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CHAPTER 1.

: The Plainaman.

The man was riding just below the
) t of the ridge, occasionally np-

¢ his head so as to gaze acroc
shading his eyes with one

. to thus better concemtrate his
Both horse and rider plainly

signs of weariness, but
movement of the latter showed
s vigilance, his glance roam-

ri ‘8

required restraint, advancing

with head hanging low, and
occuionally breaking into a

“ Wit trot under t.ho impetus of the

‘!bo rider was a man approaching
@irty, somewhat slender and long of
Bmb, but possessing broad, squared
shoulders above a deep chest, sitting
the saddle .easily in plainsman fash-
fon, yet with an erectness of carriage
whick suggested military training.
The face under the wide brim of ih~
weather-worn slouch hat was ciean-
shaven, browned by sun and wind,
and strongly marked, the chin slight-
iy prominent, the mouth firm, the gray
ayes full of character and daring. His

dress was that of rough service: plain-iy

Jeather ‘“chaps,” showing marks ef
Rard usage, a gray woolen shirt turn-
od low at the neck. with a kerchief
w loosely about the sinewy
\@wonzed throat. At one hip dangled
the holster of a “forty-five,” on the
sther hung a canvas-covered canteen.

3 was fgure and face to be noted
sanywhere, a man from whom you
Wwoiild expect both thought and action,
snd one who seemed to exactly fitf
fato bhis wild environment.

. 'Where he rode was the very west-
#ra extreme of the prairie country,
Sillowed like the sea, and from off the
erest of its higher ridges, the wide
m sweep of the plains was visible.

like & vast brown ocean to

m foothills of the far- -away moun

Aal Yet the actual commencement
thlt drear, barren expanse was

ﬂy ten miles distant, while al’

sbout where he rode the conformation

was frregular, comprising narrow val-

~Beys and swelling mounds, ‘with here
and there a sharp ravine, riven from

ke rock and fnvisible unt!? one drew

‘mp startled at its ver: k.. The

general trend of depre: i:. was un

‘doubtedly southward leading toward

e valley of the Arkansas, yet irregu’

Mar ridges occasionally cut acress

' aliding to the confusion. The entir:
surreunding landscape presented th¢

skme aspect, with no special objec!

wpon which the eye could rest for

guidance—no tree, no upheaval of

®ock, no peculiarity of summit, no

amake-like trail—all about extended

the same dull, dead monotony of

‘Bfown, sun-baked hills, with slightly :

greener depressions lying between
Interspersed by patches of sand or the
‘white gleam of alkall. It was a
dreary, deserted land, parched under
the hot summer sun, brightened by no
' ‘wegetation, exocepting sparse bunches
‘& ‘buffalo grass or an occasional
#tunted sage bush, and disclosing no
‘where the slightest sign of huma
Babitation.
~ "The rising sun reddened the crest
ol the hills, and the rider, halting Lis
2 horse, sat motionless, gazing
teadily into the southwest. Appar
antly he perceived nothing there un
wsual, for he slowly turned his bod:
sbout in the saddle. sweeping hi-
eyes, inch by inch; along the line o
‘the horizon, until the entire circuit
-¥#ad ‘been completed. .Then his com
LMSed lips smiled:s¥ghtly, his_hand
;‘nconnciously patting the howse’s
“meck.

“I reckon we’re still alone, old glrl %
e sszi¢ quietly, a bit of Southern
grawl in tke voice. “Well try for
‘tBe trail, and take it easy.”

