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IN APPREGIATION OF WILLIAM F. CODY

(BUFFALO BILL).

It is now some generations since Josh Billings, Ned
Buntline, and Colonel Prentiss Ingraham, intimate friends
of Colonel William F. Cody, used to forgather in the
office of Francis S. Smith, then proprietor of the New
York Weekly. 1t 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 20, 1846. Before he had reached his teens, his
father, Isaac Cody, with his mother and two sisters,
migrated to Kansas, which at that time was little more
than a wilderness.

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

During the Civil War, while riding through the streets

-of St. Louis, Cody rescued a frightened schoolgirl from

a band of annoyers. In true romantic style, Cody and
Louisa Federci, the girl, were married March 6, 1866.
In 1867 Cody was employed to furnish a specified
amount of buffalo meat to the construction men at work
on the Kansas Pacific Railroad. It was in this period
that he received the sobriquet “Buffalo Bill.”
In 1868 and for four years thereafter Colonel Cody
1




served as scouf and guide in campaigns against the Sioux
and Cheyenne Indians. It was General Sheridan who
conferred on Cody the honor of chief of scouts of the
command. =

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

Colonel Cody’s fame had reached the East long be-
fore, and a great many New Yorkers went out to see
him and join in his buffalo hunts, including such men
as August Delmont, 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 wisit New York, It was upon seeing hig
first play in the metropolis that Cody conceived the idea
of going into the show business.

Assisted by Ned Buntline, novelist, and Colonel In-
graham, he started his “Wild West” thow, which later
developed and expanded into “A Congress of the Rough~
riders of the World,” first presented at Omaha, Ne-
braska. In time it became a familiar yearly entertain-
ment in the great cilies 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 Lngland.

At the outbreak of the Sioux, in 1890 and 1801,
Colonel Cody served at the head of the Nebraska Na-
tional Guard. In 1895 Cody tock up the development
o1 Wyoming Valley by introducing irrigation. Not long
piterward 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 a
multitude of achievements in_horsemanship, marksmans
ship, and endurance that will live for ages. His life
will continue to be a leading example of the manliness,
courage, and devotion to duty that belonged to a pic~
turesque phase of American life now passed, like the great
patrint whose career it typified, into the Great Beyond,
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CHAPTER L
THE COWBOY'S RUSE.

“Men, you are on your way to the fort, so take
this man as your prisoner, for he is none other than
Silk Lasso Sam, the outlaw chief of the Overland.
I suspected him, and dogged his steps, when he rode
out of the fort with Miss Clarice Carr and Miss Nina
De Sutro this afternoon.

“He led them into a trap, and the ladies are now
his captives, being hurried away to a retreat, while
he, a guest of Colonel De Sutro under false pretenses,
is returning to claim ransom, alleging that he was set
free by the outlaws, to be able to get the money for
payment to obtain his own and the ladies’ freedom
and safe return to the fort.

“Ask Colonel Dunwoody to send my troop after
me, for I follow the trail of the outlaws and their

captives, to mark it. Now, take your prisoner, and
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see that, if he .escapes you, it will be alone through
the graye. Shoot to kill if he attempts to get away.”

‘The cowboys gave a cheer, the officer mounted. his
horse and dashed away, and the prisoner was left to
the tender mercy of men whom he knew longed for
an excuse to shoot or hang him. He had played a
bold game in entering the fort in disguise, to capture
those whom he sought to get big ransom for, and
he had lost. He had been searched by his captor,
and some papers taken from him along with his weap-
ons.

‘““Pards, I says this man, Silk Lasso Sam, has es-
caped death too eften ter take any chances.”

The speaker was Cowboy Charlie, the leader of the
herders.

“So says 1.”

“Me, too.””

“And me.”

And thus the cries went through the camp.

“He has been a terror on ther trails for a long time,”
continued Cowboy Charlie, when his companions were
quiet again, “‘and he has kilt too. many people; jist to
git gold. When he were a prisoner at the fort, under

sentence of - death, his, sister. come to. the .fort, and

she set him free. . 1t was said he pledged her to lead-

—d
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é different life, and here he is, a few months after, all
himped up with a false hump on his back and wearing
white hair, playin’ an honest old man, when he is the
worst criminal on the frontier. 'If we takes him to
the fort, he’ll escape some way, dead sure. So I says
let him escape through ther grave. What doés yer
say, cowboy pards?” .

The yell that greeted the speech of the cowboy cap-
tain showed the feeling of the men, and one struck
the popular thought when he cried:

“Hang him!”

’

“Yes, hang him now,” came in a chorus of voices,
and the outlaw of the Overland at last knew that his
fate was sealed.

“Pards, I claim the right to send a bullet through

-his heart, to even up my claim of revenge against

»

him.
“All right, Bronco Monte, fire one shot, and that
ends all,” was Cowboy Charlie’s response, and at his
words the eyes of every eowboy were turned upon the
man he addressed. ‘
The herders had carried out: their determination to
hang the outlaw, Silk Lasso Sam, and thus prevent’
another escape from the death all deemed-an adequalie

penalty for his erimes.

r
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The . Cowboy’s Ruse.

They had carried him into the timber, and a large
tree with a low limb that projected far out from the
trunk had been found.

Over this a lariat was thrown, and the noose was
placed about the neck of the prisoner by Bronco
Monte, who claimed the right of executioner, because
his brother had fallen by the hand of the outlaw chief.

Then the doomed outlaw had been mounted upon
his horse, his hands securely bound behind him, and,
at a signal from Cowboy Charlie, the animal had been
struck a sudden blow, and, bounding forward, had left
Silk Lasso Sam dangling in mid-air.

Not an appeal for mercy had been made by the out-
law, who had won the admiration of his executioners
as he coolly gazed at the preparations for his death,
and looked down into the grave dug for him without
the slightest sign of emotion.

When the permission was granted to Bronco Monte
to send a bullet through the heart of the man swing-
ing in mid—gir, he drew his revolver, rode some dis-
tance off, and, with a yell, set his horse into a run.
As he went by, fifteen paces distant, he fired one shot,

and a convulsive movement of the limbs followed.

No one.looked to see whether the cowboy had hit or

missed, for Bronco Monte never missed, He was a

gl e
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man of really distinguished .appearance, with the face
of an Adonis, the form of a Hercules, and graceful as
& woman.

He dressed better than his comrades, and had the
air of one born and bred in a different atmosphere
than that of the border, and yet he was the superior
of all his companions in throwing a lariat, riding,
shooting, and in skill as a borderman.

“Now, who plants him? Here are the lots, pards,”
and Cowboy Charlie shook a number of poker-chips in
fis hat.

The men stepped briskly up, and each drew out a
chip, and a smile crossed the faces as they realized
that theirs was not the weird duty to bury a man who
had been hanged.

“You are elected, Bronco Monte,” said Cowboy
Charlie, as that herder drew last, and there was only

the fatal chip left for him to take.

]

“Sp be it, captain; I accept the duty,” was the re-
ply, and the cowboys then threw themselves into their
saddles and rode away at a gallop, for the shadows of
nightfall were near at hand.

Bronco Monte stood gazing after them until they
were out of sight, and then he moved quickly to the

rope that -was bound about the trunk of the tree upon
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which the execution had taken place. He lowered the
body to the ground with a strange gentleness of mien
for a man who handled the form of one against whom
he sought revenge. Then he stepped up to the body,
and loosened the noose about the throat.

“That ruse of mine to prevent this from drawing
taut around his neck worked well,” he muttered.

“Yes, the pressure was upon the back of the neck,
and should not have choked him, at least to death, and
in this time. It was difficult to do anything for him
and not be seen by the others, and I feared that they
would discover even that there was no bullet in my re-
volver when I fired that shot. He is insensible, if
not dead, and the question is whether I can bring him
back to life or not.

“I owe it to him that I should, for he saved my
life once, and, outlaw though he has been, I must re-
pay the debt if it lies within my power. He will keep
the secret, I know, and I shall not be the one to tell.
If T fetch him back to life again, then he must keep
the pledge he made his sister, and go far from here;
yes, lead a different life.

“Should he not do so, then will I be the first one

to hunt him down, for, having canceled my debt to’

him, as I now am striving to do, it will be my duty

The Cowboy’s Ruse. ) 58

0 ‘end his career of crime should he begin upon 1t
again.. Yes; 1 can fill in the grave, and report that

1 buried him, and at last there will be an end to Silk

Lasso Sam.” :
And all this while, as he mused aloud, Bronco Monte

was rubbing the prostrate form and striving -to start

again the current of life surging through heart and

brain.




CHAPTER II.
TWO IMPORTANT LETTERS,

In a grandly beautiful plantation home, in a South-
ern State, gazing upon the scenery of valley and river
spread out before her, sat a young and beautiful
woman, a few weeks after the capture of the outlaw
chief, Silk Lasso Sam, by the cavalry officer, and
his being left to the charge of the cowboy rangers
of Pioneer Post on the frontier.

The young woman who sat in the large bay window
of her cozy sitting-room possessed beauty of face and
form far above the average of her sex.

The face was as darkly bronzed as a sailor’s, and,

in spite of its refinement stamped upon every feature
’

there was a look of fearlessness and determination

which revealed a spirit, a nerve, and an indomitable
will.

Presently a seérvant entered and handed to her a

number of papers, magazines, and letters, just brought
from the village post-office several miles away. She
cast all but two letters aside, and these she balanced

n her hand as undecided which one to read first.

Two Important Letters. 13

They both bore far Western postmarks, one being
stamped at the military post of Pioneer Fort and the
other from the mining-camp of Pocket City.

She appeared to recognize in each case the hand-
writing on the envelope, both being bold and legible.

She first broke the seal of the letter from Pioneer
Post, and there was a crest upon it.

It was as follows:

“If it is my painful duty to be the one to give you
sad tidings, my dear Miss Leigh, I can at least feel
that there must be some consolation to you in the
thought that at last you are free from the shadow
that has rested upon you for years, the burden which
your devoted sister’s love has forced you to bear so
well and so long. :

“You can but surmise, from what T have said, that
your brother, Arden Leigh, so long the terror of the
Overland trails as Silk Lasso Sam, the outlaw, is dead.

“The pledge which he gave to you, of leading ‘a
new life, when you rescued him from his fort, though
under sentence of death upon the gallows, he broke,
as he did every other promise that he made to you.

“When you, trusting him, had gone from these
wilds, where you had come to save him alone, he at
once began again to plot mischief, and this last esca-
pade of his was boldest of all his many daring deeds,
He was determined, it seemed, to kidnap Miss Clarice
Carr, the beautiful heiress, whom you met here, and
who treated you as she would a sister.

e




14 Two Important Letters.

“He came to the fort disguised as;a former partnes

of Miss De Sutro’s. father, and thus was the honored.

guest of Colonel De Sutro and his wife.

“Disguised with a false'hump upon his back, a stoop . .,

in his gait, gold spectacles, a face bronzed darkly,
and a wig of white hair, while he dressed like an aged
dandy, he deceived every one, and was hospitably re-
ceived by all.

“Thus, while Buffalo Bill and his scouts, aided by
Surgeon Frank Powell, were hunting for Silk Lasso
Sam, the Overland outlaw, your brother, in his dis-
guise, was plotting in the fort to kidnap Miss Carr and
Miss De Sutro.

“And in his plot he was successful, having himself

captured the ladies, whom he escorted'for a ride on
horseback, to a spot where he had his ‘men lying in
wait. -
“My gallant captain of cavalry, Dashing Dick
Caruth, as he is called, was suspicious of the supposed
aged sport, and discovered the plot, captured the piot-
ter, and turning him over to a band of cowboys, while
he sent for his troop and followed the kidnapers, to
mark their trail and thus be énabled to rescue the two
young ladies.

“Then came the fatal ending of this plot of your
unfortunate brother, for I am told that, in attemping
to escape from the cowboys, one of them, Bronco
Monte, was compelled to kill him.

“The bullet pierced his heart, and he was buried
where he fell, while the cowboy captain came on and
made his report to me.

“I rode myself to the grave, for your sake and had

Two Important Letters. 15

it marked, and, 'should you desire the body removed,
I will gladly attend to all arrangements for you,
though, perhaps, it would be best to let him rest here
where he has fallen.

“Such, at last, is the end of your brother, my dear
Miss Leigh, and in your sorrow you have my deepest
sympathy, for I know how dearly you loved him, in
spite of his evil career; but I cannot bring myself to
feel that it is a misfortune to you, no, rather a blessing.

“I hasten to write you of the affair, and to tell you
that Buffalo Bill, Surgeon Pewell, and Captain, Caruth
were those who were instrumental in the rescue of the
two kidnaped ladies from the retreat of the outlaws,
and they found there a prisoner, slowly starving to -
death, one who is dear to you, and against whom your
brother sought revenge. I refer to Carrél Dean, the
miner, who long ago was your brother’s rival in love.

“Now, my dear Miss Leigh, permit me to say that
ere very long I hope to see you, for I am coming East
on leave, and coming for the sole purpose of seeing
you, of telling you that which I cannot write to you.

“With every good wish for your future life, that
the dark clouds of the past may drift away from you,
believe me,

“Most sincerely your friend,
“Oscar DuNnwooDY,
“Colonel U. S. Army, Commanding Pioneer Post.”

Tears dimmed the eyes of the beautiful girl as she
read this letter from the commander of Pioneer Post,

who had not only forgiven her for her clever rescue

——
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of her outlaw brother from his keeping, but fallen
desperately in love with her, as well.
The tears were called up by the news of her brother’s

end, one whom she had loved with all his faults, one

whom she had befriended, protected, and saved in all ‘
cases when she could do so, going to dwell among the |

miners of Pocket City, becoming the landlady of a"

border tavern and the keeper of-a gambling-den, in the
plot she had formed, the game she was playing, to

save her brother from his life of crime.

“Peace to your ashes, poor Arden, my brother! At

last you have gone from me, at last the end has come
to you, and which I knew must some day be. But
better so than upon the gallows, ah, yes, far better
thus for you to die, by the shot of a cowboy.”

She buried her face in her hands, and for a long
time so remained. When at last she raised her head

her eyes fell upon a large painting that hung on the

wall. The figures were life-size, and it was a weird, |

strange painting, telling a story full of sorrow and |

romance.

It was a painting of an artist’s studio, and at a table |

sat the artist himself, with white, haggard face, a look |

of despair resting upon it, and the right hand grasping

a dice-box, the dice being upon the table.

Two Important Letters. 7

Opposite to the artist sat the skeleton form of Death,
a malignant grin upon his bony face as he pointed his
finger at the dice he had thrown, and which were
higher than those of the artist. Behind the artist, in
the background, was the shadowy form of a beautiful
girl, beckoning him away from his game of “The Last
Chance” with Death. The face of this beautiful
woman was the counterpart of that of Ruth Leigh,
whose eyes now rested upon it.

“How strange,” mused the girl. “With Colonel
Dunwoody’s letter clasped in my hand, that I should
now look up involuntarily and behold my brother’s
face in that painting. He told me how he had bought
an ideal portrait years ago, and had never found the
real until he saw me. I told him the story of that
weird painting, of how the artist, refused by my
mother, had gone down-hill in his career unmtil he at

)

last painted “The Last Chance,” and was found dead
in his studio with his brush still in his hand.

“And now Colonel Dunwoody, who fell in love with
the artist’s portrait of my mother and bought it, now
says to me in this letter that he is coming to fell me
what he cannot write. And what answer shall I give
that noble man, who, trusting wholly in me, though

he knew me as Bonnie Belle of Pocket City in the

———
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mining country of Yellow Dust Valley, is coming to
tell me of his love? :

“I can give him but one answer, and that he shah
have, for I love him with all my heart and soul.”

For some moments her eyes rested upon the weird |
painting of the despairing artist, and then, with a sigh,
she said :

“Now to see what Carrol Dean says.”

She broke the seal, and read as follows:

“Sitting here to-night, my dear Ruth, in my lonely
cabin, penning these lines to you, my thoughts go
backward to the old time when I dwelt with my mother
in our ruined plantation home, and you, your father,
and mother lived in your grand old mansion of Valley
View. ;

“You were a wee girl then, beautiful as a fairy, and
your brother a handsome, dashing fellow, who, alas!
had already brought a cloud upon his life by his wild
career,

“We, your brother and I, both loved the same
maiden, pretty Kathleen Clyde, and when she chose
between us, Arden Leigh shot me down before her
eyes.

“Believing that he had killed me, he fled and be-
came a wanderer, and went down life's scale of crime - |
until now the end has come to him, and he fills a |
dishonored grave here on the frontier. |

“You did far more than your dhty to save him, |
for, aftsr your father’s death, you almost unsexed

4
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yourself in becoming Bonnie Belle, the idol of Yellow
Dust Valley, to rescue him from his life of crime.

“When you and I so strangely met there, you seek-
ing to save your brother, and I to dig a fortune out
of the mines, I told you that Arden Leigh could never
be redeemed, and appealed to you to give up the hope-
less task. You struggled on, and, rescuing him, giving
him a small fortune in money, you sent him, as you
believed, far away. ; '

“Instead, he it was who, as a masked outlaw, robbed
you on your way home out of Pocket City, and, again
taking to the trails, he came to my cabin, caught me
at a disadvantage, made me a prisoner, and took me
to his retreat, to starve me to death for the old re-
venge he felt against me.

“Through Captain Caruth, Surgeon Powell, and Buf-
falo Bill, I was rescued from death, he was made a
prisoner, and, in attempting to escape, was killed; and
now I write you, as I sit here in my cabin, to tell you
that fortune is smiling upon me; I have struck it rich,
and soon hope to be with my loved ones again, and
prove myself a brother to you.”

There was more to the letter, but when she had
read thus far Ruth Leigh said:

“Dear, noble Deadshot Dean, as they called him-in
the mines, with such a brother I can be happy, espe-
cially as T will have such a lover as Oscar Dunwoody
can be. Yes a’ last there is happiness ahead for me, I

believa.”




CHAPTER IIL

A STRANGE LOVE-TALE.

With the exception of Colonel Dunwoody, the com-

mandant of Pioneer Post, Dick Caruth, the dashing :

cavalry captain, was the most popular man at the

fort.

He was rich, handsome, a perfect soldier, and knew

no fear. All the men liked him, his troopers made *

him their idol, and women were fascinated by him;

yet Dashing Dick was a bachelor. He had never mar- |

ried, and no pretty girl had ever been able to discover
the reason.

Colonel Dunwoody was also a single man, and
known as the “Bachelor Colonel.” He also was a
man of wealth, and yet had eluded every effort of fair

ones with designs upon him.

With the large number of soldiers at the fort there |

was necessarily many officers, and most of them had
their families with them.
Among those ladies who were the acknowledged

belles was Nina De Sutro, the ward of Lieutenant-

colonel De Sutro, and a fair young heiress and beauty,

who was a Mexican,
. S
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Then came Clarice Carr, a regal beauty, rich, ac-
complished, and yet loving more to dwell upon the
frontier with a kinswoman, the wife of Major Lionel
Lester, of the post, and the third officer in command,
to reigning as a belle in metropolitan society. But
then, there were those who asserted that Clarice Carr
was a woman with a history, and that might have
been the cause of her living the life of seclusion she
did upon the far frontier.

The surgeon of the fort, Doctor Frank Powell, more
generally known as the surgeon-scout, Buffalo Bill, the
chief of scouts, and others more or less famous and
popular were dwellers at Pioneer Post.

Captain Dick Caruth had become more than ever
a hero since his capture of Silk Lasso Sam, the outlaw, k
and yet there was that in his. fine face which showed
that he carried a cloud upon him.

Days after the reported death, -at the hands of
Bronco Monte, of the outlaw chief, Captain Caruth
had called at the quarters of Surgeon Frank Powell,
and said :

“Daoctor, I have to ask a favor of you. . I have the
most painful, disagreeable duty of my life to perform;
and I desire that you be a witness of it.”

“If you wish it so, yes, Dick.”

3 2ol
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“T do, 'so come with me.”
The captain led the way to the quarters: of Lieu-
tenant-colonel De Sutro, and he asked to see Miss Nina

De' Sutro. -~ She soon swept into the parlor, her dark

Mexican eyes as brilliant as flames, and extended al

hand to each officer.
““Are you alone, Miss De Sutro?”

“Yes, Captain Caruth, for Mrs. De Sutro and the
colonel are away for a ride.”

“Pray let me ask you to send the servant away on
some errand, for what I have to say to you Surgeon
Powell alone must hear.”

The beautiful girl arose with a look of surprise, left
the room for a few minutes, and, returning, said:
~ “We are all alone now, sir.”

“Then I shall lose no time, Miss De Sutro, in ma-

king known why I am here, and seemingly mysterious,

and permit me to say now that what I know and Sur-

'geb‘n Powell is to hear shall go no farther.”

b2

“T'thank you, sir. Pray explain,

and the red lips

were pale now and quivering. au

" "“You are aware that I captured Silk Lasso Sdin, the

46u‘ﬂaw soon after his daring kxdnapmg of MISS
Clarice Casr and yourself?”’

The girl bowed.
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“I captured him alone, and, searching him, found
One of

them was a written confession from him to place in the

certain papers which I have in my possession.

hands of Colonel Dunwoody, in case he was not aided
by yeou in his plans.”

“Captain Caruth!”

“Pardon me, and hear me through, please. We
have all heard of how, when you were a schoolgirl,
on your way to the convent in Mexico under the care
of a nun; your lives were rescued when you were
caught in a freshet in crossing the Rio Grande. The
rescuer was unknown to you, and an American; but

he became a hero in your eyes.
“That you had met him again we did not know;

but that you did meet at a tournament, where, as an
unknown, he defeated all whom he faced in trials of
strength, skill, and prowess, this paper states.

“Girl that you were, you became infatuated with
the man who had saved your life, and ran off from
the convent with him and married him. He knew that
you were the heiress to a very large fortune, and he
was designing. But discovering that you could not
claim your inheritance until you wef;: twenty—éne, and
you were then not sixteen, he deserted you, and you,

in your despair, returned to the convent.

»
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“You met him here, when he appeared in disguise,

as Silk Lasso Sam, the outlaw. Your secret marriage
no one knew of, and all believed you a young lady,
Miss De Sutro; but he, whom you feared and hated,
forced you to aid him in his scheme to kidnap Misg

Carr.

“Your crime was a sinless one upon your part, Mrs,

Arden Leigh, yet, with all the facts I have in my pos-=

session, I must beg of you to leave this fort at your
very earliest convenience, for there are men here who
love you, little dreaming of the secret locked up in
your heart, and that you plotted against Miss Carr,
your friend, from fear. Will you do as I ask, Mrs.
Leigh?”

“Yes, I will go, only keep my secret, and I thank
you for the mercy you show me,” was the almost
broken-hearted rejoinder of the unhappy woman.

Captain Dick Caruth went from the home of Nina

De Sutro along with Surgeon Powell, to whom he |

said :
“Well, Frank, you heard all ?"

€« p
Yes, and she is a wonderful woman.”

“She s, indeed; but could T have done otherwise?” |

“No, for though she was forced, to protect herself,
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to obey the bidding of her outlaw husband, yet she

surely did enter into the plot against Miss Carr.”

“Yes, and I am going to see Miss Carr now.”

“Does she know all?” :
“No, but I am going to tell her that Miss De Sutro

is in trouble, and to go to her.”

“She is a noble woman, Dick, and, did she know all,
she would go.”

“Yes, she would go to her, for she is a noble
woman, one whom I wish I was free to ask to become
my wife.”

“Why, Dick, are you not free to do so?” asked
Surgeon Powéll, with surprise.

“I am not.”

Frank Powell made no reply.

It was the accepted belief in the fort that Dick
Caruth was a free man. Many believed that he loved
Clarice Carr, and she certainly had seemed to admire
the handsome captain. Now he practically told the
surgeon-scout that he was married.

As they reached the quarters of the surgeon-scout,
Captain Caruth said:

“Frank, I will explain my words to you, though to

no one else have I ever made known the secret:

“T a: -ot a free man.”
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“Surely you are not engaged to’ one woman, yet

26

love another?”
“Worse than that, Frank.”
“Worse?”’
“Yes, I am married.”

“Dick Caruth, do you tell me the truth?”

$fedo.”

“I have nothing more to say, other than if there

" is blame in the matter for this unfortunate position |
of affairs, it does not rest upon you.”

“'Nor upon her,” quickly said the captain.

“Who ?”

“My wife.”

“Ah! neither to blame?”

“No, for we were no more than children then, and
two old fools made us wed, thus casting a cloud over
our lives forever.”

“Where is she?”

“I do not know, for I have never seen her since the
ceremony was performed, and I do not know' how |
to find her, for she does not bear my name now, nor

her own, I am sure.”

““What a' remarkable state of affairs, Richard ‘Ca- |

27|
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“Yes, it would make a good romance for a novel, |
would it not?” said the captain bitterly.

“A diabolical one, yes, for it would be full of misery
for the innocent actors, while the two sinners who
brought about the unfortunate situation could not
escape free of sorrow and trouble.”

“They met their punishment, however, for both old :
men died poor. One was my grandfather, the other
the grandfather of my little girl wife; and their daugh-
ters, our mothers, having married against their wishes,
they made us marry to please them, when I was a
young cadet at West Point, and she was a mere child,
just in her teens, brought from boarding-school to be
thus united to me, and parted immediately after the
ceremony. What became of her Heaven only knows,
and thus you see the position I am in.”

“I do, Captain Caruth, and you have my deepest
sympathy, for I have felt all along that you were in
love with Miss Carr, and, as I am a close student of
human nature, I felt certain that the lady loves you.”

“I would like to think so, and yet why dare I say
this, for we can be as nothing to each other.”

“Perhaps you may some day find your missing

bride.”
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“It may be, and yet I doubt it."

“You dread doing so?”

<Vea

“Why ?”

“Well, T have often had a dread of that meeting.”

“Ts she not lovable ?”*

“She was an exquisitely beautiful child, a perfect’

little fairy.”

“What else ?”

“She seemed awed by her position, yet submitted to
the cruel punishment put upon her with a calm and
gracious dignity that was very winning.”

“She understood that she was forced to marry you,
then ?” '

“Oh, yes, she had been told that I was to be her
husband, that her mother and mine had married against
the will of their parents, and that there was to be
no slip in our case.

“They were old soldiers, and they held to life and
their views with a tenacity and discipline which could
not but make two young people yield, and the result

was the misery of uniting two children together with-

out one atom of congeniality, and it may have been a

still greater crime, for, frétting under the galling?'

chains, and loving another, she may have slightly re-
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garded her childhood bonds, kept her secret. and been
wedded to another when wooed and won.”

“It is a very sad case, Dick, but I have hopes for
the future for you, and happiness to come to you some
day,” and the surgeon-scout held forth his hand, which
Captain Caruth grasped in silence and then hastened

_away.




CHAPTER 1V.

AN UNSHAKEN RESOLVE.

Clarice Carr was seated in her own pleasant room,

in Major Lionel Lester’s quarters, for there she made

her home, when she saw Captain Caruth coming. The..

major and his wife were away, the servant was out,
and so she met the soldier herself at the door.

“Miss Carr, I have come to tell you a secret, and
it is of a woman,” he said.

“Then don’t tell it, for no man should betray a
woman’s confidence, however slight the trust in him,”
she quickly rejoined.

“But do not misunderstand me, for I would not
betray a confidence; only, in this case, I need your
aid. It is of Miss De Sutro I would speak, and I can
only say that she is to leave the fort.”

“Indeed ?”’

(4 ‘
Yes, and why she does not make known to any

one, not even to Colonel and Mrs. De Sutro. and,’

therefore, she is, in a measure, alone in her unhappi-|
ness, and I have come to ask you to go to her and|
comfort her. Tell her that I asked it, though that I1

s
N !
i
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gave you no reason for the request other than that I

knew that she was unhappy, and I felt that you were

the one to best offer her consolation.”

“T will go at once, Captain Caruth,” was the ready
answer of Clarice Carr, and the captain escorted her
as far as the door of Lieutenant-colonel De Sutro’s
quarters,

Clarice Carr found Nina alone and pacing the floor
of the parlor. She started at sight of her visitor, and
tried to hide the traces of weeping upon her face; but
Clarice went up to her,-and said in her sweet, sympa-
thetic way: ‘ :

“Capfain Caruth told me that you had some sorrow:
come upon you, what he did not say, if he knew, and
that you were to leave the fort, so begged me to come
and comfort you.”

“He sent you to me, Clarice Carr?”

ENes

“Why ?”

“That I might give you my sympathy and my aid,
if ¥ can do so.”

“Captain Caruth is a noble-hearted man, I believe,

and having struck deep, he would heal the wound

. which he has made as best he can by sending you to

L2
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“Nay, I do not believe that he meant to wound you

only he felt that you needed the sympathy of one of

your sex in some sorrow that has befallen you, and |

so asked me to come.”

After a moment of silence, Nina De Sutro said re
flectively :

“Yes, I suppose that is what he did it for, and I
am glad you have come, as you are about the only
one I would make a confidante of, and you I will take
wholly into my confidence. I will tell you my secret,
Clarice Carr, and just why I am leaving the fort at
the command of Captain Caruth.”

“At his command?” and Clarice looked both pained
and surprised.

“Yes, I will tell you all.”

And then Nina De Sutro told the whole stox;y of

her unhappy life, her secret marriage to an -outlaw,
who had forced he: %o aidl him in his plots to kidnap
her for ransom.

“I intended to restore to you that ransom-money,
Clarice, as the only recompense I could make you,”
she added.

The whole unhappy tale from beginning to end was
made known, and Clarice listened to it all, and clasped

the hand of Nina in token of sympathy.
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“And now, Clarice, I have but one life before me,
and that is to go to the convent in Mexico where I
was educated, and there take the veil, giving up the
world forever, and giving my life and my fortune to
good in the new existence I am to take upon myself.”

“No, no; there is no reason for you to do this,
Nina, not iﬁ the least, for I cannot feel that your act '

was other than that of a child. You were but a girl,

scarcely sixteen, and it was but natural that you should
admire the handsome stranger who saved your life and
that of the nun in whose charge you were.

“The very fact that he remained unknown to you,
did not force his attentions upon you, was that much
in his favor of winning you, for he made you think
of him and long to meet him again; and, when you
did meet him again, you saw him as the victor over
all his adversaries at the tournament, and it was not

to be wondered that you felt he was your beau-ideal,

~and that he won your little heart at a glance.

“T grant his being a man of fascinating address, of
fine physique, handsomie, and a heart-breaker, when
one did not know him as the black-hearted outlaw he
is. and I can understand well how he could force you
to obey him, for fear of exposing to the world that

you were the wife of Silk Lasso Sam,,a fman whom

)
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you had learned to hate more deeldedly than you had |

loved him. No, no; keep your secret, and live for |

happiness in the future, for you deserve it after all
you have known of sorrow.”
" <
You are, indeed, a comforter and a friend, Clarice:
b

but my mind is made up, and to the convent I go, for

did I live in the world and love another man, it would |

break my heart to tell him that T was a married woman
)

the widow of Silk Lasso Sam, the outlaw.

~ “No, I shall take the veil,” and Clarice saw that she

was determined in this resolve,

Clarice left her, and hurried to her own quarters,

writing a message to Captain Caruth.

Captain Dick Caruth was at the officers’ club at the
fort when he received the following note:

“I did as you requested.

({3
= Please come to see me, for I have something of
importance to tell you. CoC

The captain at once obeyed this request, and soon

found himself alone with Clarice Carr. Her face was

very pale now, and her hps quivered, as though she

was deeply moved

“I hope, MISS Carr I have not asked too much Of L

you in what I did,” he sald observmg her manners.
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“Oh, no, I am glad that I went, and I had a long
talk with Miss De Sutro, as I must still call her, for
I know her sad story, she having told me all.”

