
"Won't he fall off?" the boy asked.

"That thrre !r Homer.'.' Mr. tiuil IJrleh-
rr Mild, complacently piut:kinR a flesh
*traw for hip tenh from the hack nf oneor the mulcts "Hf'B mro aot 'bout as
murh tnrnntu'ti juice us ho can tot«».
Golnp put >-r.i:r way. too. Reckon you'll
bc* th«* fun. Hc'» Oue to Khoot the post
up lotnc,"

A man with a flutheti fare, who carried
n Pliarri'i' carbine «ntt with on* flutter
ihroufih the irlerrr guard, wan twirling it
ttbovc hla hf>ad, rame whuontnir ttlnng the
mad at a Ballon, lie « n* reeling In the

"Wuffl" hi» *hrlrkrt1. "Nlesrr*rtt|?8er!
nrvrr-rilr ain't tioihln' liut it damn bltf
If*! Wetrh <m hid* .,nt! Wh-owJ"

Mr. Hud Iirlfher towed into the wagon
a tm«ll hunfll* <if riothlns Ued with a
fl^ee *f rop». "

'Tatn't a very hefty
h>ad." he remarked, "Needn't try to un-
tie thrm hunt*, t»f»ttny, Juct out 'fm.
r»«h't nt^d that rnrtft nn mere, nnh«w\"

The mules had been hitched in. the
earks of oornmeal, rases of cartridges,
raddles of totiaeco, and Borne sides of fat
bacon loaded on, and he was ready to
start. It \\.- 1st* afternoon, but he
rounjKj upon making I»s Valley ranch
hy jjt > viork. With an early start next
mrrnine he might he ahlfl to r«a«*h the
outer ran h on the bead of the West Vork
fif the Trinity, In Archer County, by the
following midnight —a seventy-mile trip
to t»* <inn» in n UtU» mfir« than twenty-
four hours of arum! travel.

"Now, then, my maverick, climb up,"
Brorkman called to the boy from the
wagon. "Climb up. Ole Bud'll hand up
your duds."

CHAPTER IV

THE FIGHTING PAK80N AND A BAD
MAN.

Then out ef the waste, h#hlntl htm eama
a urolniujftmoaning ery~"wh>wh»~whd»
whe«e»ahl" The alment apent mules ln»
creased their pace without urging, and
with tr^mbllns hand t*.e boy felt for tho
revolver beside him. Amain the cry, eeom-
IhhI.v more doleful now that he was
listening for ltr-"who-who-'Who-who»o*o->
ah!" Then from all nbout htm the sound*came In Irregular ehorup. Off In thp brush,
to the left, soma prowling thing slunUaway llko a sha«low of evil, and U\*n **«•
more that drear refrain. The boy felt
his blood chill and his tousled hair stif-
fen as with straining eyps ha sought to
pierce tho gloom. It was like the hoot-
Ing of owls, he knew that; but Brockman
as they came along had told him that In-
dians often mimicked that cry in their
signals. And Ifthese sounds were madeby Indians?

On and on. and. on-wlth now «nd again
a. quick glance over hh shoulder at the
trail,' a* if in expectation of the coming
ot the eowbeyt, ami then Into the m»«<
quite about htm, Inapprehenaian of a can*
eealed enemy—the buy held his way,.
Down Into an arrey© iklriett with Mmr
tall timber, up again Intd a grove of aerub
oak, and out onee more Into the meaqulte
he urgett the team,

With the rattle of gunfire and the yells
of the cowboys and. Indians ringing la
his ears, the boy lashed the mules into
a lopo and went speeding into the night
as fast as they could pull the creaking
wagon. Up to the little swell from which
Dalton had discovered the attack, and
down the other side of It into the roe*-
quite bottom they clattered until they
struck ground so soft that the hoofs of
the mules gave out no sound, and the
only noise of their passage was tha
squeaking ot the dry hubs gn tho axles.
Now it had fallen dark, and they wera
out of hearing of the strife behind them.
To the west the sky wad sullen with
heavy clouds: to tha east It waa streaked
with faint lunur ruya that aa yet fell far
short of the meridian. In a little white
the moon would be flooding 'the tiati
with light,

