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C O LO R A D O

C H A PTER  I

ñD R A P T H AT  G U N !ò

A long the w ell-rutted road, a bull outfit crept. The sun w as sliding dow n tow ard the
w estern hills. Its rays stream ed in a silvery sheen across the desert m esquite. A  cloud of fine
yellow  dust rose, stirred by the feet of hundreds of oxen. The yoked anim als sw ayed forw ard
patiently, laboriously. Behind them  the yellow  trail ribbon stretched m any arid leagues. In front
of them  it w ound its tortuous w ay for nearly a thousand m iles.

That ribbon pointed to the land of gold. It led through flood and drought, to exposure and
starvation, to possible attack by Indians or road agents. D uring the past decade, a quarter of a
m illion people had travelled this trail in ox team s, in coaches, behind m ules, and on horseback.
Every m ile of it had echoed the laughter of eager youth and the groans of despairing age. For
this w as the great O verland Trail.

In the train w ere tw enty-five w agons, built in St. Louis by J. M urphy for crossing the plains.
They w ere very large and strong. Each box w as covered w ith tw o heavy canvas sheets. In
addition to the bull w hackers there w ere tw o night herders, a cavvy driver, an extra hand, the
w agon m aster, and his assistant, thirty-tw o m en in all, each arm ed w ith Coltôs pistols and
M ississippi Yagers. It w as a Russell, M ajors &  W addell outfit, one of m any plying betw een the
M issouri River and the gold diggings.

A  young m an on a claybank pony cantered along the w agon train. H e w as slender and
berry brow n. For costum e he w ore fringed buckskin trousers, a hom espun hickory shirt, boots
run dow n at the heel, and a dusty slouch hat.

O ne of the drivers, a lank M issourian, hailed him . ñBoy, w here w e throw  off at to-night?ò
ñCottonw ood Springs, I hear,ò the rider answ ered.
ñH m p! H ope itôs near. O ur tails are shorely dragginô. Say, Tom , the bull boss w as lookinô for

you aw hile ago. H eôs up ahead som ew heres. Got back som e w hipped out.ò
ñD idnôt get the horses, then?ò
ñN o, sir. N either hide nor hair.ò
Tom  Collins w aved a hand in farew ell and rode to the head of the train. The w agon m aster,

colloquially called the bull boss, hailed him  as he drew  up. Sim  Rivers w as a long-bodied m an
about forty, slow  but reliable. A fter the fashion of the tim es, he w as heavily bearded.

ñRock along to the Springs, Tom , anô find us a good cam p ground,ò he gave instruction.
ñThereôs been a chance of pilgrim s along this trail to-day anô yesterday. A  lot of ôem  are likely to
be bunched up there thick as three in a bed. A nô tell the station m aster about that bunch of
stolen horses.ò

ñYou didnôt find óem , then?ò
ñLost the trail in the hills. Tell him  how  the Injuns jum ped ôem  in the night, Tom , anô how  I

got right after the lousy thieves.ò
ñYes, sir.ò
Tom  sw ung his horse and w as gone. H e w as a youth of few  w ords. Life in the open, often

alone, had m ade him  taciturn.
H e rode a sun-scorched plain beneath a brazen sky. The gray vegetation w as heavy w ith



dust. A  yellow  pow der filled every w rinkle of his clothes and sifted into his nostrils. H is throat
w as parched. But the young fellow ôs heart w as light. H e w as astride a good horse. The pungent
odour of the sage w afted to him . Shy antelope slipped gracefully through the shining chaparral.
M eadow  larks flung out their joyous sudden songs. It w as a good w orld for a m an w ho felt the
call of adventure in his blood.

Tom  pulled up. H is eyes had been caught by tracks in a sandy w ash running into the road.
H e dism ounted, dropped the bridle rein to the ground, and m oved forw ard to investigate. A
good m any horses had sw ung off from  the trail at this point. Som e w ere shod, som e not. They
had crow ded each other and blurred a good m any of the tracks. Very likely those driving the
anim als had sw ung them  around sharply at this point to take the draw  leading to the bluff a
quarter of a m ile back from  the road. It had been careless to leave the road just at this sand
w ash, if this really w ere the trail of the thieves. Probably, in the darkness, they had not
recognized the bluff until alm ost past the draw.

H e knew  he w as jum ping to a conclusion not yet established by the evidence. The sign he
had cut m ight have been left by a party of honest em igrants. But he did not for a m om ent
believe it. These hoof m arks had been m ade recently, and no sizeable outfit w ith horses had
passed the bull train for three or four days.

A  little glow  of excitem ent quickened his blood. O ne of the stolen horses had had a hoof
torn by the rocks. Tom  had noticed this w hile driving the cavvy only the day before. H is eyes
fixed them selves now  on this sam e ragged m ark printed on the sand. O ld Blaze had stam ped it
there.

W hat ought he to do? H e m ight ride back to Rivers w ith new s of his discovery. O r he m ight
follow  the thieves for a few  m iles and so, perhaps, obtain m ore definite inform ation. H e knew
w hich he w anted to do, and after only a m om ent of hesitation, he decided to yield to his desire.
Sw inging to the saddle, he jogged up the w ash tow ard the bluff.

Presently, another bit of evidence stared up at him . The riders follow ing the stolen anim als
w ere m ounted on shod horses. Therefore, they w ere not Indians. Probably they w ere m em bers
of the notorious W ilson gang against w hich Slade, division superintendent of the stage
com pany, had been w aging bitter w arfare. Yet this did not agree w ith the story told by Shep
H ods. Shep had been guarding the cavvy at the tim e of the night stam pede, and he had said
positively that the raiders w ere Indians.

Tom  follow ed the draw  to its head, then clim bed a steep hillside to the bluff above. H ere he
picked up again the trail of the horses and verified his conclusion that the riders herding the
bunch w ere upon m ounts w earing shoes. H e w as puzzled. O f course, H ods m ight have been
m istaken. But that w as not likely, since he w as a slow, m ethodical A rkansan w hose indolent
brain did not register snapshot im pressions.

The country grew  rougher. Its contour broke into hill w aves. The sage w as heavier, the
brush denser.

Young Collins knew  that it w as tim e to turn back, but he w anted to carry w ith him  as m uch
inform ation as possible. H e prom ised him self that he w ould go only as far as the next brow, a
prom ontory w hich jutted out above the surrounding country. The tracks he follow ed deflected
to the left, sw inging around the butte and into a sm all w ooded ca¶on that ran back of it.

H e had been a plainsm an for years, and som e sixth sense w arned him  that he w as draw ing
close to the hiding place of the robbers. The w hinny of a horse brought him  up short. H e slid
from  the saddle and grounded the reins, then m oved forw ard cautiously into the gulch. The
Colt w as at his hip, the Yager in his hands. A lm ost noiselessly, w ith the utm ost precaution, he



crept through the brakes into a sunny spot beyond. A n aspen thicket ran back from  the dry
creek to the w all of the ca¶on. H e stood crouched for a m om ent. Tim e to back-track, he told
him self. H e w as here to spy out the land, not to force an issue. If he should be discovered, he
w ould probably be shot dow n, after w hich the road agents w ould decam p.

W arily, he drew  back tow ard the brakes. A  tw ig snapped under his foot and startled him . H is
questing eyes stabbed at the cottonw oods on his right, at the fallen boulders close to the creek
bed, at the aspen thicket.

A  voice, low  and m enacing, shocked him  like the crash of a shot shattering the silence.
ñD rap that gun!ò
Tom  looked around. O n a boulder rested the barrel of a rifle, pointed straight at him . Back of

the w eapon w as a m anôs head. Chalky eyes w atched him  unblinkingly.
The young m an did not argue the point. H e w as trapped. From  his fingers the Yager slid to

the ground.
ñU nbuckle that belt!ò
A gain Tom  obeyed. The Colt dropped beside the rifle.
ñM ove right ahead,ò the voice ordered. ñK eep yore hands up anô go slow. . . . To the left

now  round the aspens. . . . Straight along the trail. . . . D onôt m ake a m istake, young fellow.ò
Tom  did not m ake a m istake. H e knew  that, if he failed to obey orders exactly, a bullet w ould

com e crashing through his back betw een the shoulder blades. The trail led into the aspens and
to the door of a log hut just back of them .

ñK nock on the door!ò
Tom  knocked.
There w as a m om entôs silence, then som eone said hoarsely. ñCom e in.ò
H e pushed the door open and took a step forw ard. It seem ed to Tom  that his heart ceased

beating. The room  w as filled w ith m en, and the w eapons of all of them  w ere trained on him .



C H A PTER  II

T R A PPED

It w as as though his entrance had rung a bell for silence. The eyes focused on him  w ere as
steady as the guns. N one of them  for an instant w avered.

Then the tension lifted. Som eone laughed a little, on a high false note of relief, at the sam e
tim e dropping the barrel of his shotgun.

There w ere five m en in the room , Tom  saw, not counting the one w ho follow ed him  inside
and closed the door. The young m an from  the bull outfit had an odd feeling that the stage had
been set for som eone else. The w rong actor had answ ered the cue. They had been expecting
som ebody, and instead he had inopportunely blundered in. H e could read surprise, even
bew ilderm ent, on their faces.

ñW ho in M exico are you?ò asked one.
H e w as a big m an, broad of shoulders, heavily bearded. Long hair fell thick to the coat in

black ringlets that began to show  the frost of years. H is cheek bones w ere high, his face harsh
and im perious. A t sight of him , Tom  felt goose quills run dow n his spine. The fellow  jolted in
him  som e strange fugitive m em ory that w ould not take form . In som e previous incarnation,
perhaps, he had know n and greatly feared this m an.

ñFound him  craw linô outa the brakes,ò explained his captor. ñSo I fotched him  along.ò
ñGood for you, D ave.ò Blackbeard turned his attention to the prisoner. ñD id Slade send you

here? H ow  m any com e along w ith you?ò
Tom  could not tell w hat answ er w ould best serve him . If he said he had friends near w aiting

for him , these m en m ight fear to destroy him . O n the other hand, if he told them  he had com e
alone, he m ight perhaps persuade them  that he had com e by chance. H e decided to tell the
truth.

ñIôm  alone. N o one w ith m e.ò
ñH ow  com e you here?ò
ñLookinô for strayed stock,ò he said. ñW e lost a bunch of horses w e w ere takinô to the next

stage station.ò
ñW e! W ho dôyou m ean by w e?ò dem anded the big m an harshly.
ñIôm  w ith a Russell, M ajors &  W addell bull outfit.ò
ñW hat m ade you ôlow  yore stock w as here?ò The black eyes of the m an stabbed at Tom

fiercely.
òI follow ed the trail a w ays, then I lost it. K inda stum bled up the gulch.ò
Tom ôs gaze m et steadily that of his questioner. H e knew  that he w as in danger, that the least

slip m ight condem n him . If these m en felt their ow n safety w as at stake they w ould not hesitate
to blot him  out.

A  thickset m an of m edium  height w earing a deerskin hunting coat thrust a question at Tom .
ñW hen did you lose this stock? A nô how ?ò

ñLast night. The cavvy got stam peded. The fellow  on guard claim ed he saw  Injuns, but he
w as right scared. O ur w agon boss figured the horses jest broke aw ay.ò

ñA nô you plum b happened to drift right spang thisaw ay,ò suggested a third m an sourly. H e
had a pallid face, cold, w ashed-out eyes, and m ustard-coloured hair.

ñYou m ight call that right funny, H olt,ò agreed the big m an w ith heavy irony. ñThe angels
sorta w afted him  here, I reckon.ò



ñI reckon theyôll w aft him  aw ay again, M ose, after w eôre through w ith him ,ò the cold-eyed
m an returned cruelly.

Tom  knew  now  w ho these m en w ere. The big fellow, the one w ho seem ed to be the leader,
w as M ose W ilson. H e w as at the head of a gang of outlaw s w ho plagued the Trail, stealing
horses from  the stage com pany and m oney and supplies from  the em igrants. O ccasionally they
m urdered; m ore often they left poor settlers w ithout supplies or stock to carry them  to the
prom ised land. It w as against this gang that Slade w as trying to protect the country in his
official capacity as superintendent of the division. Tom  had heard the nam es of several of them .
There w as Jim  H olt, and there w as M usgrove, and one D ave Pope. H e discovered a m om ent
later that the m an in the deerskin coat w as M usgrove.

ñLooky here,ò that individual said, ñw e got other fish to fry. D ave better go back anô keep a
lookout. W e can settle then am ongst us w hat to do w ith this pilgrim .ò

ñM usgrove is right,ò W ilson agreed. ñA nô w hen the tim e com es, D ave, give us the signal.ò
Pope grow led assent, w ith no enthusiasm . ñH e ainôt a-com inô, or, if he does com e, heôll have

a w hole passle of gun toters w ith him . Slade ainôt anybodyôs fool, not that I ever heerd tell of,ò
he said, m oving to the door.

ñIf he brings a bunch of his killers w ith him , w e got to be all the m ore careful, anô thatôs
likely w hat heôll do,ò W ilson grow led. ñM e, I never did like this fool notion, anyhow.ò

M usgrove, hard-eyed, looked his chief over coolly. ñYou w ould have liked it fine if it had a-
been yore ow n idea, M ose.ò

The big black m an glared at him . ñFellow, are you runninô on m e? D oncha do it. I been fed
on raw  m eat.ò

ñSure, M ose,ò the other answ ered lightly. ñYouôre a curly w olf from  Bitter Creek. You
bum ped off a fellow  in St. Joe onct, anô another on a river boat above N ew  O rleans, anô you
filled a bird w ith lead plum s atð atð lem m e see, that w as at St. Louis, w asnôt it?ò

ñN o, sir. A t Independence. A nô he w as a sheriff.ò
ñSure. H ow  com e I to forget that w hen I heard you tell it so often?ò draw led M usgrove w ith

obvious irony. H e w as w atching the big m an w ith a steady, unfaltering regard. The thum b of his
right hand hung hitched in the pocket of his hunting coat, not six inches from  the butt of a
derringer.