“T am glad that she did so,” he said, in a low, tone.

“Yes, and though there are things to condemn in
her life, there is much to pity, to win sympathy, and
to admire.” -

By agree with you. She is a brave woman.”

"‘Yes, one who, under other circumstances, would
have led a life only to carry out noble purposes. But
her girlhood was wrecked, through no fault of hers,
but from her love of an unworthy object, and that
a woman is hardly responsible for, as these hearts of
ours are strange things, Captain Caruth.”

“They are, indeed,” said the officer, with sudden

earnestness.

“Shall I tell you how strange is my heart, and T am
a man? Shall I be led into telling you that which I
have no right to tell, which you should not hear from
my lips, and yet which I feel that T must tell, and then
let you pardon, yet not condemn me'?'”

He spoke with a sudden eamestness now which

fairly startled her. She gazed at hlITl w1th almost

awe, yet there was admxranon it hm elasce, too, as

4 = e . * B
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he stood before her in all the majesty of his splendid

manhood and his love which he could not control,

She made no reply, though she had heard his words, |

He drew close to her side, saying:
“Do not shrink from me.”
“I did not.”

“l did not intend to touch you with impious hand,

but I do say to you that I love you with all the strength
of my strong nature. T can no more help loving you
than I can help telling you of it, and yet I have
,not the right to do so, as you shall understand.
“Let me tell you a story, Miss Carr,” he continued;

“one that has clonded my life, left its brand upon

my heart, and, now that I know and love you, made |

Tt is |

all there is of bitterness to rankle in my breast.
a story you should know, and yet it may drive me
from you, send me away from the friendship I so
dearly prized, the sunshine of your regard, for you

have been kind to me, Miss Carr.”

She looked at him in a wondering way, yet did not |
say she would not hear that which he should not tell |

her. Thus encouraged, he told her the story which

he had made known to Surgeon Powell, adding :
“My father was a sailor, and my mother’s father

bitterly opposed her marrying him. But she knew
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him only as a good man, one whom she loved, and
they were wedded.

“Tt was supposed that my father was lost at sea,
and mother, when she died, left me to the care of my
grandfather, who made me his heir and made a soldier
of me. '

“He forced me into a marriage, mere boy that I
was, with a little girl whom I have never seen or heard
of since.

“My grandfather lost his money, so I would have
been poor had not my father, upon the day of my
graduation with first honors, turned up, looking poor
and destitute, I received him with joy, and then
he told me he had played the tramp to test me.

- “He had been wrecked upon a foreign coast, and
only after long years had escaped from captivity
among savages, and had made a fortune. That for-
tune he left to me.”
~ “And the girl wife?” asked Clarice.

“Her grandfather died, leaving her poér, I heard,
and she disappeared mysteriously, for I could never
find her.”

. “Shall T tell you of her?”
! “You?” he exclaimed, bewildered

s
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“Yes, for I happen to know that her mother believec P

her husband had deserted her. ’_Indeed, while in a
Westem ‘State, he had_been led /into a plosition- wliere
.he was suspected of murder and r.obbery by a fr.iend,
tried under an assumed name, and sent to prison for
life. ‘
~“That false friend, when dying, told all to his faiher, |
a man of wealth and influence, who at once got.. the
unfortunate prisoner a pardon, and his daughtef visited
him in prison and heard all. -

" “It was the wealthy gentleman who took her to the
prison, and, to atone for the crime of his son, he made
her his heir.

whose name she had taken, and thus you could not

Her father died, also” her guardian,

find her. But she knew you, and now that you have
" said what you did, she can say that she learned to
love  the boy 'cadet she wedded in the long ago,
and——"’ o

- But she said no more; for Dick Caruth saw all now,

‘and in an instant his strong:arms were about her, and

she was drawn close to his heart. =

* T e A aala * 0 xk

Along a trail seldom trod by the feot of man, & |
kstrange,speiirr:v:n of humanity was plodding his way. |
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He was a man of large size, yet his face was thin and
haggard, his steps slow, as though from illness.

His dress, if the rags that clothed him might so
be called, was a cross between Indian and cowboy

. costume with the attire of a miner.

Long unkempt hair, a Peard of some weeks’ growth,
worn boots, and a tattered hat completed his make-
up, excepting a belt of arms.

“I am too weak to go farther to-night, so will find
a camping-place, and go on to-morrow, for then I
can reach the cavern, and surely I will not find all
gone. No, they can hardly have found it, lynx-eyed
though they be. :

“What a wretched-lc‘)oking specimen am I now of
the gemus homo! Who would recognize me now?
Not a soul, I am certain. ~Yes, I am homeless, friend-
less, wretched, just recovering from a long illness, and

without a dollar to call my ewn. . -I am a border tramp,
and I.verily.believe, were my worst .enemy to see me
. now, he would take pity upon me and give me money.”
: The man now found a camping-place, spread his
tattered blankets upon the ground, and got his supper
eutof his haversack: ~There was & bird which he had
kilted; some cragke‘rs, and coffee which he made i a

— —
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tin cup, after building a small fire. The place he had

. sought for a camp was such a spot as a wild beast
might have looked for among the rocks, to hide away
from hunters.

He ate his supper in silence, and then smoked a pipe
very complacently, taking the stem from his mouth
every now and then, to muse aloud.

To a close observer he would have been discovered
to be no ordinary personage, in spite of his hard looks,
There was the stamp of intellect upon his brow, a fire
in his eyes, and a look resting upon his lips that
showed he was one to do and dare almost anything.

“I must begin life anew. I must start from the
very beginning, to carve out my future. It will be a
bitter blow to me if I do not find a foundation in the
cavern, a rock upon which to build my hopes; but I
shall not despair if I find nothing there.

“I have not lived thus long, passed through all that
I have, escaped death a hundred times, to now lie down
and die upon the side of a trail because I am afoot in
a wilderness, friendless, and wretched. Ah, no, I
can make my life what I will, and my will is to possess

gold. Now to rest, for T have a hard mountain tramp
of it to-morrow.” ~ :

(S

So sa;ving; llilaid down upon his hard bed, drew

An Uﬁshaken Resolve. 41

his ragged blankets about him, and almost instantly
sank to sleep. For sleep to come to him so quickly
proved that he was either a very hardened wretch, with
no conscience, or he was a man whose life had not
been an evil one.

A wolf howled near in the night, and others came,
yet, though they awakened him, he appeared to feel
no dread.

Morning dawned, and he started upon his way,
halting at the first brook to plunge in and have a bath,
after which he ate his breakfast, which was as frugal
as his supper of the night before.

At noon he again halted, and took a short nap after
dinner, for he seemed to know how to aid nature all
in his power. Toward evening he came into a wild
mass of rocky hills, and struck a well-traveled trail.

“It is the stage-trail from Pocket City,” he mut-
tered, and he walked rapidly along it now, as though
confident that he might meet some one on a track so
well traveled, and this he sought to avoid.

A short distance along the trail brought him to
where half a dozen cafions branched off, and up one
of these he turned, as though familiar with the lo-

cality. He approached with great caution the face of

; a cliff, overgrown with stunted bushes, and soon

— ~— :
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reached a spot where the foliage grew very dense,

Into this he went, and entered a cavern.

Taking a match and a candle from his pocket, he .

soon had a light in the cavern, and a great abyss was
revealed, spanned by a bridge of logs, which could be
raised and lowered into position by pulleys.

Crossing this with extreme caution, he went on along
the cavern until he came out into an open glen, or
basin, overhung with high cliffs. There was a large
spring there, the water running into the cavern, good
meadow-land, and a number of trees.

“The place is deserted. Well, now to make my home
here until I can look about me. But first to see if
my treasures are still safe.”

With this he went to where a tree grew close to
a cliff. Up the tree he climbed, but not without diff-
culty, as he seemed weak, and reaching a limb that
branched out along the rocks, he walked upon ‘it to
He did

so, though it was a dangerous act to perform, calling

where he could step off upon a rocky shelf.

for a cool head and steady nerve.

He clung close to the wall, and there was barely
space to do so, making his way slowly around the
cliff by the projections, until he reached a stunted tree

growing out »f a crevice.

|
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Behind this tree was concealed an open space some

two feet wide by five in length. Into this he went,

and suddenly a cry of delight broke from his lips,
and he called out, as though addressing some one,
rather than speaking to himself:

“The treasure is here! Yes, the money, clothes,

saddle, bridle, lariat, provisions, and all. No one has
found this hiding-place, and the foundation-rock of
,rﬁy fortune is laid. 1 am another man from this very
moment, and men shall hear of me again.. Ha, ha, ha!

1 almost feel like a miner who has struck it rich, and

has gotten the gold-fevef.”




CHAPTER V.
A MASKED FOE,

In his lonely cabin, a couple of miles from Pocket
City mining-camp, in the Yellow Dust Valley, sat a
man writing a letter. ,

It was a beautiful Sabbath afternoon, and the miner
was dressed in his best clothes, as was his wont on
Sunday, and devoting his time to writing letters to
the dear-ones in their far-away home. He was a man
of fine presence, noble face, and his look indicated re-
finement of manner and intelligence. He wrote in an
easy way, and had already covered a number of pages.

The man was Carrol Dean, known in the mines as
Deadshot Dean, and the one who had written the letter
to Ruth Leigh, telling her of the death of her outlaw
brother, Silk Lasso Sam.

Months had passed since that letter had been writ-
ten, and now the miner was writing home that his
claim continued to pan out generously, and ere long
he hoped to be at home, a rich man, never again to
leave those so dear to him. He was seated by the
window of his cabin, where a table, lowered -and

ra‘ead by hinges, formed his desk

=
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His view from the window was beautiful, and,
though long accustomed to it, he often paused in his
writing to glance out at the scemery. So engrossed
was he in the task that he failed to see a shadow darken
the doorway behind him.

A form entered, and a man stood gazing at him, his
revolver held in a steady hand. This man was of tall
form, clad in buckskin from his moccasins to his cap
with a wolf’s tail in it.- But, strangest of all, he was
masked.

The mask he wore was of buckskin, also, and com-
pletely hid his face and neck, leaving holes only for
the eyes. This singular mask was hideously painted’
to resemble a death’s-head, being black, with a skull
of white, grinning teeth and all, the eyes glaring
through the sockets.

The miner, all unconscious of a stranger near, went
on with his letter-writing, for the moccasined feet of
the man did not make a sound. Suddenly the stran-
ger’s voice broke the silence with:

“Hands up, Deadshot Dean, for you are my game!”

The miner started slightly, in spite of his iron nerve.
His belt of arms lay upon his bed, ten feet away, and
he was surely caught; but the face was calm, the man-

ner free from excitement as he turned toward the one
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who had uttered such threatening words. He again
slightly started as his eyes rested upon the buckskin-
clad form and the masked face.

“Did you hear? Hands up, I say, Deadshot Dean!”

“I am unarmed, for there lie my weapons upon my
bed,” calmly said the miner.

The visitor quickly stepped between the miner and
his weapons.

“Now I hold you at an advantage, and it is well,
for you are a dangerous man.”

“You appear to know me?”

“I db.’,

“Then you have the advantage in that respect, as
I do not recognize you.”

“I shall keep my advantage, for I am not anxious
to be known, even to a man upon the eve of death.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean that I have come here to seek revenge.”

“Upon whom?”

SYouls

“For what reason?”

“Wrongs done me by you.”
“I have done you no wrong."”
“You do not know me.”, :

“Very true.”
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“Did you know me, you would admit your wrong.”

“T have wronged no man iptentionally.”

“So you say.”

“So I mean.”

“Well, I consider that you have done me grievous
wrong, and I have come here to seek revenge.”

“Who are you?”’

“That you shall know in good time.”

“T shall be glad to, and if T have wronged you, and
can make any reparation, I shall be glad to do so.”

“There is but one way in which you can right the

wrong done me.”

“How is that?”

“With your life.”

“Then you expect to murder me, as you have the
power just now to do?”

“No, for I am a believer in destiny.”

“In what respect?”’

“Well, I believe that it is your destiny to fall by
my hand, mine to kill you, no matter what the odds
against me may be. Fate has so willed it, and I am a
blind follower of Fate”

“Well, what have you to propose, for I dwell here

. alone, and only my friends, or those who need succor,

are invited to my cabin.”
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5 S :
I am an uninvited and an unwelcome guest, then

l‘C 2
omin ’
g as you do, yes; so make known your

wishes, please.”

“Well, Deadshot Dean, my proposition is that you,
shall fight me a duel to the death!” was the startling|
declaration that came from the lips of the stranger;

with thg death-face mask.

Deadshot Dean knew no fear, yet, also, was a persoi

who never sought trouble, avoided it whenever he
could do so, even to a sacrifice of his dignity, and
wished to live at peace with the world. He had ene
mies, and his name had been given him from the record
he made as a dead shot when.these pressed him beyond

all bounds.

This man was, beyond doubt, some enemy who

sought revenge; yet was he willing to really do as he
said, fight him fairly to gain it? |

He did not believe that he was, though the propo-
sition seemed to be made in good faith. There was
nothing to do, however, but accept the situation as it |
was presented to him, and so the miner said :

“Very well, if you are in eatrnest, and intend to act
squarely, T will meet you.”

Sl hay

¢ you'm my power, and could act as5'1
pleas=< - ‘

wis the reply.
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“Very true, but I cannot believe you a murderer

in cold blood, though, of course, I do not know who

.~ you are.”

“Of course not.”

“If T have wronged you, I am willing to atone for
it if T can do so, and thus save bloodshed.”

“Tt cannot be done.”

“Yet my life, or yours, would do no good.”

“You are mistaken, for I would rejoice in your
death.”

“Very well, if such is your desire, I can but meet
you.”

“That is all that can be done.”

“] am ready, if you will allow me to finish this
Jetter and then write a few lines more, which, if I
fail, I wish you to mail for me.”

“All right, but do not delay, for I do not care to
be seen here.”

The miner closed his letter with a few lines, writing
as steadily as he had done before the coming of his
masked visitor, and then wrote a short note, giving
the situation, and stating that, if he fell, the letter
Then he arose, and

would be mailed by his slayer.

said calmly:




50 : A Masked Foe.

“Very well; now I am at your service, and ‘we can

arrange to fight as you desire.”
“You are certainly cool about it.”

“Why be otherwise 7’

“Few men face death with indifference, or such
r

calmness as yours.”

“My dear sir, I live ready to meet death at any
time. It would do no good to whine at a fate that
comes to us all in time.
my weapons?®”’

“Oh, no, for I would not trust you with them.”

“I am no murderer, if you are.”

“Still, T would ‘feel safer if the weapons were not |

in your grasp.”

“Well, state your wishes.”

“To go out of the cabin with me and stand back
to back. 1 will place our revolvers just five paces off, ]
and you are to step away when I do, count with me | |
the‘ﬁve paces, stoop, seize your revolver, wheel, and |
E |
E jat Pocket City, with my death, and have him send,

openihire. -t
“That looks, square enougﬁ for both of us.”

“It certainly js, and I take my chances, when I |

have you at my mercy now, trusting wholly in destiny‘ :

J

Will you permit me to get

o
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%] am ready.”
‘My weapons are loaded, and, to convince you that

: I mean well, I will let you have this one which I have

had you covered with.”
“All right.”
“Now walk out of the cabin ahead of me.”
The miner obeyed. (

“Turn to the right, and march twenty paces.”

This the miner also did.

“Gee, I place your revolver here, and count back
from it ten paces, and put mine down. Now come
and stand back to back with me.” '

The miner came and took the position, and his
masked foe asked:

“Now, should you be killed, have you any wishes
you desire me to carry out?’

Ei¥es. 2

“Name them.”

“Seek to acquaint Scott King, the vigilante judge,

word at once to Surgeon Powell and Buffalo Bill, at;
Pioneer Post. In their hands T'leave éverything.”,
| "I 'will 'do as you request.”"

“And can I do anything for you, ir ¢

2T shouit?}

el
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kill you, which, as it is a case of my life or yours, | :

shall do if I can?”

“You are very kind and thoughtful, and I will}
trouble you to search my body, if I fall, and carry :

out instructions you may find among the papers I |

carry.”
“I will do so, sir. Are you ready now ?”’

‘lI am »

Then the masked foe turned his back to the miner |

and called out:
“Forward, march!”

“One, two, three, four! Firel”

Both men stepped off at the word march, and, reach |

ing the revolvers at the fifth step, stooped quickly, £
.

‘wheeled, and fired together, Deadshot Dean, the. miner,
falling forward upon his face, while his masked fo
said, with a cruel laugh:

“Fool! did he think that I would face him with &

bullet in the weapon I gave him to fight me with?”

CHAPTER V1.
THE WOUNDED MINER.

Two horsemen were riding slowly along the trail
leading from Pioneer Post to Pocket City, and were
within a dozen miles of the latter place about the time
that Deadshot Dean fought the duel with his masked
foe. ;

They were both men of world-wide fame, one being
Buffalo Bill, the other the surgeon-scout, for, though
an officer in the army, Frank Powell had made a rec-
ord as a scout and Indian-fighter.

Both men were firm comrades, and had been for
long years, for each owed his life to the other many
times over. They were handsome men, and their
forms and faces would have won admiration in any
gathering'.

Tall, upright, carrying themselves with a military
air, wearing long hair falling upon their shoulders,
Buffalo Bill with mustache and imperial, Frank Powell
with mustache alone, the former in buckskin suit, top-
beots, and sombrero, the latter in cavalry-boots, fa-

tigue uniform, and black sombrero, with sable plume,
_g— : e — W
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well mounted, thoroughly armed, they were, indeed,
kings of the border. :

Always ready with a salute and his proper military
title for Surgeon Powell before others, Buffalo Bill ad-
dressed him as “Pard” and “Frank,” or “Doc,” when
together on a trail.

The scouts of the post all oved the surgeon-seout, !
as they did their chief, and were ever glad to have |
him along with them in scenes of danger, for they
knew well what his great skill, deadly aim, and in-
domitable pluck were worth in scenes that tried men’s -
souls.

The two friends were now going to the vicinity of
the mining-camp of Pocket City, upon a special mis- :
sion. There had been rumors of late that the coach k
driven by Four-in-hand Frank had been held up on |
the trail out of Pocket City, and the passengers robbed ]
of a considerable sum: '

The scout' wished to find out if such ‘was the case, |
and to set Deadshot Dean on the watch as a'border
detective, to ‘hint down the ‘robber, or robbers, and
Surgeon' Powell ‘was 'going" to- see the miner: on a
friendly visit merely. ' 21t s i

- As'they rode along tegether they were discussing the *
noble traits- of the miner, and the scenes in and about |

’3) " \
F- <ol - \
: 5 R \ *

Bill?2"
= el
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~ Yellow Dust Valley, in which they had been degply

interested participants,

“I tell you, Bill, that truth is stranger than fiction,
1 realize more and more every day I live. Now, here
the miner, Carrol Dean, was shot down by his: rival,
Arden Leigh, and his wo.u]cl-be destroyer drifted about
a fugitive, to turn up here as the road-agent, Silk
Lasso Sam.

“His old rival recovered, came to the mines to make
his fortune, and here he meets Bonnie Belle, the mis-
tress of The Frying-pan H‘ot,el and the gambling-
saloon, Horn of Plenty, who has come here to find
her outlaw brother. ;

“Through Carrol Dean, the outlaw is run to earth,
escapes by the aid of his sister, is again captured by
Captain Caruth, and hanged by cowboys, while Bonnie
Belle, under her name of Ruth Leigh, returns to. her
old home, and is to marry our colonel, who fell in
love with her when she was a barder girl, the idol of
Yellow Dust Valley. e ,

“Carrol Dean: struck it rich,, is, digging a. fortune
out of his claim, and: will seon return,to his-old home
and loved ones, to live a life of contentment and luxury.

'Now; what do you want mere for a novel than that

-~
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“Nothing, Doc, unless it is the life of Miss Nine
De Sutro, who has decided to go from the fort to
enter a convent and take the veil,” answered the scout,

Surgeon Powell glanced quickly at the scout, and
asked : :

“What do you know of Miss De Sutro’s life, Bill?”

“That she was rescued from death by a man who

afterward turned out to be Silk Lasso Sam, and then,

with a large fortune at her command and scores of |

lovers at her feet, will give up the world for the life
of a aun,” '

“That is so, Bill; hers has been a remarkable life,”
said the surgeor-scout, yet he said no more of what
he knew of it

“I have thought that it was a love-affair that caused
her to decide to go into 2 convent, Frank.”

“Indeed ?”

“I may be wrong, but I had an idea that she loved
Captain Dick Caruth, and, when his engagement with
Miss Carr was announced, she broke down, for she

certainly was taken ill just after.”

N~

“Yes, and lay for a long time, as you know, hover-
ing between life and death.”

“But is well again now.”

Yes. about well. But, Bill, I thiﬁk Coqul.e\LD&m-

= A
The Wounded Miner. i

|

The Wounded Miner. 57

woody was the one she loved, for when he announced
that he was going East to be married, it was about
the time of Caruth’s engagement being made known to

Miss Carr.”
“That is true, and she cannot be blamed for loving

_ cither of them; but see, there is Deadshot Dean’s

cabin,” and a few moments after they rode up to the
door, to discover the form of the miner lying upon
the ground, a wound in his forehead.

The two comrades leaped from their saddles in an
instant, and the surgeon-scout dropped upon one knee
by his side, while he placed his hand upon his heart.

“Is he dead ?” asked Buffalo Bill, in a low tone.

“No, his heart still beats, but this wound is fatal if
the bullet entered.”

“Did it enter ?’

The surgeon had already opened his surgical-case,
and, taking out an instrument, he gently probed the
wound.

The probe did not enter far, but went upward, fol-
lowing the course of the bullet directly over the skull
and under the scalp. Just back of the head, the bullet
had lodged near the base of the brain, ‘

In a few minutes it had been cut out, and, the scout

hav'mg biguqhtx water from the spring near-by the red
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stains were washed away and the wound was more
- thoroughly examined by the skilled surgeon-scout.

The scout stood by, breathlessly awaiting the re-
! port of his companion as to the result of the shot.
| “Bill?”

i “Yes, Frank.”

“ “The skull is involved to a certain extent, but I
cannot yet tell how much. It may be a fatal fracture,

“and he may pull through all right, but I am anxious
about the result. We must get him into his bed, and
then you ride to Pocket City and get certain things
I need, at the same time reporting the situation to
Judge Scott King.”

|\ “Yes, and I will send a courier to the fort for
my men, for we must run down the man who did
this, Frank.”

| “Yes, and_I will look for trails while you are gone;
but just help me make him comfortable, and then go
with full speed.”

The miner was still insensible, and was tenderly
raised and taken into the cabin, where he was placed
upon his bed.

Surgeon Powell then wrote a prescription fofl the

storekecper. who was a}sd a d'ruggi,at, to fill and,

spring ing upon his horse, Buffalo il lashed av oy

V.

ok A O

'
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Making his patient as comfortable as he could until
the return of Buffalo Bill, tl}e surgeon-scout went out
of the cabin and set to work to see what trace he
could find as a clue as to how the miner had received
his wound. He began with the system of a perfect
plainsman, and went all about the cabin and its sur-
roundings, and at last he mused aloud:

“Well, whoever did the deed came on foot, not on
horseback, for there is no trace of any hoof-marks
save those made by our horses, and the miner did not
keep an animal, I believe, or, if so, kept him at the
stable in Pocket City. He was not shot while in his
cabin, for he could not have come this far and then
fell, as the blow of the bullet was stunning, and
dropped him as though it had passed through his heart.

“The bullet is from a revolver, and not a rifle, so
was not fired from an ambush, for there is no place
near where he could have reached him and remained
in hiding. No, whoever it was came here as a friend,
and took advantage of an unguarded moment of the
miner to kill him, for he had not on his belt of arms.

“There is"a letter on the table, too, addressed to
his wife, and that T shall mail to her, with a report of
his woﬁnd, if he does not rally : but I fear there is a

concussior: which involves the brain, and I fear for

s e st Ay
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the result. Now to see if he has been robbed, and
if that were the motive that prompted the act.”

He went into the cabin, and a short search revealed

that a thorough overhauling of the place had been §

made.

“Yes, the place has been searched, but what has

been found and taken I have no means of knowing,
When Bill returns we will see what conclusion we can
arrive at, and, upon the arrival of his men from the
post, we will start them upon a trail the end of which

must be found.”

- He now went over and sat down by the wounded |

miner,

pulse was more regular in its throbbing, so that the |

surgeon-scout appeared better satisfied with his pa-
tient.

Soon after Buffalo Bill returned, and he was ac-
companied by the vigilante captain and judge of
Pocket City, Scott King, a storekeeper, and acting in
the several capacities of landlord of the Frying-pan
Hotel and Horn of Plenty gambling-den, which he
had purchased from Bonnie Belle, throuéh her agent,

Deadshot Dean, the miner.

He was also stage-agent, postmaster, and held minor

The breathing was less strained, and the |
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offices of more or less importance—was, in fact, the
big man of Yellow Dust Valley.

A man of good intentions, fearless and determined,
he possessed intelligence and was respected by all. He
had brought with him a Chinee servant from the hotel,
a heathen invalualle as a nurse, and who answered to
the name of Jim-Jams.

Buffalo Bill had the prescription filled, and, after
greeting the judge and the Chinaman, the surgeon-
scout administered a dose to his patient, and awaited

the result with anxiety.




CHAPTER VIL
WORSE THAN DEATH.

The chief of scouts had told ]udge Scott King
just how the surgeon-scout and hunself had been on
their way to visit the miner, and how they had found
him, as they at first believed, lying dead before his
cabin.

The surgeon-scout then related what he had done
so far as looking up a clue was concerned, to all of
which the judge listened most attentively. As captain of
the vigilantes, and as judge of what was called by cour-
tesy the criminal court of Yellow Dust Valley, Scott
King was a man whose desire was to put down law-
lessness, and he was greatly dreaded by evil-doers.

“I have the honor, Surgeon Powell, to preside over
and do business in the wickedest community, I take it,
upon the earth, and I have, therefore, to, use very
severe measures at times to keep the boys from taking
the town. This man Carrol Dean is an ornament te
the country, and, because he is square and good, he has
made many foes, and before this, as you know, has

gotten into trouble. Now, my wish is to find out who

|
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has done this, and, if there are a dozen :-° them in the
work, they shall every one hang, for I intend to purify
life in Yellow Dust Valley, mark my words on that,
gentlemen.” =

They did mark his words, and they knew he was
a man to do what he said. Jim-Jams was a kind of
Chinese doctor, and so was installed as nurse, and the
judge said that he would return to Pocket City and
set the ball rolling.

“Wait, judge, for he is coming round, and may be
able to tell us who his foe is,” said Surgeon Powell.

The medicine he had administered appeared to help
the wounded man, for he began to rally quickly. His
wound had been skilfully dressed, and all that could
be done for him was done, so that those about him
could only watch and’ wait.

At last the eyes opened, the lips quivered, and the
miner half-raised up and fell backward again upon
his bed. Thus he lay motionless for some minutes
when once again the eyes opened and he looked the
doctor squarely in the face.

“Ha! he is all right,” cried the judge. ‘

“Thank Heaven for that,” ejaculated Buffalo Bill'

“Me heap gladdee. ’Melican miner man good to

Chinaman,” Jim-Jams remarked.
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‘But SLll'géoxl Powell sat gazing straight into the face
of the wounded miner. He spoke to him; placed his
hand upon his head, then made certain signs and spoke
again.  Still that stare, that terrible stare of the
wounded miner.

“You are among friends, Dean, for here is Buffalo
Bill, and there is Judge Scott, while you certainly

know me.’

But no reply came to the words of the sﬁrgeon-scout,
and he continued:

“You were shot by some one, there in front of your
cabin, and see, we have come to care for you.and hunt
down your intended assassin, so tell s all about it.”

Then che Tips parted for the first time, and the words
came in a slow, wanderiﬁg way :

“Sitk Lasso Sam shot me, here, just over the heart,
you see the wound, at.d he intended to kill me because
Kathleen, my Kathleen said that she loved me. He
fled, you know, Arden Leigh my intended murderer
did, and became a road- -agent in the far West. Ves,
he shot me here ahove my heart—no, through Iy
heart, for it pains so, it has pained me so.”

The surgeon- scout arose and turned away,

‘his strong
face white

and his eyes dim with the emotlon that
welled 1~ © -~ hig heart. '

not have been a
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“My God! this is worse than death, for his reason
has utterly gone,” cried Surgeon Powell, and had he;
said that the mmer had just breathed his last, it could
greater blow upon Buffalo Bill and

King.
Judge Scott
The miner still talked on in a rambling way, his

‘mind reverting to the scenes in his life in the p-ast,
until Surgeon Powell, after a most thorough examina-
tion of his patient, said:

“His reason is surely gone, yet whether to retu.rp
or not, who can tell? Perhaps it may return to him
some day. but should it not, there is a chance that 2

i i the pres-
very delicate surgical operation may retnove P

sure upon the brain. If that fails, then he will be

a madman up to the day of his death.”
“Then what is to’be done with him, Surgeon Pow-
?” asked the judge.
eu“I :Zn see noihmg else to do than to secure for him
a couple of reliable nurses and keep him here until
letters can be sent to his home and an answer re-
ceived : but he must be watched closely and‘ .he(.ed take‘n
to all he says, for at any moment a word rr.n_xghg slip
out that will tell us who his foe is. As it is now, 1

ere
look upon one in his condition as worse than if he w

really dead.”
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“And so do I; better lose his life than reason,” was

Buffalo Bill’s impressive response.

When the patient at last sank to sleep, under the
influence of an opiate, the three watchers went out of

the cabin to have a talk over the situation,

“You think that it was an act of treachery, Docton
Powell, and not a shot from ambush?’ the judge

asked. -

“My theory is, sir, that the man came here, and was
one whom the miner did not suspect as a foe, for his
belt of arms was on his bed in the cabin, and he
was shot down outside.”

“That’s so,” said Buffalo Bill.

- “Now the miner had just written a letter to his
wife, the one I gave you to mail, and he is dressed
up in his Sunday clothes, you see, and evidently sus-
pected no trouble. Whoever came here did not come
on horseback, and that he came to kill and rob is evi-
denced by the fact ‘that the miner was shot dead, as
the assassin believed, and then the cabin was searzhed

from;.one end to the other,”

i“You think so?”

1 “Liknow 'so, as there is every evidence of it. The

mnner was as neat and particular as an old maid, and

Cand I sugg
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all his things were kept in perfect order. Look at

: s
them now, all turned about in confusion.

“That is good proof.”

“Yes, judge, but what the robber got I do not know,
est that we go to the claim in the canon
and see if we can get any clue.” -

This they did, and they found evidence in the ‘mm‘e
that a search had been made there for gold, which it
was supposed the miner had hidden away. In the sotx
dirt there were seen several tracks.

“These were not made by the miner,” said Buffa?o
Bill, and stooping, with a piece of paper and. pencil,
he took the exact measurement of the footprints.

Then the judge returned to the mining-camp of
Pocket City, to make-known to the people there ‘the
attempted assassination of Deadshot Dean, the miner
of Hangman’s Gulch, as he was called, for he was
the only man who dwelt near the weird spot w.here
there had been so many executions of the criminals

4!

of Yellow Dust Valley. :
The miners were aroused to a very dangerous m@ .
by the news of Deadshot Dean’s condition, and the

) the
vigilantes were at once put to work to look up t

guilty.man or men. .

CREE S e
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The next morning there came winding down the
valley a band of horsemen, twenty-two in number.