He swung stiffly out of the saddle,
and with reins dangling over his
shoulder, began the slower advance

* en foot, the exhausted horse trailing
Behind. His was not a situation in
" which one could feel certain of safety,
for any ridge might conceal the WAry
‘Soemen he sought to avoid, yet he pro-
seeded now with renewed confidence.
M was the summer of 1868, and the
“pimce the very heart of the Indian
‘spuntry, with every separate tribe
‘sanging between the Yellowstone and
tbe Brazos, either restless or openly
ea the war-p: th. Rumors of atrocities
‘were being retold the length and
Sreadth of the border, and every re-
port drifting in to either fort or set:
.ment only added to the alarm. For
{ence at least the Plains Indians had
,lheovmd a common cause, tribal di-
‘Serences had beemn adjusted in war
.hn the white invaders, and Kio-
“was, Comanches, Annhou Chey-
.:sgnes and Sioux had become welded
‘fagether in savage brotherhood. Te
*..pou them were the scattered aad
Jmmorganized settlers lining the more

‘eastern streams, guarded by small de-

sdmchments of regular troops posted
;‘m and there amid that broad wil-
y@ernens, scarcely within touch of each

< Bverywhe » beyond these lines of

1010.)

| patrot wandered mmms war
attacking travelers on the trails, raid
ing exposed settlements, and occa
sionally venturing to try open battle

In this stress of sudden emergency—
every available soldier on active dut’
. —civilians had been pressed into ser:
ice, and hastily despatched to war
exposed settlers, guide wagon train
or carry despatches between outpost
And thus our rider, Jack Keith, wb-
knew every foot of the plains, lyin
betwogn the Republican and the Ca:
pdfan ‘rivers; ‘was
suddenly reduisitioned, merely b-
catise he chanced to be discovered v
employed by ihe harassed commanc
of a cantonment just without the ¢
virons of Carson City. Twenty n"
utes later he was riding swiftly in*
the northwest, bearing importa:
news to General Sheridan, command-
of the Department, who happencd -
that moment to be at Fort Cairne
‘To Keith this had ‘been merely snot’
er page in a career of adventure; fo
him to take his life in his haunds heo-
long ago become an old story. Ht
wad quietly performed the specia’
duty _allotted him. watched a squad
ron of troopers trot forth down the
valley of the Republican, received the
hasty thanks of the peppery little gen-
l-eral, and then, having nothing better
to do, traded his horse in at the gov-
ernment corral for a fresh mount and
started back again for Carsen City.
For the greater portion of two nights
and a day he had been in the saddle,
but he was accustomed to this, for he
had driven more than one buach of
longhorns up the Texas trail; and as
"he had slept three hours at Cairnes,
and as his nerves were like steel, the
thought of danger gave him slight
concern. He was thoroughly tired,
and it rested him to get out of the
saddle, while the freshness of the
morning air was a tonic, the very
breath of which made him forgetful
of fatigue.

After all, this was indeed the very
sort of experience which appealed to
him, and always had—this life of
peril in the open, under the stars and
the sky. He had constantly experi-
enced it for so long now, eight years,
as to make it seem merely natural.
While he ploughed steadily forward
through the shifting sand of the cou-
lee, his thought drifted idly back over
those years, and sometimes he smiled,
and'occaslonally frowned, as various
incidents returned to memory. It had
been a rouzh life, yet one not unusual
to those of his generation. Born of
excellent family in tidewater Virginia,
his father a successful planter, his
mother had died while he was still in
early boyhood, and he had grown up
.cut off from all womanly influence. He
Lad barely attained his majority, a
senior at William and Mary’s College
when the Civil War came; and one
month after Virginia cast in her lot
with the South, he became a sergeant
in a cavalry regiment commanded by
his father. He had enjoyed that life
and won his spurs, yet it had cost.
There was much not over-pleasant to
remember, and those strenuous,years
of almost ceaseléss: fighting, of long
night marches, of  swift, merciless
raiding, of lonely scouting within the
enemy’s lines, of severe wounds
hardship and suffering. had left their
marks on ‘both body and soul. Hir
father had fallen on the field at Antie
tam, and left him utterly alone in the
world, but he had fought on grimlv
to the end, until the last flag of the
Confederacy had been furled. By that
time, upon the collar of his tattered
gray jacket appeared the tarnished in
signia of a captain. The quick tears
dimmed his eyes even now as he re
called anew that final parting follow
ing Appomattox, the battle-worn facee
of his men, and his own painful jour-
ney homeward, defeated, wounded and
penniless. It was no home when he
got there, only a heap of ashes and a
few weed-grcwn acres. No familiar
face greeted him; not even a slave
was left.

