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CHA:PTER: Ry )
Crooked As a Dog's Hind Laig”

It was a land of sglflﬂtarod"nrm pe:.:‘:
of deep, dry gorges, n m
burnt by thie suns of a million torrid
summers. The normal condition of
it was warfare. Life here had to
prottect itself with a tough,:callous
rind, to attack with a Swift, dead%'
tsing. Only the fit survived.

But: ‘moonlight - had mwalﬂy
touched  the hot, wrinkled earth
with a faliry godmotheér’s wand. /It
was bathed in a. wierd, mysterious
beauty. Into: the cﬁmﬁlg of ‘the
hills lakes of wondnous color had
been poured at sunsef. The crests
had flamed with ecrowns of glory,
the camons become deep pools. of
blue and purple shadow. Blurred by’
kindly darknees, the gaunt ridges
had softened to - ‘pastels ‘of  violet
and bony -mountains. to splenM
sentinels keeping w‘abch bver a gulf
of starlit space.

Around the en:m:p—ﬁre thie drivers

|4

of the trafl herd squatto&on % 2

heels or lay- sprawled
The glow of

1it their lean faces, mnma

ed health by the beat of #n untem-
pered sun and the sweep of
winds. Most of. them ira,rg‘ ]
young, scarcely out ‘of their boy-

hood; a few had reached maturity.

But all wgre products of the des-ithe boss if I lose,” retorted Deve.

ert. The high-heeled bnou.ths

at its
of their

ted round the neck, were ¥
ingistence. Upon every !
features,
thought, it had stam'ped its -lmmd
indelibly.

goes with free, unfeftered youth.

of the spring rains, of the Crawford-

Steelman. feud, of how they meant |myself, seeing as Whiskey Bill be-
to turn Malapi- upside down in  their | longs to me,” 'said Miller with his
wheezy ‘laugh.

They “rode’’ each other mh jokes 'a whirl, boys?”

frolic 'when they - reached: #ewn.

tkat were familiar old °friends.

Their horse play - was rough but placed a  hundred & dollars. The
terms of the race were arranged and

Out of the soft chadows of the|the money put in 'the hands of the
summer night a boy mioved from the, foreman.

good-natured.

remuda toward the camp-fire. He
was a lean, sandy-haired young fel-
low, his figure still ‘lank and aun-
filled. ‘

ers, would -be broader;
would take om twenty

he/ sat-down on the * n . tongue |

at the bdge of the firelit circle the|ride the broomtail.
be-to break  its back,”™ u'eptlled Mll'lerr
génially.

etringiness of his  appearance
came more noticeable.

A young man waved a’hand to-
ward him-‘ by way of ‘imtroduction.

from makin® love to his paint hoss:

it of QChiquito’s superlorlt‘y to all
other equines whatever.” /' '

The youth on the wagon tongue |drew Sanders aside.

smiled. His blue ‘eyes were gentle
and friendly.
heel-boots.
to that pinte my own se'f, Bob.
er. “Any old time Dave wanis to

saw him off onto me at sixty dol-|daig.”

lars I'm here to do business.” ~.

“You’re sure- an - easy  mark,
Buck,” grunted
leaning against a wheel. ' His white,
differentiated him from the tough
range-riders.

a half-brother of the trail foreman,
to travel with it as far as Malapi.
Ad Miller. The
their own mounts a led pack-horse.

Doble backed up ' his - partner.
“Sure are, Buck. I can get cow-

ponies for ten and fifteen dollars— two visitors were sitting mde by
] of 'em.” he said, and|sije and the leaping flames set fan-
contrived by the lift of his lip to tastic shadows of them moving. One
of - thése, rooted ‘where : Miller satt

all I want

make the remark offensive.

“Not ponies like Chiquito,” ven-
tured Sanders amiably.

“That s0?” jeered Doble.

nﬂter a moment’s appa.mt conﬂurb

ﬂaamesrromﬂmewt,A A 5 I be a -

0. bronz- i :',",’f;’pqsk»
M;‘&d g@#ﬁe sand to ‘cover Mg Orhu%

every shade. . ot their | Doble of his half-brother.
Y 'The' totgln«n nodded.
large leather-faced man in'the late
The talk was frank a.nﬂ elemen- thirties. His reputation dn. the cat-
tal. It had the-crisp. crackle that|gle country wag that of & man il
to."erioss. DugDeﬂ:le was 8 g00d cOW-
In a parlor some of it would have| man—none better. ~Outside of the
been offensive, but under the stars his known 'y y
of the open desert it was as nat- excem for the pﬂm-a.l one of |
ural as the life itself. ~They spoke | ness.

lo,”" suggested Hart slyly.

In another year his should:|ef Ad Miller's two hundred ‘and fif~
hiis framelty pounds in the seat of a jockey
unds. - As | made for hilarity. .

