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CHAPTER 1

The Plainsman.
The man was ridiug just below the
of the ridge, occaslonally up
his head so as to gaze acrocs
erest, shading his eyes with one
to thus better concentrate his
Both horse and rider plainly
slgns of weariness, but
every movement of the latter showed
vigilance, his glance roam-
the barren ridges, a brown Win-
lylng cocked across the saddle
his left hand taut on the
Yet the horse he Dbestrode
scarcely required restraint, advancing
‘slowly, with bead hanging low, and
occaslonally breaking into a
trot under the !mpetus of the
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rider was a man approaching
somewhat slender and long of
possessing broad, squared
a deep chest, sitting
in plalnsman fash-
erectness of carriage
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barren expanse was

distant, while all
where he rode the conformation
irregular, comprising narrow val-
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a sharp ravine, riven from
invisible until one drew
at its very brink. The
trend of depression was un-
ly southward leading toward

i

|

Jar ridges occasionally
adding o the eonfusion

cut

|

surrounding landscape presented the |

same aspect, with no special object

«pon which the eye could rest for |
suldance—no tree, no upheaval of |
mock, no pecullarity of summit, no |
snakellke trall—all about extended

1

the same dull, dead monotony of
Brown, 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
Ahe hot summer sun, brightened by no

of buffalo grass or an occasional

where the slightest sign of human'

habitation

wegetation, excepting sparse bunches |

#tunted sage bush, and disclosing no |

The rising sun reddened the crest

«©f the hills, and the rider, halting Lis
willing horse, sat motionless, gazing
#teadily into the southwest
he perceived nothing there un-
.

1L

the saddle,
inch
horizo
been cotapleted. Then his com-

lipe smiled slightly, his hand
sly patting the horse's

e
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Be sald quletly, a Bit of Southern
draw] In the volce. “We'll try for
the trall, and take it easy ™

He swung stiffty out of the saddle,

which one could feel certain of safety, |

Appar- |

he slowly turned his body |
sweeping his |
by Inch, along the line of |
+ until the entire circuit |

- |
reckon we're still alone. old girl,"” |

|
I
and with relns dangling over his |
shoulder, began the slower advance |

on foot, the exhausted horse tralling !
behind. His was not a situation iu'

for any ridge might conceal the wary |
foemen he sought to avold. yet he pro- |
ceeded now with renewed confidence |
" was the summer of 1868, and tho{

place the very hesrt of the Indian
country, with every senarate tribe
ranging between the Yellowstone and
ibe Brazos, either restless or openly

on the war-path  Rumors of atrocities | A pretty life story surely, one to be

were '”"I- retold the 1""8”& and
breadth of the border. and every re
port drifting in to elther fort or set
tlement only added to the alarm
once at least the Plaina Indlans had

For |

discovered a common cavse, tribal dif- |

ferences had been adjunte
againgt the white Invaders
was, Comanches
ennes nnd Sloux
together In
oppos¢ Lthem wern
tsnorganized settlers
gastern streamns, gun
tachmenta of
here and ther
derneas, scarcely Lin taun h af
othe
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THE WATCHMAN AND SOUTHRON

patrol wandered roaming war parties,
attacking travelers on the trails, rald-
Ing exposed settlements, and occa-
slonally venturing to try open battle
with the small squads of armed men.
In this stress of sudden emergency—

every avallable soldler on active duty |
~=clvillans had heen pressed into serv-

ice, and hastily despatched to warn
exposed settlers, guide wagon trains,
or carry despatches between outposts.
And thus our rider, Jack Kelth, who
knew every foot of the plains lying
between the Republican and the Can-
adlan rivers, was one of these thus
suddenly requisitioned, marely be-
cause he chanced to be discovered un:
employed by the harassed commander
of a cantonment just without the en-
virons of Carson City. Twenty min-
utes later he was riding swiftly into
the northwest, bearing Iimportant
news to General Sheridan, commander
of the Department, who happeuned at
that moment to be at Fort Calrnes.
To Keith this had been merely anoth-
er page in a career of adventure; for
him to take his life In his hands had
long ago become an old story. He
had quietly performed the special
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-
eral, and then, having nothing beffer

to do, traded his horse in at the gov-
ernment corral for a fresh mount and
started back agaln for Carson 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 oue bunch 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 verr
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 occasionally frowned, as various
incidents returned to memory. It had
been a rough life, yet one not unusual
to those of his generation. Born of
axcellent family in tidewater Virginla.
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
had barely attalned his majority, a
senlor at Willlam and Mary's College.
when the Civil War came; and one
month after Virginla 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
remembe:, and thoge strenuous years
of almost ceaseless fghting. of long
night marches, of swift, merciless
ralding, of lonely scouting within the
enemy's llnes, of severe wounds.