He had honestly endeavored to re
main there, to face the future and
work it out alone; he persuaded him-
self to feel that this was his para-
mount "duty to the state, to the mem-
ory of the dead. But those very years
of army life made such a task im-
possible; the dull, dead monotony of
routine, the loneliness, the slowness
of results, became intolerable. As it
came to thousands of his comrades,
the call of the West came to him, and
at last he ylelded, and drifted toward
the frontier. The life there fascinat-
| ed bim, drawing him deeper and deep-

er into its swirling vortex. He be-
came freighter, mail carrier, hunter,
government scout, cowboy, foreman
Once he had drifted into the moun-
tains, and took a chance In the mines,
but the wide ,plains called him back
once more to their desert loneliness.
What an utter waste it all seemed,
now that he looked back wponm it
ll:ht years of fighting, hardship and

rough living, and what bad they
breught bim? "The reputation of a
mm«.:hﬂum"uturd-
a quick shot, a scorner of danger, and
& bad man to fool with~~that was the
whele of & record lnnny'-won. The

| *ise of the ridge. Slghtly below the
| stmimit he halted. In front extendec

‘golden rays. of. the sun,

.with the small squads of armed men

oné ot thése thi .WM close in against: Wﬁ_ﬂﬂfl

endm chan ‘an lndlan buuet, or thr
{ash of a revolver in some barroow:
ﬁ‘h‘. ; Tt

: narrow. valley along wiic! hohe |
; travelgnz suddenly - chauged ite
6

‘him to cHmb the

ion, compe

the wide expause of the Arkansa:
valley, a scere of splendor under the
with: ‘vivid
contrast of colors, the gray of rocks ;
the yellow of sand, the brown of dis
tant hills, the green of végetation
and the silver sheen of the stream:
half hidden behind the fringe of cot
tonwoods lining #ts banks. This was
a sight Keith had ‘often looked upon
but always with appreciation, and for |
the moment his eyes swept acros:
from bluff to bluff without thought
except for its wild beauty. Then he
perceived something which instantly
startled him into attention—yonder
close beside the river, just beyonc
that ragged bunch of cettenwoods
slender gpirals of blue smoke were |
visible. That would hardly be a. .camp
of freighters at this hour of the day
and besides, the Santa Fe trail alone:

oontn; down to the river at the ford
two miles further west. ' No party o
plainsmen would ever venture to build
a ‘fire in so0 exposed a spot, and no
small company would take the
chances of the trail But surely that
appeared to be the flap of a canvas
wagon top a little to the right of the
smeke, yet all was so far away Le
could not be certain. He stared ir
that direction a long while, shading
his eyes with both hands, unzltle tc

decide. There were three or four mov

ing black dots higher up the.river, bu!

so far away he could not distinguis’

whether men or animals. Only as out

lined against the yellow sand dunes
could he tell they were advancing
westward toward the ford.

o Qg‘cidg‘dly puzzled by all this, ye*
determined to solve the mystery anf¢
uawilling to remain -hidden there ur
til night, Keith led his horse along the
slant of the ridge, until he attained -
sharp ‘break thro~h the bluff leadin’
down into the valley. It was a rup
ged gash, nearly impassable. but

