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

“There is no more brilliant page in American history than the
winning of the West. Never did pioneers live more thrilling
lives, so rife with adventure and brave deeds as the old scouts
and plainsmen. Foremost among these stands the imposing
figure of Buffalo Bill. : 2

All of the books in this list are intensely interesting. They
were written by the close friend and companion of Buffalo Bill

~Colonel Prentiss Ingraham. They depict agtual adventures
which this pair of hard-hitting comrades experienced, while thé
ftory of these adventures is interwoven with fiction; historically,
fhe Books are correct,
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Buffalo Bill and the Red Hand

OR,

The Mystery of Spook Cafion

iy

Colonel Prentiss Ingraham

Author of the celebrated ‘‘ Buffalo Bill”’ stories published in the
BORDER STORIES. For other titles see catalogue,
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"IN APPREGIATION OF WILLIAM F. CODY

(BUFFALO BILL).

f It is now some generations since Josh Billings, Ned
Buntline, and Colonel Prentiss Ingraham, intimate £riends
of Colonel William F. Cody, used to forgather in the
office of Francis .S. Smith, then proprietor of the New
York Weekly. 1t wasa dingy little office on Rose Street,
[ INew 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 wreached his teens, his
. father, Isaac Cody, with his mother and two sisters,

migrated to Kansas, which at that time was little more

than a wilderness.

When the elder Cody was killed shortly afterward in
the Kansas “Border War,” young Bill assumed the diffi-
cult role of family breadwinner. During 1860, and until
the outbreak of the Civil War, Cody lived the arduous®
life of a pony-express rider. Cody volunteered his serv-
fices @s government scout and guide and served through-

" out the Civil War with Generals McNeil and A. J.
. Smith. He was a distinguished member of the Seventh
' Kansas Cavalry.

During the Civil War, while riding through the streets
of St. Louis, Cody rescued a frightened schoolgirl from
2 band of annoyers. In true Tomantic style, Cody .and
Louisa Federci, the girl, were married March 6, 1866.

In 1867 Cody was -employed to furnish a specified
amount of buffalo.meat to the construction men at work
~ on the Kansas Pacific Railroad. Tt was in this period
that he veceived the sobriquet “Buffalo Bill.”

In 1868 and for four years thereafter Colonel Cody
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served as seouf and guide in campaigns against the Sioux
and Cheyenne Indians. It was General Sheridan who
conferred on Cody the honor of chief of scouts of the
command.

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

Colonel Cody’s fame had reached the East long be-
fore, and a great many New Yorkers went out to see
him and join in his buffalo hunts, including such men
as August 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” show, 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 farpous 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. 2

At the outbreak of the Sioux, in 18g0 and 1891,
Colonel Cody served at the head of the Nebraska.Na=
ttl;mal Guard, In 1895 Cody took up the development
gitzyv}égfgnﬁevgﬂey by 1_ntéoducing irrigation. Not k::tl}xg

2 ecame judge
‘W%orlmngl (lslagional Gu ird.g advocate general of the
_ Lolonel Cody (Buffalo Bill) died in Denver, Colorado, |
gnlgigga:gaig’ iIngIt{{ ?is legacy to a grateful world was
imiltiude. of sehievements B Loser i e i

1 evements in horsemanshi ans
ship, and endurance that will 1 T

- wi : ve fo . His life

: m&r;ontmu(el to be a leading example rofa%e]z mi’ﬁmsg,
Fites ool =3 devotion to duty that belonged to a pic-

. batﬁgt & I;‘ ase of American life now passed, like the great
& ‘ a whose career it typlf’ied, into the Great Beyond.
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BUFFALO BILL AND THE RED HAND.

CHAPTER L
COOGAN, OF THE SECRET SERVICE.

The shot came with startling suddenness. Buffalo
Bill and Wild Bill Hickok were rolling a game of bil-
liards in the “Lucky Pocket” resort, Pagosa Springs,
Colorado. The front door of the place was open, a screen
standing before it as a shield for the bar. The bullet
cut a hole in the screen, flicked past the ear of Wild Bill,
who was bending over the billiard-table, cue in his fin-
gers, hit a rack of pool-balls, and then glanced upward
and backward, smashing a lamp on the side wall and
burying itself in the ceiling.

The king of scouts was leaning on his cue, his eyes
on the table. The eyes of both the scout and the Laramie
man shifted to follow the course.of the intruding bullet.

“By gorry!” laughed Wild Bill, dropping the butt of
his cue on the floor. “If that piece of lead had stopped at
the bar, asked for a drink, and then gone out again, it
would have made the circuit of the room.”

“Did you hear it, Hickok?” inquired the scout grimly.

“Hear it? Why, it came so close it whispered to me:
‘Lucky for you, Hickok, you're an inch to the right'—

" ghat’s what it said. Whoosh! Tried to get in the rack

with the pool-balls, changed its mind, knocked the lamp
ko smithereens, and then went out through the roef,
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6 Coogan, of the Secret Service.

That’s the first live noise I've heard to-day.
Springs seems to be waking up.”

Tt was about 11 o'dlock in the foremoon, and Baffalo
Bill and Wild Bill were the only patrons in the Lucky
Pocket. The barkeeper had been dozing in a chair tilted
against the wall, but the crash of the bullet and the
clatter of glass as the lamp went to pieces, awoke him
suddenly. He gave a jump that brought the legs of the
chair forward to the floor-and threw him sprawling oft
his hands and knees, several feet away. Still on all fours,

he looked up at the Scout and the Laramie man in ludi-
crous bewilderment.

“Who shot me?” he yelled.

“Why, neighbor,” langhed Wild Bill, “the bullet didn't
travel within a dozen feet of you. The Lucky Pocket is
out one kerosene-lamp, and that's the sum total of the
damages. 1f this thing happens very often you ought 10
have a bullet-proof screen there at the front door. Which

was the target, Pard Cody?” he added, turning to the
scout; “you or me?”

Pagosa

26
4 Before the. scout could answer, and while the bar-
eeper was picking himself up, a man stepped around the
sereen.

; Neither, gentlemen,” said he. “Yours truly was the
arget, hut the lead went 2 little wild.”

T
de was a well set up figure of a man—not Westers,

exactly
o t(j, but, as the scout ook his sizing, Eastern with
PSl fi;;lble Western experience
ossibly he was thi :
he -worleli 51;;“‘;5 111‘“ ty-five. His face was smooth and
A " 0 \.
at his g, Cheap store clothes. There was a bulge

For the n:;gte I.O?J'?t’c;;}t: 1W11ich suggested hardware.
s 1y his light-hearte < g
ng the fact that he had -t hearled manner, (CHS

the king of scout Just been shot at, impressed both
: scouts and the Laramie man most favorablya
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Coogan, of the Secret Service. 7

“Sorry you were disturbed,” went on the stranger,
conung forward. “These little things are liable to Trap-
pen, though, with me. Avrchibald Coogan is what 'm
called, and yow're Buffalo Bill, and t'otlrer gentleman
is Wild Bill. A hand around, if you please.”

The scout tock the offered hand quietly, surveying
Coogan with a speculative and not unfriendly eye.

“Glad as blazes, Coogan,” said Wild Bill. “Tf I'm
any judge, your pulse didn’t skip a beat. Who shot at
you

“That’s more than I know. My ememies are mamy:
and lurk m the dark. Bullets have a habit of jumping
at me at the most inopportune times. I'mr getting used
ta it. A fortune-teller told me ence that when I cashed
in it would be by the water-route—so I don’t worry
much. about bullets.”

“Where did the shot came from?” queried the scott.

“That’s another conundrum. 1 tried to figure that out
before T walked around the screen, but it was toa much
for me. There’s more or less danger to you gentlemen
while we stand here talking. If you object to it, I'll meet
you later in some place that’s less public and more se-
cure. But I'm in Pagosa to talk with Buffalo Bill.”

“Then go ahead with your palaver, Coogan,” returned
the scout. “I reckon we can stand it.”

“The idea of danger,” grinned Wild Bill, “fs very
fascinating' to me:. If it's really dangerous to be with
you, Coogan, I think Il get a pair of handeuffs and
attach: you to my person. You're am island of excite-
ment iw amr ocean of monotony, and life once more looks
pleasing. Take a cue and joim us!™

Coogan, during Wild Bill's characteristic expression of
his feelings, stared at hinv with growing amiability.

“I guess you're a man after my owmw heart,” he ob~




3 Coogan, of the Secret Service.

served, “but I won't roll any balls just now. Anothes
time, perhaps. For the present,” and here he pullf’.d a
ten-dollar gold piece from his pocket, “1 wonder_ if etth?n
of you two gentlemen can split this for me? Silver will
do.”

The scout dug down and came up with five silver dol=
fars. Wild Bill had five more. Pooling their silver, th?x b
passed it over to Coogan and took his yellow boy in =

return.

Coogan, examining the silver dollars one by one, tossed
them to the billiard-table.

“Can you remember where you picked up these cart< -
wheels ?” he asked.

“Not I,” said Wild Bill. “Somewhere around Pagosa,
though.” :

“Mine came from some of the stores here,” added the
scout curiously. “Why do you ask?”

“Because they’re bogus. They’ll ring true, and they've
got more silver in ’em than the genuine article, but the.
milling is faulty and the die-work pretty crude.”

“Almost anything with Uncle Sam’s name on it will
pass in these diggings,” commented Wild Bill. “What's

the use of making a fuss over coin that's got more good
metal in it than the genuine?”

Coogan looked around, The barkeeper was sweeping i
up the broken glass at the side of the room. Coogat
lowered his voice and stepped closer,

“It’s my business, gentlemen,” he proceeded, “to make

& fuss over such things as that. I’'m from Washingtom
—Secret Service Dep:

=Ll . artment. Some enterprising citizen
in this section bas a private mint. and T'm here to lood
it up. May I inquire, Buffalo Bill, why you came ta
Pagosa Springs ?” ' i

%4,.
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Coogan, of the Secret Service, 9

& “T was requested to do so by the War Department. !
I Somebody was to meet me here.”

u “Well, I'm the ‘somebody.” Throw your eyes over
@ this.”

Coogan, of the Secret Service, drew a letter from his
i pocket and offered it to the scout. The latter read
& it carefully.
The document merely stated that business of impor-
tance was calling Coogan to Pagosa Springs, and Buf-

. falo Bill and his pards were ordered to cooperate with -
+ him. The scout passed the letter silently to Wild Bill.
t “Fine—oh!” exclaimed the Laramie man, handing the
;‘\ letter back to Coogan. “I'm tickled up and down and
' clear through. A cloud of snap and ginger glimmers
* above the sky-line. A hard proposition, I hope, Mr.
- Coogan?”

“As hard a one as T’ve ever tackled. You see, Conian¢
ches are mixed up in it, and I don’t happen to be so

damiliar with the Indian question as you gentlemen.
That's why you're to help me.”

“Comanches in a bogus-money dodge!” muttered Wild
_ Bill; “by gorry, but that’s a queer combination.”
-, “You've heard of Lon Starkey, of Red Tail?”
L; W

: “The man that can’t be killed? Well, yes, amigo,
| pretty nearly every one in these parts has heard of
_ ‘Btarkex,” :

; “You know, then, that he married a Comanche
- squaw——"

S
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- “He has married a good many squaws, and I reckon
it’s likely there was a Comanche among them.”

“Well, Starkey and a bunch of Comanches are sus-
pected, but only suspected. The redskins have left a trail
~of bogus dollars, and the trail seems to end at Pagoso

S e ——




I0 Coogan, of the Secret Serwice.

i g afeld
Springs. I have a clue or two that will take me
to-morrow.”

“Are Buffalo Rill and pards fo go afield with you,
Coogan™

“Not just at present. When I get my men spotted T
shall call on )1'0;11."1 i

“Well, you'll find the latch-string : v

“Can yc};u tell me something about Starkey E:) I hawen't !
secured much information about him, 3‘5 yeL sk

“He has a ranch,” said Buffalo Bill, ‘1‘1? m the | il
cine Mountains. 'The name of the ranch is Red Tail, -
it has been the scene of more fights than I can igmy
It’s an open question, Coogan, whether the m&nch -
is identified by the ranch, or whether the ranch 1s /
toripus bevause of its owner. The ranch-house is 2 ‘:;g;
out. When Starkey is at home, he fastens the il ¢ -
red steer 1o a pole planted in the ground at athe door 2
the dugout. When he’s away, there’s a steer’s hom
the pole o -

TKVPVhiCh is why they call it the Red Tail ‘ranulil, hzfa
laughed Coogan. “Lon Starkey must be something
character” : ﬂle .

“Starkey disappears from His ranch,” - pursued =
scout, “occasionally for four or five months at a 'UF’-":' :
If any one goes into the place while the horn s ®n he
pole there’s apt to be trowble.” :

“Where does he go on his long jaunts?”.  ®

“He roams through the Indian comntry. They say he
can’t be killed. Several times an attempt has been matle
to .hahg him, but somehow such attempts never succeed.
Starkey is a

semarkable man in more ways than one.
For instan(:e_‘;u

The scout was interrupted by the bark of a revolver,

acrash o window-glass, and the sudden slumping down-
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‘Coogan, of the Secret Service. 11

ward of Coogan, of the Secret Service: Coogan fell with
head and shoulders under the billiard-table.

It all happened so suddenly that Buffalo Bill and Wild
[Bill were for the moment astounded—but only for a mo-
ment. '

“I'll get that handy-boy, Cody !” cried Wild Bill. “You
ook after Coegan.”

With that, the Laramie man rushed for the fron#
door, the barkeeper ram after him, and the scout Bent
down, laid hold of Coogan’s feet, and drew him out from
under the Bbilliard-table, ‘

R e
S ———

s R
S

— s S

— = =

-

L

!
|




CHAPTER 1L

COOGAN’S PLAY TO WIN.

il

Coogan was a gory-looking spegtade when ,;1;; si(:)n% 3
pulled him out from under the bilhard-tszle. vio eyl
of his shirt was covered with a red stain, and his ,
re closed. : : .
We'l‘eh: :co:t knelt down beside him with the mtentg”’i;f 1
ascertaining the extent of his injury. As he bowe
ward, Coogan’s lips moved.

“Are we alone in here, Buffalo Bill?” he asked.

; tones
“Yes,” replied the scout, surprised at the robust
of the detective’s voice.

“I'm as well as ever,” went on Coogan. “This 15\a
play to win, that’s all.”

The scout was more surprised than ever.

“Weren't you hit?” he demanded.

“Not at all.”

“But that blood—-"

Coogan laughed.

“It’s rather a thin article for the vital fluid, Buffalo

Bill, but it’s the best T could do. Red ink, Here's the
bottle. Get ¥id of it, will you ?”’

The scout, with a grim chuckle, took the empty bottle: ) i
Coogan handed to him and flung it under the bar. The
detective was still lying on the floor when he returned to
his side. '

“I was tem

pted to make that play on the door-step.
when the other shot was fired,” proceeded Coogan, “but
changed my mind, as I wanted to be where some one
could see me,

It’s known that I’'m on the trail of the




Coogan’s Play to Win. 13

coiners, and some of them have been trying to pick me
off for several days. The danger hasn’t been very
great—a man that’s born to be drowned will never be
shot—but the annoyance was tremendous. That part of
the foolishness I propose to end right here. The bar-
keeper saw the ‘tragedy.” Keep him fooled—I’ll do my,
part. Could you and Wild Bill carry me to the under-
taker’s?”

“We'll do anything to oblige you, Coogan,” smiled
the scout, “even to seeing you properly planted.”

“There’s got to be a planting, and I want every one
in town, excepting you and your pards and the under-
taker, to think it’s me that’s being put underground. If
the coiners think I'm done for, and off their track, I can
work to better advantage. See?”

“Exactly,” returned the scout. “This reminds me of
a little bluff T pulled off once, down in Arizona. I think
Wild Bill and I can help you out, Coogan.”

“That’s the talk. - After you get me to the under-
taker’s, I wish you'd get my satchel, at the Barker House,
and smuggle it to me. There’s a change of clothes in if
that I'm going to need.”

“Hist!” warned the scout; “some one’s coming.”

Coogan lay back and closed his eyes.

- Wild Bill, the barkeeper, and three or four townspeo-
- ple came into the Lucky Pocket. They saw Buffalo Bill,
~ with a long face, kneeling beside Coogan.

o “Is he hurt, Buffalo Bill?” gasped one of the men who
= had trooped in at Wild Bill’s heels,
. “Oh, no,” said the Laramie man derisively, “he’s not

' hurt, T should think any saphead could tell that just by

looking at him. How bad is it, Pard Cody ?”
. The scout got up, shaking his head.

o S ——— — T ——
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“We'll have to take him to the undertaker’s, Hickok,” .
said he.

“I'm a doctor,” said ome of the newcomers, P
forward.

“Your services are not needed,” returned the !
“A blanket, Hickok.” )
The barkeeper fomd a Navajo blanket and tossed
Wild Bill. Then the scout and his pard wrapped
silent form m it very carefully. P
“Did you discover who did the shooting?” queried 8
seout, lifting himself up. &5
“This second shot was as mysterious as the
answered Hickek. “The marksman must have |
that side of the building”—he motioned toward the
Ken window—"and there’s a pile of fire-wood on
side of the Lucky Pocket a dozen feet from the
wall. The fellow that fired the shot was probably
the wood-pile, but no ene saw him, and of cov
wasn't there when 1 went looking, This is tough,:
tough! Where's the sheriff? Do any of you
know ‘

“He’s off some’rs on the hike,” answered one
gaping bystanders. -1 ng

“Town marshal ain’t around, nuther,” volunteered
other, “but I reckon he kin be found.” s
“Find him,” said Buffalo Bill, “and send him to 1
the Barker House. This man,” and the scout indic
the blanketed form, “was Archibald Coogan—he
from the East. Let’s take him to the umderts
Hickok,” he added ; “some of you show us the way.”
The barkeeper put up a wail. ' 2
“One lamp’s gone aw’ winder's busted! Who'
pay fer ’em?” ey

“Oh,, blazes!” snorted Wild Bill, stooping ‘ﬁﬁv



 the Lucky Pocket. One of the townspeople piloted the
~ way to the undertaker’s, the scout and the Laramie man
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Coogan by the knees. “A man can’t even cash in with-
out being dunned for the damage the bullet made that
killed him. Go back to your bar and peddle your tangle-
foot. That's all you're good for.”
“You'll send the blanket back?” asked the batkeeper.
“You'll get your blanket, all right,” growled Wild
Bill, as he and the scout bore their burden around the
screen, ~If I had time, barkeep, I'd bring the blanket
back myself and make you eat it. That’s how I feel
- about you.”
It was a gruesome little procession that filed out of

followed with their limp burden between them, and a
crowd of curious amd morbidly excited citizens made
after them, asking questions and going over the details
of the recent “tragedy.”

At the door of the undertaker’s the crowd, including
the pilot, was dismissed, and the door closed on a score
of disappointed faces.

The undertaker, seeing Buffalo Bill and the burden,
guessed, of course, what was wanted. He was a skinny,
cadaverous-looking man, and he rubbed his bony hands
at the prospect of a fee.

“Something sudden?” he inquired, pointing to a table
in a rear room, on which the scout and the Laramie
man deposited Coogan.

“Very,” said the scout.
~ “Who'l oot the bill?” went on the undertaker, “Any
money in his pockets? I usually get all that’s in a man’s
pockets.” _ ;

“What's your price for the whole business?” asked
Buffalo Bill.

-

-
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“Well, fifty ‘dollars will do it in pretty fair shape.”

“Syuppose 1 give you a hundred e

The undertaker gave a delighted cackle:

“That’ll give him the best there is. Friend of yours,

lo Bill?”

Bg‘fife:.” The scout turned to Wild Bill. “Go over to
the Barker House, Hickok,” he went on, Sandipetsa
satchel which Coogan had there. There may be some

money in the satchel.” )
Hig]kok made off at once. He had no difficulty at all

securing the satchel. The whole town was talking about
the shooting, and when the Laramie man asked for the
grip it was immediately handed over to him. : :
When Hickok got back to the undertaker’s he‘ foun
the door barred against him, and screens at the windows
ing eyes from looking in. :
® Exrer‘;lepntoﬁr};heg dg]or brought a question from inside :
“Who’s there?” : :
“Hickok,” he answered, recognizing the scout’s voice.
The door was opened and bolted again. Then Wild
Bill gave a startled jump and dropped the .satchel.
Coogan was sitting in a chair, calmly whiffing a cigar!
“Well, by gorry!” grunted Wild Bill. “What’s the
meaning of this hocus-pocus ?”’
“A play to win, Wild Bill,” grinned Coogan.
The undertaker laughed raucously.
“A very odd idea,” said he, “very odd. But I'm to get
a hundred for putting a sand-bag in a long box, carrying
it to the cemetery and caching it. That was the bargain,
eh, Buffalo Bill?”
“That was the bargain,” answered the scout.
Coogan pulled a roll of bills from his pocket and
stripped off a couple of fifties.

i
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“I’ll pay for it right now,” said he, handing the money,
to the undertaker. “What’s more, my friend, if I find
that you have kept a still tongue in your head there’ll
be another fifty coming to you.”

’

“Count on me,” said the undertaker, once more rub-
bing his hands. “I’ll be as mum as an oyster.”

“You’ll have the planting to-morrow morning.”

“Exactly.”

Wild Bill had been looking on and listening with a
confused leok on his face.

“I'm all in a tangle, Pard Cody,” said he.

The scout explained the situation while Coogan was
changing his clothes, replacing the hand-me-down suit
with a soiled blue shirt, a red cotton handkerchief, cor-
duroy trousers, and an old slouch-hat. Taking some pig-
ments from the satchel, the detective darkened his face
until it was of a swarthy hue. His last move was to
slip the revolver out of his discarded trousers and push
it into his hip pocket,

By then the scout was through giving Wild Bill the
details. The Laramie man was chuckling to himself over
the realistic way in which Coogan had carried out his
little “play to win.”

“You're ace-high, sure enough, Coogan,” said Hickok,
“When are you going to call on Cody and pards?”

“Very soon.. I shall remain here until night, and then
'l get a horse and ride into the hills. You gentlemen

will be at the funeral? It will add corroborative detail,
you know.”

“We'll be there,” laughed Wild Bill, as he and the
scout took their departure.
The door was carefully locked behind them. As the
2 r—— r

3 {
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ing 7 man
pards pushed through the gathering crowd, a
stepped up to the scout. : oo
'I‘)I"m Egan, the town marshal, Buffalo Bill, "satd he.
“Was jest on my way ter the hetel ter see ye. yig
“Come along,” answered the scout; “we're just gomg
there.”
S | accosted
Buffalo Bill was glad th‘at the marshal 1I\md ace
. him without trying to get mto the undertakers. e
“I don’t suppose,” said the scout, as the pﬁr1 :t .
the officer walked toward the Barker House, “tha
man who fired the shot is still in town.”’ .
“He'd be plumb. foolish ter stay here.‘h returne F;,“e‘:
“Ye kin bank on it, I reckon, Buffalo Bill, that the fell
has hiked.”

“Then this is hardly a case for the marshal, It's one
for the sheriff to tackle.”

“That was my view o” the case ; but, ye see, the’ sheriff
ain't been seen or heerd of fer two weeks. He's mys
ter'ously missin’,” : .

“Where was he bound for when he left town? :

“It's a secret, although McGowan—that’s the sheriff—
told me about it. T reckem T can tell you sometlhrinf about
it, however, se¢in’ as how ye're hand and glove with tf';
govment an’ it's a govment affair. Lon Sum:key,
Red Tail, was in town, spending silver dollars quite fre&
That was two weelgs ago. McGowan ketched om that

they was bogus dollars, an® took ome of ’ens ter For
Pagesa fer the

: paymaster ter look at. The paymaster
allows McGowan is right ahout them dollars bein’ coum=
terfeit, so hack

comes McGowan ter lay Starkey by the
heels, but Starkey had skipp

back ter the Springs.

McGowan allowed he’d go. aut
an’ look Starkey up

;-an’

- L
pinted fer the Rio Piasdra ar:
the San Juan Mountains, Fgur days later McGowan

~ —_—
)

ed by the time McGowan got -

IR
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k;ss come back—but the hoss didn’t bring McGowan.

~ Animile wasn’t injured a particle, an’ the ridin’-gear was

jest as good as when Mac had set in it, goin’ out o’ town,
But where’'s McGowan? Nobody knows, although I got

my suspicions.”

By then the three men had reached the hotel. They

'_‘ went inside at once, and found Nomad, the scout’s trap-

TPy

IS
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per pard, listening to an account of the recent “tragedy”
from the lips of the clerk. The old trapper broke away

- from the clerk with a whoop.

“What's this I hyer?” he cried, bearing down on the

' scout and the Laramie man. “Somethin’ r’ally takin’

place in this hyar dead-an’-laid-out camp an’ me not bein’
inon ther deal! Waugh! Buffler, whatever did ye mean
by drappin’ inter a bunch o’ excitement an’ not takin’ me

~ erlong ?”

“Why, Nick,” returned the scout, “you refused to go

‘to the Lucky Pocket with Hickok and me for a game of

billiards, and——"

“l ain’t huntin’ billiards, Buffler, but excitement. Ef
ye'd hev drapped er hint thar was goin’ ter be shootin’,
T'd hev follered ye on ther jump, chaps, taps, an’ lati-
goces.”

“We dida’t know about it ourselves, Nick,” put in

" ‘ ‘Wild Bill. “Do you suppose the program was all framed

wp in advance? Take a chair, pard, and compose your-
self. The sheriff has been missing for two weeks, and

- Egan, the marshal, here, was just telling us about it.”

“Seen Leetle Cayuse anywhar?” inquired the trapper,

| ~ pulling up a chair.

“Isn’t he around the hotel?” asked the scout.

“Nary. Him an’ me was goin’ ter take a ride over
& to'rds Fort Pagosa, an” he went fer the hosses. A feller
- picked up my animile, Hide-rack, all trapped out with

—
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ridin’-gear, nippin’ aimless erlong ther street, but Cayusel
wasn’t erlong an’ hesn’t showed up. Some quare, but
reckon ther boy’ll come breezin’ in bumby, able ter g}v’e
an account o' himself. Ther sher’ff hes been missifl,
hey? Waal, T heerd somethin’ erbout thet my:self'—]es'z
enough ter make me want ter hyer more. Fire away,
marshal, ef so be ye’re loaded.” i )

“T was jest tellin’ Buffalo Bill an’ Wild Bill, oo
tinued Egan, “that I hev my suspicions as ter what's
become o the sheriff. The subjick was brought up by
the tragedy what was recently enacted in the I_aUCkY
Pocket—Buffalo Bill sayin’ as how the man that did the
shootin’ had prob’ly left town, an’ that the case was One
fer the sheriff ter tackle, so——" i

“Go on with your suspicions, Egan,” cut in Wild Bill
“What do you think has happened to the sheriff ?”.

The scout was only mildly interested. His main pur=
pose was to get the marshal off the subject of Coogan
and the play the detective was trying to make.

In response to Wild Bill’s direct question, Egan shud-
dered instinctively, With excited eyes he peered around
him as though fearing some invisible presence might be
hovering near to listen and take revenge for the betrayal
of a secret. Drawing a bar of “chewing” from oné
pocket, he nibbled at a corner. Then, settling back in
his chair, he went on in a hoarse whisper :

“Betwixt you an’ me an’ the gate-post, gents, the Red
Hand got McGowan.”

“Who's the Red Hand?’ asked ‘Wild Bill.

“It ain’t no human,” answered Egan nervously. “Jest
a Red Hand about the size ¢’ this floor we're settin’ on,

at the end o’ an arm as long’s from Here acrost the
street.

: Ive heern tell—> He broke off abruptly.
| 'LBut, say,” he added, with a sudden change of manner,

— R
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“are you folks so plumb full o’ common sense that ye
won’t b’leeve things ye can’t understand? If ye are, then

| this hefe yarn ain’t fer you ter hear.”

“It don’t make any difference what we believe, Egan,”
said Wild Bill, “you’ve got this far and you might as

- well finish.”

!

B “It’s what they call a legend,” said Egan, watching
* sharply the faces of his listeners. “The greasers here- i

. abouts have got it by heart—although not many of 'em
* will tell it. When the fust Spaniards come inter the
kentry the Hand was there, in the San Juan Mountains
~—big as this here floor, an’ at the end of an arm asTong’s

~ from here acrost the street. A tremenjus big hand, gents.

- It sweeps down out o' the clouds, accordin’ ter the ;

e greasers, an’ nabs holt of a feller, then sweeps on back

" fnter the clouds ag’in.”

: The scout looked disgusted. Wild Bill laughed. No-

¢ mad acted as though he wanted to hear more. Egan got
- up with a grieved look.

" “Ye ain’t the ones ter listen,” he observed sourly; “I

~ might have knowed better'n ter spring it on ye. Any-

. ways, that’s my idee as ter what’s become o’ McGowan.”

* “You mean that he was riding through the hills and
. that this Red Hand came out of the sky and took him
away?” chuckled Wild Bill.

~ “That’s what,” asserted the marshal. = “Fellers that

. on’y b’leeve what they see, an’ never take no stock in

what they hear, gits come up ‘with, sooner or later.”
. The scout, having no time to waste on fairy-tales, ex-

¥ cused himself. Wild Bill, who was fond of a story, no

¢ matter whether it was true or not, hung to his pIace
. INomad stayed with him.

Egan had little more to tell them. Two or three men,

4 according to tradition, had vanished from the San Juam

D —
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Mountains in the hoary past. The Mexicans averred that
the Red Hand had been responsible for their taking oE'.'

“Ye don’t hev ter blleeve it if ye doq’t waut tgr,,'
growled Egan, catching a humorous glint in Wild Bigls
eye and moving away; ‘there’s plenty as kr.m.WS e
story’s true. If this Coogan,” he finished, shifting the
subj'ect, “is in the hands o’ the undertaker, I don’t reckon
there’s anyfhin® fer me ter do but ter knock around town
an’ see if the feller what shot him was fool enough ter
stay here?” !

“That's about all you can do, Egan,” answcrt?d Wl!d
Bill. "If this Red Hand starts to doing business i
Pagosa Springs you tip me off, will you? T'd like to get
a look at it. Must be a powerful big man to have an
arm that long.”

. “Oh, shucks!” grunted the marshal, striding sulkily
ont «of the office.

“Thar’s er heap o’ quare things, Hickok,” remarked
old Nomad, “thet human bein’s ain’t able ter savvy.” ;

“Go on, you superstitious old rawhide!” scoffed Wild
Bill. “Blamed if T don’t think you've swallowed that
yarn.”

“I ain’t er sayin’ whether'T hev er hevn't, on’y T'm
allers open ter conviction ; which,” added Nomad darkly,
“is a hull lof more’n some ombrays aire.”

Nothing of any importance took place during the re-
mainder of that day. Egancheat up the town, in the hope

of Jocating the mysterious marksman who had fired twice
at Archibald Coo

gan, the second time with supposedlfx
fatal effect. The door of the undertaker’s place of busi-
ness remained locked, and the windows curtained. The
fund

ertaker was busy—and silent. He was earning $100
for helping Coogan carry out his plot, and another $50
by keeyiqg quiet about it,

¢
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Little Cayuse did not return, and his pinto, Navi, was
‘mot at the corral with the other horses belonging to the
scout and his pards. Buffalo Bill was not doing any
worrying on the Piute’s account. Wherever he was, or
whatever he was doing, Cayuse had already demon-
strated his ability to take care of himself.
. Night passed, and still the Piute boy did not return.
Following breakfast, the scout, Wild Bill, and Nomad re-
paired to the undertaker’s. The trapper, meanwhile, had
been let into Coogan’s secret, and, as may be readily im-
agined, he was highly delighted. Anything in the nature
of a ruse always appealed to Nick Nomad; this, calling
ffor clever work and a certain amount of acting, was par-
ticilarly pleasing to his fancy.

The cemetery was on a slope beyond the town, i the
direction of Fort Pagosa. To this place the scout and

his. pards, together with a number of townspeople, who

were still morbidly curious, followed the buckboard and
the long box. There were no ceremenies over the sand-
bag in the box—the ruse was not carried as far as that
—but the whole proceeding, otherwise, was intensely real-
istic. The box was lowered, the hole filled in, and all
hands returned to town.
. In a brief and private conversation with the under-
taker, the scout was told that Coogan had left town in
the early part of the preceding night, leaving word that,
just as soon as he had amything to communicate the
scout should hear from him.

Shortly after the scout and his pards reached town

 they were astounded to learn that Navi, Cayuse’s pinto,

bad returned to the corral without his Piute owner.
"Fhey went at once to investigate. The pinto was fagged
and covered with mud, but he was not injured im any
way atd (2 i ing-trappings were all in place:
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Tt was in this manner that McGowan’s horse had come
back. Had Cayuse suffered the same mysterious fate
that had overtaken the sheriff?

This return of the pinto without Little Cayuse turned
the scout’s thoughts from everything except his boy pard.
When the Piute’s absence was mentioned by old Nomad.
the scout had felt no alarm; and he would have cons=
tinued in an easy frame of mind over the outcome bui
for the return of the riderless pinto. But now, like a-
bolt from the blue, had fallen a most unsettling clrcum-e
stance. :

The last act of Coogan’s cleverly planned and execu
ruse had just been completed, but Coogan, Lon Starkey, =
and the illegal coiners faded at once from the scouts =
mind. Until this mystery enshrouding Little Cayuse was:

cleared up the scout weuld have nothing to do with aﬂY" )
thing else. ‘

“This hyar is sartingly er brain-twister,” rumlﬂate) 8
the trapper, leaning against the corral fence and fixing
his gaze on the form of the exhausted pinto. “Ther lee":' ;
tle hoss hes been travelin’ hard—ye kin see thet with
half an eye. But whar hes he been? Thet’s ther ques=
tion.” -

The scout turned to Jenkins, the corral boss. A

“Which way did the boy start when he left here, ]'en*
kins?” he asked. 4

“Last T seen o’ him, Buffalo Bill, he was headin’ fef
the main street, leadin’ Hide-rack, Nomad’s mount.” =

“You didn’t see him after that?”

“Nary a sign.” G

“Cayuse must hev left Pagosa Springs in a tarnal bl 4
hurry,” put in the trapper. “He didn’t even take tin
ter hitch Hide-rack ter a post, but jest cast him 2 :

I_i?whn hyeners| We re up agin’ er stone wall.”

e *—«-‘
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[
5
:- “It’s a hard nut to crack, that’s sure,” said Wild Bill.
. “It isn’t at all like the boy to skip out in that way with-
. out saying something about it.”
B “From the way Cayuse left Hide-rack,” returned the
* scout, “it seems he didn’t have time to leave word.”
.~ “But what business could he have that was so mighty
~ important ?”

This was the point that bothered all of them. As yei
. there was no business in hand, so far as the Piute knew,
* claiming the pards’ attention.
- Pedro, a Mexican employee of the corral, drew close
- while the pards were standing around Navi. Muttering
- an exclamation, he stepped to the pinto’s knees. The
E animal’s forelegs were caked with a hard bluish mud. '
" “Carrambal” exclaimed Pedro, leaping back suddenly
~ and casting a frightened glance into the faces about
~ him.

“What have you found?” demanded Buffalo Bill.

\

i The Mexican did not answer, but started off at a run. .
- Before he had gone a dozen steps Wild Bill had grabbed
him and pinned him against the corral fence.

. “Waugh!” grunted Nomad. “Whatever does yer

. greaser mean by actin’ thetaway, Jenkins ?”

. “Pass the ante,” answered the puzzled Jenkins; “never

; knowed Pedro ter ack that way afore; but then, these

. greasers is all queer, more or less. Now ye got him,

- [Wild Bill, ye might make him open his trap an’ tell us
what’s on his mind.”

| “What did you see, Pedro?” asked Wild Bill, his face

: stern and his words menacing. “You’d better be talking
- if you want to save yourself trouble.”

“The mud, sefior,” gasped Pedro, ‘“the blue mud!
" Wadre de Cristos!”

..,“.

o
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“We savvy purty nigh as much as we did afore,”
growled Nomad.

The scout went around to Pedro’s side as Wild Billl
clung to him.

“You know the place where that mud came from, 1’&
dro?"” asked the scout.

“S4,” whimpered Pedro, rolhng his eyes, “malo, ’m‘ﬂ‘
malo, sefiors!”

“By the jumpin’ jemimy,” muttered Jenkins, “I’mh-_
ginnin’ ter understand what the pesky greaser is A
at. No hosses thet's ever come inter this corral—an’ I'vé
been doin’ bizness here goin' on three yea.rs——hﬂv ever
tromped inter the yard with thet blue mud on ‘em aﬁﬂ'r '
Buffalo Bill has hit the right nail on the head. Pedso =

savvies whar that mud comes from—or thinks he @dogs.
Make him tell, led Bill.”

“He acks like he was skeered half ter death,” said ﬂlﬂ
trapper. “What’s ther reason o thet? D'ye reckon, Buf-

fler, he had anythin’ ter do with what ha:pp&ned ;er.
Cayuse ?”

M.

“It’s hard to tell what's the matter with ,h.lm," 5“"
swered the scout, “but I don’t think he was mixed up it
anything that has happened to the boy. If he had been

I;Je would hardly have come up while we were exammmg‘
avi.”

1
7

Again Buffalo Bill turned to Pedro,

“Yoou might Just as well tell what you know, M"'
said he sharply. “We're going to get it out of you,
not peaceably, then by force. Look here!” The Scoul
drew the“ gold piece given him by Coogan out of
pocket. “Sabe the oro? This is yours if you tell W
you know. Where did that blue mud come from?”

Pedro’s face was the color of old cheese, his body
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limp, and his eyes, while staring greedily at the money,
yet held a wild, fearful look in them. Twice he started
to speak, but the words failed, and e moisterred his dry
Tips with his tongue.

“Go on,” urged the scout, “if you want the money.
we can’t hire you to talk we’ll see what force can accom-
plish. If we can’t get to the bottom of this matter one
way, we will another.”

“San Juan Mountains, seior,” chattered Pedro.

“That mud came from the San Juan Meuntains ?”

LAY o

“T kaim’t see what thar is im thet ter make him throw
er fit,” mumuled the trapper, scowling. “What part ¢
ther San Juans, you Oiler, y'u?”

Pedro gave a groan.

“WVal de mawe rojo!” he cried despairingly.

Jenkins laughed. “I told ye these greasers is queer,”
he remarked. _ : '

“Valley of the Red Hand ! exclaimed the scout, and
siot only he, but the rest of his pards, thought of the wild

~yarn Egan had told them the day before.

“He’s plumb locoed,” grunted Nomad disgustedly.
“All the greasers in these parts is locoed, then,” wemnt

on Jenkins. “Every last one of ’em believes in the Red

Hand, an® wouldn't nmo more go near that there valley
than they’d swap cigarros with the Old Boy from below.
They’re superstitious as the blazes.”

“Do you know how to get to this Valley of the Red
Hand, Jenkins?” inquired the scout.

“Waal, no, Buffalo Bill, an” I dont reckon ye’ll find
a white im all this part o” the kentry as believes thar is
sich of a place. All moonshine, most of us think.  The
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greasers claim ter know, but that's part o the"cock-an, .
bull story that has been handed down to ‘e, i
“Do you know where this Valley of the Red Hand 5,

Pedro?” asked the scout, once more giving attention t0=
the Mexican,

Pedro nodded. ‘
“Where is it?” went on the scout. y e
“It is a saying, seiior,” whined the Mexican, that

whoever tells the Americanos about Val de mano 101%
dies.”

“Well” said Wild Bill fiercely, “you’ll die if you dow't s
tell, Pedro. So get about it!”

Pedro wriggled like a frightened rabbit, but there Was =
no getting away. When Wild Bill suddenly jerked @

revolver from his belt, Pedro slumped to his knees with a4
cry for mercy.

“Go ahead!” snapped Wild Bill, pressing the revolver,‘»i
against the back of Pedro’s neck. “Where’s this Valley) =
of the Red Hand?” ‘

E

With trembling hands Pedro picked up a piece of stick _'44
that lay near him; then, with the point of the stick, he =
began drawing lines in the sandy earth before him. {
“He’s makin’ er map,” said Nomad. “He's takin’ & =
good deal o trouble ter locate thet thar valley, ef we're
ter suppose thar ain’t no sich thing.” o

k"‘PYOb’ly he thinks he knows whar it is,” returned Jen=
1RS.

!

1

=

"j

When Pedro got through with his map-drawing, he
used the stick for a pointer, -

] “Th‘x‘s place, sefiors,” said he, indicating a lot of crossed
SRR call Pagosa; and this,” here he ran the stick
plong straight line running west by north, “is what we . & |

: call the trail to Rio Piedra, Follow Rio }:’iedra to fworl
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big rocks, called The Friars; turn between the rocks,
- go north to Val de mano rojo! Ay de mi!” and he
. dropped the stick with another groan.
- “Thunder!” muttered Wild Bill, putting up his re-
~ volver; “you’d think the poor fool was signing his death-
. warrant.”

“How are we to know the valley when we see it,
Pedro?” asked the scout.

“You see a blue hill with a cross, sefior,” said Pedro.

The scout dropped the gold piece in front of Pedro.
" He grabbed it up and leaped away llke a deer.

“Queerer’n blazes, these greasers,” remarked Jenkins.
{;“He ain’t never seen that Red Hand no more’n I have.
~ but he believes in it, all the same. Gosh! I'm glad I'm
- Americano an’ got some sense.”
. Buffalo Bill was studying the map.

“Throwed away yer yaller boy, Buffler,” chirped
Nomad.

“Perhaps not,” answered the scout; “anyway, this is
the only clue we've got.”

“Ye ain’t goin’ ter foller the clue?” gasped Jenkins.
- “Certainly we are,” said the scout.
. “Ye won’t find no Red Hand :
. “That isn’t what we’re looking for. If we can find a
~ valley with blde earth like that caked on Navi’s fore-
~ legs, it’s quite possible we’ll be able to learn something
- about Cayuse. Go over to the Barker House for our
- war-bags, Nick,” the scout added to the trapper. “Have
- them loaded with three days’ rations.”
“We're goin’ ter hit ther trail?” queried Nomad.
. “If not, why should I be sending for the war-bags?”
" Nomad rushed out qf the corral with a whoop.
:
}

BT Yy

N SRITrty W pone g

~ “This hyar is goin’ ter be a wild-goose chase fer ye,
~ Buffalo Bill, " said Jenkins, with a dubious shake of the

o =

=4
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head. “I’'m bettin’ good money thar ain’t no sich of a5
valley like Pedro said.” ]
“Then we'll find out. If our Piute pard is in trouble
we’ve got/to do what we can for him.” j
“Keno!” seconded Wild Bill. “This is the only dm
we've got, and it’s our business to find out what's in i




CHAPTER IIL

b THE VALLEY OF THE RED HAND.

Accompanying the scout, the trapper, and the Laramie
man in their hunt for the Valley of the Red Hand and
Little Cayuse, went the three Apache trailers loaned to
the scout by the government—Yuppah, Pedro, and
‘Chappo.

There was small need of expert trailers, inasmuch as

' the pards had their course diagramed, but the scout con-
sidered it wise to take the Apaches along.

TFor some time Cayuse had been nominally in charge

. of the trailers, had bunked with them and shared their
* rations, and between the Apaches and the Piute had
. sprung up a feeling as near regard as an Indian can ex-
F perience. Yuppah, Chappo, and Pedro were eager to go
~ with the scout, and the scout believed that this eagerness

. might, in some way, be turned to good account.

~ During the larger part of the journey to the Rio

* Piedra, the trail was stony and offered no signs of hoof-

l‘, prints; but there were places, here and there, which

. showed marks of passing horses, three sets overlaying
‘L each other and pointing west, and one set overlaying all |
- and pointing' east.

“By gorry,” breathed Wild Bill, after a study of the

trail, “I shouldn’t wonder if we’ve picked up the right

scent.”

. “No cumtwr so many tracks, Hickok,” put in - the

E"trapper. . i

- “That’s a puzzle, sure; but that set of hoofs pointing

east might have been made by Navi. Tt's a cinch tha
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tracks were left by a horse that wasn’t burdened With'f
rider. There’s a set of marks, going the other way, j:A
matches the set headed east—only when the horse was
west-bound there was a rider on his back. TFhat horse
was Navi, I'll bet a bunch of dinero. What's your no=
tion, Pard Cody?” o

“You've hit off my idea to a hair,” replied the scous
“Cayuse certainly went west over this trail, and Nav
returned without him.”

It was about three o’clock in the afternocon when t
scout called a halt at the Rio Piedra. They had sli
down, and were just taking the saddles from their &
mals, when they- saw a horse galloping toward them along:
the river-bank from the north, The animal was saddl
and bridled, but there was no one on his back.

“Blazes ter blazes an’ all hands "round !” tuned up ¢ &
Nomad. “Hyar’s another riderless hoss, an’ we aiit:
missed no one, Whoever could thet critter hev belong
ter ?”’ ; N

The horse showed a disposition to give the party on-
the river-bank a wide berth, and the scout ordered YuP'
pah to go after the animal and bring him in.

Yuppah made light work of the pursuit, and soon rod
b:;ck to his companions, leading the runaway. .

. There was the same blue mud on the horse’s legs tha
had been carried into Pagosa Springs by Navi. :
“This is wuss an’ more of et,” puzzled the trap
running his fingers through his long hair, “I’'m up €r=
stump, I am, pards. Ther hoss hes been ter this hya

valley we're tryin’ ter find, but who straddled ther ¢

ter? An’ what’s ther ombray got ter do with Cayus
ef anythin’?” ;

‘ “You remember,” returned._Buﬁalo Bill, “that the
. Wwere trails of three horses going west,

This was proba-
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~ bly the animal that left the second trail. As to who the
- rider was—well, let’s look through those saddle-bags
" and maybe we’ll get a clue.”

‘" The bags were tied to the saddle-cantle. Without re-
" moving them, Nomad pulled the buckles loose and ran
*% his hands into the pockets.

“Nothin’ but jerked meat an’ hardtack, Buffler,” said
= he. “Kain’t git much of er clue from them er
" Waugh! what's this hyar?”

. From one of the bags Nomad pulled out a letter,

* stared at the address, and stifled a yell.

B “Pm er Piegan, Buffler,” he said, his voice trailing

" away in bewilderment, “ef et ain’t addressed ter you!”

®  The scout caught the letter out of Nomad’s hand.

'i‘ “Ah!” he muttered, removing the enclosed sheet and
glancing it over, “we clear up one mystery, pards, only
‘ to drop into another. Hickok, this is the letter Coogan
fA_ gave us to read, in the Lucky Pocket.”

o - “Well, by gorry!” Wild Bill took the sheet out of the
{ scout’s hand and examined it incredulously. “What do

g you make of that, Cody?” he added, lifting his eyes

¥ blankly.

B “Coogan must have gone over the trail after Cayuse
f did.”

© “But why? Was he following Cayuse?”

ﬁ “Hardly that. Cayuse left Pagosa Springs in the fore-
: noon and Coogan didn’t leave till last mght Chance
{ has carried them both along the same course.”

é “It’s as hard to figure out what Coogan was doing

along this way as it is to understand why Cayuse came
in this direction. Jumping sand-hills! ‘T never met up
yﬁr - with such a riddle.”
l'» “Coogan, you remember,” proceeded the scout, “said
h%(he had a clue to follow in looking for Starkey and the

: T Ne——
L‘ . am
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)



sloping, sparsely timbered banks made easy going :

34 The Valley of the Red Hand.

Comanches. Perhaps his clue has taken him to the
ley of the Red Hand.”
“And he’s dropped into the same sort of a fix
Cayuse got into!”
“Ef Cayuse an’ Coogan was captered by any
argued Nomad, “et’s some quare the fellers thet cap
them didn’t grab their hosses. Whyever was the 2
left ter stampede along ther back track ?”
“Maybe we’ll find out all about it when we rea
valley,” said the perplexed scout. “We’ll put out
horses and rest for a couple of hours, and then we
on to The Friars.” ' -
While the horses cropped the grass, their riders
back on their grub supply ; then, by five o’clock, the
was once more on its way, Yuppah towing the horse
had escaped from Coogan. ;.
The Rio Piedra was full of crooks, but its &

the horses. The sun went down and dusk began to fal
yet the scout led steadily onward through the gathering
night.

Inasmuich as Little Cayuse’s misfortune was a mysts
the scout and his pards could not know but that haSté
their part might be necessary in order to save the
from some desperate calamity. Anyhow, it was better
push ahead rapidly rather than to tarry along and ak
chances. i

As the scout rode, his eyes constantly searche
shadows in advance for a glimpse of the two rocks
Fhe The Friars by Pedrg. The country was not rou
in the immediate %icinitylof the Rio Piedra, and, in 3
of the darkness, the scout felt sure he could not mi
rocks once they loomed up ahead,

Four hours of saddle-work, angling back and

e
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‘which they were looking. The twin roclis, [ty feet
thigh, rose upward out of the scrub, 5rot_sque sithouettes
" of friars, hooded and gowned.
B “Here,” said Buffalo Bill, drawing rein between the
¥ racks, “is where we leave the Rio Piedra and lay a course
‘due north.”
b “And keep going north,” finished Wild Bill, “until we
find a blue hill with a cross on it. There’s no moon fo-
B night, Pard Cody, and if we keep on we're liable to get
b off the course and miss that blue hill altogether.”
Wild Bill’s logic was too clear to admit of question.

B Much as they all wanted to proceed without delay, yet
| they realized that they would have to halt until morning.
8 With the first streak of dawn they could take the trail
‘l again. Reluctantly the scout dismounted and gave the
* order to unsaddle.

The horses were hobbled, the grub-bags raided again,
& and then the pards lay down to sleep, heads pillowed on
* their saddles, and with Yuppah on guard.

The Apaches, throughout the night, took turns at sei-
I try-duty. The last man to go on watch was Chappo.
. When the first gray of morning showed in the east,
- Chappo aroused Buffalo Bill.
The horses were at once caught up, watered, and sad-

. dled. What food the pards ate that morning was. bolted
¢ as they galloped. ‘

| Ahead of them, in the north, the bastions of the San

Juan Range slowly-unfolded in the gathering light. = An

hour after sunrise the horsemen gained the foot-hills.
- They kept as straight a due north course as possible,
| through the rough country, and from every rise they
* surmo::ted their eyes sought eagerly for the blue hill and

R the c-
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“Mebbyso Jenkins was right in his surmises, Buﬁlﬁ‘{;i
said Nomad, “an’ thet thar Pedro didn’t know what he
was torkin’ erbout.” &

“His directions have panned out pretty well, so ﬁ{‘r&:
the scout answered, “and I don’t know why we should_q'f.
expect to find that blue hill.”

“The whole range looks blue to me,” spoke up Wﬁfi
Bill, -

This was a fact, but it was an illusion due to 'd!s e
When they came closer, the blue color faded into TaWs
reds and burned siennas, that glowed brightly under e
mounting sun. Just one blue spot was left in the chain

of uplifts that fronted the pards, and that was off tothb
right.

“I reckon thet’s ther blue hill, Buffler,” said Nomad).
arousing himself hopefully and pointing. b
“We must have got off the due north trail a litfle=

returned the scout, and the course was swerved more 1
the east. :

.As they came closer and closer to the blue spot, its;
vivid emerald hue increased; and presently, like a couple
of white slashes in the hill’s side, a cross showed itself.

“I'm er Piegan ef thet thar Pedro wasn’t right,” cr.ie_di:
the trapper. “No ‘matter whar he got his infermatloné
from, et was shore ther straight goods.”

On coming closer to the foot of the hill, they discov==
ered that it was some five hundred feet long by a hun=
dr,ed high—an irregular oblong square from the front=
It southern slope was steep and rocky, both rocks and

backgroun_d preserving the same bluish hue. On ’ts
norther‘n side the hill merged into 2 ridge, at whose end it =
stood like a bold headland, -3

The cross, on ¢l

OSer inspection, proved to be formed 0‘:‘"‘;

ml?‘m =
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white, quartzlike stones, set into the blue wall some
twenty feet from the crest and midway of the hill’s length,

Under the cross, some fifteen feet up the slope of the
hill’s base, was a circular patch of shadow. This blot
guickly resolved itself into an opening that looked like the
entrance to a mammoth tunnel.

“Was all this made by human hands,” asked old No-
mad, “er is et jest a freak o’ natur’? Everythin’ appears
fixed up accordin” ter human plans, but I'm some doubi~
ful as ter whether men could chisel out a hill like thet.”

“It’s a work of nature, I think, pards,” said the scout,
“although men may have improved on the original plan
a little. If they did, though, I'm at a loss to under-
stand their object.”

The scout scanned the rocky slope leading up to the
ppening.

“No tracks,” he muttered.

“Nothing but rock here, Cody,” returned Wild Bill,
*and it’s as hard as flint, You couldn’t make a dent with
a sledge-hammer. Are we going through that hole in
khe hill?”

“It’s the only way we can go. Pull your guns, pards,
and follow close behind me. We'll see where the hole
leads.”

The opening was so wide and high that three horse-
men could have ridden into it abreast. Revolver in hand,
Buffalo Bill led the way on into the thick gloom, his
horse’s feet clanging on the stone floor and sending weird
echoes dancing along the passage.

They were not interfered with on their journey
khrough the big bore, and in a few minutes they emerged
suddenly, reaching the broad glare of day. They had
arrived at the north side of the hill, and were on a sort
of rock platform. In front of them the platform fell
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away in a gentle descent to the bed of a cafion; and what
they had at first taken to be a ridge backing up to the
blue hill, now turned out to be the cafion walls.

“The Valley of the Red Hand?” exclaimed Wild Bill
curiously.

“An’ we don’t know, any more’'n a pack o fools,” ob-
served Nomad, “whether Leetle Cayuse came inter fher
place er not.” .

“Yes, we do, Nick,” cried Buffalo Bill.

Dismounting quickly, he picked up an object from the
stone platform in front of Bear Paw., Turning, he Theld

it up so his pards could see. The Apaches stared and

grunted.

2 o "
“Blamed \ef et ain’t Leetle Cayuse’s medicine-pouch,
said the trapper.

Here, indeed, was a find—a find whose significance

pointed in several ways. It proved, of course, that Little
Cayuse had ridden Navi over that stone platform, and
it also proved that Cayuse must have been in something
of a taking when he rode through the tunnel and emerged
from the same into the light, with the valley below Thim.

An Indian’s medicine-pouch is his badge of worth.
When a warrior loses his medicine-pouch he loses his
caste, and if the missing abject cannot be found, the war=
rior paints his Face, daubs His hair with mud, puts on this
raggedest blanket, and retires into the solitude, From

this it will be seen that the medicine-pouch is jealously
guarded. How, then, codld Little Cayuse’s beaded bag
have gotten away from him unless his nerves had been
somewhat unstrung ?

u\’\"at\gh!” grunted Nomad, brushing a dazed hand

across .hls eyes. “\Ve’re runnin’ onter a hull Tot er th‘mgs

thet aire new ter us, Buffler. I got er quare Feelin’

3 pes"t‘erm_'A MY narves, T hev so. This hyar cafion don’t
. = =}
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leok. like er healthy place fer folks ter go moseyin’
eround in. Cayuse, comin’ hyar alone, must hev felt
somethin’ like what I'm feelin’, er he’d never hev drapped
thet thar pouch.”

“Well,” said Wild Bill,, “we all: know that poucl: to: be
Cayuse’s, and: the fact of it’s being here proves that the
Piute may be here now,, somewhere. The next thing is
te locate him.”

The secout climbed back into his saddle and placed the
~ loop of the: medicine-pouch: abeut the horn; then all eyes
surveyed the gash before them.

On both sides the cafion: walls were straight up and
dowm, and. smoothy as: glass. The scout judged the walls
to be fifty feet high, and' to front each other at a dis-
tance of about forty feet:© The walls were of a granite
formation, although: the: bed of the cafion was of the
same: bluish: tint as: the hill. Fremr under the left-hand
wall a small stream of water trickled across the canom
forming” @ pool at the foot of the slope leading from: the
epening through the hill.

The gasl led straight north for a distance of perhaps
five iundred feet, where it was blocked by another steep
wall. :

“Tt’s a blind' cafion, Pard Cody,” observed Wild" Bill.
“From this platform we can see the whole of it, and there
isn't a living thing in the place.”

“There are plenty of hoof-tracks in the mud of that
pool, Hickok,” said the scout, pointing downward. “Navi
and the horse ridden. by Coogan couldn’t have made all
 those tracks. We'll go. down. and look. them over.”

“Hold up, Buffler,” fluttered old Nomad.. “Afore ye
go any farther inta this hyar pizen: place, L'd: stopr er
spell an’ figger out whether et’s: advisable.”
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The scout turned and fixed a keen gaze on his old
pard’s face.

“If T didn’t know you to be absolutely fearless, Nick,”
said he, “I'd think you were losing your nerve.”

“Waal, thet's what I am. I ain’t er denyin’ et. Ef
thar was Injuns ter fight with, I'd go fer ’em, no matter
ef thar was er thousand. Et ain’t humans I'm afeared
of—et’s things we don’t none o’ us savvy thet may be
waitin’ ter put us down an’ out some’rs in thet gash.
Waugh! T dunno why, but I’'m shore gittin’ ther creeps.”

It was an eery place, no doubt about that; and the
probable fact that Cayuse and Coogan had come there
and had both been mysteriously unhorsed did not add
anything to the general confidence.

However, neither the scout nor Wild Bill were to be
daunted by man or devil. Laughing at the old trapper’s
fears, they spurred down the slope and splashed through
the pool.

“Here’s where Navi and that other horse collected the
blue mud,” said Wild Bill. “According to my notion,

pard, that clutter of tracks was made by Indian cayuses.”

“And recently made,” added the scout. “There’s @
gang of reds somewhere in this cafion.” .

“Not in the cafion, pard. If they were we could see
them.” .

“Yes,” insisted the scout, “in the cafion. Notice the
way the last hoof-prints are pointed, Hickok. The last
bunch of redskins who rode through this pool went on
into the cafion.”

“Right, as usual,” admitted Wild Bill, after another
look at the hoof-marks, “but, if they’re in the cafion,
where are they ?”

“We'll go on and see if we can find out.”
| While Buffalo Bill and Wild Bill rode on, old Nomad

i3 -
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and the Apaches descended the slope and splashed
through the pool. Yuppah was still leading Coogan’s
horse. The animal, as though entering regions which he
had occasion to remember, pulled back on the rope with
which he was being led.

“Hey, Buffler!” yelled the trapper.

The scout and the Laramie man halted and looked
around.

“Well ?” called the scout. “If you’re afraid of spooks,
Nick, you and the 'Paches can wait there.”

“T ain’t torkin’ erbout spooks now, Buffler, an’ I reckon
T'd be purty small pickin’s ef I wouldn’t foller wharever
you an’ Hickok led. But look at thet hoss o’ Coogan’s.
Ther critter hes been hyar before, an’ he had sich er
tough time thet he hates ter perceed. Ef we all had as
much hoss-sense as thet animile hes got, we’d turn
around an’ hike fer t'other side o’ ther hill.”

“We're here to find Cayuse, Nick,” said the scout,
facing the other way.

“Waal, ef Cayuse was in ther cafion ye could see
him.”

“Stay behind, Nick,” joked Wild Bill, “if you’re afraid
fto come,”

“Afeared! Waugh!”

Nomad dug the irons into Hide-rack and rushed ahead.

The scout, as he rode along, was keeping watch of the
trail of the unshod ponies, visible in the soft earth of the
cafion bed, and was likewise making a survey of the
walls.

The mystery of the place seemed to deepen, . The very
atmosphere spelled danger—but it was the intangible
danger which the scout’s intrepid nature scorned to no-
tice.

Suddenly an object which had previously escaped theix
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natice struck .on the startled eyes of the seout and Wild
Bill. The object was an Indian dance, planted point
down in the earth mot two feet from the blank wall on
the left-hand side of the defile. From the top of the
lance hung the red tail of a steer!

Buffalo Bill and Wild Rill .exchanged glances. -

“Lon Starkey!” muttered the Laramie man. “By
gorry! Say, Cody, do you think Starkey is here? Was
that why ‘Coogan wode in ‘this wirection from Pagesa
Springs ?”

“It ‘must 'be. Tf fhis is Starkey’s ranch, where 15
Starkey? | Usually 'he has the pole planted beside the
door leading imute 'his ranch-house at Red Tail. DBat
there’s mo door here.””

“We're into a riddle, here, clean up to our eyes. ‘Lhe
farther we go the more tangled ‘the whele proposifion

becomes. If we could only——"

Just at that moment there fmppened an event; and so
silently, swiftly, and relentlessly did it come and pass
that Wild Bill, Nomad, and the Apaches were literally
astounded.

The scout and fthe Taramie man were holding in their
horses in the middle of the cafion. Buffalo Bill, with
his back to the left-hand wall, was giving his attention
to Wild Bill, who was speaking.