i bardship and suffering, had left their
#he valley of the Arkansas, yet irregu- |

ACross, |
The entire |

marke on both body and soul. H!s
father had fallen on the fleld at Antle
tam, and left him utterly alone in the
world, but he had fought on grimly
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
slgnia 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 faces
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
few weed-grown acres. No familiar
face greeted him; not even a slave
was left.

He had honestly endeavored to re
main there, to face the future an:
work It out alone; he persuaded hin:-
self to feel that this was his para
mount duty to the state, to the mem.
ory of the dead. But those very vears
of army life made such a task im-

possible; the dull. dead monotony of crazy, or else Impelled by some grave

routine. the lonellness, the slownesa
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 towarc
the frontler. The life there fascinar-
ed him, 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 {t al) soemed,
now that he looked back upon it
Elght years of fighting. hardship and
rough living, and what hag they
hrought him? The reputation of a
hard rider, a daring player at cards
a quick ghot, a scorner of danger, and
a bad man to fool with-—that was the
whole of a record hardly won. TLe
man's eyes hardened, his lps set frm.
ly, as this truth came crushing home

proud of, and with probably no better
ending than an lndian bullet. or the
flash of a revolver in some barroorn:
fight,

The narrow valley along which he
was travellng suddenly changed
direction, comnelling him to

ita
climb the

rise of the ridge. Slightly below the
summit he halted. In front extended
the wide expans=e of the Arkansas
valley, a scene of eplendor under the
olden raya of the sun, with vivid
ntrast of colors, the grav of rocks
the yellow of sand. the b ) of dis
tant hille, the green of oot
ingd the Hlver sheen of the stream
haif hidden behind the fringe of 1]
tonwooues linlug 1ta bank: I'hie wna
v glght Kelth had often looked

but always with appreciation. and

the moment nig eyes swept across
from bluff to bluff without thought
except for i{ts wild beauty. Then he
percelved something which instantly
startled him into attention—yonder,
rlose beside the river, just beyvond
that ragged bunch of cottonwoods,
glender gplrals of blue smoke were
visible. That would hardly be a camp
of frelghters at this hour of the day,
and besides, the Santa ¥e trail along
here ran cloge In agalnst the bluff,
coming down to the river at the ford
two miles further west.

plalnsmen would ever venture to build
a fire In so exposed a spot, and no

small company would take the
chances of the trall. But surely that
appeared to be the flap of a canvas
wagon top a little to the right of the
fmoke, yet all was go far away he
could not be certaln. He stared In
that direction a long while, shading

| er along lay two dead ponies.

No party of |

his eves with both hands, unable to

declde. There were three or four mov-
ing black dots higher up the river, but
so far away he could not distinguish
whether men or animals. Only as out-
lined against the yellow sand dunes
could he tell they were advancing
westward toward the ford.

Decidedly puzzled by all this, yet
determined to solve the myvetery and
unwilling to remain hidden there un.

| wearing apparel and provisions, with

til night. Kelth led his horse along the |

glant of the ridge, until he attained a
sharp break through the bluff leading
down into the valley. It was a rug
ged gash, nearly

prairie, the winding path preventing
the slightest view of what might be
meanwhile transpiring below. Once

impassable, but a

balf hour of toil won them the lower | figure of a man

safely out in the valley the river could

no longer be seen, while barely a
hundred yards away, winding along
like a great serpent, ran the deeply
rutted trail to Santa Fe. In neither
direction appeared any sign of human
life. As near as he could determine
from those distant cottonwoods out-
lined agalinst the sky, for the smoke
spirals were too thin by then to be ob-
served, the spot sought must be con-
siderably to the right of where he had
emerged. With this {dea in mind he

advanced cautiously, his every sense '

alert, searching anxiously for fresh
signs of passage or evidence of a
wagon train having deserted the beat-
en track, and turned south. The trall
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 inte 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,
a4 hundred feet further, at a slashing
gallop. Just outside their trail ap-

"

Slender Splrals of Blue Smoke Were

Visible,

peared the marks of a galloping horse.
A few rods farther along Kelth came
to a confused blur of pony tracks
sweeplng In from the east, and the

i whole story of the chase was revealed
; as though he had witnessed it with his

| grewsome

own eyes, They must have been
necessity, to venture along this trail
In 8o small a party. And they werc
traveling west— west!

