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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 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; historically
the books are correct.
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IN APPRECIATION OF WILLIAM F. CODY

(BUFFALO BILL).

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

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

During the Civil War, while riding through the streets
of St. Louis, Cody rescued a frightened schoolgirl from
a band of annoyers. In true romantic style, Cody and
Louisa Federci, the girl, were married March 6, 18G6.

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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served as scout and guide in campaigns against the Siotx
and Cheyenne Indians. It was General Sheridan who
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 men
as August Belmont, James Gordon Bennett, Anson
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-
ment in the great cities of this country and Europe.
Many famous personages attended the performances, and
became his warm friends, including Mr. Gladstone, the
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 1891,
Colonel Cody served at the head of the Nebraska Na-
tional Guard. In 1895 Cody took up the development
of Wyoming Valley by introducing irrigation. Not long
afterward he became judge advocate general of the
Wyoming National - Guard.

Colonel Cody (Buffalo Bill) died in Denver, Colorado,
on January 10, I917. His legacy to a grateful world was
a large share in the development of the West, and a
multitude of achievements in horsemanship, marksman-
ship, anc! endurance that will live for ages. His life
will continue to be a leading example of the manliness,
courage, and devotion to duty that belonged to a pic-
turesque phase of American life now passed, like the great
patriot whose career it typified, into the Great Beyond,

2
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BUFFALO BILL’S BATTLE-AX.

CHAPTER L
PRISONERS OF THE REDSKINS.
The scene is an Indian village on the southern bor-

der of Arizona, near to the Rio Grande. The time
is the summer of a year toward the close of the seven-

ties. e =
The village, which belongs to that fercest of a

redskin tribes, the Apaches, is bounded on two sides

= =
* by the Rio Grande and one of its tributaries, and on

the third by wooded mountains. .
Rudely constructed tepecs and huts are scattered

among the trees. In the center of them is a largl‘e,
open space, marked by the ashes of the fires of the
council and the torture. :

The squaws and their numerous clu}dren are hur-
rying from the wigwams with yells.or welcome and
triumph to greet a large band of tl}elr own lords, the
Apaches, who are entering the village 1 company
with a war party of the Comanches.

Usually at war with one another, the Apaches and
Comanches had combined on this occasion for a grand
raid on the white settlements in Texas and Arizona
nearest to their ows hunting grounds.

The result had been very satisfactory to them, for,
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though they had lost several braves, they had taken
many scalps and much booty, and also—what was
even more pleasant to them—some prisoners
/ Every conceivable sort of plunder was carried on
by Fhe warriors. There was clothing torn from the
oc'hea of murdered women and children, and still
itamed with their blood; merchandise of all kinds
rf_()lm the g.uttcrl stores of the frontier traders; horses
;n cattle from the plundered ranches of Texas: and
1e arms and clothes of the brave men who had vainly
tried to protect their homes and dear ones :
A\ll ." 54 .'J 1 We . . ;
this varied pillage was distributed without any
regard to propriety. ’
; Here a stalwart brave was attired in a woman’s pet-
icoat an / ig 1
tiYateda lq shawl, the bright colors of which had cap-
vt 1s savage fancy. . There his copper-colored
rild' W Ijtumbled about in a man’s trousers and heavy
ing boots; while th
) . e . i i
i blanket; L boys swaggered about in quilts
o ets, which they had wrapped around their
oirxes as if they were mantles.
& .herlel were even sone braves who had no part or
n i ;
all this finery, but strutted about in their native
and naked ugliness.
This oc
b was because they had taken out their share
: ,ale ;ommon plunder in “skit-ta-wa-bee,” as they
cailcd: the riun of o
im of th hich i 1
o e palefaces, which inflamed their
savage natures to more tl inari i
e 1 re than ordinarily ferocious
€ecs oi violence and blood
The squaw i .
de squaws, assisted by
e by the boys and the dogs,
8 Witl a great uproar, to get the frightened
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cattle and horses into a corral which had been formed
for them by a circle of ropes tied from tree to tree.

Others were lighting fires and setting up pot poles.
Soon all along the banks of the stream and river the
camp fires were crackling and blazing, and the steam
and smoke were curling upward in fifty places.

Among the throng of yelling savages there was one
sad-eyed white girl, who watched the strange, weird
scene around the camp fires with horror not unmixed
with fear. She sat, bound and trembling, in the midst
of all the hubbub.

The daughter of a Texas rancher who had been
noted for his exceptional kindness and generosity to
the red men, she now mourned the loss of her father,
slain‘by the very braves he had so often helped. And
she had cause, too, for grief and fear upon her own
account, for she had been set apart to be the wife
and slave of the paramount chief of the Apaches,
Lone Wolf.

Soon the slaughter of cows and oxen began on a
large scale, and in a short time the ground was thickly
strewn with hides, horns, and chunks of raw beef.

With the usual savage greediness of redskins at 2
feast, the bucks of both tribes seized the meat and
devoured it eagerly, scarcely even waiting to roast it
at the fires.

The quarrels over the meat, and the large amount
of bad spirits. which many of the men had drunk,
caused knives to be drawn, and several savage encoun-




8 Prisoners of the Redskins.

ters were narrowly averted by the stern commands of
the chiefs.

In spite of all this savage and undisciplined turbu-
lence, however, it was apparent to the young girl pris-
oner that this was a regular camping ground of the
Apaf:hes, and that they and their temporary allies were
making preparations for a great feast or a sacrifice
or both. :
f ./\ strange f.eelmg, partly of pain and partly of that
aint hope which companionship in misery gives, came

ver e} 11 ] i :
over the girl as she saw other parties of Indians drag-
ging more prisoners, both Indians and whites. into
the camp. ’

: .]’)I‘he reldskm captives were a few Navahos. Their
ribe, under its galla - chi

- ;al.en S gallant young war chief, Red Cloud,
.I- \d e side of the white men against the Apa-
ches i 5 :

¢s and Comanches, with both of whom they had an
ancient feud.

. The parties with these captives had suffered badly
in their fights with t i
g with the Texans and the Navahos. and
had lost many braves. ,
As each dead warri i
i rri i
rrior was borne into sight the

Al : -
\(,{1{171;’11 and children raised the mourning cry :
W ah-no-ho-min !

o R
Repeatir rer i ) i

= I 11g it over and over again, in wild, varying

d.CCnces St i :

- J"lcl » they stooped to the ground and caught up

: e (il en leaves and handfuls of earth

fossed into the air i < i ief
m token of their grief,

which they

™
Bu rarrior
t the warriors themselyes would not mourn. They

answered t} f ies t
e doleful cries that greeted them by wav-
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ing their tomahawks and lances, to which the scalps
they had taken were affixed, and they shouted with joy
and triumph instead of with grief.

Suddenly the lamentations of the women and chil-
dren were changed into cries of anger and execration.

A mounted warrior, evidently an important chief,
by his plumes and ornaments, rode rapidly into the
village, followed by a picked band of breech-clothed,
bare-hodied braves.

They were the best fighters of the Apaches, and
their leader was the paramount chief, Lone Wolf, him-
self. Tt was not at him that the angry cries were
directed, but at a white prisoner who rode, bound tc
a horse, between the two foremost warriors of his
band.

The prisoner was a tall, athletic frontiersman of
kingly presence, with handsome, sun-tanned features
and eaglelike eyes that looked unflinchingly around
upon his captors and smiled at the gleaming weapons
which were brandished within a few inches of his
face. .

“Long Hair! Long Hair!” was the cry of the
redskins, squaws and bucks alike, as this man rode
into view. :

«Buffalo Bill!’ the lonely girl prisoner whispered
to herself, in wonder.

Tt was naturally a source of surprise to her that
he should have been taken, for his great reputation
as an Indian fighter was well known to her, as it
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was to all the dwellers along the southwestern fron-
tier.

She knew that he was not only the bravest but also
the most slippery and cunning of all the daring 5cou~ts
of lhe. 'border—the leader of most of the étlbccessful
c:\ipedltlons and the terror of all the marauding hos-
tlles.. Even while the savages gave vent to the?r joy
at his capture, they looked on him with fear and re-
spect. '

' Not so, however, the widows of the slain. Follow-
ing the mourning custom of their tribe, they had al-
ready cut the hair from their heads with knives. and
now, with wild shrieks, they rushed upon the heipless
captives, slashing them. with the knives and beating
them with the severed tresses. 3
‘ !he first act was as dangerous as the second was
ridiculous. The other women and children, as well
as scvera.l of the bucks themselves, had provid'ed them-
sclves with clubs and rods with which to batter to
death the unfortunate prisoners condemned to perish
by the torture of “running the gantlet.” g

,'3ut the mourners were too much exasperated to
wait for that ceremony, and all the other pri“qonerc save
I‘(.)ng Hair were too insignificant to sa‘ti:f;their
mighty craving for revenge., =

With frightful yells, that would have terrified any
but the stoutest heart, they rushed upon the pinioned
scout, Their flashing knives and flaming eyes might
well have made the blood of even a br;ve" xu;an run
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cold, but the king of scouts faced them without a-

tremor.
The "warriors became alarmed lest their prisoner

should receive too sudden and easy a release from life,
and they cried aloud, in guttural tones:

1“No kill! No kill!”

But even this did not prevent the shorn-headed
squaws from cutting the cords that bound the border
king to the horse and dragging him to the ground.
The preliminary torture of captives was one of the
privileges given to them in atonement for their grief.

Buffalo Bill remained calm even when the yelling
she-devils seized him. )

“One at a time, ladies!” he cried in English. “Be
calm. You will all have a chance to be satisfied before
you get through with me, I don’t doubt.”

As they halted for a moment, amazed at his cool-
ness, he wriggled his lithe body from their grasp and
gained his feet. Quick as a flash he made good use :
of that advantage.

“Stand off, you crowd of petticoated bruisers!” he
cried.

As he said this he planted his knee beneath the
chin of one of the knife-flourishing squaws with a
force that nearly dislocated her dusky neck. The
knight of the plains was not used to war upon women,
but this was a case in which he had no alternative.
Almost at the same moment the stomach of a war-
tior who had been feasting too well on the raw beef
received the heel of the scout.
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Then, with a quick shove of either shoulder, Cody
sent a couple more redskins sprawling, and he burst
away from the midst of the savages. Pinioned though
he was, he ran like a deer in the direction from which
they had brought him.

The warriors had stood laughing at the discomfiture
of the overturned squaws. Like all redskins, they
had a keen sense of the ludicrous, and they liked a
prisener to show fight; he promised more sport that
way than if he whined for mercy.

But when they saw him vanishing like a shadow in
their own dodging manner among the trees, they be-
came afraid that he would escape. Seizing their weap-
ons, they yelled loudly and started in hot pursuit.

The hearts of the other prisoners, red as well as
white, palpitated wildly, for they knew that their own
hopes of escape were bound up with that of the bor-
der king. If he got clear away he would not desert
them, Buffalo Bill was not the man to do that.

He would hasten to the nearest military post and
bring a force of white soldiers at express speed to
their rescue. They knew, as well as the famous scout
himself, that the Indians would only fire on him as
a last resort. They would much prefer to capture him
alive, if that were possible.

With strained ears and eager eyes, the captives
awaited the issue of Cody’s race for life and freedom.

CHAPTER II.
BUFFALO BILL'S FAILURE,

They were not left long in suspense. The sharp
crack of rifles came to their ears, followed by wild
yells of triumph from the pursuers, and more distant
ones answering them.

They knew that the brave scout had been either
killed or recaptured. He must have run into another
party of braves as he tried to escape through the

wood.
The captives soon saw their worst fears confirmed.

The pursuing redskins reappeared, trailing the border
I 8 P ; g
king along by his feet. His body was covered with
8 &Y ¥
sand and blood, and they threw him brutally into the
ash-covered clearing in the center of the village.
He was not dead, for he strove to rise to his feet.
Instantly the squaws who had been widowed sprang

upon him with wild howls.

The last moment of the border king would have
surely come had not a tall, powerful chief, on a spir-
ited horse, dashed suddenly into their midst and sternly
ordered them away. :

Buffalo Bill, though almost fainting with weak-
ness from the blood he had lost and the many inju-
ries he had received, saw that this man was Lone Wolf,
the great Apache chieftain.

The savage leader was dressed in a hunting shirt
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of crimson cloth decorated with quills and beadwork.
He wore aiso a mantle of buffalo skin, and his big,
dusky head was befeathered and bedecked with glass
beads in the most approved fashion of the Indian
dandy.

“How!” he cried. “Lone Wolf owns the prisoner,
Long Hair shall be tortured by the Apache chief, and
by none other. Let the women leave him alone, unless
they wish to feel the weight of Lone Wolf’s ha’nd!"

The chief sprang from his horse and strode up to
the side of the king of scouts, upon whom he looked
with an expression of demoniacal triumph. The scout
had' understood his words, for he was familiar with
the Apache tongue, as well as with most other Indian
dialects.

: The look on Lone Wolf’s face warned him that he
Yad nothing to hope for but a lingering death by the
1?]""ft horrible torture the brain of the savage could
devise. As his hope grew less, his reckless spirit of
1'(“,:.‘;,12-'”‘1'\26 grew great proportionately.

~Well, old hoss,” he said, with a cool laugh, “you've
cone pretty well this trip, haven’t you? But don't
you think you'll get away with it, because you won't.
] )ﬁ::)rlr—: are plenty of white soldiers and borderers still
1:1 ,1 the cm.mtr_\' besides those you murdered; and
the Great White Father will put them on your track
pretly scon.  Then, if you don’t get shot in the fight-
nzz*.rvmn will be swung up on the branch of the neat-
est tree—-"

4] larino o : .
iie caring speech of the scout was not finished.
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With a yell of rage, Lone Wolf kicked with his moc-
casined foot at the breast of the speaker, and dashed
him back to the ground, from which he was trying to
rise as he said these words.

At the same time the Apache chief drew his kni’e,
with the intention of scalping Buffalo Bill. But the
king of scouts had by this time recovered ‘from his
weakness. He was tightly bound with rawhide thongs,
but still he was not utterly helpless.

Quickly drawing his feet up to his chin, he dashed
1is two heels into the pit of the redskin chief’s stom-
ach, sending him tumbling into the dirt and ashes of
the clearing.

In an instant the savage was on his feet. Mad with
nassion, he flung his hatchet at the white man’s head.

His very rage made his aim unsteady, and the
tomahawk went whizzing past Buffalo Bill's head and
was buried, quivering, in the tree behind him.

Seeing that he had failed in his aim, Lone Wolf
drew his knife, and would have killed the prisoner
with that, but several of his chief braves stepped for-
ward and persuaded him to keep Long Hair for the

* torture, rather than send him out of the world in

such an easy manner,

“Ugh!” grunted the chief, whose rage had now
somewhat cooled. “It is good. My brothers speak
the words of wisdom. We will see how brave Long
Hair is. The squaws will drive splinters into his fin-
gers and cut off little pieces of his flesh, while the
boys will shoot at his heart with little arrows that will
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not kill him quickly. Lone Wolf has spoken, and it
shall be done.”

Then the chief turned on his heel, and commanded
that the girl prisoner who was introduced at the be-
ginning of this narrative should be brought before
him. She was dragged forward by two braves, and
Lone Wolf ordered that she be unbound.

They cut the cords, and she stood trembling before
him, ready to sink with terror and disgust. She was
very beautiful in spite of her pallor and the disorder
of her dress caused by the rapid journey she: had
been forced to make as a prisoner,

The eyes of the old chief shone with pleasure as he
looked upon her. His commumnication at various times
with the whites had taught him to scorn the dusky
beauties of his own race, and he wanted a paleface
wife for his wigwam,

“How!” he cried. “The lily is as white as the
moon! The heart of Lone Wolf is on fire with love
for her. He will take her to his tepee to be his squaw.
Ugh! Come!”

The girl screamed loudly as he caught her by the
arm. She called frantically to Buffalo Bill, who was
lying bound near by, to save her. Cody, maddened
by rage, struggled desperately to get to his feet, but

he was Qtl’lld\ down again by a club in the hands of.

cite of the savages.

“You cowardly skunk!” he roared. “If you touch s

a hair of that girl’s head

What he would have done in that event was never

e
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! told, for a motion of Lone Wolf’s hand prevented him
from using his tongue, now his only weapon. Two
of the Apaches dashed forward in obedience to the
chief’s command, and, taking a beef bone from the
ground, dexterously gagged him with it-so that he
could not speak, and even breathing was difficult.

Burning with rage at this indignity, he yst kept
enough control over his keen faculties to distinguish
the sound of hoofs approaching the camp long beicre
any one of the redskins did so. For a few moments

- his breast swelled with hope and his heart bounded
with joyful expectation.

He thought it was possible that the hoofs might
be those of the horses of a party of the white soldiers
~or their Navaho allies. The sound soon alarmed the

Indians, also. Lone \Volf let go his hold of the girl

and hastened to send some of his warriors out to re-

connoiter, -

- The hopes of the horder king were dashed to the
ground speedily when he heard the war cries that told
of another victorious party of redskins, and saw them
soon afterward ride into the camp.

These braves were Comanches, and the Apaches,
not long since their bitter foes, now gave them a hearty
welcome. Cody knew by these new arrivals that a
great feast and war council must surely be at hand.

He was, therefore, not in the least astonished when,
after all the prisoners, himself included, had been
beaten with clubs and pelted with stones and dirt, they
were bound still faster and dragged away toward the
r
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tepees, so that they would be out of hearing of the
grand powwow. But Lone Wolf could not enter the
council until he had slaked in some degree his lust
for blood and vengeance.

He split the skulls of three of the Navaho prison-
ers with his tomahawk and scalped them. . Then he
called up some of his braves, and made them’throw
the bodies into the river, as if they had been se much
rubbish.

Buffalo Bill strained at his bonds fiercely when he
saw this atrocity perpetrated on his redskin allies—
braves of the tribe with whom he had long ago sworn
blood brotherhood, braves hy whose side he had
fought again and again—but he could do nothing ‘te
save them. He could only look on helplessly at their
fate, and. swear to avenge them if ever he got the
chance, which seemed at that moment in the last de-
gree unlikely.

“Red Cloud will make the Apaches and Comanches
pay for this,” he muttered between clenched teeth. “He
is not the sort of brave to let his warriors perish with-
out taking vengeance.”

Buffalo Bill saw that. Lone Wolf, who was busy
receiving the newly arrived Comanches, had handed
his girl prisoner over to the custody of two of the
squaws. - The scout was happy to' think that she was
safe for the present, and his busy brain began at
once to devise plans for her rescue as well as for his
own escape.

He wowld have been glad to have called out a word
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of encouragement to the girl, but his gag prevented
him from doing so. He saw that there was going to
be a grand war council, for the newcomers had
brought a red-painted hatchet with them. It was now
sticking in the war post in the center of the encamp-
ment, and the savages had already commenced: their
terrible war dance around it.

_Thesscout’s regret at his inability to hear what was
going on at the council was made the more bitter when
he thought what would be the fate of the other pris-
oners, the girl as well as the men, if the savages should

~drink much more of the rum they had pillaged from

the settlements they had attacked. He knew full well
that, naturally cruel, the redskins became fiends incar-
nate under the influence of liquor.
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some shrieks told that certain of the luckless prison-
ers were being still further tortured. :

How he longed for his freedom and a weapen, sO
that, even alone, he might attack the whole horde of
red fiends and die fighting! But it was in vain that
he wished, and in vain that he tried to wrench his
hands free from the rawhide thongs that bound them.

At last the din became less, and finally died away
almost entirely. Buffalo Bill, well versed in Indian
ways, knew that the council had opened. He could
even faintly hear the voices of the speakers, but he
was not able to distinguish the words they uttered.

At last two hideously painted savages entered the
hut, bringing with them a wooden bowl containing
some black, greasy substance, and some bunches ot
wool. With this stuff they proceeded to paint the
scout’s hands and face perfectly black.

Cody, brave though he was, could hardly repress a
chudder at this, for he knew that it was the signal that
he had been condemned to death by torture. He had
expected nothing better, however, and he racked his
brains in the hope of hitting upon a feasible plan of

escape.

Tt came soon, in the last way he would have ex-
pected. The two grim anointers of the doomed dis-
appeared, going probably to perform the same office
to some other condemned wretch.

When they had gone, the Apache guard sat down
by Buffalo Bill’s side again, and grinned more than
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ever at the sight of the white bone in the now black
mouth of the prisoner. Suddenly he ceased his laugh-
ter imd looked at the captive thoughtfully.

T ne.idea seemed to strike him that Buffalo Bill's
fine suit of buckskin was more valuable than the fron-

tier homespun ras hims i Te i
pun he was himself wearing. He immedi-

i%)zéxcxtaltlil;l.mtenhon, and lay quiet, trembling with ex-

ac;foherle' ‘wer.e thr.ee ways. in which the Indian could

compl ish his object: First, he could rip the seams

w.1tl‘1 his knife, and take the clothes off the prisoner

E;iﬁ:lt]l:?}] Of?elc.oml, 'h‘e .could kill the prisoner, and then

g mm. Third, he could loosen the bonds in
I to get them over Cody’s hands and feet.

Th e
G th: ﬁb?rda king knew that the savage worldREE
rst, because he wanted the suit whole ; he knew,

to 2
\-\'2(1); ztlhsztlpilieve(h;l?d- not do the second, as he himself
Heaven that h( ebﬁned for the torture; and he prayed
e e. x;jlould v'enture to do the third.
te‘“l)tation(xf:’:,vzg,lL.1 -)e(],‘ his head, as if in doubt. The
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Ing extreme ‘di:)t glﬂe.at' Cody pretended to be suffer-
at last, withaf;ilrfbs' He gasped and groaned, and
The bait took ; gasp’ seemed to faint dead away.
would, °0%, as the crafty scout guessed that it

The Apacl :
Wwatched him kelenT oot his face down €0 HiSER

for
much as the twitcy 2 few moments. But not 50

hing -
| brave scout was i g of a muscle showed that the
as 1 full possession of hic f »

- faculties and

The Guard Becomes a Captive. 23

eager to fight for life and freedom as soon as he got
a chance. :

When he was convinced that the paleface had really
fainted, the red man drew his knife and severed the
bords that confined Cody’s ankles and knees. Then,
with the expertness of a corpse stripper of much prac-
tice, he had the hunting boots and trousers of the
horder king off in a twinkling.

Cody’s heart beat fast as he heard the voice of
some dusky orator in the council ring, declaiming
loudly, swelling with the intoxication of his own gran-
diloquent words.

Still as a mouse, he waited. The savage who was
stripping him was prudent, for he immediately tied

_the bare feet of the scout as tightly as before. Buf-

falo Bill suffered this without moving a muscle or
twitching a nerve.

It was not his feet that he wanted free, but his
hands. Once he had them at liberty, the freedom of
the feet would soon follow.

The long wait was, nevertheless, torture to him,
for the Apache proceeded coolly to divest himself of
his old clothes and put on the new ones he had just
taken from his captive. Buffalo Bill resented every
moment that passed, for he knew that at any moment
the torturers might come to drag him to the stake.

At last the redskin got things below fixed to his
liking, and then he turned his attention to the upper
garments of the king of scouts. Before he did so he
threw away contemptuously the plain homespun coat
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which he had torn from the body of some murdered
borderer. y

Wary to the last, like all his race, he leaned over the
apparently helpless form before him and listened in-
ttf11.t1y to the breathing. He seemed to have a sts-
picion that the man was shamming, but Cody played

his game so
well that there was nothi -
the doubt, S Otll]ﬂg to confrm

pricsv;:rtlheless, the Indian was not convinced. He
pricked the scout’s body sharply with the point of his

o
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Next-moment the coat was plucked from his back
and the savage was busily engaged in putting it on
his own body. With the spring of a panther, Buffalo
Bill leaped to his feet and seized the Apache by the
throat, giving him no chance to yell out for help.

His strong grasp nearly strangled the man. Rolling
him over on the floor, he got on top of him and
snatched up the knife from the ground. But he did
not pick it up with the idea of killing the redskin. He

. could have done that by simply compressing the grip

with which he held his throat. Already the eyeballs
of the man were starting from their sockets and his
tongue was lolling from his mouth.

The scout had other designs than killing him. With
a rapid movement he thrust the knife between the
pieces of deerskin that tied the bone gag in place in
his own mouth. They parted, and the bone dropped
to the floor. :

In another instant the scout had inserted it in the
mouth of the savage who had laughed so heartily at
seeing it in his, and had bound it fast. With the
cords that had bound his own wrists and feet he now
bound those of his- vanquished foe. This was all
done in about the space of time he would have taken
to skin a rabbit. i

He buttoned up the coveted coat on the new cap-
tive and hastily clad himselt in the despised homespun,
for the Apache had left him with nothin., but his shitt.
Then, donning the plumed headdress ot the savage,
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and taking his arms and accouterments, he speedily
transformed himself into a passable-looking Apache.

Thanks te the men who had painted him for the
torture, his arms, hands, and face were as dark, or
even darker, than those of his captive.

Cody’s habit of wearing his hair long stood him
in good stead now, for it materially assisted his dis-
guise.

Only just in time was this double transformation
made. The scout had hardly got the thong of the pow-
derhorn over his neck, and the scalpmg knife fastened
to his side, when the drums of the Apache medicine
men began pounding as if for dear life.

Buffalo Bill knew that this was the signal for the
breaking up of the council and the”beginning of the
torturing “of the prisoners. The wild whooping-and
yelling of the war dance started again.

In a few moments, the white man, straining his ears
eagerly, caught the sound of approaching footsteps.
Squatting on the ground, with the Apache’s rifle across
his knees, he started to rock himself to and fro, and
to laugh gutturally at the bone gag in the redskin’s
mouth, ‘as that worthy had done when it was in his.

It was horribly ludicrous to see the contortions of
the Indian’s face and hear his teeth crunching on the
bone in his wild efforts to give the alarm. The even-
ing was now rapidly closing in. - The red light of the
westering sun, shining through the trees and glinting
through the chinks in the walls of the hut, made the
eyes of the bound savage gleam like living coals.

i

,v_v-_i
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Now came the critical moment. The door of the hut

" was suddenly thrown back, and the heart of Buffalo

Bill throbbed wildly as he saw the tall figure of Lone
V/olf appear in the entrance, with several of his braves

at his back.
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CHAPTER 1V.
A CLEVER DISGUISE.

Buffalo Bill's spirit rose to meet the crisis. He
rocked hiriself to and fro more violently than before,
and his laughter was louder and still more guttural.
Some of the half-drunken gang with Lone Wolf joined
in his mirth, as they noticed the captive’s grotesque
endeavors to make signs or speak.

Fortunately, the hut was very gloomy in the gath-
ering twilight, or the deception could not possibly have
been carried through. i

“Dog 'of a paleface!” yelled Lone Wolf, striking
the bound man across the face with the butt end of his
tomahawk. “Your face will be pale no more! My
young men have darkened it so that the paleness may
not make their hearts weak as the hearts of squaws.”

So the chief went on, striking the helpless Apache
again and again, “and rolling out high-sounding
speeches about the torture he was going to inflict on
him. The prisoner groaned and writhed, to the in=
tense delight of his fellow savages, who had not
thought that the renowned Long Hair would ever
weaken and display so much emotion.

Buffalo Bill was, in truth, a little ashamed of the
man 'who was involuntarily playing the part of his
substitute, but his own cue, of course, was to keep
silent, save for an occasional grunt, One of the save
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ages, more playful than the rest, began to strike with

his tomahawk at the end of the bone gag which hap-

pened to protrude from the captive’'s mouth.

Cody could not help thinking what the consequences

would be if the keen-edged weapon should accidentally
Meut the deerskin thong which held the gag in place,
iand so should make it possible for the Apache to dis-
idiclose his identity by a few frantic words. Even Lone
mWolf paused for a moment in his grandiloquent talk
g to laugh as the poor wretch tried to dodge away from

‘the tomahawk, and crunched savagely on the bone in
i his effort to talk.
lat" © Buffalo Bill thanked Heaven, in that stirring mo-
' ment, that his hands were at liberty, and that he was
lig armed. If he had to die, he would atleast die fight-
il ing, and send some of the redskins before him to their
MyE happy hunting grounds.
ml  “Now, white man, listen to the words of Lone

'(, Wolf,” said the chief. “They call you Long Hair, butt
et T will call you the Snake, for you are he who has many
lig® times crawled into our camps to hear the tallc around
‘an the council fires, and then carry word to the Great
it White Father that the Apaches were preparing for
mt war. .

. “But now at last we have you, bound and helpless,

; and you shall surely die. You are the prisoner of
the} Lone Wolf, and the touncil has said that you shall

|

(

{

his | die by the tortures that Lone Wolf orders.
p.  “The stomach of Lone Wolf is sore from the kick
- | of your heels, but it will become easy again when Lone
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Wolf sees you writhing in the agonies of the torture.
He will be revenged, for he will make you sore from:

the heels to the head. The squaws shall shoot at yot,

and the arrows in your flesh shall be more in number

than tthe thorns on the prickly pear.

“Your mouth we will keep shut, so that you may not
call on your gods to send down their vengeance on the
Apaches. Beat him, braves! Beat him, so that every
_bone in his body shall ache with soreness!” &

Thereupon the warriors—Heaven save the mark!—3

commenced to thrash the poor wretch whom they took
for their foe most unmercifully. It was pitiful to see

the helpless writhing of the victim, and his vain efforts

to make himself-known tg his torturers.

Buffalo Bill got up ‘and shook himself, Indian fash-

ion. He could not stand this scene, although he owed

no love to the Apache who had treated him cruelly !
enough when he was guarding him. Still, the sight of =
his sufferings was too much. He wanted to get out=

~ side.

Hg felt like taking the tomahawk from his belt and
splitting Lone Wolf’s head open with it. But he knew

this would never do.

His own safety and the rescue

of the girl prisoner whom he had seen were the first

considerations. 4

He spoke to Lone Wolf in the Apache tongue, w1th
the deepest guttural he could command, and told hlm :

that as he had now discharged his trust he would turn
the prisoner over to him and go in search of some more

b

Sa rale o 0 el
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food berore he witnessed the scenes around the tor-

ture fire. :
Lone Wolf did not even turn his head. The sup-

"posed brave was nothing to him. All his attention was

‘taken up. with the captive whom he fondly supposed

' to be the renowned Long Hair.

“Ugh! Go!” he grunted. -
Buffalo Bill did not require a second permission.

. He turned at once and left the 'hut, but not so quickly
" as to awaken suspicion in the minds of the most sus-

picious people on earth. As he passed out, he lowered

~ his head, so that the low door top should not strip him

of the tall-plumed Apache headdress whicth did not
fit him any too well.

He strode out into the open. = Such a hubbub met
his ears as might have been made by all the denizens of
the bottomless pit if they had suddenly broken loose
together.

The shades of night were fast closing down, and the
forest threw a deep shadow over the scene. But the
light of the numerous camp fires was begimfing to have
effect, and to show in a dusky glare the surrounding
treestrunks and the squalid huts and wigwams of the
redskins.

The dark forms of men, women, and children flitted
to and fro across the scene, like evil spirits in a night-
mare. Torches were flashing to and fro, and drunken
squaws and braves bellowed and chattered and
whooped and sang. . The horses, frightened at the
noise—as well they might be—neighed and whinnied
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from the corral. The cattle lowed a deep bass accom={
paniment to the tremendous discord. -~

But Buffalo Bill did not wait long to take note of
the scene. Ie had witnessed its like before, and hely
had more important work on hand. If the bonds oy
his unfortunate substitute should give way—if the gag§
should slip! The thought was startling, and it spurred
him to instant activity.

He knew that the deception could not be kept up for ‘
long, and yet he dared not hurry from the spot. AtE
all risks, he must keep up the character he had as=§
sumed. An Indian never hurries, except in the ﬁghf
or in the chase; and then he makes up for his ordinary §
indolence by being as swift, almost, as a thunderbolt :

So Buffalo Bill, well knowing the ways of the pe'0p1§?.f
among whom he was, threw the Apache’s rifle m the
hollow of his arm, and walked away with as muchi slow
dignity as any redskin of them all. He was soon met';
by.a crowd of men, women, and children; including |
some of the crop-headed widows who had been sO
painfully attentive to him during the day.

They were going toward the hut where he had been
confined, and they were headed by an enormous: sav<
age, who carried a scalping knife as big as a carverand
a huge tomahawk that might have done service as a|
woodchopper’s ax. This brave recognized the home-
spun suit which the king of scouts was wearing, for
he had been present when it had been torn from the
corpse of its ariginal owner.

He immediately stopped' Cody, without suspecting
s i :I
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this identity, for the glare of the fires did mot f2il on
the face which the scout kept carefully averted.

“Ha, Silver Dog!” he exclaimed. “Where is Long
BN Hair, the paleface chief? Were you not to guard
¥ him 7

The women and some other warriors crowded round
the border king at this question. It was a dangerous
moment, for if he had been recognized he would have
been instantly torn to pieces; but the brave scout did
‘not turn a hair,

Slowly and deliberately he grunted:

“Ugh! Silver Dog hungry. He goes to eat. The -
great chief, Lone Wolf, and many braves are with the
paleface. They beat him in the hut. Soon lead him to "
the torture fire.”

Then he declined to say another word, though a vol-
ley of questions were flung at him by the women. He
took refuge in the well-known mortal dislike of an
Indian to be interviewed, especially if he knows any-
 thing worth telling.

“Ugh, ugh!” he grunted impatiently, striking at one
of the squaws as he knew an Indian buck would do
under like circumstances.
it Then he gave his knife a flourish around his head,
¢f with the scalping gesture, as if to imply that unless
#f they made haste Lone Wolf would kill the paleface
gl and take his hair. -
¢ That was enough! With shrieks of rage, the angry
§§ widows ran toward the hut, followed by the boys ande

—
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the men. They would not be robbed of their reve i
if they could help it! - g
Lone Wolf should not kill the captive. They
see to it that he died by torture at the stake.
moment Buffalo Bill found himself left alone.




CHAPTER V.
THE GIRL CAPTIVE.

The king of scouts hastened on as fast as he dared
toward the center of the camp, where he had seen
~ the girl prisoner taken earlier in the day, before he
was himself dragged to the hut. He was determined
that he would save her at all events, even if he had
not been able to help the slaughtered Navahos, and
might still be able to do nothing for the other pris-
oners in the hands of the merciless savages.

He wound his way carefully through the crowds of
Indians who were still engaged in a riotous debauch.
It was a bold venture, and he expected at every mo-
ment to hear a yell that would tell that his trick had
been discovered. Lucky it was for him so many of
the savages were drunk, or he could hardly have passed
so boldly through their midst without being detected.

So far as he could he avoided the groups of Apaches,
easily distinguishable by their striking headdress, and
walked where the Comanches were thickest.

He argued wisely that his disguise was more likely ta
be detected by the people of the tribe to which he pre-
tended to belong than by their allies. Many a man
would have fled at once while there was still time, and
would have thought only of his own safety, but the
knight of the plains was made of finer, sterner stuff.

He could not bear the thought of deserting the beau-
tiful, innocent girl to the terrible fate that awaited
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B All their faces were painted black.

¥ Buffalo Bill knew by these signs that they were
z going to dance the “Paw-Paw,” or Black Dance, a
¥ solemn ceremony in which the medicine men pretend
,1 to raise the devil. As the border king stood for a
' moment in doubt as to what was the best course to
kz{ pursue in his dangerous predicament, a loud uproar of
yi; - shrieks, yells, and wild whoops came from the direc-

~ tion of the hut which had been his prison.
His blood tingled in his veins with wild excitement,
~  but, nevertheless, he grew deadly calm, and thought
with that instant swiftness and decision characteristic
of him when in a tight corner. He felt sure that his
ruse had been discovered. That was the meaning of
the noise—it was the starting of the hue and cry for
his recapture. He must hesitate no longer, for no
. goed, cither to the girl or to himself, could come of it.
~ The corral lay beyond where she was held prisoner
—he could tell this by the neighing of the horses; and
it was a point of the greatest importance to know.
With a quick step, he went toward the tree where the
girl was sitting.

There was only one brave there. He would cleave
his head with the tomahawk of Silver Dog, and then
try fo deal with the squaw in some way that would
prevent her giving the alarm too soon.- As he came

- up, he saw that the warrior was eagerly looking into
- the gloom and evidently wondering what all the noise
- and exeitement were caused by.

Suddealy the man looked straight at him: ‘and with-
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out the slightest hesitation or suspicion hailed him in
the Apache tongue.

“Brother!” he cried.

Buffalo Bill's breath came in a quick gasp. He
nerved himself for a fight. Glancing back, he saw
the excited crowd rushing about among the trees.
They were looking for him, and several of them had
lighted torches.

Clutching his scalping knife, he approached the
Apache with quick, firm steps.

“What now, brother ?”” he cried, in Apache, thanki.ng
his lucky stars that he had long ago been at the pains
to master that difficult dialect. :

“Be good, brother,” appealed the Indian, “and stand
gnard in my place until T come again.”

Buffalo Bill had hard work to avoid showing his joy=
ful surprise. The sentry wanted to go off for a little™
while to see what was the matter, and had actually
asked him to stand guard in his place. Was there
ever such incredible luck?

He managed to master his amazement, and stepped
forward and took the other’s place with a guttural
assent. The savage did not even wait to look at him.
He picked up his gun, threw it over his arm, and
stalked away with a slow, stately dignity that® con-

trasted strangely with his eagerness to be relieved of
his watch. :

Cody watched his slow movement with impatience,
and longed to put a bullet into him, but he restrained
himself, for he knew that it would not be wise.

'
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In watching him, he saw the stir beyond, and he be-
gan to wonder whether his escape had in reality been
discovered. It struck him that if it had been, there
would have been a more widespread alarm. As a mat-
ter of fact, the commotion seemed to be confined to
onevpé.rticular place, or, rather, one portion of the
crowd ; for it moved on toward the railed inclosure.

Elsewhere, the drunken revelers still yelled and
shrieked, and the maskers in the buffalo skins were

-quietly adjusting their horned helmets for their per-

formance. A grotesque-looking set they were, the
manner in which some of them staggered about show-
ing plainly that they had drunk not wisely but too well

" of the fire water of the palefaces.

Cody wondered hard how he was to get rid of the
squaw without raising an alarm. He could not become
so much of an Indian as to slay a woman, and yet that

- seemed the'only way for safety’s sake. A cry from

the girl prisoner called his attention to the crowd.

He saw that they were dragging his unfortunate
substitute, still unrecognized, to the torture. The
cruel procession passed near to them, and he could
plainly see the man’s wild, flowing hair and frenzied
eyes in the occasional gleam of a torch. The bone gag
was still in his mouth, and the fatal jacket of buck-
“skin still fastened tightly around his neck, hiding part
of the face. ; !

- It was strange, Buffalo Bill thought, that he had not
been recognized; but his features were now so dis-

_torted by semistrangulaticn, blows, and agony that his

:——d
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own mother would hardly have known him, iet alone
his friends and fellow braves.

Those of his own tribe looked on at him and laughed
at his sufferings as the inhuman women beat him along
with sticks and whips. What must his feelings have
been as he was thus dragged along to a fearful death
by his own people—those with whom he had often
feasted and side by side with whom he had oftentimes
fought? True, he was himself a bloodthirsty savage
and had often taken part in such scenes with cruel en-
joyment, but, nevertheless, it was a terrible retribution.

The drums began to beat, and the horned heads of
the maskers went bobbing to and fro as he was dragged
on. He was plainly in sight of their position as he
passed, and Cody was startled from his pitying glance
at the man by a sob which burst from the captive girl

She had recognized the hunting suit he wore, and
she thought, of course, that he was Buffalo Bill. She
knew the great scout by reputation, and he had been a
friend of her father’s, although she herself had never
had the occasion or opportunity to speak with him.

She sank down on the ground and wept and sobbed

bitterly out of sheer pity at the terrible fate which she
thought the great borderer was to suffer.
“Poor man! Brave man!”

These were the only articulate words that escaped
fm}_n her lips, and even they were hardly audible. A
thrill ran through Buffalo Bill, and he was now more

tha{i ever resolved that he would rescue the girl or
perish in the attempt. :
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He stooped forward to make himself known, and
drew his knife to cut the rope by which she was bound,
with a few feet to spare, to the tree. IHe knew the
girl's name, for her father—a well-known rancher—
had once shown him her photograph. Cody possessed,
and still possesses, the faculty of never forgetting a
face once seen, even for a moment.

“Miss Brandon,” he ventured, in the lowest of low
whispers.

She looked up with a start of surprise. When she
saw his dark face and plumed headdress, and caught
the gleam of the knife in his hand, she gave a fright-
ened scream, which made the squaw turn her eyes curi-
ously upon them.

It was now or never! In another moment he might
be detected by the waman’s sharp eyes, and the alarm

- given.

Cody gave a quick glance around. All save them-
selves were crowded around the cruel exhibition going
on in front. The noise of the drums and the yells of
the horde of savages were a great advantage to him,
for they would drown the noise of the scuffle if the

woman fought.

With a quick movement, he sprang around the tree
to the squaw’s back. He seized her and pressed one
fand tightly over her mouth, while with the other he
held the knife before her eyes menacingly.

“Be quiet, and T won’t hurt you,” he whispered, in
her own language. “Scream, and T'll cut your throat
instantly.” ;

—




CHAPTER VI
ATTACKED BY WOLF DOGS.

' Buffalo Bill pulled the woman back of the tree
trunk, where the grass was thick and would hide her.
She was too much surprised and terrified by the knife
to' struggle, and the white girl was almost as much
alarmed by the sudden, inexplicable attack as she was
herself. Cody saw this, so he whispered :

“Don’t be afraid, Miss Brandon. It is I—Buffalo
Bill.”

“You—the knight of the plains!” she exclaimed, in
intense wonder. “I thought they had dragged you out
there to die. Thank Heaven! My prayers to be saved
from that brutal chief have been answered. You will
save me!”’

“That’s what I'm here for,” said the scout briefly.
“But we have no time to talk, We must get away at
Oﬂ(,e

He untied her hands, and then, with a quick slash
of his knife, cut the thong that bound her to the tree.

“Quick!” he demanded. “Give me your scarf—

your neckerchief—anything! I must gag this woman,
or she will give the alarm.”

Lucy Brandon, for that ‘was the girl’s name, untied

the kerchief around her neck and handed it to the
- knight of the plains.
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“Don’t hurt the woman, if you can help it,” she
begged. “She has been kind to me.”

Even without this recommendation, Cody would
have been as gentle as the circumstances permitted,
for it was always his way to be kindly and chivalrous

toward all women he met, without regard to their
color or their station in life, It was this quality that -
had gained for him his nickname of the knight of the
plains.

In a few moments, he had the squaw bound to the
dark side of the tree, with her hands behind her and
the kerchif tied tightly over her mouth. Even if she
had been able to slip it aside and cry out, it is doubt-
ful whether she would have been heard by her people,
so great was the din made by the dancing party, which
was increasing every moment.

Quick as thought, Buffalo Bill drew round the trem-
bling girl the hooded mantle which he had torn off
the squaw. Then, holding her hand tightly. in his to
give her courage and save her from stumbling, he

_ started on a run toward the corral where the horses
were neighing and champing. | -

The girl was weak from excitement and the great
strain which had been put upon her nerves during that
terrible day. She would have fallen but for the strong
support of the border king’s arm.

As it was, her trials and dangers were not yet over.
They reached the boundary of the corral, and were
stooping to pass beneath a rope, when a ferocious wolf
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dog sprang out of the darkness with a fierce growl, 1

and buried his terrible fangs in the girl's clothing.
One blow from Buffalo Bill's hatchet struck him

dead on the earth, but his death yelp brought several

of his fellows to the spot. A dozen of the savage

brutes snarled and snapped at the scout and his trem
bling companion.

Worse than that, the frightened cry of the girl and -

the barking and yelping of the dogs had aroused the
Indian sentinels on all sides of the corral, and they
came hastening to the spot where the noise had SO
suddenly broken out. Cody kept between the girl ag‘d
the dogs as he retreated, striking at the beasts with his
hatchet and yelling at them in the Apache dialect.

This last was his salvation.

The sentinels were
luckily all Comanches.

They instantly called their dogs off, for they thought
they were attacking some of their Apache allies whom
they knéw to be strangers. But for this, the two would
have stood a remarkably good chance of heing pulled
down by the savage beasts and torn in pieces.

Cody, with his arm around the girl, continued his re-
treat back toward the lights, He knew that, between
the dogs and the sentinels, now thoroughly aroused,
he would have no chance of getting a couple of horses
out of the corral: If he tried it, the fate of his com-*

panion and himself would, in all probability, be Spéed’
ily sealed,

Tt was doubtful whether he would even be able te
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steal through on foot on that side of the camp, where
the sentries were now so vigilant.

“You must be brave and strong mow, Miss Bran-
don,” he said. “I'm going to try the boldest plan—
for it’s our only chance.

“We must cut directly through this crowd of red-
skins, dodging them as best we may, and try to get
to the canoes in the stream on the other side of the

‘camp.”

The girl tried to speak, but her terror made her
voiceless for a moment. Then she conquered it with
an effort, taking courage from the fearless confidence
of the king of scouts.