There was not to be found in any land their equal
as horsemen, dead shots, lasso-throwers, and trailers,
not to speak of their desperé.te fighting qualities.

Every one of them was a perfect specimen of phys-
ical manhood, and they were mounted upon horses as
enduring as an antelope and as swift. Armed with
repeating rifles, revolvers, and a bowie-knife each, ri-
ding-saddles and bridles of the Texas pattern and
costly in ornamentation, equipped with rubber blankets,
serapes, and a haversack of provisions, they were ready
for a long or short trail, and any hardship and danger
as the case might be. They all carried a long iariat,
which in their hands was a deadly we.pon.

Their faces were sunburnt to the hue of Indians,
almost, and they wore their hair long, some being
bearded, others clean-shaven, but all having the same

daring, free-and-easy look that had made them famous

as Buffalo Bill’s scouts, They were a cheery lot, too,

some singing snatches of a song as they rode along,

others chatting together, but not one wearing a face

of fear or anxiety. They rode.two abreast along the

trail,-and a couple of packhorses, well
behind them.

trained, trotted

;

f}
r
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In the lead rode two mien far different in type, yet
alike in their skill and indomitable pluck. 'One w;as a
man over six feet in height, with loug black halr,,a
heavy, drooping mustache, and an eye like an eagle's.
His form was per fect, and he was an athlete, while
what hs strength and skill could not accomphsh for
him his deadly aim could. FHis weapons were golc?—
mounted, and were in splendid condition, as were his
saddle and other accouterments. He was a famous
borderman known as Wild Bill. :

His immediate companion was a man of iron, In
build shorter than Wild Bill, but as quick as a panfher
i.. his movements, while his long brown hair, bright
eyes, and white, even teeth, gave him a very cheery
expression. :

His weapons, too, were of the best, also his trap-
pings, and he had won fame as Texas Jack, one of the
great frontier scouts and Indian-fighters whose name
will long live in song and story.

“Well, Jack, we will reach the chief an hour be-
fore sunset,” said Wild Bill to his compasion, Texas
Jack, as they rode along, and the horses of the party

showed ‘that they had not spared their animals on

the way.

¢ %Yes, and there is work for us to il'o,’or ngalo BﬂlJ

e
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would never have sent for us in such a hurry,” an-

,.swered Texas Jack.

..., “There always is some trouble in and about  Yellow
Dust Valley, Jack; but as Surgeon Powell is with Bill,
and instructions came by courier for both you and me,

-and twenty more of the best boys of the scouts to come,
I am sure it means that- there is hot work ahead.”

“I hope so, for matters have been a little stale of late
at the fort, since the death' of Silk Lasso Sam and the
hanging of his pards.”

“Yes, the Injuns even are getting on their good be-
 havior, and Colonel Dunwoody having gone East to
get married, and Captain Dick Caruth’s going East on
his wedding-tour, I am not sorry, for T am not just
stuck on Lieutenant-colonel De Sutro as a comman-
dant.”

“Nor am I, though he’s good enough for a com-
mandant in time of peace; but give me Colonel Dun-
.woody every time.” -

“So say I, and I wish him happiness with his bride,
who, they do say is a beauty and awful rich.”

i S0 1 have heard, and I have heard more.”

“What is that?”
izaiWell; it is between. us, though if it is true the colo=
ne}-certg?nly is not’ashamed of it.”
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{ am listening, pard.” *
«“\Well how true it is T do not know; but it is hinted

that Colonel Dunwoody’s wife is nene other than Bon-

" mie Belle, the Idol of Yellow Dust Valley.”

l‘No !’)
“So T have heard, but if it is so then she is a lovely

woman, for she carhie West to save her outlaw brother

. from the gallows.” -

“Yes, and is as pure and noble a woman as lives.”

“She is all that and more.”

So the two scouts talked together until at last the
cabin came into view, and, as‘they rode up the steep
hill, Buffalo Bill and Surgeon Powell came out to greet
them.

‘The scouts gave a wave of ‘their sombreros around
their heads, and all saluted their chief and the surgeon-
scout, while Wild Bill said:

“We are here, Pard Bill, and on time.”

“Yes, so I am glad to see, Wild Bill, for I need you
all;” answered Buffalo Bill e et

“What’s up, chief?” Texas Jack asked, for he'and

Wild Bill were the chief of scouts’ lieutenants, his

AR B (Vi
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right-hand men.
- “Well, pards, there was an attempt made to-agsassi-

nate Deadshot' Dean, the miner, and they might as
SRS -
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well have carried out their intention, for the bullet
glanced upon his head and has left him without rea-

”

son.

’

“Poor fellow,” cried the scouts in chorus, énd then
in undertones were heard anathemas against the man
who had done the deed.

Buffalo Bill then told just how the miner had been
found by the surgeon-scout and himself, and that not
‘the slightest trace of a trail could be found.

All listened with the deepest attention, and watched
for the slightest clue upon which to fasten.

The surgeon-scout and the chief of scouts watched
the faces of the men anxiously. Perhaps some one of'
them might see what they had failed to note in the
affair.

“You say the cabin was robbed, Bill?” asked Wild

Bill. '

“It was searched through, though what was taken
I do not know.”

“‘And the mine?” asked Texas Jack.

“Had been visited by some one else than the miner,
for his tracks are there.”

., “What about the men of Pocket City, chief?”

“Judge Scott King and his vigilantes are on the
lookout for any man that may fall under suspicion.”

-}

Worse Than Death. 73

“Then we have'only the clue to work on that the
miner was shot by some unknown person, or persons,
who left no trail to speak of, and supposed he had
finished his work when he left?”

“That is all, Wild Bill.”

“Well, chief, you and Surgeon Powell have some
idea about who it is, of course, that we are to track ?”

“On the contrary, Wild Bill, we have none, and we
have all to begin at the very beginning, and start in
when you are rested,” was Buffalo Bill’s answer.

“Well, pard, we'll go down and camp on the bank
in the cafion, and talk it all over after we have smoked
a pipe, and I guess we can get some trace of the man
who has done the work.”

“All right. Surgeon Powell and myself will come
to your camp this evening, as soon as the vigilante cap-
tain arrives, for he is to let us know what his men
have done in the matter.”

And soon after the judge came, but it was only to
state the inability of himself and men to find-the slight-
est clue. The whole affair was then gone over with
the scouts, and the next morning early they all s'tgned
upon the trail of mystery which they had to ‘unravel.




CHAPTER VIIL
THE FAIR EXILE,

There had been changes at Pioneer Post since the

death of Silk Lasso Sam at the hands of the cow- -

boys.

~ Colonel Duﬁwoddy’s letter to Ruth Leigh had been
answered in a way that caused him to write again, and
this was followed by his avowed intention of going
“East to seek a wife.

Who was to be his bride he had not publicly an-
nounced, but there were those who said that they pos-
sessed the secret that the dashing, handsome colonel
was to bring back with him no less a person than
she who had been known as the sister of the outlaw
chief, Silk Lasso Sam, and who had spent some time
upon- the frontier.

Captain Caruth had found favor in the eyes of
Clartce Carr, rumor had it, to that extent that she was
to become his wife, and they were to start east at the
time the colonel went, upon their bridal-tour.

' The truth was that the captain and his bride already
had dec1ded to keep their early marriage

a secret, as

it would onl h rer a
3 y have o be explamed over and Hver again, :

b
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to make it known, and so to have the chaplain of the
fort unite them again in the bonds of matrimony in
the home of Major Lionel Lester.

This was done, and the happy couple had started
east in the coach with Colonel Dunwoody, Horseshoe
Ned, the driver, having draped the horses with ‘ﬂags
and streamers in honor of the occasion.. The artillery
had fired them a parting salute, the soldiers. had
cheered, and the band had-played “Good-by.”

Captain Dick Caruth’s troop had acted as escort to
the station where they changed coachesr,‘and then bgde
them Godspeed on their way. :

Lying ill in the home of her guardian and kvm‘s-
woman, the De Sutros, Nina De Sutro had yet known
all that was going on.

Whatever she had secretly plotted for she had lost
and if she really loved Colonel Dunwoody > Captain
Caruth, in spite of her girlhood marriage to the wicked
man whose death she could not but be glad of, shg kept
her secret to herself, and sent Mrs. De Sutto to wxsh
the colonel, Captain Caruth, and Clarice every”hg:}()p’i—
ness that could be theirs, the one in the step that wag
before him, the others in the step they h‘ad_ tgkgn;

As soon as she felt able to start upon her long jour-_'

[
: 5 : : Sy
ney, Nina De Sutro signified her intention to do s J
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What had caused that illness no one knew, it seemed.,
Surgeon Powell had been devoted in his attention to
her until she was reported out oivdanger, and when
her mind had raved in delirium, he had bidden Mrs,
De Sutro to allow no person in the sick-room besides
herself and the old deaf nurse the surgeon had sent
over from the soldiers’ hospital to care for her.

What Nina De Sutro had thus said in delirium no
one knew other than the faithful kinswoman who at-
tended her,

It is true there were many rumors of the cause of
her illness, some averring that it was from unrequited
love for Colonel Dunwoody, others saying that it was
Dashing Dick Caruth whom she had loved and lost,
while still more could find no other reason than the re-
sult of her shock at having been kidnaped by the out-
law chief, whose death had so quickly followed, and
to whom she owed her life in the long ago.

But whatever the rumors, she kept her real secret,
that she had broken down under all that had befallen
her, been crushed under the bitter blow of having her
secret marriage known, and her part in being forced
to aid the outlaw, all of which had resulted in her being
obliged to leave the fort.

That Nina De Sutro, young, beautiful. beilliane. fas-
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cfﬁating, and rich, full of life and a woman who was
devoted to coquetry, should give up all to gnte,r a cc?n-
vent’s walls, without having received some rude blow
to make her tire of her conquests and enjoyments, no
one in the fort believed.

At last the day came for her departure, and she
had given away to those who had been kind to her
many of her pretty jewels and souvenirs. Her hand-
some wardrobe fell to Mrs. De Sutro, and dressed only
in a neat black traveling-suit and with a small trunk,
she bade farewell to all and threw hersg]f back upon
the rear seat of the coach. She had refused an escort,
and said she wished to go alone.

She gave a look about the fort as the coach moved
away, and the expression upon her face was one of
utter despair. At last she felt that she must have

some one to talk to or she would go mad. So she
called out to Horseshoe Ned to halt.

He did so promptly.

“May I ride upon the box with you, Ned?” she

asked, in a guivering voice.
“Indeed, miss, and it w'u'd be ‘a pleasure to meef}
yer would do so,” was the answer.

“Thanl{ you,” and she mounted to the box, and as

e T T
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Horseshoe Ned saw her face of despair, and her quiv-
ering lips, he said:

“Poor little woman.”

At this she burst into tears, and great drops at once
dimmed the brave eyes of the driver who, daring any
danger, melted with pity at a woman’s weeping, though
he was a man who had never been known to show
fear, and would face every danger unflinchingly.

And yet, great, strong, brave man that he was, he
at once felt the influence of a woman’s tears and said
pleadingly :

“Lordy, miss, ef yer cries like that, for them sobs
comes from your heart I knows, yer’ll make me blub-
ber like a great overgrown calf of a schoolboy what
gits a lickin’. Don’t do it, miss, for ef I begins ther
critters will think Fnjuns is arter' us and run' clean
off with ther old hearse and dump us in Rock Creek
ahead.”

The gxpression upon Ned’s face, and his words
caused Nina De Sutro to suddenly change from. rain
to sunshine. She burst forth into a merry peal of
laughter, which. hysterical though it might be, was a
great relief to Ned, ‘who at once said:

" “That's right, miss, laugh and don’t cry,

for if yer

is going to a convent they tells me that the-- 5 happy

b
e
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ones émong them there, and much joy in doing good.

& Then ef yer has loved some feller as has gone back

on yer, thar is jist as good fish in ther streams as ever

was caught out of ’em, and maybe thet one were a

catfish and next time yer'll Jand a trout.” _

This time Nina De Sutro laughed in earnest, while
she said :

“You are indeed a comforter, Ned; but then you
know if I am going to a convent it is not to fish for
men. No, I am going to take the veil and lead a

different life, for let me tell you, Horseshoe Ned,

| young as I am, I believe I have seen all there is of

happenings in life, all there is of suffering and sor-
row. I am going to turn my back upon the world for-
ever, and if I can be of any good to others, then to
them will my life be devoted henceforth.”

“You 'are too young and pretty, miss, to talk that
way,” said Ned consolingly. :

“I believe that it is the young and the pretty who
suffer most, Ned, for such has been the result of my
observation. And do you know that it is the man who

is built more in the image of his Creator, who is the

perfect type of manhood and manly beauty, who car- AL‘

ries-in his breast the blackest heart.”

“T boli- - so, miss, for look at that reptile, Silk
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Lasso Sam,” said the driver, little dreaming what thef

autlaw was to her.
At the name. Nina De Sutro started, and her fag
paled.

“Yes, he was a noble-looking man,” she said, in 4}

meditative mood.

“There’s few his equal in looks, miss, as far a

form and face went, but, oh, what a villain, and I only ’

“hopes he’s dead.”
“Hope he is dead?” cried Nina, in a stastled way.
“¥es, miss.”
“Why, he is dead.”

“So I has heerd, miss.”

“Do you not believe it >” anxiously asked the woman, |

“Waal, miss, I has heerd so often that Silk Lasso

Sam was dead, and I has seen him escape from right

out o’ ther grip o’ death, that I is not one ter helieve |

he is dead until T has been coroner and. sit on hir ‘

remains.”’ '

(13
He was shot by the cowhoys, when he sought f¢
escape from them.” ‘

6« : :
g
Ye‘, miss, I seen BI‘OHCO Monte, and hﬁelfd al

about it, and he told me thet he planted him himself
six: feet under ground.”

€6 s vty 3 3
Fhen why do you doubt his being dead ?”

The 'Fair Exile.

T don’t exactly know, miss.”
“Have you no confidence in the cowboys g

«I has every confidence in ’em, miss, only I has a
confidence that is greater in the power of Silk Lasso
Sam to escape.”

“Not from death, surely, Horseshoe Ned.”

“T has gotten out o’ death’s grip so often myself,
miss, that I kiﬁder think there is chances for others.”

The driver did not see the distressed look which
came over the face of the woman, as his words brought
to her the thought, the dread suspicion that after all
her outlaw husband might still be alive.” But soon
a resigned expression took the place of dread, and she
said to herself:

“What have I to fear from him now, be he dead or
alive? My way is clear before me, for I enter the
walls of a convent, there to live until I die, doing
what I can to atone for what ill I have done in the
past, and which, as-Captain Caruth put it, were sin-
less crimes. No, I go my way now under a shadow ;
no longer.”

She changed the conversation, and began to talk
pleasantly to Ned of his adventures upon the road as
an Overland driver, but Ned's adventures and hair-

breadth escapes had been mostly with the ontlaw ¢ hief,
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Silk Lasso Sam, and so Nina De Sutro again changefl

the subject.

At length the coach drove down into a lonely cafioy '

and Horseshoe Ned said:

1‘T 2 3 ) :
his is one o’ ther places I allus was afraid offs

when ther road-agents was on ther trails, miss.”’
He had hardly uttered the words when a horsema
rode out of the timber and confronted him, his re.
volver leveled, while he said in broken English:
“Halt! Hands up, Sefior Driver, for I want toll!”
Ned halted quickly, with a muttered oath, and gaze(
upon the horseman, who was in Mexican costume, and

wore a mask completely hiding his face.

CHAPTER IX.
THE TOLL-TAKER.

The eyes of Nina De Sutro became also riveted upon
the masked Mexican, who had declared himself a toll-
taker. She gazed at him with a burning look, as
though she would pierce the mask and disguise the
man wore. But an expression of relief came over her
face as she muttered:

“No, that is not his face—no, no, he is dead. This

man is a Mexican, surely.”
Horseshoe Ned was nonplused, and showed it. He

had given up all thought of being again held up on
Ui the Overland.

True, reports had come in of coaches having been
lately held up on the other trails, but Horseshoe Ned
had felt that his days of danger were over. Just as he

considered his coaches safe, here appeared before him

. this man demanding toll.

The driver and Nina beheld a man of slender form,

. wearing the rich costume of a Mexican gentleman. In-

tensely black hair hung down his back almost to his

belt, and h~ wore gauntlet gloves, so that. with the
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mask hiding his face, his hair shielding his neck, not 3
particle of his skin could be seen.

He was well mounted upon a wiry Mexican horsg,
a jet-black, and his trappings were all elegant. He car-
ried revolvers, a knife, and a lariat as weapons, and

had skilfully tossed the noose of his lasse over theq

heads of the two leaders as he appeared, thus prevent.

ing an escape of the coach by flight.

Horseshoe Ned saw that he was cleverly caught, and ‘

the masked Mexican looked the man to use his weap-

ons if need be.

Not another one was visible anywhere. Yet, if the §
masked Mexican appeared alone, he yet might not be. |

There might be others within easy call, even if net |
then covering the driver with their weapons from an :
ambush.

“Waal, who in thunder be you?’ asked Horseshoe |
Ned, as the horseman came close up to the coach.

“I am a Mexican, sefior, a ranchero in hard luck, §
who still remembering the war between your country §
and mine, feel no friendship for Americans, so seek
to gather toll from them to recuperate my fallen for-
tunes,” was the answer, in good English, but with a

very decided Mexican accent.

The Toll-taker. 8g

“You are a dago, are yer?” sneered the driver.

“Iv am é Mexican gentleman, sefior.”

“Our jails is full o’ jist sich gents as you be, and
Ivguesses one of ’em has a vacant room left fer your
accommodation, so I'll engage it, Mister Dago.”

“I am not here to parley, but to demand.”

“Miss, you speaks ther lingo, so try him and see if
he really be a dago,” and Horseshoe Ned turned to
Nina, who at once said in her pure Spanish:

“Sefior, 2 Mexican gentleman is not a highwayman,
as you appedr to be. I am of Mexican parentage and
birth myself.”

Instantly came the response, and in perfect Spaaish,
following a low bow:

“Pardon me, sefiorita, but my case is a peculiar one,
for what I have will be swept from me unless I make
certain payments within a given time. With no chance
to raise the.money, and driven to the wall, compelled
to see others suffer, I have taken to the road to demand
at the revolver muzzle help from others. Such, sefio-
rita, is my situation of misfortune.”

“It is, indeed, sefior, an unfortunate situation, when
a gentleman has to descend to robbery to better his
fortunes, and I suppose I will have to ~ubmit to be
robbed by you.” '

.vg
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Before the masked Mexican could reply, Horseshg

Ned said:

“He does talk ther lingo perfect, don’t he; migt

""for I has a smatterin’ knowledge of ther dago tongueiff =

“Yes, he is a Mexican beyond a doubt, and his choig
of language shows education; but he is none the less;

robber,” said Nina De Sutro.

" “Yes, miss; but if he is a gent, he certainly ough#

not ter rob a lady, so hold on there with that leetk

satchel,” and the driver put his hand upon that off

Nina, as she ‘had taken up her satchel ‘to get [l
money.

“The sefior is right, sefiorita, I should not rob#
lady, nor will I. My misfortunes are not so. grei
as to cause me to descend so low. It is the money-ho

of the stage company I am after.”

... “Then you gets severely left, pard, as it hain’t along
on this run.” )

1yir, Do you mean it P’ quickly asked the road-agent.
.. T does, fer a fact.”
e "Why did yer leave it behlnd P
)

“Because the contents were not made up by thﬂ
agent, he being sick at ther fort.”

HO
“You have no other passenger than this lady?”

T The Toll-taker.

“Where is the agent?” :
“Sick at ther fort, I told yer.”
. “Very well, you can drive on.”

“Thank yer, dago pard, yer is a gent arter all,” and

. Horseshoe Ned drove on as the Mexican took his lasso

off the leaders and bowed low.

“Had he demanded all of my money he would have
gotten a very large sum,” said Nina De Sutro, with a
sigh of intense relief as the coach rolled on.

Both Horseshoe Ned and Nina De Sutro found
plenty of occupation discussing the strange toll-taker,
who called himself a “Mexican gentleman .in hard
luck,” until they came to the end of the driver’s rum.

Nina De Sutro had studied her course well before
leaving the fort, and had decided to make her way
into Mexico by the frontier coaches, rather than go
east and then run down by rail toward the Rio Grande,
or sail from New York for Vera Cruz.

She knew that the trip by stages would incur inuch
fatigue, delay, perhaps suffermg and danger yet she
decided that she would go that way in deﬁance of all
there was to confront her.

Her way was to take a coach out of the statlon

E: where Hor seshoe Ned’s run ended, gom:g southward.
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This after a run of thirty miles was crossed at a
relay-station by the coach running to Pocket City and
driven by Four-in-hand Frank, one of the best drivers
on the road.

By waiting at the station for Frank’s coach to pass,
she could take it for some twenty miles to a branch
station, where a weekly coach started southward and
some fifty miles below crossed the main lower trail tc
the frontier of the Southwest with a terminus at Santa
Fé. From thence into Mexico she could find means of
travel, rough though they might be.

It was with deep regret that Horseshoe Ned bade
his lovely passenger farewell, and gave her over to the
charge of Red Coach Rob, the driver who was to take
her on the run across Four-in-hand Frank’s trail.

Red Coach Rob was a good driver, ad had the eccen-
tricity of being devoted to carmine as a color. He
had once worked in a coaching paint-shop, and was
an artist with a brush, so always painted his coach a
bright red hue, relieving it by black trimmings.

His horses were blood bays, his reins were red web,
and each animal was set off by a plume of crimson

feathers. His whip was also red, and a coral miniature

. whip,.made into a pin and looping up his hat, was what
he called his “crest.”

3
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He was a little man, but a giant in strength, as nim-
ble as a cat, and was said to resemble the feline race
in that he could see as well by night as day. Whether
true or 'not, he drove over a very wild road by night.

He received his instructions from Horseshoe Ned
calmly, greeted Nina De Sutro most politely, and
seemed pleased when she asked him if she could ride
upon the box with him.

“Yes, miss, if you’ll let me strap you on, for we go
through by night, you know, and the road is a terror,
and one is apt to take a plunge if not made fast.”

“I will be glad to submit to regulations, Mr. Red
Coach Rob,” was the reply.

The start was made at midnight, and Nina was
promptly in her seat, having been called at eleven and
given supper, for she had retired to rest just after her
arrival with Horseshoe Ned.

The latter was there‘ to see her off, and there were
two other passengers, both of whom settled themselves
upon the back seat for comfortable sleep, an act which
made Red Coach Rob smile grimly, as he whispered
to Nina:

“They’ll be bobbing about like chips in a mill-race

belore jong, miss.”
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Of course the news of the hold-up of Horseshoe
Ned’s coach had become known; and as Red Coach

Rob started upon his drive he léed Nina De Sutro on to

talk of it.
“I happen to have such a rough run of it, miss, that

few passengers go my way, and the mail is not often
worth robbing, so I escape being held up,” Red Coach
Rob said.

“Were you never held up, sir?” asked Nina.

“Yes, miss, twice.”

“And robbed ?”

“I would have been, miss, but for an accident.”

“What was the accident, may I ask?”

“Yes, miss, I killed the two men who held me up.”

AR

“Their graves we pass, and I'll point them out to
you, for one I always stop at.”

“You do?”

“Yes, miss.”

‘.‘Are you compelled to stop there?”

“No, miss, it is voluntary on my part.”

“How strange that is.”

COPI el you why, miss, and it is"a confession T

have never made to any one.’

The Toll-taker.

“I appreciate your confidence, sir.”

“No, I can tell it to you, and ask your advice, for
I can talk to you. I wish, too, to learn your opinion
as to how guilty T am.”

“Anything that I can say for you I will esteem it a
pleasure to do.”

“I feel that, miss, and I'll tell you the story if you
don’t mind listening.”

“T will be glad to.”

“One of those graves, miss, I pass by with only
the feeling that my hand dug it. I feel that I acted
in self-defense, to protect the Government mails, and
that I took a man’s life, one who sought mine. Of
course, I cannot but feel sometimes that there was
some one to love him, that he was a baby boy once
with a fond mother to watch over him and guard him,
and loving ones may be waiting and longing for his
cdming home now. This makes me feel sad, when I |

think I was forced to place him in his grave, :
“Do you see that clump of trees there on the rlght,
miss 7"’ :
“Ves.”
“His grave is there, and as I go by slowly you, w1ll

see a white headboard I placed thele and which bears
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02
the inscription: * ‘Unknown. Killed by Red Coach

Rob, May 1, 18—.""”
He drew rein as he came to the road-agent’s grave,

and Nina saw the white board, but could not, of course,

read the inscription in the darkness.

CHAPTER X.

THE NIGHT RIDE,

Nina De Sutro could not but feel that the driver
under whose care she now was, was more than an
ordinary man. She knew that the drivers of the Over-

land, like the scouts of the plains, and the cowhoys,

-many of them, were far above the average of men;

that their ranks were full of men who had received col-

lege educations, had once been rich, had held influential

_ positions, and yet had been driven to the border by cir-

cumstances beyond their control.

Where there was the right stuff in them, be they

scouts, soldiers, guides, stage-drivers, or cowboys, they

rose above the level, and the result was, became trusted
and honored by those with whom they came in contact.
In Red Coach Rob, this calm-faced, dignified little
man, she now saw a hero. She gazed at the road-
agent’s grave an instant, and then the coach rolled on.
For the next ten miles there was no chance for con-

)

versation, for the trail was a “terror,” and it caused
the driver to devote all his skill and nerve to his horses

and his coach.
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“They're getting it now,”” muttered the driver, as he
heard muttered oaths from the two men in the coach,
who had been disturbed from their sleep by being
dashed about the coach. ‘

Nina quickly realized how valuable an aid her straps
were, which held her in her seat, for without them
she would have gone flying from the box time and

again.

Yet, as the sailor becomes accustomed to the pitch- '

ing of his vessel, so had Red Coach Rob become skil-
ful in holding his position, and he drove with the
greatest of ease.

At last the mountain had been crossed, the valley
had been reached, and the coach stopped in a stream,
when the horses were allowed to stand above their
knees in water to cool them off.

Nina gave a sigh of relief, and the driver had in-
deed become a hero in her eyes after his skilful manip-
ulation of the reins through the dangers they had just
passed.

“Now, miss, I want to tell you my story, for we
will soon be at the other grave, and there I halt a while,

as I told you.”

The coach rolled on once more, and half an hour §

beyond came to a halt just where the trail wound along

The Night Ride. A e

a stream. There was. quiet and easy going now, and
the two passengers had quickly dropped off to sleep.
Halting on the banks of the stream, where there was .
a clump of trees amid some boulders grouped about,
the driver said: -

“There is the grave, miss.”

With this he opened the locker in his box, and, ta-
king from it a bunch of wild flowers, wrapped in wet
paper, he dismounted and walked into the shadow of
the trees. He had asked the woman to dismount also,
and she had done so in silence. There she beheld a
grave, and at its head was a white cross of wood.

Lighting a match Red Coach Rob held it to the
cross, and cut into it were letters which read: “In
Memory of An Unfortunate Man. God knows best
the right and wrong of it.”

The match burned out, but Nina De Sutro had read
the strange inscription. She had also seen that upon
the grave, which was neatly ' kept, were a dozen with-
ered bunches of wild flowers.

She saw Red Coach Rob stoop and place those he
had upon the grave, and his head was uncovered as he
did so. ' Then he said, in a voice that was hoarse with
emotion:

“Let us go on our way, miss.”
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She mounted to hér seat again, and; as the ‘coach
rolled on, the driver said:

“You think the scene you have just witnessed, miss,
a strange one. Let me explain the mystery as I prom-
ised you I would.

“In that grave lies a man whom I knew in my boy-
hood. He was a wild, wayward boy, and would not
listen to the teachings of good parents. His father
died and then his mother hoped for a change of heart
in him, but in vain.

“He soon brought her gray hairs in sorrow to the
grave, for he was her idol of all she had to love. It
was the act of his killing a man and flying from home
that was the death-blow to her.

“Upon her death-bed she begged her other children
to pledge themselves, if in their power, to find and re-
form the truant vouth.

“The family was broken up in time, drifting apart.
One son came to the far West and tried to make 2
fortune. That son was myself, miss, for I came fo the
fron;ier, and you see what I am to-day, the driver of
an Overland coach.

“I frequently have lonely runs, as I told you, and one
night I was held up back yonder at the grave by a

road-agent. I had my revolver in hand too auick fot
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him, ana, having a box of treasure along that night,
I was watchful.

“We fired togefher, he killed one of my wheel-
horses, which checked my running off, and 1 wounded
him, for he fell in his tracks.

“I dismounted from my box and went to him, -for
he was groaning in anguish, and I felt very sorry for
him.

“Well, miss, he told me he had been a bad man, had
begun his wicked deeds in boyhood, and he wished me
to write home and tell his poor mother that her words
had come true, that he had met with a bad end. Then
he gave me his name, miss, and I broke down when
I knew that it was my own wild, wayward brother
I had killed.

“He died in my arms, miss, and I returned the next
day and buried him, and for our mother’s sake, when
the wild flowers are blooming, I always stop at his
grave and put them upon it. That is the whole story,
miss,” and as the driver turned toward Nina De Sutro,
he saw that his sympathetic story had touched her
heart, for she was weeping. She had a sympathetic
nature, and his confession to her of his secret touched
her deeply, and she said in her sweet way, a way she

so well knew how to assume:
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. “You have indeed been a sufferer, and" 1 feel for
you. I appreciate your trust in ‘me, and I cannot but
say that you' certainly are not to be condemned for
your shot in self-defense. No, no, do not censure your-
self, Red Coach Rob, for you are blameless alto-
gether.”

“I thank you, miss, for saying so, and I feel better
over it now. But I could never write them at home
of what had happened.”

“l think you were right, sir, for it is better so; but
is that not the day coming yonder?”

“Yes, miss, daylight will soon be here, now we

have gotten over the worst part of the road.”
* Just as they came to a steep hill, and one which
was a dangerous one to descend, demanding all of the
driver’s skill and strength to manage his team, there
came a shadowy form out of the timber and a loud
hail in broken English:

“Halt!

“Hands up until the toll is paid!”

Red Coach Rob was known as a driver who always
showed fight, with the chances at all in his favor, He
had the reputation along the Overland trails of being
recklessly brave, and had often saved his passengers

from being robbed, and the mail, by his pluck.
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.But now. he was caught with his foot upon the
brake, and bracing himself to his work, both hands
being hard pressed to carry the coach through in
safety.

To release his grip upon the reins and seize a re-
volver would wreck his coach and kill his passengers.
So he could only call to his team to halt, and thus
hold them, while he said:

“You have the advantage, for I.cannot let go my
reins to fire, and I cannot hold up my hands else I
wreck my coach.

“There is a lady on the box with me, so don’t you

»

fire.

“All right, drive on to the bottom of the hill, and
beware not to trick me,” and the horseman rode close
by the coach, his revolver upon the driver.

A hundred feet away a place of safety was reached,
and Red Coach Rob promptly halted, and as promptly
raised his hands. He was not the man to protect him-
self by the presence of a woman, or to draw a fire with
a woman by his side. :

“Well, what is your will?"” he asked, as in the dim,
gray light of dawn he gazed down at the road-agent.

“To collect toll,” was the reply.

“1 carry no treasure, and my 5 moneved
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letters, vfor peopie don’t send money to the n:nes, ag
it would be like cérrying coals to Neweastle.”

“You have passengers?’

SYies:

“How many "’

“Three.”

“Who are they?”

