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er two of them ; one of having the feel-
ing that I was shut in e tight bex at
the moment of the flercest struggling,
and the other of fancying thut T had
felt a swirllng inrush of the liguld ice
as well as the sucklng outrush., DBut
the recollection was so confused that
I attached no importance te it, When
g man is fighting for his life ten or
twelve feet under water, pipe-dreams
are nothing to the things he can im-
agine,

It was while we were sitting at the
shaft-house deor, hammering away at
the old puzzle of why the water level
never varied se much as a fractlon of
an inch in the shaft, in wet seasons or
dry—as Daddy testified it never did—
and why the subtraction of two six-
inch streams ut a velocity sntficient to
stir up a veritable whirlpool at the
suction intakes should make no im-
pression upon it, that I began to no-
tice the queer actions of the pie-faced
collie, Barney. First he would come
and stick hlg cold nose into my hand;
then he'd trot over to the cabin and
back, and maybe louaf & Hitle way down
the road toward the hench level, Con
ing arvound to the shull-house again,
he'd stl beside Daddy Lliram, yawning

and panting es 1t he were walting 1m-
patiently for us to stop talking and
Pay some attentlon to him,

“Poor old Barney's homesick, and I
don’t blame him,” I said, “I'm feeling
A good bit that way, myself, Daddy."
Then to the dog: “Come here, old
boy I

The eollle crme to lek my hand, and
while I was petting him I found a
pretty bad gash just behind one of his
ears,

“See here, Daddy,” I broke onut;
“the dog's hurt!”

We examined the wound and declded
at once that It was not a bite. It was
& bruised cut, looking as if it had been
made by some blunt instrument or
weapon, I had a hot-flash vision of
Bullerton kicking the dog with his
Iron-shod heel In aon attempt to drive

. hlm back home, and it was go real that
I couldn't shake it off,

When It began te grow dusk in the
shaft-house we shut up shop and went
over to the cabin to cook our supper,
The dog went along, but evidently with
reluctance, While - we were crossing
the dump head he turned back and
once more slurted off down the road
toward the bench below, but when he
found that we were oot followlng him
he came to heel again. Still, nelther
of us had dog sense enough to guess
what was the matter with him.

Daddy Hiram and I, beilng merely
Btupld humans, were commenting upon
his queer actions, and lpying them to
Jeanie's absence, when agein the dog
started off down the road, looking
back and barking when bhe found that
we were still sltting on the doorstep,
At that, alnce even solid Ivory can be
penetrated If the would-be driller of 1t
stays on the job long enotigh, we final.
ly caught on,

“Say, Stannie!—he's a-tryin’ to tell
u8 to come on!” Daddy exclaimed,

_starting to his feet, “Methuselah-to-
gracious! did it have to take ug a hull
endurin' afternoon to figger out that
much dog-talk?" !

“It looks that way,” I admitted; but
now, having “Hegered” it out, we made
no delay, Daddy got his rifle and catrt-
ridge-belt, and told me fo take Jeanle's
pistol for myself—which I d1d. And
thus equipped we -took the trail, In-
dian-fillng down the mountain road in
the darkness, Daddy Hiram, with hls
gun in the crook of his left arm, set-
tig the pace, and the eollle running

, on ahead to polnt the way.

CHAPTER XIil.
Arcund Robin Hood's Barn.

After we had covered possibly two
of the four milles between the Cinna-
har and the railroad statlon, the dog
branched off to the left along the
mountain on a road thal was little
better than a bridie path through the
forest, and which, for the time, kept
its level on the slope, neither mscend-
ing nor descending,

“How about 4, Daddy?’
“Where does this trail goi”

“Give it time enough, it comes out
at the old Haversack, on Greaser
mountaln.™

“Ends there, you meant”

“You said it; far as I koow, 1t ends
there.”

“What ls the Haversack®

“It ain't nothin', now, TUsed to be a
gold prospect eight 'r ten year uge,
Never got far evough along to be m
wine, they tell me”

It was certainly singular that the
dog shiould be leading us to an abon-
doned mlnlng project, but Barcey
seemed to know perfectly well “hera
he was golng.

In one of the gulch headings there
was a pateh of wash sand In what was,
in wet weather, a runway for water,
but which was now only a atreamless
ravine with a few damp spots in it
Here Daddy called a halt, and whlle
the dog sat down and yawned at us
and otherwlse manifested his impa-
tience at the delay, the old man gaih-
ered a few pine-cones and twigs,
struck a match and lighted & fire, cau-
tioning me weanwhile not to walk on
the damp sand patch.