AMBUSH.
A SKITTISH MULE AND AN INDIAN

CHAPTER Vt

"Great guns, Iplumb forgot Edt" ex-
claimed Dalton. ;The boss herder looked
worried. "He's

'
coming out alone from,

Jacksboro with a wagon-load of grub/ and
ho'll just,about run Into this bunch," ho
explained to the runner. • After a mo-
ment's thought he turned to the group of
herders. "Boys.',' said he Impressively,
"I'm going to let the horses shift forthemselves, if the Indiana ¦get them—

"There's Brockman. What are, we go*
Ing to do about Ed?" Jack Langford said.

"TOO risky,1.1 Bald DahCm. "The 1ft.
dlane, by your say»SO ( may. bd between
hero and the valley, and I'm not going
to ask any or my boya to take the chance
of getting through them. But I'll send
word to Herald and lkard. to put them
on the lookout,"

"They'll know about the rangers," waa
Dalton's comment. "They'll not go Into
the valley this trip. They've aura got
this raid all planned out They started
In withMUllktn, and they'll be after us.
neit. Then they'll strike (or the Herald
outnt on Union Creek, an4 from there
they'll go to

•
J.ish Ikard'e on the ut«Wichita, They'll clean up any buffalo

hunter* there may be between there and
the. Panhandle ftnrt get b*fk Into theNation that A-way befert the tr^opa fromjwoUnboro out* get near them. We'v.e got
time to get the hornet In where we can
fight for them. Guess they won't try to
rush us again In daylight. They got a
bellyful of that last time."

"How About fettlnf word to the rang**
%nV* aiked the runner.

"Yes. But he 'ain't on the .upper ranch
no more," said Frank Ringer. "They
ain't nothing but niggers on that uppur
ranch now.' Six of 'em. Iwas over that
way after horses 'bout a month ago."

"Don't make no difference where he's
Irom," Dalton said as the runner galloped
up . and dismounted. "He's got news,
sure."

-
He strode out to meet the new-

comer. "Howl" he said.'
•'How!" said the runner, stooping to

loosen his girths. "Seen any Indian
sign -hereaway?"

"No,". Dalton said as the others came
crowding around. "Have you?*'

VYes. It's thick out our way.' They
killed all the niggers on the upper ranch,
and then went on south a piece. But
they'll be strlktng back to the Nation
•fbro long, and olo Milllken 'he thought
.they'd be like to come out '. this a-way.
So he .sent me to give you word."

"Come in and feed," Dalton said.
When the runner had satisfied his hun-

ger, ho gave them what Information he
had.
1 "Ole Satanta hlsself must be with this
bunch." he said. "They sure are wicked.
Chopped our men up something terrible.
Opened 'em up and emptied the meal
sacks Into 'em.. Niggers made a big fight,
too. Cartridge hulls lying around thick-
er'n heel flies. 'Less they turn back by
Los Valley, to raid ole Jim Loving, they
Just must come out this a-way. Ole Mil-
liken he sent in tox the troops, and the
rangers are In camp on the Cameron,
down there In the valley. 0o Ifthey turn
back to the east of you. they'll catch It
good and hot, I'm a-thlnklug."

"That looks like one of the MUlikun
outfit," suggested Jack Langford, spring*
log to his feet. "Remember, John? Wo
saw that fellow down in the Valley last
round-up.".

"No. White man. Riding like blue
blazes, too. Horse all covered with suds.
Thero's trouble back of that chap. Reckon
Iwasn't off the scent much, after all."

"What is It this time, John— Indians?"
Bud Wlllett asked as Dalton adjusted the
glasses to his eyes.

After their midday meal they had
grouped themselves in the shade of tho
ranch on the east and were talking in
desultory fashion of. the events of tho
morniig, when Dalton sprang up, ran to
his saddle and pulled his range-glasses
from a ease' he carried swung upon the
horn.