‘“This lady and two gentlemen inside the coach.”

“What are their némes P2

“I have only a speaking acquaintanece with my pas
sengers.”’

“Have they money ?”

“I am not their banker.”

“Permit me, sefior, to introduce myself as one you
have met before.”

At the words of the woman the horseman started.

He had evidently not expected to see Nina De Sutro
on that coach, and, enveloped as she was in a blanket,
he had failed to recognize her, for the man was the
road-agent of Horseshoe Ned’s trail, the masked Mexi-
can.

“Ah! you are the Mexican sefiorita?” said the rob-
ber, again speaking in Spanish.

“I am, sefior, and have you repented your good
deed before nnd now intend to rob me?”
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“Oh, no, I shall not rob you of a peso, sefiorita. But
these two male passengers must pay. the score.”

The two passengers in the coach groaned, for they
had overheard and seen all.

“Come, sefiors, I am not a man to trifle with, so
hand out your money, for I brook no delay.”

“I have no money,” growled one.

“Nor have I,” the other added.

“Perhaps should I search your dead bodies I could
find money. If you prefer that I should search you
dead, to your doing so living, say so.”

“No, I will give you what I have, though it will
ruin me,” and the man turned out a buckskin bag of
gold.

“And there is my pile,” and the other handed out
a roll of bills, :

“Thanks, sefiors, these offerings will do until we
meet again. Adios, sefiorita.

“Drive on, sefior!” and the road-agent raised his
hat and sat gazing after the departing stage until it

was out of sight.




CHAPTER XI.
FOR THE THIRD TIME.

' That Red Coach Rob was greatly worried overAh‘i.s
s‘tage being held up, Nina De Sutro saw as they drove
along. His face had grown dark and stern, and. he
seerﬁed mortified that his passengers had been robbed.

They, meanwhile, were chuckling over f(heir luck,
for Ithey_ had given up a belt of gold and roll of bills,

amoﬁnting to a few hundred dollars each, while they

had saved many thousands of dollars which .they
had secreted about them. :
This fact they soon made known to Red Coach
Rob who seemed greatly relieved by it, for he had
been told at the station that his two passengers both
carried a large sum of money. This pleased the driver,
as also the fact that Nina De Sutro had not, been
robbed. : Sl \
‘So. that was the same fellow what held up Horse-
shoe Ned’s coach, miss?’ he asked.
“The very same.’ e o
“He is a Mexican, for you spoke to hlm in Spamsh
and his Enghsh was broken.”
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“Yes, he claims to be a Mexican gentleman in hard
luck trying to raise money by robbery, to save his
home from being taken from him:by debt.”

“Well, I'll say nothing against his chivalry as he
refrained from robbing you, but if he again catches me
oni the trail I shall endeavor to be better prepared
for him.”

“He seems to be making the tour of the different
stage-trails, for he held up Horseshoe Ned’s coach
yesterday morning, on the Pioneer Post trail, and now
yours, while I believe there was another halted some
days before up north of the fort.”.

“Yes, miss, so I heard, and he will bear watching,
I shall speak to Four-in-hand Frank about him, as
he will then be upon his guard; but at any rate you
appear to be safe.”

“With him, yes, and it is well that I am, for I
carry considerable money with me, and have also some
valiable jewels in my satchel.”

Just at sunrise the coach rolled into the Cross Trail

« statioh, where Red Coach Rob’s riifi- ended. It was

a desolate place, but the driVer secured the best accom-
modations he could for his fazr passenger.

Theé two- male passengers were to wa1t there for the

-coach gomg eastwafd which was a semxmonthly Tum,

——
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not starting for a couple of days; but Four-in-hand
Frank was to pass in a couple of hours and he would
carry Nina De Sutro on her way until he crossed the
track of the southwest-bound coach some miles below,
alsa at a relay-station. :

Four-in-hand Frank came through on'time, and his
halt there was for half an hour, so that Red Coach
Rob had a talk with him, telling him about his fair
passenger, and having been held up by a masked Mexi-
ca.

“It may be your turn next, Frank,” he added.

“T’ll be on the lookout fer him, pard, but I has noth-

in’ ter be robbed of on this trip, and yer says he don’t

rob ladies?”

“No.”

“Who is she?”

“A lady from the fort, going to Mexico to enter 2
cornvent, so Horseshoe Ned told me.”

“Did yer catch her name?”

“It is De Sutre.”

“Oh! I know her, for she were the one Silk Lasso
Sam run off with along with Miss Clarice Carr, ter
hold fer ransom. They war rescued by Buffalo Bill
and Surgeon Powell, and stopped a day or so at Pocket
City fer rest, afore going to the fort.”
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* “Yes, she is one of those ladies, for she told me
how Silk Lasso Sam had kidnaped them.”

“Well, he’s quit kidnaping now, but I must be on
ther watch for this Mexican gent,” and Four-in-hand
Frank went forward to meet Nina De Sutro as she
came from the cabin station.

She accepted his invitation to' ride upon the box with
him, shook hands warmly with Red Coach Rob, in
bidding him farewell, and had him refuse a money
present she had offered; then she mounted her seat
beside the new driver.

She found Four-in-hand Frank entertainipg, and
knew him to be a brave man and skilful with the reins;
but she did not feel the interest in him which she had
felt in Red Coach Rob.

It was just noon when Frank, endeavoring to please
his beautiful passenger, by telling her of his exploits
as an Overland driver, was startled by a loud cry from
behind his coach to come to a halt.

He turned, as did Nina De Sutro also, to find a
horseman ridiﬁg by the side of his coach and cover-
ing him with his revolver, while he heard the words:

“Draw rein, quick, and hands up!”

Four-in-hand Frank uttered a deep imprecation, but

he obeyed the threatening command at the same time.
—— —— s ey
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His foot went hard upon the brake, his reigs dragged
his team back suddenly, and then up went his hands.
He had been fairly caught, he knew. Watching ahead
for any danger, it had come from behind. : :

The horseman had heard the rumble of his coach,
and had waited in a narrow cafion, riding out as it
passed, for in the soft, sandy road his horse had made
no sound which the noise of the wheels had not
drowned.

“It is my shadower, the masked Mexican.”

Such was the comment of Nina De Sutro, when she
behéld the horseman who had halted the coach of Four-
in-hand Frank.

The spot was a weird one, a narrow cafion with
high, overhanging sides, the tops fringed with lofty
trees which arched far over, causing the vale to be
dark and damp.

“That’s ther feller, be he, miss?” asked Frank, as
the horseman came close alongside, still covering him
with his revolver.

“Yes, I think it is.” _ :

“I is glad it is so, miss, for you is safe,” replied the
driver. The masked Mexican now halted and looked

up at.the driver and-his passenger. He said as he

A
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“Come, sefior, I want my toll!”

“I hasn’t got a dollar ter save my soul.. I knows
better. than ter carry it,” said Frank,

“That is an old story.”

" “You can search me, pard thief.”

“I will have to ask the lady to pay for you, then.”

“Will you rob me now, sefior, after having twice
spared. me before?”’ asked Nina De Sutro in Spanish.

The horseman started, gazed fixedly into her face,
and said, also in Spanish:

“Twice spared you before; sefiorita ?”’

. ‘“Yes, senor, when I was under the care of Horse-
shoe’ Ned, upon the Pioneer Post trail, and again last
night when I rode .with Red Coach Rob on the Cross-
cut trail.  Have you so soon forgotten, sefior, and
that you told me you were a Mexican gentleman seek-
ing gold, but yet could not rob a lady?”

“Yes, yes, senorita, so I told you, then. But I have
changed my mind now, and you must pay the toll I
demand.”

“If it is a demand, yes, sefior, I will pay it.”

“You are wise.”

“Name the amount of your demand, sefior.”

“I must have all that you possess, sefiorita.”

“Ah, seiior, let me tell you that I am one who i




108 For the Third Time.

going to Mexico, to my native land, your land as you
told me but yesterday, to enter a convent and take the
veil. What I have with me I have bestowed upon the
church, and surely, sefior, you would not rob the
church, I feel?”

She pleaded earnestly, but not being able to see the
masked face she knew not the effect of her words until
he spoke. Then he said, and his voice was harsh and
stern: :

“1f I would rob a woman, sefiorita, I would not hesi-
tate at robbing a church. The church is rich and can
afford to lose what you have to give it.”

“Remember, sefior, I am going to take the veil.”

“Perhaps your past life has been such- that you need
to atone for it by a life of repentance, prayer, and
good deeds.”

She started at his harsh words, but replied :

“Sefior, I shall give you the money you demand.
Here it is.”

She handed down to him a roll of bills, he taking
them with one hand, while with the other he still kept
Four-in-hand Frank covered with His revolver,

“Now I hopes yer is satisfied, yer has been mean

enough ter rob a woman,” said the driver savagely.
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"‘“Silence, or you may lose your life, having 1o
money,” was the threatening response,

Then, turning again to the woman, he said:

“I may be rich enough some day to return this
money to you for the church, so tell me the name you
will bear, and the convent that will be your home.”

“It is the Convent of the Sacred Sisters of the Dead
Heart, and my name there will be Sister Salome.”

“I shall remember both the convent and the nun.
But do you tell me that this is all the money you have?”

“I did not say so.”

“Have you more with you?” came the direct query.

His eyes were fastened upon her face and he must

have seen the expression there, for he said sharply:

“You are deceiving me!”

She was silent and bowed he‘r head.

“Hand me that satchel!”

She hesitated. »

“Hand me that satchel, sefiorita, or I shall put a
bullet through the brain of this driver,” cried the
masked Mexican horseman in a voice there was no mis-
taking was in deadly earnest, |

She uttered a cry, but obeyed, while Frank stretched
forth his hand to check her, with the remark:

“Don’t do it, miss, for he won’t shoot.”
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The flash and report of the Mexican’s revolver an-
swered ; the driver felt a twinge of pain in the end of
his middle finger, for the bullet had clipped it off!

“That was a warning; now obey!” came the words
of the Mexican. The satchel was handed down and
he tossed up the roll of bills she had just given him,
with the remark:

“You will need this for expenses on your way. I
will keep the balance. Now, drive on!”

With an execration Frank obeyed, and the masked
road-agent was soon left far behind.

“Four-in-hand Frank?” at last said Nina De Sutto,

“Yes, miss.”

“Halt, now, and let me tie up your hand.”

“You hain’t afraid of the sight of blood, miss "’

“No, indeed!”

“Then Pl thank you to, miss,” was the driver’s
reply, as he came to a halt.

CHAPTER XII.
NINA’S SUSPICION,

Four-in-hand Frank halted at a small brook, and,
dismounting, aided Nina down from the box. She had
taken her own handkerchief, tore it in strips, and soon
dressed the wounded finger as well as she could, it
having been shot off to the first joint.

“Tt was a shame, miss, to take all your money, as
he did; but if you wants more, and will go on ter
Pocket City with me, instead o’ taking the coach down
the Southwest trail, I'll git it for you, and be glad ter
do it,” said the generous-hearted driver.

“You are very kind, Four-in-hand Frank, and I
appreciate it; but let me tell you that, though he did
get my jewels, which I had intended as an offering to
the convent, and a thousand dollars in money, also to
be given to the church, I had fortunately put away in
my dress a much larger sum.”

“T is awful glad ter hear yer say so, miss.”

“Then he gave me back the first I handed to him,
and there are several hundred dollars in that roll,

enough to take me to my destination. Yes, he evi-
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dently thought he was getting more than he did, Wi]f:n
he glanced into the satchel, and—but, hark!”

The driver had also caught the sound. It was of
troops approaching.

At first the fear came to Nina De Sutro that the
road-agent was returning to force her to give up more
money, but the driver said:

“They are coming from in front of us, miss.”

A moment after there rode into sight half a dozen
men. The face of Nina De Sutro flushed and paled
as she recognized those in advance, while Frank gave
a perfect war-whoop of delight and cried :

“Buffalo Bill and Texas Jack!”

The horsemen spurred forward rapidly now and
Buffalo Bill bowed low as he recognized Nina De

Sutro, while he glanced at the bandaged hand of the
driver and said:

I hope that you have had no trouble, Miss De

Sutro, on your journey southward ?”

I have, Mr. Cody, and I wish to have a talk with
you alone; but first let me tell you that a few miles
b

ack, in a fi
2 n a deep cafion, we were held up by a masked

Mexi
1can, and I was robbed of money and Jewels
amounting to a considerable sum,”
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«Ha! this is indeed startling tidings, and I will

”

hasten on and
“No, send Texas Jack and your men, for you I

wish to talk with, and you can join them later.”

Buffalo Bill saw that Nina De’Sutro was very much
in earnest, and after a few words with Four-in—hand
Frank, he bade Texas Jack and the other four scouts
go rapidly on to the scene of the hold-up and discover
all they could by the time of his arrival.

Then, while the driver looked over his harness, the
scotit turned to Nina and said :

“Now, Miss De Sutro, I -am at your service.”

“You, of course, know, Mr. Cody, that T am on my
way to Mexico?”

“Yes, Miss De Sutro, I heard as much, or that you

were to start as soon you were able to do so.”

“T am to enter a convent there and take the veil.”

Buffalo Bill bowed.
“I brought with me, however, certain jewels and

money to the amount of nearly five thousand dollars.”
“A large sum to travel with.”
“T have discovered so, having been relleved of part
of it; but supposing there would be no danger, since

Silk Lasso Sam is dead, I concluded to trust to good
fortune to get through.”
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“And you were robbed ?”’
‘lYeS b2

“Held up on the trail by a masked Mexican,”
in-hand Frank interrupted.

Four.

“I have been held up three times, Buffalo Bill, since
leaving Pioneer Post.”

The scout started at this, then he asked:
“Do you mean it ?”

“I most certainly do.”

“Pray tell me all about it, Miss De Sutro.”

“Well, I was first held up when with Horseshoe
Ned.”

“Ah! and robbed ?”

“No.”

“And again?”’

“When with Red Coach Rob.”
“And robbed ?”’.

“No.”

“And again a while since for the third time?”
((Yes.))

“And robbed?” Buffalo Bill asked the question for
the third time, '

.”YCS.”,. 7

“Why not the first time ?”

“The thief 1ever robbed a lady.”

3
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¥ "
“Indeed? He was chivalrous.

“Very.”

“And the second time?”

“For the same reason.” :

«Two chivalrous road-agents that you have met.”

“No.” :

“How so?”’

“They were one and the same.”

“Indeed ?” :

“Yes, he came across to Red Coach Rob’s trail.”

“Yes, that could be easily done.”

“Tt was done.”

“Describe the man, please, Miss De Sutro.”

. “He was a masked Mexican.”

“The last one?”

“Yes, and the first one.”

“And yet they were not the same man ?—for the one
who robbed you on the post-trail, again with Red Coach
Rob, and the third time with Four-in-hand Frank,
could readily have cut across country and done so.”

“He could, but I tell you emphatically, Buffalo Bill,
the man who held me up twice before was not the one
who did so the third time,” was the impressive answer.
of Miss De Sutro.

Buffalo Bill tried hardto believe thai Nina .Jivéutrq ‘
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was mistaken, for how could there be two ﬁasked
Mexican robbers upon the trails, and, from all he had
heard, closely resembling each other in size, make-up,
and with horses and trappings alike?

“l can believe, Miss De Sutro, that there is one
Mexican on the trails who is holding people up, and
I'll tell you why. Some time before I left the fort
on the scout I am now on, in my absence Colonel De
Sutro sent Bronco Monte, a cowboy, upon a mission
of importance, ignoring my scouts wholly.

“Bronco Monte is as good a man as he could have
gotten, but then he is a cowboy, not a scout, and the
work belonged to us.

“That work was to bring to the fort a certain
amount of money which the colonel needed for his
own use, and which he feared to have come through
on the coaches. Bronco Monte went to the station,
got the money, started back with it, and was held up

by a mounted highwayman, a masked Mexican. He
was lariated and dragged from his saddle, so had no
chance to resist.

“He was somewhat hurt by thefall, but was hz;ppy
in having stuffed the two packages of money in the
large leather stirrups, and they thus escaped the eye

of the »road-agent. He described the Mexican as a

&

L
L
t‘.;‘»’
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tall, slender man, dressed in a handsome costume of a
gentleman of Mexico, and with a masked face, and
wearing gauntlet gloves.

“He described his horse, and also his trappings and
saddle, as being from Mexico. The highwayman spoke
in broken English, but when Bronco Monte addressed
him in Spanish, he spoke the language perfectly.

“Bronco Monte was allowed to go upon his way,
and he reported his adventure to Lieutenant-colonel De
Sutro, and delivered up to him his money. The colo-
nel, as you may know, is of a suspicious nature, and
supposed that Bronco Monte only wished to claim a
large reward for having saved his money, so he sent
me secretly to the scene to see if I could discover any
trace of what had occurred.

“Surgeon Powell accompanied me, and we did find
where the Mexican had been in ambush, where his
horse was hitched for hours, and that all had been as
Bronco Monte had said, for there were the tracks of
the two men, and we picked up several of the buttons
from the costume of the Mexican.

“We reported our discovery to Lieutenant-colonel
De Sutro, who sent for Bronco Monte then, to reward

him, but found that he had been paid off that morn-

}ing by Cowboy Charlie, his captaig,a@d had left the |
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fort, going no one knew where. . Then ‘Surgeon: Powel|
and myself started for Pocket City on a little invest-
gating tour, and discovered that Deadshot Dean; the

miner, whom you know,-Miss De Sutro, had been shot

3

by some one
“Killed ?”

“No, worse, for the wound was in his head, and has

affected his brain, and I fear he will be a madman
for life.” : -

“Poor fellow.”

“I sent for my men, and tried to find some clue to
the intended murderer, but thus far in vain. Suréeon
Powell started. with pbor Dean to the fort, and he will
keep him there until he hears from his people, and I
made another effort, with the men you saw with me,
to find some trace of this man whom I would give a
year’s pay to catch.”

“I hope that you may.”

“And now, Miss De Sutro, you tell me that you were
held up when with Horseshoe  Ned, again with' Red
Coach Rob, and but now. with Four-in-hand«Frank,

- and by a masked Mexican, but you assert that«the one

who robbed you was not the one who twicei before.

spared you?”
~---“I do, Buffalo Bill.”
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“And that there are two-of theose Mexicans in the

field ?”’

Vs’

“Perhaps there are, for Bronco Monte was also held
up by a masked Mexican.”

“That may have been one of those whom I saw.”

“Why do you believe there were two men e

“I can hardly tell, and yet I noticed a difference in
them.”

“What difference?”

“I do not belteve I can describe it, but it. was in a
tone of voice in one instance, and in the appearance
of the horse in another, though both were alike and
excellent matches, as were their riders. Then, too,
it seems to me, that there was a difference in the weap-
ons of the two men.”

“Well, you may be right, and you are the best judge,
Miss De Sutro, having seen them, if two there are.”

“And I wished to tell you alone, Buffalo Bill, that
there were two, for you ecould act accordingly, and have
the advantage of knowing it if there are two.”

“I thank you, Miss De Sutro, and T will keep the
secret to myself. But-what does Four-in-hand' Prank
ghink 2’ SR

1 b - - S

57
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' “He saw but one, sir, and I did ‘et suggest te hiy
that there were two.”

“Ah, yes, and as the last one robbed you, after a|
you may be right. Now, Miss De Sutro, I will bid
you good-by, and I wish for you every happiness in
the life you have chosen, though I cannot see just

how you will find it.”

“T will ﬁt_1d happiness, Mr. Cody, in doing my duty.
Good-by, and report to Lieutenant-colonel and Mis,
De Sutro that you saw me this far upon my way, and
what had occurred.”

“I will tell them all,” and the scout rode on his
way, while, mounting his box, Four-in-hand Frank
drove on to the station where Nina De Sutro was to
catch the Southwest coach on the trail to Santa Fé.

It had been with the deepest regret that Buffalo Bill
heard the reports of his most expert scouts that no
tracev whatever could be found of the one who had
shot Deadshot Dean, the miner. The vigilantes had
made the same report to the judge, and at last it was
decided that the scouts must return to the fort, and

Judge Scott King would send word if anything turned
up that proved a clye.

S .
urgeoanf)ﬂ\:fill hoped still to be able to aid the
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miner and wished to take the wounded man back to

the fort. ;
This being decided upon, the judge closed the cabin
of the miner and it was doubly locked, the mine also
peing fastened up with heavy timbers cut for the pur-
pose. At the last moment Buffalo Bill said:
“Dac, you go with Wild Bill and the rest of the

boys to the fort, excepting Texas Jack and four men

~ whom I will keep with me. I will make another effort

{0 see what can be done to solve this mystery, and
then make my way to the fort around by the trails of
Four-in-hand Frank, Red Coach Rob, and Horseshoe
Ned, for I may be able to pick up some information
at the stations regarding this masked Mexican.”

Surgeon Powell deemed this a good plan, -and so
they parted. It was that very day that Buffalo Bill and
his party met Four-in-hand Frank’s coach with Nina
De Sutro a passenger, and heard about the robbery by
the masked Mexican.

“I was playing in big luék to come this way,” said
the chief of scouts to himself as he rode along after
parting with the coach.

“I hope that Jack, will have struck the fellow's trail

by the time I get there, and as he will not suspect Lalp
” Te———
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being near, he will not travel very far béfore ‘halting,

I take it.”

Then, as he rode along, his thoughts reverted. to the
sad fate of Nina De Sutro, and he mused :

“Now, that is one of the moSt beautiful women [
ever saw, and yet her life is surely an unhappy one,
or else why bury herself in a convent ?

“It is true that Miss Carr, and Bonnie Belle, o,
rather, Miss Ruth Leigh, whom the colonel is to bring
back with him as his bride, are both most beautiful—
yes, if anything more so than Miss De Sutro, but the
latter has my sympathy, for she certainly has been hit
some hard blow, and I am confident that Captain Ca-
ruth and Surgeon Powell know just what it is.

“Poor girl, I wish her happiness anyhow, and regret
that she had to be robbed to add to her other miseries.
I believe she is half-right, too, about there being two
of these masked Mexicans, though I will keep that sts-
picion to myself, for the present at least. Now, who
can this fellow, or fellows, be? :

“If there be two, are they rival robbers of the trai,
or are they two pards who have gone in to pool: their
winnings in the game of hold-up? Well, we fan down
Silk Tasso Sam to his grave after a long trail of if,

and this, or these, masked gentlemen must share the

=
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same fate. ‘Ah! there is one of the boys now, and he
does not look as happy as he would had he struck it

Hch: ;
The chief now urged his horse on and soon came

up with the scout, who called out:

“Nothing to report, chief.”

“Where is Texas Jack?”

“In the cafion.”

“Can you find no trails?”

“None, sir.”

They soon reached Texas Jack, who said in a dis-
consolate way :

“Bill, that fellow is a sharper.”

“How so, Jack?”

“See this bottom?”’

“Wet sand.”
“Yes, the brook overflows above and soaks the whole

cafion, so that a track fades away in the wet sand
soon after it is made.”

“That is so; but Frank said that the fellow was
hiding in a narrow crevice in the rocks, let him pass,
and rode.on after him.”

“Yes, there is where he was hiding, for his tracks
are there, or, rather, those of his horse; but the cafion

ends fifty feet back from this one, so he could not go
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that way, or come. No, he came down theé stage-traj|
into the cafion, laid in wait; robbed the coach, and went
back the same way.”

“And the stage-trail?”

“Is a hard one, both in approaching and leaving this
wet cafion, so that the hoof of a horse leaves but slight
impression.”

" “True, but it will when it turns off from the trail”

“Yes, and now you have come, we can go on and
try to find it.”

“Yes, Jack, for we must find this masked Mexican,
as he got a big haul from Miss De Sutro.”

“I only hope we may catch him, and if we do we
will see that he does not escape, for it is a shame when
a Mexican can come up into our country and rob ou
coaches, that is if he is a Mexican.”

“Do you doubt it, Jack?”

“I don’t know, Bill, for these road-agents are per-
fect sharps at disguises,” was Texas Jack’s answer, as
he rode on with his chief to search for the trail of the

robber.

CHAPTER XIII
THE REPORTS MADE.

Surgeon Powell had reached Pioneer Post with his
patient and the escort of scouts, to learn that the fort
was excited over the report of Horseshoe Ned, of the
hold-up by the masked Mexican upon his run out with
Nina De Sutro. -

Horseshoe Ned had not started back to the fort on
his return trip for several days, as he always delayed
at the station for the next incoming coach, and hence

he had seen Red Coach Rob.on his return, and learned

“that the masked Mexican had also held up his coach,

and sparing Nina De Sutro as before, had robbed his
two other passengers. Horseshoe Ned had reported

all to Lieutenant-colonel De Sutro, the acting coms

mandant, and the result was that the fort was greaﬂy

excited over the occurrence.

It then leaked out that Bronco Monte had also been
held up by a masked Mexican, and the result was that
a dread was felt that there Was-to be another reign
of terror, equal to that which Silk Lasso Sam had

caused for a long while. With Buffalo CI1 and his
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scouts absent, Lieutenant-colonel De Sutro knew ‘not
just what to do, and so waited for their return.

Then Surgeon Powell came in with the greater ‘part
of the scouts, and brought in the wounded miner, who,
though able to ride to the fort, was still not in his right
senses, and it was thought never would be.

The surgeon-scout reported to Lieutenant-colonel De
Sutro the mysterious wounding of the miner, and
Major Lester was called in to the council, but noth-
ing could be decided upon as to what should be done
before the return of Buffalo Bill.

“It is fortunate that Colonel Dunwoody and Cap-
tain Caruth are not to return for several weeks yet,
so that we will have ample time to guard the trails,
as it would be a great misfortune for this masked
Mexican to hold up the coach in which they were
returning with their brides,” said Major Lester.

“Yes, indeed, for he would surely get a good haul
in treasures,” answered Lieutenant-colonel De Sutro,
whose mind ran to the pecuniary point of the hold-up.

“I was thinking more of the shock to the ladies,”
was Major Lester’s somewhat short rejoinder, while,
not noticing it, the colonel said agaiﬁ:

“Yes, they would lose all their bridal gifts and they

must be many and costly.”
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“I only hope that would be all they would lose,
Lieutenant-colonel De Sutro, for yeu know that
neither Colonel Dunwoody nor Captain Caruth would

submit very tamely to the demands of a road-agent,”

Surgeon Frank Powell said.

“Ah, yes, that is so, and they niight be shot if they
resisted. That would be bad for Dunwoody,” and
Lieutenant-colonel De Sutro did not look very sad
over the thought that the colonel’s death. would be his
promotion to the command. The lieutenant-colonel®
was not a popular man, and it was with difficulty that

both Major Lester and Surgeon Powell could restrain

‘themselves from returning a very cutting remark, as

they felt certain that were Colonel Dunwoody shot by
a road-agent in resisting the outrage of robbery, it
would be exactly what would suit the hopes of De
Sutro.

Two days after Buffalo Bill and his party arrived
at the fort, their horses well wearied by a long jaunt.
The chief of scouts at once went to the quarters of
Surgeon Powell, and asked him to go with him to
report to the colonel.

“You go alone, Bill, and I will stop by for Major
Lester and join you there,” was the answet.

The chief of scouts had just been admitted to the

- -




128 T The Reports. Made.

presence of Lieutenant-colonel De Sutro, when Maibi ‘

Lester and Surgeon Powell arrived.

“Ah, gentlemen, glad you have come, for I was
just going to send my orderly after you,” said the
acting commandant.

Then Buffalo Bill made his repbrt, since leaving
Surgeon Powell, and which told of his meeting Four-
in-hand Frank’s coach, with Miss De Sutro dressing
the driver's wounded hand, and the report both had
given of the last hold-up and robbery by the masked
Mexican.

This was startling news, and seemed to affect Lieu-
tenant-colonel De Sutro greatly, when it was known
to him that Nina, his late ward, had really lost her
gems and considerable money.

“I heard all that Miss De Sutro had to tell, sir, and
then started on after Texas Jack and my men, whom
I had sent on ahead,” resumed Buffalo Bill.

“It was a matter of utter impossibility to find the
outlaw’s trail, so well had he chosen his scene of action
in a damp, sandy cafion which left no tracks longer
than a few minutes, it was so wet. I went.on the trail
hoping to find where he had left it, but in vain, and
the same was the case with the spot where Red Coach

Rob’s cc= ™ " 1 been held up, and Horseshoe Né:d’s
RN
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also. The man knows the country well and selected
the very spots for his act, where his approach and de-
parture left no tracks.” ;

“Then I am to understand, Buffalo Bill, you give
up trying to find this road-agent?”

“You are to understand, Lieutenant-colonel De Su-
tro, if you know me, that I give up no trail untii I
see the end of it, and my men are like me iﬁ that

respéct,” was the almost angry retort of the scout.
* Wi e

Horseshoe Ned was as proud as a ‘peacock when
the stage from the East came in to the station and
he saw that he was to have four distinguishéd pas-
sengers back to the fort with him. Their arrival was
wholly unexpected, for they had not been looked for
yet for some weeks.

The four were Colonel Dunwoody and his brxde.
she that had been the sister of Silk Lasso Sam, the
outlaw, and known as Bonnie Belle, and Captain
Caruth and his wife, née Clarice Carr.

The colonel had been promoted to the rank of
brigadier-general, to take effect upon his retura to his
post, where he had been ordered to go at once and

make certain changes along the line of forts, which




130 The Reports Made.

he was 'now to take command of, his valuable serviceg
having been properly rewarded by his promotion, at
the time of his bridal visit to Washington. A

Captain Caruth had also been raised to a majority,
while Major Lester was to step into the rank of a
lieutenant-colonel.

Thus had various promotions made many changes
in Pioneer Post, and General Dunwoody was most
anxious to get back and get matters set to rights in
his command. The decision was so suddenly made
that he had not time to write to Lieutenant&olonel
De Sutro of his change of plans, and, not having
heard that the road-agents had again appeared upon
the trails, he had not supposed an escort would be
necessary for the ride to the fort.

Arriving at the station, he found that, having taken
a special coach, he was twelve hours ahead of the
starting-time of Horseshoe Ned, whose coach, having
broken down on the outward run by crushing a wheel,
would still delay them for some little while. Still,
the station was by no means uncomfortable to those
who had been used to roughing it, and the party

made themselves ‘at-‘Home at' the ' lone spot in the
mountains,

The general and the major, with their brides, were
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warmly welcomed Dby Horseshoe Ned, who soon
called the two gentlemen aside, and said:

“Yer ain’t heerd any news o’ late from ther fort,
has yer, general?” and Ned emphasized the title, as
though it was a pleasure to pronounce it.

“Not for weeks, Ned.”

“Then yer don’t think yer better send some one

through to the fort for a escort?”

“Why so, Ned?”
“Waal, yer, see, general, and you, major, there has

been trouble on ther trails ag’in.”

“What kind of trouble, Ned?"* asked General Dun-

woody, with some show of anxiety.

“Road-agents.”

“Ha! do you mean it?”

“T does, sir.”

“When was this?”’ asked the general.
“The last few weeks, sir.”

“On your trail ?”

“On my trail, sir; also on others.”
“What others?” S
“Red Coach Rob was held up, sir.”
“Who else?”

“Four-in-hand Frank, sir.’

< T -

’




132 f’fhe Reports Made.

“The road-agents seem to-be on a circuit of the
trails, then.”

" “Thar’s only one, sir.”

“Indeed ?”’

“Yes, sir.”

“He must be a bold one, then?”’

“He is, sir, for Lieutenant-colonel De Sutro sent
Bronco Monte on a mission for him, sir, and the same
man held him up, and et he did not get the money
the cowboy had.”