@ - spare,
“Gents of the: D Bar R outfit, we|trusted him after a glance at the
now have with us roostin’ on the|mutilated face. The #thin, hard lips
wagon tongue Mr. David Saunders, |gave ‘warning that he Hiad sold him-
formerly of Arizona, just returned|self to evil.
above which the hair  was plastered
Mr. Sanders will ‘make oration on|fiat in an are, advertised low men-
the why, wherefore, and how-come- tality,

From his pocket he|rabbit.
had taken a knife and was. sharp-|them two is suc¢h.. They're collect-
ening it on one of his down-wt-ruhe- in’ a livin’ off'n- @ueckers. Didn’t
you sabe that come-on stuff?
“I'd like right well o ma,ke love pack-horse is. a ringer:
'|him out this evenin’, but I notifad
commented a wewther-beateq pn:noh- 'they Tan under a bla.mket Both of

man.
a large fat man|back on me yet.
be overplayin’ .their hand, don’t yow
expressionless face and soft hands|reckon?”

He did mot  belong | Mjier is one fishy proposition, and
with the outfit, but had joined. itpis sidekick ' Doble—say, he's the
the day before with George Doble, |king of’ @ bird ‘that shoots you in}
the stomach while he’s shakin’
hands with you.

In the Southwest e was Known as|warm-hearted as & loan shark when
two men ' had |he‘s tmrnin’

brought with them in addifion to|apouttas ‘impulsive.

guys are aronnd.”

“llm. here to say he can,” bosst~
ed ‘the owner, stnns by, the mznw

gmp'* sranca’ Mijer .hoﬁiﬁé,
au ’

T

Jut“&s

fof the remi W

{from a g

out the speed of th : D~
dered now if this pmwh _pair of |ed
crooks had been getting a line on!out,
the pony for future use. It oeccur-
red to him Tg:tve wag bedn-g -emgin-
eered into a

The chill, hard eyes of Miller met
bis. { “That’s what he dan '%k-—
our pack- rse.” { ol

For just an instant the uul
rider hedbted, then
shoulders. ~ It was none of his bne-
iness. He was a tious man, not'
looking for trouble. Moreover, the
daw. of the range-is that every man |
must play his own hand.
dropped . the matter with & grunt
that expcrgssed complete nndormw
ing and derision. . :

Bob Hart ~helped thin "‘_c'lonf.‘
“Jokin’ aside, what's . atte
Wit 8 62 ' We'll be on . Sailt
Flats: to w. "I've got ten bucks
says_the pinto ean beat yvote ‘Whis-
key BilL” 3
“Go you once,”’ answered Dohb

“Bein’ as I'm. “into

d:eudvmme
fifty dounu more to back the

you plumb scared of my broomtail??

"Bewh‘a a month's pay—ith

five dollars. ,Give you an onder
He had ‘not meant to bet,

ma.nnerr.
 “That order s‘ood Dug?” a.sko&

He was a

es ‘were . nebu
 “Might as well 'Fose a few 'bueks

*Who wants to- hte
Inslde of three minutes he had

“Each man to rlde his own cabal-

‘This brought a laugh. the ldea

“I rec¢kon ' Georze will hp,ve to
We don’t aim |

His partner was a shont man wfth
wiry _body. Few men

The 'low forehead,

An  hour later ~Buck Byington

“Dave, ‘you're ' a chuckle-heaaed

If ever. 1 aean tinhorn ‘sports |

Their
They tried

S0 he|

“but “ Lthrow off on yore old pal.
leather chaps, the kerchiefs “knot-|could not stand this tellows insolent

‘em are cmoked as_a dog’s -hind

“Maybeso,” adml-t'ted the young
“But - Chiguite "never went
These fellows may

“Not a chanee. = That| tumblebug

They’re about -as
on the screws—and
Me, I aim to
button ‘up my mpocket when them

Dave wreturned t¢o. the fire. . The

was ' liké a bloated spider watching
its vietim. 'The other, dweftfed and |

prehensile, might in its unuanny sil- |

He looked ‘at David out of a sly|houette have been an imp of dark-

and shifty eye. He had only one.
The other ‘had been gouged out years
ago in a drunken fracas.

‘“You couldn’t get 'Chiquito for a
hundred : dollars.
owner of the horse said, a 1little
stiffly.

Miller’s fat paunch shook with
laughter. “I reckon mnot—at that
price. TI’d give all'the forty for him."

“Different here,” - replied Doble.
“What has this pinta goit that
makes him worth over thirty?"

‘“He’s some brone,” explained Bob
Hart. “Got a bagful .of tricks, a
rice disposition, and sure can burn
the wind.”

‘“Yore friend must . be valwin’
them parlor tricks at ten dollars
aplece,” murmured Miller, “He’d
ought to put him in a show and not
keep him to chase cow tails with.”

“At that, I’ve seen ecircus ‘horses
that weren't one two ‘three with
Chiquito. He‘ll' shake hands and
play dead and dance to-a mouth-
organ and come a-runnin’ when
Dave whistles.”

“You <domn’t say.” The voice of
the fat man was heavy with sar
casm. “Angd
jucation he can run too.”