half hour of toil won them the lower
prairie, the winding path preventin-
the slightest view of what might b
meanwlile transpiring below. Onc-
safely out in the valley the river coul:
no longer be seen, while barely
bundred yards away, winding alon:
like a great serpent, ran the deepl:
rutted trail to Santa Fe. In neithe
direction appezred any sign of human
life. As near as he could determin.
from those distant cottonwoods out
lined against the sky, for the smok’
spirals were too .thin by then to be ob
served; tke spot sought must be con
siderably to the right of where he har
emerged. With this idea in mind he
advanced cautiously, his every sensr
alert, searching anxiouslv for_fres!
signs of passage’ or evidence of a
wagon train having deserted the beat
en track, and turned south. The traj
itself, dustless and packed hard, re
vealed nothing, but some five hundred
yards beyond the ravine he discovered
what he sought—here two wagons had
turned sharply to the left. their
wheels cutting deeply enough into the
prairie sod to show them heavily
laden. With the experience of the
border he was able to determine that
these wagons were drawn by mules
two span of each, their small hoofs
clearly defined on the turf, and that
they were being driven rapidly, on a
sharp trot as they turned, and then.
a hundred feet further, at a slashing
gallop. Just outside their trail ap-

Siender Spirals of Blue Smoke Were
Visible.

peared the marks of a galloping horse
A few rods farther along Keith came
to a confused blur of pony tracks
sweeping in from the east, and the
whole story of the chase was revealed :
as though he had witnessed it with his
own eyes. They must have bgen
crasy, or else impelled by some grave
necessity, to venture along this trail
in 30 small a party. And they were
traveling west—west! Keith drew a
deep breath, and swore te himself,
“Of all the blame fools!™

He perceived the picture in all its
grewsome detalls—the two mule
drawn wagons moving slowly along
the trail in the early moraing: the
band of hostile Indians
swooping out from some obscure hid-
ing place in the bluffs; the diseovery
of their presence; the m effort
‘at ‘escape; the h
open trail in vain hope: of 1y revd
the river and finding
derneath its banks: the fdﬂnm.d

| and aimost before he
1 was himself at the watev's edge where

wules galloping wildly, lashed into a

'tho l(l!\lro o
i&:ﬁd”‘ _vﬁf with long
b‘n g ;’. and those moving blaci
spots away yonder to the west, tha’
he had discerned !rom the bluff, wers

undoubtedly the ' departing raiders:
There was nothing Jeft for Keith tc

do’ except determine the fate of the
unfortunates, and give their bodlgt de-
cent burial. That any had escaped.
or yet lived, was altogether unlikely,
unless, perchance. women bad been ir
‘the ptrta in which cade they would
“have been borne dway prisoniers.
‘Confident that no hostiles would be
left behind to observe his movements,
Keith pressed steadily forward, lead-
ing his horse. He had thus traversed
fully half a mile before coming upon
any evidemce of a fight—here the pur
suers -had apparently come up with
the wagons, and circled out upon
either side. From their ponies’ track:
thers must have been a dozen in ‘the
/band. Perhaps a hundred yards furth-

‘!«"m lay two dead ponies. ;Keith:

examined them elo:ely——both had
been ridden with saddles; the marks
of ‘the cinches plainly visible. Evi-
dently one of the wagon mules had
also dropped in the traces here, anc
had been dragged along by his mates
Just bevona came a gudden depression
in the prairie down which the wagons
had plunged so heavily as to break
one of the axles; the wheel lay a few
yards away, and, somewhat to the
right, there lay the wreck of the wr=
on itself, two dead mules still in the
traces, the vehicle stripned of cor-
tents snd charred by fire. A hundred
feet further along was the other
wagon, its tongue broken, tie canvas
top ripped open, while between tle
two were scattered odds and ends of
wearipg. agporel and provisions, wit’
a pile of boxes smokiug grimly. The
remaining mules were gone, and no
.semblance of life remained arywhere
Keith dro~»cd his reins over hi:
horse’s| head, and, with Winchester
cocked and ready, advanced cau
tiously. ;