“Where were.the scouts, that a cowboy was sent?

“At the fort, sir, but Lieutenant-colonel De Sutrc
preferred to send a cowboy.” A

The brow of General Dunwoody darkened, and he
asked:

“Has no one any idea of who this road-agent is?

“No, sir.”

“You have seen him?”

“Yes, sir, but he is masked.”

“Ah!”

“Yes, sir, he is a masked Mexican.”

“Why do you think that he is a Mexican ?”’

“Well, sir, he held me up. when I came on the rur
out with Miss De Sutro, for she was only able to

leave a few days ago.”
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“Yes, I remember she was ill when we left.”
“The masked Mexican held me up, and he was

dresseclb to kill, spoke in broken English, an'd were
thet polite that he said he could not rob a lady, but
were in hard luck, so was robbin’ coaches ter raise
money ter pay his debts, so he cu'd live like a gent
ag'in.”’

“He is an odd fellow, to say the least.”

“He's a queer one, general, from ’way back.”

“And he did not rob Miss De Sutro?”’

“No, sir; he let her go by, and when she went on,
with Red Coach Rob, he headed him off and again
let her pass, but robbed two men passengers thet was
along.”

“He is courteous; at least, to Jadies, Ned.”

“He is, general, or was, for ther third time he met
her were with Four-in-hand Frank, and then he tuk
a tumble in his good intentions, and made Miss De
Sutro pay toll, though I hears he did not git all the
money she had.”

“This looks serious, Caruth,” and the general
turned to the major.

“It does, -indeed, sir,’ for it is strange news that
Horseshoe Ned brings us,” was the answer.




CHAPTER XIV.
CAUGHT IN THE COIL.

The. two officers and 'their wives-had not been the

only passengers who had come in on the west-bound

coach, for there had been a rough-looking individual

with bushy hair and beard and a miner’s suit, who

had his face bound up from a recent wound which

would doubtless disfigure him, as the plaster covered
one cheek and eye. He had nothing to say, had rid-
den on the box with the driver, and merely remarked
in a hoarse whisper that he had been nearly “done

up” by some desperadoes and could not talk.

Arriving at the station, he had disappeared, and

half an hour after was mounted upon a horse he had

purchased, and was on his way, afoot, the animal

carrying his traps, down to Pockeét City, he said.
He had ridden up to the station while Horseshoe

Ned was talking to the two. officers, and waited until

he got a jug filled with: some liquor: which the driver
designated as ‘“the extract of lightning.” If he heard .
what was being said, he did not appear to take any

heed .of it, and, when he got his jug, rode on hig

™SS

~way down the Yellow:Dust Valley. trail.
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“If that fellow is not a villain, he belies his looks,

' Major Caruth,” said General Dunwoody, as the man

rode away.
“He does, indeed, sir,” was the answer.

Soon after his departure the three resumed- their

conversation, discussing:‘the masked Mexican.

“Well, Ned,” at last said the geéneral, “I, for one,
think - that, with you, the major, and myself, we
should be able to prevent this masked Mexican frem

robbing us.”
“I hope so, sir.”
“What do you say, Major Caruth?”

“I agfee with you, general, though one man hold-

- ing the advantage of a surprise can do wonders.”

“Very true; but as there is only one man, who really

¢ may not be upon the trail, we can risk it, I think.”

“I agree with you, sir.”

“If they were more than one, if he had a band,
you know, why, then I would say ' delay here and
send for an escort, as we have: our .wives with us.
But under the circumstances, let us risk its” -

501 say, sir, 2= gh 2m ik o

“I think it is safe, ‘generdl, for' ‘Biiffalé Bill and
’ }‘s_om’e of th_@s_,e",_L
- %, & ?". >
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men of his have just. passed over the:
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trails where the masked Mexican has been seen, and
that will make him lie low, I guesses.”

“I trust so, Ned.”

“Then you goes back with me, sir?*

“Yes, and we will have a number of trunks, for
the ladies go back well laden with presents and pur-
chases they made in the East.”

“The coach will hold ’em, and there will be no
other passengers, so you will git along quite com-
fortable.”

So it was arranged, and the coach of Horseshoe
Ned, having been repaired, pulled out of the station
some hours after the starting-time, a  circumstance
which would cause night to overtake them upon the
road when they were yet miles away from the fort
Not to alarm them, no mention had been made to the
ladies of the doings of the masked Mexican.
~ The day wore away, and when the sun set the coach
was jus‘t twenty miles from the fort.

Horseshoe Ned had congratulated himself upon
having passed the places where it was feared the road-
agent might appear, and was chuckling that he wOﬁld
yet get through with a very valuable cargo, wher,

just as he drew near the summit of a hill, there came

a whirring sound, and a lariat settled over his shoul-‘l ‘

e =0
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ders, pinioning his arms to his side, while stern.rang
the command :

“Put your foot on that brake and halt!”

- The hill was steep, and the leaders had not yet
reached the summit. There was a bluff on one side,
the left, of the trail, rising above the top of the coach,
and it was wooded.

From this bluff had the lasso been thrown, and it
was drawn taut the moment it settled over the shoul-
ders of the driver.

The moon shone as bright as day, and there was
nothing for Hor’seshoe Ned to do but obey; so he put
his foot upon the brake, as commanded, and brought
his team to a halt.

Then there appeared across the ridge, relieved
against the sky, yet half in the shadow, the forms of
four horsemen. This had taken but an instant, and
out of each coach-window had peered the faces of
the officers.

“Ho, driver, are you held up?” came in the stern
tones of the géneral, while Major Caruth added:
“Where is the enémy, Ned, for we will fight?”

_ At last came the pleading tones of the driver:

“Don’t do it, general! No, no, major, for there’s
& ' R
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plenty of ’em, as you kin see by lookin' up yonder
ahead of us.”

A glance showed the general and Major Caruth the
shadowy forms of four horsemen drawn across the
trail,-and at the same time a laugh came from the
timber on the bluff, followed by the words in broken
English

“You are game -enough, sefiors, I know; but you
are at my mercy. But better your gold than your
lives, so don’t make this a funeral scene.”

The situation was a trying one—a desperate one,
in fact. There sat Horseshoe Ned upon the box, a
lasso drawn taut about his body, holding down his
arms, and across the trail, in his front, were four
horsemen as silent as specters.

The hill was a steep one, but just where the coach
had halted was'a gully which held the wheels, pre-
venting the horses from going back. There was no
chance to turn about, to fly, or to drive on.

Within the coach were two of the bravest officers
in the ‘army. But their hands were tied completely

by the fact that they had all they loved most in the
world with them:

Both officers would' have fou‘ght to the death if

alone, and Horseshoe Ned was as brave a man a :

—

—— -
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lived. But what could these men do, wholly at the
mercy of five, at least, and doubtless more?

Mrs. Dunwoody had seen desperate sights in her
life upon the border, and.yet she was not one to see
her husband take chances against such' odds.

_ Clarice .Caruth was cool and fearless also, yet why
risk a precious life for gold, when gold was not their
idol, or all that they had in the world?

“It’s ther masked Mexican, general, and this time
he ain’t alone, but backed up by more of ther same
sort, so go slow on yer shootin’, as ther ladies might
git hurt,” called out Horseshoe Ned.

“That is good advice, sefiors,. the ladies ‘might get

hurt, for my men will return any fire; so be warned,”

. called out the outlaw.

“What is your wish, Sir Road-thief?” sternly asked
the general, for both Clarice and Ruth had urged
against resistance.

“I desire gold, sefior.”

“T will give you my purse.”

“No, sefior, I want mere, for I 'am no common foot-
pad, whom a few dollars will satisfy, but a Mexican
gentleman in hard luck, seeking to pay my debts by
collecting toll from my avowed enemies, the Ameri-

cans,”
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At once General Dunwoody spoke to hiw.. in Spag.
ish, and said: ;

“You play a bold game,.Seﬁor Mexican, and one
which will bring you to the gallows.” |

The reply was in the same tongue and in .purest
Spanish :

“We have an old Mexican proverb, sefior, which

says, in giving a recipe for a rabbit-stew, to first catch §

your rabbit, and, to apply it differently, you -Ameri-
cans have it that it is catching before .hanging.” ;
“The fellow speaks perfect Spanish,” éaid the gen-
eral to those in the coach, while he called out td the
6utlaw, now in English: 3 |
“I do not care to bandy words with }.rou‘, sir, so
what is your demand?” e
“I happen to know, sefior, that you are retdming
from a bridal-tour, along with a brother officer and

your brides, and back at the place where you taok

the coaches you put your combined treasures into one

trunk, to the better carry them, and that is what I
wish.”

“The fellow has had a spy uﬁon us,”’ muttered the
general, while aloud he said: ‘

“You certainly have no use for the bridal-giifs

of ladies, so must spare them, while both Major

Caunght in the Coil.
Caruth and myself will pay to you what money we
have.” : :

“How much have you, sefior?”’

After a few words with Major Caruth, the general
said : v

“We have about two thousand dollars in money
with us.”

“] wish that meney and the trunk, as well.”

“You are an infamous scoundrel to rob ladies as
you do of their souvenirs and valuables.”

“If the ladies care to redeem them, they can do
$0 at a future time, by paying me their value in gold,
for I will look over the trunk, and notify this driver
of just what I will accept in gold in lien of them.”

“There is no help for it but to obey his bidding,”
Clarice said. v '

“And I say the same, general,” Ruth added.

“Do you so advise, Caruth?”

“I see no other course, general, but to obey now,
and have our revenge at another day.”

“It is hard to yield, yet I suppose it must be so,”
and, calling out to tﬁé road-agent, the general con-
tinued : '

“We have decided to yield to your demand, sir, as

we can do nothing else.”
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“And you will give up the money and the trunk
#Yes &

“Two thousand dollars, you said?”

“About - that.”

“As you are a man of honor, I take your word for
it; but I know the trunk.”

“Well ?”’

“It is a black trunk, iron-bound, and bears upon
each end the letters:

S Q=D S ST AL
- “You seem well informed, Sir Robber.”
“I understand my business, sir.”’
“All right; come and get your money.”
“Thank you, no.”
“Why not send one of your men for it?”

“I will put ‘none of my men in your pewer,” was
the reply of the outlaw.

CHAPTER XV.
THE ROAD-AGENT’® MISTAKE.

" 'As there seemed 'to be no alternative ‘but to obey,
the general took his own and Major Caruth’s money,
wrapped it in his handkerchief, and handed it to

Horseshoe Neds

“Now release your-arms, sefior, and tie that money

to the end of this lariat,” called out the road-agent.

With oaths that were suppressed out of respect to
the two ladies, Horseshoe Ned obeyed, and the road-
agent drew his money up to the bluff.

“Yes, this is all right. I was sure I was dealing
with honorable gentlemen,” he said.

" Then he called out: -

“Now, driver, dismount and take from the rear of
the coach the trunk I want.”

“T'll see you hanged first!” was the emphatic re-
joinder of the driver.

“Obey, or T will send a bullet through your brain!”
came the threatening words. '

“See here, thief of the trail, I ain’t got but one time
ter die, and it will be this blessed minute, before T'll

felp you - *: these two sweet ladies.”

— —
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“But I tell you to do so, brave Ned, and Mrs
Caruth joins with me in the request,” cried Ruth
Dunwoody, alarmed lest the fearless man would.be at
once shot.

“I will keep my word and kill you if you do not,”
said the road-agent.

“Yes, Horseshoe Ned, obey, and get the trunk for
this gentleman who is in such bad luck,” the general
remarked.

“All right, dago, I'll do it, as the general tells me
to do so.”

“The black, iron-bound trunk, remember, with tk-le
letters upon each -end in white:

0D S A

“Are you sure that is the trunk you wish, sir?”
asked the general.

llI am.!’

“Get the trunk the Mexican sefior wishes, Ned,”
said General Dunwoody.

After some trouble, Ned obeyed, attached the end

of the lariat about it, and mounted his box.

Now, wait until I give you the order to drive oﬂ,’f
said the masked Mexican, .

A minute after the statuelike horsemen wheeled

away from across the trail at the top of the hill, and
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disappeared in the timber. : Then the masked Mexi-
can appeared upon horseback, and called out:

“You can pass on now, driver.”

Horseshoe Ned chirped to his horses, and they
pulled on up the hill, passing the masked Mexican
seated upon his horse like a statue in the moonlight,
not thirty feet from the coach. :

He saw the faces of the four occupants gazing
ypon him from the coach-window as they went by,
and politely raised his gold-embroidered sombrero,
But in vain did the four and Horseshoe Ned en-
deavor to pierce the mask he wore and behold the
face beneath. :

The coach passed on over the ridge and down the
hill, lcaving the road-agent seated upon his horse
gazing after it, and apparently in no hurry to examine
the contents of the treasure-trunk he had so boldly
captured. But hardly had the last glimpse of the
outlaw been seen, when Mrs. Dunwoody said quickly:

““General, tell Horseshoe Ned to drive on with all
speed, for the horses have had a rest, and must be
pushed to' their utmost.”

“But why, Ruth, now that all danger is passed?”’

““Tell him first, and then I will give you my rea-

sons,” was the almost curt reply.

—
N ——
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The general knew that his wife must have some
good reason for her request, so he called out:

“Ned, drive with all the speed you can, getting all
out of the horses possible, for it is urgent.”

“I’'ll do it, general, and I think I know why,” was
Horseshoe Ned’s answer, and the whip at once be-
gan to fall upon the horses, and sent them along at a
dangerously rapid pace for that trail.

As soon as the general had drawn his head back
into_the coach and resumed his seat, Ruth said ;.

“My reason is just this, that was not the treasure-
trunk.”

All exclaimed at this, and the general said:

“Why, Ruth, how can this be, when we pooled our
issue, so to speak, and packed all our treasures in my
old army trunk?”

“I know that we did, but I noticed that the weight
had racked the trunk considerably, so at the station I
had it sent to my room, along with my old strong
box, and made the change, so that when the road-
agent finds his mistake he v&il} pullsue us with, his
band, and perhaps want blood this time, instead of
gold.” o

Both the general and Major Caruth laﬁglied ab
Ruth’s words and manner, and the former said:

e
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“Well, you have fooled the road-agent, that is cer-
tain, if you have gotten us into a scrape at the sam§
time.”

«Tt is the trunk he asked for,” demurely said Ruth.

“And he got just what he wanted,” Clarice re-
marked, while Major Caruth said:

«p'll whisper the truth into the ear of Horseshoe
Ned, and go up with him, to help work the combina-
tion.” ‘

Without halting the coach, Major Caruth, who was
an athlete, swung himself from the stage-door up to
the box by the side of Horseshoe Ned.

“Come, Ned, we must do better than this, and I
have come to help you, so I'll handle the whip, while
you manipulate the ribbons,” said the major.

“All right, sir, and I guesses I know why.”

“Why, then, Ned?”

“That was the wrong trunk?”

“It was.”

“I thought so, sir, when I took it from the bag-
gage-rack, as it were so light.”

“You are right,‘ Ned, for the treasure-trunk was so
heavy that it had bursted with its weight, and Mrs.

Dunwoody repacked it, using one of her own for

the ‘valuables, and ‘which, she says, had little of real»

-
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value in it, except books which she had brought Jong :

and which can be replaced for little cost.’

“Lord have marcy, sir, but ther masked Mexican
will cuss in three languages when he finds it out!”

“T would not be surprised.”

“Is there a Bible among ther books, sir?”

“I really do not know; but I will ask.”

“Never mind, sir, only, if there is, maybe it wxll
convert him.” .

“It is to be hoped so, Ned,” and the major let
the leaders feel the lash, touching them up with the
skill of a master of the whip.

The road was comparatively good now, and the

team of six horses, as Ned said, “got down to busi-

ness.”

“We have a place ahead, sir,” where we have to
slow up for half a mile, and then we can make ’em
jump for half a dozen miles straight ahead,” Ned
said, and he cast an anxious look far back in the
moonlight.

But no persons were visible, yet the speed of the
horses was not relaxed, for both the driver and the
officer well knew that the road- agents well mounted

and they doubtless were, could travel three 1mles to
one of the ceach
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At last, as they drew up for the bad piece of road,

Major Caruth’s quick eye caught sight of a dark ob-

ject coming out of the timber a mile away.

“There they come, Ned, so push all you can.”

“I will, sir, though it's go slow here, or break

down.”

“So it seems, and you are doing your best.”

“Are they coming, major?” quietly asked the gen-
eral, from the coach-window.

“Yes, sir.”

“Then we must fight them off if we can.”

k‘&’cs, sir.”’

“The ladies will be protected from their shots by
the baggage in the rack, and I will come on top and
'help' you.”

“If you please, sir.”

“And you must be protected there,” said Ruth
firmly.

“There is some baggage on top, you know, Ruth.”

“‘Yes, and here are three heavy cushions and our
wraps, and they will help, for we will be more than
é.';;ife here,” remarkedrRuth, and she was perfectlyl_s
calm.

“We w111 all be safe, never fear,” was the cheery4

answer_of the general, and he swung out of the

:
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window; and was the next instant upon the top of
the coach.

“Now, Caruth, we must make a' breastwork of this
luggage, for it will protect Ned and ourselves as well,
If we could only get into our trunks, we ‘would have
no fear, for our new rifles are there.”

“Yes, sir, but the trunks containing the rifles are
on the rack in the rear.”

“Well, we can use our revolvers, and, if the road-

agents  have rifles, we must take it as it comes.”

“Yes, sir,” and Major Caruth took up the cushions, *

wraps, and valises handed up by Ruth and Clarice,
and, placing them, with the baggage, in position,
formed a very respectable breastwork across the top
of the coach.

They were now going through heavy timber, and

where the trail was very rough; but soon it became
good traveling again, and the coach ceased to bound
and rock as before, though the horses were sent for-
ward at a more rapid pace.

The timber still continued heavy, shading the moon-
light so that the trail was darkened, and they could
not see far back behind; but, when drawing rein for
a moment to listen, the sound of hoofs was heard

‘coming rapidly on
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“They is mad clean through, sir,”” said Horseshoe

| Ned, addressing the general, who was upon his right,

' standing with his face to the rear, while Major Caruth

| was upon the left.

“Yes, and they will be merciless, so we must fight it
out to the end,” was the stern reply.

The woods now became thicker, the darkness great-
er, and all knew that the pursuers could mot be far

behind.
Ahead was a steep hill, and suddenly Ruth called

out:

“Quick!- Take my keys and get me my cornet out
of the little red trunk on top.”

The general hastily obeyed, and a moment after,
as the sound of approaching hoofs drew nearer, when
the bottom of the hill was reached, there suddenly

rang out the clear bugle-notes of a rally of cavalry.




CHAPTER XVI.
THE SCOUT’S DISCOVERY.

The clear notes of Ruth’s silver cornet, blowing

a cavalry bugle-call, rang through the timber with

thrilling reverberations, and were echoed back from |

the steep hillside. . The stage-horses seemed cheered
by the ringing notes, and General Dunwoody and Ma-
jor Caruth could hardly repress a cheer, while Horse-
shoe Ned, with less dignity upon his broad shoulders,
burst forth in a wild war-whoop.

The cry was contagious, and the two officers gave
vent to a cheer which was joined in by the clear, mus-
ical voices of Ruth and Clarice.

Then again arose the cornet sounding the bugle
noces of a charge, and the cheers were repeated.

“Hold, Ned!”

At the command of the general, Horseshoe Ned
drew rein upon: the’side of the steep hill..

He had hardly done so, when he shouted :

“They is a-goin’ back!

“Yer sent ’em back a-whoopin’,” miss, with thef

bugle-call !

| you says and does goes.
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All listened, and they could hear the rattle of hoofs
in rapid flight, and dying away in the distance.

“Ruth, my brave girl, your nerve has saved us,”
the general said enthusiastically. :

“It did, indeed, Mrs. Dunwoody, and it was just
like you to think of it,” the major added.

“She spoke of it, but at first feared her cornet was
in one of the trunks in the rack,” added Mrs. Caruth.

“Tt struck me that if the outlaws thought we were
meeting a party of cavalry they would take to their

heels, and, fortunately, I was right,” ‘was Ruth’s re-

'~ sponse to the prziise heaped upon her, and which was

topped off with Horseshoe Ned’s laudation of:

“Yer is a dandy from ’wayback, miss, and what
I’'m yer sarvant, miss, fer
life, as I’d hev been ther fu’st one kilt by them out-
laws, I feels sart’in.”

As the danger was now considered over, the horses
were allowed to go at a slower pace, though still
pushed above ordinary speed, as the general was
anxious tosend Buffalo Bill and his men to the scene,
that they might start on the trail at the first peep of
dawn.,-

The coach, having been delayed by repairs, was

L hours 1hind, and when within a few miles of the

-
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fort, a party of cavalry was met coming out to ge
what was the reason of the delay. ‘

They greeted their commander with a cheer whey
they heard he was with the coach, and the lieutenant
in charge slyly despatched a courier back at full speed,
to notify the post that Colonel Dunwoody and:his
bride, accompanied by Captain and Mrs, Caruth, were
coming on' the coach, for the young. officer did not
know of* the promotion of his two superiors.

The coach came in view of the fort two hours be-
fore midnight, and was at once greeted by the roar
of artillery, to the great surprise of the passengers,
who did not know of the lieutenant’s sly act of send-
ing word on ahead. !

The greeting to the commander was most sincere
from all, except from Lieutenant-colonel De Sutro,
who deeply regretted having to give up his temporary
honors.

He was too politic to betray this feeling, however,
and both he and his wife outwardly welcomed the
general and his wife and Major '‘Caruth and Clarict,
for the shoulder-straps of their fatigue suits now
~ showed that they had been promoted.

But General Dunwoody  lost, no time in sending

for Buffalo Rill, and, after a short talk with his gliéf,
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| the scout and his men dashed rapidly away, and ac-
| companying them was Surgeon Powell, who could

| pever miss a chance to go on a trail when there was

a prospect of a fight at the end of it, or good service

to be rendered as scout, fighter, or surgeon.

The scouts went prepared for a fight, or a long

trail, and rode rapidly to the scene where the bugle-

calls of Ruth had caused the pursuers of the coach
to turn back.

Here they went into camp until morning, as no
trail could be followed through the timber by night;
but when the day had dawned so that they could see
the tracks, they were mounted and ready to follow
the trail. =

They readily saw where the coach had halted upon
the hillside, and, following it back, they could see
that up to that point Horseshoe Ned was driving at
the full speed of his horses.

Several hundred yards back, the keen eyes of Buf-
falo Bill fell upon something that riveted his atten-
tion.

“Here, Frank, seel”

“Yes, a horseman ' reined up suddenly there, and

Wheeled to the right-about.”
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“Yes, when his rider heard the bugle-call! He g
the leader, doubtless.”

And this trail they followed back, but not an ey
could find another track or trace, and at last Buffal
Bill said, after several miles had been gone over:

“There was but one man pursuing the éoach, men,”

There was no doubt but that the scouts all feit the
same way, as to the number of road—agen‘ts who had
followed the coach. -They wére all experieﬁced frajl-

ers, and there were, besides the chief and Surgeon

Powell, Wild Bill, Texas Jack, and others of that il ‘

so there could be no mistake.

They picked out the tracks of the six running coach- ‘

horses, and following was the one track of the pus:

suer. The rider had cut across here and there whert

the coach had to go around, and all along the separaf¢

tracks of the single horse were picked out from thos
made by the team by the skilful ‘experts in prairi
craft.

Back to the scene of the halting of ‘the coach went

the scouts on the trail, and then they scattered,

pick up the threads ‘as each man could. Buffalo Bil

and the surgeon-scout kept side by side.

Every man had left his horse, not to confuse the

falo Bill came upon a strange scene.
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tracks, and so there were visible the trails of the four
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horses which had ridden across the road in the face
of the coach-team.

There, too, was the single trail which the scouts had
followed back to the scene of the hold-up.

Where the coach had halted while the‘robbery took
place was seen, and there was the trunk broken open,

fhe Contents scattered about, just as they had been

| thrown by the searchers for gold.

These things were gathered up and repacked in the
trnk, while Buffalo Bill and his men laughed over
the road-agent’s disappointment.

From there the trail was taken back over the stage-
trail, and there were five horses to trail now, the one
that had followed the coach and the four that had
fidden across the road ahead of the leaders.

Afew miles from the place of the robbery, Buf-
There in a val-
ley a horse was feeding, a rider upon his back. The
latter did not appeaf to observe the scouts, but Aleaned
over in his saddle, as though fast asleep.

Was he a picket neglecting his duty, while his com-
fades were encamped near and depending upon him?

This was the general opinion, and the scouts at

nce spread out in a circle, to surround the mounted




| 158 The Scout’s Discovery.

sentinel. When the circle was complete they closed 1

rapidly in, and dashed down upon the horseman,

A general laugh broke out from the scouts; the !

horseman was a dummy.

There was the horse, saddled and bridled, and there
was a suit of clothes, a hat, and the semblance of 2
man. Even by daylight it was deceptive in appear-
ance.

About thé neck of the horse was a broken rope, ang
Buffalo Bill seemed to read the signs like an open
book, for he said:

“This explains the situation, Surgeon Powell.”

“Yes, if you read it as I do, Bill”

“I read it that there was but one man in the at-
tack on the coach, and the four supposed men were
dummies.”

“That is just it.”

“The one man was the masked Mexican, and he
‘planned the attack by getting up those dummies, and
he plotted well.”

“He did, indeed.”

“When he discovered how he had been cheated out
of his treasure, he became revengeful, and rode after

7y

the coach in a mood that was dangerous
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“But he would have run against a snag in the two
defenders the coach had.”

“Oh, yes, and was frightened off, fortunately, by
Mrs. Dunwoody’s bugle-call.”

“Well, now to go on and see where the trail leads.”

So on they rode, carrying with them the norse
which carried the dummy outlaw, and. which was
taken as it was.

The trail led them for miles, until it came to the
relay stage-statiom, where they found the stock-tender
at the corral, having a look at his horses.

He recognized Buffalo Bill and his- men as they
rode up, and called out:

“I say, Bill, has you been borrowin' any o’ my
critters ?”

“No, Barney, but we have brought you one, per-
haps. Is this your horse?”

“He be, fer a fact, but what in thunder is thet on
him?”

“A road-agent.”

“Yer don’t mean it?

“Waal, I has three others thet I found outside the
corral this morning, a-lookin' as though ther witches
hed been ridin’ of ’em, and they was al tied to-

gether.”
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“Was there a broken rope at one end, Barney ?”

“There was, Bill, for here is ther rope.”

“It fits the one on this horse, and he broke loose
and got lost in the night, and was hard to catch, so
was left by the road-agent. Now, Surgeon Powell,
we must find the trail of the man who played the bold
game he did to rob the general and his party.”

“Yes, Bill, but I fear we will lose that trail right
here,” was Surgeon Powell's answer.

And the surgeon was right, for from there the trail
of the road-agent’s horse could not be followed.

After three days of fruitless search, the scouts
-returned to the fort in a very disconsolate mood.
They were subdued by their failure to find the masked
Mexican, or some clue to him.

The trunk, with its contents, which the road-agent
had seemed not to care for, had been strapped upen
a pack-saddle and carried back to the fort, where it
was said by Ruth Dunwoody to be almost intact.

The chief of scouts, accompanied by Surgeon Pow-
ell, went at once to the headquarters of the general,
who had been most busy since his return in arran-
ging matters to his liking.

Lieutenant-colonel De Sutré sulked a little. when

he found that Lionel Lester had been promoted along
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with others, and that he had to go back from com-
mandant of the post to his regiment once more, or,
rather, the four companies of it stationed at the fort.

“Well, Cody, what luck?” eagerly asked the gen-
eral, greeting the surgeon and the scout most cordially.

“None, sir, to speak of, as, though we brought
back the trunk, with its contents safe, I hope, we did
not catch the robber.” :

“Nor find any clue to him or his gang?”

“We found his gang, sir.”

“Ah, that is something, indeed, for I suppose you

captured or killed them?”

“We brought one back with us, sir, as a sample,

and the others are not dangerous. In fact, general,
there was only the masked Mexican to 1ob you that
night, and who gave pursuit, for his men were dum-
mies, mounted upon horses stolen from Barney’s re-
lay stage-station.”

“Cody, you astound me!” and the face of the gen-
eral fully depicted his amazement.

“We were also astounded, sir.”

“And one man robbed us as he did?”

“True, sir, but one man; but he did it most
cleverly !”

“Orderly !’
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The orderly quickly came at the general’s call.

“My compliments to Major Caruth, and ask him to
come to my quarters at once.”

When the orderly disappeared, the general said,
with a laugh:

“Caruth must also hear this mortifying story of
how one man robbed two officers and Horseshoe Ned.”

“I do not think, general, you should feel any self-
censure about it, sir, for you certainly beheld a show
of force, the ruse was so clever you could not believe
but one man could do what the robber accomplished;
and then, too, you had ladies with you, which for-
bade any resistance which might bring a deadly fire
upon them.”

“It is most kind of you, Surgeon Powell, to help
us out so nicely as you do, but I still feel deeply cut—
ah! here is Caruth.”

The major entered just then, saluting his superior
and greeting the surgeon and the scout.

“Major Caruth, when we were robbed the other
night, how many o.u_tlawsl.did you see?” |

“Five, sir.”

“You are sure of this?”’

“Perfectly, sir.”

“You are willing to swear that you saw five men?”
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Y. am, sir.’”>

“I must have Horseshoe Ned’s testimony, too,” and
the brderly was sent after the driver.

Horseshoe Ned soon put in an appearance, and the
general asked:

“Horseshoe Ned, how many men did you see in the
attack on the ‘coach the other night?”

: “Five, sir.”

“You are certain?”’

“Dead sart’in, sir, ther’ were five of ther varmints,
ther masked Mexican and the four who headed us
off.”

“You will take oath that you saw five men?”

“On a stack o’ Bibles, sir, thet will fill my coach.”

“Major Caruth, both you and Horseshoe Ned are
wrong.”

“T do not understand, general,” said the major.

“Cody, pray explain just what you saw.” :

Buffalo Bill did so, and, in spite of the presence
of the general, Horseshoe Ned uttered an oath, and
then burst into a fit of hearty laughter.

“General, we was roastied, wasn’t we?”

“Yes, Ned, we certainly were, and I agree with
you that it is a laughing matter now, though it was

not then.”

——
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“Pardon me, general, but I were so sart'in I seen
men thet I fairly saw ‘em raise and lower the'r weep-
ons, and even heerd ’em talkin’ as we druv by; but I
guesses Buffalo Bill knows, and they was dummies,

so we was sold; but next time I sees 'em, them dumb

riders has got ter shoot me afore I helieves they is

flesh and blood.”

All joined in the laugh now, for the general seemed

really to enjoy it, and said:

“Tt is lucky we got our promotion before this hap-
pened, Caruth, or we would never have gone up a
round of the ladder.”

“I fear mot, sir.” X
Before more could be said, the orderly entered with

a note.
“A courier brought it, sir,” he said, saluting the

general. ;
The general opened it, and read aloud:

“Please send Buffalo Bill and his men to Pocket
City, for there is work here for them to do. With
respect, Scorr KiNg,

“Captain of the Vigilantes.”

CHAPTER XVIIL.
ANOTHER HOLD-UP.

Four-in-hand Frank had been considérablj wor-
ried over having Nina De Sutro robbed while under
his charge. He felt humiliated, and only hoped to
get a chance when he would be able to enjoy a re-
venge by seeing the robber caught and hanged.

As the road-agent had never yet struck twice in the
same place, and had made a good haul from Nina De
Sutro, it was not supposed that Four-in-hand Frank’s
coach would be molested upon its run out, and hence
Judge Scott King, and others, tock advantage of what
they supposed would be a safe trip, to send out cer-
tain money they wished deposited in Eastern banks,
or its equivalent in gold-dust.

