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- Red-blooded Adventure Stories for Men

A

There is no more romantic character in American history than
William F. Cody, or as he was internationally known, Buffalo
Bill. He, with Colonel Prentiss Ingraham, Wild Bill Hicock,
General Custer, and a few other K adventurous spirits, laid the
foundation of our great West.

There is no more brilliant page in American history than the
winning of the West. Never did pioneers live more thrilling
lives, so rife with adventure and brave deeds as the old scouts
and plainsmen. Foremost among these stands the imposing
figure of Buffalo Bill. :

All of the books in this list are intensely interesting. They
were written by the close friend and companion of Buffalo Bill
+—Colonel Prentiss Ingraham. They depict actual adventures
which this pair of hard-hitting comrades experienced, while the
story of these adventures is interwoven with fiction; historicaily
the books are correct,

ALL TITLES ALWAYS IN PRINY

e —— |
1—Buffalo Bill, the Border King.By Col. Prentiss Ingraham
2—DBuffalo Bill's Raid By Col. Prentiss Ingraham
3—Buffalo Bill's Bravery Y . Prentiss Ingraham
4—Buffalo Bill's Trump Card . Prentiss Ingraham
s—Buffalo Bill's Pledge By Col. Prentiss Ingraham
6—Buffalo Bill’'s Vengeance . Prentiss Ingraham
g—Buffalo Bill's Iron Grip . Prentiss Ingraham
8—Buffalo Bill's Capture B . Prentiss Ingraham
o—Buffalo Bill's Danger Line..... . Prentiss Ingtaham
10—Buffalo Bill's Comrades ....... . Prentiss Ingraham
11—Buffalo Bill's Reckoning . Prentiss Ingraham
12—Buffalo Bill's Warning ........ . Prentiss Ingraham
13—Buffalo Bill at Bay y . Prentiss Ingraham
14—Buffalo Bill's Buckskin Pards.. . Prentiss Ingraham
15—Buffalo Bill’'s Brand By Col. Prentiss Ingraham
16—Buffalo Bill's Honor ..........By Col. Prentiss Ingraham
17—Buffalo Bill's Phantom Hunt...By Col. Prentiss Ingraham -
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18— Bufffale Bill's Fight With Fire.By Col
19—Buffalo Bill's Danite Trail ....By Col.
20—Buffalo Bill's Ranch Riders....By Col.
21—Buffalo Bill's Death Trail By Col.
22—Buffalo Bill's Trackers By Col.
23—Buffalo Bill's Mid-air Flight...By Col.
24—Buffalo Bill, Ambassador ...... By ‘Col.
25—Buffalo Bill's-Air Voyage ..... By Col.
26—Buffalo Bill's Secret Mission...By Col
27—Buffalo Bill's Long Trail By Col.
28—Buffalo Bill Against Odds >
20—Buffalo Bill’s Hot Chase ......B
— 30—Buffalo Bill's Redskin Ally ....
31—Buffalo Bill's Treasure Trove..By Col.
32—Buffalo Bill's Hidden Foes ....By Col.
33—Buffalo Bill's Crack Shot .By Col.
34—Buffalo Bill's Close Call 3y Col.
35—Buffalo Bill's Double Surprise..By Gol.
36—Buffalo Bill's bush 3y Col.
37—Buffalo Bill’s Qutlaw Hunt ....By Col.
38—Buffale Bill's Border Duel By Col.
39—Bufffalo Bill's Bid for Fame....By Col.
40—Buffalo Bill's Triumph By GCol.
41—Bufffalo Bill's Spy Trailer By Col.
42—Buiffalo Bill's Death Call........ By Col.
43—Buffalo Bill's Body Guard...... By Col.
44—Buffalo Bill's Still Hunt By ‘Col.
s—Bufffalo Bill and the Doomed Dozen,

By Col.
46—Buffalo- Bill's Prairie Scout....By Col.
47—Buffalo Bill's Traitor Guide....By Col.
48—Buffalo Bill's Bonanza.......... By Col.
40—Buffalo Bill's Swoop By Col.
50—Buffalo Bill and the Gold King..By Col.
s1—Buffalo Bill, Deadshot By Col.
52—Buffalo Bill's Buckskin Bravos.By Col.
53—Buffalo Bill's Big Four By Col.

54—Buffalo Bill's One-armed Pard..By Col.

55—Buffalo Bill's Race for Life....By Col.
56—Buffalo Bill's Return By Col.

57—Buffalo Bill's Conquest.......... By Col.

58—Buffalo Bill to the Rescue...... 3y ‘Col.
50—Buffalo Bill's Beantiful Foe....By Col.
to—Buffalo Bill’s Perilons Task....By Col.
t1—Buffalo Bill's Queer Find....... By Col.
6z2—Buffalo Bill's Bfind Lead
63—PBuffalo Bill’s Resolufion
H4—PBuffalo Bill, the Avenger
65—PBuffalo Bill's Pledged Pard....By Col.
66—Buffalo Bill's Weird Warning. . By Col.
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67—Buffalo Bill's Wild Ride Col.
68—Buffalo Bill's Redskin Stampede,

By Col.
60—Buffalo Bill's Mine Mystery....By Col
70—Buffalo Bill's Gold Hunt By Col.
7i—Buffalo Bill's Daring Dash By Cal.
72—Buffalo Bill on Hand 3y Col.
73—Buffalo Bill's Alliance......... By Col.
74—Buffalo Bill's Relentless Foe....By Col.
75—Buffalo Bill's Midnight Ride....By Col.
76—Buffalo Bill's Chivalry By Col.
77—Buffalo Bill's Girl Pard By Col.
728—Buffalo Bill's Private War...... By Col.
79—Buffalo Bill’s Diamond Mine...By Col.
8o0—Buffalo Bill's Big Contract By Col.
8i—Buffalo Bill's Woman Foe By Col.
Se—Buffalo Bill's Ruse
83—Buffalo Bill's Pursuit
84—Buffalo Bill's Hidden Gold
8s5—Buffalo Bill in Mid-air
86—Buffalo Bill's Queer Mission ..By Col.
87—Buffalo Bill's Verdict y Col.
88—RBuffalo Bill's Ordeal r Col.
8o—Buffalo Bill's Camp Fires Col.
go—Ruffalo Bill's Iron Nerve 5
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105—Buffalo Bill's. Test
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' Bravo Partner
Not How Much '; H:
But
HOW GOOD

In the editorial preparation of the STREET v THE MAN WITH A PUNCH

i
& SMITH NOVEL the question of how much
in money we were going to get for each volume
never really occurred to us. We lost sight en-
tirely of the Iact that these books sold at 15
cents the copy, and gave as much serious con-
i 1 ~ | R 1 ~tq - - [oR ot 3 £ .

sldcmtu;n» to the selection and preparation 0} Colonel Prentlss lncraham
the stories as though they were going to sell” for =
ten times as much.

BY

Author of the celebrated ‘‘ Buffalo Bill' stories, published in the
We think, after all, that this is the real test BorDER SrORIES. For other titles see catalogue.

of service. That we, are performing a service
to millions of American readers, there can be
no doubt. Never before has such reading mat-
ter been placed within the reach of the modest
purse. We have striven to keep our line clean
and feel confident that we have done soi

The very nature of the stories published in
the STREET & SMITH NOVELS insures them
consideration from people_who have no time nor
inchination to réad the classics, and who prob-
ably would not read anything else if they. did
not have the STREET & SMITH books.

Any decent literature that instills a desire onl
the part of thelgeneral public to read is, in our
opinion, performing a real service.

3 STREET & SMITH CORPORATION
STREET & SMITH CORPORATION _ PUBLISHERS
79 Seventh Avenue New York City ! 79-89 Seventh Avenue, New York
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IN APPRECIATION OF WILLIAM F. CODY

(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 Rose Street,
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, Iowa, 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, 1366.

‘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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'gerved as scouf and guide In campaigns against the Sioux

and Cheyemne Indians. 1t was General Sheridan whe
conferred on Cody.the honor of chief of scouts of the
command.

After 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-
fore, and a great many New Yorkers went out to see
him and join in his buffalo hunts, including such mem
as August Belmont, James Gordon Bennett, Ansom
Stager, and J. G. Heckscher. In entertaining these
visitors at Fort McPherson, Cody was accustomed to
arrange wild-West exhibitions. * In return his friends
invited 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 Buntline, novelist, and Colonel 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-

mentin the great cities of this country and Europe.
Many famous personages attended the performances, and
became his warm friends, including Mr, Gladstone, the
Marqu's of Lorne, King Edward, Queen Victoria, and
the Prince of Wales, now King of England.

At the outbreak of the Sioux, in 1890 and 189%,
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 hbecame judge advocate genmeral of the
Wyoming National Guard.

Colonel Cody (Buffalo Bill) died in Denver, 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, marksmans
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 pie=
turesque phase of American life now passed, like the great

* patriot whose career it typified, into the Great Beyond.
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BUFFALO BILL'S BRAVO PARTNER.

g CHAPTER I.

'.( - ’ .
o s A WOMAN'S WARNING.

It was a time of terror in the wild West.
The worst element of mining camp, Overland Trail,

oo 5 and settlement held sway, with road agents and hos-
i % tile redskins doing more than their share in the devil-
L try, and only a limited number of honest men and

soldiers at-the military post to put down the evil, or
to check the growing lawlessness.

And in this wild land, and amid these wilder scenes,
Buffalo Bill—William F. Cody—army scout, guide,
buckskin detective, and the worst foe of desperadoes
and outlawry, held a power that the good upheld and
the wicked feared.

In touch with him in his deadly, dangerous, and
valuable work were such men as Wild Bill Hickok,
Texas Jack, Gordon Lillie—known as Pawnee Bill—

| w . :

e and other heroes of the plains, along with others of

w'”“";r::, lesser fame,

. One day an Overland stage was making its west-

ol o8 ward run along the trail of deadly- danger lcadmg
to Fort Keo.

The stagecoach was a large one, roomy and com-
fortable; the passengers were six in number, and the
driver was a veritable king of the reins, for no better
man ever held the ribbons over a Rocky Mountain
stage team, and he had won, from his wonderful
night drives through dangers, the name of Owl Eyes,
though he wrote himself down on the stage books as
Kit Keene, which his pards immediately transposed
into Keen Kit.




6 A Woman’s Warning.

The coach had reached a part of the trail which
descended into a valley, where was a swift-flowing
stream, bridged with a rude structure, that looked
very shaky to cross by day, and doubly so at night.

The bridge was the dread of all drivers on the
Overland who had ever been compelled to cross it,
not only on account of the perilous undertaking, but
because right here had more deeds of red deviltry been
committed than anywhere else upon the line.

Upon either side of the bridge, near the road, was
a little burying ground, and fully a score of victims
of redskins and outlaws rested in one, while in the
other were the graves of a dozen outlaws and In-
dians, killed in attacks upon the coaches.

The mountains which sheltered this: valley were
known as the Haunted Range, and not a driver of
the Overland ever cared to be caught there by night,
though it often happened that they were.

It was before descending into the Valley of Death
that Owl Eyes had come to a sudden halt.

“What is it, driver?”’

“You has eyes, ain’t yer?”

::Yes;” came in a chorus from the passengers. ;

.Then look ahead on ther trail,” replied Keen Kit,
pointing with his whip to where a woman in black,
mounted on a black horse, plainly revealed in the
moonlight, barred their way. :

An exclamation of surprise, mingled with alarm,
came from the lips of the passengers, while one said:

A woman! and in this wild region?”

*Yes,” answered Kit,

“Are you afraid of her, driver?”

“More’'n I am of any man as lives.”

“Who is she?”

::I kpows her as the Woman in Black.”
Drive on, past her.”

“See here, pard, don’t be too flip with yer advicé.’

ol ~ r
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A Woman’s Warning. 7

for T knows jist what I am doing, and I ain’t been

picked up fer a fool many times.”

“Do you intend to stay here all night;-driver, be=
cause a woman bars your way?” asked a stern voice,
and a man, in the uniform of an army officer, sprang
out of the stage.
“S-sh, cap'n!" Wait!”
The officer seemed impressed by the manner of the:
driver. He knew his courage but too well, and so he
stood gazing upon the strange horsewoman.
The woman’s face seemed ghastly white, while from
her head to the end of her long skirt she was en-
veloped in black. Her horse was also jet-black, and
stood as still as though carved of stone. The right
hand of the woman was raised, the palm toward the
coach, as though warning them back from the Valley
of Death ahead.
“Shall I go forward and speak to her, Kit?”
“No, cap’n; don't do it.”
“What is to be done, then?”
“Wait.”
“Well, T'll humor you, Keen, for I know your un-
doubted pluck; but, if she detains us beyond five min-
utes, I will go forward and see just who this mourn-
ful Amazoen is.”
- “You has heerd o’ her, cap'n?”’
e Vies Kt

“T has seen her twice afore.”

“Well ?”

“She warned me then.”

“Yes.,’

“I didn't heed her.”

“And the result?”

“Is some graves down in ther walley.”

“Ah! on each occasion?”

“Yas; each time, cap’n, thar was ghosts made.”
“T’ll give you ten minutes’ delay, Kit.”




8 A Woman's Warning.

And it was evident that the army officer was in=
fluenced by the manner and words of the driver.

“All right, cap’'n.” .

And Kit kept his eye upon the Woman in Black:

The minutes passed slowly. Still the woman held
her position; as still as statues, horse and rider.

At last the captain grew impatient, and said: “I
am going ahead, Kit.” He moved a few paces, when
the woman slowly turned her horse and rode under
the dark shadow of a cliff, where she halted, but was
yet seen.

Her hand was seen to move, as though she were
waving it; and, a moment after, she wheeled her horse
suddenly, and rode away rapidly, her horse’s hoofs
giving back no sound upon the rock trail.

Quickly the captain walked forward. He halted
near the cliff, and then called out to Kit to drive on.

The driver obeyed, and, as the coach pulled up,
all saw, written upon the cliff, in what appeared to
be letters of fire:

“Go back, for death awaits you ahead on this trai!”

“What does it mean?” gasped a passenger.

“Didn’t I tell yer?” Keen Kit returned.

“Wcll, Kit, what do you intend to do?” asked the
captain. :

“I ain’t no fool, capn.”

“What do you mean?”

“Don’t you see them letters o’ fire?”

“Nonsex}se! It is written with phosphorus, and, if
the_moonhght fell upon the rock, it could not be seen,
as in the dark.”

:It is a warning in letters of fire, cap’n.”

“Well, Keen, T've got to go through, so, if you
wish to camp from fear of danger ahead, do so, and

R8I take ome of your leaders and go on,” said the
captain impatiently,




A Woman’s Warning.

“No, cap’'n, don’t do that, but git upon the box with
me, for I knows yeér wuth, .and we’ll drive through.”

“All right, Kit.”

“But not on this trail.”

“What do you mean?”’

“T’ll go by the Devil’s Trail, cap’'n.”

“Kit, if any other man than you suggested going
by that wild trail, I'd set him down as a fool.”

“I drove it once, cap'n.”

“T heard so, to escape a freshet down the cafion,
and saved the lives of all in doing it.”

“T’ll go that way, cap'n.”

“It is as dangerous as risking this trail, Kit.”

“No, cap'n; it’s sure death in the valley, but big
chances going round by the Devil's Trail, and shorter,
too.”

“Yes; but go ahead, for I am with you, go which
way you may.”

So saying, the captain leaped up to the box, and,
turning his horses around, Keen Kit started back on
the trail to where he would have to take the terrible
road known as the Devil’s Trail.




CHAPTER IIL
BUFFALO BILL TAKES A HAND.

Buffalo Bill entered the headquarters of the coms=
mandant of Fort Keo, where he was serving as chief
of scouts.

“You sent for me, Colonel Roy?” i

“Yes, Cody, for 1 am anxious to place in your
hands the solving of a frontier mystery, and also the
bringing to justice of the lawless band known as the
Toll Takers of the Trail,” answered Colonel Roy.

“I am at your command, colonel, for any duty you
may wish me to perform,” answered the scout.

“1 am always sure of that, Cody, and know that 1
can count upon you. I am sorry to send you away
upon a mission of desperate risk, I may say, but I
have confidence in your coolness, judgment, and skill,
and I believe you, of all men, can do what I wish
done. Sit down, for Captain Taylor will be here in @
few minutes, and I wish you to hear his story.”

“Taylor has just returned from Salt Lake, sir, I
believe?”’

“Yes, and has a strange story to tell, which urged

me to delay no longer in sending you upon the duty 1
have in mind. Captain Taylor is anxious to go him-
self, but I cannot spare him just now, so you must
pick your own comrades for the work.
__“If any officer other than Taylor told me. what he
did, T vgould be a little doubtful; but, as you know
Taylor is no man to be frightened, and is cool as an
icicle under all circumstances—ah! here he is now.”

Just then entered a tall, athletic, but slenderly

formed man, in the undress uniform of a captain of
cavalry, :

It was the same officer who had sprung from Keen
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Kit's coach on the Overland Trail when the Woman
in Black barred the way. He saluted the commandant
politely, shook hands with Cody, and remarked:

“Glad to see you, Bill. I dropped in to see you last
night, but was told you were away on a scout.”

e 19 “Yes, captain, I got back at dawn, and was glad
to hear of your return, for we missed you over in our
quarters,” returned the scout.

“Taylor, I sent for Cody, after our talk this morn-
ing, for I have decided that he is the best man to
send upon this mission.”

“By long odds the best, colonel.”

“Well, let Cody know of your adventure, and then
I will tell him what T wish him to do.”

“It is a long tale, Bill, but it is a strange one,” said
gt Taylor. “You know Keen Kit, I believe?”

“Old Owl Eyes of the Overland, sir?”

K(Yes.’7

“T know him well, sir, and he is the king of drivers,
while he has the courage of a grizzly bear.”

“You are right. I went West on Kit’s hearse, as
they call the coaches, and returned with him also. I
was behindhand on sleep going out, so was taking a
nap inside the coach when two shots awakened me. I
discovered that Kit was in a skirmish with road agents,
and so I went to his aid.

“There were but three of them, and one got away,
the other two remaining—for reasons unnecessary to
. state!

& “Kit informed me that, as there were but three, he
~ concluded to fight when they held him up, and thought
. it not worth while to waken me.
“This showed me my man, and so I arranged to
catch his coach coming back.

“I had ridden on the box the night and day be-
ore, to escape being talked to death by a Jew, an
ishman, and an Englishman talking American poli-

1
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tics, so the next night I left the box for a few hours® “§
sleep inside. ' )

“I was awakened by voices, and found that Kit had
drawn rein, so, as I heard some one say there was &
woman in the trail ahead, I got out.”

The captain then told of the adventure with the
Woman in Black, and Buffalo Bill remarked:

“They call her the Shadow of the Overland.”

“Yes, so I heard; but after that warning, written
with punk upon the rocks, Kit would not go on, but
decided to take a breakneck trail known as the Devil's
Prail 2

“T have heard of it, sir.”

“Yes, and Kit had driven over it once; but that
any wheeled vehicle could go that way I would never

have believed had I not been there to see for miy- =
self, , 5

“Why, at two places we had to unhitch the team,
and with ropes let the coach down the steep hill—
- yes, and hold back on the horses, too, as they went
down, to prevent their breaking their necks, ;
“Kit made the Englishman, the Jew, and the Irish==8
man do the most work by scaring them with stories
of soon being pursued and murdered by the Toll

Takers, so I had my revenge for my sleepless night
and day.

“It took us three hours to go seven miles, and T'IE =

give Kit Keene a prize as the best driver I ever saw =
handle the reins,

_“VVe cut off about eight miles by the turnpike, and
did not go through the valley where that arch outlaw

they call Mephisto and twenty of his band of cuf
throats were lying in wait for wus,

'3 . . :

? That Kit carried a treasure box aboard, and thaf
g had .uconsldcrable government money along, will
Rrove that we made a fortunate escape, while, ha
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we resisted, not one of us would have been spared by
¢ the red-handed fiends.”
i “You said that the westernbound coach met the
K same band, captain?”’
i m%‘ “Yes, colonel. Mephisto waited for us until dawn,
& and, enraged at finding from a scout that we had
wil % turned on the ridge and gone by the Devil’s Trail, he
- B shot the driver of the westbound coach and two pas-
L= B sengers, as the pony-express messenger who passed
, WIBES us on the trail the next day told us.”

ty “Now, Cody, you have heard the captain’s story.
e DI What do you think of this Woman in Black? Do you
think she is in any way connected with Mephisto and
his Toll Takers?”

W r»‘f.i

but ¢4 “It would seem so, sir, for she knew of the ambush
“lfd n;'; prepared for Taylor.”
o 1

“Yes, and warned us.”
| “Well, Cody, it is my wish to have you solve the
the B8 mystery about this woman. If she is guilty of being
in league with the Toll Takers, I will pardon her, in
hey "B that she has thrice warned Kit Keene of danger.

o

“But I wish you to see if you cannot find her out,
the "8 and also discover just how and when this villain,
th 88 Mephisto, and his band can be brought to the gal-
the *8 Jows. These outlaws have been holding a high hand
Jess mgh'.!;_ of late, and as just now the Indians are quiet, I wish
| you to go upon this special duty.”
I “T will go, colonel, whenever you deem best.”

“Take your time in preparing for the work, for
you must go wholly prepared. I will allow you a de-
tail of a sergeant and as many men as you need, with
those of your scouts you wish to take with you.”
- “Thank you, Colonel Roy, but I think it hardly
ise to let the Toll Takers know that we are on the
earch for them: T have a friend here now, and no
ter ally can I ask. We will go together.”
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“T believe you are right, Cody, in not taking a force
with you. But who is your friend?”

“Wild Bill, sir.”

“The very man, and you two can accomplish wons
ders,” said the colonel, with enthusiasm.

Buffalo Bill knew his man, and there was none bets
ter on the frontier for any game of life and death, with
chances in favor of death, than was Wild Bill Hickok.

The two “Bills,” as they were called, were devoted
pards, had been on a hundred desperate trails to=
gether, were men without fear, giants in strength, dead
shots, true as steel, and each knew that he could de=
pend on the other as he could tipon himself.

Two days after Buffalo Bill's talk with Colonel 5
Roy, and hearing what Captain Taylor had to report =
of the Woman in Black, Buffalo Bill and his pard

were upon the trail together, armed and equipped for =
the work to be done.

They had arranged their plans carefully, and were=
on their way to what was known as one of the worst
mining settlements in borderland, and which. was =

filled with a number of characters whose match could 1
not have been found the world over. =

”
That settlement was known as “Hallelujah City,™ 8
and, strange to relate, the only females there were =
twe young and handsome women; one the keeper of
the populated tavern of the place, the other the head 8
of a gambling saloon, yet both wielding wonderful
power over the rough characters about them. A
The place centered upon the ruins of an old forty™
and just there in the old-time military headquarters,
overlooking a grand view of mountain, valley, and®
river scenery, had been established the tavern of
Kate’s Kitchen,” with the Overland stage stables
near, the pony-express riders’ quarters, and not far
away the “Queen of Hearts Saloon,” while the stores
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" and cabins of the people were scattered on the slopes
of the'mountain.

! The tavern was an eating house, with a wing on
¢ either side, where were the rooms of those who lodged
there through force of circumstances.

Along the front was a piazza, so-called, though it
was a shed roof and had earth for flooring.

Here were benches for loungers, and they were
generally occupied.

There was a small second floor, containing a few
choice rooms over one wing, and here the landlady
had her quarters. She had come to the tavern in male
attire one night, two years before, and had asked:to
see the landlord—Frank Fenwick, a gambler, and a
dashing fellow.

4 Not known to be a woman, she had gone up to the
' landlord’s room, and, soon after, a shot was heard,
* and those who ran to the room found Fenwick dead
.~ upon the floor.

To the amazed crowd the pretended youth said :
~ “T am a woman. That man wronged me beyond

" forgiveness, and I tracked him here. I was his wife.
Do with me as you will, for I am ready to face
death!”

The miners stood aghast, until one said:

“If ye're ‘satisfied, miss, we are; and as you was
- Frank’s wife, jist take the tavern for yer own, and
run it to suit yerself.”

'\ The woman was beautiful in face and form, and it
was not strange that the rude men before her bowed
down in admiration to her.

Fenwick was buried that afternoon, and the next day
Kate Fenwick took charge. Thereafter the hotel be-
me known as Kate’s Kitchen, and no one ever went

and ob—

/

‘The widow took Fenwick’s two rcoms,
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servers were wont' to say that she often was+¥SceiSs
standing at the window gazing down upon the Tifties
cemetery a half mile away on the river bank, where
was the grave of her husband.

Some said that Fenwick had killed himself at sight
of his wife, and others that she had shot him; DUt
certain it was that she was never asked for the truth
of the affair. She dressed well, had several good
saddle horses in the stable, and was a superb riderss
while about her waist was always strapped a belt OfS
arms, and, as she was known to be a dead shot, NOSS
mitter or camp ruffian had been tempted thus far to=S
force her to use her weapons, or to arouse her wrath
by prying into the secrets of her life.

The only other female in Hallelujah City was, byss
a strange coincidence, a beautiful one, and also the ..
proprietress of an establishment equally as popularss
as was Kate’s Kitchen.

This was the Queen of Hearts Saloon, which hadss
been opened by a gambler, who had arrived at the;
camps one (Lw, and at once had the shanty erected in
which he combined gambling tables and a bar.

Soon after his arrival he built a house for hlmseﬁ
on the hill behind the tavern, and, to the surprise of
all, the coach one day set down at Kate's Kitchen a

young woman whom Gambler Gray met and 1ntro-
duced to Kate Fenwick as his wife.

On Sunday night, some weeks after her arrival, as®
Gray was going hnme from his saloon, carrying a« ‘
large sum of money with him, he was shot down and
robhe( but he managed to 1c'uh his home and telk™
his story, and after one week of mourning, the gam- !
bling den was opened by the Queen of Hearts, Louise s

Eray, who was also known in HalleluJah City as LadY
ou.

Between Kate and Lady Lou there seemed t be
S .
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stronger bond of friendship than the mere fact that
Fthey were the only females in Hallelujah City war-
ranted. Often were they together, and the respect
shown them was marked.

The men of Hallelujah City, storekeepers, overland
hangers-on, camp idlers, and miners, were not a com-
& munity to be proud of, in spite of their few remaining
T sood qualities, which were buried under a rough ex-

They were none too honest in their dealings
with strangers, their morals were on a low plane, their
manners even lower; but occasionally some less hard-
'% ened characters among them would display loyalty in
8 ¥ friendship, or generosity, or kindness toward dumb
fanimals—a few redeeming traits!

Gambling was the principal amusement, with drink-
Wing and life-taking as side shows.
and 898 The mines panned out well, gold dust circulated
- as Mg freely, and the camps could boast, all told, some six

i
S hundred souls, scattered about within a radius of half

5, whid®a dozen miles.

E There were Americans, Mexicans, and half-breeds
) from California and New Mexico, a few Indians, a
bar. Eiseore of Chinese, and an equal number of negroes, and
: for B8 among the first named were representatives from every
e urpnii State and Territory in the Union.

g's KB With such a mixture it is not to be wondered at
that Devil’'s Den would be a far more appropriate
" name for the settlement than was that of Hallelujah
4 "City.
~ That, too, there was a villain to every more honest
‘man in the community goes without saying, and this
same desperado element made itself felt on all occa-
ions. ’

It was while on the trail to this mining settlement,
begin their work of solving a mystery, that Buffalo
and Wild Bill heard two shots, and +hich at once~
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put them upon their guard, for it seemed that they

had been fired from the hllls -
They were in a cafion, nothing more than a valley,

with lofty ranges rising upon elther side, and a danger=

ous spot to be caught in for a foe who wished to ame=
bush them.,
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CHAPTER IIL

THE THREE BILLS.

¥ That the scouts were in a dangerous locality they
“well knew, and though they had not heard the whiz

Y of bullets near them, perceiving the two shots, they,
yet could not be but most cautious and on their guard
against a surprise.

“We were not their game, I guess, Bill, because no
man could fire so wild as that » remarked Buffalo Bill
composedly.

“No, but yonder is where the shots came from,

fully half a mile away.” Wild Bill pointed up the
mountain farther down the valley, where two little
white clouds of smoke were Hoating away from a rocky
spur almost hidden in pines. “There is a cabin there,
too,” he added. “But what were they shooting at?”

Cody had already leveled a powerful field glass he
thad swung to his beIt at the spot indicated by his
. comrade.

. “Don’t know, Bill; but if the shots were at us we
:" will know the reason; so come on, for I am going
[ visiting.”

“Up to the cabin?”
“Yes bkl

“I am with you, Bill Cody, for I am curious about

| those shots.”

And*the two scouts rode on down the valley.

Just a hundred yards from where they halted was
" a group of bowlders, with a few stunted pines scat-
- tered about among them,

Here the two Bills suddenly drew rein, for behind a :
large rock lay two men—two bodies, rather—whosg 5
ositions were strarge ones, md1catmg how suddenly,
ey had died. :

Rl g
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Upon the top of the rock, which was some six feet 3
in height, and sloped off to the ground, was the branchs
of a pine tree, which concealed the heads of the twos
men, whose rifles covered every person coming dowi =g,
the valley trail, as Buffalo Bill and Wild Bill had been 3§
doing. 3

The men lay flat upon the rock, and their arms resty
ing upon the summit, and their rifles in their grasp, the
finger of one actually on the trigger guard.

Their faces were now pressed close to the rock, and 3
in the back of the head of each was a bullet hole front s
which the warm”life current was just beginning 0=
flow.

The men were clad in buckskin, were all armed, "

wore top-boots, and their slouch hats were near them q
on the rocks.

i
|

“Those fellows were not bad shots, after all, for
they brought down their game,” Wild Bill observedS

“Yes, and just in time to be the game of these two's
gentlemen.” ;

“Ah! you think they were in ambush for us?*

“Don’t you see that they were, Bill?”

“I had not thought of that.” E

“Then look at their faces, and see if they were ne¢
two of the Toll Takers’ gang.”

“By the Rockies, but you are right, Buffalo Billl

They have been trailing us until they knew where we

were gomg, and then switched round ahead and ams

| bushed us. It was a close call for us, for I confess!

i I (‘I‘l(ln’t expect trouble here.” : 3

“Nor I, and they would have struck us sure, if——

“Those who fired those shots had not been migl
quick.”

“Yes, and dead shots as well.”

“:But could they have come from the hill yonder?
Whee- 1,30 \ A

& -\-’-t—_) v ?_,‘1

4
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“Correct! But it was a*long range and dead-center

shooting.”

“And were these men killed to save us?”

& “That’s what we must find out—/ Ah! there are the
¥ horses the gentlemen came on!”

8 The two scout pards rode forward to where they
S had discovered two hor%c% hitched to a small pine
L tree.

§  The animals were f’l*tCl]Cd so that they could be
m:k.a? hastily unhitched, if need came for it, and their ap-
WS S earance indicated that they had been hard ridden.
PSS The trail of the horses led from down the valley,

¥ and had either come from the mining camps, three
##8 miles away, or through a cafion that cut through the
eat B8 right-hand range beyond the rocky spur from whence

%‘ _.had come the two shots.

“We'll leave them here, Buffalo Bill, while we go
up yonder and investigate.’

The scouts branched off from the trail and soon
‘after began to ascend the mountainside toward the
- rocky spdr.

& The way they had to go made the distance about
Ethree -quarters of a mile, but when nearing the spur
ere 18 * they got into a trail and readily followed it to the
© summit.

| Bﬂl': As they neared the point they beheld, half hidden
e | among the bowlders and pines, a small log cabin, with
IEI€ B2 shed behind it. The trail led to the rear of the cabin,
"df ‘and both men rode along with their rifles ready for
COMEE instant use.

& About a hundred feet from the cabm on a grass
—§ ' plat, was staked out a large, long-bodied, Jet-blad\
mightf} horse that eyed the intruders cunou%ly

§  Then came the sharp bark of a dorr which, how-

7 !;r E’.-
i _'3"1 T

T

Nearing the cabin, a horse was seen standing by the
en door of the shed, saddled and bridled.. The ani-
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as black as ink,
the Mexican patte
A dog stood
eyes were upon the scout
as that of an aroused
was a huge one and |
“Black horses, bla
see a nigger, Bill,” s
around to the front of the cabin, 1
or foe.
“Good evening,
my hospitality for th
come,”
So said a man who stood in
on the spur, up to which Buffal ;
ridden.
They came to a halt and gazed with surprise upol
the speaker—a man six feet in height, broad-shouls

dered, superbly formed, and clad from head to foo
m black,

His hair was worn long, falling below his shouldess§
and was jet-black, and upon his head was a Ve
broad-brimmed black sombrero, encircled by a g01
cord.

But his face! A handsome face it was, the face
a man of perhaps thirty, the features stamped with§
indomitable will, fearlessness, and strength of chafs
acter. The eyes reminded one of the large, expres
sive, sad orbs of a deer that has been wounded, and th
same thought flashed through the mind of each sco&

b At one side of the cabin was a workbench andi

0% of carpenter’s tools, and the strange man in black
stood b \

inkv b Y ahcoﬂi{] which had just been stained to
i "”h‘_mf’ the paint brush then being held in one h
*® Be turned and faced the two scouts, - That

f
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"'_k;ofﬁn‘lla(l lately been made was shown by the fresh
“8shavings under the workbench.
§ “Well, pard, you are very kind, but we have come
“Sip here on”a business trip, so we don’t expect to stay
"Song,” said Buffalo Bill in his quiet way.
“How can I serve you, gentlemen?”
& “We are not in search of wooden overcoats, like
"the one you have just built there, though we came
U8rather near being in need of one each a while since;
LB put we would like to know who fired two shots from
‘this spur half an hour ago?”
@8 “T did,” was the calm response of the stranger.
iy “You fired both of them?”

i Yes, sir.”
e “What with?”
BillEs “My repeating rifle.”

The man took from where it stood behind the coffin,

e giwithin reach of his hand, a handsome weapon, of the
i.shedatest manufacture, and which was painted black, bar=
to fixel and stock:

© “You fired at two men in the valley ?”
aldts “Yes, there they lie upon that rock to the left of
2 vc:f’t.he trail you were following.”

2 g “You killed them both ?”’

% “Yes, I fired to kill, and aimed at their heads.”
’acefr';* “There’s where your bullets hit, pard; but, may I
| wilask why you shot them?”

chl = “It was their lives or yours, and as they were cut-
xpisthroats, and you I recognized, I concluded that I
nd BWwould cut down the weeds and save the wheat.”

sl The stranger spoke in a deep voice of peculiar rich-
and mess of tone, and with a manner that was full of calm
bladdignity, which could not but impress the two scouts.

to 8 “You recognized us, you say ?”’ :

“Yes, as I did those men. You see, from my posi-
dtion here [ look over into the cafion which cuts this
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range and T saw those men riding at full speed toward 8
the valley.

“They turned up the trail and rode to yonder rocks,
where they dismounted and went into ambush. Soon ¥
after you came along, and my glass showed me who
you were, so I fired to save you, and that is all there W,
is about it.” :

“And a great deal it is, for we owe you our lives,” &8,
said Hickok, “and I for one never go back upon a3, ¥
man who has saved me from death, while my pard hereSg.
is like me in that respect.”

“T know that well, Wild Bill, of you and of Bui=®
falo Bill also.” :

“You do know us,” cried Buffalo Bill, in surprisess

“So I said.” 4

“May I ask where we have met before, sir?” Cody
asked, striving in vain to recall the face of the maiiy
before him. e

. iy

““Neither of you know me, though I know you; but,”
will you not dismount and share my cabin for thes
night ?”

“Thank you, no. Those two fellows must be buried
before night, for I cannot leave even an Indian to hes
come food for wolves. Then we must go to the min-
ing camps below,” answered Cody.

“To Hallelujah?”

““Yes, that is what the miners call their camp.” b

It hardly deserves the name, as you will discover
but T will meet you to-night, for I have business to
me there later.”

“Well, we will be glad to meet you again, I assu
you, for we fully appreciate what you have done fOF
115,“:;11(1 we will be glad to know your name.”

My mame, gentlemen, may seem as out of place
that of Hallelujah City; but then, you know, |
miners may suit their fancy, so, as I dress above
average of crdinary border mortals, they call me Co
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&d}. Not knowing me, they also dub me the Un-
own, and, on account of other peculiarities I have,
he Undertaker, and The Man in Black. I am rich in

¥hnames, so take your choice.”

# & The man was becoming more of a mystery than

dnfever to the two scouts, who regarded him with an in-

sifterest akin to awe.
Then Buffalo Bill remarked:

S “Well, my friend, as we cannot go back upon our

ksfown names we will call you Broadcloth Bill, and cer-

miftainly you do look more like a citizen than a frontiers-

s

man.”

1§ “T hope we’ll meet you to-night in Hallelujah City,”

‘Wild Bill added.

b “I will be there without fail, gentlemen, and you'll

#ind me at the Queen of Hearts Saloon, which adjoins

? f§fKate’s Kitchen, as the best tavern there is called.”

et “Yes, we put up at Kate’s Kitchen, and will drop in
lat the Queen of Hearts and see you, so don’t fail to

onibe there, pard.”

fl “Do you see this?” asked the man, placing his hand

ightly upon the coffin,

et “Yes, it has been a very conspicuous cbject in my

% wﬁ yes ever since I rode up here,” answered Wild Bill.

et Well, this coffin is to have an occupant to-night,

‘gentlemen, and the man is now alive and in good health

swho is to fill it, so T'll be there,” said the strange man

)" an black.

ot Neither Buffalo Bill nor Wild Bill made reply.

fub Lhere was something so uncanny in the words of the

‘Strange man and his look, that they could not find re-

ssponse, so bowed and rode down the trail. As the

¢ [#twWo again reached the valley, Buffalo Bill rdde up

‘alongside of his companion.

®  “That gentleman in black just beats any one I ever

- — e eSSBS
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“We can doubtless find out about him in Hallelujal
City.” ;

‘?Hallelujah City? What a name! ‘And ‘t‘he Queen
of Hearts Saloon, and Kate’s Kitchen, too!”

“Yes, we have got among a queer 1otI Buffalo; Eut
we came for a purpose, and must carry it th.rough.

“Yes, we must do that,” was the determu'lcd reply
of Buffalo Bill, and the two scouts drew rein by the
rock upon which lay the two bodies of the men who
had been killed while lying in ambush to kill.

“A remarkable shot, that man, Buffalo.”

“He is, indeed ; but what about the horses of thesé
men ?”’

“To the victor belongs the spoils, so we'll t.ake them
with us and turn them over to Coffin Bill to-mght.._BUt
now let us bury these fellows with a thanksgiving
prayer that they failed to conmect.”

The two scouts dismounted and set to work upom
their task.
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CHAPTER IV.
THE MYSTERIES OF THE MINES.

Buffalo Bill and Wild Bill rode into the mining
camp, after their adventure with Coffin Bill, without
further adventure. They directed their way straight
to the tavern.

The loungers about Kate’s Kitchen eyed them as
they rode up, and when they were met by Kate Fen-
wick, who welcomed them with a smile and a pleasant
word, they felt that their lot might have been cast in
a far worse place than the tavern of Hallelujah City.

They registered their names as “William Cody” and
“James Hickok,” their real names, and were glad to
see that no one seemed to know them. |

Kate gave them a room upon the upper floor, re-

‘served for favored guests, and set them down to a

supper which they were more than pleased with.

. “Do yer know them two pilgrims as yer is so sweet
on?’ asked a villainous-looking man, as the landlady
returned after showing her guests to the supper table.

“They register as Cody and Hickok,” was the quiet
reply of the woman, who felt that the man was plot-
ting mischief—something he was noted for in the
camps.

His general appearance was against him, for there
was a hideous scar upon his face, which had been made
by his falling upon a buzz saw, he said, when working
in a lumber mill, and hence his nickname, Buzz Saw,
of which he seemed to be proud.

“Waal, they is Wild Bill and Buffalo Bill, govern-
ment scouts, and they is here for no good.”

“] have heard of the men you name as wonderful
spec1mens of manhood. Are you sure you are not mis-
taken, Buzz Saw?”’
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“No, for I knows ’‘em, and they is here sartin to iv
nip some poor fellow.” ' ' i

“I guess the man they nip, as you call it, will not=
be missed, Buzz Saw,” was the quiet response, fmd, )
Kate Fenwick turned to Lady Lou Gray, who juStESg
then entered, and the two really beautiful women went
in to supper.

“Buﬂ:[l)l%, who is that woman?” asked Wild Bill
quickly, as the two sat down near the scouts.
“One is our landlady, Bill, but the other I do not

)

know.”

“I have seen her somewhere before, but I can't re-
call when and where I've scen the fair gambler.” =

Having told Louise Gray what Buzz Saw had sa.}df
of the scouts, Kate Fenwick seemed anxious to (}ls- i
cover more about them and their coming to the mmmng
camps, so she said:

“Gentlemen, as you said you expected to be myss
guests for some little time, permit me to present My=s
friend Mrs. Gray, better known here as Lady Lon’ 8

The scouts bowed, and Buffalo Bill responded in his,f
pleasant way: :

aic -

“Yes, we are taking a ride through the mountainss
and camps for a few weeks, and, finding your hotel 3
such a good one, we will hardly be tempted to leave ¥ Wy,
it until we bave to do so.” S

“You will find Hallelujah City a very fough place,” ;
remarked Louise,

“Judging from the only two.acquaintances we have |
< made here, I beg to differ with you,” was Buffalo
Bill's gallant response.

“Thank you, but we are the only representatives of |
our sex here. You will have to deal with the wild "
element of a v :

; ery tough camp, so be on your guard.”
We are not wholly strangers to the border, but
we thank you for your kind

: warning. 1 may add, we
had another warning on our way here.”* :
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“How so, may I ask?” said Louise Gray, and both

en seemed interested.

o Wild Bill had remained quiet, but was attentive
_while Buffalo Bill told the story of their being am-

_ bushed and saved by two wonderful shots at long

,‘range by the mysterious man living alone upon the
‘mountamn spur.

+% “Who is this unknown dead shot ?” suddenly asked
‘Wild Bill.

et Well, he is, as you say, unknown; but we call him

: the Bravo here and sometimes Coffin Bill.”

ig - Has he tried his aim before in these parts, Mrs.
-,.Gta 2

avi'% “Yes, a number of times.”

i “What does he do: T

o “No one knows,” said Kate. “He has money in

¢ ,plenty, pays liberally for all he gets, and plays cards

Poften, paying promptly when he loses, though he is

: often successful, as Lou knows, for my friend is the |
wner of the Queen of Hearts gambling saloon.”

. “Yes, he is a bold, clever fearless player, and he\

wiule The man is a mystery to me, and I am sure

e is here for some purpose that he keeps to himself,”

ouise Gray remarked, in a tone that showed more

than a passing interest in the handsome and mysterious
. frontiersman.

The scouts were becoming more and more interested
‘in him also, and Buffalo Bill told of his having just

mpleted a coffin when they rode up.

. “Then some man’s doom is sealed for this night, for

Bravo always gives fair notice to his victim, if T

so call the man he kills, and brings a coffin to bury
im in.”

4 e’s a liberal sort of pilgrim, to say the least of
" Wild Bill said, with a smile.

1 per was now finished, and Lady Lou invited
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the strangers to call"at the Queen of Hearts during
the evening, and they promised to be there, as they had
told the Bravo they would meet him there. ;

Lighting their cigars, the two scouts sat down 11
front of the hotel, while they became objects of ifi=
terest to half a hundred loungers gathered there, as
Buzz Saw had already spread it about who they weré
They were too well known by reputation not to creaté
an excitement in Hallelujah City, and, wondering what
could be their mission there, those among.theicamp-

 dwellers who had guilty consciences for crimes cofi=
mitted, began to feel very uneasy at the presence in
their midst of two men whose names were a terror
along the border.

That some one had recognized them the scout soon
discovered ; but, though they had hoped to remain un=
known, they had hardly expected to do so.

They had come to that mining camp as the starts
ing point for the duty they had to perform in solving
the mystery of the Woman in Black, who had warned
Keen Kit's stage of danger, and to strike the track
of the Toll Takers of the Trails, whom they hoped to =
run to earth. They had already discovered a trio of
mysteries for which they had been unprepared in that
wild community, and Wild Bill remarked, very prop-
erly:

“Buffalo, it will take a hand full of trumps to win
the game we have got to play in these parts.”

“Yes, you are right; but somehow I believe we have

struck the head center of the Toll Takers right here.”
“Maybe; but let us go in and take a squint at the
Queen of Hearts layout.” |
And the two scouts walked over to the saloon of the
fair gambler. Approaching it, they heard the deep ™

voice of some desperado above the noise in the large ]
- saloon, rnging out in earnest tones.. ‘

SR s Over at the table of the Queen of Hearts the des= ‘
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i perado who rejoiced in the title Six-shooter Sam was
o in luck, for he had been winning steadily from the
boys.

The Queen of Hearts showed no annoyance at his
doing so, counted out his winnings with firm hands
and laid ‘them before him, and went on dealing from
the little tin box without any sign of nervousness.
At last the man said, in his rude, boisterous man-
_nier

“I’ll let up, fer I hate ter take money from a
woman.”’

“Oh, no; if you enjoy the game pray keep on, with-
./ out consulting my pleasure,” said Louise quietly.

“If T only had a man ter play with I'd be glad; but
ther durned garloots o’ this town is sich-cowards they

&8

it 2
; 1s afeered ter lose a leetle dust at keerds.

' “Well, pard, as I am not from Hellelujah City I
e am not afraid to risk a little,gold dust in a game with

p¢ you,” said Buffalo Bill. ;

{70 All turned their eyes upon the scout, who stood as

%n though unconscious of the gaze his words brought

. upon him.

| Calm and self-possessed, a perfect specimen of

t#" splendid manhood, he coolly eyed the astonished des-

7t sperado, who, as soon as he could decide that his chal-
* lenge had been accepted, said in his rough way:

a8 “You are a stranger in this town?”

| S am.”
el “I guess 'yer must be, ter have ther cheek ter offer
¥ to tackle me at keerds.”
2% “Are you so dangerous, then?”

“Am I dangerous? Waal. I see yer does not know
me‘n :
“No; but I hope to have that honor.”

“T'm Six- sh(:ﬁter Sam.”
#.The despera 0 made the announcement with the air ‘

i ™
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of a man who expected to see the one who did nd~ -,
know him flinch at the information. .
Buffalo Bill smiled and said: e
“It's a real cute name; but I never heard of you be- =
fore, pard.” 2
“Never heard o" me?”
“No, where are you from?” ; ”
“Hallelujah City, and ther boss ¢’ the town.
“I can hardly believe that.”
“Waal, why can’t yer believe it ?” bE
“Because, though a stranger here, I have seen some |
pretty square-looking men around who don’t look as
though they served under a master.” 4
Six-shooter Sam laughed loudly. He seemed to en=—
joy urging the scout on, as a cat plays with a mouse
before destroying it. -8
“Waal, 'm master in Hallelujah, and I says s0,=
and no man denies it unless he calls me a Har.” I
“Well, I cannot speak for the people here; but it
seems to me if I lived in Hallelujah, I would not wear
a yoke for any man.” i
“‘Pard, what might your name be?”
“I am often called Buffalo Bill.”
All saw the start the bully gave.
paled quickly, while he glanced
the eyes of his special pals,

“Does yer mean that yer're Buffalo Bill, the 3

His dark f?.ce}.
about him, ca-tchmg‘-i

scout ?”’
“Yes‘}’

Six-shooter Sam seemed ill at e
to hide it; but he had been le

intending to SPring a mine in the end which would add!
more of a crimson hue to his name. He felt that he
could not now afford to drop the stranger then and
there without being thought a coward.

D0, after another quick glance over the crowd, to
see that his gang were ;

alt present, he said
b N |

r’- - - .’.v {
ase, and in vain tried S,
ading the conversation, =%
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= “Waal, Buffalo Bill, yer may be ther king bee up
"'“'a\i_'whar you lives, but in Hallelujah City you're not ther
“boss, and no man dare say [ ain’t.”

~ Buffalo Bill had sought no quarrel with the man.

He had watched his playing with Louise Gray, the

gambler’s widow, whom they called the Queen of
 Hearts; and he had decided to “chip in” and prevent

the woman from losing more money by asking the des-
~ perado to play with him, for he knew that Sam was a

cheat. He had read the big ruffian at a glance, and,

fond of a game of cards, he was anxious to win from
#@ the man and avenge the losses of Lady Lou.

If Six-shooter Sam sought.a quarrel with him that
would be the bully’s own lookout, and he must take
@ the consequences, and Bill mentally calculated that if
the desperado forced him to kill him the loss would
not be deeply felt in Hallelujah City.

s Before he could reply to the man’s direct dare to
£ = him to say he did not believe he was the boss of the -
= - eamps, the door of the saloon swung open and, as all
Wi beheld who it was that entered, a hum of voices ran
~ around the room, and in a chorus the name was
spoken :

‘ “The Bravo!”

i B It was Coffin Bill who entered! Upon one shoulder
@5« he carried a coffin, and all present felt that he had

. come to the saloon to find an occupant for the un-
I ﬁ& canny ‘“overcoat.”” He walked straight toward the

¢+ platform, on which sat the Queen of Hearts, with Kate
- Fenwick by her side, and before which were Six-
i shooter Sam, Buffalo Bill, and the immediate group

~ about them.

- A deathlike silence fell upon the throng at sight of
the Bravo in black, carrying his coffin, and brave as
were most of those present they shuddered at the
sight. -
he coming of the mysterious man at once turned
- g

'¢m

=
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the attention of all from the threatened war betwegg ‘
the desperado and Buffalo Bill, and the latter whls-b
pered to Wild Bill:

“Our mountain pard has arrived.” :

“Yes, and he has brought his burying box with
him, which means business,” was the answer.

The crowd gave way as the mysterious man ad= 3
vanced. All seemed to realize that he had come upoi =
a special mission.

Coolly placing the coffin by the faro table, the Bravo
raised his hat politely to the Queen of Hearts anq 1
Kate Fenwick; then, turning quickly upon the des-
perado, he covered him with a revolver, which no one==
had seen him draw, while he said sternly: ‘s

“Six-shooter Sam, I brought that coffin for you. ‘

The change was so sudden, from the bullying mafi==
ner of the desperado, who seemed proud of his namess
and reputation and the terror he caused many to fee_l,.' 3
to the coming in of the Bravo, that it was a relief.to 3
all present, with perhaps the exception of the siX=
shooter braggart himself. &

Excitement ran high, and yet it was suppressed, and =
all eyes were turned upon the man from the moun="8

tains who had brought such a weird gift to the des= E
perado.

ily understood that there was no further cause fOF -
quarrel between the bully and himself. :

The handsome Bravo looked dangerous. His suif
of black fitted him well and displayed the firm con= &
lours of his superbly muscular figure. The coat was %

Buffalo Bill merely stepped back, as though he read= .

o

buttoned up close to his throat, giving him a clerical’¥
look, while his black, broad-brimmed sombrero Was &
turned up on the left side, and caught there by a small

star of black enamel. He wore no arms that were
visible, and yet he had suddenly leveled a short re=
volver, but of large caliber, at the desperado. B

e
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The coffin was now seen to be well made, stained
" black, and upon the lid in red letters those near enough
~read: ‘‘Six-shooter Sam.”

* Mrs. Gray and the fair landlady of Kate’s Kltchen
were too familiar with scenes of death, which were

" almost of a daily occurrence, to show any excitement,
and they calmly waited the ordeal that must come,
f while the crowd, with quick unanimity, separated on

either side, and left the space behind the Bravo and
.. the bully open for flying bullets.
The bluster of the desperado was at once checked
. by the threatening words of the Man in Black. Sam
had often said in public that the Bravo was an over-
rated man, and that he wished a chance at him some
. day, either with cards, knives, or revolvers. The fact
was, he was jealous of the reputation which the mys-
' terious mountaineer had gained, and he hoped for a
chance to remove his rival—for as such he looked
upon him,

Several times he had challenged the Bravo for a
game of cards, or to shoot with him for a money
prize, but the reply had always been:

e “Some day, Six-shooter Sam, when I feel in the
.4 humor for a game with you, I'll let you know, and T'll
. give you fair warning.”

That any other game than one of cards was intended
by the Bravo, Sam had not the remotest idea; but he
. hinted to a few of his intimates that he wished them
¢ to be on hand, and added that, after he had won a
g handsome sum of money from his adversary, he
- would pick a quarrel with him.
~ Upon this promise his friends had gone there, feel-
L ing sure of sport, as they looked upon an encounter
4 which they were not engaged in.

~ When, therefore, the Bravo entered, bearing a cof-
fin, a hush fell upon all.
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Several times before he h

coming to certain wild characters in the camps, and he
had never failed to keep his word, and, more, a death
Was certain to follow his arrival until, as Texas Jack
once said, he seemed to have a “contract” for taking
off some of the lawless spirits of the mines,

ad given warning of his




CHARPTER V.
COFFIN BILL ACTS.

Sam saw the entrance of the Bravo, as the others
did, and beheld the grim box he carried; but he was
not prepared for such quick work of a hostile nature,
so he was taken unawares. He was covered with a re-
volver, which looked into his eyes not three feet away,
and his own weapons, four.splendid shooting irons,
were yet in his belt.

“Say, pard, I ain’t no actor, to play jokes on, for
I don’t take kindly to funny business,” growled the

desperado.
¢ “I certainly fail to see any joke in my telling .you
. that I 'have brought a coffin for you, Six-shooter Sam,”
- was the reply, in the deep, stern voice of the Bravo.
“Does yer mean it 7
“I do, for I'left youa note on your door tlnt I would
~ be here to- -night to have a game with you.”

“And is this the game?”

“No; I merely intend to disarm you now, and then
give you my commands, which you are to obey.”

“Durned if T do!”

“That we shall see.”

The Brave quickly unbuckled the belt of arms
around the desperado’s waist, still keeping him covered
with his revolver. ;

“Pards, ain’t I no right here, thet yer see me dis-
- armed?” cried the bully.

- As his eyes met those of several of his pals, they
{ made a step forward, when Buffalo Bill called out:
"~ “Hold on, there. This is a case of man to man, so
the one who chips in dies with his boots on.”

- This caused the bully’s immediate friends to drop
back, and the Bravo said politely:
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“Thank you, sir; but I will soon settle this affair.”