Across the scout’s shoulder Hickok could see the left-
hand wall while looking at the scout. Abruptly, like
some ill-omened monster, a gigantic red hand slipped
noiselessty out of the apparently solid wall. Behind the
hand was an arm, which lengthened and lengthened, uti-
til, with a prodigious sweep from left to right, the hand
closed about the scout, lifted him from the saddle, the
huge fingers clutching him in a grip there was 10 £s<




The Valley of the Red Hand. 43

. eaping, and then, like a flash, the hand vanished within
" the cliff, taking Buffalo Bill along with it.
. There was ne ery fron the scout nor from any of his
~ pards. Bt was all done in a twinkling, and with a sifence
: and certainty that were paralyzing.
. As seon as they could corral their scattered wits, the
. Apaches let out a yell and lashed their ponies toward the
~ slope leading to the tunmel. Nomad and Wild Bill, their
~ faces white and their eyes gleaming, backed against the
~ right-hand walll and drew their revolvers.
~ What Wild Bill and Nomad could accomplish with
& their revolvers against that gigantic hand they did not
know. Like the brave men they were, they stood their
" ground and waited, eager tordo whatever they could for
. Buffalo Bill. By swift degrees they recavered full' pos-
sessiomr of their faculties.

.~ “What sort ef devilish clap-trap was that? There are
men back ef it—men: like you and’ me, Nick—and why
don’t the cowards come out and face us™”
] “Thar-ain’t no men back @ et,” said old Nomad
. huskily. “Et warn’t no flesh-an™blood hand, Hickok, an’
. nothin” thet human bein’s had fixed up:. Ef et was, et
would hev left some sign. Et——"
- “This is no time for gammon! It's sign enough for
me to see Bear Paw standing there, puzzled out of
all his horse-sense,. wondering where the blazes Pard
. Cody has gone. Sign! What more sign do you want,
# Nick, than the disappearance of our pard ™"
' “Ye don't savvy, Hickok,” persisted old Nomad ear-
-~ mnestly. “Et ain’t im natur” fer @ hand an” arm ter show
* up like thet 'un did, pushin’ out through ther solid rock
. thetaway an” drorin” back mter et ag'in. Waugh! Et
- wa'n’t nothin’ human, T had er feelin” we ortn’t ter

B

;,‘- “Now, by all the fiends!” whooped Hickok furiously.-
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notice struck on the startled eyes of the scout and Wild
Bill. The object was an Indian dance, planted point
down in the earth mot two feet from the hlank wall on
the left-hand side of the defile. From the top of the
lance hung the red tail of a steer!

Buffalo Bill and Wild Rill .exchanged glances. -

“Lon Starkey!” muttered the Laramie man. “By
gorry! Say, Cody, do you think Starkey is here? Was
that why Coogan rode in ‘this «lirection from Pagosa
Springs ?” '

“Tt ‘must 'be. Tf fhis is Starkey’s wanch, whete 1
Starkey? | Usually 'he has the pole planted theside the
door leading nto This ranch-house at Red Tail. Bt
there’s mo <door There.”

“We're into a riddle, ‘here, clean up to our eyes. The
farther we go tthe ‘more ‘tangled the whole proposition
becomes. If we could only -

Just at that moment there fmppened an event; and so
silently, swiftly, and relentlessly did it come and pass
that Wild Bill, Nomad, and the Apaches were literally
astounded.

The scout and the Laramie man were holding in their
horses in the middle of the cafion. Buffalo Bill, with
his back to the left-hand wall, was giving his attention
to Wild Bill, who was speaking.

Across the scout’s shoulder Hickok could see the left-
hand wall while looking at the scout. Abruptly, like
some ill-omened monster, a gigantic red hand slipped
noiselessly out of the apparently solid wall. Behind the
hand was an arm, which lengthened and lengthened, ui-
til, with a prodigious sweep from left to right, the hand
closed about the scout, lifted him from the saddle, the
huge fingers clutching him in a grip there was 1o 5=
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. eaping, and then, like a flash, the hand vanished within
" the cliff, taking Buffalo Billl aleng with it.
.~ There was ne cry from the scout nor fromr any of his
- pards. Tt was all done in a twinkling, and with a sifence
. and certainty that were paralyzing.
- As soon as they could corral their scattered wits, the
?\ii&p:whes let out a yell and lashed their ponies toward' the
~ slope leading to the tunnel. Nomad and Wild Bill, their
. faces white and their eyes gleaming, backed agaimst the
. right-hand’ wall and drew their revolvers.
. What Wild Bill and Nomad could accommplish with
. their revolvers against that gigantic hand they did not
~ know. Like the brave mien they were, they stood their
ground' and' waited, eager tordo whatever they could for
. Buffalo Bill. By swift degrees they recovered full pes-
sessierr of their faculties.
‘ “Now, by all the fiends!” whooped Hickok furiously.-
.~ “What sort ef devilish clap-trap was that? There are
" men back of it—men like you and me, Nick—and why
. den't the cowards’ come out and face us?”
‘ - “Thar-ain’t no men back @ et,” said old Nomad
~ huskily. “Et warn’t no flesh-an’-blood' hand, Hickok, an’
- nothin” thet human bein’s had fixed up: Ef et was, et
 would hev left some sign. Et——"
- “This is no time for gammon! Tt’s sign enough for
. me to see Bear Paw standing there, puzzled out of
. all his horse-sense,. wondering' where the blazes Pard
Cody has gone. Sign'! What more sign do you want,
. Nick, than the disappearance of our pard?”
- “Ye don’t savvy, Hickok,” persisted old Nomad ear-
. mestly. “Et ain’t in natur” fer  hand an” arm ter show
up like thet 'un did, pushin’ out through ther solid rock
. thetaway an” drorin” back mter et ag’in. Waugh! Et
- wa'n't nothin’ humam T had er feelin” we: ortn’t tes
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come down hyar. Ef Buffler would on’y hev listened ter
me he’d hev been with us now.”

“What do you think it was that got him?” demanded ‘

Wild Bill, turning his angry eyes on the trapper.
“Whiskizoos.”

That was Nomad’s explanation for all things which he '
deemed supernatural, Just “whiskizoos.” Malign spirifs =

they were, roaming aimlessly about and hunting for op=
portunities to destroy people.

In his anxiety and perturbation Wild Bill swore.

“T’d like mighty well,” he cried, “to have a chance

at your whiskizoos with my forty-fives! That whelp of 'é

a Starkey is back of this, and I'll gamble money on it.”

Spurring wrathfully across the cafion, he halted ift
front of the place where the Hand had appeared, and
shook his fist at the apparently blank wall in front of
him,

“Lon Starkey,” he yelled, “if it’s you that’s doing
this, and any harm comes to my pard, Buffalo Bill, I've
got you marked up for a finish! Where’s the Red Hand?
Shoot it out at me! I dare you. If you've got the sand,
come out into the cafion and meet me, man to mat.
Starkey, of Red Tail, is a skulker and a coward!”

Old Nomad had yelled frantically for Wild Bill to
come back to the right-hand wall, but he might as well
have ordered the wind to stop blowing. Realizing the

uselessness of trying to curb Hickok when he had the bit:

in his teeth, the trapper’s yell died on his lips and he
drooped breathlessly over the saddle-horn. Any instanf
he was afraid that whiskizoo-hand might leap out of tha
stone wall and deal with Hickok as it had dealt with Buf«
falo Bill.

But this dread event did not come to pass, a lthougﬂ
something else happened which sent the Laramie matli

B
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wrath to boiling-pitch. ~ An eery, mocking laugh came
from some mysterious place, and echoed tantalizingly up
and down the cafion.

“That’s right,” shouted Wild Bill, “hide behind your
barrier. If you had the courage of a coyote, you'd come
out here and show yourself.”

Revolvers in hand, Hickok spurred recklessly to the
left-hand wall, inspected it sharply for breaks, and
everywhere he thought there might be a hidden opening
he planted a bullet.

Once more came that tantalizing laugh, followed by
a cry of alarm from Nomad and a distant clatter of
hoofs. Wild Bill whirled his horse. From the direction
of the blind wall at the end of the cafion were coming
a horde of Comanches, scalps fluttering from their lances
and rifles shining in the sun. A clamor of bloodthirsty,
whoops rolled through the defile as they charged.

“The tunnel, Nick, the tunnel!” roared Wild Bill,
leaning over his horse’s neck and plying spur and quirt.

Nomad darted alongside of him, while Bear Paw,
frightened at the shouting, laid oﬁ the ground ]ust ahead
of them. .

“Where did they come from, Nick?” asked Wlld Bill.

“Out o’ the yarth!” stormed the old trapper; “they
jest nacherly heaved up out o the bed o’ ther cafion.
They ain’t real Injuns, but faked-up whiskizoos.”

Sping! sping! sping! spoke the rifles behind, bullets
cleaving the air all around the racing pards.

“They’re firing real bullets, anyhow,” answered Wild
Bill, while the horses labored through the muddy pool.

On up the slope they went, crossed over the rim of

¥

‘ :- the stone platform, and dashed into the mouth of the
~ tunnel.

Here the Apaches were waiting for them, half-relieved:
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of their superstitious fears by the sound of shooting, =
Yuppah secured Bear Paw, and made him fast to Coo-
gan’s horse, 1
Wild Bill slid from his saddle and started for the =
platform in front of the tunnel.
“What's ter be done?” asked Nomad. .4
“Fight, of course. We'll leave the horses in hese
where they’ll be safe from bullets and we’ll nail the
Comanches as they tumble up the slope. They may be =
whiskizoos in disguise, but T'll show you, Nick, that ==
they're not bullet-proof.”

Already there was a great clatter on the rocky slope.
No time was to be lost if the Comanches were to be
turned back before they reached the platform.

Wild Bill and Nomad plunged out on the stone shelf,
Chappo and Pedro- close behind them. Yuppah stayed
in the tunnel to take care of the mounts. -

Hurrying to the edge of the shelf, the four men spread
out and their revolvers began to talk. The slope was
thick with Comanches, but the bullets jumped at them
between the heads of their horses.

There was firing in return, but it was ineffective. The
warriors in the front rank of the Comanches had al
ready discharged their muzzle-loaders. In order to shodl =
over the heads of their comrades, the Comanches beliind
had to elevate their rifle-points so high that their lead

struck the hillside a couple of feet above the men on
the shelf. &

The destruction of the revolvers was great. Ponies,

minus their red riders, whirled back on the warriors be-

hind and dashed through their ranks, causing the utmost
confusion.

A stampede toward the other end of the carom res i

(e g
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sulted, the Comanches grabbing up their wounded and
. slain as they retreated.

. “Hoop-a-la!” exulted old Nomad. “We cleaned up on
’em, by thunder ef we didn’t‘ See ’em scatter! An’
4 they re five ter one, now.’

4 “I reckon you know, by this time,” observed Wild Bill
- grimly, “that they’re flesh and blood, like ourselves.”

. “Them Comanches aire flesh an’ blood, thet's er cinch,
. but thet thar hand thet swiped Buffler out o’ ther saddle
~ kain’t be no human contrivance. Whoever heerd o’ sich
~ er thing afore? Waugh! I tell ye, Hickok, et’s er spook
hand.”

. “Bosh!” growled Wild Bill disgustedly. “There’s a
. way into that hang-out of Starkey’s, and we can find
. it. We've got to find it, if we do anything for Pard
3 COdy.” :

. “Watch them Injuns as they git clost ter the end o
~ ther cafion,” said Nomad. “They’re within twenty feet
" o thet blind twall now, an’ they’re goin’ like mad. Seems
. as though they was goin’ ter run bang inter ther clift.
. Watch ’em!”

Wild Bill's eyes were fixed on the retreating ‘Coman-
. ches. As Nomad had said, the redskins were galloping
~ at speed, with every indication that they were going to
©  smash against the rocks in a head-on collision; then,
1 abruptly, they began to melt into the bed of the canon
©  just under'the blind wall. Within a minute the last
" horseman was out of sight.

, Old Nomad drew a long breath. “How d’ye account
& fer thet thar?” he gasped. :

“There’s a way to account for it,” asserted Wild Bill.
- “There are many queer makeshifts in this cafion, and
~ that hand, and the way those reds vanished, are part ofl

A\
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" them. The explanation is simple enough, if we only
knew what it was.”

The old trapper shook his head dubiously.

“T dunno, Hickok,” he muttered hopelessly, “ef et’s
Starkey thet’s behind this hyar game, he’s shore got ther
bulge on us. I reckon Leetle Cayuse was picked up ther
way Buffler Bill was, an’ likewise thet Secret Sarvice man,
Coogan. Whoosh! Me no cuminx!”

“Possibly, too, McGowan, the sheriff, was nailed in o
the same way.”

“Thet’s so. Starkey must hev quite a gatherin’ o'
pris'ners, by now. But what sort of er layout is this
hyar cafion, anyways? Starkey an’ his Comanches
couldn’t hev fixed et up.”

“Remember what Egan said about the greasers having =

a legend concerning it ?” returned Wild Bill. “In the old
days, when the Spaniards owned the country and ruled =
the Indians with an iron hand, they had lots of trouble.
Tt was necessary for them to contrive refuges to which =
they could flee whenever there was an uprising of the =
reds. Also, the old dons had to fix up ways to protect =
their gold and silver-mines. It may be, Nick, that this
freak of a cafion was an old stronghold of the Span-
iards, and that Red Hand was used by them to overawe
the superstitious redskins.”
“But how’d Starkey git holt o’ et?”

“At a guess, I should say Starkey found out some: =
thing about the place from the Comanches, and that he =
came here and is turning it to his own use. He’s crafty =
and resourceful; besides that, he’s an odd genius, and 2 ;
place like this would please him to death.”

“Allowing thet things aire as ye say, Hickok, what'té =
we goin’ ter do? Buffler an’ Cayuse hev got ter be ress =

-

!
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-

- cued but I'm er Piegan ef I kin savyy how et’s ter be
'~ done.” :
- “We'll camp down in that tunnel,” answered Wild
* Bill, following a brief period of reflection. “If we go
¢ on short rations, we've got chuck enough for four days,
¢ and we can get what water we need from that pool. The
- Apaches can hunt grass for the horses on the other side.
" of the hill. Meanwhile, we’ll hold the fort, use our eyes
© and ears, and try to find an opening through which we -
& can reach the scout and the Piute, I don’t see anything
" else we can do. From this tunnel, and the stone bench
& in front of it, we can hold off all the Comanches that
© come against us.’
; Manifestly, this plan was the only one to follow, and
the pards proceeded forthwith to put it into execution.

N
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CHAPTER 1IV.
THE RANCH OF MYSTERY.

Buffalo Bill was as much astounded by the sudden
appearance of the Red Hand as were the others in. the
cafion. He did not see, and so noiseless was the hand’s
operation that he did not hear it, The contrivance
swooped from behind him, and his first intimation of it
was a sudden’ gripping of his body by the great red
fingers and his bodily flight from the saddle.

The instinct of self-preservation caused him to at-
tempt a struggle, but he was encased in five 'bands of
rigid steel and was as helpless as a babe. Before he could
do more than realize that the Red Hand was a reality
and not a myth. he was drawn into the wall and held
there in Stygian darkness. :

The gap through which he had been pulled closed as
mysteriously and silently as it had opened. The steel
fingers still gripped him, making any movement impos-
sible.

Giving over the struggle to free himself, and while
waiting for the next move 'on the part of his captors, he
allowed his mind to busy itself with the situation.

The strangest thing, to him, was that there was a
foundation in fact for that wild legend related by Egan.
Cayuse, for some reason, must have come to the cafion,
and was doubtless snatched from his horse in a way
similar to that in which the scout had been picked up.
So, also, with Coogan, and perhaps with McGowan, the
sheriff.

L That the scout must now be somewhere in the stony

e,
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5X
vosom of the cliff there was no doubting ; but just where
and why was he kept waiting, helpless in the steeély ctasl;
of those huge fingers?

His thoughts had carried him thus far when there
came a glow of light from a distance. The light was
approaching along a gallery, borne noiselessly by a white
man, clad in buckskins. Back of the white man were
half a dozen feathered heads, bobbing about in the light.

As the flickering torch came closer, illuminating the
place into which the scout had been drawn, he sawbp-on~
de'rous machinery back of the hand, balanced so nicely
with huge weights that the mechanism must have re-
sponded to the slightest touch.

Barely had he finished these abservations when the
men with the torch came into the chamber that housed
thj: hand. Perhaps the chamber measured twenty feet in
width and length, by ten in height. At any rate, it only
comfortably cared for the strange mechanism in which
the scout was held as in a wvise.

The man in buckskins lifted the torch high, and
peered through its glare at the captive in the steel fin-
gers.

“Starkey !” exclaimed the scout.

“You bet!"” answered the white man, with a grin. “I
guess ye're wonderin’ what happened to y'u, hey? Waal,
this here’s the Ranch o Mystery, an’ Lon Starkey, o
Red Tail, is the boss. T been expectin’ y'u fer quite a
spell, Bufflfer Bill—ever sence I heerd Coogan, the Se-
cret‘Service mamn, was comin,’” an’ had orders ter pick y'u
up in Pagosa. T dom’t intend ter be tampered with,
savvy? Amn’ T ain't gein’ ter be, so long as I got this
ole Spanish rancheria at my back.”

“What [izve you taken me in for ?”

4
"
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“Oh, bosh! Y’w're wise ter that. Didn’t I jest say
v'u was helpin’ Coogan?”

“Ah,” returned the scout, “this is your private mint,
eh?”

“That’s whar y'u’re shy, Buffler Bill. I ain’t runnin’
no mint.” : :

“How does it come you’ve been leaving a trail of bogus =
dollars through the country?”

“Nacherly that’s my hizness, an’ I ain’t talkin’ it ove
with nobody.” :

“Where’s my Piute pard, Little Cayuse?”

“I reckoned y'u’d be frettin’ about that thar Injun kid, =
Waal, y’u don’t need ter fret no more. I got him as
safe’s I got you. An’ it'll be some sort of a while afore
either o’ y’u git away from this Ranch o’ Mystery. Y4 =&
see, I'm boss o’ the mysteries, an’ they’re all loaded ter
take keer o’ Lon Starkey, o’ Red Tail.” °

“Is Coogan here, too?” '

“He walked inter the trap like a six-y’ar-old huntin’ =
hick’ry nuts,” guffawed Starkey. 1

Turning to the six Comanches, Starkey spoke to them =
in their own language. One of them had a rope. This =
redskin passed around to the scout’s back, reached
through the opening between the steel fingers, and pulled
the scout’s revolvers from his belt. :

Thus Buffalo Bill was absolutely helpless; nor could =
he, struggle as he would, avoid having his hands drawn =
around inside the steel bars and made fast at the wrists: =
Following this, the Comanche came around in front, bent
down, and made the prisoner’s feet fast at the ankles.

Just at this point a muffled, mocking laugh echoed
through the chamber. The scout looked about him won=
deringly.

“That’s ole Pablo, my engineer,” grinned Starkeys
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“havin’ fun with yer pards out in the cafion. Never
mind him. If the Red Hand wasn’t in use, I'd have some
more o’ yer friends in here ter keep y’'u comp’ny.”

Starkey put his fingers to his lips and gave two sharp
whistles. Noiselessly the gripping fingers opened and
Buffalo Bill dropped upright on his bound feet. Two
Comanches sprang to his side, each catching him by an
arm. Starkey whistled another signal. Instantly the
Hand, now flattened and with every digit straight out
from the palm, moved back against the chamber wall.

The promptness and weird silence with which the
huge mechanism obeyed the will of Starkey were mar-
welous. The scout, in spite of his desperate situation,
followed the movements of the Red Hand with wonder.
- “It’s a fine machine, Buffler Bill,” chuckled Starkey.
“Tf I’d wanted ter, I could have had the Hand double
inter a fist an’ knock y’u lifeless off’n yer hoss, or I could
have had it drap both yer hoss an’ you at one blow. But
I was easy on y’u, although I ain’t goin’ ter be so easy
if you an’ Coogan don’t promise ter leave me an’ my
Comanches alone. Why, if I’d wanted, I could have
had them steel fingers squeeze y'u to a pulp! Oh, I'm
purty well fixed ter take keer o’ myself.”

Once more the mocking laugh floated through the
chamber. :

“What’s that man doing?” demanded the scout.

“Havin’ fun with yer pards, I jest said.” Starkey'
lifted his voice. “Pablo!” he shouted.

“Que quiere, seiior?” came a distinct response.

The man from Red Tail answered in Spanish, the
scout following his words as he spoke.

Run out the hand, Pablo, and jerk in one of the
others.” '

“Too late, sefior ; the Comanches have charged and the

e e N == oem
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Americanos are fleeing toward the cafion entrance.
Can’t you hear the shooting "

The scout, vaguely alarmed, listened, and thought he
detected sounds of firing. But the sounds were very
faint, and proved how thickly the opeuning through which
he had beenr drawn had been screened.

“Have you set your reds on to make war with my
pards?” demanded the scout.

“Think I'm goin’ ter let "em come crowhoppin’ around
these here private premises?’ answered Starkey. “Waal,
hardly.”

“The military authorities will make you rue this day’s
work, Starkey!” said the scout hotly.

“Nary, they won’t. Fust off; they kain’t find me; them
ag’in, if they do, why, I've got a charge planted ter blow
this hull ranch imter smithereens. No ane else’ll have
anythin’ ter do with it arter I'm done. I recken y'u
know yerself that Lom Starkey o' Red Tail can’t be

killed, so I stand ter win whatever way the game turns.”

He whitled and gave some niore orders to the Co-
manches. Thereupon the scout was carried ouf into the
passage and along it, farther into the breast of the cliff.
Starkey, with the torch, led the way.

The scout noticed, while they went along, that the
passage had been dug through a sort of conglomerate
rock. It was as square as level and plumb-line could

nake it, and evidently much care had been expended on
the work.

But who had performed the work, and when?

That the stronghold was of ancient origin was. proved

- by the deep path wom in the stone floor of the passage.
Countless numbers of moccasined feet, passing and re-

passing, had been necessary to groove that furrow ous
of the solid stone.

b,
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At a distance, it may be, of a hundred feet from the
chamber where the hand was stored, Starkey came to
a halt.

“Ye're goin’ in here, Buffler Bill,” said he, “an’ here'’s
whar y'u stay till y'u promise ter gigg back on yer
orders ter hunt Starkey. If y'u never promise, then
y'u'll never leave this place, an’ none o’ the others’ll leave,
either.”

The scout made mo response. Starkey, flashing his
light over the wall, pressed a round bit of iron that pro-
jected from the hewn stone. Slowly a square opening
yawned in front of the Comanche bearers.

“Y'u wont make any trouble in thar,” chuckled

The Ranch of Mystery.

 Starkey, as the scout was carried into the gloom, “kase

yu can’t. Bymby I'll show wup an’ talk with ye, con-
nectin’ with yer idees as ter what yu think ye'll do.
Adios fer now.”

In the blank darkness, the scout, bound as he was,
was laid down on a rocky floor. The two Comanches
passed out, the stone door glided back into place, and
Starkey and his redskins were lost to sight.

“Ugh!” came a grunt from the gloom somewhere close
to the scout. “Pa-e-has-ka, me heap sorry Starkey ketch
um.”

“That you, Cayuse ?” asked the scout.

“AT

“We're all here, Buffalo Bill,” spoke up another voice.
“I'm Coogan—down and out the first clatter out of the
box. That trick of mine, back there in Pagosa Springs,
didn’t work worth a copper cent. We're in a tight cor-
ner, friend, you, and Cayuse, and I, and McGowan, the
sheriff, who's lying next to me.”

“I've been here goin’ on two weeks,” piped ap a husky
woice dispiritedly. “There ain’t no gettin’ away. Stars

)
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key's got us plumb ter rights. I've been ready ter cave
fer the last week, but the boss of the ranch don’t give me
no chance.”

The scout listened in silence. Were Starkey’s nefari-
ous designs really to prosper, in spite of right and justice,
just because fortune had given him that mysterious re-
treat?

Buffalo Bill would not believe this. Although he was
a prisoner, yet he had loyal friends on the outside who
would work tooth and nail to bring about Starkey’s un-
doing. Besides, there might be something Buffalo Bill
could do himself, prisoner though he was.

“The horses belonging to all of you,” said the scout, a
last, “came back riderless. The mystery of your disap-
pearance baffled everybody—particularly in the case of
McGowan. What happened to you, McGowan ?”

b “Well,” replied the sheriff drearily, “I tangled up in
somethin’ that didn’t concern me particular, an’ this is
the pay I got fer it. Found some silver dollars that
wasn’t genooine, took ’em over.ter the post an’ had the
paymaster make sure the money was crooked, an’ then I
purceeded ter butt inter the gov’ment’s bizness. A Co-
manche come ter me an’ allowed, on the quiet, he could
take me ter the place whar the dollars was made. Said
he’d once belonged ter the gang, but they hadn’t given
him enough o’ the boodle an’ he was pinin’ fer revenge.
It was a frame-up, but I couldn’t savvy it. Saddlin’ my
leetle hoss, T rode off with the Comanche. He led me
inter the cafion through the blye hill, an’ fust I knowed I
was grabbed out o’ my saddle by that big Red Hand
and snaked inter the clift. Thar, while the hand held me,
1 was tied up an’ kerried in here. Oh, but I was easy!
Been kept her_e ever sence. Don't see nobody but the half-

 breed that brings the grub. He told me Starkey was th
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boss, an’ that Starkey 'uw'd have a talk with me jest as
soon as things shaped around like he wanted ’em to. I
reckon this puts ’em about like he wants, an’ that purty
pronto Starkey’ll come an’ hand us a bunch o’ palaver,
tellin’ us what he wants us ter do an’ what we’re ter
expect. Waal, I'll agree ter anythin’ in reason. He’s
got the whip-hand, an’ I'm gittin’ anxious ter see what
daylight looks like, once more.”

“Your disappearance is a conundrum for Pagosa
Springs,” said Buffalo Bill.

“I got a wife an’ fambly thar, too. It's purty tough
on them, not savvyin’ whether I'm alive er dead. I want
ter git out as soon as I can.” R

“So do we all,” put in Coogan, “but I don’t think it
well to agree to Starkey’s terms too quickly.” .

“How did you happen to drop into the grip of the Red
Hand, Coogan?” queried the scout. :

“I told you in the Lucky Pocket that I had a tip. i
wasn't sure whether the tip amounted to anything or not,
because it came in the form of an anonymous letter.
That sort of thing don’t go with me, as a rule, bu.t ’I’ ;
concluded to sift this one and see what there was to it.

“The letter was sent to you?”

“No, to the colonel at the fort. He turned it over to
me and said he’d give me a file of soldiers whe.n I
started for this place. But I was shy on the soldiers.
I made up my mind to feel around in the San Juans,
locate the right spot, if possible, and then call on you,
Buffalo Bill, to help me wind up the affair. Sol came
here, following instructions contained in that Pn51gned
letter. What happened, after I reached the canon, was
pretty much the same as happened to McGowan. I was
nabbed by the hand and dragged into the cliff; thet.’l I was
toted in here, and Starkey allowed, just as he did w1th».
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If\el‘cv&:;)t\lvan, thz‘lt 1.1?\1 bat up a proposition to me when a

1er 1}‘\3'1@15 had been attended to. I was some-

'wlmt surprised to find your Piute pard had dropped
%]ii?."the Ranch of Mystery a while ahead of me, Buffalo
“\)\’HO\\: did 'it come about, Cayuse?” asked the scout.
noWe LTght ,JI'I.St as well understand the whele layout

W, W 11‘1‘e we're all together and able to discuss it.”

: Ugh!” grunted Cayuse dejectedly. “Heap bad medi-
cmf,YPa-e-has-ka. No like um.”
Bttt i i s e
ral and the hotel you cast ’\I e\\ 1erf: ReE o
Ll Ls. Nomad's horse loose, and that's
i 12;:50 f\. to guess about your movements.

“Me ride past um thllclllxl 'Mi"ccl)] ﬁ hffr“efl ‘fasmony use;
“hear um shot, hear un : sk C\Ct,“ s Cayu')e’
i 1 .smab 1 of window, see um Injun
medjcbine o P\\ ood-pile. Wuh! Me sabe Injun bad
e roulld b:”‘a'-e—IIias-ka and Wild Bill make um play
e ‘s i Lucky Pocket, think mebbyse Injun

- Anjun make. um run all same like jackrabbit

for :
caballo; me follow um. Injun git away toward Rio

Piedra, still Piute follow : In;
bebing. tute follow ; Injun go up river, Piute close

= dowtlllle:]t?mf{ him come through hole in blue hill,
i cldfmn_ .Chase him plenty long, plenty
Piuté i 11e tn}]k him got Comanche in hox cafion.
Fhis Clg)arzst' 1_.BAl,g Red Hand ketch um Piute.” Ugh!”
bt s me istic ‘talk of the Indian boy’s let in a
tery. Cavtt,me h;dat,pﬁmt that had been shrouded in mys-
it .he‘\\"[q - aken French léave of Pagasa Springs,
A hi: pards“ ]:?,m-g some‘thing' of benefit to the scout
Cayuse’s move-l IU&MO El“ had felt, all along, that
e 1ac he'en inspired by his idea of duty.
1e Deo}"le mn Pagosa pr‘ings the Piute ha:d'

4
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Keen the only one who had seen the hidden marksman
put a bullet through the window of the Lucky Pociet.
“Ton Starkey was the fellow who was after me,” spoke
up Coogan. “It was one of his Comanches who was
dogging my heels and taking pot-shots at me. In fol-
lowing the red rascal, Cayuse got into this mess him-

. self”

“This. T reckon,” observed the scout, “must be Star-
key's mint?”’

“That’s the way I size it up. The old Spaniards went 3

to considerable trouble to make him a bang-up place to
do his coining.”

“Those old dons,” said McGowan, “never took all the
trouble to fix up this place without havin’ an eye on the
precious metal.  You can gamble on that, friends.”

“What do you mean, McGowan?” asked the scout.

“I mean that those old Spaniards prob’ly found gold
here an' fixed up this place so’st ter profect themselves
while they was minin’. Ever’body knows how they treat-
ed the Injuns, yokin’ ’em tergether an’ makin’ ’em work
fike galley-slaves jest fer the privilege 0’ gittin’ enough
grub ter keep body an’ soul tergether. Ev'ry once in a
while the Injuns would rebel, an’ when that happened the
Spaniards had ter have some place ter go whar they'd
fecl tollable safe. They rigged up that big Hand, I'm
guessin’, told the Injuns the Great Spirit was on their
side, an’ then worked on the superstitious idees o' -the

savages ontil the reds was skeered ter interfere with

anythin’ thet went on in this cafion. Why, the yarn them
ole dons spread around has come down ter this day.
Mexicans savvy it, an’ believe it, t00.”

“I shouldn’t wonder if you were ‘right in your sur-
wmises, McGowan,” said the scout. “I've seen a lot of




60 The Ranch of Mystery.

old Spanish workings in the Southwestern country. This
may have been a mine——' :

“Prob’ly it's a mine now, an’ that the yaller metal
hasn’t played out,” interpolated McGowan. “Fer all we
know, Starkey may be gittin’ out gold an’ makin’ the ole
place pay him well.” -

“Don’t you believe it,” spoke up Coogan. “If he had
a paying gold-mine here Starkey wouldn’t be peddling
bogus silver dollars around the country. He'd be en-
gaged in lawful mining, and nothing else, instead of
taking chances of being nabbed by the government.”

“Waal, I don’t know jest how the land lays,” proceeded
McGowan, “but thar’s a heap goin’ en in this hole in the
wall. The dons fixed up a swell place, from what I kin
see. Prob’ly it laid idle here for several hundred years,
an’ nobody knowin’ anythin’ about the place till Starkey
stumbled onter it. O’ course, that luck had ter come his
way. No decent, law-abidin’ citizen like me could have
got hold o’ the place.”

“Starkey, I reckon,” said the scout, “found out about
the Ranch of Mystery through the Comanches. You
know he married a Comanche woman, and that gave him
a hold on the tribe.” »

“That’s how, I suppose. Arter Starkey ketched onter
the place he must have put it in good repair, fer sart'inly
that hand works like greased lightnin’. The way I was
yanked out o’ my saddle made me ketch my breath—
it was all done so quick.”

“The Ranch seems to be full of mysterious odds and
ends,” put in Coogan. “The way that hand jumps out
of the cliff and then vanishes back into it again is some
peculiar. Coming down the cafion, in broad day, a pet-
son can’t see a sign of any openings in the rock wall.”

- “The whole thing has been cleverly conceived and

’
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wrought out of the cliff with a tremendous amount of
industry and patience,” observed the scout.

“The dons made the Injuns de all the work,” said Mc«
Gowan; “all the Spaniards done was jest tér be on tha
spot an’ do the bossin’.” '

“Simmering the whole thing down,” went on Coogan,
shifting the topic, “what are we going to do? Here wa
are, all of us bound hand and foot and locked in a rocky|
chamber. Ts there any chance of escape? What do you
think, Buffalo Bill?”

“I've been working at my ropes all the while we've
been talking,” the scout answered. “I don’t know, as yet,
What there is to be gained by getting rid of the lashings,
but it’s a comfort to have. the use of your hands, any=
way.”

“How ye makin’ out with the ropes?” queried Mec-
Gowan,

“I'm not making out at all. They were evidently put
on by a red that knew his business. If your teeth arg
good, Cayuse, you might gnaw through a strand or twa
of the rope about my hands., Can you roll over this
way 2"

“Wuh,” answered Little Cayuse, captivated with the
idea,

After considerable effort he managed to come close
0 where the scout was lying. The scout turned on his
;ﬂie and the boy began using his teeth on the hard
emp,

“T don’t savvy what ye're ter do when ye git clear,
Buffalo Bill,” said McGowan, “I'd thought o’ freeing’
Myself, but the stone walls o’ this hang-out are so thick

8 ter be plumb discouragin’, even arter ye've got yer

hands g’ feet free.”
“Well,”

said the scout, as Cayuse panted and worked, ‘
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“Tll feel a heap moare fit to attempt something if T have j

the use of my limbs. You never can tell what chante
nmay ceme your way, you know.”

For half an hour Little Cayuse labored tivelessly. Af
the end of that time he had severed ane cail of the rope
that secured the scout’s hands. The other coils laasened
at ence, and Buffalo Bill found his arms free.

To get rid of the ankle-rope, after that, was the work
of only a few minutes. Just as he had finished, the
rock door rolled back and a glow of light floaded the
Toom,

“It's the half-breed,” whispered McGowan; “hes
bringin’ our chuck—an’ prob’ly aimin’ ter make shes
we're all safe an’ not up ter any tricks.”

At that a sudden idea darted through the scout’s brain,
Lying back, just as though he was still hound, he tucked

the severed ropes under him and watched the half-breed
with the eyes of a hawik,

CHAPTER V.
THE FIRST STROKE FOR FREEDOM.

The half-breed was a big fellow and thh. a face w:z
villainous as any the scout had ever seen. His h;.rr -
long, his fierce eyes were set dlose togefhu', and ebv;/ltcd
2 bell-crowned hat and a baggy Mexican cloak, -
abont his waist. In the belt were a revolver and a loug,

-looking dirk. I
ug}f\h‘eool:zlfbreed carried an ofla, or water-jar, i czcﬁ:
hand, the rims being wound with a rope that formeT -
sort of handle. One of the jars contained water. s
other, which he set down and broke with a'shar‘p IR,
contained chunks of jerked beef and cold tortillas.

7 cted to
The prisoners, bound as they were, were expe

lyi
ol to the water-jar and the scattered food, supplyng

themselves with drink and something to eat as best e
could, ‘ i

A Comanche trailed after the half-breed, c;fgjsie:
torch. Having rid himself of his burdens, t,he dz of the
and the Comanche began examining the bon and the
prisoners, one going to one side of the mm‘g in their
other to the opposite side. Both were TOUg
examination, e th

It was the Comanche who came to ¥ :
the prison chamber. First he turned %ytz;zv
looked at his topes; then he stepped to ‘tﬁeqlo Bill's mind

The plan that had darted through B1u ‘OSSiblE chance
was desperate in the extreme. [Its omly ifxt" with whicl
of suceess fay in the guickness and certa

it was executed.

e scout’s side Of
er and
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 As the Comanche bent over him and stretched out a
thand to grip his shoulder and jerk him over on his face,
the scout’s fist flew upward, catching the redskin on
| the point of the jaw. A resounding thwack echoed
}"through the chamber, followed by a chug of escaping
 breath and the hard fall of the Indian.

The Comanche was unconscious from that terrific blow
''even before he had hit the floor.

Amazed at the scout’s audacious tactics, the other pris- |

oners watched breathlessly for what was still to come.

The torch had dropped from the Comanche’s hand. It ¥
was still burning, on the stone floor, and afforded the

scout plenty of light for the rest of his work.

The half-breed, who had been examining Coogan's
bonds, raised erect abruptly when the commotion started
across the chamber.

Here is where the scout’s quickness won the day,
Brief though the time was between the half-breed’s hear
ing the racket and his lifting erect and whirling abott
to see what was going on, yet Buffalo Bill had leapel
up and hurled himself across the room.

There was no time for the half-breed to give a war:
ing yell. His hands instinctively leaped for his knife, just
as the scout’s fingers twisted about his neck.

With a crash the two men fell flat on the floor, the

scout on top of his antagonist and worrying relentlessl
at the breath in his throat.

The half-breed had his knife clear of the belt, but 50

smothered was he by the gripping fingers that his nervé

less hand could do no more than jab the knife fruitlessly

into the air,
When he considered it safe, the scout hastily withdrew

_one of his hands and plucked the revolver from the halfs |
Lg‘eed’s belt, The next moment a blow from the butt of

T cm——
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the weapon stretched the scoundrel out as unconscious
the Comanche.

as“ﬁa\, by Jericho!” muttered the astounded 'McGowaxT.

“Td never have believed thet could be done if I hadn’t

seen it. Great snakes! Neither of 'em had time ter let

off a yell.” iy

“Wonderful” breathed Coogan. “I'm dashed if it
wasn't the most remarkable piece of work I ever saw—
and I've seen a-plenty of this rough give-and-tak‘e.”

Cayuse merely stared at the scout with gleaming eyes.
The scout was bending over him, the half-breed’s knife
in his hand.

“If we make the most of this opportunity,” said the
sout, in a low tone, slashing at Little Cayuse’s ropes,
‘we've got to get on a hurricane hustle.”

Having freed Cayuse, he flung down the knife in front
of him.

“Hurry, pard,” he whispered; “free Coogan and Mc-
Gowan, and don’t cut the ropes any more than you cam
help. After that, go to the Comanche and tie him. I'll
look after the half-breed.”

It was a time for action rather than for words. All
tecognized this. The scout, unbuckling the belt from
ahout the half-breed’s waist, jerked it off. He then re«
moved the long Mexican cloak and threw it beside tha
elt. i

By that time Cayuse had released Coogan and Mc-
Gowan and had thrown a couple of pieces of rope to the |

L Soout for use in binding the half-breed.

Coogan went to the scout’s assistance and McGowan
to Cayuse’s. Having been long in the cords, howevery
the sheriff was stiff and lame. Before he and Cayusa |
wild come close to the Comanche, the Indian had leaped

- ¥pand darted through the door and into the passageé. __ .. '

- =
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Cayuse said things in Piute.
in English.

“Never mind,” panted the scout, hurriedly getting the
ropes on the half-breed. “I'm sorry it happened, but it
can’t be helped. The Comanche wasn’t onto his job er
he’d have stopped long enough to shut the door. Stand
there, Cayuse, and see that no one else closes it before
we get out.”

The boy leaped to take his place in the opening, the
knife in his hand.

Buffalo Bill had planned on gagging the half-breed, *
but there was no occasion for that, now that the Coman- |

che had got away and spread the alarm.

Starting up, the scout pushed his own hat into the
breast of his coat and put on the half-breed’s. Next he
slipped into the long cloak and then brought it in about
his middle with the belt. .

“Not much of a make-up, amigos,” said he, “but st.ﬂl
it may serve us in a pinch. Now, let’s cut out of this
Any other part of the Ranch is safer for us, at the pres-
ent moment, than this room.”

On his way to the door, the scont trampled on the flar-
ing torch and extinguished it.

“Darkuess, also, is a good thing for us,” he added,
groping his way out into the passage.

“Where now?”’ asked Coogan anxiously, as they |

grouped themselves in the corridor. “If we knew any
way to get out of this confounded place, our cue would
be to make for it.”

“What we don’t know about the Ranch o Myster}(’:’

McGowan did the same
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“] was thinking of proceeding in that direchion,” said
the soout, “but, unless I'm mightily mistaken, some of
Starkey’s people are there. Listen!”

Heads were inclined for a space and smothered talk
was heard. It was foreign talk, and excited, and the
scout gathered that the Comanche had made in that direc-
tion and was giving his report.

“We'll go the other way, and chance it,” whispered the
stout. “Catch hold of me, Coogan; and you, McGowan,
get a grip on Coogan ; Cayuse will hang onto you.”

Clinging to each other in this fashion in order to avoid
becoming separated in the darkness, the fittle party of
escaping prisoners started along the corridor. There was
mt a ray of light anywhere, and the strangeness of the
surroundings, coupled with ‘the chance that they might at
1y moment run into a pack of Commanches, rendered the
situation tremendously uncertain.

From time to time Buffalo Bill took a backward glance.
He was puzzled not to see a light in the direction of the
brge chamber. There was no doubt about some of
Starkey’s gang being there. Were they following the
Stout and his companions in the dark, or had they taken
$ome: short cut, known only to themselves, with the in-
fention of heading off the escaping prisoners farthes
dlong the passage?

Buffalo Bill turned this over in his mind. No matter
What Starkey’s warriors might be doing, all the scout and

bis friends could do was to forge ahead in the way they,
Were bound,

put in McGowan, “would fill a purty large book. I'm fen|
reachin’ the chamber whar Starkey keeps the hand. Wﬂ“

all savvy that thar must be an openin’ from thar intef |
the cafion.” ; i :
el BUtsuit was on,  Shrill yells echoed mp and

———

“Ugh!” muttered Cayuse, from behind, “Comanche’
mMake ym chase, Pa-e-has-ka. Comanches come pronto.
\Vith Ca)’use’s last word all were made awanre that the
down the

o
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passage, causing a terrific din in the confined quarters,
and the swift patter of moccasined feet could be heard.

Buffalo Bill broke into a run, and, the next moment,
he collided with something that brought him to a halt
with the breath almost knocked out of his body.

“What’s the matter ?”” asked Coogan. :

“I'm just trying to find out,” replied Buﬁ?ﬂo 1’3:111, gro-
ping over the object with his hands. “Jupiter!” he ex-
claimed, the next moment, “it’s a notched pole. Up with
you, Coogan—quick!”

Stepping aside, Buffalo Bill forced Coogan for.ward. :

“Where does it lead ?”” gasped the detective, laying hok
of the pole and proceeding to mount by the notches:’ .

“It doesn’t make much difference where it lead.s, said
the scout, “any place is better than this. Up with yot,
McGowan, close behind Coogan. Cayuse, you follow
McGowan, Hustle, hustle, every one of you. I'll comé
last and protect the rear with the revolver.”

In the dark a string of figures clambered up the n.otched
pole. By the time Cayuse got high enough to give the
scout foot-and-hand holds, the pursuers were almost upon
them. ;

Bang! spoke the half-breed’s revolver in the hands 0
khe scout. . :

The quick flash was followed by a yell of agony, af
the tumultuous shouts of the savages were stilled fol‘ an
instant. Then suddenly the corridor was luridly lighted
and a roar of shots crashed in the direction of the pole: 4

“Pa-e-has-ka !” _

It was the voice of Little Cayuse calling down t0 ﬁ‘ai
Bcout. :

. “Climb!” came the sharp response.
_ |1 “You hurt, huh? No stop um bullet”
= | “T'm all right, but——"

3
oy a~_——-——-——

i p]ace ”

b 15/an Old mine

L B This g

| :.?t;anlay’ and as we proceed we’ll have to be careful of
- Rallg”
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“Landed!” called Coogan from above. “There’s an-
other passage up here. Over with you, McGowan.”

“0. K.,” puffed the sheriff. “Yer hand, Cayuse.”

“Ugh!” muttered Cayuse. “Here, Pa-e-has-ka.”

The scout felt the boy’s hand groping for him, and the
next moment he also was on a projecting ledge with the
others,

“Careful,” the scout warned; “a careless step would
throw any one of us down this winze. Help me with the
pole, Coogan.  We'll pull it up and keep those reds from
following us.”

The pole was lifted and jerked clear of the grabbing

?lands below ; then quickly it was brought up to the land-
mg.
.t was impossible to get the pole into the passage, as
't Was too long to turn the angle formed by the shaft and
the bottom of the corridor. Lifting it straight up, how-
&ver, the scout and the detective pulled the bottom of the
Wole onto the ledge where they were standing. This, of
fourse, made it inaccessible to the Comanches below.

1aving accomplished this much, the party tarried a
while for counsel,

‘If we knowed the fust thing about this blooming
> said McGowan, “I reckon we could purceed to a
ull lot better advantage. But we're goin’ it in the dark

* 1 more ways than one.”

“‘We have to sli

: de along in the course of least re-
slStanCe’n

said the scout. “Any course is good enough,

o the Present, so long as it takes us out of trouble. ’!‘hxs. ;
» sure enough. We just came up 2 winzo
old climbing-poles used by the ancient dig=

is is another level. We can only follow it in

o one of the

* - >
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“A light would be a blamed good thing, Buffalo Bill,”
put in Coogan.

“«Tt would show us where to go, yes, but it would also
make us plain targets for any of the gang who happened
to be in ‘this part of the Ranch.”

“Tist 1”7 murmured ‘Cayuse ; “make um listen.”

The party grew silent on the instant. They “made um
listeri” and heard footsteps. Some one was approaching
from down the passage.

“We're hemmed in now, fer sure,” whispered Me-
Gowan. “With reds comin’ on us from one way, an’ the
open shaft behind us, we’re caught proper.”

“You're shy a little, McGowan,” the scout whispered
back. “Only one person is coming and he’s not an In-
dian. He's wearing boots. Quiet, now. We'll find out
who he is.”

The steps continued to approach. When they had
come quite close they stopped, the man evidently hearing
the breathing of the fugitives by the shaft.

“Ho-la!” came a voice. “Is that Jou, Sefior Starkey ?”

The question was in Spanish, and the scout, changing
his voice, essayed an answer,

“Fesl?

“What's .all that noise? Are you having trouble with
the prisoners?”

“No.”

The scout was making 'his replies as brief as possible,
hepjng to keep the man in the dark as to his identity
until he should come close enough to be captured.

“I thought you were ;going after the white men in the
eafion, 'Sefior ‘Starkey ?”

“In a little while.”

i “I have to tell you, then, that they are nosing around

50 -

¢
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close to the wall. If you wish; we can get one of them
with the hand.”

This, no doubt, was Pablo. Could it be that they were
close to the chamber from which the hand was operated?

Coogan, divining that the scout wanted to make a cap-
ture of the man, had worked his way siowly along the
passage, guiding himself by the sound of the NMexican’s
voice.

Suddenly the scout heard a quick movement and the
noise of a scuffle. It lasted only a moment and then died
away in silence.

“I've got him, Buffalo Bill,” spoke the vaice of the
detective, “He’s on his back and P'm on top of him.
What do you want to do?”

“Well done, Coegan!” exclaimed the scout, pushing
his way to where the detective was pinning his prisoner
to the floor of the level.

By groping with his hands, he located' the Mexicanis
head and: pressed the muzzle of the revelver against his
temple.

“Take your hands from his throat, Coeegan,” went on
the ‘scout.. “He knows I've got a gun, and that T'll use it
if he tries to give an alarm.”

The detective’s hands came away and the prisoner be
gan sputtering' for breath:

“You're Pablo?” hissed the scout, still keeping to the
Spanish.

“Yes. Who are you?”’

“Buffalo Bill.”

“Carambal”

After what had happened the Mexican had' scant cause
to be astomisled on discovering the scout’s identity. Nev-
ertheless !¢ was.
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“Do you operate the Red Hand for Starkey?” went ot

the scout.

“Yes‘n

“Where is the place you work?”

“Down the drift, at the look-out.” !

“Let him get to his feet, Coogan,” said the scout.'
“Don’t let go of him for an instant, however.” ‘

Coogan got up and the scout ordered Pablo to rise.
When he had climbed erect, the scout ordered him to
lead the way to the place where he manipulated the
mechanism at the end of the lower level.

Pablo, very much disgusted with the unexpected turn
events had taken, muttered oaths to himself as he set off
down the passage. Presently he halted, and the scouf
could hear him fumbling about in the dark. Then a doo
opened and a bright light poured through it into tha
level.

“Here it is, seifor,” said Pablo sulkily. “Now what
do you want?”

“T want to find out how the machinery is worked.
Take that revolver out of his belt, Coogan,” the scouf
added to the detective, “and keep him constantly undes
the point of it. Cayuse,” and the scout turned to the
Piute, “close the door and stand in front of it,”

Cayuse pulled the door shut and posted himself on thd
threshold, Coogan, possessing himself of Pablo’s re
volver, kept the point of it on the Mexican.

The latter was a wizened, dried-up little man, who
looked to be all of sixty years old. He had rings in his
ears and they glittered in the light of a couple of lanterns
that hung from the ceiling of the room.

From his inspection of Pablo the scout turned for &
survey of the place in which he and his friends now
found themselves. :

N—

¢

y—
|

* Tt was clear that the room was almost flush with the
[iace of the cliff, and directly over the larger chamber
below in which the mechanical hand was kept. Against a
side wall, sticking up through the stone floor, were half
a dozen iron levers. These were of antiquated design,
{and, from their appearance, had been wrought by hand.

Across from the levers, in a niche of the opposite wall,

'stood a crucifix with a couple of dusty, half-burned tapers
in front of it.
[ There was a table pushed up against the wall fronting
the cafion—a heavily constructed table, but badly worm-
eaten. Over this table hung a hood formed of tanned
buffalo hide.

“So here’s where you work, is it, Pablo?” inquired the
scout,

"‘Yes.” Pablo kept his eyes on the revolver that stared
him in the face, and his amiability increased somewhat.

“What’s the table for?”

“That enables me to see what goes on in the cafion,”
explained Pablo.

The scout stepped to the table, lifted the buffalo robe
and allowed it to fall about his head and shoulders.

He found the arrangement to be a sort of camera
9bscura—an arrangement of mirrors throwing the sec-
tion of the cafion immediately in front of the Ranch in
clear outlines upon the top of the table.
~ From wall to wall the scout could see the whole of
I’the cafion 'immediately adjacent to the front of the Ranch.
Across this reflected strip of territory walked the forms
of Old Nomad and Wild Bill Hickok. The scout saw
them as plainly as though he had been looking down on
them through a hole in the wall.

They were cautiously reconnoitering, hoping, no doubt,
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.to find a door leading into the Ranch of Mystery. A

4
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plan suggested itself to the scout as he looked, and he
withdrew his head and faced Pable.

«Pablo,” said he, “my two pards are out there——"

“T know, seior,” interrupted Pablo. “It was because {
saw fhem that I went out into the dark level to call
Starkey ; then I heard neises, and X

“Is there any way to reach this chamber from the one
helow, where Starkey has the hand ?” '

For answer, Pablo turned to the wall and pulled a
lever. Instaitly a door opened in the wall

“That leads to a stone stairway, sefior,” said Pablo.
“By going down the stairway one comes into the Cham-
ber of the hand. One lever opens both doors.”

“We need two good men, well armed,” went on the
scout, “and I propose to bring Wild Bill and Nomad
into the Ranch of Mystery by means of the hand. Can
you do it without injuring them, Pablo?”

Pablo, it was evident, was not pleased with the idea
set forth by the scout. :

“I can do my best,” said he dubiously.

The scout studied his face.

“You can do the trick, if you will,"” he returned stemn-
ly. “Go ahead. Release the first one as soem as he 15
inside the Ranch and shoot the hand back after the other.
If either of 'them is injured, I'll call up the stairway
and you will be shot.”

Buffalo Bill took down ane of the lanterns and moved
through the door leading to the stone stairs.

“Get busy, Pablo,” said he sharply, “and remember
what will happen to you if you don’t do this right.”

The scout vanished. Pablo shivered, cast a wild glance
at the revolver and stepped to the table.

CHAPTER VI
CAPTURING. REENFORCEMENTS.

If Buffalo Bill' and his friends ever escaped from that
old Spanish: rendezvous honeycombed' inside the cliff it
would' have to be By fighting' their way eut. And' how
could they fight successfully their overwhelihing: force
of enemies with only two revelvers and a knife?

More men were needed, and more weapons: This was
the scout’s plan to get them. Old' Nomad! and' Wild Bill
wonld' prove a host in' themselves.

There was a chance, of course, that some of the enemy
were in the chamber below. On the other hand, it was
quite possible that Starkey and all his Comanche follow-
ers were plunging through the various passages and’
clambers of the Ranch looking for their escaping pris-
eners, Yet, be that as it might, tie scout' had decided
to run the risk and bring his pards into the Ranch.
The Apaches undoubtedly had the horses in charge and
would' leok out for them.

The stairway led in a winding descent to the room
beneatl. Flashing his light as he went, Buffalo Bill saw
that the stone treads of the stairs were deeply worm by
the many feet which, ages Before, had climbed back and
forth between the two chambers.

As Pablo had said, the door at the foot of the stairs
Was openry The doors were slabs of rock and' slid open
or shut in grooves.

He reactied the chamber just in time to stand' in the
doorway and see the great hand' swing in with a squirm=-

g form in the grip of its fingers. The form' was
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dropped quickly, there was a flash of daylight, and once
more the ingenious mechanism darted through the face
of the cliff.

There was not the chug of a wheel or the clatter of a
crank. Noiseless as death was the huge contrivanc?,
fabricated, centuries before, by some Spanish mccl?amc
in the ranks of the conquistadores. The great weights
which balanced the mass of steel lifted and fell.

“Waugh!” came a familiar voice to the scout’s ears,
“Whar ther blazes am 1? How did I git hyar? Suf-
ferin’ jackrabbits! What’s goin’ on, anyways o

This was old Nomad, who had been first to be grabbed
and jerked into the Ranch of Mystery. Just as .he
finished speaking, Wild Bill was dumped down bes:.lde
him. The relaxed fingers of the hand flew back against
the wall, and all was silence in the chamber save fqt‘
the excited exclamations of the trapper and the Larami¢
man,

“They got you, too, hey, Hickok?” demanded Nomad.

“That’s how it looks.”

“Why didn’t ye run when ye seen what happened ter
me?”

“T tried to, but the Red Hand overtook me. By gorry!
What sort of a layout is this?”

“This way, pards!” called the scout, flashing his lan-
tern. 3

If the trapper and the Laramie man were startled by
the summary manner in which they had been snatched
out of the cafion, they were doubly startled on hearing the
scout’s voice and seeing him standing with a lantern
in the stone doorway.

“Buffler I” gasped old Nomad, plunging into the glow
of the lantern. “I'm er Piegan ef et ain’t Buffler!”

. “Pard Cody, by all that’s good!” cried wild Billk
i

r

]
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“What’s to pay in here? Why were we slammed into
this crack in the cliff like that?”

“Because I wanted you,” answered the scout, “and
that- was the only way I knew to get you here——"

A chorus of Comanche yells echoed through the cham-
ber, just then, from the direction of the passage. The
game of hide-and-seek was still on, and the redskins
had become suddenly aware that the mechanism of their
retreat was being tampered with.

In the rush of feet that followed the tumult of cries,
Nomad and Wild Bill jumped for the doorway and the .
scout sprang up the stairs.

“Shut the door, up there!” he roared. #Quick!”

The last word was drowned in the sharp reverberation
of a volley. There was a crash of glass and the lantern
Was extinguished in the scout’s hand,

“Whoop-ya!” bellowed the old trapper. “Hyar’s what
0 been pinin’ fer.”

His revolvers added their might to the echoing din;
then, abruptly, the stone door slid into place and the
light which the Comanches were carrying was blotted out
by the barrier.
~ “Waugh!” cried the disappointed trapper. “Thet pizen
door bit ther scrimmage right in two in ther middle. Eb
promised ter be a purty fight, Buffler.”

“Too one-sided, old pard,” returned the scout.

‘ “Where have you been, Pard Cody, since we saw you
last?” Wild Bill inquired,

:‘Here in this Ranch of Mystery.”

‘Some 'un give ye ther freedom o’ ther place? Been
ga‘l‘lopin’ eround jest as ye blame’ please ?”

< ’It doesn’t look like it, does it?” queried the scout.
I've been pretty wide of having things my own way.
€ayuse, Coogan and McGowan are with me. We were
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trussed up, but we managed‘ to bre.ak 1:05@t x}f x
through the Ranch—mnot knowing a thing abou mop ;<.
and going it hit or miss. By luck we rar;!' o e
Mexican who operates the hand. We tfmk nnhznd g
made him show us the room from which theth. oy
manipulated. It's above here, at the bez'\d of this cdznoi
way. Seeing you in the canon, and feeling the ne -
reenforcements, Coogan made the greaser operate =
hand and snake you imside, while I went down to

i welcome you.” : :
Ve?%b;ﬂgaiiy L breatlfed Wild Bill. “All this sounds like
; (‘l‘lﬁ?lg];tmzre, Hickok,” qualified the trapper. “Ef ‘thett
thar hand wouldn’t make a ombray see things at mghi
¥m er Chink. Ye're dressed some quare, anﬁer_. b
wouldn’t hev knowed ye ef et hadn’t been fer yer voice.

“1 thought I was going to make use .of this get-up,-
returned the scout, “but, so far, T haven‘t had a;l;? occa
sion. Did you leave the horses with ti}e "Paches? g

“Yes,” responded Hickok. “They’lt be scared S'uh;
those "Paches, seeing Nick and me grabl:‘)ed out of itg
like we were., What sort of a jeoint is this, anyhow ! ;
- “An old Spanish gold-mine, I reckon, although 1 wmll
be sure. 1 haven't seen any gold, yet—but then,
haven’t had much time to look. All of us have been ot
the jump ever since I got into the place.” : i

“Ft takes Pard Buffler ter stir things up, chuckle
old Nomad. “Whar we goin’?”

“To the place where I leit Cayuse, Coogan, McGowali;
and the captured greaser. This must be the door.
was bad business, letting the Comanches smash that Jan-
tern.”

“The door is closed!” exclaimed Wild Bill. 4

“When a lever is thrown in the operating-racm, €
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plained the scout, “it opens the door at the head of the
stairs and the one at the foot. Pound on it with your
revolver, Nick. My guns were both taken from me.
I managed to pick up another but left it with Coogan,
who's taking care of the captured greaser.”

Nomad préssed up the stairs until he had reached a
place alongside of the scout. Drawing one of his forty-
fives he knocked the butt of it against the stone siab
in front of him.

The door slid back abruptly and a glow of light flashed
in the faces of the three pards. An instant later and
the scout saw that he had made a mistake.

He was not looking iato the operating-room whers
he had leit Cayuse, Coogan, McGowan and Pablo, but in-
to a larger and rougher chamber where were gathered
at least a dozen redskins!

For an instant the scout was dashed; then, seeing that
the Comanches were advancing in a hostile manner, he
whispered to his pards to keep hack and remain quiet,
and stepped into the room.

The scout was surprised to see the Comanches restrain
themselves at all, They were suspicious, and inclined
to be hostile, yet something held them back. Suddenly
it flashed over the scout that the Indians were mistaking
him for the half-breed. With the intention of making
the most of this, he faced the red men boldly, keeping his
face as much as possible in the shadow.

A torch, planted in one of the rocky walls of the
chamber, threw a flaring light over the Indians. They
approached closer and closer. Not caring to have them
come near enough for inspection at short range, Buffalo
Bill waved his hand.

“Vamos!” he cried gutturally.

There was an instant’s hesitation. and then. turning,
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3o
all of the Comanches glided off through a level that
opened info the chamber. The scout, hardly able to
realize the luck that had come his way, was left alone
in the underground room.

“Come in, pards,” he called, in a low tone. “We're
safe, for now. This half-breed rig fooled the Comanches
—they mistook me for one of Lon Starkey’s right-hand
men. It's a joke on the reds, but it might just as easily
have been one on me. Let’s glance this place over be-
fore we join the rest of our pards; it looks mighty in-
teresting, and we may never have another chance.”

“Et's quite er sizeable room,” observed old Nomad,

squinting around. “What's thet over thar under the

torch ?”

“An assayer’s furnace, by gorry!” muttered Wild Bill
“That was never toted in here by the old Spaniards
It’s too blamed modern for that.”

The scout stepped close to a stone bench on which the
furnace stood, There was a crucible on the bench bew
side the furnace, and near the crucible was an iron ladle
At the end of the bench was a heap of charcoal.

Wild Bill picked up the crucible and turned it upside-
down. A mass of metal dropped out of it, gleaming like
frosted silver in the torchlight. As a matter of fact, it
wwas silver.

“Great Scott!” exclaimed the scout, “here’s the mint
Coogan is looking for. There’s the raw material for
those bogus dollars. They weren’t stamped out with
dies, as Coogan supposed, but were run into molds.
Where are the molds? See if you can find them, pards.”

The scout was in a hurry to see all there was in the
chamber and to get away. He felt positive it could
a0t be long until the Comanches who had just leit would

S
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Imeet the real half-breed and discover their mistake
After that, of course, they would come flocking back ;

. The molds were not found, but Wild Bill, in the hang-
fnzgf x:lall (;f tli)e level, at the point where the wall ran
into the chamber, discovered a six-inct i S
e 1 vein of almost

“Jumping sandhills!” he exclaimed, after calling the
scout a'nd the trapper to look at the vein; “it wasn’t a
zgr.old-mu?e those old Spaniards had, Pard Cody, but a
Islllver-mme. : The coiners dig their raw materials right
1&:re, refine it and manufacture their dinero on the spot
Man, man! Say, Starkey would do i '

: pretty well if Coo

would only leave him alone.” : o

£ ’ . .
: That's right, put it onter Starkey! When yu git
through chinnin’ with each other, y'u might pass a look
over this way.”

