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background of the night, stood Rattle-
snake Jack! The pair at the table sat
transfixed, their eyes bulgingz.

"Well-ain't sorne o' you fellers got a
tongue " derngnded Jack with a amie.

Pederson passed a sbaking hand across
bis eyes. Dodge rose unsteadily, clutch-
ing the aide of the table. That waa cer-
tazInl Jack's voice!

And excepting for -a long, red scar
acrose bis cheek, be looked the same
Jack as when he bad last been seen
alive!

Hie wâs dressed as he always had been,
and upon bis bead was the rakish bat
with the rattlesnake skin around the
crown. He wore a cartridge belt, and a
revolver at bis right side glittered in ita
hoîster.

"What? Don't 1 get no welcone " be
asked, throwing down a whip be carried,
with a laugh.

"Jack-Jack-fer Gawd'e sake-is it

you?"Pederson spoke in a baîf whisper. The
muscles of bis face were working and his
eyes stared glassily at bis old friend.

"0f course it's me! 'Wbat yuu fellera
think I arn-a ghost "

"Where is-where is Delfirio " de-
manded the Swede.

"Hirn? He's done for, and served hirn
rigbt!"

Jack drew out a chair f rom the wall,
sat down, struck a match on bis boot
sole and lighted a small pipe be bad
drawn f rom bis pocket. Dodge now found
voice.

"We're very glsd to ses you bsck, Mr.
Rattlesnake-r-I don't know your funl
naine-but there are a few thinge to
explain. Where have you been aince
March 22nd Y"

"I've been in Mexico since April 7th.
It took me sorne tirne to get there."

"What made you go down there, in
such a hurry Y"

"I couldn't belp myseif. I was uncon-
scions at the tirne of leaving."

"Oh-they eandbagged you ""They surely did! Delfirio and bis pal
totedme awyan' when I woke Up I

was down in Worning, an' there wasn't
nobody with me then but Delllrio."

"WVbere bad bis pal disappeared to ?I"
"His pal bad been murdered and

tbrown into a slough seven or eight
miles from here, because be got sorry an'
wanted to give up an' leave me be. Del-
firin gashed rnycheek. Pretty, ain't it Y"

"Delfirjo murdered hirn "
Jack nbdded.
"When I found ont about it 1 went

right on down to Mexico. I had some
friends there, an' 1 got papers an' went
across the liue to a Uuited States
marehal I uster know. It was out o' bis
jurisdiction, but be pulled wires for me
at the border town an' I got Delfirio
pinched. I bhad to lay low, on account
o' my old gang."

"WVas he bung?" asked the sergeant.
"No, be wae shot by a flring squad, an'

the rest o' the gang was rounded up
inside o' four weeks or au. Tbey were

a buuch o' roughuecks for sure. They're
ahl doin'.,tirn ow."p

"And what bas kept you away so
many mouths? Y"

"I was in Villa's army for a while.
Had'to make a livin' sornehow, an'
nearly everybody down there is flghtin.'
I had to borry mouey to corne home."
."You-you ain't heard 'bout what's
ben happenin'-up here Y"
"Not a word. Ie it anything con-

cerns me-or Delfirio? I ain't seen a
soul since I jurnped off the rnidnight to-
nigbt. An' ain't I hungry! Why-what's
Charley got the bracelets on fert"

Rattlesnake Jack had just noticed hie
frieud's wrists. Dodge, who had been
auch an interested listener during the
newcorner's tale that he had forgotten
aIl about bis capture, uow laughed, and
leaning over the table freed Charley's
bande. "Oh, this is quite a etory, too,"
he said. "But I reckon we can postpone
it for a while. It will have 'té be re-
counted together with yours to-rnorrow,
auyway. Fal o on the cauued corn,
Mr. Rattlesnake, aud ll make a pot of
freeh tes. Then we'll ahl be moviug."'

Chape-The cest preventive is perfect
drynesa, especilly before ging luto the
open air. To produce dryneoi, after
washing and wiping, rub on corumeal or
chalk; then warm. An excellent applica-
tion for chaps ,, glycerine oi~e oz.; chalk
2 oz.; rnilk 5 os.; mix sud mub on. Vase-
liue or petroleurn jelly is also good.

was to catch you and band you over to
the proper authorities.»