The temper of Sanders began to
take an edge. He saw nosreason wihy
these strangers should run on him,
to use the phrase of the country.
“I don’t claim m‘y pinto’s a racer,
but he can trav

Not. for sale.’’ the | Miller was telling the story of how

pl\oper He got salivated as a muile

on top of aill that ed- u,nd t!he harder he Mug.ht the mo’re

ness from the nether regions.

Most of the riders had ailready
rolled up in their blankets and fail-
len asleep.  To:. @ - reduced circle

his pack-horse won its name;

“... 80 1 moticed he was actin’
kinda funny and I seen four pin-
pricks . in his nose. O’ course I
hunted for Mr. Rattler ‘and Kkilled
him; then give Bill a pint of: whis-
key. . It ce'tainly ' paralyzed him

whacker on a spree. His nose swell-
ed. up till it was big as a barrel—
never did get down to normal again.
Since which the 01’ plug ‘has been
Whiskey Bill.” -

This reminiscence did not grealtly
entertain Dave. He found his, blan-
kets, rolled up dn them, and prompt-
ly fell adleep.” For once he dream-
ed, and his «dreams were not pleas«
ant.  He thought that he was caught .
in a' net woven by. a horrible fat
spider which watched him #ry in
vain-{o break the web that tightened
on his arms and legs. Desperately
he  struggled. to ‘escape’ while the
monster grinned at him malicicusly,

securely was he enmeshed.

HAPTER II.
The Race

The coyotes ‘were barking when
the cook’s triangle ' brought Dave
his - blankets. The® objeeu

i 2 0 . &2
',mde‘lnolose uid wa.ﬁgl

read ears attuned to the to one
MAMW ofl{&:uwn beﬂﬁ*hm rush~ head &tghe racer came abreast of
' “The rope smaked!the comg:;mer

ﬁ htened over the-ce
true, tig ¥ tris

nock of ‘the cowpony, brought

helf g length. The ugly|

With sldkelmﬂ
rider kmew that
wito was dolnx the best that

the animal Short.- Instantly it sur- was'in it. Whiskey Bill was the last-
Tdm' making no further attempt er horse.

escape. The roper made a half~;
‘of the:bronco,
_ swung to its back, and cwterad xoncer gafning, |
~| back to ‘the camp.

 hiteh round the npose

-In the grey dawn near . na
were becoming visible. The m
tains began, to hover om-the ‘edge.

the young world. The wind was

across half a continent.

ers:-saddled, then. rode out

n ¢ mesa. He whistled sharp-
gpo'rmﬁ came dn answering snick-
er, and_presently out of ‘the dark-

ness a Jony trotted, The pinto was

a sleek little fellow, beautiful in \u:-
tion and gentle as a kitten.

“The young fellow tock the well-

shaped  head in ‘his. arms, !ondbd
t:h?H sof;oc;lﬁnty nose that zled  sw
in s et f
to a half-han ofl # mdg‘g:wy An.
his open palm, an pony

thp:lrmrtom m m he
had unsht his pet. ;'
L+ “You ~w'o,m;ad m.ke a leg
old hnow an oW

g face,” he munﬁi!'rod'

ﬂt‘g. four-footed ttrhind gat::&ng a&uw ;
1ittl ts ' of love and adm i
Yo Fhe 1 know. you won't

*“Adios, Chiguito,

So long,
old pie-eater.” ;
Acrogs the mesa . Dave galloped
"back, swung from the saddle, and
made a beedline for breakfast. The
other men were already busy at this
important business. From the tail
of the ehuck wagon he took a tin
cup and a tin plate.
himself to coffee, soda biscuits, a1 d
a strip of steak just forked from

large kettle. of boiling lard. Pres

ently more  coffee, more biscuits,

more  steak’ went’ the way of
s riding {iwhich: he ~had allowed.. his little

the first -helping.. ‘The hard-
life “of the desert stimulates a
healthy appetite.

“The punchers of the D Bm- Lazy

B were moving a large herd to a‘{
new range.

It was made up of sev-
eral lots' bought from smaller : o=

ﬂtsﬂmt .had gone out ‘of businessjup.
under the pressure of falling prices,  twenty

r sugar, Gh -

He 'helped
a.nﬁ:#:ms his :lajgs wasn’t long enough,’”

‘S'multaneously he. beeamao aware
of two things. The bay was mno
The halfway mark

ust ahead. . The cowpuncher

was
fle , knew exactly how to imake the turn
n-'with the least

& t posstble Joss of speed
-and groun Too often, in .
M& of ' wild m*wénﬁ‘;ne h_ad
‘lwhirled as on & dnlh?,,.to ve him
dmﬂt‘ . now. = Scarce ‘kening
epeed he swept thg pinto round the
clump of: mesquue aml was oﬂ tor
home. . .
Dave was ha]twa bwcl: _before he

was sure that the.thud of Whiskey |to' trif
| Bill's ‘hoofs mmhnnst ‘at his heels, fai

He Wh? the eo ymm
spurt. ' T jucb ans
swered. the call, gathered “itself for
the home ﬂmtdt, for i Mheld
its advantage. ' ‘Again Bob Hart's
yell drifted to Sanders.
Then be knew that the bay was

Jjrunning side by side with Chiquito,
,| was slowly " creeping’ to rth,e nont.