“T'll do whatever you think best,” she said. “You
are so brave and clever in the ways of the Indians
that with you T cannot be afraid. I know we shall
get through. Tead on, and I will follow.”

“I must fix you up so that you will look like a squaw
—or enough like one to pass in this dim light,” the
king of scouts went on. “It’s a shame to spoil your

- beauty, Miss Brandon, but it must be done.”

The girl blushed at the compliment, but she was
pleased at it even in that moment of peril, as all
women were pleased with the compliments which the
knight of the plains was so fond of paying them.

“The redskins rubbed enough black on my face to

- do easily for both of us,” the border king went on.

“Rub your hands on my face and then on your own.

~ You must blacken it, for we would be lost if they

caught even a glimpse of your white skin. And we
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mustn’t hurry, more’s’ the pity, as that would excite
suspicion sooner than anything else if any redskin hap=
pened to be watching us.

“Work the black well into the corners and cover the n:
whole of your face and hands. It's disagreeable, but & |
oiir lives are at stake. Don't leave a single white spofs i

for these people have terribly keen eyes. Are yout =
finished? Well, then, let us go!”

As they approached the spot where the squaw was
tied, they saw a brave approaching from the direction
of the dancers. He was the Apache sentinel, coming
back to resume charge of his prisoner.

Buffalo Bill knew that if he was permitted to reach
his post, hé would give the alarm, and their lives

would be at once in even greater jeopardy than they
were at present.

- "
“Stay where you are for a moment, and lie down,
t]

he said to Lucy, in a whisper. “Don’t move or ery
out, whatever you see or hear.”

The girl sank to the ground, and nodded in token
that she would obey implicitly. The king of scouts
glided rapidly forward, and arrived at the tree first.

As the Apache came up, he looked round in amaze-
ment, Where was the girl prisorier, he wondered, and
where the squaw he had left?

His surprise swiftly changed to suspicion, and his
hand went down to his belt to grasp his tomahawk.
As he was drawing it, Buffalo Bill leaped upon him.

The savage had not.even time to utter a yell before
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the hatchet of the scout descended upon his head with
* a crashing blow, and he fell lifeless to the ground.
Hardly had the man fallen before the scout seized
~ his corpse by the heels and dragged it away into the
darkness, where it was not likely to be discovered in
a hurry. This done, he returned to Lucy Brandon, and
signed to her to follow him.




CHAPTER VII.

DETECTED AT LAST!

The scout and his companion hurried on toward the
crowd, on the fringe of which they must pass if they
hoped to get out of the camp and set their feet in the
path that led to safety.

It might seem to many a strange way to escape an
enemy—by going straight toward him; but the border
king knew Indian nature as well as any white man
could, and he felt that in the very boldness of the =
plan lay its chance of success. ‘

They might have hidden in the woods or stolen to
the river edge; but in case of discovery of their flight,
which was likely to be seen, all such refuges would be

searched, and they would offer but a slight chance of
hiding.

No, Buffalo Bill felt that they®must get clear away, -
and the canoes down by the stream offered the best
means of flight. As they came opposite to the mad-'_
dened crowd of dancers they saw that the scout’s un-
willing substitute was bound to the stake.

Inspired by the liquor they had drunk, the savages
—men and women alike—were jumping about and
yelling with the wildness of maniacs. Had they been.
more eober they would probably have recognized the
identity of the man bound to the stake, much as his
features were distorted, for he was now in the center
of the bright light cast by several fires.
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He had been badly tortured, and as the scout and the

* girl watched him, rooted to the spot by the fascina-

tion of the scene, the head medicine man of the
Apaches, decked out in all the gaudy finery of his rank,
advanced to apply a torch to the fire that was to burn
the wretched nian at the stake.

“T can’t stand this!” said Buffalo Bill, in a hoearse
whisper. ‘“After all, I'm responsible for the poor devil
being in this position. He is taking my place, and
the least I can do is to put a speedy end to his misery.”

As he said this, the border king whipped his rifle up
to his shoulder, and in another moment would have
put a bullet through the head of the man at the stake.

Lucy said nothing to stop him, though she knew full
well that the sound of the shot would, in all probabil-
ity, be their own death warrant, since it was almost
sure to lead to their discovery and capture.

Like Buffalo Bill, she could not endure the sight
of the Apache’s sufferings. She would rather die
herself. But just as the scout was about to pull the
trigger, he saw a sudden change come over the face of
the medicine man, and he knew that at last he had rec-

- ognized the captive.

“Silver Dog!” the priest yelled, in a hwh -pitched
voice, nearly tumbling backward in his amazement.
“Not Long Hair!”

At this, even the drunken yells of the redskins were
hushed for a moment.

They were so stunned into wonder by this startling
discovery that for a second they could. not utter a
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sound. Now that the priest had pointed it out to them
they all saw it for themselves—at least, the Apachesss
did—and they wondered they had not seen it before.

Eager hands unbound the wretched prisoner and :
tore the hone gag out of his mouth. Buffalo Bill saw
his substitute stagger forth into the midst of thes
throng, now sobered by surprise, and heard him cry;
as he fell gasping to the ground:

“Brothers, you have been fooled! I am not Long
Hair, but your brother, Silver Dog. The paleface stole
my clothes and arms and bound me. Look quickly for
him. He may be still in the camp.”

Instantly all the savages burst out into a rear of
fury, and great confusion followed, every brave look=
ing round ‘eagerly for his gun. Luckily the weapons
had been stacked at some little distance, and this gave
a moment’s delay, which Buffalo Bill hastened to use
to good advantage.

The girl gave a smothered cry of alarm, which smote =
the heart of the border king. He was responsible for
her safety as well as for his own, and of the two he
thought the more of her.

A man of quick decision, he saw what must be done
in a flash,

There was an Apache, one of the dancers, standing
within ten yards of him, in the shadow cast by a tree.
and out of the direct line of light cast by the fires.

As Buffalo Bill turned and walked toward this man,
he saw that he was recognized, or that at least the red-
skin was suspicious about his appearance. The brave
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drew his knife, but he was hampered by the heavy
buffalo-hide robe that he was wearing for the dance.
Buffalo Bill sprang upon him, dodging a thrust. The
warning vell that the brave was on the point of gig'-
_ing to his comrades was changed to a death gurgle

~ as the keen blade of the border king stabbed him to

the heart.
- With incredible swiftness, the scout stripped off the
buifalo robe from the man’s body and put it on him-
Eself. :
“Come!” he said, turning to Lucy.  “We must con-
" {inue to be Indians, and join in the hunt for our-
selves.”

With these words, spoken very rapidly, he ran for-
ward with the girl, in and out of the groups of yelling
savages. Cody was brandishing his rifle and yelling
as loudly as any redskin brave of them all. =

The revengeful redskins were scattering in all direc-
tions, using the torches they had employed in the
dance and also blazing brands hastily snatched up from
“the fires.

Under cover of the wild confusion, Buffalo Bill and

- Lucy struck out across the camp in the same direction

they had been pursuing when they halted to watch the
Apache at the stake. ‘

The ordeal of passing through that furious horde of

- savages, all eager for their blood, was a terrible one
to both of them. Their hearts palpitated between
hope and doubt. -Even Cody himself, inured though
~ he was to a thousand perils, felt a chill of cold fea
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run over him—not for himself, but for the helpless
girl under his charge.

Her steps were wild and trembling, and in vain the

border king begged her to brace up. At last, as she :
stumbled and would have fallen to the ground, he was =

obliged to catch her by the arm and steady her, help-
ing her for a few paces.

This was the worst thing he could have done, but
for the moment his natural, chivalrous instinct over-
came his feeling that he should at all costs keep up his
assumed Indian character.

He was passing one of the fires at the time, and a =
warrior, glancing at the pair, noted the border king's =
most un-Indian action. He knew perfectly well that =
no Apache or Comanche ever born would help a
woman in that way, and in a flash he suspected that
the man in the buffalo robe was the escaping paleface
for whom the entire camp was seeking.

He sprang in the path of the fugitives, lifting his
tomahawk, with an inquiring grunt. That grunt was
the last sound but one that he ever gave. The next
was a smothered death cry. %

Buffalo Bill rushed forward and struck him a ter-
rible blow behind the ear with his clenched fi
the man fell like a stricken ox. :

The border king leaned over him, to see whether it
was necessary for their own safety to dispatch him.
It was not. Fe thought at first that the brave had been
knocked out by the blow, and was simply lying uncon-
scious, but when he felt his heart and pulse he

st, and

knew
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that he was dead. That one terrible blow of the fist
had killed him as effectually as any stroke of the toma-
hawk could have done.

The fall of the brave had been noticed by several
of the Indians, meén and women, from a little distance;
and they rushed to the spot with loud cries, hemming
the fugitives in the center. The king of scouts’grasped
his tomahawk more firmly in his hand and tried to
still keep up his character of an Indian warrior and-

pass unobserved through the circle.

But the fright of the girl overcame her, and, with a
little cry of terror, she clung to his arm. This action
was noticed by the redskins, and they gave utterance

to cries of surprise and suspicion.

They knew very well that it was not the kind of
thing that a squaw would do. At the same mioment,

~ wild, vengeful cries arose from some little distance

back. A patty of the redskins had found the slaugh-
tered sentinel’s hody lying on the grass, and had cut
loose the squaw whom Buffalo Bill had tied to, the
tree.

These savages came rushing toward the fires in-a
great body, the squaw leading them. As the woman’s
eyes fell upon Lucy, who was wearing her own mantle,
she gave a loud cry of recognition.

The poor girl, unable to keep up her disguise any
longer, sank to the ground with a low ecry. Her voice
was drowned by the furious yells of the savages as
they closed ‘in on the two palefaces, whom they had
detected and brought to bay at last. %
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CHAPTER VIII.
THE NAVAHOS TO THE RESCUE,

Aj ~ . =
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At the same instant he was struck on th'é head by a
rifie from behind, and several hands seized him at
once, before even he touched the grotnd. Meanwhile,
the furious squaws seized Lucy by her hair and clothes,
and began to drag her away, in spite of her stfuggles.

Cody struggled like a madman, especially when he
saw Lone Wolf rush toward the screaming girl. He
shouted loudly to her to have courage, and at the sound
of his voice Lone Wolf turned, with a look of the
most savage ferocity upon his dark face.

He ran back to the border king, holding a drawn
knife in his hand, and grinning evilly in his triumph.
Buffalo Bill's efforts to free himself were almost’ su-
perhuman, but they were unavailing. The cries of
the terrified girl cut like a knife in his heart.

“Ha, paleface!” cried the Apache chieftain, ap-
proaching him. “You have laughed at us; but you will
" not laugh much longer. You have tricked us and killed
our people. The chief of the Apaches will have his
revenge. He will kill you as he would kill a dog—:
but not so easily.”

The savage leader raised his knife. The bright
blade was about to descend on the helpless form of
the prisoner—not to kill, but to wound and torture—
when 2 loud and long-drawn yell, more frightful than
any. that had been uttered that night, smote upon the
ears of the redskins.

The chief dropped his knife in sheer amazement and
momentary terror. Many of his braves fled into the
darkness, and others huddled together, stricken dumb

[
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tracks. At that moment, a band of redskins, led by a
tall, stalwart young chief, burst into the circle of light
cast by the camp fires.

With them were half a dozen frontier scouts, clad
in buckskin and armed to the teeth. The small force
of Apaches who had disdained to flee faced them, but
they might as well have tried to stop a tornado.

Two or three of the Navahos went down, but in a
few moments there was not an Apache left alive or
unscalped. The riffes and revolvers of the white scouts
who were with the attacking party accounted for many
of the enemy.

Buffalo Rill, standing over the dead body of Lone
Wolf, with his dripping tomahawlk in his hand, came
face to face with the chief of the Navahos and the
leader of the white allies.

“How! Red Claud,” he said.
nick of time, as you usually do.
that I owe you. Hello, Wild Bill!
glad to see you. Where is the girl?”

They looked around at once, and found that Lucy,
abandoned in sheer terror by brave and squaw alike,
had swooned upon the grass.

“You came in the
This is another life
I'm thundering




CHAPTER IX.
RED CLOUD'S OATH OF VENGEANCE.
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| «There are other captives here,” said the king of
Scouts, as his rescuers Were preparing to mount. ““We
;,u ust find out what has become of them before we
leave. Some of them, I fear, have been killed by
‘ e Apaches; but a few may still be alive, and we can-
ot desert them.”

Red Cloud’s Oath of Vengeance.

b Red Cloud agreed heartily. He was with the white
imen heart and soul, and had all the chivalrous impulses
Swhich distinguished Cody himself. In brief, he was
fa fine type of the noble red man of fiction—but, alas!
lonly too seldom of fact.

Swiftly the Navahos and scouts searched the de-
serted village. In three of the huts they found five
white men and two Navahos. They had all been
beaten and maltreated, but they had not yet been ‘seri-
Lously injured.

A few more minutes would probably have sealed
their doom, for all their faces were painted black, as

Buffalo Bill's had been, for the doom of the torture:
fire.

After Long Hair—as the Apaches regarded Cody's

| redskin substitute—had been offered up on the wings

of fire to the Great Manitou, the other and lesser pris-
oners would have been tortured to death.

The joy of the captives at their unexpected release
was only equaled by Red Cloud’s rage when he heard
of the murder of several of his warriors by Lone Wolf.
The Apache chieftain, dead at the hand of Buffalo Bill,
‘was beyond his vengeance; but he swore a mighty oath
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of vengeance upon the whole Apache tribe and theifi:

Comanche allies.

“Hearken unto me, Great Wakantanka, and smmite
me with thy terrible vengeance if I swear falsely!” he
cried, raising his scalp-decked tomahawk above hisS
head. “Red Cloud will take no rest or peace until hel 2
has bitterly repaid his foes for all the ill that they
have wrought to him and to his tribe. He will fight
them and slay them by night and by day. By the hﬂh
of the sun and the light of the moon, he will seek them
out and take their scalps to appease the wrath thats
burns in his bosom.

“If Red Cloud shall fail in this, his oath of venge- S

ance, visit him and all his people with thy wrath, G¥ l

Great Manitou! Let the crops of the Navahos fail, lef
there be no rain to nourish their corn, let their wars
riors be slain, and their squaws and their children®
murdered! Let their villages be stamped flat by theitl§
enemies, and the name of them utterly lost as a peo=
ple!”

The other Navaho braves waved their tomahawks
aloft in the air and echoed this terrible oath. Buffalo
Bill—after all that he had seen of Apache and Cos
manche atrocity—felt very much like indorsing it, bufs
he contented himself with saying:

“Come, Red Cloud, we must be going. The enemy
will rally and return when they find you are not numers
ous enough to pursue them. We must gather togethef
a larger war party of your braves, and more of the
white scouts and settlers. Then, if we £nd that the
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Idiers are still slow to move, we will take the trail
painst the Apaches and Comanches ourselves, and
ake them sorry they ever dug up the hatchet.”
& “Ugh! My paleface brother speaks good words,”
ov¢ fesponded Red Cloud. “We will go now—but we will
oon return.”
af B8 Mounting their horses, the allies, redskins and pale-
#face alike, rode off past the corral, now deserted by
e frightened Comanche sentinels, and were soon lost
in the darkness of the night.
h 8 Buffalo Bill rode by the side of Lucy Brandon, and
cheered her with his bright talk, so that she might for-
engiget the fearful perils through which she had passed

1, fand the equally serious ones that might yet await her
in the future.




CHAPTER X.

THE CHINESE GHOULS, S

Three days later, Buffalo Bill and the scouts sepés
rated from their Indian allies. Red Cloud and hi§
braves were to return to their villages and get o8
gether a stronger war party which would be capable
with the help of the frontiersmen, of coping with thel' ™ *
combined forces of the Apaches and Comanches. inhad

The scouts, at the same time, were to beat up thell
strongest force of settlers and cowboys they _could,’
and meet the Navahos at a rendezvous fixed near thé
Rio Grande. w

Buffalo Bill’s first care was to place Lucy Brandon
in a secure position. ‘ ”;

He sent her, under charge of three of the scouts,
to the nearest military post, with a letter of introduc- W= .
tion that would insure her being carefully looked after S
by the wives of the officers of the garrison. At the

- same-time, he sent a letter to the commandant, urging®
him to take the field against the redskins at once, with="
out waiting for orders from Washington or for res
enforcements.

But, although the king of scouts knew very well =
that the commandant would bestir. himself, he was too )
much acquainted with the inevitable delays in prepar="
ing a military expedition to care to wait for the sol-"

. diers before taking the offensive against the hostile -
R redskins.

B
3
L)




The Chinese Ghouls. 63

iHe decided that he would strike as soon as possible,
§th his scouts and the Navahos. By so doing, he
rould give the Apaches and Comanches plenty of seri-
85 occupation that would prevent them from attack-
B the border settlements which they had ndt yet
Gicked.

Mn less than 2 week, Cody had rounded up 2bout
ity sood frontiersmen, all of whom were fine shots
“hd daring riders. With these he set out to reach the
gendezvous made with Red Cloud.

He had little fear but that together they could hold
fic hostiles in check for a time, until the soldiers got
ter them, even if they could not inflict an absolute
nd crushing defeat upon them.

L After they had ridden a day and‘a half, the scouts
ted, coming toward them across the sandy, rock-
§trewn plain, a‘curious figure—one of the most curious
[0 be found at that time all through the Western
tountry.

" As the man drew nearer, Buffalo Bill and Wild Bill
fecognized their old friend Nick Wharton. He was

ganvas, and the skins of rabbits and foxes. Indeed,
iis hunting jacket resembled a patchwork quilt more
anything else. His clothes were so tattered and
and patched that it was almost impossible to
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the whole of his right ear had been shorn away lons
ago in some battle with a redskin enemy. ]

Old Nick Wharton, the veteran trapper, was never at a.
loss where wit and humor were concerned, and Buffalo
Bill was overjoyed to meet him, for he knew that he
would make the expedition cheerful, as well as fightings

Buffler” exclaimed the old trapper, as he pushed hi§
rawboned, shambling mare Diana alongside the
horse ridden by the border king. ‘
“How did you manage to fall in with us?” asked
Cody, in surprise. “T didn’t know that you were anys
where in this part of the country. T had an idea that
you were still trapping up in Wyoming.”
“I left thar two months ago,” said Nick, “an’ |
come down hyar ter see what chances thar was ft
some good prospecktin’. 'When I was in Silver Creel
twenty miles south, t'other day, T heard as you
gettin” up a gang of boys ter smash the redskins. So
I sagashuated I'd find you an’ offer my vallyble ser h
ices.” ,
“Bully for you, Nick!” exclaimed the horder kin:
“There’s nobody I'd be better pleased to see. Withh
you and Wild Bill and myself together again it’s
old times. We'll make the Apaches wish they had|

,:A g
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“never dug up the hatchet, just as we did before when
‘we fought them for the sake of Red Cloud.”
“Tell you what, pard,” said the old trapper. “Why
‘don’t you bear down a bit more to the south and strike
Silver Creek? When I left it, the day afore yesterday,
ithar was some boys who was blind crazy ter jine you
and hev a smack at the red varmints. I kalk’late you
icould get a dozen men, easy, thar.”

“We'll do it,” agreed the border king. “How far
off is the settlement? I never heard of it before.”

“No, it’s a new place just sprung up. Thar was
Some coons thought thar was good prospecktin’ thar,
but it's kind o’ peterin’ out now. It's about twenty
Miles south. We kimreach thar by evenin’, I sagash-
tate.”

B Tt's strange that the Indians haven't attacked the
Settlement,” remarked Cody. “It lies very near the
border of their country.”

“A good many of the people wanted ter git out and
Make tracks ter the fort,” said Nick Wharton, “but
the others persuaded ‘em ter wait, ’specially when they
ieard thet you an’ the Navahos was goin’ agin’ the
Aostiles.” 7

‘They rode on, and toward evening they came in
Bight of Silver Creek. As they approached the little
frontier settlement, they saw, to their surprise, that
here were absolutely no signs of life about the place.
,“It seems ter hev gone busted,” observed Nick
/harton. “Queer, fur it was live enough two days
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ago. I guess they must hev had a scare of redskins3
an’ cleared right out.”

“That’s what it looks like,” agreed Buffalo Bill.

“Waal, the place is sure busted now,” said What=3
ton. “Queer, ain’t it, how these goldurned boorn
towns peter out?” Yo’ come along to one o’ the ka-
foozlin' places an’ see them puttin’ up a town hall an's
a jail, an’ even talkin’ of a theater. They mean ters
make the big cities of the East look like thirty cents. S
Next week you ride back, an’ you find thet the whol€®
galumpin’ contraption has vamosed the ranch. Yot
s'arch round among the ruins, an’ you find nothin’ but®
a stray Chinaman or two. He kin manage ter dig up.
a livin’ whar a white man would starve.’

“Well,” said the king of scouts, cutting short the
loquacious old trdpper, “let us ride on ahead and see
what’s left of this place.” :

He pressed the flank of his horse with his knee and
galloped forward, followed by old Nick.. By this time®
they were well into the settlement. Suddenly the bor-
der king’s horse shied at an object which was lying*
almost covered in the long grass that grew by the sude ‘
of the roughly made village street.

“It is a woman, by thunder!” exclaimed the border :
king, in amazement. “What can she be doing here
when all the rest of the people seem to have fled?”

“Is she dead?” asked Nick Wharton hoarsely, his®
weather-beaten cheeks turning pale. In spite of his

rough exterior, the old trapper had the tenderest of"
hearts.
3
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Buffalo Bill had already jumped to the ground and
bent over the form of the girl.

“No, she lives,” he said, “but she is very badly hurt.
I'm afraid she’s going fast. See, she has been stabbed
twice in the breast.”

“Who kin hev done it?” growled the old trapper
savagely, between clenched teeth. “I'd like ter hev
him by the throat right now! It don’t look as if it
war redskin work.” J

Buffalo Bill was too busy to reply, but he saw at a
glance that what his friend suggested was the fact.
The Indians had had nothing to do with this parficu-
lar atrocity. There were no marks on the ground to
indicate that redskins had been there. Not even a
single footprint of a moccasin was to be seen. Be-
sides, the girl had not been scalped, as she surely would
have been if the Apaches or Comanches had stabbed
her.

“The man, whoever he was, thought he had finished
his evil work,” said the border king, “and I fear he
has. There! That's the best I can do to stop the flow
of blood. Hand me your brandy flask, Nick. T'll
force a little down her throat. Maybe it will revive
her and give her a little more vitality.”

Buffalo Bill poured some of the fiery spirit dowa
the woman’s throat, and bathed her forehead with
water from his canteen. Soon she opened her eyes and
stared at him feebly.

" “The Chinamen!” she gasped, with a look of fear.
“Nen’t let them come near me. They stabbed me after
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all the others had gone. No matter
now
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the yellow fiends rushed upon the border king, with
long knives flashing in their hands.

Before either of them had advanced a pace, how-
ever, his revolver had covered them. Two reports
rang out almost as one, and the little room was filled
with smoke.

When it cleared away, Buffalo Bill saw that one of
the Chinamen lay upon the floor, stone-dead, with a
bullet clean through the center of his forehead. The
other, fallen prostrate acrass the body of his compan-
ion, was beating a tattoo upon the floor with his heels
in his death agony.

The scout mercifully ended his pain with another
bullet through his head, and as hé did so Nick Whar-
ton, who had been searching other houses near by,
came running up, called to the spot by the sound of
the shats. The story of the tragedy that had happened
was plain enough for their experienced eyes to read.

The dead man and woman had chosen to stay in the
settlement when all the other people moved off, prob-
ably scared by some report that the hostiles were in
the neighborhood. Just before the arrival of the
scouts, the two Chinamen had reached the settlement
and had promptly proceeded to murder the solitary
couple there, so that they could loot the place at their
pleasure.

The man had, no doubt, been taken by surprise and
stabbed to death before he could defend himself. Then
his wife had fled for her life, but had been followed
and cut down, after which the yellow-skinned ghouls
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had returned to the man’s dead body to look for plun-
der, in which occupation they were interrupted by
Buffalo Bill.

It was the kind of frontier tragedy which occurred
at many lonely or deserted settlements, especially in
the mining regions, and the two scouts had known
others like it before.

“Goldurn it, Buffler, but you do hev all the luck!”
exclaimed Nick Wharton, when he realized what had
happened. “I'd hev given my other ear ter hev had
the chance of puttin’ a bullet into each of them yellow
devils. They war wuss than redskins.”

Buffalo Bill returned to his men, and gave the
order to mount again and resume the journey.

“We can do no good by staying here,” he said.
“Bury the bodies of the man and woman as quickly as
you can, and then we will be off. We must travel fast
and far to-night. We ought to join Red Cloud to-
morrow, if possible.”

“What shall we do with the bodies of the China-
men?” asked Wild Bill.

N { ¢ ’ ~
“Leave them to-the coyotes,” answered the king of
scouts, in his grimmest tones.

CHAPTER XL
RED CLOUD'S SIGNAL.

By thunder, Cody, Red Cloud’s in t'rouble! Look
over there!” 4 s

Wild Bill, who had been ahead rec011110.1ter1x1g 031
the morning following the slaying of the ghmese mur-
derers, rode back at a furious gallop to his leader and
called out these words. ; :

He pomted to a thin cloud of smoke which was ris-
ing up lazily to the sky, far off on the sout}mru holr.1—
zon. The king of scouts had already seen it, and his
eyes were intently fixed upon it when Wild Bill spok'e.

Neither of the two scouts, trained as they were in
all the tricks of Indian warfare, was at a loss to read
its meaning. It was a Navaho smoke 51gna'1. :

Such signals were commonly used at that tlme.by all-
the Indian tribes of the West and Southwest in the
chase and on the warpath. By means of them they
could communicate at great distances with one another
as accurately and quickly as the white men could do by
means of the telegraph.

]E'*ljach tribe hadbitslown special code of signals, and
Buffalo Bill and Wild Bill, watching the smoke column
intently, knew that this was the Navaho secret cod.c.
Like all other tribes, the Navahos always kept their
signals secret. It was a matter of the gr(:a'cesthpo]s(-1
sible importance in war time that the enemy shou
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not be able to read their messages, but the scouts, of
course, were in the secret because they were the allies
oci the tribe and had made blood brotherhood with Red
oud ar ; 2l i
. 1d others among the chiefs and braves.
= wo long, heavy columns; twenty seconds; one
thin colummn ! anket k e
s A hen the.b'l;m».d kept down for a min-
_'le, muttered Buffalo Bill, as he watched the smoke
signal and read off the message it was intended to con-
s :
ve?/. You know what that means, don't you
Hickok ?” ’
t(\] b2 s d
. Yes,” Wild Bill answered. “It’s a call for help.
bt m}t:anhs that Red Cloud and his braves are surrounded
y the hostiles hti
e , and are’ fighting them off as best they
1, 1 the hope that we’ll come to their aid before their
scalps are all lifted.”
€«
- a T . . B
: \{Ve must hurry,” said the border king. “Red Cloud
asn’t enoug z 7
ugh men to put up a successful fight against

both the Comanches and the Apaches, if they are in
the force I expect them to he.”

: Calhgg to the men under his command, he pushed
Orwv . . . . :
i zllr Iat 2 rapid pace in the direction of the smoke
. ,
gnal. It was not long before the scouts heard the

fam't sounfl of firing. It was repeated again and
agfun. Evidently a big fight was in pro'fr(:ssO
I;]h‘e ground t!lat separated them frombthe .scene of
Ic]zrrlmlnc(:c\zsa.-sﬂ:;)ihgf prairie, with many rises and small
. ade good cover for riflemen. Buf-
f}z:i(; Bill soon discovered, by careful scouting, that
betv:e;;a;a strong force of' {\paches and Cemanches
1s men and the position held by the Navahos.

Red Cloud’s Signal. 73 -

“Red Cloud must know we are advancing by this
time,” the border king said to Wild Bill, who was rid-
ing by his side. “As soon as we make a decisive at-
tack, he is sure to break out of cover with his braves,
and then we will have the hostiles between two fires.”

“There seems to be an almighty lot of them, judging
from the firing,” said Wild Bill. “Red Cloud's men
are outnumbered clearly. See, they have their main
position on that wooded hill, and there are a few scat-
tered round among the hummocks at the base.”

“You had better take half the boys and keep the
hostiles busy with a frontal attack, while 1 try to flank
round and reach near Red Cloud’s position,” said the
border king.

The enemy did not display their usual eagerness to
get at close quarters. Their main body remained under
cover, firing steadily at the Navahos, while a fringe
of skirmishers rode forward to attack the body of
scouts, now plainly in view coming over the rolling
plain.

Wild Bill went forward at once with his party, and
as soon as they got within range of the hostile skir-
mishers, who were nearly all Apaches, they made their
presence felt. They were far better shots than either
the Comanches or the Apaches, and they did a good
deal of execution, although the skirmishers clung to
cover as much as they could, hanging down behind
their horses’ flanks when they could get no better pro-
tection.

Slowly and sullenly the hostiles gave ground until
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at last they reached the place where the horses uf their
dismounted comrades were tethered. Here they made
another stand, but the cowboys and scouts charged
toward thenr and emptied several of their saddles.

The skirmishers were driven clean back on their
main body, and they had to retreat so precipitately that
they could not unhobble all the horses, but had to leave
many of them as prizes for the white men.,

In this first brush the whites had won a decided
victory, although it was, of course, an unimportant
one, as they had not yet come into contact with the
main body of the hostiles. About thirty of the Apaches
and two or three Comanches had been killed in this
affair of outposts, and when they retreated they were
seen to carry away several wounded men with them.

The loss of the scouts was much smaller, - One man
had been shot dead and two others wounded, but so
slightly that they were still it for fight. Buffalo Bill
had followed Wild Bill’s advance with the rest of the
men. ' §

Seeing that the enemy showed no signs of leaving
cover and attacking his little force, he said to his com-
rade: -

“We came here to fight, and fight we will! If they
won't attack us, we’ll attack them. Push forward with
your men, and I’ll work arotind at the same time to-
ward Red Cloud, as we arranged.”

Soon the whole of the scouts4vere advancing on the
hostiles’ position, taking cover and firing rapidly as
they did so. Red Cloud and his warriors, who had
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en losing heavily before help came, NOw came c:u(;
{ their cover, with wild whoops of joy, and presse
/ their revenge. &

O?\hzr?\f)(;c?iealid the Con?anches shf)wed no 1}1c11na-
jon to stand up against the two bodies of their e}l}le-
mies. They gave way and retreated, fighting as t e);
went, and trying to get into the open from betweer
the two lines in which they had been caught. t
" The ground over which tlley" fought was adv?n a-
geous to the hostiles. Their main body retreated rot?
ithe open country into rocky and timbered Fountrpg;u;
rounding the baSe of a low range of -:hIHS. ere,
intrenched behind bowlders and fallen trée trunks, they
held their foes at bay for some time. ]

The Navahos, who were nearer to the position they
had taken up than the scouts were, inflicted some }oss
lon the hostiles, but Red Cloud could not. come 1nto
iclose touch with them without exposi_ng his .braves.to
a disadvantage and risk that no wise Indian chief
would run. \

Unfortunately, however, he had given the commang
ﬁ‘-Of a party of braves on his left wing to a hot-heade
‘young chief named Fighting Bear. -

While Red Cloud was waiting for the Wh'lte scouts
to come up, this chief recklessly led his men in a fierce
charge on the intrenched hostiles, without waiting for
any orders from his leader. g

“It was magnificent, but it was not war! ;

Red Cloud stamped with rage when he saw the

3 5 A
Fmovement, for he saw clearly that it was foredoomed
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to failure, and that many of his braves would be she
down like sheep from cover. 3

Fighting Bear and his warriors ran forward, toma
hawk in hand, toward the rocks and trees behind

which the Apaches lay hidden. ;

They yelled their war whoop loudly, but it was so0
changed into their death cry. They were met b
withering fire from all along the front and from
flanks. ;

Before they could cover half the distance that sej 94-'
rated them from their foes two-thirds of their num
ber were shot down. The remainder halted for a .2}
ment, and then fled back to cover at the top of theil
speed. B

All save one. : 3

The young chief, Fighting Bear, seeing the blund
that he had made, determined that he would at le'
atone for it by dying with his face to the foe.

-




CHAPTER XIL
A DUEL TO THE DEATH.

‘The Navaho, a tall, splendidly built savage, dis-
Mained to run. He stood erect, with his face toward

,, hidden foes, brandishing his tomahawk above his

ead and yelling his war cry defiantly.

Instantly there fell a lull in the firing on both sides.

: No orders were given to cease, but instinctively all
e braves, Apaches as well as Navahos, paused to gaze
p " iringly on this splendid and fearless figure.
' j' Many of the hostiles could have picked him off
BWith ease. Some, indeed, even had him covered with

heir rifles. But, savages though they were, an innate
giceling of chivalry made them hesitate to press the

. But this pause in the battle did not last more than
)bout half a minute. An Apache chieftain, as tall and
fine-looking a barbarian as the defiant Navaho himself,
Stepped from behind a rock, where he had taken cover,
d accepted the challenge.

. He carried a rifle in his hands, and for a moment
he white scouts, who were riding up as quickly as
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The two Indians drew slowly closer and closer ¢
one another and glared with the earnestness of morta
hate into one another’s dark, fierce eyes.

Suddenly they bounded forward at the same
ment and grappled in deadly combat. The Apat
aimed the first blow, hoping to cleave his oppon
from crown to chin. But Fighting Bear, though a b:
leader, was a well-trained and agile brave. 1

He threw up his arm just in the nick of time to cat
the other’s wrist. He was not quick enough, however
to entirely stop the blow, but he diverted its cours:
the Apache’s hatchet striking him on the shoulder as
making a deep wound. "

Before the man could strike again, Fighting Bea'?-
tomahawk split his head open, and he dropped dead i
his tracks. As his enemy sank to the ground, t"
champion of the Navahos tottered from the pain of
the wound in his shoulder and from two bullet wounds
he had received when he was leading the charge, but
which, up till now, he had disregarded. o

He had lost much blood, and he knew that -he was
a dying man; but before he went to the happy huntin,
grounds of the Great Manitou there was one thing for
him to do, and he meant to do it: j

He must take the trophy of the victory he had won
Bending forward, he drew a knife from his helt, and
in a moment had taken the Apache’s scalp. )

Then, drawing himself up to his full height, he
velled his war cry and waved the reeking trophy defi-
antly toward the hidden hostiles. That action broke

g
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fie spell which had made the braves keep quiet while
e duel was going on.
Fighting Bear reeled with the pain of his wounds,

piit before he fell to the ground he was pierced by

agalf a dozen Apache bullets.
& The Navahos greeted his death with a wild yell of

fage. They wanted to dash-forward and avenge him
promptly. But all these incidents, that have taken

£s0 long in the telling, happened in the course of a few
smoments. Buffalo Bill, Wild Bill, and the men with
gthiem, had not yet come up to take part in the charge,

fhough they were riding at top speed.

' Red Cloud, like a good general, restrained his eager
braves until the white men, with their unerring rifles,
fould fight shoulder to shoulder with them. Buffalo

#Bill had seen the death of Fighting Bear, and he real-
fized in a flash that it might precipitate a hand-to-hand
fcombat.

. He came thundering into the midst of the Navahos
his splendid gray stallion, with a dozen scouts at his

ghieels, and more a short distance behind.

| At the same moment a number of Apaches made
@ sortie from their cover toward the body of Fighting
Bear, which lay about midway between the two forces.
. They were determined that, at all costs, they would
Tescue the scalp of their chief, which was tightly
gripped in the hand of the dead Navaho.

Buffalo Bill and his cowhoys opened fire on them

-85 they advanced, and shot down several; but the

emainder, some thirty in number, pressed cagerly on.
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The rescue of the scalp was a point of honor wi
them, . 1

ing hand to hand over the bodies of their dead ='11
pions. The Comanches had not advanced from CO¥E

them.

For the same reason, Buffalo Bill and his men It
the Navahos to fight that battle in their own 3
charging the cover instead, and soon coming to el
quarters with the intrenched Comanches and the 1€
of the Apaches who had not joined in the sally.

The Indians battled fiercely around the bodies ¢
the slain champions for several minutes, using uil
tomahawks, clubbed rifles, and knives.

The Apaches were outnumbered, and their foes di*
terrible execution among them. Nevertheless, th
refused to give an inch of ground, so keen was th
desire to rescue the scalp of their chief and take
of the Navaho who had slain him, : =

Some of their comrades charged to their aid, t
the most of them were too busily occupied in defend

mg themselves against the desperate charge on thl
cover led by Buffalo Bill

F
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feir chief, until the foe was outnumbered by more

han three to one.

@ The Apaches then, seeing that they were doomed,
Sought to give up the hopeless fight and flee back to
gover, but they found that their retreat was cut off by
Buffalo Bill and his men.

* They - struggled vainly to cut their way through,

put they were shot down and cut down on every

ide.

P Out of more than sixty Apaches who had sallied
forth to do battle for the scalp, only three or four got
Dack to cover and rejoined their comrades.

B The rest lay dead or dying on the ground, and the

@Navahos promptly went to work to scalp them.

The death of Fighting Bear had been amply
avenged, though it had cost the lives of a good many
Navaho braves. Pressed hy Buffalo Bill and his men,
Bthe Apaches and Comanches were being driven in hot

fetreat all along the line,

. The battle was virtuatly over.

.-ept up for some hours, until dusk closed down ot

e scene, and many of the hostiles were killed or

. The pursuit was
U

th
laken prisoners.

Over the fate of the latter Buffalo Bill came near
o having a serious quarrel with his blood brothes, Red

HCloud, around the camp fire that night.
e




CHAPTER XIIIL

SAVING: THE CAPTIVES.

The Navaho chieftain called a war counecil around
the main camp, and Buffalo Bill, Wild Bill, and Nit
Wharton, being all blood brothers of the tribe, we
asked to be present at it and take part in the debate.

The first question discussed was what should |
done with the prisoners that had been taken in i
pursuit. There were ten Apaches and six Comanches:

One after another the Navaho braves and chiefs
gave it as their opinion that the captives should
tortured to death in accordance with the time- honor_ ‘
custom, 4

Buffalo Bill knew that this fate would have been
meted out to thém if they had been caught by th
* foes, but, nevertheless, he felt that he could not stand
coldly by and allow helpless men to be done to death
by the most frightful tortures, !

He sat silent, wrapped in deep thought, until
was asked to speak. ;

“Give us your judgment, my brother,” said Red
Cloud. “Do you not say that the men should die : at
the stake, as they have stain many of our braves whot
they have captured?”

“Nay, Red Cloud,” the border king replied. “Th‘
face of the Great Spirit is turned away, and His heart
is angered, when the red men torture one another.”

A growl of dlsgust went around the circle of bronze
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':ﬁgures and a young brave leaped to his feet and
.'}I cried angrily:
. “Who is Long Hair, that he should say what we
~ are to do to these dogs? It is not for the white men
* to settle, but for the Navahos. I have spoken!”
.~ Buffalo Bill was about to reply when Red Cloud
. interposed, with a gesture of authority, and com-
" manded the young brave to sit down.
. “Long Hair has the right to speak of the fate of
~ the prisoners,” he said. “Did not he and his paleface
';braves help us to win the fight? Did they not help us,
~ even, fo capture some of the enemy? But Long Hair
'-’ will not go against the will of all his blood brothers.
‘fThe Navahos have said that these men shall die at
~ the stake. It is the will of the whole council, and it
~ shall be done.”
' The young war chief had a strong will of his own,
" and he faced Buffalo Bill with a determined look that
~ showed he meant to have his own way.
. But the king of scouts was a man of even more
resolute nature. He thought of the frightful scenes
he had witnessed only a few days before in the Apache
‘camp—of the people of his own race and blood who
- had been tortured to death, as well as some of the
- Navahos themselves.

The very men for whom he was now pleading had
probably taken part, with fiendish delight, in these
very scenes; and if they were themselves tied up to the
~stake they would only be receiving back the measure

‘they had meted out to others
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Nevertheless, he could not, as a decent white man,
stand by and see torture done.

“I say they shall not be tortured,” he declared, in
a firm and decided voice.

Red Cloud's dark face flushed darker with anger,
but he conquered his gust of passion and did not speak
for some moments.

Then he said, in a voice that he strove to make ap-
pear calm:

“What will my brother do to prevent the Navahos
from working their will on these men? How far will
he go to back up his words?”

“If you drive me to it, Red Cloud, I will fight for
them, aud I'm sure all my white comrades will stand
by me.’

“You bet we will!” said Wild Bill.

“You kin jest put thet in yer pipe an’ smoke it, Red
Cloud,” chuckled Nick Wharton. “Yo' know best
how you'd come out o’ thet fight.”

Several of the Navahos leaped up, drawing their’

tomahawks, and declared that they would not be dic-
tated to by the white men. It had always been the
way of their people to torture prisoners of war. They

would keep +to the customs of their fathers, and not”

learn the ways of the white men,

Red Cloud alone kept silence, looking sadly at Buf-
falo Bill, for whom he bad the deepest respect and
affection. .

“Are we to part thus, my brother?” he said, “Are
we, who have sworn the oath of blood brotherhood,

-—
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and saved one another’s lives many times, to quarrel
and part now=—perhaps even to fight and slay one an-
other ?” :
“It rests with you and- your people, Red Cloud,”
replicd the border king. “I have tried to be a good
E corrade and blood brother to you and a good friend
- and counselor to all your people; but there are some
[< things that no self-respecting white man can stand
by and see, and one of them is the torture of helpless
prisoners.” f
A struggle wentyon for a moment in the breast of
Red Clound, and then his mind was nmade up. :
Rising to his feet, he addressed the council as only
a born Indian orator can, pointing out to the braves
how many things Buffalo Bill had done for the bene-
fit of the tribe, and appealing to them to reward him
i by placing the fate of the prisoners in his hands.
i ‘The eloquent appeal was not without its effect on
' the council. One by one, the chiefs and leading braves
were won over as they recalled the past deeds of the
border king, in battle and council, for their benefit.
At last, with a unanimous shout, they voted to leave
the prisoners at his disposal. :
» “Let them be kept prisoners in the lodges of the
. . Navahos until the hatchet is buried,” said Buffalo Bill.
“If any of them are willing, let them be adopted into
the tribe, to take the place of the braves who have
fallen in the battle. The squaws will be glad to take

them for husbands to take the place of those who are
dead.”

v

4
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This suggestion was quite in accordance with In-
dian custom, and several of the prisoners, on being
asked, said they would rather be adopted into the tribe
than kept in captivity perhaps for months.

One old chief, however, to Buffalo Bill's secret ad-
miration, steadfastly refused.

“Snake Eye was born an Apache, and he will die

an Apache,” he declared. ‘“He will not be adopted
- by the Navahos, whom he hates. He would rather
die at the stake.”

He drew himself up to his full height and uttered
the terrible war cry of his tribe, %as he imagined, for
the last time, since he fully expected that he would
be tomahawked on the spot.

His bold defiance enraged the Navahos, and they
might have slain him, had not Buffalo Bill instantly
interposed to save him.

Snake Eye, as he was led away from the council
fire by the king of scouts, showed that he was not
ungrateful,

“White man,” he said, in a whisper, “you have
saved my life and the lives of all my people who are
captive here. Snake Eye will speak.to you with a
straight tongue, as he never thought'to speak to a
white man.” :

Buffalo Bill looked at him keenly, and saw that he
really had something of importance to tell.

“Speak, chief!” he commanded. “The ears of Long
Hair are open to your words.”

CHAPTER XIV.
TWENTY AGAINST ONE.

“Long Hair was in the camp of the Apaches, a
prisoner. He escaped with a white maiden whose
beauty was as the beauty of the moon. They were
taken again, in spite of Long Hair's great cunning,
and they would have been killed had not the Navahos
and some other palefaces thrown us into a panic and
rescued them. Are these not all straight words that
Snake Eye speaks?”

“Yes, they are,” Buffalo Bill admitted. “But what
about it all? It's over now.”

“Yes; but the paleface maiden is again a prisoner
among my people,” said the savage.

Buffalo Bill recoiled a step in surprise and horror.

“How do you know that?”’ he cried.

“Snake Eye knows because he saw her yesterday,”
and the savage gave an accurate description of Lucy's‘
appearance and even of her clothing.

“She was captured ‘while riding to the fort,” 'he
explained. “There were two paleface scouts with
her, and they were killed. They would not give up
the fight while they remained alive. They slew many
of our young men before we took their scalps.”

Buffalo Bill gave a groan at this news, but he was
somewhat comforted by the thought of the splendid
fight the two men must have put up before they went
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under. The problem now was—how to rescue the
girl? ‘_

He asked the Indian where she was, and Snake
Eye, grateful for the sparing of his own life, did
not hesitate to tell him,

He said that she was hidden in‘a cave about thirty
miles from that spot, under the guardianship of two
squaws and several braves. The cave was a secret
one in the hills, and difficult of access, but Buffalo Bill
felt confident that he could find it from the directions
the old chief gave him.

Lucy, Snake Eye explained, was to become the wife
of Kicking Horse, a chief who had succeeded Lone
Wolf at the head of the Apache nation. He had con-
fined her in the cave until the war was over, and he
could marry her with the pomp and circumstance be-
fitting a. great Indian chief.