Death from violence had lonz <inre
become almost a commonplace occur
rence to Keith, yet now he shrank for
an instant as his eyes perceived th»
figure of a man lying motionless
across the broken wagon tongue. Tle
grizzled hair and beard were streaked
with blood, the face almost unrecog
mizable, while the hands yet grasped
a bent and shattered rifle. Evident
the man had died fighting, beater
down by overwhelming numbers afte
expending his last shot.. Then tho-'
fiends had scalped and left him wher:
he fell. Fifty feet beyond, shot. in
the back. lay a younger man, doubled
up in a heap, also scalped and dead
That was all; Keith. scouted over a
wide circle, even scanning the stretch
of gravel under the riveér bank, before
be ‘could ' fully satisfy himself there
were no others in the party. It seem:
ed impossible that these two traveling
alone would have ventured upon such
a trip in the face of known Indian
hostility. Yet they must have done
80, and once again his lips muttered:

“Of all the blame fools!”

Suddenly he halted, staring about

over the prairie, obsessed by a new
thought, an aroused suspicion. There

ead- | other than blind chance.

{'enimination, of ‘& plot, with some rex .
son behind niore important than ord:i |
nary robbery. Apparently the wagons |

dissipated, ' he mnnod the

bank ca.utlmuly. _)ut om_ﬂd nowhere

tlom and dm«& um his own ac-
tion. The fugitives were aware of his
presence, and would prevent his
crossing the stream, yet they were
not at all lable to return to this side
and . thus reveal their idemtity. To
attempt any further advance would be
madness, but he feit perfectly secure
from molestation so long as he re-
mained gquietly on the north shere.
Those shots wers merely a warniag
to keep back; the very fact that the
men firing kept concealed was preof
positive that they simply wished to be
left alome. They were not afraid of
what he knew now, only desirous of
not being seen. Confident as to this,
he retreated openly, withont making
(the slightest ‘effort: . to gonceal -his

- movements, until he had regained the

‘scene of murder. In evidence of the

R truth of his theory no further shots

were fired, and although he watched
that opposite sand bank carefully, not
the slightest movement revealed the
presence of others. That every mo-
tion he made was being observed by
keen eyes he had mo doubt, but this
knowledge did not disconcert him,
now that he felt convinced fear of re-
vealment would keep his watchers at
a safe distance: Whoever they might
be they were evidemntly more anxious
to escape discovery than he was fear-
ful of attack, and possessed no desire
to take his life, unless it became
necessary to prevent recognition.
They still had every reagon to believe
their attack on the wagons would be
credited to hostile Indians, and would
consider it far safer to remain con-
cealed, and thus harbor this supposi-
tion. They could not suspect that
Keith had already stumbled upon the
truth, and was determined to verify
it

secure in this conception of the sit-
uation, yet still keeping a wary eye
about to guard against any treachery,
‘the plainsman, discovering a spade in
the nearest wagon, hastily dug a hole
in the sand, wrapped the dead bodies
in blankets, and deposited them there-
in, piling above the mound the char-
red remains of boxes as some slight
protection against prowling wolves.
He searched the clothing of the men,
but found little to reward the effort.
a few letters which were slipped into

his pockets to be read later, some or- {
dinary trinkets hardly worth preserv- '

ing except that they might assist in
identifying the victims, and, about the
neck of the elder man, a rather pe-
culiar locket, containing a portrait
painted on ivory. Keith was a long
time opening this, the spring being
very ingeniously concealed, but upon
finally succeeding, he looked upon the
features of a woman of middle age,
a strong mature face of marked re-
finement. exceedingly attractive still,
with smiling dark eyes, and a perfect
wealth of reddish brown hair. He

| held the locket open in his hand for

had appeared merely the hoof-prints '

of the one horse alongside of the flee-
ing wagons when they first turned
out from the trail, and that horse had
been newly shod. But there were two
dead ponies lying back yonder; neith-
er shod, yet both had horne saddles.
More than this, they had been spur-
red, the blood marks still plainly vis-
ible, and one of them was branded;
he remembered it now, a star and ar-
row. What could all this portend?
Was*it possible this attack was no
Indian affair after all? Was the dis-
figuring of bodies, the scalping, mere-
ly done to make it appear the act of
savages? Driven to investigation by
this suspicion, he passed again over
the trampled ground, marking this
time every separate indentation, ev-
ery faintest imprint of hoof or .foot.
There was no impression of a mocca-
sin anywhere; every mark remaining
was of booted feet. The inference
was sufficiently plain—this had been
the deed of white men, not of red; foul
murder, and not savage war.

