£

G
=

S
-00

tiss In

‘en

Col.P;

——y W W M me W OSSR RS e e




WESTERN STORIES ABCUT

BUFFALO BILL

Price, Fifteen Cents
Red-blooded Adventure Stories for Men

TUNRATA

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 im 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. 3
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IN APPREGIATION OF WILLIAM F. GODY

(BUFFALO BILL).

It is now some generations since Josh Billings, Ned
Buntline, and Colonel Prentiss Ingraham, intimate friends
of Colonel William F. Cody, used to forgather in the
* office of Francis S. Smith, then proprietor of the New

York Weekly. It was a dingy little office on 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 Federdi, the girl, were married March 6, 1866.

In 1867 Cody was employed to furnish a specified
amotint 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.”
Tn 1868 and for four years thereafter Colonel Cody

i
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served as scouf and guide in campaigns against the Sioux
and -Cheyenne Indians. It was General Sheridan who
conferred on Cody the thonor 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.

Colgpel 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. Tt.was upon seeing his
first play in the metropolis that Cody conceived the idea =
of ;going into the show business. e !

Assisted by Ned Buntline, novelist, and Colonel In-
graham, he started his “Wild West” show, which later =
developed and expanded into “A Congress of the Rough-
riders of the World,” first presented at Omaha, Ne-
braska., In fime 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, 1917, His legacy to a grateful world was
a large share in the development of the West, and 2 =
multitude of achievements in horsemanship, marksmans
ship, and endurance that will live for ages. His life
avill continue to he 2 leading example of the manliness,
courage, and devotion to duty that belonged to a pic-
duresque phase.of American'life now passed, like the great
Patriot whose career it typified, into the ‘Great Beyonds,

-3 ‘.v' 2
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BUFFALO BILL'S CLEAN SWEEP.

-

CHAPTER: L
THE MURDER AT THE SMITHY.

The hacienda of the Junipe Rancho, belonging to
Don Luis Junipe y Morada, was not only hospitable
in appearance—ifor its roof spread over an enormous
area for a single homestead—but its proprietor was
one of the most generous hosts in the Seuthwest.

Lying in sight of the Rio Grande, the hacienda was
beautifully, as well" as- prominently, situated. The
rancho included many square miles of grazing lands;
indeed, Sefior Junipe y Morada’s cattle grazed 'on both
sides of the river.

But, notwithstanding the undoubted hospitality of
the Junipe Rancho, there was at least one member of
the party of visitors now at the hacienda that its roof
could not shelter.

Pitched on a small green; between the horse corrals
and the great house, with its rambling verandas, and a
whole string of outbuildings, or “offices,” at the back,
was a skin tent, and before the tent burned a small fire
over which was smoking several strips of beef which
were being “jerked” to the consistency and taste of
very tough shoe leather.

Tending the heef were two men—one dressed for
the most part in skins and with a coonskin cap on his
head, while his unrazered: face and bright, hard: eyes
gave him a rather wild appearance. That he was &




6 The Murder at the Smithy.

trapper and woodsman—his like found more often
along the headwaters of the Missouri and Platte than
down here near the Mexican border—there could be no
doubt. 33
The other was a rosy-cheeked, yellow-haired man =
with rather innocent, staring eyes, and of a pronounced =
Teutonic appearance. And his speech bore out the =
appearance, for Wilhelm von Schnitzenhauser, dubbed =
baron by courtesy, was very Dutch indeed, and had =
never mastered the English tongue, though he grappled ==
with it daily. -
“I toldt you vot, Nomat,” he was now saying to the ==
man in the skin cap, “you vas su-ah missing de pest =
oof eferyt'ing—yes! You vas madt to stay in dis =
leedle skin tent, ven you might sleeb mit a fedder ped =
ofer you in dot hacienda yedt."” e
The trapper laughed shortly. :
“Old Nick o’ th® Woods would sure be done fur,
and they’d tie his carcass on th’ tall poles ter dry, stre

'nuff, ef he ever slep’ in a feather bed,” he chuckled, =

turning one of the strips dexterously in the smioke.
“Why, baron, I ain’t slep’ like that since I was weaned
—I don’t b'lieve!”

~ “Vell, py Shimminy Grismus! De Sefior Shoonipe
1s von fine man, undt he gifs us de fairy best dot iss

in his larder, undt treadts us like de nopility. Such =
peds—undt such eatings—undt such trinkings—ach,
himmelblitzen ! you vos missing idt, Nomat.” :

91d Nick Nomad shoo's his head decidedly.

. That's all right, baron, for them thet likes et. But
it ~am’t fer me. I git my cut of fresh beef when the
sefior’s butcher kills—and this stuff we're smoking -
never cost me a skin. The sefior’s generous ez they]

28 id bl . -
make ’em; but I kyant breathe under a ruffer

:Sems ez though I couldn’t. And it makes men softy
$o0.
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- the West at that day.
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“Looker this yere nevvy of the seflor’s thet wants
ter go huntin’ with me. It's fair shameful fer 'em ter
shut a younker like thet thar up in skule an’ fill his
head full o’ book I'arnin’, instead o’ lettin’ him live out
in God A’mighty’s free kentry an’ 'arn sumpin’ use-
ful.’

“You vas meanin’ dot poy vot iss de son of de
sefior’s vife's sister—meppeso! 223

“Thet thar's th’ critter. An’ looker him ’side o’
Leetle Cayuse! W'y, thet thar young Injun would take
this yere book-fed young feller out two mile from
this yere ranch an’-—though ’tis sure er. strange kentry
ter Leetle Cay nse—the Injun’d lose the sefior’s nevvy
in ha’f an hour.’

The baron looked a little doubtful, and shook his
head. Perhaps, even to his mind, there was something
worth while in life besides a knowledge of wood and
plains craft. But before he could speak his gaze, wan-
dering down the trail which led past the horse corrals,
fastened upon a ﬁfrure hastening tow ard them.

“Py Shimminy !’ he e]aculated “Here iss dot Leedle
Cayuse yedt—aind’t idt? Undt he iss runnin’.”

Old Nomad looked up quickly, and stood up, too.
He searched the wide expanse of rolling country in

~ view from this spot.

“This ain’t no Injun kentry,” he muttered. “Thar
kayn't be no redskins broke loose yere. Th’ nearest
red rascals is the Mescalero Apaches 3

“But issn’t dere Inchuns on de Mexican site of de
rifer—meppeso 7’

“Buffler says they’re only Yaquis, an’ ef they air
left erlone they don’t trouble nobody.”

It was natural that the two frontiersmen should ex-

- pect only Indian alarms to disturb any community.

The reds were on the warpath almost everywhere in
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And by the way Little Cayuse ran, Nomad and the
Dutchman knew that the Indian youth was much ex=
cited. He came panting to the camp fire, the sweat
beads standing on his chest and his face flushed with
his exertions.

“Put a name to it, Cayuse!” cried the old trappets
“Wot’s a-troublin’ yer?”

“Qvick!” cried the baron. “Is it Inchuns?”

The boy stretched a pointing arm down the trail he: i
had come.

“It is a man—dead,” he said.

“Al white man?’ demanded Nomad. E

“Ugh! Yellow face,” explained Little Caymse™
briefly. 4

“One o’ these greasers,” grunted Nomad.

“Ach, himmelblitzen! von of Sefior Shoonipe’s men.
Meppeso it vas Inchuns—yes?”

Little Cayuse, getting his breath, explained more

fully, and in his staccato fashion, the discovery he had
made down on the river trail. He had passed a little
smithy where the yellow-faced man was at work, eatly
that morning when he had left the vicinity of the
hacienda.
: L.ittle Cayuse had gone to the bank of the river,
in sight of the nearest ford, and there he had caught
a glimpse of a single horseman crossing the river to-
ward the American bank. The man swam his horse
part of the way, the water was so high; and he was s0
far from the Indian lad, anyway, that even with his
keen eyes Little Cayuse had been able to make out lit=
tle: except that he looked like a Mexican.

The man disappeared ; then, after a time, the In-

dian hgd heard the sound of a hammer at the forge on
the trail.

This smithy belonged to Sefior Junipe ¥
Morada, but was patronized by many riders )
_teamsters who passed that way.
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It was Little Cayuse’s opinion that the man who had
crossed the ford stopped to have a single shoe set. At
least, the hammer rang only long enough to have nailed
a single shoe in place.

Then, after a moment, Little Cayuse had heard a
shot. The sound had been followed by the pounding
of hoofs along the trail. He ran up the hill to the
trail, and could see the smithy again. There was no-
body in sight—there was not even a balloon of dust
to show which way the horseman had ridden.

Curious, the Indian lad had crept up to the forge.
Nobody moved about it, and there was no sound from
within. When he reached a point where he could see
into the shop he found that the Mexican smith lay upon
his face on the floor, his shoeing hammer grasped in
his hand, and a bullet hole bored through the middle of

his forehead.
“So I-come—I hurry. Tell Pa-e-has-ka. Yellow

man heap dead.”
“You bet Buffler ought to, know it!” cried old
Nomad, and instantly he turned toward the hacienda

and uttered a full-throated yell.

“Buffler! Hey, Buffler! Co-ee! co-ee! Rouse out
o thet an’ hear th’ news! Buffler! Pawnee! yeou Bill
Hickok! Wake up yere!”

His bellow awakened the echoes and must have heen
heard in every part of Seflor Junipe y Morada’s great

house.
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CHAPTER IL g

SILVERNAIL. S i

. A T

On one of the shady verandas of the rambling ranci 5 e
house a quartet of very interesting-looking men Sat == .
smoking around a table on which stood tall glasses .
which had held the customary morning drink. Senor T
Junipe y Morada was a handsome old gentleman, \\.rlth N .
silvery hair and beard, a deeply tanned complexion, = 1
and an agile. body that belied his sixty-odd years Of':,- b
age. a

&

He boasted of the purest Andalusian blood; but hes==
had married a Texas ranchman’s daughter, a lady i
twenty years younger than himself, and had thus ==
bound himself more closely to the United States thjm =
most of his brother rancheros on the American side =
of the river.

His guests this morning were three true-bloqd .
Americans, and three very famous ones at that. One
was Buffalo Bill Cody, the border king and the most =
famous scout throughout the Western country; his
comrades, Pawnee Bill and Wild Bill, were the other =
two guests,

The scouts, and their aids, the baron, old Nomad, =
and Little Cayuse, were not usually idle; therefore, it
may be taken as a fact that the party were guests of
tl'xr:_junipe Rancho for a purpose. And the four men ;
sitting around the table had been discussing the busi- %
ness which had really brought the scouts into the neigh-"48
borhood. 5

“What you say, Sefior Cody, is true,” the host was
saying, nodding his head vigorously. “We are trou-
bled indeed, more by bandits than by savages. The =

-l o
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'Apaches haunt mostly the caravan trails and do noth-
ing but run off a few head of our stock, now and then.
The Yaqui, in the hills beyond the Rio Grande, do
not strike often, although they hate our people. But
the bandits ride the border all the time, and they are
a growing menace.”

“That was the tale we heard before we reached Fort
Bolder,” returned Buffalo Bill. “Our orders are to
clear out the whole small fry of brigands :

“And how about- the whale, Sefior Cody?” inter-
rupted the old gentleman quickly.

“The whale?” repeated the scout, puzzled.

“The big one of them all. The chief bandit of
the whole crew, sefior. It is true there is a great shoal
of small robbers and border desperadoes along the Rio
Grande. But they—many of them—would not dare
be so bold were it not for the example of the greatest
rogue of them all,” declared Sefior Junipe warmly.

“And who is he?”’ questioned Buffalo Bill.

“Silvernail.”

“On-she-ma-da!” exclaimed Pawnee Bill, starting.
“That’'s the critter Captain Bullfinch spoke of, ne-
carnis.” $

“Silvernail ?”’ repeated Wild Bill. “That feller is a
reg'lar Dick Turpin of the border, isn't he?”

“He is the one big rogue,” declared Sefior Junipe,
his eyes flashing. “He has had the impudence to send

word to some of us rancheros thatwunless we pay him
tribute he will raid us.”

“And did you pay?” demanded Buffalo Bill quickly.
“Not I,” declared the sefior grimly, “I have a body

of seventy armed men within an hout’s call of the ha-

cienda, and even he, with all his impudence, would
hesitate ‘to strike me. But I fear that some of my

poorer neighbors have bowed their necks to the yoke

of Silvernail.”

e
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“But why Silvernail?” asked Wild Bill' suddenly:
“That ain’t no common cognomen, sure.”

“He rides like a hidalgo, that bandit,” said Senor
Junipe. “He might be called ‘Goldenspur,” as well.
And the buttons on his garments are of bullion; they
say: while the cord on his sombrero must weigh five
pounds of silver weight. He is more richly dressed
than any gentleman ranchero along the whole Rio
Grande. But his name is for another reason.

“It is said that there is at least one silver nail in
the fastening of each shoe on his horse's hoofss
‘Whether it is true or not I cannot tell. These vaqueros
are half-wild fellows themselves, and superstitious t0
a degree. They tell all kinds of fanciful stories abous
this bandit, and they fear him as they fear the devil:
Some of the tales may be true, or not—gquien sabe?

“However, smiths who claim to have fastened on @
shoe for a singularly dressed lone horseman are al=
ways stopped before driving the final nail, and the rider
of the horse presents to them a nail of his own to be
driven in the last hole and clinched upon the front of
the hoof. It is a mail of silver—or, at least, silven
and some alloy. :

_ “He is a bold man thus to give a clew to his idens
t1t5‘r‘ wherever he has a shoe fixed,” said Buffalo Billk
? Bold is no name for it, sefiores!” cried the ranchero.

He is as bold as the devil himself—who is not afraid
to 80 about with horns and a tail. And this Silver=
nail defies us all. He is what you call ‘quick on the
tl"%%?“'*}’es‘. My smith yonder, Pasquale, swears
that if he ever stops at his forge to have a shoe set he
%1211‘ StlglllftePSEIegnor Silvernail down with his hammer.

! squale is a bold young man 4

It was at this juncture that old Nomad’s shout dis=

turbed the group upon the veranda. It brought the
three Bills to their feet on the instant, &
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Junipe. “Why does your strange amigo shout like
that? He ds in the good humeor, perhaps?”
“There’s trouble brewin’!” declared Wild Bill.
“Nick ain’t hollering for fun,” agreed Pawnee Bill.
( Their chief was already vaulting the railing of the
- veranda. The other two put after him and they ran
across the sod toward the tent where the trapper, the
baron, and Little Cayuse were standing. In a mo-

= { “What is ‘the matter, gentlemen?” cried old Sefior
-
]

o ment Buffalo Bill turned and shouted for their host to
e follow.
w “Hére is something -you -should know, Sefior

Junipe,” declared the scout, as the old gentleman ap-
proached and the others hurried to the corral to rope
their horses.

i
[','r_: “What has happened, Sefior Cody?” gasped the
j¢  ranchero.

e “Where is this smith of yours—this bold boy, Pas-
o7 quale?” demanded the scout.

. “Yonder is his forge—on the river trail,” said the

o old gentleman wonderingly.

30 “I am sorry tto tell you, sefior,” said Cody, shaking
his head, “that the bold Pasquale is probably dead.”

s “Dead!”

B “Shot down—and after tacking a shoe on the mount

4 of a traveler; or, so it would seem,” and the scout

4#  repeated rapidly the tale that Little Cayuse had brought

i up from the river.

- Instantly the ranch owner turned and shouted for a

«  peon to bring him his horse, and at the master’s voice

o+t half a dozen servants bustled about the corral, along

g with the visitors, roping a horse and cinching a saddle
on it, into which Don Luis mounted almost as quickly

%  @sthe scout and his friends got into theirs.

# | It was a race to the shanty where the smith had

. Wworked, near the ford of the great ri-ar. A .real
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ford it was not, for a man had to swim his horse more
than half the distance, and most of the crossing was
done by punt, although there was no regular ferry. 4
When he arrived at a point a few yards from the =8
shack Buffalo Bill pulled in his mount, and held up @ 3
warning hand. : & :
“All off here! Be careful of the trail, gentle_mf‘:’n. _ ;'
“On-she-ma-da! you're just right, negarnm! cxT
claimed Pawnee Bill. “No use in tramping all ovef \
the map till we get a squint at 4t.” A
“Nick,” said Buffalo Bill, “see what you and Little™ x
Cayuse can find. We want to know which way the
killer went.” S
The others approached the blacksmith shop from the
rear. There were no marks of hoofs on this side of =
the structure, and by removing a sun-warped plank ==

from the rear partition they all crowded through nto==8
the shop. '

“Caramba!” ejaculated Sefior Junipe. “It is pooOr =8
Pasquale.”

The three scouts and the haron each examined the =

dead man in his own way ; but the baron was the first =
to make audible comment :

“Vot a terribleness!” he sighed. ‘“He vas shodtr 5
down like a tog—aind’t it? Ach! dere vos pad peoples 3
in dis blace—vot?” ; ‘

“Shot like a dog, indeed,” murmured the sefior.

Buffalo Bill had tried to take the hammer out of the =
dead man’s hand; but, although the body was barely
cold, the fingers had stiffened upon the handle. He
looked significantly at Pawnee Bill and Hickok.

“Fight, eh, necarnis?”’ muttered Pawnee Bill. 2

“If the other feller hadn’t been quick on the trigger
that hammer would have done the work, maybe?” ques=
M tioned Wild Bill, ‘
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“That’s the way it looks,” returned Buffalo Bill, in
the same low tone.

At that moment the sefior uttered a startled ex-
clamation. They all looked at him in wonder. He
had just risen to his full height again, after having
stooped to the ground. He did not look directly at
the scouts.

“It was nothing, sefiores,” he said cheerfully. “One
gets these little cricks in the back when one passes
his sixtieth milestone.”




CHAPTER IIL
RAWDON SMART.

Old Nick and Little Cayuse now appeared, one fromt =S8
" either direction, in front of the smithy. The Indian S
boy spoke to Buffalo Billieagerly: g
-“T_"gh! Little Cayuse tell. Pa-e-has-ka. triath. _Thg
man ride from the river—so,” and his gesture indis= S8
cated the ford below. TSTN oy
“And th’ critter went upstream—an’ a-goin’ llclferty’. .
split!” declared the trapper. ‘His horse scurce hit th: e
ground at all, only th’ high spots, w'en oncet it g0k
ter goin’.” I
“And you were not near enough to see the mans
face, Little Cayuse?” demanded Buffalo Bill. ‘
“Pa-e-has-Ka says true. Little Cayuse saw the man
only as he crossed the river.”

“Could you tell if he was a white man?” demanded
the scout. :
Little Cayuse pointed at Sefior Junipe.
“Ugh! white man like him,”
“Mexican?” :
“So I t'ink,” declared Little Cayuse. “Him dressed =
like this man.” .
Pawnee Bill smote one fist into his palm.
“On-she-ma-da! TIt's as plain to be seen as a ]ew’s
nose,” he cried. “The traveler stopped to have a shoe =8
set. Then there was a wrangle—if not a fight. ThistEs
Pasquale would have brained him, maybe—don’t it
« look so, necarnis?”
“I believe you are right, pard,” admitted Buffalo Bill.
“Put vy for shouldt de placksmith fight mit de =
man?” demanded the baron. “Idt vould spoil gustom =

. —vyes? Aind’'t dot a foolishness?”
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Senor Junipe suddenly strode forward. He seemed
to be deeply moved, and his voice shook.

“T have solved it, caballeros,” he cried.

They all looked at him, Buffalo Bill with particuar
interest.

“It was Silvernail,” said the ranchero. I am sure
it was that bandit. See! what was I just telling you
about this same Pasquale, gentlemen? He had sworn
to me that if the bandit ever came this way, and had
a shoe :set, he would brain him before he could get
away.”

“Ah!” ejaculated Pawnee Bill. “What do you think,
mecarnis?”’

But the sefior hastened on:

“Your Indian boy, Sefior Cody, says he heard the
ring of a hammer long enough for the setting of one
shoe, and one shoe only. And then, ina moment, came
the shot; the traveler rode off at a swift pace. Qur
friend, Sefior Nomad, has found the hoofprints of
the running horse. There was an altercation just as
the shoe was fixed. If, as I believe, Silvernail rode
this way, when he gave his usual nail to Pasquale
there was bound to be trouble. Valgame Dios! yes, it
must be so. Pasquale attempted to apprehend—oper-
haps to kill—the bandit, and was killed, instead, him-
self.”

“Well!” ejaculated Buffalo Bill suddenly, “it-may be
80, or not. The fact remains, the man who had the
shoe fixed here this morning should be found. You
are sure of the trail, old man?” he added, turning to

~ Nomad.

“Dead sure, Buffler.”
“Then get your horses. "We'll see if he rides a bet-
der horse than is to be found in Sefior Junipe's cor-

ral” . |

They hurried for the horses, but ‘Sefion Junipe T'_c-ii
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mained in the shop. Before Buffalo Bill and his
friends were more than gone a newcomer appeared.
The moment he saw the dead man and the old senor
standing over him he hurried to the spot. Lo
“Uncle!” he exclaimed.” “What has happened” = =8
He was a young fellow in his teens—rather a good= =%
looking youth, but slim and not as tanned or hardy- +
looking as most bovs of the frontier were. And he ==
was dressed in citified clothes not at all common upom ==
a Southwestern rancho. 1
“Rawdon Smart,” said the old seiior sternly, “did
you know about this?” ;
“It is Pasquale! poor fellow!” exclaimed the youth, =
without noticing the old gentleman’s accusing man
ner, or speech. “Who did it?” L D
“That is what we would all know, boy,” declared
the sefior. “Our friends, Sefior Cody and his com= ==
panions, have started on what they believe to be the =
trail of the murderer.”
“Which way did he go?” cried the youth eagerly.
“Up the river.” : :
Rawdon Smart shook his head. “No. I have bee =
walking in the other direction—below the ford, uncle. =
I could not have seen the murderer.” Ok
“But you were here at the smithy this morning?® =
demanded Sefior Junipe. '
“No, uncle. I was not,” returned the youth mildlys
“You have not been in the smithy to-day?”
“No. I haven’t seen Pasquale—poor fellow |—fof
two days.” _ 3
The old man seized his nephew’s sleeve suddenly,
and from a pocket in the breast of his fine linen shirf
brcl)ught forth a small object that lay flat upon his
palm, e
“Then how do I find this lying here on the floor, by
the forge, Rawdon Smart?’ he demanded.

-
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The boy looked, and uttered a cry of surprise. The
article in his uncle’s hand was a flat locket of gold, set
around the frame with several small but pure white
diamonds ; and in the center, upon ivory, was painted a
woman’s face. It was a beautiful face, but the boy’s
own features were enough like those of the picture to
establish the relationship.

“Mother!” he gasped.

Then, after a moment. of paralyzed surprise, he
thrust his free hand into his own breast and brought
“out, hung upon a stout cord, the mate to the miniature
—the mate in frame, setting, and in the workmanship
of the picture!

“See, Uncle Luis!” he cried. “I have my own.
There was never but one other—Clifford wore it away
with him.”

“Your brother Clifford,” murmured the sefior, and
his head drooped.

“Surely. And it couldn’t be that Clifford is here!”

The sefior wagged his head negatively and did not
look up.

“Fle is still at San Enrife? That was where he was

. —working with that odd Professor Cralé—isn’t it so?
He is there now, isn’t he?”

“As far as I know—yes.”

“And if I go hunting with this strange old fellow
who calls himself Nick o’ the Woods, we can go across
the river and as far as San Enrife—can’t we?”

“True. You may see your brother there,” muttered
the old man. “Clifford has not crossed the river since
— since his trouble. Si, si! he would not be here. He
lost the miniature.”

“Or it was stolen from him,” suggested Rawdon

. eagerly.
“I will keep it—for the present,” muttered Sefior
Junipe. “If—if you see your brother while you are

kd ol
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on this trip, Rawdon, tell him I shall keep it fOﬁwj‘
him.” .
“But you, yourself, say he will not cross the river, =8
said the boy doubtfully. “That old trouble—I know,_;
uncle! you have forbidden me to talk about it. Bul
with our mother, I believe Clifford was more smned’_g
against than sinning.” i
“He killed the man!” exclaimed Sefior Junipe.. =5
Rawdon Smart started back with a faint cry. HlS"
uncle was still standing over the dead body of P.as-ll
quale, the smith. 3
“Oh, uncle! don’t be harsh,” begged the youth-'@
“And you scared me. It was as though you lay ths :
death of this poor fellow to Clifford’s door, as .Wd‘l- 5
But Sefior Junipe turned on his heel, and withouts
another word went to his horse, mounted, and rodes
back to the hacienda. His nephew, troubled deeply mfi
mind and spirit, awaited the coming of the peons that -

the owner of the great ranch sent to care for the dead;:
body of the murdered smith.

e

Rawdon remained at the shack, too, until the troops
of horsemen under Buffalo Bill returned from the T
‘hard ride up the river. The man they had followeds
whether murderer or not, had got across the

Grande again, and the scout and his friends were not

prepared at that time’to comb the other side of the
river for any such game. :

“But such deeds as this al

to §t0p,” declared the famous scout, when they WC‘Z
sitting on the weranda again. ‘“We shall scour the

exican side of the river, and far back into the

searching out every border rider we can find—and Wi

a special view of 2
ki)

it taking this Silvernail, whoever he

ong the border have "?

BilaBet your life we will, necarnis!” agreed Paw:
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= “You can pet me dot I vould like vonce to meed up

g mit de feller dot shot dis Pasquale feller—aind’t it?”
s grunted the baron. “Py Shimminy Grismus! de coldt-
i ploodedness of dot murder makes me a shiverings yedt,
. up undt down mein shpinal golumn. Vonce me undt
:;"‘ Toofer gits his trail on, undt it vill pe goot-pye Misder

Slivertail, or votefer his name is idt!”
i Just then young Rawdom Smart came along and
spoke to Buffalo Bill.
g “T've made my bargain with old Mr. Nomad, Mr.
= Cody,” he said. *If it is all the same to you, I'll travel
with your party a ways. Nomad says he can show
me some good hunting by the way, and the Indian boy
= will go with us, too, if you haven't anything else for
him to do.”
1 Seflor _Tunlpe started suddenly, raising his head as
’i’ though to speak; but Buffalo Bill acted as though he
B did not natice his host’s interest.
®8 “That’s all right, Rawdon,” the scout said hastily.
¥ eVou're welcome to join us. But Little Cayuse and
the baron, here, will probably travel together, while
¥ Pawnee and Hickok go off on their own hook. Yo
% and I and Nomad will stick together, and while we're
ey looking for some big game pu‘h aps we will run against
ES other game.”

@8 “Two-footed, eh, necarnis?” grunted Pawnee Bill
4 “That’s the meaning of my remarks, pard,” returned
. Buffalo BilL

#E “My nephew will not be in your way, gentlemen?”

4% questioned Sefior Junipe doubtfully. ‘

3“’? ~ “Not a bit of it,” declared Buffalo Bill, with hearti- |
S ness. “The more, the merrier—and the wider the
i - territory down there we can comb over.”

3"“?1 But the old sefior was silent for a“long time, shak-
: mg his head now and then, and gazing at his nephew.




CHAPTER 1IV.

THE DEAD LINE.

The sun came up—a huge round ball of fiery hue—="Sg"
almost as though shot out of a mortar gun SOMESS
where below the eastern horizon. Its first beam sh'onq
spang into the eyes of Rawdon Smart, who, Stlt.:k-v
ing his head questioningly out of a shelter of pine =
and hemlock boughs built against a huge bowldef; =8
had just rubbed his lids apart. : 3

He had stood the middle watch the previous night S
and it seemed to him as though he had only clos_ed
his eyes again when old Nomad half dragged hlm‘;
out of his nest of sweet-smelling pine boughs. Stretchiss
ing his arms above his head, with a prodigious yawiys
he announced ungratefully that he was really awakgg

“Bundle out o' thar, ye lazy young trollopt
growled Nick Nomad. ‘“Take them two buckets, an
bring 'em down yere full from the waterfall. Thems
that eats must work in this world, now mark i
thar, son! Git er move on now.”

“You sure are in an awful hurry this mornin
man,” returned the young fellow, laughing.
falo Bill led us a harder pace yesterday than any day.
since we crossed the river. And I feel it.” .

“Say, but ye air a tenderfoot, boy,” growled Nos
mad. ; _ E

"1 don’t know about my feet being tender,” chiics
:i:c}"Rawdon; “but other parts of my anatomiy sure
“Git arter thet thar water!” ejaculated the old m

wwho was busy making a fire over hich to ot
breakfast. “Itll limbgr = up.,,“’- whic prepaté

g, old
“Buféi ;

[

¥
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Thus adjured, the youth picked up the buckets, and
disappeared up the rocky path, which led out of the
‘cove and toward the sound of falling water. The
are ridge of rock, where the water fell thirty feet
U into a granite basin, was too exposed for a camp, so
it had been pitched back there in the cove.
Above, the forest was impenetrable to the eye; and
" from the waterfall the trail fell away steeply as it en-
tered a descending cafion. A twist in this cafion
‘shut off Rawdon’s view in that direction, and he
ould trace no farther than that turn in the course
f the flume through which the outflow of the water
assed.
It was a wild-looking spot.
. Not a leaf grew in this cafion, as far as Rawdon
“could see. No shrub clung with its roots to soil be-
‘tween the rocks. No grass grew along the path.
It was just as though a line had been drawn here
by the waterfall, and Nature had forbidden any ver-
dure to appear beyond that place.
- It was the dead line. :
The youth began to scowl and wrinkle his nose a
ttle as he looked along this sloping cafion.
“By Jove! There’s a peculiar sort of a smell some-
vhere here—isn’t that odd?” he muttered.
. “Humph! quite kills the odor of the pines. And
T an unpleasant smell, too.”
- DBut after a moment he gave up the puzzle, and
‘S stooped to fill his buckets at the pool.
~ He scooped one full of the clear water, set it aside,
nd then filled the other.
~ Then he dropped upon his knees, rolled his sleeves
 higher, turned back the collar of his shirt to bare his
“ throat and chest, and, being already bareheaded, was
about to punge hands and face into the water, when
something already in the pool halted him. '
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It was a reflection—and not his own! A
The pool at this side was comparatively quiet, @&
cam at the othes

spite the splashing of the falling stream

side.

wise saw an apparition on the surface that held il
for a long half minute in the grip of a deadly fear. Ol ;.

It was the round, eager, whiskered face of 2 USSR ..
cat. iE

The puma crouched upon a rock by his side, OVEESEC,
hanging the pool, and its head and shoulders GRUSEN . .

were visible in the water. .
Its eyes—like balls of fire—were fixed upon Hi€
young fellow, and already the beast’s claws were Dates
and its muscles taut for the spring! 3
Rawdon Smart had not spent his life in the Opel
as had his companions at the camp. So he was @
urally not as keen a woodsman as old Nomad, S0t
instance. :

And because of that fact he had made a mistal
an all but fatal mistake—when he had risen and iet
the camp in the cove to fetch the buckets of water.

As he knelt there at the edge of the pool, he grabbe
for the guns which should have swung, one on eith
side, in front of his body, as he had been told to cart
them.

The belt was there—and well filled with -cartridg
for both his pistols and rifle. And the holsters #of
his guns were in place: :

But he had left both guns in his bed of pine boug
—and even his hunting knife was not in its sht
behind ! T

He was completely at the mercy of the puma. 8 4;;;&“ Wty
.




CHAPTER V.
: THROUGH THE FLUME.

. Suddenly an agonizing screech rent the air, shat-
. tering the silence and echoing and reéchoing from the
rocks in a perfectly fiendish chorus.

It was the challenging cry of the puma as it leaped
“from the bowlder straight for the unarmed youth.
© Rawson Smart had not even sprung to an upright
2 position. He seemed to have been held there, by
~lis terror and surprise, in a crouching attitude.

He was a splendid mark for the ravenous brute.
- With claws distended, jaws agape, and eyes blaz-
Sing with savage excitement and the lust of blood and
hunger, the great cat clove the air and landed—where
‘the youth had been!
o Frightened as he was, Rawson’s wits returned to
~him at the puma’s shriek. He uttered no sound him-
self. Fear clove his tongue to the roof of his mouth;
but his museles were not paralyzed.

As the puma shot downward from the rock, he
flung himself forward, passing under the beast, and
went headfirst into the pool !

The puma, missing its prey, sprawled on the rock,
knocking over both water buckets, and getting en-
langled in the leather vessels.

. Indeed, in its blind rage, the puma seized upon one
of the buckets, and, with teeth and claws, went to work

1 it as though it were the boy that it had missed.
Yowling with rage, it cast the shredded leather from
\it in a moment, however, and whirled to the edge of
the pool.

Rawdon had come spluttering to the surface. He '
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found the water much deeper than he had supposed.
He took one good stroke toward the edge of the pooks
and there was the puma, open-mouthed and yelli
awaiting the victim's coming ashore! ;
“Great Jimminy!” spluttered the youth. “The beast
sure means business.” 5
He tried to stand on the bottom of the rock-hewn
“pool; but the rock was slimy, and his feet were quickly
sucked from under him. :
Besides, the water was up to his armpits, and thert
was a pulling current toward the flume.
And how cold it was! d
His teeth chattered, for the mountain torrent wa
like a stream of ice water. And he was dreadfull
hampered in his movements by the clothing he WOI€
Every time he made a dive for the edge of the poo
the puma was right there—its jaws open for a We
come, and snarling threatening beyond peradvent
just what it would do to the boy if it got hold
him.
~ Rawdon glanced around the basin in which he
swimming. At the farther side was the water
Everywhere else the big cat could meet him if
tried to crawl out—save at the point where the str
flowed out of the pool.

And the opening of that flume was not an attractiv
looking place! .
There was a strong setting of the current to thS
outlet, where the stream took another plunge, althot
a short one,
Through a ditch cut in the rocky soil, and
high, smooth sides—for the water was not at 0
. height at this season of the year—the overflow po
+ along beside the trail, and down the cafion, beyond &
point where the youth had viewed the trail itself.
: What lay beyond that turn in the cafion Raw
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had no idea. There might be a greater danger be-~
~ low on the stream than the big cat now scratching its
= claws and screeching upon the brink of the pool.
g Besides, the old trapper might hear the catouse, and
come to his rescue. At least, that was the boy’s hope,
although he knew that the distance to the camp was
considerable, and the wind was blowing in the wrong
direction.

This hope, however, was really all that he had. He
was “in bad,” and he knew it!
de The clothes weighted him; the current tugged at
him every time he tried to stand on the slippery bot-
tom of the pool.

“And I can’t swim around and around in this ice
S8 avater forever,” numbled the boy.
= Now and again the current drew him toward the
= outlet, and he had to fight his way back to the safer
= side of the pool.

And there the snarling puma was ready for him.
The beast seemed tireless—or else it was certain of
its prey!
uos But Rawdon grew weaker and weaker. He realized
* that if he did not crawl out of the water while a lit-
“ tle strength remained in him, he would soon be whirl-
ing down the flume perfectly helpless.
= “If T've got to fight,” was the thought that sud-
#5 denly stung him to life again, “I'll fight the un-

+ known.

o “There may be a chance for me below. T'll take it
while I have some strength with which to fight.

“This blamed old cat is too much for me. It would
tear me to pieces as it has the leather butket. But
what——" £

He did not finish the thought, but suddenly let him-

~ self go. The current quickly sucked him down to
lg,,;{ the mouth of the flume.
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He went over the slight fall feet first. THis mogss
casins struck the bottom of the flume, and he was
completely under the surface. :

But as he bobbed up, got his breath, and shook the
water from his ears and eyes, he heard ithe longs
drawn yell of the disappointed puma behind him. 1

“Your hreakfast is getting away from you, kittys
muttered Rawdon Smart. '

But the youth had neither the time nor imclination
for light thoughts. The water hurrying him ©n was
bearing him toward unknown perils. e

He could mot vetard his progress. The current
gripped him as though he were a featherweight.

He bobbed along, like a chip in a mill race, and lﬁ

no way could he better his condition. :

The sides of the ditch were sheer walls, mostly 05 e

creviced rocks. But these crevices were slimy as fars

as he could reach with his hands as he was Whll‘:lﬁd m

along.
Had he clutched at a ‘crack -and tried to hold om,

sibly—his body.

o)

from any handhold he could have obtained.

On and on he was swept, sometimes whirling k“lw -
2 top in an eddy, again dragged swiftly along, his
head just above the surface, but so dizzy that he could
scarcely see the barren sides of the flume.

_ Suddenly he realized that he was nearing the turfi ™
in the «cafion, around which he had been unable to See
from the top of the nidge.

f[;herre was no help for it; he must go with the 0“‘*‘]‘
rent. &

Whatever lay behind that corner, he would have to
gake—and take like 2 man! I
Rawdon did not become panic-stricken s he did nob.

T

The current would have immediately torn him awazl‘; :

i
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he would merely have bruised his hands, and—pos=s.
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“fose his head. He stopped fighting the current; that

was useless. He closed his eyes; he was enly made
dizzy in this awful race down the flume.
Whatever was coming must come; he did not need

~ to see it. He allowed himself to be carried omr in

darkness and in*ignorance of what lay before. And
he was successful in keeping his head above the water.
Suddenly he felt the mighty tug of amw increased cur-

* rent. It was as though a huge hand had seized upow

his body, and was hurling it forward with irresistible

force.

The spray dashed over his head; he was completely
submerged for a moment; then he swerved around
the corner, where the water dashed high upon the
rocks, escaping a like fate, it would seem, by a miracle.

But the middle current had gripped him. He came
to the surface, and shook the water drops from his

s.

The flume had broademed. He was aware of this
fact, and soon noticed that the pitcli of the streams
was less abrupt. ’

The tug of the current was mot so great. He took
a few tentative strokes, and found that he was some-
what master of his own fate again.

The canon widened, and then the bare walls of rock
ended abruptly. He was too far below the top of the
flume wall to know what manner of country he had
come into; but he looked sharply for a place where he
might crawl out of the flood.

There cante to his nostrils, too, an odor that he had

noticed before—but now it was much stronger.

It was a choking, gaseous smell, and had a most
unpleasant effect upon the young fellow’s throat.

But he paid little attention to this odor when he
chanced to see a dead limb of a tree stretched out over
the water, and not far ahead of him.
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He leaped for this, caught it, and the wood snapped
in his hands.

Disappointed, he was swept on; but the current was i
no longer his master. :
nOSudgenlv he beheld something on the Othcjll‘1 Sld;t(gz
the flume, at the edge which was lowest. 1 ed“him-'_
sucked in here in an eddy, and Rawdon foun B
self borne easily toward thle sp;)t. And there on ti |
bank was stretched the body of a man. L

The boy saw clearly enough to know that it \\le(llser: ;
Mexican, lying on his face, his head and 5(1]10(;1nt e
partly over the water, and one arm stretch? o 3
though to seize the hali-drowned youth as he .
carried by! ' :

Rawdon Smart uttered a choking cry for ladgé
and flung himself toward the bank. He gra_Sped (0
the hand stretched down toward him—and misse i

He felt the current tugging him back toward blt
middle of the stream. It flung him half around% t}llle
he managed to lift his head and shoulders out © o
water. And, with a cry of triumph, he reached th

down-stretched hand of the Mexican with a grip that
spelled desperation.

And then an utterly unexpected thing haPPe”ed';
a thing that fairly chilled the imperiled youth 9
the heart. There was no pull back on the Mexican

part; the youth's course in the river was not for a =
moment retarded,

Instead, the man he had seized slipped forward, and

plunged headfirst into the stream. The weight of =
Rawdon Smart carried the man beneath the surface.
Both were whirled away from the bank, and shot
down the middle current.

It was then, as the two struggled to the surface

once more. that Rawdon realized he was clutching a
dead man in his arms! ;




. with these pervisions

CHAPTER VI.
BUFFALO BILL'S GREAT CAST.

Rawdon Smart, with the two buckets, had searcely

“disappeared beyond the heaped-up bowlders at the
" break of the pass when the third member of the camp-
"ing party appeared suddenly in the chaparral below

the fire, over which old Nomad was at work.

“Hi, Buffler!” cried the trapper, “I'll have er pone
slapped down yere afore the fire in a jiffy, an’ ef thet
thar ’tarnel boy ever gits back with the water, we'll
make some coffee. Seflor Junipe was sure generous
Hullo! Wot ye got thar?

Fresh meat?”
The scout bore upon his shoulders a doe, tied by the

feet so that her weight hung down his back. He
quickly discharged his load upon the ground beside

the fire.
“Picked it up down in the bottoms yonder, Nick,”

he said.

“You been takin’ th’ back track, Buffler ?”’

“I've been running over it a.little. It won’t do any
harm to be cautious. I thought those peons we met
yesterday with the string of pack mules looked at us
kind of curiously. It's my belief, old man, that many
of these poorer Mexicans would rather help the
brigands than the authorities.”

“Waugh!” grunted Nomad.

“And not to be wondered at. The peons are no bet-
ter than slaves. The half-breeds and half-civilized
Indians are worse off. And the Mexican~ are mighty
cruel to the wild tribes themselves.”

»
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“But these bandits rob the rich and give to the
poor, I have no doubt. Especially is it so of this Sil-
vernail, so I am told.” :

“Waugh! He's a heap big feller, Buffler—ain’t he?’ :
D’yeou s'pose he killed thet thar blacksmith at thss
Junipe Rancho?”

LENT 3 ) . b3 ) - "
Now you're asking me some question, old aman, =g

said Buffalo Bill. “I've got to pass it up—at present.=
“D'ye reckon of’ Junipe, or this here nevvy of his,
knows more erbout thet kiilin' than it seemed at th'S
time?” querted Nomad reflectively.
“What’s the trouble with you, old man?” demanded
the scout. ““What gave you that idea?”

“Waal—I dunno. Sort o’ got it fixed inter my nod=
dle an’ kyant git it out, Buffler. And if’s a fac® thet
this yere nevvy of the Mexican big chief is a hull
lot more int’résted in thet thar Silvernail then he 18
in trackin® big game.” :

“I thought he was more anxious to reach San En- 8
rife and see his brother than anything else,” sug= =
gesfed the scout. “Well, we'll reach the town to-day." 8

“Ef Injuns don’t pop down on us.”

“Oh, we'll be cautious. The two Bills told me yes-
terday that there was a party of reds afoot.”

“Oh! Wen ye smoked ’em up on th’ top o thet
if-h.ar spur?” queried the trapper. “Ye don’t expect
tis a reg’lar war party?”’

“Not Apaches. They may be Yaquis—and that 3

breed are not particularly sore on real white me,
Nll‘('ik. If’s only Mexicans they are after.”
Thet’s all right, Buffier. But reds is reds. And,

besides, this here kentry ain't my reg'lar stamping
ground. I feel strange yere.”

“I presume you do, old man.”
,, : ;
: Put me on the cld Missow’, or on the Platts, an’
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.+ ye kyant lose me—nussir! But these Mexicam bad
lands keep me guessin.”
-« “And some of these bad Mexicans have kept the
government guessing,” chuckled Buffalo Bill.
“I shouldn’t wonder.”

“Tt would be cheaper for the United States if there

; was built a high barbed-wire fence along' this border—
I and if the Rio Grande was unfordable for its en-
w tire length.”
“Sufferin’ catamounts!” ejaculated Nick suddenly;
.. *“whar's thet thar younker gone? He’s sure fell down
® er crack, 't sumpin’. I mout as: well hew gone fer
that thar water myself, an’ no mistake!”

He wiped his skinming kmife, and talked: up the
" hill. He was scarcely out of sight when his. voice
floated back to Buffalo Bill inm a sudden mighty shoutt
The scout sprang up fronv the doe, and listened.
- There was, combined with the cry of the old trapper,
g8 another sound—one that Buffalo Bill didi not under-
1 & stand. ‘
o His horse stood, saddled and bridled, in the chapar-

ral. The scout reached the steed in half a dozen
8 strides. Flinging himself into the saddle, and slash-
[0 “img the horse with his quirt, he rode swiftly up the’
§ 1 rocky path, which Rawdon Smart and old Nomad had
4l followed.

And he arrived upon the open ridge just in season
e+ to see—and be in—the final scene of a most exciting
| o and perilous wilderness drama—the like of which was
» seldom: played by actors who came through the ad-
o b venture alive!
de¥  Old Nick Nomad had rounded the pile of rocks at
" the head of the pass on the keen jump; for he had

Ieard the long, disappointed wail of the puma as
e " Rawdon Smart had disappeared dowr the flume, and
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the old frontiersman recognized the brute’s bloode

curdling cry. - :
His first prey gone, the puma turned its attention ==

instantly to the man dressed in skins. g i

Such promptness to fight showed that the huge cat =
was both hungry and irritable. From the rock on 1
which it had bounded to follow the course of the
helpless Rawdon down the stream, with its covetous

gaze, the beast sprang at least twenty feet in its eager
ness to meet Nick Nomad.

The trapper jerked out one of his derringers, and =

took a pot shot at the tawny-bellied brute as it sailed

through the air. But, for a good reason, he missed S
his shot.

His moccasined foot slipped in the water which had =S

been spilled upon the edge of the pool, and he fell 5
flat just as his gun exploded.

His right elbow struck with sufficient force_upon ‘
the rock to jar the nerves to the very tips of his fin="8 ey
gers. The derringer flew from his powerless hand. e

And then the puma made a second flying leap. -

There was no mistaking the fact that the huge cat =8
meant business. Having been balked of its first VICSRS 1 1 e
tim, this second one would have a fine time trying e
‘to dodge the slobbering jaws and razorlike claws of
the spitting cat! 3

“Whoop-ee!” gasped the old trapper, as he saw the =
puma sail through the air toward him like a monstrous
bat, “yere’s. whar o’ Nick o' th' Woods gits ‘his— =
an’ gits it good.” :

For when he tried to jerk
scabbard, and with his left 1
There was a place torn in the

_ the trigger of the derringer w
He manage

the second gun from iS5
1and, - the weapon stucks =
lining of the sheath, and =
as caught. S
" to. get to his knees, however, just a8
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the cat landed right before him. Ten feet scarce sep-
arated the puma from the man.

They stared at each other, the cat yowling and the
trapper fumbling behind him for his skinning knife.

Nick’s right hand was out of service; indeed, the
whole forearm felt paralyzed.
¢ He crouched there, seemingly at the mercy of the
savage beast. The latter gathered its forepaws under
its breast, and the muscles of its legs swelled for its
third leap.

The trapper had secured his knife. In his left hand
he held it, and watched the green and glowing eyes
of the puma as though they belonged to a human an-
tagonist.

The eyes flashed sudden lightning; the beast sprang
from the ground.

Nick Nomad threw himself forward, on his .side
along the rock; and the blade in his hand flashed in
the air like a streak of sunlight.

A terrific shriek was emitted by the puma, and the
blade of the trapper’s knife dripped blood !

The wound showed crimson along the creature’s
belly ; but it had not been deep. It merely excited the
puma to greater anger and more reckless courage.

Turning within its own length, it sprang again di-
rectly upon the prostrate man.

Nick Nomad threw his bent right arm forward,
across his throat, and the puma’s jaws closed upon
it. The knife blade sought its depth in the brute’s side,
but was diverted by, and slid along, the ribs.

The fetid breath of the beast stifled the unhappy
trapper. The play of the beast’'s mighty claws would,
the next instant, have stripped the man’s clothing from
his body and his flesh from his bhones had not an-

‘ other's hand intervened.

It was tiis terrible tableau that Buffalo Bill espied
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as his steed leaped out upom the barren ridge: And: i S
was the scout's telling stroke that fmished this wils
derness drama. :

As. the puma sprang upon the prostrate: trapper, t}}e .
revolver in Buffalo Bill's right hand- began to spit. g
He was a marvelous marksman, and with this weapon 8§ Aeob
few were ever his equal. A;]

The streanr of bullets from the small gum were D
deadly hail, under which the puma sank like: & wxlterL-_ -
The scout had to take the risk of hitting thvkqlds i .
friend, Nick; but every bullet, fortunately, found its =S8
billet in the puma’s body. . A

A mighty paroxysm contracted the beast’s limbs. =
It uttered a high, almost human-sounding shriek, and =
rolled off its victinm ;B

Whew Nick Nomad staggered to his feet, the brute =
was kicking its last on the very edge of the pool. :

“But where’s the boy?” demanded Buffalo: Bill, re-
loading his gum. g

“T ain’t seed th” leetle varmint,” gasped: Nick, hold= 5
ing onto. his right elbow. .

“But he must have beent here. There are the =
buckets.” " Ty |

“And one of ’em chawed ter bits—th’ careless E 8
yourg sprout!’ - e

“Yow can't lay that to Rawdom,” said Buffalo Bill, 8 "
with @ smile. “Evidently the panther was guilty of in= =
Juring your bucket.” ,

“Why didn't the boy look out for’em—-—"

_But the scout’s keen eyes had been: searching the
vicimity as he talked. He guessed rightly as to what
had happened to Rawdon Smart.

: “He had filled the buckets whemn: the puma jumped .
. om lim,” declared Buffalo. Bill, |

=

i “Ye're right thar, Buffler,” agreed Nick,

&

.
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“And the youngster was knocked off his pins.”

“Fle might well be—so was -ol' Nick.”

“Or else he leaped into the pool.”

“Waugh! thet thar younker never let hisself git
drowned in thet puddle of water, Buffler!”

“He’s been carried downstream—that's what hap-
pened him!” declared the scout, and, with the words,
he set ‘spurs to his horse, and galloped down the rocky
path, which bordered the flume.

Directly through the crooked, sloping cafion the
scout rode, and he rode as wildly as ever he had in his-
life. The mountain torrent, into which he believed
Rawdon Smart had fallen, might offer a most danger-
ous bed through which the current would hurry the
boy.

Buffalo Bill chanced to know little of the country
that lay ahead. He was not familiar with this por-
tion of the Mexican border.
~ Luckily his steed was sure-footed, for the scout gave
the creature no atttention whatsoever. His gaze was
fastened upon the foaming stream; he searched it for
some sign of the missing Rawdon.

But until he passed through the cafion and came out
upon the mesa, or tableland, the rider saw no sign of
the missing one.

There the stream did not flow so swiftly, and it
broadened. But the banks in most places were steep.

Buffalo Bill charged on, scarcely noticing the dreary
region into which he had come so suddenly. The
foam-streaked water held his attention completely.

Suddenly. he uttered a shout of exultation.

“Whoop-ee! Yip, yip, yip!” he shrieked, spurring
his horse again, and seized the rope that hung coiled
on his saddle horn.

In a moment he was whirling the noose above his
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head, while he guided his steed close to the brink of
the river.

Down below there, in the brown stream, he had
caught sight of two heads. One of them was surely
Rawdon Smart, and who the second person in the
river was didn't signify at that moment.

The scout, his horse on the keen jump, overtook the
pair in the current; and fortunately a vagary of that
same cus brought them in near the bank.

‘ ‘ eye and hand, he cast the rope. The

the air, hovered a moment over
n dropped neatly over the strug=
e flood.
spoke to his well-trained horse, and
lay back, bracing his body for the shock:
had dropped below the shoulders of the two

rict and its tightening could do no harm. I

The taut rope snatched the two in toward the shore.
Buffalo Bill sprang from his saddle, ran down to the
water’s edge, and laid hold upon them.

Exerting his mighty strength, he dragged both of
them out upon the bank, which here, fortunately,
sloped a little.

As the scout had believed, one was Rawdon Smart.
The other was evidently a Mexican of the-laboring

class—perhaps a peon; and from all appearances he
had been some time .dead.




CHAPTER VIL
THE MESA OF DEATH.

The scout immediately turned his attention te
fesuscitating his young friend. It was plain that the
Mexican was beyond all earthly help.

The latter lay with his eyes rolled up, showing their
whites only ; his jaws were set; he did not seem to have
been drowned.

At least, the Mexican appeared different from any
person whom Buffalo Bill had seen taken from the
water.

As for Rawdon Smart, his eyes opened feebly, and
he groaned, even before old Nomad, running as fast
as a hound, appeared on the scene.

“Have ye sure enough got him, Buffler?” demanded
the trapper, while still at a distance.

‘Of course I've got him—and he'll be hearty in a
minute,” declared the scout, aiding Rawdon to sit up.
“Spit again, son. You sure swallowed enough of that
river to everlastingly rust your constitution.”

Nomad had by this time come to the spot on the
bank where Buffalo Bill had drawn out the two vie-
tims of the river’s current.

“Sufferin’ catamounts!” he chortled. “Was there
two of ‘em?” :

“Yes! Who's your friend, Rawdon?” demanded
Buffalo Bill.

“My friend?” repeated the half-drowned youth,
locking around.

“And he’s er greaser,” grumbled Nomad.

“Oh, I remember!” stammered young Smart. “He
_tried to save me S
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“That man tried to save you?” cried Buffalo Bill.

“Why—er 2 & =

“He’s been dead twelve hours if he has a minute,
said the scout confidently. o :

“No! No!” cried Rawdon suddenly. “That was
not it.”

“T reckon ye better go back over thet trail,” grunted
Nomad.

“I remember now. He lay on the bank. His arm

was, stretched down toward the water. I thought he
tried to help me; but when I seized the hand, I pulled
him: in.” =
“Thet thar blamed tomcat didn’t chase him inter
th’ drink same’s it did you, then?” said Nomad. 7
“Surely not; surely not, Nick,” said Buffalo Bill
briskly.

“And T didn’t bring him to his death,” Rawdon said,
with confidence.
“Surely not,” repeated Buffalo Bill.

The scout was now giving the body of the dead
Mexican a more thorough examination.

“Do not be disturbed,” continued the scout. “The
man was long since dead when first you saw him.

“Nor was the cause of his death drowning. T
should say he had been suffocated, but not by being
under water.”

“Waal, sir!” ejaculated Nomad. “Wot's this yere
mean?”’

“It suvely wasn't water that killed him, and T find
1o bullet wound or knife mark upon him.”

Old Nomad was standing up again now, and he
was wrinkling his nose and snuff

mg the air as though
he“smelled something mighty unpleasant, !
Wot d

ye make of thet thar, Buffler?” he suddenly;
demanded, :
“Make of what, old man?”




The Mesa of Death. 41

. “This ’ere stench. Waugh! it's wuss nor a dose of
& red-eye licker goin’ down th’ wrong way.”

Buffalo Bill likewise stood up, and began to sniff.
" There was a penetrating, choking odor which seemed
" %o come and go with -every fluctuating breath of wind.

“There is a bad smell,” ‘admitted the scout.

“Say! I noticed it up yonder,” said Rawdon Smart,
Ustruggling to his feet.

“Up where?” asked Buffalo Bill.

“By .the waterfall—before that puma jumped me.

By the way, is the creature dead ?”

“Deader'n a chipmunk under th’ paw of a March
. b'ar,” grunted the trapper. “But lhe come nigh ter

gittin' th’ skelp of o' Nomad fust.”

