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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 Newr
York WWeekly. 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 26, 1846. Before he had reached his %eens, his
Buffalo Bill to the Rescue father, Isaac Cody, with his mother and two sisters,

migrated to Kansas, which at that time was little more

) ; than a wilderness.

L | 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 unti
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 Sevepth
Kansas' Cavalry.

During the Civil War, while ridihg 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 Rail.ro%‘d. It] szls in this period
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served as seout and guide in campaigns against the ¥ jux
and Cheyenne Indians. It was General Sheridan who

conferred .on Cody the honor of chief of scouts of the

eommand.

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

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

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

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

Colonel Cody (Buffalo Bill) died in 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, marksman-
ship, and endurance that will"live for ages. His life
will continue to be a leading example of the manliness,
courage, and devotion to duty that belonged to a pic-
turesque phase of American life now passed, like the great
patriot whose career it typified, into the Great Beyond.

2
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CHABEERET:

BUFFALO BILL’S PERIL.

_Buffalo Bill! Yes, the lone horseman was he.

Just where one would expect to find him, and in
just such a situation as he likes best—in the midst of a
great solitude, splendidly mounted and well-armed,

and engaged in one of those secret and dangerdus
missions to which the military authorities of the West
so often called him in his scouting days.

He was riding westward at an easy pace, late in
the afternoon of a dismal, sunless and blustering day,
about midway on the stage-road—then a mere trail—
between Durango and Fort Harris, in southwestern
Colorado.

His identity was somewhat concealed by a muffler,
a broad-rimmed sombrero, with the flap pulled down
so that it concealed the upper part of his face, and an
army overcoat, and as the air in those elevated regions
acquires a well-defined chill by the middle of Sep-

‘tember—the date of this chronicle—the few persons

he encountered scarcely noticed that he avoided ob-
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Buffalo Bill’s Peril.

servation as much as was possible, thinking that he

was bundled up to avoid exposure.

He was ascending at a walk the slope of a divide
near the fork which leads toward the still unpreten-
tious hamlet of Parrott, when a double report suddenly
disturbed the silence, and a couple of balls whistled
past in such close proximity to his head as to show that
they were intended to kill.

Unslinging his rifle, he spurred his horse promptly
in the direction from which the missiles had come,
just as two men sprang from the covert of rocks and
bushes beside the trail, making" strenuous efforts to
escape. In their desperate haste, the one nearest the
scout caught his trigger in a bush, and the remaining
barrel of his rifle was discharged, the ball passing
completely through the body of his associate, who fell
headlong, death stricken.

With a yell of horror the author of this fatality
darted to one of two horses in waiting, gained his sad-
dle at a bound, and dashed away at a furious gallop.
~ Buffalo Bill followed him far enough to see him
turn into a dense pine grove where a dozen men, in
all sorts of worn and wild raiment, and armed like
outlaws, were seated around a fire, in the act of eat-
ing a supper consisting principally of game, and then

he drew his horse to a walk and faced about, retracing |

his steps to the scene of the shooting.
CYXT = . 2
We—we knew you were coming, Cody,” gasped

the fajlen assassin.' “Our orders from the cap'n—
were to kill you!”

Buffalo Bill's Peril.

“Who are ‘we’?” asked the scout.

“The Ravagers! Beware 22

A gasp, and the man was dead.

“So, this is my first encounter with the enemy?”
muttered the scout, as he returned to the trail and re-
sumed his journey. “But how is it that these men are
aware of my coming? I have spoken of my inten-
tion only to Cglonel Nayler and Ben Letts. Ben, 1
am sure, has said nothing. The news must have come
from some one very near the colonel, and who stands
high in his confidence. I must keep my eyes open
for that traitor!”

He looked back at the pine grove, where not the
least sign ofelife and movement was apparent, and a
smile ctirled his lips. '

“They’re well posted,” he added. “They know what
sort of horse I'm accustomed to ride, and realize that
it would be a fool's game to pursue me.”,

He walked his horse another minute, looking bacl,
as if to tempt the enemy to pursue him, that he might
see more of them; then he chirped to his steed and
Jeft the scene of his narrow escape at an easy gallop.

Holding steadily to his course, with no other delay
than that caused by easing his horse up and down the
many sharp crests on this route, the scout at length
reached his destination, just as the first shadows of
the coming night began to descend around him.

Fort Harris, at first a mere post of the regular
army, with a permanent mixed garrison of two or,
three companies, infantry and cavalry, is now both

Y A .
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fort and village, some forty or fifty dwellings, inclu-
ding several frame houses of fair size, having gathered
around the original military enclosure.

As he reached the entrance of the fort, the scout was
met in person by Colonel Nayler, the commandant, a
fine-looking, genial, and cultured gentleman of middle
age, who was on the lookout for Buffalo Bill, and who
greeted him with all the warmth of an old acquaint-
ance, passing his horse to a waiting orderly, and con-
ducting him to headquarters, a neat, two-story frame
house, with cupola and verandas, which stood nearly
in the center of the enclosure.

“I am delighted to see you again, Mr. Cody,” said
the colonel, leading the way into the house. “I was
afraid you wouldn’t come.”

“What! after the pressing call you sent me?” re-
turned the scout, as he stood his rifle in a corner of.
the hall, -and laid off his sombrero and overcoat, dis-
playing a civilian suit of serviceable cheviot. “There
was no occasion for your fears, colonel. I have never
yet refused to honor any demands of this nature.”

“I know that,”” acknowledged Colonel Nayler, wa-
ving his guest into the parlor, “but I was afraid you
couldn’t come just at present. ’

“Follow me, please,” he added, leading the way
into his own sleeping-apartment. “Here’s everything
necessary to take off that dust, and in ten minutes our
supper will be on the table. Return to me as soon as
you are ready. I regret exceedingly that Mrs. Nay-
ler is not here to welcome you, but she has gone into

-~
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the village to pass the night at the bedside of a very
dear lady friend who is dangerously ill.”

Colonel Nayler returned to the -parlor, which was
pleasantly furnished and lighted, with a glowing fire
in the grate, and thence proceeded to the kitchen,
where his cook and maid-of-all-work—a motherly,
good-natured, and shrewd half-breed woman of some
forty-five years—was busy with her preparations for
supper. Thanks to the attention which had been given
during the afternoon to the expected arrival, the in-
terval named had not quite expired when the colonel
and his guest seated themselves facing each other, with
a liberally supplied table between them.

“Of course, Zellie,” said the commandant, with a
nod toward the door which had just closed behind
the cook, “is discretion itself, after long service with
us. But I believe we are quite competent to wait upon
ourselves this once, Mr. Cody, for the sake of being
able to discuss our - affairs without the presence of a
third person. The truth is,” and he lowered his voice,
T wish what I have to say to remain essentially pri-
vate, and that’s why I shall even refrain from asking
my officers to meet you until to-morrow’s dinner.”

“T understand, sir,” réturned Buffalo Bill, in a cor-
responding ‘tone, with an almost imperceptible start,
turning an attentive ear toward a door communicating
with a rear hall. “We are to speak of the exploits and
mysteries of the Ravagers. Is Ben Letts still here?”

“Ben Letts? Certainly,” was the colonel’s answer,
“and I really don’t know what we should do without
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him. His time- expired last month, to be sure, but he
continues to stay on, and says he expects there’ll soon
be a demand for his services, as in the days when he
and you scouted‘together. In fact, it’s partly owing to
Ben’s advice and entreaty that I've taken the liberty of
asking you to come to our assistance. He has lodg-
ings outside in the'village, but he's here almost every
day, and is probably here now 7

“Then I wish you'd send for him, colonel,” inter-
rupted Cody, in a whisper, “and let him take the place
of the' sneaking scoundrel who is listening at yonder

'H

door!
“What! you think
“Look and see!”

Gaining his feet in silence, Colonel Nayler crossed
the floor in three or four strides, with the stealthiness
of a tiger, and drew open the door in question,
abruptly. Sure enough, his favorite orderly, the man
who had received the scout’s horse, had been listening
at the keyhole, and now found himself surprised in
such a position and attitude that his guilt was only too
evident. -

“Ah, here you are, Finklestone!” cried the com-
“{"1;1dant in rage and disgust, taking him by the ear.

hought you’d listen to what we’d have to say, did
you? But, you'll never play eavesdropper here again,
you miserable fraud!”

Still holding the man by the ear, Colonel Nayler
| tushed him out through the back hall, which Zellie
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was just coming to light; and out of the back door,
into the large open area at the-rear of the house.

“Here, corporal of the guard!” he shouted, address-
ing the noncommissioned officer in charge of the re-
lief, who stood near a. fire in front of the guard-house,
which was about six 1ods from the house. “Take
charge of this prisoner.”

“Yes, colonel,” responded the corporal, advancing
promptly to meet Finklestone, who was being pushed

\ toward him with a speed corresponding to the colonel’s

wrath and excitement.

“And also take notice that he is reduced to the
ranks!” continued the commandant, thrusting the dis-
graced orderly with a final twist of the ear into the
custody of the corporal. “Put him in the guard-
house, and detail a file to stand guard over him with

loaded rifles and fixed bayonets until I can find time

to come and put him in irons.”

“T will, colonel

“And-also send Ben Letts to me!”

“Sorry, colonel,” replied the corporal, “but Ben
Letts has not been here to-day ~

“Then send three men to hunt him up, and bring
him to me, Dimmick, the moment he is found.”

“All right, colonel,” rejoined Dimmick. “T'll at-
tend to the matter immediately.”

And with this the corporal marched his prisoner to
the guard-house, while the colonel returned to his
guest, exelaiming:

“The soulless reprobate!  And to think that I have
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raised that man from the ranks, rushing him through
all the grades in five months. But, tell me, Cody,”
and the commandant resumed his seat, “how came VL;u
to get track of him so soon?” s

“I noticed him when he took my horse,” explained
the scout. “He seemed to have a bad face, under
some strange excitement of that moment, and I readily
detected that he has a sinister interest in my arrival
and presence. A quick ear and the watchfulness which
belongs to my trade did the rest. Who is he?”

“I'll tell you later. . Why do you ask?”

“Because he has plenty of friends in this garrison,
whoever he may be,” declared Buffalo Bill, his voice
again sinking to a whisper. = “I was looking from
the rear hall—without allowing myself to be seen, of
cqurse——at the moment you handed him over to Dim-
mick, and could not help remarking that the majority
of the soldiers present are his friends. T believe they
would have fired upon you, colonel, if he had called
for assistance. The thought struck me. that he and
they might be Ravagers!” :

Colonel Nayler appeared to be startled by these
declarations,

“Be that as it may, colonel,”” added the scout, “I
would fzdvise you to look well to his safe—lceep‘ing.
Otherwise he may give you the slip, or be rescued by
301’“e of his :fssociates. I have no hesitation in saying
he:rzllI S;Eten;l,;f iinlfiro(:]an{qerous man—yes, a tl'ait;.')r!"

= s as soon as we are done sup-
per,” returned Colonel Nayler, with involuntary stern-
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ness, “and if I'm not. greatly mistaken he’ll remain
in them until he is breught before a drum-head court-

martial.”’ ‘ E

Buffalo Bill remained silent a few moments, with
an air of deep théught, and then said:

- «There’s another reason, colonel, why I was so
prompt to notice that fellow. I arrived here with my
teeth on edge,” and he smiled. “In other-terms, I had
an adventure with the Ravagers on my way from.Du-
rango!” ;

And with this he told his story, not a little to the
consternation of his hearer.

“And now the grand question is: Where is the
leak?”’ continued the scout. “Isaw at a glance how
astonished Finklestone was to see me arrive here
safely, and how upset he seemed at my presence. To
‘spot’ him was easy. That man is a treacherous vil-
lain!”

The colonel assented in silence as if reflecting upon
sundry dark problems suggested by his guest’s con-
victions, and then he aroused himself and said:

“But all this time our supper is getting cold, Cody.
Fortunately I have reserved too good an appetite—in
the hope of having you here—to allow any stich man
as Budd Finklestone to interfere with it.”

“The same here, colonel,” avowed Buffalo Bill, with
his usual hearty cheerfulness, and in another moment,
the two gentlemen- were giving their best attention to

the repast before them.
For some time Colonel Nayler remained silent, as if
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painfully preoccupied with the scout’s suggestion vr
the presence of Ravagers within the fort, and es-
pecially with the scout’s encounter with the outcasts on
his way thither.

“Since they're as near as that, #nd so fully in-
formed,” he finally remarked, “they may well have
smuggled themselves within these walls. In any case,
we cannot discuss the situation too soon, or too soen
get te work to change it for the better. Let’s talk as
we eat. T've summoned you here, Cody, for a des-
perate and dangerous undertaking, namely, the un-
earthing and suppression of these infernal Ravagers!”

{

CHAPTER IL

BUFFALO BILL'S DECLARATION.

/s

Buffalo Bill expressed his desire to know more of
the situation, and Colonel Nayler continued :

“You have, of course, received some hint of the
outrages which have been committed in southwestern
Colorado during the last eighteen months?”

“The work of the Ravagers? Yes, colonel,” replied
the scout, with keen interest. “But you'll remember
that I'm very imperfectly posted and hase been busy
elsewhere. There has been a great deal of lawless-
ness and violence ?”’

“More than ever before, Cody.
reign of terror!”

Ere another word could be uttered, Dimmick came
in briskly by the rear hall, after an excited knock.

“If you please, colonel,” he announced, “the Rav-
agers have been at it again, and here comes a dozen
fugitives, with, several children, asking for food and
shelter!”

“Put them in a casemate, Dimmick,” ordered the

In fact, a veritable

' commandant, “and see that they do not lack for any-

thing in the way of food and bedding. I will call
upon them immediately after supper. Where are they
from?” ;

“From near Cedar Crossing, sir.”




————
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“It’s the old story, no doubt?”

“Precisely, colonel,” replied Dimmick. “They were
visited early last evening by a band of Ravagers who
are believed to be under the command of “Whoop-pee’
himself. All their buildings were burned, their stock
driven off, and their grain and all other supplies car-
ried away !

“Leaving them with barely the clothes they stood in,
as is usual in such cases, corporal?”

“Exactly, colonel.”

The commandant made a gesture of dismissal, and
the corporal vanished.

“But just what are these Ravagers, colonel 7" asked
the scout. . “I can only suppose, from what you and
Ben Letts have written me, and especially from what
I've heard since reaching this neighborhood, that they
are a band of unknown miscreants who are devastating
the whole region to the westward of us.”

“And that’s just what they are, Cody,” declared-
- Colonel Nayler earnestly, suspending his attentions to
his supper for a moment. “They're-a band of de-
mons! They waste and destroy everything they can-
not. drive or carry away, and hence the name which
is generally applied to them. They not only destroy
isolated ranches and dwellings, but wipe out entire
hamlets, seizing every sort of stock and grain wher-
ever they can lay hands upon it. Sometimes they ap-
pear as ‘hostiles’ under a chief who is known as ‘Bad
Medicine,” and sometimes they come as masked rob-
bers, with a leader they call “Whoop-pee.” They've
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burned every fairly good house in the western half of
this county, and seem to have done this as a part of
their system, which is one of wanton destruction.
They have carried off from the district indicated
nearly all the potatoes and other supplies of the ranch-
ers and squatters, and have left their victims neither
cow, sheep, nor steer. As to horses, no man here-
abouts can be certain of ﬁn(ling one on his premises
when he gets up in the morning.”

“What a state of things!” commented Buffalo Bill.
“Their name describes them.” 4

“But what gives especial terror to the ravages of
these ruffians,” continued the commandant, ‘“‘is the fact
that no one has ever been able to obtain the least clue -
to their identities, their numbers, or their hiding-places
and headquarters. No one knows whence they come
or whither they go. One day here, and the next'day
fifty miles away, committing their characteristic crimes
in both places, they elude and defy all pursuit so read-
ily and surely that our best scouts and oldest frontiers-
men are powerless to do the least thing toward their
detection and suppression. I myself, for instance, as
much as I have heard and seen of the doings of the
Ravagers during the last year, have never set eyes on
one of them. Nobody, as far as I am awarg, has ever
run one of them to his hole!”

“But you've made the effort?”’ queried Buffalo Bill
thoughtfully.

“Repeatedly, and with as many men as I could spare

without endangering the very existence of this fort
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and village,” replied Colonel Nayler.' “I have sent out
strong detachments again and again to hunt the vil-
lains, and have taken the field in person.”

“And,with what results, colonel ?”

“Why, without any results whatéver, other than
those of a negative character,” affirmed the colonel, his
brows contracting. “In every case the enemy seemed
to be as well posted as ourselves in regard to all we
were doing, and laid low and waited, keéping out of
the way.

i “They were so well-informed, in fact,” he added,
that I believe some traitor in our midst must have re-
vealed all our plans to them.”

“That is indeed probable,” affirmed the scout, his
eyes turning involuntarily in the direction Budd
Finklestone had gone. “But do the Ravagers seem
Fo have any particular likes and dislikes in their deal-
ings with the community ik

“Well, yes,” answered Colonel Nayler. “They seem
to be particularly ‘down’ on all sheriffs, judges, and
other representatives of the law, and to be particularly
‘sweet,” if I may use that term, on soldiers, and espe-
cially cavalrymen.”

A smile of comprehension flitted over the features
of the colonel’s guest.

""Has any of their peculiar work been done in this
vicinity ?”’ he asked. '
, “Certainly, within easy striking-distance of this
fort,” was the colonel’s reply. “In fact, Cedar Cross-
ing, where the affair of last night took place, is only
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fifteen miles northwest of us. And yet not a trace
of the Ravagers! Not a hint as to their abiding-
place!”

“Was Budd Finklestone outside of this fort yester-
day?” asked the scout.

“Budd? Yes. He went out to look for a deserter
named Jack Bossy—he often goes out on such busi-
ness—and did not return till late this morning.” 3

“Ah, indeed!”

The smile of Buffalo Bill deepened, as if he had
reached some well-defined theory in connection with
the ravages under discussion.

“But what are these men driving at?’ he ‘asked.
“What is their ultimate purpose?”

“First, to live without work, or at the expense of
others,” replied the colonel. “Second, to terrorize
all settlers and ranchers and drive them out of this
part of the State, so that they can have it to them-
selves. I may add that they do not kill unnecessarily,
or when they are not resisted. But woe to any one
who. ventures to defend his home and possessions!
For all such these miscreants have no mercy!”

“Give me some further details of their proceedings,
please,” requested the scout.

“Well,” answered the officer, “there have.been so
many mystenous disappearances lately that the whole
county is in a_panic. Take the case of Alice King,

for instance. She went out on the morning of the
sixteenth of August, to look for a calf which had

strayed during the night, and has not been seen since,

L ~———
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nor has any hint been given of her fate. Take, too
the case of Sarah Gannett. She was the only chi]ci
of her parents, who were well-to-do people living on
an unsurveyed ranch just west of Mancos. One eve-
ning in July, when her parents were about to retire
for the night, they heard an awful scream from the
chamber of their daughter. Hurrying to her room
they found it tenantless, and nothing to tell them’
how the girl had vanished. Another case is that of
John Scott, a ranchman, who had signalized himself
b}r resisting the Ravagers on one of their raids. He
disappeared one night, to be seen no more, and such
was flso the fate of a neighbor named Wilton. To
these cases many others might be added.”

"‘\Vas Budd Finklestone outside of the fort the
night Alice King disappeared?” asked the scout.

'“Ye‘s, he was, as I can recall from a number of
circumstances. Why do you ask?”

“I will tell you later, colonel,” returned Buffalo Bill
smilingly. “But about the raids of the Ravagers?
Have they been many?” -

“They’ve made three as hostiles and two as masked
robbers,” replied the colonel. “All 6f these raids-came
from the direction of the San Juan Valley and River
_and t'hc.ir line of retreat was generally the Mancos, 50’
that 1t.1s at least suggested that theiryprincipa] hiding=
place is somewhere near the junction of the Mancgs
and San Juan.”

:“Did. you go that way to look for them?”

T did, but in vain. They vanished as completely

-_—
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as if they had climbed a tree and pulled the tree up

after them!”
“So that, up to this date, the Ravagers seem to have

the best of the struggle?”

“The best of it?” repeated the commandant. “They
have the whole field to themselves. We’re absolutely
powerless to cope with them. In fact, we're losing
ground daily. I've even had fears that the ubiquitous
demons might make an attack on the fort and village,
and have at the same time waked up to the fact that a
portion of the garrison is corrupt, demoralized, and
indifferent. For these and many similar reasons,
Cody, I've asked you to come here and help us out.
We want to get track of these Ravagers and suppress
them, and you’re the man for this work. I hope that
nothing I've said will cause you to shrink from the
undertaking ?”’

“Certainly not,” declared the scout; “to the con-
trary. I'll do what I can. The Ravagers may elude
me, as they have eluded others, but I doubt it.”

And again his glances turned thoughtfully in the
direction in which Budd Finklestone had vanished,
while he renewed his attentions to his long-neglected

supper.




» CHAPTER III.

CONCERNING FINKLESTONE'S IDENTITY.

Little more was said until the two had finished their
supper' and lighted cigars.

“Who is this Finklestone ?”’ then asked Buffalo Bill,
the deep thought in which he had been absorbed be-
gmnmg to find expression.

“He’s one of a dozen men who came here last March
and enlisted in a body,” replied Colonel Nayler. “They
claimed to have been at work on a railroad to the east-
ward.”

“But had they?”

“I .ean’t say, Cody; I never gave the matter a
thought.”

“Nevertheless, it’s a question of some consequence,”
insinuated the scout, “for the whole crowd is just as
likely to have come direct from the camp of the Rav-
agers!”

The commandant started at the suggestion, and Buf-
falo Bill continued :

“How. did Finklestone manage to find such favor
with you?”

“Well, he showedghimself.very capable and ener-
getic—a superior sort of man, in fact—and seemed

devoted to his duties, reliable, and anxious to please. =

I helped him, making him a corporal, and it was not

- « T -~
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long before he told me he was the only son of a well-
known English baronet, Sir Hornby Finklestone, and
that liquor and bad associations had tumbled him into
the pit which had led to his enlistment. He showed
me letters and other authentic documents-in proof of
these assertions.”

“Please state their nature?”

The commandant did so, specifying letters of intro-
duction, hotel-bills, 'md other letters from Sir Hornby
Finklestone.

“There is a baronet of that name,” commented the
scout, “and he has a son named Budd, or Buddington,

* but it’s 1ﬁorally certain that your late orderly is not

the son.’

“Then how did'he come by those documents: " de-
manded the colonel.

Quickly came the reply:

“He may have taken them, while ﬁgurmg as a Rav-
ager, from the real Budd Finklestone.”

Colonel Nayler. started again, and stirred uneasily
in his chair, with the air of bemg astorushed at the
light he was getting. 5

“And so you kept advancing him, pa1t1y because of
his good conduct and capacity, and partly because of
his aristocratic connections?” continued the scout
quietly.

“The exact truth, Cody!”

“But events must have favored him strangely, colo=
nel, for him to have been advanced nearly a dozen
grades in five or six months.”

e
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’
]

“They did, indeed,” admitted the commandant..
“Somehow, the man just ahead of him was always
getting out of the way. Twice at least his immediate
superiors were disabled, and at least three others de-
serted. Besides, I advanced him several grades. at

once—for instance, from third corporal to second ser-

geant.”

“Have those absences of which we were speaking
ever been of any considerable duration?”

“Of course they have,” was the reply. “I've given
him furloughs whenever he asked for them—so rea-
sonable would seem his wishes—and some of them
were for-two or three days. Then, too, he has been
outside a great deal to hunt up deserters, not to speak
of two- or three hunts in which he took part against
the Ravagers. In a word, he has been in and out
freely ever since I began to promote him and trust
him.”

It was now the turn of Buffalo Bill to look startled
and stir uneasily. Such possibilities or consequences
seemed to flow from these facts and admissions that
he could hardly preserve his outward calmness.

“You have made a great deal of this man, colonel ?”
he resumed, after a pause.

“Too much, Cody—a thousand times too much, I
must admit!”

“And he has stood high in your confidence, assisting
you in your campaigns against the Ravagers, and hav-

ing a knowledge of your secrets?”
: ‘e
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“Yes, especially during the last two or three months,
or since everything has been going to the dogs.”

The scout moved his chair nearer to the colonel’s,
looking around and listening, and then resumed, in a
whisper : =

“Didn’t Budd and his crowd turn up here just after
you had been hunting the Ravagers with all your
might ?”’

“They did—now that your query recalls the fact.”

“Did it ever occur to you that this man is probably

Ravager

“Never!” 5

“And possibly that he is ‘Bad Medicine’ and
“Whoop-pee,” or the very leader of the Ravagers?”

“The thought never occurred to me.”

“Nor that the men who enlisted with him are also
Ravagers?”

“No such suspicion crossed my mind ! v

“Nor that they are all here as spies and fraitors—=
as corrupters of the garrison?”’ pursued the scout.

Colonel Nayler stirred again, in startled uneasiness.

“The mere suggestion of such a state of affairs
here,” the army commandant declared, “takes my
breath away, Cody!”

“And you have never even had a suspicion that
these: men have smuggled themselves into the fort
to oppose and nullify all your efforts for the destruc-
tion of their brotherhood, just as naturally as mice
burrow in a cheese to devour it?”

“Not even a suspicion!”
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“In a word, you are still unaware that your archs
enemy—the mysterious head of these Ravagers—has
been living at your side, in peace and honor, while
you have literally ransacked all southwestern Colorado
to find him?”

Colonel~ Nayler laughed hysterically, his color
changing from white to scarlet.

“Comte, come!” he cried. “This is too much!”

“Nevertheless, such a state of things as I have sug-
gested may be—nay, prob
assured Buffalo Bill, with the emphasis of a profound
conviction. ~“Look into the matter. Probe the facts.
Make your connections on what has happened. As a

lad . . - ,,
first step, let’s have Finklestone in here, if youihave:

no objections, and subject him to a rigorous examina-

tion, letting me take a hand in it. He knew you ex-

pected me, of course?”

The commandant assented.

“Then it can do no harm for him to have a closer
view of me.  Will you send for him?”

Heavy footsteps resounded in the back hall at this
moment, and Corporal Dimmick again made his ap-
pearance.

“We haven’t yet been able to find Ben Letts, colo-

nel,” he reported. - “The boys have been to every place
whele he’s likely to be, but it’s no go.”

“You can leave Ben to me, colonel said Buffalo
Bill, in a whisper. “I can find him later.”

The commandant accordingly said to the corporal:

“Never mind Ben now, Dimmick. You needn’t

~——
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continue to search for him. How does Finklestone
take his reduction to the ranks?”’

*He has said nothing, colonel,”’replied the corporal,
“but I think he meditates some desperate move.”

“What do tlie boys say?”

“Some of them say too much, colonel—so much
that I have threatened to arrest them at any repetition
of their conduct.”

“Indeed? Give me some examples.”

The corporal complied, and the colonel and his guest
exchanged glances of comprehension.

“You were quite right, Dimmick,” said Colonel Nay-
ler, “not to let such remarks pass unnoticed. You may
bring Budd into the back parlor. But first search him
thoroughly, so that we may be entirely assured he has
no. concealed weapons about him. You and your
squad will remain under arms in the back hall, and
be ready to appear the instant I call you, in case of
trouble with the prisoner. You may also bring a gag
and a pair of handcuffs with you. Comprehend ?”

“T do, colonel,” and Dimmick vanished.

The colonel and his: gtiest transferred themselves to
the back parlor, which was used habitually by the com-
mandant as his office and reception-room, it being
handy for his military family.

“Sit here, please,” invited the colonel, indicating a
sofa. “We may as well place ourselves between the
prisoner and the doors_, so that he won’t have the least
chance to escape.” !

The room had two large wmdows at the rear, which

\
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had been stained to a height of six feet, to exclude
the gaze of the soldiers who were always within a few
rods of it.

Zellie had not only lighted the lamps, but had kindled

a lively fire, and the apartment was further illuminated

by the vivid gleams which came in at the windows.

By the time the two gentlemen had arranged their
questions, the disgraced orderly was ushered into their
presence.

3 ; ! :
You can sit down, Finklestone, if you care to do
$3)

so,” said Colonel Nayler, indicating -a chair, as Dim-
mick and his guard of seven men retreated to the hall.

(13 . .

Thank you, colonel,” was the reply, in a husky
voice, which was accompanied by a maligfiant scowl.
6 = . .

I prefer to remain standing.”

What a picture of sullen rage and fury the traitor
presented! Never a handsome man, his visage now
displayed that repulsiveness which belongs only to the
most hideous passions. Physically, however, he was
a model of health, strength, and activity, being in his
early prime, or not far from thirty.

“I -made the offer out of consideration for you,”
continued Colonel Nayler, seating himself on the sofa
beside Buffalo Bill, “and because our interview is
likely to be of some duration.”

(13 . -

Why so?” asked the prisoner, scanning alternately
the two stern faces before him. “Is there so much
to be said?”

(3
A very great deal,” answered the commandant.
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“We propose to give you a thorough overhauling—to
turn you inside out, so to speak.”

The prisoner sneered.

“You'll have a good time,” he retorted. “You are
treating me very badly,” and he raised his hand to
his ear, which was considerably swollen. “I have
heard a great deal about Buffalo Bill. Ben Letts, for
instance, is never tired of talking about him. Well,
the man arrives heré; and you sit down to supper with
him. I have occasion to speak to you and come to
the door. Hearing voices, I pause a moment, to see
if my intrusion is likely to be untimely. And yet, just
because of that pause, which was an act of simple dis-
cretion, you treat me as if I were a red-handed pi-
rate!”

He folded his arms upon his broad chest, and looked
as if he were the most abused man ol the continent.
“That ‘pause’ was rather too long for this excuse
to hold good,” remarked Buffalo Bill, with smiling
sarcasm, addressing himself to the prisoner. “You
were eavesdropping, in the full sense of the term. You
had been at the door more than a minute when it was

opened.” :

“I am too truthful to deny it,” returned Finklestone.
“I was curious about your presence here, as I've indi-
cated, and a remark I caught tempted me to listen to
what was said about Ben Letts. But is such an act—
a mere slip in the path of duty—a sufficient excuse for
treating me with this rigas?”

“Such a ‘slip’ is certainly a warrant for inquiring
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into your character and acts,” replied the scout, “and

such is the nature of the attentions we now propose.
to give you. It's not merely because you have been

caught at eavesdropping once that we have entered

upon this inquiry, but also because you have probably

been playing this game for months. It’s not merely

that you are false in one particular, but also that you

are probably false im all. Tn a word, you are accused

of something more serious thaf® eavesdropping, as

Colonel Nayler will now proceed to show you.”

“Yes, Finklestone,” added the colonel, “you are now
an objeet of the gravest and most damaging suspicions,
To begin with, I must frankly say that Mr. Cody
thinks very badly of you.”

“Well, I don’t care what he thinks abouf me,” re-
plied thé man, glaring at the scout, “no more than I
care what you think about’ me, Colonel Nayler. If
you want war, you can have it, both of you!” -

‘iHave a care!” warned the commandant sternly,
“Whatever indulgence I may be inclined to show you
on my own account, you will not be permitted to insult!
my guest with impunity.”

' The pr.isoner remained silent a few moments, look-
ing angrily at his questioners and sharply exploring
his surroundings.

“What do you want of me, anyhow ?” he then de- 4
manded. “Of what am I accused ?”

“ 1
In the ﬁr.st place,” returned the colonel, “I require
»0f you a civil tongue and respectful deportment. You
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will do well to remember that you are anienlisted man
and that I am your commanding officer!”
Finklestone snapped his fingers contemptuously.
“That’s what I care for ‘your commanding officer
he muttered.
“In the second place,” pursued the colonel, who
seemed inclined to overlook the insolence of his pris-
oner for the sake of the information he was seeking,
“we desire to know who you really are, and what was
the name you wore before you appeared at this fort,
and what is the real motive of your presence?”
“Oh, you do?”’ sneered Finklestone, continuing to
glare at his questioners, while his face flushed hotly.
“YVes we wish to know if you and the men who
here with you are Ravagers,” pursued the colo-
nel. “We want to know if you are ‘W hoop-pee’ and
‘Bad Medicine,” and if your career at this fort is a
mere episode of a different and larger career you have

“lived and are living elsewhere. We wish to know if
your presence here is merely a hand in a daring and
fiendish game you are playing. We want to know if
you have been a spy and a sneak ever since the first
hour of your arrival, and a traitor from the moment
I made you a corporal——"

“Ts that all, colonel?” sneered the prisoner.

“In a_word,” finished the commandant, “we want
to know if you are the head and front of all those
crimes and outrages which have disturbed the peace
of southwestern Colorado during the last eighteen
months.”

) "’

came
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The face of Finklest $1 1vi
e face of lllll\](.bt.OIlC had grown livid as he lis- |
tened, but he seemed neither surprised nor disconcerteq |
= A 7 S < . p \
at this long string of accusations. He even smiled f
with an air of mockery and defiance. ';

Did you kill or shut up in some secret den the real |
Budd Finkl SEPE g
<lestone, taking his name and papers?” cone |

tinued the commandant. “Did you abduct Alice King |
and Sarah Gannett? Did you raid Cedar Crossing [
last night, while pretending to look for Jack Bossyng
Have you organized the bands of cutthroats whicl;'
ha\ie so long been raiding this vicinity, and some of
which have been seen this very day within a few miles
of us? Face to face with us, and a prisoner, with

Dimmick and his guard in waiting,” added the colo- |

nel, waving his hand around impressively, “the hour
for t}ae answering of all these terrible and weighty
questions has now sounded. Who and what are vou?
We demand an answer!” &

CHAPTER IV.

HOW THE INTERVIEW ENDED.

Budd Finklestone sneered again, looking from Buf-
falo Bill to Colonel Nayler with savage defiance.

“You'll be a long time in getting into port on that
tack, colonel,” he declared, with the return of his
wonted equanimity. ‘“The man who suggested that
long string of questions”—and here he inclined him-
self sarcastically to the scout—‘had better take the
contract for furnishing the answers!” ‘

“Then you won'’t give us any information?” queried
the colonel.

“Not a particle!”

“You won't even deny

“Not even that I built the Tower of Babel, if you
care to accuse me of that performance,” interrupted
the prisoner, again carrying his hand to the ear the
commandant had twisted. “If you had treated me
even rationally, not-to say civilly, I should have been
quite at your service, and would have made short work
of the cliatter this too enterprising newcomer has been
pleased to associate with my name. But since you
have chosen to act in this scandalous fashion, after
treating me with equally foolish partiality for a™num-
ber of months, you may carry on your inquiry in any
way that may suit you, but youll get no help from

—

i
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me. -Having thus stated my “position, I beg to add
that T've nothing more to say to either of you on any
subject whatever.” 8

“But how easy, if you are really Budd Finklestone
and a son of Sir Hornby Finklestone,” suggested Colo-
nel Nayler—"how easy to disprove all the accusations
I have advanced against you.” ’

“But do they need any disproval ?’ retorted the pris-
oner, with another bitter sneer. “Have you produced
a particle of proof to connect’me in any way, with the
Ravagers?”

“Well, no,” admitted the colonel. “But we have
merely entered upon our inquiry 2

“Oh, the deuce take your inguiry, and you with it!”
said Finklestone. “I expect my father here from one
day to another,” and a strange gleam appeared in his
eyes, “and it is needless to add that his arrival will
soon make trouble for you and your bison acquaint-
ance.” '

The repetition of this claim of aristocratic connec-
tions annoyed Colonel Nayler considerably, inasmuch
as he did not take the slightest stock in it.

“When your distinguished father appears, then,” he
declared, “a new order of things shall be inaugurated.
In the meantime, however, a diet of bread and water
for a few days may induce you to see things in a dif-
ferent light, even if it does not incline you to make
full canfession of your crimes and impostures, If
not, we'll try what virtue there is in a ball and chain,
with handcuffs.”

—_—

v
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"‘You may try what you please, colonel,” responded
Finklestone, with blazing eyes, “and I have no doubt
you'll be just about as successful therein as you have
been in your campaigns against the Ravagers! In the
meantime, and untilgl get a chance to give your ears
such a twist as you've given mine, I take pleasure "in
endering you the assurance of my heartiest contempt

and defiance!” 2 . :
_ The colonel sprang to his feet with the air of a

man whose patience was becoming exhausted.

“You must see, Finklestone,” said Buffalo Bili,
ar‘i;sing and taking the commandant by the arm, “that
such conduct assthis can only do you great harm. You
should hasten to answer our questions unless you wish
us to put the worst possible construction upon your
refusal.”

“Oh, you go West, young man, and grow up with
the buffaloes!”” returned the prisoner, with scornful im-
patience. “I don’t want you to say another word to
me!”

As was natural enough, the commandant had now
reached the end of his patience. ‘

“Corporal of the guard!” he shouted, turning his
face toward the doot.

Dimmick lost no time in making his appearance, with
his squad at his heels. :

“Have you that gag and that pair of handcuffs, cor-
poral?” asked the colonel.

The corporal produced them.

! “And you may put them in use as soon as you please,
- . ’_,’ ~,1\
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colonel,” exclaimed Finklestone, in a furious voice, as .
he shook his fist at the commandant. “I care no more |
for your threats than I should for those of an old |
granny, whom you so much resemble!”

“Silence!” thundered Colonel Nayler,

“Neither do I care for your Buffalo Bill, who has
come here to stir you up against me, or to save your ;
precious bacon from the Ravagers,” continued Finkle- |
stone, turning a murderous gaze upon the scout. “As |
to all your questioning, suspicion, or what not—I scorn
and defy you both!”

“Silence, I say, or I will gag you!” ?

“Well, I don’t care for that, either!” returned the |
prisoner.  “If you choose to take that course, take it,

and, if you will at the same time gag yourself, and so |

spare me all further chatter,
ful 1’
‘"

I”see tha-t I shall have to adopt stern measures with
you,” the officer said, “but so be it. You have only
yourself to blame for it. I'll put you in irons,” and
he stepped forward as if to give the order.

“You will, will you?” cried Finklestone.
said than done, Mister Martinet!”
With a single bound he was at the colonel’s side,

shall be duly thank-

“It’s easier

catching him by the arms and whirling him around in l

such a“way as to place the body of the commandant
between himself and the scout, thus using him as a
shdeld.

@ ) 3 =

That’s what I care for you, Nayler, and that’s what
I care for your threats,” he cried, jerking the colonel
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toward the stained windows at the rear of the room.
“And with this, good night and good-by!”

He hurled the fort commandant into the arms of
the astonished Buffalo Bill, who had sprung to his
rescue, and the next instant a tremendous crash suc-
ceeded. By the time the scout could steady the colonel
and himself upon their feet, and before Tie could draw
a revolver, both realized what had taken place. = The
desperate ruffian had flung himself bodily through the
sash and glass of one of the windows, and was already
on his feet and bounding like a deer toward the walls
of the fort.

“Stop him! Kill him!"”
from the vicinity of the guard-house.

A number of shots succeeded, two of the sentries
having caught a glimpse of the fugitive, but none of
least they did not stop

came in a chorus of voices

them seemed to touch him—at

top of an outer wall, at one of the angles of the fort,
and vanished into the intense darkness which was now
reigning. The daring spy and traitor had made good
his escape!

The scene of wondering excitement which succeeded,
as Colonel Nayler hurried outdoors, followed by Dim-
mick and his squad, will be readily comprehended a
dozen voices blending excitedly in an inquiry as to
what had happened.

The corporal was especially chagrined at the escape
of his prisoner, and was eager to despatch half the
garrison in instant pursuit.

x —
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“What! in this darkness ?"" queried the commandant,
with a glance at the lowering heavens.

“We might at least make an effort to catch him,
colonel,” ventured the éorporal.

The commandant smiled half-cynically.

“When ybu get to be a colonel, my son,” he said,’

“you'll never order your men to make any efforts
which have no reasonable chance of success. Of what
use would it be to worry and weaken this garrison in
hunting for that man at such a moment? To find a
needle in a haystack would be an easy task in compari-
son.”

Dimmick realized that he had allowed his zeal to
outrun his discretion, and was proceeding to stammer
his excuses, when the colonel waved him to his post,
and turned and retraced his steps into the house, clo-
sing and locking the door behind him.

“You are right, Cody,” he said, the moment hé en-
countered the scout, who had retreated to the parlor,
to avoid the curious glances which had turned to the
broken window. '“That fellow has plenty of friends
here! More than half of the men I saw out there are
glad of his escape. Why is it 2>

“It can hardly be because of his aristocratic father,
I think,” returned Buffalo Bill, with a smile. “The
high estimation in which he is held must proceed from
some quality peculiar to himself.”

“Evidently,” assented the colonel, “but it’s awkward
to have such a man on my hands, and then suddenly

——— o
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Arealize that he has more friends within these walls than
I have.” . "

“Are you going to pursue him, colonel ? : :

“Not to-night. The truth is,” ad’ded .the officer bit-
terly, “I don’t know who to send. l'o judge by what
I've just seen, one-half of my men \\'Oflld sooner send
that man on his way than detain him!” s

“Then the first step would seem to be, colonel,” sug-
gested Buffalo Bill, “to separate the ‘sheep’ from the
‘goats,’ or, in other terms, the friends of Colonel Nay-
ler from those of Budd Finklestone, and the sooner
such a step is taken the better.” :

“Tt's a matter I will-have attended to this very
night,” vowed the commandant. “I’ll ha}'e Dimmick,
and others in whom I have complete confidence, make
a report to me of all the men in the garrison who are
likely to be Ravagers, as of all those who have evi-
dently been demoralized by these reprobatg& - The
basis of this list is, of course, to be had readily in th.e
record of those who came here with Finklestone. Until {
such a separation of the ‘sheep’ from the ‘goats,” Cody,
has been made, as you have suggested, I think it would
be an act of folly to make a detail to go.in quest of
the escaped prisoner. Don’t you?”

“T do, indeed, colonel!”

At this instant a tremendous uproar arose just ou.t-
side of the main entrance of the fort—an uproar m
which were blended the clatter of rapid hoofs, the
shouts of sentries, the cries of a fugitive for assistance,
_the curses and exclamations of a ban_d of pursuers, and

- ———
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a dozen or twenty shots from numerous rifles and re-
volvers.

“Ah! Hear that?” cried Colonel Nayler, leading
the way rapidly in the dircetion: of the tumult and
making a gesture to Buffalo Bill to follow him. “Per-
haps they've stopped him.”

Emerging from his front door, he struck a gbng
suspended beside it, and immediately the sentry on
duty at the gate pulled a cord which broke a bottle of
inflammables over a bale of combustibles and ignited
the same, on the highest point of one of the bastions
nearest the entrance.

As the result of this proceeding, a bright_glare of
light was instantly cast far and wide over the scene,
as well without the fort as within, and the colonel
and Buffalo Bill, on reaching the little door in the
great gate, were able to take in at a glance the nature
of the alarm which had startled them.

It was simple and yet peculiar, a fugitive of some
sort having been pursued to the very walls of the fort
by a dozen pursuers who could only be -outlaws of
some kind, as-they were neither citizens nor soldiers.

These pursuers were now in full retreat, having
been stopped by the shots of the sentries on that side
of the fort, and the light which had been so promptly
cast upon the scene by the action of Colonel Nayler
barely sufficed to show their general aspect and num-
bers ere they vanished in the direction from which
they had come,

£ ) . .
That seems, colonel,” said the scout, “like the very
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crowd T encountered at the fork of the road, on my
way here, as I told you. They act like it, too!”

‘.;lt‘s the same, no doubt,” returned the commandant,
passing outside. “But who is the man they were pur-
suing, and where is he?” :

“Here, colonel!” was the answer from.a group of
men a couple of rods away from the entrance.

