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Tang of Life

no fresh tracks that inurning. His problem was

simple. The answer would be definite. He returned

to the shelter of the brush, dropped the glasses into

a saddle-pocket, and stretched himself wearily.

A few yards below him, on a brush-dotted level,

his horse, Dexter, slowly circled his picket and nib-

bled at the scant biMich-grass. The western sun

trailed long shadows across the caflon; shadows that

drifted imperceptibly farther and farther, spreading,

commingling, softening the broken outlines of ledge

and brush until the walled solitude was brimmed

with dusk, save where a red shaft cleft the fast-

fading twilight, burning like a great spotlight on a

nicketed horse and a man asleep, his head pillowed

on a saddle.

As the dusk drew down, the horse ceased grazing,

sniffed the coming night, and nickered softly. War-

ing rose and led the horse to water, and, returninp,

emptied hall the grain in the morral on a blanket.

Dex munched contentedly. When the horse had

finished eating the grain, Waring picketed him in a

fresh spot and climbed back to the ledge, where he

sat watching the western wall of the caflon, occasion-

ally glancing up as some dim star burned through

the deepening dusk and bloomed to a silvery ma-

turity.

Presently a faint pallor overspread the caflon till

it lay like a ghostly sea dotted with strange islands

of brush and rock; islands that seemed to waver and


