HE recent sad and suddem
death of Mr. Frank Norris
marks the los=s to the English

speaking world of one of the
greatest writers of the day. As an
suthoer he was just in his prime.
His last wovel, “The Octopus,” pub-
lished last year, has been recog-
nized both here and abroad as the
closest approximation to ithe great
American novel of anything that
has ever appeared from the pen of
any writer.

As a Californian Mr. Norris made
s name that brings the greatest
credit to his State; and as the su-
thor of “The Octopus,” Mr. Norris
wrotie the stromgest book om Cali-
fornia ever published.

This movel, under the author’s
primal idea~—so disastrously imter-
rupted by his death—was intended
io be the first of a series of three
Lbooks devoted teo that greatest of
il world forces, wheat. This story
woncerns itself with the growing of
the wheat. It was Mr. Norris’ ides
1o have the second book =a movel
with Chicage as a center and the
motif of the book wans the handling
of wheat by the brokers in the pits
while the third book of the trilogy.
should tell of the final distribution
of wheat in Eureope.

Fortunately “The Octopus” is
complete in itself, and as & matter
of fact would naturally be the most
interesting of the trilogy for us of
Lalifornia; for Mr. Nerris chose as
the scene for this book the most im-
mense wheat sield kmnown the
world over—our own plains of the
San Josguin Valley. The story
concerns itself with the life of the
farmers of the great plains and
their struggles mot omly with seoil
and against the mishaps of weather,
But al agalinst the ravemnous
sharks of the business world whe
hover arcund te tear avway the prof-
its from the tiller of the land.

As a novel this is the ncarest ap-
proach te the great American novel
se long sought for by critics d
public. As = stery, it will keep yom
sitting up nights wuntil you have
fimished it. The character studies
im this book are peculiarly Califor-
mian, and particularly accurate an
convineing. '

Immediately upon the death eof
My, Norris, realizing the great inter-
est that would naturally be awak-
ened in his last movel, “The Octo-
'-"—. masterpiece of fiction—The

unday Call forthwith made ar-
rangementis at great expense with
My, Norris’ publishers for the exclu-
wive rights of “The Octopus” for the
Pacific Coast.

The first instaliment of this great
book was published in The Sunday
Call of November 5, and but few
copies of that edition are left, so 1if
you wish to read “The Octopus” you
weuld better apply for the first is-
sue~—Sunday Call of November D—
at ence.

“The Octopus™ will be followed by
“The Gospel of Judas Iscariot,” by
Asren Dwight Baldwin, which has
created a tremendous furor both im
Eurepe and America. It throws a
mew light on the strange life, the
character and motives of this, the
meost bitterly execrated man in
either the biblical or profame his-
tory of all ages. ’

It shows the splendors, the vices
and follies, the wars and the feasts,
and the sporis and pleasures of
Rome as they bhave never been
shown before, and tells of the com-
ing of Christ and his long and glori.
ous struggle to establish his king-
dom of heavem on earth, and the
reianrkable part Judas played imn
kis crucifixion.

Then will eome “The Leopard's
Epots,” by Thomas Dizxon Jr.; “When
Knighthood Was in Flower,” by
Charles *Major; “The Centieman
From Indiana,” by Booth Tarking-
tom; “Tainted Gold,” by Mra. C. N.
Williamson, whose “Mystery Box,”
published n few weeks ago in The
Sunaay Call, was one of the best
stories in this remarkable series;

“The Turnpike House,” by Fergus
Huwme, ete., ete.

Just ponder over this list eof
books, as well as the names of the

writers, and remember youn get all
these stories free with The Sunday
Call. Other announcements will be
made later.
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")

While the words were yet in his mouth
the sound of the hoofbeats rgse to a roar,
and a great, beil-toned voice shouted:

“Annixter, Annixter, Annixter!”

It was Dyke's voice, and the next in-
stant he shot into view in the open square
in front of the house,

“Oh, my God!” cried Presle;.

The ex-engineer threw-the horse on Iits
haunches, springing from the saddle; and
s he did so the beast collapsed, shud-
dering, to the ground, Annixter sprang
from the window and ran forward, Pres-
ley following.

There was Dyke, hatless, his pistol in
his hand. a gaunt, terrible figure, the
beard Immeasurably long, the cheeks
fallen in, the eyes sunken. His clothes,
ripped and torn by weeks of flight and
hiding in the chaparral, were ragged be-
yond words, the boots were shreds of
leather bloody to the ankle with furious
spurring.