Raising his voice, he called out: '

“Who of you here have lost money in a game of
cards with this man?”
~ “Lots of us has lost, but not lately, though ‘Ladx
Lou got roped in fer a cool fifteen hundred to-night:

“Is that so, Lady Lou?”

“Yes, it is.” 4

“At faro?” i

‘KXY(’:S"’

“What cards did you use?"

“My own pack.”

“Where do you leave them?”

“In the lock drawer of this table.”

“Look and see if they have not been doctored.” =5

She glanced rapidly over the cards, and quickly s
said :

“Yes, they have been, and I noticed to-night that the :
smaller cards seemed to come out oftener than I could ™
account for, and Six-shooter Sam won on those.” =28

“You are a stranger in Hallelujah City, sir?” said 3
the Bravo, turning upon Wild Bill.

“X—fes.” : :

“Please take the money from this man’s pocket, and =
give back to Lady Lou the amount he won from her's
to-night.” g

Tl do it, pard,” and Wild Bill did so, in a very
quick and skillful manner. o

“It’s cussed robber , and you'll pay ther costs oung.f
feller. Yer hear w L 2 pay o i

hat " sav - Cri (x4

L [ says,” savagely cried the Six
“No, you'll pay the cost, for T'll return you yout =
Wweapons now, and give you one hour to get out of
these mines, : :
“Will you go?”
“You'll give me
“Yes, I'so said.”

back my weapons?”
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© “Then I stands here and has it over with you,” was
i# the dogged reply. :

~ All gazed at the Bravo, and saw him step up to the
1@ desperado, holding out his weapons, while they heard
"~ him saw a few words in a low tone. What he said no
‘ear caught, other than the one for which they were
spoken, and the effect upon Sam was startling, for he
! turned to an ashen hue, staggered back as though
dealt a blow, and gasped forth pleadingly : '

“My stars! yes, I'll go! I'll go!”

. “Here are your weapons, sir!”

The desperado grasped the belt of revolvers, turned
quickly and strode from the saloon.

No shout of derision followed his' exit, for the
crowd seemed to be too deeply moved to shout. All
il gazed in silence at Bravo Bill, whose eyes followed the
retreating form of the Six-shooter ruffian until the
door closed behind him.

¢ . The moment the door closed upon the retreating
alee form of Six-shooter Sam, the Bravo’s manner
e’ © changed, and, turning to the beautiful faro dealer, he
ir!'s said pleasantly:
“Pardon my interruption, Lady Lou, but I have re-
lieved you. of a nuisance, to say the least, and permit
et me to present the coffin as a souvenir of Six-shooter
ok Sam.”
f “Thank you, sir! . I will accept it, and appreciate
14 the gift from you more than I did the man who so
nearly became its occupant.”
. The Bravo bowed, and was about to retire, when
Six-shooter Sam’s gang, feeling themselves disgraced
~ by the action of their leader, and confident in numbers,
for there were fully a dozen of them, decided to crush
Coffin Bill then and there.
. So a self-appointed leader stepped forward, and lev-
eled his revolver full upon the Bravo, while he said:

1 ¢
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“See here, pard, ye ain't goin’ ter have things all yer
own way.”

“Well, what do you wish,” was the unmoved 1'?131)'&

“Ye had the game all yer own with a man as ‘l didn’t
think had any backdown in him, so now, ye'll ha‘\'e
ter crawfish, or turn up yer toes, for I has ye kiv-
ered?’ A

No one had noticed what had become of the Bravo's
revolver. It had disappeared as mysteriously as it
had appeared when he needed it. _

Now it was not to be disputed that Giant Bruce, as
the totgh was called, on account of his great size and
strength, certainly had the Unknown covered,

Cheered at the sight, his comrades began to crowd
around him, for to down the mysterious man would 1_)0
to relieve Hallelujah City of .one whom all the evil-
doers feared greatly.

All felt for the Bravo, but he laughed lightly and
said :

“Before you put on airs, Bruce, be sure you have
not a revolver muzzle at the back of your own’head:™

The man wheeled quickly, and, more sudden than a3
panther’s leap was that of the Bravo, who, in a flash
of time had driven his fist into the face of his big
foe, seized him Dby the throat, and hurled him, with an
exhibition of seemingly more than mortal strength
over a table into a corner of the room.

Then, in another second, he stood, a revolver now
suddenly appearing in each hand, while he said in a
tone of sarcasm:

“Do the friends
game to a finish ?”

The gang were cowed somewh
feat of their leader w
the corner, and yet w

of Giant Bruce wish to play the

at by the sudden de-
ho was rising, half stunned, from
hen he joined them again, furious
as a mad bull, bleeding and in pain, war to the knife
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seemed to be the only alternative, when the voice of
= Buffalo Bill was heard:

“Men, don’t crowd that gentleman, for he has
friends here!”

The scout hacl drawn his weapons

“So I say.” Wild Bill also stood at bay, stepping
to the side of the Bravo. .

They certainly were a striking trio, as they stood
at bay, side by side, all with revolvers drawn, facing
the wildest element in Hallelujah City. The gam-
bler’s widow glanced with undisguised admiration at
the tall form of the Bravo, and her eyes shone with
pride and delight as they met his dark ones turned
upon her for a moment,

Even the desperado band was struck by the de-
termined look and general appearance of the three, and
. the Bravo said calmly:
= “Giant Bruce, do you wish to play the game out?”

It was a critical moment, and the large crowd were
& as silent as the grave, wondering what the end would
g be.
y But the Giant and his pals were no men to play
¢ against odds. They ran their eyes along the line
. of Coffin Bill and the two scouts—and he decided to let
y the matter drop. So he answered gruffly:
+  “I ain’t no man to pick a quarrel in the presence o’
 ladies, so I jist say hold yer keerds ontil another time
- and we will see who holds trumps.”

“I know now,” was the cool response of the Bravo,
and his words indicated that he wished the fracas to
come then, backed as he was by such allies.

Thls banter the Giant was compelled to answer, so

= “Who holds trumps ?”’
‘l‘I do'},

“I doubt it.”

£ “Shall I give you proofs?”




‘Now, sir, g

Sharply the commang

seized his weapons and, wit a S
the saloon as had the S'.\: shome« before

All stood in amazement, gazing at the B.:.uO-

w hat strange powe

thf‘wﬁ wild border dwe

llers, almost as savage as wolves
in their nature?

‘nem this mysterious man Overs

- - -' t :
'I hat question no one could answer, and, withou

y explanation Coffin Bill turned to Buffalo Bill and™
541( in his courtly way:

“Gentlemen. you have canceled the debt you owed
me, and I thank you. We will meet again.

Hr raised his black sombrero and walked from the
saloon, while one of t

1e gang of Six-shooter Sants

called out:

L‘I
up hi

seen whar he keeps them guns o’ his! They was

115 coat sleeves, pards ef he isn’t the devil hlsself :
he is his leftenant.”




CHAPTER VL
A SECRET POWER.

When Six-shooter Sam left the Queen of Hearts Sa-
* loon he mounted his horse, a splendid animal which
" he always kept not far from him, and rode at a gallop
down the valley to his cabin.

It was but a mile away and built against the moun-
tainside, just where there was a trdil around the
chff to the range above. This trail the desperado
pretended to keep closed up, so that no one could pass
that way, but the obstruction was such that a minute’s
work could dash it all into the river, forty feet below.

Just across the river was a flat which cut off ap-
proach from that direction, so that the cabin of the
desperado -was really approachable from the front

‘= only, and he could make a hasty retreat therefrom to
¥5 the range above if it became necessary.
His cabin had but one room, and the door was made
 fast by two chains and padlocks.
19 Dismounting, he unlocked his door, and, entering,
""T} soon had a candle lighted. Then he stood like a great
& brute at bay, gnashing his yellow teeth, his hands
= elenched tightly together, and his face white as the
1-’;;' bronze of his complexion would admit.
. “Who is he? what is that man?” at last broke from
his lips. ,
. After a while he became more calm and threw him-
self into a rude chair and began to think.

“I obeyed, yes, because what else could I do? Curse
him—curse him! And I must leave here, for here he
will come to see if I have gone. I will at once get
my traps together and go. But where? Bah! need I

- ask where? Why, I will go where he can never come.”

Springing to his feet, he hastily began preparations

to leave his cabin.

It
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A'couple of blankets, a large oilcloth, a storm suif, 3
some cooking utensils, bag of provisions, a few extra
clothes and a rifle and ammunition were all his belong=
ings.- These were made into two bundles and strappedss
upon a packsaddle.

Then he went out and led a second horse from wheress
he was staked out in the bottom, up to the door, and
placed the packsaddle upon him. B

His next move was to take from a secure hiding
place a belt of money, gold, bank notes, and-dust.

This he strapped about his wajst just as he heard
the clatter of hoofs.

“Oh, he is coming! The hour is up that he gavess
me.” And the voice of the ruffian trembled with ex-38
citement. “Oh, that I had the nerve to kill him! Buf
no! I dare not do that. Ha!'I know that signal !'”

And a whistle was heard, repeated five times
sharply. -

Then up to the door dashed a horseman, and Giant

Bruce sprang from his saddle, stooped at the low doof
and entered.

“Bruce, you here?”

“YC\' 0=

“You have come to sneer at me, I
Six-shooter Sam.

“Oh, no, for he knew me, too!”
“What

“I repeat it!”

“He recognized you?”

pies:

“As what ?”

“Don’t he a
his power

suppose?” said

fool, Sam; for, though I did not know &
] over you at first, I do now.”
“What do you mean, Bruce?”

Each man had now dropped the border dialect in the

excitement of the moment.
“I mean just what I say.”
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; * “And what do you say?”’ el
A8 ST say that but one thing could be said to you to '
\ i make you sneak away like a whipped cur, as you did,
31“ ‘and that thmg was said by the Bravo—the same that

he said to me.’

“Did you have trouble with him?”
rfrm S¥es.”
e “How so?”
“T felt ashamed of your cowar dlc so I toek up

s your quarrel.”
= “The more fool you! Well?”
SEEC ¢ had him fairly covered, and yet he tricked me

by telling me to be first sure that a revolver muzzle
B Was not at the back of my head.”
IWE “And you looked to see?”
'Hm‘ ‘(\-fes.”
s el
®E 4T got a blow like the kick of a government mule,
= full in the face; then he grasped my throat, and hurled
m'f me with a strength which mine is but child’s play as
"8 compared to, over a table and chairs, into a corner.
See, his fist bruised my face, and I was cut on the
forehead by my fall.”

““And what happened then?”

“Oh! our gang took up the quarrel, when those two
scouts, Wild Bill and Buffalo Bill, chipped in on one
side of him to back him up, and six revolvers were
leveled, as steady as cannon. Of course the boys
caved, and I was. told to step forward and hear what -
the gent had to say.”

“What had he to say?”

“More than I wanted to hear.”

“What was it?” _

“See here, Sam, only certain words could be said to
a man that would make him back down as we did.
Those words were said, and they proved to me that
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you and I were in the same boat, though we did not's
know it.”

. ‘s : A
“Well, you accuse me of being under that mans'
power ?” &
g Slido.

i

“Name the power, then.”

““It is unnamable, but you are obeying his command, =
for you are ready to go.”

“Well, and what about you?”

“I would not let the sun rise upon me in Hallelujah
City for a cool five thousand.”

“Then go with me,” suggested Sam. i
“Agreed! Which is your way?” -
“North, south, east, west—anywhere.” 4
“That suits me; but have you money ?”

“Some little.” ,
“And I have a few hundreds.” -
“With your horse and outfit ?”

: X 291
“Yes. My extra animal will also carry your pack.” =
“Good! Come with me to my shanty.” '
“It is on the trail to his home.”

“Yes, but we must go that way. Bruce, you say
we are in the same boat. Won't you tell me his powes
over you?”’

“No more than you dare tell me what he said to0
L]
you.

“We are two. Well, why not meet him on his "8 %2
homeward way ?”
“Sam! dare you do it?”
“Dare yon#” '
“Thus the two stood in silence for full a minute, and 4"
Bruce said at last: \
“Let us go.”
“You did not answer
“You know

N/ i 0 thene > b __
my question, Bruce.”
“How do 1

that I can give no answer.” : ‘
know it?”
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“Because we are both under the same spell, and we
& dare not break it.”

Six-shooter Sam made no response. It was evi-
dent that neither man dared betray himself, and yet
‘gach tried to make the other do so. That the same

+ secret power influenced both they appeared to admit,
yet neither dared say what that unknown influence
was.

i So they mounted their horses and rode away from

" the cabin where Six-shooter Sam had long dwelt as a
terror in the community.

Giant Bruce, though also dreaded, was not as brutal
as the Six-shooter ruffian, and his will had been led
by the stronger one of the desperado.

The rest of the gang, some eight in number, were

" but tools in the hands of Sam, their chief, from fear,
because of pay, and from other motives.

But Coffin Bill’s mysterious power had sent the

% Jeader and his lieutenant into exile.

= They soon reached the cabin of the Giant gangster.
* His packing up took but a few minutes, and his belong-

. ings were strapped upon the back of Sam’s horse. :

= Then they moved down into the broad trail leading
down the valley, and just there they suddenly halted,
but only for an instant, for their spurs sank into the

‘flanks of their horses and they sped away at a rum

. at what they saw.

- What they beheld was the Bravo seated upon his

“black horse on one side of the trail, silent, motion-

'~ less as a statue, while the moon rising above the moun-

tains cast its light full upon him. He ‘uttered no
word, but his presence there urged them on as though

Satan was at their heels.

The other methbers of Six-shooter Sam’s gang

vere in a quandary, and showed signs of distress.
ey had been deserted by their.leader and his lieu~
ant without a word of explanation. They felt
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A ith Coffin-
angry toward them, and far more offended with .
2L X~ T Sam
- lIt was “pay night” for them, as Slic(]sht(;o;; readil
always paid his gan%a certain sum weekly :
r his beck and call. 4 e
foThey were short, therefore, the sums }Llcegdhg]is ol
pected to get that night, and so they pl 3
account of the Bravo. : g
the’l‘?;zse men, eight in number, }xye(} neax;]éogveg n; 3
as their leader had suggested. Their holmiles .
the edge of the camps, upon a ridge t;‘/Ol liscoveril
the town. 1f they mined any, no one E‘?( it
it; yet they called themselves miners. 1‘e1 pambling,:'
cupation was loafing about the saloo.nrl, Rogts:
drinking, and obeying the commands of l = com"‘;
They were a dangerous lot 'to set loostdl b Sl
munity, and, finding themselves deserte : ya faies
shooter Sam and Giant Bruce, they were m 2
humor to do mischief. They slunk out of the Queet

: 0
of Hearts Saloon soon after Giant Bruce had gon&s
but went one by one,

: : feind
Then they met outside, went to another ('lrtllnxt(llle)gf
place and filled up with bad liquor, after whic

proceeded to the cabin of their leader to find it abafis
doned. On to the home of Gi

to discover that it, too, w
They sat down in a ve
for the other to speak
who answered to the ct
and whom the re
nized the two scouts, broke forth:
“Pardners, ag Six-shooter and Giant hev d £
us, 1 claims ther right o' leadin’, for I has turned 4P
' more toes than g
more: 1 are willin’ ter §

place o' cap’n, Who are.
ather same?”

as deserted,

» and at last one of the gang, =

ght right here now. fer ther

ant Bruce they tramped;
ry ugly mood. Each waited S

reerful cognomen of Buzz Sa‘W:\.*I
ader has seen before when he recog="

.eserte'd' 3

ny other man in®this crowd. = And,

ther man as is willin’. ter do

3
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‘As Buzz Saw had already whipped out his gun, not
another one dared move a muscle, fearing that it
would be looked upon as an effort to draw and con-
test the place of captain, and so only silence followed
the words of the self-appointed chief.
~ Then, too, nobody else just then wished to take
the lead and go wrong.

Buzz Saw seemed satisfied, as there was no oppo-
'sition, and pleased, too, so he said:

‘

é} “Waal, thet settles it, as yer all agrees, and I are
55 cap'n o’ ther layout, which I hereby christens as ther
¢y Buzz Saw Bravos.”

e

(=
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A hum of admiration at this name ran around the
crowd, and, seeing the good impression he was mak-
ing, Buzz Saw continued:

. “Now, pards, one man in Hallelujah has got the
' town by the throat, and he are ther pilgrim thet this
¢ night druv two o’ our best pards out o’ the mines.
1 refers ter Coffin Bill, who yer all knows hev been
- king bee long enough. He hev nigh onto a dozen
}_graves down in ther bone garden, all of his makin’;
~and he hev before this druv men out o’ ther camps
. which didn’t go feet fust, but skipped out o’ fear o’
- him, -

= “Now, I says this ain’t squar’ o’ one man ter do,
- and I are the one ter say no to his yes.

. “Is yer with me, lads?”

, A general assent was the response, and Buzz Saw,
. intoxicated with bad rum and delight at his success
ixed, went on to say:

“Now, jest two miles from here are ther home o’
‘that unknown gent. We left him at the saloon, and
ef he ain’t gone by yet, we'll jest interview him on
‘ther way.

“Ef he hev gone by, then he have skipped to his den
so thar we goes, and ef his cabin catches fire

< \
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Vwhen half an hour had gone by and

return, they grew nervous, and Buzz Saw

cided that it was best for all of them to go forwar d
at once.

“We are seven ter one, pards, so come on, and no
marcy is ter be shown Coffin Bill”

Then, as silent and merciless as Indians, }he B“?
Saw bravos crept on up the hill to do their deadly
work.

The crowd of men who had decided

upon such 3
cruel end for Coffin Bill felt a trifle ne

rvovrs =t the
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v“}, nonreturn of the man who had gone to reconnoiter
the Bravo's premises.
it Injun Al, as he was called, not because he was an
Indian, but for the reason that he had been a trailer
of redskins at one time, was known to be as cunning
as a fox and as noiseless as a snake in his move-
@ ents, so much was expected of him from his com-
i) rades. Why he had not returned, therefore, was a
li cause for the thought that something had gone wrong.

Had Buzz Saw requested another man to go, he
was well aware that he would have met with a flat
refusal, for not one would have dared venture alone
where he might meet the dreaded Bravo.

So Buzz Saw wisely decided that all must go at
once, and then he discovered that they were desirous
. of sticking very close together.

! Cautiously they advanced toward the cabin, follow-
ing the trail and regretting that the waning moon

¥

gl gave so much light.

4t The pines on the spur concealed the cabin from their
o view, but they knew just where it was, for several
am had been near there before, though the Bravo had

never encouraged visitors, and the interior of his home
~ was a terra incognita to the dwellers in and around
gt Hallelujah City.

~ Still the place had been reconnoitered from a dis- |
. tance, and it was known that the stable was immedi-

ately in the rear of the cabin and adjoining it.

The seven men, with murder in their hearts, there-
fore, were glad to get across the open stretch of moon-
light and reach the sheltering pines.
~ From there to the cabins was about two hundred
feet, and the cliff or overhanging spur, with the shel-
' tering trees, cast all in deep shadow.

A torrent falling over the rocks up the range was
heard, and the stream flowed swiftly by on its way to

7  the valley.
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Otherwise not another sound broke the silence, z-{.;ld i
the solitude and stillness became awful in their guilty
hearts. :

Nearer and mearer they approached, buzzksavé
forced to take the lead, as the others hung ‘bacik and =8
gave him the place of honor with unanumous con=Z
sent.

Just then he would have preferred to have some one
else be the leader, but, having elected hm']s'elf captam,
he had to accept the dangers of the position. .

Nearer and nearer they crept, until they were wit :cll
a few steps of the cabin door, which was shelter
along the front by a shed roof. »

Not a sound was heard, and the men halted.

The cracking of a revolver just then would have
been music to their ears.

They stood in silence, waiting for their leader t0
speak.

Buzz Saw knew that he must act, and at once.

Injun Al was not to be seen, so what had become
of him? Had he proven a traitor, and was there @
trap set for them? Al's love of gold was well known,
also the fact that he would commit any crime to get
it. Perhaps, then, he had decided that the Brave
would pay him well to betray his comrades. _° £ |

This thought made Buzz Saw break forth in pro-' S
fuse pesspiration and profanity, and he dared not =
breathe his suspicion to the others. :

At last he decided to advance boldly to the door, g

knock, and say that Lady Lou had been shot, and
Kate Fenwick wished to have the Bravo come at once
to the tavern, giving his mame as Mustang Matt, the
stable boy who cared for the horses of the two women.
He whispered his plan to the others, and bade them
take their positions with him, and all fire imto the
door when it was opened by Coffin Bill. 5
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i‘: . This plan was agreed to as a good one, and the plot-
ters moved forward, to suddenly come to a halt.

~ There, before their eyes, within reach of their hands,
g Was-a human form. It was not standing up, for its
£ feet did not touch the ground, but it was hanging
WSS from the limb of a tree overhead.

] The men halted, as though turned to stone, while
S5 there came from the lips of Buzz Saw the horrify-

Y

i

EEing words:
- “Pards, it's Injun Al, and he hev been hanged!”
e The plotters were too dazed for a moment to move,

4% but only for an instant.
Then around each corner of the cabin resounded
Hl two most appalling, deep-mouthed hawls, and, fol-
¥ lowing them, came a series of wildest yells, as though
a band of Sioux were rushing into battle.
With answering yells, only of terror, Buzz Saw and

* his comrades bounded away in flight, while around the
me = corners of the cabin sprang two enormous black dogs,
| b baying loudly and savagely, and following upon the

pe track of the terriﬁe(l. desperadoes.
= Down the steep trail they sped like mad, Buzz Saw
o nobly keeping up his reputation as leader, and their
E2% speed was increased as the deep-mouthed degs ran
close behind.
g Like a human avalanche they went down the meun-
#M tainside into the valley, and not until their tired legs
@ B8 weakened beneath them did they check their swift
- Aflight. ;
! The two dogs had halted on’the ridge, but kept up
L their loud baying, as though to urge the fugitives on.
As these slackened their pace, they did not speak,
for they could not. . They were panting like hard-run
hounds, and walked along as best they could, resting
from their race for life.
By a cross trail they at last reached the two largé

cabins where they made their home, and up to then ng
> r-
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word had been spoken. They were literally too full
for utterance, too tireq to talk.
Then' candles were lit—for they "seemed to want
plenty of light—they all assembled in one cabin, the -
door was locked; and they ™ threw themselves down
upon benches, and gazed into each other’s faces.
Buzz Saw at last broke -the silence, and his words-l’—
met with an affirmative response in the hearts of alli §
“Pards, that man is the devil!”
The spell broken, they all began to talk, and for @
Jnoment no one understood what was said.
But order came when Buzz Saw asked: i
“Did yer mind thet pack o’ black dogs, pards? ‘
“Was thar more’n two of 'em?” one asked.
“Yas, T seen a dozen.” : &
“They was black wolves.” 2
“I thought they was b’ars.”
“They was as big as buffaloes.” .
“Pards, Injun Al hev been lifted by a rope.” S
“Yas; he were dead.” o
“I jist got one look inter his face as a streak. 0’.': -
moonlight fell onter it, and it ‘jest said ter me ter git-= .
“Yas; and we all got.” { K
“We followed ther cap'n,” one said, with a sly look
at the crushed Buzz Saw. “Pards, it were awful 'S
And so the conversation went around, and not until
day dawned did the frightened plotters dare lie down

to seek rest, and not then until a jug of rum had been ¥4,
drained to the dregs,

-




CHAPTER VIL
THE PARDS AT WORK.

o After Buffalo Bill and Wild Bill left the Queen of
i Hearts Saloon, they decided to have a walk and view
the, valley camps by night. Their brains were busy
coursing over the scenes of the night, and they wished

. m " to talk over their adventure.
- “Well, what do you think of our friend?” asked
Wild B111 as the two walked along the broad valley

© trail.

“T think he’s a little more man than any one I ever
saw before, and that is saying a great deal, Bill, when
I include you, Frank Powell, and Texas Jack.”

“Yes, and I'll include one other—yourself, Cody,
and make the same remark, for he’s more man than

e = I thought was running around this country at large.”

“Did you see him pick that giant up and pitch him
treak. over into the corner?”
ergh “Yes;and he had to handle two hundred and eighty
Lor ninety pounds of solid man to do it.”

yloo “But he did it with the greatest ease. 'Who do

wful you think he is?”

tuls “I give it up,” said Wild Bill. “He seems to run

« Hallelujah City, and he let me out of a row with that
terror, Six-shooter Sam, for our talk was leading up

~ to a better acquaintance, I was sure.”

.~ “So was I, and he was a dangerous fellow, too.”

“I was sure of it, and you can bet I was watching

~ him close.”

* “I saw that; but what made him get out so fast

~ when the Bravo gave him the countersign?”

.~ “The Unknown had him down fine, as he did Bruce

~ the Giant also. Why, he just seemed to breathe upon

em, and they wilted.”
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3
“But will they let him drive them from the camps?”
_ “That depends upon how much sand they have got.
3 “So I think. Quick! down among those rocks, for
yonder comes a crowd, and if we avoid them we may
save trouble.” Y 4
The two scouts dropped out of sight among a ptie
of rocks upon the trail, and soon the crowd they had
discovered came along, halting not ten steps from g
them, £ |
It is needless to say that they were Buzz Saw and
i his comrades, and what they said was overheard, and i
revealed the fact of their destination. : ;
Having decided to keep to the long trail up the
valley, to reach the home of Coffin Bill, they pa}s_sed ‘
on, and the scouts stepped out of their place of hiding
and stood in silence on the trail for a minute. .
“Buffalo, they are going to make it warm for the i
Bravo.” : - el
“T should think so, when they speak of setting fire 't f:::.
to his cabin and burning him wp in it, Bill.” '
“Can they do it?” : a1
“Did you count them?” .
“Eight.”
“Correct! And did you know them ?”
“Haven't that happiness, Buffalo.”
“They are the gang 'that were at the saloon to-
night.” ;
“Right you are, and we must chip in, too.”
“Yes, and take this short cut to the Bravo's cabit,
e and warn him.”
“Somehow 1 have the idea that Coffin’ Bill would

: give those fiends a picnic unaided, but our duty i8
14 clear.”

“Yes.”

it They were about to start upon their way, by the =
| shorter cut up to the mountain spur, when the clatter
of hoofs fell upon their ears,
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" They halted, and, as but one rider was ceming,

waited. He soon came in sight, and, seeing them, drew

~ rein, while he said: i

2 “Good evening, gentlemen. You are taking risks,

.. as strangers, to be out alone to-night.”

o It is lucky we concluded to take a walk, for we

saw a party of eight men go by here just now, and

overheard their conversation,” said Buffalo Bilk
“Plotting: mischief, I suppose?”’

® “Worse than mischief, for they teok the main trail
¥ %o your cabin to burn it down, and you in it.”
“Al )’

& “They were the gang you held at bay to-night, the
P packers of Six-shooter Sam, and afterward of Giant
= Bruce.”’
E “Yes, they will do anything; but there is nothing to
. dread now from either Si\-shooter Sam eor Giant"
Bruce, for they have left the valley.”
. “You think so?”’
“T feel sure of it; but I must get on home to receive
my guests.”’
“We were just going to warn you, taking this short
cut, as we heard them say, when we saw you coming.”
“You have my thanks, gentlemen.”

~ “And we will go with you now and see you
B%  through,” bluntly said Buffalo Bill.
= “T really dislike to give you so much trouble, for
= T believe I can master the situation.”

“The odds are too great, so ride on, we follow,”
firmly said Buffalo Bill,

“Fhank you, and come right on this trail, at a quick
pace, and it will bring you to my cabin half an hour
ahead of those fellows, who will have over a mile
. farther to go.

“T will r1de on and get my allies ready, if you will
excuse me.’
With this Coffinc Bill rode on at a quick canter up
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the trail, while Buffalo Bill and Wild Bill followed *
rapidly on foot.
I"W)l'lo the mischief are the allies he speaks of,
Buffalo ?” i
“I don't know; but guess we soon Will. RE
After a rapid walk of a mile they came to the cab!;
and the Bravo, now on foot, came forward to IMCEESS
them. of
At his heels trotted two huge black dogs, one
which the scouts had seen that afternoon. i
“Glad to welcome you, gentlemen, and to'mtros;lgu
you to these noble dogs—my faithful allies.
will find them friendly—to you.” d
The dogs seemed friendly enough to the scouts, an
trotted at their heels as their master led the way up
to the cabin. 7 |
“I find some one has been here before me to-nights
though nothing has been disturbed. My «dogs wete
in the cabin, and never’ give sign of their presence
unless T am around. See there!” ;

“Great guns! it is a man hanging before” yout 'S
door!” cried Buffalo Bill,

“Yes, to that large limb, as you see,”” was the cool
reply,

“Why did you hang him?” Buffalo Bill aske(};
(4 s 1 %
T found him there where you see him now.
“He is still warm.”

And Wild Bill caught hold of his hands, which
were pinioned to his side by a lariat.

1

“Corne, gentlemen, we will go to the rear of the

cabin and thence on top, for I have a little fort up =
there, and when the visitors come we can give them
a surprise.”

And the Bravo led the way round the cabin to the =
- rear door, and they

J ice up through a trap to the roof, ¥
leaving the two dogs on duty below. ;

That Coffin Bill_ had killed the man whom they
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L at his merciful intention.
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found hanging before his cabin door both Wild Bill
and Buffalo Bill felt assured. He had remarked that
he had found the man hanging there when he arrived,
that some one had been there before him, and yet
the body was still warm, the victim having been dead
but a very few minutes at furthest.

Why the Bravo had said what he did they could
not understand, for he certainly was amenable to no
law, and no one would hold him responsible there.
It was another of his mysterious ways of acting, to
deny having killed the man, they decided. And yet
he looked like a man who would scorn to tell a liel

When they ascended by a ladder to the roof of the
eabin, they discovered that there was a dummy roof,
as' it was, or a false one perhaps it would be better
to say. :

From an outside view no one would suspect that
a man could find shelter on the roof; but once up there
the cabin logs were seen to extend above the regu-
lar roof so as to form a safe retreat and outlook.

From that position the cabin could be well defended,
and the scouts could readily see how the intended
assassins who sought to set it afire could be shot dead
from above and held at bay, for the logs were a per-
fect protection from anything smaller than a cannon
ball, and the overhanging cliff prevented an attack
from that direction.

The Bravo had well chosen a spot for His cabin,
and the latter had been built with a view to resistance
and siege.

The two dogs were placed where they could hear a

- low command from their master, and the three men
- took up their positions, armed for the fray.

“If T can frighten them off without firing a shot it
will be better and more effective, and I believe it can
be done,” said the Bravo, and the scouts wondered
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They were not a 1
position for they beh
coming in a body.
hour for Injun Al,
were commg to the ait

As they reached ‘M‘
terror, Coffin Bill gave
two dogs broke forth iti
which added to the terror

d over Lmalt an
not return they

unearthly y ell, w hun
thrilling war cries, anc
the appalled villams 1 d down the
hill, it being a wonder me of 1 did not fall
and kill themselves,

Had the desperadoes "1f:;:7: the laughter of €
scouts at their flight they would h A
to have returned and tnuvi 1t it out ; but th ears were
filled with the deep baying of 10 “ur“”ed
yet, without orders from le
upon the hindmost fugitives.

The brutes were too well trained to disobey a com-
mand, and Coffin Bill had said:

" After them, brave dogs, but don’t take hold!”

Wild Bill f;urh shook with laughter, and the Bravo
smd as the dovs came trotting back :

“It was bcttm‘ than killing “them, and there is but

one m that band T wish f01 game, and his time will
come.’

:t?‘, thear

t " You had every right to kill them, as they came
©

‘(‘;Q your life; yes, to burn you to death.”
1

P yes, Wild Bill, but T never take life unless it
15 absol Utft‘zv n

, ecessary, and fright did as well as bul-
IC-TL' in this case”

“It did better, T

them ail, and

guess, for we could not have killed
death,

thev certainly were all nearly scared to
M‘y” how they did go!” - =

away went . 1§
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B And Wild Bill again broke out in laughter.
B “But what is to be done with that fellow?”
" Buffalo Bill pointed to the form of the dead des-
perado.
© “T’ll bury him over in the pines in the morning, but
& will cut him down now.”
= And the party descended from the roof.
The body of Injun Al was lowered and plated in

the stable, and then the Bravo unsaddled his horse,
¢ which he had only had time to put in his stall, after
# which he said:
f “Now, gentlemen, though I have no idea that those
@ fellows will return, I shall claim you as my guests
{# to-night.”

“Oh, no; it is not much of a walk back to the camps,

i+ thank you,” said Buffalo Bill.
i And, as Wild Bill also urged their return, the
Bravo said no more, but got a flask of fine liquor
and a box of cigars, which he placed before his guests.

g¢  Then, as they sat for a while chatting, Wild Bill
- asked:
4t “Do you expect to make your home here, pard?”

; “For a while longer; until I accomplish a certain
" aim I have in view,” and the Bravo spoke as though
% the question had called up unpleasant memories.

“T fear those fellows will give you trouble,” Buf-
%5 falo Bill suggested.
BE “No, I think not, for I will keep my eyes upon
them.”
“Can you tell me anything about the history of those
’ggl(; remarkable women in the camp?”’ asked Wild

ill.

- “All that I have heard, yes,” and Coffin Bill told the
story of the lives of Louise Gray and Kate Fenwick,
from their coming to Hallelujah City, and added:
“Now, they are remarkable women, and, somehow,
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I believe they were known to each other before they
came here. There is a cloud upon their lives in the
past, of course; but here they are treated with marked
respect, and woe be unto the man who would offer
an insult to one of them, for the miners consider
them under their special protection.”




CHAPTER VIIL
THE SCOUTS WEIRD DISCOVERY.

Both Buffalo Bill and Wild Bill felt that the Bravo
in Black was more of a mystery the more they saw
of him,

But they yet had a suspicion that he might; after
all, not be a man to trust, and they dared not let
h1m suspect why they had come to Hallelujah City,

" much as they would have liked to have his aid. He
“certainly appeared to be friendly to them, and they

owed to him their lives.

They had, as he had been glad to acknowledge, re-
turned the comphments in their service rendered him,
and he had just given them advice and warning.

But was it in good faith? They hardly knew, for
the man was such a mystery as to be unreadable.
He was going away, he had said. Where, and for
what purpose?

“Tt would be our chance, Wild Bill, to take his
trail.”

“You are right, Buffalo. Maybe, by following his
trail, it might lead us to what we wish to find.”

“Ah! you still cling to the idea that the Bravo is in
some way connected with the Toll Takers?”

“Well, if he is not, what is he?”
~ “T give it up,”” answered Buffalo Bill, and the two
scouts walked on to the hotel to get supper.

Kate was in her little parlor, just after supper, and
Lady Lou was preparing to go into the saloon and
deal faro.

"~ The scouts were asked to enter, and Buffalo Bill
said :

“We have decided to go on a little prospecting tour,

- Mrs. Fenwick, but hope to see you again, and wish
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to thank you for your kindness to us, and pay Ouf
score.”

“Are you going so soon?”’ 5

“We wish to be in the saddle by dawn.”

“J am sorry to have you go, for it is a relief to haye
some one around who is not lawless.”

“You ought not to remain among such lawless lof;
neither of youn.”

“Ah me! perhaps not; but I am making money,

and hope to put it to good use some day, so I put up
with much now for the sake of the future.” il

“As I do; but this life will not last always,” Louise
said, in an absent kind of a way.

“Well, we leave you a good protector in the Brave;
should you need one,” Buffalo Bill suggestcd,‘ as a
means of getting them to say more of Coffin Bill.

“We see little of him, as he is away often; but W€
have no personal fears for ourselves, for, lawless @s

these men are, they consider themselves individually
our protectors.”

“Yes, 1 have observed that; but is Coffin Bill &
miner, Mrs. Fenwick?”

‘.‘Like himself, his affairs are unknown,” was the
quiet reply, and neither Buffalo Bill nor Wild Bill

could detect n the faces of the women that they knew
more of the Bravo than they admitted.

Having paid their bills, the scouts asked that no

mention be made of their going away, and that night
they appeared in the saloon of the Queen of Hearts.

2 :
Kate was there, as usual, and Louise had her place
at the faro bank, and was dealing.

A number of players were about the table, as neither
of the two ringleaders of mischief, and invariable
winners, “Six-shooter Sam and Giant Bruce, were
present,

Witd ™ 1,

?" “zan to play, and his bets were alwayé
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" large ones. But he lost steadily, and after a while
he said, with a laugh:

“You have my luck to-night, Mrs. Gray; but some-
time I'll break your bank.”
| “Certainly, sir; but forewarned is forearmed, you
=t know.”
| “Tll try a game with some gentleman present, if I
@5 can find one willing to play,” said Wild Bill, looking
over the crowd.

“T are thet gent every time, pard,” Buzz Saw chal-
lenged, as he stepped forward.

: “I play for big stakes, remember.”
U “I hev ther dust, so go ahead.”

They sat down to a table to play.

Wild Bill’s luck seemed to have left him, for he lost
steadily, and the bets were as high as a hundred dol-
lars upon the turn of a card.

Buffalo Bill knew Wild Bill’s nature never to give
up while he had a dollar, so he wished to give him a
hint that their money might be needed, when up to
the table glided the Bravo.

“Pardon me, Mr. Hickok, for interfering with yoeur
game; but how much have you lost to this man?”
v “Are thet your business, Coffin Bill ?”” growled Buzz
i Saw.
. “It seems I am making it my business, Buzz Saw.

“Will you answer my question, Wild Bill?”

& “A trifle over eight hundred,” was the reply.

the “Well, of course, Buzz Saw will save trouble by
dB= returning you your money, for he has been putting up
e counterfeit bills.”

e “I say it'’s a

- But the hand of the Bravo dropped upon the throat
gt of the man with a force that made his teeth rattle;

g and he said sternly:

“You have received by the coach to-day a package
of counterfeit bills to pass off in the mines for good

»
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ey you

money on shares. Hand over ;hlc iii\fgwgsm(l;fycoy;m-‘
won to’ Wild Bill, and give up the ]lu . ar'\\\' i
terfeits to me, Steady, gentlemen, don d
if you value your lives!” _
4 il;t ]\zv.:tw;c?nark was z\<ldrc§scd to the comrades of
Buzz Saw, who were thrcatempg 1m11b1”e. « tronbic

“l am with yoti, sir, too, ‘1f t?lc_\" ck}t}uco e
said Wild Bill. “Do you think there 1s 1
about this man’s money, for it looks QCI“”E‘C(:Mj

“Oh, yes; it looks genuine, })LEE"IS counterfeit.

“You have your money back?

“Yes, thank you.”

3 LR law. vOou are l'ny v
“Now, George Jessup, alias Buzz Saw, y
prisoner.”

; : . e rer ter take me.
“Your prisoner? You ain’t no power ltU‘ te
Show your warrant!” yelled the desperado.

“Here 1t is, all in good order—come!” i

He flashed a revol»%cr in the face of the maﬂ, YIS;
one hand, while with a dexterity that was .m_ar\r; C;ﬁg
he slipped a pair of handcuffs on the wrists 0 .
prisoner with the other.

“Say, pards, I calls on you!” yelled Buzz Saw. %
“S0 do I, not to interfere?’ came the stern f

So ¢

SEte on
joinder, and Buzz Saw was dragged out of the saloon,
whil

; k
¢ the crowd who would have followed, shran
back under the ringing command

“Back! All of

you!”
“Coffin Bill sh

ows another sid
remarked Hickok.
‘

Yes, one equally hard to comprehend. But listen
to those coyotes tallk now,”

Buffalo Bill regretted his words, for instantly Wild
Bill called out: :

“Hold on, you cowardl
behind his back, for I
Buzz Saw’'s o
to act, for ther.

. 1%
e to his character,

y coyotes, slandering a mag
ill not tolerate it!” .
ang turned upon the speaker, but nof
¢ stood Wild Bill, smiling and readyx
)t

e
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with Buffalo Bill by his side, cool and unmoved. The
scouts looked too dangerous, and the Buzz Saw gang
subsided.

Buffalo Bill and Wild Bill were determined to slip
4 away from Kate’s Kitchen without the fact being
known to other than the landlady and the man who
stood guard in the stable. They had paid their bills,
«  bidden farewell to their hostess, and, going to their

rooms, had slept for several hours. Then they slipped

out of the hotel, sought- the stable and, having paid
the man there a liberal fee, secured their horses,

& mounting and riding out of the rear way.

o “Well, Buffalo, we have given the slip to them all?”
’ “Yes, but isn’t that Man in Black a dandy?”

“He is, indeed ; but what do you make of his arrest-
" ing that man Buzz Saw to-night and putting handcuffs
upon him?”

“Buffalo, I have thought over that matter until I
am tired. That Coffin Bill positively wearies me
& trying to cipher him out,” said Wild Bill. “He said
= that he was going away.”

B So he did.”

Confident that they had thrown their shadowers
off their track, they did not worry when day dawned,
~ but took it lelsurely and several times halted to cover
& their tracks. '
= They wished to enter the ShddO\V Valley at a certain
I point where they deemed there would be less danger
& of their meeting any of the Toll Takers, so camped
© early, determined to push on the next day on foot,
when they had found a hiding place for their horses,

* as they had decided to take the advice of the Bravo
bout not going mounted, so as to leave no trail.

Could they find a good hiding place for their ani-
mals they knew they could leave them for twenty—four
ours at least.

The place was found, at the head of a cafion, and

q
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the horses were fenced into a space where there wag
good grass and water, the scouts cutting down Snlm
trees to serve as a barrier with hatchets which they
always carried. :
lecy then had supper and lay down to sleep “‘““]
midnight, when they rose and started for the Shadow
Valley. .
Th}cy had gone but a mile when a light ﬂas.heq “POT;
their vision. The rays come from over a ridge, ar;il
they cautiously made their way to where they cou
obtain a look down into the cafion. : 4
What they beheld fairly startled them, iron-nerve
as they were, 3
They looked down into the head of a cafion, not
unlike the one in which they had left their horses.
There was a stream in it, a plot of grass, and some
scattering trees. The ridge surrounding the cafion,
ancdt where they stood, was heavily fringed with trees.
There was a fire burning in the cafion, and stake;d out
were five horses, and two more were feeding yvxthou?
being secured. These latter were as black as jet, and
a saddle and a packsaddle lay near them. :
Not far from the fire, which cast a cheerful, ruddy
glow through the cafion, lay two huge black dogs,
apparently resting after a jaunt, and near them were

some blankets spread down, showing where some on€
had made a temporary bed.

But this was not all, for in the cafion were five

men. Two of them were Indians, two were men at
work with pick and shovel ~and each was digging a
grave. The fifth was Coffin Bill, the Bravo.

The two scouts gazed at each other in the darkness,
as though strivin

g to read each other’s thoughts at
what they beheld

_ The scene fairly startled them, as they gazed down
into the cafion,

There were two Indians whom they never remems=

A
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bered to have seen before, and these stood, rifles in
hand, as though guarding the two white men who
were digging the graves,

And those two gravediggers? The scouts did not
long remain in ignorance of who they were.

The huge form of the one on the right could be
no other than Bruce.

On the left was the man who had long been the
terror of Hallelujah City—Six-shooter Sam:;

[Each Indian had his man under guard.

The two men did not work rapidly, but with a
heavy manner, and from time to time they cast looks

- at their redskin guards, and then over at the stern,

mysterious, silent man who paced to and fro, to and
fro, not far from them.

The blazing fire cast its rays full upon him, re-
vealing his splendid form clad in black, his top-boots
with their glittering gold spurs flashing at every step,
his closely buttoned coat, with the rather large sleeves,
in which, the scouts now knew, were deadly revolvers
of heavy caliber.

Fis broad-brimmed black sombrero partially hid his
handsome face, except when he turned toward the
firelight in his ceascless walk.

Those two men, Six-shooter Sam and Giant Bruce,
the scouts knew, had obeyed the Man in Black as their
master. Fe had commanded them to leave Hallelujah
City, and they had gone.

The scouts knew that it was their work that had

_strung the man up before the cabin of Coffin Bill, for

the Bravo had told them as much.
At last Buffalo Bill said, in a whisper:
“Wild Bill, are those men calmly digging their own
graves?”’
“It looks so, Buffalo.”
“It does, indeed; but they are two to three.”
“You mean, they should fight it out?”
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‘(\'es'll / ? :
“But the Bravo is there. s o
“True, and that means you deem it useless _
to make the attempt?”
“Yes, and more.” ; |
“What more?” asked Cody. e ]
is e orce
“That man commands them by hls:‘mar\ elous ¢
of will, his secret power over them. 2
“Do you think we should interfere!
“Buffalo, what could we do? N
“Demand that he spare those mcn.‘”
“This is not our funeral, old scout !
“Granted,” said Cody, with a syl'mle.
“It might be, did we interfere. » .
“You surely do not fear the man, mysterious being =
though he is?”

, ical
“Don’t you know that T never knew what physicat s
fear was?”

\

“Yes, I grant that; but you spoke as thq'ﬁgh we
would get the worst of it if we interfered.

“We might kill the Bravo from here, true; buts

: s : er
those redskins have their orders, and would never =
allow those two to escape.”

“Well, we can do nothing ?"

“Why should we, for those men are two of thes

. . ‘r
worst characters in the mountains? = You heard theit
pedigree thrice

told, and they have been merciless 1
desperadoes.”
“That is trye.”

“They were driven out of Hallelujah, and halted, =
as we know, t

o kill the Bravo, and hanged a poor devil
by mistake for him ” :
“He sent those redskins after them, and they have 3
got them fast”
“All true, T admit

: - ; but it looks cold-blooded to make =
‘Y\l dlg .then‘ own graves, and then kill them.”
‘That is

an idea, and we guess at it from wha
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“we see,” said the king of scouts. “We will wait and
discover how it turns out.”
o Again silence fell between the two scouts, and then
~ Buffalo Bill suddenly asked:
. “Bill, what about the man Buzz Saw?”
: “Oh, yes, the Bravo yanked him off with him out
S8 of the Queen of Hearts Saloon.”
“Yes, and where is he?”
“Buffalo, I'm too tired to guess. I suppose he has
. turned up his toes.”
‘ “Like as not, for they get lead, steel, and knife epi-
* demics about Hallelujah, as we both discovered; but
" peace to his sawdust, if he has gone,” said Buffalo
0 Bill indifferently. “After we find the Toll Takers, I
MESam going to camp on the trail of Coffin Bill until T
& know all about him.” :
g “I'm with you, Buffalo, if from curiosity only;
~ but, see, the graves are about finished.”
© The two desperadoes had ceased their work, and
- turned toward the Bravo, who halted in his walk,
=~ coolly looked at his watch, and said something in a
* tone that the scouts could not catch.
= That the desperadoes were pleading with him, they
i k_new, and they heard his voice ring out sharply:
0 “Don’t be crayens! Die like men!”
st The desperadoes knelt down in the graves, and the
mo redskins stepped toward them, extending a small der-
Ef,;ringer to each, which the Bravo had handed to them.
 Then, before the scouts knew what was to be done,
* two shots rang out in rapid succession, and Wild Bill
cried aloud:
© “By gad! they have taken their own lives, Buffalo!”
At his voice the two dogs sprang up and uttered
a warning yelp, and in an instant the Bravo had leaped
forward, seized the blankets from the ground, and,
ﬁipping them into the brook, threw them over the
fire.
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At once all was in darkness, and Buffalo Bill said:

“Come, we must go to the canon and head him off,
for he must know what we have seen.”

They reached the cafion within ten minutes, but no
one was there, other than the two dead desperadoes.

hal ol
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CHAPTER IX.

KNOWN AT LAST,

fés  As dawn came, the two scouts were riding along on

their way to the stage trail.

They had a set purpose, as the stage boss had let
them know that a large sum of government money
was coming through on Keen Kit’s coach, and the
road agents would be on the watch.

' Suddenly, as they neared the spot fatal to so many,
they heard shots fired in the distance.

As one man, Buffalo Bill and Wild Bill spurred
forward. They knew that Keen Kit’s coach was in
trouble. They did not care to count odds, and they
dashed upon the scene, with a revolver in each hand.

There was the coach, and Keen Kit was fighting
against odds.

But he had an ally in Coffin Bill; the two Indians,
and his two enormous black dogs.

The party was engaged in battling with Mephisto
“and his Toll Takers, two dozen in number.

“Pll risk it,” cried Buffalo Bill, and he threw his
rifle forward and aimed at the outlaw chief, who was
rushing upon Coffin Bill, who stood before him, with
arms at his side, yet entirely fearless.

The shot of Buffalo Bill pierced the outlaw chief’s
brain, and he fell dead, heavily striking Coffin Bill,
and dropping at his feet.

- Another moment, and, with revolver in each hand
* now, Buffalo #ill and Wild Bill were in the middle
- of the conflict.

~ Their coming won the fight, for with their chief
~ dead and knowing who the scouts were, the road
agents fled in dismay. But they were relentlessly pur-
- sued by Buffalo Bill, Wild Bill, one Indian, and the
o dogs.
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Crowded back before they could reach their horses =%

the outlaws, their number but one-third ghc force they
had begun to fight with, they all cried for mercy.
They were quickly bound together with lariats and
marched back to the coach.
There was Keen Kit, very slightly wounded, try-
ing to aid Coffin Bill, for the bone of one arm was

broken by a bullet, and another shot had disabled the-S

other, without which he was helpless,
One of the Indians was dead, and the other was

severely wounded, but the two scouts had escaped
without a scratch.

“Glad to see you, gentlemen, and to acknowledgess

another life debt I owe to you. You were just in time:
I was rash to attack such a force, for I thought 'I
might drive them off; but they knew that Keen Kit
carried a big sum of money, and Mephisto hims?lf
led them, so they fought like demons, though, witlt
the driver’s aid, my allies and myself did kill half a
dozen of them, and you have finished the contract.’

The Bravo spoke in a light strain, and Buffalo Bill
replied :

it was a wipe-out and ends the Toll Takers’ gang; ]
but we didn’t expect to find you an outlaw huntet,

pard.

“No? Well, T hope you didn’t expect to find me
an outlaw, for outlaw hunting is my trade, as I will

explain later, for, with Mephisto dead, I have 11othing-

now to conceal.”
B.;;But the Woman in Black is not here,” said Wild
111, - s,

“Later T will account for her, 'also,” answered the
Bravo, with a smile.

Just then a hi
dashed Captain
the fort surgeon,

gh call was heard, and soon after up

“Hello! this looks like a human slaughter here,”

H

e

Taylor with a score of soldiers and 8
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jed the captain, gazing upon the scene. “Had hot
fwork, Cody, and I missed it, though I rode hard, for
S Colonel Roy learned of the big money Kit was to
g bring through, so he sent me as an escort.”
& “Buffalo Bill and his pard saved the money, and us,
2too, after we were driven to bay,” cried the Bravo.

“Yes, and our brave friend here is badly wounded
4n both arms, so look to him first, Surgeon Clark,”
* Buffalo Bill responded.

An hour after this meeting the coach started upon
L its way, with Buffalo Bill driving, for Keen Kit had
‘ been shot in the shoulde1, SO he rode in the stage, aloncr

@-J The Bravo, at his request, ha(l been aided to a seat
- on the box with Buftalo Bill, and as they pushed out

“Cody, I can now explain to you who and what I
tam. My name is Redwell—John Redwell; my home
'is in California, and I was raised on a large ranch,
“where I was captain of the Regulative Rangers, so

y life was spent in hunting outlaws.

“In an evil hour a stranger came to my country,
oung and handsome, a fascinating fellow, and he had
ith him two friends of the same stripe, the three
inning the love of girls there, marrying them, and
aking them East to their homes.

“The first one I referred to you killed to-day when
ou saved me from death at the hands of Mephisto,
he outlaw chief.

“One of the trio I shot some months ago, and the
third I sent West in irons. He’s known to you as
Buzz Saw, but at one time he was a very different-
‘appearing man.

- “My only near kinswoman, my idolized sister, was
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the one who, as she believed, married D«Iephls:f), g::
known to us as a gentleman by the nam%]e backer
Carrol, but now known to me as the Qllc‘f‘i - il
of a Mormon Danite band and cast off by his
and his people, ; .
“Youl:\vinged my sister, Buffalo 17311'1‘ t“;lolt(lig‘g%
him, and glad will she be, for she 1s 1}({\\“_ a i i
my ranch, almost broken-hearted at finding Pl
she loved had a dozen wives, and was an Ou '
well, ;
\(‘1"l'hc other two women who suffered at thc, llan(I{sag;-'
Mephisto’s friends were those you now know i\S1 thenij
Lou and Kate Fenwick, and it was I ‘who urgﬂd i
to remain here and make a fortune as they are Io‘s‘hgﬁ;_
but now they will go to their old homes, f(lﬂ‘l wing-{?
leave this part of the country also, my work hé 4
with your aid, been finished. 3 ‘ ]
“Y(}m see, I am a government secret-service OTC;:#
and I came here to wipe out this band of Omin 1
1 have had allies in my two Indian friends, th) i
brought with me, and, let me tell you that 1 secretty

¢ . the *
joined a band of Mormon Danites and spotted all
metmbers,

_ “T'wo of that band were Six-shooter Sam and Gl?'?‘,‘
Bruce, and they deserted from it, the penalty bellb-
death by burning at the stake.

“Now you can underst

and my hold upon then;%_,
and why they left the camps at my command; bl

they thought to kill me later, so 1 captured them, anfi .'
I forced them to di

g their graves, and die by thetfs
own hands,

“I have been kept informed by spies and ferrets Of8
all the movements of Mephisto and his band, and et
me tell you that it was only by playing the part ‘of‘
the Woman in Black that T have been able to save thes
coaches at times, for I am the Woman in Black. 3
o Now, sir, you have my story, which you can makeé

-

<
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known to Colonel Roy and Wild Bill, but to others I
to be known as a detective. I am ready

Mr.

s&do not car

to answer any questions you may care to ask,
" 1 4 >
Cody.
“I have none, sir, for your explanation tells all,

o

was the answer of the chief of scouts. “It was a des-
perate thing for you to undertake, the driving off of

ad Mephisto and his band; but it all came out right in
o the end.”

“My coffin act gave me a very weird hold upon those
. _Soutlaws of Hallelujah, did it not?”