The colonel advanced in that direction, the scout ac-
companying him. Before them lay the figure of a
man in a statesof unconsciousness, his head supported
by one of the several sentries who were always on
duty at the entrance of the fort, to receive visitors or
render any other servigce that might bé required of
them. -

“What is the trouble, Heron?”
dant of this sentry. :

“Rither his horse stopped so suddenly as to throw
him, colonel,” was the reply, “or else he threw hm.]-.
self from the saddle in such a hurry as to-lose his
balance and get a tumble.”

A groan came from the insensible stranger.

“Tet’s take him to my sitting-room,” proposed the
commandant, and nothing more was said until this
measure had been accomplished, except that the colo-
nel gave two or three orders to the sentries.and officers
at the entrance to keep a sharp lookout for the pur-
suers, or for any renewal of the disturbance.

Seen in the light of the colonel’s sitting-room, the
stranger was readily made. out to be a rathér robust

and distinguished-looking gentleman, some\\'haﬁt\-past

asked the comman-
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the prime, of life, and with an aspect that would have
struck a traveled observer at sight as being unmis-
takably English. This view was sustained by his plen-
tiful flaxen hair and florid complexion, as also by his
“mutton-chop” whiskers and his dress, which was sty-
lish, eleganf, and quiet.

The garrison doctor was quickly summoned, and
Heron was sent to find the stranger's horse and take
care-of it.

“I see no fracture,” was the report of the physician,
after a careful examination, and the removal of some
stains from the nostrils and templgs. “He has been
stunned -and shaken up, but I think he’ll be all right in
ag hour. - We'll lay him on the colonel’s bed and give
him a dose, besides getting his feet into hot water to
draw the blood away from his head and keep it in
motion. Leave him to Dimmick and me, colonel, as
I see you have company-and are busy. Is he the man
I heard coming in such a hurry?”

Colonel Nayler bowed.

“But what sort of a crowd was that pursuing him?
Ravagers?”

“Evidently,” answered the colonel. “At least, such
is the opinion of Mr. Cody, to whom I take pleasure
in introducing you, Doctor Pawlett.”

The informal introduction® was duly acknowledged,
the two gentlemen shaking hands and exchanging a
few words in regard to the situation.

Doctor Pawlett had grown gray in handling alf sorts -
of injuries resulting from violence, and the opinion
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he had expressed in regard to the condition ofl the
stranger was accepted by the commandant as final. 1

«“But who is he?” asked the doctor, when 'the severa
measures of relief he had erdered had been' duly taken.

«We haven’t the least idea, doctor,” replied the colo-
nel.  “Possibly he may have a card or a letter upon
him that will answer your question. In any case, you
had better take charge of any documents and valu{lbles
he may have, including his watch an('l 1)111‘563; until he
is in condition to take care of them himself.

The doctor complied with the suggestion, but had
not gone far in his investigations before 1?e encount-
ered several copies of an address-card which read as
follows: “Sir Hornby Finklestone, The Grovfa, Man-
chester Road, Southport, Lancashire, England.”




CHAPTER V.
BUFFALO BILL IN DISGUISE.

No doubt could long subsist in the face of the dis-
coveries that succeeded. The newcomer was provided
with a great number of papers and documents, incly-
ding a letter of introduction to Colonel Nayler from his
commanding general, which showed unmistakably that
he was really the well-known English baronet, Sir
Hornby Finklestone.

And not only did he have in his possession thou-
sands of dollars in ready cash, but letters of credit and
bills of exchange from prominent bankers in London,
in the name of Sir Hornby, for tens of thousands ad-
ditional. 3

The colonel and Buffalo Bill could not help exchang-
ing glances of astonishment.

“The man’s identity is certainly authentic,” declared
the scout. “What’s more, he’s a man of the best char-
acter and standing, and an oft-quoted authority on
various industrial questions and discoveries. A dis-
tinguished party of English gentlemen for whom I
acted as scout last summer had a great deal to say
about him in connection with the geological strata of
the Rockies and other scientific subjects. But how
strange that such a man as your disgraced orderly
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should have declared to us within the hour that he
expected the baronet!”

“Tt is indeed a puzzle,” returned the commandant,
who had been endeavoring to take in the sense .o'f the
letter of introduction from his general, “and it's a‘ll
the more so because I read here that ‘the barpnet is
coming your way to look up his only son and h‘eylr, who
is in some great trouble.” What can it mean?’

“Certainly not that your disgraced orderly is re.ally
the son of this gentleman,” declared Buffalo Bill, in a
tone of earnest conviction.

“What then?”

“It can only mean that this rascal has killed or im-
prisoned the real son, as a preliminary to the mas-
querade he has been having. Your recent suggestlo.n
to this effect seems to me very reasonable. Would it
not be quite in keeping with what we know or suspe(_:t
of Budd Finklestone that he should be holding Sir
Hornby’s son for a ransom?”

“That’s the only conjecture I find reasonable, so far
as we've gone,” said the colonel, as another groan came
from the injured and unconscious baronet. “But all
speculations in such a matter are useless. We must
wait until Sir Hornby has recovered his senses, and
he’ll tell us all about it.” 4

“But see here, colonel,” spoke up Doctor Pawlett, at
this moment, “I cannot consent to be the depository of
all these moneys and valuables, not even for so short
a period as evidently intervenes between the baronet’s
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insensibility and the return of his senses. You must
take charge of them.”

“All right, doctor,” returned the commandant. “Get
them together in a neat parcel, and I'll take charge of
them and lock them up in the safe, with the pay-
master’s money.”

The speculations of the trio as to what could possi-
bly be the connection of the disgraced orderly with the
movements of the baronet were continued fog several
minutes, as they gave their best attentions to the in-
sensible guest, but no satisfactory results were reached.

“Evidently we must depend upon the gentleman him-
self for our-information,” at length remarked Buffalo
Bill, “and as it. will probably be some little time before
he can speak, I think I'll leave you to look through
the fort with your officers, colonel, and put everything
in the best possible shape, while I go and find Ben
Letts and get to work with him in my own fashion.”

“But can you find him, Cody ?”

“Readily, colonel,:I have no doubt, as I am in re-
ceipt of late advices from him. But I'd like to get out
unseen. The fire-ball has burned out, of course, but

‘that’s not enough. Is Zellie safe?”
. “As our own selves, Cody.”

“Then she can put one of her old cloaks and bon-
nets on me,” suggested the scout, “and walk with me
as far as the gate.” :

“Excellent,” was the commandant’s comment. “She
9ftcn goes out that way with our washwoman, who
lives in the village, and no one will see anything sus-
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picious in the performance. It will be well if you can
move about unnoticed, but the task is difficult, as Budd
has, of course, announced to all the Ravagers burrow-
ing here that you were expected. You will., of coursey
be on your guard constantly against surprises and at-
tacks of every nature. You will take your rifle "and
hat under the cloak, I suppose?”

“My rifle only, colonel,” was the reply. “I have de-
cided to leave my hat and overcoat here till my. re-
turn, and will wear Zellie’s cloak and bonnet during
this absence. I awill also borrow a second cloak and
bonnet for Beh Letts, and smuggle.him in here in that
disguise.”

“Capital!” commented Colonel Nayler. “But you
may need the countersign,” he added, “or, if not, it
will do younggharm to have it.” i

He gave it in a whisper, and then hastened to sum-
mon-and instruct Zellie. Thefaithful cook was de-
lighted to have such, a chance of being useful, and
within a few minutes, under her escort, the disguised
scout had passed quietly out of the fort and beyond
the gaze of any of its occupants.

“Many thanks, Zellie,” he said, receiving from her
a second cloak and bonnet she had provided for the
use of Ben Letts. “T’'ll wait here a moment, to see
that you get in safely.”

The moment - Zellie - had withdrawn, the scout
strolled through the village, as if desirous of making
himself familiar with its features.

There was light enough in the various stores, sa-

!




48 Buffalo Bill in Disguise,

loons, and dwellings to enable him to make his way
without difficulty, and yet not enough—with the care
he took—to reveal his identity or what he was doing.

Halting at length under the lighted window of a
house standing near the street, he examined carefully
a rude sketch of the village he had drawn from his
pocket, taking care to kéep his face in the shadow and
well muffled.

‘&

“Yes, I'm right,” he soliloquized. This street to
the left will take me to the La Plata trail, and there”
—he touched a point on the map—is Ben’s new
house.”

Returning the diagram to his pocket, he walked
away rapidly in the direction indicated, and was soon
lost in the intense darkness, having left all the lights
of the village behind him. %

He was able, however, to follow the general direc-
tion of the trail, and-at length—at a distance of nearly
a mile from the fort—he came to a snug little frame
house which stood quite by itself. He was just able
to make out its outlines with the aid of the light
which reached him from a lurid rift in the dark can-
opy of clouds above him, and a murmur of joy and re-
lief escaped him. This was the place he sought. Ad-
vancing to the door, he knocked lightly? but in an un-
wonted and peculiar fashion.

“It’s me, Ben,” he called in a guarded tone, at the
keyhole. “Hear me? I'm Bill!”

A front window was promptly raised a few inches.

i
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“Yes, I hear ye, pard,” came the answer. “Wait a
minute !”

Then came sounds of the removal of a sort of barri-
cade from a small front hall, and the'door was drawn
ajar. :

“Slip in, Bill,” invited a voice.

The scout complied, closing and locking the door,
and found himself enfolded in a pair of arms which
seemed to possess muscles of steel.

“Such joy as it is to see ye again, Bill!” continued
tle voice. ‘“Come inside. I'll light a match so you
can see your way.” .

Suiting his action to the word, the occupant of the
little house led the way into a small, square room, with
a fireplace but no fire, advancing a chair.

“What's that disguise for?” he asked.

“I assumed it, Ben,” replied Buffalo Bill, taking
the burning match from him, “to avoid, being recog-
nized by the enemy, and I've brought you a similar
bonnet and cloak, to enable you to enter the fort with
me without being noticed. Get into them.”

Ben Letts hastened to 'do so, adding, as the flame
of the match expired :

“Excuse me for not lighting a candle, Bill. T'll tell
you why later. In fact, we sha'n't require any light
if we're going to the fort immediately. But I must
hear the news before we start, and I've something to
say. Sit down.”

Ben Letts was not a model of beauty from a Gre-
cian standpoint, but he could hold his own every time

e ~
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in any crowd ever seen in the Rocky Mountans, he
being a man of the General Custer type—small, wiry,
limber as lightning, and with the eye of a hawk. He
had neither family nor relatives, and-his life had its
great desolations, but he had a faculty of being visible
at the right time and in the right way, and had alréady
been the associate of Buffalo Bill in a number of -very
important expeditions and missions, although hissage
was scarcely seven-and-twenty.

“I got your last letter ahd map at Durango this
noon, Ben,” said Buffalo Bill, sitting down with ‘his
rifle across his kiees, “‘and reached the fort just before
dark.” J

“Then you’ve seen Colonel Nayler ?”

“Yes, and Budd Finklestone, too! Let me tell you
what has happened since I left the county seat.”

. He hastened to do so, speaking briefly of the vari-
ous events we have recorded—his encounter with the
lurking assassins at the fork of the roads, his arrival,
the eavesdropping of Finklestone, the revelations of
the colonel, their interview with the disgraced orderly,
and the latter’s daring escape.

“Thunder! That was like him!” was Ben’< com-
ment. “But what a close call that was for you at the
forks! How can the Rav agers have got wind of your
expected arrival ?”

“Oh, the colofiel told Finklestone, in connection with
the preparations for my reception, and T suppose Fin-
klestone sent word to one of his lieutenants to inter-
cept me, as the easiest way of conjuring his danger.”

L
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“The rascals!” cried Ben. “But we'll make them
settle, Bill! K You've made up your mind, of course,
to wipe them out?”

“Naturally, and all the more naturally because of
that sort of conduct,” assured Buffalo Bill, with a
flashing eye and flushed cheek. “Since the Ravagers
have chosen to begin the war, and to begin it in that
dastardly fashion, they’ll either have to go to the wall,
or I'shall. That Budd Finklestone especially must be
hunted to his hole and the hole driven in on him!”

“Oh, we can get him again, Bill,” declared Ben
Letts, with joyous eagerness and excitement. “He has
a sister in the .\'illl\ge, a Mrs. Goggin, and will doubt-
less go to her house.”

“So near the fort, Ben?

“Oh, he don’t care for the fort nor for anybody
in it,”’ explained Ben Letts, “so completely has he de-
moralized its defenders.”

“But this sister, Ben?” queried Buffalo Bill, with in-

- tense interest. “‘Is the woman really his sister, do you

think ?”

“At least they both claim that relationship,” replied
Ben, “and I must say that there is a decided family
likeness between them.”

“Then why couldn’t we learn something through her
about hinw?”

“That’s just what I've been trying to do,” avowed
Ben. “I pretended to be smitten .with her, and have
been hanging around her a great deal lately, as a wel-

come visitor, and flatter myself that she has swallowed
- — F AN
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the bait. = At any rate, she has let out a number of
weighty secrets, including the fact that™ he’s her
brother!”

“But here comes in a curious complication of the
mystery concerning that man,” announced Buffalo Bill,
and with this he proceeded to report the arrival of
Sir Hornby Finklestone at the fort, and the peculiar
circumstances under which- it had taken place.

“Well, well,” declared Ben, “that is a puzzler! But
I'm sure Mrs. Goggin is really the sister of that ras-
cal, whatever may be his other personal surroundings.
I have no doubt they're brother and sister, although
very few know it. * In this fact is our meat. Budd
likes his ease as well as any one. Besides, he was
outside nearly all last night. To-night being what it is

dark as a glue-pot and a storm threatening—he will
doubtless go around to his sister's and take a goad
snooze to make up for lost time. Oh, yes, Bill, we'll
go around to the house of Mrs. Goggin in a little
while, and scoop him! Have you had supper 7’

“Yes, with the colonel.”

“I'm almost sorry, Bill,” said Ben, “I've been get-
ting up such a set-out, including a nice roast of young
buffalo. But that will come in good later.”

Ben had indeed been making rather elaborate prep-

arations for the reception of his friend and associate,
and his modest table was literally covered by the good
things upon it.

“As T've been writing ye, Bill,” resumed Ben, “the
fort’s fairly swarming with Ravagers. and with men
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who are ready to become such. I've already ‘spotted’
at least twenty-five. That Finklestone is “Whoop-pee’
and ‘Bad Medicine; and such men as Tim Wiggins,
Dutt Smiley, and Stubby Jobson, who enlisted with
him, are his most devoted and active assistants.”

“What's the present strength of the garrison?” asked
Buffalo Bill. :

“Nominally about three hundred. Now, twenty-five
men in a garrison of three hundred would seem, at
first glance, to be no great shakes, Bill, but these chaps
are particularly daring and dangerous. They’re all in
the habit of having the countersign, whether they are
on guard-duty or not, and they have dozens of rope-
ladders for lowering themselves from the walls, so that
they can go out for their drinks and come in about as
readily as if they were in a fashionable theater.”

“But the colonel %

“Oh, the colonel’s all right; a good fellow and a
splendid man every way,” assured Ben, with affection-
ate warmth. ‘“He's sharp, too, as well as sound and
capable. But he made the great mistake of allowing
his feelings to be enlisted by what Finklestone told
him about his fine birth and breeding. In fact, the
colonel ‘has always believed him-to be Sir Hornby's
son. You see how easy it is to make mistakes of this
kind, Bill. The colonel has trusted that fraud im-
plicitly, and the lying impostor has made the best of his
chances. He and the other Ravagers within this fort

have wide and extensive connections outside, and hence

they may be considered the advance-gnard of a for-

> —
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midable army. They know I've been watching them,
and are tearing nrad. )
Bill, for fear some of them would lay me oat before
your arrival.” S

“Is it as bad as that, Ben?”

“Bad’s no name for it, Bill,”” was the responsc.
“They’ve been watching for days for a chance to mur-
der me!”

“The villains!”’ commented Buffalo Bill, under his
breathy “But are they really bad eneugh to kill you?”

“Why not, as well as waylay you? The Ravagers
all know that you and T are old friends, and that
we've been in many a tight place together.
talked of- what we've done.

I've often
Then, too, they know
that I've sent for you, and that the colonel asked you
to come in consequence of my advice. They further
know that you have come here to hunt them up and
suppress them.
how terribly they must hate us. If we ever fall into
their handsy Bill, they’ll make short work of us!”

“We must take good care, then, to keep them at a
distance,” was the response. “Have you said anything
to Colonel Nayler about the presence of Ravagers at
the fort?”

“No, Bill,” replied Ben. “T wasn’t quite ready. I
wanted more facts and proofs. Besides, I thought
best not to say anything on that subject before your
" arrival.  In fact, T was afraid to say anything. I
reasoned that the villains might do something desperate
if T stirred up the colonel against them. Why, they
. : - e

<t

I didn’t go to the fort to-day,.

You'll see from these few suggestions -

|

,clean house for me.
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might have killed the colonel, or carried his \vife.off
to one of their hiding-places, if I hadn’t been patient
and silent. ‘They’'ve been hanging around my lodg-
ings in the village till I got ftired of dodgmg tl?em, and
that's why I've bought this place with my savings and
taken possession.” A

“Tt’s a nice little place,” said Buffalo Bill, “but it
‘seems exposed and unprotected.”

“Pity I didn’t look at it in that light,” returned Ben.
“My idea was that it would be retired and out of the
way, and my further idea was to be here a long time,
and make the place our headquarters, before the Rav-
agers would get track of us.”

“But you have slipped up in that project, haven't
you?”’

“Decidedly I’ acknowledged Ben. “You saw how I
was barricaded? The rascals have tracked. me here
already, although 1 didn’t move in till this morning,
and abstained from even getting in an old woman to
In fact, I've been expecting a
visit from the Ravagers ever since dark. They’re com-
ing here to clean me out, and that's"why I haven't any
fire, and why I didn’t want a light. A crowd of them
may be here, Bill, in about another minute!”

“Indeed? But why should they be in such a hurry
to visit you?”

“Oh, they evidently think they’ll make a great point
by getting rid of me before you and I connect. They
don’t know that you have already left the fort?”

“Certainly not.”
5 prouy
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“Then we shall soon see them here, as fierce as so
many hungry wolves!”
“Why not act accordingly?” queried Buffalo Bill
arising. “Why not slip away to the fort without fur- CHAPTER VL
ther delay?” ] ~
“And leave them to eat that roast, and burn my ,
house afterward? Stop! An idea strikes me! Tl Very rapid although quiet was the action taken by
set a trap for them!” Ben Letts to face the peril by ‘which he and Buffalo
, Stepping to his little pantry, he brought out a bottle Bill were now menaced. Hastily opening the door of
and stood it on the table. _ the lean-to, or woodshed, he pinned to the outside of
“Excellent whisky,” he muttered, “but it’s doctored. § it a scrap of paper he had drawn from his vest pocket.
And now let's be off!” 3 Then he took Buffalo Bill by the arm and left the
Striking a match, he seized his rifle and led the way : place, closing the door behind him, and walked quietly
to a small lean-to at the back of his house. to the edge of the woods stretching away to the north
“As you see, Bill,” he said, waving his diminutive §  and west to a point very near his dwelling.
flame over piles of wood, “I've T)egun getting ready The Ravagers being now close at hand, their noisy
for winter. Mind that snow-house. Yonder is the footsteps resounded louder than ever, but the scouts
door. It's only bolted. The windows and doors are § realized that no one could see a rod in such darkness
all shuttered witltin with oak planking faced with iron, as was reigning, especially in such close proximity to
and will readily stop a bullet, - The fact is, I have been § a great forest, and were not at all flustered by the near
busy here for a good share of several days, and have & presence of their enemies.

taken precisely such action as I would in a howling In a few moments more eight men had surrounded
wilderness.”

’
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the little house, rifle in hand, and one of them advanced
“You've done well,” returned Buffalo Bill, as Ben's to the front door, knocking loudly upon it.

match burned out, plunging them again in darkness. The scouts divined the situation without exactly see-

6 : e A€ g , . ‘ ;
These Ravagers Listen!” ing it, computing the number of the newcomers by

A rush of heavy footsteps resounded, approaching the noise they made and by the sounds of the move-
from the direction of the village.

“Thunder!” whispered Ben Letts. “Here they
come!” ‘ :

= ]

ments of those on the side of the house nearest them.
At the spot where they had taken refuge was a rus-
tic bench which had been a favorite place of repose

e
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for a previous owner of the premises, and thes scouts
seated themselves upon it, in a fine position for watch-
ing the intruders.

“Light up; Ben, and let us in,”" called the man at the
door, after suspending his knocking” and listening a
few moments. “We are some of your old friends of
Company [, and have good news for you. Let us
in!”

A smile of contempt curled the lips of Ben Letts
and, he stirred impatiently, his fingers toying with his
rifle.

“The poor fool hardly comprehends how easy it
would‘be for me to step that way and drop him,” he
whispered. “I recognize him by his voice. He's Sam
Gaddley, one of Finklestone's most infimate cronies,
and one of the meanest reptiles I've ever encountered.”

The man at the door began knocking again, more
vigorously than before, ‘and even made a fruitless
attempt to break in.

“Hey, there! Do you hear, Ben Letts?” he cried,
after waiting in vain a second time for an answer. “If
you can’t take a little notice of fair wards, we'll try
something else. Let us in, and be quick about it!
Otherwise, we'll pile a load of kindling against yout
shanty and roast you alive in it!”

Another intérval of silence succeeded—a silence
broken only by the skurrying of dead leaves and the
wailing of wild winds.

“He may not be here,” suddenly ventured one of
the eight men.
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“He qas here this afternoow,” said another of the
sinister visitors. “I saw him cutting and splitting
wood just back of the house.”

“Silence, all.of you!” enjoined Sam Gaddley angrily.
“Do you think I want to set up a debatigg-club under
the nose of Ben Letts as to where he is and what
he's doing?”

“Tf he’s not here, we can at least clean ouf his
house,” a third suggested.

“Will you keep quiet?” growled Sam Gaddley, with
increaSing impatience. “Evidently T've started out
at the head of a debating-club, or idiot asylum, to cap-
ture one of the most dangerous catamounts that ever
stood on two legs! Just dry up, will you, and T’ll
see if there’s any way of getting into the house!”

Sheltering himself from the wind beside the door,
he lighted a lantern he had brought with him, and
entered upon a tour of the dwelling, taking careful
note of everything and listening intently.

, “Hey, boys!” he shouted, in joyous excitement, at
the end of a few moments. “Come here!”

His followers promptly gathered around him at the
door of the woodshed. ‘ ~

“Ben Letts has gone to the fort,” he announced,
holding his lantern up to the scrap of paper Ben had
pinned to the door. “See what that says? “If you
get here, Bill, before I return, walk right in and make
yourself comfortable’ That was intended for Buf-
falo Bill!”

The statement was true. Ben had first attached the
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scrap of paper to his front door, early in the day, asa
preliminary to a hunt.

2

“Yes, he's away,” repeated Gaddley. “This is why
no notice is taken of us. What an awful pity we've
failed to gef him! The cap’'n was very anxious to

“have him killed before he and Buffalo Bill could get
together.”

“How careless they are!” whispered Ben, as the
eight men stood grouped at the door of the lean-to
and discussed their discovery, all of them moresor less
plainly revealed by the light of their lanterns. “We
ought to drop'them all in their tracks, and not give
them the least chance at us.”

“True,” retorted Buffalo Bill; “but we must stick
to our old text, Ben, and never kill—not even such
chaps as these—when we can possibly avoid it. Be-
sides, your ‘trap’ is in a fair way to do the business.”

It was, indeed! The Ravagers had tried the rear
door of the lean-to and opened it, looking within.

“Everything seems all right,” remarked Sam Gad-
dley, after listening a moment with raised forefinger.
“Butisit? Is Ben Letts really away? And, if gone,

when will he be back?” flashing his light into the wood-
shed.

“Perhaps not to-night;”” said one; “there’s no tell
ing.7)

“In any case, we may as well take a look at things,
now we're here,” decided Gaddley. “Get in, boys,
and we'll start a fire. Ben is sure to have enough to

-
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eat and drink. He'll be away for hours, if not all
night.”

The fire had barely been started, however, when a
clatter of hoofs in the distance was heard by the Rav-
agers.

“What can that be?” demanded Gaddley, retracing
his steps toward the front of the house, followed by
his companions. “Are those scotits already coming
from the fort?” -

All listened breathlessly as the clatter of hoofs came
nearer.

“No, it’s only one man,” added Gaddley, “and he’s
evidently one of us. He’s coming liere.”

“How can you know that?”

“Why, because Ben would not be mounted, and no
one else would be starting out for a longer ride than
this on such a night.””

A few moments later the horseman rode up to the
house and dismounted.

“It's only me, boys,” he called, approaching the
waiting group. “I got impatient and thought I'd see
what you're doing. It's really essential to wipe out
Ben Letts before Buffalo Bill can connect with him.
Is it done?”

The questioner was Budd Finklestone!

The eight Ravagers who had undertaken the task of

- suppressing Ben Letts all hastened to answer, each in

his own way, the inquiry of their leader. Then Sam
Gaddley proceeded to explain.
“No, cap’n,” he said, “we haven't yet wiped out Ben
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Letts, for the simple reason that he’s not here to be
wiped. The fact is, he has gone to the fort to see
Buffalo Bill.”

A savage curse escaped Finklestotne.

“I had begun to fear as much,”.he confessed, “or
1 wouldn’t have come out, for I’'m sore as a boil from
that jump through old man Nayler's window. Byt
how do you know Ben has gone to the fort?”

“In the first fjlacc, because he isn't here,” replied
Gaddley, “and, in the second, because he has left his
card behind him. See here.”

He led the way to the rear of the woodshed; flour-
ishing his lantern, and invited the attention of Finkle-
stone to the scrap of paper Ben had left pinned {o
the dcor.

“That’s all very well, as far as it goes,” acknowl-
edged Finklestone, after reading the slip. “But why
was it left here, instead of at the front door, where
you would naturally expect to find it?”

The concealed scouts, who continued to listen and
watch, could not help smiling at the question, so well
did it indicate how watchful and guarded their arch-
enemy meant to be in his dealings with them. But
Sam Gaddley was not to be confiised by so small a
matter, and hastened to explain further.

“I can only suppose that Ben had some understand-
ing with Buffalo Bill to this effect.”

“That is, indeed, possible,” acknowledged Finkle-

stone thoughtfully. “Ben would hardly care to stick
such a sign as that on his front door, where it would
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be seen by every one who chanced to pass. Have you
fooked through the house?’

“Not yet, cap'n,” answered Gaddley.

“No?” and Finklestone started, scanning the house
and listening. “Then how do you know that Bc'n Letts
is not here, and just in the act of poking his rifle out
of that window to drop you?

“Why, he didn’t show up and answer .

Finklestone made a gesture of impatience, unsling-

LX)

ing his rifle. 5 . =

“That’s no reasoning at all, Sam,” he said uneasily.
“Iasten to look through the house—you alone. The
rest of us a0

He made a rapid gesturé, and his followers sur-
rounded the house in silence, with their fingers upon
the triggers of their rifles.

Sam entered the house by way of the lean-to, flashs
ing the rays of his lantern around him, and thus
reached the principal room of the dwelling.

“Come Jgere, cap'n,” he suddenly called, 1n an ex-
cited voice, retracing his steps sufficiently to light the
way. “What a feast!” ' ;

Finklestone hastened to join him, leaving his horse
with one of his followers. : ‘

“You see, cap'n,” resumed Gaddley, waving his
hand and flashing his light over the well-filled table.
“Ben has made all these preparations in expectation of
having his friend here to suppergand has gone to the

5 . - . S Ot
fort to fetch him. Fihding that the colonel has g
ahead of him, the couple will doubtless pass the eve-
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ning with the commandant, and assist him in cooking |
up a plan for our total and immediate destruction.” |

“That is indeed quite possible,” returned Finkle- §
stone. “Look at that roast! There’s enough of it §
for half a dozen. ‘

Gaddley smelled and tasted. g

“Whisky,” he reported. “Will you try it?” '

“Of course not,” was the answer. ‘““The day has
gone by when I can drink out of bottles left around ‘
loose in that manner. May it not be-a bait?” !

“It may, indeed.”

. “For just such fish as us?”

“I can't deny it, cap’n!”

“Then let it alone, Sam,” enjoined Budd, with a
wise shake of the head. “There is too loud an inquiry |
just now for ‘Whoop-pee’ and ‘Bad Medicine’ in a |
hundred different quarters for me to take any risks, |
Besides, there’s no privation in the matter, as I'm
always supplied with a little of the best!” ‘

!

He drew a handsomely mounted flask from a side
pocket, and turned a liberal dram into a tumbler. |

“Try that,” he said, extending the tumbler to his §
henchman.

“After you, cap'n,” said Gaddley. “But here’s an- |
other glass.”

“Good.

A second dram was turned out, and the two men’
touched glasses.

l
{
\
Hold it up here.” |

“Here's to getting square with Ben Letts and Buf-

What's in that bottle ?* £

|
L
l:
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falo Bill,” proposed Finklestone. “May they die the
death of dogs, and at our hands!”

The couple emptied their tumblers, and then Tinkle-
stone dropped into the nearest chair.

“We'll certainly give them something to think about
between now and morning,” he said, with savage
gleam, as he rubbed his sore ear. “Do you know
where Mrs. Nayler is?”

“Certainly, watching, with Mrs. Wayland, an old
friend of her schoal-girl days, who has recently come
here from the East,® answered Gaddley.

“Exactly. -Well, Sam, don’'t you see how easy it
is for us to take a terrible revenge upon the colonel
for this twisted ear—rot to speak of something else
—by securing his wife and carrying her off to our re-
treat?”

“Good! Glorious! It can be done!” was Gaddley’s
comment. “And without the least trouble or danger!”

“Of course it can,” pursued Finklestone, his eyes
glowing luridly. “Mrs. Wayland's house is close
enough at one side of the village to be readily reached.
Old Wescott is attending the patient, but one or two
calls a day can hardly place him in our path. Pre-
sumably, Mrs. Nayler is the only watcher. Ina word,
therefore, the prize can readily be ours!”

“Evidently,” returned Gaddley, with the brevity of
a man who awaits his orders.

“T’Il charge you with the matter,” resumed Finkle-
stone. “You had better take with you Hank Tilkins,
Dan Ringwood, and Ted Grupple, who are all triec
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and truc. T'll give you fifty dollars if you make 3
complete success of the abduction. You had better all
show yourselves at once at the door, if the coast is
clear, so that Mrs. Nayler will see at a glance that re-
sistance is out of the question.”

“Of course, it will be well not to move too soon, or
while there’s much stir in the village ?” ;

“Of course, Sam. And once Mrs. Nayler is in your

hands, without noise or pursuit, you may bring her to

the house of my sister, Mrs. Goggin, taking good care
that you are not seen to enter.” ® ,

“Will you be there on our arrival ?”

“Yes, Sam. I'm going there to have a good sleep,
as I've hardly closed my eyes for three nights past
I believe you comprehend everything ?”

“Perfectly, cap'n.”

“Then take your boys and be off, remembering not
to open your head to them in anything louder than a
whisper, and not even in that till you are at the scene
of action. As you pass out, send Dutt and the rest
to me, hitching-my horse near the door.”

In another minute Sam Gaddley and the men as-
signed him were retracing- their steps toward the vik
lage, while the other four hastened to join their leader
in the ‘interior of the house.

“I propose tg leave the four of you here, Dutt,” said
Finklestone, arising-and addressing th¢ man he re-
garded as the leader of the little party remaining.
“And what do I leave you here for, do you suppose?”

. “Why, to capture or kill Ben Letts and Buffalo Bill

——

%
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‘when they come from the fort,” answered Dutt Sn.‘li-
ley, with a savage twinkle in his eyes, and al.so with
the air of being pleased at being entgusted with such
an important task.

“Yes, that's it,” avowed Finklestone, “and I have no
great choice as to whether it’s kill or capture. You'll
have to be guided by circumstances. To kill will prob-
ably be the surest and safest, but if you can capture
the couple alive I'll gladly share a special present of a
hundred dollars between you.”

“Oh, we'll get them,” declared Dutt Smiley, with
eager mien. “We'll all watch till midnight, and then
it will be two' and two till morning.”

Budd Finklestone reflected intently a few moments,
scanning his followers, as if making an estimate of
their several capacities.

“Upon the whole,” he said, “you needn’t make an
effort to capture the scouts. Drop them suddenly the
moment they get within striking-distance. I will di~
vide two hundred dollars among you if you kill them
both. Let’s have no more failures! - Two such botches
as I've had to-night are enough!”

“You refer,” returned Smiley, “to the failure of
Tooker to kill Buffalo Bill and capture Sir Hornby

; Finklestone ?”

“Yes, Dutt. Think of it!” and a fierce curse es-
caped him. “Twelve -of them posted at the forks, to
catch the baronet and drop that meddling scout, and
yet they let them both slip through their fingers! I

R
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had a plan for getting at least fifty thousand dollars
from Sir Hornby, and I'll have it yet!”

“You will, of course, get him out of the fort be-
tween now and morning, capn?’

“Yes, Dutt—as soon as I've had a nap at my sister’s
and got rested. I can get him—sure.”

“But how came Tooker to lose both men

“Oh, I can only suppose that he and all with him
think they’re out for a picnic,” replied Finklestone bit-
terly, “and give their principal attention to eating and
drinking. That’s our besetting sin, you know. Lets
have none-of it here to-night,” and he glanced anew
over Ben's well-filled table. “Take a bite, if you will,
but never drink out of strange bottles. On this latter
point I may as well be dead certain.”

Seizing the bottle Ben had stood on the table earlier,
he dashed it into the fireplace, scattering its contents
in the ashes.

“You may show me out, Dutt,” he added, leading
the way toward the door by which he had entered.
“I'll 'leave you mow, with a final injunction to look
sharp, or you'll be gobbled Dy the enemy before morn-
ing.” '

“But when are all of us, cap’n, going to quit the
fort forever?” asked Smiley, lighting his chief through
the lean-to.

“Why do you ask?”

“Because Dimmick, or some other snoop, may dis-
cover that secret tunnel at any moment, and then what

]
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a hullabaloo! Now that Buffalo Bill has come,

too——" :
“Oh, you can leave me to name -the hour of our

departure, Dutt,” interrupted Finklestone. “T'll only
say now that we're going very soon.”

“To our secret retreat, of course?”

“Yes, Dutt—to the Quadrangle.”

Passing out and gaining his saddle, he waved his
followers adieu, and dashed away toward the village.




CHAPTER VII.
A CLEVER CAPTURE,

It was W‘Ith a gloomy aspect that Dutt Smiley re.
turned to his three associates.

How cold it’s getting!” he growled, closing the .

d(;or behx{ld him. “We shall have an early winte
W ‘llz;tea pity, too, about that bottle of whisky!” '
S 2 ro- = r o ” J

o ; "uIl je\;;iczlbtsl(ljlies}llalne! groaned a man with
.“That cap'n’s ‘clean gone’ on the subjget of bei
pizened by somebody,” lamented another of the }gzlg
agers. “He wouldn’t dare drink the milk of i
nut! Holy artichokes!” A

3 ;

“Has anything bit you, old Porous?”

Jest smell o’ these tumblers!” wailed the man this
ganl]ed.' "‘The ca!)"n and Sam had a drop tocgethe:
klzcstlozzjlil?(r{ tlo?! a‘iul 1.1e fll'aincd a teaspoonful Fin-
o t;ie evt. This is too awfully awfull—

z y want and then smash -the bottle under

SUCII a “]Il 95 ) t .
etext \\, neat 111 ever
I ]at an eio \«l C(l C d

lasting hypocrite the cap’n is!”

The tumblers wer
- wﬂ]!)lem were passed around, in solemn con
Rava‘ger]s h nmttc%rmgs dire and dark, while the four
grew faint wi > sce i |
s with the scent which reached
“Well,

—ils ot

w be o
ve can at least have a fire and warm ot

I
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» at length remarked Dutt Smiley, proceeding
{o the fireplace. “Here is plenty of woad, with nice
kindlings Holy Moses!”

“What now, Dutt?”

«A miracle! a perfect miracle!” announced Smiley,
advancing his lantern into the fireplace. “That bottle
struck in sotie ashes and shavings——"

“And isn’t broken, Dutt e

“Oh, yes—it's broken, the neck having hit the back
of the chimney,” explained Smiley; “but the botton is
sound, and at least a third of the whisky is feft in it!”

Exc]am?ﬁions of delight succeeded, as the four men
proceeded to divide the whisky into equal parts and
swallow it. .

“And now for a slice of that meat,” said Smiley,
taking a seat at the table and beginning to carve the
fine roast Ben had provided against the arrival of his
distinguished friend. “Some of you will have to find
boxes and barrels to sit upon, but none of us will have
to go hungry.”

The four were soon as busy as the fare supply of
good things before them could make them.

“Just think, boys,” resumed Smiley, when he had
helped his associates liberally, “in what an uncertain
sort of world we're living! Little did it occur to Ben
%Gttﬁ.’ as he turned this morsel before the blaze so
patiently, that it would be eaten by the hated Rav-
agers! * Ha, ha!”

All laughed heartily, and then Dutt stepped out-

;! ~ L '

]

e
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doors and looked and listened a moment, to assure
himself that the scouts were still at a distance.

“Somehow, I don't feel quite right,” he said, as he
returned to his comrades.
minute.”

“I think T'll lie down a

He took possession of Ben's lounge, closing his eyes,
and nothing more was heard from him.

The next instant the man with the cold stopped eat-
ing, looking around upon his associates with a sort of
dazed and scared air.

“There’s something wrong,” he said. “T——"

He arose and staggered to Ben's bunk, which was
built solidly to the wall, and managed to deposit him-
self in it, when he, too, relapsed into silence.

As to the other two Ravagers, they attempted to
express their surprise and compare notes, but their
drowsiness increased so rapidly as to render their at-
tempt futile, and in another minute they had become
inert masses on the floor beside the table.

Then the scouts opened the door of the lean-to and
looked in upon them, with smiles of a very contented
description.

“I thought that’s where they'd fetch up,” said Buf-
falo Bill. “Your ‘trap’ has closed upon them. Did
I not hear a horse in that little shed in the edge of the
woods as we sat loeking at the Ravagers?”

“You did, Bill—a couple of them, a work-horse and

a splendid saddle thoroughbred. I've been drawing
wood with the former.”

“Then you have a wagon ?”’
=
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“A roomy and solid ‘lumber’-box, yes.f’

“Good. We are prepared, then, ao give these four

agers a prompt change of scene.
Ra‘}';l’éc:bBilll," axll(l BcngLetts seized the lanterx: oyf
Dutt S)lniley and led the way from the apartment. \\/'e
have only to\ hitch the horses and load up. ”Thercs
little danger that we shall be troubled furthér.

Such proved to be the case, and the scouts were soon
on their way to the fort with the four unconscious
Ravagers thinly covered with straw occupying the

body of the wagon. Gaining admittance by giving the

countersign, the scouts drove directly to the colonel’s
door. and hastened to give him a report of all that

had happened. .
After a brief expression of his surprise, Colonel
Navler desired to know how long the sleepers would
remain under the influence of the dose they had taken.
“Probably till morning, sir,” was Ben's answer.
“And vou think youll get hold of Budd between
now and then?” ‘ . 3
“Undoubtedly, colonel. I didn’t liear what he saic
to Sam Gaddley, as his men were around my house
ime” explai “hut I did hear him -sav
at the time,” explained Ben, . { e
to Dutt Smiley that he was gomng to his SIS
have a good nap.” :
: i 7 - Sir
“And he said he could and would get hold of
Hornby ?” ;
“He did, colonel.” =
“And hopes to get fifty thousand dollars from

baronet ?”’




A Clever Capture.

“That’s what he said, sir.”

“What, then, can be the mystery between them?
Unfortunately, the baronet has not yet recovered his
senses. But I'll place a guard around the house to pre-
vent Budd from getting hold of him.
guard. And you?”

“We must leave as soon as you have unloaded the
wagon and sent it outside of the gate to us,” said
Ben.

A few minutes later, still disguised in Zellie’s cloaks
- and bonnets, the scouts were on their way_back to
| Ben’s house with the horse and wagon, which were
in due course returned to the places whence they had
been taken. Then they hung up their disguises in the
lean-to, appearing in their proper garb, and took a fresh
departure, leaving everything secured behind them.

A profound sigh escaped Ben Letts as he halted a
few rods away and took a long look at the datk out-
lines of his little dwelling.

“We may see it again, Bill,” he said,- “but, in all
likelihood, not until we have weathered a considerable
scrimmage.”

“Evidently,’
brevity.

’

returned Buffalo Bill, with thoughtful

And the two- friends took their way at an easy pace,
and with watchful mien—occasionally pausing to look
and listen—¥oward the retired portion of the village in
which stood the house of Mrs. Goggin.

“Of course we're taking an early start,” observed

(]

As to these,
four men, I'll put them in a casemate, under special
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Ben Letts, “but it isn’t necessary to sing Bud‘d Finkle-
stone to sleep‘. He drops off the mgment he lies cyl’own,
and, like all such men, he’s not easxly axvakenfad. ,

“But this sister—this Mrs. Goggin,” queried Buf-
falo Bill. * “Is she good—looking?’.’ - :
~ “Oh, anything’d pass fer that im™a garrison town,
where an old skirt on a post is enough to arouse gen-
eral enthusiasm. She can be agreeable, when she carves
to be. She claims to be a widow, but I suspect Mr.
Goggin to be a polite fiction.” : =

“She has a large circle of admirers, of cm')urse.

“A wery large one, Bill, and they co,me in all sofrts
of garbs and accouterments, so that I've seen half a
dozen rifles stacked in her umbrella-stand at ance. She
is not likely to recognize you from_any picture or de-
scription she has received, but still you had bitter
remain 6utside until I give you the werd to enter.

“Shall we find a crowd there, do you think?” i

“Hardly, at this hour, and on SL'ICh .a th.re'atemng
night as this,” answered Ben, glancing mqulrlr_xg]y at
the ‘dark sky. “I may find two or three soldylers or
teamsters there, as is generally the case, but she’ll soon
get rid of them, when T tell her that I ‘have v%fy im-
portant news for her and must see her alone.

“But she must know you are an enemy of tl-1e Rava;
gers, Ben, and that her brother is trying to kill you?

“No, Bill,” replied Ben, “for the simple reason thz.lt
she does not know me as Ben Letts, but as ‘Captain
Hickman.’ T always slip on a certain wig and b’e’ard
just before I reach her house, and I'll do so now. :
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He suited the action to the word.

“There! I'm now ‘Captain Hickman,” Bill,” he re-
sumed, in a changed voice, he being able to assume sey-
eral; every one of which was quite distinct from his
natural mode of speech. “The need arising, Bill, you
can figure as my brother.”

“Has Budd seen you in this character ?”’ asked Buf-
falo Bill.

“Naturally not,” replied Ben. “I've been here as
‘Hickman’ only when I knew Budd was- busy else-
where.”

“But does Mrs. Goggin always receive you?”

“Certainly, and every one else who pulls her door-
bell,” was Ben's reply. “In fact,” and he smiled
audibly, “she’s entitled to be called the Great Re-
ceiver!”

- The situation thus presented requires a few words
of explanation. It had become an open secret to Ben
Letts, as to a few others, that Budd Finklestone and
his sister had been engaged ever since their appear-
ance on the scene, six months before, in the moral
undermining of the garrison of Fort Harris, in some
secret interest which had as yet been scarcely more
than suggested. ;

He, within, while passing rapidly through all the
grades of a noncommissioned officer, had been brought
into more or less close relations with the men in the

fort, and had devoted himself zealously to the task of
corrupting them.