I hadn't the slightest idea of what
 he wus driving at, and he didn'i ex-
wlain; but after the fire had Dblazed
up enough to light the surroundings a
“bit; he went down upon his hands and
knees and be" ,I.g gElve an Imitatlon

'-,._.,‘,,._..-v-i‘

I asked.

“had " probably

of a man hunfing for & dropped nle-‘e|
of money. “It's sort o guaer. Jeanie's

peen here, and the dog's been hmh_.n:l_
feross @ couple o fimes, 48 you' oan:
se¢, But Bullerton hmsn't crossed here, !
There's only the ons set ¢ tracks.”

We made a wider search, with a
dend pine branch for a torch, but,
found mo other tracks; i fact, the .
guleh was gullied so deeply sbove and
below thit there was no other prace
ticzble crossing-place for w horse. If
Jeanie had headed for the gulch-—and
the hoof prints in the sand, and
Daddy’s Identification of them seewed
to prove this pust any question of
doubt—she had headed it alone. But
why lad she been riding alove inte;
the depths of this aninhabited woun-|
taln willerness?

Calm and self-contained as he psual
1y was, I could see, or rather feel, that
Daddy. Hirum was growing increaslng-
Iy nervous us. we pushed on. 1 didn’t
blame Lim; so far from it, T was shar-
fng the nervousness in foll weasure.
What were we going to find at the
end of the trall?

It must have been ot least two miles
peyond the dump sand patch that the
dlm trail we had been following ended
phruptly at the wsbondoned wmining
claim spoken of by Daddy Hiram—the
Haversuck. The starlight wus bright
enough te show us what there was to
be seen, which wasn't much; a eoupla
of tuml!e-down shacks, a shed that
been the prospectors'
blacksmith shop, and a tunnel mouth
that hid once been seenrely boarded
up, but from which the bulkheucing
was new partly fallen away,

Once more Daddy hunted for a dead
pine branch and lighted a torch. The
shacls were empty, of course, and
while we did pot go into the tunnel,
we could see, through the broken bulk-
hewding, that it was hglf filled with
caved-In earth and broken stone, Un-
derfoot there was only the coarse
gravel of the tunnel spoll, and a [all
troop of cavalry iight have passed
over 1t .without leaving any  visible
trail. Worse than all, Barney, the pie-
faced collie, appeared now to be eom-
pletely at fault, He was running
around In cireles wlth Lls nose to the
ground; a pretty plain indication that
he had lost the trail, |

“P'll be bat-ctawed and owl-hooted
if I know what-all to do pext,” Duddy
puzzled,

"He hadn't any the best of me there,
and it was precisely at this polnt that
the split-faced dog fook it into hls
head to add another snarl to the knot-
ted tangle, After galloping around all
over the place half a dozen times,
gniffing at everything In sight, Le had
finally ¢ome to & stand with his nose
at a crack in the tunnel boarding, The
next Instant he hoad leaped through
the hole where the planks had fallen
away, and presently we heard him
whining and scratchlng behind  the
bullkhead,

I don't kemow about Daddy Hiram's
heart, but I do koow that mine wus
dolog filp-tlpps sod back somersaunlts
when we ran uop to see what the dog
had found lo the tunnel. For a half-
second after Daddy thrust his torch
through the hole I was afraid to look
—scared stiff at the theought of what T
might gee, When I did look, I zaw the
dog digging frantically at the heap of
caved-in earth, and, of course to my
dlgordered Imagination, the hole io
which he was burrowing transformed
iteelf at obee Inte g newly made grave,

“Good God!” I gasped; and then:
‘“Look. Daddy—right under your
toreh I”

Ha Jooked and staggered back, and
would bave dropped the blazing pine
braneh if I hadn't eaught it from his
hand. For what he saw, and what 1
had =een, was the onmistekable print,
in the soft earth just ipslde of the
planklng, of ome of Jeanie's bhrown-
leather ridinghosts.