ñIôll tell it again,ò boasted W ilson. ñH e com e at m e w ith a w hole dam n posse, anô I drapped
him  like heôd been a w hite-tail buck. A ny rem arks?ò

ñW hy, noð no. I reckon not.ò
ñThen w hatôs all the talk about?ò snorted W ilson.
ñW hatôs the m atter w ith you tw o fellow s?ò H olt asked sulkily. ñCainôt you-all lay offôn each

other till w eôre through w ith Slade anô this kid? A fter that, you can w ild up all you doggone
please.ò

ñYouôre talkinô, Jim ,ò another m an spoke up, pouring him self a drink from  a bottle. H e w as a
fat little m an on the roly-poly order, and to Tom  he looked am iable and friendly. ñBusiness first.
Pleasure afterw ard, I say.ò

ñA ll right, Fat,ò M usgrove agreed w ith a shrug. ñSuits m e. Shove that bottle north by w est,
w ill you?ò

A  long m an w ith a big sandy m oustache pushed the bottle tow ard M usgrove. H e w as a
gross fellow, w ith red veins in his beefy cheeks. Tom  had noticed that though he had been
sam pling the bottle sulkily and industriously his cold, protruding eyes had follow ed M usgrove
and W ilson in their argum ent alm ost eagerly. There w as som ething sinister and secret in his



gaze, as though he w ere hoping for som e explosive developm ent betw een them . This w as
apparently a house divided against itself.

ñO bliged, O rton,ò said M usgrove, nodding at the long m an as he poured a drink into a tin
cup. ñSuits m e. Like Fat says, business first.ò

The prisoner, his eyes on O rton, had a feeling that the m an w as disappointed. W hat did the
fellow  w ant? H ad he som e private interest that w ould be served if these tw o m en fell out?

Tom ôs senses w ere keyed to keen tension. H e w atched each m an as he spoke. They w ere
outlaw s and bandits. M ost of them , perhaps all of them , w ere killers. H ow  far w ould they go in
his ow n case? W ould they think it necessary in order to play safe to put an end to him ? Could
he appeal to any one of them  w ith any hope of success?

Even w hile his brain w as busy, his eyes cast around the room  and m ade a discovery. In one
corner, flung together in a careless pile, w ere m occasins and breech clouts and A rapahoe head
dresses. H e knew  now  w hy Shep H ods had been deceived. The horse rustlers had dressed like
Indians before setting out on their raid.

ñQ uestion is w hat to do w ith this here pilgrim ,ò Fat said, com ing back to the order of the
day. ñH e com e bustinô in w ithout any by yore leave. H e better stay here, donôt you reckon?ò

ñPerm anent,ò W ilson said harshly.
Tom  felt as though som eone w ere w alking over his grave. A  shiver ran dow n his spine.
ñM aybe not,ò M usgrove differed. ñW hat w e got against him ? Com e to that, w hatôs he got

against us?ò
The pallid-faced m an H olt laughed, not pleasantly. ñH e jesô cam e to pay us a neighbourly

visit, M us thinks.ò
ñH e hasnôt got a thing on us, not a thing. Look at it reasonable. H e com es lookinô for a

bunch of horses anô draps in here. W ell, he ainôt found any horses, has he?ò
ñN o horses,ò agreed H olt. ñBut he found us. I reckon youôre forgettinô the other business,

M us. D o you figure on lettinô him  see it anô then turninô him  loose to tell God know s w ho?ò
M usgrove shook his head in w arning. ñW hat other business? N o, Jim , w eôll cache our

young friend in the gulch anô turn him  loose after a w hile.ò
ñN o sense to that,ò said the fat m an m ildly. ñW e donôt know  w hat he know s anô w hat he

donôt. Too bad, but w e got to play safe. I got nothinô against this kid, but you know  the old
m otto about dead m en not gossipinô.ò

ñYouôre speakinô right out in m eeting, Fat. Itôll be that w ay too,ò W ilson announced bluntly.
ñYouôre the big auger, are you, M ose?ò draw led M usgrove.
ñFellow, Iôll burn pow der quick,ò blustered W ilson. ñD onôt run on m e if you aim  to stay

healthy.ò
ñIôve had guys get on the prod w ith m e before, but Iôm  still doing business, big m an. N o

need to get ram bunctious w ith m e, M ose. Iôm  from  Texas.ò
ñW ell, Texas m an, draw  in yore horns. W eôre four to one here.ò W ilson snarled this out

arrogantly.
ñH old yore horses, both of you,ò cut in H olt. ñW hatôs bitinô you tw o? A ll friends here, ainôt

w e?ò
ñM aybe w e are anô m aybe w e ainôt,ò M usgrove said gently, stressing every syllable. ñM ose

seem s to have notions.ò
ñYouôre gettinô m ighty tender-hearted all of a sudden, M us,ò jeered H olt. ñThis bird com es

here bellyachinô about the broom tails he claim s to have lost anôð ð ò
M usgrove shot a question straight at Tom . ñD onôt claim  w eôve got ôem , do you?ò



ñN o, sir. They strayed off.ò Tom ôs gaze m et his steadily.
ñLost the trail quite a w ays from  here, eh?ò
ñBack three-four m iles.ò
ñN ever saw  us before, did you? W ouldnôt know  us again if you ever did happen to m eet up

w ith us?ò
Tom  shook his head. ñIôm  not lookinô for trouble.ò
ñW ell, Iôll say you done found plenty,ò Fat said am iably. ñW e gotta stop him  from  talkinô,

boys, looks like.ò
The prisoner w as standing in front of a w indow  m ade of the sm ooth skin of an anim al

instead of glass. If he could plunge through it! But there w as no chance. These m en w ere dead
shots, and they w ould plug him  full of lead instantly. H is hope of life depended upon
M usgrove. The Texan w as a hardy ruffian, and there seem ed to be a streak of obstinacy in him .
H e m ight stick to his point against them  all.

ñTalkinô about w hat, Fat?ò M usgrove asked. ñH ow  he found us here huntinô antelope?ò
ñW e donôt know  a thing about this fellow, w here he com es from  or w ho sent him ,ò the

plum p m an expostulated.
ñA ll w e know  is w here heôs going,ò W ilson added brutally.
ñW e got nothinô but his ow n say-so. N ow, ainôt that a frozen fact, M us?ò The placid voice

of the round little m an did not for an instant lose its friendliness. H e m ight have been
discussing the w eather. ñW ay I look at it, w hy itôs us or him . I donôt aim  to throw  dow n on
m yself. W hy take chances w e donôt have to?ò

ñChances! I been takinô them  all m y life. So have you. A ll of you.ò The Texanôs hard eyes
sw ept over his associates scornfully. ñIf you w anted things so soft anô safe, w hy didnôt you
stay back in the States anô raise corn? I reckon you w as afraid a m ule w ould kick you w hile you
w as ploughinô.ò

The plum p m an flushed. The cold gray eye of the Texan chilled him . H e did not w ant any
trouble w ith M usgrove. There w as about him  the om inous quiet of the fighting breed. Fat w as
no cow ard, but there w ould be sm all profit in taking up this challenge.

A s each m an spoke, Tom  looked at him . Excitem ent drum m ed in his veins. It w as his life for
w hich they fought. Presently, if the decision w ent against him , he w ould be horribly afraid, but
just now  he had no tim e for fear.

A t that m om ent, w hile the issue w as still in doubt, a voice from  outside cam e to them , a
voice hearty w ith the lustiness of robust life.

ñóLo, Jinny girl,ò it called.
The effect of that joyous shout w as am azing.
ñSlade,ò snarled W ilson, and instantly forgot that Tom  w as alive. It w as so w ith the others.

They seem ed to gather them selves together, w olflike, w eapons ready to strike, all eyes
focussed on the door about to be opened by the doom ed m an.

Tom  saw  his chance, the only one both for him  and for that m an outside w alking lightly to
his death. For, if they killed Slade, they m ust slay him  too in order to close his lips. H e w hirled,
dived head first for the w indow, his body as straight as that of one ready to split the w ater. The
tight skin covering the w indow  ripped like paper. A  derringer barked.

A s he struck the ground, before he rose lithely on all fours, Tom  shouted a w arning. H e
scuttled through the sage into the aspens, and as he ran he heard the roar of guns. O nce in the
thicket, he turned, looking back over his shoulder as he w orked his w ay through the slim  young
saplings.



H e saw  a m an, a blazing revolver in each hand, backing aw ay from  the cabin as he fired. The
outlaw s w ere in the open, close to the door, flam e darting from  their guns. O ne of them , Fat,
dropped his shotgun and leaned back against the cabin w all. O n his face w as an odd baffled
look. H is body sagged along the logs and slid to the ground.

Tom  crashed through the aspens. H e w as unarm ed and could not fight. H is aim  w as to
reach his horse. Too late, he tried to stop.

A  m an knelt on one knee, taking deliberate aim  at Slade. The m an w as D ave Pope. H e heard
Tom  at the sam e instant that Tom  saw  him . Pope half rose, facing Tom , but the young m anôs
body hurled him  to the ground. The outlaw  rolled over, dropping his w eapon. It fell scarcely a
foot from  the spot w here the young m anôs hand struck the leafy loam . Tom  snatched up the rifle
and w as off long before Pope could gather him self together.

Young Collins reached the brakes. ñIôm  w ith you,ò he called to Slade, w ho w as already
draw ing close to him . H urriedly he fired at W ilson, just as the big m an retreated into the house.

Sladeôs guns still roared. H e backed into the brakes and flashed one look at Tom , a look of
keen and searching scrutiny. The m anôs eyes flam ed w ith the lust of hot battle.

ñQ uien es?ò he dem anded.
ñA  friend. W ith a bull train of the com pany. They stam peded our horses anô I com e lookinô

for them .ò
The battle had died dow n. The bandits w ere draw ing back into the cabin. The tw o m en w ho

had escaped m oved into the ca¶on. H ere Slade found his horse w here he had left it.
ñD id they get your m ount?ò he asked.
ñI donôt reckon so. I left it off the trail farther dow n.ò
ñFirst off, w eôll get it,ò Slade said w ith crisp decision.
The superintendent of the division w as a lean-loined, dark-eyed m an. H e carried his w eight

w ith the light ease of an athlete, a hint of arrogance in his bearing. In age, he w as probably in
his late tw enties. H is lips w ere like a steel trap, his gray eyes cold and steely. Vigour and force
show ed in his clean-cut face. W hatever his faults, he w ent the w ay of the strong. Tom  w ould
have know n that even if the m anôs nam e had not been flung far and w ide over the frontier.

Tom  recovered his horse, w hich w as nibbling brush on the edge of the dry w ash w here he
had dism ounted.

ñYoung fellow, w hatôs your nam e?ò asked the older m an.
ñTom  Collins. Iôm  extra m an w ith Riversô outfit.ò
ñD id these fellow s steal your stock?ò
ñYes, sir. Eight horses for the stage. W e w ere takinô them  to Cottonw ood.ò
ñSure it w as this bunch that took ôem ?ò
ñThey w ere dressed as Injuns. I saw  the m occasins and headdresses in the cabin. W hile I

w as com inô up the gulch, I heard a horse nicker.ò
The stranger stroked for a m om ent his m oustache, evidently in reflection. Presently he

spoke.
ñM y nam e is Sladeð Joseph A . Slade, superintendent of the division. Youôve heard of m e?ò
ñYes, sir.ò
W ho in this W estern country had not heard of Slade? H e w as a despot in his division, a

terror to the bad m en w ho infested this region. Even Indians on the w arpath gave his locality a
w ide berth. Far and w ide his reputation had been flung. A lready the fictions that have m ade a
legend of his nam e w ere beginning to accum ulate. W hen M ark Tw ain m et him  a little later, on
the hum ouristôs w ay to N evada, the superintendent w as credited w ith having killed tw enty-



eight m en. Slade w as held to be faithful to his trust, rigidly honest, and fearless, the very type
of m an to hold in check thieving Indians and law less desperadoes. To a cheerful tem peram ent
w ere added w it, generosity, and a personal m agnetism  that tied his friends to him  w ith ropes of
steel. The evil qualities that later ruined his life and m ade him  a m enace to society w ere not yet
dom inant in him , or at least w ere generally held in check. O nly w hen in liquor did he let these
override his judgm ent. H e w as a killer, cold-blooded and rem orseless, but he fought on the side
of society in his earlier years. Tom  had once heard an old-tim er say that Slade had never killed
anyone w ho did not need killing.

ñI aim  to get those horses,ò the superintendent said. ñH ow  about you, young fellow ? W ill
you go through?ò H e looked at his slim  com panion, lank as a shad, out of cold gray eyes used
to appraising m en. ñIf you are scared to tackle this, say so now. I donôt w ant anyone w ho w ill
quit on the job.ò

Tom  grinned. ñIôm  som e scared, but Iôll go through.ò
Slade sm iled, the w arm  and genial sm ile that m ade him  friends in spite of the evil in the m an.

H is hand fell approvingly on the shoulder of young Collins. ñFine, boy. Iôm  sure you w ill.ò
ñI reckon the horses are over thataw ay,ò Tom  said, pointing to the left. ñBack of the head of

the gulch.ò
ñIf they are here at all, I know  w here they are,ò Slade said. ñI ought to know. That cabin w as

built by m e. M y w ife and I used to live there. W e keep it furnished, and once in a w hile w e go
there. These scalaw ags sent m e a m essage saying she w as here now  w aiting for m e. Iôve been
expecting her, so I cam e.ò H e flashed an apprehensive look at Tom . ñShe isnôt there? They
havenôt got her prisoner?ò

ñN ot in the cabin,ò Tom  replied.
ñJust a trick to trap m e,ò Slade said. ñI thought it funny she didnôt com e on to Cottonw ood

if she had travelled this far. They w ould have got m e too if it hadnôt been for your yell and the
first shot at you. Soon as I heard ôem , I had m y six-shooters out and w as backing from  the
cabin. Good for you, boy.ò

ñI w as savinô m y ow n bacon too,ò Tom  answ ered, a little em barrassed.
A lready Sladeôs m ind had passed to the business on foot.