She, without, had ‘képt open house at the expense .
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of her brother, receiving and entertaining all_ef his
-omrades who cared to call, and exercising all her arts
and fascinations upon them, to the same general end
as her brother.

To such an extent had these machinations been car-
ried that the discipline and efficiency of the garrison
had been practically annihilated. The me}] were “con-
stantly grumbling about their “poor Alp;‘ly' and “bad
rations,” their “wretched quarters” and “shoddy cl.oth-
ing,” and their “eternal drills” and ot.her garrison
duties, and prompt and loud were their complaints
against the least service of an extra or unusual char-
acter. =

Tn fact, it is not too much to say that this work
of demorélization had been carried so far that a third
or one-half of the garrison would have be.en \\'01‘t111.e$s
in any necessary demonstration against either hostiles
or Ravagers. .

As to desertions, they had long been of almost daily
occurrence, and it was no rare thing for two or three
or more men to vanish together. Very many of these
desertions had been suggested and favored by BLT(ld
Finklestone and his sister, who were always willing
to furnish money to this end, and not a little of all the
other forms of 'corruption within the fort could have
been traced directly to Budd's influence or pocket.

It only remains to be added that Co]onfal Nayk*:r and
his staff—up to the hour of Buffalo Bill’s an:wal——
had no conception of the influence Mrs. Goggin and
her brother had acquired over the garrison, and were
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not even aware that they were brother and sister.
Their relationship had been kept so secret, in fact,
that Ben Letts had been perfectly warranted in telling
Buffalo Bill that very few knew it.

“But, of course, she must be captured o6r silenced
in some way before we can capture her brother,” sug-
gested Buffalo Bill, after a thoughtful pause. “How
is this point to be managed?” 3

“Oh, you can leave that to me, Bill,” returned Ben.
“There are fair means and foul, or viclence and stra-
tegy, but I’ll be guided by circumstances.”

“The job is a very ticklish one, Ben,” warned Buf- "

. falo Bill.

“Yes—I assent to that. At the least squawk from
the sister, I should have the brother on my hands, and
at the least menace to his liberty he’d go through
another window, sash and all. But still T can handle
them!” :

The couple were now at no great distance from the
house of Mrs. Goggin, and accordingly ceqsed to talk
in anything louder than a whisper.

“There! you may now drop a few rods to the rear,
Bill,” suggested Ben, “and keep out of sight till I have
entered. You had better stand under this tree, in fact,
until I come for you.”

Buffalo Bill complied with the suggestion, coming
to a halt beside the trunk of a fine large oak which
had been left growing in front of an open lot.

Then Ben Letts resumed progress, ascending the

Doy
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steps of a neat frame dwelling and demanding admit-
tance, which was promptly accorded him.

Left to himself, Buffalo Bill could not help experi-
encing a thrill of satisfaction at noting how completely
he was lost in the darkness reigning around him.

Some fifteen minutes wore away, however, and he
was beginning to grow nervous about the situation
of affairs, when Ben Letts came sauntering quietly
out to him, taking him by the arm, and pronouncmg
the one word, in a whisper':

“Come!”

A minute later, Buffalo Bill was ushered into a
neatly furnished parlor, where a woman in a hand-
some evening robe lay on a sofa, apparently asleep.

“I've managed her, you see,” announced Ben, in a
low tone, waving his hand over the motionless figure.
“Fortunately I found her quite alone

“But her brother?”

* “She says he’s in the next room—the back parlor
—asleep on a lounge, and I've no reason to doubt it.”
“How did you reduce her to this helpless condi-

tion?” pursued Buffalo Bill, easily recognizing from

the breathing of Mrs. Goggin that she was in a sound
slumber.

“As I sat down with her,” explained Ben, with an
attentive ear toward the door, “I offered her a few
lozenges resembling this one,” and he exhibited one
of ordinary size, then placing it in his mouth. “They
were, of course, different, and from a special pocket
made for carrying them, as also of another color,”
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and he smiled significantly. “It was several minutes
however, before she swallowed one, she was so ex-
cited over a story I told her in my role of ‘Captain
Hickman, to the effect that her brother and Sam
Gaddley had despatched his two most dangerous ene-
mies, namely, Buffalo Bill and Ben Letts! You should
have seen her delight!”

“I can comprehend it,” said Buffalo Bill, with a
smile. “She, of course, kissed you, as the bearer of
such delightful tidings?”

“She did, I'm sorry to confess,” and Ben wiped
his cheek energetically.

“And she hadn’t a suspicion of her ‘gallant cap-
tain,” and still less that he was one of the ‘dead men’
he was talking about?”’

“Not the slightest, Bill!” :

“You've gotten to be quite a masquerader since I
saw you, Ben—perhaps I should say quite a deceiver!”

“Oh, this ‘Captain Hickman’ is one of a dozen char-
acters in which I've recently appeared,” said Ben com-
placently, “and I'm in a fair way to invent others.”

“I'm glad to hear it, Ben,” declared Buffalo Bill.
“We shall need them all, I fear, before we're done
with the Ravagers. But how long will this woman lie
m this helpless condition ?”

“Possibly an hour, Bill,” replied Ben, “but more
likely half or a quarter of that time, as she ‘fell off’
before she had taken half a dose.”

“Then there’s no time to lose! We must be getting
hold of that brother!”
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- “Exactly, Bill!" Come!”

Crossing the floor in silence, Ben Letts opened the
folding-doors between the two parlors, and led the
way boldly into the presence of the sleeping Ravager,
whose whereabouts were plainly revealed by a lamp
burning on an adjacent table. The entrance of the
daring intruders did not disturb his slumbers, and they
proceeded to bind him hand and foot witli cords they
had brought for that purpose. It was not till they
had completed their handiwork that he awakened.

“Silence!” enjoined Buffalo Bill, presenting a re-
volver, at the very instant the Ravager opened his
eyes. ‘“Your sister can’t come to you, for the reason
that she is also helpless. You die at the least attempt
to call for help. You can easily feel and see, Budd
Finklestone, that you are our prisoner!”

The silence of Budd, like the wild glare of his eyes,
attested that he comprehended the situation.

“Of course, we must gag him before we can re-
move him to the fort,” suggested Ben Letts, advancing
nearer. “Perhaps L

“Listen!” interrupted Buffalo Bill, suspending his
respiration. :

Heavy footsteps resounded at the entrance of the
house and in the wide hall, and four men came hurry-
ing into the front parlor—Sam Gaddley, Hank Tilkins,
and their associates—the two former bearing between
them a half-fainting woman!

At sight of them, as he looked out of the room,

- - —
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Ben Letts looked as if he found himsclf on the borders
of hallucination.

“Thunder! they’re four of the Ravagers who were
at my house to kill me, Bill!” he announced hurriedly.
“Their prisoner is_the colonel’'s wife—Mrs. Nayler!
They've stolen her from the house of her sick friend
to spite or paralyze the colonel!”

A wild cry for help came from Finklestone, and
the newcomers bounded toward him, to find themselves
face to face with his captors.

“Cap'n Hickman!” cried Ted Grupple.

“Buffalo Bill!’ recognized Sam Gaddley. “Curse
him! Kill them!” 3

“Cut me loose, boys,” yelled Finklestone, struggling
with his bonds, “and I'll kill them both! . That pre-
tended ‘Hickman’ is really Ben Letts, as you can see
by his eyes!” :

“Help! save me!” screamed Mrs. Nayler, who had
gained her feet, after being hastily dropped by her
abductors, and was watching for a chance to place
herself near the scouts.

“Kill him! the blarneying toad!” shriecked Mrs.
Goggin, floundering from her sofa into the midst of
the noisy scene, the drug administered by Ben Letts
having already ceased—naturally enough, with all this
uproar—to enchain her senses. “Don’t let him

escape!” : o .

CHAPTER VIIL
AN EXCITING ENCOUNTER.

The noise and excitement in the scene in which they
were figuring, did not in the least divert the attention
of Buffalo Bill and Ben Letts from the task they had
undertaken. Out came a revolver in each hand, and
the four Ravagers were covered !

Budd Finklestone groaned in dismay. He had hoped
that some one or all of his followers would act swiftly
and in silence, thus getting the drop on their enemies.

“Silence, all!” exclaimed Buffalo Bill, with a light-
ninglike glance around. “Mrs. Nayler!”

“Yes, sirl”

“Please step into the hall and lock the front door!™
- The colonel's wife hastened to comply, while the
scouts changed their positions in such a way as to
place themselves near Mrs. Goggin, and between her
and her line of retrez}{

“Now, Ravagers, take notice, one and all,” con-
tinued Buffalo Bill, “that my. friend and I are in com-
mand here, and don’t you forget it!”

I Mrs. Goggin shrieked again, dancing about as if
possessed by a fury.
. “Cowards!” she cried, glancing at the four Rava-

gers, who stood as if paralyzed. “Are you afeard of
3 it ST TR
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these men? Don’t you intend to fight them? Shame
on you!”

Ted Grupple and Dan Ringwood were somewhat
swept from their base by this appeal. They were par-
ticularly sweet on Mrs. Goggin, and recognized rivals,
so that her reproaches and appeals went to their very
marrow. They ventured to draw their revolvers, but
with slowness and hesitancy.

Meanwhile, the scouts had exchanged glances. It
was one of their cardinal principles not to kill when
they could help it, and the glance in question said as
plainly as words that they did not regard the Ravagers
as sufficiently dangerous to warrant extreme measures
in dealing with them.

That glance also pointed out a satisfactory way of
dealing with their enemies. As a simple matter of
fact, therefore, the two Ravagers had scarcely dragged
their revolvers from their pockets before their watch-
ful adversaries had taken due action.

Crash! came a couple of furious blows from that
number of swinging chairs, and Ringwood and Grup-
ple found themselves knocked out of time—one of them
in a corner, and the other wedged between a sofa and
a bookcase in such a position that- it looked as if one
article or the other would have to be moved to let him
out.

At the same instant Grupple’s revolver was dis-
charged by the concussion of his fall, and the ball
grazed one of Mrs. Goggin’s well-rounded arms,
stinging severely. At sight of the blood which im-

-
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mediately began flowing, she uttered a 'wild scream,
which was followed by the brief exclamation:

“Oh, I'm killed !”

And then she fainted, in such an unreserved and
unartistic fashion, that she sank in a heap to the
floor, becoming oblivious to all her surroundings.

How quickly these events influenced Sam Gaddley
and Hank Tilkins, who had stealthily reached for
their revolvers, need not be related. They hastened
to remove from their attitude all cause of cqnlplaixlt,
and even of suspicion.

“There! let’s have no more of this!” ordered Buffalo
Bill, as he and Ben again covered the remaining Rava~
gers. “A single movement——"

“Oh, don’t shoot!” interrupted Sam Gaddley, with
the haste of terror. “We surrender!”

“All right,” returned the scout. “Pin their wings,

Ben!”

The two prisoners were quickly trussed by Ben
Letts, with a turn or two of cord and a knot, in that
expeditious but effective style of which all ﬁrst-cla§s
plainsmen have the secret. Then they were placed in
a sitting posture with their backs against Athe sofa,
and were honored by Ben with an admenition not to
make more noise than they could readily conceal in an
ounce vial. f

“Tt appears to me,” then said Ben, as he passed in1
review the prostrate figures of Ted Grupple and Danl
Ringwood, “that the eyelids of one of these fallenJ

- pr—
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braves are somewhat blinky and tremulous, as if theip
owner were tempted just a little to take a look at us”

“You can tell if he’s conscious by sticking-a pin
in him,” suggested Buffalo Bill.

“Excuse me, there’s no need of that,” exclaimed
Ringwood, as Ben was about to act upon his ally’s
suggestion. “I'm all right again.”

Opening his eyes, he gained a sitting posture.

“Glad to see it,” commented Ben. “Allow us to
take you into our fold. We like to be ‘all right,’ too.”

Ringwood protested that there was no necessity
of binding him, but he was dealing with men who
preferred facts to chatter, and in a few moments more
he was as helpless as his companions.

“That ends the present bout,” then ejaculated Ben
Letts. “The victory is ours.”

He drew off the wig and beard which constituted
his chief claim to be known as “Captain Hickman,” and
thrust them into the grate with the air of a man who
makes an end of a thing forever.

Remarking the victory of her friends, Mrs. Nayler
returned from the hall as smiling and hopeful as she
had before been terrified and depressed. She was
rather slight of frame, but in the full maturity of her
forces and much hardier than she looked. Without

-being beautiful, she was the possessor of a sweet and
attractive face, and her manners were charming.

The scouts hastened to meet her, Ben Letts nudging
his associate—as was his wont—to do the talking' re-
quired by the occasion.

L g “~
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“We are delighted, Mrs. Nayler,” said  Buffalo Bi].l,
inclining himself with that courtly dignity which is
ever a part of his bearing, “to have had the chance of
rendering you this service.” ‘

“] haven’t words to thank you as I ought, Mr.
Cody,” returned Mrs. Nayler, offering her ,haud, “but
I shall ever be grateful!”

All these events had passed in a few moments, but
those few moments had seemed an age to Budd Fin-'
klestone, as was natural. He had kept his mouth shut
while the battle was in progress, out of sheer anxiety
to see how it would end, and he shut it still tighﬁer
now Because of a keen realization of the fact that any
use of it would be foolish and unavailing, not to say
dangerous.

“But how came you to be in the hands of these men,
Mrs. Nayler?” pursued Buffalo Bill, who had known
nothinigr of Finklestone’s design to seize her. “\f.\.’e
came here merely to capture that ruffian,” and he n-
dicated Budd, “and had no suspicion that fate would
place you so strangely in our path.”

This was the first intimation Mrs. Nayler had re-
ceived of .the disgrace which had overtaken Finkle-
stone, anid she asked for further information, which
was given her. Then she gave the desired informa-
tion, g

“I was watching with a sick lady outside of t.he
fort,” she began, “and was alone in the house /w:th
her, She had fallen asleep, after a long paroxysm of
pain, when there came a knock on the nuter door.l
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Taking a light in my hand and carefully closing the
door of communication behind me, I proceeded to an-
swer the knock, and found these four men at the en-
trance.”

“And they seized you?” exclaimed Buffalo Bill
involuntarily.

“Hardly that,” replied the lady, “but this man,”
and she indicated Sam Gaddley, “reminded me that the
sick lady was in a critical condition, and that any alarm
or violence would be quickly followed by her death—
a proposition with which I could do no less than
acquiesce.” :

“Well?” breathed Ben Letts excitedly, his brow
wrinkled with pain.

“The man then told me that he and his associates
had been sent there to carry me off, out of hatred for
my husband, and that they would certainly execute their
purpose, even if they took me dead!”

“And so you consented to walk away quietly with
them?” queried Buffalo Bill.

“I did,” acknowledged Mrs. Nayler, with a sigh.
“I realized that the least sound or struggle would be
the death of my friend, and so I made no attempt at
resistance, or at calling for help, until I was out of
hearing from her house.”

“What a strange affair!” cried Ben Letts. “But if
this poor, sick lady is still ignorant of your absence,
Mrs. Nayler, such may not be the situation of the
colonel.”

3~
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“True, Mr. Letts,” acknowledged Mrs. Nayler, “and
that is the thought which has pained me so ever since
the first moment of my captivity. Oh! let’s hasten to
carry the news of my safety to my husband 2

“Or, better still, we'll hasten to escort you to the
colonel’s presence,” said Ben.

“But these men?”’ queried the lady.

“Oh, they’ll not be neglected,” 1'e515011ded Buffalo
Bill. “We'll take them with us.”

“And this—this woman?”’ asked Mrs. Nayler, with
a glance at Mrs. Goggin, who had already uttered sev-
eral moans, and seemed on the eve of recovering her
Senses.

“We'll leave her here, as she is in her own house,”
replied Buffalo Bill. “Should she require assistance
of any kind, she doubtless has enough of her own kind
near at hand to give it.” :

“That’s not a serious wound, I hope?”

“No, madam, a mere scratch,” announced the scout,
after briefly examining the wound. “The flow of
blood has ceased, so that we needn’t sacrifice even the
few moments required to apply a bandage.”

He spoke a little anxiously, conscious that callers
might arrive at any moment. : :

“But how are we to move these fellows to the fort,
Bill?” asked Ben Letts, who had been investigating
the injuries of Gupple.

“In this way, Ben,” was the reply. “As we came
along the adjacent street I noticed an ox-cart with its
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pair at the Rancher’s Saloon. Go and hire the same
for an hour of the owner, whom you will doubtless find
on the premises. A dollar will tempt him, and spare us
the.risk of waiting long enough to go for your horse
and lumber-box.”

“But you, Bill '

“Oh, I can ‘hold the fort’ till you get back, I
reckon,” assured the scout, with one of his careless
smiles. “Hurry!”

A groan from Mrs. Goggin put an end to Ben's

hesitation, and he vanished.

“] must say you've played your cards well, Mr.
Cody,” said Budd Finklestone, breaking the silence he
had hitherto maintained. “Very well, indeed!”

“How do you mean ?”’ questioned Buffalo Bill, turn-
ing a scornful glance upon him. “In escaping from
Tooker at the forks? In detecting your eavesdropping,
and so quickly discovering that you are the chief of
the Ravagers? In capturing you now? Oz how?”

The prisoner flushed hotly, looking as startled as if
he had seen a ghost.

“You must be Old Ni¢k himself to have found me
oyt so well in such a short time,”” he declared. “But
why should you take me back to the fort? I don’t see
as you are to make anything by that proceeding. Can
1 not come to terms with you for my liberty ?”

The scout raised his hand impatiently.

“You merely waste your breath,” he said.

“But it’s equivalent to handing me over to the gak

AP
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lows to return me to the fort!” protested the villain
carnestly. “There are lots of charges ‘which can be
raked together against me, now that you have fur-.
nished the clue! I may be shot or hanged!”

* «“That does not concern me,” returned Buffalo Bill
quietly. “Should you be' condemned to be shot or
hanged, you'll die only because you are guilty "

The prisoner gnashed his teeth in impotent fury,
glaring at his captor.

“In any case,” he resumed, “these men have had
nothing to”do with me, beyond the mere civilities of a.
casual acquaintance.” ;

Buffalo Bill turned upon him a glance that made him

| quail. :

“T can show you the contrary of that assertion,” he
then declared. “Didn’t you send these four men, and
four more with them, to the house of Ben Letts to
kill him? Didn’t you ride out there yourself to see
that the work was done before Ben could connect with
me? Are not Sam Gaddley and Dutt Smiley your
very particular friends, and didn’t you leave the latter
at Ben’s house——"

“Ah, you know of that?”

“T know because I was there,”” announced Buffalo
Bill sternly, “and T may add that Dutt Smiley and

those with him are now prisoners in a casemate of the
fort,”

“But, Mr. Cody 5
“Not a word more! You are going back to the fort,
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and these four men are going with you, to-answer
for this abduction!”

At the end of a couple of minutes the rumbling of
heavy wheels fell upon Buffalo Bill’s hearing, and he
added:

“Here comes the necessary conveyance.”

. By the time he had bound the fourth abductor, who
was now in possession of his senses, Ben Letts re-
turned.

“Lively now, Bill,”” he exclaimed, with another nerv-
ous glance at Mrs. Goggin, whose groans of returning
consciousness were increasing: rapidly. “Let’s get these
chaps out of here in about seventeen seconds!”

“Agreed, but they must be gagged first,” suggested
the scout. “I don’t want them to have the slightest
chance to be disagreeable during their brief journey."

Budd Finklestone was tempted to yell with all his
might, in the hope of attracting the attention of some
passing friend or confederate, but two reflections re-
strained him.

The first was that he was rather more likely to at-
tract foes than friends, the latter being in a decided
minority, and the second was that any further cries.
would probably be of no use, as those which had al-
ready been uttered, with their accompaniment of a
pistol-shot, had remained entirely unnoticed, thanks
to the isolated situation of his sister’s residence.

He set the good example, therefore, of remaining
quiet and passive, while a rude gag was secured in his

¥
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mouth, and the other prisoners were wise enough to do

likewise.
“There! we can now be off with a fair prospect of

reaching our destination undisturbed,” commented the

scout, when the task had been duly executed. “Ready,
Ben?”

“Well, I should think so, with the tongue of that
woman getting ready to lance me P returned Ben Letts,
with a grimace, as he shouldered one of the prisoners.
“Two trips apiece to the cart, Bill, and the thing’s
done!”

The trips in question were quietly and quickly exe-
cuted, and then Buffalo Bill inclined himself anew to
Mrs. Nayler, offering his arm. -

“Let me now escort you to the fort,” he said, as
Ben Letts shouldered Finklestone and took the lead
in a final movement toward the entrance. “I shall not
breathe freely until you are again in the colonel’s care.”

“Thank you, Mr. Cody,” returned Mrs. Nayler,
placing her arm in the scout’s, and shrinking a little
from the stare which the newly opened eyes-of Mrs.
Goggin bestowed upon her. “What delight it will be
to get home before I'm missed!”

In a few moments more the couple were in the street
and on their way to the fort by the most direct route,
while Ben Letts, whip in hand, did not hesitate to give
himself the most hearty exercise in his attempt to
quicken the pace of the gaunt yoke of cattle of which
he was the temporary proprietor.

“Here’s a nmew sum in ’rithmetic, old pard!” he
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called, with joyous mien and voice, as he whacked his
dull cattle vigorously. “We've taken one from four,

and yet we have five remaining! See?”
And he pointed at his five helpless prisoners with

an air of boundless triumph.

¢

CHAPTER IX.
A GLORIOUS TRIUMPH.

How busy, in the meantime, had been Colonel Nay-

ler! b >

Visiting the newly arrived refugees in the casemate
assigned them, he had received full details of the raid
at Cedar Crossing, and been amazed and startled for
the fortieth time to learn how thoroughly the work
of the Ravagers had been accomplished.

Then, accompanied by Captain Greyson, his officer
of the day—a tall, stern-looking, but kind-hearted sol-
dier, who was old in border life, although scarcely
turned of thirty—he made a complete tour of the fort,
and gave a thorough overbauling to the details for
the day, endeavoring to separate the “‘sheep’” from the
“goats,” as Buffalo Bill had suggested.

Despite his severe questioning, however, no Rava-~
ger was actually unearthed within the fort, and no di-
rect clue to the presence of one was obtained.

The best he could do, therefore, for the moOment,
was to relieve from duty all the men who had en-
listed at the same time as Finklestone, and grrange
with sundry trusted officers, noncommissioned and
otherwise, including Dimmick, to keep them carefully
in view until further orders.

“One suggestion ‘more, captain,’

> he said to Captain

.

!
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Greyson, as the couple walked thoughtfully toward
headquarters, “and that is to place a man at the en-
trance to watch for the return of Buffalo Bill and Ben
Letts. If they bring Budd Finklestone, as they hope to
do, I want them to get in quietly; and if they fail to
seize him, it is still more essential that they should be
able to come and go unchallenged and unwatched.”

“I comprehend you, colonel,” returned Captain Greye
son, “and will take measures accordingly.”

When the captain had gone, the colonel paid a visit
to his sleeping-apartment, where Doctor Pawlett, as-
sisted by Zellie and a couple of men who had passed
years in the hospital, was giving his best attentions to
Sir Hornby Finklestone, who lay in a sleep ‘that was
almost a stupor.,

“I still hope he’s not seriously hurt, colonel,” said
the doctor, in answer to a question as to the condition
of his patient. ““He has had the use of both his tongue
and his arms, since you were-here, but his speech was
wild and irrational, and we could not have quieted him
without a vigbrous opiate. To say the least, he has
had a serious time with those pursuing Ravagers.”

He glanced at his watch, and added:

“Upon the whole, colonel, he will not be in any posi-
tion to satisfy our curiosity concerning him before
morning. I suggest, therefore, that the present mo-
ment is a good one in which to get him to bed up-
stairs.”

The colonel assisted in this transfer, and soon after=
ward proceeded uneasily to his front porch.
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“How odd it seems to have that little wife of mine
absent!” he ejaculated. “This is the first night she
has been away from me in years! I wonder 4

His musings were interrupted by the approach of a
nan who had just been passed into the fort by the
subaltern on duty at the entrance.

“Ah, Doctor Wescott,” greeted the colonel, hasten-
ing to meet the newcomer.. “What's up?”’ . .

The gentleman thus addressed could not immedi-
ately answer, but clasped his hand to his side, and sank
down upon the doorstep, panting for breath. He was
rather past his prime, and considerably inclined to
ohesity, besides being in a poor state of health. He was
struggling, too, with an intense excitement, and had
evidently come in greater haste than was good for
him.

“I hope nothing is wrong, doctor,” resumed the com-
mandant, as a grave shadow appeared on his face.
“Mrs. Wayland = :

“T left her sleepirfg peaceably,” said the doctor,
finding his voice. “But an event has cccurred of such
grave significance—

Doctor Wescott paused again.

“In Heaven's name, doctor,” cried the commandant,
with a start, “has anything happened to my wife?”

“Simply this, colonel, she is not at Mrs. Wayland’s
this moment!” '

“Not—there?” gasped the commandant, b.ecommg
really alarmed, as was shown by his changing fea-
tures.
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“No,sir. I expected an important change to-night
in_the condition of the patient, and arranged to call
rather late in the evening. Mrs. Nayler did not answer
my guarded knock, as I expected, and I entered un-
bidden. The patient was sleeping quietly, as I said,
but of Mrs. Nayler—not a trace!”

The commandant reeled, grasping at a post of the
porch and trembling like a leaf, but he was quick to
recover his habjtual self-control.

“She—she must have stepped to a neighbor’s for
some herb or for some information or assistance,” he
said, catching at the first straw which presented itself
to him. »

“That was my first idea,” said Doctor Wescott,
struggling to his feet, “but on inquiring at‘the nearest
neighbor’s, I learned that Mrs. Nayler had walked
away in company with four strangé men!”

“Four—strange—men?” repeated Colonel Nayler,
while every trace of color left his face. “Without
noise? Without resistance?”

The physician bowed his head in silence.

“But why ? and whither?”

“Heaven only knows!” groaned the doctor. “I
searched quietly a few moments, and then thought I
had better come to you, colonel!”

“Oh, man! why didn’t you come sooner ?”. exclaimed
the commandant. “Some horrible plot is in progress!
Either Finklestone himself or some of his allies have

seized my poor wife! But I'll send out a prompt alarm
with bell and cannon!”

—
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~ “Not yet, colonel,” pleaded the physician, with all
the dignity of his profession and his gray hairs, as he
laid his handsrestrainingly on the commandant’s arm.
“We are not yet sure that anything is wroug about
the four men. Mrs. Nayler may be in no trouble or
danger. But my patient, colonel ’

“Well, what of your patient?”

“She will die, colonel—quickly! inevitably—at the
least alarm !¥ :

“And—and my wife knew this?”

“Certainly! I warned hef!

“Oh, my God! Then she is indeed lost I cried the
commandant. “Sweet, brave soul! She has sacrificed
herself that Mrs. Wayland might live! Oh, pitying
Heaven! I——" '

He paused in wild amaze.

The great gate had opened almost in silence, and
into the gap thus disclosed between the darkness with-
out and the gleaming of lights within had advanced a
yoke of oxen and a rude carty and on 'this cart stood
three figures which rapidly took such semblance that
they could not be mistaken.

Yes! they were Buffalo Bill and Ben Letts, and the
gracefully swaying figure between them, with a hand
poised on each, was Mrs. Nayler! The commandant
seemed to pass from death to life at the sight.

“Seel see! old friend!” he cried, clinging to Doctor
Wescott for support, and hardly able to maintain even
an outward composgre. “Is it not a glorious sight?
It saves my life or my reason—or both! I live again ¢

= -.1
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And with this he bounded toward the newcomers
with such a light and rapid step that it reminded Mrs,
Nayler of those glad days—happily not too far distant
—when he came to woo her.

Cart and cattle had now come to a halt between
the great gate and the house, at a point where they
were eclipsed by the latter from the view of the relief
at the guard-house. R0

As was to have been expected, considering the late-
ness of the hour, very few soldiers were visible, and
these few paid no particular attention to the new ar-
rival. 3

“Here you are, then?” was the repressed greeting
with which Colonel Nayler extended his hands to as-
sist his wife from the cart. “We have been very anx-
1ous ahout you, Neerie!”

The very sobs with which Mrs. Nayler sank upon
his breast, clinging convulsively to him, in the natural
reaction of that restoration to safety, told him a ter-
rible story.

“You have been in great peril ?”” he continued, caress-
ing her.

“Oh, such awful peril!”

She shuddered as if with a deadly chill.

“And these brave fellows rescued you?”

“Yes, John! Yes!”

Holding the trembling form of his wife to his heart,
the colonel raised his hand to the lady’s gallant rescuers
with a quick, solemn earnestness which spoke volumes.
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“1 thank you, gentlemen,” he said, with the simple
grandeur of a meaning for which there is no adequate
expression. ‘I owe you more than my life—the life
of one of the purest and sweetest wives that ever
blessed mortal!” '

Then turning a swift glance upon the shrinking,
wild-looking figures in the bottom of the cart, he
added:

“These are the abductors, I suppose? You've taken
them red-handed.”

“That’s the exact truth of the matter, colonel,” an-
swered Buffalo Bill. “Ben and I had the good for-
tune to appear at just the right time and in the right
place.”

“As you so often do, in fact,” commented the com-
mandant, in a voice that still vibrated with its great
freight of joy. “I do not need to ask you a single ques-
tion to know that something very extraordinary has
happened. At what a moment you arrive, too! Just
as the revelations of my old friend here, the doctor,
were driving me to madness!”

“You missed me, then, did you?’ questioned Mrs.
Nayler, rousing herself from her husband’s breast and
extending her hand to Doctor Wescott.

“Tust as soon as I called,” replied the physician, “and
in due course I learned from Mrs. Liston that you had
gone away in the company of four strange men.
Where did they take you?”

“To the house of Mrs. Goggin.”

—_—
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“Mrs. Goggin!” echoed her husband and the dector
in chorus.

“Yes. And there I was found by Buffalo Bill and
Ben Letts.” i it

“But what were they doing there?”
Wescott.

“They had come there to seize Budd Finklestone,
who is Mrs. Goggin’s brother, and who was asleep in
her house,” explained Mrs. 1 a)Im

“And they succeeded ?”

“We had that honor, colonel,” responded Buffalo
Bill, who had quietly removed the gags from ,the
mouths of his prisoners. “And here he is!”

Until now the object of these remarks had kept his
face averted from the light streaming upon him, and
the colonel had not even suspected his identity, the
more especially. as the sides of the cart cast a dense
shadow upon all of its occupants.

“Of course you're pleased to se€ me again, colonel,

asked Doctor

. after what has occurred?” remarked the sinister plot-

ter, with a deprecating voice and manner.

“I shall have something serious to say to you later,
Finklestone,” returned the commandant, with scornful
severity. “For the present I am more interested in
your associates than in you. Who and what are'these
men, Mr. Cody ?”

“Ben Letts ®wan answer this question better than I

can,” replied the scout. “It seems that two of them

are deserters who left the fort two weeks ago and have .

since been hiding in the village.”’
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“Who, Ben?”

~4Gam Gaddley and Hank Tilkins!” ;

“So, they've turned up again, have they?” com-
mented the commandant, as he peered curiously into
ihe dark faces of the men named. “I am glad to see
them again. And, the other two? Who are they,
Ben?” g

“One of them is Ringwood, the fellow who was
drummed out of the service two years ago, and has
since been keeping a rum-hole and gambling-den, and
the other is that horse-thief, Ted Grupple, who has

‘done’ several terms in the penitentiary, and who has

lately been a hostler at the ‘Silver Tavern.’”

The commandant turned his gaze upon the two men
thus unflatteringly presented.

“Do either of you wish to explain to me the scheme
which has brought you into this fix?” he demanded.

“Nary explanation,” answered Ted Grupple, with
grim defiance.

“You won’t get a word from me,
wood.

“Not'a word!” assured Hank Tilkins.
»” affirmed Sam Gadd-

” declared Ring-

“Not so much as a whine!
ley. 7

The commandant turned away in disgust and anger,
but not without a visible thrill of jor that his wife had
been rescued from such deadly miscreants.
. “Two of them, as deserters, are subject to summary
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punishment by drum-head court-martial, as you are
aware, gentlemen,” he remarked; “but I am not in-
clined to exercise my authority in this instance. In-
stead, I will hand the whole quartet over to- the civil
authorities. Is this right?”

“Entirely so, colonel,” replied Doctor Wescott.

“That’s the very course I was about to suggest”
declared Buffalo Bill, and to this remark Ben Letts
hastened to nod approval.

“In this way‘." added Doctor Wescott, “you'll be rid

of the whole batch for many a long year to come, if
not forever!”

“Tt is settled, then,” concluded the colonel, with a
sigh of relief. “They shall be tried by the civil at-
thorities for the abduction of Mrs. Nayler. I will now
consign them to the guard-house, placing them in irons
and putting a strong guard over them, with loaded
muskets and fixed bayonets. They will be safe there
until morning, and then I will call in Justice Finch and
make formal complaint to him, and he will hold the
whole batch to bail and commit them in default of
it, or commit them without bail—as he shaH see fit. " In
any case, they’l go to the county jail at Durango
in the morning. Permit me!”

He placed a silver whistle to his lips, blowing lightly
upon it, and Corporal Dimfhick instantly made his ap-
pearance. The necessary orders were soon given, and
the cart was unloaded, the prisoners being conveyed
unceremoniously to their temporary prison.
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«But what about this ox-team 7’ asked the com-
mandant, retracing his steps from the guard-h.ouse.

“I'm to take it back to the owner, who is at the
Rancher’s Saloon, colonel,” answered Ben.

“No, I'll send a man with them.”

He proceeded to do so.

«Will you come in, _doctor?" he then a‘sked, draw-
ing the arm of his wife within his own. “At least for
a few moments, or long enough to, take a glass of
wine ?”’

“No, thank you, colonel,” was the reply. “I must
hurry back to my patient. Iam afraid she has awaked
already. Of course T must find another watcher for
her, under the circumstances.”

“That is only too evident,” responded the com-
mandant, with an involuntary shudder. “I would not
let my wife go back there to spen.d the"night for all
the gold and silver that was ever mined!”

“You are quite right, of course,” commented the
doctor. “Fortunately I shall be able to secure Mrs.
Liston or some other neighbor. In fact, Mrs. Liston
may be installed there already, as I made a request to
that effect. Good night, all.”

And the doctor shook hastily the various hands of-
fered him, including that of Buffalo Bill—to ‘whom.he
had been introduced while the prisoners were ’.Demg
transferred to the guard—house—-and then took his de-

arture. '

- “And, of course, Mr. Cody, you and Ben will not
leave the fort again to-night,” said the commandant,
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turning to the scouts, with his most earnest and

‘thoughtful manner. “To begin with, you've had/

enough of travel and fatigue for one day, and it is
quite possible that we may prevail upon one of the
prisoners to tell all he knows in the morning, in which
case we shall learn many a.fact you ought to know
before you turn your attention elsewhere. ~Am I not
r1g fts 2

“T cannot deny the fact, colonel,” replied Buffalo
Bill, “and so we’ll remain here till further advices,
with the understanding, hewever, that Ben and I shall
be free, if we so elect, to pass a portion ef the night at
his cottage or in the village.”

“Of course! of course!”’ assented the commandant
eaferly. “‘I wish you to be perfectly free in all your
plans and arrangements. But come, come, both of you!
This chill in the air is getting too sharp for any of us
to be standing around the lawn in this fashion, and
especially for this little woman. Let’s get under
cover.”’

He led the way to the front door, and in a few
moments more the group had vanished into the dwell-
ing. But they did not withdraw unnoticed.

For several minutes a concealed intruder had been
peering at them from an adjacent clump of flowering
shrubs, with an air of such desperate malignancy and
determination that they would have been startled had
they seen it. This intruder was dressed in the uniform
of a soldier, including a blue overcoat, but on one or

two occasions, when this outer garment blew open, a

N e
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afforded of a figure that must have in-
ized as that of a woman.

In a word, the intruder was the sister of Budd Fin-
Kklestone—Mrs. Goggin—and it could have béen seen at
a glance by her mien that she was there for some

daring and desperate purpose.

glimpse Was
evitably been recogn




CHAPTER X.
A WAY OF ESCAPE OPENED.

The rescue of her brother was of course the motive
underlying Mrs. Goggin’s intrusion. This purpose
was apparent in her every look and action—in her
stealthy movements, as in her wild, feverish glances.

After a brief survey of her surroundings, she smiled
sarcastically, bestowing a final glance upon the door
through which Colonel Nayler and his wife had van-
ished with Buffalo Bill and Ben Letts.

“That poor colonel!” she sneered inaudibly. “He
thinks. everything’ll be lovely, now that those scouts
are taking a hand in the game. But Dorus can be got
out of here, and he shall be, with all the friends we
have here!” .

How she watched and listened, moving about un-
easily, as if to invoke the assistance she needed!

“As to their grand hunt for the Ravagers,” she mut-
tered, “those scouts will find they’re in an up-hill busi-
ness. We're too well burrowed for the first mole which
happens to pass to unearth us. Oh, that colonel and
his scouts’ll soon be wiser!”

Turning away, in a silence which showed that her
feet were muffled, she sauntered along a neatly kept
walk until she could look around a rear corner of the
colonel’s residence toward the guard-house, the fire in

—
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front of it, and the relief around the fire, some of them
warming their hands, others their feet, and still others
adding fuel or fallen or detached embers.

This fire had been a feature of the scene for several
days, the wood costing nothing, and the soldiers will-
ingly cutting and bringing it for the sake of the
warmth and the light. ‘

Halting just within the shadow cast by the house,
and in a position to see almost everything within the
circle of illumination without being herself seen, Mrs.
Goggin struck a match on her sleeve and lighted a
pipe quite in the style of an old smoker. Then. she
took in all the features of the scene, finishing with a
glance into the dark, lowering sky—which seemed all
the darker in such close contrast with the flames—and
asking herself if it were likely to rain before morning.

Her aspect at that moment, like her attitude, was
almost statuesque. She wasn't even nervous. What
had she to fear? '

Even if her presence should be detected, the fact of
her being in male attire—in a soldier’s uniform——c:o%lld
only be regarded as a very natural piece of feminine
indiscretion.

The very worst, then, she had to apprehend was ex-
pulsion. No one could force her to tell how she gal}led
admittance, or what was the motive of her intrusiomn.
Besides, was not the situation of her brother a war-

rant and an excuse for all she was doing?

She was standing at the point mentioned, exploring
her surroundings with a sinister intentness, with the
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aid of the bright light of the fire in front of the guard-
house, when a man in the uniform of a private came
from the wvicinity of the fire, advancing toward her
with such directness as to give her a start.

“I thought I couldn’'t be mistaken, Dallie,” he
greeted, with a pleased air, halting in front of her.
“What means this masquerade ?”’

“Hush! Do mot betray me, Josh!” returned the
woman hurriedly, making a pretense of smoking.

“I understand! You're playing a game.”

“Yes, Josh.”

“How did you get in?”’

“One of the ‘boys’pulled me up the wall near the
post. It's needless to say that T am here for a pur-
pose, namely, to see if 1 have any friends.”

“Can you doubt it, my dear girl?” queried the new-
comer, with a reproachful air. “Rest assured that
we're all your friends, and also your admirers. But I
see what you are driving at. The grand guestion with
you now is, How can the cap'n be rescued, or make
his escape?”’

“Yes, yes! Can you help me?”

“I can and I will! Tt’s true, is it, that Mirs. Nayler
has been rescued and brought back?”’

“Only too true, Josh. That was Buffalo Bill’s work,
as sudden as unexpected.”

“What a pity! But we’ll get her again!”

The fellow glanced around sharply, to be sure that

no 'one was looking or listening, and then added, in »

whisper :
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“T've the best of news for you! I'm one of the six
men who. have been placed as a special guard over the
prisoners, and you know what sort of a keeper I'll
make, don’t you?”

“I do, indeed! But the other five?”

“They are as much like me as peds in the same pod.
In a word, they are Ravagers.”

“What joy!” murmured Mrs. Goggin, with the
keenest relief. “I'm delighted to hear my. brother is
in such good hands. And you will all stand by him?”

“To a man! We're bound to get him out of here,
if only for your sake.” $

He looked at her in fond admiration. He was hand-
some and robust, with a rollicking disposition, but self-
ish and unscrupulous—a type, in fact, of many of his
fellows.

“I thank you so much, Josh,” she said, with a long
breath of relief. - “I’ve been quite upset; this thing has
come upon us so sudden. But ydu give me new life.”

“And now for a_ nice little secret that will make
yom heart flutter,” said Josh, im a barely audible voice.

“The way of escape is already open!”

“Really, Josh?" i

“It isl”

He glanced around again keenly, listening a few
moments, and then resumed:

“Within a few days” past the boys have made a
secret tunnel under the rear wall of the guard-house.
The work was done at odd times, the most of. it by
men who enlisted at the same time as your brother,
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and the existence of this subterranean passage is still
a secret to everybody except those who made it.”

“But how could it be made so secretly ?”

“Oh, easily, with two or three working quietly, and
as many more on the watch. The dirt was carried off
with that of the well the colonel has been sinking.”

“Why was it made, Josh?”

“First, to let in whisky to any of us Ravagers who
might get into limbo. Second, to let any of us out,
the need arising.”

“And the colonel and his dear Dimmick knew noth-
ing about it?”

“No. Why should he? It's on the opposite side
from that he’s always watching from those rear win-
dows.”

“But I should think it would be easily discovered,”
said Mrs. Goggin. :

“There’s little danger of that,” assured Josh. “The
inside end of the tunnel is under an immense army
chest, and is also concealed by the large quantities of
straw with which the floor of the guard-house is always
covered. The outer end is masked by piles of wood
which extend to one of the covered ways, and hence
escape will be easy and safe!”

“But are not the prisoners ironed and handcuffed?”
asked Mrs. Goggin anxiously.

“Oh, yes,” replied Josh, “but there are duplicate
keys,” and he slapped his pocket significantly. “I'm
prepared to set all the prisoners free at any desired

= o=
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moment. The King of the Ravagers is not to be so
easily ‘jugged’ as the colonel imagines!”

“How nice, Josh! How fortunate!” was the com-
ment of Mrs. Goggin upon the communications of
her corrupt admirer. “That tunnel'll be just as use-
ful for my brother’s escape as if made on purpose!”

“The idea of it came from the cap'n,” said Josh,
“and I dare say it entered into his plans and intentions,
or, rather, into his precautions. Have you the counter-_
sign for the night, Dollie ?”

“As usual,” replied the disguised woman smilingly,
“but I hardly expect to need it. I have too many
friends among the sentries to even be challenged. Can
I utilize that tunnel to reach my brother?”

“Certainly, and that’s what you ought to do,” ad-
vised Josh, “for this disguise of yours is no good ex-
cept in the dark where nobody can see you! You'll
always pass a thousand times more readily for a pretty,
charming girl than for a soldier!”

“You're a good fellow, Josh Reeder,” declared Mrs,
Goggin, with a flush which attested how much the

-complimtent gratified her. “Will you have a drink?”

“With pleasure.”

Mrs. Goggin produced a bottle from the right-hand
pocket of her overcoat, which seemed of a very capa-
cious nature, inasmuch as the bottle couldn’t have con-
tained less than two quarts, and her friend and ally
took a liberal dram from it, expressing his appreciation
and his thanks.

“Tell me how to reach that tunnel from here, Josh,”
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then requested the fair schemer, returning the pottle to
her pocket.