In another half-second we were both
in the tunnel and Daddy wans heaving
the dog aside from the hole he was'
pawlng out in the earth fail. Snateh-
fng up o breoken-handled shovel that
the former tunnel drlvers had thrown
away, the old man flung himself mad-
1y upon the dirt plle, and sinee thera

The Old Man Flung Himself Madly |
Upon the Dirt Pile.

was room for only ope to work at a
time, I stood at his elbow and beld the
torch. I don't know what he expected |
to find hidden under the slide, but I |
do know what I was afraid he was |
going o fAnd,
After all, it was only a flash 1o the
pan, =0 far as any. dreadful discovery
wis concerned. Inside of five minufes, |
Duddy, working llke 8 man demented,
had dug the eutire cave-ln away, and !
there was nothing to show for the !
franiic shoveling—less than nothing, |
Again, I don’t know how Daddy felt, |
Lut I'm sure I was able to breathe
better, the improvement dating from .
the mement when it became apparent
that the earth heap had grown too !
small unider the shovel stabs to pos--
EBlbly cunwa.l a humau budy. ] Y

{go lo there and saw her come out

| him hinmovable.
ey

tond, and Lho third the route we were

¢ note she left for you, saylng that you
‘needn’t "

i Qinnabar for twenty thousand dollirg

The collie had followed
Praddy Hiram scowled down at him,
“If that dog could only be like old
Gran'paw Balaam's doukey for a :mn-:
ite ‘or s0,” he mused. “He saw her

Hlizewize and the same, he must 'y
seen what she qid afrer she come out, |
Looks as if he wanted to talk and lell
us, don't hei”

Harney was certainly giving a good
imitation of that, or some ofher anx-!
{ely.  He was frisking ahout and bark-
ing, leaping up now and then to siap |
at an imagipary iy in the air. Daddy
canght him by his lower jaw and held
“Go fiml her, Bar- |
! he ecommanded; “good dor—go
find her!” i

The instant he was released the eol- |
lie acted us If he understond perfeetly |
whut was wanted of hitn. Springing
aside, lLe began to eircle again nose
to the groand, and within half a mip-
ute he was off, this time heading into
a dim trail that led away dingzoualls
down the monntaln, nof {n the diree-
tlon of Atropin, but rather on the oth-
er log of o telangle, one siide of which
might he the desert edee, one the tead
we had followed frowm the A

row taking to the eastward.

It must have heen within an hour
or 5o of midnight when we left the
rpuntuin forests behind and got into
the region of harren foolhills, llere
the collle: seciied mueh surer of his
ground, and we had our work cat out
for us In the effort to keep up with
him, In the sturlight T made out the
Hie of telegraph poles as we ran, and
pretiy socn our dog leader swing off
to the right and we found ourselves
trolling on a line parallel to the rail-
road truck and only a little way from
it.

Fretty soon the dog disappeared;
and then we heard him barking at a |
little distance to the left of the paval- |
lel trucks, When we went to see what |
be had found, the mystery sudienly
teok another tack and vecred off into
& new channel. In a smatl grassy hol-
low between two of the hills we cume
upon the dog and the ealico pony. The
bridle reins had slipped over the bron-
co's head, and Barney had them be-
tween his teeth and was backing and
tugging and appareutly trying to pull
the peuy along,

“Well, T'll be ding-jigrered!” said
Duddy; but I couldn't unicad quite
thut eusily. For me the riderless pony
meant ah accident of some sort.

“Heaveus!” I gasped; *do you sup-
pose she's heen thrown, and—maybe
erippled

“Who—Jeanie?  Why, bless your
heert, Stannie, son, she can ride ‘em
wild!  And that calico wouldn't buck
a baby oll, No, boy; don't you go to
frettin® about nethin' lke that. When
ghe got out o' thut saddle, it was 'cause
she was good aod ready and wanted
to,” g

“When she got off to take the traln,
she tried to muke Barney lead the pony
home,” I supzested. “Would slhe be
likely to do that?”

Daddy Hiram slapped his les.

MYow've hit it exaetly, son! Don't
know why I didn't think o' that at first.
It's an old trick that she taught the
colile when be was a II'T" pup. And
Earney, he tried, and when he couldn't
make the pinto leave off grazin', he
conie for us, Sure!—that was the
way of it. What say if we go back to
the edge o' (he timber and eamp down?
I reckon there ain't nothin® to be
gained by hittin' the trail afore we've
had a W1 rest-up gpell, is there®”

I had no objection to offer, you may
be sure; snd after we had found g
camping spot, and hed picketed tha
pony with the light rope that Jeanle
always carried tied to the cantle of her
saddle, we made a good fire to serve
in lieu of the blankets that we didn’t
have and stiretched ourselves out to
slecp the sleep of the fagped and leg-
weary. i

The next thing I mew—and it seem-
ed to be just about a minute after I
had closed my eyes—Daddy was shak-
ing me awalke. i

*Time to be moggm along, if we!
alm Lo get home for breaklast, sonny,”
he announced, At the break of day we
were coming inlo the Clonabar-Atro-
pia reoad at precisely the polnt at
which we left it the evening before.