Just now John's nose was bothering
him a great deal; The ranch cattle to
the number of ¦om« thousands were be*
Ing "loose-herded"— that in, left to go
where they would within certain llberul
IImlin—on the range over toward Union
Creek, miles to the west of the ranch.
Ordinarily the men divided into two par*
ties and rode around them once a day
frum opposite directions, hcuttlng tho
outlying cattle back toward a comon cen-
taf, but to-day, because of John's nose,
there* had been a change. The men had
gohu out singly, radiating from the ranch
llko spokes in a wheel, with Instructions
'to ride ten miles straightaway and return
without regard to the cattle, but with
their eyes wide open for.Indian sign. The
men had all returned shortly after noon,
and not one had seen anything suspi-
cious. :.';.'

Dallon's manner of handling his mea
was much like ah old hen's fashion of
fussing over a young brood. He would
go sleeplesB to Incruaso their comforts),

would rustle up dalntieu in the game way
for them when they were a bit off their
feed, would scold them like sin when
they went'beyond bounds with him. unU
would go strutting around with- tight In
his eye ifnn outsider so much as hinted
that hitt chicks wern't tha bett ever
hAtGhori, Tha m<n Always, wftra giving
him trouble, always nagging, but they
all lovml him and would have gone al*
most to uny extreme to have proved it
hint tnere bean occasion.

• Tho men on the Half-Diamond Lranch
used to say that John Dalton could smell
an Indian miles and miles away. Dalton
was the boss-herder, a thin, wiry, ner-
vous man. with Bkln the color of a rlpo
prickly peur and eyes like a hawk's. 'Na-
poleon Benois— old Pole, the 'boys affec-
tionately hud dubbed him—said tu him
once: • •. ,

"Ye'd a-been an eagle, John) If you
just hadn't been' born, a human."

'

HOW THE HALF-DIAMOND L HUNT
WENT TO DROCKMAN'8 RELIEF.

CHAPTER V.

"We sure missed a heap," he said. "But
the sign made It air pretty clear to me.
The ole parson he Just made a run by

Mister Horner and came up behind him.
Then he fetched him a hefty cuff with ono
hand and snatched the gun with the oth-
er. He busted the gun on a rock, and
then he just But down on him to think
what next. Guess Mister llorner thought

the hand o' Providence sure had fallen
heavy on him when the parson handed
him that one., And Ireckon the piirson
would sure have added him to his herd all
right If(hem troopers hadn't come along
Just then. Llfce to bet my boots against a
biscuit thnt he gets him you Juat think
what a Sheriff that chap ,'d make— and
him a-dolng nothing but preach and iuh-
sl'i with Klnijrrs! It sure Is a shame."

As. for Brockman. .he proceeded to glv«
the maverick his own version of that en-
counter,; and .then forgot all about It.

away upon their Journey to th,e ranch.
And then a runner with definite news
about the Klowas called the captain and
his men off in another direction; far to
the south, and the situation could not be
altered for a time, much as the captain
regretted it. '...-.

and a cloud of duet hid the advancing
host, ifhost it was.

"And wrong once. more— whlpsawed. so
to speak.", he eald. after a moment.
"They're coming all right. Lot tnls be
a. lesson to you, my maverick. ItHhowa
how easy it Ih to be mlBtaken. You Just
says to mo, says you. they won't come
nohow, and th*n, here they are. Well,
I'll be damned!"

'
The dual cloud had pwlrled up to them,

and In Its wakc.it ulngle horseman, quirt
In hand, wuh intihlng his mount to top
speed. ttrockman'H fuoe was a study for
u moment; then he lean«d forward and
urged the mules Into a lope.

"There sure enough will l>« Born* fun
now." he exclaimed. "That's ole Mibter

wrenching it from Homer's hands .and
smiting a boulder with it.