The voice came from the doorway through which the
scout anq his pards had recently passed. Lon Starkey, of
Red Tail, was there; the half-breed was there: anc,i a
dozen or more Indians were there—all blacking éhe nar-
Tow entrance and trying to see how many rifles they

could bring to bear on
the scout, th
Laramie man. » the trapper and the

beegei; ita): as y'u are,” commanded Starkey. “Y’u’ve
& an? in m},r hang-out over purty thorough, Buffler
sigh’t o :ve ain’t had no c!h;’mce ter bother ye a turrible
= aboutlo;N" I reckon y'u've got a few things ter find
L tt hus Ranf:h yet. Fer instance, I don’t mind
= o’ythe at .tharé a way of 'openin’ the door at the
s staIxrs without workm’ the lever in the op-
il m. 1 opened the door, an’ Perique, here, who
o y roughly treated by you down below, come

me ter find out whar you fellers was, I reckon

-

“, ]
{
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git inter the place

y'u better go back down-stairs an’

whar y'u befong.”

It looked Tike a wind-up for Buffalo Bill, Wild Bill
and old Nomad. They were under the mmuzzles of a
dozen guns, and there was a businesslike air to Starkey’s
vaoice which they did not like.

It will be remembered that they were grouped close
{o the entrance to the level where they had been exam-
ining the vein of silver. Wild Bill was almost under
the torch, and the scout and the trapper were on his
left. in front of the mouth of the level.

“J reckon Starkey has out-played us, pards,” said
Wild Bill, looking at Buffalo Bill and Nomad. “Better
cave, hadn’t we?”

Wild Bill's drawling voice was as ool as ever, and,
while his words spoke of surrender, the glance his eyes
telegraphed his pards suggested something far different.

“T reckon we're sartingly up er stump,” returned old
Nomad, flashing a look at Hickok that informed him his
message was understood and agreed to.

“Well, yes,” added the scout, his own eyes giving
assent to anything, however desperate, Wild Bill might
lay his hand to.

“Then here goes,” cried Hickok.

Quick as a flash he had torn the torch from the wall
and hurled it straight at the group in the door. A
good many things happened, then, and happened all at
once.

First, however, all three of the pards dropped flat
on the floor the instant the torch was thrown. Almost
immediately Starkey and his men let go with their guns.
Smoke filled the cavernous room, a1d the deafeming roar
of the weapons rang out through the passages, cross
cuts, shafts and winzes of the Ranch of Mystery. But

- N
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none of the bullets found a mark, although, in the
darkness that had suddenly blanketed the .c‘ha.mb'er Star-
key and his braves thought otherwise. 52
| The three pards had escaped partly because they had
dropped to the floor of the chamber, and partly because
the glare of the torch in the eyes of the riflemen had
played havoc with their aim. “Wild Bill, even in his mcils‘t
audacious moments, always knew what he was about
.After the volley, and while the fuming Starkey .and
his men were mnding the torch and getting it lighted
ag.‘am, Buffalo Bill, Wild Bill and old Nomad crawled
qu:edy. off into the level, got to their feet when at a
safe distance and made the best speed they could into
some other part of the mysterious hang—oué. They did
got know where they were going, and they hated to
e cpmpelled to take a course which seemed to be re-
moving them farther and farther from the operating-
re0m a‘n(! Cayuse, Coogan and McGowan. But thcév
were victims of necessity, and there was but a single
avSnPe of escape open to them. .
Careful, pards,” panted the scout. “If we don’t slack-
en“up we're liable to drop down a shaft, or a winze.”
" I' don’t think so, Pard Cody,” puffed Wild Bill
We've been going down hill ever since we made our el-.
av‘iay from the mint.” .
mc;I noticed that,” returned the scout, “and while the
Vcaﬁ(l)r;e irnay lead fo a tunnel communicating with the
Sl ;u}ret \;re. can't be sure of it. And, anyhow, if we
s h}s e of it, and kx.lew we .could get clear of Starkey
S gz{ng by keeping straight ahead, we couldn’t go
ea ylbft. COann and McGowan are behind us.  We
= 1t forget that. When we clear out we've got to
& them with us.”
__A“g")' whoops and fierce yells rolled fown the in-
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clined passage from behind. Above the uproar could be
heard the furious voice of Lon Starkey.

“They went this way, boys! After ’em! A thousand
dollars ter the Comanche thet takes Buffler Bill’s scalp!”

“Whoosh!” wheezed old Nomad. “They’re hot on
our trail, Buffler, but thar ain’t no Injun goin’ ter pick
up thet thousand Starkey’s offerin’. Kain’t we find er
good place an’ stand ’em off ?”

“We don’t know enough about the hang-out to take
any chances,” answered the scout, as they went on.

“Where in blazes does this incline lead to?” demanded
Wild Bill. “It's a straightaway course with no turn
in either direction, and no cross-cuts or levels opening
off it.”

The scout cast a look behind, up the slope to where
the glow of light, bringing feathered heads and shim-
mering gun-barrels into bold relief, was sliding down-
ward hot on their trail,

“We've got to keep on, pards,” cried the scout. “Cay-
use, Coogan and McGowan will have to shift for them-
selves for a while.”

A few moments later the descent turned into an ascent.
At a sharp angle the tunnel mounted upward.

“Another twist in the course of events,” panted Hickok.
“We're heading up into the mine again.”
| The bend in the tunnel had cut the fleeing pards off
from a sight of those behind. While Starkey and his
redskins were on the down-grade, the scout, the trapper
and the Laramie man were on the up-grade, with ai
elbow of the rocks between them.

While they struggled up the slope, stumbling onward
through the darkness, there was a sudden burst of days

Wight ahead, (& was as though some unseen hand bag

t% R
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brushed aside a curtain and let the sunshine into the
underground retreat.
“The canon!” shouted Wild Bill.
“Daylight, er I'm a Siwash!” yelped old Nomad.,
“How did that happen?” the scout asked, puzzled to
account for the sudden rift at the top of the ascent
“Waal, I no cumtuxr, Buffler,” answered Nomad ."but
the hole’s thar, an’ thet ort ter be enough fer us.” ’
| “We're doing one good thing for Cayuse and the
others, anyhow,” said Wild Bill, listening to the re-

doubled yelling behind, “and that is, we're keeping the |

\
1

heft of Starkey’s gang mighty well occupied.”

Just then the pards bounded over the top of the slope :

and found themselves in the cafion, close by the foot of
the wall that blocked the end of it.

They slackened pace a little to breathe themselves.

“Hyar’s whar them Comanches rode out when they,
made thet charge agin’ us, Hickok,” said the trapper. :

“ngh.t-oh,” replied Wild Bill. “They certainly rode
up that incline, There was a slab of stone over the top
f)f the slope—and how was that slab jerked aside? If |
it hadn’t been for that, we three would have been neatly, :
penned in the end of that drift.” i

"Probab.]y the stone door at the top of the incline was
pushed aside by mistake,” suggested Buffalo Bill; “but
that needn’t bother us now. Where’s a good place to
make a stand and get busy with our guns?  Starkey and

all his yelling Comanches will be out here in about a‘

minute,” |
u

o Il:et’s”go ter ther place whar we stood off ther Injuns,
1¢ Ok,. said Nomad. “I reckon thet’s as good er spot
s we kin pick out.” -

“It’s tlle_enly spot, Nick,” said Wild Bill.

1

d = N

|
“There’s
|

|
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not another place in the cafion where we could find hold-

ing ground.”
While the three pards were splashing through the pool

at the foot of the slope leading up ‘the incline, the ffirst
of thgir pursuers were husfling out of the tunnel at the
farther end of the cafon.

When they had gained the top of the slope and thrown
n on the platiorm, Chappo and
| and joined them. They
though fhe excitement

themselves wearily dow
Pedro emerged from ‘the tunne
were pleased to see ‘the scotit, al
ahead did not give them much time to show it.

“Stand ready, now, for the fight of your tives'!” called
Wild Bill to the Apaches, rising to his knees and watch-
ing Starkey and 'his followers dashing ‘toward them.

The scout was already up, holding one of 'his ‘trapper

pard’s revolvers and waiting for a chance te use it.

CHAPTER VIL.
THE HAND'S LAST CLUTCH.

I"he rcds. aire jest a-b’ilin’ out o’ thet hole under the
\T'all. exclaimed old Nomad. “How many d'ye reck
Starkey’s got in his gang?” L

“There are twenty-fi

y-five down ther i im,” sai
i e e with him,” said

“All of that number,” added Wild Bill.

thé\ tnumher of boulders had been laid along the edge of
o s by

‘.er;ne. plat.form in front of the tunnel through the hill.
* t‘ mT‘e did these stones come from?’*inquired the
scout, 'ljhey weren’'t here when we rode across the
bench earlier in the day.” e

uI_ - 0 3 L . |
] II,C]I\Ok- an me piled ’em thar, Buffler,” replied old
bq?-]a.”-' Th'e Comanches charged us once on hoss-
}O‘\L \ddn we didn’t hev nothin’ ter git behind, so we 'Ji

ved we wouldn’t lose no tin in’ - i

s 1e fix i
e xin’ up a barricade agin’

Ii\/ v
g Zte tchoul(l stand off a small army behind these rocks
o e ;op of the slope,” declared Buffalo Bill. “If

arkey makes a charge we'r i i ik

: : g € gomng to give -
thing to think about.” L5 At

“I’I (. e ety
. Ne ain’t in no l?eltlc ler hurry erbout comin’ on,” said
R Om‘?éi{ wkatchmg events up the cafion with deep in-

; arkey and hi '
iR y his reds hev halted ter hold er

Evi r Stark is 1i
e t(},lentl) Starkey and his lieutenants did not like to

H ]:e en‘frenched position occupied by Buffalo Bill
k. jill, Nomad and the Apaches. :
‘ ¢ hoot s2ems

| ot scems to be on the other leg,” laughed
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Hickok. “It’ll be sundown mighty soon, an’ I hope the
reds’ll make their attack afore that.”
«I reckon that's the point they're trying to decide,”
said Buffalo Bill. “Starkey is game, clear through. As
a rule these western ‘bad’ men are cowards, but nobody
ever said Lon Starkey was a coward.”
“He's got sand enough, I reckon, but he don't use e
like he’'d orter,” commented the trapper.
In the middle of the cafion Lon Starkey was surround-
ed by a cordon of feathered heads, all bobbing up and
. down. The sounds of the voices, in loud palaver,
reached those at the mouth of the tunnel, but it was
impossible to distinguish anything that was said. Starkey,
| was throwing his arms around and jumping back and

forth like a pea on a hot griddle.
e on, and show what

& ,

i Bill, “and the bucks

I reckon some of them
Nick and I gave

“Starkey is telling 'em to com

- |

' they're made of,” remarked Wil
don’t like the layout a little bit.
are remembering the hot welcome
them, the other time.”

The scout, while waiting for the force below t
to some decision, turned to Chappo.
“Where is Yuppah, Chappo?” he asked.
“Him take care of caballos, Pa-e-has-ka,” replied the
| A pache.
“The horses are all right?”
A
“That's good. We may need them in a hurry.”
“What did ye think, Chappo, when Hickok an’ me
was grabbed by ther Red Hand an’ snaked out €f

ksight s
“Whoosh!” grunted Chappo.

gine. No like um.”

L “No like um,” echoed Pedre.

o comé

“Him heap bad medr

he was,

Agca
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' We think mebbyso we run,” went on Chappo, “then
think more mebbyso we stay. But hand him muy’malo 2
Just here tI.]C horde below began to separate havin‘
apparently arrived at a decision as to what they V\;OUId dog
; A.bout ﬁfteien of the Indians stepped farther baclé
own the cafion, while ten fell in behind Starkey and
began a slow forward movement. y-
Starkey,” announced the scout, “has called for volun
teer\s\and those ten are coming with him to the attack.”
“We'll clean up on ’ ick,” :
- P em too quick,” growled the trap-
= Itfhyo; shoot any of them,” counseled the scout “pick
the alf-breed that’s coming just behind Starke
He’s a human fiend.” =
TIl've got my eye on him,” said Wild Bill, “and &
i t1e words flxe(l on Wild Bill’s lips, for just then a
1}12: extraordma‘r_\' thing happened—so extraordinary
coumn(})]ne who witnessed it would ever have believed it
. appen had they not seen it with their own eyes
umet:rrkeﬁ, marcl'ling a few yards in advance of his vol-
) s, 2111(1 arrived opposite the point from which the
- m'lsual) emerge.d. Just as he gained the place the
4 arve showed itself with the silent swiftness that
aTrlacterlzed all its movements.
hand]ec scout, with his eyes on the place from which she
- z}ime, saw a sudden break in the stone wall, as of
monstr-olsc?le quickly uncovered; then the great crimson
- withlt{ darted forth at an angle with the cafion wall,
the edge of the palm downward.

Witshmi]t(ielsﬂy the great fingers flew apart and the palm
Starkey t{f);e;d digits swept the other way of the cafion.

¢d to escape, but the hand was quicker than
It caught him, and the fingers closed on his
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squirming form;
mechanism execute

With Starkey struggling in its
with its back to the bed of the cafion and flung itself
straight upward in the arc of a circle. On reaching its
tighest point the fngers straightened out, uncovering
the form in the palm. There Tollowed a jerk, and Star-
key, impelled by the terrific momentum the hand had
given him, cleared ‘the crest of the wall and vanished
beyond! }

- The pards were dumfounded by this feat. The Apaches
1decided whether

then, in the space of a heart's beat, the

d a new movement.
palm, the hand turned

stared with jaws agape, and seemed ut

to ran or to stand fheir ground.
Buit the effect onm the half-breed and the (Comanches

was one of panic. Yells of fear went up from them as
the Red HMand fashed from sight into the bosom of

the okiff ; then, as one man, the Comanches turned and
bolted for the incline under the cliff.

Otd Nomad dropped his revolver, sat up ©on
platform and rubbed his eyes dazedly.

the stone

“Am T dreamin’?’ he asked. “Did T see thet with
my own eyes? Was Lon Starkey, o' Red Tail, throwed
over ther wall o ther cafion? An’ did ther Red Hand
do ther tossin’?”

“You're not the only one, Nick,” said Wild Bill, “that’s
inclined to doubt his senses. We all saw it, and I can
hardly believe the evidence of my eyes. By »gOrT&’!
Pard Cody, what do you think of that?”

“That Red Hand is the most wonderful piece of mecl-
anism I ever heard of!” exclaimed the scout.

“But how did et come ter treat Starkey thetaway?’
queried Nomad.

“Cayuse, Coogan and
gperating-room,” continued the ssout.

McGowan must still be in the

«They were ab

L 4

uYuppq]] (L
£ ring the 1
seout add 8 10rses

the cafior
Helped' us,”
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to see what was taking place i i ‘
;ushing for the tunng lt)hrong:;‘x ﬂtl}?ec;rilg,n.angh;ze Wk
Iasvlfoi«lrlr‘z&\zln v:};zz eSrta:key.?nd' his warriors were a;’te:n;it
, tog; 1if we ‘ i 2!
thf} operating-room were the ;Z:: dw?: ts;)il(l; tgmtmds .
Zs:d? fr‘.om .the top of the incline. But, however Eatsmne
¢, those vvth Pabla could see the powwow Starkey 1};113}’
\Svtlztl};klzls tc(l)n}e(f ]v.varrxors, and they were on the w*atc;)wlfgg
iy )C Ooganniv;ilu:t::s I:md' started' in this direction.
X 2 rolv 1o’
t.he greaser te manipulate theer ;:nﬁab;: Swhead) for'ced
e & ) e have just
delllst\;\-as worlde.rful I breathed Wild Bill. “Those ald
- err.:l great inventors. I'm not wondering the Pa-
- I[;cxd g?rFsIagr;easefs are all w:orked' up when they think
i Iﬁ ’ nd. ,I il never think of it myself, after this,
e ?\ ndnetll;vef tying themselves in bowknots.
haosh! At at’s the last of Starkey.”
g looks hkf: it,” said the scout.
. ieléae;iewh;s l{ragg that .he couldn’t he killed, but I
e nle could ons.sjll)ly live through a toss like
B s loney he’s aver on the other side of the
e tm a} thousand' pieces.”
. uas (cn. sz fixed thet Ranch o’ Mystery up, arter
Iy l_u{e-t' or a"fe\v€11111dre(] y'ars, jest ter git
ossed sky-high.” This from Nomad. “Waugh!

Ef he know
. § ed when he was w !
o o well off he’d hev let ther ole

E‘éllc Scout was getting up.
1appo,” he called, “you and Pedro go and help

. Now's our tim i3
: S e, pards,” the
L T o . N » 2

d' to Nomad and Wild Bill, “to ride down into

1 an i
d do something for the friends who have
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“Right-oh!” sang out Wild Bill, leaping to his feet,
“That Coogan is certainly ace-high. It would never do
to let the Comanches get away with him after this.”

“Shore not,” agreed Nomad. “We'll prance down
thar an’ make a grand sashay inter the Ranch o’ Mystery
on hossback. The Injuns aire stampeded, an’ we ain’t got
er thing ter fear from them.”

“There may be a whiskizoo or two around,” observed
Wild Bill, with much gravity.

“Drap et!” snorted old Nomad.

“Nick allowed, Cody,” went on W ild Bill, turning fo
the scout, “that whiskizoos were working that Red Hand,
and——"

“Close yer trap, Hickok,” cried the trapper, “er I'll
git ter shootin’. Kain't a feller make er mistake oncet
in er while without hevin’ some yap rub et inter him?
I give up erbout them whiskizoos. They warn’t hyar, this
time, but thar is sich things, an’ don’t ye fergit 10

The scout laughed a little, Wild Bill grinned and No-
mad reached for the bridle of Hide-rack, who had just
been led out of the tunnel by Yuppah.

They had barely got into their saddles when, - with
startling suddenness, a rumbling report ran through the
cafion like a roll of thunder. The blue hill shook s0
violently that Hide-rack went to his knees and Bear Pav

staggered, From the incline under the cliff at the far-
ther end of the cafion came a puff of white smoke, which
surged upward in a billowy cloud. A section of the cliff
close to the point where the hand used to operate, broke
away and crashed downward into the cafion. A gap W&
left in the wall and from this gushed a column of smoke

The scout, sliding from the back of his shaking horse,
stared blankly into the eyes of the Laramie man.

_ “Tearing earthquakes ! what was that?’ shouted wild §
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Bill, watching the dust float ¢ i
; ipward in
il a haze rrom all
“Erbout ten ‘thousand tons o’ powder let go down in
tl}cr yarth,” .crlcd old Nomad. “Waugh! Ther Ranch
o' Mystery is clean done fer. Thet Red Hand won’t
d10 né) more jugglin’ in this hyar cafion. I reckon them
ole Spanish fellers’ll in i ir
e be turnin ’'in their graves erbout
‘Starkey planned this,” said Buffalo Bill. “He told
glIe tthat hedha}d planted a charge under the Ranch of
Iystery and that no one else w ; i
L e would have the place if
pO\Yle mean ter say thet Starkey had planted a lot er
“\3([:5 ’:mder, thet shebang over thar?”
“Waal, he couldn’t hev set et off.”

halbec;,eeb(;ltthe perh;fps had some arrangement with the
= o set off the blasts i thi
Rt s in case anything went
halfl_tbrdocrllt seem likel_\f,” put in Wild Bill, “that the
i ¢ed would blow up the Ranch with himself and
”t 10se Comanches inside.”
lTlll{ey may have had some way of getting out that
3 f“;) 'no(\lvn to us, 'Hickok,” went on the scout. - “The
E lef1 may have blown up the place just to get
i t(\)VIS; Ckoogan, Cayuse and McGowan for what they
i nar f}y. fThey say the half-breed is a demon
g the fuse, he may have levanted .
th(‘e‘ Igfomanches with him.” g
o h?SSS;ble, pci‘ssible.” muttered Hickok, a heavy frown
ace, i i
e . If that half-breed has wiped out Little

“Ef he’s d 1 i i
B on,c,: thet,” broke in Nomad, his eyes glitter~

1s




04 The Hands Last Clutch.

“We'll do what we can to sphit .even, of course”
snapped the scout; “but a dozen ].ives, like the half-breed’s
conldn’t pay for one like the Piutess. Come on, pards.
We'll ride down into the cafion and see what we ean

»

fm'(i"he Apaches did not accompany the scout and the
other two mto the defile. Yuppah, Chappa and Pedro
had been considerably unsettled ever since the I.{ed .Hand
had first showed itself; and this blow-up, while 1.t had
nothing to do with the hand, stil further contributed
to their unrest, and their soulful desire to get away frem
the cafion. :

The scout, the trapper and the Laramie man were
heavy-hearted as they rode on their missiofi of discovery.
The bottom of the cafion was rank with powder fumes,
and smoke was still rising fitfully and dust slowly set-
tling.

“T don’t think it possible that Cayuse and the 'rest
would stay in that operating-room after they‘had fnampﬂ-
lated the hand to destroy Starkey,” said Wild Bill. :

“When ther gang cleared out,” chimed in Nomad, ‘1
should think Cayuse an’ the rest would hev made er get
away. Thet was their chance.”

“The trouble is,” returned the scout, “none of them
knew how to get clear of the Ranch. We were an‘ai
cea while we were inside the place. Pablo might hatt
made to——"

The three pards were in the pool when the.re can}e]‘:
loud shout from the top of the slope. Looking up i
ascent to ascertain the cause of the alarm, another (;Cf'
rific surprise struck home to the pards, and struck har -

Through the first faint dusk of evening, ;{lrearl}’i;‘l
scending over the caiion, the eyes of the three n the po
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discerned Little Cayuse, Coogan, McGowan and Pable
standing on the edge of the stone platform above,

“T know blame’ well I'm dreamin’ now!” mumbled
Nomad.

“Cayuse!” yelled Wild Bill.

“Ai,” came back from the Piute boy.

“Ye could knock me down with er feather,” said the
old trapper solemnly, “ye could so.”

Wild Bill took off his hat and ran his fingers through
his hair ; then, muttering to himself, he spurred his horse
back up the slope in the wake of Bear Paw.

Nomad, when he had regained the platform, got down
from his bony mount and felt Cayuse over very carefully.

“I'm er Digger ef et ain't ther Piute, all right,” he
ayerred. “Consarn et, kid, whar did ye come from?”

“All sanie come around hill,” replied Cayuse.

“Come around the hill?” echoed Nomad.
thet, Coogan?”

“Pablo showed us the way out,” returned the detective.
“He knew about it and we didn’t. We started to climb
for the open just after Starkey was flung over the hill,
and we got clear just ahead of the Comanches.”

“The Comanches got out, too?" asked the scout.

“Everybody-got out. The only one that didn't leave
with 2 whole skin must have been Lon Starkey. We
badn't begun to discover the mysteries of that Ranch,
Buffalo Bill. When you left and didn’t come back——""

“We had trouble down below,” explained the scout.
“The lantern was shot to picces and we couldn’t see.
When we thought we'd got to the right door it proved
1 be the wrong one, and we tumbled in on a bunch of
teds. By a happenchance we got out of that only to find
durselyes under the guns of Starkey and some more of
15 gang. We made a foot-race of it, and just as we

“How was
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ep
you were being chased
3 3

st

end of the cafion.” S
already decided that you fellows were rhe-

> . - =2 < “Ts :as
le for that, Coogan,” said the scout. Et wa (; S
uld have happened for us. We needet

ose,” went on the scout, add
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“Pablo was wild to get away,” replied Coogan. “He
swore the Comanches would raid the operating-room and
kill him if we didn’t leave. So we made a get-away, and
Pablo guided us all out the back door of the Ranch of
Mystery. About five minutes after we got clear, and
had started on our way around the blue hill, the Coman-
ches came pouring out, larruping their cayuses as though
the fiend was after them. Then followed the explosion.
As soon as the ground got through shaking, we came
on around here.”

“Fortune has favored us most remarkably, Coogan,”
observed the scout, “but it’s too bad-that the Ranch was
wrecked. It was a mine, but not a gold mine. " Silver
was the metal that came out of the cliff. We found the
vein, and the workroom where the silver was melted up
and run into dollars. But that’s all destroyed now. The
interior of the Ranch of M ystery must have been com-

“Dletely wrecked by that blast.”

“I don’t see how it could have been otherwise,” agreed
Loogan, “for the explosion was frightful.”

“Ther inside o’ ther place is all scrambled tergether,”
averred Nomad, “an’ et "u’d be as much as an ombray’s
life is wuth ter go explorin’ in ther place.”

“Well, if the mint is wrecked, the leader of the coiners

Wwiped out and his gang scattered, I don’t see what else
I can do.”

“You couldn’t do a thing more, Coogan,” asserted the
scout, “Let’s get out of here. A quick ride will bring us
fo the Rio Piedra, and that’s a better place to camp than
this cafion,”

All were of this opinion, especially the Apaches., They,
hailed with grunts of huge satisfaction the scout’s order
' mount and ride for The Friars,
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Coogan’s horse was ready for him, and McGowan rode

" up behind. Little Cayuse doubled with.the scout, as he
had often done before, and the procession was soon on
the move.

The. odor of burnt powder was wafted after the horse-
men as they rode through the tunnel of the blue hill
When well down the slope beyond the farther end of the
tunnel, Wild Bill cast a look at the ridge through the
increasing darkmess. .

“1'd like to go on a hunt-for what’s leit of Starkey,
said hes “Do you reckon we could find him, Pablo?”

The old Mexican was riding behind Hickok, and he
wasn’t making any attempts to bolt. He realized that he
was a whole lot safer with the scout and his pards than
he would have been roaming about that country by him-
self. The Comanches would never forget what he had
done to Lon Starkey.

“We no find heem,” averred Paplo.
top of ridge—not tumble on other side.
ketch heem on top of ridge.”

“Well, T reckon it’s good-by to Starkey.
not much the loser.”

“He told me,” said the scout, “that we were wide of ot
trail in trying to make him out a counterfeiter.”

“That’s his word for it,” answered Coogan. “We've
got to take things as we find them, ¢h, Buffalo Bill 7*

“He had the mint, and the silver, and he was caught
peddling the bogus dollars. I don’t know how he could
get around all that.” ‘

“And the melancholy fact remains,” observed Wild
Bill, “that Lon Starkey was killed by the hand which he
had planned to use in his own defense. That's zn odl
finish for Starkey, of Red Tail.”

B

“Him stuck on
Sabe?’ Rocks

The country’s

CHAPTER \TiL
BY THE RIO PIEDRA.

Camp was pitched, that night, by the rocks called The
Fn'ars. Every man in the party was tired out with the
whirl of exciting events and the labor they had entailed
Guards were posted to protect the live stock against wan-.

dering Comanches, but no man was asked to do sentinel
duty for more than an hour.,

e There were enough in the

1.0 carry tl_ie work through to morning with each

one doing his brief period of sentry duty.

! By sunrise the camp began to stir itself ‘into wakeful-
ess. The haversacks were raided, horses caught up and

the return to town commenced.

1 Pablo was still with the party. So long as there was

canglel of cucou.ntermg stray Comanches, the old Mexi-

v?cn 1ad no notion of being abandoned to his own de-
es.

w{:ls \\\;.hen l_caving the cafion, Pablo continued to ride
ith Wild Bill. The scout was on Hickok’s right and

Coogan on his left.

Beside them as they rode flowed the waters of the Ris

~ Piedra.

Pa'lrlhe scout had been waiting for a chance to talk with
“) o and the opportunity seemed now at hand.
qu you belong to Starkey’s gang, Pablo?” asked the
SC(‘)‘ut, m Spanish. '
manNtOc; lf:ﬁor,"’ replied the Mexican, “I am too good a
g ota member of such a gang as Starkey’s.”
“Hmv did you happen to be in the Ranch, then?”
I was captured by Starkey, seiior, and taken there.
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that is true. I am

100

All the while I was a prisoner, yes,
100 old a man to belong with such an outfit.”

“That is the truth, is it, Pablo?”
“Yes, it is the truth,” and Pablo crossed himself.

The scout, nevertheless, was not taking much stock
in Pablo’s denial of membership in Starkey’s gang. The
burden of proof was against him.

“How long have you been a prisoner of Starkey's?"
asked the scout, humoring the old fellow’s conceit by

pretending to believe him.

“Only two months, seiior.”

“Did Starkey dig his silver
tery?”

“Yes, but there is
had taken out the most of i
from the country.”

“And Starkey made his counterfeit money there, didn't
he?”

Pablo went into a flutter of protestation.

“Ie was a bad man, seiior, but he made n

in the Ranch of Mys

little silver left. The old Spaniards
¢ before they were driven

o bad money,

no, no.””
Pablo’s pockets, were sagging heavily. Leaning for-

ward the scout dipped into one of the pockets and brought
out a bright, but bogus, peso.

«Ah ! said the scout severely; “Pablo; you're a shovef
of the queer yourself.”

Pablo called on all the saints to witness that ther
no evil in his heart.

“The bad money,” he said, “was all in the Ranch d
?\Iystery when Starkey came there. Starkey thought
it was good money, and went to the settlements spend:
ing it.”

“What are you going to do with the dollars in you!
pocket, Pablo?”

m&,"

e wa

A

By the Rio Piedra. 101

3

“Seiior,” said Pablo
B oxich s earnestly, “I shall
Mexico, and these bad dolars I’ i takingg(:vi; once to
erme'ntos of the time when I was a pri ith me fon
mericano, Starkey.” prisoner of the

“What did Starkey do i Z
bad money ?”’ s th¢ Ranch if he didn’t make
“He had much .
At JHUC pleasure in the old » v
Pa‘l‘)\lol, prying into the mysteries.” plath - it
‘ “F} as that all he did—pry into the mysteries ?”
| Thven S0, senor; nothing more.” !
ere was nothing to be : : ‘
talk wi e got out of Pablo. -
ealsl:: WI\E\IIlhthe scout the little man was noticeﬁﬂf;’eg]]’hl:
PiCi(;us fe}:.her he was afraid that Buffalo Bill was sua
e takZ p im, or that Coogan might try to arrest hix:
o }1“; befo;e the alcalde, could not be guessed
) eless, the v 3 3
work in his mind. re was some powerful influence a;
“T will leave the seii :
iy seior and his b : =
1 : rave friend
?0;1123 insau; the. M.ex1can suddenly, after they Ijagtbzms
“But \%/}:ate';vigdn(ljgs of the Rio Piedra for an hour =
1 e .
B e st omanches should catch you, Pablo?”

“I .
will be careful not to let them. I have a friend not '

f :
. far from this place—he chops wood for the people of

Pagosa Spri
prings. If i T
take leave of 50&” you will let me, I will dismount and

P
ablo, although he was probably as guilty of illegal

work
: as any of the rest of the gang, was not worth both=

ering with,
foaded The scout looked at Coogan, and Coogan

“All ri T
ing hisr;i]tt’ l?abIO, said the scout, “you can go.” Pull-
piece of jerked meat from his war-bag the

. ;
‘out tossed it to the Mexican.

said he; “Take that with you,”

perhaps it will last until you find your friend.”
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“Gracias, seior,” cried Pablo, and vanished in the
scriib.

“Pablo don’t amount ter a whole dot,” remarked Nc-
Gowan, “but he shorely knew how to work that Red
_Hand.”

“I'd like tter know how many stunts ther thing could
be put through,” ruminated old Nomad.

“There were @ lot f them,” said Coogan. “Pablo
would put his head under that buffalo-hide hood ant
wateh what was going on in ‘the cafion while he manipu-
lated the Jevers. That hand and arm must have weighed
more than = ton, and yet ithe slightest push or pull of
the flevers would set the mechanism in motion.”

Tt wwas balanced with weights,” -explained ‘the ‘scout;
“] saw the machirfe in coperation when Nemad and 'Wild
Bill were snatched into the Ranch.”

“] was "looking at ‘the ‘tableztop, under the hood with
Pabilo)” -went on Coogan, “when Starkey was. grabbed up
and “ossed over the cafion wdll. Pablo’s orders were 1o
squeeze Statkey -with ‘the steel fingers, but he werit on
with the tossing episode just as though he hadn't ‘been
oritered to ‘do anything else. Afterward, when 1 asked
him why "he had failed to carry out instructions, he ex-
plained ‘that ‘the levers 'hadn’t worked properly. He had
pulled the one that caused the fingers to close, but the
madchine had slipped a cog and thrown Starkey over the
ridge. Of course, T'knew "better than ‘that, but one finish
seemed as cettain as ‘the other to me. Besides, my main
object was to keep Starkey from leading his gang against
you Fellows at ‘the end of the cafion.”

“You did that in great shape, Coogan,” said Wild Bill.
“But we were dll fixed for the Comanches, and they'd
have got a hot.reception. "What was Starkey’s object int

\
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capturing McGowan, Coogan, Cayuse and Buffalo Bill?
Does anybody know :

“He wanted to make a deal’ with us,” replied the scout.

“What sort of a deal?

“T don’t’ know for sure, but' from what Starkey said I
believe his design was to make us promise to leave him
alone. If we didn't give such a promise he was not in-
tending to let us leave the Ranch of Mystery.”

“I was willin’,” said McGowan. ‘“Two weeks in that
dark hole, eatin’ with my hands tied and never seein’ the
light o’ day, was a great plenty fer me. In order ter git
out Id hev promised anythin’ Starkey asked.”

“We were all of us feeling pretty much that way,”
remarked Coogan, “when Buffalo Bill was brought in.
He hadn’t been there more than two hours before he
made the quickest play I ever saw in my life.”

“It shore was,” seconded McGowan.

“Thet’s Buffler’s style er doin’ things,” asserted old
Nomad proudly. '

“Well,” went on Coogan, “if «it hadn’t been for that
swift and successful play, probably we'd be in Starkey’s
hands yet. When he trapped the king of scouts he
trapped a hornet.” ;

“That shot goes as it lays,” observed Wild Bill heartily ;
“but, I say, Coogan, you'll look nice traveling into Pagosa
Springs when a good share of the town saw you neatly
planted in the cemetery.”

“That play to win didn’t amount to much ; still, it was
a good piece of work, and, under some conditions, would
have helped out immensely. That anonymous letter is
what played hob with me. If it hadn’t been for that I
wouldn’t have gone to the cafon.” :

“It's a good thing you did go there, Coogan,” asserted
the scout, “and a good thing the rest of us went there.
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If things hadn’t happened just as they did,”Starkey
would be doing business at the same old stzfnd.
“While now,” said Coogan, “Starkey is wiped out, the
Ranch of Mystery is wiped out, and the country is to
be congratulated on both counts.”
“Right-oh,” chirped Wild Bill.

CHAPTER IX.

AN ASTOUNDING ESCAPE.

Although this happened years ago, whenever old-timers
gather in the Southwestern country their reminiscences
are pretty apt to embrace the escapades of Lon Starkey
—the “cold-game ‘gent’ from Red Tail’—and are certain
to include his astounding escape from the noose at Lime
Gulch, Arizona.

The saying runs that “a man born to be hung will
never be drowned.” To fit Starkey, the old saw would
have to be changed to “a man born to be drowned will
never be hung.” Even then the application would not
be very clear except as to the hanging part; for, as
suredly, and much as he deserved the fate, Lon Starkey
had never been born to decorate a gallows.

He was neatly hung in New Mexico in ’76, just above
Hacheta Gap, for good and sufficient reasons, by Joe
Coffin and a few more administrators of justice. A few
weeks later he bobbed up serenely in the Staked Plains.
How he ever got his neck out of the noose was a mys-
tery,

In ’77 Starkey and his Indian wife took a sudden de-
parture from the Cache Creek reservation of the Coman-
ches, in their flight picking up a couple of ponies be-
10nging to ’Joe Goodwin, the marshal. Goodwin pursued
the thieves along the old Chisholm Trail and caught his
man just across the Texas line. Taking his prisoner
twenty miles to the old Raider Tree—still standing—the
marshal enveloped him in a web of riata coils and strung
him up with three ropes around his neck. Mrs. Starkey,
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who was hiding in the scrub, climbed the tree as soon.as
Goodwin was gone and cut her husband down.

But the escape which figures in this recital was the
most astounding of any of the get-aways in which the
notorious Starkey defeated the ends of rough-and-ready
justice on the frontier. It happened shortly after Starkey
had been supposedly hurled to this death by ithe -wonderful
mechanism evolved by the ancient Spaniards.

At the “time of Starkey’s third hanging, brave Dune
Perry, said to’be the strongest :man—as le was surely the
gamest—in Arizona, was sheriff -at Time ‘Guilch. Barney
Billonsar was judge, duly chosen to the office by ‘the
citizens.

Starkey’s fame as a cheater of the gallows ‘had pre-
ceded Him, and From 'his first appearance in Lime ‘Gulth
he was kept umder ‘the vigilant eye of Dunc Perry. After
dbout a week of quiet, ‘Starkey cleaned out ‘Sawyer's
gambling‘house -and ‘made a ‘heroic attempt to run the
town, Perry objected. The‘two men came within shoot-
ing ‘distance of -vach other in front of Petet’s Teed-shed
and their hardware "began ‘to ‘tdlk spitefully.

Bullets, as will somefimes happen with the ‘best of
marksmen, went wide. Then Starkey and Perry dropped
their guns and grappled. Perry was a veritable Herctiles,
and he had no trouble in overpowering Starkey and hald-
ing him down while a bystander went hot-foot for Judge
Billonsar. "The judge, who happened ‘to be in Sawyer’s
wrecke(l chance-emporium, made "his way speedily to the
scene of the capture.

“What am I wanted for, Perry?” demanded the judge.

“To try this man, judge,”
Starkey to make him bhehave,

The judge squared away judicially.

answered Perry, jpunching

{
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“Prisoner,” said’ he, clearing- his throat, “stand’ up—
er—a-herm—Iliedown. Are you guilty, er not' guilty #®

Dunc Perry had' two hands about Starkey’s throat' so
that Starkey could not have spoken if lie had’ wanted' to,
But what' was the use of his saying anything?” Every-
budy knew Starkey’s stripe and’ had been merely waiting
for an: ontbreak as am excuse to give Him: lifs dire:

“Guilty, are you 7 said the judge. “Hang him.”

“That’s the tallt,” sputtered’ Starkey, as Pérry lbosened
lis hold' a little: “Please hang me. De it fair; though,
an’ stand'by; all o' you, ter see that I git a’squar” deal, If
I git clear o the rope, le'me go; if I don't, le'me hang.
Isit a go?

“Well,” drawled Billonsar, “if these lads can’'t string
you up so’st to make you stay lung, [ reckorr you're en-
titled' to your lierty:’

“All' T want’s a whack at him,” growled’ Perry. “Fe
fooled' Coffin, and’ Goodwin; ¥ te fools me, TIF just give
him half an lrour to make himself absent' from- this peace=
lovin” town' of Lime Gulch.”

The crowd was- delighted’ with the prospect: Pioneer
crowds, in those days, lived'life at its worst and' were al-
ways rough and ready.

It was agreed that Starkey should Be bound wrist and
ankle, hoisted on the shoulders of four men and' a lariat
put around his meck and made fast to the big- rafter in
Peters' feed-shed. If he managed to get clear of lis
rope entanglement, he was to have his freedom: and' thicty
fhinutes to make Himself scarce; if his ingenuity wasn't

sufficient: to save His neck, He was to be allowed'to swing

where he was. This charming program was carried’ out.

gt’111<ey, bound hand and foot, was hung from the rafter.
“Adios, Starkey,” called Dunc Perry.
Starkey grinned,
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“Seatter!” he yelled abruptly.

The four men.who were with Perry, taken by str
prise, jumped aside. As they did this, Starkey hunched
forward his bound feet, striking one of the men full on
the head and knocking him flat. But the head, brief
though his feet were in contact with it, had given him the
necessary leverage. With a tremendous effort he swung
his legs upward and over the rafter, and there he hung
head down with the slack riata beside him.

The crowd began to clamor delightedly. Slowly Star-
key worked his way along the rafter to where the rope
was tied. The knot was tied a foot below the rafter, and
Starkey, when he reached it, began to gnaw at the knot
with frantic fervor.

The crowd watched with profound interest. Every one
knew that a slip. from the rafter would spell Starkey's
finish, and a man’s gamble with Death is always thrilling.

The knot was tough and compactly tied, but gradually
it began to yield. At length his teeth worked their way
through the rope and Starkey dropped from the rafter.

i  “How’s that, Perry?” he asked, panting. '

“Most remarkable thing I ever saw in my life,” de
clared Perry. “I’m willing to let you go this time just for
the pleasure of taking you in again.”

“Ye can’t do it.”

“Watch my smoke. Where’d you learn how to ust
your teeth like that?” .
“T got the notion from Buffler Bill's Piute pard, Little

Cayuse. He chewed a rope in two that I'd put on the |

scout up at my Ranch o’ Mystery in the San Juans.
Buffler Bill an’ pards kin look out fer me an’ my Coma*
ches from this on.”

Dunc Perry threw back his head and roared with |

suirth.
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.“Man, man,” he gasped, “you’ve played fast and loose
with your kibosh a good many times, but you listen to
me: if you want to keep your health, leave Buffalo Bill
alone.”

“I know my biz,” grunted Starkey. “Didn’t I hev
Buffler Bill foul up thar in the San Juans?” |

“And didn’t he run you and your red gang out of the
Colorado mountains ?” retorted Dunc Perry. “And where
is your Ranch of Mystery now ?”

“I fooled him, though,” growled Starkey. “He thought
I was done up, but he had another guess comin’, I
reckon I kin go, hey? Cut me loose. Y’u said I'd only
hev an hour: f

“A half-hour,” struck in Perry, “and if I catch you
anywhere around here when that half-hour’s up, I'll hang
you from a tree with a wire cable and camp close by
until I make sure the job succeeds.”

“Well, well,” mumbled Starkey, “y'u don’t expect me
ter stand here chinnin’ the whole half-hour, do ye? Git
the ropes off’'n my hands an’ feet.”

The ropes were removed and Starkey levanted, Perry
and Billonsar watched the cold-game gent flicker away
among the shacks and ’dobies toward the edge of town.

“Never’d have believed it if I hadn’t seen it,” com-
mented Billonsar. “Most remarkable thing I ever wit-
nessed.”

“It grabs the banner,” returned Perry moodily, “He
had one chance in- a hundred—and it came his way.”

“He didn’t have as many as one in a hundred over in
Red Hand Valley that time he got tossed into the air.”

_“I' don’t know, judge,” ruminated Perry, “but I'm be-
ginnin’ to think the fellow can’t be killed. This will be
News to the scout and his pards when they get back here
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and find that the Red Hand didit't do up Starier. after
all.”

«Where is Buffalo Bill, just now 7™

“Qut to Nate Witherspoon’s. They left the day before
Starkey struck Lime Gulch, and' they haven't the least
potion. that this cold-game gent has come to fife agam.”

“D’you reckon, Dunc, that Starkey came to _Lime Galch
because Bie heard the king of scouts was here e

“It would be like him.”

Billonsar laughed. :

“Starkey is shy a few if he thinks he can go gunming
for Buffalo Bill and not get bagged himself.”

“Ex-actly, judge. Stafkc_\'. smart as he is, has got a
few things to learn. If he ever comes within reach of
the scout’s outfit, Buffalo Bill will' lay hold of him and
wind hinv up like an eight-day clock. I know Cody
mighty well, and I know what the result will be if Star-
key gets too fresh around him.”

“What's the scout doing out to Witherspoon's >

“Pass the ante. One of Nate’s greasers rode m, moren
a week ago, his hoss just a-smoking. The greaser has
a confaly with: the scout, old Nomad and Wild Bill, and
then every man-jack of the scout’s outfit, Apaches, Piute
and all, hit the back track with the Mexican. Nary a yi
was let out by any of ‘em as to the why or wherefore.
But there’s something deing, you can gamble your spurs
on that.”

“Recken Fll have to sweep out the office and get my
justice-shop ready for b-i-z, biz,” said the judg E
ively.

“Shouldn’t wonder,” returned Perry.
mosey off, now, and see if Starkey has quit the t

With that the two officers separated, the sheriff
pne way and the judge another,

L

~

CHAPTER X.

THE COMANCHE 'PRISONER,

"‘It shore beats me,” said old Nate Witherspoon, cram-
ming the tobacco into his pipe with his stumpy thumb.
“Them Injuns that's been a-hangin’ "round hyer is share
Comanche if I knows the breed, an’ T reckons thar ain’t
no ombray savvies Injun, north ’r south, much more’n
me. You know as well’s T do, Buffler Bill, that this ain’t
no reg’lar stampin’-ground fur Comanches. They ranges
furder north than what this is. But if they aire Co-
manch’—which T allows—then they’re part o' Lon Star-
key’s gang which you-all chases from the San Juans; an’.
as T says when ye fust come up yar from Lime Gulch,
Lon Starkey’s Injuns ain’t hangin’ around this part o
the range fur no good.”

The old trader, trapper and ranchero trailed a sulfur
match over his pipe-bowl, shaking his head forebodingly
as he puffed the smoke. '

Buffale Bill and Wild Bill were talking with ‘Wither-
spoon in his adebe hang-out on Navaje Creek. Bear
P.aw and Ajax, the herses of the tweo pards, were at the
hl'tching—polc in front, .all accoutered for a wmide back ‘to
Lime Gulch. The scout and the Laramie man were

merely waiting for old Nomad, Little Cayuse and the
Apaches, who had galloped off, some two hours before,
to comb the hills eastward of the ranch in the hope of
rounding up some of the suspected red men. But it was
a 'fO}‘Ir»rn hope. The scout and all his pards had been
looking for these supposed ‘Comanches of Witherspoon's
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for a week, now, and had not caught a glimpse of a‘
1 d head.

5111“8'}1160‘1': actllézzedid you come to any of those reds, Nate 28
inqui ild Bill. :
m?‘lgg(sit\ll me an’ you is, purty nigh. They was in tl?e
bottom of a dry wash an’ I was on top o’ the t’)ank, in
@ bunch o’ scrub. Thar was two on ’en“f, ’reglar Co-,
manch’, an’ they had a fire an’ was roastin’ a hunk o
meat. It was the smoke o’ that fire what fust ‘drawed my
attention. They was talkin’, them two. I'm summat
lame on my Comanch’ lingo, but I .u.nderstood enough
ter savvy they was expectin’ ter be j'ined soon by ‘Lon
Starkey himself, an’ that thar was a lot more InJunsv

st by.” ,
CIOThe );cout had heard this before. Now th.at he and .hL'
pards were leaving Witherspoon’s ranch, thbout ﬁﬂd{l{
any Comanche “signs,” the old trader’s informatior
seemed of doubtful value.

“T don’t see how the Comanches could have been exe
pecting Starkey,” the scout patiently exp%ained for the
dozenth time, “when I and my pards saw him tossed ovet
the rim of Red Hand Cafion by that wonderful piece of
mechanism constructed by the ancient Spaniards.”

“H’'m!” Witherspoon cleared his throat and pe,v’:red-
at his pipe reftectively. “You-all knows, I reckon, hS
went on, “that the sayin’ is Lon Starkey kain’t be kllled..

“Which is bosh,” declared the scout. “Starkey 18
flesh and blood, like the rest of us, and consequently mor
tai.” 3

“Ye're fair sartin that ’ar Red Hand done him up.?

“Look here, Nate,” put in Wild Bill. “Just imagine @
“steel hand as big as the floor of this shack of yours, al
the end of an iron arm as long as from here to the

E)itching-pole out in front. That hand and arm can Wofk.

i
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almost like they were human, see? Well, just supposing'

the hand rushed out at you from a cliff, grabbed you
and tossed you, neck-and-heels, over the top of a straight-
up-and-down fifty-foot wall. Do you think it would fin-
ish you?” .

Witherspoon smiled grimly.

“I reckons it would, podner,” he answered, “allowin’
I didn’t hev no wings.”

“Well, that’s just what the Red Hand did to Lon
Starkey.”

“It seems sartin, podners, that yer bean’s on the right
aumber. Mebby I didn’t savvy at all correct what them
Comanches was chinnin’ erbout. As I says, I'm some
fame on their lingo, I'm a heap sorry you-all hev spent
aweek in these yar diggin’s without seein’ hide ’r ha'r o’
ary Comanche, but I reckoned you ort ter know what
P'd seen an’ heerd, which was why I sent my greaser ter
Lime Gulch arter ye. I've enj’yed yer comp’ny immense,
an’ I'm hopin’ that when ye git back ter the Gulch ye
won't think ole Nate’s flighty, er 4

Just here the door was burst open and old Nick No-
mad, the scout’s trapper pard, jumped into the house
with a whoop.

“Hoop-a-la, pards! Wake up an’ rejoice! We've
gone an’ bagged er Comanch’. He tried ter git erway;
from us, an run like er skeered coyote, but Hide-rack was
too blame’ swift fer his Injun cayuse.”

“Good fur you-all, Nick!” cried Witherspoon, leaping
to his feet,

Just then the two Apache trailers, Chappo and Pedro,
entered the house with the Comanche. They walked
one on either side of the prisoner, whose hands were
bound at hig back, and behind came Little Cayuse, the
Piute boy, poking the Comanche along with the point of

=
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2 revolver: Yuppah, the third of the Apache trailers,
was looking: after the horses; in front.

“Bravo!” applauded Wild Bill. “Where'd you catch
him,. Niek?”

“Over west on the Navajo,” answered Nomadi
“Picked up his trail, which was some hot, am’ follered et
like singed cats: hustlin’ fer water.”

The prisoner, sullen-looking and in full war-panoply,
was brought before the scout. Chappo and Pedro stepped
back. a hand on their weapons.  The scout looked tie
captive over, up and down.

“He's Comanche, all right,” said he:

“No doubt of it, Pard Cody,” agreed Wild Bill.

“He’s one o the two I seen in the dry-wash,” said
Witherspoon.

The scout had a little Comanche talk on tap and pre-
ceeded to interrogate the Indian.

“Do your belong with Lon Starkey, of Red Tail 2

The Comanche grunted, but whether the grunt meant
yes or no was hard to tell.

“Ts Starkey alive? Did he escape from the Red Hand
Valley ?’

Another indefinite grunt. The scout turned to Wild
Bill.

“He’s not answering,” said the scout. “Pull youf
hardware, Pard Hickok, and if he doesn’t talk bet
ter——"

he sceut made a significent gesture. Wild Bill, with
an ominous scowl, drew a revolver from his belt and
stepped to the Comanche’s side. The prisoner cast an
uneasy glance at the revolver and appeared to understand
the move and why it was made:

“Is Starkey alive?’ repeated: the scout sharply.

( 7 “"He is alive,” replied the: Comanche.

The Comanche Prisoner.

“Where is the 7"

“Lime Gulch.”

“Is he going to come here?”

“He 1is coming o join his red brothers.”

“How many red brothers are around this part -of the
country ?” .

Thc Comanche held up both hands twice.

Red’l‘;}:‘t{; ;‘f}h ? Did you all come frem the Valley of the

“We came from there.”

“What are you going to do here?"”

The prisoner shook his head.

All the rest were following the conversation as well as
they could.

“Mebbyso he knows an’ won't tell. Bufiler,” spoke uip
old Nomad. “Tickle him in ther ribs with ther pint o’
yer shootin’-iron, Hickok.” |

‘Wild Bill wused fhe weapon as directed, but again ithe
prisoner shook his head.,

' “How did Lon Starkey escape fram the Red Hand?”
nquired Wild Bill, supplementing the words with the
hand talk, i

3 ’Thf good spirits helped him,” asserted the Indian.
Lon Starkey cannot be slain. He 4s big medicine.”

3 Gpod sperrits I” mumbled Nomad derisively. “Waugh!(
d like er pictur” o’ them good sperrits helpin’ Lon Star-

»

key:
“Anyways, sperrits r rits,” in 'Wi
i ays, sperrits 'r no sperrits,” put in Witherspoon,
ooks as though Starkey had fooled death ag'in."
I'won't believe that,” returned the puzzled scout, “un-

‘ﬁl I see Starkey face to face.”

“Me, nuther,” said Nomad.
113 vy . .
- “Nor I, added Wild Bill. “By gorry, if Starkey geot

™
)
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clear of that Red Hand, he must have hooked onto a
2 . )
stray balloon while he was sky-rocketmg."
«What ’u’d these Comanches want ter lie about Starkey
fur thataway?”’ demanded Witherspoon. “Can you-all

answer that?” . .
“There’s some scheme working at the back of their

heads,” averred Wild Bill, ‘ ,

“Tt’s my opine,” pursued Witherspoon, “that them ’‘ar
Tnjuns wouldn’t be so fur south onless Starkey ’had sent
’em. Starkey ain’t feelin’ anyways peaceab.le to.rds Buf-
fler Bill an’ his podners about now, supposin’ him ter be
alive an’ kickin’, an’ it’s Mexican dollars ter doughnu.ts
the Comanches hev come yar ter wait so’st Starkey kin
git in a whack at the king o’ scouts an’ his ou’tﬁ,t’. He
don’t fergive no debt like that "un, Starkey don’t.

“Where have you Comanches been hiding ?” asked Buf«.

falo Bill, once more facing the prisoner.
“Tn a barranca on the Navajo,” was the reply.
“Are all the rest of the Comanches there now
The Indian nodded.
“Is Starkey to come there?”
Another nod.
“When "
“Before another sleep.”

i

“On the chance that Starkey may be alive, and shgw.
up in this barranca,” said Buffalo Bill, turning to Wwild
Bill, “we’ll just put off our departure for Lime Gu.lch
and make for the hang-out of the Comanches, taking

the prisoner with us so——"

The scout was interrupted by a single yell, abruptly
stifled, followed by a diminishing pattér of horses” hoofs.
The sounds came from without, and all the pards, excep!
the two Apaches in charge of the prisoner, sprang fOf‘

the door.

ll:leam sweep o’ ther hosses. I wouldn’t er lost thet pizen
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‘When the scout and his pards reached the front of the
house they saw that the horses were gone; also that
Yuppah, who had been in charge of the mounts, was

- hanging over the hitching-pole in a limp and unconscious

condition. Southward along the trail could be seen a
flurry of dust.

| “Sufferin’ wildcats!” whooped old Nomad; “some
‘un’s run off with ther critters. Now who in blazes
worked this-hyar hocus-pocus, an’ why ?”

The scout and the Laramie man stared at each other in
amazement for a space,-then allowed their eyes to jump
along the trail in the direction of the dust-cloud. The
dust was thick and completely enveloped horses and
riders.

“By gorry,” cried Wild Bill, *it’s hard to tell who
\ran off with the mounts! There must have been quite a
bunch of the thieves, for not even one of the ’Pache
cayuses has been left.”

“Tarnation!” mumbled Witherspoon. “It was done
(Quick an’ quiet. Jest one yell out o’ ther ’Paehe, then a
poundin’ ¢’ hoofs.” 2

“Bring Yuppah back to his wits, Hickok,” said the
scout hurriedly, “and he’ll tell who the thieves were.
Witherspoon, where’s your horse ?” :

“In the lean-to back o’ the house.”

Buffalo Bill rushed along the side of the ’dobie and
circled around and into the door of the “lean-to.” It
Was his intention to jump Witherspoon’s horse and pur-
sue the thieves, but a disagreeable surprise awaited him.

Witherspoon’s horse was gone, as well as the rest!

Hurrying back to where his companions were stand-
ing, the scout announced his latest discovery.

“Waugh !” yelped Nomad furiously, “thet makes et er

—— = - o4




118 The Comanche Prisoner.

Hide-rack o' mine fer a thousan’ pesos. He was muy
malo, an’ fuller ©' cussedness ithan what er egg is ® yelk,
an’ ekaled my ole Nebuchadnezzar; but by ther jumpin’
gee-whiskers he had more ginger an’ bottom in him than
ary hoss in this hyar kemtry, always an’ only exoeptin’
Buffler’s war-hoss, B’ar Paw. Oh, them missable pizen
whelps!”

The old trapper danced around the hitching-pole, sha-.

king his fist along the trail and fuming like a steam-
engine. :

“Ugh!” growled Little Cayuse, “Hide-rack him not s0
good as Navi. Nawvi him little, but him plenty better.
Ugh!”

“T ain’t er goin’ ter git inter no dispute with ye, son,”
said old Nomad, “but I'm er clay-eater ef I ever seen
anythin’ on four laigs ter beat Hide-rack, he was thet
long an’ rangy.”

“Bear Paw was the best-horse I've had since Brigham,”
remarked the scout, drawing close to where Wild Bill
and Witherspoon were reviving Yuppah.

“Ajax wasn’t no slouch of a traveler,” observed Wild
Bill, looking up.

“An’ that ’ar Comet hoss o’ mine was shore some at
showin’ his heels,” mourned Witherspoon. “Gad-hook
the luck, anyways! Yar we aire, all hung up an” twenty
miles from ary other animile we kin git our hands on.
Oh, whoosh”

“War-bags gone, too,” snorted the wrathful old trap-
per; “an’ gear—why, thet thar Cheyenne saddle o’ mine
was wuth a hunnerd.”

“What's the matter with Yuppah?” inquired the scou..

Wild Bill pointed to a bruise close up under his red-
Lt{"lam'rt:l head-band.

>
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“He was hit with something hard,” said Hickok, “and
it dropped himy like a tem-pini im a bewling-alley.”

“This, perhaps, is what did it,” said the scout, picking
up a round water-worn stone as: big: as his fist.

Twenty feet from the front of the cabinm, acress the
trail, was a thicket of manzanita. The scout’s eyes roved
i that direction and then: fell to the ground!

In the vicinity of the hitching-pole the eartlr was
packed to the hardmess of rack, leaving no impressions
of feet or hoofs. The scout started toward the bushes.
A dozen feet from the hitching-pole he struck the trail.
Here he saw marks of moccasins in the dust, all teeing in
and aiming for the frent of the adobe.

“Reds!” he called. ‘“Yes,” he added, “and eone white
man, by the boet-prints.”

“What kind o reds?” demanded Witherspoomn.

The scout knelt for a closer examination of tle moc-
casini tracks.

“Comanches,” he announced. !

“Comanches; hey?” yelled ald Nomad. “While we
was in ther house, confabin’ with thet thar ether Coman-
che, some more o tler pizen whelps stole up hyar,
knocked Yuppah over with er rock, slammed inter our
saddles an” made off. Oh, this hyar is plumiy interestin’,
this is. Hide-rack! T wouldn't er took twe thousand
fer him, stripped o the ridin’-gear.”

The scout followed the tracks beyond the trail to the
thicket. There, among the bushes, he found abundant
evidence to show that the white man and the Comanches
had' hidden themselves away in that place while carrying
out their designs on the live stock.

“The thieves,” went on the scout, returning acress the
trail, “sneaked up from the creek and hid in the clrapar-

sal. They may have been following Nomad, witle thet‘

-
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intention of getting back the captured redskin. As they
lay low in the bushes, the temptation to make off with
the horses must have been too great for them to with-
stand. One of them heaved the rock at Yuppah as he
leaned against the hitching-pole. He had time for just
one yell before he dropped over the pole; then the reds
made a rush and were off down the trail before we could
get clear of the house. Quick work,” he added glumly.

“An’ blame’ quiet work, too,” spoke up Witherspoon.
“How’d the reds ever snake Comet out o’ ther lean-to
without us a-hearin’ of ’'em? We’re shore up agin’ a
hefty lot o’ hoss-lifters, compadres.”

“Did you bring the prisoner in on his own pony, No-
mad?” queried the scout.

“Thet’s what we done, Buffler, an’ ther mustang was
out hyar with ther rest o’ their animiles.”

“Then there must have been nine in the crowd, since
there were nine horses run off, counting Witherspoon's
and the prisoner’s.” Once more the scout stepped close
to Wild Bill and Yuppah. “What’s the matter with
Yuppah, Hickok?” he asked. “He’s a long time coming
to, seems to me. Do you think he’s badly hurt?”

“Well, it wasn’t any light blow that laid the ’Pache

out,” replied Wild Bill, “but his skull’s thick and I

reckon it didn’t do much more than send him to the Land

of Nod for a spell. Ah, he’s opening his eyes.”

All crowded around the Apache as his eyes flickered
open and he sat up”dazedly.

“Ugh!” he grunted, feeling of the dent in his head.
“No like um.” And then he used a little of the language
which helps an army teamster to get a government six
out of a mud-hole.

“No make um swear,” growled Little Cayuse, who was

i L !;lgt;l_: of underboss of the three Apache trailers.

1
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“Me feel like um,” answered Yuppah, rubbing his |
head and blinking. '

“How many were there in the party of thieves?” asked
Wild Bill.

“Heap plenty ; not got um time to count.”

“Were they all Indians, Yuppah ?”

“Me see um one white, plenty more Injun; then, plenty
quick, me no see um nothing. Ugh!”

Yuppah was not in very good spirits. He was taking
it to heart because the horses, left under his charge, had
been run off. It was clear to all, however, that Yuppah
was not particularly to be blamed. He had been “jumped”
unexpectedly by nine men. The wonder was that he had
escaped with his life.

“Who was the white man, Yuppah?” asked the scout.

“All same Starkey.”

. This was-a good deal of a bombshell. Old Nomad
Jumped, and the others were equally startled.

“What hev I been tellin’ you-all?” demanded Wither-
spoon. ““I reckons that ’ar Red Hand didn’t do fer Lon
‘Starkcy arter all, Buffler Bill, even if it did h’ist him
fifty feet.”

“Are you sure, Yuppah,” asked the scout, “that the
white man was Lon Starkey, the fellow we had those
dealings with in the Ranch of Mystery ?”