The sun was just beginning to gild
the upper helghts of Old Clunebar
when we trailed over the broad platean
bench below the mijne and headed for
the slope that led up to the dump heoad.
As we topped this last hill there was
un uwmnazing surprise awailing ug-—-a
surprise and a shock. On the level
spot which served as a dooryard for
the Twombly cabin stood a horze, sad-
dled and bridled, its drooped ears and
hanglng head showing that it had been
ridden far and hard. And on the cabis
daor-step, sitting at ease and calinly
chewing a half-burned ecigur, wug—
Bullerton !

CHAPTER XIIL

A Battlse and a Blege.

It was Daddy Hiram who made the
first brenk,

“Charley Bullerton, where’s my
daughter? he rapped out, hurling the
question at the loafer bn eur doorstep
in a sort of deadly rage that you
wouldn't have thought possible in so
mild-mannered & man.

“You needn't worry nhbout her,” was |
the cool response, “Didn't you get the

Then, a8 if he had just seen
and recognized me: “Hello, Brough-
ton; we've missed a day, but I'll give
you the benefit of it and not dock you.
Are you selling the old water-logged

thls fine morning? Tt probably save

us - and |

| lerlon was a

! by-play, which
! than a few ninutes,

you more or less trouble if you are.”
He didn’t get the kind of answer he
wanted; or any relating to the mine. |
Unbuckling Jeanie's gun and handing |
it to Daddy Hiram, I walked ucross to |

be the one to go after the weapon hel
had once showed me hanging under hls i
left arm-pit.

“Mr. Twombly has just ahked you |
where his daughter-is, and you haven't

told him!" T grltted. .E‘Iau ve got about

ten seconds L Wwhich to tell him all
you know, and afrer you've done it
I'm going to trim you!”

e had serambled to his feet when
he saw me coming, and, just as T ex-

| pected, that watched right hand fllcked

guddenly under his coat. At that I
rushed himm and we mixed it promptly.

T got held of the®gun hand before it

got to the pistel burt, and at the clinch
we were nfl over the place, each grap-
pling for the underbold, and nelther of
us paying much attention to the rules,
Marquig of Queensberry or other. Bul-
heavyweight; he had
probably fifteen pounds the advantage
of me in ihat direction; but after I
had got the thumb of my free hand

| upon a certain spot Tn his neek, it was

wli over but the funeral
Jelint hiwy he swore when I oerinn-
jpled i, and teok his guy away from

him, nnd slammed him down on a bhed
of broken stone and stiuck a knee into
his  breatbing machinery, But  he
cottldn't do anything:; the thumb-jab
hud fixed bim. His head was skewed
over to one side apd he couldn’t
straichten it. I groped sround until
I fonnd that other paraiyzing nerve

ganglin—the one at the joint of the |
I this Clonahar deal,

third vertebra,

“Liston to what he says, Daddy ™ I
said 1o the old man who gtood Iooking
oit with the face of a wooden Image,
Then to gullerton, who was now mere-
Iy &8 wad of flesh gone flaceld under
the torcuring toueh: “Tell what you
know, and all you ktew; and tell it
quick and strafght!” and T gove him

Jehu! How He Sworel

one wore little
nerve,

With a preliminary shrlek he let it
out “hy litites, zosping between the
words and phrases Jlike a man in the
last stages of lockjaw,

“TWe were going fo Angels—to pet
murrled,” he panied. “Ah—oh-T was
to meet her at Atropla—she—she was
afraid to vide @ the way.with me—
afraid—the old man—would coie gun-
ning! Oh, for Gol's sake, Broughton,
take your thumb ount of my back—
you're klliing me by inches!®

“You need n Httle killing worse than
anybody I know,” I told him. “Go on;
you were {o overtake her at Afropla;
what then?”

“T diin’t see her again ™ he howled.
I don't know where she went!”