¥ STt certainly did—it scared them terribly,” replied
i t certamly drd—it scared them terribly, repliec
S @ Buffalo Bill. “But where do you intend to go, after

* Sour return to Fort Keo?"

r “I'll have to wait there a while for further instruc-

", itiens,” answered Redwell. “T have heard that a num-

' "L ber of people at the fort are on the verge of an expedi-
¢ tion to the mining country of New Mexico, and I may

£ %8 be directed to accompany them.”

e

=
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CHAPTER X.
FOES ON THE TRAIL.

As it proved later, Redwell’s supposition was cor=
rect. Three days after he and the scouts had ess
corted Louise Gray and Kate Fenwick safely to Fort
Keo, they were intrusted with a new and important
mission. :

It was an enviable service to be ordered upon, il
spite of its dangers, and each young officer of the fort
felt sorry that he had not been chosen as-the fortunate =
man to command the escort for two pretty girls dowa s
into the distant mining country.

! Lieutenant Brian Vald, a man with a romantic and =
¥ mysterious life, had been the officer selected, with
'F Buffalo Bill as the guide and scout, to escort the two
girls—Jane Turpin, a daughter of a rich miner, and
her devoted friend Mona Borden, the daughter of

" the colonel commanding the military district—upofs

. their long and perilous trail. :
. Miner Turpin had written for Jane to join him at
& bis mining home, and, urged by the young girl, and
* permission given by the colonel, Mona had been most

* glad to go with her. .

It was also decided, after the colonel and Briaf®
*Vald had had a long conversation aside, that Johns
Redwell should join them at their first night’s camps

“on the trail, with a sergeant, corporal, and sixteeit:
troopers as a guard, '

In addition there was to be Mona’s quadroon maid, 5 g», il
'@ negro cook, and a couple of horse wranglers (0N "' m {
* look after the ladies’ horses and pack animals, for & .

. complete camp outfit was to be tak
= comifort.

en along for theif
. Both the young ladies had been satisfied with tllf_
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I{.‘
Eiu'l'angement as far as the officer in charge was con-
‘cerned, but they made no comment upon the fact that
‘Redwell was to join them the first night on the trail,
and not depart -from the fort with them,

The cavalcade started at the appointed time from
‘“the fort, Buffalo Bill in the lead, and at the camp,
®%the first night out, they found awaiting them the
% handsome young detective who was to accompany
= the escort.
~ = Buffalo Bill and the lieutenant had a long talk to-
g gether for both knew that the dangers of the trail
" were great, and they had a heavy responsibility upon
them in the care of the two young ladies.

It was the morning after the second. night’s camp
__on the trail that Buffalo Bill was observed to be in a
L}" hurry to get away. He had noticed signs the night
. fbefore which he did not like, and, though speaking
““tonly of his fears to the 1leutcnant he appeared as

11 'r

. serene as ever, he was really anxious, and neither he

B 5or Redwell closed their eyes all night, while the sen-
“tinels were quietly doubled, so as not to give the ladies
any alarm,

The night passed without any disturbance, but Buf-
?U_ falo Bill had the camp awake at the first peep of
e day, and his scouts got all ready to start by the time
dr,,;[the sun was rising.
atu]g' “Ts there any danger, Lieutenant Vald?” asked
% ¢ Mona, who had quickly noticed that something had
g caused alarm,

& “Buffalo Bill has discovered Indian signs, and is
\m# @nxious to be on the march,” was the reply.
et As they got some distance away from the camp,
forl ‘Buffalo Bill went over a rise, turned, and looked back.
tfl ' As he did so, he distinctly caught sight of a form
. moving in the timber.

" Quickly turning in his saddle, with h’s glass to his

nl',
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eyes, he saw several horsemen riding into the d&8s
serted camp. ‘
“Yes, they are on our trail, and I only hope thty‘
have not divided and gone ahead to ambush us. =SS
“If they do, it means the ambush will be at Sentmg!;
Pass,” mused Buffalo Bill, and he rode on over thefi,
ridge. : E
Once out of the sight of the Indians in the deser@g@
camp, he halted and beckoned to the sergeant to rlfk’:'
en and join him. ‘
“Sergeant, there are redskins already in the caimups
we left, but how many I do not know, only 1 saw e
tracks of fully a hundred ponies last night. B
“Drop back and ask Lieutenant Vald to join tHEs,
and then tell Redwell to hang farther back in the reas
and look to be closely followed.”
“Nes, si.”

.
b=y 1

The sergeant rode back to obey, his orders. ~ S

In five minutes Lieutenant Vald was with the scoufl
and asked: ]
“Well, Bill, more signs?” :
“More than signs, sir, for I saw redskins in oS
deserted camp, just as I came over the ridge.” )
““A stern chase is proverbially a long one, Buffagxi)
Bill,” i
“True, sir, but the trail T saw last night numberéd

a hundred ponies, and that means about as manyy
warriors.” 3

“ =
And we need not have any fear, for we are tweniys

one fighting men, with the two ladies, the two horsé ik

wranglers, and Black Bob to ¢
“We are all right, sir, in the open country, or €
ral]_ed; but T believe this is the same force we saw &
trail of at our first night’s camp, and if so it me
that they are following us.”
“All yesterday I steered clear of any place 10
sh, so they may have come on to watch their cha

all on in a pinch.”
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catch us in a trap, for to-day there are several

ges where we can be ambuscaded, notably Sentinel

S"‘

& “Any way to avoid it, Buffalo Bill:
B ¥es, sir; I can avoid it by a ride of a dozen miles

it of our way.”

B “You had better do so; we want no fight if we can
oid it, for bullets and arrows are no respecters of

ons.”

& “True, sir, and to have either of those young ladies
fed would just about break my heart.”

B “Mine, too; so we will only stand at bay as a l.st
esort.”

I have no fear for the pluck of the ladies, sir, for
fliss Borden, as you know, has been in half a dozen
mdian fights, while Miss Turpin has burned powdcr

d seen men die, too, so they have nerves that will

nd the strain; only, as you said, bullets and arrows

ike at random,

“YVou will understand, then, sir, if I branch off

om the trail?”’

‘;Certzzin'ly, and 1 will keep the command well elosed

"

Whereupon, Buffalo Bill was left again alone at the
d of the party. Redwell left camp, intending to
e a detour in the surrounding country to discover

2 movements of the lndians.
For Cody himself, he was a man to love the ring of
gapons, tlie shouts of a fierce combat, and he gloried
a combat unto death; but with two such fair
arges along, his brow became clonded as he dreaded
e fate that might befall them. He, therefore, Jeept
Well ahead of his command, and thus held on utitil

e noon halt.

E Not another sign of an Indian had been sccn,_hut
alo Bill was too experienced a scout {o believe
had drawn off, so the closest watch was kept,
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: . } ol was
and one of his assistant scouts named Carr

3 ile on the
given his dinner and told to camp back a mile 0 ‘
trail,

b

this,
The foresight of the scout was soon sholwn ;;1 see
as, just as dinner was complgtcd, Carrol w 2
afar off on a hill, signaling wildly. % | horied
The camp was at once in commotion, “3 tor

{ : a
being bridled and saddled, 'and all made1 .rf“. s]{oulder}‘
retreat, just as Carrol's rifle went to 1is 1
and began to ring out shots rapidly. . intor i
A moment after, he was seen to spring ¥
saddle and came dashing toward the camp. i
* 2 11 1 ° NOW alld LIC‘J'
Buffalo Bill was as cool as an icicle now, :

tenant Vald as serene as a May morning, while nelthf?f-:
Mona nor Jane showed any signs of fear. 1o ol

“We will push on at a good pace, Sir, until tge e
dians come in_sight and show their numbers,” $ “
Buffalo Bill, and, as Kit Carrol neared them, Sl?ed
denly over the ridge where he had been posted das 4
a number of mounted warriors.

“Fifty,” said Buffalo Bill
them, and added :

“We may look for fifty ahead, for these are OHIY
intended to drive us into ambush.” L

Kit Carrol told how he had discovered the Indianss
coming along on the trail, and seemingly in no hurfyss
until they sighted him, though they knew there wass

a force not far ahead he felt most certain. He had
stood his

ground, after signaling, until they .ca.me,
within range of hig repeating rifle, and then, aimings
deliberately, had opened fire with good result. .
The Indians came on with a rush, as though to drives

the soldiers into a Tun, or bring them to a halt. Lietl&;
tenant Vald and th 4

e rear squad of troopers halteé!
and opened fire when they came within range, wh
the others, with B

uffalo Bill ahead, continued on th
. Way at a steady pace,

TR

quietly, as he counted *
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Bhe fire of the corporal and his eight men, with the
gating rifles of Lieutenant Vald and Scout Carrol,
jight down several ponies and emptied a couple
Bsaddles, a check which brought the Indians to a
Blt, for their rifles carried little better than their
TTOWS,
‘W \We are all right now, for they will keep at a
Wiore respectful distance,” said the officer, and he fol-
Wwed on with his men.
All the feints of the Indians failing to bring the
diers to a halt, or to put them in rapid flight, they
Ontented themselves with following at a distance just
0t of range, singing their war songs, interspersed
Jecasionally with wild yells.
B As the party neared the range ahead, in which was
jentinel Pass, they came to a valley thickly timbered,
ind here Buffalo Bill rode back and joined the lieu-
enant,
I wish to say, sir, that we can branch off here to
€ left, along the banks of the brook and not be seen
any lookout on Sentinel Pass, or by those who are
ollowing us.” =
““You know best, Bill.”
B “You see, sir, we can guard the approach here
gasily, and they can be made to believe we have gone
into camp for the night.”
i ’“Y'CS.”
& “By following .the stream you will come, after a
fide of half a dozen miles, to the foothills, and there

imisyou can halt for our coming, for I will remain here

alf an hour with the sergeant and one squad of men,
ifKit can go on with you, sir.”

L “All right, Bill.” ;
. “The Indians, when they believe we have 93111P3d
#for the night, will signal, with smoke, to their com-
ades at the pass, and they will quietly await ouf
oming to-morrow.”

= = Fp ”";‘%
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“And you really believe that there are nrore at'the
pass 2
“Yes, sir, the rest of the one hundred whese tras
we saw.” ‘
“We have seem no trail left by them.”
“They flanked to get there, sir.” 3
“Well, Bill, T am too old an Indian fighter Tysel
not to look for anything they might do, so I feel tha..
you are right, .
“I will continue on with the party, and awaityes
at the foothills. 3
“Yes, sir; the rest here now will benefit our horses
and the halt at the foothills will help yours, and §
not believe we will be closely followed by theseng
in our rear.” 4
So the party rode on, leaving Buffalo Bill, the SeiS
geant, and eight-men in the rear.
The nature of the eround prevented the Tnds
from seeing the party divide, and, as the scous
once had camp fires built and placed sentinels, % g
the impression that a halt had been made for the i
at a point which could be well defended.
As soon as the sentinels had been placed e
positions where they could be seen by the Indlaﬂ_S‘
and at the same time have the protection of the rocks,
Buffalo Bitl set to work to use a little strategy.
Two “extra uniforms were taken and stuffed Wit
leaves, a face was made of a handkerchief and @ hat
put on a manufactured head. A
Two of the soldiers had carved an imitation CaFE

, bine from: the dead limb of a tree, and when ti€
fhy dummy soldier was all ready, a squad marched 0 HE
» two sentinel posts, as though relieving guard, 206
placed them on duty in the place of the live sentinelss
he two men just put there had been told not t0
mave on their posts, and knowing that the Indians
were w:s*.‘(‘_hir“:l_ ‘them, though net visible, as
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CHAPTER XI.
THE ATTACK OF THE INDIANS.

Buffalo Bill rode to the front like a man Who took
life as it came, and yet he full well apprecmted .
great responsibility upon him of saving those i '
whom he was acting as guide and scout. He 1@
full confidence in his commander, for he' knew t,"
he could be depended upon and would yield to kil
when he knew the situation demanded it. 4
Kit Carrol he knew as a thorough scout and;
ot man who would die by his side bravely if it cameH
that, while the sergeant and the soldiers had bed
s picked as old Indian fighters and men of nerve a8
pluck. .
With the two maidens not easily frightened, al
also able to lend a hand, as were also the two hofs
i wranglers and Black Bob, the cook, if called upol
i Buffalo Bill felt that in an open fight he had no reaso
to fear the hundred Indians who were, he was Suf€
determined to capture his outfit. 3
He led the way over the mountain by a trail whi
many a man would have shrunk from following, an
yet he heard not a murmur, saw not the slightest hes-
itation in any one who was following his lead.

i . As he had hoped, he got over the worst part of
i trail before night came on, and the descent of £
. range on the other side was begun while the glimm‘
of daylight yet lingered. b
The scout felt certain that he’ had left the India
deceived as to their having gone, and that those W
; were at Sentinel Pass would only discover their esca
{ from their trap when too late to do more than purs
!gi_ He saw that the horses were feeling the hard
l\the climb and descent of the mountain after a
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’s journey, but he was anxious to reach a clump
i timber some miles away, where he had camped
efore, and where he knew there was good water,
fass, and a position easily defended as well.
iHe did not doubt that the Indians would follow,
fien they discovered that they had been outwitted,
it as pursuers he had much less to fear from them,

was sure that they would not go a great deal

her away from their own country than their pres-
location.
8lt was ten o'clock when the ptain was reached on

e other side of the mountain, and so, without resting
i€ horses, Buffalo Bill urged on the flight for the
amping place he had in mind.
$An hour’s hard riding brought them to the timber,
hich the scout boldly penetrated just before going
‘with the command,

The place was as silent as a grave, and fires were
00n lighted, the tents pitched, and supper was being
tépared, for all were tired out and hungry. |
t The horses had been quickly stripped and staked
it near at hand, and the sentinels were placed out
#pon the plain beyond where the horses were feeding,
While Buffalo Bill and Kit Carrol scouted around for
dwhile to see that there was no danger lurking near.
' Before retiring, just what should be done in case of
Surprise was arranged. - Buffalo Bill and Kit Carrol

€ to divide the night between them in walking the

1ds of the camp some distance farther out than the

{nels.
was just at dawn when John Redwell cantered
the camp and aroused the sleepers.
Lheard a sound far off on the plain that rnu‘s‘t_be
ed by the fall of many hoofs,” he cried. “The

must have discovered your escape SOOner than
ected, and are coming on, for they know we
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must ford the stream at this point, so do not have
follow our trail.” - W

“Ft will be well to call the horses m, SIT, 8
Cody, “and station the men so we can give the
surprise, for, believing that we consider ourselves sa
they expect to surprise us.” L ‘

“I will get everything ready at once, answ
Lieutenant Vald. He went the rounds of the cam
ordered the horses brought in and corralled and ¢
men to stand ready to give battle.

Buffalo Bill had awakened Kit Carrol, and the EWO
had gone back together on the plains, nearly half
mile from the camp. Redwell also went forth to
a sharp eye on the enemy. £
. The sound that attracted the attention of
falo Bill was louder now, a dull, rumbling sound
far-away thunder,

“They are coming, chief, and there are lots of ‘et
said Kit Carrol.
“Yes, the sound indicates a heavier force than @
hundred horses, so I judge another band came
nd pushed right on to run over our camp, found
as deserted, and then went on to the pass.”
~ “That’s just about it, chief, o
‘Do you think we had better light out?”
‘No, for there is not another good place to
off within twenty miles. We can check
re, and if we have to retreat will make a runm
bt of it, for they cannot head us off.”
the sound grew louder, and Buffalo Bill kn
it the Indians were not far off, he sent Carrol bat

he camp to tell the licutenant he had better
nce a few hundred yards with his men and ¢
ion in the first group of rocks, ‘
t then the shadowy outline of many horse

g toward them became visible,

It was a certainty that the Indians were sure
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they sought had continued their flight through
Bmight, or were so sure that they would not be
fitsued they would not be particularly watchiul, for
came on as though with no dread of «discovery.
hey are going to halt at these wery rocks amd
wer from here. When you fire, sir, let the
retreat guietly by fours, and they will still think
B hold this position,” said Buffalo Bill. “When
Bylight reveals to the centrary, our guns can reach
from the timber, while they cannot reach us.
ow, sir!”
pBuffalo Bill pointed to the shadowy horsemen just
Bible in the gray of dawn; and within range.
Ready, men! Fire!” cried Lieutenant Vald, and
Bhteen carbines and three repeating rifles crashed
der, bringing the redskins quickly to a halt and
ing the fact that their foes had been brought
) bay.
ilhe moment that the volley rang out, the soldiers
€rc-ordered to retreat rapidly and take up a position
bthe timber, the lieutenant, Buffalo Bill, and Carrol
aming with their repeating rifles, which they con-
ied to empty at the redskins.
t The latter hastily retreated out of range, but they
8d suffered loss in both braves and ponies, and there
¥as little doubt but that they had been taken wholly
surprise, when they had expected to surprise their

i Ha"ing emptied his rifle, Lieutenant Vald _.a-lso re-
ted to the timber at the suggestion of Buffalo Bill,
ing the two scouts alone to hold their stand among
rocks, and not at the timber.
he redskins could only await the rising of the sun,

vhich would reveal the situation completely, and the

alefaces even more anxiously awaited the coming:
light, that they might behold the strength of the
=1y, .
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At last the first rays of the rising sun fell over
plain. All seemed quiet in the timber and amor
the rocks.

The Indians were a quarter of a mile beyond
rocks, and had taken their dead and wounded wil
them, but half a dozen ponies lying upon the gras
was proof that equally as many warriors, if not mos
had fallen, for the carbines and rifles had been aime
high, to strike human targets. 4

The first glance of the palefaces showed that Buf
falo Bill had been right in his surmise that theli
. dians had been reénforced, for they could count 1oy
over two hundred warriors in full view. -

The reénforcements had evidently come up wit
party awaiting near the camp of the day before, af
confident in their numbers, had advanced, hoping
drive the soldiers upon their force in ambush in St
tinel Pass. 1

This had shown that the enemy had flown, and
fire had revealed the direction the trail had gone -

So they followed over the mountains, after send
a courier to bring on the party from the pass,

- all had united and come directly toward the fof€
| knowing that the enemy could only cross there.

E Feehgg assured that the palefaces had moved stead
- ily on in their flight during the night, the Indi
ad been taken wholly by surprise when fired

. Such was Buffalo-Bill’s idea. of what had been
. movements, and it was the correct one, but, to @
egret, he found that they had more than doubled
ce, so were all of eight to-one against the soldi
3 \{}/;hen the dawn revealed the position of the S0
¢ :;a"r“’g()d& a very secure spot for. defense, o
d grass were at hand, the Indians broke fo!
a shrill yell of triumph. 5

~ The expression of Buffalo Bill’ i an
e ity o Bill’s face did not ¢ 44
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b “They do not know but that we met other soldiers
fhere, Kit, so go back and say to Lieutenant Vald that
it would be a good idea to move the men about in the
Btimber, in squads, and singly, so that we can appear
8o have three or four times the force we have.”

: “It's a good idea, sir,” answered Kit, and he was
istarting off, when Buffalo Bill called out:

& “Tell the lieutenant that he can cut sticks, and with
ithe lariats and a couple of logs make a dummy
‘cannon.”

& “A cannon, sir?”

B “Yes, the soldiers can soon rig up a dummy that
Bwill look like a cannon, and haul it into a position
Swhere the Indians will see it, for you know they are
8 more afraid of what they call the ‘wheel guns’ than
anything else.”

Blhat’s so, sir”

b “But they must get the ladies to cut up a red blanket,
pand stripe theit uniforms with it, as well as alter their
thats to caps, for you know redskins are cunning, and
know that red trimmings mean the artillery service.”

~ Kit laughed and replied:

“You are a dandy, chief!”

“You might tell them to rig up two dummy guns,
and by making a show of artillery and force, they
Wwill think we have at least a hundred men, angl you
bet they won't charge us with those guns in sight.
' So Kit Carrol hastened back to the timber, and,
finding Lieutenant Vald breakfasting with the two
young ladies, he told him of Buffalo Bill's ruse. All
S laughed at this conceit, but the officer at once set out
ito carry it into effect, while Mona Borden and Jane
Lurpin went to work cutting up a rt_zd blanket fpr the
Mmen to put the stripes on their uniforms to aid the
deception.

" In a few minutes a dozen of the troopers camc

dashing in on horseback. They had stolen off quietly
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to a comsiderable distance, and looked as though they B

were fresh cavalry just coming in.

Ten minutes after, fwenty men marched the rounds §§

guards; and squal
here and there.

and the strip o
be alive

of the timber, as though placing
of half a dozen were seen going

The horses were led about, too,
woods, a couple of acres in size, seemed to
with men.

The Indians were carefully watching every moi
ment of their foes; as was Buffalo Bill from the rocks
The scout smiled grimly as he muttered :

“They are playing the game well, for I could swea

—ah! there comes the artillery into position.”

the edge of the timber with what certainly appea@d
to be a light gun and limber, with the artillerymen ¥

attendance, and a short while after a second “gul

moved up from another point, and was placed
service.

b guns through his glass

bdifferent fires for |

that there are a hundred men in that clump of timberfe ceit.”

As the scout spoke-four horses were swung up UEEWaLt you to come to breakfast.”

ol

CHAPTER XII.
A FEW SECRET POWERS,

While , 3
e Buffalo Bill was, busy regarding the dommy

saying : , Carrol cantered up te him,

; —_—
‘:XYC did iti, chief.”
es, and well, for I 1
. well, for could swear that there wa
quite a force in the timber. We must build 'el il‘o\;(?s
breakfast, so as to keep up the de-

[{ig
There i ¢ i i

€re 1s not a redskin in sight,” said Kit “They

“T)

Il go ' i

5 willg beuc?l\gt.rlil}nedlyou remain here. I do not think
‘ attackec 7 - '
)to~star.ve Fn now, but they will lay a siege
Buffalo Bill went back to tl

L8tatulated for his successf 11‘3 e
cesstul ruse by both the i
th the lieu-

flenant ap 2y i

. \e“guilr;(l' l]ilcc )/oimg ladies, and, as he looked at

R skill,fullr could not but see that they had been

- e )dllla(le, for yellow blankets had been
und: logs to look like hrass guns, and the

EWheels |
;. ad beem mad i
Secy Rl e of st =
Beeurely with lassos sticks: and saplings, bound

'he meq, had:

The effect upon the Indians was electrical, and i
stern face of Buffalo Bill broke into a broad Sm}]f
as he saw the success «of his ruse, for the redski
quickly fell back beyond the ridge for safety from
“wheel guns” that looked so threateningly at the
from the shadows of the timber.

‘When Buffalo Btlllle 1e~cb. stripes. on their umiforms, amd
fites, it waq o ’_'ISFlggCEStecl the building of a dozem
o E Juickly dome tor add to the appearame
b “What dgo | ppird o
askced 7. ' you think they will do m ) - >
aSice] o y will do mow, N A

« { 11;Ee'y25u 5-1}\@{ }mml’eda the scout a cup od/:I I;Og‘fggy?
Miss; B(;'rd'e'l,ss Tur pin; I amv imdeed homoded
ly bear,” | m, this is. brealfast emough for a

; e said, as he took from Mona his

Pell-f]1
k. led plate; but, answering Jame’s question, he

why,

DTz
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“As T look upon you young ladies as aids to the
commanding officer and know that you possess nerve
enough for any men, Ill tell you frankly that T be-
Jieve the Indians will set in to starve us out.”

“But we have plenty of provisions.”

“Yes, but they can surround this place, getting to
cover from a quarter to half a mile away.

“Now, the grass within.our range will last the
horses about two days, though water is plentiful ; but
we do not wish to remain here besieged, so it is for
Lieutenant Vald to say what is to be done, for I
can run the gantlet of their lines and go to the fort
to the southward sixty miles after aid.”

“That means perhaps three days before aid comes,
Bill, and seeing you depart would, be an evidence of
weakness, so that the Indians might make an attack,
and if so, it would show that our guns were useless
and ouy force small.”

“You are right, lieutenant, and I suggested the
other course only in case you felt you could hold ouf
here.”

“You have another plan, then?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Tet us have it, then, for you know how thor
oughly I rely upon you for aid, Buffalo Bill.”

“Thank you, sir, for the compliment. My plan
would be to move out after dark, well spread out, 0
show a larger force than we have, and to rig the
guns so that we can carry them along.

"~ “We can head for the fort, and by dawn be forly
miles away, and then camp for the day, so as not o
show our weakness, and I hardly believe the Indians
will charge us, from fear of the supposed guns.
they do, we must fight them off as best we can.”

Lieutenant Vald made no reply, and all galed

anxiously upon his face.
As he remained silent 'so long, Mona said:

B 60 daringly, right into their midst.

A Few Secret Powers.

“You do not ap el shie
; prove of! this second plan
Lieutenant Vald?” plan, then,

“It is the best, I believe, wi i
St, , with one excep 2
“And that is?” Lo

£ <
b ’I, will see what I can 'do to drive those redskins
From this remark it seemed as though the lieuten-
ant had lost his head with vanity, and Buffalo Bill
was fhe only one who did not smile at his words.
Now, if you know any way in which you can
stampede these redskins, lieutenant,” said Mona, ‘I
beg you to try it.” : :
{aVs .
“OrT.des, e(1ind Iwe will pray for your success in this
{ and salvation in the next,” a i
ek ,’ added Jane, with
13
I am not sure of success, but I will do my best,
¥0111ng ladies. If T fail, you have a good commander
r0 depend upon in Buffalo Bill,” and Lieutenant Vald
0§l§1 and walked over to where his packsaddle was.
. 1y saw him take something from the saddlebags.
llat it was they did not know. He ordered his horse
sa(lglled and brought to him. :
H h? two girls and Buffalo Bill watched him closely.
i{/\&ved his hand pleasantly and said: '
B ou are i command, Buffalo Bill, until my re-

113 . ”
awageSl sir,” and the scout saluted as the officer rode

. Leaving the timber, he rode directly toward the

P i s 1
dge, -yet avoiding the rocks where Carrol was on

guard,

fidl;:e:ﬁre eye wz;.s. upon him, and as he neargad the
e an(}l, :aw him make some movements with his

el rms‘, anc! remove his hat.
Onneteda h0ve the rldge_ appeared scores of feather-
eads, as Indians watched himi approach,

e 5
wp— e —
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Nearer and nearer he went, until he ascended the
ridge, and not once looking back toward his own
camp, went out of sight, just as the Indians gathered
around him in scores.

“That man has some secret power, some hold upon

them, as I have always felt he had,” muttered Buf-

falo Bill.

“Buffalo Bill, what do you mean?” asked Monz, &
as she stood watching the strange scene that had taken &
place—an army officer riding boldly into the midsi@8

of a band of hostile savages.

“Yes, what can it mean?” asked Jane.

Every soldier’s eye had been upon the lieutenan
as he rode away from the timber.

They were completely mystified as to his actions.

They had seen the Indians come upon the ridg
and receive him, and he had not been shot or draggel
from his horse.

In fact, he seemed to have been received not as i
foe.

Answering the questions of the two maidens, Buk
falo Bill said:

“You may have heard that Lieutemant Vald #
friendly with the redskins?”

“Yes, apparently their friend, yet their foe, arrx\d'I

have heard it explained that he, having been a phys

L power, or signs ce i
p , Or signs, to exert over the Indians.

/ 4
A Few Secret Powers.

€ < b/
And you think that Lieutenant Vald knows these

© signs.?”’

\(I “ n .
am sute of it, else he coul - he a
them as he has; and if they \\ri(tllleorlaixlfdvﬁl Ssgsers
/ wdraw, the
no further proof.” St
NI A o : shicr N 1
: i\o,— yet why do you think he knows their secret
SIg?{]s,v known to the Indians alone?”
ll\'\cll, he cannot believe that brother of his, an
7 1 o as { '
ﬁu la\l\ ed brother, has been killed, as all reported, and
¢ told your father that he felt sure that the outlaw

& had given some sig i
P ad given some sign that protected him from death.

When asked if he also knew the signs, I noticed he

- §ave an evasive answer to the question.”

“Ah1”
“« 3 .
That convinced me that he does know the secret

Now, I
am sure e has
am sure that he has taken the chances, taken his l,ife

m his hands i
B his hands, to see what power his knowledge of the

P Seeret signs will have ower the Indians.”

He is a brave fellow, and Heaven grant that he

’ be not harmed.”

(('l‘l
: e = : ;
¢ way he was received by the redskins did not

losk + 5
ook to me as though he would be harmed, but only

»the greatest nerve can save him.”

6«

At S
“To]d that he possesses,” Jane remarked.
Lo a wonderful degree,” said Mona,

cian by profession, once rendered them great servie
when an epidemic was ravaging their villages. Bull -
these are not Comanches, you know.” /%(‘E.last Buffale B

“Very true, but you recall that he has saved J®Bas stif] witc;hﬂu walked out to where Kit Carrol
party by his knowledge of the country and the frientl “What doesc :
ship the Comanches hold for him.” - [ beout :

“True, but, as I said, these Indians are 'Sioux.” & “T 1

) ) ) : ave always felt sure that Li 7
O 1 trib :on laneuaglas 1 I 1at Lieutenant Vald knew
ists among all tribes a sig gnag 8 much about Indians as they did themselves, and

and they all know the signs when made in token SB#OW I am convinced of it, for he has gone am
| : : 1e has g on
i M to try his secret signs. on them.” :

peace.”

(Vs
i Biul es,_to a most remarkable degree,” added Buffalo
W, and he cast his eyes anxiously over toward the

it mean, chief?” eagerly asked the
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“Tf it was his brother, the outlaw, then he would
rule the roost; but I don’t know what Iold Lieutenant
Vald has on them,” said Kit.

“Nor I, but had he not felt that he did have power
he would not have gone. But he is plucky and took
the chances.” : .

“You bet he did.”

“YVou saw his advance better from here than we |8

did.”

((Xfes.’7

“What did he do?”

“It struck me that he put something over him in
front, face and all, and then waved his hands in a
peculiar way.”

“Yes, but the Indians did not appear hostile toward
him?”

“Not in the least, as he went over the ridge.”

“Well, Kit, keep your eyes open, and at the first

sign of trouble break for the camp, for they may}

come with a rush, you know.”

“T'll be wide awake, chief,” answered Kit Carrol,
and Buffalo Bill walked back toward the camp.

“‘Well, what does Carrol say?” asked Mona, as he
came back and joined them.

“He is as much mystified as we all are.”

“It is certainly time the lieutenant should have r&:@

turned,” Jane said anxiously. ,
“Yes, though redskins are very deliberate in theif

councils, and take a long time to decide what they

will do, quick as they are in doing it, after thel
minds are made up.”
“Ah! there he comes now,” cried Mona, and &

she spoke a group of horsemen were seen mounti

the ridge.

“It is Lieutenant Vald, and he is surrounded bi§
Indians,” said Buffalo Bill, and his voice rang out ifje

a command to stand ready to resist an attack.

CHAPTER XIII.
THE SACRIFICE.

he-lieutenant was certainly coming back; but then
he was accompanied by a dozen redskins, ‘two of
\\‘hra‘)m wore the feathered bonnets of chiefs.

They rode toward the rocks, where Kit Carrol was
Sl&tlgtltd, and, seeing this, Buffalo Bill moved out of
the‘ t‘lml)cr toward them, making the remark:

“They are coming for a powwow. If necessary,
to show a force of officers, the sergeant and corporal,
and two or three of the men must be rigged up with
s_lmuldcrsl‘raps and all you can lay hands on to look
like captains and lieutenants, and grouped where they
can be seen. T will see what it means, for they are
not nearer than the :ocks.”

“‘?C careful, Buffalo Bill, for we cannot lose you,
too,” said Mona.

“T don't wish to be lost, either!” was the smiling
reply, and Buffalo Bill continued on toward the rocks,
\\'hr(jre Kit Carrol still held his position.

The.party of redskins, with the lieutenant in their
midst, halted within revolver range of the rocks, and
Brian Vald called out:

“Hello, Carral, tell Buffalo Bill to come here—ah!
here he is now.”

Buffalo Bill advanced quicklyxto the rocks, halted
there an instant for a word with Kit Carrol, and then
Zorlldly advanced beyond, his repeating rifle across his
rm,

“Buffalo Bill, you speak Spanish, I believe?” called
OLI:E‘ the lieutenant.

“Yes., sir, after a fashion.”

I will speak to you in that language then at times,
for I have an idea that several of these braves speak
English fairly well.
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uxres, Sil'.” ‘

“I went among them with signs of peace, which
they understood, and asked them to allow us to go
on our way unmolested.”

“But they refused?”

“They wish pay for it, and I have told them that
they should have it, though they demand ten thousand
dollars.”

“Promise them a million, sir,” said Buffalo Bill
quickly. : :

“Yes, but it has to be paid, and yet I will pay it, as
T am able to do upon my return to the fort.”

“But now, sir?”’

“That is the question, for they demand that I re-
main with them as a hostage until the amount is paid,
for they have a renegade white chief among them, and
it is his doing.”

“I see, sir; I thought as much.”

“He demands that the sum be brought, within thirty
days, to the battlefield, where I joined you, and they
give their pledge not to harm the bearer, but to put
me to death if a force comes.”

“They’'ll do it, too.”

“Yes, the renegade chief wishes to kill me now, but
they, haying honored my signs of peace, will not allow
it, so there is nothing to be done but te go on to the
mines, and, returning to the fort, send out the money,

which, tell Colonel Borden, T will refund. I will be

then set free; but T wish you to send out now my
pack horse, and you can then go on your way un-
molested as soon as we depart, for I will get them
away first, so as not to reveal your small force.”
~ “I don’t half like this sacrifice on your part, Lieu-
tenant Vald.” _

“Don’t mind that, old pard, for I do not.”

“If those ladies were not along T'd fight it out,

- once I could get you back in the lines again.”

s 3
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“Tt would be madness, for there are two hundred
and fifty of them, and they are enraged now at the
losses we inflicted upon them. You must do as they
say, so go back and get my pack horse, rifle, and belt
of arms.”

“I can but obey, sir, but I do not like the sacrifice
you are making at all.”

“Don’t mind me, for I am at home among the In-
dians ; but go, now, so as to delay no longer and not
let them change their minds.

The scout shook his head ominously, but at ence
turned and walked back to the rocks, where stood
Kit Carrel, who, also understanding Spanish, learned
during his scouting life aleng .the Rio Grande, had
heard all.

Back to the camp went Buffalo Bill, and as he was
met by Mona and Jane he said:

“We are all right, but the lieutenant must run the
risk, for it is a cdase of a renegade white chief of the
Indians, who demands ten thousand dollars, and he
must remain until it is paid.” :

“Then return to the fort at once, for my father
will gladly pay it,” said Mona.

“No, go on to the mines, and my father will pay
it,” generously remarked Jane.

“No, the lieutenant has the money, or can get i,
he says, though, of course, he will not be allowed to
pay it all, and I am to go back to the fort after taking
you ladies to the mines, and meet a messenger at the
battlefield and pay over the cash. I have thirty days
in which to do it.”

“This is a shame, and to think of the sacrifice
Lieutenant Vald makes,” said Mena.

“It is better than to sacrifice us all, and I rather
like the terms, except for his captivity, though I do
net believe they will harm him.”

“We can only agree to the demand then?”

£




102 ' The Sacrifice.

“Yes, and I will lose no time.” _ :

“Convey our deepest gratitude to Lieutenant V al(!;
and tell him how we all appreciate his noble sacrifice,
said Mona, and soon after Buffalo Bill left the camp,
leading after him the pack horse,

Buffalo Bill's face was very pale and stern, as he
walked back toward the outpost, leading the pack horse
of Lieutenant Vald, He was agreeing to terms he
was forced to accept, having no alternative; but could
he have gotten hold of Lieutenant Vald again, noth-
ing could have forced him to yield, for he would have
fought to the death rather.

He went past Kit Carrol with the remarkf

“Keep your eyes open for treachery, for it may be
a game of trick after all with those redskins.

“Yes, chief, and if they make a break, the first to
go under will be those two chiefs on the spotted
ponies,” was Kit's response. ' '

The group of Indians had'sat silently upon their
ponies, while Buffalo Bill had gone after the pack
horse, and Kit had not heard them utter a word, nor
had the officer spoken. He was in full view of Kit
€arrol, sat with one foot thrown over the horn of
his saddle, and his face was unmoved by the danger
he was in, the sacrifice he was making for others.

When the chief of scouts was seen approaching
again, the Indians uttered a few low tones, for they
beheld the pack horse,

It was evident that they feared the two dummy
guns, and felt that the soldiers were nearly one-third
their own force, at least,

“I am back again, lieutenant, having obeyed your
orders,” said Buffalo Bill, halting some hundred feet
from the group.

“All right, Buffalo Bill. In thirty days send the
money to the place appointed, and I'll be a free man
once more,” said the officer cheerily.

v.\
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“Will you come forward and get the horse, sir?”

“No, I'll. ask one of the chiefs to do so.” He
turned and addressed one of the chiefs, speaking now
in English, and the one he spoke to rode toward Buf-
falo Bill, yet very cautiously,

The scout handed him the rifle and belt of arms,
placed the lead line in his hands, and remarked:

“I'd just like to raise your scalp, redskin!”

That he believed so, the chief showed by not delay-
ing an instant, and Buffalo Bill called out; :

“I'll be on hand with the dust, lieutenant, and the
young ladies wish me to say they more than appre-
ciate your sacrifice, as all of us do, sir.”

“Present them iny regards and thanks. Now,
good-by, old pard, and if I should go under, I know
you will have a scalping tournament to avenge me.
Adios, amigo.”

And, with a wave of his hat, the lieutenant turned
and rode away, surrounded by the Indians.

_Buffalo Bill watched them until they went out of
sight over the ridge, and then, with Kit Carrol, started
back to the camp.

“A brave man that, Kit! Well, I believe we are
safe now, so we will push on for Moonstone Mine to
prevent the temptation of treachery.”

“Yes, but the lieutenant said after they had gone.”

“Yes, that is so, and we can see them if they pull
out.” _

“They are doing that now,” said Kit, turning as
they reached the timber,

“You are right,” was Buffalo Bill's reply, as he
gazed about the horizon and saw that the Indians
were really raising the siege, or at least appearing to
do so,

They had crossed the ford early in the morning,
and had been seen taking up positions in every direc-
tion around the clump of timber on the distant ridges.

i
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Now they were moving in single file toward a coms«
mon point, the fort, and, watching their movements,
Buffalo Bill counted them, to see that there was no
treachery intended, for he had a slight dread that
they might be leaving a small force behind them from
each party that had taken up positions. It was noon
when they at last disappeared, having joined forces,
and the column of nearly three hundred warriors was
seen slowly moving back toward the mountain range
in the direction of Sentinel Pass.

In their midst the glasses had revealed at the head
among the chiefs the form of Lieutenant Vald, lead-
ing his pack horse. He was watched until the column
looked like a large black snake, winding its way over
the plain,

Dinner having been disposed of, the party, now
under the command of Buffalo Bill, mounted their
horses and started once more upon the trail, though
with saddened faces at the fate that might yet befall
the brave officer who had offered himself as a sacri-
fice for their sake.

Having had a good rest, with plenty of grass and
water, the horses moved briskly, their riders anxious
to get beyond all chance of a change of mind on the
part of the Indians as soon as possible. Before camp
was pitched at nightfall, fully forty miles had been
covered.

CHAPTER XIV.
MOONSTONE MINING CAMP,

Moonstone Mining Camp was located in a wild spet
in the mountains, just across the line of New Mexico.

It was in the midst of beautiful scenery, and the
cliffs that overhung the camp had the appearance of
being bathed in moonlight, hence the name given
to 1t.

The camps extended for many miles from the cliffs,
and there were hundreds of miners within half a
day’s journey of what was known as “Mascot City,”
a bevy of camps in which, like Hallelujah City,
saloons were more numerous than gold mines, and
where there were several stores, a blacksmith shop, a
stage office, for there was a coach running once a
week to Santa Fe and back, and several scores of
cabins.

It was in Moonstone Mine that Hugh Turpin had
struck it rich, having gone there three years before,
accompanied by his little daughter Jane, in whese
honor Mascot City had been named.

There was no more popular man in the mining
country than Hugh Turpin when he went to the mines,
and Jane but added to his popularity, and became the
idol of the miners.

It was with deepest regret the miners had seen her
depart for the East to be educated, feeling certain
that she would forget all about them and Moonstone
Mine. :

Returning several years after to settle up his busi-
ness in the mines, Hugh Turpin had shown himself
the same good fellow he had always been, and, though
he had become a very rich man, he was not in the
least spoiled by his successful ventures, but treated
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all his old chums with the same generous spirit that
he had always shown when a poor miner.

As he would be compelled to remain much longer
than he had anticipated, and the miners were wild to
see his daughter, who had won their admiration and
regard, Hugh Turpin had decided to have her come
to him, especially as he knew how anxious she was to
revisit the scenes of her girlhood, which she had loved
so well.

In the old days she was wont to go dashing along
the valleys at full speed upon her swift pony. She
would hunt all day in the mountains, and always
bring home game, and every miner had regarded her
as his especial pet.

The camps had changed since those days, for many
strange faces were there, a number of new cabins had
been built, other “finds” been made, and Mascot City
had added several hundreds more to its population.

Many miners had made fortunes and gone away,
and new ones taking their places, Hugh Turpin had
soon found that there were half the people there who
knew him in name only.

‘When he decided to have Jane come there, the
miners were delighted, and, holding a council, it was
decided that they must do all in their power for her
comfort,

Moonstone Valley was a cafion of picturesque

beauty, and the end of it nearest the mountain was
the sole property of Hugh Turpin.
_ Here, in a beautiful grove, bordering a swift-flow-
ing stream, was the miner’s cabin, a sunny little home
of three rooms, and from which a grand view could
be obtained.

But this would not do for the fair mascot of Moon-
stoiie Mine, it was quickly decided, and, knocking off
work in their mines, the men set to work to build a
cabin that would be a home worthy of Jane.

s
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Many hands make light work, and trees were soon
cut down, the logs hewn and drawn to the hilltop,
and a cabin of four rooms put up in front of the other
one, while by voluntary gifts from the old friends of
the mascot, and the purchases of Hugh Turpin at the
country stores, the new home was made most attrac-
tive and comfortable.

In the letters he had received from his daughter
Hugh Turpin had been told of her devotion to Mona,
her schoolmate, and several times she had written him
to the effect that she would dearly like to visit him
and bring Mona with her, as the latter would gladly
come if the opportunity offered.

It, therefore, struck Hugh Turpin that it was pos-
sible that Mona might accompany his daughter, and,
to be on the safe side, he had, in making his prepara-
tions, arranged for her also.

That there was great danger in the trip the miner
did not believe, when Buffalo Bill was the guide and
scout, and he had asked Colonel Borden to kindly
allow his daughter an escort. ;

“Waal, Turpin, yer is all ready fer yer darter now,
and ye c’'u’dn’ hey did more if she were a queen, and
she’s desarvin’ of it; but we is all afeerd she has been
a lectle spoilt in her notions, sence she were here,”
said Ben Bronson, an old miner who had pegged in-
dustriously away for years in the mines, but still had
his fortune to find.

“Wait and see her, Ben, and judge if she is not the
same girl you knew—ah! there comes a party on
borseback far down the valley, and I am sure that Jane
Is coming, for they are soldiers.”

At Hugh Turpin’s words Ben Bronson gave a war
whoop of joy.

As the miners in Moonstone Valley were aware of
the coming of Jane all were awaiting her arrival with

. @& keen anticipation of pleasure.




108 Moonstone Mining Camp.

It was about the middle of the afternoon when Buf-
falo Bill, some hundred yards in the lead of his party,
entered the gap that led in from the plains among
the mountains in which were the various mining camps
of Moonstone Valley.

The old familiar scenes came back to Jane Turpin
with a flood of remembrance at the life she had led
there when a girl just entering her teems, and she
pointed out to Mona various points of interest that
they came upon.

Halting for the others to come up, Buffalo Bil
said : :

“Well, Miss Turpin, you are once more in your old
training ground, so I am under your orders now.”

“We will go right up to ‘the old home, Mr. Cody,
for there is a fine camping place near for the sob
diers,” answered Jane, her face radiant with pleasure,
;‘md,_as they moved on once more, she continued:

“There is Eagle Cliff Mine and Hangman’s Cailon,
where so many poor fellows have met death, while
Vigilante Rock is that black cliff ahead. That clump
of trees you see up on the mountainside is called Jane’s
Folly, for I once risked my life to climb up there, and
from the remembrance of that day I think it was prop-
erly named. Now we are going to turn into the valley,
for yonder- rise the Moonstone Cliffs.”

Jane pointed out the line of cliffs that gave the val
ley and mines their name, and the sight of which
caused Mona to exclaim:

“Oh, how beautiful! And how strange the effect!’

]us_t then several miners were seen, and, upon dis:
covering the party, they dropped their tools and ran
out to the trail, cheering as they waved their hats.

“The mascot has.come!”

Welcome to the Moonstone Mountains!” came the

cry, and it_rang through the valley, notifying the othets
of the arrival of Jane Turpin,
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Crowds began to run toward the trail, and as the
party rode along they were greeted with the wildest
cheers of welcome, '

Buffalo Bill was known to some of the miners, and
he also came in for a welcoming cheer, as did Uncle
Sam'’s boys in blue. ;

Jane returned the salutes by waving her hat, and
yet now and then was forcibly halted and had to shake
hands all around with a group more enthusiastic than
the others.

“How is yer, little Jane?”

“Hooray for ther mascot!”

“Welcome home, leetle gal!”

“You bet we is glad ter see yer.” =

“Then yer ain't forgot us, Miss _Tane"!‘

“We is right down tickled ter see yer.~

“And yer pretty pard thar is welcome.

And so on went theé expressions of we]pon}e, as
Jane rode on up the valley with Buffalo Bill in the
lead, Mona Borden by her side, and the soldiers and
others following in close order, all amused and pIpa_sed
with the welcome the miner’s daughter was recetving.

A few expressions made the girls laugh heartily,
for one miner cried out: =

“Ther sight o’ you is good fer sore eyes! while
another frankly confessed: I git drunk in yer homnor,
miss, this very night.” : o

The noisy welcome brought all the miners out a pn;g
the trail up the valley, and cheering and hat waving,
with a fusillade of revolver shots as a salute, con-
tinued until the party reached the cabin of Miner
Turpin, .

AI; she leaped from her saddle her father gﬁ:eted
Jane, and then gave a most cordial welcome to Mona,
to whom he said: !

“I hoped, yet scarcely dared believe, you
come,”

would
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“Oh, yes, I came along as guardian for Jane—I
never in my life saw a girl with so many lovers, Mr.
Turpin, as Jane has,” responded Mona.

Buffalo Bill was also warmly welcomed by the
miner, as were also the soldiers, who were directed
to a grove on the stream near by, where there was
fine grass for their horses and wood for camp fires.

The scout declined Turpin’s invitation to become
his guest in the cabin, saying that he would camp with
the men, but take his meals at the cabin, and he led
the way to the camping ground, while Jane said:

“Father, we owe everything to Buffalo Bill, noble
fellow that he is, for he has saved us from death ot
capture by the Indians, and the only thing that mars
the pleasure of my coming is that we left Lieutenant
Vald as a hostage among the redskins.”

“May I ask, my daughter, if it was the brave of-
ficer who passed through here with Buffalo Bill, on
his way to the fort, for I know his story, or his
brother’s.”

“It was Brian Vald, father, and a brave man he is,
and he must not pay the amount of ransom which a
renegade white man demanded, for you must pay it
and deduct it from my wedding present.”

The miner laugheq and asked

::What, are you to be married, then, Jane?”

Oh, no, no! 'I meant when I got the chance to
marry,” cried Jane, blushing.

: You are worth to me all the ransom any renegade
will demand, so it will be my pleasure to pay it,” was
the generous response, and he led the maidens into
the cabin to show them all that the miners had done
for their comfort, and said:

“They are as glad to see you, Jane, as though you

were their own child, while all feel highly honored at
Miss Borden’s coming with you.”

CHAPTER XV.
THE DESPERADOES ‘‘NEST.”

Buffalo Bill knew that Lieutenant Vald h;u:l.secr_et
orders from Colonel Borden to remain some time in
the mines, apparently to rest his cattle, but in reality
to hunt for several deserters from the army, who were
suspected of being there, lured to desert by the hopf
of digging out fortunes, and also particularly to hunt
down half a dozen or more desperadoes who had
made themselves liable to the military law of the de-

ment.
parCt)f CIZ)turse, in these still hunts Buffalo Bill was to
be the real mover, but the orders had been given to
the lieutenant in Mona’s presence, and upon the trail
she had asked the scout if the officer had made him
acquainted with what he was expected to do in the
matter,

A negative reply caused Mona to say:

“I suppose that he intended to tell you later, bu}l.
as he is a prisoner now, and I heard it all, T will te
you what it was, and I can even give you the names
of the deserters and the desperadoes referred to.

“I tell you this, as I deem it my duty, for I know
my father expected more of this expedition than that
it should be an escort party merely, and, but for the
fact that Lieutenant Vald had instructions for you, he
would have given them to you personally. So if ycgu
carry out his wishes, it will be a service that w1u e
appreciated, and it will win fame for you as well.

“I thank you most kindly, and will receive my ordﬁrs
from you the same as from Lieutenant Vald, wh o,
doubtless, forgot to tell me, or could not do so, when
captured,” answered the scout. =

This conversation occurred upon the trail, and when
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the party haa arrived safely at the miner’s home,

Mona sought, the next morning after breakfast, an

interview with the scout, at which Mr. Turpin and

Jane were also present.

“Mr. Cody and I had some talk over a matter on
the trail, which I happen to know Lieutenant Vald
had orders to ferret out, Mr. Turpin, and I wish you
to hear what it was,” said Mona.

She then went on to explain just what the instruc
tions were that were given Lieutenant Vald by her
father, and added:

“Knowing the miners as you do, sir, you may be
able to put Mr. Cody upon the right track, for I have
written down the names of the’ deserters. Here also
are the names, as given by my father, of several noted
lawless men and desperadoes.”

And she handed over the list, which Buffalo Bil
read aloud,

There were the names of five deserters, with the
regiments they belonged to, and a description of the
men and the time of desertions. The next list of names
Buffalo Bill read as follows:

“Mike Terhune, charged with several murders and
being an all-round bad man.

“Red Rand, a dandy of the frontier. His left hand
reddened by a birthmark extending to the wrist. Is
left-handed, a dead shot, is wanted for numerous mut
ders, while there is a price offered for him, dead of
alive, by the governor of California.”

Then followed the names of several who belonged
to a band of desperadoes known as the “Outlaw
Owls.” This list ended with :

“Dick Kasher, a gambler who always seeks personal
difficulties, and is a dead shot, defying justice and
tight—the most dangerous man in the mining country,
and one who is the mortal foe of soldiers ”

“They are a sad lot, and the mines will ke tho bet

b dear pard of mine.”

| +hie e 1.
o put down this lawie

. rounds concerning his personal difficulties,
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ter for their removal, for they are suspected of prtxrrtllt;i
that cannot be proven on them here. I can pOmf th;
ﬂespel'a(loes out to you, Bill, but am not sure¢ o
soldier deserters,” said Mr, Turpin. §
; “No, it will only get you into trouble, sir, and I
can pic ; v degrees in a quiet way.
can pick them up by degrees in a quiet ~

“lI ha\ve heard of the Owls, and also of Mike, IR(-:](!
Rand, and Dick Kasher I know, for we haveS ak Mi
debt to settle between us. He killed Scout Sykes,

put you upon 2 red

“T am sorry to be the one to e

trail, and one that must prove fatal t‘o sc')lril_e,thcr !
Mona, “but then I know how anxious my lIad i
‘ ss element, and he feels that with
1o, and Lieutenant Vald
ones to strike a blow that
al has

the picked soldiers sent aloi
and yourself, he has the very -
will be felf, and which the commanding genc
been urging.” . _
“T shall be olad to go upon the trail, I\’IIS? ]Sor’?:QI.
a red one though it may be, and do my cg yn(; -
understand it, and I know that in the sergeant and i
Lok )f allies,” answered Buffalo Bill,
men T have the best of allies,” answere A
and he added: “I'll take in the city to-nig T
pointers.”

-4 n-
Finding themselves most comfortably located, e

joying the serenade of the miners given them dg;réﬁ
the night, and their warm wclc'ome., w1.th }1115\1(11}d iife
scenery about them, and a fascination in the w;;x i
of a mining camp, both girls were glad that t ely :
tome, and were determined to enjoy their stay, tliouorger
they could not but dread that there was great dang r
to Buffalo Bill in the red trail he was to start upo
that nicht.

Bulizf]gl}(l)t Bill was a man of the calmest demeal:‘o;
even when aroused. He was in no sense of the word

Ty 4 one the
bravado, and, though many stories had sgcrxme told
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by those who should have known better, he was not a
man to seek trouble, but rather to avoid it.

When brought face to face with an encounter that
must prove fatal, he never shrank from death, but
met a foe as a brave man should ; always taking great
chances, rather than be thought of as taking an ad-
vantage.

A man of herculean strength, quick in his move-
ments, cool and determined, he was a most danger-
ous adversary to meet, and when in the discharge of
his duty shrank from no danger, however great.

A Dbetter man to have gone upon the desperado-
hunting mission ‘could not have ~been found, and
Colonel Borden was glad to have such a cool and
daring person as Buffalo Bill in command in the
hazardous work of running down deserters and out-
laws, while the sergeant, corporal and the men had
been picked for their courage, coolness, and ability—
the ablest aids possible to their leader.

_ Having “done themselves proud,” as they expressed
it, in their welcome to Jane Turpin and her guest, the
miners wished to taper off their enthusiasm with a
little spree, and the second night the saloons were more
than usually crowded, while the gambling tables were
well filled,

. The presence of Buffalo Bill and the soldiers camped
in the valley had a depressing effect upon quite a num-
ber ‘of miners vwho loved lawlessness, and who were
only a detriment to the good of the country.

Men branded with crime had no love for keepers of
the law, and those were the ones depressed by the
presence of the noted bordermen and the soldiers,

- Why they did not at once start back upon theit
trail to the fort they could not understand.