_ “All same,” declared Yuppah, without a moment’s hes-
itation,

“We've got to take Yuppah’s word for it, pards,” said
B_uﬁalo Bill, turning to those around him. “It isn’t pos-
sible that Yuppah is mistalden. He knows Starkey by
sight, even if he is not so well acquainted with him as
Cayuse and T are. How that scoundrel ever got clear

of the Red Hand Valley with his life is a mystery to.,
n‘l@,”




T2 The' Comanche Prisoner.

“He’s like er pizen cat,” growled Nomad, “an’ he's got
sine fives, T reckon; but ef I don’t git Hide-rack back,
sound in wind an’ limb, I'm goin’ ter take all nine of
em” ;

“There’s no use trying to chase Starkey and the
Comanches on foot,” mused Wild Bill, “and, as Wither-
spoon says, it's twenty miles to the Guloh and more
horses. Shall we climb for the Gulch, Pard Cody, get
more mounts, and then take Starkey’s trail 7"

“We'd lose a lot of time by doing that,” answered the
scout, frowning over the problem. “If our prisoner s
telling the truth, and the gang really has headquarters
in a bharranca near the Navajo, I'd be in favor of pushing
straight for the gang’s headquarters. it can’t ibe wery far
from here, and we might be able to get hold of our
mounts at the place.”

“Thet’s ther idee,” agreed Nomad. “Let’s make fer
thet barranca. Ef ther gang has moved their headguar-
ters, we kin hike fer Lime Gulch, borry some hosses, an’
then lay omt a longer campaign. T hev Hide-rack, er
I'll hev Starkey’s skelp. Mebbyso Tl git both.”

“Have the prisoner brought out here, Cayuse,” said
the scout. “We'll question him some more, and, if his
answers ring true, we'll make him lead the way to the
barranca.”

While Cayuse was in the house, old Nomad called at-
tention down the trail in the direction recently taken by
the horse-thieves. A white man was hurrying along
toward fthe creek on foot, waving 'his arms as though
to secure the notice of those in front of the ’dobie. He
was a big man and seemed excited.

“Well, well I’ muttered Buffalo Bill. “Eitber I'we got

)the blind-staggers or else that’s Dunc Perr;.
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“Perry !” exclaimed Wild Bill; “by gorry if it ain’t!”

“What’s Perry doin’ so fur from home without no
hoss?” queried Witherspoon.

This was a question which Perry himself was soon to
answer,




CHAPTER XL
DUNC PERRY'S MISHAP,

When a man’s saddle becomes a habit with hini ae
grows awkward in his walking. Therefore Dunc Perry,
who was a horseman par excellence, traveled all over
the trail as he tore along. ; 2

“He’s got something on his mind more'n his hat,” ob-
served Wild Bill. :

“Waugh!” laughed Nomad, “he walks as ef his spurs
hurt his feet.”

“Jest like the rest o’ you bow-legged hossback fellers,”
said Witherspoon. “A powerful good man, Dunc Perty
is.”

“Right you are, Witherspoon,” returned the scout
heartily. “Dunc is a powerful fine man, and he has all
the sand and sagacity that goes with the making of a
successful one.”

Just at that moment the sheriff lurched in on his high-
heeled boots and flopped panting to the ground by 'the
hitching-pole. Drawing a sleeve across his dripp!ﬂg
forehead, he pulled off his hat and began fanning him-
self with it.

“Spurs are a big help to a man when he travels of
foot, Dunc,” grinned Wild Bill.

“Wharever is yer hoss, Perry?” inquired Nomad.

Perry, having recovered his breath, proceeded to say
things.

“Starkey and a pack of his reds corraled the Horsé

some two miles along the trail,” said he.
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“What were you doing, Dunc,” asked the scout, “while
they were corraling the horse ?”

“Riding along like a saphead, never thinking of trouble.
All T had in my mind was getting here and talking with
Buffalo Bill. In a little pass, before I had any notion
what was going on, riatas began leaping at me  from
both sides. Now, I can dodge one rope, and maybe two,
but when six come at me, all in a bunch, I'm plumb liable
to get snagged. Well, I was. When I was on my back,
kicking like an up-ended taranch, that confounded Star-
key and a pack of Comanches came riding out from
among the rocks. Starkey can be tantalizing when he
wants to, and he was then. If I'd had the use of my fist,
I'd have knocked his face through*into his back hair. I
won't repeat what he said. It would make me so hot
from spurs to headpiece that I might swell up and bust.
All Tl say is that he rode on with my horse, leaving
me my guns and a forty-foot riata from which I had
to untangle myself. As soon as I got free, which wasn't
very long, I scrambled for here.”

“You were coming to see me?” queried the scout.

“That’s what I was. There was something I thought

you ought to know, so I pulled out of Lime Gulch this
morning.”

“What was it ?”

“Why, that this same Starkey hadn’t been put out of
business in Red Hand Valley. You, I know, were under,
the impression that he had been wiped out.” _

“I been tryin’ ter convince the scout o’ that ever sence
he reached my place, a week back,” struck in Wither=
Spoon. 2 :
“We're purty well convinced by now,” remarked No-
mad dryly,

“Starkey showed up in Lime Gulch,” pursued Perry,
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“the next day after you and your pards left town o
come here.”

“Looking for us, I reckon,” dropped in Wild Bill.

“Wisht he'd er found us,” added Nomad darkly,
“Thar’d been some things thet wouldn’t be happenin’
now.”

“T watched him like a hawk,” continued the sheriff,
“waiting for him to show his hand and give me a chance
at him. He did that yesterday by cleaning out Sawyer's
place and then trying to boss all the citizens, including
me. We clashed. When I got Starkey down, Judge
Billonsar tried him while I held him, found him guilty,
and ordered him to be hung. The execution proceeded
immediately, but ended in a bobble.”

Perry went on to describe the “bobble,” throwing into
the recital all the pent-up feeling that surged in his
breast. When he had finished, his listeners were excited
and amazed.

“He kain’t be killed, not noways,” breathed Wither-
spoon.

“The Old Boy is sure looking after him,” averrel
Wild Bill.

“Waal,” muttered the old trapper, “he ain’t goin’ tef
be able ter dodge his kibosh gl} ther time. One o’ thest
hyar days he'll connect with et good an’ plenty.”

“A most remarkable case, Perry,” said the scout
quietly.

“Correct, it is,” answered Perry, getting up and lean-
ing against the hitching-pole. “I’ll have to borrow 2
horse while I'm getting back my own. Any one her®
who’ll lend me a mount ?”

Nomad looked sour, for a moment, and then bhegalt

to laugh. The laugh was echoed by Wild Bill and‘.
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Witherspoon. There was something funny about Perry’s
appeal to that horseless crowd for a mount,

“What’s the matter with you yaps?” demanded Perry.
“What’s the joke?”

“The joke is on all of us, Dunc,” returned the scout.
“There’s not a horse to be had. If you'd looked sharp
at the animals ridden by Starkey and his outfit, you would
have discovered that they belonged to me and my pards.”

The sheriff opened his eyes at that.

“Do you mean to say that your caballos have been
lifted, same as mine ?”’

“They were lifted, all right, although not in exactly
the same way. Nomad, Cayuse, and the Apaches had
just brought in a Comanche prisoner. We were pumping
him, when Yuppah, who was in charge of our horses
here in front, was knocked over, and the herd run off.”

Perry allowed a grin to flicker across his face.

“Then we’re all in the same boat, eh?” he inquired.

“That’s about the size of it, Dunc,” said” Wild Bill,
“For a while we’re a bunch of walkers.”

“What were you planning to do? Go back to the
gulch and outfit with more horses?”

“Buffler had a better kyard than thet up his sleeve,”
said Nomad. “Ther Comanche pris'ner said as how
Starkey an’ his gang had made their headquarters in a
barranca on ther Navajo. We was goin’ ter make ther
Comanche take us ter this barranca, on ther chance thet
Starkey an’ his reds u’d trail in thar with ther hosses.”

“Fine!” exclaimed Perry. “I wouldn’t lose any time
pulling that off, Buffalo Bill. I’'m with you, of course.
What T want is to lay violent hands on Lon Starkey,
as well as to get hold of my horse.”

“That’s what we all want,” said the king of scouts.

~—

’
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“We were just starting when we saw you coming along
the trail. Here’s the prisoner.”
The scout turned and beckoned to Chappo and Pedro,
They pushed forward, with the Comanche between them,
“Maybe you can believe what he says and maybe you
can’t,” observed Perry, after looking the prisoner over
“If I'm any judge, the red’ll lie a heap quicker than
he’ll tell the truth.”
| “What I want to impress on him is that it will be
ffatal if he lies to us,” went on the scout. “I don’t be-
lieve he’s hankering to lose his scalp, Starkey or no
Starkey.”
| Dropping into the Comanche lingo, the scout proceeded
to address the prisoner.
“What’s your name, Comanche?”

|
} The prisoner sulkily hesitated. Wild Bill pushed close
' with his revolver significantly displayed.

»

“Running Panther,” answered the savage, his shifty
eye on the gun.
“Running Panther has said that Starkey and his
Comanches have their hang-out in a barranca. Starkey
| has taken the horses of Pa-e-has-ka and his friends, and
must give them up. Will Running Panther lead Pa-e-
has-ka and his friends to the barranca, so that they can
get back the horses?”
| Running Panther was not at all pleased with this pro-
gram.
“Ugh!” he grunted. “It is a hard road to the bar
ranca, White men on their feet cannot get there.”
“He’s tryin’ ter dodge!” growled old Nomad. “Tickle
him in ther ribs ag’in, Hickok.”
Wild Bill nudged Running Panther with the muzzle

of his forty-five. The Indian cringed away from the

point.

—
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“Does Running Panther want to lose his life?” de-
manded the scout. “Pa-e-has-ka and his friends are going
on foot to the barranca, no matter how hard it is for
them to get there, and Running Panther is going to show
them the way. If Pa-e-has-ka finds that Running Panther
has been talking with a double tongue, then Running
Panther dies. And if Running Panther fails “0 show
Pa-e-has-ka the way to the barranca, or tries to be treach-
erous, then for that Running Panther will die. Is it
well

The prisoner’s eyes glimmered fiercely, but he nodded
his head.

“Fix up your ranch so it will be safe while you're
gone, Witherspoon,” continued the scout, turning to
the trader.

“I got a trap-gun planted in the house,” said Wither-
spoon, “an’ if any one opens the door, it lets go. I'll
jest git a grub-bag, fix the gun, an’ be with ye ag’in in
a couple o’ shakes.”

He turned and vanished into the house.

“Ask him how far away this barranca is, Buffalo Bill,”
suggested Perry.

The scout put the question.

- “One march with a horse,” replied Running Panther;
two or three marches on foot.”

_“We’ll make it one march on foot,” commented Wild
Bill. “There’s not much time to lose, if I’m any prophet.
Tell the red he’s to take us to the harranca by the
shortest way.”

This was made known to the prisoner, and he grunted |
@ssent, ‘
Meanwhile, Witherspoon adjusted his trap-gun, filled
A canvas bag with rations, and came out and carefully,

flosed the door.

————
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When the door was closed he hung a placard on it
from a nail. The placard read as follows: “Warnin,
Owner not ter hoam. Strangers stay out or take the
conserkenses.”

“T reckons I'm ready fer the trail,” said Witherspoon,
shouldering the grub-bag and facing around.

“Step off!” ordered the scout.

Running Panther headed across the trail, Chapy_)o and
Pedro hanging to him by either arm. Wild Bill and
Little Cayuse came behind, revolvers in their hands. The
rest trailed along by twos.

In this fashion the little column wound through the
chaparral and on into the rough country that bordered
the Navajo.

The course taken by Running Panther led the scout
and his companions eastward along the creck. The Nay-
ajo, at that time, was running bankful, and there were
several small branches through which the party had
to wade.

“Waugh!” exclaimed Nomad disgustedly. “An om-
bray never appreciates a good hoss ontil he’s whar 'he

" hes ter use his own hoofs. Thet thar Hide-rack o’ min¢
hes got er temper like er catamount, but he’s shore
wuth his weight in gold, fer all thet.” ‘

“That Comet critter o’ mine is the clear quill, too,"
remarked Witherspoon ruefully, jogging along at Thf
trapper’s side. “Had him nigh on five year, huntity
trappin’, tradin’. I reckons he’s saved my skelp a dozet
times, bein’ so nimble on his feet.”

‘The trapper and the trader brought up the rear of
the procession. At the other end of it were Chappo
Pedro, and Running Panther, with Wild Bill and Cayuse
just behind.

| . o =

Back of them traveled Buffalo Bill and
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Dunc Perry, and between the scout and the sheriff, and
the trapper and the trader, came Yuppah,

“Thar’s another ditch we got ter cross,”. announced
Nomad, staring ahead to where the rest of the party
were clambering over a small stream on a tree-trunk,

It was a small tree, but the sure-footed Indians gal
loped over it with perfect ease. Nor did Wild Bill,
the scout, or Perry have much trouble. All the excite-
ment of the crossing, as it chanced, came the way of
Nomad and Witherspoon.

The trader, stepping ahead, started across the tree in
advance of the trapper. The grub-bag, being' rathen
heavy, gave Witherspoon a little too much weight omn
one side. Midway of the tree his foot slipped. In the
scramble to recover his balance, the trader shifted the
grub-bag suddenly, and its weight dragged him down
on the other side of the narrow foothold,

With a splash, he dropped into the water, but, tossing
forward his hands, he managed to get his arms over the
tree and so supported himself.

At the first start-off of the mishap, old Nomad lurched
f?r\\'ard and grabbed the grub-bag. This move included
him in the disaster, and he shot downward. Like Wither-
Spoon, however, he managed to hook his arms over the
tree, and trapper and trader, up to their middle in the
flood, hung on and stared across the narrow bridge af
each other,

The grub-bag, as luck would have it, lay between thers
on the tree-trunk,
1 sy . . :
Sufferin’ whipperwills ” bawled Nomad, shocked by !
i suddenness of the catastrophe.
J'un}pm’ jee-mimy ! sputtered Witherspoon. “Saved
the rations, anyways.”
@ s |
Hang the rations|” fumed Nomad. “I'm down je*‘i

th

L&
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fur enough ter wet my forty-fives an’ ammunition-pelt,
Drat the luck!”

Yuppah, turning back, stepped nimbly out on the tree
and grabbed the trapper by the coat-collar, In anothes
moment he had raised him dripping to the trunk. In
the same manner Yuppah heaved the trader to a secure
foothold, then took charge of the grub-bag and wen§
stoically on.

Nomad and Witherspoon succeeded in getting to the
other side, and there dropped down on the rocks.

Wild Bill and Dunc Perry, looking back, haw-hawed
with merriment. Even the scout smiled.

Old Nomad had his back arched like an angry cat, and
was spitting his maledictions upon the Navajo and every
other brook, rill, and streamlet that emptied into it.

“Et’s er heap funny, ain’t et?” he yelped. “Go on,,
all o’ ye. Witherspoon an’ me aire goin’ ter tarry right
hyar an’ empty er gallon er two 0’ water out o’ our boots
an’ wring some more o’ et out o’ our clothes. Wwe'l
ketch up with ye. I'm hopin’ ye’ll be through enjoyin’
yerselves by ther time we meet up ag’in.” -;

“Be as quick as you can, pard,” called back the scoith
turning to make off after Chappo, Pedro, and Running
Panther.

For half an Hour those in the lead continued on, round-
ing the base of rocky uplifts and threading small seams
through the bleak barrens. They proceeded leisurely, in
order €0 give Nomad and Witherspoon a chance to over
haul them. But, at the end of the Half-hour, those be-
hind had not caught up.

The scout halted.

' “Tt won’t do to go any farther, Perry,” said he, “until
Nomad and Witherspoon rejoin ws.”

. ' ooy
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“What’s the matter with ’em?” muttered Perry, look-
ing back. “They ought to be with us by now.” ;

“That’s what I'm thinking. We’re in the enemy’s
country, and it won’t do to take many chances. The
rest of you wait here while I go back and see what’s
keeping the laggards.”

“Want me to go along?”

“No, I don’t think we’d better scatter too much. One’s
enough for an investigation. Probably I'll meet Nick
and Witherspoon coming.”

? Thereupon, the scout dodged around the foot of a
b:clkar;?alit himself from the sight of his friends on the

Keeping his eyes constantly ahead, the wondering
Scout traversed the entire distance between the point
where he had left his companions and the scene of the
trapper’s and trader’s mishap, without seeing anything
of the stragglers.

What‘at first was pure comedy was turning into a
very serious matter, and Buffalo Bill was dumfounded,

What could have become of his missing comrades?

He saw the rocks on which Nomad and Witherspoon
bad seated themselves to remove their boots, but where
”}ey had gone from that point was more than he could
HISCOVC-!'. The flinty earth left no sign of their passing.
ﬂ‘hI::Irz;kmg a trumpet of his hands, the scout called loudly.
3 _Was no response, save the echoes of his own vyoice
ounding through the hills. He repeated the cry again
!n'd again, but still without result,

Helv’:tz:éed, he started up t.hg nearest bank, to gain an
s position from which he could survey the sur-
nding country., Before he was half-way up the bank,

8 dlatter of distant shots came faintly down the wind.

. He halted and turned about, aghast at this unexpected

A e
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" event. Imasmuch as the firing came from the direction
of his waiting pards, there was small doubt in the
scout’s mind but that enemies had engineered a sur-
prise.

Giving up all thought of trying to locate Nomad and

Witherspoon just then, Buffalo Bill bounded back down

the slope and started eastward at a run. He drew his
revolvers as he raced, and all sorts of forebodings ran
through his mind.

Had Running Panther, in spite of the threats as to
what would happen if he showed the least sign of treach-
ery, led them into a trap? Or had Starkey and his red
allies been dogging the steps of the scout and his pards,
and seized upon the moment when they were separated
for making an attack?

One guess was as good as another, and the bewildered
scout sidetracked his speculations until he could reach
the scene of the clash and get at the facts by an in-
vestigation,

As he figured it, upward of two miles separated the
small stream where Nomad and Witherspoon had got
their ducking and the place where he had left his com-
panions.

Buffalo Bill covered this distance in record time, round-
ing the base of the rocky hill at a rush, ready to take 2
hand in whatever was going on.

After the first volley there had been no firing, and
the silence was ominous.

Once around the hill and looking upon the place wher’e
he had left Wild Bill, Perry, and the Indians, the scouts
surprise grew when he saw no one—no one but a red-
skinned form crumpled along the stony ground.

He listened 2 moment, but heard nothing cither

R ————
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quict or arouse his fears. Moving cautiously forward,
he gained the side of the prostrate form,

It was the form of Running Panther. There was a
wound in the back, and a brief examination showed the
scout that the Panther had trailed his. last with the
allies of Lon Starkey.

Lifting himself erect, the scout shouted for Wild Biil,
as he had recently called to Nomad and Witherspoon—
and with no better result. Echoes answered him, hut
only echoes. A pall of silence lay over the hills, and
there was nothing and no one to tell the scout what had
happened to cause the disappearance of his comrades.

Climbing the nearest slope, the scout peered about

him at the rocky uplifts. Not a sign of friends or ene-
mies greeted his straining eyes.
. A little to the north, the swollen Navajo raced along
its course, carrying.the drift that had toppled from its
banks, On all other sides there was nothing but bleak
country, with not a living thing in sight.

Perplexed as he had rarely been before, Buffalo Bill
descended to the slain redskin once more, and stood
beside the body, pondering.

It seemed strange to him that Starkey and his redskin
followers should have made a descent upon Wild Bill,
.PCI‘I',\'. and the rest and slain only the Comanche. Was
it possible that the Comanche had been leading the scout
and his pards on a bee-line for the barranca, and that
Fku]king‘ redskins had killed him for his treachery? Or
had Running Panther really led the white men into a
"f.ll). and then, by accident, alone suffered death in the
bflrtif fight that followed?

The scout was still guessing—and that was not a time

tf'w useless speculation, but for swift and masterful ac-
ion,
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He looked over the ground. Finding nothing to gmde

him, he started on eastward in the direction Runmng‘

Panther had been leading his captors.

Before he had held to this course for five minutes, a
distant shout came to him—apparently from across the
creek. With a forlorn hope rising in his breast, the
scout answered the cry, then hastened at his best speed

in the direction of the Navajo.

CHAPTER XII.
A THREE-CORNERED FIGHT.

The banks of the stream were steep! and rocky, and
the scout, leaping' from boulder to boulder, and coming
_swiftly closer to the water’s edge, kept his eyes fixed on
the swirling, eddying surface. From what particular
point had come the cry? His glance ranged across the
ereck in an endeavor to locate the spot.

“Help, here, some o’ you reds!”

This call, coming from up the creek and from around
'a jutting spur, caused the scout’s heart to leap with
| exultation. It was Lon Starkey’s voice! In that mo-
~ment Buffalo Bill imagined that Starkey was being hard
beset by Wild Bill, Perry, and the rest, With an an-
swering yell, he flung himself around the end of the spur
-and came out on a stretch of gently sloping bank.
| Here another surprise confronted him. Bear Paw,
| dingy with sweat and dust, was standing by a small
sapling, hitched to the tree by the looped reins.

} At sight of the scout, Bear Paw lifted his head and
lgave a whinny of recognition.

. “Well, well, old boy,” cried the delighted scout, start-
ing toward the horse; “this is a mighty queer meeting,
seems to me. I've got you again, though, and |

The crack of a revolver bit the scout’s words short,
A bullet rushed snarling through the air close to Cody’s
side and spatted against a rock over Bear Paw’s head
he report was followed by a muffled oath and a sound
a of some one thrashing among bushes.

The bullet had come from behind Buffalo Bill. Halt J
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ing quickly, he whirled about. The stream lay before -

him, and there were no bushes. However, a big cotton-
wood-tree, undermined by the flood and carried down the
stream, had lodged butt-on against the bank. The
thrashing noise came from the thick branches at the far-
ther end of the tree-trunk.

The struggle continued, and the scout could see the
pranches moving and swaying. The foliage was so
dense that he could not see the combatants, but he kaew
that one of them was Lon Starkey. The call the scout
had heard had settled that point. If any more proof was
needed, Bear Paw gave it.

Starkey, escaping from the noose in Lime Gulch, had
rushed to join his Comanches in the barranca near the
Navajo. Then had followed the running off of the
horses from in front of Witherspoon’s adobe, in the per-
formance of which coup Starkey, as was quite natural,
had taken possession of the best horse in the lot—DBear
Paw.

What had happened after that was not quite so clear
to the scout. Anyhow, here was Bear Paw, and among
the branches of the cottonwood, fighting desperately, was
Lon Starkey. The scout quite naturally surmised that
Starkey was struggling with Wild Bill, Perry, or somé
other of those who were hunting him,

With a shout of encouragement for whoever it was
that was battling with Starkey, Buffalo Bill ran for the
water and flung himself at a leap upon the tree-trunk.
The impetus of his alighting body drove the tree away
from the bank and into deep water; there, caught by
eddy, it whirled around so that its roots and the lower
part of the trunk pointed toward the middle of the
racing flood.

Then, owing to some weight thrown suddenly to 01®
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side among the branches, the tree began to turn. The |
scout fling up his hands to save himself, and his re- |
volvers dropped. One of them went into the water.
The other, Janding on the wet and slippery trunk, lay
there an instant. The scout made a frantic effort to
grab it, but it slipped into the stream just as his fingers
were almost touching it.

. Just at that instant the cottonwood whirled back inte
its original position, and Buffalo Bill had to throw
himself into the tree-roots in order to keep himself from
going by the board.

After that came a few minutes of silence, the tree
whirling and sweeping along on the flood. The silence
was broken by a sputtering, ill-omened laugh coming
from among the branches.

“I reckon y’'u won’t tag me with a bullet this trip,
Buffler Bill,” called the voice of Lon Starkey. “Yer -
guns hev drapped inter the drink, same as mine.”

“Who’s in there with you?” demanded the scout.

: "'Who? Waal, I like that. Say, you’ll find out who
it is afore long. Y’u got hyer jest in time ter leave me
free-handed fer a bit. Wow, but this is a queer keetle
o fish!” ’

“How did you come to be on the tree-trunk ?”

The scout was after information, and there didn’t
seem to be anything better on hand, just then, than a
ta]l\'.lrlg-x11atcl1. Later, when the scout saw what sort of
4 situation faced him, he would. lay his plans to get
th? whip-hand of Starkey.

I was lookin’ fer some o’ yore pards,” answered
iijrl\cca};t .“M? :111"tlle Comanches took ’em by surprise,

scattered ‘em like rabbits. They dug fer kiver, an’

we spli i
. L‘ 5})11t up in bunches, ter foller ‘em.”
| You were watching us, were you "




140 A Three-cornered Fight.

“Waal, kinder. When a man hes el,lemies like Buf:
fler Bill, Dunc Perry, an’ the rest, he’s got ter watcli
sharp an’ git in the fust blow. . I hadn’t ort ter hev let
Dunc Perry go, when I took his hoss. I had er grate:
ful streak on, howsumever, an’ wan’ged ter p’ay him back
fer the way he knotted that riata in Petet’s feed-s?ed.
If the rope hadn’t been tied a foot below the’ra te.r,
T’d ’a’ never got at it with my teeth. Perry an’ me }:s
squared fer that now, though, an" frqxn thl'S on tye
sher’ff hes got ter expect the wust if him an’ me eves

i ollision.”
cor‘r‘llgom;e;uc know what became of Nic}< Nomad and
Witherspoon ?” demanded the scout, hanging to t_he tree-
roots and measuring the distance that separated him from
the branches where Starkey lay concealed.

The trunk of the tree was drenched, and would. af-
ford but a slippery foothold, yet the scout was determmeg
to get at Starkey at the earliest possible moment.k
knife still remained in Buffalo Bill’s belt, and Star ey
was presumably armed in the same ‘manner. A I;OtVlet
fight on a floating tree was something of a novelty; l“
offered perils, too, to each combatant that would tlg
have been faced on hard ground. Nevertheless, ad:

and disadvantages were even. ;

va:};agdesn’t know a thigg about Nomad .an’ Wither-
spoon,” replied Starkey, from his bower at the other
end of the swaying trunk, “an’ T didn’t know how you
happened ter be separated from Wild }31“, Perry, tnr
yore Injuns, Tt looked like er good time fer me t?]t
strike, howsumever, an’ so we bore down on the ot
in the gully.”

“There was a lot of firing. Did you hit anybody

besides your Comanche ?” -
“Couldn’t tell, Yore pards ducked out o’ sight !
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quick we didn’t hev time ter see. I reckon we must hev

got some on 'em besides the Injun.”

“You haven’t told me yet what brought you onto
this cottonwood,” pursued the scout.

“I heerd a noise among the branches, while T was
ridin’ around that spur o’ rock, so I hitched that hoss
o your'n an’ purceeded ter investigate. I found out
mighty quick what I'd tackled, an'—— Wow! Keep
away from me, you!”

Here commenced another wild struggle among the
tree-branches, a struggle of which the scout could not
sce the least detail. The branches shook and crashed,
and Starkey yelled and swore frantically.

Finally the fighting ceased, and the scout could hear
Starkey breathing hard.

“If it was possible fer me ter be killed,” panted
Starkey, “I reckon I'd hev been a goner by now. I
got a charmed life, I hev, an’ don't y'u fergit it. I
$aw y’u measurin’ that tree-trunk with yer eyes, Buf-
fler Bill. Better not come near me if y'u know when
ye're well off.”

“Have you got a knife, Starkey ?” demanded the scout.
“I shore hev, an’ I come purty near needin’ it, t00.”
“Then come out from among those branches and meet
Me man to man in the middle of the tree-trunk, You
$ay you can’t be hurt. ' If you believe that, you hadn't
ought to be afraid to face me.”

“T ain’t fool enough ter take any chances.” answered
Starkey. “Besides, I never said I couldn’t be hurt. I
kin be hurt, but I kain’t be done up. ~Jest now, I don't
Want ter git hurt any more'n what I am. Consarn the
pesky luck, anyways I”

Starkey’s good humor was swiftly passing. It was
Plain he was hedged in by considerable peril, and that
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this, and in the creeping panther's eye he read its hostile
intentions against himself.

With bowie alone, in ordinary circumstances, Buffalo
Bill would not have been loth to try conclusions with the
big cat; but just now, when he had Starkey in his
mind’s eye, he could not think of trying conclusions with
a panther. During the fight, Starkey might have lurched
out from his concealment and helped the four-legged
brute. :

The man from Red Tail continued his vicious shaking
of the tree-trunk. This plainly angered and annoyed the
creeping cougar, but it kept its baleful eyes on the scout,
as though intending to take vengeance upon him alone.

Buffalo Bill, never taking his glance from the gleam-
ing eyes in front of him, gripped his bowie in his teeth
and climbed carefully over the tree-roots. Getting be-
hind the flat mass of roots, his feet on the “tap” root and
his body over the swirling water behind the tree, he
ducked downward just in time to avoid the panther’s
second leap.

The animal landed on the jagged ends of the roots
and perched there, snapping and hissing. Meanwhile.
the scout, with a display of acrobatic skill which must
have amazed Starkey, got around the side of the roots
and squirmed back on the tree-trunk. The beast was
looking into the bubbling water, apparently wondering
what had become of its intended prey.

“Whoop-ya!” screamed Starkey, wrathful because of
the scout’s successful escape. “Take ter the water, Bui-
fler Bill, if y'u know when y'u're well off! Don’t y'u
come near me, or Ill plant a knife in yer ribs!”

“That’s a game two can play at, Starkey,” answered
ghe scout. '

With that he went on with the tactics he was pursuing
13
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Planting his bowie
he made his way swiftly toward the

'th.‘n the panther interrupted him
in the tree-trunk, :
branches.

. Evidently Starkey had no mind to meet the scout

wr;;ﬁn{t;h ethe tl(;:avesthere the branches would interfere
set-to. Before the scout had

: . ‘ covered |
d.lstance separating him from the branches Stark::alf i
tnoIL:Ist emerged from his concealment, : g
. ,eh was an evil-looking scoundrel, at best, but just
itsndae was doubl}y repulsive. The panther had dragged

ws across his face, and a red fl ickl
o ey : ed flow had trickled
y’s throat and over hi

1 : 1is shoulder. - The
;r(:)(;/e!s‘of the coat and shirt had likewise been scratched
d iis left arm, and the wounds from the claws were
St;\;kand bleeding. But no one had ever denied that
braveey was possessed of courage. He had plenty of
i hisri and plenty of determination. With his knife

: eeth, he crawled out to engage the scout

t - .. )
5 s:;erey was in a p931t1011 to watch the panther and at
- nm(eﬂtlme not shift his gaze from Buffalo Bill. It
throwe; g(;:ls forb tge (sicout to distract his attention and
nce behind him, for h 1 j

o | » for he cou d tell just what

“me;al was doing by watching his enemy’s face

: ;

. me",egiil:éldétne; 10 rope, ner no knife or bullet kin
o arkey, talking with the blade in his

“We'll
see about that,” was the scout’s calm retort,

HT] y sy ’
bk warm d i
it i : oms h er i el‘bout a

St >
arkey’s words were blockaded by an instinctive gulp.

€ sc : . i
that razutl S.aw this, and likewise the expression of alarm
through Starkey’s ensanguined face,

- “Th
€ panther’ in’ i
\ panther’s goin’ ter make another spring,” said’

i
o B
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}'OU or me, one or

Starkey huskily. “He'll land on
he'll git us both.”

tother. If we're locked tergether,

“That panther’s not going to come between you and
e

me, Starkey. Surrender, or take the consequences:
had ceased his forward movement. The cot-
tonwood, caught in a racing eddy, was being whirled
around and around like a whirligig. The scout found
himself Tooking now up the river, now down. and now
Some one he saw on one of the banks

Starkey

at the banks.
sent a thrill through him.
“Nick !” he yelled.
“TWhoop-ee !” came back tl
followed by a perfect rattle
Nomad was trying his revolvers,
He gave up with a yell

e voice of the old trapper,
of metallic clicks.
but not a cartridge

would explode. of rage and

despair.
“They won’t go off, consarn *em!” he whooped.
“Somethin’s wrong with ther pizemr shells; they got

soaked.”
Over the trapper’s shoulder hung a riata. Where he
know, but it

had found the rope the scout did not
promised much at that moment.

“[Jse the rope!” yelled the scout.

Nomad was plunging along the high bank, trying
to keep pace with the tree.

“T don’t reckon I kin reach St
the trapper called back.

“Never mind Starkey—I'll take care of him.
the panther!”

From the intense look in Starkey’s face,
could feel that the animal was about to spring.
the tree whirled, Buffalo Bill saw Nomad geftin

rope in readiness for a throw.

arkey with et, Buffler,”
Raope
the scout

- the
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It would be a 1 :
Jdong cast and s
fhe dreairnate. ‘sl successful only wh:
thzm ee TOOtt.s. M(r,;th the crouching panther non ytoghe‘;
, was turned nearest the k i
: ; ank w
e Bl e nk where Nomad was
The scout, :obseryi :
! ’ serving that Starkey
e ; : ; starkey was .
paralyzed .into inaction by the turn of event o
a glance ‘behind him, e

ingly

ventured
The T W3 i

1e panther was hunching itself .and waorking its

) KR

Claws ¢ pae b 1 .
l“\\ 1gaimst tl]C 10(‘)‘ on '\\I lL«h

X at was )elchﬁd 2\. ﬁew
Sﬁ(.()“(]\ more, (lnd

Righ R 5
Starl?ej -iilflll..and there two important ithings hrapponed
hohind, | secking to ‘take advantage of the scout’s look
si57 (1' 131.1(1' risen ;and sprung forward, knife in ih od{
= ?io -tlll s 'bowie was thrust into the tree ‘Befc;r:l(]he:

me to withdraw the bl :
4 ade, o 3
bending for a ifhrust. , Starkey was upon him,

The s Fist ‘
e stc]:)cut‘:listl 1§§Ei;l[;llr)‘\'ard’ catching ‘fhe #escending
‘kni:c fell from his Iimp\ef.i}n;S"s’e;ijtc:ri}lllegfvszf’ e
en;“l:st]:;;tl1n']bomen't ar‘ld the scout was up and at ‘his
s p»'];mted ’boar'e hands. By pressing 'his foot against
el 0 ‘w1.e_ h.’e secured a sort of ‘foothold as he
o or Starkey’s fthroat with his gripping fingers
b the]'ﬁ-é::_appencd swiftly, and while it was happen-
T ;ggisdswung toward Nomad’s side of the
e Zr rope flew outward over the curling
i midg.air ou;;i the panther’s head as fhe ani
v : omad fell back on the rope with
rength, and the cougar, stopped at half the

length of its i
s intended spring, dropped
on.and half-off the tree-trunk, PP, STRE

Desper ;
oxnafel)iulfl:'ly the .animal sought to regain the tree,
; pu ing all the while to keep it off and drag it

L )
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into the water. The result of all this leverage on the
side of the cottonwood set it to turning.

The entire three-cornered clash could be numbered in
seconds, so swiftly did it proceed.

While Nomad and the panther were doing their worst,
Starkey and Buffalo Bill were at hand-grips, swaying
back and forth on their leaping and twisting foothold.

Both combatants were agile, but the scout was the
stronger of the two. When the tree began to turn, he
rushed Starkey back toward the branches,

Here Starkey fell with a crash. Keeping a firm clutch
on the scout, he dragged him down among the branches.

Wedged into the boughs, it was impossible for the
two men to fall one way or the other. They merely
remained where they were and went over with the tree.

As the water closed around them, both cast off their
holds and fought fiercely to get clear of the network of
branches which, if that side of the tree remained under
very long, would mean a double drowning.

The scout lost all track of Starkey. Kicking and
floundering, he managed to escape the grip of the boughs
and to propél himself upward to the surface. Just as he
arose and gulped his lungs full of air, the tree-trunk
swept past him and he grabbed for it.

He was as wet as a drowned rat, but he was safe
Not more than three feet from where he clung to the
tree-trunk the panther was clinging, front paws over the
bole and claws sunk in the wet bark. Between the brute
and the shore the rope was taut.

Casting his gaze shoreward, the scout saw old Nomad
and Witherspoon laying back on the riata and hauling it
on it,

The panther was the connecting link between the ropé

—

| the cottonwood wasg slo

and the tree, and so fiercely did the animal claw in that»*
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wly dragged through the current
{

and toward the bank,

?ut where was Starkey ?
he scout looked ar hi

. ound him over th !
of 'the river, but could see no sign of t;: e wkisd
- ¢ man from Red




CHAPTER XIIL
THE BARRANCA.

Hanging to the log, Buffalo Bill and the panther were
towed ashore by the trapper and the trader. Tlle big
feline, acting as a coupling-pin, never broke its 'hold
until the bank was reached ; thereupon, thoroughly fright-
ened. the animal dropped off, leaped twenty feet up the
slope at one bound, and overturned both men at thc.other
end of the rope. There were no usable revolvers in the
crowd, and no safe way of killing the panther, so Buf-
falo Bill, twisting his bowie out of the tree-trunk, slashed
the rope in half. Away went the cougar, witl} ten feet
of hemp slapping and slashing around its flying paws.

“Waugh!” gasped old Nomad, picking hilpself up
and rubbing his bruised shins. “Of all ther pizen per-
dicyments I ever seen ye in, Buffler—an’ I'm blan.l(?d‘ef
T hevn't seen ye in a plenty thet was shore ha’r-raisin —
this hyar grabs ther persimmon! Panther on one side
o ye an’ Lon Starkey on t’other, both plumb hungry
fer yer gore; an’ underneath ye a rollin’, bobbin’, con-
sarned cottonwood tree-trunk with er depth o’ water
consid’ble over yer head. Whoosh! Thet was shorﬁt
goin’ 1 some. S’posin’ I hadn’t found thet rope, ﬂ“’
g’posin’ I hadn’t been handy by ter heave et? A“
g'posin’, furthermore, I hadn’t made er good throw like
[ done? Et shore makes my skin crawl ter think o’ what
might hev took place.”

“Wust fix I ever seen a ombray in, honest,” added
Wither:;oon.  “It was sartain a most onnery scrape fer

——
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a white man. However did ye come ter be hooked up
like that?”

‘We haven’t any time to palaver just now,” returned
Buffz i Y /O SC i

f110 Bill. *“You two scout along the river-bank and
see if you can find Starkey. Look close. There’s a
chance to capture him, right here, if he isn’t at the
[?ottom of the river. I reckon I'm as much surprised to
find* you fellows as you are to meet up with me, but

we'lll talk that over later. Go, now, and hunt for
Starkey.” :

' While-Nomad and Witherspoon ran along the bank
the scout proceeded to empty the water out of his boot;
and to twist it out of his clothes. By the time he had
got out of his gear, dried it as well as he could, and

)

then got into it again, Nomad and Witherspoon had
come running back.

“::\vny tracF of Starkey?” asked the scout.
§"ur_v a sign,” replied the trapper, “an’ I reckon et’s
a cl'ar case 0’ a man bein’ drowned thet’ warn’t never
born ter be hung. Starkey’s a goner; shore es shootin’,
Bllfﬂcr. But we diskivered somethin’ else, even ef wé
didn’t find the feller from Red Tail.”
“What did you find ?”

‘“w
‘Ther barranca whar Starkey an’ his Comanches heg
their hang-out.”

This was news, indeed, but the scout was a little
doubtful of its correctness.

“Rmmiug [

5 anther wasn’t leading us in this direction,”
sal 3e! :

|
“

S!mro not,” piped up Witherspoon, “but mebby he
Wasn't plannin’ ter do that, anyways. Like enougl;, he
Was‘]:z_\'in' ter lead us some’r’s whar we could be trapped
by Staic vozn Iis reds.”
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“Possibly,” returned the scout. “What makes you
think you've found the barranca 44

“Waal,” went on Nomad, “we seen er couple o’ Cos
manches ridin’ inter a gash thet opened at ther aidge o’
They had ter ride inter ther creek, in orden
One of ’em was ridin’ Ajax,
itherspoon’s buck-

ther water.
ter git inter ther place.
Buffler, an’ t'other was straddle o W

skin, Comet.”
“Thet’s straight,” added Witherspoon ; “I'd know that

thar Comet hoss as fur as I could see im.”
“If that's the case,” said the scout, “likely enough
you're right in your surmise. and that we have stumbled
upon the barranca. But suppose we have? What are
we to do? My guns are in the creek, and the ones you
'! and Witherspoon have, Nomad, seemed to have balked
.on you. If we showed ourselves in the barranca, if
"would be an invitation for the reds to come and take

us in. That won’t do, pards.” Rz

“Whar’s Wild Bill an’ the rest?” queried Nomad. )

1 wish T could tell you,” answered the scout gravely.
| The trapper and the trader took alarm at once.
| “Y’u don’t mean ter say anythin’ has happened ter

’em?” asked Witherspoon.

; “Something must have happened to them, although
| just what it is I’'m at a loss to say. We got a couple of
miles from the place where you and Nomad fell into
the stream, traveling slow, to give you a chance to
catch up with us. You didn’t come, and I began to get
worried. Leaving Wild Bill, Perry, Cayuse, and the

Apaches, T hurried back to see if T could find you.

didn’t meet you, and I didn’t find you where you had

been left. While I was trying to figure out where you
| had gone I heard shooting back along the trail. When

L[‘ got to where the rest of our pards were W
y ' .

B

|

aiting’ theY] 1

{"ﬁ» 40 ¢
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weren’t there. The onl
- y one of the
I'Rmmmg Panther, killed by a bullet I')IE‘I}:ty e
e ; e rest had van-
b]an\l’i/a]z:)l(;kcroak;q’ bfullfrogs!” murmured the trapper, a
on his face “Wouldn’t thet ; ,
rattle yer spurs? Whar d’ye think Wild ]J?»e'lslt m’lCherlY: !
others went ter, Buffler ?” ¢ L
“As I've said two or i
y three times, old pard, I
> » S L 4 h :
;)hehleast ll'OthI‘l, continued the scout. p“Whi]e fv:vzt
OFSt}whackmg around, I heard a yell from the directiorj :
3 1t<;ezr;30e:]\'éed\7ghep It %ot down to the water I found
ains i
e ag the bank, and Bear Paw hitched
“g’ar Paw!” exclaimed the trapper
es,” and the scout went o : i
( n to describe ho
:1}:1 ma:l}vertent]y launched the tree, found Starke;va:cel
panther in the branches, had a ,
y three-cornered
and was finally snak b
: snaked out of the fl
! ood b
W rn;}herspoon, the rope, and the fierce cougar.y ghic<
2 e trapper and the trader listened wide-eyed, drop-
gin a few remarks here and there by way of 1’1 i
their intense interest. e
“an(I] Illad some - talk with Starkey,” pursued the scout, |
o ]ge_ugaI\;e me to understand that he had charged,lf
e ]1 , Perry, ar?d the rest of our pards with his
L cl1es. Our friends scattered, and Starkey didn’t |
b whether any of them had been hurt or not. Where
hm?,ti nscatftered to 1s more than I know. Starkey was
. thegb or some of them when he heard the panther
e \]ranches of the cottonwood and went to investi-
can. r; ow you know as much about it as I do, and
leaVep Hﬁ:ed to '(rjel(; me why you fellows took French
ve like you did. Didn't yo
e you know we would be
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“Shore we knowed et, Buffler,” replied Nomad, “an”

ouldn’t hev effaced ourselves like we did ef we

we W
Ye see, we ketched

hadn’t thort et was fer ther. best.
sight of er Comanche, peekin’ over ther top o’ ther bank,
clost ter whar we was dryin’ eurselves. W itherspoon
snapped ther trigger at him, but thet’s all et was—jest
er snap, with no flyin’ lead back o’ et. We jumped fer
Mister Comaniche, but when we got ter ther top o’ ther
hill, he was scootin’ away like er skeered coyote. We
seen thet he hed Hide-rack under him, an’ thet was
enough ter make my blood bile. Fer some sort of er
while, arter thet, I didn’t think er nothin’ but overhaulin’
thet Injun. “Witherspoon was as plumb anxious as
what T was, an’ we climbed after ther pizen red jest er
smokin’.”

“The trouble with we-all was,” admitted Witherspoon,
“we didn’t pay no ’tention ter the way we was goin’. So,
when the Comanche lost us, we Wwas all at sea, not
sayyyin’ how ter git back ter the place from whar we'd
come. Course we had ter git back thar, in order ter git
our bearir’s, so’st ter foller the road you-all had took.”

“Tt was Hide-rack lured us off,” said Nomad. “Et
made me madder'n a hornet ter se¢ an ornery Injun
a-straddle o ther critter’s back. Iain’t had er hoss since
Nebuchadnezzar which I set sich er store om as I do ot
thet same Hide-rack. You know, Buffler, jest as well
as me, thet Hide-rack was fuller o’ grit than a porkypine
is o' quills, an’ thet 7

“Yes, yes; I understand all that,” broke in the scouf
impatiently. '

He looked at the sun, which was just dipping down
behind the hills in the west.

“Night's coming on,” he continued, “and it will be a

fifficult matter to locate our missing pards after darkness
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Sets ill. It dOCSn t seem tO me ﬂ]Ou V
-
I f Ff » 2 gil, that thC 7 can

He cast a
; glance around hi
b d him, and then acros
“Nov X
e v‘ tll)mt Starkey’s done fer,” observed Nomad 1
e tercrﬁ out ther on’y thing us rawhides hey 5
“That’s ’;? our pards an’ git our hosses back
R ;c l:voﬁrk cut out for us. If we éou]d get
S€s Dack arst, we cou
: § ild hunt for :
gof.){l\’}(lcal easier than we can on foot.” S Sen
Vh : :
When I{l.g]l:‘t)t a]])mla”d—kft over to'rds ther barranca?
- comes I allow we ki k :
without oittin’ I We kin nose around ther pl
ek s gittin” ketched. Who knows, too, but we P
j “TIID a] stray shootin’-iron er two ?” > mout
1€ plan is a good SRR ;
I suppose, B Sem e dootg
creek,

b

s the

got ter

fos ]

hey?

is waiting for S

Ak 1, g for me two or three miles up the

e (\ et him wait until we reconnoiter the
a and get the lay of the ground.”

e e -
Wild Bill an’ ther rest hey got the grub-h
g : N ag,”

mourned Withers ‘an’
g HL(()I v\.\lxthcr‘sponn, “an’ I feel like nibblin’ a litt]
Q[Pﬂ w; but I reckon I kin pull my belt ?
Stifle the feelin’.” : g
“Are you -
g e )ffl ?xrc none of the cartridges in your belt
. F off, Nick?” asked the scout. s .
“;) them can be spoiled.”
teckon I’ll try :
3 y some on ’em,” re ¥
Y’;] mout do ther same, Nate.” i
1€ trapper and the trade

‘
‘I don’t see how

the spof r at once got busy pushi
spoile ST \ g usy pushiz
five i‘"‘]ib(g- Cél l]udges‘out of their soli(l—fram'ed} fort:f
from their ar ey Then, extracting other cartridges
. ammunition-belts, they filled up the C\‘]i"(l?:ls
S 1€ res R L s Vi1:% g
The first time \}”“ was gratifying as well as surprising.
i Nomad and Witherspoon pulled their tri‘“-
Ir revolvers spoke loudly &
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"Hoop-a-la I” gloried the trapper. “T reckons Saucy
Susan an’ Scoldin’ Sairy aire still able ter drop a few
remarks. Hyar’s one of ’em fer you, Burﬁer I'll worry
erlong with er single handful er hardware.”

The feel of the hand-grip of the six-shooter sent a
welcome thrill through the scout’s ner\'e: ;

“Now we're all right,” said he, “even if we do have
to make a few brisk plays. Lead on to the barranca,
Nick.” |

“Thet’s me—hot-foot,”
down the creek.

It was almost dark when the mouth of the barranca
was reached. Close to the entrance of the defile the
creek-bank flared into a fifty-foot hill, making it neces-

sary for the pards to wade along a cliff, hugging the
rock closely in order to keep their bodies w el within
the cliff's shadow. ‘
he opening was so narrow that no more than a single
horseman could have entered it at one time, and the
walls were so high that their shadow filled the bottom

and the old trapper started

of the pass with blankest darkness. 1

For some twenty feet the high, narrow walls con
tinued, then suddenly broke away on either hand info a
gu Lh that reminded Buffalo Bill somewhat of the Valley
of the Red Hand.

The barranca was lighte

5 :
a m:ge fire—and the very fact

they were
direction of Lime Gt Mg

thing else was proved; viz.,
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very little about the king of scouts and the bold cor
padres who trained with him, 2
By the light of the fire the scout was able fo make
a to]terably clear observation of the barranca. He :a;V'
that it was not more than three or four hundred fce; n;
length, that it was closed in with precipitous walls, and
that it was barred by a cliff at the farther end’ In
short, Lh.e barranca was what is known as 2 cul-de-;ac—
conforming, in this regard, with the Red Hand defile
Nowhere was it more than fifty feet across .

; Thf fire had been built midway of the barranca’s
ength, and \ s
Coman ” L ab’?t.t it were silhouetted the figures of many
ais ches. The scout counted fifteen, while Nomad and

ithe

rspoon made the number s ighﬁ) more,

“Wi ma.rs ther hosses?” whispered Nomad. “Thet’s
ther main p’int.”

They’re on the other side of the fire, Nick”

v 3 v ' E
swered the scout. “If they were this side of the Co-
manches, I'd risk our getting away with them from
right under the Indians’ noses.”

“

1 I kin see the critters,” put in the trader. “They’re
§0~t ter the right-hand w 411 on t'other side the fire. I

Fnt reckon thar’s any way o’ gittin’ em out. Even
€ Y e St

we was ter git past the Injuns, we'd hev ter ride
t Plumb over “em ter 'rt ter the cteek; an’ thar don’t seem
er be ary other way in er out o’ the barranca but this.”
on over thar,” muttered No-

“Two o ther bucks aire plantin’
he amum %B’wr by the left o’ the fire,”

13 &)
;- é‘{ been W*ma* hing those bucks,” said the scout,
. nd I don’t like the looks of what they’re doing. From
h G e okt g ’ ‘ -

€ appearance of tﬂ‘}ﬂg:, lh!‘:}' Ve got a prisomer, and

are ge\ﬁ{'ﬂv’l rea
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“Waugh!” growled Nomad, his gorge rising. "‘Ef
they’ve got er pris'ner, Buffler, et must be one 9 our
pards. I wonder which one ther pizen varmints aire
gittin’ ready ter burn at ther sta_ke [t

At that very moment the question was answered. The
stake, having been made secure, two more of Fhe Co;
manches dragged a bound prisoner nto the circle o
i he fire. :
llg‘l'](t)flft:’y];ufﬁer Bill’s ’Paches!” whispered Wither-

<ci 1 ke g
Spa(glae;;;t!e”dgumed old Nomad, his blood f‘airly boxl.mg.
“] wisht T had er cannon; I'd slam a solid .shot’nght
through ther hull measly gang. What (ﬂl’_ve think o’ thet,
Buffler? Them whelps hev captered Chappo, t.her b?st
*Pache o ther three. Et looks like they was fntendm
ter give him ther limit. Kain’t we do sorm;thm P Cong
sarn et, we got ter do somethin’. We kam't stand hyar,
like stoughton bottles, an’ see pore Chappo burnt at

r stake.” :
theBuftfalo' Bill understood that as well as Nomad. Of
all the three Apaches, Cli%ppo was the one the scout
liked best. And Chappo’s history wasn’'t much of a
recommendation for him, at that.- In his earlier ycars
he had gone out after his own father, and broughF in

" his scalp for a government bounty of $200. But sind
that time Chappo had associated -with the scout and
his pards, and had changed. In all things he was loyal,
and he had faced death countless times to forward the
work of his loved chief, Pa-e-has-ka.

“I'm thinking, Nomad,” muttered the scout. “We
can’t charge that outfit of red scoundrels—only three of
s, with but four revolvers. which may or may not g0
off when we try to use them. We’ve got to work a ruse
of some kind.”
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“Think et up, Buffler, think et up,” implored the trap-
per. “Use thet brain o' your'n as ye never used et
before. Waugh! Looket thar, will ye? They’re slap-
pin’ Chappo in the face with their hands an’ ticklin’ him
with ther p’ints o’ their knives. Oh, but I wisht the
rest o’ our pards was hyar{”

“Chappo’s game, all right,” murmured Witherspoon
admiringly. “He never flinches er turns a ha’r.”

“Thet’s his stripe, Nate,” answered the trapper. “Buf-
fler wouldn’t hev no other kind o’ Injuns about him.
Thar, they’re ropin’ him ter the post. Say, ain’t thet
Chappo boy plumb fine? Thar never was a better-built
Injun. He stands up like hé was ther king-bee o’ ther
festivities. Hear ’im! What’s he sayin’ ?”

Chappo was shouting something as they tied him to
the stake. Breathlessly the three in the barranca listened.

“He knows a little Comanche,” said the scout, “and
he’s using it. He’s calling the Comanches squaws and
horse-stealers, and' he’s calling on them generally to
watch how a pard of Pa-e-has-ka’s can die.”

“Wisht T was clost enough ter pat him on ther back,”
gurgled the admiring Nomad; “and,” he added fiercely.
“ter hand a couple o’ them Comanches what's comin’,
Ain’t ye thort o’ nothin’ yet, Buffler?”

“Yes, I've got a plan, but it’s a long chance whether
it succeeds or not. Witherspoon, do you think you could
g0 to the entrance of the barranca and give a call in
Comanche ?”

“What sort of er call, Buffler?”

“Why, a call for help. Imitate Starkey's voice, if you
can, and tell the reds it’s Starkey calling. Splash around
in the water. The redskins, maybe, will take the bait
and rush this way in a body, They’ll come on foot if
they think they’ve only got to go as far as the creek,

N\
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When they come, make yourself scarce. Get back be-
yond the cliff, and take to the hills where they can’t
find you.”

“Tf T kain’t keep clear of 'em,” returned the old trader,
] reckons I ort ter be ketched. But what good is it
goin’ ter do coaxin’ of ’em out yar Tt

“Nomad and I will work the other end of the trick.
We'll worm our way into the barranca, around the wall,
and we'll get to the horses. After picking out those
belonging to our pards, we'll stampede the rest, rushing
them for this narrow pass. Somewhere behind the stam-
pede, Nick and I will come with our own mounts—and
with Chappo.”

“How'll you an’ Nick git through with all them ’ar
Injuns facin’ you? ’Pears ter me, Buffler Bill, like
you-all hev picked out the hottest end o’ the bargain.”

“That’s what I want to do. Before you set up your
cry, Witherspoon, you must give Nick and me plenty of
time to reach the horses and get ready for the stampede.
Half an hour will be enough. Can you guess at that?”

“Shore T kin; but durin’ that half-hour what’s goin’
ter happen ter Chappo?”

“They won’t begin the critical part of the torture be-
fore that time. I know the Indian custom well enough
to be sure of that.”

“Waal, begin makin’ yer play, Buffler Bill, whenever
you an’ Nick aire ready. Ye kin bank on it that T’ll do
my share, jest as you've laid it down.”

“Then et’s up ter us, Buffler,” put in Nomad impa-
tiently; “let’s be movin'.”

“Don’t forget that we’re to have a half-hour, Wither-
spoon,” said the scout. :

“Ye kin gamble on gittin’ it, Buffler Bill.”

Stepping through the entrance, Buffalo Bill dropped
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;o his hands ’and knees and began circling the right-
and wall. Nomad followed him.

j% more desperate undertaking could hardly be im-
acgw.ned. 'Ih:?re were fifteen or more of the bl(;odthirstv
tomanches in the barranca, and-if the scout and the
tabper were- discovere
apper_were discovered, and compelled to fight thein
way out through the entrance, they had only two un-
reliable revolvers to fall back on. !

The first part of their crawli
e ip of their crawling progress was fairly
safe. e danger would come as they arrived oppo-
sﬁe_mhi— camp-fire, where the glow of it struck redly
against the rock wall and would i
thance eye turned i

Fortunately for
time, would

some little

away from them.

Chappo, bound han
to the stake, i
daunted air.

omanches squaws

know how : ’
went from one extreme
hatchets at

Thus nagged, the red captors
another. They threw thein
how close they could

1im; then they got their
rrows, and sent whistling shafts

St Koo de .'B:.az the Apache, through-
ot ‘7}1,.‘:-',,; . ‘ _,rwde winced, ,
i r-[.vl ?%F\_,e:r rjn T,happ@ a part of the time, and
crax,.,f];(j ,I r:.'» ‘:‘J«n fwchr:s, t'he two venturesome pardg
arther and farther into the zone of peril,




CHAPTER XIV.
A DARING RESCUE.

As has been stated, the barranca was no more than
Gfty feet from wall to wall at its widest. ‘The fire was
in Jthc middle of the defile; therefore. when the scout
and the trapper came abreast of it, while working their
way toward the horses along the right-hand wall, they
were about twenty-five feet from the fire, and not more
than fifteen or twenty feet from the nearest savages.

Fortune, they say, favors the brave. Certainly Buf-
falo Bill and Nomad were favored that night. For a
dozen yards they were obliged to crawl through leaping
ﬁrcligl{t which made their bodies plainly visible against
the wall, but not one Comanche eye saw them.

Fifty feet beyond the fire and the scene of torture
were the horses. There was no grass in the barranca and
the horses were tethered to scrubby, low-growing bushes.

The difficulty which now presented itself to the pards
was that of picking out the various mounts belonging
to their party, grouping the animals together, and making
ready for a dash as soon as the Comanches rushed tos
ward the creck in answer to Witherspoon’s cries for
help.

How to circulate among the horses, picking out those
wanted in the half-light and bunching them in one place,
all without arousing the suspicions of the Comanches,
was a problem.

“It’s a good thing for us, pard,” whispered the scout,
as he and Nomad drew in among the tethered animals,
“that the Comanches are drawing matters to -a coi=
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ch.!sxon with Chappe; a good thing for us, and 2 pood
thing for Chappo—in the end. If it wo-u ., ‘:'Jat
we’d be discovered sure, and there’d 1 o helping the,
‘Apache when the rub comes.” :

i« T » ~

\T\«har]l we begin collectin’ ther critters, Buffler?”
queried the trapper. : '

On the other side of the herd. That will be our
proper place when we start the stampede for the bar-
ranca.”

A “Ho.op-ajla I” caroled the trapper, under his breath.
IHyfz'rs Hide-rack; we'll start our selected bunch with
him,

‘And here’s the buckskin horse Comet,” murmured
the sc,out. Work as quick as you can, Nick, for we
haven’t more than fifteen minutes left us.”

With wonderful dexterity the pards unhitched Hide-
rack and Comet from the scrub and worked them
through the herd to the side nearest the end wall of
thc: barranca. Securing the animals there, they pushed
nol;sclcssly back for more of the stolen animals. On
their way they saw that the Comanches were heaping
fagots about the feet of Chappo and making ready- for
the last act of torture.

5 Ajax, Wild Bill’s horse, and the mount belonging to
‘ erry were easily located, since none of the Indian ponies
ho're saddles. These two animals were led off to join
Hide-rack and Comet.

: On their second return to the fast-diminishing herd,
:(le pards saw that the fagots had been piled to Chappo’s
nees,

We got ter hustle now ef we ever did!” breathed
Nomad.

l \f\"o'l? gather in Navi and the three Apache mounts
all at this next trip,” returned the scout,

—-
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It was not hard to find Navi, and the Apache ponies
were identified in the gloom by their rawhide bridles.
With each of the pards leading two horses, the return
up the barranca was again made. ,

There were now eight horses in the number selected
by the scout and the trapper.

«\We'll take two riatas,” said the scout, “and tie three
horses on each rope. Give the animals plenty of room,
so they can straggle out and go in single file through
the barranca exit. Tl ride Ajax, Nick, and, of course,
you'll take Hide-rack. Tie your string of led animals to
Hide-rack’s saddle. T’ll have to lead the whole bunch,
while you’re cutting loose the Comanche ponies and
making ready to release Chappo.”

Two riatas were taken from the saddles of Hide-rack
and Ajax. Working quickly, the scout’s instructions
were carried out in record time. Buffalo Bill climbed
upon Ajax, tied his string of three to the saddle-horn.
and gripped the bit-rings of Hide-rack with his left hand.
In his right hand he clutched the revolver loaned him
by Nomad.

The trapper, taking his knife, started to cut loose the
Comanche ponies. He had not glided a dozen steps into
the scrub before he and Buffalo Bill saw a Comanche
coming hurriedly in their direction. Being between them
and the fire, the Indian could be clearly seen.

Tt was plain that the movements among the horses
had at last been detected, and that the hostiles had dele-
gated one of their number to make an investigation.
The scout and the trapper were in the gloom. The Co-
manche, coming directly' away from the bright fire, was
unable to see distinctly, and bore swiftly down toward
the point where old Nomad was standing.

There was no need of instructions then, The trapper -

PO
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knew e_xactly what was expected of him, and crotiched
and waited. The Comanche drew swiftly ,abreast of him
The scout saw a quick movement, heard a stifled ell.
the thud of a knife, and then the fall of a body. ‘A )r’n :
ment later Nomad was back at his pard’s sidz.' it

“Hyar’s er shootin’-iron, Buffler,” he remarked, *thet’s
w:t‘rranted.ter tork whenever ye tech ther trigge;.”