“Annixter!” he shouted, and again, roll.
::z his sunken eyes, “Annixter, Annix-

r

“Here, here!” cried Annixter,

The other turned, leveling his pistol.

“Give me a horse, give me a - horse,
quick, do you hear? Give me a horse, or
I'll shoot.”

“Steady, steady. That won't do. You
know me, Dyke. We're friends here.”

The other lowered his weapon.

“I know, I know."” he panted. ‘‘I'd for-
gotten. I'm unstrung, r. Annixter, and
I'm running for my life. They're not ten
minutes behind me.”

“Come on, come on,” shouted Annixter,
dashing stableward,-his suspenders flying.

“Here's a horse.”

“Mine?” exclaimed Presley.
wouldn't carry you. a mile.”

Annixter was already far ahead,
petinig ‘orders.

- > Buckskin!” he yelled. ‘“‘Get her
out, Bflly.. Where's the stableman? Get
out that buckskin. Get out that saddle.”

Then: follo minutes of furious haste,
Presley, . Annixter, Billy, the stableman,
and - himseif darting hither and
thither about the vellow mare, buckling,
strapping, cinching, their lips pale, their
fingeérs trembling with excitement.

“Wane anything to eat?’ Annixter's
head was under.the saddle fi%o as‘' he
tore at the cinch. ‘“Want anythjg
Wanrt any money? Want a ‘iun.’f

Dyke ot ¥

“He

trum-

“Water,"  peturpned
watched every spring. gm" k
toust.” .

“There's the hydrar}t,.‘Qulck now.Yy

“T got as far as th?"Kcmymver, but
they turned me back,’ he sdld between
breaths as he drank: " ! )

“Don’t stop to -talk."? :

“My mother, and-the little tad—"'

“I'm taking care of them. They're stop-
ping with me.”

“Here?”

“You won’t see 'em; by the Lord, vou
won't. You'll get away. .Where's that
back cinch strap, Bfily? ' God damn it,
are you golng to let him be shot before

he can get away? Now, Dyke, up you
go. Bhe’'ll kill herself running before they
can catch you.”

“God bless you, Annixter. Where's the
little tad? Is she well, Annixter, and the
mother? Tell them—"

“Yes, yes, yes. All clear, Pres? Let
her have her own gait, Dyke. You're on
the best horse in the county now. Let

g0 her head, Billy. Now. Dyke—shake
+shands? You bet I will. That's all right.
Y;s. God bless you. Let her go. You're
off."

Answering the goad of the spur and
glready quivering with the excitement of
the men who surrounded her, the buck-
skin cleared the stable corral in two
leaps; then, gathering her legs under her,
her head low, her neck stretched out,
swung into the road from out the drive-
way, disappearing in a blur of dust.

With the agility of a monkey, young
Vacca swung himself into the framework
of the artesian well, clambering aloft to
its very top. He swept the country with

& glance.
“Well?”’ demanded Annixter from the
ground. The others cocked their heads

to listen.

“] see him; T see him!” shouted Vacca.
“He’s going like the devil. He’'s headed
for Guadalafara.”

“Look back, up the road,
mission. Anything there?”

The answer came down .In & shout of
apprehension.

“There’s a party of men. Three or four
—on horseback. There's dogs with ’em.
They're coming this way. Oh, I can hear
the dogs. Amnd, say. oh, say, there's an-
other party coming down the lower road,
going toward Guadalajara, too. They've
got guns. I can see the shine of the bar-
rels. And, oh, Lord, say, there's three
more men on horses coming down on the
jump from the hills on the Los Muertos
stock range. Theyv're making toward
Guadalajara. And I can hear the court-
house bell in Bonneville ringing. Say, the
whole country is up.”

As young Vacca slid down to the ground
two small black and tan hounds, with
flapping ears and lolling tongues, loped
into view on the road in front of the
house. They were gray with dust, their
noses were to the ground. At the gate
where Dyke had turnéd into the ranch-
house grounds they halted in confusion
2 moment. One started.to follow the high-
wayman’s trail toward the stable corral,
but the other, quartering over the road
with lightning swiftness, suddenly picked
up the new scent leading on toward Gua-
dalajara. He tossed his head in the air,
and Presley abruptly shut his hands over
his ears. -

Ah. that terrible cry! deep-toned, re-
verberating like the bourdonpot & great
bell. It was the trackers exulting on the
trail of the pursued, the prolonged, rau-
cous howl, eager, omindus, vibrating with
the alarm of the tocsin, sullen with the
heavy muMing note of death. But close
upon the bay of the hounds came the
gallop of horses. Five. men, their eyes
upon the hounds. their rifles across their
pommels, their horses reeking and black
with sweat. swept by In a storm of dust,
gl.ir'}g}(‘ngl hootsDar;d streaming manes.