“The paleface may be disappointed,” Snake Eye
warned Buffalo Bill. “He may find that the girl
whose beauty is as that of the stars and moon has
been moved from the cave; but I do not think so.
Kicking Horse will probably leave her there, for there
is no safer place in which he could keep her, especially
after the defeat of yesterday.”

Buffalo Bill decided that he would go in search of
Lucy with a small party. If he took a large force, its
approach would probably be detected by the redskins
who had been assigned to guard her, and then they
would either put her to death or flee with her fto
some other retreat. It was essential to the success

S
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of his enterprise that he should take them by sur-
rise.

5 He repeated Snake Eye’s story to Wild Bill, Nick
Wharton, and three of the best of his other scoqts,
and asked whether they would go with him, to which
they all returned an eager assent. There was not one
among them who would not have followed the king
of scouts anywhere.

Without saying a word to Red Cloud, or any of the
others, the six men got their horses and rode out
through the darkness in the direction given by Snake
Eye. .

They rode all night, and at daylight they were dra'w-
ing near to the cave. They could see the range of fn?ls
in which it was located, far distant across the prairie.
There were no redskins in sight.

“When we get near the hills T will go forward
alone,” said the border king. “I will go on foot, and
climb up the slope in which Snake Eye said the cawe
was located. The timber is very thick, so I ought to
be able to get to the cave unseen. I want to find out
how the land lies, and what sort of a watch they are
keeping. Then T will come back to you, and we can
make a sudden attack that will give them no chance
of killing the girl or getting her away.”

The other men approved of the plan, and when
they got within a mile of the nearest slope they halted
and picketed their horses in a small belt of timb.er thfit
broke up the flat expanse of the prairie. Wild Bilt
and Niék Wharton offered to accompany Cody, but
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he insisted that it would be better for him to go alone,
as there would be less chance of his being detected
by the redskins, if they were keeping a careful watch
around the mouth of the cave, as was probably the
case.

“Take this before you go,” said Nick Wharton, just
as Cody was about to leave the belt of timber and
make his way toward the hills. “L guess the timber’s
almighty thick on thet slope, an’ you may hev ter cut
your way through before you find the cave.”

As he said this, the old trapper handed a large and
heavy ax to the border king. It was one which he
usually carried slung to the saddle of his horse when-
ever he was on the trail,

Buffalo Bill did not think he was likely to need it,
but he took it, in order to humor his old friend, and
to that circumstance he was soon to owe his life.

As he crossed the prairie, under cover of the long
grass, he saw no signs of Indians; but when he got
within a few hundred yards of the base of the hill
he ran suddenly into a party of about twenty Apaches.

He did not see them until he was right upon them,
and escape was impossible; for they were sitting or
lying down in a small hollow, the view of which was
concealed by the long grass as he approached,

There was nothing for it but t

o fight them—twenty
to on

one—and his comrades too far away to be of any
assistance to him until. probably it would be too late.
The hearts of thost men would have quailed at such

e
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a frightful peril, but Cody’s only bounded with the
o

3 joy of battle

He did not wait for the Indians to attack }En‘]’
though they rose to their feet at once and grasp'ed(t1 ten-'
weapons. Uttering a loud shout,.he ran ,for\\.ar .g
ward them, firing the seven shots in his repeatu}g rifle
as he did so, one after the other, .in.such rapid suc-
cession that there was not a single distinct report.

Not a single shot missed its aim. Seven of the In-
dians fell, three of them dead and four wounded._

Throwing down the empty riﬂe. and the ax, Buﬂﬁalo
Bill drew his revolver, and met the charge of the
now infuriated redskins with another stream of bul-
| s, and those

Luckily, only two of them had .ﬁrearm\, a i
were cheap-grade guns, and carried by men \élo;e
marksmanship was poor. They blazed' away at Cody,
but the nearest they got was to graze h'us templef with a
bullet and cut away part of the brim of his som-
bl-t\l/Ioe.anwhile, Cody had emptied his revolver jus't as
the seven survivors of his score of enemies came within

striking distance. Buffalo Bill had ﬁr‘ed !ns l.ast' bul-
let, but he snatched up the ax, and, wielding it like a
riking till defied the savages. : ‘

\llai‘lflzx'zf\\?;(;‘§11e thought that ran through his brain
in this supreme moment. e must kill all the Apac?xe.s,
and not let one escape and go back to the cave t(? warn
the sentries there and perhaps kill the girl p.nsoncil;.
He fought as he had never fought before, with such
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savage recklessness that the Apaches, although seven
to one, and armed with tomahawks and knives, recoiled
in terror before him.

Cody, in that supreme moment, looked more like an
avenging god than a man, and the thought that he
was fighting to save the girl from the terrible fate
of being married to an Indian chief nerved his arm
and made his spirit sublimely fearless.

One after another the redskins went down before
the blows of his terrible ax. He himself was wounded
again and again, but he paid no more attention to the
wounds than if they were mere pin pricks.

Cody could never afterward give a clear account

of that greatest of his battles. He fought like a man

in a dream, but he slew every one of his foes single-
handed. Only one fight in border history ever bore
comparison with this great encounter, and that was
Wild Bill's single-handed wiping out of the McKand-

las gang.

At last each of the redskins was dead, Cody dropped
his bloodstained ax t) the ground, and his head reeled
with the pain of his many wounds and the blood he
had lost.

Now, for the first time, he realized that he was
badly hurt. He tried to keep on his feet, but his
head swam, he lost consciousness, and fell prone on
the grass,

When his companions, ‘alarmed by the firing, rode
out from the timber, they found him lying in a pool
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of blood, covered with wounds, and almost dead, with
twenty slain redskins around him.

While Nick Wharton and one of the ot.her scouts
looked after Buffalo Bill and bound up his wounds,

L Wild Bill led the rest in search of the hidden cave.

It was found without much trouble by following
the Indians’ tracks. Only one brave and two squaws
were there on guard, and they were surpi.‘lsed and
overpowered before they could clt:cr any resistance.

Lucy Brandon was found in periect health, .although
she had Dbeen reduced to the verge of despair at‘the
thought that she had been once more dragged into
captivity, to become the squaw of a savage, and that
Buffalo Bill was not at hand this time to save her.

Soon afterward she married a rich Easterner, who
took her to live in Boston, far away from the wild
and savage scenes which had caused her so much hor-
ror, and for which she was by her gentle nature utterly
unsuited. .

Red Cloud and the scouts pursued their campaign
against the Apaches and Comanches, and an e,\'pe.di-
tionary force of United States troopers also got aiter
the hostiles, who were soon glad to sue for quarter.

The border king's wounds were of a more serious

- nature than was at first thought, and by the time he

was again able to mount a horse the Indian troubles
had been settled, and once again peace reigned on
the frontier. Buffalo Bill, however, did not remain
inactive any longer than was absolutely necessary, and
as soon as he was able to do so he hit the trail.




CHAPTER XV.
BUFFALO BILL STOPS JUDGE LYNCH.

“El Paso Jack, this yere miners’ court of Lone Dog,
duly convened by Jedge Lynch, has fairly considered
the evidence brought before it, an’ it finds you—
guilty !”

The scene was a rough miners’ camp near the hor-
der of Texas and New Mexico.

It was a summer day, a short time after Buffalo
Bill and his allies had put down the Apache uprising,
A crowd of about fifty red-shirted miners and cow-
boys were grouped around a tree from one of the
lower branches of which a noosed rope dangled.

In the center of the group was a young man, strik-
ingly handsome, with dark complexion, black hair,
and singularly beautiful and piercing eyes.

It needed hardly a glance at him to show that he
had Indian blood in his veins—that, indeed, he was a
half-breed.

Such was the prisoner at the bar of Judge Lynch’s
court at the mining settlement of Lone Dog.

The solemn, condemnatory words were repeated

“El Paso Jack, we have found our verdict. It is
guilty !I”

The silence was so profound that the men grouped
near the prisoner might have heard a pin drop. They
averted their heads from him, and from one another,
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for, rough characters though they were, th;y never-

theless were deeply impressed by the solemnity of the
ccasion.

Ou(;zbllc\)' the man whose name had been called lifted

his e)"es and fronged the speaker bol(lly'. 575 :

In spite of his youth, there was a grim look on his
face, his teeth were firmly set, and his lips were closed
in a hard line. o

“Yes, you aire guilty, El Paso Jack, an’ of course,
you must pay the penalty.”

There was a slight movement among the crowd at
this last word, and then a long-drawn breath of ex-
citement, which was speedily suppressed by the men
who uttered it.

But the condemned man,- who stood in the center
of the crowd, a few paces apart from the rest, ne\'gr
so much as winked an eyelid or opened his lips. He
stood doggedly silent, waiting for the end.

He had no hope of mercy, for he was act‘.used of
having stolen a quantity of gold dust belonging to 2
fello\\'r miner, and that was a crime which wa.s -al-
ways punished with the utmost severity in any mining
camp.

In his own heart, El Paso Jack, as the hand:f.ome
young man was nicknamed, knew that he .\\'as inno-
cent; but the evidence, circumstantial in 1ts' nature,
seemed to his stern judges to be all against him. J

The tall, black-bearded miner who ,acted as presi-
dent of the lynch-law court, after pronouncing the
verdict, went on grimly:
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“We consider you aire guilty, El Paso Jack, an’
those of us as hev been app’inted ter try you hev all
agreed in sayin’ so.

Buffalo Bill Stops Judge Lynch.

Nary a soul in the camp knowed
whar thet dust was, ’ceptin’ you, the side partner of
the man what lost it.
one knows better nor you whar it’s gone.

It vamosed yesterday, an’ no
We know

you say you struck a pay streak yesterday, an’ that's
why we found sech a pile 0’ dust in your tent, but sechfé

tales don’t go down with us.”

“He struck it by hookin’ his own pard’s dust, I wants ter butt inter this yer social party?”

reckon,” interrupted a loud voice from the background §

of the crowd, and all the
significantly.

“We made
ter locate in

nen laughed grimly and

our camp,”’ the president of the court
went on.  “Blood will tell. It has shown up now. We

believe you aire guilty, an’ so thar’s only one thing

ter do ter end the business »

He was about to pronounce upon the young man
Judge Lynch's sentence, to be hanged by the neck
until he was dead; but suddenly a clear, ringing voice,
sharp as steel, interrupted him:

“Hold! Don't sentence that young man yet! You
may be sorry for it!”

The leader of the miners and his friends turned in
astonishment to the speaker, who, seated upon a horse,
had been quietly watching the trial, a few yards away
from the little crowd of men.

El Paso Jack had already been placed under the
tree, from one branch of which the noosed rope was

a mistake in ever allowin’ a half-breed®
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already hanging—a grim token of the fate which his

Flate comrades destined for him.

The man who had so suddenly interrupted the pro-

' ceedings of the court at their most critical moment was

none other than Buffalo Bill

After a few moments of general hesitation, the
hearded miner who acted the part of Judge Lynch
growled out:

“Waal, now, stranger, an’ who might yer be, thet

“My name is Cody—William F. Cody, at your serv-
ice,” replied the horseman.
“Buffalo Bill, by thunder!” burst from the lips of

" several of the men who were standing around.

“Waal, Buffalo Bill, we're all mighty glad ter see
yer in this camp,” said the leader of the miners, atter
he had recovered from his surprise. “We take it as

*an honor thet ye hev dropped in ter pay us a visit.

“T just happened to ride up as you were beginning
to try this man,” explained Cody, “and I stopped to
watch the proceedings.”

“An’ what did ye think?" asked the judge eagerly.
“Ain’t the durned skunk guilty, sure enough? Ain't
it up ter us ter swing him up on the branch over
thar?”

The miners gathered around eagerly to hear what
Buffalo Bill had to say about the case, for they enter-
tained the greatest possible respect for his opinion.
The famous scout paused for a moment before he

e




98 Buffalo Bill Stops Judge Lynch.

replied and looked keenly at the young prisoner. Thens
he said slowly and judicially : '
“He may be guilty—for alinost anything is possible
—but most certainly he has not been proved guilty at]

this trial, and therefore you have no right to hangs
him.” ]
“Not guilty!” ejaculated one of the miners, in sheers
- amazement. “Why, we caught him with the goods
on!” .
“All you have against him,” Buffalo Bill went on,}
without heeding the interruption, “seems to be this:
“His partner lost some gold dust, and when the
prisoner’s tent was searched some gold dust was foundf"
in it. There is no proof that it was the same gold}

dust, and in the very nature of the case there can be™
none. .

“Suppose I lost some dust to-morrow, and were
to look in the tent of any man in this crowd, wouldn’t "
I be likely to find some dust there? Of course I'
would. What more likely place to find gold dust than
in the shacks of a gold-mining camp? Yet I might
swear that that dust I found was mine, and want to
have the man who owned the shack hanged. It would :'
be just as fair as in this case, would it not?” s
The miners, who were rough men, but not willfullyA
unjust, looked at one another doubtfully. They were :
evidently struck by the force of Buffalo Bill’s argu-
ment, but they had been expecting a lynching, and
they were still unwilling to let their prisoner go.

“He’s only a lad, too,” Buffalo Bill went on, look-

othdh
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Poompassionately at the prisoner’s slim figure and
jthiul face. “Even if his guilt had been proved
gar as daylight, you might still give him another

e because of his youth.™
leader ~of the muiners, whose name was Jim
, called several of his comrades around him

ha your lucky stars, boy, thet Buffalo Bill
e up when he did. He has saved your life. Most
pss still believe you are guilty, but bekase of what

tBut all the same, El Paso Jack, if ye value yer
€ you'll make yerself powerful scarce around this
i We don’t want ye in the camp. If ye are
ind anywheres around, after twelve hours has
ed, somebody’s gun may go off kind of accidental,
iThe proud, stern expression on the young prisoner’s
e did not change in the slightest degree when his
ffe was given to him thus grudgingly.
He bowed to Buffalo Bill, and briefly thanked him

alked to his shack, to collect his few possessions,
thich were necessary to him when he took the trail for
bme other settlement, in compliance with the order
it the lynch-law court.

Not a single one of the miners spoke 2 word to
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him as he passed through them. They had spa k
his life, owing to Buffalo Bill's influence, but nor
the less they regarded him as a dog—a thief—a pi
riah. 2 4
Some children ran out of near-by cabins and gree :
him, for El Paso Jack had always been fond of chilsy
dren, and they of him. But their mothers, with @
gry looks, came out and shrilly called the chlld
back .r
Then, indeed, the young man’s set face quiver@
with sorrow and rage, but in a moment he had mastet_
himself and walked steadily on to his tiny home—thi
home that was to be his no longer. é
In a few moments he got together the few thing
he needed—his gun, revolvers, some ammunition, @
few provisions, and his scanty accumulation of go
dust. 1
He did not own a horse, but, returning back to t
crowd of miners, he offered to buy one with his stock®
of dust. 2
Jim Horton laughed at him sardonically. 3
“Thar’s nary a man hyar'll take yer dust, boy,” he
said. “You can’t buy anything in this camp with th 1t
dust, for we all think it's stolen.” y
The young man’s face flushed, and he raised hi
clenched fist as if he could strike the man who if
sulted him; but there were a score of other miners
standing around, and he saw that it would be usele
to try to fight. :

th a sigh, he turned away from the group, and
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| a few minutes was walking swiftly along the trail

) the nearest settlement, where he hoped to be able

) buy a horse.

Buffalo Bill, standing by the side of Jim Horton,

jatched him leave the camp with mingled feelings

f regret and curiosity. “He believed the young man

ad been too harshly dealt with, and he wondered

tho he was. §

' His face, once seen, was not easily forgotten. It
as very different from that of the average hali-breed, ;
or it scemed to be the index of a noble soul.

“If that boy is a scamp,” said the border king, “then

'm no reader of faces.”




CHAPTER XVL
BUFFALO BILL TAMES COMANCHE BILL. '8

gretfully the border king turned to Horton's
ask d for more information about the young ¥k

br ced

the camp at all?” he asked. “That is very umnt
in the Southwest. As a rule, neither redskins
hali-breeds care for the hard work of a mine
nmore than they care for ranching or farming.
if they do happen to care for it, the white
are not usually willing to welcome them to a
ment.”

“That’s so, pard,” said Horton, “but the citl
stances in this yer case were peculiar. The ¥
feller, as you must hev mnoticed, looked a heap b
an’ straighter than the or'nary half-breed. Thet
the trouble. We all kind o’ cottoned on to him,
o' the fact he wasn’t white. We liked him real 3
till this affair come ter light; but blood will tell
the end, yer know.” ;

“How long has he been staying at the camp?” 2
the king of scouts.

“Only a few weeks.” -

“And who is this partner of his, whose gold
he is supposed to have stolen?”
_“Comanche Bill.”
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ned Cody. “Comanche Bill! I've
i him, though I never had the chance to meet
k the truth, what I have heard is not
is credit.”
said Horton, with a grim smile,
't the nicest of mren, an’ thet’s a
ter see him run out of the town, but
done anythin’ to justify it—or, at least,

lie's never been caught in anythin

o
S

& g . = = - . .
He's got a bit of Indian blood in him, too, hasnt

1

asked Cody. - “I have been told so” by a man
him once, my pal, Wild Bill Hickok."

“He certainly looks like it, pard,” admitted Hor-
on, “an’ it's said that his mether was a half-breed
Comanche woman. On that account, he's said ter be
thiek with some o’ the tribes on the plains, an’ also
with some gangs o' hali-breeds who call themselves
Bhunters an’ scouts, but ain’t really any better than
fbandits. ‘

“But all this is rumor,” the miner went on, “an’
S we ain't got anything we can prove against Comga:=che
Bil. We can’t even prove that he's got redskin
Iblood in his veins. He denies all the charges—even
that one, though his face shows it pretty plainly.”

“Why don’t the men run him out of camp On gen-
eral principles?”’ asked Buffalo Bill.

A flush of shame mounted to the miner’s brow.

* “Well, ter tell yer the truth,” he admitted, “I've
wanted them to do it moré than once, but I could never
get them to the point. Some of them are a fraid e
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might stir up his redskin and half-breed frie
raid the camp, an’ others fear the man himself.
a bad man ter handle, an’ that's a fact. He's
quick with his shootin’ irons. More than one m
went up agin’ him has had ter eat lead.”
“Is that so?” said Buffalo Bill, his lips set
a grim, determined line. “T'd like to meet the f
Where is he?” :
“Over there; the big man in the red shirt,
those two miners.’
Buffalo Bill strolled over to the little group o
indicated. His face showed that he was thinking 2
iously. Horton’s information had worried him,
reasons known only to himself, and he regretted'
than ever that he had allowed the young half
to leave the camp without speaking to him. '
He was, indeed, half in mind to follow on hi:
and catch up with him; but now he was given
thing else—and something more pressing—to thi
The bully of the camp, for such Comanche Bill
questionably was, looked at him in a most surly
offensive manner when he approached.
He knew quite well that the stranger was none @
than the famous Buffalo Bill, with whom most persa
would have hesitated to pick a quarrel; but durit
his career as a “bad man” Comanche Bill had been st
uniformly successful that he had got a “swelled head,
and now imagined that he could fight anybody.

“Are you Comanche Bill?” said Cody, going
to him. |
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|

" “Yes; that's what they call me,” growled the bully.
“But I'd hev yer ter know, right off, thet I ain’t got
pothin’ ter do with the Comanches, nor no othér Injun
tribe.”

* This statement was belied, in a measure, by the fel-
low’s appearance. He was dressed in the ordinary -
rough garb affected by the white miners with whom
he associated, but his complexion was much darker
even than their sun-tanned faces, and to Buffalo Bill's
expert eyes his features bore an unmistakably Indian
cast. ;

" “I would like to ask you a few questions about your
late partner,” said Cody quietly.

~ “You can’t ask me nothin’ about him,” replied the
fellow, in a rough tone which he evidently strove to
make as offensive as possible. “I don’t know nothin’
about him, ’ceptin’ thet he was my pard, and’ he tried
ter rob me. You saved him by yer buttin’ in when
yer wasn’t wanted, an’ I'm in the mind ter make yer
smart fer thet.”

_‘ Buffalo Bill laughed lightly.

P “It is my habit to ‘butt in’ as you call it, Mr.
‘Comanche Bill, whenever I think that injustice is be-
ing done,” he replied, “and I’'m afraid I shall continue
‘to do so, whether you like it or*not. You can try
to make me smart, if you like; but, of course, that's
8 a game two can play at.” -
The bully, maddened by a defiance which was very
unusual in his experience, rushed at Buffalo Bill with
his fists uplifted. The border king stepped aside
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lightly, warded off the blow, and countered with'
left uppercut which sent the man heavily to the ground:
Comanche Bill got up slowly and unsteadily, stan -
ing the blood ‘which flowed freely from his nose and
mouth. He showed no desire to renew the pugilisti
encounter, for he had sense enough to know that >.
had met his master in the fist fight. But he had by n
means gwen up his idea of having revenge on Cody
for the injury whmh he imagined the latter had doné
him. i
“I'll fight ye with guns!” he shouted. “Right het'
an’ now, if ye like!” 3
“As the challenged pany, I believe I have the rxgh‘
to choose the weapons,” replied Buffalo Bill calmlyy
“but let it be revolvers, if you wish.” '
The miners had, by this time, gathered around
eagerly. They saw that something out of the commoft
was going on. Comanche Bill had been the bully of
the camp for a long time, but they had a lively hope
that Buffalo Bill, about whom they had heard so much,
would be able to master and tame him. ]
“We must hev this thing done in reg’lar an’ ships
shape order, boys,” cried Horton, coming up. “It's
got ter be a proper duel. I'll be yer second, Cody. Jim
Robur, you take the same job fer Comanche Bill.”
“Sure!” said the man addressed. “I ain’t got 10
pertiklar love fer Comanche, but I'm willin’ ter hel
see fair play.”

“Will revolvers at ten paces suit ye both?” asked
Horton, addressing the two duelists,
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“Fix it how you like, I'm agreeable,” said Cody.

© Comanche Bill signifying -the same, Horton paced
. off the required distance and placed either combatant

~ at the points he had marked out. They were placed
with their backs to one another.

- “Now, boys,” said the miner, “when I shout
‘Fire!" ye will turn an’ pepper one another ‘as fast

. as ye like. Six shots apiece, all you have in your
- guns. If you don’t kill one another with those—well,

I reckon you never will, an’ you'd better quit tryin’.

Buffalo Bill smiled slightly at this. Modest though
he was, he knew very well that he did not need six
shots to get the better of his adversary. It would
have been a simple task for him to hore a hole through
a half-dollar piece at that distance, much less hit a
fnan,-- . ’

“You'd better not try to turn an’ fire before the
word’s given, Comanche,” Horton added warningly.
“If you do, there are half a dozen men here who'll
fill you full of lead as quick as they’d shoot a coyote.
We kinder suspicion all ain’t been right with those
other duels of yours. You fired a second or two
before the word. # That's why we’ve placed you both
back to back now.”

Comanche Bill glared at the speaker in murderous
rage.

“All right, Jim Horton,” he muttered. “You can
fight me for those words after I'm through with this
yer man.”

“I'm yer game!” velled Horton, undaunted. “But

FRCY Rep i
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1 guess you won’t feel much like fightin’ anybody elsq“
when Buffler Bill has done wi' ye.” -
He walked up to both men and examined their res =

volvers carefully, to see that they were loaded in evem"fg1
chamber. {

“Are you ready?” he asked. A e

. Both men replied in the affirmative. - - =
“Firel” &

Both men wheeled around instantly, and the crack A
of their revolvers was simultaneous. )::

The bullet of the bully whizzed within an inch of
Buffalo Bill’s head, but his own shot struck Comanche =
Bill on his trigger finger, crushing the knuckle and =

making him drop the weapon and wring his hand with 3
pain. ‘

1

1

Quick as thought Cody fired two other shots.

One grazed the left temple of Comanche Bill and
the other his right temple, in an exactly similar place. =
The miners gasped. It was evident that the king
of scouts was simply playing with his adversary—

that he had hit the exact place he had aimed for every
time.

S

Comanche Bill knew that, too, for his face turned
as white as chalk and his limbs trembled violently.

“Do you want the other three bullets?” asked Buf-
falo Bill, lowering his revolver and looking sternly
at the man. “If so, pick up your revolver and fire the

two shots that are coming to you with your left hand.
»Then, if you dor’t kill me with them, I’ll shoot again




Buffalo Bill Tames Comanche Bill. 109

@ —and I warn you I shall aim for the center of your
o forehead.”
* But Comanche Bill, pallid and shamefaced, made no
Beffort to pick up his weapon from the ground.
“I'm satisfied,” he growled, not daring to look at
the men whom he had been used to bully so unmerci-
I fully. “I give you best.”
& “Then apologize!”
The words rang sharply from the lips of the border

 Comanche Bill promptly made the most humble and
& abject apologies he could think of on the spur of the
| moment.

‘ “Very well. Now you can pack your traps and
B move out of this camp within half an hour. Go to
b your redskin and half-breed friends, if you like. You
" had better leave promptly, for your own sake. You've
B been a bully around this camp, but you can’t boss the
B shack any longer. When a bully has once ‘taken wa-
* ter,” as you have done, his day is over, and his life
& isn't safe. The men you have tyrannized over will
& firy to get even with you unless you clear out in pretty
 quick order.”

Comanche Bill knew very well that this was good
advice. He turned on his heel and went for his horse
at once. In less than the time given to him he was
riding away from the camp, following the same trail
that his late partner had taken.




CHAPTER XVII.
BUFFALQ BILL'S DOUBLE MISSION.

The king of scouts was warmly congratulated and
thanked by the miners for having rid their camp of a
public nuisance, but he paid little heed to their words,
and as soon as possible he went off with Jim Horton
to the latter’s cabin.

He recognized that burly miner as the leading man
in the settlement, and there were some matters of
importance which he wished to speak with him about.

After he had partaken of Horton's hospitality,
which, in true Western fashion, was both ready and
generous, he said:

“I suppose you haye been wondering what my lay

. . n
is out here, although you have been too polite to ask?

“Yes,” Horton admitted: “I suppose you've come

down hyar on some mining proposition, but that’s not
the kind of game you generally tackle, judgin’ from
all the stories I've heard told about you.”

. ] . . .
‘No, I'm not much stuck on mining,” said. the bor-
der king, “and my mission down here is of an entirely

different character. Have you ever heard of Loud

Thunder, the great war chief of the Comanches?”
“Yes,” replied Horton., “He’s one of the most
famous of all the Indian chiefs, T reckon, and, what’s

best of all, he’s a good friend and neighbor to the
white settlers.”
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. “That is so. He and I have been great friends
i for a long whilee. We have fought together against

the Sioux and the Apaches, and saved one another’s
*lives more than once. I visited his village, down by
‘the Rio Grande, about four weeks ago, and found
L him in deep distress. His eldest son had run away

from the village, having quarreled with his father
» because he was not '1110\\ed to marry the girl he
- loved.

“She was a half-breed, the daughter of a minor

* chief. Loud Thunder didn’t think the match was
F good enough, and he wouldn’t have anything to do with
[ 1t As the young man—the Red Whirlwind, as they
- call him—was a full-fledged warrior, who had proved

 himself in battle, he could haye married even with-
. out his father's consent; but there was a difficulty
 about that.

“Although his father is the richest man among the

Comanches, the young warrior himself is poor. Ile
'\ hadn't the cattle and ponies that the minor chief
* wanted as the price of his daughter’s hand. IHe asked
a high price, as she was very beautiful, and much
sought after by chiefs from several tribes. Loud
Thunder wouldn’t help the poor young fellow out, so
Red Whirlwind shook the dust of the pauntal village
off his feet and set out to the white settlements, in-
tending tc earn money and return rich eneygh ta buy
his bride, '

“As hc had lived for two years in Dallas—Loud
Thuider wanting him to learn the ways ¢ f white men




112 Buffalo Biil's Double Mission.

4y

—he was less reluctant to make such a venture tham 2 ﬁ
most redskins would be. Then, too, he was half & 2 ]
paleface himself, for his mother, Loud Thunder’g = |
principal wife, was a Mexican white woman who was' =

o ,' 1
carried off by the Comanches when a baby and adopted 3 ‘
into their tribe.” “§

“It’s a strange story,”
where do you come in?”

e

commented Horton. “Buf

“I found my old friend, Loud Thunder, very re-
pentant for his part in the business,” Cody went on. =
“He would give anything to get his son back, and =

would cheerfully consent to the marriage.” i
“And so?”

“I promised, out of the great regard I have for =
the old chief, to make the round of some of the set-
tlements and try to strike the trail of his son and bring
him back. I have Leen on the job now for several
weeks, and thought I had him cinched, but T lost the =
trail about eighty miles west of this place. Red Whirl-

wind seems to have disappeared completely, and I can’t 3 :
get the slightest clew to his whereabouts.” -
Horton thought for a moment, .

;=g

“Did he answer the description of that young fel-
low whom we nicknamed El Paso Jack?” he asked. =3
“We called him ‘that because he told us he had lived
in El Paso. He was a half-breed, too, you know.

May they not have been the same? Half-breeds with
a taste for mining ain’t so common.”

“The very thing that I thought when T first saw
the young fellow,” said Buffalo Bill. “But I don’t

L

i
Bl
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| think he answers the description. I never knew Red
| Wh1r1w1nd but according to what his father told me
= of him I think he must be an older and bigger man.
L5 __Nevertheless, I think I shall ride after El Paso Jack
2 and question him. It is just possible, after all, that
 he may be the man I seek. If not, he may know
" where Red Whirlwind is to be found.”
B “What about the girl in the case?"” asked Horton.
B “5 she really pretty? Is she waiting faithfully for
'3 _the young warrior to come back with enough riches
- to marry her?”
& “T haven't seen her, so I don't know whether she
B s pretty or not,” replied the king of scouts. ‘“Her
‘ ﬁ'father, so I understand, took her away to another
& Comanche village, some distance from the one over
¢ which Loud Thunder rules. Her name is Prairie
* Flower, and from all accounts she is a very good and
* beautiful girl.”
. “Well, pard, here’s luck to the Red Whirlwind and
B his Prairie Flower,” said Horton, raising his glass
¥ fo his lips. “Love’s young dream! It's the same in
 an Indian village as it is in an American city. The
" stern parent always makes trouble. Here's hoping you
. find the young buck and take him back to the girl he
~ left behind him!”
8 “But that isn't the only business that has brought
" me here,” the king of scouts went on. “Have you
heard anything of the Hooded Riders of Texas, as
I believe they call themselves?”
Horton started.




Was ng proo
story.”
“Likely enough it is true,” observed Buffalo Bill
“He's the sort ed to take
i 1 shall meet
him again, some day, , finally. Well,
the second matter that has brought n

part in zny

1e
is this same gang of the Hooded Riders. Their ouit-

rages have become unbearable, and the governor of
Texas asked me to see what were the best steps
take to b

ak up the gang and bring its members
justice,

“First, I must do my mission for Loud Thunder, for
I undertook that first; but then T shall tackle this other
proposition, and perhaps you and some of the other
boys at this camp will be able to help me.”

“You kin surely count on us!? exclaimed the hon-
est miner. “We hev no use fer sech cattle anywheres

round our location, and we’ll be mighty glad ter help
yer smoke them out.”
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“When I get back I'll remember that, and call on
jou to redeem vour offer, if the occasion serves,” said
Buffalo Bill. “Likely enough, too, Loud Thunder
Will help me with a party of his Comanche braves.
The Hooded Riders have made two or three raids on

§
BiS territory and he’s hot for vengeance.”

The king of scouts then arose, saddled his mustang,
which had been cropping the grass outside, and bade
farewell to his host.

I Before departing, however, he wrote a letter to
liis old friends and partners in many a desperate ad-
yenture, Wild Bill Hickok and Nick Wharton.

' He had left them behind at Dallas a few days be-
fore, while he rode on to Lone Dag. They had some
business to do in that city, but he knew they would
elighted to help him track down and round up the
coded Riders as soon as he was himself at liberty
0 return to the mining settlement.

E’'m off again. on the track of the Red Whirl-
wind,”,the king of scouts wrote to his friends, “but I
)pe to be back here soon to see what can be done
to. break up that wretched gang, the Hooded Riders.
" “If you have finished your business in Dallas, will
you come here and await my return? I hope that I
on't be long. From all I can learn, the Hooded
iders are a pretty tough gang, and there ought to be
me good sport in fighting them.”

‘The border king could well imagine how eager his
arlike friends would be to join him as soon as they
got his note. He gave it to Jim Horton, before he
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mounted his horse, and asked him to see that it was§
sent to Dallas as speedily as possible,

“The mule post won't be here for two days,” said
Jim. “It only comes once a week. But if this yer
letter is mighty important, I'll get my eldest boy ters
saddle up his cayuse and ride into Dallas with it.”

“Don’t bother to do that,” replied Buffalo Bill
“I want to get a couple of my pards, Hickok ands
Wharton, to help me round up the Hooded Riders;=
but I guess the mule post will be plenty time enough.®

As the border king was about to ride away thess
miner gripped him warmly by the hand and gave him 3
a parting word of warning:

“Look out fer thet all-fired galoot, Comanche Bill,"
he said earnestly. “The goldurned skunk has va-
mosed the ranch, and we're all mighty glad to see the
back of him, but he ain’t fergotten you, an’ you must

look out fer yourself. He'll do ye a mischief, if he
can, as sure as you're born.

“He’s a bad man ter hev fer an enemy, an’ he may
be layin fer yer even now—waitin® fer yer ter leave
the camp.  Keep yer eye skinned fer him!”

“Thanks, pard; T usually do,” laughed Buffalo Bill,

as he shook the reins of his mustang and cantered
away. “Comanche Bill isn’t the onl
not by a long shot.”

y enemy I have—
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low has me at a decided disadvantage, and ougl
easily shoot me down if I tried to catch him. T dal
say Comanche Bill and I will meet again somie @
and settle our little differences. When I shoot at b
next time, I'll certainly shoot to kill.”

By this time the king of scouts was out of rifle sh@
of the ambush. He passed beyond the cafion &
the open country which led to his destination, @
tlement called Lucky Valley. He arrived at that a
ing camp in the afternoon, for it had been early™
the morning when he first struck Lone Dog and saved
the prisoner who was about to be hanged. -

He immediately set to work to make inquiries it
the young half-breed, but several of the miners shof
their heads, and declared that they had not seen @

one who answered to that description pass thromu
their camp. :
((B

ut I seen him!” suddenly broke in a woma
voice. “I guess you mean a young, dark feller, W
looked kinder like a gal in men’s clothes. While E
was down gettin’ water from the spring this mornins
this boy rode up, an’ T says ter him, .
goin’, young feller?’

“ ‘Goin’ minin’,’ says he.

“Whar aire 3{'
: “&fh?f don’t ye just camp down right hyar?’ says
=0, says he, “This yer ain’t fur 'nuff away f
I'm away ter the woods.’ ” o
:f\nd what do you suppose he meant by that?™
Buffalo Bill asked the woman. “Did he not give yo_

any more definite idea of where he was going 2’ .
L Sl
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L.

“No, stranger, he didn’t. He 'peared kinder broken
tip, an’ was short an’ huffy in his talk. Tooked an’
Spoke as if he had a grouch agin’ all the world. But
§ fur whar he's gone, I reckon that’s easy guessed.
le's strikin’ fur Cedar Hill, "bout thirty miles farther
b the east. He took the trail toward thar, an’ it’s
the only place thereabouts. :

““If so be ye aire really anxious ter find the lad, you'd
better follow that trail, boss. Thar's only a few set-
flers’ cabins between thar and hyar, but mebbe you
kit pick up some news of him. Call to-night at the
fouse of the Widow Ruggles. Tt's right on the trail.
Iebbe she kin tell you somethin’, fur she’s the biggest
gossip anywhar around these parts.

" “T hope you find the lad, stranger, fur I'm free
fer admit I'm kinder worried about him, though he’s
nly a durned half-breed. He didn’t look ter me ter
the sort o' young feller thet should be hangin’
ound these rough mining camps. He looked as
frail as a gal, though he had plenty of pluck all the
ame.”

" The border king thanked the loquacious woman and
rode away, pondering deeply over her words. It now
struck him, as it had not struck him before, that the
young fellow had seemed to be of particularly slight
‘and weak build, quite unfitted for the rough, strenuous
life of the frontier.

. This heing the case, he could hardly be the Red
Whirkwind, the missing young warrior whom he
sought. The Red Whirlwind was a warrior of some

~

e
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renown, in spite of his youth, and although Buffalo !
Bill had never seen him, he had not the slightest doubt
that he was as sinewy and athletic as most young l'
Comanches. »
Indeed, Loud Thunder's son had been called the Red
Whirlwind because of the lightninglike and 1rxesxst1bleJ
way in which he had led charges on the enemy when 'g
the Comanches were at war with other tribes. Such =
a title could hardly have been earned by the slim, weak
looking youth whom Buffalo Bill had seen at Lone =
Dog. ;
But if that young half-breed was not Loud Thun=
der’s son, who was he? The king of scouts felt that
there was a mystery in the matter somewhere, and_
he made up his mind that he would do his best t0°8
clear it up.
As he rode along, through the afternoon the scout‘
made inquiries of a few settlers whose cabins he ™
_ Passed, but none of them had seen any wayfarer ans -
swering to the description of the young half-breed. 3
They one and all assured him, however, that Cedat =
Hill was the best place to search for the youth, as it
was the latest “boom” camp, to which adveuturous
miners were flocking from all parts of the country.
About sunset Buffalo Bill reached the cabin of the =
Widew Ruggles, to whom he had been recommended
by the woman at Lucky Valley. When he asked the
widow if he could put up at her cabin for the mght

and promised to pay her well for the accommodation, -
_she said:

'l
- ! ’
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hev five children, stranger, an’ you'll hev ter
l8ep with two of "em, if yer stay.”

The border king assured her that that would be all
fight ; but there was still a troubled look on her face
§ she continued:
¥ “Stranger, I fergot 'bout Mose Johnston. It's his
ight fur comin’ hyar.”

*And what about Mose Johnston, my dear madam?”

Bked the knight of the plains politely.

“It’s his n ight fur droppin’ in an’ makin’ love ter

: s
“\Veﬂ I shan’t obnct to that, if you don’t,” said
Buffalo Bill, trying hard to repress a smile. “You
Bn both go"ahead and do your love aking just the
fame as if I wasn’t here.”
B “But he’s a powerful quare man, Mose is,” the
Widow urged, with a great deal of earnestness. “He’s
ful tetchy. He wouldn’t sit down within ten feet
me if he knew thar was a stranger in the house,
a’ he might get mad an’ go home. I've been a wid-
feér now goin’ on fur four years, an’ Mose is the first
fellow that ever come sparkin’ around.”
& “And you don’t want to lose him, of course,” re-
imarked Cody.
. “Of course not. I don’t want ter turn you away,
lan’ yet I hev ter look out fur Mose. I'm sorry I'll hev
fter put you up out of the way as soon as you hev
finished your supper.”
“Don’t mind me at all,” sald Buﬁ‘alo Bill. “T'll be

out of the way in about ten minutes.”
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As soon as supper was firtished, one of the childrel
climbed a ladder leading to the garret, to light the
way, and the border king followed. =

After a smoke, he turned into a bed that was ma
out of corn husks, and, being dead tired, he was Soofl
asleep, and did not open his eyes until morning. \When
he descendéd the ladder the widow met him with @
radiant countenance.

“Stranger,” she said, “I wish ter thank yo' fro
the bottom of my heart.” ;

“But for what?” asked Cody, in amazement. =5
“Fur takin’ so willingly ter the garret an’ keepil
out of Mose’s way last night. Most men would
butted in an’ made no end of a bother. = Y0’ had_ j
begun ter snore when in he walks, an’ half an h

later he had popped the question, an’ I had answered
him.” K.

“What did you say—if I may make so bold as t@

ask?” said Cody. 3
“I said yes—you bet! D'ye think I want ter be
lone, lorn widder all my days? But if yo' had beg
sittin’ around, Mose would ha’ gone straight out
rounded ap some other critter ter marry. Sit right
down, stranger, an’ eat an’ drink all you can hold.
Thar will be no chance fur yo' to pay a bill on sech'@
joyful day as this. May the Lord bless yo' fur yout
hoss sense and willingness ter help the widdered ar
the fatherléss!” &

When Buffalo Bill had done full justice to th‘-'
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mvitation, and had finished his breakfast, ks
galled to his hostess, and said:

*Widow Ruggles, can you tell me if a lad of about
Wwenty—a half-breed dresséd as a miner—passed this
Bay some time yesterday afternoon, before I camez”
1“D'ye mean a young feller what looked tiredlike,,
was ridin’ a bay hoss? If so be y0' mean him, he
lid pass hyar, an’ stopped to get a drink an’ to water
” hoss. He looked as if he was about done up, so
e did—poor 1 youngster !

,' “I wanted ter give him a shakedown fur the night,
it he wouldn’t stay nohow. Said he wanted ter push
an’ anyhow he had jest given all-the dust he had
r his old hoss, an’ he wouldn’t stay an’ not pay me
the bed an’ the food. Said he didn’t wanter ter
2 beholden ter white people. Lord, he was real
proud !”’

“Paor chap!” exclaimed Buffalo Bill. “He must be
fight up against it. I think he may be a young man
om I want to find and take back to his father, who
1S a Comanche chief I know.”

*Waal, home’s the best place fur him,” said the
iidow, as the border king made her a parting salute
his sombrero and rode off down the trail.

" He soon struck a wild and rugged country which led
away up to the slopes of the hills. It was barren and
1h spxtable There was not a house or a cabin any-
re in sight—nothing but rocks and bowlders, with
here and there a few ragged pine trees.

After he had ridden for about two hours, the scout
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suddenly reined up his horse and g baz&.d mtently at -te'_-w
sky. k-

Two or three tiny specks circling in the blue vaul
had caught his alert eye. He knew at once that they

19

were vultures, and from the manner of their cxrcIi'(
he could tell that they saw the body of a man or Some€
ather animal lying upon the ground, and' were abof
to descend upon it. .

He rode recklessly over the bowlders that were scai
tered thickly along the trail, heading toward the sp
over which the vultures were circling. !

In a few moments he came to a big pile of rock
that had fallen from the hillside. e leaped his horst
at them, and the gallant animal cleared the obstructiol
at a single bound. i

As soon as he came to the ground, the mustan

eared straight up on his haunches, with a sudden hait
that would have unseated a less expert rider. ~There
almost under his horse’s hoofs, Buffalo Bill saw th
prostrate, unconscious form of El Paso Jack, the oul
cast from Lone Dog. 2

With a quick turn of the rein, the kmﬂht of lh f
plains swerved his steed around and brought the fore
feet down to the ground without touchmcr the recum ,
bent form.

Then he dismounted and bent over the body, with
an anxious face and a heart beating wildly with fea: ,
El Paso Jack looked as if he were about to “pass il

- his checks”—if, indeed, he had not already done SO:
- His {ace was as white as marble, and the blué
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n ghe brief moment that he paused, looking f’cﬂwnwn
jthc unconsciouns figure, the conviction forced atseld
pon Buffalo Bill's acute mind that it really was the
fice of a girl. He recalled the words of the woman
Luckv Valley—that the young fellow she had seen
d like a girl dressed up in a man’s clothes.
ﬁﬁm’e was the explanation of the secret! The bor-
er king had to deal, not with a stern young warrior
jf the Comanches, but with a weak Indian girl whe
ad dared and endured more than her frail strength
Was able to bear.

PN




CHAPTER XIX.
THE HEROISM OF PRAIRIE FLOWER.

Thesg thoughts flashed through the border king
mind so swiftly that they did not make him hes

was still beatmg, although very feebly Unscrev,
the cap of his w ater flask, he bathed her forehead @
then chafed her h'mdt; worked her arms to and

restormg unconscious persons. 4
After he had worked hard for about ﬁve mlnut
the girl began to show signs of returning animat
She opened her eyes and sighed feebly, and then i€
to rise from the ground. But her weakness was {0
much for her, and she sank back again into the aﬂ.
of the knight of the plains. g
Buffalo Bill forced her to drink a mouthful |
brandy from the flask, which he always carried, f¢
just such occasions as the present one, although £
himself was not fond of strong liquors. 4
The ardent spirit revived the girl, and she sat u
with a shudder of disgust at the unaccustomed tas
of the liquor. :
“Ah! Where am I? What has happened? Who

are you, paleface?” she asked wildly, as her b qu"
dark eyes met those of her rescuer.
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{

Buffalo Bill noticed that she spoke in the \,'u‘vl'mchc
tonoue, her own language, which he thoroughly uader-
Blood. Afterward, as the conversation pmgx'c:‘:xd she
drifted into English, which she spoke exceedingly well
Mor a half-Indian maiden. Her mother had taught her.
P “Lam a friend who is anxious to serve you,” replied
.ihe knight of the plains.

& “Yes, I remember you now. You are B uﬂ":.lu Bill,
the mighty Long Hair, the paleface friend of my peo-
le. You saved my life from those bloodthirsty imen
Who wanted to hang me.’

The girl, in spite of her stoical Indian training,
Shud(lered violently as the thought of that terrible ex-
f erience came back to her.