Keep it for Chappo,” returned the scout. “I’ll be
close when he’s released. Give him a quick tip as to
what we’re trying to do, and cut out one of the ponies
for him. Off with you, Nick, because—"

At that juncture Witherspoon tuned up from the
mouth of the barranca. First came the crack of a re-
volver, calling the immediate attention of the Comanches;
tlu‘a‘n came the yell, in Comanche lingo: |

-Thls way, warriors! To the creek, the creek! The
Chief from Red Tail calls on his braves! Help! Help!”

Aft,er.t}'lat there was a mighty splashing. Wither-
Spoon’s imitation of the husky voice of Lon Starkey was

L admirable,

The torch had already been applied to the heap of

‘ fagots about Chappo’s feet, and the blaze was gathering

volume slowly. But from this spectacle every Co-
manche turned, grabbed for his guns, and rushed toward

. the creek.

There were at least ten ponies to be stampeded. No-

i mad ran from one to the other and slashed at the

:;thering-thong. He worked swiftly, yet the fleet Co-
anches were crowding into the barranca entrance be-

Ifore he had finished.

3 Leaping away from the last cayuse, the trapper rushed
or the stake where Chappo was tied. Jumping among -

;I::tb]aﬁ"g fagots, he scattered them viciotisly with his
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“Amigo!” he called. “Pa-e’has’ka an’ Namad aire sa-
vin' yer hacon, Chappo. Buffler’s ‘behind, with er string
o' fther stolen hosses. Ye're ter jump fer ther nighest,
take this hyar gun, an’ see how quick ye kin git through
ther harranca entrance to ther creek. Savvy?”

“Ai1” gurgled Chappo.

If he felt -any surprise or joy over 'his release, he Gid
not show it. "While he was talking, Nomad was using
the krife that had dlready done such gruesome work,
Slash, slash went the blade through the rape-coils that
bound Chappo to the stake, then slash, slash through the
cords at wrist and ankle. ‘Chappo leaped fhrough fhe
smoke of the scattered fagots, dodged the loose ponies
that were racing past, caught fhe revolver wut of No-
mad’s hand, and whirled.

“The scout, with. seven harses in tow, ‘had thundered
up.

“Here, pards?” e called, drawing in 'his loping "herd
with difficilty. “Mount and rush the stampeded ani-
mals down the barranca. Quick on it, now.!”

Chappo took the back of the nearest pony at a flying
leap. Again old Nomad used 'his knife, cutting the
pany free of the others.

Two seconds later the trapper was on Hide-rack’s
back, his hlood bounding through his veins and singing

in his ears. This was the thing he loved! Buffler, and
him, and Chappo, with a stampeding herd ahead and
fifteen Comanches! Hoop-a-la! Who wouldn't give
his eye-teeth to be a pard of the king of scouts?

In.an abandon of savage joy, the redoubtable old mag,
hero of a thousand fights, lifted his voice exultantly.

“"Way, ‘thar, ye pizen varmints! ’Way fer ther boss
o’ ther plains an’ ther mountings! Pard Buffler, ther

orig'nal linman thunderbolt, backed with twc other me= =

~—
\ =i o SR,
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jum-sized agents o’ death an’ dee-struction, aire b’arin’
down en ye! ‘Way, thar, er git trompled on !
ya! Go et, ye pizen critters!”

The deep voice rame through the barranca in clarion
tonesi. The stampeding horses gathered speed fir tleir

flight. An Indian tore through the mouth of the bar-
ranca.

Whoop-

Bang!

It was Chappo’s weapon that spoke, and the Comanche
who had’ been one of the chief torturers, melted (lown-’
ward. A second dusky form showed itself in the bar-
ranca entrance, but was knacked over by the frantic
ponics as they plunged madly into the narrow pass. One
by orte they flickered through the opening, leaping and
crowding on each other’s heels.

‘Astoumle(l yells came from the direction of the creek.
There was splashing, in the ‘swollen waters and. other
sounds that indicated panic.

“’:‘\i\f"e got ’em on ther rum!” bellowed old Nemad.

This hyar is whar Pard Buffler evens up fer thet
tree-trunk drift! Chappo is saved an’ ther hosses: is
sa\-"cd! Tune up, yeh whipperwills, an’ sing fer glory!
I feel like er brass band,, an’ I got ter toot!” .

Buffalo Bill led his pards through the narrow pass
Tl.w serambling ponies cleared away before hiny, amd
Ajax landed: in the creel with a mighty splash.

Patter patter, patter came a rain of lead against tlte
tock face of the cliff. Some of tlie Comanches were i
the creek and some were across it. Al had been
Struggling” to lay hands on their runaway horses, but all
stopped as the yelling Nomad and the scout and Chappo
rushed fromy the barranca into the creek. Weapoms were

‘dlscharg‘ed‘ again and agaim, but the three daring” horse-
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men, with their string of led animals, faded up the creek
like so many wraiths.

Back to the astounded Comanches came the last
taunting cry of the Cyclone from the Niobrara and the
River Platte:

“Back ter yer wickiups, yeh pizen reds, yeh squa\vs:
yeh bunglin’ hoss-thieves! Yer chief’s in ther bottom o
ther Navajo, ther stolen hosses hev been snal’ced out o
yer hands, an’ yer prisoner hes vamoosed! Clar out al}
shake hands with yerselves bekase Pa-e-has-ka didn'’t
treat ye no wuss. Hoop-a-la!”

The last, exultant yell died in a distant splash of water
at the cliff’s base, and then all was silence, save for th.e
noise made by the Comanches themselves and by their
locoed ponies.

Far up the creek, in a place where the banks were
sloping and the pards secure, the scout called a halt.
Nomad was babbling like a delighted six-year-ol.d. -

“Oh, this hyar is livin’, this is! This hyar is doin
things thet’s wuth while! Rubbin’ elbows with death fer
the life of er pard, an’ usin’ yer brains as well as yet:
muscle, thet’s what I calls ther highest expression 0
human activity—which is somethin’ of er remark fer ole
Nomad ter let go of, all alone by hisself! We done et
Buffler, we did so!" Chappo didn’t even scorch er moc-
casin, although ther smoke was gittin’ purty thick an
ther fire was drawin’ close. Erbout ther on’y thing left
ter complete my full enj’yment is ter hyer from thet ole

rayhide, Nate Witherspoon. In my rejoicin’ I was plumb
fergittin’ thet trader man. Ef he was hurt in ther
scrimmage——"

“Which he warn’t!” boomed a voice from near at hanc_h
as a figure forged down the slope. “Did you-all gil
that ’ar Comet hoss o’ mine?”’
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“He’s here, Witherspoon,” answered Buffalo - Bill.
“Come and take charge of him.”

The trader’s joy in recovering Comet was almost as
great as Nomad’s in getting hold of Hide-rack. Re-
leasing the buckskin from the riata, the trader climbed to
the animal’s back. '

“Chappo,” said he, “I could look inter the barranca,
an’ I held off hollarin’ until the reds begun lightin’ the
torch an’ passin it ter the wood pile. Then I cut loose.
How’d you-all think I done?”

“Ye done fine, Nate,” declared Nomad. “I reckon ye.
had ter scamper some ter git out o’ ther way o’ them
reds when they come b’ilin’ inter the creek.”

“It was plumb easy,” asserted the trader. “I sneaked
off down the cliffside without er ripple. I knowed you-
all ‘w’d come this yar way, so I didn’t halt until I'd put
a good distance between me an’ trouble. This yar sam=
ple o’ the way Buffler Bill an’ pards does things is an
eye-opener fer me. Gee-Christopher, but it was great!
I'd never hev reckoned it could ’a’ been done. However
did you-all pull it off?” :

“We’ll ride up the creek and look for Bear Paw,”
said the scout, “and we can talk as we ride.”

The narrative of what took place in the barranca was
briefly recounted for Witherspoon’s benefit. The scout’s
remarks were extremely brief, but Nomad’s glorying was
responsible for a good deal of circumlocution on his
part,

The scout cut short his trapper’s lengthy talk by a
demand on Chappo for what happened to the rest of the
party.

“Heap tough,” said Chappo. “We make um wait for
Pa-e-has-ka, all same in place where Pa-e-has-ka left us.

Bymby, whoosh ! up come heap many Comanches. White .




IJ0 A Daring Rescue.

braves say Tun for mecks. ‘We run, all same jack-rabibit,
ene go this way, one go that way, everybody all over.
Running Panther him drap at first fire. Chappo stumble,
roll down mm hill Comanches ketch mm, take um 1o
banranca, try burn mum. Pae-has-ka save um. Pa-e-
has-ka great chief; Nomad great chief; trader thim great
chief, ton. Ugh!”

That is the manner in which Chappoe, prince of red
trailers, meeled off the experience which mearly cost him
his life.  Never a word about his defiance of the tor-
tures or the narrowness of his escape.

“We was phmib proud o wye, (Chappo,” spoke up No-
mad, when the Apache was dene. “I mever thort I
conld he prond © er Imjun, it ye're am exception.
Waugh! Say, ye stood &t fine.”

“E'—xidmlt}y," resumedl the scout, shifting ithe subject
te @ matter mearer his thonghts, “Wild Bill, Dunc Perry,
Little Cayuse, Yuppah, -and Pedro wescaped capture. I
they had been tdken prisoners, we should thave found
them dn the barranca. They may have got together, or
they may now be roaming separately threugh ithe hills,
looking for us. Itis hard to tell what the situation is.”

“One thing is shore, Buffler,” said Nomad. “e\Wiild
Bill, Dunc Penny, Little Cayuse, an’ tthem two ’Paches
aire too wise iter llet themsdlves @it captered now.
‘They'll steer cl’ar o’ ther (Camanches;; «f they «don't, then
ye kin gamble they'll .give tther GComanches a trouncin’,
ef so be they come within pistol-shot of ’em.”

“Mebby,” put in Witherspoon, “‘some o’ them pards
hev been «done up a'ready.”

“I don’t think so,” returned the,scout. “The talk I
had with Starkey on tthe cottenwood fdeads me ito fhelicve
that all of our pards escaped—excepting (Chappo.”

“Ye couldn’t gamhble mone @n what that Starkey said.”
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“T could’ gamble; all' right, on the truth of what he
told nre while' we' were: adrift om the tree:  It's his stripe
to glory im a shooting’ or acapture of my pards. The
fact that he didn't do it, it seems to me, proves that
they fooled' hinr and his reds.™

“Waal, I'd like right well ter nibble at some o' tite
eontents o’ that ‘ar ration-bag,” murmured Witherspoon.

“Waugh!” said Nemad. “Pull up yer belt anuther
notch.”

“I hev pulled up the belt, Nick; until it’s fair cuttin’
me in' two, but 'm honin” fer gruly ir spite o” it. We've
been rammin” around' consid’able sence we last set im at
grub-pile, an’ nethin’ makes a man Hongriern excite-
ment arr” work.”

While the trapper and trader were exchanging re-
marks; the scout led the procession around the jutting
spur- which he had passed' during the afternoonm just
before he had begun his drift on the cottonwood.

The might had' Brightened' with moon and stars, and
the scout pressed eagerly forward. Nomad, Wither-
spoon, and Chappo were leading the horses, and this
left the scout free to hurry aliead and look for Bear
Paw. '

When the rest came around tle spur, the scout had
drawn Ajax to a halt By the sapling where Bear Paw
had Been tied.

“Did' ye find ther hoss, Buffler 7 shouted’ Nomad.,

“No,” came the puzzled response, “Bear Paw isnit
here.”

“Not thar? echoed the trapper and trader, in a
breath.

“He’s disappeared

“Starkey must hev come out o” the creek an’ come
Yack fer him,” suggested Witherspoor.

5y
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“Not on yer life, Nate,” said the trapper decisi\_/ely.-
“Thet Red Tail feller hes been emptied inter ther (,0%0:
rado, by now, an’ erbout ter-morrer he’ll be tearm,
through ther Grand Cafion, on ther way ter the Gu}f 0
Californy an’ them man-eatin’ sharks thet Buffler an’ me
met oncet. Ye kin bank yer gilt thet Lon Starkey hes
been rubbed out.”

“Whar’s the hoss, then?”

“Some one else may have happened along and taken
him,” returned the scout. :

“Not them Comanches in the barranca, Buffler,” de-
murred Nomad; “we’d hev seen B’ar Paw ef he'd been

in thet thar gash.” :
“Perhaps there are other Comanches loose in the

hills,”

 “Thet’s er fact; an’ mebbyso, Buffler, B’ar Paw bro}«f
loose an’ hes gone pikin’ back ter Lime Gulch, huntin
fer you.” .

“The horse didn’t break loose, Nick,” the scout an
swered. “The sapling doesn’t offer any evidence that
the horse made a get-away. We'll hang out hel:e fon
the rest of the night and look over the ground in the
morning.”

The horses were turned out to grass, and the weary
pards laid down on the ground, saddle-blankets under
them and saddles for pillows. A watch was k'ept
throughout the remainder of the night, Chappo going
on duty first, then calling Witherspoon. The trader, at
the end of his period of sentry-duty, called the scout, and
the scout roused up Nomad for the balance of the night.

All was peaceful on that part of the creek. If 'the
baffled and panic-striken Comanches were skulking
through the hills, looking for their foes, they wandered
far from the scout and those with him.

3
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The night ended with an alarm. Nomad passed
around quickly, arousing the sleepers,

“What’s to pay, Nick?” demanded the scout. _

The sun was rising and a slight mist hung over the
surging waters of the creek.

“Gun-work, Buffler. Listen, will ye?”

All sat up and inclined their heads in listening atti-
tude. From-far off to the south came distinct sounds
of firing, the hoarse sping of rifles’ broken into by the
fainter and higher note of revolvers.

The scout leaped to his feet_and began gathering up
his riding-gear.

“What d’ye think o’ thet, Buffler?” queried Nomad
anxiously,

“I think our pards are holed up somewhere and stand-
ing the Comanches off,” replied the scout, hurrying to
Ajax and working with saddle and bridle. “Wild Bill,
Perry, and the rest must be at a disadvantage, inas-
much as they have to fight on foot and with only their
revolvers. The Comanches are mounted and have rifles.
Early morning, as you all know, is the favorite hour for
Indians to make an attack.”

“Them Comanches we fooled in ther barranca must
hev pulled themselves tergether, ketched up their ponies,
an’ gone lookin” fer us,” hazarded Nomad, busy with his
own riding-equipment; “but, instid o’ findin’ us, they
spotted our pards, an’ now ther baile is on with ther
music. We’'ll hustle reinforcements ter the scene an’
make ther Comanches think they’ve been hit with an-
other tornader. Hoop-a-la, compadres! Chappo, we're
shore gittin’ plenty fun this grass.”

While the other horses were being made ready, the
scout made some investigations in the vicinity of the

sapling. ‘There were bootmarks in the soft ground—
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i
most of them, of course, Starkey’s.

other pair

Starkey’s. . A '
As the scout climbed into his saddle and joined his

«. he was feeling easier in his mind ahout
e

But there was an-

of baot-prints, easily distinguished from

waiting pard
Bear Paw. =

“One of our pards feund Bear Paw, pards,” dc.dared
Buffalo Bill. “The horse was taken from the sapling by
4 man with civilized foot-gear—and it wasn't Starkely,
either. Follow me, and we'll reach the scene of the
clash to the south of us.” ‘

“More fightin’,” murmured: \’thherspoo'n,, !
empty as er whisky-bar’l thet’s been nine days in er

gold-camp.”

“an’ T'm as

CHAPTER XYV.
THE ROUND-TGPPED HILL,

The music of rifles and revolvers continued without
inferruption as the scout and his pards journeyed south,
It grew in volume as they advanced, the roar of rifles
interspersed with the clatter of revolvers. Sometimes
the firing would cease far a space, then be renewed with
fresh vigor.,

“Wild Bill, Perry, Leetle {Cayuse, an’ the "Paches aire
shorely givin' er good account o’ theirselves,” asserted
Nomad. “They're peckin’ away at them red riflemen like
all-possessed.”

“How d’ye know, Nick,” asked Witherspoon, “that all
the missin’ pards are thar?” 3

“You can tell that fram the volume of revelver-shoot-
ing,” answered tthe scout, dooking back as he plugged
along. “Five men are handing out those small-caliber
bullets, and they're working' with beth hands, at that.”

“Wisht T had as mmuch savvy as you-all, Buffler Bill,”
returned the trader. “When ye kain't use yer eyes, ye
use yer ears. It must hev teok a heap o' trainin’ ter
make yer ears answer fer yer eyes.”

The réugh country was gashed and seamed, and ithe
scout, who kept the lead, chose the defiles, angling this
way and that, but keeping a general southerly course.
Presently he drew -rein in what appeared to be a great
circular valley. The shooting came from over the val-
ley’s crest.

“Stav right here, pards,” said Buffalo Rill, “while I
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do a little scouting and get the lay of the land. Don't

move until I come back.”
“All we got ter do ter git inter the fightin’,” said

Witherspoon, “is ter cross the ridge in front o’ us.”

“Yes, and we might get into more trouble than we
could handle by going it blind. We'll savvy the situa-
tion before we make our play. Wait here.”

With that the scout turned Ajax along the valley, and
the curve of it quickly carried him out of sight of his
waiting comrades.

He found that the valley continued its circular course.
There was no break in the right-hand bank, and only one
on the left-hand side. The break, apparently, led to the
scene of hostilities. But it was a crooked break, and
the scout’s peering eyes were baffled by a turn of rocks.
Through the opening the rattle of musketry came to his
ears in redoubled volume.

The scout spurred on through the valley. In twenty
minutes he had rejoined his pards, coming in on them
from a direction opposite that along which he had de-
parted.

“Waugh!” muttered Nomad, “I wasn’t lookin’ fer ye
ter come from thet thar way, Buffler.”

“This valley,” explained the scout, “is a big circle.
Hold my horse, Nick, while I climb the slope and get a
closer view of the situation. This is a case where it is
well to look before we jump. A hasty move might spoil
everything.”

Dismounting, the scout passed his reins to his trapper
pard and crawled up the bank, from over the crest of
which came the rattle of firearms.

The scout had lost his hat in the Navajo, and had
knotted a handkerchief for head-gear,

i
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Cautiously he gained the top of the slope and peered
over. What he saw sent a thrill through his nerves.

He was looking down on a sort of circular arena. In
thc.: center of the arena was a round-topped hill, and
skirting’ .the base of the hill was an inner circular x:allev
cSmfc?nmng in shape to the outer valley, only smalle‘ri
'Ihé inner valley was lined with huge boulders, and from
b§hmd these rocks the Comanches were ﬁringj The In-
dians, so far as the scout could see, had scattered so
as to completely surround the base of the round-topped
hill.

T.hc top of the hill was pierced with a deep gash,
cutting it through north and south. The scout was look-
ing at the hill from the north, and he discovered that the
open end of the gash had been heaped with stones, no
doubt to make it a safer refuge for his besieged pards.

The Comanches, loading and firing, had far-and-away
the best of the battle. Their rifles carried farther, and
whenever a head showed itself they pecked away at it.
The revolvers of the besieged men were of too short
range to be of much avail, although they were kept
going incessantly.

Of course the Comanches dared not leave their re-
treat and charge up the hill, for that would have invited
slaughter and defeat. Their play was to sit tight, annoy |
the besieged men, and capture them when thirst drove |
them out or weakened them beyond further resistance. !

The scout, as he watched, saw Wild Bill’s hat lift |
flbove the rim of the gash, Only the crown showed, but |
instantly half a dozen bullets leaped at it from all around |
the base of the hill. '

. T.he hat dropped. Another instant and Wild Bill
daringly showed himself and blazed away with two
revolvers, laughing defiance. Hickok was out of sight

o
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again in a second. His bullets had chipped pieces from
the racks sheltering two Comanches, but had done ne
damage. :

Sucl a enesided: fight could have but one termina-
tion—unless the scout,, and those witl him, were able to
drive the Comanches away. llly armed, as were the:
scout, the trapper, trader, and Chappo, what could they
hope to accemplish?

For some minutes the scout studied the situation. His
eves roved taward the western side of the cirenlar valley,
as his thoughts circled about the difficulty, and there he
saw the crooked break that led from the inner valley to
the outer. A pony’s head showed itself,, around a shoul-
der of the break. There, he reasoned, the Cemanches
had left their ponies.

Instantly a plan of campaigm flashed througly his mind,
and he turmed away and slid down: the slope to his wait-
ing companions.

“What did ye find aut, Buffles?” queried Nomad: im~
patiently. :

The scout briefly gave a résumé of the sitnation.

“We gotter, git right down ter bizness;” said Wither-
spoor.. “S'posin’ we flock aver the ridge an’ jump inter
them reds like a tornader. Huh? Thar ain't nothin’
else we-all kim do.”

“Yes, there is, Witherspoon,” returned the scout
“That's altogether too risky, poorly armed as we are
T've got a scheme that beats that.”

“Shere ye hev,” observed the trapper. “No sitiwa
tion: is ever batted up ter Pard Buffler thet he kain’t take
keer of. What's ther play, pard?”

“Witherspoan and Chappo will steal imto that break,
first off,’ replied the scout, ‘and bring away the €o-
mianche penies 2
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“‘\'\"augh I breathed Nomad. “They stole our ‘hosses
an’ now we'll steal theirs. Buemo? What mext?”

“When the ‘horses are ont here, welll take them all
over the rim of this valley, to a place that’s amily safe
and leave Chappo to watch them; after that Nidk w'ou.,
21}1(1 Witherspoon and 1 will distribute ourseh‘zes on ,timee’
sides of that inner valley, poke our weapons over the
crest, make a noise Tike a regiment of infantry, and see
1t we can't scare the Comanches out.” i

“Good, good!™

“If they run into the break after their ponies, of course
they’ll find that the ponies are not there. That will m~
crease their panic. While they’re charging arownd the
outer valley, here, we'll call to Wild Bill, Perry, and the
rest and have ‘them join us; then welll all make for ithe
horses, get into our saddles, and make a run of it. We'll
get back to Witherspoon’s adobe, and then, if the
Comanches want their ponies, they’ll have to come after
them.” '

“An’ we-all'll give "em what-fer, right from the shoul-
der, if they does,” finished Witherspaon. “I cowld shore
work better if T had hunk o “jerked’ ter chew on,” he
added.

"Oh, fergit yer stummick fer a spell, Nate,” said Ne-
mad. “Don’t understand how vye kin thirk o’ eatin’ with
all ’thi< hyar excitement goin’ on.”
l“lq kin think " grub when T kain't fhink o’ nothin’
clse ™

.Chappn. understanding ‘his instructions, was already
off his cayuse and proceeding down the valley toward
the break. Witherspoon slid down $rom ‘the buckskin’s
back and followed,

When they were well away, Buffalo Bill and Nomad

 ted the Torses togefher and went up the slope to watch

a7
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guard against possible discovery of

the Comanches and
the horse-lifting operations.
The bloodless battle was still going on,
tion being wasted upon the rocks.
“Qur pards could hang out thar, on top er thet round-
topped hill, Buffler, until ther crack o' doom ef et wasn’t
fer ther need o’ water.”

“That’s what T'm afraid of,” answered the scout. “The
Comanches, so far as Wild Bill, Perry and the rest are

concerned, appear to have everything their own way.”

“But they ain’t figgerin’ on us,” chuckled the trapper.
“Them reds’ll dance ter diff'rent music, bumby.”

“We'll hope so, anyhow.”

While the volleying was kept up between the base of
the hill and the top, Chappo and Witherspoon worked
with care and alacrity. Thirteen ponies were smuggled
out of the break and added to the horses in the outer
walley.

The move was not discovered by any of the attacking
redskins, and the scout and the trapper slid back down
the slope.

“Thirteen,” muttered Nomad. “Thet’s er shore un-
lucky number an’ don’t speak well fer what’s goin’ ter
happen ter ther Comanches. T reckon the loss @’ Starkey,
won't leave much fight in ’em when we shows our
hands.”

“T¢s a wonder they fight as well as they do, con-
sidering the loss of their leader,” said the scout. “There
must be a brave among them who’s a good deal of a
power, and right handy with his head-work. Now to
carry out the rest of our plan.”

The horses were led over the ridge enclosing the outer
valley, and then moved around to a point southward of
the valley. In this manner, if the Comanches began

=

much ammuni-
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rirackmgl their stolen ponies, they would be some time
across the ridge before the
. y were able to set eyes o
T n
:lclelrt m}ounts. \/\ hile they were looking, the far-s),{ghted
;iu f“:}lls .p]annmg to get Wild Bill, Perry and the rest
ut of their predicament and acros i
: s the two interveni
ridges to the place wher o
e Cha i
e ppo was keeping watch of
mathappzlo was to busy himself, while Buffalo Bill, No- .
% , an \Vlthers_poon were making their foray, dix;iding
5 e c!a-ptured ponies among the horses belong}ng to the
tlclout s I?ards, so that each in the party would have ready,
tre ones he was to take in tow. When the scout thé
tl)zprp;r, ‘andi the trader returned, as they hoped ’with
ir besieged pards, everything mus i ’
etk 3 g t be in readness for
;Whlizvmg settled these preliminary matters, the three
(! men recrossed the outer ridge a i
e ge and halted below, in
“ Y » S . !
- I\dow, said the scout, “the plan is to make a sur-
ind of three, leaving the break connecting the inner

 Valley and this one open for the Comanches. We'll climb

:é) “t[l;ec ;nner ridge on three sides, make as much noise
T Wx};hz.md open our revolver-play, The Comanches
doms cl)t In easy range of our ‘revoIvers, and the rocks,
¥ rOll)mdetctmg therp from Wild Bill and the rest on
s -topped | hill, won’t protect them from us.
e thz; rregl:r :;vcxildhave dto run, or they’ll have to get
Ttk es and expose themselves to the fire
“g(})lely;lli.- r;{u}’ a{ore they do that,” averred the trader.
e 12. ,” said the sg:ou_t, “es.pecially if we can make
A n ,1se that they _ll imagine there’s a crowd of
ow, I'll go up the ridge right here, Nomad will ga

a : 2
round opposite me, and you, Witherspoon, will go hali~ :
AT ~

s
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way around. I'll wait until I see the heads of both of
you across the ridge-crest, then we'll let loose with all
the bedlam we can raise.”

“Kerect,” answered the trapper, “T'll raise er pleaty,
Buffler.”

“Vou-all kin count on me ter do my share,” said
Witherspoon.

The trader and the trapper started off together. When
they had vanished around the base of the circular ridge,
Buffalo Bill began his ascent. Just under the crest he'
picked out a secure position, where he could see the
}idge across and around to his right without being seen
by the Comanches below, and waited.

Wild Bill, Dunc Perry, Cayuse, Yuppah, and Pedro
were too busy looking down the hill to make any dis-

- coveries on the crest of the ridge.

Ammunition among both besicgers and besieged must
have been running low, for the firing had become desul-
tory. Only niow and then a rifle spoke, and the answers
of the revolvers were few and far between.

Witherspoon’s head was the first to show itself to the
scout: . A little later Nomad bobbed into sight. The
scout waved his hand, and then a surprise was sprung
upon the Comanches below. :

Revolvers cracked, but they could hardly be heard for
the tremendous hubbub raised by the three white men.
A clamor of yells hurled itself over the ridge from three
sides, and it must have seemed to the redskins that 2
company of soldiers was making an attack.

The first moment of panic, the scout knew, would
decide the issue of the day. If the Comanches took to
their heels, on the spur of the moment, they would run
into the break, discover the loss of their ponies, and then,
with increased panic, staz-": for the vallzy. {Ut, if

vy ) 5
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they halted to deliberate, they would be almeost cerfain to
discover the weakness of the attacking foree, and might
put up a fight and turn the tables against the scout, the
trapper, and the trader.

But the Comanches, stricken dumh by the unexpected
yells and shooting, did not pause to deliberate. All about
the round-topped hill they leaped from their boulders
and dashed pell-mell for the break leading into the outer
valley. :

The noise and confusion were added to by those on
top of the hill. Seeing the scout, Nomad, and Wither-
spoon, Wild Bill, Perry and the rest at once divined that
here was a move for their rescue. They sprang up on
top of the hill and sent bullets after the fleeing reds,
contributing in no slight measure to their panic.

Wild Bill, mounted on Bear Paw, showed himself at
the end of the gash, and began spurring furiously down
the slope in pursuit of the Comanches.

“Hickok !” roared the scout, lifting himself to the top
of the ridge. “Let up on that! Come this. way, all of
you! This way, pards! Hustle!”

The stentorian shout reached every one of the besieged
party. They did not understand, of course, what the
scout wanted them for, but that was no time for ex-
planations.

Wild Bill rished down the slope, across the walley,
and then up the ascent on the other side.

“Pard Cody,” he shouted, “you're ace-high, now and
all the time! The reds had mws. We might have held
out for the day, but we'd have been goners some time
to-night. I never wanted a drink so badly m my life.
Here’s your horse. Have you any notion where the rest

o our mounts are?” '
e 1
o 4
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Hickok scrambled clear of Bear Paw and the scouf

swung to the saddle.
“you'll find Chappo in charge of all the horses across

that outer ridge, Pard Hickok,” he answered. = “Hustle
over there and stand ready to make a get-away as SOOI
as the rest of our pards arrive.”

«Better and better !” whooped Hickok, plunging down
the ridge in the direction indicated by the scout. “How
you ever did it is more than I know.”

“None of our pards were hurt?”

“Not so much as a scratch, with all the firing,” flung
back Wild Bill, over his shoulder,

Truth to tell, Dunc Perry, Cayuse, Yuppah, and Pedro
seemed agile enough. They were bounding from rock
to rock up the ascent like so many antelopes.

“Man, man, but this is a stunner,” cried big Perry.
“Where did you fellows come from?”

“Never mind for now, Dunc,” returned the scout.
“See where Hickok is going?”

! «]'d be blind if I couldn’t, pard.”
“Then follow him.”

Cayuse, Yuppah, and Pedro came lightly up to the
crest, their eyes gleaming and their usually passive fea-
tures lighted up with soniething mightily akin to wonder.

“Ugh!” cried Cayuse. “Where Chappo?”

“Me find um, Cayuse,” answered the scout. “You and

the 'Paches trail after Perry.”

The Piute boy led the race in the wake of Hickok and
Perry. Hickok, upreared on the second ridge-crest, could

look down and see the horse-herd below.

He divined the coup carried off so successfully, and,
in his delight, yelled aloud and performed a bit of a
war-dance; then, having aroused the amazement and

\
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wonder of the others racing
. g up the slope, he
vanished over the crest. : t‘umed o
Witherspoon, ftfll of joy over the success of the scout’s
rus‘;e, came galloping along the valley.
. Say,’ _he cried, “you-all ort ter hev seen them reds
1:ufﬁer Bill, when they hit that ’ar break in the ridg;
tvery last one of ’em went right up in the air. The‘,:
acted p1'umb crazy fer about a minit. From whar I set
on“th'e ridge I could see the hull pufformance.”
: Never mind, Witherspoon,” said the scout. “Hustle
;]tter the rest. If we want to make this play a com-
ete success, we’ve got to hamme R
oy r out of this in short
Witherspoon made af
s e after the / S i
s 1e Apaches, chuckling as he
| The scout was waiting for old Nomad. He presently
! came loping along the valley, his weather-beaten face
fairly beaming.
Hl\ever had sich er time in all my born days,” he
fc]a ed. “Et was ther wust stampede on ree—cor;i, Buf-
er, et was s Thy e
ther; cbt was so. Why, et even beat thet thar git-away in
arranca. We've won out, har 7 [har’s
g , hands down. Whar’s
Ovei th‘e ridge—where we ought to be,” replied the
scout. “Climb up behind me, Nick.”
Qarll;j};e trapper hauled himself to the back of the scout’s
| nd( f Was
| e,‘and Bear Paw was headed up the slope of the
outer ridge,
“Did you see th f
you s e Comanches after 7 P
o they poured through
te \.\‘:aa], I reckon,” haw-hawed Nomad. “They was
| ‘arn’ along like they thort ther hull United States’
frmy was arter em.”
i s
| "Did they follow their ponies’ tracks?”
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“Toller nothin’. Why, Buffler, they was thet skeered

an’ panicky they jest run fer ther nighest slope o ther

ridge. They ain’t thinkin' er hosses, ner anythin’ else,
on'y jest ter make themselves skurse. Slickest thing I

ever see.”

There was a tremendous jollification over the ridge.
The pards were once more together, every ome of them
was on his own horse, and every one was happy— Wither-
spoon in particular, for he was gnawing at a piece of
“jerked” meat, taken from the ration-bag which Yuppah
was still carrying.

The arrival of the scout and the trapper was the sig-
nal to use spurs and quirts. Nomad vaulted from Bear
Paw to Hide-rack, and with a clatter of hoofs the entire
outfit got under way.

“Where ta, Pard Cody?” sang out Wild Bill.

“Witherspoon’s,” answered the scout.

“But we don’t want to leave here until we get
Starkey ?”

“We've got him!”

“I'm stumped!” -exclaimed Perry, as he galloped.
“You say you've got him, Bill, but where is he?”

“Tn the.bottom of the Navajo.”

“That’s working it pretty low-dewn on a respectable
creek,” grinned Wild Bill. “Don’t you think so, Pard

Cody ?”

CHAPTER XVIL
AT WITHERSPOON’S.

Witherspoon’s adobe was reached by two o’clock in
the afternoon. Although there had been a veritable
clamor on the part of the pards rescued from the hill for

;nlf;ormation and news, yet the scout resolutely refused to
alk.

5 We'll waf't till we get to the adobe, pards,” said he.
“urb your impatience until then, and we’ll all have an
exchange of views in a place more comfortable than the
saddle of a galloping horse.”

i’\pproaching the adobe from the rear, saddles were
strlpl?e‘d -off and the entire herd of horses was secured in
the vicinity of the lean-to. Cayuse and the Apaches were
placed on guard, with instructions to keep a sharp watch
and not to allow the Comanches to repeat their horse-
stealing performance of the preceding day.

When the scout, the trapper, the trader, the sheriff
and the man from Laramie trooped around the side 01;
the a(lo].)e, saddles over their shoulders, they encountered
& surprise at Witherspoon's frent door. :

A wizened little Mexican lay on the groumnd with a
Ean(lage around his left leg. The door of the house was
pen.

“H‘urroo " exclaimed the astounded trader, coming
to a l.ml.t and dropping his riding-gear. “Some 'un tried
ter git inter my wickiup an’ didn’t pay no ‘tention ter
the warnin’. Ther trap-gun exploded an’ ther eri‘ter
got a bullet in the laig. Say, you!’ and here “he trader
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stepped closer to the Mexican, “didn’t ye read the warn-
in’ I had on the door?”

“No sabe English,” murmured the Mexican, casting
his shifty eyes about into the faces bending over him.

“By gorry !” exclaimed Wild Bill, “it’s old Pablo.™

“Pablo, er I'm er Piegan!” echoed old Nomad.

“Who's Pablo?” inquired Witherspoon,
around.

“That’s what T want to know,” put in Perry.

“Why,” explained the scout, “Pablo is a greaser that
used to train with Lon Starkey the time he was doing
things in Red Hand Valley.”

“And it was Pablo,” continued Wild Bill, “who used
to operate the Red Hand, Cayuse and another man that
was with us held the gun on Pablo and made him run
out the hand and grab Starkey. Against orders, Pablo
made the Hand throw Starkey over the ridge—that part
of which has been told so many times I reckon all of you
know it.”

“But how do y’u-all opine he come ter be yar ?” went
on Witherspoon. “What's he snoopin’ around my prefi-
ises fur, an’ openin’ my front door an’ settin’ off my
trap-gun?”’

“That’s something we will find out,” said Buffalo Bill.
“See how badly he’s hurt, Fickok.”
~ “No bones broken, s far as I can see,” answered Wild
Bill, after an examination, “but I don’t reckon Pablo
feels much like using his feet.”

“Ef he had, pard,” put in Nomad, “he wouldn't hew
waited hyar fer us ter come an’ ketch him.”

“Take him into the house,” said the scofit. “I'd like
to bet something Pablo is still a member of Starkey's
gang.”

Wild Bill and Perry picked up the wounded- greasett

looking

L
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and bore him into the house. While Witherspoon was
puttix}g the trap-gun out of the way, the scout was ex-
plaining how it was that Pablo had left him and his
pards at the time the Red Hand Valley affair was wound
up.

“The Comanches were scattered,” said the scout, “the
Ranch of Mystery was destroyed, and. we, all of us, sup-
posed that Starkey had been put down and out, Pablo
was a prisoner in our hands, but he seemed so little and
mggniﬁcant that we didn’t think he was worth bothering
with. He wanted to leave us as we were trailing along
the Rio Piedra, and as Wild Bill’s horse was carrying
double, and as Pablo was willing to hoof it to the place
where he wanted to go, we allowed him to vamose. I'm
of the opinion that he hunted up Starkey and joined him
and his Comanches, and that he came down into Arizona
with them. Otherwise, why should he be here ?”

“Get him to talk,” suggested Dunc Perry. “Maybe he
can tell how Starkey got away from the Red Hand with-
out so much as a scratch.”

“I think,” went on the scout, “that Pablo, when he
made the hand throw Starkey over the cliff, contrary to
orders, was working with Starkey’s welfare in mind.”

"‘I’II bet ther same thing,” declared Nomad. “Try ter
git him ter tork, Buffler. I'd like mouty well ter savvy
how Starkey got away from thet thar Red Hand.”
‘While Witherspoon stirred around, building a fire in
his cook-stove and getting ready a good meal for all
hands, the scout and his pards made themselves comfor-
table and proceeded to investigate Pablo. The talk was
carried on in Spanish, with which all in the room were
more or less familiar.

. “I think you’re tricky, Pablo,” began the scout, hitch-
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ing a chair close to the couch on which the little Mexican
was lying.

Pablo’s face showed guilt, but he had nothing to say.

“Why did you come and try to get into this house?”
pursued the scout.

“1 was tired and hungry, seiior,” answered Pablo, roll-
ing up his eyes. “I could not read what was on the
door, so I tried to get in. The gun went off and I was
shot in the leg. Madre mia! For a while I thought I
was killed. Then I came to mysélf and tied up the leg
and—and here I am, sefor.”

“Didn’t Starkey send you here for something

“No, he did not send me.”

“What were yoa doing in this part of the country?’

“] walked, sefior, from the San Juan Mountains.”

“What d’ye think o thet!” exclaimed Nomad. ‘“He
walked from the San Juan Mountings! Wonder ef he’s
lyin’ 2”

“Why did you come?” went on the scout.

“Sefior; I fooled you. Kill me if you will, but it i8
the truth.”

“How did you fool us?”

“Oh, in many, many ways. I told you I was a pris-
oner in the Red Hand Valley. It was not so. I was
one of the gang, yes.”

“You didn't fool us much on that, Pablo,” laughel
the scout. ‘“We suspected it all along, but we didn’t
think you were much to be feared.”

“Well, sefior, I was coming to Arizona to join Starkey
and the Comanches.”

“That was why you left the San Juan country, eh?
'And you walked, did you? You must have been some
kime on the way.”

;!’
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“Two weeks, seiior.”

“:-\nd you stopped here to rest and get something to
eat " :

feYiesys

“You fooled us again when you made the Red Hand
throw Starkey over the ridge, there in that valley of the
San Juams #”

“Yes, sefior. I knew it would not kill Starkey, and

that is why I made the hand throw him.”

“Wasn't he thrown ever the ridge?”

“No, sefior. On top of the ridge there is a deep pool
of water. I knew just how to work the hand so as to
throw S'tarkc_v over the ridge and into the pool om its
top. We had experimented often, like that.”

“Well, by gorry!” gasped Wild Bill. “It was a pool
of water that saved Starkey, then. Say, Pard Cody
we ought to have climbed to the top of the ridge and
Investigated.”

“That’s how it would seem, Hickok. But we didn’t,
and Starkey got out of that scrape with Pablo’s help.
But he'll never get out of Navajo Creek.”

Nary, he won't,” grunted Nomad. “Starkey is in the
Grand Cafion by now.”

“That’s what I want to know about,” complained Dunc
Petry.

'_Me, jtoo,” chirped Witherspoon, pounding a bag of
coffee with a hammer. “Ain’t it about time T

Wait till we get through with Pablo,” interrupted
the scout.

‘Pay attention ter yer knittin’, Nate,” said Nomad.

The quicker ye get some hot grub on ther table the
better we'll all feel.”
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“I’'m thinkin’ o’ that right smart myself.”

“Then, Pablo,” continued the scout, “you haven’t seen
Starkey since that trouble we had with him in Red Hand
Valley ?”

“No, sefior.” :

“Do you know why he came down here into Arizona?”

“He would play even with Buffalo Bill and his pards,
sefior, and he heard that you were all in.Lime Gulch.”

“I was thinking of that,” said Perry. “Starkey held
a rein on himself for a week after he reached the gulch,
but his disposition worked up to the surface and he had
to clean out Sawyer’s place. He can’t keep quiet for
long, that fellow.”

“If you want to kill me, sefior

b2l

. Pablo rolled his eyes again, but he was so thin, and
gray, and wizened that all the pards laughed at his
words.

“We’re not going to kill you, Pablo,” said the scout.
“As soon as you're well enough to leave you'll be free
to go. I want to tell you, however, that if you meet up
“ with any of Starkey’s Comanches you’re to warn them
 that Starkey was drowned in the Navajo, and that, if
. the reds know when they’re well off, they’ll get back to

their hunting-grounds, stay there, and keep the peace.”
“That’s what!” struck in Perry resolutely. “I won't
stand for any such work as has been going on here yes-
kerday and to-day—horse-stealing, indiscriminate shoot=
‘ing, and all that. I’m sheriff of this county, and the
Comanches will find it out to their cost if they keep on
like they’ve been doing.”

“If T see them, sefior, I will tell them—most as-
suredly.”

The conversation, after that, drifted onto other topics:

|
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to be interrupted, at last, b

’ ; ) , by the welcome announcement

from Witherspoon of “All set,” e
Food was carried out to Cayuse and the Apache

the rest of the pards gathered around Withers

table and made good use of his tin dishes and iron
and forks,

s, and
poon’s
knives




CHAPTER XVIL
AROUND THE FESTIVE BOARD.

Being a trader, Witherspoon had a supply of food,
canned and otherwise, among his stores; and, being hun-
grv himself, he drew bountifully upon his stock. The
table was heaped with boiled potatoes, two platters of
bacon, crackers, mush, and other things, and the hungry
pards proceeded to work havoc with all that was before
them.

As hunger became appeased, all were in a mood for
talk. Since the fate of Starkey seemed the most impor-
tant event that had marked recent experiences, Buffalo

3ill went into his tree-trunk drift down the Navajo, with
Starkey and the panther. He began at the beginning,
which was when he took the back track looking for No-
mad and Witherspoon, and finished at the end, which
included the rescue of Chappo, the failure to find Bear
Paw, and the rescue of the besieged party on the round-
topped hill.

The recital was listened to with deepest interest. The
novelty of *he scout’s ride, on the swollen waters of
Navajo Creek, and the peculiar way in which he met
the situation, and in which the cougar was roped and
dragged ashore, led to stories wherein it was brought
out how ferocious the beasts can be, when hungry, and
how they will hang like grim death to any object they
fasten their claws into.

Witherspoon took a hand in the wild-animal stories,
and, quite naturally, Nomad found himself in his element
and started in to tell something about a whilom pard

|
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of his and the scout’s called Catamount Joe. But tl
scout broke in to ask an account of what befell w1]§
Bxg, Perry, Cayuse, and the two Apaches. ‘

There you go, Cody,” laughed Wild Bill. “I don’t
care much about that part of the proceedings.”

:‘I\Yhat’s ther matter with "em ?” :

‘Nothing,” put in Dunc Perry, “except the way w
skehoofed when Starkey and his reds jumped up )Buf
there wasn’t anything else we could do. You sé:e we
were scattered out along the gully. Yuppah and Pc;dro
thh- Running Panther, were in one place, Cayuse was’
lookl'ng around in another, Chappo was off somewheré
on his own hook, and Wild Bill and T were gallivantin
around looking for horse-tracks.” i

H,‘ :\;\ werz all looking for horse-tracks,” proceeded

ckok, “and scatte ;£

e red along that gully for a quarter of
But I told you "’ began the scout.

' “Sure, you long-headed King of the Kiboshers,” broke
n Perry, with a laugh, “you knew what we ;vere to
&xpect and you told us to hang together. Well, wy
tho'ught we might as well make the most of the ’time
\V{]h_xle we waited for you to cbme back with Nomad and
Pall:lttgjpo.o?' S0 we tried to.ﬁnd out whether Running

: was acting square with us or not.”

‘Thcn,” said Wild Bil, “the blow fell.”

‘Like lightning from a clear sky,” interjected Perry.

werFlrSt we knew,” continued Hickok, “the Comanches
riﬂef POIL;nduTg along the gully, banging away with their
and»‘-yu erlr) and I saw Ru.nning Panther flatten out,
P (Ii)pa~] anc{ Pe.dro' dodging for holes like a pair of
o -dogs. We didn’t see what became of Chappo and
f\ayuse, but we thought we knew which way they weat.

S s
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Our plan was to all get tbgethir, in some good holdmg-.
ground, and stand the reds off. . <
“And to geta whack at Starkey, if we could,” inter-
lated Perry.
p0“Well,” proceeded Hickok, “Perry and I.[d \:Jtent ?}1:
right way to dodge the Cor}nagches, bt;; (\Jvet h(ix :estgo i
i ray to meet up with Cayuse »
iili%i};ft \%231 them until 1;long toward night, when we rfuta.l;le
a pasear back to the gully. ’I:hey were there wfax yxo ug
for us—all except Chappo. V\*he'lt had become o 1}dn’;
Buffalo Bill, and Nomad and }Kf.ltltlersliﬁjolil S\wt’:r;{:z; vl

i uess, but we had a fain not
l\)veggizio )‘cr.you. Then we set out looking ferSt:rllix
While we were reconnoitering around, I foun ea 2
standing by the river-bank. That was a surp.rlsel, o
we couldn’t any of us figure out how _the anima e
been left there, hitched to the sapling, W‘lth not a Zou ks
sight. T was able to do a lot of running aroun tWm
the horse, but we seemed to get fooled. at, every ;105;
We couldn’t find the barrzmca,h ang we didn’t run ac ,
Starkey or any of the Comanches.

“No:' till toward morning,” laughed Dunc Perrly('_.
“Then we found more Comanches than we were look:
ing for.”

%‘If you had stayed in the place where you found B:ﬁ:
Paw,” said Buffalo Bill, “we’d have come together,b X
lot of us. As soon as we got Chappo out of the ar-
ranca we made for that spot on the bank, I wafj zz f
prised, too, when I found that Bear Paw had bl‘e I:,o
peared. We camped right there, so as to be 2
examine the ground by daylight.” > o

“That only goes to show,” observed Perry, how 12

¥ ate
will put a kink in events when folks are trying ’fo lock

_J‘e
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each other. Sometimes the best way to hunt for any

one is to stand still and wait.”

“It was close on to midnight when we blundered into
that circular valley,” resumed Wild BilL “Dunc knew
the place, and remembered a fight he had once had with
horse-thieves on the crest of that round-topped hill. Ta-
king his advice, we went up there and bunked down for
the rest of the night.”

“It was poor advice,” admitted the sheriff. “Every-
thing went well enough until day began to come, and
then the smack of a bullet on the rocks told us some-
thing was doing. I looked over the rim of the gash and
lost a lock of hair; but I saw enough to convince me
that there were a thousand nice boulders at the foot of
the hill and, as it appeared, a Comanche behind every
boulder.”

“Waugh!” exclaimed Nomad. “You fellers sartinly
done er lot er shootin’ with yer leetle guns.”

“We worked ’em with both hands,” said Wild Bill,
“whenever we could get both shoulders out of the gash
without being plugged. Of course we knew what the
reds were up to. They wanted to keep us where we
were until the lack of water took all the fight out of us.
That made us desperate, and we tried our blamedest to
pick off some of the reds—but we couldn’t. Our guns
didn’t carry, and whenever we did get in a shot at fairly
close range, the Comanches were out of the way before
the bullet arrived.”

“You saved our bacon there, all right, Buffalo Bill,”
Baid Perry,

“What did ye think when ye heerd Buffier, an’ Nate,
a0’ me howlin’ an’ shootin’ around the crest o’ thef
ridge ?” inquired Nomad.

“You made noise enough for the whole Sioux nation,”

. g =
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returned Wild Bill. “We thought rescue was at hand,
but didn’t imagine there were only three of you to pull
off the trick.” ] y |

T don’t reckon ther Comanches did, nuther, laughed
Witherspoon. “Jee-Christopher, how they :scampet.'ed
out o that little valley! I laffed so I come mighty nigh
| rollin’ down the hill.” e

“Tt was a good bluff,” declared Perry, “a mighty fine
bluff.” '

“And a bluff that worked,” added Hickok.

“What I can’t savvy is,” went on Perry, “how the
Comanches hung together and bottled us up SO neat
without Lon Starkey there to boss 'em.”

“They must have had some leader,” answered the
scout, “who was pretty near as sharp as Starkcy: They
must have dropped into the valley during the night, so
as to be ready to begin operations when the day br?ks.'
Didn’t you fellows keep any watch on top of that hl]}‘.

T watched some of the-time,” said Perry. “and Wild
Bill stood duty the rest of the time. Neither of us saw
any signs of Injuns until daylight. When .dawn came,
they were all there and all busy. I'm going back to
Lime Gulch, after this, fairly easy in my mind. Stat'—
key’s wiped out and T've got my horse back. Say, I'd
have looked fine, wouldn’t I, walking into the gulch and
explaining to Billonsar that Starkey had seen me and
taken my horse. Wow! They'd have kicked me ot
and elected another sheriff.”

“What's goin’ ter be done with all them Injun cay-
uses?’ queried Witherspoon. “If T'm any prophet,
thar'll be others of Starkey’s gang besides Pablo, thar,
doin’ some walkin’.”

; ; ; et et
“Let ’em walk,” growled Nomad. “They ma le us

=
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hoof et inter the Hills, an’ T don’t reckon we're used ter ef
any more’n what them Comanches aire.”

“But who gits the caballos?” persisted Witherspoon.
“Thet’s what’s pesterin’ me.”

“I'm
scout.
if those

out a hat and a brace of forty-fives,” said the
“I think I'm entitled to that much in the draw
thirteen ponies are confiscated.”
“We all ort ter pull out somethin’ ter pay us fer 2
Old Nomad was speaking, but he did not finish. Just
at that moment Cayuse burst into the room.
“Pa-e-has-ka!” he exclaimed.
“What’s on your mind, Cayuse?” inquired the scout.
“Me see um Comanche——

“Only one?” cried Perry. “Why didn’t you make a
lead-mine out of him ?”

“That’s right,” seconded Witherspoon, getting up and

reaching for a gun. “I don't want any o’ that trash

nosin’ around yar.”

“Him got white flag,” went on the Piute.

“White flag, eh?” muttered Dunc Perry. “That’s a
pleasing "notion, pards. "A Comanche killer and horse-
thief with a flag of truce!”

“Bring him in,” said the scout. “Make him under-
stand, if you can, that the white flag will be respected.”

Cayuse turned and hurried out of the room.

“I ain’t fer treatin’ them reds like they was civil-
ized,” growled Witherspoon.

“We'll treat this one that way, anyhow,” returned the
scout, “and hear what he’s got to say.”

“Senor |”

The call came from the couch where Pablo was lying.
The Mexican had lifted himself on his elbow and seemed

o be excited.
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«“\What is it, Pablo?” the scout asked.
“If this Comanche will take me with him I'd like to
“Why do you want to go with the Comanche?”

«The Indians will be going back to the San Juan
Mountains, and I know they will take me along. I can
ride, sefior, even if I can’t walk.” ’

At that moment the bearer of the flag of truce was
conducted into the room by Little Cayuse.

The Comanche carried no weapons and his moccasins
looked ‘as though he had been doing a good deal of
tramping. His arm was bound up with a piece of buck-
skin, and swung from his neck in a sling. In his other
hand he carried a pole with a square.of dirty white
canvas fastened to the end. '

“YVou no shoot um Comanche?” he asked.

“No shoot um,” replied the scout, as he and all his
pards faced around and gave the hostile their attention.

“Me heap good Injun,” continued the messenger ; “all
Comanches heap good Injuns now.”

“Oh, yes, I'll bet!” snorted Perry.

“You're always good when you're down and out,” put
in Wild Bill.

D1 bet a brace o dollars he’s arter them ponies,” said
Witherspoon.

“Me speak um English,” pursued the Comanche.

“So T observe,” answered the scout. “What do you
want here?”

“Comanche heap sorry they go on war-path against
Pa-e-has-ka.”

“T knowed ye’d be,” grunted Nomad.

“Starkey him dead. Comanche find um lodged in tree
by creek-bank, Him gone now, and Comanche no gol

r‘ News_
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um chief. Mebb -e-
o yso Pa-e-has-ka be Comanche chiefy
There was a roa i ‘
SR r at that. The Indian took it pas-
“Pa-e-has-k ik i
e a no like um to be chief of Comanches?” he
“Pa-e-has-ka has somethin ‘
' g else to do besi
gang of red killers and horse-thieves.” s a‘
“Wuh! Comanches want .
/ant to go back to San Juan
}c]ountry.. No travel without ponies. Mebbyso ga—e-
afika lglve um Comanches ponies they go ’way?”
told ye!” cried Witherspoon. “Ki .
’ - ck tt
out o’ the house, Nomad!” bk
Wait,” saic_] the scout, as Nomad made a move to-
:ill'd the {{ndl;m. “I don’t think we want any truck
with a pac ink,
e ?”p of scrawny cayuses. What do you think,
“If they’ll take the horses and skip for Colorado,”
returned ’Perry, “I’d call it cheap at the price. .'Anyhow
we ha'ven t any right to the animals, Taking them, liké
y?u did, was the only thing that enabled us to get clear
of lthat round-tczpped hill without a fight. That was all
‘ngﬂ]t, but I dgn t see why we should keep the brutes.”
('Sa’d-h.ook it all!” struck in Witherspoon, “I could do
tradin’ with ’em over in the Moqui kentry.”
'l?erry shot a steely glance at the trader.
I reckon you won't do any trading with Comanche
ca)’;;lses, Nate,” said he quietly.
e tone was enough. Withers ack i
) i o poon flopped back
his chair and subsided. o m‘
i The (,?omanches can have their ponies.” said Buffalo ‘
ill, turning to the warrior, “providing they promise to
go back ,to the San Juan Mountains and stay there. If
you don’t go back, the white men will hunt you down
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and make you sorry you stayed in Arizona. Savvy?
You reds have made trouble enough. I think Starkey
was the one who put you up to all your deviltry, and
that. now he’s out of the way, you'll be tolerably peace-
able, and tolerably honest. But if we give you your
ponies you've got to clear out of here and stay out.”

“That's the talk,” cried Perry, jumping up and facing
the Comanche. “This is not your country. The Coman-
che country is away to the north. T won’t have you
around here. You've proved yourselves a lot of thiev-
ing scoundrels, and if you're here to use the double-
tongue with us, you'll find you've made a big mistake.
Just get that through your head and reflect on it.”

The Comanche seemed quite humble and very much
depressed.

“Me savvy,” he answered. “Comanches go as soon as
they get ponies.”

“And it’s the best thing for you, Witherspoon,” pro-

- ceeded Perry, turning to the trader. “If we kept these

Comanche ponies, the whole gang would hang around
here and’ make you no end of trouble. The only way to
get rid of them is to give them their horses.”

“I ain't so blamed shore we'll git rid of ‘em then,
Perry,” returned Witherspoon.

“If we don’t, a word from you sent to Lime Gulch will
put me on the war-path with every man-jack in the set-
[tlement. ‘We'll wipe ‘em out, if we have to.”

“That ’ar shot goes as it lays,” said the trader, “an’
I'm satersfied.”

As the Comanche turned to go, Pablo piped up from
the couch. At the sound of the Mexican’s voice, the Is-
dian whirled. Apparently he had not seen Pablo until
that mement.
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The Comanche said something, but in a tongue that
was strange to the scout. Certainly it was not Cog;nancha
Pablo answered in the same laﬁguage, and for a timeé
they kept up a warm cross-fire of question and answer

.'Do )'011 Savvy what the ,1' .
J € Ssavr > 2
asked Perry uneasily. % yig- Duftds D

It’s too much for me,” responded the scout. “T've
gf)t a smattering of all the lingo used by the plains In-
dians, but I never heard that before,

“i\»{a_vbe they’-e putting up some sort of a dodge?”
. Vhat dodge can they put up? You've given the

omanc.he a threat and a warning. He knows what to
expect'xf.he don’t do what you say. Anything Pablo
can chip in won't effect the general result.”
] 1FDme Perry was somewhat appeased. The Comanche
et presently, and Pablo struggled itti iti

s p: to a sitti

on the couch. T i

Red Elk says he will take me with him, sefior,” an-
IlOI:II]CQ(l Pablo, with what seemed like a good deal of
satisfaction,

“Did he tell you anything else?’ queried the scout.

"H.e told me that Starkey had been drowned in the
Nava_!o, and that they had found him and put him on
a burial scaffold. The heart has been taken out of the
Comanche braves. All they want, now, is to get back
to the north country. And that is all I want—bme old
Pablo. Let me get back to the San Juans and die th,ere.”

Opt behind the adobe Cayuse and the Apaches were
making ready the Comanche ponies for Red Elk to lead.
;I\"l]crc was no love lost between the Piute and the
Apaches and the Comanches. The red trailers remem-
bered how nearly Chappo had come to being burned at

\the stake in the barranca, and they would much rather




.
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have been fighting against Red Elk than helping him
get ready to return to the rest of his band.

One of the ponies was set aside for Pablo. The horse
was led to the door, and Nomad and Wild Bill carried
the little Mexican out and placed him on the horse's
back. There was no doubt that the wounded leg gave
Pablo considerable pain, but he stood it well and seemed
more than glad that he was leaving,

When all was ready Red Elk rode off, leading five

ponies on one side and six on the other. Pablo, drooping
over the neck of his cayuse, brought up the rear.
“I've got er feelin’, Buffler,” remarked Nomad, in a

" low voice, as they all stood watching the horses and the

two men disappear, “thet we’re doin’ ther wrong thing.”

“We're doing the only thing there is to do, Nick,"
averred the scout. “That question has already been set-
tled by Perry.”

The scout turned to the rest of his pards.

“Get up your horses, amigos,” said he; “we’re for Lime
Gulch. There’s nothing more to keep us here.”

Witherspoon wanted them to stay longer.

“Our start fer Lime Gulch has already been delayed
a hull day, Nate,” said old Nomad. “More’n er day, ef
ye figger et clost, an’ I'm feelin’, like Buffler, thet we'd
better shack erlong. Ain’t afeared them Comanches'll
come back, aire ye?”

“Nary, I ain’t; but it seems ter me like you-all "u’d like
ter rest a little.”

“We’ll do our resting when we get back to Lime
Gulch,” spoke up the scout.

Twenty minutes later the scout and his pards were it
the saddle and riding for town.

Witherspoon stood out by the hitching-pole and

watched them vanish into the growing dusk along the
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trail; then, shaking his head dubi

trail; . ubiously,

into the house, il
He, zlll.so, seemed to entertain some doubts as to the

1advxsabxhty 9f {'eturning the ponies; but then, he might

have been thinking of the lost trade with the Moquis.




CHAPTER XVIIL

3 »
NOMAD GETS THE ‘“‘HA'NTS.

“I got .er quare feelin’ in my bones,” mutt'eri)dk?;t
Nomad, “an’ I'm blamed ef I knows whether etls et' <
o' thet sour-dough bread an’ plum-d}lff'l et so 1’ear y !
jest at sundown, er whether et’s whiskizoos thet’s a-f;f)le
terin’ me. Waugh! I got er notion ter w.ake,up I?u :r;
er Wild Bill, an’ swap er few remarks with exln er O?d
soothe my troubled sperrits. Whoosh! These ’1yar sctem
chills thet goes gallivantin’ through a ombray’s sy

in’ ays pleasant.”

a“}f S]Ci“‘/e"r) raIx)] through the old man’s form. ‘Hg starteg
to rise from the boulder on which he was sxttmgf an
then dropped back again with a muttcrcﬂ C\Ll’mlllltll(;l;l

“Buffler "v’d’ laff at me,” he muttercd., an .\\.‘1 (] i
‘w'd jest nacherly poke fun at mc,onul lec u df ic na
burden. I'd shore be sorry I ever ’woke .eltherlo: em,
They ain’t got sense enough ter b’leeve in whxsl\xzot,s.
They says whiskizoos is all bosh, an’ gammon. Ef e ;
ther soﬁr-(lough bread and plum-duff thet ails me,
reckon I kin weather et through all by my lonesome.
Must be erbout midnight, I reckon, an’ clost ter thet
hour when whiskizoos aire most li'blg ter be eround
ha'ntin’ humans, Waugh! What was thet—what wal
thet ?” e

Nomad heard, or fancied he heard, a rustling 1n a
patch of bushes, not more than twenty feet from‘ whir.e
he was sitting. Jumping to his feet and clasping his
forty-five with a hand that was none too steady, he
stared excitedly into the dusky thicket. His fears, how=

-
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ever, seemed unfounded, and in a few moments he
heaved a long sigh and dropped back on his houlder.