The two horses r
“together, ey*‘% half

@ length in the lead and gaining
:'sry stride. -Daylight chowed be-
f;m them when. they crossed the|py
e
a speedfer horse.

CKA!PTER III.

Hart came up to ‘hls f;ignd gnn—
ning. ’Well, you o]& thornstoad, we
g0t no kick comin’. ' 'Chiquito min’
mighty pretty race. Only t.rouhle

The owner of the pony nodded, a
‘tump in ‘his throat. He was mot
thinking  about his thirty-five' dol-
lars, but about the futile race into

beauty to be trapped. Dave would
*Inot be twenty-one till coming grass,
and it still hurt his boyish pride to
think that his favorite had been

'beaten.

Another lank vrange-r:lder drifted
“Same here, Dave; I'll kiss my
bucks good-bye <heerful.

Jshort grass, and the activity of rus-|You ’'n’ the 1}i"1” hoss run the best

tlers. The cattle had been loose-

fedded in a gulch close at hand, the

upper end of which was sealed by
an  impassable cliff. Many such
mountains, fenced across the face
tp serve as a corral, had ‘been used
by rustlers as caches into which to

drift their stolen stock. This one

had no doubt more than once play-
ed stich a part in: days pasti
Hxpertly the riders threw the cat-
tle back to the mesa and moved
them forward. Among the “bunch
one conld find the T Anchor brand,

theé Circle Cross, the Diamond, Tail,|

and the X-Z, séattered among the

cows burned with the D Bar Lazy

Ry which was the original brand of
the owner, Emerson Crawford.

+The sun rose and filled the sky. |

Ih.a heavy cloud of dust the cattle

ltrailed. steadily toward the distant

Hille.

Near noon Buck, passing Dave
| where ‘he rode-a drag dniver in the
wake of the herd, shouted a greet-
ing at’ the young man. “Tur’ble
hot. I'm spittin’ cotton.” .

Dave nodded. - His eye8 were red
and sore from the alkali dust, his
throat dry as a lime kiln.' “You
done said it, Buck. Hotter'n hell
or Yuma.”

“Dug says for us to ‘throw oﬂ' at
Seven-Mile Hole.”

“T won't make no hol.ler at that.”

The herd leaders, reading the
signs jof
quickened
outstretched, bawling . doudly, they

‘hurried forward. - Forty-eight hours

ago they had ilast satisfied their
thirst. Usually Doble watered each
noon, but the desert.yesterday had

been dry as Sahara. Only:such mois-|&n

ture was - avaflable as . could be
found 4n  black gra.ma ‘and needle

grass,

The polnt of the' hexd swang ‘in

toward the cottonwobds that strag-

gled down from the draw. - For
hours the 'riders ‘were kept . busy
moving forward the cattle ‘that had
been watered and hold back the
pressure of thirsty aninials.

Again the outfit took the desert
trajl. Heat waves "played on the
sand. - Vegetation grew scant ex-
cept for patehes ofi cholla and mes-
quite, a sand-cherry bush here: and
there, occasionally a clump of shin-
ing poisom vy,

Sunset fbronght them to ‘Balt
Flats. The foreman gave orders. to
throw off and make camp,

‘A course was chosen for the race.
From a selected’ ' point tlie horses
were to run to'a ¢lump of mesquite,
rounid it, and return to the starting
place. Dug Doble was chosen both
starter and judge.

Dave watched W‘Mskey Bill with
the trained eyes of a horseman. Its
eyes were set too iclose, ‘and -th
shape of the ‘nose was deforme
from the effects of the mtlesnulggs
sting. - But in 'légs and body it ‘had
the fine lines of a racer.. The

was built for speed.’ The cowwiqh.f
Hig bromto “was

er’s heart sank.
fast, ‘willing, lnd‘My tnMH&eﬁ
but the’ little ‘range.pony had’ mot

‘been designed to sh,ov ‘lts heels to

a noan'-thomughbred

“Are ‘you r

the two men in. s

His. brether ui Let "er go"'
Sandeu nodded 'I'he revmvor lm-k-
ed.

Ohiqnito was oﬂ llke ! M ot
Tight, found its stride Mltmtly. The |
traininig of 4 cowpony makes
ertness, for immediate response. Be-

fore it had . ‘covered mvnty-tn ;
yards the Pinto was "ghm
the good. Dave, tom th04

. m'ﬂes, a hundred miles, or five hun-
dred.”

a spring close at hand,:
the pace. With necks

mm al-

race, at that. Chiquito started like
a bullet out of a gun, and say, boys!
how he did sw'lng round on the
tarn.”