“My! but he was savage,” remarked Rawdon.
" “Ye don't hafter tell me mawthin’ erbout it,” said
‘= the trapper. “Ef Buffler hadn't snapped ‘his derringer
on him as ‘he did, o' Uncle Nick would ha’ gone whar
th' good miggers go, an’ no mistake !”

“But this smell,” muttered the scout, staring around
about them.

And this was the first moment that he had taken
to observe fhe locality. He marked well the awful
desolation of the mesa. As far as the eye could see,
over a broad tableland, perhaps ten miles square, there
’ was not a living thing in sight’!

" ‘Such an @bomination of desdlation the scout had
! never seenl before, for the desert itself was not so bar-
i ren and so evidently smitten as ‘this mesa.

Here had been ‘vegetation in plenty—trees, shrubs,
orass, flowers; but all were withered and brown—the
leaves rustling on fhe trees, the blades of burned grass
& brittle umderfoot, the faces of the flowers stricken with
& death. ;
: And yet it was not fire that had done this. Tt was
1o burned expanse of country that they looked upon.

IF |
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A blight had breathed upon the mesa—or so it
seemed—and this breath of death itself had killed
every living blade, every tree, every bush, and '

“Sufferin’ catamounts!” ejaculated old Nomad sgq-
denly. “Hev I sure lost th’ use of my eyes, or wotis
thet thar thet I see?”

He was pointing to an object beyond the stream,
and not many yards away.

“A dead cow!” cried Rawdon Smart.

“And thar’s more of 'em—I see two of ’em, Bui=
fler.” '
“Three!” cried the youth. :
But the scout had already swept the plain with his
glass.

“There’s at least a dozen in sight,” he muttered.

“Injun raid!” cried Nick. .

“Not on your life, old man,” said Rawdon. “Look
how everything’s burned up. What do you reckon it
means, Mr. Cody?” :

“Thar's dead birds, too—an er jackass rabbit,”
grunted Nomad. “Why, folks, et looks like th’ crit= =8
ters fell right down an’ died yere like they was struck
by lightning.” ‘ e

?ufﬁalo Bill closed his glass, and said confidently: ==

It is a matter for serious investigation. Go back
to our camp, Nick, pack up our truck, and bring down =
the mule and the horses. Here! Ride my horse. =
Rawdon 1sn’t_ fit to travel much yet, and I want to take =
a 1({)01{ at things the other side of that stream.”

All hunky-dory, Buffler. Jest as you say,” returned
the trapper, and, vaulting into the scout’s saddle, he
was quickly out of sight up the crooked cafion.

“It’s an awful sight!” murmured Buffalo Bill, “Ahl
What is that yonder?” 3

: Rawdon Smart stry
~ gazed along

ggled to his feet again, and
Buffalo Bill's pointing arm. In the dis=
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tance he could see several uprights, like beams, or the
© legs of a derrick. ‘
I “Men must have been over there,” muttered the

border king.

“U - “T ot’s see what it means,” said the eager youth.
= “Can we cross the stream?”’

i 85

“We'll try,” returned the scout, and together they
. started down the edge of the riotous river.

e \1.;:_4 5
&t

1dle 1
=

. &

S

5

1,




CHAPTER VIIL
A HOLE IN THE GROUND.

Rawdon Smart was getting stronger every minute
aow ; but he staggered some as he followed h1s_bene-
factor dowr the bank of the river. :

This stream cut the desolated plain almost in half,
and on either side of the stream the mysterious blight
had fallen on every leaf, on every blade of grass, .ang B
probably on every “living creature that had remaincaissg:,
upon the plain when the phenomenon occurred. 4

The leaves hanging to the twigs were shriveled

. 1 o ..‘“‘
and brown. The scorching heat of several rainless .

months could not have so utterly destroyed all vegeta-
tion. 2
The grass blades broke off under their feet as they's

stepped upon them, as though made brittle by the blight . &
that had fallen on the plain.

“Do you suppose, sir, that the man yonder WasSSgy "%

killed by the sante thing that has struck all this vegesss
tation?” demanded Rawdon. :

“I do not know. The man was strangled,” declared
the puzzled scout. ;

“But his throat bears no mark L
“No man strangled him.. He died of some awiftl
thing that smothered him—or poisoned his 1ung5-". -3
. “This smell that we get occasionally—there it 1548
Choking, by Jove!” ejaculated the youth. :

Yes. It is choking. Hold on{’ exclaimed Buffalds
Bill, stopping suddenly. ' :

v
=

“What's the matter?” -

“L don't know about your going into this thing any:
said the scout earnestly.

5 Aurther, my boy,”
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Why not, I'd like to know?”
“You have passed through enough already this
morning, my boy.”
& “Oh, say! I'm not a child,” grumbled Rawdon.
’ “But there may be peril in crossing this stream.”
“Can’t be any w etter than I am already So T'd
et better keep moving.
g8 "I don’t mean that,” chuckled the scout.
; “What is the danger, then?”
‘ “I'm not afraid of your getting cold, my boy.”
Well?”
. “But there may be danger of our being smitten
i just as that man was back there.”
“Jimminy !”

e & “And the cattle—and birds. This thing may hap-

¢ pen suddenly.”

1l “You'll be in danger yourself, sir,” said Rawdon
anxiodsly.

fai . Better for only one of us to cross the river, then

“w i anything e

o

“I don'’t see it!” cried the youth. “Why is there any
more danger on that side than on this?”

“Because I believe, son,” returned the scout, “that
whatever has brought about this terrible destruction
i has more power that way than here.”

o G «pp, >
“The man was lying on the farther bank of the
_Wfiver, -wasn’'t he?
SRS “Sure enough!”

IS B “And the cattle are dead over there.”

"htn;i “True. But this whole plain—both sides of the
& tiver—has suffezed alike.”

mel B T e danger is increased yonder—I feel sure,” mut-
?Vtere" Ruffale Bill, shaking his heﬂ.d.

= “I'm not going to leave you,’ dedared Rawdon. “In
’fact 1 don't want you to leave me.’ 473
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“Well—let us take precautions, then,” said the scout
slowly.

“For Heaven's sake, sir, what precautions can we=
take?”

The border king was standing stock-still again, and

it |

S R A

> e . : it |
gazing off into the distance—perhaps at the upright 9
beams that were visible clear across the mesa. Raw==S8

don Smart watched him, and was silent, knowing well
that he was working out some problem in his mind to
a finish. g 3
“Yes,” Buffalo Bill muttered, at length, “the man =8
was strangled—his lungs were poisoned—probably by S8
some vapor. Has that vapor caused all this terriblesSs.
destruction? Has this plain become the abomination=ss

e

2 ; ot &
of desolation it is, because of some gas thrown offie

by the earth through a suddenly opened fissure? IS
that the explanation of this mystery? ,

“The man dropped dead. The cattle were stricken s
in their tracks. The birds and rabbits—birds that ﬁ)’i - N
and rabbits that run like the wind—uwere overwhelmed S8
and killed instantly. And this inexplicable odor: 3

“There’s a sniff of it again, sir,” said Rawdon, be«
ginning to cough once more.

“Whatever it is, it is so mixed with the atmospherés
now that its poison is greatly modified. But it may
come again—and in volume. Plainly, it comes sud=s
denly, and we must be prepared for it.” :

Buffalo Bill untied the handkerchief knotted about
111§ throat, and wrapped it about. his mouth and nos==
trlls. tying it at the back of his neck. 4
5 _‘Do the same, Rawdon,” he said, in a muffled tone.

If you cross the river with me, you must only breathe™
through the cloth.” 3

He started on, and the youth quickly obeyed his di=
recticns, and followed in his footsteps. So they camm
to a twrn in the stream where there was 2 sand b
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& It reached out from their side of the river, and gath-
- ered, on its upper side, were several logs and other ‘
«z débris. |
*  Buffalo Bill led the way out upon this spit, secured |
= @ log that would float, and a long pole, and on this
* teetering raft the two managed to make the other bank
of the river without an overturn. They both leaped
w off, and climbed upon the plain.
#  The upright beams in the distance were the objec-
tive point, and the scout set off immediately across the |
&0 Mmesa. As they went onward, they saw many things |
which made them marvel. ,
¢ Many small animals lay dead upon the ground. At.
g ©One point was the half-picked carcass of a horse, and |
“haif a dozen vultures lay dead around the carrion.
4 Buffalo Bill halted to examine this ghastly exhibit
- When he started on again, he said to his companion :
| “That horse was not killed at the same time as the '
¢ mnan and the cattle. He is a long time dead, and the ° i
" flesh is putrid. Besides, his shoes were knocked off. ‘
* But the vultures were overcome by the same mysteri- |
L ous thing that knocked down the cows and the man.”
- “There is a dog!” ejaculated Rawdon, pointing. 4
. They went nearer, and saw a lean and hungry-look- |
~ing hound stretched upon the ground. Now, a dog |
~ gan run fast!
i} It seems, indeed, strange that' the phenomenon |
* should have overtaken and killed creatures like that—
‘end the jack rabbit—that are so swift of foot,” re-
' peated Buffalo Bill. '
| “But if the gas burst forth suddenly from the |
- garth?” suggested Rawdon.
. “That, indeed,” agreed the scout. :
. Before they reached the scaffolding, they passed sev-
;gal more dead cattle. This mesa had evidently of-
Ifered good grazing for some poor man’s stock. and
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the scattered herd had been wiped out:completely by
he phenomenon. :
: Rlzu\'dgn Smart suddenly uttered a cry. He pointed
a shaking finger at something lying beyond 1}19 up-
right timbers. Buffalo Bill started forward on the ruf,
and, with his companion at his elbow, came to three
bodies, lying side by side, in the shelter of a rock.
A glance told the awful story. Here were .three
more human victims of the catastrophe—all Mextcans.
Rawdon Smart looked positively frightened. Here
was something inexplicable, and it gripped him hard.
uffalo Bill, who had knelt to examine each cOrpseé
ally arose, and shook his head.
“No use,” he muttered. “All are as dead as tyl’lat
ther one that you pulled into the river, young man.
“It’s an awful thing!” sighed the other, shaking his :
head. : i
They locked about the place with interest. Theré
vere some tools and hand machinery, the uses of
vwhich Rawdon Smart could not imagine. But the
scout looked at the articles with more intelligenc‘e._
“This is digging machinery,” he explained. “Yon=s
der they have been digging and piping a well. It must
ltive cost money to get such stuff as this *way up here
on this mesa.” 3
“And they got water, too,” said Rawdon suddenly.
The two explorers approached the spot where the, :
Mexicans had evidently been at work before they were
stricken. The ground for some yards in diameter 113d
plainly been water-soaked. A ~little pond had lain =
there, but now it was dried up, and the easth was
cracked. E
In the middle of this place was a hole in the ground,: 3
not more than two feet across. Four feet down Wwas s
some slimy water, its surface covered with oily bub="8
bles. The odor that had come to them before rose
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from this place, and was so choking that hoth in-
vestigators stepped back hastily.

“This is no place for us,” declared the scout. “We
can do nothing to help these poor fellows, and we can-
not stop to give them decent burial here.

“If we follow that trail yonder, we will reach San
Enrife—at the foot of the mesa. So I believe, at least.
Somebody there must know about these poor feliows.
And, besides, there must be somebody who was boss-

" ing this outfit. I see no reason why several poor peons
should have been digging for water here, when the
stream yonder would supply more cattle than could
possibly find sustenance on this mesa when the vege-
tation was in its thriftiest state.

“Come! We will go back and meet old Nick No-
mad, and go down to the valley. I don’t like the look

' of this,” concluded the scout.

“And I don’t like the smell of it,” grumbled Rawdon.

“It’s enough to poison one.”

“That it is,” agreed Buffalo Bill. “And the out-

- burst of gas that killed these poor fellows may come

again at any moment. There is more danger here than

'~ 1s to be apprehended from roving bands of Yaquis or

- Apaches—or from the bandits of the border,” con-

& cluded the scout.




CHAPTER IX.  EeA
JUAN CASEANO.

The scout and his companion cressed the river o 5§
the log again, and there met old Nomad }Vlth the
horses and pack mule—for the party was in heavy S
. marching order. Buffalo Bill expected to join forces =8

with the others of his party before many hours, anq ;
the bulk of the extra camp equipment was packed on |
. a sure-footed mule, whose leading rein was knotted to W I

a ring in Nomad'’s saddle. . b

“Wot d’ye make out o’ this place, Buffler?”” queried o
the old trapper, as the scout and Rawdon Smarés
- climbed into their saddles. ‘“This yere mesa looks like 3
it was struck wi’ th’ wrath ter come!” 4

“It has been struck by something, and that’s a fact =
Nick,” agreed the scout. “What it is I am not pre==
pared to say now. But there are other men dead oVeRS
yonder, so there is no use picking up this poor fels
low.” And he pointed at the body which he had
dragged out of the water with Rawdon Smart. . .

“Say! Mebbe th’ greasers will think we killed theifiSg
friends,” grumbled the trapper. “We don’'t want N0
trouble with them.” : .

“We'll have to run the risk of being misunderstood. W
The people in the village below here must be told.” S
“That is San Enrife, isn't it?” asked Rawdon Smarf "

eagerly.
“Sure-ly.”

“I expect to find my brother there. He will bes
known to these Mexica

ns, and he will vouch for us,';f_?,‘ ;11
des}ared Sefior Junipe’s nephew. = N
Waal.” 20 Nomad, “I kyant <, . % admité W

T :
Res e
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 his taste—livin’ ermong these yere yaller faces. Not ‘
* but wot some of them is mighty fine folks,” he added;- i
~ “yer uncle, fer instance. But most of ’em ’pear ter me i
© ter be purty small pertaters in purty poor hills.” %5
‘E& “But Clifford has been among them for some years,” : IA‘
& Rawdon hastened to say. “He has assisted Professor il
ri - Pasquale Cralé for a long time.” e
tf'f “An’ who mout this yere perfessor he?” asked No- i
“f mad. :
i ‘“Heis a great scientist, I believe; but he is peculiar. ]
s He is spending his life developing the mineral and il
i other resources of the country for the benefit of the i
& people. But some of the poor and ignorant do not un- i
& derstand him, I am afraid. He has been in trouble in i
E}%‘ several parts of Mexico.” (Y’
§ . “He is a Mexican himself, isn't he?” asked Buffalo 9‘\"
e Bill. “}‘%1'

mARNEN e

“Oh, yes, sir. But the government at Mexico City i
is so unstable that it seems to be unable to protect the i
. professor while he is making his investigations. I be- it
. lieve my brother acts as a guard for him—and his o
daughter—as much as anything.” ! i

They had already reached the steep pitch of the I
 winding trail that led down the face of the lower bluff il
@ into the rich valley. They could see the village—a i
& goodly number of 'dobe houses, some quite important ;

~ looking—and a church of considerable size. i

& ' The cavalcade crossed the river by a rustic bridge, ’ ;
& and reached the first house—a neat cottage with a
& paling fence about it, and a porch on which the pro-
prietor sat smoking. He was a short, bulky man, with
~ very long arms and a massive head surrounded by a
 halo of black hair and whiskers. When he rose up; '
- the better to address Buffalo Bill and his friends, he |
displayed 1i- dwarfed figure more plainly.

-

——
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Is2 Juan: Caseano:

“Buenos: dids, seiiores;” he said, eying the party cutie
ously:,

' Buffalo Bill answered: hint in his own tongue, which;
of course; Rawdon Smart likewise spoke:

“What. is. the- news: up: above?”” asked the man.

“I bring bad. news, sefior,” said: Buffalo Bill gravely.

“Por Dios! 'What has happened?”

“Do. the men and: cattle on the mesa belong to this
village ?”

“The cattle belong to me, sefior. My brother
watches them. There is nothing happened the cattle,
is there?” cried the man eagerly.

“A very dreadful thing has happened,” began the
scout, but the dwarf interrupted him with an angry
scream:

“Don’t. tell me that my cattle have been stolen®
What has happened to them—Iet me hear the worst,
'Americano !

The dwarf seemed only interested in his cattle—not
even the brother he spoke of troubled his mind. Buf=
falo Bill looked at him sternly.

“What matters the cattle, sefior; when men’s lives
are in danger?” he demanded:

The dwarf fairly gnashed his teeth. His: rage was
ungovernable.

“Tell me the truth, Americano!” he shrieked. “Haves
my cattle—my precious cattle—been run off?”

Say', thet thar greaser is the limit!” growled old:
Nomad!

:Fhe scout now spoke more roughly to the Mexican.
2 Your cattle are dead—all of them,” he said. “And
| if your bnotk.xer*.was with: them; he is deads, too.”

\« Madre di Dios!” sereamed the dwarf, seizing great

handfuls: of hair and tueei it i ; : &
‘ ugging at it like: & madman. “k
| am undone! F am undblmE%' E

1
{
5
|

<
|
E s

“There are four mew dead up there,” pursued: thes 2
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secotit, and his sympathy for this madman was nil. “One
of them may be your brother, man!”

The «dwarf spat out Spanish curses in a torrents he

seemed o0 have no compassion for the dead men.

“If there were four, then one is my brother,” he
cried. “And serve him right—the pig! To lose my
cattle——"

“Waugh!” grunted Nomad. “I'm gittin’ th’ itch ter
knock ‘thet feller in the head,” for the old trapper un-
derstood enough Spanish to realize the tenor of the
Mexican’s screams.

But Buffalo Bill rode close to the dwarf, and seized |

him roughly by the shoulder.

“Listen to me, hombre™”’ he exclaimed. “This is an

act of God—this terrible massacre. Men, cattle, wild
beasts, ‘and all have been smitten dead upon that mesa.
The mesa itself is accursed. What were ‘those men
doing up there—the men digging in the ground?”

“Caramba! Quien sabe?” snarled the dwarf, trying
to wrench himself free from the scout’s restraining
hand. “They are working for that crazy sefior, whoe
Tives in the big house below.”

“Were they digging for Professor Cralé?” cried
Rawdon Smart «quickly.

“Aye—for him. He is accursed himself, T think,”
declared the dwarf. '

“Where is the professor?” demanded Buffalo Bill.

“He is away—he is gone. Only his daughter, the
seflorita, and the young Americano, are at present in
the village. So I, Juan Caseano, believe. Curses on
the crazy caballero——"

“So you are named Juan Caseano, €h?” interrupted
Buffalo Bill. “Well, Juan, go down yonder and rouse
your neighbors. Tell them to bring four stretchers,

. For there are four dead men to bring down from the

mesa. | will go back with fhe party. Do you, Nick
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and Rawdon here, go along to Professor Cralé’s house
and warn them there.

“And,” he added, in an aside, as the dwarf loped
off down the hill, running as fast as a dog, “you'd
better warn the professor, if he is there, or whoever
else is in charge, that there may be trouble rising out
of this. These people are superstitious. If there are
many of them here like this Juan, old Cralé may be
threatened because of the death of his workmen.™

“But if they died from inhaling poisonous gases
that belched forth from that well!” cried Rawdon.

“For that very reason the Mexicans will believe it
is magic, or something quite as bad. Indians are 1o
more superstitious. Be off with you,” commanded the =%
scotit.

He turned his own mount, and slowly went up the
trail again. He would not allow the rescuing party
to go back without his own presence. They might run
into peril without realizing it. The scout was confi-
dent that he had solved the mystery of the stricken
mesa; and he believed, likewise, that he would be able
to apprehend the appearance of the gas if it belched
forth in volume again.

Before reaching the bridge, he observed a path
branching off up the bluff toward the spot where the
men were lying dead by the hole in the ground. By
following this trail one did not have to cross the river. 8
So he waited here for the coming of the Mexicans

from the village. i

And he had not long to wait. Half the village, it 8
seemed, suddenly appeared at the bottom of the trail, 8
and swarmed up it in the wake of the dwarf. It was
€vident that Juan Caseano had been a bad messenger to
Send 1o arouse the people of San Enrife.

Laeir voices reached Buffalo Bill as he sat on his
Eteat stallion at the intersection of the noths, and thel

b ¥ 36
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tone was one of anger. There could be no doubt of
that. Some of the men were armed, too, and scream-
" ing women made up the tail of the mob.

“This will never do in the world,” thought Cody, as
he viewed the onrush. ‘“These people will get up
there, spread all over the mesa, and if there is another
outburst of the gas—or whatever killed those poor
fellows—the massacre will be dreadful!”

So he barred the way, and stopped the ﬁrst men
with warning voice and uplifted palm

“Stop where you are, amigos,” he commanded.
“Let men with some caution follow me. The women
must be sent back—and the children. There is danger
yonder on the mesa; we want none but brave men.”

“He is a devil, that Americano!” shrieked Juan
Caseano. “He knows what the trouble is—the thing
that has killed all my fat cattle! Yet he will not ex-
plain.”

“What is this man?” demanded Buffalo Bill, point-
ing at the dwarf. “Is he mad—or what? His own
brother lies dead vonder, and he prates of his cattle.
Pah! He is a miser.

Another man pushed forward—one who seemed to
have some authority, as well as some sense.

“We do not know you, Americano,” this person said,

“nor do we understand what you say. Who has killed
our friends?”

“Bring such men as you can trust, amigo,” said
* the scout quickly. “Send back the others—or make
. them wait here. We need men to carry four corpses—
* for I tell you the men above have been strlcken by the
: 'hand of God.”
~ The women burst into shrieks again; it seemed that
. wives of two of Professor Cralé’s workmen were with
\ the mob. But Buffalo Bill was firm. Only men were
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allowed to accompany the party to the mesa, and only
enough of them to- carry the dead men d.o,\\"n-.. 4
Juan Caseano continued to shriek maledictions upom =
the Americano, upon the professor, and upon animate =
and inanimate objects in general, as”they went along,
The fellow who seemed sane, however, told B’uffa!'ok
Bill that the dwarf was not only a miser, but that l}e .
was counted as half-witted by his neighbors. Yf‘:t he
certainly had managed to stir these other Mexicans =
with some superstitious dread. M
And when the party arrived upon the miesa and
beheld the lifeless appearance of the plain—the dead =
cattle and other beasts, and the dead veg,etatiOTT——tth‘
were stricken with fear. For some minutes none dared
advance across the barren tableland. S
“And my cattle! My cattle!” yelled the dwarf. “AllS
dead—all' dead! Curses on: the name of that Sefiof =
€ralé—I, Juan Caseano, spit upon it!” ;
He fairly vomited forth vile phrases against the

' scientist, and his neighbors, without doulst, beheved'f
that, in some way, Cralé was at fault for this awfull =
~thing that had happened omr the mesa. k-
This was no time to try to explain the phenomenom, =

as, Cody very well knew. Indeed, he did not under="8
stand it sufficiently himself to explain clearly what hadl ,
happened here. The men were dead; that was ‘Sllfﬁ"-‘
cient. And. there was need of haste in' getting thes
bodies down from the tableland. i
The scout spoke to. the man who seemed to have
more sense than the others, and he urged his comi=
panions to follow the mounted scout across the 1213‘1."2‘-‘-,
toward the upright beams—to. the spot where the wellts
‘had been dug. As they neared the place, many of the:
men. began. to. cough, and. tos the nostrils of the hors
L e, A0 was. wafted that same- choking smell which
b;, : 'E.fw and Rawdon Smart had before suffered: from.
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Buffalo Bill tied his handkerchief across his mouth
[ and nostrils again, and advised the Mexicans to do the
" same. Several of the men were=so frightened that
¢ they ran back, and scurried down the trail again to-
ward the village. The dwarf would do nothing but
run from one fat cow to another and yell his maledic-
itions at the :man whom he believed had caused all this
trouble. The other Mexicans hastened their move-
anents, slung the three «dead men upon the stretchers,
and hurried away from the wicinity of the well, as the
'scout adwvised.

The brother of Juan Caseano was the man whom
Rawdon Smart had dragged into the siver. &Iis body
lay beyond the stream, and -would have to be recovered |
later. And, as the little jprocession started from the |
place of the well to return .across the amesa, two star=
itling facts suddenly became apparent to Buffalo Bill.

He saw what loodked like a curl .of smoke rising |
from the hole in the ground—and ithe fumes <vhich |
“thickened the air became more choking than before. |
‘The second thing which disturbed the scout was .a |
'series of eerie shouts, -or war whoops, from the dis- |

. tant side ©of the mesa. Ile whirled his horse around, [
~ and stared in that irection. »
Two thorsemen, riding like the wind, had suddenly
appeared froma-gulch whlch debouched upon the mesa.
They were evidently looking back for some pursuit, '
but meantime spurred their mounts madly toward the
scout and ithe little procession of the dead that had,
started across the stricken tableland. :




CHAPTER X.
THE BREATH OF DEATH.

The Mexicans were scurrying along, casting fearful
“glances over their shoulders at the (listgmt riders. They
did not at all understand what had stricken their com= 1
rades down; the whooping riders might be enemies -
who threatened their own lives, and some of the

bearers dropped the handles of the stre}chers. and

~would have legged it off the mesa. at their best pact s
had not the American scout threatened them with dife 8
punishment for the cowardly act.

o5 o1
“Carry your dead off—do you hear, you yelow

-

hounds!” cried Buffalo Bill, and there was no His=
taking his determination to make them obey, for he 1
drew a gun and threatened the scoundrels. ‘_‘\"_VOUM
you leave the bodies here to rot? Come! T will re=
main hehind and defend you from these fellows; buts
escape with your dead while you may.” E

Juan C

; aseano, obbserving the two strangers dashiigss
toward the spot across the mesa, left his examinations
of the dead cattle, and scurried after his neighborss

But Buffalo Bill faced about to welcome the new==

comers. And in a few moments he realized that the)ﬁt.
were not enemies at all.

One was astride a big mule that ran like the wind, =
while the other—and slighter—figure was riding &8
pony that skimmed the ground at a splendid paces
Lheir voices, too, came down wind to the scout, atidy
while the slighter rider was emitting shrill war whoops

—unmistakable Indian war whoops—the man on the
r.mlle spoke an entirely different language. ‘
‘Donner undt blitz

en!” he bawled. “Dot iss Puf;_




The Breath of Death.

falo Pill, or I am a Dutchmans! Ach! such a hab-
biness is idt—yes? Undt I vos su-ah ve vos all
slaughtered, undt skeluped yedt alretty! Aind’t it?”
" There could be no mistaking the baron, on board of
Toofer, his trained mule. While his companion was
the Indian lad, Little Cayuse.
Buffalo Bill spurred forward to meet them, swing-
mg his hat over his head.
“What's the trouble, brothers?”’ he shouted. “You're
“atampeding these Mexicans to a finish.”
#5 #Undt dot vos righdt!” bawled the baron. “Him-
melblitzen! dey vould petter run. De Inchuns is after

¥ “\What Injuns?”’ demanded Cody, in some doubt,
IWbringing his horse to a sudden stop again.
* Here Little Cayuse took up the tale:

WE - “Tt is true. Pa-e-has-ka is warned. A war party is
i behind. Ugh!”

) “What kind of Injuns?” demanded the scout.

1= “Vot kindt of Inchuns? Vot a foolishness!” groaned
Ithe baron. ‘“Dere iss only two kindts of Inchuns—
i goot vons undt pad vons; undt all de goot vons iss
‘deat, yet alretty! Dese dot chase us are pat Inchuns,
“you can pet mein life on idt!”
* The man on the mule and the boy on the pony were
“now beside Buffalo Bill. They saw the scout adjust
fi- the handkerchief again across his face.
g “Himmelblitzen!” gasped the baron. “For vy do
“you dit dot, Puffalo Pill? Iss idt to pe masked like
ef!"them pandits dot ve vos afder yedt alretty? Undt
- pefore dose Inchuns took afder us—ach, like so many
fiendts from de pit yedt—ve struck de trail of dot Sliv-
tail vot kilt de placksmit’ feller at Sefior Shoonipe’s
nch—yes!”

“You did!” exclaimed Buffalo Bill, in astonish-

[

at.
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Just then the Dutchman began to choke, and so did
Little Cayuse. The scout, in a muffled veice, eried:
“Cover your faces, boys! Quick! T explain this 88
later. -This is no time or place to chew languages S
Hurry up—pronto!” .
“Undt dere iss anudder reason for hurryin'—aind't S
idt?” squealed the baron. “Here gomes de Inchunsss
—you pet me!” S
The scout glanced back. Out of the gulch from &
the mouth of which his two friends had raced poured =S
a squadron of wild riders, lashing their ponies with S8
quirts; their faint, high yells announcing that they 8,
were really savages. One brave was far in the lead, 5
however, having much the better horse, it would seem.==
“Those are never Apaches!” exclaimed Buffalo Billys
without hurrying his own mount.

“No. Dey vos odder Inchuns den any I effer seed, S8,
admitted the baron. '

~ “Yaquis, by the living thunder!” ejaculated the
‘American scout. s
And then his attention was attracted to something =
entirely different from the horde of wildly riding Im== :
dians. This something lay between the scout and RS
two friends, and the squadron of flying red men. §
The Mexicans, chattering their fear like parrots,
were already at the brink of the bluff, which pite
down into the valley where lay the village of San
rife. . They were comparatively safe.

But the scout and his friends had still some dista

il
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EMexicans had dug under the direction of the scientist,
S Professor Pasquale Cralé.

& The gas—just as the scout had suspected—came
Brom the earth. In boring this well with the machinery
Bihat was evidently an invention of Professor Cralé
$ himself, the peons had struck a pocket, or vein, of
1 ~{gas, which, under intermittent pressure from below,
& awas spurted out of the hole.

& It was too heavy fo mix easily with the air, or to
@wise far above the ground. It was visible, but its
@ seadly nature was unsuspected by the workmen, and

Pt had rolled over the mesa completely, killing every
'.hwe thing it fouched And this gang of pursuing
I Yaquis avere riding right into the cloud of poisonous

» wvapor!
& Buffalo Bill half pulled in his mount again. He had
S mothing against these aborigines of the Mexican bor-
ider, even though they had given the baron and Lit-
Wile Cayuse a ten-mile run for their lives. The reds had
},kel) taken the scout’s friends for Mexicans, whom
B the Yaqguis hated.

bthe mass of vapor that was spreading over the mesa.
;W'hate\er they might think the cloud was, the Yaquis
eﬂdently were ot afraid of it. Perhaps they knew
P ghis mesa, were aware that cattle usually grazed upon
l't, and believed that there might be a chance for them

0 drive off a part of the herd, at least; even if they
ost the men they were chasing.

 Loofer with difficulty.

Then the first waft of gas smote him, and he choked
and nmear fell from the saddle. Little Cayuse was
ghing, too, and the pony that the Indian boy rode
layed sudden difficulty in his breathing.

And the band of savages was going full pelt into.

& “Come on, bard! For vy do you stay to be goppled
‘uip py de Inchuns?”’ bawled the baron, restraining
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Buffalo Bill did not wish to lose Be?r. Ei:to"
knew that retreat was the wisest thing gr o
just then. Yet he wondered \.\'hat \\"0111(111.211313‘:10u d
Yaquis when they charged into the rolling |

1sonous gas—or whatever it was.
pm'lb‘he leactljer of the Yaquis was a powerfu}ljgl
brave, and he had now approached near enom;ge
Cody to see his face. It was a keen countena id'e
not unhandsome, as Indians go. And he xz'lant;\; o
possessed of abundant courage, for he rode o
of his comrades, and lashed his pony to gread i
tions as he saw the three mountec_l men ahezed s
ing the Mexicans to the trail, which descen e
valley.

many.
Ihe rolling black cloud had now spread f}?irch .
s(uare rods about the vent in the earth, \tYst T
been opened under the direction of the scientist.

was a little wind, and it drifted the pall toward B

falo Bill and his friends. It was, therefore, aof

that they suffered more quickly from the poisofl 0€ '

of the belching gas than did the charging Yaqlc‘ljs' ¢ fia
Indeed, the handsome young brave in the lead ol tf

Fefle
mob of savages appeared to pay nOt,the leastth?;tl{g
tion to the black vapor. He rode his pony -
the outer ed

ge of the cloud, and rode so quickly th?‘
neither the pony nor he himself was overcome.

He uttered a high and shrill war cry as he €2
out upon the near side of the cloud and saw

ittle Cayuse, their faces male
just before him. He was armed with a feather-tu
spear, a bow and sheaf of arrows at his back, wh
hung by a thong to his sash, was a heavy knife—
weapon of civilized manufacture that he carfi

Seeing the trio, he stopped his pony suddenly, toSs€
‘his spear into the air,

and caught dexterously aga i
'e_alld recited in high, staccato tones what was eviden ,
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'@ challenge to combat. Buffalo Bill and the baron,
S having their faces covered, plainly looked like Mexi-
F¢ans to the Yaqui, and there was a deadly feud between
#ithe Indians and the greasers.

%5 But ere the young man had more than recited his
Pehallenge, panic broke out among his followers. There
Eigvere shrieks and fearful wailings from the Yaqui
“band, and their leader wheeled his pony in amazement.
~ The band had run plump into the poisonous fog. It
@ ay so heavily upon the ground that Buffalo Bill and his
ki eompanions could see the tossing headdresses and the
e plunging ponies. More than one pony went down,
wi stifled by the poisonous breath. And the braves were

Eitched off their mounts in the struggle of the dumb

rutes to get out of the vapor. =

i Now that he was facing the advancing cloud, and,

i being on the windward side of it, the stifling odor

W
pie’ smiote the young chief, too. He wavered in his sad-

wa dle; his shout of encouragement was choked in his
ol throat. He spurred the pony forward, but the brute
ave one leap only, and then stood, shaking and cough-

a3

&

i

NGKES

[

it

¢ ing, unable to charge into the vile and deadly cloud.
b With wild shrieks, those Yaqui who could still es-
st eape fled back across the mesa, toward the ravine by

y i swhich they had reached the place of death. How
gt many men and ponies had gone down, and were hid-
me  den by the spreading cloud of vapor, Buffalo Bill
et could not tell.

[@0  The scout’s attention was then fixed upon the gal-
sye lant leader of the savage band. The defection of his
her*}‘ pony first troubled the Yaqui. He tugged at the raw-
ok WE hide thong that was affixed about the lower jaw of the
pifer @nimal; he beat the brute with his moccasined feet.
* But to no purpose, for the pony groaned, bent its
‘ Eorward knees, and sank suddenly upon the ground,
' #olling over ‘helplessly upon its side. The poisonous
i : : Pl e
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gas had finished the Indian’s mount, and Buﬁalo Bill
had a final view of the young Yaqui staggermg upen :
his feet beside the dead pony as the cloud rolled across 4
the spot. o
The brave had plunged to the earth before Buffalo
Bill got into action. The scout could mot save tHESEF
other Yaquis from death; indeed, there was 10
son why he should, for they were savage beings, Bemtig:
upon blood and slaughter. . .
But the American was suddenly smitten with thG
idea that the young chief might be of value to hfl'!l‘:':_
Buffalo Bill had done many favors to single red TS
i his Iong, career; and he had usmally found thes
savage grateful. Ingratitude was not, indeed, @ faul
of the Indian nature. ,
Now, with his old battle cry, and, without a worG
of explanation to his two comrades, Buffalo Bil

spurred his mount forward, directly toward the SPreé&f'
ing area of death.

“Ach, himmelblitzen!” bawled the baron, seel
what the scout was about. “You vill be killt alreatty
yedt! Vot a foelishness—undt all for a goppel_?'gor
ored headen vot he iss! Idt vas soosancide—dot 1S5 €
trut’ 7 )

However, both the baron and Little Cayuse kne¥
better than to follow their leader into the fog. On
life endangered was enough; and, after all, they bOA
expected to see Buffalo Bill come out of the place
alive.

The famous scout hore many scars on his body ; but
he had slipped through so numerous a eollection
“tight places”

) that both the baron and Little Cayuse
considered that he hore 2 charmed life.

Yet. never, perhaps, had Buffalo Bill so recklessiy
taken his life in hig

hand as when he charged into tie
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4n's mount, and BESSpoisonous vapor that was again covering the plain of
oung Yaqui stagemtdestruction like a deadly miasma.
v as the clowd et The scout had marked well, however, the spot where
*the young Yaqui warrior had fallen. In half a dozen
to the earth beked leaps his noble charger reached the fallen pony and
1e scout could so s the Indian beside it.
% The scout whirled his steed, saw dimly the Yaqui on
ley were savage bl s hands and knees below him, and reached suddenly
~ P and seized the Indian by the sash that bound his body
suddenty st about the middle. Then, shaking his mount’s reins,
M ;V‘Y."M‘_‘!,g and actually holding his own breath, Buffalo Bill
= = " Bdashed out of the fog, swinging the Indian by one
hand, and clinging to the pommel of his saddle with

, mdeed, there wail

y favors to smgk#g
‘h,r had usnally “{ the other!
e was not, mdeh BB T cout’'s own horse staggered for a few paces,
: S breathing deeply and shaking as though about to fall.
= cry, and, withod#8But the rider dug his spurs into the creature; and,
0 comrades, BufsiShs inspired, Bear Paw leaped ahead, and out of the
directly toward Lﬁ‘:‘iﬁ'tange of the suffocating gas.
& Cody swung the now limp body of the Indian across
bawled the baron #9his horse, and waved his hand to his friends in a ges-
“You vill be kili# ture they understood. They must all flee the terrible,
undt all for a gugadvancing death. The Mexicans had already disap-
vas soosancide—sigepeared down the lower trail; even the dwarf had de-
P parted, and the mesa was deserted completely when
v and Little Cayuzil the scout and his companions rode over the brink and
e htook the trail toward the village in the wake of the

leader into the 0§ \‘
3 :
= o T
. and. after il bearers of the three dead workmen.

Il come out of ti!

Sy

iny scars on his Ml
numerous a colle®
baran and Littk VS

1armed life. !
Buffalo Bill so 88
when he chargeé ¥
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THE RISING OF SAN ENRIFE.

in the cleaner air of the valley, and at the intersecs:
tion of the two trails to the mesa, the t_hree hal_ted, an(!'
Buffalo Bill allowed his insensible captive to slip to the
ground. The scout got down, too, and knelt beside
the Yaqui brave. 4 1edl

“For vy do you trouble mit dot Inchun?” deman il@
the baron, in disgust. “He iss det alretty yedt'.—'lmhj
you risked your life to pring him de smoke oud,’f. Ac J
himmelblitzen! Vot a blace dot iss up dc?re. -2

“He isn’t dead yet,” declared Buffalo Bill, working
over the Yaqui with determination. 3

“Vell! Den he iss esgaped begomin’ a goot Inchun
—aind’t idt?”

At that moment the Yaqui caught his first 1o
breath, groaned, and opened his eyes. They we
black and beady and sparkling, and they looked inten y
into those of Buffalo Bill. s

“He’s coming around all right,” said the scott,
English.

“Undt worser for him,” muttered the Dutchman.

“Why so, baron?”

“Dese greasers, I pelieve, make short vork Qf
savages ven dey got dem—ajnd’t idt?” ‘

“Well, the greasers haven’t got this fellow.” =

“But-dere vill pe a riod in dot village down dere!
eried the baron. “Vot a foolishness!” i

At this juncture the Yaqui spoke. His speech was
evidently a Spanish patois, and Buffalo Bill could
understand but a few words. One thing he knew, ho

ever: the Indian knew that his captors were not Me
cans. )

i
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b

“T am Americano—si,” said the border king.

The Yaqui, who was now sitting up, nodded vigor-
ously and, pointing downward into the valley, said
something eagerly. The scout made a shrewd guess
as to what it was.

! “We go to the Mexican village ; but the Yaqui brave
I is my captive; he shall not be given up to the Mexi-
o cans.”

The beady eyes of the Indian darted from face to
. face of the trio. They rested longest upon that of
Little Cayuse. The fact that the youth was of copper
color, and had other marks of his Indian parentage,
8 scemed to impress the Yaqui chief. He suddenly
#° shouted a word at him, evidently in his, the Yaqui’s,
= own tongue. But Little Cayuse did not understand,
and merely shook his head.

if But the Yaqui had recovered much of his strength
™ and agility now, and he proved this to be the fact the
. next moment.

lo? - With a second yell he bounded to his feet, kicked

- wickedly at the face of the scout who had been bend-
. ing over him—and had his foot reacheddts mark Buf-
W8S falo Bill would doubtless have been knocked out.

The scout, however, merely side-stepped the kick and
caught the brave’s ankle in a grip that almost crushed
the small bones in that ankle. Then he twisted the
‘ brave’s leg and threw him heavily.

;m_i - “You're quick, my friend, but there’s one that’s
" geg‘g_;_. quicker !” grunted the king of scouts. s
w & Before the Yaqui could make any further trouble
" the scout knotted his wrists together behind him and

Fe : . : ;
| ué{ah - dragged him to his feet. The captor carried a line
o * from the knotted wrists of the Indian to the ring in
:_sg - his own saddle bow. )

~ “Now, my friend, you will walk ahead—and walli

~—y
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straight!” commanded Buffalo Bill, with a gesture that
the captive could not mistake.

So they proceeded down the trail, coming first, of
course, to Juan Caseano’s cottage. That amiable
dwarf ran out just as the little cavalcade with the
prisoner reached the spot.

A volley of Spanish expletives burst frém the lips of
the dwarf, and he leaped from the porch and through
the gateway. From his sash he dragged a knife with
a ragged edge and a horn handle, which looked a
though it might have done duty in the kitchen before
Juan seized upon it as an offensive weapon.

.. “Blood! blood!” yelled the Mexican.
hated Yaqui!”

But the baron pushed his mule suddenly between the
gateway and the helpless captive.

| P,y Shimminy Grismus! 1 guess yedt dot yo

dond’t do it! Vot you t'ink? You vos killing beoples

| vot Puffalo Pill vants to live? Ach, himmelblitzen!

vot a chance, aind’t idt?”

, S"m‘llllg like a mad dog, Juan tried to dart around
 Toofer to get at the captive. The baron spoke some
German worde to the mule which Toofer seemed (0
understand. The intelligent beast backed around and
Jal‘r;lmed ghe little Mexican against his yard fence.

i Dond’t mofel”” commanded the baron, glaring

' down upon the frightened Mexican. “If you do, dot

i ooter t you mit pot’ of his heels, undt yot

L vill land
"Vl” pe stuck to de fence so pad dot dey vill haf o

scraped you off mit a drowel—aind’t idt?”

Juan Caseano evidently believed this to be true. He
| Was only courageous, anyway, when his antagonist Was
iglelple.ss. He would have killed the Y. aqui in cold
; ood .dbut he remained very quiet now, his eyes roll

ng and the breath expelled with a hissing sound frof

“Kill the

his lungs.

The Rising of San Enrife.

Buffalo Bill and his captive, with Little Cayuse, had
pow ridden some rods ahead. poi i

«go 1" exclaimed the baron, speaking to 1OORCE.
“Ve vill march vonce again, yedt. Undt you sday h;r%
greaser, undt dond’t efter dry to mteriere mit ru
falo Pill, or any ot his bards. _ I .

The baron quite plumed himself upon th:.\" imncident ;
but it was really Toofer’s heels that the dwarf had been
afraid of. :

They rode slowly down into the village, and the
dwarf, yelling defiantly, followed some distance be-
hind. As they passed other houses the men in them
came out and joined Juan. They listened to his com-
plaint, and in a body followed the strangers toward
the middle of the settlement.

The bodies of the three men had been taken to their
homes. The church was now opened, and somebody
was tolling the bell mournfully. The tragedy that had
happened upon the mesa had already brought pain and
trouble to many people in San Enrife.

Yet Juan Caseano, who had lost his brother, seemed
to care nothing about that death. He was only eager
to stir his neighbors up against the strangers who rode
toward the church. It looked as though the trio and
their captive would be mobbed before they could join
forces with old Nomad and Rawdon Smart.

Some of the men were armed with knives, and one
old grandfather ran out with a broken scythe, with
which he tried to mow down Toofer’s legs as the baron
trotted by in the rear of his companions.

“Ach, du lieber!” yelled the baron, and spurred the
mtle into a gallop.

Brickbats began to fly, and the mob came crowding
down the narrow street, cursing the Americanos and
threatening their captive.

“Vot dit I dell you vonce alretty?" shricked the
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baron to Buffalo Bill. “Dot Inchun vould mooch pets
ter haf peen left up dere on de mesa. He makes t'ings
vorse as dey are for us alretty!”

But Buffalo Bill hadn’t any time to reply. He had
snatched the prisoner off the ground and held hin
astride his horse, Bear Paw. They were now racing
through the narrow, paved streets, which seemed to
have been arranged in a maze about the church, The
church itself was the scout’s objective point, for usually
the priest is the most influential person in these little
Mexican towns, and the scout was sure that the good
father would listen to reason.

Suddenly they burst into the market place, or plaz,

which the church faced. But the open space was al-
ready partly filled with excited people.

They seemed to be gathered before a ’dobe house,
surrounded by a high wall, likewise of mud, which
stood opposite the church. The house was plainly an
important residence, and for a moment Buffalo Bl
was puzzled over the evident attack upon it.

But as he and his comrades rode out into the plaza
ahead of their own particular little mob of unfriendly
citizens, a gate in the high wall opened and the voices
of the crowd before it fell to a murmur. Buffalo Bil
was startled himself, for the person standing in the
gateway and facing the angry mob was a woman—
aye, a girl! :

She was handsome, in the Spanish way, with flash-
ing eyes and plenty of colur in her dusky cheeks. She
was taller than Mexicau women usually average, and

her attitude as she addresséd the moh was certainly
commanding.

“What do you wish here, disturbing us all and riote
ing?” she cried. “What do you mean?”
“It is the sefiorita!” cried some.

s o
ising O: ‘nrife.
The Rising of San Enri

. . "’.
f yward and imbecile!
“The daughter (2}\ \;he OLdt 1cl§m‘ S
Ve wa !
roared one other. ew 1 3 2o
103}'63.4 i | Give him up! shrieked some hy
e irts of the mob. “Has he
terical women on the outskirts 0 R
not brought our men to death? |l.,hc a
him! He should be bu}w}cd for it ;'f doin Taolel
“My! vot a dispositions to haf—
» baron in Buffalo Bill's ear, ; :
S e i - attention to give to his
But the scout had no time Or @ Hon e
Dutch pard just then. The brave girl 11; thg)ng
was replying to the rough dcn'umdi 9t the makin.g .
“My friends,” she was saying, “you valifither's e
great mistake. It was by no act oI my ‘ga e
‘s awful thing has occurred on the mesa. &
(o = f i -e herself overwhelmed
what T understand of 1it, natuu{ ierse
.xpectedly.
yor men—and unexpectedly. :
th?‘ 1iil(()ll my cattle!” shrieked a voice, and theud\\ ar‘fLi
: ey : - ide alley an
Juan Caseano, ran into the plaza fmlm ?Tisrlldfyho }faced
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the mob. . = Los
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desperately. =
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oune of the women. “There are Strangers here—they
say there are accursed Americanos in the house.”

“They are my father's guests &

At that instant some scoundrel on the outside of the
throng threw a flint. It struck the girl a glancing blow

+ upon the forehead, and the red trail of the wound
showed instantly upon her smooth skin.

The act brought a shout of anger to the lips of both
Buffalo Bill ‘and the baron, Already the baron had
lost his very temperamental heart to the beautiful
seflorita. He was filled with rage at the cowardly
attack.

The scout and his two companions charged through
the mob then, caring little who their horses trampled
underfoot. But another person had leaped to the aid
of the girl as she drooped, and would have fallen under
the blow that had been dealt her.,
~ The rescuer of the girl was a tall young fellow, who
flashed out of the gate, caught the sefiorita in his left
arm, and presented a most businesslike proposition in

the shape of a forty-four revolver af the heads of the
nearest Mexicans.

“You dogs!”
“I'll shoot the m
ward hurting thi

shouted Rawdon Smart, in Spanish.

an dead that makes another move te-
s young lady!”

CHAPTER XIL
BESIEGED

1" ye he baron, spurring old
« for de poy!” yelled th bar spu i
Tooﬁéﬂlio“?ard tlrl)(: gateway. 1 su-ah didn’t peliev

he hat idt in him.”

they
The Mexicans backed away from the gtatoef, ilc])gm tz
likewise gave the three horsemen plenty
re%‘cﬁght in here, Mr. Cody!” cried Raw%ol}, };;}:II){magtj
1 ’ e ors i J 3
the half-fainting girl inside. old Nonmelighs
B h with their
As the three mounted men rode throug P
risoner there was a flash of brilliant skirt and banfreci
1; woman ran down the steps of the houS(f ggcing —p
shut the gate in the faces of the agam adv i
xicans. , : % «FFave
Of“l};ll/[ec;d;e di Dios/t” shrieked this apparition. “H
. < PV |
killed you, my mistress: ‘ : £ the |
fiorita, She was a solidly built In s s ol
%ﬁgé)l:lhair in plaits and a lot of silver gzwt%azsa Yood
into it. The baron pulled in Toofer aﬂl nd upon his
look at the maid. Then he clapped a ha :
art and bowed deeply. : ¢ as 1
he?‘rl\t/I;ilL gracious!” he babbled. “Such 'I?OOhﬁignsi:-ali
haf not seen—no, nodt in mont’s. De n;;;t_g:‘;, she is
von peach; but de maid—Ach, hn;lr_',].e S .
i ind’t idt? e
ole pasket of peaches, aind : 3ok
1 g:lwd(l))n and the Indian n}md assisted tllzxfl S’znbrow.
into the house. The wound in the yottzﬂgt iy r}llmid e
was slight, and when it was dressed by d his Dutch |
sefiorita was able to see Buffalo Bill an( e indin
pard. While she talked with them, Moje,

|
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girl, hovered about her mistress as though she fea ed
some other harm might befall her. And while they
talked, too, the baron could not keep his eyes off the
maid.

Nomad had rema‘ned with Little Cayuse at the
stables to watch the captive Yaqui brave.

Rawdon had already told Sefiorita Cralé the par-
ticulars of the tragedy on the mesa. The professor’s
daughter was in greater mental trouble than she was in
physical pain.

“My poor father will be horrified, sefior,” she said to
Buffalo Bill, “when the report of the death of his
three faithful workmen reaches him. He left San
Enrife early yesterday morning. He rode by the way
of the mesa. This dreadful tragedy has all happened
since then, I am sure.”

“T believe that the fumes of gas burst from the well
last evening, or some time during the night,” admitted
the scout.

“When he was at the mesa the well was not finished.
They had been boring for days and had struck nothing
—not even water,” she said. ‘‘Senior Clifford rode as
far as the mesa with my father, and so brought back
the report.” :

“Boring a well?” queried Buffalo Bill curiously.

“It is an invention of my father’s,” she said. ‘‘He
believes there is oil under the mesa. He has been in-
vestigating the wealth of these hills for some years.”

“T see,” admitted the scout, nodding. “It is what I
suspected. This terrible odor which comes from the
ground is some kind of natural gas, and might easily be
found in an oil field.”

“Tt must be so,” said the sefiorita sadly; “but these
poor and ignorant people cannot understand that it is
an act of nature. They attribute the tragedy to the
work my father has carried on here. They have al-

Besieged.

ways been afraid of him. They say he uses black
magic.”

“And his assistant, Sefior Clifford Smart?” said
Buffalo Bill suddenly. ‘“Where is he?”

“He was called away early this morning, too.”

“He did not ride toward the mesa?”’

“Oh, no, senor.”

“Where did he gor

“I—I am not informed of that,” replied the young
woman, but with some hesitation.

“Does your father leave you alone here without any
guard?” demanded the scout, with some sharpness.

“Not as usual. But there really has been no danger
to apprehend. Padre Josefo is my friend 7

“The priest here?”

“Si, senor.”

“And where is he now?”

“He went this morning to attend an old man who

dying in the suburbs.” .

“Well! So you were left alone?”

“Only Mojé and I were in the house when Sefior
Rawdon, here, and the old man with him arrived and
told me of the terrible catastrophe up above,” said
the senorita simply.

“And you may believe I was mighty disappointed in
not meeting Clifford, Mr. Cody,” interposed Rawdon
Smart.

“Does Seflor Smart often travel?” asked the scout
thoughtfully.

“Oh, my father frequently sends him about the coun-
try on business,” said the seforita.

‘He will return—when?”

“lhat I could not say, sefor.”

And your father?”

“\}'hen will he return?”
A

3]
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“Day after to-morrow he is expected,” declared the than the
girl, in a worried tone. “And if he does come ,l?ackf
tremble to think what these mad people will do.

“That's so. We should get some word to him, Mg
Cody,” cried Rawdon.

“We'll take that up later,” said the scout. “Ha
he gone far?” ‘

“Into the mountains—to the headquarters of 8
Touvas Mining Company.”

“Where is it?” '

“By the way of the mesa it is not so long 2 rxdeﬂ,l
believe. One strikes the Olando trail up there—

“Mein gracious!” interrupted the baron. ~“Dot IS}
vere I und Leedle Cayuse met up mit dose Yaqui In @
chuns alretty.” .

Mojé, the Indian maid, started and said som'ethmg i
a swift whisper to her mistress. The sefiorita ask
the scout :

“Is your prisoner a Yaqui, sefior ?”

“So I believe.”

“And a savage warrior ?” g

“He was savage enough until he ran into that §&
said Buffalo Bill shortly. ;

“He would know a quicker way than the Olando
trail to reach the Touvas Mine holdings—or so Mo
believes.” |

“Your maid is a Yaqui?”

“Tull blood, sefior. But she is devoted to me.”

Buffalo Bill turned this thing over in his mind, bud
said nothing further about it for the moment, Instelh
‘he asked: .

_ “Sefiorita, in what direction did your father's &
sistant go when he rode away this morning?”

She pointed northerly.

::'What trail would he strike?” : _

] . “The Olando trail likewise; but much farther &
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& than the point where my father entered it on his way
& to Los Touvas.” i
Rawdon looked sharply at the scout.

* “What has my brother to do with Sefior Cralé’s
s peril, Mr. Cody?” he asked. j
“Nothing—that I am aware of,” returned the scout
".quietly. Z i
i The boy stared at him, but his brow was corrugated
s with a puzzled frown. '
. “If the Yaquis are abroad I am doubly anxious
“both for my father and Sefior Clifford,” explained the |
Sefiorita. g

She turned away for a moment, and Rawdon sidled
closer to the scout.

" “My brother and she are affianced,” he whispered.
“She told me so herself.’ i
. “Ah!” said Buffalo Bill cheerfully; “we will hope i
then that nothing will happen to the young man for her
sake, as well as your own, Rawdon. Now, just step
out and see that old Nomad keeps a watch on the walls.
Lhose fellows out yonder might try and swarm over
and visit us when we least expect them. Chase along I
with him, baron, will you?” ! ’{
@& “Su-ah, bard—if idt is orders,” said the Dutchman,
SWwith a languishing glance at Mojé, who only giggled at il

. The boy and the baron retreated. Instantly the

SCout returned to his cross-questioning of th(‘a‘ seflorita,

. “Will you tell me,” he asked quietly, “if Sefior

Smart has been absent from San Enrife much of late?