“Nomad,” he chided himself, “ye’re sartinly er ole
fool. Set still now an’ be ca'm. Sufferin’ wildcats, pard,
ye ack like ye had them deliriums tremenjous. I wisht
my watch was done with,” he fretted. “‘Buffler might
hev given me the fust end o’ ther night instid o’ ther
middle o’ et. Ther moon’s as big as er dish-pan an’
es bright as er lump o’ pure silver. I wisht et wasn't
so big an’ bright. From all I've heern tell, whiskizoos
likes ter fool eround in ther moonbeams, They walks
on moonbeams jest as easy as human folks walks ther
solid yarth, an’ they kin hang ter ’em, an’ cavort eround
in ’em, jest ther same es—jumpin’ gee-whiskers! thar
et goes ergin!” 4 4

Once more Nomad shot to his feet, revolver in hand
and bulging eyes fixed on the bushes.

The king of scouts had pitched camp on the north
Texas boundary, just where the Wichita empties into
Red River. This part of the line was directly south of
Comanche country.

Buffalo Bill and his pards were on their way to Fort
Sill, called there by urgent government business, al-
though what this particular business was they did not
know. )

At dusk they had fallen in with a gang of hunters,
who had invited them to stay to supper. The hunters
were living high, and it was in their camp that Nomad
had warehoused the sour-dough bread and the plum-
duff. The pudding, sauced with black-strap molasses,
Was a treat, and Nomad had eaten heartily of it. - Fol-
lowing' the meal the scout, who was in a hurry, had
hastened his pards on to the Red River, where they
had bunked down for the rest of the night,
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The party consisted of the scout, Nomad, '\Vild.Blll
of Laramie, Little Cayuse, and the three Apache trailers,
Wuppah, Pedro, and Chappo. _ ‘

Wild Bill had had the first watch, and when he turned
in the trapper went on duty. :

From the boulder on which Nomad poste.d himself he
had a view to right and left of the Red River and the
Wichita. On the sloping bank of the former stream were
the horses—Nomad had them constantly.under his eye.
IA dozen vards farther toward the junction of the two
streams, on a small “hog-back,” lay the scout, the
Laramie man, the Piute, and the Apaches, all calmly
sleeping.

The moon, gleaming across the Red, made a pat.h\\_ray
of rare beauty—but the trapper was not apprec'latm'g
scenic effects. “Whiskizoos” were uppermost in his
mind, and the longer he thought of them the more they
got on his nerves. . :

Now a man who has roamed the virgin wilderness
for the better part of his life, coming in_to. frequc?nt con-
tact with superstitious Indians and Me?ucans, is quite
apt to develop a vein of superstition himself. Buffa}lo
BIll was not inclined that way, and neither was \Vll.d
Bill, but old Nomad was never backward in avowing his
firm belief in “whiskizoos.”

He never seemed quite clear in his mind as to what
“whiskizoos” were. They were spooks, he knew that

much, and sometimes they took one shape and some-
times another. When “whiskizoos” troubled a mortal
too much, then the mortal had what Nomad (’:’alled
the “ha’nts”; and if a fellow ever got the “ha'nts™ un-
common bad, then the only thing for him to do was to
hit the One-way Trail as soon as possible, for the
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“ha’nts” was a complaint which no man was ever known
to get over.

The feeling that came over the old trapper, there in

the silent, moonlit camp, led him to believe that he
| was getting the “ha’nts.” It was either that, or a com-
l‘bination of sour-dough bread and plum-duff which didn’s

'agree with him very well.

| If a man is on guard in a country that may be hostile,

| it becomes his business to investigate the source of any
sound he hears, or imagines he hears. The safety of
the camp, perhaps, may depend upon the thoroughness
with which he pries into the cause of a snapped twig,

a rolling stone, or a rustling in the brush.

No man knew this better than Nick Nomad. And yet,
while he realized what he ought to do in the circum-
stances, the fear of coming company front with a gang
of whiskizoos held him back.

The noise which he thought he had heard for the
second time was not repeated.
| “I reckon,” said he to himself, “thet T’ll prance over
‘ter thet chaparral an’ bushwhack er leetle. Ef so be a
Comanch’ is"skulkin’ thar, plannin’ ter put er knife inter
me an’ run off some o’ ther live stock, et’s my bizness
ter make him change his notion.”

Taking a fresh grip on his revolver, he started toward
the bushes.

And it was right then and there that something hap-
pened,

A glow as of a faint light appeared in the midst of
the thicket, hovering about like a will-o’-the-wisp. By
degrees it expanded and took on the vague shape of a
human face. The features of the face grew into clearer

| | outlines, showing an ill-omened countenance, There was
| | B0 body, no legs, no arms—just simply a head, floating

-

—
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among the bushes and wrapped in a sulfurous, lambeng
glow.

Nick Nomad had come to a halt. The strength went
out of his knees, and he had all he could do to hold
himself upright. He tried to yell, but his tongue and
lips seemed paralyzed; and he tried to turn and rumn, but
some dread power chained him to the spot and he could
not move a finger.

The flaming face grinned sardonically. The lips
moved, and a hollow. rumble issued from them. It was
a groan, weird, unearthly, and the sweat began to come
out on old Nomad’s forehead. Again he tried to yell
and to rum, but he was in a thrall, and any movement
was impossible. He would have dropped the lids over
his popping eyes, if he could, and so shut out the horrid
vision—but his eyelids seemed paralyzed like the rest of
his body.

Once more came the rumbling groan, this time fol-
lowed by a speaking voice.

“Nicholas Nomad, ole Terror o’ the Plains, don’t y'u
savvy who I am?” : :

The trapper gulped, and power was given to him to
answer huskily :

“Go ’way, Lon Starkey, go ‘way!”

“Hah! Then y'u do reckernize me—me, Lon Starkey,
as was drownded in the water o’ Navajo Creek. T've
come back from the place whar I went—that orful,
scorchin’ hot place, ter give Buffler Bill an’ his pards a
warnin’., Aire y’u listenin’ ter me ?”

“Suf-suf-sufferin’ c-catermounts!”

Tt was an odd thing that Nomad couldn’t yell or ruf,
but could stand there and gibber a few husky words at
the phantom.
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“Aire y'u listenin’ ter »” i
. y me?” Again the questi
dismally from the floating head. 5 5 S
‘f\r-}'-)'_)' ”
Nomad tried hard '
E enough to say “yes,”
stuck in his throat. 5 filal o -
. :,uqﬁ}lcr Bill an’ his pards hev got ter turn back from
”ort.. Sill. I'f ye go on inter the Comanche kentry ye’ll
al ﬁlt the %c.xbosh. It’s the late lanfented Lon Staricey
< ’ . £ ’ :
(; Red Tail what’s a-tellin’ y'u this—he’s come back
rom er watery grave jest ter give'ye a tip, see? Whoo
—to-whoo !” : , :
] 'The specter made a noise like an owl, and Nomad’s
milil went up like the quills on a fretful porcupine
1en the head began to swing b .
: 0 ack and forth, 2
to oscillate horribly. . - e
H.]c old trapper felt the full power of his voice re-
tuu'n'ng. H.-: d be able to yell in a few seconds, he felt
positive of it. And he might be able to run.
l]’{lS' revf')lver hung at his side. His fingers were still
clutching it. He tried to raise the hand that held the
weapon, and was passively surprised to find that the ef-
fort was successful.

In a bl'II"St of frenzy he brought the six-shooter in
front of his face and pressed the trigger.

Bang! bang! bang!

. L g
The clatter of shots rang loudly through the silers
camp. The fiery face faded like a snuffed candle, while
a mocking, blood-curdling laugh trailed along in the
wake of the three stinging reports. 5
Old Nomad could stand no more. He yelled like a
Comanche, and turned and ran. A stone got in his way
and he stumbled over%it. Everybody in camp was
af‘ouscd. and it happened that Wild Bill was directly in

=
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front of the fleecing trapper when he hit the ston-e and €

pitched headlong.

Both the trapper and Wild Bill went down in a strug-

d over down the side of

gling heap, and rolled over an 3

the “hog-back.”

4

o
t
el
i

CHAPTER XIX.

OLD NOMAD DEMORALIZED,

' Never before had old Nomad been thrown so cote

!pletely off his equilibrium. He was very hazy about what
' happened immediately after the spook-face had vanished,
'and when he fell over the stone and collided with Wild
Bill, he realized only that he was fettered with a pair
of hands and arms which might or might not be of flesh
and blood. The trapper struggled to free himself, and
yelled as he struggled.

“Waugh! Git off my back, yeh pizen varmint! Stop
thet rollin’ me! T ain’t never walked under no ladders,
ner hit no cross-eyed man, ner kicked er black cat, ner
nothin’. Le’'me be! Say, T'll hev my mad up in er
brace o’ shakes an’ then all ther whiskizoos this side o’
Tophet kain’t head me. Whoosh !’

The last word was a spluttering gurgle. The trapper
and the Laramie man brought up with a jolt against a
| stone on the side of the “hog-back.” The jar shook the
breath out of their bodies and left even Wild Bill more
or less bewildered.
| Untangling from old Nomad, Wild Bill picked him-
self up. :

“By gorry, Nick !’ he exclaimed, “what the OId Harry
has got into you? You act like you thought I was a
Comanche. Man, man! Corral your wits and tune up
with an explanation—that is, if you’ve got any to make.”

Nomad grunted, lifted himself slowly erect, and leaned
against the stone that had stopped him and Wild Bill
80 suddenly in their rolling descent. Buffalo Bill, Cay-

|
|
I

$ rz)-v‘k'ﬁﬂnas‘_
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use, and the three Apaches hzlld ‘joi111e(la:)lzjciltLa:g:;tlltlre'lg;)a(:,
7 orouped wonderingly 2 -
zll\lIlcinZg r\l‘ll()ill;:dbilis gyes and peered at his pards strangely
ight.
| thf‘f’];iéf;\il)ls gz)oct);:::tb shooting Nick ?”’ demanded .Buf’falo
Bill, all at sea on account of his pag‘d s queer achcl)ns. >
“’VVaal,” and here Nomad ran his ﬁnger's ,pesl p exe(m):
through his long hair, “I raised thet Scoldin® Sairy Ogrts
& mine, pulled ther trigger, am’ thar “"a’s”some reports,
| but T—T don’t reckon T done any shootin’. -
i A brief silence followed this remarkable .stateme.n;c. 2
E Nomad had gone through all those m.otxf)ns with 1r1.~.
| six-shooter and the weapon had barked in its c;llsto;mog
| manner, why was it he had any doubts as to the sho

i
|
|
|

- i faugh, “you've
| “Nick” said Wild Bill, with a low laugh, yn_
S ey’ i
\ been grazing on a bunch of loco-weed. You're ta.\mgl'.
g b
Y AIt around an established fact. If you pulled the trigge
| and the gun went off, then it’s a cinch you shot at some
| thing.” e
“‘K“xrv et ain’t no cinch,” gulped Nomad, staring up
| the qlol;e and to the right in the direction of the bus}les
| where he had seen the whiskizoo, “I'm some muggims,
| ' 7 me
| ain’t T, when et comes ter gun-play? Ye, never scenf Cb
| fire at er mark when et wasn’t no more’n a dO.ZEI'I : et
from ther open end o’ my hardware without hittin" et
did ye? Say!” :
He pulled one sleeve across his damp forchead and
stared earnestly at his pards. : : . :
“When it comes to pistol-practise, Nick,” .sald Wllld
Bill, “I don’t know as I ever saw you go wide of the
bull’s-eye.” : -
“YWhat has your marksmanship got to do with it,
pard?” inquired the scout.

@
¢
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“On’y jest thet thar was er spell on me,” was the
trapper’s lugubrious response, “thet’s all. T thort I fired'
at somrethin’, but as I didn’t hit nothin® I’'m sorter opinin’
I didn’t do no shootin’ arter all. Consarn ther pizen
luck, anways. Amigos;” he added solemmnly, “T reckon

I got em.”

“Got what? demanded Buffalo Bill.

“The ha'nts, an” I got ’em bad. T shouldm’t wonder
ef this hyar *u’d be my finish. Wild Bill, ye kin hev my
two poppers, Saucy Susan an’ Scoldin’ Sairy, an’ Tke-
wise my hoss, Hide-rack. Cache me some’rs north o’
ther Red——" y

Buffalo Bill stepped forward, caught the trapper by
the shoulders, and gave him a shake that made his teeth
rattle like castanets,

“Stop your blatting,” said he; “that’s enough in that
strain, Nick.”

“By gorry, that’s right,” chimed in Wild Bill. “I
would’t take your hardware on a bet, Nick. When a
respectable six-shooter goes off with a noise Fike a real
gun, but fails to throw metal or do damage, 20 one can
unload it onto me. That’s flat. As for Hide-tack, 1've
always thought that brute was a lixury—so much of
a luxury that T wouldn’t pamper myself with him.”

“Who were you shooting at, Nick?” asked the scout
briskly.

“Waal,” answered the trapper, “I thort I turned loose
at Lon Starkey, o’ Red Tail—" ,

“Starkey I” exclaimed Wild Bill. |

“Nonsense!” added the scout. “Why, Lon Starkey
was drowned in the waters of Navajo Creek. You know
that, Nick, just as well as the rest of us.”

“Shore he was drowned in ther Navajo,” returned No-
mad. “Didn't [ cee et with my own eyes?”
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«Then,” went on the puzzled scout, “what do you
mean by saying that you shot at him?”

«Thet’s ther plain truth, so help me I” averred the
trapper, with much earnestness. “While I was on gyard,
Lon Starkey’s face, all picked out in fire, floated over
ther tops o’ some bushes. Thet’s all thar was o’ Starkey,
jest his head. Waugh, but et was orfull 1 was al%
goose-flesh ter oncet. I tried ter yell, but I couldn’t, an
I tried ter run, but I couldn’t do thet, nuther. Yet thar
was Starkey’s head, makin’ faces at me an’ gibberin’
somethin’ tur’ble. Starkey said he’d come back from ther
hot place ter give us all a warnin’. We got ter turn
back from Fort Sill, he says, an’ ef we don’t, but keep
| right on inter’ ther Comanche kentry, we’ll all git th.er.
kibosh. He groaned fearful, Starkey did; them hair-
raisin’ groans thet make ye wisht ye was any place else
except whar ye kin hear ’em. Pards, what I seen was
| er whiskizoo! Ole Nomad hes got ther ha’nts an’ they're
' pushin’ him straight fer ther One-way Trail. As nigh
. as I kin figger et, I put three bullets through thet blazin’

' face, but et on’y laughed at me an’ went out.” -

Nomad told all this in tones of the utmost conviction.
There was no doubting his sincerity. Cayuse was im-
pressed, but endeavored not to show it; the Apaches also
were impressed, and apparently didn’t care who knew it.
By a common impulse, Yuppah, Chappo, and Pedro
drifted closer to each other and stared about them with.1
glimmering eyes.

“A very nice fairy-story, Nick,” remarked Wild Bill,i
with an uneasy glance at the king of scouts and then af ~l
the Apaches.

“Nomad ate too much supper,” laughed Buffaio Bill.
“That plum-duff has got him to seeing things a% night.

LThe fact that he fired three shots without bagging any.

L

!

e
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game proves clearly that his imaginati
agin .
he really saw any gination was at work, If

one, then it was s ievi :
: ome thievish night-
prowler, with an eye on the horses or some of %
truck.” et

The scout was doing his best to counteract the effect

of Nom‘ad’s yarn on the superstitious Indians, The
xzreztplz:;x;]te;)ftzr\lythding 51.xpernat11ral was enough ;0 heag
vard panic, 7 i

@mmand of himself t11)1a11 hadcti}euf:p:?hdesa bllllttﬂ:. l;nlo're

in spc.)oks had been bred in him and he w;s o

to (illlte get away from it, neVer.able
“I'm tellin’ ye et was er whiskizoo.” insi

;Sra;)npfzr absently, “an’ thet I got ther };a’n?s.ISt;Z(l’f :111]; 1?1'(:,

o yways va.llybl? ter you ombrays, ye’ll immejitly take
ler ba::k trail an’ cut ther Comanche kentry an’ Fort

Sill off.n our map. Fer us ter go on means thet Tll |

shore git ther kibosh, an’ mebbyso ther hull passel o’ us :

Let’s saddle u ’]
b p and p’int fer ther south. What d’ye;’
; Th]e king o.f scouts and the Laramie man were as- ‘
p(;xrm(ﬁi at th(]lshsuggestion on the part of the old trap- |
per. proved how completely Nick No '
S pletely Nick Nomad had become |
We're u1-1der orders, Nick,” said Buffalo Bill, “to:
prlo.cec:d to Sill, and to Sill we’re going, whiskizoos or no
l;nonsl?zoos.h If you feel that your health demands that |
you race the other way, then turn and ri ’
st 5 ride, : You can
: ,I ain’t no hired man, but er pard,” averred Nomad,
Tan ef_I’kam t per'suade ye ter go south with me, then !
Bm goxr,l north with you, an’ no two ways erbout et. ;
Tut don .t plant me south o’ ther Red, whatever happens. ,
m honin f.er ther Platte, when my light goes out, s
81t me as nigh ther ole stream as what ye kin.”

|
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3

ing the s ake an inyesti-
3i 5 ting the slope tom
ffalo Bill was mounting the ¢ 5 e
f’cl)ln of the bushes where the uappufrolua
ati s i
géen L dld le})lfOLHr?\c\(; the Laramie man,
“Nick’s plumb stampeded, serv : : e
limand 1the scout mounted steadily tow ard the
as
e i 4
tthLj\Et't so we can keep the reds from being stampeded,
e ‘that’ for.”
0, sai “that’s all I care =
” said the scout, "t ate 5
tO?‘,\\’Imt do vou think of that hair-raising yarn e
“Why, if Nick really saw Starkey,, then it sd N
that th'e, man from Red Tail was1.1t dr'owrxteO Mo
I\za ajo. He's up to his tricks, and is trymng
‘axv ' ~e »
aw'a.y from his new stamping-grounds. g
“That’s the way I size it up, Pard Coc;. Pk
think it possible that Lon Starkey escape
Tavai .7y ; ‘ : that
1\'%}3‘]0 more can 1; but then we mustnt foxg:tan"ed
S *1-(33- is a very slippery person. He has bee;l ‘Ilv bit's
Ffar\ t}imes and got away each time; SO pr(; )aicz3 g
torte(’io be ;\ionderc;d at if he has been drowned ot
n ed :
ow bobs u ain. g
no‘\‘vlfb thbat's%) tige case,” declared Wild Bxll,‘ tltlge a
a cinch Starkey is up to some la\vle5511e§>tnnfere &
manche count1'\" and doesn’t want. us tofeu;rcszrof Ao
i : the superstitious 5
him. He's playing on : - oA
of our outfit in the hope of turning us bacll{. B .
Wild Bill was interrupted by a l}o ow,SOLmd e
oroan. Tn weird crescendo it swelled into a o
gchoed and reechoed through the camp, so lu.ncucfht b
even the two matter-of-fact pards were Drought -
halt. ’ / ” 3
The scout and the Laramx? man were ?I(?S et
bushes where Nomad had raised the svpcctel, g
groan apparently came from their depths.

to the
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“Anyhow,” said Wild Bill, “it makes 2 pretty gcood
noise like a ghost. Let’s jump into the chaparral and
see what the thing looks Tike.”

Revolvers in hand, the pards flung themselves into the
thicket. Hardly had they thrashed into the brush when

frightened yells went up from the Apaches at the foot
of the slope. Buffalo Bill and Wild Bill whirled around,
Something was moving away from them along the
top of the “hog—back"—something which, at first, looked
like a mere blur of light. As they gazed, the blur re-
solved itself into the arms and trunk of a man,
was no head and no feet visible.
“We'll lay this ghost, anyhow,” breathed the scout.
Simultaneously his revolver and Wild Bill’s cracked.
The target was a good one and the range easy; never-
theless, to: the astonishment of hoth pards, the headless
and legless body continued its gliding across the “hog-
back,” giving a mocking laugh as it went.
Wild Bill s
of scouts star
the scout h

There

aid things under his breath, and the king
ted after the supposed apparition. Before
ad taken a dozen steps, however, the glow

vanished like a flame smothered by
the same moment there came a sound of galloping,
diminishing rapidly in the distance,
“What’s that?” shouted Buffalo Bill.
“The Apaches!” flung back Wild Bill;
have gone on the hike.” -
Shouting to the fleeing Indians
the scout swery
the “hog-back.
Buffalo Bill and

a wet blanket. At

“the pesky reds

at the top of his voic‘e,
ed to the left and ran déwn the side of

Wild Bill reached the boulder where
they had left Nomad and the Indians at about the same

time. " Nomad was still there, but Cayuse, as well as
Wie Apaches, had vanished.

ST
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reds, pards,” croaked Nomad
plumb out o’ their wits, an’ I
s side o’ Mexico. Waught
feelin’ I got, erbout now.”
Nick?” asked the

“No use yellin’ fer them
dismally ; “they’re skeered
don’t reckon they’ll pull up thi
Et's er blame’ uncomfortable

“Did you see those reds hike out,

scout.

“Shore.”
he scout im-

“Why didn’t you stop them?” demanded t

patiently.

“Snarlin’ painters! Why,
tried ter stop so many thunder
their teeth, them reds did.
heart ter try an’ stop ‘em.

I couldn’t ride with 'em myself.”
«] wouldn’t have thought Little Cayuse would climb

his horse and leave us like this,” muttered Wild Bill.

“He allowed he'd trail arter ther *Paches an’ bring "em
back,” explained Nomad, “but et was easy ter see he
was mighty anxious ter git erway. Now, you ombrays
hev seen thet whiskizoo yerselves, an’ T reckon ye won't
keep on layin’ et ter my imagination. Ye tried ter put
er bullet inter et, too, an’ yore lead wouldn’t work any
more'n mine did. Changed yer minds erbout saddlin’
up an’ ridin’ south?”

“Changed nothing!” growled the Laramie man; “we'll
sift this business to the bottom, if it takes a leg. Eh,
Pard Cody?”

“We will that, Hickok,” answered the scout grimly.
«Watch the rest of the horses, Nick,” he added. “Come
on, Hickok, and we’ll investigate the top of the ‘hog-
back.””

“Hyar!” palpitated the old trapper, in a flurry. “One
o’ ye stay with me. Think I want ter be left all by my
lonesome in a ha'nted place like this?”

Buffler, I might es well hev
bolts. They had the bit in
Besides, I didn’t hev no
I was on’y frettin’ bekase

i
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But the scout and
the Larami i
t : : e man paid
tl}:: :;;pg;r ; frar}txc request; instead, t.'h[;yl prrtl:::esgizll :0
he “rise” and went over i -
ons\;nc,lut})] the other, They found ;olt;itxilg e
= ane lawe”to wait till daylight before we can pick
Y clues,” announced Buffalo Bill, halti -
e , halting for a

“W .
pline arkey is really ali ;
gaﬁ;b’le that he’s covering his tracks as clzver;;e;sv?v: ag
; ?

SCarts rather foolish of him, though, to think h

! ;I us. The whole thing is a mystery, anyhow ”e o5
o ‘er::d saw the face of the spook,” went or-1 Wild

: we saw the trunk and arms. I must say pard‘

that what we saw of
the ? g
Starkey, of Red Tail” ghost” looked mightily like Lon

Stai\klz liefa l{:xactly: Hickok. We'’re dealing with Lon
iy wg,had ed ’Faxl—the real, flesh-and-blood schemer
the Navajo e:;[;erlxences with in Red Hand Valley aud or;
; . He has crossed trails with us in this (ei
fask&cfm for some underhand purpose of h?:(;:;l}: e
€« 1] » . = z .
Pard E o’d mulsed .leld Bill, “if he’s flesh and blood
i barkei—r’ ;’V 1)” didn’t we get him when we let go witli
ihiies ; i I.ll take my solemn ocath I put a bulles
may bear : ciimldd(lieloff Fhat Wwes ookugrstcins
armed life, but ’ |
turn a lead slug at that rarlllgfel»,don t savvy how he could
uIy =N o
e t:; positive my bullet went straight to the mark, too,”
laugh 1:1 scout, puzzled. “That was a ﬁesh—and:blogd'
under,s t hough, Starkey threw back at us. It’s easy to
fritias :n]cbl hO\’av he could fix himself up for this ghost
failt » but I'm over my head in trying to-explain the
re of those bullets to do any damage.”

l
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: fat’s callin
rmow the nature of the work that’s calling
ji R ed' Hick aking another tack:
to Fart Sill?” queried’ Hickok, t’a g : pprd
i T haver't the least notiow wiat’s wanted ot us,
4T l_a_v
e he scout’ e L
S“‘C‘;"ig get z yellow-boy against a Chink w ash txld‘\c}: b
2 T, S0 5 .
% Bas something to do with lawless work i ::;];‘ead e
ISttarl'ev is interested. That’s why he wants
ey
Baci.”™ '. i
“Viihatever lis: ganie ) :
key is looking out’ for number ane. If lre——
e e ows below
I\?:ri:;d’s. vaice: came: out of the moon—shgd?\\\ st e
Tl : vas a shake in the veice and ather mdica
‘here was a: S :
ini ionship.
, pining for companions
? 1‘3‘1“ hg-{ is it, Nick#’ called the scout. : i
‘\Iljz a"ft?d ailythin"”” Nomad’s: vaeice \']vas ge
Sy ' i the slope.
1d be seen coming up
']Olfdir” andﬂ?& ;ouNiCk ] ;
‘ 5 Wh i ivide their-
“I’GZE ye won"t. Whiskizoos: aire able ter (h;f;(cls :,11 5
sel-vies ui) so’st they kin be in half a dozen Il)elts 238
thér same time, ef they wants ter: ﬂrl;i,]e]}./h;]move P
inter another, an’ they k
ne spot ter melt inter a ‘ ' ; oy
%anagy ter Mexico in ther time e’r.l tallesn;t:i Ezter thg'u-
s hyar his ‘hog-hack’™ may ‘
The one as was hyar on this hog Moy e
Thed'orlniles off By now. Movin’ so quick like t,lllci’ e:"i,
:;il:;’f got time t61: leave no trail. Consckfntly, what ¥
s 8T
a-lookin’ fer is' somethin” ye kal‘n t find.
“P’m not up on whiskizoos like you ar
. 4 ‘e
Wild Bill, with meck gravity, but it stlrlthcn ? e
we hang out here until broad day; anc tett, b
sun to help us, Tocate ‘signs” of our ghostly :n?:t; =y
will prove that lie wasn’t a whiskizoo, \j\ront it
The old trapper pondered the que"s:m?.then s
“Ft mout,” he answered finally, “an

ick mble Star-
s, Hickolk, yow car gamble

re, Nick,” Saifj
kes me that ‘f
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mowtn't. Whiskizeos ikin leave signs ef they wants to—
they’re jplumb cunnin’ din fookn’ humans ‘thetaway.”

“Once and for al, Nick.” put in the scout a litile
sterrily, “‘get this ghest fadlishness out of your thead,
We're not dealing with one of your whiskizeos, but with
the real Lon Starkey. He’s warking seme game in the
Comanche country and wants 4o keep ms away.”

Nomad muttered a Protest -and went #to the rock over
which he had stumbled a while before. (Getting down on
his hands and knees, e ‘began groping about in an en-
deavor to find the six-shooter which he had dropped just
before he and Wild Bill went tolling down the slope.
A few moements later he Found something—but it avas
not the six-shooter. The scout znd the Laramie. man
saw thim srise up From his kmees, and they corld hear
him talking to himself as he bent his head to examine
the @hject he had picked up.

“Found your gun, Nick?” called Wild Bill.

“Nary T hevn't” was the answer; “

et’s er howie, as
nigh -as T kin make out.”

“One of ours,” queried fhe scout, “‘or a skinning-knife
belonging to one of our reds?
For

the scout and the Laramie man.

answer, Nomad turned and came back toward

“Look et over fer yerself, Buffler,” said he. “I don't
reckon thet sticker ever hung from er belt belongin’ ter
our outfit,”

“Strike .a match, Hickek,” said the scout, taking the
knife,

Under the flickering taper fhe knife proved to be a
double-edged, bone-hanlled bowie. The steel-euard
where the hlade entered the handle held a small steel
ting, A murderous weapon, truly. A hand, gripping the
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| hilt, could thrust a finger through the ring and steady]
‘:the\veapon for a plunge, and a twist in the wound.
' «A Price knife!” exclaimed the scout.

“Right,” agreed Wild Bill, “and one of the deadliest
Price ever made. Costs money, too, and ought to be
branded with the owner’s name.” THE COURIER FROM THE moge

“t is,” continued the scout, examining the handle by !
the last gleam of the match. “Here are the initials, ‘L.
S.. burned into the bone.”

«q.. S.” murmured Hickok, tossing away the

|
|
i‘

CHAPTER XX,

In a hostile country it is alway
stranger as an enemy until he has [;1'
The]dscout had no idea who the man on the shod hors
burned match; “by gorry, pard! That stands for Lo# Igigachbel; HC e ma_\kiﬂg o e a::
Starkey, if I know anything about it.” a camp i? Mg e

=i Lo e it Nomad’f friendp Thwas a fair presumption that he came as a
whiskizoo moved along the ‘hog-back’ that last time & strai I'1tf : Cr‘e‘scendo et b o
came this way and dropped -the knife.” The scout mie rgl;a el O el
S sy ind Sropoel (0 AL ‘hink. o6 e alln Qosted themselves in the chaparral and watched
il on 1 g s ii; comeg. oping blot untangle itself from the shadows and
dat, Nick?’ be sdhed.  “Heres e ‘ nto clearer prominence in the moonlight,

. . “A“\ 7 1 124 re &
Probably Nomad could have explained this in some : swattie " muttered Wild Bill.

: “He | it,” 7
elaborate fashion to support his argument as to the in- Even O'ORSIH, faint eTEd s
n that faint light it was not difficult to detect

truder being a real, original whiskizoo—but he had }1ot 8 toilitace
the chance. Just then a beat of hoofs was heard, coming the hors y erectness and bearing in the rider. When
toward the point formed by the junction of the Wichita their Iaemar:{ had come close, the pards stepped out from
B0 Rlvers b grac‘:no cox;cealment, the moonbeams glittering on
~ “Our Injuns aire trailin’ back !” exclaimed Nomad. “Halt P” Irevo vers.
| “Hardly,” said Wild Bill. “There’s only one horse s vouri) shouted Buffalo Bill. “Stand while you tell
coming this way, so it can’t be our stampeded reds.” Sigr-liﬁc l;smess here. We have you covered,” he added
“And the horse is shod,” added Buffalo Bill, his quick T 1o L
ear catching the ring of iron shoes. “That means that e doohmg for Buﬁ’?lo Bill, the government scout,”
the rider is none of our allies. Watch the horses, No- “Thei tbe man, _d’fawmg quick rein,

mad. Hickok, this way!” : looking f,o );'gorr)'! tu.ned” up Wild Bill, “you’re not

Thrusting the bowie quickly into his belt, the king of B ‘T reck i Zm,but at him.
scouts started forward to intercept the lone horsemark iy t(;:::eot}ll d Iat"d on Cody somewhere about here,”
Wild Bill hastened after him. off o ¢f er. “I met up with an outfit of hunters,
€ south, and they said you had headed for the

R i

s safer to treat a
oven his intentions,

-~
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iunction of the Wichita and the Red for your night’s

camp.”
“Who are you?” demanded the
“I jeutenant Craig, from Fort
with instructions for Scout Cody.” :
“Come closer,” commanded the scout. “You'll excuse
like until we make sure of yau.
ight that impel

scout.
Sill, a special courier

us if we continue war
There have been deings in this camp to-1
us te be cautious.”

The scout and the Laramie
Craig, of K Troep: They were
from the sqund of his veice, but Lon
tricks up. his versatile sleeve and the p

man both. knew Lieutenant
fairly sure of his identity
Starkey had many
ards were taking

no. chanees:
With a laugh the courier spurred em, and: drew rem

ance mere hetween: the scout and: his pard. Qune close
look at the lieutenant was all either of the pards needed.

“Howdy, Craig!” exclaimed the scout. “Get down and

turn out your horse. Our animals are over the ridge on

the bank of the Red.”
“yes” ehuckled Wild Bilf, “get dowm, Craig, and take
a look at eur speok eamp.”
“Spook camp?” echoed the puzzled trooper,
the ground.
“Why,” explained Wild Bill, “we’ve had a ghost witl
us to-night, which is the reason we're stirring around. at
a time when your regulation camper would be snatching
his forty winks. Our reds have caught a paniC and
stampeded—only Pard €ody, Nick Nomad, and [ are
Teft.”
These words had a queer effect on Cra
clamation: escaped bhis lips.
“Hew many Indians did yeu ha

sliding t@

ig, An sz

ve, Cody?"” he asked. '
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! .
2 Our Piute pard, Little Caynse,”
a?d our three Apache trailers.” ,
"All four skipped out?” g
‘The three Apaches tonl:

l'e_plied tjif S'C‘Ouf,, %

Ca‘?';s.e ]Cha-SCd itftux" them to .{;rii?ihf;n fi::kaf}d -
feuozs _Czﬁxtgi !)c‘xmlltlered Craig. “I dont t.hink you
A <3 m‘(}htg‘t t1e1>n back to-night—naer for a m‘)c;d
s ights usless you get busy.” §
“H\?ats now the turn of the pards to be astonished.
ow do you figure that out, Craig?” ask;d]eBuffalo

Bill.

“About i
Kz OE;Ilt::Tr ago, \:'hlle I was riding this way from
Crttodens .lumer;?, went on the lieutenant, I came
amal, Imyoi rum.lmg head on into a buncvh of ‘Co-
=il n;i.ss mcco( g’lull mto the scrub just in time to let
s .V.ﬂ 1e place where they passed was a
e COUId.n ; 1b1 t%u: moonbeams bright in the bottom
e B ¢ seen, bat I could peer out throuch
S r::e-e ;he reds plain enough. They h:d
FeRhan hm;()l_;,sonc‘rs—f}paches, I judged, from their
T wa; s )a[-x}(ls. When they got out of sight, and
e o s l;:l?ii <ing ready to leawe the scrub,; a little
e 2 calico cayuse came along. Thinking ‘that
il ‘nbul with the main party, I wai il Te
A Y, 4 waited until he had
“Here’ p
5 llhce; ;e (g;rof! muttered the scomt. “Our trailers,
g rgm our camp here, got out of the firy-
N i ttzl re. The Comanches were laying for
o Cm} 1;111 in. They were the three prisoners
riia (;n thxg, 'eyond a doubt; and the little Indian
A e calico cayuse, must have b i
b e g : een the Piute
S traaling the Comanches .in order to do what

he coull for
R or the Apaches. What do you think .of this,




.

-

' The Courier from the Fort.

i ill, “It means delay
A8 » answered Wild Bill.
i T(t)tl;gz tlc‘;ctk};e fort—and you had hurry-up orders for
in ge I
there, didn’t you?

‘“ » . - :
;(esr.n bringing fresh instructions, spoke up Craig,
" a

i i his
i dle and leaning against
ino an arm over his sad Jeas -t
thri‘:mgucolonel McCaffery thought it wxsektge?(z:r\ee =
horLt you and give you an idea of your wor e s
gl;: ix}lto the Comanche country. Tlllatyozxot:ill be aikel
. he rascals
may be known; and t o
i:)nct:::trure ;na}’ lay for you north of the EI;ﬁl’:ld, \;;r P
idea of wiping you out before you get to S1 d e
; son the colonel told me to ride south a7n e
T‘;; with the details of the work he wants )c‘)‘l\lNhat’s ia
. “That was thoughtful,” said the scout.
raig?”’ e
W()‘f};,hg Cfmanches haven’t exz;i:tly gt?zin;nu;b:rouble
: sti
ome one is among erfl : d
pa:lh’ :;(;liflg fire-water. If the whisky traffic 151.) lstC;PP;nv.
?;1] cphances are the Comanches will get peacead eoutg ye
Tﬁat’s the line, Cody, the colonel has chalke
> erva-
yogIs the trouble confined to any one part of the res
. 7 2 = . .t
tlO‘I‘l'l-‘he most of it is between here and Sill, in the vicii y
Cache Creek.” . ? o
of “Any idea who’s causing it? hSOI’;? k‘;’h;guggﬁng-"
; in the whis
half-breed must be m,lxed up 1n ks ke Tone
|  “That’s the colonel’s notion. e
key’s work; but Starkey was dro.wned in R
it must be some one else who is cutting hi
»
ing to Starkey’s pattern. : ‘ o
CO‘:%;% gorry!” growled Wild Bill. “I reckon
: »
_opened up a pay-streak, Pard Cody.

« -—
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“Well,” said the scout, “

says makes it easier for u
manifestations,

certainly what the lieutenant
S to understand these spook
Craig, did you see a white man with

those Comanches ?”

But what do you fellers mean by all this spook

“No.
talk ?”

Buffalo Bill told him, beginning with Nomad’
ence and finishing with his own and Wild Bill’s,

“Hickok and 1,” the scout finished, “had already made
up our minds that Lon Starkey was playing the ghostly
pranks; now, from what you tell us, Craig, I am sure he
is the fellow we have to deal with.”

“Then he wasn’t drowned in the Navajo, after all?”
queried the lieutenant.

“I and my pards have been under the impression that
he was, but our experiences here to-night prove the
contrary. It is Starkey who is selling whisky to the
Comanches, He married a Comanche squaw, you know,
and that fact gives him considerable influence among
them. Starkey’s the fellow we must get.”

“And when we get him next time,” muttered Wild
Bill, “we’ll have to do it in such a way that there’ll be
no mistake.”

“There’s no doubt in my mind,” pursued the scout,
“but that Starkey was with that gang of Comanches that
captured the trailers, Probably he was wrapped in a
blanket and Craig couldn’t tell him from the reds. If we
want to lay Starkey by the heels in short order, our cue
% to follow the Comanches.” i

“My orders,” said Craig, “are to stay with you, Cody,
and give you what help I can. I have bushwhacked
through this Comanche country for three years and
know it by heart.” |

“Glad to have you with us, Craig. Hickok and I know,

S experi-
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the country Tairly well, but probably not half as well as
you do. How many reds were in the party?”

“Seven or eight.”

“Not many, Pard Cody,” spoke up Wild Bill. “If
they ‘had been strong enough, the gang would have tried
to sponge us out, there on the ‘hog-back,” and Starkey
would not have tried this hand at that spook racket.”

“If you're going to follow the redskins, Cody,” said
Craig, “there’s Titfle time to lose.”

“We'll have daylight in about four hours,” said the
scout, “and your horse, Craig, can stand a rest. We'll
wait for morning to hit the trail.”

“That will give the gang a good, long start of us,”
complained the lieutenant. “It strikes me we ought to
start at once. My horse is pretty well fagged, but it
will be better For us to nurse him along and itravel slow
rather than not to be traveling at all.”

“Under ordinary circumstances that advice would be
good, but you're overlooking the fact that Little Cayuse
is trailing after the Comanches. He'll continue to' track
them and contrive in some way to keep us informed. In
fact, he may return here before sunup. It will 'be better
for us to wait.” ‘

The scout’s word decided the matter. The pards led
the Tieutenant to théir camp, explained matters to No-
mad, and the trooper’s mount was tethered with the rest
of the horses.

There was accumuilating proof that the supposed ghost
was the real, live, flesh-and-blood Starkey, but the old
trapper conned the evidence with mental reservations.
If Starkey wasn’'t a specter, how had he been able
to dodge the bullets that ‘had been fired at him?

Nomad slept little during the remainder of that night.
A strict watch of fhe camp was kept, but nothing un=

———— =

. O e 4
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usual happened. Fate, a

o ; ate, apparently, thought ¢

his pards had had enough of the :unus iR
and was leaying them in peace

Litt] § 5 i
€ CZI\ use did net return, bllt the scout was con
S ! <

fid /
(;\11t they would hear from him before long
A o :
At daybreak there was a hasty =
bags, followed by a quick .

tgl'll.(lie(l by Craigf Buffalo Bill, Wild Bill and’ Nomad
ratled off toward thie south; i the direction of the: coulée

e lieute
W}ICI > th ] € lt ]laﬂt had seen t]le (:Olllallcllles an ‘llelx
F.)]‘]\‘O]‘““rs I d

ual for one night,

raid: en the provisione
saddling of horses; then,




CHAPTER XXI.
LITTLE CAYUSE'S LONE TRAIL.

As has already been stated, Little Cayuse had been
born into a certain amount of superstition. He had

passed his earlier years among red kinsmen, who be-
lieved in all sorts of spirits, good, bad, and indifferent.
It was inevitable, therefore, that he should believe in
the supernatural. Companionship with Buffalo Bill had
done much to eliminate the worst Piute traits in his
make-up, but there were some that would remain with

him always, no matter if he lived a hundred years and
passed his whole life among white people.

Cayuse was such a great admirer of the scout that
he tried in every way to pattern after him. The scout
did not believe in good spirits or bad demons, or any
other brand of spooks. So Cayuse tried not to, but
the Piute blood fought against the effort. The best
he could do, if there was a hint of prowling spirits in
his vicinity, was to screw up his courage to the sticking=
place and defy the evil ones to do their worst.

He and the Apaches listened to Nomad’s fearful ac-
count of the flaming face in the bushes. Cayuse’s heart
had at once begun to pound, and he and the Apaches
had gathered in a compact group, as though for mutual
protection. But Cayuse had been made chief of the
three red trailers by Buffalo Bill, and the little Piute con-
sidered himself responsible for their behavior. So, while
he was inwardly quaking himself, he was doing his

utmost to keep a bold front and prevent the Apaches
from making a break.

S
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Up to the time the spook n i
the Piute succeeded faPi):ly w:e:lil(.le lﬂt{;;;;;ndcé}llzpearance’
Pedro wer'e restless, and the attitude of o’ld NOI:E:;I an
?ot ser’\,fe in the least to reassure them; but when tlie
fh}OSt,“ minus ht,zad and legs, glimmered along the crest
o t1<? hog-back,” the Apaches found themselves loaded
up w1Fh.more worry than they could stand :
W hlrllr?g away, they scampered for. their 1;onies Littl
Cayuse did not witness their departure, having hi.s aw ;
glance up the slope, and being entirely wrapped u ?
the manifestation taking place at the top of the “riieg
When the scout and the Laramie man fired, and tl;
spook ‘replied with a scornful laugh, Cayuse’s h’eart wen:
down into his moccasins and he turned toward the place
where the Apaches had been standing. He could not
see them, a.nd Nomad told him they had jumped the
;a?np. Calhr.lg back that he would chase after them and
ring th.em in, Cayuse rushed to the horse-herd, cut
out Navi, his pinto, and dug for the south as th’ough
the fiend were after him. Probably he had never put
so much enthusiasm into a pursuit of his runaway braves
before. His scalp-lock was standing on end, and his
heels drummed a wild tattoo against Navi’s ribs.
Fortunately for him, his ardor cooled considerably be-
.fore he was a mile from the camp; cooled just in time
in fact, to keep him from dashing pell-mell into a crowd’
of dusky forms that were gathered in a compact group

“on the bank of the Wichita. The forms were busy about

something, and as they were in a sort of natural clear-

, Ing ﬂn‘50r}g the timber, Cayuse could see them with
~some distinctness.

.T.he boy pulled rein and watched. The tangled mass
distintegrated, resolving itself into feathered heads and

half-nude bodies.
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“Comanches!” ithought the boy, and, as wsual in
amatters ©of the kind, this surmise was the correct one.

Under Cayuse’s startled seyes tthe Comanche.s leaped
to ‘the backs ©of their jponies, which were standing mear,
and rode at speed toward the south. ‘.’Dhey. shz?.d -three
prisoners who wore mo feathers in their thair, ‘but had
there black locks ‘hound down -with .hea(IAb?nds. :

“Apaches!” whispered iLittle Cayu.-se. ‘Ugh?! Yup-
pah, Chappo, Pedro make um big mistake. Cemanches
ketch nm.” : .

These aiscoveries threw ithe hoy mto a qu?mdzn'y.
Shonld he follow the Comanches and #heir prisoners,
or <hould he weturn #o the tamp and ‘tell Pa<e-has-ka
awhat thad thappened:?

The Piute wa: a self-reliant youngster, anc‘l, can-
sittering Mimself responsible for the -welfare -£3f this men,
he «lecided o trail after the captors amd their captives.
While e awas going back to tell PaAe-h.&s—ka about xtll';le
capture, the (Comanches would he @etting out of the
way. Besifles, just at that time Little Cayuse really l'fad
,nob.consuming desire 4o weturn to the sposk-iharnied
“hog-back.”

F%llowing fthe (Comanches was easy. Cayuse was .'n(::t
always able o see them, but he managed to 'kegp wifhin
ear=shot of their ponies’ thumping ‘hoofs—and for suc-
cessiul might-trailing, «ears are better than eyes.

A mile farther toward #he south :the Comanches left -

the ttimbered bank of ‘the ‘Wichita -and struck across an
open ‘stretch, where ‘the boy was much put to at 1o hide
his shadowing. However, he proved equal to the emer-
gency. Although the Comanches looked often alo}lg
their back track, they wvere mever able to apprehend .the
salitany little Pntte, hovering won their. rea}‘ an.d talcu}g
advantage of every scrap of shadow lying in his course.

{
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Tt was a lone trail' for Little Cayuse; But that very fact,
it may be, spelled’ his success: Two trailers can Hide
more” securely: than tliree; and® hunting alonme has- ad:
vantages over hunting in pairs.

At the farthier side of the open stretch there: opened
the mouth of a shallow coulée. Tnto this the Apacties
were taken DBy their captors, and Cayuse Breathed' more
freely when he had gained the cover of box-elder and
manzanita which grew sparsely in tle swale.

From end to end, it may be, that coulée measured
three miles. At the lower end’ the Comanches pitched
hasty camp by a spring, and' Cayuse drew off into a
comfortable position and" dismounted' to watch:

If it seemed to him that the Comanclies were to remain
in their present position for a few Hours, the Bey- had
thoughts of a swift return to the “hog=back’™ with: his
news. Then' Pa-e-has-Ra; Wild' Bill, and Nomad' could
make a quick ride and an equally quick descent' on: the
Comanchie camp, scattering the warriors and' rescuing
the trailers.

While the hostile Braves were putting out their ponies,
Cayuse pulled' his riding-thong sharply around Navi's
nose, in order to prevent a telltale whinney. From ex-
perience Cayuse knew that ponies will exchange greetings
in that manner at the most inopportune tinres.

The moonbeams trailed brightly intor the hottom of
the coulée, and from his pesition Cayuse lhad a good
view of the spring and the Comaneche camp: He counted
severr warriors besides the three prisoners. No fire was
lighted, and' the: Comanches appeared wary and' appre-
hensive. Cayuse gathered' the idea that the Indians did
not intend remaining long in their present quarters;
consequently, he decided that he would not make ar run
for the “hog-back.” e would follow again' when the
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Comanches resumed their march, and endeavor to dis-
cover where their permanent rendezvous was located.
After that he would go hunting for Pa-e-has-ka, well
assured that he could give him information of value.

The ponies of the hostile warriors were picketed very
close to the camp, and presently the warriors themselves
were all crouched together in a circle about the bound
Apaches.

Two or three hours passed, and the first faint stream-
ers of dawn quivered above the eastern edge of the
coulée. The Comanches gave no sign of breaking camp,
and Cayuse resolved to creep closer and see if he could
pick up any information from the mumbling talk that
floated toward him.

Hitching Navi to a small tree, well screened on every
side by brush and scrub, the boy went down on hands
and knees and worked his way, snakelike, in the direction
of the spring.

Shielded by convenient thickets, he came so close to
the Comanches that he could pick a word or two out of
their guttural talk. One of the words, many times re-
peated, was “Pa-so-la-ki.” What did that mean, the
boy asked himself, and why were the.Comanches harping
on it so much?

Cayuse had overheard just enough to be fired with a
curiosity to hear more. He would find out what this
“Pa-so-la-ki” was, if possible. Leaving his position, he
started to crawl nearer.

Then it was that the unexpected happened, so that
it looked, for the fraction of a minute, as though the
boy, instead of helping on the rescue of the Apaches,
was to be held a prisoner with them. With eyes on the
Comanche camp, and intent on getting still closer to it,
Cayuse tried to climb over a Comanche sentry.
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T}.xe sentry gave vent to a blood-curdling yell, shot
to .hIS feet, and made a vicious stah at the Piute ‘:vith
knife. Cayuse dodged the knife. The Comanche’s‘lef:
h'and, however, gripped the elk-tooth necklace that en-
circled the boy’s throat. The necklace was close-fittin
an_d the elk teeth were strung on copper wire Tli‘:
wire was strong, and for about two seconds it.was a

question as to whether Cayuse was t
. o
o be strangled or

.The Piute could hear the Comanches yelling and run-
ning through the brush. If he did anything to get
away, he would have to be quick about it.

' Gasping and choking, he jerked his knife from his
belt and.jabbed at the warrior’s arm, The sentry re-
leased his handful of elk teeth and brought his own
blade around with a whole-arm sweep.

Cayus?, freed of the strangling grip®at his throat
fell to h.xs knees, and the glimmering knife clove the ail:
above his head. The next instant he was bounding like
a deer for the place where he had left Navi.

A 'clat.ter of firearms rang out behind him, bullets
slappxpg nto the bushes or singing murderously- through
th‘e air. His eagle-feather, the pride of his life and
st-lckm.g straight upward from his scalp-lock, jerked in
his hair. It had been touched by a leaden missile, but
that was the nearest any of the bullets came to him. :

Reaching Navi, Cayuse tore him loose from the sap-

lfng, gained his back at a flying leap, and sent him full
tilt down the coulée.

There was some delay on the part of the Comanches
be.fore they could discover just what the trouble was
with their sentry, and begin the pursuit with their ponies,
They had hopes, up to the last moment, of bagging
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Cavuse with: a bullet; as these hopes faded, most ol the

X . ta get their mounts:
br?:/?fhwlr\;;e\g un%ler him,, Little Cayuse felt thaf hi
could laugh at pursuit. Navi cthlq develop a ’L;ur;ttge
speed out of all proportion to his size; and 1.1e 1a :
endurance of one of the “choo-choe” cars which Cayuse

, seen puffing into Denver. . :
ha(\lf"\r’(l)ar;e thzemgunte(? Comanches broke into view behind
him. the Piute had a straightaway lead of an elghtl? of_ a
mile. The boy laughed' aloud, 311(_% sho?k Il}s br()\\?l f;st
at his pursuers. After tlie Indian tashu.m, too, : 1c;
taunted them with being squaws, am{ of trying to m‘r.er
ke the Thunder Bird’ omr slow-crawling turtles: O‘mng
to the distance that' separated” him fronr tie C.OI.H.Z:-
clies lis gibes mever reachied them; l?tlt' the_ mere” VOICT bge
of ‘his contempt filled' the Piute with' a joy not to
s 3 S

me’;i;:dtoo, even though the: Comanches: could: not: hear
his w-ords, they could see his gestures, and the:ﬁ‘e ilolnf
were enough’ to make the pursuers tear at’ their sealp

S

locll';;fore Cayuse came anywhere near the end of'the
coulée the situation. had undergone a very dect'&l.ed
change. Navi, usually as sure-footed as a mgu‘ntam—
goat, had stepped on a loese: stone and. gone sliding to
his knees. The Piute was not unhorsed-—when he orjcz
got. his seat he could have hung to a ftrcak of g’rea:fe
lightning—and he pulled Navi up with a tug 'u 1tl

riding-thong. But the little pinto had ba.rked h'x: shin

and g011e lame, and Cayuse stopped saying thmg% to

the Comanchies and fell to wondering how he could save

his scalp with a crippled horse.

The Cemanches. had been. more than an eighth of 2
mile behind when Navi went down, for Cayuse had
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been steadily increasing his lead, yet the .boy was not

is0 far. away but that the pursuers were able to witness

his {11151121[). and ‘their far-off whoops came unpleasantly
to "his ears.

Jerking Navi to a quick ‘halt, Cay
ground and made a hasty examination
So far as Navi was concerned the in
ous, hut there was no making a getaway on fhe pony.
If the Piute held to his course, 'his pursuers would over-
haul and . capture him, or shoot him off the pinto’s hack,
before he was half-way across the open stretch lying
between the mouth of the coulée and the Wichita,

- What was to be done? .

There was not much time to ponder :this important
question, for the exultant.Comanches were larruping their
horses over the stretch of country separating' them
from their intended victim,

Cayuse looked ahout him. The right-hand hark of
the coulée was a gentle slope, but the left-hand bank
was steep, and, half-way to the top of it, he saw some-
thing that .chained .his attention.

The object looked like a cutout, or a recess in the
wall. The wall, although steep, could be scaled, and if
the niche Cayuse was looking at was deep enough to
shelter him and Navi, then they might take refuge there
and be safe from their enemies for a time, at least, This
was a forlorn hope, but it was the only one Cayuse
had, and forthwith he led Navi across the coulée and
began climbing the precipitous wall.

Realizing the need of haste, the Piute proceeded. as
rapidly as he could. If he was not in the niche by the
time his enemies came abreast of him in the coulée, then
it would be simply a bit of target-practise to pick him
off the rocks.

use leaped to the
of the injured leg.
jury was not seri-




Little Cayuse’s Lone Trail.

There were crumbling stones and treacherous spots
to be passed, but Cayuse picked them all out as he
climbed, avoiding loose footholds unerringly. The din
of the approaching hoofs was loud in his ears as he led
Navi over the edge of a flat shelf and in under a rock
overhang.

The niche was some twelve feet deep by ten broad.
Only in the center of it, where the overhang was highest
from the floor, was there room for Navi. Cayuse left
the pony as far from the edge of the shelf as he could,
then threw himself flat down and crawled out for a look
at his foes.

The Comanches were thirty feet below him. There
were four of them—presumably all that could be spared
from the camp—and two had dismounted and were hur-
' rying on foot toward the base of the wall.

" Cayuse had a revolver. It was a small weapon, buf
serviceable, and as he lay on the shelf he drew it and
_dropped a bullet at the two Comanches on foot by way
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of discouraging them.
The lead took a piece out of one of the Indians’ ears,

and the Comanche flung a hand to the side of his head
and danced yelling across the coulée toward his mounted
companions. The other Indian dodged behind a rock,
poked the muzzle of a repeating rifle over the top of it,
and began firing.

The angle formed by the shelf and the face of the wall
was Cayuse’s protection. In order to reach him the Co-
manche’s bullets would have had to turn a sharp cor-
ner. As it was, the bits of lead simply broke splinters
from the edge of the shelf and flattened harmlessly on
the under side of the overhang. Cayuse had drawn back
into safety, and as the bullets spatted against the rocks
over his head he set up a clamor of defiant yells.

i
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N &
so\’\h};eltl t?e firing ceased, and he thought it safe to d
bu,] i ,(:]O\ (zlx.noti)er look over the edge of the shelf Z
mediately taking away i i
e § away another section of his
“Uﬁ |9!
= th::h. gruntec{ Cayuse, ducking back and mutterin
o h;\‘/,ay]the (,lomanche had fooled him with wha%
S e been the last i i
e shot in the magazine of his
When he looked i
ed again the boy w i
£ ‘ . g Y was more cautious
mhe ]sltuatlon below had changed somewhat. The élc:
; alnc.les had taken their ponies farther up the coul'-
Wne( secured them among the bushes, All the Indiasz
re now on foot and climbing the sloping bank di
across from the niche, o
ﬂ,r?t‘]lflsth:;ove'ﬂ caus]ed Cayuse a lot of hard thinkine
r rifles, the four Comanches had i
1 point on the slope le i i
: vel with the nicl
Jour their bullets into it. R
diS[CI:hmberullg his 'revolver again, the boy attempted to
urage these tactics as he had d i
s s | ad done in the case of
who had tried to climb i
. up to him. H
was successful in hamperi i i ; :
: pering his enemies b i
. . : : s but not in
Wilélsltr;étléethelr ]deilgn(.: The slope was well covered
rs and the Comanches ran f
; ; n irom one stone
0(; zz?othe'r as}they made their ascent. Cayuse caught om:
1em 1n the arm, by a quick
; quick shot, but that
ex}ent of the damage he inflicted, ol
WOLfldw;ls only a matter of time, now, before the boy
i be at the mercy of the Comanches’ long-range
fOurpI 1;.. Squatting comfortably behind boulders, ﬂL‘IC
e Indians cqulq take their leisure putting bullets into
Ifm]che, and incidentally into the boy and his pinto
there had been any loose stones on the shelf Cayuse

, might have constructed a sort of breastwork that would
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have turned’ the bullets. There were no stones; however,
and the little Piute was at' his wits’ end.

But for these Comanche rifles, he thought, he could
have issued boldly from his retreat, rushed’ dewn' into
the coulée, and’ got i a counter-stroke By making off
witht the four ponies. Had he attempted that, howeven,

the rifles would have dropped him before he had fairly

left the shelf.

Feeling that the game W
himself with hiis back to the nich
to‘sing his death-song.

A pang went to his leart with the thought that he was
never again to see Pa-e-has-ka. The evil spirit that had
visited the “hog-back” during the night and had laugtied
at the white men’s bullets, must have come as a bad

The fates had known that Cayuse was soon to
“hog-

as up, Little Cayuse seated
e wall and made ready

omer.
die, and they had sent the flaming shape to the
back” as a warning.

Sping!

A report came from across
hissed into the niche and glanced from'the w
The pony, instinctively scenting danger,

the coulée and: a bullet
all just over

Navi's head.

plunged and stamped.
“We make umr die; little Navi,” said the boy; “all

same Comanche kill um Cayuse, kil um Navi. You n¢
sing' um death-song: You listen. Cayuse sing’ um.”

Bang!

Another Hiss and another spat, this time the bullet
glancing from a protuberance of the wall at Cayuse’s
side and ringing” upen the rocks opposite.

For his deatli-song’ the boy chose the Piute legend
dealing with The Little Red Ant. Tt told how. the little
red ant, descending a hill with one arrow only, faced

the Demon of the Underworldj and; conquered i the
>

Little Cayuse’s Lone Tra‘l'i.l‘.

ﬂLbh we I p
> y ent uncong uer ed mn the Spirit to
4 the HOIlle Ot

As the chant rose, the poppi i
R : : ping rifles i
:zi”t:]ia]‘;: (11:(1;1 fitting accompaniment, aﬁi\:flfosp'agmg
i th: death-snot-kno\.v. It avas the warrior cus%omadty—
e 3 :L;ng -untll d‘e.ath cut it short. So whil?
Yet 'he did not ltelic“zflsnsvaltl'nlg. , :
o, : » ‘and meither did Wavi,
Slwmai;]:l}:(li;:l:\, tlm't, although there ‘was Pf)‘eleg(;;anc:;
- “id; % e vcoulcc, 10 more, bulléts were enterine
. 'PuzZled and wondering, 'he got up and W;ﬁi‘;i

out on th e f
ik A e edgc of the sheélf. What ‘he saw 'bel
m to stare in amazemerit : g

Paieshacsls :
a-e-has-ka was there, and Nomad, and Wild Bill and

a pony-soldier
2 the- . dxcx,lall mounted and c¢harging 'by ‘in pursuit
omanches. Th = u1
. e four Ind . .
horses ; ndrans ‘had o :
ses and were Ricker gained ‘their
S e i

i équllg ‘ﬂn;)ugh the ‘scrub ‘like matl
: ayuse’s death-song ¢t ’
song of victory. ng «ch
“Pa-e-has-ka !”

anged ‘into a

sound of that "famtii]iirbog yellled; and ‘the scout, at the
> T c voice, drew Bea - P ; 4
with a quick ‘e r Paw ‘to a 'halt
and, t SR I :
upward, urned in 'his satldle, and Tooked
“Cayuse!” shout : :
yusel” shouted Buffalo Bill. :
reds wer : 4 il “Was it you the:
S \\”uc shooting at? ‘Come down, ‘boy Where” i
pony? ,'boy. "Where’s your
b“I\"lC‘ LI 5 :
séizing gN?t El,l‘n' 'ﬂung back ‘Cayuse joyfully. And ‘then
§ Navi's bridle-thong, he led ‘the ’limp'ing pinto ot

of the niche and
. o 7 ’ L A o >
o wn ‘toward ‘the scout and ‘those with
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CHAPTER XXIL

THE FLIGHT OF THE COMANCEES,

cried old Nomad, as Little Cayuse came

Ll happen ter crawl inter &

close. ‘“How did ye ever

?7)
ice like thet thar, son! . : : : o=
cre“in;: was trying for a getaway,” put in Wild Bill, lo

i “ is horse
ing Navi over with a critical eye, - and lang.d h;se i
;\%ter that, there was only one thing for Cayu b
and that w’as to find holding-ground and hang on a

ssible.”
as“li%as that it, Cayuse?”
“Ai,” replied the boy.
“Were those reds some O
off our trailers?” :
“All same, Pa-e-has-ka.

& re the Apaches now?” ; :
“\Q;?:fliaz-ka find um at other end coulée. Cayuse find

wm, Comanches chase um. Ugh'. Cayuse ;li‘nil;,als]il;
get’ in hole, think sure him get killed. Then Pa-e
co{l‘l\?\./e got hyar right in ther nick,” opsirvedtholzlogg;
mad. “Them pizen Comanches was roostin’ on jt e
hillside, slammin’ bullets right inter yore hzl}g-:)t ,it %
use, and I no cumtux how et was'they ’1 n,dgbe .
Bu': hyar we aire, an’ hyar you_laxre,,, an’ we
ether ag’in ef we had our tral”ers. =
ter‘gWe’ll gf after the trailers now,” announced the sco
“you'll probably not be able to

. if Navi is lame, but you can
: ;nd we'll wait for you.” The scout turned to th

asked the scout.