'II didn't kil Rattlesnaket It was-"l
Charley broke off 'and darted a furtive

glance about into the dark corners. Then
he moistened hie lips, nervously.

",Remember," warned Dodge, "'every.
thing you say flow will corne against you
later. I will be put under oath to repeat
your exact words. I'd rather you didn't
talk about the matter."

"«Well, I'm gonxna talk, an' you gotta
risten! It's the gospel truth t'm tellin'
ane if uni y I had had a witness to back
me up, I'd-well, I'd neyer a' had to run

"i!There's the point!" cried Dodge,

interested in spite of himself. "If you
are not the guilt7r man, wvhy did you try
to escape? That s the *question we'd like
yoii to answer."

"You didn't mebbe notice a stranger
in Red Bluff on the afternoon o-

"0f the murder? N--o--o. Wait! Yes,
I believe 1 did hear sometbing about a
stranger raising a row in the bar of the
Grand Union."

":A big, dark fellow-foreign-lookin'?"
"I don't know. I didn't sec bim. 1.

only heard about bim."
"It must a' been the sarne! He's the

sort o' guy that'd raisé the old Harry
wherever he went."

"Whbo?"
"Delfirio."
Pedereon haif whispered the word-

again glancing anxiously around. Dodge
lifted his brows.

"A Mexican T"
Pederson nodded.
"He was the leader of a gang o' cut-

throats and border ruffians. Poor Rattie-
snake uster belong to the same gang."

"What was he doing up here " de-
manded the sergeant, only haîf believing
the tale.

"lie corne up to gît poor Jacl-near
as I can make out. We two was sittin'
peaceable over our carde that night an'
hewalked in. Jack's face-well, y'd

orter seen it! It turned the color o'
tallow! Jack, y' see, bad escaped an'
corne up here an' begun to live kinder
half-decent, but be'd broken bis parole
or deserted bis secret society, whatever
it was called, an' they was bound t' have
vendetta on hirn."

"«Go on. Wbat happened, then "
"Well-this Delfirio kep' talkin' Mexi-

can at flrst an' it was plain t' see he was
drunk already, but he'd carted out three
bottles from town, so-.we ah-"

"You aîl got drunk "
"You've bit it. I really don't remern-

ber nothin' more-only that Delfirio ahd
Jack begun to quarrel.".

"And you didn't draw a knif e-orpoint a revolver?"
"No! I swear it! I rernember seein'

Jack down on the floor with his face alI
blood an' then this Delfirio corne over
an' shook me an' sez: 'You're the mnan
that killed Jack! You'd better clear
out!' an' I-I cleared!"

"And left thern there "
Pederson nodded.
"I got on my horse an' went off at a

good clip. The wind sorter cleared my
head af ter a while an' I really thought
1 had drawn my knife at Jack. I got so
I believed I was-the murderer. But all
them long months in the bille brought
me to my senses. Neyer in the world
could I have killed Jack!"

Dodge had been looking keenly and
steadily at bis prisoner. Hie recognized
the light of truth'in the littie Swede's
eyes.

"Cbarley," said the'sergeant, "this is a
strange story you're telling me. I don't
see howy ou could have made it up.;
Now, if tli Delfirio can be found-"

A sudden noise interrupted the
speaker. Both he and Charley raised
their heads and listened. Footsteps
were approaching. It was long past one
o'clock, and foot travellers were rare on
that road, more especially since the
affair of the winter. 'The isteps came
nearer and nearer. They lef t the road
and turned off suddenly, moUntiflg the
slIight rise Ieading up to the door of the
shack!

The two listeners at either side of the
<eal table waited. Dodge was thinking
that, perhaps, a brother policeman bad
gotten wind of the arrest som.ehow and
corne out to lend a band in fetching the
prisoner into town. Pederson-of what
was lhe thinking? A frown of perplexity
had gatbered between bis eyes. Those
--teps sounded strangely lk
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