"How many times have Iwarned you
that you were on the road to hell?" the
parson was saying as Brockman stepped
up to them, "How many times, have I
told you that strong drink would lead
you to, the crime of blood-letting? Have
you no fear of God's Judgment?"

"Shouldn't have made a nlBgor ho

damned Bi*sny, then," the drunken des-
perado muttered, sullenly and blasphem-
ously, "Nlgger'M to blame. Not mo.
Preach to thu ole nigger, you."

Paruon Potter shook him aa a terrier
would Hhnke n rut, bumpjng his heud
against tho ground again unrl Hgaln. "Sot
that you are!" ho cried. "Qod give me

Only waste no more time. Get away whils
you can."

Biockman assisted Homer to mount,
and started him off on a cow trail through
the timber.
."Time put In trying to convert that chap

is plumb' wnsted, Ireckon, parson,"
Broekmun said as Horner disappeared,
"Ought to havo let the troops take him.
He's. Just naturally a menn one—all- bad."

"You 'fire wrong, young man," Parson
Potter replied, warmly. "You are all
wrong. There Is go,ocl In him, and a great
doal of It. ItIk only the rum Inhim that
Is bnd. You 'moke the common error of
supposing that the bud should be left to
themselves, to go to the devil in their own
way. The good eave themselves without

With just the .suspicion of a quiver on
his lips, the little fellow- laid down the
six-shooter, picked up the lines, clucked
to the mules, straightened them out and
went on.

Brockman pulled aside the canvas cov-
er. One glance was enough. ••Hurrah!"
he cried. "Now we'll show 'em. That's
our outfit. Hear 'em yell! Pump It into
'em, boysl" And he Jumped on tho scut
and Bwuhg his hat as the Half-Diamond
l» crowd circled in between the wagon
and the timber. "Follow the trail, my
maverick, and keep 'em going," he said,
as he jumped out with his gun. "We'll
cau-h up with you; the mules will take
you to tho ranch if we don't."

"There's some of them right In front,"
said the little chap, trying hard to draw a
bead with the heavy revolver. "Look!"

"Keep 'em going!" cried Brockman.

Puffs of smoko broke out all along the
tlmbet*, and there was an occasional puff
from the wagon, which the four mulei
were .yanking along faster than ever It
traveled before; it swayed and burnpa.l
and tossed and jolted, now and again ca-
reenglng on the rim of a gully and seem-
ing about to dash itself and its contenta
to pieces. v
I Prostrate on the grub in the bed of tha
wagon lay Brockman, pumping his Win-
chester viciously every time one of the
attacking party came Into view. On the
seat, lashing the wheelers with the long
ends of the lines and cheering them on in
a piping voice, was that midget of a Boy,
his big, staring eyes sparkling with ex-
citement and his hair blown back from
a pale, drawn face. Suddenly he caught
sight' of the band of men galloping mad-
ly down upon them from In front. Ha
made a quick turn around his wrists with
the lines, surged back upon them until
the mules slowed down, when he wrap-
ped them about the brake beam and took
Brockman'a big six-shooter up In both
hands, pointing it toward the newcomerti.

Dalton itn.1 [.nil,,1 up And wns looking
hard through his field glsxnes. It" taw
a thread of smok^drlft nwny from tin
wagon, and something beside*, for he dug
the spurs deep into the reeking sides of
hie flagging horse, and as ho sped past
the others called out:

"Uliir\ you devils, rlUal There's hell a«
popping over there!"

"Theru'H J3d: he'n all right. Whoo.
pee!" shouted Lansfgrd, and tha eowboyg
Kitvi<mi aii.uv.-rliih- yellat th« canvas top
Of thO |>mil|M M.-luiolii-r fl;l:ihr.l White oil
tho timber line a mil* away.

And on they went at a gallop, each
man's eyes searching tho ground aa he
rodo for sign that would t«ll whulher tha
Indiana ha.I crostted the trail, Tha aim
wns a red dluk resting on the sky line at
their backs when they eumo In sight of
Uru»hy Mountain. . •'."'

