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man’s saddle on a neat little bronco

D11

The girl was a stunnct wore a
faded fawn bodice, a short red shart, |
and buckskin leggins [er slender, |
corsetless figure, swaying sh rl with 1
the motion of the horse, held

1.u’ylu?l_\ erect

Gibb dragged off his
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: 1 2
hat, and, when ‘
the |

" he had somewhat recovered from
chock, stuttered, “Excuse me, but can
T you tell me how much farther 1t 1s to
it ) )
Domingo' » ‘
it [he girl had pulled her bronco '1\‘«
it i L ; o o
5 his haunches. e now regarded Gib “
§ A 1c : :
b calmly from undecer her wide flapping |
% y o |
i sombrero. ‘
: [ 1 A . |
g 1t T‘V?~\<x\\ fai VOl wi ¢ ta :
. there tonight: ‘ ‘
“I'm to meet friend, DM Monte |
S : X
SImMmons. Reckon h 't Domin !‘
|
1 1
| hool her
1( ] I i
{ 1111 m |
as one niigh
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S _ ) !hcheld Pepita, a pale apparition behind “ He decided to sleep at Domingo's, fl
| I P (" - . | her father. She gave him a long look, | come what might.
)mlng() S‘ UlldUtlflll [)aughter Ll[‘>(1111 \\‘\l'tilhunt a r‘l’i\:g‘é\‘lmn of cwﬁuctr} Domingo ’[ht younger thrummed "
. a : ' 1 | on the contrary, apprehension was |guitar in the veranda, and Pepit
Written Specially for the Western Home Monthly. written big Llpo)iyrhcxltl‘;v,‘(‘;, ’M«:wml nonchalantly on the railing
) The senor would wish to sleep when ' making derisive observations on the -
Gibb, alter a long day’s ridc ;h;uhgh mg hun \:\11!; questions concerning the ) he had eaten? No? Doubtless he was | cccentricities  of the gringo, w . ]
the gap, reined-in his pinto at the point | absent Simmons, weary and would not press on. | the Meaicarns syilied mxdes -
where the trail skirting rf.‘i!t‘ precipice Domingo shook his head and ap l\’(*q{'uvn:t":\‘ was a good four miles, and |little mustaches v‘(
was at its narrowest Shrugging his | pealed to his son. There had been no | the trail was rough. The senor’s friend o
shoulders, he remarked “Good Lord, | one there answering to that descrip ould arrive before midnight, or, per L
here’s the jumping-off place!” | tion, no one adventure, in the morning Gibb sauntered out to the corral
The next moment he braced himself, | “Well, I'm”—Gibb remembered the Did Pepita really make a di look after his pinto. It was true tha \
for he had heard the thud of hoots on presence of a ]Jl&i)" -“111‘1114’»‘\“]_ g1 sent? Gibb checked an involuntary ‘E\]’\/‘II‘IHHLU had rather a bad name
the trail in front of him—and ““‘“f\””’!”,\NHS Whereupon old Domi movement of his hand towards the | Ilc remembered  the rumors Monte s
were the parlous days of Murietta and | call~d upon all the saints with tears \”‘““H”\ belt he wore inside his flannel | and he had heard, and laughed at, not L
Vasquez ‘ \t this point, raising his head, Gibb |shirt. Hang it, he was full of notions! | a week before. What had become
Round the bend came a girl n a |