The judge sent five thousand dollars in bills, to be
deposited to his credit in Chicago, and there were
various other sums amounting from five hundred to
a couple of thousand in gold pieces, gold in its crude
state, or bank-bills. |

“I've got a good load of treasure this time, judge.

All of twelve thousand dollars,” said th~ -river, as

he was gbout to depart upon his rum.
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“I think you will have no trouble, Frank, for.no
one knows the money 1s gomg through, and 1ts pres-
ence in the hiding-place you have for it not a soul
would ever suspect,” the judge replied. -

“That’s so, sir, it’s hid fer keeps,” and, monnting
his box, Four-in-hand Frank drove away from the
Frying-pan Hotel with his usual jaunty air and dash,
sending his team along at a slapping pace that looked
as though it was the schedule time of the Overland
Company, but which dropped from fifteen to four
miles an hour the moment the camps were lefi be-A‘
hind. . _

There were two miners along, giving up the mines
and returning to their homes, for they had dug what
was to them a fortune, and had sent it home, too,
excepfing what they had along with them.v’ They
lolled back in the coach, taking their comfort and
enjoying their pipes, while they mentally co_ngratulated
themselves upon having gotten out of the fnines aliv-e,.
and that after years of a_bslence they were to greét.
the loved ones at home. 7 , s : e

The way was nearly gone over and Four-m-hand“
Frank was;.congrgtulatmg‘ hnn_self ; upon having gots

ten through in safety, when suddenly in the trail ap»

g |

peared the gfatuel'iktzr forms of a horse and rider.. .|
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#Ther masked Mexican, as I lives!” said Frank,

and his heart sank within him; but then he cheered

up at the thought that the treasure was too well hid-

den to be found.

“Say, pards, he’s onter us, so look spry, but don’t
be fools,” called out Frank.

But no reply came from within the coach.

The two miners had breught along,' as “refreéh;
ments,” a bottle each af some of the Frying-pan Ho-
tel's “best,” and they had proceeded to surround the
liquor with all despatch. The result was that they
were both very drunk.

The masked Mexican did not have to halt Four-in-
hand Frank, for the driver was willing to be accom-
modating. He did not know whether there were
more or not, and he did know that he was liable to
sudden death if he attempted to push by. '

Did he receive encouragement from the two pas-
sengers Frank was willing to ﬁght but they were
serenely oblivious to all danger :

Frank’s wounded finger pained hlm, too, and it
would not be hn'éasy: ina'tt'e% 'to handle the reins and
his revolver together "So, "under the c1rcumstances,
he camie to a halt, dkid’ sang'out: © 7 '

“Waal, Road-agent, this ain’t your day ter win.”

S e et
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“How so?” asked the masked Mexican. ‘

] ain’t got no yaller ballast aboard this cruise o
ther old mountain-ship.”

“You have passengers?”’

“Who said so?”

“You did not, but I say so.”

“Two miners as is dead busted, and is gittin’ out o’
ther mines.”

“Tell them to get out.”” ¢
“Pard, if they had not been asleep, I'd ’a’ tried it

on with them ter run by you; but I c’'w'dn’t wake 'em

7

up.

“Maybe I can.”

Then, raising his voice, the road-agent called in his
broken English:

“Ho, there! Ho!”

But all calls were in vain. The two miners slum-
bered on serenely.
- “Perhaps this will be more effective,” and the
masked Mexican drew a revolver with his left hand,
keeping his right-hand weapon still covering the

driver.

Riding to one side of the coach, he pulled trigger,

and a bullet went crashing into the panels;

~
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“Hold on, pard, don’t cut ther old hearse ter
pieces,” called out the driver, in alarm.

“I am only waking up those sleepy passengers,” was
the cool reply, and the other five shots of the revolver
were sent tearing through the coach, causing the two
passengers to throw open the door, and with wild yells
of terror to spring out before the road-agent.

'The muddled brains of the two passengers cleared
very rapidly under the heroic waking-up treatment
they had received at the hands of the ontlaw. Four-
in-hand Frank knew a good thing when he saw i,
and he laughéd heartily, as he called out:

“Pard thief, the judge oughter hev you at the Fry-
ing-pan, ter wake up his lazy boarders.”

" Fhe masked face of the Mexican could not be seen,
so it was not known what effect the sudden tumbling
out of the miners had upon him. That the two men
were terribly scared there was no room fot doubt.

Nor was that all, for they had both been clipped by
the bullets, one in the shoulder very slightly, the other
an the leg, and though neither wound was at all seri-
ous, it had caused them pain and sobered them. |

“l called you, sefiors, for I want you,” said the

masked Mexican, covering them with his revolver..

“And 1 calls ou, pard, and wants yer!” yelled Fours
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f

in-hand Frank, who had been watching his chance,

and acted the moment he saw that it had come:

As the words left his lips he whipped out his re-

volver and opened upon.the masked Mexican.

Seeing the situation of affairs, and noting the bold
act of Four-in-hand Frank, the two miners drew their
revolvers and also began to fire.

The effect was startling, but not upon the masked
Mexican. He had merely turned his helad toward
Four-in-hand Frank, as he began to fire, and then
back again to face the two miners when they opened
upon him.

There were all of a dozen shots turned upon the
outlaw, and neither horse or rider moved.

“When you have done practising, sefiors, I will

talk with you,” he said, in the coolest manner possi-

ble, and, returning his empty revolver to his holster'

in the saddle, for he had emptied it into the coach, he
drew a second weapon from his belt.

Four-in-hand  Frank was dumfounded, and put up
his gun, giving a whistle as he did so. The miners
stood awed, and replaced their weapons.

Who was this man they had fired upon and who

had never flinched under it, or apparently been touche

byv a bullet?

A
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Frank knew his own deadly aim, and he was aware
that the two miners had the name of being good shots.
But there sat the Mexican, in proof that théy had
fired a dozen shots upon him with no apparent effect.
The situation was a strange one, and the driver and
miners were really awed.

“You are bad shots, sefiors, most wretched; but I

warn you that my aim is deadly—see your whip,

 sefior,” and with a quick shot, the staff of the whip

was cut in two.

“Durn yer!” growled Four-in-hand Frank, while the
masked Mexican continued:

“Now, don’t make me kill you, so obey.”

There was no doubt but that he had the two miners
cowed, while the driver was in a quandary, and sud-
denly took the chances of another shot. It failed, and
the Mexican laughed, while he said:

“I do not dread your bullets, for I was not born to
die by the hand of man.”

“Yer was born ter die jolly, dancin’ a jig at ther end
o’ a rope;” growled Four-in-hand Frank, now appar-
ently also afraid of the masked Mexican.

““I want no more nonsense now. You have given

‘me your lead most freely, and now I want your gold.

—
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Come, sefiors, 1 want ail the gold you have, except
what you need to get you home.” SRS

“We ain’t got much.”

“Perhaps it will be better to search your dead bod-

ies.

The miners took the hint, and unloaded. They
took off their buckskin belts, and the road-agent said:

“Count out for yourselves two hundred dollars, and
give me the balance.” . 4 ‘

There was nothing to do but obey, and the belts
of money were tossed up to the road-agent, who said
graciously :

“Thanks, sefors. Now, Sefior Frank, it is your
turn to be generous.”

“] ain’t no fool to carry money with me for road-
agents.”

“Very true; but you have a large sum hidden
away.” :

“Ef yer kin find any dust about me or my old
hearse, yer is welcome, darn yer, ter have it.”

“Thanks for your generous gift, sefior. You,
sefior, get under that coach, and yoﬁ will rind, tacked
close up to the bottom, a piece of buckskin. Pull it
off, and hand me the moneyAyou find there!”

“Is you the devil?” -gasped Frank, startled at the
k
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discovery of a secret which he believed known only
to the judge and himself.

“Call me what you please, sefior,” was the indif-
ferent reply, and when the miner ordered to get the
treasure handed it to him, he turned and rode away,
followed by a rattling fire from the driver and the
miners, but which did not cause him even to turm

in his saddle to look back at them.




CHAPTER XVIIL

1

LIKE A HOODOO.
{

“I fired just twelve shots at him, pards,” said Foufl '

in-hand Frank, looking at his empty revolvers.

‘Me, too.”

“Ditto me,’

)

were the responses of the miners.

“Thirty-six bullets at close range, and he rode off
with a thank you, and something like twelve thousand
dollars in money.”

“Yas, five hundred o’ my cash.”

“Three hundred o’ mine.”

“Waal, I really believes he is the devil.”

“It looks so.”

“He is bullet-proof, as he said.”

“Was there bullets in our guns, does yer reckon?”

This question of Four-in-hand Frank set the three
to thinking.

“Let me see, I loaded my weapons yesterday after-
noon, or, more likely, T didn’t, but thet gunsmith at
ther camps did, fer I gi've’ thém 'to him ter overlook
every month, and he puts ’em in prime condition fer

”w

me.
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“Yes, and he fixed up our guns fer us, too, and
loaded ‘em.”

“Then he left out the bullets,” emphatically said
Four-in-hand Frank.

“No, fer I seen ther bullets in mine.”

“Me, too.”

“So I does remember seein” ‘em in mine, toe.

“Pards, I don’t git ther hang o’ this trick he hev
played onter us.”

The three men discussed the situation as they rode
along, the miners riding upon the box now, and féel-
ing deep regret that their bottles had been emptied,
for they had been sobered up too suddenly for their
own ‘good. They had sought their ammunition to
reload their revolvers, and, taking out the powder and
bullets,* soon had their revolvers in condition again,
though Four-in-hand Frank -said:

“We has nothing to defend now but our lives.”

They had gone but a few miles, when they were
suddenly brought to a halt by a sharp command:

“Hold! Hands up!” .

The voice came from a thicket, and though they

*Cartridges were not in general use then, but powder, ball, and

6aps.—1THE AUTHOR.
E
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did not see the man who halted them, they, as if \\.’-iﬂl
one thought, drew their weapons and pulled trigge:r;
aiming into the covert.

But it was but a volley of caps, for not a single
shot was fired, and every revelver was given its full
complement in trial.

The effect can be imagined uponi the driver and the
two miners. They had heped to slaughter the man
who had dared hold them up, be he who he might.

Then out from among the foliage-fringed racks
rode a horseman, his revolvers in his hands, and cover-
ing the driver and his two passengers.

“The masked Mexican again, or I lies!” cried
Frank, and the horseman heard his words. Tl}é}‘
looked in dumb amazement at him, while he calle¢
out:

“I want my toll, sefiors, and shall charge high after
your attempt to kill me. Your powder must be bad.”

“Ain’t yer satisfied with what yer robbed us of
back on ther trail, that yer cuts ahead of us ag’in?”
demanded Four-in-hand Frank.

The man regarded him fixedly through the eye:

holes in his mask, and then said slowly :
“Did I take all?”

X “Waal, yer was man enough ter let my pérds here |
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keep a couple of hundred each, and now I suppose yer
wants that?”

“I do. -Hand over every dollar you have, seiors,
or I shall give lead for gold.”

The two miners took off their depleted belts, ;md
tossed them to the masked Mexican, who said:

“T must be content with this. Let me see, it was
just what distance from here back on the trail that I
halted you?”

“Not five miles back, as yer should know, durn
yer seein’ as yer is akin to ther devil.”

The road-agent bowed and turned away in sdence
while the three men looked at each other in a be-
wildered way.

The driver took his revolvers and looked at them.
Then he took out his powder-pouch, poured a little
upon the top of the coach, and, lighting a match,
toﬁched it to it. There was no flash. Putting some
in his mouth, Four-in-hand Frank cried savagely:

“It’s black sand, or he has hoodoo’d ther powder.”

The powder of the miners proved to be of the same
kind; and utterly helpless as far as their weapons
went, the three men went on their way, sadder and
wiser.

l “We has ter go back w1th yer, Pnrd ant:1< ter wonk

Nty
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some time longer, ter git ther dust ter git home,” said
one,

“Sure,” said the other.

“Yas, pards, I takes yer back at my expense, free,
for I wants yer as witnesses in my case,” sadly said
Four-in-hand Frank.

In the meanwhile, the masked Mexican had ridden
back along the trail, until he came to the scene of
the first hold-up. He dismounted from his horse,
looked the ground over carefully, and then, leaping

into his saddle, rode rapidly away.

% 3 % *

Red Coach Rob was driving slowly along a danger-
ous part of his trail, which wound aroﬁnd a steep
bluff. The trail was narrow, a precipice being upon
the other side, but a few feet from the wheel-tracks,
and to go over it meant certain death. This the
driver and the horses as well knew, and the greatest
caution was taken. »

It was upon ‘the return trip of the driver, when
he made it by daylight, his down run being made
always by night. ] S i

The bluff upon his right hand rose a few feet above:
ithe c,oach-topf ani was- ecovered with a growth 05

=
e
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stunted trees. Red Coach Rob had his reins well in
hand, his eyes upon his horses, and was thinking of
no danger there other than that of the drive around
the bluft.

He had a passenger with him, and who was looking
out of the coach-window, regarding the danger of
the trail with considerable interest and the skill of
the driver.

Suddenly, from over the edge of the bluff, floated a
dark object, settling quickly over the shoulders of the
driver, and coming taut with a twang. A lasso had
Red Coach Rob in its fatal coil. At the same instant
the command was heard:

“Halt!”

The foot of Red Coach Rob was upon his brake,
his hands tightly clasping the reins, and there was
nothing for him to do but obey. His arms were
pinioned to the elbow with the lasso, which had been
most skilfully thrown, and a mistake meant destruc-
tion to human life, his team, and coach.

The passenger inside the coach looked out to di-
vine the cause of the halt, for he had not understood
the command, and supposed that it was the driver

who had spoken.

L “Sefior, we lave met before, and you ave covered,
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so do not throw your life away,” came from 'o%zer
the bluff.

“T understand my position, and the danger we are
all in. This is a bad place to delay a team, so talk

>

quick, before nry horses get restless,’ satd the driver.

“You have a United States paymaster along as a
passenger?”’

“I have a passenger, but I do not know who he
is.”
“He is Paymaster Fellows, and he carries in his
valise a large sum of money, which I want.”

“Well, you and him for that,” was Red Coach
Rob’s indifferent response. :

The passenger had heard all, and now called out:

“Y amr not Paymaster Fellows. He was taken ill,
and could not come, so sent me to report his illness to
the commander at the fort.”

“Does that mean that you have no Government
money with you?” asked the road-agent.

“Of course #t does, for Major Feﬁows would not
trust a clerk with his money.”

“What amount have you?”

“Perhaps a couple of hundred dollars.”

“I shall take chances of finding more, so throw eut
that valise!” ] g
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The order rang out threateningly, and, as there was
a moment’s hesitation, the road-agent sent a bullet
crashing through the coach.

“Quick! no delay, or you get the next bullet.”

The man saw that the road-agent meant just what
he said, and he tossed a black valise out of the window,
for the horses were getting wvery restless, and Red
Coach Rob called out:

“Don’t dally now, pard, unless you want us all to
go over the precipice.”

“There is my valise,” the passenger said, “and all
the Government money you find in it you are wel-
come to.”

“Drive on!” shouted the masked Mexican, leveling
his revolver at Red Coach Rob, who now threw off
the noose and obeyed.

And not an instant too soon, for, fretted at the
delay and startled by the shot, the horses had become f
so restive that they were getting beyond control.

They were held well in hand, however, by Red
Coach Rob, as they started forward, and soon passed
out of the peril of the bluff trail, and were drawn
up to give the driver a rest after his hard exertions.

The passenger took advantage of this halt to get

out and clamber up to the box, while he said:

b

¥ i
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“That was a close call, driver.”

“Yes, sir, and it was lucky you were not Major
Fellows, and had no Government funds with you, or
he would have gotten it.” =

“T am not Major Fellows, driver, but I am Captain
Fleming, who was sent to relieve the major, who is ill
at the southwest post. That fellow. was posted in
some way that Major Fellows was going through with
funds for the quartermaster and commissary at Pion-
eer Post, and he came very near getting just twenty
thousand dollars from me.”

Red Coach Rob gave a shrill whistle: of - surprise,
while he said:

“You were in luck, sir.”

B Ves:

“But he got your valise.”

“That was a valise I had the one now in the coacli
in. T took out the inner one, and threw him the outer
one,” and both laughed over the clever ruse of the

officer.

CHAPTER XIX,
THE RUSE THAT WENT WRONG.

The paymaster rose greatly in the estimation of
Red Coach Rob by his clever ruse. He had shown
courage and presence of mind, saving.a large sum to
the Government, and Red Coach Rob respected pluck,
and liked the officer. |

“Tt will not do to jog along at this pace, for when

Presently he said:

that masked Mexican discovers how he has been sold,
he will come after us.’

“Doubtless, and will find me ready to meet him, 1f

he has not too great odds against me.”

“We'll trust to the speed of my team first, sir, for
2 stern chase is said to be a long one, and, unless he
cuts us off, we can distance him, I hope; while, if it

comes to a fight, we must meet him, more than half-_

“You think he is alone, then?”

“Yes, sir, for the masked Mexican never has aid, !
and almost invariably catches his victims off thelr
guard, or at such a disadvantage resistance would be

utter madness.”




'184 The Ruse that Went Wrong

4t 1
“Can he cut us off anywhere o

“If he knows the trail well, he can, sir.

“Where ?”

“About ten miles ahead, sir, for he can cut through
Split Cafion, going four miles while we travel thres

times that distance.”
“Then we must be on the watch.”

“You will have to be, sir, for it is the worst place
on. the road, and I'll have all I can do to steer my

team down the hill in safety.” |

“All right, you look to your horses, then, and Tl
see to this masked Mexican if he heads us off,” sai(i
the officer.

There was no sign of a pursuit being made by-th.e
disappointed road-agent, and the stage rolled on until
it came to the dangerous piece of road spoken of-by
Red Coach Rob. . ozl

There the driver had to devote all of his energies
to his team, and, interested in watching his skill and
nerve in driving, Captain Fleming forgot the wery
existence of the road-agent until suddenly brought to
a realization of danger by the team coming to a sud-
den halt, as there appeared in the trail ahead of the

! leaders: the masked Mexican upon horseback. °
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“Hold!
man—what ! you dare me?

Hands off that weapon, or you are a dead
Take that!”

_ Just as the _Qfﬁcer had- drawn his revolver to fire, the
ﬁngked Mexican pulled trigger.

Back upon the coach-top sank the officer, his right
arm shattered by the_nbullet from the road-agent’s
pistol, forcing him to cling on with his other hand, or
be thrown from the coach, which, in spite of every
effort, was being dragged on down the steep and ter-
rible hill by the team. Red Coach Rob had his hands
full in managing his team, so called out:

" “Hold on for your life, sir, or you will be hurled
to the rocks.

“Coward! Den’t you see I cannot check my tcam
up here?”

The last was addressed to the masked Mexican,

. who had wheeled alongside the coach, and, riding by

i o

it as it went down the hill, answered:

“Oh, yes, I see your trouble, sefior; but any trick
will cost you your life, so beware.”

Then; as the coach reached the bottom of the hill,
the road-agent called out:
“Halt!

“Hands up, both of you!”

There was nothing to do but obey, the officer raising
~ -“A,
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his unwounded arm above his head, as Red Coach
Rob raised his, while he said:

“You are very smart, Sir Mexican, to catch me as
you did just now back upon the Shelf trail, when I
could not do anything, and then cut through Split
Cafion, when you found there was nothing in the
valise the gentleman threw to you, and catch me here
where you got me foul again. Now, what do you

expect to get this time?”
“Money.”

The masked Mexican had listened with interest to
what the driver had said, and his answer was short
As neither Red Coach Rob nor

the officer made any reply, he continued :

and to the point.

“Yes, I want money, and, as that gentleman ap-
pears to be dangerously wounded, I advise that you
do not delay long in giving me my toll, but get the
sefior to the station as soon as possible.”

“I have no gold to give you, and this gentleman I
warn you not to rob, as he is an army officer.”

“Ah! and what care I who a man is? |

“Come, give up your money; sefior, or I will ‘ﬁnish’

my work!”

113 3 . A
You cannot resist, sir, for you are wou ded, and

X

* The Ruse that Went Wrong. 187

' naver done all in your power to prevent being robbed,”
‘ said Red Coach Rob.

“The satchel is in the coach. Take it,” said the
officer faintly.

“No, I am not to be caught in such a trap, sefor,”
said the masked Mexican, observing a certain flash in
the eyes of Captain Fleming.

“If I put my head in the coach, you would be dan- ‘
gerous that very instant, wounded though you are.
Come, driver, the sefior is un.able to ride upon the
box, aid him into the coach, and hand me out the

valise. Obey, for I am in an ugly humor.”

Red Coach Rob saw that the officer was growing
weaker from loss of blood, and also that the road-
agent meant to carry out his threat, and was not to
be trifled with, so he at once said:

“Let me help you down, sir, and I will do what I
can-to dress your wound, and then push on with all
speed, for -the stafion—égeht is a doctor, I am glad
to tell you.” =

“Thank you.b i supi)o‘se the loss of the money is
ine\/itab}e, SO lét ifzgtd,” ‘and the wounded ofﬁcer_ was
aided to the ground by Red Coach Rob, both of them
tovered the while by the road-agent.
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Then the valise was handed to the masked Mexican,
who slowly backed his horse out of range, covering
the two all the while. He stood out of range, watch-

ing them, while Red Coach Rob bound up the wounded

arm as well as he could and aided the officer into the |

coach. :

Then, mounting to his box, he drove rapidly on,
while the road-agent gave a shout of delight as he
opened the satchel and discovered the packs of new

money it contained.

Strapping it to his saddle, he rode rapidly away ‘

through Split Cafion to the cliff trail, and there found

the outer satchel which had been thrown from the |

coach. It was crushed, ‘as though trampled upon,
and, after examining it and the surroundings for a
while, the masked Mexican rode away to his lair,
wherever that was. |

The wounded officer was as well cared for at the
station as it was possible for him to be, and‘. Red

Coach Rob ran through with all the speed he could

make. Fortunately, he was in good time for the

it to the fort the next morning.

say.”

i From Horseshoe Ned he learned of the attack ugot ’

i
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his coach on his last rum, and that no less a person-

| age was robbed by the masked Mexican than General

Dunwoody.

“Buffalo Bill and his men is arter ther road-agent,

or, leastwise, was, andl so he’s as good as captured,

| only it will take some leetle time; for what Bill Cody

starfs ter run down he gits,” explained Horseshoe

| Ned to hispassenger.

“Tﬁis masked Mexican seems to be here, there,
and everywhere, it appears, driver,” said Captain
Fleming.

“He-do so, sir. He’s around in spots, yer might

“Yes, T have heard of his sparing a lady on yeur
coach, robbing her on the Pocket City stage, and

then of holding you up when General Dunwoady was

 along, catching me with Red Coach Rob twice, and

also helding up Four-in-hand Frank, and getting big

booty. I would not be at all surprised to be held up

b on this trip, for this masked Mexican seems to accom-

; | modate himself to places and booty most marvelously.” .
coach of Horseshoe Ned, and €aptain Fleming took §

“I hopes he won't strike me on this trip, sir.”

“Well, he will get nothing from me if he does.

. “You cannot get blood out of a turnip, driver.”
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“No, sit, but yer kin git blood when thar is blood
ter git, and I doesn’t want ter be bled on this trip.”

“Ah! you are afraid of being shot, then?”

“Not so skeered fer myself, sir, as I is fer a treas-
ure-box I has along.”

“Ah! then you do carry a treasure?”

“Yes, sir, a box sent out to Miss Ruth—that is, ther

general’s wife. It were expressed through to her, and |

what she told me she were expecting and were very
valuable, for it’s a lot o’ jewelry and other fixin’s.”

“And it is on your coach?”

“Yes, sir, and ther value marked on it is five thou-
sand dollars, so yer see I doesn’t want ter hev ther
masked Mexican turn up, for thar is blood in this
turnip ter git.”

“So I see; but I hope we will pull through all right,
driver, if we have to fight for Mrs. Dunwoody’s treas-
ure-box.”

“You ain’t in no condition ter fight, sir, and thet
dago cutthroat don’t give one any chance to draw a

weapon, for he allus catches us where we is needed

for our best work with ther teams, and when he shows §

up he has us covered.”

“Still, I have one arm to defend the fair lady’s

treasure with, driver.”
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“Yer’ll need 'em both, and more, too, sir. This

is whar he held me up before, sir, when ther general,

- ther major, and ther ladies was along.”

The words had scarcely left the lips of Horseshoe
Ned, when there came the whir of a lariat, and both
the driver and the officer were caught in the coil, while
loud came the words:

“And this is where I hold you up again, sefiot.
Halt! Resist, and I will kill you.”

There, above them on the bluff, stood the masked
Mexican. It was broad daylight now, and no line of
dummy horsemen were seen at the top of the ridge
across the trail. : :

He had drawn the lasso taut, and both hands held
a revolver, each muzzle covering one of the two men
upon the stage-box.

With his arm bound up, his other held close by the
coil, the officer was at his mercy, while the driver
was almost equally- so.

“What in thunder does yer want this time, yer
dago cutthroat?” shouted Horseshoe Ned.

“T want that box of treasure you have in the box
under your feet, sefior. Come, no nonsense or de-

lay. Throw it out!” As he spoke, the road-agent
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loosened the lariat with one hand, still keeping the
men covered with a revolver in the other.

The ‘expression on the face of Horseshoe Ned was
pitiful. He knew that it was certain death not to
obey, and yet he did not wish to give up the treasure
entrusted to his care. The officer came to his relief
with: '

“See here, Sir Road-agent, you robbed me of a
large sum of Government funds, and gave me" this
wound as a reminder of you, so if you have a speck
of manhood, show some mercy now, and let that box
go to its destination, for it belongs to a lady.”

“Your empty satchel did not enrich me, sefior, so
why say so?”

“It is true that I did throw you the empty satchel
at first, but you got the one the second time you held
us up on the trail, which had the Government money,
as you know.” ;

“l did not come here to argue, sefior, but to act.
Throw that treasure-box out, Horseshoe Ned, or I
pull trigger.”

With an oéth, Horseshoe Ned lifted the loosened
lariat over his head, and obeyed, the box falling with

a heavy - =" "1 the rocky trail.
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“Now drive on!”

The lasso noose was thrown off, and the coach went
on its way up the hill, while the road-agent was seen
to swing himself over the bluff by the lariat, and,

reaching the ground, to bend over the treasure-box.




CHAPTER XX.
UNDER A CLOUD,

The letter from Judge Scott King to the commans
dant was an appeal which could not be refused. Not
knowing of the general’s return from the East, the
note had been simply addressed to the commandant
of the post.

The general read it aloud, and promptly Buffalo
Bill signified his willingness to start at once for Pocket
City with his men.

He had hardly made the offer, when the coach of
Horseshoe Ned came in, and the driver came up to
headquarters, accompanying Captain Fleming, the pay-
master. ;

The general received the paymaster cordially, and
heard his story of having been ordered to report to
him in the place of Major Fellows.

Then followed the story of the coach of Red Coach
Rob being held up twice, the ruse to get away from
the robber, and what had happened subsequently. The
second robbery of Horseshoe Ned’s coach, when the

treasure-box of Mrs. Dunwoody had been taken, was

-
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made known, and the faces of all became very white
and stern. ‘

“And you were robbed, Captain Fleming, and
wounded by this same road-agent, known és the
masked Mexican?”’ asked General Dunwoody sternly.

“T was, sir.”

“And the same man it was who held your coach
up, Horseshoe Ned, and took the express-package ad-
dressed to my wife?”

“Tt-was, sir.”

“And you say, Horseshoe Ned, that Red Coach Rob
told you that Four-in-hand Frank had been held up
on his run out, and two miners returning home had
been fleeced, as well as other money gotten which was
being carried through by his stage?”

“So Red Coach Rob told me, sir.”

“On the run out of. Four-in-hand Frank from
Pocket City ?”

“Yes, sir.”

“And it was with Red Coach Rob that you were
wounded and robbed, Captain Fleming?"” '

“Tt was, sir.”

“And on the same trip to the fort with Horseshoe

Ned here, the same man robbed ‘this coach?”’

“Yes sir.”

TN O
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“This implies that within thirty-six hours the Pocket
City coach was robbed, then Red Coach Rob’s coach
twice held up and robbed, and Horseshoe Ned’s stage
halted, and the express-package of my wife taken,
Can this be possible, Buffalo Bill, that one man did
this ?”

“It is possible, sir.”

“What do you think, Surgeon Powell?”

“Possible, sir, but hardly probable.”

“The masked Mexican, therefore, has gotten three
big hauls and wounded a United States Army officer
within thirty-six hours?”

“So it seems, general.”

“And now we have, as well, a letter from the vigi-
lante captain at Pocket City, calling for you and your
men to come there, Buffalo Bill, as there is work for
you to do?”’

“Yes, sir, and '] am ready to start at once.”

“That reminds me, Surgeon Powell, to ask if you
ever connected the wounding of that unfortunate man,
Deadshot Dean, with this Mexican who goes n'lasked,
ro_bs our coaches, and defies us?”’

“I had not, sir, and, now that. you suggest it, sir,
it may be that the masked Mexican is -the intended

assassin of Deadshot Dean.”
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“May I ask how he is, Doctor Bowell?”

“Bodily well, sir, but mentally he is a wreck.”

“I only told my wife a while since of his misfor-
tune, and éhe begs-td see hilﬁ, and it mdy be her>vvoice
may recall him back to reason, for you know that'they
were as -brother and sister.”

“Yés, sir, and I was going to ask Mrs. Dunwoo.dy
to allow me to make the experiment with a visit from

her to him to-morrow, general.”

“She will gladly go, Powell; but now 1 wish to get

Captain Fleming into your expert hémds, to look after
his ywounds, and then I shall start Buﬁalo Bill off on
the trail of this masked Mexican once more, for I
have unbounded faith, Cody, in both you and your
men redeeming us by bringing that outlaw tothe
rope’s end.”

“I am most anxious to do so, general,” vwas Buf-
falo Bill’s reply, and, the others taking their leave, he
was left alone with the general and Major Caruth for
half an hour. After leaving the genéral's quarters,
Buffalo Bill went to those of Surgeon Powell.

He found the doctor had just arrived from fooking
after Caf)tain Fleming, and he said:

“I wish I could go with you, Bill, but I am tied

here just now.”

b
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“ wish your help, Frank, and I'll tell you my plan.”

“Fire away, Bill.”

“In the first place, I believe there are more than
one of these masked Mexicans.”

“Ahl”

“That is my idea, and I am going to-night with
two men to Pocket City, to see Judge Scott King, and
that puts me upon the trail of Four-in-hand Frank.”

“T see, and look up the idea the general suggested
about the masked Mexican being the one who at-
tacked Deadshot Dean.”

"“T’ll keep my eyes upon that trail, too, Doc.

“But, as I will be on Four-in-hand Frank’s coach
trail with my two men, I wish you to start to-night
Wild Bill and two men he may pick out, to take the
trail of Red Coach Rob’s route, and stick to it.”

| “Ah! 1 begin to see now, Bill.”

“And send Texas Jack, and two men he may select,

off to patrol the trail of Horseshoe Ned’s coach. Let

Wild Bill and Texas Jack both see the drivers on these.

'trarls, and make some arrangement with them to go

to their aid 1f wanted as I shall do with Four-in-hand
Frank 22

Wakiaie hiad 25
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“They must leave the fort‘;se‘c{f‘/é;tlir',”g"e't;"f‘n their
posts as quickly as possible, and they will know where
to find each other, or me, if wanted, as I will know
where to find them; and we will communicate with
you if any of us should need more nsen, or aid from
you, Frank.”