“Much \obliged, Steve. reckon

he surg. g.one his bestyy said;Sanders ke

gratefull
The “voice of George Doble tut in,

,open}y and offensively jubilant. “Me,

I'd rather show the way at the fin-
ish than at the start. You're more
liable to collect the mazuma.. 111

US| frected -lthé
| wisi 'have taken, With a flip he toss-
"od’xp the ‘tin eup so that the hot.

3 onl&oe sqmod the crook. “f for
1 “Goddlet

{like: Aal ‘Miller.

Chiquito had heen ouzrun by o

tell you now that breomtail mever|’

had a chance to beat Whiskey Bill,”’
“Yore hoss can run, .seh,” admit-
ted Dave.

gnant trlumvh ﬁls self-
, and in ap instant
‘of his. ‘life was de-
path it would other-

1 gereamed Doble,
“to t. He' reachied for

m ing
to | hil tottg—ﬂ o 3uat a8 Sanders closed 2

‘he range-rider’s revol-

: ver, lltae th.t of most-of his fellows,

wa.s ‘i1t @ blanket roll in the wagon.
‘Miller; with surprising agility for

" |4 tat man, got to his feet and launch-

od himself at the puncher. = Dave
flung the smaller of his opponents
back agdinst Steve, who was sitting
tailor fashion beside him. The gun-
men  tottered and fell over Russell,
who lost not ime in pinning his
hands to the ground while Hart deft-
ly removed the revolver from his
pocket.

Swinging round to face Mlller,
Dave saw at once that the big man
had chosen not to draw his gun. In’
spite of his fat the gambler was a
g ' rough-and-tumble  fighter of parts.
The extra weight had come in recent
years; but underneath it lay roped
muscles and heavy bones. Men often
remarkéd that they had mever seen
a fat man who could handle himself
The two clinched.
ithe under hold and tried
. bulkier ' foe. The other
: “cireling round.”  He got

X ad-under the boy’s chin and
drove lt up and  back, flinging the
rider a dozen yards. -

Inntutfy Dave plunged at him. He
had to get at close quarters, for he
could' not 'tell ‘when ~Miller would
change ‘his mind and ‘elect to fight '

with ‘a’gun,  The ‘man had chosen aj:
‘hand-to-hand tussle, Dave knew, be-

cause he was sure he could ‘beat so
onent as himself. Once
) on him that he:want-

3 ﬂstl‘engt, h. So, thduﬁh the
ter had to get close, he dared:
ch. His judgment was that |

" He jabbed at the big white face,
ducked ‘and jabbed again.
'was in the shine of the moon; now
hk‘,!ns in darkness. A red streak
came out on the white face opposite,
and knew he had drawn blood.
Miller roared like a bull and. flailed
away at Him.. More than one heavy

blow jarred him,.sent a holt of paini’

shooting through him. The . only
thing he saw was that shining face.
‘He pecked oway at it with swift $abs |
taking what. punishment he must
-and dodging the rest. 7
Miller (was ' furious. He had in-

tended to clean up this bantanm in
about a minute. He rushed again,
broke through Dave's defense;, and
closed ‘with him. His great arms
crushed into the ribs of his lean op-~
ponent. As they.swung round and
round, Dave gasped for breath. He.
twisted and squirmed, trying to’ es-:
cape that deadly hug. Somehow he
su?nceoded in tripping his huge foe.

hey. went down loc together,
®inderneath. gﬁd ggn cher|®
Knew that”'if he had room_‘Miller
would hammer his face to pulp He
drew 'himself close to the _barrel
‘body, arms and legs wound tight like
hoops

Miller gave a yell of pain. ‘¥n-

stinetively Dave moved his legs high-
er and clamped them tighter. The

{¥ell rose again, became a scream of

“I know it, but you don’t He jagony.

didn’t have. to take the kinks out
of his legs to beat that plug.”

“You .get our  money,” said Hart
quietly.  ‘“‘Ain’t that enough with<
out rubbin’ it in?"

‘“Sure. I get yore money—easy
money, at that,” boasted Doble.
“Got any more you want to put up
on the circus brone?”

Steve Russell . voiced  his senti-
menty curtly. ‘“You make me good
and tired, Doble. There’s -only one
thing I haA:e more’n. @ poor loser—
and that’s a poor winner. As for
putting my money on the pinto,

T’Il just say this: Il bet my W1
pile he can beat yore bay twentyl

“Not any, thanks. Whiskey B!ll'
is a racer, not a mule team,” Miller
said, lapghing. & -

Steve loosened the center—ﬂre
€inch of his pony’s saddle. " He not-
ed that there was no real gen'!wl.ltyl
in the fat man’s mirth.
gurface thing designed to convey!
effect of good-féllowship. Back|
of it lay the chill implacability of
the professional gambier.

