
Crawling Stone Wash

Sinclair and young Rebstock from behind. A yell

between the shots rang across the wash, and the

cringing figure of a man ran out toward Whisper-

ing Smith with his hands high in the air, and

pitclieJ headlong on the ground. It was the

skulker, Barney Rebstock, driven out by Wick-

wirc's fire.

The shooting ceased. Silence fell upon the

gloom of the dusk. Then came a calling between

Smith and Wickwire, and a signalling of pistol-

shots for their companions. Kennedy and Rob

Scott dashed down toward the river-bed on their

horses. Seagrue lay on his face. Young Reb-

stock sat with his hands around his knees on the

sand. Above him at some distance, Wickwire and

Smith stood before a man who leaned against the

sharp cheek of the bowlder at the point. In his

hands his rifle was held across his lap just as he

had dropped on his knee to fire. He had ne\er

moved after he was struck. His head, drooping

a little, rested against the rock, and his hat lay on

the sand; his heavy beard had sunk into his chest

and he kneeled in the shadow, asleep. Scott and

Kennedy knew him. In the mountains there was

no double for Murray Sinclair.

When he jumped behind the point to pick Whis-

pering Smith off the ledge he hail laid himself

directly under Wickwire's fire across the wash.
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