckskin
over them, then dip it into this acid, and stamp my
brand upon the flesh. Now, I shall put my brand on
any man I catch in lawless work, and if he escapes in
any way afterward, I will know him when I see him.

“Now, there is one of the prisoners here at present,
one of the band of Silk-lasso Sam, but he proved his
innocence in some way and so escaped sentence with
the others, and yet, though ordered to be set free by
the colonel, he still hangs around the fort, so I shall try
my brand upon him, and then keep my eye upon him,
for if his chief goes on the trail to rob again, that fel-
low will know it and become his spy.”

“Well, Bill, come to my rooms and you shall have
the acid I speak of, for I happen to have a small bottle
of it which I saved.”

“T'll do it, sir, and T’ll bring that outlaw with me
to try an experiment on him of the brand.”

“All right, I’ll be ready for you, and if I tell you
to first try the brand on yourself, do not fear, for it
will be red ink in your case, and when I hand it to

_you again, it will be the acid for the man you wish to

mark.”
“T understand,” said the scout, and a quarter of an
hour after he returned to Pawnee’s quarters with the
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man who had so narrowly escaped sentence with the
comrades in whose company he had been found,

“Pawnee and I are trying experiments, Buck,” said
the scout, and after applying red ink on the stamp to
his own hand, he dipped it into the acid for the back
of the other’s hand. :

There was little pain felt, but the man was branded
for life with a red scar of the letters, B. B.

And that night the suspected man mysteriously dis-
appeared from the fort.

CHAPTER VI
THE MINER'S ROMANCE.

In a pretty cottage home in the suburbs of a South-
ern village lived those whose lives and romances are
interwoven with the threads of this story.

The house is a pleasant one, and all about rests an
air of comfort and contentment, for a cow feeds in a
pasture near, a horse is cantering about an adjoining
field, at play with a little pony, fowls are in the bard-
yard, a vegetable garden is in the rear, and flowers
innumerable blossom near the house.

In a pleasant room in one wing sits a man with gray
hair and beard before an easel, painting a portrait of
a man who is sitting for him and “dressed in miner’s
costume, with belt of arms about his waist and pick
and shovel in his hand; the background being a hole
dug in a cliff, the mine.

The miner is represented as glancing earnestly up-
ward, as though in thankfulness at having “struck it
rich,” for in his hands are several lumps of yellow
gold. ;

The miner is a splendid specimen of manhood, hand-
some in face, of superb physique, and with an expres-
sion which only one who had a good heart could pos-
sess.

Near him, upon the floor, playing with a puppy, is 4
little boy, bright and fearless-faced, while by the win-
dow, sewing, is a young and lovely faced woman.
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Such was the home and family of Dead-shot Dean,
as the miner was known in Pocket City, for these were
his wife, child, and father-in-law.

The son of a widowed mother, who had been beg-
gared by the death of her husband, Carrol Dean had
fallen in love with pretty Kathleen Clyde, the daughter
of a poor artist, to find that he had a rival in the son
of a rich planter living near.

Mrs. Clyde, then living, in her ambition had sought
hard to have her daughter wed the rich planter’s son,
though he had led a wild, dissipated life, young as he
was; had taken the life of a fellow student in a duel
in Germany at a university; afterward had been dis-
missed from the navy of the United States, and was
known to be generally bad.

But Arden Leigh had at last returned to the paren-
tal rooftree and vowed to his father and young sister
that he intended to lead a different life, and they had
believed him.

They had seen his attentions to Kathleen Clyde and
hoped that she would be the saving of him.

But, ever arrogant, he had wooed her in a command-
ing way, and meeting there Carrol Dean, had de-
manded that she take her choice then and there be-
tween them,

She had not hesitated an instant in doing so, and
Carrol Dean had been that choice.

Maddened by her act, the young planter had drawn
a pistol and fired full at his successful rival, who fell,
as all believed, dead at the feet of Kathleen.
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Arden Leigh made good his escape, and, forging his
father's name, went off upon his wanderings with a
large sum of money, to go still farther downward:in
his evil career, until he became Silk-lasso Sain, the
outlaw.

Carrol Dean, by the devoted nursing of Kathleen, at
last recovered, and his mother having died, he found
among her effects a map and claim to a gold mine in
the Far West, bought by his father from a friend in -
distress.

He wedded Kathleen, and at last, as ill fortune
seemed to dog his steps, he went West to see what luck
had in store for him in the old mine.

To his delight, he found that he could make it pay,
and hoping for greater success in the end, he had strug-
gled on for years at his work, sending his gold home
as he dug it.

He had not hidden himself under a false name, but
he had won a record as a shot, and a man it would not
do to press too far, and was known in Yellow Dust
Valley as Dead-shot Dean.

Planter Leigh, after his son’s act and flight, had dis-
inherited him and gone abroad with his young daugh-
ter Ruth. g

He had, as his health failed, gone to California and
purchased a ranch, where he had died, leaving Ruth his
sole heiress. ‘

But she had never ceased to love her wicked brother ;
had secretly corresponded with him and aided him, and
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after her father’s death she had decided to hunt up
Arden Leigh and reform him.

It was this resolve which had carried Ruth to Yellow
Dust Valley, where she had hoped to find her brother.

At last she found her brother in Silk-lasso Sam, the
outlaw chief of the Overland.

It was a cruel blow to her, but she did not despair
of yet saving him, when suddenly she learned that he
and his band had been run down and captured by Buf-
falo Bill and Pawnee Bill under the guidance of Dead-
shot Dean, the miner.

Though she was unknown to him, Ruth had recog-
nized her brother’s old rival, Carrol Dean, and she
made herself known to him, and having discovered that
there was no hope of her brother, decided to go East
with the miner, who was going to visit.his family after
a long separation.

On the way, she had a letter from her brother ap-
pealing to her to save him from the gallows, and pledg-
ing his word to live a different life.

She had heeded this call, had let Dead-shot Dean
go on without her, and that she saved the outlaw’s
neck has been seen.

And such is the romance of the man who sits there
in his home, while the old artist, his wife's father,
paints his portrait,

Presently a servant enters and hands to the miner a
letter.

He breaks the seal, and aftcr' a glance at it, cries:

.
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“It is from Bonnie Belle, wife, and she is at her
old home.”

The miner had told his wife and her father all of
his adventures upon the far frontier.

He had told them how he had won his name of
Dead-shot Dean when attacked by a gang of despera-
does, and again how he had been forced to defend
himself, his cabin home, and his mine, until men began
to feel that he was able to take care of himself, and
hence let him alone.

He also told them how one day he had seen a gang
of desperadoes having Buffalo Bill a prisoner, bearing
him to Hangman’s Gulch, under the plea that he was
Silk-lasso Sam, the outlaw.

He had met the scout once before, and recognizing
him, had gone to his rescue, saving-him from being
strung up, but not until he had killed the ringleader of
the gang, Powder-face Peote.

It was thus that Dead-shot Dean had been made the
secret spy, or detective, for the government in Yellow
Dust Valley, and had aided in tracking Silk-lasso
Sam and his band to earth.

Of course, the miner told of his strange meeting
with Ruth Leigh, in the character of Bonnie Belle, the
idol of Gold Dust Valley, and how she had gone there
to find and reform her wicked brother Arden.

Of course, then, when he said that the letter was
from Bonnie Belle, all knew whom it was from, and
Kathleen said quickly:

* “Oh, T am so glad!
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“Read it, Carrol, at once!”
“You say that she has returned home, Carrol?” the

artist asked.
“Yes, sir, she is now at her old plantation home of

Eden Valley, for this letter is sent from there.”
“Read it, Carrel,” urged his wife again, and her
husband obeyed, reading as follows:

“EpEN VALLEY, Thursday.

“My DEeAR BrotuerR CARrOL (for as you said you
would be a brother to me, so I call you) :

“You will doubtless be surprised to have a letter
from me, written from Eden Valley, when you sup-
posed I was away out West, in the wilds of-Yellow
Dust Valley.

“But no, I am here at my home, the birthplace of
three generations of our name, and I arrived but yes-
terday, greatly to the surprise of the old family serv-
ants who still cling to the last of my race, myself, for
my brother is dead to all here and will never return.

“But let me tell you all that has happened since you
and I parted upon the Overland Trail.

“You remember that Arden’s appeal for help caused
me to turn back.

“Well, T plotted to rescue him, and I did so.

“How, it matters not, but where I had planned a
bloodless release, it turned out that one of the men in
my pay, with my brother, sought the lives of Pawnee
Bill and Horseshoe Ned, and thé result was the man
‘was killed by Pawnee Bill.
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“Pawnee and Horseshoe Ned were both wounded,
but my brother escaped and came to Pocket City with
me.

“As Buffalo Bill was upon his trail, I at once decided
to send him away, and he departed at night, well
equipped and supplied with money, and having given
me his solemn oath never to do a wrong act again, and
to atone for the past all that lay in his power.

“He made his way to Mexico, and from there goes
to South America, to enter into business and make it
his home.”

“He never will, for Arden Leigh can never repent,
reform, or be guilty of a good deed. Poor girl, he
had cruelly deceived her,” said the miner earnestly.

Then he resumed reading the letter:

“Having accomplished my purpose in becoming
what I had, I at once decided to start East, and so
placed Scott King, the storekeeper and Vigilante cap-
tain, in charge until your return, when you promised
you would settle up my affairs for me.

“Of course, I did not let the people know I was not
coming back again.

“I rode on the box with Four-in-hand Frank, whom
you know, and we were held up by a masked road
agent, and I was robbed of ten thousand dollars in
money and all my jewels.”

“I'll. wager my mine that Arden Leigh was that
masked road agent!” cried the miner excitedly.
“Oh, Carrol, you surely wrong him this time, for
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would he rob his own sister after all she has done for
him?”

“Aye, would he, Kathleen, he would rob the dead
body of his mother, for I know him,” was the indig-
nant reply of the miner.

“You certainly have had reason to know him, Car-
rol,” said the artist, still busy with his painting. “But
the letter, Carrol.”

So the miner continued:

“I had to get money at the station to come on with,
and gave an order to Frank for it on Scott King when
he went back to Pocket City

“I fear there are those who will say that the road
agent was my unfortunate brother, but he was not, as
he was a large, stout man, with a long beard.”

“There, Carrol!” said Kathleen, in an exultant tone.
“The beard could have been false, and he could have
padded his form to make it stout, but let us read on:

“Well, my brother, I have not more to say other
than that I am at home, and here you must all come to
live, for it is your home, and what is mine shall belong
alike to you all.

“I shall patiently await a visit from you and your
sweet wife, who, I know, will be a sister to me.

“Do.not fail to bring your little boy, and Mr. Clyde
also, for all are more than welcome at Eden Valley
Plantation, T assure you.

“Awaiting your coming, believe me, affectionately,

“Rurn Lercu.”

CHAPTER VIL

LEAVES FROM THE PAST.

When the letter of Ruth Leigh had been read, Carrol
Dean glanced at his watch and said:

“Wife, shall we go at once?”

“T was just going to suggest it, Carrol, for I long to
see Ruth, whom I remember as a sweet little miss of
fourteen, and loved dearly. Only think through what
she has passed since those days when she was entering
her teens. She saved your life, you have told me, and
she shall, indeed, be my sister.”

“And a daughter to me,” the artist said, and then
added:

“Yes, we'll hitch Monarch to the carryall and drive
down to Eden Valley this afternoon.”

“T"1l ride Dot,” suddenly spoke up Master Kit Clyde,
the son and heir of the Deans. :

Half an hour later, Monarch was trotting briskly
along, with the grown people in the carryall, while
Kit came behind, riding upon Dot.

Eden Valley had been closed for many a long year,
but the grounds had been kept in good condition by the
overseer, and the house had been regularly aired, so
that it by no means looked like a deserted place.

There were many sad memories clinging about it for
Ruth Teigh, but she had learned to face the severest
ordeals and to cast them behind her relentlessly.

PP ¢ £~
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Clad in a well-fitting dress that was very becoming
to her, she looked very beautiful as she paced up and
down the broad 'piazza, gazing upon the grand scene
spread out before her.

The plantation was at the head of the valley; the
large, old-fashioned mansion nestling in a grove of
majestic oaks on a hill, and commanding a superb
view of the vale and river that came under the gaze
- of one standing upon the piazza. _

Suddenly the eyes of Ruth® fell upon a carriage
turning into the massive gateway.

“Ah, they are coming! It was kind of them to come
so soon.” And as the carryall halted at the steps, she
was there to receive them. >

Warm indeed was the greeting given her by Kath-
leen Dean,; and both the artist and Carrol Dean ex-
tended the same cordial welcome to her, back to her
girlhood home.

“And this is little Kit?” said Ruth, and the boy was
clasped to her arms.and carried up the stairs, while
Kathleen called out anxiously:

“Ah, Ruth, he is too heavy for you, for I cannot
lift him.” -

“Oh, no, not too heavy for me, as my wild-West
life has given me muscles of iron and aiShe
paused for a moment, and then added bitterly:

“And a heart of flint, as your hushand ‘can tell you,
Kathleen.”

“No, he can tell me no such thing, for he has already
said that you were all tenderness and goodness.""

¥
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“Yes, you could never grow callous, Bonnie Belle—
I beg your pardon, for it is Ruth now. No, you have
never been hardened by contact with the world.”

“And yet, brother Carrol, you know that I have been
forced, in saving life, to take human life. Do you
think these are cheery memories for a young girl—for
1 am still young, -am I mot, Kathleen—to have upon
her conscience?”

“I lay no act at your door, Ruth, that is not just.
The surgeon often has ito cut deep to «cure, and you
have acted often with seeming heartlessness that good
may come of it. No, no, you are all honer to-day and
true as steel to yourself and those you love; so do not
expect ‘me to disparage you, for I could met if I
would.”

“That is right, Carrol, «do not let her slander her-
self,” said Mrs. Dean, while little Kit looked up into
Ruth’s face and said:

“You could not be bad, for I can see your heart in
your eyes.”

Ruth drew the boy convulsively to her an instant,
and then said:

“But what a thostess I am, net to ask you into the
house, a house that is to be your home, for T will mot
have it otherwise. I will mot live here alone, so you
must rent or sell your cottage and come here, all of
you. Now come in.”

She led the way into the grand parlor, furnished
with handsome old-style furniture and portraits upon
the walls.
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There hung the likeness of her parents, her mother’s
strangely like the portrait by the artist in the possession
of Colonel Dunwoody, and -a striking likeness to it
was Ruth Leigh herself.

“What a startling painting!” said the old artist,
standing in front of a large painting, representing a
handsome young man seated at a table, throwing dice
with a skeleton form of Death, while in the back-
ground was an angel form, beckoning to the young
man, and with the same face that was in the portrait
of Mrs. Leigh.

“That painting, Mr. Clyde, was the last work of the
young artist who loved my mother. Refused by her,
he became dissipated, squandered his' all, and then
painted this picture, and with the last touch of his
brush, died, for he was found dead in his chair. My
father bought the painting, and I prize it highly,” said
Ruth.

Then, turning to the likeness of a handsome youth
of sixteen, in sailor garb, she continued :

“That is a painting of my poor brother Arden when
. he was a midshipman, before he had stamped his brow
with dishonor and crime. It is a noble face there, yet
how little we can judge what is behind the human face,
for what has not poor Arden become!” And, seeing
that her eyes were dim with unshed tears, Carrol Dean
hastily changed the subject from bygone memories.

* * * * * * *

As Ruth Leigh was determined in her resolve to

have no refusal, but that the Deans should corne ta
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Eden Valley to live, they were at last won over to
congent to do so.

The cottage was rented at a fair sum, and those
who had so long found a home there were removed to
Eden Valley.

The mansion was a very large one, with over twenty
rooms, and was furnished throughout most comfort-
ably, so that there was a studio for Mr. Clyde, a room
for little Kit, and everything was done for the happi-
ness and luxury of all.

Horses and carriages were in the stables, and no
one could have desired a happier home. '

Ruth had tried to persuade Carrol Dean not to go
back to the West, but to take the management of her
estate, for she was a very rich young lady.

But the miner urged that he had just begun to
“strike it rich” when lLie left, and he had hopes that his
mine would pan out a fortune for him yet.

Thus far it had afforded a fair living for his loved
ones, and also enabled him to lay something by, and
he trusted a year or two longer there would make him
independent, perhaps a rich man. '

Kathleen hatéd to see him go, but said that he must
do as he deemed best, and her father said the same.

The miner also urged that in The Frying Pan,
Devil’s Den, and other interests she held in the mines,
Ruth had quite a fortune that should not be sacri-
ficed, and he would go back and settle up her affairs
ior her. '

So it was decided that Dead-shot Dean should re-
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turn, and all began to look forward with regret to
the day of his departure.

The day before the one set for his going, a letter
came, addressed as follows: “To Mister Carrull Dean,
Dead-shot Dean, Miner of Hangman’s Gulch.”

“I have a letter from Four-in-hand Frank, Ruth,”
cried the miner, and all laughed at the address.

“Read it, brother Carrol, for'I know it is rare read-
ing,” Ruth said.

Then she added, while a sad smile crossed her face:

“] am anxious to hear the news from Yellow Dust
Valley.”

Opening the letter, which was written in a very re-
markable manner, for Four-in-hand Frank handled the
reins far better than he wrote, the miner read about as
follows::

“At Frying Pan Hotel, on a Sunday.

“DeAR Parp DEap-sHoT DEAN: T takes my pen in
hand and sits down to communicate to you a few tid-
ings which has tuk place since your going from these
parts.

“As Bonnie Belle was a going ter your home, I
s'pose she have seen yer and told yer how my coach
were held up and she were robbed of all her money
and jewels, so I won’t write about that, seein” as it’s
not easy for me ter drive a pen as it is ter handle six
critturs o’ ther trail by night. :

“Soon arter the holdup o’ my coach, Buffalo Bill
come a nosing along ther trails and stayed a few days
in Pocket City.
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“Some o’ his old foes jumped him fer a tenderfoot
and started in ter make wolf meat of him, and ther
result were thet thar was a couple o’ funerals up in
Sunset Rest graveyard next day, for Bill, he seen ther
leetle game ter kill him and so played his sixes ter win,
and he won.

“Then thar came Pawnee Bill in a hurry from ther
fort and Bill tuk off with him mighty quick.

“Next day T come across them on ther ‘trail, and I
arnt that poor ‘Sandy’s coach had been held wp by a
masked road agent.

“Sandy had tried ter push by and had been kilt, shot
through the head, and his. passengers was then robbed
of all they had, ther horses of the coach shot, and ther
masked gent went on his way.

“Two days arter, news come into the station thet
this same masked road agent had held up Horseshoe
Ned and got a box of valuable plunder he was carry-
ing through to ther fort to Colonel Dunwoody.

“This last scare has jist got all who travel ther trail
pretty badly frightened, and I is looking for ther
masked man ter hold me up ag’in, or ter put a bullet
Inter me.

“When yer comes West, come light, and tell Bonnie
Belle not to bring no money and diamonds with her.

“Scott King paid her order on him O. K. and busi-
ness in Ther Frying Pan and Devil's Den have been
only fair, not booming as when Bonnie Belle is here,
for she is the drawing keerd, and t’other saloons is
picking up what she loses.
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“But let me tell yer thet news hev jist come in thet
Pawnee Bill and Buffalo Bill went through as passen-
gers on Horseshoe Ned's hearse, and was held up,
when they opened fire, and a bullet cut ther mask from
ther face o' ther road agent, and Ned swears that it
werd no other than Silk-lasso Sam, who hev let his
beard grow out so as ter help disguise him.

“But if he be, then he have grown awful fat since
I seen him last, and somehow I don’t believe it is him.

“Woaal, I has about writ you, and so I must say give
my love to Bonnie Belle, and your folks, and come back
soon, for I hates ter see yer cabin all closed up.

“Nothing more at present from your true pard,

“Four-IN-HAND FRANK, of the Overland.”

The miner glanced at Bonnie Belle as he finished
reading the letter, and catching his eye, she said ear-
nestly : -

“You must find out the truth for me and let me
know as soon as you return; but remember, I must
know only the truth, whether it be Arden or not.”

“I will tell you the truth,” was the miner’s promise.

CHAPTER VIIL
THE MINER’S RETURN.

“Tt's Dead-shot Dean, as I'm a sinner!”

The speaker was Four-in-hand Frank, and he sprang
forward and grasped the hand of Carrol- Dean, who
had just alighted at“the station from the incoming
coach from the East.

From there, Four-in-hand Frank was to take his
coach westward to Pocket City, though the start was
not to be made until the travelers had had breakfast.

It was just sunrise, and, tired and hungry, Dead-
shot- Dean hastened in to get the best breakfast the
station master could set before his guests, and he was
particularly urged to please the miner, as Four-in-hand
Frank said:

“Sarve this gent up a square meal, and ther best
thar layout kin git, or I begins ter shoot permiscuous-
like all around.”

As soon as breakfast was over, Dead-shot Dean,
whose baggage had been transferred to Frank’s coach,
mounted the box with his driver friend.

There were no other passengers, so Frank sent his
team away at a brisk trot, while the first question he
asked was: |

“Did yer git my communication ’

“I did, Frank, and thank you for it.”

“Has yer seen Bonnie Belle2"
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“I have, for I left her only three weeks ago.”

“Why didn’t she come along back with you?”

“To be candid with you, Frank, she is not coming
back.”

“Not coming back ?”

“No, she has decided to remain East, and I have all
legal authority from her to sell out her interests in
Pocket City.”

“Dead Shot?’

“Yes, Frank.”

“I’d ’a’ rather been shot then hev yer tell me Bonnie
Belle ain’t a-coming back, for I loves that gal, I does,
with all my soul, and I ain’t ashamed ter tell it.”

“Yes, Frank, but you know that Bonnie Belle was
out of place in this wild land, and when she went back
to her old home she realized that her duty lay in re-
maining there. She came West for a purpose, to do
good, and having accomplished it, as she believed, she
decided to rethain away.”

“Waal, that is true as gospel, and T wishes he1 luck
through life. I am no more fit to love her then I is
ter preach, for I has no eddication and is a hard cuss
generally. But we can’t help which way our hearts
leads us, Dead Shot, and so I got dead gone on thet
pretty gal. I is glad she ain’t a-coming back, for I
c'uw'd never hev made her happy.”

“That is the way to look at it, Frank.”

: I‘I‘Y?S that's so. Now tell me how yer left yer
olks.”

“Well, and they sent kind remembrances to my pard
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Four-in-hand Frank, as did also Bonnie Belle, who also
gave me a present or two for you.”

“A present?”

“Yes, they are in my luggage, and when we halt I
wxll gwe them to you.’

I'll halt only too quick, pard.” And Frank drew

rein.

Opening a large bundle, well wrapped up, Dead-shot
Dean drew out a whip with a long handle and lash.

The handle screwed together, and was gold-
mounted, while it was long enough to reach the leaders
of the six-in-hand team.

Upon the handle was engraved: “To Four-in-hand
Frank, of the Overland Trail, from his girl pard, Bon-
nie Belle.”

The yell of delight which the driver gave frightened
the birds in the forest a quarter of a mile away, and
the six horses got a taste of the lash in short order.

“It’s the best I ever seen, Dead Shot.”

“And my wife sent you these, Frank.” And a pair
of fine buckskin gloves were produced, with the name
of the driver embroidered upon the gauntlets.

“My father-in-law sent you this rubber coat, Frank;
while my little boy Kit told me to give you this Mex-
ican blanket to throw over your knees in cold weather;
so you see all remembered you.”

Into the large blue eyes of the honest driver came
teardrops, and he faltered, in a vdice that quivered:

“I doesn’t deserve it all, Dead Shot.”

- “Yes, you do, for you have always been a true
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friend to me, Frank, and many a little kindness do I
owe to you. But now tell me the news.”

Four-in-hand Frank had first to try his treasures, so
drew on his rubber coat, then spread the blanket over
his knees, next put on his gloves, and seizing his whip;
sent his horses along, while he cracked it loudly, caus-
ing the rocks to send back echoes like pistol shots.

“All is prime fust class, Dead Shot, and I thank you :

over and over again. Now I'll jist lay ‘em aside and
we'll hev a talk, for I suppose yer wishes ter hear ther
news.”’

“Yes, Frank, I would like to know what has hap-
pened since you wrote your letter to me.”

“Waal, it’s believed ther masked road agent hev got §

out o ther country, fer he hev not been seen since he
were shot at by Buffalo Bill and Pawnee Bill.”

“Might he not have been wounded, and have gone
off somewhere to die?”’ :

“It might be, but they could not find his trail, though
they got his horse.”

“And it is believed that it was Silk-lasso Sam?”

“Yes, they knows it war, for the capture of his horse
proved that,” answered the driver, and as the words
left his lips, sharp, clear, and stern came the command:

“Halt that coach, and hands up, both of you!”

By a strange oversight, Dead-shot Dean had not
taken his belt of arms from his baggage and buckled
them on, though in a land where they might be needed
at any instant.

He had been of late where to go armed was con-
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sidered cowardly as well as being against the law, also,
so that he had gotten out of using them,

The driver had his weapons on, however, but only
in rare cases was an Overland driver expected to use
them, as, travelifg the trails as they did, liable to be
held up at any time, they were, as though by the cotr-
tesy of the outlaws, almost invariably spared.

In fact, the drivers of the coaches were looked upon
by the outlaws as the ones who brought them their
riches, and hence were spared in many instances.

It was very evident that Four-in-hand Frank had
been taken completely by surprise by this sudden com-
mand to halt, and the miner also seemed taken aback
as they were just discussing the probable death from
being wounded of the masked outlaw. '

Now he suddenly dashed out before them, his rifle
leveled and the muzzle covering the heart of the driver.

Four-in-hand Frank put his foot upon the brake,
and drew rein with great alacrity, for the horseman
was none other than the man whom he had hoped
was dead; it was the masked outlaw and no mistake.

His mask covered his face completely; a long beard
was visible below it, his hair was worn long, and his

_hands were gloved, while his-form was tall and heavily

built.

“If that is Silk-lasso Sam, then he has greatly
changed,” was the thought which flashed through the
mind of the miner, who, finding himself so cleverly en-
trapped, took the situation with remarkable coolness.

“Up with your hands, too, Dead-shot Dean!” cried
; :
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the masked outlaw, as he saw that the miner had not
obeyed his command given when he halted the coach.

“Suppose I refuse?” was the cool query of the

miner.
“Then I shall kill you.”
“Bad as you are, I do not believe that you would de-
liberately kill an unarmed man.”
“Are you unarmed?” was the outlaw’s question.
“Whally.”
“I do not believe you.”

“You can see for yourself, for I have not buckled on §

my belt of arms, as I just come from the East, from
Eden Valley, your old home, Arden.”

The words had been uttered at random, but the eyes
of the miner were upon the masked outlaw to note the
result.

And, watching as he did, he saw a start of the ott-
law, and then followed the words:

“What nonsense is this about having been to my
old home ?”

“It is not nonsense, for I penetrate your disguise, as
I know that your beard beneath that mask is false, that
your hair is a wig, and that you are padded to make
you appear stout.”

- : v
The outlaw moved uneasily, and yet laughed at the

words of the miner, while he said:
“It is false, Carrol Dean.”
“Then how do you know my name ?”
“I have often heard it.”
“Where ?”
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“In the mines.”

“That is false, for there I am known only as Dead-
shot Dean.”

“I know you and that is enough; but come, I will
stand no nonsense, so tell me what valuables you have
with you.”

“Very little, as I brought no money back with me,
for I did not have the faith in your pledges that one
other did, so feared I might be held up on the way by
the masked outlaw, whom I recognize as Silk-lasso
Sam.”

“I am not Silk-lasso Sam.”

“Then why do you carry his silk lasso at your
saddle horn?”

There, hanging from the saddle horn, was the hand-
some red silk lasso of the outlaw chief.

“I captured that,” he said, in an embarrassed way.

“You did?”

“Yes.”

“Well, do you not care to hear from home, from the
woman you once loved, now my wife, and the one who
still is so devoted to you?”

“I do not know what you are talking about, Dead-

& shot Dean.”

“Well, T recognize you, and I tell you frankly that
you will have a man upon your track who will never
rest until he places the rope about your neck.”

“Who is that man?”

“Buffalo Bill.”
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“Bah! A threatened man is long-lived, and, besides,
Buffalo Bill has been upon my track the past six weeks,
and cannot find me.” Laos

“He will do so yet; and if he does not, ancther will.”

“Who—yourself?” : b

“Well, I have cause to hunt you down, as you know,
but for the sake of one other, I would be mereiful.”

““And who is this that will not be, other than Buffalo
Bill?”

“Pawnee Bill.”

“Yes, a dangerous man, I admit, but I fear no man,
as my actions show.”

“It is a long lane that has no turn in it, Arden.”

“Why do you call me by that name?”

‘“Because I know you.”

“You just said I was Silk-lasso Sam.”

“As you are, on this frontier, while in the long ago
you were known by the other name.”

“You are mistaken ; but come, I am tired of this long

tatk.”
“Had you not been he whom I say you are, you
would have held no conversation with me.”

“Come, T want gold, not talk, so out with what you |

have!”’

“It is a mere pittance, but here it is,” and the miner
tossed his pocketbook to the road agent, who said:

“Thank you. Now, Four-in-hand Frank, what have |
you along of value?”’

“Nothing.”
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‘“Then I must be content with what I have, so drive
on.” ' : : ; i

Frank needed no second command, and as the coach
rolled on once more, the miner said:

“Yes, that is Silk-lasso Sam.”




CHAPTER IX.

THE WELCOME.

“Waal, Pard Dead Shot, that were ther gamest talk
yer give thet masked outlaw I ever heerd. Durned
ef yer didn’t seem ter back him right down,” said
Four-in-hand Frank, as the coach got well away from
where they had left the masked outlaw standing in the
trail.

“F was trying to see if he was really Silk-lasso Sam
or not.”

“And yer has decided ?”

“I have.”

“Which way?”

“That he is.”

“Waal, yer seemed ter read him like a book; but
how much did he git away from you?”

“Only about twenty dollars.”

“You was in luck; but ther pocketbook seemed fat
to me.” %

“It had a letter in it.”

“And he got ther letter?”

“Yes.” '

“What a pity!”

“No, for it was intended for him.”

“I don’t quite catch on.”

“Well, there was a letter in there which I wanted
him to read, and if he does, then he will doubtless be
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jed into a trap, and that is what I was after. But do
not speak of this to any one, I'rank.”

“I'll keep dark, you bet,” was the answer, and then
Frank continued: “Now-1I is in great luck, for I ex-
pected to see my whip and t'other things go, and I has
aboard a thousand in bills I got gold dust exchanged
for, which Scott King got me ter fetch back for him,
and so the outlaw missed that.”

“You were fortunate.” =5

“It were all owing to ther talk yer give him, Pard
Dead Shot. But, my! Won't ther boys be glad ter
see yer back ag’in, though they'll feel awful bad at
ther news yer brings.”

“That Bonnie Belle will not return?”

“Yas, pard.”

“For her sake, I am glad that she will not, though
she did a great deal of good in the mines, and ruled
the wild spirits there in a wonderful way.”

“So she did, for her word were law.”

As the day drew near its close, they came to the
cabin home of Dead-shot Dean, situated upon the
mountain spur., .

“I'll stop and leave my traps there, Frank, and then
go on to the camp with you. It does not look as
though any one had been to my cabin since I left.”

“You remember Tom and Jerry, don’t yer?”

“Yes, two very hard citizens, as I remember them.”

“Waal, they paid yer a visit, and they was a-knockin’
ter git in with an ax, when Buffalo Bill happened along
and invited 'em ter take a walk with him up ter Pocket
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City. He were thet polite they c'u’dn’t refuse; so he
gave 'em over to ther Vigilantes and they was tried
thet same night and made two more gallows fruit for
Hangman’s Gulch—don't yer see?”

“Yes, I can understand that the Vigilantes made
quick work of them.” '

“Waal, now they did, pard, and I hasn’t heerd o’ no
more visitors to your cabin since.”

“I should think not.” And the miner unlocked his
door, and in a secret way raised a bar on the inside so
that he could enter with his traps.

He gazed about him for a minute, as though over-
whelmed by a flood of memories, and then, with a
sigh, locked his door-again, and returning to-the coach,
mounted and drove on once more with Four-in-hand
Frank,

When the coach dashed up to the door of The Fry-
ing Pan, Scott King, the Vigilante captain, was there
to receive any passengers, and he welcomed the miner
with a yell of delight.

The shout was taken up by others, and as the news
spread that Dead-shot Dean had returned, the greeting
that he received on all sides proved that he had many
friends in Pocket City.

Of course, the first questions asked were about Bon-
nie Belle, and when the miner made known that the
idol of Yellow Dust Valley was not to return, that she

had decided to remain in her home in the East, a '

shadow fell upon all, and Dead-shot Dean had to. tell
over and over again that it was from no cause of

The W elcome. u7

ill treatment in ‘Pocket City that she remained away,
but' for the reason’that her friends there insisted that
she should give up forever the wild life she had led
upon the frontier. ‘

“We gits drunk'this night from sorrow,” said a
miner, and his sentiments were echoed by scores of
others, who at once proceeded to carry out their inten-
tion to drown their grief, at Bonnie Belle’s not return-
ing, in the intoxicating bowl.

The result was that the camps were very soon in the
wildest of orgies, and yelling, profanity, gambling,
drinking, and fighting ran high. :

Maddened with drink, the men at last began to get
into a very ugly mood toward the one who had brought
them the news of Bonnie Belle’s determination to re-
main away from Pocket City, and it needed but a spark
to turn them like hungry wolves against the miner.

That spark was soon supplied by one who hated
Dead-shot Dean; and who was glad to vent his hatred
upon him through others.

“I tell yer, pards, I doesn’t believe he’s squar’. Bon-
nie Belle went East under his care, and now he comes
back here and tells us she ain’t a-comin’ home ag’in,
while he says he brings papers fer him ter settle up
her business, and all thet. I say, pards, maybe he hes
kilt Bonnie Belle ter git her gold, and I fer one say
that he sh’u’d hang.”

A wild chorus of those of the same opinion greeted
the suggestion, and five minutes after a hundred rum-
maddened desperadoes were upon their way to the

s
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cabin of Dead-shof Dean to wreak vengeance upon
him.
* * * * * % *

Dead-shot Dean had held a long conversation with
Scott King, in whose hands Bonnie Belle had left the
management of her affairs during her absence.

“I tell you, Dead-shot, the business pays dead sure,
only it is not what it was when Bonnie Belle was here.
The fact is, the girl was a magnet and drew the boys,
while half of them were in love with her.

“Many of them boarded at The Frying Pan just to
catch a daily glimpse of her sweet face, and, of course,
it was the same way with the Devil’'s Den. Men went
there to play only to see her.

“I have heaped up money, it is true, and have got a
snug sum to turn over to you in cash, above all ex-
" penses; only if Bonnie Belle had been here, it would
have been just three times the amount.”

So had said Scott King, and the miner saw for him-
self that he told the truth.

“I’ll see you as soon as I get settled, Scott, and we'll
talk it over,” the miner had said. And then, tired

with his long journey, he had gone to his cabin to go
to bed. :

But before retiring he had arranged all in order,
unpacked the luggage he had brought with him, and
among which were many contributions from Bonnie
Belle and Kathleen to make him more comfortable.