"We've three hours of daylight left,"
ho said. "If Ed got through all right,
we nhoiilil meot him Just this sl.lt- of
Wrushy Mountain. Thut'a u lung way
from here. Come on." '"•. •;

The runner nodded, and. clapping spurs
to his linrse, was off at a gallop. He had
not passed, beyond the first nwell In the
prairie to the west before the Half-Dia-
mond It men. with Winchesters across
their knees and with Dalton In the lead,
were racing away to the eastward. Ten
miles from the ranch the trail swung
down by the Hotith and through a slough
covered with mesqulto. At the head of
this slough Dalton pulled up and turned
in hla saddle. Holding his arm out-
stretched, with the palm of the hand be-
tween the lower edge of the sun and the
horizon line, he found that three fingers
filled the gap.

."Get Hernld'.t men' to Join Ikard's*. If
you ran," Dalton said a few minutest
later, when the runner was about to utart
out. "Tell, them to work in between
these bucks and the Panhandle, so'ts to
cut them off, and perhaps wo'll be able
to give them a dose that willkei*p them
from1 coming In ngnln in a hurry."

"All right, boyH," aald thn man from
Milllken's; "give me a fresh mount and
I'llgo on. Hope you'll syM him through,
all rlcht, but." and he ia» hU ey« over
tho party, "fifty to ten's Mb odds*."

well, they've done as much before with
all of us right here on. the ranch. One of
you get oft to Herald's and to Ikard'a aa
quick as you can. The rest of you saddle
your bestymounts— and get a fresh horse
for Million's man here. We'll bring

Brockman. through all right or know the
reason whyi" , #j

There was '.&•dissenting grumble for a
moment or t%<>, and then Benois called
out: •-- .'j; :.

"I^et Mllllken's" man ro on to Herald"H.
John. Every one in this crowd wanta to

be with the outfit that's going to bring
Ed In."

'

"Oh. that 's just sunburn." the boy said,
imihi.i- up nt him and rubbing bis nose.
"Igot that standing out in front of the

"I wouldn't undertake to eay for cer-
tain." was the eorrowful reply. "But I
eavvy the tslgns a-plenty, and It sure
(trleyes me 0 heap to see that your nose
shows the color of the ttuff."

"Why, you don't really think that I
drink, do you?" the boy aBked, ustonlshed.

chap be a livingwarning to you, my mav-
erick, snd break away from hard drink
before the habit gel* a tight grip on you."
He turned a sober face to the youngster
and shook a warning finger at him.
"Give up tanglefoot, and keep away from
them bars, or you'll be a-brlnglng of my
red halro In sorrow to the tomb."

Tor many minutr* the captuln stood
there Ktiidylws the nn-.-iu- and seeking to
I'.aln from It nonic evidence to quiet hU
tuFplciontt. He read and rerrad It, but
could not flnd what tin sought. Rather
was he confronted with ambiguous phras-
ing which almost might W accepted aa a
conffsrion «if guilt. And through it all
there ran «n appeal that gripped him
Imrd: «n ci|ireul. pot for firrnelf. but for
th« r hud of wbom H'-ndernon had *poken;
*ti ajijicnl (hut ulmo»t war. liyvtertcai In
Hf curncMnrna. He turned to the lieu-
tenant.

"U>11?" Hendrrnon mid.
"There 1* no comfort In H," wns his

rtsp">ni?e.
"At leatt you know

"
"Nothing. Absolutely nothing. Only

that IFhnll find this boy uti4 <\n for him
bp hiB mother ankH, and an his grand-
father, if ho were living, wnuld have me
do."

"He If with Belcher.** Henderson raid.
"We can net him at any time. But Is
there nothing cIm-7 No hint hi to why
they have gone, or ' where they have
sonr?"'

