
have half an hour to wait before the
night train came along, and it proved
to be the case.

"I was clean mad all through. I
swore that I'd retake Big Steve single--

handed, if necessary. I had only
a revolver against his rifle, but the
three guards I took with me were
armed to the teeth. As it happened,
the most unexpected ill luck hap-
pened to us.

".two or my men got bogged in
the swamp. They were up to their
waists, and the rope that we'd
brought with us to bind the prisoner
had to be requisitioned to pull them
out It was near the end of the jour-
ney and every second was precious
to us. You see, there was no tele-
graph in those dayB. We couldn't
warn the man at the station. We had
to go in person. And it would be the
easiest thing in the world for Big
Steve to hop on one of the cars as
they lumbered down the hill and go
on any distance Until he chose to
drop off and make his way, into some
of the negro settlements along the'
track.

"The third man stayed td pull out
the two who were mii'ed in the
swamp. It was not a difficult matter,
ior one of them was near the edge,
and when he was freed the two of
them could get Adams free. But it
meant ten minutes, find I was so mad
with hate that I didn't even stop to
exchange my revolver for a rifle. On
I went, in spite of the men's remon-
strances, ahd, Sure endugh, I reached
the station a little ahead of the train.

"I called the man on duty, but he
didn't show up. I found afterward
that he was drunk. Dead drunk and
why not? It was a lonely life, and
there was no likelihood that anyone
would want him at that hour. You
know what our country types used to
be. There wasn't much more than
luck to decide whether a man would
be a prison employe of an inmate.
All came of the same class.

"I stood still, searching around for
Big Steve. The train was already 1
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within earshot, puffing up the grade
on the other side of the hill. I looked
around and then in the moonlight I
saw Big Steve's fac.e behind a tree, a
hundred yards away, and his black
features twisted with rage as he
looked along the barrel of his rifle.

"He had me. Of course I fired. But
I know I couldn't hit him at that dis-
tance. I emptied my revolver and I
heard Big Steve laugh. Then I stood
still, waiting for the bullet.

"I heard a savage snarl behind me,
but I didn't associate it with anything
particular. I was hypnotized, I sup-
pose, just waiting for the negro to
fire, and wondering whether he'd kill
me, or whether he would leave me
life enough to fight until the train
came along. But suddenly I heard
Big Steve utter an exclamation. He
half turned his head and the next
instant I heard the ping of the bullet;
and the sound of the discharge al-

most at the same moment.
"I wondered whether I was hit I

couldn't feel anything. I was just
concluding that he had missed, and
wondering "what had distracted his
attention, when I heard him yell:

" 'Jump aside, boss! Jump for your
life!'

"I obeyed automatically. There
was something in his tones wholly
devoid of hatred. It might have been
a trick, of course, but I didn't think
of that Next moment the body ofa
huge mountain lion came thundering
past me.

"The beast checked itself in. Its
leap, looked up in my face, bared Its
great fangs in a snarl, stretched Itself 'at my side, and died. I saw the bullet
hole behind the shoulder. Big Steve's
bullet had pierced its heart

"Ahd the negro sauntered up to
me aimlessly, and stood grinning be-

side me. 'A narrow squeak, sure
Kenough, boss!' he remarked.

"i tooK tne nne irom nis nana. JBig
Steve offered no resistance. I cov-
ered him with my revolver until the
train had gone by and my men carne
Up, but it wasnt necessary.
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