The usual give-and-take -of gay re-
partee was missing at . supper that:
night. Since they were of the hap-,
py-go-lucky, outdoor West it did not |
greatly distress the D Bar Lazy R
riders to lose part -of their pay
cheeks. Even if it had, their spirits
would have been unimpaired, for it
is written in their code that a man
must take his punishment without
whining. What hurt was that they
had been tricked, led like lambs to
the killing. None of - them doubted
nmow that the pack—horse . of the
gamblers wag “ringer.”’ ‘These
men had dellherately crossed ‘the
path of the trail outfit in order to
take from tha vacqueros their mon-
ey.

The punchers were slky. Instead
of a fair race they - had Dbeen up
against an open-and-shut proposition
as Russell phrased it. The Jeers of

le did not improve their tempers.
The man was temperamentally mean
hearted. "He could not let._his. vic-
tims alone.

"‘They Say one’s born  every min-
ute, Ad. Dawged if I don’t believe
it,”! ‘he sneered.

“ Miller was not \saying much hlm-
self, but his fat stomaeh ;shook ‘atf
thi® sally. If his partner. could goadi.
the boys into more beiting he was
qulte willing to divide the _Drofits.

“Audibly Hart
mured his ﬁgtlment: alougd
liable to tell'these birds wha
of “em, Stevo. it they "don®
quite some time layin’ off'n us’” = .

“Don’t tell us out loud: We might
hear you,” advised Doble insolen

“In mqra to tlnt. T'd sure wol'i.‘y ln

lt 700 d}g R

ed the cylinder,

Mud on the
He ripped - me with his ‘spurs,’ in
‘yawned ' and maur: |,

Tl

legs. . His

“Lemme loose!”” shrieked the man
on top. “My Gawd, you're Kkillin’
me!”

Dave had not the least idea what
was disturbing Miller’'s peace of
mind, but whatever it was moved to
his advantage. He clamped tighter,
working his heels into another secure
position. The big man bellowed with
pain. “Take him off! Take him off!”’

{he implored in shrill crescendo’

“What’s all this?”
imperious voide:

Miller was' torn howling from the
arms and legs that bound him and
Dave. found himself jerked roughly
to his feet. The big rawboned" fore-

demanded an

{man was glaring at him above his

larke hook nose. The trail boss had
beenjout at the remunda with the
jJingler when ‘the trouble began. He
had arrived in time to rescue his fat
riend.
“What's eatin’ you, Sanders?” he

It was a. demanded curtly,

‘“He jumped George!” yelped  Mil-
er.

Breathing hard Dave .. faced his
foe warily. He was in a better strat-
egic position than he had been, for
he ‘had pulled the revolver of the fat
man from its helster just as they
were dragged apart. It was in’ his
right hand now, pressed ¢lose to his
hip, ready for instant use if need be.
He could see without looking that
Doble “was still strugsling ineffeet.
dvely in the grip of Russell..

“Dave stumbled and spilt some cof-
fee on George: then George he tried
to gun him. . Miller mixed in ‘then,”
explained Hart

The: . foreman glared “None of
this stuff “while you're on the trail
with my outfit. Get that, Sanders?
I won’t have it.”

“Dave . he couldn’t hardly he’p
hisse’f,” Buck Byington ' broke ‘in.
“They was .runnin’ on him consider-
able, Dug.”

“F ain’t askin’ for excuses. I'm
tellin® you boys what’s what,” retort-
ed ‘the road hoss. “Sanders, give him
his-gun.”

. The cOWpuncher took ‘a step back-
ward. He had no intention of hand-
ing a loaded gun to Miller while the
gambler was in his present frame of
mind. . That might be equivalent to
suicide. . He broke the revolver, turns
and shook out the
cartridges. . The empty = weapon he

ound; -

‘said niﬂhnly. “That’s how
to turn him loose”

t down at . the man’s.
Tousers were, ' torm t
shreds: Blood ‘trickled dom 2
orated calves whers the s’ w

his roll of bedding was.

took from within the forty-five he
carried to shoot rattlesmakes. - This

‘and_trousers where it wonld be handy

tion for the trip to the wagon.  He
had no intention of starting anything.
lhanntedwasnotwbomht
at a disadvantage a second time.

- Miller and the two _Dobles were'
standing a little way apart talking
together in low tones. The fat man,
‘his foot on the spoke of & wagon
-wheel, was tying up one of his bleed-
ing calves with a bandanna handker-
chief. Dave gathered that his con-
tribution to the conversation ‘consist-
ed mainly of fervent and almost tear-
ful profanity. The brothers appear-
ed to be debating some point  with
heat. QGeorge insisted, and the fore-
man- gave up with a lift of his big
shoulders.

“Have it yore way. I hate to have
you leave us after I tell you there’ll
bé no more trouble, but if that’s how
you feel about it I got nothin’ to say.
What I want understood is this” —
Dug Doble raised his voice for all to
hear— “that I'm boss of this outfit
land won’t stand for any rough - stuff.
If the boys, or any one of ‘em, can’t
Adse their money without ballmhln'
they can get their time promto.”

The two gamblers packed their
race-horse, saddled, and rode away
without a word to any of the range:
triders. ~The men round the fire gave

ow hel

.no sign that they knew the confidence
men were on the map until after they
had gone. Then tongues began to
\wag, the foreman having gome to the
edse of the camp with them.