“That was Delaney’'s gang” med
An'rxr‘lhxter.h"l saw hlym."‘ el o s

““The other was that chap Ch 0"
sald Vacca, “S. Behrmnn'n’cou-rl’:.ﬂ“'
:mdthtwo tl!?'putifs w':u;‘ him; and the eﬂ&
n e white slouc a 3
trotg vjhn"I:;;d. $ w‘_‘ the "Sh

“By the they aren't e
dejlare;li Annixter, e Dot

s the men turned toward the h
again they saw Hilma and Mrs. Dykoen?:
the doorway of the little house where the
latter lived. They were looking out, be-
wildered, ignorant of what had happened,
But on the porch of the ranchhouse it-
self, alone, forgotten in the excitement,
Bidney—the little tad—stood, with pale
face and serious, wide-open eyes. She
had seen everything, and had understood.
Bhe said nothing. Her head Inclined to-
ward the roadway, she listened to the

toward the

e -

faint and distant baying 21‘ the dogs. _

Dyke thundered acroks the railway
tracks by the depot at Guadalajara not
five minutes ahead of his pursuers. Luck
seemed to have deserted him. The sta-
tion, usually so quiet, was now occupied
by the crew of a freight train that lay
on the down track: while on the up line,

near at hand and headcd in the same
direction, was a detached locomotive,
whose engineer and flreman recognized

him, he was sure, as the buckskin leaped
across the rails.

He nad no time 'to formulaie a p'an
since that morning, when. mr(n‘té_diqg%lh

at the headwaters of Broderson: Cr

on Quien Sabe; apd had all but fallénd

into the hands of the posse that-had heen
watching for that" very move.
to foil pursuvit by turfiing back: on . h
tracks to regaib: the:
Bonneville. Now Delapey
him. To distance that pos
thing to be thought of now.
longer a question of hiding titl “pursulf
should flag; they had driven him out from
the shelter of the moumams.‘xa'gimﬁto

é’&p almost . on
4¢ was= the only

this populous countryside’ wHEre an-en-
emy might be .met wnh‘a{» ‘ry turn
of the road. Now it wag [ife”af death.
He would either escape o ed. " He
knew very well that he @ver al-

low himself to beé takdaf aliv
had no mind to be Kkilled—
fight—till escape was bloekefi.
thought was to leave purshjie”

Weeks of flight had shafpens
every sense. As he turned
per road beyond Guadalajara be saw the
three men galloping down, from' Der-
rick’s stock range, making' {gr the road
ghead of him. They wauld-cut-him off
there. He swung the buckskin #bout. He
must take the Jower road across Los
Muertos from Guadalajara, and he must
reach it before Deétaney’s dogs and posse.
Back he galloped, the buckskin measur-
ing her length with every lerap. Once
more the station came in sight. Rising
in his stirrups, he looked across the fields
in the direction of the lower road. There
was a cloud of dust there. From a wag-
on? No, horses on the run.jand their
riders were armed! He could catch the
flash aof gun barrels. They were all clos-
ing in on him, converging on Guadalajara
by every available road. The uppef road
west of Guadalajara led straight to
Bonneville. That way was impossible,
TWas he in a trap? Had the time for fight-
ing come at last?

But as Dyke neared the depot at Gua-
dalajara his eye fell upon the detached
locomotive that lay quietly steaming on
the up line, and with a thrill of exulta-
tion, he remembered that he was an en-
gineer born and bred. Delaney’s dogs
were already to be heard and the roll of
hoofs on the lower recad was dinning in
his ears as he leaped from the buckskin
before the denaot. The train crew scat-
tered like frightened sheep before him,
but Dyke ignored them. His pistol was in
hand as, once more on foot, he sprang
toward the lone engine.

*“Out of the cah!"’ he shouted. *‘Both of
you. Quick, or I'll kill you both.”

The two men tumbied from the iron
aprcn of the tender as Dyke swung him-

self up, dropping his pistol on the floor of

the cab and reaching with the old instifict
for the familiar levers -
The great compound ‘hissed and trem-
bled as the steam was released and the
huge drivers stirred. turning slowly on
the tracks. But there was a- shout. De-
laney’s posse, dogs and men, swung into
view at the turn of the road, their fig-
ures leaning over as they took the curve
at -full speed.’ Dyke threw
wide open and caught up his revolver.
From behind came the challenge ‘of . a
Winchester.
were even closer than Delaney. They had

seen his maneuver, and the first shot of

the fight shivered the cab windows above
the engineer's head.