- Then, too, the artist had given him a painting of the
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. little cottage home, with the familiar faces of those

who dwelt there visible upon the piazza.

This was hung in a prominent place, a new repeating
rifle was loaded and placed within reach, his ammuni-
tion was stored close at hand, his new cooking utensils
set upon the hearth, and the provisions stored in the
cupboard.

At last, after midnight, and utterly worn out, he
threw himself upon his bed to rest, and at once sank
into a deep slumber.

A loud rap at the door answered him.

“Who is there?” he asked.

“Friends, pard, ter see yer on business.”

Fortunately for the miner, he recognized the voice
of one who was the man he had most cause to fear
in the mines, for he was a secret foe.

He was known as Cast-iron Bill, and was a giant in
strength, a desperate hand with a knife, and a crack
shot.

He had been the friend of Powder-face Pete, and
was often away from the mines.

When the outlaws had been captured, he claimed to
be their prisoner, and after the trial had been released,
as there was no real proof against him.

He had drifted back to the mines, and soon made
himself a terror among the camps, having taken the
name of Cast-iron Bill, shaved off his beard and cut
his hair short, as though wishing to disguise himself
among those who knew him but too well.

Dead-shot Dean had seen him at The Frying Pan
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when he arrived, and in spite of the change in ‘his
appearance, had recognized him, while he had caught
the scowl that he gave him and overheard his words:

“That gerloot ain’t back in Pocket City fer no
good, pards.”

Now he recognized the voice of the man, and soon
he thought he heard a certain suspicious sound like the
shuffling of many feet and the low hum of many
voices.

“All right, pard, wait a minute,” he said, and quickly
he stepp®d upon a chest, turned a slide, and looked
through a peephole in the logs.

What ‘he saw were a hundred silent men, evidently
there for no good.

Quickly he took down his new repcating rifle, buek-
led on his belt of arms, and asked calmly, as-he stood
one side of the door:

“Who are you, pard?”

“A friend o’ yours, who has something to tell you.;'

“How many are with you?”

“I'm all alone.”

“What do you wish to see me about?”

“A leetle matter o’ business which I'll tell you about
when you opens the door.”

“Cast-iron Bill, I know you for as great a scoundrel
as there is in the Yellow Dust Valley, and I shall not
open the door.”

“That’s flat-footed enough, for sure, but we'll brealk
it in.” :

“Touc.h the door to break it in, and T shall open fire."”
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“We kin fire, too, Dead Shot, and thar is men here’
who can ‘shoot as good. as you kin."”

“Say, men, what means this demonstration against
me?” called out the miner.

Cast-iron Bill responded:

“It means that we believe you have kilt Bonnie Belle
to git her money, and now has come back here to rob
her of it.” : :

“That charge is in keeping with your devilish char-
acter, Cast-iron Bill, and I warn you that I am well
armed, well fortified, and shall defend my life against
you and your ruffian gang.” And the voice of Dead-
shot Dean rang out like a trumpet and was heard by
every man outside the cabin.




CHAPTER X.
BUFFALO BILL AND HIS BACKERS.

A silence followed the ringing words of Dead-shot
Dean, and then came muffled voices, and the loud com-
mand of Cast-iron Bill:

“Pards, let him hear ther guns, and he weon’t talk

so game.”

At once there followed a deafening roar of shots,
for every man fired one or more bullets into the stout
door. ;

But the door was built of three-inch slabs, grooved

together and iron-clamped, and not a bullet passed
through the hardened oak into the cabin.

Hardly had the sound of firing died away, when,
suddenly, from the roof of the cabin rang out in rapid
succession shot after shot, and the crowd, with cries
of terror rushed close for shelter from the deadly aim
of the dauntless miner.

His fusillade was answered, and the bullets rattled
upon the roof like rain.

The shots of the Dead Shot had not been thrown
away, for two men had been killed and three wounded.,

This, of course, infuriated the assailants only the
more, and Cast-iron Bill’s voice was heard ordering:

“Burn the wolf out of his den, men! Quick—pile
up this wood and set it on fire!”

A wild cheer answered this command, and the pile
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of wood the miner had gathered for use was hurriedly
thrown against the door, with papers, hay, and all
things that would ignite easily which could be gathered
close at hand.

“Now light the fire, pards!” yelled Cast-iron Bill,
and a flame was visible at once, while the crowd yelled
like Modocs on the war charge.

But suddenly there came an answering yell, and in
the rear—a yell which many of those men had heard,
and which was wont to spread terror wherever heard.

It was an outburst that always struck upon the ear
of the redskin with horror, and was wont to send the
outlaw flying for his life from a scene where he was
caught in the deviltry of his calling, or in his long
tramps in the fastnesses of the hills.

It was the wild war cry of the scouts of the plains—
of Buffalo Bill and his men!

They were coming like an avalanche up the hill,
straight for the scene, and advanced with revolvers in
each hand, ready to enforce the menace of their terrible
war cry. : :

The jubilance of the desperadoes was turned in an
instant to alarm, while at once Cast-iron Bill uttered
the warning :

“It’s Buffalo Bill and his buckskins! It is fight, or
run sure, pards! Which shall it be, men?”

“Fight!” came a yéll from several, while others
scurried for shelter behind the cabin. h

A moment more, and the crowd of sixteen horsemen
were brought to a halt before the cahina thirty-two re-
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-volvers were leveled, each holding six dead shots,
while Buffalo Bill and Pawnee Bill headed the buck-
skin cavalcade!

Pawnee Bill was the spokesman.

“What means this attack upon the cabin of Dead-
shot Dean?” cried Pawnee Bill.

A silence fell upon the crowd of desperadoes, though
the hand of every man was upon his “shooter.”

There upon the ground, visible and most distinctly
in the moonlight, lay the dead forms of two of the
outlaw gang, and the three who had been wounded,
proving that there had already been hot work going
on there, ° :

The crowd were in an ugly mood; they now had
arisen to the fighting point, against the intruding
scouts, and they were now determined to capture and
hang Dead-shot Dean, to revenge their comrades.

The scouts were but sixteen, and easily counted,
while the outlaws were over a hundred in number, and
had the advantage of position.

Why should they be interfered with by the buckskin
riders? ‘

They saw no reason, and their mood became more
ugly.

“It means that Dead-shot Dean has murdered poor
Bonnie Belle, and. have come back here ter steal her

, belongings, that’s what it medns,” answered Cast-iron
- Bill doggedly.

“You are an infamous liar, to make such an asser-
-tion against Dead-shot Dean, for I know that Bonnie
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Belle is alive and well, and that she has authorized the
miner Dean to settle up her business here for her,”
responded Pawnee Bill,

“Waal, we knows our business, and we intends ter
burn him out and then hang him in Hangman's Gulch,
and if you and Buffalo Bill chips in, we'll just wipe
you out, too.”
© “This is your decision, then?" sternly asked Pawnee
Bill. :

Before Cast-iron Bill could answer, there came from
within the cabin the voice of the miner:

“Ho, Pawnee Bill, these men are in desperate mood,
and I would urge that you do not get into a conflict
with them upon my account; for, though it may not
look so, I am well able to take care of myself.”

“You are a brave fellow, Dean, and we will not de-
sert j'ou, but defend you, and again I warn these men
off.” And the voice of Pawnee Bill was full of deter-
mination to stand his ground.

But Cast-iron Bill called out:

“Pards, stand yer ground, for we holds ther fort,
and thar won't be a scout left ef they makes ther bad
break o’ firing on us.”

A silence then followed for a few seconds, and it
was broken by Buffalo Bill, who said, addressing Paw-
nee Bill, but in tones that all heard:

“I believe these fools are going to resist us, so would
it not be well to give the signal for Captain Caruth and
his troops?” ; S ‘

The words of Buffalo Bill reached «- v ear, and
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instantly there was a movement of uneasiness seen in
the crowd.

Sixteen horsemen -might be no match for over a
hundred desperate men, even though led by Pawnee
Bill and the chief of scouts, Buffalo Bill, with Texas
Jack and other plainsmen in the background.

Jut the fame of Captain Dick Caruth was well
known in the mines, and he was known to have de-
served the name of Dashing Dick, the dragoon.

It was recalled that he had offered his troop once as
a sacrifice for the army, and had held in check thou-
sands of warriors until reénforcements came, and he
had saved the day.

With his troop camped within hail, the desperadoes
knew how quickly their weakness would be revealed.

They now felt that the scouts had been encamped

down in the cafion, not a quarter of a mile from Dead-

shot Dean’s cabin, and had come at the first sound of
firing.

Pawnee Bill was known to be the surgeon of the
cavalry regiment to which Dashing Dick Caruth’s
troop belonged, and had come, as was his wont, with
the scouts to the rescue. ;

The miner’s cabin was upon a spur, under a cliff,
and upon one.

There was but a single approach, up a steep path
from the stage trail winding around the base of the
mountain a few hundred yards below, and the scouts

had come this way, and so cut off the retreat of the
desperadoes,
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They could rush along the ridge to Hanginan’s
Gulch, but not a man cared to go near that weird place
of terrible, haunting memories. ;

The troop, if signaled, wotild comé directly along
the valley to the steep path and cut them off, and if
Dick Caruth was called upon to quell a mob, he knew
that the best way to do so was to wipe them out, and
he would do it. ;

So it was that the men pondered, and eagerly
watched for the signal to be given which would call
in Dick Caruth and his wild riders. : '

The desperadoes turned their gaze upon their leader,
Cast-iron Bill.

He moved uneasily and began to feel that he had
made a mistake, :

He saw that Buffalo Bill had his eye upon him, and
he stepped back as the scout dismounted and ap-
proached him,

It was a desperate thing for Buffalo Bill to do, but
then he was a man to take desperate steps when
needed, and this very boldness won in nine cases out
of ten for him.

“See here, pard; you are Bill Sykes, are you not?”
said the scout, facing the ringleader, and all were silent
as death, awaiting reply.

“ is known here as Cast-iron Bill,” was the dogged
response.

“Oh, you are, are you?”

“T is that, an’ no mistake.”

“Under most circumstances, 1 would feel that T was
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mistaken, and offer an apology, but now let mé tell»you
that you were one of Silk-lasso Sam’s gang.” -

“It’s a lie!”

“You were the man who got off by pretending to
be the prisoner of Silk-lasso Sam, and though many
believed you, I doubted you; in fact, I felt so sure
that you were really an outlaw that I was determined

“to know you the next time I saw you.”

“Yer don’t know me, though, for I ain’t ther man

that you mean.”
~ “Oh, yes, you are; for, though you have chopped off
your long locks, and mowed your whiskers, to try and
look innocent, I recognizé you as a man who should
have been hanged with the other ruffians some weeks
ago.” i

“I tells yer I ain’t ther man, Buffalo Bill!” shouted
the ringleader of the now menacing desperadoes:.

“And I say that you are the man.” :

“Boys, does yer hear him insulting me?” cried Cast-
iron Bill, anxious to create a movement in his favor,

- which would allow him to escape from the piercing
* eyes of the scout.

“We does!” came in a roar, and at the sullen, threat-
ening chorus, Pawnee Bill raised a small silver bugle
to his lips, but gave forth no sound.

The crowd moved uneasily at this, for they knew
that meant a call upon the troopers of Dick Caruth.

Then every eye was centered upon Buffalo Bill, and
the hearts of the buckskin scouts were “in their
throats,” choking them in the moments of terrible

1

S
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suspense they were enduring at the daring action of
their chief. i o :

As for Pawnee Bill, he sat upon his horse as serene
as the moonlight that streamed down upon them,

his bugle held to his lips with his left hand, his re-

volver in his right, facing the desperate crowd gathered
.before Dead-shot Dean’s cabin; sat watching, with
eagle eyes, ]?)uffalo Bill, as he confronted the leader of
the desperadoes.

“You say that you are not the man I accuse you of
being, but I have the proof that you are,” said Buffalo
Bill. ;
“Show yer proof!” shouted Cast-iron Bill

Instantly his right wrist was grasped. by Buffalo
Bill; when, pointing with his revolver held in hi‘s‘left
hand, at the back of Cast-iron Bill's hand, where was
visible as a red scar the two letters, “B. B.,” the scout
shouted : :

“There is my proof—my red. brand upon your
hand! You are the man I accuse you of being.”

The revolver of Cast-iron Bill had dropped from his
hand under the crushing grip of Buffalo Bill, and the
scout now held him covered, while the crowd swaye.d
wildly, and it looked as though a conflict was inevi-
table.




CHAPTER XTI,
A STAMPEDE,

At the very second when all felt that a conflict must
come—that the desperadoes reafized that they must
wipe out the scouts or be wiped out, and the buckskins
felt that the inevitable was upon them, ,Pawnee Bill
saved the bloodshed which another moment would
have precipitated, for loud-ringing and appealing rang
out the notes of the bugle now pressed to his lips, call-
ing Dashing Dick Caruth and his troopers to the
rescue.

The effect was electrical. A wild cry of apprehen-
sion broke from the desperadoes, and, almost as one
man, they turned and stampeded in a desperate rush
along the ridge leading to Hangman’s Gulch.

In this mad rush, Buffalo Bill was swept apart from
the leader of the outlaw horde, and borne along for
some yards before he could extricate himself from the
fleeing mass of now thoroughly terrified humanity.

Not a shot was fired, not a shout was heard, after
that first cry of alarm following the bugle note,s.

The chief of scouts, freeing himself from the crowd
tur’;ed and glanced toward his men .in buckskin.
Silelvllzezssiﬁ)ggglll-sth(;lljdho;‘ses., .clutching their revolvers,
5 ] : ; waiting the word to charge

pon the flying crowd,

But they \\raited i .
n vain, for the word w ol
by Buffalo Bill. was not given

r~
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Turning to Pawnee Bill, they saw that his face was
convulsed with laughter, and from his lips came the

words :

“Look at them! Oh, if I was only in Hangman’s
Gulch with a sheet around me, they certainly would
run themselves to death!”

The situation was, in truth, most ludicrous to the
scouts, when suddenly the cabin door-flew open and
out sprang a white-robed form. ‘

“Give me a chance now, and I'll keep them stam-
peded!”

It was Dead-shot Dean, looking like a ghost, as he
ran like a deer around the cliff and disappeared.

“He’'ll scare every mother’s son of them to death,
for he has gone by a short cut to the gulch!” cried

Buffalo Bill.
The scouts laughed, and then became silent, as Paw-

nee Bill cried:

“Silence, all, and hearken for the climax!”

It was not long that they had to wait, for soon
there were heard the wildest yells up toward Hang-
man’s Gulch, and the trampling of feet in rapid flight
also reached the ears of the listeners.

The scouts had dismounted, and were, some of
them, rolling upon the ground in convulsions of
laughter,

Pawnee Bill had gone up to the forms that lay silent
upon the ground.

One of the wounded men had felt able to get up
and stampede with his comrades; another had just
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breathed his last; and, bending over the third, Pawne
Bill said: : i

“He is going fast, too. I can do nothing for him.”

A moment after, and he, too, slipped out of life,
and just then the white-robed form of the miner was
seen returning.

He threw off his sheet as he came, and, walking up
to Pawnee Bill and Buffalo Bill, grasped a hand of
each, while he said earnestly:

o
I am more than glad to see you, gentlemen, and.

what I owe to you, and to your brave comrades here,
I fear I can never repay.” :

“Don’t mention it, Pard Dead-shot, for we were
mighty glad to be near,” Buffalo Bill replied feelingly.

“Yes, we visited your cabin just after.dark, and not
finding you, we camped in the cafion, where we had
camped before. Then we heard the firing and came
to your rescue, of course,” Pawnee Bill added.

“And where are the troopers?"” asked the miner.

“What troopers?”

“Captain Caruth and his men, sir.”

“They are at the fort.”

“I thought they were near.”

“Oh, ‘that was a clever ruse of Buffalo Bill's—to
make those fellows think we had aid near, and I bleW
the call when T saw that there was going-to be trouble.”

“It stampeded the gang very quickly, Pawnee Bill.”

“Oh, yes, and if T mistake not, you added to their
speed in the Hangman’s Gulch.”

The miner laughed and replied ;
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“I simply showed myself near the graves of the men.
who have been hanged there and ran upon the gallows
which you know stands there, and from which, let me
add, I might have been forced to step off into eternity
but for your coming to-night.

“The effect was wonderful, for those fellows were
sure that they saw the ghost of a man who had been
hanged, and with yells of terror, they went pell-mell
through the gap toward the trail for Pocket City. I
never ran so many men in my life before.”

“But what is this story they told about your mur-
dering Bonnie Belle?” . ;

“Tt is all nonsense, originating with my foes, and
suppose fomented by bad liquor into a determination
to hang me.”

“Then you will not remain in Pocket City longer,
Mr. Dean?”

“Oh, yes, I have come here to complete certain work
for myself and Bonnie Belle, and those men shall not
drive me away. But let me see to these dead men
now.” And the miner turned to those who had fallen
by his hand.

The dead bodies of the men who had fallen under
the fire of Dead-shot Dean were laid at one side of
the cabin, and covered over with a blanket, and the
scouts returned to the camp, excepting Pawnee Bill and
Buffalo Bill, who accepted the invitation of the miner
to pass the remainder of the night with him.

The next morning, they were up bright and early,
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and having breakfasted, sat down to talk over mat-
ters.

“Colonel Dunwoody had a letter from Bonnie Belle,
in which she said that she had decided to remain East
and that you would look after her affairs here, and
asked, as you might have trouble with the miners, to
kindly lend you what aid wc could,” said Pawnee Bill.

“It was very kind of her, and I did not know that
she had written,” the miner said.

“The colonel called me into his confidence, and I
volunteered to come down here and see if you had
arrived. A

“Buffalo Bill and his men were scouting on the stage
trail to Pocket City, to see if any clew could be found
to the masked road agent that has been seen lately on
the Overland trails, and I came across them last even-
ing, and they came on here with me to find you. Find-
ing your cabin closed, we went into camp in the cafion,
and I am glad that we did, indeed.”

“Yes, it was fortunate for me that you did so, gen-
tlemen. But I arrived by Four-in-hand Frank’s coach
last night and went on direct to Pocket City. I made
known the fact that Bonnie Belle was not to return
and that T was to arrange her affairs there, and I sup-
posed all would be peaceable, though I did see a few
scowling at me and heard some doubts cast upon my
story.

“It doubtless grew into an indignation meeting:
under the influence of rum, and they came here, ac-
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cusing me of the murder of Bonnie Belle and of re-
turning to Pocket City to get her property.”

“That shows what rum will do,” said Buffalo Bill,
with a serious expression.

“Have.you joined the water tanks, Bill?” asked
Pawnee Bill.

“No, but I know better than to-drink frontier rum,
for two drinks of that would make a man throw stones
at his grandmother.”

“Well, Mr. Dean, I am glad to see you back again,
and T shall take good care to let it be known in Pocket
City that you are here under the protection of Colonel
Dunwoody. Now, as to these bodies?” i

“Well, sir, if Buffalo Bill will let his scouts carry
them to Pocket City, T will go ahead and explain the
situation.”

“And Cody and I will accompany you,” said Pawnee
Bill.

“You are very kind; but may I ask if you came
along the trail, Mr. Cody, after the coach?”

“We did.”

» “And saw no trace of it being held up?”

“Ah, were you held up?” quickly asked Buffalo Bill.

“Ves. !

“When was this?”

“An hour after leaving the station.”

“And we turned into the trail this side of the station
some twelve miles, and a couple of hours after the
coach had passed, but rode rapidly on after you.”
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_“I am sorry you were not near when we were held
up.” |

“Who was the man that halted you?”

“A masked horseman, the same, Four-in-hand
Frank told me, who held him up when Bonnie Belle
was going East, and robbed her.”

‘A man on a large, blood-bay horse?”

“Yes."

“A stout man, and masked ?”

¥ ¥es.”

“Do you know who we think that man is?”

“I know who he is.”

“Ah! And will tell us?”

“Yes, though I think it had better be kept quiet for
the present that we suspect him.”

“It is Silk-lasso Sam?”

“It certainly is.”

“And yet the man is said to weigh sixty to seventy
pounds heavier than Silk-lasso Sam.”

“That flesh is manufactured with pads, or extra
clothing.”

“Exactly the opinions of Pawnee Bill and myself,"
Buffalo Bill remarked.

“Well, Mr. Cody, the man held up the coach, and 1
had quite a talk with him. He knew me, and I led him
omr that T might study the tones of his voice and ac-
tions. At last T felt that there was no. mistake, that
Silk-lasso Sam had broken every pledge made to his

noble sister and once more gone back to outlawry on
the road.”
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“Yes, and next time he is captured there will be
nothing that will save him, for that noble girl is not
here now.” .

“Mr. Cody, let me urge that if you, Pawnee Bill,
or your men get the chance, kill Silk-lasso Sam; do
not make him a prisoner.”

“You have some good motive for this request, Mr.
Dean,” Pawnee Bill said.

- “I have.”
“You will tell us?”
. “Yes,Jor I am convinced beyond all doubt that this
masked highwayman is Silk-lasso Sam. If he is
killed, his career is ended; but if captured, I know his
sister well enough to be certain that she will at once
come here to rescue him,” said the miner impressively.




CHAPTER XII.
THE MINER'S PLAN.

The remark of the miner regarding Bonnie Belle
was a surprise to both the scouts.

They did not believe that the devoted sister would
again attempt the rescue of the man who had so be-
trayed every trust placed in him.

“Do you really believe that she would not leave him
to his fate if he was captured again at his lawless
deeds?” asked Pawnee Bill.

“Let me tell you, gentlemen, that Ruth Leigh is
made of no ordinary material. She learned to love
her brother with all her soul, and his escapades of
youth he so tinged with romance-that she regarded
him as a hero.

“At last her eyes were opened to his evil heart, and
yet, though she censures and pities, she yet could not
banish her love for him. Her nature is to love once,
love forever, unless that love should turn to hatred, and
then she would hate as intensely as she had loved.

“She is a very remarkable girl, and never had any
companions and friendships beyond her father, mother,
and brother. ' Her parents passing away, all of her
affection became centered upon her unworthy brother,
and she sought to find good in him, to force him out of
hi= evil life.
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“She came here to find him; and, doing so, she
sought to save him from himself, from the gallows.
You know how he acted toward her, and when she
offered to share her fortune with him, he preferred
robbery and murder to get his gold.

“He was captured, and she had decided to give him
up. Then came his appealing letter, his pledge of
reformation, and you know the clever part she played
to rescue him, and how well she did it. :

“Believing in him, she went East; and yet, if she
knew that he was a prisoner, she would come here at
once, and, plan as we might to hold him, she would
successfully plot to rescue him. That is why I say
to you to kill him, not to make him a prisoner.”

“That is just my view of it, and I have told Cody
that such a fate would meet the views of Colonel Dun-
woody better than to have to hang the villain, much as
he deserves it,” said Pawnee Bill.

“But what a remarkable misfortune that such «
woman as is Miss Leigh should have such a brother!”

“It is one of those strange things in life we cannot
account for, Pawnee.”

“Now tell me, Mr. Dean, if this man rebbed you of
anything valuable,” asked Buffalo Bill.

“Only a few dollars, which I had put as a bait into

an old pocketbook I intended he should take if he

met us on the way.”
“I do not exactly understand.” |
“Well, Buffalo Bill, I decided to try an2 get rid of
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this man for his sweet sister’s sake. So I wrote him
a letter, folded it into a small compass, and placed
it in my old pocketbook, with a few dollars and slips
of paper.

““You may not be aware that this man, Arden Leigh,
was my rival for the hand of my wife. When she
chose between us, honoring me, he drew a revolver and
very nearly caused my death.

“That act, and forging his father’s name, and receiv-
ing by it a large sum of money, caused his flight. Of
course, he knows that I knew his sister as Bonnie Belle,
and that she had gone East to her home.

“When, therefore, he receives in my pocketbook his
letter from me, telling him to come to my cabin to
visit me, that I have tidings of importance for him, he
will come. '

“When he does, I must stand ready to face him as
man to man, and should I capture him alive, then I
will see fo it that the miners try his case. Should
I have to kill him, Ruth Leigh should never know that
my hand took his life. When he demanded money
of me, I threw him the pocketbook containing the let-
ter, and it will not be long before I shall have a visit
from him.”

“You are a brave man, Dead-shot Dean, and a pow-
erful one, while your name indicates what you are with
a revolver and the nerve you have; but you are too
good a man to risk what you must singly with that
man, unless it is a case where you are forced to do so.”
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“Yes, so I say, too, Pawnee Bill, and I will just ask
Mr. Dean to allow me to be his guest, to lie in hiding
here in his cabin, and wait for that visitor to come,”
Buftalo Bill remarked.

“Yes, both of us might remain,” Pawnee Bill added.

“No, indeed. I could not think of it after the letter
I have written him. I could only feel that I was not
acting a cowardly and treacherous part, even toward
him, by meeting him as man to man, single-handed, If
he betters me, then I must take the consequences, and
[ will, without a murmur,” was the response of the
brave miner, and his words won the greater admiration
of Pawnee Bill and Buffalo Bill.

* * * * * * *

It having been decided that the scouts should go on
with the miner to Pocket City, the men were called up,
and Texas Jack was told to follow with four men and
the dead bodies of the slain, across horses of those who
were to remain at Dedd-shot’s cabin.

Mounting one of the scout’s horses, the miner then
rode on with his two comrades, and they entered
Pocket City, riding side by side.

The news had, of course, gotten out of the attack on
the miner, but those who had been in it did not care to
talk of the affair, and it was only known through
those who had not joined the crowd, but had seen them
depart. i

Judge Scott King had heard of it only after break=
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fas‘t, through Four-in-hand Frank, who had picked up
the news by accident, and had gone at once to report it.

“If they have killed Dead-shot Dean, then there shall
be a weeding out of desperadoes in these mines that
will make many a grave,” the Vigilante captain had
said. :

“Waal, they has hanged him, for over a hundred
of them went to his cabin ter hang him,” was Driver
Frank’s reply.

“Then over a hundred of them shall hang, for there
are good men enough here to put down the bad ones.
T will at once sound the tocsin, calling my Vigilantes
together, and then bring my jury together to try the
scoundrels who have done this deed. If Bonnie Belle
was here, she’d make Rome howl,” said the angry
Vigilante captain, and there was an expression upon
his face that went to show that if he had his way
there should be some howling in Rome, even if Bonnie
Belle was not present.

The “tocsin” was an old gong which Landlord Laz-
arus had used at The Frying Pan before Bonnie Belle
made the cornet serve as a substitute to call the miners
to their meals.

Tt, the tocsin, had a roar on it like muffled thunder,
interlarded with peals and lightning strokes, and Scott
King knew just how to get the most noise out of the
thing. :

He began with a mournful cadence that was soon

sputtering out crashes of thunder, and when it reached

-
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the ears of every one in Yellow Dust Valley, no mat-
ter what he was doing, that man went on the jump
for The Frying Pan.

- The whole community were on the qui vive, anyhow;
at the whisper going the rounds that Miner Dead-shot
Dean had been hanged by a crowd under cover of the
night.

The men who had been in that fracas were afraid
to go at the call of the tocsin, and yet they dared not
stay away.

So they went, and Cast-iron Bill was alone con-
spicuo-u§ by his absence, for he went up into the ceme-
tery and viewed the scene with a spyglass, having a
saddled and bridled horse awaiting him over in the
valley beyond.

The tocsin had given its ear-splitting summons just
as t_hc miner, Pawnee Bill, and Buffalo Bill rode into
the camps.

“What in thunder does that mean?” asked Buffalo
Bill.

“I guess the Vigil i1 j ;

guess the Vigilante captain has just learned that
I' was hanged last night, and is calling the men to-
gether,” assured the miner.

There had gathered a large crowd about The Frying
Pan, and there stood Judge Scott King upon the piazza
with Four-in-hand Frank by his side.

Back of him were gathered the “dignitaries” of the
{n-iners; that is, the men whose word had some weight
in that wild community.
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“Gentlemen,” began Scott -King, and thosewho
knew that they were not gentlemen looked pleased -at
being caught in good company. ‘

" “It has just reached my knowledge that a foulest of
foul deeds was perpetrated last night in our midst by
a gang of ruffians, all of a hundred strong.

“These ruffians, hating a man they feared, filled
their skins with bad liquor—and let me here remark
that they did not get it at the Devil’s Den, for there
only the best is sold—I say those ruffians filled their
skins with liquor, gotten at low dives in our midst, and
then went to the house of the noble citizen of whom I
speak. S

“They went there with rum-maddened brains, with
murder in their hearts, and a rope in their hands, de-
termined to drag from his bed, in the gloom of night,
the citizen whose name will soon be upon every man’s
lips coupled with revenge; and, with malice and cru-
elty, did hang him until he was dead, upon the gallows
in Hangman’s Gulch, where only the basest of crim-
inals are.taken to end their guilty lives.

“Gentlemen, this news began in a whisper at first,
and then ended in a thunder roar which has brought
you together at my call, for justice to the dead is de-
manded, and as the judge of the court of Yellow Dust
Valley, I shall try those, be they a hundred in num-
ber, whom the Vigilantes, of whom I am captain,
hunt down and bring to me as the guilty ones.

“Gentlemen, the man who was thus foully mur-
dered was our esteemed fellow citizen, Dead-shet
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Dean, the miner of Hangman's Gulch, and, Vigilantes

I call upon you to do your duty and first find thf;

corpse, then the murderers.” '
There’s the corpse, jedge, and a lively one it be,”

called out a voice, as the miner sudd
o enly rod :
Pawnee Bill and Buffalo Bill, bl 1




CHAPTER XIIL
A THREAT.

At the words of the man whose eyes had fallen
upon the miner as he rode up, every one turned quickly
and beheld Dead-shot Dean and his two companions.

A cheer went up from the crowd, and then they all
looked first at Judge Scott King, who had made his
speech about avenging the death of the miner, and
then at Dead-shot, as though for an explanation.

The judge never allowed himself to be cornered,
so said quickly:

“I'm glad to see you, Dead-shot Dean, for news
came to me that you had been taken from your cabin
and hanged. Explain, please, what it means.”

“I can only say, Judge King, that a band of over
a hundred came to my cabin last night, drunk and with
murderous intent. They were led by a desperado
whom I fail to see in this crowd, but hope to meet
again, as I have a score to settle with him.

“They sought to get into my cabin, and when I
would not open my door, fired bullets into it and said
that they had come to hang me for murdering Bonnie
Belle and then coming here to rob her.

“It was, of course, only the work of men who sought
to get rid of me, and they had prepared to set fire to
my cabin when Pawnee Bill and Buffalo Bill and his
scouts came to my rescue,
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“They were determined still to show fight, until
made aware that there was Captain Caruth’s troop en-
camped within call, and when the signal was given for
them by Pawnee Bill, the cowards fled like the pack
of cowardly coyotes they are.

“In defending myself, I killed and wounded some
of the gang, and the bodies are now being brought
here by Buffalo Bill’s scouts. Is my report satisfac-
tory, Judge King, for if not, Pawnee Bill and Buffalo
Bill are here to verify it?”

“Your report is perfectly satisfactory, Dead-shot
Dean, and that lawless men may understand that the
law of right and justice is supreme here, you have
only to point out to me any of the men whom you
recognize as participants in this outrage, and they shall
sleep the sleep that knows no waking in Hangman’s
Gulch to-night.”

A wild yell of approval from the better element an-
swered these words of the “judge,” and there was
many a face blanched as Dead-shot Dean’s eyes rested
upon it.

He allowed his eyes to linger a moment upon the
faces of men whom he knew were in the crowd, bat,
though he showed such that he knew them and held
them in his power, wholly at his mercy, he did not
pick out a single man, but said:

“I could name many to you, judge, but I am sure
that they will not offend again, so I will not do so.”

“It is your duty, Dead-shot Dean, to name any man
you know was there.”
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“T decline to do so, sir, other than in one instance,
and I cannot see him here in the crowd.”

“You decline to name them?”

¥ do.”

“This is wrong on your part.”

“Some were sufferers, as they fell under my fire,
and the others stampeded from the soldiers, so let that
be their punishment, judge.”

“As you wish, but I fear you are making a mistake
in being merciful.”

“I shall take the chances, Judge King.”

“Very well, and let me now say for the benefit of all,
that there are men in these mines who are playing too
bold a hand, who do not even respect the military
powers that be, and to such I give warning that they
are doing that which will make Yellow Dust Valley
and Pocket City a wilderness, for if there is a scout
or a soldier killed here, we may expect a force to sweep
over us that will destroy us. Pawnee Bill and Buf-
falo Bill, I bid you welcome, gentlemen.”

The scouts dismounted and returned the greeting
of the judge most kindly, after which they went in
with the miner to dinner, and were entertained in the
quarters of Bonnie Belle, for Dead-shot Dean had the
keys of the wing she had occupied.

Soon after the scouts came in with the bodies of
the slain men, and all crowded around to see just
who they were.

The judge was surprised at several among them
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whom he had not expected to find in such bad com-
pany.

.But he gave orders for a grand funeral, and the
miners remained on hand to attend it. ; :

Up to Sunset Rest they filed, Dead-shot Dean, to his
great regret, feeling that it was his duty to attend the
burial.

“It looks too much like a doctor attending the
obsequies of his patients for me to go,” he whispered
to Pawnee Bill, who smiled at the conceit.

The whole town turned out, not so much from re-
spect, as from a desire to be on hand and see all that
was going on.

One of the miners read the funeral service, and it
seemed to be expected that Dead-shot Dean would
make some remarks at the graves, but he disappointed
all by remaining silent,

But the judge gave a discourse that was a regular
funeral sermon for “frightful examples” of what the
road to wickedness led.

As the miner, Pawnee, and the scout rode back
down the hill, they did not see a pair of fierce eyes
glaring  at them from a thicket, or hear the savage
threat :

“There are three men that T must kill.”

The man was Cast-iron Bill.

His face wore an anxious look, his mouth was set,
and his eyes roved restlessly in their sockets like one
who was expecting momentarily to face a foe.




110 A Threat.

He saw the miner and his two comrades ride away

from Sunset Hill.
Then he waited until nearly all of the crowd had

followed them.

He was back in a position that commanded a view
of the burying ground, and down in the valley, hidden
in a thicket, was his horse and his traps, for Cast-
iron Bill had left his cabin with a view of taking a
long trail out of that part of the country, if neces-
sary, to prevent his going uporm the last long trail
which could end only in°the grave, his exit from life
being made at the end of a rope.

The man stood pondering for some time, and then
at last his face brightened as he said:

“I'll do it!”

After a moment he began to muse aloud:

“Let me see. I dare not remain in Pocket City, ex-
cept with the sure i)x'osl)cct of trouble, for, if Dead-
shot Dean does not dog my life, and I have every
reason to believe he will, then it will be Buffalo Bill,
Pawnee Bill, and perhaps the people, for they were
turned dead against me at that meeting to-day, and
this burial of the men goes against me. If I leave
Pocket City, I must take my life in my hands also, for
I come out at once as an outlaw.

“The danger of staying or going is about equal, with
big chances if I go that I will make plenty of money.
My surest plan is to go and hunt up the masked road
agent. .