C H A PTER  III

ñO N E D O G G O N E LIT T LE B U LLET ò

ñListen, young fellow,ò Slade began. ñW eôll drift dow n the gulch and sw ing a w ide circle.
The stock is in a little park back of the cabin. Thereôs no telling w hat luck w eôll have. M ay have
to fight our w ay in and out again. M ay get the cavvy slick as a w histle w ithout a shot fired.
Point is that, if I send you for reinforcem ents, this outfit w ill have lit out before you get back.
Itôs now  or never.ò

Tom  nodded. ñYes, they w onôt w ait long before pullinô out.ò
They rode out of the gulch to the cow -backed hills beyond. Slade led the w ay, w inding in

and out am ong them  w ith the certainty of one w ho knew  every fold of the land w aves. They
travelled at a fast road gait. It w ould not do to have the horses w inded before the scene of
action w as reached. Tom  noticed that they w ere gradually clim bing, and also that they w ere
draw ing back to the place w here the little park m ust be situated.

ñClose now,ò Slade said. ñThe rim  of the park is just ahead there.ò
The tw o riders pushed through the brush to a rock rim  and looked dow n into a green park.

A t the far end w as an aspen grove. H ere, beyond the park, lay the cabin w here Tom  had been a
prisoner. H e could not see it for the aspens, but he w as sure of its location. A  bunch of horses
grazed in the valley. N ot far from  them  sat a m an on a rock. H e carried a rifle. Even from  this
distance Tom  recognized the long aw kw ard figure. The m an w as O rton.

ñCanôt get m uch closer w ithout him  seeing us,ò Slade said. ñW eôll hotfoot dow n there
licketty split. Soon as he sees us, w eôll begin firing. H eôll probably cut for cover, even if w e
donôt hit him .ò

The riders put their horses dow n the slope as fast as w as safe. Glancing idly around, O rton
caught sight of them . H e let out one w ild yell of dism ay, flung a random  shot tow ard them , and
legged it for the aspens. N either Slade nor Tom  w asted am m unition on him . They galloped into
the valley, one sw inging to the right and the other to the left, until they had circled the rem uda.
Slade lifted the coyote yell to startle the horses and fired tw ice in the air.

A  black stallion flung up his head, w hinnied in alarm , and started the stam pede tow ard the
rim . A t his heels flew  the other horses. The tw o m en flanked the runaw ays, one on each side, to
direct their course.

They w ere half up the slope before they caught sight of the pursuit, a com pact little group
of riders em erging at a gallop from  the aspens. A  bullet struck the sand slide in front of Tom .
Puffs of sm oke from  their guns show ed that those below  w ere firing as they rode.

It w as rough and heavy going up the rocky slope. Tom ôs claybank w ent up the loose shale
like a cat, the shoulder m uscles standing out as the pony reached for hoof holds. The business
in hand so preoccupied his attention that Tom  could not turn to see w hat the pursuers w ere
doing. But he could hear the sound of shooting, sporadic and occasional.

The claybank clam bered up the rock rim , and Tom  sw ung round, silhouetted for a m om ent
against the skyline. In one sw eeping glance, he took in the situation. The five outlaw s w ere still
in the valley, just beginning to take the incline tow ard the rim . O ne of them  fired at Tom  as he
stood there. The bullet cut a tw ig from  a pine tw o feet from  his head. Slade w as driving his
m ount up the last rocky ascent, tw enty or thirty feet below  Tom . H is right arm  hung lax. The
bridle rein w as in his left hand. Plainly, he w as w ounded.

Tom  raised his rifle, took careful aim , and fired. O ne of the horses in the valley w ent dow n,



flinging its rider from  the saddle. A  m om ent later Slade w as beside him .
ñYouôre hit,ò Tom  said.
ñPlugged through the arm . Get back from  the rim , boy.ò Slade spoke curtly, incisively, w hile

the horseôs body heaved betw een his legs from  the strain of the clim b. ñW e got to hold ôem
here a w hile, one of us. Iôll stay. H ead straight for the em igrant trail and your bull train. Bring
help if I donôt show  up.ò

Tom  slid from  the saddle. H e knew  that Slade, w ounded as he w as in the shooting arm ,
could offer no adequate defence. ñIôm  stayinô,ò he said. ñYou light outa here pronto.ò

W ithout w aiting to argue the case, he dropped to his knees and crept forw ard through the
bushes. Four horsem en, not bunched, w ere riding the rocky shoulder straight tow ard him . For a
fraction of a second Tom  w as nervous and unsteady. Then the panic passed. H e w as quite cool
and sure of him self. H e fired. A nother horse lost its footing and sank dow n.

N ot ten feet from  him , a Coltôs revolver barked. H e looked around, to see Slade crouched
behind a tw isted pine.

ñW eôll stand ôem  off here,ò the w ounded superintendent said.
A lready they had at least delayed the pursuit. The m en below  w ere slipping from  their

horses and taking cover behind boulders.
ñD onôt fool w ith the m en. Pick off the horses,ò Slade ordered.
Tom  loved horses. Every one he ow ned becam e his friend. It seem ed horrible to shoot them

dow n for no fault of their ow n. But lives w ere at stake. H is first bullet struck one in the flank.
The anim al gave a cry of pain and galloped across the brow  of the hill. The other tw o horses
joined the flight.

ñGood w ork,ò called Slade. ñN ow, boy, back to our ow n horses and follow  the herd.ò
They flung them selves into their saddles and struck a gallop. A cross the hills they could

see the dust of the stam peded rem uda.
ñTheyôre headed dow n. A ll w eôve got to do is to follow  and round ôem  up,ò Tom  said. ñH ow

about yore arm ? Is it pretty bad? D o you figure you can m ake it?ò
ñM ake it? Iôve got to. But I ainôt right happy w ith that arm . The blue w histler m ust have

sm ashed a bone in m y elbow. Itôs sure sending m e plenty of notice w here itôs at.ò
ñI could tie it up, if w e stopped.ò
ñN o, sir. W eôll keep going.ò
Tom  looked back. ñN o sign of ôem  yet. If w eôre lucky, those fellow s back there w ill never

catch us.ò
ñIf theyôre lucky, you m ean. Som e of ôem  w ould sure go to sleep in sm oke if they com e too

close.ò
They rode sw iftly across the hills, draw ing nearer to the band of horses. The anim als had

recovered from  their fright and w ere grazing on bunch grass w hen the riders reached them . It
proved to be no trouble to sw ing them  into a draw  and head the leaders tow ard the road.

ñTheyôre our horses all right,ò Slade said.
ñW eôve picked up a bigger bunch than they stole,ò Tom  replied. ñBut I reckon the com pany

can use ôem .ò
ñGood thing for Joe Slade you decided to follow  their trail a w hile ago w hen you struck

it. . . . H ow  far back is the bull train?ò
Tom  noticed that the m an w as drooping in the saddle, that his shoulders w ere sagging and

his voice tired.
ñN ot so far.ò Tom  ranged alongside of him  and unfastened from  the saddle his canteen.



Slade took a drink.
ñIôll tie a w et handkerchief round yore arm ,ò Tom  said.
H e did so. The older m an sw ayed a little in the saddle.
ñD onôt you let m e quit long as you can prod m e w ith a goad,ò the superintendent said. ñIf I

play out, get up behind m e and head for the bull outfit.ò
ñRivers is right good w ith w ounds. W eôll m ake it there, M r. Slade.ò
ñYep. Stay by m e, boy.ò Slade grinned, ruefully. ñIôve been shot up, se-ve-re-al tim es. O ld

Jules ordered a coffin for m e one tim e, but I fooled him . It kinda annoys m e that Iôm  feeling so
puny. I never w as so plum b tired of one little doggone bullet before. It hit m y funny bone, I
expect.ò

They plodded on, Slade clinging to the horn as he drooped m ore and m ore. Tom  rode knee
to knee w ith him , one arm  around the w aist of the w ounded m an. The recovered horses jogged
on in front of them .

They reached the road of the O verland Trail. In the distance, Tom  could see a cloud of
yellow  dust m ade by a large outfit. Probably this w as the bull train.

ñW eôre real close,ñ Tom  said by w ay of com fort.
For answ er, Slade lurched forw ard in the saddle.
Tom  sw ung dow n and caught the body, propping it along the neck of the horse. H e took

the reins and m oved forw ard, one arm  steadying the lim p figure in the saddle.
It seem ed to him  that they travelled m iles. Som etim es he looked back to m ake sure they w ere

not pursued.
The bull train drew  near. A  m an cantered out from  it tow ard him . H e saw  that it w as Rivers.
ñFound the horses, did you?ò he called. Then, catching sight of the w ounded m an, he

asked another question. ñW hatôs w rong? W ho you got there?ò
ñM r. Slade,ò answ ered Tom . ñThe W ilson gang shot him  up. They stole the stock anô w e

brought it back.ò
ñSlade!ò exclaim ed Rivers, astonished.
The w ounded m an raised his body w ith som e effort. ñThey laid a trap to kill m e. This boy

here saved m e. Iôm  feeling m ighty trifling. Youôll have to put m e on one of the w agons, Sim .ò
Rivers lifted him  from  the saddle.



C H A PTER  IV

T O M  LO SES H IS K N IFE

H alf an hour later, Tom  w as once m ore riding tow ard Cottonw ood Springs. Rivers had given
him  explicit instructions to ride back to the outfit if he saw  any sign of the road agents.

ñSplit the w ind back thisaw ay hel-a-m ile, Tom ,ò he said. ñD onôt take any chances w ith those
scalaw ags. Theyôd sure do you a m eanness if they could. But I donôt reckon youôll see them . It
ainôt hardly reasonable that they w ould com e close to the trail in open daylight so soon.ò

Tom  w as of that opinion him self. It turned out he w as right. A t any rate, he reached
Cottonw ood unm olested.

H e had been told to select a good cam p ground close to w ater and grass. A  stretch near the
stream , about three hundred yards from  the station, seem ed to fill the requirem ents. A  covered
w agon outfit w as cam ped near, but there w as plenty of room  for the bull train, too.

Young Collins rode up to the w agon. A  red-bearded m an appeared and looked at him  in
surly fashion w ithout offering a greeting.

ñRight hot to-day,ò Tom  said. ñSkeeters bad at our cam p last night. Green-headed flies
troublinô our stock som e.ò

The m an stared at Tom , ignoring his friendly lead.
Tom  tried again. ñW eôll be neighbours to-night, looks like. M y outfit is on the road headinô

this w ay. Jest pulled up to say óH ello!ô as I w as passinô.ò
ñYore outfit ainôt cam pinô on this slope,ò the m an returned, a threat in his voice.
ñU p there.ò Tom  indicated the place w ith a sw eep of the hand. ñPlenty of room  for you anô

us too. W eôll not disturb you.ò
ñYou canôt jum p m y feed ground, not w ithout a fight,ò the m an grow led.
Tom ôs gaze took in the w ide sw eep of grass and then the little bunch of m ules not far aw ay.
ñW e donôt allow  to do that,ò he said. ñBut thereôs plenty here for all of us, feed and w ater

too.ò
ñSay, young fellow, donôt argue w ith m e.ò The m anôs voice w as heavy w ith m enace. ñIôm

Buck Com stock, if you w ant to know, anô I ainôt scared of any slit-eyed son of a sea cook this
side of the River,[1] or the yon side either. Iôm  a bad m an to m onkey w ith, anô no pilgrim  can run
on m e anô m ake the riffle.ò

Tom  w as careful not to let the grow ing resentm ent inside reach either voice or m anner. H e
did not w ant to quarrel, and in any case every m an w orking for the com pany had definite orders
not to engage in fights. H e spoke softly.

ñIôm  not tryinô to run on you, M r. Com stock. Iôm  m entioninô that our outfit w ill cam p on this
slope to-night.ò

Com stockôs face took on an ugly expression. H e w as a thickset m an of m edium  height w ith
heavy rounded shoulders. H is eyes w ere sm all and black.

ñIf you com e, com e a-shootinô, for there w ill sure be sudden trouble.ò The m anôs sulky
anger reached the point of explosion. ñSay, donôt sit up there anô tell m e w hat youôll do. Git
dow n offôn that horse, anô right now  Iôll beat yore head off.ò

It w as characteristic of Tom  that he grew  cold instead of hot as anger stirred in him . ñYou
w ant too m uch for a bit, M r. Com stock,ò he said. ñLast fellow  w ho beat m e up drug m e from  the
saddle.ò

ñD onôt you git heavy w ith m e, young fellow, or Iôll show  you.ò Com stock took a step



tow ard him  and stopped. H e did not w ant to m ake any m istake. H e had observed a brow n hand
sliding casually tow ard the butt of a revolver. O n the face of it this stringy, gangling boy ought
to be an easy subject to pick upon, but the steady eyes held a quiet resolution that w as
disconcerting. ñSay, git dow n jest a m inute anô Iôll give you four bits. Iôll give you a dollar.ò

ñCash on the barrel head?ò asked Tom .
ñIôll learn you to get funny w ith m e. For half a plug of tobacco, Iôd yank you dow n anô skin

you alive.ò
Tom  said no m ore. H e sat m otionless in the saddle for a few  m om ents, w aiting for the m an to

m ake his choice, and w hile he w aited, his eyes w ere fixed steadily on the cam per. Then, slow ly,
he sw ung his horse and rode to the station.