{ the Comanches who ran

keep up with us, Cayuse,

shack along in the rear
e lieu-
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tenant. “All ready for a fight or a horse-race, Craig?”
he asked.

“Ready for anything, Cody,” replied the trooper. “Al
man has to be if he rides with you.”

“No pipe-dream about that,” laughed Wild Bill,

{ “Come on, then!”

| With that, Buffalo Bill used his spurs. Carrying a
revolver in each hand, the king of scouts swept along
the coulée, Bear Paw’s hoofs pattering swiftly on the
hard ground. Primed for business, the other three men
plunged onward, a horse’s length behind. Little Cayuse
was doing his best to keep up with the procession, but
in Navi’s crippled condition the pace was far and away
too fast,

The spring and the site of the Comanche camp were
reached in short order, but there were no Indians in
sight.

“Fooled ergin !” bellowed old Nomad, in clamoring dis-
gust. “Sufferin centipedes! What’s become o’ them
varmints? An’ whar’s ther *Paches ?”

“I reckon the whiskizoos must have jerked ’em out
of the way,” grinned Wild Bill. “Those whiskizoos of
yours can work in broad day as well as in the night,
can’t they, Nick ?”

The temptation to have a little fun with the trapper,
now and then, on account of the whiskizoos, was too
much to withstand,

245

l

“Thet’s right,” snorted the old warrior, “rub et in.

When ye’re as old as I be ye’ll know more erbout a hull
lot er things, an’ ye won’t be so quick ter laff an’ show
yer ignorance. Whiskizoos ain’t done with us yit,
Hickok, an’ ye'll find et out afore we're many hours
older.”

“Let 'em come,” laughed Wild Bill, spurring closes

oy il N ;
7

|
|
|

-
e !
\7 e
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to the spring, so that his horse could drink from the
pool just below it; “the more the merrier, Nick.”

Off to the left, on the spot where the Comanches had
been encamped, the scout and the lieutenant were making
a quick survey of the ground.

“They got away from here in a hurry, Cody,” said
Craig, pointing to a couple of wolf-skin war-bags that
had been left behind in the hurry of the flight.

“No doubt about that,” returned the scout, following’
the well-defined pony-tracks with his eyes. “They dashed
through the end of the coulée, taking their prisoners
along.” The scout lifted himself in his stirrups. “This
way, pards!” he called to Nomad and Wild Bill.

At top speed the chase was resumed, the scout still in
the lead. The trail of the flecing Comanches led around
the foot of the ridge forming the right-hand bank of the
coulée. Here there were seams and erosions, and masses
of boulders heaped in fantastic forms. To the left of the
ridge the country was flat, but to the right it was as
rough and broken as could well be imagined.

As the scout clattered through the entrance to the
coulée and swerved Bear Paw to the right and along
the base of the rocky uplifts, a crack of rifles rang out
and puffs of white smoke leaped upward from among
the boulders.

The scout swayed in his saddle. Divining that some-
thing was wrong, Bear Paw stayed his headlong gait.

“What's ther matter, Buffler?” yelled old Nomad, in
a tremor of apprehension. “Did ye stop one o’ them

pesky bullets?”
Wild Biil and Craig were fully as much exercised over

the matter as was Nomad, and anxiously headed theit

horses in the scout’s direction.
With an effort, Bufia's !l steadied himself in his
—nm——

e

—
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saddle. There was a smear of red at the sid i
throat,.am] he lifted a quick hand to inve;t': o
hu:E with his groping fingers, s
ba(”Lrea.scd‘,ythat.’s all,” said he laconically, “and not very

y creased, either. The lead jolted me a little as i
go‘t‘lgcd past, but there was no pa.rticu]ar damage d - if

“‘} close call, by gorry!” scowled Wild Bill Gl

“%\Ifot.:]er t.han I'd want to have,” averred C.raig
P tr;p;;r.t even with ther red whelps fer et,” rumbled

_ The scout bound a handkerchief about his throat and
pm:‘kcd up the reins from the saddle-horn, R
““vS‘c])]mc of .the Comanches are up that slope,” said he
and(qui:::‘] p;:.r:]g(_y)*?t before we go any farther. Spurs

The charge that followed was a brilliant dash up the

boulder-strewn slope straight at the entrenched redskins
Bullets whistled like bees about the ears of thc. fou?
horsemen, and whenever a feathered head showed itself
a revolver spoke. Presently the firing from behiﬁd the
rocks ceased, and when the attacking party reached the
place where the Comanches had been ent-renched onl
one was found, and he was stretched out lifeleqs’ on Z
br(‘)'ken and useless needle-gun. :
' .\’Vh‘ar'd the rest of ’em go?” queried old Nomad
lifting in his stirrups for a sharp look around. “As nigh,
as I could figger et thar was four er five o’ ther var-
mints hyar,”

‘“T.hey scattered in good shape,” said the scout, “but
this is fine ground for a getaway of that sort. ’They
may have gone in half a dozen different ways. That
gash on the left, there, has fine possibilities for a buneh
of reds that were hard pressed. Or that little barranca,

higher' up, would serve; or this rocky ridge would affard
2 : : | AR
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‘hile men on horseback rode around to the mouth

cover w
of that cleft, on the right. There are other avenues of

escape the reds might have used, but these look the most
likely. Nick, you bear off to the left and look into that
gash; Craig, follow the ridge and see what you can find
in the cleft; Hickok, you and I will investigate the bar-
ranca.”

“If any one of us wants the rest,” called the scout,
“three shots fired in quick succession will be the signal.
Don’t go far, pards, and if you find nothing worth while
come back here within an hour.”

The opening of the barranca was forty or fifty feet
above the ridge of boulders which Craig was traversing.
Buffalo Bill and Wild Bill rode into the narrow defile
and found it a tortuous gash leading toward the heart of
the ridge.

“Nothing doing here, Pard Cody,”
Bill.
“We'll ride on around that first turn and make sure,”
replied the scout.

On account of the narrowness of their quarters it was
necessary for them to ride in single file, making slow
progress because of the stones with which the bottom. of
the barranca was littered.

As the scout, who was riding ahead, rounded the first
turn and swept a fruitless glance through the defile to
another turn beyond, a distant crack of a revolver, thrice
repeated, came to his ears and Wild Bill’s.

“By gorry!” cried Hickok, “somebody else is having
the luck. That was the signal, all right, Pard Cody.”

“Tt came from the direction of the cleft,” answered
the scout.

“Craig must have done the firing. Can we save time
\by climbing the side of the barranca?” '

r ’

commented Wild

= %

B
e S e

—_—
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The scout swe
pt the wall wi i
Thce o T with his ey -
2 1%\7;‘};01:6 1t might be scaled with hardyf\i)rie]ecnng :
: ave to get down and 1 E
said he, sliding out of his sad:;fed our horses, Hickok,”

climb ) : “It will :
» but we’ll save a few minutes wh be a.Stlﬁ
may count.” when every minute

Png:ht—O,” sang out Wild Biy
awi z e ;
mmmteggt}::d Sl;Fng and floundering, the two pards
wall, trailing thei : ;
The t . ; g their horses behin
ok ;Slgv;\.ashdxﬂicult, but they carried it thro:ghthaerrll;
p r the crest of the bank ont
rewn plateau 0 a small, rock-

“Straight ahe
ad, pard,” puff i R
TRt e putfed Wild Bill, “is the place
“The followis
e diredf'ft he was following must have run in the
ction as our barranca,” returned the scout

lllst as h y 1a ount (l @) Vv
t € } d mounte y Old h n]ad hO e mtO Slght
across the ba] I‘anca, =1 1rec-
Splllrlllg Hlde ack mn the]r d Trec

“What ye found
3 a d_ ?n T
fired them shots ?” paras he WhOOpCd, “was thet Joti

“Nary,” called b : :
Craig_” ack HICkOk; “it must have been
uY 9
scoutm‘]‘“ have to cross the barranca, Nick,” cried the
and I’ \a'lllldl 100§< out you don’t get a tumb’le Hickok
vill hustle on : g
Sossible » and you can follow us as fast as

“I’ll be thar! S
! av 2 i
T e e er leetle o’ ther fightin’ fer me,
N
= tﬁ;nabci riucked do(vlvn out of sight to effect his passage
anca, and the scout and th i :
: : e Laramie
egu: ed] across the plateau. When close to the farltl;zaelrl
g¢, they were surprised to see Craig riding toward
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them from around a pile of rocks. Craig also appeared
surprised. %
i ‘]‘)\(‘:Vhl;rtl’)s the matter?” he demanded. “Did you find

; siens of the Comanches?” :

an‘y‘\iflﬁ:?:”(;'el)licd the scout, “we didn't fire those 51gnla.l—
shots, traig! Wasn't it you? They came from this
direction.” : LT s
“By Jupiter!” exclaimed Craig. Pex‘llaps it
Nomad who shook the three loads.out.of his gan’:f
“No, he’s coming this way 111ink,1'11g it was you.’ e
“Here’s a go, and no mistake, fnuttered \Vl:(.l ill.
“Who did that shooting, if it w.asnt“any of u:s:
“Ugh!” grunted a familiar voice. Pa-e-has-ka come
is way b quick!”
thfé;;i;;“:g I('lm er Piegan!” came ‘from ?ld.Nomadl:
spurring up at that moment. “How did ther Piute eve
it hyar?”
gltTlh)e scout did not take time to answer. Cayuse’s
voice had come from behind a nest of bouldcrs,.not 1T101.'e
than forty feet from the rock-pile around which Craig
had ridden a few minutes before.

The scout spurred around the base of the bou.lders, a'nd
was presently confronted by a scene that ast.omshfzd h}nl.

Behind the nest of boulders stood Navi, whinnying
his recognition of Bear Paw, and on the ground near the
pony was Little Cayuse.

The presence of the boy in this place, when th('a scout
and his other companions had left him in the coulée, was
surprising enough in itself, But the biggest jolt to 1.112
scout’s equanimity was given by a third figure which
was lying on the ground in front of Cayuse. It was the
form of a little wizen-faced Mexican, gray as a bzulgef'.
He was sprawled out on his back, his eyes clnsc_z‘.. his
wms thrown wide from the shoulders, and Li: hugers
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digging convulsively into the hard earth. There was an
ugly crimson spotch on the breast of his shirt.

“Well, thunder and carry one!” breathed the amazed
voice of Wild Bill, at the scout’s side. “Wouldn’t this
knock you slabsided ? Cayuse here, and—yes, by thun-
der, there’s no mistake about it—old Pablo.”

“Howlin’ brain-twisters !”’ boomed Nomad. “Et’s our
ole friend Pablo, et shore is.”

“Whe’s Pablo?” asked Craig.

“Pablo?” returned the scout. “Why, he's a man who
used to help Lon Starkey in his various lawless enter-
prises. We met Pablo first in Red Hand Valley, and
later in northern Arizona shortly after Starkey escaped
from Dunc Perry at Lime Gulch. " Pablo is a wily
greaser, but he looks now as though he had reached the
end of his rope.”

The scout tossed his reins to Wild Bill and got down.

“Did you fire those three shots, Cayuse?’ the scout
asked, coming close to where the boy was crouching
beside Pablo.

“A1” answered Cayuse.

“Did you know it was a signal Nomad, Craig, Hickok,
and I had agreed on ?*

“No sabe signal,” answered Cayuse. “Me shoot um
gun, want um Pa-e-has-ka. Mebbyso gun make um sig-
nal, me no sabe.”

“Most ree-markable,” spoke up Wild Bill. ‘‘Cayuse
wanted us and let go with his little pepper-box. By
chance he pulled the trigger three times. Well, well!”

“Just a happenchance,” said the scout. “A thing like
that will occur not and then. One of those signal-shots
didn’t hit Pablo, did it, Cayuse ?”

“Me no shoot um,” responded Cayusc. "’ find wm
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like that, know him Pablo, Starkey’s man, then shoot
l é ”»

ing Pa-e-has-ka. ' e
umT%unscfcoault)rgéit for a closer look at the little Sle}?ci?s.
He :/as unconscious and making hard work 0
b ive him, Craig,” said

# t you can do to reviv im, :
tleSse:ou‘Zha“I) think Pablo can give information that

: : ”»

i help to us. i ' '
W‘}}I}fe Ofot apﬂask of wet goods in my hip plczck:tn?l::t
will do t%le trick, if anything c_am,” replied the lieutenant,
dismounting and kneeling beside Pat?lo. S

While Craig worked, Buffalo Bill talke

e e :
P‘ﬂi?e\/e left you floundering along thel coul?e’:: with Nav

i ’re here?

se. How does it happen you'r s =2
Ca‘}"ll\l/Iake um short cut,” said the boy. “Me see :gepind
has-ka turn to the right when he leave um o c(;mée_
Cayuse make um try to ketch up by climbing e
baxzk and making short cut. Cayuse 1’1ear um1 I;med_
boom-boom. Heap fight, eh?” The boy’'s eyes gie o
“Well, me try reach um place Yvhere ﬁgh{tj g}?; OI}[" e
fight quit all same before me git there. g L
bumby, me find um Pablo and shoot um gun
has-ka.” F :

]a‘S‘Clear as mud,” commented old Nomad. hC:z;lsa
runs his idees tergether so it ’u’d be too mll:;s s
Denver lawyer ter foller him. ’Anyways, i
we'te hyar, an’ Pablo’s hyar. Et’s facts we w

t ’em.”
facts we got, no matter how we go : b
Craig, gmeanwhile, had lifted the Mexican’s head l;l;d
pressed a flask to his lips. The wounded man see
to be reviving. Sl
“How badly is he hurt, Craig? inquired the scout,
stepping closer to the lieutenant’s side.

What thet pesky Starkey hes got.”

~
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“The wound is mortal,” replied the trooper. “It’s a
wonder he’s lived as long as he has.”

“Get him to talk
spoke up Wild Bill.

Nor was Hickok so selfish or h
made him seem,

, if you can, before he cashes in,”

eartless as the words
What he wanted—what they all wanted
—were facts regarding Lon Starkey, their ghostly visitor
of the preceding night.

“He’s come back to earth, Cody,”
suddenly, “but he won’t stay long,

All gathered close around Pablo.
and he was staring upw

“Do you know
Spanish, 7

“St, sefior,” answered Pablo.
i “How did you get hurt?”

announced Craig
if I'm any judge.”
His eyes were open
ard into the face of the scout.
me, Pablo?” inquired the scout, in

“I was with Starkey, seiior, among the rocks when
you rode out. We tried to shoot you, but you charged
us, shooting as you came. One of the Comanches was
killed, and I—I was shot in the breast.”

The words came faintly and with many a falter. Ag
the last they died to a whisper. The scout motioned to
Craig. The latter once more bent down and pressed his
flask to Pablo’s lips. The Mexican’s fleeting strength

- responded at once to the fiery draft,

“Starkey was with you, then?” proceeded the scout.
“St, seiior.”’

“How did he escape from the waters of the Navajo?”

“He was in the branches of a tree, and he floated

away with it when the Sefior Cody and his pards were
gone.”

“Waugh!” exclaimed the trapper. “Nine lives, thet’s
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Paying no heed to the interruption, the scout went on
with his questioning.

“How did you come here,Pablo?”

“T yode this far, seiior. Here 1 gave out. Starkey
and the Comanches took my horse and rifle and left me
to die. Madre mic!” Pablo gulped down a sigh, and,
as his physical tortures took hold of him again, dug
his fingers into the ground and groaned.

“Starkey is selling whisky to the Indians and stirring
up trouble among them?”

“Si,” whispered Pablo.

“He has my Apaches with him?”

e

“Where is he going from here?”

“North, to—to o

The scout bent his head to catch the\ whispered words.

“North to—where?”

With his ear at the Mexican’s lips the only answer
the scout heard was a rattle in the throat. He started
up just in time to see Pablo fling out his limbs con-

vulsively and lay back, limp and silent.

“Too late,” said Wild Bill. “He cashed in just as we
were getting down to the most important point. He
wasn’t half-bad, that Pablo. But he fooled us severd

times. First off, just after we left Red Hand Valley.

he told us he was a prisoner of Starkey’s and that he
was helping him against his will. Later, down there in
northern Arizona, we found out different. Then Pablo
allowed he was a member of the gang, but had had
enough of it and was going back to the San Juan
Mountains to live an honest life. This is the way he
did it. How did he and Starkey join the Comanches,

and when? They weren’t with the reds when Craig

saw them last night in the coulée.”

The Flight of the Comavnches.‘ 255

::I’ll take my oath to that,” declared Craig

youW:l:re t113;1b10 1and Starkey with the Comanches when
saw them this morning, Cayuse?”

G ey g, Cayuse?” asked the scout

‘iNo see um, Pa-e-has-ka,” replied Cayuse

Tl.lefl, mused the scout, “Starkey and Paplo must
have joined their red allies about the time we rode dOV\;ll
the coulée to attack them. And they passed this way
after our skirmish among the rocks, heading north.”
: Tt.lc 'scout. turned and fixed his gaze on the rocky,
or};xlddmg hills that extended northward as far as hé
could see. The glances of his pard

: s f y
Y e p ollowed the trend
2 The-t ’lfent-r'y is plumb full o’ hidin'-places cl’ar ter
g(t)).rt' S;lll, I\5:111111 the trapper gloomily. “How we’re ever

m’ ter ketch Starkey in sicl i £t
e ) 1 er layout is moren I
: Tha‘t‘ s th'e work cut out for us” said the scout
rgﬂy. and it’s the work we’ve got to do.”
5 Mebbyso Ca‘yuse help.” With these words, and with
is eyes gl.eammg, the little Piute faced the scout and
his companions,

“Mebbyso ye kin help, y
e help, ye leetle fernomenon,” r

Nomad, “but how ?” Gl
“w ’ -

4 He’s got something up his sleeve,” said Wild Bill,
can tell by the look in his eyes. What is it, kid?”

he added. “This i i
' ; S 15 no time to hang fire with valuabl
information like that.” i o




CHAPTER XXIIIL
ON TO PHANTOM GULCH.

In order to make himself understood, Cayuse had to
describe how he had crept up on the Comanche ;z_1111p
in the coulée and had tried to overhear wh'at the Indlgns
were chattering about. The word many t.m?es r'epcated,
and about the only one which he could distinguish, was
“Pa-so-la-ki.” : ; o

“Mebbyso Comanches wait for Starkey in coulee, e‘h.
Cayuse finished; “then, mebbyso, they speak um bPa—
so-la-ki’ to mean something. Me no sabe. Mebbyso
Pa-e-has-ka sabe.” )

“Tt’s too much for me,” said the scot{t. “The .word
might stand for a hundred important things, ‘t'mt {f we
don’t know just what it means, the information is no
good to us.” : ? coae

“T know what it stands for,” said Craig, and all ey
turned upon him eagerly.' .

“Bully !’ exclaimed Wild Bill.
down to cases.” - g

“Thet’s ther tork,” added Nomad. “At last .VYe, T.t];
an’ Comp’ny aire beginnin’ ter dig up somethin’ wu
while.” = -

“What is it, Craig?”’ aske e scout.

“Pa—so-la-ki,,” replied Craig, “is the Comanche name
for a certain gulch.” He made a wry face as he added:

“But up at the fort we call that same p_la;ce Phantor'n
Gulch, and we’ve all got the notion that it’s bad medi-

< N a W

“Now we’re getting

cine.” :
Nomad received this information with a good deal of

\
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concern. His eagerness oozed away from him and he
leaned moodily against Hide-rack as he remarked:

“Mebbyso thet thar Spook Cafion is er stampin-
ground fer whiskizoos, same as thet spook ‘hog-back’
whar ther Wichita an’ ther Red comes tergether. Me
no like um, Waugh! T ain’t fer headin’ fer thar, not
noways.”

Wild Bill cackled mirthfully.

“By gorry, pards,” said he, “we’re running into all
kinds of spook doings this trip. I don’t wonder, if Star-
key is playing ghost in order to sell whisky to the Co-
manches, that he picked out Spook Cafion for a hang-
out. The old Death-defier is consistent, no matter what
else you can say ahout him.”

“Well,” went on Craig, “there isn’t a man at the post
who would hike through Phantom Gulch after sunset
for a bushel of dollars. That’s how the rank and file feel
about the place.”

“What are the doughboys afraid of, Craig?” queried
the scout, with an amused smile,

“Why, afraid they’ll see a headless trooper named
O’Fallon, who was killed in the gulch by Comanches, a
year ago. O’Fallon was carrying despatches through
the Comanche country, and failed to arrive at Sill. A
detachment was sent out to look for him, and he was
found in the gulch—that is, he was found all but - his
head. The Comanches had decapitated him. The dead
trooper was known to be O’Fallon, however, by a tat-
tooed mark on his arm.” _

“There’s nothing uncommon about losing a trooper in
 that fashion,” observed the scout. “Despatch-carrying,
(in a time of Indian troubles, is*desperate business.”
| “But redskins don’t often take away a man’s head, do

they ?”
1 S ‘_‘—_—m.“
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“Not often; still, you never ca;x tul%ﬂ:vl:;}t tS;:l\;nci‘fa turn
i ; eals w y.
: sav'agc”wm :alx\;xecf\l\‘heélrz};zr, dt“qtl:xe : detachment h\mte‘d
o Suiil th?;‘illch‘to find O’Fallon’s head. tl hey hadlr:l:
o b Gubmet so they decided to camp 1n the gu :
fmcllnd ll't ’1)1(1c;the; l’ook on the following day. : N?w, a:;]e
G 'tz}“\e'(ice rew even more Serious, “thr‘c s where
erg'b o rt gof the thing comes in. O I<al](.m, at (gle
p'emhtafaq bugler. ;\10;1g in the night, w}nlc; the w;
1:1]1:11ent was sleeping, every man Iadlmc,):let;ztlndmg
brought up standing by the note-s of :%t b: e
‘taps.” At first they thought there muls rerd
tachment of troopers near them, a%l? t it b o
ith this second detachment had giv cx‘\ tg L b
3 ser heard of a bugler sounding ‘taps when ¥
e ri\/e:)nfc?le move ? {Vhat's more, it. \\:?s k?‘ng after
:hsatin);e for ‘taps’—heing well after 111;(?111;{21;.3 A
Craig paused. Nomad looked arf;mnd 11111)11.(1
way, and drew his sleeve across h1\sy1f§>rc];lc1; | e
“Pretty fine, that,” chuc‘kkjd Wild blw Dl
Nomad thinks it was a whiskizeo th?‘t L’t gy
“Waugh!” sputtered the t‘rapper. Don pcraig,” o
things ve don’t savvy, Hickok. Go on,
uskily. i 5
ad(’}‘e]?ehlifelcis Mexican on .dle ground lel-]thzr?:s:i?rerlly
atmosphere to the surroundings—an atmosp
in keeping with Craig’s wender-story. v I
“The worst is to come,” proceeded the lieu 3 W;S s
king out to 8peak in an amused tonle_,1 -bu:m;vousness,
palpably an effort that it merely proved his E
“The notes of the bugle came from thf>i SO St
the gulch. Hardly had they ch.ed out when e
hoofs could be heard approaching the camll)l o
tachment from the north. The sound of gallog Ab
: -

Y and 3

Wild Bill.
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Craig hesitated, and
“I know this sounds
ving it to you just as

louder and louder, and then
coughed in an embarrassed way.
foolish,” he apologized, “but I'm gi

it is told at the post to this day. While the troopers
stood waiting, a flaming apparition, horse and rider ac-
coutered in full army gear, thundered past the camp and
disappeared to the south. That’s all. The detachment
didn’t wait to do any more hunting for O'Fallon’s head,
and they didn’t even bother to bring' back as much of
O’Fallon as they had found; they just simply saddled
up in record time and trailed out of that gulch a-smo-
king. From that time to this the place has been known
as Phantom Gulch, up at Sill, and people who ought to
know say that the bugle sounds in the gulch every night,
and the phantom horseman, always minus his head,
thunders past in the direction of the sound.”

“That is all very entertaining,”
“Quite logical, too.
bugle, and the headle
the sound in the hop
his anatomy.

said the scout grimly.
The phantom head toots a phantom
ss horseman rides in the direction of
e of recovering the missing part of
Did you catch all that, Wild Bil{?”

“None of it got past my guard,” answered the Lara-

mie man,

“The best part of the joke is that Craig more
than half-b

elieves the yarn himself.”

“I'm open to conviction,” laughed Craig, “that’s all
Nomad believes it, however,” he added, “and so doeg
Cayuse.”

The little Piute had been intensely interested in the
lieutenant’s recital. He tried to dissemble and not show
that the story had had any effect on him, but this was

something he could not do.

“How far is Spook Cafion from here, Craig?” asked

“It’s ten miles north of Red River.”

-
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“And the Comanches call it Pa-

scout.
i ? he right track.
ini hat we’re on the rig
“I¥’s my opinion, then, t _ ; e
(& Itfsi he};aréJ the ’Comanches discussing the gulch,
ay

it seems cer-
from what we have learned from Pablo it

in the coulée while wait-
tain that the reds had camped in STl

join them.

: key and Pablo to join :

11}11g :?dr li:arsoe}x,nuch talk about Pa-so-la-k1”among the
15

redskins if they had not a e there'd Wild Bill

“We've got it right, Pard Cody,” agree R

“The Comanches and Starkey have gftof:v:gﬁng i

, 3 vent us Ir !
but there’s nothing to preStarkey right in his hang-

so-la-ki?” queried the

1
|

here, :
to Spook Cafion and capturing

Ou‘t"It’s the one move for us to make,” assented‘irnayltg’.,
“Ef ye'll listen- ter me, which I kll?\vs.tgethings m
B O e vl e play o ther whiskizooe 6
il s all er -
:&031; \\(r:}?:ro rt‘};eyEvtvant us, then put ther kibosh on good
n’ plenty.” ;
: “IP; yoi don’t want t(‘)t %'o with”us, Nick,
scout, “then you can wait Ior e
c“Easy thar, Buffler!” interrt.zpted Nomad; th:t (;\?ir:lé ',‘
keer whar ye're a-goin’, ye kin bank on et g
Nomad trails erlong. I told ye, bacl,c thar ?nCh e
back,” thet I’'d got ther ha’nts. .Pits 'etx; ((:11 e
goin’ ter Spook Cafion I'm playin’ wit 'uel’m o s
struction, but T’Il stay with Pard Buffler t1 e
out. AUl T wants is ter hev my guns an1 S
fall inter good hands, an’ ter be cached as ; ::1 e
Platte as ye kin git me. Thet’s all. Now

¥ 4 3
ride whenever fhe rest 0’ ye aire.

»

” began the |

<= = e R e e —— -
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“That’s the way to tune up!” declared Wild Bill ap-
provingly,

“We'll start without delay,” said the scout, “but, first,
We must do what we can for poor old Pablo.”

There was little the scout and his pards could do, but
that they did conscientiously and well, Close to the base
of the boulder-heap they laid the Mexican, and covered
him with loose stones, When the cairn was finished,

horses were mounted and the party rode away under the
guidance of Craig.

“On to Spook Cafion!” said Wild Bill. “We'll find
Starkey there and stop this whisky-smuggling in short
order.”

“We'll find some 'un else thar aside from Starkey,”
grunted the trapper,

“Nick,” cried the scout, “brace up and be sensible!
Can’t you see Lon Starkey’s cunning hand in all this?
Why, if he’s gone into the whisky-smuggling business
in the Comanche country, the troopers are the ones he
has to fear., Now, if what Craig tells us is true, none
of the troopers will 80 near Spook Cafion. That’s what
Lon Starkey wants, If he can carry on his operations
in a place where a soldier dare not go, then his law-
lessness will be all the safer for him. There’s a method
in pretty nearly everything Starkey does.”

But old Nomad would not be convinced. He shook his
head forebodingly and muttered in his beard.

I “I ain’t figgerin’ none on leavin’ Spook Cafion, arter I
git inter et,” said he pensively. “The rest o’ ye may pull
out 0’ et, but not me. I’'m too fur gone with the ha’nts.”

“There’s a surprise in store for you, Nick; I feel it in
my bones,” spoke up Wild Bill.

“Waal,” retucned Nomad, “I’'m hopin’ thar ain’t notli-
in’ wuss nor a surprise.” -

—

?G B
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CHAPTER XXIV.
paaNTOM ‘‘TAPS.”’

Trailing an enemy through country like t};a'zqmw\z{v?1§i:
the scout -and his pards now found them'sc o o
i ssibility. The flinty rocks caught no impress
E:spl?;;; )hoofc that had passed over them, and trailing ‘?

Yo through the air would have bee}l almo?t ?S)Lab) -
:?zi;cking thegnotorious Sta(rjkcy and I:n: t(l-—;?n(:?;\.]]i{le s
- clue afforded by Cayuse was o
sc;ltmancd his pards had to follow. But on L.hixtutlntzg cl(;\itl
only have roved blindly north\\'ard‘. tILlnl.l.l'lbf e
Now, however, they could shap‘e their CO}H.S? OImCd =
tom Gulch—or “Spook Cafion,” as the pdr(_rllsﬁ;fczicc o

prefer calling it—with a fair amount of co -

ould find Starkey there. ; . :
.th?[)rrl \;:trac'mg their way to Red ther, Craxg.tf.m:;dthl‘t:
convenient to regain the “hog-baf:k and 1h_c si c‘ 2o
scout’s recent camp. And here it was that, 1n -bl())f A
the protests of Nick N omad and .the nervo;zlsrzlezslieumn‘
tle Cayuse, the scout, the Laramie man and 1
- reed to pass the night. '

aui\]::)illzd, us'ufg little reason in sglpern;l-tural aﬁ?fxri,hi?
positive there would be more nmmfestatlo'ns on tlg térk;y
back.” In vain the scout tried to .tell him tha‘lt el

had been back of the manifestations, and t ;3 'be 1)

Starkey making for Spook Cafion, there 1\&/0;2 B

ghostly visitors. The old trapper merely shoo! e

and looked discouraged. Whiskizoos could do.u ‘mt"elli-

able and illogical things, and there was no dealing
gently with thew,
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Neither Nomad ner Cayuse were put o. suard that
night.. Craig took the first watch, Buffalo Biil the next,
and Wild Bill the third and Jast, There were no prowlers

about ‘the camp, ecither natural or supernatural, and the
night passed prosily and peacefully.

Yet Nomad, even though he was not on sentry duty,
did little sleeping. Cayuse’s fears kept him. fromr fnrin.g

. much better. The Piute lay so he could fix his eyes en
the top of the “hog-back.” and he spent a good deal of
his time looking for the ghosts that he did not sec.

The camp was astir bright and early, and tl

refief pictured in Nom

1e intense
ad’s face was comical to behold.
Cayuse had been doctoring N

avi’s injured leg, and the
pony was able to use his foot much better that morning
than on the preceding afternoon. - This fact pleased the
boy, 'and his concern for N

Navi in a measure took his
mimnd from spooks and whiskizoos.

After a hurried breakfast, riding-gear was put an the
herses and the party mounted and forded the Red. Once
across the river ,only ten miles lay between them and
Spook Caiion, They were hard, rough miles, however,
and could only be covered slowly.

“Have you noticed at the pest, Craig,” queried the
scout while ‘they traveled, “

that the whisky-selling and
Indian trouble

§ centered in the vicinity of this gulch ta
which we are going ?”

“Well,” returned Craig thoughtfully, “the troubles

cover a territory which might very easily inelude the
gulch.  Whether it does or not, is something we're to
find out.”

“Where does the unlawfnl whisky come from #*

“Generally it comes from Texas. That, T recken, is

the case in the present imstance. Starkey is well ae-
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quainted with the Texan whisky traffic, and probably had

no difficulty getting himself supplied.”
“There's one thing, it strikes me, against his using)

Spook Cafion as a base of operations.”
“What's that? It seems to me the gulch could not suif

his business better.”

“What do the Comanches think a
phantom that rides through the cafion? If they're as
afraid of it as you say the soldiers are, T shouldn’t think
they’d dare visit the place for their wet goods.”

“An Indian will face a good many dangers for a drink
of whisky,” said Craig dryly. “It may be, too, that
corn-juice spirits are the only kind to be found in the
and that the Comanches know it.”
bout that headless phantom,\

- |

1
|
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bout that headless

gulch,

“What do you think a
Craig?” the scout asked hurriedly.

“T don’t know what to think,” was the indefinite re-
“The captain in charge of the detachment that
all that’s good that the ap-
r and non-com-

sponse.
saw the phantom swears by
parition showed itself, and every troope
missioned officer backs up his statement. It’s hard to im-
peach such testimony, Cody.”
The scout was silent for a momen
with his quirt at the bushes he passed.
“You say O’Fallon, the trooper who was killed, was
carrying despatches?” he queried.
Yes.”
“Do you happen to know if, by any chance, those des=
patches in any way concerned Starkey ?”’
Craig gave Buffalo Bill a startled look.
“Why ?” he asked. :
“Well, if the despatches had anything to say about
Starkey, then it might be that Starkey was the one who
killed the trooper, and that Starkey is carrying on this

s > 3

i

t, snapping aimlessly

e
% Ty -
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ghostly business i fion i
: SaIfe e fornh i:::;?_l’l’on n order to make the place
“. hadn’t thought of that,” said Craig, “ i
?Sotixrcl?éys;und ‘to me. (?ome to think 8(;:{ itz:]tIltb:lzil:v:
e O,Fa(;\lvomlxed up thl} the Comanche troubles at the
e arldn wef]t on 'hxs luckless trip with the des~
memim;ed i t\;]er) 1})0551¥)Iy‘ Starkey was prominentl}‘l
e e co.onels mstructions to the force in
e s pr.e s you think Starkey would . "= such elab-
el ﬁ a 1ons”_;ust to give the gulch thereputati
g haunted ? &
% bI;lt; n\:olt)lelg %o to any amount of trouble—if there was
L ti]ink teh t n it for Lon Starkey. But it's remark-
o dreat he has got all the soldiers fooled |
Pl w closer and' closer to the cafion about
L opes of capturing Starkey had finally cen-
accor,d & wel;mtr'y as'sumed a barren, blasted look that
Fai Wflth its nefarious reputation. But, na
e 11]511';3.11]1)‘ they surveyed their surroundings,
Sl In:],‘ his pa?ds could discover absolutely no
e hia(llxil; or white re{legades. If Starkey and his
e s dg;: that region, they were keeping them-
scoﬁt ;z;sdt, h»ivshen 1t was nearly noon, Craig halted the
el stre;i?r(ll)s between'two hills and on the bank
i 1 bordered with a scanty growth of tim-
‘mn\/\guzz hn,(’m; within rifle-shot of the entrance to Phan-
: »~ he announced. “Do you want to go into
e gulc?i during daylight, or at night, Cody ?”
“Dayhght hits me purty squar’,” sa’id'Ngr;iad
“Wuh I” agreed Little Cayuse. 1 :
Bi]]Nc‘J‘Et’lsmowmg much about the place,” put in Wild
) my opine we’d better turn ourselves loose
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there at night. We don't know what sort of a deal

Starkey has got framed up for us, and if it's dark we'll
come nearer to being on an even footing with him than
if it was daylight.”

“YVou've called the turn, Pard Hickok,” said the scout.
“My mind has been running along the same lines.”

“Then,” went on Craig, “right here is as good a place
to camp as we could find. 1f you'll stand in your stir-
rups and look mnorth, you can see through the timber a

black hole let into a rocky ridge. That hole leads te

Phantom Gulch.”
They all rose in their saddles and peered, with a variety

of feelings, at the entrance into the mysterious defile.
“T_ooks harmless enough,” remarked the Laramie man,

getting down and beginning to unsaddle.

“Ve kaint most allers tell by ther looks of ef thing

whether et’s harmless er not,” croaked Nomad.
“Nop more we can’t, Nick,” laughed Hickok, “but T'm

more dangerous in fthat

banking that there’s nothing
f Comanches and a white

Spook Caiion than a handful o
whisky-smuggler.”

“After you take care of your horse, Hickok,” said the
scout, ¥“T wish youw'd take up a position where you can
watch and see whether any one enters or leaves the
cafion. Watch closely and report if any redskin or white
man shows himself.”

“Keno!” answered Wild Bill as he led his horse away.

' The Laramie man spent the entire afternoon watching
the hole in the ridge. No one came from the place and
no one went into it.

Buffalo Bill, back with the rest of his pards, worried
considerably on account of the Apaches. He could not
understand why Yuppah, Chappo, and Pedro had been
run off, in the first place. Starkey, however, never made
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any move that did no
i t have a well s}
of it : - X ¢ cll-considered
x h'tt]:r;d ;;vhﬂe his abject in capturing the A 5 zn‘back
b i dark, yet there was no doubt but that If}e;r e
. € scout could think of was that Stark h :;d =
I¢ captare in order to weaken the : €y had made
Sill. oree bound for Fort
As night drew 3
on Wild Bill rejoin 2
o AR AT _ tomed his comrad,
enlt):);zd his failure to detect any si il ;:des and
& ) 0
fallen IfoOf the cafion. An hour Tater, when d,,sﬁtﬁfﬁ
o , horses were made ready and the pards sta
](13\} ast stage of the journey, Hatied (n
omad, a
i t(}J; aPtPlough gloomy, was determined. He would
if he had etocan;; ;ﬂd il horsem,:m
. the “ha’nts” got i ; ;
S ; got 1n their work on hiny
it Cf)"ﬁde“ﬂ.\ expected, he would vyield hi hr'm’
éct y m the line of duty. ; s
ayus i o
The pesy fode directly behind Buffalo Bill and Craig
Noquy’ €ven more fearful of what was to happen thlb.
ad, was equally as d : it
through at any cost. determined to see the venture
In silence .
: 1€ cavalcade wended i
e ; ded its way down
and th:r: 63 - kffor.n 1t at the nearest point 50 the Caﬁt::i
e g ruck directly for the opening in the ridwe
S & Was narrow, and at its farther end the w:ll .
a hundr‘e:‘l‘)imf1 spread out abruptly fo a distance of perha :
they Caﬂt( inf(ft;fheTl]‘J]ettwaH“S were high, and the sfradovlv?:
. o :
menacing, ont of the defile were heavy and
From time i
they stopped o Bsten, Tho shen vanced northward
P 20 he silence was i
et : P as mtense and i
Ao Just Fhe kind of silence a superstitious mi d'( il
as: chate with ghostly phenomena ind would
“How long s the canon e : »
low tone, non, Craig?” asked the scout in g
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il answer -aig, in a voice that quiv-
3 t a mile,” answered Craig, 1t : ‘
ere? st;?g"lhtly “We're about half-way through l,t,’ I should
judge, and we haven’t heard a spund that S
J At ’that precise juncture the silence was b10~ ()1 e
hrill notes of a bugle. A startled gurgle ebcapg o
i\;(:;nad' Cayuse muttered potent Piute charéls un eirth .
: t; and Craig, w
'd pressed closer to the scout ; and Cr
?rifsl; ir}x?»y%upiter!” straightened rigidly in his saddle.me
10The bugle-notes rang out soft and clear. They :;em
from the black shadows clustering about the sou
he cahon. ' o
pa‘r‘t'[‘(ljlitt’se‘taps,’ all right,” exclaimed the scout, ami.l faes
lively a call for ‘lights out’ as I ever heard 1111) ml)e_ca”.
There’s a good pair of lungs back of that bug ;
2 k l" .
leckksothe strains died away in eery 1eChOZS ;hzrip}a’\;t;;?
to the northward—
taken up by another sound' : i
clip cli[;pigy'clip of galloping hoofs, Slomlxlr(ligpa:e rselzieebaCk
; ' rty turned a
Every member of the pat :
along ti'xe ground over which they l}ad just palss'eflt. —
Presently a faint glow appeared in the south; 1
closer to the pards, brightening as 1t caxr}e.h Y
“The phantom horseman !” gasped Craig hus ; g;bbled
“J told ye not ter come, I told ye not ter come,
ad over and over. :
Oldcfyz?e was busy with his Piute charms, chanting thteét(‘)t
with a good deal of ardor in a voice that was none
trong. : ‘ -3
. rBlugffalo Bill and Wild Bill kept silent, staring atﬂt} ely
glow as it rapidly approached. In a m.oment I;not;e e
were able to make out a horse .and rider. ‘do ’:3 Ve
glowing with a pale, yellowish light. The 171.e1r’E =
appeared to be missing—at least, there was no ligh
place where the head should have been.
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The course the strange horseman was following carried
him past the scout and his pards at a distance of some
twenty feet, and along a part of the cafion
slightly elevated.

“There’s a head there, Hickok,”
“but it’s hidden with some sort of a
won't show in the darkness,”

“The head’s there
“in fact, Cody,
which reminds 1
‘hog-back’.”

“It's Starkey, there’s not a doubt of that.”

“Shall we turn loose on him wit

“He’s bullet-proof, evidentl
haul him and capture him.
firm hand on our superstitiou
his ghostship.”

“Count on me,” chuckled Hickok.

This exchange of ideas was hurriedly made. When
the talk was finished, the fiery horseman was a little way
to the south of the position occupied by the pards. Using

his spurs, the scout sent Bear Paw careering after the
meteoric rider,

-bed that was

muttered the scout,
black covering so it

, plain enough,” returned Wild Bill;
there’s something about that apparition
me of the trunk and arms we saw on the

h our guns?”

Y. The best way is to over-
You stay here and keep a
s pards while I take after

All the horses had pricked up their ears at sight of
the supposed apparition, but had evinced no particular
signs of fright, Bear Paw, seeming to understand what
was required of him, put forth a fine effort.

Nearer and nearer drew the scout to the fleeing mys-
tery, and when Bear Paw’s shoulders were opposite the
saddle-horn of the other horse Buffalo Bill reached for-
ward to clutch the form in the saddle.

At that instant the “apparition” turned, and one of its
flaming arms was raised, evidently to strike at the man
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: i much
hind. For a ghost without a head to display so
behind. ¢ s o
i i as in itself remar A .
mtisn;ge‘:]wﬂ:;h and-blood fist struck the scout a glancing

A har - ,

7 on t,he arm. He laughed loudly. i e
blO“Yo ‘re a joke, Starkey!” he called. “Surrender,

“You're -

- ”
Il begin shooting. ox el
: 11A mguttered oath came from _the ‘appar;::m(.) i
had hit the sc .
the hand that . ' . el
m:;niz;‘sed again, this time with a glimmering I
w
in its clutch. : =2t
3 ]‘:1S<t as the weapon was dxscharge(.l, Bearh P;lv;/mhife e
bctz;cle in his course, doubled up like a %C SCOUt, e
Oe;nt down with an equine somersault. ne g
‘lrurled through the air as though fr((])m1 :1r0ned e
Dropping in a heap on the hard ground, he vl
andpogfer finally coming up with a jolt against 2
= stunned.

1 lying there half-stunnec R
amIt }V]vasg odd, ran his 'vague thoughts, tllh'l%hB:hr]\-ey‘s
should have stumbled in a place over“\;slf 1111; h;;numbed
l‘“ph'mtom” steed had just safely gone. 1 gl

: i zzle this out, some one ca
brain was trying to puzz :

¢ : ross the canomn.

ing ard thé scout from acros ADRl: %
mng::;in“ treachery, Buffalo Bill continued to lie ;Juto k))

¥ 02 1 H 5 o -
The man zZame on, scuffling with 11\5' feet as thoubvcre =
cate some object on the ground which his eyei \\md e

is feet struck the scout, @

able to see. At last his : : g
man bent down and began groping with ln‘s 1; it

By then the scout’s wits and strength 1:]1; $ S[;ring

)]
turned. Rising upward as though propelled yi s
he struck the man a blow with his fist, then gripp
in his arms and bore him to the ground. AR

The man swore and fought fiercely. He wa gz
for the scout, however, and in almost less tm e

¢ . bel A Ly E
takes te-tell “i. Buffalo Bill was on the scoundrci s

with both knees and hanging to his throa

: : t with a stran-
gling grip.,

A horse could be heard
“Cody!” called a voice; “where are you? What hap-~
pened ?”

coming up.

“Here, Hickok 1” answered the scout,
way and bring a rope.”

A moment later Wild Biil had dismouated and made
his way to the scout’s side.

“Got a prisoner?” he asked excitedly.
“Yes.”

“Come over this

“He isn’t so luminous as he was a spell ago,” chuckled
Wild Bill. “I heard a sound as of a fall, back along the
cafion, and was mighty sure you'd done something.”

“I have done something, but. not what you think,
Hickok. This isn’t our luminous friend, Starkey ; it’s an-
other one of the gang, I reckon. Pass over the rope and

we'll get the lashings on him. After that we'll try and
find out who and what he is.”

With

Wild Bill's help the prisoner was bound hand
and foot,

“Who are you?”
was finished.

It was so dark
the prisoner with

asked the scout, when the binding

in the cafion that he was unable to see
any distinctness.
“None o’ yer bizness,”

was the insolent response,
“All right,”

said the scout briskly, “if you want it that
way ; but you’ll find that we’ll make it our business to find
out about you before we’re done. Let’s load him onto
your horse, Hickok,” the scout added to his pard.

“Correct,” answered Wild Bill. “But where’ll we take
him ?”

“Back to where you left the balance of our pards.”
The ¢ -

t started around the prisoner with the inten-
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tion of getting where he could lift him by the head and
shoulders. His foot struck against something that rang
like metal., “Hello!” he muttered, stooping and picking
the object up, “what’s this ?”
+  “What does it feel like, Pard Cody?” returned Wild
Bill. “If you think it’s safe, T'll strike a match.”

“I¢’s hardly advisable to show a light, but strike the
match, anyway. I'd like to get a look at the prisoner and
at the thing that I've found.”

Wild Bill lighted the taper.
as soon as his eyes fell on the g

scout’s hand.
“T_ooks like it,” muttered the scout, with a low laugh.

“This is the spook bugle, I reckon—the one we heard a
while ago. Hold the mateh over t
pard,” and the scout bent down and ey
of the man until the match went out.

“T don’t know him,” said Wild Bill. “Do you, Cody?”
& “No, he’s new to me. But he’s one of the gang—that
T reckon we’ll have a look at Bear
Paw before we load this fellow on your horse, Hickok.
That stumble of Bear Paw’s may not have been caused
by a misstep, after all. I'm beginning to scent all sorts
of double-plays in this cafion.”

Leaving the prisoner for a moment, the pards made

Paw was standing. Bending
fore-

“A bugle!” he exclaimed
limmering object in the

he prisoner’s face,
ed the bearded face

' goes without saying.

their way to where Bear
down, Buffalo Bill ran his hands over the animal’s

tegs and hoofs.
“Ah1” he exclaimed, “the horse is roped by a front
foot. The man with the bugle must have done that. A
good cast for having been made in the dark!”
“You almost had Starkey,” said Wild Bill;
ffirom what 1 could see of the race, I thought you

“in fact,
did have

Phantom “T'aps.”

him Then
. the so
doubt.” tnd
1 'I,‘Vo}lld have had him
mgIIthl;-Tlpped Bear Paw.”
e ”
“Hellg’ t::)el:‘:; lfcage a hail from close at hang
» yoursell, Craig!” return i S
are our panic-stricken pards? Didefl Wild Bill.. “How
did you?” n't let them sta
“Hardly,” was ;
’ the
together this trip.” grim response;
“Waugh I” tur
s ogtl. : tluxned up the voice of Nomad: “let’ )
Vo wadn' 0 hyar. Come on, Buffier, Et”s S aass
the nt killed when ye chased arter thet e
‘ ‘Ii\ r(él;mker We vamose ther better,” 2
one of t]?(? f?s.t’ Nick,” said the scout. “We've captured
“And thw :)lskllzoos—thc one who blew the buolelz,ure
' ¢ Ug ey" add d /1 1 i« ) LT
captured that.” ed Wild Bill. “We've likewise
Releasi
him tows:scglr t]l3ear Paw from the rope, Buffalo Bill led
“It isn’t S 1¢ place where the prisoner had been left
S éarkey you've got, is it?” asked Craig dis-
“Not gt nk foyl’lowxgg the scout and the Laramie ,ma -
It's the falll‘ ey, replied Wild Bill, “but one of his ann.
S ‘e OVk: that made Nomad’s hair stand ug bg.
s %’ n:i{g: Sonlth;x bugle. Oh, this is a fine 51[))001);'
’ ay! - And i :
PoitHon the run! Whoosh ‘t,,got all you swatties at the
ere io”
S a;d(:;:alxcg{., went on Buffalo Bill, scratching a
this fellow ax?d ;ntg it over the prisoner’s face, “look at
fore.” St anow if you’ve ever seen him be-
Crai
8 stooped over, and the astonishment that ap-

peared in his face i
- was reflected in the face of the pris-

P r
B

of the f_all left me in 3 little

if the man with the bugle

mpede,

€y ‘
were all hanging

whiskizoo, an’
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- ! isoner
P’ gr 2 pris .
i / ler!” grunted the | :
“Discovered, by thunc grunt U E o
1\)’\1’;CO the devil!” cried Craig, straightening up,
“Why, € : !

i is fe is, Cody ?”
“Have you any notion who this fellow 18, 3
Ad 3 >

st was the answer.
CNT he least was - e-
I\\?1t : it O'}:allou 7 was the astounding annount
u\‘ ]}.! ks H

ment.
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CHAPTER XXV.
O'FALLON, OF COMPANY K.

Craig seemed mightily disturbed by his discovery.
Certainly he had some cause. If he had made no mis-
take, here was a man who had been given up for dead
for a year—a man, in fact, whom it was supposed had
been found headless, and identified by a tattoo-mark on
his arm. The whole affair was a tax on his credulity.

The scout and his pards shared Craig’s feelings, in a
slightly less degree.

“Here’s a joke, then, on you fellows at the post,” said
Wild Bill. “A man is found minus his head, and he is
supposed to be Trooper O'Fallon, a despatch-bearer.
O’Fallon used to blow the bugle. In this cafion a bugle
is blown at night, and along comes O’Fallon, in a blaze of
light, looking for his head. By gorry, I'd like to be one
of the party that takes O’Fallon back to the fort.”

“Sure he’s O’Fallon, Craig?” asked the scout.

“He looks the part,” said Craig, “and besides, he vir-
tually admits it.”

“Look at his arm.”

With the aid of another match Craig pushed up one
of O'Fallon’s sleeves and found what he was looking
for.

“Yes,” declared Craig, “there’s no doubt of his being
the man. But it’s a whale of a mystery. I'm dashed if
I can make head or tail of it. Who was it that detach-
ment found who answered O'Fallon’s description ?”

“Don't fret your noodle over it, leftenant,” put in the
prisoner; “now that I've been caught I'm plumb willing

2 - wmm,

7
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T've had enough of this life, and

i Ich.”
t haunting the gu
ys of your company found
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: Sill.
to go back to il !
T'm more than willing to qui

“Who was it some of tl.le bo

e ied Craig. o

i ago"t qr‘;eer1 you can gamble your hat on th
“Tt wasn .

; 1
i t trick. A whi
i material for tha
e furmShfrdaiE:I with Starkéy had been recently,
0

: : .
e o n him and his arm wa

killed, and my clothes weredp?;r:e e i
i edle an 3
tattooed with a ne

: 11 right
- a slick dodge, a
’s Comanches. Oh, 1t was a sl Hings”
Starlk elf : That's Starkey’s way of (g),mg— ‘;a;;;% d Craig.
eng%g t.the head —the mussing el £E this here un-
“Tl}llat had to be taken away. 'You 568 Starkey man-
fortunate renegade didn’t look like me.
aged it.”
g“What was your mo

| s nt.
gamle,d'g iagzie any motive, along at the first, leftena
" idn

i tches

v 1 was ridin’ through the gulc.h thl;] (i‘esgilarkex
’See, in’ shy of Injuns as possible, whe e
o ﬁght'm 5;? Iymakes a bluff at usin’ my carbin (,i !
SR s his hand an’ tells me to look e.lcriourl) ’.the
e }NaveZs guns coverin’ me from both si escarbine
dO,_ andC rsnanche behind each gun. I drops m}}lre i
t}'all: ah S otato an’ asks Mr. Starke).r what1 A
I:ke i Omp despatches’ll do. T tells him the ' :; o
w Say; : ill be hard to explain when I glb g
d‘e.SPatc:es - nts to know what I want to .g.o a}oi -
e an about my heft and disposition, ne onth’.
H? he ar:)nmise me moren thirteen doll:a:rs a,.mhlt o
T e fer me to do it, but I goes h.lm, rig. 4
ks Wf‘}rt‘g asn’t desertin’, leftenant, but 1t was g it
L‘he’c 50120:1-16 arr‘:y an’ leavin’ your name on the hono :

ou

with no provost guard to be feared.
{

tive for helping him work the

~ o

O’Fallon, of Company K,

“What did Starkey want of you?”
“Starkey had a hang-out in this gulch. It’s a favorite
stampin’-ground o’ his, an’ he opined he could work a
ghost racket on the doughboys an’ get the military to
stay away. First off, T used to play spook, rubbin’ myself
an’ my hoss with phosphorus an’ pullin’ a black bag over
my head so’st ter make it look like the head was gone,
By and by, Starkey took to playin’ ghost hisself, leavin’
me to toot the bugle. Oh, it was a2 clever enough idee,
an’ the best part of it was it worked.” i
“How did Starkey work his headless horseman busi- .
ness that night the detachment was in the gulch?” f
“There was some scurryin’ around, but Starkey got
ready in time. He cuts the heads off'n a boxful of sulfur
matches an’ used ’em for illumination. Tt was rather a |
bum ghost he made that night, but the display was good ‘
enough to git them sojer-boys goin’. I played on the
bugle at one end o’ the gulch an’ Starkey run to’rds me
from t’other end. T reckon you’ve heard, leftenant, how ,'
the swatties got out without payin’ any more attention |
to the remains of what they supposed to be me.”

“Has that ghost trick been played often?”

“A dozen times or more. Some Smart Alecs as didn’g
believe the gulch was ha’nted come here, saw Starkey
blazin’ by without a head, an’ then lit out with consid-
er'ble haste. They never come back ag’in.  Starkey’s
been improvin’ the ghost right along, cultivatin’ a grave-
yard voice an’ throwin’ in little extry didoes, Oh, he’s
Class A in any game o’ that kind.”

“Do you stay in this gulch all the time, O’Fallon »*

“I manage the whisky-peddlin’, Starkey’s Been away
a good bit of the time durin’ the last six months, over
to his ranch in the Medicine Mountains, an’ down in
Texas, Colorado, an’ Arizony, workin’ lectle side-grafts
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went on Craig.
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wiiile T attended to the main whisky business. I've been
ready to quit Starkey 'most any time, only 1 was afeared.
What "u’d happen ter me if I showed up at Sill? That’s
the question that's been causin’ me a lot O trouble.
Starkey an’ I ain’t been gittin’ along any too well to-
gether lately. He thinks 1 dassen’t leave him an’ he's
peen makin’ me work jest fer my keep.”
“¥ou sounded “taps’ on the bugle to-night, didn’t you?"”
“Qure; an’ when Buffalo Bill chased after Starkey T
was the handy boy with a-Tope. Starkey has been about
halflocoed ever since he heard that Buffalo Bill an’
pards was to get orders to bust up his whisky business.
Before he found that out Starkey was feelin’ tollable
good. He'd jest got back from Arizony, leavin’ every=
body to think he’d been drowned, an” he was qualified to
play ghost a leetle on his own hook. But the news that
Buffalo Bill and pards was comin’ upset him a heap. H.e
went south to the Red River to play ghost an” try ter gib
‘em ter turn back. I told him it was a foolish thing,
but when he gits his mind made up there ain’t no headin’
him. But say, leftenant, what d'ye think they’ll do with
me at the post?” ‘
“Youw're in a hard row of stumps, O'Fallon,” said

“First, you were derelict in your duty, traffick-

Craig.
despatches ; sec~

ing with Starkey as you did with those
ond, you're a deserter, even if your nam
for-duty roll; and, third, you've been
sell whisky to the Indians in direct defiance of
faw. I reckon you're in for it.”

“Ajn’t there nothin’ I can do to m

helping Starkey!
militaty

ake it easier fen

me?” _
“1 can’t think of anything.”

Hl\qeb‘b.\_ I Can,”

“What can vou think of, O'Fallon?” put in the scoub

—n

L
}

e is on the died- -
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“} o b < on-
2 m ted I £ n
10 ll] CCM an €res 1Stener 10 tI]lS queer S
C

versation,
Well,” ang O’Fallon lowered |

A B e his voice, “what if |

' He ain’ i

espatedls amt no friend o mi

= d o

been. He knewed I didn’t dare ter ‘Im“e:
r leave

him ; now y
i mrfhit II’]I] ketched, though, T might as well d
. €an ter play even with vey: i e
m:.(}}c It easier fer me at Sl Starkey—purvidin® it
can’t make any ; ,
s : Y Promises, O’Fallon,” said i
bl CVCI.yal ol::g surprise for me to find vou Iikeciilif.
€ supposes you d I .
ho‘x\;‘the colonel will feel ab()),u ea’ij’ S
Say,” said O’Fallon
eagerly, “if i
g ; - gerly, “if I fix it se’s ve ¢
no? i StaI’I\E:V,’ why couldn’t you fellers le’m 5 Calz
“,1;1 ,art?mythm erbout findin® me ? Hey #* Mt
1at won't do,” retur ' o
; ; irned Craig gl ¢
my du i :
m;thi“‘:yt tc; perform, and T'm going torlzlt-j it IS‘{"e gOt
g to lose, however g 4
= ]ang bl :;seg‘, IlOPI?"e%’ by doing what you can toorl:e};
arkey. give you ful it i
e g ¥ ull eredit in my
it t,I?mg’ like that usually goes a 7 . FEPOF'C’
maeds ye good ways with the
. O'.Fallon was silent far
m his mind,
“I reck 5
S on I'll go ye, leftemant,” said he finally. “Ye'lj
e set me free if I’'m ter do anythin’.” e i
And when you're free,” chimed in Wild Bill, “jt’
you for the tall timber.” T
“That’s wl e
g 1ere yere shy, friend,”
ik ' Y, triend,” protested Q'F
= al;i:ﬂouly Ita%e three of us ter git Starkey Yojncoam
g, and Buffalo Bi < eat ;
L : B;Il. Walk one on each side o’
SRS = 0, an take my guns. Cover me all the
1 yer own hardware, if that’Il make ye feel
any

da: 1 y ] .
a, y
€asier m ye mim I ]I I t1 to aCt dOUblC Wlth (5 ShOOﬂ
-A&l”t Lot ,J“ C .«)U.’ah .

a space turning the matter gver
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i 1 n us
ou're trying to spring o :
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«This may be some trap y

” 2 Iyd
‘O'Fallon. i by if T tried ter trap you fellers
«Trap nothin’. )

r k‘
-elf. Here I am wor

: . oittin’ trapped myseli. : cap-
only succeef}. mt gq‘::rlicey- P[f T don’t help ye xll)lea‘slzet:r p\lﬂl
in’ de? d,na gllll:re im me. 1 mean ter ‘tlrl)’l I:\?,e my skelp if
ture, he'll 1, ’case Starkey'lk 2 word
the deal off S.léc;effsuxﬁebby Craig'll put in a good
T don’t; an, 1 4

”
fer me. =
“What do you say,

: i an
SC?‘U\E\Te can capture Starkey without

»
€
jed the scout, “but m a dozen
help,” replied t 'w—never, He’s got more
“NO, ye couldn

3 If ye want ter
: here gulch. . 7
apin’ from this j ith ye.
WaY-; ffil;neslgu%alo Bill, ye got ter ’take fa dV: 4 the scout,
blcz‘c ;S 1 was going to say., pfO'CCCtO : quick con-
O]l);uiion may help us bring 0 aﬁfa‘trhis cafion he can
“O'Fa t o
A ce gets ou s d plan
clusion. If ool xt:eks% I reckon it’s not a bad P .
keep dodging us for o l
'Fallon.” im, though.
= :se O'F;t” agreed Craig. i om-io ,1;“2 slippety
g £ ed, plainly enough, tl}at 4c o ReD
He 1tms pdro\:;e ’c an’t afford to let him give
whelp, an

”

TNOW. 5
out me
“Donrt ye worry none a

said O’Fallon. “Jest cut m? loosedz:) i
we're ter do an’ the way were ter

lo Bill.
«Take off the ropes, Hickok,” ordere-d B(t;i”f;a“on, o
i1d Bill made short work of rek.aasmg1 et
\ivz:areful to keep a tight grip on him as he
wa

o is cafl "Fallon
| “Dark a< * is in this cafion, O )
& S W o

i he
Cody ?” said Craig, appealing to th

y of O’Fallon’s

St tip,”
ivin’ ye the s
5 DIl explain what

» said the scouts

v

| g —

O’Fallon, of Company K,

“don’t think for a minute that
! loose with us.”

“That's right,” added Wild Bill

held a vigorous shake, “Try any treacherous plays, |
O’Fallon, and we’ll wind you up like an eight-day clock.”
O’Fallon had a six-shooter in his belt. The scout took |
the weapon away from him, ' |
“I jumped into this to save my scalp,” said O’Fallon,
“an’ I wouldn’t be helpin’ myself much if T tried ter back-

cap you. I'm goin’ ter conduct myself so’st the colonel’ll |

have a good word ter say fer me when I'm up fer court |
martial.” ‘
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you can play fast and

giving the arm he

“That’s the idea, O’Fallon,” approved Craig. “What’s |
the first step in getting Starkey ?”