“If it is the old chief, Silk-lasso Sam, then I am
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fixed, for he will be glad of a pard. 1If it is not Silk-
lasso Sam, then I will have to make his acquaintance
and do the best I can.

“I can find out by the old signal of the red lasso,
I guess, and I have to take my chances, of course. It
will be best for me to hang out to-night and catch
on to,some of the boys who I know will join us, if
the chief wants to get a band together.

“Let me see, there is Grip Saunders for one, Ugly
Dan two, Card-sharp Dave three, and Wild West
Will for four. And four will be enough to start in
with, and if more are wanted, I can get them.

“Now to see what it shall be, whether I shall go
on the trails to earn my living at the revolver’s muz-
zle, or remain in Yellow Dust Valley and take chances
on being allowed to live. This decides for me.”

He took a bright silver dollar from his pocket as
he spoke, and glanced at it with almost a look of
affection. ‘

“Well, old dollar, you have been my companion for
many a long year, a pocket piece I have never dared
allow to leave me. It is heads I take the trails, and
tails I remain in Yellow Dust Valley. Here goes!”

He tossed the dollar into the air some thirty feet
high, and watched it as it turned and fell.

It dropped within ten feet of him, and, stepping
forward, he picked it up.

“Heads it is! I go on the trails. Now to have a talk
with my four pards before I go, and I must be cau-
tious, or, perhaps, I may take my departure through
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Hangman’s Gulch, for that was an angry crowd-a
while since in front of The Frying Pan, and Scott
King, I believe, really loves to hang a man. Ah! there
is Wild West Will now, and he is alone. - I will call
him.

He placed his hands to his lips and gave a perfect
imitation of the soft cooing of a dove. : ,

The man in question was walking among the graves
in Sunset Rest, and had halted near a number which
was known as “Angels’ Row,” from the fact that all
who had been buried there were avowed devils, the
antitheses of angels.

The man was a tall, well-formed fellow, dressed as
a miner, and wearing a belt of arms, two revolvers,
and a bowie knife. ;

At the soft notes of the cooing dove, he looked up
quickly, waited until the sound was repeated, and then
moved away in the direction whence it came.

As he reached the timber he was met by Cast-iron
Bill, who said:

“I gave you the call, Wild West Will.”

“Oh, yes, I got on to it; but, Bill, this is a very
dangerous locality for yon, for there was a hot meeting
at Frying Pan to-day.”

“Ah, T know that, and I wish to have a talk wnth
you, for I am going to leave the valley.”

“Where are you going, Cast Iron?”

“On the trails,” was the cool response of the man.

L

CHAPTER XIV.
TAKING TO THE TRAIL,

“Does yer mean yer intends taking to ther road as
a agent?” asked Wild West Will, dropping into the
dialect of the border, as men were wont to do.

“I does,” was the answer of Cast-iron Bill, also
using the dialect.

“Yer means ter tarn road agent?”

“I does.” :

“Waal, I believes yer had some experience in thet
line.”

“No, I were only a spy fer Silk-lasso Sam, but got
catched in his camp ‘when Dead-shot Dean led Buffalo
Bill, Pawnee Bill, and t'others in on us. I knows ther
ropes, though, and I thinks I kin make money a lit-
tle bit.”

“Maybe.”

“Now, I knows you is no parson, Wild West Will,
and so I wants ter understand ef I kin count on you
if T sees a chance ter make it pay?”

“I'm with yer, fer yer knows thet I wants dust awful
bad.”

“And ain’t particular as ter how yer gits it?"

“Thet’s so.”

“Waal, I wants three more, So who would yer
y
name?”’
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“Say,  Grip Saunders.”

“Good!”

“And Ugly Dan.”

“The very man.”

“And Card-sharp Dave.”

“Just the men I named to myself, WilL”

“We kin make a good quintet.”

“Yer think all kin be depended upon ter go?”

“Yer bet, fer like myself they is uncommon uneasy,
and we don’t want no ropewalk in ourn. I tell yer,
Pocket City ain’t ther place it was, for it's gittin’ too
goody good, yer know.”

“So says I, fer we can’t string up-a man now with-
out having a row on our hands. But ter business.”

“Go ahead.”

“I takes ther trail frum this place.”

“A bad place is a burying ground ter take ther trail
frum.”

“I has got ter, fer I ain’t goin’ inter Pocket City ter
git strung up.”

“Yer has a big head, Cast Tron.”

“I hope it'll git me a big fortin yit before I dies.
But now for a rendezvous for us.”

“S’pose yer say ther Hangman’s Gulch.”

“Ther what ?”

“Ther Hangman’s Gulch, fer it are convenient, and
few folks goes thar by day and nobody by night.”

“You warn’t along last night, Wild West Will?”

“I started with yer, but I were too drunk ter travel,
so lay down on ther trail ter camp.”
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“That is why yer says Hangman’s Gulch.”

“I did hear as some of ther boys seen a ghost thar.”

“All of 'em seen ther ghost.” .

“Did you?”

Y es.

“Then I believe in ghosts, Cast-iron Bill, if you seen
him, for I knows you has laughed at others for sayin’
s0.”

“I did see him.”

“It wasn’t what yer hed been drinkin’?”

“Not much.”

“A real.ghost?”

“Yas, a deader from 'way back in ther grave. I
tell yer, Wild West Will, we got stampeded from
Dead-shot Dean’s cabin when Pawnee Bill blew his
bugle for ther troop o that wild soldier captain, Dick
Caruth, who would fight a buzz saw. We stampeded
like one man, and the result were we hed but one way
ter travel.” .

“Thet were through Hangman’s Gulch?”

“Yas, it were through the upper end o’ ther gulch,
for we took along ther ridge, then down across ther
cut, and out inter ther trail. We looked like we was
a-playin’ football, and I were still ther leader, T ad-
mits,”’ :

“Well ?”

“When T got down inter ther gulch, and were
a-lookin’ toward ther gallows, where all them men
was hanged, and ther graves was visible beneath,
standin’ out big in ther moonlight, I seen the ghost.”
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“What were it?”

“Jt were a form in white, standin’ upon ther gallows
and wavin’ its arms wildlike.”

e iseen it

“I did.”

“And then?”

“I jist lit out at a pace thet no horse ¢’u’d hey caught

e

“And t'others?”

“They seen it, too, and it came down from ther
gallows and started arter ther gang. We hed been
makin’ peert time on our stampede from ther soldiers,
but you bet ther boys yelled like mad and jumped
about a mile a minute faster, and I hed ter keep a-goin’
ter hold ther lead. We scattered at ther camps, and,
waal, yer knows ther rest, Wild West Will.”

“Then we don’t make ther Hangman’s Gulch ther
g
rendezvous.”

“We don’t, that’s a fact.”

“Then whar?”

“Right here.”

“All right.”

“Yer sees thet tree?”

“I does.”

“Thar is a hole in it jist above yer head.”
ldseesiqt.”

“Then come thar fer news, and I'll do ther same. '

Now, you is ter see t'others named and all is ter be
ready fer my call.”

“0. K., Cast-iron Bill.”
|

\
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“If yer finds out any treasure is goin’ by ther
coach, or comin’, write me a line and leave it in thet

tree.”

Sl dolie?

“Now I is off, so expect ter git a word of writin’
soon from me.”

“I'll look fer it.” :

“Good-by, pard,” and with a grip of the hand, Cast-
iron Bill went down the valley toward his horse, while
Wild West Will sauntered back toward Pocket City.

* * * * * * *

Buffalo Bill and Pawnee Bill left Pocket City with
Dead-shot Dean, and the scouts who had taken the
bodies into the camps for burial.

They saw that the wild community was cowed, that

‘ the attack on Dead-shot Dean, what followed, the

sight of a “ghost,” and the belief that Buffalo Bill and
his scouts, with Captain Dick Caruth and his troopers
were in the vicinity, had put a damper upon the most
desperate of the men in the camps.

“There will be peace on this part of the border for
a while,” Pawnee Bill had said, as he parted with
Dead-shot Dean at his cabin.

“I sincerely hope so, sir, for T dislike turmoil and
bloodshed, and yet it seems my fate to have to take
human life, deeply as I deplore it.”

“Self-preservation is the first law of nature, you
know, Mr. Dean, and killing out here is both a trade

-and a profession. Silk-lasso Sam makes it a trade to

take human life, while you, Buffalo Bill, and myself
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may class it as a profession, as we do it for a living,
so to speak; that is, that others and ourselves may
live. . »

“Look sharp, now, and don’t be surprised, and rest
assured if you should be killed, both Cody and I will
avenge you, if that is any satisfaction to you.”

“It is, and T’ll do as much for you both,” answered
the miner, with a smile.

Then farewells were said and Pawnee Bill rode on
with Buffalo Bill and his men, for the miner would
not hear of either of them remaining with him in an-
ticipation of a visit from the outlaw chief, Silk-lasso
Sam, in answer to the letter put in the pocketbook.

A few miles up the trail Pawnee Bill branched off,
going toward the fort, while Buffalo Bill and his men
were to go on the stage trail, hoping to catch up with
Silk-lasso Sam, or find some clew to him.

The fact was that all were now thoroughly - con-
vinced that the outlaw who appeared alone and masked
upon the trails was none other than Silk-lasso Sam,
and Buffalo Bill, with fourteen picked men, had re-
ceived the permission of Colonel Dunwoody to haunt
the Overland Trail and its branches, until they cap-
tured the mysterious and daring robber.

“You will explain the situation to the colonel, Paw-
nee,” said Cody, as they were about to part. -
“Wholly, Bill, and let him know of the attack upon

Dean and just what the opinion of the latter is about
the masked outlaw.”
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“That he feels sure that it is Silk-lasso Sam?”

fENRa :

“And that he has written a letter as a decoy?”

“Yes, and which I hope will get Silk-lasso Sam into
a place which will enable the miner to handle him.”

“I hope so, though he is taking big-chances.”

“So I think.”

With this the two friends parted, Pawnee Bill press-
ing on at a good speed toward the fort.

He did not spare his horse, nor halt when night
came on, and so arrived in the fort just as the bugle
was sounding “lights out.”

He sent his horse to the stable and went-at once to
the quarters of Colonel Dunwoody, who was just bid-
ding farewell to some callers.

They were Major Lester, his wife, and Clarice Carr.

“Ah, Pawnee Bill, glad to see you back again. Let
me ask, for the benefit of Major Lester, and, of course,
the ladies who are curious to know, if you have any
news of the masked highwayman ?”’

“Yes, sir, I have, and if you do not mind, as it is
hardly a secret, I will tell what has occurred before
the major and the ladies.”

“Certainly, so.sit down again and hear what Paw-
nee Bill has to say; for I may say he has been away,
as usual, upon one of his special scouts.”

The three visitors resumed their seats, and Pawnee
Bill went on to relate his adventures:

“As you requested, Colonel Dunwoody, I went to
see Dead-shot Dean, and met Buffalo Bill and his men
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on the way. It is well that I did, for the scouts went
with me to the cabin of the miner, and, not finding
him there, we camped in the valley near, but were
awakened by hot firing, so mounted and went to the
rescue, for it came from Dean’s cabin.”

Then Pawnee went on to tell the story of the rescue
the mob they found there, how well the miner had de-'
fended himself with his fatal aim, and the clever ruse
of Buffalo Bill to prevent an attack upon the scouts,
folowed by the stampede at his call for troops that
were not there, and the increased speed of the fugi-
tives when a ghost appeared in the Hangman’s Gulch.

All laughed heartily at this, and then the events of
the following day were related, and the parting with
the miner at his cabin and Buffalo Bill upon the trail,
while he returned to the fort.

CHAPTER XV.

A FAT OUTLAW,

“And you say that the miner was held up, when
on Four-in-hand Frank’s coach going to Yellow Dust
Valley 7’ asked the colonel.

“He was, sir,” replied Pawnee Bill.

“And by this same solitary, masked horseman?”

“Yes, sir.”

“And robbed?”

“Of a pocketbook, sir, containing a few dollars, and
a decoy letter.”

“A decoy letter?”

“Yes. sir, and that is just where I feel a dread of
the result to Dean.” : '

“Explain, please.”

“Well, sir, Dean had just come from the Fast, and
if the masked road agent is Silk-lasso Sam, he, of
course, knew that the miner had seen his sister. So
Dean wrote a letter, saying he had seen Miss Leigh,
and telling the outlaw that he had news for him, if
he.would come to his cabin to get it.”

“Then, Miss Leigh sent her brother word by

Dean?”
“Oh, no, colonel, for she faithfully believes that he
has kept his pledge to her.”
* * * * *
For some time after the departure of the major and

ot
&)

*x *

-
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the ladies, Colonel Dunwoody sat in silence, a silence
which Pawnee Bill seemed not to care to break in upon,

But at last the colonel said :

“Pawnee, you are in my confidence, and after my
letter from Miss Leigh, which you know of, it was
very kind of you to offer to go to Pocket City and see
Dead-shot Dean for me.” ;

“I was very glad to do so, Colonel Dunwoody, and
will be happy to do anything in my power for you,
sir.”

“I feel that, and I shall not hesitate to ask you, if
aught comes up you can help me in.

“Now, Miss Leigh’s letter to me told of Dean’s re-
turn, and asked me to give him all the protection
needed, as she understood well the nature of the peo-
ple he had come back among. ; :

“It seems, sir, that she does not know them thor-
oughly, for, but for our arrival at his cabin, those
demons would have hanged him, and under the ridicu-
lous charge of having murdered Bonnie Belle, as you
know Miss Leigh is only known in the mines.”

“Yes, I know, and I trust she will only so remain
known. But I felt that you were the one to help him
if he needed aid, and you did so. Now, tell me if you
had any talk with him about that strange and beauti-
ful woman?”

“I did, sir, and T can tell you that it was her brother,
this outlaw whom we know as Silk-lasso Sam;, that
shot Dean as his successful rival, and caused him to
fly to the West. Miss Leigh would force the Deans

F
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to go to her home with her, and they live there to-
cether, and hence her interest in the miner.”
“And why did he return here?”

“He believes he has to work a new lead that will
pan out rich for him, sir, and he is anxious to get a
large enough fortune to become independent.”

“Well, he is a noble fellow, and 1 suppose you told
him that it was my wish that he resume his position
as the detective of the mines, which he held before
going East?”

“I did, sir.”

“And his answer ?”

“That he thanked you, sir, and would obey orders.”

“I believe he will render good service, t00.”

“There is no doubt of that, sir; but I have a sug-
gestion to make, colonel, if you will permit?”

“Certainly.”

“Would it not be well, sir, for Dean to pick out half
a dozen good men whom he has every confidence in,
and have them ready to obey his command, if neces-
sary?”

“A good suggestion, indeed.”

“He could pay them a small sum, have them secretly
his allies, and they would be near if needed at any
time.”’

“The very thing, and when you go again to the
mines 4 will have you tell him to do so, and he can, of
course, send the pay roll to me for monthly payment
of himself and the men,

“They would also be a protection to him, should he

PraE
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get into trouble, and I cannot but feel that he is living
in hourly peril of his life.”

“He is, yet he is a man who knows how to take
care of himself, as I have had every reason to know.”

“Still, a man’s life hangs by a very slender thread,
as no man knows better than you.”

“That is true, sir.”

“Now, what is Cody doing?”

“Haunting the trails like a nightmare, sir.”

“Good ! '

“He is first upon one trail, then another, and he is
sleepless in his watchfulness and determination to run
that masked outlaw to earth.”

“And will do it if it can be done.”

“He will.”

“You suggested to him that I did not wish to have
to hang him, and then have to meet his sister with her
brother’s blood upon my hands?”

“I said enough, sir, to assure you that if Silk-lasso
Sam is taken alive, if it cannot be avoided, and he has
to be, then his captors will pass through Pocket City
upon their way with their prisoner to the fort, and he
will never get out of the mines alive.

“Should it not be necessary to take him alive, he
will be killed most assuredly, sir, while, should he keep
this appointment with Dead-shot Dean at his cabin,
unless he kills the miner, he will never live to tell the
story.”

“I am glad of this, and T do hope never to see the
man again alive.” '

CHAPTER XVL
THE SIGN OF THE RED LASSO.

The desperado known as Cast-iron Bill was a man,
under ordinary circumstances, fully capable of taking
care of himself.

He went back from the burying ground, after part-
ing with Wild West Will, his ally, to where his horse
awaited him in the valley. :

He mounted and continued on to what he had spoken
of as the cliffs.

It was just sunset when he came to where the trail
ran through a narrow cafion, and there was a smaller
one branching off to the right. /

Just as he was about to turn into this, a voice from
seemingly overhead, called out:

“Halt! You are covered. Hands up!”

- Cast-iron Bill obeyed with remarkable alacrity, but,
as he raised his hands over his .head, the red lasso
was. in them.

“Aye, pard, my hands is up, and let yer eyes rest on
ther red lasso,” he called out.

Cast-iron Bill looked at him as one might -whose
life hung upon the say-so of the man.

“Well, sir, I am the toll gatherer of the Overland

trails, so what have you to offer?”’ came the stern

words as the revolver looked up into the face of Cast-
iron Bill, while the eyes through the holes in the mask
also peered into his.
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“One who carries the red lasso does not pay toll,
Silk-lasso Sam. I am your old pard. I am Cast-iron
Bill. I want to join forces with you again.”

“Come with me,” was all the masked outlaw said.

The result of this meeting of the two outlaws on
the trail was that both put in an appearance at the
cabin of Dead-shot Dean; Silk-lasso Sam announcing
that he had come in accordance with instructions set
forth in the letter found in- Dean's purse, and had
thought best to bring a pard with him.

Five minufes later both the outlaws were taken
out of Dead-shot Dean’s cabin as prisoners. The
cabin had Reen surrounded by Buffalo Bill and his

men, who were on the watch for the expected appear-
ance of Silk-lasso Sam. When it was seen that the
outlaw chief was accompanied by Cast-iron Bill, the
chief of scouts congratulated himself upon the fact
that he would now be able to take both men at the
same, time.

While the outlaws’ were parleying with Dean, Bul-
falo Bill and his men stole into the cabin, covered the
two victims, and took them prisoners.

Later that day, when Pawnee Bill rode into Pocket

City—having come over from the fort—he said to
Cody, after hearing the news:

“It was a great capture, Bill, and Dean could have
no objection to the manner in which it was done, for
he had no knowledge that you were near. But all the
same, the colonel at the fort will be mighty sorry to
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hear that it is really only a ‘capture, instead of a
killing.

“Leave the killing to the Valley Vigilantes,” re-
plied Cody. “I'm of the belief that Captain Scott
King and his Vigilantes will string up both men be-
fore Colonel Dunwoody hears of the capture.”

“And the Bonnie Belle need never know,” said Paw-
nee Bill.

“No,” answered Cody. “She is happy now, and I'm
sure Dead-shot Dean will encourage her belief that
her brother really reformed and went to South
America. In that way the Bonnie Belle will remain
happy. Well, our work is done in Pocket City. Let’s
get back to the fort.”




CHAPTER XVIL
HOPES REALIZED,

Two horsemen, splendidly mounted, galloped up te
the door of the hotel in Picket City, dismounted,
nodded to a group of miners who were loitering near
the door, then entered the building.

“I'm glad to see you, gentlemen,” said the land-
lord, addressing them. “If you act with your usual
promptness, Pard Buffalo Bill, I'm sure you will-round
up those desperadoes before they have time to hold
up any more stagecoaches on the Overland Trail.”

“Tell us about their escape,” said the man who
accompanied Buffalo Bill.

“Well, Pard Pawnee Bill,” replied the landlord,
“they just scooted in the night. T had some of my
Vigilantes watching the cabin which we used as a
jail. How the prisoners managed to get out, is a
mystery.”

“They were aided in their escape by some one if
Pocket City,” said Colonel Cody.

“Has anybody picked up their trail?” asked Pawnee
Bill.

“Yes,” answered the landlord. “One: of my
Vigilantes found their trail. He followed it for some
distance, then suddenly lost it, for the reason that
the escaped outlaws made a bee line for the place
know as Point o Rocks, where their footprints were
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no longer discernible. But my own deduction is, gen-
tlemen, that Silk-lasso Sam was making direct for
the cabin of Dead-shot Dean, while Cast-iron Bill
was making for the trail to inform Silk-lasso Sam’s
comrades of their leader’s escape from our hands.”

“Thank you,” said Buffalo Bill.
work at odnce.”

And forthwith the two great scouts left the hotel
mounted, and rode away. ,

When they were beyond the limits of Pocket City
Buffalo Bill said to his companion: '

“Pawnee, you better go to Pioneer Post and remain
there until I send word that you and the soldiers are
needed. Meantime, I'll post Texas Jack and all my
scouts along the trail in such a way that we will be
sure, ultimately, to round up these two desperadoes.”

Accordingly, Pawnee Bill hastened on alone to the
Pioneer Post, as the near-by fort was called, while
Btlffalo Bill dashed on to where he had left his boys
in buckskin on the Overland Trail,

Meantime, Scott King joined the miners who were
loitering at his door, and told them to pass the word
to the Vigilantes to be ready to respond to a summons

“We'll get to

|
to go on the trail.

“I exgect to hear at any moment from either Buf-
falo Bill or Pawnee Bill,” the landlord said; “and
then the Vigilantes will be needed to aid in running
down the outlaws.”

* * * R, R * *

Dead-shot Dean was preparing supper in his cabin
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when suddenly a form darkened the doorway, and,
looking up quickly, he beheld the masked road agent
of the Overland peering at him, and covering him
with his rifle.

The miner was caught at a disadvantage.

His belt of arms hung over on the wall of his
cabin, ten feet from him, and the outlaw had him
covered with his rifle.

But Dead-shot Dean was a man of iron nerve.

He did not flinch or show the slightest sign of
fear, but turning squarely toward the outlaw, said
in his cool way:

“We meet again, sir, it seems.”

“We do.”

“You have accepted my invitation to call upon me?”

“T'have come to see you in response to a letter found
in a pocketbook, which you gave me at my urgent re-
quest, at the time I held you up.”

“Yes, I wrote the letter for you to come, and I am
glad to see you.”

“That remains to be seen.”

“The fact cannot be contradicted, sir, that I am
really glad to see you.”

“You believe that I am Silk-lasso Sam?”

“I know that you are.”

The outlaw laughed, and replied:

“You must not be too sure.”

“But I am sure.”

“And upon what grounds?”
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“Your bearing, voice, and the fact that you have
gone back to your old trade of outlawry.”

“You are mistaken, for I am not Silk-lasso Sam.”

“I do not believe you.”

“What can I-do to prove that I am not?”

“Unmask.”

“I unmask for no man. But what is it you want
with Silk-lasso Sam, for his mantle has fallen upon
my shoulders and I shall wear it.”

“If you are not Silk-lasso Sam, I have nothing to
say to you.”

“I represent him.”

“That may be.”

“Do you know Silk-lasso Sam?”

“Only too well.”

“Then you should know that we are of far dif-
ferent build from each other.”

“It appears so, but appearances are often de-
ceiving.”

“Well, T wish to know,.for Silk-lasso Sam, why
that letter was written ?”

“Can I not see Silk-lasso Sam?”

“No.” :

“Why not?”

“He has left the road.”

“Given up outlawry?”

“Yes.”

“How do you know this?”

“Because T am his friend.”

“Who are you?”
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“The Masked Outlaw of the Overland.”

“\Where is Silk-lasso Sam?”

“He has gone!”

“Gone where?”

“South.”

“To what part of the South?”

“He is going to South America after a while.”

“Why has he delayed?”

“Because he needed some more money.”

“How will he get it by delaying?”

“From me.”

“How is that?”

“Well, T am to pay him a certain sum, and I am
doing the work for him.”

«“Well, what I wished to see Silk-lasso Sam for
was just this: He was saved from the gallows under
certain conditions, and I believed, as all others do,
that you were Silk-lasso Sam.

T left his sister East a few weeks since, and she
was robbed on her way, on Four-in-hand Franks
coach, of all that she had with her.

“She was led to believe that the robber, yourseli
was Silk-lasso Sam, who had given her his solemn
pledge to give up outlawry and leave the country.
T know she gave him a large sum in.money, and if
he got what she was robbed of, I know that he had
a small fortune, for he had the money, which she
did not know of, that had been found upon him
when he was captured.
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“Now, Bonnie Belle asked me to see this masked
outlaw and have a talk with him, and if confident that
he was Silk-lasso Sam, to say to him that she would
not raise a finger to save him again, after his broken
pledges to her, and that he must accept all of the
consequences of his act, with no ray of hope that
she will lend a hand to help him, for she is done utterl
in making any effort to redeem him.” {

“Well, as Silk-lasso. Sam has not broken his
{)ledgcs to her, and has gone from the scenes of his
lawlessness, and will go from the country when he
has added, through me, a certain sum to what he
has, what you say does not apply either to him or
to me.”

“And you expect to go on, as you have begun, in
your lawless acts?” :

“Why not?”

“You seem t ey
e o forget that there is a rope end to

“It is catching before hanging.”

“Very true, but you cannot expect to escape in the
future as you have in the past.”

“Why not?”

“The_re are those upon your trail who will yet bring
you to justice.”

“T doubt it.”

13 )
D011t be too sure, for Buffalo Bill is not a man
fo give up a trail until he gets to the end of it.”

“And when Buffalo Bill makes a dash at me, be-
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lieving that he has only the mas'ked outlaw to deal
with, he will find that he rushes into an ambush that
will be the end of his career. Hold; do not move an
inch, Dead-shot Dean, or you are a dead man. I

e here to capture you, and 1 shall carry 'out mz
Ho, men, come in and bind this prisoner!
b

cam
intention.

CHAPTER XVIIL.
MISSING

Judge Scott King felt disappointed that there was

' not a hanging in Hangman’s Gulch, to follow the

attack upon the cabin of Dead-shot Dean.

As the “judge” of Pocket City, he wished to sen-
tence some one to death.

But as the captain of the Vigilantes of Pocket City,
he must first find the criminals and capture them,
upon the principle of first catching the man needing

'~ fo be hanged.

The judge had his hands full, for his store was
doing a big business; The Frying Pan was paying
fairly well ; Devil’s Den was bringing in a fair income
nightly, he had certain legal cases to decide upon,
and there were directions to give the Vigilantes.

Altogether the judge had more than he could stag-
ger under, and he was very glad to know that the
miner had returned to take the management of Bon-
nic Belle’s affairs.

The fact was, Scott King was an honest man, and
he worked harder to have Bonnie Belle’s accounts
straight to a cent than he would have done for him-
self,

He already had it in his mind to buy the property
0f The Frying Pan and the Devil's Den, and take

full charge as owner, placing a manager over his
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store, which could be run with far less trouble than
the hotel or gambling and drinking saloon.

He had only his salary for the care of The Frying
Pan and Den, as long as they belonged to Bonn.le
Belle, but as his own he would be far differently sit-
uated.

Hence he was anxious for the miner to come and
look over: figures under his management, name the
price which Bonnie Belle wished for her properties,
and, if he could do so, to become master himself.

Dead-shot Dean had asked several days, and the
judge had granted the time for him to get settled
after his return. :

But the days passed and Dead-shot Dean did ot

ear.
qpr’i‘hen Four-in-hand Frank, the driver of the Over-
land stagecoach, came in one afternoon, and stated
that he had halted at Dead Shot’s cabin and the place
was all locked up and had a really deserted look.

He had gone to the mine, but found no one there,
and as there had been rain a couple of days befor'e,
not a track was visible since then about the cabin
or the claim. o

“What does it mean, Pard Jedge?” asked Frank,

Judge Scott King was alarmed.

He did not know what it meant, but he had a sus-
picion, so he said:

“T don’t exactly understand it, Frank; but suppost
we say nothing about this and go over early in the
morning to the miner’s cabin and look for ourselves.”

“Don’t yer thmk we hed better go ter-night, jedge ?”

“It’s dark now.’

SPYestd

“You seem to forget the Hangman’s Gulch, Frank.”

The driver started, and said, in a whisper:

“Durned ef I hadn’t, in my anxious feelings about
Dead Shot. We'll go to-morrow, jedge.”

“Yes, with the sunrise, and we will look about to-
night to see if we can find any one who has seen
the miner; only don’t let it be thought that we sus-
pect foul play, only ask if he’s been seen in the camps
to-day.”

“We'll do it, jedge.”

And yet that night, in questioning cautiously about
regarding the mining man, they could get no clew to
the miner, for he had not been seen for several days.

The next morning the judge and Four-in-hand
Frank mounted their horses and rode over to the
cabin of Dead-shot Dean.

They found that it held no tenant, or if so, the one
within was either ill or dead.

They looked all about, visited the mine, and still
found no trace of the miner, or that he had been
about the place the past few days.

Then they considered how they could get into the
cabin, for they knew it would be no easy task, when
the judge said:

“See here, Frank!”

The driver came to his side.

“Sick, well, or dead, he is not inside this cabin.”
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“How does you know, jedge?”

“Do you not see that the door is padlocked on the
outside?”

“So itds.”

“He has a secret way of putting a bar up across
the door inside, from the outside, but he could not
put the padlock in these staples and lock it unless it
was done from the outside.”

“No, judge, unless some one kilt him inside and
locked the door themselves on ther outside.”

“That is so, Frank. Now, how can we find that
out?”

“There is a trapdoor upon the roof.”

*Yes.”

“I'll go up and see if I can’t see into the cabin in
some way.”

“Do so.”

Frank did so, and soon called out:

“T kin see all over ther cabin, and ther bed is made
and not a thing is disturbed.”

“Then that means that Dead-shot Dean is missing.”

“Yes, he’s been kilt away from his cabin, or cap-
tured, to my thinking.”

“Then our duty is to find him, dead or alive, and
hang the guilty ones.”

“Sure, judge,” and the two returned to Pocket City.

Meantime, Horseshoe Ned was on his way to Pio-
neer Post, the near-by fort, his eyes on the alert to
see if danger lurked ahead, for he was fearful of
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being held up by the masked outlaw, as had been
the case several times before.

The horses were jogging along at an easy pace,
and Horeshoe Ned was hopeful that he would get
through without being halted, when he suddenly be-
held a party of horsemen ahead.

The heart of the driver sank within him, for his
first thought was that he was to be held up by not
only the outlaw who had before appeared in mask
upon the trails, but by others.

He had one passenger with him, and one who he
felt would be a rich haul for the robbers, for he was
an old man and one who had the appearance of being
well off in this world’s goods.

So he called out, as he leaned over:

“Look out, old gent, for I guess we is in for a racket
with the road agents.”

“My dear sir, don’t tell me that I am to be mur-
dered,” came in a startled voice from within the
coach.

But Horseshoe Ned had taken another look up the
trail and quickly called back again:

“No, no, old gent, don’t be skeert, fer it’s Buffalo
Bill and his men.”

“Buffalo Bill, that terrible murderer of the West!”
whined the old man. “Then we are fo have our
throats cut.”

“Go slow, old man, for yer has got things mixed
a leetle. Yer is a tenderfoot in spite o’ yer white hair,
when yer mixes Buffalo Bill up with ther outlaws o’
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ther Overland, for he’s chief of scouts at the fort,
and now on ther trail of the robbers.”

“Pardon me, my friend, but I had heard the name
and supposed he was a cutthroat.”

“Yer s’posened wrong, old pard, for it's' Silk-lasso
Sam yer has in mind.”

“Ah, yes, that is the man. But where is this Buf-
falo Bill?”

“He’s a-layin’ fer us on ther trail. We'll soon git
thar.”

The old man ducked his head back into the coach
and remained quiet, and soon after a cheery ‘voice
called out ahead: 7

“Ho, Ned, have you seen the masked otitlaw this
trip?”

“Not a shadow of him, Buffalo Bill, and now [
meets you and your men I guesses we won't, and glad
I is, for there’s a old party aboard I'd hate to see
done up, for I respect gray hairs, I does.”

“You have one passenegr then?”

“Yes, an old gent, who is going to tne fort to visit
Colonel de Sutro.”

“I am glad you are going through all right then,
for I was pretty sure you would be held up on this
run by Silk-lasso Sam, who, I had reason to believe,
had come up this way.”

“Whar’s thet other boys, Bill?”

“Scattered along the trails, Ned, for we are anxious
to stop this road-agent business as soon as we can.”
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“And you and your men is ther ones ter do it. Any
word for the fort?” :

“Hand this letter, please, to Pawnee Bill,” and the
scout handed over a letter to the driver.

“Tll do it, Bill.” i

“Are you the famous Buffalo Bill, may I ask, sir?”’
the passenger now said, thrusting his head out of the
stage window.

“I am Buffalo Bill, but whether famous or not, I
cannot answer,” was the scout’s smiling reply.

“I am glad to meet you, and if you will go on with
the coach to protect it, I'll pay you well for your
services.”

“Thank you, but I am paid by the government for
my work, and I do not think you need have any fear
of being robbed now.”

“Name your price, and you shall have it, for I've
got a deal of money with me, and other things I
would not like to lose.”

“As you are situated, I will ride on with you past
the danger line, but please do not speak of paying for
my services, for that is out of the question.”

Horseshoe Ned now drove on, and the scout and
the four men with him dropped back, out of sight,
behind the coach.

They were not seen again, but Ned knew that they
had remained within call until they had passed the
danger line, beyond which even the masked outlaw
would not dare hold up the coach.

An hour after, the stage rolled into Pioneer Post,
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and the passenger alighted slowly, like a man who
felt his years.

He was a man of slender form, bent, and with
shoulders that had a considerable stoop:

His hair was snow-white almost, his face clean-
shaven, and he wore gold eyeglasses.

He was dressed like a gentleman of the old school,
with gaiters, straps to his pants, a blue cutaway coat
with brass buttons, ruffled shirt, in which glittered a
fine diamond, buckles upon his shoes, and a fob chain
with massive seal.

He leaned somewhat heavily upon his gold-headed
cane, and wore a light soft-felt hat, which he raised
politely to Pawnee Bill, who was passing, and said:

“Pardon, sir, but I am anxious to see Colonel de
Sutro, please.”

“I will conduct you to his house with pleasure, sir.”

CHAPTER XIX,
COLONEL DE SUTRO’S GUEST.

Pawnee Bill conducted the passenger by the coach
direct to the quarters of Lieutenant Colonel de Sutro.

He told him to lean upon him for support, as they
went along, and said:

“You must feel the fatigue of your long journey,
for it is no easy work to come this far by coach even
for a young man.”

“I am beyond sixty, yet still quite strong, and a
day’s rest will bring me around all right. I hope the
colonel is at home.”

“I think that he is not, but his wife is, and he is
about the post somewhere, for I met him at the club
a short while since. Here is his home.”

“I thank you for your kindness, and trust we will
meet again. My name is Mayhew, Carter Mayhew.”

“And T am Major Lillie, better known as Pawnee
Bill. There is Mrs. de Sutro now. Good evening,”
and Pawnee Bill took his departure.

Mrs. de Sutro, a Mexican woman, was very hand-
some, and her rich olive complexion and large black
eyes showed her Mexican blood.

She advanced gracefully toward the visitor, seeing
that he was a stranger and an old man, and greeted
him pleasantly.