- She looked at him with vague alarm.

" “Why do you ask that, sefior?” e

* “T will tell you, sefiorita,” said the scout, with guile,

‘that his friends upon the other side of the river have
ven me a message for him, and it is very necessary,

' me to meet the young man.” e
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“Why—he is usually here.”

4 “But he has been away much of late?”
“Er—perhaps.” b
The scout drew out a notebook and consulted some=

dates written down therein. Then he asked: 3
“Was he away on May twelfth and thirteenth, 8

sefiorita?” a
“I—1I could not say now. I have forgotten,” she rée=S§

plied wonderingly. "

“Well, how about June first—and possibly the secs
ond day likewise?”’ :

“Why, that was only last week!” e &

“Quite so.” o

“He was absent most of last week.”

“Ah!” ejaculated the scout enigmatically, and jus
then there came a violent interruption. & |
‘ Several shots were fired in the courtyard of the
' house. Then voices were raised in excitement, and t

scout leaped up and dashed out of doors, carrying

~ rifle with him. -3
The voices of the mob without the wall were thel

louder. Old Nomad, Little Cayuse, and Rawdon we

piling boxes and kitchen furniture against a part of the

wall to enable them to climb up. - The upper rungs o

a ladder were visible at that point, and it was the €

dent intention of those who had brought the ladder

mount from the outside and so enter the garden O

Professor Crald. ¢

Uttering his famous war whoop, the scout dash
toward this place ; but scarcely had he taken two stri
across the court when the excited voice of the barom
spluttered from the other side of the house:

“Himmelblitzen! Idt iss here dey iss comin’, -
vot a herd of de greasers! Hellup, Pard Pill! Hellt
olt Nomat! I am like Horachus adt de pridge yed
I fight de whole town alone, aind't idt?”

i

»
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 “Follow me, Cayuse!” cried Buffalo Bill, and dashed
to the assistance of the spluttering Dutchman.
* And he was barely in the nick of time. A dozen
Mexicans had mounted to the wall on this side, and
they had dropped a short ladder into the courtyard. In
tthe lead was the vicious dwarf, Juan Caseano, who was
descending the ladder with the long butcher knife in
his hairy hand; and behind him his neighbors were
pressing with scythes, mattocks, and a few firearms.
+ Already Buffalo Bill had warned his friends not to
$shoot to kill if they could help it. The American scout
sknew that he would be “in bad” if his people actually
killed any of these greasers. They were some miles
sbelow the border, and at that day there was even more
il feeling between the two peoples that faced each
bother across the Rio Grande than there is at the pres-
ent time.
£ So the baron was using his rifle as a club, and was |
threatening to mow down the attacking horde Qf
‘greasers, instead of using cold lead upon them. The.1r
sweight of numbers would have borne him down in
‘another moment.
~ Indeed, before the scout and Little Cayuse reached
‘the place Juan and his friends were upon the baron.
iThe Dutchman went over backward, and Juan leaped
upon him like a wild cat. i
* . "Oof!” grunted the baron, the wind being fairly
“Bdriven from his chest by the weight of the dwarf.
P “Hellup! Aber he killit me yedt!” 3
. Juan Caseano certainly looked like a f fiend as he A

= e
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poised the rusty old knife over the baron’s throat. Bu#s
Cayuse leaped in and side-swiped the dwarf with his®
gun butt, while Buffalo Bill used the handle of hisss
pistol to beat a ragged tattoo upon the pates of the3~1
swarming Mexicans. :
The baron, with a whoop, staggered to his feet. }
“Now, ledt dem goom!” he roared. ‘I
He chanced to wear heavy boots at the moment, and' z
he landed a kick on the dwarf which lifted that miser=S«
able little rat and tossed him twenty feet away! Thens
he tore into the mob of greasers with his bare fists, andj:-‘ :
in a very few seconds the fight was all over at thaés
particular spot. E
The greasers turned tail and ran up the ladder likés
monkeys. Cayuse and the scout followed them and®
made them jump from the wall to the side alley, fofs
they had been unwise enough to have but one laddesy: - *
% here, and that one was now the spoil of the victors. S8
8 “Toss up that little runt, baron!” cried Buffalo Bills8 ™=
“All righdt, Pard Cody!” returned the Dutchmam¥"
and, catching Juan by his collar, he heaved him up #¥%
his arms, and then, with a mighty toss, sent him Spiliss® =
Ei.ng to the top of the wall, where the scout caughts*
im. ]

Like the other Mexicans, the dwarf was tossed dowsil®: ..
to the alley, and then, with a few shots fired in the alg¥ s
the scout and Cayuse cleared the lane of the enemy. 8L
“You remain here and guard this side,” said
scout to Cayuse. “Stay on the wall. Don’t let the
pot you from some of the other roofs.” =
.~ “Ugh! me no let um greaser kotch me,” grum
¢ the Indian youth. '
- The scout and the baron went back to the other s
of the house and found that old Nomad and Raw
Smart had scattered the Mexicans in that alley,
Buffalo Bill left Nomad to guard that wall, and tl
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B he returned to the stable to get a squint at his pris-

& oner.

B ¢ Just as he reached the door he saw the serving
maid, Mojé, bending over the prisoner, who had been
left, lashed hand and foot, lying on the floor. Bui-
falo Bill stepped forward softly in his moccasins and

& saw that the captive’s eyes were sparkling, and that

& he was speaking in a low and tense tone to the maiden.

& If an Indian ever looked pale, the pretty Mojé did at

. that moment.
'« The captive’s words were hissed at her in a stream
® of guttural sounds, and the girl shook her head rapidly

& in the negative. It was plain, however, that she was

4 both frightened and excited. :

% The rage in the beadlike eyes of the captive in-

@ creased. He writhed on the floor, trying to tear his

il hands from their bonds. The girl crouched back from

& him, making a low moaning sound.

L It was plain to the scout what was going on. The

2 girl was being tempted almost beyond endurance to
bbe false to her -white friends. This man was one of

& her own blood—perhaps of her own tribe, or family.
-‘He was pleading with her, threatening her, forcing
‘her by his own strength of will to cut his bonds. The
brown hand of Mojé crept to her breast. Within the
loose blouse she wore her fingers touched something
hard. She hesitated—then brought it forth. It was a
itiny stiletto such as Spanish women and half-breeds
not infrequently carry. {
 But ere she could use it, Buffalo Bill stepped for-

S ward and touched her on the shoulder. With a stifled
Scream she leaped up—agile as a cat despite the fact
Bthat she was an exceedingly plump young woman.
. Then she saw the scout, and the knife rattled on the
Hoor at their feet. ;
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“T wouldn’t do that, Mojé,” Buffalo Bill said quietlys
“What is that man to you?” e
“T too, am a Yaqui,” she murmured, but looking the
scout straight in the eye now. B
“True. But he is an enemy of the people who have
been kind to you for so long.” .
“He is my brother,” she said, bowing her head.
“Your brother! your real brother?”
“Si, senor.”
“How do you know ?” - il
“T nursed him in my arms when he was little, Senofs
I cannot be .mistaken.” Nor can he. He is Xuku, andj
I am Mojé. We be brother and sister.” :
“Well, that’s lucky!” ejaculated Buffalo Bill. = =8
He immediately drew his own hunting knife and
approached the prisoner. The girl flung herself upon:
his arm, and shrieked. )
“No! no! do not kill him! Kill Mojé instead!” %
“Pshaw! don’t be a fool, girl,” grunted the scoutj.
“If you knew Pa-e-has-ka as the Indians across the
border know him, you would not think him capable 0
doing such a thing.” A
Then he stooped and severed the bonds of the youlig
Indian, and then waited quietly until the fellow had
chafed the blood back into his wrists and ankles. 8
“Tell Xuku,” said the scout to the girl, “that 1 am
his friend, although I may have captured him. 5

1t1}11ind }ﬁm that I saved him from death on the mesa t
ere.”

M_O_]é obeyed, and it was evident that her words
carried something like truth to the Yaqui's mind. =

NOW:’ tell him,” said the scout, “that if he escapesy
from this inclosure the Mexicans who are mobbing the

place will kill him of a certainty.” 2 L

The girl explained thi 5 .
nodded. plained this, too, and the young €&

8 pretty
thag naty
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E. - “Now,” said Buffalo Bill, “tell him that if he will
~ guide me the shortest’ way to the Touvas Mmes that
* I will there free him, give him a white man s gun and
"2 pony,-and he can return to his people.”
.+ The girl eagerly translated the message. The Yaqui
* looked doubtfully at the scout, and the latter folded
" his arms dramatically, looked straight into young
- Xuku's eyes, and declared:
‘ “He must likewise be told, Mojé, that I am Pa-e-
~ has-ka, the Long Hair, and that I never break my
_ word ”
Buffalo Bill well knew the effect that a melodramatic
" statement always has upon the aborigine mind. The
Indlans were alw ays posers themselves, and the white
I man who could pose well—and keep his word into the
bargain—always had an influence over the reds.
Finally the young Yaqui began to speak rapidly to
his sister, and after a time she interpreted his state-
ment. It was to the effect that Xuku agreed to take
. the white man to the mines—he could do it in the dark
~if need be—inside of twelve hours.

" soon as it is dark we will start.”

.~ As he went out and left them together, Buffalo Bill
- found the baron hanging about, evidently with the
_hope of seeing the girl, Mojé. As a usual thing the
' baron was not fond of ladies w1th Indian blood in their
. veins; but this Yaqui maid was a different proposition.
- She was as pretty as a picture, she had that plumpness
- of form that naturally appealed to the Dutchman as it
- reminded him of his own lady friends back in the
, '.;Faderland and she was naturally a coquette, and had
ready given the Dutchman encouragmg smiles.

“See here, you lovesick swain!” chortled Buffalo

.~ “That is exactly what we want,” declared Buffalo “
L Bill. “Tell your brother to remain here out of sight.
 Feed him well. Give him what he may wish. As
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Bill. “I've got a question to ask you that has been
working in my mind ever sinceethis morning.”
“Led idt oudt, Bard Cody,” grunted the baron.
“You said something when I first saw you this

morning, about having struck the trail of Silvernail,

. the bandit.”

Rt

!

1

|

“Ach, himmelblitzen! idt iss so!” cried the barom.
“Pud T forget since den, dere has peen such a riodtous
proceedings yedt.”

“Riotous is the name for it,” chuckled Cody. “Now,
what did you mean?”

“Aboudt dot Slivertail ?”

“Silvernail—yes.” :

“Vell, see here,” grunted the baron, and he began"
to pull and haul at his waistband until he finally
Ermcllght forth an object that he laid in Buffalo Bill's®

and.

“Why, hello!” ejaculated the scout.

What he had in his hand was a cast horseshoe—an
i)rdlirzary horseshoe, it seemed, the emblem of “good
Tuck” .
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CHAPTER XIV.
THE €AST SHQE.

%Say, is this a joke?” demanded Buffalo Bill.

“No choke at all—nix!"” declared the baron, shaking
his head vigorously.

“Well, what has this horseshoe got to do with Silver-
nail, the bandit?”

“Ach, himmelblitzen!” exclaimed the barom. “Idt
has efferyt'ing to do mit dot Slivertail—su-ah!”

“Explamr—elucidate,™ cried the scout:

“Loog you foist,” said the Dutchman, “adt de shoe
yot iss in your handt.”

“T'm looking: at it all right,” grunted the scout:

“You see dot idt 1ss a horseshoe—vot?”

“It surely wouldn’t fit your foot—or mime!” de-
clared Buffalo Bill.

“Undt you see de mail vot iss in de front of de
shoe?”

Instantly the scout became highly interested in the
iron shoe. He saw that, although the mail indicated
was bent, it could be, without much difficulty, sfipped
out of the hole in the shoe. He did this, and held the
nail close to his eye.

“You see, Bard Cody, vot iss de madder mit dot
nail?” demanded the baron.

“T—don’t know- 5

“Vot 1s dot nail made of 7™ demanded the barom.

“Well—now that you ask me

“Vot iss idt yedt?” cried the baron excitedly.

- “¥ou win!" declared the scout, finally satisfied that
his eyes had mot deceived hint.

“Dot iss de silver nail—aind’t idt? Vot you t'ink,
Puffale PHLF”
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“I think you've hit the bull's-eye.”

“Gehust de same as effer, en?” crowed the baron,
swelling himself like a turkey cock. =
_ “At least, you have found a good clew this time,”
admitted Buffalo Bill.

“You bed me!”

“And where did you find it?”

“Dot vas on de Olando trail yedt,” declared the
baron eagerly. “You see, like you toldt us, Bard
Cody, de Leedle Cayuse und me rides clear down from
Olando, an’ veneffer I seen vonce a man dot couldt

. English speak, I axed him vos he acguainted mit dis
Slivertail.”

“Well ?”

“Und some of dem vould not answer pecause dey
vos scaret; und some I pelief vos friendtly in deir
feelin’s mit dot feller yedt—so dey vould tell me not-
tings. Bud dot iss a neffer-mindts yedt, pecause I
knowed by de vay dey acts dot if Slivertail rode py
dey vould know him.”

“You made out that the bandit frequently rides the
Olando trail ?”

“Suy-ah! Dot iss oxactly so, Bard Cody.”

“Go on.”

“Vell, dot’s vot we did idt,” said the baron cheer=

* fully.

“You did what?” ]

“Ve dit go on,” declared the Dutchman phlegmati-
eally. “Und idt vas adt a vork in de trail dot Leedle
€ayuse pig oop dot horseshoe yedt.”

“It was lying in ‘plain sight in the trail?”

“Dot vos idt, Bard Cody. Idt vos lyin" dere, where
the horse of dot Slivertail cast idt yedt alretty.”

“Anybody else see the shoe?”

“Not mooch!” cried the baron. Cayuse, he gif idt 0

me und I hit idt ervay till now I show idt you.”

The Cast Shoe.

“And that’s all?”

“No, py Shimminy! dot iss only bard of idt,” de=
clared the baron, with pride. “Dere vos a seguel.”

“Let’s have the sequel, then,” said the impatient
scout.

“Vell, de momendt dot I knowed dot feller, Sliver~
tail, hadt peen py dot vork I axed efferybody as I met
up mit if dey see dot feller—vich vay he went, ves.
And I found two beoples vot seen de feller ridin’ up the
branch trail to the vest—yes.”

“How do you know it was the man whose horse
had cast a shoe?” i

“\:ell, bot’ mens say idt vas a feller ridin’ a horse
dot limp-pet, py Shimminy! Aind’t dot enough? De
horse lose de shoe, undt go lame; und I learn dere iss
no smith on dot trail for a long way.”

The baron seemed very positive in his conclusion,
and, although the scout was far from sharing his Dbe-
lief in the identity of the rider of the lame horse with
Silvernail, he could not doubt the fact that the shoe
m his hand had once belonged to that bandit’s horse. |
l‘hc nail of silver was a conclusive proof of this fact. |
'l\\'_o men wotild certainly not have such a fad as this
which had given the brigand his name.

Silvernail had recently traveled the Olando trail; if
the baron had learned anything at all from the natives
\\'hom he had talked with, the bandit frequented that
particular trail a good deal. Buffalo Bill knew welk
that it was a straight road to the Rio Grande and to
the border country where the famous bandit was re-

ported as having done most of his work. ‘

.‘.‘Well,” said the scout thoughtfully, “we’ll take the
trail up later. There may be something in it; but we 5
must do what we can for this Professor Cralé first. f

He will have to be kept away from home for the pres= !
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ent—and I'm not so sure that it would not be well to
remove this danghter from the town, too.”

The townspeople were certainly up in anms—and
remained so that day. Mojé later crept ont of ithe in-
clostre and circulated about among the people. . She
even went to the priest’s house; but he had mot yet
arrived hame. The Indian girl learned, however, a
very important fact. A number of men, well mounted
and heavily armed, had already started from Sam
Enrife into the hills,*and it was supposed they had
gone to meet Professor Cralé, an whom they were
determined to wreak vengeance for the death of the
three workmen.

Tt was evident that somebody besides his daughter
knew of the professor’s destination. And at the head
of the vengeance seekers was the half-mad dwarf,
Juan Caseano. The fate of the mild and unmilitary
professor, if he was caught by the ignorant Mexicans,
was too dreadful to contemplate.

The seftorita was in despair. But the scout could
offer her some small hope, at Teast. Despite the fact
that the rabble had gotten such a start, Buffalo Bill ‘be-
lieved that Xuku, the Yaqui, knew the country so well
that he would be able to lead a Tescue party to the
Touvas Mines before the professor left in the morn-
ing.

The Touvas Mines were owned and operated by an
English syndicate under a franchise from the Mexican
government, and Buffalo Bill learned that there was
a bunch of well-armed men there who would be suff-
cient to overawe the mob from San Enrife. The lat
ter would doubtless seek to ambush the professor of
the trail home, and would not go clear to the mines.

_As soon as darkness fell the scout put into exect-
tion the plan he had conceived. He left the baron with
. Rawdon, Smart to guard the girl and the house from
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attack. ’I:ak_ing Nomad and Little Cayuse, and. huyi
of the seforita a pony for Xuku as he hz’ld prom;;%g
the party slipped out by a rear gate, Mojé accam e
ing them to the outskirts of the town as guide o

Then the girl returned to her mistre:; while: Buf
falo Bill and his companions spurred 'Crl)s’s cou ‘tr ‘u :
the, foothills, carefully avoiding the mesa of c;:tlat‘lz. r

Once away from the town Xuku showed that he
had made a close study of the wilderness thereabout
Perhaps the young chief of the Yaquis had cocntem"
plated at somte time making an attack upon Sam Enrif ;
goad-sized town that it was. He, at least, séemed tec;
kn?‘w every approach to the place upon this side.

They struck a trail up a ravine and began immedi-
ately to: elimb in_to the hills. Before midnight they
E;Otseslclg?dtlthe' Olanflo trqi]. Littlg Cayuse was even able
el e scogt m’\\'lncll'(}n'ectlon was the spot where

¢ cast shoe of Silvernail's mount had beenr found.

theg:c;NOlangprtrml was a fairly well-beaten road, and
: triweglsla 1Ari‘gence, or stagecoachZ wl?ich passed over
o <fy 3 he‘ ~holdmg up of this diligence and' the
g (t)ricxlt';passengers had been one of Silvernail's
G :
feqsxo\;?;ljcczll'Q11'{g’to all T could ﬁll(l out frem that pro-
ofuyoun aﬁlb 1't.e1 , n}uttered 1_311@10 Bill, ““this brother
2 Hg Raw don’s is fond of riding this Olando trail,
tha.t oIdeS‘\;aS abse_nt "from San’ Enrife the very day
SR elnoE Junipe’s blacksmith was shot down. I
o 1ow, Clifford Smart had to leave Texas for
R a man, and I gather from the old sefior’s re-
% <s that the hoy always was wild.
hi\'galge to l{elleve the worst of a fellow on whom
i )eefu’set my two eyes, and cannot therefore
'ucied qub“‘ll.d“,\"- Bl‘lt, you take it from me,” con-
le scout to himself, “there is a. whole lot of
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suspicion aroused regarding this young assistant of
Professor Pasquale Cralé.”

He kept these thoughts to himself, however, and
plodded on with Nomad, Cayuse, and Xuku, the trail
which they followed after leaving the stage road be-
coming more and more difficult as they went on. In
the gray of the early morning they passed over a
ridge and struck a wider thoroughfare. And it was
one evidently traveled, too, for they heard voices.

Xuku and the scout slipped off their horses and
went ahead. They found the mob from San Enrife
encamped for early breakfast in a glade. There were
at least fifty of the Mexicans, and Juan Caseano evi-
dently led them. That they had determined to Kill
Professor Cralé if they caught him, there could be no
doubt, for Buffalo Bill understood their conversation.

There were enough of them, too, to rush the men at
the mines, perhaps. Xuku pointed to the outlines of
a flume, which had been built from the summit of the
mountain to the valley, where a narrow-gauge rail:

way had been laid to connect with the- Mexican Na-
tional down Chihuahua way.

The ore was coasted down the flume in punts, the
water being supplied from a torrent that pitched down
from a still higher mountain, of which this one was
merely a spur. Professor Cralé, as Buffalo Bill had
learned from the Sefiorita Maria, had come to the
mines for the purpose of making some ore tests for
the company. He would doubtless start down this
trail soon after sunup, intent upon hastening back to
San Enrife. ;

And these villains, under Juan Caseano, were bent
upon meeting him on the way, and—Hffty to one—at=
-tacking the scientist.

~ Had the scout had with him Pawnee and Wild Bill
with his other-pard left at the professor’s house, he
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would have been greatly tempted to make an attack
upon these greasers and try and put them to flight.
And evidently Xuku, the Yaqui, had some such idea,
too. He glared at the encamped Mexicans with glit-
tering eyes, and then uttered a few broken words of
Spanish to the scout, which showed how his thoughts
ran.

“Ugh! Mucho pronto bring Yaqui—heem keel!”
he exclaimed, with a savage gesture at the unconscious
mob from San Enrife.

“Cut that out, Xuku,” advised the American
promptly. “We'll take the professor out of this, and
leave these greasers barking at an empty tree. You
can be on your way; but don’t you bring back a gang
of your cattle thieves to do these fellows. There’s been
murdering enough done already. Besides, you will
have to explain to your tribe the loss of several of your
companions up there on the mesa—sabe?”’

Whether the young Yaqui did or not, he kept still
after that, and the two spies returned to Nomad and
Little Cayuse. But as they were about to strike off
the trail and lead their mounts around the camp of
the San Enrife mob, the sharp ear of the Yaqui caught
the sound of a galloping horse behind them. A single
horseman was coming hurriedly from the direction of
the Olando trail.

“Ouick!” the scout ordered. “Get under cover, you
fellows. No gunwork tnless I give the word.”

He seized the excited Yaqui by the shoulder and
held him tightly while they waited for the single rider
to appear. Soon he came into view, riding at a good
pace, and, in the half light of the early morning, it
was impossible at first to distinguish what manner of
man he was,




CHAPTER XV.
THE NAILING OF SILVERNAIL.

“Droor er bead on th’ critter, Buffler,” \vhispereg
old Nomad. “Tll rope his hawse, if ye want me ta.

“Steady there!” returned the scout. ‘“Whoever he
is we want to stop him without much hullabaloo. *Al
shot will rouse those greasers-ahead.”

“Better snatch him clean off his hawse with th’ repe,
then,” grunted the trapper. ! 3

‘And break his blessed neck, perhaps,” said Cody.

“Waal, screechin’ catermounts! wot kix_ld of a song
and dance shell we hand him?”

“Ugh!” ejaculated Little Cayuse suddenly, drop=
ping his rifle. “Let um go past. Then Little Cayuse,

him jump on behind, grab him so, stop horse. Pa-g=
has-ka see um done befere.”

“Sure, I've seen you do it,” admitted Buffalo Bill,

who was staring sharply at the approaching rides
“And perhaps—”

“No, by thunder! Wait!” he exclaimed. “If it

ain’t Why, it’s Gordon, as I'm a living sinner!”
Instantly he gave a long, low, peculiar whistle—but
it was so penetrating that it was heard by the lone
horseman at once. He pulled in, glanced sharply right
and left, and repeated the note himself. Pushing back
his hat brim he revealed the keen features of the prince
of the howie.

“Pa\\'pee!” sang out Buffalo Bill, in a low tone, and :
stepped into the trail.

“Shades of Unk-te-hee! but ain’t you just the crits =
‘iel‘ I was hoping to run against?”’ cried the rider, and,
eapir

caping from his horse, he seized his friend’s hands
Pard Bill, put her there!”
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falu Bill, in surprise.
“Well, T was making a circuit around this part of
the country, hoping to cross your trail Hello!
here's old Nick—and Cayuse? Then the baron found
| you first?”
i “He did. But you and Wild Bill
~ where is the Laramie man?”
‘ “All hunky-dory. He stayed at a little town we
i} struck back there in the hills. He's on watch.”

“On watch?”

“Surest thing you know, necarnis.”

“Who's he watching ™ demanded the border king.

“Just the feller we set out to mail, old son,” de-
clared Pawnee Bill, bursting into laughter.

“What1?”

“Silvernail—that’s the lad, necarnis,” said the bowie

‘ “You were looking for me this way ™ queried Buf-
|
!
I

By the way,

|
|
il
/
l
|

i
amnarn.
o “You astonish me,” cried Buffalo Bill.
z “I reckoned I would,” said Pawnee. “Hello! who's

&1 the red?”

A Vaqui Indun ” returned the scout. “Good In-
> dian.”

£ “Umph!” grunted Pawnee Bill. “What you fellows
¥ doing here? And where's the baron and that young
" Rawdon Smart?”

# = Vour own storv first, Pawnee,” said Buffalo Bill,
“I?\ with a laugh. “Just explain yourself. The baron

9 picked up w hat he thought was a clew to Silvernail on
' the Olando trail

i

i’ “What was it?”’
“A horseshoe with a silver nail in it.”

-

h‘ ~ “On-she-ma-da, necarnis! warn’t that Dutchr_rian
ﬁ just right, though? He has the luck to fall into
@ things.”

Bt




04 The Nailing of Silvernail.

“It was that cast shoe that brought about the cap=
ture of Silvernail.”

“By whom?” demanded Buffalo Bill eagerly.

Pawnee took off his hat and made the scout a sweep=
ing bow, as he replied:

“By yours very truly, necarnis—and Wild Bill.”

“Let’s have it—briefly now, Pawnee. There i§
something afoot that we must attend to.”

Thus urged, the prince of the bowie related the fol=
lowed facts:

Wild Bill Hickok and Pawnee had reached the lit=

tle mining town of Ciudad Sonora in their search of

the region for border riders and bandits. Like the
baron they had talked with every traveler they met,
and with every ranchero along the route. As both the
Bills spoke Spanish fluently, they had learned a good
deal more than the baron.

There were people in the region that would be glad
to see Silvernail, and all his tribe, apprehended and
punished. Some of the bolder bandits along the border
laid actual tribute upon the farmers and rancheros.

These people, who had talked freely with Pawnee
and his companion, described the famous Silvernail as
a young and good-looking man, richly caparisoned,
and usually riding a bay horse with a white tail. The
previous afternoon, while near the town of Ciudad
Sonora, the two Americans had spied upon a cross trail
a young and well-dressed stranger riding a bay horse:
with a white tail. The horse had cast a shoe and was

lame, having stepped upon a flint before its rider was
aware that its foot was bare.

The two Bills had followed the stranger to the out= =

skirts of the town, where there was a smithy. Here the
rider halted, treated the lame foot himself, and them
ordered the smith to put on a shoe. Pawnee and
Hickok halted for the ostensible purpose of having thes

FTR2L
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shoes of their own steeds looked after, but really to
watch the shoeing of the bay horse.

Its rider walked back and forth impatiently, eying
b the two Americans now and then with unfavorable eye.
B He seemed nervous, yet he could not be accused of dis-

playing a lack of courage.

He was not only dressed as the wealthier Spaniards
B are, with a good deal of silver bullion about his clothes,
i but the gear of his horse was rich, as well. And in his
* belt was thrust a pair of silver-mounted guns. The
two Bills hung around, believing that they had nailed
their quarry, but not quite sure of it. There was a
test they waited for—and it came!
1 Suddenly, when the horseshoer was nearly done, the
¢ stranger stooped and appeared to pick up a nail from
b the floor of the smithy. It was a very shiny nail—
t almost white, indeed. He tendered it to the man.
. “Here, smith,” he said, in Spanish, “use this nail in
& that last hole—it is a good one. “And hurry!”
& The smith had just been reaching for a nail; he took
+ this one instead, and in a moment the shoe was com-
. pletely fastened, the stranger had tossed him a silver
¢ coin, and in a moment would have been in the saddle
L again.

“But just here, necarnis,” explained Pawnee, with a
laugh, “yours truly stuck a gun under his nose. He
made a holler, denying that he was Silvernail; but we
marched him int6 town and found the alcalde, who held
& him for examination on our showing. Wild Bill is
watching the bum jail they've got there—I could get
L out of it with a rusty pair of scissors—and I lit ~ut to
* find you, necarnis, and the other pards.”

“None of the townspeople there know him?” de-
* manded Buffalo Bill.
. “The alcalde will give him a hearing and round up

BN g
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witnesses to-day. He'll wait till afternoon, however,

to give me a chanee to bring you in.”

“Sounds good to me,” declared the scout, with satis= 8. »

faction. “And you two boys are sure the real stuffSss

to grab the man so easily. 1 had an idea there would %

be more trouble about it than that. But now we must k|

move quickly. We got a little business here that I’lllv

tell you about, Pawnee, as we mesey along.”

At once the party was en the move, passing through S

the forest and so around the camp of the Mexicans, o
leading their mounts with them. While they made thiss

maneuver, Buffalo Bill, in a whisper, related to hissS

pard all that had happened on the mesa, and im Sam =
Enrife, and told him of the cause of their visit to EoSS ©

Touvas at this early hour in fthe morning. -
It was scarcely more than sunup when the party

struck the trail above the Mexicam eamp, mouted
again, and rode up the hill toward the shanties thatss

they could now see perched upon the shoulder of th
mountain. They passed under the straddling legs O

the flume before they reached the mine; but the head -

of _the co_lumn of Mexicans was not yet in sight on the
trail behind them. - .

The thing that impressed Buffalo Bill and his co 1

panions the most when they reached the level of the -
mine buildings was the lack of activity about the placess

There were only two or three men in sight, and tlere:
was o fire under the hoisting engines, that was sure: =
There was a long barracks building at one si

zﬁmd this seemed quite deserted. At the other end @
the platean was a dwelling of more dignity of appez
ance, and out of this came a tall, thin mamn, who hat
the horsemen with a pronounced English accent.
youl?—h f:&rg’ él;lzdmre_ﬂ'(!*i Is there anything I can do
S hniow” grind, in charge here ac present, di
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Buffalo Bill rode directly to the man and asked :

“Have you a visitor here, Sefior Gradgrind?”

“Bless me! the professor d’ye mean?”

“Professor Cralé—yes.”

“He is just now eating his breakfast sefior.’

“Good ! then we are not too late,” cried Buffalo Bill.
© “What is the matter, gentlemen?” asked Gradgrind,
© Seeing that the whole party seemed much excited.

.~ Quickly the scout explained the trouble at San En-
. rife, and then went on to tell of the mob of some half
© hundred neighbors of Professor Cralé on their way to
& Los Touvas.

B “Fawncy that!” gasped Gradgrind. “To—to mur-
¢ der him?”

. “Well, they are not likely to present him with any

. token of their love and respect, other than a hemp neck-
. tie,” grunted Pawnee Bill.

. “Mr. Gradgrind,” said the scout, “rouse out your
. men, arm them, and show that we are so strong up
. here that those greasers will be afraid to approach the
i nine.”
& “But, my dear fellow!” cried the overseer; “I can’t
. do that, doncher know.”

3 “Why not?”’ demanded Buffalo Bill.

“And the old man’s life is in danger!” ejaculated
= ‘CPawnee
~ “But I have no men here—or scarcely any,” ex-
= ‘plained Gradgrind. “This is a holy day—St Josefo’s,
* or St. Christofo’s, or somebody or other’s. The whole
2 ‘gang has gone down to the foot of the mountain to
* the village of Mondrego to celebrate. I haven’t half a

‘dozen men within call.”

As he spoke Little Cayuse, who had ridden back to
~ look down the trail, swung his horse around and came
~tearing back to the group in front of the overseer’s
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“Pa-e-has-ka!" he shouted. “Much heap greaser
come quick!”

The Indian boy spoke truly. The noise of the ap-
proaching Mexicans from San Enrife was already
audible. They .-had evidently learned that the camp
was well-nigh deserted and that Professor Cralé was
practically at their mercy.



CHAPTER XVL
THE SLIDE FOR LIFE.

Of course ‘Buffalo Bill and his companions

ight for the professor’s life. And they were
0 win out, too; bu hat cost?

The Americans were down here below the bordz:
Bteally in an enemy’s country; and if there was a izl
and Mexicans were actually killed, there might be an

finternational inquiry. Buffalo Bill had not been sent
B down along the Rio Grande to stir up any such strife.
i the Mexican authorities had not seemed able to control
prthe bandits of the border, and it was up to Buffalo Bill
and his pards to do what the Mexican rurales could
& not.
B But there-would be an inquiry from Washington,

snd, of course, from Mexico City if a lot of simple

B counirymen, like these men from San Enrife, were
Eshot by the American scout and his pards. - And if it
S Wwere reported that the Americanos had stirred up the
'-"_\_Yz::guis against the greasers, there surely would be
& trouble.

b “XNuku!” exclaimed Buffalo Bill, riding close to the
& Yaqui youth and thrusting one of his own handsome
b revclvers into the Indian’s hand, -“here is the gun that
& was promised you. You are astride a good pony; it is
L yours. \We part-here and are friends, for both you
L and [ have fulfilled our promises.” :

. The young chief understood some of the Spanish
- at least, for he nodded gravely, and then shook hands
“With the American scout. _ :

.+ “Pa-e-has-ka,” he said gutturally, having pleE(} up -
the word from Little Cayuse, “friend of Xuku. Xuku




| 1100 The Slide for Life.

He wheeled his pony and rode rapidly away, going
|in a direction opposite to that from which the Mexi=
cans were coming. As he disappeared, the door of the
house opened again and a small man with a gray beard
~and little, black, birdlike eyes came out upon the porch.
| “Professor Cralé!” shouted Gradgrind. “Thereisa
mob after you, doncher know, and you must hide
This is a terrible thing—it really is!” ‘

The old scientist peered through his thick spectacles
from one horseman to another, finally croaking:

“I have never—no, never —seen any of these men
before. What do they want of me, Sefior Gradgrind £

Buffalo Bill urged his steed forward then and in=
terrupted. He related briefly what had occurred near
San Enrife, and in that town itself, which had so set
the natives of the place against the professor. Thes
latter listened to the tale of the mysterious happening
on the mesa with evident interest; the rest of the tale
did not seem to excite him so much.

“This really is remarkable, sefiores!” he cried. “I
must look into it. The oil must be there then, as I
believed——"

_“Say! the old greaser is sure crazy!” growled old
Nomad. “All he thinks erbout is the scientific end of
it. Ain't thet thar jest like all them book-l'arned
sharps?” : |

T will leave you at once, Sefior Gradgrind,” cried
the professor sharply. “I must see ‘this place where
the gas has escaped 2

‘_‘Yuu'.x:e likely to see the happy hunting grounds
quf‘gker! exclaimed Pawnee Bill. :
Is there a horse track in any direction but the one
we came?” asked Buffalo Bill quickly, of Gradgrind
“NO, sitr! There is not.”
: ‘And those fellows coming have got comparatively *
resh horses, while ours have traveled all night,” ex=

&

.
.
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Belaimed the scout. “Pawnee! stir your wits, old man}
I We mustn't fight if we can help 1t; but those fellows
Wil sure kill this old greaser if we don’t find some way,
ot getting him off the mountain—and in a hurry I
B “What do you mean, sefiores? cried Professor
& Cralé.
B At that moment the head of the mob appeared. Juan
B Caseano, his head tied about with a red bandanna, and
looking like a cross between an anarchist and a pirate,
B was in the forefront, waving his broken butcher knife
g and yelling like a loon.
B “Here come your friends, professor!” exclaimed
P Buffalo Bill. “Recognize them?”
B “I—I see men from San Enrife,” stammered the old
® man, peering through his spectacles, in the nearsighted
& fashion, at the mob.
“And you can see how much they love you just
P now!” snapped the scout. “Come on with us, pro-
& fessor! We'll do our best to save you—if we can.”
He and his friends had already leaped down from
b their tired horses. Gradgrind ran out of the house
| with a double-barreled shotgun and was evidently
bent upon helping in the defense of the professor.
p “Qav! held vour fire, Britisher "’ exclaimed Pawnee
" Bill. “This doesn't want to be a shutzenfest if we can
® help it. Sabe?”

In another moment the little party were among the
sheds and out of sight of the mob. The latter spn;ad
over the front of the open space before the mine build-
ings. They did not seem to observe Buffalo Bill and
his party at first, but dismounting, left their horses at

. the break of the trail, and began to search the bar-

- racks and the overseer’s house. :
Little Juan Caseano ran about like a lively—and

' very vicicus—bug, and, finding nothing else to mutilate
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at the moment, slashed the tail off of an unfortunate
“yellow hound that ran snuffing about the horses.

Meanwhile, the scout had given a glance to the hill
as it fell away from the plateau behind the mine build-
ings. The hill was steep and so rocky and thickly
grown with trees that horses could not be forced down
that way to the trail, which, of course, was now empty.

Buffalo Bill contemplated a dash on horseback,
through the greasers and their horses, and so down-
ward; but as he had pointed out before, their own
mounts were winded, while the Mexicans’ were fresh.
Besides, to charge the mob would be to court the very
thing he wished to escape—bloodshed.

But suddenly Pawnee Bill, who had been running
about examining the gear and rigging of the mine, ut-
tered an exultant whoop. He was at the flume,
through which a part of the mountain torrent was
turned. This flume was built of heavy planking, and
was a straight trough down the mountain side, the
water deep enough to float a heavily laden box, or punt,
An endless hawser, working over a drum and turned

by the engine, dragged these empty boxes from the bot-

tom of the mountain to the platean again.

One of the boxes, half filled with ore, was already in
th§ flume, and the bowie man’s reckless mind had con-
ceived a plan of escape for the professor that surely
would have been vetoed by Buffalo Bill had he not, at
‘that moment, had his full attention taken up by the
.mob which, with much yelling and threats, was charg-
ing the sheds behind which the Americans and the pro-
fessor were ensconced.

“Herfa, you Britisher !” shouted Pawnee Bill. “How
does thls-thing work?” Then, as Gradgrind started
toward. him, the prince of the bowie added: *“Bring
that scientific sharp with you—mucho pronto!”

The Englishman and the professor huc~ ' fo the
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head of the flume. At the same moment the mob ap-
ared around the far corner of the sheds. Juan

pe
: tions upon the head of the

Caseano, shrieking maledic
helpless scientist, was in the lead.

“Halt there!” cried Buffalo Bill, and he and Nomad
and Little Cayuse covered the leaders of the mob with
their guns.

But, with the Mexicans, they were startled the next
instant by a wild cheer from the bowie man:

“We're™ off, necarnis! Tell the greasers bye-bye!”.

His friends as well as his enemies were stricken with
amazement by what they saw. Pawnee Bill had
climbed into the partially laden box or ore, and with
hith was the professor. At Pawnee’s yell, Gradgrind
pulled the lever that released the ore box !

Like a shot from a gun, the box and its human
freight started down the flume.

The Mexicans, as well as Buffalo Bill and his two
pards, were stricken dumb for the moment. This slide

for life was a most reckless act on Pawnee’s part, for
there was absolutely no surety that the box would
reach the foot of the mountain without jumping out
of the lume altogether. Sometimes boxes full of ore
did just that, and if the receptacle chanced to collide
with one side, or the other, of the flume, the two men
would be flung either into the water or out of the
flume altogether.

For many hundreds of yards the men at the top
of the chute could see the course of the box. TIts speed’
increased each second. The Mexicans, as well as Buf-
falo Bill and his pards, forgot everything but the peril
of the two men, and they crowded around the head of
the flume to watch the shooting boat.

Suddenly it disappeared! But it was merely the
pverhanging trees that hid the flume from sight. From
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that point to the foot of the mountain the hoat was
completely lost to their view.

The scout turned upon the Mexicans sternly. He
seized the dwarf by the shoulder and shook him.

: “See you, Juan Caseano!” he exclaimed, in Spanish;

“what your villainy has brought about? The pro-
fessor has never done you any harm; surely my pard
Pawnee Bill has not hurt you men of San Enrife. Let
me tell you that if harm befalls them below there T will
see to it that you are all punisheq—if I have to go to
Mexico City myself and report the matter to your
government.” .

_But Juan only snarled at him and slunk away. Lhe
disappointed Mexicans chattered together at one side.
Gradgrind, who had disappeared for a minute, sud-
denly appeared from a shed and beckoned Buffalo Bill
to him.

“It is all right, sir,” he whispered. “We have a wire
and a bell here for signaling. My man at the foot of
the flume has rung twice—that means that the punt
reached the foot of the mountain in safety.”

“That is sure good news!” gasped the scout, and
wrung the overseer’s hand with delight. “And now,”
he added, “is there a trail to the bottom of the hill?”

“To Mondrego? °Surely!”

“Then we will sneak away from these San Enrife
fellows and pick up Pawnee and the professor,” the
Z;o;}’t said eagerly. “Mondrego is a good-sized town,

“Larger than San Enrife—yes, indeed,” declared
Gradgrind. g

“These Mexicans won’t be likely to follow the pro-
fessor there, then, T’ telegraph, too, and have a band
of rurales sent to San Enrife to put down the riot.
Then it will be safe for Professor Cralé to go home.”

With Cayuse and old Nomad, Buffalo Bill started

The Slide for Life.

at once down the trail they had come, to the place
where the road to Mondrego branched from it. Just
at the fork of the trail, however, they were halted by a
vociferous whooping—and it did not come from be-
hind them. They were not being pursued by the angry
Mexicans. Instead, the sounds €ame from toward the
south—the direction of San Enrife. 3

There appeared a galloping mule with a figure
astride it that could not be mistaken.

“Ach, himmelblitzen! vot a habbiness!” crowed the
baron, riding into their midst. “I haf foundt you
yedt [ N ;

“How came you to leave San Enrife?” demanded
Buffalo Bill sharply. ;

“Dot vas all righdt, Bard Cody. T vas nod needit
dere no more,”’ declared the Dutchman. /

“How is that?”

“De brudder of dot Rawdon feller haf gome home,
undt dey two are enough to loog oudt for de laties.
Su-ah! "I vas sorry to leave dot purty Mojé so sud-
denly ; but I pring (yle goot news. De Padre Josefo 1ss
gome home, undt he make all does grazy beobles at
San Enrife valk a chalk line yedt! Ach! he vas a
greadt man. dot briest.” _

But Buffalo Bill was less interested in the priest than
he was in the baron’s first statement.

“You say Clifford Smart has arrived at the pro-
fessor's house?”

“Yah! Dod vas so.”

. “When did he get there?”

“Farly dis morgen—yah. Undt he could tolt you
a lod apout dot Slivertail, too, meppeso. He vas vonce
heldt up und ropped by de sgoundrel—I heard him
dell idt his brudder so—yes!” '

Buffalo Bill smote his gauntleted hand heavily on
his thigh.
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“That’s good news, if anything else is,” he grunted.
“Silvernail is safely caged at Ciudad Sonora, and Wild
Bill is on guard. Pawnee is safe at Mondrego with
the professor. The row is over at San Enrife and
those fellows above at the mine will go home, 1 reckon,
like whipped curs, to meet their priest.

“Well, we'll ride on down into Mondrego and pick
up Pawnee. I reckon our job in this part of Mexico is
finished, properly packed, and the strings all tied
Come on, pards!” and the scout gave rein to Bear Paw
and led the cavalcade rattling down the hillside trail,

CHAPTER . XVII.
THE AMERICAN AT CIUDAD SONORA.

‘Ciudad Sonora, a little Mexican town among the
hills and just across the Rio Grande Del Norte from
the Big Bend country of Texas, had a visitor—in fact,
it had two. Visitors were not common to Ciudad
Sun'ora, and there was some small stir in the town.
Beside, one of the guests was in the little 'dobe jail
situated right behind the bank of Sefior Enrique
DCJ‘ZH'S, and not far from the office of the alcalde.

The guest who remained free was an Americano,
and the people of Ciudad Sonora did not love Ameri-
canos. The nativity of the man in the jail was in
question; but he had been dressed like a Spaniard of
wgalth and rank, and the Americano was the cause of
this man’s arrest and detention by the alcalde.

‘There was a buzz of excitement in the town, espe-
cally after night fell and the supper had been eaten,
and everybody appeared on the plaza as usual. The
arrest, and the meaning of it all, was the single topic
of conversation. ;

To begin at the beginning: in mid-afterncon three
men had ridden into town, all halting at the smithy
Of. Pedro Hojaré, who was the best horseshoer within
miles. Pedro himself, after the incident, had closed
his smithy, washed up and put on holiday attire, and
appeared now on the plaza eager to tell his tale to all
who would listen—and who cared to pay for the sour.
Mine that the blacksmith favored.

: It was like this, neighbors and caballeros,” he said:.

I was at work in my shop—you all know it. There
fode first to the door the handsome young stranger
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_ oh! so richly caparisoned —and his bay horse with
the white tail is lame of the right forefoot. I'he shoe
is missing. ;

“The caballero dismount; he ftreat himself t.he
bruised foot. Then he request me to have a care with
the shoeing. While I work, two strangers—Ammeri-
canos and determined-looking men—come also to my
shop and dismount. They stare at my customer; they
are offensive, without doubt. These Yenkhees have no
manners, as you well know, brothers.” ;

s listeners agreed—unanimously—with this state-
ment.

“As T am about my task to finish,” pursued Pedro
Hojaré, “my patron pick up for himself a horseshoe
nail—a bright, white nail—and hand it to me. I am
in need of one for the last hole at the moment. In-
stantly I use it—1I drive it home, caballeros. It drive
like any other mnail; but it is bright—it may be of
silver, like they say; but—caramba !—it is a hard-fin-
ished nail, anhd how may I tell?”

He shrugged his shoulders and shook his head.

“You see how it is, caballeros; but I am innocent—
quite. Then the two Americanos they spring upon the
man whose horse I have just shod. They hold pistols
to his head. They disarm and tie him. Then they
carry him before the alcalde and accuse him of being
that Silvernail whose name has become a household
word along the Rio Grande Del Norte.

“My patron deny—he deny vigorously—the accu=
sation ; but the alcalde must hold him for examination
to-morrow. The Americanos are vociferous. tfhe},’
speak grandly of one Buffalo Bill, a famous Americano
officer of the law, with whom these two associate.
This Buffalo Bill is now here, across the border, $0
they claim. One of them—he is called Major Lillie,
jand must therefore be a military man—vide away 11

i

The American at Ciudad Sonora. 109

search of this Buffalo Bill, who is likewise ag army
man and bears the title of colonel.
“The man who is left remains about

the jail
watch. He does : Jail to

not trust to its walls and ‘bars. it
would seem. Ha! there will be amusement enough ’be-
fore the alcalde to-morrow. And the benutift?l bay
hnrvsc with the white tail is in my care.”

.“Tt is said that Silvernail rides such a horse, Pedro,”
saicl one listener. '

“Ha! if he does? Who am I to say there are not
more than one bay horse with a white tail in the
world?”’ cried the smith.

"P{ut," said another, “it is also said of the famous
bandit that he always has a silver nail driven into each
shoe that is put on the feet of his horse.”

“Well! And what then?” snorted Pedro. “I am
not a miner; I do not know silver perhaps.”

Is he a Mexican—a brother—this Silvernail?” de-
manded a third.

“Cl.lito! it is foolish to ask. What know I of Sil-
\'CT;HE{I].?” returned the smith, shaking his head.

This strange caballero, then—the man in jail!
What is he?”

“He may be Americano for all I can say,” declared
Pedro.  “It is not niy business. We shall all learn at
the“ examination to-morrow before the alcalde.”

Bl.‘.t what, T wish to know, is the business of these
fAmericanos over here?” demanded another hotly, “Is
fll?lg' own country not large enough? Why do they
act mstead of the rurales?”

A ‘Pcdro. Iatlgiled. “When was it thou sawest a rurale
tliszF;?l@%j '}m‘.‘d::nmndcd.). “"Jf}lese bamlitsyly their
ode on either §‘1(1c of the Rio Grande Del Norte. I
s Lolonel Buffalo Bill, and this major, and this third
Mman who guards the jail—it is whispered he is a wild

Man,. too l—sce fit to chase outlaws through our back
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yards, will not the government at Mexico C1tx uphold
them in their actions, Chito! Thou knowest!

And so the groups about the plaza buzzed. Some
blamed the alcalde for holding the accused man at all
—as only the Americanos were his accusers. Yet gll
men knew that Silvernail was the most atrocious brig-
and that had been let loose on the Olando trail for
many years. If this were he——

Not many of the townspeople cared to cross the path
of the Americano who had remained on watch. He
marched around the small square on which the jail was
situated, and his determined face, and the guns swing-
ing from his belt, made him seem a ferocious object
to these people who, if they fought at all, fought mostly
with knives.

Wild Bill Hickok—for it was the Laramie man—
had mighty little use for greasers, and he was distrust-
ful of the whole lot of them at Ciudad Sonora—irom
the alcalde down!

Tust as Pedro, the smith, had said, Wild Bill and
Pawnee Bill, Buffalo Bill's pards, had run by chance
upon an individual whom they were confident was
the king-pin bandit of the whole gang then infesting
the houndary country between Mexico and the United

States.

Having captured this man whom they helieved to b.e
Silvernail, Pawnee Bill had hurried away to find theif
chief, while Hickok remained to watch proceedings in
the town. They knew that this fellow, Silvernail, must
have plenty of friends among the poorer Mexicans,
for he robbed the rich and gave to the poor—which
has been the habit of pirates and brigands of all ages,
and down to our present-day financial outlaws.

So Hickok determined to remain awake all night
and to hang about the little 'dobe building in whiC

E
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the suspect was locked and barred. At the back this
buﬂdmg adjoined the bank of Sefior Enrique Dejais
which faced the public square. At about ten o'clg)ck’
while still the majority of the townspeople were on’
the plaza, a cavalcade of horsemen rode up to the side
entrance of the bank building.

Ii.lcl\"ulf was merely curious. - He halted at the corner
of the jail and watched. There had been a light in the
bank building all the evening. There ’\\"tzl'eb four of
these men who had arrived, and two of them bore
heavy saddlebags, which they removed from their
horses when they dismounted.

It was plain that the party was expected, for a rap
on the side door of the bank brought somebody to that
portal, which was opened. The four passed within
with the bags. Hickok made it out to be a guarded
messenger—or messengers—from a distance, \\?ith coin
for the lgcul bank; or, it might be, the arrival was from
some neighboring mine and the bags contained gold
(Ius.t,.nr bullion, to be deposited for safety in Sgﬂor
Dej‘:us' banlk. ;

Two of the men came out after a bit and rode away
taking the other two horses with them. There chanced
%).l‘)e no passers-by at the time; at least, nobody but
U ar o e bl o e B

: g y. n the whole town's at-
tentl'un was called to the bank of Sefior Dejais!

T’Elf‘](«)k was again at the corner of the jail building.
Soytoy lesne e holling, e B

) 5 gl s still the half-
Shl'f,m(lcd light inside. : -
Suddenly the air rocked with an explosion—aye, the
whole town seemed to rock! Hickok was thrown to

_the or b 1 H 1 1 F
1€ ground.  With a splintering crash a big piece of the

side wall of the bank building was blown outward into

) ' the street and 2 flying chunk of the wall hit \Wild Bill
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such a blow that he lay down and went to sleep for the
next few moments!

When he aroused and scrambled to his feet, bleed-
ing" like a stuck pig from the wound in his brow, the
narrow alley and the square before the bank were full
of excited folk.

The Mexicans chattered like parrakeets. The rc ybbers
had failed and had ridden away at breakneck speed.
Many hod seen them fly; many more had heard them.

The alcalde recognized the Americano as he stag-
gered imto the building, his neckerchief tied about his
head. ;
“There is indeed need of rounding up these brigands,
seior,” he cried to Hickok. “How bold this was!
How easily they might have blown the door from the

2y

vault
Hickok shot a keen glance about this rear room of

- the bank. The door of the vault was somewhat
seratched with tools, perhaps, but the explosion had not
marred it. It was the wall of the building—at the cor-

er—that had suffered from the explosion. And the

rear wall had a gap blown in it, too.

“Where does that go to?” demanded the America,
pointing to this yawning hole.

“Tnto the rear part of the jail, seior,” said one.

Instantly Hickok doubled up and darted through
hie opening. He found a smoking lantern hanging
from a peg, and with it searched the jail thoroughly:
There was no sign of human inhabitant!

_ He came out into the bank room amid the chatter=
ing throng. The alcalde was about to speak to him
again, but Wild Bill got to it first.

“You thundering fool!” the Americano yelled.
“That gang didn’t try to blow open the bank vault.
They were after Silvermail—and—by the jumping
horned toad !'—they got him, too!”

LA

CHAPTER XVIII.
WILD BILL IN THE TOILS
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The smithy of Pedro Hojaré and the cottage along-
side of it were deserted. The stable and shed behind
needed no searching. Hickok saw the corral gate open
and was assured that the bay horse with the white tail
and mane had been removed. He got down and ex-
amined the ground, however, and was su-rpnsed_m d1§-
cover that there were few marks of hoofs, or of mens
feet, near the gateway of the blacksmith’s corral.

It seemed as though the escaped prisoner must have
come to the place alone and ridden away without com-
panions. The marks of the bay charger’s hoo fs were
the only fresh ones in the trail.

“If they separated, all the better for me—and all the
worse for Brother Silvernail,” grunted Hickok, mount-
ing into his saddle again. “It's me for the dust of
this ’tarnal outlaw—for a spell, at least. Happen-
chance, it seems to be aiming straight for the Olande

trail, and Pawnee will bring Cody and the others hack
that way. And won't my report just about make them
sick? By gorry!” ;

His mount was fresh, and he used the quirt unspar=
ingly for the first half hour; but then he halted to lis-
ten, and could hear not the faintest sound up the trail.
If the bandit—or his friends—had gone this way, they

were better mounted than Wild Bill. So he jogged on
after that at an easier pace.

He knew just enough of this country to be pretty
sure that Pawnee Bill would be obliged to bring theif
leader over some part of the Olando trail to reach this
road to Ciudad Sonora; therefore, when he reached
the junction of the two trails, he unsaddled, picl.ceted
his horse, and camped in the open for the remainder
of the night.

At dayhreak there was not a sign of his friends on
the Olando trail; indeed, he could not really ex1J§Ct
them so =2~ Fawnee Bill naight be unt’ soon striks

=i 0 =
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ing the trail of Buffalo Bill and Nomad—and the
whereabouts of the baron and Little Cayuse had been
a mystery to” the two Bills the day before, although
they had “‘smoke-talked” with the king of scouts.

Being supplied with a light camp outfit, some jerked
beef prepared by old Nomad while they were all at
the rancho of Sefior Junipe y Morada, across the river,
and some parched corn, Wild Bill made his own break-
fast beside the trail, where he could watch the road
in three directions. Being so much engaged in look-
ing three ways, however, he could not pay atteution to
the fourth—which was behind him. Therefore, he
was quite unprepared for what happened to him.

Of a sudden a sash, or scarf, was flung over his
head, drawn tight across his face, and tied, and he
was jerked backward to the ground, avith another lash-
ing holding his elbows together pretty near the small
of his back!