“Well, my feelin’s ain’t hurt one
1i’l bit because they won't play with
us no more,” Steve Russell said, smil-
ing brondly

“Can, you blame that fat guy for
not wantin’  tou play with Dave
here?” asked Hart, and he beamed |
at the memory of wlu.t he had. seen.

“Son, you ce’tainly gave him one sur-
?ﬂse party  when - yore rowels dug
n.”

“Wonder to me be didn’t stampede
the cows, way he hollered,” grinmed
a third. “I don’t grudge him any of
Jny ten plunks. Not none.  Dave he

round.”

modestly.
“Betcha,” agreed - Steve.: “I was
just startin’ over to haul the fat guy
LOff Dave when he began bleatin’ for
us to come help him turn loosé the
bear. I kinda. took my time then.”

“Onct I went to a play called ‘All’s
Well That Ends Well’,” said Bying-
ton reminiscently. “At the Tabor
Grand thea-ter,' in Deénver.”

. “Dit it tell how“a ‘freckled cow-
punch rode _a fat tinhorn on his
spurs?” asked Hart.

“Bet he wears stoveplpes on his
flaigs next ‘time 'he mixes it with
Dave,” suggested one coffee-brown
youth. ' “Well, looks like the show’s
over for tonight. I'm gonna FoH in.”
Motion eried unammously;

Sy . P

Al CHAPTER .

L ‘The Paint Hoss Disappears L

Wakened by the gong,  Dave lay
luxuriously in the warmth _of his
blankets. It was not for several mo-
ments that he remembered the fight
or the eircumstances leading to it.
The *grin that lit his boyish face .at
thought of its unexpected conclusion
was a fleeting one, for he discovered
that it hurt His face to smile. Briskly
he rose, and: grunted “Ouch!”  His
sides ‘were sore from the rib squeez-
ing of Miller’s powerful arms.

Byington walked out to the remuda
with him.' “How’s the man-tamer
this glad mo’'nin’?” he asked of Dave.

“Fine and dandy, old lizard.”

“You sure got the deadwood on him
when yore spurs got into action. ‘A
Jman’s like.a watermelon. You cayn’'t
“tell how good he is until you thump
him. Miller is right biggity, and
they say he’s sudden death with a
gun. But when it come  down to,
cases he hadn’t the guts to go through
and stand the: gaff.”

(To be conti continued.)
i —————

TELEPHONE EMPLOYEE ESCAPES
MIRACULOUSLY IN FALL

Millbrook-—~W. T. A. Deyell of
town had a narrow escape from seri-
ous injury while working on the Mill-
braok Rural Telephone line opposite
the residence of Mr. Jas. H. Paul’s
Cavan. When Mr. Deyell mounted
the pole to cut the wire everything
seemed all right; but when the dis-
connection was :made, the pole im-
mediately broke off at the surface of
the ground, Mr. Déyell being straped
toth'e pole and not having time to
free hlmselr both man and pole was
thrown over the fence into the ad-
Joining field, with the result that he
escaped with a severe shaking. up,
no bones were broken, but it will be
a few days to get' the soreness out of
his limbs &nd body. ¢

e
FELL FROM LUMBER PILE. .
: AND BROKE FOREARM

Baneroft—Mr. Stanley Bowen, an
employee of Jennings & Bailey at Bap
tiste, met with a painful accident
when _he fell from a lumber pile,
breaking his arm between the elbow
and the shoulder

7'"“‘

Several Smbjects.

3 Smith’s Falls—Manual training
anad domesﬁe science, for some years
rming part of the Curricalum at
Bn}thl l"alla Collegiate Institute,

8 temporarily removed from
the curficalum. This was done 'at

t T meeting of the Board of
1] a few days ago, when, in}

Dgagement of teachers for

’Mﬂxyear W'rpmm

and Miss Miller were not Tetained

‘ staff. It was indicated that
was men in the !tm:u’t of

He ﬁhtleil v
the rope, flung open the blankets, and |

he shoved down between his shirt

‘%ase in case of need. His roll he|
‘brought back with him as a justifica-

give me my money's worth that la.at"

R

MEDICAL

OR. M. E. mnscorum, Burgery, 64
Queen St., Phone 737. daz27-1y

DR, ¥. G. WALLBRIDGE, Physician
and Surgeo 91 Bridge B8t. East,
Bellevlue. Phone 868.

— "N
LEGAL

JCOLLINS & COCHRANE, Barristers,
Sollcltou. Notaries, Bte. Solicitors
for Bank of Montreal and the Royal
‘Bank of Canada at Tweed. Offices,
‘Unlon Bank Chambers, Front and
ca.mpboll Streets. Belleville; also at
Tweed.—A Bernard Collins, Arch.
Cochrane. Money to loan.

& ALFORD, Barristers, Etec.

licitors for the Molsons Bank.—

W, C. Mikel, K.C., G. Alford. Offices:
Belleville and Trenton.