“Don’t worry about that now,” said Buffalo Bill
Soothingly. “Tt is all over. You are safe. Nobody
will hurt you, my girl; and you shall be restored safely
and then® 0 the wigwam of your father. Am I right in suppos-
ing that you are Prairie Flower, the Comanche
into the @ Maiden 7

] . By this time the girl had recovered her senses, and
Bhe was able to understand the full import of the bor-
der king's words.

- “You know my name! You know that I am a gul'
she gasped. -“T thought T had hldden my secret so well
that no man could find it out.’

b “Yet T saw it plainly enough when you were lying
{unconscious,” said Buffalo Bill, in his gentlest tone.
The girl covered her face with her hands and began
weep. The chivalrous king of the scouts could

s
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never bear to see a woman in pain or sorrow. He di
his best to comfort the girl, and she soon looked up
him and smiled through her tears. k-
“Well, it can’t be helped,” she said brightly, in
lish. “After all, I had rather you found me out—
brave man who is friendly to my people—than thoses
cruel men at Lone Dog.” b
Buffalo Bill heard the ripple of a stream neat by
and led the girl toward it, the two horses followi g
them, :
“I believe you are faint from hunger,” he saiC!;
“Let us camp by this stream, and I will prepare a meal
Then, when you feel better, we will see what can
dane. If you will tell me your story, I will see whatd
can do to help you.” 3
The girl nodded, and lay down upon the groufds
She was utterly worn out and exhausted. Buffalo Bill
busied himself building a fire of dried twigs and boil=
ing some water from the stream to make the girl a cuf
of coffee. He always traveled with his saddlebags
well supplied with the necessaries for camping out. -
After she had drunk the coffee and eaten somé
jerked meat and, biscuit, the girl said that her faintness
h'fld completely passed away and that she felt ready
'for anything. - Nevertheless, she seened shy about tell-
ing her story; and the knight of the plains delicatelj
refrained from pressing her to do so. But at last, af
a long pause in which he pretended to be busy

other things in order to avo;

d. embarrassing her,, Si
began :

-3
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‘ Bou know that I am an Indian girl—a half-breed;
s you must wonder what led me to go ameng these
igh miners dressed in a man’s clothes. But I think,
jiREn you have heard my story, you will say that 1
e i ; ight.”
‘ 8 am sure of that aiready,” said Cody gallantly.
Slkere is no need for you to justify yourself to me.
liEenly want you to tell me your story in order that I
Sy be able to help you, for you plainly stand in need

as, T do!” sighed the girl. “As you have guessed,
m Prairie Flower, the daughter -of Black Arrow,
€ of the Comanche chiefs.”
“T have met him and smoked the peace pipe with
M when I dwelt in the lodge of Loud Thunder,”
fid Buffalo Bill.
The girl went on to tell the king of scouts the story
 already knew, of the mutual love of herself and
ed Whirlwind, and Toud Thunder’s opposition
Tt appeared that when the young warrior de-
d, she became alarmed for his safety among the
efaces, and she ran away from her father's lodge
y to find him. ;
“Do you know where Red Whirlwind is now I
1 Buffalo Bill eagerly. “I am seeking for him.
s father has repented, and wants me to bring In;g
to the village. He is willing now that you shott »
ied.”

dasV” said the girl, * & domot jmow where he 5 -
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tribe from Dallas, saymg that he thought of trying
his luck in the mining district around Lone Dog. H~
knew the ways of the white people, as T did myselﬁ
for I, too, have lived among them. 3

“I was growing more miserable every. day in my
father’s lodge. I could not work; I could only sit stills
and worry about him, wondering what dangers he
falling into among the palefaces.

“At last I could stand it no Jonger. I made up My
mind to leave my people and go among the paleface
in search of him, for I feared that all kinds of dread'
ful things might be happening to him in the mi
settlements, where Indians are not loved. I got
Dallas safely, traveling in the disguise of a boy. The
I met Comanche Bill. Do you know him?”

“Yes—a little,” said Buffalo Bill, smiling griml

“When he learned I was a Comanche—a yott
brave, as he thought—we became friendly. I ask
him if he knew anything of my lover, whom he ha
met a few years before in the village of Loud Thund ‘.-,
That was before he cast off his own people and pre-
tended that he had no Comanche blood in his veins. =

“Well, as it turned out afterward, the man was .‘
scoundrel; but I trusted him at first. He discovered
that I had a little money, which I had made by selli
my ponies and wampum ornaments ; and he determlﬂ
that he would get it from me.

“In order to do this, he pretended that he knew /
~ lover. The Red Wh1r1w1nd, he said, had been at Lon€

X




The Heroism of Prairie Flower. 131

Dog, and was expected to return there soon. He had

and to pay him all my money for a share ina worthless
claim which he had staked out.
“I waited for some time at Lone Dog, working hard
at placer mining, but my lover did not appear, and
obody el$e in the camp had ever heard of him. Yet,
from certain things Comanche Bill had let fall, I was
nvinced that he really did know the Red Whirlwind,
d could tell me what had become of him if he chose
to do-so.
‘ ‘“I kept asking him to tell me, until at last I sup-
pose he must have thought I knew too much about him
r his own good, The result was that he trumped -
that charge against me of stealing some of his gold
Bt - .
] “Tt was a frightful charge to bring,” observed Buf-
falo Bill, “for in a mining camp the stealing of dust is
ked upon as severely as horse stealing in a ranch-
g district.”
~ “So I found,” said the girl. “Unluckily, I happened
to have a good deal of gold dust in my tent when they
searched it, for I had struck a rich streak the day be-
fore and worked hard at it.
" “The miners were prejudiced against me because I
m not white. Jim Horton and the others at once
jumped to the conclusion that T was guilty, and they
suld surely have hanged me if you had not come into
camp just in the mck of time and saved my life.”
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Buffalo Bill listened to this story with the gr
indignation. He regretted that he had not sent a bu
let through Comanche Bill's head when he had
chance.

He told the girl the story of the duel, and she 3
immensely delighted to know that the ruffian who ha
conspired against her life had at last met with h
deserts, at least partiaily. “

They sat by the camp fire for some time, discussin
the mystery of the disappearance of the Red Wh
wind; but they could arrive at no satisfactory ¢
clusion. -

At Tast Buffalo Bill said: :

“Have you ever heard anything about the Hoods
Riders since you came to this part of the countr
They are a gang of half-breed outlaws,” the sco
went on, “who have been a great annoyance to
white settlers and have also raided the Indian res
tions. I believe that Comanche Bill is connected
them in some way. He knows how very wealthy
Thunder is. He knows that the old chief would git
- any number of ponies and other valuables as the price
of his son’s life. Is it not just possible that these
laws have kidnaped the Red Whirlwind and are ho
ing him for ransom?” =

The idea seemed to strike the Indian girl forcib
She pondered over it for a few moments, and
said :

“Yes, I have heard about these Hooded Riders,
have every reason to believe that Comanche Bill °

& f




gln:rel with several of «:he miners, calie raging to
gtent and said that he was in i:‘-.gn:& with a gang ¢
e whoe would wipe out the whol
five them the word.”

§ “That seftles it!” declared the border king emphati-
iy. “T suspected it before, but now I'm maorally cer-
3in of it. T expect Comanche Bill met the Red Whirl-
sd i Dallas, made friends with him, and then Iured
into the clutches of the Hooded Riders. Probably
are holding him prisoner now, and have semt
ssengers fo Lord Thunder demanding a ransem.”
As the fikelihood of this theory dawned upon the
mdian girl, she looked at the knight of the plains with
drightened eyes.

B*But they may kill or torture him ¥ she gasped. 1
i a half-breed myself, but I know what half-breeds
€. Such men as these are more cruel and savage, as
pa}efaces weuld say, than the pure-blooded red
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L “Dan’t be atraxd of that, Prairie Flower,” said Buf-
alo Bill, pretending a confidence which he certainly
iddid not feel. “We whites have a saying that men do
ot kill the goose that lays the golden egg.

" “If they have got him—and we are only guessing
| that they have, anyway—they must know very well
' that he is much more valuable to them alive than dead.
“Vou may be sure that they will take good care of him

v
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until they hear from Loud Thunder, and perhaps gets
the ransom they demand.” o

“Loud Thunder may pay the ransom in order to8
save his son,” said the girl, “but it will be a great bloW
to his pride. He will not rest until he has taken the
scalps of all the Hooded Riders, and he has ‘braves
enough in the tribe to do it.” ; b

“I believe you, Prairie Flower,” agreed Buffalo Bilf.
“I know Loud Thunder pretty well, and that’s the way:
I read his character, too. If I had been in the place of
the Hooded Riders, I certainly wouldn’t have meddled;
with him. He’s too dangerous. '

“But that's all in the future. For the present, you
need not worry about the Red Whirlwind. Things®
might be very much worse with him, and I've no doubt
but that they’ll come out all right in the end.

“The best thing T can do, T think, is to take you back ‘
to Lucky Valley and leave you in the care of one ofk. '
the women there. Then I will skirmish around the;
camps, and it will be hard luck if T don’t get some.

information that will put me on the track of these:
Hooded Riders.”

“No, T can’t agree to that plan,” the Indian girl pro=
tested. T must go with you and help to search folj‘
the man T love. T should wear my heart out at thes
settlement, waiting and doing nothing. T couldnt,
stand it for long. T should soon go off alone into the
hills, looking for the Hooded Riders.”

Buffalo Bill tried to persuade the girl to follow hxs:

[ 3
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original plan, but soon found the attempt vain. She
could not be moved. She had made up her mind, and
‘nothing could induce her to change it.
~ At last the border king reluctantly gave in, and the
two mounted their horses and rode onward, through

he hills, toward Cedar Hill, the “boom” camp.

3
i




CHAPTER XX.
BUFFALO BILL'S PERIL. -

That evening, the two pitched a camp in the hills
near Cedar Hill. Buffalo Bill, having made his faic
companion as comfortable as the circumstances per
mitted, rode down to the settlement in search of news. =

He thought it the wiser course not to take her there, "f
as the fact that she was a_ woman might possibly he E
discovered, He found at the settlement that the
Hooded Riders were very well known, but nobody
could tell him where he was likely to strike them.

Their haunts in the hills were unknown, and not even 3
guessed at. 7

. A
“If we only knew that, stx‘allgex',” said one burly ==
settler, whom the border king questioned, “you could
stake your bottom dollar we wouldn’t be long before
we smoked the coyotes out of their hole. T

“We'd have a party of vigilantes out after them i 4
a brace of shakes; but the trouble is, it’s just like chas==
ing a rainbow. You can never tell where they’ll turil
up next, or where they go te after they commit their
depredations. They are cleverer at hiding their trail
than even the pure-blooded redskins.”

‘Somewhat disheartened, Buffalo Bill rode back t@
his little camp in the hills. He saw clearly that he
. must trust to luck and to his own efforts. The enter- B
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L’ ise upon which he had entered became more and
imore difficult the nearer he got to it.

When he reached his camp, he found, to hxs surprise,
}.- at several Indians were there, talking freely and ex-
‘eitedly with Prairie Flower. Their horses and pack
* es were fethered near by.

* Buffalo Bill recognized one of the redskins as Leap-

g Fox, a2 prominent brave of the Comanches. The ~
thers were his wife, his three grown-up sons, and
‘two daughters. Following a track through the hills on

22 summer hunting and traveling expedition, such as

pany Comanches and Apaches indulge in, they had

ne upon Prairie Flower sitting by her camp fire,

iand had been amazed when they recognized m her a
i maiden of their own tribe.

¢ Prairie Flower explained frankly how she came to

\be there, and the surprise of the Comanches was not
g lessened by the tale she told. They were not used to
Psuch love as hers. They were accustomed to think of
Pwives heing sold as if they were cattle.
* That a girl should insist on being married to one
rticular man, and to no other, amazed them. - It was
pposed to all Indian ideas, but it was, of course, ac-
ounted for by the strain of white bload in bath Prai-
* rie Flower and her lover.
- Just as Buffalo Bill came up, Leaping Fox was try-
L ing to persuade the girl to return with him and his
fz mily to the Comanche village where her father lived.
" Bf the border king had not been present to protect her
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in case of need, it is possible that the old brave might s
have tried to take her there by force. ;

Cody added his persuasions to those of the Co- ;
manche, but in vain.

“I will not go back to my people until I have found =
my lover and married him,” the girl declared, and"
Buffalo Bill knew by her tone that she meant what she
said. “I will stay with Long Hair in the hills and5
look for him. If the braves of his tribe cannot find™

him, or will' not search for him, I—a weak Glrl—wﬂl
e doiso:

Leaping Fox felt rather uncomfortable under this
indirect accusation. He declared that he and two of =

his sons ‘would stay and help to look for the Red
Whirlwind, while the other son took the women t0 -
the Comanche village. ‘ i

But Prairie Flower would not hear of this tdea,
either; and as she was a masterful young woman she
eventually got her way. :

She insisted that Leaping Fox should go to the
Comanches and bring Loud Thunder, with her owfl
father and a number of braves, to hunt down the
Hooded Riders and search for the missing man.

Buffalo Bill told him that the party of braves had
better go to Lone Dog and there combine with Wild
Bill and Nick Wharton and any party of v1g11autes
which they might have got together.

He sent letters to his own friends by the. Co-

B manche urging them to make all possible speed to a
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aezvous inm uhe ,CLJ_L

"I,eapmg Fox not like to leave the Prairie Flower
! e hills,” said the rw_u..:ﬂ- “She should returm te
p_euple and leave the braves to do braves’ work.
Ehe knows she will be as safe in the cuarge of Long
I3ir as she would be in the .mmd~ of her own father;
0 he leaves Ercr. He will bring Loud Thunder and the

raves soom.”

he Comanche warrior turned to depart, with his .
ite and family following him; but Prainie Flower, i
mith a rosy flush mounting beneath her olive skim, !
jxigalied to them to stop. ':

e drew the three “women aside and spoke ear-
Bestly in whicperw to 1hem for a few mimﬁea Ti*e

'““Come I”.said Leaping Fox, to Buffalo Bill and his ,
3s. “The squaws wish to be alone.”

I He led them around a corner of the hill trail to a
point where they were ont of sight of the women.
After a wait of about a quarter of an hour, there was
a call to them to return, which they did—Buffalo Bill
ndering what could be the matter.

TO his amazement, he saw that Prairie Flower had
discarded her masculine garments, and was attired in .
e picturesque costume of an Indian maiden of high
ee.  She was dressed in garments made of the

¥ Pl
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with beadwork, quills, and wampum ornaments. =
She had obtained the clothes from one of the
mules with the Comanche party. They formed a
day costume of the wife of Leaping Fox. Bu
Bill's face showed his admiration of the girl,
looked ten times prettier than before, now that |
had clothes which could properly set off her cha

but, nevertheless, he doubted thée wisdom of
change.

“We are going to do rough work, Prairie’ Floy
and we are going among rough men,” he said. “Wo
it not have been better for you to remain in the
guise of a man?” £
“I am tired of it,” replied the Indian girl. “I want
to be my natural self again. Besides, the disguise I
not saved me from danger. Was I not nearly han
at Lone Dog? The miners would not have dreamed
touching me if they had known that I was a woma
Buffalo Bill had to admit the force of this ar
ment, and he had nothing more to say against Prait
Flower’s transformation. After the Comanches h
departed, he suggested that it would be well to s
the camp to a better position, instead of having it ¢
the open trail. The girl agreed, and, after search
around for some time, they found a dr
on the side of the hill. : i
Buffalo Bill examined it thoroughly, by the ligh
a torch, and found that it was not the den of any wi
=!J?ea§t- It was roomy and clean, and the floor

y, rocky cavet -‘
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fly strewn with dry, sandy dust. A better place
mp in could not have been found. *

e will stay here and make this place our head-
. said Cody. -“The Hooded Riders work in
meighborhood more than any other, so far as 1
nake out. From the cave we can make exeursions
id the hills and try to strike on their trail. I can
e 3 message at that rendezvous I appointed, tell-
pud Thunder and my friends to come here to

wonder that such 2 good place as this has been
poked by the Hooded Riders. We might have
ted them to make it one of their hiding places.
there is no trace of its having been lately occu-
Men have been here before and camped; you
ee the traces of their fire there in those blackened
. But that must have been a good time ago, and
bly they were merely wandering hunters or pros-
O 5.17 4
The girl nodded, but did not reply. She was thor-
[y tired out with the exertions of the day, and
ed to sleep. Buffalo Bill saw this, and hastened -
ake up a fire inside the cave. After the girl
eaten her supper, he made a comfortable bed for
out of brushwood and leaves, over which he spread
rse blankets.
2 few minutes she was fast asleep, but the ever-
thful king of scouts did not follow her example.
in hand, he went to the entrance of the cave
ad took up a position as sentry for the night. He

-

o
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Riders, whom he had made his especial foes.

The scout intended to stay on watch until mornings
Then he would take a few hours' rest, leaving Pl'all'l<
FloWer on guard, before he resumed his quest. HOE:"
after hour passed without anything happening to diss
turb the starlit stillness of the night. »

At last, when dawn was not far off, the border King
put down his rifle against a near-by rock, and got UP'
He intended to gather some more fuel for the ﬁrg
He turned, and had only gone a few paces, when Il

growl.

Wheeling quickly, he saw by the firelight two hug%
panthers. He had never seen larger beasts of theifs
Lind, nor any that Jooked more ferocious: _
within a few naces of him, and the nearest one was-
crouched, as if about to spring.

Instantly, the scout uttered an ear- splitting yell
vas net a cry of terror, but a calculated effort tG‘
frighten the panthers back, so that he could dash pasts
them into the cave and pick up his gun and a ﬂarmg
Lrand from the fire. L.

But the animals were not to be scared so easﬂ}’q_
They were hungry and ferocious. With a low but ter=8
rible growl, the foremost shot straight into the alr and
leaped for Buffalo Bill's throat.

The scout dropped to the ground, at the same time




fi et RS But there was ne
amennpiethat held and worri
_;tackmg him, and he .1:." )

thie: [y faway. Now, indeed, the k ng o
ulk;, andg iest peril. There is little doubt
. n d not Prairie Flower come P:‘(;mpf_l_y
ifo his rescue.

She had been awakened by his cry when he first
Baw the panthers, and it only took her a second or two
0 realize the position, for she came of a race which
BWas trained from childhood in all the perils of the
fehase and of war.
f
I There was a hatchet lying on the ground near by
“the entrance of the cave. It was always carried by
BBuffalo Bill. attached to his saddle, for it proved in-
",valuable in wooded country. Now it came in for a
‘New use.
£ One panther had Buffalo Bill by the arm, while he
\Was slicing into the other; and then the Indian girl
1 l‘?mght up the hatchet and sank it in the brain of the
,"beast which held him.

Almost at the same moment,
thrust his bowie knife deep into the throat

‘Panthel‘ he was fighting, and it fell over dead, w

the king of scouts
of the
ith a

p Ty

=

iz e




144 Buffalo Bill's Peril.
choking growl. Both of the huge beasts had been
overcome, but Buffalo Bill had not escaped unscathed
from the terrible conflict.

His left arm had been badly bitten by the pan
that had held him, and the long, sharp claws of |

other had scratched his right leg severely.




CHAPTER XXIL
CAPTURED BY THE HOODED RIDERS,

= With the help of Prairie Flower, Buffalo Bill dressed
Bhis wounds as well as he could; but in the morning he
BWas annoyed to find that his mauled leg had stiffened
$80 that it was impossible for him to walk or mount his
horse without suffering the most excruciating agony.
B “Curse the luck!” he growled, after he had made
B twWo or three vain attempts to stand upright and walk,
BI'm afraid 1 won't be fit for much to-day, Prairie

* Flower.”
b “Lie down!” the girl commanded.
" herbs and simples, for I learned much about them from

“T am skilled in

" a . be P »
the wise women of the Comanches. I will get you

B your breakfast, and then go out into the woods in th
I valley and gather some plants. I can make a lotion
and a poultice from them that will soon reduce the
stiffness and swellings of your leg.” ;
Buffalo Bill consented to lie down, and allowed the
b gitl to boil the coffee and make breakfast. But when
b it came to her proposing to leave the cave to go ('I(::.\rn
into the valley, he made a decided objection, urging
L that she would be exposing herself to too much danger.
Prairie Flower laughed in silvery tones.
" “How do you think T managed to live hefore yot
“met me?” she asked. “Was T not often in danger then?

" I can look out for myself quite weil, for I have b.ecn
-

¥
C
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trained to do so from: my youth. Remember, I
not one of those paleface girls who are shelteredg a
guarded from their babyhood. I am a Comanc

the daughter of a chief and a warrior. ;

“1f T do not gather these simples and attend to your
wounds, you will not be able to move for many da
But I can cure you in a couple of days. Is it not w
to do so, that we may at once try to find my lover

Buffalo Bill had to admit that she was in the rig
and reluctantly consented to her going down into
valley. She returned safely in about a couple of how
and the compounds and lotions she made out of |
herbs she had gathered gave great relief to the sco
whose wounds were by this time torturing him. =

“Ah, we desplsed Indians know secrets of medlc
- that are beyond the understanding of the palef
doctors,” said the girl gleefully. “If you let me attend
you for a couple of days, you will be well.”

Nothing happened that day. Following the ord
of Prairie Elower, who assumed all the authority of &
doctor, Buffalo Bill reclined all day on the bed in the
cave. .

. Next day passed in the same way. On the thir"‘
day the king of scouts was able to stand and felt ¥
much better, but Prairie Flower insisted that she mus
go down into the valley again and procure some m
herbs to give him one last treatment, »

She alwgys collected the herbs every day, for it w
necessary that they should be quite fresh; otherw

.« part of their virtue was lost. g




r after |
_:-grew much al
B0 return.  What could have happened to her, he wo
| dered.
B Toward noon.
With infinite t
Pand rode down
Prairie Flower I
He came to th

T

and found a bunch of them lying on the gromnd.
I Near by were many | <. and the marks of
B boots and moccas

‘ S print to the
gagle eye of the knight of the plains. Prairie Flower
had been surprised and carried off by a party of horse-
men.

“She is in the power of the Hooded Riders i
groaned Buffalo Bill.
‘ But he wasted no time in vain regrets. Mounting
B his horse—and caring nothing now for the pain that
he still suffered from his wounds—he rode swiftly
along the broad and easily followed trail which had
I been made by the party of horsemen. ;
B And, as he rode, he resolved that he would do his
utmost to rescue the Indian maiden, single-handed.
If he failed, he could at least die with her.
* * = - * * *
: That evening, about forty desperate-looking, harfl-
_ featured men were gathered around 2 big camp fire in
a rocky cafion, about twenty-five miles from the cave
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where Buffalo Bill and Prairie Flower had establish
their camp.

A glance at the faces of the men told plainly &
they were all half-breeds. Some of them were almeoi
white; others had .a distinctly Indian physiognomy,
and could hardly have been distinguished from ful
blooded redskins.

Similarly, some were attired 1in ithe red shitts, fumt
ing jackets, and hig hoots ‘affected by the white fron:
tiersmen;; while others wore.a costume that was alme
entirely Indian, even to streaks of aar paint on the
faces and the scalp lock on their heads.

But all of them wore a pedtliar hood of black ulet
over ‘their shoulders, so arranged that it could He 4
stantly thrown over the head -and face, entirely con-
cealing the features. =

This ‘was ‘the distinguishing mark of the membe
of the gang, for they were none other than the ‘infa
mous and dreaded Hooded Riders, ‘the half-breed ©
laws who preyed upon Tndians and whites -alike. :

These men had knocked about fhe setflements o
the greater part of their lives, and ‘had learned
rough dialect of the white men there, as well as
white men’s vices. On the faces of all of them we
the indelible marks of dissipation, cruelty, andl eve
form of wickedness.

Some of them were feeding and watering theif
horses; others were stretched by the sidle of the fire,
__eating their evening meal and drinking corn
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;;-v» if it were water. Still others were playing games of
ehance, with a rough stone for a.tahle.

IT. was: noticeable that these men had their hoeds
wn: over their eyes when: they shuffled and cut the
ds. The hoods were not thrawn back until every
‘had draan his card, when, of course, it was neces-
ary te play and see who the winner was.

B8 These half-breeds were all of then: gamblers: of the
&l most erooked kind, and they: could not even: trust one
wother when: it came to a. card: game. Therefore;
« had made: the: rule about drawing dewn their
ads, so that the chances: for cheating: would be re-
ced: tor a: minimum, :

- Most Indians are passiomately: fond of gambling;
' tliese half-breeds had® had their original. taste for
‘cultivated By association with: the lowest class of
fiite men: it thie settlements. Presently one of the
playexs rose up from the ground’ and’ exclaimed

“Qurses on the luck! Fvelost enough fur to-night!
’s get down to-business! Where's the Red Whirl-

‘H‘e spoke in English, the language always used by
he members of the gang in talking to one another.
they hailed' fronr a dozen different tribes, the use
" their own dialects would have created a veritable

other df‘ the Hooded Riders. “He’s so fierce 'that.W‘? :

bt

e,
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have to keep him tied with rawhide ropes all the time,
We dare not let him loose, even for a minute.” o

“He's too much trouble altogether,” said a thlrd
outlaw. “I guess we've waited 'bout long enough fur
thet durned ransom from Loud Thunder, Comanches
Bill. We don't see it comin’ our way.’

“What I told you was straight enough, boys,” dé==
clared Comanche Bill earnestly, for he was the man
who said that he had gambled encugh for the nights
“Old Loud Thunder is the richest chief of the CQ?:E-

wealth an Indian wants; and he has plent} of the whxte' 3
man’s dollars, too. He's so, fond of his son that I
reckon he’ll give anything to get him at liberty.” =
“Waal, we don't see any o’ the stuff hyar,” growled

one of the other men. “We've heard nothing from th

. second messenger, an’, you know the first one wa
found dead—shot by the sheriff's posse. 1 don't se

the use o’ waitin’ any longer. Ef we can’t get th

« ransom, we'd better take our satisfaction out of the
young brave’s hide.” i

their approval of this bloodthirsty sug gest1on They
were always ready for deeds of bloodshed and cruelty ‘

scalps.than give us a ransom,’ qzud a half-breed Sloux

who knew something of the warlike fame of the old
Comanche. i

Comanche Bill made another effort to persuade h”
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gomrades that the rans

Eoming. but he saw

S0 at last he said:

B Very well, then, have it as you like! I'm sure I
don't mind. ['ve got no = fur Red Whirlwind, or
Fany other Comanche brave, either. Loud Thunder

sed me out of his village once, and I swore I'd ge

ieven with b,

'The men gathered m a circle around the fire, and
ook 2 vote as to the fate of the captive. With only
filiree exceptions, they all voted in favor of tortur-
fing him to deathy instead of waiting any longer for
the ransom.

As two of the burly ruffians arose from the fire to

Bg0 to the cave near by and bring out the helpless pris-
oner to his doom, 2 young fellow not quite so hard-
ened as the rest interposed.

“Let us give the man 2 chance for his life!™ he
mrged. “We are all gamblers here, and this is a gam-
ble I want. Tt will be-exciting. Let him play for 2
delay in the semtemce. If he wins, let him have twae
weeks longer. If he loses, let him die at onge.”

This proposition appealed to the gambling spirit of
the gang, and they applauded it heartily. It was
agreed to with hardly a word of dissent.

“Bring out the mamn, then!” gmwied Comanche Bl
“WeTl fet him decide his fate by cutting the declk m;ﬁ
eards. T suppose anything he cuts above nine i im Hits
favor, and anything under mine means deathn >

The other men nodded their agreement. Before
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the order to fetch the prisoner could be carried out,
however, there was a sharp challenge from a s*cntr)f
who had been placed lower .down the cafion to guard
the camp. ~ it

An answer was give ridently the countersign;
and in a few minutes a party of twelve mounted men
rode into the camp, with a woman bound to a horse
in their midst.

She was Prairie Flower—caught by a «detachment
of the Hooded Riders and mow brought into thei
stronghold, She was under no doubt as to who they
were, and she immediately disclosed her identity and
begged for the life of the Red Whirlwind, if he was’
indeed in their power.

As she was dressed in Indian costume, her late _par.t~
ner, Comanche Bill, did not recognize her at first i
the uncertain light cast by the camp fire, ‘but ‘he soon
guessed that she was the ‘boy of Lone Dog, for he re-
membered how he had been cross<questioned about the
Red Whirlwind by that same half-breed partmer. !

“You can’t hev yer sweetheart,” "he said, 1aug‘hl.1'1.g
brutally at her distress, “bekase he’s just ‘heen tried
and found guilty by this yer court of the Hooded
Riders. He's got ter gamble fur his Tife. Tf ‘he wins,
he gets time fur his ransom ter come. Tf he loses—
waal, he’s got ter die at once, an’ T reckon his death
won’t be specially pleasant.”

A few more words from the other outlaws tmade
the position clear to the girl. Their stony ‘hearts were
not in the slightest degree touched by ‘her grief. Pl'al‘

Laptur,

RLOWEr NOw
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ower now showed her Indian training. She rose
the oceasion with sublime courage.

Wasting no time in tears and entreaties—which she
would prove useless. with such: men—she appealed
hem on their weakest point, their passion ™ for

ing,

et my life be the stake instead of his,” she pleaded.
e me the cards, and let me cut. If [ win, hold'
poth until we are ransomed, and until you think you

safely let us both go. If I lose, kill me, and hold.

' Red Whirlwind until he is ransomed. Is not that
r offer?” v
Fhe half-breeds looked at her in amazement. Such
lime self-sacrifice as this was beyond the compre-
sion of their brutal and selfish minds. Before they
d reply, the clatter of a horse’s hoofs was heard
oming up the cafion at a terrific pace.
shat from the sentry’s rifle rang out, but the man
ntly missed, for in a few moments Buffalo Bill,
0 nted on his fine mustang, rode into the circle of

¥
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CHAPTER XXII.

A GAMBLE WITH DEATH.

The border king was immediately covered by a score 5
of revolvers, but he made no attempt to draw his own =
guns. The outlaws, amazed by his sudden and dra- E
matic appearance, did not fire; they waited, instead, to =8
see what his mission was—w hat he had come to say to
them. E

Buffalo Bill dismounted quietly from his horse, =8
moving steadily and calmly, though his wounded leg
still pained him greatly. Then, taking off his som-

brero, he walked over to P1ame Flower and crreeted,

’ her.

“I followed your trail as fast as I could, hoping to 1
catch up with you before they reached their camp,” he
said. “I should not have let you go down into the :
valley.” 1

“You should not have risked vour life by follm\'iﬂg_'
me here,” exclaimed Prairie Flower.” “It is noble of
you, but it will cost you your life, alas!”

The outlaws showed signs of interrupting the con-
versation, but in a few hurried Words the Indian girl
explained to the scout the compact she had just made E
to gamble for her lover’s life. Buffalo Bill was furiots:
when he heard of it.

“Do you call yourselves men or fiends?” he cried,
facing the outlaws with blazing eyes. “I will fight

TR,
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the whole gang of you here and now if you will let
‘the girl go first.”
" The hali-breeds laughed at him and declined to do
“anything of the kind.
I “Here she is and here she stays, boss,” said one of
them. “We caught her and we'll keep her. As for
Lyou—waal, I reckon we've gut you, too.”
* The dangerous light that flamed in the eyes of the
'king of scouts might have warned the man not to be
'too sure of that.

“The gal'll hev ter carry out her dicker, too, as she
offered,” growled another of the men.
\ This was the spirit of the rest of the half-breeds,
@s Buffalo Bill saw at a glance. They were all gam-
iblers to the core, but they had never seen such a stake
s a girl’s life played for before—and they were not
'going to miss it
* In the few moments that followed, the border king
hd the hardest and quickest thinking that he had ever
\done irr his life. His first impulse was to draw his
‘guns and fight the whole band of outlaws. But & mo-
iment’s reflection showed him that, if he did this, the
girl's life would almost certainly be sacrificed in the
iopeless struggle.
This being so, there was only one thing that re-
“ained to be done. He turned to Comanche Bill, who
:.ad been watching him with a look of the deadliest
“hatred in his eyes, and said:
b "_“Look here, Comanche Bill, I know you don’t bear

’
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me much good will for what 1 did to you at
Dog.”

T reckon not,” growled the bandit. :
“Then let me put my life on the gamble, instzad ©
the girl. 1 will cut the cards, if the gang will let her
go free.” ]

Comanche Bill longed to take a shot at the man
who had humiliated him, but he feared that Buffald
Bill would be too quick for him, and that he would
contrive to kill him, even though he was in his oWt
death agony.

“I ain’t got no objection to that,” he growled. it
the cards if yer like—an’ I hope ter thunder ye lose!™
he added, with a string of frightful oaths. E

But some of the other cutlaws would not agreaio

and that, therefore, the girl must draw. After argi
ing for some time, Buffalo Bill gave up and said: i
“Very well, then, let us both cut—the two, of us—f
in order to see who shall be the one to gamble for life s
or death.” :
The outlaws wrangled again over this suggestios
which was exactly what Buffalo Bill wanted. He Wass
an?dous to hold them in talk as long as possible and
gain time, 3
Long experience amid the dangers of the frontier
had taught him that the gaining of time when il &

perilous position generally meant the difference bes
tween life and death. »
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i .Besides, he guessed that Loud Thunder, with his

manche braves, and Wharton and Hickok, with
. $0me of the men of Lone Dog, were probably even
I 0% i the hills, looking alike for him and far the

Hooded Riders.
B .'Leaping Fox, the Comanche, must have delivered
i message and letters some time ago. At last the
f-breeds came to an agreement. They decided ta
0 what the border king had suggested. Tt would pro-
Ong the agony of the fatal gamble, and therefore
atify the more keenly their depraved passion.
8 “You must be blindfolded,” said one of the gang,
Bming up to the side of the king of scouts. “It is
€ of our strict rules that, whenever a gamble is on,
only the parties who are playing, but everybody
e who is present, must have their eyes concealed.
5y this rule, we try to do away with the chance of
Cheating.”
§ “That rule shows you are not able to trust one an-
other very much,” sneered the border king, as the man
tied a handkerchief tightly across his eyes.
" Two of the half-breeds then took hold of Buffalo
Bill and Prairie Flower, and led them to the big, flat
Stone which served for a gambling table. They sat
down beside it, and one of the men placed a deck of
€ards between them, shuffling it as he did so.
“Highest wins—Ilowest gambles again,” he an-
nounced, '
. “Shall we make it the best two out of three?” sug-
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gested the king of scouts, still anxious to gain time, il
only a few moments.

“Sure—if you like,” replied the man, drawing back
a few paces, and leaving the two players seated alone
in the midst of the ring of half-breed outlaws. 1

A handkerchief had been tied over Prairie Flower'ss
eyes, and all the outlaws had drawn their hoods over

‘their heads, in obedience to their rule. There Was s uting, ¢

thus nobody in the encampment who could see, ex=8
cept the two sentries posted at either end of the canom;s
each about three hundred yards from the camp fire.

It was a curious sight, awe-inspiring and weird, if§
any of those who were present could have witnessed
it. Buffalo Bill delayed as long as he could, but af
last, in obedience to the muttered commands of thes
outlaws, he groped for the deck lying on the stone be==
fore ‘him, and drew out a card.

“Try to be as slow as you can,” he whispered @
his companion. “Whatever may be the result of thi§
gamble, T don’t suppose that they will willingly allow
either of us to leave their camp alive. It would bes
too dangerous to them. But help may come to us, if

We can manage to gain time. Our friends must be o
thettrail.

‘What in thunder are ye sayin’ ter the gal?” cried
one of the half-breeds suspiciously, stepping fOI'Ward
as he heard the whispered tones,

“T was simply inviting her to draw her card,” Buf=
falo Bill replied readily.
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““Ye're both a thunderin’ long time!” yelled the
‘ﬁnem “This yer game is too durned slow!"

At this, Prairie Flower drew a card out of the
pack. turned it, and laid it face downward on the
Stone, beside that which Buffalo Bill had already
Ldrawn,

“We've both drawn for the first time,” cried the
“_'klnrr of scouts. “Let us see what it is. This game
s certainly interesting, even if one's life has to pay
* for it
“ = “You're a good gambler, stranger,” admiringly re-
'mall\ed the man who had just objected to the whis=
pennO. He lifted the hood from his eyes, advanced
to the stone, and looked at the two cards which had
bLen drawn. :

“Seven from the gal, an’ a deuce fur the man,” he
aimounced “Thet’s one p'int chalked up agin’ you,
;'tnmger
_ Plent\ of time for the luck to change—but this 1s
the way I would have it go,” replied Buffalo Bill
calmly.

As slowly as they could, the two strange adversaries”
drew agdin from the deck. This time the king of
’Sccuts had a queen and the girl had an ace.

. “The ace counts low in cutting, so the mrl loses this
ick,” said the bandit, who had taken it upon him-

, elf to act as a kind of master of the ceremonies.
I object to that,” said Buffalo Bill sharply. “The

'Y B e o playing, the ace always counts
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His object was to raise another discussion and s
further gain time. The chance of rescue was now
desperate and remote one, but he meant to play
chance for all it was worth.

After a long argument, it was agreed to cut agai
and rule out that turn.

The girl, however, lost again. She drew a six|
Buffalo Bill's ten.

“Level pegging now,” said the outlaw, as he picked
up the two cards. “The next cut will decide it.”

But it did not, for the two players drew level, eacl
getting a ten.

The excitement of the half-breed gamblers
now intense. They had never before seen a game
thrilling.

Buffalo Bill strained his ears, and, at last, just'@
he was reaching his hand out for the cards again,
wonderfully acute hearing caught the sound of hors
hoofs, far off in the distance down the cafion. -

It flashed across his mind, with irresistible con
tion, that either the Comanche braves or the min

“of Long Dog—or both together—were riding to the
Trescue. 3

“Gain time!—gain time l—gain time!”

These were the words that throbbed and hammere
in his brain. 4

“'1hey are coming—I hear them—-be as slow as.

around him could not hear.
He knew very well that trouble would brek
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*?wn as the half-breeds caught the sound of the
e hoofs; but he was also aware that his own
g was much more sensitive than that-of most

and then make a desperate fight for life, there
some hope that both the girl and himself might
erescued. He slowly drew his card from the deck,
en the girl—heeding his words—pretended to be
d to finish the gamble.

e put out her hand for the deck lying upon the
e, and then drew it back again. This performance
: 1:eP(“-a’Ced two or three times, and then she cried

it, in a tone of well-affected alarm:
"O_h, I cannot! T dare not! I am too frightened.”
1he outlaws cursed and stormed at her, for they
€ anxious to see the end of the game. While the
was still pretending to hesitate, Buffalo Bill plainly
d the noise of the horses’ hoofs coming nearer

,'Draw the card now,” he whispered.
rairie Flower at once drew a card out of the

! ‘See what it is!” Buffalo Bill said, aloud.

' The outlaw who had previously examined t
w back his hood again and stepped up to the
e. {

“The girl loses!” he yelled.

The words had hardly left

ill tore nff the handkerchief from his eyes.

4 P

he cards

his lips when Buffalo
Clench-
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ing his fist, he sent the half-breed bandit reeling to‘
the ground with a terrible blow behind the left ear. '

Then, snatching two six-shooters from his belf, he
leveled the shining barrels at the gang of hooded ouf={
laws, and cried in stern and menacing tones:

“I have you all covered! Throw up your hands¥
The first man who tries to draw, or lift his hood;
dies!”

|
|



CHAPTER XXIIL

COMANCHE BILL'S ESCAPE.

outlaws were absolutely paralyzed for the mo-
y the audacity of the king of scouts. Not one
attempted to draw his gun or to remove the
ige from his eyes.
e man whom Cody had knocked down was un-
ious. Noticing this, Prairie Flower bent down
y, removed the revolvers from his belt, and
n guard by the side of Buffalo Bill.
e scout, wise in the ways of frontier fighting, did
ope that he would be able to hold the half-breeds
in check—and he was right in that supposition.
ly a few seconds after the Indian girl had armed
erself and come to his assistance, the galloping of
e horses up the rocky cafion was distinctly heard

One of the bandits threw up his hood at once, yell-

~ We are attacked —doomed !”

The words were no sooner uttered than he fell
in his tracks, with a bullet from one of Buffalo
revolvers in his brain. The next moment the
lower down the cafion fired his rifle, which was
replied to by several shots from the advancing
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expected to endure. Better, they thought, run the risk
of being shot down by Buffalo Bill than be caught like
rats in a trap by the men who were galloping to at-
tack them. ’

With- one accord, therefore, they flung up their
hoods and reached swiftly for their rifles and re-
volvers. As they did so, Buffalo Bill shot down four
of them as quick as lightning; and the Indian girl
accounted for another just as he raised his revolyer
and pointed it at the border king.

The half-breeds replied to their fire with a wild
fusillade, but the smoke that now enveloped their two
targets prevented them from taking accurate aim.
Buffalo Bill felt a bullet cut through the fleshy part of
his left arm, with a stinging sensation ; but he still kept
hold of hoth his revolvers, and blazed away merrily.

The sound of the horses’ hoofs thundered nearer
and nearer, and soon a mixed band of Comanches and
white men came sweeping up the cafion to the camp
fire, shooting at the Hooded Riders from the backs of
their horses.

The splendid old Comanche chief, Loud Thunder,
was in the lead, with Nick Wharton, Wild Bill, and
Jim Horton riding half a length behind him. As they
galloped forward, Buffalo Bill flung himself in front
of Prairie Flower, just in time to receive in his shoul-
der a bullet that had been intended for her. Luckily,
neither of his wounds was serious.

The Hooded Riders fired several shots wildly at their

assailants, but made no real resistance. Outnumbered
P.»—'Q'
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and taken by surprise, they broke in panic almost at
once and fled to their horses. Their enemies pursued
them hotly, shooting down several and capturing more
than a dozen.

Only about ten got away, and escaped down the
other-end of the cafion on their horses. But among
this handful, as Buffalo Bill was annoyed to find when
he examined the dead and the prisoners, was the arch-
scoundrel, Comanche Bill.

After the border king had greeted his friends and
thanked them for coming to his rescue just in the
nick of time, he told Loud Thunder that his son was
lying bound, a prisoner, in a cave near by.

The Comanche chief immediately ordered two of
the captives to lead him to the place; and they did so
at once, for they saw by a glance at his stern-set face
that he would stand no trifling.

Buffalo Bill, Prairic Flower, and several of the
others followed. The Red Whirlwind—a tall, well-
built, strongly framed young warrior—was lying in
the cave on-a bed of leaves, tightly bound hand and
foot by rawhide thongs.

He was emaciated and weak from his long confine-
ment and insufficient food: but he had borne all his
sufferings with the stoicism which is second nature
to the trained Indian brave, and when he saw his
friends and knew that he was safe, his spirits immedi-
ately became buoyant again.

He cried out with joy at the sight of his sweetheart
and clasped her eagerly in his arms. Nor did his
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father, the proud old Comanche chief, make any ob-
jection. On the contrary, Loud Thunder looked at the
young couple with a grim, amused smile; and then
turned to his friend Buffalo Bill, and said:

“Ugh! Need marriage here heap quick!”

“Who's going to perform the ceremony?” asked
Buffalo Bill, laughing heartily. .

“They needn’t wait any longer, pard, if that's their
only trouble,” said Jim Horton, who was standing by.
“Here's their man, ready to tie the knot right now, as
fast as ever theéy want it.”

“But can you perform a marriage service, accord-
_ing to the law of the palefaces?” Red Whirlwind
asked, looking at the rough miner doubtfully. His as-
sociation with the whites had taught him something
about the intricacies of the American law in regard to
weddings.

“Sure I can,” replied Jim. “Buffalo Bill here knows
that I'm a justice of the peace, an’ I reckon I've tied
up more couples than any other jestice in this yer
blamed State. None of ’em ever objected, thet I didn’t
play the game right.”

“Then Prairi2 Flower and I are ready,” exclaimed
the young brave, gripping him heartily by the hand.

The Indian girl blushed, but, after a little persua-
sion from her lover, she agreed to have the ceremony
performed at once around the camp fire, with her
rescuers for the witnesses.

The miners from Lone Dog grouped thechlves
near by, taking the liveliest interest in the affair, -The
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Indians, out of respect for Lord Thunder and his son,
stood a little distance farther away.

Not. one of the miners recognized in the pretty
young Indian bride the outcast of Lone Dog, whom
they had once wanted to hang. She looked quite a
different person in her woman’s clothing. 3

“Who gives the bride away?”’ asked Jim Horton.

Prairie Flower’s father was present among the In-
dians, but he did not understand what was expected of
him. He was dazed by the suddenness of events, and
was wondering how many ponies Loud Thunder
would give him as the price of his son’s bride.

So, as the chief made no motion, Buffalo Bill stepped
into the breach.

“T'll give her away,” he said, coming forward and
taking his girl pard by the hand, with a low, chival-
rous bow.

“Are both of the parties over the full age of twenty-
one years?” asked Horton, with official solemnity.

The bride and bridegroom looked at one another for
a moment in blank dismay. Then Red Whirlwind
said :

“Is it the white man’s law that we must be that
age? I am over twenty-one, but Prairie Flower is
only eighteen.”

“Then she must hev the consent of her father be-
fore I can splice ye,” said Jim. “Has she got it?”