Josh Reeder proceeded to do so in brief terms, add-
ing:

“You've been here often enough, secretly or other-
wise, to know the fort thoroughly ?”

“@h’ yes:?!

“You're not afraid, I see,” said Reeder, chucking her
familiarly under the chin.

“Why should I be? At least every other man I
may encounter wouldn’t hesitate a moment.about doing
me a favor.”

“That’s true,” said Josh. “You've won all our
hearts, and so has the cap'n. But I must go now. I'm
after overcoats for the prisoners, who complain of be-
ing cold.”

“What! with that big fire.in front of them?”

“Oh, that don’t warm much into the guard-house,”
explained Reeder. ‘“‘But, .of course, the cold is only a
pretense. What the prisoners really want is to have the
overcoats in readiness for their departure.”

“Can they really leave to-night, do you think?”
asked the woman breathlessly.

“Undoubtedly, and better to-night than later!” de-
clared Josh. “We shall go as soon as everything gets
quiet—probably somewhere between midnight and two
o’clock.”

“Shall you go, too?”

“T shall. The presence of Buffalo Bill here at this
time can have only one explanation, and that is that

V" ‘. >
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Colonel Nayler has charged him with the task of hunt-
ing up those mysterious prowlers who have long dis-
turbed the peace of the country.” ®

“And you don't propose to do much service against
the Ravagers, Josh?”

“Not if I know it,” replied Josh, “and there are
many more like me within these walls. The cap’n told
me just now that he has sent for Little Elk to meet
him at the secret camp, and that they’re going to make
a great strike together. Of course, I'm going with
them, as atre all the rest of us.”

“I'm glad to hear it, Josh,” said Mrs. Goggin, smi-
ling sweetly upon him. “You'll see me again soon
at the guard-house, I suppose, and assist us in laying
out our plans for getting away ?”

“Oh,.yes.. T'll be there in five minutes.”

And with this assurance Josh Reeder resumed his
way toward his quarters.

As Mrs. Goggin stood motionless, reflecting briefly
as to her further procgedings, she saw a man approach-
ing whose bearing was quite different from that of his
predecessor.

He was a fourth corporal of one of the companies,
who had been rapidly advanced, and who had fallen
into the habit of giving himself airs of importance that
none of his superiors would have thought of assum-

_ing.

“Who are you?*-he asked bluntly, halting directly

in front of -Mrs. Goggin and taking her by the sleeve.
= : e
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“A new recruit, if it’s any of your business,” she
answered, assuming a masculine voice.

“Oh, that’s it. I thought I hadn’t seen you before,
Would you like a bit of fun?”

“Of what sort?”

“To watch that guard-house during the next hour
or two.” =

“And why, if you please?”

“Because there’s going to be music there soon, if
Fm not greatly mistaken.”

“Indeed? Of what sort? Is the band coming out?”

“Oh, don’t be so foolish! That Finklestone and his

" crowd are céoking .up some plan of escape.”

“You think so?”

“I know it! I've seen ‘em hobnobbing with their
guards.”

“Well, it’s none of our business, is it, since we're off
duty ?”

“It may not be yours, greeny, but I suppose to make
it mine. Somebody will have that orderly’s place to-
morrow, and why shouldn’t it be mine, if I could de-
tect a conspiracy to free the prisoners?”

“True—there is something in that. You will watch,
then ?”’

“Yes, if you will keep me company. It’s ticklish
business to hang around that guard-house just now
alone. Any of those chaps'd kill me at sight if they
were caught in an attempt at escape.”

“I see! And so you want me to watch with you?
Take a drink, and I will think it over a moment.”
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The bottle came from the left-hand pocket this time,
and it was scarcely more than half as large as the
other. : i

“Thanks. That's very nice,” said the man, wiping
his mouth. “Will you come with me?”

“T would, if I had a revolver.”

“Well, I can get you one,” volunteered the corporal.
“Of course we don’t want to go fooling around that
crowd unarmed.”

He reflected a moment, adding :

“I want to get a bite and bundle up a little. You
won’t mind remaining here a few-minutes?”

“Of course not.”

“But you had better step back a little more into the
shadow of the house, so no one’ll see you while I'm
gone.”

“All right,” said Mrs. Goggin, complying with the
suggestion. “Won't you have another drop?”

“T don’t mind, as I've been watching already till
T've got a chill.” :

Joining the temptress in the shadow, the corporal
took a second drink, again expressing his thanks, and
adding a few cautions and suggestions.

“Funny, isn’t it?” he then queried, striking an atti-
tude of astonishment.

" “What's funny ?”

“Why, that they’re putting out that fire! Are they
pouring water on it? How fast it's getting dark!
Ugh! How cold, too!” and he shivered violently.
“What! all out! I 2

D
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He sank at the feet of Mrs. Goggin with a few inars
ticulate exclamations, and lay as if dead.

A scornful smile curled the full lips of the disguised
woman, as she quietly restored the bottle to her pocket,

“It's not much watching you'll do to-night, my
friend,” she muttered. “The biggest guns in this fort
are powerless to disturb you before morning!”

She broke off a few of the flowering shrubs near .

her and tossed them upon the motionless figure, thus
concealing it from casual observation.

“What a lucky escape for us!” she could not help
“saying under her breath, as she bent another. wary
glance arotind. “How fortunate that he applied to me
instead of to another. The rascal is decidedly clever!
If he can see so much, why should that Corporal Dim-
mick be ignorant of what we're doing? Why should
Buffalo Bill and Ben Letts fail to detect us and stop
us? We must be shy and secret, or we shall fail!”

She lighted her pipe again, and sauntered away in the
direction’ of the covered way to which Josh had al-
luded, keeping a furtive and keen watch'of everything,
and displaying an outward calmness she was far from
feeling. X

Two men looked after her, exchanging glances.
They were seated at an open window of the second
story of the house, and had witnessed the preceding in-
terviews, overhearing all that was said, and seeing all

that was done. These two men were Buffalo Bill and
Ben Letts.

v

CHAPTER XL
PREPARATIONS FOR THE ESCAPE.

As is generally the case with small .forts.and camps,
the guard-house of Fort Harris was identical with 1ts
"1501.

3 In other terms, about half of the building which had
originally béen devoted to the convenien.ce of the guard
—a building some twenty feet by thirty, 'a.nd com-
posed of logs-a foot square—had been partltlollf:cl off
and set apart for the confinement and safe-keepmg of
prisoners, and more than once in the hn‘%tory of the
fort had it been crowded, either by redskins who had
been caught off their reservations, or by soldiers whe
had been guilty of some breach of dx1ty:

The light of the fire shone directly into tl?e d(?OI‘S
of the two divisions of the structure, showing th?l
there was very little difference between them. Both, in
fact, were wi;hout furniture of any sort, and thfe.onl)r
atteﬁ1pt made to give them an air of 'habit.ablllty———
even to the rude eyes of a soldier—consisted in cover-
ing the bare earthen floor with a thick layer of wheat
or rye straw, and renewing the same often.

If Colonel Nayler, without betraying his presence,
could have looked into that portion of his guard-ho.usc
which was used as a prison, he would have seen—a few

y i 5 5
minutes subsequent to the nterview of Mrs. gﬁggi
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with Josh Reeder—such a remarkable state of things
that he would have felt compelled to ask himself if he
were awake or dreaming.

To begin with, he could not have failed to notice that
his five prisoners were as serene and happy as ever, and
not in the least cast down by their confinement or by the
prospect of imprisonment to which Doctor Wescott had
alluded.

To the contrary, they were having a “good time,”
as they understood the phrase. They were not only
smoking and drinking, but a substantial supper had
been served them, and they had done it ample justice.

Budd Finklestone sat with his back against the great
army chest of which Josh Reeder had spoken, and
often turned his gaze toward the loose straw at one
end of it as if expecting some pleasant manifestation
from that quarter. He had been handcuffed and heav-

ily ironed, but the fact had in nowise interfered with .

his wonted equanimity. :

In the middle of the guard-house crouched the four
abductors of Mrs. Nayler, in the act of playing a game
of cards, with the aid of a large square box which
had been turned bottom up between them. They played
under some disadvantage, to bé sure, seeing that they
had been ornamented in the samesway as their leader,
but they seemed to be enjoying their game, and at
times to become really absorbed in it.

At one side of them stood a sentry, who appeared
to be quite as much interested in the game as any of
the players. He was armed, and his rifle was loaded

~. <w

—
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and displayed its bayonet, but it seemed no more ter-
rifying to the prisoners than to him, as he spread his
fingers upon the shank and leaned heavily upon it, in
that attitude which so generally characterizes the sen-
tinel when on guard over nothing in particular.

Just inside of the entrance of the guard-house stood
Josh Reeder, doing duty in the same nonchalant style
as his associate, with the simple difference that he was
Jeaning upon the butt of his rifle instead of its muz-
zle.

As to the remaining four of the six guardsmen re-
ferred to by Josh, they were seated on the straw, with
their backs to the walls, at as many different points
of the interior, with their rifles reclining between their
legs, and with the air of men who are quite at peace
with themselves and with all their surroundings.

Outside, on benches around the fire, or near it, were
a dozen men composing the relief, some of themy con-
versing, and others walking back and forth, but none
of them giving any particular attention to the guard-
house or its occupants. They had discussed the affairs
of the prisoners with some interest, but had now turned
their thoughts upon other matters.

“How are things out there, Josh?” suddenly asked
Finklestone, with a nod in the direction of the relief.

“Well, they're all our kind save four, and I think
those four are indifferent to everything save their ra-
tions.” '

“Where’s that Dimmick?”




122 Preparations for the Escape.

“He seems, to be buzzing around the colonel, and
has evidently taken your place.”

“Where’s Captain Greyson?”

“T haven't seen him for an hour, but at last accounts
he was having a ‘rubber’ with Salton and Mix.”

“Well, T know what those ‘rubbers’ amount to,”
commented Finklestone.  “Those chaps are well out
of the way. But why is it, Josh, that my sister does
hot appear? Are you sure that she understood about
the tunmel?”

“Perfectly. She will be here in a minute.”

A rustling of the straw at the end of the big chest
caught the hearing of Finklestone.

“Sure enough,” he added. “Here she is.”

The next instant an opening appeared in the straw
at the point indicated, and twithin that opening a bright
pair of eyes, which outshone the lamps by which the
guard-house was lighted. :

“Everything is 4ll right here,” whispered Finkle-
stone. “You can come in.”

The hint was sufficient, and Mrs. Goggin ascended
through the aperture, appearing to the prisoners and
their keepers.

“You can talk at your ease,” said Josh to the new-
comer, with a smile. “All here are our kind, and Hill-
yer and the rest will give us timely warning if any one
comes.”

The disguised woman seemed a little startled to see
her brother and his friends in irons, which clanked at
every movement, but his smile of welcome and their
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evident ease of mind reassured her. She remained
too nervous and preoccupied, however, to give a
thought to the concealing of her identity.

“T was sure you wowd come,” was Budd’s greeting, -
“and Josh has reported his irterview with you. What
have you done since our capture?”

“I have set my house in order for a long absence,”
she replied, handing him the larger of her two bottles,
“and have taken the liberty of ordering Jim Ransom to
be in waiting at the grove with all our horses as soon
as he can.”

“Capital! The very thing!” cried Finklestone joy-
ously, as he sent the bottle on its rounds among his fel-
lows. “I was wishing, you would have the forethought
to do that. Yoi1 comprehended, of course, that we
should find means of escape?”’

“Well, I hoped as much after what has been said
and done,” she answered, looking smilingly around
upon her admirers, “but I didn’t know just how it
‘would be, now that the pinch has come!”

“We'd all die for you and the cap’n,” assured Josh
Reeder earnestly. “Wouldn’t we, boys?”

“Yes, yes!” answered several voices in chorus.

“I thank you all heartily,” returned Mrs. Goggin,
with her brightest smile and sweetest voice. “But I
have nevertheless been nervous, not knowing that you
would be able to carry out your good intentions.”

“Oh, it's all arranged,” declared Finklestone. “We
can get out of here at any moment. But we wish to
wait until evervthing gets quiet for the night, so as to
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be absent some little time before our flight is discoy-
ered.”

“T understand that, Dorus,” declared Mrs. Goggin,
making use of the name by which she addressed her
brother habitually, “but everything is now quiet, and
I am anxious to see you all get out of this hole as soon
as possible. Why not go now ?”

She glanced from her brother to Josh with eyes of
earnest entreaty. f

“Why not ?” repeated Sam Gaddley, looking up from
his game and throwing down his cards. “I have as
much nerve as the rest of you, but I'd like to vamose!”

“So would I,” said several voices in concert.

“Let me take a look,” proposed Josh Reeder, mov-
ing toward the entrance. “Our road may indeed be
open!” : -

He stepped out and made a tour of the guard-house,
coming back with a crisp and energetic manner.

“Everything is indeed strangely quiet,” he reported.
“I'm almost tempted to advise a start, The colonel is
either busy with his guests, or he and they have re-
tired for the night. I don't see the least necessity of
taking the risks of further delay.”

“Nor do 1,” avowed several voices in chorus.

“Then let's be off,” said josh.

All eyes turned upon Budd Finklestone in such a way
as to show that no one expected to leave without his
assent and permission, and he hastened to respond to
that mute appeal, without the least suspicion that Buf-
falo Bill and Ben Letts had found their way into the

~g———
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tunnel, unheard and unseen, and were now concealed -
beyond the big army chest, watching and listening.
“Of course, my gentle Ravagers, I comprehend your
desire to be gone,” said Finklestone, looking around
smilingly. “It was even my intention to leave before
now, for I see only too clearly that our days of useful-
ness hereabouts are over, and feel only too keenly that
we've had about enough of this sort of amusement.
But that Buffalo Bill and Ben Letts have done us a
very nasty turn in taking Mrs. Nayler away from us,
and I itch all the way from my Alpha to my Omega to

‘get square with them.”

“Naturally, cap’n,” assented.Josh Reeder; “but can
we get square with them?” :

“Well, you can’t "most always<ell exactly how things
will eventuate till your hen comes off the eggs,” re-
plied Finklestone, “but there are plenty of good points
in the situation. To begin with, we can get out of
these irons about as easy as a spy eel can swallow him-
self. There are arms within reach ; also horses. There’s
a sufficient sprinkling of Ravagers in all the reliefs
and on all the posts to paralyze any attempt which
may be made for our annihilation. The night is so
dark that a lost dog would think himself fenced in by
it and lie down and keep quiet. It may even Tain
pitchforks before morning, if the wind should go
down. Under these circumstances we havemo especial
reason to be discouraged.” :

“Not if we leave, Dorus,” returned Mrs. Goggin,

B S . . . Bt L)
with visible anxiety. “But here we're in terrible peril.
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' “Oh, we're going; sis,” said Finklestone. “The b.oj

question is, just how soon? T realize that we're playing
a losing game witlr those scouts as long as we remain
in this fort. But once we catch themr outside—on oyr
own ground, so to speak—we shall not be long i get-
ting rid of thent forever. Im the meaptime, is there
amy reason why we should not hold on* an hour or tw,
miore ar less, and endeavor to give our enemies our
compliments before leaving, or why shouldn’t we visit
them in their lairs, and raise high old mischief here be-
fore we get up and dust ?”

“Why shouldn't we?" demanded Josh, looking
around with grim fero€ity. “We might at least seize
that paymaster’s cash which arived to-day, and not
wait for its distribution to-morrow.” :

“We might even seize Mrs. Nayler again,” suggested
Sam Gaddley.

“And knock old man Nayler on the head,” put in

Ted Grupple.

“Or, better still,” pursued Finklestone, “hook on
to those infernal scouts and take ‘em into the hills and
hang ‘eny for the vultures to contemplate. They're the
claps T want to fry, stew, and boil! Since they've
come here to chaw us up, what a nice thing it'd be to
make ‘enr our meat. Let's wait a little, boys, and pon-
der sertously on this subject, Keeping our eyes peeled:
Il be singular enough if we don’t have a chance to sef
up high old Chimborazo hereabouts pefore we take ou
doparture.”

“Nevertheless, Dorus
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Finkléstone had moticed that the face of his sister
grew more serious with every’word he uttered, and
fhat brief and unfinished remonstrance was scarcely
needed to tell him that she was not at all in favor of -
waiting.

“Well, sis?” he queried, with a smile, caressing her.

“I¢’s neither wise nor safe to remain here a minute
longer,” she declared earnestly. “Qur friends are as
one to a dozen or twenty. Some one of the many you
have confided in may be a traitor. It wouldn't take
much of a search to discover this tunnel. Tt may even
be known to the colonel already. We shall never have
another such favorable night, and mever again be so
ready. Your first duty is to save yourself and these
friends. We must go, Dorus—now, this very instant!
Unléss you use this tunnel while it is .open to yot, you'll
soon be chained to a cammon, and deomed to certain
death!” :

An awful murmur of approval succeeded, the face
of every hearer—emen Finklestone’s—growing white
under the influence of Mrs, Goggin's only too visible
anguish, and especially her sense and logic.

“Sp be it, then,” returned the brother, after scan-
ning the rigid features ardund him. “There’s-a great
risk in remaining certainly. I'd like to take instar}t
and terrible revenge upon those scouts, as T've indi-
cated, but T agree that there are matters of greater con-
sequence claiming our attention. Josh, you may unlock
all these irons!”

, “How joyfully,” veturned Reeder, with such ex-
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citement that his breath came pantingly, “need not he
stated !’

He gave all his attention to the task in hand, and
neither paused nor spoke again until the last of the
five prisoners was at liberty.

“What joy!” muttered Sam Gaddley, rubbing his
wrists and stretching his legs.

“Blessed moment! for which we've-waited too long!"
said another, with mock sentimentalism. “I wouldn
go through the last ten minutes again for ten thousand
million

“Hold on, Ted,” interrupted Finklestone smilingly,
shaking a warning finger. “Any of us would do the
same thing over again for a quarter of that money!
Are you all sound in limb and wind like a first-class
race-horse ?”’

“Perfectly,” affirmed Hank Tilkins.

“Never better,” avowed Ted Grupple.

“Then keep quiet a moment,” enjoined Finklestone,
“The next thing in order is the tools.”

Proceeding to a rear corner of the apartment, he
turned out from under the straw enough rifles and re-
volvers to arm the released prisoners and his sister and
himsel{.

“And now for a few instructions,” pursued Finkle-
stone, after a brief con3ultatien with his sister. “The
place of rendezvous is at the northeast angle of the
fort, where a rope-ladder has been planted, in charge
of the sentry at that point, who is one of us, and who
is going away with us. You are to proceed thither

——
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' singly, taking any route you please after getting clear -

of the tunnel, but you'll take good care to keep as much
under cover -as possible. Understand, all?”

A general assent was given him.

“Should you find yourselves in any danger of being
stopped hetween here and there,” continued Finkle-
stone, “‘you'll have to act promptly. . Not being able
to fire without raising an alarm, you'll have to use the
putt of your guns. Is this also understood?”

“Perfectly,” answered Sam Gaddley, and his asso-
ciates indicated that this also was their sentiment.

“Then I have only to add that horses await us at
that first grove on the La Plata route,” added Finkle-
stone, “and that you may now help yourselves to over-
coats from that pile-in the corner and hold yourselves
in readiness for departure.”

The released men hastened to help themselves to the
garments indicated.

“And-now to be off,”” said Josh Reeder, after another
inquiring glance from the guard-house. “You and
Mrs. Goggin had better go first, cap'n.”
= “No, thank yoy” returned Finklestone. “My si§—
ter and T will go last. Since those scouts are within
the fort, intent on' discovering our secrets, it's quite
possible that they may come prowling in this direction
at a very awkward moment. Should such be the case,”
and his face glowed savagely, while his clutch tightened
on a revolver he had drawn Trom his pocket, “I'd
sooner trust myself to meet them than delegate the job
to even the best of you! You and Gaddley can go first,
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Tilkins, the pair of you, as two will attract little more
attention than one, and we’ll give you a start of three
minutes.
struction of that tunnel, as it has heretofore been ex-
plained.to you, and not bump your heads!”

He made a gesture of dismissal, and SamyGaddiey
and Hank Tilkins vanished into the entrance of the
tunnel.

You'll both bear in mind the peculiar cons:

CHAPTER XIIL
THE FLIGHT OF THE RAVAGERS.

Almost holding their breath, the Ravagers listened
intently to assure themselves that Sam Gaddley and
Hank Tilkins were in no wise headed off or interfered

_ with in their escape from the guard-house. Thus three

minutes passed.

“They’re all right, it seems,
looking up from his watch.
safely, or we should have heard an alarm.
‘can go next!”

He nodded to Dan Ringwood and Ted Grupple, who
hastened to take their way through the secret tunnel
as silently as phantoms.

“This was the right thing to do, after all, Dollie,”
whispered Finklestone, without ceasing to listen, “and
I must thank you for insisting upon it. ‘We have too
much at stake to take any other course.”

Mrs. Goggin pressed his hand in silence, a sigh of
relief escaping her.

After a ‘wait of a couple of mmutes-—fm those re-
maining began to get nervous— L'ettand Dan were fol-
lowed by a couple of the recreant guards, and soon
Josh Reeder was left alone with the brother and sister.

“Of course, Josh,” suggested Finklestone vou'll let
e =

” muttered Finklestone,
“They've got through
You two




132 The Flight of the Ravageré.

Stubby know we're off, and will repeat the hint as fo
the action he’s to take in the matter.”

“T'll tell him,” returned Josh, and with this he
stepped out to the fire, looking across it to a bench
on which sat half a dozen men who were off duty.

Among these men was one who had been observing
Josh furtively a few moments, and Josh had only
to raise his finger to call this man to his side.

“We're going now, Stubby,” he whispered.. “Don't
forget to follow us in due course, as talked, and bring
Tim Wiggins with you. Of course, we'd like you to
go with us, but we must leave a trusty friend here to
bring us word of the measures which will be taken to
find us.” :

The man nodded understandingly.

“But, perhaps, we shall not go far to-night,” re
sumed Josh, “and, in any case, you'll easily get away
to-morrow and overtake us somewhere on the route
or at the Crater Camp.”

“I understand all that, Josh,” was the response of
Stubby. “But how long shall we wait before we ‘dis-
cover’ that prisoners and keepers have fled together?”

“Oh, not too long—say half an hour. But if you
see any one else is about to discover our absence, you
must give the alarm ahead of them, even if you give it
within five minutes. Is everything understood?”

“To a hair, Josh.”

“Then good night and good luck.”

A brief response was made to him, and then Stubby

- R
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having made her acquainted with" it.
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sauntered back to.his seat, while Josh returned to the
brother and sister.

“] suppose we're to follow the rest now, cap'n?”
he queried.

“Yes, Josh. You've heard nothing later from Dutt
Smiley and those with him?”

“No, cap'n.”

“They gave no sign of coming out of that sleep:

“Not the slightest. . Doctor Pawlett took a look at
them, and said they’ d sleep until late in the mght or
possibly till morning.”

Finklestone smothered a curse.

“It’s hard to leave them here, and in that fix,” he
declared, “‘the more especially as I can’t say just when
I'll be back, if ever. You've told Brower what mes-
sage to give them when they recover their senses?”

¥k

“Of course, cap'n.’

“Then we must leave them to make their way to the
Quadrangle when they can,” concluded Finklestone.
“We cannot take the risk of an attempt to move them,
nor can we delay here until they wake up.

“TI'd like to get hold of those meddling scouts,” he
added, “as the mere fact of having them in our hands
would paralyze all pursuit, and enable us to control
the colonel in® any possible contingency of the future,
but we shall have to adjourn that pleasure, in all like-
lihood, till we can catch them outside of the fort.”

He led the way. through the tunnel, and Mrs. Gog-

gin readily followed, her previous trips by this route
Josh “Reeder




134 The Flight of the Ravage;s.

kept at their heels, and all three of them were soon! *

at the northeastangle of the fort where they found
themselves awaited by the sentry.

“Are there any more to come, cap'n?” asked this
personage nervously, at sight of Finklestone.

“No,” was the answer. <

The sentry slung his rifle across his shoulders with
an air of 111descubable relief.

*“I'm so glad!” he muttered.
“ last few. moments has been killing!”

He led the way rapidly down the rope-ladder which
had enabled the preceding fugitives to lower them-
selves from the wall, and was as rapidly followed by
Josh and the brother and sister, the latter declining
assistance and making as good time as her companions.

“And now to vanish!” proposed Budd, drawing his
sister’s arm within his own, as his qifick ear detected
the prancing of impatient steeds in the distance.
“We're out-of that boxyand the colonel and his dear
'scouts are none the wiser. Let’s mount and be off!”

Vanish was indeed the word! . In another moment
the dark night had enwrapped the secret of their flight!

With what wild joy: and relief Budd Finklestone
and his friends saw that veil of darkness déscend be-
tween them and their enemies, will be readily com-
prehended. They had carried their point.

Not only had Finklestone subtracted himself dexter-
ously from the Nemesis whose hand had been extended
to clutch lnm but the four abductors of Mrs. Nayler
were also hastening to a place of safety.

i - T

T

“The anxiety of the
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After a brief but rapid walk, which was almost too
mucte for Mrs. Goggin in her heavy and awkward
garb, the last four fugitives reached a lonely grove on
the La Plata trail to which their comrades had preced-
ed them.

“You are fully decided, then, to go with us, Dollie
snddenly asked Finklestone. ™

“Yes, Dorus.™

“You won’t wait even a few days, or until the grand
clearing out and disappearance of all the friends we've
left temporarily behind us?” pursued the brother.

“No, Dorus. There's no reason for doing so,” re-
turned the disguised woman, “and T so much nged a
change! Buffalp Bill and Ben Letts are hunting us,
and they’ll be like bloodhounds after the fme piece of'
work we have just served up to them. I cannot leaves
you to fight them alone. Say no more, Dorus! T
can return to Fort Harris whenever 1 choose to do

gIres

“All right, sis. We shall all be glad, of course, to
have you with us.”

“Here is your horse, Dollie,” said Josh Reeder, lead-
ing up to her a high-spirited, prancing animal. “Un-
fortunately Jim Ransom did not quite comprehend that
a lady ‘was to be one of the party, and the saddle has
two stirrups.” ‘

“So much the better,” rejoined Mrs. Goggin blunt-
ly. “If T really detest that one-legged business by

daylight and at an easy pace, just imagine how I o
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dislike it on such a dark night as this and at the pace

we are likely to take.”
“You are quite right, Dollie.”

“Besides,” added Mrs. Gogein, continuine to speak -
g8 g )

in her natural tone, as she accepted the assistance of
Josh to gain her saddle, “you must recollect that I

am now disguised as & man, which is in itself a Very.

good reason for wishing to ride man-fashion,”
“Is Jim Ransom here?” asked Finklestone, looking
around sharply. s
“Yes, cap'n,” came the reply from under
jacent tree, as the speaker began advancing
him, “and here’s your horse.”
“Have you'one for Reeder?”
“Certainly. Here it is.” :
“How many have you in all?”” pursued Finklestone,
leaping into the saddle.
“Fourteen.”

an ad-
toward

“Then there is one for yourself ?”
“Well, T should smile if there wasn’t.”

“Then you had better come with us,” advised Fin-

kiestone hurriedly. “Otherwise you are likely to be

arrested as an accomplice of our flight, and asked some
very awkward questions as to who is your backer in
the livery business, and what has become of your

horses. We have left a high old carnival behind
us!”

“I took stock of all that, cap'n,” returned Ransom,
“and came prepared to leave with you.”
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“Then let’s be off! Is everybody mounted? Fall
V g s L3}
in! We're wasting valuable time. '

Budd glanced into the grove behind him, and \vag
just able to distinguish the outlines of the men an
horses there assembled. : : :

Some of the horsemen—those who arrived first—
had been waiting long enough for their steeds to get
C E :
impatient. Others had taken the precaution to walk
their horses about a little without mounting them,
while still others, having less excitable horses, or ex-
ercising better control over them, had quietly awaited
the completion of the party and the signal of depar-
ture, while giving” careful attention to their fellows as
fast as they made their appearance. i

“This way, all,” invited Finklestone, riding a\\.aly

5 th ¢ ywar - trail, with his sister beside
from the grove toward t?lg tl(nl,' W 1t1‘1 his ‘s.,” E
him. “and let’s have as little noise as possibi€. :

The rest of the party rode into line by twos, Jim
Ransom and the sentry bringing up thF rear. o

For the first hali-mile the pace did not excet;( t
slow walk, as a gallop would have echoed to t'he or,.’

“It's strange we do not hear any alarm behind us,

. i is sister. ust
then remarked Finklestone to his sister. ]ob‘s;)_n m 2
3 is ti discov
have become nervous enough by this time t(z1 G
our absence and report the same, as arrz'mgz , tha 5 lp
being absolutely necessary to clear him irom Susp
cion.” .
i i 18
“Perhaps Colonel Nayler will say nothm'g ab?‘%‘t’ 1hat
i i . Goggin. h
loss till morning,” suggested. Mirs (13 gg E
good would it do him to raise an alarmi,
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so dark, and we have such a start? Would he wake
the few settlers along this trail? He must reflect that
we can turn off it any moment into a pathless wild, and
extend our ttravels to California, if we choose, without
nearing a house or- showing ourselves to a human
being. I think the colonel will hold his horses, and
not make a fool of himself.”

“Be all that as it may,” remarked Finklestone, “it's
evident that he’s not making noise enough just now
to cover the clatter we should raise if going at a gal-
lop. We shall have to héld to this snail’s pace a little
while longer, therefore, rather than run the risk of
being overheard by the too attentive ears of those
infernal sentries.”

“Of course, it will soon be known in what direc-
tion we've gone, Dorus?” resumed Mrs. Goggin, after
a pause.

“Yes, Dollie, and, of course, pursuit will be made,”
returned Finklestone, “but we can easily reach the
Mancos trail ahead of them, and it will not be diffi-
cult to throw them off afterward. As all roads lead to
Rome,‘so‘, all roads lead to the Quadrangle.

“And let them not hunt us too fiercely,” he added,
his tone growing savage and sinister. “There is not
only a latge party of us, but we are well-mounted and
well-armed. 1If they get too fierce, especially in this
darkness, I'll certainly ambuscade them in some natural
stronghold—such’as we are constantly passing—and
kill them by the dozen”

Mrs. Goggin did not rebuke the extravagance of this

™
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language, for just then she thought of Ben Letts, and
the mere theught of his masquerade as “Captain Hick~
man” was enough to make her vengeful.

“Are you sure we're all here, Dorus?’ she suddenly
asked, after two or three rapid glances behind her.
“T counted but twelve just now. Are we really four-
teen ?” ‘ !

“T can soon see,” he answered.

Ordering a halt and dismounting, he handed his
reins to his sister and slowly made the circuit of the
whole party, at the same time inclining his ear at-
tentively toward the fort, where all still continued
quiet. \,

“Yes, there are fourteen of us,” he reported, as he
regained his saddle and resumed progress, “that is to
say, Josh and his five guards, you and I, Jim Ransom
and Sam Gaddley, Hank Tilkins and Ringwood, withe
Ted Grupple and the sentry.”

> “And of course you can vouch for the whole
crowd ?” asked Mrs. Goggin, in a guarded tone.

“Of course T can. I know them all of old. Have
you any suspicion of any one?”

“No—nothing more than an uneasiness for which
I cannot account,” exclaimed ' Mrs. Goggin.~ “But I
didn't quite understand who that sentry is!”

“Why, he.is Jim Ransom’s brother—Pete Ransem
—a fellow I have proved in a thousand ways, and
who is as true to me as a dog to his master.”

. Mrs. Goggin appeared relieved.
“I suppose our adventure with Buffalo Bill and Ben
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Letts has made me nervous,” she remarked, by way
of excusing the turn she had given to the conversation,
“I keep thinking they may turn up again!”

“Well, there you are wrong, Dollie,” assured Finkle-
stone, with a grim chuckle. “With all their cunning
and smartness, we are too much for them, ha! ha!”
and his chuckle grew to a mocking laugh. “I'd like
to see the faces of that couple when they hear that
the guard-house is empty—the stupid fiends, the dolts,
the pretended man-eaters! Ha! ha!”

In the- jubilant excitement of that moment Budd
struck a safety-fuse with the intention of enjoying a
good cigar, as was his wont when he felt contented.
The fuse sputtered and glowed furiously, not only il-
luminating the faces of the brother and sister, but those
of the two men who rode immediately behind them,
and whom they supposed to be Sam Gaddley and Hank
Tilkins. That supposition was all wrong, however.

Had Budd Finklestone or Mrs. Goggin chanced to
look over their shoulders when the light so unexpect-
edly illuminated their surroundings, they would have
seen that the two men next behind them were Buffalo
Bill and Ben Letts. ,

How had the scouts come there?

Having detected the intentions of the prisoners and

their “keepers,” they had taken their measures accord-

ingly—so -well taken them, in fact, that they got the
drop on Sam Gaddley and Hank Tilkins and captured
them, binding them hand and foot and gagging them,
at the very moment that couple descended from the
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wall of the northeast angle of the fort, and had taken
eir places.

ﬂklllll E?\'ord, the two scouts had smuggled' themselves
into the presence of Budd and his assoc1.ates, under
cover of darkness, and were going out with them to
see whither they weré bound and what' they proposed
to do—reserving to themselves the privilege of gather-
ing them into the fort later. :




CHAPTER XIIL
A CURIOUS HALTING-PLACE.

The darkness of the night had been, of course, the
first essential condition of the success of the substitu-
tion the daring scouts had undertaken. In the in-
tenses darkness, which seemed to increase from minute
to minute as the night advanced, how easy it was to
pass for the two men—Sam Gaddley and Hank Til-
kins—whose places they had taken! How easy to
accompany the fugitives wherever they might go, and
take due notice of all they were saying and doing!

What revelations and discoveries might not reason-
ably be expected! How L:scmid] it was, in fact, to
take this course, if they w ould "be quickly and qmely
enlightened!

His cigar lighted to his satisfaction, Finklestone
again turned his ear attentively toward the fort.

“Not a sound,” he ejaculated.

“They may listen all the more,” suggested Mrs.
Goggin. :

“True, sis,” admitted Budd, “but there is a chance
that no alarm has been given yet. Possibly there may
be no discovery in the case until the guard is changed
at two o’clock, or about an hour from now, but that
would be almost too much to expect.”

“TIs Jobson safe, Dorus?”
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“Safe, Dollie? If you ever get another husband
that is half as safe as btubb) Jobson, you'll be ex-
tremely lucky.” =

The scouts repeated the name mentally, with an ex-
change of glances which attested that they were laying
it up for future reference, while Mrs. Goggin made a
gesture of impatience, as if the allusion had recalled
recollections of a disagreeable nature.

“I don’t want any more husbands,” she declared
feelingly. “The one 1 had was quite sufficient for a

" lifetime.”

“And yet you lived with him only four weeks,” the
brother reminded her.

“It would have been all the same, Dorus, if I had
known him only four days! He was an exceedingly
disagreeable creature.”

“Well, I hope he won’t turn up again, if such are
your sentiments.”

“I hope so, too—for his sake.”

The exchange of these few words, which readily
reached the héaring of Buffalo Bill and Ben Letts, was
extremely edifying to them, making plain the cause of
the woman’s restless and unscrupulous state of mind.

A brief silence succeeded, and then Mrs. Goggin
re%umed with an air which showed she had been re-
viewing the situation:

“It seems almost singular that the colonel, or at
least Buffalo Bill or Ben Letts, didn’t get track of our
proposed escape.”

“Tt does, indeed,” returned Budd. ‘“Where can have
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been their boasted penetration? But we must remem-
ber that they have no idea of the thorough manner in
which we have honeycombed the garrison. Many of
the men are far more friendly to us than they are to
the officers. But what were you thinking of ?”

“Why, 1 was simply recalling that there is a man
in the fort who was sufficiently sharp to suspect the
true state of things.”

“Indeed! What sort of a man?”

Mrs. Goggin ‘described him, and Budd fidgeted in a
way which showed that he recognized the description.

“You mean that wretched, meddling fourth corporal,
Brottle,” he declared. «“Well, how did you get track
of him?”

Mrs. Goggin summarized the terms in which Brottle
had set forth his suspicions.

“The reptile! How did you get rid of him?”

“Oh, T gave him a couple of drinks from my small-
est bottle.”

“And he took kindly to it?”

«yes. He went off like a Jamb, and I covered him
with bushes and left him asleep on the dark side of
the colonel’s house.” S

“That was well done, sis, and a narrow escape,’
commented Finklestone thoughtfully. “That Brottle
is one of the most dangerous little scamps in the fort.”

The scouts took note of the opinion.

«But we are now rid of the whole brood,” pursued
Finklestone, “and I must say that there is a bright
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as well as a dark side to the masquerade we have been
havirig during the last few months.” :

“There is, indeed.”

And the speaker looked back involuntarily at Josh
Reeder.

«“We have not only won over to our side many of
the brave fellows now with us,” continued Finkle-
stone, “but we have left affairs at the fort in a very
nice situation. To begin with, just think of the-sort
of pursuit all such fellows as Cook, Steele, and Brower
will make for us!” :

A silvery laugh ffom Mrs. Goggin floated out on
the air, while the scouts took into their memories the
pames mentioned.

“Excuse me for laughing so loud, Dorus,” exclaimed
Mrs. Goggin, “but I coukdn’t help it—it’s such a ridicu-
lous piece of nonsense to suppose that any of the ‘boys’
will be disagreeable to us, after the very handsome
manner in which we have treated them 12

“And especially after the attention so many of them
have paid you, sis!” :

“Exactly, my dear brother. Do you know how
many of them I have rejected up to this date? No less
than fourteen!”

Finklestone made a rapid gesture, implying that the
two men imgediately behind them might overhear
these confidences.

“Oh, they are not among the number,” admitted
Mrs. Goggin, with another laugh, as she glanced archly |
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around at them, without making any secret of what
she was saying. 4 o

“And such fellows as Ben LC%S are not included,
I presume?” continued Finklestone.

“Oh, he never really proposed, Dorus. He ‘sim-
pered and sighed,” but he never got down to business,
and never intended to.”

“But are you not afraid that fourteen rejected suit-
ors may possibly be equivalent to fourteen enemnsies?”
asked the brother.

“Not a bit of it. T put their rejection on such del-
cate grounds that no fault can be' found with it.”

She did not continue the subject, but her brother
understood her, she having pursued in these matters
a regular system. She had professed the greatest re-
spect and esteem, with just a little Tove, for every one
of her suitors, but had asked for tinfe and a better ac-
quaintance, allowing every one of them to go away
with a conviction that he would eventually be the
man of her choice. ‘

“I merely allude to these matters now, Dorus,’
soon resumed, “as an explanation of my confidence
that we have nothing to fear from the garrison. In
any other sense than this, talk of this sort would be
foolish at this time and place. But where are we
going ?"’

“We're bound for the Quadrangle, f)f‘,course“ re-
plied Finklestone, “but our route is likely to be a zig-
zag, if our pursuers should be too numerous and toe
active,

" she

by a glance of solicitude.

[t
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“But we shall halt by the way ?” pursued Mrs. Gog-
gin wearily.

“Yes, often enough,” was the answer, accompanied
“In fact, my intention is
t6 take two or three days to the journey, and watch
closely every move that is,made behind us. Consider-
ing the poor rest we are all getting to-night, we can'’t
do better, I think, than to pass the day in repose.”

“T wish we might, Dorus.” . ’

“We will,” declared the brother., “My idea is to
push on to the Crater Camp, where we shall be as safe
as comfortable, and remain until late to-morrow, if the

enemy should®not oust use If this ride, however, is

too long for you :

“Oh, no, Dorus. Let's go to the Crater Camp. It's
there that Little Elk is to meet you, isn’t it?”

“Tixactly,” replied Finklestone, as he looked sharply
bzhind him. “But we're far enough from that fort
now, boys,” he added, raising his voice, “for us to
whoop ’er up a little,” and in a few moments more, fol-
lowing  the example of their leader, the entire party
was flying along the La Plata trail at a lively gallop.

After a sharp ride of a few minutes the fugitives
reached the La Plata Creek, where the trail branches,
and took to the Left Fork, which they followed a
couple of miles at a rattling pace without seeing any-
thing of lights, houses or inhabitants.

At this point they forded the stream, taking care
to emerge from it in as many different places as there
were horsemen, and struck the trail ’\_\'hich leads across
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the divide between the La Plata and the Cherry, a dis-
tance of six miles.

Another half-hour of rapid movement succeeded,

~ almost without the exchange of a word, and the fugi-
tives reached the east bank of the last-named river.

As-far as the river itself is concerned a horse can
almost leap across it at the point in question, but its
banks present towering and precipitous walls, as is
often the case with rivers in the high altitudes of the
Rackies, and it is no easy matter to find a gap where
one can descend safely from the bluffs to the water.

" But Budd Finklestone had often passed this way, at all
sorts of hours and in all sorts of weather, and knew
just what he was doing.

“From this point,” he announced, “we must go
south.half a mile, in single file, following the stream.
I will take the lead. Try to keep in my tracks, all of
you. The idea is to conceal the fact that we are’a
considerable body of horsemen, and leave it to be sup-
posed that some solitary hunter has made all these
tracks by going repeatedly to his traps.”

The half-mile in question was traversed at a walk,
and Finklestone then led the way down a precipitous
bank into the stream, facing about in it to the north-
ward and ascending its -bed nedrly a quarter of a mile,
or about half the distance he had followed its bank to
the southward. :

“The next trick,” he then announced, halting a mo-
ment in the stream, “is to get out of this creek by

means of that little branch abreast of me to the west.
: - ——— T T
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T will ascend this branch a hundred yards, and the
rest of you'must all take intervals within this distance,
coming out singly to the right or left as you choose,
put all keeping your eyes on me and heading toward
the point to which you see me advancing.”

Two or three questions were asked by those who -
did not fully comprehend the proposed movement, and
then Finklestone gave the signal for its execution. The
result was 'apparent as soon as all had again rallied
around their leader, who had taken his stand on a
gentle elevation overlooking the performance. :

“There! you now_know what ‘throwing off pursuit’
means,” he declared, when his associates had all halted.
“Here we are, and I undertake to say that no man on
this earth will ever be able to say just how we came
here!”

The scouts could not help exchanging glances of ad-
miration at the cleverness with which the ras;al had
executed these several movements.

“Our next step,” pursued Finklestone, “is to strike
westward, in the direction of the Mancos. The coun-
try hereabouts has not been surveyed, nor is it. inhfﬂ)—
ited, nor is there any regular travel, in the direction
I'm about to take you, but I'm familiar with every
foot of it, and you may be sure that I have in my
mind’s ey‘e an 'objective point which you will find
worthy of your attention.” =

He set the example Pf resuming progress, Mrs. Gog-
gin taking her accustomed place by his side,»and for

-,
nearly another hour he dashed on to the westward at
e .
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an almost constant gallop, now through woods, now
across plains, and now along ravines or slopes, but all
the while in a darkness that made the most veteran
riders tremble for the footing of their steeds.

“Here we are,” at length announced F mklectone
halting .and looking back on his followers. “We are
three miles from the Mancos, eight from the Cherry,
and seventeen from Fort Harris, and almost due west

of the latter. There is mot a house or a cultivated

piece of ground within many miles of us, nor any
other human being than ourselves. Just ahead of us
is an ancient crater, of several acres, with an abrupt
rim, or wall, on every side, the whole interior as bare
of verdure as the back of your hand, but having dense
vegetation all around it.# At this spot—as I will men-
tion for the benefit of Josh and the other new recruits
—the Ravagers have long had a secret halting-place,
which is generally spoken of in our annals as the. ‘Cra-
ter Camp.” I have passed many a night here, when
journeying’to or from our headquarters at the Quad-
rangle, and we have here three or four small buildings,
including @ woodshed and shelter for our horses.”