“You are the Sefiora de Sutro?” the old man said,
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grasping both of her hands in his own, and gazing
earnestly into her face, while he spoke in perfect
Spanish.

“Yes, seflor, I am, and am I so remiss as to forget
where we have met before, for I recall your face
though not your name?”

“Did you ever hear of Carter Mayhew ?”

“Ah, yes, an American gentleman who was my
father’s partner, and afterward went to Brazil ?”

“Yes »”

“T was a very little girl then, sir, but T recall you
now, and I am most happy to see you. Come in, and
let me send for your baggage, for I know that you
could have only come by the stage just arrived, and
you are to be our guest. My hushand will be de-
lighted to see you, as also will our adopted daughter
and the ward of Colonel de Sutro, the Sefiorita Nina
de Sutro,” and Mrs. de Sutro rattled on, seeming
happy to speak her own language once more.

“It is to see the Sefiorita de Sutro more particularly
that T have come, sefiora, and yet I do not wish to
intrude.”

“On the contrary, you shall be an honored; guest
—oh! here is the colonel now.” \

Colonel de Sutro had met Pawnee Bill and learned
that a guest had gone over to his quarters, so he had
at once hastened home,

The colonel was at once presented by his wife.

He recalled having often heard of Carter Mayhew,

Texan gentleman who had had large business in-
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terests with his wife’s father, but more particularly °
with Nina’s father, and it was a known fact in the
family that there was a certain amount of property
that could be obtained for Nina, could the where-
abouts of the said Mayhew be found to give certain
testimony, but, since his departure for Brazil, no clew
could be obtained to his location.

Colonel de Sutro was a money-loving man, and he
was the guardian of Nina, and he took pleasure in
managing her affairs and handling her money.

The will had given him control of her fortune until
she was of age, which was to be very soon, and then
he would have to turn all over to her.

He had the satisfaction of knowing that all she
had inherited, with a certain interest, less expendi-
tures and his claim as executor, he could place in
her hands, and she would be a very rich girl

But he also had the satisfaction of knowing that he
had taken big chances in investments, and that all
profits had heen put aside to his credit, as well as
religiously kept from Nina, as he argued that there
was no need of her knowing it.

Now, with the reappearance of Carter Mayhew, he
hoped that there would be more for him to care for
as Nina’s guardian, if only for the short while which
must elapse between them and the young lady’s com-
ing of age.

So Catter Mayhew was welcomed most cordially
by the colonel, who led him himself to the best room
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in the house, and saw that he was surrounded with
every comfort.

“Rest yourself for an hour, then have a bath and
join us at dinner, when you will meet my adopted
daughter. But how did you ever find us?”

“I think, colonel, that I was the one that was lost,
for I have dwelled many years in Brazil, as I suppose
my dark complexion shows. I was at first most un-
fortunate in my business there, but at last managed to
get into a streak of good fortune and made money.

“I married a wealthy Brazilian lady, and after some
years she died, leaving me childless. At last I had a
yearning to come back and die in my own country,
and in looking over some papers, I discovered that I
possessed one which would keep the heirs of my old
partner out of a large fortune.

“I at once disposed of my interests in Brazil and
came to Mexico to look them up, and so traced you
here. That is my story, and now I will take your
advice about that rest for an hour.”

Punctual to the second was Carter Mayhew at din-
ner, a meal which Colonel de Sutro’s foreign training
always made him make much of in his family.

He dressed for dinner religiously, and expected all
others to do the same about him.

Mayhew’s trunk had been sent to his room, and he
came down in a toilet which even Colonel de Sutro
could find no fault with.

His ruffled shirt was a wonder, and he affected the
fashion of South Americans and wore much jewelry,
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for he had three diamonds sparkling in. his shirt
bosom, a pair of diamond cuff buttons, and wore
upon his left little finger a seal ring of rare beauty,
with a ruby of great size and brilliancy upon his
right.

His shoe buckles were of gold, and his white hair
was scented and clustered in ringlets all around his
head, while his perfect white teeth caused Nina to
wager with herself that they were false.

He bent low when presented to Nina, kissed her
hand, and offered his arm gallantly to Mrs. de Sutro
to lead her in to dinner.

His very dark face, spectacles, and snowy hair,
with his rich toilet, gave him a very distinguished
appearance, and they soon found him a very brilliant
talker.

“If he wasn't so round-shouldered and did not have
false teeth, I'd marry him, old as he is,” said Nina,
with a laugh, as she left the dining room with Mrs.
de Sutro, leaving the gentlemen to their cigars and
coffee.

“I do not believe his teeth are false, Nina, but his
stoop and almost hump shoulders are a drawback, I
admit. But I judge that he is a very rich man, and
has no children to father.”

“Yes, that is something, and he is very rich, I am
sure, and money covers a multitude of faults. But
what a jolly old sport he is; takes his whisky straight
without flinching and emptied his glass of wine with
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military precision, while he tells a funny story with
the look of an undertaker, and is certainly a most
entertaining companion.”

“Yes, you had better be an old man’s darling than a
young man’s slave,” said Mrs. de Sutro.

“I could never be any man’s slave now—that time
has gone by,” was the almost fierce remark of the
beautiful girl, and while her eyes flashed for a minute,
they at once dropped and became sad and dreamy in
expression as memories of the past flashed over her,
called up by Mrs. de Sutro’s words.

A pleasant evening was passed in the parlors; a
game of whist being played, in which the guest showed
himself an expert,

But, remembering his long journey, they retired
early, and all felt that their guest was a very superior
man, and were in ecstasies over the thought that his
coming would enrich Nina by a very large amount.

“If his hair was not so white, and he did not have

that stoop in the shoulders, he would not appear at
all old,” said Mrs. de Sutro to her husband.

“But he is old, and the old sinner has had a very

gay life of it, I am sure. It would not be so bad if
Nina caught him, for he is enormously rich and would
leave her very soon a millionaire widow,” the colonel
replied.

The next day the guest met some of the people
at the fort.

He was introduced to the commander, Colonel
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Dunwoody, and Major Lester, and at the club that
night met Pawnee Bill. _

He joined in a game of cards with a party of young
men, and two hours after arose from the table with
all the cash they had to spare for a month.

This started others, who felt that he was rich, to
seck for a game with him, hoping to make a good
haul, but somehow the “Ancient Sport,” as they called
him at the officers’ club, was always the winner.

He took a horseback ride with Nina, and if he did
stoop in the saddle, he yet showed himself an ex-
cellent rider.

There was a shooting match in which he was asked
to join, and he sent his bullets to dead center, ex-
plaining his good aim by saying:

“You know in Brazil we often had duels on our
hands, and down there they shoot to kill, so I had
to drop my man or die myself, and I preferred the
former, you know.”

The colonel, to do honor to the De Sutros, invited
their guest to dine with him, and Major Lester did
the same ; and for the first time the Ancient Sport met
Clarice Carr, the beautiful cousin of Mrs. Major
Lester.

He seemed at once impressed with her, and devoted
himself to her all the evening.

Upon returning to the home of his host, he said:

“I think she is a phenomenal beauty, handsomer
than you are, Sefiorita Nina, and with perhaps a more
exquisite form, for she is willowy grace itself. T
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never saw a woman more catching; but do you know
I have thus far forgotten to give you and Mrs. de
Sutro some little souvenirs I brought for you,” and
the Ancient Sport hastened to his room, while Nina
frowned at the compliment he had paid to Clarice
Carr.

CHAPTER XX.
A LEAF FROM THE PAST.

The “souvenirs” referred to by the Ancient Sport
were a superb gemmed bracelet for Mrs. de Sutro,
and a ring of rare beauty for Nina, which at once
brought back the smiles to her face.

There was also a very elegant meerschaum pipe
for Colonel de Sutro, all of which were most highly
appreciated.

The guest had been a week in the fort and thus
far had made no other allusion, than what he had at
first said, about the property he had in his keeping
for Nina.

The colonel and Mrs. de Sutro anxiously talked
over this oversight together, yet they dared not ask
him about what he had come so far to make known.

Nina also was anxious to know about the inherit-
ance she had been kept out of thus far, what it
amounted to, and what it consisted in, yet she, too,
felt a delicacy about bringing up the subject.

One afternoon the Ancient Sport asked Nina to go
on a ride with him, and she readily consented, though
the colonel urged that they should not go far from
the fort.

“Though Buffalo Bill and his men are out on the

trails, there is yet dread to be felt of this masked out-
ok
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law, for he moves about in a most 111ysteri<§us way,”
said Colonel de Sutro. :

“We shall get into no danger, Sefior Colonel,” re-
sponded the Ancient Sport, and mounting, the two
rode away.

They took a trail leading down the river, and, com-
ing to a few trees growing upon a point of land,
Mayhew said:

“Let us dismount here, Sefiorita Nina, and sit on
that log, for I have something to say to you.”

Nina acquiesced at once, wondering if it was an
avowal of love, for the old man had seemed most
devoted.

He aided Nina to alight with the courtly gface
which distinguished him, hitched the horses to a tree
near by, and seated himself by her side.

“Sefiorita Nina, I must refer to your past life, if
you will pardon me, and you must tell me wherein
I err, for it is my right to know all, before I come
to an understanding with you about the business that
has brought me here.”

“Certainly, sir,” ‘and Nina de Sutro turned pale,
for she had a history she was not willing for stranger
eyes to read. <

But then this man, of course, must know all, she
thought.

“Of course,” he went on, “my intimacy with your
family in the past made me acquainted with many
facts regarding your people which otherwise you
might be surprised at. Now, see if 1 am right?”
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" “T will hear all that you have to say, sir.,”

“You were left to the guardianship of Colonel de
Sutro, and it was decided that you should be sent to
Mexico to be educated in a convent there.”

$oVies St

“A nun came after you, and in returning, while
crossing the Rio Grande in your carriage, your coach-
man was drowned, and you and your protectress
would have shared the same fate but for your rescue
by a young man, an American.”

“Tt is true, sir.”

“Later, when on a vacation from the convent, and
visiting relatives in the city of Mexico, you met, at a
tournament, this same young man, who proved him-
self the victor over all he met, and that meeting
ended in your running away with him and becoming
his wife. Am I right?”

Sy eR.

“He deserted you soon after, and you returned to
the convent, the good nun alone knowing your secret.”

“It is true.”

“Why did this man desert you?”

“Because he married me for my money, and finding
I could not touch my inheritance until I was of age,
he left me.”

“You loved him?”

“With all my heart and soul.”

“And now?”

“T hate him with more intensity than I ever loved
him.”
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o Smte
Have you seen him since?”
13 ”
Yes.

“When?”

“A few months ago,”

“Where ?”

“Here at this fort.”

“Ah!”

“Yes, he came here.”

“How ?”

9 S .

In disguise, under an assumed name, pretending
to have been robbed on the way.”

“And you recognized him?”
“T did.”

“And he knew you?”

*Yes.”

“Why did he come?”

“To see me.”

“For what reason ?”

“I will be of age very soon, and he wanted money.”
“And got it?” '
“Oh, no.”

“Why not?”

“I would not give him other than a small sum.”
“Yet he held your secret?” '
“True, and T held his.”

“What was that?”

“« : :
1 He killed the driver of the coach in coming here,
also a passenger, and robbed him, and he was, in fact,

nothing more than an outlaw himself.”
it :
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“An outlaw?”

*Yes

“Did you know this?”

“Of course.”

“Who was he?”

“Silk-lasso Sam.”

“Ah! and yet escaped the vigilant eyes that must
be upon him here?”

“He was so well disguised, played his part so well,
and his game was such a bold one, that he conquered
success,” was Nina’s reply, almost in admiration of
the man’s brilliant wickedness.

The old man seemed deeply interested in what Nina
de Sutro had said about the outlaw, and remarked:

“Tt seems to me as though you really admire this
man’s wickedness.”

“I admire his pluck and cleverness, though regret
that it was not in a good cause instead of an evil one.”

“And what became of him?”

“He held me at his mercy, of course, as I did him.
He sought to win more gold than he could get from
me, so boldly had his band, with whom he was in
communication, kidnap Miss Clarice Carr and him-
self, while they were 'out riding together, and the
result was that he got men upon his track who trailed
him to his den, wiped out or captured his outlaws,
and brought him back a prisoner to the fort, after
rescuing Miss Carr, whom he expected to hold for
ransom.” :

“And he was executed, of course?”’
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“No, he was rescued by his clever sister, Ruth Ar-
den, who came here for the purpose.”

“Where is he now?”

“It is said that his sister rescued him on condition
that he would reform and leave the country.”

“And he did so?”

“On the contrary, he did not, for it is said'that this
masked outlaw, of whom you have heard so much,
Mr. Mayhew, is Silk-lasso Sam.”

“Indeed?”

“Yes, so it is said.”

“And your. opinion ?”

“I should not be surprised, for he is capable of
anything.”

“And you are still his wife?”

“I am.”

“And no one knows this secret at the fort?”

“Colonel de Sutro and his wife know that I mar-
ried when I was a mere girl, but they believe the man
to be dead.”

“Then you have kept your secret well ?”

“Why should I not?”

“I think you are wise.”

“May I ask how you knew it?”

“From the good nun.”

“Ah?

“She was forced to tell me all, for you know T

went to the convent to seek you, about this inherit-
ance, you know ?”’ :

A Leaf from the Past. 157

“No, I do not know, Mr, Mayhew, and I shall be
glad to have you explain it all to me.”

“In good time I will do so, fair Nina. But now
let me ask you if there is no one that you are in-
terested in in the fort?”

“How do you mean?”

“Are you in love?”

“Why do you ask the question?”

“From no personal motive, I assure you, for if I
cannot win Miss Clarice Carr, I shall never marry.”

“You are frank, at least.”

“You will find me more so, when you know me
better.”

“Well, T like frankness, and I'll be frank, too, and
tell you that if you expect to wed Clarice Carr, you
will never marry.”

“Why not?” ~

“In the first place, she is a woman to have but one
love affair in life, and that I am sure she has had.”

“Well ?”

“She is very rich, so would not marry for money,
and that is about the only motive that I can see that
would make a young girl marry an old man, even as
brilliant and entertaining a’ one as yourself.”

“You are frank, indeed. But who is it Miss Carr
has loved?”

“That is her secret, and she neither has father nor
mother confessors.” '

“And you have not learned to love again?”

“T suppose I must still be frank with you.”
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“Yes, for I shall be the same with you.”

“Well, since my girlhood was wrecked, I learned
to hate the man that I thought I loved. Then I met
another, believing my wicked hushand dead, whom I
could love, and did.”

“Well ?”

“T soon found that he loved an ideal, and when he
met the reality, she won his heart, of course, so I
had to give him up.”

“Who was that?”

“Colonel Dunwoody.”

“That is right, aim high, even if you miss the
mark. But then?”

“I centered my affections upon another, a man
known as a splendid fellow, with prospects of rapid
promotion, handsome, dashing, and, better than all,
very rich.”

“Who is he?”

“Captain Richard Caruth, whom his men call Dash-
ing Dick.”

“And he loves you?”

“Oh no>

“What then?”

“He idolizes Clarice Carr, and I don’t believe she
sees it, but I only wish I had such a man to love me
as he does her.,”

“And then?”

“Why, I have transferred my affections now to
Lieutenant Vassar Turpin, the colonel’s handsome
young aid, and who is also rich.”
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“With what success ?”’

“I halfway believe he is in love with Clarice Carr;
for, in fact, all the men are.”

“Can you blame them?”

“Though a woman myself, I must answer with all
honesty, no.”

“And failing with the aid?”

“Well, if you would promise to kill Silk-lasso
Sam, my outlaw husband, and die soon after the mar-
riage, I believe I would take you.”

“You are most kind; but now, as you have been
so frank, so confidential with me, I will be equally
so with you, and make a confession. I happen to
know that Miss Carr has a very large fortune, and
if she were kidnaped, she would pay a big ransom
for her release, and so I came to the fort to carry
her off ; for, as you hate her, I shall expect your aid.”

Nina de Sutro sprang to her feet now, her face
white as a corpse, and cried:

“Great Heaven! Now I penetrate your disguise.
You are Silk-lasso Sam, the outlaw, and my hus-
band!”

“You are right; I am,” was the cool reply of the
pretended old man.




CHAPTER XXI.

THE ALARM,

Back to Pocket City went the Vigilante captain
and Four-in-hand Frank after their search for Dead-
shot Dean at his. mine, wondering at the miner's
strange disappearance.

The judge looked at Four-in-hand Frank, and the
latter looked at the judge.

“What does it mean, Frank?”

“You is ther jedge, and must find out; but it looks
ter me as though somebody needs hanging.”

“So it does, Frank. I’ll sound the tocsin and call
the people together, and then we must find out the
facts of this mysterious disappearance of Dead-shot
Dean.”

And then the judge arose in his wrath, seized the
gong, which he called the tocsin, and sent its roaring
sound up and down the valley and echoing against
the hills, bringing the people of Yellow Dust Valley
quickly assembling in front of The Frying Pan.

The judge lost no time in calling the meeting to
order, a thing far more easily accomplished than it
is with a political convention, where every man wishes
to do the talking.

These men were willing to let the judge talk, while
they acted when the time came for action,

The judge was always polite and never failed to
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begin his addresses with the catching word of “Gen-
tlemen.”

Now he added:

“And my dear fellow citizens of Yellow Dust
Valley.” _

After this preliminary, he went on to say:

“The ring of the tocsin has called you together
upon a most serious matter. It casts a deep reflection
upon our beautiful valley, the shadow of which will
hang over it like a threatening storm cloud until it
is sent rolling away by the execution of those who
have been guilty of the foul deed. :

“You are well aware that we had in our midst a
man who minded his own business; who was ever
ready to do a good act; whose hand was the first to
be put in his pocket-to help one in distress, and who
was as peaceful as a lamb until set upon, when he
became like an enraged lion if aroused, and protected
himself nobly. :

“This man has just come back to us from his far-
away home, and his loved ones, and started again at
his work of mining.

“He came back the authorized agent of Bonnie
Belle, who told me that I was to give over to his
keeping her affairs here upon his return. This was
the condition I took it upon.

“And now, ere he has been back with us but a few
days, what do we find? A gang of ruffians seeking
to hang him upon a false charge, and would have
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done so had he not been protected by Buffalo Bill
with his scouts.

“Thwarted in their work there, these ruffians have
now done away with this noble man, Dead-shot Dean,
for his home is closed, and he is missing from our
midst. To tell you this, gentlemen, is why I have
called you together.”

The announcement of the Vigilante judge was re-
ceived by the crowd with a silence that was far more
impressive than the wildest shouts would have been.

Dead-shot Dean was a genuine favorite, and greatly
admired.

It was only the worst element of the mines, who,

fearing him, wished to get rid of him as they did

other good men; only the lonely life of Dead-shot
Dean offered better advantages for doing so.

Now that the Vigilante judge had said that the
arrangement of Bonnie Belle with himself, was, should
she not return, for the miner to take charge of her
business, the people knew that there was no mistake,
no charge that could be made against Dead-shot Dean.

The affair, therefore, of the miner’s disappearance
must be looked into with a will; yes, with a vengeance,
so to speak.

The Vigilantes went off on a still-hunt, divided in
two parties, while the judge, Four-in-hand Frank,
and a special jury polled for the occasion, went to the
cabin and claim of the miner to take in the full situa-
tion and make what discoveries they could to help
obtain some evidence,

The Alarm. 163

But two days failed to unravel any clew whatever,
more than that the miner had either been spirited
away or murdered, and there could be nothing found
of those suspected of the deed, whatever that deed
happened to be.

At last the day came for Four-in-hand Frank to
start upon his way, and he carried out with him a
letter to Bonnie Belle, written by the judge, to whom
he had given the address at Eden Valley.

Frank looked sadly at the cabin as he went by, for
he was deeply attached to Dead-shot Dean, and said
to himself: :

“It will be sad news for Bonnie Belle when she
knows he has gone, and for his loved one in their
Eastern home.”

And the tender-hearted driver wiped away a tear.

The more Four-in-hand Frank pondered on the sit-
uation, as he drove along the trail eastward, the more
he was perplexed to know what had become of Dead-
shot Dean, and why some clew could not be found
to his whereabouts.

So wrapped up was Four-in-hand Frank in his
meditations, that he had lost all thought of his being
possibly held up by the masked road agent, until
brought to a sudden realization of the fact by the
loud command :

“Halt, there, Four-in-hand Frank, and hands up!”

He halted with a suddenness that threw his wheel-
ers back upon their haunches, and saw in the trail
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before him the blood-red bay, and the masked face
and stout form of the outlaw.

“Waal, yer gits serenely left this time, fer I ain’t
been paid off yit, ther hearse don’t hold a passenger,

“and I ain’t got a dollar’s worth of truck along,” said
Frank, regaining his composure in an instant.

“No passengers?”’

“Nary.” '

“No booty ?”

“Not a dollar.”

“I’ll see, with your permission.”

“I ain’t goin’ ter give yer permission, and I isn’t
sich a fool as ter say yer shan’t.”

“Throw me down yer mail bag.”

“Thar’s nothin’ in it.”

“That I shall see.” :

The bag was under the box, and with the muzzle
of a rifle upon him, Frank could only obey.

The man let the bag fall upon the ground, and then
said :

“Come down off that box.”

Frank obeyed.

“Lie down upon your back.”

This order was also obeyed.

Then the man dismounted, the belt of arms of the
driver was unbuckled and taken off, and then with
his knife the road agent cut open the mail bag.

No registered letter was there, but any that felt
full were opened in the search for an inclosure of
money,
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“A poor bag this, but here is a lettér [ wanted.”

“It’s “got no money in it, and it's only tc Bonnie
Belle,” said Frank.

“That is why I want it."”

“I tell yer it has no money in it.”

“That may be, but it has news.”

“Don't take that letter, Pard Outlaw, and I'll give
you a month’s pay for it.” :

“I prefer the letter. Now you can go on.”

“Darn yer ugly pictur’, some time it will be my
laugh, and you’ll be ther one thet gits left, and it'll
be at the end of a rope,” growled Four-in-hand Frank,
as he mounted to his box and drove on.

He left the agent standing in the trail, gazing after
him, the letter to Bonnie Belle still in his hand.

“Waal, that beats my time, and Bonnie Belle don’t
git her letter. I ain’t much on edication, but I guesses
I knows how I can reach her, and thet is through
Pawnee Bill or Buffalo Bill, who is her friends, and
they should know of his holdin’ of me up and robbin’
of ther mail.

“Let me see, if I pushes ther critters hard, I can
catch Horeshoe Ned at the junction of ther trails,
and I'll tell him all, and have him tell Buffalo Bill and
Pawnee Bill jist what hev happened, so they kin write
ter Bonnie Belle.

“Come, critturs, yer has got ter keep ther grass
from growing on this trail by cuttin’ dirt lively as
though you was bein’ chased by road agents”
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With this Frank gathered up his reins and sent his
team flying along.

It was a race against time, but he had to drive
fifteen miles within two hours, and the trail none of
the best.

If there on time, he headed off Horseshoe Ned,
and if not, then he might not see him for a couple
of weeks, for the station where he went to, at the
end of the run, the driver from Pioneer Post never
reached at the same time, so they seldom saw each
other, unless one or the other lay over a trip at the
eastern end.

The team of six horses was a good one, and the
coach being light and the driver in earnest, they went
sailing along at a great rate.

The result of his hard drive was that within an
hour and a half Four-in-hand Frank reached the place
where his trail from Pocket City turned into the one
from Pioneer Post.

He checked his horses, after giving a whoop at
discovering that Horseshoe Ned’s coach had not
passed, and that he had a resting spell before he did so.

Soon after, the coach of Horseshoe Ned was heard
rumbling over the trail. It turned a bend and drew
rein, while, springing from his box, the driver met
his brother King of the Overland, as these two great
masters of the whip and reins were called.

CHAPTER XXII.
TWO STORIES TO TELL,

“Pard Frank, I greets yer,” cried Horseshoe Ned,
as he warmly grasped the hand of his fellow driver.

“Ditto, Ned, and I has druv ther tails off my crit-
ters ter git here at ther junction and see yer.”

“Anything wrong, pard?”

*Thar-is*

“Waal, ef yer observe, I is half a hour ahead o’
time, for I was a drivin’ rapid also.”

“So I seen. Anything wrong?”

“Thar is.”

“Waal; T'll tell yer my story, and then hear what
you has ter say.”

“Go it, for I was a-drivin’ ter catch up as quick
as possible with Buffalo Bill, seeing as I wants him
bad.”

“Waal, so does I.”

“What has yer ter say?”

“I has been held up.”

“So has 1.”

“What ?”

“Gospil truth.”

“Ditto, for I were held up by ther masked outlaw,
back en Paint Branch.”

“That are fifteen miles from here.”
“Yes.”
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“And I were held up by the masked outlaw at Rob-

bers’ Run.”

“No.”

¥ es

“That are five miles from here?”

“iVes;”

“It ¢'u'dn’t hev been ther masked outlaw.”

“Yes, but it could.”

“He held me up.”

“And he held me up.”

“Not ther masked outlaw ?”

£ Yas:

“But it were Silk-lasso Sam.”

“He were ther one.”

“Thet held you up?”

“Sartin.”

“Thar ain’t two of him.”

“Waal, it were Silk-lasso Sam.”

“Ther same.”

The two kings of the Overland looked at each other
fixedly.

At last Four-in-hand Frank asked:

“Is yer playin’ me fer a fool, Horseshoe Ned?”

“Jest what T were goin” ter ask you, sir.”

“Now see here, we don’t want any quarrel, but
ter git at ther facts of ther case.”

“Jist so.”

“I-were at Robbers’ Run when I were halted.”

“Was he on a blood-bay horse?”

“He were.”

-

- dé‘?’“
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“Masked ?”

“He were.”

“A fat man?”’

“He were.”

“With beard showing under his mask?”

“It were.”

“Held a rifle on yer?”

“He did.”

“And talked deep and stern, like Silk-lasso Sam?”

“He did.”

“Then he were Silk-lasso Sam.”"

“He were.”

“And ther same man held me up.”

“Well, he c’u’d hev cut across ther ridge and did
it, for it were two hours ago he tackled me at Paint
Branch, and half an hour ago he tackled you.”

This poured oil upon the troubled waters, and then
Four-in-hand Frank went on to tell his story of how
he had been robbed, and all that had been said and
done, until he came to the letter of Bonnie Belle which
had been taken, and this, he explained, was why he
had wished to head off Horseshoe Ned to have him
tell Buffalo Bill and Pawnee Bill about it, so that
they should write at once to the idol of Yellow Dust
Valley, as Bonnie Belle was called, and acquaint her
with the situation at Pocket City, and how Dead-shot
Dean had either been killed or made a prisoner for
some purpose,

Horseshoe Ned listened attentively to all his fellow
driver had to say, and then said:
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“Now I'll tell you my story, pard.”

“I wants ter hear it.”

“Yer see, I hed give up ther thought o’ being held
up, knowing Buffalo Bill hed men on each trail, and
was himself ter be found between this point and ther
post.” [

“17See, but I didn't see none of ther scouts on
my trail.”

“They seen you, I guesses, for they is there. But
I were suddenly brought to a halt by the masked
outlaw, and his horse were mighty fresh looking for
a animal as had been ridden as he hed ter ride ter
hold you up at Paint Branch and then stop me at
Robbers’ Run.”

“Waal, he did it,” growled Frank.

“I ain’t disputing your word, for I allows no man
to dispute mine. But I does say thet his horse looked
oncommon fresh fer sich a gallop.”

“Waal?”

“He told me I must excuse him, said he were sorry
he were skeering all travel off ther trails, and hoped
I hed something of value along. I lied to him and
said I hed not, and he knows me to be thet truthful
he tuk my word, only said as how he’d make a leetle
search ter see if my memory were failin’ me, fer he
said I might hev forgot. Ther result were thet he
got a boodle of small change going to the sutler at
the post, and amounting to a couple of thousand dol-
lars. Then he told me ter travel, and not ter let my
memory fail me next time. So it were thet T drove

Two Stories to Tell. 171

hard ter catch up with Buffalo Bill and his men, and
put them on ther trail o’ Silk-lasso Sam—Lord! see
thar!” :

As Horseshoe Ned spoke, Buffalo Bill came riding
along the trail.

The faces of the two drivers of the Overland
brightened as they saw the chief of scouts coming
toward them.

Horseshoe Ned felt that he was repaid for the de-
lay, as the scout came from a direction by which
he would have missed him, but for his halt to talk
with Four-in-hand Frank,

Buffalo Bill saw at a glance that something had
gone wrong.

Horseshoe Ned was not due at the jun'ctian for
half an hour yet, and Four-in-hand Frank was all
of two hours ahead of time.

What it meant he must at once know, so he said,
in his cheery way:

“Ho, pards, what's up?”

“You was first on ther spot, Pard Frank, so do
your shoutin’, and then I'll whisper my story ter
Buffalo Bill,” said the driver of Pioneer Post.

The story of Frank was soon told, and Buffale Bill
listened without a word.

Then he turned to the other, and said, without mak-
ing any comment:

“It’s your turn now, Ned.”

The story of Horseshoe Ned was also told, the
scout listening in silence.
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Then Buffalo Bill asked:

“Ned, just when were you held up?”

The driver gave the time.

“How long have you been here?”

“Just twenty minutes.”

“And it was at Robbers’ Run that you were
halted ?”

“It were.”

“Now, Frank, you were held up at Paint Branch?”

“I were.”

“At what time?”

“Twelve oclock, sharp.” s

“How long have you been here?”

“Just twenty-five minutes.”

“You both say that it was Silk-lasso Sam who
held you up?”

“We does.”

“He was a stout man?”’

“Yes, weighed all of two hundred and fifty.”

“That’s the man,” echoed Ned.

“Had a mask?”

“He did.”

“His beard shoved under it?”

“For sure.”

“Rode a blood-bay horse?”

Sract.”

“Used a rifle instead of revolvers?”

“Yes, but had ther leetle guns strapped onto him.”

“Well, the man could have gone over the range and
.done both the holding up of you, Ned, and Frank.
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“But I do not believe it was the same man.”

“I say my man was Silk-lasso Sam,” said Ned.

“Says I thar same,” chimed in Frank.

“Well, that is the question we are to solve. Now,
Ned, 'you say he got a batch of money from you 22

“Yes, the sutler’s,”

“And a letter from you, Frank?”

“One ther jedge wrote ter Bonnie Belle, and other
‘letters he opened, but that were ther only one he tuk.”

“And Dead-shot Dean has disappeared?”

“He have.”

“And all search for him has been of no avail?”

“We c'uldn’t find him, Bill.”

“You suspected Cast-iron Bill and others?”

“Yes, his gang of four are ther meanest galoots
thar be in ther mines.”

“You saw some of my men on your trail?”

“No.”

“That was because you drove so fast you were
ahead of time, for they were to have met you at Eagle
Rocks and come on here behind you, but within
hearing.”

“1isee.l

“They will soon be here; but now, Ned, I wish you
to push your team through on the jump to Pioneer
Post.”

“T’ll do it, Bill.”

" “You will meet some of my men on the trail, so
tell them to come to Robbers’ Run to find me.”

“Yes, Bill.”
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“When you reach the fort, go at once to Colonel
Dunwoody, without a moment’s delay, and tell him
what has happened to you and to Frank.”

ECes.

“Say to Colonel Dunwoody that I would esteem it
a-great favor if he would send Pawnee Bill at once
to meet me at Robbers’ Run, for I need his valuable
services; and more, to please write a letter to Miss
Bonnie Belle, explaining to her the situation as you
know it from your own experience and what Frank
had said, that Dean has disappeared, and that there
is no doubt but that this masked outlaw is Silk-lasso
Sam.”

“I'll be as exact as Scripture, Bill.”

“And now get away with all speed.”

“I'm off.”

“And mounting his box, Horseshoe Ned sent his
team rapidly away along the trail.

“Frank.”

“Yes, Bill.”

“I shall wait here the coming of my men, who
should have followed close in behind you; but you
push on until you meet some of my scouts and tell
them to wait for me at Robbers’ Run.”

“T'll do it, Bill,” and the driver of Yellow Dust
Valley drove on, leaving the scout alone.

CHAPTER XXII1.
NO CLEW.

Buffalo Bill did not have very long to wait for his
men. :

Soon after the departure of the two coaches, the
clatter of hoofs was heard, and five scouts dashed
into view.

They were on the trail of Four-in-hand Frank’s
coach and were coming at a sweeping gallop.

They soon arrived, and the leader called cut:

“Ho, chief, have you seen Four-in-hand’s coach?”

“Yes, Charlie, he has gone on the way to the sta-
tion fifteen minutes ago.” ?

“He had passed when we struck the trail, and the
schedule must have changed, for he was ahead of
time. We followed, but when we came to where the
tracks showed he had been going at full speed, we
saw that he was running from somebody, or the team
was running away, so we let out in chase.”

“He was held up by our masked outlaw, boys, and
I have just sent to the fort for Pawnee Bill by Horse-
shoe Ned, who was also held up at Robbers’ Run.
I waited here for you, and now I wish three of you
to go back to Paint Branch and pick up the trail of
the outlaw there, for there is where he halted Frank’s
coach.
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“See if it does not cross the range, and head toward
Robbers’ Run. I have sent by Ned for our boys
between here and the fort on the. trail, and we will
all go to Robbers’ Run and pick up the trail there.
Now, Charlie, you and your two men go to Paint
Branch, and try to get well along on the outlaws'’
trail before night.”

“And then, chief?”

“Camp on the trail and pick it up at daylight,
sending a man to report to me if it goes astray from
my expectations, and look for me, or some one to
tell you where I am, at Robbers’ Run.”

“All right, chief,” and Charlie, the scout, and two

others started back tipon the, trail by which they had
come.

Buffalo Bill and the other two then mounted and
rode back toward Robbers’ Run, for there they must
meet their comrades who were patrolling that part
of the run, and perhaps find some clew to the man
who had robbed Horseshoe Ned of the fort sutler’s
money.

Robbers” Run was in about the wildest part of the

trail, and situated in a deep cafion between two lofty
ranges.

It was a cut-off in good weather, but in the rainy
season the “run” was a foaming river, and the drive
that way could not be made.

Thé run had been the retreat of a band of out-
laws at one time, and so gained its name of Robbers’
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Run, though never before had there been known a
coach to.be held up there.

When Buffalo Bill and his two scouts with him
reached Robbers’” Run they found there the five men
under Texas Jack, whom Four-in-hand Frank had
met and sent to the spot according to orders.

Soon after they had gone into camp, the four from
toward the post, informed by Horseshoe Ned, put in
an appearance.

These completed the fifteen scouts, including Buf-
falo Bill, who were stationed on the three trails, so
as to be within easy call, and from one to thg other
of which the chief of scouts went as he deemed neces-
sary. :

By so placing his men, having them each patrol
some thirty miles of their respective coach trails,
and going from one party to the other, Buffalo Bill
hoped to at last catch'the masked outlaw, be he Silk-
lasso Sam or not.

The moment that he reached the Robbers’ Run, the
chief of scouts looked over the situation.

There was the trail of the outlaw’s horse, and it
came down the run, and out of the bed of the shallow
stream.