As the two lovers gazed blankly at one another, Buf-
falo Bill again came to the rescue. Going up to Prairie
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Flower’s father, he explained the position to him in
flowery Comanche,

“Ugh!” the old chief grunted. “Let girl go! Loud
Thunder give me heap pletity ponies. Better have
ponies than girl.”

So, on this unsentimental basis, the matter was ar-
ranged; and Jim began to recite the fateful words
that would make the two one. When he had got about
halfway through the ceremony his eyes happened to
meet those of the bride, and suddenly he recognized
her as the outcast of Long Dog.

He turned as pale as a sheet, and tottered for a mo-
ment as if he had seen a ghost. Then he pulled him-
self together and went on with the service.

When it was over, the miners saluted the bride and
bridegroom with a volley from their revolvers, led
by Buffalo Bill; while the Comanches loudly whooped
and yelled their congratulations, Jim Horton alone
refused to join in the general rejoicing. He was very
much distubred by the knowledge that the young
“man” whom he had been on the point of hanging at
Lone Dog was in reality a girl.

Nothing would console him except to make such
reparation as lay within his power. Stepping up to
Prairie Flower, who was receiving the warm congratu-
lations of her friends, red and white alike, he offered
her his horse whip.

“Lay it on my back good and hard, Mrs. Red Whirl-
wind,” he begged. “I desarve a good flog

o
oD

if'i'g for
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being such a durned fool as not to know ye when ye
war rigged out as a boy.”

Prairie Flower looked at him in amazement for a
moment, She could not quite understand what he
wanted, but when Buffalo Bill explained to h.er, she
burst into a merry laugh and handed the whip back
to the chagrined miner.

“T have no quarrel with you,” she said. “You have
been my very good friend. You have helped to rescue
me from my enemies, and you have married me to the
man I love. As for trying to hang me—well, T sup-
pose you were doing what you thought was your dl.l‘t’j:’.
But T was innocent—I never stole Comanche Biil's
gold dust.”

“T know that,” said Jim, “and T wonder that any of
us were ever fools enough to believe that skunk on
oath. } :

“Perhaps your husband would like to oblige by
layin’ on the whip. No? Waal, then, if no one feeI?
inclined to cowhide me, I'll guess I'll go *way back an
kick myself!”




CHAPTER XXIV.

THE ATTACK ON LONE DOG.

The miner rose and walked about twenty yards from

the camp fire, Buffalo Bill following him.

“Cody,” said Jim, when they got out of earshot of
the rest, “it ain’t easy fur a man ter kick himself.
D’ye mind obligin’ me by takin’ me by the scruff o
the neck an’ bootin’ me down this yer cafion jest as
hard as ye know how? To think thet I was sech a gol-
durned fool at my time o’ life, sech an’ all-fired galoot,
as ter take a pretty Injun gal fur a sneak thief!”

Buffalo Bill laughingly declined to do any booting,
and, after much trouble, he managed to soothe his
friend’s wounded feelings.

“But what are we going to do about the rest of that
gang?” he asked, when Jim was eventually appeased.
“The Hooded Riders are broken up at last, but Co-
manche Bill and about a dozen of his comrades have
managed to get away. We dare not let them go loose.
I suppose you must have left Lone Dog almost en-
tirely unprotected, for I see that most of the men

are here.”
L 3

[{av4 " o . .
Yes,” said Jim, turning pale, as he began to see the

border king’s idea.

“Is it not possible that Comanche Bill may attack the
place out of revenge?’ Cody went on. “He must
guess that practically all the men are away from the

The Attack on Lone Dog. 171

settlement. ‘It is likely enough, I should say, that he
will ride there, with his scoundrelly friends, hoping to
get there ahead of us, wreak his vengeance, and then
get away safely before we return!”

Jim Horton turned as white as a sheet.

“I've got my wife and children down thar!” he
gasped. “Thar are only two old men an’ a few'boys
left in the camp. They can’t put up much of a fight.
We must saddle the horses, an’ ride at once.”

“We surely must,” said Cody. “The idea only just
struck me, or I would have spoken before. But the
horses had to have a rest, anyway, for they were com-
pletely winded when you came to our rescue.”

In a few minutes the whole of the party of rescuers
—reds and whites alike—were riding at a clinking
pace toward Lone Dog. They reached the settlement,
by the shortest route, soon after daybreak.

As they drew near if, they heard the sound of fir-
ing, which naturally caused them to urge their flag-
ging horses to renewed efforts.

“At them, boys!” shouted Buffalo Bill to the miners,
as he saw a small band of men in the distance, circling
on horseback around the largest log cabin in the set-
tlement.

Loud Thunder and the Red Whirlwind, yelling the
war cry of the Comanches, led their braves to the
fight, side by side with the white men. TLuckily, the
people left in the camp had received timely warning

of the approach of Comanche Bill and his half-breed
- dutlaws.
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They had all retreated to the village store, a build-
ing strongly built of logs; and were there defending
themselves as well as they could. Several of the small
cabins and shacks in the settlement had already been
set on fire by the outlaws, but they had not yet suc-
ceeded in storming the store or harming any of the
defenders.

When they saw the miners and the Indians ap-
proaching to call them to account, Comanche Bill and
his little band beat a hasty retreat, galloping off in
the direction of Lucky Valley as fast as their horses
would carry them.

But they were not to be permitted to escape s0
easily. White men and redskins were hard in the pur-
suit. Soon the rank and file were left behind in the
mad race. Buffalo Bill, Wild Bill, Loud Thunder, and
the Red Whirlwind being the best mounted of all the
pursuers, drew up to the fugitives.

The four men were outmatched, so far as numbers
went ; for their adversaries were three to their one.
But all of the four were fighting men of the very finest

type.

The half-breed bandits turned, like cornered rats,

and fought with the desperation born of the knowl-
edge that they could expect no mercy. There was a
short, sharp fight, in which some of the other pur-
suers took part as they came up.

All of the bandits were shot dead, save Comanche
Bill, who managed to escape in the scrimmage, and
got more than a mile’s start before the chase was re-
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sumed. Buffalo Bill, Loud Thunder, and his son
chased him for two hours, with the others following
them-a little way behind. They finally ran him down
within half a mile of Lucky Valley.

When they galloped up and got the drop on him, he
threw up his hands and surrendered quietly.

“I give in to Buffalo Bill,” he shouted. “Not to
the Comanches. I demand the justice of the white
men.”’ ;

The king of scouts instantly lowered his rifle, and
left those of Loud Thunder and the Red Whirlwind
pointing at the head of the trapped scoundrel.

“I demand him!" yelled Loud Thunder, in Co-—
manche. “He was born a member of the Comanche
tribe; he has sinned against the Comanches; and he
shall taste the sting of Comanche justice!”

“You shall have him, Loud Thunder, if you will
promise to simply execute him, and not torture him
to death,” said Buffalo Bill. “If you won't do that,
I must claim him; for he surrendered in the first place
to me.”

Loud Thunder looked chagrined and perplexed, but,
after a moment, his brow cleared and he agreed to
the ‘condition demanded by the border king. The
miners, coming up, wanted to take possession of Co-
manche Bill and hang him on the spot; but Cody told
them of the bargain with Loud Thunder, and they
were satisfied.

They knew that the Comanches would be satisfied
with nothing less than the death of the man who had
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done all in his power to dishonor their nation. Within
a few hours, after enjoying the hospitality of their
allies at Lone Dog, the Comanches commenced the
journey to their village, taking with them their pris-
oner and the bride and bridegroom.

Buffalo Bill, Wild Bill, and Nick Wharton aeconi-
panied them. As they rode along together, Loud
Thunder said to the border king:

“My medicine men shall celebrate another wedding
for the Red Whirlwind and Prairie Flower.. The
ceremony of the palefaces is good, but it is not enough
to satisfy a Comanche. And then, after it is over,
this dog of a prisoner shall die the death he de-
serves!”

CHAPTER XXV.
THE LOVER KILLS A BEAR.

Next morning they camped in the hills by the side
of a stream. There was a large party of the Co-
manches, and it was necessary to go hunting to get
meat for them; as they had been traveling at top speed
in the lightest of light marching order.

The three white men, therefore, with Loud Thunder,
the Red Whirlwind, and six braves, rode away from
the camp to see what. game they could find. They
knocked over two or three small deer, and presently,
as they were fording a little creek, their mustangs be-
gan to snort and rear, and to give plain evidence of
their unwillingness to go any farther.

This was rather unexpected, as the water was not
deep; and their riders looked about them for some
explanation of the strange action of the beasts. As
they clattered across the loose stones in the bed of
the stream, they heard, above the noise made by the
rushing water, the snap and clash of teeth and the
peculiar, hoglike grunt of a grizzly bear,

Standing straight up on his hind legs, and stripping
some bushes of their toothsome berries, the hunters
saw a big “silvertip”’—about the largest any of them
had ever seen. The beast did not seem to be at all dis-
posed to dispute the passage of the stream, but he did
appear to be a trifle annoyed at the interruption to his
feqet
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He uttered a few belligerent growls, but he did not
discontinue his meal, going on raking the branches
through his open jaws and swallowing berries, leayes,
and twigs as if they were all equally tasty.

Upon reaching the other side of the creek, the
hunters rode up the bank and onto a level stretch
of ground that lay at the base of some foothills.

Although they were fully two hundred yards from
the bear, it was evident that his anger at their pres-
ence within his neighborhood had not entirely cooled
down. The same low growls were borne to their ears,
and the grizzly, still standing on his hind legs and de-
vouring the berries, could be seen where his head ap-
peared above the bank of the stream.

The men halted, to consider how best they could
attack him. They were all most experienced hunters,
and they knew well that an-assault upon a grizzly was
a most serious proposition, even for a party of well-
armed hunters.

Suddenly the Red Whirlwind amazed the rest by
begging to be allowed to tackle the grizzly alone. Tak-
ing his Winchester rifle—one that he had rescued from
the outlaws after the fight—from its saddle sling, he
looked at the magazine to see that it was fully loaded.

“Let your son fight the bear,” he begged his father,
speaking in Comanche. “The face of the Red Whirl
wind is .covered with shame.- He let himself be cap-
tured, and his brothers had to rescue him. Suffer him,
therefore, to do something to redeem his reputation as
a brave.” ‘

o

e
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The stern, Spartanlike Comanche chieftain was de-
lighted that his son should show such a spirit, and
gladly gave the desired permission.

“Goldurn the young feller!”, growled old Nick
Wharton. “I wanted ter tackle thet kafoozlin’ beast
myself. Grizzlies and me are old enemies. They've
pretty nigh chawed me up two or three times.”

“It’s too late to speak now,” said Buffalo Bill. “The
Red Whirlwind has the floor, and we can't interfere
with his quarry, unless it is absolutely necessary to
shoot in order to save his life.” ,

Old Nick knew very well that this was the hunting
etiquette of the West, so he was obliged to agree to it,
albeit with many grumbles. Seeing that some of his
Comanche comrades were examining their firearms,
the Red Whirlwind shouted that he did not want help
from any one, and that if a shot was fired by any other
man in the crowd, that man would have to answer to
him for it when the fight with the grizzly was over.

The young brave rode down until he was about one
hundred yards from the bear. Then he dismounted,
and turned the head of his horse away from the
game. As a plucky hunter eager to do a deed that
men would talk about, he scorned to attack the grizzly
except on foot. It takes a brave man to do this, but
the Red Whirlwind was not the sort to shrink from
the task.

He stood by the side of his horse, and drew a bead
carefully on the animal. The barrel of his rifle
steadied down for a brief moment. Then came a puft
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of smoke and a sharp report. A second later the
straining ears of his companions caught the impact of
the bullet as it struck its target with a vicious thud.

The head of the bear fell viclently back, as if it had
been struck by a sledge hammer.

“Right in the snout!” exclaimed Buffalo Bill. “The
Red Whirlwind knows how to shoot!”

The bear disappeared from view, but a moment later
he was seen clambering over the bank. With his jaws
open and his hungry claws extended, he came at a
swift though ungainly pace toward the young Co-
manche.

The Red Whirlwind was quick to accept his chal-
lenge. He had no desire to dodge the combat—on the
contrary, he welcomed it, because it gave him a chance
to prove his mettle before his comrades.

Advancing, he leveled his rifle again and fired shot
after shot, most of which found their way in the bear’s
body. The beast staggeréd and reeled. Blood poured

in streams over its fur from many wounds, but it still
rushed indomitably upon the man.

At last it was within a few paces of Red Whirl-/

wind, and he had emptied the magazine of his rifle.
His horse, alarmed by the firing and by the close
proximity of the savage brute, had turned and gal-

loped away, so that he was left without any avenue of
escape,

But the young brave would not have mounted his
steed even if he could have done so. He had come

-
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out to do or die, and he had no thought of dodging
the combat when it became hottest.

He flung his empty and smoking rifle in the face
of the hear. It struck the beast violently on its
wounded snout, halting it for a few seconds—just
long enough to give the Red Whirlwind a chance to .
draw from his belt the tormahawk which his father had
lent to him before the fight.

Bracing himself for the desperate encounter that
seemed destined to end in his certain death, the Co-
manche whirled the weapon above his head and
brought it down with terrific force on the bear’s head.

The brute reeled, but, with marvelous vitality, re-
covered itself almost immediately. With one sweep
of its terrible paw, it smote the Red Whirlwind ta
the earth; and in another moment would have torn
him to pieces.

But now hunting etiquette was at an end. Half a
dozen rifles cracked at the same moment, as the young
Comanche fell : and the bear, pierced with several fatal
bullets, rolled over dead on the body of his plucky
enemy.

The hunters rushed forward, and found that the
Red Whirlwind was not seriously hurt. The breath
had been knocked out of his body for the moment by
the great weight of the falling bear, and he had been
slightly mauled by the blow of its paw; but that was
all.

The bear was cut up and the meat taken bac.k to the
camp. All the rest of the morning was spent i hunt-

P
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ing by the braves, and a large quantity of game
brought in. During the afternoon they oecupied them-
selves in drying out jerked meat, as they did not wish
to delay their journey to hunt again.

In the evening they had a great feast to celebrate
their victory over the Hooded Riders and the rescue
of their chief’s son. After the feast the warriors in-
dulged in sports and games, chief among which was
wrestling.

There was one brave—a minor chief named Bull
Horn—who was admittedly the champion of the Co-
manches at this form of athletic exercise. He stood
nearly seven feet tall, and his physical development
was nearly perfect. The muscles on his limbs stood
out like knotted cords, and the breadth of his chest
and shoulders was proportionate to his height.

In all the tricks of wrestling, as the sport was under-
stood by the Indians, he was an expert. One after
another, he flung his comrades to the ground as easily
as though they were babies,

Even the Red Whirlwind, although a noted athlete
among his people, could not stand against this giant.
This was hardly surprising, indeed, for Bull Horn
had conquered the champions of many other Indian
tribes at wrestling matches: :

At last, flushed with victory, the giant brave stalked
over to where Buffalo Bill and his two friends were
sitting, and defiantly asked whether any one of ths

white men would care to try a fall with him.

The Lover Kills a Bear. 181

Loud Thunder was on his feet in a moment to pro-

“The palefaces are the friends and the guests of the

s Z 11
Comanches,” he cried. ‘“Be not insolent to them, Buil
= ’

Horn. They shall not be forced to wrestle with you

against their will.” : : : o
t“‘I did but ask them,” replied the giant, rather s”u.l\
ily. “They are not forced to accept the chz}ll'cnge. .

“But T will take it,” said Buffalo Bill, rising to his
feet. . . ; G
“Don’t do it, Cody,” urged Wild Bill Hickok, uuth-
V ¢ ; ' _‘_\‘A. p- I.
ing him by the arm. “I know you're a great w 1{; er,
" : is simpl / : 761
but that fellow is simply a marvel at t'he game. ,1} :
are beaten, it may hurt our reputation ameng tnese
a < ) »
people.” e
“T won't be beaten if I can help it,” replied the ims
of scouts, “and I certainly shan’t back down now.
“Not on yer life, Bill!” said Nick Wharton, €lll‘COUI‘-l-
i ‘G 7ou ki vn thet red-skinnec
agingly. “Go allea(}“! You kin down
varmint, I calc'late! : .
The two wrestlers faced one another in the rllngtﬁc
. : : )
dusky braves assembled around the camp fite; = ;
: ly and praying for the vic-
ras Prairie Flower.
e beckoned to the

front row, looking on eager
tory of Buffalo Bill, her preserver, w
As the contest was about to start, sh "
king of the scouts, and he walked over to hu,“D =
“Attack him, Long Hair!” she whispered. 1 o 11;
wait for him to get a hold on you. Attack him &
INCE is weakest then.”
Oﬂgt.xﬁgs 113Si1\17\ nodded to show that he understood her

i
{
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and would follow her advice. It chimed in exactly
with the opinion he had formed, from watching the
wrestling of the giant with the other Comanches.

As the two men circled around one another, watch-
ing for an opening, nearly all of the spectators thought
that the result of the contest was a foregone con-
clusion. :

The Comanche towered above Buffalo Bill, although
the latter was much above the average height, and
he seemed to be a man of far greater strength.

This superiority, however, was apparent rather than
real; for every muscle and sinew of the border king’s
athletic body had been toughened by long years of
hard work and open-air sport all- along the Western
frontier.

Suddenly Buffalo Bill darted forward, and, eluding
the attempt of his adversary to clutch him, caught a
good hold round the waist—a hold which he knew, by
experience, to be almost always decisive..

It proved to be so in this case. The men swayed
violently for a few moments, and then the champion
of the Comanches stretched his huge length heavily on
the ground. His comrades yelled with delight, dgown-
ing the cheers of Wild Bill Hickok and Nick What-
ton. All the Comanches were overjoyed at Buffalo
Bill's victory, for they felt that their champion badly
needed “taking down a peg or two.”

Bull Horn was on his feet again in a moment, ready
for another tussle. But he fared no better in his
second attempt. The border king was as strong as his
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opponent, and knew a great deal more about the science
of wrestling. For a second time, the giant went to
the ground—and he did not try again.

“Wah!” he exclaimed. “Long Hair is the greatest
of all braves. No man can stand against him. Bull
Horn says he is master. Bull Horn will follow him
to battle some day, and take many scalps.”

Then the Comanche giant sat down calmly in the
circle, heedless of the gibes of his fellows. Like all
truly brave men, he knew when he had met his match,
and he did not mind owning up to it. Soon the camp
was wrapped in slumber, only a few sentries remaining
awake. »

The dawn of day brought with it a great surprise
and a great sorrow. Neither Comanche Bill, the
bandit céptivc, nor Prairie Flower was anywhere to
be seen.

The prisoner had managed to release himself from
his bonds in the night; and, as the marks on the
ground clearly showed, had crawled through the grass
and silently stabbed two of the sentries. Then he
had gone back to the camp, probably bound Prairie
Flower while she slept, and carried her off.

Two horses were missing from the corral. Co-
manche Bill had taken them. The wrath of Loud
Thunder and the grief of his son were intense; but
they were speedily swamped by a stern desire for
vengeance, and steps were at once taken to follow

swiftly on the trail of the escaped outlaw.
\




CHAPTER XXVL
ON THE TRAIL.

About noon on the following day, still following
the tracks made by Comanche Bill, the pursuing party
-pulled up at the door of a settler’s cabin. They wanted
some water for their horses, and also as much in-
formation as they could get about the fugitive and the
girl he had abducted.

Buffalo Bill, thinking that the people in the cabin
might be alarmed at the sight of so many Indians, even
though they were not in war paint, rode forward to
parley. There was acbody in sight but a matronly
woman who looked as if she had been horn and bred
in the West.

“Who aire yer red friends, stranger?” she asked,
facing the king of the scouts boldly. “Do they happen
ter be ferocious savages en the warpath, lookin" fur
scalps?”

“Not at all, madam. They are perfectly harmless.
They are Comanches—allies of the whites. They will
not trouble yow in any way. I take it that you are &
widow living alone here.”

“Yes, I'm a sort of a widow,” replied the womat.
“But I don’t live alone. I'm a woman with five strap=
pin’ big sons ter take keer of her.”

“Indeed!” said Buffalo Bill. “But where are they?
They don’t seem ta be around here anywhere jusf
now.”
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“No, they ain’t. My son Tom has dun gone over
ter the settlement ter see the critter what traded mewls
with him last week, an’ didn’t say nuthin' 'bout his
mewl bein’ blind in one eye. If he trades back, thar
won't likely be any fussin’. Tf he don’t—waall

“Joe, he’s gone down ter the bend ter look fur a
wild cat thet was heard yellin’ last night. If thet
cat jest lays~down an’ dies, it'll be all right. If not
—waal!”

“Yes? And what about the others?” asked the
border king.

“Waal, thar’s my son Jim. He's down ter the vil-
lage, ten miles off, lookin® fur one of the Johnson boys
who wants ter run him a foot race fur ten dollars.
If Jim beats him, I'm ter hev a new kaliker dress. If
young Johnson beats, T reckon they'll hev ter dig lead
outer him.

“My son Dick got up early an’ went up the moun-
tain arter corn. It's corn he won at a shootin’ match,
an’ mehbe the other feller won't let go. Dick took
his shotgun along. My son Abe has gone down ter the
river arter fish. If he has luck, he’ll be mighty good-
natured, but if he don’t he'll likely pick a fuss with
one of the Harpers, Thet accounts fur the hull o
the boys.”

“They all seem to be strenuous!” remarked Buffalo
Bill. “Then it’s a sort of holiday to-day with your
menfolks ?”

“Yes, sorter: but nuthin’ ter brag of. They're
gwine ter take a real holiday next week.”
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“Picnic or camp meeting ?”

“Sorter that way, stranger. The five of ’em are
gwine over ter hev it out with the.five Robinsons be-
fore takin’ holt of the fall work. It'll be a sorter
picnic, camp meetin’, leckshun day, Fourth of July, an’
shootin’ match all rolled inter one—with funerals to
follow.

“Say, if you meet any of my folks along the trail,
you'd better make your Injun pards dodge inter the
bushes an’ lie close, fur they ain't got no use fur red-
skins. This is just the time when they gets cantanker-
ous an’.wants ter peel the bark off'n somebody, any-
way.”

“I guess we can look out for ourselves, mother,”
said Buffalo Bill, laughing heartily.

“Waal, an’ who may you be who's so mighty sure
of thet?” asked the woman, looking at him curiously.
“My name is William F. Cody, madam-—at your
service,” replied the scout.
® The name and fame of the border king had pene-
trated even to that remote spot, and the woman 1ooked‘

&

at him now with sudden respect.

“I guess you kin, Buffler Bill,” she said. “What
might hev brought you down to this yer section with
yer Injun friends?”

Buffalo Bill explained how they were trailing down
Comanche Bill, and the woman at once said that a man
had passed there a few hours before, leading a horse
on which sat an Indian girl who seemed to be half
dazed and unconscious of what was goiné; O i
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Running out from her cabin, she had called ou. to
the man; but he had merely turned round in his sad-
dle and sworn savagely at her.

“An’ I believe he'd hev cut my throat, Colonel
Cody,” she added, “if he hadn’t seen that I had a gun
in my hand. If only the boys had been here, I'd hev
made them hold him up until he gave some account of
himself. But what could a lone widder do?”

Buffalo Bill rode back to his companions, who had
halted a little distance off, and told them the news.
After they had watered their horses and heartily
thanked the widow, they pushed on at top speed.

They had not traveled more than a dozen miles be-
fore they came to a narrow cafion, the sides of which
were steep and densely covered with timber.

As they were passing through it, there was a.sud-
den fusillade of shots from the cover on either hand;
and the next moment the ear-splitting war cry of the
Apaches. rang in their ears.




CHAPTER XXVIL
THE FIGHT IN THE CANON.

When Prairie Flower awoke to gonsciousness from
the dastardly blow which Comanche Bill had dealt her
while she slept, she found that she was being borne
swiftly away from the camp of her people on the front
of the saddle of the outlaw’s horse.

As soon as she realized the situation she struggled
furiously—but in vain. Comanche Bill was a man of
great strength and almost inconceivable brutality. He
struck her again and again until she was dazed and
dizzy, and then forced her to mount the harse he wa
leading, and tied her ankles beneath it.

“If you try to escape, or cry out whem we me

anybody, I will kill you,” he threatened, menacing her 3
with a‘rifle which he had stolen from one of the Cor

manche sentinels he had stabbed.

“What are you going to*do with me?” asked the ul
happy girl.

“I am going to take you far away from the lodges
of your people, and make you my squaw. You, ﬂlle
pride of the Comanches, shall be my slave! That will
be a fine revenge on the Red Whirlwind and all the
tribe for what they have done to me.”

Prairie Flower shuddered at these words, but shé:
had been trained in a stern school, and she -was t0¢

true an Indian to lose heart or courage.

ried on the bow of his saddle.
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“T will never.be your slave,” she replied calmly. “I
can always-die.”

Comanche Bill swore savagely, aud struck her sey-
eral times violently with the mule quirt which he car-
The girl laughed at
the blows, though they hurt her painfully.

“My people will pay you for this,” she said. “They
are following on your trail even now. When Loud
Thunder catches you, it will not be an easy death that
you will die.”

Mile after mile the ill-assorted couple cped on, until

the girl’s senses were reeling and she swayed from

time to time in the saddle. But she strove still, with
all her might and main, to retain consciousness, cnd
t*be ready to seize the first chante of escape.

At last they reached a rocky cafion, and at the en-
trance to it they were abruptly held up by a party of
thirty Apache warriors, who were out hunting in the
hills.

Comanche Bill recognized in the chief who com-

| manded the party an old acquaintance of his, and he

it once claimed friendship. When the Apaches heard
that a party of Comanches, not any more numerous
than themselves, were following him, they were in-
tensely interested.

The Comanches were their bitterest foes, and again
L and again they had heen worsted in combat with them.
Now they thought they saw a chance to get a little
tevenge, which would be doubly sweet if only they

oy
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could secure the scalp of the famous oldl chief, Loud
Thunder. L

“Ugh!” said the chief of the Apaches. “We will
The Comanches will ride

take cover in the bushes.
into the cafion, following your trail, and we will shoot
them down as if they were deer.”

He gave a few brief orders to his braves, and in
a few moments there was not an Apache to be seen.

* 3 * + * *

As soon as he heard the shots in the canon and
saw some of the Comanches fall, Buffalo Bill reined
up his horse beside Lougd Thunder.

“What shall we do, chief?” he cried. “Ride on,
and get through; or dismount and fight them in the
timber ?”

“Tiight!” yelled the old Comanche, the fire of bat
tle gleaming in his eye. “Loud Thunder never fled
from the Apaches, and he never will.” '

Suiting the action to the word, he leaped from his
horse and dashed toward the point from which the
flashes of flame had darted thickest. Buffalo Bi.“
raced side by side with him, firing rapidly from s
magazine rifle as he ran.

The other two whites were at his heels, and tht
Comanches charged with desperate valor at every bush
from which a shot came. The Apaches were discoq-
certed by the rapidity and resolution with which this
counterattack was delivered.

Their ambush had not been so successful-as they s

had imagined it would be. They were not particularly

¢ Apaches were not only outnumbered, but they

| fight hegan, dragging his prisoner after him.
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good marksmen, and so they had not managed to shoot
down many of their foes at their first volley.

In a few moments the warring redskins were at
close quarters. Toma-

The

were

Rifles were no longer used.
hawks and scalping knives did their deadly work.

outfought.

Loud Thunder’s men were the very flower of the
warlike Comanche nation, and they had three splendid
leaders in the old chief himself, his son, and Buffalo

b Bill.

A few of the Apaches managed to flee through the
timber and get safely away; but the greiter part of
their little force were shot down or tomahawked. But
the joy of the Comanches and their white allies at this

b tlumphant ending to the fight was largely temipered
b by disappointment when they found that Comanche

Bill and- his girl captive were nowhere to be found.
The outlaw had fled onward up the trail before the
Stay-
ing only to scalp their dead foes, the Comanches found
is trail and pursued it relentlessly.
“We will catch him and save Prairie Flower if we
have to follow him for a year,” said Buffalo Bill.
“Ugh!” remarked Loud Thunder. “And when we

| cafch him ¥

The old chief did not finish the sentence, but he
drew his bloodstained scalping knife from its sheath,

and looked at it significantly.




CHAPTER XXVIIL.
THE END OF COMANCHE BILL.

But Comanche Bill had gained a good start, and the
chase was a long one. All night the pursuers rodg,
and when dawn came they knew they were gaining
rapidly on him; for the trail grew fresher and fresher.

It wound higher and higher through the hills inio
the mountains, and the narrow track up which they
urged their flagging horses became more and moe
stony and rugged.
morning, they ran their quarry to earth.

Tyrning round a sharp bend in the trail, they saws
Comanche Bill about a quarter of a mile ahead of ¢
He had halted, and the reason for his doing s08
was obvious. His horse, pushed beyond the limit of it

them.

endurance, had dropped dead on the trail.

The half-breed, whose hand had been—like Tshmael
of old—against every man, had at last come to the
end of his tether. With a sullen, baleful glare he
watched his foes as they came round the turning
Loud Thunder and Buffalo Bill in the lead.

Quick as thought, he placed Prairie Flower, who
was bound hand and foot, in front of him; so that the
pursuers would not dare to shoot.

“Go backT” he yelled, as his enemies drew near hif,5

watching intently for a chance to aim. “Go back, 0f

I will kill ‘her.”

P i

|

~

At last, about nine o’clock in thes
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Better that she died than remained in your power,”

. cried Loud Thunder.,

“The game is up, Comanche Bill,” said Buffalo Bill

quietly. “You may as well throw up your hands and
surrender.”

“Never!”

“You have no chance.”

“No, but I'll die here in my tracks. I won’t be
bound to the stake to make sport for the squaws in a
Comanche village. And I’ll kill the girl before T go,
unless you promise to give me my life if I set her
g;lL Will you do that? T'll take your word, Buffalo

e

But the border king was not able to give it. If his

' party had been composed entirely of white men, such

a bargain could have been made, and probably would
have been kept.. With the Comanches it was differesit.

All of them, save the Red Whirlwind, would rather
hvave the scalp of their deadly enemy than save the
life of a squaw—even though that squaw was Prairie

| Flower, the pride of the ‘tribe.

This was shown by the next words that Loud Thun-
ler uttered. :

73 0 s . .
. “Charge him!” he shouted, drawing his own toma-

¥ "k and dashing forward.

Instantly Comanche Bill lifted the girl above his

head an flung her over the sheer precipice by the side
of the trail, '

Next moment he fell, pierced by several bullets, and
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in a few seconds he had been hacked to pieces by the
knives and tomahawks of the Comanches.

With a cry of grief and horror, the Red Whirlwind
rushed to the edge of the cliff, expecting to see the

mangled form of his wife far below. But the venge-.

ance of Comanche Bill had failed of its deadly pur-
pose.

At the foot of the cliff, forty feet below, there wasa
small but deep lake, into which the girl had fallep.
She had received no harm by the fall, but was it
danger of drowning.

Buffalo Bill, looking ovcr, saw tais, and v ithout a
moment’s hesitation, dived over the precipice into the
water to save her. This was a task which he easily
accomplished, as, in addition to his other athletic tal-
ents, he was a fine swimmer.

The Comanches reached their home without further
adventure, and the Red Whirlwind and Prairie Flowe‘r
were then married again according to the rites of their
tribe.

For Buffalo Bill, however, there was little rest. .HB
had scarcely finished helping the Red Whirlwind,
when he received a message urging him to repOfF’
with all speed, at the Arapahoe reservation, where his

. St P
master mind was needed to solve one of the greatest J

mysteries of the frontier.

CHAPTER XXIX.
A DANGEROUS QUEST,

Richard Eale, government agent and superintendent
at the branch Arapahoe reservation, stepped out of
his office and looked down the dusty road which led to
the southeastern hills. “He’s behind time,”* he mut-
tered, “and that’s strange.” =

There was something more than disappointment in
his expression. There was uneasiness. “It would be
terrible if he Ah, there he is now.”

The cloud left his face and he began to whistle a
lively tune.

A horseman was approaching the agency. He was
coming at a furious gallop, and the pony was covered
with dust and foam when its master brought it to an
abrupt standstill in front of the agent.

The rider dismounted and addressed Eale with a
laugh: “Made a late start, Dick. Had to. The
colonel wanted. to see me before T left, and I had to
wait for him. There was a little dance last night, and
the old man stayed up late, and as a consequence over-
slept himself.”

Eale smiled.

“I know the old boy. He’s sixty, and wants to be
as frisky as his youngest lieutenant. But it's all right.
You are here and I am satisfied.”

After an Indian had led off the pony the two men

. :
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entered the office, which was on one side of the store.
There was a little washroom at the rear, and pointing
toward it, the agent said: “I think the water in there
is calling to you. Go in and reduce your weight. 'l
wait here.”

The horseman was gone about fifteen minutes.
When he returned to the office his handsome face was
clean and shiny.

“Now, Cody,” said Eale seriously, after cigars had
been lighted, “I’ll come to business. You have been
told that I need the services of a bold, shrewd, deter-
mined man, but you have not been told what the serv-
ices,are required for, It is a very strange, and, I may
truthfully say, a horrible matter.”

Buffalo Bill flicked the ashes from his cigar. “Some-
body has been killed, I suppose,” he said.

“There has been more than one murder, Cody, and
if you tackle the case you will run a terrible risk.

“Get to the point, Eale. What is the case?”

“Tt is one of mystery and no mystery. We know
how and by whom the men were killed, but we do
not know whether the murderer is man, devil, or
beast.”

“You have excited my curiosity. I am anxious to
hear more. Hurry up with your story.”

“During the past two wmonths,” FEale continued,
“seven white men, three of them employees at this
agency, have been put to death in a horrible mannet.
Twice the assassin has been seen, once in the act of

i f
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murder and once as he or it was retreating from the
secene of the crime.”

“How did he or it look?”

“Like a monstrous tarantula. You have heard of
or seen the gigantic turtles brought to this country
from the Gallapagos Islands. Imagine a tarantula-
shaped horror of the size of one of those turtles. Well,
this hairy, creeping creature lives somewhere in the
mountains to the west, and on the trail every one of
the seven men have been slain. The body of each vic-
tim was horribly mutilated. Death was caused by
strangulation.” ot

“When did the last murder occur ?” &

“Only three days ago. A teamster, named John
Dent, was the victim. He was on his way.to Helena,
Montana, and had camped for the night in a canon,
through which flows a tributary of the Snake. He
was attacked in the morning, after bréakfa'st, and the
attack was witnessed by a government rider from a
bend in the trail high up on the mountain. The rider
was frightened half out of his wits and rode like the
wind to the agency.”

“And you want me to find and capture the slayer?”

“Yes. It’s a thundering nasty job to undertake,
but somebody must tackle it, for there is a reign of
terror in these parts, and the cafion trail is not doing
any business.” »

“What’s your opinion, Eale? Is this creeping ter-
ror a white man or an Indian?”

R
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“I have no opinion. The thing’s face has never
been seen by any one.”

“It’s one or the other,” said Buffalo Bill, with posi-
tiveness. “No spider ever grew to the size of a large
man. The creature is human. He, for, of course, it's
a man, may be mad, but there is method in the mad-
ness. 11l take the job, Eale, and i

He ceased speaking, for a woman on horseback had
just turned into the road from the thoroughfare run-
ning between lines of tepees. There was a look of
horror on her‘face, and she was unable to speak when
she confronted the agent, who with the king of scouts
had rushed to the door to meet her.

Buffalo Bill assisted her to dismount. She was
trembling all over. The agent got a glass of water,
and after she had taken a few swallows her voice came
to her. :

“My father,” she began, and then stopped, gulped
down a sob, and continued: “He is dead. A horrible
thing killed him this morning.”

“On the cafion trail ?” asked Eale quickly.

“Yes, and—and”’—she covered” her face with her
hands—*“I saw the murder done and could do nothing.
I screamed and tried to get to the spot, but I
couldn’t.”

It was some time before she was able to give a cohe-
rent account of what had occurred. She was not more
than eighteen years of age, and very comely. = Her
hands were rough from the effects of hard work, her
dress was plain, and her face browned by the sun, but

¥
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there was a certain air of refinement about her, and
her speech showed neither illiteracy nor provincialism.

“I was born.a few miles out of St. Louis,” she bhe-
gan, “and lived there until a month ago, when father,
who had sold his farm, concluded to go to Idaho. My
mother died many years ago, and I am the only child.
Last night we camped in the cafion, near the banks of
a stream. This moirning I went up the trail to gather
some wild blackberries I had noticed the afterncon be-
fore as we were approaching our camping place. I
had gone about half a mile, when I heard my father
cry for help. I ran down the trail until, through an
open space, I could see the camp. My father ‘was on
the ground struggling with some horrible thing that
looked like a monster tarantula. I screamed and tried
to advance, but my feet refused to obey my will. I
fell to the ground and screamed and screamed. At
last T managed to crawl forward. I had my pistol, and .
I fired at the thing, who was then tearing at my father’s
throat and making strange, discordant noises. ' The
bullet may not have struck the thing, but the report
of the pistol had the effect of scaring it away. It
bounded from the body of my father and was out of
sight in the brush before I could fire again.

“I went to the scene of the struggle. My poor
father was dead. He had been strangled, and—and,
oh, T can’t tell you any more.” She looked piteously
at her auditors.

For a few moments nothing was said. Then Buf-
falo Bill asked: “Did you see the face of the thing?”
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“Yes. It was covered with black hair, all except
the nose. The nose was red, very red, and was. long
and aquiline. The eyes were small and the expression
was demoniacal.”

“An Indian, probably,” said Eale. “And that re-
minds me, Cody: The Shoshones, who have a village
in a little valley over the hills beyond the cafion, are
reported to have indulged recently in-ghost dancing
in honor of the Black Spider. The dancing means
more, as you must know; it means war.”

“I thought the Shoshones were preparing to come
into the reservation, Eale?”

“So they were, but since this monstrosity has been

cutting up they have begun to sing a different tune..

I heard of the change two days ago, just after I had
sent for you, and a messenger was instantly dispatched
to notify Colonel Hoskins.”

“Whom did you send?”

“Yellowstone Mose.”

Buffalo Bill looked grave.

“I should have met him while on my way here, but
I did not do so. What pony did he ride, the black or
the chestnut?”

“Neither. Both are in pasture. The case was ut-
gent, so he borrowed a pony#of old Scar Head.”

“I remember it—mouse color with a white face.
Eale, I saw that pony two hours ago. It was with-
out a rider and was in a hollow below the trail, sad-
dle on, and munching bunch grass.”

The girl, who had been weeping silently, raised her
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head. “I saw that same pony yesterday afternoon,”
she said:

“With or without a rider?” asked Buffalo Bill.

“Without a rider. It was in the bed of the cafion
and acting very strangely. It was walking round and
round a small tree. There might have been something
at the foot of the tree, but from my position on the
trail I could not observe what it was. Father would
have stopped and investigated, if he had not feared
that too much time would be lost. He wanted to reach
a camping place before dark, and it was then within an
hour of it, and we were several miles from the place
that had been recommended to us.”

“Strange that the pony should have been in the
caion,” said the king of scouts. “It should have been
on the trail to the fort, and that is in another direc-
tion. Mose started from here, didn’t he?”

The answer increased Buffalo Bill's gravity.

“No,” said Eale, “he started from the cafion. There
is a cut-off leading from the caflon tosthe fort trail,
and as an hour at least might be saved, Mose took it.
I did not see him at all. He was in the cafion, look-
ing for the Spider, when I made up my mind to post

the colonel on the actions of the Shoshones. I sent

out an Indian with written instructions for Mose. The
Indian came back and said that he had found the scout,
had delivered the instructions, and that Mose had set
out for the fort.”

“He will never reach there,” said Buffalo Bill. “Th?
Creeping Terror has got him.”
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The girl shuddered. Eale’s face paled. The king
of scouts'got to his feet. His expression was hard,
merciless.

“I am going down to the cafion and investigate. If
Mose is dead, the thing that killed him is my meat,
or I'll count as another victim. Mose was my friend.
He was a good man. I could say more, but I reckon
you know my mind, Eale.”

The agent nodded. Then he said:

“Don’t go alone, Cody. Take some of the redskins
with you. They are all good trailers.” ;

“All right; give me three. ,Your team is all right,

' isn't it?” he said to the girl. “We will want it to
bring in the bodies.”

“The wagon is there and one horse. The one I
rode is the other.”

“Then we will take that along with us. Now, Il
have you describe the place where you saw Yellow-
stone. Mose’s pony.”

The description was given, and soon afterward Buf-

falo Bill, accompanied by three Arapahoes, set out for
the cafion.

At the camp the body of the dead farmer was
found. It was horribly mutilated, and Buffalo Bill,
gazing at it, was sharply impressed with the danger
of the undertaking he had set out to accomplish. And
this impression was accentuated when, at some dis-
tance down the cafion, at the spot indicated by the gitl,
he came upon another dead body, with the mutilation
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even more pronounced than in the case of the farmer.
The body was that of the old scout, Yellowstone Mose.

Buffalo Bill did not attempt to control his emotions
at the sight. The Arapahoes, usually stolid and seli-
contained, were wrought up to such a pitch of horri-
fied excitement that they refused to touch the body.
Expostulations, threats, failed to move them, and Buf-

' falo Bill was compelled to carry the remains of his old

comrade to the farmer’s wagon.

When the team was ready to leave he asked one of
the Arapahoes to drive it to the agency. The Indian
refused, saying that if he did so the Bldck Spider
would find and kill him.

“Him Shoshone,” he said, “and Shoshone no like
Arapahoe since Arapahoe go in reservation.”

“What makes you think the Spider is a Shoshone?”
asked the king of scouts.

“Must be Shoshone. - We find tracks go toward Sho-
shone village.”

“There’s something in that. Well, if you won't
drive, I will.”

The bodies were conveyed to the agency, and the
funeral was set for the next day. The girl, who gave

her name as Ida Small, came out of Iale’s office as

the wagon approached, and with dry eyes thanked the
king of scouts for what he had done.

“I shall cry no more,” she said, in a hard voice. I
have work to do, and I.am not going to give way
while it remains undone.”
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Not understanding her,” Buffalo Bill' responded
gently: “While I amr gone Mr. Eale will look out for
you. I anr going back to the cafton immediately.”

“T shall go with you.”

Buffalo Bill looked' at her in surprise. “Are you
in earnest?” he asked..

“T was never more so in my life.  That monster
must be kilted. -You may not be able to find and kill
it alone. You will require help. I will give it to
you.”

The king of scouts shook his head.

“You are courageous, Miss Small, and you would
do what you could, but you would probably hinder
me in my work. To speak plainly, what you prapose
is utterly out of the question. I am going out for a
scout. [ need no help. I want to. discover, if possible,
where the Spider hangs out. Having made that dis-
covery, I will come back and obtain assistance in rotit-
ing the thing out. So, you see, you could do nothing
in the way of help.” :

“You may be in danger,” she insisted, “and I might
be on hand at a critical moment.”

“The danger will be small,” he replied. “Remem-

ber that the victims of the Spider were surprised. .

They were not expecting an attack. Mine will be 2
different case. I will be on my guard, for I will be
looking for the Spider. If T should see it, I will nof
be at a disadvantage. T will be armed, and T know
how to shoot. On the other hand, the probability is

that the Spider carries no arms. Thus far he or it
3
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has fired no shots. In each murder the hands, “or
claws, have been the weapons of death.”

“You refuse, then, to allow me to go-with you?”

“T must refuse, Miss Small.”

She said no more, and the subject was not again
mentioned while Buffalo Bill was preparing to leave.

It was middie afternoon when he rode back to the
cafion. At the place where Small had camped he
tethered his pony and then started up the cafion, fol-
lowng the trail of the murderer. It was not very
clearly defined, and if Buffalo Bill had not been an
experienced woodsman he would have failed in the
undertaking.

When about three miles from the Shoshone village,
and at a point in the cafion where traveling was diffi-
cult, his éye fell upon something that made his pulses
quiver,

He was in.the bed of the cafion and at the foot of
an almost perpendicular.wall of rock. There were a
few stunted trees growing at projections on the wail,
and at about two-thirds of the distance to the top was
the opening of a cave.

It was a movement at the cave that had startled
the king of scouts. He could see neither beast nor
human 7l)eing‘. but he knew there was a living body
within the cave, for there was an agitation, not caused
by the wind, of a small bush that partly covered the
opening,

Scon from beyond the bush a rock of large size was
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disclosed. It had been shoved forward by something
or somebody concealed in the cave. Buffalo Bill
quickly changed his position, and, as he did so, the
rock came down. It struck the bed of the cafion at the
very spot that had just been vacated by the king of
scouts. :

CHAPTER XXX,
ONE SURPRISE FOLLOWS ANOTHER.

Screened from view by a mesquite bush, Suffalo

| Bill again looked up the wall. He could see the mouth

of the cave, but the occupant of it did not appear.

That the huge rock had been dropped for a murder-
ous purpose the scout was certain. He had been seen
as he moved along the bed of the cafion and his death

‘had been resolved upon. Who could the enemy be?

Who would be likely to inhabit a cave in such a queer
and dangerous place?
course.