Nori<\"
",\'ii lfke to offer h<»lp. but don't know

«4 :;t to hUKR«ist. Idon't know exactly
'¦*• 'he •...:.•,:-. and 1 don't want to
¦<••¦;. to be prying

—"
Henderson had

tald, when tlie cuptaln interrupted.
"Here." and he mauled him me, letter.

"Shun- ibis «otiililt in-.- with me. 'iVIlme
what jiiijm«l'«' of it,''

illmil 1.-.011 took tha letti-r und read:
"Inave tried to bi4o »uy (liKtronM frum

all w tin kii'ivv me, fJitef urn] »»liaiue liava
kept t))>- ti'om ,:,... ., i.11. 10 1 ii...-.i- who
would have l)>-l|)iu me fur n.. 1,u. of
tune syuft, I did Dot in. ..11 iii,.i you
should rver lujtiw, bui elnte you huv«
Mm ni« 1 throw myself, upon row mtrty.

"Veu oiite wen kind tu n»§ for my uwn-'••' "< kind to me now for (he «.. k.- ..[

¦notber who i» very dc«r to hip.

"1 am »:¦¦¦' away. For reasons thsi
I inty pot rxjiiiiinto you, but which, be-
Mrvc rtif. nt« iieyood my controU 1 *h».ll
lru\p tny nttlp Imy behind, lit? will bo
all alrnr. Mr. hnn no friend in lh<? worl«l
but lUf mother, nhd yet h'» »=atrty and
weii*brinK demand thai hi» moihei pimti
¦irprrt him. 1 can tell you no mole than
this. It \f fur him thtil 1 btscvli yuur
fricmlEhiii. 1 may not even send him to
you for feni of InvrraMng the duiiger
which t Inr fitrni"him, and in whlih yuu.
too, i7ih !.' tie Involved. 1 niuet e»tn trust
that you will look for niul find him.

v'1!'. you will not fail me, Iam pure.

IPtt coud God would have brought us fare
n nice fip.iin at this time for no other
iiafoii. 1 was In th<? depths of deapalr
when this hop' came to me. There Is no
one else to whom Imay trust him. Vv
pood to him. as you hope that God will
lie good to you.

"Do not seek to know more of me, and
do not question him. And ifhis unhappy
mother should never return to claim him,
think as kindlyas you can of BESS."

Captain J^avis had assumed his iavorlte
nttitudf at th<« window, with his feet
on the sill and staring moodliy into the
plasa. "What do you make of it?" he
asked.

Henderison replied with another ques-
tion. "What do you make of that threat
of danper to the boy?" . .

"1 don't understand It at all. Who
would want to Injure him?"
"If Fhe is a tsenKlble woman— one not

plven to lmaplnlnjjthlnps, 1 mean— ff she
really fr-e.lw what she has written here, I
can think of dancer to the boy from two
sources. Two pood reason* why the
mlpht wi«h to pet far away from him."

"You mean?"
"Goodwin, for one. His reputation

would warrant her Inattributing: any and
all norts of meantves* to him."

**ikv.ave been forbidden to mention
th**.*" HeoderBon nald. :

Both men vu\ utarlnp acrosn at the bar-
racks, and for a time neither rpoke. Then
something r«upht the captain's eye, and
be rat boll uprlpht. pointing at n little
cloud of <)ii*t that fpurted from the cen-
ter of the Fqtiare. And on the inxtant the
far-off crack of a rlflpcamp to them.

"What <Wn that menn?" he «hi:«d. and
<*ven ar be ?pok«» another little cloud of
dun srofe !n front of the harra"ks. and
th* trooper* ran to cover ait a necond re-
port «¦»» carried down the wind.

"That:" cried Henderson. KprlnplnR up.
th«» fire of battle llpMlng In hlb eyes.
"That is MlFter Homer making good!"

¦Olv? me juft ¦minute. Henderson.
"

T>. captain tore th«> covering from hU
tXter. "It I* from her." he said, then

1.. .. to the doorway, where the light
was -better.' to rend It. Henderson f*ui-
(led that he knew why the captain turned
hit* back upon him.