He was helpless, although his feet were still free;
but he could not speak, nor could he reach either of
his guns. He could see, however, and he looked with
surprise into the faces of three Indians!

They were not of any breed that Wild Bill Hickok
had ever seen before.

“By gorry!” he thought; “they have new styles in
Injuns down on this side of the big ditch. And it
looks to me as though I were It!”

The trio of savages were painted for war, and
stripped pretty close to what they had on when they
were born. He did not see that they bore firearms
of any kind, however, and they did not even take away |
the guns that swung at Bill Hickok’s belt.

They showed no tenderness for their prisoner; oné
kicked his little camp fire into a better blaze, whilg |
another v:~~t to a near-by thorn bush and plucked a l
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handful of sharp barbs some three or four inches in
length.

The quiet, businesslike way of them held Wild Bill's
undivided attention. Unlike most of those aborignes
with whom he was more or less familiar, they did not
seem to be in the habit of saving prisoners for the
torture. They went right to work at the game, evi-
dently intending to have the fun all by their lone-
some.

“By gorry! it won't be no fun for me—that’s sure,”
thought the Laramie man.

One of the Indians ripped open the white man's
shirt and bared his breast. With only a guttural grunt
now and then to each other, the other two kneeled
down and began the operation.

And it was no-pleasant experience for Wild Bill
However, the immediate pain of having the thorns
stuck into his flesh, in a tasteful, if not ornate, Indian
scrollwork pattern, was as nothing to the agony that
was promised when the thorns should be set afire.

So eager were the trio of red devils to bring the
game to its gayest state, that the third man hovered
around with a lighted brand long before his brothers
had finished puncuring Wild Bill's carcass with needle-
like thorns. And, therefore, Hickok got in the first
good blow. He landed the toe of his riding boot, as
the third man bent over, just where a certain prize
fighter at a later date found his opponent’s “solar
plexus.” Mr. Injun doubled up like a decrepit jack-in-
the-box, and rolled completely through the fire—sui-
fering some of the same pains that they had hoped to
inflict upon the white man!

The others set up echoing yells, leaping about the

' prostrate white in their rage ; and one of the scoundrels
began kicking Hickok soundly in the ribs with his moc-
) easined foot. Wild Bill couldn’t object, for his mouth
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was covered by the bandage; but he did his best to roll
over and. over to escape the kicks.

He had enraged the three Indians, and as he rolled
over he drove the thorns deeper into his own flesh.
They surely would not spare him now; but they did
not kill him at once, as the frontiersman had almost
hoped they would. He saw no escape from the torture,
and that torture could only end in death. A quick end
would be preferable.




CHAPTER XIX.
DISAPPEARANCE OF THE SMART BOYS,

But just as the kicked Indian got his breath again,
and the two others stretched Wild Bill out to finish
their game, a fourth person appeared from the chapat-
ral. But it was only another Indian!

Instantly, however, it was apparent that this fourth
savage was a person of authority. IHe was young
rather handsome, as copper-colored folk go, and spoke
as though he expected to be obeyed on the jump. And
it was certain that the trio who had started to have so
much fun with Wild Bill bowed to this newcomer's
directions without question.

The scarf was removed from Wild Bill's face, and
his features were the better revealed. Instantly the

~newcomer, who swung in his sash a revolver of Ameri-

' can make, began to berate his tribesmen yvolubly—for,
although Wild Bill could not understand a word of the
gibberish spoken, he knew what was meant by the tone
of the young chief’s voice, and by his actions.

With his own hands the chief unbound<the Laramie
_ man, and then, as he would have risen, he pushed him
gently back upon the ground and as easily as possible
drew the thorns from his flesh. Hickok’s breast was
| a sight; but the smart was all that was serios
about it.

“You're an all-right hombre,” grunted the Americat,
. as the young chief ministered to his wounds by smear=
| ing upon them the healing salve which every Indian
carries in his pouch.

“You Americano,’

)

said the young chief. Then, tap=

ping his breast, he added: “Me Xuku—me friend Fa=,

. e-has-ka, You sabby Pa-e-has-ka?”
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: “Bet your sweet life I do!" cried Hickok. “\Where

is Buffalo Bill? You see Pa-e-has-ka hoy? Sabby?”
"1, esta manana,” declared the Indian, nodding em-

phatically. 2

“Where?"

Xuku pointed to the south, along the Olando trail
and said : : :
::Los Touvas. Pa-e-has-ka, him there temprano.”

Bully ‘for you!” cried Wild Bill, getting to his feet
and pinning his torn shirt together over his wounded
chcft.' “And do you know if Pawnee got to him?"

This query was beyond Xuku’s comprehension; but
then Hickok reverted to the sign language—some form
of which every wild tribe knows. After a little he
learned that just at sunup a lone -American had joined
Buffalo Bill, and the Laramie man was convificed that
this must be his partner, Pawnee Bill. Then he like-
wise made out that the only plain trail from this place,
L‘"-f Fouvas, to the junction of the Ciudad Sonora
trail with the Olando stage road was by the latter
highway.,

“P{l'lcl'lf)! then it's me for this trail—and T'll hit it
now,” thought Wild Bill, “before this Xuku Injun
(‘h{n‘lgcs his mind.”

herefore, he saddled his horse, shook hands with
the y ung chieftain of the Yaquis, and galloped down
the stage road. “He was mighty sore, and the hard
r_nlmg shook him up a good deal; but he felt safer away
from those redskins than he did in their immediate
neighborhood. He had seldom come so near goillg to
the happy hunting grounds by the torture route!

; It was past noon when a balloon of dust in the dis=
tance announced the coming of a cavalcade of riders—
and they were coming fast. Wild Bill pulled off the
tail and waited for the party to be revealed to him.
When he finally saw a pair of long, mouse-colored cars
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wagging through the dust cloud, and in the forefront The border king took the anmouncement of the
| of the cavalcade, the Laramie man could have no doubt, bandit's escape composedly, however. While the
| at least, of the presence of Toofer in the party. _"\“d others were expressing their disappointment and anger,
where Toofer went, the Baron Villum von Schnitzens he drew Wild Bill aside and got the particulars. He
hauser was bound to go also—if he could. learned, too, of the Laramie man’s holdup by the Ya-
' There was no doubt of the baron’s presence, for an quis and his rescue by Xuku, who had been Buffalo
| eruption‘of “delicatessen” English, of the true Schnitz- Bill's guide across the country from San Enrife the
| enhauser brand, came from somewhere back of the night before.
| mule's ears. ] i : “Lucky we made a friend of that Yaqui,” said Cody.
“Ach, himmelblitzen! idt vos so-o! I haf nod hat “I helieve that the greasers are going to have trouble
. dime to schleeps, aber I ged de chancet L schleeps me from that quarter. There will be a general uprising.”
| a veek, yedt! Schust you vaid und see, Pawnee. ! “And, holy smelts!” groaned Wild Bill, “they’re
dr-ravel all lasd night to dell Puﬂ'nlq Piil dot de oltest some Injuns. Their taste in the line of torture needs
| Smar-rt poy he gome home to San Enrife, to de house no training from the Apaches across the boundary.” |
of de Perfessor Cralé; und now ve ride avay to dis “You are right there, old pard,” said Pawnee. |

| blace where you and Vild Pill ketch de Slivertail “You're in bad shape.” |
" bandid—aind't idt? Vot chancet haf I vor sleebin “ can ride yet.

(

Where are we going now " de- |

| yedt?” ¢ manded the Laramie man. f

| ¥ “You could have remained at Marengo, at the foot ‘ “We certainly shan’t go to Ciudad Sonora at pres-

| of the mountain,” Pawnee Bill said, with a laugh. ent,” returned the scout thoughtfully. “Silvernail will

| “Und miss seein’ dot Slivertail triet und hung— fight shy of that place.” 3

! nix!" cried the baron excitedly. : He remained thoughtful for some moments and then
Just then the head of the procession came opposite turned to Little Cayuse, asking :

+ Wild Bill, and he spurred out into the trail to cof- “How about it, boy? Can you take the back track

| front his friends. to San Enrife that we came through with that Yaqui
“Hi, hombres!” he cried. “If you're going to the last night ?” g

hanging- of that ornery Silvernail, you got another 6 it nodded emphatically.

' guess comin’—and that's no dream!” _ “Cayuse can. :
“Vild Pill, or I'm a Dutchman!” gasped the haron, Cayuse g0.”
jerking on Toofer’s bit till he managed to stop the “We're all going,” grunted Buffalo Bill, with deci-
mule. > s y sion.  “There may be something due to happen in San

The compadres were all there—Buffalo Bill himselh Enrife yet. Professor Cralé telegraphed forerurales
Little Cayuse, old Nomad, as well as Pawnee and the to be sent there, and he has gone home by way of the |
| baron. The report of the release from jail of the i death mesa—the old fellow is more interested in- that |
| mous bandit and his escape from Ciudad Sonora W& 0il well his men struck there, the gas fumes from which -

: counted by all as a disaster. killed three of them, than in anything elze. For a non-,

He sabby trail. Pa-e-has-ka say so,
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| combatant, the professor has 'em all skinned alive on

courage.” o
“Hasn't he, though!” cried Pawnee Bill. “Why, he
never showed the white feather for a moment when he

was shooting down that flume with me in the ore hox

—though I'll tell you the fact, hombres, I scarcely ex-
pected to get to the bottom alive!”

“Take the lead, Cayuse,” ordered the king of scouts,
and the party rode on. While the others were full of
talk and chaff, Buffalo Bill did a little serious thinking,
There had been a thread of mystery running through
the work of the last few days, like the red string it
the rigging ropes and hawsers of the old British naval
wessels.

Exciting incidents happening in and near San En-

rife had rather sidetracked Buffalo Bill's original |

plans. It had been necessary for the scout and his
friends to make their stay in that village very brief,
and at the time Clifford Smart, as well as his employer,
was away from home. The scout had learned seyefﬂl
things, however, which had lent color to the suspiciol
gradually growing in his mind that the assistant of the
famous Professor Cralé and the bandit Silvernail were
one and the same person! :

When the report had been brought to him that Sil-
vernail was captured by Pawnee Bill and Wild Bill
at Ciudad Sonora, and almost simultaneously—and
this by the baron—that Clifford Smart had returned
to San Enrife, the king of scouts had been forced t0
believe, with huge satisfaction, that his suspicion Was
unfounded. '

Now, however, the matter was again in an undi
gested state. The notorious bandit had escaped from
the jail at Ciudad Sonora the evening previous ; wher¢

-as Clifford Smart had only returned to San Enrife at
-sunrise this very morning. A swift horse could have

“hour under Clifford’s influence.
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made the journey between Ciudad Sonora and San En-
rife, if its rider knew the blind trails through the wil-
derness !

It was these facts, therefore, that had set Buffalo
Bill upon the road back to San Enrife. He felt that
the matter must be settled immediately—and not alone
for his own peace of mind. If Clifford Smart was an
outlaw, his young brother—who was a high-tempered
and imaginative youth himself—must not be left an
And, too, if Clifford
Smart was an outlaw—having committed crimes on
both sides of the big river—he must be apprehended
and brought to punishment !

These were the serious thoughts in Buffalo Bill's
mind as the cavalcade rode on. Little Cayuse, with
that extra sense which is the possession of the Ameri-
can Indians of all tribes, seemed fairly to smell out
the trails over which the savage Yaqui had brought
them during the night. Before sunset they came to the
valley in which San Enrife lay, surrounded by its great
fields of maize and beans. :

- There was no mob now before the casa of Professor*
Cralé. = Nevertheless, when the party rode up to the
gateway, the king of scouts was astonished.

Mojé, the Indian maid who served the professor’'s
daughter, Sefiorita Maria, opened the gate and giggled
a welcome to the amorons baron—who had been de-
lighted to return to press his suit for her hand—but
nobody else was in evidence.

“The sefiorita?”’ demanded Buffalo Bill, before he
dismounted.

“Is within, sefior, and will gladly see you at once,”
declared the maid.

Therefore, while his friends rode around to the rear
courtyard to feed and care for the horses. the king
of scouts entered the house and presented himself be-
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fore the lovely girl who, he understood, was affianced
to Clifford Smart, the mysterious.

“The brothers are here?” ejaculated Buffalo Bill,
“Surely they have not deserted you, Senorita Maria?”

“Oh, we need no guard now. Little Father Josefo
is guard enough,” and the girl laughed.

But Cody thought that the laugh was not natural,
There seemed to be anxiety in both her face and voice,
“Where has Rawdon gone?” demanded the scout.

“He rode away with his brother.”

“And where has his brother gone?”

“Why, really, Colonel Cody, I could scarcely say
They will probably be back shortly. Some little matter
of business called Sefior Smart out of town again, and
his brother begged to ride with him.”

The reply troubled Buffalo Bill greatly, and his keen
eyes tried to read the girl’s features as he sat silent
before her.

CHAPTER XX.
A NUT TO CRACK.

“My dear Sefiorita Cralé, I wish to be your friend.”
said the scout, at last.

“Why—surely—Sefior Cody has already put me
under sufficient obligation,” she stammered. “You
and your friends fought for me 5

“Pshaw ! that was nothing, possibly, to what I may
be able to do for you in the future,” he said crisply.

“But—but =

“Beating off a few ignorant villagers is a small mat-
ter i

“No, no! that Juan Caseano, the dwarf, is as vicious
a man as ever lived in San Enrife. He would have
had my life had you and your friends not beaten off
the mob,” declared the professor’s daughter. “Juan,
of them all, has not dared return to the village, I under-
stand. He is a bad man.”

But Buffalo Bill would not be led away from the
subject he proposed to discuss. He pinned her right
down to it now :

“We will let Juan Caseano pass—and. all the other
Johns. I want you to be frank with me, sefiorita.”

“About what?” she breathed.
~ “Tell me,” he said bluntly, “what you fear regard-
g Clifford Smart?”

The girl half rose from her seat, but sank back
again, too stricken to stand. Her dark and usually
glowing face was pale; her eyes wide open with fear;
and her lips, when finally she spoke, trembled visibly.

“I.do not understand you, Sefior Cody. I do not
know what you mean.”
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The lie could be forgiven, for it was on delicate
ground that Buffalo Bill was treading—and well he
knew it. But he believed that his duty called him to
interrogate the girl, and he did it with the feeling tha
a surgeon must have when he operates for the life of
a patient.

“Do you know anything of Clifford Smart's past
life?” demanded the scout, kindly yet firmly.

“You—you mean

“Exactly.
life?”

“Before he came to work for my father?”

“Previous to his residence in Mexico—yes.”

“He—he has told me all,” she said, her graceful
head sinking upon her breast.

“Are you sure you know all?”

“We are to be married; Sefior Cody!” cried the girl,
with a little flash of anger. “T am not a child. Yes
—he told me of the man he shot down.”

“Ah!”

“I do not condone his fault—aye, his crime!” cried
“the girl. “But I believe he is truly remorseful. Are
you hounding him for that?”

“I am not hounding him at all.”

“But you are suspicious of him.”

“And you?” suggested the scout pointedly.

The girl suddenly wrung her hands, and the tears
streamed from her eyes.

“Madre di Dios!” she sobbed. “I do not know what
to think.”

113 T
Why has he gone away so suddenly—and so soon
after his return this morning?”’ asked the scout.

“He said 2

“That does not exactly answer my question,” inters
posed Buffalo Bill, but smiling kindly upon her. “Ido

Of his life before he came into your
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not wish to know the excuse he gave; but tell me why
you think he went away?” g :

“Oh, Sefior Cody ! you are so hard!” wailed the girl.
“I—I believe he went so hurriedly because he feared
you would return.” :

“TJust as I supposed. And why should he fear me if
he is not guilty——" _

“But he is guilty!” she cried. “We both know it.
i told you that he has confessed all to me.”

“Humph!” returned Cody slowly. “You mean he
has told you all about the shooting of Snip Rogers,
some years ago?’

“Si, seiior.” 5

“But that should not make him fear to meet me,” re-
turned the scout gravely. “Don’t you see? I could
not touch him for that crime. He is in Mexico, I have
no warrant, and at the time the crime was committed
there was no extradition treaty between Mexico and
the States.” :

She looked at him wonderingly. “Then, oh! why is
he so troubled by your presence here?” she cried.

Buffalo Bill had proved his suspicions. Clifford
Smart had deliberately left San Enrife so as to escape
any meeting with the scout—that was plain enough.

“I do not understand it. It is a hard nut to crack.
I admit to you, sefiorita,” said the scout. “But what
worries me more than aught else is the fact that he
has taken young Rawdon away with him, for.the boy
is really in my care and I am answerable to his uncle,
Sefior Junipe y Morada, for him.” .

Buffalo Bill’s anxiety was deep—roote.d,v altl}ough his
suspicions of Clifford Smart were so intangible. 'He
feared the elder brother’s influence over the high-
strung, courageous Rawdon.




CHAPTER XXI.
THE MAIL ROBBERY.

The National Railroad of Mexico connects with the
Southetn Pacific at El Paso, Texas, and that junction
was a long way from San Enrife, the little town where
Buffalo Bill and his companions were at the moment
located. But the Mexican National—scarcely com-
pleted at that time—ran south through Chihuahua
State, and its route lay within a sharp two days’ ride
of the Olando trail on which Silvernail, the bandit,
was so prone to appear.

A fast mail train going south halted briefly at the
little station of Del Norte di Bois. This was not a
stopping place; but the time was early evening, and
there was a red lamp setting between the rails just be-
yond the station.

With much profanity the engineer brought the loco-
motive to a panting stop with the pilot almost touch-
mg the red lamp. Nobody appeared about the little
_station, and there was only a handful of *dobe houses
in sight. A figure ran out from the gloom beside the
roadbed and snatched up the red light; then disap-
peared. S

The engineer cursed the forgetfulness of the station
master at Del Norte di Bois, all his works and ways,
and_ his latter end! Meanwhile, he put up the Spffe‘1
agamn and the train—which had merely hesitated—
thundered away into the south and into the night.

The second car from the tender was the mail car
The narrow front platform of that coach and the back
platform of the baggage coach ahead were dark. Uns
known to the train crew, when it had pulled down S0
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abruptly .at Del Norte di Bois, two figures had flitted
out of the darkness on the side opposite the lighted
station, and crept up the steps between the mail and
baggage cars.

There was a single-paned window in the door ot
the baggage car, and, although little light came through
it, anybody inside might see out upon the narrow plat-
forms, especially if the door of the mail car chanced tc
be opened ! /

The two men who had crept upon the platforms
were masked with black cambric sacks that passed
over their heads and flowed upon their shoulders. In
the starched fronts of these bags narrow slits had been
cut for the eyes to peer through—that was all. A more
effectual mask could not be imagined. :

Now the smaller man of the two produced a piece of
black cambri¢ and a box of glue. He touched the four
corners of the oblong piece of cloth with the glue, and
so spread it softly and smoothly across the window in
the door of the baggage car. If one looked through
that window—or tried to—he would see nothing but
darkness—supposedly the darkness of the night. If
the door across the platform was opened, anybody in
the baggage car would be none the wiser. S

Instantly the taller man upon the platform forced
the point of a jimmy into the crevice of the sliding
door of the mail car right beside the lock. Having
got it into place, he beckoned the smaller man to take
hold with both hands and prepare to swing out upon
the bar, his back to the open steps of the car, for thig
was long before the era of vestibuled trains. ;

The taller man prepared to throw his weight against
the bar as well. As they stood, the little man would
almost be sure to be flung backward down the steps
of the rapidly running car, if the lock burst, or the
Jimmy, for any other reason, gave suddenly. 3

e
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But the small man wore a broad leather belt about
his waist, and to it was attached a shorter strip of
leather, with a hook in the end. This hook he fastened
over the brake wheel so that, when he swung back, the
connection of the taut leather to his belt would hold
him from falling down the steps.

A grunt from the bigger man, as he forced himself
forward; the little man threw his weight back. The
door splintered all about the lock. Another jab of the
bar into place, and another struggle, and back rolled
the door!

The small man would surely have toppled over and
fallen off the train had his leather and hook not held.
For the taller robber paid him not the slightest atten-
tion.

The momient the door sprang back in its groove, he

dropped the bar, tore the sliding door wider open,

and leaped into the lighted mail car. Like magic a
gun had appeared in either hand. The two mail clerks,
amazed by the splitting open of the door while the
train was running at such speed, had not time to grasp
their guns.

“Hands up, sefiores!” shouted the man in the mask,
and upon the tail of the words he fired a single shok
at the nearest clerk.- The bullet struck the unfortu-
nate fellow in the mouth, and blood spurted from-the
wound. The villain had not waited for his victim to
obey.

The second clerk stood on tiptoe, the higher to hold
his hands. The shorter robber remained on the plats
form, guns out, and watching alternately the door of
the baggage car and the whole length of the lighted
mail coach. If anybody opened the rear door of the
latter car, the little man on the front platform could
easily have shot such a venturesome person down while
his companion held the two mail clerks at bay.
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Indeed, the wounded clerk was already collapsing
when the taller robber commianded the other clerk to
grab his friend and drag him into a closet. There the
mail robber turned the key on both clerks, and then
proceeded to go through the registered mail pouches,
slitting ‘open with his knife such bags as were locked.

He stuffed a black cloth bag that he had brought
with him with the packages and letters which he had
reason to believe contained money. This he finally
tossed to his confederate, who immediately put up his
own guns ‘and slipped down on the lower step of the
mail car, preparatory to getting off.

They were running through a black forest—as black
as midnight; but the robbers must have had some
means of knowing just where they were, for they
waited some moments, the taller man staring ahead, his
neck craned out beyond the side of the car, until he
saw some landmark known to him. He was in this
position—the lower part of his body revealed in the
light from the mail car—when the conductor, chanc-
ing to come through from the rear of the train, opened
the other mail-car door with his key. He beheld the
open front door and the figure of the principal robber.

He saw the velvet trousers, flaring wide at the bot-
toms, and all trimmed with bullion cord and silver but-
tons up and down the legs. The jacket—such as he
saw of it—was likewise ornamented with silver gew-
gaws.

Then he saw the man spring back, reach a hand for
the bell cord, and pull it twice.

“Here! what’s that for?” yelled the conductor,
charging into the car.

The locomotive engineer, however, had answered the
signal with a single toot of his whistle, and the brakes
already bit upon the wheels. While he ran, the con=
ductor tried to draw a gun from his hip pocket:Wheré
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it was about as much use to him as a last year’s bird’s
nest!

Before his fingers more than clutched the handle of
the pistol the man who had pulled the bell cord put his
masked face around the angle of the doorway and
let drive with one of his own guns. The conductor
plunged forward on his knees, and the blood spurtéd
from his mouth, but the wound was much more serious
than that of the mail clerk. The robber’s bullet had
torn through the unfortunate conductor’s right lung,
and before the train came to a slow pace the man was
dead, with the blood still pumping from his lips.

The train did not really halt; as it pulled down the
murderer reached and again signaled the engineer by
the bell cord—this time for “full speed ahead.” The
locomotive jerked the string of cars faster. The two
robbers dropped off safely and disappeared instantly in
the darkness as the lighted cars swept by. Several
miles beyond, the baggage-master, going back, found
the curtain pasted over the window of the rear door,
and, knowing that something was wrong, he opened
the door and beheld the looted mail car, and the dead
conductor on the floor.

There was the station of Barabeaua just ahead, and
the express was bound to stop there. Mail should have
been flung off, too. The baggageman and forward
brakeman rescued the two clerks from the closet, and
the wounded man was taken off at Parabeaua, while
the blo_od and torn papers were cleared up from the
ﬂpor of the mail car, and the single clerk went back to
his work of sorting mail.

The two robbers, who had probably obtained sev-
erz}l thousand dollars in cash, were miles away, and
neither the railroad officials at Parabeaua, nor the

. turales, seemed to consider it their duty or desire to
pursue the bold rascals. :

CHAPTER XXIIL
A COLD TRAIL.

“Tt's a peg above me, necarnis,” said Pawnee Bllll,
when the king of scouts took the bowie man into nis
confidence regarding the mystery of Clifford S,ma}l.t;
“As far as I can learn from the Indian gx'rl, Mojé, this
assistant of the old scientific sl‘l‘arp don’t own a bay

§ ‘hite tail and mane.” : .
ho‘r‘S}eIe\,\ I(El; \c\ourse, has confederate&—t%lis Sllvernall,’f
returned Buffalo Bill thoughtfully. ‘The old pros
fessor—or the girl—are not n on any crooked game.

“On-she-ma-da ! T should say not,” declared Pawne}:e,
with decision. “That innocent old guy who took :t‘lie
ride down the flume with me has got a nose for >L(11-
ence—and that's all. If the young fellow is crooked,

Cralés don’t know it.” ; ; :
tllt?&[;lle)selief exactly,” agreed Buffalo Bill. ;;l‘hzvlt_s
why I am so sorry for the senorita—if the fellow 1s

cally an outlaw.” ' 0
r('}}RnrHl y:)u really haven't an.ytyl‘lmg. but 5}1sp1c1on to
back you in that belief, necarnis,” said Paw ?ee.r L

“Quite right. Clifford Smart may really have =
ness that calls him away from here so frequently. % e
baron says that Clifford told him he ha(}rlonce voielg
held up and robbed by this 511\'?r11a11. hat w b
account for his not having this picture of hl‘?l mo oy
in his possession at present,” 'ax'ld Buffalo B1l ’tap1
his breast pocket where the nnpmture safely ;tl)l.d o

“Sure, Pard Cody; but it might have been to Jus- :
to throw dust in the eyes of us—sure ! Eie may. S
pect that the lost picture has been f.ound. S

“More than likely Rawdon told him of it.

“Keno!”

$¥
&
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“And T am worried that young Rawdon should be
in his company as long as this suspicion hangs over
the elder Smart,” declared Buffalo Bill. “And I tell
you what I am going to do, Pawnee.”

“Shout it, pard—shout it!”

“We will divide forces again; but this time I am
going to send you alone, Pawnee.”

“What'll T do, necarnis?”’ demanded the willing
bowie man. “Just put words to it.”

“You will ride the border—ride it from the bottom
of the Big Bend as far up the river as El Paso. Get
familiar with the people, with the traders, with the
smugglers even; and particularly, if you can fall in
with any bunch of cattle thieves, or others outlaws,
who work with Silvernail, so much the better.”

“You mean for me to join with such a bunch?”

“If you can—and without raising their suspicion,”
admitted Buffalo Bill.

Pawnee chuckled. “I'm to be the wooden duck
floating ahead of the gun cover—eh?”

“Something like that,”" returned the king of scouts.

“And how will I communicate with you?”’

“You won't. Keep out of trouble if you can, but
make a name for yourself as a border rider. Youll

know us when we get busy—and we'll be busy soon,
you can bet.”

“Suppose I take this Silvernail alone, necarnis?”’
chuckled Pawnee, in high fettie because of the danger

and daring of the scheme Buffalo Bill had mapped out
for him.

“If you do, pard, it will be one of the best things

you ever did,” declared the king of scouts, wringing his
friend’s hand.

Pawnee Bill rode away that next morning, and the
temainder of the party—all save the baron——was not
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far behind the bowie man in leaving the house of Pro-
fessor Cralé and San Enrife. _

Because of the baron’s assumption of innocence, and
the fact that most people were bound to take him for
a fool, Buffalo Bill considered him the best one to leave
here to watch events. As long as Wild Bill, or Pawnge
Bill, was about the casa of the professor, Buffalo Bill
could not expect Clifford Smart—if he were the mys-
terious Silvernail—to show up, for both the Bills had
observed the outlaw keenly and closely. The baron
had not, however, been able to give a sufficiently intelli-
gent description of Clifford Smart to identify him \\jlth
the man the two Bills had captured at Ciudad Sonora.

The baron was not altogether loath to remam at San
Enrife. He had a really desperate flirtation under way
with Mojé, Seforita Maria’s maid. :M‘(‘)je glggleq a‘;
the pink-cheeked baron, and said: Heem 0\\“m
funny mans!” Nevertheless, it was noticeable that she
put on all her finery for him, wore red ribbons apd
silver ornaments in her hair, and every moment she
could spare from her duties she put herself in the
baron’s way.

In ridingy out of San Enrife the famous scout jeulld
his cavalcade met the good priest, Father Josefo, as he
was coming from a sick parishioner. 2 1

“Sefior Buffalo Beel,” said the little man, mn tolerable
English, “I would thank you—and your brave Ccal;g'l-
leros—for helping my good friend, Professor ralyes
daughter, and for the restraint you lay upon y<_)urse'lw es
in handleeng these poor, ignorant p~eoplle of mine \; 1evn
they would have attacked the seflorita. They 131\‘6
learned now, sefior, that the terrible tragedy og tuz
mesa above was a mysterious act of nature, and no
attributable to the hand of man. You see, they are;
at peace again—all but that vagrant Juan Caseano
Ah! he is a trouble indeed.”
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“What has become of th rarf?”
: 1at | e dwarf?” aske
Bill, with interest. T
prieIsjtor Dios! ;l"hat I could not say,” declared the
5 wago Q ~ 1 = o
ol 5?11111%0111; lzza(ihteml()l?fl its shovel-shaped hat.
e ad end—mark me that,
.Hcya’ll come to a bad end ef ever I meet up wi’ him
z;glaltx}, g?)wlled old Nomad, as the troop rode on after
uting Father Josefo. “Thet thar 1 lexi
John is sure a bad aig.” hste e
“He’s all of that, o an,’ i i
i tot’ that, old man,” agreed Wild Bill.
i 1121 )011-2{)11 have told I judge this Juan
person to be more kinds of usel
you can shake a stick at.” S i
fuPtlL:g-ali(r)l Bx_ll‘ did not cpnsider it wise to institute any
S Squm_es regarding the course followed by the
g Smart boys—especially among the rancheros

g?{’fugfdsgn an’rife.. He did not know who might be
S mart’s friends—aye, who might be Silver-
, the bandit’s, friends! And, if his suspicions

should in the end prove wrong
1\'1;1; to inspire others with his own doubts.
Nonfagogil tiu’sttlhls friends and companions ; yet old
e ll—tle Cayuse, the Piute boy, and even
i ickolk himself, did not entirely under-
’Ijlh'“ hat their chief was aiming at.
only ;Sin:élgsn?glarognd the country seemed to them
o Ouﬂat 't 1€ dlscoyery, and—if possible—arrest
o adventi\;\s ?s fell into their clutches. Thus far
e ielezid 1T:aken preéminence on this side of
" h'(-ef e Norte. From now on the king of
o dowxp S 15_ .0.1 ce together, and they rodeshard, up
1 the trails, to and from distant ranchos, ’amd

all on the chan < 2
of the b ce of coming upon some of the bandits

| bold.

the wily scout did not

order country whom they had heard were so .
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But news of the presence of the Americanos had
evidently gone abroad from San Enrife, as well as
from Ciudad Sonora, where Pawnee and Wild Bill
had captured the supposed Silvernail. Now Buffalg
Bill rode west and north of the Olando trail, and so,
in the early morning of the third day, came into the
railroad town of Parabeaua.

The people of Parabeaua were wildly excited; there
had that happened in the night which set most folks
by the ears this morning. There were groups of chat-
tering Mexicans in the streets and at the drink shops.
The principal posada was crowded; the market on the
plaza was more noisy than businesslike, while about
the railway station lingered a curious crowd.

lot far from the railway was the casa of Doctor
Mogelian, and a rurale stood here to warn the excited
people away. There was a wounded man inside the
good physician’s house. He had been brought there
from the train before midnight. Buffalo Bill and his
companions heard the story long before they galloped
up to the railway station, and later rode to Doctor
Mogelian’s door. 4

The mail car on the evening express to the south
had been robbed. The details were as varied as the
number of the men who had eagerly discussed the inci= |
dent with the Americanos. They had run the gamuf
from a lone highwayman to a band of fifty in these
stories ; Buffalo Bill and his friends had no idea of. the |
real facts in the case until they reached the physician’s |
house. !
There the scout had his friends await him while he
insisted upon seeing the physician. Finally the rurale |
called the doctor out. He was a little man with the
alert, brisk manner of a bird, and he shook hands with
‘Buffalo Bill and welcomed him in English. |

“Fet ees to you, Seftor Cody, that we may look fom,
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some help to punish these villains,” he cried, ushering
the scout into his office. “Pah! these constables of ours
—pooh! they are as nothing. Besides, there are too
few of them—far, far too few, sefior. Now the out-
laws become bolder and bolder ; they come far south in
their raids. Look you to last night's beezness.”

“And what happened ?” queried the scout, interested.

Very clearly, as he had heard it from the uninjured
mail clerk at the station, while the express train had
yet delayed, the doctor repeated the account of the bold
robbery. The details were exact—as far as they went.
Buffalo Bill obtained a good account of the methods
—and work—of the two train robbers. Any descrip-
tion of the two villains was not forthcoming, however;
the little doctor had not gone into that particular with
the mail clerk who had gone on, while the wounded
man now in his care could not speak.

“Is he dangerously ill, doctor?” asked Buffalo Bill,
with anxiety. ‘

“He is seriously hurt—but not necessarily in danger.
We have found the bullet; he lost two teeth; he was
shot in the mouth.”

“Ah! that is why he cannot speak?”

“Si, seiior!”

“Can he understand questions, and can he write?”
eagerly demanded the American scout.

“Sure—surely, Sefior Cody—in ‘moderation.”

The scout explained quickly what he desired. He
wanted as clear an account as the wounded man could
give of the personal appearance of the two men.

“But they were masked, my friend—both of them,”
cried the doctor.

“Their clothing—especially that of the larger man—
the man who did the shooting. Particularly his dress,”
-urged Buffalo Bill, and then he waited impatiently for
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the doctor to go in to his patient, question him, and
bring out the written reply.

It was written in English, and it was evident that the
wounded mail clerk had powers of observation beyond
the ordinary—which was only to be expected consider-
ing his business! He wrote:

“There were two robbers; one, the smaller man,
being entirely under the direction of the leader. The
latter was tall and. slender, quick of movement, and
graceful. I watched him carefully until he shut us in
closet; I was not senseless at any time until [ fainted
from loss of blood in closet. He wore gold spurs with
long rowels of steel—wheel rowels. He was dressed
like a rich Mexican caballero; his pants flared at the
bottom and were trimmed heavily with silver. The
jacket likewise. His linen was of fine quality. He
wore two handsome guns, and in front of him, Ameri-
can style. His sash was of fine silk, and was arranged
to partly hide his loaded cartridge belt. His hat was
high in the crown and loaded with silver braid, or
chains. His hands and feet were small, the former
having long, dexterous fingers. The other man
was shorter and slighter, and did not speak. He re-
mained upon the half-lighted platform, and I could not
tell how dressed.”

The particulars of the principal robber's dress led
Buffalo Bill to believe that Silvernail had left the
Olando trail and had turned his attention to another
branch of the profession ; but more than that, the brief
description of the second robber unfortunately fitted
the terrible suspicions that the scout held regarding
Clifford and Rawdon Smart. These mail robbers
might be the two brothers, as far as the description
went. At least, if the eldet Smart were the famous
Silvernail, and had engineered the murderous attack
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on fitted the deseription of
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on the train, young Rawd
the second robber!

Buffalo Bill came out of the doctor’s house and

swung into his saddle. His face was set grimly, and
the lines of determination in it assured each of his
companions that there would be “something doing.”
Twenty-five miles—or thereabout—above Para-
beaua, the two mail robbers had left the train after

rifling the registered mail bags. That is where the trail
began. It was a cold one, at this distance and time,
e up his mind that he

but the famous scout had mad
would find it, stick to it, and that wherever it led he
would follow tilf he had run his cunning—and danger=

ous—quarry to earth!

CHAPTER XXIIL
THE HEADLESS HORSEMAN,

The details of w
3 where the two robber
o ta _ : s had 1
:h\epld eosLst tr alln, Buffalo Bill .had received from ngftofll;e
e or, but from the railroad men at the Parabeauﬁ
greqs:r_a-nd they hit it within five miles. From a
‘faczs algldack\\r'allfer the scout finally got the exact
= saw the steep sidehi i hi
boal} Bon ol e p sidehill of sand into which
The?i]lz;,(()lbi)'ilsV had d?ubltless laid their plans carefully
lad known just where they w . :
. nome : y were when they left
ain. ey had timed their act
il L times act carefully, f
ﬂlingpgct)d\i Ijlflomﬂthe Ismlelull of sand, old N ()n);ad OfI(.)L?I?dt
: 'here the horses had b i jal
c01‘1‘17}1;g of the mail robbers. L oo
g ollfln’l h(zll_(;\crlse hc«l.)ot;s tells me thet th’ trail is nigh a
) ared the trapper. “But tl
tourse yander throu : e
ULSe: . gh sloppy ground. T ?
C)\!)‘(étlllcl ter be follered at all, igreckon £ il
2 %c;ffclhatg_e llas“put us on the trail, cold as it is,”
e ngtoweiill. ¢ But we'll stick it out if we can.
e eat up this whole country for the
Wi i
the\p;tll-lt such trailers as old Nomad and Little Cayuse
- agf tClO‘L}Id not go far wrong, even on as ancient a
L fol.lb Qlf the two escaping mail-train robbers.
hid, thé 2 l_lml es .the robbers had made no attempt to
o al.iatrz(llnl()l 1tt was only the fact that they finally
TSR eaten path that made the footprints
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for no other, Buffalo Bill was more and more inclined
to believe that the larger of the two tran rf)bbers
was the king-pin bandit of the horder, Sll\'g:rnzul.

They asked no questions of the stray Mexican whom
they occasionally passed; but having reached this
beaten highway, which seemed to head for the river,
they were fain to drop a query here a}ld there regard-
ing two riders who might have rapidly passed that
way within the previous twenty hours. At one rancho,
however, they struck a quite foreign, but interesting,
bit of news. . :

The boss of the outfit was a wrinkled old Mexican
who was evidently shrewd and far-seeing. He wel-
comed the American scout and his party, and 1n-
cisted that they share the family dinner of beans and
coffee.

“The sefiores, I have heard much of,” he declared.
“Vou are the br-rave Americanos who have come here
to drive off the brigands that infest our country. It
is to you we must look for help; cur own rurales gré
inadequate. . The border riders Jaugh at them.” =

“Are you often troubled by these bandits, old man:
queried Buffalo Bill.

“Caramba! has not this Silvernail himself run oft
one of my best stallions? He rides the creature now,
I am told—a bright bay with silver tail and mane.
That horse, sefiores, was worth five hundred goo
Mexican dollars—not less!” :

“TTas this Silvernail been seen lately in your neigh-
borhood ?” queried the scout.

“Of that I am not so sure. He rides the Olando
trail, as you must know, sefiores, and he stops the
stagecoach when he chooses. But another rufﬁanﬂhas
joined him now, I understand. e has a partner.

When they were in the saddle again, and, with res
freshed steeds, rode once more toward the river, Wi
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Bill, who had been studying pretty - hard for a time
urgid 1111\5 mount close to that of Buffalo Bill !
“Look a-here, Pard Cody,” he said. “Do v« 7
what’s a-eatin’ of me?” . N
“Couldn’t guess,” laugl Buff i
: ss, 1ed Buffalo Bill. “Out wit
it, old man.” 2 gl
i “lpat greaser back there mentioned the fact that
lim very bay critter that Silvernail rides was a stal-
on.

“So he did.”

SN Awr
. T\O\f, do you know, Pard Cody, 1 had an idea that
I.e 10rse that feller rode when Pawnee and me caught
lin at Ciudad Sonora, was a gelding.” .
Humph !”
.Reckon_ t‘he old man made a mistake—or didn't I
notice pertic’lar ?”
£
sort[ 1feckon that you were too excited to notice what
\r\) al llo}'se he rode,” chuckled Buffalo Bill,
- [.aa » 'm going to put 1t up to Pawnee when I
um. If he says it was a gelding, then you take

Eutrﬁ)l'l} me, the old greaser lied—and he lied inten-
nal!

milI 11115 1(1(;)21. ‘t‘hough_ it made some impression upon the
4 11( of Buffalo Bill, did not disturb him much, for
a rera SO INT : 7
¢re were quickly other matters to take up his atten-

tion. i ayuse, ever
Little Cayuse, ever on the sharp lookout for

fgzitlngl'ers in their vicinity, was beating the side of the
b Ctley fOllO}\‘Cd]\\'hcn he suddenly wheeled his pinto
ame tearing back t (S o ke sy
unsparingly, o his friends, using the quirt
skhl;l’?ll()! wot’s the matter wi' thet thar young red-
tionl .ﬁ grunted old Nomad. “Hez he took er kernip-
ﬂ- tI right out yere on the per-rarie?”
sim;Itte Cayuse brought his pony to a stop by the
Ple process of jerking so hard on its bit that it sat

Own i i i
B0, and, .Iveanmg from his saddle, cried eagerly:




144 The Headless Horseman.
& _has-ka, him know Injun? : :
Oh_eel! 2 liasi\}ffi"x‘ hoy!” grunted Wild Bill
“Thunder and Mars, y! - grunter: AT
i 'mos 7 k un you could
“TLong Hair knows ‘most any kind of Injun jy
et
W Falo Bill, seeing how
“\What is it, Cayuse?” asked Buffalo Bill, seeing
earnest the Piute was. o <o
“Pa-e-has-ka sabby Injun we ketch—him go free:’
Pa—lt- lais \L\' Wy ejaculated Buffalo Bill. “Sure!
“NKuku, the Yaqui!™ ejacule 5
= ried Wild Bill. “And I got good
“Wow, wow !” ‘cried Wi 1])' .t .
; that same redskin, too! :
reason to know that san Skin, t00 L
Cavuse stretched an arm to the 1
sweeping gesture. s
“Him ride that way, Pa-e-has-ka,
youth. o
“The Yaquis? = i
“Test same—Yaqui, Pa-e—has-ka._HMuch brave—
A w ity ! crie falo Bill.
“A war party!” cried Buffz 1
“&'\"here’d ve see ’em, Leetle Cayuse?” demanded

declared the red

AR -
Nick Nomad. “Ef we're goin’ ter nux 1t w% ‘?112)2}’556
of reds we wanter know how many they is of ﬁ e
“We're not going to mix fthmgs;na]s] gllgl}t%:ddecl’ared
/ith any Yaquis—not 1f we car it, (
llglﬁlf']flﬂ.;:)]%ill %mﬂyl. “That’s one th.mgAwe re]g'mFi%etrO.
dodge, if possible, while we're thzs side Uf't'h(]:‘ ')lgfriend-
We've made friends with Moje's brc?fhel, his
ship may stand us in good stea’(’l yet.‘ 1
“It sure was good for me,” muttere M
patting himself softly on the chest, where he

i in-
sore because of the thorn pricks that had been

1 < comeé
flicted upon him by the Yaquis bqfore Xufku ha(fjurther
on the scene and saved the bowie man Irom

torture. : § :
" “Come on!” exclaimed Buffalo Bill. “Show us th
reds, Cayuse.” | .

The y};ung Piute charged acvoss the open counts

, again to a hillock from the summit of which he
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beheld the tossing spear points of a cavalcade of In-
dians descending an arroyo in the distance. The
feather-trimmed spears could belong to none but the
Yaquis—for Little Cayuse and the baron had once been
chased by these same Indians, and he knew very well
how they were panoplied for war.

“We'll trail on behind these for a while—they seem
to be going our way—and see what they are doing,”
suggested Buffalo Bill. “Keep your eyes open for
ambush, boys, for unless young Xuku is with this
bunch we may have to trust to our horses’ legs to get
us out of trouble.”

“Then wot air we gittin’ inter the zone of trouble
fer, Buffler?” demanded Nick Nomad, with solid good
sense,

“Because I am curious, Pard Nick—mighty curi-
ous,” said Buffalo Bill gravely. “If you have noticed,
wherever this Silvernail bandit is supposed to be, the
Yaquis seem to be busy, too. I am not at all sure
that the scoundrel is not friendly with Xuku's folks,
and that the reds cover his retreat after he makes a
raid.”

“Sho, now!” exclaimed Nomad, in surprise.

“Silvernail was on the Olando trail, and Little
Cayuse and the baron found the shoe his horse cast.
Immediatcly the Yaquis appeared, and they were
chased by the reds as far as the mesa of death above
San Enrife. Isn't that so?”

“Betcher life, Pard Bill!” cried Hickok.

“Wild Bill, here, was following Silvernail, after
the bandit's escape from the jail at Ciudad Sonora,
when he was pounced upon by those Yaquis who
Seemed anxious to send him to the happy hunting
ground over the torture route.” : ‘
i ‘}‘lU?gh I" exclaimed Hickok again. “Ain’t you mightyl
tight »” :

EAN el

o R
T
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“And now we are trying to trace these two mail robe
bers, one of which is more than likely Silvernail, and
here a bunch of red warriors appear.”

“By gorry!” agreed Wild Bill Hickok; “it looks like
a safe bet.”

“Reckon yer right, Buffler,” declared old Nomad.

But Buffalo Bill had another reason up his sleeve
for suspecting that the chief bandit of the Mexican
border was working with the Yaquis. He said noth-
ing of it at the time to his pards, but he remembered
that Mojé, the Indian handmaiden who served Se-
fiorita Cralé was own sister to the young Yaqui chief,
Xuku. Perhaps, through Mojé, Clifford Smart had
become acquainted with Xuku and his tribe.  And if
Clifford Smart were Silvernail, the bandit's connecs
tion with the Yaquis was all the more probable!

In fact, it was another rivet to clinch the structur¢

of evidence that was being builded upon the supposi-
tion that Smart and the bandit were one and the samd

person. ‘
The party soon reached the place where Little Cas

yuse had seen the tossing spears of the Yaquis dise
appear. And he had not been wrong in his surmisé.

There—plain as could be—was the trail of the Ine °

dians—and there must have been more. than a scord
of them. !

The trail was so worked over that it was impossible
., for even old Nomad to untangle it and state positively
. the number of redskins that had ridden that Waj,
within the half hour. A

“But 'm handin’ it ter ye straight, Buffler,” said
the old trapper, “when I say thet thar is a hutl lof
more 0’ ’em than I'd fancy meetin’ up wi’,
night. Mebbe this yere Xuku chap ain’t with this yerd,
bunch. Mebbeso he ain’t so high er muck-y-muc
his tribe ez he gives off he is. We might run right’

I3

day of 1}
kit

. Into a hornet’s nest wi’

- house was sighted ahead—a lonely hacienda.
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th’ hull hornet fambly ter
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hum!”

“But he stood for Wi i i
Sl Vild Bill, here, and saved him,”
“Thet’s all right,”

il é ght,” commented Nomad. “The
\}am t but three o’ them braves thet grabbed Bill—alz;lg
tlt:fn young fellers—heh ?”

“{}\) %orr'\rlryou‘yr,e right,” admitted Hickok.
e 0? go slow,” said Buffalo Bill. “But follow
g qsﬁi]gmltlx\'lll. Especially as it seems that they
tO()l\’t,‘” g 1e same direction that those train robbers
e Q?););x re,i ;111 1doctor, Buffler,” said old Nomad, and

s rc - |— Bl ~| - ja » ~ g
i d Hide-rack, his bony steed, along the sandy
e\’;lrhe k’{ng of scouts took few reckless chances, how-
e £ éthey followed on in the wake of the Indians
the‘le?t ayuse out on the right, and Nomad out 01‘;
! 10 tlé.and' so swept a wide territory as they pressed
o naking 1t impossible for the Indians to send back
- gm{)?lrty to flank them. And at the pace the reds
\\‘atcﬁi to })e.travelmg they plainly had no intention of
et ng their rear. They had a destination up ahead

o were evidently riding for it full tilt! L
o \21 as mid-afternoon when Little Cayuse had firs§
frbi(f]el the bunch of reds and Buffalo Bill and his

1ds had taken up their chase. Just before dusk a
. : They ap= |
I())rl?:Che(? 1t very cautiously, but need not have don}:a slc)): :
e t?n of the dwelling had been destroyed by fire—

3 1at evidently at a time now long since past.

o, a.ssl and weeds overgrew the paths about the |
entire, the stables and sheds were tumble-down. The |
e vicinity seemed peculiarly lonely and deserted. |

And the Indj i i ienda
P stopplile;;s! had ridden by the ruined hacienda 1

.
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But Hickok, who had undertaken to examine the
outbuildings, suddenly called his friends to him with a
shout of surprise.

“Hold on, old man! go easy on the voice-culture
business,” advised Buffalo Bill. “We don’t kmow who
may be lingering about here, after all.”

“Say!” declared the excited Hickok; “I can tell you
right now, Pard Cody, who has been about this yere
place, if they ain’t yere now.”

“The reds?”

“We know they've gone om, don’t we?’ smapped

- the Laramie man. “Well, see yere!”

He came forward with his hands full of torn papers.
Buffalo Bill examined them for a single moment and
then emitted an excited exclamation himself.

“Torn envelopes—Iletters—stamped and all!” he

gasped. “By the living jingo, Hickok! the mail rob-
i bers have heen here.”

“Right in that shed,” said Wild Bill, with confi-
dence, “those two scalawags tore open the letters they
stole, and sorted out the cash. You can take my steer
for it!” :

“Can’t call the turn on that card, Pard Hickok!”
admitted Buffalo Bill. * “The mail robbers were here
that’s 4t

At that instant there came a shrill call from old
Nick Nomad. It was, for all the world, like the hoot
of an owl, but the two Bills knew that the old trap-
per summoned them to the presence of danger.

The horses of the party were hidden back im the
chaparral, with Litle Cayuse to watch them. Nomad
had’ gone nearer the hacienda, and now the Bills, re-
 plying to the hooting” owl, and following the trapper’s

ery, found the latter ensconced in another ruined build=

ing very near the half-burned dwelling house.
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“What’s the matter, Nick—reds?” queried Wild
Bill.

“’Tain’t no Injun T seed,” responded the trapper,
in a whisper. “But thar’s et least one critter movin’
erbout thet thar greaser’'s domicile—waugh!”’

His friends saw a shadow suddenly flit across the
veranda. The moon was coming up, and long shadows
moved across the open space in front of the ruined
house. But this which had attracted the attention of
the three Americans was the shadow of a man!

The moon rose higher, and every minute the space
before the house was more brilliantly lighted. The
shadow of the man did not appear again. The frio
looked at each other to see if each man’s opinion was
the same. Something should be done to stir up the
nest. If there was one man in the house—or a dozen
—Buffalo Bill and his pards wanted to know it.

Suddenly the old trapper uttered a sharp hiss. He

craned his head out of the broken doorway of the
shack. He cocked his keen old ear to listen.
* There was the sound of a step—but not the foot-
step of a man. Rather it rang like that of metal upon
stone. A horse stamped upon the other side of the
ruined building.

“By gorry! can it be the Yaquis are come back for
us?” breathed Hickok.

Before he could be answered—by either Buffalo Bill
or Nomad—another shadow floated out upon the level
green before the hacienda. It was the gigantic reflec-
tion of a man on horseback—and in a moment the
horse and rider in reality were revealed to the three
watching Americans. ‘

The horse seemed to be a large, black animal—and
of fiery temper. It curvetted and stamped for a mo-
ment on the plain, while its rider seemed to hold tle
beast in with difficulty.
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“Lay yer peepers on that feller, Pard Cody!” whise
, pered Hickok. “We're goin’ to get him, ain’t we?”’
“Wait!" breathed the scout.
“I got him covered Holy salamanders!” ejacu-
| fated Wild Bill, suddenly speaking right out loud.
“Where's the feller’s head?”
And at the selfsame moment his two companions
' had likewise seen the phenomenon that had startled
Hickok out of all caution. The powerful black horse
was being ridden by a figure of a man of ordinary
size. At least the legs, the torso, the shoulders, seemed
all right—as though they belonged to a man of good
build and weight. =

But the figure stopped at the shoulders !

The head was seemingly lopped off. The apparition
possessed neither head nor neck!

Old Nomad shook like a leaf. The trapper could
face anything in nature that was alive and understand-
able : but this was too much for his courage.

“Oh, Lordy-mighty!” he gasped, and groveled on
the earth ‘floor of the shed.

Nor were either of his companions—for the mo-
ment—much braver. The sight of the headless horse-
man was sufficient to shock any human being.

But Wild Bill Hickok's exclamation had evidently
startled the strange being. Without a sound—save
only the ring of the horse’s hoofs—the black steed
was put under spur, and, with its headless rider, in 2
few seconds disappeared from the wide-eyed vision of
Buffalo Bill and the Laramie man.

CHAPTER XXIV.
THE YAQUI ATTACK.

. 'Q]]d Nick Nomad believed—and naught could shake
fh]llt»~)01]'ef—m what he termed “whiskizoos.” Other
01\.5 might call them ghosts, or banshees, or just the
ort'lfnary effects of punishing too much “red licker.”
: herefore, when Buffalo Bill and Hickok looked at
?‘ii';l U[thcr’ gm;l both demanded at the same moment:
at was it?” N in with his :
P S i Nomad came in with his famous dec-
\\\'\'/11]1151\-‘12005—2111’ don’t you two ‘gents say it ain't!”
“IH] Bill shook his head and really looked serious.
e C tllnno'exacfly what the old man means, Cody
t by the piper that played bef faoh! I believe
e played before Phafaoh! I believe
: 1:)1.11'1‘(110 Bill had been shaken for the moment, but
b? . El.b too levgl-.headed and too broadly educated to
hL l\ ery superstitious. He shook off the feeling that
1-3(1 nglpped him when the headless horseman appeared,
:tft(r‘ “-illde out of the shed, staring down the trail
;nug ]t 1e flying mystery. Horse and rider were now
3 \lely out of sight; indeed, the sound of the hoofs
d“‘s’r(]rowned in the silence of the evening. :
i ;d]t] was no Injun,” declared Wild Bill.
ell ye ” began old Nomad angrily, but th
£ ¢ = . &
SCou\tT held up a warning hand. s
th'xtA sver mind what' it was,” he said. ‘It is a mystery
nocw W é must look into later. We have other work
e o alntd t%l Cayuse to bring up the horses, Nick.”
/ righ i¥) .
b f{.f{ , Buffler,” grumbled the old man, and

‘Now, Hickok,” said the king of the border crisply,
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¢neither you nor I believe in such things as headless

horsemen!”
“By gorry! only when we see ‘’em!”
Hickok.
“Or when we think we see them?”
“Well, what did you set your peepers omn, P
Cody?” demanded Wild Bill seriously.
“A horseman who appeared to have no head.”
“Humph! then you been drinkin’ the same kind of
licker as me,” said the Laramie man, still chuckling.
“Neither of us has been drinking. And neither of
us believes in ghosts. Some masquerader has been
' trying to fool us >
“And, by gorry! he succeeded.”
“Perhaps.”
I
“I wish I'd plugged him.”
“T don’t know but it would have been a good thing
if you had.”

“But a man without a head
“Stop it, Hickok!” commanded Buffalo Bill. “You

know very well—as I know—that he must have had
a head!”