They had done their duty as an escort, so let them
return, they argued,

hen came the rumor that they were to remain

until the miner Turpin 1

o bRl
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eft, and escort him, his (!a'ugh-
ack to the fort, for it was

ter. and their fair guest b Bodie

whispered that the minlelr 1\\*otuld carr
erv large sum in gold dust. :

a very large sum i g : ’ S

4 \L'niv inffv‘l of what was said, Buffalo Eed 2l
aoh the ‘camps, apparently greatly mter?{ o

1 several miners, and when nig

ith Sergeant Dean

through tl S

joyed chats wit
enjoyed chats w . :
came, wended his way on foot ¥
to Mascot City. .

They dropped casually 1
saloons, and at each one
games of chance, without any

him. : b
vas asked to play D)
gaggli;\g their trade, but said he wolu :
so~some other night, but he was only
then with small sums.
It was late, however, whe
camp with the sergeant. :
As they got clear of the cab;zl’s,
“Well, sergeant, wha’g 1’1.,1Ck.
“T picked out three, Sit.

“And T two.” =
i i same men.
“Let us see if we hit upon the sa

»
“Mine were all infantrymen, Sir. L
“Good! One of mine was a cavallx;ymixhé e
belonged to the artillery, so that makes

”»
the colonel wanted.

“Yes, sir.” pad
i 2% ths ected you! ;
You dowftite e ey };elt safe in their

“They knew me, SIf, butf t11; Y e
change of appearance, for a uf 2 ’years i
miner’s dress, with a couple O 1 e e
their lives, makes a great .chang.;:()rm 1
shaven, short-haired soldier in ltll?;n?” ¢

“You are sure of your me, ;

n at the different gambling

Buffalo Bill played a few
good fortune attending

reral men who made
b 1d be glad to do
rying his luck

n he walked back to the

Buffalo Bill said:
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“I am, sir, for I remembered them perfectly, and

had what proof I needed.”

“And I am sure of mine, for they deserted from
McPherson, and were bad men.”

“Now, to get hold of them.”

“It will raise a row, sir.”

“Oh, -of course, there will be pards to take up for
them, but that don’t scare me. I wish to be safe,
though, so as to get the whole five at one haul, so we
must decoy them.”

“How can we?”

“I'M tell Turpin who they are, and find out from
him what fellow T can get as a decoy duck to get the
five of them together at a certain place, where we
can capture the outfit.”

“A good idea, sir,” commented the sergeant, who
seemed pleased at the prospect.

When he went to breakfast at the cabin in the
morning Buffalo Bill told Miner Turpin just who the
deserters were, for he had got the names by which
each was known. Mr. Turpin at once said that, though
they were gold diggers, they had bad names in the

mines, and he knew one man, who, for pay, would
entrap them in some way.

This man Buffalo Bill at once went in search of,
and found him tal

king his “eye-opener” at the bar.
“Drink with me, pard,” he said, and cigars fol-
lowed at the scout’s expense also, after which the
two had a little game of cards together, in which
Hank Hall, as he was called, won a little money.
. The ganie, with a couple of more drinks, made the
tw‘c‘r apparently good friends, and Buffalo Bill said:
‘ou have a lead, T belieye?”
“Yas, pard,
out so trifling,
1'ivin’.”

it's up beyond your camp, but it pans
I has ter do other work fer @ honest

e

). ¢ ) II
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i 0 honest
“See here, do you really wish to do some I
work #”’ &
atgs g it it
“I y'i]l oive you some dust, and you can pt
s 1oh you found it there.
your mine, as though you % g e
“Then go and ask five 1m o g
yme the see it.
names of to come thgr? anc =
“Yer is after lassoin’ somebody:
“X’CQ »
e . o3}
“Maybe T’ll git bored. .
“No, I'll lasso you, too, as ¥
B ' 1, and have others
your being suspected, .
prove you are not the man ant,

all it, to prevent
afterward to
il let you
'” ] / e l?'-‘
“Good! What's ther job \,\‘rorth to yer, pard
“Just one hundred dollars. 5
“I'l do it. Who is yer game!
“I'll tell you, and you can have
- ’clock this afternoon. :
foltl(rl’l? L(,O yer,” was the emphatic respoise. N
It w’tx,s jusf four o'clock when five Tougld o
men p;;ssed up by Miner Turpin s 'hOll(b; \sllqere e
under the cliff half a mile beyond, at a sp

V ¥ l o on O '11](1.
VO 1\ 1]8.(1 DEEN (10 ne na gbf\r 11 the C l.ff a]]d 1here
1 ITOW canon 1 3
11.15 was Up a na

stood Hank Hall to welcome them.

it ri s, SO
“I tell yer, pards, I have struck it rich I know

i i I
ake no noise about 1t, as
I kin sell out quick and make e e

sesi’t like thase soldiers in ther s
(tli(l)lﬁzult hl;l;ecold chills chasin’ eac‘h oth:z 111];1 z:x;ﬁ e
my back, fearin’ I is wanted, yer see,
and it out © here on ther jump. .

“Ilere are ther yellow dirt jist as L
1 struck my pick in thar, so l’nalfe rilir -  and 20
t'others come I has axed, Ill‘ e;c ‘ln s
wants it most and has ther cash dow

g i 1 1‘.](:;01‘) ‘(O thq
SUCh wakt Hallk H A Y

P.

your men there at
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sale of his mine under the pretense of having that
morning unearthed quite a rich find of gold.

The men looked at the dirt and one grumbled :

“If it holds at this, it’s rich dirt, Hank, but I ain't
got much cash ter give.”

“Me nuther, though I kin rake up a leetle.”
“Me, too, for I keeps a few hundreds handy about
me.

“I'll-chip in with some also.”

“Count me one-fifth buyer,” said the last of the
five.”

“That’s the talk, and it's why I asked the five of
you, as I knowed yer allers had cash.

“Now, I could sell to Miner Turpin mighty quick,
only I thought I'd give poor men a chance.

“I tried it on ther sergeant of ther soldier outfit.
but he said he wasn’t buyin’, but would tell Buffalo

Bill, and maybe he had some cash ter spend—there
they comes now.”

“But we takes yer mine, so call it sold, for we
ain’t lingerin’ here to powwow jist now.”

“Durn ’em; what did yer tell them hawks fer?” ex-
claimed one, and the five men looked uneasy and were

turning to go, just as Buffalo Bill and Sergeant Dean
came into the narrow cafion.

“Hold on,
my treat——
“Hands up, all of you!”

The scout’s two revolvers, one in each hand, were
leveled at the men, and each one of the five seemed
to feel that the muzzles pointed directly into his face.

They were all armed, quick to draw, and were bad
men when they held the advantage, but they stood
Bow so that not one could take refuge behind the
other, a movement of a hand would be a signal for a
death shot, and the scout’s deadly aim was well known,
. 8s well as the fact that he was not one to count odds.

gentlemen, dén’t be in a hurry, for it's
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Tt seemed also that H;mk.Hall was wanted, as well,
for he had quickly raised his hands at the stern com-
and of Buffalo Bill.

m “ll\(l./hat ther devil does yer mean?” growled one of
the men, yet he had his hands raised over his head.

“Tll explain later.” ' :

.Aéelrgc;}nt. present those six gentlemen with a‘l?,mr
of vour extra fine steel bracelets, with snap locks.

The sergeant also had his revolvers drawn, but, ie;
placing one in his holster, he took from ‘hlsf poi §f
six pairs of steel manacles, and stepped up in fron
ic nearest man.

3 “mels, must we put up with this?” .askye’:d one.

“Tt is lead or steel—take your choice,” said Buf-
falo Bill. and the men shuddered at his words, zm(t}
click of the spring as it snapped upon the handfsi co.
the man the sergeant had put the {n.anades ‘upon r:Jt.

“Don’t be fcols, pards, for our friends will soon }bﬁt
us free.” said one of the men, and he held out his
ands he manacles. i
hm‘("llshf(t)rs Lso,” said another cheerfully, and the otheljr
were quickly ironed and disarmed, Hank Hall 21]1]11.(’)119ED
the rest, and who seemed to take it most to heart,
judging by his actions. :

) “b\\fl'i‘at has we done, pard?” he whined. o

“T arrest you as deserters from the United State
army,” was the reply. : o

Il?s’tar‘;tly the faclc }:)f Hall brightened, while he salfi{‘

“Then I ain’t in it, pard, for I never were a SOj
in my life.” ;

g “I\}Io more was I,” growled one of the otheés. e

“No doubt you are all innotent; but'I ap[ft 9
believe T have the right men, and when ym;1 ge 3
the fort and meet your old comrades there, t etn yo
will be able to prove whether you deserted orﬂn: éamp

“Now, sergeant, march tfi,ese men off to th D,
and keep them under guard.
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The sergeant at once ranged them in line, shung
their belts of arms over his arm, and started off,

As they came out of the valley there was some
low whispering among them, for they caught sight
of several miners, and one of the men broke out in a
wild cry:

3 b 2

“I—‘Io, pards, ther bluecoats has got wus.

To ther rescue, comrades!”

The cry rang loudly down the valley and reached
many ears, for a dozen men at once appeared in
sight.

A(P . r

sepeat that cry any one of you, and I'll send a
})ullet throug_h your heart,” sternly said the scout, as
1e came rapidly after the prisoners, and, seeing that

the“ fgall was being responded to, he continued :
Come, double-quick, march!”

CHAPTER XVL
A DUEL TO THE DEATH.

The mners who had heard the cry of one of the
deserters saw the cause as they looked at the six men
marching along in charge of the sergeant and Bui-
falo Bill.

Who these men were they did not know at a glance,
but the call was for help, and, shouting to others to
follow, they came at a run toward the scene.

It was a quarter of a mile to the military camp, and
from its position it was not in sight. Buffalo Bill
had made a clever capture of his prisoners, and was
anxious to get them under the protection of the sal-
diers, so gave the order to double-quick. :

The men at once came to a standstill, refusing %o
move, but the scout drew his bowie knife, sprang be-
hind the rear man, and, pressing the point against his
back, ordered :

“Now, double-quick, march!” :

“For God’s sake, boys, obey, for the knife is cut-
ting into my back,” cried the man threatene_d with
the bowie, though the point had not touched his flesh.

Thus urged, the men obeyed, and went off at a
steady double-quick, which only training could have
accomplished, all except Hank Hall, who could not
keep the step. He was at once dragged out of hns
place, and put in the rear, with the remark of the
sergeant : :

“He never was a soldier, sir.”

“I believe you are right, sergeant; but there come
the rescuers.”

“Halt!”

The halt was made, and up dashed a man of almost
giant size, with a red, evil face.
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o : :

Hold on there, pard, you is a trifle previous,” he
shouted.

113 = T
: I know my duty, sir. These are deserters from
the army, and I have arrested them,” was Buffalo
Bill’s reply.

113
@ and.l kn(()lw my pards, and that means I says they
1s miners, and you can’t come no grz

: a ab game on t
and me,” - 7 "o
> : :

: Do you intend to interfere ?”

tedo.”

% .

"Fvctter think better of it, and not do so.”

I'm a-goin’ ter set them m in’

ag en free—ain't
e ain't we,

.

He tur , the sc
i t'lL}]H]lCd towqr;l tlie score of men now gathered

, and saw with pleasure others quick '

: as ckly comir
upon the scene. s

At his question a number ¢ i i

; : r of voices answ
e swered in the

XY . .

Gentlemen, I am in discharge of my duty as a
gg_\'('nnn}ent)of;ﬁccr, and I warn you to keep hands
0 1 _fs:{i(l Buffalo Bill. “These men are deserters
and if they can prove that tl will sef

hey are not, t
oy y ot, that will set

73 % /

. .I say they go fiee now, and what I say goes,” the
);g“]lgm:n remarked, while one of the crowd said:
. L ERY: B oy Ly ;
o etter let em go, Buffalo Bill, for that is Harry
fi{trt‘s, and he is no man to fool with.”

J.ha?k Yyou for your advice, friend, but if Harry

\]%/'an’ts these men he'll have to fight for them,” was
ill’s* quiet rejoinder. ’
[
“{s thzit yer game P roared the big fellow savagely.
se T e i
o ne< no trouble, but if you attempt to rescue
- nen, why you and I will come together, that is
B . = .
= Cti)ﬁ"il(llo Bxll_kept his eye upon the big, fellow, for
fe u ] see that he was a dangerous man, and he
ready for any move upon his part.

A Duel to the Death.

Tt was well he was watching him, for the bully sud-
denly dropped his hand upen his revolver, yet before
he could show it the scout had him covered. ~

“Don’t do it, for you love life, I know,” said Bill
Cody, in the calmest tones possible.

“I do love life too well ter throw it away,” said
Harry, “and yer is quicker than greased lightnin’, but
I come here ter set them men free, and, says I, if yer
wants 'em, fight for ‘em.”

“T will, if T am forced to do so!”

“Will you have it out with me squar’?”

“Do you mean that I am to fight you a duel ?”

“Just that.”

“T have no quarrel with you, and I seek none. I
am in the discharge of my duty, so I warn you off,”
said Buffalo Bill.

“Then yer backs down?”

“I fear no bully such as you are, so stand aside, for
I pass on with my prisoners.”

Buffalo Bill stepped toward the man as he spoke,
still holding him covered.

The Hercules did not move, did not dare drop his
hand upon his revolver.

The scout reached him, and then, with a rapid
movement, which even the guickest eye was unable to
follow, he had dealt the bully a blow in the face
with one hand. while with one foot he tripped him,
hurling him to the ground with a force that half
stunned him.

The spectators could not believe their eyes at see-
ing their Hercules thus easily done for, and they gazed
at Buffalo Bill in wonder, while he said:

. E
“Now, sergeant, we will move on.”
“No, you don’t!” roared the fallen man, stagger-

ing to his feet, revolver now in hand, and firing as

he hounded forward. o
With a shriek of pain, Hank Hall fell dead in his
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tracks, for he stood just behind the scout, and min-
gling with his cry was the sharp report of a second
shot.

This time it was Buffalo Bill who fired, and his aim
was true as ever, for his bullet crashed in between
the eyes of Harry, who fell his length at the scout’s
feet, a dead man.

“I hope this killing will have to go no further,” said
Buffalo Bill, as he glanced over the crowd, many of
whom were now beginning to show a very ugly spirit
toward him.

“It’s got ter go further, Buffalo Bill, for no man
shan’t come inter this mining camp, arrest our com-
rades, and kill a pard of mine, and I not hold him re-
sponsible.”

The speaker was a small, wiry man, dressed in top-
boots, and a suit of black clothes.

A glance showed Buffalo Bill that the man must be
Mike Terhune, for he looked like the man described
to him as bearing that name. He did not wish more
bloodshed, but was not a man to be driven from his
duty, though he saw now that a number of the crowd
were ready to back the man.

“See here, pard, don’t be a fool, for the fool killer
is around to-day, and you don’t wish to be singled
out by him.”

“Aire yez the fool killer yez speaks of ?”’

“If I have to kill you, yes, for you are chipping in
where it is not your game.”

“I chips in when I sees fit to do 5o, and ef ye've
killed Harry, T ain’t afeerd of ez

“Well, play your hand, for life’s too short to fool
away time,”

“Will ye set them men free?”

“Not in a thousand years.”

:I’Il play yez a game for ’em.”

“Then step out of the crowd and draw.”

A Duel to the Death.

# an with cards.”

“i\::f 1Inm\can with revolvers, for s'i’xes are trumps,
and I hold a full hand. Do you pass?”’

Mike saw that the laugh was upon him. He had
challenged for a game, and the scout had taken him
up, but with revolvers instead of ch1&131 2

His look over the crowd sht‘)wed that he must make
a bold stand or lose his prestige. ;

The fate of Harry Watts had cowed many mt‘o
submitting to the will of tl.le scout, and the)lr we;g
surprised when Mike had chipped in, game as he w

N be. :
kni{“u]\]\'li(i ll)uoked as though he would stand a bluff.

But Mike was a man with unbounded confidence
in himself, and he would not back down before men
who had always feared him; so he said: e

“I don’t pass, but orders you to let them men go.

“And I refuse, while, to give you a hol.c to s_neak
out of, I warn you that you are interfering V\,l,lth a
government officer in the discharge (?’f his duty.

“What does yer arrest them for?

“As deserters from the army.”

“Has yer ther proof?”

“I have.”

“Show it to me.”

“I recognize these two men, and Sergeant Dean
knows those three.” -

“Wha es they say:

“&7 lcl {(tle(xll?ccj li[t,”) can);e in chorus from the five men.

“I take their word.” :

“Well, what are you going to do about 1t
Mickey ?” .

“Pards, are you with me?

Mike glanced over the crowd. .

There were fully a hundred men in the crowd ;L(:::
and, though some of them felt that Mike was we
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ing in calling for aid from the crowd, yet a number'

were determined to stand by him.

There ‘were others present, the law-abiding men,
in the crowd, who wanted to back up the scout.

They felt that in the loss of Harry the camps had
suffered no misfortune, that Hank Hall would be
missed by no one, and that it had been a lucky thing
that he had been in the way of the bully’s bullet aimed
at Buffalo Bill. -

If Mike was killed by the scout, no crape in token
of respectful regrets would be hung to the latchstrings
of any of the cabins, but instead there would have
been a fervent delivery of thanks that another brave
had passed in his chips.

But, seeing that in that particular crowd the worst
element predominated, the better class of men kept in
the background. It seemed to them that Buffalo Bill

had developed a remarkable capability of taking care
of himself,

Mike’s question had to be answered, for he had
glanced around the crowd, his eye falling upon those
whom he knew would hardly dare decline—some of
them would respond from sheer love of seeing more

killing, others from fear of being held to account by
the desperado if he escaped death.

“ . . . .

ol says, pards, is yer with me in pertecting our
friends?” repeated Mike, in a louder and more threat-
ening tone.

A chorus of voices answered in the affirmative, and
the crowd came closer,

But Buffalo Bill’s face did not change in expression,

unless it was that a grim smile hovered about his "

. mouth, and his voice was firm and distinct, as he said:

‘ : !
“You make a mistake, gentlemen, for I have the

right to arrest these men, and I shall shoot to kill, if
I am driven to it.”
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“We kin shoot to kill, too, Buffalo Bill, and Mike
says so,” yelled the crowd.

That another moment would have brought on a
deadly encounter all knew, for Buffalo Bill's face now
showed the spirit of a man determined to do and die
right there, and the crowd wavered to give way for
those who meant to engage in the deadly conflict.

But as they wavered, into their midst glided a slen-
der form, and the clear voice of a woman cried:

“Cowards! do you dare fire on me, too, for I take
sides with Buffalo Bill?”

It was Jane Turpin who spoke, and hardly had she
uttered the words when Mona Borden glided up to the
other side of Buffalo Bill.

Both girls had repeating rifles in their hands ready
for use. They had just come in from a hunt down the
valley and in the mountains, and the negro cook was
taking the game they had brought back with them,
when he said: :

“I think somethin’ is goin’ wrong up the valley with
Bill Cody.”

“Why, what is it ?” Jane gazed up the valley, where
the crowd surrounding Buffalo Bill and his prisoners
were in sight. “Come, Mona, for Mr. Cody is surely
in some trouble there,”’ she cried, and, turning to the
negro, she continued:

“Run down to the troopers’ camp and tell them to
mount quickly and come on up the valley.” :

The two girls dashed away at the full speed of their
horses.

They were compelled to leave their horses before
reaching the spot, on account of the uneven nature
of the ground, and Jane said, as she threw her rein
to her friend: ' ;

“Here, Mona, you wait here, please, for IT'll stop
that trouble!” ‘

She glided forward as.she spoke, overheard the

~
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words, saw the situation at a glance, and appeared
upon the scene, her: presence unsuspected until she
faced the crowd, rifle in hand, as she placed herself
by the side of the scout.

The coming of the two young women in the way
they did caused a surprise like the fall of a bomb-
shell among the miners, and every atom of fight was
taken out of them,

The lawful men of the crowd greeted them with a
rousing cheer, which was soon joined in by the others.

As for Mike, he was glad to see a chance of escape,
though Jane evidently recognized him as the leader,
and her eyes flashed defiance upon him.

Thinking that he now saw his chance to get out of
a bad scrape with some degree of honor, he said:

“We cannot go against you, so we pass.”

“You are wise. But what did this attack mean? It
has not been a bloodless one, I see.”

Jane glanced at the dead bodies of the unfortunate
Hank Hall and Harry Watts.

“It means that I arrested these deserters from the
army,” said the scout, “acting under orders, and that
the men now dead sought to rescue them, while Mike,
not profiting by their experience, still pressed me. He
should thank you for saving his life, for, had you
not come, he would have been a dead man now,
though I, too, might have gone under, so you have
done me a great service.”

“Well, there will be no more trouble, for here come
the soldiers, and my father is with them, I see. Mike,
you make a great mistake to bully a government
officer.”

“Beg pardon, but T didn’t want to see the boys taken
off to be hung, maybe.”

€ by
It, s about all you can do to take care of your own
neck,” was Jane’s retort.

Just then up came Turpin, with the soldiers at his,
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back, the corporal by his side, for they had dismounted
from their horses.

“Men, if you are not satisfied, if these ladies will re-
tire, we can settle the question of my right to arrest
deserters right now,” said Buffalo Bill, facing the
crowd.

“Who disputes your right, Buffalo Bill?” cried
Turpin hotly.

“It seems no one now, sir, for these young ladies
have stampeded the fighters,” was the answer of Buf-
falo Bill, and he laughed as he saw Mike and his im-
mediate backers getting out of view behind the now
thickly gathering crowd.

Miner Turpin was a power in Moonstone Valley,
and his coming had a quieting effect, equaled only by
the arrival of the girls, and the presence of the sol-
diers also poured oil upon the troubled waters for the
majority, no matter what a few hotheads might wish
to do.

“Take your prisoners to camp, sergeant, and keep
two men on duty constantly—one over these five men,
the other to watch the camp.

“I will walk back with Turpin as soon as I have
arranged for the burial of these bodies,” said Buf—l
falo Bill. :

“Leave that to Vaughan, Bill, for he will see to it,
won't you, Vaughan?” said Turpin, addressing one
of the men, who answered:

“Oh, yes, sir, I'll see ’em planted O. K., but, ser-
geant, you'd better unchain Hank Hall now, for he'll
not-get away,” and the sergeant quickly removed the
handcuffs from the dead man.

“You have done the camps a great service, Buffalo
Bill, in killing Harry, while few will mourn 'for Hank
Hall, for he was a bad one. But how did it all hap-
pen?” said Miner Turpin, as they walked along back

(3
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to the cabins, accompanied by the two maidens, one of
the soldiers leading their horses.

Buffalo Bill told the story of the affair in his mod-
est way, and the miner said:

“Let me warn you to look out for Mike, for he will
strike you in the back, if he can.

“He is one of the desperadoes on your list, and
Harry was another, for he was the leader of the Owls,
and Hank Hall was one of his gang, so you have done
a fair day's work, I think; but look out for Mike,
for he is a bad one, dnd I heard several say you backed
him down squarely, and that means he will seek re-
venge,” '

CHAPTER XVII.
A CHALLENGE ACCEPTED.

Mona felt blue over the outcome of her having told
Buffalo Bill what her father’s orders had been to Lieu-
tenant Vald. It had already resulted in the death of
two men.

Being the daughter of the commandant, however,
and frequently aiding him in his work, answering let-
ters and dispatches, she had learned much of what
duties he was expected to perform. For years it had
been the desire of the government to check desertion,
when the temptation of the mines was at hand, espe-
cially as the men who deserted were the worst element
in the army and became outlaws almost invariably.

Mona knew, too, that there was a renegade element
among the Indians that the commanders were anx-
ious to lay a violent hand upon, as they urged the hos-
tiles on to greater deeds of deviltry than they would
otherwise be guilty of.

The desperadoes of the mining camps and settle-
ments were also another bad lot, so that, having heard
her father’s talk and instructions to Lieutenant Vald
she felt justified in telling Buffalo Bill what that officer
had expected to accomplish on his visit to Moonstone
Valley, the going with troops as an escort being the
nominal work for which they were sent there.

The miner told her, as did also Jane and Buffalo
Bill, that she had only done her duty in telling the lat-
ter what had been the orders of ‘Lieutenant Vald, as
that officer had not been able to inform the scout, and
hence she should not feel blue over the fatal results.

The scout had said to her, in his quiet way:

“You don’t know what precious lives you may have

saved through my putting Harry out of the way, for
¢ »
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he has a long list already to answer for, and if he
killed Hank Hall with a stray shot, from all accounts,
it was a good deed to get rid of him, too.

“Now you know that we men of the border have to
carry our lives in our hands, and in the discharge of
duty must take big chances of being killed, and stand
ready to kill, too, though wanton killing is to me the
-basest of crimes.

“Let a man kill a few desperadoes in the discharge
of his duty and to save his own life or the lives of
others, and before long he is branded as a man-killer
—a name that no one who has a true heart cares to
bear. Like- the official executioner, he must stand
ready to take life when the occasion demands it.”

“You are right, Bill, and your argument is a good
one, for you have been one to suffer by just such re-
ports,” said Hugh Turpin.

“Yes, and will have to do the same thing again and
again, as long as I lead this wild life,” said Buffalo
Bill, in a tone of sadness; but in an instant his manner
changed, and he added :

: “No, no, Miss Borden, don't you feel blue ever the
death of any man whom your telling me my orders
caused me to kill, and who was, really speaking, tree
fruit, from the crimes he was guilty of. Now I must
go up to the city and look around.”

“You will take some of your soldiers with you?"
asked Jane. :

“Oh, no, for that would surely cause trouble, as it
Woul_d be said that I was afraid to go alone, and was
looking for a fracas.. Why, they’d doubtless tell me to
come and get you to protect me!”

The scout smiled, while Miner Turpin said:

“You are right, Bill, it would cause trouble to take
your men, for there is a very ugly element in these
. mnes, and this afternoon’s arrest has started the fire.”

A,
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Buffalo Bill soon after left the cabin and wended his
way on foot up to Mascot City.

The “city” was m full blast, for the occurrences of
the afternoon had caused all the miners to assemble
in the various saloons, at the Stageccach tavern and
in knots, discussing the affair.

The discussions, fired by liquor, ran hot, and when
Buffalo Bill dropped into “The Exchange,” as the main
gambling and drinking saloon was known, he found
that there had already occurred one killing scrape
and another in which a participant had been badly
wounded.

The “hero” in each case was Mike, and he was en=
joying a game of cards when Buffalo Bill sauntered
into the saloon.

Flushed with his deeds, and half full of liquor, the
moment his eyes fell upon the scout he dropped his
cards and called out, in a voice that silenced all noise:

“Ho, Buffalo Bill, you have come to have out your
quarrel with me, I suppose?”

“T have no quarrel with you, unless you see fit to
make one,” was the calm reply.

“Well, I do see fit to demand an apology for your
insulting me this afternoon, or give me satisfaction.”

“T have no apology to offer, but all the satisfaction
you may desire.” ;

The trouble which had ended in Mike killing one
man and wounding another had criginated in the
fact that several miners had criticized his interfering
with the arrest of the deserters.

They upheld the scout, and said that he had done
just right in killing Harry, and added that but for
Jane Turpin’s timely arrival the scout would have
killed Mike.

The moment he beheld the tall form and hand-
some, stern, and cynical face of Buffalo Bill. it aroused
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the Satan in his nature, and he had hurled down a
challenge for an apology or a fight.

When Buffalo Bill entered, every eye was 1pon him,
and many drew a long breath, for they felt that another
tragedy was to be enacted.

“Why had not the;scout stayed away ?"” some asked.

Yet, why should he hide himself in a free country, |

and was he not entitled to go where he pleased?

The truth was, Buffalo Bill had gone in the dis-
eharge of his duty. He was on the trail of the des |
peradoes Lieutenant Vald had been given orders to

hunt down. He wished to find them, to shoot them, to
track them, so that when the time came to act he
eould do so.

. The crowd became breathless with expectation as
Buffalo Bill replied to the challenge of Mike Terhune,
and all eyes were upon him and the desperado.

The latter at once attempted to draw his revolver,
but he was covered with a quickness that brought a
cheer from the crowd.

How Buffalo Bill did it, no one saw or knew, but
Mike had a revolver leveled at his head in a twinkling
of a second, while the scout called out sternly :

“Hold! no game of life and death here in this crowd,
for, like another cowardly bully of your stripe, you
will wound or kill an innocent man.”

Cheers greeted this announcement, and Mike turned
Hvid with rage, while he said fiercely:

“You said you would meet me, and now back down
because you have the drop on me.”

“You are a liar, for I do not back down, but say
that if you wish to meet me it must be fair and
Square, so choose your seconds, and, as I have mno

1

friend here, T must ask a kindness on the part of
gonie one.”

Another cheer greeted the words of the scout, and

- T

| mememe——
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# was very evident that Buffalo Bill’s stock was rap-

idly rising above par. ;

Cornered as he was, by his challenge, and its prompt
cceptance, Mike called out:

3 “I[)rop y’our revolver from covering me, and I'll talk
to you.” :

“Don’t trust him,” came in a chorus of voices.

“T will trust him, for I have confidence that there
are too many honorable men about me not to kill him
on the spot did he shoot me down."’.

Loud rang the cheers at this trust in the crowd, and
many voices called out: 2
“You bet you can trust us, and he shall act square.
Buffalo Bill, on this pledge, which seemed to have
come from two-thirds of those present, at once low-

ered his revolver and said: ;

“I thank you, gentlemen. Now who will act for
me P’ -3

A score of men sprang forward, but recognizing
one he knew to be a friend of Miner Turpin, the scout
said :

“Thank you, I will accept your §ervices, so please
find out what the pleasure of Mike is.”

“He has taken Red Rand for his secpnd,”and says
that he will meet you to-morrow some time,” was the
answer,

“He has also asked Dick Kasher, the dead-shot
duelist of the mines, to help Red Rand,” reported an-
other miner. :

“Then T will ask you also to aid my friend here, and
I shall be pleased to see both the seconds you namie,
but the fight shall take place at once, for I am the
challenged party.” e

In v%in gid ?l/\ﬁke try to put it off ul}tll the mor-
row, but Buffalo Bill would not hear to it. The out=
law was forced to come to the scout’s terms as the
challenged party.
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It was no easy task to bring Mike to terms, for he
had hoped, as it was to be a duel and not an encounter
on the spur of the moment, to put off the meeting until
the morrow.

That there was some trick in this all who knew the
desperado felt assured, and every one hoped that Buf-
falo Bill would not yield.

Mike had first selected one second, Red Rand; and
just at that moment Dick Kasher had entered the
saloon, and he also was chosen.

These two seconds were as well known in the mines
as Mike, and even more to be feared. They also
had a “record” as man-killers, and an encounter with
them was always regarded, as in Mike’s case, as fatal
to their adversary.

It was Red Rand who approached Buffalo Bill and
said in his most courtly way:

“Pardon me, sir, but T come from my friend Mike
Terhune to learn your wishes for this meeting to-
morrow with him.”

“You are misinformed, sir, for the meeting is for
to-night, and I refer you to my friend here,™ coolly
said Buffalo Bill.

“But, sir, my friend with the diabolical Trish name
insists upon to-morrow.”

“You are known as one of the desperado duelists
of the mines, I believe, for I have so heard you
spoken of ?”

“I have that honor, sir.”

“Then you should know that the challenged party
has the right to appoint time, weapons, and place of
meeting.”

“You are right, sir; but, here in the mines, we are
not sticklers for such fine points of etiquette in the
duello.”

“I am a stickler for justice, and I shall insist upon

)
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my rights, knowing the kind of a man I have to deal
with.”

“I will consult my brother second, sir,” and Red
Rand walked away.

Going apart with Mike Terhune and Dick Kasher,
the three held a whispered conversation for some time,
and then the latter came up to the saloon where Buf-
falo Bill was waiting.

“Pardon me, you are Buffalo Bill, the scout, I be-
lieve, sir?” he said, in a gentlemanly way.

“You are well known to us, sir, and I honor a
brave man; but just now I represent Mike, and he
demands that his meeting with you should be put off
until to-morrow.”

“As the party who has the right, I decline, sir.”

“May I ask why, sir?” '

“I sought no quarrel with your principal; I was in-
terfered with by him when in the discharge of duty,
and coming here to-night he deemed himself insulted
and demanded an apology. Now, stop this delaying
matters, arrange with the two gentlemen here who
represent me, and let the matter be settled at onece;
otherwise I shall take affairs in my own hands and
settle it to please myself.” ;

There was no doubting this way of putting the case
by Buffalo Bill, so Dick returned to his comrades, and
after a few minutes more came back to the scout’s
seconds and arranged that -the meeting should take
place right there in the saloon.

Buffalo Bill was wholly unmoved in appearance,
chatted: quietly with those about him, and turned to
his seconds when they announced how all had been
arranged,

“We have decided that each one of you stand apart
the length of the saloon, facing the wall, the distance
being fifty paces, and the lamps hanging along the
center from the roof will give you light to see how




138 A Challenge Accepted.

to aim,” said one of Buffalp Bill's seconds, while Ter-
hune’s representatives stood by. “I have won the toss-
up for the word, and I will call out as follows:

“‘Ready! Right about, wheel! Forward, march!
When you have both advanced ten paces, I will give
the word: ‘Fire!’ From that moment you can ad-
vance, firing at will. Do you understand "

“Perfectly.”

“The crowd will range themselves upon either side,
and should be in no danger certainly, for this saloon
is sixty feet wide.”

“Is this satisfactory, sir?”’ asked Rand, in a tone
so insulting that all noticed it and awaited Buffalo
Bill’'s answer.

It came with the calmness natural to him when
deeply moved:

“I could only ask one greater joy, Reddy!”

It was a cut at his red hair, his red hand, his crimes,
and it was meant and understood, for the desperado
flushed and asked quickly:

“And what is that, scout?”

“That you were in Mike’s place.”

The shot told, and the men cheered, while Red Rand
turned white, but made no reply. He had called forth
an attack by his insulting manner toward the scout,
and he had been very quickly silenced.

When the principals were in position, facing the
wall, and with their backs to each other, the two sec-
onds nearest to them stepped back to the line of the
crowd.

Then came the call of Buffalo Bill's second stand-
ing by Kasher: ;

“Ready! Right about, wheel! Forward, march!"
The two men obeyed promptly, Buffalo Bill with mili-
tary precision, and as the steps were told off to ten,

bringing them within thirty paces of each other, amid -

.@ silence that was deathlike, the second called out:
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“Fire!”

Mike had anticipated the command by a second or
more, and his revolver was leveled by the time the:
word was uttered.

Buffalo Bill halted at the shot, and before a second
pull on the trigger by Mike he answered.

When the puff of smoke cleared from the muzzle
of Buffalo Bill's revolver, he saw the desperado lying
upon his face, while quickly turning him over, as he
ran to his side, Kasher called out:

“Dead! Shot between the eyes—a magnificent shot,
indeed !”

The board roof rattled as these words brought forth
a roaring cheer, which was at once followed by hisses
and groans from Mike's admirers. ;

“Don’t cheer at a man’s death, pards,” came in Bui-
falo Bill’s calm tones, and he spoke reprovingly, while
Rand was seen coming quickly toward him, and a cry
of warning arose.

But if the desperado meant to open fire, he was
checked when he saw the ugly looks about him, and
that Buffalo Bill was on his guard, so he said sav-
agely:

“Now, scout, I am ready to step into Mike's place
and meet you.”

“Is this a challenge?”

“Certainly, for it means your life or mine.”

“I am willing—let the same terms govern us,” said
Buffalo Bill sadly.

But before another revolver could be forced upon
Buffalo Bill, the doors at each end of the saloon were
thrown open, and into one came Mr. Turpin, the
corporal, and eight soldiers.

“Hold, men! Our mines shall not be disgraceg] by
your murdering a government officer and my friend.
Red and you, Dick, I arrest, and call upon all good

- =
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men to back me up, and the desperado leaders here
will be out of the way,” said Miner Turpin.

Covered by the repeating rifles of the soldiers, the
two desperado leaders surrendered, and the sergeant
quickly had them in irons, where they were led off
to the soldiers’ camp.

There it was proved that Jane and Mona were
guarding the five deserters while Turpin went to the
rescue of the 'scout.

Several days after, Buffalo Bill and the soldiers set
out upon the return to the fort with their prisoners,
and Turpin insisted upon sending along the ransom
for Lieutenant Vald.

After a week on the trail, Buffalo Bill and his party
reached the fort, and the prisoners were in safe hands,
and later suffered punishment for their crimes.

At the time agreed upon Buffalo Bill, having the
ransom money, went to an appointed meeting place,
and there met the renegade chief, the lieutenant, and
a score of redskins.

The money was paid, the officer released, the rene-
gade keeping his contract, and the lieutenant and the
scout started upon their return to the fort.

On the way Brian Vald said:

“My good friend, I have found out that my un-
fortunate brother is really dead, for he died of his
wounds in the Indian village. We were twin brothers,
but he seemed to be born bad, and dogged my steps
‘continually, causing me no end of unhappiness and
trouble. Once, when I had a cattle ranch, he cap-
tured me and held me a prisoner for two years, t0
force my property from me, having squandered his
share of our inheritance, It was there that I learned
the Indians’ secret signs, and I used them for protec-
tion. It was to see if he was dead, if he was really 1
the grave of those killed after the big fight six months
- ago that I went ahead of our party. He was not
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then, but died later, as I said. Now, we will drop
the remembrance of my poor brother.”

Moonstone Mines became quite a respectable place
after what was called “Buffalo Bill's Clean-out” of
the toughs; but Turpin decided to sell out his claims
and move East, and Buffalo Bill, Lieutenant Vald, and
a squadron of cavalry escorted the miner and young
ladies to the fort. Thence, after several days, the
king of scouts went north to another disreputable
mining town called Goldeena.




CHAPTER XVIII.
MAKING AN ENEMY.

“Down on your knees ana apologize to this young
lady, or the sun shines through you!”

This order was backed by a large revolver in the
fist of Buffalo Bill, who had heen in Goldeena only
a few hours when the encounter took place.

The man so menaced looked but once, and his knee
joints relaxed. 2

As he was obeying, a young girl who was the cause
of the altercation, clasping her little white hands,
stared with surprise at finding herself the center of
this sudden and terrible scene.

To her the street of Goldeena was as odd as oné
of Japan. With its blue or red flannel shirted miners,
its. few Chinamen, an Indian or two, blanketed and
plumed, and the gamblers in broadcloth, the finest of
linen, and the brightest of diamonds, it was thrilling
to her, fresh from the East. She had come out of the
Goldeena House, where her father was recruiting after
a long stagecoach journey, to see the town.

Separated mysteriously from her French maid, her
attendant, and bewildered by being about the only
one of her’sex in the motley and noisy crowd, she was
suddenly accosted by one whom she had known briefly
in the Eastern cities.

This was he who cowered under the frontiersman’s
gun.

Baron Chillturn, as he had styled himself while pre-
tending to be an English nobleman, had vanished when
his swindle was unmasked. He must have followed

_her, though, when her father came West to specu]atc
with his capital in these Western mines.

He had heen assured by a correspondent in whom
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he believed reliance could be placed to any amount,
but who was in collusion with Chillturn, that tin had
been found in the place, and some Welsh miners,
familiar with the way to work it, were on the spot
to develop it.

How else would the British baron have appeared in
her path and taken advantage of their being face to
face to repeat his odious offering of a love which she
would have spurned, even if she had still believed
him a peer.

She had no time to more than rebuke him, for,
prompt as the eagle to swoop, one of the bystanders
had struck him and literally brought the cowardly
insulter to her feet.

“I—I am not a stranger to the lady,’ stammered
the latter, with a face more red with baffled spite and
rage than pallid with fear. “I—I am sorry I have
made a mistake. I humbly apologize to her e

“Oh, I do not want your excuses,” said Cody
haughtily. “It is a good thing for you-that you did
not get worse.”

And by the frown on his handsome face the hearers
knew that he was speaking the truth.

“Lave-ho!” said the famous hunter, then seeing
that the tenderfoot did not understand the old moun-
taineer’s cry to rise, he added in the same tone of
careless contempt, “Get up and dust! In spite of your
headlight pin and fine ruffles, you're a low-down cur!
And no muttering, or I may be goaded into mopping
the gutter with you!”

_ Baron Chillturn slowly rose, flushed with shame,
for the bystanders did not spare their laughter. He
dgrted a baleful glance on the borderman and on the
gitl and his lips muttered a threat including both. :

“Swallow your venom, or I shall hurry you on!

Said Cody. e seemed to regret that he was letting

’

P off this genteel ruffian so lightly.
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But a light hand was laid on his arm.

“Please do not make any more of this,”” begged the
girl. “He is sufficiently punished.”

“Not to my measurement, but—he has gone. Never
mind, little girl’—a young lady of eighteen was a
girl in Cody’s eyes—“if ever he hovers around you
again you mention Buffalo Bill as wanting to see him,
and continue this conversation.”

Then seeing that the pretty lips were framing a
phrase of thanks, which he detested for an act of
natural gallantry, he hastened away. He was glad to
spy an acquaintance in a saloon doorwy.

“You will have to excuse me, miss,” he said hur
riedly, with kindness in his voice, so gentle when ad-
dressing women. “My friends wait. Oh, no thanks,
please.”

And making a sweeping bow with his sombrero, he
mingled with the departing crowd. :

The young lady was joined by her maid, who began
her apologies for having béen lured into parting con
pany with her young mistress. She spoke with a nim-
ble tongue, but with a false glance.

The girl cut her maid’s apologies short with a sharp
“That will do! Follow me to the hotel!” and as the
mixed assemblage made way with the double respect
for one so beauteous and good, and for whom the king
of the plains had intervened, she briskly returned to
the house which she ought not to have quitted under
treacherous guard.

In the meantime, the wretch who had been chastised
for his insolence had shrunk into the first doorway.

‘A man was standing in this doorway. _

It was the place known among this medley of pine
shanties and portable frame houses as the Dgbie
House, because it was made of sun-baked bricks. .It
was a gambling and drinking den of the worst species:

Its rival was the Robbers’ Roost, the flaunting tenf:
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halfway down the same block nearer the center of the
town. In the Dobie they robbed the customers; in
the Roost they murdered them, too. :

These two men looked hard at each other.

The Englishman looked younger than his thirty
years, for he was fair, and his light hair was rather
golden than auburn. His mustache was heavy and
well kept. His blue eyes showed cunming. His nose
was too sharp, and, with his bold glance, now he
had recovered from the humiliation, he reminded one
of a bird of prey. He could fascinate as weil as
overawe. He wore an English traveling suit of tweed,
with gloves of tan, and fine leather boots. In spite
of this attire he seemed fit for athletic feats.

The more the other studied him, the deeper he was
surprised that he had submitted to the correction.

And yet “Fly Frank, the Gambolier Sharp,” would
himself “have yielded when the antagonist had “the
drop on him.”

On his side the pretended baron regarded the gam-
ing expert closely. He saw a slender, alert, graceful
man, rather showy than solid; evidently powerful,
though nicely proportioned. A prize fighter would not
have cared to grapple with him, for it would be like
an elephant fighting a tiger. Neither might win, but
both might die of death wounds.

The man was attired in black of the best quality.
He glittered with diamonds, the real thing, with a
sort of taunt among his villainous associates of “Take
if you dare!” Ah, nobody felt like tackling Fly Frank
for a jewel or two. He was the quickest man with
the knife, Mexicans not barred, in Goldeena.

“Come to size you, sir,” said Frank, all of a sud-
den, as the other seemed to dilate to his right dimen-
sions under the searching gaze, “it licks me how you
let Buffler Bill tread you down in the dirt, as a fellow
might say. I suppose it was because you were not
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well heeled. Well, there is sound hoss sense in that.
It is not a mossel of use carrying pistols unless you
are lightning to use them as these Injin fighters, like
Buffler, and his pal, Texas Jack yonder, to say noth-
ing of our marshal, Wild Bill, who is eying us suspi-
cious from over there. They do not drink much, they
fight shy of professionals at throwing the bones or
fumbling the pasteboards, but they can shoot some.”

The Englishman said nothing, but in his eyes, as
he turned them to where his late punisher was talk-
ing with his friends and the high constable of the
town, was an excess of hate which made Frank hot
all over.

“I see I have not mistaken you. Well, you are a
rarity to take that sass from any man, and bide your
time to sarve it back scorching. Say, mister, were
you ever in Sain’ Loo?”

“Saint Louis? Perhaps. Why do you ask?”

“’Cause I thought you might want to buy the
bowie knife I offered you there in Bartlemy’s Gilded
Parlor, in '82.”

e bh Y

“Just what I am saying. I am the broken sport
whom you lent a cool thousand to when you was
asked, on the pledge of a fancy toothpick, inlaid with
gold and dotted with rubies—it was a keepsake of
mine, and I would not lose it for anything. Here,
do you remember it, though not me?”

The British baron glanced at the magnificent dag-
ger knife which the gambler showed, and nodded.

“I recall you now,” he said. “I wish you had
slipped that into my hand a minute ago.”

“For what good? Buffler would have pistoled yot
straight. Besides, you and T could not have run the
town, for he is among mates here—I mean in_ the

village—with Wild Bill the marshal, and Texas Jack 3

just come to town.”

| 3

.

-~
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“T still wish you would lend me your arms.”

The two villains exchanged a bright look. They
understood each other.

“Come in. Out in the open is not healthy,

)

said

f [rank, and he pulled the stranger, not reluctant or

frightened now, within the gaming house, not in full
blast this early hour.

Frank drew his old acquaintance into -a corner
farthest from the street.

“Friend,” began Frank, in a low voice, “you staked
me when I was pumped out among them Mississip’
sports, and I am just yourn body, boots, and soul,
se? I am pooty well tired of these mountain men,
and these plainsmen spoiling the fun in the towns.
Why don’t they stick to shooting Injin, and buffler,
and antelopes—and leave gents to the gentleman’s
games? Fust thing they know, they will be cleaned

fuit, and think themselves lucky to have the prairie

logs’ holes to creep into.”
“You are talking,” said the Englishman, “as though

LJou had a couple of hundred men at your back.”

The gambler darted a quick glance all around, even
it the brick wall where they stood, and suspicious as
4 catamount, he suddenly drew the long-bladed knife
Which he had shown to his companion.

Reaching out, he darted the steel-armed hand, lithe
and taper as a lady’s, in at a crevice in this wall.

“Ouch—guard me, oh, I am stabbed!” whined a
Voice in Spanish on the other side.

They both heard the retreating steps of some man.

“That was a spy,” remarked the gambler calmly, as

he withdrew the knife and looked at the reddened

point, “Lyke,” he added to the bartender, who roused
1 from behind the counter at this cry of pain, “you
are letting your customers git crowded. Send a man
found to see who sneaks up to listen in your corral.”

"? F’-"" Y
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Two of the servants sallied out to search the prem
ises for the wounded eavesdropper.

“To resume,” went on the gambler, unruffled. “You
are right. I have got at least a hundred, who are
worth the average five hundred when properly har-
dled.”

“Then you are .

“Just a sporting gent here, but a J}ttlc out yondet
on the high land they call me the King Bird of the
Buzzards.”

“The Buzzards of the Boneyard?” said the othef
turning more pale than he did when under Buffalo
Bill’s revolver. He had the name correct.

He need not have been in Goldeena long to kno¥
the reputation of the bandits, of whom F‘]y Frank
proudly proclaimed himself the captain. The Bone:

east of the town. An abandoned surface working

where a Wajaja Indian first discovered gold in the

’60’s, and showed the Shining Stone to Nelson the
Squawman—so many dead bodies weré¢ seen bleack:
ing in its dark bottom that it was shunned by all,

At first, perhaps, these grim piles were be!1eved o
be the remains of men and mules, who had misstepped
‘on the old road called Dead Mule Trail, along the
mountainside. But soon, as the ruffians flourish
in the saloons and showed trophies rememberedﬂS’
belonging to missing miners, the whisper ran that they
were the corpses of the murdered.

_yard was the name given to the gulch to the south- |

b0l the plains and sierras.

ball of his friends.

CHAPTER XIX,
THE POISONED BLADE.

Well might Baron Chillturn shiver at the mention
of the Boneyard and this new friend’s avowal that

b e was the master of the villains who carpeted its
hollow with the ghastly relics, unrecoverable from such

depths.

Frank smiled with glee. He judged that his hearer
Wwould not be so impressed by a common horror.

“Good!” said the Englishman, overcoming a dis-
gust which, after all, would be out of place; “I think
—as | have plenty of dollars and so only need your
help—we shall strike a bargain.”
& “You have only to lead—I will follow on.” I-do
ot want your gold. I will aid you to my level best
for the hatred T bear Buffler Bill and his companions
Do you know, they have
fa]!\'e(l about our jig being up, and that they were
twisting the ropes for us?” :

In spite of his nerve, Chillturn felt a cold shudder
fin round his neck.

“Wild Bill said that he was only waiting for the
: But decking the telegraph posts
With live men is a gamé two can play at. -I bet that
Iy Buzzards can git the pull over them honest ga-
0ots in g tug of war.”

They went to the bar together like brothers.™ Al
itle more, and they would have drunk out of the
Mme glass, Before they had emptied a bottle they
Were concocting a scheme to be revenged upon their
iitual foes, all the honest men who blocked their

1 Wa‘y o running the town on their own lines.

. 'Mark this,” said the Englishman gravely: “That
Bls father, Mx. Mountrose, is enormously wealthy.
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He can be held to ransom among the five figures i

dollars, and I have a little scheme to lower the tide
of his golden flood, which I will describe to you here
after. And another thing I want to lower—that i
his daughter’s pride. I offered her my hand on
and she refused me. So she shall yet go down on hef
knees and beg to me, more abjectly than I was mat
to do to her. That was my weak moment such asal
have once in a life. I shall weaken no more. Thei
there is another thing.”

He lowered his voice, and continued in the other§
ear:

“You waste your time picking off these gold
scrapers one by one. Why not wait till the Deat:
wood coach has all the month’s clean-up aboard ai
swipe in the entire lot?”

“A’ good idee,” exclaimed the King Bird of the
Buzzards, with his eyes sparkling. ‘

“Tt is simply to waylay it on the road; I naticel
plenty of good ambushes along the road hither; and,
though I do not pretend to the woodcraft of Texas
Jack, with whom I hunted and camped down Sout
T am not a fool when turned loose on the plains fof
all that. No more nibbling at the outer edge—letis
bite deep. In one swoop we may gather in the gold
for the Omaha Bank, the girl and her father shall
be 3

“It is a go,”" cried Frank, delighted. “But fisst
of all 5

“First of all,

our revenge on these,se]f-appointed
regulators of our morals, and on the whole towt
that grinned at my being bulldozed into excusing 5
self to that girl.”

“On the whole town?
questioned the fly one, aghast at the other’s audaciti

“T would fire it from end to end if
through it with the torch in my own hand.”

i

dinked glasses :

"
Is not that a large Ol‘def?v o

I have to Ml
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“Bravo! that is the talk!
lieutenant.”

And the bandit leader, melted by the liquor, clapped
the Englishman on the back. -

“Your lieutenant, old man!” cried the other, as if
proudly, but under his breath he muttered, a’s they
“Waiting to be your chief.”
Here is confusion to Marshal Wild

You are fit to be my

“Hear me!

Bl and all the other Bills who oppose the lovers of
piin! As for the Jacks, we shall turn them down.”

While these two worthies were plotting arson and
murder, to say nothing of kidnaping and highway
tr}(])bbery, the objects of their scheme were talking about
em,

::\\’hcrc did he drop ‘into?”

That varmint ?”” queried Texas Jack, looking round
hom where the three bordermen stood. “Skulked

piilo some congenial hole, I reckon.”

‘He got into tow with the Gambolier, Fly Frank,”
iiswered the marshal of Goldeena. “Birds of a
feéther, you know.”

Aye, they may hang together in the strongest
#se of the word,” remarked Cody. « “I ought not
0 have let him go so free. If we let these scalawags
ook decent folks in such fashion, we should have
10 one coming out to the West.”

hey were interrupted by a man who ran up to

{ o6 ; 3
P eagerly. He had a swarthy complexion, and he

He had

, ; T S
45 2 New Mexican—Marcial, by name.

lilf his face swathed in a fresh bandage, and he was

m‘!)am, but his eyes had not lost luster.

“What is the matter, Mart?” questioned Wild Bill.
- Hear“ the report first,” gasped Marcial, with an
a?lrt' The man f.rom the East, whom Buffalo Bill
3 ekknock under, is taken up into the arms of Fly
b lk—and do you know what T have heard? Frank
laStS that he is the captain of the Buzzards of the
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Boneyard. He and the Englishman are now leaguey,
and they are going to fire the town.

“You mean this? ) :
was to learn who was the head of the scoundrels

ring,” said Wild Bill hastily, and his hand ran straight 4

to his shooters in his belt.
“I mean it,” said Marcial—then suddenly:

Virgin show grace to a sinner! They have nailed mel
Oh, how that slash burns! Ah, it was not an ordinary
cut
With a yell extorted by fierce pain, he tore the
A knife had cleft the cheek and
It was no common wound, and

yy

linen from his face.
injured the left eye.
terribly inflamed. :

“The miscreant!” continued he. “The steel W
poisoned. I am a dead man—avenge me!” :

As he recled and fell, his companion on many a tral
along the Pecos caught him in his arms. All thest

veterans in wounds looked with apprehension on iy

gash, fiery red, with the swollen and turpid veins ruik
ning to it empurpled.

“T was spying them in the adobe house, :
darted his sticker through a crack. He fetched me!
I made light of the cut. ;
place, when I ought to have washed the gash. But
heard the plot. Yes, they are going to burn the oWt
and take revenge on Buffalo Bill. :
—remember Marcial, who was ever an Americh
though some sneered at him as a greaser.
blow in!” 3

Texas Jack had lowered the speaker’s head on his
bent knee, but already the muscles of the neck wert
shaken by spasms, more short and severe at each at-‘
tack. Rolling his great black eyes, the New Mexidt
died at the feet of his friends.

Why, all we were waiting for

((The :

&5 no slouch,

when Frank}

I returned to the listenitg}

Be ahead of then i 3t g =55
 lireat, spoken with calm decision, must have sneaked

‘ot the fist@f
e $sly never again,
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b soul of his was white, boys! He dragged me across

the Frio, in the inundation, on a raft of cane when
b the Navahos were hotfoot at our heels.”