Keith drew a .

deep breath, and swore to himself, '

“Of all the blame fools'"”
He percelved the picture in all {ts
detaMs—the two mule

drawn wagons moving slowly along
the trail in the early morning; the |

band of hostile Indlans suddens
swooping out from some obscure hld.
ing place in the bluffs; the discovery

| of their presence; the desperate eport |

| at escape,

the swerving from the |

open trall in valn hope of reaching |

the river and finding protection un.
derneath {ts banks:; the frightened
iLules gulioplng wildly, lushed into a
frenzy by the man on horzehack: th-
pounding of the ponies’ hoofs, punc
tuated hy the exultant
pursuers. Agaln he swore:

“Of all the blane fools!"”

—

CHAPTER Il

The Scene oi Tragedy.

Whatever might be tle nature of
the tragedy it wonld be over with long
before this, and those moving black
spots away yonder (o Lie ‘'vest, that
he had discerned from the Hiufl, wero
undoubtedly the departing ralders
There wus nothing left for Keith to
do except determine the fate of the
unfortunaes, and give thetr bodies de
cent burial That any had agcaped,
or yel lived, was altogether unlikely
nnleas erchance, women had heen In
*'.\' Pty in " ", case 1hey \‘-iil'..i
have hecn borne away prisoners

Contident that no hostiles would bn
left bhebiind to obnerve hi movements
Kelth prossed stesdily forwar:d el

Ing his horse He had thus ty

vells of the !

' Into the ground at his feet, while an-
. other sang shrilly overhead.
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fully nalr a mile before coming upon
any evidence of a fight—here the pur-
suers had apparently come up with
the wagons, and circled out upon
elther slde. From thelr ponles’ tracks

there must have been a dozen In the

band. Perhaps a hundred yards furth-

Keith

examined them closely - hoth had

been ridden with saddles, the marks

of the cinches plainly visible. Ev| '
dently one of the wagon mules had
also dropped in the traces here, and
had been dragged along by his mates.
Just beyond came a sudden depression
in the prairfe 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 wag- |
on itself, two dead mules still In the |
traces, the vehicle stripped of con- |
tents and charred by fire. A hundred |
feet further along was the other
wagon, its tongue broken, the canvas
top ripped open, while between the !
two were scattered odds and ends of

a pile of Loxes smoking grimly. The
remaining mules were gone, and no
cemblance of life remained anywhere.

Keith dropped his reins over his |
horse's head, and, with Winchester
cocked and rveady, advanced au-
tiously.

Death from violence had long since

\
| become almost a commonplace occur- |
i

rence to Kelth, yet now he shrank for
an instant as his eyes perceived the
lying motionless
across the broken wagon tongue. The
grizzled ha'r end beard were streaked
with blood, the face almost unrecog-
nizable, while the hands yet grasped
a bent and shattered rifle. Evidently
the man had died fighting, beaten
down by overwhelming numbers after
expending his last shot. Then these
fiends had scalped and left him where
he fell. Fifty feet bevord, shot in
the bacl. lay a younger man. doubled
up in a heap, also sca!ped and dead.
That was all; Kelth scouted over a
wide circle, even scanning the stretch
of gravel under the river bank, before
he could fully satisfy himself there
were no others in the partvy. It seem-
ed impossible that these two traveling
alone would have ventured upon such
a trip In the face of known Indian
bostility. Yet they must have done
80, and once again his lips rhuttered:
“Of all the blame fools!"