- “Good! for I have an intense curiosity to see the
face of that masked Mexican, Bill.” -

“So have I, Doc, and we are going to. unmask
them.”

“You really believe there are two of them?”

“Perhaps more. But it is said there is luck in odd
numbérs, so there are three bands of us to start on
the trails, and we will see what the outcome will be,
for there has been too bold a hand played by this ouf-
law of late to let him go uncdptured. The way he
has been raking in gold and treasure of late will make

a millionaire road-agent of him soon, and he will re-

tire from business before we can catch him, I am

afraid.”

“I have no such fear, Bill, with you and your men
on the trail. Success to the three bands of tra:lers,
; > 3 S (1 EE Do 1)
say 1.” :

i

An hour after the three purties of scouts had started

on the trail of the masked Mexican.

r

i
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‘Buffalo Bill and his two comrades had gone before
midnight, and on different trails had followed soon
after Wild Bill and Texas Jack, with their respective
men.

Surgeon Powell had found the wound of Captain
Fleming, the paymaster, more serious. than was antici-
pated, and had to undo the work done by the doctor
at the station who was far more a man of medicine
than of surgery. He, however, soon made the pay-
master comfortable, and then went to see his patient,
Deadshot Dean.

The latter had beert given very comfortable quar-
ters, and everything possible had been done for the
stricken miner.

The surgeon-scout was devoted in his attentions to
him, and was studying his strange case with all his
skill, attempting to bring him out of the darkness of
a clouded brain.

_ Physically the miner was in good health. He ate,
slept, exercised, and yet all of his movements were
mechanical. He obeyed the surgeon and his attendant
implicitly, yet seemed to show no interest in anything.
He heard the band play and looked the while va-

cantly ‘at-the musicians. He gazed about him with no

G
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interest, no matter what the conversation with which
the surgeon tried to interest him.

As a last résort the surgeon-scout was more than
glad that Mrs. Dunwoody had consented to see if she
could exert an influence over the poor clouded mind
of the sufferer.

“If she fails, then nothing remains but to perform
an operation, and one attended with greatest danger
of death; but better death than to be under such-a
cloud, the cloud of an imbecile mind,” Doctor Frank
Powell had said to General Dunwoody.

Ruth had known the miner since her earliest girl-
hood, and their lives had been strangely united and
divided through the act of her brother, Arden Leigh,
the outlaw chief, better known as Silk Lasso Sam,
who had sought to kill Carrol Dean as his successful
rival for the hand of Kathleen Clyde, whom the miner
had afterward married.

Afterward the two, Ruth and Carrol Dean, had
met upon the border in Pocket City, and there had her
brother, Silk Lasso Sam, sought revenge still .against
his old rival.

But Ruth had ever been the devoted friend of .Car-

rol. Deans, 2« he had been her champion, defender,
—_— - e
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and like a bi'ot11e1'. Could she now, right from his
home, his wife and child and all he held dear, drive

away the cloud that befogged his brain?
That was what Surgeon Powell .was anxious to
know, the test he wished to make.

The general came with his wife at the appointed
hour, and were received by the surgeon-scout in his
quarters. 1

“I have sent for Dean to come here, general, and I
shall meet him in the adjoining room. I will have a
talk with him which you and Mrs. Dunwoody can
overhear, and I would like your wife to come in at a
call from me and thus see if we cannot bring back the
poor fellow’s mind by a sight of her, a sudden start,

or the recalling of scenes in his past life.”

“That is just my idea, Powell, and Mrs. Dunwoody
is anxious to aid you in any test which you care to
make,” announced the general.

Soon after the general and his wife retired to an
inner room, as the invalid was seen approaching with
a hospital steward.

“You can leave your patient with me, steward,”

said the surgeon, and, taking the hand of the miner,

he continted:

o ‘
A T
=
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“Git down, Mr. Dean, I wish to have a talk with

you.

The poor man obeyed mechanically. He was look-

”

ing well, and was neatly dressed. To one unac-
quainted with his case, he would have looked like a
man in good health, but he sat there like one in deep
thought, his eyes fixed on vacancy.

“Carrol, my friend, I wished to ask if you have a
letter from home of late?” asked the surgeon-scout.

“From home?” '

“Yes, from your wife and child, your little boy.”

“I don’t remember.”

“But you remember your wife surely, your little
son ?”’

“No, I don’t remember. He shot me, you know,
because she loved me, and I have never gotten(well
since.”

“Do you mean that you are ill now?”

“Yes, here,” and he passed his hand across his fore-
head as though he were in pain.

“But who shot you, Carrol?”

“Silk Lasso Sam.”

“When ?”

“Oh, long ago.”

“Where ?”
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“At her home. I was standing by her side when

he shot me here in the head.”

“Poor fellow, you mix up the two shots, the one

that Arden Leigh gave you in the long ago, and vour
recent wound from an unkmown foe,” said the sue-

geon-scout sadly.

CHAPTER XXI.
THE SURGEON-SCOUT’S SUSPICION.

“See here, Carrol, you must try and think, for I
wish you to recall certain things for me,” the surgeon-
scout said in his kindly way.

“T will.”

“You were first shot by Arden Leigh, who sought
to kill you because Kathleen Clyde loved you. Do yon
remember ?”’

“Yes, he shot me here in the head.”

“No, he shot you there near the heart, but he escaped
and you came West to work a mine your father had
bought. Arden Leigh came West and was known
as Silk Lasso Sam, the outlaw. His sister tried to
redeem him and came West, where she was known as
Bonnie Belle, of Pocket City.”

Vg

“You understand me?”

“Yes.”
“His sister saved his life, on condition that he

would leave the cou>ntry. He did not do so, but kid-

naped you from your cabin and took you to his re-
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treat where he was starving you to death when Buf-
falo Bill and I found you there. He kidnaped also
Miss Carr and Miss De Sutro, and was captured and
killed.”

Yes:”

“Now -his sister, Miss Ruth Leigh, your old-time
friend whom you loved as a sister, and who has been
like a sister to your wife and child, has come to the
West to see you. She heard that some enemy had
gone to your cabin and tried to kill you, wounding
you badly.” :

“Yes, he shot me here.”

“Who did?”

“Arden Leigh.”

The surgeon-scout showed no impatience, but said:

“Who was with him?”

“He was alone.”

“Why did he shoot you?”

“For revenge.”

“He came to your cabin?”

SYies

“Well ?”

“We fought a duel and—he killed me. But you
brought me back to life, good friend. Yes, I know

you, for you are the surgeon-scout.”
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“Yes, and there is one other I wish you to know,
one who is a sister to-you. May I call her?”

“Who ?”

“Your sister.”

“Yes, but I don’t know her.” i

The surgeon-scout arose and walked toward the
door of the inner room.

“Come in, please,” he said.

Mrs. Dunwoodv had dressed as she had when she
was known as Bonnie Belle, the Idol of Yellow Dust
Valley, and had thrown about her a circular to hide
the costume in going to the surgeon’s quarters. Now
she threw aside the outer wrap and entered the room.

The miner looked at her, passed his hand across
his head in a way painful to behold, and then said:

“You are Bonnie Belle, of Pocket City?”

b es, and your adopted sister, too, Ruth Leigh,

Carrol.”
“No, she is far away, but you are Bonnie Belle.”

She took his hand and sat down by his side, while

. Surgeon Powell softly glided into the other room

“ where the general was.

“I am Bonnie Belle, Carrol, but I am also Ruth °

' Leigh, for don’t you remember how I met you out

here on tlic plains, and that we became such good
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friends, and I went East to the old home, where your
wife and little son Clyde lived so happily with me
after you returned to the mines again? I was East
lately, and I saw all your loved ones then, and they
sent their love to you.”

“Did they not know that I was dead?”

“Dead? Why, Carrol, what makes you talk so?”

“Yes, 1 am dead, for see, I cannot remember 10w,
since he shot me.”

“Who shot you?”’

“Your brother, Ruth.” /

“That was long ago.”
- “No, he shot me here,” and the hand rested upon
the bullet-wound upon his head.

“But, Carrol, you forget that my poor, wicked, un-
fortunate brother is dead.”

“Dead?”
; “Yes, he was captured by Captain Caruth and given
to the cowboys to bring to the fort.”

“He was?”’ :

“Yes, and when he tried to escape he was killed
by Bronco Monte, the cowboy.”

*“No, he is not dead.”

“Yes, he is dead, and only yesterday I went to his

grave, Carrol.” °

A S|
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“He is not in his grave, for he is 'alive, and as

wicked as ever.”

“Why do you say so, Carrol ?” asked Ruth, in a dis-
tressed way.

“He killed me.”

“He could not have been the one to fire upon you,
Carrol.”

Ves

“Why do you say so?”’

“] saw him.”

“Where?”

“At my cabin.”

“Who 2
_“Arden Leigh.”

“How do you know that you saw him?”

“He was masked, but I knew him.” N

“Impossible, Carrol, for he is dead, and you surely
do not believe in ghosts.”

“No, but it was Silk Lasso Sam.”

“Oh, Carrol, why do you say this of my poor, dead
brother, for now that he is in his grave he should
rest.”

“I saw the ring he wore, and the brand of Buffalo

Bill in his hand. Yes, Bonnie Belle, it was Silk Lasso
s = E—

]
s 1
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Sam who killed me,” was the startling rejoinder of the |

demented miner.

Both General Dunwoody and Surgeon Powell lis
tened breathlessly to the words uttered _by the poor
miner.

The face of the surgeon once showed that he had
gleaned certain information. Whoever the man was

who had shot the miner, it was certain that he was

masked, wore a ring, and had the brand of Buffalo Bill -

upon his hand.

The miner had hinted that his foe had fought a
duel with him also. He had never spoken so freely
on this point before, and it appeared as though his
brain was clearing up.

He wished to have Ruth continue to question him,
and, realizing this intuitively, no matter what the pain
to her might be, she went on as she had begun.

It might be after all that what the miner said about
the duel, the brand of Buffalo Bill, and the ring might
be faltacies of his diseased brain, yet there could be
So,

after the last remark of the miner, that it was “Silk

gleaned some truth from it the surgeon hoped.

Lasso Sam who killed him,” Ruth continued:
“How did he kill you, Carrol ?”

“He came to my cabin.”
~-

=
=
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. “And shot you down?”

,‘ “No, he challenged me to fight a duel.”

. «You fought with him?”
Ve
“Where ?”’

. “In front of my cabin, Bonnie Belle.”

“And then?”
“He killed me.”

“Who was he?”

- “Silk Lasso Sam.”

3

“How do you know?”

“I saw his ring.”

“What ring?”

“The ring with a blood-red stone in it, and which

[ knew.”

“Yes.”

“He was masked.”

“You could not see his face?”
((NO i3]

“And his voice?”

“Was Silk Lasso Sam's, for I would know it in

i Hades.”

“You say that he had a brand on his hand?”
e

“What I-ind of a brand?”
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“A red brand.”
“What was it?”

' “Buffalo Bill branded the outlaws, as he captured

them, with the letters in red, B. B. He did so that ‘

he might know them if he caught them again.”

“And this man had Buffalo Bill’'s brand, Carrol?’

“Yes, red letters, B. B., on his right hand.”

“You saw them?” ‘

“iYes:’

“And then?”

“He shot me.”

- “And then?”

“Being dead I can remember nothing.”

“Ah, Carrol, my brother, you are wounded, yes,
but you will soon be well again, and can go back 0
your home.”

“My cabin is my home.”

“Nob, I mean the dear home in the East where your
loved ones are.”

“No! no!”

“Why, do you not wish to go there?”

“No.”

“Not to your dear home, and see your wife and |

child, and tell them how rich you have made them

digging in_the mines?”

The Surgeon-scout’s Suspicion, ‘ 213
“No, I must not go.”

“But why, Carrol?

“[ am dead now, and I would frighten them to go
28 a gho_st. No, I will not distress them, they must
mourn for me dead, not be afraid of me as a ghost.

[ will not go, Ruth.”

The expression upon the face of Ruth Dunwoody
showed her grief. She saw that the man’s mind was
utterly gone. She saw, too, that he insisted that he
was shot by her unfortunate brother who was in his

grave. She could say no more, do no more, and so

| she said:

“Well, Carrol, I must go now; but if you need me

L at any time, do not hesitate to send for me.”

“You will come to the graveyard to see me.”
“No, no; here.”

“I am dead, and this is my ghost you see now.

| I must not roam about, for I will frighten people.

. But I will rest easy, I will rest in my grave when

Silk Lasso Sam is dead, but not until then. Look out

‘ for him, Ruth, for he will kill you as he has me, for

w0 one is safe when he needs gold. Now, I must go

back to my grave.”

- He arose, and, waving his hand, began to glide
~ o= __m_ £

e
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toward the door, when Surgeon Powell joinéd him,

and accompanied him in silence back to the hospital, §

Then he rejoined the general and Ruth at his

quarters. Ruth was weeping, and the general seemed
greatly distressed.

£ “Ah, Powell, the poor fellow’s mind is utterly
gone,” said the general sadly.

“It is a wreck, sir, and I can see but one thing to

do now, sir.”
“And what is that?”

“By a surgical operation, sir, to raise the pressure

of the skull off the brain, for I feel that it can be |

successfully done, and it alone will restore him to his

reason.”’
“You know best. But when will you do it?”
“Within a few days, sir; but, Mrs. Dunwoody, did
his words suggest anything to your mind?”

“Did I not know my brother to be dead, sir, I

_ would feel that he was the one who had shot him.”

“But it cannot be,” the general said.
And neither the general nor Ruth heard tHe mut:
tered words that fell from Frank Powell’s 11ps

“Tt can be, and I believe that Silk Lasso Sam i

not dead, after all.”

F

CHAPTER XXII.
RUTH’S ADMISSION,

Back to their pleasant quarters went General Dun-
woody and his wife. The general was distressed that
Ruth had been compelled to pass through such an
ordeal as her interview with the demented miner. He
knew how deeply she felt, and so sought to drive
away the memory of it, once they had returned to their
rooms. But Ruth saw his object, and, though appre-
clating it, said:

“Oscar, you are very kind to wish to have me for-
get that sad scene with poor Carrol, but I wish to
talk with you about it.”

“Better drop the subject, Ruth, once and for all.”

“Not until we have talked it over.” ]

“What is there to say about it, my dear?”

“Do you know that Surgeon Powell was set to
thinking by some things which Carrol said?”

“He is a thinking man, Ruth a man of brams

“Very true, and he uses them.”

- “To-what do you refer ?” % G f

“In the-first place he caught at the 1dea of Carrolj
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saying that the man who shot him fdught a duel with
him.”

“A thought of his poor brain.”

“Surgeon Powell did not think so.”

“Ah!”

“I saw that he considered the .matter.”

“Well ?”

“Carrol said also that which the surgeon-scout
marked particularly.”

“What was that, Ruth?”

“That his foe wore a mask.”

““Yes, I recall that he said so.” /

“It caused Surgeon Powell at once to think that
the one who shot him might be the masked Mexican.”

“Why, Ruth, what a reasoner you are.”

“I saw. the surgeon jot this down in his memory
for further reference.”

“You are certainly a reader of numan nature, wife

of mine,” said the general with a smile.

“You know what my early and later training have

been, Oscar.” o
“Yes, you have been amid scenes where you had

to think and draw upon your own resources for pro-

tection. I -nly wish that I could have protected you

from all.
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“Tt was not so to be, for I had to li\}e out my
destiny, Osear, as you had yours, and my poor brother
had to go his evil way.” : ’

“Then you think that Powell has an idea that the
man who shot the miner was the masked Mexican?”

“I do.”

“It may be so, and yet I saw nothing ef this.”

“You were watching the .demented utterances of
poor Carrol Dean, while:- I was watching Surgeon
Frank Powell.”

“It may be so, Ruth, and I do not doubt that the
masked Mexican may be the intended murderer, for
;why not ?”’ :

“There is no reason why he should not be, on the
contrary, every reason to believe that he did go to
Carrol’'s cabin and seek to rob him, and, taking ad-
vantage of an unguarded moment, shoot him.”

“What else, Ruth?”

“Carrol Dean said that the man was masked.”

!

“I remember.”

“That caused Surgeon Powell to feel that it might
be the masked Mexican.”

“Yes.”

“And he said that he wore a wig.”

“True
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“And had a i)rand upon his hand.”

“Yes.”

“Did Bt.tffalo Bill not have such a brand with which
he marked certain criminals, Oscar?”’

“Yes.

Indian medicine-man of a certain acid made from

It seems that Powell got a recipe from an

barks, which, dropped upon the human flesh, blistered
it in a short while, though causing little pain, and when
it healed over it left a blood-red scar.”

“Indeed ?” ‘

“Yes, and Buffalo Bill cut out of a porous wood
a stamp with the two letters, B. B., and when this
acid was put upon the stamp and placed upon the flesh,
it left a crimson scar.”

“And he so branded several outlaws?”

“Yes.”

“He remembers how many, of course?”

“Beyond a doubt.”

“Where are they?”

“Either Buffalo Bill, Surgeon Frank Powell,
the hangman can account for them.”

““One question more?”

“A thousand if you wish, Ruth.”

!‘:‘Did Buffalo Bill so brand my brother Zf,"

- The ;eneral started and replied :
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“T believe that he did, but both he and Powell

" know.”

“You have asked him?”

“Oh, no, but I think that he did.”

“And I saw that the surgeon-scout felt that Carrol
Dean was not raving when he said a masked man,
wearing a ring and branded with B. B., skot him, and
that it was Silk Lasso Sam.”.

“Well, Ruth?”

“Surgeon Powell does not believe that my brother
is dead, Oscar, for that I am convinced of,” was the
startling admission of Ruth to her hushand.

The words of Ruth fairly startled the general. He
had to confess that he had taken all the talk of the

miner as the vaporing of a vapid mind. He had

| seen nothing in anything that he said to her more than

the ramb]ing of a mind that was clouded. He had
supposed that the surgeon-scout and Ruth had taken
it in the same way. ;

Now, to his amazement, he discovered that the

surgeon-scout had found in it anything but raving,

| and that Ruth had seen just how it impressed Frank

Powell, : }

The miner had mixed up Bonnie Belle with Ruth!

Leigh, thinking they were two different persons, ‘andi

1

{
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had also the same opinion of Arden Leigh and Silk
Lasso Sam. He had wandered on in a way that had
madeé no impression upon the general, but a very deep
one upon Surgeon Powell and Ruth. '

Now he discovered that the surgeon deemed that
there was method in the miner’s .madness, the latter
having as much as said that he had recognized Silk
Lasso Sam, masked though he was, as the man who
had sought to take his life.

“Do you really think that Powell believes your
brother alive?” asked General Dunwoody, when his
first surprise was over.

$1-do."”

“But how can it be?”

“Simply that he does not believe that Arden was
killed.”

“But the report of the cowboys, Ruth?”

“l am not arguing against his death, Oscar, for
I believe that he is in his grave; but what the miner
said caused Surgeon Powell to believe that he méy not
have been killed.”

““Nonsense !”

“But Surgeon Powell dées not so regard it.”

“I talked with Cowboy Charlie myself, had the

story from him, and also with Bronco Monte. who
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was the one who shot him, and they told me just how

| it all occurred.”

“Did Surgeon Powell hear it also ?” :
“Yes, for they gave their reports to me before both
Powell and Buffalo Bill, and Major Caruth was also

1 present at the time.”

“Will you tell me just what that report was, Os-
car?”’

“I wrote you fully, Ruth.”

“I know that you did, sir, and yet I wish you would
now tell me.”

“Well, in a nutshell, Caruth captured the man and
gave him over to the cowboys to bring to the fort.
He was put under the especial care of Bronco Monte,
and in making a break for liberty was shot.”

“And killed instantly

#¥es.”

“And then?”

“He was buried where he fell, where I took you
but yesterday, and that was the end of his career,
and, for your sake, my dear wife, I was more than

happy that he should have escaped the gallows, which

‘ seemed must be his fate.”

“As T was, Oscar, for I did not wish him to die

l thus.”
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“Nor I,” replied the general, “on your account,
though well you know how richly he merited the
severest punishment.”

“I grant all. But you say Surgeon Powell knows
all this?”

“Yes, all.”

“Yet he surely doubts that he is dead.”

“You surely surmise so, Ruth.”

“No, I am sure of it.”

“But who is this Bronco Monte?”

“No one knows more than that he is a cowboy,
and one to whom much mystery is attached.”

“Tell me what you know about him, Oscar.”

“Very little, other than that he is supposed to be
a Mexican, though he speaks English and Spanish
with equal fluency. He is a man of superior educa-
tion, for Cowboy Charlie told me that he reads French
and German novels and has traveled a great deal. He
joined the cowboys one day, after saving them from
an attack of the Indians, and thus enabling them to
prevent all the cattle and horses from being captured

and themselves killed by the raiders.

“They found him to be a dead shot, a most ex- -

pert lassoist, and unexcelled as a horseman. ~ He could -
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have been made captain of the cowboys, but declined
the honor in favor of Cowboy Chatlie.”

“And where is he now, Oscar?”

“His time of enlistment was up when he shot your
brother, so he gave up his place as cowboy, bade his
comrades farewell, and went southward, no oné knows
where.”

“A strange character, indeed. I should like to see
this man, Oscar.”

“Why, Ruth, when it could only cause you pain to
meet the man who took your brother’s life?”

“No, for he did so in the discharge of his duty, and
I could not condemn him.”

“But why wish to meet him?”

“To learn from his lips the particulars in full of my
brother’s death.”

“And why?”

“That I may show to Surgeon Powell the utterly
uiseless belief that he possesses that Arden Leigh yet
lives, and was the one who shot Carrol Dean.”

“I‘will ha_\{e a talk with Powell, Ruth, and con-

vince him that he is not only wrong, but pains you

by his suspicion.”

“No, no, for he does not suspect that I believe him

e~ o —
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to hold such suspicion. No, Oscar, I can convince
him in but one way.”

“And how is that, Ruth?”

“One you must help me in.”

“Command me in all that I can do.”

““You are so good to me; but I am going to ask you
to let me have my brother’s remains taken up. and sent
back to the eld burying-ground of my people in Vir-
ginia. No one knows him as Silk Lasso Sam, the
outlaw, and T will feel content when he is laid to rest

there.”

“It shall be as you wish, Ruth,” was the reply of

the general.

CHAPTER XXIIL.
RUTH DISCOVERS THE TRUTH.

Colopel Dunwoody was more than anxious to oblige
his beautiful wife in everything. He was devoted to
ber, as she was to him, and if it would give her any
pleasure, or comfort, for the remains of her outlaw
brother o be taken to Virginia, and, after the stormy,
lawless life he had led, to be laid at rest amid the
ashes ‘of his kinsmen, he was content.

Of course Arden Leigh, whose later deeds had not
been known to the good people of the community
where he had lived, was still not very highly respected
by those who knew his earlier years, yet might be
buried among his kindred without comment’ and S0
let it be for the comfort it might give his brave and
dutiful sister.

The general, therefore, sent for Surgeon Frank
Powell and asked of him as a special favor to himself
and wife that he would take the matter in chatge, have
the remains especially put away in a case and taken
by an ambulance to where they could reach the rail-

way for the East, all at the commandant’s expense.
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Surgeon Powell was only too glad to do anythmg
for either the gallant,,general or his beautiful wife
and willingly offered to carry out all arrangements
necessary for the removal of the body.

He was the more anxious, as it would set at rest
the belief in his mind that Silk LLasso Sam was not
dead.

surgeon-scout made his preparations, taking with him

The grave would surely tell the story, so the

all the necessary utensils and the double eoffin which
had been made, and carrying all-in an ambulance.

Besides the four scouts who were to accompany him
on horseback, he had a fifth go along as driver of
the ambulance, for he was determined to keep the se-
cret of the grave, whatever it should be, and had
picked his men accordingly, men who could keep their
mouths shut if he requested it of them.

He had gone to report to the general the night be-
fore his starting, and had explained just what he had
done, when Ruth glided into the room. She went up
to Surgeon Powell, and, taking his hand in'both..her
own, said in her frank way:" ; _\

“You are very kind to do this for me, for it is for
me; I know, and I appreciate ‘it, I assure you, as the

general also does.”

|
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“T am most happy in serving you MlS Dunwoody,

124

I assure you,” was the response.

“I know that thoroughly, but there is' one thing I
would wish to ask you, Surgeon Powell.”

“I will be glad to answer any questions you may
ask.”

“Then I will be frank with you.”

“Pray do.”

“Are you not also glad to go upon this disagree-
able mission as much for your own sake as for mine ?”

“For my sake, Mrs. Dunwoody ?” |

“Yes:

“I do not exactly catch your meaning, I fear.”

“In what have I not made myself clear?”

“You say am I not glad to go upon this mission
for my own sake?” ,

“Yes, that is what I said,” and Ruth’s smile showed
that there was much behind her words.

» “Well, it is a pleasure, for my os)vn sake, to serve

General and Mrs. Dunwoody, if that is what you
mean, my dear madam.” |

“Grant that; yet I mean more.”

“What is the hidden meaning, please?”
~ “The' hidden ‘intention is with ‘you, for you were

going tc' that gravev if'I had not askcd . of iyou.””
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“I was going to remove the body without your con-
sent 2”

“T did not say that, Surgeon Powell.”

“I so umderstood you to say.”

“No, you were going to the grave to see for your=
self if your suspicions were true or not.”

“What suspicions, Mrs. Dunwoody ?”’

“F told the general that I saw in your face that
what the miner, Dean, had said to you set you to
thinking.”

“Jt is only a fool that dare not think at all times,
Mrs. Dunwoody.”

“Your worst foe would never set you down as a
fool, Surgéon Powell. But your suspicion was aroused
against my brother by what Carrol Dean, in his de-
mented, rambling conversation, said, and you were
anxious to see whether you were right or wrong.”

“And what suspicion did I hold, Mrs. Dunweody ?”

“That my brother was not dead.”

“Ah, madam, you have a roundabout way of get-
ting at the truth, but you have discerned right, you
have readt me perfectly, I admit, for after what Car-
rol Dean said, though it fell from the lips which fie

brain did not control, I determined to go to the grave
s/ '3 = :
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of Silk Lasso Sam and see if it held his body, or not,

and just then came the request for me to do so.”

“You will tell me the truth when you know 7’

“The general and yourself, yes, but to no éne eige,
for my men were selected to accompany me because
[ could vouch for their secrecy,”*was the response of
the surgeon-scout.

Surgeon Powell and his party left the fort before
dawn, that no curious eyes might be upon them. They
were well equipped for the expedition, and the scouts,
if the body was found in the grave, were to go withi
it on to the stage-station beyond Horseshoe Ned’s
run, and, if it could not be taken by coach from there,
to carry it on to the railway terminus where it could
be shipped,

The: surgeon-scout, after seeing them well on their
way, was to return fo the fort.

It was. noon when. Surgeon Powell and his party
drove up to the scene where it had been reported that
Silk Lasso Sam had ended his life. One of the cow-
boys, along on that occasion, joined the bhand of
scouts, and so had told Doctor Powell the whole story
as it occurred.

“Youv‘-see, sir,”” he had said, “we was afraid to take

him to the fort, as he might escape 38 he did once

.‘5)
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before, and we dared not openly hang him. So it was
‘Bronco Monte proposed the whole thing, of how we
should say how he tried to escape, and he had to
shoot him, but in reality we should hang hlm.

“Cowboy Charlie agreed to it, and Bronco Monte
took matters in hand. We found a good place, where
we had once hung a horse-thief,_ and Bronco Monte
set the rope, and made all arrangements, so we hanged
him.

“But to give the idea he was shot a showing of fcrtrth
‘Bro‘nco, Monte rode by and put a bullet into him.
Then we rode on, leaving Bronco Monte to bnry him,
and he said the job was a prime one from beginning to
end.” 5

“And Bronco Monte left the cowboy band soon
after?”

‘V‘Yes, Surgeon Powell.”

“Why did he leave?”

“Well, sir, he was a natural rover, and had to go
elsewhere, he said. He had enhsted for Just so long,
and though all of us begged hlm to remam on w1th
us, he said he must be gorng on hls way Buﬁalo B111

wanted him to join the scouts, but he was anx1ous to
go, and away he went.” ' S
= “Have you heard of ‘him since he left P

uj
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“Not a word, sir.’

“And he was alone when he burled the body of
Silk Lasso Sam?”

“Yes, sir.’

“He was buried in the disguise he wore when cap-
tured, white ng and all, was he not ?”

“Yes, sir.”

Surgeon Powell said no more, but his thoughts
were busy, for he mused aloud:
.‘ “I cannot get the idea out of my head that there
is no body in that grave, that Silk Lasso Sam still
lives.” " ‘ e »

Upon arriving at the grave there was no haste
shown to begin work. The party went into camp
upon a brook near—by, and the vfour ﬁne ambulance
mules and the horses were staked out not far aWay.
The men then had dinner, and the coffin and tools
were taken from the ambulance and carried to the
grave. e o

Later m the afternoon two of the scouts began

s work wrth spade and shovel When trred two more

took hold and after a couple of hours they came to

'somethmg in the bottom of the grave

“It runs the full length, sir, e said ‘one of the men.
“It has a blanket about it, sir,” said another: -
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A few moments after a third mian remarked:"

“Yes, sir, it’s the body.”

" Ten minutes more passed and enveloped in- blan-
kets a body was taken from the grave.

It was a most disagreeable task handling it, and
as a quick examination revealed the clothing known
to have been worn by Silk Lasso Sam in his disguise,
and the ‘white wig was upon the head, there seemed
not the slightest doubt of Arden Leigh’s death, even
in the mind of the surgeon-scout.

The remains were quickly wrapped in rubber blan-
kets, and bound tightly, and then placed in the smaller
ooffin, which was screwed close and painted, after
being made air-tight with putty and white lead. This
coffin was alw-wrappecl up securely and placed in a
second one, which was as securely sealed, and then
fastened safely in the ambulance.

The sun had set now and the party camped where
they were for the night, having filled in the grave with
logs and made it to appear as though undisturbed.

The next morning the party started upon their way
for the station, and after going with them for some
distance the surgeon-scout left them to contimue on
_their way alone, while he branched off for the fort.

“Well, T was mistaken, that is all, and T must admit

Ruth Discovers . fhe Truth.
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as much. But from what poor Carrdl Dean said,'.and
from the actions of that masked Mexican, I was con-
vinced that the grave was empty and that Silk Lasso
Sam was again upon the road at his old game. For

the sake of his noble sister ¥ am glad that it is not so.”
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CHAPTER XXIV.
THE DYING SCOUT'S STORY.

The surgeon-scout, as soon as he had reached his
quarters and made his toilet, went to the headquarters,
anxious to make known the result of his mission, for
He knew well how anxiously Ruth desired to learn the
truth.

The orderly saluted and said that the general had
ridden away from the fort a couple of hours before,
accompanied by several of his staff, and, desiring to
see him first, he was turning to go when Ruth came
out upon the piazza and called to him. He returned
at once, and she led him into her own delightful sit-
ting-room.

“You have just returned?”’ she asked, and he saw
that her lip quivered, and she was deeply moved.

“T returned an hour ago, Mrs. Dunwoody.”

“And your men came back with you?”

“No, they went on to the station, as I had ?.‘r-
ranged.” e

“In case of success?”

“Yes.”

[ S—
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“And you met with success?”’

“Yes, the body was in the grave.”

“You are sure it was the body of my unfortunate
brother ?”