-wll. Hie parron i.tates the case com-
jilrt«-lyin a phraM». He gsys of him Ihut
H^'s hrll-born and doing the devll'3

work.'
"

Goodwin aprees perfectly with my own-
that he i? a* uno>K'rab)«» a piece of brlc-
a-brar &*you could fln<l In a year's travel.
ii«-

-
!= ba«l to the cor*, with a trmptr that

(Continued. Next W'ssk.*

barn, waiting for you to tet through
loading."

"Honest?" Brockman asked, with mock
seriousness. "You ain't a-decelvlngr of
me? Think what a terrible shock It would
be for me to come homo some day and
find you bogged down with red liquor, or
ii-making love to the cook, or a-threaten-
Ing to phoot up the ranch. Think how
I'd suffer, and me so young and unused
to them things, PromUft ma that you'll
keep away from the whisky shops out
there on the range, end.that you won't
?hoot my happy home up none whatever,"

"l.f»f>k! He> got duw*), and he'*, aim-
ing th«» gun this way," the bey exclaimed,
pnintlng ehrad at llorner and Ignoring
Hrwkmann nonsensical talk In hlifix-
clteinfiit at what was taking plaee,

"V*s, »ir, there he goe*. fracking 'loose
all right enough," Sroukman said an a.
puff fif mti,.up arose from the «pet whert*
) turner had dismounted on the ittdfehtll
overlooking the post. "Hounds like &
•mall cannon, doewn't H? He 1* ft'Bhoot-
ing them long bunalo earitldgeB, 1 reck-
on. There ftopn number two," as a *ce-
ond report reached them. "Now, if them
troopcTB takn to ehootlng back, we're itke
to find .mrs,'l\.:< In n hot ole pickle."

'

lie leaned out over tho Bide bo as to
be able to ecu buck into the post. "DIepsed
If they ain't nil running to cover!" he
cried In surprise. "No, Blr. Not all of
them. There's a chap making a break
for the picket-line to get his horBe. Bhol
as another shot cams from up the hill.
"That fellow's given It up, too. Reckon
Iwas wrong, my maverick. They nin't
coming back at him a bit He's got 'cm
all housed up."

There was a clatter of hoofi behind
them in the roadway, and he turned
acain; but the wind was toward them

Potter on his trail. Ifthe Fighting Par-
eon doesn't stampede htm, and we get
there in time, you'll see some of the hef-
tiest religious doings ever handed out In
these parts."

Two. morn shots were fired from the
tltiehill, and then the fusillade ceased, A
great cloud of dust raised by the gallop*
Ing mules sailed on ahead of them and
shut out from view all that wan happen-
ing In that direction; but looking hack
liroclfman saw that the, troope.rn were
hiuiiiiinyand preparing to start In ehaee
of Mr. Herner,

"Reckon the parson has. get down to
business all right enough," Broekman
ehmited In the boy's ears, "Ifole llorner
ain't on the mourners' beneh yet, he will
be by the time we get there,"

A minute later he sent the brakebeam
down hard and threw hla weight baek
en the llnee. "There they are, over thereamong th«m rocks on the right," he Baitf,
"And durned If l ain't wrong again,
Can't seem to get my beta down right
nohow tiwday. Ole Mister Potter's en the
beneh. Held on to these lines." And hesprang from the wagon.

lMHgerent Mr. Homer wan lying flaton hlH back, and kneeling natfide of him,
one hand firmly gripped on the collar of
Hornet's ehlrt and the other brandlBhed
bcrorc his face, was tho fighting parson

tall, slender, bearded mail, dressed as
the ordinary rancher would dross, and
with absolutely nothing: In his appearance
or manner to suggest his profession.