“Fire the town?” mused Wild Bill, full of pride at
 laving the safety of the settlement under his care.

p He bade us strike quick!” said Texas Jack.

He and Wild Bill took a forward step toward the
Dobie House, but with a hand on one shoulder of
tach, Buffalo Bill detained them.

“Hold on—play cautious,” said he. “This Frank

' He is not there now, waiting to be

icked off. He who uses poison knives is treacherous
a2 wolf. "Let us not be hasty lest we give him and
 his gang the hint to scoot. What I want is the whole

Pt in the net.  All their necks wrung by the same
fiose would not repay the community the loss of one
e man like this,”

And he bowed to the remains of Marcial, whom,

d a gesture from the marshal, two of his posse re-

fiioved to the sheriff’s office,

Let us spend the night in gathering evidence and
marklpg down the Buzzards. Then, in the morning,
p¥e will sound the alarm bell and lug the entire col-

Plection of the rogues’ gallery of Goldeena before the

bistice.  On the cold heart of Marcial, the murdered

swear that they shall have justice
them,

)

meted out to
Any sympathizer with the robbers who heard this

@ay with fear that the Buzzards would croak joy-

A is
“Revenge?” repeated Texas Jack, flinging dowi hisg

hat and kneeling by the body. “He’s gone up—thit
g




CHAPTER XX.

THE BAD OMEN.,

T4 5 {0
It was midnight. :

B i d gaming s er ull blast,
The drink and gaming SleOllS were '1‘11 f i
Texas Jack and Wild Bill were receiving Hedr ptbe

ts who had gone the rounds to order i
of agents who | gon ‘ ko
members of the Good Citizens’ League to )i_ ytour
rough work in the morning. Cody was making a
to see if the Buzzards were on the alert. vl

Yut never were the streets—Goldeena had threg, 1

main street and two parallel streets, or alleys—in
deserted and quiet. ; i
i / rt wer

Only a couple of men with the watering Tjing o
i reet ink

going up and down the back street, spr

heavy dust of the dirty roads, which made life a b

den when the wind threw it up in whirls. I?ut rl(f)\tehri
watchers had been less intent on seeing 1f 11(3' e
of the worse sort were up to mischief, they mg
have noticed the queer antics of these sca\'eﬁge]rs&who
Besides, instead of being the ]ow—type‘. 11111]e i
usually slaved in the njght amid the refuse,

S o A Tod S
men were white men, merely disguised 1 soﬂf(maf' :
'And had one forgotten to hold the nose in app ,

-ori o inhale, i
ing the cart, they would be surprised to “ﬂ?:takaf
the reek of decayed vegetables, but the/unmistas

smell of coarse kerosene.

shet
g ] e se was $0 hus
At certain places, too, where a hou : posiigl

: _ ke
that one might be sure the inmates \xmle.nf'
these men, instead of taking away anything,
bucket of the oil. y -l

In short, the Buzzards, acting on thﬂe ]f.llel;dlj
gestion of the British baron, zealous Kthe ot
hands to show his mettle, were scattering

eft &

- Hats
mables about the hurrah town. Pine plank

1t et

¢ and can'ie
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would scarcely need this anointing to kindle at a touch

of fire!

Convinced that.Marcial had heard wrong, or that
the bandits shrank from assailing a place so well
guarded, Marshal Hickok and his friends came from
the miners’ supply store, which was the headquarters
of the Regulators.

“My impression is that they have taken to flight,”
said Wild Bill, listening, without catching one alarm-
ing sound on the cool night air.

“Good!” cried Jack. “But here’s for the finish. I
have some dust in my pouch—I will buck the tiger for
a clean-up.”

4 “I am not playing cards any more,” said Buffalo
ill.
“Still, Cody and I will look in upon you later o, if

only to bring you a run of luck,” said Wild Bill.

Jack went on to the Robbers’ Roost, while the others
returned to the store.

Meanwhile, the men with the explosive oil had dis-
charged their errand and their cargo.

“This' village was too previous,” muttered one,
whom those who knew would have recognized as Fly
‘Frank, who had put his own shoulder to the wheel.
It is time it went up, like Elisha’s car. All fixed,
boys. Git out lively after touching off the fireworks,
and come back with the band, ready to sail in and
take advantage of the uproar to pillage.”

His men nodded, and he walked on, a little in
doubt what to do with himself, Then, throwing off
the rags, he showed that he wore a suit of velveteen
and furs, such as the Scotch-Canadians sport in the
Northwest, and sometimes startled the natives with
-'el(.)w their border. He donned a pair of red side
Whiskers and a sandy mustache, and being able to
Patter broken English with a French-Canadian accent,
e expected to palm himself off as a stranger.
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Tt was hazardous, for he was going right into the
Robbers’ Roost, where he was a nightly patron.

“Nothing venture, nothing win,” he muttered, not
without misgiving. “That new pard of mine is to
meet me there. 1 am much off the track if he does not
turn out a very fiend incarnate. What nerve to stand
that set-down from William F. Cody! It makes my
blood boil to think of it—I would eat the heart of
the galoot that downed me like that.”

He looked round, but on the sky was not the least
red glimmer, so that he might rely on it that his men
had not untimely set the torch to the doomed build-
ings. He then entered the gambling saloon. ;
Two lusty fellows at the door eyed him sharply—
they were not the usual guards. Wild Bill had re
placed them by followers of his own. But the dis

guised gambler was not to be identified in his change

of countenance.

“Tet the sucker pass,” muttered one.
last grab game these fakers will play.”

Frank looked round like a stranger, but any ont
could tell that he was not bewildered, or interested in
the motley throng.

Men of all nations jostled one another to get neat
the tables, where different games went on with but
one identical feature; they won in the long run against
all players.

Most of the notorious criminals, the men with @
record for crime, were absent. The rumor that the
Goldeenians were going to kick had flitted about.

Fly Frank was set back by this. But after a while
he remarked a peculiar movement which escaped the
others. Now and then a man who came up to ‘the
hoard to lose a little pile, drew back with an ex
pression of displeasure, and as if trying to find his way

“This is the

out by the back entrance into the corral behind, dis*

appeared up a low flight of steps.

¢ Clits he ha
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leals“traxtllll\mrcec\o%nxz}cg the.se men as adherents, or, at
o \I;(? I—ldsi winked at the carryings-on of
i, e knew, tgo, that by this exit any one
g ?o up to the one story above the saloon.
29 .sba tl;;:et}ng “hc thought. “It has been ar-
s by thit Jn-gh.s‘h deep one. He said that he
ould not want for helping hands. But wher
stowed himself ?” = gt
T
ther(:I- ‘11%);1}? ]tlvlel._cust‘omers of the green cloth or
- h;“l_]w oC ) ike Chillturn was seen. But after a
cived that ol Setrwearan, the sl Komr, e
Sl n, the saloon keeper, had re-
ek x]atli](l)I:;]Lilth_iOI the night hours with a young man
‘1 - ot S " ~ - o
)'ell\c)[\\vk;::l;tgylb btxla'n‘gcr wore a bland face, a shaggy
ine ;]({r ;( ]1701 thick and heavy, and his light eyes
e i}iuﬁ]in);')-l In the crossing rays of the dozen oil
e (ICI?ua%the <] Dorado, as Peter Schwearin
o Lhe . de l}a_d the German'’s silent tongue,
ek _c '.Il;l_\-ed drinks—all from the same
g sky—with the dexterity of the champion
= er of a leading hotel.
cn\l‘t—:q nl]]%tmla‘?tor he’s not here,” thought Frank.
b dri?l— t}o\doubt, for on his going up to
b (1ccante; i ]h\i’ni 1tc Suslpected one, in h'anding him
el ,O tta \el adge{ltlelllaxl s drink ac-
Bty (ri ) E ouche his fingers after the
e }tuT 1t E“ 1111tu}n to use at need.
. sigﬁt moregl tt 1el King Bird of the Buzzards, “he
T Confcu e than I bargain for. He will do.”
i Whonmed in this opinion by now noticing
. e.\'chan v we]nt out of the saloon by the other
RS g ‘c, a glance with the false bartender. The
B w}f; ;ry toss of the h(.zad, indicated the up-
re were assembling no doubt the re-
SHll o S0 soon engaged.
rther, to assure Frank that he was in full
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touch with him, the masquerading Briton made a sign
that he was to wait and not play cards.

Not play? - A gambler not play, while the board
was wallowing in gold? .

It had its irresistible fascination to Frank. He
gradually sidled up to the principal table where the
game was being run. The next thing he knew he
was playing.

Itpways fgame of red and black; a simple layout
which enthralled the miners. Frank was only kill-
ing time, but his fever grew when he discovered that
he was losing hand-over-fist, as a sailor, drifted. from
San Francisco, rudely blurted out. And that, mn the
same degree, one of- the players was raking in the
spoil. s : :
It was Texas Jack. He was killing time also, wail:
ing for his friends to appear. /

Reckless and cool, the hero of the Rio Grande a{ld
the staked plains offered a direct contrast to the dll§-
guised gamester. Fly Frank did not um.lerstand this
game, at which presided new faces. With the noise
that the Buzzards were threatened, the gambling fra-
ternity had taken wing. Those who remal'ned were
unknown to Frank, and they seemed to his excited
fancy in a plot to break him. _

Heated by. his drinks, and nérvous about the m-
cendiary scheme, Frank staked on the colors at raft
dom.

Every time he lost, and Texas Jack won. ;

The bystanders laughed at the supposed Canuc
when it was evident that he had come down to his
last dollars. He had to scrape and rake in the corners
of his secret pockets to get a last stake. "

This went the way of the others. But again, at t i
same time, Texas Jack, smiling quietly in a way mos
provoking, took his winnings off his opposing color: :

Frank turned partly away, but a laugh of derisio

’
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at his defeat checked him. It also made him blind to
the certain sign from the pretended bartender that he
was to play no more.

He fished up from a pouch in his hip a chamois
leather bag, and triumphantly poured from it a quan-
tity of pure gold in spangles, large scales, and grains.

Chillturn, leaning over the bar, as much attracted
as the rest at this kind of duel between Texas Jack
and the false Canadian, looked aghast. This bag of
dust was stolen from him—his new partner had picked
his pocket while vowing good fellowship!  Who
should be trusted since murderers and pillagers de-
ceive their pals?

But this was not all—the.loss of the gold he could
overlook, considering the King Bird of the Buzzards
offered alliance.

The bag contained more than gold.

_ For the stuff, the sallow cashier gave three sums
I coin. Two of them were lost when, suddenly;
Texas Jack, who had been looking at the leather pouch
n a more and more inwrapped manner, thrust out his
hand. Tt was not so much to grasp it as to shield it
from another hand, even the player’s, as he cried:

“You purport to hail from the Nor'west, sir? Don'’t
ye? Then tell me how come you to pour out the dust

S0 free from this bag? Look at the stamp on it all,
gents,”

And on the yellow lining, stamped in black, ap-
Peared the label in a circle: :

“First National (Houston) Bank of Taos.”

“Well?” exclaimed several bystanders, suspecting
Some revelation of deadly import, since the Canadian
turned pale,

“Three months ago,” said Texas Jack, °‘this bag
Was the property of an English nobleman, Baron Chill-
turn, whose guide I was to the Giant Cafions of the

(i o s V— e,
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Colorado. Speak, how did this fall into your trem-
bling hands?”

Frank was, indeed, in a tremor. How could he
confess that he had stolen it from the man who no
doubt owned it legitimately, but who, as his confed-
erate and foisting himself on this honorable crowd as
the bartender from Germany would—if willing to
own up—be taken as a liar of his own stripe, desirous
to whitewash him.

“T expect you slew him?"” continued Jack.

No answer.

“Where else did you get it?”

“Well, silence gives consent. We are making a

haul of your sort, and I propose to begin with you.”
Jack’s hand rose from the bag, and was thrust to-
ward the gambler’s shoulder.
“What do you interfere with me for?” he faltered,
looking over to the bar for a hint on his course, and

at the same time more than ever wishing he coul
hear the alarm of fire,

“T arrest you on suspicion

The hand closed on the mock Canuck’s shoulder,
and he felt the bone ache in the clutch which had
choked a panther before now. He was giving himself
up for lost, when, his eyes rolling upward after having
vainly appealed to Chillturn, he perceived in an opet-
ing in the ceiling several faces, not a bit strange, af
muzzles of steel to support their threatening expres
sion. He had® forgotten that the Buzzard’s allies, e
gaged by Baron Chillturn, had been collecting over the
heads of the players. :

Grinning with revived hope, he turned sharp round
upon Texas Jack.

“Suspicion nothing,” he yelled, shaking off the

)

grip with energy, though the fingers still retained 4

fragment of the cloth and one of the whiskers.
“Fly Frank! The Buzzard King Bird!”

e
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So 10se the cry of those who recognized him as the
bo!“r\(jwcd feathers were plucked. 5
L 1);;{()3?121-,1 am the owner of that purse,” shouted
With a powerf 'ing
smashing altm_v oull tst?lillll)}ltfcrj.]c e e
‘It is Chillturn—my British lord,” exclaimed
Texas Jack, drawing his pistol like an alarm hammer
striking; “I thought so. Hyar, you are my mark
Old) scores to settle before running up new ones.” ;
But the Englishman did not heed this challenge
’ Landing lightly for his stoutness, and dexter(b)u'sl
By t:’f\ two Principals in this scene, he put a pistol ix};
inma 1;}(1)1'(111.01 ~[Dt1ank’ and, quing its mate, he added
b a(nd' ];L]gtvl; was audible throughout the ‘shanty
T
/\LIgh_ts out, lights out, that we may see the fire!”
Se\fmtnl}llé,ls] s;gngl, ?)eiorc the gambler could take aim,
'concc('llcd ([) s rang out. The Iamps.almed at by the
el ¢ espe_mdqcs above were extinguished. Their
CO‘I\? and that of the guns commingled.
whcx:]“htil{m\ had already shot out twe of the lamps
i companion was_just recovering from his
I‘}\)Tm at this turning of the tables.
!'httsoltufnocutby ’j(‘)[ne’}l)tlt'by groups, the lights were
il e worrified and startled mob gazed
T ;ést 1}e1101 two, and as -they suffered the fate
et rell taw.ay from the center where Texas
S tun};;l}gd o get a shot at Frank and his friend.
et )e> ‘jcoward the door, some to the rear,
re the stairs were cumbered by the men who

had begun - the shooting, TI
Cal‘l‘ from Chillturn : = e -

quzards, on deck!”
1e shooting grew hotter, but as all the lights were

ol
g-ietshe bullets flew about after the light in men’s

-
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Texas Jack, in the flashes of the powder, reached
out with the left hand for the shadow which he im-
agined to be Chillturn. But all he grabbed was the
false blond mustache.

Chillturn and Frank had clasped hands in the dark-
ness, and were rallying their followers by their secret
grips and calls.

They soon presented a compact, well-armed front
to the mob, frightened and dazed, who prevented
Texas Jack from doing anything against them.

But in the height of the riot, a new turn was given
to the commotion.

They had complained of the want of light. Now
they would have more than they wanted.

A flaming wad from a carbine fell upon a pool of
oil from a broken lamp. In an instant it flared, the
flame spread, and all the players were involved in a
sheet of radiance.

But as they moved with one impulse to the street
doorway, a vast red glare made them stand.

In this glare they saw two stalwart figures running
toward the center of the town.

Two vigorous voices alternated with each other,
shouting :

“Rouse, rouse! the robbers have fired the town.”

The men were Buffalo Bill and Wild Bill.

CHAPTER XXI
T H E-SBFIR3E FIGHTERS.

“Here, I have them!” roared Texas Jack, like a
wounded lion, as he recognized in the alarmists his
brothers of the rifle and howie. ‘

In another second, afraid of being burned, Buz-
zards, wounded and scorched, players, strangers, all
were hurled into the street by an explosion. tgl‘hé’ fire
had penetrated the dugout which Pete Schwearin
sty]gd h's wine vaults, and ignited a barrel of spirits.
Usually a fire in such a town of cloth and plank is
difficult’to cope with. But when the frail habitations
were saturated with rock oil, salvation was impos-
sible. :
~ Over Goldeena more red flare than smoke was ris-
g, and the stars paled their silver. Around and
f'lbout th_c burning houses, demons were rushing, leap-
ng up into the shattered windows and emerginv by
}]{116)])1‘(,11\'011—()11‘1 gaps above, with arms full of plm?der.
e e e

o fires :

The Buzzards and the additions whom Chillturn
had found for their ranks were holding revelry.

.‘In their natural desire to save the?r property, the
Gtizens at the first disobeyed the summons ofy the
marshal,

alorfxlguiothi'tl\:vo'}Bms and Texas Jack were almost
R abid e the onset of the wretches who had

BC( out of the Dutchman’s saloon.
arel(llttln.]' .the opgn, having torn their coats off and

1eir arms for the fight, they breasted the human

breakers with their old and undying vim.

- The Buzzards recoiled. They had lost seventeen

killed and others wounded, had been hurled into the

L -
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sparkling and spirit-spurting ruins of El Dorado
Hall.

Commonly a high wind comes off the high land
every night, and is so cold as to make a fire desirable
—that is, in the chimney place. This time, to increase
the woes, the blast was bitter as out of the mouth of
Jack Frost himself.

Many of the citizens were hurriedly clothed when
roused by the outcries of Buffalo Bill and their mar-
shal.

The straggling lines of hovels and huts were half
consumed, and the rest seemed doomed.

Alone, the Dobie House resisted the conflagration,
a lesson that the old Spaniards knew a wrinkle about
building.

Its next neighbor was the largest—the general store
It was also the League’s main post. It contained ex-
tra arms and ammunition.

“Volunteers to save the powder,” shouted Buffalo
Bill. :

“T am with you,” said Wild Bill simply. “Just watt
till T tighten this rag.”

He was seamed with a pistol ball across the chest,
and was adjusting a bandage. He was grimed with
charcoal and darkened with smoke. The excitement
had enlarged his eyes, and he was now the lion il
activity. The terrifying expression of his daunting
eyes had made the banditti recoil and feel glad to be
just on the edge of pistol range. '

Thrilled by his bravery, three men, though tired and
one wounded by a falling rooftree, joined the twO
bordermen.

The crowd looked on as the five vanished in the
swirls of smoke enveloping the store.

The Buzzards for a space refrained from the long

snapshots to learn the issue. ZE
“What, backing out?” said Buffalo Bill, running
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up and standing in the open space where the Buz-
zards’ bullets commanded none to cross. “Are you
to stand by and let others save the supplies that should
carry you through the winter?”

“But it is powder, Bill,” said an old man, appeal-

| ing with a gesture for him not to enter the circle of

peril.

“Powder be blasted! I 2

A new spirit seized the citizens, and made the
craven bold—the exhausted spirited. Man and bey,

b old and young, they set to work, and Buffalo Bill, who

had seen many a border city go up like a cracker, led

L them intelligently.

The best shots and those who had ammunition were
detailed to keep the Buzzards back, and, if possible,

 drive them out of the town.

All the others hunted. for water and wet blankets,
filled buckets and tried to stop the spread of the fire,

Already a great. pile of the stores was placed on a
hare lot of ground, and covered with blankets stream-~
mg with water ; these provisions would be available,

Seeing the heap of saved- stores rise into a mound,
and the powder being brought out which might be soon
used against him and his, Frank the Fly foamed at
the mouth.

“If they save them, we are lost. - If we destroy
their eatables and the cartridges, they must abandon
the camp town, and we can pick and choose for eur
home in the ridge. See?”

Yes, his scoundrels saw clearly. They nerved them-
selves for a charge. As for Chillturn, whe had shot
every charge off, he was drunken with bloodshed.

“I am coming along, Frank,” he said. “Let us
annihilate the pack. I feel my breath oppressed while

P that braggart who humbled me struts.among these

half-haked cakes.” ) :
With a handkerchief tied round his head, with his
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eyes shining in their blackened sockets like a maniac's,
and his shirt front smeared with gunpowder, he looked
a Satan, and, more than their leader, he had kept the
ruffians up to the front in their skirmishing with the
citizens. On seeing him so wrapped in slaughter, these
men had given him a new name.

“Britisher baron be dashed!” the lieutenant, Tom
Turmoil, had said, in an interval in the riot. “Heis
a boss blood-spiller, and don’t you forgit that.”

The bloed-spiller boss was at the height of popt-
larity among these rovers. And when he supported
the captain in his proposal for a conclusive raid they
clustered about him.

With the command to rush, given by a whisper and
a sign with the hands armed with pistol and knife,
the brigands advanced through the smoke down the
devastated street.

There was a lull. The fire fighters were congratu-
lating themselves on what they had snatched from
destruction. They panted and stretched their limbs
as they looked on the pile of salvage and had almost
forgotten their assailants, particularly as the latter's
dropping shots had ceased to pester them.

When the Buzzards made their rush, they had the
surprised citizens at their mercy, and ten or fifteen
dropped under lead and steel in a twinkling.

“They are rushing us,” shouted Buffalo Bill. “Rally,
rally, and breast them!” and he jumped forward while
the rest were retreating, and happening to meet Fly
Frank face to face, as though he had singled him out,
he stood the shot from his revolver full in the bosom.
But he outstretched his tireless arm, and, catching ‘the
bandit by the neck, he hurled him to the ground, saying
between his grating teeth:

“One of you snapped off, anyhow. Who is nex

“I!” said Chillturn, leaping over the leader’s rol-

ing ‘body, and dealing a thrust with a scythe blade

.
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which- he had ‘picked up after emptying his revolver
from the mass of implements raked out of the store
and strewing the street.

It was a deadly aim, and Buffalo Bill must have
been pierced but for the chance of the battle hurling
a young man between them. It was this unfortunate
who was run through and fell, bleeding to death.

“That’s young Boston down,” said Bill, firing a
double-barreled pistol square into Chillturn without
any impression. ‘“What, is this devil owner of a
charmed life ?”

“Like yourself,” returned the boss blood-spiller,
glaring hate. “I wear armor.”

And he laughed insultingly.

[t wasea fable from Buffalo Bill's narrow escapes,
that he wore a secret jacket of steel plate.

“I, such a coward as’you?” retorted the scout, ex-
asperated. He tore with a fevered hand the strips of
burned linen and cloth off his breast. “I am not a
coyote cub.”

“Mind my bite all the same,” said the Englishman,
thaffing at the hunter keeping him from following
the bandits on their rush. :

For Bill had taken up the first weapon handy, one
of those iron-shod oxgoads such as the old farmers

b used to wield and the Mexicans still know, and with

this he parried the other’s substitute for a sword.

. “Kill, kill!” yelled Chillturn, to the bandits, feel-
ng that with their late captain dashed to earth by
Buffalo Bill and kept down by feet trampling to and
fro that he was the chief.

“I guess,” interrupted Buffalo Bill, beginning to
thrust with his short pike, after having warded off a
touple of sweeping strokes, “I guess that I can sup-
Py you with all the killing you will want.”

Their combat went on with the singular weapons
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with even more vigor and fury than all the other hand-
to-hand conflicts combined.

In the steam, smoke, and fumes of the petroleum,
the fighters seemed imps in the place below. Imps
struggling with human souls to hurl them into the
furnaces.

For some time the grazing of metal upon metal
was heard, disturbed only by a chance popping of
firearms, which seemed but toys in the more savage
and deadly clash of the rude swords and spears.

The fighters staggered on the dirt soaked with
blood, and cumbered with the fallen. OQaths and
groans were heard oftener than shouts and rallying
cries, But such duels were too ferocious to be long
maintained,

The bandits, infuriated by the loss of their chief and
emboldened by success on the whole rewarding their
audacity, returned from sweeping the street as far
as the Goldeena House.

At the doors of that building, which the fire had
spared, they had made prizes.

Several of the guests, standing there to see the con-
flagration and the affray, were dragged into their
midst. Among them were included Miss Frances
Mountrose and her father, a gray-bearded, stout gen-
tleman. Reared in the East, kept out of all street
scuffles by his dignity, he had contemplated the fire and
the riot with the amazement of a man dropped from a
comet.

To him, these brave men repelling the ruffians were
savages,

The bandits had not recognized the girl as the cause
of their present commander being humiliated. They
had snapped them up. To bandits they were born theit
prey. :
_ But when Chillturn saw them return with these cap-
tives, he gave a shout of infernal happiness.
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“Tom Turmoil, you are a full-jeweled ‘hunter,’
eighteen karats fine, and I am your best friend right
for'ard. Hold ’em tight. They are just what I have
hungered for.”

“Don’t hustle for more till you can keep what you
have got,” said Bill, redoubling his attacks.

“You, the handful for me?” sneered the Britisher.
“Lay on, boys—with this one laid low, the town is
ours.”

Juffalo Bill was in the center of a group of the
bandits who had made a set on him, and were trying
to crush him by numbers.

Then the others, obeying those who guarded the
captives, and ordered them to-help the new chief,
added their forces to the few who had sustained Chill-
turn in his duel. They drove Wild Bill and his helpers
to the wall of the store.: There, backed to it, wielding
their weapons with tired muscles, for they had been
fighting the fire before coping with the villains, they
lost hope. They seemed to see unavoidable death hov-
ering over their drooping heads.

They warded and they hit out, with splintered clubs
and pistols reversed to become billies, like machines.
They had lost the alertness and spirit of men.

Suddenly, Marshal Bill dropped on one knee. It
was not wholly to shun the stab of the scythe blade,
but from sheer sveakness in a tired muscle. The steel
dug deep into the planks over his head, al.ul for a
minute held the bandit’s hand, entangled with blood
crusted on the handle, so that he and his opponent
glared—their brows all but touching. :

Maddened by disappointment and at appearing to
weaken, Bill groped with one hand—the o'gller was
helpless—for a weapon knocked out of a dying hand
on the dented soil. -

“Now, I have got you!” screamed the Englishman,
with a laugh following, full of mean delight.
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“T'll see you hung yet, first!” hissed Wild Bill,
meeting his gaze unflinching and trying to rise.

Chillturn had plucked the stuck blade free. The
point was turned, and, with a smack of it on a stone,
he straightened it, such was his coolness.

“Now, sir—you die.”

“Heaven forfend that I should die thus,” muttered
the marshal, who saw the steel point approach, un-
erring and relentless as fate.

“Hold!” :

It was the voice of Buffalo Bill, clear again from
the excess of emotion.

All eyes, even to the vindictive pair of -Chillturn,
moved in the direction of the sound.

The scene was startling. At first glance, you would
have said that at last Goldeena was in the grip of the
bandits. For in one group they held the captives
from the hotel, in another they half surrounded poor
Marshal Bill, while yet another engirt Buffalo Bil,
at whose feet lay Fly Frank, ready with his poisoned
knife to stab him in the knees, which he could reach.
As for Texas Jack, the robbers had hauled him out

of a mass,  and were apparently about to cut his
throat,

But a new turn was given when they saw Buffalo
Bill was holding a keg of powder in his hands. He
lifted this right up at arms’ length, although it
seemed heavy and the effort was palpable.

“Look  here,” he said, in a lower tone, but the
same incisive voice. “Into the fire this keg of powder
goes, and in a second we shall be quit of ye all
though we go, too. Do you draw off—or shall thi
send all to doom?”

He strode out of the group two steps, heyond the
~astonished Frank’s reach, and held the keg withii
the docrwav, A: if to emphasize his ‘hreat, a gusk
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of fire lit up all the inside and shone with weird
glory on his inspired visage.

“He’ll do it, durn his hide,” grumbled Tom Tur-
moil, and, without waiting for orders he shoved from
his hands the girl and the guests of the Goldeena
House to one side. She fell into her father’s hands,
but if he heaved a sigh of relief, she did not sob or
weep.

“Yes, we get out,” added Chillturn suddenly, as
he drew back his improvised sword from menacing
Wild Bill. “This hand is yours, but I shall have your
scalp yet.”

The two forces separated, and faced one another
with baffled spite and ill-suppressed hatred. In the
clear space between Buffalo Bill stood master of the
position. No one doubted. They knew that he would
rather remove those villains from the earth at the
cost of these better lives than see them sack and pil-
lage as rulers of the town. ;

As the robbers were slowly withdrawing, while
fascinated by the keg which contained death for the
multitude, Bill smiled.

In the confusion, it was not noticed that Texas
Jack, insensible from a blow on the head, must have
been borne away by the brigands.

On the other hand, their leader remained at the
feet of the savior of the town.

With a last effort before he was fully owrpow_eyei
Frank had thrown his knife toward his men, retiring.
It was the token of captaincy in the band, and, as
such, Chillturn gladly picked it up. : :

“The villains,” muttered Buffalo Bill. “Oh, that
ever we were unable to stay them

“All the worse,” said the marshal, binding a scarf
about his strained knee, ‘“that they have carried away
Texas Jack with them.” . ;

“Then we follow,” said. Bill, with renewed ahima-
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tion. “Let’s arm and make a start on the trail. Texas
Jack among those devils, with that head devil the
Englishman

“Bill,” broke in a voice from one of the bodies on
the ground, “you will have to strike many a-blow,
but with no good. If you had all the sogers and all
the government scouts you led into battle at Birdwood
Creek, you will not enter the cave of the Buzzards.”

It was Fly Frank, and he wore a grin of exultation
as he hurled his threat.

With a reaching out of his hand, Buffalo Bill caught
him by the collar and dragged him into a sitting
position by the heap of stores nearest.

“You have said too much and too little,” cried he.
“It don’t take me long to remember how you Buz-
zards got possession of that natural fort. When the
Nez Perces were chased right through here with old
Chief Joseph, a band ran for that hole in the summit
and fought off the scouts on their track. No one
could lmd their way in, but it appears you scoundrels
have another kind of luck than honest men. You
took the stronghold by guile or strength, and—you
hear me speak ? you must (1L11\«Cl the pass to us.”

“You are too fast, Buffler. You may remember
well how we rustlers got into the Buzzards' Nest
but forget that it is. prisoner for prisoner, and that
your pcud, Texas Jack, is in the cold grip of my
merry men.”

“They dare not harm a hair on his head,” replied
Buffalo Bill contemptuously. “But as for you—the
pass, or we pass you on to the Judge whom nothing
man offers can bribe.”

“You have got a killing line on to me, Bill, T allow,"
said Fly I‘rank “but we are sworn above a]l not to
betray the secret entrance, I won’t Speak

“Then you shall swing, with all the prlsoners of
your gang who have a gasp in them,” interrupted
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Wild Bill. “There will be a day of execution in
Goldeena such as man’s eyes-never gloated on since
Slade and his twenty pulled the ropes tight in Vir-
ginny City.”

“T expected to dance in air, Bill,” replied the gam-

bler, with the calm of the reckless Western sport.

“Swing and be durned! I carry the secret with me,
and it will cost you an army to get home with the
Buzzards. You hear me!’ and he chuckled.

The citizens had gathered round. The fires had
burned out. The morning light gilded the mountain-
tops. On Dule Trail they could see the shadowy
forms of the successful bandits, filing over the height.

“Hark ye, Frank,” said Buffalo Bill, “nothing but
your holding the pass to your cutthroat’s lair saves
you on a narrow chance. Lead us to the inlet and
you shall have a horse, a gun, and cartridges, a day’s
grub and water, and twenty-four hours’ law. After
that, count on it that Wild Bill and I are camping on
your trail.”

“I am mum.”

“Say you so?

But as he glanced round, such was the firmness
with which tlu robber shut his jaws that he and the
rest lost confidence that they could put a screw on.

White faces, and black, browfi, and yellow, all wore
a thwarted look.

Unconsciously, Bill let his vexed glance wander
and it stopped at a face which alone smiled feebly
but with a different expression. _

It was that of a half-breed Crow and Pawnee, a
second thief, who might have attained eminence as a
government scout, but was too fond of the Fool's
Watex or strong drink.

I'lwwt%ce said Bill, with home in his heart, as
the red man’s smile broadened a little. “Speak, Good
Heart—for you are a chief, and are invited to the
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council of captains. I have not seen the Crows since
you went on to the reservation in the Judith Basin, but
my brother is a brave and he speaks wisdom.”

The Indian had helped in the fire fighting as be-
came a man.

“Very good, this is very good,” said he, gratified
at being singled out from the crowd, as all eyes were
bent upon him. “Chief, you are right. Your red
brother brings the means to make this enemy of white
and red alike speak about the way in. There is a
hidden way in, It is a talk of the lodges.”

Frank lost color as the Indian spoke. He knew
their cunning in tortures. And not three days be
fore he had jostled this man aside, as he was intoxi-
cated and called him.a dog.

“Chief, he must be made to speak,” said Buffalo
Bill. “Go right ahead with handling him. He is too
tough for us.”

The Crow-Pawnee pointed to the two tall pine staffs
which ornamented the plaza or square of the town.
On high days and holidays, they flew the flag of the
State and that of the United States. The fire had
not hqrt even the halyards as it streamed over them.

“Bring them down in a bow, each,” went on-the
Indian; “tie to each foot of the silent dog, and before
he will let them be cut®loose to rend him in twain, as
the lightning splits the cedar, he will tell the word of
the pass.”

“Do this,” said Buffalo Bill.

Two light men shinned up the poles, and secured
the halyards respectively to the tips. Twenty men
hung on to the ropes, new and bearing the strain well,
S0 as to bend one after another. While bowed, the
rope was made fast in each instance to the other mast.

When this was done in both cases, the spars crossed
near the axes, and were held so; within the pole the
shape was of a pointed arched window.

4
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“Swap ends,” said Wild Bill, alluding to Fly Frank.

The willing citizens held up the gambler-robber,
inverted him, and in this upside-down position, now
superintended by the Crow, fastened a leg to each rope
in such a way that, when they should be severed below
where he was attached, the masts would be released.
By their spring, the man would be torn asunder.

“You see,” said Wild Bill, as he looked on the
bandit, “any one can walk into a village, but the thing
is to get safely out.”

“Speak,” said Buffalo Bill sternly.

“This is playing low down on a white man,” mut-
tered Frank, unrelenting.

“Stand by to cut free,” said Wild Bill, and two
men, each with an ax, prepared to let the poles take
their spring into the old upright position.

The gambler threw a despairing look around. Not
a regretful eye met his; he had robbed, murdered,
and swaggered too long.

“Once—twice

At three times the ropes would be parted, and the
gambler dismembered.

But his pale lips were glued together. He meant
to die firm to his blood-cemented oath to the Ring
of Crime.

Wild Bill, like a judge confronted by a prisoner
“mute by malice,” was about to order the execution
when an unexpected interruption came.

Miss Mountrose, breaking away from her father,
who wanted to shield her from the horrid sight, sprang
between the dealer out of wild justice and the culprl,t.

“No,” she pleaded, in her sweet voice—womans
voice was such a rarity out there then that it sounded
strangely on those ears. ‘“You have all shown your-
selves so brave and noble to-night that I cannot bear
to think that the day shall be branded by an act of
Eruclty. Spare him. Try him before a court for what
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he has done; but do not, I pray you, treat him with
the inhumanity which, no doubt, he has exhibited to
others. Not the law of ‘An eye for an eye’ is now
ruling in our country—but ‘Forgive us as we forgive
others.” ”

It was a brief sermon, but none the less effective.

“All right,” said Buffalo Bill, the first to recover
from his change of fecling.

“No, it ain’t all right,” interposed Fly Frank. ‘I
am not wuth this fuss over. But she has melted the
lump of ice that I called my heart. I am loath to go
back on my pals, but, after all, they have had their
glut in raiding this settlement. It won't be quits till
you have a fair bout with them. But, mind you, it
will be a hard knot to chop—grappling with them on
their own grounds. Here goes—let me loose, and I
will lead you to the inlet. The rest consarns your-
selves. Man can’t put it no straighter, I judge.”

“You put it square, Frank,” said Buffalo Bill, mak-
ing a sign for the axmen to set down their tools and
untie the prisoner.

They were not sorry; like the two Bills, this bit of
Indian practice was repugnant to their hearts.

Once again the gambler-robber’s empurpled face
whitened out into a natural color. HHe looked glum
as the Crow himself, for one does not walk toward
death with a blithe heart,

“A close shave,” he muttered. “Them angels al-
ways come in handy for a man in distress, bless 'em.

f‘If it were not for you, miss,” he said, raising his
voice as Miss Mountrose, her act accomplished, shrank
back to her father’s side, “I should he dead.”

“Silence!” said Buffalo Bill. ‘“Attention, for we are
not going to allow Jack to stay long in your com-
pamons’ bloodstained hands. After arming and get-
' ting a bite to eat, on the quickstep we make for the
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mountains. Deliver the entry to us and you go, as
promised.”

The King Bird of the Buzzards bowed his head.

But it was as much as anything to conceal a singular
smile which flitted across his countenance.

The Crow chief looked at the men unrigging the
flagstaffs of the ropes so they should fly back into the
up-and-down position, with a sour grimace.

“A snake,” he mumbled. “He will be no good till
crushed.”

He armed himself for the warpath. He went after
the marshal, and said:

“Chief, me chief—me want to go on the path to
the Buzzards’ Nest.”

“Tawatsee, you are welcome. Keep an eye on that
man. I have no stock in him, in spite of his sub-
mission.”

The Crow slapped the handle of his gun in a mean-
ing way.




CHAPTER XXII.

THE TRAITOR'S PORTION.

Fly Frank acted his deception well,

No one could find a flaw in his behavior as he con-
ducted the party, with Buffalo Bill, to the deliverance
of Texas Jack, unless he had been sacrificed for those
bandits perished in the difficulty with Goldeena’s cit-
1Zens.

. The order of the march was good; from the Sierra,
if the robbers had sentinels posted, it must have looked
hard to beat.

Besides, the special guard over the prisoner who
had turned guide, another surrounded a cannon,
b_ought to celebrate national holidays and carrying a
six-pound ball. For the convenience of carria-ge. as
soon as they rose above the foothills the ordnance
was taken to pieces; four men carried the gun, two
te.ach wheel, and four more the carriage and ammuni-
ion.

While they were dismembering the cannon, there
was a slight alarm. ’

The lookouts repeated the warning of Tawatsee that
an enemy was in their path. But this lone man ap-
proached steadily in spite of the threatening attitude
of the volunteers,

‘\‘/Vhen‘ within call he declared himself a friend.

Oh, it is only Slim Sim!” said a prominent citizen,
not a bit sorry that this individual was no herald of
the enemy’s corps.

Slim Simson was a peddler, who kept a little store
where he sold goods at extravagant prices, hut on time,
to the miners. Nobody but Frank knew that this
rogue was a receiver of the bandit’s pillage. TTe used

to go down on the line in construction, the }!:souti

F
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Pacific, Denver, and Omaha, and .sell jewelry and
odds and ends, which might be identified in Goldeena,
to the workmen of the contractors. :

Not a soul suspected this double-dealing. But
Buffalo Bill was not prepossessed by his hatchet face,
deep, small eyes, thin, firm lips, sly look, and slender
frame, :

The dealer in notions fell in line with such good
grace that it would break one’s heart to refuse him.

His explanation of his being in the gulch was sat-
isfactory. He asserted that he had not seen anything
of the robbers, although hinting that at least one sus-
picious character had hovered round the entrance to
the ravine as though in hiding. ;

Buffalo Bill seemed to guess who this might be, for
he cut short further questioning of the recruit, and,
the gun being dismounted, he ordered the forward
move again.

Frank led them along the new coach road toward
the south, but abruptly diverging, he tracked back to
the mountain. :

The trail gradually rose. A path led almost stralght
upward. = At the point of its meeting with the cres
a pine rose to a good height. 35

“Tt is a watch post,” remarked the guide; “let 01_1te
cimb up, and, as there is none of the Bugzards m1 it,
as sometimes happens, he can make cc—i,rtam that they
suspect no danger from this quarter. .

This seemed fair play. The Crow, whose sight \\:[;;s
not yet impaired by whisky bib_bmg. ran up t};e Eqné
though almost perpendicular, without his breath being
distressed. i

On reaching the divide, he paused to scan the nellg 11-
borhood, All was serene. He made some signs Which
Bill interpr the force. !

‘EAlilteilsl)\INe(:tﬁ.(l t;‘)xll ((;uiet. At a distance on the planj,
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he spies something alarming—but that does not con
cern us. He is going to climb the tree to-learn more,”
So far the bandit had §poken the truth.
Tawatsee climbed the tree easily after reaching the
first boughs by using a short rope, twisted on the spot
from a vine, and forming a loop around both his body

and the pine trunk; thus he could not fall, but might *

rest by leaning outward to its full extent.

Not a sign of man on either of the cafnion sides,
The Dead Mule Trail was lonesome. But down the
plain he discerned the objects spied on the hilltop.
He leaned out amid the branches, and dropping a
pebble which a high wind had lodged in a crotch to
call attention at the feet of Buffalo, he made the sign
of cutting his throat and of clasping hands.

“He says that he sees Sioux Indians, and that he
cannot be mistaken.”

In fact, the Indian had made the sign of “the
Sioux” in two ways, and, lastly, as the Dakotas; or
Brothers.

Looking down into the deep cleft between the piles
of granite, jasper, and sandstone, held together by
bunch grass and artemisia, he descried a solitary man
deviously winding his way by wading up the bed of
the water. It filled the dalle, or trough, and only a
Stout and experienced trailer would have adopted this
course,

Only such as Buffalo Bill and this Indian could
have recognized the face at this distance.

“Wild Bill—good—he is not creeping along like a
water duck for nothing. The robbers will be sur-
%)Fised,” he chuckled, for there was no one to hear
him.

This discovery he did not signal to Buffalo Bill, as
he knew the two to he brothers, and he supposed that
Wild Bill had not come with the party for eood

reasons,
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5 Na rer the
Stare as he might, he could see no \\.a‘y hovd rtheir
go;(re to that other side where the bandits ha
S o ‘
retreat. Then he descended. e
When on the ridge, he caught sig 3t onc e
=T 17 n Q1
the wanderer in the torrent, \\-ljo made '}\ 510111«@ e
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waved an arm and sank e o
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Thi \\;§§t1tter‘»‘(1 in the ear of Bill, so that the gt
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f : : -0 ~ ¥
All at once Bill and the red 111; e
the same time. They had percen C‘t,} ot
zens, two or three threads like 1LO)\\e ;
: cross the abyss.
with an elegant curve auii)ab 1thcha Dy
' ” said Frank calmly. :
“Tlte way,” said Fran e
In fact, on approaching, they 1 e
threads were ropes rudely madle.q 1)3\-?)‘[’1}&1] el
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The marshal
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for the mest

gave a start at
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Near where the cords terminated over there, a mas
of ivy formed a curtain. The rock was smooth
quartzlike, glittering with gay color, but it was likely
that it was cracked or artificially pierced with a hol

“Our cave lies in the heart there,” observed Frank
“Say, have I not done my part?”

“It looks square,” returned the captain, with a kind
of reluctance. “But the contract is to lead us up o
the door.”

“It is in the rock, under that green mantle,” was
the traitor’s reply. “I ought not to be made to risk
my neck by crossing that bridge. I have never used
it myself.’s

“You must go on.”

Bill had a tone in saying “must” which would bend
a steel rod.

“You might as well have torn me in half that
time,” the scamp growled, but it was clear that he
yielded.

The Indian would go with him, preceding as be
fore; he began to make ready by taking off his army
brogans, worn without socks, of course, which he
carefully placed in a hole in the bluff. With his
naked feet, he could hold on the rope. To have his
hands free for the side ropes, he suspended his gun
by its strap over his shoulder and behind his back:
But he drew his butcher knife and meant to carty
that between his strong teeth as he proceeded.

Buffalo Bill was bound to guard the near side and
regulate his men as well as direct the firing’ of the
cannon,

“Who was to be the rearguard to the guide?”

No answer. To walk on that single rope and bal:
ance by the breast ropes was all very well for savages
and prairie hunters, but not for citizens, more familiar
with the wheelbarrow track and the plank behind the
store. They looked at one another with a frown, and

-

b an immense view of nearly a hundred miles.

 Jerusalem, how scorching hot! e
heaven that the sun has sucked up the Lookin'-glas
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dancing down into the chasm, which gave the vertigo,
aid up to the bluff edge, where marble blocks peeped

over, they shuddered.

Still, there was one coming forwards -

“Hooray for the old trapper! good boy, Hossley!

So shouted the citizens in their glee at havmg a
representative.  He was a curious codger, old Docked
Hossley. He was called Docked because he had lost
ahand and leg by frost bite. He came f(')rward tdo
woss the rope, but if he liked the task his souzed,
grim face did not show it.

But, first, the bluff overhead had to be c‘.\'plored.

The stillness and absence of traces of man® per-

b plexed Buffalo Bill.

The inlet to the bandits’ cave must be very strongly
blocked, for not a sentry to be posted hereabouts.

Hossley picked out three friends like himself, spry
and able to climb the steep, and they set out.

From the ledge where the party had halted, a'llfl
the gun. was set on its carriage, and the wheels faz
tened on, the only way was a goat’s path. It woun
50 as to lead from one natural shelf to another, and
only by degrees reached the summit. R :

The docked one knew the top. It was a hill, \:x'ilh‘
When
they got upon it, it was deserted, even by the \'ulvlu‘ri:‘
which sometimes held a gorging party on the verge.

The old trapper took a good survey, and bade his
companions return. ' i

”:!\111'];\1\]7%(3111,’0' lhc reported to Buffalo Bill 1mpat1e11111y
awaiting. “Nary sign of Injin or rustler. The p ace'
i5'as lone as when Adam was a little boy. And h'o’.t.
Declar’ to high

! ; 250
Lake, as the gals I showed up here two ye.:atrs dt;e
put the name to it, so that you could not moisten

' tongue of a lizard.”
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“Well, how was he to know, since he had not
looked properly for footprints, that the bandits had
emptied the pond. They had, under the astute direc
tions of their new chief, carried out all the water and
poured it on the thirsty soil among the marble in 2
half-circle. The horns of this half-moon line ended
at the verge of the cliff. The crescent comprised a
good slice of land, and as the bluff was scooped ‘ot
under by the north wind, it projected over the ledge
on which the robber hunters were now gathered. The
sunbeams had dried the surface again and no one
could guess that deviltry was at work.

Thus reassured, and the cannon planted to com-
mand the bridge, Bill ordered the crossing.

First, to be certain that a door of some sort did
exist behind the creepers forming a screen over
against them, he ordered four men, who had placed

chain shot in their guns, to fire a volley at this green
veil.

The chain shot were rudely madé by linking split
balls . with fragments of an old steel watchguard m

pairs. They had the effect wanted. Where they
struck the vines, they cut the stems and down came
a spread of some yards, not wholly detached. But
pretty soon the mass fell by its own weight, and hung.
In the clear air, at that height, the shots sounded
sharp and died away with little or no echo.
It did not appear that any hostiles were in heating

—n0t a show was made on the other side, any more
than this.

The Goldeena party felt like cheering, but re-
frained.

Where the mantle of vegetation had been was dis-
closed a recess in the basalt stone, hard as steel, with
a door of clumsy but solid make, As Frank had de-

scribed it, it seemed proof to musket balls. It was
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well, therefore, that they had brought the big gun

b along,

The veil of verdure which they had shot off hung

L down over the hollow beneath the ledge where this
b door barred the way into: the cave, i there was 01}(?.
L A few unparted vines held it from falling all the dis-

tance into the bottomless pit. :
At a touch, though, it would go. But it could do

o harm, urless it crushed \Vild.Bill. ; He was, st11ll

msuspected by the citizens, makm;g his way up the
i ) 1 gloom

stream, hidden by the depth and gloom. _ :

The Crow went down on the rope and tested 1;

with his foot. It was firm at the 'fzn'ther end as at

this, It had not been tampered with. Indeed, nex

b to go on it, Fly Frank stepped out with an unfalter-
¥ ing foot.

Not so with the dauntless trapper. Old 11{05511@‘);
blanched, and all of a sudden complained that h

b false foot was not made to play the trade of a rope

dancer, ’ = -
“Never mind,” said Buffalo Bill, “we s‘ee‘l’\\ ]if
als you. You had better take the 1ch1( t~1ac <. ;
you were not crippled, I should take your gundawécylé
turn your coat inside out, tie your }’1’:111(15, and p
you home as a coward and dese.rter. il
The fact was the peep down into the depth w 1;&;
one had to cross on that thread was sufficient for
trapper., j ‘
“Sure, you are not far wrong,"_obselvedseo;lte tﬁi
the band consolingly, as I—Iosslg‘y did not ]r.e e
rebuke but gladly left them, "no man alvg.rd L
trid on that bit of shtring, barrin’ he wor a bird.
The docked one departed without any one wishing
him Godspeed.
If they had stood in less terror
indignation, one or two more would

of Buffalo Bill’s
have showed the
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Wh‘lte feather, too. He looked at them, inquiring for
a substitute for the delinquent. :

Ashamed at t.he ba_ck\\'ardness in coming forward
gne_ presented himself, while the Crow and the gam-

IC‘I‘ were waiting on the rope bridge. ;

Bravo, Slim Sim.”
;Flns the ]crowd murmured delightedly
t was the unpromising it picke

: recruit pick
P g picked up on the
. Never would Buffalo Bill have looked to see hin
jump out for a forlorn hope,

‘{)ut this was no time to swap horses—Bill had 1
ag:upt the new volunteer. The fellow had the gool
po:];ﬁ }hat he was an excellent pistol shot. g

: -ﬁﬂdes’ he went upon the rope with a steadines |
which no one could have beaten. One might haye

th('\u O'ht_rlg Fr =
oug as rank knew—that h S ror |
By e had passed over it

ex].T).cttdrew a pistol, and examined the cap with an
u“!fu. eye. He meant to keep this ready in one hand, |
sig only the other to hold on by in the crossing. \

“It is well,” said the captain. “Get on.”

The ﬁ}e,of three advanced, more and n;ore slowly
lam(} Cfll;tlously as they reached the middle., The rope .
éiidéerac;\ed. Jll@ least push outward rendered the
T pes useless as they opened out and would
,c y drag the venturers to one side or the other and
dzé'ifs? ‘[he1rl ffl]]. Tl'l_e main. rope also sagged tremen:
o {1 under the triple weight. Perhaps it was if-

](f to be crossed by but one person at a time.

i c:srl\;its;ee wa]k(fd unhurried, with the confidence of
A vas on safe ground. With his knife hetweet

s lips, he wore 4 fiendish grin, and while his eyes

searched all the crevices of the rocks in front and all |

the h i : :
oles in the vines, his ears were listening to what §

went on behind him,
o white m: '
white man, save such as had slept at his camp

The T'raitor’s Portion. 187
fire, like Buffalo Bill and his friends, did he trust.
He was not mistaken. Frank and Slim Sim were
equally unreliable.

They had got to the middle of the rope without a
sign to reward a doubter.

Here the curved rope took the upward bend. It is,
in rope walking, the hardest part of the task.

It gave the bandit some excuse to go slower still.

At a certain moment, indeed, Slim Sim, who al-
most fell up against him, had to prod him with his

| pistol and urge him on.

Those on the bank behind heard him say:

“Make haste!”

But they did not hear the added sentence:

“Will our friends inside draw the latch?” It may
well be understood that it was thus worded to pre-
vent the Crow chief, whose knowledge of English
was not so deep, from suspecting collusion.

Fly Frank, joyful at this proof that his guard was
a friend at his back, did not trust his tongue. He
bowed his head in assent. .

Taking advantage of this lowering ot the only ob-
ject which intercepted his firing on the Indian, the
artiul Simson pulled the trigger. It looked to those
on the bank that he was firing on the prisoner who,
perhaps, had revolted.

But it was the redskin who was struck. He gave
a yell, muffled, because he kept his teeth closed on
his knife, and they saw him half turn as though to
face his slayer. But the wound was too severe, of
his strength failed him. He let go the hold on the
side ropes. He pitched forward clean off that which
his toes had clutched. They lost sight of him in the
veil of green, vine and leaves, shot loose and hanging,
as stated, from the verge of the shell before the ever-
closed door.

It was not held by enough tendrils to support this
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accession of weight. The green bonds snapped al
together—the mass slid off, no doubt enveloping his
body with its serpentine twiners, as he caught it with
a death clasp. Down, down, it fell, with accelerated
speed, till it landed on the bank of the torrent.
stones, with a dull smash—from which
echoes, as the cannon had boomed.

Simson and Frank scrambled together to the ledg
but as they reached it, the ropes parted with their mad
leap and simultaneous landing. They hung ther
with toes dug in and fingers driven like spikes ino
the crannies of the rocks. Their backs, exposed to the
Goldeena party, were fair marks which the hitter

of a barn door with an old army gun could not mis |
But so far, although the Indin §
had been slain, it looked as though Sim had only mis |}

at twenty-five yards.

shot in trying to punish the guide for treachery:

The shot and the crash, again, had wakened no- §

The door seented
Not even an eye gleamed at the wicke,

body on the sides reached by them.
sealed up.

which enabled one within to reconnoiter who knocked § 1 ;
& Securely nestling.

at it

Of this Bill was sure. He had his unerring rift
raised, and he would have made him sightless who
thus peeped.

I the two men purposed trickery, they were under
fire and could be punished.

They might be punished by Heaven, for there they
clung over a precipice of two hundred feet, unable
to climb up for fear of dislodging the stones they
scratched into, with nail and tooth. All held their
breaths to see them, as we see such situations, M
nightmare, and all sighed as the pistol, with which
Slim Sim had shot the Crow chief, left his hand,
wanted to strengthen his precarious held, and fell
so far that its reaching ground was not heard.

Not
m the water, for they heard no splash, but on the§
resulted |
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“Stay where you are,” 'thu.nderec‘l‘ Buffalo Bill, never
long in coming to a conclusion. “If you rise, off go
your heads.”

He pointed the brass gun at the door; he was go-
ing to fire over the men on the brink, and hoped to
smash in the cover to that ingress.

If the loaders had shoved in a few musket balls to
wénforce the stone used for ball, Heaven help the
paird
Only veteran soldiers can bear to have cannen fired

over them.

“Fire!” said Bill. :

In the midst of the roar a high, mad lqugh of joy
from the spot aimed at seemed to hurl defiance. The
hall struck the door and burst off one planL.:-—the
inner one, crossing it, was of hcmlock,. and tno'ugh
splintered, resisted its penetration. The ball remained
imbedded there like a huge bolt of iron. ;

At the discharge, Sim had been frightened; he
trembled so that he lost his hold—he made an attempt
fo.get a fresh one, but he slipped. He came down to
the niche where his companion in the fix was more

“Help!” he gasped. o :

“Go to the devil!” said Fly Frank, believing that
he was about to try to oust him from his place.