The knowledge seemed to sear
Keith’s brain with fire, and he sprang
to his feet, hands -clinched and eyes
blazing. He could have believed this
of Indians, it was according to their
nature, their method of warfare; but
the cowardliness of it, the atrocity of
the act, as perpetrated by men of his
Own race, instantly aroused within
him a desire for vengeance. He
wanted to run the fellows down, to
discover their identity, Without
thinking of personal danger he ran
forward on their trail, which led di-
rectly westward, along the line of
cottonwoods. These served to con-
ceal his own movements, yet for the
moment, burning with passion, he
was utterly without caution, without
slightest sense of peril. He must
know who was guilty of such a crime;
he felt capable of killing them even as
‘he would venemous snakes. It was a
perfectly plain trail to follow, for the
fugitives, apparently convineed of
safety, and confident their cowardly
deed would be charged to Indian raid-
ers, had made ne particular effort at
concealment, but had ridden away at
a gallop, their horses’ hoofs digging
deeply into the soft turf. On this re-
treat they had fellowed closely
the river bank, alming for. the ford,

realized it Kelth

mmmm«m

several minutes, wondering who she
could be, and what possible connec-
tion she could have held with the
dead. Something about that face
smiliiig up into his own held peculiar
fascination for him. gripping him with
a strange feeling of familiarity, touch-
ing some dim~.memory which failed
to respond. Surely he had never seen
the original, for she was not one to
be easily forgotten, and yet eyes,
hair, expression. combined to remind
him of some one whom he had seen
but could not bring definitely to mind.
There were no names on the locket,
no marks of identification of any kind,
yet realizing the sacredness of it,
Keith slipped thé fragile gold chain
about his neck, and securely hid the
trinket beneath his shirt.

It was noon by this time, the sun
high overhead, and his horse, with
dangling rein, still nibbling daintily
at the short grass. There was no rea-
son for his lingering longer. He swept
his gaze the length and breadth of the
desolate valley, and across the river
over the sand hills. - All alike appear-
ed deserted, not a moving thing being
visible between ,the bluffs and the
stream. Still he had the unpleasant
feeling of being watched, and it made
him restless and eajer to be away.
The earlier gust of anger, the spirit
of revenge, had left him, but it had
merely changed into a dogged resolu-
tion to discover the perpetrators of
this outrage and bring them to justice
for the crime. The face in the locket
seemed to ask it of him, and his na-
ture urged response. But he could
hope to accomplish nothing more
here, and the plainsman swung him-
self into the saddle. He turned his
horse’s head eastward, and rode
away. From the deeply rutted trail
he looked back to where the fire still
smoked in the midst of that desolate
silence.

CHAPTER Il

An Arrest
The Santa Fe trail was far too ex-
posed to be safely traveled alone and
in broad daylight, but Keith consid-
ered it better to put suMcient space
between himself and those whom he
felt confident were still watching his

. movements from across the river.

How much they might already suspi-
clon his discoveries he possessed no
means of knowing, yet, conscions of
their own guilt, they might easily feel

He Had no anticination of open
ck, but must guard against treach |

those far-away sand dunes, alttnng:
‘he perceived no movement, no L'ack
dot even which he could conceive tc
be a possible enemy.
- | possessed ample timne for thought, th#

trtgedy wkich he had accluenh!l‘
ltumbled ~upon must have had a ca"s

contained nothing of value, merely. the
clothing, provisions,
utensils of an emigrant party. Nor
had the victims’ pockets been care
fully searcied. Ornly the mules had
been taken by the rafders, and they
would be small booty for such 5
erime.

