
12 Trails to Two Moons
she stepped back into the house and closed the
door. Original heard a bar sliding into place
behind the heavy slabs. He gazed at the shut
door with mingled amusement and chagrin;
the situation had not been at all distasteful

despite the girl's churlishness. That he set

down as but of a part with the bad manners
of the sheep people. But the chill glory of her
face upon which the hep vy rope of hair cast a
reflected golden sheen! Girls with looks like

that were scarce upon the range.

Tige turned to the pressure of a knee and
trotted down to the scars of the creek bank
behind the ranch house through which the

questing trail had led. This track Original

pursued up the secret draw to the hidden
corral where the stolen yearlings were penned.
He dropped the bars and rode in among them.

"Hi! Yip— yip I" The calves milled

about the pen foolishly, then plunged out
through the opening; wise little Tige nosed
and nudged them into a close core of galloping
flesh. Down the draw and on to where the

Teapot spread its waters wide for a ford Orig-
inal drove the bunch.

A clean, sharp crack sounded from over

where the cUff of the coulee lifted above the