It had also gone back that way, entering the stream
at the same place it left it, and what led the scout to
feel that it was the same man who had held up
Four-in-hand Frank was that the trail came from
toward the range into the stream, and returned that
way. ;
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The next thing to do was to find where else the
trail had entered and left the little stream.

It was nearly camping time, but leaving one man in
camp to prepare supper, all the others were put upon
the hunt for the trail.

Some went on horseback; some on foot.

A number went up the stream, and the rest went
down it, the chief going with the latter party.

But just after sunset the men began to straggle into
camp.

They came mostly alone, and they all had the same
story o tell, which was that no trail could be found
where it entered or left the stream.

Buffalo Bill was the last to come in, and he, too,
admitted failure, as he remarked :

“That masked outlaw must be Silk-lasso Sam, for
he is a wonder, and can cover up his tracks better
than a redskin can.” ‘

The hope of Buffalo Bill was that the three scouts
sent to the Paint Branch had found the trail of the
man who had held up Four-in-hand Frank’s coach,
and would follow it on up to Robbers’ Run.

That the two coaches had been robbed by the same
man was the belief of all the scouts,

The night passed away and the scouts took the
trail the next morning with the same result, however.
The three men sent to Paint Branch came in at

noon with the others, and they had nothing gratifying
to report. -
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They had found the trail at Paint Branch, leading
from and into the water. :

But further than this they had made no discovery.

They had searched thoroughly, up and down the
stream for miles, but without result, and had come
to where no horse could go up or down farther in the
water, yet there was no trace on Fhe banks to show
where one had gone into it or left it.

Hence they had come to the Robber’s Run as or-
dered.

As the coaches were both at rest and not on the
trails east or west, they were in no danger, and_ SO
Buffalo Bill felt that he could devote his whole time
and force for several days to searching for the out-
law, or outlaws, as the case might be. ;

He wondered at the nonarrival of Pawnee Bill, who
was always so punctual. '

Could Pawnee be away from the fort, or ill, he
thought ?

But in such .a case, after his earnest re'quest of
Colonel Dunwoody for the services of his of’ﬁc'er
comrade, would not a courier have been sent to him
with word of some kind? '

Buffalo Bill was in a quandary as to just what to
do, when he heard a cheer from his men, and a
courier dashed into camp. .

He had a letter from the colonel to Buffalo Bill,
and another, which he said was to be sent on to the
nearest station and mailed.
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The letter from the colonel was as follows:

"‘DEAR Copy : Horseshoe Ned brought in last
night your message, and told his story of having been
held up, and that Frank, the Pocket City (lrivez; had
also been halted, presumably by the same man. :

“Ned’s coach had a breakdown, so he was delayed

a c01.1ple of hours, coming in just as help was starting
to him.,

€ >

' Pawnee Bill started yesterday for Pocket City, so
will learn all the news regarding the mysterious dis-
appearance of the miner Dean, and will doubtless re-
turn at once to the fort.

“For fear he might not do so, T sent Wild Bill last

nllght to Pock'et City to find him, and have him go via
the coach trail from Yellow Dust Valley, to join you
at Robbers’ Run, as requested,

i .
I have. written the letter to Ruth as you suggested
and send it by this courier, to mail at nearest mailing
station.

“T have told her that it is believed that the masked
outlaw, who robbed her, and has since pretty regularly
held up the coaches, is Silk-lasso Sam, and that she
must not censure.any of us if he is killed, or if cap-
tured, quickly put to death. :

“I have also told her of the sunaccountable disap-
pearance of Dead-shot Dean, and hinted that which
may not have occurred to you, that perhaps the
masked outlaw had done away with him.

)
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“T feel that you are doing all in your power to
capture this man, and are going the right way about
it, by your persistent hanging upon the trails.

“There is an odd old character here who came in
on Horseshoe Ned’s coach, some runs ago, and who
is Colonel de Sutro’s guest.

“He is called to Ancient Sport at the officers’
club, has white hair, dresses like a dandy, and devotes
himself to the ladies, while he will persist in taking
long rides on horseback alone, or with company if
he can get it.

“He is very rich, and wears jewels amounting to
a small fortune, so keep an eye as close to the fort
as possible, as if he was taken by the masked outlaw,
he could be bled for a very large sum.

“I trust Pawnee will be with you soon after my
courier arrives, and I know well what you two are
worth? once you put your heads together on a trail.

“] have just ordered the commissary to send you
ample stores, and a score of fresh horses will go
along, too, for those of your men who may need to
make a change of mounts.

“Send the courier on at once, and let me have word
by him of what has been done, when he returns by
your camp.

“Wishing you success, yours, DunwooDY."

The scout told the courier just where to go, after
He had read this letter, and as he had ridden hard,
gave him a fresh horse and ordered him to push on
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and catch the coach that left the junction station with
mail on the next morning.

Hardly had the courier departed, when the scouts
gave another cheer, and looking up quickly, Buffalo

Bill saw Pawnee Bill ride into camp, and he was not
alone, either.

CHAPTER XXIV.
PAWNEE BILL IN ACTION,

Judge Scott King, the Vigilante captain, had de=
cided that it would be a good thing to let the news
of Dead-shot Dean’s disappearance be known to
Pawnee Bill.

He had accordingly employed a hanger-on about
the mines to take a letter to Pioneer Post and deliver
it into the hands of Pawnee Bill.

It was this letter which had caused Pawnee Bill to
set off at once for Yellow Dust Valley, and not spar-
ing his horse, he had gone there in rapid time.

After an interview with the “judge,” he had, hav-
ing asked many questions, and studied the case pretty
thoroughly, come to his own conclusion in the matter,
and which he expressed to Scott King as follows:

“The miner may, or may not be dead; but my
opinion is that the masked outlaw has to de with his
disappearance.”

“The masked outlaw?”

*¥es:

“T don’t see how.”

“Why not?”

“It’s the men who hated him in Yellow Dust
Valley.”

“It may be, but why not the masked outlaw, who
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“So T say that he is the ally of Silk-lasso Sam,
or of this masked outlaw, be he whom he may. I
happen to know how to enter the cabin of Dead-shot
Dean, for he showed me the secret, and I will go there
and see just how matters look, as regards his inten-
tional going away or not, though I believe that it
was unintentional, and, furthermore, my opinion 1s
that he is not dead, but a prisoner.”

“1 hope so, for then we can hope to see him again.”’

“I will go to his cabin to-night, remain there, and
take the trail on the morrow, and follow it to the
end.” < -

“You are the man to find the end, Pawnee Bill,
once you start on it. But stay to supper here to-night
with me, and go on later to the miner’s cabin; that
is——"" and the judge paysed.

“Well, judge?”

“That is » and the judge looked confused.

“You appear to wish to say something, judge, and

yet you feel a hesitancy about it.”
“Well, you know, Pawnee Bill, Dead-shot Dean is

the only man in these parts who will go and come by
the Hangman’s Guich after dark.”

“Ah!’

“He is the only miner who lives beyond the line of
cabins in Pocket City in that direction, and on account
of its bad name, that it is haunted, no one cares to go
by there after sunset, and, in fact, they shun it, most
of them, by sunlight, too, and I thought maybe you

would not wish to go either.”
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“Do not worry on that account, judge, for I don'’t
believe in ghosts.”

Pawnee Bill enjoyed his supper at The Frying Pan,
and a cigar after it,

His horse had a rest and was well cared for, and
later on he mounted and rode away for the cabin of
the miner, Dead-shot Dean.

The judge saw him ride away with many misgiv-
ings,"in spite of his assertion that he had no fear of
spooks and the supernatural in general.

The judge promised to ride over to the cabin after
sunup.

Pawnee rode quietly on his way toward the cabin
of Dead-shot Dean.

Those who saw him leaving the camps at night, and
going toward Hangman’s. Gulch, wondered at his
temerity, and shook their heads ominously.

He passed on until he came to Hangman'’s. Gulch,
and boldly rode in.

Pausing by the gallows, he. sat upon his horse,
gazing about him silently, his eyes resting upon the
graves of the dead, and they were many who had
perished there at the rope’s end.

Presently he turned his horse and rode slowly out
of Hangman’s Guich, and then on to the cabin.

He staked his horse out near, then went to the door
and went to the hiding place where the miner had
shown him and Buffalo Bill, where he would put a
duplicate key to the padlock.

Pawnee Bill i Action. 187

It was there, and he opened the lock and then car-
ried out the instructions given him to open the door.

A hidden string drawn upon, raised the bar that
crossed the door within, and then he had free en-
france. :

Lighting a match, he soon had a lamp lit, and clos-

‘ing the door, looked about him.

There was no indication that the miner had in-
tended to leave the cabin.

His clothes were there, save those he had on when
he left; his new repeating rifle was hung on the wall,
and his belt of arms was there, though, of course,
he was supposed to have that on about his waist.

“That looks bad, as though he had been caught
without his weapons. I have not forgotten his let'fer
in his pocketbobk, making an appointment her‘e with
Silk-lasso Sam, and hoping thus te catch him, or
kill him, ;

“Both Buffalo Bill and myself warned him that. it
would be best for one of us to remain here with him,
and aid in the capture, and the result is he has been
caught at a disadvantage. :

“Now, to find out what has become of him, and
Buffalo Bill must help me do this, for Dean is too
noble a fellow to desert when he needs our aid.”

Pawnee Bill now made himself comfortable for the
night, slept soundly until daybreak, th'e'n'went out,
led his horse to water, and staked him in a fresh
pasturage, when he returned and built .a ‘five to get
his breakfast.

e
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He had no difficulty in finding plenty of food, and
had just finished his breakfast of coffee, crackers
and broiled bacon, when up rode the judge.

“Ho, judge, did you see any ghosts as you came
by Hangman’s Gulch this morning?"”

“No, but the place looked awful damp, dismal, and |

weird. Did you see any last night?”
“Sorry to say I did not, sir.”
“You got into the cabin all right, T see.”

“Oh, yes, and all T can discover is that whoever
came here surprised Dead-shot Dean unarmed, and
so got the advantage of him.”

“That's about it, for if he had not been surprised,

there would not have been some deaders around to
show for it.”

“Yes, and {f killed,
found.”

his body would have been

“But I'm not done, Pawnee, for there’s a courier
here from the fort, and he’s hitching the horses.”
“A courier?” and Pawnee Bill stepped forward and

greeted the messenger, who handed him a letter from
Colonel Dunwoody.

“Ah! Four-in-hand Frank was held up on ‘his run
out, judge, and Horseshoe Ned on his run in, and [
have instructions to go and join Buffalo Bill at Rob-
bers’ Run, so I will start at once.”

Ten minutes after, Pawnee Bill was following the
stage trail, and about noon reached Paint Branch.
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He had just ridden out of the water, when there
ame the sharp crack of a rifle from ambush, and,

| recling in his saddle, Pawnee Bill fell heavily to the
| ground as his horse gave a spring forward, startled

at the shot.




CHAPTER XXV.
UNMASKED.

The shot from ambush, the puff of smoke revealed,
came from over the top of a bowlder on the side of
the hill sloping down to Paint Branch.

Hardly had -Pawnee Bill fallen from his saddle,
when a man’s form appeared, standing on top of the
bowlder, his rifle- held in hand, the muzzle still
smoking.

The man was very stout of frame, his face was
masked, and, in fact, he was none other than the

mysterious outlaw accused of being Silk-lasso Sam.
He saw Pawnee Bill writhe as though in agony,
give a convulsive movement, and then lie motionless.

“That fixed him. T took dead-sure aim, and knew
it would, though knowing who he was, my hand was
a leetle trickery toward me, as not to kill meant 2
fight for life for me.

“Yes, he’s dead, and T’ll see what it sums up more
than revenge, a horse, and weapons.” With this the
masked outlaw walked toward the prostrate form of
Pawnee Bill.

On the way he started to catch Pawnee Bill’s horse
and had to run for his life, as the infuriated animal
came dashing at him savagely, his ears laid back,
teeth showing, and eyes flashing.

The outlaw sprang into a thicket to save his life,
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and also because he did not wish to kill the horse,
which was a splendid animal. :

The horse followed him, his loose bridle reins
caught on the bushes, and he was secured.

“The vicious devil! Now I have him secure,” said
the outlaw, and, making a flank movement, he again
approached the prostrate officer.

Bending over him, he turned him upon his back,
when, suddenly; the two hands flew up, and he was
seized in a grip of steel and dragged down upon the
ground, while, with a wonderfully active movement,
Pawnee Bill wheeled himself on top of his foe and had
him wholly at his mercy.

A quick blow in the face partially dazed him, then
a.grip. was caught upon his throat with one hand,

b

| while the other drew and thrust a revolver into his

masked face.

“Surrender, or die!” was the stern command.

(‘I (']OCS,”

The weapons of the man were then taken from
him, and he was searched for others that might be
hidden about him. : :

But nothing more than his belt of arms and rifle
were found. .

Then Pawnee Bill drew his mask quickly from his
face.

With it came a false beard, and then a face was
revealed that only a villain could possess.

“Who are you?”

“Nobody.”
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“Well, you soon will be.”

“Why?”

“I think you will be hanged in just about three
days.”

“What fer?”

“Because you deserve it.”

“What has I done?”

“You fired from ambush at a scout in discharge of
his duty.”

“I wish I had kilt yer.” :

“You came very near it, for your bullet grazed my

head, and, fearing a second shot, I dropped from my"

horse and played 'possum.”

“I thought you was a outlaw I was a-hunting fer."

“Well, you are an outlaw I was hunting for, as
you are the man who held up Four-in-hand Frank's
coach in its outward run.”

“’Tain’t no such thing.”

“Oh, yes, and you are the man whom we have sup-
posed was Silk-lasso Sam in disguise.’

“Tain’t.”

“Yes, and you have a very good grip, for I know
you, having heard you called Grip Saunders at Pocke
City when T was there.”

fleain’e? - ‘

“Oh, yes you are, for I know your face, though
with all this wadding on and extra clothing, you have
made a regular Barnum’s fat man of yourself. Why
did you do this?”

“I was cold.”
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“You'll be still colder soon.”

“Don’t talk that-a-way, pard, ’cause it makes chills
chase up and down my back.”

“With all that clothing ofi, you have chills?”

“Ain’t yer goin’ ter let me go?”

“When you get to the end of your rope, yes. Now
I'll see if I can find a letter I was told the coach was
robbed of.”

The search quickly revealed the letter to Bonnie
Belle the mail bag had been robbed of,

“I want no further proof. Where is your horse?”

“I ain’t got none.”

“That I shall see, when I have left you in the keep-
ing of mine."”

“Oh, don’t, for I has a horse.”

“Where is he?”

“Over yonder, behind the rocks.”

“We'll find him.” :

Pawnee Bill now went to his own horse, and, tak-
ing his lariat, quickly bound his prisoner.

The horse eyed the man viciously, but considered
him in safe keeping, for he did not attack him as the
outlaw feared he would.

“Stand there, sir. Now, Lucifer, watch, and if he
attempts to bolt, you know what to do.”

Then the scout left and soon returned from among
the rocks with the horse of the prisoner.

He was a fine, large, blood-bay animal.

The man then mounted upon hlb own horse, and
Pawnee Bill said:
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“Now, Grip Saunders, we will go and find Buffalo
Bill.”

“Oh, Lordy,” groaned the prisoner, and he turned
a shade whiter than he was.

¥ K * * * * *

When Pawnee Bill rode into Buffalo Bill’s camp of
scouts at Robbers’ Run, he was greeted with a shout
of welcome.

This quickly was changed into shouts of triumph as
he was seen to be accompanied by a stranger.

For the first time in his life, Buffalo Bill felt a
pang of envy, when he saw that the stranger was a
prisoner; was mounted upon a large, blood-bay horse,
and wore a mask, beneath the skirt of which a beard
was visible.

He was also dressed as it was always reported the
masked outlaw had been, and apparently a fat man.

“Well, you've got him, I see, and I envy you,” said
Buffalo Bill, holding out his hand to his friend.

“I've got this one, yes, Bill, but he gave me a close
call, for do you see this cut on my head, within half an
inch of my temple?”

“He ambushed you?”

“He did.”

“I tuk him fer a man as was lookin’ fer me ter
kill me,” growled the man. :

“Well, you were not far wrong, for I was looking
for you to kill you, and though I did not do so when
I could have shot you down, for you believed me to
be dead, the chances are that you will hang, if we get
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you to the fort, and if I took you back to Pocket City,

Judge King would be sure to turn you over to the
Vigilantes.”

“Don’t take me thar, I begs you.”

“Well, we know you for what you are, for Bill, here
is the letter which Colonel Dunwoody wrote me had
been taken from the mail bag, and which was ad-
dressed to Bonnie Belle,”

“That hangs him,” muttered Buffalo Bill, as he took
the letter and glanced at it.

Then he said:

“Hold out your right hand—there !”

The man did so, not knowing what the scout was
doing, when he took a small bottle from his pocket
and a stamp.

Quick as a flash the brand of B. B., with the liquid
upon it, was pressed down upon the man’s hand, and
the outlaw started back with a cry of alarm.,

“You need not be alarmed, for save for a slight
smarting, it will not harm you, and yet if you live a
hundred years you will wear my brand.” :

“Your brand?” gasped the man, glancing at the red
letters upon his hand.

“Yes, I have branded you for future reference.”




CHAPTER XXVL
THE DISGUISED OUTLAW,

The conversation held between the pretended old
gentleman Mayhew and Nina Fle Sutro, when l‘mlr(f:;
vealed to the astonished girl just who he was, le
Nina de Sutro as hard hit as she had ever before
been in her life. i

She was white as death, and glared at the man \\'11:1
a look that showed how she longed to be able to kil
him then and there. Bl

“Yes.” she at last said between her teeth. ou
are Silk-lasso Sam.”

S ‘ : :

“Now, I ask you what is going to be the ending o
all this, the result of your coming here, other than my
total destruction?” :

“I do not see how it will affect you.” :

“Are you not the guest of my adopted father anc

1
guardian, Lieutenant Colonel de Sutro?

(G‘Yes 3

“And you have come for deviltry?”

“T have come for money.” :

“Then I will give you all T can and let you go. .

“What you can give me is not to be taken 1nto
consideration,”

“What then?”

“How much can you give me?”
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“A' thousand dollars, or so, for you got from me all
I could spare when you were a prisoner here before;
yes, and 1 hurt myself and nearly got into trouble
from going to see you.”

“A thousand dollars, you said?”

£¥es.?

“Why, girl, I have five times that sum in jewels
about me, and I had ten thousand in money when my
sister gave me as much more at the time she rescued
me.”

“Yes, and you stole her jewels and as much more
money when you held up the coach in which she was a
passenger on her way home.”

“Who said I did?”

“T say s0.”

“Can you prove it?”

“I know that your disguises are wonderful, and you
are Silk-lasso Sam, and you are, therefore, none other
than the masked outlaw of the Overland, whom all
fear so.”

“Then, if you know this, be warned and give me
the aid I demand, for I have come here to better my
fortunes by many thousands of dollars, and then go
my way to where I can enjoy my life free of deadly
peril each day.”

“I must know all that you demand.”

“First tell me,” said the outlaw very quietly.

“Have you looked over your accounts with Colonel
de Sutro?”

“What do you mean?”
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“You will be of age very soon?”

¥es.

“Then you are to have your fortune turned over te
your keeping, by the terms of the will?”

Ceant

“You were left some three hundred thousand
dollars?”

“Just that.”

“The legal interest on that sum would bring in, in
the eight years the colonel has handled it, say about
fifty thousand dollars.”

“Well ?”

“How much have you had?”

“T have had on an average two thousand a year,
for as a girl I got less, of course, for my needs. Yes,
I have had in all twenty thousand dollars.”

“And the balance of interest?”

“] remember that Colonel de Sutro told me that he
had in interest some thirty thousand to turn over to
me, above my principal and expenditures.”

“Then you consider that correct?”

“T do, and is it not?”

“Well, yes, in law, but not morally.”

“YWhat do you know about morals?”

“Eyerything, though I possess none.”

“Well, what about this inheritance, which I believe
you are trying to make me believe my guardian is
defrauding me out of ?”’

“Nothing of the kind, for he will turn over to you
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IS I

“What do you mean, then?”

“l mean that he has the handling of the mone
and, though giving all to you back again, he has ui’-’
vested sums that have paid him well, has’lent mon:
o.ut at a large interest, and hence has made in tlz
eight years’ use of your money, a large fortu,ne half
the amount of yours, for himself. Now, I wau,t rou
to get from him ten thousand dollars, as a gift to}me

frox.n ‘)“'Ou, a parting gift, for I never shall see you
again.’

“So you said before.”

d\: ou will still have.twenty thousand interest money
and your fortune besides, and I need what you will
give me.”

“And you will go then?”

11a p) s .

That is your gift to me, remember.”

13 T

What else do you demand?”

“You hate Miss Clarice Carr?”

“I do not love her.”

13 pd :

Well, with a woman that is equivalent to hate.”

“What then?”

She is very rich, and can command big money if
need be. If she has none here, the paymaster, under
the colonel’s order, will pay it, and I shall place her
ransom at twenty thousand dollars.”

“You name large sums.”

“Yes, for I i ; i
: - intend to fly high when I get to a for-
eign land. T have already won a few thousands in
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money since I have been here, and shall take in much
more, for I will have a game with young Turpin, who
thinks he plays well, and with Caruth, another expert
with the cards.

“I shall also get a few thousands out of Colonel de
Sutro, so I will pick up all of ten thousand in the fort,
and with the ransom of the beautiful Carr and your
money, along with what I have, I will be able to get
out of the country with quite a handsome sum.”

“Have you any other demands to make of me?” she
said, almost savagely.

E¥Ves”

“What are they?”’

“You are outwardly friendly with Miss Carr?”

Vg5

“You can ask her to go with you for a ride.”

“Why ?”

“Well, that is my plot.”

“What plot ?”

“You are to go with her for a ride, and I am to
happen to join you and go as an escort.”

“Well ?”

“We are to take a certain trail.”

Si¥es:”

“And we are to rim into a trap.”

CHAPTER XXVII.

THE REFUSAL.

The prisoner, Grip Saunders, was brought before
the chief of scouts and his captor.

He looked anxious, yet sullen, and glared at the
red scar on his hand as though he could eat it out.

“That is only a blister now, Grip Saunders, and
when it heals will be a pretty red mark, my brand,”
said Buffalo Bill.

“Yes, and some day it may be my chance to brand
you, Buffalo Bill.” { :

“It may be, but I doubt it. The fact is, Outlaw
Saunders, that there has been so much doubt raised as
to who is and who is not an outlaw, that T am deter-
mined to stand it no longer, and every man I know
to be one, I shall brand, so that when I see him again,
I will know him.,

“Now, should you escape, and be recaptured, I will
be sure of you, and can appear against you at a trial
anywhere as one who wears my brand.

“Then, too, there is your friend, Cast-iron Bill, for
he wears my brand, and when we get him to the fort
with you 4

“Get him to the fort?” yelled the startled prisoner.

“Yes, why not, for we shall get you there?”

“Is Cast-iron Bill a prisoner?”

“My dear Mr. Saunders, unless you take advantage
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of the offer we make you to tell where the balance of
your comrades are-—name them please, Pawnee Bill.”

“The original five allies of Silk-lasso Sam, who left
Pocket City to join him,” said Pawnee Bill, glancing
at a paper as though reading, and looking as if he
had all the facts in the case, “were Cast-iron Bill, who
was leader. Then came Grip Saunders, Ugly Dan,
Card-sharp Dave, and Wild West Will.

“Now, we have yet to account for Silk-lasso Sam,
Wild West Will, Ugly Dan, and Card-sharp Dave,
for you know about Cast-iron Bill and the prisoner
here, Cody.”

The serious tone of Pawnee Bill, and his referring
to a paper, threw the prisoner off guard.

Buffalo Bill had made a clever play to cause the
prisoner to believe that Cast-iron Bill was also their
captive, and Pawnee Bill had cleverly carried out the
play.

The prisoner looked very crestfallen as the thought
came over him that Cast-iron Bill might win the free-
dom now offered to him,

But he was determined to go about his plans very
slowly, to act for himself and against his comrades,
so he said:

“Waal, ef yer has Cast-iron Bill a prisoner, why do
you not get what you want ter know from him?”

“You have the prior claim, that is why,” answered

Cody.

Buffalo Bill then called Texas Jack and said to him
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that the prisoner was left in his keeping, and they
would be gone for some little while.

At the same time he slipped a paper into the hand
of Texas Jack, and the two mounted their horses and
rode away, the prisoner appearing several times as
though about to call them back, though he did net
do so.

When Texas Jack slipped off to himself and read
the slip of paper, which had been given him by Buf-
falo Bill, he found it as follows:

“We can force the prisoner to no terms, for he
knows, as government officers, we dare not either hang
him, or turn him over to Scott King’s Vigilantes.

“When we are gone, upon some excuse, pretend that
you intend to hang him, and only spare his life upon
condition that he makes a clean confession of where
his confederates in crime are, but under no circum-
stances do him the slightest injury.”

Texas Jack read this over twice, and then sought
one of the scouts.

“Tom Ribbons, who was killed by Silk-lasso Sam,
was your brother?”

“Yes, and I want ter see him hanged before I'll
sleep well o’ nights, Jack.”

“Now read this, what Buffalo Bill has written me,
and then you pretend the man is the one who killed
your brother, Ribbons, the driver of the Overland,
and call on the boys to help you hang him.
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“I'll see the boys and we'll try and scare him into g
confession, for he refuses to tell anything to Pawnee
Bill and Buffalo Bill.”

“All right, Jack, you see the boys, and I'll do my
part first class,” was the answer of Trailer Tom, the
scout,

Texas Jack gradually got around among the boys
and told them his plan, and then gave the signal to
Trailer Tom,

He soon after sauntered up to the prisoner and
said :

“See here, ain’t you Grip Saunders ?”

“I is so called.”

“Don’t yer know me?”

“I does not.”

“Don’t I remind you of somebody ?”

“Who?”

“Somebody you kilt ?”’

“I never kilt nobody.”

“Oh, yes, you did.”

“Who did T kill?”

“My brother.”

“I never seen yer brother.,”

“Yer has.”

“Who were he?”

“Ribbons.”

“Ther driver on ther Pioneer Post Branch trail ?”

&Y 65,

“It were Silk-lasso Sam kilt him.”

“Oh, no, you is ther man, and I has vowed to
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avenge my brother. Ho, pards, help me hang this
feller, for I knows him now.”

Quick as a flash he had cast the noose of his lariat
over the neck of the prisoner, who was securely
bound, and the scouts came rushing toward the two.

Grip Saunders saw his danger at a glance, and he
turned very pale.

“Pards, this is the man who kilt my poor brother,
Ribbons, showing him no mercy. I recognize him, and
I say if he goes to ther fort then he gets a trial and
maybe goes free. We kin hang him, then I'll put
a bullet in him and say he tried to escape, and I shot
him, so that will be all the obituary he’ll need. Pards,
who'’s with me to string him up?”’

A chorus of voices came in response, and a dozen
hands grasped the other end of the lariat.

It was Texas Jack who spoke.

“What is it, Jack?”

“That man has valuable information which Chief
Cody wants to get from him, T am pretty certain,
and if you hang him, then the trail’s ended.”

“Then he shall talk afore we hangs him, Jack.”

“Well, boys, set him free, and we’ll hear what he
has to say, for I know that you’'ll side with ‘me, and
not with Trailer Tom.”

“We'll do it, Jack, and woe be unto him if he slips
up on the truth,” said one of the scouts, and he set
Saunders free.

“Now, Saunders, tell your story, and if it is not
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true, and we’ll soon know, then the boys will hange
you and I'll not raise a finger to protect you.”

“What does you wish to know 2™

“Where is Silk-lasso Sam?”

“In hiding.”

“Where?”

“At Paint Branch, in a cave there in the cliffs.”

“And his men?”

“They are there with him.”

“How many of them?”

“Four.”

“Who are they?”

“Cast-iron Bill, Ugly Dan, Wild West Will, and
Card-sharp Dave.”

“Where is this cave?”

“There is some bushes grows right whar I was
when Pawnee Bill captured me, and behind them is
ther cave.”

“And the outlaw chief is there with his men?”
‘(He iS ”

“Five in all?”

SYles

“You can guide us there when Chief Cody comes
back?”

“Ves.”

“Then you have saved your neck by your con-
fession,” said Texas Jack.

A few minutes later, Buffalo Bill and Pawnee Bill
appeared and were told what had happened.

The party then mounted, and, with the prisoner
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riding ahead with Buffalo Bill, they set off for the
Paint Branch.

It was an hour before sunset when they came within
sight of the branch, and Pawnee Bill called a halt.

“Bill, let me speak to you a minute.”

“Yes, Pawnee.”

“I am going to play fat outlaw, mask and all, and
you must play prisoner.”

“I don’t understand.”

“Why, 1 shall rig up in that fellow’s clothes
and mask, mount his horse, pretend to tie you to your
horse,”and we will go forward, while we’ll bind and
gag our man, leave him here, and the scouts can creep
near on foot to be within call, for T do not like the
look upon that fellow’s face, for he means treachery.”

“We’ll do as you say, Pawnee,” was the ready an-
swer of Buffalo Bill.

Later, Pawnee Bill, in his disguise, mounted the bay
horse of the prisoner, and, leading the animal ridden
by Buffalo Bill, the two set off together for the
cave,

The scout appeared to have his hands bound behind -
him, and his feet fastened under his horse, but it was
not the case, for he could free himself in an instant.

They boldly rode up to the cliff, in which was the
cave, and suddenly from the top of a large tree came
a voice:

“Is that you, chief?”

Then peered a man out of a large tree, growing
close to the cliff, and a limb ran back against the roeks.




208 The Refusal.

“No, I'm Grip Saunders,” answered Pawnee Bill,
and he added:

“Yer see, I has got Buffalo Bill fer a prisoner,”

“I does, and we thoughted you hed been kilt, but
thar is nobody here now.”

“Whar is they?”

“Cast-iron Bill come arter Ugly Dan and Card-
sharp Dave, ter go up and help the chief kidnap some
prisoners, and I remained, ter look arter ther horses
and ther camp.”

“All right, come and help me with my prisoner,
fer I expects ther scouts is on our trail.”

-“Then we ends them with ther cave-in, as we is
sworn ter do, for any one who enters ther secret cave
and don’t know ther ropes, that ends ’em, yer know.”

Pawnee Bill gave a quick glance at Buffalo Bill, for
both saw the fate the prisoner had intended for the
scouts, to get his revenge.

In response to Pawnee Bill's request to come down
and help him with his prisoner, the man disappeared
by walking along the limb to the cliff, upon which
he leaped.

Then he went up the rocky wall for a short distance,
and was lost from sight in a crevice,

“What do you think of that, Bill?" asked Pawnee
Bill, in a whisper.

“If you had not played outlaw, we would have
been trapped by that fellow.”

“It is just what he intended to do, and how we
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must find out, so be ready to capture this one when
he joins us.” _

“I'll be ready. It must be Wild West Will, as we
have Grip Saunders, and Cast-iron Bill took Card-
sharp Dave and Ugly Dan off to join the chief.”

“Yes, to aid in kidnaping some one.”

“But who?”

“Some one from the fort; but here he comes.”

There was heard a rustling sound toward the rocks,
the bushes were pushed aside, and the outlaw who had
been up in the tree appeared.

“Fetch him along, Grip,” he called out.

“Come here, Wild West Will, and help me, for Buf-
falo Bill ain't no slouch ter handle,” said Pawnee.

“All right,” and Wild West Will approached the
two, while he said, without any slang: :

“T hate to see you a prisoner, Buffalo Bill, for I
have always admired you, and this will be your end,
of course, for Silk-lasco Sam shows no mercy, except
for gold.”

He had approached the two now, and Pawne.e had
dismounted, and suddenly Buffalo Bill threw himsel £

from his horse directly upon the outlaw.

At the same time Pawnee Bill clapped a revolver
to his head, and said:

“You must surrender, Wild West Will, for you

have no chance.”
render. But
“T haven't, that's a fact, so I do surrender. Bu

2 ’
what a clever rope-inl’




CHAPTER XXVIII,
THE GAME FOR GOLD.

It was with a very heavy heart that Nina de Sutro
rode back to the fort with the Ancient Sport.

She felt that she was again in the power of the
man whom she had most reason to dread, and knew
that he traded upon her fears that he would expose
her secret of her marriage to him to force her to
obey his wishes.

That she held him in her power, too, was simply
to her mind an offset of her secret, without the power
to force him to yield to her demand that he should
either leave the fort and her forever, or be exposed.

She had, therefore, been forced to tacitly consent
to his plot, hoping that when his game was played
through, his plot accomplished, she would be forever
free of him.

So it was that she asked Clarice Carr to accompany
her upon her ride one afternoon, following the plot
with her outlaw husband.

Clarice had been wishing for an outing, so had
gladly consented, and the two had ridden off to-
gether.

Not far from the fort they had been joined by the
Ancient Sport, and he had urged to be their escort.

Nina had consented, and so Clarice could not do
otherwise, though she did not like the supposed old
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Away they had gone then together, the escort urging
them to go with him to a glen where there was a
great quantity of beautiful wild flowers.

It was rather farther than they had wished to ride,
but “Mr. Mayhew” urged so earnestly, that they ac-
quiesced, and rode rapidly to get back to the fort
before dark.

The glen was reached, and it was seen that their
escort had not exaggerated in the least, for there was
a wealth of wild flowers.

The two ladies dismounted, their escort led their
horses away to make them fast, and the flowers were
plucked with many expressions of delight at their
beauty.

But suddenly Nina uttered a cry that startled
Clarice, as she beheld Mr. Mayhew struggling in the
grasp of two men, who had suddenly sprung upon
him,

At the same moment a man sprang toward them,
and grasped each by the arm.

“Hold on, my beauties, for you are my game!”
he cried.

Resistance was useless, for Mr. Mayhew had been
overpowered, and was seen to have been manacled,
and the two men came rapidly to the aid of the one
who had made the two ladies captive.

Both Clarice and Nina always carried a weapon,
when riding, but they were in their saddle holsters.

“Young ladies, I mean you no harm,-nor any to
that old gentleman, if you will accompany me quietly.
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I want money, big money, and I can get it through
ransoming you, for I know, Miss Carr, that you are
a very rich woman; Miss de Sutro is also, and I take
it the old cove there has plenty of gold at his com-
mand.

“I must take you all to my retreat, and just as
soon as I can do so with safety, I'll open negotiations
for your ransom and restoration to your friends.”

“Are you Silk-lasso Sam?” asked Clarice coldly,
for the man was masked.

“I am not, but T am a man just as much in earnest in
what I say as he ever was.”

“We can but submit, only do not bind us.”

“You must be tied to your saddles, for you are both
dangerous, as I know.”

Their horses were brought up, and they both
mounted.

Then a lariat was passed around their waists and
under their horses, so as to secure them from slip-
ping from their saddles on the way when darkness
came on.

The Ancient Sport was also told to mount, and he,
too, was tied in his saddle, and his hands being
manacled, escape for him seemed impossible.

The outlaws' then' mounted their horses, and one
leading, the other two following the prisoners, they
started upon their way.

“Where are you taking us?” asked Clarice, as the
sun drew near the horizon,

“To my retreat.”
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“Is it far from here?”

