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xxxviiie
A -struck. his

n' s'd-' w't h rny'fist an' foot-

'Twas jest lik" hittin' a rusbin' s-.one.
An' he thubder'd âhead-I couidnýt bos s»

The critter a à.ossel, Frn free tew own..
The swèat corne a pourin' down my beard

Ef ye wonder W''harfor, jest ye spread
Yerself fur aride ith -a runn"n'

w 1 h erd,
AfflA yaw'nin' gulch half a mile a*head.

XXXIX.

A, Three hundreýd foot from its grinnin' il ps
-in stream on

Tew-the roar"« its ston.es below.
Once more I hurl'd the mustang up

Acrin the side of Joe;
Twant a mite of usé-he riz his hee-ls

Up in. the air, like -a scuddin' colt;
The herd mass'd doser, an' hurl'd do«,ý.,Il

''2 1 The roarin' Pass, like a thunderbolt.

X-L.

I couldnt rein' off-seem'd swept along
In the rush an' re'oar an' thunderin' crash

Tlie lightnin-' strack at the runnin' herd
With a crack like the stroke of. a* cowboy'S lash.

Thar! I could see it; I tell ye,. ard
Thin s seem'd whitti'd down sort of fin9v. We wusn't five-hundred feet from the gulch,

With its mean little ffinge of scrubby pi'ne.