To the station boss he m ade a report on the theft and recovery of the horses and of the
w ounding of the superintendent. This done, he returned to the cam p ground.

The m an w ho had given his nam e as Buck Com stock hailed him  and w alked forw ard, a
shotgun under his arm . Tom  drew  up, w atching him  carefully. If the fellow  m eant to m ake
trouble, he did not intend to be caught by surprise.

ñH ow  big an outfit you-all got?ò dem anded Com stock.
The m an on horseback told him .
ñYou tell yore boss if he cam ps here heôs got to pay m e for using m y feed ground.ò
ñH ow  did it get to be yore ground?ò asked Tom . ñLooks to m e like part of a m illion m iles of

open range.ò
Com stock sw ore violently. ñI done told you onct not to git heavy w ith m e. Tell him  w hat I

said. Thatôs all you got to do. U nderstand?ò
A  faint satiric sm ile lit the eyes of the young m an. ñYouôll get a chance to tell him  yore ow n

self, likely, w hen he drifts around. N o need for an interpreter. You m ake yore ow n funeral
oration.ò

ñIôll sure tell him , by gum , w hat I think of him  if he tries to jum p m y feed ground.ò
ñD onôt tell him  out loud. H e m ight hear you,ò advised Tom .
Com stock struggled inarticulately w ith a com plexity of desires. H e w anted to punish this

im pudent youth w ho refused to be brow beaten. H e w anted it understood distinctly that he w as
a bad m an of sorts. Yet all the cupidity of his dull m ind m ade him  eager to hold up the freight
outfit for the cam p ground.

ñW ho is this pilgrim  that runs yore outfit?ò he blustered. ñH e sure canôt run over m e. Iôll
m ake him  clim b a tree.ò

Tom  dropped a bom b, very casually. ñH is nam e is Slade.ò
ñSlade!ò The m anôs jaw  dropped.
ñJoseph A . Slade.ò
The cam per w as taken aback. H e stood open-m outhed w hile his slow  brain tried to cope

w ith this developm ent. Slade! Slade the killer! H e tried both to back-track and to save his face.
ñIôm  sure enough no m an to go around lookinô for a fuss, but if som eone brings one anô lays

it on m y lap, w hy I aim  to take care of it. But in regards to M r. Slade, Iôve alw ays heard tell heôs a
right fair m an, anô I w onôt m ake no holler if he w ants to cam p here.ò

ñW onôt m ake him  clim b a tree or anything?ò asked Tom  innocently.
Com stock glared at him . ñIôd sure give six bits for a chanct to w ork you over, young fellow,ò

he grow led.
Tom  laughed. H e w as not afraid of this m an, and, in any case the superintendentôs

reputation protected him . There w as som ething so im placable about Sladeôs vengeance w hen



he w as aroused that desperadoes sidestepped an issue w ith him .
There w as the historic case of Jules Reni, the story of w hich w as know n w herever

frontiersm en gathered. Slade and Jules had quarrelled. The Frenchm an, com ing on the other
unarm ed, em ptied the contents of a shotgun and a revolver into his body. W ith thirteen
buckshot and bullets in his person, Slade w as lifted into a bunk. H e heard Jules give directions
for burying him  and sat up to gasp out that he w ould live to w ear the Frenchm anôs ears on his
w atch chain. H e did. A fter the superintendentôs recovery m onths later, Jules returned to the
division, from  w hich he had been driven. H e publicly threatened to kill his enem y at sight. Slade
forestalled him . H e had the m an arrested, tied to a post, and held a prisoner. U pon his arrival,
Slade shot him  in cold blood.

Tom  rode aw ay to a distance of a hundred yards, dropped the bridle reins to the ground,
and began to gather buffalo chips for fuel. Earlier cam pers had largely exhausted the supply.
Tom  took an ax from  its place under the stirrup leather and, w ith a rifle in the other hand,
strolled dow n to the stream . A  drove of w ild turkeys w ere roosting in the cottonw oods. H e shot
four and drew  them . Then he chopped dead and dow n trees for the cam p fire. The covered
w agons w ere already draw ing in to the cam p ground before he had finished.

The ax across his shoulder, Tom  w alked tow ard the outfit. Shouts of m en, the rum ble of
w heels, the baw ling of cattle filled the air. Long w hips cracked. Q uick fires from  the buffalo
chips Tom  had gathered w ere already sending up stream ers of sm oke.

W ith a yoke of oxen and a logging chain, Tom  dragged to the cam p the w ood he had cut.
A s he returned to the cam p, he noticed w ith som e am usem ent that Com stock w as on hand
trying to ingratiate him self w ith Rivers.

ñA nô if thereôs anything I can do for you or M r. Slade, w hy oô courseð ð ò
ñN othing,ò replied Rivers. ñM r. Slade is going to D enver to have his arm  looked after. H eôll

take the stage to-m orrow.ò
Tom  heard no m ore. H e w as busy about his w ork and caught only so m uch of the

conversation as he w as passing.
It w as dark long before supper w as ready. A fter he had eaten, Tom  stuffed the turkeys he

had shot and, w ithout picking the feathers from  the birds, coated them  w ith three inches of
daubed m ud. H e scooped a place am ong the hot coals, dug aw ay som e dirt, put the turkeys in
the hollow, covered them  w ith ashes, and piled the fire above the spot. Left there all night, in
the m orning they w ould be baked to a delicious flavour.

Tom  discovered that his hunting knife w as m issing. H e rem em bered that he had used it
am ong the cottonw oods after he had shot the turkeys, and in the darkness he w alked dow n to
get it. Since he w as w earing m occasins, he m ade no sound as he m oved.

A  m urm ur of voices cam e to him . Tom  opened his m outh to call, assum ing that som e of the
team sters had drifted dow n to the river. But he changed his m ind about shouting out his
presence. The m osquitoes w ere singing all about him  in the w illow  bushes. This w as a queer
place to choose for a private conversation. H e drew  closer, along the edge of the w illow  fringe.
Tw o m en w ere crouched on the bank under a cottonw ood. Their backs w ere tow ard him , but he
recognized one of the voices. It w as that of Buck Com stock. H e could m ake out som e of the
w ords.

ñ. . . bust his arm  . . .ò
The other m an m ade som e com m ent. Tom  could not hear w hat it w as, nor did he get w hat

follow ed. Presently there cam e a snatch once m ore in Com stockôs heavy grow l.
ñ. . . stage for D enver to-m orrow  . . .ò



The other m an laughed, an evil laugh. For the first tim e Tom  m ade out som ething of w hat he
said.

ñ. . . start but never get there . . .ò
That w as all. The m en rose from  w here they sat and m oved aw ay, in the direction of the

station. They separated, not far from  Com stockôs w agon, the unknow n m an going on alone.
Presently Tom  follow ed him . H e w anted to see w here he w ent and w hom  he m et. A fter that,

it w ould be tim e to report to Rivers w hat he had learned. The bull boss m ight dism iss it as
unim portant, and very likely he w ould be right. But Tom  w as not ready yet to believe this. If he
could get som e m ore evidence, som ething to confirm  the snatches of m urm ured talk, he w ould
have a story Rivers m ight give attention to.

The stranger m oved tow ard the station roadhouse. Som ething in his build or in his gait
seem ed fam iliar to Tom . The fellow  w as tall and aw kw ard. H e sham bled as he w alked. A fter a
m om entôs hesitation, Tom  follow ed him  into the drinking place.

Instantly, he w ished he had been m ore discreet. For, as Tom  stood in the doorw ay, the m an
w ho had preceded him  turned and their eyes m et.

The m an w as O rton, the fellow  he had seen a few  hours earlier w ith M ose W ilson.

[1] ñThe River,ò as used by the em igrants of ô59, alw ays m eant the M issouri.



C H A PTER  V

H O W  D EER  EY ES T H R EW  A ST IC K  AT  T O M

O rtonôs red-veined beefy face grew  purple. H e glared at Tom  savagely. N ot m any m en in
this part of the country knew  him , and he had not expected to be recognized.

The road agent w as nonplussed. H e could not safely follow  his im pulse, w hich w as to force
a quarrel on Tom  and shoot him  dow n: not here, in the stronghold of the enem y, w ith com pany
servants probably w ithin call. H e sm othered his rage, externally at least, and called on the
bartender for a drink of rum .

Tom  sat dow n on a bench, his back to a w all. They w atched each other, the boy and the
bandit, w ithout appearing to do so. Except the keeper of the place, there w as nobody else in the
room . Tom  w as w aiting only for a few  m inutes to pass before leaving. H e did not w ant O rton to
think that he w as afraid to stay. Soon, now, he w ould stroll casually out, and as quickly as
possible w ould get w ord to Rivers that the road agent w as here intent on m ischief.

The door opened. A  girl w alked in, a young A rapahoe Indian nam ed D eer Eyes. She w as the
daughter of a scout know n as Spit-in-the-Fire. Tom  had seen her around her fatherôs tepee both
here and at Julesburg. The girl cam e in shyly, half a dozen young sage hens in her hand.

ñM r. M assieð he here?ò she asked the bartender.
ñN ot right now. H eôs out w ith the bull outfit. W ant to trade yore birds?ò
She said she w anted to exchange them  for pow der and shot.
ñLeave ôem  here. H eôll settle w ith Spit-in-the-Fire.ñ
O rtonôs cold, protruding eyes had fastened on the girl the m om ent she entered the room .

She w as the m ost attractive Indian w om an Tom  had seen. H er brow n skin w as fine-textured,
soft as satin. The eyes that lifted diffidently w hen she spoke w ere soft and liquid, doglike in
their fidelity. D espite the slenderness of im m aturity there w as in her m otions the prom ise of
bodily enticem ent.

H er business finished, she flatfooted out of the place w ithout again raising her eyes.
O rtonôs gloating gaze had caught for a m om ent her fluttering glance, and Tom  could have
sw orn that she w as afraid of the m an. D istinctly, this w as none of Tom ôs business. A n Indian
girl w as only a potential squaw. She w as any m anôs gam e. N obody else had any right to
interfere any m ore than he w ould in the case of a horse trade. N one the less, Tom  w as a little
disturbed. There w as som ething helpless and appealing about the girl. She seem ed m ore a child
than a w om an.

O rton follow ed her from  the room . The door had hardly closed before Tom  w as m oving
tow ard it. In the darkness, forty or fifty yards aw ay, he saw  O rtonôs long body and heard his
voice.

ñH old on there, you Injun girl. I w ant to see you.ò
Tom  drew  closer. A gain the voice of O rton, heavy and dom ineering, cam e to him . ñItôll be

like I say. M y squaw, understand. From  right dam n now. M ine.ò
Then cam e that of the girl, trem ulous and excited, in broken English: ñM e heap hurry. Go

dam n queeck yes.ò
ñYouôll go w hen I give the w ord, savez? I like yore looks. M y squaw. Iôll pay cash on the

barrel head to yore old m an if his price is right.ò
The soft voice broke into pleadings, m ore in French than in English, for trappers from  the

north had been here before the gold hunters.



A bruptly the entreaties ended in a stifled gasp. There w as the sound of shuffling feet. Tom
took a dozen sw ift steps forw ard.

The m oon cam e from  behind a scudding cloud and show ed him  D eer Eyes struggling w ith
the outlaw.

ñLet go,ò Tom  shouted, and his fist drove at O rtonôs cheek bone.
Startled, the big m an released the girl. She slipped aw ay from  him . O rton w as a m an of one

idea. H e focussed his attention on this fool boy w ho had dared to interfere w ith him .
ñYou slit-eyed horse thief, Iôll beat yore head off right now,ò he roared.
H e proceeded to carry out his threat. H is arm s w ent like a flail as he rushed his victim . N ever

for a m om ent w as Tom  in the fight, if by courtesy this could be called one. H is guard w as
beaten dow n by the long bone-and-flesh pistons strung w ith ropes of m uscle. They battered at
his face, flung him  dow n, and dragged him  to his feet again. Gnarled fists beat upon his m outh
and cheeks. H eavy boots kicked his ribs w hen once m ore he sank dow n.

O rton cam e out of his fury to recollection of how  m uch this youth knew  against him . H e
jerked out a revolver to finish the job.

But he w as too late. H e heard voices, running footsteps. It w as tim e to be gone. H e thrust
the six-shooter back into its scabbard and ran.

Tom  cam e back from  unconsciousness and found Spit-in-the-Fire bending over him .
ñYou hurtð seeckð m e help,ò the Indian said.
The beaten lad w as w eak, in pain, and nauseated. H e tried to rise, but found it difficult. The

scout put an arm  around him . Tom  stum bled forw ard, lurching like a drunkard, Presently, he
found him self in front of a tepee. D eer Eyes, w ho had been hovering about, lifted the flap. H e
stooped and w ent in.

The girl m ade him  lie on som e buffalo robes, after w hich she sponged and bathed his
sw ollen face and battered head. Very gently her soft hands m inistered to him . The touch of the
cold w ater stung his w ounds, but there w as healing in its freshness.

Spit-in-the-Fire returned and looked at him  im passively. H e grunted. H is face told nothing,
but, after he had gone, his daughter m urm ured to Tom  a w elcom e. ñH e say you stayð no go.ò

Tom  did not argue the point. H e did not w ant to m ove even a finger. It w as better to lie there
and let her w ait on him . W hen he stirred, though ever so slightly and carefully, his aching flesh
cried out in torm ent.

ñI w ant to see Rivers,ò he told her. ñTo-night. Right aw ay.ò
She tried to put him  off as one w ould a child, but he w as so insistent that she had her father

send for the bull-train boss.
The young m an had fallen into a kind of com a w hen Rivers appeared, but he aroused

him self to tell w hat he had heard and w hat he guessed.
Rivers stroked his beard. ñIf they are aim inô to hold up the stage w ith Slade as a passenger,

they w onôt have any luck. Iôll prom ise you that, Tom . It w ill sure be guarded.ò The w agon
m asterôs eyes flashed anger. ñFrom  w hat I can hear, this fellow  O rton w eighs fifty pounds m ore
than you, boy. H eôd better light out before w e find him .ò

Tom  stayed tw o days as the guest of Spit-in-the-Fire. From  D eer Eyes, he learned the story
of her troubles. Both O rton and M ose W ilson w anted to buy her from  her father as a squaw.
M ose had served notice on him  that he intended to have the girl regardless of w hat she w ished.