But spinning futflely gt first, the driv-
ers of the engine.at I scaught the rafls.
The engine moved, - anced, straveled
past the depot and the freight iin and,
gathering speed, rolled out on.the track
beyond. Smoke, black and bofiing,: shot
skyward from the stack; not a“joint that
did not shudder with the mighty  strain
of the steam: but the great iron brute—
one of Baldwin's newest and best—came
to call, obedient and docile as soon as
ever the great pulsing heart of it felt a
master hand upon fts levers, It gathered
its speed, bracing its steel muscles, {ts
thews of iron, and roared out upon the
open track, filling the alr with the rasp

of its tempest breath, blotting the sun- “

shine with the belch of its hot, thick
smoke. Already it was lessening in the
distance, when Delaney, Christian and
the Sheriff of Visalla dashed up to, the
st'x}tion. s cht
a2 posse had seen ev
"S.t'ugk! Curse the luegl"
the cowpuncher, g
But the Sheriff was already out of the
saddle and into the telegraph office,
“There's a deralling switch between
here un'g Pixley, isn’t there?) he cried.

“Wire shead to open it. We'll dcrn’g'ﬂ

- him thers. Come on.” He turned to

laney. and the others. They sprang lnn; =

the cab of the lacomotive that was at-
tached to the freight train.

“Name of the State of Californial™
shouted the Sheriff to the bewildered en-
gineer. “Cut off from your train.”

The Sheriff was ‘& _man to be obeyed
without hesitating. Time was not al-

.Jowed the crew of the freight train for
debating as to the right or the wrong of
requigitioning the engine, and before any
one thought of the safety or danger of
the affajr the freight engine was already
fiying out upon the down line, hot in pure
:;m of Dyke, now far ahead upon the up

4 \

thirst. he had uvgntured near ,(hé~s'prﬁi5f;;:

Jt) was«
uselegs now to rngmtéﬁhat he had".,nl‘

it was no°’

nfo the up-.

everything.

The party on the lower road,

ng.
vociferated -

nountains east of - |

“I remember perfectly well there's =
derailing switch between here and Pix-
ley,” shouted the Bheriff above the roar
of the locomotive. ‘“‘They use it in case
they have to derall runaway engines. It
runs right off into the country. We'll pile
him up there. Ready with your guns,

y8.
“If we should meet another traln com-
ing up on this track—" protested the

irightened engineer,

“Then we'd jump or be smashed. Hi!
look! There he is8.” As the freight en-
rlne rounded a curve, Dyke's engine came
nto view, shooting on some quarter of
a mile ahead of them, wreathing in whirl-
ing smcke. £

“Tne switch ain't much farther on,”
clamored the engineer. “You can see Pix-
le5 now.’”

yvke, his hand on the grip of the valve
that controlled the steam, his head out
of the cab window, thundered on. He
back in his old place again; once
moré he was the engineer; once more he
felt the engine quiver under him; the fa-
millar noises were in his ears; the fa-
miliar buffeting of the wind surged, roar-
ing at his face: the familiar odors of hot

steam and smoke reeked In his nostrils,
and on either side of him, parallel pano-
ramas, the.two halves of the landscape
sliced, as it were, in two by the clashing
wheels ‘of -his' engine, streamed by in
n and brown blurs. :

He found himself neuunf ta the old Y‘o-
sition on the cab “seat, leaning on his
elbow from the window, one hand on the
-controller. All at once, the Instinct of
.the pursuit that of late had become so
strong within him prompted him to shoot
a glance behind. He saw the other en-
gine on the down line, plunging after him,
rocking from side to side with the fury
of its gallop. Not yet had he shaken the
trackers from his heels; not yet was he
out of the reach of danger. He set his
teeth and, throwin; open .the fire door,
stoked vigorously for a few moments.
The indicator of ‘the steam gauge rose;
his speed Increased; a glance at the tele-
graph oles told him he was doing his
fty miles an hour. The freight engine
behind him was never bulilt for that pace.
Barring the terrible risk of accldent, his

ces were good.

But suddenly—the engineer dominating
the highwayman—he shut off his steam
and threw back his brake to the extreme
notch. Directly ahead of him rose a sem-
aphore, placed at a point where evident-
ly a derailing switch branched from the
line. The semdphore’'s arm was dropped
over the track, setting the danger signal
that showed the switch was open.