A few yards away thfl parson'B horse
and Homer's were engaged in tho friend-
lyeervlce of nibbling the ticks from each
other's necks. Nearby, lay Horner'B car-bine, the barrel broken from the stock,
as the parson had thrown it aside after

help, but ItIs we.who must reclaim the
bad. There are the troops. Go on and
leave mo to set tie this matter with them
aa Imay.'1

"Now, there'* a chap," nrockman said
to the boy when they were under way
once more, "there's a chap with too much
nqrva for a parson, He ought to be a
rtiiiKHr—or a Sheriff—that's what; 'stead
ot rustling around mavertoklns sinner*,1

'
"lifts h& not a brand, tonT" the maver-

lok a«Hed, . i.
nrockman stared at htm (or a. momentf

then: "Reckon he has," he said, with a
grin, "Reckon he has, all riRhtj hut they
don't need herding nonei eo what dee* he
do but go a»ruttling 0^ poor old Satan'*
runge, Juit mils In allhie time stealing
ttviiio from that poor ole horned he»devll
what ain't got nothing but a tall to fan
hlaeelf with." :.

A trivial and seemingly .unimportant
thing sometimes has a powerful Influence
upon the destinies of men, The drunken
bravado of Mr, Homer, from nrockman't
point of view, was vastly amusing, but of
nt) vital Importune* either' to the mavef*
lok or to himself. Yet, had it not been
for tho e.onfunlon ctutved byHomer, and
the time consumed- In hunting for htm In
tha hills west of tho town, Captain Unvis
would have been ablo to comply, as he
wns anxlottB to do, with the request made
by the boy's mother and have assumed
charge of.him. What. effect.that change,
would havo had on the boy's career and
how Itmight have affected * the lives, of
tho boy's mothor and Brockman and oth-
ers ItIs idle to speculate about. But that
Itwould,have .been,vital no one who fol-
lows their history can doubt. ¦.;.-.

When Captain Davis was free to search
for ',tho boy he ,and .llrockman ;were far

PARSON POTTER SHOOK HIM AS A TERHIEU WOULD SHAKE A HAT.
patience- with youl Shall X surrender you
to the vengeance of the nlfirperB you
•tt'UHti, or willyou promise again to live
a life of decency? Speak. Which ahull
Itbe?"

"Jus1 si' me the gun, and turn looae
your ole niggers!" Homer cried, making
a frantlo effort to rlae.

"Them troopers ,are a«comlng up the
hill, parpon," nrookman volunteered,
"They ain't a»g.Qlnff>tQ waste no time with
him when they get here. They'll auro,
convert him Quick,"

"Ay,1
*

natd the, parson, rlnlns. "and vend
him unrepentant 'Into hellI Get up, Her-
iter, Mount your herae and ,get away
while there litime. Hut remember, 1
claim you for the better ltfl, v\\ nave
you In iplte of yourself, Up 'with you
ami go.',1 , ;
iu ateoped and helped the drunken

brute in his feet, whiln Broekman led the
(lopurt'Hiiirphorse up to him.

"You're a geofi fellow, all right, par-
pun,11 Humor muttered as he stared about
him, "Out," «p he "saw\- the broken gun,
"you're too tinini» rIioiib-, you nio. And
—and say, you hurt' my.feeling* a h«ap,
pitiInn on mo IIH.' that. 'Deed you did.". "Ay,and Iwas sorely tempted to hurt'
your fnce, Homer, 1.1'thu pnrson Bald, re«
gretfully. "God forgive me, but Iwas'
sorely tempted to do the Lord's work 'of
chastising you. Hut go, The troopers will
bo hero In a moment."

','Anrt me with no gun 1" Homer said
ruefully, as ho staggered toward his horBo.
"Me with no gun.".

'

"do," tho parson repeated Impatiently.
"Stnco you have, parted company, with
Goodwin and hla hellions there Is some
hope for you. I'll undertake to rhoJUfy
these soldiers, so that you' may return.'" . • ¦ •'. >(:]*•;;

"Ho turc will,"Brockman replied ai he
ehook the lines over the mules and the
«-aeon moved ouL "He'll go down sud-*
dej»Tlke If ever them troopers kick the
Ijoui,11off and start after him. Lit that
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