H er young guest w as sorry for her. She w as gentle and kind. In the undem onstrative Indian
fashion, she had capacity for m uch affection. But there w as nothing he could do. H e had no
influence. N obody in the com m unity w as of less im portance than heð at least, no w hite m an.



Three days later, Tom  joined the w agon train on its w ay to Julesburg. Rivers m ade a good
deal of him . H e liked the young fellow, and he had been im pressed by the fact that Slade had
becom e interested in him .

ñThey didnôt tackle the stage,ò he told Tom . ñM aybe they have got a spotter som ew here.
W e w ere fixed to give ôem  a w arm  reception if they had show ed up. By the w ay, Tom , you ainôt
to go through w ith us to D enver. Slade says for you to stay at Julesburg in the blacksm ith shop
till he sees you.ò

A  few  days later, Spit-in-the-Fire set up his tepee at Julesburg. Tom  saw  a good deal of D eer
Eyes. It seem ed to him  that he w as alw ays m eeting her by chance. There w as no personal
vanity in his m ake-up, but it w as im possible not to know  that she w as his for the taking. H er
tongue w as silent, but love looked out of her faithful eyes. They follow ed him  as those of a dog
do its m aster.

O ne day she brought him  new s. H e had been aw ay for the better part of a w eek. Som e
w agons had broken dow n on the trail, and he had driven out to m end them . H e got back after
dark, and before he had been ten m inutes in his cabin, her low  voice w as calling him .

The new s w as disquieting. Taking advantage of Sladeôs absence, the W ilson gang had
com e to tow n and w as carrying things w ith a high hand. O rton and his chief had quarrelled
about her. They had fought and been separated. It w as understood that the truce betw een them
w as likely to be term inated at any m om ent.

Tom  knew  that if this outfit of bad m en learned of his presence, he w ould be in great danger.
The w ise thing w ould be to slip quietly aw ay. M ose w as a killer. H is follow ers w ere desperate
outlaw s w ho had a m otive for w ishing Tom  out of the w ay. But young Collins did not w ant to
be prudent at the expense of his self-respect.

Grow n bold by the extrem ity of her fear, D eer Eyes told Tom  w hat w as in her m ind. In the
tribal language, she threw  a stick at him , the equivalent of proposing m arriage.

ñI go w ith you,ò she pleaded. ñI cook for you. I w ork. I your squaw.ò
Tom  w as very m uch em barrassed. H is face flam ed to a fiery red. Som ehow, he m anaged to

convey to her that he could not accept her offer.
She did not understand w hy. ñYou no like m e?ò she asked.
ñYes, I like you a lot, but I canôt m arry you.ò
ñI good. I w ork for you. I give you papoose.ò
There w as no use trying to explain that he w as w hite and she red. W hat effect could such

an argum ent have w hen she knew  tw enty squaw  m en, som e of them  hunters and trappers of
high repute? H e took refuge in flat refusal expressed as gently as possible.

Yet he w as sorry for her. She had nursed him  w hen he w as ill. H er devotion touched him . H e
understood the dread that preoccupied all her thoughts, and he sym pathized w ith it. H e knew  it
w as all w rong that she should have no defence against the outrageous claim s of such m en as
W ilson and O rton. If she had been a w hite girl, tw enty m en w ould have run to protect her. But
an Injun w as an Injun, a squaw  girl only a squaw.

W hether she had a claim  on him  or not, Tom  could not ignore the fact that she cam e to him
as her only hope of escape. This troubled him . H e began to find him self thinking about her. H e
had som e m oney and a sm all bunch of horses. W hy not buy her from  her father and send her to
the new  tow n A uraria on Cherry Creek? U ncle D ick W ootten w ould take care of her. She could
fit into his fam ily of half-breeds and earn her keep. M aybe M ose W ilson and O rton w ould never
find out w hat had becom e of her.

A  m anôs m otives are never absolutely clear, even to him self. A t odd m om ents, very likely



the enticem ent of her sex flared up in his brain, but if so, he trod dow n the thought. H e w anted
to help her. That w as his basic intention. She had put her trust in him , and he could not desert
her.

H e w ent to her fatherôs tepee and m ade a bargain. Six ponies w as the price he paid for her.



C H A PTER  V I

G U N S R O A R

D uring the next tw enty-four hours, Tom  heard a good deal about the W ilson gang. They
w ere at the roadhouse drinking steadily and heavily. Som etim es their voices w ere raised in
ribald song. O nce, at least, there w as a noisy outburst of anger. Several tim es they sallied into
the m ain street of the little frontier tow n and paraded up and dow n, firing a few  shots in w anton
bravado.

They had it all their ow n w ay. N obody cared to oppose them . The few  com pany em ployees
at Julesburg w ere not looking for trouble w ith so desperate a crew  as this. W ilson him self w as a
vicious killer. Those w ith him  w ere hard and reckless characters ready to appeal to the Colt at
the drop of a hat. A  w ise m an, no m atter how  brave, discreetly avoided any difficulty w ith such
outlaw s. O nly one m ore w ild and desperate than them selves w ould fling dow n a challenge to
them . Tom  knew  one such m an, but he w as in D enver attending to a shattered elbow.

Rum ours flew. O ne w as that W ilson w as threatening to burn the tow n before he left.
A nother w as that he and O rton had quarrelled again, that only the interference of M usgrove
had prevented the flash of six-shooters. This last proved to be a fact. O rton had w ithdraw n
from  the group at the roadhouse. H e w as drinking in solitude, and he had been heard to say
that he w ould shoot M ose on sight.

Tom  w ent w arily. H e never m oved w ithout a gun on his hip. The outlaw s probably did not
know  that he w as in tow n, but at any m om ent they m ight com e on him . H e guessed too that,
though O rton and W ilson w ere quarrelling about the Indian girl, neither of them  w as aw are of
her presence in Julesburg. For neither of them  had m olested her.

O n the afternoon of the second day of the outlaw sô visit, Tom  had occasion to see M assie,
the station tender, about som e w agon tires. Everything had been quiet in the roadhouse for
som e tim e. N o doubt he could slip past the place unnoticed.

H e w as alm ost opposite the door w hen there cam e a sudden burst of song and a grating
noise as though chairs w ere being pushed back. That song held him  spellbound. H is m em ory
fastened on the last tim e it had com e to him  in that sam e loud, boisterous voice. The place St.
Joe, ten years ago.

ñIôll scrape the m ountains clean, old girl;
Iôll drain the rivers dry;

Iôm  off for C alifornia,
Susannah, donôt you cry.ò

Tom ôs heart seem ed to drop into his stom ach. H e w as back in his childhood, back in the
days w hen the tim bre of that voice, jubilant and cruel, w as w ont to shake the courage from  his
forlorn little soul. The past had stretched across the years, across hundreds of m iles of dusty
desert, to lay its hand upon the present. H e had hoped for this day, yet now  it had com e he
found him self w eak and trem bling. The old instinct to cow er before his m aster laid hold of him .

O ut of the building m en cam e, treading on each otherôs heels, four of them . Tom  had eyes
for only one, the first, M ose W ilson. In spite of the long flow ing beard, in spite of the added
w eight, the coarser look, the boy knew  him  instantly. M ose W ilson w as D r. M oses Shipley,
m edicine faker, bully, braw ler, the m an w hose slave he had been, the m an w ho had m urdered his
best friend A bner Leeds. The fellow ôs figure had lost its grace, his step its lightness of tread.
Tim e and dissipation and evil life had taken their toll of his good looks. N one the less, the



slovenly leader of road agents w as a grosser, older edition of the spruce, cheap dandy M oses
Shipley.

The pallid-faced m an H olt nudged his chief. ñLook w hoôs here, M ose.ò
W ilson caught sight of Tom  and let out a yell of trium ph. H is gun flashed in the sunlight.

Even before the roar of it, w hile Tom ôs six-shooter w as sw eeping up to the level, the young m an
knew  that a third party had flung him self into the battle.

O rton had com e out of a sod house and w as running forw ard, dragging out his Colt as he
did so. W ilsonôs back w as tow ard him .

The flash and roar of guns! Lances of fire m arking the sw ift terrible track of death! A
startled sobbing oath! Thick crouched figures, hideous faces stam ped w ith hate!

It seem ed to Tom  that the guns w ould blaze forever, but in reality the tri-cornered duel could
have lasted only a few  seconds. A fterw ard, w hen he had tim e to think of it, Tom  knew  that the
com ing of O rton had saved him . Tw ice W ilsonôs six-shooter crashed bullets at Tom . Tw ice the
young m an answ ered the challenge. They w ere too far for accurate aim . The killer m oved closer,
w ith the long, crouched step of the panther intent on its kill.

A  shout from  the m an D ave Pope w arned W ilson. ñLook out behind!ò The big m an w hirled,
catlike in his sw iftness.

A lready O rtonôs gun w as belching fire. But he w as running and his shots w ent w ild. W ilson
threw  dow n on him , quickly, accurately. H is aim  w as rapid but not hurried.

H is first shot brought the long m an dow n, the w eapon clattering from  his hand. O rton
glared at his foe. From  his throat there cam e a startled oath that w as half a sob. H e started to
craw l tow ard the w eapon just out of reach. D eliberately, W ilson fired again. O rtonôs arm
dropped laxly, his head fell forw ard, and he collapsed. The killer took no chances. H e m oved
tow ard the other, his eyes never lifting from  that lim p huddled figure, and at close range sent a
bullet into the body.

W ilson had m om entarily forgotten Tom , but he rem em bered him  now. H e turned, pulling out
a second gun.

The young fellow  w as no longer in sight. H e had ducked behind an adobe building and w as
legging it for safety. There w ere four of the outlaw s and only one of him . That w as the plea he
used later to excuse him self to him self. But he knew, w hether he adm itted it or not, that it w as a
renew al of his childhood panic that had sent him  flying from  the m aster w hose w hip had so
often set him  scream ing.

W ilsonôs face w as a m irror of his em otions. H e w as exhilarant w ith the trium phant lust of the
kill. H e w ould have been com pletely satisfied if he could have added tw o notches to his gun
instead of one. But one w as better than none. This young fellow, Collins or w hatever he called
him self, w ould find it his turn if they ever m et again.

H is com panions congratulated W ilson fulsom ely, all but M usgrove.
ñYou w ere that cool,ò D ave Pope said adm iringly. ñI never saw  the beat. Steady as a rock,

M ose.ò
ñBet yore boots! A nô drapped him  at the first shot. Youôre sure chief of this country.ò H olt

added.
Pope cam e in w ith m ore praise, and H olt capped this w ith added encom ium s.
W ilson boasted. ñTry to take m y girl, w ill he? W ell, I done show ed him . Iôll show  that boy

too, soon as I get a chanct.ò
ñH eôll never stop runninô,ò jeered Pope.
The killer lifted his head exultantly and sang the old song of the ôforty-niner, the m elody



that ten years before had sw ept the country from  Plym outh Rock to the Golden Gate.

ñIôll scrape the m ountains clean, old girl;
Iôll drain the rivers dry;

Iôm  off for C alifornia,
Susannah, donôt you cry.ò

It w as the equivalent of the hunterôs old view -halloo after the kill.



C H A PTER  V II

FLA SH ES O F M EM O RY

The sight of this m an W ilson, or Shipley, had carried Tom  back ten years. In a series of
pictures, w hich gradually connected them selves, his early life unrolled itself.

H e w as a w aif to begin w ith, after his father and m other had died of yellow  fever in N ew
O rleans. H e kept body and soul together by doing odd jobs around the w harves. H ere M ose
Shipley had picked him  up and had taken him  around the river country to help him  in his
exhibitions. For Shipley w as a fake doctor, the proprietor of a nostrum  know n as the Indian
Q ueen Tonic. H e gave street entertainm ents during w hich he did card tricks and exhibited his
skill w ith a pistol. Tom ôs part in this w as to stand w ith hands outstretched against a board
background w hile his m aster shot an outline of his body w ith bullets. The m an w as a dead shot,
but he drank to excess. Tom  often w ent to his post fearfully.

Even now, after this lapse of years, Tom  could rem em ber the m anôs patter to the crow d, or at
least part of it.

ñFriends, this sick-bed com forter, if used properly, is w ell intended to snatch you from  the
very jaw s of grim  death. The Indian Q ueen Tonic is a sovereign specific w hich w ill alm ost
instantly cure all diseases, including lung and liver affections, rheum atism , gout, scrofula,
hum ours, w ens, tum ours, stiff joints, ague, aches, coughs, hip and back troubles, and all fem ale
diseases. W hy subm it yourself and your dear ones to nostrum s of nauseous contents w hich
are but as chaff before the w ind com pared w ith m y beneficent tonic?ò

So it ran on, endlessly, for Shipley had a glib tongue and m uch effrontery. H e had, in those
days, the presence to back his claim s. The street faker stood six feet tw o, w ith broad shoulders
and lithe w aist and loins. Coal black hair fell in heavy ringlets to his coat. Except for a drooping
black m oustache he w as clean shaven. H is clothes w ere of fine quality, the shirt of ruffled law n,
the vest above it elegantly flow ered. H e w ore a black frock suit w ith a bell-crow ned beaver hat
of the latest N ew  O rleans m ode. W ith w om en, he counted him self irresistible.

In the course of their travels, the faker and his little w hite slave had com e to St. Joseph. It
w as the year of the great m igration, the spring w hen thousands upon thousands of covered
w agons w ere w aiting to start the trek across the plains to California. Their cam p fires flashed
from  the w illow s and the cottonw oods that edged the hem pfields.