The trail, comtinually skirting the
high bluff amd bearing farther.away
from the river, turned sharply into a
narrow ravine. There was a consid-
erable break im the rocky barrier
here, leading back for perhaps a hun:
dred yards, and the plainsman turned
his horse that way, dismounting wken
out of sight among the boukiens. He
could rest here until night with little
danger of discovery.- He lay down o.:
the rocks, pillowing. his head on the.
saddle, but his brain was too active

!

-

iugged Into the Gi ur
e Faee

te permit sleeping. Finally he drew
the letters from out his pocket, and
began examining them. They yield-
ed very little information, those tak-
= ®re=— ~== aller maer» hgving no en-
velopes to show to whom they naa
been addressed. The single document
found in the pocket of the other was
& memorandum of account at the
Pioneer Store at Topeka, charged-tg
John Sibley, and marked paid. This
then must have been the younger
I man’s name, as the letters to the oth-
er began occasionally “Dear Will.”
They were missives such as a wife
might write to a husband long ab
sent, yet upon a mission of deep in-
terest to both. Keith could not fully
determine what this mission might be,
as the persons evidently understood
each other so thoroughly that mere
allusion took the place of detail
Twice the name Phyllis was mention-
ed, and once a “Fred” was also re
ferred to, but in . neither instance
clearly enough to reveal the relation-
ship, although the latter appeared to
be pleaded for. Certaln references
caused the belief that these letters had
been mailed from some small Mis-
sourli town, but no name was men-
tioned. They were invariably signed
‘““Mary.” The only other paper Keith
discovered was a brief itinerary of the
Santa Fe trail extending as far west
as the Raton Mountains, giving the
usual camping spots and places where
water was accessible. He slipped the
papers back into his pocket with a
distinct feeling of disappointment,
and lay back staring up at the little
strip of blue sky. The silence was
profound, even his horse standing mo
tionless, and finally he fell asleep.
The sun had disappeared, and even
the gray of twilight was fading out ot
the sky, when Keith returned again
to consciousness, aroused by his
horse rolling on the soft turf. He
awoke thoroughly refreshed, and

ride.
a fire would have been dangerous,
and he saddled up and was off, tret
ting out of the narrow ravine and inte
the broad trail, which could be fol-
lowed without difficulty under the dull
gleam of the stars. Horse and rider
were soon at their best, the animal
swinging unurged into the long, easy
lope of prairie travel, the fresh air
fanning the man’s face as he leaned
forward. Once they halted to drink
from a narrow stream, and then push-
ed on, hour after hour, through the
deserted night. Keith had little fear
of Indian raiders in that darkness,
and every stride of his horse brought
him closer to the settlements and
l further removed from danger. Yet
| eyes and ears were alert to every
shadow and sound. Once, it must
have been after midnight, he drew his
pony sharply back into a rock shadow
at the noise of something approach-
ing from the east. The stage to Santa
Fe rattled past, the four mules trot-
ting swiftly, a squad of troopers- rid-
ing hard behind. It was merely a
lumping shadow sweeping swiftly
past; he could perceive the dim out-
lines of driver and guard, the soldiers
swaying in their saddles, heard the
pounding of hoeofs, the creak of axles,
and then the apparition disappeared
into the black void. He had not call-
ed out—what was the use? Those peo-
ple would never pause to hunt down
prairie outlaws, and their guard was

utcrlthowmahopu&ou&d:\r

rodé. bis eves never lef |

Now- that the

situation became more puzzling.. Thit |

It ‘'was ‘h( 9

and ordinary.|.

wi and had to be

! tho lm stride, but

& > less. The sun was

;Hjh when they climbed the

‘and loped ﬁﬁ Carson City.

1é canton to the right, but

Keith, hav to'imxp rode

ﬂmy, ud down the one long

‘street to a livery corral, leaving his

horse there, and sought the nearest
restaurant.