I didn’t bLelleve mych of what he
was sayving, and I think Daddy Hiram
didnt, though we had proved it true
up to the point where they boad sepa-
rated on the Atropia voad. I would
have gone on, making him talk some
more, but the look that was creeping
inte the old man’s eves mude me let
up. As I read the look it meant that
Daddy couldn’t stund it to scve fhe
third-degree stunt carried to its finish,
so I got up uaud pulled Bullerton te
hls feet. He was pretty badly wreckerd,
as I meant him to be; still couldn't
straighten his neck, and stood as if

prod on the agony

one leg were gbout ball paralyzed, as ¢

perbaps it was.

“#This outfit 18 my property, and
you've out-stayed vour welcome!™ I
spapped wt him,  “Climb your horse
and get of the map!™

He limped over to his horse and
gathered the reins and trled to put s
foot into the stirrup. When I saw
that he couldn’t do even that much, I
grahhed him and heaved him into the
sadile; did this, and gave the horse a
glap to set him golng, T guess T shall
always be able te recall the picture of
thut  Dbrown-Dearded pirate riding
acrass the Cinnabar dump head in the
early moroing sunghine, screwing his
bhody in  the saddle—becaose he
couldn't turn tbe stiff-necked hearl hy
{tself—to yell haclk at mie with siz-
zlipg curses, *I'll get you—T1l get you
Fet! D—n your eyes—do you think
Fou can make a hobbling eripple of
me and get away with it? I'Il—" and
then breaking it off short and kicking
the ribs of his vag frantically for more
gpeed when 1 made as if T were going
to run after him,

Throughout this hit of helliperent
hadn't used up more
all toid, Daddy
Hiram had stood aside, a5 1 have said,
taking the part of the Intercsted spee-
tator. Now he remarked: “You can
bet all your old clethes, son; that we
hain't geen the last o Charley Boller
ton, not by & long chalk. You ricollect
I teld you onee he'd got a man, down
In one o' the camps on {he Basunche?

Wedl, it was for o heap less than what )

you done te him a few roinntes age.
But let's go cat

I passed through the cabin to the
out-kitehen and while I was Eindling
4 fire in the stove I saw Daddy with

where he was sitting, keeping 8 wury E .an arnful of hay and & peck measure

eyve on the hand which would have to |

of oats, tolling the little horse down
the path back to the eabin to disup-

pear with it in the direction of the
- “Little
I had the coffee
made and the bacen fried by the time-'
he got back, and after we had eaten
he_ blossomed uut in an_ entireiy_, new

gulch: where the sabandoned
Jeanie” clajmr lay.

T : ;
" role—that of commander In"chlef.

up every day sinee it had left the fae- | :
L ¥ i open-space, two of them set to work

{to bl o cooking fire

gince your gran'paw told me to stay
| here and hold thesfort for him,”

“This iz movin® day, Stannie” he
annonnced briefly, *If you'll dig up
all the chuck and canped stuff yon
prn find and tote it over to the shaft.
house, T} fetch the hlankets and the
conkin' tins." :

I oheyed blindly, and entircly with-
out prejudicr:’m_ g lively curiosity as !
to what this new move mizht mean. ?
White | was emptying the Kitchen and

pentry the old man wsearthed another

rifie ‘rom the closet under the loft lad-
der, and with it & bok of ammunition]
and 1 observed that this secomd gun,
like the one he had curried on oor
pilgritnage of the night, looked as if |
it had becn freshly oiled and rubbed |

tory.

“Youll hiave a lot of talking to do |
presently,” I warned hing « “You seem |
to forget that you haven't yet told me |
whit's biting you.”

“Maybe there ain't nothin’ bitin’ me; |
maybe Po just gettin’ sort o old and
skeery. But it's this-away, Stannie,
son: Iiver sinee youar gran'paw gave
me this here watehin' job, and since I ¢
heard tell how them Cripple Creck
short-eard artists socked it to him en
1 been lookiw for
trouble, 1 hain't been eusy about them
Creipple Creek  hollups nary a day

*You thought perhaps the originat
OWnErs might try {o grab the property
by foree?”

Daddy leoked up at me from uutler
his hushy eyebrowss. =

“Iears to me Hke you've pot a
mighty short memory, ssme way, Stan-
nie. Iiave you doene forgot that bunch
o huskies. we saw campin’ our in Ante-

lope guleh as we come al:m" hy there |

al daybreak this mormin'? 1T didn't like
e looks ¢ thad camp much st the |
time; and 1 Hled it o whole lot less |
after we got here anid Found Churley
Bullerton saunin® himself on the door-
sten,
cars,” :

“Lut, sec here, Daddy ™ T thrust in,
“if he's sot my deed, or has destroyed
it, why—"

"\Why, fie has as good a right to the
Clnnabar us the next one that comes
along, is what you're goin’ to say, 1
ain’t disputin’ you for a minute. Buot
afore he can have it, he's got to take
it, hain't ie? And we've got two migh- |
ty good 1T pleces of artillery that says
Le's goin' to have one joyful old tme !
a-takin' It: that is, if you're of the
sume mind that I am.”

