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234 THE MESA TRAIL

Thady came forward, wordless, his gaze fastened
upon Dorales, deep anger gleaming in those in-
tensely black eyes. Abel Dorales, ashen white,
edged around the side of the bowlder. His hand
drifted to his pocket; it flashed up again with a
revolver.

But as Abel Dorales swung down that revolver,
as he drew down on Thady Shea for a desperate
ghost-quelling shot, something snaked out through
the air—something that seemed to leap from the
expert arm of Mehitabel Crump. It curled about
the wrist of Abel Dorales, it curled and clung with
vicious snap about his hand and fingers; as the
head of a rattlesnake is snapped and tugged from
his body with one whipcrack, so the revolver was
torn from the hand of Dorales and sent flying out
upon the stones.

Thady Shea flung himself upon Dorales.

As has been previously seen, Thady Shea knew
nothing about the science and art of fighting. His
was a blind, primitive, untutored lust for venge-
ance. He had heard that resonant voice telling
the story of his death; he had heard, lifting to him
above the crest of the hogback, that false tale
designed to blacken his memory, and now he
plunged headlong at Abel Dorales, angered as he
had never been angered in his life.

Stricken and all unstrung by what he had taken
to be an apparition, Abel Dorales tried to stumble
away, cowering. But in a moment the furious,