The mission that had brought Buffalo,Bill to the
cafion was accomplished, and yet he was not satisfied.
He had found the lair of the murderer, but the mur-
derer had seen him, and if he went away to obtain as-
sistance the horrible creature would, if it possessed a
spark of intelligence, move to another retreat.

“I'm in for it, I reckon,” the king of scouts mut-
tered, under his breath. “I've got to rout cut the
murderer this afternoon, or perhaps lose all chance
of ever getting at it.” p

He scanned the surface of the wall and made up his
mind that an attempt to scale it would be the height
of folly, If let*alone, he might be able to reach the
cave, but reason told him that he would not be let

The Creeping Terror, of

alone. There were probably more rocks in the cave,
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and if he should start to climb the wall another rock
might descend to his destruction.

He determined to go farther up the cafion, climb to
the top of the bank, where traveling would be easier

and safer, and then proceed to a spot directly over

the cave, and study out some way of -descending.

This plan was carried into effeet. On. his way, by
this roundabout course, to the top of the bank, he kept
his eye en the opening, but the occupant of the cave
did not show himself or itself.

Lying flat on' his stomach, Buffalo Bill thrust his
head forward and looked down the precipice toward
the cave. What he saw was encouraging. There was
a sort of trail winding, in zigzag fashion, from the top
to the cavern’s mouth. Shallow steps had been cut in
the rock and advantage taken of an occasional erevice.

Yes, he could reach the cave, but he ‘hesitated, and
well might he hesitate. To go down there would be
to engage in the most dangerous undertaking of his
checkered life. He might set foot in the opening, buf
it was certain that he would be instantly attacked.
Would he have time to use his pistols? Might net his
feet be seized at the moment they reached the cavern
floor?

The king of scouts, brave though he was, reckless as
he had on many occasions showed himself to be, de-
hated the situation, and the more he debated it, the
less inclined was he to make that downward journey.
He told himself that it would be the act of either @

P :
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fool or a lunatic. The chancés were one hundred to
one against him.

As he lay there and pondered he saw down in the
bed of the cafnon the girl whose assistance he had re-
jected. She had refused to be guided by his advice,
or, rather, by his order, and here she was in a posi-
tion of deadly peril.

She was directly under the cave, when there ap-
peared at the opening a portion of the body of the
monstrosity which had been well named the Creeping
Terror. '

Buffalo Bill saw the hairy head and arms, but not
the face, and then gave a shout of warning to the girl.
The Terror instantly drew back out of sight, and the
next instant the king of scouts felt something heavy
upon his back. He tried to turn over, but the weight

e
increased, and strong, murderous fingers clutched his

throat. ,

“Lie still, no kill,” said a guttural voice.

Buffalo Bill paid no attention to this command, but
struggled fiercely with his adversaries. But they were
too many for him, and, besides, he had been taken at
a disadvantage. A dozen Shoshones had surprised
him, and in the end he was vanquished.

That night he rested a prisoner in ‘the Indian vil-
lage beyond the cafion. He was stiff and sore from
the beating he had received, but ‘he minded not his
hurts. All his thoughts were on the girl whom he had
seen in the cafion. Had she been killed, or had she re-

{
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P Save RN
ceived the warning in time to make her escape to the

agency?
Addressing one of his-gudrds, he asked if thre girl
had eithier been killed or captured.
“Go ask Black Spider,” was the answer.
“All right. Turn me loose and I will go and ask
him,” said the scout quickly.
Indians seldom smile. This one did.
“Buffalo Bill heap smart,” replied the Shoshone.
“Maybe better see Black Spider here.”
i 2 2 ¥
Suit yourself. Fetch him along. I reckon it's a
‘him’ ?” ;
113 ' ‘
Don’t know. Might be she. Don’t know.”
‘What do you know about this mysterious devil?”
“Know he like Shoshone.”

“You said he, and hereafter I'll speak of the thing
as a ‘he.’ Does he speak Shoshone?”

“He no speak at all.”

“Deaf and dumb?”

s
®

CONT 7

No, not deaf. You speak, he understand.”
(13 . )

Does he understand English ?"
“Same Shoshone, yes.”

(13 > 2
Lives in the cave, doesn’t he?”

' . s !
Some time, not all the time., Some time he go

away and be gone two, three months. Come back,
want to kill white man.”

“How do you know he wants to kill white man?
He can’t talk.” :

“
-“No, but he make motions.”
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“I see. Well, you tell him for me that I would like
to see him.”

“You see him soon enough. Shoshone give you te
him by and by.” S

This was not encouraging information. Buffalo Bill
turned his face away in order that the Indian might
not see the expression of horror that was written upon
it. Next morning the guard with whom he had talked
told him that the Black Spider was in the village and
might be expected at the tepee of the white prisoner
in a very short time, '

The news was gratifying, for- Buffalo Bill had the
greatest desire to look upon the monster who had mur-
dered so many white men. Half an hour after the
announcement there entered the tepee a creeping thing
that made the king of scouts shiver as he looked at it.,

Shaped like a mammoth tarantula, it was yet a man,
for the face was not the face of either reptile or beast.
Tt carried six legs, but Buffalo/Bill observed that only
four were used. The other two hung loosely from the
sides of the body. Long, coarse black hair covered

* body, legs, and a part of the face. The eyes were

small, keen, and savagely expressive. The nose was
long and hawklike.

Shuffling along the floor, the hideous monster
stopped in front of the king of scouts, and then rais-
ing one of its front legs pointed with sharp steel
claws, indicated by gestures that the presence of the
guards could be dispensed with. '

The Shoshones went out, and then the Black Spider
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~squatted on the floor and indulged in a series of low
chuckles. Buffalo Bill saw the mouth of the creature
open to display four yellow tusks that served as teeth,
and a great light dawned on his mind. The sober look
left his face and he grinned at the Black Spider, and
as he grinned he shut one eye.

“Alkali Pete, by the jumping jew’s-harp!” he whis-
pered.

The false Creeping Terror continued to chuckle.

“Ther boss racket, Buffler, ain’t it?”" he at last said.
“I shore thought it would bring down ther persimmon.
Took me some time ter rig up this yer disguise con-
traption, but I'm a bettin’ it’s all right. Fooled ther
Shoshones, an” might ha’ fooled you ef I'd kep” my
mouth shet.”

Buffalo Bill glanced anxiously at the door: “Those
guards may come back,” he said. “We'd better be
careful.”

“Don’t ye worry none about them aire,”” returned
Alkali Pete confidently, “T got permish from ther
chief ter harry ye fer an hour, an’ at ther ecend of that
time ye aire ter go off with me. Ye aire my meat,
ye understand.”

“But the real Black Spider may come to the village
at any moment.”

“Nary a come, Bufffer. T met up with a Shoshone
up ther trail who was on ther way to ther village with
a message from ther Spider to ther effeck that Spider
would come here this afternoon ter pay his respecks
ter ther white prisoner.”

-
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“How came the Shoshone to tell you this?” regard-
ing the lanky plainsman with admiration. . .

“Persuasion, persuasion, Buffler, made h1m.o_pen his
mouth an’ spit out ther words. It war this away:
I war comin’ along ther trail when ther Shoshone:
showed up. He war comin’ from ther top of ther
cafion an’ goin’ toward ther village same as I was.
When he put his lamps onto me I thou'g'ht he’d go Z]i‘ll
ter pieces. ‘Why, why,” he stuttered, in ShOSll?I]’C, I
thought ye war up to ther cave an’ war not comin’ yet
a while.’ . ,

“] shrugged my tentackles—I had only six of ,f—:m‘,
but they went all ther same—an’ reached one of “em
out liké as ] war askin’ fer somethin’.  Ther Sho-
shome fished out a piece of bark an’ handed it over ter
me. T'd shore seen such truck afore, an’ could read
what war an it. Thar war higheroglitterics, an’ the;y
said as how Black Spider would visit ther village this
arternoon. I war on to my job an’ knew what ter do,
Buffler. I tore up ther bark an’ p'intfed towar'd thex:
village. Ther Shoshone nodded an’ hit ther pike an
went on a-runnin’.” . ?

“But how did you come to put on this make-up?
Where did you get your points?” z

Alkali Pete worked up another chuckle. “Ye know
Splay Foot Charley, ther Pawnee?” e

“Of course I do. We have both worked with him.=

“He put me on ter Black Spider. Seems as 'hé)\xjdhi
met wp with ther critter two months ago'v\:hen pl #
war on his way ter start up his murderin’ campaign.
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“Twar over in Buzzard Pass, an’ Spider has made a
miscue an’ sprained his ankle. Splay Foot cemes on
him, an’ Black Spider, who can’t speak none, makes
signs that he is up ergin it. Ther Pawnee don’t know
nothin’ ergin this yer Shoshone who is playin’ tarantler,
‘an’ so he fixes up ther ankle an’ stays with Spider fer
a week.

“Yesterday, 'bout an hour arter ye'd moseyed out,
Buffler, I hits ther agency. Splay Foot war with me.
We kem from ther Yellowstone ter see how ther Sho-
shones war behavin’ themselves. We'd heerd that
they war dancin’, an’ I ’spicioned that my sarvices
might be wanted. Didn’t know ye war over here,
though. Well, Eale hed a pooty story ter tell, an’
arter he’d got through talkin’ Splay Kaot ups an’ reels
off his yarn about Black Spider. When he quit, an
ijee comes ter me. I perceeded ter put it inter prac-
tice. Splay Foot helps me out, an’ this mornin’ off I
goes ter ther cafion, rigged out as ther Creepin’ Tetror,
an’ fortified by what Splay Foot had poured inter my
year. T never knowed how we'd come out, Buffler,
until T struck ther village. Then-I wormed out all ther
details of ther plan ter send ye a-kitin’ up -ther flume.
Black Spider is ter hev ye, an’ what he aims ter do ter
ye ain't hard ter guess.”

“This Black Spider or the other one?” questioned
Buffalo Bill, with a smile.

“I reckon this Spider will hold ther fort fer a
while,” was the reply. “An’ now ter bed-rock busi-
ness. Ye aire goin’ with me, an’ I'm primed ter take

Y
i
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ye now. Delays aire plumb full of riskiness. I'll let
ther regdskins outside know that I have changed my
mind. Stidder takin’ ye away in halfun hour—I been
hyer ’bout that time, heven't I1?—TI'll perceed ter do
ther takin’ immejetly, if not sooner.”

Alkali Pete was about to crawl to the door whenAtI'le
king of scouts stopped him.

“kOne moment, Pete,” he said. “Miss Small?
Where is she?”

“Dunno. Didn’t see nothin’ of her.”

“You came along the bed of the cafion, didn’t you?”

“I shore did.” :

“And she wasn't at the agency when you left this-
morning 7"’

“No, an’ Eale war worried about her. Told me ter.
look her up. Thought I'd look ye up first. Know
ye, Buffler, an’ didn’t know her.”

“T am afraid the Spider has got her,” said Buffalo
Bill sorrowfully.

“Ef he has, we’ll get her an’ make it warm fer ther
Spider.”

Alkali Pete crawled to the door and motioned to
a group of Indians in front of another tepee. Qne
of the group was the chief, the afterward notorious
Thunder Cloud. He advanced to the false Spider and
asked : :

“Shoshones like to go and see how Black Spu?e’x:
deals with Buffalo Bill. Half an hour we be ready. .

The disguised scout shook his head, and then made
motions signifying that he wished to depart at once.
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A piece of bark was put into his claw. With the
point of a knife he scratched upon it some péculiar
marks. The chief took the bark, and after looking at
the marks informed his braves that Black Spider would
attend to the king of scouts within the cave, and' that
the victim’s dead body would be flung down the preci-
pice.

There was no debate over the matter. Such was the
power of the Black Spider that his wishes were always
heeded.

In the strong arms of Alkali Pete the prisoner was
borne from the village. Not until a bend in the trail
hid the two scouts from view did the false Black
Spider lay down his burden. He was perspiring freely
and he prostrated himself with a sigh.

“Ye aire no baby, Buffler,” he said, “an’ if ther con-
track war ter carry ye a quarter of a mile farder, I'd
chuck it up an’ quit ther game.”

“No, yow wouldn’t, Pete,” returned Buffalo Bill
composedly.

After resting a while, the comwades, the ome no
longer disguised and the other free of his honds,
started forward,

Their faces were grave, for there was little hope
of gither killing or capturing the Creeping Terror
before the arrival in the bed of the cafion of the Sho-
shones.

Alkali Pete would have objected to the coming to
that spot of Thunder Cloud and his braves, but he

r— ~
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feared that such an objection would excite suspicion
and might defeat the plan to rescue Buffalo Bill.

“With the Shoshones out of the way,” said ‘the king
of scouts, “we might make it hot for Black Spider.
One of us could go to the bed of the cafion and with a
rifle I have hidden down there cover the mouth of the
cave and shoot the Spider if he should come out to
interfere with the game of the other, who would be
taking the rock trail to the cave.”

“Shore,” said Alkali Pete. “Let’s try it, amyhow.”

They were over.the cave as these last words were
spoken. Buffalo Bill went to the brink of the preci-
pice and looked down ‘to utter an ejaculation of sur-
prise.

The Black Spider had left his hole and was going
rapidly down toward the bed of the cafion. ‘Some-
thing had brought out the creature, and the king of
scouts soon saw what that something was. A-man,
presently recognized as Richard Eale, the Indian agent,
was tiding along the cafion trail, utterly uncpnscious
of the terrible danger that menaced him.

Neither of the scouts had a rifle, but Alkali Pete
was provided with two pistols. Fle took them out
and handed one to Buffslo Bill. They fired at ‘the
same time, and beheld to their satisfaction a huge,
hairy form go tumbling twenty feet to the cafion bed.

The bushes hid the hideous form, and while they
gazed, waiting for some movement, the air ‘was filled
with savage yells. The sounds came from ‘the cafion
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below them, and the scouts knew what they meant,
The Shoshones had arrived.

Richard Eale also heard the yells, and just in time.
The Indians could not see him, owing to the bushes,
and he quickly turned his pony's head and went gal-
loping back to the agency.

Buffalo Bill saw him ride away, and breathed a sigh
of relief.

“Come,” said Alkali Pete, “let’s be meanderin’.”

“No,” was the determined reply. “Our work is not
done. I am going into that cave to find out whether
or not Ida Small is alive.”

As he spoke he walked to-a clump of cedars a few
yards from the precipice and sat down. The lanky
plainsman followed him.

“My hope is,” said Buffalo Bill, “that the Shoshones
will not come up here; at least, not in daylight. They
know we are here, and they know that our position
gives us an advantage. In all probability they will take
Black Spider’s body back to the village, leaving one or
two of the band to keep an eye on us. We will soon
know, for in about five minutes I intend to go down
into the cafion and make an investigation. If the situa-
tion is as I think it is, [ will imitate the cry of a
coyote. On hearing it you will be at liberty to come
down and help me dispose of the sentinels.”

“Wouldn’t it be better for me ter mosey along with
yer?”’ ' )

“No, for there is the possibility that Miss Small may

——a—
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come out of the cave. If she does, I wish you to be
here to take care of her.” '

“All right, Buffler, you aire runnin’ ther circus.”

Five minutes passed, and then the king of scouts
giided cautiously away. Alkali Pete shook his head as
he gazed at his comrade’s retreating form.

“Buffler am a mighty good man,” he said to him-
self, “but he’s apt ter git impetuous.. An’ he ain’t
no call ter git impetuous when all he packs is a pistol.
Ef he had two or a rifle, T shore wouldn’t be a-beefin’
none, Waal, T gotter stand it, I reckon.”

Fifteen minutes went by and no one came out of the
cave. And no cry of a coyote reached the ears of the
waiting scout.

Alkali Pete began to get uneasy. ' Ten more minutes
passed, and he was about to leave the shelter of the
cedars and go down into the cafion to ascertain what
had become of Buffalc 8ill, when he saw, creeping to-
ward him from the dewn trail, a Shoshone brave.

The lanky plainsman’s first tmputse was to shoot,
but he restrained it as le opserved that the Indian was
not.looking at the clump of trees. His eyes were di-
rected toward the precipice.

Alkali Pete made up his mind that the savage scout
believed that the region about was deserted. What
his object was the watcher could not guess. But he
Vs soon to know. On reaching the brink of the preci-
bice, the Indian straightened up, glanced about him,
and then started to descend the dangerous trail lead-
g to the cave's mouth.
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Then it was that Alkali Pete acted. Crawling out
of his covert, he struck the Shoshone a powerful blow
behind the ear. The Indian, with a scream of terror,
went down the precipice to his death.

“Good boy, Pete!”

The lanky plainsman turned to face Buffalo Bill
“There were two of them,” continued the king of

scouts. “I have settled the case of the other. This

one escaped me. He hadn’t seen me, and was on his
way up here when I went down to the cafion. Now
for the cave. Stay here, and keep a lookout while 1

am gone.”

He tvas at the mouth of the cave when Alkali Pete
was stzrtled by a hoarse puffing noise in his rear. He
laoked iround to behold an imnw:nse grizzly bear.

CHAPTER XXXI
THE FIGHT IN THE CAVE.

The big bear was not more than ten feet away from
the lanky plainsman and was standing still. For a
moment beast and human looked at each other. Then
Alkali Pete discharged his pistol. The shot took ef-
fect, but did not inflict a mortal wound, It served, in-
§lcad, to infuriate the grizzly. With a fierce snarl it
jumped for the man.

The scout fired again, and, avoiding the rush of the
bear, ran for the nearest tree. This was several rods
away down the trail, and he was near it when he stum-
!)led and fell, his revolver leaving his hand and falling
into a crevice that split the rocky eminence and ended
close to the trail.

Alkali Pete gave himself up for lost. Before he
could rise the bear would be upon him. But he made
the attempt to get upon his feet, and as he was straight-
ening himself up his surprise was profound as he saw
that the bear had stopped within a few feet of him
and was trembling as with a violent ague. It must be,
thfi scout thought, that the wounds the brute had re-
Cﬁlved were the cause of the trembling. Suddenly the
blg beast turned tail and began to run away from the
Scene,

The lanky plainsman, with a premonition of danger,
Wheeled and faced the downward slope. For several
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seconds his heart stood still. There, but a few paces

away, perched upon a bowlder, was the cause of the
grizzly's fright. There, leering at the white man, was
the Black Spider of the Shoshones.

Alkali Pete pulled himself together and drew his
knife. He had no other weapon. But he did not
advance. He watched the monster and waited for
it to either leave the bowlder or make some hostile
demonstration. _

But the Spider did not move. It sat on the big rock
and blinked its little black eyes. Its forelegs, or arms,
were crossed on its hairy breast, and there was no
sign of either knife or pistol about its persomn.

Alkali Pete was puzzled. What was in the wind?
What thought did that evil brain hold? The situation
was a most peculiar one, and he wished that Buffalo
Bill was present. He raised his voice, and shouted:

“Oh, Buffler! Come hyer, ef ye kin. Got somethin’
ter show ye.”

“There was no answer. The king of scouts wads
probably out of hearing. He had fourd business in
the cave: : ;

The Spider showed its teeth and grinned horribly
as the lanky plainsman’s call was being made. :

Something must be done. Not without misgiving
did Alkali Pete set out to do it. He drew his knife and
began to walk toward the bowlder.

The Spider slid off the rock and gave a shrill whis-
tle. Instantly from behind rock and tree along the

-
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trail befow the white man Shoshones, armed with
tomahawls and rifles, sprang out. e

Alkali Pete saw the savages, knew that he could not
make a stand against them, and, preferring death on
the rocks to death at the hands of his enemies, gained
the brink of the precipice in two leaps, and be?ore a
shot could be fired sprang into the air and shot down-
ward.

For half a minute the Indians stood in their tracks,
dumfounded at the suicidal act of the desperate white
man.  Then they rushed to the edge of the gulf and
looked down. :

An exclamation of amazement fell from the lips of
the chief as he pointed toward a stunted tree but a few
feet from the mouth of the cave.

Just leaving the tree and crawling toward the cave
was the man whose death had been looked upon as a
fu.regone conclusion. He had been miraculous]y saved.
His body had struck the tree, which grew about thirty
fch from the top of the preeipice, and he had clung
to it. Now he was making his way to a place that
Promised temporary safety.

Rifles were brought to shoulder and bullets rained
about the head of the lanky plainsman as he crawled
upward. But he seemed to bear a charmed life, for
lis progress was not stayed by the fusillade, and the
1Shloshones saw him reach and enter the underground
1ole,

: il‘llunder Cloud, the chief, turned to the Black
woider and asked a question.
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“Can the white scout hold the place?”

The hairy head of the Spider shook-violently. s
“He shall die, and be scalped by the Shoshcnes.
The hairy chin went up and down rapidly.

“Good! The Black Spider is the Great Prophet of

the Shoshones. Let him tell Thunder Cloud what

must be done.” :

The monster wrote on a piece of bark, and the chief,
reading the hieroglyphics, found savage comfort.

" While the enemies of the two scouts squatted al?out
the cave and smoked, the scouts were having a serious
talk within the cave.

Alkali Pete had been heiped into the hole by Byf-
falo Bill, who was near the opening when the rifle
shots were fired. .

Within the mouth and out of range the lanky plam%-
man sat down and wiped the perspiration from his
face. _

“By ther limpin’ cattawumpus! but that war a close
shave, Buffler.”

“Why did you jump?”’

The whole story was told.
grave. i ;

“So the monster is alive, is he? 1 feared as_muct,
for the fall he got was not a high one.” A

“We shore heven't seen ther last of him, Buffler.
Then he asked: “Did ye find ther gal?” '

“Yes, and, thank Heaven, she has not been harmt’:d-
She is in the back there, resting. I found hﬁl' tied
up and suffering. She will be all right shm.";l" :

Buffalo Bili looked
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“What did she hev ter say fer herself?”

“She was on her way to the Indian village, deter-
mined to rescue me if such a thing were possible, when
the Spider leaped on her from behind a rock where
he had been hiding. She had no opportunity to defend
herself, and was carried to the cave and bound hand
and foot. Why the fiend did not kill her is a mys-
tery.”

“She aire a woman an’ he may hanker fer a wife.”

“Maybe. And, now, well go to her. No, that
won't do.  You stay here and I'll bring her out.”

In a few minutes Ida Small appeared. She was
very pale, but she had suffered no injury and could
walk without assistance.

“I 'am glad you escaped,” she said to Alkali Pete,
after an introduction, followed by explanations, had
been made, “for men like you cannot well be spared
in these mountains. 1 know all about you:
friend Mr. Cody has told me.”

The lanky plainsman blushed.
Was: “T ain’t a patchin’ ter Buffler.”

Then, to change the conversation, he asked:

“How’s grub in this hole? Plenty of it?”

“Enough to last.a week,” replied the king of scouts.
“We are in for a siege, and we ought to hold out until
the arrival of the soldiers. Eale knows what's up, and,
of course, he has sent another messenger to the fort.”

“I'm kinder afeered of ther nighttime,” said Alkali
Pete, “They kin attack us from two directions. T’ll

Your

All he could say

| 83mble I'm on ter ther scheme them Shoshones an’ ther

et
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Black Spider hev hatched up. Ther Injun:i \\.’111 corx.:.'e
down ther trail from ther top and tller‘fag){(}er \_'.'1:1
crawl up the cliff from ther cafion bed. See if I am't
ight.” e
r]g“The scheme is not a bad one, Pete,” responded l’,)'-?.‘.f'-
falo Bill, “but I do not think it will be atten’ipte:i.
That Spider is as cunning as he is savage. He'll try
some way of routing us out. And he’ll try ’fxttcr
dark. We have got to look sharp or he’ll get us.

Ida Small shivered.

“Tf worst comes to worst,” she said resolutely, “I
will throw myself over the precipice. Mr. Allen,” nod-
ding to Alkali Pete, “has given me the CL}C.”

To this statement of intention the king of scquts
had nothing to say. Perhaps he was of the same mind
as the girl. _

At dark a fire was lighted at the cave’s mouth, .wood
for the purpose having been found in abundance in the
rear of the hole.

The cave consisted of one large, long chamber. It
was provided with all the requirements of-house-
keeping, American and not Indian customs being fol-
lowed. i . :

The sight of the utensils and the provisions induce
the belief in the mind of Buffalo Bill that the Bla'ck
Spider had passed some part of his life in a white
settlement. Perhaps he had been a ward of t'he gov-
ernment, and perhaps education and association had

caused him to forsake many of the ways of the saf'»

ages.
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“That monster has a history,” he said to his com-
panions, “and some day, if we are lucky, we may learn
it. I am satisfied he is an Indian, for no white man
would act as he has done.”

“I know he is an Indian,” said Ida Small, “for I
had excellent opportunity to study his features, And
I learned other things: The hair on his face is false.
It is bear fur, and his arms, legs, and body are in-
closed in bearskin. The other two legs, or tentacles,
are nothing but stuffed skin.”

“I supposed the make-up was bearskin and paint,”
remarked Buffalo Bill, “and that he wore gauntlets
with steel claws.”

“Yes,” replied the girl, “he has the steel claws,
and,” with a shudder, “he knows how to use them.”

Time passed, and it was about eight o’clock when
the inmates of the cave received a shock. A bullet
flattened against the rocky wall of the chamber just
over Buffalo Bill's head. It was followed by another
bullet,that whizzed past the girl’s ear.

“Quick for the rear!” shouted the king of scouts,
and they hurried to the back of the cave, turning a
torner as they did so.

“We were fools to build that fire;” said Buffalo Bill,
in angry vexation. “If I had had my. wits about me,
I would never have lighted the fire. Don’t you see
What we have done? We have pointed out the loca-
tion of the cave to Shoshone riflemen; who have taken
i station at the top of the bank on the other side of

I | the Caﬁon.”
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“Don’t blame yerself, Buffler,” spoke Alkali Pete
soothingly, “fer they could ha’ seen ther cave without
ther light. It's brilliant moonlight outside. Didu't
think of that, I reckon.”

Buffalo Bill's face cleared a little. “No, I didn't
think of the moonlight. - Yes, they would have located
the cave, fire or no fire. And now we are in for it,
sure. They know that the firing will drive us into the
rear, and that’s what they want. While we are here,
away from the mouth; some of them will slip down
from the top and enter the cave.”

“Think ther Spider will come that way?” asked
Alkali Pete.

“No, he will come from the bed of the cafion. That
was your idea, I believe.”

“T hev got a few cartridges left,” said the lanky
plainsman. “You'd better load up, I reckon” The
pistol was charged, and then Buffalo ‘Bill sighed.

“T like a fair show, Pete,” he said, “and we won't
get it. Here we are with but one pistol and one knife,
and outside, thirsting for our blood and itching for
our scalps, are a mob of savages and that hairy imp,
the Black Spider, every one except the Spider armed
to the teeth. The Spider needs no arms. His claws
and his strength suffice for his requirements.”

He turned to the girl.

“Miss Small,” he said, with a tightening of the
jaws, “we shall fight to the death, but take my word
for it, no Indian bullet shall reach your heart, no In-
dian tomahawk shall cleave your skull.”

o .
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“I understand,” was the low reply, “and I thank
you.”

They heard the ping of other bullets, and then for
the space of five minutes there was silence.

When the attack was renewed Buffalo Bill and Al-
kali Pete were where they could watch the outlet. The
fire had burned down, and gave but little light.

As they watched, a huge, grotesque form, with a
rope around the body, suddenly abscured the patch of
moonlight beyond the red embers of the fire. It was
the Black Spider of the Shoshones. The face could
not be seen. :

A pistal shot rang out, and the Spider fell beside
the fire and lay still. Two mare shots were poured
into the body, and more still would have followed if
Alkali Pete had mnot whispered to his comrade:
“That’s enough. He’s shore dead, and ye heven't
many cartridges left.”

“Three, that’s all,” said Buffalo Bill.

With anxious hearts the scouts waited for the next
move of the enemy. They had expected that an In-
dian or two would follow the Black Spider into the
cave, and were puzzled when the moments went by
without the appearance of a Shoshone.

At last there eame the somnd of something serap-
ing against the rock outside the cave. Soon a log of
wood swung in front of the cave mouth. The fire
was now so low that its light was of no use to the
watching scouts. They had to depend on the moen-




230 The Fight in the Cave.

light, and as they looked they became aware of the
fact that there was an Indian behind the log.

He made no attempt to step into the cave, but
clutched the log and hung there, without movement.
His arms and a part of his head could be seen.

“Ye kin fetch him, Buffler,” whispered Alkali Pete.
“Better blaze away, hedn’t ye?”

“No.”

During the minute which followed the appearance
of the log Buffalo Bill had been doing some responsible
thinking.

“Pete,” he whispered, “we have been fooled, and if
I had fired at that thing behind the log my foolish-
ness would have reached the limit.”

“What do ye mean? Some gum game we've rui
agin’?”

“Yes, and the object is to have me fire off every
cartridge I've got. With no defense, except one knife,
our capture or death, in the minds of those devils out-
side, would be easy.”

“Then, that aire Injun huggin’ ther log is no In-
jun, eh?”

“He is no more an Indian than that heap of skin
and rags beyond the fire is the Black Spider.”

Alkali Pete whistled softly.

“Dog my skin,” he said, “but I shore believe ye're
right. Who'd 'a’ thunk it? Come ter think, we'd
orter thunk it, fer ther fake Spider never moved arter

it drapped to ther floor, nor made a cheep with ifs
mouth.”

Lls W st me— e
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“The Shoshones found the disguise you used, Pete,
and, after stuffing it, made it play the game that came
close to winning out.” '

The lanky plainsman nodded, and then said:

“I'm goin’ ter cut that aire rope.”

Before Buffalo Bill could open his mouth to remon-
strate Alkali Pete had started for the mouth of the
cave. He did not walk boldly in the middle of the
passage, but hugged the wall on one side.

At the mouth he stopped and listened intently. All
was still outside.

Reaching up, he cut the rope, and the log with the
Indian dummy dropped to the bed of the cafion.

The fall of the log brought a rifle fire from across
the cafion. When the fire ceased the reckless plains-
man beat a quick retreat to the rear of the cave.

“Ye're right about ther Spider, Buffler,” he said, -
“fer T gin ther corp a kick, an’ it war skin an’ rags
that met my foot.”

“The next to show a form will be a live Indian,”
said Ida Small.

“What makes you think so?”’ asked the king of
scouts. '

“Because the Shoshones must have come to the con-
clusion that all the ammunition in the cave has been
exhausted. They hoped such was the case when you
and Mr, Allen got through firing at the bogus Spider,

bit to make sure they lowered the log and dummy
Indian,”
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”

“If you are right
ing and raised his revolver.

Two Indians had reached the mouth of the cave.
One had been lowered from the summit, the other
had come from the side, by the trail.

They leaped over the red coals of the fire and then
dropped to their hands and knees.

“Wait,” whispered Buffalo Bill to Alkali Pete, “until
they get to the turn.”

The Shoshones crept rapidly along the floor of the
cavern. At the turn they stopped and one of them
thrust his head a little beyond it so as to locate the
white scouts and the girl. What he saw he never
spoke of, for a knife was buried deep in his neck.

As the blow was given Buffalo Bill dashed arcund
the turn and grappled with the other Indian, who, as-
saulted so suddenly, had no time to fire his revolver.

The struggle was short. It was a case of pigmy
against giant.

The king of scouts was rising from the conflict when
a bullet struck him in the shoulder. Indians were pour-
ing into the cave. Crack went his pistol, and quick
upon the report he rushed into the midst of his savage
enemies.

He was assailed on all side by Shoshones, and
though he fought with desperate valor, he was at last
laid low, his body covered with wounds.

Buffalo Bill stopped speak-

CHAPTER XXXII.
BUFFALO BILL IN DEADLY PERIL.

Richard Eale, Indian agent, was in a peck of trou-
ble. The Shoshones were up m arms, and a report
had come in that the agency was to be attacked. The
Arapahoes were excited, and Eale learned that they
were considering the matter of revolt. They had not
been friendly with the Shoshones, but, rather than
stand by the agent and assist in repelling the expected
attack, they might think it advisable, as a measure of
personal safety, to side with the assailants.

No aid from the military was to be hoped for. Eale
had sent another messenger to the fort as soon as he
had reached his office after his escape from the cafion,
whither he had gone to ascertain what had become
of Buffalo Bill and Ida Small. The messenger had re-
turned with news that the troep of cavalry, under
command of Colonel Hoskins, had gone to quell an up-
rising of Cheyennes. It would be a week, at the
earliest, before the soldiers would return.

Eale was in despair. The Shoshones might appear
within twenty-four hours, and so large was their force
that he knew he could not hold out against them. And
if the Arapahoes joined the Shoshones an hour waould
suffice for the reduction of the agency and the mur-
der of the few white men connected with it.

The whites were three teamsters, used to Indian
warfare and brave, dependable men. And there was
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the Pawnee, Splay-foot Charley, who had taken the
message to the fort. He was worth half a dozen
ordinary men. But what could even ten men accom-
plish when opposed by a small army of bloodthirsty
savages? FEale was convinced that Buffalo Bill, Al-
kali Pete, and Ida Small had either beeri captured by
the Shoshones, or had been murdered by the Black
Spider.

A week had elapsed after the departure of Buffalo
Bill from the agency. Arapahoe scouts had tried to
ascertain the fate of the famous border fighter, but
without result. The cafion was occupied by the Sho-
shones, and the scouts had not dared to venture far in
its depths.

Splay-foot Charley advised Eale to leave the agency
and seek the nearest white settlement, which was sev-
enty-five miles away.

“You risk your life, stay here,” he said. “Let
agency go. Arapahoes take care themselves.”

The agent shook his head.

“That would be an act of cowardice, Charley. I am
here in_a responsible position. I cannot desert my
post. T am not sure that the Arapahoes will turn
against me. I have had one talk with them. I am
going to have another to-day.”

Not long after this conversation a scout came ifl
with the report that the Shosiiones had fixed the time
of attack. Tt would take place three days hence, after
midnight.

The scout -had managed to work his way into the
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Shoshone village, and had been a listener to a conver-
sation between Thunder Cloud and some of the mem-
bers of the council.

Had he seen or heard anything of Buffalo Bill, Al-

_kali Pete, or Ida Small? No, he had not.

Eale left the scout to have his last talk with the
Arapahoes. - If he could not induce them to defend
the agency, he would gather all the arms and place
them in the store. There, with the three white em-
ployees, he would make his stand.

While he was haranguing the Indians, Buffalo Bill,
Alkali Pete, and Ida Small were in the cave, guarded
by the Black Spider.

The king of scouts and his comrade had each re-
ceived numerous wounds in the desperate fight in the
cave, but as none of them were serious they were
now so far recovered that if they had been free of
their bonds they could have given good aceount of
themselves. :

The Black Spider was lying at the mouth of the
cave watching the movements of a detachment of
Shoshones in the cafion when Buffalo Bill, stretched
out on the hard floor at the rear of the cave, said to
Alkali Pete, who was at his side: ‘I have made a dis-
covery. The Spider is not dumb. A little while ago
he crawled in here, took a look at us, thought we were
all sleeping, and opened his mouth and said, just abov.c
a ‘whisper: ‘To-morrow they die. No use to wait
longer.”” o
“Well, T'll be teetotally goldurned. Been workin’
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the:r Shoshones as well as us. Whatever hey he been
doin’ ther mum act fer? Got any notion, Buffler ?”

“He's half crazy. = That will explain the tarantula
_make-up and a lot of other things. When he comes
in here again I'm going to tell him that I am on to his
little secret.”

“Did he speak in English, Buffler ?”

‘Yes, and I believe he can speak it well.”

Soon after j[his the Black Spider crawled into the
presence of his captives. “How’s the weather out-
s_1de? asked the king of scouts pleasantly. “Look
like rain?”

.The little black eyes winked rapidly and the hairy
chin bobbed up and down.

- Buffalo Bill laughed.

[ 7 — > n -
X.ou are a pretty good actor, Spider,” he said, “but
the time has come when you might as well shed your

disguise. You are no more dumb than I am. I have
leard you talk.”

The Spider stood up, folded his arms, and fixed a
stern gaze upon the prisoner. In this attitude his ap-
pearanc? was nearly as grotesque as it had been when
he was imitating the postures and actions of a taran-
tula. |

“Yank off those fake tentacles and shed the chunks
of bfear skin on your face, and you'll look a sight
prittler,” sarcastically advised the king of scouts.

: Scum of the earth!” hissed the strange being,
your hours are numbered. Yes; I can talk, English
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talk, too. - You know it, but you shall never tell any

one else,”
The Spider’s voice was like low thunder. It was
the heaviest, deepest voice Buffalo Bill had ever lis-

tened to.

“Why have you let me live so long?” was the
scout’s cool inquiry.

“A sick man cannot suffer like a well man. I want

you to suffer up to the limit.”

Ida Small, who reclined a few yards from the scouts,
and who had listened in astonishment to this conver-
sation, now spoke:

“Do you intend to kill me, too?”

The Spider walked over to the girl, and, squatting
down, brought his hideous face close to hers.

“No,” he said, in a tone meant to be soft and tender,
“I will not kill you,” When you are my wife the cloud
that had been so long in my brain will disappear.”

She closed her eyes and tried to repress an exhibi-
tion of her horror and repulsion. The Spider con-
tinued : ;

“T have been to the white man’s school. I can read
and write. Some time I will be chief of the Sho-
shones. Then I will cast aside the mask of the taran-
tula.”

“An Indian should not marry a white girl,” she
said, with all the calmness she could muster.

“Why not? We will found another and a more in-
telligent race. Pocahontas married Rolfe, and there
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are many chiefs who have taken wives from among
their white captives.” ;

The girl changed the subject.

“Why do you hate the white men?” she asked.

“You owe your education to them and you ought to be
thankful.” ;

His teeth gritted and his eyes glittered murderously.
“Why do I hate them? I will tell you: They slew
my mother and my sister. I was at school, the ward
of the government, when the news came that my
mother and sister, who had been living in a settlement
of the whites, had been slain in their beds. Burglars,
white burglars, had entered the house and had added
murder to robbery.”

“I remember the affair,” said Buffalo Bill. “The
burglars were caught and hanged. So you are the
brother who went mad and was sent to an asylum?"
 “T was sent there when I was only half mad. I
escaped and came here to avenge the murder.”

“« y . .

“TlIt has been avenge(,’. said the king of scouts.
e murderers were punished. They were not rep-

resentative white men. They were outlaws, and as

such were hunted down and killed by the law-abiding

white people against whom you have foolishly regis-
tered an oath of vengeance.”

“They were whites, and that was enough for me,”
was the harsh reply. “Bad Indians would not have
(101?e what they did. 1 have sworn that two hundred
white lives shall pay for the lives of my loved ones.”

»
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He dropped to all fours, and without another word
went back to the mouth of the cave.

The prisoners had been bound with reatas made of
horsehair. They were never left alone more than
fifteen minutes at a time, and all attempts to free
themselves, made during the Spider’s periods of ab-
sence, had resulted in failure. i

In the back part of the cave the light was dim, and,
though the prisoners had been many days in the hole,
they had not been able to see all the details of the
wall formation. ‘

Above the spot where Ida Small lay was a jet-black
space. It was about halfway up the wall, and around
it the color was lighter. Buffalo Bill had many times
fized his eyes on the black spot.

“There must be a hole there,” he said to his com-
panions in misery, “and if I were free I would take
pleasure in examining it.” :

“Yes, if ye war free,” grunted Alkali Pete. “But
ye ain’t, an’ so what’s ther use ter be indulgin’ in
1B TR .

There was silence for a while. Then Buffalo Bill
startled the lanky plainsman and the girl by this quiet
announcement : “I am going to be free.”

“Ye aire?” said Alkali Pete, in a tone of utter disbe-
lief. “I'm shore glad ter hear it. It's a statement
that stamps ye as a man of resource, Buffler; likewise
a man of genius. Ef ye will git yer idee patented, ye
might be able ter git rich an’ hev some fun outer life.
So ye're goin’ ter git free? Well, by gum.” ‘
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Buffalo Bill took no offense at these words

“Think I'm joking, do you?' he replied. “Just
hold your horses for a Iittle while and I'll show you
something.”

But nothing was shown until after the next visit
of the Black Spider.

“It 1s a wonder to me,” remarked Buffalo Bill,
when the Spider was out of sight, “that I have not
thought of the scheme before, and it is still a greater
wonder that the Spider, cunning wretch as he is, has
not thought of it also and taken measures to prevent
its being put into operation.”

“Say, Buffler,” said Alkali Pete, “I wants ter ask
yer parding. Ye aire too serious ter be playin’ with
our feelin’s. What's ther scheme?”

“It's an old one. Rats have tried it, so have other
amimals. What's the matter with using my teeth on
your bonds, and then when you are free what’s the
matter with your untying me, and also Miss Small?”

“Ther jumpin’ Guyascutis, Buffler, but ye sartinly
hev struck it. Go ahead., Them biters of yourn aire
better'n mine, or I'd perpose ter do ther bitin’ myself.”

Buffalo Bill rolled closer to the lanky plainsman,
fmfl then began to use his strong, sharp teeth on the
!?.mr rope which encircled his comrade’s wrists. Be-
fore the expiration of ten minutes Alkali Pete was on
his feet free of his honds,

I.3efore begirming the work of untying the ropes
which secured the king of scouts, Pete looked arommd
the bend to see if the Spider had moved. To his sur-

ke
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prise, the mouth of the cave had no occupant. The
monster -had gone.

“He has not gone far,” said Buffalo Bill. “The
Shoshones are probably near here, and he has departed
to have a talk with Thunder Cloud.”

“That’ll gin us more time, Buffler. Hope he'll stay
away an hour.”

After Alkali Pete’s work had been done, Buffalo Bill
felt in his pocket for his match safe. He feared that
it might have been taken from him, but it was there,
and with his face in front of the black hole in the wall
he lighted a match and looked in. It was as he had
conjectured, a hole, and it extended inward about
fifteen feet. An article lying a few feet from the
opening made his eyes shine with delight. It was the
pistol Alkali Pete had given him, and which he had
used in the fight. He took it up. There was one
cartridge in the magazine.

“I am going in this hole, Pete,” he said. “I have
a hunch that I will find something that will redound
to our advantage. Keep an eye on the mouth while T
am in the hole, and if you see the Spider, let me know
and I will be out in a twinkling.”

But no enemy came to disturb Buffalo Bill's work.
He was out of sight, but not of hearing, and Ida
Small, who stayed under the opening while Alkali Pete
watched by the bend, could hear dirt or sand fall at
the end of the hole. Fifteen minutes passed and then
the girl, gazing into the hole, saw a ray of light at the
end.
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The two scouts and Ida Small were in the hole, Buli-
falo Bill in advance, when the Black Spider, who had
gone a little way down the cafion, entered the cave
and walked quickly to the rear where he had left his
prisoners.

His amazement knew no bounds when he found
thzt the two men and the girl were not there.

Without glancing at the hole, which, owing to the
{act that Buffalo Bill's body was then filling up the
to the crevice, looked then as black as ever,
he rushed to the mouth of the cave, and, leaning out,
looked up and down and sideways. .

Seeing nothing, he returned to the rear and lighted
a match. The hole at once attracted his attention.
Buffalo Bill had just emerged from the crevice, Alkali
Pete was in the act of doing so, and Ida Small was at
the point that had been the end of the hole before the
king of seouts had proken' down,the barrier.

The Spider saw her, and a’savage scream escaped
inserting his body in the l]OIC, he
he girl, who when the

opening
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scream came had ceased to move.
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o 1. Alarge rock had taken
i t e sand and soil he had removed
. _;lf alo Bill left the crevice. | (
termination. ‘

. The openi
€ opening

-5 s face set in 0'1'i.n1 1
6 < o'y s > ae-
himself, “but hcl h; ﬁ]mwr has got them,” he said to
e L shall not keep them o T
am going to have it out \x-itl] ],'.' L.I\e. or die, I
Form vith this devil in human

Without an i

an mstant’s delay he 1

trail th S e ay he began to descend t

1 at zigzagged along the face of the preci .he
an} led to the mouth of the cave P

f he had been i St
o gte’l(i]'l)cu] I a passion, if his nerves had been
o O-f t‘] ier, he \t.'ould probably have reached the
less> ol ]]'e cave without accident. But in his recl
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s ,]1'151 foot slipped and he fell, only to strike

e \; 1ich had saved the life of Alkali Pete

As he hung by i s ’
the mouth ofb']b) t,he strongest limb he looked toward
el the cave but a short distance away. The
been seen, II_]IOt ”.mre, consequently his fall had not
to face th'e rb Cl\lalsed his body, and, in doing so, had
0 T—; y W(?”' A hoarse cry made l‘1im cease
oy hope‘ﬂe ]e }l.‘s’ﬂm looked toward the cave, and his

d; for there, creepi : =
Sl : €, Creeping out of it
him, was the terrible Black Spider g
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CHAPTER XXXIIL
A SURPRISING ENCOUNTER.
Buffalo Bill shut his eyes. He believed his time had
There was no hope of escape.from a terrible
death. If he let go his hold on the tree and dropped,

he would be a mangled corpse in a few seconds. If he
held on, this Creeping Terror above him would drop
a rock upon his head and down he would go in spite

come,

of himself.
He opened his e
he could.
a few feet from

To his surprise the Spider stopped
a projection of the

yes, resolved to hold on as long as

the tree and said, as he clutched
wall :

“You are not playing in 1
trymen would put it.”