By Jove! I wanted to put my arms
around the old Spartan and hug him!
As I've gald, there were ten or a dozen
men in that buneh we'd seen In Lhe
rulch, and he was calmly propesing to
slaund up to them, as confldently ns If
it were all in the day's work.

“T wet xoy now, Daddy,” T said, “and
if there's a fight coming to ws, your
mind s mine, We'll give them the best
we've got.”

I thought the two old-fashloncd guns
and Jeanie's pistol promised a poor
chunce for an effectlve defense; but
Daddy Hiram proceetded to show me
that we had at .least one olher re-
gource. In the mine stores left behind
by the former operating company wore
two boxes of sixty-per-cent (]_w};lm'it'e,
with fuse and caps, and Daddy pointed
out that there were good possibilities
wrapped uap in the greasy brown-paper
cartridges if the epnemy should come
close enougl to Iet us use them,

“I believe you had this all doped out
in advance, Daddy,” I suid, when he
had a ueat little row of the eartridges
Iaid out on the (foor. “But surely you
didn't expect to hold vat alone if those
gharks sent a erowd of ‘fulmpers’ o to
un you offi’

“Me-and Jeanle” he sald simply,
*We'l 'a' done our tevel beat; and the
angels couldn’t do no more than that.”

Ilere, unless the old man was satlly
miztaken in hlg daughter, was another
and wholly unsuspecterside of the blue-
eyed maliden displayed for me. I tried
to imagine Lisette helping her father,
or me, or any lone rean, to defend a De-
leaguered mine against an armed at-
tack. It was so funny that T shouted,
“Do you mean to say that Jeanie would
shut herself wp In here and load the
guns for you against & mob of ine
Jumpers?” -

Ie looked up with a prideful sparkle
in Lis mild biune cyes.

“You don't half know that little girl
o' mine, yef, Siannie, son,” he sunid
earnestly. And then: “She's the only
boy I ever had, you see; and she-hain’t
had any mother since she e¢an remem-
per. Maybe I ban't ort to taught her
to ride hawsses and shoot, and them
things ; but It seemed ke I hiad to.”

“You haven't mude her one iota less
womanly—or lovable” I hastencd to
say. Then I blurted out the thing that
bad been welghing on e ever sinee
we had found Bullerton loafing on the
door-siep: "D you suppose they could
—iz there any way they could have
been marrled yesterduy, Daddy 3

“Uh-hub; T reckon there was. They
might '8’ gone on down to Angels.
There's & justice o the peace down
there.”

It still locked a full hour of noon !
when we got our preparations made |
and were ready to stand a siege. Then
we walted, and walted some more; and
after a while I began to grin. What
if we had stampeded ourselves need- !
lessly? After all, the men we had seen |
in ihe deep gulch might really have |
been tramps, and not a Bullerton army,
Would the mining engiu_e'er', unprinei-

AMade me sort o' perk up my

rae,
“he was just blufling about its being a

pled as he doubtless was, go to the |
length of trying to dispossess us by .
foree? The more I thought of it, the
more unlikely it scemed. |

41 guess maybe we were scared of |
a shadow, after all, Daddy,” I sald.!
“Bullerton has had time enough ‘EOE
bring up his army, if he has one,”

“1 ain't couniln’ much on his backin®
down,” was the drawling rejoinder, |
“Ye see, I know Charley Bullerton of |
old: keen knowin’ him ever since he!
first bu'sted into the minin* game.:
That was over in the Sspuuche, He's
an alli-’round cus.s but he's a stayer. Be-'
sides, you rﬂughcd him up sort o’ hurt- | |
ful this mornin’, and he's got that to
make ‘him spitey. We'll be hearin’ |
from bim #s soon as he gets things
yeoked 'round inte shape to suit him.™

-Btill, as time passed ‘and - nnthlngr
happened, it lac-ked les,g, and less: lﬂm-

- Charlsy  Bullerton.