“Well, I'm a jumping sand flea if I saw it!” declared
Wild Bill, with decision. “And my eyesight din’t so
bad, as I ever heard.”

“In some way he gave us the impression that his
head had been lopped off o

“He gave us that impression, all right, all -right!”
grunted Wild Bill.

“And it's likely he is not masquerading entirely
our benefit.” ;

“Say! do you think he was one of the train rob-
bers?” demanded the Laramie man suddenly.

“T certainly don’t think that an Indian would have
playcd such 2 trick,” admitted Buffalo Bill.

chuckled

ard

1

for

The Yaqui Attack, 153

“Then on
e of these chaps that w
A S s that we have be il-
mg?and who surely were here : gy
“They most certainly ta
. rtainly tore up th '
y. . te e money let
hCI‘C, said Buffalo Bill. : B
“{iizll\flzlsftgl\\'as one of 'em
/ as 1t Silvernail? That i ion,” sai
o e ail? That is the question,” said
4 il thoughtfully.  “It is a puzzle, Hickok
2] 51 ) 3 LOK,
5.2 puzzle that gets blacker and more complicated
€very moment—or so it seems.” :
o@q\c\delf}'()luglm to \(‘\hzlse that headless horseman,” sug-
e ickok., “We ¢ i twixt us hertn
e e got him betwixt us and the In-
“l\ dvpe Jut "ST J
! Itql_\ bgl Sut first, before Nomad and Cavuse come
ut 1e horses, I want to examine this half-b d
1acienda. g
“By oorry !
gorry ! suppose e more he
R ‘ 11[ Ose some more hc'adless horsemen
e up in there:” suggested Wild Bill
egp;;ﬂ}w \\'als rfccklcss enough for any venture, and
Specially ready for any v ] ill 1
g y any venture that Buffalo Bill mught
s o :
andjll’if )aou go around one end of that house, Hickok
. EO\ this other way,” commanded the king of
o f nd keep a gun in your hand. Don’t S?IOOt
S i thl\you slee anything else moving it might be
ake a shot at it and inquire i ‘hat it i
e at it and inquire into what it is
“ur ;
I'm wi ’ 2 ;
. ;]n(}\}l)til ‘) ou, Pard Cody,” declared the Laramie
b ’n‘u'h ¥ L] started off at once. The partners rounded
e 1(‘ FlZICJCI)].da. however, without starting even
- (;ne ())uf 1{'1110 ]',1111 1had a bottle of sulphur matches,
these he i investi
€rneath the high g'lllef'ya;:llzlatl I;\ elsugated thel e
gh gz . had once run clear ac
€ Irear of the house. N
ere was plaj '
- qtﬁl‘]\]ab plainly a sort of stable. There was straw
b thei') e sufﬁuel.}t to make a good bed for a horse;
€ was a ring set i a stanchion to which—
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* without much doubt—the steed of the headless horsee

man had been tied. A5
“What do you think of it, pard?” demanded Hickok

breathlessly.
“T don’t know what to think,” returned the scout,
~letting the match drop from his fingers. He care-
fully put his foot on the glowing spark and made sure
that the fire was out before they left the empty stable.

Nomad and Cayuse came up with the horses, and the
two Bills got aboard their own steeds.

“Where away, Pard Cody?" asked Hickok. “After
the Injuns—or the man without a head?”

“Both,” was the reply, “especially as they both seerm
to have followed the same trail.” ‘

The moon now lighted the track brilliantly.
party moved cautiously and not too fast, for, as ea
as the trail was revealed to them, so their moving fig-
ures must be revealed to whoever might be watching
the trail for them.

They were not molested, nor did anything of mo-
ment happen, until they had ridden quite half an hour
from the hacienda. Then it was Nomad who, looking
back, uttered a characteristic grunt:

“Waugh! somebody’s lit up fer us, pards, an’ 10
mistake.”

A light glowed in the sky behind them. Soon leap-
ing flames appeared, and suddenly Wild Bill shouted:

“That's the hacienda, boys! Cody, you must have
set it afire again when you dropped that match in the
horse litter.”

“No,” said Buffalo Bill decidedly. !

“But that's what is burning,” declared the Laram
man.

The

sily

. “Waugh! Ain’t you jest right, Wild Bill?" grunted

Nomad.

“I ‘adni that the fire is at the old casa W€ just B
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passed,”” said Buffalo Bill. “But it has been set afir
by another hand than mine. I was particular in a5
that match out, Hickok.” T
“I'rccko'n you was,” said the puzzled pistol kin
..S ou think um Injuns?” demanded Little Cayus%
: I—don’t—know. But the fire was set for a p;u'—
P?\se we can b'e sure of that,” said the king of scouts.
eep your eyes peeled, partners. There may be as
many enemies behind us as there are ahead.” :
[t was 1mpossible for the party to note tl.le tracks of
thelsmgle horse that had come this way from the l\mci-
:3&{1. %‘the\vas easly .ltc‘) trace the Indian ponies, how-
Lk = jfltmf,m ight was alnpl_\' sufficient for that
e restegi la e]1. ‘mxd'mghr. The party of Americans
e liO\S ;ut ittle since leaving Parabeaua, the horses
A5 i\t‘s 10owing fatigue, and_th'e men were hungry.
\\'hén ﬁmlls:%Ot t'o be a cold bite,” said Buffalo Biil,
[ l;e} 1engve the word for a halt. “No smoke
2 h?]l\' . re(i he moon will soon be beyond that line
S _\péx]]]i:Sr. ITlhen we must go on carefully—and
noa it ahe;;d .Ogagse‘”a hunch that those Indians are
Bill,& O‘L'I[ncjgt::]sbgt t,hat they are near,” grunted Wild
help.” ont travel much by night if they can
“Th\e\'{lll;gh!“thz'lt s right,” agreed the old trapper.
“A} : start airly in the morning, mebbeso.”
heync(ert\:'e 1\Yanvt tyo be near th'em when they start.
e a -lln)k“ ont cross the river,” explained Buf-
= Who knew a whole lot more about these Ya-
mouutz;insanyT?f h‘lS friends. “"l‘hey belong back in the
o 2 1?)' re out of their element so far toward
i he 1eve_they propose to make an attack,
l.ech.ertamly will do that about dawn.”
.nxiglues ittle (;ayu§e became excited. The boy was
to distinguish himself, for he was as vain
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as a schoolgirl with her first long dresses, and‘craved
Pa-e-has-ka's praise as a dog craves its master's com-
mendation. He stood up suddenly before the three
l]]e‘r‘]\'\"tlh! Pa-e-has-ka let Piute brave go on. Him
find um Injun camp—count In_)un——see”when Injun
start. Come back—tell um Pa-e-has-ka.” :

“Thet thar sounds all right, Ca}:usc—only th’ part
erbout you bein’ er brave ain’t so,” chu_ckled the’.o‘ld
trapper. “I never see sech a perky boy in all my life,
did you, pards?” ;

The Indian lad grew red under the copper hue of
his skin, and his eyes sparkled. He liked to “‘swell all
up,” as Nomad called it; and the old trapper was a}‘
ways the one to puncture the bubble of the Indian boy's
conceit. However, Buffalo- Bill, who knew well the
Piute lad’s ability, nodded slowly, as he salc%:

“Let Little Cayuse remember Pa-e-has-ka’s words—
and have a care. 1f the Yaquis are encamped, they W]H
have two lines of sentinels out—and the first fine will
probably be a long way this side of the camp——"so”-far |
that the Piute cannot count the fires of the Yaquis.”

“Cayuse, him be careful,” grunted the boy submis-
sively. : ]

“Very well; you may go. Return in two ho;f’rs a
the longest. Understand what Pa-e-has-ka sayst"

“Wuh! Me understand um,” said the boy, and m&
stantly he glided away, and the shadows swallowe |
him as though he had dived into the seal o

“Thet thar’s sure er smart lettle feller,” admutte
Nomad; “but he's got ter be took down er peg—an .
took down frequent.” b |

Buftalo Bﬂlq.laughed. “You feel as though it Wag
your fatherly duty to teach him his place, €h, old mant|

But Little Cayuse has made us all sit up and take| .

notice before this day—eh, Hickok P
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“That’s right,” mumbled Wild Bill, who was already
rolle‘d in his blanket; and in a moment more he was
snoring.

It was old Nomad’s watch—they had cast lots for
it, and the chance had fallen to him. To keep awake
he remained standing, while the two Bills snored in
their blankets. The minutes crept on as slowly as
usual at that hour of the morning. It was long before
there was the least streak of silver in the east to an-
nounce: the coming of the sun.

Then suddenly there was a rustling in the bushes
just behind the position of the old trapper. Like a
shadow he slipped behind the nearest tree trunk and
listened and watched. The rustling went on; then
there was a little grunting squeak.

“Waugh!” muttered the trapper. “A porkypine, I
reckon.”

One of the horses stamped upon the other side of
the camp, and Nomad turned to look in that direction.
Almost instantly a hand fell lightly on his shoulder—
and had not Cayuse’s other hand’ seized the old fel-
low’s wrist, Nomad would have popped away at him
with his gun before he turned!

; The Piute boy grinned into the trapper’s flushed
face,

“Piute brave no porkypine,” he whispered. “What
um say now—wul !’

“Ye 'tarnal leetle nuisance!” grunted Nomad. But
then he laughed. He was too honest not to admit that
the boy had fooled him—had caught him napping. I
feckon ye got th' best of it, son. What erbout th’

laquis P’
| "Me'wake Pa-e-has-ka,” grunted Little Cayuse, who
‘Would never report to anybody but the chief, if he
Could help it.

.In a moment he had both Buffalo Bill and Wild Bil#
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on their feet. The Yaqui camp was not three miles
beyond this spot, and it was already astir. e

“Yaqui make um quick move—early g»tart——\\”uh!
declared Cayuse. ‘“Them braves paint for war.

“They will attack somebody—or some place—at
sunrise,” declared the scout. ‘1 wish I knew this coun-
try better.” :

“Well, what will we do—try to put the greasers wise
to what's coming to them?” demanded Wild Bill.

“The Mexicans are white men,” said BuffaluvBill:
“Although I really feel much interest in these Yaqui
Indians, and know that they have been ill-treated since
*way back when the first Spanish conquestadors s,truck
this country, still we must admit that the Indians’ own
cruelties put them beyond the pale. White men should
help white men 2

“Ts these yere greasers re'lly white?” growled old
Nomad.

“Well, they're not red,” said Wild Bill. “I reckon
Pard Cody is right. If we kin put a crimp in these
Yaquis it's our duty to do that same—muy pronto!

Buffalo Bill led the way, and he led his own horse,
too. They could not risk riding farther along the
trail. The sky grew rapidly lighter as they advanced.
Soon they could very easily trace the hoof marks of
the Indian ponies. But they came, too, to the place
where they had left the more or less beaten path ﬂ}ld
plunged down a gulch. Below, so Little Cayuse said,
was the camp itself. e

At that moment certain sotunds reached Buffalo Bill's
ears which assured him that the Yaquis were in the
_saddle. Then there sounded the rush of unshod hoots,
which rapidly died away.

“They’re off!” ejaculated Wild Bill. :

“Air we ter foller ’em, Buffler?” demanded old No-
mad, as he climbed upon Hide-rack. ;
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“No. Follow the beaten trail. This leads soon to
some settlement, and the Indians will—like enough
—make a flank attack upon that very settlement. Come
on, boys!”

In a moment their own horses were racing along the
narrow path through the woods. The way was rough,
and they could not see twenty yards ahead at any time.
But suddenly they rounded a spur of the hill and came
out upon a narrow plateau. From this height they
could see down into a valley where a small stream
meandered.

The group of houses below could scarcely be called
a village; it was like an enlarged rancho. And at this
hour—before actual sunrise—there was not a soul in
sight about the buildings or in the cultivated fields
which surrounded the group of human habitations.

The grain was yellow for the harvest, and there
were acres and acres of it about the rancho. At that
hour it was a most peaceful scene that the scout and
his friends looked upon as they drew rein upon the
plateau.

Then, in an instant, it was changed. Out of a gorge
across the valley there suddenly rode the head of the
column of Yaquis that they had been following for
fifteen hours or more. It was too late for the Ameri-
cans then to warn the people of the big rancho.

The Indians divided their forces, and the two col-
umns rode away from'the mouth of the gorge in either
direction. One column forded the stream and spurred
around the valley to the east. The other came in the
other direction, and, as the thin line of reds strung out,
they began to yell! Their war cries must have been .
the first sounds to arouse the inhabitants of the group
of houses in the middle of the plain by the river.

Out of these houses ran the people like ants—and
most of them just as they leaped from .l..ir beds! The
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Americans could see women and children running

about in terror; the men seemed to get their arms and

try to make preparation to receive the Yaquis when
they should charge near enough to meet the Mexican
bullets.

But this did not happen at once. The Indians
seemed ‘determined to surround the whole plantation
first. and, although there were more than twoscore
of the reds in sight, they were still entering from the
gorge. The war party was much larger than Buffalo
Bill and his three companions had believed.

CHAPTER XXV.
THE BURNING OF THE GRAIN CROP.

Old Nomad smelled the battle like an old war horse, °
?:.dl the fac‘t thlat the people threatened by the Indiar;

id were “only greasers” was seemi
by the old redskingﬁghter. e

“Suft.erin' catamounts, Buffler! D'ye see wot them
poor critters down thar is up erg’inst? Thar’ll be er
massacree !”’

“Not if we can it!” cri i il i
Lo prevent it!” cried Wild Bill, quite
?ut the king of scouts restrained his companions.

IVValt a little. Let us see what it is all about. There
looks to be too big a party for us to swallow down and
digest comfortably. We must go slow,” was Buffalo
Bill's advice.

_And it seemed to be mighty good advice, for the In-
dians continued to appear from the gorge until there
were between fifty and sixty of them in sight. They
seemed to follow a strict plan, and their discipline was
quite perfect. :

By this .time the Mexicans at the center of the valley
were l)t:zlelg' about like a nestful of bald-headed hor-
g_e'ts. %th_thﬁy did not accomplish anything. The In-

lans circling the valley kept out of the reach of the
guns, and* Buffalo Bill and his friends, being out of
sight of hoth parties, watched the trend of affairs with

¢en 1nterest.

theR:,tc;?g their hardy ponies, the Yaquis sped around

5 \a_ey, keeping close to the rising ground and on

o outer edge of the grain fields. As they traveled,
wever, the leading Indians were allowed to get

-
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farther and farther apart until, in a very few minutes,
the entire valley was surrounded by the chain of reds.
There was no escape for the Mexicans unless they
fought their way through this chain.

And it did not seem to be the Mexicans’ intention to
try this. Although some of the settlers were armed
with rifles, and the Indians appeared to have no fire-
arms, the whites did not possess any great degree of
courage. DBesides, there was but a handful of the
armed Mexicans, and sixty Indians was an army.

From the plateau the Americans could see all that
went on. They saw the half-dressed women and chil-
dren driven back into the principal house. The armed
men did not venture forth from the settlement; but,
posted on the roofs of the outbuildings, they could
watch every move of the redskins.

And the actions of the Yaquis seemed to have been
deliberately planned, and the plan was being carried
out without a hitch. Once stationed around the valley,
it suddenly became noticeable that the redskins—every
mother’s son of them—bore something beside their
ordinary arms.

Behind each man was a bundle of straw, or débris of
some kind, and this had been strapped with a thong to
the pony’s back. At the far end an Indian tossed up
his spear and caught it again dexterously. It was a
signal. Instantly every red slid off of his pony, and,
holding the beast by its long riata, plumped the bundle
of straw upon the ground and stooped above it.

“Whatever in the world are those reds doing now?”
demanded Wild Bill, vastly interested by these strangé
proceedings.

“Tt’s a grand-stand play they are making, whatever
it is,” said Buffalo Bill, but he was puzzled himself.

Tt was Little Cayuse who first discovered what the
reds were really up to.
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“Wuh! Pa-e-has-ka see spark fly? Injun, him got
flint stone and steel. Sabby ?” X

“And by the e-tarnal fishhooks!” burst out old
Nomad. “He’s right.  Them red raskils is a-strikin’
fire. 'Waugh!”

“They’re burning the bunches of grass they got,”
murmured Wild Bill. :

“By Heaven! I see through it now,” ejaculated Buf-
falo Bill. “It’s the grain—there they go!”

Indeed, as he spoke, more than half the Indians had
succeeded in getting their bundles of débris alight. In-
stantly they leaped to the backs of their ponies, and
with the blazing bundles of rubbish bounding behind
them at the ends of the riatas, they charged directly

through the grain fields!

These fields were divided by no fences. Here and

}hcl:e was a path which the Mexicans used; but the
ndians paid no attention to these. Following routes

which made the spokes of a wheel toward the group
of houses, the reds tore through the maize and other

p grains, the flaming packages at the ends of their ropes
setting a dozen fires a minute !

'It had to be quick work; otherwise the hair ropes
would burn off and the fire would not spread as rap-
idly as the Indians wished.

The Mexicans dared not go out and face the Yaquis,
;llor ‘could the four spectators on the hill overlooking
le“ scene do aught to halt the destruction.
B'llh s a blamed mean job, Pard Cody,” grunted Wild
il “But it ain’t our funeral.” '
. _[I am not sure whether it is our business or not,”
ald Buffalo Bill, much troubled. “If those redskins

: Cha'fge that crowd there and try to kill the women and

abieg—

Waugh I grunted old Nomad, “{Then it’s sure our




16+ The Burning of the Grain Crop.

bizness, Buffler.
ceedin’.”

“No, we can’t,” agreed Wild Bill. “But if they don't
do anything but burn the corn

“We'll hold off for a while,” said the famous scout.
“The Indians are too many for us to monkey with if
we don't have to

Just then the rifles began popping in the valley.
They could just hear the explosions, and the puffs of
white smoke betrayed the fact of each discharge. Sud-
denly one of the cavorting Indian ponies went down in
a heap. A bullet had evidently found its billet in the
beast's body—and in a vital spot, for the pony did not
rise.

Its rider, however, got up in a hurry. He had been

one of the most successful in setting the grain afire.

He was now surrounded by leaping flames—flames
through which he would have cruelly forced his pony,
but which evidently intimidated the warrior.

The onlookers could see him running about—first i
one direction and then in another., He was evidentlya
frightened redskin, and just here the fire burned

brightly and threatened completely to surround him. 3
He was shut off by the wall of flames from all sides &

save that directly toward the settlement.

Buffalo Bill and his friends, from the heights, could |

see all this drama: and it was evident to them that the

dismounted Indian’s tribesmen had not observed his |

trouble. They continued to ride swiftly back and forth
through the grain, carrying the fire wherever they
rode. None paid the slightest attention to the one dis
mounted.

Desperately this fellow plunged toward the Mex
cans who, partly hidden as they lay on the roofs, conld
see him plainly. Several took pot shots at him, af

“We can't stand fer thet thar pere |
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just as the Indian got beyond the line of fire for a
moment, one of the bullets evidently struck him.

He whirled about and fell—knocked down by the
impact of the rifle ball. But the wound did not appear
to he serioms. At least, through his powerful field
glasses Buffalo Bill could see the wounded Yaqui
streaking it through the unburned grain—wriggling
like a serpent, and close to the ground in an attempt to
reach the river.

But two of the Mexicans, emboldened by the fact
that the reds did not seem to have the courage to at-
tack them, dropped off the roofs of the buildings and
ran after the escaping and wounded enemy. The Ya-
qui stumbled on, unnoticed by his friends, but his
course revealed both to the pursuing Mexicans and
the Americans on the heights.

Suddenly the Mexicans both, fired again at the Ya-
qui. The latter plunged forward on his knees, and,
for a moment, lay still. Then the wind carried a sea of
flame between the Mexicans and their prey—indeed,
the fire seemed actually to pass over the spot where
the latter lay.

The Mexicans turned and ran back out of the grain
field, and were pursued to its edge by the fire.

“Waugh!” exclaimed old Nomad. “Thet thar was a
near 'scape fer them oilers—wot? And th’ Injun is
done fer.”

“Not sof” ejaculated Buffalo Bill, with enthusiasm,
f9r he could admire courage and grit displayed by
either red or white. ““There goes the Yaqui!”

“Where, Pard Cody?” demanded Wild Bill. .

Then they all four saw the smoking, blackened shape
that dashed forward, out of the smoke, and plunged
mto the river! The wounded Indian had been able
to reach the stream.
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CHAPTER XXVI.

MAKING FRIENDS ON BOTH SIDES.

Buffalo Bill shut the glasses with a sharp snap and
slipped them into their case again.

“That’s a plucky redskin. He’s paddling down
stream this minute, with only his face above water.
See it, Hickok?”’ said the scout.

“I bet you're right,” declared Wild Bill, with i
terest.

“We can mosey along that way,” said Buffalo Bill, 3

with a gesture. “There's a good scrub growth to hide
us from the reds on the mountain side. Besides, they'te
too much interested in what they’re doing below. They
haven’t spotted this fellow in the river at all.”

“But say, Buffler!” objected Nomad. “S’pose them
reds charge the settlemint?”

“They are not going to attempt it. They have a
hearty respect for the Mexicans’ guns. They are
merely doing them as much harm as possible. The
spoiling of the grain is a trick that beats killing off a
few of the greasers. Whoever is engineering this
campaign against the Mexicans is quite a general—
for a red!”

Little Cayuse already had his pinto under way, for
he was interested in the Indian that had made the break
through the fire line and plunged into the river. Theré
was an increased hubbub in the valley, and the smoke
and flames hid many of the wildly riding Yaquis. The
smoke drifted across the houses, too, and only the

flashes of the guns from that vicinity revealed the 3
g‘esence—and alertness—of the Mexicans to Buffalo

ill and his friends.

The quartet rode swiftly down the hillside to the
D et '
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river's brink. They were hidden there by a piece of
wood that touched the river in this vicinity. And they
were not far ahead of the half-drowned Yaqui.

The current of the river was so swift that, when he
was out of sight of the besieged Mexicans, the injured
Indian could not beat his way ashore. Nor did any of
his tribal friends observe him.

Little Cayuse, with old Nomad, a lariat around his
waist, rode his pinto straight out from the bank, gmd
there, while the pony fought to keep his feet against
the current, the Piute youth coiled his own rope and
flung the noose of it over the bobbing head of the
Yaqui.

The red man struggled to escape the coil, and was
nigh choked to death before they could get him ashore.
But once on dry land the prisoner quickly discovered
that he was among friends, and not enemies. :

The fellow seemed to understand that these Ameri-
canos would not have taken the trouble to save him
from the stream if they had meant him harm. Be-
sides, he could understand some Spanish. '

“You are a follower of Xuku, the Yaqui?” de-
manded Buffalo Bill, when the red had coughed the
water out of his lungs and could sit up on the shore
of the river.

“Si, Americano.” :

“Is Xuku with those Yaquis now attacking the
Mexican village ?”

“Si, Americano. You are Pa-e-has-ka?” returned
the redskin, with some difficulty.

“I am,” said the scout.

“Then Yaqui and Pa-e-has-ka friends. Pa-e-has-
ka's braves my friends,” he added, with a gesture thal

- took in the scout’s three companions.

“Glad to hear“it,” grunted Wild Bill.
“Who is your chief—who leads yonder?”” demanded
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Buffalo Bill, pointing toward the valley where the noise
of the desultory firing proclaimed that the battle was
still in progress.

“Kuku,” said the young Indian, with pride.

“But he does not expect to kill those Mexicans?"

‘We spoil harvest. We drive out yellow-faced men
They steal our lands. We spoil their crops. They
starve if stay. Ugh! Xuku cunning man.”

Buffalo Bill was somewhat relieved at this news,
however. He had suspected that the Indian attack
would not compass the death of the Mexicans because
of the Yaqui’'s hearty respect for firearms.

This Yaqui's name proved to be Sindra, and he was
an intelligent fellow. From him Buffalo Bill gaineda
considerable knowledge of the movement of the Ya-

qui Indians against their age-old oppressors. It wasa

young man'’s movement. The young bloods of the
tribe were following Xuku and other young chieftains.
They were forming war parties and striking small set
tlements and villages where the Mexicans had tres
passed upon what the Yaquis believed to be their oW
lands.

The headquarters of the fighting tribesmen was if
the mountains to the westward—in that great range
lying between the States of Chihuahua and Sonora.
From those mountain fastnesses the bands of young
bucks were riding forth to strike the whites and 10
lay waste their fields.

This Sindra was an enthusiastic partisan in the fight
and Buffalo Bill was careful to drop no hint that he
and his friends were friendly with the Mexicans. Bt
before letting the Yaqui go to rejoin his party, that was
then drawing off through the same gorge by which they
had entered the valley, the scout made him a present of
a good pocketknife and told him to carry to the chieh
Xuku, the news that Pa-e-has-ka was in the neight
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borhood and would like to have a conference with the
Yaqui chieftain.

They fed the Yaqui then, and let him go. And the
four travelers were themselves glad to get a comfort-
able meal again before moving on. Fear of attracting
the attention of these very Indians had kept the party
from having a fire the evening before.

Now they saddled up again, and, before mid-fore-
noon, rode into the flame-scorched valley. The de-
struction of the maize fields had been complete. The
Mexican farmers had lost their entire crop, and, when
Buffalo Bill and his friends reached the settlement, they
learned that all the stock of the place had been run off,
likewise—save a cow or two that were being milked
for the children and were therefore kept close to the
houses overnight.

The active men were already marching about the val-
ley, their guns on-their shoulders—very brave indeed
now that the redskins had disappeared. Nobody had
been in the least injured by the Indians, although sev-
eral flights of arrows had been shot at the houses be-
fore the Yaquis retired.

The oldest man at the place—his name was Manuel,
and he was as [ittle and as wrinkled and as aged-loqk—
ing as a grandfather monkey—sat on a bench beside
the door of one of the casa. He wagged his head and
talked with the Americanos in broken English: :

“Madre di Dios! these young folk would not believe
me—me, Manuel, who haf lived so long! T told them
trouble on wings was coming. I awoke my son—Ugh!
he is a fool, sefiores. He would.not believe what
Manuel say.” :

“And you knew the Indians were coming?” asked
Buffalo Bill, smiling,

“Si, seiior.” .

“How was that, old father?’
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“Because, as I sat at the window before dawn—oh,

an hour and more before dawn—I saw the spectral
rider pass the house—Si, seiior, I, Manuel, saw him”

“The spectral rider!” exclaimed Wild Bill, nudging
the scout. “Hear that, Pard Cody?”

“And what is this spectral rider?” demanded Buf-
falo Bill, with interest.

“The headless horseman,” replied Manuel, wagging
his head. “It betokens trouble—always!”

’

“Waugh!” gasped Nomad. “Whiskizoos! Wot did
g gasy

I tell ye, Buffler, erbout thet thar critter we seen?”

But Buffalo Bill hushed him and turned to the old ° »

Mexican again, asking:

“Who is the headless horseman, daddy?”

“Quien sabe? Nobody knows, but many have seet.
Anciently he rode the border, it is said. Now he re-

turns. It foretells trouble—much trouble and danger.”

Later, when the scout interrogated the younger
Mexicans, all were unanimous in scoffing at Father
Manuel. The old man said he had seen a strange and
headless man ride furiously through the settlement
before dawn. Such a rider was the subject of a legend
in the country thereabout; but nobody had of recent
years spoken of seeing the apparition.

“Ah!” mumbled Manuel, wagging his head; “all the
young are fools. It is only the old who know.”

But, although they were plainly on the heels of the
mysterious being Buffalo Bill and his pards had seet
back at the ruined hacienda, there was another thing
that was not at all clear. The scout made inquiries
of the Mexicans regarding the bandit, Silvernail. Had

he been observed in this vicinity recently? Did they -

know anything at all about the outlaw?

And while the denials were vociferous, they did not 3

sound honest. At least, so Cody confided to Wild Bill
“I believe that either the greasers are more scared
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of Silvernail than they are of the Yaquis, or else the
outlaw is friendly with the whole crowd here. And,
perhaps, their scoffing at the headless horseman has a
meaning, too. For that masquerader is an outlaw,
also. You can take my word for it.”

“T'll take your word, all right, Pard Cody,” grum-
bled Wild Bill. “But, by gorry! I'm mighty sorry we
lost him so easy last night. And we've lost the mail

i robbers, too. And this Silvernail seems as elusive as

a drop of quicksilver.”

“Ah! but all these trails seem to léad toward the Rio
Grande. We'll be there in less than twenty-four hours,
Hickok,” declared the king of scouts. “Perhaps some=
thing will turn up then.”




CHAPTER XXVIIL
TROUBLE AT DEL VERDE.

“Major Gordon Lillie,” read Albona Ben, slowly
spelling out the writing on the register of the Grand
Hotel at Del Verde, just across the Rio Grande in the
Big Bend country of Texas. The Big Bend, in those
days, was famous for its border riders, and bad men
generally. Two hundred miles wide, from point to
point on the Rio Grande, it was sparsely settled gnd
made good hiding ground for smugglers and the like.
The few towns scattered along the river’s edge were
bad places for a timid man to be caught in—especially.
if he rode alone.

And the guest who had written his name as quoted
above on the Del Verde hotel book, had ridden into
town alone that very afternoon.

“Who is this hombre?”’ demanded Albona Ben, of
Chihi Pinkney, the bartender.

“Thet thar's all the statement he gimme,” replied
Chihi, nodding at the book.

“What-for sort of a lookin’ feller is this hyer
major?” asked another idler, who had trailed in after
Albona Ben, hoping for a drink.

“Is he er sure-'nuff major in the army?” gruffly de-
“manded the big and ugly frontiersman known as Al-
bona Ben. “We ain’t welcomin’ no sojers down in this
yere kentry.” ‘

“You better ax him,” said Chihi carelessly. “He
got a room, turned in, an* didn’t even buy no drink.”

“Didn’t buy a drink!”

It was uttered in’a simultaneous roar of horrified

)s_urprise, and by the whole company before the bar.
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'.l‘hqt.is, by all but one man save the bartender. This
mdividual was the only man who looked like a Mexi-
can in the establishment. He wore velvet, bell-muz-
zled trousers, and d jacket of the same material, all
trimmed with silver braid, and his high-crowned hat
was heavy with bullion cord. He wore a tightly
curling black beard, and his eyes were very sharp and
bright, while his full lips were startlingly red. Ile was
not with the riotous fellows at the bar; but that was
not to be wondered at, as they probably would not have
welcomed a greaser as a familiar companion.

Albona Ben was taking the lead in the discussion of
the stranger who patronized a Del Verde hotel without
likewise patronizing its bar.

“Sech a crawfish as thet ain't got no right to a decent
lo('lgin’ I” the big borderman bellowed. “Why, ’twas
a insult to the Grand Hotel of Del Verde, an’ to them
that does patronize et. Ain't thet so, pardners?”

“You're mighty right, old son!” cried one who was
eager to see trouble begin for the stranger. '

“Whar is this yere major?"’ roared big Ben.

The barkeep told them which room the guest occu-
pied.

, “Rouse him out o’ that!” commanded the bully.
“We wanter see him. We wanter see him drink. An’
ef he won’t drink, gosh-all-Friday ! we'll see him dance!
Ain’t thet so, boys?”’

The boys were eager and willing to see any tender-
foot or stramger made a monkey of, and they ac-
quiesced joyfully in the program that Albona Ben laid
out. The bartender, nothing loath, seized a piece of
two-by-four scantling and went to a certain part of the
long horroem. The house was mainly all one room on
the first floor, the kitchen being in a shed at the back.
The big barroom was not plastered. The beams and
planks-of the single floor above were uncovered.” Those

£
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heams and planks were marked off in red chalk into
squares, or oblongs, the marks following the partitions
of the sleeping rooms on the second floor. It was &
handy arrangement when a guest left word for an
early call; there being no bell boys in this hotel. The
barkeper and clerk merely walked out under that sec-
tion of bare floor above which the aforesaid guest lay,
and thumped upon the boards with a piece of scantling
until he was assured that the sleeper was aroused.

Now the bartender proceeded to pick out the square
which marked the bedroom occupied by the guest who
had signed the register that afternoon, and then beat
a tattoo on the planks which made them jump.

Instantly somebody in boots was heard to spring
off the couch upon the floor. Albona Ben led the roar
of laughter that followed. The gang became quiet,
however, as the bartender returned to his usual place,
so that they might hear what the man upstairs was
doing.

They were not left in doubt upon this point for a
moment. The guest had evidently been lying on the
bed fully dressed. He walked firmly across the floor,
opened the sagging door of his room, which moaned
painfully as it was drawn back, and then they heard
him start for the stairs.

The stairway was open, and for half its length could
be viewed from the big barroom. The gang before the
bar stared eagerly as the guest began to appear com-
ing down the stairs. First came his high, polished rid-
ing boots, with good-sized spurs in the heels. Above
the boots appeared yellow riding breeches. And then
came into view a belt, with a pair of holsters, and those
holsters each contained a most businesslike-looking
gun, with a long barrel. Beside this hardware the
gold-adorned handle of a great bowie was in evidence
at the belt as well.
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There was a murmur from the gang. This man
coming down the stairs was armed for war, and no
mistake !

And he was no tenderfoot, decked out in weapons
that he did not know how to use. That was evident
the moment that his face came into view. He was
bronzed, handsome, with keen eyes, and a devil-may-
care air about him that made even Albona Ben hesi-
fate.

The stranger shot at the group a single glance ; noted
their attitudes and weapons, and then shifted his gaze
to the bartender. And he looked somewhat irritated as
he strode to the end of the bar and beckoned the server
of liquid refreshments to him.

“Are you the inconsiderate son of a road runner
who just disturbed my siesta?’ he demanded, in a low
voice, but with a glint in his eye that made the bar-
keeper feel a draft on the back of his neck. “Don’t
you allow a guest a night's occupancy of a room when
he has paid for it in this shack? Come! I'm speaking
to you.”

The chill traveled straight down the fellow’s spine
and back again, and he swallowed hard before he could
speak. The guest made no threatening move toward
his weapons, but his eyes punctured the very lining of
the harkeep’s soul.

,  These—these gents was wantin’ you to drink with
em,” faltered the barkeeper stammeringly.

The stranger overlooked the gang before the bar in
2 way that made some of them shiver. But Albona !

« Ben bluffed well.

“Say, you Major What's-yer-name!” he growled.

“Ye needn’t walk all over thet sandpiper. It's me

called you down.”
“Oh, it was you, eh?” returned the stranger, and he
slipped along the bar with a catlike motion that made

e
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several of the other men get quickly out of his path and
left him face to face with their leader.

“That's wot I said!” said Ben. “I want ye ter drink
wi' me—understand ?”

“On-she-ma-da! I imderstand what yeu say,”
purred the other. “But I dom't understand what rigl}t

w stiff like you has to interfere with a gemtleman's

aceful dreams! That is what I don’t understand.”

If he mtended this for a stick to stir up the caged
wild beast in Albona Ben's soul, it succeeded. With a
roar the bully swept his left arm aside, pitching his
nearest friends away from the bar, and with his right
he grabbed a gun. And then he found that he had
hold of eone of the mast foolish and useless weapons
that the brain of man ever mvented!

A loaded revolver, in the hand of a man with a quick
eye and steady merves, is sometimes a most appealing
argument in an emergency. But there are times when
such a weapon is of less value than a lone deuce m
a poker deck. This was one of those occasions!

Big Ben had scarcely gripped his gun when he found
the point of a long and glittering bowie tickling his
bewhiskered chin. The razorlike point of the bowie
man’s blade fairly scratched Albona Ben’s cuticle. The
fellow might have pulled the trigger of the gun he had
drawn, but his antagonist would have pitched forward
upon him, and that terrible knife would have slit Al-
bona Ben's wizzand like that of a dressed fowl.

The Del Verde gang of ruffians had tried to “start
something” with this stranger. It looked right then
as though that “something” wasn’t gomg to work out
altogether as the ruffians expected.

CHAPTER XXVIII.
TWO STARTLING EPISODES.

“Put up your gun!”

The stranger in Del Verde, who had so astonished
the gang that evidently ran the town about as it
pleased, spoke no louder than before; but Albona Ben
E!Jeyed just as quick as his trembling hand would let

im,
~ “That’s better,” said Major Gordon Lillie, and he
flashed his knife back into its sheath. “Gun fighting
is all _rivgi‘.t, my friend; but the man with the bowie
can slit you down the vest like a dried codfish, while
you are trying to crook your finger around the trigger
of a gun. Sabby?”

“You murderin’ greaser!” panted the evidently
frightened bully. “I believe yow'd ha’ plunked me wi’
thet thar toad sticker, too!”

_ “On-she-ma-da!” exclaimed the bowie man; “you’re
just right! T certainly would have punctured you be-
fore you could bore a hole in me with that gun.”

“And 1 was only invitin’ ye ter have a drink!”
whined Ben. :

“I don’t drink.”

“Waal! a re’l white man don’t fight wi’ a knife,”
grunted Albona Ben. “Thet thar’s a greaser’s trick.”

“You ought to tell that to Colonel Jim Bowie,”
chuckled the stranger.

“Waal, we don’t count a man a re’l man yere in Del
Verde "nless he kin shoot some,” declared Albona Ben,
gradually getting back some of his courage.

“Oht is that what’s eating you?” returned Pawnee
Bill good-naturedly. ‘ ¢
<] L)
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He turned to the frightened barkeeper and asked
for a handful of corks. The man handed over five,
Pawnee Bill placed two of them on the end of the bar,
and at a distance of four or five inches apart. Then he
turned with the other three in his hand and waved the
men aside as he drew one of his guns.

“I'm perfectly willing, gents,” he said, “to’ prove
that I can shoot, but it isn’t my way to practice on any
man’s carcass. A man is a big mark, anyway—a
greenhorn ought to hit him at almost any distance with
a good gun. But here are three corks—and there are
two standing on the end of the bar. My back’s to the
bar, and the two corks are eight yards away—eh "

“About, stranger,” grunted Albona Ben.

“All right. Now, I'm going to toss these three corks
into the air. T'll split all of ’em, one shot to each, and,
as I'm shooting, this bewhiskered old son,” indicating
Albona Ben, “can sing out which o’ them corks at the
end of the bar he wants shot off with the fourth ball—
the left one, or the right. Savez, old son?”

“I'm on,” grunted Albona Ben, while -the others
were backing out of range.

At once Pawnee Bill tossed up the three corks. They

spread apart in a fan shape, and his gun popped three |

times in lightning succession. Above the explosions
of the cartridges the booming voice of Albona Ben
shouted :

Sueft]?

And the left cork on the bar leaped against the dis= '
“tant wall in pieces, for Pawnee Bill whirled like a top ¢

and caught it with his fourth shot.

- An exc]al}mtion of wonder burst in chorus from the ,
lips of the eight or ten men present. The shots broughf *

into the hotel a number of loiterers from the streef,
and the barkeeper was instantly made busy passing ouf

> liquid refrﬂ-“?““'_“:fs to the men who wished to pousi

L]
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libations to the stranger who had proved himself such a
dever shot.

Pawnee Bill was excused from drinking, even Al-
hona Ben admitted that such a quick trigger and handy
man with the bowie deserved to have some indiosyn-
crasy—Ilike being tee-total—if he wished. The noisy
crowd gathered around Pawnee Bill and congratulated
him, being as suddenly friendly as they had been un-
friendly in the beginning. : P

“I reckon you air the Gordon Lillie that’s pard wi
thet thar Buffler Bill Cody we hear so much ghout
down yere, heh?” queried one old-timer. “Aint you
the feller they calls Pawnee Bill?” :

“That is what I am called at times,” agreed the
visitor to Del Verde. i

“Waal,” declared Albona Ben, “ef ye'd signed thet
name to the hotel register ye wouldn't hey been dis-
turbed in yer sleep, friend.” i |

“What’s yer business down yere, Pawnee Bill—not
that I'm cur’ous?” queried another of the men. :

“T expect to meet Buffalo Bill and some of my other
pards along the river here,” returned Pawnee care-
lessly. ;

“TFhey ’'round yere, too?’

hty \:’Ce)rcac)russ the river when T saw them last,”
said Pawnee.

“Wot! in greaser territory?” . e

“Yes. I only crossed over from Mexico myseli 1asfl |
evening,” said Pawnee. e -

A 1§n tell ye wot's brought ye down inter the Big
Bend ‘kentry,” said Albona Ben, “an’ T kin tell ye
quick.” He smote his hairy hand on the bar in em-
ghasis, and flung another glass of liquor under his

elt. ] ‘
“All right, old son. Maybe you can,” admitted |
awnee, ncncommittally.

)

b
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- “I heered tell of yer bein’ down on old Sefior
J Junipe’s rancho a fortnight ergo. And I hearn tell thet
| the old sefior had a visitor thar from acrosst the Rio
. Grande.”

“Well ?”

“Thet visitor was Silvernail!” declared Albona Ben.

“Humph! we don’t know that,” said Pawnee Bill.

“He shot down Pasquale, the blacksmith, didn’t he?
And Pasquale was a decent sort—for a greaser. Sil-
vernail done it, all right—and Buffalo Bill and his
pards have been after that same holdup gent ever since.
Ain’t I right?”

“You think you are, anyway,” grunted Pawnee Bill,
not at all anxious to have the affairs of his chieftain
discussed in this open manner.

At that moment the Mexican—he with the black,
curling beard—stole out of the hotel. He went 1o
farther than the porch that ran the entire front of the
building.

Nightfall was approaching. There were few people
in the single street of Del Verde. The man who ap-
peared to be a greaser cast swift glances up and down
this street; then he crept to the nearest window, look-
ing into the barroom which he had just left.

Pawnee Bill, surrounded by several of the natives
of the settlement, including "Albona Ben, was now
seated at one of the round tables. The Del Verdeans
were drinking, but the bowie man refused their press-
mg invitations to partake of the liquid refreshments
on sale at the bar of the Grand Hotel.

The man outside the window glared in upon the
scene, his black eyes glittering like those of a rock
rattler when it is about to strike. Another glance he
shot in either direction along the darkening street.
There was nc human being in sight at the moment!

With the rapidity of lightning the bearded man
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drew a gun from beneath his blouse. He aimed qulcklyZ :
through the window, and his hand was as steady as @ |
rock. The finger pressed the trigger the next second, |
and there was a crash of glass and a wild yell of agony,
within the room!
fr?j;aping away from the window, the mgrde;er
vaulted the porch rail and then ran like the wind for
twenty yards up the street. There was a horse rack
in front of the general store, and tied to the rack were :
several ponies. The bearded man selected one to |
mount, slashed the tie reins of the o‘thers with his .
knife, and, leading the ponies“behind his own, set out
he road at a pounding gallop. .
uPI-tIi;3 little cava%cade w%s at the edge of the town
before anybody appeared from the hotel, for gv};:ry- |
body in the barroom had run first to see who had been |
shot. ?
Circumstances had favored the murderer thus far.
At the edge of the town he let the other po}me% gﬁ
where they listed, while he spurred ahead on the bac
of the best of the bunch. If there was pursuit 1t was
s0 far behind that the fugitive heard no sound of it!




CHAPTER XXIX.
BESIEGED.

The man who looked so much like a Mexican, and
avho dressed like a well-to-do ranchero from across the
Rio Grande, had been paid very little attention while
he was in the barroom of the Grand Hotel. He had
watched all that went on; he had observed the marks-
manship of Pawnee Bill; he had seen him make friends
with the rough hangers-on of the hotel.

And he had heard, too, all that was said at the bar.
He had been present when Silvernail’s name was men-
tioned, and he had observed that Pawnee Bill did not
deny that he and his friends were endeavoring to mark
and run to earth the border bandit who was known
far and wide by that name.

For some reason—and that reason could be found
among the facts above related—the man with -the
curling black beard, which made his face look so long
and sallow, was an enemy to Pawnee Bill. It was the
bowie man whom he watched through the window,
and it was at Buffalo Bill's pard that he aimed his gun
when he fired the fatal shot that threw the barroom of
the hotel into confusion.

But at the very moment of pulling the trigger Paw-
nee Bill had flung himself sideways in his chair. He
had chanced to look up, seen the evil face at the win-

dow, and intuitively realized that peril threatened. [

It was an act quite involuntary; but it surely saved
Pawnee Bill's life. The bullet smashed the windows
pane, raised the hair upon Pawnee’s forehead, and a
wild yell from beyond him marked the impact of the
ball. A man sitting at another table—an entirely if-
offensive fellow—received the ball at the base of his
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brain, and was probably dead before the yell was well
out of his mouth! :

The rabble rushing together, overturning chairs and
tables, held Pawnee Bill in the midst of the Cr0§\'d
for several moments. But he_was first to get outside
the door and see the murderer, with the band Qf ponies,
disappearing in the distance. And right behind Paw-
nee was the huge figure of Albona Ben.

“Thet’s th’ greaser!” roared the big fellow.
gosh-all-Friday! Ie's got my hoss!”

" “And mine! And mine!” was the chorus of several
who appeared from the store and the hotel.

In fact, the murderer had been smart enough to
grab every horse in sight, and so retard the chase
which, he knew, would be begun as quickly as possible.
No Mexican could shoot a white man down in Del
Verde without paying the final penalty—if he were
caught,

3ut while the Del Verdeans scurried hither and yon
for horses, Pawnee. Bill knew just where his mount was
—in the shed behind the hotel. He got it in two min-
utes. When he arrived before the hotel again big
Ben, and a few others, had managed to secure steeds.

“Come on!” shouted Pawnee Bill. “Let the others
trail after us. You boys know the trails hereabouts.
Let's stick close to the tail of that skunk!” 55

“Right you are, major!” roared Albona Ben. “Stick
to me, and T warrant we’ll run down thet thar greaser.
He had no bizness killin’ Lone Joe Appleby. Appleby
never did him no dirt.” ;

“The pistol ball was meant for me,” said E’awnee,
as they rode out of town. “No doubt. of that.

“Think so?” gasped Ben.

“I saw him at the window.
just in time.”

“Then you know that greaser ?”

“ ’_\ ll’

1 flung myself back

|
|

\
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“Never set eyes on him before—tnat I know of.”

“Didn’t you see him in the. hotel ?”

“Why—I saw him,” admitted Pawnee; “but I didn't

give him any particular attention, old son.”

¢ “He's been hangin’ around yere for a day or two,”
l" said one of the other Del Verdeans, who rode close
| to Pawnee Bill, now in the lead of the furiously rid-
ing cavalcade.

“Gosh-all-Friday !” yelled Albona Ben. “He'll sure
hang around yere a hull lot—w’en we gits our fins
on him.”

[ There was no time for further conversation. The
. crowd of pursuers were riding just as fast as their
- horses could lay hoofs to the ground. The evening
{ was deepening, and the greaser had every chance of
| escaping—if he knew the territory at all.
. The fellow had taken the trail up the river, how-
| ever. Big Ben yelled to Pawnee that the path led toa
. ferry run by a man named Liscom, who lived on this
There was scarcely a chance that

| side of the river.
| the fugitive would leave the trail until after he passed
. the ferryman's house.
. ““And, unless I'm much mistook!” was shaken out of
| Albona Ben, as his mount pounded along, “the greaser
will try and cross by old man Liscom’s boat. Ef he
ain't tco fur ahead we'll have him sure, then.”
“How’s that? If he takes the ferryboat across the
river-——"
“We'll cut the rope—sabby ?” shouted big Ben, his
eyes shining ferociously in the semidarkness. “Ef th'
current once gits holt of thet thar driftin’ punt we

 kin ride erlong the bank an’ pick Mr. Greaser off in
time.” ‘

| - Butit was st;il_l some miles to the ferry, and the gaung
‘ behind the fugitive plied spur and quirt without mercy:
.\ The hare had never so eager a pack of hounds behind
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fim. This murderer should have laid a better plan
had he desired to commit this crime at Del Verde.

It might have been different, however, had the per-
son killed been the man whom he aimed at!

It was a question in Pawnee Bill's mind if these Del
Verdeans would have so eagerly taken up the trail of
fhe criminal had the man killed not been one of their
own friends. But his prompt leadership of the posse
had made him popular with these rough fellows. The
dead man had been well liked; the supposed .Mexman
was going to have the time of his life escaping from
the posse.

And, although it was fairly dusk by now, as the
pursuers mounted a hillock and sighted the river they ;
sighted something else. It was a single horseman |
lashing his steed along the path, and almost at the
ferry. Even Pawnee Bill knew that it was the ferry |
ahead, for he saw a single point of light dancing out |
there on the river. A '1

It was the lantern on the big punt with which the .
riverman, Liscom, ferried his customers—and t}1e1r ‘
horses—across the Rio Grande. This boat was aided
in the crossing by a great hawser that worked around |
a drum on either bank. :

The question was, was Liscom then pulling over to
the Mexican shore, or was he approaching the Texan
side? If the latter, the fugitive would be }1l<e1y to
reach the ferry just about as Liscom pulled in at the
shore. Under duress, the ferryman might help the |
murderer away from Texas, and to cut the hawser
and shoot the fugitive, as Albona Ben suggested, would
be to injure the ferryman’s property and endanger his
life as well as that of the murderer! b

So, it was with great anxiety that Pawnee BIHL
Watched the moving light on the face of the turbulent |
Waters, And, in a very few moments, be <~ that the |
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ferryman was drawing his punt closer to the Mexican
shore.
i “We'll either get that greaser at the ferry, or helll
- go on beyond,” Pawnee Bill shouted to his compan-
ions. “He'll be stuck there if he waits for that boat
to come back.”

“Ain’t you mighty right!” roared big Ben. “We
got the oiler—dead!”

As it proved, Albona Ben was a mighty poor
prophet. The fugitive was undoubtedly halted dt the

ferry. But he was better than a dozen dead men when 3

the posse reached that spot.

In the first place they found big Ben's horse lying
on the ground before the door of Liscom’s cottage.
The beast had fallen and was unable to get up.

“The cruel critter!” roared the owner of the steed
“That’s another count against the greaser. Whar's the
murderer gone?”

His answer was a shot from the darkened house and -

a bullet that'spun the hat from Ben’s head. Instantly
the posse scurried to a distance.

The fugitive had got into Liscom’s house. Liscom
himself was across the river, but the men from Dl

Verde looked at each other in horror and amazement. 3

“We can riddle that house—it’s nothing but a shack:
Some of you men carry heavy rifles,” said Pawnee Bill
eagerly,

But Albona Ben put up his hand.

“Gosh-all-Friday !” gasped the big fellow. “We
can’t do that, major.”

“Why not?” .

“It’s Liscom’s house,” said another of the Del Verde
men.

“What of it?”

Ben. .

“And Liscom’s folks air maybe thar.” said Albona 1
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“On-she-ma-da!” cried Pawnee B#fl. “Ifas he a

family ?”

“Yep. And they sure air white folks,” sail Ben.
“Liscom’s wife an’ darter.”

This statement put another complexion on the state
of affairs. Pawnee Bill was, for the moment, as much
at sea and quite as helpless as his companions. But
finally he said: :

“We've got to find out if the women are really in
that house—and we want to surround the building and
be sure that the greaser doesn’t escape.”

“That’s right, too,” agreed Albona Ben. “Liscom
himself will be soon back, and he can tell us, of
course.”

Meatwhile, under the directions of Pawnee, the men
spread out, keeping well away from the shack, and
made a cordon ‘around the ferryman’s home. The
fugitive would stand small chance of getting through
the line, for the moon was already rising, and it would
soon make the river bank as light as day.

Pawnee went down to the shore with Albona Ben
when the bobbing lantern proclaimed the fact that the
boat was near the Texas shore.

“Hello there, friends!” cried the ferryman. “Want
to git acrosst?” :

Ben was known to Liscom, and in a few words he
told what had happened. The ferryman leaped ashore,
and would have torn up the slope to his house—and
been shot down by the fugitive, had not Pawnee and
the other held him back. :

“Gosh-all-Friday ! don’t do that!” yelled Ben. “\We
got ter use strategy. That greaser’s got us whar th
ha't's short, an’ no mistake.” ;

“But it’s my old woman—an’ Bessie—he’s got in
thar wi' him—ef he ain’t killt ’em a'ready,” gasped

1scomn,
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“That’s very true,” said Pawnee. “But it isn’t going
to help matters a particle for you to be shot, likewise—
is it?”’

“But the villain! wot will he do to them?”

“Probably nothing.”

“I don’t b’lieve myself he'll hurt the wimmen, Liss
com,” added Albona Ben.

“You ain’t got no surety for that,” groaned the
ferryman.

“And you're mighty right there,” admitted Ben.
“But it stands ter reason th’ pesky sarpint won’t make
matters wuss for himself by doin’ them harm.”

“He knows what you boys will give him when he’s
caught,” groaned Liscom. “He’s bound to die.” |
“Yon bet he is!” agreed Ben. “He killzd Lone Joe
'Appleby—an inoffensive cuss as ever drew the breath
of life.” |

“Then wot does he care?” cried Liscom. “He kin
do any old thing to my woman and Bessie.” ‘.

“Don’t you believe it, mister,” said Pawnee Bill
soothingly. “He’s gof his hands full. He don’t know
when we will rush him. He is too scared, it’s likely, to
pay much attention to the women.”

“I got to try and git them out o’ there!” declared
Liscom wildly.

“Hold on!” exclaimed Pawnee Bill. “You leave it
to me. Let me try first, will you?” and without wait-
ing for the two to reply the bowie 1nan started up the
bank toward the ferryman’s house, in which the mure
derer lay. .

CHAPTER XXX.
PAWNEE BILL'S BRAVERY.

The bowie man had a deep scheme in his mind, buat
it took some courage—and that of a high guality—to
put it into execution. He did not believe that a fugi-
tive lying under the guns of morg than a score of des-
perate men would add to his bad estate by injuring
Liscom’s wife and daughter. But he did not blame
the ferryman for fearing for their safety. And Paw-
nee wanted the women out of the house, too.

With the women out of the way the pesse could ad-
vance and riddle the thin-walled shack with bullets.
Some of those bullets would be pretty sure to place
the supposed Mexican on his back. But this attempt
could not be made while the women were with the
fugitive.

Pawnee made a quick circuit of the house and spoke
to cach of the Del Verde men on watch. He told them
what he was about to try to do, and gave them in-
structions how to act. The door was heavily barried,
and the windows of the shack were shuttered, and the
shutters clamped into place on the inside. But there
were portholes in the shutters and in the upper part
of the heavy plank door, and through these holes every
moving object about the cabin could be scanned by the
fugitive within. :

Suddenly Pawnee appeared right in front of the
house, but so far away that the murderer—who had
secured Liscom’s own rifle to help him out—would
not be likely to try a shot at the bowie man.

“Hello, the house "’ called Pawnee loudly.

“Well, you know I am here, sefior!” shouted hack

k- fhe man who held them all at bay.
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“You know who I am?”

“T can see you clear enough to shoot you, sefior,”
snarled the man in the shack.

“If that was so,” chuckled Pawnee to Albona Ben,
who, with Liscom, stood near him, “he’d shoot me at
once. For I am the fellow he is after.