Suddenly he halted, staring about
over the prairie, obsessed by a new
thought, an arouseg suspicion. There
had appeared merely the hoof-prints
of the one horse alongside of the flee-
ing wagons when they first turned
out from the trall, and that horse had
been newly shod. But there were two
dead poules lying back yonder; neith
er shod, yet both had borne saddles
More than this, they had been sSpur-
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-
figurlng of bodlies, the scalplng. mere-
Iy done to make it appear the act o?
favages? Driven to Investigation by
this susplcion! he passed again over
the trampled ground, marking this
time every separate indentation, ev-
ery faintest imprint of hcoof or foot.
There was no impression of a mocea-
sin anywhere; every mark remaining
was of booted feet. The inference
was sufficlently plain—this had been
the deed of white men, not »f red; foul
murder, and not savage war,

The knowledge geemed to sear
Keith's brain with fire, and he sprang
to his feet, hands clinched and evea
blazing. He could have helfeved this
of Indians, it was according to their
nature, their method of warfare: but
the cowardliness of It, the atroeity of
the act, as perpetrated by men of his
own race, instantly arcused 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 trall, which led di-
rectly westward, along the line of
cottonwoods. These served to con-
ceal his own movements, yet for the
moment, burning with passfon, 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 enakes. It was a
perfectly plain trail to follow, for the
fugitives, sapparently convineed of
safety, and confident thelr cowardly
deed would be charged to Indian raid-
ers, had made no particular effort at
concealment, but had ridden awayv at
a gal'op, thelr Lorses’ hoofs digging
deeply into the soft turf On this re-
treat they had followed closaly along
the river bank, alming for the ford.
and almost before he reallzed it Keith
wpg himself at the water’s edge here
the wall abruptly ended, staring

vaguely across toward the opposite
ghore. Even as he stood there, real-
izing the futility of further pursuit
amid the maze of sand dunes opposite,
the sharp reports of two rifles reach-
ed him, spurts of smoke rose from the
farther bank, and a bullet chugged

I'hese shots, although neither camae
sufliciently near to be alarming, serv-

ed to eend Keith to cover. Cool-head-
ed and elert now, his first mad rage
dlssipated, he scanned the opposite
bank ecauntfously, but could nowhere
discover auy evidence of life. Little
by dttle he comprehended the situa
tion. uwnd decided upon his own ae-
tion. The fugitives wera awure of his !
presence,  and  would prevent  his !
nsring the sBtream et thes ore |
not ut wll Hable 1o returm to this I.’l-l
and thus reveal their {dentit 1o
cmptoany farthe mee wonld be |
mudness, but he felt ri KOs
; molestation so long ns he re
mained quietly an 1! 1 th shore
Those =hata wara morely varnine
to keep Dback; the that t}
men firlng kept econcealed wan proof |

positive that they simply wig!

L | I£| 1

left alone. Trhey were not afrala of
what he knew now, only desirous of
pot being seen. Confident as to this,
he retreated openly, without making
the slightest effort to conceal his
movements, until he had regained the
Beene of murder. In evidence of the
truth of his theory no further shots
were flred, and although he watc 24
that opposite sand bank carefullv. not
the slightest movement revealed tha
presence of others. That evervy mo-
tion he made was being observed by
keen eyves he had no 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 evidently 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 recoguition.
They still had every reason to believe
their attack on the wagons would be
credited to hostile Indians, and would
conelder it far safer to remain con-
cealed. and thus harbor this supposi-
tlon. They could not suspect that
Kelth had already stumbled upon the
truth, and was determinel to verify
it.

Fecure In this conception of the sit-
nation, yet still keeping a wary eve
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 thc = there-
in, piling above the mound the char-
red remains of boxes as some slight
protection agzinst 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 presery-
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,
8 strong mature face of marked re
finement, exceedingly attract!ve still,
with smiling dark eves, and a perfect
wealth of reddish brown hair. He
held the locket open in his hand for
several minutes, wondering who she
could be, and what poseible connec-
tion she could have held with the
dead. Something about that face
smiling up Into his own held peculiar
fascination for him, gripping him with
n strange feeling df 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 yvet eves,
bair, expression, combined to reiaind
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,
vet reallzing the sacredness of it
Kelth slipped the 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 refn, still niblling daintily
at the short grass. There was no rea.
fon 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 restlesg and eager to he 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
thls outrage and bring them to justice
for the erime. The face in the locket
reemed to ask it of him. and his na-
ture urged response. But he could
hope to accomplish nothing more
here. and the plaineman 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
ellence.