He reached out one leg and dealt a kick on the
other's side.

“After what I did for you—oh, you upgrateful
hound—may your end—be—more dreadful—than
ine a2 _

The last words were uttered in space, for Simson
Was dropping. He turned twice, being such a-hgbht
Weight,” within sight of the spellbound watchers .e-
fore he disappeared in the darkness of the gorge
bottom, .

The crash was but slight.

Iy
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Those on the other ledge heard it not. A sound
more appalling engrossed them. Behind them, in the
bluff, shaken by the concussion of the great gun, a
mysterious crackling and grating was going on. The
water, seeking its level, had trickled downward by a
thousand apertures. Like the cleft hy a large saber,
it had detached the face of the cliff. Already over-
hanging and top-heavy, such a disruptive cause was
equal to an earthquake. With a sudden shriek of the
grinding stone and the gravel, the vast mass toppled
forward.

“Down flat and let ‘it pass over,” shouted Buffalg
Biil.

This sage warning—the only practical counsel—
was spoken too late. The pile collapsed right upon
his hapless comrades. He himself at the margin had
just the time to drive the muzzle of his rifle into the
ground where he steod to anchor himself,

Upon him came the edge of the earthen wall—on
the others, the bulk of it. He bore the brunt well,
but it blinded him and made his head bend. He was:
smothered in dust, scribbed with sand in every pore
brought to his knees. But the rifle barrel had held.

Two beside him were less shielded. They remained
on the crumbling margin, cracking with the blow, buf
they were smothered—the weight had deprived them
of breath. In the ruins the rest were buried.

For a moment, as he tried to collect his senses and
clear his eyes, he believed that all had perished of his
command. But presently a head and hands appeared
here and there wounded with the jagged block of
marble, which their blood veined with red, powdered
with sand. Dazed, moving like figures of machinery,
th_ese wretches pulled themselves out and staggered
blindly down the mountainside. Tt was by pure in-
stinct that they thus fled homeward.

Buffalo Bill dared not recall them; what could he
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offer them now whom he had led into this death trap?
What an oversight to trust the reconnoitering of this
undermined ground to the sap-headed trapper, Hoss-
ley?

yHc was alone with the dead under that pile of
stuff, which it would take a corps of sappers and
miners to remove. ;

Alone? Not entirely, for a sneering voice came
from over the abyss:

“We fight in our own way, Mr. Cody.” .

He looked, shaking the dust out of his long hair;
and beheld Chillturn.

Flushed with gladness at this wholesale destruc-
tion, he had the aspect of the brigand chief in all

respects.




CHAPTER XXIII,

JACK ROPED.

“Villain, kill me, undefended, as suits such fighters |

as you,” almost pleaded Bill, humbled by this crush-
ing blow.

“I probably shall,” was, the quiet and heartless re-
ply. “But before we proceed to business, let me finish
with this whimpering cur at my feet.”

Silenced by the enormity of the ruin wrought fo
the party which he had falsely piloted, Fly Frank
still clinging to the brim whence he had kicked his
partner in misery, had in a low voice appealed 0
Chillturn from the time when he had seen him come
out of the cave through the shattered door.

The Englishman advanced to the frail border, and

without a twinge gazed on the wretch whom he had
superseded.

“What do you want of me?” said he,

“Nothing,” returned the gambler, frozen by the

tone, “only life. Lend me your hand

“I am too content with the berth you placed me 3

in. . It enables me to revenge myself splendidly on
my enemies. I had no idea that out here one might
reign a king on the Sierra, or, ’pon my honor,.[
should have traveled into the West long before.”
“But I lured those fools into this trap. I knew you
would be warned of our coming by Slim Sim.”
“Just so. He brought us word in time for the
proper preparations to be made for their reception, 1
owe him something for that. They would not have
broken into our fort, in spite of their howitzer, with:
out extreme loss, but, thanks to this trick of the cave-
in, they have been more. cleanly repulsed. I believe

that they who crawled out of the rubbish—looking &

”

Jack Roped.

b like ants whose hill has been kicked to pieces—will

never return to storm the Nest of the Buzzards.”

He laughed so savagely that the gambler had barely
the strength to say hoarsely:

“Help me up—my hands are opening—I will be
your servant, your slave—I know so many dodges—
1__‘11

Gambler Frank felt the ground splitting up, the
stones loosening, and the fibers of the plants snapping
on all sides. In those careless eyes above him he read
not a word of humanity.

“T am lost,” he muttered.
snake to your bosom. May all the curses

At this moment the Englishman drew back, but
with a final kick. A yard of the soil was pushed out-
ward.

Fly Frank was beginning the descent which he had

“What it is to take a

»

b hurried Slim Sim into taking just as selfishly.

“Thief, you stole even your name—Fly Frank, why
do you not fly?”

And laughing at his own brutal and stupid jest, he
did not try to trace the gambler’s fall by the sound of
his touching the jutting rocks and that of his reaching
the bowlders. =

“I am the chief, indeed,” was all he said.

Disgusted by this cold-blooded murder, Buffalo Bill
stooped to catch up the disabled rifle which he had
thrown down in spite, to hurl it at the miscreant.

“Stop!” shouted Chillturn, “or you die! I.am net,

 perhaps, your equal in long shooting, but at this short

range I can drop you. I want you to see the piece
which T kept for your pleasure. Who is there? Bring
forth Texas Jack?”

“Jack? Oh, great guns!” groaned Bill. “I had for-
gotten that Jack was in that hellhound’s jaws.”

He let the gun fall again, and, clasping his hands,
fwrung them in the intensity of his distress.

P
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. At the same time, the doorway of the cave was
blocked by five or six bandits. In their midst,
pinioned .carefully, so afraid were they, even with a
score against Texas Jack, was this poor friend of
Buffalo Bill. He looked round, dazed for an instant
by the coming out into the light from the underground
dark. :
_ By the magnet of true friendship drawn to the ob-
Ject on the heap of fallen matter opposite, he recog-
nized his old pard. ’

“ . 59 4 ¢

Bill?” he said; “I knew I should see you once
more before I went through.”

“Yes, and shall see him through the halter,” said
Chillturn, 2 ’
: Then, making signs which the bandits compre-
ended with a sharpness that showed how well he had

already drilled them, they carried them into execis
tion without delay.

Above their heads, probably used as a crane when
the rope bridge was thrown across the oulf, a pine
tree slanted. Time and a cut or two witﬁ an ax had
l.(?pl)ecl off most of the boughs. It stuck out like the
jibboom of a ship. It was not difficult, though danger-
ous to one who was not a seaman, or a muleteer aczus-
tomed to heights, to go up and out to its end. Hang-
mg over the chasm, a Mexican adjusted the end of a
hide lariat to the tip of this spar. He let the noose
hang down, and by swinging it to and fro helped one
of. his fellows to catch it and draw it in. In another
minute while he descended, the noose was placed
round the neck of Texas Jack.

They p}1sl1e(1 him to the broken edge. Tt was plain
that nothing on the level where the group stood could
rﬁscue the doomed one. That anything would stay
tf e hanging, he who looked at the smiling, inflexible

ace of the boss blood spiller might never expect.

e

Jack Roped.

“At the word, push him off,” said the bandit chief-
tain,

Two men stood ready to push Jack off the fragile
footing. He would drop ten or twelve feet from the
slack of the lasso, and, with his neck broken, swing
in the gulf at the end of the attachment to the project=
ing tree, like the bob of a gigantic pendulum.

Bill exchanged a farewell look with him. Then
he let his disheartened vision fall to a lower step.

What was his amazement—he dared not feel any
relief yet—to catch the unique glitter of an Indian’s
slassy eye. Yes, under the feet of the bandits, im-
possible for them to divine his presence, in a niche
of the cliff, Tawatsee was crouching. When the vines
fell he had not been dragged to death by them. He
was there, whole in bones and heart, with his scalping
knife in his hand, and his gun unfired at his back.

Bill read what was in his soul.

“At least they may hang Jack, and they may riddle
me with bullets—but one shot of the chief will re-
venge us. He is going to kill that cursed rascal, if
he has to follow him till their locks are gray.”

He looked up so lightened and invigorated that the

enemy was startled. :
“Oh, your turn next!” he said. “Push?!’

The two bandits united their efforts. Jack was
unable to resist the shove, but he had his foot suffi-
ciently in command to deal one blow for revenge.
The man on his right, hacked in the shin by the boot,
doubled up with exquisite pain, and, losing his balance,
tumbled over the bluff just before Jack followed him
close. 4 3
At the same instant, Buffalo Bill saw the Indian
toss him the gun, and seem to leap after it.

The gun, tossed longwise, not hurled, would have
alighted on the shelf at Bill's foot, so dexterous was
the cast, but he was afraid to lose it, and that the
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Jack Roped.

shock might explode it. He stooped and caught it in
both hands. Then he arose, armed, i

_No‘t one of those on the opposite shelf had olmérvml
this singular act. :

But they had seen the Crow spring out of the am-
bush. Mad fellow that he was, hcbcane'httthc 1'(()1)r'
which was tightening as Jack dropped, not with his
hand, but with the edge of his trenchant knife He
severed it clean, and passing forward with the in.xpctm
of his leap, they heard the echoes of the cafion awake
Wlf}l‘the war whoop of the Crow.

. “Whoo-oo-ee!” yelled Buffalo Bill, in answer. “By
the great horn spoon, you have done it clean! He
may be smashed or drowned, but he’ll not die hung.”

The.ban(lits shrank from the fatal edge where ("{;ﬁv
of their number had been precipitated to avenge the
victim. < Alone, spite of the rifle which he now per-
ceived, as by magic, in the grasp of Buffalo Bill, their
leader stepped to the rim. S

Just then the two bodies fell. That of the red man
for he had calculated the curving fall like a schoi(;tr'
.Wel'xlt straight into a pool where the torrent tcmpo—l
rarily widened and no doubt deepened. He splashed
mto the pellucid basin and was gone, g

But it was not in hir

s n z 3 8 - -~
R that the haffled Briton was
: Texas Jack, bound and trussed, was falling into the
J;{@lnt, too, and he could not hope for the escape
» ch might reward the redskin for his fearless

,pngléze. In fact, he fell like a lump.

= urses on th_eql, all!”” “cried the lookerout. “A

rlIetnd was In waiting—he has saved him.”

1S ;»vas true. Wild Bill, having a clew to the ap-

| i};oﬁac 1es to the cavern, had set out to get up to it by -
i thgngg the bed of the torrent threading the gully.

| gk e arrived, t‘he fall of the vine instructed him

i airs were likely to be lively above. He en-

e

Jack Roped.

sconced himself in the rocks, and anxicusly abided
the subsequent incidents,

In the bandits he took no interest. He did mot
offer his shoulder to break the shock of either Stm
Sim, Frank, or the bandit whom Jack had tripped.
But it was a different matter when he saw the chief
leap out from the hiding place, and cut Jack from the
lasso. The Indian came up, unhurt from his dive,
but Texas Jack, bound, would have remained at the
bottom but for the plunge which Bill teok to fish
him up.

Half an hour after, Buffalo Bill stood in the black
depth of the cafion, and grasped the hands of his red
and his white friends. :

“You should have seen them slope,” he said, “when
I stood with the gun that would work in my fist.
Pah! if you had better cartridges, chief, for yours
were not fit—I should have killed every man of the
herd crowding in at that cave door. Worst of all, the
head man got away. He only stayed to exchange one
shot. and then I winged him. I forgot that the dog
wears a steel shirt, and I ought to have plugged him
in the head.”

The Crow took back his rifle with pleasure, and Sl
patted it with his brown paw, as he reloaded the mag- S8
azine.

In three hours they had returned to Goldeena. They
were given up as lost, for Docked Hossley had pre=
ceded them and the other fugitives, who could tell |
no intelligible story, with a tale that the bandits had |
annihilated the entire outfit. -5

The real relation was dispiriting enough. In vain |
did the marshal try to put pluck into them. This/
disaster after the fire had demoralized the towi i
They would not have mustered three strong to repel§

an invasion of Digger Indians. , o i
“We cannot attack the bandits’ fort,” said Buffalo

Bno g s Meithe S e e e C O




Jack Roped.

Bill reluctantly, “till enough brave hearts lope along
bu‘t‘ we can make them keep watch o’ nights.” :
. “Well,” said Texas Jack, speaking hoarsely, for his
thfoat was chafed, “if we were inclined to let the
thieves severely alone, it is not the same there. I
heard enough of their projects in that den, which
half carried out, will stir up this section like 2w :
loa‘d{of yellow jackets’ nests.”

‘Against the varmint, then, w / 22
. Bguﬁalo o , then, we go on the warpath,

“I resign being marshal ov

agon-

er such counterhoppers,”

adged Wild Bill; “take my war stick into the bundle.”

I shall never draw an easy breath till I handle
that brute who wanted to hang an honest scout like
one of his own gang,” said Texas Jack.

CHAPTER XXIV.
THE SIOUX ARE OUT.

A goodly body of horsemen were speeding to strike
the coach road, and would do so at the little station
where the horses were sometimes refreshed after the
dreary, stifling pull over the alkali desert. . It bore
the name from old times before a white face reflected
thée ardent sun of Medicine Rock.

The riders went in double file like military. But
they were surely not regular cavalry. Their accouter-
ments were more to the taste of each individual, and
the weapons were varied and inlaid with precious
metals as well as studded with native gems.

All of a sudden, Tom Turmoil, who was riding
just a half length back of his captain, to whom he
was already thoroughly devoted, pressed on to be
cheek by cheek.

“Can you see that smoke column?” he inquire(_i,
with the respect which they all felt for the energetic
and unscrupulous Chillturn..

“Can’t say I do,” was the reply, for, while the
newcomer’s sight was as good as his neighbor’s, he
had not long prairie experience. <

“Well, it rises there on the road by the Medicine
Rock.”

The word ran down the lines. Some winced; they
guessed it was a signal smoke. Perhaps Indians.

“They said that some bad Indians were out, Cross=
ing from one reservation to another to stir up mis=:
chief-—is it they you see?” S

“No see Injin? That is just what you cant see
until too late. I hope, sir, that they have not struck

our coup.”
‘“What, stopped the coach to Deadwood? If they
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interfere with our schemes, so help me, I will add
some_lead to their ballast, which will make them sail
steadier for the future.”
?}hle troop went on at a hard gallop, a trifle less
swrlrty than before, as caution might be needful.
“’glm rode in the van, as he was the best scout.
o hey hav‘}e set fire to something,” he called out
irning to the troop. “It is the static : '
' : s the station or 3
e the coach,
(o,
e e : d
o 'l)(})lely th;xle gone,” said Captain Chillturn, using
re He o]lacg ¢* : . -
. .]1 C]‘\L. ield glass, “they have set fire to the hut,
W 3:1(:31 burns slowly, and retreated.”
e wary, sir,” sai > ever-pruc P il T
g 1-(3(1( b{;;’”; :11\1(1 the L{\ u—pm;lcnl Turmoil Tom.
' d beggars always retreat—they fight best whe
going back’ard.” T
liB !‘! e i RS e
“comghh bill(-{ thL‘\ ILI.ISAISIH]]HH, eager for a brush
on, ads. And you, Tom, nobody’s holding
you hack. : =
e Ilndecd, aH. clapped the crue! spurs to the horses
]it rushed like an avalanche upon the scene, :
. fwas ’(lme of bloodshed and pitiful misery
erede ]or?me fired log-and-frame house lay two butch-
e )O(I{!e_a. One was that of Guthrie, the station
gG = ie other was an Indian,
uthrie was dead, stuck LA
;e C'}{]i],'eStlucll\J full ]Qf[ arrows.  The In-
y atlike hold on life of his race, sti
‘ ; s race, still
breathed, but his wounds, with shot ife,
o ) y ¥ ot and knife, were
ok ugh not merciful usually, Chillturn, whe
never before seen scalped victi : is 7
e : tctims, waved his hand
en who had dismounted to blow out

: the palpitating wretch’s brains,

@ _
“Put out the fire next thing,” he ordered.

Ille ﬁle )llt ()Ut a cou IC (3;(')1J1C(1 thc S”“ple m
i I ) ) ])
¥ - . g :

; stick. A few keepsakes which Guthrie had brought

oV
over from old Scotland were wantonly smashed and

| disfigured.
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“Burn an Injun, anyhow!” said Tom. “T on’y
wish ‘they had stayed round convenient, so we could
have fired into them.” "

While his men were digging, with an old spade and
their knives, a grave for each of the victims, and- one,
a Mexican, whittling off the broken fence crosses to
mark the places, Tom, as the expert in Indian lore,
scrutinized the ground.

“They are Sioux, mostly,” continued Tom, nat
sorry to show that he was useful to have about the
band: “see how careful they were in stepping ‘about
when they tortured the poor fellow, not to break the
burning sticks. That would be a bad omen.” 2

He left the spot, and went all round the house, At
the north side he stopped and examined some marks
made by a knife and smeared with blood.

“Here you are, captain, plain as books  and he
pointed to a sort of picture.

“This is the main body, but there is a party or twe
also out, which are to call here to see how they are
getting on. This tells who were here an(.l.vA'hither

they are nmext going.”
“Who are they, then?” :
“Well, just what I said, Sioux. The chiefs are old

Prairie Bear, Martotinta, and his adopted son, Rumn-
ning Eagle. They call Bear the Old Woman, Wem-
seena, because he has been paralyzed smce scalded by
fat spilled over him in a drunken shivaree at a soldier
feast. They have to tie him in the high Mexican
saddle, and I could show you that a horse was 1ec} uap
to the council, and that one on foot stood at th.e brxq]e. |
Without alighting, then, he presided at the discussion &
and the torture.” :

“And the precious scamps

Fagle and this cripple reign 7 . A
“Oh, they are a bad lot, refugees, wild young men,

fugitives from all tribes, who have not accepted the:

over whom Running
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reservations. They have grown to form a race by
themselves, the Bad People, and, you bet high, they
are a bad crowd to knock elbows with;, out here or in
the foothills.”

The lieutenant spoke solemnly, and his captain had
no desire to gibe, for all the bandits’ countenances
were likewise grave.,

“In fact,” said* Fly Frank’s successor, “no one will
dig their graves if we collide with them?”

“Nary, a grave, captain.”

“All right, we will take back any plunder they may
carry, if we meet. Where do you cipher out they
have gone, for I would rather we had the course clear
for our stopping the Deadwood coach?”’

His lieutenant studied the picture once more.

“They have gone south and east, but Ah, this
indicates they will return.”

“Look at that, now,” cried the leader, so that all
the rustlers could hear him, “they will ride into our
lines. If they return, laden with plunder, why, we
will pluck them of every feather; and it will be our
policy, for this Territory is not wide enough for two
of a kind to cavort within.”

_For the first time, the robbers did not wear a glad
alr.

At present, though, the coach was to be waylaid.
A third of the party might hide in the shadow of the
fittle-injured hut; another detachment could hold off
at a distance, ready to gallop at a signal; while the
remainder could ambush at.a hundred yards in a clump
of planted cottonwoods.

Tom and his captain remained by the house,

“The coach is late,” said the latter nervously; as

he consulted a watch, which he had smuggled into the '

country, “We shall look fools if the Indians have

gone farther along and cut us out of the job by going
through it.”
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“I cannot say,” returned Tom, using the other's
field glass ; “but lay low, fellows, here are the Injuns.”

It was in vain that the Englishman stared and with
the glass, also; he saw absolutely nothing on the line
of desert and sunny sky.

“Well,” he said, after a pause, “the wind is get-

Qting up” T see the sand spinning to the southeast.”

“Yes, the Sioux are doing all the spinning; they are
kicking up that dust. The coach is grinding along in
the dust, and they are trying to conceal themselves
iehind it in an imitation of a sandstorm. But if old
(lint Burdsall is drivin’, as is likely, they won’t throw
o dust into his peepers—he will see through that they
e hostiles, Then he will put the bronchos through
it a hill-to-split gait.” y

Not only did a long, streaming cloud of sand arise,
it 2 more dense and rounder one as well; this to the
lovice might have heen taken for one of those dust
fouts which career over the plains and disperse as
ysteriously as they are raised and hurried on by a
fidden blast. :

. “]“hat rolling cloud is the coach,” said Turmoil.

Itis a race now betwixt and between the Sioux and
lie stage.  We hold the casting vote. Are we to let
lhe men of our color go under, and drive off the win-
s, or sail i and knock spots out of the reds?”

In a moment Chillturn had resolved on the course.

“Tom, and boys,” he said to those within earshot;

' Vtake it that you all know my game. To pile up
g wealth and go on a grand hurrah. To pile up
§i these days, one must be very lucky or very plucky.

Ve must be unsparing to all but those of our band.

D
D

Wzzards do not eat buzzards, but they devour all
th@r living things. ILet the reds destroy all in that
Wich and enjoy what they appreciate. Then we will
e in for our share—the coach.”

The coach?” repeated Tom, thinking the other

=
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had gone mad. “Are we going to run the stage ling
for a living ?” g |
“One trip, my dear boy,” said Chillturn, layngs
his hand on the other’s shoulder familiarly and looks
ing him in the eye., “Surely we have one of us Wik
can drive as well as Burdsall, and several to personai@
the passengers? Let them go on to Goldeena anﬂu_ thad h
Deadwood, picking up passengers in addition, and the: w: "
effects—perhaps some express packets of value, and omplai
on the road again, we will overhatl it. With our meﬁ;rl
“inside the fort,” they cannot resist—we clean them
out lovely.”
The men in hearing grinned.
“That is all yight. But those Sioux? They Wil
not agree to let us stand in.”
The Britisher smiled contentedly. .
“T have not your knowledge from practice of o
red brother,” he said quietly; “but I am not totalli
ignorant of their little peculiarities. Such a band a8,
you describe must have their battle flag, the possessioi ;
of which gives the holders a sway of the band.”
“Better than that, the Old Woman chief has
sacred totem of the Brules—the Burnt Thighs, as the]
call themselves—the brand with which the initiati@
mark is burned. Ah, if we could lay hand on tha
they would have to put their necks under our fook

“You see how we can get them.” He spoke tri
umphantly

“But it is guarded—whoever heard of seizing HiE i
totem in the teeth of the fighting men?” .
“We are going to do things never heard of, My
dear fellow,” replied the leader calmly. :
“But he would lose his life who attempted it—
touch the sacred emblem is death—though they ha
to live on his trail for ages.” '

“Then he must die,” responded the Briton, Wi"
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i€ same deadly calm. “My dear Tom, you will not
live three days more.”

B Eh? Oh, what a poor joke!”

B I speak the cold-drawn truth, my poor Tom. That
Bt on your foot, received in the fight with the
boldeena people, and which you make such light of
gtause it had healed—it is sure death.”

That cut?”

# You complained, not of a pain there, but in your
g and this morning up your other side. Well, that
#twas made by the poisoned bowie knife of that great
ve, the late unlamented Frank Messiter, alias the
4 OI?E—and you are as dead mutton as he.”

Ut is true if—that Do you, sir, who are
fitned, say that I have no hope?”

Not a morsel, my poor Tom, I had taken so
fich affection to you that T held back from hurting
Pir feelings, but T prepared for the worst. Dusen-
iy, look here?”

POne of the rustlers rode forward from the side of
e house.

“What did T direct you to do, four days ago, when
Pl rode to Hot Springs?”

L don't care to say before Tom,’
BN, a black-bearded giant, but who was ab

s Well, T will tell it, since it was my errand. He
ped into your letter to your googi old mothcr1 m.
Lehigh Valley, who tells her neighbors tha’i1 l?t
0y is prospecting for gold out West, a bank1 :lal-
Ithe National of Philadelphia for a Fhous'anc .(11
. I kind of knew that you were sickening w1t1
venom, for which there is no cure, and I hate to
a woman suffer.” =%

ou did this, captain, onawares: :
e did that, Tom,” said Dusenbury, anc

' stammered the
ashed as

then,
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surprised at his own 'emphasis, l'l? r.etilr(_(lt(\ to the am-
buscade without waiting to be dlblllesbe - i
Tom turned eloquent eyes on his ;()1111 2 A
showed himself in al;l elnt1repor sz\:dll:gdltese et
“hillturn knew well how
we%éllliélt1gll and hard, and bad, tug,t]iuits 11]1';11?(] sg::le
weak spots in their hearts. He hcl('l'oil ]ffmc;ed ,a ho{
as Turmoil grippinig it, bent over it, he Iz
ar fell on the back. EoT i
te.q‘T\Vhat’s your orders, captain? 5121‘1(11_’11;:12, nglzllrg
and drawing himself up in the saddle, lik
ready to charge on a desperat(? mission. o
“I want to make myself solid with thostc_)ls and’
for the coach, which they would.cutf to.scrq - wan{
perhaps, burn, is useful to a conceit )o 'n-]lmw.hom !
to carry out of Goldeena in it '[l.lL)gll.lf e
saw in the affray, pleading for .thc. 1 c'lo v
Much good. that did him—a villain wh

i SS man
poisoned steel, by which the loss of so useful a

bout.”
as .you has come a o
: S5, ; =
He paused as if hesitating to confide too much
his secret, even to one who, he said, was
But assured, he went on:

ranting {0
“T6 buy the prize from the reds, I am wanting

if i the
ask you to lay down your life where it will do us tes

ie, © / tters
most good. You must die, Tom andl\\rh?‘t‘ ma
a sun shining on you one day more or less:

i er’s old ag
"“Not a jot. You have made my moth

' sh at the re vils—L
serene, and here goes for a dash at the red de h

will snatch’ the totem from the sacred guard, and
you shall have it.”

“This is the plot, then: Let t

and kill all upon and in itﬁ—lén\(:";liel()le

are a gaged, .

ffgirsgtll]tsé riﬁs ‘atth(talbie reserve wﬁere the tribal emble

is held. As you bear it away,

Let them stop the ,coadb
butchers’ Wor

about to die. 8

it will be calig
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§ between you and' those who chase.
it, and ‘bargain for its return.”
“If T h&ve the strength in me, I will do it,” said
Turmoil quietly. “The fact is, I feel worse since
you told me what was the matter.”
“That often happens. I swear that if my heart’s
!)Iood would heal you, they might stab me and inject
§t info your veins. You are a trump, Tom, and T
hope Dusenbury, who is some kin of yours, will prove
0o be of your bone and blood also.”
“Dolph is my father’s brother’s son, and a brick.
I have been out here three years longer than he, and
0 he is not my mate for prairie sign, but he will

karn. Tet me speak.to him about home and mother
before T pass in my checks.” .

The captain held his field glass be
the men conferred.
) “How I play with these fools,” he said to himself.
The man was likely to live longer than I. But I
Ave scared him into being a hero of self-sacrifice to
the band. Without a little artifice, the Buzzards would
B0 all to pieces.”
¢ was interrupted by a call from his men. The
o sand clouds had broken into three—two coming
M to flank the central one. Out of this emerged the

loving specks, which were the six horses drawing the
tadwood coach.
[{

{
They come, they come!”

I am ready for the dash,”
How

We will recover

fore his eyes as

said Tom, jumping
n to tighten the girths and almost instantly spring-
§ Up again. “I shall leave my mark on some of

Fm hefore T am rubbed out.”

‘ 4
we will ride after a4




CHAPTER XXV.

ON THE REVENGE TRAIL.

From the south Buffalo Bill's band approached the

party of Bad People returning to uvcrt_al\;crlhc Dead-
wood coach and repeat by the little station on a larger
scale the murders of that morning.

The hunters saw the coach pass on the dusty road
before they came on the unmistakable traces of the red
skins, .

The Crow was to the fore, as his race can S&

S p= - - v - el
farther and read changes in the natural features eveél}

better than our hunters. ;

After crossing the creek and the Cheyenne, he fel
back, and by signal called in the others, who were
fanned out. s : 7

“We can go no farther,” he said, 1ht‘§t1’at1ngdhys’
Jaying twigs of willow on a flat rock. A bqn 1ld
in our path. The others have gone on, and I shou]1
not wonder if they do not intend to strike the coic
at the halting place in the Jong stretch of desert.

“Guthrie’s?”’ : -

“Yellow-hair Bob’s, yes,” said Good Heart. .
band has spare horses, stolen or brought along
put women prisoners on.” s 3

“Qh, you think they know of ladies in the stagts
That is odd, for, except that foolish Judge Mounti@
bringing his daughter out here, I should not look
other women to be risked.” : l

“Maybe some singers for the saloons in Deadwoot;
said Marshal Bill dryly. 3

“What is it, chief?” asked Buffalo Bill, seeing the
the Crow had not said his say. ‘

“The spare horses are what we want.” 4

“He is right. Here goes then for this band, 3

=

to mount ourselves.

P

jolf that arduous

$'°ss o by without a shot.
fiends who would not only waylay the harmless
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| ' Certainly, we have no chance set
fafoot with the whole of that regiment on good nags.”

They kept nigh the coach road, and now and l‘?len
rossed it when it took a circuit.

“These fellows have been not at all backward in
showing their trail,” remarked Bill, pointing to a
iroad trail of mounted men. =

“And look, where one of them has been thrown,
ind they have not troubled to pick him up,” said
lexas.

“Him dead,” said the Crow.
All hastened to the spot where a man and his pony
iere stretched dead; but the white men receded in
lispust,

The man was a slender youth, stripped to his under
prments, and his head had not only been taken off
th a clumsy stroke or two of a coarse knife, but
fplaced by that of his horse—that animal's neck was
florned with the human head.

“What mockery! the red devils! What harm had
his hoy done them ?”

“_Look!" exclaimed the Crow chief, pointing to
hlte.objccts intermingled with blue and yellow ones,
Ewmg the sand. “The papers which talk.”

L “Letters,” said Texas Jack, running to pick up some
I the scattered envelopes, which had been broken
en, but in cases which retained the letter within.

It was a pony rider,” said Buffalo Bill with a
arper pang than his companions, for-he had been
; and dangerous business when a boy.
Lven the Buzzards and road agents let a pony ex-
It is only these remorse-

ler, but spread the loving messages on the wind.”
he leather satchel was turned inside ont,
ommg from the mines, some of the letters home-

#latd hound had contained specimen gold spangles.
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The greedy plunderers had burst all the wrappers to§

get at these, of which they knew the value a't the
unscrupulous traders’ counter window, but they had
scorned the drafts of Fargo, and were, on the whole
baffled in ideas of gain. : d

They had vented their spite by exchanging the heads
of their victims, thinking that would exasperate any
white men who discovered the remains.

The white men collected the papers, and _rcplacgd
them in the satchel. They would hang this up i

plain sight on the first telegraph post or tree, whered

it would be descried from the road. i o
“Some came from Goldeena, remarked Texas jack

“Very likely, though they do not pan out well on

education there.” 2 ; :

They went on, more under Bill’s guidance than be-
fore, as he had an excellent field glass, and the plait
was so level. Only two swells of it afforded coven

and at the second they saw the mounted Indians dis=

appearing over it. They were so much lower afoot
that the advantage was on their side in dogging then.

These fellows kept at the same distance from theif
friends, as the latter returned to the station. The
smoke there had ceased to rise. One could not
that the murder and pillaging had taken place that

ning. e

mO’Il:he gs‘couts hastened on to the rise, and this timé
felt that the first stage of their undertaking was dont
The rearguard had come to a halt. They were srg:
naling to their friends by reflections, and seemed col
manded to rest where they were. ,

Unsuspicious of the bandits’ nearness to the houst
on the road, the main body fearlessly began the opef
chase of the coach. /

From the windward, the scouts could see t}}em and
the heavy vehicle under the sand clouds which the
stirred up.

; -
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“They are bunched, boys,” said Buffalo; “we have
got them. You may shoot, for the others are gallop-
ing on and will not hear a forty pounder on this
butte.”

Nevertheless, they all relied on their small arms and
slung their rifles by the straps to their backs. Their
knives they tried to be sure they played loosely.

They dropped at the rounded crest, crept up a few
yards to the very edge, and looked over and down,
with their heads entheshed in the bunch grass. Cov-
ered with dust they were gray as the sage, and no
one could have espied them.,

But the red rascals, glad of the repose, were nof
looking for trouble in this quarter. Three or four
had alighted to sprawl on the grass, but they held
the reins of their ponies. All but one of the others,
a dozen all told, had American horses, some with
cavalry brands and trappings, and they thought too
much of them to dare to get off.

“Ready?” asked Bill, in a whisper.

And without waiting for an answer, for he knew
his men—he darted down the slope.

The whites went at the reds. in silence, but the
Crow, always losing control at this exciting instant,
uttered a yell as he leaped at the first Sioux down in
the grass.

Bill rushed at another, and held him from moving
as he blew a hole in his side. At the same time, Wild
Bill, who was no laggard in such a race, brought down
his pair as they started to ride off, with a pistol in
each hand.

Leaving Jack and the Crow to finish those who had
been dismounted and unsaddled by this vigorous onset;
the two Bills ran after the horsemen and popped them
off as they were strung out by the flight. ;

One alone bade fair to escape, as he was not seri-
ously hurt.. But, luckily, one of his comrades dying,

-t =
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called him to save his scalp, for he knew the Crow's
war whoop had meant “hair,” though the whites might
despise such trophies. He wheeled and galloped back,
bt a discharge from Buffalo Bill's revolver killed his
horse as well as himself. He pitched off, and, falling
on the one he had returned for, knocked the flast
breath out -of his body.

Another ‘horse; entangled with a fallen rider, had
also to be shot, as it was hurt.

The ofhers were captured by Texas Jack, who
mounted -one ‘and circled ‘the flyaways so as to round
them and 'head them back.

Being American horses, they had no fear of the
white men like the mustangs, and were thus made pris-

oners.
They were ready to go. The Indian wavered, and

finally said:

“Go on, Let me destroy the weapons. Tt is the
rdle to leave no weapons on the line of retreat.”

When he joined his companions, he had some fresh
scalps at his belt. He still had blood in 'his eye, and
no one passed any remark.

They had a bigger ‘task yet on hand.

CHAPTER XXVI,
RUN' DOWN.

.Buffalo Bill's force was not a large b
picked! one. Tt had 1 i e Dot
sk ne. 1ad been picked from: the Best men
1 ’["{U deena for a trail of revenge
A A Ao o Si
: ]Ju Ilmzzaxgla had run off all the horses many
(_I: en 1(()\‘:'11 with' plunder, and the three scoflts the
A 4 v 1 ’ 2
([;\\L ndian, and the volunteers had to all g0 on fost
7 ;m they had taken the trail of the Buzzbqrds from
eir cavern and followed it f :
their i a i d 1t feor a couple of daj
Buffalo Bill i F mi ( fore Hizaigt
c cutting offt S g ’
e ling off miles here and there through
"\\‘] wiedge of the country:
. hen thp Indians had left their horses to capture
e stage coach the scouts had quickly gotten pesses-
sion of the animals, as has been seen
by j]?ycfb“fcl}m?ﬁs 11110111116(1 all of the trailers, and, Jed
Suffalo: Bill, the charge was ust in ti
, arge was made, and ju
to save the coach: ’ e
%‘]hc Indians were struck with amazement.
. 1¢ attack on their own horses was so wholly un-
@Tfptcltted in the very minute of their success, the fire
e 15 seouts: so terrible, the charge, led by Buffalo
: .] \’o lrresxrs‘tlble, that the Indians were shot down
teyre(doi/.cmi.] ]"1 he.fcw who survived the charge seat-
n alli directions while the i
coach rolled
cloud of dust. : g
1 anti
- .n) the meantime the Buzzards, led by Chillturn,
r}? approaching at a rapid pace. ‘
- 1texr lcadc'r did not know what to make of the
B l.1‘1lrn affal_rs had taken, and before he could dis-
upégn”?}] anything in the cloud of dust he was close
“Get](i}gicm scout and his followers.
o hat coach on its way, for there are women
,~ cried Buffalo Bill to his Goldeena allies.
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“We've got the redskins going, so there lies our
game,” he cried, pointing to the outlaws. “Come,
men, and no mercy!” )

Like a whirlwind, the avengers, with Buffalo Bill
leading the center, Wild Bill the left, and Texas Jack
the right, were upon the amazed Buzzards, who were
taken by surprise and were seized with terror at be-
holding those whom now they had every cause to fear.

There was a fearful crash, the deadly rattle of rifles
and revolvers, clash of steel, cries and shouts, and the
battle was won.

It was a red end for the outlaws, and they covered
the ground all about, dead and dying, only a few es-
eaping death.

All their horses and booty were captured, and the

victory was complete.
The stage, with its passengers, drove on in safety,

and in it were Miss Frances Mountrose and her maid,

for Mr. Mountrose had very quickly decided to leave
the burned town and its misery, bloodshed, and hor-
rors far behind him; so he had taken the first coach
eastward. :

Buffalo Bill searched the plain for the body of
Baron Chillturn, the Demon Man-killer, as his out-
taw band had named him. But, wounded, or dead,
Chillturn was not found, and Buffalo Bill said in a
voice strangely revengeful: :

“Some day I will find him, for he cannot escape.
Yes, when he dies I will be there!”

CHAPTER XXVII.
THE DOG DETECTIVE,

T} cen in d
; timC1e'v0]w was spol\?n in deadly earnest, but a long
o W <])1.1 d elapse betg)re Buffalo Bill could fullfil it
: Meanw ‘nle, frcs.h duties soon called him far aﬁeld'
| mtl(l.n scene which was a peculiar one :
‘1ve men were crouching in t ic
: : ching in the midst of
f01Iest in the mountains; v
n' their midst was i
. l s a huge dog—a bloodhound with
R Jaws and long, overhanging ears.
WJ”:? leader of the group, Buffalo Bill, chief of
;)f }s was on a secret mission with a band of five
An.s I;l]ost reliable and experienced ‘bordermen.
robbery had been committed in another mining
cm}[]‘p near the Moonstone Valley.
. tI:vo men, tenderfeet, from the East, who had come
) the country a year before, had struck it rich, stak-

- ing out a very fine claim i
: ' on their first ventur
! had been killed and robbed. e, .aﬂd

‘Dave Smi
ave Smith and Sam Jones—those were the names

,: 5;;\(')?1’1]1')1).7 the two men on the frontier, although the
e Lthc)il bility is thatin the East they were known by
; r names—had worked hard for a full year at their

rich claim,
Every day, from morning to night, they had plied

W the pick - - i i
1¢ pick and shovel industriously, and as time grew

Sn the bags of buckskin, in which they kept their gold
u%‘t] in their ‘httle cabin, increased in weight.

gﬁh;lc:‘y had ‘]JUSt decided that they had gathered to-
e :noug 1 _gfo]gl to enable them to go East again
e pcan ié](’ig(ztlatIOIlS for the sale of their mine to
R .p alist when the robbery and murder oc-

Their cabirr was broken into, both men were killed
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_ one shot through the head and the other stabbed
to the heart—and the bags of gold dust were taken
away.

It was evident to those who discovered the mur-
dered men that Dave Smith, the one of them who
had ‘been stabbed, had not died without a struggle.

His garments were torn and disarrat}gcd, and in
one hand; clasped in a death grip, was a piece of rough
cloth which he had evidently torn in his dying struggle
from the coat of his assailant. :

Buffalo Bill was one of°the first to enter the cabin
after the discovery of the murder. He had been
acquainted with both men, and his c«'nmtcnzmce grew
grave and stern as he looked upon their dead forms.

Taking the piece of torn cloth from the hands of the
dead Dave Smith, he hurried from the cabin.

An hour later he was at the head of a band of
picked scouts.

In their midst was a huge bloodhound—a dog that
had -once been presented to the scout by a boy pard
whom he had defended.

Grip was the dog’s name, and his grip meant death
to any one upon whom it was fastened.

The noble hound had been given the piece of cloth
to smell, and then taken to the cabin of the murdered
men. The scent was still hot, for, with a low whine
of delight, the great beast started straight across the
prairie, closely followed by the scouts.

Mile after mile the hound ran on until at length
Buffalo Bill and his -party entered a ‘tract of country
partly covered with forests.

The dog went more slowly now, and at length
stopped for a moment.

The scouts dropped from their horses and looked
forward through the trees. :

There was a faint glimmer of yellow light to be
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CHAPTER XXVIIL
WILD KID, THE TERROR,

“They mean mischief from their actions, flor thle?’
seem to be preparing to ambush some one. I.ll ge ‘f
closer look at them, for I suspect that 1;1'1ey are some
of the band of the Rio Grande Roughs. o

The speaker was a youth of about ClglltCCl]f with ]d
fine physique and a face that was a study, so,muci
was there in it of deviltry, indomitable pluck, anc
ecklessness.
reclli (ivas a clear-cut, handsome face, scorched brO\)\"li
by the Southern sun, but i_llummcd'l)y eyes that were
large, lustrous, and full of expression. .

Looking alone at the eyes, one would say t.],a‘tl-l g
youth possessed a noble nature, but in the 1u\e>§
expression of the mouth, with its cynical sm'llc, younth
as he was, something that contradicted the 'ulmo‘a
pathetic look which haunted the upper part ot 1}15 fa_gc.

His dress was an odd mixture, but picturesque, fu{
he wore fringed buckskin leggings stuck in the to‘ph
of high-heeled boots, on which were ringing spurs,)ﬂ
red silk shirt, black scarf knotted sailor fashion gmkr
the broad collar, a velvet Mexican jacket, profusely
ornamented with buttons, while his hat was an e
broidered sombrero. :

His hair was dark, worn long, but scrupulously we
cared for, and he was armed with an ugly-looking

knife and pair of revolvers. ; .

Apparently having just awakened from an afiter
noon siesta, he had risen from a handsome serapé
spread upon the ground beneath the shade of the hvcz
oak tree, when his eyes had fallen upon three huE‘SC
men halting a mile away, just where a trail across
the prairie entered the hills.

ety g,
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Upon a lofty range himself, he looked down upon
the three riders, and having decided by their suspicious
actions that they were intending mischief, he gathered
up his serape and was turning away, when his vision
rested upon a horse and rider coming across the prairie
at a canter, and following the trail which led to where
the trio the youth was watching were now in ambush.

At sight of the lone rider coming across the prairie,
the youth started, uttered a surprised exclamation, and
bounded back over the ridge.

A short distance down the slope was a spring and a
plot of meadowland, where the grass grew! luxuri-
antly, and here a pony was staked out.

Of the hardy and fleet race of Texas ponies, this one
possessed extraordinarily good points, for he was as
clean-limbed as a thoroughbred racer, and had indi-
cations of being very fleet and enduring.

Lying near were a handsome silver-mounted saddle
and bridle, much lighter than was the customary equip-
ments of that kind, and a long lariat hung to the
saddle horn.

Quickly the pony was bridled and saddled, the serape
rolled up tightly and strapped to the cantle, and the
youth was ready to mount.

But before doing so he took his lariat from the horn,
saw that the coils were not entangled, and then looked
carefully to his weapons.

Mounting, he showed that his carriage in the sad-
dle was perfect—that he was at home there.

As he turned his pony down the slope in a direc-
tion that would bring him around the range toward
where he had seen the three horsemen dismount and
go into ambush, where the trail entered the hills, he
muttered :

“Now, Lucifer, you have got to make two miles to
another’s one, for I am needed over yonder, and you
must get me there.” 7
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Then, while a look -of intense recklessness passed
.over his young face, he continued: . :
~ “Jf 1 count odds now, I am mot the dar.mg”dew]
men -call me, and I must keep up my Teputation.’

With this, having reached the valley, he put spurs
to Lucifer and went flying along the trail at a itre-

mendous ‘speed.

CHAPTER' XXIX,
CAUGHT IN THE COILS,

There was: no mere beautiful girl in the ranchlands
ofi Texas than was: Marie Brasher, daughter of one
of the richest cattlemen along the Rio Grande.

Where: other ranchers had cattle and horses: by the
hundreds, Major Donald: Brasher owned them by the
thousands.

Where: the homes of other ranchers were comfort-
able, the major's was luxurious, at least, for that far,
unsettled, wild land of the frontier.

Where the daughters of other ranchers were: pretty,
Marie Brasher was beautiful and accomplished, and
easily: won the: title of “la bella: Maria,” as the Mexi-
cans: called her:

To one who saw Marie as she was cantering along
over the prairie, mounted upon a beautiful black mare,
that arched her neck proudly, as though conscious
that she bore the loveliest girl among the ranches, she
would: indeed have been considered beautiful beth in
face, form, and carriage. She wore a becoming" rid-
ing habit of blue serge, an embroidered sombrero; and
her saddle: and bridle were worth a small fortune:

A lariat hung at one saddle horn, and in a holster
upen: the other side: was a revolver. _

Her face was cast in a perfect mold, her eyes being’
large and expressive. Her hair, in two thick braxc}s,
was coiled: around her head: and tied' with a blue rib-
bom;

On wenti lier pretty mare in  a: swinging: lope: The
expression of the young equestrienne’s face was ear=
hest' and’ anxious, as though she was: bent upow some
Speeial! missiom . :

“Father would be angry; I know if he ascertained!
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that T went to Wild Kid’s cabin to see him; but would
I be doing right to resist his urgent call to come to
him, now that he is wounded and perhaps may die?

“No; I'll take the consequences, for I have not for-
gotten that he risked his life to save mine, the day
the Indians shot my pony and raided the trails.

“I'll try and get back before nightfall, but if T do
not-I will frankly tell father where I have been.”

She had now reached a part of the trail where it
wound from the prairie into the hill country, and drew
her herse down to a walk.

Ahead a few hundred yards was a cut through
which the trail ran, the ridge on either side covered
with small trees.

“T am not suspicious, but I do dread passing through
Death Pass, especially alone, for so many times have
men lost their lives there. I can see half a dozen
graves yonder now,” and she glanced to the left, where
was a little vale,

In full view were a number of those little mounds,
never to be mistaken, and about which a weird in-
terest ever hovers, even to the most callous observer.

As she rode into the cut, the banks of which were
now fifteen feet in height, there suddenly shot out
into the air three small, dark clouds.

They were coils of lassos, which, aimed true, and
spreading out as they flew forward, settled down
upon their victims, for the horse was caught in two,
the maiden in the third noose.

With a snort of fright the animal had plunged for-
ward, to be brought up with a grip that could not be
shaken off, while the coil settling over the shoulders
of Marie Brasher, had pinioned her arms close to her
side.

A startled, indignant cry broke from the girl’s lips,

and her face paled as she glanced upon the banks to &

see who had thus captured her.

P
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Three forms instantly sprang into view, and two
of them, slipping down into the cut, seized her horse
and quickly slipped the fair rider’s revolver from its
holster to thus disarm her,

“How dare you seize me?” cried the indignant girl,
as she glanced from one to the other of her captors,
seeming to realize as she did so that she was in merci-
less hands.

“Gold is the reason, for we were paid to catch you, .
my beauty, and we've éarned our pay,” answered one
of the men, whose face Marie could not see, for all
three wore red handkerchiefs tied over their heads,
with holes cut through for the eyes.

“You are some of the lawless gang about EI Monte,
I know, but who is the master you serve?”

“That our master, as you call the one who pays us,
will or will not make known to you as he pleases; but
now, you go with us, and it will be a long, hard trail
I take.”

The words were prophetic, for, as he ceased speak-
ing,-a bullet crashed through his brain and he started
upon the long, hard trail of death!




CHAPTER XXX,
WILD KID CHIPS 1IN,

“Hold ’em under sight, pards! We've got 'em wor-
ralled! T1l drop down!”

These words followed the shot from the ‘banks on
the right, and down into the cut came a human form,
landing upon his feet as mimbly as .a cat, .and with a
revolver in each hand.

At the first shot and the fall of their leader, «the
two rothers, hearing the words which indicated that
others were above, 'had dashed through the cut with
the speed .of deer, firing, but at random, as they ran.

The one who had dropped into the cut was the
youth who had been taking an afternoon siesta on the
mountain, an hour before, and from his point-of look-
out had seen the three men go into ambush.

His handsome face was lighted up with an angry
flash in his eyes, and his reckless mouth indicated ‘that
he was there to take all chances with the odds against
him.

Released from the grasp of the men upon her bridle
rein, the spirited and frightened horse of the young
girl darted forward with a bound, but the severe Texas
bit was drawn upon hard, and the animal, thus reined
to a halt, wheeled about, and, on a run, passed the
spot where the youth stood.

“I guess she’s frightened of me, too, though she
oughtn’t to be,” muttered Wild Kid, as he saw the
horse bound away with its fair rider, and a bitter smile
passed over his face. :

But, with a smile, he turned to the fallen desperado,
and, bending over him, snatched the handkerchief
from his face that had served as a mask.

As he did so he saw that Marie Brasher was com-
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fng back, and turned to- meet her, his face lighting
up with pleasure as he courteously raised his sombrero;

“Bud Poisal, I believe you thought I had desented
you, but it was my mare’s fault, for she nearly ran
off with me, she was so frightened.” ;

“And you were not frightened, though they had you
in' a close place?”

“Indeed I was! But when L saw the man drop: dead
by my side; from' your shot, and recognized you; I
forgot my fear. See, I have their three lariats’—and
she pointed to the trio of ropes, ome about herself,
the other two around the mare’s neck.

“Well, this: fellow will: not need a rope again, and
the other two will get theirs yet—around their necks,
for I think I know them, though I will wrong no man
by accusing him until I am sure.”

“I have seen that man before, Bud,” said Marie,
gazing down into the upturned face. -

“He is coyote food now, but he was El Monte Ned,
who was one of the worst toughs about: El Monte,
and that is. saying a great deal.”

“Yes, I have heard of him, and seen him, too. But,
what do you think was. their motive in seizing me,
Bud?”

“To make your father pay big to get you- back,
maybe ; or, perhaps, to kidnap you for one of your
many lovers,”

The last words were uttered half in earnest, half in
a joking tone,

“These are not the days, Bud Poisal, when a man
wins a lady’s love by force, but rather by deeds of
nobleness and’ daring. But now, let me thank you for
your gallant rescue of me, at the risk of your own
life; for you took no count of the odds against you.”

“Would I be half a man if T didn’t do so, when you
needed my aid, Marie?” he said, with an earnestness
that caused Marie to quickly remark:

2
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* “Do you know where I was going when they halted
me?”

“For a run over the prairies?”’

“I was going to see you.”

“To see me?”

“Yes. Half-breed José came to the ranch early this
morning and hung about until he saw me, when he
told me that you had been dangerously wounded at
El Monte, but had been taken to your cabin and begged
that I would come to see you.

“T could not refuse, Bud, owing you my life, as I
did; but knowing my father would be angry if he
found out where I was going, I slipped away from
home and was on my way to your cabin when those
thrae men held me up, so now I know it was a plot
to kidnap me.”

“You bet it was! And don’t you mind any mare
such calls, for I don’t intend to hand in my chips for
many a long day, for something in my heart and brain
tells me I will not. -

“Tll trail this plot to the end, and I only wish I
had some good pard I could rely upon to help me, to

be my friend, for, to all about here, I am only Wild -

Kid, the Terror, as you understand, and many think
I ought to have cloven hoofs and horns, I'm so bad!
But I don’t care what they think,” he laughed reck-
lessly.

“T know that you are not what you are painted, Bud
Poisal, though I do not doubt that you are wild and
something of a terror in your way,

“Why not trust Doctor Delmar as your friend, for
he likes you and always speaks well of you?”

The face of the youth flushed, and he said earnestly

“No, not Duke Delmar! T hate him, he is no friend
of mine! But you had better ride back home, as your
father will be angry with you for going out alone, and

B R
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as I have no idea where those two'men are, I'll go with
you a short distance.

“The major will send out, I g ’
left of El IJ\IOmC here.” e

“Oh, yes, father will see to that.”

Gathering up the lariats, searching the body, and
telling Marie that he would meet her at the end of the
cut, Wild Kid clambered up the steep bank, got his
pony waiting a short distance away, and, mounting,
dashed on, to find that the young girl had come upon

the horse of El Monte, the others having left him be-
hind in their -flight.




CHAPTER XXXIL
THE OLD MISSION.

Wild Kid accompanied Marie Brasher within sight
of Idlerest Ranch, and then left her, declining her
urgent invitation to go on with her and let her father
and mother know that he had again served her so
well.

“No, your father and mother don’t like me, for they
believe I am all bad, and I won’'t go where I'm not
wanted. Why, the major wouldn’t let me join his
company of Texas Rangers, and when I warned them
of danger one night he said I knew more of the Co-
manches than an honest man ought to, and only went
to the camp and told them of the Comanches lying in
ambush for them to keep from heing run out of the
country.

“Yes, he even offered to pay me for saving you
that time from the Indians, and that made me mad
clean through.”

“I know that my father distrusts you, as many
others do; but I have faith in your good intentions,
Bud, and I hope some day you will show your enemies
how wrong they were. Remember, I am your friend,
and ever will be. Good-by.”

She held out her hand, which the youth grasped, and
as he rode on his way, murmured to himself :

“Now I've got more sense than to fall in love with
a girl older than T am, and so far above me—she, beau-
tiful, accomplished, and an heiress, and I a waif of
the prairie, an outcast. But, something draws me to
her in a way I cannot understand, and I just vow she
shall not be sacrificed to any one of half a dozen fel-
lows T know her father would marry her to—the old

fool !
‘%

The Old Mission.

No, indeed! She can’t marry a dead man, and it
will .wome ‘to that if one of those T have 4n mind is
selected by the major, for she does not love any. of
em, | have reason to think, from what I saw one night.

“Now I'll take the trail of those two men from
where they ran off, and ascertain just where it leads,
and so learn what this raid means.”

With this he rode back to the scene of the tragedy,
took wp the trail of the two masked fugitives, and fol-
lowed it at a canter over the prairie.

In half a dozen places efforts had been made by the
two to cover up their tracks, but the young trailer lost
no time in searching for the trace where he lost it,
for he seemed to know just where to go to pick it
up again, and did so, skipping at times the distance -of
a mile.

“I thought so,” he had to say. “They wish to give
the idea that they are going to the Indiam country,
but they are not, for, as they came this way, they are
bound for old Carlos Trego’s hacienda; so T'll go right
there, for it’s getting too «dark to see the trail now.”

With this he urged his horse into a canter, and mile
after mile kept the pace up.across the great green plain.
He seemed to know the country perfectly, and to have
directed his course unerringly, for, after an hour’s
ride, there loomed up before him a long, dlow struc-
ture, spreading over several acres of land.