“Yes, for we will not reach there before dawn.”

“You are not Silk-lasso Sam?”

“I am not.”

“So T see now.”

“How ?”’

“You have a brand upon your hand which he did
not have.”

“Curses upon that hand, and the man who put it
there!” came with savage earnestness from the out-
law’s lips.

“Ah! It is B. B.; that must have been put there
by Buffalo Bill, as his brand,” continued Clarice.

The man gritted his teeth, but made no reply, and
soon after Clarice asked:

“When do you intend to restore us to our friends?”

“When your ransom is paid.”

“How are you going to get it?”

“I will find a way.”

“May I suggest-a plan?”

“What is it ?”

“As we are more likely to be ransomed out, being
women, than a man would be, suppose you send this
old gentleman back to the fort with your terms, ap-
pointing a place to meet him, and, when you receive
your money, giving us back into his keeping?”

“Yes, and have him bring Captain Dick Caruth and
his troopers to pounce upon me and capture me and my
money?”’
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“No, I would not do that, if I vowed not to do so,”
said the pretended old man.

“What ransom do you intend to ask for us?” per-
sisted Clarice.

“I shall put the figure high for you, twenty thou-
sand dollars, for you are worth it, Miss Carr.”

“That is high, and a sum not readily obtainable
here; but large as it is, T would rather pay it than re-
main a moment longer than necessary in your hateful
keeping ; but would you not accept that sum for all?”

“Oh, no!”

“Why not?”

“Well, T want ten thousand for the old man, and ten
thousand for you, Miss de Sutro, and I know that I
can get it.”

“I doubt it for one, unless my good friend, Colonel
de Sutro, will honor my order for it,” said Mayhew.

“You will have to pay it or die; that is all there is
about it. Outlaw business is playing out on this
frontier, and we have got to strike for big money and
get away before our necks are stretched. T want just
what T say, and not one of you go free until T get
my money in hand, paid.”

“And how will you get it ?”

“I will have to let the old man go back as you
suggested, Miss Carr, and get it. When he does get
it, he can go in Horseshoe Ned’s coach on its east-
ward run, and T’ll meet him somewhere on the trail
and have you not far away to give into his charge

f
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when I get the money. That is the game I play, and
no other.”
“And when will he go back to the fort, for our
friends will be anxious about us?” asked Clarice.
“He can start back now, for nobody can follow our
trail once night comes on, for we know how to hide

it,” was the outlaw’s response.




CHAPTER XXIX,
DASHING DICK TAKES THE TRAIL,

: Captain Dick Caruth was fond of long horseback
rides alone,

Especially was this the case when he had any work
to perform, and upon the evening when Clarice Carr
and Nina de Sutro went out on a ride, he felt that he
had work to do, and set about its accomplishmert in
a very systematic manner,

The truth was that Captain Dick Caruth did not like
the Ancient Sport.

He had played with him and caught him cheatin

~ he felt sure. o

He had seen him on several occasions when he did
not move like a man with the weight of his years.

Again, he had observed him take too mahy horse-
back rides alone. :

He said nothing to any one about suspecting the
old man, for the two whom he would have conszlted
both Pawnee Bill and Buffalo Bill, were absent ;

But he decided to watch the old man, |

01.1 .the day in question, when the Ancient Spert
had joined Clarice and Nina in their ride, Dick Caru‘th
had observed him, from a distance, with his glass
meet three horsemen and hold a coliversatio"n wi“th’
them.

He had seen him meet a horseman twice before
and say nothing about it upon his return to thé fort.'
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So he decided to follow these horsemen.

He did so, at a distance, not wishing to have them
see him, and, after a dozen miles, they had halted in a
glen.

Captain Caruth took up a position a long way off,
upon a hill, and watched through his glass.

He saw them go into ambush, as it were.

Soon after, up came three others on horseback, and
the horsemen had disappeared. :

These were the Ancient Sport and the two ladies.

Captain Dick Caruth regretted that he was not half
2 mile nearer to the scene, for he soon saw that his

services were needed.

He saw, in fact, the capture of the party from the
fort.

To dash out then and attempt a rescue would have
been madness, and so he felt that all he could do
would be to bide his time and follow.

This he decided to do, for he could keep in sight,
and thus track them to their den.

He had now come to the conclusion that the old
man was a fraud, a scamp playing a kidnaping game.

So he quietly took up the trail, and followed, as he
was determined to go to the end of it.

“If T only had Pawnee Bill and Buffalo Bill with me,
or half a dozen of my own gallant troopers,” he said

over and over again. ;
But wishing did no good, and he stuck to his trail-
ing, and a good trailer he was.
As it grew toward sunset he suddenly drew his
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horse back behind a rock, for he saw th
ahead had halted.

After a short halt, one of them came riding back
upon the trail, while the captors with their captives
went on at a more rapid pace.

at the party

It was the one who was coming back who interested
the captain now.

It was the old man, he saw.

The captain always carried a lariat, and he knew
well how to use it.

He now got it ready for use, and then drew his
revolver and held it in his left hand, ready.

Soon the old man came within range, and the |

ariat
was thrown.

As it left his hand, the captain tl
his saddle and ran forward.

He was just in time to clap his revoly
old man as he fell to the ground,
dragged him from his saddle, the ¢
horse having stood firm as

In the fall the gray wig h
and when the capt
he said :

1irew himself from

er upon the
for the lariat had
aptain’s well-trained
a rock.

ad come off with the hat,
ain had torn off the gold spectacles,

“Well, Silk-lasso Sam, we meet
“Who calls me Silk-lasso Sat
groaned as though in anguish,
“Come, you are not hurt, and can pl
me. See, this hump is
The outlaw
but had

again.”
m?” and the man

ay no tricks on
a false one, and—take that !”

had been groaning in apparent anguish,
suddenly made a spring at his captor, to re-
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ceive a blow from the revolver of the captain fgll in
he face. ‘ :
t Before he could rally from its stunning .effects, he
curely by the captain, who said:
vas bound securely by ¢ !
: “This time, Silk-lasso Sam, there will be no escape
for you. Come, you are to mount your horse an((l1 go
with me, and I'll pick up that trail to-morrow at a)tlo
light, for I'll be on the spot ready, and w1t1101’1]t you
guid; them, your men will soon be run down.1 =
He had now bound his prisoner beyond all chanc
escape, and, catching his horse, led hu’n up.
“You must mount, Silk-lasso Sam.
“T will not.” . .”
“Then I will see how much torture you will stand;”
and the captain drew hi§ knife. =
“Do not do that; I will mount.
And he did. ‘ =
Then he was secured to his saddle, and th(clt cz;pta;!e
was about to start for the fort, \-vhen, suddenly,
: approaching.
a party of horsemen r -
Sav‘\"AhI') They are the fort cowboys. I\ovx; I cto
. 7 troo
send you on with them, and word, too, f.olr Th}e mp{t)ors
follow, while I go on and keep up Z]wh . de;l o
: i You have made a mis
of those young ladles’.’
ime, Silk-lasso Sam. ' : =
: “Those cowhoys will hang me, if you give 1m
~ b ]
heir keeping. : ’ =
= ‘TI]t is jusr’z \;hz\t 1 hope they will do,” was the v

ement response, : 2
: The cowpboys a score in number, now came up,
l b
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having just been relieved from duty at one of th
- e

o s K
government cattle ranges, and were on their w

the fort. g

Vlhey salu‘ted the captain politely and looked with
wonder at his prisoner.
UC % .2
owboy Charlie, this i
, this man is none otl i
S ther than Silk-
‘
e o :
ulllanbr him!” came in a roar from the cowboys
1ave been upon his track, and saw .
men back

de Sutro.
% He turned back for some reason
un.x. You are to take him to the f
resist the temptation to hang him, w
those captors of the ladies,

youl (\:\'111 Il:eepé;1 sight of them; mark the trajl and do
» “owboy Charlie, ask Colon :
3 , as el D
m):‘;roop after me with all haste s
/ “'I.”entc.I them directly to this place, and from here on
le a bush to the tail of my horse, so that-the

trail can be followed ;
lanterns, readily, a part of the way with

“Now,

and the captain dashed awa
sunset. 5

: him meet his
in the glen, and capture Miss Carr and Miss

and I captured
ort, if vou can
hile T go on after

Silk-lasso Sam, T leaye you in safe hands,”

for now it was about

CHAPTER XXX.
INTO THE TRAP.

It was Cast-iron Bill who had charge of the cap-
tives, and Silk-lasso Sam had left him with every hope
that his well-schemed plot was going to pan out just
as he had planned it should.

He had told Cast-iron Bill to hide the trail by
muffling the horses’ feet, and not to push too fast for
the ladies’ comfort.

“Give them three halts at least during the night,
for mo pursuit can start until after dawn, as I will
pretend to be too fatigued to know anything.

“Go to the secret cavern at Paint Branch, and as
soon as I get the money, I will take the coach of
Horseshoe Ned, change to that of Four-in-hand
Frank, get out near Paint Branch, and come on to the
retreat.

“We can then make our start, leaving the two girls
to wait until dawn, when they ean follow the stage
trail into Pocket City, for my prisoner I shall put to

death.”
“T understand, chief,” said Cast-iron Bill, who had

been apart with the pretended old man, as he had
said he wished to give him some instructions out of
hearing of the twe ladies.

Then had Silk-lasso Sam started back upon the trail
to fall into the dangerous hands of Captain Dick
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Caruth, while Cast-iron Bill, aided by Ugly Dan and
Card-sharp Dave, had continued on with the captives.

In the mountains matters at the secret cave were
not exactly as Cast-iron Bill and his pards expected
to find them, nor as Silk-lasso Sam believed they
would be.

Wild West Will had made a clean breast of the
whole affair to the two scouts, and told that Silk-lasso
Sam had not left the frontier at all, as he had prom-

ised his sister, and had been the one who had robbed
her.

He had arranged a disguise, and had gone upon
the different trails, and then had, through Cast-iron
Bill, the others join him.

All of them had been disguised and masked alike,
and mounted upon blood-bay horses, so as to appear
like one and the same road agent.

Wild West Will also told Pawnee Bill and Buffalo
Bill that the chief had gone to the fort in disguise to

kidnap Miss Carr, and had taken Cast-iron Bill with
him, :

The latter had returned for help, and Ugly Dan
and Card-sharp Dave had gone with him, and they
were expected back soon with their captive.

“We are in just the right place,” said Buffalo Bill,
and Pawnee Bill agreed with him,

But they were still more of that opinion when, in

the camp of the outlaws, they found a prisoner there
in irons.
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He was wan and wretched, for the cruel chief was
slowly starving him to death. . .

In fact, he would have been still more emac.la.ted
except that Wild West Will had beefn secretly giving
him food and water, and had told him he would help
him escape when the opportunity offered.

And that prisoner was none other than Dead-shot
Dean, the miner. ;

The meeting between the poor man anq his TESCUers
was an affecting one, and he frankly said that. Wild
West Will was the cause of his being then alive, as
he had given him a little food and water each day. :

The miner had told how he had been entrapped in
his cabin and brought, blindfolded and bound, to that
retreat, the chief telling him that he had never for-
given him for marrying the woman he had l.oved,
pretty Kathleen Clyde, and intended to have his re-
venge by starving him to death.

That he was carrying out this threat was proven
by the appearance of the prisoner. :

But food and water, administered sparingly by
Pawnee Bill, had begun to show good effects, and the
prisoner was carried by the scouts to .the distant camp,
where Grip Saunders was held a prisoner, and there

made comfortable.

]In the camp, hidden away, were stationed a dozen

scouts under Buffalo Bill, and the others were to re-
main outside and follow the outlaws on into the cav-

ern when they arrived. ; :
Pawnee Bill was drilled by Wild West Will, who
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took his position upon the cliff with him, to play the
part of Grip Saunders, and hail the outlaws, when
they came from the secret, natural sentinel hox in the
hollow tree.

This was all arranged at the retreat for the return
of Silk-lasso Sam and his men, with their captive, for
it was supposed that only Clarice Carr was to be taken
prisoner by the outlaw chief.

It was the third morning of their stay there, soon
after sunrise, when Pawnee Bill gave the signal that
the outlaws were approaching.

They came up from Paint Branch, over a rock road
that left no trail, and the hoofs of all the horses were
muffled, besides.

First came Cast-iron Bill, masked, and following
was Clarice Carr, with Nina de Sutro riding close at
the heels of her horse.

The two ladies appeared to have felt the fatigue of
their long ride, since a little after noon the day before,
when they left the fort.

Behind the captives rode Ugly Dan and Card-sharp
Dave, also disguised and masked.

“The chief is not there,” whispered Wild West Will
from his place of concealmernt to Pawnee Bill, who
was in the tree,

Then Pawnee hailed and Cast-iron Bill called back:

“O. K., pard, we has got here with ther gals, and
all as hungry as wolves.”

“Where is the chief?”

“He’s back arranging ransoms, and we will be rich
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men, all of us, before the week is out.” And, dis-
mounting, Cast-iron Bill led the way into the cavern.

The others followed slowly, and then Wild West
Will said: :

“Now, sir, come and you can see the fun in the
camps.”’

They ran to the cliffs, and Pawnee Bill looked over
to find Cast-iron Bill in the grasp of Buffalo Bill, and
the other two outlaws in the clutches of the scouts.

- And Wild West Will was then allowed to go in
peace.

The surprise and joy of Clarice Carr, at finding
Buffalo Bill and his scouts in the den of the outlaws to
receive them, cannot be told.

Explanations soon followed, and when Clarice Carr
told how the Ancient Sport had been captured with
them, and had been allowed to go back and get their
ransom money, Buffalo Bill asked:

“And where is Silk-lasso Sam?"”

“We have not seen him, sir.”

“Did he not capture you?”

“No, it was the man the others call Cast-iron Bill.”

“This is strange,” said the scout; and, after a talk
with Pawnee, they went to question Cast-iron Bill.

That worthy and his two comrades were too anxious
to have their chief remain unknown, that he might aid
them in their escape, to betray him, and so they denied
all knowledge of Silk-lasso Sam.

What had become of Wild West Will and Grip
Saunders they did not knaw.
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But the latter was soon brought to where they
were, and they feared that the end of their band had
come. k

As the ladies needed rest, Pawnee Bill suggested
that they go with him to The Frying Pan at Pocket
City, there to remain until Captain Caruth could come
after them as an escort to the fort, and that Buffalo
Bill should go on with his prisoners and report what
had occurred at the fort.

This had just been decided upon, when up dashed
Captain Dick Caruth and his men.

The gallant captain had tracked the outlaws through
the night, marked his trail well, and from a distance
in the morning, seen them enter the cafion.

Then he had gone back to hurry on his troop, who
he knew had not spared horseflesh.

They had been soon found, their horses in a foam,
and the lieutenant reported that they had followed the
trail with lanterns.

The captain received a joyous welcome, and he it
was that made known that their captor was Silk-lasso
Sam.

The surprise was great to all, but Nina de Sutro
seemed the most affected by it.

When the first shock was over, Captain Caruth con-
tinued :

“I sent the man to the fort under the charge of Cow-
boy Charlie, but Lieutenant Louden now reports to me
that the cowboys reported that the prisoner attempted
to make his escape, and so was shot, though it is the

SO e Yo
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general belief that he met his death at the end of a
lariat.”

“Thank Heaven!” broke from the lips of Nina de
Sutro, and she reeled and would have fallen, had not
Captain Caruth caught her in his arms.

It was still decided to give the ladies a rest at
Pocket City, so thither went the troop to escort them,
while Buffalo Bill started for the fort with his
prisoners.

On the way, Dead-shot Dean stopped at his cabin,
for he was recuperating rapidly, and when the party
arrived at Pocket City, Judge King was wild with de-
light, and gave the ladies Bonnie Belle’s rooms,

“After a day and night’s rest the start was made for
the fort, and the welcome of the captives upon their
arrival is beyond description,

But soon after reaching home, Nina de Sutro re-
ceived two visitors.

They were Captain Caruth and Pawnee Bill, and
the former said:

“Miss de Sutro, Pawnee Bill found in the secret
cavern the private papers of Silk-lasso Sam. These
papers gave the story of his life, and told that he
was your husband, and, from all I saw, I believe you
were in league with him here, though from fear, not
willingness to do wrong.

“Whatever your motive, let me say to you that we,
Pawnee Bill and myself, expect you to take leave of
this fort forever, just as soon as you can do so, and
cast no suspicion upon yourself. Do you appreciate
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the situation, Mrs. Arden Leigh, enough to take our
advice and thus avoid all publicity ?”

“I do. I shall go from here very soon. My life
was a wreck not from inténtion.of my own, and now
I can only hide myself within the walls of a convent.

“When you ask about me in the future, gentlemen,
yougwill learn that I have taken the veil. I thank you
for the mercy shown me, and bid you a last farewell.”

They left her with deepest sympathy in their hearts
for the poor woman, and I may say here, long after
they did hear that she had shielded her life in the
walls of a convent in Mexico, her native land.

Why Nina de Sutro left the fort was not known,
except to Captain Caruth and Buffalo Bill, for the
scout was let into the secret, and her being the ally of
Silk-lasso Sam was never suspected by the outside
world.

As for that outlaw chief, whose life had been one
of such strange mystery and crime, the cowboys’ word
was taken for it that he had “escaped,” said escape
being generally set down by knowing ones as death
at the end of the lariat.

Colonel Dunwoody wrote a long letter to Ruth
Leigh, telling her that at last the end of her brother’s
career had come.

* * * * * * *

“Orders for you, Buffalo Bill,” said an orderly,
approaching the king of scouts and Pawnee Bill, as
they were seated on the porch of their quarters at
Pioneer~Post,
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“Thank you,” replied Cody, taking the envelope
from the orderly and breaking the seal.

“What is it?”’ queried Pawnee Bill.

“Marching orders,” was the reply. “We are to
proceed at once to Fort Fetterman.”

“That sounds interesting,” said Major Lillie.

Two hours later the two famous bordermen were
on their way to Fort Fetterman, where they were
destined to meet with more unusual experiences.




CHAPTER XXXI.
A MYSTERIOUS CRY FOR HELP.

“Hello! Hello! For de Lord’s sake, hello!”

The voice came echoing down from the side of a
rugged mountain, and, floating not unmusically
across the plain, reached the ears of Buffalo Bill,
riding alone, his eyes watchful, and his whole bear-
ing that of one aware that danger surrounded him on
every hand.

At the hail and call for help, the scout drew rein,
his rifle gripped for use, and his eyes keenly scanned
the mountainside; but no person was discerned.

Thus a minute passed, and Cody again rode on,
when once again there pealed forth the now plaintive
cry:

“Hello! For de Lord’s sake, hello!”

Again the rider came to a halt.

“That was a negro’s voice, surely. Is one of the
black cavalrymen at the fort playing a joke upon me?
He would not dare do that, T think. So T must see
what it means.”

The horseman once more moved on, when once
again came the cry, more earnest and plaintive than
before :

“Hello! Hello! Massa, for de lub of de Lord,
hello

Again the scout drew rein.

=
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This time his face assumed a puzzled, almost
anxious expression. He seemed wholly at a loss what
to do. _

Indians might be larking anywhere in thicket or
cover to send a bullet into his heart, but that was the
voice of no redskin, and was an appeal for help which
he could not ignore.

No other than a redskin was supposed to be nearer
than the frontier government post at Fort Aspen, half
a hundred miles away, and the scene was among the
then unknown wilderness of Wyoming.

The horseman sat, watchful and waiting—horse and
rider forming a magnificent picture.

Stationed at Fort Fetterman, Buffalo Bifl had been
sent on this lone and daring ride to Fort Caspar, and
from thence to Fort Aspen, as the bearer of important
dispatches.

Fort Caspar had been left behind, and it was while
following up the Sweetwater toward Aspen that the
scout, soon after his noonday halt, had heard the cry
for help as he rode across a plain bordered by the
range from whence had come the call, which he must
investigate at all hazards.

As the cry had been repeated each time he started
to ride on again, he once more urged his horse for-
ward, when again came the piteous appeal:

“Don’t lebe me, massa! For de Lord’s sake, don’t!”

The scout halted quickly, deeply affected by the
voice and words, 3
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“T must know who he is, and the situation heis'in,”
muttered the scout. :

With this he called in a voice clear as the tomes
of a bell, and far-reaching:

“Hello! Who is it calls?”

“Me, massa! An’ I wants yer awful bad.”

“Who are you, and where are you?”

“Jist by de cliff, massa.”

“What are you doing there?”

“Tryin’ ter find 'em, sah—my people.”

“Where are they?”

“Dey is lost, sah, and I is lost.”

The scout was almost as much puzzled as before.

He had located his man, yet it might all be a lure—
a cunning dodge for his own capture or destruction.

“Are you sick or hurt? If not, then show your-
self.”

“Who is you, massa?”

“T am known as Buffalo Bill, chief of scouts at Fet-
terman.”

“Oh, Lord! Oh, Lord! At las’, at las’! Why,
Massa Buf’ler Bill, I was lookin’ fer yer, sah!” And
the next instant the still unseen man broke forth in
merry laughter,

“That nig’s as mad as a jack rabbit,” muttered the
scout,

“Well, my man, if you are glad to have found me,
come out and show yourself.”

There was no reply, and Buffalo Bill waited fully a
minute before he spoke again.
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“Where are you?” he demanded.

. Still no response. =

Was it, after all, a mere blind? Was it a darky?
Was not some game to be sprung on him?”

Again he called out, and his voice rang back echoes
from the cliff.

The next instant there stepped into view upon the
cliff the form of the mysterious caller for help.

The man so suddenly appearing upon the cliff stood
there like an ebony statue,

His feet were upon the very edge of the cliff, and
he looked down from a dizzy height of three hun-
dred feet or more.

‘Like a great image he stood, one hand supporting
a rifle slung across his shoulder, the other resting
upon the hilt of a large knife in his belt.

His attitude was half offensive, half defensive, and
the better to view him, Buffalo Bill turned his field
glass upon him.

Attentively the scout scanned the stranger. He be-
held through his glass a negro, all of six feet four
inches in height, with rather slender but wiry and
athletic frame, and the shoulders and heavy neck of an
athlete.

He was dressed in buckskin, of dark-red hue, from
moccasins to cap, and carried upon his back, strapped
there like a knapsack, a large pack.

Armed with a rifle, he had a belt about his waist,
into which were stuck a pair of revolvers and a large
bowie knife.
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What might also be called another weapon in skille
ful hands, a lariat, hung over the pack on his back.

Too far off to see the features of the man, Buffalo
Bill yet discovered that the face was as black as ink,
and the features boldly cast,

“Now, who is he and just what is his little game [
should - like to know,” mused the weary borderman,
He evidently decided to ascertain, for he rode quietly
toward the base of the cliff.

As he approached closer to the cliffs, the scout
called out :

“Well, my man, come down.”

“Massa, I ain’t jist able, for I has been cut up a
little bit in a fight wid de red niggers, sah, and, ’sides,
I is almost starved ter death, an’ jes’' as weak as a
newborn calf.”

Buffalo Bill heard the words, and pondered a mo-
ment; then, in 2 low tone, murmured ;

“I'll chance it.”

With this he called out:

“T will come to you, my man.”

“Oh, thankee, massa, thankee, sah!”

The scout dismounted, undid a haversack slung to
his saddle, and, leaving his horse to graze, started
boldly for the cliff.

He could but experience a sense of relief when he
got close in under its shelter, and, though starting on
one Side of it, as if then to ascend, he quickly changed
and went up on the other side.

After a rough but noiseless climb, he reached the
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ridge, some hundred yards back from the edge of the
cliff. Then he peered cautiously through the cedars,
and the first thing his eyes fell upon was a de'ad
body—that of an Indian. A close search ahead o.f him
and he saw a second body!—also that of an Indian.

Moving forward, ready for action, the_ scout l?eheld
the negro seated upon the ground, leaning against a
cedar and looking down in the valley as though watch-
ing Buffalo Bill’s horse.

“Well, pard, I am here.” ‘

The negro started, turned, and arose with an effort,
leaving his rifle lying upon the rocks. ; :

A glance into his face, and Buffalo Bill saw that it
was haggard and pinched ; the eyes were sunken, and
the negro was certainly suffering.

Large as the scout was, the negro towered above
1im,
: “Why, you are suffering, my man, y,es, and bleed-
ing, too. You have been in hard luck.’ :

“Yes, massa, I has had a wery hard time, but you
has come now and I'll git all right, sah.”

“Where are you from?”

“From Purgatory, sah.” ] :

The scout’s face wore a pitying expression, while
his good heart grew sympathetic. .

“What is your name, my poor fello.w?

“Dey calls me B’elzebub, massa, which means de

=22,

deY‘]’}‘:he negro is a madman,” decided the scout, and
he felt that he must be upon his guard, for the man,
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a giant in strength, could be desperately dangerous
if aroused.

After a moment’s hesitation, Buffalo Bill said in a
kindly tone :

“Well, Beelzebub, calling you a devil don't make
you one, and now I am going to help you.”

“Thankee, massa.”

“First, you must have something to eat. I brought
my bag of provisions up with me.”

“Dat’s good news, for I is almost starved, sah.”

“1 see that, but you must eat sparingly at first, and
after a while take a good meal. Now, first take some
water from my canteen.”

The negro drank ravenously until checked by the
scout.

Then he was given a piece of hoecake and some
cold, broiled venison.

This he ate with the eagerness of one half starved.

“Now, lie down there and take a nap while I plant
those two bodies.”

“Dey is Injuns.”

“Yes, but they are human. I never leave the dead
unburied if T can help it.”

“You is a mighty good man, sah. I'll help you.”

“No, rest is what you need. I can bury the In-
dians; so go to sleep.”

“I does as you tells me, sah.”

The scout took the pack from the negro’s back,
spread the blankets, then, with water from his can-
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teen, bathed the man’s hurts and was glad to see that
he almost at once passed off into a sound sleep.

Going to the dead Indians, the scout saw that they
were Shoshones and that each had been killed in a
death struggle with the black, for each had a knife
thrust in his breast.

Both of the reds were armed with rifle, bow and
arrows, and knife, and as they must have been
mounted, the scout concluded their ponies could not
be far away.

The soil was too rocky on the cliff for grave dig-
ging, so he went off in search of some spot where he
could find soil, and, a few hundred yards away, came
upon their ponies, staked out.

Both were good animals, so the scout led them to
the cliff, put the dead bodies upon them, and took them
down to a little meadowland in the valley below.

Here he set to work, wrapped them in their blankets,
and, after an hour’s labor, had a grave excavated.

Into it they were placed, and the grave filled in.
Over the mound heavy rocks were put to guard the
remains from the wild beasts.

This sacred duty done, Buffalo Bill returned wi’gh
one of the ponies to the cliff, to find the negro still
asleep.
~ Arousing him, the poor fellow awoke with a start
and a wild glare in his eye. 3

“It is you, massa. I didn’t had a dream, den?

“No, I am here to care for you. How do you
feel?”




238 A Mysterious Cry for Help.

“Hungry, sah; mighty hungry.”

“All right; I see that you are better. I buried the
reds, and found their ponies, so have one here for you
to ride down into the valley, where there is a stream
and plenty of wood, so we can have a fire and good
supper.”’

“You is mighty kind, sah.”

“You would do the same for me if you found me in
distress. Now mount the pony.”

The black rose with an effort, stiff and sore as he
was, but Buffalo Bill helped him mount, and led the
way down to the valley.

A snug camping place was found and a fire built.
That done, the rescuer went after his own horse, un-
saddled him, and staked the three animals out near
the camp.

The negro lay upon his blankets, watching him, but
was forbidden to do any work.

A good supper was prepared by the scout, and the
black ate a substantial meal.

“You is a good gemman, sah—a mighty good man.
I got somethin’ ter tell you, too, sah, so I has, fer
you is Massa Buf'ler Bill.”

After supper the negro lay back against a tree, and
the scout said :

“You are not able to go on to the fort, Beelzebub,
for you could not stand the ride; but I'll go on and

come after you with the ambulance some time fo-
mMOrrow,
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The man started, a frightened look came over his
face, and, in a-voice that quivered, he said:
bl

“Don’t leab me, sah.” ; : t
i :
“But I am carrying important dispatches and mus

go on, while you will be all right here until I get back,
for I can be here by noon to-morr.ow.”

“Is you really Massa Buf’ler Bill?

“Yes, my comrades call me so.’ : —

“Den I sure done found Massa Buf’ler Bill?” and
the negro spoke eagerly.

“Yes, sure.” e
“Den vou is de man I was lookin’ fer, sah, de man

dey sént me ter find. De good Lord be praised, I hz.xs
found yer!” and there was a world of earnestness in

the way the words were uttered.




CHAPTER XXXIF.
A STRANGE STORY,

Buffalo Bill's face showed pity.

He felt that the negro was mad, that his assertion
that he had been looking for him, had been sent to
find him, was but the imaginings of a brain diseased.

“Well, you have found me, my man, and now tell
me what I can do for you, for I will have to go on
to the fort to-night, and when you go to sleep you
will rest well and be much stronger to-morrow.”

“You buried dem two red Injuns, sah?”

“Yes, right up the valley there, a short distance.”

“Does Injuns’ ghosts walk, sah?”

“I have never seen any,” with a smile. “I don’t
go much on ghosts, Beelzebub, be they white, black,
or red.”

“I does, sah. Yer sure de Injuns, afore dey was
buried, was sure dead ?”

“Yes, no doubt of that. How came you.to Rill
them?”

: “You see, sah, I has been a long time lost, a-hunt-
ing fer you, Massa Buf’ler Bill.”

“Well ?”

“My feed had given out, and I got a bullet choked

in my rifle and ¢’w’dn’t git it out, so I wasn’t able to git
no food.”

“I see.”
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“And I went along a-lookin’ and a-lookin’ fer you,
sah, and growin’ weaker all de time, and at last I
come out on dat cliff and lay down mighty tired and
hongry.”

“Poor fellow.”

“Yas, sah, I was dat; but I war fast asleep when I
war awoke by what I thought was two panthers
a-leapin’ onter me, but it war Injuns.

“Den, sah, I begin ter fight fer my life, fer dey
war tryin’ ter tie me, as I know’d, to take me to dere
camp and burn me, roast me for de pickaninny Injuns.
But I fought ‘em hard, weak as I war, and we rolled
over and over, and, oh, my; what a time we hed
uf it, sah!” ;

“I should think so.”

“Ef I hadn’t been so weak, sah, dey wouldn't hev
been nowhar with me in a scrap; but I didn’t have
my weepins on; my pack war on my back, and dey
hed dere knives, yer see.”

“But you killed them?”

“Yas, sah, after a long fight, all over de top uf de
cliff, Yer see, I jist got de knife away from one, sah,
and killed t'other with dat; den we scuffle round, me
and t'other -one, fer long time; %len I guv de knife
p'int to him and dat ended it. But if dey was bofe
of ’em dead, I wasn’t much better, fer it tuck me a
long time ter come round.”

“T should think so.”

“But I got rested and started ter crawl down the
cliff ter find water, when I seen you, sah—yes, sah,
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seen you, and you war de wery man T war a-lookin’
f({x“: and hasn’t you been good ter me—oh, my1”
VV?H, Beelzebub, T wish you to tell me where you
car‘1‘1e trom and what you wanted me for.” g
I come from de Lost Valley, sah.”
“What Lost Valley?”
“Up dere, sah,” and he poi ;
mouniains. d he pointed toward the northern
“In the Big Horn Range or Basin?”
::Ab011t dere somewhere, sah.”
hor;];l?lit 1s a long way from here. Where is your
“Had no horse, Massa Bill.”
“Did you walk here?”
“Yes, sah.”
“But what were you doing there?”
“Wid de settlers, sah.”
“Impossible! No settlers there”
“Dey is dere, sah; dat’s so; went
“Which way did they go there?”
“Dey went in from Helena.”
“How many of them?”
“About fifty.”
“All men?”

dar a year ago.”

.«
‘é\To, sah, d(,ere is some women and chillen, too.”
“ n Heaven’s name, what did they go there for?”
Dey went gold huntin’, and in case dey didn’t Tﬁnd-
no“gokl, dey was all prepared to make homes dere.”
“And the Indians have not troubled them?”
Not now. They can’t.”
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“Why, are you the last survivor?”

“Oh, no, salh; dey is all alive.”

“Then why do not Indians trouble them?”

“Dey can’t find 'em, fer dey is in de Lost Valley,”
was the mysterious reply.

“Can’t find them because they are in the Lost Val-
ley, as you call it, and Indians don’t trouble them now.
Fifty settlers, or gold hunters, and women and chil-
dren among them, up in the Big Horn country some-
where—why, man, you are surely demented.”

“No, Massa Buf’ler Bill, I aint dat, not a little bit;
I got heap good sense, sah.”

“T can hardly believe the story. The Big Horn
country is almost unknown, and there only an army
would be safe, for hostiles swarm around it. To get
there with such a company of men, women, and
children would be utterly impossible.”

“Dey is dere, sah,” was the repeated response.

“Could you tell me just where they are?”

“No, sah, 'cause I is lost.”

“You don't know your way back?”

“No, sah, but you kin find 'em.”

“Did you-just come from there?”

“Yes, sah.”

“Which way did you come?”

The negro pointed northward.

“You are sure you did not come from dowmn in Colo-
rado or over from Utah?”

“No, sah; I come right fromr de North, where de
mountains is way up in de clouds, where de rivers is
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mighty few, and de water of one river smells, oh, so
terrible—heap like polecat! But de country is so beau-
tiful, de trees grows so fine, de grass so green, and de
valleys is lubly. Oh, it es jes’ a land o' milk an’
honey, sah!”
~ "You must be describing the Big Horn country,
with - the sulphur springs flowing into the Stinking
Water, as the Indians call the river, for it is a land
of' wondrous beauty, lofty mountains, fine timber, the
greenest of rich grass, and loveliest of valleys, while
it is said that gold has been found there, and thus
lured other hunters on to their death,” and again
Buffalo Bill seemed rather to be musing aloud than
speaking to the negro.
“Dat’s de country, sah, dat's where dey-all is,” de-
clared Beelzebub eagerly.
“They are in the Big Horn Basin, then?”
“No, sah; I can’t jist say dat; but dey is in de
Lost Valley.”
“I never heard of the Lost Valley.”
“It is dere, sah, fer dey calls it so.”
“Who does?”
“Dem people T done tole you about.”
“Do you think you could go back there?”
“No, sah; but you could, Massa Bill.”
“When did you leave there?”
“My rifle tell, sah.”
Buffalo Bill got up, and, taking the rifle, saw on the
butt a number of little nicks on the stock.
“What do these tell 7
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“Days, sah, or most rather nights, fer I cut OI}C
each night I stop.” 25

The scout ran hastily over the notches, and said:

“Why, there are sixty-seven! Do you mean to say
it has been sixty-seven nights since you left the Lost

Valley ?”
“Yes, sah.”’
“Why, at ten miles a day you would have walked

i renty miles!”
six hundred and seven . L
«T walk farther den dat, sah. I is a good :'v'all\er.
“How many large rivers have you crossed?
“Seven, sah.” ' ; . :
“Those might be the Big Horn, Wind Rlvelr, Ni:
braska, and Sweetwater, but you have crosse;?‘ some
of them a second time. How did you get over: s
“Swim, sah, and push a log ahead of me wi y
outfit.” :
“Why did you not follow up the Big Horn
i i h.”
“Mountains was too big, sal ) :
“Then you have been ranging around in a mlgtlLtgr
wild and dangerous country for over two tgoiraii
and but for starving, you would have struck the
: 1l right.”
to Fort Aspen and been a . :
“T hed come to de end of my.trall, sah, %fuf},lloetr
hadn’t found me. You save my Ixffe, Maslia CL
Bill. and thankee, sah, not only fe[., myself,
dem as T left in de Lost Valley, iih.
“But why did you leave them:
”
“I come ter find you, sah.
“Who sent you?”

it
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The scout piled wood up near, put his bag of pro-
visions by the fire for the negro’s use, and filled his
own and the black’s canteent with water. Then he sad-
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ook th /
¢ two Indian ponies ;
in

a

kets about him, and

He is a
t least t
00 badl
scout, and he withdrew)"

I try it is for retreats, and

CHAPTER XXXIV.
ING.

