
CHAPTER XXVIII

AS IT TUBKED OUT

rilHEY found H. J. Owens the nejrt forenoon wan-

J. dering hopelessly lost in the hills. Since kill-

ing him was barred, they tied his arms behind him and

turned him toward the Flying F. He was stillen, like

an animal that is trapped and will do nothing but lie

flattened to the ground and glare red-eyed at its cap-

tors. For that matter, the Happy Family themselves

were pretty sullen. They had fought fire for hours—
and that is killing work; and they had been in the

saddle ever since, looking for the Kid and for this man
who rode bound in their midst.

Weary and Irish and Pink, who had run across him

in a narrow canyon, fired pistol-shot signals to bring

the others to the spot. But when the others emerged

from various points upon the scene, there was very little

said about the capture.

In town, the Old Man had been quite as eager to come

close to Florence Grace Hallman— but he was not so

lucky. Florence Grace had heard the news of the fire

a good half hour before the train left for Great Falls.