In an Instant Dyke saw the trick. They
had meant to smash him here; had been
clever enough, quick-witted enougly to
open the switch, but had forgotten the
automatic semaphore that worﬁd simul-
taneously with the movement of the ralls,
To go forward was certain destruction,
Dyke reversed. There was nothing for
it but to go back. With a wrench and
a spasm of all its metal fibers, the great

»

compound braced itself, sliding with rigid
wheels along the rails. Then, as Dyke
applied the reverse, it drew back from
the greater danger, returnihg toward the
less. Inevitably now the two engines, one
on the up, the other on the down line,
must meet and pass each other.

Dyke released the levers, reaching for
his revolver. The engineer once more be-
came the highwayman, In peril of his
life. Now, beyond all doubt, the time for
fighting was at hand.

The party In the heavy freight ne,
that lumbered after in pursuit, thelr eyes
fixed on the smudge of smoke on ahead
that marked the nth of the fugitive,
suddenly raised a shout.

“He's stopped. He's broke down.
Watch, now, and see if he jumps off.”

“Broke nothing. He'sg comln“ back.
Ready, now; he's got to pass us.

The engineer applied the brakes, but
the heavy freight locomotive, far less mo-
bile than Dyke's flier, was slow to obey.
The smudge on the ralls ahead grew

swiftly larger.
“MHe's co . He's coming—look out,
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jtherg’s, a shot. He's shooting already.”

A “Bright, white sliver of wood lea
intovthe air from the sooty window sill
of the cab.

“Firé on him! Fire on him!"

While the engines were yet two hun-
dred yards apart the duel began, shot an-
swering shot, the sharp staccato reports
punctuating the thunder of wheels and
the clamor of steam.

Then the ground trembled and
rocked; a roar as of heavy ordnance
developed with the abruptness of an ex-
plosion.” The two engines passed eacn
other, the men firing the while, emptying
their revolvers, shattering wood, shiver-
ing glass, the bullets clanging against the
metal . work as they struck and struck.
The men leaned from the cabs toward
each other, frantic with excitement,
shouting curses, the engines rocking, the
steam roaring; confusion whirling‘in the
scene like the whirl of a witch's dance,
the White clouds of steam, the black ed-
dles from the smokestack, the biue
wreaths from the hot mouths of revolvers,
swirling together in a blinding mase of
,vapor, spinning around them, dazing
tiem, dizzying them, while the head rang
with hideous clamor and the body twitch~

_ied ‘and trebled with the leap and jar of

“the tumult of machinery.

M{" clamoring, rnklnf with the
.smell o wder m‘ hot oil, spitting
‘déath, tless, huge, furious, an ab-

Tupt vision of chaos, faces, rage-distorted,
peering through smoke, hands gripping
outward from sudden duknm. prehen-
sile, malevolent; terrible as thunder, swift
as lightning, the two engines -met and

‘“He's hit,” cried Delaney. *“I know I
hit him. He can’t far now. After him
’:ro go through Bon-

again. He won't
..'l

t was true. Dyks had stood between
eadb and tonellsr mro:l‘llxgut ullth. tduotl,
exposed, reckless, thinking only of at-
tack and not of dotenu.‘:nd a bullet
from one of the pistols had grazed his
hip. How serious was the wound he did
not know, but he had no thought of giv-
ing up. He tore back through the depot
at Guadalajara in a storm of bullets, and,
glinging to the broken window ledge of
his cab, was carried toward Bonneviile,
n. over the long trestle and Broderson
%reek and through the open country be-
tween the two ranches of Los Muertos
and Quien Babe, ¢

But to go on to Bonneville meant certain
death. Before, as well as behind him, the
roads were now blocked. Once more he
thought of the mountains. He resolved
to abandon the engine and make another
final attempt to get Into the sheiter of
the hills in the northernmost corner of
Quien Sabe. He set his teeth. - He would
not give in. There was one mors fight
left in him yet. Now to try the final
hope.

He slowed the engine down,
ing his revolver, jumped from the
form to the road. He looked about

and, reload-
lat-
im,

listening. All around him widened an
ocean of wheat. There was no one In
sight.