Buffalo Bill assured Colonel Crandall that nothing
was wrong at Fort Fetterman, gave him the dis-
patches, and waited until he had read them.

After discussing with the scout various matters of

rest along the frontier, the colonel said:
h to return, Cody, for I suppose

t, as there js no-need for
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nte
«When do you Wis
you desire several days’ res

haste?”’
«1 would like to start back to-might, if convenient
to ydu.-”
tches ready ; but that gives you

‘T can have my dispa
little time for rest.”’

«] am anxious to get back.”

« Anything urgent on hand ?”’

“1 desire to go on 2 scout up int

country, sir.”
“Surely not a
“Only a few of my 5€0
“Tt is dangerous work,
“Yes, sir, but I have a
the Big Horn country than has
any of your men gone up that way,

“No, and they will not with my pe

Tndians fairly swarm up there, knowing what a cout
it will be many a long/day

o the Big Horn

lone, but with cavalry?”
uts, colonel.”
Cody.”

desire to get a better look at
yet been had. Have
sir?”’
rmission, for the
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before the government establishes
Wway, more than what we now h

“Pardon me, Colonel Crand
hear of any one going into the

iy
ave,

all,

Big Horn country ?”
“There is a camp yarn that

old Californig Joe and
you went there some years ago,
lieved it.”

“It is true, sir. I wag riding pony express then,
under Alf Slade, and went with Californig Joe, who
had penetrated there more than once,”

“What on earth dig you go for?”

“To find th

e band of men who had penetrated there
in search of gold and who haq not returned,”
“T remember now.

You found them ?”
“Their hones in tl

leir camp, as all had died of

ay out with their gold, which,

however, they had hidden beyond all chance of
finding.”

but I neyer be-

starvation opn their w.

“But, you have 3
for that gold?”

1 idea you would like to try again
“No, sir; I gave th
want to see more of
the strength of the 1
gone there.”

‘i'&[
have

at up, as California Joe did, T
the country, find out about what
ndians is, and if any one else has
ou will find only redskins there, and if palefaces
gone in, their honeg will alone remain to tell the
ate of their desperate foolhardiness.
vice, Cody, and don’t go.”

Buffalo Bill bowe
did not alter hig pu

Take my ad-

d in silence, but the officer’s advice
rpose,

any forts up that

but did you ever
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for the
report
; he colonel that he qu13 the quarters as-
Telling tl sent out, and, See‘l{mb ¢ rest
. 1€ W our =
dxspatd‘e.s’ tay down for 2 *few1 1 he found ma.nY
signed hmt, . se. much refreshed, at favorite with
When he altohi'm for he was a gree proud of him
; ; T
friends to ;g{e Crs and scouts, who we
ficers, SOIAIELS, < men. : et of
QFee ory king of bOrd,er disclosing the seet
as the very uld, without d guardedly those
As well as he Ctoh s’cout questloned 2 ¢ penetrated
: ¢ avin
the negro g1Z]L-rltf’(jlrmeC1 of any one 1::: but he learned
likely to be lréountr}’ from any quarb ;d% had started
the Big Horn t several daring bancs gold—that
e than tha rospect for g :
A HOTE ¥ Horn range to Prosi ith terrible stories
for the Big rties had returned wi thers had never
arties 0
e thh'e-Se :n(\ death to tell, and
S S =
of hardship . ering the
again. answ
been heard of '11:13’ he learn of any part1y sterious negro.
Nothing C(;Uthc‘se described by the nB);il pought a lot
description 01 fort traders, Buffalo and put all on
. . o d .
Gomg f‘o “end some camp equipage, of the Indian
of prowsloﬂls ato be strapped on one
saddle, S
a paCl\ba bandage ’
! some s
ponies. Iso from the surgeon wounds or -
He got asther things needed {oro rted to Cotonel
: o
arnica, anld fter a hearty supper, rep
:aries. and, a S ino the
]ufles.‘ ad( uarters. e ﬁrst thlng
Crandaﬂ.ﬂt }ihe; were ready, and th
The dispa : 4 o into the
7 m was: Re s omg
colonel Sa‘d.to . that foolish idea ?fx-g‘x over what
“Cody, g1ve 1zp 1 have been thinking
: country.
B‘g Horn
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you said, and was half inclined to write Colonel Ma-
son not to let you go.”

“I am glad you did not, for I feel that I can ac-
complish good by going, other
I must ask you, sir, not to spe
it is a secret; but I feel that I am doing right.”

“Ah! You know more than you will tell me? But
that is your business, Cody, and I will not seek to
know, for you have got a very level head ; but, remem-
ber, I have warned you not to take such desperate

. chances. Good-by, and luck to you! T shall be most
anxious until T hear from you again.”

The scout thanked the officer, and r
the fort just as the flag came flutteri

the staff, and the sunset gun w
wide.

wise I would not go.
ak of my intention, for

ode away from
ng down from
as echoing far and

It was after midnight when Buffalo Bill rode up to
the lone camp in the cafion and saw the glimmer of the

little camp fire, while he heard the sharply spoken
words :

“Who is dat dar? Talk quick!”

“All right, Beelzebub. On the alert, T see?”

“Yes, Massa Buf'ler Bill, and
yer, sah.”

“Did you not know me?”

“Yer see, T has had another visitor, and I wasn’t
jist sartin who you might be,”

“Another visitor, eh? When ?”

“Ter-night, sah.”

mighty glad ter see
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“Who was he?”

“A red Injun.” =

“And he got away from you.':'

“No, sah; I put him to sleep.

“Killed him, eh?”

“Yes, sah.”

“Where is he?” 5%

“Sleepin’ over yonder, sah, \\-h.uf he tum)' : o

The negro pointed to a spot off :O:?duf iil:]ll);e? Of,
ralkine over there, the scout scattered @ o
Z\ol)}(l;é?f that were cautiously creeping near and waiting
for a feast. :

The Indian lay in a heap, as he had tall:n;az‘l\tlulz;
dragging him up to the camp ﬁrc‘, ~1t1he S?ci:d -
bullet wound in his head. while he sti giasé 1;](1 s
cold clutch of death, the rifle he had cocked, &
ready to fire.

“You just anticipated lmn,. 2
fortunate, for he intended to kill you. Sl
i akin’ 1 ay=

I seen him sneakin’ round i1

Beelzebub. . You were

“Yes, sah. e .

i i C < s he'd come

licht, and jist laid for him, ’cause I knows e

Tics I seen him coming along a-stoop :
asleep, and when he stop,

Dat’s a first-class gun ob

when it got dark:
when he thought I was
jist let him hal:la’ shot.
Massa Bill.’
yot“r;'es Beelzebub, and I have brought yours.bacl:i f:;\(lal
’ an extra one besides, a new repeating é
an officer at the fort. I have also gof
weapons, another present, plenty o

right, and
presented me by
an extra belt of

et
es

u

W

er,
ich

put .
ook
ttra
the

assa

v the
t the
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t re-
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ammunition, and provisions galore, with other things
How are you feeling ?” -
“Mighty stiff and sore, s IS 1
g , sah, and T41s mighty of
hab come.” gy

“How many Indians did you see?”

“Only that one, sah.”

He had doubtless become parted from ‘the other
fcwo and was on ‘their trail. { crossed their trail 'be-
ore I saw you the other day, and there were the tracks
of three ponies, so that this one makes all present .or
accounted for.” -

“I hope so, sah.”
AT, Sie

We are going to have some falling weather now, I

ilm Ism.e, so I wish to leave here at daybreak, and go
vo’tt]. ae place where I wish you to remain until I return
with my scouts, for I have to 80 on to Foert Fetter-
mz:‘n. You can ride, T guess, taking it slow.”

Yes, sah, I’ll go.”

Then we’ll get several hours’ sleep and then start.”

The horses were staked out, more w
the camp fire, and the scout turned in
he was tired.

Bu‘f he was up before dawn, the w
to boil, then fthe dead Indian was taken up the cafion
to where the others were buried, and the scout hastil
opened the grave, and placed the body in it. /

: Re“;uming to ‘the camp, he found that Beelzebub had
reakfast ready, though it 'had heen no e

him to do 5o, and each ate heartily,
The horses were saddled, and, with the extra

ood thrown on
for a rest, for

ater was put on

asy- task for

The Colonel's W arning. 250
hlankets Buffalo Bill made the negro as comfortable in
his saddle as was possible.

It was daybreak when t
bringing up the rear. :
vod the ride

he scout mounted and led

the way, the pack horse
He was glad to see that the black st :
well and he kept steadily along on his way for hours.
The course of the scout lay northward, along the
foothills of the Wind River Mountains, and toward

the latter stream. ‘ <
A halt was made at noon, the wounds of the negro

were tenderly washed and dressed, dinner had, and

then the ride was resumed. 4

Toward night the scout turned into: a cafion, and
saidi:

“There is a splendid spring ahead, Beelze
It will make a new man of youw,
Old California
d this is.

bub, and

of medicinal water.
and it is a fine, safe camping place.
Toe and T were here a couple of years ago, an
as far as I know the country up th]s- way.
“\We are just in time, for it is. going to s‘to.rm Ct;);
night, and our trail will be washed: out, S_O ng oneh{ve
tr;lck us here, and that s what I wanted. ou 1
stood the long ride well, and now you cas have a .o:%
rest, and I'll do the same to-mMOTrTOW. But now to ge
e o protect us.”
: S’llz;te::;z]g ground was, indeed’, a safe o~ne; and
water, grass, and wood were there in .:.l.bundamel..f %
The old wikiap. built by B.uﬁ'alo Rill and California
Ioé still stood, and was quickly added, to and made

more comfortable.

get
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The packsaddle and provisions were stored away,
the horses staked out, blankets spread, and a fire built
of large logs.

Then supper was disposed of, the wounds of the
negro cared for, and just as the scout turned into the
snug and dry shelter, the storm burst with all its fury,
and went howling through the mountains, while the
rain came down in torrents. :

But the campers were well sheltered and com-
fortable,

The storm howled through the mountains during
‘fhe night, loosening rocks from the heights, uproot-
mg trees, and roaring like a terrible duel of artillery.

In the thicket of cedars the camp was protected,
and the horses stopped feeding, and sought the shel-
ter of the grove.

It was well that the scout had made a secure shelter,
or a miserable night they would have had of it ; while,
as it was, the two were well protected, and kept dry in
spite of the torrents of rain, which at times threatened
to put out the fire of large logs.

“Well, Beelzebub, our trails to this point will never
be followed, and nothing will bring an Indian up here,

and there are no palefaces to come, so you can rest
content during my absence.”

“Yes, sah, T’Il be all right.”
So the night passed, but though the rain ceased with

the dawn, the sky still remained overcast, and the
wind blew hard.

The fire burned up brightly again, and began to dry
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out the camp outfit, while the scout got a good break-
fast, after putting the horses in a new feeding ground.

During the morning, Buffalo Bill brought logs and
piled them up close at hand, where the negro could roll
them upon the fire, and had he been a brother, he could
not have been more kind to the wounded black.

The wounds of the negro were doing well, he was
getting his strength back by good food and rest, and
he said he could easily look after himself and the
horses during the scout’s absence, for all he needed
was close at hand.

The spring was within a few steps of the camp, and
the scout hoped for great benefit to the negro from its
medicinal waters.

Thus the day passed away, the sun set in a clear sky,
and there was promise of fine weather.

After supper, the scout tried to get more informa-
tion from Beelzebub about the unknown gold hunters
up in the Lost Valley, wherever that was, but he
seemed only to know that they were . there, waiting
for his return with Buffalo Bill to aid them from some
dread peril.

That the black knew more than he would tell, the
scout was assured, but he would not force him to say
what he skillfully sought to avoid doing.

This but added more and more to the mystery about
the negro and the people of the Lost Vallgy, whom he
had come to seek succor for.

Retiring early to his blankets, the scout intended to
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make an early start on the following morning, and he

had had his breakfast and was ready to go by daylight..

“Keep as still as possiblé, Beelzebub; dress your
wounds morning and evening, eat heartily, and try and
be ready by the time I return to stand a hard trail. 1
will be gone perhaps a week, and will bring back with
me a brave band of hoys, who will follow me to death
if need be.

“As you say we cannot ride there, we will come
this far mounted, and bring pards to take our horses
back. I will leave the two Indian pomies here with
you, and if 1 should not return within two weeks, then
. you will know that something has happened to me,
and my advice is that you then go to Fort Aspen and
make a clean breast of it to Colonel Crandall, telling
him everything, and he will help the people of the
Lost Valley as you wish them aided.

“Now, I'll leave you and push right on to Fort Fet-
terman, striking through the Rattlesnake Hills and
thence following down the north fork of the Nebraska
River to the post. I have drawn a map, to guide you,
in case harm befalls me, but if alive and well, ook
for me within ten days.”

With this parting talk with Beelzebub, Buffalo Bill
shook hands with him, mounted his horse, and rode
away.

Looking backward, he saw the negro watching him
closely, and felt sure that he felt his lonely condition
greatly, wounded, alone, and far from a human being

e
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that was not a foe, as he would be when the scout was
gone,

Taking out his compass, after he had left the canon,
which he did by riding down the stream flowing from
the spring,, so-as not to.leave any trail up: te) the camp,
the scout took his bearings and turned the head of his
horse toward the eastward, by a little south, to strike

| the Nebraska Fork hetween the Sweetwater River and

the Rattlesnake Hills.

The morning had nearly passed away, and his well-
rested. horse had. made good time, when, suddenly, he
came upon the fresh trail of a horse heading across
his way, and toward a range of wild and rugged
mountains on: his left.

The hoofs of the horse were shod, and the trail
had not been made over a few hours, the scout saw,
and he at once determined to follow it.

So, giving up his intention to halt for the noon rest
and meal, he pushed rapidly on along the trail.

Miles wete gone: over, and the trail led: him into

toward the summit of a range.

Still on he followed, and, ascending the range, to
his great amazement, he suddenly came upon a
strongly built rock fort there in an unknown: wilder-
ness, and of the existence of which he had not had the
remotest idea,
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CHAPTER XXXV.

THE OLD FORT.

Buffalo Bill h
strange find,
The trail he had been following

where he then was, and did not lead up to the old fort.
Neither did the scout §0 on at once, either on the
trail, or up to the rock structure. -

He scemed lost in amazement, and trying to de-
cipher how the fort came there.

It was a rock cabin, he saw as he the more at-
tentively regarded it, rather than a fort, though it had
narrow windows and a flat roof.

It was about thirty feet square
built, being about twelve feet in he

The rocks were large—square
lected—and it was well built,

Situated upon the apex of a hill,

extensive view all ahout it,
fended,

alted, and gazed with wonder at this

branched off just

» and very solidly
ight.
ones had been se-

it commanded an
and could be well de-

As he drew nearer, the scout saw th
pearance of having been long

Yet the trail he had follow
of a mile of it

But who had built it?
When had it been built ?

Where were those who h
wilderness ?

at it had the ap-
deserted.

ed led within a quarter

ad erected it there in a

-
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d i a?
had it been erecte = s
}{Yhhe}ge \?/ere the questions Buffalo Bill asked hims

: t answer them. : : 2
> ltinﬂ(ild:: is.” he said at last, to himself, dt}g;twn
N/ s r ;

/as b)tlliltfas a stronghold by men \\.ho 'Call:pof oo
\'A’a.zthe valley, but retreated here 1n t?mI ar
!12 ¢ who were they, and where are they

ut w A L

ter. '
se here and reconnot ' -
myD}?OZ;(junting he hid his horse a}c'leldar t
v : - hill.

and, rifle in hand, slowly ?scindrclilrht(;ed o
S he rock strong ;

As he reached t . e

desolation and desertion alo-z;e tgoge;st e

E ed close up to the § . o

b ¥11te Zte}?fivn logs, and was hung upon hinges

uilt o ;

“from horseshoes. ; .

fmHe looked in cautiously, and saw tlhat t:d S

iling of logs, some seven feet high, a
cei i
to a loft above. = T
]ed“;‘{re)rS' horses could be kept.below in tu;)de géht frgom
d the’ men stay above, while they cou R
aln roof. I can’t understand al?out lt"thmg;é - =

. kn-ew of a white man coming up Into BEos

3 : :

?everun]ess it was old California Joe. I W

ry,

I
o de lad-
}00\17\\/;‘;1 this, Buffalo Bill walked toward the ru
t
and began the ascent. : =

de%t?t sudcﬁmly he was struck a v1o.len}1):alc)11< s

head. that threw him down upon 1.115 e

hacrd,dirt floor, and right on top of him ¢

of one, two, three men.
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Stunned by the blow and fall,

it was several sec-
onds before he could recover himself, and by that
time his revolver and knife had been tak

while his rifle had been knocked from hj
fall.

But Buffalo Bill was not a man to submit tamely to
capture, and by an exertion of his  wonderful
strength, he rose, with the three men clinging to him.

One of them he hurled from him; another was dealt
a blow that put him out of the fight, and the third
thrown against the wall
Then it looked

en from him,
s hand in _his

was
with a force that stunned him,

as though the scout was m
the situdtion, in spite of being dis

sarmed,

His first thought was to regain his weapons, but as
he stooped, a voice called from the loft, as a rifle
barrel was thrust through the

trap and covered him :
“Hands up, Buffalo Bill, or I pull trigge

It is doubtful whether th
this threatening command,
the man was not visible,

aster of

Tl
€ scout would have obeyed

for he saw at a glance that

and wou
but as he meditated a spring tow

he had hurled from him leaped upon him like a panther.
Then the others, shaken up by the fall and blow re-
ceived respectively,

rushed upon him, while the one in
the loft dropped down, revolver in hand.
“You are a dead man if

you resist further, Buffalo
Bill,” cried the latter, and his revolver was thrust into
the scout’s face.

Id fire at random;
ard the door, the man

Seeing that there Was now no chance for him, Buf-

26,
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. . . . v v
{d (e}

the force of circumstances.
. the

; i yhat is your
ioht, pards, I call it quits; SO W
“An Tlg 1L, Pe 2
» 2d and fall
game? haken up by the blow on the hca;ltion i

T shake el ~ir condition, fd

kughl {der, the scout was il flef - him, and he
from the aty 0,( pistols been &ga“,ht to’rS with a
not the {O(l(: one to the other of his cap
olanced fron 1d
o thino olance. s ne had tol
cool, Scardzlmbt }tl,is blow in thesiace of S ﬁ was badly

& 1a < vl Na -

5 fawthe one thrown agamst ﬂ;em“;ye than satis-
sl {’ and the third man appeare nt's grip of iron.
brulsef ylt what he had felt of the S_k : 2 the loft was all
e ‘ho had dropped last fron

The one W : 3 ader.

-oht. and appeared to be the le .-ed the fact that h.e
right, nore, the scout recogmz ot o, menas it

An'd, t; . h;;nds of as dangerous ain oy & b

gl § L
Wai 11‘)‘ en his misfortune to meet
had be . ffalo
hich Buffa
day. mspection of the crowd w}him securely
T . o

e as while they were pmdlﬁ?n covered the
Bill mad'e twc ;wo of them keeping ‘1dgle

ith lariafts, ‘ ; r stru .
thb thougeh dreading anothe ; ta1 s of border-
i t"[he four men the rea ]}dpl anters

w in old hu TSk

He sad felt sure that they were g dsome man, with
men, an 2 2 well-formed, hands ed, as were

wa 41 dressed,

Thelle?d‘znzl beard, and was well dre
blond hair M ;
also his three compamons,, said the scout, addressing

A ou,
«1 think I know ¥

®
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“Indeed ?”
“Yes; we have met before.”
“When and where ?” :
You are a man | kn
and you are doing here
“What is that?”

=
“You a

re
o a gold boomer.”

(KY
ot led men j
mto gov
gold, and keep; government lands hunt;
path to PreVelz);tng the Endians constantly o:nt;mg s
try where you w others from coming into th 1€ war-
ere placer mining, and also i € coun-
: s mak-

ing “the sold;
Olche .
force.” f$ cautious about scouting in
small

ew i
: n Denver as Doc Miner
what you were there.” ’

“You've
L B'Hgot me down fine, for that j
- —we are gold boomers =
= am sure of that; byt .
= Y, you are bold men to,c
: You are here.”
: :
ITamas
. an cout, and m
in %uldmg a troop.” .
he hand :
e assome gold boomer laughed and i
e well said, cleverly put in e
5 €ve you are now guidi e
“«y, € you sure that T am notp” L
es; for I pelj :
‘ eve yo
- you are
: :, ur daring reconnoissanc ks
r}::VaVnd I‘am' sure of one
hat is that?”

Yy bllsiness’

if these ar
e all of
ome up here,” YOuE

du i
ty carries me everywhere

y making one of

es alone up i 3
thing.” P into this coun-
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not know that my pard here, ke Ellis, was following

half a mile behind me.”
“No, I didn’t know that.
careful.”

“Tke saw you,
camp by a short tr

T should have been more

though, and he at once cut for our
ail that took off miles that you
traveled following me, and he headed me off on foot,
told me who was on my trail, so I rode on around

and then we came here to bag you.
have shot you

to our camp,
Had you not come here, we would

from the roof.”
«That means that all of your

“\We are enough.”

“You did not build this rock cabin?”
“Oh, no. It was built by a band of gold boomers
d, and he told me about

years ago, and one only escape .
it when he was dying from 2 bullet wound he got 112 2
fight in Cheyenne, and 1 was kind to him.”

«\What became of the others?”’
“They were killed by Indians, and we found their

bones here when we came, and buried them 1n the val-
ley near our camp.”

“He told you, too, there was
“Oh? yes, or I would not have come.

to get up a party and return here, but
him, and we came.”
“How long have you

“Nearly a year.”
“Must have been successful.”

band are here.”’ .

gold here?”
He intended

death crushed

been here?”
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“Yes, we have done well, and are all ready to starf
for the settlements with our find.”

“Indians have not troubled you?”

“No.”

“When do you start?”

“Ike and I were returning from gathering up some
gold pockets we had hidden away, when he saw you,
and we are to start at dawn to-morrow, so you came
just in time.”

“In time to find you breaking the laws in coming
here as gold boomers.”

“Yes, and that is not all.”

“What else?”

“You have come to find your grave here.”

“That means that you intend to kill me?”

“You are cool about it, certainly.”

“I take things as they come.”

“Yes, you've got to die, Buffalo Bill,” said Ike Ellis,
and the other two chimed in with him in the same as-
sertion, the leader remaining silent.

“What have you against me?” asked the scout, with
the utmost coolness,

“Simply that you are an officer of the law, as an
army scout; we are lawbreakers. I have seen you
before, and so have my pards, and we wquld be
caught up and hanged, perhaps, for being gold hunters
in the forbidden country.

“You have found us, discovered our secret, and,
though we admire you as a man of nerve, and of de-
served fame as a scout, self-preservation is nature’s

I
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ves we must take your

first law, and to protect oqrsel

. 3 ) ?))
hf?;l-low can I, single-handed, harn(l1 )Slz):d e
o Fetterman an
«you could go to Fet 5 we would
the \(('l?i%erent posts to cut us off, and g;ulsives-”
a1l : it might be, have 10 fight for o hean wai

1055 : se 1 pledged my word not”tO o e
??ﬂ)({ ¢ your word, Buffalo Bill, franly g
“1? a{ 2]
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But the others
“No, no; We

must die!”

jagely: _
shouted savagely : e
will mot take any mans word.




CHAPTER XXXV1

THE COMPROMISE
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«There is but one man in camp, and only five of us
entered this country gold hunting,”’ said the leader.

«And Drake Jones would side with us, cap'n,” said
Ned Turner, one of the men, while Jake Dunn, who
had been the one most hurt in his struggle with the
scout, and was nursing his bruises, said:

“yes, we are four against yer, and having risked
life ter get the gold we has, 1 don’t see why we should

let 2 man go free to betray us.”
“My sentiments exactly.”
«Kill him, say 1,” chimed in the others. :
The leader showed 10 sign of yieldinig, however,

and said earnestly:
“Pards, go slow.
have just as much at stake as you
for it was my secret that brought you here, and I get
one-third of the dust, as you all agreed. '
“Now, this is no ordinatry man that you would kill,
but one that is doing his duty as an army officer. You
all know who Buffalo Bill is; that fhe has won a great
name, and has risked his life a thousand times for
others.
“le has saved hundreds of lives, has stood be-
tween the Indians and the settlers, has put down law-
Jessness, and is the king of bordermen. I ask you,
therefore, to spare his life, to accept his pledged word
that he will not betray us if we will spare his life,
and not have it.upon your consciences that you cruelly
killed a man who was at your mercy, and that man

Buffalo Bill

I grant all that you 53¥; and 1
have—yes, 1more,
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“You will f
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preciate your kindness,

«Indeed, I thank you, and ap
ould not yield, for

but if you gave up, all these men W
it’s blood they want now.
«“That’s it, and your life we are going to have,’
Tke Ellis.
«Allow me to suggest a compromiise,’
Bill, with a smile.
“What is it?” eagerly

' said
' said Buffalo

asked the leader.
I will betray them, they say,
life. As I do not care

he will of several desperadoes, I

¢ out of my power to do you
me afoot, and
hed

“These men fear that
y they wish my

and that is wh
to go out of life at t
suggest that you put 1
harm—that is, take my
by the time I can get to a

horse and leave
fort you can have reac

cried the leader.

eatening.
se offered by
Il received

safety.” _
“Good! I accept the compromise !’
But the men still looked black and thr
The eager acceptance of the compromi
Buffalo Bill for saving his life was not we
by ke Ellis and the other gold boomers.
They did not seem to trust the scout, if even left on

foot.
«] say no,” said one.

«] am with you.”
fady’s gun—dangerous

«He’s like the old

lock, stock, or barrel,” said the third.
“your men still wish my life, I see,” Buffalo Bill

mly to the leader.

Miner became a study.

d determined, and the scotit saw that

without

remarked cal
The face of Doc

It grew stern an
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€ had co SN
i me tf) the mines to make a f
Goin .:,] € against him in gold dig % ortune, but
; g alone into th ; ging.
Gienen € mountains, he }
) St ) had :
he went to t}lllzaposedj Pt piling up "1SI£rUCk .
etk camp for help ¢t N ortune,
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It was n
ot gold.
worth nothing. It had the look of it but was
Then he 1} y :
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paid him fairly \Szﬁun t(l) practice medicine, and it
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thi\;honey he earned 1e only collected a fifth of
ext had come :
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r, with four :
fOII. the new El Dorado companions, had then started
t would | R
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you right here that the compromis

and now I tell

offers goes.”
“Does that mean that you g0 against us, Doc

Miner?”
“Yes, Tke Ellis, for you shall not kill Buffalo Bill
to escape with-

without cause, when it is in your power

out his doing you harm.”
T think we'll take issue with you, cap'n; for having
got the gold, I take no chances.”
“Tke is right.”
“yegs, I say the same.”
The face of Doc Miner did not change as he said :
“Tt was my secret that got you the gold, and I
he money for all of you.

prought you here. I put up t
ggled hard in this coun-

“For eight years I have stru
try, and 1 can see rest and luxury ahead of me now,
abama; but I tell you

when I return to my home in Al
right here, and T am in deadly earnest, that T will kill
the man who attempts to take the life of Buffalo Bill.

«“Yes, leave him on foot, if you will, here in this
¢ from any help, and with his

horse we can make good time and escape before he
our trail; but, again I tell you,

can put the soldiers on
if my life is the forfeit, the man who attempts to kil
him dies by my bullet.”
There was 1o mistaking the words of the man.
He meant just what he said, and was ready to
sacrifice his life in defense of the scout.
The men knew him, and saw that he quietly s

before the scout, to shield him.

wilderness, alone, and fa

tepped
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CHAPTER XXXVIL

A FRIEND IN NEED.
«What! Do you mean that you are willing to be
lone, unarmed, without

left here in this wild country a

food
“Yes, Captain Miner.”
“Why, it will serve the purpose these men desire—

be your death.”

“No; for I can go seve
though walking is 00 much like work
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T can build a fire to keep warm.”
“But you are not to have a match,” said Tke Ellis.
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e nothing to protect you from
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d in need.”
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compromise a}:'e a deadly scene here I r,e?ted’ but,
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= ) oon wi 2 re a
i will be, so here Tt Tez}(]y to
hovnd St p and get off: but maim un-
= until the last moment ; you are to remain
am cont :
Tlie o aglet; t}I accept the situation as it s
and you, Ned, go t]eﬂscom s horse and bring him h
start within half az(q) h:)e Camp and tell Drake Joneserve, By
“Ellis, you g0 over thl;r “hon facdnl i Bill's horse,
S ra . : :
;a(]d]c our two horses nge to the grazing ground two animals belonging to the g
Buffalo Bill’s horse \;'e < g them here, and, wit}; only two that were left of the se
n travel along pretty well with them.
: “Say, Buffalo Bill, we want y

carrying our o
z gold and
ride o d outfit, and havi 3
by turns and rest yg having one animal to
outfit, for the terms are that yo
A Kk glance at the jeader.

Ike Ellis |
S looked 2 h

orde : as though he i 3 : = :
- 01; but his two companions h”zlte‘;ded to resent the Tke Ellis said, with a quic

a a . ‘
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«T am not one to say die, Tke Tllis, and some day
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’ e tell : umanity

you right now, that T hay demanded, 5
en . . .
ppen to have we may meet again—in fact, I am sure we will, for
e of those men whom prosperity will ruin;

a Iltt]e food i
n my pocket
yonder, and sh
' shall place it

out being seen—f
a blanket, so you w

night.” !
“1 will not forget you, Doc Miner,” said the scout

earnestly.

The gold boomer then did as he said, leaving some
bread and broiled venison hidden away, with a re-
volver and a heavy clasp knife, calling to Buffalo Bill
to see where he put them.
this time the man had returned with Buffalo

Ellis with the

and soon after up came
old boomers, and the

ven they had brought

i1l have something to cover you by

our coat and whole
u are left nothing,”

you are o




282 A Friend in Need.

and you'll yet die on this border, and with your boots
on, mark my words.”

“That’s a threat, Buffalo Bill,” savagely said Ellis.

“Oh, no, only a prediction; for P've met your kind
often before, and know what their fate has been.”

The man laughed rudely, and replied :

“Well, T won’t quarrel with a dying man; for, if
you don’t starve to death, the mountain lions will make
a feast of you. T've got nothing against you, except
that you came between yg and our success,”

“Come, we have had talk enough. Mount your
horse and go on to camp,” and Doc Miner stepped
forward and took the bridle rein of the scout’s horse,
the latter remarking:

“I will make you a present of my horse and outfit,
Doc Miner.”

“T accept the gift with thanks™ was the answer,
and Ike Ellis grew black with rage, for his eye was
already: upon the scout’s horse for himself.

“Have you any papers, or any little thing you wish
to keep, Buffalo Bill}” asked Doc Miner, unheeding
the look of Ike Ellis, yet carefyl the while to keep
his eye upon him, and his hand near his revolver for
quick use,

“Nothing, thank you.”

“Then T will unbind the lariat and leave vou, I am
SOLry to say, as I never believed I would be guilty of
leaving any man, even my worst foe,” :

“I am ready when you are, and I surely will not he

ﬁveighted down with what T possess,” ‘and the light-
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the scout accepted his fate
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stood in the same devil-may-care attitude until the
men disappeared from sight down the
their camp.

Then he entered the rock cabin
noiter.,

range toward
and began to recon-

He saw the floor above, with bunks around the wall,
and the trap that led to the roof above.

He went up the rough ladder to the roof, and looked
about him. ;

The situation was a good one for defense, but then,
those who had built the cabin in the long ago, h
their lives, save the one who had been absent
time of the attack, and thus made his escape, t

die with his boots on, and, before his lips were si
tell Doc Miner his secret.

ad lost
at the
o later
lenced,

Curling up from down in the valley,

the scout saw
a column of smoke.,

It told him just where the camp of the gold boomers

was, and he knew he would have t6 lose no time in
searching for it.

Descending from the roof of the rock fort, he went
to where the hoomer captain had hidden the things for
him,

There was a piece of hoecake, a broiled venison
steak, some matches, a revolver, several rounds of am-
munition, and a jackknife,

“I could give Mr. Ike Ellis a rather lively hustle if

he returned now to see if I felt lonesome,” said the
scout, in his dry way,
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i se aloud:
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tered the eye of the savage beast as he was almost
upon him.

“Another debt due Doc Miner, for it would have
been the last of me had he not left me weapons to
defend myself with,” muttered the scout, as he put his
foot on' the huge brute lying dead before him.

CHAPTER XXXVIIL,
THE GOAL REACHED,

Buffalo Bill fully realized the close call he had had
from a terrible death.

The mountain lion had scented blood from the cut
on the face of one of the scout’s assailants, had trailed
the fresh tracks into the old rock fort, and, doubtless
very hungry, had rushed out at the sound of foot-
steps.

Cornered as he was, he made the spring, and, but for
the scout’s having been left a weapon, and using it
with deadly aim, the fame of®Buffalo Bill would have
ended then and there.

Tt was a full minute that the scout stoed gazing
down upon the dead beast, a short while before so
dangerous.

“A close call—a very narrow one,” he muttered,
and he started off on the trail by which he had come.

He knew that he had a thirty-mile walk of it, and a
rough one.

But he did not complain, considering himself very
fortunate to be able to go at all.

He kept up a steady pace until sunset, and then
found a camping place. .

Getting out his matches, he built a fire in a secluded
place, roasted some bacon, warmed up the hoecake,
and made a tin cup of coffee, congratulating himself
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that he did not have to go supperless to bed, and that,
with the large blanket left him by Doc Miner, he had a
bed such as it was, and a fire, and weapons with which
to defend himself,

“I would have been, indeed, in hard luck, had I been
left without food, arms, matches, and a blanket, for
there are savage beasts in these mountains here, I have
had good reason to know,” he mused.

Rolling his blanket about him, after throwing a
large log on the fire, he was soon asleep, and awoke
only at dawn.

Eating sparingly of his provisions, for he wished to
guard against the accident of finding Beelzebub gone,
he started on his way once more, and before noon
came to the little camyp, startling the negro by sud-
denly appearing before him.