He grinned malevolently. “It is too bad, for if you
had succeeded in getting away you would have found
the road open to the agency. The Shoshones have left
the cafion. They have all returned to the village to
prepare for the attack on the agency. That little af-
fa2ir will come off three days hence. It is a pity you
cannot be there to assist your friend, M. Eale.® He s
in a bad way. No one te help him but three white men.
The soldiers are not at the fort. They have gone td

kill a few Cheyennes.”
The Spider chuckled over a situ
liking. Buffalo Bill gritted his teeth in im

r

ack to-day, as your coun-

ation so much to his
potent rage.
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“It was a wise thought of mine,” the hideous wretch
continued, after a pause, “to close that opening you
made. I waited for some moments for you to come
down, as did your comrade, and then the idea came to
me that you were aiming to get at me from the mouth
of the cave. So I closed the opening and hurried out
here. Just in time, wasn't 1?”

“What have you done to the girl and Alkali Pete?"
asked the king of scouts, as he wound his legs about
the tree.

"I have done for them,” was the savage reply.

“Killed them?”

“No. They are alive, but their period of existence

- will be short. As soon as I have attended to you I
shall go back to the cave and finish the job.”

“You won’t murder the girl, will you?”

“Yes, curse her! She called me 2 gimlet-eyed
scarecrow, and tried to scratch my. face. She shall
die.” :

Buffalo Bill in changing his position to relieve the
tension on the muscles of his arm felt some hard
substance press against his side. His heart gave a
thump. Something had been breught to his remem-
brance; something that spelled hope in large letters. It
was the revolver he had so recently recovered. The
magazine, as has been stated, held one cartridge. The
fall, the shock it occasioned, added to the sudden ap-

pearance of the Black Spider, had driven all thought
of the weapon from his mind.
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1, ,' 4
Concealing his reclings under a mack of anxiety
1 fear, he asked: 2
and . tear, e ¢ ; :
i e Tlrow M
“How do you intend to serve me? Tlrow m;“do“
yrecipice, or lasso and drag me to the caver:

the 1 : ey
The Spider’s small eyes twinkled with evil pleasure.

“You've given me the idea,” he SATCN L Sl s 1O saut.s-

5 CHEsE: ; 0

faction to chuck you down the precipice. I .\\ant :
kill vou with my own hands, to tear ycu to piece

ray et Y0 the cave, but the
had thought of a way to get you to Mol
plan you mentioned suits me $0 well that I s ado

~ SO LY
it. I'll go and get 4 lasso. ; =
While the Spider was away Buffalo Bill drew out his
revolver and hid it in his breast. o
Tn a few minutes the Spider returned. In one h \1
1 O (™ e '1' (|
was a hair rope. After the noose had been made anc
as 4 fal .

| Spi ht TO-

the coils prepared the Spider caught hold of the p

sso over his
iection in the rocky wall and swung the lasso over

head. ; b
“Now!"” he velled, and at the instant Buffalo Bill’s

The lasso dropped from the Spider’s

‘evolver spoke. E T
revoly p He gave a sharp

“hand and fell down the precipice. :
ery and then turned and started for tae cav . ;Lo
; o e o H
The king of scouts waited. Soon the Spic LrH fbfn
3 \ i it rould fall.
to squirm in agony, and it seemed as if hlc (\1\'? (]t (hc

D ; u

i ogie as slow and ‘diffic

But though his progress wa

managed to reach the cave.
When his feet touched firm gx"o:md
forward a few paces and then fell in a heal?.
Buffalo Bill went after him with celerlt)lr.. i
As he stepped into the cave he clubbed his pistol,

he staggered
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b / 1S ey
lut W l(}len his eyes fell on the motionless heap he
ower e : f
lowere the weapon and stood for some moments gaz-
- 'k - 3 =
ing dF what had been but a short time before an active
satanic agency. ’
Phe-Siai o :
ll)h?. Spider moved slightly and then groaned
£ B B Q 1 i .
] )uﬁaio Bill stooped and seized the outstretched
claws. No possum game for hi :
. game for him, But the Spi
. { . 1E ider w
not shamming., ol ia ]
felt the grip of
he said:

He was vt H

He was near death’s door, and as he

£ 1.2 o )

the white scout his eyes opened, and
»

1 1S (0] at(_ ior t v
‘ [(lle I 1(1181 1 m 11 1 1€ \h]te man. I was

The words were spoken with difficulty. He tried

to say mor th
y more, but the only sound he could make was a

IO(LSG gurgite. 1 ] 1]\ aea 1]. ] lCl\ a”d lle
s & L((L.IIV 1 € 1 f

; c
: L Da

Buffalo Bill did not leave the body until he was sat-

1sfied that life was extinct
rear.

((’rl
1at you, Buffler ?” sai fai
, butfler?” said a faint voice i
: 1 as the king
of scouts turned the hend o e

A great Io 0%
t ( Wwoae fa Ve . 1 1

o ,{bl ez oad was taken from his mind when he
rd his old comrade speak.

“Yes,” he answered, “a ider i
swered, “and the Spider is dead.”

‘K]‘ 1 i 1
L heerd ther shot an’

! shot an’ T shore ¢ y
s shore thought velc . Y
ther C()n(len]ned Cﬁtt(‘.‘i_‘ 5 ¥ 1 fe.tChCLl

I'm mot -vin’
he’s hi - . ot sorryin’ any, bekase
. lre:.1tﬂth.er ﬂn.Tﬂe. He mighty nigh done me up, an’
: S 1e1‘ gal I dunno what he done ter her.”
1 the dim light Buffalo Bill could see the forms of

Chen he hurried to ‘the *
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Alkali Pete and Ida Small. They were lying a few
feet apart, each bound hand and foot.

He went over to the girl, and, stoeping, listened: for
the sound of breathing. ‘““She’s not dead, Pete,” he
said, in great relief. ‘“Stunned, probably.”

“Treated somethin’ ther same as I war, [ reckon.”

There was water in the cave, and the king of scouts
first untied the ropes abeut the girl's person, and then
applied water to the face and head. The effect was
immediate. She opened her eyes and sighed,

Leaving her for a time, Buffalo Bill proceeded to
relieve the lanky plainsman of his bonds. “Hurt
much ?”’ he asked.

“No, Buffler. T gota crack on ther cabesa that shore

put me outer business fer a spell. But it’s nothin’ ter

worry over. This yer skull o’ mine ain't in ther mush

class. I've felt of it an’ its all thar.”

But when Alkali Pete tried to get to his feet he
found that much of his strength had departed. Stag-
1e leaned against it and watched
Buffalo Bill, who had returned to the side of the girl.

She was moaning and her hands were twitching.

The king of scouts lighted a match and looked
around for a torch. He believed there was one in the
cave. At last he found it. By its light he examined
the girl’s hurts. There was blood on her head, but in
no other place. With water he washed away the blood
to discover a long, ugly scalp wound above one, of the
ears. Feeling about it, he was relieved to find that

the skull had not been fractured.

gering to the wall, I
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After he had bound up the wound he lifted her in
his arms and carried her to the mouth of the cave,
where the air was fresh. She smiled as he gently laid
her down.

b ) :

I'm ever so much better,” she said. “The pain
doesn’t amount to anything, and as soon as ‘this faint-
ness passes away I'll be ready to go with you.”

e, : i ;

Or to follow my instructions, which amounts to the
same thing.”

“Yes, I'll do whatever you say. I have lost faith in
my own intelligence.”” Her eyes fell on the body of
the Black Spider. “Ugh!” she cried. “Take it away,
please.”

.The body was dragged to the rear, and Buffalo
Bill took Alkali Pete’s arm and assisted him to the
front.

There was blood on the lanky plainsman’s head, and
the king of scouts, ‘with an apology for his neglect,
brought out some water and played surgeon so suc-
ceisfully that Alkali Pete was soon able to execute
a jig.

“Whoopee, Buffler!” he exclaimed as he shook his
long legs on the rocky floor, “but this yer’s a funny

layout. Ther cave is hospittle fer broken heads. Or
ye might call it Doctor Cody’s Sammyterium. Hyer
we be, Miss Small an’ me, both in ther same fix. Orter
hev our” pictures took. T.ook pooty in a fotygraf,
wouldn’t we, Miss Small ?”

The girl laughed. The cool, invigorating mountain

| war hidin’ at ther end ter grab me..
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air, Buffalo Bill's efficient minisirations, and the un-
impeded circulation of blood, all had contributed to
strengthen her.

“Now is a good time,” said the king of scouts, “for
the telling of what happened after I left both of you
in that hole.”

“My story is a short one,” replied Tda Small. i
was seized by that horrible monster, dragged back to
the cave and flung brutally upon the rocky floor. I
knew no more until I spened my eyes, Mr. Cody, and
saw you bending over me.”

“An’ as fer myself,” said Alkali Pete, “T got about
ther same kind of a dose. I heerd Miss Small scream
an’ went back ter help her. Thar war no one in ther
hole as T erawled through it, an’ I knowed ther Spider
But I war too
mad ter turn back. I did git out my knife, an’ I had
it in my hand when T poked my head outer ther hole
ter look inter ther cave. An’ it war about that time

that T seen stars. Somethin’ forcibly interdooced itself
ter my cabesa, an’ ther next thing I knowed I didn’t
know nothin’. When I woke up I war lyin’ on ther
floor of ther cave tied up fer keeps. Ther Spider
war thar in front of me, an’ I spoke ter him an’ asked
fer a drink of water. T’ll be everlastin'ly skyugled
¢f he didn’t git ther water. Soon arter T’d imbibed he
left me ter go ter ther front. Thar he met with ther
surprise ye'd been fixin’ up fer him, Buffler. How
tid ye work it?”

The explanation was given, and then the kmg of
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scouts said: “As soon as Miss Small is able to walk,
Pete, you must escort her to the agency.”

“What!” exclaimed the lanky plainsman.  “Ain’t
ye goin’ along, too?”

“No. I shall remain here.”

The girl and Alkali Pete looked at him in amaze-
ment, He continued calmly: “It is a case of must
be. T'll explain.
attack the agency three days from now.
must never be made,
attacked. They must be taken by surprise while they
are sleeping in their village.”

That attack

“How’s all this ter be done, Buffler?”’

“By hard work and cunning.
work, Pete, but I think you can do what is necessary
to be done.
before T shot him, I am of the opinion that there are
squabbly times at the agency. Eale knows that an
attack has been planned, and perhaps he knows the
date. He can expect no help from the fort, and he
has only three white men with him. It is probable that
the Arapahoes are in two minds about assisting Eale
in the defense of the agency. Now it will be your

business, Pete, to bring those Arapahoes into a proper

state of mind. - Tell them that T am alive, and in the
village of the Shoshones getting in work that will not
help the Shoshones any when the fight is on.

know Pete, and they know me. With you to lead then 3
A . 3 - . ] "

for a niglt surprise their fears of defeat will vanish.
i

The Shoshones have laid plans to |

Instead, the Shoshones must be §
Afident reply.
Hplanned to do, Miss Small.
Wthat Alkali Pete operated in, but the real thing. I shall

You’ll have hard

From what the Spider said to me just S

They

it for the attack on the agency.
jt out for the village to-day.”
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“T’ll shore work 'em up, Buffler, but consarn me ef

4] kin git.on ter ther part ye aire goin’ ter play.”

“I am going to play the part of the Black Spider,”

Yreplied Buffalo Bill quietly.

“No, no!” protested Ida Small. “It will not be safe.
The Shoshones know that 4lkali Pete here played the

§5pider, and if you attempt f the deception will be sus-

pected and you will be put to a test that will lead to

Jexposure.”

“I do not think I will be suspected,” was the con-
“You do not understand what I have
I shall not use the disguise

strip the Spider, and in the Spider’é togs, made up
exactly as he appeared, shall proceed to the village of

Sthe Shoshones, and by using the influence the Spider
Mpossessed, make it possible for the Arapahoes, under
MAlkali Pete, to win a complete victory.”

“That’s shore somethin’ like it,” was the lanky
plainsman’s comment,

“When I start for the village,” continued Buffalo
Bill, “I shall take with me the disguise that Pete made
tse of, By doing this there will be little danger of any

Nispicion entering the minds of the Shoshones that I

im not the Simon-pure article. It is necessary that the

Mtscape from death of you, Miss Small, Alkali Pete,
Nind myself, shall not be discovered before the time

Therefore, I must

Late in the afternoon Ida Small and Alkali Pete

)
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reached the agency. They did not take the cafion trail,
but went a roundabout way which placed them beyond
the radius of danger. .

- The lanky plainsman had been instructed to arrange
for an attack on the Shoshone village on the night
preceding that fixed for the descent on the agency.

Fale was delighted to see him, and when he learned
of the escape of the king of scouts, and the daring
work he had obligated himself to accomplish, his
spirits rose and he declared that the Arapahoes would
now be easy to manage.

“Trot ’em out an’ let me hev a go at them,’
Alkali Pete.

The Arapahoes were assembled and treated to a
speech that had the effect desired. Without one dis-
senting voice they promised to support the agent.

The lanky plainsman was made commander in chief
“of the agency force, and he made good use of the
time at his disposal in instructing both the whites and
the redskins in the tactics he purposed employing in
the coming attack.

Tt was late in the affernoon when Buffalo Bill, in
the make-up of the Black Spider, left the cave and
crawled along the trail leading to the Shoshone vil-
lage. '

He carried with him the Spider disguise that Alkali
Pete had worn, and it was well that he did so, for on
entering the cafion he met a Shoshone brave who had
just come from the village.

The king of scouts had provided himself with‘a

b

said

9 taste,

i cave,

-
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number of strips of bark, and after he had made signs
to the Shoshone to sit down he began to scratch on
one of the strips.

He passed it to the Indian, who read this question:
“Why have you come here?”

The answer came: ;

“Thunder Cloud would speak with Black Spider.”

More writing to make this statement: “The Black
Spider is on his way to the tepee of the great chief of#%

A the Shoshones.”

“Tt is well,” was the reply. “The Spider will go

4 to Thunder Cloud, and Long Knife will go to the cave
d to keep guard while -the Spider is away.”

This proposition was not to the disguised scout’s
He did some more writing.
“The Black Spider needs no one to look after the
His prisoners are dead.”

“Thunder Cloud would have Long Knife stay in
A the cave until he sends for him.”

The Shoshone spoke coldly. There was no suspi-
con in his face, but it was plain to be seen that he

intended to obey the order of the chief.

Buffalo Bill knew it would be bad policy to set his

Lauthority against that of Thunder Cloud. And while
dhe knew this he knew also that to allow the Indian to

g0 to the cave would be fatal to his plan. Pretending

Ito make a virtue of necessity, he bade Long Knife pro-

teed to the cave.
To go on, the Indian would have to pass the falsc
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Black Spider, who
one side of the trail.
Long Knife arose and stepped forward. He was
within a foot of the disguised scout when two hairy
arms shot out, and Long Knife, caught by the legs, was 3
thrown viclently to the ground. The fall stunned him, "
and when he opened his eyes he found that he could

gg Mmove neither hand nor foot.

“I ought to have killed you,” said Buffalo Bill, in
Shoshone, “but somehow, being William F. Cedy, I
reckon, I couldn’t make up my mind to do it. I always
like to give a man a show when the issue is life or 3
death. You were too easy.”

The Indian smiled, and noting that smile the king
of scouts wondered greatly. '

was squatted on the ground en

“Buffalo Bill would have been sorry if he had killed 3
me,” he replied. '
“Would, eh? Well, maybe I would, for as I have

intimated, I don’t take any stock in cold-blood busi-
ness.”’

“He would have been sorry if there had been a fair
fight and T had been the loser. Let the great white
warrior take a good look at TLong Knife. Perhaps
he will remember that he has before met his pris-
oner.”

The king of scouts looked long and earnestly at the
Shoshone. Then he shook his head.

“T am afraid it is one on me,” he said. “To the
best of my recollection I never saw you before.”

/ A=
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“I am tall and slender, am I not?”

“Sure, and by the same token, you speak half the
time like an Indian and half the time like a white man.
Been to a white school, probably.”

“The illustrious. white warrior speaks with the
tongue of truth. For sixteen long and never-to-be-for-
sotten weeks I studied grammar, geography, and the
rule of three, under the late lamented Joshua Kooser, °
of Peoria, Illinois. He it was who originated the
saying: “The only good Indians are dead Indians.’”

Buffalo Bill gazed at this queer specimen of human-
ity and knew not what to make of him.

“You have as much as said,” he remarked, “that
we have met before. Will you kindly inform me when
and where it was that we came together?”

The Shoshone burst into a laugh.

“T think T'll do,” he said in English, and now his

§voice had changed and sounded strangely familiar.

“I have fooled old Thunder Cloud, but I never ex-

Siected to pull the wool over the eyes of Buffalo Bill.

Cody, the cigars are on you.”
The king of scouts felt like shouting.
“You old pirate,” he cried, “you have fooled me

Ylown to the ground.”

He cut the cords that bound the prisoner.
“Git up, you rank deceiver, and I'll put you right.

8lam not ashamed to say it, but on this occasion Wil-

lam F. Cody doffs his castor to James B. Hickok,

Notherwise the redoubtable Wild Bill.”
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The “Shoshone” was indeed the famous border
fighter and old comrade of Buffalo Bill. Together
they had fought in many Indian campaigns, and to-
gether they had served as scouts and shared in numer-
ous dangerous and desperate undertakings.

“I suppose you are aching to know what this Indian
disguise means?”’ said Wild Bill, after he had stretched
his arms and taken a few deep breaths. “It didn't
mean much of anything when I first put it on, but it
acquired a big meaning when I struck the Shoshone
. village a while ago.

“I'll begin at the beginning and tell you all about
it. Last month I was down in the Pinto Basin, where
I met up with Long Knife, a pretty decent Shoshone
I'd known for several years. He is or was, for the
poor fellow is dead now, a mighty hunter. I am some-
thing of a hunter myself, and so when we came to-
gether we fixed it up to hunt in company for a few
weeks, Long Knife was not much of a talker, but as
he had taken a liking to me he let out the informa-
tion that the Shoshone delegation, engineered by
Thunder Cloud, might soon put on war paint and
take a whack at Eale’s agency.

“The day after he told me this a big elk made a |

sieve out of him. I killed the elk and then sat down
and did a little serious thinking. The result was that
I put on Long Knife's togs—he was about my build
~—and hiked for the Shoshone village.

“I knew all about Long Knife’s connections and a

£ ,‘ 2
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lot of other things, and I thought I-could carry out
the deception without losing my scalp.

“I arrived in the village this morning, and in five
minutes learned that the attack on the agency was
scheduled to take place three days from now.

“Thunder Cloud was glad to see me. Long Knife
was a favorite of his, and this afternoon the old chief
gave me this cave job to do. *

“He said the Black Spider was a Shoshone who
was gifted with strange powers, and that the tribe
looked upon him as their prophet. The chief desired
to consult with the Spider, and it was up to me to go
to the cave and give the chief’s instructions.

“Having done so, I was to stay in the cave until
sent for, I asked Thunder Cloud what there was in
the cave that required guarding, and he said that the
Spider had two or three ‘white prisoners.

“They might be dead and they might be alive, wait-
ing for the Spider to kill them.

“Well, T set out for the cave—I had its location per-
fectly described to me—and it was my intention to re-
lease the prisoners, if I found them alive, and then
hurry to the agency and let Eale know what the Sho-
shones proposed to do to him. Seeing you, I took you
for the Spider, and T would have taken a shot at you
if T hadn’t thought that the Spider’s death at this junc-
ture might so work on the Shoshones as to cause them
to change their program and come down at once on
the agency.

“Tf after a reasonable time, the Spider did not
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show up at the village, an investigation would be made
.and the truth discovered. So I started. to pass you,
Cody, and got handed out a little surprise.”

“I think there’s a stand-off in our accounts, Hickok,”
said Buffalo Bill. “You had a chance to shoot me
and didn’t, and I had a chance to put you to sleep and
didn’t. And now to be serious. I'll go on to the vil-
lage and you—hanged if I know what to do with you,
Hickok.”

“Suppose you tell me why you are here and what
you have been doing, and then I may be able to sug-
gest something.”

“All right, but T'll have to cut the story, for it’s
time the Spider was approaching the village.”

The story told, Wild Bill bent his head in thought.

“T might go to the agency,” he said finally, “and
give Alkali Pete a hand. But there’s danger in pur-
suing that course. Thunder Cloud told me to stay
in the cave until he sent for me. Suppose he con-
cludes to send for me to-morrow morning or to-mor-
row noon? Then the jig would be up. - Either the
Shoshones would retreat from the village or march
at once on the agency. Whichever way the cat jumps
you would be in for it. I wouldn’t give a chew of
tobacco for your life if the chief sends for me before
to-morrow afternoon.”

“You reason well, Hickok. What will you do, if
you don’t start for the agency?”

“T'll stay in the cave. Perhaps you can induce the
chief to keep me there. for twenty-four hours at least.”

F
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“I think I can. I'll insist upon your staying until
to-morrow night. Well, I'll be going. Take care of
yourself.”

“Same advice for you. Don’t get gay, Cody.”

They parted, and Buffalo Bill hurried on to the Ins
dian village.




CHAPTER XXXIV.
A TICKLISH SITUATION.

Long Knife had told Wild Bill many things about

himself, but concerning one very important matter he -

had said nothing. The Shoshone hunter was single.
But his heart was happy when he set out on his hunt-
ing trip, for he was the accepted suitor of the chief’s
pretty daughter, Bending Willow. There had been
another suitor, but he had heen given the cold shoul-
der. :

Hard Hand, the rejected one, was a surly, ill-fa-
vored redskin, and he blamed Long Knife for the
words of scorn with which the chief’s daughter had re-
ceived his addresses. He vowed revenge, and he would
have followed Long Knife to the hunting grounds if he
had not at that time been ill with a fever. But he re-
solved to kill the successful suitor at the first oppor-
tunity. : =

Wild Bill, disguised as Long Knife, entered the vil-
lage and left it without paying his respects to Bending
Willow. True, he had spent but a few hours in the
village, and in view of the excitement over the war-
like preparations then going on, he might have been

excused had the maiden been like the ordinary Indian.

female. But she was in a class above them. She
could speak English, and she had adopted many of
the customs of the whites, although, like her father,
she both despised and hated them,

-
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She heard of Long Knife's arrival and waited in
her tepee for him to come to her. Hard Hand saw
her watching at the door and noticed that her expres-
sion of pleased expectation at the sight of Long Knife
gave way at last to one of angry vexation. ,

He knew when Wild Bill, as Long Knife, departed
in the afternoon for the cave, that Bending Willow
had not seen him in her tepee, and his evil heart re-
joiced. He believed that there was hate where love
had been, and so believing, he went to her and told
a lying yarn of a sweetheart that Long Knife had
found in another village of the Shoshones.

Bending Willow listened and believed.

“T will kill him when he comes back,” she said, and
there was murder in her dark eyes.

Hard Hand went away in high spirits. The girl
would be his. He would follow and slay Long Knife, -
and then tell Bending Willow what he had done. She
would rejoice and—what he desired would follow.

So an hour after Wild Bill left the village, Hard
Hand, bent on murder, took the trail for the cafion
and the cave.

He was ascending the mountain that overlooked the
cafion when he caught sight of what he supposed to be
the Black Spider.

Dropping behind a bush, he drew his tomahawk and
waited for the Spider to come on. He hated the mons«
ster, for the Spider had been much with Bending Wil-
low, and the two were looked upon in the village as
close friends. Hard Hand even suspected that the




264 A Ticklish Situation.

Spider had given Long Knife some charm by which
the heart of Bending Willow had been won. Now
was his chance.

He would jump upon the Spider from ambush, and,
after tomahawking him, would proceed to the cave
and kill his hated rival. :

He supposed that the Spider, crawling along the
trail, had not seen him. In this he was mistaken.
Buffalo Bill had seen the Indian, and Hard Hand’s
action in leaving the trail had set him to thinking.

The thinking caused him to leave the trail and
ascend the hill. He saw the Shoshone behind the bush
and saw also that the Indian’s face was turned towar
the trail.

The king of scouts noiselessly crept down-the bank,
and might have surprised and overcome the enemy if
a stone accidentally dislodged had not rolled down the
grade to strike the murderous-minded redskin in-the
back.

Fiercely clutching his tomahawk, he turned and be-
held ten feet away the monster he had been waiting
to slay. :

Buffalo Bill had no serviceable weapons. He had
fired the last charge in his pistol into the body of the
Black Spider. No weapons had been found in the
cave and none upon the body of the slain monster.
A bluff would have to go as a starter. “At close quar-
ters his hands would suffice.

He whipped out his revolver and pointed the muz-
zle at the head of Hard Hand. But he did not speak.
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He was not sure that the Indian suspected the decep-
tion. Hard Hand lowered his tomahawk and tried to
smile. “Looking for white man, not Black Spider?”

_he said.

Buffalo Bill fished out a piece of bark and wrote
this question :

“What white man is my brother looking for?”

This was a poser. Hard Hand was slow-witted,
and it was half a minute before he answered:

“Hard Hand does not know his name. He come
from agency to spy on village.”

The king of scouts wrote again:

“Hard Hand has a forked tongue. He dare not
tell the truth to the Black Spider.”

The Shoshone read this and then looked steadily at
the thing of hair and claws that sat in front of him
so calmly. Suddenly he gave a start. Then he slowly
raised his tomahawk.

“Drop it!” hissed Buffalo Bill, forgetting in the
stress of the moment that the Spider was dumb, “drop
it or I’ll bore a hole in your head.”

An Indian rarely laughs. In spite of his position,
on the brink of death, as it seemed, Hard Hand
laughed.

“I knew you were a fraud before you spoke,” he
said in English. “The Black Spider never carried a
weapon. As a tarantula he had no need to. Didn't
you know that? ‘Who are you and why should we be

enenies P
Buffalo Bill did not reply. Looking down the hill,
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he had seen three Shoshones coming from the diree-
tion of the village. They were looking at him, and
-one of them was gesticulating.

The situation was becoming serious. If these In-

dians should come up, and they probably would, Hard’

Hand would expose him as a fraud. There was but
one thing to do, and that was to prevent Hard Hand
from speaking.

The three Shoshones had been sent out to intercept
and bring back the rival of Long Knife.

Bending Willow had seen him depart and had
guessed his intention. Her vengeful feeling against
Long Knife left her, and, running to her father, she
told him how Long Knife had acted, what Hard Hand
had told her, and where Hard Hand had gone.

Thunder Cloud chided her for her disloyalty. In
his opinion Long Knife had committed no wrong.
The air was filled with talk of war. Long Knife, as
became a brave with a brilliant record, had, for the
time, put aside love and was dcing his duty.

As for Hard Hand, the chief swore that he should
die. Three Indians were detailed to go out and arrest
him,

The Indians were climbing the hill when they caught
sight of the Black Spider. The bush concealed Hard
Hand. One of them beckoned to the hairy monster,
and as he did not move they started to go to him.

The noise they made in the climb attracted the at-
tention of Hard Hand. He turned his head to look,
and, in so doing, gave Buffalo Bill his opportunity.
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He concealed his revolver, quickly rose, leaped and

3 i ahawle

had the Indian by the throat before the tomahawk

could be used.

The disguised scout was choking the victim into in-

o < rat 1 Thev

sensibility when the three Shoshones came up. Ihey

stood still, saying nothing while the false Spider bound
and gagged his victim.

When the operation was over one of the trio said:

“The Black Spider has done well. Thunder Cloud

will be pleased. He knows that Hard Hand is unfit

to live. We will take him to the village and Thunder
Cloud will give him to the squaws for torture and
death.”

So surprised was the false Spider at these \\'orfls
that he could only stare at the speaker. But his wits
soon came to him. Bark talked for him, and he quickly
learned the state of affairs. He had done well in
silencing the enemy of Long Knife, but he saw there
would be trouble if he allowed the Indians to take the
prisoner to the village. Hard Hand would lose his
life, but the villain would not fail, before he died, to
denounce his captor. '

On a piece of bark he wrote:

“Hard Hand tried to kill the Black Spider because
the Spider is the friend of Long Knife. He must not
g0 to the village. - He is a dog and must die the death
ofa dog. The Black Spider will take him to the cave
and turn him over to Long Knife. Go back to the V.ll-
lage, tell Thunder Cloud what the Spider has said,
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and tell him also that the Spider will come to him be-
fore the moon rises.”

The Indians nodded in approval of this program,
which suited their ideas of justice. Hard Hand had
set out to kill Long Knife, and it was right that he
should die at the hands of the brave whose murder he
had plotted.

When they were out of sight Buffalo Bill llfted the
bound villain and bore him down to the trail. He
rested many times before he arrived at the top of the

precipice over the cave, for Hard Hand was not a
lightweight.
Here he stopped and gave the cry of the whippoor-

will. Wild Bill knew the signal and answered it from
the mouth of the cave. He was soon at the top, and
~ when he learned what had happened He whistled softly.

“Cody,” he-said, “I am afraid you are taking toe
big a risk. The lookout is good, but the unforeseen
may trip you up. See what has already occurred.
You had no idea of meeting with this black-hearted
Shoshone, nor of running up against a tough proposi-
tion. And yet here you are with an elephant on your
hands. You don’t know old Thunder Cloud as well as
I do. He respects Black Spider,.and will give up a
heap to him. But when it comes to a matter of au-
thority, the chief stiffens his back and his way -goes.

Now if you are not in for it, I'm no judge of Indian.

nature.”
“What would you have done, Hickok, if you had
been in my place?” asked the king of scouts quietly.
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Wild Bill scratched his head.
“Derned if I know. Probably I would bhave piayed
your game.”

“What other game was there to play? I couldn't
let those Shoshones take Hard Hand to the- village.
And I couldn’t let him talk there on the hill. I simply
had to bring him here, and, now that he is here, you'll

| have to take care of him until Alkali Pete and his
tompany come down the cafion.”

“What will I do if a mob of Thunder Cloud’s braves
come up here to-night and demand the surrender of
the prisoner ?”

Juffalo Bill had his answer ready. “You will tell
them, if they come, that you have no prisoner, that his

dead body lies at the foot of the precipice.”

“They’ll go to the spot and prove me a liar.”

“No, they won't. That’s not the way an Indian
ac's, Hard Hand is a traitor, an outcast. No good
Indian will go neatr his dead body. It will be left as
food for the vultures.”

“It will be left, you say. Do you want me to lill
bim ?”

Buffalo Bill smiled.

“No, of course not. I was supposing
you will not be visited by any delegation from the vil-
lage, and, therefore, you will have no lie to tell. I am
ging to start for the village right away. Il tell
Tlmndcr Cloud that Long Knife killed Hard Hand m
my presence, and then flung the body down the prec

a case. But
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pice. He will take my word and the incident will be
closed.”

“Maybe it will be as far as Hard Hand is con-
cerned, but it will open up another incident, and you'll
be in it. Think you can smooth down Thunder Cloud
when he jumps on your neck for interfering with his
order?”

“I shail try to do so,
more to be said, is there?”

“No,"” replied Wild Bill soberly, “I don’t think there
is. You have made up your mind, and that settles it.”

Tickok. There is nothing

The sun had set and the moon was rising above
the hilitcps when Buffalo Bill entered the village of
hunder Cloud met him at the: out-

said by the

of the tribe.

age, and it was

e
"

forward to the center the ring.

Bill with a queer feeling in his breast -

e door and then stopped.
lence reigned in the tepee.

cuised scout took the bull by the horns.
had carried to the council room the Spider dis-
Alkali Pete had worn. Tkis he threw into
After it came the revolver. Every eye was

enc

2, but not a word was said. After writ=
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ing on a piece of bark he crawled into the circle and
laid the bark on the chief’s lap and then prostrated
himself by the chief’s side.

Fhunder Cloud read what the false Spider had writ-
ten, and the black look left his face. - .

“The Black Spider has offended,” he said to the
braves of the council, “and this is his defense: ‘The
skin worn by the white spy is before you. Remem-
ber that the spy was killed by the Black Spider. The
revolver belonged to that valiant and dangerous enemy

of the Shoshones, Buffalo Bill. Remember that Buf-

falo Bill was killed "by the Black Spider. Is there
a better friend of the great Thunder Cloud than he
who has well been called by frightened palefaces the
Creeping Terror? Who slew the palefaces who tried
to climb the cafion trail?

“*Who has been the steadfast friend of Long Knife,
the lover of Bending Willow? Who stopped Hard
Hand on his journey of murder?

“‘The Black Spider has done all these things, und
if he has offended by interfering with an order made
by the great Thunder Cloud, let thg Great Spirit jus-
tify him. Many messages*and much advice has the
Black Spider received from the clouds.

“‘It was because the Great Spirit whispered the
warning in his ear that he was able to surprise Hard
Hand and thus prevent the murder of Long Knife.

“‘And it was in accordance with the advice of the
Great Spirit that the Black Spider took Hard Hand to

| the cave instead of bringing him here. What did the




272 A Ticklish Situation.

Great Spirit say? The words were these: ““Thunder
Cloud loves justice. Hard Hand’s gravest offense is
against Long Knife. Therefore Long Knife must be
Hard Hand’s executioner.” So let it be.”’

The membé€rs of the council grunted their approval
of the defense.

Thunder Cloud lighted a pipe, took a few puffs, and
then handed the pipe to the disguised scout.

Buffalo Bill took it and puffed thrice. Then he pre-
sented it to the nearest Indian in the circle. The pipe
went round, and after the last brave had smoked, the
pipe-was retufned to Thunder Cloud.

The chief now arose and spoke words that sent the
cold chills down the king of scouts’ spine.

“The time has come,” he said gravely, “when the
Black Spider may resume the speech of the Shoshones.
Only Thunder Cloud has known that the Spider is not
dumb. The dumbness was imposed in fulfillment of a
vow. Ten palefaces, among them the great warrior,
Buffalo Bill, must die by his hand, before he would be
ready to open his mouth and talk with the tongue of
his people. The ten palefaces have been slain. Speak,
Prophet of the Shoshones, and let your words be those
of wisdom and guidance.”

Buffalo Bill was in a hole, but he had crawled out
of tighter ones. He made a gurgling noise with his
throat, and then began to roll about the ring. At last
he brought up in front of the surprised chief. With
his claws at his ears he lay on his back and gazed
upward, as if listening and waiting. This attitude

5

-
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lasted several minutes. Then he sat up and began to
write on a piece of bark.

The chief read the communication: | “The Black
Spider cannot speak until the Shoshones are ready to
march against the agency. Then he will tell them how
to act so that not one brave shall fail, and so that
every tepee and wikiup in the village may be deco-
rated with scalps. The Great Spirit has just spoken
to Black Spider and his message is contained in the
words which the Spider has just uttered.”

Thunder Cloud accepted the communication, and
the council testified acquiescence by many grunts.

It was now in order for the reinstated Black Spirit
to inform the council that vengeance on Hard Hand
had already been executed, and that Long"Knife would
guard the cave and at the same time keep an eye on
the cafion until the night set for the attack on the
agency.

Thunder Cloud had no objection to make, and the
council soon dissolved.

That night the disguised scout had a tepee to him-~
self. e had had a narrow escape, and was glad that
he now had opportunity to think and plan. He had
not dared to speak in the council room, because he

feared that he could not successfully imitate the l?he‘
nomenally deep hass of the Spider.

A daring project came to his mind as he lay on his
couch of skins with no thought of sleep. In the
morning he would broach it to Thunder Cloud, nn.d
if the chief gave consent then Alkali Pete and his
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force would have easy work in their night attack om
the village.

The project required the presentation to the chief
of another communication from the Great Spirit, but
as the utmost faith had hitherto been placed iny the
Black Spider’s pretense of intimate relation with the
:}ll-powerful god of the Indians, he did not fear a re-
fusal to accept his proposal.

He would go to the chief and say, in writing, that
the Great Spirit desired to bless, through the ;vency
of the Spider, eacti and every bhullet in rifle, ;istol
or pouch, in possession of the Shoshones in the \'il]aﬁer
Che blessing must be done in secret. The Spic?er
would receive the cartridges at the door of his tepee
and when al]l had been given to him he would retire:
and, ‘In_thc presence of the Great Spirit, who would
appeal: in the form of a bird, would perform the sol-
emn rite,

.Thc plan was to remove the powder in the car-
tridges and substitute sand. The sand was there on
Fhe floor. The work would take time, but Buffalo Bill
mntended to impress upon the minds of the Shoshones
_the fact that each bullet would require a Separate hless-
ing.

He was running over the text of the bark communi-
catlop which he intended to make to Thunder Cloud, =
))vhen his sharp ears caught the sound of heavy breath-
ing behind the skin door of the tepee.

Turning his head quickly, he waited for he knew
not what.
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A minute passed and the skin was pushed aside,
and the moonlight disclosed the savage countenance

of Hard Hand.
The villain’s eyes fell on the face of the false Spider,

and, seeing that his presence was discovered, he leaped

{orward, knife in hand.

Buffalo Bill rose up as quick as lightning and
grasped the murderous hand just as the sharp blade of
the knife touched his breast.

Then ensued a short, silent, but desperate struggle.

Hard Hand was no match for the stalwart, deter-

mined scout, but he fought with savage valor and tried

to use his teeth when he found that his hands did not
avail him.

The knife had dropped to the floor at the beginning
of the struggle, but the king 2f scouts scorned to make
use of it. He brought his own head sharply against
the head of Hard Hand when the Shoshone attempted
to bite, and the concussion, owing to Buffalo Bill's
judgment, made Hard Hand see planets while the as-

sailant saw only stars.
For the second time the vindictive Shoshone was

bound and gagged by the king of scouts. :
"Phe victor was picking up the knife when Wild Bill

entered the tepee. In his arms was an Indian boy of
twelve or thirteen years.




CHAPTER XXXV,
A CRITICAL STATE QF AFFAIRS.

The habitations forming the Shoshone village were
placed in the form of a semicircle, with the open space
looking toward the easf, where loomed the moun-
tain which Buffalo Bill had descended on his way from
the cave.

The tepee he was occupying was at the end of one
of the extremities of the arc. At the end of the
other extremity was the tepee of the chief.

As Wild Bill, habited as Lomg Knife, came into
Buffalo Bill’s tepee, the king of scouts put his finger
to his lips. He was not surprised at the appearance
of his comrade, for the startling entrance of Hard
Hand had prepared him for the sequel.

Wild Bill sat down by the side of his comrade, and
pointing' to the Indian lad in his arms, whispered:
“He’s a peach. He released Hard Hand.”

“Tell me about it if you are sure no ome saw you .

enter here.”

“I am dead sure. We eluded two sentinels and the
village is asleep. No Indian was stirring when I got
to your tepee.” ;

“I am glad to hear that. Now for your yarm.”

In a low whisper Wild Bill told how the Indian boy
had operated.

“He opened up and was as frank as you please,

B

¢
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Cody, after T had run him down. He is Hard Hand’s
l)rutixcr, and by spying he learned that three Shoshones
had gone out to arrest H. iG55 :
“I:Ic followed them and ‘was a witness to .the little
interview you had with H. H. He did not mterfer.e,
for two reasons: first, because he is mortally afraid
of the Black Spider, and, in the second place, bfecause
the three Shoshones came up while you were tymng up
his brother. :
“When you packed Hard Hand to the' cave this
little redskin sneaked behind, and he said he was
mighty glad when you left the cave and started again
ge. A
{or“/t\lée s\(;gila bas you were out of sight, he went down
the shaky trail to the mouth of the cave an.d 1ooke.c1
in. At that moment 1 was engaging my prisoner ii
versation,
COI‘}‘;C;;:\?EO harm in telling him that T was not Long
Knife, for it was on the cards that he was to be
held i’n the cave until Alkali Pete’s men came along
to take him, The talk was in the back part of the
ave, ¢ it was dark there. .
Ll\‘LA fdt];;l :v:;]ile I went to the front, never suspectm.g
that I had left behind this smart little copper face n
ns. )
mx‘;ﬁe&’deru cuss had made a quiet sneak while I wiz
confabing with Hard Hand, and when T got up 2
Jeave he was stretched flat in a cornier and. was as
lent as a mouse. Maybe T wasn't jarred dn my €go-
tism when he told me how he had played me.

-t
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“Well, the little pirate cut Hard Hand foose, and
then they both started for the mouth of the cave to
do me up. If luck had not stood in with me, I be-
lieve they would have succeeded.

spurred by revenge and aching to get at your gizzard,
Cody, had left the kid, who was not as swift a traveler,
and was now cutting the air for the village.

Al e A S

“I wasn't at the cave’s mouth when they got there. “I played wolf and swooped down on this little 1.an?b
I had gone to the top to hunt for water. § . when he hadn’t the slightest notion that T was \\.’lthln

S o T SERfT . in vthe eave. was fail e Atier quite a | miles of him. Ym} observe that I have gagged'hlm.
search I struck a spring in the bushes, and it was while ‘ “I did that busm(;zss aflcr. I had pm.nped him dry,
I was getting the water that the kid and his brother and also made certain promises t.hat‘ I intend to keep.
came to the top of the rock. _ o  The kid is all right, for an Indian. He stuck up

“Not seeing anything of me, they concluded that I ] for his brother, and I'm not blaming him éotrhtltlat.ﬁ tI-
Ay S = : 2 : i is life was i : 1 at afte
had gone down into the cafion. The kid said they did told 1.11m that his life LGRS Cauge =dl hi
not spend any time hunting for me, because Hard a while I would turn him logse:> Adter @ WIS HERE
- < ’ 100 2
Hand was anxious to get to the willage as soon as pos- after tnedscrap to-mortoy j{tht. R must go
; : (15 6 ol by [ S S ) - B = 4
sible and pay his murderous respects to a certain white Hickok,” said Buffalo 1:'“ e peniys i)(lm'f Thuz
man, who, disguised as the Black Spider, had made a i straight back to the ,wae' There be g g
monkey out of a certain Shoshone. do Cloud sces you d looked
7 : ey : TMive nd looket
“You have a good imagination, Cody, and I'll leave Wild Bill went to the door of lthe tepeebimk to the
! : £ ) “r 2 el ame
you to imagine how I felt and what I said when I got oG [‘oo‘late, e u!ﬂxed, Boas Cf ts was Sit-
back to the cave and found that my prisoner had couch of skins upon which the ;\'u;g 3 SC{?U s:{ tshl;re
; ; : G - ndians astir, and the
escaped. There was no sulphur in the hole when I Fmg.. ’I}.lcre aes numher'of Sometilin s up.”
got there, but there was enough to start a small in- is a light in Tl'mndel" Cloudss tontss 'alo Bill fg ed
ferno when T left it : % This was disturbing news. Buffalo Bill trowned.

“It was lucky that the kid and Hard Hand had After a moment’s thought he said: 1 tell e
got only about ten minutes’ start of me. Did you ever “T must go over and see the C]'.'HCf. He_ wi ; te-l.n:.,
see me sprint? Maybe I didn’t make the sand fly on j what is the matter. Talfe yguskdang getl IE]( el; l l\CO;
my way down that hill and up the other. At last I buffalo robes. Then T'il put Hard Hand beside } :l

. and cover you all up. Don't poke your head out unti

I return. No one will come in, for this tepee 1s undelli

caught sight of the kid. He was meandering along in

a tired way and Hard Hand was nowhere to be seen. . s S 4
“T quickly' sized. up the situation.. The bia or: the spell of the Great Spirit, and no Shoshone w1

* 5 enter while T am in the village.”
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“Don’t be gone long, Cody,” said Wild Bill, after
he was under the robe, “or I may take a notion to
come out and raise hallelujah.”

“If anything happens to me, I'll make a noise,” re-
sponded Buffalo Bill, and out he went.

Thunder Cloud was in his tepee conferring with
several members of the council when the false Black
Spider pushed aside the flap of the door and crawled
into the tent.

The chief showed pleasure at the sight of the mon-
strosity.

“Thunder Cloud was about to send for the wise
prophet of the Shoshones,” he said. “The young
brave, Sharp Nose, who has been spying near the
agency, has just come in to tell Thunder Cloud that
the Arapahoes are drilling, and that Eale, the agent,
must know the plans of the Shoshones. If this is so,
the surprise Thunder Cloud had counted on will be no
surprise. What must the Shoshones do? Let Black
Spider speak.”

Out came a piece of bark, and presently the chief
read this communication :

“The Black Spider will pray to the Great Spirit, and
at daylight he will come to the tepee of the chief and
announce the result of his prayers. Be not dismayed.
All will be well.”

Comforted by this assurance, the chief instructed
the members of the council te be on hand at daylight to
receive the advice from on high which eould come
through the mediumship of the Black Spider.
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3uffalo Bill withdrew and crawled back to his tepee.
Wild Bill threw aside ‘the robe and sat up, his face
showing relief.

“Anything doing 7"’ he asked.