“How dare you?” queried Josh. “I should think the
first hunter who comes this way would see these build-
mgs comprehend what they are for, and set a trap for
you.” :

“Impossible, for forty reasons,” returned Finkle-
stone. “The rim of the crater rises perpendicularly
three hundred feet above the surrounding woods, and

Jis everywhere so broken, Scaly, and dangerous, that I
. . {

- ~

» are to pass the day, Dorus?”
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do not believe any human beix]g was ever desperate
enough to undertake to climb it: At only one spot is
there a rift in the rim, and this is reached by a high
and narrow natural causeway, and even this one en-
trance is so thoroughly masked by huge boulders and
pinés that you have to be close at hand before it be-
comes visible. In fact, this gateway is so narrow and
difficult, es l)LLla”V in the night, that I shall have to
conduct you into the crater by twes.”

“And once we're in?” queried Josh.

“Oh, it's one of the snuggest retreats the eye of man
ever looked upon,” declared Finklestone enthusiastie-
ally. “There is one spot at the entrance where half a
dozen men could defy all the world, if all the world
would come without cannon. The interior of the cra-
ter, however, is like the floor of a house—smooth and
level—and here you are shut in by such high walls
that even such a wind as this cannot enter. There is
also a splendid spring of water, which is evidently
forced up by hydraulic pressure from some reservoir
in the adjacent hills, as it always remains at the same
level, no lower and no higher, whatever the quantity of
water taken from it.”

“What a*remarkable place!” exclaimed Mrs. Goggin,
as her brother dismounted. “And is it hére that we

S

“Yes, unless I give orders to the contrary, wlnch

I've no present intention of doing.”
“But is it not possible that the pursuers will reach

here in the course of the day?”
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“No, Dollie. At least, there is not one chance in a
million that they will e able to follow us here, and
the chances are still less that they will be able to stum-
ble upon us by sheer accident.”

He had given these views for all present, rather than
for his sister alone, and he now added :

“Allow me to go first and see that the coast is clear.
Remain where you are, all of you.”

He went on at a slow pace, leading his horse, with oc-
casional halts to look and listen, and soon disappeared
from the view of his companions, although they could
hear the tread of his horse over a hard and echoing
surface, apparently a path of solid rock.

“It’s all right,” he soon-called, in a voice which
sounded hollow and strange, coming from the interior
of the crater and echoing against its lofty sides. “There
is plenty of dry wood here and I'll soon have a fire.
Wait in patience.”

The two scouts exchanged startled whispers at the
mention of the word fire, and began to realize that
their adventure had reached a critical point.

CHAPTER XIV.
AGAIN IN CUSTODY.

At the end of a minute or two, the light of a fire
began reaching its fingery gleams up imto thé dark
clouds flying above the Crater Camp, and was wel-
comed by a gerieral murmur of satisfaction from the
observant Ravagers.

“You see?” called Finklestone, whose movements
could almost be followed by his gigantic shadows, as
he piled fuel on the flames. “It will be well lighted
by the time you all-get here, and you can see where
you are, or at least what are your surroundings. Pa-
tience! I'm coming!”

“Shall T go over with you, Dollie?” asked Josh
Reeder, who had made his way to her side. “I mean

" when the cap'n comes for you. Of course, I wouldn’t

dare undertake to pilot you over in this darkness, as
I am not acquainted with this region.”

“Yes, Josh, I shall be glad of your company,” was
the reply of Mrs. Goggin, as she took the arm of her
admirer and leaned heavily upon it. “See! my brother

has lighted an immense torch to show us our way.-

How nice!”

She turned toward the spot-the scouts had just oc-
-cupied, as if to communicate her enjoyment to them,
but she saw that they had vanished. ~

®
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They had, in fact, withdrawn to the rear of the
little party, so as to be out of the way of the coming
torch, as well as of the fire Budd had kindled.

Mrs. Goggin~ watched the zigzags made ,by her
brother, with occasional eclipses, as he traversed the
intérvening space, and uttered an exclamation, of joy
when he again stood beside her.

“Give me your reins,” he said, addressing Josh and
his sister. The request was complied with.

“Don’t fret,” he enjoined, with a glance at the oth-
ers. “T'll get you all over as soon as I can.” i

With his torch in one hand, and the reins of his
sister and Josh in the other, he proceeded to lead their
horses to the vicinity of the fire he had kindled.

“What a dangerous passage!” Mrs. Goggin could
not help exclaiming, with a sigh of relief. “I wouldn't
return over that spot for anything till morning!”

“And what a lonely scene around us!” exclaimed
Josh Reeder, as he assisted Mrs. Goggin to alight,
sending a swift glance around the tall, encircling rim
of rocks. “But what a safe hiding-place!”

“Now for the rest,” remarked Finklestone, turning
away. “You'll find a place for your horses under
yonder shed.”

Drawing the arm of Mrs. Goggin within his own,
Josh took his way to the shed indicated, the light from

the fire being already ample to reveal his surround- |

ings. ,
“YAe can be comfortable here,” he observed, with
appréciative glances, as he led the horses under the

i ¢
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shed. “Ransom has brought provisions enough for
a couple of days, including coffee and utensils, and our
stay here will be nothing more nor less than a sort
of picnic.” .

He secured the horses. to rings in the wall of the
shed, above rude boxes serving the place of mangers
and then conducted Mrs. Goggin in the direction ot,'
the fire. v

As slte had foreseen, the ﬁreplacc.was under cover,
it occupying nearly the whole of one side of a low
building some twenty feet square, and surmounted by
a widely spreading roof. The entrance of this struc-
ture was even wider than the fireplace, and immedi-
ately in front of it, and was furnished with two doors
which swung in opposite directions.

“T hope the snakes and centipedes have net taken
possession,” exclaimed Mrs: Goggimy as she surveyed
the place. “Who could sleep in those empty bunks
along the wall ?” - ’

“Well, you could, if you were as tired as I am,”
rejoined Reeder smilingly. “With an overcoat or a
horse-blanket for a covering, one can sleep there like
aking. You wait till all of us are here,j and the scene
will be less gloomy.”

Ringwood and Ted Grupﬁle were the next two to be
conducted past the dangerous entrance, and then came
the two Ransoms, leaving the five guardsmen gnd the

. two scouts on the outer side of the passage. |

11 . . . . -
This thing is getting a little monotonous,” re-
marked Finklestone, as he returned to the waiting
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group. “Let’s see, there are seven more of you. I
think you can go safely in two batches—four now,
and three later. But the two men ahead had better
lead the two horses behind, and all of you must stick
close together and keep quiet.”

No opposition was made to this proposition, and
four of the guardsmen were duly guided through the
entratice, leaving only three of the party behind them.

“The circle is rapidly narrowing to a point, Ben”
whispered Buffalo Bill to his ally, as they allowed their
impatient steeds to draw them out of earshot of the
waiting guardsman. “Of course, we can’'t go near
that fire, nor allow Finklestone to look us over with
that torch.” -

“Of course not,” returned Ben Letts. “We should
be recognized before you could say ‘Hail Columbia!
What's your idea, Bill?”

“First to capture this guardsman. We can easily
o2

“Certainly. There’s ample time.”

“And then we must capture Budd Finklestone, as
already suggested. Hitch your horse and we’ll sup-
press that traitorous guard!” :

Their horses hitched to low-branched saplings which
covered the proceeding, the two scouts returned to the
unsuspecting guardsman, whose eyes were fixed im-
patiently in the “direction of the lights now multiply-
ing rapidly within the camp, as the different members
provided themselves with torches and proceeded to
explore their surroundings.
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“We've a little surprise for you, comrade,” said
Buffalo Bill, “and must ask you not to say anything
fo any one about it. In a word, my friend and I are
not what we seem, but are—just raise your hands over
your head! Silence 1”

The pressure of the muzzle of a revolver against
the temple of the guardsman completed the revelation.

Of course the man could have uttered a single yell
before being silenced forever, and the scouts took their
chances of such a proceeding,-but it must be said in
fonor of their mode of procedure, as a lawyer would
say, that the number of men whe would cry out under
those circumstances is exceedingly limited. In all their
long experience the scouts had never encountered even
one.

“I—I have nothing to say,” gasped the guardsman,
as Ben Letts took his wrists in a grasp of steel and
lowered them behind him, proceeding to tie them to-
gether with a dexterity which showed that this was not
his first performance in that line. “I comprehend! You
—you are Buffalo Bill and Ben Letts!”

“Right you are, the first time trying,” acknowl-
edged Ben Letts. “Allow us to add that it will be
safer for you as well as for us if we gag you.”

Nothing more was said until the guardsman, as help-
less as a trussed fowl, had been conveyed to a secure
hiding-place, with an injunction to be quiet, and the
scouts had returned to the spot where they had, been
awaiting the return of Finklestone. They were just
in time,

’
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“Here he comes, Bill,” said Ben.

As Budd Finklestorie neared Buffalo Bill and Ben
Letts, they advanced to meet him, approaching from
opposite directions, and taking care not to let the light
@f his torch fall on their features.

“Where’s the rest of you?” he demanded, referring

to the recreant guard the scouts had seized, gagged,
and secreted.

“He’s where you'll soon be,” returnéd Buffalo Bill,
in a tone of deadly menace, seizing the torch of the
questioner with one hand, and taking the drop on him
with the other.

“Dead?” gasped the astounded Ravager, raising is *

hands unbidden, after a long pause.

“No, simply a prisoner,” replied Buffalo Bill. “I
see you understand what we want of you. But Ben
is not tall enough to tie your hands at that height.
Lower them a little!”

Finklestone did so, but in a stupid and mechanical
way, as if he could not yet realize the dreadful eclipse
his recent jubilance had suffered.

“I—I see,” he faltered, in paralyzing constematlon
“You are Buffalo Bill and Ben Letts!”

“For once you speak the truth, Cap'n ‘Whoop-pee, "
acknowledged Ben, giving prompt attention to the task
of securing the prisoner, “We've hooked on to you
again, and no mistake! Take it easy!”

It was hard to do so. Such a despairing, horrified
look as had now invaded Budd'’s livid countenance, 10
human being had ever before seen upon it. Nothiny
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less than the dread certain/ty which stared him in the
face—that of instang death—could have kept l}iln quiet
and silent. e
“You were not so stupid, then, after all, as I sup-
wistful look to-
“You spotted

posed 7’ he demanded, with a wild,
ward the scene the had just quitted.
our proposed departure?’

“Naturally,” acknowledged Buﬁftlo Bill.

“And the secret .tunnel?”

“We discovered it.”

“And the sort of guards we had ?™

“We took note of them.”-

“And you watched our flight ?”

“To be candid, we were not far distant.”

The prisoner uttered a dismal sigh.

“And we thought we were so cunning!”
lated. :

“Most rogues think the same, and that’s why they're
s0 generally a failure,” commented Ben, with smiling
contempt, as also with very evident satisfaction.
“There! your hands are fast! Have you any further
use for your tongue just at present? Do you wish to
leave with us any message for your sister or your
friends ?”

The fears of the prisoner returned again, under the
prickings of his conscience, and he became as white
as a sheet.  He knew that his captors were aware
of his recent attempts to confess their degradatlon and
it was only natural to jump to the conclusion that they
intended to despatch him on the instant, treating him

he ejacu-
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as he would so gladly and quickly have treated them,
He trembled like a leaf. s

“You—you mean to kill me?” he faltered.

“Not unless you tempt us by talking too loud, or
by some other rashness,” answered Ben Letts. “Byt
we propose to give you the best of reasons for holding
your tongue during the next few hours.”

“I see! What a pity!”

He sighed deeply again, as his glances turned aney
in the direction of his noisy and unsuspecting follow-
ers. 4

“We can send your sister a line of explanation, if
you say so,” offered Ben Letts, comprehending his
pain and annoyance. “All you need say is, ‘Gone

away with Sam and Hank. Remain here till I return,
BizeSear?

The prisoner reflected rapidly, with renewed wist-
ful glances into the camp.

“That would be more your message than mine, I
think,” he then said.

“Well, let it be ours, then,” said Buffalo Bill, with
smiling grimness. “It will at least have the merit of
truth.”

“Then you have captured Hank and Sam?”

“We have, and also Private Hillyer,” acknowledged
Ben Letts.” “You are the fourth of the original fugi-
tives who have fallen into our hands.”

“Where—were are they ?”” asked Finklestone, peer=
ing around into the darkness, :
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«you'll excuse us. Time is pressing,” returned Ben.
“We must be off.” !

He produced a gag as he spoke, and motioned the
prisoner to open his mouth. It was a hard task to
comply, but there was no help for it, .and at the end
of another minute all danger of any disturbance from
Finklestone was definitely averted.

“Of course we'll leave the line you have suggested,
Ben,” said Buffalo Bill, as he produced a note—bo‘?k
and peneil, and tearing a leaf from the former. “It
may tranquilize the sister, and possibly keep the whole
cru'\\'d here until we are ready to bag them.” .

The note written, it was stuck . in a forked stick
Ben had fixed in the ground, and the torch was placed
upright near it to point it out in due season.to Mrs.

Goggin.
I e have s horse than we
“It’s agykward that we have one less horse t
- » . = .
want.” remarked Buffalo Bill, as his gaze again turned

toward the camp. - “I shall have to go and get one.”
“But the risk, Bill?"” :
“We must take it. But first we'll mount our pris-
oners and tie their feet together under their saddles,
so that you can get away, Ben, whatever may happen.”
This was soon done, and Buffalo Bill turned toward
the camp, after hitching the three horses. .
“Tp's ‘a risky business attempting to get there with-
out a torch,” suggested Ben. Z
“True, but we can't wait for daylight,” was the
rejoinder. “The prolonged absence of Finklestone
m.ay be remarked at any moment, and some of that
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crowd will begin to wonder why the rest of us do not
appear, ~Fortunately,
light this way, and everybody seems busy with an ex-
amination of the camp. I'll venture.”

He hurried away as he ceased speaking, and Ben
Letts boldly
and dangerous ridge until he could see into the camp,
and then he struck an attitude of attention which did
not change until he caught-a glimpse of the moving
figure of his ally within the hidden rendezvous.

“That’s good for a beginning,” he then muttered,
shifting his weight from one foot to fhe other and
sighing like a pair of bellows
critical pi'nt!”

He continued to look, with his hand on his rifle
réady to despatch a bullet into any one who should
attempt to interfere with the intruder, and for a
couple of minutes he ‘was about as uneasy arfl uncom-
fortable as he had ever been. But at the end of that
time, however, he saw Buffalo Bill on his way back,
leading a horse, and already in the act of disappear-
ing under the hanging rocks which shaded the inger
end of the dangerous passage.

With breathless interest he crept back and waited
another minute. Then all his anxiety was ended by
the return of the successful forager. !

“T think the horse I have secured is the one ridden
by Finklestone,” announced Buffalo Bill, striking 2
match. “Yes, it is. Tt was where- he hastily left i,
and was much mere handy than if he had taken it

that fire is now sending some

followed him, ascending the precipitoys

But now comes the
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to the shed Each of us now has a horse, and we 11
vanish.”

He mounted and started, leading Finklestone's
horse, and Ben Letts followed, leading the horse upon
which had been secfred Private Hillyer.

For at least half an hour the retreat was continued
at a walk, and not a word was spoken, Ben Letts hav-
ing nothing further to do than to conform his move-
ments to those of Buffalo Bill. o

“We are now a couple of miles from that camp,”
then said the latter.

“At least that, Bill, and consequently out of hear-
ing.”

“I think we may accordingly remove those gags
from the mouths of the prisoners.” ‘

“Certainly,” confirmed Ben, as both dismounted.

The suggestion was duly carried out.

“Many thanks,” said Finklestone, with a leng sigh
of relief. “How much better that is, isn’t it, Hill-
yer ?”’ 4 3

“T should say as much,” answered his fellow pris-
oner. “I was almost suffocated.”

“Of course you both understand that-this liberty
is not to be abused,” remarked Buffalo Bill. “At the

" least attempt to call for help, or to otherwise endanger

us, you will be shot without a word of warning !”’
“We comprehend all that, of course,” said Finkle-
stone. “We shall be quiet and silent.”
“Then we'll takc charge of your revolvers and re-
sume our journey.”
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The scouts suited their actions to the word and thep
regained their saddles.

“But what bothers me,” declared Finklestone, after
a brief pause, “is the fact that I see nothing of Sam
Gaddley and Hank Tilkins. Where are they?”

“At the fort,” replied Buffalo Bill.

“You don't mean it?”’ stammered the astonished
prisoner.

“I do,” assured the scout quietly.

“But you said you captured them.”

“So we did.”

“Where, may I ask?’

“At the northeast angle of the fort, as they descend-
ed from the wall. They came alone, you’ll remember,
and were the first to take that route. We ‘trussed’
them promptly, and Corporal Dimmick, who was with
us, with ample assistance, had them taken in irons to
their new quarters.”

“And—and you two took their places on this long
ride?” gasped Finklestone.

“Exactly.’

The consternation of the prisoner, as he recalled his
conversations with his sister, and the games of “fox-
and-geese” he had played to throw off pursuit, was of
such a nature that he could not speak for several mif-
utes.

[}

“How completely I'm dished!” he then ejaculated.
“Well, T should smile if you wasn’t!” returned Ben
Letts grimlv. “And not only have we hooked on to
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you, Mr. “Whoop-pee,’” but we're going back ta that
lovely Crater Camp to scoop the rest of your tribe as
soon as we've landed you in the fort beside Sam Gadd-
ley and Hank Tilkins!”

Such indeed was the intention of the scouts.




CHAPTER XV.
A MYSTERIOUS UNKNOWN.

Buffalo Bill was just in the act of asking himself
what dangers and complications could possibly mani-
.fest themselves, when his horse recoiled abruptly, toss-
ing its head high and rearing with a wild snort of
terror. This performance was repeated, in substance
by the horse of Ben Letts. > ’

.Slil?piqg to the ground, the scouts peered in the
direction they had been going, and were able to make
opt that they were on the verge of a tremendous preci-
pice. -

There was a deeper tint to the darkness ahead of
them—a falling away or sinking of the tree-tbps—-
a sud(elen vanishing of footing—which could be ac-
counted for upon no other theory than that a vast
abyss yawned immediately'before them. :

And from these grim, shadowy depths, as the two
men halted in listening wonder, there came up twirl-
ing puffs of wind in such a way as to show that their
range had been unimpeded by tree or rock for a long
distance.

“We've evidently missed our way some distance
back,” said Buffalo Bill. “Listen!”

He f'elt around at his feet for a stone, which he
tossed into the yawning void he divined rather than

——— —hTy ~
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saw. It seemed an age before the crash of the stone
came up- to him from the tree-tops and rocks below.

“I¢'s even so, Ben,” he resumed. “We've gone
astray, and our path is cut off! Here is a regular
barranca! Hark!” '

A tread of heavy and bounding animals succeeded,
pawing and scratching up some gap in the cliff, and
the next instant three imdmense animals leaped silently
into the midst of the group!

“What are they, Bill—bears or catamounts?” asked
Ben Letts, getting his rifle into readiness for use.

Buffalo Bill could not decide, but just then his nos-
trils detected a strange scent, as if the mysterious ani-
mals had brought_jt with them, And just then, too,
as the uneasy horses made a sudden flank movement,
snorting anew and fendeavoring to break away, there
came in a stern voice frém a cluster of bushes scarcely i
a rod away the one word:

“Halt !

The scouts checked the attempted flight of their
horses, continuing to look and listen, and reflecting
that the man in their path must be some solitary her-
mit, squatter, or moonshiner, rather than a representa-
tive of the Ravagers or any other band of outlaws. In
other terms, there was no necessity of regarding him
as dangerous until some further development.

““We're pretty well ‘halted’ already, I should say,
stranger,” returned Buffalo Bill quictly, after a barely
perceptible pause. “Have you a lantern handy?”’

“Naw, don’t need no lantern!”

>




168 A Mysterious Unknown.

“Then you have the advantage of me,” pursued the
scout, “for I need one, and, if you have no objections,
I'll produce it.” - '

He drew from one of the pockets of his overcoat a
dark-lantern—of the bull’s-eye variety—with matches
for lighting it, and within a few moments, sheltering
himself from the wind behind his horse, which his
proceedings promptly tranquilized, he’ was able to
throw a vivid glare of light upon his surroundings.

Natuyrally, his first thoﬁghl was of the abyss yawn-
ing ahead of him, and a single glance was enough to
tell him that the impression he had received of its
character and extent was perfectly correct.

_Then he hastened to assure himself of the nature of
the panting animals beside him, sending a broad stream
of light upon them. '

“Siberian bloodhounds, eh?” he recognized, as the
creatures slunk away from the glare of his bull’s-eye,
almost falling over one another in their haste.

“Yis, purps!” came from the unknown, who still
remained concealed in the bushes from which he had
ordered a halt, the light of the bull's-eye being un-
able to penetrate to him.

“Good for anything ?”’ queried Buffalo Bill.

“Waal, you'd think so, I reckon, ef I war to tell 'em
to.chaw ye.”

“It’s funny they didn’t bark,” remarked Ben Letts,

who had lighted a lantern and devoted it to the same

use as his ally.
“They’re not a barking sort,” explained the un-

- L
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gnown from the covert. “But they tear and bite all
the same when T tells ’em to do it!”

The scouts could not help looking at the dogs in ad-
miring astonishment, as they came sniffing back, their
eyes having-apparently become accustomed to the glare
of the light.

They were of the height of a calf of six weeks, and
displayed all the characteristics of their race—deep,
wide jaws, heavy, flabby lips, and lank, angular frame
and limbs, at the same time that they were strangely
powerful and active. They were as much alike as peas
in the same pod, and were the color of light sole-
leather.

“They're fine-looking dogs,” remarked Buffalo Bill.
“Don’t you think so, Ben?”

“T do, Bill. All one litter, too,” returned Ben Letts,
with an appreciative air. “What are they good for,
stranger 7"’

“Hunters ! was the laconic answer:

“Indeed ?’* queried Ben. “What do they hunt best ?”’

“Waal, I’ve never I'arned 'em to hunt more’n one
sort of game,” announced the evident owner.

“And that one?” asked Ben Letts.

“Goes on two legs and drinks whisky and chaws
tobacker!” was the fierce response, with a grim, fear-
less sort of merriment. :

“Then they’re man-hunters!” commented Buffalo
Bill. “Speaking of whisky, however,” and he turned
his face anew toward the dogs, “they seem to reek
of it?”

!
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“Yis, it do seem to linger in their ha'r a little,” ae-
knowledged the owner, with a careless chuckle. “T've
been washing ’em in that sort o’ p'izen, ye see, to kee
off the mange and worry the fleas! And m\;’ let mz
ax“you a few questiops. How many in your party?”

Only what you see—four!”

“‘Two on the ground, and two on the horses,” ex-
clglmed the unknown—who also remained unseen;—
with the tone of a man taking an inventory. “The
two on the ground armed with rifles and revolvers, and
t].1e two others strapped to their horses and their hands
tied behind 'em. Evidently two sheriffs or deput
sheriffs with two prisoners!” S

“That’s about the state of it, stranger,” acknowl-
edged BuffaloBil '

“Whar ye bound to?”

“To Fort Harfis I’

“Whar ye from?”

115 oo i g
From a certain deserted camp between two and .

three miles west of us.”

& : s :
Whar those empty buildings are, ye mean, in the
crater ?”’

“Exactly.”

“It’s thar ye caught ’em ?”

“Just so!”

“What have they been doing ?”

“Oh, a great deal more than I have time to tell
y.ou,” explained the scout, with the same candid pa-
tl'ence he had constantly exhibited during the inter-
;v1ew; “Did you hear of the raids of the hostiles and
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masked robbers through this county last spring and
last year ?”

“Naw! Wasn’t here!”

“No? May I ask where you were?”

“In old Kintuck! T've been here only three or four
A a

months, more or less.”

The scout smiled.

That “here,”” under the circumstances; was equiva-
lent to an admission that the unknown was not a wan-
dering hunter, but that he habitually remained in the
vicinity where he' had been encountered. Inaother
terms, he was familiar with his surroundings, and
could guide the scouts out of their awkward predica-
ment.

“And you've never heard of those raids to which
Pve alluded?” resumed Buffalo Bill.

“Nary a word!”

“Then you don’t know anything about the Rav-
agers?”’ e

“Naw, never heard of ’em, never saw ‘em!”

“You don’t very often see strangers hereabouts, I
take it ?”’

“Naw—rarely! You're the second one I've ex-
changed a word with in two months.”

“Well, there is one thing you can do for us, stran-
ger,” announced Buffalo Bill, “and that is to guide
us out of this somewhat disagreeable situation. We
wish to go on to Fort Harris, as I said, and we'll pay.
you well to get us started right.” :

“When did you come from the fort?”
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“Since midnight.”

“By what route?”

Buffalo Bill briefly described it.

“I see,” returned the unknown. “I knows ye're
telling the truth. Them dawgs heerd ye going and
coming, and that’s how and why ye find us stirring,
as we allows nothing to sarcumnavigate hereabouts
’thout knowing what it is. To come back to what ye
war talking about: You are only a mile and a half
out of your way, or from the course ye took in com-
ing, ef I understand rightly what ye've said.”

“And you can give us the lift we need?’ (lemanded
the scout.

“Yis. But what will ye give me in return for my
sarvices ?”’

“Anything reasonable.”

“Half a dollar?”

“Yes, a dollar.”

“You're very liberal.”

A brief silence succeeded, as if the unknown were
listening or reflecting.

“Will you guide us out?” soon questioned Buffalo
Bill _

“Yes, of course. That’ll be a dollar easily ’arned.
Wait a minnit!” —

A sound of stealthy footsteps succeeded, blending
with a slight rustling of bushes, and the scouts re-
doubled their attention, supposing that the unknown
was about to present himself to their notice.

Instead, the sounds in question died out abruptly,
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and the silence around the scouts became deeper than
ever.

“Are you there?” called Buffalo Bill, remarking that
the three bloodhounds had vanished as they had come.
No answer was given him. ]

“Aren’t you coming to guide us, stranger ?” pursued

the scout, with sudden misgivings.

The silence remained unbroken by any word or
gound from the unknown.

“Evidently enough, he has given us the slip!” ex-
claimed Ben Letts, with an air of keen chagrin. “He
has vanished !”

“Perhaps not. I'll call again.”

He acted upon this thought repeatedly, but no re-
sponse reached him. :

“Sure enough,” he finally concluded. “The rascal
has left us in the lurch.”

“The inférnal mutton-head!” exclaimed Budd Fin-
klestone, with a savage voice and mien, for the first
time breaking the silence since the encounter with the
unknown. ‘““Fhe stupid idiot!”

“What'’s the matter now ?” asked Ben Letts, turning
his attention anew upon the prisoner, after having
been several minutes oblivious of his presence.

“Matter?” repeated Finklestone fiercely. “Do you
suppose I would have remained quiet and silent all
this time, if I had even suspected that the fellow would
take himself off in this fashion?”

" “Why, what would you have done?”
“Done? I would have bribed him to help us out of
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this, Hillyer and myseli! The poor fool! He might
have had .a thousand dollars for giving us our free-
dom!” ; '

“Pity. you didn’t speak sooner, cap’n,” said Private
Hillyer. “I was, of course, waiting for you to take
the lead in the matter. I'm sorry now that 1 didn't
speak up as soon as the stranger spoke to us.  We
should have been the first to talk to him, and told him
a good story. We might have been free at this mo-
ment.”

“Yes, we 1ﬁigbt,” returned Budd Finklestone, with 3
bitter- curse. “If we had bribed him, and waked him
up to do it, he could have shot both these infernal
scouts from his concealment,” he added, carried away
by his regret and vexation, “before they could have
even set eyes upon him!”

. The scouts exchanged significant glances.

“It seemes to me, Bill, that I’ve heard about enough

of that sort of talk,” then said Ben Letts indignantly.

“Yes, and seen enough of that sort of spirit,” re-
turned Buffalo Bill. “We'll take good care that they
don’t have any chance to show us the kind of favor
suggested, Give me that bull’s-eye a moment, while
I cover them. At the least squawk from either, their
last ride will be ended!”

The prisoners whined and protested, but they did
not dare raise their voices, and all they did say was as
little heeded as the murmur of the wind. In another
minute their gags had been replaced securely.
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“And now to lead our own way out of this bhox,”
proposed Buffalo Bill. “Fortunately we're not ex-
actly helpless with these lights 4

“Hist!”” suddenly interrupted Ben Letts, facing ahout
quickly. - “Somebody—or something—is coming!”




CHAPTER XVI
A STRANGE POINT OF CONTACT.

The éyes of Buffalo Bill and ‘Ben Letts, like those
of their prisoners, turned quickly toward the gap by
which the three bloodhounds had made their appear-
ance and taken their departure.

Far down in this gap had arisen a strange scratching
and rattling, as of hasty climbing—=almost such a
sound, in fact, as had been caused by the bloedhounds
in going and coming—and this sound grew louder
and came nearer every moment, until a human figure
suddenly came bounding into the view of the watchers.

The lanterns of the scouts had, of course, been fo-
cused upon the crest of the cliff at that point where it
was intersected by the gap, and they were quick to
note what they now had under their gaze.

The figure was that of a sinewy, well-knit girl of
eighteen years, with long, flowing hair of a very light
flaxen color, and with large blue eyes, which were at
once gentle and fearless. Her form was full and
well-rounded, and the plain and somewhat outgrown
calico dress in which it was encased served to render
its rare grace and loveliness all the more apparent.

For a moment the newcomer seemed dazed by the
light falling upon her, or by the two handsome faces

o
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revealed by it, and then she advanced toward the
scouts with a candid, trustful mien, exclaiming :

“Father has sent me to guide you. He said you'd
give me a dollar, and that the mention of the fact
would be a sufficient voucher for me.”

The scouts exchanged glances indicative of the keen-
est interest, and then brought such a pleased and sur-
prised gaze upon the girl that she could not help blush-
ing scarlet.

“Your father?” exclaimed Buffalo Bill. “We ex=
pected him to guide us.”

“He has other business, sir.”

“At this hour of the night?” and the scouts could
not help looking their astonishment, as their gaze lin-
gered admiringly upon the girlish face and form before
them.

“And I know the way as well as he does,” added
the girl, quietly and firmly. “You have only to follow
me.”

She produced a stick which had been finely splin-
tered at one end and soaked in turpentine and resin,
and touched a lighted match to it, when it flamed up
into a torch of the most effective description.

“This way,” she indicated, turning in the direction
from which the scouts had come. “You cannot go
down where I came up. I must take you back half
a mile before we can get clear of this ravine.”

“Do we need to dismount, miss?”’ demanded Ben
Letts, as he hastened to place himself next to his fair
guide, : ‘
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“No, sir,” she responded, “unless you think your-
self more sure-footed than your horse. The path is
easy and open.”

_ “Then why shouldn’t you get up behind me?” sug-
gested Ben Letts, turning red suddenly at his own
boldness.

A swift glanée was raised to his face.

“Thank you, stranger. I willl”

She stood up on her toes beside him, and he drew
her up with a stout effort,"planting her behind him.

“Of course, we'll take the lead, sir,” she said to
Buffalo Bill, with a graceful nod and smile, as she
threw away her torch and took the -bull’s-eye from
the hand of Ben Letts, sending its glare into the dark-
ness ahead. “You've only to follow us.”

She shuddered involuntarily at what she was com-
pelled to see of the prisoners while thus glancing back
and speaking, and a look of pain flitted across her
features. ' s %

Buffalo Bill noticed her emotion.

“Vou can let me lead that horse, Ben,” he said
considerately. “I can just as well lead two as one.”,

The transfer was duly made, and the little cavalcade
started briskly.

“Now for your orders, sir,”’ said the fair guide to
Ben, as she faced a little more to the front, and passed
her arm around his waist to steady herself without
asking permission. “You must be very particular to
go where I send the light.”

“I comprehend, miss,” returned Ben Letts, with

: X,
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a glad air. “How easy! how nice! You are com-
fortable P’

“Perfectly, thank you. Pull a little to the left,
please,” she added. “And down’t stare at me so over
your shoulder! Look where you’re going!”

“I—I can’t help looking at you,” stammered Ben,
in a voice which vibrated with new dnd strangély sweet

-emotions. “You seem such a nice girl,” he :went on,

his glances coming back to her as soon as he had
looked ahead. “It seems so very singular to find such
a rare flower growing alone in such a wilderness %

“Alone, sir?” and the candid eyes looked him
through again, and even lingered upon him briefly,
as if through some undefined and novel magnetism.
“Alone, with my father and brother, with my books
and- flowers, and with my birds and music? Alone,
with these grand and glorious woods and mountains
around us, where still linger the footprints of the
Infinite Father, as left on the, first primeval morning ?
No, no, stranger! There is no such thing as loneli-
ness for those who have once entered the great temple
of nature!”

“You are a strange girl; I see,”. said Ben Letts,
with admiring fervor. “But I like you. You must
have a pretty name! May I know what it is?”

“Quick! more to the right!” cried the fair guide
ihperatively. “Do you. want me to take the reins
from you? If not, you must ’tend to business!”

i Excuse ‘me, imiss.  I'm so sorry,” said Ben. “I
really will do better if you'll answer my question.”
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“My name is Esther,” said the girl, with a demure
glance at her cavalier, as if she were just a little anx-
jous to know how he would like it.
~ “Esther?” he repeated. “I'm glad to hear it. Esther
is one of the nicest of names. It was my mother’s.
If T ever marry, Esther shall be the name of my wife.
You came lately from Kentucky, it seems?”

The girl looked at him quickly, almost with a start.
“Did father tell you that?"’ she asked.
“He did, or I shouldn’t have known it.”

“You must have made a good impression upon
him.” she declared. “He hasn’t said as much as that
to any one else since we crossed the Mississippi!”

“I'm glad to hear it,” said Ben, taking care to fol-
low all the movements of the light she continued to
send ahead of them. “How unlike you he is!”

“In a few externals, like his speech—yes, I took
something from my mother—who, for three years
past,” she added, with a reverent, tender glance into
the wild sky, “has been a dweller in the holy of holies.
You cannot say what my father is like, stranger, until
you know him. He is one of the noblest and best of
men!”

“YVour.assurance is all T need in proof of that,
Esther,” said Ben. “May I ask for youf other name?”

“ITt’s unnecessary to give it,” she answered gently.
“You can call me Esther as easily as you can call me
anything else. T—T am afraid my father would not
approve of my mentioning his name to strangers. In

A Strange Point of Contact. 181

a few minutes more,” she continued, with a sigh, “you '
will be safe upon the trail by which you came, and I
shall leave you. = You will go your way and I shall
go mine, and there is little likelihood that we shall
ever see each other again. Under these circumstances,”
and another sigh escaped her, “what does a name more
or less signify?”’

The girl raised a timid and yet searching glance to
Ben’s face, which had become singularly serious, and
even expressive of pain and regret.

“I shall hope to see you again, Esther,” he said,
suddenly becoming conscious of the presence of the
prisoners, and experiencing. a sense of thankfulness
that he-could talk without being overheard by them.
“Pardon me if I frankly say a word more. I have
carried around with me for years an ideal of such a
girl as yod are without having hitherto found its real-
ization, and that is why it seems as if you were al-
most an old acquaintance.”

Esther heaved a sigh, and a light that was almost
tender flashed into her starry eyes. &

“T feel that way, too,” €he admitted, with a candor
as charming as rate. “I must have seen you n .
dreams, or perhaps in that ideal world to which you
have alluded, and in which I, too, live so much. But
— 3

She paused, sighing profoundly.

“There’s little use of this sort of talk,” she added,
rousing herself and raising her head with an arch
smile. “Tf cr-r route had been a little rougher and
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“I certainly shall if you will let me.”

“Why, how could I prevent it?” and she smiled
brightly at him. :

“Then you do not forbid it? A thousand thanks,
Esther! But, where do you live, and how shall I find
you?”

“You need only come anywhere hereabouts,” an-
swered Esther, “and those dogs will find you—as
they've found others! Should you be in a hurry to
arrive”’—how archly she looked at him—*you can
fire your rifle, and some one will look you up! That's
as much as I need to say,” she added, with a serious
look banishing her smile, “until T see if you'll really
care enough about me to come!”

“Oh, T'll be here, Esther,” assured Ben earnestly,
“and within very few days. In the meantime, you
will be my, one constant thoug:ht!” v

“Thank you, Ben Letts,” returned Esther, with a
flush that delighted him. “You will be welcome! But
here we are,” flashing her bull's-eye over a trail which
had recently been left by many horses. “You passed
here on your way westward, and will have no diffi-
culty, with the aid of four lanterns, in going back to
your starting-place.”

She slipped from the horse, as Ben drew rein, and
handed him back his bull’s-eye.

“Good night, Mr. Letts,” she added, offering her
hand, as he also dismounted. .

“Good night, Esther, since we must leave you,™ he

responded, shaking her hand warmly and presiiog 4
; = R
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kiss upon it ere releasing it. “Here is the promised
dollar, and also the lantern to light your way back.”

“Oh, I have another torch, thank you——-">

“Then you must light it before you leave us,” said
Ben earnestly. :

She proceeded to do so.

“And I do not need to be paid,” she continued, fin-
ishing the remark Ben had interrupted. “I am glad
to serve friends without pay, and such I feel that you
both are.” %

“We are, indeed, Esther,” said Buffalo Bill, dis-
mounting and producing a bright half-eagle, “and on
that account I beg you to accept from us this trifle,
not as pay for your services, but as a memento of a
ride which will always be memorable to us beth, and
especially to my esteemed comrade.

“Nay, do not refuse it because it is gold,” he added,
as the girl drew back and raised her hands in a nega-
tive gesture, “for that fact renders it all the more like
its fair recipient.” ;

For an instant the girl hesitated, her eyes gleam-
ing like stars, despite a sudden mist which had dimmed
then.

“Well, I will, many thanks,” she then said, taking

- the piece daintily between her thumb and forefinger

and passing it to her bosom by way of her lips. “Good
night, gentlemen! I wish you a safe and pleasant
journey. May we meet again!”

She turned away, as the scouts responded to her
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farewells, and her torch flamed up briskly, causing the
horse ridden by Finklestone to start.

As she looked up quickly, with that deprecating
glance so natural to the circumstances, her gaze en-
countered his<face, and she started as if shot, her face
blanching and a wild scream of terror and amazement
escaping her. :

“The general!” she cried, recoiling, with a look of
agonized recognition.

Fimklestone bowed assent, an awful groan escaping
him.

“A prisoner to these men?” and she waved her torch
inquiringly over the prisoners, for the first time taking
in fully their situation.

Another terrible groan resounded, accompanied by
violent nods, as several agile forms came bounding
along the trail, their outlines quickly developing into
those of the three bloodhounds the scouts had previ-
ously encountered.

“How strange! how tefrible!” came from the whi-
tened lips of the girl, who had tottered forward, wa-
ving her torch within a yard of Finklestone’s face, as
if to dissipate all possible doubts of his identity. “Oh,
pitying Heaven!”

And she.bounded away like an antelope, vanishing
promptly from the view of the motionless watchers,
with her dogs scoring onward like a whirlwind around
her!

CHAPTER XVIL

AN IMPORTANT CLUE,

How discordantly the recognition of Finklestone by
Esther crashed in upon the tender interest Ben Letts
had begun to take in her, need not be stated. He
was shocked and pained beyond expression. What
cqgld be the relations between them?

Where and how had their acquaintance commenced,
and under what circumstances and conditions Had it
been continued? : :

How naturally a flood of .questions of this nature
came surging into Ben’s soul. For a few moments he
stood leaning against his horse, pale, breathless, and
bewildered, staring wonderingly after the beautiful girl,
and listeming to the noise made by her bloodhounds in
crashing through the bushes in their constant devia-
tions from the trail. :

“So! it seems she knows this horrible miscreant!”
he then exclaimed, a hot flush sweeping over his face.

“She at least called him general,” returned Buffalo
Bill, with hardly less surprise than Ben’s, if with more
calmness, “and spoke to him as one speaks to an old
acquaintance.”

“That’s only too certain.”

“It’s clear, too,” continued Buffalo Bill, “that she
was herrified to see him in such a situation.”

1
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“Or else at seeing him in our hands,” returned
Ben grimly, endeavoring to master his emotions,
“Didn’t she speak as his friend?”

Buffalo Bill smiled somewhat cynically.

“I’ve never seen a young girl show so much feeling
as that at the misfortunes of an enemy,” he declared.
“I will not undertake to say, however, just what senti-
ments are indicated by her recognition of Finklestone,
her emotion, or her sudden departure.”

“What a pity that we didn’t detain her, or even
pursue her!” cried Ben, still looking and listening,as
if tempted to mount his horse and take the action he
had suggested.

“With those dogs in her immediate neighborhood?"
queried Buffalo Bill. “For one, I beg to be excused.”

“Say yes or no, -Bill?” cried Ben, suddenly facing
his ally. “Is-Esther the friend of this man or not?"

“No, Ben.” :

“Then what is the secret of her acquaintance with
him?”’ <

“It may be as simple as kissing. TFor instance, this
reptile has often passed near here on his way to or
from the Quadrangle, or even on his way to or from
the Crater. Those dogs have hunted him up. She
even said, when suggesting that they would find you,
that they had found ‘others.” This man has doubtless
imposed upon Esther and her relatives, telling them he
is a general in the army, and looking for deserters,
redskins, or what not, and they have no conception of
his real character.” ]
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Ben drew a long breath of relief, his face bright-
ening.

“Oh, what a load you have taken from my soul!”
he cried, in a tone of indescribable gratitude. “How
I thank you for clearing up this awful puzzle!”

“But I've cleared up nothing, Ben. I've merely
suggested——"

“Oh, but you've stated the facts just as they are,
Bill!” interrupted Ben earnestly. “That girl is as
much -taken in by this man’s chatter as was Colonel
Nayler up to the moment of your arrival! Don’t you
see it 7"

“The theory is certainly reasonable

“What you've said is the absolute truth in the case,”
said Ben eagerly. “I do not need a word more to
see just how the case stands. Poor girl! we must
undeceive her. It's another case of the wolf and the
lamb. How sorry I am that I should wrong her in
my thoughts for even a moment.”

“Perhaps Finklestone himself will give us some
information on the nature of his relations to the girl,”
suggested Buffalo Bill.

“I'd scorn to ask him,” said Ben. “Besides, I
couldn’t put the least faith in anything he might say.”

An incoherent murmur came from Budd Finkle-
stone—the loudest sound, in fact, his gag would per-
mit him to utter.

“What! are you choking, Whoop-pee ?” cried Ben
Letts, hastening toward him. g
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The prisoner shook his head energetically.

“Are you ill?”

Another vigorous negative.

“Oh, I comprehend! You are mad because we're
wasting time here? You wish to be moving "

The prisoners both assented, jerking their heads up
and down several times with wrathful vigor, while
their frames shook as if with convulsions.

“Well, you needn’t be too eager,” commented Buf-
falo Bill. . “We shall move on when we get ready.
Men of your sort, like beggars, mustn’t be choosers.
You ought to remember that you're paying the natural
penalty of your misdeeds, and that patience under re-
verses is the highest form of courage.”

He handed to Ben the reins of the horse ridden by
Private Hillyer, and swung himself lightly into his
own saddle. Ben Letts was not slow in following this
example, and the couple resumed progress, to the
evident relief of the prisoners, whe relapsed into si-
lence.