There was one building rising higher than the rest,
and this proved to be a chapel. :

Once the place had been an old Spanish mission,
strongly built of stone and adobe, where the padres
of a century before had had their home.

But now the old mission was but a ruin, and only
one wing of it was occupied by a Spaniard, his wife,
and son, who owned a few cattle, tilled a score of acres
of land, with the aid of several peon servants, and
dwelt there seemingly satisfied with their humble lot.
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Some said that old Carlos Trego was a Spanish
noble, exiled for reasons \\'lllgll h§ kept to lm.ns.clf;
but, whether true or not, he lived in the 91(1 mission,
and was never seen in the settlements, his son Juan
going after supplies when needed.

Travelers visiting at the mission were always most
hospitably treated, and the rangers, on their marches,
found a welcome whenever they camped there.

Wild Kid did not approach the mission from the two
trails leading to it, but toward a light that shone in
one wing. He passed through the old burying ground
of the padres, and, as he rounded the wing, drew reif
just beneath the window from which shone the light.

Rising to his feet in his saddle, he peered cgtltlotlsly
into the narrow open window, and, as he did so, he
heard a voice say sternly:

“T tell you tha}; your guest is Buffalo Bill, the great
scout, Sefior Trego, and he has come to 'th1s country
on a secret mission, of which I have been informed })y
letter, and you must do as I say—mnever allow him

to leave this old ruin alive! Yes, this night he must

die!”

CHAPTER XXXIT
FOREWARNED,

. Standing upright in his saddle, Wild Kid was able
to see all that was in the room into which he looked
through the narrow window.

Above him loomed the dark walls of the mission,
and around him were the gravestones marking the rest-
ing place of many who had passed away generations
before,

The window looked out upon this gruesome abode
of the dead, which was surrounded by a wall half
crumbled down in places, and which Wild Kid’s pony
had leaped, as his rider was determined to see in that
window, and had an idea he would be high enough by
standing up in his saddle to do so. :

Wild Kid thought he would like to see just who was
at.the mission before he asked for shelter, for if there
were two strangers there he did not doubt but that they
were the intended kidnapers of Marie Brasher.

As they were masked he could not see their faces,
but he had noticed their general outline before he had
fired upon their leader, and he had studied well the
tracks of their horses, which he had also seen, before
he sought his position of attack.

If those horses were in the corral, and two men
answering the description of- those he had seen at
the kidnaping were there, then he would not seek
shelter in the msision that night, but lie in wait for
them the next morning, and try and hold them up sin-
gle-handed, and, taking them back to the ranches, turn
them over to the band of Texas Rangers, whose duty~
it was to protect the scattering settlement from raiders
across the Rio Grande, the Comanches, and bad char-
acters in general,
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But Wild Kid saw more than he had anticijaled
when he looked through that open window in the mis-
sion. He had heard more than he had expected to
hear, when he listened to the threat to kill Buffalo Bill,
a man of whom he had heard much, and who was his
hero, but whomr he had never seen.

There were four men in the room, which was large
and furnished only with a table and chairs. He recog-
nized old Sefior Trego, gray, grizzled, and stern look-
ing, and sitting next to hinr was the man who had ut-
tered the dire threat against Buffalo Bill.

Wild Kid knew this man well, as a hanger-on about
the settlement toww, as El Monte was called. He was
called “Captain,” as it was said, upon his own author-
ity, that he had once been an army officer, and he had
an erect military bearing, but a face that was evil,
sinmister, and cruel,

His intimates called him “Panama,” and he was a
desperate gambler and known to be a man-killer, for
he had established such a reputation in El Monte and
was greatly feared.

The other two men in the room were, Wild Kid was
sure, the game of whom he was in search. One was
short, the other tall, and they were dressed as the two
kidnapers had been. They were unmasked, now, and
the youth recognized them as two more of El Monte’s
tough citizens, known as Mustang Matt and Half-breed
José. Nominally, they were cowboys, but they spent
most of their time in gambling and idleness.

The four men were within fifteen feet of the youth,
some ten feet below him, and he could see them dis-
tinetly and hear all that they said.

Fortunately, a vine half obscured the window, giv-

~ing shelter to his face as lte peered through.

Like men who were cautious, from heing in daily
danger, the men talked in low tones, but each word
Wild Kid heard.

Forewarned.

- IL }va.]s) ﬁanama who had made the threat against
Juffalo Bill, and in response “Don” Tr :
continually called, askccll: e R

::Arrc you sure that he is alene, captain?”

“Yes, for he always travels that way, for I know
him wwell.”

“You have seen him before, then, sefior?”

“Do you see this scar on my forehead?”

“¥ es, ‘captain,”

“Well, he gave me that, and he thought he had killed
me, but I have as many lives as a cat and hold on well.

“I tell you that he has come to Texas on a secret
mission, and if we do not check his career right here,
a number of us will stretch hemp, for 1 can pick out
scores ‘of men who are now dodging the gallows in El
Monte alone.

“What crimes sent you hiding here, Don Trego, is
none ‘of my business, but 1 live here because T would
die East, and Mustang Matt and Half-breed José are
about in my category.

“But Buffalo Bill is chief of scouts up at the line
of forts, and he has left them on a mission which
means death to more than one man in El Monte.”

/




CHAPTER XXXIII,
THE PLOT TO KILL.

“Now, I got this letter by coach this morning, and
it was just in time, for Buffalo Bill has traveled fast.

“The letter is from a lifelong pard, a soldier who
is well trusted and a square man, but he owed me his
life on more than one occasion, and he did not care
to see me hang; so when he overheard that the scout
was coming to El Monte he decided to find out all
he could and warn me.

-“So he played eavesdropper, and heard enough to
know that Buffalo Bill was on a special man hunt.

“I was not mentioned, for I am supposed to be
dead, but he warned me. He heard Buffalo Bill go
over with the general his intended trail to Texas, and
the latter told him to stop here at this old mission one
or two nights, and he might glean some information
about the El Monte settlement before going there.

“So I came at once to post you, and blow my soul
if the man is not here ahead of me, for when I saw
him I could hardly believe my eyes, and lucky I am
that he did not see me.”

“I never allow my guests to see each other until I
know it is proper, sefior captain,” said the don.

“You are wise, don; but tell me of Buffalo Bill's
coming.”

“He came this afternoon, mounted upon a splendid
animal, and with its match following with a pack-
saddle. He told me he was on his way to El Monte,
but wanted to rest a day or two, and gave his name as
Fred Williams, a government courier.”

“Yes, his real name is William Frederick Cody, and
he has twisted his Christian names to suit, for he
dared not let it be known that he was Buffalo Bill.
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But T know him, and forewarned is forearmed, as he
shall know to his cost.”

“I am to consider, sefior captain, what you say about
the general telling him to stop here, at my mission.

“It must be General Carr, who commanded this dis-
trict some years ago, and knows of me and the mission,
and so it would be bad for his courier to meet his
death here.”

“Bah! he has come there through an Indian coun-
try, and who could follow his trail after a couple of
days? Who would know that he ever reached here?
I tell you, don, you are as deep in the mire as the rest
of us, and when I got my soldier friend’s letter I came
at once to you.

“I was sure that with your aid, and your son Juan’s,
we could easily cut short the career of Buffalo Bill;
but here I find Mustang Matt and Half-breed José,
two more to aid us, for-they are.of our kind; and so I
say, down with the scout this very night! He'’s got
money, which goes to you, don; his horses and traps
Matt and José can have to sell, and I claim only his
life. Now, Don Trego, do you intend to desert a pard
in need ?” :

“I'm not that kind, seflor captain, but this man,
Fred Williams, as he called himself to me, came here
to claim my hospitality. You say he is a man hunter,
and will kill you, and others at El Monte. Self-
preservation is the first law of nature, so as you know
that he is going there, you will be prepared fgr him
and can fight him, for all know what you are.”

“And you show your ignorance by not knowing
what and who Buffalo Bill is. Why, that man carries
a charmed life, and no one dare face him, h.opm,g to
be on equal terms, for he is quicker than lightning,
his aim is as true as death, and he is wholly devoid
of fear. ; :

“No; trap him, and we can kill him, but attempt to
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face him and we will die, and he will go on his way
serenely, He is here in your home, and Matt and
José here will help me, so you can stand aloof and
let ws do the work. Only tell us where you put him
for the night , and we’ll do the rest.”

“Sefior, 1 obey. He is at his supper now, but he
will sleep in the little meeting room off the old chapel,
for there is where I put strangers. :

“The river runs under the window, just outside of
the wall, and a body dropped into it would be quickly
carried away. :

“You know the old mission well, sefior captain, so
make yourself at home, and with Sefiores Matt and
José breakfast with us, for I suppose the stranger will
not be here.”

“No, he will not.”

“Spread your serapes here, if you wish to sleep, and
Juan will care for your horses. Good night, sefiores.”

~Don Carlos Trego left the room, and Panama and
his pards went on planning just how they would cut
short the career of Buffalo Bill.

CHAPTER XXXIV.
FOREWARNED:

An hour before sunset a horseman had ridden up:
to the gate of the ruined mission, where Don Trego
made his home, amid the memories and the graves of
bygone - generations. He was splendidly mounted,
thoroughly equipped, had a repeating rifle; revolvers
and bowie, with a pack horse trotting obediently along
behind him, and carrying a well-stocked packsaddle,
apparently for a long journey.

The horseman was one who: could not go unnoticed
anywhere, for he aas tall and possessed an athletic
and graceful form, while his dress showed the fron-
tiersman, with the top-boots, buckskin leggings, hunt--
ing shirt, and broad-brimmed sombrero.

The face of the horseman was one to command in-
stant respect and admiration, for, added to its being a
handsome one in a marked degree, it was stamped
with indomitable pluck, character, and will, while his
manner of addressing Carlos Trego, who met him at
the massive doors leading into the plaza of the mis-
sion, was gentle and courteous. e

“Sefior, do you speak English, for I have little faith
in. my Spanish?” he said, with a smile, recognizing
at a glance that if the don was an American he was of
Spanish or Mexican birth.

“I speak English, and would know how I could
serve the sefior?”

“Is this the old Mission del Monte?”

“Tt is, sefior, what is left of it.” ;

“I was told by army officers who knew of its hos-
pitality, if I came here and found Don Carlos Trego
still the ranchero, I would receive good treatment at
his hands, and I desire to rest for a day or two, after
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a long journey, and before continuing on to El Monte
lthe s’ettlemgnt some forty miles south of here, I be:
ieve.” ’
“Your friends tql(l you the truth, sefior, for I have
a good garden, fruit trees, domestic fowl, with a well~
supplied larder, and game for the shooting, fish for
the catching. ‘ ‘
“You are welcome; but m fi
2 ay .I a sefior’
e : y sk the sefior’s
“Frederick Williams, and art ier i
. ams, and army courier is m -
ent occupation. d Y
“I thank you, sefior, and wi
SO ; vill look my:
o n yself to my
IThe stranger had then been shown where he could
place his saddle and pack, in his room, one connected
1\)\/_1th the old chapel, and then had led his horses to a
it of meadowland on the stream, where he had staked
them out.
1 He had found his room more like a prison than a
chamber, but there was a cot, table, and chair there,
and he had no reason to complain,
1 11\ youth of twenty, with a darkly handsome face,
1at( }been called by the don and told to go off and
cla c1hsome fish and kill a deer for supper, and then the
](.on ad shown the stranger through the old ruin,’
he seeming much interested in it.
} tAf_ter looking it over the stranger had decided that
but six persons dwelt in a structure that at one time
El_l]l?t have accommodated half a thousand, and these
alf dozen were t‘he don, his son, and his wife, a
z)\;irzlltayn oflfor;y, with a face that held traces of former
‘ and refinement, and with eyes in whi )
world of meaning. 4 i
The sefiora had seemed impressed with the hand-
;some stranger, and at once set the peon servants, a
51.1331 a(iqd 4 woman, to work preparing supper. The
ixth dweller there, also a peon, was sent to guard a

Forewarned.

small herd of cattle and ponies down in the meadow-
lands. .

With a glance at the garden, the domestic fowls,
and having heard the orders given Juan, the stranger
had thought his chances for a tempting supper were
excellent, and went to his little room to look over his
traps, as Don Carlos received a signal that other
visitors were coming.

They were two horsemen, aud the stranger, observ-
ing them at a distance, had seen them engage in ex-
cited conversation with the don, who led them away
out of sight.

Soon after another arrival had come, dnd he was also
seen to hold an earnest conversation with the don, and
was led away toward the living rooms of the family.

But when night fell and the stranger had been called
by Juan to supper, he had felt surprised to see none
of the other arrivals there. He saw the sefiora, who
appeared to have dressed up for his especial benefit,
and Juan was there, with two of the peon servants
ready to wait upon them. But the don and the three
men whom he had seen arrive were not there.

The absence of the former was then explained by
the sefiora saying that the don was away with the
cattle, but nothing was said of the others.

“This is a mysterious household, and I must keep
my eyes open,” muttered the stranger.

But the food set before him was of the best, from
the coffee and hot biscuit to the broiled venison, bacon,
and eggs, and he ate heartily, enjoying everything,
and asking many questions about the sur'roundmg-
country and ‘its people, little dreaming that in an .old‘
isolated wing of the ruin four men were then plotting

to kill him.




CHAPTER XXXV.
THE USE OF A LASSO.

Wild Kid had heard enough.
ered himself from his standing position in the saddle,
dismounted, and led his horse silently away through
the old burying ground to the shelter of some mesquite
trees a few hundred yards distant, growing near the
bank of the river.

There was good grazing there, and in a sheltered
spot the pony was staked out.

Then, witht his lariat in hand, for Wild Kid was an
expert in its use, and would have as soon left his belt
of arms behind as it, he made his way back under the
walls of the old mission.

“I must save that splendid man I have heard so
much about. If I can’t, I know who will be the ones
to hang.”

With this brave determination in his mind, he skirted
around the walls, looking for some place where he
could enter. He well knew the danger he ran, fer
Don Trego had a pack of the largest and most fero-
cious dogs in the country, five of them, and they were
turned loose in the grounds abont the mission at night
when the family retired.

With several strangers there that night, Wild Kid
hoped they would be kept in their pen until late, but
at any rate he would take all chances.

The outer walls here and there had crumbled half
down, but the inner inclosure about the mission proper,
the plaza, garden, and canal, had been well kept up.

Getting within the outer wall, Wild Kid searched
in vain for a break.

The wall had been built for safety, and was all of
fifteen feet in height, while no tree had been allowed
to grow alongside -of it.

He cautiously low-|

The Use of a Lasso.

Wild Kid suddenly paused and glanced upward.
He was not looking at the stars, however. Standing
under the shadow of the rear of the chapel, his eyles
had fallen upon the stone cross upon the apex of the
roof. : =
It was nearly forty feet above him, but his -
genious mind had hit upon a way to get mto t_he ;ms—
sion yard: He would depend upon his lariat. In a
word, he would lasso the cross. : -

Stepping backward, he measured the distance (131‘1 i-
cally, then swung his lariat around and around his head
and launched it upward.

It did not go up to the cross. e

Throwing a lasso upward was harder than in a
straight line on a level, he found.

Again he made the throw. : |

The coil fell with a heavy thud, which he {eqred
would be heard within the living wing of the mission,
a hundred yards away.f Tt

Again he threw and failed. :

=] = 4 :

But he was not discouraged, a thought came to him,
and he darted away.

At the river bank he halted, a e

iat i er 1eavier.
long lariat into the water to make i . - bee

Then he returned and 1.11ad'e another :
nearly reached the cross this time.

A second time he threw, but it did not quite reach.

With all his might he threw it a third time; but it

hit the base of the cross. He 1lleeded about five feet
i it 0se.
more to encircle the top with the no ;
Again he darted away. But within ten minutes he
was back again, leading h'ig pony. =
Placing himself in position, he went slowly tsl(Yviot
to see if the extra height of some six feet WO

help him reach the goal.

But could he throw upwar _
the ground? That was the questi

nd he dropped the

He

from his saddle as from
o on that bothered
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him. - But soon he was ready, and with a strong efforf
the coil went sailing upward.

: It struck the cross fairly, but two feet below the
op.

Again he tried, and this time it went over one arm
ofy'the cross and hung there. But, drawing upon it,
\7\/11'(1 I'&‘Id found that the noose had not czm;,:ht.

Nerving himself for another effort, he once more
launched the lariat toward the cross.

The stars shone brightly, and he could see fairly
well,
~ Eagerly he watched the dark coil in its flight, saw
it S]ozlr1 above the cross, hover there an instant. and
settle down. Then he gave the lariat a slicht pt

a aria ull.

Tt held, &

Then he pulled hard, and it remained fast. He
had heen successful at last!

CHAPTER XXXVI.
IN LIGHT AND SHADOW.

Wild Kid could hardly restrain a shout of triumph
as he felt that he had been successful in his effort to
lasso the cross.

But he wisely forbore from doing so, and rode his
pony back to his grazing ground. He was soon bZ}Ck
again under the shadow of the chapel, and, grasping
the lariat firmly, swung his weight upon it.

It held firm. Then he took off his boots and tied
them about his waist.

His next move was to seize the lasso firmly and be-
gin to walk up the chapel wall.

The idea struck him that he might pull the stone
cross over on top of him, but he grimly muttered:

“I guess it would bury me and give me a tombstone
all in one. But I'll take the chances.”

Soon he reached the cross and caught his feet upon
the apex of the roof. There he stoodﬂa while to rest,
one arm clinging around the cross. :

With his hard efforts in throwing the lariat and his
climb, he was tired, tough as a pine knot though he
was. But he soon was rested, and, drawing up the
lasso, began to let himself down the steep r‘oof.

Reaching the edge, he saw a light streaming out of
an open door beneath him. : ;

“Tt must be from the chapel room which they've
given to Buffalo Bill,” he thought. “But I must make
no mistake. It would not do to find that it 1s a room
ocupied by Panama or the two men I tracked here.’

The dogs might have been turned loose, but he
knew he must risk that. So he qlimbed up the roof
again and went down the other side.

" All was dark there, but the lasso was long enough to
reach the ground, and so he lowered himself.
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Arranging the end, in: case he came back to it in
a run, he slipped cautiously along the wall of the
chapel, came around' in: front, halted! under the shadow
of the tower for a moment, and looked about to get
his bearings,

He soon discovered that he was in one end of the
large plaza, the chapel standing aloef from the mission
house proper.

To his right, a hundred yards, was the main en-
trance; in front of him, across the plaza, was the night
corral for the horses and' cattle, and to the left he
saw a light shining from an open deor.

These he knew were the living, quarters. of Den
Trego and his people, far Wild Kid had been to. the
mission half a dozen times before, several times pass-
ing a night there.

“The wing where those precious. toughs are is right
yonder, and they have put out their light; but they
command a view of the room over here by the chapel,
so' I must go.slow; as they may be on the watch.”

So saying, he kept along under the shadow of the
chapel until he drew near the stream: of light that came
out of the open door at one end.

There was a window also, a narrow one, out of
which the light shone, and a form passed between
the light and the door. Was it the scout?

Again the form darkened the light in. the doorway
and remained there.

Then the youth glanced down upon the pavement,
and he beheld the shadow outline of the one whos ob-
scured the light. Tt was plainly photographed in
black upon the pavement—a slender, upright form,
with long hair falling below his shoulders and a broad

sombrero upon his head. It could but be the scout,

and the boy, crouching in the shadow of-the chapel,
whispered distinctly :
“Buffalo Bill, don’t move, but listen to me;’’

In Light and Shadow. 245

There was a slight start of the shadow, the qutlme
of a hand and arm bending toward .a revolver i ;c]he
belt was seen, and then came the low-uttered words:

“Who “are you?”’

“Are you Buffalo Bill _

“Y.ou appear to know that fact, and I am notone
to «deny my identity.” <

““Other eyes than mine are upon you, and your life

¢ i
tend to prepare for bed, :and pu
T s When it 1s

)

is +in «danger.
out your light, for I -dare not be seen.
dark in your ireom I will come there.’ s

“I will «do .as you tell me; but, in light:or «dari i

I am able to defend myself,” was_the -cool reply sof
the seout.




CHAPTER XXXVII.
WILD KID MEETS BUFFALO BILL.

There was a movement of the shadowy form, the
broad sombrero was taken off, the belt of arms un-
buckled; a movement as though the high top-boots
were being removed, and then the light went out.

As it did so, Wild Kid glided from the shadow of
the chapel to the door of the little room.

Entering, he heard the low-spoken words:

“Now, pard, friend or foe, I am ready for you,
for I have you covered.”

The scout was not to be caught napping! This

thought pleased the Kid, and he laughed lightly and®

whispered :

“Good! You are wide awake, I see.”

“I always am, when’ not asleep. Now, who are
you?”’

“Your friend.”

“So I would judge from your coming here as you
do; but appearances are deceitful.”

:;That’s $0; but you are Buffalo Bill?”

“II\XI::”you guessing?

“Why do you ask?”

“I do not wish to help the wrong man.”

“So you are here to help me, are you?”

“Yes, to save your life, for there is a plot to kill
you to-night.”

“Ah! Now you are talking business.”

::I’m dodging death about half the time, myself.”

“I cannot see you, but I rather like you, pard.”

I hope you will like me when you know me better;

but I reckon I had better not preach too long, but get
down to business.” :

-

‘Wild Kid Meets Buffalo Bill,

“Fire away.”

“You came here from the upper country, where you
are chief of scouts at the frontier forts, and you are
in Texas on a special mission, but did not give your-
self away, but told Don Trego that you were a govern-
ment courier, and your name was Fred Williams,”

“Ah! you are Juan, the don’s son.”

“If I was I'd expect to be hanged, and for a good
reason; but, though I may die with my boots en, I
won't hang.”

“Who are you?”’

“A boy, an outcast, prairie waif, good-for-nothing,
terror, or what you will, christened by the toughs of
El Monte: Wild Kid, but at camp meeting called by
the parson Bud Poisal, which name I answer to quick
if anybody would say Bud Poisal would lie or steal
a horse. ;

“Now, yoir've got my family history, I being the
entire family outfit, and, though it's too dark to see
me, I'm here, and to help you.” ;

Buffalo Bill was decidedly impressed by this short
and to-the-point explanation of the youth, and he felt
at once drawn toward him; though he could not see a
feature of his face. :

“My brave young friend, I appreciate what you have
told me, and also that you are here to aid me to escape
some threatened danger. - What is that danger, may I
ask 7"

" “I’ll tell you by a short trail. Three men tried to
kidnap, this afternoon, the noblest girl in the Stat:e of
Texas, the only one who thinks I'm not as black as they
paint mey but T saw their little game, chipped in, and
sent one of them, the leader, El:Monte Ned, to round-
up cattle in the happy hunting grounds, and the other
two got away.” ' :
“Good for you!” ;
“T rode ne:{r]y home with Marie Brasher—and then




Wild Kid Meets Buffalor Bill:

I went back to trail the two men who were with El
Mente Ned: [ tracked them here, and. I came up to
the missiom: on the riverside, where there is an: old
graveyard, :

“I saw: a light, and, standing up. in my saddle, I took
a peep into: the roem, in an old wing of the old ruin.

“There I saw Don Trego, the: two birds I was after,
and a man who- had just arrived, and who they call
captain, as he was once an army officer, he says, but
I doubt it, though he may have been a bad' soldier.

“His pards call him Panama, and I heard hinv tell
the don; and the others, for they all belong to the same
gang, that he had. a letter to-day from a friend at a
northwestern. fort telling him to: beware, as you were
on: your way to El Monte tolook up certain men.”

“Indeed, he is well posted.”

“He seemed to be; but you know best.

“Then Panama pointed to a scar on his head and
said you gave that to him, and he was supposed to- be
dead; but if you saw him you would know him, and
there were other men about El Monte you wanted.”

“He knows it all.”

“Tllen it’s time ,for him to die, as he can learn no
more,” was the laconic response, and Buffalo Bill
laughed,. while Wild: Kid resumed his story.
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CHAPTER XXXVIIL

THE COUNTERPLOT.

“Now, what must I .call you, for I want a handle
for my tongue to get a grip on?” asked Wild Kid in
his frank way.

“I am plain W. F. Cody, chief of scouts; mick-
named Buffalo Bill.”

“Then Chief Cody goes with me, for as there are

no misters around this country I'm not msed to the
name.
“But let me push -on along my tracking trail, for I
wish to tell you that Panama -said the only way for
him to escape, and the others, too, whom you wanted,
was to call in your chips.”

‘@I 8ge.” Tl
“He wanted the don and his son Juan to:go in with

him, but Don Trego backed out for the boy and him-
self, yet «lid mot say they should mot do the -work,
for he’s a bad one I've had my eye on for some
time, only it’s catching before hanging, you know.

“Yes, like making .a rabbit stew—you first catch
your rabbit.” :

“Sure. But the wother three—Panama, Mustang
Matt, and Half-breed José, all hard ones from El
Monte, plotted to come over here when you Wwere asleep
and open fire on you, as they said you would naturally
keep the door open, and ‘thus they would down you.

“At the wall a couple of hundred feet_ from ‘here,
is a stone room, the don said, with a window over-
looking the wiver; :and they could «drop your ‘bo,c’ly out
there and the stream would carry it far away.

“You heard all this?”

“QOh, yes. I got it all down fine, and then I plotted

to help you -out.”

B
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“How did you get in?”

“Well, I'll tell you. I got in by a way which will
enable you to say that you were saved by the cross.”

“I don’t understand. Are you a traveling mission-
ary?”’

“Not to any alarming extent; but as I could not get
over the walls I lassoed the cross on the chapel,
shinned up the side and down the roof, and I'm here,
aren’t I?”

“You certainly are in evidence, though I do not see
you distinctly.

“And now you are here to help me fight out this
battle or aid me to escape—which ?”

“See here, chief, I could help you to escape, but I've
got an idea you could do more good fighting it out; in
fact, I've an idea.”

“Let me have it, then.”

“If Panama is really posted you've got work ahead
of you in these parts.”

il rel

“Now, I'm not curious; but if you are playing a
lone hand, but would like to have some one be pards
with you, I'm with you for keeps.”

“You are just the one I need, from what I've seen
of you.”

“You haven’t seen me yet, only heard me, and maybe
when you do get a sight of my picture by "daylight
you won’t like it.”

“I'll take chances on that.”

“Then I'll do the same.”

“Now, my idea is to go around the chapel, get my
lariat and hang the end over this side, so that I can
be here with you in the fight, and then skip at a quick-
step outside of the mission walls—I mean after the
three men have passed in their chips.

“I'll be on hand should Don Trego and Juan, with
the. peons, take a hand against you; but my idea is

The Counterplot.

that they will not; but, as I said, they’'ll hear some-
thing drop from the chapel roof if they do.

“Well, so far, good; but I think you'd better play
that the three men must have followed you here to
kill you, that they came from the Northwest, not from
El Monte, and make believe you think Don Trego is
all right.

“He’ll catch at that bait the same as a catfish will at
a nigger’s toe, and he’ll pretend not to know the men
at first; but then come out’and say they are from El
Monte, and asked for shelter for the night, which he
gave them, little dreaming that they were here to mur-
der you.

“I know the don well, and he’ll be glad to get out
of it, while if you recognize the man Panama, you can
give a reason for his attack on you, stating that in
some way he knew of your coming.

“When I see all is serene I'll skip, and nobody will
know me in the affair, only I'll have to borrow your
lariat so as to tie it to mine, so I can draw them over
after T am outside, as it would not do to leave mine
fast to the cross. :

“That’s my game, chief.”

“And it's a good one, and we'll play it to the end,
be the stakes what they may,” was Buffalo Bill's stern
response.




CHAPTER XXXIX.
WAITING.,

Buffalo Bill felt that he had one to aid him, whe,
if a boy in years, was a man in pluck and experience.

It was a novel situation for him, he who had done
so much to aid others, to save other lives, standing
there in the dark in that old ruin, following the adviee
of a boy to save himself from death.

Yet there was a ring in the youth’s tone that was
sincere and true, and he trusted him implicitly, seo
said :

“Well, Wild Kid, when do you think our friends
will come to the ball?”

“Not until they are sure that you are sound asleep,
so I'll go after my lariat, for that will take me a lit-
tle time; but if they should come while I'm gone, I'll
get a shot or two in from somewhere to help you, and
be about until I know all is quiet, only don’t sleep too
sound there.”

“I never do, for my ears are on the watch when my
eyes are closed.”

“Good for the ears; but when you leave in the
morning take the river trail to El Monte, and T'll be
somewhere along the way.

“Now, I'll take a break.”

With this the boy glided out of the room, passed
close along under the shadow of the chapel wall, and
soon reached his lariat where it hung on the other
side. He climbed up to the roof, passed along the
ridge to the cross, and tied Cody’s lariat to his own,
passing them simply over the stone arm, and carrying
the two ends down upon the other side.

This time he landed in a dark corner of the chapel
and the wall, and not fifty feet from the room where
Buffalo Bill was waiting.

Waiting.

There he arranged the ends of the lariats so that he
could get hold of them in a hurry, and could, by pull-
ing_upon one end, when outside of the wall, drag the
other over the cross after him.

This done, he moved gently forward to the door
and whispered:

“All serene?”

“So far. Have you arranged your means of
escape?”’

“Oh, yes, and I've only got to crawl upon the wall,
sit there in the shadow of the rear buttress of the
chapel, and wait to see how the cards are played by
the don. 1f the game goes square I'll drop over on the
other side, pull the lariats off the cross, and glide out
through the graveyard to where my pony 18 feeding.

“You are not afraid of ghosts, then?” :

“I've been a long time hoping to see one, but it
seems that only those that are afraid of ghosts see
thein, for 1 can’t, and I've often been argupd dead
folks in my time, so I guess when the spirit leaves
the body it doesn’t go fooling around any more.
That's my opinion; but then, I'm only a kid, and so
green the cattle chase me!”

“All cats are gray at night, so I ca.n't see the green
line you speak of,” replied Buffalo Bill, much amused
at the way Wild Kid had of expressing hun'self.

“It's just twelve o'clock,” said Wild Kid after a
moment, glancing out of the door.

“How do you tell?” :

“I study the stars every night, for I'm out as mL_xCh
in the darkness as daytime, and I get to knowing
pretty well.”

“Yes, you are a close observer, I see, and I'm lucky
to have found such an ally, for I needed one, and
hoped to find two older gentlemen to be the ones to
aid me.”
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“Who are they?” came the blunt question.

“Do you know Major Donald Brasher?”

“You bet I know him! It was his daughter I saved
from the kidnapers to-day, and a year ago I saved her
from the Indians; but the major hates me, though I'm
not growing thin over it. He’s a good man, or he
would be, if a certain fellow who is trying to marry
his daughter would let him.”

Buffalo 'Bill listened to what Wild Kid said with
great attention, but making no comment, asked:

“Do you know Duke Delmar ?”

“I guess so, and he knows me, but our friendship
don’t pan out to any alarming extent, though I did
keep Rip Fait from putting a bullet in his brain
once.”

“How did you prevent it?”

“Killed Rip, of course. That was the only way to
stop Rip, and he was on the warpath for scalps, was
blind for gore, and I pulled my gun on him when ¥
saw that he had Duke booked to kill.”

“And yet Duke Delmar is not your friend?’

“No; nobody is, except Marie Brasher, and she’s
the only one who doesn’t think I’m the devil on a
round-up.”

“Well, I'll be your friend, and I'll show it.”

“Don’t, it will ruin your reputation even with El
Monte toughs; besides, if you want me to help you
down here, I can do more for you by not appearing
to know you. But I think death has started on the
trail, for I saw something moving over yonder, sure,
though it might have been one of the don’s savage
dogs.”

“He would hardly let them out of the pen with
strangers here.”

“You are right, T never thought of that; but I seé
now that what T saw move was not dogs.”

]

Waiting.

“No, I see them—they are men, three of them, and
they are coming this way.” . :

“They better stop to pray a little,” was the quiet
comment of Wild Kid, as he held his revolver ready
for use, Buffalo Bill standing by his side, a ‘weapon
also in his hand.




CHAPTER XL.
PLAYING A DEADLY GAME.

If Buffalo Bill had had any doubt of his young
ally, he could do so no longer when he saw three dark
forms creep out of the shadows of the old mission
and come silently toward the little adobe structure
adjoining the chapel, where he had been placed to
sleep.

The youth was as cool, the scout noticed, as though
he were simply waiting for a deer to come within range
of his weapon.

Within the room it was intensely dark, but Buffalo
Bill had placed the little lamp and matches where he
could get at them readily when needed.

Bound upon a most important mission, after hear-
ing the boy’s story of the three men, and knowing that
the don, his son, and two peons, if not in league with
them, might be prevailed to join them when he showed
resistance, Buffalo Bill’'s plan would have been to
simply escape with Wild Kid, as he had entered, and
come back with a force of ranchmen to gain his own
and secure revenge.

But Wild Kid had urged otherwise, and in a way
that convinced the scout that his plan was best.

If he could down his three foes, and convince Don
Trego that he thought him wholly innocent and that
the men had tracked him there to kill him, it would
be best, for then he would have material to work on in
the future against a man whom he knew had been
trusted by General Carr and other army officers.

Explaining to the don that he had not slept, and
saw the three men advancing toward him, he had pro-
tected_himself, thus not letting it be known that he
had been warned, or that Wild Kid was interested in
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the affair, the scout felt that he would hold a secret
that would be to his advantage for future action.

“I'll halt them first, pard, for I don't wish to fire
on a man without a warning, if he is coming to as-
sassinate me.”

“All right, sir; that’s my style, never to pull trig-
ger unless the other party knows I am in the game.
But don’t hold ’em up until they get so close that none
of the three can get away.”

“Oh, yes, I mean to kill if I have to, but I'd like
to catch the man Panama alive to find out just who
he is.

“Can you pick him out?”

“He’s the tallest of the three.”

“Do you intend to fire also?”

“Well, it's your picnic, but if I'm needed I'll chip in
and it won't cause me to lie awake nights if I happen
to kill Half-breed José, for he has tried the coward act
on me several times.

“He's the little fellow on the left.”

The' three men were now within thirty feet of the
building, and advanced side by side on tiptoe. In
the center was the taller of the trio, the youth had
said was Panama.

It was bright starlight, and they were distinctly
visible now, for they were in the open, well out of
the shadows of the mission walls, and nearing those
about the chapel and its annex. .

There was no doubt but that the men were coming
directly toward the open door, for, as Wild Kid whis-
pered : :

“There was no other place for them to go in that
direction, except to the chapel to pray, and 1 guess
prayer time hasn’t come yet.”

Another moment, and the three men halted near the
door and listened.
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Buffalo Bill breathed heavily, like a man in a deep
slumber,

The men seemed reassured as they heard the breath-
ing, some low order was given, and they separated,
those on each side stepping some fifteen feet apart
from the center one.

Instantly Wild Kid seized Buffalo Bill and drew him
to one side of the door.

The cot was just in front of the open door, but
the men had separated so that they could fire from

- three directions into the room, and thus make sure of
wounding, if not killing the scout, before they rushed
mn on him,
Wild Kid seemed to anticipate their act, and so drew
the scout to the shelter of the wall between the door
and the window. He had hardly done so, when three
shots_came together, almost as one, and the bullets
sank into the cot.
Then came a second discharge, and the three men
ran toward the door, firing as they did so.
But two answering shots flashed from the darkness
of the room, and Half-breed José and Mustang Matt
dropped dead, while the form of the scout leaped from
the door and his iron grip was upon the throat of
Panama, who was hurled to the ground with stunning
force, while he heard the stern command :
“Resist, and I will kill you!” ‘
“I give up,” cried the half-dazed man, and he was
dragged by the scout into the room, his weapons torn
from him, and hurled upon the floor, the door was
cl_osed, and Buffalo Bill stood at bay by the window,
his foot upon the prostrate prisoner’s breast, while he
waited for the coming of the don, for voices were
heard over by the mission, and forms were coming
quickly to the scene,

As for Wild Kid, he had’ glided away like a ghost
when he saw his chance to do so.

CHAPTER XLI.
AT BAY,

Buffalo Bill was glad to see that his young pard
had skipped out so quickly, he feeling sure that Panama
had not seen him. :

As he stood by the narrow window, a revolyer in
each hand, and his foot upon his prostrate prisoner,
whom he had told that a move would be the signal for
his ~death, he saw four forms.coming toward the
chapel.

Of course, they were the don, his son Juan, and two
of the peon cowboys.

Determined not to let the don make the mistake of
firing, if he could head him off, the scout called out:

“Don Trego, I have been attacked by men who must
have trailed me here. Two of them are dead, and I
have the third a prisoner.”

The words were uttered slowly and distinctly, and
were heard and understood, for the don called back:

“Oh, sefior! It is terrible! And in my home, too!
I will hang the one you have made a prisoner.” .

The don then came running on to the scene, while
Buffalo Bill called out: :

“Hold, sefior! I have been attacked, as I said, and
I wish to be sure that those with you are not also my
foes.” :

“Ah, sefior, never! They are my son Juan, and m
peon cowboys, Pedro and Antonio. We. are your
friends and will defend you, for 1t mqkes me sad tha:tf
they should have attacked you, my friend.” :

The don and the others were now outside of the
door, which Buffalo Bill had not yet opened, for he
asked :

“Who are these men?”
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“Three men from El Monte, sefior, who came late
to-night and asked for shelter, even saying that they
were friends of yours, but would not disturb you.

“They must have trailed you here, seiior; but the
vigilantes of El Monte will deal with the prisoner
quickly, and I will guard him myself until daylight,
and go with you to El Monte on the morrow and see
him hanged.”

“Thanks, Don Tergo, but I never allow another to
do that which it is my duty to attend to, so I will guard
the prisoner myself,” and the scout opened the door,
and then continued :

“The lamp and matches are on that table, don, so
please let us have some light.”

The don’s hand trembled as he lighted the lamp,
and Buffalo Bill, who was watching him closely, saw
that he was very pale.

The failure of the attack, and fear of being sus-
pected of complicity in it had quite unnerved the don.

But, appearing not to notice his fright, Buffalo Bill
said :

“Of course, don, you are not responsible for your
guests, but it came very near being a close call for me.

“As I had not been asleep, T saw them coming, felt
their movements were suspicious, and prepared for
them.

“When they fired into the room and then rushed
forward, I met them with my revolver, and as the
other two were quickly out of the game, I made this
man a prisoner.

“Hand me my lariat off of my saddle, please, don,
and after I have secured him I'll have a look at his
face, for perhaps that may tell me why I have heen
dogged here—ah!’ and Buffalo Bill sprang forward
and seized the prisoner by the throat with one hand,
while he wrenched from him a letter he had seen him
trying to tear up.

{ ihd m—--—w

The act of the scout showed the don and the others
that Buffalo Bill was a man of giant strength and tiger-
like quickness, for Panama, they knew, justly boasted
of his wonderful prowess. :

But in the hands of the scout he was but as a child.

Thrusting the letter into his pocket, Buffalo l?ull
o search the prisoner, all the time looking

oroceeded t ]
{‘ixedly into his face, until at last he said, in a puzzled
kind of way: 7t : ;

“T don’t believe in the grave giving up 1ts dead m.m%
they are called officially at the bugle call of Gabriel;

but if you have not been numbered with the shadows,

: istaken, for I will take oath that you
I am greatly mis : e

are North Adams, deserter-from the army,
! 0.

derer of Sergeant Fair four years ag i

“T thought I had killed you, but it seems I was mlsd

taken—yes, you are North Adams, and you escape

my bullet to die on the gallows.”




CHAPTER XLII.
ON GUARD. -

The‘scout could not but note the startled look of
the prisoer at his recognition of him, as also his
appealing glance to Don Trego and ]u;m. He also
caught the nod of response the don quickly gave, but
Pr?‘tendmg not to notice it, said: U

You need not appeal to.the don and his son for
help, for_they are honest men, and are on ~my side;
but even if they were not I would fight them to ’kcc)'
you, and they would have to answe?' to the suldierls
who are following on my trail if I (lisaj)pcaer i

}‘he sh<_>t~tol(1, for the don hastened to say: :

Yes,.scnor, we are honest men, and, though we
know this man, we never suspected him of bei;g the
Kretch 11‘6 is. He came to our house last nightkwith
1s pards, as I have told you, but he came to kill you
and thus get me into trouble. But I will put him in
lro‘x‘ils\,T at once and guard him until morning for you.”
5 o, don, I will ask you to guard those two dead

en instead, and this man I will keep here, for he
gannot escape when I have secured him—my lasso not
n my saddle horn, you say? Well, there is one on

.myI packsaddle, so hand me that, pleayse.” l :
thatt {A}{;\l?dgg?g fo him, for Buffalo Bill had forgotten
L hm}f{d his lariat when he asked the don
th;lt’hho:eh;xéh}? \;ratched_ the scout tie the prisoner felt
e had experience m.that kind of work, and

i zamlga s chances of getting free were very slim.
o agé}le]stoi;’ though appearing to side with the scout,
e analllea, was only too anxious to aid the
e Ppe. e knew that he dare not refuse to

, as Fanama would avenge himself by betraying
| e

On Guard.

him; and, little dreaming now that the scout was play=
ing a waiting game in pretending to trust him, Don
Trego said:

“Now, sefior, I insist that-you shall not watch the
prisoner, for you have already suffered enough under
my roof.”

“J eave him to me and I will guard him, while you
seek the rest you need.”

“Sefior, I'm as wide awake as an owl at midnight,
and I will keep the prisoner here. He is securely
bound, as you see. I will draw my cot across the door,
and sleep serenely until I am called to eat the tempting
breakfast I know your good wife will have for me.”

“But, senor %

T am determined, don, so that ends ittt

“T hope the sefior does not fear to trust me with the

prisoner,” said the don reproachfully.

“Why should I? Are you not an honest man?”

ggered the don, and he -

The sudden questions sta :
glance, and Buffalo Bilt

gave the prisoner a quick

saw it, as well as a sign in return.

That the don understood the sign was evident, for
|ding Buffalo Bill good

he argued no more, and, bic '
night, was going to the door, when the prisoner asked:

“May I have my blankets to rest on?”’

“Oh, yes; for I would not have you uncomfortable,”
responded Buffalo Bill.

The don himself brought them, and insisted upon
spreading them, while Buffalo Bill, though pretending
not to heed, heard the words slowly spoken by the
prisoner :

“Juan and the p

The don nodded, and
peons, removing the bodie

they did so.
Tnstantly Buffalo Bill blew the lamp out.

eons on the trail to-morrow.
left with his son and the
s of the two dead men as
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He would take no chances of a shot in the dark,
and, closing the stout door, he bolted it.

Then he drew his cot under the window, where he
could raise his head and look out.

“Now, North Adams, I’ll take a nap, and I advise
you to forget yourself in slumber, also.”

“I am not North Adams.”

“Why lie, for your letter will prove that
addressed to Captain Palos Panam
began, ‘My dear North.’

“Then, too, Adams, I recognize you, and remember
that you bear a scar on your head I gave you, and
thought the wound was fatal, as it knocked you off

the cliff into the river, but you escaped in some way,
and so we meet again.

, as, though
a, I noticed that it

“Now, go to sleep, for you cannot escape, and you
know me well enough to understand that the don and
his outfit could not take you from me if they even

felt inclined to do so.”

Whether convinced or not, Panama said no more,

and the scout was soon asleep, though he was on the
alert even in slumber,

CHAPTER XLIIL
THE TWO TRAILS.

i the sun was up.
When Buffalo Bill awoke ;
There lay his prisoner, secure, as he had letft hl;li'll:
Going to his packsaddle, the scout tookhou ?,S pner
of steel manacles, and these he put upon the priso
7ith the remark: ; :
o “The lariat binds you, I see, but these will be com

table. :

lcOE}I};tlcrst:md, Adams, that I shall aliow no nonsense,
so obey me.” L

“T will, Buffalo Bxll./d ot

t smiled, and aske s

:‘T{l’zus C}?z:lve betrayed yourseli, for why did you cacl)lli
me Buffalo Bill? My name is Fred Williams, ¥y
kn?r\;:'e prisoner bit his lip viciously, for he felt that

e ha ade a mistake, b
hc'll‘lhlél (111(];1( now appeared and told the scouththe rsi:g(r):::
had breakfast ready, and he would guard the p

ile ate. . 2] 3
Wh‘EIItIohedon, T'll take him with me,” was the reply

z his was done. : s .
11’f}‘l§e zeﬁora was all smiles and c.ongiatutl}zlizzo;rsiszv:eer’
Buffalo Bill appeared, and, turmmng to
Salf‘lArne([ln?g C?hfil:wiliy he has been our gue?t, ;m;le av;zollkli
treat you thus! For shame, Panam:c.h o
vigilantes will hang you when you re b e
But her kind heart enabled her tot mg e
of the prisoner with a good break-fas ; (while et
offer for his wife to guard the ,pr;’sons;r3 hopree s
the scout went out to get the Ol;so S
declined, Panama was taken along a v
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“My son is looking up a stray horse of his, and the
peons are guarding the cattle,” explained the don,
without being asked, and Buffalo Bill made a mental
note of the fact, as also that the three were missing,

The scout’s two horses were saddled, that of the
prisoner also, and the don refused decidedly any pay
for the night’s lodging he had given, but seemed most
particular in his directions to Buffalo Bill as to the
trail he should take.

Telling the don that he would pay the peons for
burying the two dead men, upon his return, he bade
a courteous farewell to the sefiora, shook hands with
his host, and rode away with his prisoner upon the
trail the Spaniard had directed him to take.

But Buffalo Bill was not to be caught napping, and
he recalled that Wild Kid had told him to be sure and
take the river prail.

That certainly was not the one he was then on, he
felt sure, so he asked the prisoner if the other trail
-was not the shortest.

.:Nn_, the Ionge:s't,” said Panama shortly.

This is the direct one, then?”

“&’ICS"‘

::];Ile other lies yonder, does it not?”

No, in this other direction.”

That agreed with the advice given by Wild Kid.
So“he said, while he watched the prisoner closely :

We will take the other trail, then.”

Buffalo Bill had observed looks pass between the
glon, the sefiora, and the prisoner, which he felt were
intended to convey to the prisoner certain informa-
tion. He now saw that his avowed intention of taking
the other trail caused the prisoner to start and grow
anxious,
~“You will have a hard ride of it, if you take the
river trail, and are just as likely as not to run upon

-2 band of redskins that way,” urged Panama,
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“I've met redskins before, and 1 am pretty well
armed and mounted, so I can run if I cannot fight, and
your horse is a good one, t00; but should I have
to leave you behind it will save you fron% being hauged,
you certainly will be, North Adams.”
The prisoner was white-faced now, and brought
forward several strong arguments of why the scout
should not take what was known as the 1‘1\'«31;[&1.11, as
it followed along the stream for sn"\'cral miles, ;:11:&,.
crossing it, recrossed after some distance, ren(‘lferfllig
it considerably longer than the one that ran directly
across country from the old mission. i

But Buffalo Bill was determined to go his own way,
and turned out of the trail to cross country a mile or

/ the other one. : ;
t“%l?e) moment he did so the looks of the prisoner
showed that the scout had saved himself from anmam—
bush and kept Panama from being aided in an escape.

A muttered imprecation in Sp‘amsh from the 2 115—
oner told how deep was his (118211)1)01111111?1}t at the
action of the scout in regard to the two trails.

"
@




CHAPTER XLI1V.
A SIGNAL AHEAD,.

Buffalo Bill soon came into the other trail, and
turned in the direction he had been going on the first
one. He was sure that was the right one, as Panama
told him it was not.

“I'll chance it,” he said, with a smile.

Then he was bothered as to his meeting with Wild
Kid on the trail.

The youth had said he would meet him, but nothing
had been said of having the prisoner along.

Would Wild Kid think it wise to show himself while
Panama was along?

That question Buffalo Bill determined to leave to the
boy to decide. He would naturally see him, and that
he had a prisoner with him, before he allowed himself
to be seen, and so would know best how to act.

So the scout continued on his way, watching only
that he was not surprised by any one on the way, as
he did not know but that the don’s people might have
guarded both trails.

Then, too, the prisoner might have been right in his
dread of meeting a band of Indians.

Some ten miles from the old mission the scout came
upon a little prairie, a mile across, and with a range
of hills in the distance. 3

There the trail crossed the river and wound along
the banks, which the scout’s knowledge of the lay of
land in general convinced him that the river must wind
around and run along at the base of the distant hills.
He asked his prisoner, but the latter was in a mood
not to reply. It was evident that Buffalo Bill had
taken the wrong trail—for Panama.

The river was easily forded, the trail followed down
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the bank, and as the hills were approached the trail
seemed to lead away from the stream.

As the slope was reached Buffalo Bill's eyes were
upon the trail ahead, going among the hills, and his
keen eyes caught sight of a form ahead, appearing for
a moment, and then gliding out of sight.

“T"think I shall reconnoiter on ahead alone, Adarps,
but I'll see that your horse does not run away with
ou” and Buffalo Bill proceeded to tie the animal
ridden by the prisoner securely to a tree. y

The prisoner was already bound securely to his sad-
dle. : _ =

Riding on ahead, Buffalo Bill advanced with qaﬁ-
tion, thomgh he felt sure the form he had caught sight
of must be the Wild Kid. _ :

If mistaken, then it would be man aganst man;
but great odds never disturbed Buffalo Bill to any
alarming extent. 52 L

After several hundred yards the trail WOL:mld into
the timber belt along the range of hills, and as e \\I/as
lost sight of to the sharply watching prisoner, nc;l )16-
held ahead the Wild Kid, for it was the youth he
SaAW. ; : ; '
There he stood in the trail, upright, handsome-faced,
and eagerly waiting. ' e 3

Thegscoitt was 'Tt once impressed with the apl?eaf
ance of the youth, just such as he }vould expect to

i i 3 ight before to be.
find his friend of the night before _

“I'm the Wild Kid, Chief Cody,” informed the

outh, with a smile. : - :

) “Yes I am sure of that, for, though I did ml)t Z(;e
es, : ! L 7
you last night, you are just about what [ plg}tlric1%l 2

and T have kept a searching lookout along the tra
find you.” ; :

“Iysaw you several miles back, but dared not S'léénﬁh
as I perceived that you had company, so I @m
here and took the chances.
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“It is Panama you have, I suppose, but did he see
me?” :

“Noj and T simply explained that I would recon-
noiter on ahead.’

(‘J()Of]" Now, you were going to El Monte with
your prisoner’

“Yes, he really is North Adams, a deserter from the
army, and a double murderer and thief. I thought I
had killed him, but was mistaken.”

“So I heard you say last night to him.”

“ -1 . .

You heard me?” in surprise,

‘e

, Oh, yes; for I was on the roof and heard and saw
all.

“You see, I didn’t know just what the domeand his
layout might be tempted to do, so I lay low until
nearly dawn, and I know that Juan and the peons wenf
ou‘t‘ before day to ambush you on the other trail,

Il therefqre, kept near, and was glad when you
took my advice and followed the river trail, for you
missed the ambush. But if you had been attacked
Wild Kid would have been in the game for all T was
worth.”

oy . . .

You are a true friend, Wild Kid, as I have had
the best of proof.”

ir . .

I‘hep take the advice T now give you. If you do
not you'll get into hig trouble.”

“Il do it, for T feel that I can trust vou.” was
Buffalo Bill’s earnest reply. e

CHAPTER XLV.
WILD KID'S ADVICE,

“Now, Chief Cody, I don't know what your busi-
ness at El Monte is, but you are a brave man to come
aloné, though I heard your bluffs to the don last night
about soldiers following.”

“You are a keen one.”

“If you needed soldiers here you'd get them from
the fort, sixty-five miles south of here, and where I
wish you to go now.”

“Why ?”

“Well, the prisoner you have is a deserter, you
say?”’

(('&fes.!,‘ .

“Down here he is a gambler and a secret member of
a very dangerous band.

“T am not dead sure, but I think the don is in the
gang also, but by pretending not to suspect him we
can catch him in a trap, is my idea.” »

“The very thing, Kid.”

“Now, if you take Panama into El Monte, brave as
you are, and a man to face any danger, he will be taken
from you, for his gang is a strong one, and the good
men there will not put their lives in jeopardy, and
their homes, too, by taking sides with you. =

“You might kill half a dozen, but a bullet will kil
a buffalo, and you are but human.”

“You are right, Wild Kid.”

“So 1 say to you to skip this trail right here, follow
the range right along. T'll sketch you a map of the
country and trails, and get into the fort as quickly: as
you can, :

“Leave your prisoner there, and make your way
back to this point by day after to-morrow nooun, and
T’ll be on hand to join you.
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“I'll go into El Monte and hear what story the don
has sent in of the affair, and see just how the humor of
the men stands, for they think I am a bad one, and so
will talk freely before me.

“I'll see how matters stand, too, about the attack
on Miss Brasher, and when you return T'll take you
for the night to my layout and put you on the trail for
the homes of Duke Delmar and Major Brasher, whom
you say you have letters to, though I would.advise
you not to tell your business here to either one of
them, for I'll say flatfooted T do mot trust the doc a
little bit, and if he has not got the major on a string
I'm willing to be licked for lying.”

Buffalo Bill laughed, and then said:

“Well, my young friend, I will take your advice and
deliver my prisoner for safe-keeping at the fort.

“Then I will return and meet you here, and, after
all you have done for me, I will be guided by you in
regard to my future actions, for you know the country,
the people; good and bad, and I do not believe you are
half as bad as you paint yourself.”

“Give a dog a bad name, and he’ll soon begin to
think he’s the meanest cur in town, for, except Marie
and four boy pards who will tie to me to the end,
I've got no friends; but they say even that we boys are
road agents and all that is bad, though the vigilantes
have never been able to catch us in a single lawless
deed.

~ “We call ourselves Boy Rangers, and though we've
fought the Indians and Rio Grande Renegades hard,
several times warning the ranches of trouble, they
won’t believe we are honest, simply because I am said
to be a young terror.

“Why, the ranchers keep a closer count on my cattle
,and ponies than 1 do myself, to see if I don’t add $o
them by stealing splithoofs and mustangs.”

Wild Kid’s Advice.

Buffalo Bill eyed the youth fixedly as he was speak-
ing, and seemed to dwell upon every word he uttered.

“So you have a little ranch of your own?”