A t one of these cam p fires, Tom  w as alw ays w elcom e. A bner Leeds had becom e the friend
of the sm all w aif, and not only A bner but his sister M ary Gallup and his red-headed little
daughter Virginia. To these the boy had given his heart w holly, though he had a shy, fierce
pride and a quiet dignity that never allow ed him  to put this feeling into w ords. In a ten-year-old
fashion, he w as in love w ith the young w idow  M ary, w ho w as so gay, so generous, so full of
w arm  em otion. H is adm iration for A bner w as unstinted, because the m an w alked fearlessly in
clean strength through the dangers of life. A s for six-year-old Jinny, he w as the slave of her
im perious w ishes.

A bner Leeds w as sorry for the little boy. It w as in his m ind to take him  along to the Pacific
Coast.

ñThis scalaw ag Shipley is a no-account bum m er takinô in big m oney for this hogw ash he
calls Indian Q ueen Tonic. A nô the w ay he beats up Tom  is scandalous, M ary,ò the em igrant
said.

H is sister agreed. ñBut heôs a bad m anð alw ays quarrelling and fighting. D onôt have trouble



w ith him , A bner.ò
ñN o, I w onôt. N ot if I can help it,ò he prom ised.
A t that very m om ent, D r. M oses Shipley w as em erging from  a store a m ile aw ay w ith a new

blacksnake w hip in his hand. Behind him , a few  paces in the rear, trotted a freckled barefoot
youngster in a tailed coonskin cap and ragged buckskin breeches that had been cut for a large
m an. They had been m ade to fit the boy by the sim ple process of sheering off the low er part of
the legs w ith a dull knife. The youngster w as apparently lost in a pair of sacks that cam e as
high as his arm pits.

A t sight of the w hip, Tom ôs heart sank. Experience had taught him  that, sooner or later, a
w hip in the hand of his m aster m eant a lashing for him .

Shipleyôs light stride carried him  up the street and to the left at the first turning. H e stopped
in front of a sm all fram e building bearing the legend.

D O C T O R  H O M ER  C O R LISO N
H ebrew  Plaster M akes You W ell

The fake doctor glanced through the w indow, caught sight of a sm all w rinkled m an, and,
w ithout w aiting to knock, pushed open the door and entered. H e closed the door behind him .

The boy outside heard a startled exclam ation follow ed by a shrill, frightened protest.
ñW hat you doing here, M ose Shipley? D onôt you dass touch m e. D onôt you.ò
ñYou been advertising that m y tonic is no good,ò Shipley charged.
ñYou started it about the H ebrew  Plaster yore ow n self. K eep aw ay from  m e. O uch! O h, m y

God! Youôre killinô m e.ò
A fter that cam e the rapid shuffling of feet, the crash of an overturned chair, the sw ish of a

w hip through the air, and a shriek of terror-stricken pain. That scream  w as the first of m any. The
tortured victim  begged and pleaded and grovelled.

W hen Shipley burst out of the room , his eyes gleam ing w ith the cruel lust of satisfied
m alice, Tom  w as no longer to be seen. H e had dodged round the corner and fled. It m ight be his
turn next. O ne never could tell.

Tom ôs feet carried him  instinctively to the Leeds w agon. To A bner and his sister the boy
told w hat had occurred. In the veins of A bner Leeds w as the blood of a m odern crusader. H is
tem peram ent had m ade him  an A bolitionist and a tem perance reform er. Corlison m eant nothing
to him , but he resented hotly the big m anôs bullying arrogance, especially in relation to Tom . H e
said little, far less than his sister, but there w ere in the flash of his gray eyes kindling anger and
perhaps a crystallizing resolution.

Shipley and his blacksnake w ere, for a day or tw o, the talk of the tow n. A m ong the
A rgonauts w aiting for the start to California w ere m any rough characters, but the inhabitants of
St. Joe itself w ere law -abiding citizens. The big ruffian sw aggered up and dow n the streets
under the im pression that he w as regarded as a public hero. H e w as not thin-skinned, and it
took him  som e tim e to realize that, except for the low  frequenters of the drinking places, he w as
being avoided. W hen this cam e hom e to him , he resented the fact. H e w as a poseur and liked to
sun him self in the adm iration of others.

Becom ing sullen, he took refuge in liquor, w ent on one of his periodic sprees, started a
fight, and w as arrested and locked up. For several days he cooled his heels and accum ulated
venom  in jail. W hen released, he w as in a very ugly tem per.

Sulkily, he returned to the cabin w here he and his factotum  slept. It w as unfortunate for Tom
that, an hour later, he dropped in to get for Virginia som e horse chestnuts he had stored there.
A bner w aited for him  outside.



ñCom e here,ò ordered Shipley as soon as the boy had closed the door.
Tom ôs heart sank. The room  w as dark, and Shipley had been lying in a dark corner. Tom  had

not know n of his presence.
ñIð I didnôt see you,ò he quavered.
ñW here you been?ò dem anded his m aster.
ñD -dow n am ong the covered w agons.ò Tom  knew  w ithout being told that his day of

judgm ent w as at hand. H e felt sick, as though the bottom  had dropped out of his stom ach.
ñD idnôt I tell you to stay hom e anô not go runninô dow n there?ò
ñYessir, but you w as aw ay, anôð ð ò
The blacksnake hung on a w all w ithin reach, suspended by a loop from  a peg. W ith w hat

w as alm ost one and the sam e lithe m ovem ent the ruffian had it dow n and the boy pinned by the
scruff of his neck to the bed.

Tom  let out one despairing yell before the lash tw ined around his shrinking flesh like a rope
of fire. A bner Leeds heard that yell, raced for the cabin, and burst open the door.

ñStop it, you m an of Belial,ò he cried.
A m azed at this interruption, Shipley let his hand loosen on the boyôs neck. Tom  tw isted

aw ay and dodged back of A bner. H e stood there, quivering and trem bling, shaken w ith
hysterical sobs w hile he clung to the coat of his preserver.

ñW hatôs that?ò rasped Shipley.
ñM an, youôre a cruel brute to treat a child so. Youôve got to w hop m e or be w hopped.ò
The bully could not believe his eyes and ears. H e w as a large m uscular m an, a fighter

notorious along the river for fifty m iles. A bner Leeds, on the other hand, though broad of
shoulder and w ell knit, lacked tw enty pounds of his w eight.

Shipley let out a roar of rage. ñH ellôs hinges, Iôll eat you up,ò he shouted.

Since then, in cam p and on the trail, Tom  had seen m any hand-to-hand encounters, but of
them  all this one stood out as the m ost savage and relentless. N ow, ten years later, som e of the
details w ere clear as though it had been last w eek.

They stood toe to toe, slogging hard, careless of defence, each trying to break dow n the
other by the crushing im pact of steady ham m ering. Shipley w as heavier than Leeds, a better
boxer, a m ore experienced fighter. Tom  could see that, child though he w as. Yet som ehow,
bruised and bleeding, his friend w eathered the sm ashing attack and m ade Shipley fall back w ith
a snarl of baffled rage. Leeds had built up his sinew y m uscles, his fine shoulder developm ent,
by years of w ood chopping and log rolling and rail splitting. A dd to this a resolute w ill not to
be beaten. A dd, too, the fact that Shipley had w eakened his resistance by years of dissipation.

A bner crow ded the bully hard. Pantherlike, Shipley evaded him , sidestepped w ith catlike
tread, and lashed out hard w ith a left that travelled like a streak of light. The blow  flung A bner,
reeling and dazed, against the w all of the cabin. H e covered up, clinched, hung on desperately.
Then, as his head cleared, he drove hom e heavy, short arm  jolts under w hich the big m an
w inced.

Shipley tried to break aw ay. The short stiff jabs under the heart and in the stom ach took all
the fight out of him . H e gasped for breath, his face splotchy. The w ill to w in w as no longer in
him .

H e reached for the bow ie knife in the leg of his boot, but straightened up w ithout it w hen
A bner pum ped in tw o hard blow s to the m idriff. A gain he broke ground, clutching at the handle
of the knife. H e turned, a cornered w olf, bow ie in hand.



Tom  still rem em bered how  that m om ent froze him . H e could still see A bner catch up a three-
legged stool and send it crashing dow n on the head of his foe.

The fight w as over.
ñIs heð dead?ò Tom  asked in a w hisper staring at the huge figure spraw led on the floor.
A bner brought w ater and poured it upon the face of Shipley. The eyelids quivered, and the

m an opened his eyes.
ñIôll get you sure,ò he prom ised A bner. ñSoon, too.ò
Tom  w ent out w ith A bner into the pleasant sunlight. H is heart w as heavy. H e knew  Shipley.

The m an w as sham ed and hum iliated. H e w ould never hold up his head until he had had his
revenge.

ñIð I w isht I hadnôt hollered,ò the boy gulped.
Tom  never forgot A bnerôs answ er. ñD onôt you blam e yoreself, boy. A  fellow  has got to take

w hat life brings him  or be a yellow  cur. If he w alks straight anô fears God nothing can hurt him .
Itôs w hat you m ake it, this w orld is; good if youôre good, bad if youôre not.ò

ñH eôll do you a m eanness. I know  him ,ò Tom  said.
A  sm ile broke through A bnerôs distorted features. ñH eôll have to hurry. W e get off to-

m orrow, anô youôre going w ith us, son.ò
That night, going dow n to the river for w ater, A bner w as shot in the back of the head by an

assassin and died before his body struck the ground. M ose Shipley w as not to be found in St.
Joseph next day, nor w as he ever seen there again. The m anner of his disappearance rem ained a
m ystery.

The m urder had altered the life of the three dependent upon A bner. M ary adopted Virginia,
m oved to Independence, and opened a boarding house there. Tom , throw n on his ow n
resources, had lost sight of them  after a few  m onths.

But he had alw ays rem em bered their friendliness and loved them  for it, just as he had
rem em bered and tried to follow  A bnerôs w ords.

ñA  fellow  has got to take w hat life brings him  or be a yellow  cur. If he w alks straight anô
fears God, nothing can hurt him .ò

Yes, that w as it. To w alk straight and clean and not be a yellow  cur. It w as Tom ôs religion
that, if he did that, everything w ould be all right.



C H A PTER  V III

A R ED -H EA D ED  G IR L

N ow, after ten years, Tom  had m et again the m an w ho had done so m uch to blot the
sunshine from  his youth. It seem ed alm ost as though som e freakish destiny had taken in charge
the current of their lives. A lready, w ithin tw o short w eeks, they had been flung tw ice into sharp
conflict, and Tom  felt sure that this w as only a beginning. The issue w as joined betw een them .
They w ould m eet again and again, until one of them  had been obliterated from  the path of the
other.

But w hich? Tom  w as not proud of his conduct. A  m om ent of panic, a resurgence of childish
fear, had set his feet flying from  the m an. It w as no excuse to tell him self that there w ere four of
the outlaw s, because he had been thinking of only one of them . It w as no excuse to say that he
had run, not from  a roaring gun, but from  the m em ory of a red-hot w hip lash.

Julesburg w as but a frontier village. W ilson w ould soon find him . H e m ust either kill or be
killed, unless he preferred to fling a saddle on a horse and light out.

M assie cam e to Tom  after nightfall. ñBoy, you better hit the trail,ò he said. ñThat fellow
W ilson is m akinô his brags w hat-all he aim s to do to you. H e w ill, too, for heôs a sure-enough
w olf. I w ant a letter taken back to a bull train the other side of Cottonw ood. Saddle up anô get
out w ith it.ò

Tom  did not ask how  m uch of this w as a friendly device on the part of the station keeper to
get him  out of the w ay of W ilson. Inside of fifteen m inutes, he w as in the saddle. Presently, the
lights of the tow n w ere behind him .

H is lonely ride did not disturb him . There w as to com e a tim e soon, w ithin four years, w hen
this w hole country w ould be full of hostile Indians, w hen hundreds of em igrants w ould fall
victim s to their attacks. But as yet the Redskins w ere troublesom e only as petty thieves. H e
w as safer alone on the plains than in Julesburg w ith W ilson prim ing him self w ith drink for
m urder.

Gray m orning sifted into the sky. H e roused a sm all herd of buffaloes that had com e dow n
to the stream  for w ater. The lum bering anim als scurried for safety. W hen it grew  lighter, he shot
three quail and cooked them  for breakfast. H aving eaten, he slept for a few  hours. It w as w ell
past m idday w hen he passed A lkali Springs.

There w as no hurry. Tom  did not push his horse, and he gave it plenty of rest. D arkness
had fallen before he gave the coyote yell and cantered into O ôFallonôs. This w as a large station
and range house. The buildings spread over a good deal of ground. There w ere quarters for
hostlers and extra help, a blacksm ith shop, stables, a stage station, and a store w here flour,
tobacco, feed, and grain could be bought by em igrants.

A n hostler cam e out from  the stables. ñThought first off you w as the stage. Itôs late. W ish
old Baldy w ould bring it in on tim e. H eôs gettinô lazy, that old bird is. I donôt blam e him  none. If I
had a stake, I w ouldnôt be plugginô aw ay here. But, daw ggone it, if shoe-strings w as sellinô for
six bits a m ile, I couldnôt buy one. It sure w ould be duck soup to be rich like old Com m odore
Vanderbilt. A  fellow  could read his title clear to a heap of good tim es. Iôd light out for the
diggings, but, shucks! I donôt sw allow  all this talk about gold. If itôs there, w hat are the yellow -
bellys on the ground hollerinô their heads off for? W hen a rooster finds grain, he donôt cluck for
the hens to com e.ò

Tom  sw ung from  the saddle w ithout speech. W hat w as the use of talking w hen this gabby



fellow  had so m uch to say?
ñD anged if there ainôt the stage now. Still anô all, if I thought there w as a chanct, Iôd say by-

by to this job. A  fellow  donôt git anyw heres w orkinô for w ages. D onôt you know  it?ò
The stage rolled in. A  m an in buckskin trousers and dirty undershirt cam e out from  the

station and beat w ith a ham m er a rusty triangle as a signal that supper w as ready. A  yellow  dog
how led dism ally.