“What a girl she is!” remarked Ben, in a low tone,
a few moments later, thus showing what he was think-
ing about.

“I agree with you,” returned Buffalo Bill, with
hearty sympathy. “I am not surprised that you are
‘smitten,” and I was glad to note that she reciprocated.
You will, of course, see her again, and T shall expect
in due course an invitation to the wedding.”

“Oh, if it were possible to win her!” sighed Ben.
“But what can be the mystery of her residence in such
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an ot-ur-the-way wilderness as this? And what sort
of men can her father and brother be?”

“These are questions you can settle when you pay
your proposed visit,” suggested Buffalo Bill,” with a

smile.

“In any case,” said Ben, “they’re evidently wide-
awake to the possibility of a disagreeable visit of some
sort, and do not intend to be caught napping.”

The prisoners groaned again, and the scouts turned
their glances inquiringly upon them.

“You want to go faster?” queried Ben.

The prisoners bowed vigorously.

“Well, you shall,” returned Ben, in a tone which

expressed 'annoyance. “You've only to hold on, and
you'll arrive on time, certain.”
" What a ride was that which succeeded! Now at a
rattling gallop, and then at an easy jog or a walk, ac-
cording to the mature of the ground they were tra-
versing, they left mile after mile behind them, con-
tinuing to light their way with their lanterns.

Two or three times they had to dismount, to be sure
that they were still upon the outward trail, and occa-
s{onaily-they consulted and compared compflsses, S0
intense was the darkness, and so easy was it to get
nervous in these strange solitudes.

At times, however, they shortened their way, in the
usual style of travelers, by an exchange of views re-
specting the situation, or certain of its features.

For instance, they spoke of the guardsmen who had
left the fort with the Ravagers; of the secret tunnel
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which had enabled them to escape; and of their owp
marked success in dealing with them.

Later, their thoughts went back to Mrs. Goggin
and the Crater Camp.

“Of course we’ll send a detachment after them”
said Buffale Bill, expressing a decision he had reached
within a minute of Finklestone's capture. “But they
may find the camp deserted. Mrs. Goggin may have
an understanding with her brother that she will re-
pudiate at a glance that scrap of explanation we left
behind us.”

“She doubtless zwvill take that course,” returned Ben
Letts. “It would be a strange thing for her brother
to leave in that manner, when he could just as well
have spent a minute in explaining his proposed ab-
sence. It was the best we could do, however, and
it will certainly delay their flight or pursuit long
enough for Josh and the rest of the Ravagers to dis-
cuss it.”

Descending into the valley of the Cherry Creek,
the scouts crossed the stream at the first ford they could
find, and then laid their course direct for Fort Har-
ris, the country being now sufficiently open to render
this course practicable.

“We're getting on, you see!” then exclaimed Ben
Letts, in a tone which betrayed how much the fact
cheered him. “Evidently this man is bound to reach
the fort, despite Mrs. Goggin or any one else!”

“Evidently,” returned Buffalo Bill, with keen satis-
faction. “And this important capture is not the only

s
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result of our masquerade. I begin to think we have -
a clue to the very headquarters of the Ravagers.”

“] was just thinking of that same thing, Bill,”
cried Ben Letts. “You refer to the Quadrangle of
which Finklestone has repeatedly spoken?”

“Exactly !”

The scouts turned their bull’s-eyes upon their prin-
cipal prisoner, and noticed that his face had flushed
to an intensely livid hue, while his eyés seemed ready
to burst from their sockets.

“Tt struck me at once,” resumed Ben Letts, “that
the Quadrangle can be located only at the spot where
the State of Colorado is joined to the Territories of
New Mexico, Arizona, .and Utah, in a right angle.
This is, in fact, the only instance of a quadrangle in
all the boundary lines of the United States!”

The scouts again looked at their prisoner. He was
now ghastly white, the blood having receded from
his face, as if by the influence of some awful con-
sternation.

“You see, Ben?” queried Buffalo Bill, with a jubi-
lant laugh. “A single glance at that face is enough to
confirm our theory. We shall find the headquarters
of the Ravagers at or near the junction of the State
with the Territories named. Is there any settlement
thereabouts, Ben?”

“Yes, Bill,” and it was now Ben's turn to flush
and look excited. “Curiously enough, there is quite
a hamlet at the junction aforesaid—a place of some
eighteen or twenty houses, some of which are roomy
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and handsome. It is partly on the Navajo Reserva
tion.”

“Have you been there in person?”

“Yes, on one of the scouts we devoted to the Ray-
agers,” explained Ben, with suppressed excitement,
“We chased quite a body of them into that vicinity,
when they vanished as suddenly as if changed into
vapor. I see now what took place, Bill. The rascals
made their way to this hamlet and assumed the role of
squatters and ranchers. I recall now how nicely they
played their game. We couldn’t get a particle of in-
formation from them. They had never seen anything
of the Ravagers in their neighborhood, and were as
innocent as ignorant.”

Buffalo Bill had listened as if entranced.

“That hamlet is doubtless the Quadrangle, Ben,” he
declared, with an air of the fullest conviction. “As
soon as we have landed these chaps beside Hank

Tilkins and Sam Gaddley, we’ll take a ride in that

direction.”

Once more the scouts turned their light upon
Finklestone, and the air of indifference he endeavored
to assume did not for a moment .deceive them. They
readily detected that he was a prey to the wildest
regret and consternation.

CHAPTER XVIIIL.

THE HOMEWARD JOURNEY.

A dull, dismal lifting of the intense darkness had
for some time been making itself noticeable on the
eastern horizon, and at length sufficient light was shed
upon the scene to remind the travelers that a new day

was at hand.

They accordingly extinguished their lanterns, re-
turning them to the capacious pockets from which
they had been taken.

By the time their eyes had become accustomed to
this change, the light in the eastern sky had grown
strong enough to reveal their surroundings with some-,
thing like distinctness.

“This is more like it,” then said Buffalo Bill, with
an air of relief. “We shall now be able to see where
we are going, and can avoid disagreeable encounters.”

“Yes, we're well ‘out of the woods” now, Bill,” re-
turned Ben Letts, in a tone which attested how heavily
tue cares and anxieties of the night had rested upon
him. “There is little likelihood that Mrs. Goggin and
her friends, even if they were to see through the
trick we have played upon them, would be able to
place themselves between us and the fort.”

“No, Ben, we're all right now,” afﬁrmed\Buffa‘log
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Bill, moderating his pace. “We can proceed more at
our leisure.”

A groan came from Budd Finklestone at this junc-
ture, and it was echoed by Private Hillyer, as before:

“What! more trouble?” inquired Buffalo Bill, turn-
ing in his saddle.

The prisoner nodded.

“Your gag hurts, perhaps?”

Another nod, Private Hillyer joining.

“I presume you'd like to say something”

Both prisoners signified an affirmative with all pos-
sible vigor.

“That is only natural, I must confess,” commented
Buffalo Bill, “but you’ll have to excuse us from com-
plying with your demand.”

The prisoners shook their heads.

“You can’t and won’t excuse us?”

The response was an earnest negative.

“But you'll have to excuse us,” insisted Buffalo
Bill. ““The truth is, we cannot take any chances of
allowing you to summon assistance, in case an oppor-
tunity should be afforded you of making us trouble.
An hour hence, or when we are within a reasonable
distance of the fort, we may be able to show you the
consideration demanded, but just now it is out of the
question.”

The prisoners shook their heads again.

“Do you mean to insist on that point, after what
T’'ve said?” added the scout.

Another negative.

g
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“You want something, perhaps?”

An earnest affirmative.

“A drink of water?”

The affirmative became still more emphatic.

“1s that all?”

A prompt negative.

“Oh, I see!” cried Ben Letts. “You wish to have
breakfast r”’

Very emphatic affirmations were given by the pris-.
oners to this question, with thumps of their knees
gpon their saddles.

“Txactly; there is food in your saddle-bags,” re-
marked Buffalo Bill, looking from one to the other;
“hut, after the feasting which took place in the guard-
house just before midnight, we.can't really take it for
granted that you are already on the verge of starva-
tion.”

“It is out of the question that we should bother
with their breakfast—or our own, for that matter,”
declared Ben Letts, with unqualified emphasis. “We
must not delay so long, nor can we allow them the
freedom_of their tongues, Besides, we must, either
feed them, or untie th<ir hands to allow of their feed-
ing themselves, and T’ve no intention of showing them
tither of these favors!”

“Certainly not,” confirmed Buffalo Bill. “There’s
o use of talking about it.”

He faced to the front and chirped to his horse, thus
indicating to the prisoners that their plea was indeed
lefinitely rejected.
T

- W=

AN -




¥
P

The Homeward _]ourn;

198

The awful scowls he left behind him will be readily
comprehended. Both prisoners strained at their bonds
until the veins of their foreheads stood out like whip-
cords, and the hue of their faces became almost as dark
as that of a man in an apoplectic’ fit.
and self-torture did not help them.

“I.‘he truth is, Bill,” whispered Ben, leaning close
to his ally, “I don't propose to give the rascals the
least chance of escape. It has cost me no little WOorty
to reflect that Budd is acquainted with that girl and
knows where she is to be found. Might he not molest
her if he were to recover his freedom ?”

But their ragde

‘He certainly seemed to give her a great deal of
attention,” returned Buffalo Bill.
both as a cat watches a mouse.
us!”

“I hope not, Bill. But—hark! what’s that?”

He ‘drew rein abruptly, with a startled look, and his
ally did likewise.

A.clatter of hoofs sounded unmistakably on their
?1earmg. It was exactly ahead of them and approach-
ing rapidly.

“What can it be?” asked Ben.

£ r~

It can only be that Colonel Nayler has sent a
detachment to our assistance,” suggestedsBuffalo Bill.

. But they ride like men who know their road, Bill!”
c1_‘1ed Ben. “And their road—it is that of Budd and
hx:s sister. What if the newcomers should be their
friends!”

“How could they be?”

-

“He watched you
But he won't escape
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“Fasily enough! Sam Gaddley and Hank Tilkins
may have again made their escape, considering the
friends they left behind them and the utter demor-
alization of the garrison!”

“True! We must hide!”

The two scouts lost no time in exchanging the open
in which they found themselves for a nook behind
the nearest bushes and trees.

They had barely time to notice that there was a
considerable cliff to their rear and a heautiful spring
and brook of running water in front of them, midway
between their hiding-place and the trail they had va-
cated. when the horsemen they had heard came dash-
ing into view.

The scouts had already decided, from the sounds
and echoes reaching their ears, that the newcomers
were not more than two in number, and they were
not at all surprised to see that these two were old
acquaintances. They were, in fact, the two ex-cav-
alrymen with whom the scouts had already had such
close dealings—Sam Gaddley and Hank Tilkins! The
couple they had captured at the instant of their de-
scent from the northeast angle of the fort, and whose
places they had taken on the ride from the fort to
the secret camp! '

Despite all the scouts had said to each other in the
consultation last recorded about the possibility of such
an event, they were none the less disagreeably af-
fected to see their anticipations thus transformed nto a

reality.
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The two ex-cavalrymen were in the best of Spirits
as could have been seen by a glance at their f[lccs’
which fairly glowed with jubilant excitement, it \\'a;
so nice to be free again, and so sweet to have given
their enemies such a keen disappointment.

A few additional bounds of their jaded steeds
brought the newcomers abreast of the spot at which
the scouts were concealed, and then Sam Gaddley sud-
denly set the example of drawing rein, looking critic-
ally at the clear, pebbly brook crossing the trail, and
theg running his glance along its course to the spring,

“Yes, this is the spot, Hank,” he exclaimed, bring-
ing his horse to a walk and leaping lighlly‘ to tlb\e
ground. “There is the Aztec Spring, of which I was
speaking. There’s no better water anywhere. We
must halt long enough to give our horses and ourselyes
a good taste of it.”

“I'm quite willing,” rejoined Hank Tilkins, as he
also drew rein and dismounted. “I never wanted a
drink worse, and as to our horses—see how eager
they are!” ;

“We've made quick time,” said Sam, looking at his
watch, while the horses plunged their noses into a
crystal pool and began drinking greedily. “We've
been only an hour and forty minutes in coming from
the fort.” :

“Quick work indeed!” commented Hank. “But I
dare say we have by this time been missed. Neither

]?immick nor Nayler would long leave us out of their
sight.” '

=a
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«True, Hank, but even if they missed us an hour
ago,” said Sam, “they’ll not be able to overhaul us;
ot even if they instantly discovered what direction
we have taken. We've ridden too fast for that.”

He felt of the flanks of his panting steed, drawing
its nose out of the water, and added :

“They're quite hot. We must not let them drink

too much.”
e led his horse away from the brook, hitching

him to a sapling close at hand, and his associate fol-

Jowed his example.

“They really ought to rest a moment,” suggested
the latter, leading the way toward the spring. “We've
pushed them too hard, I think.”

“Let them breathe a minute,” replied Sam careless-
ly. “They’ll go all the farther for it.” The two
men proceeded to quench their thirst leisurely, and
then seated themselves upon a grassy bank beside the
spring, with the intention of having a further and
final drink from it before resuming their journey.
Both looked around sharply, loosening their revolvers
in their belts, but they did not unsling their rifles from
their shoulders.

The spot where they sat was not exactly under the
gaze of Buffalo Bill and Ben Letts, inasmuch as the
latter were concealed, but the scouts were, neverthe-
less, scarcely a dozen rods from it—so near, in fact,
that they had readily overheard every word of the
¢ Y It had been overheard, too,
y be imagined what

-

preceding conversation.
by the prisoners, and it will readil
~.
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effect such a close proximity of their friends had e

them.

2 24
: But Buffalo Bill had promptly taken a position °
side Budd Finklestone, covering his too-active b'rk

with a revolver, while Ben Letts had been equal’s
prompt to place himself in a like attitude beside l

vate Hillyer.
The scouts had realized, of course, that a sin-
groan, of the sort the prisoners had been utteri"‘
and were still able 1, despit ' i
to utter, despite the gags in th

allow any such hint of their presence to be given
given.

“Not a word 7" enjoi t i
ord now, enjomed Buffalo Bill, in one "

those low, concentrated tones which speak of a deac
re.solution. “We don’t propose to lose you becauS:
1:'1115 passing encounter! You are ours, living or de;"t(l ;
Just as you choose! At the least attempt t; commu:
cate with your friends, we’ll kill both you and tlem

n.n)ulhs, would be quite enough to attract thie atte ;
tion of the newcomers, and they. did not Propose

CHAPTER XIX.

THE RAVAGERS.

The threat of Buffalo Bill, with the certainty of its
execution, had the desired effect upon Budd Finkle-
stone. In fact, Budd had too much sense, not to say
too much experience with violence, to be in any doubt
as to the consequences of his disobedience, and he
powed his head repeatedly in token of submission, at
the/same time ordering Private Hillyer by a nod to
conform to the example thus set him.

In a single instant, therefore, the crisis in which
we left the scouts had been safely weathered. But
the prisoners none the less kept their eyes fixed in the
direction of their friends, and listened eagerly to the
conversation that succeeded.

“Well, Hank,” resumed Sam Gaddley, with a long
sigh of relief, “we’re now fairly clear of drill and
guard duty, and I propose to make this leave-taking
final.”

“The same here, Sam!”

“The truth is,” pursued Gaddley, “we’ve run too
many risks already. Just think of the surprise those
infernal scouts gave us at the very moment we thought
we were getting away! It’s only because Dick Rasker
happened to be placed on guard over us that we are

now free!”
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“Yes, and he would have had no chance to help us
if any one of a dozen points had been different,” re-
turned Hank Tilkins. ‘“Like you, Sam, I've played
soldier long enough, and now propose to go to the
Quadrangle and take comfort.”

“Such is also the cap’n’s intention,” said Sam
thoughtfully. “His masquerade at the fort has been
a success, and he’s'now ready to reap his harvest. He
said yesterday, in so many words, that there'll be
another raid of hostiles soon, and that this time it'll
be a raid of real redskins.”

“Tndeed? At that rate, Sam,” said Hank, “he'll
soon be known as the most dangerous man in the
Rockies.”

“Oh, he’s the coming terror,” remarked Gaddley
contentedly. “He’s going to blow up the fort, and
wipe out everything near it, including the village.
Little Elk and a hundred warriors will help him.”

“But may not Buffalo Bill and Ben Letts get hold
of him?”’ demanded Hank, arising to take another
drink from the spring.

Sam’s face clouded.

“There is indeed danger of that,” he declared
thoughtfully. “To begin with, they hoped to see and
hear a great deal about the Ravagers before day-
light——"

“Yes, or they wouldn’t have allowed the cap’n to
leave the fort,” interrupted Hank. “They knew he
was going, and could have stopped him and the whole
party. They knew all about the tunnel, but they let

- ——
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him run to see where he'd go and what he’d do! That
point gained, they’ll gather him in again and the
whole band with him. Don’t you see? When they
Jeave that crowd—which they must have done before
now—they’ll bring the cap’n away with them!”

“By thunder! that’s only too likely and too possi-
ble!” cried Sam excitedly. “Let’s have another drink,
and push on to the Crater Camp!”

The proposition was instantly acted upon, and the
couple vanished at a gallop.

The more the two ex-cavalrymen reflected upon the
matter, the more clearly did they realize that their
Jeader was likely to be in trouble. They were ac-
cordingly ready, when they struck the trail left by
the scouts and their prisoners, to take due notice of
it. Even in the dull, bleared light of that lowering
morning, those tracks of the four horses going to the
eastward—and consequently counter to those left by
the fugitives—stood out with startling distinctness.

“Look, Hank!” exclaimed Sam Gaddley, drawing
rein and dismounting. “Here you have it. Four
horses have gone east, and two of them were evi-
dently led, as their tracks are too near those of the
other pair to admit of their having traveled abreast.
See?”

Tilkins assented, with an excitement as great as
that of his companion.

“Quick, then!” cried Sam, regaining his saddle.
“Let’s go over the distance between here and the
Crater Camp as soon as possible.”
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They pressed their pace accerdingly, scarcely ex-
changing anether word umtil they had reached their
destination.

The clatter with which they finished the last half-
mile of their ride was quite sufficient to arouse the
liveliest curiosity of their friends, who had all turned
out with the first gleams of day, and were i the act
of taking their breakfast, which included several
choice morsels of game, which had been secured hy the
more enterprising members of the party.

“That must be my brother,” said Mrs. Goggin, as
she arose hastily, with a flush ef joyous expectancy,
and stepped toward the dangerous passageway by
which the secret camp was reached, as related in a
former page. “Den’t you think so, Jesh?”

“T shall be very glad if it is,” returned Josh Reeder,
with a dubious shake of the head, as he drew the arm
of Mrs. Goggin within his own. “But I still have
my misgivings. I can't believe the cap’n,would have
takén leave of us in that way without saying a word,
and leaving that scrap of paper stuck on a stick to m-
form us of his departure.”

“But he may have had his reasons, as I keep telling
you,” returned Mrs. Goggin.

“Tet’s wait and see, Dollie.”

The horsemen were soon near enough to be recog-
nized,eand the flush upon the face of Mrs. Goggin
deepened intensely.

“They’re Sam and Hank!” she announced, waving

The Ravagers. 207

her handkerchief to the newcomers. “But where is
my brother ?”

She could hardly wait for the two men to ride into
the camp.

“Where is the cap'n?” she demanded, remaining
rooted to the spot, unable to advance and greet them.

“I don’t know,” replied Sam, slipping to the ground,
with an inquiring glance at his panting and feaming
steed, and refraining from the least hint of what he
knew and feared. “Isn’t he here?”

“No. Didn’t he go away with you?”’ asked Josh
Reeder, remarking that' Mrs. Goggin was literally
gasping for breath.

“With me? T goaway with him?”

“Yes, you and Hank.”

\

“We haven’t seen him,” replied Sam Gaddley, look-
ing nearly as bewildered as his questioners with the
state of affairs thus presented.

“Then what is the meaning of this word he left
me?” asked Mrs. Goggin, rallying; as she drew a slip
of paper from her pocket and extended it to the new=
comers. “Quick! what does this mean?”

The two ex-cavalrymen cast swift glances over the
slip of paper, and then recoiled in consternation, San
exclaiming :

“It means that you have been cheated by Buffalo
Bill and Ben Letts, who have captured the cap’n and
carried him off with them!”

“Buffalo Bill?” gasped Mrs. Goggin.
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“Ben Letts?” cried Josh Reeder. “Then you didn’t
go away with the cap'n?”

“IWe go away with him?” roared Hank Tilkins,
with an oath. “How could we? We haven’t been
here till now!”

“Then where on earth have you been?” demanded
Mrs. Goggin, looking more and more bewildered.

“We've been in irons and in Fort Harris until
nearly daybreak,” replied Sam. “We didn’t come here
with you—no! We were captured by Ben Letts and
Buffalo Bill as we descended from the northeast angle
of the fort, and were at once conveyed inside by Cor-
poral Dimmick and others in waiting!”

“Then you didn’t come here with us?” gasped Mrs.
Goggin, looking ready to sink to the ground.

“That’s what I'm telling you—no! A million times
no! The men who came here in your company were
Buffalo Bill and Ben Letts! They took our places,
and came all the way here with you!”

“And heard all that was said,” howled Josh Reeder,
dropping the arm of Mrs. Goggin and stepping about
with the air of being panicstricken. “They rode next
behind you and the cap'n, Dollie! I noticed they acted
queerly, and thought they didn’t look quite like Sam
and Hank! T see it all now, Dollie!”

“Well, it’s a pity you didn’t see it a little sooner,”
returned Mrs. Goggin, almost angrily. “I can now
see it, too! Those men fell to the rear when we
reached this camp, and were the last to remain outside

The Ravagers.

—the very last, with the exception of Private Hill-
yer!”

: ['hen all is clear,” cried Reeder. “Those infernal
intruders have played their game well. Knowing that
they could not come into the light of the camp without
being recognized, they remained on the other side of
the bridge, and have captured your brother, Dollie,
and carried him off with them!”

It was only too evident.

Mrs. Goggin wrestled with the terrible conviction
in silence.

‘ g . - IE)

And with them has gone Private Hillyer,” added
)a a1 Liis A , o Lo % &
Reeder. [he two scouts and their two prisoners
are by this time in Fort Harris.”

“By thunder! you're right,” cried Sam Gaddley,
bringing his hand down on his thigh fiercely. -“Hank
and I struck their trail just this side of the Aztec
Spring—the trail of four horses going eastward.
What’s more, we at once leaped to the conclusion that
the cap'n had been captured, and that's why we’ve rid-
den so rapidly.”

" .

But how came you here after_ being captured a
second time?” asked Josh Reeder.

“Oh, Dick Rasker set us free, he having been put
in charge of W1s,” answered Sam, “and he and Stubby
Jobson will be this way in the course of the morning.
But about the capn ¥

“We must fly to his rescue,” exclaimed Mrs. Gog-
gin, dashing the tears from her eyes. “Is there not
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a chance, Josh, that we may overtake him before he
reaches the fort?”

“A very poor one, if any, Dollie,” was the answer.
“Still, the four-herse trail was not seen the other side
of the Aztec Spring. If we start immediately, and
the scouts should meet Little Elk coming north, or
have other drawbacks, we may possibly overhaul them,
as they can’t go at full speed with those led horses!”

“Quick, then! Let’s be off!” proposed Mrs. Gog-
gin, with the eagerness of a wild hope. “Let’s res-
cue my brother, even if we have to smuggle ourselves
into the fort to do it, and let’s also take a terrible re-
venge on that vile Ben Letts and Buffalo Bill!”

The entire crowd was prompt to respond to this
appeal, and in a few minutes more were rapidly leav-
ing the Crater Camp behmnd them.

“There is, of course, no occasion to be worried
about the cap'n,” assured Josh Reeder, as he took his
place beside Mrs. Goggin. “Even if they get him
back into the guard-house we ean readily get mto the
fort to-night in sufficient numbers to save him.”

“Or, if not, we'll send the fort and everybedy m it
to kingdom come!’ declared Mrs. Goggin, in the ac-
cents of a deadly. resolve. “We'll either save my
brother or avenge him!”

CHAPTER XX.
FINKLESTONE'S UNAVAILING FURY.

The emotions with which Buffalo Bill and Ben
Letts, in their covert near the Aztec Spring, had lis-
tened to the conversation of Sam Gaddley and Hank
Tilkins, were equaled only by those of Budd himself.
He looked as if his friends had caught him in a coffin
and were endeavoring to close the lid upon him. How
pale and red his face grew by turns at the revelations
of Hank Tilkins! With what wrath and disgust he
inclined his ear in the direction of the speakers! If
looks could have killed, they would have died under
his gaze.

Thus watching and listening, he obeyed the injunc-
tions of his captors, as did Private Hillyer, until the
two ex-cavalrymen had ‘taken their departure, and
then he gave vent to his pent-up feelings in a long
and dismal groan.

“I must say, Finklestone,” observed Buffalo Bill,
contemplating him with a smile of intense satisfac-
tion, “that they do not give you a very excellent char-
acter!”

Budd tossed his head disdainfully, as if to say that
he was not responsible for the views of others.

“Nevertheless,” suggested the scout, “they seem to

et D
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have got you down to a fine point. Are you really
the head of the Ravagers, as Hank Tilkins asserted?”

The prisoner shook his head with prompt and an-
gry vigor.

“And didn’t you have a hand in the raids to which
they alluded?”

Another shale.

“And didn’t you say yesterday that another raid
—and one of real redskins—would soon be forthcom-
ing ?*

The prisoner tossed his head impatiently, as if to
say that all such accusations were beneath his no-
tice, and that he didn’t propose to give them a thought.

“Well, they've certainly given me a new idea of
you,” declared the scout, “and I'm more and more
pleased every moment with the liberty I took last
evening of placing myself in your company without
an invitation. Isn't this your view, Ben?” &

“Tt 1s, Bill!” answered Ben emphatically. “I
wouldn’t let this fellow slip through our fingers for a
million dollars!”

“Nor would I, Ben. I have no doubt those ex-
cavalrymen have reached the correct view of him.”

The effect of these confidences upon Budd Finkle-
stone was at least suggestive. He not only writhed
anew in his bonds, but his face darkened intensely with
guilty and desperate passions.

“And now to get him safely hived,” added Buffalo

Bill, with smiling content, as he led the way toward
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the spring and brook. “Let’s water the horses and be
off.”

The scouts were soon in motion with their prison-
ers, but a shadow continued to rest upon the face of
Buffalo Bill.

“I can’t tell you, Ben,” he declared, after a brief
pause, “how anxious I was during those critical mo-
ments. It's very seldom that horses will meet in that
way without a whinny being uttered on one side or
the other.”

“You think the horses, then

“Certainly. They did not remain ignorant of their
near approach, and it’s the strangest thing in the
world that a whinny from one side or the other didn’t
give us away!”

“Well, all this only proves how lucky we are, Bill,”
suggested Ben Letts, with a smile.

“Perhaps so, but let us hope to be spared all further
risks of that nature, for we shall never be favored
twice in this way, you may be certain.”

Striking a smart gallop, the scouts held to their
course a couple of miles without speaking.

“Perhaps you wondered, Ben,” then said Buffalo
Bill, as they allowed their horses to walk at the rise
of a short crest, “that I didn’t suggest the capture
of those fellows?”

“Not at all, Bill,” was the answer. “I think our
hands are full already.”

“True, Ben, but that isn’t quite all my reason for
doing as I did. Besides bearing in mind to ‘let we]lJ

-~
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enough alone,’ ‘and remembering that ‘a bird in hand
is worth two in the bush,” I also reflected that the
capture of those two men was a serious undertaking.
If we 'had taken a step in ‘that direction, our prisoners
would have groaned their very loudest, and that would
have put the ex-cavalrymen on their guard. Next, if
we ‘had given our attention to the proposed capture,
our prisoners would have made an effort—and a suc-
cessful one, no ‘doubt, with the aid of a few shots—
to stampede their horses. And, finally, those two
men, with rifles in their hands and a good tree or
rock between them and ws, could have certainly made
us trouble.”

. “T felt that way, Bill, without having thought it
out so fully,” said Ben, “and I must add that I am
glad you adjourned the capture of that couple to
some more favorable moment. But what if a whinny
had -announced our presence, Bill?”

“Well, in that case,” was the response, ‘‘there would
have been a very serious scrimmage this morning at
Aztec Spring. As to just how it would have ended,
T will not undertake to say, but I think the Ravagers
would have sustained an irreparable loss!”

A 'hollow, snarling sort of groan came from Budd
Finklestone at this juncture, and it was echoed by
Private Hillyer, both prisoners shakimg their heads
vigorously.

“He means to say, I presume,” dinterrupted Ben
Letts, “that ‘we have no right to imply that he is either

the head or a member of the Ravagers!”
o T e
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This view was confirmed by a succession of em-
phatie nods from beth prisoners.

“Well, he can save his powder,” returned Buffalo
Bill, with smiling scorn. “We can take no stock
whatever i his denials. T have no doubt he’s the
chief agent of all' the violence and erime we've under-
taken to wipe out!”

A veritable explosion of furious greans came from
Budd' Finklestone at this avowal

“How angry he is!” Ben could not help saying.
“He must hate us like poison!”

This view was fiercely confirmed:

“He hopes to get square with us sooner or later!'™
pursued Ben, scrutinizing the prisoner.

More confirmations.

“He’ll burn' us alive if he ever gets the chance!”
added Ben.

Furious nods succeeded.

Buffale Bill smiled contemptueusly, but ere he could
reply, his gaze fell upon a group of horsemen who had
just come into view a score of rods ahead, and were
approaching' at such an easy pace that no hint had
previously been given of their presence.

The horsemen were three in number. The one who
took the Jead appeared to be about five-and-twenty
years of age, and could have been best described as @
f‘ural dude, he carrying a fancy riding-whip and' wear-
ing gloves, an eye-glass, a prefusion of curls’ and
Jewelry, and a suit of check flannel, cut tight and
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His bearing was conceited and affected, as also
overbearing and insolent, a not uncommon combina-
tion. His appearance suggested wealth, but was still
more strongly indicative of dissipation. Handsome
but tough would have summarized the impression he
would have produced at an ordinary county fair.

Just behind this singular-looking personage rode
two men of middle age, of coarse aspect and coarsely
attired, and so freighted with tobacco that it appeared
on their chins and shirt-fronts, as well as on their
beards and in the corners of their mouths. They
were armed with rifles and revolvers, like their leader,
and were figuring as deputy sheriffs.

They appeared to ride a little to the rear not merely
out of deference for their companion, but for a va-
riety of other reasons, among which was the exchange
of various ideas and sentiments with which their
leader had nothing in common.

The first glance of the scouts took in the number of
the newcomers, the second their aspect, and the third
their bearing, and the impression resulting from this
survey was one of quiet indifference, so that they con-
tinued to advance precisely as they had been going.

Not so the newcomers. At sight of the scouts
and their prisoners, the rural dude started as if
alarmed, and drew rein with such violence as to cause
his horse to rear, at the same time appealing to his
associates by word and look to give him their opinion
of what they saw ahead of them.

This opinion was evidently of a tranquilizing na-
; X
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ture, for the trio resumed progress, and the twe
parties were promptly within speaking-distance.

Not wishing to be delayed, the scouts saluted the
strangers by raising their hats politely, but without
drawing rein, and would have passed without speak-
ing if left entirely to their original intentions.

The newcomers, however, did not content themselves
with returning these salutations, but drew rein a little
nervously, with an air which showed that they desired
to ask a few questions.

“I beg pardon for troubling you, strangers,” said
the rural dude, in a clear but squeaky voice, “but we'd
like to know where we are, if you can tell us.”

The scouts drew rein, and Buffalo Bill pointed out
briefly the whereabouts of the anxious inquirer.

“So far from Fort Harris!” was his comment.
“Who made all those tracks ahead of us?”

“They were made, sir,” answered Buffalo Bill, “by
a band of robbers and deserters!”

The dude paled at the information.

“And you've been hunting them, gentlemen?” he
continued, with swift glances from one prisoner to
the other.

“We have, sir,” replied Buffalo Bill,

“And captured two of them, I suppose ?”

“As you see, sir.”

“What a wild country!” commented the dude. “Is

safe to ride farther in this direction?”

“That may depend upon who you are and what
you're doing,” replied Buffalo Bill. “There has been
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some wviolence threatened hereabouts, but you needn'y
run till you see the enemy.”

“I—I beg to ask your advice,” stammered ‘the dude,
“as you ave evidently posted, and also reliable. We're
all the way from Kentucky &

“And deputy sheriffs,” announced one of his hench-
men.

“And are looking for a man!” supplemented the
second deputy sheriff.

“Or, rather, for a whole family,” explained the dude
excitedly—*“a father, son, and daughter

“For a moonshiner and assassin,” declared the first
deputy.

“For a fugitive from justice,” exclaimed the sec-
ond deputy, striking his breast-pocket significantly,
“and we've got the guvnor’s requisition right here for
him!”

“And we propose to find him,” avowed the dude,
with vicious energy. “He has been tracked clear across
the country to Durango and Fort Harris, and has been
seen by one of our detectives at the latter place and
traced im this direction!”

“Did you mention the name?’ asked Ben Letts,
taking part suddenly in the conversation, with a tone
and mien which attested ‘a keen interest in it.

“His name is Clewson—Irby Clewson,” replied the
dude. “His som is named Ben, and the girl's name
is Esther!”

The scouts .exchanged startled glances, realizing on
the iinstant that the family threatened by these new=

)
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eomers was that of the fair girl who had just beem
their guide !

“What has. the father done,” resumed Ben Letts,
to whom Buffalo Bill naturally left the inquiry. :

“Done? He nearly killed me,” responded the dude,
with a sudden glow of wrath and malignancy. “He
sent an ounce ball clear through my body!™

“For what reason? What provocation did you
give him?” pursued Ben.

“Well—I had paid some attention to his daugh-
ter 3

“Or tried to!” amended the first henchman.

“Or wooed: her with. a little too, much vigor!” ex-
plained the second deputy, with a laugh.

“And the father forbade you his house?” continued
Ben Letts, with a grim sart of smile.

“Or, rather, his shanty,” smilingly corrected the
first deputy: “He was a moenshiner, and lived i a
hut in the mountains!”

“At any rate, he told you to stay away, as the
daughter had' previously told you?”

“Yes—he did, sir!”

“But you intruded again, and he shot you?”

“He did, sir, but I"ve had him indicted. The county
judge is a particular friend of my family, and we
propose to make it hot for the old outlaw, if we can
find him! Dve already spent more than a thousand
dollars in the chase!”

“What! for such a man as that?” exclaimed Buffalo
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Bill, exchanging a glance of secret intelligence with
Ben. :

“Oh, it isn’t so much the old man as the daughter
that T wish to get hold of,” explained the dude, with
smiling insolence. “I've had the son indicted as ac-
cessory, and both as moonshiners, and they’ll be out
of the way for many a long year after I get hold of
them, and I shall then have a clear field with the
girl!”

“Exactly,” returned Ben Letts. “But you've not
yet found them!”

“No, but they can’t be far distant. Have you ever
heard of them?” :

“Not a word till this day,” replied Ben. “I pre-
sume you’d pay big money for any information about

them ?”

“T would, indeed,” assured the dude.

“Well, we’ll bear in mind what you've told us”
said Ben, gathering up his reins, “and shall be pleased
to keep track of you. You will return to Fort Har-
ris, I suppose?”’

“Certainly ; this afternoon. We're stopping at the
‘Rancher’s Saloon.” My name is Purkitt—Hamilton
Purkitt—and these gentlemen are brothers named
Hayter. If you can do anything for us, gentlemen,
I will reward you liberally. - Meanwhile, is it safe for
us to push on farther? I ask because we’ve seen two
or three suspicious-looking parties hovering near us.”

“No, it’s not safe, Mr. Purkitt—since you ask our
opinion—for you to take a step farther in this direc-

v
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tion,” assured Ben Letts, with an earnestness about
which there eould be no question.. “You have proba-
bly heard of Ravagers?”

“Who hasn’t?” asked Purkitt excitedly.

“Well, you may encounter a dozen or twenty of
them at any moment,” announced Ben, with grim im-
pressiveness. “But that’s a minor peril, as they'd
simply take your arms and money and clothes, and let
you go back to the fort in the style of Adam. What
you have really to fear is this: We hear Little Elk
and a hundred braves are about to go upon the war-
path in this very vicinity, and if they. get hold of
you, Mr. Purkitt, you'll never see Kentucky again.”

The dude became ghastly white, and hastened to
force his horse in the direction the scouts were going,

- as did his deputy sheriffs.

“As to the Clewsons,” added Ben, “I will only say
that they've found friends—iriends who are posted
about you and your motives, Mr. Purkitt—and that
your life wouldn't be worth the sixteenth part of a
cent if you were to intrude in any way upon that
girl.”

“Just what we've been telling him all day yester-
day and all night,” exclaimed the first deputy, with
an oath of grim contentment.

“And now I hope he'll see things as they are!”
growled the second deputy.

“T do indeed,” acknowledged Purkitt, in a voice
rendered more squeaky than ever by his apprehen-
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sions. “We'll get out of this, gentlemen, as quick as
we can!”

“Sensible at last!” cried the first deputy. “In what
direction is the fort, stranger?”

Ben hastened to give him full directions.

“Thanks,” eried Purkitt. “We won't wait to keep
you company, as you're considerably hampered Ly
those prisomers: Goed morning, gentlemen.”

“Good morning!” echoed from both sides.

And the dude and his henchmen rode away at a
lively pace, without as much as a single glance of re-
gret behind them.

The scouts exchanged congratulatory glances. They
felt that they had done an excellent thing in taking
the part of the Clewsons, and down deep in his own
soul Ben Letts had a conviction that he had also been
fighting his own battle.

CHAPTER XXI.
THE CAPTURED DESERTER.

Continuing to ride rapidly, the scouts reached the
fort by the time the dark, sunless morning had fully

. dawned, and were admitted by Captain Greyson in

personn.

Not much to their surprise, they found Colonel
Nayler awaiting them just within the entrance, after
a few hours of that refreshing sleep all army officers
learn to take so readily whenever an opportunity is
offered them.

The delight he experienced at sight of Budd Finkle-
stone very naturally found expression in the greetings
and congratulations with which he received the suc-
cessful masqueraders.

“I suspected you'd be here early with good news,”
he declared, “and that’s why you find me waiting. As
to this man,” and he glanced at the crestfallen Finkle-
stone, “I propose to anchor him so that he will stay.”

Summoning Dimmick, who was in waiting, with the
stripes of am orderly upon his sleeve, the commandant
ordered the gags to be removed from the mouths of
the prisoners, who were then sent to the forge under
strong guard to be heavily ironed.

“Of course Hillyer is of no account,” remarked the
tolonel, when the couple were out of hearing, “but I
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pressure, to tell us

may induce him, by this sort of
n general and

what he knows about the Ravagers 1
about Budd in particular.

“A fine lot of horses,” he added, looking them over
“YVou took them from Budd and

with a critical eye.
his friends, 1 suppose, gentlemen?”

«“We did, colonel,” replied Ben Letts. ‘“This bay,
in fact, was ridden by Finklestone himself.”

«“We would like them to have the best of care,”
said Buffalo Bill, “as we propose to use them the next
time we leave the fort.”

“You are quite right to retain them, gentlemen,”

observed the colonel—"‘at least until they are claimed

by some more legitimate OWNEr than Budd Finkle-

stone.”
He lost no time in sending the horses away to his

own stable, with careful instructions, and then invited
his guests into the parlor, in which a bright fire was
burning. Mrs. Nayler appeared, but remained barely
long enough to greet the scouts and congratulate them
upon their success, and then hurried to the kitchen to
give additional orders for breakfast.

“How far did you go?” demande

the trio sat down.
“To a remarkable ancient crater some seventeen

miles due west of us,” answered Buffalo Bill, making
use of the information Finklestone had given him.

“T know the place,” said the colonel. It was shown
to me by an old trapper who used to haunt that re-
gion, and T even passed a night there with him, when

d the colonel, as
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I was still a captai
ptain. But what took you i i
ot K you in that di-
) Oh, th’e, place is now used as a halting-place by the
Ravagers,” explained Buffalo Bill. “Budd and hi
followers went there as di :

re as direct as if they h

ad been shot
out of a cannon!” : s

“Did yo g thing i
you learn anything from their movements

and discussions, as you thought you would ?”

“A great deal, colonel.”

"Pl}'ase give me the particulars.”

Buffalo Bill did so, dwelling particularly upon tl
fflCt that the headquarters of the Ravaﬂers)wals ut tlw
Quadrangle, and that this retreat was z;)l'aba})l}* ian :llf
e.'\tz'eme so.uthwest corner of the State, adjoining L‘t':]llL
.I\‘e\\' Mexico, and Arizona. The reasons he a(zlbvauée(i
i favor of this theory had great weight witl
colonel. g =

Sl :

‘ ‘It is certainly a point to be investigated as soor

as [)OSS.IIJIC,” concluded the commandant Zlftel'l:]. I>)1'i‘:?
(1.15cu.55101.1, “and, of course, I shall Iea;'c thiq(in\'cL
tigation in your hands. But give me a fulier '15'_
of your journey with the Ravaéers." P
; ]((ml.muing, at a silent request of his associate, Buf-
t(a,[,((:. It}ll”, rc;‘latc‘(l all that h‘appened since he and Ben
o 1€ places of Sam Gaddley and Hank Tilkins
g&l’\mg especial prominence to the ride to the Crateli
e\::])éi ;l;etlclili)i.:uf'e off Fi.nklest.one and Hillyer, and the
’ mv\‘terioué ::]tltrlllrl, 111cludmg their encounter with

¥ s <nown and his daughter.

G
That ‘unknown’ is i
at ‘unknown’ is a moonshiner,” remarked the
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colonel, not much to Ben's surprise, but somewhat to
2 & '~‘.) “
his confusion. “I have been aware of his existence
and whereabouts for a couple of weeks past,. and
should have sent a squad after him before now if thtf
3 ¢
ess trouble. He's ‘wanted
Ravagers had made me less trou o Bt S
in Kentucky, however, on a very serious charge, ar
the prospect is that he’ll soon be outside of my jurisdic-
tion, as. two or three deputy sheriffs passed through
here yesterday on their way to hllll.. .1
Ben Letts flushed at these observations, but he dic
not care to continue the subject. \
“Has anything new happened here in ou absence,
colonel ?”" he asked. o
“Nothing very important,” was the answer. | -
here are one or two peoints. 1 have searched UZ
house of Mrs. Goggin thoroughly, as you 51'1ggeste
before leaving, and have found a letter which may
RIS
be useful. Here it 1s. : o
He passed it to Buffalo Bill, who read it aloud.
was as follows:

“WEDNESDAY, tlg 13th. :
ish to see y orus -
“Dear DorLie: I wish to see you and

i § ; 10t fail to
_ or at least one of you. Do 1 :
Eéentxlfte]y' : MoTHER.

The seouts exchanged gratified glances, and then
turned to the colonel, who cried:
1 ! d A
“Ah! it strikes you as umportant! il
“Very,” answered Buffalo Bill. “Dollie is MrS};
Goggin, and Dorus is Finklestone! They called eac

e — &

.
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other by these names all the while we were with them.,
It appears from this letter that they are really brother
and sister, and that their mother i$ living."”

“Excellent! You'd better keep the letter for fu-
ture reference,” said the colomel.

Jen Letts extended his hand for the letter with a
preoccupied air, and secured it in one of his pockets.