“I can have no reason to doubt that it was, Mrs.
Dunwoody, though, of course, a thorough examina-
tion was impossible.”

“Were there no distinguishing marks that you
could recognize?”

“Well, yes, Mrs. Dunwoody, there was fhe cloth-
ing he wore as a disguise when he was captured and
—shot, and the wig, too, which he wore, of white hair,
you know.” :

“Xies: >

“I had the body placed in the two coffins, and they
are properly addressed, as you directed, and it is now
upon its way to the station under the escort of the
scouts who accompanied me.”

“You are more than kind, Surgeon Powell, and
I have everything to thank you for; but did you leave
the grave open, for you know that is said to be bad
luck?” : i

“Bad luck?”

“Yes; or a sign of ill omen, if I may so put it.”

“I had not heard that.” v
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“You know that I was born in the ‘South, and,
naturally, I imbibed some of the old superstitions of
the colored race.”

“Naturally.”

“One of these was that a body taken from a grave,
which is not afterward filled in properly, causes the
spirit to have unrest forever, roaming about the haunts
it knew in life, and even doomed to unhappiness.”

“Then, upon that score, Mrs. Dunwoody, rest con-
tent, for I had the grave all filled in and left as it was
before.” '

“Tt is foolish in me, of course, to feel as 1 do;
but I thank you for having done so.” i ;

“l had an idea that it was best, for those who
might know the grave as that of Silk Lasso Sam, and
see that it had been opened, might grow suspicious.”

“Then in your mind there is mo doubt as to the
body being that of my brother, Surgeon Powell?”

*1 do not well see how-there can be, Mrs. Dwun-
woody ; but [ believe you have some particular reason
for asking?”

“I have.”

“May T know it, for if 1 can say 'more:to quiet

your ming.. [ shall be.only too happy to An- s’
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“I will tell you, though the general does not know
that ‘I am aware of it. One of Buffale Bill's men
came in a short while since and reported to the general
that he and a comrade had been held up by the masked
Mexican. They had not been together when held up,
and, hearing firing ahead, the scout had dashed to
the aid of his companion, who was Nick Sloat, wha so
much resembles Buffalo Bill, you know.” = '

“Yes, I know they are strangely alike.”

“The scout’s arrival put a man to flight, and he saw
that it was the masked Mexican, who was on foot.
But Nick Sloat called his comrade to his side, told
him that he was 'mortally wounded, and furthermore
said: . ‘

“‘Ride to the fort for Susgeon Powell, to save
my life if he can. Tell General Dunwoody to come,
too, for I have something to tell him alone. Then,
as the scout was about to obey, he called him béck
and said:

“‘1 may die before you get back, pard, so tell the
general that the man who shot me ran upon me when
I fell and cried: ‘“Curse you, Buffalo Bill, at last
I have my revenge for your hunting me down.”’ He
said thathe had not spoken: with an accent, as the

masked Mexican is said to speak, and, believing him
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to be dead, he bent over him. The wounded man had

suddenly snatched at his mask, and the face of Silk -

Lasso Sam was revealed.”

“No, no, no!” cried Surgeon Powell, losing for once
his cool manner.

“The wounded man's comrade was then heard
approaching at a run,” continued Mrs. Dunwoody,
when- the surgeon-scout grew calm again, “and the
outlaw fled, but not until he had snatched his mask,
and fired another shot, which grazed the temple of
his victim. Then the scout rode after the outlaw, and
could find no trace of him, so came on to the fort
after you, for he was-one of Wild Bill’s men, and did
not-know that you had gone away. Now, Surgeon
. Powell, what do you think of that?” and poor Ruth
looked the picture of despair as she asked the ques-
tion.

Surgeon Powell was deeply pained by what he had
heard. from Ruth.

He had held, after reaching the grave and finding
an occupant in it, that he had been wrong in his sus-
picions, and that Silk Lasso Sam' was really dead. If

not dead, whose body was it that had been sent Last?

The body had certainly been _claﬂ in the clothes

which the outlaw had used as a disguise, and the wig
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was upon the head, so what room was there for doubt
that it was the man ‘the cowboys had reported killed ?

Now came this startling story of one of the two
men who had accompanied Wild Biﬂ on the trail, that
the man’s face who had shot him was that of Silk
Lasso. Sam, and that he had killed him, believing
that he was avenging himself upon Buffalo Bill.

If the masked Mexican was what he represented
himself, then he had no cause for revenge against
Buffalo Bill, as he was a late comer to that part of
the frontier. But the wounded scout told his com-
rade that he did not speak with an accent, as the
masked highwayman was known to do.

General Dunwoody had ridden to the scepe, hoping
to find the wounded man alive, and hear what he had
to say, and the scout had returned with him.

Ruth, unknown to her husband, who had wished to
keep it from her, had. heard all, and now told the
surgeon-scout, for she desired to know what he had
to say, what consolation he had to give her, if any.

In answer to her question, as to what he thought
of the affair, Frank Powell looked worried, but re-
sponded :

“T have no reason to doubt poor Nick Sloat, Mrs.

Dunwoody, or the scout who came in with the news.
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Buffalo Bill's men are known to be truthfnl; splendid
fellows, and they would not make a falsesstatement
in a case of this kind. I can soon tell, though, whether
the body I took from that grave is really that of the
outlaw chief, or not, for an examination must be made
and that will tell the story.”

“IH it is not his body, then the man whom the scoﬁi:
ummasked is Silk Lasso Sam?”

“Yes, Mrs. Punwoody, that must be the ca.se.’;

A pained look passed over the beautiful face of
Ruth, and her Iips quivered. She deeply felt the si‘tua-‘
tion, for if alive her brother was still an outlaw;
unheeding the past he yet clung to his evil ways, and
the gallows would be his end. If he was dead, he
filled an outlaw’s grave, yet he was suspected of
being alive, and that he was the masked Mexican,

many had begun to believe.

.Surgeon Powell deeply felt for her, and so said:

“The general does not know that you overheard

what the scout said to him, you say?”
“No, he did not knew that I was in the next room,

and I did not mean to be an eavesdrdpper, but heard
my poor brother’s name and could not resist the teﬁf‘rp“‘-"

tation of listening. He at once went to the scene, ag
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1 told you, and I was so glad when I saw that you had
returmed, for I felt that you could tell me the truth.”

“I am sorry that I can only vouch for the fact that
a body, dressed in the clothes worn by Silk Lasso
Sam, and with the white wig upon his head, was
found in the grave, Mrs. Dunwoody. The face, as I
said, I did mot uncover, so we did not see it, as there
was no doubt as to the body being the one we had
gone there to remove.”

“And you can find out for me whether it is my
brother’s body or not, Doctor Powell ?”

““] will go at once after the escort and examine
the body, so there will be no mistake. Then I will be
in a condition to tell the general upon my return the
result of my investigation, for he will doubtless desire
to'have proof in spite of the testimony of the dying
scout.”

“You will place me under everlasting obligations to
you, Doctor Powell, if you will do this, for I am anx-
ious to know the truth in this matter, be it for er
against Arden Leigh. When will you go, sir?”

- “As soon as I can get ready for the ride, Mrs. Dun-
woody, and I will carry with me comrades who best
knew Silk Lasso Sam in life.” ]

“Yes, there must be no mistake. I will inform the
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general of your coming and departure, upon his re-
turn,” and Ruth held out her hand in farewell.

Half an hour after, Surgeon Powell, accompanied
by a scout and a soldier, was riding rapidly away
upon the track of the ambulance carrying the body
taken from the grave where it was said by the cow-
boys that Silk Lasso Sam had been buried.

CHAPTER XXV.
THE FLIGHT FOR LIFE.

Ruth was pacing her room lost in deep and pain;
ful meditation when her husband returned. He had
made a rapid ride of it, and was both tired and hun-
gry.

His wife greeted him in her sweetest way, sat down
to supper with him, and made no mention of where he
had been; then the general said, by way of explana-
tion :

“I was called away by a scout, Ruth, upon an im-
portant mission which carried me off on a long ride,
or I would have asked you to accompany me.”

She made no reply then, but when the general was
enjoying his after-supper cigar she said: :
b “Osear, 1 fxave a confession to make to you."v
| “Indeed ?”

“Yes, I overheard what the scout said to you this
afternoon, for I was in the next room touching up
that painting which was scratched, so, hearing Ar-

den’s outlaw name mentioned, I did not make known

my presence and so know all”
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“My poor‘Ruth, I wanted to avoid giving 'yzou
pain.”
] well know that, Oscar. But you went to see this
wounded scout ?”’
“Yes.”
“Well, yow saw him?”
“F drd.”
“What did he say?”
“Nothing.”
“Did he not repeat what his comrade had said?”’
“Neo, for he was dead, and the seal of eternal gi=
lence was upon his lips,” said General Dunwoody, =
pressively. _
«Poor fellow. And he was killed by this masked
Mexicaﬁ?”' ;
“Yes.”
“Now tell me just what his: comrade Isad: to say.”
“T saw Wild Bill, for he was there, and! ke said the
two men were to be wholly relied upon. He remained
upon the trail with his comrade, and the twe buried
the dead man where he fell. I sent Wild BI‘E’ an-
otfrer scout thie moment I arrived, to take the place
of the dead mam, and so there will still be three upen

I, though it is thougm the outlaw wil]: et -

e

The Flight for Life. o

stgike a blow upon some other trail, where either B.uf.-
falo Bill or Texas Jack and their men are.” .
! “‘Apd_the scout repeated what he told you?”
' “Everything. There seems to be no doubt but that
the masked Mexican shot Sloat believing him to bé
Buffalo Bill. The wounded scout snatched his mask
off and the face of your most unfortunate brother was
revealed. Nick Sloat died before I reached him, and
s0 we have only what his comrade told me was said to
him as a dying confession.”

“And you believe that the masked Mexican is Ar-
den Leigh, Oscar?”

“I know not what to believe, Ruth. But the return
of Surgeon Powell will decide for us.”

“Surgeon Powell has returned,” was the response
of Ruth.

“The surgeon has returned, and so soon?” quickly
asked the general. ik

“Yes, and he has gone again.”

~“Then he made no discovery ?”

“I will tell you just what he_’discovered, and why
he went a\}vay st soon after his return.”

Then Ruth told the whole story, and the gemeral

‘Llisgeneii.\\\riﬁll the deepest gtte‘gﬁion & the mast mmute '
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details. He heard the story to the end. without any
comment, and then said: iR

“Ruth, what you tell me gives me hope that the
masked Mexican is not that unfortunate brother of
yours. The fact that a body was found in the grave
is suggestive of its being his. Then especially do the
clothes and white wig, the disguise worn by the man
when he came to the fort, go to pfove-that theré can
be no mistake, that the remains were Arden Leigh’s,
and all was as the cowboys said.” »

“I feel greatly cheered by this view you take of it,
Oscar, for I assure you I would be more than glad to
feel that my brother was dead, though it seems almost
cruel to say so.” =

“Not so, Ruth, when his béing alive ooold not but
bring untold misery for himself and for you No no,
a thousand times better is it if he is dead, and I sin-
cerely hope this second trip of lSurgeon Powell will so
prove it to be.” e :

“And if not, Oscar?” _

“My duty is plain, as you cannot but know ‘

“Yes, he must be hunted down captured and

34 i

hanged.”

“If -not shot, e will have to dxeupon the :gﬁfiowi,

Ruth,” sadly"said ‘the general. e
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“Oh! what a world of sorrow and trouble have I
brought upon you, my husband.”

General Dunwoody stepped quickly to his wife’s
side, and, drawing her toward him, said with tender-
est feeling: | v :

“All that I suffer is for you, Ruth, kﬁow-ing yoor
sorrow ; but to me it is of little moment what I may
feel, knowing how dear and noble a wife I héve, the
one whose ideal T loved for so long, and in finding
the real find that she is far more, far dearer to me

than I ever dreamed of.”
%* g . *

When Surgeon Frank Powell left the fort with
the two scouts' who accompanied him, he rode on a
trail which he knew would head off the ambulance
and its escort, at the rate they would travel,

The four fine mules that drew the heavy ambulance
Surge‘on’ Powell knew would not be driven at a rapid
pace, for there was no need to travel fast. He made
hig ca]culatlons accordmgly and dec1ded that he would
catch the ambu]ance party some ﬁfty or sucty miles

from the fort and he so shaped his way, hopmg to

_head them off somewhere near the end of Hors_oshoe
Ned's stas —rum. .
s =

. z
i S
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In the meanwhile, the ambulance party had jogged
along at an even pace, camping early the first night
of their long journey, and not pulling out of cdmp the
next morning until late.

The ghastly load they had to guard the cowboys
shunned as they would a case of pestilence, and the
driver of the ambulance soon decided to drive his team
from horseback, rather than ride in the ambulance,
He accordingly mounted his horse -and took the reins,
thus driving along the trail. Arriving at difficult
places to pass over he would dismount and walk by the
side of his wheelers.

Reaching the mountains, the dri;/er had to resume
his place in the ambulance, for the way was too rough
to drive from horseback.

The camping hour was almost upon them, and the
guide ahead was looking for a good épot, when, as
the ambulance wound around a dangerous shelf of
rock, where the trail was hardly two feet wider than
the spread of the wheels, there suddenly came ‘a sound
as though a herd of ponies were rushing down the
mountainside. |

One glance up the steep mountain and the horrified

driver beheld a perfect avalanche of rocks coming

.down upon them, accompanied by logs and dirt.
. ; .;_,,,..._ E : =~
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There was no storm raging, ne wind, and yet this
mass .of débris had been loosened from its held far
up the mountainside and was coming with tremendous
bounds dewn upon them.

The escorts put spurs to their horses and fled in
terror, those in front for shelter ahead, those in the
rear for shelter behind on the trail. The danger was
appalling, for there was a sheer leap, from the trail
running along the rocky shelf, a couple of humdred
feet down into a foaming torrent.

The torrent was a river in size, and jagged rocks
broke the water into whirlpools, feaming caldrons and
fountains. To go inte that mad stream meant death
and destruction to all. :

The terrified driver saw but one chance for life,
and that was to reach a chiff and find shelter beneath
it. But the chiff was several hundred yards distant,
and the trail was winding, rough, and narrow, so that
it was dangerous to drive at a faster pace than a walk.

But im reaching that cliff the driver saw his omly
safety, and to its shelter the men ahead were flying
at the full speed of their horses. So upon the backs
of the new frightened mules the whip was laid and
they bounded forward into a rum.

They 11eeded\ no encouragement, for they saw their
e e :
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danger and knew that flight meant safety. On they
sped, and down the mountainside swept the avalanche
of rocks, timber, and earth. ,

As it came on it increased in speed, force, and size,
drawing from the loose rocks, trees, and dirt as it
swept down, and becoming more and mare terrible as
a weapon of destruction. ‘

On rushed the team of mules over the rough trail,
causing the coffin in the ambulance to break loose froni
its fastenings and dash from side to side with the wild
jolting of the vehicle.

Several times did the frightened driver feel that
his rear wheels were on the very edge of the preci-
pice, and yet there was no power there to stop the ter-
ror-stricken mules in their now frenzied flight for
life.

On, on they went, instinctively clinging to the side
of the trail nearest the mountain, and the driver saw
that if he reached the shelter beyond he would not
be a second too soon.

! He cast a glance upward at the rushing stones, and
then yelled at his team. But each mule was doing
its best, and their speed could not have been increased

had a pack of hungry wolves been at their heels.

With a yell of delight the driver saw that he would

o

£
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jusfv reééh the shelter in time, where two of his com-
rades were already gathered and calling to him to
come on faster. But just as his exultant cry rang
out, one of the lead mules stumbled, half-recovered

himself, and fell.




CHAPTER XXVL
A TERRIBLE DEATH.

A-cry of horror broke from the lips of the driver
of the ambulance, as his leaders went down, and was
echoed by his comrades ahead under the shelter of
the cliff.

The falling mule dragged his mate with him, and
over these two the wheelers fell, snapping the pole of
the ambulance and throwing it over on its side, just
as the avalanche was upon it.

There was seen a confused mass of stmgglmg
mules, in the midst of which there was a man, who
gave vent to one loud, long wail of despair, and then,
with a roar like an increasing tidal wave, the avalanche

was upon all, and went bounding from the ledge trail
over the precipice.
| Down, two hundred feet down, went the vast vy:eight
and with a plunge that shook the mountains it fell into
the surging torrent below. In the midst of the mass
the cowboys who had the courage to look beheld the
mules, the ambulance, the flying coffin, and the POOE

driver.

-
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Up to the ledge dashed the spray, there was a
seething, roaring, hissing sound, and then a deathlike
silence, followed by the roar of the cataract, as,
checked for a moment or two by the déhris hurled
into it, the waters went rushing along on their course
once more.

“Terrlble terrlble' that was the most awful sight
I ever beheld *

The speaker was Surgeon Frank Powell, and he
stood up the pass with his two comrades, the little
party having'haited there, as they beheld the ambu-
lance coming and witnessed the whole appalling scene.

The moment the words were uttered there broke
forth uwpon the air from far up the mountainside a
diabolical laugh that rang down the slope and reached
the ears of the surgeon and his party and of the cow-
boy escort of the ambulance.
~ The eyes of all turned in the direction, and there,
standing, where the last rays of the setting sun fell
He stood

upon“the summit of a ridge, from just where the ava-

full upon him, was the masked Mexican.

Ianche had started in its downward rush, and he saw
the surgeon scout and the cowhoys, and once more
burst forth i in Iaughter such as Satan might give vent

to when taking possession of a lost sccl
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Quick as a flash the repeating rifle of the surgeon-
scout was at his shoulder and a shot rang out. It
was a long shot, and a difficult one to make, for the
masked Mexican had sprung for cover when he be-
held the act.

But whether hit or not the man quickly disappeared,
while Doctor Powell sprang into his saddle as though
to go in pursuit. But instantly he checked his inten-
tion, and said to his comrades :

“T fear I missed him, and it would be useless to at-
tempt pursuit with night coming on. I will find a
camping-place ahead, and you bring the men on as
soon as possible.” :

He rode on back along the trail and soon came to a
grassy cafion, where there was a spring .of water.
Here he halted and staked out his horse, gathering
firewood while it was yet light enough to see.

He had just lighted the fire when the others came
up, the cowboys with faces that were livid with ter-
ror. They seemed delighted to get a view of the stern
face of the surgeon-scout, so full of nerve and con-
fidence, and quickly told their story.

They had escaped those in front by riding ahead,
those behind back to shelter in the rear, but the ambu-
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lance, the team, the driver, and the ghastly load had

gone over the cliff together.

“I saw all, men, and may I never see ax1ot11é1' sight
so terrible. Why, that coffin came out ofvthe ambu-
lance and seemed the most conspicuous object of all
that went down into the torrent” said the surgeon-
scout.

“It did, sir, and we were in luck not to go with it,”
said a cowboy.

“To-morrow we will see if the coffin can be found,
for I came to head you off, men, on purpose to have
another look at the body in it.”

“It’ll be an ugly look, sir.”

“Yes, but must be done if we can find it, which
f fear is impossible.”

“Yes, sir, for it burst open when it struck the cata-
réct, and no trace of the ambulance will ever be

found, sir.”

“I fear that is so. But did you see the scamp who
did that deed?”

“The masked Mexican, sir?”

“Yes.”

“We saw him, sir, and heard his devilish laugh. We
hope you hit him, sir.”
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« fear not. But he was the man that sent that
avalanche of rocks down upon.you,” and the words
of the surgeon-scout fairly startled his hearers, for
none of them had thought the masked Mexican had
caused the avalanche. '

There was little sleep in the camp in the moun-
tains that might, for the men could not get the dread
tragedy of the evening out of their minds. The sup-
per was hardly tasted, and no one could sleep; for
when they dozed they saw the dread sight over again.

With the coming of dawn, however, they felt bet-
ter, and after breakfast were ready for work. The
first duty was to find out if any trace of the ambu-
Jance, body of the driver, the mules, or the coffin
could be found. If any could, then there was some
hope of finding the cnffin or its contents.

But a long search rcvealed ¢hat nothing whatever
could be found, and at last Surgeon Powell gave the
order to cease the search. There was no doubt but
that all had been dashed in pieces upon the rocks and
then had been swept down by the cataract for miles
and miles, and there was no hope of finding a trace
of anything.

‘The ~~* ' -ve of the surgeon-scout was’to get
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up to the top of the mountain and make search for
the masked Mexican. After considerable toil the spot
was reached on foot, and an examination showed that

the masked Mexican had never gone there on horse-
back.

There was also visible the traces of where he had
cut away a fallen tree, so that it would roll down the
mountainside when a prop was removed. Behind this
he had piled up stones and earth so as to form an irre-
sistible avalanche in its downward flight,

That he must have known of the coming of the
ambulance party hours in advance, there was no
doubt, to have thus prepared for them the death-trap
he had. He had left no trace of how he had come or
gone, and the search revealed nothing as fo where he
had left his horse the while.

Perhaps it ‘was several miles away, and if found it
would be of no avail, as no trail could be followed
in that rocky mountain region.

Of course, the masked Mexican was far away from
the spot then, for why should he remain after having
accomplished his deadly work, or as much of it as
was possible?

. So, after camping in the mountains again all night,

T |
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the surgeon-scout started for the fort with his little
command. It was after dark when he arrived, for
he had so timed to have it, and he went to the quarters
of General Dunwoody as soon as he had changed his
trayeling-costume.

General Dunwoody and his wife had company, but
he was promptly admitted, and the visitors soon after
took their leave, greatly to the relief of their host and
hostess, who, Doctor Powell saw, were most anxious
to have them go, and to hear what he had to report.
The moment they had gone, the general said:

“Well, Surgeon Powell, I am glad to see you back
again; but let me tell you that the masked Mexican
_has again been at work on the trails.” -

“On the stage-trails, sir?”

| “Yes, for he held up Four-in-hand Frank, robbing
a‘passenger, and the same day held up Red Coach
Rob, killing a miner and wounding the driver him-
: seif, so Cody reports By courier.”

“Indeed, sir, he is getting in his work very rapidly,
it seems.”

“Yeg,”

“When was it he held up Frank’s coach, sir?”

The ;c;eneral turned to the note brought by couries

from Buffalc Bill, and answered:

259

A Terrible Death.

“It was yesterday afternoon.”

“And when was Rob’s coach held‘u[v), please tell mé,
sir ?”’ :

“Texas Jack said that it was the day before the
holding up of Four-in-hand Frank’s coach, as Red
Coach Rob had gone through a day ahead, on pur-
pose, having a valuable freight.”

“General Dunwoody, there are two masked Mexi-
cans, sir.”

“What ?”

“I repeat, sir, that there are two masked Mexicans.”
“You have reason for saying this, Powell?”

“I have, sir.”
“Will you inform me why you think so?”

“I do not think so, general, but am sure of the fact
that there are two of these masked Mexicans. You
say, sir, that both Buffalo Bill’s letter and the one
from Texas Jack report that the two coaches were
robbed by the masked Mexican ?” V

“Yes, such is their report, doctor.”

“Now, one reported yesterday, the other the day
before, and, of course, if Red Coach Rob’s coach went
on its run a day sooner, that makes it. It was one

masked Mexican who held his coach up, wounding
T SR 2 :
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Rob and killing and robbing his passenger, and an-
other who held up Frank’s coach, doing little damage.
One of these n:xen loves to kill, as well as rob; the
other simply to rob, and I will prove that thege are

two by what I now tell you, sir.”

CHAPTER XXVIL
’I‘HE SEAL OF SILENCE,.

Both General Dunwoody and his wife felt that Sur-
geon Powell had made some important discovery, and
they waited for him to speak. At last, as though he .
had made up his mind just what to say, the surgeon-
scout said :

“Two days ago, general, Four-in-hand Frank was
robbed, and it was the day before that when Red
Coach Rob was held up.”

“Yes.”

“This would seem as though the same man had
done both acts of outlawry, yet such was not the case.”

“That is your belief.”

S S S e

“And why?”

. ‘Well, sir, upon ‘the day that Frank’s coach was
held up I saw the masked Mexican.”

“You?”

¥¥es, sir.”

“But where?”

“A long way off, sir, from the spot where Four-in-
- —

~




262 Ehe Seal of Silence.

hand Frank was held up, and not so very far distant

: »
from where Red Coach Rob was halted.
“Indeed?”
“Yes, sir.”
«But when did you see this ma
“Tt was when I went to head off the ambulance

n?)’ .

party, general, when they were crossing the moun-
)

tains.”
“And you saw the ambulance party?”
“1 did, sir, and the masked Mexican about the same

3
time, and as it was just when Four-in-hand Frank’s
)

coach was held up, fifty miles away, it certainly proves
that there are two masked Mexicans.”
«It would seem so; but did you have a good view

of the man?”’
“T did, sir.”
. “At what distance?”
“T was near enough to risk a shot, sir.”

“Ah! and with what result?”

«That I do not know, general, but with no fatal,

result, I am sure. The shot was quickly made, at a

long distance, and I hardly expected to hit him, yet_

could not resist ﬁrmg upon him.”

“He saw you, also ?”

“Ob, yes, 'r. and had prepared for the comipg of .

‘
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the ambulance party. In fact, sir, it is by his deeds
that T am sure that he was the ene who held up Red
Coach Rob, and who has been the one of the twe
masked Mexicans to do all the killing, while the other
has contented himself with robbing alone.”

“This is strange.”

“I' furthermore believe, sir, that the two are not
allies.”

“Not allies?”

~ “No, sir, but even unknown to each other.”

“The mystery deepens greatly, Powell.”

“It will deepen still more, General Duﬁwoody, when
you hear what I have to tell you of the diabolical act
of the masked Mexican whom I saw. It is a story,
sir, I am sorry for Mrs. Dunwoody to hear, and yet
she will know it all before long.”

“You amaze me, doctor,” and the general’s look
was full of anxiety as he glanced toward his wife,

“I suppose, sir, that your wife has told you of the
report I had to make of my visit to the grave?”

“She ‘has.”

“And also why I went away again?”

: . “Yes, to head off the ambulance party and examine

the body thoroughly.”

“That was it,.sir.”
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“And’you did?”
“] headed the party off in the mountains, sir, as
T hoped to de. I saw them coming along the ledge
trail, so, with my two men, waited for them. To my
horror, as they reached the center of the ledge, I be-
held an avalanche of rocks break out from the moun-
tain ridge and rush down upon them.

“Something told me that it was not an accident,
for the air was still, and I supposed that a bear, or a
herd of elk, had loosened a rock, which had started
the torrent of stones, timber, and earth. I saw, too,
that a part of the escort wheeled and rode back for
the shelter of high rocks, the others dashing ahead,
and that the ambulance and driver must be caught i
the rush. T saw that he knew his danger, and put his
team into a run.

“The mules needed no urging, and there was a bare
hope of escape, when one of the animals stumbled,
and, before anything could be done, the rocks were
upon them. Never do I wish to behold such a scene
again, General Dunwoody, and to my dying day. it
cannot be blotted out of my memory. ]

“It was appalling, sir, for into the air, over the

precipice, down the two hundred feet into the cataract

went .the mules, ambulance, the unfortunate driver,.

b
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and the coffin, all mingled with the stones, earth, and
timber from the mountainside. The coffin seemed to
separate itself from the débris, and I saw it distinctly,
and I saw it strike, sir, and there was the seal of
silence placed upon what I had gone to discover. The
mystery as to whether that double coffin held the body
or Silk Lasso Sam or not is still unsolved.”

- The manner of the surgeon-scout was dramatic, as
he told the story of the ambulance being swept away,
and both General Dunwoody and Ruth listened with
thrilling interest. The faces of both revealed their
great disappointment when they became convinced that
the coffin could no longer reveal the mystery they
sought to unfathom.

“Do you mean, Surgeon Powell, that no, trace of
the coffin could be found?” asked the general, in a
subdued tone. .

“I do, sir, and our search was a diligent one for
aover half the following day. Remember, sir, that
there was a foaming cataract at the base of the ledge,
two hundred feet below.”

“Yes.”

“The torrent rushed along with irresistible fury,
fully thirty feet in depth, g(;i?ng between narrow banks

of rocks and with large boulders here and there
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breaking it into foaming caldrons and spray. The
coffin was burst open by the fall, the driver and ani-
mals dashed to pieces, and the ambulance broken into
fragments.”

“I can understand that well.”

“These were seized ljy the rushing waters and borne
away to drive upon jagged rocks and against the sides
of the cliff-banks, until the fragments were ground
into a pulp and splinters so that no trace could be
found whatever.”

“And so the seal of secrecy is still upon us, and
we do not know who it was that was in that coffin?”
said the general, while Ruth remarked sadly:

“And we must still grope in the ldark, Surgeon
Powell; still must I suffer from the sorrow of not
knowing whether my brother is alive or dead ?”

The surgeon-scout did not immediately reply. He
seemed undecided for a moment or more, and then
replied, in his low, gentle way, and with a voice full
of sympathy: ;

“My dear Mrs. Dunwoody, pardon me if I say it is
best to look the whole matter squarely in the face, for
your suffermgs can hardly be added to thereby, wh*lle

there may be a chance of takmg ‘this mcubus from off

-,

g

“The Seal of Silence. 267

your young life which you have so long and so nobly
borne.”

“I agree with you, Powell, and I thank you for so
placing the matter before my wife,” said the general.

“I am ready to hear the worst, Surgeon Powell,”
and Ruth’s voice was without a tremor, her manner
determined.

“Then let me give my views, just as I have looked

at the matter.”

“Certainly.”

“Of course, all chance to discover the secret of the
coffin is gone.”

*Yes.”

“And you have the word of Nick Sloat, when dying,

that the masked Mexican shot him, believing him to
be Buffalo Bill.”

“That ‘was the case, sir.”

“Then he also said that the masked Mexican, be-
lieving him dead, did not speak with an accent, and,
when unmasked by the scout, proved to be Silk Lasso

2

Sam.
"Yes

“When Sloat's companion arrived and drove the

outlaw away, he was determined not to have Sloat live
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and tell who he was, so fired again upon him, hoping
to silence his lips forever.”

“Which he must have believed he did do, as he did
not return to the dying man after his comrade came
on to the fort.”

“Very true, general. Now, this man, whoever he
may be, was certainly cognizant of the fact that I had
been to the alleged grave of Silk Lasso Sam.”

“Ah!”

“Knowing that the body was removed, he supposed
that it was still believed to be that of Silk Lasso Sam;
but aware, perhaps, that the man whom he ambushed
had not died immediately, and may have reported the
truth of the matter, he was desirous of destroying the
proof that opening the coffin and investigating the re-
mains would give.” .

“Yes, Powell, yes. You are on the right trail,”” said
the general, in an excited manner, while Ruth listened
with the most intense interest.

“Now, to destroy this proof, he went on the moun-
tain trail he knew the ambulance party must follow,
and prepared to destroy them all. If he did not wish
the destruction of the proof in that coffin, why destroy
it as he did?”

. “You are right. doctor.”
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“Now he hung about the mountains, held up the
eoach of Red Coach Robh, and then stood ready to

' destroy the ambulance and its load in the cataract.”

“And it was there that you saw him?”

“Yes, sir; for, exulting in his work, with night
toming on, and knowing we could not reach him. he
showed himself to us, and laughed in .the most aia-
bolical manner that I ever heard fall from human
lips.”

“Well, Surgeon Powell,” said General Dunwoody,
after he had heard all that the doctor had to say. “I
feel as you do, I must say; for let me tell you that it
looks very much like proof that the masked Mexican
wished to hide the secret of what the coffin couldv‘
reveal, when he so deliberately plotted the destruction
of the ambulance.

“It was a.terribly sad death for the poor driver
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