“Yes, a couple of hundred longhorns and thirty-odd
ponies.”’

“And you have some pards?”

“I've got a young Mexican pard, Rico Sanchez,
though he's a year older than I am, living at my layout
with me, along with Sable, a negro boy I picked up,
whose heart is full of good blood, if he has got a bad
face.

“Then, on a little ranch below El Monte, I've got
two boy pards whom I can call on when I need them,
and that is all. _

“You see, Rico Sanchez had to leave Mexico or be
killed, and was- followed across the Rio Grande and
wounded ; but T happened along and helped him out,
and took him to my ranch, while Sable was stood up
for a target one day in El Monte by a degperado, and
I took his part, so he’s stuck to me ever since.

“The other two boys I also helped out of a scrape,
and when I call they’ll come; but folks will call me a
terror, and maybe I am, in a quiet way.”

“Well, pard, you are just the one I want to help
me, you and your Boy Ranchers, and when I return
from the fort I'll tell you my business at El Monte.

Buffalo Bill warmly grasped the hand of the “Young

Terror.”




CHAPTER XLVI,
NOT FOR SALE.

After talking together a short while longer, and the
scout receiving from the youth a pencil-sketched map
of his way, the two parted.

Buffalo Bill at once returned to his prisoner, who
was anxiously awaiting him, wondering if Juan Trego
and the peons, finding that they had not taken the trail
they were expected to take, would run across to still
ambush them. He knew well that if he did not, his
‘only chance would be to raise trouble in El Monte, and
have his comrades free him from the power of the
scout, who he feared might make sure of him by
killing him.

He could not blame Don Trego, for he felt that he
had acted as best he could; but Panama was not one
to be taken back a prisoner by Buffalo Bill to the fort
from which he had deserted, no matter what the cost
might be to others.

So when the scout returned he eyed him closely and
asked :

“Did you find anything suspicious ?”’

Erves;’

“Indians ?”

“No.”

“What then?”

“Enough to make me leave this trail.”

“Ah! T told you so, and you can go back to the
other by a five-mile ride

“I know the way.”

“Thanks, but T do not need your aid, nor will I go
back to the other trail.”

“Then you return to the Mission Ranch?”
“NO.”

Not for Sale.

“I don’t know what you.'ll do, then.” : .
Buffalo Bill had now untied the prisoner's horse an
the pack animal, and, taking them in lead, to the sur-
prise of Panama, he turned short off of the trail to

1 Monte. ; e e
“Where in the name of Satan are you going?” cried
the prisoner. ok ;
“Fthonqht [ would go to Fort Rio,” was the calm
reply. ; o
1Huﬁ’a}o Bill saw the start given by t111e prisoner, and
i came f death.
that his face became the hue of de
“This is not the way to the fort,” he faltered.
“I think it is.” S
“Tt’s over a hundred muiles. ‘
“More or less, as you will see when we reach there
by night, for I shall push alon)g rapidly.
“Man, don’t take me there. .
“It is just what I intend to do.
“You accuse me of being North Adams, but T am

t.” .
no“Ouit talking, Adams, for I know just w}}fag y(;t;
are, and that you killed the sergeant who alrrtﬁib (131 s}llmt
for robbing the paymaster’s quarters, and the
the guard over you and made your escape. e
“As I reported when 1 followed yo? :lafded Lt
killed you, and I believed it to be true, tha e: e
matter : but as it was my mistake, T will n{)\(\: x band
to atone for it by returning you to Gen?raf -il{ee’ =
to do so, I will take you to Fort Rio fo% sa eu q%rizi
for I know what to expect should I carry you @

bR
oner to El Monte. Come, we must quicken our Pace.f
uhotes
Panama groaned, and then gave vent to a string o
; X b
oaths in English and Spanish. i
But Buffalo Bill paid no heed, but kept theﬂl;é)r;?iec-
a steady trot for several hours, following e
tion in which he should go with an exactness
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prised the prisoner, who knew he was a stranger in
that part of the country.

At noon Buffalo Bill halted at a small stream for
rest. The grass was plentiful, the water clear and
cold, and there was wood in plenty for a fire; but
the scout contented himself with a cold lunch from his
supplies, the prisoner eating sparingly.

After a rest of nearly an hour, as Buffalo Bill be-
gan to saddle up, preparatory to starting on, Panama
said :

“See here, Buffalo Bill, every man has his price—
what is yours?”

“I haven’t got anything for sale just now, Adams.”

“Nonsense! You understand me well.

“If you carry me to the fort you'll have me safe.

“Now, nobody knows that I am alive save you, and
I will pay you a clean two thousand dollars in gold
if you will let me go.”

“It is not enough.”

“I'm not rich, but I've won some money with cards
and trading cattle %

“And cutting throats.”

“I didn't say that.”

“No, but I did.” :

“Well, then, I have that much more reason to wish
to escape, so if two thousand will not buy you, name
what will, and T'll try and meet your price.”

“Call it as many millions as you did thousands, and
I guess I'd surrender.”

“Bah! Do you think I'am a fool ?”

“Oh, no, and neither am I for sale, Adams,” and
the journey was resumed.

While resting, Buffalo Bill had glanced over Wild
Kid's map, and saw that he had made no mistake, and
if he continued on a couple of hours more he must get
into the trail leading from the south to Fort Rio.

Not for Sale. 277

i i -ssing on, just as the sun set he
i (hdinmtl}kx]é 1()1r1§tb:1ncz, of ‘ihe Stars and Stripes
from the flagstaff at For_t Rio, and
1oing among the hills.
at satisfaction for him was

caught sight,
fluttering down : :
heard the sunset gun €cC

But what was a gre
despair for his prisoner.




CHAPTER XLVII,
THE MASKED PURSUERS,

When Wild Kid saw Buffalo Bill return to his pris-
oner he watched until they had turned off along the
range and disappeared from sight.

Then he moved up to where the scout had halted
his prisoner, while he came forward on the trail to
speak to him.

“T'll just halt here for a while, for Juan and the
don may come along in pursuit, and I can chip in
if needed,” he said,

So he waited for an hour or more, and then, as no
one appeared, began to ride along toward the old
mission. He had gone about a mile, when his pony,
which he had named Scamp, pricked up his ears.

“Some one is coming—yes, I hear hoofs, and they
are in a hurry, and more than one.”

The next moment there dashed into sight four
masked men.

They were riding hard, and their horses showed
that they had been kept at a speedy gait for some
distance.

“The don and his imps—masks don’t fool me a little
bit,” muttered the youth.

A moment more and they had halted, while one
called out:

“Oh, Wild Kid, did you see two men pass along this
trail ?”’

“Yes, Don Trego. One was Panama, and the other

was a large, splendid-looking man.”
“You call me don?” :

£e
 “Yes, for I'm on to you, and Juan and the two cop-
pers.  Masks don’t go with me, Don Trego, and I

didn’t know you sported them. Thought only ‘bad
men did that.”
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“We had a purpose for wearing them, for that fine-
looking man you speak of has klllpd two men at my
ranch and has Panama a prisoner.”

“Pan did look tied up. 2R

“How far ahead of us are they, Kid?

“Well, I should say too far for you to catch them,
for it’s been over an hour since I met them, and the
bic man was pushing his hoofs for all they were
worth.”

“Caramba!” ejaculated the don, and Juan echoed
the oath, while Wild Kid said innocently : o

“If it is so important for you to overtake him, don,
T’ll lend you my pony, for he’s fresh, and your horse
could never do it.” ]

“We took the wrong trail, and had to cross from
the other one to this, and have pushed our horse:.ht(I)z(i
hard. Juan, we must give it up, for they'd reacw_ld
Monte before we could head them off. Bpt ._\’fou_..d tll
Kid, can do something for me if you will,” said the
don. -

“You bet I will, for I have not forgotten the good
suppers the sefiora gave me when I stopped at your
ranch, don.” _ ;

“All right. Come when you will, for you are Wellk
come. I; fact, Wild Kid, I'm anxious to h'avfe abtath
with you some time, for there is money in it for bo
of us.”

“Don’t forget me in the deal, don. But what can
I do for you now?”’ ‘ ;

“Go ony to El Monte and- tell Brimstone Bill tltllit;
Buffalo Bill, the great scout of the Northwelst, }Ss 1
man that has Panama a 1)risqner,lfa}3(1 that he 1
Fred Williams, as he calls himselt.© =

“Gee! but T’d like to see Buffalo Bill!” cried the
boy, with enthusiasm. i

%I‘You did see him, for he was the one you met with

Panama.”
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“But how was I to know it then?”

“Well, you'll see him at El Monte, and you tell
Brimstone Bill that I sent you to say that Buffalo Bill
stopped at my ranch last night, as did Panama, Mus-
tang Matt, and Half-breed José. :

_“Tllley had a row of some kind to settle, and Buffalo
BII‘I killed Matt and José, and took Panama a prisoner,

‘Of course, as I knew Buffalo Bill was a govern-
ment officer, I could do nothing, but you teil Brim-
stone Bill who he is, and that he is in this country
for scalps, but to keep it dark, for if they don’t know
who he is they won’t know him as an officer of the
army, and so if Fred Williams gets killed it will be
his own fault for not saying who he was.

“Do you understand, Kid?”

::You l_)et I do, and I'll tell Bill.”

“All right; but remember you tell no one else but
Brimstone Bill that I sent you.”

“No one else but Bill, don?”

[ $ ?

Well, if you have any big news to report come out
to-morrow or next day to the Mission Ranch and let
me hear it, for you will not forget it.”

“You. bet T won’t.” 5 :

Wheeling his pony, Wild Kid dashed back on the
trail in a sweeping gallop.

CHAPTER XLVIIL
THE THREAT.

Wild Kid’s expression would not have pleased the
don, could he have seen it, as he rode back on the trail.

The youth kept up his rapid pace as long as he was
in sight of the don and those with him, and then drew
rein, going at a walk.

When he reached the hills he halted and waited.
He wished to see if the don would change his mind
and go on to El Monte himself, or send Juan. But
he soon felt convinced that he had left the mission
wholly in his hands. Then he mounted and rode
slowly away to the right, muttering to himself :

“Well, it’s about time I had something to eat, for
yesterday’s dinner was my last wrestle with grub.

“Now I'm glad I headed that gang off, for they’'d
have seen that the trail they were on led to the fort
and guessed why, and maybe they could have headed
Buffalo Bill off somewhere by hard riding, knowing
the country as they do.

“Now I'll go to Ranch Lookout and tell Rico and
Sable just what has happened, and when I've made up
fot lost time in eating, I'll mount Skip and make for
Fl Monte to tell Brimstone Bill. Oh, yes; I'll tell him
all the don told me, but in my own way, and I know
a Bill Tl tell in the right way.”

With this he urged his pony into a canter and kept
him at it mile after mile.

At last he turned from the prairie toward a wooded
ridge, and just after noon came upon a little house
nestling away ‘under a cliff that ended abru_pt]y at the
prairie that spread out like the ocean from its base.

There was a log cabin of two rooms, stoutly built,
and with a stockade corral behind it.
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Along the front of the house was a brush shelter
forming a piazza, and from there the country around
could be seen from three sides for miles.

On the prairie the other side of the ridge were a

herd of a couple of hundred cattle feeding and two
dozen or more ponies.
.~ Lying before the door of the cabin was a huge dog,
that arose as the youth rode up, while upon the cliff,
fifty feet above the little home, was a match for the
savage brute below.

The latter seemed to be on watch, for he kept his
eyes continually roving around the country, and
though the youth had come along the base of the range,
the point of lookout had enabled him to see him when
a long distance off.

“Ho, Catchem, where are Rico and Sable?” said
Wild Kid, as he dismounted at the corral gate.

But as he spoke a dark-faced, slender youth came
from behind the cabin and called out, with a slight
Spanish accent to his English:

“Ho, Kid, I'm awful glad to see you, fon we were
getting anxious about you.

“Watch signaled you coming half an hour ago, and
Sable will soon have dinner ready.”

“I'm glad, Rico, for I have had nothing since I
cooked my own dinner in the mountains yesterday, but
I won’t complain, for I'm loaded to the muzzle with
news,” and Wild Kid turned his horse loose as he
spoke, while the young Mexican, who had a handsome
face, that only his black mustache kept from being
effeminate, said:

“And T have news for you, for Major Brasher,
Delmar, and half a dozen cowboys, from the latter’s
ranch were here after you this morning.” :

“What did they want with me, Rico?” quietly asked
the youth.

“They s2id that you had put up a game to pretend to

The Threat.

kidnap Miss Brasher, so you might gain favor by a
supposed rescue, and pretending to. kill one of the
men, while the other two escaped.”

“Is that the latest lie against me, Rico?”’ asked the
youth, while a bitter smile crossed his face.

“Yes, and -they came after you, they said, to take
you to El Monte-and have the vigilantes take you in
charge.”

“I'm going to El Monte to-night, so they can find
me if I'm wanted, Rico,”

“I told them that you were away, had gone to Ha-
cienda del Norte day before yesterday, with some
ponies to sell, and should have been back last night;
but that if yeu had met the Sefiorita Brasher and
rescued her from kidnapers, it was no sham rescue, as
I would vouch for.”

“What did. they say then?”

“That they wanted you to know they were aware
of your trick to win favor with the seforita and her
fathér, and they would drop the matter with a warn-
ing that you would get into trouble if you ever went
near Idlerest Ranch, or spoke to her again.

“It was Doctor Delmar who did all the talking and
threatening.”

“T thought so; but I should have thought the dead

'man, El Monte Ned, would prove that it was no sham,
rescue.” '

“Doc Delmar said no one was killed, that he and
his men went to the scene and nobody was there, and
that the man fell at your fire, pretending to be shot,
while, of course, he said that I was in it with you,
and our two ranch pards, Merton Calder and Ham
Goldsby.”

“Rico, I'll tell you now that Texas is not large
enough for that Duke Delmar and me to live in. One
of us must quit,” said Wild Kid, with deep feeling.




CHAPTER XLIX.
EL MONTE AND ITS PEOPLE,

Ere more was said between Wild Kid and the young
Mexican, a negro youth came from behind the cabin,
whence an odor of broiling venison and coffee had
been wafted for some time.

The negro was of stout build, had an intensely black
face, teeth as white as milk, and large, expressive
eyes. He seemed fond of dress, for he wore a- Mexi-
can jacket, buckskin leggings stuck in top-boots, and
a sombrero embroidered in silver and -with a stuffed
rattlesnake around it as a cord.

“Lor’, Mars’ Kid, I mor’n glad to see you back, for
we was beginnin’ ter worry ’bout yer. But dinner
is all ready, and I guesses you is hungry, so con}e'rlght
along, for I knows sefior is ready, and I allers is.”

Wild Kid grasped the hand of the negro boy and
they went to a sheltered nook behind the cabin and
under the cliff, where a fire burned, and a rude table
and seats were set beneath a shelter.

Wild Kid needed no urging to eat, and' the appe-
tite he had brought with him was a surprise to both
Rico Sanchez and Sable.

But provisions were plentiful in Lookout Ranch,
and Sable was only too glad to see Wild Kid eat, help-
ing him bountifully. .

The story of the youth’s adventures, from his re-
turning from the Hacienda del Norte, and rescue of
Marie Brasher, to his leaving the don and}ns party,
whom he had turned back from the pursuit of Buf-
falo Bill, was all told to his Mexican and negro pards,
the two listening with the deepest interest.

“Well, Kid, you have had a time of it, and I only
wish T had been along, for I would so have liked to

]

et
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sec Buffalo Bill, whom you have served so well, and
of whom I have heard so much.”

“You'll see him before long, Rico, for he will come
by here with me day after to-morrow, when I meet
him,”

“But do you really intend to go to El Monte to-

| night, Kid?”

‘¥Yes,”

“Better not, Mars” Kid, for I recomeniber what dem
fellers is there—I doesn’t like ’em a little tiny bit, and
they don’t like you.”

“That’s all right, Sable, but I wish to go particularly,
to get on the trail of certain things I have in mind, and

\ which I'll call on all of you to help me in when I am
| ready to act.”

"I had better go to El Monte with you, Kid.”
“No, Rico, it will be best for me to go alone, espe-

| cially as I bear a message from Don Trego to Brim-

stone Bill, and T'll start pretty soon.”
Ten minutes after, mounted upon a fresh pony,

| and one equally as good as Scamp, he started off on
! his ride of twenty-five miles to EI Monte, the settle-
| ment made up of a few stores, a couple of blacksmith
| and wagon-repair shops, a dozen drinking and gam-
| bling saloons, a combined schoolhouse, courtroom,
| church, and public hall, which had been the scene of
| deadly encounters, with a score of log-cabin houses
! and an alleged hotel.

The regular dwellers in El Monte numbered some

| three hundred souls, the “floating population,” of
| Wagon-train people, emigrants passing through, ranch-
§ s and cowboys, with a mingling of itinerant gamblers

and fugitives from justice more than doubling the
number of those who were proud to call themselves El
Monteites.

With half a hundred ranches within a radius of as
Many miles, and employing from two to twenty cow=

e ] cxn
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boys each, Il Monte had a large number to draw upon
in the way of frequenters of its saloons, and they were
wont to make things lively there at times, and keep
the place “on the jump,” so to speak, from noon until
daybreak. :
It was Wild Kid’s wish to reach El Monte after
nightfall. - He considered it safer, as just then he
was anxious to avoid trouble. ' He was never before
afraid to go there at any time, for Wild Kid was
not one to avoid danger, and he had made his mark
even in such a community as that of El Monte,
Who the boy was no one there knew, and he often
said that- he did not himself know; that he was a
product of the prairie, like a weed, and just grew, but
whether he told the truth in this nobody could say.
He had been known in El Monte for four years, stop-
ping there with a number of people from a wagon

train that had been terribly cut up in a fight with _

Indians.

The boy wrote a good hand, was bright, quiet, and
got work in the hotel as clerk, being cashier of a
gambling saloon at night.

His first display of “border talent” had been when a
couple of roughs tried to rob him, and he shot one
dead and held the other up, the vigilantes hanging him
an hour after.

Then he had distinguished himself by taking the
part of Sable, the negro boy, whom some desperadoes
were torturing for fun, and in the stand-up fight that
followed the boy won the admiration of all by his
nerye and deadly aim.

On another occasion he took sides with two youths,
Merton Calder and Ham Goldsby, who had come to
Texas to seek a fortune, and he helped them out of
a very ugly scrape, as afterward he aided Henrico
Sanchez, whom he called Rico.

Giving up his clerkship, he had gone off beyond the

El Monte and Its People. 287

border of the settlement proper and started a ranch,
with Rico Sanchez and the negro Sable as his. pards,
and he had prospered.

Thrice had he warned the settlement of a raid by
the Renegades of the Rio Grande, and again saved the
ranches from being surprised by Indians, for he was
constantly on the trail, being a devoted hunter of large
game.

Ever ready with his revolver if imposed on, a sure
winner if he gambled, utterly fearless, suspected of
many crimes he was guiltless of, Wild Kid gained the
name of a young terror and desperado, and those
allied with him, and who called themselves Boy Ranch-
ers, were regarded by many as no more ‘than a band
of young outlaws.

It was just as dark had set in that the Boy Rancher
saw the lights of El Monte loom up ahead, and soon
after he rode into the corral of the Lone Star Hotel.




CHAPTER L.
AT GOLD MINE SALOON.

El Monte was in full blast when Wild Kid rode
into the corral of the Lone Star Hotel, the latter being
a rambling structure of adobe, which at one time m
the dim past had been a mission house.

About it was a thick growth of timber, evidently
planted by the good padres of generations before, and
scattered along the one street, or trail, that ran through
the place were the stores, saloons, and cabin homes of
the citizens.

Off on the prairie on either side were the stockade
corrals where horses and cattle were kept for sale, and
upon the stream that ran around the hill or mount,
upon which the settlement was located, and from which
it took its name, were the ruins of a fort built by the
United States troops back in the fifties, and here was
the camping ground of army and emigrant trains pass-
ing through.

The story had already been told in El Monte of the
attempted kidnaping of Major Brasher’s beautiful
daughter, and her rescue by the Wild Kid, but follow=
ing upon the news had quickly come the report that it
was a fake affair gotten up by the Boy Rancher to win
the girl’s regard.

There were some who believed the report of a fake
rescue, others who did not, for be the faults of the
Wild Kid what they might, he was not one to seek
cheap notoriety.

El Monte Ned, a rough citizen of the place, was said
to have been killed by the boy, but yet if it was not
true, the man did not show up, though his friends said
he had gone northward with a large herd of cattle.

It was certain, however, that the body of the man
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said to have been killed could not be found, nor could
his horse, while the two with him were not known.

What Marie said of the .affair could not be learned,
though Doctor Delmar asserted that Miss Brasher be-
lieved that the man who fell at Wild Kid’s shot was
playing possum, the others running off to carry out the
boy's plot, to get the credit of a daring rescue.

It was while the affair was still being discussed in
the “Gold Mine,” the most popular gambling den in
El Monte, that Wild Kid appeared, strolling into the
crowded place in his free-and-easy way, and glancing
about as though anxious to find some one.

“There’s the fake hero now, doc,” said a large
man, with long, fiery-red hair and beard falling to his
waist, who was standing by a table where two' others
were playing cards with a large pile of money up as
the stakes.

One of these men was a Mexican who was said to
be an army officer and very rich, and who often
crossed the river to visit El Monte to gamble. He
had a dark, refined face, and seemed to enjoy play-
ing, which was a passion with him, though he almost
invariably was a loser. He was known in El Monte
as El Capitan, but at Major Brasher’s ranch, where he
visited when coming across upon Texan soil, he was
called Captain Miguel Munoz, and, if Doctor Duke
Delmar was not his rival, many thought that he
would be the favorite suitor for the heiress’ hand.

His companion now at the card table, and to whom
the red-headed and bearded man had spoken when
Wild Kid entered, was Doctor Delmar. He was one
who might more readily be taken for a clergyman, for
his handsome face was clean shaven, his hair clustered
in short ringlets about his temples, he wore gold-
rimmed eyeglasses and dressed in black broadcloth,
well-polished top-boots, with silver spurs and a slouch
hat.
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His frock coat was open, however, and beneath it
was a belt of arms, and he had more than once shown
that he knew how to use them. He was a fine surgeon
and physician, and generally popular, while he owned
a large ranch and was rich, for he added to his in-
come by being a most successful gambler.,

Though rivals, the doctor and  Captain Miguel
Munoz were devoted friends.

Glancing up at Wild Kid when Brimstone Bill, the
man with fiery-red hair and beard, attracted his atten-
tion to him, he said:

“T'll see him later. Now I'm playing for big
money.”

CHAPTER LI
SHOT FOR SHOT.

Something of a hush fell upon the room as Wild
Kid entered. All felt that he had made a mistake in
coming there, for he would be accused of putting up
a fake rescue, and he was not one to submit to ridicule.

Brimstone Bill was known as the friend of El Monte
Ned, whom, it was said, Wild Kid had either killed
or bribed to play possum for his sake, and the afore-
said William had justly won the prefix of Brimstone
to his name. He was the most dreaded man in the
settlement, and one who was a dead shot and full of

nerve.
When Wild Kid caught sight of him, he walked

straight up to him and said in a low tone:

“I've got a message for you, Brimstone Bill.”

The man had never liked the youth, and he now
said with a sneer:

“From my friend Ned, whom you claim to have
killed, I s’pose?r”

“No; it is from your friends Mustang Matt and
Half-breed José,” was the cool reply, and the boy
looked quickly from the face of Brimstone Bill to that
of Doctor Delmar. He saw the start of the former
and the quick look that Doctor Delmar gave, followed
by a sign that no one else caught.

“All right, young feller, I takes mighty leetle stock
in you, but if my pards has sent you to me I'll hear
what ver has ter say.” ;

“T don’t ask you to take any stock in me, Brim-
stone Bill, and don’t care for your love or hatred; but
I was sent to you, and if you care to hear what I have
to say you can follow me outside.”

“I'll go over.”
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Another strange look passed between Brimstone
Bill and Doctor Delmar, the latter urging the man to
go, as Wild Kid interpreted it.

“Do not go, Sefior Beel, for he weel you assassi-
nate,” called out Captain Miguel Munoz, in a tone
that all heard, and a silence followed the words.

Instantly Wild Kid faced him, and said:

“El Capitan, none but a coward would give such an
sult!”’

The Mexican sprang to his feet, drawing a weapon
as. he did so, and, with a savage oath, upsetting the
table and spilling the money, while the crowd scattered
in all directions out of the line of fire.

Wild Kid did not move, and even at such a moment
he seemed to see the ridiculous side of the affair in
the men tumbling over each other, and laughed.

But, as the Mexican got to his feet, revolver in
hand, Wild Kid had his weapon ready, and, seeing
that the man intended to kill him, he touched the trig-
ger a second in advance of his foe.

It was enough, for it saved his life, his shot strik-
ing the Mexican in the left side, while the latter’s bul-

-~ let cut through the rim of Wild Kid’s hat.

Doctor Delmar caught the Mexican in his arms as
he staggered back, 'and cried:

“You have done for him, boy! I'll see you later.”

Again came the boy’s reckless laugh, and then the
words :

“So you said before, doc! No time like the pres-
ent.”

“Whatever Doctor Delmar would have done, a
quickly whispered word from Brimstone Bill checked
him, and he called for aid to carry the wounded Mexi-
can to his room in the Lone Star Hotel.

Wild Kid had replaced his weapon, but stood his
ground, until Brimstone Bill grasped him by the arm

and whispered :
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“Come with me, boy, or the vigilantes will hang
yer up.” :

“No; the vigilantes may make mistakes now and
then, but they don’t hang a boy for killing a man
who insulted him, and fought a fair, stand-up fight.”

“He did start it, that’s a fact. But yer wants ter
see me, yer said?”’ - Brimstone Bill seemed a trifle
nervous. 2

As Wild Kid moved toward the door some one
shouted out that he had only defended himself, and
called for a cheer, and Brimstone Bill joined in the
rousing shout that followed.

“Now, boy, what has yer from Mustang Matt and
Half-breed José for me?” asked Brimstone Bill, as
the two walked away out of earshot from any one
near by.

“Don Trego sent me to tell you that they were
both dead.”

The man almost staggered under the blow, and
cried, in a hoarse voice :

“What kilt ‘em?” -

“Buffalo Bill, the great scout of the Northwest,
was the quiet response of the boy.



CHAPTER. LII
WILD KID LEARNS SOMETHING.

The words of the youth seemed to impress Brim-
stone Bill strangely, for he muttered to himself over
and over:

“Dead! and Matt knew the secret only. TI've been
a fool, for El Monte Ned is dead!”

“Yes, Brimstone Bill, T killed El Monte Ned, as you
know; but he was masked, as were also Matt and
José, and all T saw were three men with tkeir hands
on Miss Brasher, so I acted just as you would have
done if you had not then known how it all was, and
was not in the secret of who they were, and supposed
they were raiders from over the Rio Grande,

“But when I saw who El Monte Ned was, ‘then I
did not understand just what to do; after seeing Miss
Brasher home, I came back to take their trail, thinking
from all T knew, they had gone to the Mission Ranch,

“And they had, and Panama, too, and they found
there Buffalo Bill, and he ‘was on his way to El
Monte.” : :

“Coming here?” cried Brimstone Bill, in: alarm,

“Yes,” and in the same manner, feeling his way for
points and trying to trap Brimstone Bill, Wild Kid
continued : 'f

“They planned—Panama, Matt, and José—to down
Buffalo Bill, whom they had not seen, but they knew
he was there. You see, Panama, who had been a sol-
dier in the Northwest, recognized him, and they

planned to catch him asleep; but he didn’t sleep, and

saw them coming, so killed Matt and José, and took
Panama alive.” :

“The deuce he did! ‘ '
“I would not believe any man alive, not even Buffalo

.- P‘__»
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i : 2 ; hree men.” In his
Bill, could get the best of those t sl
excitement Brimstone Bill had dropped his dialect
and incorrect way of speaking. :

“Well, he did, and he’s gone off with Panama to
the fort.” "

“Can he not be headed? : i

“No- for I tracked him, and he’s there now.

“And he’ll come back with a troop of cavalry to
back him?” e
- “No, I guess not, for, you see, he goes as FreI_c% V\}/;]ls
liams, and was only recognized by Panama. el ;tlo
come here on some secret service, and will come 1n

'7.‘

El Monte alone, you bet! e
“Then he goes under right here, for we can fix 1t.S
“You see, I was with the don, Juan aﬁd the peon

is trail, sent me on to tell you.

on his trail, and the don sen i
“But Major Brasher and Doc Delmar were ]-ml?tltn%

me, so I had to keep in hiding and was'la‘teh galo

determined to put you on y()url guardI al;gre:i];t] trlZ)uble

i SO y
Bill, as the don asked me to do, =
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with him, and tell him you come from the don,
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“I should think so; but I'll go in and see Doc Del-
mar and tell him the news you bring, for he knows
Buffalo Bill, as T do, and we don’t want to see him
until we know just what to do.”

“Well, you just tell Doc Delmar, if he’s got any-
thing against me, I'm in the Gold Mine Saloon and we
can have it out; but I'm not going to let him or any
other man put me up for a fool.”

“You bet you won’t, boy; but I'll fix it, and I guess
the doc will want to see you. But Lordy! how you
did scatter the money in yonder, and call on El Capi-
tan to hand you his chips—for I guess he’s cashed
‘em in,

“But I'll see the doc, but don’t get into another row,
for we need you, Wild Kid.”

“All right.”

- While Brimstone Bill hastened to the Lone Star,
Wild Kid sauntered into the Gold Mine, where all
was in full swing once more, as a tragedy in their
midst made but little impression on the men gathered
there.

- “I guess I've.learned something, and I’m on the
trail to learn more,” muttered Wild Kid as he entered
the saloon, where he was greeted with a shout by some

of his admirers and a scowl by those who did not like
him,
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CHAPTER LIIL
THE DYING MEXICAN.

Refusing a score of invitations to “take something,”
for Wild Kid never drank anything, in spite of his
wild life, he walked up to a table where a half dozen
men were gambling heavily, and took a seat that gave
him equal command of the two doors, in case Do‘c(tor
Delmar should return to carry out his threat to “see
him later.” :

He had not been there very long before Brimstone
Bill entered hastily, and called out: s

“Here, boy pard, I want you. No, gents, this ain't
no fight, but busines\s&l ‘f({r}g(ﬁl?‘mg man has got some-

ing to say to the Wild Kid.” _ :
th]’?‘%e Ocrox}\’r(l seemed disappointed, while Wild Kid
walked quickly to the door, and joined Brimstone Bill,

said : _

Wh‘?l seen Doc Delmar, and it’s all right. He wants
to talk with you later, Kid; but just now El Capitan
is crowdin’ along on hs last trail, and he ’has got some-
thing to say ter yer, he says, and there’s no time ter
lose. Yer see, I thought he wanted ter kill yer, but
he ain’t got er weapon, and it’s sqmetbmg he.wa}?ts
ter git off his mind, so as ter let him lie easy in ther
srave. '

= IlB\rCimstone Bill had hastened Wild Kid along to the
room where El Capitan had been taken, and therle lay
the dying Mexican upon a cot. Doctor Duke Delmar,
the landlord and his wife, by his side. : i

As the two entered the room, Brimstone Bill cafle
out cheerily: :

“Hold on, El Capitan, he’s here.” ; .

The Mexican muttered a prayer in Spanish, al?’
Doctor Delmar stepped forward, and exter_ldmg 1S
hand said in a low tone:
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“It’s all right between us, Wild Kid; we are pards.”

“If you say so,” was Wild Kid's response, and the
next instant he stood by the man whom his bullet had
brought down.

The pallor of death was already creeping over the
face of Miguel Munoz, and he said, as he raised his
hand with an effort:

“I brought it upon myself, Wild Kid, and I forgive
you, as I hope you will forgive me, for I meant to
kill you—TI had a reason more than others knew.”

“Don’t mention it, sefior, for I never hold ill will
—you played your card, and I held a winning hand.

“What can I do for you?”

“I wish to be alone with you.”

Doctor Delmar led all from the room, and, seated
i)}{l the cot, the youth heard what the Mexican had to
ell.

It was a long story of crime, of a man born to
riches and good name, who had gone wrong because
he lost the woman he had loved, and who had sought
to'kill his rival, an American officer, who married the
fair Mexican, who had discarded him, her cousin,
Miguel Munoz.

Dismissed from the army, he had gone from bad to
worse, until he had become an outlaw, and was then
chief of the:Mexican band of the Renegades of the
Rio Grande.

_But he had sought revenge upon his rival through
his son, who had been kidnaped in youth, discovered
after years to find his mother dead and to be told also
that his American father had cruelly deserted his
Mexican wife.

But Miguel Munoz had not then ended his revenge,
for the boy, taking his mother’s name, had been falsely
accused of the crime of which he—Munoz—was
- guilty, and he had heen forced to fly from Mexico.

. That boy was then with Wild Kid, known as Hen-
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rico Sanchez,s and the confession of Miguel Munoz,
with the proofs he would give Wild Kid, would enable
the young man to return to Mexico and claim his _just
inheritance.

But there was more to tell, and that was that the

American officer had not deserted his Mexican wife;
but had been led to believe that she had deserted him,
all through the plotting of Miguel Munoz, and that
he had learned.of her death and soon after married an
American lady.
. But Miguel Munoz still dogged him with his re-
venge, for the two children of the American officer by
his second marriage had been kidnaped from a fort on
the Rio Grande, and the sorrowing parents had never
been able to find them since, nor could Munoz give any
clew to them or their fate.

Such was the confession of the dying Mexican, and
Wild Kid promised that he would seek the American
officer, then a colonel in the United States army, and
stationed in the Northwest, and place before him the.
papers and proofs of the story told, and. also :let
Henrico Sanchez know of the fortune in store for
him,

Calling Doctor Delmar and the others into the room,
Wild Kid resumed his seat by, the dying man, and
there remained until the spark of life had fluttered
away into boundless space.
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CHAPTER LIV.
THE MEETING.

If Wild Kid was impressed by the remarkable scene
through which he had passed with the man he had
killed, his face did not show it.

There rested upon his countenance the same deter-
mined, reckless, half-bitter look natural to him, and
he turned from the dead Mexican to have a talk with
Doctor Delmar.

With the latter he felt his way as cleverly as he had
with Brimstone Bill, and from what he got out of the
latter, then from the dying Mexican, and last from
Doctor Delmar, he felt that he had material enough
to act upon, and act he would. He first expressed
his determination to return to the don, aceording to
promise, and tell what he had done, as requested, and
bear back the news of what the doctor and Brimstone
Bill intended to do as regards Buffalo Bill’s coming to
El Monte.

A long talk was held, and then Doctor Delmar said:

“Tell the don of the death of Munoz and how the
killing of El Monte Ned, Mustang Matt, and Half-
breed José, and the capture of Panama cut us down
to himself, Juan, and the peons at the old mission,
Brimstone Bill—four men here and myself, in El
Monte, and you, Wild Kid, for I do not suppose we
can count on Sanchez, now he is an heir, and there is
1o time for you to get Calder and Goldsby to help us.

“But Brimstone and his men will go with me to head
of_f Buffalo Bill on his return from the fort, and we
will ambush him in Black Rock Cafion.

“If we miss him, why, we will come on to El Monte,
and the don, and Juan, and you must meet us here twe
nights hence, and we’ll show that the great scout can
be killed as easily as any other man. :

The Meeting.

“Now, you will start back to-night, of course?”

“Yes, Doc Delmar, at once; and if Rico Sanchez
does not get the big head when he hears of his for-
tune, he’ll come with me, ready for business. If you
don’t down Buffalo Bill on the trail at Black Rock,
why, it can be done in El Monte.”

“It must be, for that man knows enough to hang
half of the men in El Monte,” was the emphatic reply.

Half an hour after, having had a midnight supper,
and with his pony well rested, Wild Kid was dashing
along directly for his ranch.

He arrived before dawn, his advent being signaled
by the barking of the two dogs. What he had to say
was the cause of three horsemen dashing away from
Lookout Ranch in the early gray of dawn, leaving the
dogs only in charge, for the three were Wild Kid,
Henrico Sanchez, and Sable.

There was a led horse along, a splendid animal, who
carried not even a saddle,

The ride was a hard one, no halt being made, and
several hours after sunrise they had ridden twenty-
five miles and drew rein at a secluded spot on the trail
from Fort Rio to El Monte.

There the horses were stripped of their saddles, as
soon as Wild Kid had closely examined the trail, and
the party partook of a cold breakfast.

Hardly had they finished when hoof falls were
heard, and soon after a horseman appeared in sight,
riding at a canter. It was Buffalo Bill. He was
ready to fight the instant he caught sight of the three
youths, but, recognizing Wild Kid, he came on.

“I'm behind time, Kid, for I was delayed by a
brush with redskins a few miles back; but this is not
where you were to meet me?”

“It’s a better place, as six men are lying in ambgsh
for you at Black Rock Cafion, half a dozen miles
ahead.
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“Byut I've got lots to tell you, as soon as you know
that this is my Mexican pard, Henrico Sanchez, and
this is Sable, the boss of all the darkies I ever crossed
the trail of. We are all here to fight it out with you,
if you say the word, or to'do just as you think best,
for we aré in it to stay.”

. Buffalo Bill smiled, shook hands with the young
Mexican and Sable, and said: ;

“T think it is for you to say, Kid, from all I have
thus far seen of you. Now, what is the racket? Spit
it out and I'll know what to do.”

CHAPTER LV,
THE FIGHT TO THE FINISH,

Buffalo Bill listened attentively to the whole story
Wild Kid had to tell, of his meeting with Don Trego
and his party, and how he had played his cards; of the
visit to his ranch and ride to El Monte; of the duel
with Captain Miguel Munoz, the dying confession,
and his talk with Brimstone Bill and Doctor Delmar,
ending with:

“Now I told you, Chief Cody, not to trust Doctor
Delmar, and I meant it, for I've long had an idea he
was playing a Jdouble game, though I could not spot
him.

“The major is not bad, I think, but the doc has a
pull on him of some kind, to make him do as he says.

“Doctor Delmar, in my opinion, is chief of the
American band of Renegades of the Rio Grande, with
Brimstone Bill as his right-hand man, Don Trego and
his gang as allies, and four men in EI Monte as mem-
bers, Panama being secured, and El Monte Ned, Mus-
tang Matt, and Half-breed José having passed in their
chips.

“The doc, Brimstone Bill, and four others are laying
for you, and if they miss you the don and his gang
are to meet them in El Monte and do you up there, so
my idea is that you go home with us, send Sable here
on this led horse to the fort for a troop to come to
El Monte, arriving at a certain time. We will all be
on hand to go in with them and bhag the game.”

“Right you are, and I'll write a note at once for
Sable to carry to Colonel Gibbons, at Fort Rio; then
we'll meet the troop and just take El Monte in to-
morrow night.”

The note was written, Sable saddled up the led

] R e
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horse, and with his own following for a change,
started with all speed for Fort Rio.

After his departure the scout and his two boy back-
ers mounted, and under the guidance of Wild Kid they
started for Lookout Ranch.

Leaving the hills, they were crossing the prairie,
when suddenly they saw a party of horsemen dash
over a rise.

Both parties halted, and Wild Kid said coolly:

“It’s all up, for it’s Doc Delmar and his gang, six
of them, and they see us.”

“They were late in getting into Black Rock, which
lies four miles west of them.”

“Then it’s a fight at two to one, boys—er is it a
race?” asked Buffalo Bill, with a smile.

“I'd rather fight than run any day,” Wild Kid re-
marked.

“I've fought odds all my life, chief,” said Henrico
Sanchez.

“Well, then, young pards, we’ll make forts of our
horses and fight it out. Here they come!”

With a word and a touch on the legs, Buffalo BilP’s
horse dropped down flat. on the prairie. Cody had left
his pack animal at Fort Rio, as his base of opera-
tions. >

The ponies of the two Boy Ranchers obeyed the
command of their riders, and lay down also, and the
three dropped behind the horses, resting their rifles
over their saddles, for the six men were coming rapidly
forward now, having recognized Buffalo Bill, and
also that, as they meant to fight, Wild Kid had trapped
them.

Buffalo Bill was upon the right, Henrico Sanchez

next to him, and Wild Kid on the left, as they waited
their coming foes, two to one against them. ~
The attacking party began to fire at long range,
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their rifles, however, doing no damage, but when Buf-
falo Bill leveled his weapon he said quietly:

“T'll reduce the majority, boys.”

With the crack of his rifle Brimstone Bill fell from
his saddle, and as the party, finding the superior range
of the-scout’s weapon, turned to fly, a second shot
brought down Doctor Delmar’s horse, the death-
stricken animal rearing, and falling backward upon his
rider.

“Up, Boy Ranchers, and at them! It is our time to
strike now!” cried Buffalo Bill, as he saw that the
doctor did not rise.

Even as he uttered the words there came a shout in
their rear, and there the three beheld Sable, guiding
a troop of cavalry.

Instantly the troop deployed into a long line, and
the four outlaws found themselves hemmed in; but,
trying to break through, were at once shot down.

“Colonel Gibbons was anxious about you, Cody, so
sent me with my troop to follow you to El Monte,
and, meeting your black courier, as your letter was
open, I read it, as he led us right back on your trail,
explained Captain Plummer, as he met Buffalo Bill.

“You were in time to catch the whole outfit here,
sir, for I killed one, and Doctor Delmar is badly hurt
by his horse falling upon him, I see; but these, my
Boy Ranchers, will guide you to Don Trego’s Mlssmn
Ranch, where four more of the outlaws await cap-
ture,” said Buffalo Bill.

Doctor Duke Delmar was found to be mortally hurt,
but he would utter no word other than curses upon
Wild Kid, who appeared not to heed them in the
least,

An hour after he had been crushed by the fall of
his horse he died, and with the other dead man was
taken on to El Monte, while Captain Plummer, led by
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CHAPTER LVL
CONCLUSION.

The soldiers camped that night at the Mission
Ranch, and, for the sake of the woman, the don was
decently buried, Buffalo Bill promising to send out
from El Monte a couple of cowboys to care for the
cattle and place.

On the way to El Monte they halted at Lookout
Ranch, and saw how the Boy Ranchers lived, Sable
exerting himself to set before the party a splendid
dinner,

From there the troopers were sent on into El Monte,
while Captain Plummer, Buffalo Bill, Wild Kid, and
Henrico Sanchez started for the ranch of Doctor
Delmar.

That the doctor was all that was bad—that he was
leading a double life, they had ample proof of from
what Wild Kid knew, but no one at his home seemed
to be aware that he was other than he professed
to be.

The home was a comfortable one, well stocked, and
he had there everything to make him contented with
life if he had not possessed a heart of evil.

Among his papers were found documents w.h'ich
proved that he had always led a wild and sinful life,
and had fled from his boyhood home on account of
forgery and other crimes, though he had graduated in
medicine high in his class, and would have made an
honored name for himself but for the streak of bad
he had in his nature.

Enough was also discovered from his papers to
show that the hold he held upon Major Brasher was
one of fear. The major had killed a man long years
before, under circumstances of justifiable homicide,
but with only one person to prove this.

— —=try
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That one was the father of Duke Del
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and thus Duke Delmar held the secret, and thus com-
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‘daughter, the beautiful Marie,

That the major knew Doctor Delmar as he really
was, all felt sure was not the case; particularly was
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Captain Plummer and Buffalo Bill were glad to
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Conclusion.

met, getting acquainted, while handsome and young
Captain Plummer was congratulating himself that the
Boy Ranchers were really the brothers of the beautiful
Marie. ; ,

The next morning the party of men all rode to
El Monte, and the story of the doctor’s double life
and the fate of the Renegades of the Rio Grande he-
came known,

El Monte at once put on an air of virtue, and, when
the troop, under Captain Plummer, started for the
fort, there was talk of sending for a parson to come
and do missionary work there,

As Henrico Sanchez was in no hurry to claim his
fortune, he consented to return to the Northwest with
Buffalo Bill and Wild Kid, and the three set off to-
gether one fine morning. Mo

~There at the fort, where Buffalo Bill was chief of

scouts, the boys found their father and he was, in
truth, very much pleased to hear Cody’s good story
of them, and said, upon their return, he would go with
them to Texas.

This he did, and the meeting between father and
daughter was, as we may well infer, an affecting one,
and it was decided, as the colonel was a man of ample
means, that Marie should remain at Idlecrest Ranch
until he had gone East and found a home for them
all, as he intended to retire from the service and enjoy
his later years in the society of the children from
which a cruel fate had so long kept him apart.

While he went East, Kid Poisal, junior, as we must
now call Wild Kid, and Henrico Poisal went to Mex-
ico together, where the latter received his inheritance
without a word being raised against it, :

So it was that a year after the meeting of Buffalo
Bill and his Boy Ranchers, the scout again crossed
their trail, this time in the elegant home of Colonel
Poisal, to which the great scout had been invited as a
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THE END.
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Stories of the Prairies

- WESTERN STORY LIBRARY

For Everyone Who Likes Adventure. Price Fifteen Cents

Ted Strorfg and his band of bronco-busters haye most exciting
adventures in this line of attractive, big books, and furnish the
reader with an almost unlimited number of thrills,

: If you like a really good Western cowboy story, ‘then this line
is made expressly for you.

ALL TITLES ALWAYS IN PRINT

I—Ted Strong, Cowboy By Edward C. Taylor
2—Ted Strong Among the Cattlemen. .. .By Edward C. Taylor
3—Ted Strong's Black Mountain Ranch.By Edward C. Taylor
4—Ted Strong With Rifle and Lasso....By Edward C, Taylor
5—Ted Strong Lost in the Desert By Edward C. Taylor
6—Ted Strong Fighting the Rustlers....By Edward C. Taylor
7—Ted Strong and the Rival Miners....By Edward C. Taylor
8—Ted Strong and the Last of the Herd.By Edward C. Taylor
9—Ted Strong on a Mountain Trail By Edward C. Taylor

10—Ted Strong Across the Prairie By Edward C- Taylor

11—Ted Strong Out For Big Game By Edward C. Taylor
12—Ted Strong Challenged By Edward C: Taylor
B

14—Ted Strong’s Passport B}}: Ejvv:::g g "II“:;IIZ:

15—Ted Strong’s Nebraska Ranch By Edward C' Taylor

16—Ted Strong’s Cattle Drive - By Edward C: Taylor

By Edward C. Taylor
19—Ted Strong’s Surprise 1];);’ Ej:vvz:: g '}‘3112:
20—Ted Strong’s Wolf Hunters..........By Edward C: Taylor
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21—Ted Strong’s Crooked Trail......... By Edward C. Taylor
22—Ted Strong In Colorado.....ceceene. By Edward C. Taylor
23—Ted Strong’s Justice......... S ..By Edward C. Taylor
24—Ted Strong’s Treasure By Edward C. Taylor
25—Ted Strong’s Search.......cveen. ....By Edward C. Taylor
26—Ted Strong’s Diamond Mine By Edward C. Taylor
27—Ted Strong’s Manful Task......ees.. By Edward C. Taylor
28—Ted Strong, Manager By Edward C. Tayler
20—Ted Strong’s Man Hunt By Edward C. Taylor
30—Ted Strong’s Gold Mine By Edward C. Taylor
31—Ted Strong’s Broncho Boys..... +....By Edward C. Taylor
32—Ted Strong’s Wild Horse By Edward C. Taylor
33—Ted Strong’s Tenderfoot By Edward C. Taylor
34—Ted Strong’s Stowaway By Edward C. Taylor
35—Ted Strong’s Prize Herd By Edward C. Taylor
36—Ted Strong’s Trouble By Edward C. Taylor
37—Ted Strong’s Mettle By Edward C. Taylor

Tn order that there may be no confusion, we desire to say that
the books listed below will be issued during the respective months
in New York City and vicinity. They may not reach the readers
at a distance promptly, on account of delays in transportation.

To be published in Tanuary, 1925.
38—Ted Strong’s Big Business........... By Edward C. Taylor

To be published in February, 1925.

30—Ted Strong’s Treasure Cave By Edward C. Taylor

To be published in March, 1925.

40—Ted Strong’s Vanishing Island By Edward C. Taylor
To be published in April, 1925.

41—Ted Strong’s Motor Car By Edward C. Taylor

To be published in May, 1925.
42—Ted Strong in Montana By Edward C. Taylor

To be published in June, 1925.
43—Ted Strong’s Contract By Edward C. Taylor
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™ . BOUTHWEST COLEECTION

A 'éA§§NIVAL OF ACTION

“ADVENTURE LIBRARY

Splendid, Interesting, Big Stories
PRICE, FIFTEEN CENTS

For the present the Adventure Library will be devoted {o the
publication of stories by William Wallace Cook.

The fact that one man wrote all of these stories in no way
detracts from their interest, as they are all very different in plot
and locality.

For example, the action in one story takes place in “The Land
of Little Rain;” another deals with adventure on the high seas;
another 4s a good railroad story; others are splendid Western
stories; and. some are mystery stories. All of them, however,
are stories of vigorous adventure drawn true to life, which gives
them the ‘thrill that all really good fiction should have.

ALL TITLES ALWAYS IN PRINT

In order that there may be no confusion, we desire to say that
the books listed below will be issued during the respective months
in New York City and vicinity. They may not reach the readers
at a distance promptly, on account of delays in transportation.

; To be published in January, 1925.
1—The Desert Argonaut........... By William Wallace Cook
2—A Quarter to Four By William Wallace Cook

\ . To be published in February, 1925.
3—Thorndyke of the Bonita By William Wallace Cook i
4—A Round Trip to the Year zooo...By William Wallace Cook F-:?;:
To be published in March, 1025,
5—The Gold Gleaners By William Wallace Cook 40
By William Wallace Cook 1

To be published in April, 1925.
7—The Mysterious Mission By William Wallace Cook
8—The Goal of a Million By William Wallace Cook

; To be 'published in May, 1025, :
0—Marooned in TAg2 Y I By William Wallace Coo
10—Running the Signal By William Wallace Cook

; J To be published in June, 1025.
11—His Friend the Enemy By William Wallace Cook
I2—dh the Web: .../ 0 doi. «eeess. By William Wallace Cook
13—A Deep Sea Gdme............ ...By William Wallace Cook




The Dealer

who handles the STREET & SMITH NOVELS
is a man worth patronizing, The fact that he
does handle our books proves that he has con-
sidered the merits of paper-covered lines, and
has decided that the STREET & SMITH
NOVELS are superior to all others.

He has looked into the question of the moral-
ity of the paper-covered book, for instance, and
feels that he is perfectly safe in handing one of
our novels to any one, because he has our as-
surance that nothing except clean, wholesome
literature finds its way into our lines.

Therefore, the STREET & SMITH NOVEL
dealer is a careful and wise tradesman, and it
is fair to assume selects the other articles he
has for sale with the same degree of intelligence
as he does his paper-covered books.

Deal with the STREET & SMITH NOVEL
dealer,

STREET & SMITH CORPORATION
79 Seventh Avenue - New York City




	824.tif
	825.tif
	826.tif
	827.tif
	828.tif
	829.tif
	830_1.tif
	831.tif
	832_1.tif
	833.tif
	834_1.tif
	835.tif
	836_1.tif
	837.tif
	838_1.tif
	839.tif
	840_1.tif
	841.tif
	842_1.tif
	843.tif
	844.tif
	845.tif
	846_1.tif
	847_1.tif
	848_1.tif
	849.tif
	850_1.tif
	851.tif
	852_1.tif
	854.tif
	855_1.tif
	856.tif
	857_1.tif
	858.tif
	859_1.tif
	860.tif
	861_1.tif
	862.tif
	863_1.tif
	866.tif
	867_1.tif
	868.tif
	869_1.tif
	870_1.tif
	871_1.tif
	872.tif
	873_1.tif
	874.tif
	875_1.tif
	876.tif
	877_1.tif
	878.tif
	879_1.tif
	880.tif
	881_1.tif
	882.tif
	883_1.tif
	884.tif
	885_1.tif
	886.tif
	887_1.tif
	888_1.tif
	889_1.tif
	890_1.tif
	891_1.tif
	892.tif
	893_1.tif
	894.tif
	895_1.tif
	896.tif
	897_1.tif
	898.tif
	899_1.tif
	900_1.tif
	901_1.tif
	902.tif
	903_1.tif
	904.tif
	905_1.tif
	906.tif
	907_1.tif
	908.tif
	909_1.tif
	910.tif
	911_1.tif
	912.tif
	913_1.tif
	914.tif
	915_1.tif
	916_1.tif
	917_1.tif
	918_1.tif
	919_1.tif
	920_1.tif
	921_1.tif
	922.tif
	923.tif
	924.tif
	925.tif
	926.tif
	927.tif
	928.tif
	929.tif
	930.tif
	931.tif
	932.tif
	933.tif
	934.tif
	935.tif
	936.tif
	937.tif
	938.tif
	939.tif
	940.tif
	941.tif
	942.tif
	943.tif
	944.tif
	945.tif
	946.tif
	947.tif
	948.tif
	949.tif
	950.tif
	951.tif
	952.tif
	953.tif
	954.tif
	955.tif
	956.tif
	957.tif
	958.tif
	959.tif
	960.tif
	961.tif
	962.tif
	963.tif
	964.tif
	965.tif
	966.tif
	967.tif
	968.tif
	969.tif
	970.tif
	971.tif
	972.tif
	973.tif
	974.tif
	975.tif
	976.tif
	977.tif
	978.tif
	979.tif
	980.tif
	981.tif
	982.tif
	983.tif
	984.tif
	985.tif
	986.tif
	987.tif
	988.tif
	989.tif
	990.tif
	991.tif
	992.tif
	993.tif
	994.tif
	995.tif
	996.tif
	997.tif
	998.tif
	999.tif
	1000.tif
	1001.tif
	1002.tif
	1003.tif
	1004.tif
	1005.tif
	1006.tif
	1007.tif
	1008.tif
	1009.tif
	1010.tif
	1011.tif
	1012.tif
	1013.tif
	1014.tif
	1015.tif
	1016.tif
	1017.tif
	1018.tif
	1019.tif
	1020.tif
	1021.tif
	1022.tif
	1023.tif
	1024.tif
	1025.tif
	1026.tif
	1027.tif
	1028.tif
	1029.tif
	1030.tif
	1031.tif
	1032.tif
	1033.tif
	1034.tif