“The first step, leftenant, is ter select the men who're

to stay with the hosses, an’ the ones who're to go with me _
an’ do the heft o’ the work. Twa’s enough to go with '
me, but if ye're any ways juberous about the result T |
won’t object ter takin’ more.”
“I want to be on the firing-line, of course,’
“and I think Buffalo Bill and Wild Bill feel t
“Waugh!” came from old Nomad. “W
ter with me bein’ on ther firin’-line, too ?”

" said Craig,
he same.”
hat’s ther mat- ;
|
The trapper had been a listener to the revelations ta~
king place in the gulch. He had learned that Starkey had |
been playing understudy for a whiskizoo, and that the ,
whole fabric upon which had been bujlt the manifesta- {
tions of the headless horseman was of human contrivance.
All this had come to Nomad with a cogency and force |
there was no dodging, and there were some things in |
the immediate past he would have liked to sponge out. |
“Oh, no, Nick,” said Wild Bill, “we couldn’t think of |
letting a man with the ha’ats get so near the whiskizoos.
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e ook after the horses, and

| have 0 1 ! :
est or us. > g

" 1'—L;)ut there was nothing 11ur
o - ‘—)

but make the best o1 the

You and Cayuse \\'_11 2
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S SZ;} ot \:ick and Cayuse Cil;ttdé‘Faﬂon?"
: oot, I A - 2]
Jeeed OI;\'here had they better be le t,f “This 15 as
hQTSCS-I here,” answered the dcserlel;uin' before we
“Right hert, 1d ind. T'm pla ’ TR |
2 ce as we cou " s Buffalo Bill.
handy akpla ter release your Apaches,
it Starkey, =
glt -~ -

: 'S W s aches and
reckon that's oin by releasing the ‘Ap giving
“yes: I'd like to begin b) do that without ZIVifig

- 2 269
hat ve'd like done, aimnt

tl elr 1101.\ S I’I()\ ar
1el €S, 1(11“\" we C an
’
;taIX\E\ a ChanCt to bt\lp Out-

itin’ s when we gO
Starkey’ll be waitin fer us W

“We can. ke up
im.” ; £ key," Spoke

aﬁ?r hu‘ ighty accommodating 01 Stg »:'jl;ile this con-
"Tha.tlls Lﬁ?\"h}\t do vou think he’s uPl h?”

AT3 & = e 18 s in’

W dt.lﬂB(:Oing on in the middle of his gu locked, waitin

[ataiag the storeroom with the door Starkey is on
“He's 10 1 come out with you et The way yc're

to hear how I © ever was before. 0 h crazy.

nor he has made him nigh

1as rds in his sleep,

the run wuss =
houndin’ him, Buffalo L B
;. he dreams about you 3
Why, he u
il hes has he with him ?”
; 7 nanches has : e
“How many Cot : e |
Ho oné in the storeroom with hu‘n,the s
CENT s : '
I\m.)l at by—some of ‘em looking aftei:e” el
ST : , |
el (;'bll take ye to where the Apac'“.uers B
E fur fr rhere the pris 3
in’ m whe : vl
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Hogt? :&1\1 be able ter kill two birds wi
kept, we

Al him hangin’
c ;ith Wild Bill, him
in’ is. I'll walk ahead wit
the sayin’ is.

O’Fallon, of Company K,

onter me so’st T kain’t git away, an’ you,
foller clost behind with Buffale Bi1L,
“Yes,” came the answer from the secoy
“Then for’ard, march”
O’Fallon ]

leftenant, kin
Are ye ready ?”
t and Craig.

aid a course southward and praceeded in
for perhaps a hundred yards; then, turning
sharply to the right, he walked directly across the caflon
and came to a halt at the face of the cliff,

“The pris’ners an’ their guards ain’t more'n fifty feet
from here,” whispered O'Fallon, “A couple o’ }je kin
crawl south along this wall unti] ye reach the place. It's
a big overhang. The guards an’
front of it, an” the

haw many guards two o’ ye'll sartinly he
able ter take keer of ‘em.  But do it quiet. We don’t
want ter turn on a genera] fight, Starkey "w’d hear it an’
u’d make a run oyt o the gulch,”

“Craig,” said the scout,
for O’Fallon, Hickok and
the Apaches,™

“I reckoned ve'd want
O'Fallon, “but I'm pl

the "Paches are v the

“you stay here and lock aut
I will see what we can do for

me looked after,” grunted
ayin’ square with ye, as ye'll find,”
“P1l stay,” said Craig. “You'll come back here ?”

SNes
Having made this arrangement,
amie man began their advance
They had to cr

the scout and the Lag-
along the foot of the cliff,
awl, and the scout tack the lead.
diffieult for them tq see what they were doing,
kept their course by rubbing their.
wall as they crept.

It was
but they
shoulders along the

Fina”y the scout reached a place where there was a
break in the it G

aroping with his hand, he found that
the break was a stone corner, and that he was upon the
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recess and th
He could see nothing,
stealthy 'movements.

showed in the opaque gloom.

a match and was lighting a cigarette.
Wild Bill had crawled up beside the scout and both

re looking in under the overhang. The match enabled
k but comprehensive survey of the

e stone overhang mentioned by O’Fallon.
but he fancied he could hear
Presently a glimmer of light
A Comanche had struck

we
them to make a quic

situation.

There were tw
sand floor of the cavern and with
knees. Beyond them could be se
of the prisoners.

The match flickere
around the stone corner of

Bill with him.
«Luck !” whispered the scout.

guards, Hickok.”
“T noticed that.”
«YVou noticed the position of the tw
well ?”
“yes, They’re squatting

o Comanche guards squatting on the
rifles lying acrass their
en the indistinct forms

d out, and Buffalo Bill drew back
the wall and pulled wild

“There are only two

o Comanches, a$

there with their backs to Us. l
Both are smoking. We can smell our way to ‘em by the
smoke of their cigarettes, even if we can’t see the fire.”

| “We'll crawl in together. You take the right-hand Co-l

| manche, and I'll take the one on the left.”

“Keno!”
Everything depended upon the
| the program was carried out.
' slightest mistake, every hope of capturin
night would go by the board. Understan
they drew upon all their resourcefulness to carry

work quietly and quickly.

way this initial step of
If the pards made the
g Starkey that
ding this fully,

out the
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5

It was not necessary to

¢ 2
manches,” smell their way to the Co-

as Wild Bill had
tips of the two ci ad suggested, for tl ;
havi 1e two cigarettes could be plainl S g onie
“l:;g shifted their positions y seen, the men
/hile coverin
g half the dist
the Com istance separatin
T hg:lvcel:,ccsr the pards were not heard Ags ttll‘l‘:: (f;rOm
e , one of the gua ' il
W a{-]\'ed toward them B e ok U and
he scout :
gave Wild Bill’
slowly aro g § arms a quick squee
Buf’fa)l’o Bi]S]e]]t;:)th]S feet. The Laramie man Jxlde::toa;dd
advancing on tl planned to take the Comanche wh ;
g on them and leave the other e
manage. 1er one for Hickok to

o eis f
Waiting until the Indian came w

him, ithin arm’s reach of

Buffalo Bill j

The C Jumped for his throat [ike
ﬁngerso:li{]che tried to yell, but too late T;Opanther.
e ércliz((ll lln.s tlhroat like steel bands, and ljztiv::
it 1us head bum

vﬂ{h .Sllch,force that he was stugflceldon fhe A et
s l‘VIIIddBlll, meanwhile, h :
nd Indian si; : g
T multaneous

The La :
S redrsi?:e bman prevented an outery on the part
drawing his kn’if U ke was fiot able 4o keep him flr)on
Deftly Wil Bi ¢ and attempting a murderous use of L
the one who willlldtun'md the point of the blade agzihlsté
and proving thaf hzdh;t(i ;:Jhe Indian going limp forthwith

€« . > een t 1 s .

“I}_Ihck(,)k!’ called the scout Ouched i e mia oy

ere!” was the r .

« €S €

“I\/Iy man’s dOwn.” pounse, ¢ \Vhat IUCI\", COdy ?!y

So is mine,”

lad m.ade his assault on the sec-
y with the scout’s attack on

“Thel] re ease S w e ]l]) { 1€
]

two reds oy
: 'd get a gag between their teeth.”

-~ -
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but while

“Ny red doesn’t need Topes and a ‘gag,
to ‘the

you're trussing up the captive I'll attend

"Paches.”
Wild Bill made his way to the prisoners, finding them

by stunibling over their helpless bodies.

“Dori't be in a taking, lads,” murmured Wild Bill;
«Py_e haska and 'his -pards hadn’t Jorgotten you. Roll
over on your faces so I can get at your hands.”

There came sounds indicating ‘that the Indians had
rolled over ; then, gropmg for their bonds, Wild Bill ran
the edge of 2 knife through them. Sitting up, as soon
as their hands were freed, the Apaches puilled ‘the gags
from their mouths.

“Pa-e-has-ka!” muttered one.
has-kano forget umred trailers.”

“¥ out 'ketch um Starkey, huh 7 asked another.

“We're going to do that next,” answered Buffalo Bill.
“Do you boys know where your horses are?”

LAY

“Then

“Heap ‘fine. Pa-e-

get them. After that, take the -weapons from
the two Comanches lying here and wait in -this place
until we come after you. Sabe?”

“ A1l same,” chattered the delighted  Apaches.

“And don’t make any more noise than you can help,*
added Buffalo Bill. “Gome on, Hickok,” he added. “q4
reckon that Yuppah, ‘Chappo, and Pedro can take care
of themselves from now on. We'll go back to Craig
and ‘O’Fallon and start in on our next play. We've got
to bring matters to a head with Starkey before he gets
windof what’s ‘doing and tries for a getaway.”

“Correct,” returned Wild Bill, highly gratified by the
success that had attended the beginning of their work.

s

CHAPTER XXVL

STARKEY.

3 Lzulan you find 'em? asked Craig of the scout and
.c aramie man as the two came to where he and
O’Falion were waiting. :
“You bet we found: ’enr, Craig™
aig,

B
nere were two guards.

: rephied Wild Bil.
el Aner‘putt‘m}: em down and

s it ..Lx aches to get their own horses and. wait

le the: averhang until we: called for 'em. Fine busi-
ness, Craig; if I do say it.”
g-I %, 133 - e = : ~ " -
S .shm.(x say it was fine,” chirped: O'Fallon. “Why
‘Iul:rs never heerd a sound.” =

q;\\; tried. to. do the business as guietly as we could,”
sai b IR o 8 GNT £ ] ;
B .»ftmlaln Bill. “Now, for the balance of it. If the

ot the: Comanches ar ith: S '
z s are nof with: Starkey, O

e key, O'Fallon,

“There’s anothe :
e e's \annilkr overhang on t'other side of the gulch
dlar mo;tkot the: Comanches are aver there—guézlin’

-water, Tk S 1 °
i » K€ as not.. Starkey won’t have any of them
o im in the storehouse. In fact, we never let the

S Kr 7 A T
o 1;01_\\tlwhclre the storehouse was; ye see, they might

: ey knowed, an’ ¢ v IR
o »a’ thought they could do- it suc-

‘lq

So L <, ;
“Thast"m?ke}}; alone in the storehouse?”
-nats it. He couldn’ :

; 't h 2 1 i
Saaeeiten e ang around in the guich. witl
R e ;\fe]rc'(]l with phosphorus. Until

: which hadn’ i
Starkey an’ his hoss il RS am e
stay in the storehouse. He

WO\)&(\Y\‘\', (\are 3 z
shinin’ maryc {ter show himself, kase he knows he’d be a:
ot Buffalo Bill an’ his pards.”
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toreroom at
id the scout “take us to t}ler ,?
W S t order.
E ¢’ll wind this up 1 shor’FauOrl e
L then,” responded O ;
: ) :
vin © .Wa}’ i across the
with Craig. e was still southwardl, tcut?;r;ﬁed e
e i t an angle that av . e
cafion a gle tl e
- thef\.paches were waiting. 111 whire ot
Sk ’thell:)n seemed to know egactty e
- 35(? be taking the most dlri.cofpthe i
gOing,lan til he reached the south enc
t halt unti o |
= to the face of the W i 10\'\,
e he door of the storeroomi. e
“Here’s the . S
’ i Starkey has
“Vou can’t see it, e
S i mall entr i
e tone of the
of a cave here o o
Sl = that puzzles
fixed up v;ntllstone of the cliff in a wayhow etz
matCthS t;efrom t'other, unless ye If,now
on |
ter' t? up and hammer on the door
goin

1 wine \/V i .11 I‘iml y >
1 the dOOr OpCIlS,” added lld Bl g
“A d 1n

0P,
"Fallon, of K Tro
11 duck, the door’ll close, and O’Fal
“on11’ uck, . it y .
5% one. Very nlce—fqr i 1 orowled O’Fallon
will be, gone. blame’ suspicious ; S5 onter my arm
e icci the door with mc,? an’ hang
'ﬁ‘COlTle up ; . 7 do .n - : 50
along with Craig. Will (tlh:;/ﬂd Bill. “We're taking
%) BYE .9
“That’ll do,” answe is trip. :
. 131 ces than we have to, this 'patcnant Craig on
more chan ith Wild Bill and Lieu § the cliff. THe
O’Fal.loll, fvvhlm Stepped to the. facel 0 e knocl\'o
el oe than,a minute selecting the P arently solid
L mOl“; stone, he tapped it on an app
Plcking up 2 S ice an-
1iff. ids A VOICE
gee ;xhe;h‘cf at that point was ot Sfdilnt but quite dis”
Butdttlie summons—sounding very Ia
swere
ginct.
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“Who’s that?”
“O’Fallon,” answered the deserter, his lips close to the
rock.

“If y'u’re O’Fallon,’
of the stone door,

The deserter g
with two more,

' came the voice on the other side
“signify it in the us’al way,”
ave three taps, Paused, then followed
“That’s our private knock,” he explained in a whisper
to those with him,
“Any Injuns around, O’Fallon ?” agked Starkey,
“Not clost ter here.”
“How erbout Buffler Bill an’ his pards ?”
O’Fallon chuckled

and answered, “I reckon they ain’t
Boin’ ter bother me much.”
There came a sound

“Push on the door,

as of a shoved bolt,
O’Fallon,” said Starkey.
O’Fallon pushed, A Square section of the wall gave
way and an angle of light appeared. The angle grew as
the door continyed to open. The deserter pushed into
the room,
“Traitor |” howled the voice of Starkey as he caught
sight of Craig.
Then, had it not been for Wil
O’Fallon would have paid for his treachery with his life.
Starkey,

quick in his movements as a tiger-cat, launched
a bullet at the deserter,

The selfsame moment the trigger
was pressed, Hickok threw himself against O’Fallon and
tumbled him on the floor. The bullet passed through
the air over the heads of both Wild Bill and Q’Fallon.

Before Starkey could fire again, Buffalo Bill was upon
him, knocking the six-shooter out of his hand and grip-
ping for a struggle.

The interior of the cav
Swinging from an iron

d Bill's quick work,

¢ was illuminated by a lantern
spike in one of the walls, but

~

— -

= e
e
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sphorus
‘o with the pllObp
ill gleaming With 1 - to play
s was still g  in order 1o P
S hl;ll?sfliver his hands and clothes
hie had LURpEs -q an, = Of
:tllbe role of headless hc)lb.el‘l“"l or say that Lon Starkey, %
: S WAL CVEL3E ” men af
- - INOWS Wi : + “had” mer
No one who ki coward. Unlike most lb“ pad’ b
Hrwas - HoWaTh: Jest, Starkey
Red Tail, “?:mm-ichcd in the West, St 7\\\rheu e WS
b e 'md~ never seemed to know
o
dant courag e
1 Py storeroom Aan
e he was alone in the StOIf} into the fight
- /d . 3
yfhoue fle men, he threw himse t{ his escaping.
> 01‘]‘ s R e b e S b
o2 h there was a DO.\sxbe}Pkﬁaln Bill, how-
g thm'llg a child in the hands of ,.1\1 heid him wri-
He was ]lx\(i L him down anc
T
ever, and tn Hoor.
thing upon the >rong ﬂlo id at
“A 1'01)(‘!!" called Coc \1 Statlker’s hands were hout b
2 STATKE) . the rene-
: ras found and St As soon as the
A rlata was he ankles, As:s 3 araiioe
: c is feet at the 3 . sed his strug
e anld hﬁwa% no help for him 1;16 i
saw dnere was : hically. ey
el epted his fate PEUOSOE B0 1o Bl
Bl sl k. Starkey,” laughed
Rors A SPOOK, kAl by r _ ;

a pretty strong fight. Jer Bill,” replied Starkey,
put up apresty T could, Buffler Bill, . T reckon
“1 done the best ’ d Howsumever, ;

1 was too many fer me. & fer a prisner. T
“but y ‘:1 W a»nt on hevin’ Lo Starkey
'11.can t.cou e . ; Bill
zoo slickery a pYOpersm()‘ll).unc Perry,” said Buﬁal?m the
e N ) 3
“You got away fron 1 me and my pards, down us this
“and you got away Ero: coing to get away from
. ou’re No &
Nava]o’ but y whel'C
5 et om
time.” er.” Starkey, f 1 he
«“\We'll see erbout that lat head around unt ;
“We'll s led his he : hissed.
- oor, wabble otel” Jve dits
he day o0 t}lg 11110!1 | “Y’u low-down CO)«.Ote on out fer
could Se¢ 9 = 't. clear if om’y ter wipe ¥
“T'm goin Aer gif L1
what y'u done ter me.
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‘Bah!” sneered O'Fallon. “ye been puttin® - sCrews
onter me fer the last six months, thinkin® 7 't dassg
ter turn on ye. But ye made a mistz'-c. 7 yp Starkey. Ye
kain’{, treat O’Fallon like 3 galley-slave without payin’
the price.”

“Tll put a bullet inter y'y,
Starkey, “an’ make a real ghos
“Twa kin play

“Why weren't
Starkey ?”

one o’ these days,’

tout o’ y'u.”

at that game.”

we able to hj

asked Wild Bill,

from that lead of ours ?”
“Guess it out,”

* flared

t you with our bullets,
“How did you get away
sai
“This is how, Wild Bill,” went an O’Fallon,
ta his knees and pulling aside Star

The lantern-light gleamed on
which overlay the e
body.

“A bullet-proof coat!” exclaimed the Laramie man.

“A jacket of chain mail I” muttered the scout. “Where
did he get that, O’Fallon ?”

“He had it made
the deserter,

d Starkey curtly.

dropping:
key’s flannel shirt.

a mesh of fine steel rings
ntire upper part of the renegade’s

for him down in Mexico,’
“and it’s aheut the sl
Ye:ever heerd of, Why, it’
gan’ don’t weigh more'n fiy
ball,”

" answered
ickest thing in armor
S as pliable as a piece o’ clotl
¢ pounds, yet it’ll turn a rifle-
“No wonder your

“But. Nick shot
the bushes,”

bullets didn’t hurt him,” said Craig,
at his head, which was bobbi
remarked Wild Bl
didn’t have his fa

Starkey. o

ng among
“I reckon Starkey
¢e pratected, did he?” .

§4ve a gruesome laugh,
“Nick: Nomad’s nerves

was  considerable unstrung
when he shot at me,’

" he explained. “His bullets drapped
low. 21" stryck. the coat o steel]. Ye'll notice that when I
Showed myself on the ‘hog-back’ T hag rulled: my black
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cap over my head an’ had rubbed the phosphorus on my
shoulders an’ arms. I wasn’t lettin’ any spook-hunters
like Buffler Bill an’ Wild Bill take chances at me.”

The scout turned away to look around the cave. It
was not large, and Starkey’s horse, still glowing a“little
with phosphorus, was standing in the back part of the
vaulted room. On one side was a rude bunk, and near it,
on end, stood three barrels of whisky.

Craig found an ax. “Here’s where I settle the liquor
guestion on this part of the reservation,” he announcad,
and began plying the ax.

As soon as the head of-a barrel was knocked in, Wild
Bill and the scout would tip it over, allowing the “val-
ley tan” to flow over the floor.

“Hey yer fun,” growled Starkey. “Ye'll all pay fer
this, some time.”

«\\hat next, Pard Cody?” asked Wild Bill as soon as
the barrels had all been broached and overturned.

“We'll put Starkey on his horse, Hickok,” replied the
scout, “and you can mount and ride for the place where
we left our mounts. Craig and 1 will set fire to the store-
room and follow you.”

This plan was carried out. Wild Bill got into the sad-
dle and the helpless Starkey was roped to the cantle.

The renegade’s weapons were taken from his belt, and -

the scout picked up a repeating rifle from the floor by
the cot.

“Put the lantern in that pool of whisky, O'Fallon,” of-
dered Buffalo Bill.

The lantern was placed as directed.

“Clear out, Wild Bill,” was the scout’s next command,
“and you and O’Fallon follow him, Craig. Tl stay be-
hind to get the fire going.”

Wild Bill spurred through the stone doorway, Craig

PR R~ : R

e Getting Starkey,
i, a.xlon following close to th
- W.nlﬁe to his shoulder
ith a bullet, :

flames leaped up insta
In a few mome
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Rais<
€ lan-

e horse’s heel
}:}‘]e scout smasheds;h
1§IEy caught fire an

pping at
nts, the scou% knet:e e

tbrougﬁ the door, a rattlg ‘
e voHey was followed b
the stentorian tones o%

Wild Bill ; £

IIT £
he reds are after us, pards!

8ive ’em Hail Columbia ! Whoop el

- w, and




CHAPTER XXVIIL
THE FIGHT IN THE GULCH.

Instinctively the scout divined what had hapI'quea.
When he stopped to think of it, he wondered that it had
not happened before. .

The Comanches had gotten wind of what was going
on. Although they did not khow the locatien of the
storeroom, yet the lantern-light, shining through the
open door, had guided them to it. Evidently they ha'd
arrived at just about the time the scout had §ent his
pards from the cavern, preparatory to smashing the
lantern.

A bright light still came from the open door. Asithe.
scout stepped clear of the cavern, he pullcd. the door
shut behind him, thus making his pards and himself less

spicuous as targets.
Cor113111)llets seemed t(Q) be coming from all sides. Spurts of
flame shot up, as guns were dischfarged, and gave fleet-
ing glimpses of painted, hideous faces.

b"‘I?iqht1 your \\[r)ay through the reds, pards!” shoutled
the scout. “We've got to get to the other end of the
cafion! Pick up Nomad, Cayuse and the horses, as you

0. I'll get the Apaches!” Tl
g0“\7\/el’dgbetter a11I hang together, Cody!” cried Craig,

ing away with his revolvers.
pOBII)fn} _don}’/t look after the Apaches,” the scout an-
swered, “they’ll be taking a hand in the fight and pé—(l)‘:
haps doing us as much damage as they do tlje ;
manches. You caa reach the other end of the canon, 2
right. Wait there.”
T
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‘With that the scout bounded off toward the side of the
gulch. Wild Bill, Craig, and O’Fallon started north at
the same titne, keeping up a vigorous firing as they went.

The Comanches, in some manner, had become aware of
the scout’s move. Several of them tried to head him off,
and for an instant it looked as though disaster would
surely overtake him.

But the king of frontiersmen was equal to the emer-
gency. For infighting his revolvers had advantages over
the rifle found in the storeroom, and, clutching the re-
peating weapon in his left hand, he used one of his re-
volvers with his right, driving the redskins away. As
soon as he had cleared his path he ceased firing, for, by
keeping up the fusillade, he merely located himself to
his foes.

The Comanches continued to peg away with laudable
persistency, but their bullets went wide of the scout.
Hurrying to the overhang of the side wall, he found
the Apaches in a state of wild excitement because of the
battle. The red trailers could hear what was going on,
and they were eager to ride out and take part, but they
had received orders from Pa-e-has-ka to remain where
they were. Smothering their impatience as well as they
could, they remained under the overhang, holding to
their ponies.

[T Y] . .
Paches!” panted the scout, coming in on them
swiftly.
7] s o - -
Ail” answered the relieved trailers in chorus.

“Have you got your caballos #”
“Wuh

ey
Then mount and come with me. Ride slow, because

IR i i i
'm on foot, and don’t do any shooting—you might hik
Some of our pards. Vamose!”
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s to t s of
Eacerly the trailers flung themselves to the backs
their TlOr;ES and trooped out after the s.cout.1 :
“Are you armed?” asked the scout, as &

fion wall.
northward along the cafno 1 LG
“Got um dos rifles, dos revolvers,

Chappo. : -2
ate“(}You’rlepwell fixed, then. None of you boys are ::Z,l;ture
“Comanches no hurt um; Comanches say they

um to-morrow. Ugh!” ”
“There’ll be no torture Now. . e
Desultory firing was still going on out in 'cheO;:tl aé
but. from the sound of it, the shooting was mOSty
]

rth, and
random. Now and then a shot came from the north,

i de b
these reports the scout believed to have been made DY

AR
the weapons of his pards. If he was true 1;1dh1§0isned
mise, then Wild Bill, Craig, and OFalloln ad i)f 5
Nom’ad and Cayuse and all were close to the en
cal;_oéla.ving the wall, the scout led the Apachei in ;:
angling course that gave a short cut to thc;,1 cax:r)lt:oun‘
trance. No one interfered with them, and tf (fy1 e
tered neither friend nor foe until th.ey were a;r y :
the entrance. Then a menacing voice hade’d t]f:lrln .eppeﬁ
“Stop, thar! Another move this way an’ well P
: |
e!” : ; |
y “No, you won’t, Nick,” flung back 1Ehe scout.
“Tg ::t you, Buffler ?” cried the overjoyed trapp;alr. o
“Big as life. Are all the rest of our pards wit V\)/[har.’s
“They’re hyar, an’ we got B’ar Paw fer ye.
the "Paches?” 5
“Riding at my heels. ' : = I
“Hooray !” yelled the voice of Wild Bill. ¢ If it wa

i to
for O’Fallon, we’d be out of the woods with ground to
spare.” : » -

The Fight in the Gulch

The scout ran forward and was soon among his com-
rades.

“What's the matter with O’Fallon ?” he asked.

“The Comanches nailed him,” spoke up Craig. “He
was killed instantly and we had to leave him half-way
down the gulch.”

“Tough luck!” muttered the scout. “That fellow
showed good stuff at the finish, However, a knotty ques-
tion has been settled, and the colonel won't have to puz-
zle his brains over what he’l] do with the deserter.
Where’s Bear Paw ?”

“Here, Pa-e-has-ka!” Cayuse rode forward on Navi
and tucked the scout’s reins into his hand.

Buffalo Bill swung to the saddle.

“We could charge back through the cafion, Pard
Cody,” cried Wild Bill, his fighting blood aroused, “and
wipe out every red in the bunch !”

“What's the use?” returned the scout. “We've cap-
tured Starkey and destroyed his whisky-shop. That cov-
ers the letter of my instructions, doesn’t it, Craig?”

“You've wound up your orders in good shape, Cody,”
said the lieutenant, “There’s nothing more for us to do,
now, but to get away.”

“Then we'll make for our old camp between the hills
and pass the rest of the night. Ride, pards!”

Horses were put in motion, the entrance of the cafion
Passed and the cavalcade came out into the moonlight.

“O’Fallon got it,” spoke up Starkey, with a heartless
chuckle ; “that does me more good than I know how ten
express. It saves me a job when I git away.”

“You'll not get away, Starkey,” said Craig,

“Don’t y'u fool yerselfy leftenant. T've got out o’
tighter squeezes than this. Even if y'u try ter hang me,
Tl fool y'u. I kain’t be hung. The rose was never
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An’ I kain't be drownded,

made that kin do the trick.
I'm bul-

¢ either, as Buffler Bill and his pards know, an’
let-proof.”

“you'll not be bullet-proof, Starkey, when we peel
' remarked Wild Bill
“T kain't be killed with er
on’t git me ter the
Y'u kin bank

that armor off of you,’

“Shucks !” scoffed Starkey.
without this chain coat. Mebby yuw
fort: but, if y'u do, I won't stay ther long.
on that.”

“We’ll put you in double-irons, Starkey,” said Craig,
“and double-lock the guard-house. There'l be mo escape
from Sill, for you, and you'd better make up your mind t0

§at.”

Starkey’s answer was a grim, defiant laugh.

CHAPTER XXVIIL
A TASK WELL DONE,

In the timber, on the bank of the creek th t
tween the hills, the scout and his pards slept at 1:“ i
of that eventful night. No Comanches caou et
molcs.t them, and all hands had a good 1'e‘tmeBnear b
mor‘nmg they were in the saddle, en route t; I‘ ‘}'Sfmﬂy
] Nomad was very much reserved. He talkcdoliisctle‘u‘ d
;:u]\'\ ed a (hsposi'tion .to efface himself by hanging in T}:e
,‘.Sigrr?};n(l. YV]](!’ Bill joshed him unm’ercifutl'lv.

e tchci&‘();;,ﬂlx\-clcg{, ol.)scr\'cd Hickok, with mock gravity,
o ever., t. : 'rst tlmc'm.] record a real, live whiskizoo
8 1?':0] mto captivity. What do you think?”
I“C]\.Okug;.:. Tsx.]o’rtcd the trapper. “Ef you don’t hesh,
s d,'vcnﬂ(g'm]x‘] ’ter make.er display ¢ fireworks. How
an)'“v;l\;;;" ink a feller kin stand o’ thet sort er tork,
\x;h;h}?sz ;(l)] ”11 n‘ms.t be rough on a fellow, especially |
e n()“»".ol:} b::)j(;.t\'ltll thc“'ha'n’t.s.’ How are you feel-
sy??mhcﬁc m;:d ;O.“Ci?:::,ls_“lm Bill’s voice became very '

) Joms
"E(jl Si\,oxlx}:g\ (iiarsi zjn,]'d d}‘oppt}d farther. in the rear.
R L 1];0 asy,” said the scout, in a low voice,
got about all he can stand.”

“T wish w
. sh we could c¢ i
Whiskizoo habit.” ure him once and for all of that
(4&70u C’ln!t f h v L)
an't; he’s had it so long it
fature to him.” The scout tume(;g to E;Zpbecon‘leysecond
away from the po. “You got
g camp on the ‘hog-back’ :
\Chappo,” he said. g-back’ rather suddenly,
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Chappo eyed the scout for a moment, then looked off
into the hazy distance. “Ugh!” he grunted.
“Were you afraid?” : g
“No ’fraid,” said Chappo, “but no like um.
?7’
“Thought what you saw was a& ghost? : ;
“No savvy ghost. What "Pache saw all same bad med
icine. Whoosh!”
“How did the Comanches get hold of you g
“We run into um; before we savvy Comanches ‘round,
we ketched.”
“You were taken to the coulée and the Comanches went
into camp ?”’
“All same.”
“Then the Comanches saw Cayuse and took after
him?” 3
“Ai. 'Paches see um Cayuse; no help um.” o
“And while some of the Comanches were cha;;,l'ng ay
use Lon Starkey and Pablo came to the camp:
Chappo’s eyes opened wide at that.
“Wuh! You know um, Pa-e-has-ka? How you know
S i 1ches
“Oh, we had that figured out. How did the Comar
treat you?” , 3
“Not so malo like other time. Heap bad, all s.am‘;el.le
This was the second time Chappo hac! been in o
hands of the Comanches. In rescuing him before't
scout and his pards had had a much harder time of 1 ide
Leaving Chappo, the scout dropped back a.lontglzrse
Wild Bill and the renegade who was secured to the
Hickok was leading.

?v’

“How long have you been handing out whisky t0 fhig :

Comanches, Starkey?” he asked. i ot
“Got inter it when I fust married my wife, on e

Creek,” was the frank response. “Other traders

L

fer Paso.1a
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doin’ the same thing, an’ I opined I might jest as well hev
a hand in the traffic. Thar’s good money in the busi-
ness.”

“You left O’Fallon to run the gin-shop while you were
off disporting yourself in Red Hand Valley, and stealing
horses in Northern Arizona.”

Starkey scowled.

“Consarn that doughboy!” he growled. “I’d a-been a
heap better off if I hadn’t never had nothin’ ter do with
him. T treated him plumb white, an’ see how he turned
on me! Why, if O'Fallon hadn’t showed y’'u where T
had my storeroom y’u never’d 'a’ found me.”

“Don’t fool yourself on that, Starkey,” put in Wild
Bill. “We were going to camp on your trail this time
until we made sure of you. Buffalo Bill never hits a
trail but he runs it out.”

“Waal, I ain’t through with y'u yet. Y’u'll hear from
me ag'in, an’ don’t y'u fergit it. Y’u’ve made things a
heap interestin’ fer me, I'll admit, but that's all. I got a
good many years o’ usefulness ahead o’ me in this part
0’ the kentry.”

_ "Usefulness ?”” mocked Craig. “Is that your name for
it?”

“Sure. There’s other useful people besides dough-
boys.”

“You must have been off your head, Starkey,” said
Wild Bill, “when you tried to scare Cody and his pards
away from that ‘hog-back.’ We knew who the ghostt
Was, and we knew, too, that you must have escaped from
Navajo Creek in order to be there on the Red.”

“I skeered some o’ yer gang, anyways,” chuckled Star-
key. “T got that ghost business figgered down purty
ne, an’ fer all of a year, now, the swatties hevn’t come
ki ter bother me. All the sojers at the post
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: Starkey’s mirth grew,

believed in the headless hossmai. ol

ith laughter.
doubled up w1th. g o
f]‘ltll?arl’q‘f a heap o’ fun foolin’ sojers that-away
g grieved. . i
C;mb 1O‘ankcid gtarl'ey » said he, “that you l':aldeﬂ}lgu .
s ’ i Then we take y >
1 ; badly. Whe .
ier Sill fooled pretty bad : : o
dleiig; th]em about you and O’Fallon, tlller'e \s}v _glc]),; Tct =
anl(ot of mad donghboys at the post. They ,
a2

”
get away, you can be sure of~ that.} gl e
The scont’s mind was running along : e
i found your old friend Pabl‘? W 1er<3 ;ﬂ e
1ouz\(/le‘him Starkey,” he observed. “That wa :
dor )5 )

nice way to treat a pard. oo ot o the e 0
i Tuel, S /i = >
P o had got his gruel, T “ boe pand i8
bOﬂigll“i)I]l’ with him?” returned Stall - hit‘ih? Oze-\\’ay
e’ ood as
1 rieht, but when he’s as g : : im. Was
?;1 rllgltx’ts, only a waste o time to fool with him
Trail it’s only :

Ay o
i 7 onter him?
Pablo alive when yu run

s ittle concern.
Starkey began to show a little
5 . IRt A ]
i 7 thin’?
“Did he tell yu any ! 6
“Well, yes, Starkey, Pablo told us a

A 10 he" ral s 1 qt']l‘ ey with an O
oLlalisCy, L
nott tra tor! sa d ‘

f& things.”
ath.

R is time .

been all surrounded with ‘em this t : ,1 R

escaped dr g P

“Pablo told us that you had ] H of the cottonwood.
ajo Creek by hiding in the branches

ion fot
1 is recollection
i -ous in this re
There was something humor

Starkey. He laughed again. » that driftin’ cotton-
“Waal, T was in the branches o tla, ver pards was
's’said he, “all the time yQu fml gt
in’ about me bein’ in the bottom o the fE
tallqn. & ioke v'u ever heerd of, honest.. i
e blggess Jl:t gE) an’ drifted away, 1 drifted W1
Lcott-onwﬂn ot

»
wood,
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Haw, haw, haw! All I got was a wettin’ out o’ that
scrimmage.”

“You came north with your Coemanches from Ari-
zona ?”’

“Yes—by way o’ the Texas line. T thort O’Fallon
might be gittin’ out o’ budge, so I laid in a supply. After
a while I heerd that the kunnel at Sill was goin” ter call
on Buffler Bill an’ his pards ter hunt fer the ombray that
was. sellin’ whisky ter the Comanches, an’ 2

“How did you hear that?” demanded Craig sharply.

“Dow’t: you never think I ain’y got ways an’ means: o’
keepin’ informed o’ what's goin” en at Sill, leftenant. I
kmows what's talcin’ place thar afore some o’ you orficers
does, Waal, as I was sayin’, I got kinder worked up
when I heerd Buffler Bill was goir’ ter be put on my
trail ag'in. I knowed Buffler Bill thort I was dead, and
so I thort o’ playin’ thet ghost-dodge on him. Didn't
allow, very strong, I could skeer Cody eut, but I reck-
oned I could git his Apaches an’ some o his pards on the
stampede, which "w'd make it easier fer me ter deal with

him. Y'w know what happened. We skeered all the
reds, an” Nick Nomad, an’ if O’Fallon hadn’t butted inter
my game like he done, I'd hey won out.”

“Oh, thunder!” exclaimed Wild Bill disgustedly.

When the scout and' his pards arrived at Fort Sill on
the following day, a good deal of excitement was caused
by the bringing in of Lon Starkey. Starkey had been
supposed to have met his fate in the Navajo, and it was
like meeting a man from the grave. But if Starkey’s
coming excited surprise, what was the condition of the
post when it was Tearned that O'Fallon, of K Troop, had
not been slain by the Tndians gz year previous, but had
been assisting Starkey in Phantom Gulch—not only as=
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sisting him in his illicit whisky business, I;tcxlt kt:e pl;yl
spook and give the gulch a name that wou p
lers away from it? 5
pr(’)l“ﬁa story of O'Fallon was a.seven-day wogde;écilrl;:
“was repeatedly told and retold in barracks ant cr)ned 2
row. The fact that O’Fallon had, at the last,k u e
and helped Buffalo Bill and his pards l:ay Starl e);guzf e
heels counted,.of course, in the deserter’s favor. e
would hardly have saved O’Fallon from severe pu
melgz.cause of Lon Starkey’s desperate charactler ax;l(:
known facility for escaping from officers of th; av:ll,t %
was guarded with extra care. Not only was. }f}ll)im i
double-irons, but he had twe armed g‘uards w1th.s T
the guard-house, and two on the outside. .Inlt i I
ner he was taken care of until he was tried, ax} éieral
trial over, he was taken to serve a long term m a Ie
ison in the East. So
prlg(t):rlizy, at last, had collided w-ith a sﬁuatuzln dix;il;l
which he could not escape. He richly deser\{e : th;
perhaps, but that could not be meted out tobhlr?h : =
charge for which he was brought to book by
ry authorities. =
¥ éuzfalo Bill and his pards did not remam longf at 3;2;2
Sill. They had accomplished the work cut out ;)J]d =
on their way to the post, and consequently t}.xeydcin G
linger there when their services were require
qu?frl‘:rs\;vound the scout had sustained in the ?1(13m;fi};
with the Comanches, at the time Pablo recelveed =
death-wound, was of little moment. It was dreijouble.
the post surgeon, and after that gave the scout noSill o
By the time the pards were reazdy. tf) leav? »Hn;s 2
old Nomad had recovered from his injured feeling

3
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account of the laying of the specter,

of troopers at the post who had been as badly fooled as
the old trapper,

and some among them, probably, ‘would
retain their faith in spooks even as Nomad retained his
in whiskizoos., Which was_ foolish, of course, but hardly
an nature is what it is.
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There were a lot

to be helped as long as hum

THE END,

No. 150 of THE Burraro Bir BORDER STORIES, en-
titled “Buffalo Bill's Dance with Death,” by Col, Pren-
tiss Ingraham, tells how the great scout made friends of
enemy Indians and formed the company of Redskin

Rovers, who did good work along the border, and were
of great help in keeping order there.




BOOKS THAT NEVER GROW OLD

"ALGER SERIES

Clean Adventure Stories for Boys

Price, Fifteen Cents
st Published

The Most Compilete Li

Y

The following list «does mot contain ‘all the books that Horatlo
Alger wrote, but it contains most of them, and certainly the best.
Horatio Alger is to boys what Charles Dickens is to grown-
ups. His work is just as popular to-day as it was years ago.
The books have a quality, the value -of which is beyond com-
reign parents who are being

y reading these
der

putation.

There are legions of boys of fo
helped along the road to true Americanism b
books which are so peculiarly American in tone that the rea
cannot fail to absorb some of the spirit of fair play and clean
living which is so characteristically American.

In this list are included certain books by Edward Stratemeyer
upon whose shoulders the cloak of Horatio Alger has fallen.
They are books of the Alger type, and to a very large extent vie
with Mr. Alger’s books in interest and wholesomeness.

ALL TITLES ALWAYS IN PRINT
—

—_—
1—Driven From Home .coevesceececs By Horatio Alger, Jt.
2—A Cousin’s Conspiracy By Horatio Alger, Jr.
3—Ned Newton By Horatio Alger, Jr.
. By Horatio Alger, Jr.
Jre

4—Andy Gordon ......... T RN P
By Horatio Alger,

s—Tony, the Tramp

6—The Five Hundred Dollar Check....By Horatio Alger, Jt.

7—Helping Himself ........ Peiaas 5 By Horatio Alger, Jr.

8 -Making His Way «ceceeaceccecese .By Horatio Alger, Jr.
By ngq*io A]g(‘l‘. Ir.

0-Try and Trust eecocecececoccnceees

™) -t

16—Onl i
H_J_ed_)'ﬂ:;m I{nsh WOy it B >
» the: Poorhouse' Boy 17 .B’g II-_II . s
oratio Alger, Jr,

r2—Chester Rand
13—Gri T
rit, the Young Boatman of Pine Pol?g; Horatio Alger, Jr.

;;;:{T'Qe’s B el By Horatio Alger, Jr.,
: Tmm Farm -.By Horatio Alger Jr.
17—.721[:7’ Y(;;fng Outlaw }gy II:IIoratio Alger, J v,
s Ward y Horatio Alger, Jr.
;&—Deaﬂ‘ Dunham By Horatio Aig::, }-:
23__—%31:%121 SNCW World gy oo Alge,-' J 1‘
h i e
25 The St;?:SBOf the Continent B;’ ggra:f° “:‘llger, Jr.
by ratio Al
’;’2~Brave and Bold By Horatio AIg::’ ;;l-‘
2.35_/\ New York Boy By Horatio Alger, Jr.
24.—Bob Burton By Horatio Alger' J'r.
S_The Young Ad ...... BY Homt' 1 .
et venturer B fo Alger, Jr.
27‘26_——Adrif; the Street Boy. ., ... ‘ y' Horatio Alger, Jr,
— B?; oW Hosk e gy II:IIomtib Alger, Jr.
: ‘ace y Horatio Al
M Sam B L fo Alger, Jr
30—’§‘Lr:igémg r v R s e ST gy Horat.lo Alger, Jr.
ventures. of a New York Telegépfgogatlo Alger, Jr.
Oy'
g:::lf:lom Tracy By Horatio Alger, Jr.
SB;Bt;ﬁnzi{O;l ngR-Acmbat g 'gy goratio Pl i
s : o Riks y Horatio Alger, Jr.
n. e iy e ein e R y Horatio Alger, J
g?:p‘e Tim Boweoon V. ;) By Horatio Alger, JI:
32 Rizer t}’? Boatblack ... . . oo By Horatio Alger, Jr.
39-Sl1~ifi1~ rom the Ranks. .., ... gy g
B e e R A
: Vait ope y Horatio Al
41—Sam’s Chance ; By Horatio AI:::, }:
By Horatio Alger, Jr.
Sy ! ger, Jr.
4?. ‘;hxl, -the Fiddler gy gol’atio Alger gr
A Slone a0 S y Horatio Alger, Jr.
iR L ger, Jr.
ﬁ—ThilteTr .Sllerwood’s Probation gy I]iIIoratfo Alger, Jr.
* lrials and Triumphs of Mark 1513 gt
son, -‘
By Horatio Alger, Iz
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47—The Young Salesman
48—Andy Grant's Pluck ...coovencnees
. 40—Facing the World ..eoveeeennanns

50—Luke Walton .....ocoecmreeceneees
51—Strive and Succeed .eeveecec- S

52—From Canal Boy to President
53—The Erie Train Boy
54—Paul, the Peddler
s55—The Young Miner
56—Charlie Codman’s Cruise
57—A Debt of Honor
58—The Young Explorer
59—Ben's Nugget ....oocececesccee?
60—The Errand Boy ..coccoceceececs
61—Frank and Fearless
62—Frank Hunter’s Peril
63—Adrift in the City
64—Tom Thatcher’s Fortune
65—Tom Turner’s Legacy
66—Dan, the Newsboy
6;—Digging for Gold

68—Lester’s Luck .....: e Vihs

60—In Search of Treasure

70—Frank’s Campaign ...eoecce:: i

71—Bernard Brook’s Adventures
72—Robert Coverdale’s Struggles
73—Paul Prescott’s Charge
v4—Mark Manning’s Mission

75—Rupert’s Ambition ......... SEone

16—Sink or Swim

77—The Backwood’s Boy
»8—Tom Temple’s Career
»9—Ben Bruce

80—The Young Musician
81—The Telegraph Boy
82—Work and Win
83—The Train Boy
84—The Cash Boy
fr—=Herhert Corter’s Legacy

....... .......By Horatio Alger, Jr.
By Horatio Alger, Jr.
By Horatio Alger, Jz

By Horatio Alger, Jr
By Horatio Alger, Jr.
By Horatio Alger, Jr.
By Horatio Alger, Jr.
By Horatio Alger, Jr.
By Horatio Alger, Jrs
By Horatio Alger, Jr.
By Horatio Alger, Jr.
By Horatio Alger, Jr.

..By Horatio Alger, Jr.

By ‘Horatio Alger, Jr.
By Horatio Alger, It

..By Horatio Alger, Jr.

By Horatio Alger, Jr.
By Horatio Alger, Jr.
By Horatio Alger, Jr.
By Horatio Alger, Jr.
By Horatio Alger, Jr.
By Horatio Alger, Jr.
By Horatio Alger, Jr.
By Horatio Alger, Jr.
By Horatio Alger, Jr.
By Horatio Alger, Ir.
By Horatio Alger, Jr.
By Horatio Alger, Jr.
By Horatio Alger, Jr.
By Horatio Alger, Jr.
By Horatio Alger, Jr.
By Horatio Alger, Jr.
By Horatio Alger, Jr.
By Horatio Alger, Jr.
By Horatio Alger, Jr.

By Horatio Alger, Jr.
By Horatio Alger, J1
By Horatio Alger, Jr.
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86—Strong and
8—Lost at Sea Steady roreredeeeeeeess. By Horatio Alger, Jr,
BB T Vo 1 Fort...............,.By Horatio Alger, Jr.
805 Vet .C C UHE o ee «++...By Horatio Al Ny
90—Joe tgl; ?{ptam Jack................By Horatio Alger, -

, the Hotel Boy 1o Alger, Jr.
gx—gut. for_ Business -gy ﬁorat.lo Alger, Jr.
92—Falling in With Fortune By Horat*o Alger, Jr.
93—Nelson, the Newsboy y Horatio Alger, Jr.

g4—Randy ET e e gy II:Il‘orat.io Alger, Jr.
5—Jerry, the Backwoods Boy 2 Bz HE::E‘; ﬁger’ }r'
ger, Jr.

96—Ben Logan’s Triumph i

zg:;l:e ISf'oung Book Alg)ent. ey g;, II:IIg::Sg :‘;-;g::‘. '.}l’.
99—Re§be :Sts t(inrulyse of The Spitfire..By Edward Sfratim;yel;
X0 Tt o e rI:3szlfstcovery By Edward Stratemeyer
By Edward Stratemeyer
By Edward Stratemeyer
By Edward Stratemeyer
1I;y ggward Stratemeyep

3 . y Edward
2 Og_ g;:rr;ga;% Iglgo naqn Electrician By Edward 233:22’33
e T eeeerenesenes -..By Edward Stratemeyes
g for His Own....... By Edward Stratemeyer

T08—Joe, the Sur
? VEVNOL 155 sosicis
¥09—Larry, the Wanderer. .., +++..By Edward Stratemeyer

R seeese...By Edward Stratemeyer
111—The Young Lumbermer;”
112—The Young Explorers 5
213—Boys of the Wi]derne;;.
214—Boys of the Great Northwest
E15—Boys of the Gold Fields
116—For His Country

102—Oliver Bright's Search
103—To Alaska for Gold

AR i By Edward Stratemeyer
ceseee..By Edward Stratemeyer
Peeeenes .By Edward Stratemeyer
By Edward: Stratemeyer
..By Edward Stratemeyer
By Edward Stratemeyer

117—Comrades in Peril .. gy Edward Stratemeyer
118—The Young Pearl Hunters.::: BJ}; ggx::: g:::::meyer
meyer

119—‘1 he y Oung Bandﬂlastel Sreessnen. By Edwald Sf!atemeyel

120—Boys of the F
121—On Fortune’s O'Ir‘t'a'ii ...... sk = -]B;Y = Stistemeyer
;22_;;0;: in the Land of Ice. .B;: ggvv:::g g:fateme}’er
8—Bob, the Photographer cessvesess. By Edward St::::::er
er
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BOOKS FOR YOUNG MEN

MERRIWELL SERIES

Stories of Frank and Dick Merriwell

PRICE, FIFTEEN CENTS
Fascinating Stories of Athletics

A half million enthusiastic followers of the Merriwell brothers
will attest the unfailing interest and wholesomeness of these
adventures of two lads of high ideals, who play fair with them=
selves, as well as with the rest of the world.

These stories are rich in fun and thrills in all branches of

sperts and athletics. They are extremely high imr moral tone,
and cannot fail to be of immense benefit to every boy who reads .

of firing a boy's ambition to
become a good athlete, in order that he may develop into 2
strong, vigorous fight-thinking man.

ALL TITLES ALWAYS IN PRINT

—_———— —e————=
By Burt E. Standish

1—Frank Merriwell’s School Days i
2—Frank Merriwell's Chums ....co0eeee By Burt L. Standish.
3—Frank Merriwell’s Foes ..... veessBy Burt L. Standish
4—Frank Merriwell's Trip- West By Burt L. Standish
§—Frank Merriwell Down South. . ......By Bust L. Standish
.6—Frank Merriwell's Bravery ... By Burt L. Standish
7—Frank Merriwell’s Hunting Tour ....By Burt L. Standish
8 Frank Merriwell im Europe ....... ... By Burt L. Standish
g—Frank Merriwell at Yale By Burt L. Standish
10—Frank Merriwell’s Sports Afield By Burt L. Standish
11—Frank Merriwell's Races By Burt L. Standish
12—Frank Merriwell's Party vt L. Standish
13—Frank Merriwell’s Bicycle Tour t L. Standish
14—Frank Merriwell's Courage L. Standish
15—Frank Merriwell's Daring L. Standish
16—Frank Merriwell's Alarm rt L. Standish
17—Frank Merriwell's Athletes
18 Frank Merriwell’s Skill
19—Frank Merriwell's Champions Standisk
20—Frank Merriwell's Return to Yale... tandish
21—Frank Merriwell’'s Secret ....... +.re.By Burt L. Standish
22—Frank Merriwell's Danger By Burt L. Standish
23—Franle Merriwell's Lo_ ity . By Burt L. Standisls

thenr, 3 :
They have the splendid quality

. Standish
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24—Frank Merriwell in Camp ...
2?):? :2::: ﬁerr?well’s Vacation g;’ gz:: ;—: gtand“h
erriwell’s Cruise By Burt L' Szggfs:
; is
By Burt L. Standish
By Burt L. Standish
By Burt L. Standish
By Burt L. Standish
Iéy ']lgurt L. Standish
33—Frank Merriwell’s Protégé it
% Mo By B ; i
gg_;‘rr::ﬂl: ;\\;:rrxl:eellll o0 the Road By Bust - 3223322
s Own Co ; i
:3376:11::;:]1: i\\/I’Ierrﬁwell”s Fame Sl 1]?3}; gl‘;: }: 'gta“gf Sl}:
oy Merx:xwell’s College Chums....By Burt L: .’Sizzd;:h
o el Merrx.well’s Problem By Burt L, jStandi h
o er‘nwe%ls Fortune By Burt L. St d'sh
ey Mcrn.well,s New Comedian. . ... By Burt ‘L. S‘:nndrl:h
salf ndmy Merr‘lwell’s Prosperity By Burt L. S;and:is‘h
e Merr.rwell’s Stage Hit By Burt 'L. ‘Standis
R Merrzwell S Great Scheme By Burt L: Standi:g
s M:rr}we}l in England By Burt L. Standish
e rriwe I’ on the Boulevards...By Burt L Standish
S M‘err.lwell’ s Duel By Burt L' ‘St d'L'h
i Merrx.well’s Double Shot By Burt L. St:gd.;sh
49_171—5;.1; Mz:;xzﬁ,z gaseﬁb;-ll Victories. .By Burt L: ‘Standi:h
;?—§ rank Merriwell’s A*Z:o. ence. B Zgy g“rt 5 Stand?gh
bl oves e .By Burt L. Standfsh
l g:—-ll;'rank Mm-iwell’S‘ Generosity..... .. . By ﬁuﬂ ;: ;‘Sfaﬂdfe‘h
—Hrank Merriwell’s Tricks. ... “'By ey Sm¢éh
54—Frank Merriwells Temptotion .\ By Bt [ ool
55—Frank Merriwell on o A el .‘By e
sé—grank Merriwell’s Luck “"M“By gm‘t - Standmh
ig_ Frant M'errfwell's Mascot . B;' Bl::tt% gim‘ifsh
Frag Merrx.well's Reward By Burt L Standfsh
gg:Franll: Iltflderrfwelljs Phantom Bjr Bu‘i-t.L .S:ang;:
61_F:nnk Merr}well"s F;}ith By Burt L: St::dish
g Merx?weﬂ,s Victories..... A i By Burt L. Standish
i g .err.xwell s Iron Nerve... By Burt L. Standish
63— Frank Merriwell in Kentucky. . veessss By Burt T. : Standigh
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64—Frank Merriwell’'s Power KA

1
dish

65—Frank Merriwell's Shrewdness...... e BY: léurt II: gzgd;:h SPOR I
66—Frank Merriwell’s Set Back By Burt L. e - II E ;

67—Frank Merriwell's Search | | ‘ bR E S

Price, Fifteen Cents

s . Standish
68—Frank Merriwell’s (:Il“ﬂ) Standish
60—Frank Merriwell's Trust . Standish . .
72:Frank Mersiwell's False F;\,md S 7 Stories of the Big Outdoors
71—Frank Merriwell's Strong Arm Standish 1 There has been a big demand for outdoor stories, and a very
72—Frank Merriwell As Coach Standish considerable portion of it has been for the Maxwell Stevens
73—Frank Merriwell's Brother - Standish stories about Jack Lightfoot, the athlete.

—Frank Merriwell’s Marvel : Standish These. stories are of interest to old and young. They are
74 Frank Merriwell's Support . dich not, strictly speakmg,.storles for boys, but boys everywhere
7%:Drii£ Merriwell At Fardale.......... ; g:a“d‘i:h ‘ will find a great deal in them to engage
7 . Stan

: i : lory

77—Dick Merriwell's G

their interest.
] { The Jack Lightfoot stories deal.wit‘h every branch of sport
: : : . Standish —baseball, football, rowing, swimming, racing, tennis, and every
78—Dick Merriwell's Promise : Y ot sort of occupation, hoth indoor and out, that the healthy-minded
fusion, we desire to sa;
In order that there may be no con

man turns to.
% 1 ALL TITLES ALWAYS IN PRINT
isted below will be issued during the respective mogzl’;: =
e Dok e e awd wicinity. Thoy may not reach the rea .
in New York City and vicinity. %’d lays in transportation. I—Jack Lightfoot, the Athlete......... ++..By Maxwell Stevens
at a distance promptly, on account of delay 2—Jack Lightfoot’s Crack Nine...... +»+...By Maxwell Stevens
din ] o 3—Jact %1g}llltffoot Ti%ppeld ..... ceeveness. /By Maxwell Stevens
i anuary, . ' == ightfoot’s Ri
To Be Published in S e Standish 4—Jac 1ightfoot’s Riva By Maxwell Stevens
79—Dick Merriwell's Rescue Burt. L. Standish In order that there may be no confusion, we desire to say
80—Dick Merriwell’s Narrow Escape By Burt. L. that the books I i
To Be Published in February, 1924.

: months in New 1 ty. and vicinity. They may not reach
¢ 1I's Racket By Burt L. Standish the readers at a distanc
81—Dick Merriwell’s Racke

e promptly, on account of delays in
By Burt L. Standish transportation. f
S e in March 224 J: h To Be Published in July, 1923,
s i 5—Jack Lightfoot in Camp By Maxwell Stevens
e Merriwgll’s e iy BBy gu;i II: gtt:ﬁiﬂ 6—Jack Lightfoot’s Canoe Trip..........By Maxwell Stevens
X . y . u S . :
S bix Memweu's S B;” Burt L. Standish k Ligh ;I‘ g ,Be Published in August, 1923. 11 S
85—Dick Merriwell's Wonders........ . 1 t g:}':(c:k L;gh:fggg’: %%%dégm g}}; %ggxgu Stgzgg:
86 ke M rr;l‘:)eﬁ: I_I;g::’l:hed = e IB?; 4i3urt L. Standi'sh \ To Be Publishe(i.;l;us.t;l;t‘e;r.li)-er, 1023.
87—}131;:12 Me:riwell's Diamond.. .. By Burt L. Standish ! il
To Be Published in May, 1924.

ightioot’s Decision........ e By Maxwell Stevens

o 10—Jack Lightfoot's Gun Club. ... cv++0.By Maxwell Stevens
et ; By Burt L. Standish

88—Frank Merriwell's Winners

Dick Merriw Dash By Burt L ndi -0 Be Published in October, 1923.
ish : { . I ’B Pu. | :
80—Dic! erriwell’s Das y . Sta ‘ ;I-—'Jl:gkk LL}gggggotOt,s Blmd.................By Maxwell Stevens
To Be Published in June, 1924. 2—. W

1 s Capture..............By Maxwell Stevens
U Ay Buct L. Standish 13—Jack Lightfoot’s Head Work o+ By Maxwell Stévens
9o—Dick Men-i.well’,s Ability P?; Bt L Standish : _ To Be Pub.lished in November, 1923.

pi=—Dick Merriwell’s Trap 84—Jack Lightfoot’s Wisdom...... sessess By Maxwell Stevess |
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[ove Stores

T

There is a great deal of difference between
love stories and sex stories. There is sonie-
thing about lowe which commands respect and
Teverence.

There is nothing about the sex story which
commands either. Most decent-minded peo-
ple are disgusted with the sort of literature
that some publishers are putting out im the
guise' of truth.

If youw want to know what a really decent,
clean, wholesome love story is, ask your dealer
to sell you a copy of the Bertha Clay Library,.
or the Eagle Library.

In these two series, you will find evesy=
thing that is necessary in fiction to hold your
interest, and a great deal that is preferable to
the so1t of stuff which is heing put out under
camouflage by certain publishers who are not
very careful either about the way they make
money or what they publish.
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~ 11—Ted Strong Out For Big Game

Stories of the Prairies

WESTERN STORY LIBRARY

PRICE, FIFTEEN CENTS

For Everyone Who Likes Adventure

Ted Strong and his band of bronco-b
L d hi -busters have most exciti
adventure-s in this line of attractive, big books, and fnmx?zgt::i
reader with an almost unlimited number of thrills,

If you like a really good Wi
s good ‘Western cowbo; Y, #his 1
is made expressly for you. e Miang. thes Khis SR

ALL TITLES ALWAYS IN PRINT

In order _that there may be no confusion, we desire to say that
_rthe books listed below will be issued during 'the respective months
in N ew York City and vicinity. They may not reach the readers
at a distance promptly, on account of delays in trahsportation.

‘ To Be Published in Augnst, 192
1—Ted Strong, Cowboy B Fdwas
A Ed ;
2—Ted Strong Among the Catflemen. .. .Birr Ed::::g g %:yxijg:
3—Ted Strong’s Black Mountain Ranch, .
By Edward C, Taylor
To Be Published in September, 1
e ¢ , 1023,
| 4—Ted Strong With Rifle and Lasso Ed:
| 5—Ted Strong Lost in the Desett gg; de::g g g:;ﬂlg:
] To Be Published in October, 1
, Be , 1923.
6—%{:(1 Strong Fighting the Rustlers....By Edward C. Taylor
7—Ted Strong and the Rival Miners....By Bdward C. Taylor
To Be Published in November, 1
i , 1023
8—Ted Strong and the Last of the Herd,

By Edward C, Taylor
0—Ted Strong en a2 Mountain “Trail....By Edga:d G Tglg:
To Be Published in December, 1923.
10—Ted Strong Across the Prairie By Edward C. Tayloer
EyﬁEdward C. Taylor
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Saw;j Boys!

How’d you like to own your own bronc’?
How’d you like to be an expert at lassoing
and branding? How'd you like to ride the
rolling " prairies in search of lost stock, and
perhaps have an adventure or two with cer-
tain bad men who did not like you because
you were on the side of law and order? How
would you like it?

Well, we all cannot-go west and be cowboys,
but we sure can pay 15 cents for the stories
in the Western Story Library, and find a good,
comfortable spot, and immediately imagine
ourselves riding with <Ted Strong and his
broncho boys, sharing their adventures, their
hardships and pleasures. :

Ted Strong and his pals are lovable fellows
—every one of them, and you will do well to
make comrades of them.

Ask your dealer to show you a copy of the
Western Story Library.

—

STREET & SMITH CORPORATION
79 Seventh Avemue New York City




Adventure Stories

Detective Stories

Western Stories
Love Stories
Sea Stories

All classes of fiction are to be found among
the Street & Smith novels. Our line contains
reading matter for every one, irrespective of age
or preference.

The person who has only a moderate sum
to spend on reading matter will find this line
a veritable gold mine.

STREET & SMITH CORPORATION,
79 Seventh Avenue,
New York, N. Y.
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