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scars of winter freshets. A puff of dust kicked

up twenty feet or more ahead of the foremost
calf. Original whipped his eyes to the right.

He saw the clean, chiseled shape of the girl he
had just left against the raw hlue of the sky on
the brink of the gorge a hundred and fifty

yards away. She was mounted on a scrubby

horse. Even as he look d she raised her rifle

again an '] covered him. A full half minute
before smoke jetted from the barrel; the bullet

struck many yards too short.

Just as the first calf plunged into the shal-

lows of the ford Original turned in his saddle

and with elaborate gestiu*e of politeness lifted

his hat. He made a sweeping bow which car-

ried him low over his saddle horn. Then he
suddenly reined Tige to his haunches, whiri ,d

him about to face the distant figure on the

coulee bank and held him steady. Horse and
rider presented a fair, wide mark.

Original saw the girl drop the rifle down to

her side, eject the empty shell, then slowly hft

the shining lance of light once more to her

shoulder. Her vivid golden head tipped as

she laid her eye along the sights. He sat move-
less, smiling, curiously stirred by the deliberate

workings of a murder impulse. It flashed