“I am Pawnee Bill. You tried to shoot me in the
hotel and killed another man. If I give you a fair
shot at me will you trade something for it?”

The man in the house evidently could not under-
stand what the bowie man was getting at. He was si=
lent for some minutes.

“Aren’t you a little hard of hearing this evening?”
drawled the bowie man.

“T don’t sabby what you mean,” grunted the be
sieged.

Pawnee repeated his statement.

“What do you want in exchange, seior ?” asked the
other quickly. ;

“Liscom’s wife and daughter,” said Pawnee quickly.
“Remember, if you injure them it will be all the worse
for you. They are in your way there. Let them out
and give them a running chance, and I will stand out
here—without my guns—and give you a shot at me."’

: “It is a trick, sefior. Am I a fool?” cried the fugi
tive.

“I don’t know whether you are a fool or not. But
my offer is no trick. It’s bona fide!”

“I shall shoot you, sefior,” cried the man from in
side.

“Well, I'm taking that chance.”

It was evident that the fugitive was secretly con
sidering the idea. He wanted to “get” Pawnee. NO
doubt of that. That desire had been the starting of his
whole trouble. In shooting at the bowie man he ha
. killed Appleby, and he now had a chance to bring aboul

Pawnee Bill's Bravery.

"the death of Pawnee Bill and so fulfill his first inten-

tion—even if, in the end, these men from Del Verde
got him.

“Come a hundred yards nearer, sefior!” shouted the
fugitive from justice.

“All right.”

“And leave your guns behind.”

“All right.”

“Let us see you start, sefier,” said the scoundrel,
with a hoarse laugh.

“Let the women out of the door first. Hold them
under your guns. Make them wait until I am near
enough to suit you, Mexican. Then, when you fire
at me, they can run.”

“Great heavens, sir!” gasped Liscom, behind the in-
trepid partner of Buffalo Bill. “You are accepting
death in their stead.”

“It’s all in the day’s work,” laughed Pawnee Bill,
with a wave of his hand.

“Gosh-all-Friday !” grumbled Albona Ben. “I don’t
like sech day’s work.”

“There’s the chance that he isn’t as good a shot as
he thinks he is—especially with your rifle, Liscom.”

“It’s murder, sir!” cried Liscom.

But Pawnee stood out farther in the moonlight and
shouted toward the house:

“I'm ready, Mexican! Let the ladies out.” .

“Throw down your guns!” commanded the man
within,

Pawnee Bill did this, tossing both his pistols to Al-
bona Ben. But as the fugitive said nothing about his
owie, the major did not remove that from its sheath.

Suddenly the voice of the fugitive was heard more
elearly.

~“Remember!” he shouted. “If any -ickery is tried
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I will kill the women on the doorstone! Am I under-
stood ?”’

Albona Ben swore at him heartily, and Liscom mut-
tered threats in his beard; but Pawnee Bill yelled in
reply : 3

“Go on, Mexican! Nobody's going to trick you.
Yow're such a fine shot that I'm going to give you an-
other chance—that’s all. Let the women out.”

The door of the shack swung suddenly halfway
open. Through the aperture appeared two slender
figures—evidently the wife and daughter of the ferry-
man.

“Now let that dog come forward—one hun}lred
yards!” cried the fugitive strongly. “Lf he doesnt do
it, T'll shoot the women. If any other men try to
creep up on me, I'll shoot the women. Do you all un-
derstand ?”

A groan answered him. Every man there knew that
the wife and daughter of the ferryman were in greater
peril than they had been before. This thing must
go through now to a finish. If Pawnee Bill's courage
failed him, the women would doubtless be sacrificed to
the rage of the murderer. A

But Pawnee Bill was laughing. He showed no s1gns
of developing a case of “cold feet.” He had agreed to
a daringly desperate act, and anybody who knew the
bowie man well would have been sure that there was
no chance of his going back on his word. He would
pace forward the hundred yards as agreed. And the
women would be saved.

The result to Pawnee Bill himself? Ah! that was
another matter entirely!

But the bowie man was the least disturbed individual
—to all appearances—at present gathered about the

ferryman’s house. He calmly secured a cigar from his

hat, bit off the end, ignited a match and then the ¢igah
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\and, complacently puffing on the weed, advanced the
number of paces demanded by the murderer. ‘

The ignited cigar glowed brightly, and, even if a

| shadow chanced to cover the moon, its glowing point

would reveal Pawnee Bill’s situation to the man who
desired his life. It would seem as though this cigar
smoking was a bit of uncalled-for bravado.

On the other hand, however, it was the single thing
Pawnee did to try and keep from being shot. That
red point of the cigar could not fail to attract the at-
tention of the man drawing a deadly bead upon him.
If a man aims a gun at your heart he stands a pretty
good chance of hitting some part of your anatomy.
But the head is a much smaller object, and much more
difficult to hit at a long range. The glowing cigar
point, if it caused the murderer to aim at Pawnee Bill's
head, would lessen the chance of the bowie man being
hit at all. ?

Finally the man in the house yelled: “Stop!”

Pawnee Bill had not advanced the hundred yards;
nor had he expected to. The fellow in the house was
fearful of trickery, and, despite his wishing to make
a target of Pawnee Bill, he feared to let him come too
near.

On the other hand, Pawnee was very sure that the

fellow would shoot first at him; then the women would

tun and their chance for escape was excellent. It
would help the murderer not at all to shoot down
either of the women.

The moonlight revealed objects before the house
very clearly. Yet there is a quality about moonlight
that makes it difficult. It casts such very black shad-
ows—and so uncertain. Figures standing in the flood
of white brilliance seem, too, to have a halo about

them, (

Pawnee, when he was told to stop, turned his side [

o
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to the partly open door of the shack and fo'ded his
arms. But his face he kept full-front to the house
and puffed strongly on the cigar. The glowing point
was plain enough, but the smoke helped to make the
position of his head uncertain.

“Stand there!” yelled the man behind the barricade,

Pawnee Bill-made no move. He seemed quite un-
conscious of any danger. Yet at any moment might
sound the shot which would be the signal for the two
wotmnen to run—that shot which would be aimed to take
the life of the brave bowie man!

CHAPTER XXXI.
THE OLANDO STAGE HOLDUP.

The Baron Villum von Schnitzenhauser was having
the time of his life. For the baron certainly loved good
eating, and in the establishment of Professor Pasquale
Cralé, at San Enrife, the culinary operations were
conducted by Mojé, the handsome Yaqui girl, and the
baron stood ace high with Mojé!

The baron, however, although he was stationed most
frequently near the kitchens of the Cralé domicile,
knew all that went on in the front'of the house. He
had been left here by Buffalo Bill to watch proceed-
ings, see when Clifford Smart and Rawdon returned
—if they returned at all—and report to the scout any
important happening which, to the baron, seemed of
particular moment.

The baron had been taken into Buffalo Bill's confi-
dence regarding the king of scout’s suspicions, and he
was on the sharp watch for anything which might bear
upon the mystery of Clifford Smart’s seeming deter-
mination to keep away from Buffalo Bill.

For fear that Seforita Maria might suspect that she
—and her household—were being watched, the reason
given out for the baron’s remaining at San Enrife
was Toofer’s indisposition. But the only real indis-
position that the big mule ever had was a distaste for
work. There was nothing the matter with Toofer but
laziness, and at times he was so stuffed with meanness
that he seemed to be skin-full of it! .

It was several nights after his friends had departed
from San Enrife—Pawnee Bill to ride along the big
river, and. Buffalo Bill and the others to try and strike
Silvernail's trail beyond the Olando road—that the .
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baron was awakened out of his sound sleep by a dis-
turbance in the stable yard. The room in which he
slept overlooked this courtyard, and the baron crept
to the latticed window and peered out.

Professor Cralé himself was now at home—a little,
absent-minded man, with a pointed gray beard, who
peered through very thick spectacles and seldom lis-
tened to what one said to him. Since his return to San
Enrife he had been more than ever deeply engaged in
the problem of rock oil that he believed richly under-
faid the mesa back of the town. Although his fellow
townsmen looked at him askance, the professor paid
0o attention to their ill looks, and went mooning about
as was his custom. The only thing that seemed to
trouble him was the fact that none of the San Enrife
men would work on the mesa again, and that he missed
his assistant, Clifford Smart.

' Now, there were no other men about the Cralé
premises—that the baron knew anything about—save
the professor and himself. But here was another man
in the courtyard, and Mojé was with him. The baron’s
eyes fairly bulged out at that, and he felt poignant

~ pangs of jealousy.

¢ The Indian maiden led the horse on which the man

seemed to have ridden very hard into the stable and
brought out another—one of the professor’s best. Thig
she began to saddle, while the man who had ridden to
the house at that strange hour of the night went in
through the kitchen.

+  Now, the baron wasn’t altogether. a fool; but some:
times he did unnecessary things. He knew that he

' was clumsy, and prone to stumble over things when he

“ tried particularly to be*quiet. He wanted to know

3 what the stranger did in the house, and he dared not

!Fohdownstairs and search about for him without a

1ght. :

)

The Olando Stage Holdup. = 197

Therefore he pulled on his pants and socks, and still
wearing a voluminous nightgown, which he affected
whenever he got a chance to sleep in a real bed, he took
a lighted candle and started through the long hall
which led to the front stairway. If he had chanced to -
meet any member of the family—or the intruder him-~
self—he might have been taken for a ghost.

But on reaching the head of the flight of stairs he
heard voices below in the main saloon. He soon
learned that both the professor and his daughter were
there, and the third voice must proclaim the presence
of the stranger who had ridden in at this hour.

Down the broad stairway crept the baron in his
nightshirt and carrying the lighted candle like Lady
Macbeth in the sleepwalking scene. He came close
to the curtained doorway, and there stretched his ears.
And immediately he knew that the midnight visitor
was Clifford Smart!

“Rawdon will be here with the mules—and with
somé workmen—to-morrow,” the elder Smart was say-
ing. “I merely rode on ahead, because I knew that you
would be anxious to communicate with the University,
of Mexico.” {

“Very true, my boy, very true,” said Professor Cralé.
“I thought I might have to go myself; but as you have
come 3 1

“I will start again in half an hour. Mojé is saddling '
a horse for me.”

“But, Sefior Clifford, to go away again so quickly "
cried the seflorita. !
“I wish to catch the Olando stage,” said Cl.iﬁord‘
hurriedly. “I can ride straight across to the trail anyd- 1
meet it going down to Olando at Manuel Alsando’s )
house. The up stage passes the other there, and there ’

i

,is usually a wait for the passengers to get refreshments
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from Manuel’'s woman. Thou knowest,” concluded
the young man.

At that moment the girl uttered a terrified scream.

. She had glanced through the parted curtains at the
doorway. There, projected across the floor, was a
distinct shape—a figure in flowing draperies with what
seemed to be a sword in its hand, the tip of the weapon
being of flame!

Perhaps both the professor and his daughter were a
bit superstitious; they were Mexicans. But Clifford
glided swiftly to the door, and he drew a very busi-

' nesslike-looking gun from his belt. What he saw
halted him in surprise, if not in terror.

Stalking across the wide hall was the pot-bellied
baron, the nightgown flapping about his thin shanks,
and the candle held rigidly in one outstretched hand.
The Dutchman walked straight to the big front door,
tried all the fastenings, seemed satisfied that they were
secure, and then wheeling, started back toward the
stairway. His eyes were wide open, but he passed
Clifford Smart without appearing to notice him, and
started up the stairs again.

' “’Sh! he’s walking in his sleep,” whispered Clifford,
with a chuckle, as the professor and his daughter crept
forward, too.

They saw the baron disappear at the head of the
flight of stairs, and gave him no further attention.
- But the baron was very much awake. He was very
such excited, too. He felt that Buffalo Bill should
know that Clifford. Smart was starting on the journey
of a thousand miles and more to Mexico City.

' Smart was going south by the Olando stage to the

railr_oad; Buffalo Bill—so the baron believed—was
looking for the professor's assistant, and for Silver=

mail, near the Rio Grande.
From his window he saw the young man s‘art away,
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on a fresh horse. Mojé sleepily closed the stable and
the gate after his departure, and then went to her bed.

“Undt in de morgen she vould haf toldt me nod-
dings—noddings!” grunted the baron, shaking his
head. “Sich iss de perfidty of vomens!

But the baron spent no time in bewailing this fact.
He merely waited for the house to get quiet again.
Then he descended from his window, got Toofer out
of the stable, opened the rear gate of the Cralé prem-
ises, and was quickly riding rapidly into the hills, in
the direction that he supposed Clifford Smart to have
taken.

Toofer had had such a good rest that he shouid
have been grateful and willing to travel. Instead, he
seemed to take a distaste for traveling, and threatened
to balk a dozen times before the baron reached the
well-trodden road. known as the Olando trail. This
was after sunrise, and there was but one house in
sight. This was Manuel Alsando’s house of call.

The baron got down and examined the trail. A
coach had passed to the south already. He hurried to
Alsando’s and made inquiries; the coach going north
was late. He did not need to ask if Clifford Smart
had gone on the diligence toward Olando and the rail-
road, for there was the horse he had ridden away
from San Enrife in Manuel’s stable. The baron put
Toofer in the stable, likewise, after making a bargain
with Manuel for his keep. It was almost with tears
that the baron left the mule; but Toofer’s peculiarities

“of temper were too evident at present for Schnitzen-

hauser to risk trying to make the trip to the river on
the mule’s quarter-deck! '
The northern-bound diligence came into sight
shortly, and the baron climbed to the seat beside the
driver. The mules were changed, and shortly the
heavy vehicle, with several passengers inside as well
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as the Dutchman beside the driver, rolled away toward
the distant boundary. The baron didn’t know where-
abouts he would hit Buffalo Bill’s trail, but he felt that
his friends must be somewhere toward the big river,
and wherever the stage halted during the following
four days he inquired for news of the Americans.

They had not been seen on the Olando trail, how-
ever ; at least, the baron heard nothing of them.

As they bowled along, just at evening of the fourth
day, through a wooded glen, the baron was nodding
on his seat, running the risk of rolling off at every
jolt, when suddenly he heard the driver utter a fright-
ened cry. !

The baron came awake in a hurry—and just in time
to seize the lines slipping from the hands of the stage
driver. That individual, with another horrified cry,
rolled off the seat, leaped over the front wheel, and
plunged into the underbrush like a jack rabbit into its
burrow.

The baron, busy with the mules for a minute, did not
understand what ailed the fellow. He brought the six
draft animals down to a walk, and then stopped
them dead. And, looking up, he found that there was
good reason for their stopping. Directly in the mid-
dle of the road was a horseman.

“Ach, himmelblitzen! A holdtoop!” gasped the
baron.

And then he came near tumbling off the seat as the
driver had. He was held speechless and motionless by
terror. The horseman that confrontéd the diligence
was without a head!

CHAPTER XXXIIL
THE TRAGEDY AT THE FERRY.

The astonishing figure on horseback was no appari-
tion, however. There was nothing melting about it;
it didn’t disappear like a wraith. Instead, it rode
straight up to the stage, and there was light enough
for the baron to see two big pistols, one held in each
of the headless horseman’s hands, and aiming straight
at him! s

The figure seemed to have had its head lopped off at
its shoulders; but this decapitation had evidently caused
it no physical trouble. It had not even stifled the voice
of this strange and gruesome holdup man! :

“Put your hands above your head, sefior !” said the
voice of the road agent, said voice appearing to pro-
ceed from his chest. ‘

The baron’s hands shot into the air. He knew when
it was well to play caution three ways! Although the !
robber seemed to have lost his head, Baron Villum |
von Schnitzenhauser did not lose his.

Having lost his head, it would seem that the head-
less horseman must have parted with his eyes, too;
but when one of the passengers opened the door of the
eoach and started to climb down, a pistol ball m‘hls
direction seemed to indicate that the robber’s eyesight
was particularly good. ; :

“Stay in there—every man of you!” cried the voice
from the chest of the headless horseman. “Throw
your purses and valuables into the road; but do not
alight, sefiores!” Nl

A chorus of appalling shrieks came from the in- |
terior of the diligence at this. Not until then had the
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passengers beheld the robber in the full horror of his
masquerade. :

“The Headless Horseman!” they bawled, and were
too panic-stricken for the moment to obey the rob-
ber's command.

And then something intervened—a quite unexpected
something.

From down the trail—from up the trail—and from
both sides of the trail—there appeared mounted men.
IA shrill war whoop brought the baron to sudden life
and action. :

“Ach, himmelblitzen! idt iss Puffalo Pill!”

The scout and Wild Bill, with Nomad and Little
Cayuse, jumped the headless horseman as successfully
as he had jumped the diligence. A lariat hurtled
through the air, and the masquerading robber was
noosed by Little Cayuse. The villain’s pistols ex-
ploded, but they did no harm to his captors. Indeed,
he was forced to drop them in the road, and his horse
went mad with the pain of one of the bullets!

It cavorted across the road, and then started to run.
Little Cayuse could not release the rope from his sad-
dle horn. The headless robber was snatched from his
saddle and came with a fearful crash upon the ground.

Buffalo Bill and his mates, who had been following
the road agent for more than two days, immediately
dismounted and surrounded the fallen man. The en-
tire upper part of his body was covered by a brown
sack which looked like a coat, the top of it being held
expanded like a pair of very broad shoulders. But
the man under the sack was a much smaller fellow than
he appeared to be before his costume was disarranged.

When they tried to lift him he screamed with awful
agony. The fall had seriously injured his spine, and
there were internal injuries, too. Buffalo Bill cut the
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| fsacking away and revealed—the evil face of Juan

Caseano, the dwarf of San Enrife.
| The unfortunate man was almost at his last gasp.
Buffalo Bill bent down and asked him if he could do

| 'anything to alleviate his suffering.

f “Sefior, you can do nothing,” whispered the dwarf.
“I—I haf been one wicked man—si,. si! The leetle
Padre Josefo told me how it would be. I am dying
~dying !”’

! "“You were one of the men who robbed the mail car
. tear Parabeaua—were you not?” asked the anxious
scout.

“St, seitor. We robbed the mail. Some of the
money you will find inside my clothing. Si/ I haf
been the wicked one.”
~ “And you rode to that ruined hacienda and there
divided your spoil ?”

“S1, Sefior Buffalo Beel. Thou knowest. When
you came I set the old casa afire on the inside and
escaped.”

“And your partner in crime? Where was he?”

The man was silent, staring up into Cody's face
with a wild look.

“Was he Silvernail?” demanded the scout earnestly.

“He—he »

The dwarf’s voice trailed to a whisper. He glared
up at the American. He said no more, for the breath
had left his body.

A little later the driver of the stagecoach came in,
the inside passengers were pacified, and the coach went

§ O toward the river with Buffalo Bill and his friends
b tiding as a guard to it. On the way the baron found

time to make his report to Buffalo Bill regarding the

| Whereabouts and future intentions of Clifford Smart.

“Then it looks as though Silvernail and Smart are
o distinct persons,” said Buffalo Bill.

-
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Of this he was sure the next morning when they at|

rived at the ferry run by a man named Liscom. Acrosi| 3 ]

the river the scout and his friends could see a small
house surrounded by some twoscore men, who seemed
to be besieging it. ‘

The ferryboat came across and took Buffale Bill and !
Wild Bill, with their mounts, across first; and on the
way Liscom, the ferryman, related the incidents which
ted up to the besieging, in the ferryman’s house, of the
Mexican renegade. v

Pawnee Bill had borne off all honors here. He had
risked his life to save the wife and daughter of the;
ferryman from harm. He had boldly approached the
house, without his guns, at the murderer’s command.
The women had been allowed to run and the man ine
side the shack had tried his best to shoot down the bold
pard of Buffalo Bill.

But at the first shot Pawnee cast himself forward
on hands and knees. He had escaped the bullet, aqd,
quickly rolling over and over, got into shelter while
the villain emptied his gun. !

Pawnee came through the scrimmage without &
scratch. All night the men from Del Verde had kepé
up a terrible fire on the shack, which was now riddled
with bullets; and just as Buffalo Bill stepped ashore
from the ferryboat the house started to

i

The watchers gathered in a closer circle about the
shack, expecting the Mexican to appear, in a sudden
dash for life and liberty. If he remained he woul
be burned to death amid the ruins of the rapidly burte
ing shack.

“He has a horse here, Colonel Cody,” said Liscofm
“I remember the dog—a handsome fellow, VYlth 4
beard &

“Oh, father!” cried the daughter, Miss Bessie;

suﬂ*i‘

burn, having & |
been set afire in some fashion. i
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denly. “That beard was false.
shaven young man.
is a Mexican.”

“A false beard, eh?” exclaimed Buffalo Bill.
do you know that, miss?”

“Because it became disarranged when he came into
the house last evening and forced mother and me to
help bar the windows against our friends.”

“Well,” said the ferryman, “we’ve got the horse. Al
handsome bay with a white mane and tail. He left
it here when he went into Del Verde.”

* “Silvernail!” cried Buffalo Bill, startled by the de-
scription. '

“By gorry! and that wouldn’t be surprisin’,” said
Wild Bill.- “We thought he was working this way.”

“Screechin’ catamounts!” grunted old Nomad, “ain’t
ye jest right? It's thet thar scoundrel, I bet er good
bar hide!”

Pawnee Bill, who had come forward to welcome his
friends, added:

“That bee has been buzzing in my head all the time.
I believe he is this Silvernail, necarnis. That's why
he was so anxious to put the kibosh on me.”

_ "It looks like it, old man,” agreed Buffalo Bill. “And
if he doesn’'t come out of that hot box mighty soon
e%))

As the scout spoke the roof of the ferryman’s house
feel in. Instantly the walls caved. A great geyser of
flame shot into the air. Then it simmered down very

He is a smoothly
And I am not sure at all that he

“How

| Quickly into a great heap of glowing coals in which no

(feature could have remained alive.

“On-she-ma-da!” ejaculated Pawnee Bill. “It's a

| Center shot that Silvernail, the king-pin bandit of the

rder, is a very dead issue!”
And they all agreed with this statement.




CHAPTER XXXIII.
A PUZZLING CIRCUMSTANCE.

“ft sure is a puzzling circumstance, necarnis.”

“I believe you. I certainly thought that phase of
the mystery of Silvernail was finished with his hor-
rible death,” said Buffalo Bill.

“And it looks like we couldn’t be sure of it untd
we hear whether that Clifford Smart really has gone
to Mexico City for Professor Cralé.”

“You're mighty right, old man.
thing very sure about it—eh?”

“And that is e ]

“If the young man returns to San Enrife, \\'e.mll
know that he certainly was not the king-pin bandit of
the border,” and Buffalo Bill laughed as he puffed
calmly on his after-breakfast cigar.

They had established an open camp upon the Texas
bank of the Rio Grande, just above.the big drum of
Liscom’s ferryboat, and there were twoscore me
from Del Verde, sitting around the camp fires, over
which coffee and hog meat had been cooked for the
hungry men by Liscom and his wife and daughter.

A little way beyond this camping ground the ruins
of Liscom’s house were still a smoking heap of ash
and charred timbers.

But the Liscoms were thankful that they fortuqately
had provisions stored down in the ferryhouse itself,
and they, were very glad, indeed, to minister to the
wants of the hungry men. ;

“And yet, necarnis,” Pawnee Bill continued, “{hat
Smart fellow could have reached this place on @ fast

But there’s one

= . . - "v
horse from Can Enrife if he had chosen to turn north '

b there’s a mystery here.”

A Puzzling Circumstance. 207

.~ on the Olando trail, instead of taking the stage south
from Manuel Alsando’s house.”

“You mean he could have reached the ferry at the
time Liscom says this murderer did—two days ago?”

“On-she-ma-da! You've got it,” said the bowie man.

“Well, it might be. But it's far-fetched,” said Buf-
falo Bill, and just then Wild Bill Hickok lounged
over to them. '

“Did you take a squint at that horse, pards?”’ he
asked. “By gorry! He's a beaut.”

“Silvernail’s mount ?”

“\"ep !Y.‘

“That reminds me, Hickok,” Buffalo Bill said. “Do
you remember what that old- Mexican ranchero said
who used to own the bay horse?”

_ “By gorry!” cried the Laramie man, suddenly wak-
ing up.

“Is this the horse the bandit rode when you and
Pawnee captured him at Ciudad Sonora?” continued
the scout. :

“Why—why, it looks like the same,” said Hickok

: L slowly.,

“Is it a stallion?” asked Buffalo Bill.

- ‘fWell, if it is,” declared Pawnee Bill confidently,
it's not the horse he was riding when Hickok and
got him into jail up there in the hills.”
Hickok at once grew much excited.
“Do you mean it, Pawnee?” he cried.

hO‘r‘se he rode then a gelding?” _

Surest thing you know!” declared Pawnee Bill.
“That’s what I thought,” cried Hickok. “Cody,

“Was that

I should say there was,” admitted Buffalo Bill.
The old ranchero who claimed to have lost the horse
o ‘ﬂle bandit said he was a stallion.” '
‘And I am as sure as Pawnee is,

D

now, that the bay
eem—

e
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critter Silvernail was riding when we caught him at
Ciudad Sonora was a gelding.” :
' “Two horses, by glory!” ejaculated Pawnee Bill

“Two Silvernails!” cried Buffalo Bill.

“By gorry! I wonder which of you is right ?” mur-
mured Hickok. “If there are two Silvernails, which
one is roasted yonder?”

But Buffalo Bill looked earnestly at Pawnee.

“That isn’t just what I mean,” he said. “T am
wondering if Silvernail and Clifford Smart ]‘md horses
so much alike? Perhaps that’s foolish i

“The baron doesn’t say that he ever saw any such
bav horse about the stables of Professor Crale,” ob-
jected Pawnee. s

“No. As you said yourself, Pawnee, it's a puzzle.
But I am troubled—deeply troubled,” said the famous
scout. “Clifford Smart’s relatives asked me to look
him up, and he has dodged me every time I have been
at San Enrife. I am carrying right now a beautiful
miniature of his mother which was once worn and
treasured by Clifford. Rawdon Smart, his brothet,
should be in my care, too. I—I % .

“On-she-ma-da! Let's have it, necarnis,” cried
Pawnee Bill. - “What's troubling you?” :

“T'1l tell you,” said Buffalo Bill. “We're going {0
camp right ‘here until that ash heap cqols. Tt will
a gruesome business, but I must examine the remains
of the man who lost his wicked life in that fire.
will settle some questions much quicker than waiting
to hear from Mexico City.”

[ As the breakfast Liscom had supplied was ovef, 'Ehe

\ . de ;
Del Verde men began saddling up for the return NS ., monkeyin’ much wi’ th’ baron, he'll likely git

busted Er-waugh! Wot did I tell ye?”

to town. They had promised their fellow townsmen &
| lynching; but they were mainly agreed that the burn®
_ing of the murderer in that ferryman’s shack had beet
} more spectacul: -

It 3§
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Most of them, before riding away, were particular
to shake Pawnee Bill by the hand, for he had made
himself exceedingly popular with them by his gallant
action in saving Mrs. Liscom and Miss Bessie. There
were several of the Del Verdeans who lingered, seem-
ingly curious as to the future activities of Buffalo Bill
and his pards.
~ One of these fellows was the big ruffian known as
Albona Ben who had, when Pawnee Bill first entered
Del Verde, tried to make it very disagreeable in that
burg for the bowie man. Indeed, those men of the
town who lingered at the ferry were all of Albona
Ben's ilk.

“Who is that big bluffer?”’ inquired Buffalo Bill of

- his friend, seeing Ben swaggering about. “He looks

like bad medicine to me, Gordon.”

“He’s a tough character,” admitted Major Lillie.
“Thad to call his bluff in the hotel at Del Verde. But
he seemed to have shown a decent streak last night
while we were trying to get that murderer. Guess he’s
abad egg, however.”

Albona Ben was strutting about in a way that was
bound to make him unpopular with old Nick Nomad,

| if with nobody else. The trapper wasn’t afraid of

any human being, despite the fact that he believed in
Whiskizoos”—whatever. breed of specters those might

be—and he dearly loved to puncture the baloon of any
man’s conceit. :"

“Say, he remin’s me of th’ bullfrog thet reckoned |
fe could swell up ez big ez a ox,” grunted Nomad. |

But th' frog busted—an’ ef thet thar Albona Ben

The exlamation from the old trapper was brought

| forth because of the following incident:

he haron, as might have been expected, immediately,

g e
w gy T




210 A Puzzling - Circumstance.

had conceived a fancy for the ferryman’s daughtet
when he observed that she was a plump and fresh-faced
prairie girl. He had insisted on helping h.er.—and
her mother—get breakfast, and was now assisting in
the “clearing-up” process, while the brand of broken
English that dribbled from his lips evidently amazed
the Liscom girl.

“Ach! Idt a bleasure has peen to hellup you, Miss
Lizgum—I assure you from my heardt oudt! Undt
vot a gook you vos yedt! Sich goffee-trinks I haf nodt
het—no, nodt since I Chairmany left and gome bum-
ming eroundt in dis vestern gountry, alretty.”

The girl laughed immoderately at this, and at the
eye-rolling with which the baron accompanied his re-
marks. But just at this point the swaggering Albona
Ben butted into the téte-a-téte of Buffalo Bill's Dutch
pard and the ferryman’s daughter.

“Say! Wot kind of a breed is this lathe-shanked
critter ?” demanded the bully. “Hop erlong, furriner,
an’ give er white man er show.”

He pushed in between the baron and the girl, and
added, addressing Miss Bessie:

“T reckon this yere kentry is big enough, an’ ter
spare, but I ain’t never cared for emigrants. Wot say,
miss? Amurricans—an’ bred-in-th’-bone Westerners
—is the best kind of folks—heh?”

“Oh, I don’t know, Mr. Ben. I think the gentles

man is all right,” returned the young girl, who seeme
by her manner to stand in some fear of the bully 0
Del Verde. 3
“Gosh all Friday! He's nothin’ but er Dutch emi*
grant,” snorted Albona Ben. i
The baron wasn’t a patient man—especially when his

pride was spurred. And here was a case where he Wa8 3

being flouted openly—and before a lady!

“Vell, vot a sheek you got!” he growled, an’l rudelxl :
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shouldered the Del Verde man aside. . “Undt I am no

Dutch emigrant; aber I vos Puffalo Pill’s pard.”

3 “Huh! You're a pill, all right,” exclaimed Albona
en.

“Su-ah I vos; but idt iss Villum I brefaire to be
called yedt—especially py sheap sgkates vot you iss
like alretty!”

“Gosh all Friday!” roared the big man. “Air you
plum an idjit, or wot? Ef I thought you knowed wot
you was talkin’ erbout, Dutchy, I'd fill ye ez full of
holes as a seive!”

“I know vell vot T iss talkin’ erpoudt, ain’t idt!”
cried the baron. “But you do nodt know who you
vos talkin’ to—dot is de drouble here.”

“Shut thet face of yours, Dutchy, or

“Py shiminy Ghristmas! Wond’t you talk like do#
to me, you pig. Ledt me dell you vonce dot I am de
Baron Villum von Schnitzenhauser, undt for a loafer
like you I haf no use yedt!”

“Wow!” Albona Ben let out the roar, and his hand
sought the gun at his hip. But the baron was not
caught napping. He had been helping Miss Bessie
wash the pans, and there was a bucket of greasy water
athand. He grabbed it and “swish” the slops drenched
Albona Ben completely ! 3

He fell back snorting and blowing, making as much
noise as a grampus; and the pistol fell from his hand,
and he was so blinded that he could not immediately
find it. But he was furiously angry, and he was not a
man to “take water” from any antagonist.

But, while he scrambled after his gun, Buffalo Bill
himself walked over to the fire. The girl looked fright=,

»”

~ ened, for it was plain that Albona Ben was furiously

angry, and there was every likelihood of there being
bloodshed. The baron had meanwhile slipped on his
holster belt, and was ready for his antagonist.
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“If dot feller wants ter doodle mit me, vy ledt him
gome on!"” cried the baron, in much heat. “I vill shoot
mit himr at den baces, or I vill dake a rifle yedt, undt
shoot him from hosspack—aber I get Toofer again
to ride idt!” :

“Oh, Mr. Schnitzenhauser!” cried Bessie Liscom, at
this bloodthirsty statement of the baron. “Please—
please—don’t have any more killing about here. I
shan’t sleep peaceful at night for months, as it is, after
seeing that poor creature destroyed in our old house
. Don’t—rplease don’t—fight.”

The baron bowed, with a smile that could have

. been tied in & bowknot behind his neck!

| “Mein lieber fraulein! TItt iss mit bleasure dot L
mitholdt mein handt yedt! His life iss safed. Ve

. ‘do nodt doodle %

i “Gost alt Friday ! roared Albona: Ben, getting his

' breath after spitting out the last mouthful of dirty

water: “T'll show you whether we fight or not—and

whether we ‘doodle’ or don’t doodle; you're a dead

nman !’

He had got to his feet, and with the gun in his hand. |

The wetting had not injured its shooting qualities, and
he brought the weapon down deliberately on the haron.
That rosy-cheeked nuisance howed again to the fright=
ened girl, and then folded his arms across his breast
and looked steadily at the infuriated bully.

“You haf heardt me vot I haf saidt,” he declared.
*“De Paron Villum von Schnitzenhauser ves nefer
known to preak his vord—undt to a laty? Aber nit!”

“You goldurned Dutch emigrant! Say your pray-
ers!”” howled Alhona Ben.

“He was so exasperated that, without much. doubt,
he would have deliherately shot down the baron; but
here Buffalo Bill interfered. The scout seized the
, oman’s gun hand in his own. grip—and such a grip was:
4 ,
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it that he crushed the big fellow’s fingers upon the
metal so tightly that Ben could nct pull the trigger!

“Hold on! Let us have no more bloodshed—as the
lady says,” Buffalo Bill observed, looking the bully in
the eye. “One murder has been done in Del Verde,
and it looks as though another man—the murderer—
had been done to death here. That is enough carnage
for the present—don't you think so yourself; Mr. Al-
bona Ben?”

The ruffran looked into the face of the scout, and
his own countenance was rage-inflamed, and what
should have been the whites of his eyes were yellow'

“We've hearn tell of yon an’ yer crowd, Buffler Bill
Cody,” he snarled. ““We know how you've set up th’
high hand in other places. But it won’t go yere—
sabby?"

“It 'will go -all right,” said the scout, unmoved. “I
never interfere in a community where law and order
is prevalent. But I opine that right here and now
this part of the Big Bend country needs cleaning up. Tf
I'have to begin by cleaning you, Albona Bem, it will be
one good—and dirty—job out of the way. Git!”

He shoved the bully aside, not even taking the trou-
ble to disarm him; and that very fact seemed to fill
Albona Ben with cowardice! He moved off mutter-
ing, shamed before the girl, and unable to carry on his
argument with the baron.

“Ach, himmelblitzen?” complained the latter, “idt
vould haf gifen me mooch bleasure yedt to haf doodled
mit dot feller.” ,

“We have no time for dueling,” returned Buffalo
Bill. “As soon as that heap of embers cools a little,
we must rake it over.”

“Shiminy Ghristmas! For vy vos dot?” demanded
the baron.

“I want to find the remains of that Mexican, or.

e a -
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. whoever he was, who made his last stand against Gor=

don and these Del Verdeans.”

“Oh, Colonel Cody!” exclaimed Bessie Liscom.
“The poor creature is certainly dead there. He never
ran out. He would have been shot had he done so.”

Buffalo Bill looked at her thoughtfully, and finally
asked :

“Miss Bessie, how long had you lived in that house?”

“Oh, mother and I only came here last month. But
the house was an old building. A Mexican used to own
it and lived here for twenty years. I am not sorry that
it was burned—for we hadn’t much in it. Now father
will build us a new one as he promised.”

“Your father has not been ferryman long?”

“No, Colonel Cody. He bought out the business
this year from a man named Miller. Until we came,
father slept in the ferryhouse down there—where
mother and I shall camp now while we are building
the new house.” .

The scout glanced down the steep bank to the build-
ing in question, right behind the huge wooden drum
around which ran the ferryboat hawser. The river
bank here was almost a bluff, it was so high and steep:
The burned house had been within ten yards of the
edge of the bluff. The bluff itself was rocky and
few trees grew on the steep side of it. ”

“Any cellar under your old house, Miss Bessie?
he asked thoughtfully.

“Oh, no, colonel. It was just a little, old shack,” 1

she replied.

But, as Buffalo Bill walked away, he recalled vividly
the fact that he had seen a hollow place under the
heap of burning rubbish that looked like a cellar. He
‘went as near as he could to the embers now, secured
2 green sapling, and began poking about the heap—
“sounding,” as it were, in the rubbish.

B ]
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Albona Ben had slunk away to his horse, had now
cinched on his saddle, and was about to mount into it
when he observed Buffalo Bill's operations. Major
Lillie, old Nomad, and Little Cayuse were likewise at-
tracted to the fire at about the same time, and the
trapper and the Piute began to poke over the embers.

“Hyer!” bawled Ben, riding down to them. “Wot
th’ blitherin’ blazes air you fellers doin’ thar?”

“We want to be sure the Mexican’s dead, old son,”
chuckled Pawnee Bill.

“Say! Air you goin’ to sift the ashes ter try an’
recover th’ silver bullion th’ poor devil wore?” snarled
the bully scornfully.

“That might pay,” returned Buffalo Bill, smiling,

“You fellers air gittin’ altogether too permiscuous
around yere!” declared Albona Ben, who was, without
doubt, in a fine rage by now. “You're the bosses at
present; but thar’s a gang at Del Verde that’ll have
something ter say about these doin's.”

_ "What doings " snapped the scout sharply. “Objec-
tions filed against our examining this rubbish for traces
of the dead man, eh? That’s what I thought!” ,

With an oath, Albona Ben pulled a gun on the !
scout; but, before he could shoot, there was an ex- |
plosion off at one side, and the bully dropped his gury |
to the ground, while the blood dripped from his fins |
gers.. Wild Bill, some yards away, had caught him
n the act! :

“You git!"” advised Pawnee Bill, likewise covering .
tl)e Del Verde bad man. “I reckon I ought to have
killed you yesterday.” ;




* CHAPTER XXXIV.
THE SECRET PASSAG E.

But at that none of them. just understood vlvhat Bu:;
| ¥alo Bill was getting at when he began poking ov
’ shack. _
the embers of the burned s I .
= “T'll tell you boys,” he said, to hush their clan.lo‘r..l' rI
want to see some of that bullion they say thz}t St ;’Ee
nail wore. And silver will only melt in such a fire.
» traces of him.”
here must be some traces of I o i
. “His bones,” grunted old Nomad. Er-waugh! i
Liscom, the ferryman, came up from his (})oat;—]-lce
Bad been across the river—and was interested at
in the proceedings. \ i e e
“T sge that Ben went away peeved,” he said. ll?;::esd
says betwixt you all and the Dutchman he 1sei o
| to have a bad time. Mebbe you dou't‘ know: t?}fl Al
" hona Ben is some feller in this neck o” woods i
“T believe he did mention, that there wou S
gang at Del Verde who might Ql)Jegt to our prese
in this locality,” returned Buffalo Bill, S}Tllllfl‘g.y .
“More’n object. They'll run ye off—'nless you
mighty careful,” said the ferryman. i
‘g‘Tﬁet thar is suthin’ thet’s been tried. by a }]Ellllptibeed
of fellers,” grunted old Nomad. “But ye aint 1mces ¢
of Buffler and his pards gittin’ th’ run in leany Fd;‘le uin
“Wuh!"” exclaimed Little Cayuse. Me sad i
pony—foller um big paleface. Watch um—
Pa-e-has-ka?” et g
“Oh, we won't be in a hurry,” said tipe tscout”eab b
“We want to poke over these cinders firs
“But what are ye looking for, Colonel Cody
manded Liscom.

?n de.‘
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The scout told him briefly. “You see yourself there
isa cave under that house. Didn’t you know it, Lis«
com? Didn’t you know there was a cellar there?”

“I swear to goodness! I sure didn’t,” said the ferry«
man.

“And T fail yet to see anything that looks like the
partly incinerated body of a man,” said Buffalo Bill.
“You know that he would not have been destroyed
completely. He did not run out before the roof crashed
in. And Pawnee says that for some time before that
happened, there had been no shot from the house.”

“That’s right,” admitted Liscom. “We all thought
that ‘he might have got a bad hurt and couldr’t run.
We was firing all ‘the time into the house.”

“Well, he’ll show up if he met his death in the fire,”
said Buffalo Bill gravely. “There’s no doubt of that.
And if he didn’t meet his death there—how did he get
out?”’

“Waugh!” growled Nomad. “Thet thar’s er ¢'nun~
d s g
rum.!

“Say!” whispered Liscom. “I heard tell there useter
be smugglers yereabouts % :

“And you might say that their generation ain’t dead
yet!” interposed Wild Bill, Jaughing.

“On-she-ma-da!” exclaimed Pawnee. “It looks like
we might find something under this heap of enbers—
¢h, necarnis?”

“Quite right, Gordon,” said the king of scouts.

“I dunno,” said Liscom. “I ain't seen nothin’ since
I come here to the ferry.”

“And you would be a blamed fool if you did ses
anything,” said ‘Wild Bill Hickok bluntly. “A man
With a family has no business to mix up with such fel-

lers as this Albona Ben.”

“You're .on, old man,” said Pawnee. “I weckon I
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should have shot him up some yesterday when he gave
me the chance down in Del Verde. But Pard Cody
to keep out of trouble.”

“And he looks like he was goin’ ter git us all neck
deep inter trouble himself, this same Buffler ! cackled
old Nomad, with a thumb in Pawnee’s ribs.

“Have a care with that old, gnarled twig of yours!
exclaimed Major Lillie, cringing at the thumb. “I
can take a joke without havmg it punched into me,
you old savage!”

At that moment Little Cayuse let out another howl.
iA part of the refuse caved in, revealing a hole or cel-
lar under the house. It was not large, but seemed to
have the walls stoned up.

“By Joshua Edwards!” gasped Liscom. “There is
a hole under thar!”

“I reckon we all see the same thing yeu do, Lis-
com,” said Buffalo Bill, with a smile.

“But if that goat ripped up the floor and got into
the cellar, where is he now?”

“That is what we propose to find out,” returned the
scout grimly.

“By gorry!” cried Hickok.
cellar was there?”

“If he is Silvernail, he’d be likely to know, old
horse!” declared Pawnee Bill. “These border riders
and smugglers are all cut off the same piece of goods,
I reckon.”

“Now, ain’t ye mighty right, Pawnee?” grunted
old Nomad. '

“But where is the man now ?’ demanded Liscom.

“That’s something more than a cellar hole,” said the
gcout. “You can bet a blue stack on that!”

"

“How’d he know the

“Er-waugh!” growled Nomad. “This yere is some

R
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tfny%t'ery,’hgh? .Them fellers wot useter run this yere

oti:tr;i]‘l'atté ltx}\l"e in this yere house, had other ways of
% riv Ysides in’ J =

f\v(;t?" ver b'sides goin’ out th’ front door—

That is what I believe,” returned Buffalo Bill. “Let

us scratch this hot débris out
i S of the way and see w
we can find in that hole.” s e

And, as the ruins were rapidly cooling now, it did
17;‘(]% take long to accomplish what the scout sug‘qeste(l.
P.h? first to jump into the still smoking hole was the
; iute. He lea'ped about rather lively on the still wagm
rocks with which the cellar was floored, but poked vig-
orously between the flags with ‘a hardwood stick, the
point of which had been hardened in the fire.

1\?’fh(111e he capered about and Hickok and Nomad
cha F him, he began to chant one of his own folk
songs—a song of the Piutes:

“Ta-si-va ku-mai-a

Ma-na-pa win-ka

So-ku-nas so-ma

Wi-a wi-ga-va,”
whlch meant: “The little red ant descended the hill
with one arrow only.”

: You're heap red ant, Cayuse,” chuckled Nomad.
But what d’ye expect ter prick out with thet thar
arrer ye're talkin’ erbout ?”
ThAS an answer the Piute uttered a long, shrill yell.
3 ¢ others crowded forward with excited exclama-
ions. The redskin had found a loose flagstone—one
of tbe largest forming the flooring of the cellar.
farI;Ills fire-hardened sfaf_:f lifted its edge. He pried it
Stonl‘er open, and then, inserting his fingers, lifted the
: ¢ on edge. It had fitted snugly on a tip of masonry.
lere was a stone-lined passage leading downward in a

| _St%p slant, and toward the river!
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But Buffalo Bill quickly ordered the mouth of the

assage closed again.
“That’s only one end of the burrow, :
stand here and guard this end, No.mad. Wh : =
to do is to find the other outlet—if we can. It may

that the rabbit is still at home.”

” he said. “You'!
at we want |

CHAPTER XXXV,
THE HAND OF SILVERNAIL.

Liscom, the ferryman, went to the shed and corral te
attend to his stock, there being no business at the river
for him just then. He was evidently determined to
‘keep neutral in this affair between Buffalo Bill and
his pards, and the men of Del Verde, who, without
| doubt, were interested in the smuggling that had been
going on here in the past. .

| Meanwhile the scout, his friend Lillie, Little Cayuse,

/Wild Bill, and the baron—who was finally pried away
from the vicinity of Miss Bessie—went to work to
search the bluff for the riverside opening of the tun-
nel, the other end of which the Piute had found.

The foot of the bluff was lapped in places by the
river itself. In the season of flood, the ‘waters some-
times rose several yards above this present mark. It
did not seem probable that the smugglers would have
excavated a secret passage that opened below the high-
water mark. ;

It would have been simpler to have entered at the
upper end of the burrow and followed it through; but
Buffalo Bill figured that the man they were after might
still be in the passage, and either he would be looking
for them with*his shooting irons in readiness, or he
Wwould escape by the farther exit while they explored
the subterranean passage.
 They raked the side of the bluff as though with a
fine-tooth comb—and found no sign of the opening.
B_I‘I‘And yet, by gorry, it must be here!” declared Wild

11,

“Dot iss like de ground hawg vot olt Nomat dells
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erpout yedt,” drawled the baron. “Dot feller, Silver-
tail, he makes him er hole, undt crawls into idt yedt—
und den he pulls mit de hole in after him P '
“You got it right, Dutch!” laughed Pawnee Bill.
Little Cayuse was still running back and forth along
the hillside like a hound that had lost the scent. The
Piute was muttering vengefully to himself, and seemed
to consider it a personal insult that the elusive Silver-
nail should be able to hide his trail so well. :
The others were gathered at the top of the bluff
when suddenly a shrill scream reached their ears. Buf-
falo Bill—and all—turned to look toward the distant
corral, which was beyond the burned home of the fer-
ryman. The sound came from that direction.

“By gorry!” ejaculated Hickok. “T saw the girl go
up there just now.”

“Her father’s there,” muttered Pawnee Bill.

“Something’s happened to Liscom,” announced the
scout, and he started to run toward the shed and corral.
- The others followed; but Little Cayuse, smelling
something in the wind, overtook his white friends, and
quickly bounded ahead of them. As they passed the
burned ruins Nomad yelled:

“Thar’s sumpin’ doin’ up thar, Buffler. Ye got mé
watchin’ er empty burrer!” .

“Stay where you are,” commanded Buffalo Bill
“We don’t know what this is.”

And when they reached the corral what they found
was utterly unexpected. The girl was on her knees
over her father, and his head lay in a pool of blood.
He had received a terrible blow just above the ear; the
skull was broken, and blood had matted his hair an
beard. v

“That Mexican!” gasped Pawnee Bill. ‘“An-pe-tu-
wel'” . :
“Silvernail!” echoed Hickok.
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“ “The scoundrel has gouged us,” agreed Buffalo Bill.
It could have been none of the Del Verde men. Be-
sides, they had no reason for disliking Liscom.” &,
“Ach, himmelblitzen!” murmured the soft-hearted
‘baro'n, stooping down and patting the shoulder of the
sobbing girl. “Dond% gry like dot, fraulein. Hey!
Call olt Nomat. He is de doctor.” :
“Right!” said Pawnee Bill. “The old man may be
able to do something for the poor fellow.”
Buffalo Bill sprang out of the shed and beckoned
to the trapper.
"‘Come on, old faithful!” he shouted. “You are
right, and I was wrong. The snake wriggled out of
that gopher hole, and no mistake.” :
_ Little Cayuse was running about the corral, search-
mg the ground. Suddenly Hickok uttered a broad
oath, adding:
“The bay horse has been taken! It was Silvernail,
sure as shooting!”
“By the sacred O-zu-ha! But you're right, Bill,”
agreed the bowie man. -
Layuse leaped to the farther gate of the corral with
a shrill yelp. He went through the opening, running
S0 low that his nose almost touched the ground. Be-
hind the corral was a draw that might, at its farther
end, become a deep gulch. At least, it was a scooped-
out, shallow place, hidden .by the higher ground
about it.
7 “But he’s made for the backland,” declared Hickok.
He couldn’t reach the river that a-way—heh?”
. He and Pawnee and Buffalo Bill were saddling rap-
idly. The baron remained to comfort the girl. Be-
Sides, Toofer, his mule, was miles from this spot, far
down the Olando trail in Mexico. Old Nomad had
Come running and, seeing the wounded man, without
elay went to work on him. The old trapper and back-
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woodsman had the hand of a gentle woman when it
came to such a case—and as much skill and learning
as many college-educated medical men of that day and
wild country could boast!

The three Bills were in the saddle, and racing after
the running Indian whom they did not doubt had
struck the trail of the fleeing murderer on his bay
horse.

The draw did, as they expected, open out into a
deeper gulley—indeed, a valley. The Piute was like
a bloodhound on the trail. He shrilled back a yell to
his white friends, and dashed on, keeping far ahead of
the harses, for the way was rough.

At the crossing of a stream that meandered through
the valley, he stopped a moment only. Then he leaped
the rill and disappeared in the chapparal. When Buf-
falo Bill and his pards came to this place, they saw
plainly that the horse they were following had halted
to drink.

“He’s a long way ahead of us, pards,” declared Buf-
falo Bill, with decision. “Otherwise the scoundrel
would not have dared let the bay fill his belly with
water.”

“An-pe-tu-we, necarnis!” cried Pawnee Bill.

“By gorry! He got here before the gal screeched
back there at the sheds,” said the Laramie man.

They rode on, the valley seemingto lead away from
the river; but suddenly it took a sharp turn in the
other direction. They rode more swiftly down a deep-
ening gulch. They overtook the panting Indian. He
stretched a pointing hand toward the locality from
which they had ridden, gasping:

“Pa-e-has-ka! Listen to Cayuse. That man, um
go back—go back!”

“T believe the red is right, necarnis,” cried Pawnee.

“The skunk is doubling on his trail.”
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“Then Nomad and the baron will get him,” declared
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Hickok.
“Will they?” grumbled B i, « i

Apihe g ed Buffalo Bill. “That is to
‘\‘\"ﬂd Bill swerved his mount about suddenly

7 Il 1: pick lullj the redskin and go back,” he said “Itg
oks to me like Silvernail has mad ] i

Hu“”\l:}else will he cross the 1'?\"61‘21?"e sy i
- I'hat sounds like good sense, Hickok !’

S ke g 1se, k! returned the

donu!" ooking back for an instant. “Come on, Gor-
They lashed their horses to a

on the trail of the bay,

now plain.

a limpet behi

> a gallop, and kept close
. the prints of whose hoofs were
Hlepk, with Little Cayuse clinging like
nd him, tore away on the back track.




CHAPTER XXXVI.
A BOLD PLAY.

The king of scouts and his chief partner used quirt
and spur without mercy during the next few minutes.
Tt was in both their minds that they were on the track
of a most desperate, as well as an ingenious, criminal.

Whether he was Silvernail, the famous, or not, this
man who had tried to kill Pawnee Bill at Del Verde,
and had escaped death himself in the burning of the
ferryman’s house, was a fellow such as Buffalo Bill
and his comrades had seldom been up against.

The scoundrel must have known of the smuggler's
tunnel under the old shack that the Liscom family oc-
cupied. In that case, might he not, after all, expect
help from some of the “bad men™ about Del Verde?
Although Albona Ben had been one of the foremost
pursuers of the supposed Mexican, there might, after
all, be a bond of sympathy between the Del Verde bully
and the hunted murderer.

It was the task of Buffalo Bill and his mates t0
capture the fugitive before he could gain any help
from the other criminals infesting this portion of the
Big Bend country, and before he could cross the river
into Mexico.

Over there Buffalo Bill’'s power was limited—he had
no real official authority behind him. On this side of
the Big Ditch, as Pawnee called the famous Rio Grande
del Norte, almost any peace officer or cheriff, as wel
as the judges and other court officers, were glad to
play into Buffalo Bill’s hands. And behind them weré
the officers of the army and the grateful War Depart*
ment itself! -

A Bold Play.

A Indeed, the two friends were of a single mind just
l'en'l It was better to get the fugitive—even to get
nfm dead—at once than to allow him to mix with an
of the white men or Mexicans in that locality N())'
k]lp}\'111g who might be his friends. .
lllferc::fore, it was ride hard! Buffalo Bill and his
c}ompd;non coul(.I follow the tracks easily enough, for
}th' 5}031 was soft and damp and the shoes of the big
)3?‘1111(%t carried the fugitive cut plain spoors
le’s turning up river agai is 1 i
e P gain, necarnis!” exclaimed
: “I\m on, Gor]don,” replied the scout.
20 you reckon he’ll dare go back to th
Do . a e ferry?
W h) , the boys will cut him down o !
B’]]lt s what I've been fearing,” interrupted Buffalo
al v Thg bal‘()l‘l and Nomad are up at the corral—
t:g”the girl. Like enough the woman will run up,

b ﬁhades of Unk-te-hee! You're a prophet, necar=
de(ﬁgrdeven as Buffalo Bill spoke, the trail took a
Pame txér.n and suddenly they came into the path that
from]elf): 1 ill had ridden so hard the evening before
Lo el Verde, with the posse bent on hanging the

exican murderer. E
- Buffalo Bill made no reply at the moment. In three
ninutes they came to the summit of a long rise and
saw the river—and, in the distance, the ferry. Not a
soul was in sight about the big drum. The boat could
ot be seen, for a spur of the river bank hid it from
their view:.
] He's doubled on us, necarnis!” cried Pawnee Bill,
0osening the gun in his holster.

There!” cried Buffalo Bill. :
Even at this distance they could see the haw

| 10 which the heavy ferryboat was attached move. It
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began running over the drums.
boat appeared. ;

“He’s there! And, by gad, he's got his horse with
him!” yelled Pawnee Bill.

L he ferryboat appeared in whole, and the bay horse
was plainiy visible, while the figure of a man tuggmg
lize mad at the heavy hawser was likewise in the pic-
ture.

The scout and Pawnee lashed their horses to top
speed; but the escaping fugitive ran back and forth
along the deck of the punt, shoving the boat farther
and farther mto the stream.