“Yes, Hickok,” replied the king of scouts soberly,
“there is danger ahead, and we’ve got to take the sting
out of it, or it will be all up with the agency ”

After the story of the interview in Thunder Cloud’s
tepee had ‘been told, Wild Bill put ona long face.
“Think yon can cook up a proper Great Spirit spiel "’
he asked. )

“I'll have to, Hickok, but it’s going to tax my -
genuity.”
© “Aren't you afraid you'll work the Spirit racket for
more than it’s worth?” :

“No. The Shoshones are very superstitious. The
more Spirit business they get the better they like it.
I'm a high-muck-a-muck with them just now. Of
course, T've got to be careful and mot make a bad
break.” .

“You have got to be careful, Cody, with thi§ n-
teresting family of three on your hands. I.\wsh I
could do something. Couldn’t you work me 1 as
deputy ‘Spider ?”

Buffalo Bill did not smile. The situation was Foo
serions for indulgence in anything approaching levity.
He sat with head bent for many minutes. "When he
spoke it was with™decision. :

“Hickok,” said he, “I have got to do one thing: I

have got to tell Thunder Cloud Mt 120 Creat Spinit
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advises that the attack on the agency be made when
darkness again settles upon the earth. It is now early
morning, therefore the attack must be made to-night,
twenty-four hours ahead of the time fixed in the
original plan.”

“And to-night is the time set for the coming of
Alkali Pete and the force from the agency. The two
companies will meet in the cafon and one will be as
surprised as the other. Thunder Cloud will have the
larger force, and though he may be defeated he will
make a big hole in the ranks of Pete’s Arapahoes.
You don’t want that kind of a mix-up.”

“No, I don’t; and Alkali Pete must be informed of
the change in Thunder Cloud’s program so that he can
surprise the Shoshones in the deepest part of the
cafion.”

He then explained the scheme to withdraw the bul-
lets from the cartridges of the rifles and revolvers.

“I should have spoken of the scheme before, but
the fact is, the talk with Thunder Cloud drove it out
of my mind. Now I see daylight. I'll work that, and
you shall help me, and when night comes and the Sho-
shones are making ready for the march you can slip
out and run to the agency. Maybe you'll meet Alkali
Pete and his men before you get there. In either event
there will be time for the warning to have the wished-
for cffect.”

“Cody, you are all right,” said Wild Bill, with en-
thusiasm. “The scheme will win if—if nothing hap-
pens during theday to interfere with it.”
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“Let us hope that nothing will happen,” responded
the king of scouts.

Daylight came, and Buffalo Bill, with a piece of bark
containing the message of the Great Spirit, crawled to
the tepee of the chief of the Shoshones and found
there awaiting him the chief and the members of the
council.

Thunder Cloud received the bark, and read aloud
the message, which was to this effect: “The attack
on the agency must be made the night the enemy can
be surprised. In order that every shot fired by the
Shoshones might carry death the Great Spirit, through
his prophet, Black Spider, will bless each bullet.”

The chief was pleased with the message. The first
item accorded with his desire, and the second seemed
to.make victory certain.

The disguised sccut breathed mcre freely. Every-
thing appeared to be coming his way. But soon his
bright reflections fled. Thunder Cloud was again
speaking.

“The Black Spider has said that when the Sho-
shones are ready to march he will open his mouth
and speak. The Shoshones will be ready to march at
sindown. Let Black Spider also be ready with the

| words that shall preserve the life of every brave who
| shall go forth to battle.”

Buffalo Bill could but bow his head. He left the

| tpee with the feeling that his luck had failed him.
: He had avoided one pitfall to fall into another.. If
b2 spoke to the Indians, his reign as Black Spider
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would be over and the brilliant scheme hatched for the
defeat of the Shoshones would be destroyed.

Wild Bill ‘heard his statement, and made this com-
ment :

“T have felt “ever since you went out, Cody, that
something tmforeseen would knock your plan into a
cocked hat. If Thunder Cloud had not sprung that
speech business on you, something else in the unex-
pected line would have popped up to worry you. Well,
there is one thing we may be able to do. At sundown,
while the-army is forming, we may find a chance to
make a sneak out of the village and get to the agency.”

“Yes, we may be able to do that, but, Hickok, it
would gravel me like sin to acknowledge defeat. 1
must put on my thinking cap again. Perhaps I can
figure a way out of the difficuity.”

“Don’t call on the Great Spirit, Cody,” pleaded

Wild Bill, as he summoned up a most pathetic expres= |

sion. “TIl admit thdt it has worked so far, but in
. spite of what you have said about Shoshone supersti-
tiousness and gullibility, I believe there is such a thing
as crowding the mourners.”

“Have no fear, Mickok,” replied Buffalo Bill
quietly. “Tll put the G. S. on the shelf and try to
crawl out of the dilemma in some other way.” :

“I hope you’ll find it convenient to let me crawl with
you. I want to be doing something. ‘Staying CO‘?pe-,d
up here ‘with these two dumgasted Shoshones isn't
what it is cracked up to be._ If it could be arranged s0
1 could untie their hands and get 'em into a game of
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| tree-handed poker, I wouldn’t have such a big groueh
| on me.”

“Yow'll have enongh to eccupy: your mind when the
artridges begin to pour in. © And: that reminds me, [
must gor out again and tell the chief ta start up this
artridge game right away.”

“Good! And while you are gome I'll rodeo my
brains and see if I can’t scheme up something that will
save the day for us.”

Half an hour went by. Wild Bill, tired of sitting
| down, got up and began to pace the floor. While at
| this exercise Hard Hand began to groam. He had
managed' to twist the gag, and, though the noise lie
| mde was muffled and not foud, yet Wild Bill feared

He readjusted: tle gag, and
An Indian was

‘ that it had been heard.
then going to the door peered out.
standing a few yards away, looking: at the fepee with
amazement in his eyes. Just then Buffalo Bill, as: the
L, Spider, crawled up. The Indian walked over and said:
“An evil spirit has taken pessession of the Black
He is groaning because the: Spider

Spider’s tepee.
ot there.”

The disguised scout guessed: the case, and: he quickly
A 6ot out a- piece of bark and wrote:

“There is no evil spirit in the tepee. The Great
Spirit is there and is ealling for the Black Spider. My
brother will wait here until T returm to him with: a story;
I Which he may tell to all the braves in the village.”
Hurrying into: the tepee, Buffalo Bill sat down and

shook his head.




286 A Critical State of Affairs.

“The unexpected,” he whispered to Wild Bill, “has
given me another jolt. T suppose either Hard Hand
or his brother groaned a minute ago. An Indian out-
side heard it, and I have got to present him with an
unbreakable fairy tale, or he’ll go off and sow seeds
of suspicion.”

“How are you holding him down in the meantime
~—Great Spirit business?”

“Yes. I couldn’t think of anything else.”

“Couldn’t you induce him to come in? Say that you
will introduce him to the G. S.”

Buffalo Bill's countenance cleared. = “You didn't
mean that I should take you seriously, Hickok, but
that is precisely what I am going to do. It’s the only
way to shut this Indian’s mouth. T'll tell him that as
he has heard the voice of the Great Spirit he is entitled
to entry here. T'll force him to come and receive the
Great Spirit’s blessing, avhich will make him the most
favored brave in the village.”

The false Black Spider went to the door and beck-
oned to the Shoshone. The Indian came over and re-
ceived a hark communication, After he had read it
Buffalo Bill took him by the arm and conducted him
into the tepée. Once insids and the door closed the
Shoshone was treated to an unpleasant surprise. He
was tripped up, and while Wild Bill, who had come out
from under the robe; where he had hidden himself,

held a hand over the victim’s mouth, the king of scouts :

attended to the tying.
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After the Shoshone had been bound and gagged he
was placed beside Hard Hand and his brother.
| “How many Shoshones are there in the village?”
¥ Wild Bill asked.
“About a hundred.”
“The tepee won't hold them. If it would, I would
| suggest that you call 'em in, one by one, for the kind
of treatment we have given the outfit at our feet.”
| Buffalo Bill ceased to be grave. He smiled.
| “Hickok,” said he, “you’d joke if you were dying.”
| “But this is a joke,” returned Wild Bill, as he tried
“It is the biggest joke of the season.
We are in a tight place, but our woe is seasoned- with
the funniest sauce that ever went down the throat of
{ awhite man. Just look at the situation. You are boss
of this bailiwick, and pretty soon, if.your late errand
{ panned out as I think it did, every Shoshone in the
" village will be at your door and we will be doing a
'Iand-oﬂice business in cartridges.”

A noise produced by striking one flat stone against
| wother brought Buffalo Bill to his feet. The noise
ame from in front of the tepee. Remembering his
| #sumed character, the disguised scout became the
larantula, and, crawling to the door, looked out.

! Thunder Cloud stood a few feet away, a black look
801 his face. -
“Why has Black Spider admitted to his tepee the

| .
to be serious.

Y brave, Rushing Water 2" *

The king of scouts fished for a piece of bark, and
W35 engaged in making marks upon it when the young

3 o -
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brother of Hard Hand brushed past him, and, «clutch-
ing the arm of the chief, cried out:

“Not Black Spider—white man, Buffalo Bill.”

The cry was followed by the dppcamme of Wild
Biil. .

One blow from Buffalo Bill's fist sent Thunder
‘Cloud sprawling on the ground, and another flattened
the brother of Hand Hand.

Then the two scouts started on-a yun for the moun-
tain.

But ‘few Indians had witnessed the assault and the
retreat, as the majority of the braves were then in
‘their tepees and wikiups, removing the cartridges from
their weapons Tor the Blessing rite.

The scouts were armed with pistols and knives,
taken from fhe three captives. They were over aquar
ter of a mile from the wvillage, when savage yells in
their rear infornred them #hat a‘horde of Indians were
comm(f'&,lft] after them:

Many ‘of the pursuers were ‘on horseback, and the
position of Buffalo Bill and Wild Bill was critical #n

the extreme.

| and waited,

.
CHAPTER XXXVIL.
THE BOYS OF UNCLE SAM.
During the run from the village Buffalo: Bilt case

off his disguise. The tarantula make-up impeded: his
movements.

At the base of the mountain were many bowlders.

| The scouts: did effective bullet dodging as they ran for

the shelter of the big rocks.

Behind one of the largest they cocked their pistols
It would be death to continue the flight.
“We've got to make a stand here,” said the king of

K
g

dknow what the program will be.

scouts, “and I expect it will be the Alama over again,
but on a smaller scale.’

Wild Bill shut his teeth. He made no reply. . His
tomrade, looking at him, saw that none was necessary.

The Shoshones, horse and foof, came to a standstill
Just out of pistol range

“No hope, II]L!\.OI\, ' remarked Buffalo Bill. “I
A part of the foree

vill be sent to make a detour and get above us. Then

e will be between twao fires.”

The king of scouts was right. Before many min-

ttes ﬁhpsed a dozen horsemen left the main body and
glloped in a circular course for the mountain.

The scouts were watching the horsemern, when out
of the mass of Indians in the valley rode Bending
Willow. the daughter of Thunder Clotud.
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'No effort was made to detain her. As she came on
she waved over her head a silken scarf.

“Holy smoke!” ejaculated Wild Bill. “What devil-
ment is on foot now?”

He still wore the garb that had served for the per-
sonation of Long Knife, the Shoshone lover.

Bending Willow reined up her pony when within a
few yards of the bowlder that concealed the scouts.
Her pretty face wore an anxious expression.

“Let Long Knife, if Long Knife is there, step
forth,” she said.

Wild Bill was about to reply, but at a look® from
Buffalo Bill he kept silence.

The Indian maiden spoke again.

“If Long Knife,is there and will not show his face,
let Long Knife speak.”

“If Bending Willow will stop the Shoshones whe

are about to go up the hill,” said the king of scouts,
in English, “Long Knife, whose life I saved, will feel
easier in mind.”

Bending Willow’s face lighted up instantly. ~The
words of the stranger carried the assurance that her
lover was behind the bowlder. She rode away, and
at her request Thunder Cloud sent out a horseman to
halt the Shoshones at the base of the mountain.

“What's your scheme, Cody?” zcked Wild Bill,
while the Indian girl was away.

“It is half baked and may not come to anything:
I'll go into particulars after we get through with
the girl.”

The Boys of Uncle Sam. 291

Bending Willow, returned and said thkat the wish
of the white man had been honored.

“Then let us have an understanding of the situa-
tion,” said Buffalo Bill suavely. “Have you seen and
talked with that murderous scoundrel, Hard Hand?”

“I have, and I do not believe what he says. He
would have Bending Willow accept as truth his story.
He says that Long Knife is dead, and that the person
who said he was Long Knife is a white spy. I came
here to satisfy myself that Hard Hand is a liar. My
father, who loves me, will wait until I have learned
the truth. He, too, distrusts the story of Hard Hand,
though he cannot understand why Long Knife should
go away with the false Black Spider.”

“There is good reason why Long Knife should de-
sire to help me,” replied Buffalo Bill. “Hard Hand
went forth to slay your lover. He who for purposes
of his own personated the Creeping Prophet of the
Shoshones protected Long Knife and overcame the
villain who would have slain him. Long Knife was
grateful. He came to the tepee of the false Spider
and urged him to leave the village and give up the
plan that he had matured, a plan that boded no good
to the Shoshones. The false Spider, because he had
come to love Long Knife, agreed to depart, and he
would have done so had not something happened that
brought about exposure. He fled, and Long Knife, as
his friend, fled with him.” :

Buffalo Bill paused long enough to peer around the
rock and note the effect of his explanation. He
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smiled in satisfaction as he saw that Bending Willow
was taking his words for frozen truth. Then he con-
tinued: “The mind of the daughter of Thunder Cloud
is large with intelligence. She can read the heart of
Long Knife. He knows that he has offended Bending
Willow’s father and he refuses to speak or show him-
self until Thunder Cloud has pronounced judgment
upon his case. He is willing to return to his tribe and
bear arms against the white men if Thunder Cloud
will permit him to do so. Go you, therefore, to your
father and say to him that Long Knife desires to
speak with him. If Thunder Cloud comes to the bowl-
der, Bending Willow will come with him in order that
she may hear the voice of Long Knife and be pre-
pared to add her supplications to his.”

The Indian maiden quickly replied:

“It shall be as the false Black Spider has suggested.
Bending Willow will entreat Thunder Cloud to come
and hear the plea of Long Knife. But I must carry
with me the assurance that the false Spider will not try
to kill my father while he is talking with Long knife.”

“You may tell Thunder Cloud,” said Buffalo Bill
earnestly, “that the conversation will not be inter=
rupted by any warlike action of the false Black Spider.
My desire is to aid Long Knife and Bending Willow."

The girl rode away, and Wild Bill thus voiced his
sentiments :

“Are you locoed, Cody? What in the name of the
sainted Solomon have you got in your cabesa? Your
game is too many for me.”

S
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The king of scouts laid his hand on his comrade’s
shoulder.

“Hickok,” said he, “I have laid the wires for our
escape. - There is but one chance for us, and the chance
is.coming. Here is the idea.” -

Then he proceeded to explain what his plan was.
Wild Bill listened in surprise, mingled with admira-
tion,

“Cody,” he said, when he grasped the details, “I am
myself a pretty good schemer, but T'll Tay down to
you. Tf we pull this thing off, it will be a mighty big
feather in your cap. It will be something to talk
about.”

“Let’s not count our chickens. I hope the affair will
come off according to program, but I-am not going to
do any betting.” :

Ten minutes after the departure of Bending Willow
Thunder Cloud rode up to the bowlder. Behind him
came his daughter, '

The chief might have suspected treachery. If he
did, his countenance did not show the feeling. It was
cold and stern. He held his head erect, and when he
reined up his pony he said, for the benefit of the
pseudo Long Knife, whom he could not see:

“Thunder Cloud is here. If Long Knife has any-
thing o say, let him sayit.”

Wild Bill had spent some time in the company of
Long Knife and was able to imitate the voice ‘of 'tvhe
young Shoshone who had been the lover of Beading
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Willow. Bet as a matter of prudence he spoke in a
low tone. 3

“If Long Knife has done wrong, his head must be
blamed and not his heart. He is not a traitor.”

“Why did he leave the cave? Was not that act one
of disobedience?”

“He left because he wanted to pursue the assassin,
Hard Hand, who had escaped.”

“The white spy who-came to the village disguised
as the Black Spider told Thunder Cloud that Hard
Hand was dead, that he died by the hand of Long
Knife,"”

“The false Black Spider did not want Thunder
Cloud to know that Long Knife had resolved to be
merciful. Long Knife knew that Hard Hand loved
Bending Willow, and he was willing to pardon the
act of an insane lover.”

The Indian maiden’s cheeks glowed with pleasure
at these words. Buffalo Bill bestowed an admiring
look on his comrade. ‘

Thunder Cloud, his countenance still stern, i)tlrsued
his questioning. !

“When Long Knife found Hard Hand in the tepee
of the white spy, why did he not come and announce
his discovery to Thunder Cloud ?”

“Because Long Knife was overpowered by the false
Spider. The false Spider meant Long Knife no harmi,
but he bound and gagged Tong Knife to prevent an

-outery that should bring Thunder Cloud and his braves
to the tepee.”

OB S
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“But Long Knife was free when the white spy came
to the door to talk with Thunder Cloud.”

Buffalo Bill thought these words of the chief put
Wild Bill in a tight place. He waited in great anxiety
for the reply. It did not come promptly. The tall
scout was doing some lightning brain work.

When he did speak his face was composed. '

“The false Spider released Long Knife just before
he went to the door to meet Thunder Cloud. He heard
the noise in front of the door and knew that Thunder
Cloud was outside. Then he said to Long Knife: ‘I
have saved your life. My own life is now in danger.
Will you pay the debt that you owe me?’ I answered
that a Shoshone always pays his debts, and then the
false Spider cut my bonds.” 3

The king of-scouts placed his hand over his mouth.
Wild Bill winked at him.

“Why did not Long Knife stay inthe village when
the white spy left it? Why did he not tell Thunder
Cloud what the spy had done?” % '

“Long Knife wanted to see the false Spider to'a
place of safety. His debt would not ha\rfa been paid
otherwise.” ;

There was silence for a few moments.. Then the
chief’s daughter spoke:

“Will not Long Knife come forth and allow Bend-

ing Willow to look upon his face?” i
“Long Knife will come forth after Thunder Clou

has spoken words of pardon.” TR |
The chief took some time to make up his mmd.
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glance at his daughter’s face, upon which a pleading
expression rested, decided him. He said:

' “Long' Knife is young. He has a generous heart,
and though he has done wrong Thunder Cloud will
pardom him. But the pardon carries with it one con-
dition: The white spy must be surrendered. He shail
be tried, and perhaps the good he has done to Long
Knife may induce the council to decree death without
torture.”

“You are very kind,” thought Buffalo Bill, a pe-
culiar smile on his face. Then he spoke to the chief.

“Thunder Cloud,” said he, “I have a strong objec-
tion to death in any shape. Couldn’t you fix it so that

I can present your tribe with an arm or a leg, and let
it go at that?”

The chief frowned.

“The white spy must not jest with the grave matter
before us. He cannot escape. Why not surrender at
once and thus show that self-sacrifice is not a virtue
confined solely to the Indians?”

The chief said this in English. Wild Bill grinned,

and it was lucky for him that Thunder Cloud did not
observe that grin.

b

“Come,” said the chief sharply, “decide.”
Wild Bill decided.

“Thunder Cloud,” said he, “the false Spider desires
that this talk shall come to an end. He made a cer-
tain promise to-Bending Willow, and when my speech
is ended. the promise will have been kept.”
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Bending Willow started, and an alarming ‘suspicion
entered her mind, but it was driven away at the next
words of the speaker.

“The false Spider will surrender. When I come
forth he will come with me and give up his weapons.
He has the hope that the council may consent to spare
his life.” ¢

“Tt 1s well,” responded the chief.

The two riders were a few yards from the"bowlder.
Thunder Cloud was a little in advance of .hlS daugh-
ter. ‘Wild Bill stepped ount and advanced quickly to the
side of Bending Willow. She leaned from the saddle
to receive the embrace that she fondly expected would
be offered. But the embrace that did come was not
of the Toving kind. Wild Bill seized her outst_retched
hands, vaulted into the saddle behind h.er. with qnle
hand grasped her tightly about the waist, and w1td h
the other took the bridle and sent the pony forward,
the gait quickly turning mto a vfurioust gallop.

Buffalo Bill was not inactive while his comrade wlas
carrying out his part of the pr.ogram. .I-.Ie lgft 1’(}(:
bowlder at the heels of Wild Bill, and with plbt(.) kil
hand, the stock turned toward the chief, walked brls1 tz}’
up to the side of the pony. Thunder Clound r;acfgecthat
take the seapon and received ‘a crack on the 52 :
sent him out of the saddle. One leap and the king 0

2 » bridle in his hands. g :
scouts had the bridle ain g i

in lose
Up the mountain he galloped, ¢ . ' 7
and his fair captive? The Shoshones in the v alley wi

R
e e —.
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nessed the escape and a pursuit was speedily under-
taken.

But the daring scouts had over a hundred yards'
start and their hopes were high. Their ponies were
the fleetest in the village, and they believed, if they
could get into the cafion, where rocks and trees were
abundant, that they could, from shelter, pick off the

foremost of the pursuers and thus check the coming of
the others.

The summit of the mountain was réached, and the
distance between pursuers and pursued had been in-
creased. One discovery, and that a disagreeable one,
had been made during the ride up the grade: The
pony of Thunder Cloud had made faster time than the
pony that belonged to Bending Willow. The reason
was obvious. The girl’s pony was carrying double.

The plan of Buffalo Bill embraced the capture of
the chief’s daughter. If she could be taken to the
agency and word could be sent to the chief that she

 would be killed unless the Shoshones laid down their
arms and signed a new treaty of peace, the Indian
trouble might be settled without the firing of a gun.

“We may have to drop her,” said the king of scouts,
as the descent into the cafion was being made.

“If it comes to'a pinch, yes,” replied Wild Bill, “but
we'll wait for the pinch.”

As he spoke a bullet cut the air above his head.
“Cody,” he shouted, “we’re between two fires. Those
Indians that were down at the “foot of the mountain

N
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have crossed the summit and are coming for us. We
may make the cafion and we may end the game on
this hill.”

“We must make it.”

Down the grade they went at breakneck speed, and
as they went the bullets rattled like hail about their
heads.

Wild Bill, for a reason that he would never explain,
sheltered Bending Willow with his body while the rain
of bullets was descending.

Both of the scouts were wounded, but luckily the
wounds were trifling ones.

Their faces were bleeding when they halted their
ponies in the bed of the cafion at a point where the
trail took a sharp turn and where the bowlders offered
a fine barricade.

Wild Bill dismounted with Bending Willow in his
arms, She had attempted no resistance during the
ride, and she submitted quietly while her captor pla.ced
cords about her wrists. The tall scout, looking into
her face, was surprised at the expression. It was nc')t
one of aversion. There was respect and admiration in
it. Perhaps she knew that she owed her escape from
the bullets of the Shoshones to the self-sacrificing pre-
taution of her captor.

The two scouts and the Indian girl remained behind
the rocks fully ten minutes before anything happene('l.
There had been no pursuit down the cafon, and this
fact puzzled Buffalo Bill. 2
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He was looking out along the trail, when he saw
Thunder Cloud riding alone down the grade. The
chief was waving a white rag.

The king of scouts stepped from behind the bowlder
that had sheltered him and advanced to meet the Sho-
shone.

“Want to talk,” said Thunder Cloud,~his manner
approaching humility. “This truce, you know.”

“Yes, I know,” replied Buffalo Bill.

“Bending Willow, my daughter,”
query, “is she alive?”

“Yes, she is alive, and there is nothing the matter
with her. No bullet reached her person.”

The chief exhibited great relicf. “Braves up on
mountain fired,” he explained. “They not know Bend-
ing Willow with white men.”

“Well,” said Buffalo Bill coolly, “what have you to
propose ?”’

“Give up Bending Willow and Shoshones ride back
to village and bother two white men no more.”

This was a fair proposition, but the king of scouts
was not inclined to accept it. He believed he could
make better terms.

“Daes Thunder Cloud Iove Bending Willow ?” he
asked.

The question angered the chief.
made no reply.

“Silence says yes. Then; if you want to save her
Iife, you must=deliver up all the arms in the hands of
vour braves and then come with me to the agency and

was the anxious

He scowled and

93
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sion a treaty of peace with the x'cl_»rcscma.tive of the
WAl‘litC man’s government. 1f you refuse, bring on your
Indians and we'll fight it out. But the first bullet will
be fired into the heart of Bending Willow.” :

A piteous cry from behind the rocks made Thunder
Cloud wince in pain.

Then Bending Willow’s voice was hear(l.”

“Sign—do what the white man orders,” she en-

cated.
mz’:;uld the father have seen her be{ure'shc spoke.he
might have replied in a diﬂ‘crrcnt strain. Bendmg{
Willow’s head was on Wild Bill's shoulder, and he
was whispering these words into her ear: . ;

“] am your friend. I did not carry you off to harm
you. I do not like war, I want peace. Why cannf)i
there be peace between the white man .zmd’thej rLc(
man? Urge your father to accept my fru?nd s tLrn;,.
If you do not, my friend will kill your father. Iu;
is a desperate man, and he will not respect the flag o
truce.” :

Bending Willow believed this statement of the wily
scout, and so she spoke the words that have been
written.

Thunder Cloud made this reply: ‘

“I will gather the members of the ?our’{cxl and
to them the terms of the white. wartior.” ,

“Well, get a move on, for time is precious. .

The chief rode away, and then Buffalo Bill rejoincd

submit

his comrade.

J : 12 L Tad
3 Ty # s S estion whethet
“Hickok,” said he, “it is an open qu )
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the council will consent. This place of ours is under
watch, but I think a man on foot might manage to
-sneak away without being discovered. Let you be
that man. Go to the agency as fast as your feet will
carry you—the distance is only a few miles—and tell
Alkali Pete what the situation is. He'll know what
to do. Thunder. Cloud may be absent an hour, maybe

two hours, for there’ll be a debate, of course, and Iu- .

dians are slow movers when it comes to taking action
on a question of policy.”

“I don’t like the idea of leaving you here to play a
lone hand,” Wild Bill replied. '

“Don’t worry on my account. The girl is worth
more to me tfan a stack of rifles. I'll manage to hold
out until help comes. I am hoping that no help will
be needed. Go on, Hickok, and give those long legs
of yours a chance to show the best that’s in them.”

Wild Bill hastened away. He passed through the
cafion without being discovered and was soon making
race-horse time for the agency.

It was over an hour before Thunder Cloud reap
peared. His face wore a dejected expression.

“No good,” he announced. “The council will not
consent to make peace with the white man. They say
that Bending Willow has but one life and that she
ought to be willing to give up that life for the sake
of her people. Look,” he added, “the Shoshones are
coming! I will ride to meet them, and then "

“Then,” was the quick interruption, “Thunder
Cloud will have no daughter.”
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“Liar!” shouted the chief, in a passion wrought
by fear and love, and quick upon the word he flung
his tomahawk at Buffalo Bill's head.

The scout ducked in the nick of time and then sent
a bullet into the neck of Thunder Cloud’s pony:. Th.c
chief was raising his rifle as the animal fell ‘and his
aim was destmyéd. The bullet struck the ground at

one side of the scout.

To spring upon the chief, beat him into insensibility,
and drag the body behind the bowlders, was the work
of a few seconds. A number of shots were fired at
fhe scout while engaged in his whirlwind work, but

none reached his body.

Bending Willow saw the bloodstained face of her
father, alid, believing that he was dead, began a lam-
entation that irritated as well as pained the king of
scouts. ;

“See here, young woman,” he said curtl.y, “you're
taking on without cause. Thunder Cloud is wot‘th a
hund;ed dead nien. He's battered a bit, but ]:16'11 b‘e
all right in an hour or two. See, he is opening his
eyes.i :

While the girl was bending over the injured ch‘xef
Buffalo Bill watched his chance and secured the rifle
that Thunder Cloud had dropped. )

He had had only pistols to rely on before this time.
Now he felt easier in mind. Before the 511.05110\1?5_
should get him he would fill the cafion trail with their

dead hodies.
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The Indians did net rush to the bend around which
the valiant scout was stationed. But there was danger

. of an attack from the other side. A flank movement

on foot, for no pony could climb the sides of the
cafion, would be the means of soon ending the strug-
gle.

Buffalo Bill, after looking up the cainon and noting
the position of the Shoshones on the trail, turned his
eyes in the opposite direction.

What he saw made his face grow a little paler,
But. he set his teeth and prepared for what he be-
lieved would be his last fight with the savage foes
of the Rocky Mountains.

Half a dozen Indians, who had climbed the cafion
wall on the side where the trees were thickest and
stolen behind his place of shelter, were now ereeping
toward him.

One came within rifle range, and a bullet laid him
out,

The report of the rifle was succeeded by a chorus
of wild yells from up the cafion where the main body
of the Shoshones were massed.

Buffalo Bill crouched behind the bowlder, his eyes
glancing continuously from right to left, and with
rifle in hand and two pistols fully charged at his side,
waited for the charge that should end all.

And as he waited, the clear, swelling notes of a

bugle brought the blood to his face and made his heart
hound with hope and joy.

e
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Shot after shot announced the coming of the brave
iers of the United States.

SOI'(Il‘th;bI:;ili;Ls who had made the flank movement
were the first victims of the troop 91"c;1w'a}ry that was
sweeping up the trail to Buffalo Bill J rel'lcf‘ =

The bugle notes, the shots, and the ringing shouts (?
the soldie}s checked the advance of the Shoshones m
front of the bend.

Their chief gone, they became 1)3{1ic—stricke11, and,
tarning, rode like the wind for the v1llafge.

Wild Bill and Alkali Pete rode alongside the colonel
of the troop.

The officer shook hands with Buffalo Bill, and then

“he iugation of the Sho-
the cavalry went on. The subjugati

shones had been resolved upomn.

The comrades of the king of scouts stayed at the
owlder.
b Alkali Pete's comely face beamed with delight when
he clasped. hands with Buffalo Bill. : e

“Cunnel Hoskins got ter the agency this '11.\03‘1111&‘1
1e said, “an’ he wouldn’t listen to no \\*;:utlynl ut];);-
night. Couldn’t spar’ the time, .116 said. He)( ]o -
business to look arter. Well, off he startcj(l‘tg.rd(.gln})
Thunder Cloud’s aggeration of war-wantin ‘.LT‘S ]1’;
He didn’t need ther 'Rapahoes. Had a hunduc‘ n Lél,.
and they were able to clean out a thm}sml?;o‘?zs,
faces. T kem along with him ter show him the .OI;
and also ter do a little work if I seen ther ch}arﬁi‘n e
ther way here we met up with Wild Bill, and w
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colonel heerd his story }
ek y he sent ther boys on. with a
The scouts waited i
raited in the cafion for
S caiion for the return of the
Late in the aft
: ernoon Colonel Hoski i
L e oskins and his troop
deii]: S(iloshOonIes had been defeated and their village
yed. nly ten braves |
e 1ad escaped to tell the
Th i
i f;lrntderTCbuq and Bending Willow were taken to
i . The girl was released after a short deten-
oIrjI, ut she refused to leave her father
thene was deFamed in prison for several months, and
gam’ upon his promise to live in peace with Uncle
’ ye;lrw;: lsex}nlt to a reservation. He remained there
i S;Otben esclaped to become chief of another
shones then at war witl 1i i
- ' at with the whites. His
;atu.ghter accompanied him in his flight from the reser-
I11011, but died a few months afterward
: il
=l one of th(j_ most desperate fights in the Yellow-
- cguntry Thunder Cloud met his death. -
da i : -
e aUenrcnalfl did not go to Idaho. She remained at
form: hy or 'sever.al weeks, and then returned to her
t“eenlhe omeI 1; Missouri. Many letters passed be-
y r and Richard Eale, and
: one day th 7ern-
e : y the govern
tointsztlg:nt received a communication from V\fishin.ﬂ-
Vac,atioz:] 1r}1g dthat his application for a three monthos’
- .in been granted “and that his substitute
L arrive at the agency in a few days.
ale improved the three months, FHe journeyed
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St. Louis, met Ida Small, and before the

straight to
hister

an hour they were standing before a mit

end of
istening to the words that made them

of the gaspel 1
man and wife.

The three scouts parted at tl
with Colonel Hoskins as chief of scouts in an
1e Blackfeet, Alkali Pete and Wild
d hunting trip into the

1e agency, Buffalo Bill

to go
expedition against tt
Bill to make a long-contemplate
wilds of Wyoming.

During the last evening the ¢
gether, Wild Bill said:

“Cody, I don’t wonder that the Indians 1
You have wriggled out of more tight
er romanced through the
h you I feel as
no enemy

omrades passed to-
egard you

as a wizard.
places than any man who ev
Western scenery. \Whenever I am wit
safe as if I were sleeping in 2 fort with
within a thousand miles.”

“You didn't feel very safe w
that bowlder.”

“Yes, I did.
part?”’

“No. You w
Bending*® Willow.”

Wild Bill blushed.

“She was a peach, W
she said to me a while ago?”

“Yes. She said, if you would j

she would marry you?”

“You are a wizard. Poor girl. ¢
tell her that I am not a marrylng man.

hile we were behind

Did you hear any growling on my

ere too much engrossed with pretty

asn’t she? Can you guess what

oin the Shoshones,

_ was compelled ta
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There were no more murders on the cafion trail. 2 5%‘ 'g ?ER SERIIE '

The sign, “No thoroughfare,” so arrogantly exposed Clean Adventure Stories for Boys
by the Black Spider, had been removed and destroyed

by. the valiant king of scouts. Price Fifteen ants
THE END; ’-

" lete List Published
No. 142 of TuE BurraLo Birr Borper STORIES, en- ; The Most. Comp
titled “Buffalo Bill’s Game With F ate,” by Colonel Pren- ‘ S
tiss Ingraham, tells of some wonderful adventures that '

befell the great pioneer of the glorious' West, and' is a

The $ollowing list does not contain all the books that Horatio
rattling' good story.

Alger-wrote, ‘but it -contains most of ‘them, an_d certa'mlzr the; :“e:lt:
Horatio Alger is to boysgzwhat Charles chlsens is ito gs .
ups. His work is just -as -popular ‘to-day as it awas yea; (;i -.
"The "hooks thave a ‘quality, ‘the value of which is ‘beyond -
spittation. ; .
vpu%t‘e(:‘e are ‘legions of boys of foreign p.arents whod.'?.re 1::625
2elped along the road to ‘true Am.cncafnsm by rea ﬂxlngreader
yooks *whi¢h -are so peculiarly Amerlc':uil in tone that cd s
samnot fail ‘to -absorb some of ‘the 'stpj;nt‘of fair play and ¢
livi ich iis-socharacteristically erican.
Jv;ﬁgt}‘:ir? “l:x};t are ‘included ‘eertain books by 'Ed?vard S}tlrate;nﬁy;r
apon “whose -shotlders rthe 'cloak of Horatio Allger ea;te:t vi;
‘They-are hooks df ‘the Alger type, and'toa very large :
with Mr. Alget’s "books n -interest -and - wholesomeness.

TITLES ALWAYS IN PRINT
i ———

i r.
1—Driven From Home ...cuensesss.. By Homatio Alger, J

10 4 ' &
Mo B
o Andy (Gortlon - eooomeenmeeens By Horatio Alger, It
g—-—Tan the TTAMD ...eceverennnmnns. By Horatio A}gﬂ‘, ;:
6—The .i?i-ve Hundred Dollar ‘Cheg¢k. .. .'gy ggzgg ﬁl 2‘:: _Tr:
B e By Tonata Al 16
e e e

-

R
r 7 ‘
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_ALGER SERIES,

10—Only an Irish BOy...vveeeeesnss....By Horatio Alger, Jr.
11—Jed, the Poorhouse Boy............. By Horatio Alger, Jr,
12—Chester Rand S By Horatio Alger, Jr.
13—Grit, the Young Boatman of Pine Point,

By Horatio Alger, Jr.
I4—Joe’s Luck By Horatio Alger, Jr.
15—From Farm Boy to Senator........ By Horatio Alger, Jr.
16—The Young Outlaw By Horatio Alger, Jr.
I7—Jackls Ward ... .c... N AT ars By Horatio Alger, Jr.
18—Dean Dunham By Horatio Alger, Jr.
By Horativ Alger, Jr.
By Horatio Alger, Jr.
By Horatio Alger, Jr.
By Horatio Alger, Jr,
23—A New York Boy By Horatio Alger, Jr.
24—Bob Burton By Horatio Alger, Jr.
25—The Young Adventurer ............ By Horatio Alger, Jr,
26—Julius, the Street Boy By Horatio Alger, Jr.
27—Adrift in New York By Horatio Alger, Jr.
28—Tom Brace ....By Horatio Alger, Jr.
20—Struggling Upward By Horatio Alger, Jr.
30—The Adventures of a New York Telegraph Boy,
By Horatio Alger, Jr.
By Horatio Alger, Jr.
32—The Young Acrobat By Horatio Alger, Jr.
33—Bound to Rise ....By Horatio Alger, Jr.
34—Hector's Inheritance .....n........ .By Horatio Alger, Jr.
35—Do and Dare «+...By Horatio Alger, Jr.

36—The Tin Box eseessse....By Horatio Alger, Jr.
37—Tom, the Bootblack T By Horatio Alger, Jr.

38—Risen from the Ranks.............. By Horatio Alger, Jr.
39—Shifting for Himself .... By Horatio Alger, Jr.
40—Wait and Hope ........ i By Horatio Alger, Jr.
41—Sam’s Chance By Horatio Alger, Jr.
42—Striving for Fortune Pt et e By Horatio Alger, Jr.
43—Phil, the Fiddler By Horatio Alger, Jr.
44—Slow and Sure ,........... e o5 By Horatio Alger, Jr.
45—Walter Sherwood’s Probation By Horatio Alger, Jr.
46—The Trials and Triumphs of Mark- Mason,

By Horatio Alger, Te.

20—Both Sides of the Continent
21—The Store Boy
22—Brave and Bold

31—Tom Tracy

ALGER SERIES.

% - /
47—The Young Salesman ..ceee.. By Hvratfo ﬁiger, ]:,
48—Andy Grant’s Pluck ...ceieenecanes B) Hurago Algz;, i[k.
40—Facing the World «oivueveeensens e By H. sratio Alg 3 Jr.
so—Luke Walton By g;ra?o A}g:’ Jr.
51—Strive and ‘Succeed By Hora io Alger, Jr'
s2—From Canal Boy to President By Horat%o ger, Jr.
53—The Erie Train Boy By Horatfo ‘lziger, }11:
54—Paul, the Peddler By ?."oragz Algz:, Jr:
ss—The Young Miner By torati a er, r
56—Charlie. Codman’s Cruise By ~1,L.0rat.%o Alger’ Jr.
s7—A Debt of Honor By i;ora?z Alier, _]'r
58—The Young Explorer «.... SR e By Horati ; X ;
Ben’s Nugget By l[orat%o Alger, Jr.
gg:’fhc Errand Boy By ]Iura[%o ﬁigcr, g_:
61—Frank and Fearless ....cocsaaseesc:BY “Fiorflt;g Alg:::, Jrj
62—Frank Hunter's Peril ..... e aelile By . ora 2 er, &
63—Adrift in the City ©...... eSS A By 'éor:ilfo A]ier' :]r,
64—Tom Thatcher’s Fortune By xqorat{o Alger’ -
65—Tom Turner's Legacy. By Horatio e er, i
66—Dan, the Newsboy gy gziigg Aléer, T
— Dicoine 5 1 y i x !
668—7 Elegftg::lrlt I{ZC(QU S By Horatio Alger, % I;
4 i I.
60—In Search of Treasure By Horat{o :‘:llgel‘, 4
70—Frank’s Campaign By Horat}o Alg:;. jr:
71—Bernard Brook’s Adventures ....... By Horatfo Alger, 5
72—Robert Coverdale’s Struggles By Horatfo Alger, i
73—Paul Prescott’s Charge By I:Ima?z Alger, B
74—Mark Manning’s Mission By HOYatTO A]ge'r’ -
75—Rupert’s Ambition By orati i 5 i
76—Sir:k or Swim By Horatio Alger, JT.
77—The Backwood’s Boy By Horatio Alger, Jr.

1 By Horatio Alger, Jr.
;i:gom I;I:ITGP o Ty Horatio Alger, it
en Bruce ......ecoeveeee 5

: io Alger, Jr.
80o—The Young Musician ..oieopeeeesss DY EZiZﬁZ Alier, Jr.
81—The Telegraph Boy vevsrnsnsasnes By io Alger, Jr.

' eond Win- Jvvsuasesssensssnsis Byt oradorilEn
gi_ﬁf Tiain Boy'oe it e py HortorAlEntTES

...By Horatio Alger, Jr.
84—The Cash Boy ...coecease s
85—Herbert, Carter's Legacy .. +«reveensBY Horatio Alger,

—




ALGER: SERTES:

86—Strong and Steady ....sveosesnsss.. By Horatio Alger; Jr.

87—Lost at Sea B i
.......... e Renisese DY T HDTaHOP A gens T
88—From Farm to Fortune ....... «esasn By Horatio Alger, Jr.

89—Young Captain: Jack. ...eeemeecseson By Horatio Alger, Jr.
90—-—10e, the Hotel Boyi... e ens By Hordtior Alger;, I
9I—Out: for BlSiness: ....eeuemeese .+«..By Horatio Alger' Es
92--Falling" in: With: Fortune By Horatio Algcr, I
03—Nelso,. the: NeWsBOY: . ..ausnmiesosese. By Horatio Alger' Jr:
94—Randy of the River £ By Horatio Alger, Jr.
95~]erry, the Backwoods Boy By Horatio Algcr’ Jr.
06—Ben Logan’s Triumph By Horatio A]ger, Jr
97—The Young Book Agent By Horatio Alger: Jr.
08—The Last Cruise of The Spitfire..By Edward Stratemeyer
99—Reuben: Stone's Discovery: .......By Edward Stratemeyer
100-T§'ue to Himself By Edward Stratemeyer
101—Richard Dare’s Venture By Edward Stratemeyer
102—Oliver Bright's Search By Edward Stratemeyer*
103—To Alaska for Gold........evn... By Edward Stratemeyer”
104—Tlhe Young Auctioneer By Edward’ Stratemeyer
‘05~I‘30und to. Be an Electrician By Edward Stratemeyer
106—Shorthand Tom By Edward Stratemeyet
107—Fighting for. His Own By Edward Stratemeyet
108—Joe, the Surveyor By Edward Stratemeyer
109‘—{431‘3(, the: Wanderer....... o (ote By Edward Stratemeyet
110=—The: Young Ranchman By Edward Stratemeyet!
III—T%}C Young Lumbermen By Edward. Stratemeyer
112—The: Young Explorers............ By Edward Stratemeyer
113—Boys: of the Wildérness.. ........ By Edward Stratemeyer
114——30}15 of the Great: Northwest By Edward Stratemeyer
115—Boys O.f the: Gold Fields By Edward Stratemeyer
iit’):gor Ifls C.ountr).r By Edward. Stratemeyer
7—Comrades in. Péril By Edward: Stratemeyer
By Edward Stratemeyer
By Edward. Stratemeyer”
. ; ; By Edward! Stratemeyer
n .ortunes Tralli-lessin e By Edward Stratemeyen
122—Lost in the Land of Ice By Edward Stratemeyer
*23+—Bah, the: Photographer ......... «.By Edward: Stratemeyes:
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SPORTS

i

Everybody is interested in some
sport or other these days.

The stories in the Merriwell
Serie§7 and in the Sport Stories
Library, both of which lines sell at
15 cents, are devoted to sports of
all kinds, so if you love the great
outdoors and the healthful exercise
which goes with outdoor sport,
buy these stories and make the
acquaintance of some very fasci-
nating athletes.

PRICE 15 CENTS

Street & Smith Corporation
29 Seventh Avenue :i New York City
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Sea Stgri@s

We have repeated requests for sea stories.
To those who love the sea we feel sure that the
following books will make an appeal as no other
reading matter cam.

These books are il fz)ubli'shed in THE SE-
LECT LIBRARY at I5 cents the copy. @

58 Treasure Island Robert Louis Stevenson
60 Dead Man’s Rock  “Q.” (A. T. Quiller-Couch)
61 The Iron Pirate Max Pemberton
67 The Cruise of the “Cachalot” Frank U. Bullen
83 Kidnaped Robert Louis Stevenson
125 The Master of Ballantrae Robert Louis Stevenson
129 Love and Shipwreck W. Clark Russell
132 The Frozen Pirate W. Clark Russell

I T

There are eight books in this list. One dol-
lar and a half will bring them to you postage
paid. The same amount of money will never
buy better reading matter, nor more enjoyment
for you, anywhere.,

PRICE, 15 CENTS

——r e

STREET & SMITH CORPORATION
79 Seventh Avenue 1 New York City
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Only One Best

T

The best paper-covered books are
S. & S. NOVELS; consequently they

are imitated.

When you ask for an S. & S. NOVEL,
be sure that you get an S. & S. NOVEL,

and save yourself disappointment.

We have 1500 different titles to offer
you, most of them copyrights.

=
=

A complete catalog may be secured
from your dealer or we will send one

free upon request.

S 9

Street & Smith Corporation

79 SEVENTH AVENUE
NEW YORK CITY
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