Iy that we were Z0ing to have to fight
for s hielding ground. [ don't know

to this gond day what made Bullarton
80 alow in lmn-fillg op hig army, but
ft was high noon, and Daddy and I
were eating a ¢old luneheon, with the
‘shaft-house doorsill for.a seat, when
we o siw e nrmy coming. I was R
strupsling sang of perhaps & dozen
metgowe eouldi’t cpunt then fccurate-
1y beciuse the road on the bench
wound 4n and out moong the trees, -

They c¢ame up within eaé;y rifle’ shot
and pitehed their enmp, i you could
cail it that, in a lttle glade, At that
diziance we could see that they were !
armed, but, of course, we couldo’t tell |
what kingd of guns they had. After |
they had taken possession of the small

At the halt in the glade one of the
arty—Illertan, we guessed It was—

i brake a Lranch from a pine, stripped

Ahe pwigs from It and made it a Aage
(ostaft for his white handkerchief. Un-
der this flag of troce he and twa of his

Daddy and | Were Eating When We

Saw the Army Coming.

men came ofl, leaving their puns be-
hind: There was a climb of ahont
thirty feet, maybe, coming up. from
the bench o the ledge upon which the
mine buildings stood, 8o we got a falr-
Iy goed look at the peace party before
it came within talking distance, Bul-
lerton stili had aeslight touch of the
wry-neck, and the . devilonay-care
jaunilness which had been his chlef
characteristic as a guest of the Twom-
blys had been wiped from hls face and
manner like a picture frem & black-
board. :

As the three of them topped the rise
in the ore road I reached behind me
and got voe of the ‘.\-'incl-.esl‘ers.‘

“That's near enough ! I called out.
“Dooyour ialking from there, if you've
auything to say.”

The delegation hafted and Bullerton
took a paper from his Docket.
™ “PU'm serving legal notice upon you,
Broughton,” he said, waving the paper
-ut me, fand I have two witnesses hege,
as the law regulres. 1 represent the
Cinunbar Mining company of Cripple
Creeli.  You are trespasslig on our
preperty and I am making a formal
demaud for possession.”

“So that's the new wrinkle, i it7™ 1
langhed. *I was hoping you might
spring soinething a Hitle more original,
How are you goillg to prove owner-
ship

“The burden 0: proof isn't on ua,;
it’s on you!" he ripped out, “You
haven't a shadow of cluim to this
mine. Tve got your so-called  deed
right here"—anad he shook that at us,
“It's a forgery; a clumsy,  childish
forgery thut wouldn't impose npon a
blind man! We can send you to the
roclk pile on the %tlcngth uf it if we
want to!” £

Hince he had stolen the deed wit of
oty pocket, I thought, of cou that

forgery. He must have known per-
fectly well that it waso't. Dut Daddy
was whispering in my ear as he sat
bekind el Something.  like  this:

i “Gosh-all-Priday, Stannie, he's got you

goin'!  He's made & copy o' the deed
alid - throwed the 'riginal uway—hul'nt
it up, v osomethle’ ™

C %¥ou bave it all your own way, Bol-
lerton—or you think vou have” I told
‘him; apd if 1 didnt get ail of ‘the self:
corfidonce fote the words that 1 tried
to, Fam persunded that he didn'e know
the difference. 1 might even concede
that you Lave everything but the mine
ftself.” It yom want that, you moy
come and take it; but you'll permit me
to-say that when you break into this
shaft-house there will be fewer peonle
alive on Cinnabar mountain than there
are at the present moment. I shall
quite possibly be nne of the dead ones,
but before 1 o cut 1 shull do my hest
to make you-anather.”

“All  rlght,”  he  spapped  back;
“¥ou're speaking  for yourself, and
that's your privilege. But how about
you, Twombly? This is no quarrel of
yours. Suppese yon go over vonder to
your cabin and stuy out of the fight,
Nobody wants to burt you”

That put it pretty sguarely up to
me, too, a0 [turned to the old man at
my sida,

_ MIUs good advice, Daddy,” I said:
*and this isn't your guarrel.  You'd
i better duck while you can.”

Daddy Hiram made no reply at all

to me; didp’'t pay any attention to me,

i Instead, he stood up on the door-glll

and shook his fist at Bullerton:

“I heen lookin' for 'vou and your |
kind of -a crowd for a year back,
aml rrawin® pay
for dain’ ! Le shrilled. © “Stannle.