At that day there was only one bridge across the
R0 Grande between the old International, between El
Paso and Jinraz, and the sea. But the river was nac
row enough here to make a bridge possible—and the
~ purstiers wished with all their hearts that therg were
- such a structure instead of this ferry.
| Tt was evident that, before they could reach the ferty,
' the fugitive would be most of the way across and prac-
tically out of rifle shot. They could easily stop the
hawser at the drum: but the man could ﬁnisl_1 the d‘Sh
tance by poling or by using the huge oar with \}'1110
the boat was provided. i

1§ Nomad—or even the baron—had only been calle
to the ferry in time! Mrs. Liscom had doubtless rif
to see what was the matter with her hushand at tls
sheds, and none of the party would see the escapiis
murderer. g A

But suddenly Pawnee Bill voiced a shrill cheef.
mounted man appeared upon the bluff above the ferrys
and forced his mount headlong down the hill. He was
out of sight in an instant, but they had recogniz
him.

scout.

— e

['hen the head of the *

“Hickok has beat us to it, Pawnee!” shouted the
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“More power to him! If he can pick that scoundrel
off ) '

But Pawnee’s sentence was not finished. In the first
place, he had seen that Wild Bill was not armed with
arifle and the fugitive was now more than pistol shot
away from this shore. .

Indeed, it would have been a long shot already for
arifle. And Wild Bill doubtless realized that fact.
le did not waste a cartridge. Instead, he did the only
thing there seemed to be to do—he slashed through
the hawser at the drum, and the scout and his com-
panion saw the hemp fall loosely into the stream. In-'
stantly the punt began to swing down stream!

.'\F' the two Bills on their winded steeds came to the
h}'mk of the bluff, Little Cayuse bounded up with a
rifie, dropped on one knee, and began to shoot rapidly,
but without much reason, at the distant boat.

Buffalo Bill flung himself from the saddle, and
grabbed the gun out of the Piute’s hands.

‘Here! Let your hetters try that game, Cayuse,”
;rled the scout, and brought the gun swiftly to his
ace, >

The next moment the report echoed across the river,
and simultaneously the figure of the man on the punt
limped. Either the bullet had tapped him lightly, or
it had sung so near that the fugitive was frightened.
He seized the horse by the bridle, spoke to him, and
tl}e creature knelt with the swiftness of much prac-
tice. At once the Mexican—if that were his nation-
allt}'\C}‘011clle(l behind the body of the bay horse, and
Was entirely hidden from the Americans.

. “Now, by the sacred O-zu-ha!” cried Pawnee Bill.

What do you think of that?”

i think he has stumped us,” said Buffalo Bill ‘
§ravely, handing the rifle back to Little Cayuse. )
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“Kulux Kittybux take it?” questioned the Piute, of-
fering Pawnee Bill the gun.

But “Little Bear” knew as well as his “necarnis’
that a rifle ball would be so spent by the time it reached
the boat that even if the horse was struck, it would be
scarcely harmed, and the man using it for a living
fortress would almost certainly not feel the bullet.

The punt was drifting slowly with the current, the
hawser running through the loop that attached it to
the craft. As the fugitive did not dare rise from be-
hind his shield, he could not retard the drift of the
boat. The distance to the farther shore of the river
was still great, and, although there were shoals and
an occasional rock in the part where the punt floated,
beyond it was deep and swift water.

Buffalo Bill knew that there was no other craft at
the ferry; yet he was suddenly startled by a yell form
Wild Bill, and, looking down in the direction of the
ferryhouse, beheld an object floating on the river, glld
just pushing out from the shore, that made him think
for a moment that there was another boat in the vi
cinity.

But then he and his companions realized that the
floating object was a long plank, astride of which wa
a man propelling it with some swiftness by means 0
a paddle. The plank had been launched just above
the ferryhouse, and was being pushed out into the
stream with no little skill. =

“Shades of Unk-te-hee!” gasped Pawnee Bill It's
the baron!” ;

It was indeed the baron, who had started smgle
handed to cope with the murderous outlaw who, Iying
on the punt behind his faithful horse, would have
every chance of picking the baron off!

“Come back, you fool!” bawled Wild Bill, from the -

foot of the bluff.
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But the baron did not even wave his hand at him.
He had all he could do to force the plank out into the
crrent. It was plain that he had his pistols with him
and he hoped to get near enough to the punt to do somé
damag? to the fellow who had caused all this trouble.

“He's a dead Dutchman!” groaned Pawnee Bill.
‘Don’t it look that way to you, necarnis?”

“Death’s a long road,” returned Cody gravely. “The
ba{‘on has been in tight squeaks before e

There!” cried the bowie man excitedly.

Tl1g1‘e was a shot from the boat, and they saw the
baron’s dinky little traveling cap skip off his head and
.ﬂoa_t away on the stream. The baron ducked, evidently
having felt the heat of the rifle ball; but he continued
0 use the paddle as hard as he could plug it.

A cheer arose from his companions on shore.
\\‘hethqﬁ it was a foolish attempt or not—whether the
baron succeeded in driving the outlaw from his ref-
uge, or was killed himself—the courage displayed by
their Dutch pard inspired the three Bills with delight.




CHAPTER XXXVIL
THE ESCAPE—AND SOMETHING ELSE.

Without paying amny more attention to the chie;éi gz
his pards ashore than he did to the lead and po$§-1 i
the enemy on the boat, the baron paddled steadily

rrent.
theItCL:\'as a courageous—indeed, a dewergxtelly1 i
act he was performing. And it was msmredr ))f L
baron’s own chivalrous nature. O\:er the b?j y (t) =
ferryman pretty Bessie was weeping her hear )
and the baron couldn’t stand that!

brave

Unable to do aught to bring her father back to his

- . . . . t]_le
senses, or to help old Nomad in his ministratigns,

baron was eager to do something to shoyf’chel firfy-
man’s daughter that he would “do or dare hm-"ls -
And recklessly indeed had he set about s Txu gﬂaw
chivalrous desire. It looked a safe bet that ]tfed(;; 5
would pot the baron before the baron .coulC o
plank near enough to the boat to put his own gun
lay with effect, P : 3
5 His friends ashore, after that single hearf,\ Ch%%é
almost held their breaths while they watched lzlmtlr o
loss of the baron’s cap did not in the leastl ete
from his purpose. B
He kept on pushing out into the s e
‘and, although he was traveling on a slant, he w élb Sliere-
ing nearer and nearer to the other side and,
fore, to the drifting punt. At
Suddenly the boat ran against a shoal, or a rloc\if{y i
least it stuck in mid-current, and began SIO

swing around. : _ e
Bugffalo Bill waited for the boat to swing until b

ronger current,
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could catch a small view of the outlaw again, and let
drive once more with Cayuse’s rifle. But it was too
great a distance.

“You're burning powder for nothing, necarnis,” ad-
vised Pawnee Bill.

“I believe you, Gordon,” admitted the great scout.
"It looks like it is the baron’s fight—and we are help-
Jess.” '

“More power to the Dutchman say I!” cried Paw-
nee Bill.

Meanwhile the outlaw had fired thrice at the ap-
proaching baron. Neone of his subsequent shots had
passed so close to the baron as that first ome. The
very boldness of the man on the plank seemed to have
made the outlaw less skillful.

The punt swung slowly. Soon the man whom they
all believed to be Silvernail was plainly revealed. The
horse no longer shielded him from either the view
of the men on the shore or from the baron.

The latter now had propelled his plank into the very

middle current. He was going swiftly downstream,
and would soon be opposite the punt.
_ He deliberately laid the paddle before him, balancing
It across the plank, and drew one of his guns. The
Vater had splashed to his waist, but the cartridges in
the weapon were perfectly protected. He raised the
Weapon and slowly drew bead upon the man lying on
the raft,

Before he could fire the outlaw emptied a quick-
fing, six-shot revolver at the baron. The bullets must
ave whistled all about him, but the man on the plank
fever turned a hair. When the smoke of the outlaw’s
§un was dissipated, the baron was still upright on the
Efaﬂk 'and ready to draw a deadly bead upon his
nemy_

“By the sacred O-zu-ha!” gasped Pawnee Bill, in
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Cody's ear. “Did you ever see such pluck? Not me—
an-pe-tu-we!” s
The deadly earnest of the baron—and his miracu-
lous escape from the leaden hail shot in his direction—
certainly sent fear through the heart of the bandit!
He sprang up, and, with a shout to the great bay
horse, made the animal struggle to its feet. Thus
standing, the man got behind the horse, and was for
the moment sheltered from the baron’s deadly aim.
The plank was drifting rapidly downstream. In
a few moments it would pass the ferryboat, and soon
the distance would be too great for the haron to get
a sure shot at the bandit. Besides, he would then have
his hack to the shoaled boat. : 4
“Gome oudt off dot !’ yelled the baron. ‘I haf gifen
you blenty off dime to shoodt me alretty. Now, pehave
like a man vot you aind’t, undt ledt me half von leedle
shot—yes?” :
The outlaw had no intention of doing any such thing,
however. He did not shoot again at the baron; but
he kept the standing horse between him and his an-
tagonist. e
“Ach himmelblitzen!” bawled the angry baron.
you vill nodt pe a man den T must shoodt dot horsc—f‘
who iss a petter man as you undt I vould vish to saié
hinr yedt.”
But the bandit was not encouraged by these rqmarks
to show himself. The baron raised his pistol with the
determination to shoot the horse thropgh the neci(fi
The distance was not great, and he believed he cot
knock the bay off his feet, at least. e
But suddenly the bandit swung himself into
saddle, He turned for a moment to look at his enemYé
and revealed the fact that he still wore the beard tha
Bessie Liscom declared to be false.

With a shriek to the horse, digging spurs into its
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glossy sides, he urged the beast to leap, while yet the
the baron hesitated !

The outlaw had already swung the animal around
with head to the Mexican side of the river. A branch
of the swift current ran between him and the shore,
yet he evidently considered the baron a far greater
danger than the peril of drowning! ,

His yell and his treatment of the horse made the
beast leap from the ferryboat. Splash it went into
the river, bearing the outlaw in the saddle, and so as-
tonishing the baron that that individual did not fire.

The horse struck bottom; the river was so shallow
here. But instantly his rider urged him into the deeper
stream beyond, fear riding hard upon him.

He need not have heen so frightened by the baron

just then, however. The German’s tenderness for the
handsome horse had caused him to lose his chance
o pot the king-pin bandit of the border!
' For, immediately it was relieved of the weight of
man and beast, the punt swung free of the shoal and
set off down stream again. And its course was sure
to bring it into collision with the plank on which the
baron floated.

Indeed, the forward end of the plank bumped the
boat before the baron could get the gun back into its
holster. Therefore, he lost his paddle and immediately
he was at the mercy of circumstances—and the river! .

As usual, when the baron did a really courageous
thing, he ended with a big splash. And this time it
was a literal one.

He reached for the lost paddle, and the jar of the
plank’s collision with the boat caused it to tip. At once
he was headlong in the current, and went down like a
¢hunk of lead!

“Woof I

That was the sound the baron emitted as his mouth
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came above the surface once more. He was kicking
like the famous frog in the milk can—and if it had
been possible he would have churned a lump of but-
ter in the next few moments big enough for him to
roost on!

As it was, however, and quite blindly, he kicked him-

self to safety. He had lost the plank; but he reached
the boat. He grabbed it and finally, with much puffing
and spluttering profanity, drew himself-out of the
flood. :
There he sat, draining water.off, and out of him,
and fairly bubbling with rage. He had lost his chance
of making good when success seemed to be entirely in
his grasp.

The boat was drifting steadily down the main cur-
rent of the Rio Grande; and far toward the Mexican
shore he could see the head of the bay horse who was
swimming gallantly, and beside him the black, bobbing
head of the bandit whose life had been, a few min-
utes before, in his hand.

Meanwhile old Nomad, to the delight and deep
gratitude of Mrs. Liscom and Bess, had brought the
ferryman around. At least, he regained consciousness.
The trapper could not properly dress the wound in _the
poor fellow’s head—not properly according to surgical
scierice. But in the wilderness men suffer remarkable
wounds and live to tell of them! :

At least, the man knew his surroundings, and his
wife and daughter, and the trapper could leave him in
their care—although he warned them not to try to
move him at present. They had made a bed for him

under the horse shed, and in that climate and at that

time of year the shelter was sufficient.
Now the trapper joined Buffalo Bill and the ot'her
pards on the bluff overlooking the scene which has just
| been described.
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The Americans had cheered the German in his won-
derful efforts to “get” the bandit. And when he
missed his chance they set up a chorused groan. The
outlaw was getting nicely away, while the German was
drifting’ down the stream on the ferryboat that the
outlaw had deserted. ;

“Will you look at that?” cried Wild Bill Hickok.
“Never did I see the beat of that Dutch punkin! By
gorry! First he comes near pulling off the job of his
life, and then lets it fall through—punk!”

“Him heap no good—wuh!” grunted Little Cayuse.

“Well, he evidently did his best,” said Cody, with a
sigh.
~ “Waugh!” growled old Nomad, just then coming
into the conversation. “Wot thet thar Dutch peewee
| Intends ter do don’t save him from makin’ th’ derndest
bad breaks I ever seen. By th’ horned frogs of Texas!
)He’s sure gone th’ limit this yere time!” :

“In other words, there is a place paved with good in-
tentions—eh ?”” suggested Pawnee Bill. “And our pres-
ent chance of catching Silvernail is now nil. Well
|we'll—

[ “But wot erbout th’ Dutchman?” interrupted No-
mad. “We can’t let him float clean down ter th’ gulf
thet air way.” \

“Come on!” exclaimed Buffalo Bill. “Old Trusty
here s right. We have @ot to save the baron to keep

ut- of any international brawl with the German Em-
pil.n'”

But it was really no laughing matter. The baron
had got himself into a most unhappy mess, and as he
sat, dripping and forlorn, upon the drifting ferryboat,
he had evidently lost all his chivalrous feelings. And
his ~1ng vware saturated, and all his pride fallen.

_ Little Cayuse ran after the horses, and they rode
down the shore in pursuit of the drifting boat. There
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chanced to be a bend three miles below—and it was
well for the baron that this was so.

Here a point of sand stuck out into the water. The
party descended the bluff, and raced out upon the sand-
pit. There it was seen that the drifting boat would
come none too near the shore even here.

Therefore, Little Cayuse prepared to ride into the
river on his pinto, with Nomad's lariat noosed about
his saddle horn. His own the Piute swung in circles
about his head, prepared to cast it into the baron’s out-
stretched hands; but the boat kept provokingly far
away.

“Get husy there, you Dutch roustabout!” yelled Wild
Bill, scarcely able to keep in his saddle. “Work the
boat over this way!”

But either the outlaw—or the baron himself—had
lost the paddle. The big punt drifted as the current
pleased, and there was no way in which the baron
could force it a yard nearer the Indian, whose pony,
Was now swimming.

Nomad walked his own horse into the river, let-
ting the Piute out to the end of the lariat. Pawnee

Biil rushed his own mount into the water, and fas-

tened another line to Nomad’s saddle,
“Hold hard, boys!’ advised Buffalo Bill. “You'll

all be strung out yet at the mercy of that current, and

I'll see you all going down stream.”

He likewise rode into the river, but diagonally, and
below the others. Cayuse swung his lariat for the
last time and let her spin!

The baron made a frantic effort to grab it, and came
within an ace of pitching off into the river.

“Donnerwetter!” he bawled. “Iss dot de pest you
can do, Leedle Cayuse? Idt iss a foolishness den—doé
iss wot! I gould t'row a petter rope mit bot’ handt8

B
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tiedt pehindt my pack yedt—undt mit mein eyes
closed !”

Just how he was to perform this feat he did not
explain, but- made another spread-eagle grab for the
next cast of the Indian’s rope.

“Ach, himmelblitzen!” he yelled. ‘“Jest as I haf it,
I haf idt nodt! Py shiminy graciousness! If dot
mu-el off mine—Toofer—vos here, he couldt petter as
you flng a rope yedt.” :

Cayuse only grinned at this insult, and made a
third cast. This time the baron managed to grab the
end of the rope; but he teetered on the edge of the
boat for a moment so that his friends expected to see
him splash into the river again. ;

He managed to recover his balance, however, and
lay back on the rope. It was a stiff weight, but he
really managed to draw the boat a little nearer the In-
dian. The latter was now trying to turn his pony, and
steer him shoreward again. Nomad hélped in this, and
the others cheered their work.

But it was Buffalo Bill who noticed that the baron
was trying to fasten the end of the rope around his
own waist!
| “Here! You fool Dutchman!” cried the scout,
“don’t do that. Do you want to be yanked off the
‘boat after all? .Tie that rope to a cleat.”
| The baron managed to do this, and then he had a
fair chance of being saved without being dragged
through the river again.

The Piute got his pony to a shallow place where
the creature could stand on its own feet, and there
Nomad rode to him and flung his extra rope to the
baron. With two strong lariats hitched to the ferry-
boat, there was a chance of saving the craft as well
,@s the baron.

And this they did in half an hour. Liscom’s boat

!
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was drawn near the shore, where Nomad and Wild
Bill jumped aboard it, and, with poles cut in the for-
est, they managed to push the boat upstream to the
ferry landing, about dark.

The day had been spent excitedly, but without much
gain to Buffalo Bill and his pards. The man they be-
lieved to be Silvernail had escaped. They had seen
him climb out with the bay horse on the other side.and
ride away.

Nobody had come up from Del Verde to trouble
thern. Liscom was better and they moved him down
to the ferryhouse before dark. But they could not
repair the hawser and put the ferryboat in commis-
sion again before the next morning.

But after supper that night, Buffalo Bill proceeded
to make the investigation which circumstances had
halted early in that day. In other words, he proposed
thoroughly to examine the tunnel, or subterranean pas-
sage, or whatever it was, the entrance of which they
had discovered #inder the burned house.

Because of the evident unfriendliness of Albona Ben
when he rode away in the morning, the scout did not
think it wise to leave the horses unguarded, and they
were removed from Liscom’s corral and picketed
nearer the river. The baron and Little Cayuse were
left to guard them, while the remainder of the party
gathered torches and proceeded to the opening of the
subterranean passage.

Rum, tobacco, opium, and many other valuable cont-
modities were in those days brought across the border
without paying the customs duties. At the regular
places of crossing—like Laredo, Eagle Pass, El Paso
—the internal revenue officers watched keenly those
who went to and fro; but there were many places like

this ferry in the Big Bend country where the outlaws |

made themselves quite at home.
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However, for a train of laden -mules—or a hoat—
to cross the river at any one point frequently, would
finally reach the ears of the government officers. There-
fore the smugglers had probably worked mostly at
night, and had prepared a hidden storage house for
the illicit wares they dealt in.

At night it would be an easy matter to bring across
boatloads of goods, discharge the cargoes on the shore
above the ferryhouse, and hide away the goods in
some cavern in the bluff. That was what Buffalo Bill
expected to find—a cavity in the rocks which was con-
nected with this old house that had been burned by
the passage through which Silvernail had escaped the
fire. =

At least, there was surely a second exit, for Nomad
had watched the end tnder the ruined dwelling like a
hungry cat at a rat hole. Now, with the torches, the
three Bills and the old trapper got down to business.

Buffalo Bill went ahead, while Nomad trailed be-
hind, keeping a sharp ear on their rear, for they had
shut the stone cover of the passage down when they
entered, and it scraped so that they believed they
could hear instantly if it was touched, no matter how
far they got into the tunnel.

And it was a long passage. Much time, patience,
and hard work had been expended .in its digging—
that was sure! Yet fifty feet beyond the house it
seemed to melt into a natural cavity in the rock. They
descended a ladder into a deep well—thirty feet down
at leasts and landed at last in a cavern like a huge cis-
tern—and with walls almost as smooth and round.

“By gorry! There’s no outlet_to this,” declared
Wild Bill, voicing the general surprise.

“There doesn’t seem to be. It's a good storage
place, and it must be down pretty near to the level of
the water. But if the smugglers ever used it fo¥
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storage purposes, how did they get the stuff in here?”
demanded Buffalo Bill.

Instantly old Nomad let out a howl that startled the
hollow echoes into life.

“By the horned frogs o’ Texas!” he yelped. “Lookes
thet thar ladder!”

The others wheeled to look. The ladder had been
drawn several feet into the air. They could not see
who manipulated it above, but now it was raised more
quickly, being drawn back into the slanting passage
down which they had come to the brink of this well.

With a shout, Wild Bill leaped for the ladder. He
caught the last rung and swung in the air, his weight
-bearing the ladder down again. But the rung snappedy
tore away from the ladder itself, and he was precipi
tated upon the floor of the well.

|

1

CHAPTER XXXVIIIL
THE SAND RILL.

There was a moon, and it rose early. The picketed
horses in the glade some distance back ofsthe burned
dwelling grazed peacefully, and the baron ‘snored -
harmoniously, for Little Cayuse had the first watch.
It was not necessary for both to be awake at once
while their friends were investigating the subterranean
passage, and the baron was not averse to storing away,
sleep against future emergency. ;

'ﬁ]e gglade emerged on the edge of the bluff, and
there Little Cayuse took his stand, where he could see
in both directions along the rough and steep hillside,
all of the river for miles up and down, sparkling in
the moonlight, and most of the plain, that was not
tree-encumbered, up to the ruins of the burned house.

Thrust out of the side of the bluff were many great
rocks among the trees—some of the clumps of saplings
and trees apparently growing upon the rocks them-
selves. But there were stretches of sand and gravel,
too, as the Piute could easily see.

Buffalo Bill's Indian pard was broadly awake. ?hg
squeaking grunt of a porcupine in the brush, the-chlrpi
ing of a bird disturbed in its nest, the lap—lappx.ng o
the river as it flowed past, as well as the cha}mpmg of
the horses in the grove, were all plainly audible to his |

keen ear. o
And suddenly there came another sound. ere |

was a faint movement on the hillside below him, budi
toward the ferry. It was a faint sound—as though
somebody had made a misstep upoh the shifting tsla

and gravel down there. He heard a pebble rattle=

P it
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( then another and another. A stream of loose soil was

‘ trickling dewn the bluff.

J' The Piute had been standing motionless, with folded

| arms, and in the shadow. When he moved—and he
-did so swiftly—he was careful not to step beyond the
shadow of the trees, or to stand so that the moon
. would cast his own silhouette down the hill.

Stepping as slyly as the fox when it is approaching
the chicken roost, Little Cayuse peered down the hill.
| Beside an outcropping piece of sandstone, and under
' the roots of some scrubby trees, the sand was in mo-
tion. He could see it trickling down the hillside—
down, down to the very foot of the cliff. Tt was a rill
of sand that slid steadily downward, occasionally car-
rying a pebble with it that rattled against other pebbles

| in the descent, or at the hottom.

How had it started?

A few moments before the sand had not been in

{ motion. Little Cayuse had heard no small creature
moving in this direction. Indeed, so wise are the
wild creatures that, unless frightened, no animal would
have made the mistake of stepping upon a place that
moved like this sand stream. They would have in-
stinctively avoided it, as would the Indian himself had
he been climbing the bluff.

He now peered carefully into every clump about the
spot where the sand rill had been started, and
maneuvered so as to see around the outcropping bowl-
ders. His suspicions were aroused ; yet so vague were
they that he did not return to the glade to arouse the
baron. He had actually heard no sound but the rattling
of the pebbles; and his suspicion—though alert—was
indefinite. -

- Like the ghost of an Indian, Little Cayuse let him-
self down the steep hillside, from bowlder to bowlder,

4 from footi=g to footing, trying each carefully before
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he bore his weight on it, and always moving toward
that place where the rill of sand had begun to run. It
was still slipping down the hillside—he could see
it but the cause of it he neither understood nor saw.

An Indian on the watch for an enemy, or fearful of
surprise, seldom leaves any mystery—no matter pf how
small moment—unexplained. His curiosity 1s insatia-
ble regarding every leaf, branch, stone, or blade of
grass in the trail that he follows.

" This rill of sand, Little Cayuse believed, could not
have been started running without some active agency.
Was that agency human, or was it caused by Somg
frightened creature running over the sandy sloper?
The Piute did not believe that it was caused_ by any |
wild creature unless it were one that had a lair under ‘
that outcropping sandstone and the roots of the scrub |
trees. And if there was a hole in that place, he wanted
to know it! ' : _

It was along here that Buffalo Bill and his friends
had looked for the farther outlet of the subterranean
passage—that passage which the three Bills and No-
mad were at this very time exploring. They had really
expected to find the second opening—if there were |
such, far down the bluff, near the level of the river.
This disturbance in the sand was scarcely halfway“
down the face of the bluff. :

The possibility that the trickling sand had s_omethmg
to do with the tunnel the smugglers had used'lmpressed
the Piute. ' His was a keen, if uncultured, mind. A_nd,
although his ability to speak the language of the whites '
was limited, his understanding of what they said when
they had talked together about the subterranean pas
sage was quite clear. :

%y aid lof this passage Silvernail, the bandit, had
escaped the fire, and later got out mto the open, a;lt;
tacked Liscom, the ferryman, and rum av.=" with the
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! from the burned house.
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bay stallion. Little Cayuse understood that there were
other ruffians who knew of the existence of the tunnel
If there was an opening into
that tunnel under that rock ‘

Well, the Piute knew just what to do. He lowered
himself from tree stub to rock, and so carefully that no
pebble was detached to roll down the side of the bluff,
nor did he crack a twig. His own-shadow moving
over the ground made fully as much noise in its pas-
sage as the body of Little Cayuse itself!

In a few seconds he had slipped down to the clump

of saplings and brush that overhung the spot where
the sand had begun to slide. The trickling had not yet
ceased, but it was slowing down. Whatever cause had
first started the sand rill, it was now removed.

The Piute, on his knees, carefully pushed aside the
twios and small branches with one hand, holding oné
of his pistols in the other. Indeed, he used the barrel
of the weapon to assist in making this aperture through
the screen of vegetation. But all so noiseless!

Then he craned his head forward and peered over
the edge of the sandstone block. His eagle feather
cast a shadow on the hillside, but none of his body was
thrust forward sufficiently to be reflected by the moon-
light. The feather looked much like a twig among the
other twigs.

Yet there was a pair of watchful eyes—as keen as
those of the Piute—that saw this shadow of the eagle
feather. The owner of the eyes, however, might never
have realized that the shadow was not that of one of
the other twigs had not Little Cayuse bobbed his head
back and forth in his endeavor to see down under the
bowlder.

Now, there was no wind ; therefore, why should one
of these twigs be darting here and there—its shadow
funning about like a weasel on a hot rock. 'z owner
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of the pair of eyes watching the reflection of the eagle
feather did not for a moment know just what the
shadow was.

Under the rock and the tree roots was a narrow
opening in the hillside—just the opening that Buffalo
Bill and his comrades had searched for that previous
morning. There had been a slab of rock before the
hole—and so ingeniously fixed in place that it had
looked like a part of the huge bowlder of sandstone,
and immovable. ;

The sliding back of. this slab, greased on its upper
and lower edges and running smoothly in grooves cut
into the soft rock—had started the trickle of sand down
the face of the bluff. Out of the aperture was thrust
the head and shoulders of a man.

The shadow of the eagle feather flickered about. For
some moments the man in the hole tried to make out
the meaning of it. Then suddenly this thought per-
meated his mind :

“Buffalo Bill totes a Piute Injun with him; that
Injun wears an eagle feather in his scalp lock; and that
Injun is poking about just above here.”

No sooner had the thought shot the man’s under-
standing than he yanked out a gun, threw himself far-
ther through the hole, making the sand slide all the
faster, and getting a quick squint at the top of Lﬁlttle
Cayuse’s black head and his long braids, he fired
point-blank at the Piute!




CHAPTER XXXIX.
THE BARON TIES THE BAG OF TRICKS.

That bullet, coming so suddenly and shattering the
stillness of the night, “creased’”’ the Piute neatly. Itcut
. a groove through his topknot, and the blood flowed;
. but it did not cut his eagle feather—that precious pos-
session of the red warrior, almost as precious as his
- medicine—and for that Little Cayuse was thankful—
| afterward. : :
i Just then he was in the act of throwing hnnse.lf
! forward over the edge of the bowlder. ~The shot did
' not stay him. Indeed, he slid still farther f_or\\'atd.
. his eyes glaring like a wild beast’s down into the
eyes of the man who lay halfway out of the hole!
i As the blood dripped from the wound in the red-
| skin's head, he dove over the rock, and his sinewy han'd
| gripped the throat of his enemy. e had lost.h§S
{ own pistol ; he knocked the gun out of his‘an‘tagonlst S
hand, and the weapon went sliding and slipping down
 the hillside with the rill of sand, the beginning O
| which had led the Piute into this mess.

For it was a mess. He had a grip on the throat of
the mun who had shot him; but how long %e could
hold that grip it was hard to say! E

The man was twice the weight of the Piute. His
own great fists shot upward and his brown fingers

~gripped the throat of the redskin. In doing this he
l had heaved himself out of the hole under the bowlder,
| how aver.,

| Little Cayuse came down plumb upon the man’s head
\ and shoulders. They grappled like a pair of tiger

| cats. Neither could utter a sound, for the throat-grips
were deadly !
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One or the other would swiftly choke his antago-
nist to death.

The Piute, so much lighter than the man frony the
hole, had on ivantage of position. He was on
top— he moment.

While his lean fingers dug frantically into the throat
of his enemy, the calloused and thicker fingers of that
enemy squeezed the redskinm’s neck as though it were
that of a kitten. @

The blood roared in the ears of the Piute like the
fall of the water in the Shoshone. The hot breath of
the man who sought to kill him, and whom he sought
to kill, was breathed into his face like the fetid breath
of the panther. The man growled in his throat, too,
like 2 mad heast!

Little Cayuse heard nothing—saw nothing—scarcely
sensed anything but the fact that either he or his
antagonist would never get out of this grip alive.
Had the blood not roared so in his ears, and his senses
been deadened to everything but the battle, he would
]la\'g heard the drumming of horses’ hoofs upon the
prairie,

. While he and the unknown struggled together, roll-

Ing upon the little cup-shaped hollow in the side of

t!le bluff, a band*of horsemen drove down upon the |
htﬂe glade where the steeds of Buffalo Bill and his

tiends were tethered, and where the baron slept in

utter unconsciousness of all that was going on.

The (lrumming of the ponies’ hoofs did not awaken
the German, e lay on his back and smored as me-

Odiously as a distant sawmill, while the gang bore

down on the grove. They reached the place, threw
themselyes from their saddles, and rushed the camp.
The Baror Villum von Schnitzenhauser continued to
OW melodious blasts on his horn, and, lying in the
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deep shadow of a fallen tree, was not—at first—aob-
served by the raiders.

The mysterious riders gathered quickly in a whis-
pering knot near the mounts belonging to Buffalo Bill
and his pards.

“Where are they?”

“This here is a trap, boys!”

“Go on! We know where those skeezicks have gone
—didn’t Ben tell us?”

“But they wouldn't have left the nags alone

“Why not? Who would touch ‘em?”

“We-uns!” guffawed one of the fellows.

“Shut up! Want to advertise our presence here?”

“Who's to hear—if Buffalo Bill and his gang have
gone into the gopher hole?” ;

“There’s folks at the ferryhouse below.”

“Wimmen. Ben says Liscom is bad hurt.”

“That son of a gun of a Mexican must have knowed
about the tunnel, too,” intimated another.

“Sh! There’s too much yawp bein’ let off.”

Just about this time the baron began to stir. He'

openied his eyes and his bugle ceased its tune. There
were five men grouped together just before him. He
knew instantly that they were not his friends.

“But where is Ben gone?” he heard one say.

“Hang him! He told us to drive right down here
and seize the ponies and whoever was watchin’ 'em.”

“And there ain’t anybody watchin’,”’ declared one
~of the strangers.

“Undt dot vos a lie yedt!” declared the baron—only
he said it to himself. “T am vatchin’'—de Baron Villum
von Schnitzenhauser. His iss de eye dot nefer schleebs
yedt!” |

He said it proudly, and really believed it. Little

Cayuse might neglect his duty and disappear at such &
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time as this; but the baron—Ilet him tell it!—never
failed in an emergency.

And this belief in himself was a good thing at this
present moment. The baron considered himself quite
a match for five scoundrels who had evidently come
here for the express purpose of attacking the owners
of the Liorses tethered in the glade.

“Ach, himmelblitzen!” thought the doughty baron.
“Ve vill a different tune show dem, undt dey vill a
different bicture vistle!”

And hé proceeded to bring this rather impossible
happening about in the following manner:

He had a gun in either hand the moment he awoke.
He now rose up siienty, and with velvet footfall ap-
proached the unconscious group of raiders. When he
was within ten feet of them he gave the strangers
the surprise of their lives. R

“Up mit dose handts! Up, 1 say, or py shiminy
Ghristmas! I shoots de lodt oof you!”

In the country of the Big Bend, when a command
like this was voiced, no man—if he had any sense at
all and was sober—refused to obey instantly. It was
well enough to inquire what it was all about after-
ward. A lead pellet was very likely to cute the disease
of curiosity if that disease were allowed to hold sway
at such a time.

It is told of one of the itinerant preachers who tray-
eled the Western country in the old days—men as
rough and fearless as the settlers themselves, but ustl-
ally respected for their courage as well as for their
religion—that he opened the door of a dance !m]] and
gambling hell one night, and, standing unnoticed for
a moment, overlooking the men in the place, half of
whom were blaspheming criminals, he shouted :

“Hands up!” :

The order was obeyed by about everybody in the
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room, and no preacher ever obtained the undivided at-
tention of a congregation so suddenly and surely.
Then the “sky pilot” proceeded to preach a scathing
sermon against the pet sins of the crowd before him,
and they listened in sheeplike silence. They neglected
to go and hear him in his church, therefore he had
brought his preachments to them, and there wasn’t one
of them that did not admire his courage in doing so.

The point is, that men who are habitually “heeled”
know that “to get the drop” closes the game. The
man who draws first holds the winning card.

These five fellows, without asking who the barom
was, or how many backed him, put up their empty
hands first; then they turned slowly to look at him
afterward.

“It’s Buffalo Bill’s Dutchman!”” cried one.

“Shut oop, you!” warned the baron, holding both
guns steadily on the five. “Here! you leedle feller.
Shteb oudt undt t'row down your guns yedt.” The
man referred to obeyed. “Undt de knife in your pelt,”
added the baron sternly.

The fellow disarmed himself, quite. He made no
objection, Tt was quite as a matter of course. This
Dutchman might talk a brand of desiccated English,
but the blue barrels of his two guns talked as plainly
as the man who made the dictionary!

“Now, feller,” said the baron calmly, “you vill dis-
arm dem odder vons—undt if dey git funny yedt you
vill die qveek—onderstandt ?”’

“You needn’t be so mighty pertic'lar,” growled the
fellow. “I see what you mean.”

So he was very careful to stand, as he disarmed each
of his companions, so that the baron could plainly see

all that was done. There was no chance for any-

“funny business.”

¥ aball of strong twine. This he tosse
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The pile of hardware—a formidable pile indeed—
lay at the feet of the baron in the moonlit glade.

“Oof dot Leedle Cayuse vos here it vould be Suc-ll] an
easiness!” thought the baron. But he.dxd n?lt ;1;)\_\;
the five strangers that he was at all disturbed in his
mind. He said to the smaller man :

“Put oop your handti i\".edt! Now,

fyoudo idt! Qveek!
&Ui?he) %lxl'ed i\'lieelecra1)011t, their backs to‘ths dcugh@y
baron. Quickly the latter slipped one ot his guns m

g D .
: r TEC ocket of his hunting coa
e d on the ground.

turn aroundt—

{ to the man whom

“Hi, you leedle feller!” h% said
he had used before. “Gome here. i A

The man obeyed, for the baron now had his two guns
in hand again. o

“Big oop dot tvine. See idt?

“I sec it,” grunted the man. e T

“Now, tie does fellers’ handts——undtg 31'1;(1:3% h\fm
mit you yedt, undt if you ‘c%roubles m?l fhgba;on.
plow you all full mit holes!” threatene




CHAPTER XL.
A HALF DOZEN BAD EGGS.

The baron had been so sound asleep when the shet
was fired at Little Cayuse that he had not heard it.
Little Cayuse was now struggling for his life—deaf
and blind to all else—when the baron had five out-
laws under his guns and scarcely knew what to do with
them! 5 .

By frightful exertions.the young Piute had main-
tained his advantage of being on top in the struggle
between him and the man from the hole. This man
was really a gigantic fellow; it seemed ridiculous that
the Piute could so long keep up the struggle.

The man—and he was white—finally tore Little Ca-
yuse's hand away from his windpipe. He heaved him-
self up over the edge of the little hollow. And
then

How it was done it would be hard to tell. He
had been about to throw the Indian off his body en=
tirely. Yet Little Cayuse in the final struggle hested
him!

The Piute’s knee came into play. It shot with ter=
rific force into the white man’s stomach. The latter
uttered a startled “woof!” and fell backward, loosen=
ing his own grip on the young redskin’s neck.

The huge body of the white fell over the edge of
the cup-shaped hollow. He slid headlong down the
steep descent—following, indeed, the course of the
rill of sand that had first called Little Cayuse to the
place. The Indian Aung himself upon the man's bodys
and his weight urged the descent.

Breathless, unable to more than cling te {a:s

Vi hite
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man's body, Little Cayuse coasted down the hill, and
in half a minute they were at the bottom. “Splash!”
they went into the water; but the Piute remained on
shore. The lower part of the white man’s body re-
mained on the land, too.

He struggled feebly for a minute, with Little Ca-
'yuse holding his head and shoulders under water. Then
the man lay. still—drowned!

The Indian crept back from the edge of the river,
exhausted and panting. He felt tenderly of his neck,
where the cords and ligaments were swollen angl al-
ready discolored. But his eyes gleamed whenn he
saw clearly the size of the man he had worsted. The
white man was a veritable giant.

But it was some time before he felt able to climb
to his feet. This spot was far below the glade where
he had left the horses and the baron; and, to tell the
truth, Little Cayuse had something else to think Qf
Just then than the temporary camp on the bluff. This
fellow with whom he had fought had come out of a
hole in the hillside. The Piute believed that the hole
connected with the tunnel Buffalo Bill and his com- |
Padres were searching.

- What had happened to the white men in the tun- '

nel? The question smote upon the mind of Little
Cayuse and lashed him to renewed effort. He strug-
gled up and began climbing the hill again. So weak
and beaten was he that he had to crawl on hands and
nees for most of the distance to the sandstone
bowlder,

.The opening at which the white man appeared was
$till uncovered. Little Cayuse wriggled into the hole
and found it a crooked passage. He had no means of
“ghﬁng his way, and he did 2ot know where the tun-
nil l'ed- or what and who Lz might run into—head=

st - ¢
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But he believed that Buffalo Bill and his companions
were somewhere in the tunnel, and now he suspected
that they were in trouble. There might be more of
the enemy here. They may have completely overcome
the Piute’s white friends.

The crooked passage was not long. Tt stopped sud-
denly at a hole in the floor of it, and into this hole the
Piute came near falling. He crept over the edge and
let his head and shoulders down into the darkness and
listened.

Suddenly he discovered that there was a light some-
where, for the darkness was not so thick down here
as it was in the passage where his body lay. He
could vaguely see the outlines of the walls. Far, far
away—so it seemed-—there was a hazy glow of light.

And then—suddenly, sharply—a voice reached the
straining ear of the redskin: '

“Hold hard, Nomad and Wild Bill. Iet me stretch
my fingers. By the sacred O-zu-ha! the edge is just
above my reach.”

The voice was that of Pawnee Bill. The Piute
quickly wriggled through the hole and dropped upon
all fours on the floor of the lower tunnel. He had re-
covered his lost gun at the mouth of the burrow under
the sandstone bowlder, and now he gripped it in one
hand as he crept along the passage. The passage de-
scended at a mild slant. Suddenly the Piute found
the end of a ladder lying on the floor. He crept along
this and saw the light growing stronger and stronger.
Then a second voice spoke:

“It looks like we’d have to stretch you out some,

Pawnee, before you reach the top of that wall.”
“Pa-e-has-ka !”

ing down into the deep well.

L : breathed Little Cayuse, suddenli |
thrusting his face over the edge of the tunnel and Iook- |
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~ Pawnee Bill uttered a startled excl;m_latioz} and
fairly fell backward off the shoulders of Wild Bill and
Nomad. But Buffalo Bill was underneath and caught
F him f :
| “It’s the redskin!” cried old Nomad. “By the jump-
' ing horned frogs!” :
h mg”Litt[e Cayu%e!" exclaimed Buffalo Bill, steadying
4 Lillie on his feet once more. =k i
“Pa-e-has-ka !” replied the Piute, grinning widely.
“By gorry! youre a sight for sore eyes, exclaimed
Wild Bill. ‘
“Put down that ladder, younker,”. commanc,l’ed Paw=
see Bill. “We're caught like rats in a trap.
- Swiftly the Piute obeyed, and the men swarmed out
1 of the well. Tn brief sentences the Indian youth gavde
| his experience of the last few minutes, and then le
his friends out of the tunnel by way of the opening
in the side of the bluff.
. “The rascal was up here when we W
down the ladder,” said Buffalo Bill.
dropped down, removed the ladder, an
oners,” 5 2
“But who the deuce was he, necarnis?” demande
Pawnee Bill.
“Come! me show,” grunted the Piute. : .
The redskin led the way down to the river lfnlf
showed them the dead man, half in the stream and halE
out, 3

ent through and
“Then he easily
d made us pris-

ated Pawnee Bill, |

When the dead man was drawn out.
il?ﬁt rascal has come to the end of

“And look what done it!” cried
the Injun wasn’t half the size of
g Ben.”

5

thet thar same Ak

e O Ut P iv ibous B
his rope, after

old Nomaad. “WhYJ’ 4
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They all praised the Piute, and Little Cayuse was

mighty proud; but his neck was so stiff that for sev-
eral days he could scarcely turn it.

Now, however, the party merely dragged_Albona
Ben a ways up the bank, and then bore him between
them to the ferryhouse. Miss Bessie came out hur-
riedly to meet them. :

“Oh, Colonel' Cody! Something is happening up
on the bluff!” cried the girl. “Fifteen minutes ago
saw a crowd of horsemen dash past the corral and
down toward that grove where your horses were taken
this evening.” ;

“By the horned frogs of Texas! This redskin 1.1as
misled us,” growled Nomad. “He left the })a;m&
asleep, and like enough Albona Ben’s gang have pitche

into the Dutchy, done him up, and vamosed with the |

critters.”

But old Nomad for once was a bad proph.et- Tl}e
scout and his friends hurried to the glade in which
the baron and' the horses had been left. They ap-
proached with great care, just in time to see one .1?7§m
marching five others around and around in a.CIicl?-
Each of the five prisoners had his wrists. tied behind ;15
back, and with a threatening gun in either han(}, 3 13
baron was making them do a sort of a lockstep aroun
the little hollow.

“It iss petter as dey vos nod idle,” he explained,

broadly a-grin, when Buffalo Bill and his compamo.ns‘;
purst through the bushes. ™ “De teufel, dey says, 1(5113
mighty fresh findin’ vork for idle handts—yes? Un ¢
dese fellers gannodt say I haf ledt dem suffer mi
idleness. Dey iss pad aigs yedt.”

“There were six bag eggs together,” said Buffalo
Bill. “I reckon you are right, baron.”

And the next day Buffalo Bill and his companions
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handed the five live
they buried Albona B
and the scout
Mexic

259
outlaws over to the sheriff, and
en. Then the ferry was repaired,

and his friends moved once more into

exican territory, again on the cold trail of Silver-
nail, the king-pin bandit,




CHAPTER XLI.
THE CARVEN STONE.

While Buffalo Bill and his pards were working along

' the Rio Grande, as we have seen, rounding up certain

“bad men,” incidents in which they were all bound to

be interested—especially the famous scout himself—

were happening some miles to the south and west—

namely, in and around the little Mexican town of San
Enrife.

It was the harvest time, and San Enrife was a grain-
growing community. Indeed, it had originally been
but a settlement of rancheros, who had built their
homes together for mutual protection against the In-
dians. It was a fertile valley, well watered, and the
village had grown. It was now long since there had
been an Indian raid;-yet it was known that the Ya-
quis were on the warpath, and not many miles away
a party of young bucks had descended upon a smaller
settlement and.destroyed the grain in the fields, al-
though they feared the Mexicans’ guns too much to
approach the houses.

San Enrife, however, had a church, and numbered |
several hundred souls. Tt did not seem likely that the

redskins would dare approach within gunshot of the
town.

Young Rawdon Smart played the cavalier to the
beautiful Sefiorita Cralé as he should, for his brother,
Clifford Smart, was the Mexican lady’s fiancé. And
the youth could not fail to notice that the Sefiorita
Maria was disturbed in her mind—more disturbed, in-
deed, than the mere absence of Clifford on a journey

. k0 Mexico City seemed to call for.

{
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“Why, Cliff will get back, all right, sefiorita,” de-
clared Rawdon cheerfully. “He is a really wonderful
fellow, that brother of mine. And such a rider! The
most reckless I ever saw. Even that redskin of Buf-
falo Bill's is not a mark to Cliff when it comes to
riding.” ;

"It is his recklessness I fear and deplore,” sighed the
senorita.

“Oh, Cliff will take care of himself,” declared the
younger brother. “You should see him: shoot !’

“Oh!” cried the girl, and this was almost a groan.
Rawdon. saw that he had taken the wrong tack with
her. He had forgotten that she knew that, years
before, his brother’s ability to shoot and his quick-
ness “on the trigger” had made him an exile from
his own land.

It was more than that, however. Sefiorita Maria
knew that Buffalo Bill suspected Clifford Smart of
being none other than the famous bandit, Silvernail.
Clifford had been careful to keep away from: San En-
rife while the scout was there. And when Clifford
had started for Mexico City, supposedly on an im-
portant errand for her father, the Sefiorita Maria knew
that the baron, who had doubtless been left at San
Enrife to watch, had set out likewise secretly, either to
follow Clifford, or to report his movements to Buffalo
Bill.

Since that night when Clifford had arrived at the
Cralé casa so unexpectedly, and had departed at once
fior the railroad, the fears of the sefiorita had increased.
The barom was missed early in the morning, too. She
knew then that instead of walking in his sleep, the
German had been eavesdropping. He suspected Clif-
ford Smart. He had now gone either to report his %
movements, or was keeping close on the trail of heg |
father’s American assistant.

e




|
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And trouble was brewing. She was sure of it. FEven
Mojé, her Indian maid, added to the young lady’s

- worriment of mind. The young Yaqui girl went
@round with red eyes that showed she had been weep-

ing, and -she refused to explain the reason for her

aunhappiness.

It could not be that she was weeping because the
baron had disappeared between daylight and dark, and
without a word to her. For, although the baron had
made desperate love to the handsome maidservant, the
Seflorita Maria was aware that Mojé had half a dozen

beaus in the village, and that she cared little for any

of them—the Dutchman included!

Early one morning Rawdon Smart passed through
the courtyard of the Cralé casa and out at the rear gate,
beside the stables. In doing this, he almost stumbled
over a figure crouching by the gate, and upon the out-
side. This was a narrow lane, and was deserted at this
early hour,

“A blanket Indian!” exclaimed Rawdon, under his
breath.

The figure arose as quick as a cat. It had been
shrouded—head, face, and all—in a striped blanket.
When it was fully erect the white youth saw that it
was indeed a “blanket Indian;” but it was a young buck
of about his own age. He was nearly bare save for the
blanket and breechcloth, however, and the hand that

 held the blanket close around him likewise held a

knife!
Rawdon Smart had hesn well instructed by Buffalo

. Bill and old Nomad during the few days that he had |

spent in their company in the wilds, He carried-a
gun at his belt at all times
it. Instantly that gun was out of the scabbard, and

its barrel was pointed at the Indian youth, not two feet
away. :

and he knew how to use
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“Friend!” grunted the redskin. “Wuh! White boy
1o shoot.”

“You look just like a friend,” returned Rat\vq?n.
“Especially with that knife in your hand. Drop it!

The redskin hesitated.

“Drop it, I say!” repeated the white youth, and he
poked the barrel of his gun into the side of the blan-
keted redskin. :

This was too much. The knife—a wicked-looking
thing of native manufacture—rattled on the flagstones.
And just then Mojé flew out of the gate. :

“No, no!” she shricked. “Sefior Rawdon will not be
reckless. Let the man go, senor.” ' :

“Let us see what he Jooks like first,” said the white
boy, and he twitched the blanket away. ;

“An Indian runner, by Jove!” he exclaimed. “One
of your people, Mojé?” .

The girl was suddenly silent. But the strange Indian
mouthed a few guttaral words and then moved slowly
off. He had dropped at her feet, too, a small stone.
When Rawdon stooped to seize it she grabbed it up
from under his hand. : .

“Hold hard, my girl!” exclaimed the American, his
face flushing. “Let ‘me See that.” . ;

The blanketed Indian was now out of sight. The
girl struggled to free her arm from Rawdon ; grips I

“It is nothing. The sefior would not care for it.
will fling it away.” :

“Letime——-sge,” said Rawdon firmly, and !le, fairly
wrenched the stone from her fingers. The girl’s e)'les
shone with an angry light. She looked as thouglil stle
contemplated leaping at his throat. There was 11) Ieﬂz
of savage blood in Mojé’s veins, although sh‘e; hz;c Je;t
among whites since she was a small child. “I tl{\){tlg"
$0,” muttered Rawdon. “It is a message to you, MOJe
What does it mean?”

8l
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The stone in his hand was oblong, smooth as an egg,
save upon one side where a curious irregular figure
was carved. What this hieroglyphic meant the youth
did not know. And the Indian girl refused to tell.

“It is nothing. It is only a stone,” she declared de-
fiantly, when urged again to explain the mystery.

“Oh, very well,” said Rawdon, flinging the stone
upon a heap of débris. “I believe it is a message, just
the same, that your brother, Xuku, sent you. You see
I know that you and the chief of the Yaquis are in

- communication. I shall warn your mistress,” declared
the bpy. :

He left the girl standing sullenly in the gateway.
He had no intention of adding to Sefiorita Maria's
troubles by telling her of the Indian and the carved
stone; but, when Mojé was gone, he intended to g0
back and secure the stone and show it to/Sefior Cralé
himself. %

However, when he came back later for this purpose,
he found the stone gone. Whether Mojé herself had
removed it, or some passer-by had picked it up out of
curiosity, Rawdon could not imagine. But he was dis-
tunbed by the incident.

The activity of the Yaquis in the mountains and
more distant valleys was known to the people of San
Enrife. But they did not belicve the Yaquis would
dare raid so far from their own lands, or such a large
village as San Enrife. Even the good Father Josefo
pooh-poohed such an idea when Rawdon suggested it

to him on this very day, chancing to meet the little
priest in the plaza.

“Why, some of the Yaquis who come here to sell In-

dian curios and trade are Christianized, Sefior Smart,”
declared the priest. - “Many of them, I hope, will some

day worship with my people. I cannot believe they
. would harm us.”

Bt LSRR
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d settlers

i ightene
“But they have burned grain and frig s

to the north and west,” declared Rawdon.

not immune.” ‘ o
) st would not believe
But the gentle old prie g >

as a possibility of peril from the redskins. )
gi?lsnolt) wish to}distxlljrb Sefiorita Mar1a. The frofezssg
was immersed in some work in his labora} ﬁ;r)[fl, ™
Rawdon hadn’t even the green stone t0 show im.
he kept his suspicions to himself. :
Evening came. The flaming w i
lights in the plaza sparkled, the village
liveliness until ten o'clock, or later:
the townspeople retired, and there wa
tinel left on guard. :
lfn 1tehe sub%rbs the men had worked all ('layst(:clkgz
grain. Some fields were cut and the gl.'?llr:J B
Rawdon chehod 40 the o0 s e S Craﬁlz:ld: suri‘@und-
which place he could view many of thl? saior
ing the town—a good part of the va e};,7 o Eght dis-
The moon was sinking. Seoom her s; \eeg G
appeared entirely, and then darkness wrf%p};e A
plain. Only the outlines of the edge galong e
was showed clearly to the youth. An e
he saw riding the silhouettes of severa i
The Mexicans of San Enrife would fnosor Crate Tl
that height. It was there that Profes S
hired men to bore a well for ail, a_qd (;l ?gfn' e
gas that had been tapped had kﬂ}ie Bidiiir
lagers outright, and even mow the o ‘they s
from the place as being accursed—ror

nora s, -

R;\t\wll)cenclmobserved these riders, thereﬁ?lx;le, kgm];elizld
picion. They disappeared, howe\:er,hauaht e
nothing else for some time. Thent}fe t ;}S ;—_ e
something at the front door of the ¢€

: t was SO
front gate which opened upon the plaza. 1

estern sky faded, the
showed its usual
Then gradually
s not even a Sefm-
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dark down there that he could not see any moving fig-
ure; but he thought he heard the iron bars that fas-
tened the gate rattle in their sockets.

He crept down from the roof, and, while descend-
ing the wide stairway to the lower floor, a shadow
drifted across the marble-paved corridor, toward the
rear of the house.

“Mojé!"” he thought. “What does that Indian girl
want out here to-night?”

He went on, opened the huge door, which he found
bolted and chained as usual, and so crossed the front
courtyard and tried the wrought-iron gates. They
were fast. He opened them softly. The plaza was de-
serted—and dark.

But as he was about to close the gates again he saw
something unnatural stuck upon one of the leaves, on
the outside. He scratched a match and looked closer.

There, upon the outer portal, was the engraved green
stone that the Indian runner had dropped at Mojé's
feet that morning—it being fastened to the iron by a
dab of mud!

What did it mean? The stone bore an Indian sign.
These Yaquis made their own heiroglyphics—a lan-
guage of arbitrary signs, each of which might mean
many things. Why was the engraved stone sent to
Mojé? And why did the Indian maidservant stick it
to the outer gate of the Cralé mansion? :

Rawdon was sorry now that he had not taken the
professor into his confidence earlier in the day. Should
he disturb him with this matter?

If he did, Sefiorita Maria would likewise be dis-
turbed, for she slept next to the savant.

Greater than all did the American youth wish that
Colonel Cody and his companions were in or near Sa
Enrife. He did not know where they were at this
tmoment. Had he known, he would have started that
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hour to reach them. He feared that trouble threatened
~—and awful trouble.

He went back to the roof, after locking the gates and
the door again. The whole valley was now dark. The
distant stars shed little light upon the earth. Nothing
moved that he could see upon the grain fields, or on the
heights.

The dark hours crept by. Why he watched Rawdon
could not have told; he could not explain what he
fgared. nor what he expected to happen. By and by
his eyelids drooped and he was off in a sound sleep.

What awoke him? No sound, for the silence of
the night was intense. Yet he started upon his knees,
clinging to the coping of the roof, and all in a ccld
Sweat. There was a faint light in the east—a faint
light only.

