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LOOSE THREADS

The Governor had been himself a cattleman.
Before that he had known Ellison and Wadley
during the war. Therefore he lent a friendly ear
to the tale told him by his old-time friends.

Clint did most of the talking, one leg thrown
across the arm of a leather-bomid chair in the
Ubrary of the Governor's house. The three men
were smoking. A mmt julep was in front of each.

The story of Jack Roberts lost nothing in the
telling. Both of the Panhandle men were now
partisans of hb, and when the owner of the A T O
missed a point the hawk-eyed little Captain was
there to stress it.

"That's all right, boys," the Governor at last

broke in. "I don't doubt he's all you say he is,

but I don't see that I can do anything for him.
If he's in trouble because he deUberately helped
a murderer to escape—

"

"You don't need to do a thing. Bob," inter-

rupted Wadley. "That's just the point. He's in

no trouble unless you make it for him. All you 've

got to do is shut yore eyes. I spent three hours
with a pick makin' a hole in the jail wall so as it

would look like the prisoner escaped. I did a real

thorough job. Yorky, the jailer, won't talk. We