MALCOLM WRIGHT, Barrister, Solic-
itor, Notary Public, Ete. Office 15
Campbell St., Bellevillee Money to
lon.n at lowest rates.

PONTON & PONTON, Barristers, Sol-
icitors, Notaries Public, Commission-
ers. Office East Bridge St. Solicitors
Merchants Bank of Canada, Bank of
Montreal, and Town of Deseronto.
Money to loan on Mortgages.

W. N. Ponton, E.C.
R. D: Ponton.
Oﬂlcél. Belleville and Btirling.

gumw Barrlster, Bte. Coun-
!Y Xttorney Office, Court
House Bullding. Phone; Office 238
house 435.

PORTER, BUTLER & PAYNE, Barris-
ters, Solicitors, Notaries, Etc. Solic-
itors for ‘Uniou Bank.

E. Guss Porter, K.C ll.?
B Butler,

Chas. A. Payne. 4

‘Momney to loan om mortgages, and
Investments made. Offices, 319 Front
8t., Believille. Ont.

wuunme CO.,

Successors to the la.t:l F‘ 8. Wall-

eh Barristers, Solicitors, Noi-

oney to loan. Dominion Bank

Bulldlng. cor. Front and Bridge Sts.,
Belleville, Ontarfo.

INSURANCE

FIRE, LIFE, u'ro AND ACCIDENT.
Falr rateés nnd the best English,
Canadian and United States Compan-
fes. Your business will receive
nrompt, careful and: experf aitention
Insure wlth 'I‘he H., P. Ketecheson Co,
Limited,’ Keétcheson, Mgr., 26
Bridge St. Bellevllle. Ont. Fuone 228

“I'had a little luck,” admitted Dave | W, ADAMS, established 1894 Fire

Insurance, Municipal Debentures &
Real Estate. Marriage Licenses is-
lu’od. Office 24 Victoria Ave. Phone
R53.

sARM INSURANCE Frame Buildings
" 76c to 31 per $100; Brick Buildings,
60c to 75¢ per $100; reduction of 10c
for lightning rods or metal roof.
Why any higher rates when you can
get cheaper rates and Company

guaranteed? Bring in your policies and
let me quote many rates before you
renew your insurance. Chancey Ash-
ley, 299 Front St., Belleville.

W. J. RHODES, London Mutual ®ire
Ins. Co., Phoenix (of London) Assur-
ance Co., Nova Scotia Fire Under-
writers, Union (of Paris) Fire Ins.
Co Insurance of all kinds,transact-

ed at lowest rates. Phone 965. Office,
Box 85. Unlon Bank Chambers:

"sﬁRVEYORs

FRASER AYLESWORTH, Ontarlo and
Dominfon Land Surveyor and Civil
Engineer, Madoe, Phone 6.

DENTAL

3. M, WILSON, D.D.S., Graduate: of To-
ronto University, Licentiate of the
Royal College of Dental Surgeons of
Ontario. Office over Merchants Bank,
Belleville. Office phome, 1076: house
phone, 977. Special attention to
Plate, Crown and Bridge Work.

ARCHITECTS
BEAUMONT JARVIS
ARCHITECT & ENQNEER
OFFICE, 8 CAMPBELL ST.

Phomne 705 Belleviile, Ont.
A di17-tf

REAL ESTATE

REAL ESTATE, Insurances, Bonds
bought and sold, J. C. McCAR-
THY, No. 8 Campbell- St.

ASSAYERS

SELLEVILLE ASSAY OFFICE—Ores
and Minerals of all kinds tested and
assayed. Samples sent by mail or
express will receive prompt atten-
tion. All results guarsntieed. Bleecke
er and Victoria Ave, East Belleville
Phone 399.

mmeTr——

AUCTIONEERS

NORMAN MONTGOMERY, Auctionees
Brighton. Box 180, teelphone 101,

APPOINTED MATRON
McGill Nursing Graduate Gets Hos-

pital Appointment.

PRINCE RUPERT, B.C. Jume 21.
—Miss Charlotte Black, of Montreal
has- been appointed matron of the
General Hospital here succeeding
Matron Atkinson.

‘Miss Black is a graduate of the
School for Graduate Nurses, McGill
University, which has just completed
its first session. She was president of
the class and followed the course in
Administration and Teaching in Hos-
pitals and Nurses Training Schools,
completing the year with a high
average in the sessional examinations.
Miss Black is English by birtk but
has' been a resident of Peachland,
B.C., for some years. She is a gradu-
ate of the Vancouver General Hospi-
tal and was for a time an instructress
in the Western Hospital, Toronto, and
for two years in charge of a hospital
in ‘Los Angeles, California.

SomoDnckEgg

Kingston—James Gordon, Athens,
has & duck that evidently is ndt on
strike.  She laid an egg measuring
eight and a half inches around length-
‘wise and six and a half inches short
way. A Who says it dee-n’t. pay to

keep dnm.
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