Bxhausted by a night of high play
8nd deep drinking, the border town
was sleeping off its debauch, saloons
amd mamblns dens sflent. the streets
slmest deserted. To Kertn, wnose sus-
mer acquaintance with the place had
boen entirely after nightfall, the view
of it new was almost a shock—the
miserable shacks, the gaudy saloon
fronts, the littered streets, the dingy,
unpainted hotel, the dirty flap of can-
vas, the unoccupied read, the dull
prairie sweeping away to the horizon,
all compesed & hideous picture be-
neath the sun glare. He could scarce
ly find a men to attend his horse, and
at the restaurant a drewsy Chinaman
had to be shaken awake, and fright-
ened into serving him. He wat down
to the miserable: meal oppressed with
disgust—never before had his life

seemed s0 mean, useless, utterly with-
out excuse.

. He possessed the appetite of the
open, of the normal man in perfect
physical health, and he ate heartily,
his eyes wandering out of the open
window down the long, dismal street.
A drunken man lay in front of the
“Red Light” saloon sleeping undis-
turbed; two cur dogs were snarling at
each other just beyond over a bone;

' a movers’ wagon was slowly coming

i in across the open through a cloud of
yellow dust. That was all within the
| radius of vision. For the first time in
years the East called him—the old
life of cleanliness and respectability.
He swore to himself as he tossed the
Chinaman pay for his* breakfst, and
strode out onto the steps. Two men
were coming up the street together
from the opposite direction—one lean,
dark-skinned, with black goatee, the
other hezvily set with closely trim-
ned gray beard. Keith knew the lat-
er, and waited, leaning against the
oor. one hand on his hip.

“Hullo, Bob,” he said genially;
“<hey must have routed youw out pret-

| ty early today.”

“They shore did, Jack,” was the re
sponse. He came up the steps some-
what heavily, his companion stopping
below. ‘“The boys ralse hell all night,
an’ then come ter me ter stralghten
it out in the mawnin’. When did ye
git in?” ;

“An hour ago; had to wake the
‘chink’ up to get any chuck. Town
looks dead.”

“Tain’t over lively at this time o’
day,” permitting his blue eyes to wan-
der up the zilent street, but instantly
bringing them back to Keith’s face,
“but 1 reckon it'll wske up later on.”

He stood sgusrely on both feet, and
one hand rested on the butt of a re-
volver. Keith noticed this, wonder-
ing vaguely.

“I reclkon yer know, Jack, as how 1
ginerally git what T goes after” said
the slow, drawling volce, an’ tlat I
draw ’'bcut as ¢uick as any o’ the
boys. They tell me yo're a gun-fight-
er, but it won’'t do ve no good ter
malke a pizy yore, fer one o’ us is sure
to git yer-—do yer cabe?”

h's voice and face

eager to get away on his long M‘ht'l]
A cold lunch, hastily eaten, for |

“Are You GCoin’ to Raise a Row, or
Come Along Quietly?”

expressed astonishment, but not s
muecle of his body moved. “What do
you mean, Bob—are you fellows after
me?”

“Sure thing; got the warrant here
end he “apped the breast of his shirt
with his left hand.

The color mounted into the cheeks
of the other, his lips grew set and
white, and his gray eyes darkened.

“Let it all out, Marshal,” he said
sternly, “you’ve got me roped and
tled. Now what’s the charge?”

Neither man moved, but the one be-
low swung about so as to face them,
one hand thrust out «of sight beneath
the tail of his long coat.

“Make him throw up his
Bob,” he said sharply

“Oh, I reekon thar ain't goin’ ter
be no trouble.” returned the marshal
genially, yet with no relaxation of at-
tention. “Keith knows me, an’ ex-
pects a fair deal. Still, maybe I bet-
ter ask yer to unhitch yer beit, Jack.”

A moment Keith seemed to hesitate,
plainly pr- led by the situation and

hands,

| endeavorin; to see some way of es-

cape; then his lps smiled, and he
silently unhocked the Delt, handing it
over.
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