“The only other incident worthy of a mention,”
continued the colonel, “is the escape of Sam Gaddley
and Hank Tilkins, with the assistance of Dick Rasker
and Stubby Jobson, and you seem to have known of
this event almost as soon as we did. But the two
latter are now in irons in the guard-house, in the
places of the two they released, and much good may
it do them1”

“But what about Sir Hornby Finklestone, colonel ?”
asked Buffalo Bill. “Has he come out of that swoon
and given you an explanation of his journey to Col-
orado and of his relations to Budd Finklestone ?”

The colonel’s face clouded. FEre another word
could be said, however, Doctor Pawlett, the post sur-
geon, came hurriedly into the room, coatless ands
breathless, with a face that was fiery red with some
great shock, and with the air of being indescribably
startled. :

“Ah, there you are, colonel ?” he cried, as he caught
sight of the commandant; and, hardly noticing the
presence of the scouts, he continued :

“You could never guess what has happened. Sir
Hornby has disappeared?”

-

vy

T T i T
e Ssesems s




-

The éaptured Deserter.

228

“Disappeared !” echoed the commandant, gaining
his feet as if electrified, as did the scouts. ‘“Why, he
must have stepped out to take a look at the fort or
the village!” ;

“No, colonel,” assured the doctor,
“T've looked, and had others looking. There’s
He couldn’t be more com-
he earth had opened to

wringing his

hands.
10 trace of him anywhere.
pletely out of the way if t
swallow him! Come and see!”

He turned and fled. Inviting the scouts, by a ges-

ture, to accompany him, the colonel led the way rap-
idly up-stairs, hastening to verify the surprising news
by a personal inspection of the scene of the baronet’s
disappearance.

It was a handsome chamber over the parlor, and"
had been assigned to Sir Hornby after a first treat
ment had been given to his injuries in the colonel's
own bedroom.

“And this is the route he must
sing the curtains of one of the

have taken,” said

the commandant, rai
windows, which was found to be open.

“Gure enough!” said the scouts in chorus.

“This side of the house being in the shadow,” pur-
sued the commandant, “Sir Hornby was able to lower
himself from this window unseen, the three sentries I
posted with special reference to his safe-keeping being
at the three doors;” front and rear and the other side.
But why should he take leave of us in such an ui=
ceremonious fashion? Is he out of his head, doctor ¥’

“] think not,” answered Doctor Pawlett. “To the

—
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-ontrary ad recover i
% ¥, he had recovered his senses, and had as] d
ew st S 31 { : —ins
questions, besides making some allusi
lateness of the hour.” e
“But y ren’
S ou haven't had a chance to question him, I
ose ‘eoar i
I11 e, in regard to his relations to Budd Fink’l
stone, 1f we may sti f =
,;”1. we may still speak of this fraud by ti
name:"’ queried the colonel. =
..NO e o % s
y Sir—nor about anything else. - H
weak and nervous S - : o
: : vous and upset—so nearly out' of hi
head, in fact—that I should have been viol ti o
first principles ¢ e o
e ciples of my professic
. ofessional duty to hav
tioned him, or 2 i i Tt
, or allowed him t i
: 0 be questioned
o questioned. I wanted
e « S 5 7
e tlg, t at ];ast a short natural sleep, with the bene
1¢ medicine I had giv i :
B given him, before proceed-
e juiry suggested. To this end, I had sent
vay a ye 51" Q :
mv(qz]f ; watchers and attendants, and had thrown
yself down for a nap 1
F on a loung j
e i mge in the adjacent
o
An it is i i
; q]so it 1s 1mipossible to say just how or when
e vanis (o ! :
i 1ed,” commented the commandant, in a voice
; icative of the keenest regret. “But one thing i
clear—his di : e f
Bu((” IR)SI I(hsappemance 1s in no sense the workb of
d Finklestone, Havi
. : ay Wi
Pt ing been otherwise accounted
Ca‘, _ Ic:m have had no chance, Mr. Cody, to
Ty out the intenti / i :
REL tention you heard him expressing.”
e :‘Bs clear enough, colonel,” returned Buffalo
y .~ M .
ot ut how is it that no one has seen the baronet
e gate or the wall? g
g 1e wall? Let’s mak ithi
: : s make search w
the fort, and inquire.” o

The pr iti
€ proposition was duly acted upon, but nothing
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\
came of it. The fact of the baronet's disappearance

from the fort, as well as from the colonel’s hoqse, was
fully established, but not th.e lleast.clue was gained as
to why, where, or how the distinguished gentleman had
vanished.

“WWell, this is awkward enough,” commented the
commandant, when he and the scouts had returne(l‘ to
the parlor, and Doctor Pawlett had gone away by him-
self to continue the inquiry in the village or else-
where. “I so much wanted to hear \\"hat lu? had to
say! What can have been his motive in taking such
a secret and untimely start?”’

“There are several explanations, colonel,” sugg'ested
Buffalo Bill thoughtfully. ‘“The baronet may still t?e
out of his head, and under the impression that he is
flying for his life, as he certainly was at the moment
of his advent. Or he may have heard that BU(‘ld
Finklestone is in high favor here, and so felt that he
had got out of the frying-pan into the fire. Qr, pos-
sibly, he may have pressing business or outside con-
nections of which we know nothing.”

“In any case, he’s out of our keeping for the pres-
ent,” concluded the colonel regretfully. “It only re-
mains to turn our attention upon other matters. To
begin with, Mr. Cody, you and Ben must get to bed
sodn, and spend a good share of the day in sleep.”

This suggestion was perfectly in harmony with
the wishes and intentions of the scouts, as they were
conscious of needing such a preparation for their pro-

i “—————
\
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posed visit to the mysterious headquarters of the Ray-
agers.

“All right, colonel,”, replied Buffalo Bill, after con-
sulting Ben with a glance. “We’ll take the rest sug-
gested, if youw'll send a detachment under Captain
Greyson or some other competent leader to seize Mrs.
Goggin and her friends at the Crater, in case they are
still there.”

“It shall be done, Mr. Cody,” returned the colonel.
“Possibly I'll go myself, as I need a change from the
close confinement of the last week or two. Be that
as it may, the force in question shall start immedi-
ately.

“Ah, breakfast,” he added, catching sight of a ges-
ture from his wife, who had been busy in the dining-
room. “Come, gentlemen.”

The scouts followed him to the table, taking their
places, They ate rather lightly, as was their wont in
grave circumstances, and then took their way to the
side veranda with the colonel to enjoy a cigar and
start their digestion before retiring to their slumbers.

They had barely seated themselves, however, in
the rustic armchairs at their disposal, when the colo-
nel saw his new orderly approaching from the direc-
tion of the main entrance of the fort.

“If you, please, colonel,” -announced Dimmick,
“Sheriff Watrous is here, and is very anxious to see
vou.”

“Let him come in, Dimmick.”

“That’s what I've done, sir. As I know you always

~
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receive him, whatever may be the pressure of business,

I have passed him in with his deputies =

“That crowd at the gate?” interrupted the colonel,
looking in the direction indicated.

= : brine a captured deserter, who

“Yes, sir. They bring a caj :

b 1 3 - » e ’ “xr l-tvl
has been shot and is dying, and who has very 11111111)3 I‘]nt

- y ~ N 2 - EY Finkle-
revelations to make to you concerning Budd k
stone.”

“All right, Dimmick,” returned the Com.n.mndant,
the orderly to remain, and arising and
“Come, gentle-
“T dare say the

motioning
leading the way from the veranda.
men,” and he beckoned to the scouts. :
promised revelations will prove to be of as much in-

"
terest to you as to me.

=

CHAPTER XXII.
JACK BOSSY'S REVELATIONS,

The commandant advanced quickly toward his vis-
itor, who had appeared at the heels of Dimmick, and
the scouts hastened to follow him and give all their
attention to the scene which had thus begun to de-
velop.

“I am glad to see you again, sheriff,” greeted the
colonel, as he shook hands with the newcomer, then
he presented the sheriff, who was a man of formida-
ble proportions, but of kindly eye and mien, to his
guests, continuing :

“But, what’s up? Something out of the usual run,
I have no doubt.”

“Quite so, colonel,” acknowledged the sheriff, rub-
bing his hands nervously together and then waving
one of them toward a group that was slowly approach-
ing from the direction of the principal entrance. “In
a word, I've captured that runaway soldier who fired
upon Captain Greyson a couple of weeks since!”

“You have?” rejoined the commandant, his eyes
turning quickly upon the approaching party. “I’'m
glad to hear it—very! That Jack Bossy is a des-
perate and dangerous fellow, and has long given us no
end of trouble. But—what ails him?”

“Oh, T had to shoot him to get him,” explained the
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sheriff. “He fired upon us repeatedly, a.nd woul'd
have emptied a couple of revolvers into us if I hadn’t
been lucky enough to disable him.” ’

The prisoner was brought nearer. He lay upon an
army blanket, which was held at the four corners by
t\\'o’ of the sheriff's deputies. His face, although
tanned by the sun and covered by a short, stubby
beard, was strangely pale, as if he had lost nea.rly all
the blood in his veins, and his aspect was unmistaka-
bly that of a man near his end.

“Has the doctor seen him?” demanded thﬁa com-
mandant tersely, as the deputies deposited their bur-
den at his feet. :

“No. colonel,” answered the prisoner, speaking fo:
himself before any one else could. “What's the use?

He spoke with such difficulty and in such a br.oken
way that only a strong will could have enabled him to
speak at all. ;

“T don’t want no doctor,” he added. “Jack Bossy
knows as well what's the matter as if forty doctors
had told him.”

He paused, gasping for breath. .

“I'm sorry to see you in this fix, Jack,” said th'e
commandant kindly, stooping to wipe the sufferer’s
frothy lips. “You're badly hurt.” .

“Tt was his own fault, colonel,” exclaimed Sheriff
Watrous. “He wouldn’t stop when halted, nor sut-

render when surrounded.”

“That’s all true, colonel,” confirmed the dying man.

' 2T
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“I don’t blame the sheriff. But I didn’t want to come
back here.” .

“You needn’t have felt that way, Jack,” assured the
commandant. “Haven’t I always used you well, and
even made more allowance for you than I ought te
have done?”

“True, colonel; and that’s why I want to tell you
something before I die,” declared the prisoner, in a
voice which seemed to fail with every word. “I didn’t
want to be brought back here to stand trial for shoot-
ing at Cap’n Greyson, for I know how serious that
sort of business is, but I'll do you a last good turn,
colonel, as an offset for the trouble F've given you. 1
want to tell you about Budd Finklestone.”

The commandant bowed gravely, and the scouts
bent nearer, marking the death-stricken hue of the
features before them.

“He is very low,” said Buffalo Bill, producing a
flask. from his pocket. “He had better have a drop
of brandy.”

He suited his action to the word, and the effect
was quickly beneficial, the sufferer opening his eyes
and rousing himself.

“Thanks,” he said, in a feeble voice. “It’s all ow-
ing to Budd Finklestone that I've reached such an end.
I was happy and contented until he began saying to
me, as he says to everybody else: ‘Why should you
be worked to death for thirteen dollars a month? Why
should you go out and be killed because of a few red-
skins and raiders? Why shouldn’t you take things
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easy? Why not steal when ‘yuu h'tu'cda‘ chiatl;ec,“ztg()ir
lie when there's anything to"'be_ gau}e‘ ){r (, .
in't vou shirk all duty as far as shir \1?:,' I -
o \\')hv not have a good time whenever you cafn.
Why not insist on your ‘-xghtsf? \i\l}l}"ilortma;hd fl)t,
better rations and better quarters: 2 1y Il g
guard duty eternally ? Why not (le'seltbxt )\{)'h ,cbe Ty
elsewhere'or have any f1'i<{x1(15 to go t? : GO\.einmem?
slave and dupe of those officers or O}, t.m o
Why be a mere tool of the schem@ of tc;lin 31
not eat, drink, and be merry, and do Ano . ti;lt o
“Such, colonel, is the sort of Ianguagc; e
always using, and that’s why so mmzl)‘fl ot' ‘us“.h(, S
come discontented and dang:erous. -mlbt ¥ )and c
has been so much trouble in the fort lately

sible ?

. ‘n
many desertions! ; e e
Tl}ie prisoner collapsed again, panting for breath

ing his eyes. 0
do‘srllntl'ml\]"es‘ bzgun to get track of that fellolw, {)zlxlcl\c,d
replied the commandant, “and I am grf-:at yacieptbas
for this information, which I can, of comsle, A
your dying declaration. You ?‘omprehen(. no doubt
that you are about to lea\"e u,s’? . 1 L

“Yes, colonel, I'm going, returned the p1 VOL;
again arousing himself. “But I wanlt t(l)l “?LIIII.P(;Sd
against that man! He's here _for a dead ytli“s =
He’s mixed up with all the Injuns and ou i ,Ckies.
has wide connections all up and down. the Euf ;-
He told me he was going to send for Little - 'Lime
is a particular friend of his, and that he an
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Elk are already agreed between themselves to wipe out
this village and fort and everybody in them!”

Sheriff Watrous started, exchanging a surprised
look with the commandant, and then said:

“There’s something in this, colonel. Little Elk left
his reservation ten days ago, and is now encamped,
with forty or fifty unruly young bucks, at Cinder
Butte, within a dozen or fifteen miles of us.”

“Indeed?” ejaculated the colonel, looking as an-
noyed as astonished. “What excuse does he make for
being off his reservation ?”

“Oh, one of those eternal old stories of wishing to
trade cattle or ponies with another tribe,” replied the
sheriff, “and when that excuse is played out they’ll
say they’re going to the Crows for a new supply of
herbs and roots for medicine, I’ve sent a messenger
to Commissioner Abbott to tell him that he and the
old chiefs must look after these young warriors, and
am still in hopes that Little Elk will return in peace
to the reservation. Meanwhile, you had better throw
out pickets, colonel, to make sure that they don’t get
too near the fort or village unseen.”

“That’s good advice, colonel,” commented Jack
Bossy, whose voice had sunk to a mere whisper.
“Budd Finklestone has long been stirring up the red-
skins on the Navajo and other reservations, and he
says he can put hundreds of them on the war-path at
any moment!”

The sheriff and Colonel Nayler again exchange
startled glances.
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JaCk Bossy,s e often—but always secretly, with few exceptions. She

238 o sll?{‘es a.ll her brother’s sécrets—and is as bad as he!”
7 ascal really have such mfluence, e ['he feeble, broken voice had now become at times
“Can the r. r. “How long has he been here: ) almost inaudible. But the prisoner struggled with his
asked the fc-)l,mnio.nths,” was the ans.wer. , ] rapidly failing forces, and continued : :
““f‘/\‘?;suile:sl:lone when he 'enlist?d ?;owd with him— “Th@‘e is a real Bud~d F.inklestonefhut he is a pri§-
«No. There was a considerable ¢ oner—in the hands of this deadly impostor! So is

Alice King. So is Sarah Gannett and others, They’re
. confined at a place called the Quadrangle—which is so
named because it is where—the State joins the three
territories south and west. The Quadrangle is the

; ozen.” . ) i
e e from nowhere in particular? s
; 1 te
oy ne railroa
“?understood they came off from son

ward.” . ‘ ‘ .
tlle“s\?]sqlre is he now ?”’ pursued the sheriff. Tt d st : Qi 3 1
o ” : - ' 3 | b',,
“In the guard-house. Bl . ; Tces e ‘ :
T ook it wy, ce v "“Is the place known by any other name, Jack?
It looks that way, certainly. e

ays been right?”

CENT ; 1 s ; & :
ered to the con- No, colonel. For the reason—as they say—that

“His conduct has alw : |
'ts not yet large enough—or because they’ve not yet

; just discov
“Qr, rather, weve only j

: ence, didn’t decided—what to call it. They pretend to be honest.
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he?” : i Elk and other chiefs. Such a horrible ot as they are!
he !

i aronet—yes. Theren : i : o :
_ “The son of an English b There’s a road underground, colonel. I've been

: | - i%)
“But there’s nothing in that claim? s e
“Nothing—if I except a mystery, the pr
othing—

ich i arent.”’ 2

hich is not yet app : =

of :\He has no right to the name of ¥ mkle;t .
“None whatever. There 1s a woma

o s A & - 3]

The commandant exchanged glances with the scouts,
as if a little disturbed by the manifest want of co-
herency in Jack’s declarations, but the good faith
and earnestness with which he struggled to finish them
was too evident not to find acceptance, as he continued,

X P” * . . x
e 3 ‘?Hg asplmg do Id lonel—that he intend
in.’ ¢—has often told me, colonel—that he intends
“Yes, Mrs. Goggin. : ck Bossy, : 5 /
= * assured Ja to wipe out this fort and village so thoroughly—that

is Budd’s sister, : .
i versation. “At least

1 ing part in the con e
?%ilu;nzals{;—gaﬁd so did she. She has been in
5 ;
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CHAPTER XXIIL.
TAKING STERN MEASURES,

For nearly a minute Colonel Nayler gazed upon
the face of the dead deserter in thoughtful silence.

“What a pity that he didn’t speak sooner ! he then
ejaculated, with in\'olumar_\' bitterness, “He might
bave saved us a great deal of trouble}”

Turning to his new orderly, he resumed :

“There’s no one in the infirmary at this moment, [
believe, Dimmick 2

“No, colonel.” :

“Then take this poor fellow there, with the aid of
these deputies,” ordered the commandant, “Detail
a couple of men to prepare him for burial, and a sec-
ond file to d]g a grave for him, Yoy can send a cor-
poral with these details to bury him as soon as every-
thing is ready. In the meantime, T will speak to
Chaplain Robertson. who will doubtless wish to offer a
prayer at the burial”

Dimmick and the deputies raised the body gently
between them, still in its stained blanket, and walked
away with it

“Come back here, orderly,” added Colonel Nayler,
“as soon as you've given the necessary instructions,’’

“In about a minute. colonel.”

“A very strange batch of revelations, gentlemen,”
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“What I wish to do, therefore,” concluded Colonel
Nayler, “is to send this horrible fraud to Durango
for safe-keeping and future trial and punishment, and
SO leave myself free to give all my attention to the
capture of his numerous associates.”
“You'll have your hands f
sheriff,” declared the justice,
his head. “But your idea is
ball rolling by
a hearing.”

Ul, and so will the
with a grave shake of
a good one,

['ll set the
committing the vil

lain without bail for
He set to work.

“You can leave the document with the colonel, Mr,
Justice,” said Watrous, arising, “and I'll take charge

of it, with the prisoner, on my return from the hills.”

The justice bowed assent, and the sheriff and his

deputies took their departure, Dimmick escorting them
to the entrance.,

“And now we'l] take our snooze, Ben,” said Buffalo
Bill to his ally, with a sigh of relief at the turn affairs
had taken. “I must say that for once I fee] pretty
thoroughly in need of it."

Nodding a temporary adieu to their hosts, they took
their way to a handsomely furnished room over the
back parlor which had often been at Ben’s disposal,
while Colonel Nayler hastened to give his orders for
the proposed expedition to the Crater Camp.

Buffalo Bill was almost
Letts, despite his resol

instantly asleep, but Ben
tion, was not long in d

ute attempt in the same direc-

iscovering that he was engaged

"t
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L iithny his part to woo the o
Ly tcome of such
furtl(]lel it' rcfult in failure. The ou
could omly

ily foreseen.
tairs can be readily ic
e e wrote a few e
ring them where they
leaving

. lines of ex-
oL : :
Sta(tfe'\ining his feet quietly, h
o . - .'
lanation to his associate,
I\)\'ould be found later. '
In another minute he \’\rt T e
removal of his boots, coa ,\cof el
in the task 3 g
Lt lﬂed possession of hlb.hat{ .‘rSkl ;,
and left the fort, walking briskiy

ready for departure, the
as red . :
- being as far as

down-stairs, he resul

and overcoat unsee11: i

to his own little d.\\-e 111 bf,ound -
Much to his relief, he

had left it.
A whinny fr :
: i . he was
reminded him that he w it
and thither he went. fan
25 the horse he had us
asS

erything there as he

o1 S

clls i~ 5 iwalte t
lll\l()U\l aw t d m tha

guarter,

Here w e
1 to feed 1t.
1 he hastenec
ning, and

: h
»or, a second ks
: .ecret door, @ 135, as alm
s him with a glance that was &
greetn]g 111

“his s horse,
1 its eentle intelligence. This _be(,:i,l;dBuffalo
h”ma“. ) b1 gl said nothing to any one Sc,) e
eimiuchiu ]2}:( h(j, had possessed only a \} LTt,
el “hjc young, and sound, and @ beauty.
thorou,qmn 3 :

previous eve-
orse appeared to

his gaze,

[ A

7
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The price Ben h
considering the time and p
had paid,

247
ad paid for jt was a large one,
lace, but it was worth all he

The horse had shown spee

d and endurance of no
common order., Giving

it a small mess of oats, Ben
and made 3z somewhat elaborate

tailet, which included a shave and g linen shirt, with
necktie and collar,

returned to the house

3y the time he had taken a final
“mirror, his favorite steed }
was ready for a
Then he saddle

look in a smal

1ad finished its pats and

rink of water, which Ben gave it

d it and led i out, closing his hotse
and stable, and mounted and rode quietly away.

His course was the same ‘that e and Buffalo Bill
had taken on the previous evening with ithe Ravagers,
In other terms, he was bound for the region of which
Esther Clewson was the princess and ‘Priestess.

He was a little Jess than an hour and half in
reaching the Spot where he had taken leave of ner,
and here the fired his rifle, as she had suggested, then
continuing to advance in the supposed direction of
the enchantress.

To his great joy, but not much to h
manlike, he judged Esther by
a skurrying of nimble legs ar
figures at mo great «istance
bloodhounds made their
an old friend.

i surprise—for,
himself—he soon heand
2d a bounding of agile
ahead of him, and the three
dppearance, greeting him as

“What intelligent, moble creatures!”’

he exclaimed,
W}ﬂ] the I‘Carty

Prompiness of 2 man who is in @
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y colors, as he patted the
ch had placed their fore-

“\Where's your

everything in ros
the three whi
is horse.

mood to see
heads of two of
the withers of h
Where 15 Esther?”
and looked in the

paws on
young m
The dogs re
direction from which they
Sure enough, she was 1l
Ben advanced o meet her, raising
appeared, and bowing pmfuundly.
they we
y which of them W

istress?
cognized the name
had come.
ot far distant. Dismounting,

his hat as soon

re together, and it would
as the shyest

as she
In another minute
have been hard to s3
and most joyous.
«“\What pleasure t
words with which Ben beg
her hand, in 2 caressing clasp,
“Perhaps you are surprised, Esthe

so soon.”
“Not particula
«Not particularly,
Ben to everybody, a0

Ben to you!”
«“\\ell, Ben, 1 was wishing yo
should have passed an uncomfortable day if yo

failed to appear.”
“Then 1 am very g

away, Esther,” said Ben.

You seem worried.”
“It’s all on accounl

Cody were conveying to th
quietly, and walking homew

dily!” were the

o find you so red
an his greetings; as he seized
and raised it to his lips
r, to see me again

rly, Mr. Letts——
Ben, you should say, Esther. l'm
d very particularly and especially

u would come, af

lad T was not forced to t

«1s there anything

¢ of that prisoner
e fort,” said

~—

ahout

1d 1
1 had

emain
wrong?

you and Mr.
Esther, facing
ard. “Father and

Ben ar
are so anxi
xious
1S to know how he cat
ame to be j
m such

a fix. We can't ey
mystery. \\711atlc'cll‘ €n form a rational theor
in that terribje nn(n] a.general have done t O;)y e
“You shal 1101( S ST bound and gagee IO?” e
Ben. “But first : ?f ’"'duc Course, bL“:tlb] ,(_ ”
how Bont catne t,O lb you are entirely "“'”(Ix_,
“The dogs guid ]e acquainted with hinm‘g, =
about two mobnt] ‘e( Lo .
P 1.51 f"lgo. and he had a [ity]
s m”k', \\;\1T11e he ate 3 piece of I:ee'ldmt i
vaunt of himself Sqa,t.uraﬂy enough, he O'ave( nd drank
:,“.my! and i ’bcé)m‘g that he was a Z'ene 'S(Im']e -
mgton to hunt yu el Secreﬂybfr S
troublesome, S P sundry outlaws who IOm et
Ravagers, but hcl;—C: tth]en Ben has heard]a:b s
this morni <ept the informati gt the
ming for fear of worr;itx;;nft:tli::-nsaelg o
; nd me,

but w

Ve now sy

4 ppose the ;

general must be the Rava outlaws referred to A
av. gcrs.n e

Walking beside Esther

returned

(6
Jttage one afternoon

arm 1 i o

= gently in his own witl 3 e
€, Or inno : e o

. : ) old

el 'ent sort of boldness, whi ; S'Ort e
o ensive by its object g
: . : ect.
. :1d since that day ?”
Well, he h :

occasion,

arely con-

as been her he queried.
Sl re fo.ur times since i
us, and that he COLTII 1at business brought hj
Spects, I did not ¢ no.t refrain from ;a}’in 11];1.ne;1r
here, for the rea see him the last two ti g his re-
or figherns c??] that T did not like e‘.th’:ej he was
= ight or wrong, T felt thatr ]“f 1001.:5
Vas iy

1at first
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ions, for such they
is intpusions, for s "
bject of his intrus to. call upon us.
: 0 S 1 o
some way the ¢ us ever invited hin ur dealings. with
were, as none'O the sum total ok ¥o
is is
«“And this
.P)’
him, Esther:

n-
” s t I must co
“Yes, Ben. 1ad of that, Esther, bu

“T'm not only gla

influence
Some. subtle e
on the fact. nce. ‘That mar
late you up flee his prese sl agy
gratu sed you to our cottage!
must have Cat1L near are we to Yd Why do you
10W x . rads.
15— B1.1t1. a few hundred ya
“Oh within ﬁ . 1 \Vhat
) nisi
; o ased to
ask?”’ shall be better Plef ined your father or
“Because I sh: after we have jomned j
\7
out to sajy
1 was ab
. 1 Y‘- .
brother-” ]eased 111'(16 C ) ” She Sald~
irl uttered a pleas jou see,, Ben,” Sue S&
The gir g are returning, ¥ d are bringing him
e dogbf r my brother, and
“They've beel'; ? omes.”
) @ :
Here he
to us.

CHAPTER XXT1V,

dial and pleasant, : :

“So this is my namesake ?” greeted Bep Clewson,
shaking hands warmly, as he smiled g welcome,
have been c‘hridus to see you, from the moment m
sister returned in syuch a flutter from the Iittle servie

she rendereq You as guide,”

“I am glad to meet you, Mr,
en, in that hearty tone,
nest mien which js better t}
in the world, “and the m

good news.”

He led the W
hand, ang moti
near him,

It almos
a mirror,

being just about his age and build, with
of hair, eyes, and features.

“News ?” repeated Bep Clewson,

€ would Iook for
“Nevertheless, I bring You news that wilj Surprise
you. I've haq , talk with Purkitt,”

A cry of

mad-dog coylq not h

e
CIewson,”
and with th
1an all the ]
0re 50 becay

returned
at pleased, egr-
aborate Phraseg
se I bring you
ay to the trunk of a fallen tree near at
oned the brother and sister to i down
which they diq. '

t seemed to him as if he werpe looking inte

“That’s abaut the
last thing w

ave startled the
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¢ Purkitt, but under such fli'c[tu:;lscta‘ii"i’s’
e iﬂdcediil]:t)omindcd man must ﬂl)lfl'ob‘;; Oupon e,
nat any right= s oned—nproba :
3 “Colonel Nai;iitsziiﬁ _VUlIlJI' flltht;‘ 11 z;hl;:“zol;
Cilz'xtternoia;l;eBeu—t_rank]y. “What truth 1
shiner, S
s any” ‘1“& talked moonshine and : r ;)11‘r’ sm&
“Father \?as ind “_le of offering an excuse for e
merely with ﬂngl; ’1:1(1 to conceal the fact tl‘iz;t"‘
in this “.v‘l.demfe\ng the Hayters and Pml\llt éen Letts.
really hld‘}“g r(l gite right,” commentec e
L i<qthere is to be said about 1;; fl,)u ]
o e-?e “the record would hard ) L
sued young.cle“ 50111’1ny others- hereabouts, we b(een
thimble. Like_so f‘e;e of land which has not i
SLL S e plurse we shall till th? same a;la\*e a
surveyed, aﬂ~d i 1(1:0\.\'6 want. Meanwhile, we i
year and raise a1 ickens, not to speak of t-hre naolu_
o and 2 vTL?W Ciltiilt a 'fairl}’ good hous'e 1}1 ; carry
LA “;1;; V)Emd have stores enoughtﬁle];: s
sof-the-way place, B , 50
zs till spring, or 21,6 ::(1)2-(2 C;ﬂ?ol-tamy, even 261:11;1111‘1
T aflznl;;q“;x)ntcrs so largely into a bor
the game W i
are.” ;.7 com
ot ‘fal‘e- ¢ which is very pleasant, I m:lsgnzz}; e
| Ath a smile which was Zl_ . “There's
e 1“ congratulation to her brothe 'e »
0 120 a?( 211 ck hto your situation, as 1 see.
only one draw ‘Ja \:” aueried Esther.
“And that, Ben?" q

The My
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“Is the fact that “Whoop-pee’ and ‘Bad Medicine’
as-smuggled himself into your rustic Eden under the
vague title of ‘Genera].’

How his hearers stared at him, literally gasping for
breath,

“What can you mean ?” asked the brother,

“Just what T tell you, Mr, The man Byj.
falo Bill and I captured last night, and who is known
to you as ‘the general’ is really the chief of the Ray
gers,

Clewson.

a-
The expression of wondming terror which succeeded

can be readily imagined, :
“But, happily, resumed' Ben,

miscreant safely ‘hived’

“we now have the
little likelihood th

at Fort Harris, and there is
at he will ever intrude upon you
again. His headquarters, as I've just learned, are a¢
the Quadrangle, 3 little hamlet at the point where
s Colorado joins Utah, Ngky Mexico, and Arizona.”

“Is it possible ?” cried the brother excitedly.

“What! you've been there?” asked Ben, with cor-
responding surprise,

“Yes. Not knowing wh
rive here,” explained young: Clewson, “father and I
have been looking for another retreat, and h
plored' the whole countr

'y between here
you name. We were even te
hamlet in question, but we
itants,”

at minute Purkitt would ar-

ave ex-
and the point
mpted to remove to the
re discouraged by the inhab-

“And can you guide me there, Mr. Clewson?” asked
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~ toauished the hand of
tedly, as he relinquished his feet. Then was made known the ideptipe ¢ al”
L excitedly, ess and sprang to h - €l was made \.n‘cm nthe 1dentity of “the general,
]B:eltll er with an earnest €ar ¢ as near as may be. and the proposed visit of the two Bens to the Ouad-
<sthe : g, Or as X 9 ¥z = 1 s - £ o Vs -

H“In a bee-line, Mr. Lett-b,the journey o : rangle. Of course, the fathe approved warmly, very

«Is your horse good for have three, we'll both much pleased th

Is y we h '

e foctly. although as
‘A}vertecﬂ). a

at it seemed possible for his son to be
of some use to his namesake,

A few minutes were p
arations were being mad
the two Bens rode away

The Mysterious Hamlet.

fead one, naturally.” .
“Then I'll pay my res | -

- e ccitement, even the hounc-ls Sp};?fl:g
e ek'tl\' to the cottage, ‘aftex ‘ha\w;h =

e = lth'cr \1\1'?{111c11es around Ben's horse,

quietly on their A€

a as TaVveE «© l l 1et @ 1 y a ‘) 1’1\ 1 g
d qu
as g av 1S i the ll ( eel stenin “)

sects to your father, and we'll
P

assed pleasantly, while prep-
e for the Journey, and then

at an easy pace, each leadir
an extra horse, so as to divide tl

and make rapid progress.
Ben Letts was gl

g
1eir coming fatigues

ad to find that his comp
a double of himself in a warlike sense,

looks, for he carried a rifle
make, and was evidently

the conversatioil.

he two Bens aji is new
<T< . who received .h1s he way into a neab
Clewson, Jiality, leading the il at the base of
marked COraialit) :ch stood in a dell"2 ly pines
which it, and stately p 3

)

anion was
as well as in
and-revolver of the best
at home with them,
The three dogs had been left
Tfeasons, and notably bec
to be too long and rapic

. by Mr
and Esther were soon met by

acquaintance with

r cottage, ! -
oomy cottag : e
. IOC\}'V cliff, with a spring
a rocCk)
all around.
> i
“QOh, father! : o
, u
se” cried Esther, rushing up
us

behind for many

ause the journey was likely
| for them,
“ -

It all seems like 2

as Mr. Letts has brought | remark of young Cl

such news her father and em crest from which the

dream, Mr. Letts,” was the first
¢wson, as the couple reached a

-acing him. :
e ridently,” returne
“Good news, evl
iring smile. -
= .. possible, father
“The best news P

a S t W W G:l 5 ou.
1 a dO n Ber\ ﬂl t 1
S a .

d Mr. Clewson, with

1 assured Esthefs

0 S
ened to d

= wson hast

Young Cle

the joy an
his own.

’

| Ra\',_'[g-el- das 5 ] he General ?. T}
O quite as \T\UCh to
’

Rsther’s and
d relief of his father as to Es

y had a last view of the cottage.
“All good things generally do,”

“but I hope this proposed suppressior
will prove a permanent reality.
to Purkitt’s retreat and to the

was Ben's reply,
1 of ‘Whoep-pee’
You refer, of cotirse,
masquerade of the

“Exactly, and also to the strange manner in which
you met Purkitt and got rid of him. But T see by sev-
eral of your remarks that I am not yet haif-posted
about the career of that man. Suppose you tell me, as
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l = Y S
tl tov (ld 1 et 3

qu

C

45
history? o e
“With pleasure. he conversation
| t pause upon t f their journcy,
-d 1o S ;
We need N por the incidents O s The dark,
ers, Nor u - exciting. =
travelers, I Jeither many TOT € otherwise to theif
which were 1 rather favorable thd? 1. so that by the
7 was 1 X ras realized, ¢
windy day W 1d good time Was B d themselves ap-
movements, ]'1 ‘ afternoon they foun
: G e 2 LS .
middle . 1octination. his
hing their destin enly asked Ben,
proaching ¢ ‘Clew?” suddenly
“What's that,

him by

; address

1 having roquested T 18 - as his chums
ienc aviilg A

new frl

renience
: DITVCEIE RS, re
Lo for the salke of ¢ . “That moving ﬁ%’u )
e t school and college. ¢ ahead of us?
: i

b dope s he bushes on that cres

in the =
I mean, 1

o=
! 3 he had pr
| out a glass with \;hldibject in. guHess
‘hipped : the O
Clew “hlll)fp and took a look at
. 1 ell, «
vided himsel, er ex-
. : that ev
tiomn. ideous little dwarf is pocket.
’s the most hideous 1L lass to his P
L replied, restorng = L{na to carry the
isted,” he then 'achiﬂ"' us and 1 runn “in mind suf-
2 S o
“He has been W ach, without bearing denuded the
news of our appr? th’e Jate frosts haveh {d see him
muci 7ou ‘shot ,
hes of their leaves. YOHC’S hideousness
trees and buIS have on one occasion. et emp]o)Ied by
he 7 e eviden
close t.o’ afl less incarnate. He's €V f all persons who
s chge 3 terested to take note O &
in '
omebO y 5 IT) -0 he=
are seen approaching. hen 1 was here
are see have seen n‘le, W - .
v
“Then he may

ficiently how

The Mysterions Hamlet,
1ore,” said Ben,

“and in that cage | m
as an enemy.”

ay be recognized
“You've been here before, then ?”

“Yes, once, from the westward, coming ang going
in the dark, so that I gained no particular idea of the
topography of the country hereabouts, the more eg-
pecially as we looked to our Injun scouts for guidance,
Our route to-day is mostly new tq me, so that I should
have been quite unable to come here with anything like

your directions. But where is that dwarf now, Clew ?”
“Oh, we shal] Sée no more of him, He'll take some
short cut across the ravine we are compelled to go
around, and will arive ot least a quarter of an hour
ahead of us, We shall hardly see him again.”
He reflected a few moments, and added -
“From that crest we coul

view of the 'Quadrangle,

d get a sort of bird’s-eye
but we should alsg give the
cnemy a. glimpse of _our

selves, besides losing time,
We'd better push right into the settlement,

you have some plap of action ?”

I presume
“In a

general way—yes Clew. But as it must
necessarily be modified by circumstances, I’l] wait to
discuss its features as occasions arise.”
The couple were NOW on a trail which had been sa
frequently used. that it was fully entitled to e called
a road, although neither fence nor field was visible,
“I have heen looking for a glimpse of a house for
the last ten minutes,” announced Ben.
“We shall not see

one until we have crossed the
favine ahead of us,” returned Clew}ﬁ%@ reason
——iad 4
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that the ridge on the other side is heavily wooded, as
you see, and the site of the hamlet slopes away from
us.”

“We ought at ieast to sce the smoke of some chim-
ney !”

“Perhaps so, but it's not exactly an hour for meals,
and it’s even possible that people of this sort never
light a fire in the daytime.”

Continuing to advance, the couple crossed the ravine
which had been mentioned, and began ascending a
slope which led to the ridge masking their destina-
tion. =

A few minutes later, on reaching the crest of the
ridge in question and getting clear of some trees and
bushes inclosing the road, the travelers came suddenly
upon a hamlet of about twenty houses.

These buildings presented a wide variety, some of
them being mere huts, others substantial log-cabins,
and still others handsome frame dwellings. They were
clustered at the intersection of two roads which crossed
each other almost at right angles, making a Cross-
roads very nearly in the form of an ordinary letter X.
At least two of them were SO large as-to suggest a
tavern. v

The configuration of the vicinity was such that the
travelers could look down upon the entire hamlet at
a glance, and any one doing s0 could hardly fail to
notice its X-like character.

Singularly enough, as the travelers halted a moment

to take in the features of the scene, not a sign of life

e h

— .

The 'steri 5
: Mysterious Hamlet
7as visible - .
. » 10t a human pe;
er horse nor coyy - e

. ; not ey

Lvi =

= dently nobody’s at L ]"a =5
Uing sarcastic e

they

261

age or color;
: -a-cat:
1e(1;1arked Ben Letts
: 1ed progress, “Blt,
ake note of our grp 1
the way tow .
nted and g
on it,

: all
Il none the Iessy,h

And wi i
yith t
ot his he |

as he resun
ave to t
where 1] 2
re he (i
e 1 dismoy
Or, I\nockmg loudly up

: val.”
;rd the nearest
vanced to the




CHAPTER XXV
IN A STRANGE HOUSEHOLD.

] oun;
s soon drawn ajar by 2 faded young

. e iciousl
{ffhe; doar; s who peered out very SUSpiC ¥
PpPEr,

woman, in a wra

7al { 0 See 1 ptaln s -eprese 1t 'n vV 1 thls
\&’ 1 Ca.l tcl S 1C]1 SENLd ive 11
I wan t . the

< B B C 1(’,55
d B 1 L 3 \11 mo

l 1CE a““()u 1CE er etlﬁ V 11 1“5 Q't are

p ac y

and unconcerned air. - 3
The young woman stare :
3 I W rou mean, o
“1 don’t know what y : ey know'
taing - What representa L
“What capte rep! s
\V?lfincr gbout them. You'll 1:121\(,
i K 1 is face.
)She closed the door 1n his (t‘
‘shor reet,
«“\Well, that's ‘short an(_ll 15-\:1] e
: d hi
i i as he passe
his associate, pas:
door. “Tll try agaimn.
e e CIOT(? o for admittance. There
-ain knocking -
i n was agalr e
L delay about the response, but e
L r;ed a couple of inches, anc : o
i ; <€ t“in gly.
door W_aS ! e and one arm 10'01«3(175)11 ' 1(}13 g
e = ken the house, sir,  SalC ; £
£ T’ve mistaken . =L
o iine. “but I wish to ﬁnd's L
ling and bowing, W |
b has authority to act 10T ' S
ik ?” came in a Crisp, S
“Who sent your €2

“The captain.

at him still harder.
sir!” she declared.

Clew,’ said Ben to
to the next

i T
at hand, and n anothe

"

S
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-
“Have you a letter to anybody here ?”
“ATO iF)
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Slam! and the young investigator again found him-
self alone,

“Well, we are at least learning that the place is not
as deserted as it looks,”  said Ben, as he struck out.
briskly for the third house. “Don’t pe discouraged,”

The third door soon received his
was opened on the instant, as if the occupant of the
house had been attentjve to the unwonted arrival. This
Occupant was a very old Woman, and close behind her
stood a young girl of a dozen years.

“I want to find the captain’s sister, Mrs, Goggin,”
said Ben, bowing politely, “In which of these houses
does she live ?”

attention, and it

\

The old woman stared
to easily count twenty,
ly.

at her questioner long enough
and then shook her head slow-

“Mrs. Goggin?” she repeated. “The captain? I
never heard of them, I don’t know who you mean,
M b3
sir. »

She gave a slight, jerky nod of dismissal, closing the
door, ’

Crossing the street to a fourth door, Ben again
knocked loudly. A somewhat marked delay followed,
but at last a vojce called from within

“Whe’s there?”

“A messenger from the captain.” replied Ben,
through the keyhole.
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- 5 ed by retreat-
liscust was heard, succeed 3
A grunt of disgust was I
ing footsteps. : = =
s aoain. but no further tangible fiot
Lo b( )

Ben knocked Clew with

o o turrs 4(1 to
NasS be‘;to\\'kd u])()n 1‘1“‘“. ?ﬂ‘\d h( I‘C'UL
V b €
ar J.il Of (Hbal)DOll.LI‘nent. = .]‘, ?” l\,.: = '(] ~
] S 55 nt WOrK, 1€ said, 1n a
! l lliS ca )tﬂ]n bu., 111E€SS (1U

y tac i S Ut
> A3 S J ( vy new facrics. B
U"ll‘d(’(l lOnL “I ‘.\\:\11 l\a\e to t I
g ; - > B,

we'll get there in time, Clew. ,
i lace, :
5 ing the yuse in the pla
Selecting the best hot nlree
could judge by a hasty anc 1, P
ot f > stoo en
exterior from where he stood, D A
i f at the fr ntrance.
nounce himself at the front €

near as he
' DI- the
{0 an-

Tw b}' a

S e HTOoMpUly =
The door was opened f - prime

large, portly, grim-faced \T'm‘uati 1

of life, and at the same msf.‘%.!.‘

noisy laughter, from some 111:\u

rection, but evidently the mem:1 i

over some gamg, play, or Ul'rot.' ~ “ =

low and far away the sound! It seem

the howels of the earth! '
AL, good afternoon, I-H‘lt:\l'.'.’

hig ]uulilr‘al how and most 'l\‘b“'

LCh

to have found vou at last, .1‘ !

‘l' come from Dorus and Dollie
it was the firat time }'\(“1\1

fames to any one save Buftalo

(l;m\» earmie to hiz hearing,

for his last desperate play

The effect waa nstantaneous

—_—
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“Come in! come i, sir!”
a start and a flush,

Scarcely waiting to close the do
stepped into the hall, she added :

“They are well, I hope

“Oh, yes—as usual|”

“This way, please.”

She led the way into a ‘handsomely furnished room
—which was lighted only from an inner court, how-
ever—and motioned him to an casy chair, resuming

“You have a letter, I suppose ?"’

“Oh, yes,” replied Ben, in the Same -careless tone
as before, as he began feeling in his pockets. “I put
it away very carefully, as there is a nice present from
Dollie with it, but I'l] soon find it.”

“Are those your horses?” asked the woman. “And
is that man with them your friend ?”

“Rxaefly—~—c v
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cried the old woman, with

or after Ben had

“Then I'll send them around to the stable
your friend to come in,” she said.