The hostler m ade com m ent. ñI donôt see w hy that dog how ls. H e belongs w ith a freight
outfit anô donôt have to eat here.ò

The cook turned viciously to the stablem an. ñIf you donôt like the grub here w hyð ð ò
ñð W hy, Iôve gotta eat it anyhow. Youôre right, Johnnie. Iôd ruther eat it than starve to

death.ò
The stage w as disgorging its contents. The driver descended from  his seat and stretched. A

fat m an in broadcloth rolled dow n from  the place beside him . Tw o others low ered them selves
from  the roof. The inside passengers num bered six or seven. Tw o of them  w ere ladies, and m ost
of the others m ade them selves busy assisting the ladies out and carrying their sm all bundles to
the station.

Tom  w atched the little procession. W om en w ere as yet a novelty in this country. There w ere
scarcely a dozen in the w hole region. Probably these tw o w ere going to join their m en folks at
the new  Cherry Creek goldfields. H e could see that they w ore poke bonnets. O ne of them , at
least, w as young. A s they m oved into the light, a young eager face turned tow ard Tom . The
hair that fell in curls below  the bonnet, w as a dark red. For just the flash of a heartbeat, brow n
eyes w ith am ber lights in them  m et the gray ones of Tom . Then the fat m an w addled betw een
them , full of unctuous politeness to the girl.

Baldy Brow n drifted tow ard young Collins. ñThe boys are som e excited, looks like. They
hang on to the ladies like grim  death to a niggerôs heel. That fat old jay bird, Price, donôt give
ôem  a m inuteôs peace. Betcha he proposes to both of ôem  before he reaches D enver. H e certainly
has burnt his breeches behind him , as the old sayinô is.ò

ñH im ! W hy, they w ouldnôt look at him , w ould they?ò
ñI reckon not,ò the stage driver assented. ñSay, that fat old duck is liable to have appleplexy

w hen he know s w hat I know. H eôs arranged for to ride inside to the next station, anô the ladies
aim  to be outside. H e donôt know  that. . . . I reckon theyôre sisters. The oldest one is too young
to be the otherôs m other. Sheôs one lovely lady, the oldest, plum p as a quailôs breast anô right
nice dispositioned. Sheôs gonna sit on the box next m e. M e. Iôd propose m y ow n self, but
shucks! Iôm  a m arried m an, fur as I know, leastw ays if she ainôt diseased since I left the states.
Sheôs a right pleasant lady to be aw ay from , referrinô to M rs. Brow n.ò

ñBetcha they get lots of proposals,ò Tom  said.
ñThem  ladies? Boy, hush, theyôll git a m illion apiece. Theyôre high-grade ore, I w ant to tell

you right now. K inda surprising tw o lone w om en like them  leavinô Godôs country to com e out
here. D ifferent w ith m en. N atural for them  to roll around. I alw ays did claim  the best buffaloes
are on the edge of the herd, sniffinô the breeze ahead of the others. The best anô the w orst too.
Thereôs som e right ornery sons of guns out here, sure as hellôs hot.ò

ñM ebbe their m en folks are out at the diggings already,ò Tom  suggested, recurring to the
question of the day.

ñN o, they ainôt. These here ladies are playinô a lone hand. O ne of ôem  told m e so. A inôt that
sand for you?ò Balky w as silent a m om ent, then rum inated aloud. ñExpect I better padlock m y
fool tongue w hen I git that lady on the box w ith m e. O nct in Texas I kinda m arried a M rs. Brow n



N um ber Tw o. If I w as to git spliced again, it w ould be trigam y, donôt you sôpose, Slim ?ò
ñThe law  is som e particular about how  m any w om en a m an m arries,ò Tom  adm itted.
ñW ell, I donôt reckon sheôd have m e, anyw ay,ò Baldy said ruefully. ñSôlong, boy. I got to

w ash up for supper anô kinda keep an eye on that fat duck, Price. Far as these here ladies go, he
w onôt git over the first hill, that bird w onôt.ò

W ith w hich prediction the garrulous driver passed into the station.



C H A PTER  IX

T H E M ESSA G E O F T H E B U FFA LO  SK U LL

Tom  w as a m inor em ployee of the transportation com pany. H e did not eat w ith the
passengers just arrived on the stage, but at a second table reserved for som e of the less
im portant help. A fter he had finished supper, he w andered outside.

A  little group of the passengers w ere chatting together in the com m on room . Through the
w indow  Tom  could see them . The tw o ladies w ere the centre of the group. U nobserved, he
w atched them . The younger of the tw o w as a girl, hardly m ore than seventeen. A s the young
fellow ôs eyes rested on her, there took place in his being som e strange chem ical change. H e did
not understand w hy his pulses stilled, then crashed to a sw ift clam our of the blood. H e did not
know  w hat caused the ache that oppressed his heart w hen he looked at her. N ever had he seen
anyone so com pact of loveliness, so vividly expressive. The slender throat carried the sm all
head like the stem  of a rose. H er exquisite youth w as charm ing.

The elder of the ladies turned, and he w as startled by unexpected recognition. H er face, still
youthful, w as lovely in its m odelling. H e rem em bered the sm ile, the poise of the head. This w as
M ary Gallup. The younger one, the girl w ith the brow n eyes and the red-brow n hair, m ust be
Virginia Leeds, the little Jinnie that he had so often led by the hand on the sm all adventures of
her childish life. The blood in his veins raced w ith excitem ent. H is m em ory had alw ays
cherished them  as the great figures in his childhood, the friends w ho had am azingly offered to
share their happiness w ith the little w aif enslaved by Shipley.

It w as characteristic of Tom  that he did not step forw ard and tell them  w ho he w as. H e w as
only a bull w hacker, an extra m an w ith a freight outfit. Very likely they w ould not w ant to know
him . The last thing in the w orld he desired w as to be presum ptuous, to base a claim  for
acquaintanceship upon the fact that they had already given him  largesse of their kindness. Tom
did not definitely decide that he w ould not introduce him self. H e m erely postponed the issue.
Perhaps he m ight m eet them  casually, in w hich event he could tell them  w ho he w as, dropping
the inform ation as though it w ere of no im portance.

A t break of day, he rode aw ay tow ard Cottonw ood, long before the stage passengers w ere
out of bed. Som etim es he follow ed the w ell-rutted trail. Som etim es he took short cuts through
the sage. It w as close to noon w hen he m et an advance rider from  the bull train he had been
sent to m eet. Tom  gave the letter to the m an and turned to take the long ride back to Julesburg.

A t O ôFallonôs, he saddled a fresh m ount. H e w as travelling faster than he w ould have done
had it not been for the stage in front of him . H is intention w as to catch up w ith it before the
coach reached Julesburg in order that he m ight see again Virginia Leeds. O therw ise, she w ould
go on to D enver and pass out of his range of vision.

The hostler at O ôFallonôs, judiciously pum ped, gave him  inform ation. ñThe liôlô fat m an w as
plum b disappointed, looked like. Baldy had the tw o ladies on top w ith him , anô the fat duck had
sw apped for an inside seat. Baldy forgot to tell him  he w as sw appinô w ith the ladies w hen he
m ade the trade.ò

ñH ow  long since the stage left?ò asked Tom .
ñôBout tw o-three hours. M ighty nice-lookinô ladies. The older one talked to m e w hilst I w as

hookinô up the horses. Say, either one of ôem  could hang their poke bonnet up in m y w ickiup
any tim e they say the w ord. If I had a stakeð ð But w hatôs the use in bringinô that up?ò

Tom  took the road. Four m iles beyond the station, it cam e on to rain m istily. H e put on a



slicker and continued on his w ay. A t A lkali Springs, the station tender told him  the stage w as
less than half an hour ahead of him .

The trail ran through alkali flats, then began to rise. It dipped up and dow n, gradually
clim bing. The character of the soil w as changing to a reddish disintegrated sandstone. A t the
top of one of these rises, Tom  found a w hitened buffalo skull perched on tw o rocks in the
m iddle of the trail. For hundreds of m iles, thousands of skulls, skeletons, and old bones had
been bleaching in the sunlight along the trail. But this one had evidently been placed there as a
sign.

Tom  sw ung from  the saddle and picked up the skull. O n the forehead had been scratched a
m essage.

Look out for trubel. I seen the W ilson gang cam ped near Tw in B uttes last nite.

The note w as not signed, but Tom  had no doubt som e honest m an had left it as a w arning.
The ground beneath the skull w as w et. Evidently the bleached head had been put here since
the rain started, and probably after the stage had passed.

W hat w as W ilson doing here? H ad he heard w here Tom  had gone and follow ed him ? N ot
likely. It w ould not be w orth his w hile. A  m ore plausible guess w as that he and his outfit w ere
lying in w ait to rob either an eastbound or a w estbound stage. Those w ho travelled to the
goldfields in this w ay nearly all carried m oney w ith them . They w ere the aristocrats of the
em igrants. O n the other hand, the coaches going back to civilization often conveyed shipm ents
of gold dust am ounting to a good m any thousand dollars in value.

Theoretically, this w as none of Tom ôs business. H e had not been em ployed by the com pany
as a shotgun m essenger. But he took his duties seriously. H e w orked for Russell, M ajors &
W addell. Their interests w ere his. M oreover, in this case, personal feeling quickened his
concern. Tw o w om en w ho had befriended him  w ere on the stage ahead. If it w ere attacked, and
if any defence w ere offered they w ould be endangered.

H e gave his horse the spur. Perhaps he m ight reach the stage in tim e to give Baldy w arning.
Fast though he rode, his thoughts travelled faster. H is errand w as a dangerous one. The

country through w hich he passed w as covered w ith brush. A t any m om ent, as he sw ung
around a bend in the road or topped a rise, he m ight run into the outlaw s. Tom  did not harbour
any illusions as to w hat w ould take place in that case. H e w ould be shot dow n instantly.

But it did not occur to him  to avoid the risk by returning to A lkali Springs for help. That
w ould be a loss of valuable tim e, and he knew  that, if there w ere going to be an attack on the
coach it w ould be soon. In front of him , not far distant now, w as the Concord stage lum bering
tow ard Julesburg. H is job w as to get to it before W ilson and his outlaw s did.

The galloping horse laboured up a stiff rise to the divide. Tom ôs eyes sw ept the road ahead
and picked up the stage. It w as in a cut, just beyond a draw  w here cottonw oods grew. O ne
glance w as enough. H e had com e too late. The stage had been robbed, and w ithin the past five
m inutes. A  group of riders w ere vanishing in the cottonw oods. O ne arm ed m an rem ained. H e
w as on horseback. W ith his w eapon he covered a huddled bunch of passengers standing
against the w all of the cut, their hands in the air. Even as Tom  looked, the outlaw  turned and
rode after his com panions.

Tom  galloped forw ard. A  panic of fear began to sw eep through him . H e w as looking for the
tw o w om en passengersð and he could not see them .



C H A PTER  X

ñA LL O F U S PLU M B  PEA C EA B LEò

Through fragrant chaparral thickets bursting into bloom , the w agon trail ran. It broke aw ay
from  follow ing the stream  to circle in and out am ong cow -backed hills.

Virginia and her aunt rode on top of the stage. It w as an A bbott-D ow ning coach, nam ed
from  its place of m anufacture at Concord, N ew  H am pshire. The vehicle w as a product of its
tim e, built to suit the conditions it m ust m eet. The w heels w ere heavy and w ide-tired, and the
body w as slung on stout leather braces to give resilience. Leather curtains protected the inside
passengers from  w ind and rain. A t the rear w as the boot. H ere the baggage w as carried, not
m ore than tw enty-five pounds to a passenger. Som etim es the m ail sacks w ere also stow ed here.
To cross the plains even by stage w as a trying trip. Virginia had sw allow ed m uch dust, had
been baked by m any suns, and beaten by divers w inds. But by som e m iracle of fem inine
dexterity she m anaged to appear fresh and clean. H er cheeks bloom ed w ith health, yet her
com plexion w as cream like in its delicacy. Both she and her aunt w ere good travelers, enduring
sm ilingly discom fort and even hardship.

Indeed, the great desert captivated her im agination. She loved the golden daw n, the fiery
sunset. There w ere different colour tones for every hour of the day, but they w ere alw ays fitting
ones. A fter the sun had plunged dow n, a great ball of fire, beyond the w estern horizon, cam e
the darkness of night, until m oonlight drenched the landscape w ith m agic.

Yet she w as glad too to be nearing the end of their journey. Soon they w ould be at
Julesburg, and after Julesburgð the Cherry Creek settlem ents.

ñCountry greeninô up som e,ò Baldy said by w ay of m aking conversation. ñGidap there, you
Clayð this ainôt no hearse.ò

ñYes, itôs lovely,ò M rs. Gallup said. ñThe rains have laid the dust som e.ò
The coach had reached the sum m it of a hill. Below  them  w as a long gentle slope ending in a

cutbank. Baldy, w ith desire to im press the lady by his side, sw ung the long w hip lash expertly
so that it snapped close to the ear of the off leader. The horses broke to a gallop, and the body
of the Concord sw ayed on the leather braces. A s the stage plunged dow n, it lurched w ildly.

For a quarter of a m ile Baldy held the horses to racing pace, then drew  them  to a jog trot as
they neared the cutbank.

A  shot rang out. M asked m en appeared, one from  above the road on the cutbank, a second
from  a draw  in the cottonw oods, still a third from  the brush beyond the dugw ay.