The released engine, alone, unattended,
drew slowly away from him, joiting pon-

derously over the raill Joipts. As he
watched It go certain Indefinite sense
of abandonment, even in that moment,

came over Dyke. His last friend, that
had also been his first, was leaving him.
He remembered that day, long ago, when
he had opened the throttle of his first
machine. To-day it was leaving him
alone, his last ¥r1end turning agalnst
him.  Slowly it was going back toward
Bonneville, to the shops of the rallroad,
the camp of the enemy, that enemy that
had ruined him and wrecked him. For
the last time in his lifse he had been the
engineer. Now, once more, he became the
highwayman, the outlaw against whom
_all hands were ralsed, the fugitive skulk-
ing in the mountains,  listening for the
cry of dogs.

l)B,ut he would not give In. They had
not broken him yet. Never, while he
could fight. would he allow 8. Behrman

4, triumph of his capture.
lh}-ie fnun% h1£ wound was not bad. He
plunged Into the wheat on Quien Sabe,
making northward for a division house
that rose with its surrounding trees out

of the wheat lke an island. He
reached ft, the blood squelching In
his shoes. But the sight of two
men, Portuguese farm-hands, staring

at him from an angle of the, barn,
abruptly roused him to action, He sprang
ferward with peremptory commands, de-
manding a horse.

At Guadalajara, Delaney and the Sher-
Hf descended from the freight engine,

“Horses now,” declared the Sheriff.
“He won't go into Bonneville, that's cer-
tairn. He'll leave the engine between hers
end there, and strike off into the coun-
try. We'll follow after him now in the
saddle. Soon as he leaves his engine,
Le's on foot. Wae've as good as got him
now.” !

Thelr horses, including even the buck-
skin mare that Dyke had ridden, wers
still at the station. lTh.ir p.:;z swung
themselves up, ane A
“Here’'s my mount,” as he bestrods the
buckskin.

At Guadalajara, the two Dbloodhoun
were picked up again. Urging the J
horses to a galiog‘. the party set off alo
the upper road, keeping a sharp lookouw
to right and left for traces of Dyke's
abandonment of the engine.

Three miles beyond the long "ﬂ
they found S. Behrman holding his
dle horse by the bridle, and looking at-
tentively at a trail that had been
through the standing wheat on
Sabe. The party drew rein.

“The engine passed me on_ the tracks
further up, and empty,” sald 8. edm
“Roys. 1 think he left her here.

But before any one could answer, the
b'oodhounds gave tongue again, as they
picked up the scent.

“That's him,"” cried 5. Behrman. *“Get

on, boys.
They dashed forward, following
houndys. Behrman laboriously .l!'-’r

ed to his saddle, panting, perspiring, mop-
ping the roll of fat over his coat collar,
and turning in after them, trotting alo:
far in the rear, his great stomach an
tremulous jowl shaking with the horse's

alt.

:"What a day,” he murmured. “What a
av."”

Dyke’'s trall was fresh, and was follow-
ed as easily as If made on new-fallen
snow. In a short time, the posse swept
into the open space around the division
house. The two Portuguese wers still
there, wide-eyed, terribly excited.

Yes. yes, Dyke had been there not half
an hour since, had held them up, taken a
horse and galloned to the northeast, to-
ward the foothills at the headwaters of
Broderson Creek.

On again, at full gallop, through the
young wheat, trampling it under the fiy-
ing hoofs; the hounds hot on the scent,
baying continually; the men, on fresh
mounts, secured at the division  house,
bend‘ng forward in their saddles, spurring
relentlessly. 8. Behrman jolted along far
fo the rear.

And even then, harried through an open
country, where there was no place to
hide, it was a matter of amazement how
long a chase the highwayman led them.
Fences were passed; fences whose
tarbed wire had been slashed apart by
the fugitive's knife. The ground rose un-
der foot; the hills were at hand; still the
pursuit held on. The sun, long past the

meridian, began to turn earthward.
Would night eome on before they wers
up with him?

“Look! Look! Thers he {s! Quick,

there he goes!™

High on the bare slope of the neareat
bhill, all the posse. looking In the direction
of Delaney's gesture, saw the figure of a
horseman emerge from an arroyo, filled
with chaparral, and struggle at a labor-
ing gallop straight up the slope. Sud-
denly, every member of the party shout-
ed aloud. The horse had fallen, pitched
the rider from the saddle. The man rose
to his feet, caught at the bridle, missed
it and the horse dashed on alone. The
man, pausing for a second. looked around,
saw the chase drawing nearer, then, turn-
ing back, disapoeared in the chaparral.
Delaney raised a great whoop.

“We've got you now.”

Into the slopes and valleys of m
dashed the band of horsemen,
now so fresh that it could be easily dis