But as he turned to look westward a red glow burst
out on the ground—at the farther side of the valley.
It spread rapidly—trailing in both directions from the
first point of Aame, Aye, it was flames leaping high
W the air, and tearing over the ground at express
Speed ! 5

“The grain is afire!” he cried, and leaped to his
tet. The village was still wrapped in silence. It was
that hoyr before dawn when man sleeps the deepest._

But in the distance he heard something—something
that smote his mind with quick and keen understand-
Ing.  The rapid rataplan of shod hoofs descending
the rocky trail from the mesa!

Not Indians! T heir ponies would be unshod. These
Were the steeds of white men, and they were thundering
OWn into the town in a mad scramble. Yet suddenly,

Out across the valley, was raised the long, shrill, blood-
trdling yel] of the red warriors. The Yaquis were
Luring the maize ; but who were these white men rid-
g like mad into the town of San Enrife?




CHAPTER XLIL
THE LOOTING OF SAN ENRIFE.

Rawdon Smart was the first person aroused in all
the village—or on its outskirts—by the raiders. Per-
haps, because he had been the one expecting that some-
thing would occur of this nature.

In sixty seconds, however, the screams of women

and children, and popping of firearms, and the hoarse

chouts of men aroused suddenly from their beds to
deafening

defend their goods and firesides arose n
chorus.

The fields of grain blazed briskly, for there was a
keen wind. The Yaquis had followed their usual tac-
tics. They had divided into parties and ridden through
the grain fields, scattering fire as they went. hen
they rushed the outlying habitations and fought, hand
to hand, with the Mexicans whom they hated for so
many past disasters and unkindnesses.

On the other hand, a troop of horsemen had thun-
dered down into the town from the mesa. And Raw-
don Smart remained/on the roof of the Cralé house
enly long enough to be assured that these were ﬂﬂt}

white rescuers.

The men might be white, but they were certainly\

working with the Indians. They drove the frigh‘ceﬂ‘-‘d
people toward the plaza, where the church was 0
course their only refuge, and looted the houses thus
left undefended. o
“Bandits—white devils working with the Yaquis:
groaned Rawdon Smart, and he darted down from the
roof and found the professor and his daugh_ter an
~ Mojé clinging together in the lower hall of the housé
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forty and fifty feet into the air. The plaza was made
as light as day.

Now, into the open market place rode the gang of
shod ponies. As Rawdon had suspected, they were
not ridden by redskins. Every man was white in all
probability, and every man was masked!

There was more than a dozen of the renegades.
That they were outlaws working with the Yaquis in
this raid on the Mexican town, there-could be no doubt.

An unfortunate villager, running like a scared rab-
bit across the plaza toward the refuge of the church,
was spied. With a yell half the gang rode after him.
He reached the church steps, staggered up them, and
pounded upon the great doors.

But the people behind those doors were afraid to
open them. He screamed for help, but the headmoss
ruffian threw a lariat and noosed the unfortunate about
the neck.

The man was snatched off the porch and was
dragged across the plaza, over the pavements, at the
end of the rope. He was dead before he had half en=
circled the market place. Then the murderer leaped
off his horse and robbed him of such jewelry and gold
or silver as he had.

Most of the others advanced and fired a volley of
rifle and revolver shots into the church door. They
had no respect for the sacred edifice.

But-the door was thick. It would necessitate much
work to break it down. -These fellows realized this
fact very shortly.

Some of them had already looted near-by houses; but
they evidently had gained little to repay them. Now,
one sighted the wall and grillwork gate of the Cralé
casa. :

With a cheer they spurred their horses across to it

The leader of the band was a man dressed richly n.

{

|
| the Mexican style and wore a curling black beard. The

S

The Looting of San Enrife. 271

beard, with the mask he wore through the slits of
which his eyes peered, made it really impossible for

! Rawdon Smart to tell what manner of fellow he was.

This man threw himself from the horse he rode—a
beautiful bright bay with white mane and tail—and
rattled the gate. Rawdon ran along the wall, lay down
within easy pistol shot, and aimed his gun at the man’s
heart. Then he shouted :

“Keep off! there are white men in here, and they
know how to fight. Keep off!”

The leader looked up, and for an instant Rawdon

thought that the masked man must see him. But then
afigure darted between the horses and appeared at the
gate, too. Tt was that of a blanketed Indian, and he
Spoke eagerly to the leader of the ruffians.
. What he said was unheard by Rawdon Smart, but
it was easily understood. The Indian might-have been
the blanketed Yaqui who had appeared at the rear of
ﬂge Cralé premises the morning before. He made plain
his meaning, too, for his gesture drew the attention of
the white men to the carved stone stuck to the gate,
and then he drew his figure up to its full height, and
With folded arms stood threateningly before the gate.
It was plain that the Yaquis had determined upon sav-
Ing the Cralé house and: its inmates from all harm!

But the white ruffians were not of that mind—even

the man who led them would not listen. With a quick

- and Savage movement he flung the Indian aside—

throwing the Yaqui, indeed, prone upon the pavement.
Tl}en‘Seemingly with scorn—he snatched out his
unting knife and pried the stone and mud off the gate.

: el kicked the green stone to one side and coolly rat-
o t‘he gate to discover how it was fastened.

His followers raised a cry of delight. Among the
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caths and joyful exclamations, Rawdon Smart heard
this plainly:

“Good for Silvernail! he's the man to lead us. Down
with the gates!”

At the very moment there was a feminine shriek
from within the house. The front door of the Cralé
domicile opened and the sefiorita, her hair flying abous
her shoulders, and plainly quite out of her mind for
the moment, flew into the courtyard.

Seeing her danger, Rawdon leaped from the wall
and quickly reached her side.

“Go back! Go back!” shouted the young American.
“We will beat the scoundrels off! We'll beat them if
there were a dozen Silvernails in the gang!’

As he spoke the boy aimed point-blank at the breast
of the richly dressed leader of the outlaws. The bullet
would surely have reached its mark, for there were
not half a dozen feet to past them.

But even as Rawdon pulled the trigger the Sefiorita
Maria struck up his hand, and the pistol ball flew wide
of its mark.

“Reckless I she cried. “Would you murder him?”

“Why not? He would not spare you if he got in
here!” cried the maddened youth, half beside him-
self.

“Then let him kill me!” cried the girl, and thrust
herself between the two antagonists——for,Silvernail
now had a gun in his hand and would have, in a mo-
ment, shot down the young American.

For half a minute they were held there—amazed,
astounded by her words and act. And then there came
a shrill war whoop from beyond the plaza, and there

poured into the open space a horde of red devils, with -

torches and lances, and these rushed toward the gate=
~way where the bandits stood:

CHAPTER XLIII.
FACE TO FACE.

| Achorus of Mexican cries and oaths arose from the
wite outlaws. Their leader—he of the black beard—

| kaped again to the saddle. The Yaquis who had en-

i tred the town had just ome object in view, and that

3 tject was plain.

| Instead of halting to attack the church, or to enter

iy of the open houses that had been deserted by their

| mates at the first alarm, the Indians swept across the

'jp(aza, their fierce yells and threats directed against the

| g of whites that had been their allies. The attack

| %on the casa of Professor Cralé had evidently not been
" Wthe program. .
; 1 Mojé rushed out of the house shriekii}g mn her own
i fngue, and she was answered by the Indian in the lf:ayd
l i the throng. This doubtless was Xuku, the maid’s
| ither; only he was so disguised in war paint that he
‘ d‘ﬂot look human! S

The leader of the white men grabbed out his pistol
% and aimed through the grillwork Of. the gflte.at
§ \@wdon, who was holding the half-fainting sefiorita
| M his armg,

“See! see! he will kill him!” shrieked the young
ly, and she again covered young Rawdon’s body with
3 own, =
¥ Ihe man outside the gate laughed harshly. ;

1. It is that you love him, sefiorita?” he cried, 10

Sanish, “Shall T spare the young puppy?’

At this Rawdon placed Maria Cralé in Mojé’s arms
a"fl dashed to the gate. o
8 Villain1” he cried. “Shoot me if you can, for T |

Ml kill you if my atm is true!
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The leader of the outlaws laughed again—and fired}
The ball glanced from the iron bar, and Rawdon was
spared. But the boy heard a terrible scream behind
him, and he looked back to see the sefiorita fallen limply
into Mojé’s arms. A growing crimson stain had ap-
peared like magic upon the thin silk waist she wore—
and right above the breast!

“Adios, sefior I’ cried the outlaw, as he wheeled his
steed. “Hasta tencr el gusto de volver d verle @ I’
(Till T have the honor of seeing you again!)

Then the Yaquis rushed in hetween the mounted men
and the gateway. There were more than twenty of the
savages, and only Xuku was armed with a white man’s
weapon—a handsome revolver that Buffalo Bill had
given him.

But their attitude threatened trouble, and the white
scoundrels evidently considered that they had already
gotten their share of the loot of the town. Xuku would
not see the casa del Cralé robbed, atid the doors of the
church were too ponderous to be broken down by such
means as there were at hand.

So the whites rode away—by the path they had come
toward the mesa. In five minutés there was not an
Indian in sight, either. They had swarmed out of the
town as they had come in, joined their prethren in the
burned grain fields, and, mounting their ponies, dashed
across the valley and so disappeared—perhaps over one
of those secret trails by which Xuku had once led Buf-
falo Bill and his friend into the hills.

The raid was over.
and was threatened with a famine. But few of her
inhabitants had been killed—and not many wounded.

At the house of Professor Cralé, however, all was
excitement and despair. The glancing bullet from the
‘pistol of the chief bandit had lodged in the sefiorita8

San Enrife was impoverished.

e ‘ e =
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| shoulder, above the right breast, and the wound was

deep and dangerous. L
When the physician had been brought he probed for
the ball, and could not find it. Mojé’s wails were suffi-
dent to wake the dead. Rawdon Smart took the In:
dian girl by the arms, outside the door of her mistress
room, and threatened her with the lash if she did not
keep her mouth closed.

“None of that whining!
There must be a better doctor at Oland
him—at once. Come and help me get out my ca

Tlle girl was ready to act—when her dut
pointed out to her, In a few moments the boy’s horse
was saddled, and he rode out the rear gateway of the
Premises.  But there was more than the possibility ok
bringing a good physician in his mind.

Every drop of Rawdon’s blood boiled with rage and
@ desire for vengeance. * That the outlaw should have
cruelly shot the éirl—even by accident—was more than
the chivalrous youth could calmly endure.

He believed, too, that the villain was none other than
Silvernail, the king-pin bandit of the border. The
beautiful hay horse the villain bestrode led tl.le youa
American to that belief, if the man’s OWf rich dress
and his bold manner did not prove his identity. |

Rawdon Smart rode off—and rode hard—on the
trail of the outlaws. He believed now that he had seen
them riding on the edge of the mesa before the at-
fack. He had heard the hoofs of their horses rattling
on the rocky path as they descended into the town,
and he helieved they returned by the same path to the
Wilderness, |

The youth was reckless to a degree.
that kind of folks! . And he had no
for the professor was buried in his daught

Your mistress is not dead.
o. I will go for
ballo.”

y was

He came of |

body to advise him, |
er’s trouble, |
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and did not even know that the boy had left the house
—much less that he was riding out of the village on
the trail of the outlaws.

Rawdon pushed his horse smartly, even up the steep
path to the mesa. At the summit of the incline were
fresh hoofmarks. He could follow them easily, and
at a hand gallop.

He loped across the burned plain and reached the
forest-covered slope beyond. The trail was as plain as
need be, and he followed on through the forest. Ten
miles he traveled after leaving the mesa, and then—
of a sudden—he heard a fusillade of shots. The noise
of the battle was ahead. It lasted for at least two
minutes, and then all was silent again.
| Rawdon spurred his horse forward, riding hard to-
| ward the sounds. He heard nothing more—nor did he
see anything—until suddenly coming to an open glade
the scene of the short battle. was displayed to him.
He was shocked by the blood on the ground and the
sight of a dead horse.

And that horse was a beautiful bright bay stallion,
- with white mane and tail!

Rawdon brought his own steed to a quick halt. Here
was the horse the leading bandit had ridden—he was
positive of it.

And then he saw another object that troubled him
more than the dead carcass of the horse. On a log sat
a man, his head bent forward and leaning on one hand,
and his hat off. Rawdon started again when he saw
this figure plainly. He recognized it—he could not
be mistaken.

For several moments he sat trembling in his saddle,
unnoticed by the man on the log, and unable-to urge
his own horse forward to the spot.

Finally Rawdon spurred his horse onward. The

]
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glade chanced to
little sound as he paced

> a grab for the
|, Clifford, my brother!
“Have you not done enough v
morning

cried Rawdon .

vickedness already this




CHAPTER XLIV.
TOOFER COMES TO A CONCLUSION,

.~ One pleasant forenoon the stage bound down to
Olando came with a flourish to a stop before Manuel
‘Alsando’s house of call. This was a regular station at
which the' diligence changed mules, and if the pas-
sengers so wished they could obtain refreshments here.

. One of the inside passengers was bent upon getting

| out, for he climbed over the feet of the other pas-

- sengers, creating much disturbance in his passage, and

. sprawled finally upon the ground.

| “Oof! Ach, himmelblitzen!” he ejaculated. “I hat
meinselluf sit so mooch in dot vaggon yedt dot I haf
not de powers of lo-cum-u-a-tion alretty! Ach! mein
feed iss ersleep yedt!”

He climbed slowly and painfully to an erect posture,
pushed the foolish little fore-and-aft cap he wore off
his forehead, and stared about him. i

. “Vale, Schnitzenhauser, ole feller, you iss here at

lasdt, aind’t idt?” he declared. “Undt idt vos a goot,

| long, hardt, oongomfortable ride! Whew! De saddle
| burns must be cured on Toofer’s pack py now, undt he

| vill pare me avay from here at vonce to meed de dree

| Pills, undt olt Nomat, undt Leedle Cayuse

“Dunnervetter! Idtiss Manooel himselluf!”

The baron shook hands with the keeper of the road-
| 8ide tavern who came forward to welcome him in the
| polite Mexican fashion.

“The Seflor Baron is returned in healt'—is it not #*

inquired the Mexican.

“You can pet me mein life T vos vale!” declared the
/ baron heartily. “Undt how iss dot moo-el oof mine,.

Manooel? Toofer is vale—yes?”
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“You may well say so, amigo,” declared the Mexi-
can. ‘“He has the appetite of a goat!”

“Ach! dot means nodt so mooch to Toofer,” mut-
tered the baron. “Vare a button-goadt vould starve
himselluf to death, dare Toofer vould git fat yedt!
Put ledt us see dot Toofer—Iedt us see him!”

Manuel showed the fond master of the big mouse-
colored mule the private corral into which the beast was
turned, for, as the baron had warned the Mexican
when the animal was left here, “Toofer vould kick de
stuffin’s efery oder animile oudt yedt” if he was al-
lowed to circulate freely with Manuel's modest herd,
and with the mules of the diligence company’s.

The baron ran into the corral with a cry of joy at
seeing his hig-eared comrade. Toofer, seeing him com-
ing, backed briskly around, and, looking over his shoul-
sder, “took aim,” his tail twitching and his huge teeth
bared. : ;

Tt was just.as though Toofer said to himself :
“Here’s that fat lummox coming again—and he means
to make me work. I work not!” j

“Himmelblitzen!” roared the German. “Vos iss?.)
Iss dot de vay mein olt gollege chump receifs me yedt? |
Vale! if you can avoord to pe oogly mit me, Toofer, |
you vill findt yedt dot I oogly can pe alretty. Gif me |
a glub!”

Securing a stick of stove wood the baron marched |
on the mule, and their affectionate meeting would have |
brought tears—of laughter—to old Nomad’s eyes
could he have been on the spot to view the excitement.
In something like half an hour a chastened mule, with
drooping ears and a much more modest demeanor, was
saddled and bridled. But the baron’s coat was pretty
nearly torn off his back; he had received a glancing /
kick that—had it reached him the way Toofer ine
tended—would have laid him out nicely, without thq |
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need of an undertaker; and he certainly was “all het
up!”’

“Pelief me!” groaned the baron, as he mopped his
forehead of sweat beads preparatory to bringing forth
his great pipe for a nerve-quieting smoke. “If effer
I gif dot peast a chanct to rest oop again—aber nit!
Vot foolishness yedt! Vot dot Toofer mu’el needts
iss vork at de stone pile in chail yedt! Ow! Life bun-
ishment in some moo-el benetentiary iss nodt too pad
for dot peast! Nefer again vill I gif him de chanct
to rest oop! Ach, no!”

When the Bills and their pards had crossed again
into Mexican territory by the ferry near Del Verde
in the Big Bend country, the baron had hired a pony
to take him to the Olando trail; there he had come to
Manuel Alsando’s tavern, as we have seen, in the stage-
coach. Now he prepared to ride out alone, over about
the same course, to meet Buffalo Bill and his com-
padres, whom he knew planned to work along the
Olando trail again.

One thing the baron had been instructed by Buffalo
Bill to discover here at the stage-road tavern; and he
had already obeyed the command of his superior and
friend. The horse that Clifford Smart had left here
when he was supposed to have gone to Mexico City
on business for the professor, was still in the care of
Manuel Alsando. And the tavern keeper declared that
Sefior Smart had not yet returned from the south—at
least, nobody about there had seen him.

When Manuel learned that the baron was about to
set out alone over the stage road he gave the German
a word of warning.

“There have been no stoppages of the diligence for
some time, it is true, sefior. But you see for yourself
that there is an armed guard rides with the driver.”

“Ach! dot vos so-0.”
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“There are evil men about, however, sefior,” said
Manuel.

“Daose outlaw fellers—eh ?” .

“Silvernail is reported to have been seen on some of
the byroads—his horse was seen, at least.”

“Vale! Slivertail iss dot ferry feller I vould like to
meet oop me mit,” declared the baron, most coura-~
geously.

“Perhaps so—and perhaps not, sefior. He is a very
terrible fellow.”

“Undt so am I a ferry terrible fellow!” declared the
baron, with much dignity, as he sat Toofer’s saddle and
swelled his own chest. “Dot same Slivertail vould pet-
ter pevare!”

“He has been seen recently, sefior.”

“Goot! Meppeso I vill findt him yedt, undt gapture
him all py meinselluf!”

“This morning was he seen, sefior—and not two
miles from this place. I have it from José, my daugh-

ter’s husband.”

“Petter as petter!” cried the baron. “Does he ride

to de nort’?”’ _
“He was so riding—it is reported,” said Manuel

anxiously.
. “Den, if Toofer has nodt losdt his speedt yedt, ve vill
findt him—meppeso,” grunted the baron, with immense
satisfaction.
“But, sefior!” wailed Manuel; “there is worse yet to
tell you.”
“Go on den,’

» said Schnitzenhauser, who began to

be suspicious. “Dell me de virst.”
“The Yaquis are on the warpath! i
“Ach, himmelblitzen! Dot iss nodt goot news—idt
s true, yes?”’ :
“By the sacred name! Yes, yes, seflor 1 )
The baron was staggered for a moment—it was true.

”
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| 'And then he grinned genially upon the anxious Man-
[ uel.

“Say! Dot iss funny yedt. Undt I vas forgedding
alretty. T vill dell you, Sefior Alsando: Dot Inchun
uprising dond’t gut no ice mit me.”

“Cut noice!” gasped the puzzled Manuel.

“Nicht! Idtdoes nodt meinselluf drouble—nodt adf
all!”

“But they are burning and killing

“Dey vill nodt purn undt kill Puffalo Pill, or Puffalo
Pill's bards,” declared the baron, with confidence.. “I
rememper me now dot Puffalo Pill iss de friendt oof
de high mucky-muck Inchun himselluf—yes, sir! Me
undt Toofer vill go on undt run de risk oof meedin’ 0op
mit dot Slivertail yedt, uindt mit de Inchuns.”

So he knocked his heels against Toofer’s fat sides
and urged the lazy mule away from the inn. But
Toofer did not care for the journey. Rest had spoiled
him. Every half mile he stopped to argue the question
with his exasperated master.

The baron wore out the stick of stove wood. He
was so lame and tired by that time that he could not
cut another club, but cried:

“Py shiminy grasciousness! Oof I hat de sense oof
a moo-el meinselluf yedt I vould haf pud de saddle on
mein own pack, undt ledt you ride. Dot vouldt haf
suited you yedt—eh ?”

Toofer did not say, but his actions seemed to imply
that he thought it was about time there was a distinct
change in their relationship. If the baron wanted to
tackle the job of carrying him, instead of his carrying
the baron, the-wise old mule probably would not have
objected. It was a fact, at least, that Toofer was &
direct descendant of Balaam’s ass and had fallen heir
to all that famous creature’s supposed wisdom. 2

He stopped again and again as though he actually
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saw “lions in the way;” but it was after midday be-
fore the exasperated baron saw anything which might
have suggested to Toofer the advisability of stopping
so frequently. At least the mule deliberately sat down
on his tail and waggled his ears like flails. The baron
slid out of the saddle whether he would or no. It
seemed that Toofer had come to a settled conclusion:
he would go no farther!

The baron came around to look the mule in the eye,
still holding the bridle. He clenched his fist and shook
it threateningly in Toofer’s face. But at the moment
he was beyond speech.

And just then somebody tapped the excited baron on
the shoulder. He turned like a flash to see who had
accosted him. An Indian in war paint—and mighty
little else—had stepped out of the brush and stood be-
side him. He bore a very threatening-looking hatchet
in his hand, and the hatchet was poised just as though
he contemplated splitting the baron’s round skull with
it!

“Himmelblitzen!” squealed the baron.

Out of the brush, from behind trees and rocks, and
down a high bank where they had been hiding, swarmed
fully twoscore Indians. They were of the same breed
that had chased the baron and Little Cayuse once be-
fore. He knew they were Yaquis. ~
" But, although he had spoken so confidently to Man-
uel regarding the friendship existing between the Ya-
quis and Buffalo Bill, there was nothing to encour-

_age that belief in the attitude of these redskins.

“Wuh!” grunted the man with the tomahawk.
“White man’ prisoner. No speak—mno run. See?-
Wuh!”

. The meaning was so plain that the baron could only
blink, and he got crosseyed looking at the keen edge of

‘that hatchet!




CHAPTER XLV.
BUFFALO BILL WITH HIS HANDS UP.

Buffalo Bill and his other pards did not make as
2ood time coming down the Olando trail as the baron
had in the diligence. Besides, they made many little
excursions aside from the frail, actually beating a broad
expanse of country as they came south. =

Everywhere they heard accounts of the raiding _of
the Yaquis; but these raids were usually attended with
little bloodshed. Accompanying the attacks of the red-
skins, however, were frequent reports of the activities
of white outlaws. And Silvernail himself had left a
trail through the country broader than before!

The Bills and their companions picked up news of
the famous bandit before they were a single day over
the river. They learned that the bright bay horse
had come flying from the Rio Grande only t\\teuty—f_our
hours ahead of them, and that his rider had ridden nto
one small town, held it up single-handed, and gotten
away with more than two thousand dollars in coin,
notes, and jewels.

A little farther along they found a burned rancho.
The owner and his family had escaped; but he told
a tale of a lone bandit on a bright bay horse that had
ridden up at night, demanded his surrender of the
family wealth, and had fired the house and .ﬁnall.y
robbed him in the end, when he had run out with his
wife and child for safety.

The description was the same eyerywhere——:the
richly caparisoned man, his bay steed, his black, curling
beard, and his desperate courage! Nothing turned the
bandit aside. He worked alone now. but that was,
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perhaps, because he had not yet found the mates whom
he had left to cross the big river and play his mur-
derous tricks around Del Verde.

Buffalo Bill was confident that the man whom they
had come so near capturing at Liscom’s ferry was this
villain whose trail they now followed. And the Ameri-
cans were not far behind the bandit. They rode into
one town where the smell of powder smoke was
scarcely out of the air. He had held up a citizen just
off the main street and robbed him in broad day-
light !

They passed, too, more than one hamlet, the fields
surrounding which were blackened by the fires that the
Indians had'set. Famine threatened many of the Mexi-
can settlers. The Yaquis were really attempting to
drive the whites from the foothills which the reds con-
sidered as belonging to their own hunting grounds.

So it came to the very morning on which San En-
rife was attacked—the very morning when Rawdon
Smart, riding recklessly after the band of outlaws came
upon his brother Clifford beside the dead bay stallion
—the very morning that the baron had so much diffi-
culty in cudgeling Toofer, the mule, along the Olando
trail.

Buffalo Bill and his close counselor, Major Gordon
Lillie, had discussed frequently the mystery of Silver-
nail and the possibility of the king-pin bandit being
Clifford Smart, the young American eéxile. On this
very morning information had reached the great scout
which led him to believe that the famous bandit was
in the neighborhood—so close to them, in fact, that he
was likely to appear at any time.

“And we are approaching San Enrife. He is never
long away from this vicinity,” declared Buffalo Bill.
“Gordon, I hate to believe it—I shrink from having
it proved beyond a doubt; but it looks to me as though
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Professor Cralé’s assistant—that pretty sefiorita’s
fiancé—Cliff Smart, and the worst bandit that ever 1n-
fested the border betwixt the States and Mexico, are
one and the same!” S

“There’s much that points that way, necarnis, said
Pawnee Bill reflectively. ““That bay horse puzzles me,
though.”

“You mean the fact that the horse ridden by the man
whom you and Wild Bill put into jail at Ciudad So-
nora, was a gelding while this critter ridden by the
murderer at Liscom’s ferry was a stallion? 1It's a puz-
zle. There are two horses. Are there two men?

“And both of them bandits? Plumb reckless ones,
too. necarnis!” cried Pawnee Bill.

“You're right. It doesn’t seem reasonab'le.” o

“But there certainly are two horses,” admitted Lillie.

“Tt is a hard nut to crack. But if I could._yust for
once meet this man, Silvernail—and meet him alone
I—)? ]

“You're right,” grinned Pawnee Bill. “One of 'em
dead would settle the question very quickly.”

“T had not thought of that,” said Buffalo Bill slgwly.
“Nor do I really want to kill the man—not until his
identity is established.” :

“If it is Smart you want to take him alive?”

“Yes. Though T don't suppose his friends would
thank me. Better death for such a creature.”

“If Smart is Silvernail.”

“Ah, if he is, Gordon!” exclaimed the puzzled scout.

“And then ’ F

“I have a way, I think, of settling the matter of ‘hls
identity if I should meet him,” said Buffalo Bill. ° By
Jove! I would like to be held up by him.”

“Shades of Unk-te-hee!” ejaculated Lillie.

“And not only would I like to; but I'm going to
do it.”
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“Do what?”

“Be held up by this Silvernail.”

:"%y the sacred O-zu-ha, necarnis! You are raving.”

‘No.”

“How will you work it?”

Buffalo Bill halted in the way, and in a few brief
sentences explained the plan that had leaped to life in
his brain. It was complete. It was reckless—death-
defying! But it was worthy of the scout’s high cour-
age.

The two friends were riding ahead of old Nomad,
Little Cayuse, and Hickok. The trail was winding and
sheltered by a dense growth of trees. That Silvernail
was in the neighborhood—or had been in the neighbor-
hood the evening before—three different Mexicans had
assured the scout and his partner since sunup.

When Buffalo Bill had explained his intention and
instructed Pawnee Bill regarding his own part in the
campaign, Lillie wheeled his horse to the right-about
face; but he stayed his charger long enough to wring
the scout’s hand. :

“Nis-is-shin necarnis i-to,” he said, in the Sioux
tongue. ‘“What you say, goes. I obey. But I tremble
for you, Cody!” .

The scout waved his hand and cantered away along
the trail. As soon as he was out of sight of the bowie
man, however, he brought his horse down to a walk.
He had entrusted most of his weapons to Pawnee Bill's
care. To all appearances he was unarmed as his horse
carried him quietly over the trail. He really invited
attack from any outlaw who might see him.

The American was well aware that the man he was
after—if it was the scoundrel who had escaped him
and his friends so narrowly at the ferry—would recog-
nize him as an enemy at once. This fellow, whoever he
might be, had already tried to shoot Pawnee Bill. Un-
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doubtedly he knew that the three Bills 2«1'1::11 1_thcn pards
were on his trail. He might shoot UT] sight. e
Nevertheless, Buffalo Bill was Hlkl‘ﬂg 'Hx]'i'ftii]((:q \L\‘ith
being held up, and of g‘ettng sm?w.)el Lmlr);ﬁl;x‘;it ;{nmher
Silvernail before the latter attempted to o I mtane &
murder. The bandit might balk at t}r_\ h;hqi]q ‘qnll p
Cody’s whole crowd, and he knew Hel re ]_‘(T];t T
ways so much better than they did, thatfle n;QalC it
escélpe them. But the temptation qlifl tmif i
apparently unarmed man tra\'elnfig his tra g
bring the elusive scoundrel to the' Ore.- o e
However, Buffalo Bill had not 1magln(3(s1 v:rnail 52
stances that really brought himself and l1 \'1 Mt
gether; he did not, indeed, dr'eam ‘of ‘S?fl tT Sl
events as had occurred on this mormnb.n o
was still too far from San Enrife to sme <

of the burned grain fields, and thus far he had ob-
served no Indian signs, either. . : .
But suddenly along the hard trail tow ard him he

heard approaching a horse ridden at frantic s&eecll.wal;:’
really sounded as though the mount was rgnnhorgqe o
Avith its rider. The scout pulled his ow n1 s;[range
of the trail and waited, oln tlhe zzllel‘t, to see the
horseman come around the bend. : .

In a few seconds the horse and rider dashe(}t m’flcz
view. And at the first view of them t}flle }?Cf::e’“fas
though astonished, was not confused. ’I_‘ue ;)r}ed =
coming at a furious pace, but Buffalo Bi }fp e
own mount directly into the path, where he ¢ it
and danced sideways on the tr;ul. and so prese
living barrier to the coming rider. :

T}%e latter sawed on his mount’s bit and n_m‘nta]g;;d
to bring his steed to g halt. Tt was a great, brbng tifu};
horse with a tossing white mane and tail—a _)e'lllu "
creature indeed. DBut immediately Buffalo P

Buffalo Bill With His Hands Up. - 289

that this was not the horse which had been ridden by
Silvernail at Liscom’s ferry! :

This was a bay gelding, while the horse the bandit
Swam across the river was a stallion. - Nor could the
scout be sure that the rider was the villain who had
tried to kill Pawnee Bill at Del Verde.

At the river the scout had not seen the face of the
bandit. Only the Liscom women had seen the black
beard disarranged upon his face.

This man who now faced Buffalo Bill upon the hand-
some bay was smoothly shaven, save for a little, curled,
black mustache. He was a handsome man, with olive-
tinted -complexion, a bold black eye, and a smile that
somehow hardened the whole expression of his face,

“Que es, sefior? Do you stop me?” he demanded,
and his manner and keen look warned Buffalo Bill that
the stranger was on the alert.

Meanwhile the scout had taken in every peculiarity
of the man and of his costume. He was richly dressed
—much more richly dressed, indeed, than the bandit at
the ferry was. This man’'s hat was heavy with silver
cord; he had many dollars’ worth of silver buttons on
his clothing. And thrust into his sash belt were a pair
of gold-mounted pistols.

He was young enough to be Clifford Smart. Buf-
falo Bill had never met the exiled American who, some
years before, had killed a dishonest gambler at a Texas
cattle town and had crossed the border to escape the
wrath of ‘a newly aroused public conscience,

The smile on the stranger’s lips belied the fire in his
eye. As the scout hesitated the other jerked out a
gun and aimed it steadily, despite the prancing.of his
own horse, at Buffalo Bill’s heart.

“Answer me, Americano!” commanded the stranger.
“Put your hands up! Do you hear?”

¢
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The scout obeyed, and immediately his own horse

a .
bec“:ﬁf! qsglelt thought,” breathed the man on the bay
steed. “Stand still, fool!” This to the horse he r;)de
which he did not seem to have under as firm con‘trp. as
he might. “You have intentionally halted me, ,sen)(}lrl.v
he declared, his fiery glance searching Buffalo Bill's

m face.
cal’lfhe scout was silent. He kept his empty hands
above his head and watched the fellow keenly.

“1 believe, sefior, that I know you, although we have
never met before—mnot face to face. If you are whom
I think you, this meeting is surely a most cu1-10t1?.()1le
—and T propose to make it interesting for you!

He snapped this out suddenly, like the crack of z;
whip, and his countenance \\'as.mqrred by a grimace .0
hate. He glared at Buffalo Bill in a most murdercus
fashion.

“Come, sefior! Let us see what you carry. No arms
in sight, eh? And if there are hidden ones, don't try
and touch them—ime entiende V7 1 have my_plstol
ready to pour hot lead into your vitals. Ah! Give me
your purse—if you have one. 1 \Vllleake this meet-
ing pay me, at least, if nothing more.

Buffalo Bill as yet had not spoken. Nor did he speak
now. He was p—ermitted to take down his hands by
this order, and he unbuttoned his blouse and thrust
one hand within his breast. But it was not for the
purpose of drawing his purse.

Instead his hand came forth again with a small flat
packet—really a bag of soft (leerskin: There was
something hard and oval-shaped within the packet,
and when he placed it in the outsretched hand of the
road agent the latter started and his countenance
changed color. :
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“Para que es bueno eso?” he cried sharply. “Is it
all the valuables you carry?”

He flirted the deerskin wrapping open with one hand,
and there fell into his palm a miniature, painted on
ivory and with a gold frame of simple, but elegant,
design. The portrait was of a beautiful, but matronly-
looking, woman, whose clear, pure eyes seemed to gaze
straight into the one who looked at the picture. That
the robber was startled there could be no doubt. Had
Buffalo Bill wished at that moment to kill the scoun-
drel he could have done so!

But the doubt still remained. If this was Clifford
Smart who sat on the restive bay steed before him, the
scout wished to save him if possible. Had Cody been
sure that Silvernail was not the exiled American, he
would surely have shot him out of his saddle, for the
scout had a revolver hidden within his blouse that he
could have got in a flash.

The man looked strangely at the miniature and then
recovered himself and glanced again at Buffalo Bill.
His lips opened to speak; but at the very instant the
words might have passed his lips which would have
explained to the watchful scout the mystery of-Silver-
nail’s identity, the thunder of heavy hoofs sounded
upon the trail. Along the path from the direction
which the bandit had approached a cavalcade ap-
proached at breakneck speed.

With an oath the bandit dropped the miniature into
his pocket and drove spurs into his mount’s flanks. But
as he dashed past the scout he fired his pistol, and Cody
toppled sideways and fell from his saddle, while his

own horse was all but knocked down by the rush and
collision of the bay!




CHAPTER XLVL
PAWNEE BILL’S RIDE.

If there was one thing that Toofer, the baron’s mule,
disliked more than work it was the smell of an Indian.
The redskins that had so unexpectedly surrounded the
baron and the mule displeased the latter quite as much
as they startled and made anxious the former.

And the baron was certainly troubled a-plenty !

“White man get up!” commanded the red, who held
the threatening hatchet. “Go quick. Take care.”

The orders were not to be mistaken. The baron
quickly kicked Toofer till he stood on four legs again,
and then he heaved himself into the saddle. The In-
dians seemed to be afoot; but when the party had gone
several hundred yards along the trail, with the baron
in the middle of the mob, Buffalo Bill’s Dutch pard saw
a break in the forest, and down a glade was a small
herd of Indian ponies, feeding.

At once the bulk of the gang that had captured him
darted off the trail to bring up the mounts. The baron
considered this an excellent time to show the reds
the soles of Toofer’s hoofs. He knew by the snort-
ing of the mule, and his rolling eyes, bared teeth, and
wagging ears that Toofer was now in a mood to run!
The beast would show two fast pairs of legs to get out
of the vicinity of the savages.

And, in addition, the baron’s arms had not been taken
away from him. Only one redskin remained close to
him—and that was the fellow who had shown the
baron the edge 6f the ax.

“I haf idt in for dot feller, anyway!”’ thought the
baron. “Undt here goes mit me payin’ de score oop,
undt tr-r-rusting to Toofer’s heels!”
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With the decision came immediate action. He
grabbed his pistol by the barrel, and the redskin’s eyes
being turned away, the baron batted him smartly over
the head! He shrieked to Toofer, dug his spurs into
the mule’s flanks, and flew off along the trail at a ter-
rific gallop. :

The reds—all but the one knocked senseless—raised
the war whoop and the ponies soon began to pad over
the turf in the direction of the trail, but on a long slant
so as to head the baron off. He had not had sense
enough to wheel his mount and race back toward Man-
uel Alsando’s house.

But suddenly he came upon a fork in the roads.
There was a branch trail leading in the direction of
San Enrife, and down this he guided the mule. He
gained somte distance in the race, and spurring Toofer
forward thought that he had completely bested the reds.
But, after traveling some miles he heard the ponies
coming again, and they seemed as fresh as ever. In
some way- the reds had taken a short cut, and, at the
moment the mule and the ponies came within earshot
of Buffalo Bill and the bandit that had held him up, the
baron was using the qdirt unsparingly to try and make
the mule run away from the pursuing mob.

As the scout rolled off his horse and the bandit,
after firing point-blank at him, rode away on the bay,
there was a shout fram down the trail. Around a bend
came a single horseman, lashing his mount to a foam-
ing pace, and lying low on the neck of the steed. This
rider uttered a shrill war cry when he saw Cody on
the ground, and the bandit headed away from the un-
horsed scout.

“Hi! hi! Whee-yip!” yelled the newcomer. “Hold
hard, necarnis! Here we come!”

As instructed by his partner, Pawnee Bill had kept
the others back until now. But the sound of the pistol

Sl
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shot had brought the bowie man onto the scene on the
keen jump. And some yards behind rode Wild Bill,
Nomad, and Little Cayuse.

The bandit, however, did not wait to see the latter
appear. The charge of Pawnee Bill was sufficient to
make him pull his bay horse around and dash back
along the trail. He fired once at Pawnee, and the
bowie man dodged and laughed. He tried to'get an-
other shot at Buffalo Bill; but the latter had rolled
behind a bowlder.

And then, as Silvernail tore on, there appeared in
front of him the big, mouse-colored mule and its Dutch
rider! ,

“Whoob! de Inchuns! de Inchuns!” bawled the
baron, waving his arms to halt the oncoming white
man whom he did not recognize.

But the redskins evidently had no terrors for Sil-
vernail. He raked his mount’s ribs with his spurs and
passed the astonished baron in a flash. -

Pawnee Bill would have pulled in when he saw his
friend on the ground; but Cody started up and waved
to him to go on. : ;

“Follow him! Capture him—capture him alive, Gor-
don!” shouted the scout.

“De Tnchuns iss caming!” bawled the baron again,
now recognizing the two Bills. “The Inchuns iss chas-
in’ me!” ;

Indeed, already the head of the Yaqui column was
in sight. But the reds opened out instantly to let Sil-
vernail through, and Buffalo Bill yelled after his in-
trepid friend:

“Pay no attention to them, Pawnee! They are
friendly.” 5 _

Indeed, he had recognized Xuku, the young chief-
tain of the Yaquis, who had joined his men after the
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baron had made his escape from the reds. And Xuku
recognized Pawnee Bill as a friend of Pa-e-has-ka.

As the mob of Indians had opened up for the pass-
ing of Silvernail, the bandit, so they spread apart to
let Pawnee Bill through. The latter bestrode a fiery
mustang that was not yet two years off the wild range
—a beast that possessed the endurance of a grizzly and
the swiftness of a deer. The bay gelding that Silver-
nail now rode might be a thoroughbred; but the tamed
mustang could not be shaken off in a long chase.

Pawnee Bill was not an eighth of a mile behind the
bandit when he was free of the mob of Yaquis. He
yelled to the mustang, shook the bridle reins, and they
fairly skimmed the trail during that first burst of
speed. The bowie man knew the piece of horseflesh
he had under him, and he was not afraid to use it—
or even to misuse it!

Sometimes the bay disappeared; but Pawnee Bill
could hear the hoofbeats ahead and knew that he was
not being distanced. Indeed, within ten minutes it
was plain that the bowie man possessed the better
mount—or, at least, the speedier. The mustang was
steadily gaining upon the bay.

Then the bandit came in sight again. He was within
easy pistol shot. Pawnee Bill saw him look back over
his shoulder. The bowie man remembered what Cody
had told him. He must spare the willain’s life!

It was probable, then, that Buffalo Bill believed this
bandit to be Clifford Smart. Pawnee Bill did not seek
to draw his own gun, but he knew instinctively that
Silvernail would take a shot at him in a moment.

And it came! He saw the puff of smoke and threw
himself along his horse’s side, Indian fashion, with just
the toe of his right foot clipped under the saddle. The
bullet sang over him, and his mustang, used to this
sort of warfare, did not lose his stride.
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Instantly, when the bandit had turned away, Paw-
nee Bill was upright in the saddle and urging his mount
on. Once more Silvernail turned and fired, the bowie
man going through similar tactics. And then the game
was played a third time.

Within three minutes Pawnee Bill had decreased the
distance between the nose of his horse and the big
bay by more than half. It was merely a few rods’ dis-
tance between fugitive and pursuer—and they were
alone on the trail. If Pawnee Bill's friends had fol-
lowed him in this race after the bandit, they were far
behind.

There was just these two—man to man. The fact
seemed suddenly to smite the bandit’s mind. He pulled
in his horse, wheeled him dexterously, and suddenly
charged back at Pawnee Bill!

“On-she-ma-da!” muttered the bowie man. “Here’s
where we clinch—or he gets me!”

Pawnee Bill had only a second or two to decide
upon his course. The bandit’s pistol blazed once—the
bullet clipped Pawnee’s hat from his head and sent it
spinning in the dust.

If Buffalo Bill’s pard drew his own gun and fired,
the ball might find lodgment in the vitals of the bandit.
Therefore, the brave fellow refused to use a firearm.

But like a flash—as the bandit spurred upon him—
Pawnee Bill reached behind, jerked a heavy-handled
bowie knife from below his collar where its sheath lay
between his shoulder blades, and like a streak of blue
lightning the knife sped through the air!

Silvernail may have seen it coming; but no man
could have dodged the singing blade.

The pistol in the bandit’s hand exploded once again,
“for the point of Pawnee Bill’s knife had bitten deeply
into the scoundrel’s shoulder and paralyzed his arm!

That all this time the bandit had been seriously in=
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convenienced by his mount could not be doubted. The
pistol shots had angered the brute still more. Now
the wound to its rider was so painful that SiIvernaii
forgot his horse, his enemy, and all—this wound
brought matters to a climax. The bay bolted!

It flew past Pawnee Bill like an exp‘ress train. The
bowie man stretched out a hand to seize the reins of
the flying steed; but luckily his fingers did not close
on them!

The bay ‘was running away, and its rider swayed
uncertainly in the saddle. Pawnee Bill put spurs to his
own steed and followed, but at last the bay had found
its stride. The frightened creature was fapidly leav-
ing the bowie man behind in the race.




CHAPTER XLVII.
THE END OF SILVERNAIL, THE BANDIT,

On, on they flew, the hoofbeats drumming deafen-
ingly on the hard path. Pawnee Bill saw the figure of
the bandit swaying to and fro in the saddle. The vil-
lain had dropped the bridle reins and clutched at the
bowie knife sticking in his shoulder.

When he drew the knife from the wound the blood
gushed forth. Pawnee Bill rose in his stirrups and
uttered a yell:

“Yi- yi! Yip-ee! Whoop!”

His mustang responded to the cry and leaped for-
ward ; but the iron-jawed bay had the bit in its teeth
and was running at fearful speed.

Weaker and weaker was the wounded man becom-
ing. Pawnee knew this—he saw that the bandit grew
dizzy and that in a moment he would fall from the
saddle.

Suddenly there appeared around a bend in the road
a cavalcade of wildly riding horsemen. The bay was
running into these newcomers.

Pawnee Bill recognized them. His gladdened eye
saw Buffalo Bill himself in the lead. If the famous
scout had been wounded by the brigand, the wound
was slight.

Beside the scout rode an Indian in full war paint—
Kuku, the Yaqui chieftain. Then came Wild Bill, the
baron spurring Toofer to do his wicked best, and old
Nomad and Little Cayuse in the rear.

The wounded bandit may have seen this squadron
of horse riding him down; but it is doubtful if the
sight meant anything to him in his present pain and
weakness.
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But the maddened bay horse saw the approaching
riders and swerved from his straight course. Crash!
the bandit was flung to the ground, landing with sick-
ening force upon his head and shoulders!

The accident could mean but one thing. Such a fall
spelled instant death, and both Buffalo Bill and the
bowie man groaned aloud when they saw it.

If this bandit were Clifford Smart, the exiled Ameri-
can, then his friends across the border need be trou-
bled by him no longer. And the girl waiting down
there at San Enrife How about her?

Little Cayuse and Womaa caught the bay horse. The
others pulled their steeds in around the dead man in
the path. Buffalo Bill leaped down and turned the
man over. His neck was broken.

““Yes, Pa-e-has-ka,” said Xuku gutturally. “That
him bad man—him Silvernail. He go with Injun—
raid San Enrife. He shoot white squaw through gate
of big house where Mojé live. Wuh!”

As the Yaqui uttered these words there was again
the clatter of hoofs on the trail—the sound approach-
ing in the wake of Pawnee Bill's own coming. In his
fight and race with the now dead Silvernail, the bowie
man did not know that he was being pursued.

Tt was but one horse that came into sight, however;
but he bore two riders. And the moment the person in
front saw the group about the dead bandit, he hailed
them delightedly:

“Buffalo Bill! Mr. Cody! And there is Mr. No-
mad—and Major Lillie—and the others. Isn’t this
luck!”

Rawdon Smart was off his horse in a moment and
shaking hands. His companion dismounted, too, but
more slowly. He was taller and older than Rawdon;
and there was a slight family resemblance between
them. He came forward with gravity to meet Raw-
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don’s friends, and as he approached, Buffalo Bill and
Pawnee Bill stepped aside, and the man on the ground
was revealed.

“Ah! there is the scoundrel!” ejaculated Rawdon’s
companion suddenly. “It is Silvernail, the bandit.”

“So we have just assured ourselves,” said Buffalo
Bill dryly.

“I ran into him this morning when I was riding up
from Olando toward home,” said the young man. “I
shot his horse By Jove! there’s mine that he took
away from me!” he cried, spying the bay that Little
Cayuse was leading forward.

“You, I take it,” said Buffalo Bill, “are Clifford
Smart ?”

“At your service,” returned Rawdon’s brother, ey-
ing the scout curiously.

“You were just returning from Mexico City, then?”

“That is right.”

“And you ran into this Silvernail ?”

“For a second time. Once, months ago, he stuck
me up on the trail and robbed me. He took every-
thing T had of value then, indeed. He stole a keepsake
that I thought a great deal of i

Buffalo Bill had stooped quickly and thrust a hand
into the side pocket of Silvernail’s jacket. He brought
forth the miniature and held it up before Clifford
Smart’s eyes.

“You mean this?” he asked.

“By Jove! that's it. The scoundrel kept it all this
time P’ %

“Nothe. He lost it Well, he lost it some time
ago, and on the other side of the border,” admiited
Buffalo Bill. “I have been carrying it for some time
myself——"

“Uncle junipe found it after Pasquale, the black-
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smith, was murdered on his ranch,” crie_d Ra‘\vgon
Smart. “I saw it then, and knew it was Clifford’s.
“And I have been carrying it for your brother since
then,” said Cody. “But to-(l(}_\' ”this dead man here
.1d me up and took it once again. : ;
hd‘('l"\ild lllc had just left me,” cried Clifford, “after
robbing me of my horse and weapons. He has cer-
tainly had an exciting morning, for Rawdon te'lls"me
that he and his mates raided San Enrx‘fe at sunrise.

“Fr-waugh!” ejaculated Nomad, listening \\.'1t1:1, all
his cars. “Thar’s more than thet thar to explain.”

“How came you by this bay horse—so much like
the one Silvernail rode?” demanded Buffalo Bllli. .

“They were alike, weren't they?” returned Chﬂp}‘d
Smart.  “I did not keep this beauty at.San Enrlje.
He got me into trouble more than once, too. I was
talen for Silvernail ol

“An-pe-tu-we!”" interrupted Pawnee Bill. “And yolu
are just right,” and he clapped his hand upon the shoul-
der of Clifford Smart. ‘It was you, not Silyernail,
that Wild Bill and I captured at Ciudad Sonora and
clapped into jail, eh?” ‘

The young Texan shrugged his shoulders and
nodded. ;

“Not a pleasant experience that. If you had taﬁ<erfx
the pains to have examined the nails in the shoef 0
my horse, you would have found tl}at 1 was not given
to the habit of loading the shoes with prec10us.metal.

“But, by gorry!” interposed Wild Bill_, pushing for-’
ward, “who were those fellows who blew open t‘he bank
and the jail to get you free?”

“Ordinary outlaws who did not k_now'much about
the use of giant powder, I believe,” said Clifford 'co?lly.
“The explosion injured one of the men and failed fio J
bres the vauit door. I ran out after them and escaped.
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I see plainl_y, gentlemen,” he added, “that I have beesd
under considerable suspicion in all your minds.”

“Circumstances certainly led us into the error of be- :

lieving you had taken to the highway,” said Buffalo
Bill.

: :

“I cannot blame you when my own brother accused
me this morning of being the notorious Silvernail, and

of having wounded the Seforita Maria Cralé during

the attack on her father’s casa.
(43

And, gentlemen, as I am the affianced husband of
the lady, I am much wrought up over the accident, as
you mgy believe. With your permission I will hasten
on to San Enrife—using my own horse for the jour-
ney. If you will follow me, Colonel Cody, I will be
at your disposal at Professor Cralé’s house.”

And let -Mr. Nomad- go with us, colonel!” cried
Rawdon Smart, following his brother’s example, and
climbing into his saddle again. “I do not think much
of the Mexican physician who treated Sefiorita Maria,

Nomad is a good surgeon, I know.”
; 6 S ) -2 ;

Er-waugh! ' grunted the old trapper. “Hear thet
’rh;}‘r boy throwin’ bouquets at me, Buffler ?”
: Go w1th”hm.1 and do what you can for the poor
}ﬁ)uwg lady, sald_ Cody. “We will follow you—with
the remains of this unfortunate wretch whose wicked
course is at last run out.”

X7 .

'\ ale, vale! vot a mixed-oop-ed-ness idt vas yedt!”
§UI mulred Cgheh\vldc—eyed baron, as the Smarts and old
_ Nomad rode hastily away. “Dit you eff

. astily : effer seen de
peat oof idt, Vild Pill?” y

“It sure was a crooked trail,” admitted the pistol .

king.
::Pnglt you, Bawnee Pill? Vot you t’ink?”
“Lt was a hummer !” announced the bowie man.
“Undt vot do you says, too, Leedle Cayuse?”’ des
+ manded the astounded baron. '
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But all that the Piute vouchsafed as comment upon

| ¢he outcome of the matter was a single:

“Wyh!”
Meanwhile, Buffalo Bill and the Yaqui chieftain

: were talking aside. Soon they clasped hands, and the
| Indian rode away alone.

“You wise man—you great friend—Pa-e-has-ka,” he

' said, looking back at the scout. “Xuku remember—

Xuku do as Pa-e-has-ka says.”
“T’ve managed to get the redskin to promise to call

off his bucks from this side of the Olando trail,” ex-

plained Buffalo Bill. “And he will keep his word. T
have shown him that we intend to clean up the bad
whites in this vicinity, and that if the reds are caught
over here, the rurales will clean them out along with

the outlaws.

“He has given me, too, information which will aid

us in getting the smaller outlaws that occasionally
worked with Silvernail. He knows their rendezvous.”

And in this Buffalo Bill was prophetic. Xuku had
ot lied to his white friend. Pa-e-has-ka and his mates !

' made San Enrife their headquarters for some days,

and during their stay they captured nearly a dozen of
the smaller banditti and frightened the others out of

the country.
Silvernail, the king-pin of them all, having been .

erased from the map, no other leader sprang up at once, |

and before long the scout and his friends had pretty .
svell eliminated the outlaws and holdup men, as well
as the smugglers, from both sides of the Rio Grande.
Meanwhile, as we have said, the party were the
guests of the Cralés. - Old Nomad had been able to do
what the local doctor could not in regard to Sefiorita
Maria’s wound. e found and extracted the split bul-

let, and the young lady recovered rapidly.

—

This result made old Nomad mighty popular in the
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household, and the baron began to grow jealous. Mojé
made more of the old trapper-than she did of Schnitz-
enhauser, and the latter went around with a very long
face and usually hidden in a cloud of tobacco smoke.
Nomad took delight in increasing the baron’s jealgusy;
and had excitement not soon broken out beyond the
border that recalled Buffalo Bill and his pards to the
States, the baron might have been tempted to demand
that the trapper ““doodle” with him for the hand of
the buxom Indian maiden.

Buffalo Bill satisfied himself that Clifford Smart had
been leading a correct enough life since he had been
exiled from home; indeed, when he became better
acquainted with the young man, and found him so
frank and agreeable, the scout could not fail to like
him. He felt sure, at least, that it was perfectly safe
to leave young Rawdon in his brother’s care when the
party went North again.

Buffalo Bill and Pawnee Bill did not leave the Cralé
casa without promising to return to enjoy a certain
very interesting occasion which was scheduled some
months ahead—in other words, the wedding of Clifford
Smart and the Sefiorita Maria Cralé. Whether Clif-
ford considered it still unwise to cross into the States,
or even if he did shrink from meeting Americans be-
cause of the trouble that had made him an exile, the
~scout was confident that the young man was sincerely
remorseful for his fault and that he was worthy of his
own friendship and—to a degree—worthy of the love
of the professor’s pretty daughter.

THE END,

No. 180 of the BurrarLo BiLr. BorDER STORIES, en-
tited “Buffalo Bill's Texas Tangle,” by Colonel
Prentiss Ingraham, is an exciting story of Indian
fighting in which the great scout and his pard, Pawnee
Bill, do some lively stunts. No boy who loves the
brave plainsman should miss reading this book.
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Say, Boys!

How’d you like to own your own bronc’?
How’d you like to be an expert at lassoing
and branding? How'd you like to ride the
rolling prairies in search of lost stock, and
perhaps have an adventure or two with cer-
tain bad men who did not like you because
you were on the side of law and order? How
would you like it?

Well, we all cannot go west and be cowboys,
but we sure can pay 15 cents for the stories
in the Western Story Library, and find a good,
comfortable spot, and immediately imagine
ourselves riding with Ted Strong and his
broncho boys, sharing their adventures, their
hardships and pleasures.

Ted Strong and his pals are lovable fellows
—every one of them, and you will do well to
make comrades of them.

Ask your dealer to show you a copy of the
Western Story Library.
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Detective Stories
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Love Stories
Sea Stories

All classes of fiction are to be found among
the Street & Smith novels. Our line contains
reading matter for every one, irrespective of age
~ or preference.
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