“Lordy, Massa Bill, yer done scared me clean
white,” cried the black, who was greatly startled.

“You may feel pale, Beelzebub, but you don’t look
it a little bit. But I've had a scare, t00.”

Then the scout told the negro just what had hap-
pened to him.

Beelzebub listened with staring eyes, and said :

“Well, T do decla’, you wasn’t born ter be kilt,
Massa Bill. But what you going to do now ?”

“Have dinner, fit out again, mount one of the In-
dian ponies, and camp to-night at the old rock fort,
for I must push on to Fetterman as rapidly as I can.”

“Yes, sah, dat’s so, fer it hab been some time since
I left de Lost Valley.”
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“And you feel anxious about those there?”

“T does, sah, and I don’t. Yer see, dey can’t get
away, only I don’t want any of 'em ter kill therselves
tryin’ ter.” .

. “T see that you don’t wish te tell any more than you
have to, Beelzebub.”

“No, sah.”

“How are you feeling now?”

“Gittin’ better right along. Be all right in a few
days, Massa Bill.”

Buffalo Bill then set to work to get a good dinner,
for he was hungry, and the negro aided him as much
as the scout would allow him to do.
 Then he selected the best of the Indian ponies, put |
on him the saddle and bridle of his redskin mates, took
one of the rifles and some provisions, with an extra
blanket, and again bade Beelzebub good-by, with the
remark * el S

“T hope T'll have better luck this time. :

“T thinks you had mighty big luck last time, Massa
Bill,” was the significant reply.

The Indian pony was a good one, and could carry the
scout’s weight well over the rugged country, so that the
sun had not set when he rode up to the old rock fort
and scattered the coyotes gathered about what re-
mained of the dead mountain lion.

Going then to the deserted camp of the gold boom-
ers, Buffalo Bill, as soon as he had taken the pony to
where he could get good grass, filled his canteen and
returned to the rock fork.
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A fire was built, supper cooked, and then an hour
was passed in the enjoyment of a pipe, for the scout
wished the pony to get a good feed,

But at.last he went after him, and both he and his
h.orse enjoyed the safety of the little cabin for the
night.

At daylight he was in the saddle, and all through
the day the pony was not spared, save when the scout
walked up and down the rugged steps that he came to.

The Rattlesnake Hills were reached before sunset
and the scout camped for ‘supper on the river; but’
afte'r a couple of hours’ rest, mounted, and push;d or;
agaTn for the fort, for he had made the discovery
during the afternoon that the gold boomers had not
only traveled fast, but their trail*was leading them up
the {IOTth fork of the Nebraska River, do::btless in-
tending to strike the Overland stage trail at Cheyenne
or push on to Juleshurg, v
.Feeling that he would not be able to travel fast in
his supposed half-starved condition, and doubtless
woul.d. fall a prey to wild beasts, in his unprotected
condition, as four of them believed him to be the
concluded that he would go back to Fort qu’en az
the nearest point, if, indeed, he got there at a]i

They, therefore, felt Iittle dread of pursuit 'if an
and had directed their trail so as to strike t}‘]e n rtl;;
fm‘"k of the Nebraska at its mouth. :

They are traveling slow, and T can reach the fort

az?d heafi them off before they strike the plains,” and
with this intention, Buffalo Bill put the pon}; at it
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again and rode into Fort Fetterman just as the sun
rose, the brave little animal dropping with fatigue as
the scout slipped from his back.

Tired though he was, Buffalo Bill's first duty was
to go to his scouts’ quarters and call out the famous

scout, Pawnee Bill,

] want you and six men, whom you must pick for
nerve and endurance, to be ready to start on a long
trail after noon to-day, Pawnee Bill.

“Carry extra weapons, a full supply of food, several
pack horses, and plenty of ammunition, and the men
must know that they will have to go on foot after
reaching a certain point to which we will ride, and
besides those to go with us for the trip I have in view,
I wish five men to go along to remain in camp with
the horses, and be a reserve force if necessary. Re-
member, plenty of food, extra arms, lariats, and five
or six horses.” '

“Pll have all ready, chief, by noon,” answered
Pawnee Bill.

«Remember, T wish no footsore pilgrims, or men
who are not willing to go with their lives in their
hands. We have them in the band, and you know
how to pick, so do the work well, Pawnee, for this
is no child’s play we are going on, but a trail from
which not one of us may ever return.”

“T am with you, chief, and so will be every man I
select.”

«I feel that. Now I am going to report to the
colonel, then get some breakfast, and after that take
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a few hours’ sleep, for I need it,” and Buffalo Bill
walked off toward headquarters; Pawnee Bill mut-
tering as he watched him:

“The chief has been in it with both- feet, for he
comes back without his horse and outfit, riding an
Indian pony; and looking haggard, while he is going
to start -out upon some- trail that must be desperate,

from what he says. But I know just the boys that

will stick to him if it’s a trail to the infernal regions.”

Arriving at headquarters, Buffalo Bill was at once
received by Colonel Mason, who was an early riser,
handed over his dispatches from Colonel Crandall, and
made a report of his trip, save that he did not speak
of having met Beelzebub.

That secret he would keep, as he had pledged him-
self to do.

He simply told the colonel that he had made a
detour northward on his return, ran upon a camp of
gold boomers, been captured, and of the narrow escape
he had had, but fortunately had been befriended by
the leader secretly, and thus been enabled to continue
on his way.

“Now, sir, I have already ordered out some picked
men, and T can head those gold boomers off, T am sure,
but' T wish your permission to allow Doc Miner, the
leader, to go on his way with his share of the gold he
got in the mountains.”

“He deserves it, Cody, and shall go free with his

gold; but the other four we must hold and their be-

longings be confiscated,” said the colonel.
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“Yes, sir, and then T wish leave to make a scout
northward in search of other gold boomers.”

“Then you have reason to believe that some have
slipped into the Promised Land ?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Where, for instance?”

“I shall strike for the Wind River country.”

“I hardly feel justified in allowing.you to go.”

“T will take picked men, colonel, plenty of Q{'ovi—
sions, extra horses, weapons, and ammunition, and be
very cautious, and we will be strong enough to retreat
if the Indians are too many for us, sir.”

“I have every confidence in you, Cody, but it will be
taking desperate chances for you and your men.” »

“1 will be very cautious, sir, and I believe the re-
sult will justify the danger.”

“Well, you have a way of getting out of all scrapes
so well, and knowing the importance of keeping gold
boomers out of the north country, I will allow you
to go.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“When do you start?”

“After dinner to-day, for I wish to head off that
party that made it so interesting for me.”

“T hope you may. But do you not want some troop-
ers, a reserve force?”

“I think a few men can accomplish more than
many, and I will have a reserve at the gold boomers’
camp, and go on with the others on foot, for it will be

safer.”
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“I see that you have your plans all arranged, so you
can go. But, remember, do not risk too much, Cody:
far better that the mountains be full of gold boome;';s’
than to lose you and your band of daring scouts.
Report to me when you go.”

“Yes, sir,” and Buffalo Bill went to his guarters
had his breakfast, and turned in for a few honrs:
sleep, for his intention was to push through the after-
noon.and night, strike a certain point upon the Ne-
braska River ahead of the gold hoomers, and there
await their coming.

If there was a trail to show that they had gained
that point, then he would push on in pursuit and hold
them up.

“T'll just make them think I've got wings on my
feet,”. he said to himself, and he gréatly enkjoyed the
]s]l.lrprlse he would give the gold boomers at sight of

im.

CHAPTER XXXIX.
THE PURSUIT OF THE BOOMERS,

Again in the saddle, and mounted upon his best
horse, Buffalo Bill looked as fresh as though he had
not just come off of a long and most dangerous trail.

He rode out of the fort at the head of as gallant a
band of plainsmen as were ever congregated. '

There were in the party one very handsome scout,

Pawnee Bill, and then came all in single file, as scouts
ride: Pony Bob, Mustang Mark, Lasso Larry, Gold
Belt, Utah Charlie, and Sport Bender among those
especially selected, with five others, all good men and
true.
There were two large dogs along, half bloodhound,
half mastiff, and half a dozen pack horses, all as good
as the animals the scouts were riding, each one being
an extra if needed. 7

The trail taken by Buffalo Bill upon leaving Fort
Fetterman was to the southwest, to strike the river
just about the foothills of the Rattlesnake Range.

He knew that the gold boomers had over two days’
start of him, but he had lost no timeﬂin his walk back
to Beelzebtib’s lone camp, had ridden his Indian pony
steadily on the trail to Fetterman, and felt that by
taking the trail he now did from the fort, he should
be able to head off the gold boomers a little south of
the junction of the Sweetwater and Nebraska, or come

in not long after they had passed.
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“We will keep a very steady pace, boys, for'I wish
to strike a gold trail to-morrow that will pan out rich,
I think,” the chief of scouts said, when they were well
started, and his men knew that their leader had big
game in view. '

Until dark the ride was kept up, and then the men
went into camp for a rest for their horses and for
supper. :

Two hours’ stop was all the chief allowed, and then
the trail was resumed and kept up steadily through the
night; Buffalo Bill guiding, with an Indian’s instinct
of the country in which he travels.

At dawn the river was reached, and men and
horses, completely fagged out, went into camp for rest

and breakfast.
But Buffalo Bill began at once to look about him

for a trail.

“Spring on a horse, Pawnee Bill, cross the river,
and see if there is a trail there leading southward,
of three horses.”

Pawnee Bill did as told and soon returned with the
report that there was no trail going southward, but
a large one of Indian ponies going north, and very
fresh.

“Ah! That looks bad. How many?”

“Some fifty ponies, I should say.”

“When made?”

“Last night, T think; perhaps late yesterday after-

noon.”

“Then_the gold boomers have not passed, and I do

pahy
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not think they had gone by any other trail. I will
tell you boys my racket when we have breakfast, and
then it would not surprise me if those we are after
will be glad to see us, if they happen to strike those
Indians whose trail you saw, Pawnee.”

At breakfast Buffalo Bill told why they had come,
to head off five gold boomers, and said that not a shot
must be fired, save in self-defense.

Describing Doc Miner, he told his men just how he
had saved him from the others, and the scouts as-
serted that he should be spared under all circum-
stances.

More Buffalo Bill did not tell just then, but the
scouts felt sure that he had not brought so large a

force and come so well supplied merely to catch five
gold boomers, :

A rest of two hours, with water and grass, fresh-
ened horses, and the men were anxious for the trail;
so, mounting, they pushed on, now going northward,
some one side of the river, some on the other.

They had gone half a dozen miles, when Buffalo
Bill halted suddenly.

His quick ear had caught the sound of distant firing.

All listened attentively, and the rattle of rifles came

distinctly to their ears.
On the scouts pushed, and the firing grew louder

and louder.
At last, as they dashed around a bend in the valley,

the men all on the same side of the river now, they

came in sight of a stirring scene.

|
|
|
!
!
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There was a group of rocks in the valley, and right
upon the river bank, while among them grew a thicket
of cedars. :

In this retreat were men at bay, while charging upon
them were half a hundred mounted Indians.

The valley was dotted with horses and ponies slain,
showing that the men at bay had fought well.

But the Indians were now closer upon their foes
than ever before, and the fire of the defenders had
grown more feeble,

The victory was about won by the redskins, for
nothing now could check their rush in upon the men
among the rocks and cedars, and wild yells of triumph
were heard as the scouts dashed into view.

But that triumphant shout Buffalo Bill and his
scouts echoed with their terrible battle cry as they
rushed upon the Indians,

The war cry of the charging scouts was the first
intimation the Indians had of a foe in their rear.
%  There in the valley was a group of a dozen warriors

with the ponies of those of the party who were charg-
ing on foot, and the dead and wounded braves they
had gathered up from the field. "

Watching the last charge of their comrades, they
had not seen the scouts until they were within a few
hundred yards of them.

Then they turned in wild dismay and their cries
gave warning to their comrades in the moment of their

victory.
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amazement and fear.
Then they saw that there were about a dozen scouts,

and they still had forty able-bodied braves.
But Buffalo Bill was not counting odds, and he
ranged his men in line, advanced at a canter, and all

fired as they went.
Their fire was first upon the little group in the

; The Indians for a moment were dumfounded with

valley.
So deadly was it that the few who escaped leaped
upon their ponies and fled.

But the scouts moved on, giving the Indians no time
to rally among the rocks, and their terrible fire drove
the band in full retreat down along the river bank,
where they kept in the shadow of the timber.

A chief and a dozen braves rallied for a short fight,
and Buffalo Bill shouted:

“That chief has mounted my horse, boys, and I
want him.” '

With a yell the scouts dashed forward, the chietf
" and his braves immediately about him tried to c.hec'k
them in vain, but they fired wildly and were again m
retreat when Buffalo Bill gave several shrill whistles,
and called out:
“Here, Buckskin, here! Come to me!”
The whistles were repeated, and, with a joyous

. neigh, the faithful horse, in spite of all that t‘he chief
on his back could do, came at a run toward his owner

and master.
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The frightened chief gave a yell, and his braves half
halted, as though to die with him.

But he had no such intention, for, finding that he . :

could not check the horse, he slipped back out of the
saddle, over the haunches of the animal, and, striking
the ground, rolled over and over for a dozen feet.

There he lay perfectly limp, and, as Buffalo Bill
rode up, he cried:

“His neck is broken, but see yonder, boys!”

All saw amid the flying redskins a paleface prisoner
and two large horses, captured by the Indians and
carrying heavy packs.

“It is my rescuer, Doc Miner! We must saye him!”
and Buffalo Bill led the way.

But the horses of the scouts were about tired out,
while the ponies of the Indians seemed to be perfectly
fresh, and rapidly dropped their pursuers,

“It is no use with our horses, boys. We'll catch
what Indian ponies we can and pursue on them!”
cried the chief.

This was done, and Buffalo Bill and six of his men
went in chase, for one man had been left dead behind,

and three had been wounded, others remaining to care
for them.

But the Indians had meanwhile crossed the river at
the only ford within miles, and at the other bank they

found a natural breastwork, where they could have
kept back a much larger force than their own.

“We must give it up, boys, I am sorry to say, at
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least for the present; but I would have given much
to have rescued Doc Miner, and we may do so yet.”

With this, leaving a man to watch the Indians, the
scouts rode back to the scene of the fight, the fringe
of trees along the bank preventing the redskins from
seeing them retreat.

When they arrived at the group of rocks where the
gold boomers had stood at bay, Buffalo Bill counted a
score of dead redskins and half as many ponies.

But a scout lay dead, too, among his surviving com-
rades, and three were found to have been wounded,
though but slightly, fortunately.

But among that group of rocks lay four of the five
gold boomers, and three of them were dead, each hav-
ing received a number of wounds, showing how des-
perate had been their battle against big odds for their
lives and their gold.

But the one of the gold boomers who was not dead
was mortally wounded.

While their leader was a captive to the Indians, he
lay there, dying. '

As the scout approached him, his eyes turned upon
him, and his face grew more livid as he cried:

“You are Buffalo Bill?”

“Yes, Tke Ellis,” and the scout spoke in a kindly
tone.

“My Heaven! How did you get here? But it mat-
ters not, for your prophecy is fulfilled; we meet
again, and I die with my boots on, as you said I
would,” was the low reply of the dying gold boomer.




CHAPTER XL.
ATTACK BY NIGHT,

Buffalo Bill saw that his words had come true only
too quickly.

The man who had been so anxious to have him die,
and whose firm stand had left him alone, as that man
had believed, helpless and to starve, had very quickly
come to the end of his life trail.

But not by his hand had he fallen.

Instead, had Buffalo Bill come only a short while
sooner upon the scene, he would have saved the lives
of four of the gold boomers and the leader from be-
coming the captive of redskins to meet with a far
worse fate perhaps.

Against a foe when down, a man in distress, dying,
it was not the nature of Buffalo Bill to feel any

grudge.
" So he knelt by the side of the dying man, and said
in a kind tone:

“I am sorry for you, Ike Ellis, and only wish that
we could have arrived sooner.,”

“How did you get here?”

“I had help not so very far away, and so decided
to head you off.”

“I am glad to know, for I could not understand

your presence here. So your gratitude for our sparing
your life was to destroy us?”
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“I had no reason to feel grateful to you or those
of your comrades, though your leader proved himself
my friend.”

“And the Indians got him?”

“Yes, but I trust he can be rescued.”

“For what reason?”

“If only to show my gratitude to him.”

“T will die?”

“I am sorry to say yes, for you have some cruel
wounds.”

“T can’t last long.”

“Did the Indians surprise you?”

“Yes, we were breaking camp when we saw them
coming. We fought them hard, but they killed Drake
and then Ned next,.and Jake, too, and broke in on us.
1 fell and pretended to be dead, as I saw you coming,
so they swept on, carrying the captain with them,
though he fought like a devil at bay. And they got °
our gold, too, but that pleases me, for you’ll never
have it; so I have some little revenge against you,
after all, Buffalo Bill, and %

His voice choked up suddenly, he writhed for a
moment in agony, and then the life strings snapped—
the man was dead.

It was a painful scene to Buffalo Bill, and he arose
from the side of the dead body, by which he had knelt
with uncovered head, and turned away.

There lay one of the five extra scouts a short dis-
tance off, his hands crossed upon his broad breast.
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“Boys, stake the horses out to feed and rest, for
there is sad work for us to do here.

“How are the wounded, Pawnee Bill?”

“All right, for their wounds are not bad, and I have
just finished dressing them."”

“Collect the dead redskins and we will tie them on
the backs of their ponies, lead them to the ford, and
start them across for their comrades to bury.”

“A splendid idea. But our pard and this dead gold
boomer ?”

“We will bury them, but not in the same grave.”

“That’s right, for Pard Dan was a good man, and
that boomer was a bad one. Dan wouldn’t rest well
in the same grave with him,” said Pawnee Bill.

The dead redskins were first gathered up, and tied
upon the backs of the Indian ponies. :

They were led to the spot where the scout sentinel
was on duty at the ford, and driven into the river
they were forced to cross.

The Indians at first suspected an attack behind this
act of humanity, but, calling across to them in their
own language, Buffalo Bill said:

“We send you your dead chief and comrades. Pale-
faces do not scalp and mutilate the bodies of their dead
enemies.”

‘ The redskins wondered at an act they could not un-
derstand, but shouted in triumph when the ponies
crossed- the river and came into their midst.

~ Still leaving the sentinel to watch the Indians, Buf-
falo Bill returned with the other scouts to the camp-

&
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ing place, and buried their dead Pard Dan and Ike
Ellis, the gold boomer.

While two of the scouts were preparing dinner, Buf-
falo Bill said:

“Pards, I wish to rescue that good fellow, Doc
Miner, and to do so we will play a little game of
strategy.”

All listened attentively to what would follow, and

- Buffalo Bill continued :

“You, Pawnee Bill, after dinner, mount one of the
Indian ponies and ride up to relieve Gold Belt. Halt
where they can see you from across the river, and
stake your pony out in full sight of them, leaving him
saddled.

“Then you pretend to take up a point of lookout,
but sneak away with Gold Belt, who will also bring his
pony, for he is not in sight of the Indians.

“Return here, and we will start at once back on our
trail, riding the Indian ponies, for we have enough of
them, and resting our own horses of our weight.

“We will go down to the ford we passed, cross, and
camp until night, when we can move on the Indians
and attack them on foot, trying to stampede them in
such haste that they will leave their prisoner behind,
and that is what we want. What do you say, pards?”

To a man they said, “Yes.”

A hint of what their chief wanted to do was enough
for that band of scouts.

The orders of Buffalo Bill were obeyed to the let-
ter; the Indian pony was staked out where he could
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be seen by the redskins across the river; a fire was
built to look as though the scouts had camped there to
watch the redskins, and the dead having been placed
in their last resting place, the chief mounted, and
led the way.

He had gotten back his splendid horse, Buckskin,
which the force of circumstances had made him give
to Doc Miner, and upon him was his complete outfit as
left by him; saddlebags, roll of blankets, and lariat;
while on the ground he had picked up his rifle.

The scouts had gathered up bows and.arrows, to
carry them along as additional weapons, and there
were ponies enough to allow each man one to ride,
and thus spare his own horse.

The wounded scouts said that they could easily ride
any distance, and so the back trail was taken to where
the river could be forded.

Here a halt was made for supper, and then, cross-
ing the stream, the band began to follow along the
banks toward the Indian camp.

The scouts held on their way as long as they dared,
then a halt was made, and Pawnee Bill and Pony Bob
went on ahead on foot.

The two had been gone for over an hour, and then
they came back to where their comrades stood by their
horses, awaiting them,

“Well, Pawnee, did you get close to them?” asked
Buffalo Bill.

“They have been playing it smart on us while we
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were doing the same with them,” answered Pawnee
Bill.

“That is, they have gone?”

“Yes.”

“Went off, doubtless, soon after they got possession
of their dead?”

“About that time, we judged.”

“Then they have twenty miles’ start of us?”

“All of that.”

“And as they had a number of extra ponies-along,
in spite of those killed and those we captured, they
had enough to give every brave one, and their dead,
too. It would be useless for us to follow them with
our force, I think.”

This the scouts all decided was true, 'so they
moved on to the Indian camp to stop for the night.

The Indian pony across the river was brought over
by one of the men, and, a guard being placed, the
rest wrapped their blankets about them, and were soon
fast asleep.

But at midnight they were suddenly awakened by
Buffalo Bill.

“Boys, those redskins will not travel after nightfall,
and they do not expect us to discover their going
until after dark, if then. They will not think we dare
follow them, and they cannot be camped more than
twenty miles from here. ;

“Of course, they will follow the river, and I will
go ahead alone, and at a good pace, so you follow,
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and by a dash into their camp at dawn, we may be
able to rescue that poor fellow, Doc Miner.”

The scouts were more than willing, and a quarter
of an hour after Buffalo Bill rode away in the dark-
ness, they followed.

Keeping up a good pace for several hours, they yet
did not overtake their chief, and they were beginning
to wonder if they had followed on his trail, when they
suddenly saw him riding toward them.

“Pards, they are camped just half a mile from here,
and are getting ready to move. Leave two of the
wounded boys to follow with the horses, and we will
move ahead on foot and dash into their camp; but be
careful not to fire at random, as you may kill the
very man we wish to rescue.”

Buffalo Bill and nine of his men then went forward
on foot, and they soon came in sight of the camp, right
on the river bank.

There were several camp fires, and the Indians had
brought up their ponies and were about ready to start.

But ten rifles flashed together, the wild cry of the
scouts was heard in the still morning air, and a dozen
paces apart the men moved forward, firing at a foe
only when sure that they were making no mistake.

The attack was so wholly unlooked for, that the In-
dians broke in a perfect stampede, leaving their dead
comrades, which they were bearing back to their vil-
lage, and those just slain, with several wounded be-
hind them.

Thus the scouts were again victors, but Buffalo Bill

L
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recalled his men from the pursuit and asked each one
if he had seen Doc Miner, the prisoner of the red-
skins.

No one had done so, and then Buffalo Bill said:

“Well, we have one brave I caught with my lariat,
as his horse fell with him, and was wounded, so we
may be able to make terms with them. Find out,
Pawnee Bill, the worst of the wounded redskins, and
we'll send him on a mission to his comrades to try and
strike a trade with them.”

There were found to be six prisoners with the brave
Buffalo Bill had lassoed, not one of the five who were
wounded being fatally so, and the most serious of the

1ot, a warrior with his leg broken by a bullet.

“Tet us fix him up and make him the messenger,
Pawnee Bill,” and Buffalo Bill sat down to dress the
Indian’s wounds.




CHAPTER XLIL
THE INDIAN MESSENGER.

The wounded warrior seemed surprised at the kind=
ness of his foes to him, and submitted in silence to the
rude surgery of the chief and Pawnee Bill, who, how-
ever, made very successful work with the broken leg.

Then the chief told the brave that the other wounded
were to be also cared for, and that he was to be given
a pony, and must ride on after his companions, hold a
powwow, and offer to give up all their dead, their
wounded, and the ponies, if they would in turn give
up their paleface captive and his outfit.

The brave seemed pleased at this arrangement, and,
being lifted to his saddle, started off at a run.

Buffalo Bill at once went into camp where he was,
and where the river banks and rocks formed a good
defense for him.

The other wounded Indians were tenderly cared
for; the dead gathered together, now fifteen in num-
ber, and several of the scouts were busy preparing
breakfast, while the horses were enjoying a rest and
the best of grass.

Several hours passed away before the return of the
messenger, and then the sentinel reported an Indian
horseman in sight.

It was the same one, and he put at defiance the pain
he must have suffered from his wound.
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e had overtaken his comrades, a halt had been
called, and a powwow: followed.

He told how he had been treated, and the offer the
great white chief had made, but the young chief, then

in command, had told him to return and tell how sad

he was to say that the paleface prisoner was dead.

He had freed his hands and had gotten to the river,
when he was discovered and fired upon.

He had gone beneath the watess and was swept
away, to be seen no more.

And his traps, which included the gold, the chief
had them asked about.

That had been lost in crossing the river after their
first flight, for the horses bearing it had been both
wounded and drowned in coming over.

Buffalo Bill then said sternly:

“T am sorry, for now we will have to kill your red
brothers and scalp the dead, so they will be only as
squaws in the happy hunting grounds.”

The eye of every scout ‘was upon the Indian, for
they knew what this dire threat of Buffalo Bill meant
to them.

But the brave did not change a muscle of his face,
did not wince.

If he had been telling a lie about Doc Miner and
the loss of the gold, his countenance in no wise re-
vealed the fact.

He did not even glance at his fellow prisoners, but
after a moment of silence, began to slowly chant his
death song.
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In this the others joined him.

This appeared to be proof to the scouts that the
Indian messenger had told but the truth, that their
prisoner had been killed, as stated, and the gold lost.

“Why did not my red brother tell me of this when
I sent him to his comrades?”’ asked Buffalo Bill.

“He had been on sentinel duty, and did not know
it had happened,” was the quick reply.

As the other Indians had now heard the report of
the messenger, it was useless to ask them, and the chief
said, in a disappointed tone:

“I fear we have overreached ourselves, pards; but
we can do nothing, though somehow I do not believe
this redskin messenger’s story.”

But the other scouts thought differently, and so Buf-
falo Bill turned to the redskin, and said:

“Let my red brother know that we will not kill our
foes or mutilate the dead. He is wounded and needs
rest, so can remain here, while his brother, who is un-
hurt, can return to the band and tell them to come back
after their comrades and their dead; but some of their
ponies we will keep.

“I will take my young men across the river, and let
my red brothers return at once to their village. If
they refuse, I will send the braves from the fort upon
their trail.”

The death song had quickly ceased, and the prison-
ers seemed only too happy at the mercy shown them.

The brave whom Buffalo Bill had lassoed was then
given a pony and told to go after his comrades and
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bring them back, and the scouts left the dead and
wounded in camp to await their coming, while they re-
crossed the river and went into camp.

This time the messenger was gone but an hour, and
the redskins came back by twos and threes, as though
dreading a trap.

But their wounded companions called to them that
the scouts were not in ambush, and the braves were
still rapidly coming up, and they lost no time in get-
ting away.

As they filed away in the distance, Buffalo Bill said:

“Well, pards, we have not done so badly, for we
have killed more Indians than we had men, wounded
as many more, and broken the spirit of the band,
while their chief is among the dead. Though we did
not capture the gold boomers, we know that they did
not- escape with their treasure. Now, F have more
work for you to do.”




CHAPTER XLIT.
THE AMBUSH.

Pawnee Bill and Pony Bob were the two who
crossed the river, and kept watch upon the Indians.

Still outnumbering the scouts over three to omeg,
they might halt on their trail, return by night, and
make an attack upon their foes, whom they would
expect to surprise.

But toward sunset, Pony Bob returned to say that
the Indians had kept steadily on in their retreat, and
Pawnee Bill would follow them until dark and then
get near enough to try and hear what they talked
about, or in some way discover what their plans were.

He would also try and do what the chief had par-
ticularly requested, to see if they still had their pris-
orier, Doc Miner, and the two large horses that had
been carrying the gold, for Buffalo Bill was still doubt-
ful of the story of the gold boomer’s death and the
drowning of the two animals in the river in crossing.

Feeling assured that the Indians, if honest in their
retreat, would keep on to the junction of the two
rivers to the north, and hold on to the headwaters
of the Powder River, where their villages were, Buf-
falo Bill was anxious to get on his way back to the
lone camp of Beelzebub, and carry out his plan to go
to the Lost Valley with the negro.

To get an early start, he decided to cross the river
and camp several miles farther on the Indian trail,
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which the scouts would have to follow until they
branched off toward the Sweetwater.

This would also cause Pawnee Bill to meet them on
his return trail, whatever were the tidings he brought,
and if the redskins did intend to come back and at-
tack them, in the hope of getting revenge, they could
ambush them on the way.

So the river was recrossed, and a martch of several
miles made along the trail, when a good camping
place was found just as darkness set in.

The horses had become rested, and if there was no
disturbance that night they would’all, both men and
animals, be in fine condition on the morrow to resume

_their way.

Supper was over, a guard had been set, and the
horses were staked out feeding, while the scouts were
lolling about the camp fire, chatting, when there came
the sound of hoofs.

It was Pawnee Bill, and he was coming at a gallop.

He had caught sight of the camp fire, and, riding
up to it, threw himself from his saddle, and said:

“That’s the worst gang of red cutthroats 1 ever ran
against.”

“What's up, Pawnee?”

“They are coming back.

“Ah, we must meet them.”

“That’s just it, and I know the very spot. I saw it
in daylight as T followed them, and noted it as I came
back, to-night.”

“What have the reds decided upon, Pawnee?”

7 -
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“They dropped out just before dark, about thirty of
their gang, and I tell you they haven't got many more.
They picked their best ponies, and, while the dead went
on with the wounded in charge of them and the out-
fit, then waited to come back on the trail and tackle
us, hoping to give us a surprise.”

“Thanks to you, they won’t surprise us a little bit.”

“Not much; but we have not got much time to lose,
and we want every man, for this time it must be a les-
son in manners they won’t forget.”

“It shall be. I will leave the camp here, and one
man in charge, while the rest ride for the place of
ambush, and get into position.”

This was the plan, and it was quickly acted upon.

The place of ambush was not two miles from the
camp, and to guard against all mistakes, the horses
were left a quarter of a mile back from it in charge
of another of the wounded scouts.

The spot picked out by Pawnee Bill could not have
been better for an ambush, for it was where the trail
ran down a very steep and rugged hill, filled with
bowlders on the top and with timBer shading them,
while below was an open plain,

The chief and his men, ten in number, ranged them-
selves in the best positions, and each man was well pro-
tected by a bowlder.

Hardly had they gotten into posxtlon when the dis-
tant thud of hoofs was heard.

“They are coming. We are just in time, pards. Let
every man pick his redskin and fire when I give the
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word. I hate to fire on a flying foe, but we must give
them a lesson this time, for they have detained us too
long already, and they will be only too glad to push on
to their village after this outbreak. They are coming
fast, pards; so be ready for them.”

Each scout heard the words of the chief, and as
the Indians came into view, like shadow horsemen,

every scout was ready for the ordeal.
The Indians were coming along in single file and

riding at a lope.

Each grim warrior was doubtless thinking of the
revenge he was going to get when they should creep
in upon the scouts’ camp and strike a deathblow at
daylight.

They knew that the scouts had some fine horses,
wore good clothes, had plenty of blankets and pro-
visions, saddles, bridles, lariats, and last, but by no
means least, a splendid assortment of firearms, with
plenty of ammunition.

Then there were the scalps to be taken into con-
sideration, and they would dig-up the dead gold boom-
ers and get their scalps also.

It was to be a grand wipe-out, for it would take
much to get complete revenge for all they had suffered.

Such was doubtless in their minds as they cantered
on—to death.

Another moment and they had reached the base of
the hill, or, rather, the young chief in the lead had.

He drew his pony to a walk.

The others came up, and the climb up the steep be-
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gan, the braves still mounted, for an Indian never
spares his horse as does a white man.

Like a squaw, the Indian pony is expected to do the
work demanded of him—to go until he drops.

The young chief was not twenty-five feet from the
muzzle of Buffalo Bill's rifle, and his braves were
crowding close upon the heels of his pony, when, like 2
trumpet blast, came the command:

“Let them have it!”

A half score of flashes lit up the side of the hill—
and the death volley had done its work.

“To your revolvers, men !”

The revolvers of the scouts rattled viciously, and
wild cries were heard, echoing far and wide.

In one rush the braves not killed wheeled,and fled.
Not a shot had been fired by the redskins, so complete
was their surprise. One-fourth of their number had
fallen, and among them were several wounded braves.
Buffalo Bill told one of the wounded, who could ride,
to hurry away and recall his comrades to carry off
their dead.

After the still terrorized Indians had returned and
removed their dead, and after all the redskins had re-
treated, disappearing in the darkness, Buffalo Bill said
to Pawnee Bill :

“That young chief I killed was mounted upon one
of the large horses of the gold boomers, and that
proves that the Indianc lied in saying that both the
animals were drowned. They may also have lied
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about the gold boomer's attempted escape and death in
the river.”

And, strangely enough, just then a figure loomed up
near the two scouts, and a voice said :

“Don’t fire, pards. It is . I—Doc Miner.”

“Then you did not drown!” exclaimed Buffalo Bill,
in surprise.

“No! The Indians just now set me free, in return
for your kindness, Buffalo Bill, in permitting them teo
return for their dead.”

Great was the joy of all the scouts when they
learned that the man whom their chief wished to rescue
was at last among them, safe and sound. '

Led by Buffalo Bill and Pawnee Bill, the entire
band of scouts the next morning rode on to the camp
where Buffalo Bill had left the negro, Beelzebub.

“Well, Beelzebub,” said Buffalo Bill, “let me intro-
duce my pard, Pawnee Bill. These other men are
scouts in my command, and we are now ready to pro-
ceed, under your guidance, to the Lost Valley.”

To Buffalo Bill’'s utmost astonishment, the negro
broke into vehement speech, declaring that it was now
too late to go to Lost Valley, as he was sure that all
the people he had left there had by now perished.

In vain the two great scouts sought to get the negro
to tell them why he now refused to guide them to the
mysterious valley, where before he had been so anxious
to take them. But Beelzebub remained obdurate, and
would say no more, give no further information about
the mysterious Lost Valley.
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“Well, I believe the man is crazy!” exclaimed Pawnee
Bill.

“That was my opinion at first,” replied Buffalo Bill,
“But afterward I learned to believe that he ‘was sane.
Now, however, it certainly does seem as if he were "
cracked mentally.”

“He’s led us on a wild-goose chase,” declared Paw-
nee Bill.

“All hands prepare to return to the fort!” cried
Buffalo Bill.

And the scouts at once began preparations for the
return journey.:

“It’s an ill wind that blows nobody good,” said Buffalo
Bill to Pawnee Bill, just before they broke camp. “This
negro may have led us on a wild-goose chase, as you call
it, Pawnee, but, in doing so, he furnished us with an
- opportunity to wipe out a goodly number of very bad
Indians.” ’

“Right you are!” exclaimed Pawnee Bill. “I don’t
think we’ll be troubled by Indians in this region for some
time to come.” "

THE END,
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