Here, says if you want this mine you
ean come and take it and, by gum-

-hasg got, there's no tellin’,

mies, I say them same identical
words [? |

“All right,” said Bullerton agaim, |

“But it's ouly fair to say that we out
. Fever and LaGri
number you six to one, and we've got gpeedy remedy wgpi(;now

the law, and a tew deguty -shm'ltts. on |

our skie. "You two haven't ag much
show as 2 ecat in hell without claws,,
and when the circus is over, Fou'll:
both. zo to jail, if there's cuough left
of you to stand the rrip.” Then, as ha
was lurning to go he flipped the dog
Into the air so that it fell at our feet:
*You may have that'” he sneered,
“We'd iike nothing better than to lnav@
¥ou produce it in court.”

It didn't seem just fitting to I(.l“'m
have the last word, so - ‘pitched
amall wlthnatum of my own affer hi
as he herded his two scoundrelly Ioo
ing “witnesses” into the dounwum
road.

“One thing more, Bullerion ™ I L'!l.“
out. “Your flug of truee holls o

antil you get back to your army,

you or any of your men are in sight of:
Chnngbar property ten minutes after
you reach your camp, we open fire

Since the truce was i{hug definitely.
ended, we retired Into our fortress an
put up the bars. As we wers closing:
the deors and making ey eryvthing snug
I asked Daddy what kind of human
timber Dullerton was likely to have
in his army, and if there- were ap
chance that his boust ghout having.
deputy sheriffs in the crowd was to
taken af its fare value,

“There’s nothin’ to the deputy b
Ike Beasley Is the chief deputy
this end o' the county, and he'q
here himself if that was a posse com:
mytaters down yonder. As for what
. Most itket:
he’s picked up a fistful o' toughs ang
out-o’-works down in Angels. There's
always plenty o drift o' that kin
hangin’ ‘round a minln’ camp.”?

“Fighters?" I queried.

“Oh, yes; I reckon so—if ﬁght'
comes easier than workin®,”

With the doors shut and harred
climbed up on our hreastwork to hol
my eyes on a level with one of the high
window holes. The ten-minute ultima.
tum interval had come to an end; b
the raiders were muking no move '
vacate the premises, On the contra:
thelr cooklng fire was new burnin
briskly and they were apparently mak:
iog leisurely preparations fo eat: .
fairly made me schoolhoy furious

1 see those fellows calmly getting thel

noon meal ready and
warning. i
“Hand me up one of those dmm ;
eartridges!” I barked at Daddy
ram; and when he complied, I ilghi
A maich and stuck it to the spht
of the fuse. There was a flzz,
of. acrid smoke to make me (e
face away and congh, aod then -
frenzied yell from the old man,
“Throw it — goed-gash-to -B‘rldliy
throw it!"
I contrived to get it out “lt‘ul["h th
window opening in some way, and josk
my balance on the earth bags doing

ignoring’ my:

“Thraw It! Good - Gosh - to Fnday

Throw it]"”

awkwardly  into Dadd,
arms a3 1 fell.  Coineident with the
tomible, the  stout ol - shaft-hom
rocked 10 the crash of an explosion
that wns stll echoing from the cliffs ;
of the mountain above when the s
futies of the dynamite rose to ﬂonl in
at the window holes.

“G-good glomrds ! stuttered Dad
Hiram; *id you reckonm 1 cut the
fuses long cnoogh so-'t you conld hotd
'em in your hands and wateh ‘em
burn?*

“SWhat do I know about fu‘“‘:‘S"'
asked, grinning at hinn Then I mo
ed the breastwork agan and quk ’
out, prepared to see the eutire
scape blown into shreds,

Aside from a few sheets of corl
gated iron torn from the ront of @
adjacent ore shed. the lindscape.ap
peared to be Tairly Intaet uﬂt]'_:sﬂ
with us. -But down on the hench b
low, the lately kindled cooking fir
was burning in solitnry  conofinemel
The -raiders, to a nun, had disape
peared.” ;

(Continued nest

USE SLOAN'S T0
WARD OFF PAIN

ITTLE aches grow into big paing
unless warded off by an applica
tion of Sloan's, Rhenmatism,

neuralgia, stiff joints, lame back won't
fight long against Sloan’s Liniment.
For more than forty years Sloan’
Liniment has helped thousands, the
world over. You won't be an excep-
tion, It certainly does produce results,
It penefrates without rubbing. K
this old family friend always handy
for instant use. Ask your neighbor.

At all druggists—35¢, 70c, $1.40.
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686 is a pmcrmnou for L‘olds,
It's the mos
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