She touched a bell as she spoke, and

, and ask

a door opened,
giving admittance to the horrible little dwarf Ben had

seen half an hour earlier, and who glared

at him now
like a tiger.

Leading the way through the hall‘to the door, which
she opened again, the woman beckoned to Clew, at
the same time giving her orders to the dwarf, and the
next instant Clew came into the house, while the dwarf
gathered the reins of the four horses into one hand
and started around the corner with them.
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postor.  Dollie and Dorus both regret exceedingly
that they have not yet been able to make any suitable
response to this epistle, but they desired me to say
that they will both be here without fail in the course
of the evening. Where can that lettér be ?”

“Oh, never mind it now, sir,” said the woman, with
a very gracious air, handing back the letter, upon
which she had bestowed a single glance of recognition,
“As you suggest, you must be all right, or my last
letter to my daughter would not be in your possession,
The one you seek may be in your saddle-bags.”

Ben struck an air of relief, looking as if the sug-
gestion were an inspiration,

“That’s it, sure enough!” he cried. “T’Il go and get
it
He made a move toward the door.
“Never mind it just now,” said the woman, a smile
intended to be pleasant appearing upon her counte-
nance for the first time since the arrival of her visitors,
“We’ll go to the stable together to fetch it later, Re-
maove your arms and your overcoats, gentlemen, and
“take possession here, making yourselves as comfortable
as possible. I'm about to have my afternoon tea served
here, and shall be glad if you will join me. Excuse
me just a moment while I give the necessary orders.”
She bowed herself out with ponderous grace, going
toward the rear of the dwelling. ' Then the daring in-
truders exchanged glances, Ben’s being one of triumph,
and Clew’s an inquiry.
= “All T know distinctly,” then said Ben, in answer
§ ‘
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“Of course you'll act, Clew, when I give you the
word,” pursued Ben, as they resumed their seats, “Our
situation is critical. There are Ravagers all around us,

male and female, particularly the latter, There-may
be a dozen of those guards, or keepers, It's likely,
however, that most of the men here aressuitable sub-
Jects for the retired list. The man I saw at one of
those other doors was a one-eyed cripple. That fiend-
ish little dwarf, too——"

A door opened softly, and the “fiendish little dwarf”
made his appearance. It was the door by which the
woman had retreated, and she followed the dwarf,
She still smiled, but in a rather feeble and fluttering

way, as if she had found cause for uneasiness in the
situation.

As to the dwarf, he had somewhat changed his ap-
pearance for the better since the arrival of the visitors,
putting on a wide-turned schoolboy-collar, with a huge
red, flaming neck-handkerchief,” and inserting in his
ears small circular rings, which had doubtless been the
property of some lady.

He had also tucked a revolver in his belt and buckled
on a saber nearly as long as himself.

But what a hideous little caricature of humanity he
was! Scarcely four feet in height, he looked still
shorter by reason of the unsightly hump on his back
and that shortening of the body which is inseparable
from that species of deformity, while his arms and legs,
lank, crooked, and ungainly, seemed to be out of all
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roportion to his body, as is the case with the limbs
gf ‘I')a"ious B Sglifzs'entrance of the couple and
i T'he wslnolrlsse?\r'zse\jith a smiling ease that \'exzsfew
e e attained under such c1rcumstanc’ = =
* o i . afternoon lunch, gentlemen,” sai
“Here comes my after R
n, holding the door open B
e ‘hich was borne by a couple © ‘
Sk who would have been called .pem?al
MeXiC'a“ Servamir “T have added a substantial dxs’lxl
s e Cl?suilder};tion of your l-ong ride, but wsur
% n'l C? dinner later. I serve it here 01} y’iSh
- a'( gtg(c))( instead of in the dining-r.oom, (zlxsr\\tz \\ta -
:;cg:ﬂq’uite'by ourselves,'of c40ur;z,h 1yn orde
R fspeali\lfg%d:: I\]\géle being uttered, thei
i esesfew v
Even]:\'zllc]lllle'ali[?ed the leaves of tl?e tgb]e and placec
i and they now retired in silence. 5
e C(?"YUS’I(i; inter-val the dwarf had taken' t‘;mté
Durmg tiln the room with a stalk.ing_, theatrl'c‘a : :bn];,
thr?e o to oive himself the dignity of his s thhe,
o tryn']gl ; :omptN to the side of the womanThis
e elé)or had closed upon the servants. :
mom'em t};ehi(s actions, and even like his accoukter;’nzﬁe(;
aCt" o a' rked impression on the visitors. H;: (:aster
mac;l ?nz(l)\l’];g in fact, as if he were at home, and 1
an ;
of his household. e
“The present moment, madam,] e
the visitors again inclined themse ves., Myhfriend .
for a brief mention as to who we are.
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Ben Clewson, and I
formally joined the brotherhood,
Way to do so, as I have been Paying attention to Dollie,
and have found favor in her sight,”
“One word, Mr. Letts,”
discordant voice.
SNEslSiE e

am Ben Letts, We have not yet

but we are in a fair

said the dwarf, in a harsh,
“You have been ip the cavalry?”

“You have been here be

fore?”
“In this beautiful ]

1amlet—yes,”

“You came here with Colonel Nayler, on one of his
scouts ?”

'

“Ah, you recognize me? Good! Yes, I was here,
Like Josh Reeder, Sam Gaddley, and so many of your
best friends, I've had my day the troopers,
but T hope that f all to my disadvan-
t enie

leﬂ()llg'
act will not be at

age in the new role I've undertak
He again inclined himself, a
unreservedly upon him.
“Certainly not,”
“Certainly not,”
tion for the better
picious outlines of |
cruit our friends,
seem a model of fr
ton was saying.”

nd the woman smiled

she said. ~

repeated the dw

arf, as a modifica-
became apparen

t in the grim, sus-
his hideous countenance. “We re-
of course, wherever we can. You
ankness, young man, as Mrs. Wrex-

“And that reminds me,”
flourish of her jeweled h
graceful. “T must tell, you
edgment of your politeness,
she inclined herself,

said the woman, with a
and that was meant to be
who we are, as an acknowl-

I am Mrs. Wrexton,” and,
“and this gentleman,” she indi-
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ted the dwarf by a second flourish, “1s Mr. V\/rex:
ca d :

ton, my husband.”

The dwarf acknowledge
and an inclination.

“And now to table,”
man in his own house, as
and arm toward the waiting repast.

d the introduction by a bow

he invited, with the air of a
s he waved an ungainly hand

CHAPTER XXVI.
CAUGHT IN THE ACT,.

In the meantime, events had been tending at Fort
Harris to grave complications.

The new day had proved to be a repetition of its
predecessor, but gradually grew to exhibit such an in-
crease of cloud, wind, and gloom, as to suggest that
nature was gathering her forces for some tremendous
struggle. L

Colonel Nayler returned in due course from his ex-
pedition to the Crater Camp, but reported that he had
seen nothing of Mrs. Goggin and the Ravagers, and
had been obliged to content himself with burning their
buildings and the firewood they had accumulated to
warm them.

Dutt Smiley and his three associates recovered in the
course of the morning from the effect of the drugged
whisky in which they had indulged at the house of
Ben Letts, but they remained under close guard in the
casemate to which-Colonel Nayler had consigned them.

It was wholly in vain that he consumed an hour in
plying them with threats and promises, with a view
to at last one confession, but they all defied him.

Buffalo Bill did not appear upon the scene again
until late in the afternoon, and then the colonel and
Mrs. Nayler were surprised to see him alone,




274 Caught in the Act.

“Ben has gone away,” he announced, in' answelj to
their eager questions. “In fact, he left this morning,
with a few words of explanation to the effect that he
couldn’t sleep, and might as well visit the charming
daughter of the wilderness of whom I was telling you,

|

colonel.” ]

“But when is he coming back, Mr. Cody? e

“ITe doesn’t undertake to say, colonel. Here is 111i
note, and all I can make out of it is what I've st.ated.

That, indeed, was all that could be made of it,

“But may henot get into some danger in that nelgh-
borhood ?” asked the colonel, as he handed back Ben’s
nOt‘?I.'Iarc ly, but I'm not without a fear that he'll strike
out for the Quadrangle. He’s capable of that or any
other rashness. How about Sheriff Watrous and his

risoner?”’
p”‘??l“he sheriff has not yet appeared,” replied Colonel
Nayler, “but he may be looked for at any moment, if
his plans have been carried out according to his inten-
tions. We've all had dinner, of course, but we've:
kept yours ready. Come to the dining-room.’

Buffalo Bill hesitated barely long enough for his
hesitation to be perceptible. 5

“T would wait for Ben, and even for Sheriff Wat-
rous, if there was any certainty as to the moment of
their coming,” he then said. ‘“‘As the case stands, I
may as well have my dinner, and have it out of the
way.” :

The colonel and Mrs. Nayler remained in the diming-
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room with him while he ate dinner, and even Zellie
came in two or three times, with fresh supplies of
warm food, exhibiting a keen desire to make the dis-
tinguished guest as comfortable as possible.

A visit to the secret tunnel under the guard-house
succeeded the dinner, and Buffalo Bill could not help
wondering that such a work could have been executed
without the knowledge of the colonel or any of his
officers.

“It shows how well the rascals are organized,” he
declared; after a discussion of the various facts in the
case, “and gives us a pretty strong hint to remain on
our guard or we may again be caught napping.”

Returning to the side veranda, the colonel and his
guest waited in vain for the arrival of Ben Letts and
the sheriff until night again made its appearance.

But there was nothing anxious in this waiting.

“Ben knows that everything is all right here,” said
the colonel, in response to an expression of solicitude
from Mrs. Nayler, “and it’s perfectly natural that he
should take a little time to cultivate the acquaintance
of the enchantress he seems to have encountered in' the
mountains,”

Buffalo Bill nodded and smiled his approval of this
opinion, with which he agreed cordially.

“But ‘what about those secret mines, colonel?”’ he
demanded. “Have you found them ?”

“Not the least trace of them, Mr. Cody, although
three or four of us have been giving constant attention
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to the matter since my.return from the C;fxter. Can
it be that Jack was mistaken on that head: )
“I don’t think so, colonel. They .prol‘)‘ab]y exist.
But they’ll hardly be fired,” \.Vlth a'smlle, solilo;]g as
we keep a few Ravagers in irons in the guard-house

and casemates.”’ ‘
“True, Mr. Cody, and the suggestion shall not be

forgotten,” said Colonel Nayler. “;\s' soon as SDo'rlus
is gone, I'll people that guard-house with Dutt n;l e);
and his party, while waiting to collect a new batch o
the:":llflnge're comes Watrous at last,” ll.e added, spring-
ing up briskly. “Let him have dmn.er ”promptlry,
Neerie, as he still has a long ride before him. :
Three men had indeed driven into the fort, with the
team of the sheriff, which had been there often enou.gh
to be recognized at a glance, one] of the horses being
host as strongly as a zebra.
malltl\c\gazlntl?e view of bthis team, rather th‘an .of the
three men, which had called to the colonel’s lips the
exclamation we have recorded, for the 11161} .\vere SO
muffled that very little of their faces was vx51b'1e.
The hat of the principal figure, like the ou'tlmes of
the figure itself, seemed to belong to th.e sheriff, but a
hat more or less, even in the feeble light shed upo‘n1
the scene, was not likely to be taken by Buffalo Bil
for the man himself. With a start, he looke.d closer.
“This is not the sheriff, colonel!” he \\'hlspere.(l. :
“No? It's certainly the sheriff’s team. That is his

spotted horse
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“See! They're beckoning! Let's go to them!”
They hastened to do so, Ere they could reach the
wagon, however, the driver had taken a half-turn,
thus bringing his face and that of his companions inte

the shadow and placing the vehicle in readiness for de-

parture,

“Here we are, colonel,” said the driver, in a low,
hoarse, but distinct tone, which was so nearly like the
sheriff’s that it would have passed for his with any
one who was not on the watch for a trick. “Bring
out your man. The more quiet you are about it the
better, so that the enemy’ll not detect what we are
doing.”

Buffalo Bill pinched the colonel’s arm, and both real-
ized the situation. These men were nof the sheriff and
his deputies, although they were in possession of the
sheriff’s team! They were Ravagers!

And the only conclusion to be naturally drawn from
these premises was that they were there to get Finkle-
stone into their hands and so compass his escape.

But where was the sheriff? The question was in-
stantly, strangely, and terribly answered!

Even as Buffalo Bill and Colonel Nayler asked them-
selves that question, three men came hurriedly into the
little gate at the entrance, rifle in ‘hand, and advanced
a few yards into a desirable position, taking the drop
on the three impostors in the sheriff’s wagon.

These newcomers were the real sheriff and his depu-
ties. They looked almost as disguised as their prede-
cessors, so thoroughly were they bandaged and bun-

-

e — ISR
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dled, as the heroes of a hard-fought battle, but they
less dangerous.
We::'t r;g;t t:fe them, Coblonel Nfl?'lel‘ could not 1"epr-elss
a loud exclamation of joy. The three men vxln LTe
wagon turned quickly, as was natural, to see what so
mo‘?’;iel;l:’l;your answer,”’ cried‘ the commandant ‘to tl}le
three frauds, with a wave of the }m‘nd fowmd tzle
sheriff. “And if you don’t find it sulh(fu:nt, h? ;dder:
with a gesture to his guest—“why, just 10071\ efrei

One look was enough! Colonel Nz}yler and Bu fa.o
Bill had them covered—the latter \'\'1th. a rgvolver in
each hand, as was his wont in certain s_rtuatlons. :

“That'll do, colonel,” cried the driver, throwing
down the reins. ~ “We've lost the game, and can only

93 t discretion!” : .
Sm‘f;‘r}lliirsiep down here, one at a time, beginning with
you!”

" The man proceeded to comply.

“Corporal of the guard!” cried the cplonel.

The call was answered in about six seconds by
Fourth Corporal Brottle, who had been drugge% dby
Mrs. Goggin. He had been promqted several glm e;
upon the recommend of Buffalo Bllll. who had heat
something to his credit on the occasion of the famous

i rater.
ndlgftz tf)l:dgrs were given, and the three impostors
were investigated and ironed. They turned out to be
Sam Gaddley, Hank Tilkins, and Dan ng»vood. See-
ing them being cared for, Watrous anchhns men slung

e
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their rifles on their
ward.

¥ )

arms and hastened to come for-

“How wélcome you are, sheriff,”
mandant, offering his hand to Watrous and nodding
to the two deputies, “it’s unnecessary to say. You've
been in a tight place?”

“Well, I should smile,” answered the sheriff ex-
citedly, taking the colonel by the arm and conducting
him beyond the hearing of any one else. “A dozen of
these chaps met us on the Parrott road, and took us
m after some severe popping and tussling,

cried the com-

as you can
see by the way we're battered. We were bound,

chained, ironed, and anchored, till we had no more
show for escape than a fly corked in a bottle!”

“Then how are you here?” ]

“We were set free by a Ravager who has turned
traitor— by Ted Grupple!” :

“Ah! I'd like to see him. He's one of the four who
carried off my wife. But why has he turned traitor?”

“In one word—jealousy! 1If a second is needed—
revenge! It seemsthe fellow went sweet on Mrs,
Goggin some time ago. Now, discovering that there’s
no chance for him, he has gone sour. It’s one of the
funniest situations you ever saw!  That woman has
engaged herself to no less than seven Ravagers, and
the victims have at length got together and compared
notes. Oh, such a buzzing! Seme of ’ent’ll be here
soon to unload what they know. Meantime, Ted
Grupple has been the first to act, or give a practical
turn to his wrath, and here we gre!” :
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“Bravo!” cried the colonel in delight. “It’s bad to
mix love and war, and I'm not sorty to seevlour. et;;(-:
mies reaping their natural 1.1a1'vest. : Buty\;\;’lo is
accepted man of the crowd, if _there is ‘an)\ I ik

“Qh, this chap here—Dan Ringwood! Mrs. Gogg

has agreed to marry him as soon as her brother is re-

leased, and the condition of h.is ac.cept‘aﬁlceu\\'as that
he should join Sam and Hank in this effort.
The colonel made a gesture to Bro'ty'tle. :
‘V‘Get these three into the \\fag011,. he ordered. 5
Brottle complied, with the aid ot th.e men hef 11121
called to his assistance, while the sheriff gave fuller

.

explanations. ar
“And now, Brottle,”’ resumed the colonel, “slip out
’

. e 1
and find Mr. Justice Finch and bring him to me. Te
him very important.
The corporal vanished.
i ce to Du-
“Your idea is, colonel, to send these three
rango for trial?” queried Watrous. : " :
“Txactly, for carrying off my wife. To tnb'”env.
txactly, ) Hes e
we shall need commitments, and Mr. chhT]\\‘l 3
: i repar s wi
quire some few minutes to prepare them. 11
afford you a chance to have dinner. : g
“Good!” cried Watrous, “we haven't had a mo
since we left here this morning. -
siz . 1
Leaving the wagon under guard, the colone e(.1 o
= g 550 :
way into the house, and scarcely spoke again urlm
’ i i 1em a
had examined the wounds of his guests, given t1 2
chance to wash and renovate their toilets, and ¢

ducted them to the table.
-

=N

e
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The next event was the arrival of Mr. Finch, who
was pleasantly excited with the facts Brottle had given
him.

“Our ball is rolling on, it seems, colonel,” he cried.

“The more you give me of this sort of work the better.,
Go on with your dinner,

sheriff. T’ll be ready as soon
as you are.”

He proceeded to the commandant’s desk, and com-
menced operations.

“Shall you want an escort, sheriff?” asked the col-
onel.

“What! with three of us to guard them!” exclaimed
Watrous. “We’'d be ashamed.”

His deputies approved of this answer.

“But Finklestone is such a dangerous customer,”
insisted the colonel. “Then, too, the roads are full of
Ravagers, as you have seen for yourself. Mr. Cody
was waylaid by a dozen of them at the forks on his
way here.”

“Oh, well,” said the sheriff, “I'm ready for a com-
promise. You may provide a stout chain and padlock
for each prisoner, in addition to his irons and hand-
cuffs, and chain him to the wagon.”

“It shall be done, sir,” returned the commandant,
motioning Dimmick, to accompany him and moving
toward the door. “But I must also insist on an escort,
You must take at least the four men who are now
guarding the prisoners in the guard-house. We can’t
be too sure of getting these men to Durango.”




CHAPTER XXVIL

ANOTHER TRAITOROUS GUARD.

iz e &
With what emotions the four prisoners in tbe Eu;as
house—Budd Hillyer, Stubby Jobson, and Dic ;
e ’ J i L i -
= aken such note of the preceding events an

cer—had t ! : =
. as their situation permitted, can be briefly

proceedings
Stutc'd- her sheri
e r:,ai]\'yheorte]edeserti()11s had blecomc SO 'fre(ll{engrzi
l especial consideration in the current ;egrmt
of the Secretary of War, Watrous had Cap]mt?(n: O;e
numbers of these fugiti\'els. and htcnci\l:iztlltll \ij;i)tl gt
ft “hated men in the county. g
'(t)}iethth]\):SIt)rlisoners had glal'.e(? at him, th}erefo)rreé njlssél;e
came into the fort, will be (11\'1115(1 from t 165?‘%6 e
“ ook at him, boys!” cried Finklestone. ; .
our proposed rescue 1 the hea ';
He's as hard on us as he was on poor' ja;kd%jj;il.'
Yes—see! Sam and the rest surrender! IJ'Z - t(;
Oh. that cursed sheriff! There’'s a man iz
cha‘w and spit out! I hate him even wo:;.e, 1 Bstlﬁalo
thing is possible, than I hate that meddling |
s |
Bd'l‘}‘\nd who don’t?” queried Stub.by ]obs?n, ;:fllrtnh
savage malignancy. “But we look like cha\;\?lyr’lg
don’t we, with those three now added to us:

ffs in the vicinity of our West-

ern fort
to receive

just in time to knock

——
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He waved his hand in awful and despairing bitter-
ness, his chains rattling.

“True, Stubby, things are in a bad state,” admitted
Budd, as he glanced at the wild eyes and desperate
faces of his fellow prisoners, “but th might be worse!
Just think of it! Our guards are our own, mind,
again, despite all the old man’s care to the gontrary !

It was true! Another group of traitorous guards
had been placed over the prisoners,

They were tall, stalwart men, four in number. They
had never figured as Ravagers, but two of them had y
been endeavoring to woo Mrs. Goggin, and the brother
and siste® had not experienced much difficulty in win-
ning them over to their cause, in this dark and des-
perate hour.

An offer of five hundred dollars to each man, half-
cash, and the balance in the morning, had removed
any scruples they may have had, and had made them
anxious for the completion of the business.

“Then, too,” resumed Budd, after a jubilant glance
at his guards, all of whom had been posted just with-
out the entrance of the guard-house, so that the col-
onel gould see them at any moment from his ‘back
window, “it’s no small point in our favor that my

sister has been able to smuggle herself into the fort
unseen, bringing me a full report of the situation of
affairs outside.”

Mrs. Goggin was indeed present, seated near her
brother, with a face which had its shadows, but which
was none the less a2 mirror of energy and hope. She
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ui f a soldier had been
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the trio. “But I'd like to know what they're saying
and doing.”

“I can creep into the shado
watch, and listen,’

“Then go.”

w of the house, and
" offered Mrs. Goggin.

After the withdrawal of Mrs. Gogg
continued to observe the scene befo
creasing interest
an occasion

in the watchers

re them with in-

, although unable to catch more than

al word of the conversation.

Little more was said, however, until Brottle had

escorted the justice into the house.
“Do you comprehend what th

at means?” then asked
Finklestone, with iner

eased excitement,
“What does it mean ?” demanded R

“It can only mean th
us to Durango !

“But why ?” asked Jobson.
“Possibly because of something Bossy has said, hut
more likely because the sheriff happens to be here.”

“Will Dutt and his crowd go, too?”
“That remains to he seen.”

asker.
at the colonel intends to send

“Hillyer groaned dismally.

“This is worse than death,” he muttered.

“Once in
Durango we cannot escape!” ;

“We're not there yet,” said Finklestone, with a
strange smile, “and probably never shall be!”
“What! you don’t scare, cap'n?”

“Not a bit!”

All continued to watch and listen. At the end of
2 few minutes the colonel

and Dimmick were seen to
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emerge from the house, joining Buffalo Bill, who had
remained on the veranda, partly te watch for Ben
Letts and partly to keep an eye on Gaddley and his
fellow prisoners.

At this moment Mrs. Goggin stole back to the
guard-house, favored by the fact that the fire in front
of it was burnming low. She took the risk of being
seen, of course, as she couldn’t do otherwise, but cir-
cumstances favored her, the eyes of all present being
so busy elsewhere, and she passed unnoticed.

“This is horrible, Dorus!” she reported, with a voice
and mien of genuine terror. “Sam and the rest are
to be sent to Durango on the double charge of abdne-
ting Mrs. Nayler and assaulting the sheriff, and you
are to go with them!”

All eyes turned upon Budd, to see how he would
take this announcement. His face glowed like fire.
An awful delight seemed to surge into his breast. A
chuckle worthy of a demon escaped him.

“Ha! ha!” he laughed. “What a nice way out
of this box! So much for the mountain in labor! It
has indeed brought forth a mouse!”

It was easy for the Ravagers to realize from the
scornful merriment of their leader that he saw a pros-
pect of escape, but they wanted further information.

“Well, cap'n?’ queried Hillyer, giving expression to
the general anxiety. g

“We shall beat them at their own game,” he replied,
becoming sericus. “Not only is Tooker and his crowd
mear at hand, but so also is Josh Reeder, with Ted

klestone, since
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CHAPTER XXVIII.

A STARTLING I"ERFORI\IANCE.

olonel Nayler,

“Give us something newer,’
“He says you-are

to destroy the fort

dant, ¢

At the words of C the prisoner
Sneered audibly,

" he muttered.
Plotting with Little Elk and others
and village,” pursued the comman-
‘and the statement is confirme by the fact that
at Cinder Butte, h

Little Elk is reported to he
left his reservation.’”’

A swift,
face,

aving
guilty flush appeared on the prisoner’s
“He also says that you h
the colonel, v

ave mined thig fort,”
a mouse,

atching the prisoner
The statement was like
ger. With all his hardihood,
avoid looking as if he h

“Are you willing' to tell me who you really
resumed the colonel,

added
as a cat watches
a thrust from a dag-

the prisoner could not
ad touched a live coal.

are P”
“I can add nothing to what I've already told you,
colonel,” answered the prisoner, with a scornful, cyni-
cal sneer,

recovering his equanimity.

“Then nothing more need he said,” decided the com-
mandant. “Assist him, two of you,” he added, ad-
dressing thé nearest gu

ards, “and place him on the
front seat of that wagon!”
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e’ said, “it was not my in-
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“There! they're 1'@533’," at length exclaimed the
colone], ordering Dimmick by a gesture to drive to
the rear door. “Quick, Bardwell » he added. “Yoqu
are now a corporal in the place of Dimmick, Take

these three men and get your horses, and fall in as
an escort for the sheriff, returning in due course from
Durango.” '
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i Ry,




A Startling Performance.
292

h'l] nge l 5 over ( )E (:OHISE, I (101] t
an 1 m .
o

; en
o aring at present, Or €ve

-asc he

need to give the rascals a
take a look at them. =
“Good,” commented Sh
l commitments.

eriff Watrous, arismng and
= v
: Ty ny-
“T'm sorry to tear my
pocketing t'hc .
self away immedi !
1g the long 1iC e
3 o i L G -
sher returned . -
- adlocks,” offering them,
the chains at your con-=

o’ XCcuse
ately, but I'm sure you 1l all e

»
le we have before us.

o e commandant.

“Certainly,
/S = D
«Here are the keys of the |

-eturn them with
“and you can return th

s 3
v aLd (0] 1 asons fOI' Se -
].le a 1(1( 1 bl 1 staten €1 11
C aa lLf t t 1 1 t S 1reaso 1 (]

Y - Le s a 1d
ng 11 n €r \n(l ti T away W th 1
1 s 1 c 1€ CS[ 1V 1 l ll(l( eader

11 1 oe ction 11 \\1111 116( l} (pp
1 8 61014 fic a let 11 1 OAY o

' ..ﬁ‘ . .
3111 and the sher1 e
Bugall'o 3 ere then nttered, and the sher
Adieus w

aiwdes v € ]t ou I []IS ] ' 1S 1S 1rdwe ]d
e B d 11 ar

] N EL 1tt(,)t](, D oners, L t ((

hlb COllllcldeS came UD alll 11 all()ihel

as an escort, ! o
ranishe itside ©
inute the little party had vanished ot
minute 5
great gate, the colonel ai

1d Mrs. Nayler, with Buffa'lto

ing C lawn to wit-
Bill and the justice, stepping out on the
5111 an S

rture.
ness the depar :
“And is this-all you want O

asked Justice Finch. =
« A4} sir, thank you. ot
«Then T'll hurry back to Mrs. 1JE 7
uite a flutter in consequence O 3

?)’
f me to-night, colonel:

nch, as I left her in

’
our young mans
q . . '3

i munication. : : S
B Dimmick escorting him
He then took leave,

entrance, as usual.

— -

fort being mined! Tt’s enough to driv

A Startling Performance. 293

ejaculated the
to the parlor. “I ought to

“Such an infernal state of things!”
colonel, leading the way
80 and hang myself!”

“Why, John!”
air.

“Tt's true, Neerie,’

cried Mrs. Nayler, with a shocked

* he growled, motioning Buffalo
Bill to a chair and beginning to walk agitatedly to and
fro. “Think of my being taken in to such an extent
by that infamous impostor !”’

“I see nothing strange about that, John,” assured
the wife soothingly. “Nothing is more common, in
this democratic age, than for the scions of aristocratic
and noble houses in Europe to come over here and go
into business, get stranded, or be compelled to earn
their living by manual labor. T can tell you of half
a dozen cases which have come under my notice.”

She hastened to do so.

“And even if such were not the r

she resumed, “you are in no wise to blame for being
deceived by that man, my dear husband. He’s decep-
tion itself—hypocrisy incarnate! And then you must
remember, he had real papers and documents to lend
color and support to all he said 2

“Which he stole from the real Budd Finklestone, it
now appears,”’ interrupted the commandant.” “The fact
is made clear by Jack Bossy’s revelations. Jack even
asserted that the real Budd Finklestone is a prisoner
at the headquarters of the Ravagers. But think of
the pits that fraud has dug for me! Think of this

eal state of affairs,”

e me mad!"
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moment, I'll confine my measures to a quiet and secret
stroll through the fort.”

“At this hour, John?’ asked Mrs. Nayler, in a flut-
ter. “Is it necessary ?”

“Absolutely, Neerie. I wish to transfer Dutt Smiley
and his friends to the guard-house, and visit the w
line of sentries.”

“Then I must beg of you to take Dimmick or Mr.
Cody with you,” pleaded Mrs. Nayler. “If you go
alone, how easy for some one who has been under ar-
rest, or has otherwise got soured, to give you a fatal
shot or stab. Some sentry might shoot you, and then
claim that he mistook you for a Ravager.”

“Well, well, T'll take Dimmick to satisfy you,” said
the colonel, getting ready to go out. “I can't very well
take Mr. Cody, as I don’t wish to make him too well
known to the men, to say nothing of exposing him to
some ‘shot or stab.’ ”

“Besides,” said Buffalo Bill, arising, with a smile,
“I would like to take a turn outside, and go as far as
Ben’s house. In fact, I'm uneasy about Ben’s non-
return, and have had such a good sleep during the day
that it would not be of the least use for me to go to
bed at present.”

The colonel reflected a moment, and then produced
the key of the side door.

“Here, take this,” he said, “and come in when you
like. You know where your room is. If you should

hole

_ have anything to say to me, you know where I sleep, -

& comprehend your mood perfectly. You wish to

S
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prowl around a little on your owi account, and come
into the house when you get ready, or when Ben re-
turns. D'l give you the countersign for the night,
and you'll be master of the situation.”

He went as far as the entrance with the scout, ex-
changing a few further remarks with him, and then
bade him good night and returned to Mrs. Nayler.

“Don't forget to take Dimmick,” she reminded him.

“All right, Neerie. But what if he should be an-
other Finklestone?”

“Oh, he isn’t!”

“That’s my view, too, and that's why I've promoted
him to Finklestone's place,” said the commandant.
«But I'll watch men and things hereafter, you may
be certain.”

“Me, too?” queried Mrs. Nayler playfully, putting
up her lips to be kissed. ‘

“Perhaps so,” returned the colonel, smiling in spite
of himself. “In any case, the next ‘haronet’s son” who
turns up here in distress will be received in such style
as to make him wish he'd fallen into the hands of the
redskins instead. Meanwhile, you needn't sit up for
me, Neerie

«1'd sooner do so, John. It's not late, and I'm not
at all sleepy.”

“Well, have your own way. 1 won't be gone long.”

He consumed about an hour in a survey of the fort
and its occupants, taking a walk through the soldiers’
barracks, accompanied by Captain Greyson and First
Sergeant Dimmick, and then gave his final instructions

S
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CHAPTER XXIX.
EVENTS AT THE QUADRANGLE.

Where was Ben Letts, and what had he and Ben

Clewson been doing?

A few words will show. They had bowed their ac-
of the little dwarf’s invitation, which had
le from his ponderous wife,

about to take their places

at table with the ill-assorted couple, when five men

burst into the parlor from the hall and an inner stair-
the drop on them with re-

Jited attentions

ceptance
been garnished with a smi
Mrs. Wrexton, and were

case leading to it, and took
volvers, two of them giving their
to the dwarf.

“Not the least word or movement or you die!” cried
the leader of the newcomers.

“Sir Hornby Finklestone!” exclaimed Ben, in joyful
amazement, recognizing the man whose weapon cov-
ered him. ;

The baronet stared at him as if spellbound.

“Sure enough!” added Ben.

Whipping some stout cords out of his pocket, and
paying no further heed to Sir Hornby's leveled weap-
on, he made a gesture to Clew, and the two hurled
themselves at the dwarf, silencing his attempts to call
for assistance, and gagging him and binding him hand

and foot.
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“Nonsense,” interrupted Ben laughingly. “Colone}
Nayler took charge of them to save them for you,

You were not in any danger at the fort, but in the
hands of the very best of friends.”

“Really ?” cried the baronet.

“I pledge you my word of honor.” -

“Then I have indeed been 3 fool,” regretted Sir
Hornby. “But there are several things
excuse and explain my conduct,
son had written me to bew

to be said to
To begin with, my
are of the Ravagers, and
especially of their chief. Are you aware how they
chased me to the fort, trying to capture me?”

Ben assented.

“Well, all these things made me nervous,” pursued
the baronet. “Permit me to add, in further explana-
tion of my flight, that T was laboring under a preoccu-
pation far greater than could have been caused me by
the loss of money, however large the amount, In a
word, I desired to fly to the rescue of my son, who
has so long been shut up in this accursed Quadrangle,
and who would have died here if it hadn’t been for
the devotion of this charming young lady, also a pris-
oner- ¥

“He means me, Mr. Letts,” said Alice King, taking
the arm of a splendid young fellow near her who had
been following the developments of the scene with an
all-absorbing if puzzled interest, “but between him and

his son I'm getting far more praise than I deserve, I
assure you!”

“Not a bit, Alice,” assured the young gentleman,
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Budd. “I wag released this sjde of the forks by
Tooker, with the aid of Bardwel]l &

“What! are all the boys free again? Gaddley and
the rest ?”

“Every man of them,” replied Budd. “Tooker had
an anvil and hammer ready for our irons, with cold
chisels and everything necessary, to say nothing of
keys. Watrous and his deputies are now in our hands
—there! not a hundred rods away—bound and gagged
and chained to the wagon !”’

“Good!” commented the sentry. “You'lj take him
to the Quadrangle, T hope, and diet him on bread and
water ?”’

“Or chain him to Some tree and let the wolves inter-
view him,” suggested Budd, with terrible malignancy.
“I have not yet decided. I'm here now to get the
colonel and the colonel’s wife, Also those infernal
scouts. I'm going to make 2 clean sweep!”

“And then the old fort goes kiting ?”

“Exactly But, of course, all the boys are to be
out of it first, including Dutt Smiley.”

As he finished speaking, he leaned over the edge of
the wall, and called softly :

“You can come up, boys!”

A slight noise Succeeded, as of some one ascending
in contact with the wall, and the next instant a man
appeared at the top of the wall beside the captain. He
was followed by others in rapid succession, until a
dozen men had joined Budd and stood awaiting his
orders, They were all so hidden by the darkness of
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that wild, blustering n no one could have
seen them at a distance

«You are disguised,

“Yes—as a captain.”

«And you men have knapsacks ¥’

“Just as you ordered, cap'n.”

“Then go to the guard-house and fetch Dutt Smiley
and the rest here. Cook and Brower are in charge of
them, and will give you every assistance possible. You
needn’t take any pains to avoid being seen. Proceed
boldly. It will be supposed that you are acting by
the colonel’s orders and that the prisoners are being

moved again. They know we're coming for them.
There's nothing to explain. Pick them up and van-

ish!”
«But what if they should be ¢

ight that

of six yards.
Josh?” queried Budd.

hained to the wall

or floor?”
“They're not!”
«But 1 thought they were in a casemate?”
«“No, They've been moved since the sheriff and 1

started on our little ride.”

Josh and his men vanished.
e back again, bringing

In three minutes he and
théy wer four manacled figures.

“Pye got ‘em,” he reported.
il and knock off their

“Then take them tO that an
Cook and Brower are

irons, reporting to Tooker.

with you?”
“Yes, capn.”

“That relieves old Nayler of any further ¢

are of
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going to-use strategy. That's why I take only you

with me.”

“But what sort of strategy ?”

“7]] soon tell you.”

Nothing more was said until the cou
the side door of the colonel’s house.

«“We have, of course, reached here unseem, Ted,”
whispered Finklestone. “go much for being familiar
with every foot of the place.”

“Exactly.”

ple had reached

“And now to understand what we are about, Ted,”
in a gunarded tone. “During the

resumed Finklestone,
last few days, comprehending that my stay here would

soon be ended, 1 have made all necessary arrangements
for just such a job as I now propose to execute.”

“Just how, Budd?”

“Why, I've loosened the rods in the cellar window,
so that I can readily enter from that point,” explained
Finklestone. “T've tampered with the fastenings of
two of the windows on the first floor, and loosened &
board under the sofa in the colonel’s reception-room,
thus making a second route possible. T have procured
keys to all the doors, and unscrewed the hinges of at

Jeast two of them, leaving them in such’shape that a
single wrench will give me admittance. In a word, the
house is as open as a sieve 1o me.”

“I{ow nice !”” breathed his companion.

“And that isn’t all,” continued Finklestone. “T have

a certain bottle and sponge with me, and am going to
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Two doors opened, allowing sev'eral hghtslto Tt:ilz;sslt
upon the scene, and Budd found himself in te :.ee c; e
of twenty armed men, several of \\v1‘1011‘1 co'\
with their revolvers! He had met his 1at?.1 P

The prisoner stood as if pa.ralyze(l, 1'ma) QTEE n;an
or speak. His eyes stared without seen?.g.v1 bk
he had supposed to be Te(i1 Grupp(lle O\:?bmt 1}; ;;Llffalo
i 1S ognition, and turne
giCl;OfI\T}:;tr;z Orecognizcd Colox.lel Nayler,‘ ‘wﬁo \:iz
seated immediately in front of him. By this time

ant spoke.
cor‘r‘lll\?g:fhe 16211)St move, Budd,” he ox:dered.
“Of course not,” responded the prisoner. 2ol
Two men advanced and bound hls.hands hehi ‘
i i im i hair. Then his ankles were
him, seating him 1mn a ¢ g i o
ironed, so that he could not have walked a step,

if supported by_ each arm.‘ ke

“Who has given me away, colonelt H b
as white as a sheet, and with a voice of indesc

consternation.
“Me,” answered a voice.
Budd looked at the speaker.
“Ted?” he gasped.
d? . / =
7 aitor, with angry scot
“Yes, Ted,” avowed the traitor,

and bitterness.
“And why?” \
: i ¥ fo
“Because of that sister. = She has engaged her se‘l‘f 5
and he waved his hand around, “an

{ 3
seven of us, ' :
dupes, since she has promised

we've tired of being her

! b3
herself to Ringwood. si8
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Budd stared at the env
in silence, then a stir in t
“She’s better now,”
nized as Mrs. Nayler’s

“Yes, she’s recovering.”

enomed speaker a long time
he parlor fixed his attention,
said a voice, which he recog-

This last speaker was
Zellie. Then came a groan,

“Who's there?” asked Budd, with a horrible suspi-
cion revealing itself on his face.

“Your sister,” answered the colonel, “Ted thought
the least he could do to get square with her was to
give her into my hands!”

“The villain! Dollie has had nothing whatever to
do with my affairs

The commandant interrupted him with an impatient
gesture, '

“You needn’t say a word on that head, Budd,” he
said. “We know enough about her to make her finish
her days within four walls. As to you But I
need not speak of your future! Your own conscience
will tell you what you have to expect!”

“Are you there, Dorus?” called his sister.

“Naturally—after the way in which we have man-
aged our affairs,” answered Budd ungraciously. “Your
seven promised husbands are here, too.”

Another groan came from the parleor.
“You needn’t speak to me in that way, Dorus,” then
said Mrs. Goggin. “You told me to wheedle as many

of them as I could, and all of them as much as T could.
T've only obeyed your orders!”’
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The colonel interfered.

“There's no need of these mutual recriminations,
Budd,” he said. Let’s get down to a few hard facts,
and then you'll go to the guard-house, preparatory to
taking a new start for Durango in the morning. To
begin with, T have captur ed all the Ravagers who have
been associated with you since you came here as an

enlisted man!”
“Well, some of them are free again—Dutt Smiley,

for instance.”

“Not much,” returned the colonel.

“Didn’t I just send him out of the fort in the hands
of Josh Reeder?”

“Not at all. Josh himself is a prisoner. The
men you took to be Josh and his aides .were a dozen
of my most trusted men un(lel Captain Greyson.’

“Byut Sam and Hank

“Are both in my hands!”

“And Tooker

“Ie is now in a casemate, with all his tribe!

“Then the sheriff

“Oh, yes! Watrous and his deputies are safe. Look
behind !

Budd obeyed, and shuddered with horror as he found
the sheriff and his deputies among his captors.

“Oh. that T could again have those mines at my dis-
posal!” he groaned. “T'd soon fix you!”

«“\Well. that can never be,” proclaimed the comman=
dant sternly. “Ted has told us where those mincs are
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located, and they have received due attention. All

trace of them has been removed, and all da f

that source is averted.” S
“It cannot be! So soon?’

“Yes, it can, and I'll show you how,” replied the
colonel. “Buffalo Bill went out of the fort just aft
you left with the sheriff, and was met by’ Ted wlfr
opened the sluiceways of his confessions. W'ithi’n ﬁ\'z
minutes thereafter I was duly enli&ﬁened and m
orders had been issued to all my officers and men, a1>-’-
most three hundred in number, and we all hastened
to do our duty. Need I say more? You've l’eaclléd
the end of your game!”

At this moment a strange Tra-li-lee-too rang out
sonorously from just outside of the great gate, and
Buffalo Bill sprang to his feet with a flush of e;:cite-
ment.

"‘There's Ben!” he cried, “Ben in all his glory and
triumph! that be one of the old signals of :s lendid
victory !” g

’

: “Indeed!” returned the colonel, gaining his feet.
Then let us throw a little light on the subject.”

He ran to the door and touched the gong suspended
there, when a grand illumination appeared on the top
o_f an adjacent bastion, precisely as on previous occa-
sions. And what a scene did it reveal as the great
gate opened!

“The baronet!” cried Cody.

“Alice King and Sarah Gannett!” exclaimed an-
other.
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“Oh, horror!’ came from a window Zellie had
raised. “Look, Dorus! They have captured Wrexton
and mother!”

# * % * * " *

There is no need to linger upon what happened, fur-
ther.

The reception of Ben Letts was an ovation of fort
and village, and he only wished that Ben Clewson
had come with him to have his share of it, and that
Esther could have been there to rejoice with him.

Dorus and Dollie were soon confronted with their
mother and the dwarf, and out of that confronting
came accusations and admissions that would have al-
most sufficed to send them all to the gallows. They
were all landed in prison in due course—the false Fin-
klestone going for life on several charges, one of which
was highway robbery, and covered the crime he had
committed against young Finklestone, in robbing him,
and thus securing a foundation for the career he had
run in his name.

An expedition was made to the Quadrangle, result-
ing in the discovery of a cave under the Wrexton
house, and also in the recovery of many loads of val-
nables, after which the whole hamlet was given over
to destruction, it being devastated with fire and gun-
powder until the very configuration of the soil could
be no longer recognized.

Buffalo Bill remained the guest of Colonel Nayler

and his wife for a few days, or long enough to attend
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the wedding of Ben Letts and Esther Clewson; then
he ro_de away as quietly as he had come, giving his
attention to new spheres of action and the new -duties
that it was destined he should assume.

As to the considerable body of Ravagers who had
fallen into Nayler’s hands, some of them, like Ted
Grupple, were treated with due censideration, but the
most of them received such severe punishment as te
hreak up and disperse all whe had ever had anything te
do with them, so that withim a few months their ex-
ploits had almost passed out of notice.

THE END.

No. 59 of TrE Burraro BiLL BorpEr STORIES, entitled
“Buffalo Bill's Beautiful Foe,” is a story in which the
great scout passes through some of the most wonderful
adventures, and performs marvelous deeds of valor,
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