CHAPTER Il
An Arrest

The Banta Fe trail was far too ex-
posed to be safely traveled alone end
in broad daylight, but Keith consid-
ered it better to put sufficient space
between himself and those whom he

A Bullet Chugged Into the Ground at
His Feet.

to permit eleeping. Finally he drew
the letters from out his pocket, and
began examining them. They yield-
ed very little Information, those tak-
en from the older man having no en-
velopes to show to whom they had
been addressed. The single document
found in the pocket of the other was
4 memorandum of account at the
Ploneer Store at Topeka, charged to
John Sibley, and marked paid. This
then must have been the younger
man's nume, ae 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 detall
Twice the name Phyllis was mention-
ed, and once a “Fred” was also re
ferred to, but in neither {nstance
clearly enough to reveal the relatione
ship, although the latter appeared to
be pleaded for. C(ertain references
cauced the bellef that these letters had
been mailed from some small Mis-
souri 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 wherol"
water was accesslble. He slipped the
papers back into *is pocket with a'
distinct feeling of disappointment,
and lay back staring up at the little
strip of blue gky. The silence wa
profound, even his horse standing m
tionless, and fina'ly he fell asleep.
The sun had disappeared, and even
the gray of twilight was fading out of
the eky, when Keith returned agalu

to consclousness, aroused by his
horse rolling on the goft turf. He
awoke thoroughly refreshed, and

eager to get away on his long night's
ride. A cold lunch, hastily eaten, for
a fire weu'? have been dangerous,
and he saddled up and was off. trot.
ting out of the narrow ravine and into
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 afr
fanning the man's face as he leaned
forward. Once they halted to drink
from a narrow stream. and then pushe
ed on, hour after hour, through the
deserted night. Keith had little fear
of Indlan raiders in that darkpess,
aud every stride of his horse bronght
him closer to the settlements snd
further removed from danger. Yet
eyeg and ears were alert to every
shadow and sound Once, it must
have beer 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 ‘rot-
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-

felt confilent were still watching his |

movements from across the rver.
How much they might alread» suspi-
cion his discoveries he possessed no
means of knowing. yet, conscious of

ti.eir own gu!lt, they might easily feel |

safer if he were ualso pit out of the
way. He had no anticipation oi open
attack, but must guard against treach-
ery,

those far-away saod dunes, although

! away in his rear.

As be rode, his eyes never left |

he perceived no movement, no black |

dot even which he could conceive to
be a possible enemy.
possessed ample time for thought, the
situation becameo more puzzling. This
tragedy which he had accidentally
stumbled upon must have had a cause
other than blind chance. It was the
culmination of a plot, with some rea-
son behind more important then ordi-
nary rohhery

contalned nothing of value, merely the
clothing, provisions, and ordinary
utensils of an emigrant party Nor
had the vietims' pockets bheen care.
fully searcked Only the mules had
been taken by the ralders, and t ey
woilld be esmall booty for such a

crime
The *rall, continualls ting the
high PInfr and bearing forther awaw
v 1he iver, turned sharn into a
airrow ravi There was a consid
erab! 1 Ll the rook barrier
here, leadlug back for porha hun
( i nd the plaineman turncd
t i it w di nit v 1
it of gl At ¢ th ulder Hae

Now that he |

lines of driver and guard, the soldiers
swaying In their saddles, heard the
pounding of hoofs, the creak of axles,
and then the apparition disappeared
into the black void. He had not call-
ed out—what was the use? Those neo-
ple would never pause to hunt Jdown
prairie outlews. and their guard wase
sufficient to prevent attack. They ao
knowledged but one duty—to get the
mail through on time.

The dust of their passing &till in the
air. Keith rode on, the noise dying
As the hours pass-
ed, his horse wearied and had to be
eourred into the swifter stride. but
tne man seemed tirelese. The sun was
&n hour high when they climbed the
long hill, and loped into Carson City.
The cantonment was to the right, but
Keith, having no report to make, rodae
directly ahead down the one long
street to a livery corral, leaving his

. borse there, and sought the nearest

Apparently the wagons |

restanrant.
Exrausted by a night of high play

and deep drinking, the border town
was sleeping off its debauch, saloons
and gambling dens silent, the streets
almozt deserted. To Keith, whose for
mer acquaintance with the place had
heen entirely after nightfall, the view
Mot now was almost a8 shock—-the
iy rable ghack 1, the gaudy saloen
Wix the littered streets, the dingy,
inted hotel the dirty flap of can
vag, the und wied wmad the dull
prafrie s 1Y) vy to the horizon
he-
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