ñPull ôem  up, Baldy,ò a hoarse voice ordered.
W hat Baldyôs intentions m ay have been did not develop. H e w as leaning forw ard, either to

urge the horses on or draw  back on the reins. A nother explosion sounded. The driver slum ped
dow n in his seat, draw ing in the reins spasm odically as he did so. A  fourth outlaw  ran out from
the chaparral and seized the bridle of the nearest lead anim al. It reared, eyes frenzied w ith fear.
The other horses also w ere plunging w ildly. The bandit released his hold and jum ped back to
escape being trodden dow n.

Sim ultaneously, another shot boom ed out. The near w heeler dropped in its tracks. The
stage bum ped forw ard a dozen yards and stopped, the w heels blocked by the body of the dead
horse.

To the startled passengers, it seem ed that rifles pointed at them  from  all directions.
ñEverybody out,ò shouted a big m an roughly, w ith an oath. ñN o shenanigan, or w eôll pum p



you-all full of lead.ò
Baldy, hit in the shoulder, spoke for his charges.
ñLadies on board, boys. N o need to get on the prod. A ll of us plum b peaceable.ò
ñYou better be,ò the leader snarled. ñTum ble dow n.ò
Yet, a m om ent later, w hen M ary Gallup started to descend, he cam e forw ard w ith a raffish

bow  and lifted her to the ground from  the bottom  step. H e perform ed the sam e service for her
niece.

ñD onôt be afraid, ladies. W ouldnôt harm  you for the w orld,ò he assured them . ñYouôre sure
enough safe w ith us. Eh, boys?ò H e leered at them  w ith w hat w as m eant to be a sm ile of
gallantry.

A nother of the outlaw s attended strictly to business. M ary noticed that the hair beneath
his slouch hat w as m ustard-colour.

ñLine up against this bank,ò he directed curtly. ñStep along, now. W e ainôt got all day. K eep
yore hands up. You, Fatty, m ove along.ò

Fatty, alias Price, w him pered his alarm . ñD onôt shoot m e, gents. I got a w ife anô children in
St. Louis. For Godôs sake, donôt!ò H is soft flesh shook like a jelly as he m oved forw ard.

A  road agent stepped in front of the passengers and relieved them  of their valuables,
dropping pocket-books, loose change, and w atches into a sack he carried. A long w ith these
w ent also the derringers, revolvers, and bow ie knives they had.

W hen the collector shoved his w eapon into the fat stom ach of Price and jocosely
suggested sending him  to K ingdom  Com e, the victim  of the pleasantry alm ost collapsed.

ñD onôt! D onôt!ò he begged. ñIð I ainôt prepared. I havenôtð lived right.ò
H e dropped in ludicrous terror to his knees.
O ne of the road agents devoted him self to the m ail, ripping open all the letters that looked

as though they m ight contain m oney. M ost of the passengers had w ith them  a considerable
sum  in cash. O n the w hole, the am ount taken just about paid for the investm ent, as one of the
robbers hum orously rem arked.

The tw o w om en w ere not asked to surrender their valuables.
The big ruffian w ho had taken them  into his especial care assured them  that he w ould not

for an instant think of robbing them .
ñLovely ladies like you-all are as safe as if you w as in Godôs pocket,ò he told them  w ith a

sm irk. ñFact is, Iôm  kinda consarned about leaving you here w ith this busted outfit. I aim  to take
you along w ith us anô see youôre took care of right. Give you a personal escort to Julesburgð
or w hateverôs the best place for you to go. Thaôs the kind of a m an I am .ò

ñO h, no! W e w onôt trouble you. Som e w agons w ill com e along and pick us up,ò M rs. Gallup
said quickly.

ñN o trouble a-tall. Itôs alw ays been m y aim  to please the ladies, anô I m ake m y brags that a
right sm art lot of them  have been partial to m e.ò

ñBut w e w ant to stay here, w ith the coach. W e donôt w ant to take you out of your w ay.ò
ñPleased to escort you. M aybe you donôt know  w ho I am . M e, Iôm  M ose W ilson him self.ò

H e spoke as though he w ere announcing him self as President Buchanan.
ñA ll ready,ò sang out one of the bandits.
ñCut loose tw o of the stage horses,ò M ose ordered. ñIôm  gonna ride a w ays w ith these

ladies. Canôt leave ôem  stranded here.ò
O ne of the outlaw s protested, but W ilson overruled him . H e rode dow n too the pleadings of

the w om en them selves.



ñIt ainôt gonna harm  you a m ite to have m e look out for you till you reach a stage station,ò
he told them . ñA nyhow, Iôm  som e sot, anô I aim  to have m y w ay.ò

W ounded though he w as, Baldy spoke out his thought. ñFellow, if you hurt a hair of these
ladiesô heads, w eôll hunt you dow n like a w olf. If you know  w hatôs good for you, youôll leave
ôem  right here w ith m e.ò

The big m asked m an strode tow ard him  and thrust a w eapon against his breast.
ñClaim  youôve got anything to say?ò he asked savagely.
Baldy knew  that never in a gusty lifetim e had he been closer to death than he w as at that

m om ent, but the essential m anhood in him  refused to be intim idated. H e felt that if he back-
tracked now  he w ould be forever sham ed. Steadily, he looked the big road agent in the eyes.

ñIôve said m y piece, fellow, anô it goes as it lays. These are nice ladies, anô if you do them
ary m eanness, youôll sure be sorry for it before a w eekôs up. You w onôt git any m ercy w hen
youôre cornered.ò

For a m om ent the m asked face, as m uch of it as w as visible, show ed contorted w ith passion.
M ary Gallup stepped forw ard. ñD onôt hurt him ,ò she cried.
A fter w hat seem ed a long m inute of doubt, the outlaw  low ered his six-shooter w ith a snarl

of rage. It w as possible for him  to go too far. H e knew  that. The frontier w as none too particular
in the m atter of killings. A  m an settled his personal difficulties from  the holster. But Baldy w as
w ounded, defenceless, and popular, a com bination not to be trifled w ith. Better let the m an go,
especially since it w as no advantage to kill him . There w ere too m any w itnesses here, anyhow.

ñIt donôt m atter w hat an old donker like you thinks,ò W ilson grow led. Then, turning to one
of his com panions, ñFix up a kinda saddle on them  horses outa the m ail sacks. Iôll ride one, anô
you take another, D ave. W eôll give our m ounts to the ladies.ò

ñW e better leave the ladies here, M ose, donôt you reckon?ò the other m an objected in a low
voice.

The leader turned on him  angrily. ñFellow, itôs m y say-so. They ainôt going w ith you but
w ith m e. M eet you at the old hang-out in a coupla days. Soon as w eôve gone, you fellow s light
out.ò

O ne of the passengers, a big M issourian, had a w ord to say and said it.
ñYou cainôt take these ladies w ith you, M ister, anô you know  it. W ouldnôt be right. I ainôt

aim inô to rile you, butð ð ò
W ilson, furious, flung a w ild shot tow ard the m an. H e did not intend to kill him , but he w as

quite w illing to w ound. The bullet m issed the M issourian by a hairôs breadth and dug into the
cutband behind him .

Five m inutes later, W ilson, riding betw een the tw o w om en, disappeared into the chaparral.
Virginiaôs breath w as com ing in ragged sobs. This m an terrified her, not so m uch because he

w as a ruffian and a killer as because of the approving regard he turned upon her.
H er aunt spoke to the girl, evenly and calm ly. ñD onôt be afraid, dear. H e dare not harm  you.

If he did, heôd be dragged by the neck to the nearest trees as soon as heôs caught.ò
Though she said it confidently, no assurance m ade her heart easy. The fellow  w as bad. She

knew  that. H ow  reckless he w as, she could not be certain.
Their captor snarled at the older w om an. ñD onôt you be too sure about that. I can be druv

jest so far. ôF I w as you, Iôd talk m ighty pretty. M e, Iôm  M ose W ilson.ò



C H A PTER  X I

T O M ôS LU C K  STA N D S U P

A s Tom  galloped forw ard, he took in the details of the scene. Baldy lay propped against
one of the w heels of the coach, his feet w ide apart, his hands on the ground supporting him .
The fat m an, Price, had sat dow n, back against the cutbank. H is face w as a sickly green. The big
M issourian w as ñcussingò fervently. A nother of the passengers bem oaned his losses; w hile a
fourth exulted because m ost of his w ealth, sew ed inside the coat lining, had escaped the
observation of the road agents.

ñW here are the ladies?ò Tom  asked Baldy, com ing straight to w hat w as in his m ind.
ñM ose he took ôem  w ith him .ò
ñW hich w ay?ò
ñH e headed tow ard the buttes thataw ay.ò
ñH ow  m any m en w ith him ?ò
ñN ary a one. I donô know  w hat his gam e is. H e claim ed he w as takinô the ladies to Julesburg.

Course w e kicked. But all the good it did us.ò
ñYou hurt bad, Baldy?ò
ñShoulder. Bleedinô som e. Reckon Iôm  lucky at that. You better git help, Slim , anô light out

after M ose anô the ladies. They collected our guns, or som e of the boys w ould trail after you
afoot. N ot that that w ould do any good either. I feel m ighty triflinô. Youôll have to w ork this out
am ong yoreselves.ò

Price lifted his voice. ñLordy, Lordy, w hy did I ever leave St. Louis?ò he m oaned.
ñYou shot too?ò asked Tom .
Baldy looked at the stout m an in disgust. ñH ell, no! Jesô gun shy. N o sand in his craw.ò The

stage driver w axed feebly indignant. ñA nô him  m akinô up to the ladies, claim inô he w as single,
w hilst he had a w ife anô steen children in St. Louis.ò

Tom  cut into these nonessentials. ñIôm  not w aitinô for help, Baldy. Iôll take the trail after
W ilson w hile itôs hot. Get w ord to the next station soon as you can.ò

H e rode into the brush and struck a rapid gait, paying no attention to the trail. A  few
hundred yards in front of him  w as a sand w aste, and the tracks could be picked up there
probably w ith no difficulty. W ilson could not have m ore than ten m inutes start. If he should be
lucky, he w ould catch sight of the three riders presently, in w hich case there w ould be no need
to track them .

In the sand stretch, it w as im possible to m iss the tracks. H e could see that the outlaw  w as
covering ground at a jog trot. The m an had no reason to fear im m ediate pursuit. N o doubt he
expected to reach w ater after a tim e and so frustrate any posse w hich m ight follow.

Tom  rode at a gallop straight tow ard a ridge that ran parallel to the O verland Trail. From  the
sum m it, his eyes sw ept the valley ahead. W ilson and his captives w ere m ounting a slope less
than half a m ile from  him .

The young m an had no plan of cam paign other than to fight it out w ith the bandit and
rescue the w om en. W ilson w as evidently heading for one of his hang-outs in the hills. It w as, of
course, a piece of sheer folly for him  to take w ith him  these captives, but it w as the sort of
idiocy of w hich Tom  knew  the m an capable. The fellow  w as incredibly vain. H e believed him self
irresistible w ith w om en. A bsurd though it seem ed, his idea m ight be that, given a little tim e,
they w ould com e under the spell of his charm .



There w as a fringe of thicker brush to the right, and Tom  follow ed this. H e w anted to rem ain
unobserved as long as possible. A s he em erged from  this into the open he saw  W ilson turn and
look back. H e w as not sure, but he believed the fellow  had caught sight of him . A t any rate, he
stood there betw een the tw o w om en silhouetted against the skyline, a big figure astride a roan
horse that looked fam iliar.

The outlaw  took his tim e. W hy hurry w hen his victim  w as flying up the slope to destruction
as fast as he could drive his horse? Even w hile he slow ly raised the rifle to take aim , W ilson
m arvelled at the foolhardiness of this m an. Riding at that pace, he could not fire w ith any hope
of success. The road agent, a dead shot, could pick him  off to a certainty. H e took a long,
steady aim .

A  quirt sang through the air. The cruel sting of it fell like a lash of fire across the rum p of the
roan. Instantly the anim al plunged forw ard w ith a w ild leap. A  bullet w as flung skyw ard. W ith
an oath, W ilson tried to rein in his m ount. Curbed, the roan reared high, landed on all four feet,
hum ped its back in another upw ard bound, and struck hard on stiff legs. W ilson sagged on its
back, clutching at the m ane to save him self. H e had no saddle, no stirrups to aid in giving
equipoise. Before he could get set, the affrighted horse w ent tw isting sidew ays into the air. The
rider shot like a rocket from  its back. H e lay am ong the rocks, bruised, the breath driven from  his
body. Forty feet from  him  w as the rifle, w here it had fallen. The roan w as flying along the
shoulder of the hill to escape its fears.

A lready the tw o w om en w ere riding straight for Tom . H e w heeled behind them  and follow ed
at a gallop dow n the slope. W ilson still had his rifle. H e m ight at any m om ent send a bullet
pinging dow n after them . N ot till they w ere far out of range did the three slacken pace.

ñYou saved m y life, one of you,ò Tom  said at last.
ñThat w as auntie,ò the girl cried. ñH e canôtð get us now, can he?ò
ñN o chance. H eôs lost his horse. U nless w e run into som e of the rest of the gang, w eôre all

right.ò
ñThey w ent another w ay,ò M rs. Gallup said.
ñThen w eôll head for the road, tow ard Julesburg.ò
For a few  m inutes, they rode w ithout further speech. Virginia, overstrung em otionally, w ept

quietly. H er aunt began to talk, cheerfully, to w oo the girl from  her distress.
ñYoung m an, you saved us from  the attentions of that ruffian. W hatever he w anted w ith us,

Iôm  glad to be quit of him . W e thank you, both of us.ò
ñO h, thatôs all right,ò Tom  replied, em barrassed. ñI reckon you saved yore ow n selves,

anyhow. It w as right foolish of m e to com e bustinô up the hill thataw ay.ò
ñYouôre certainly right. I donôt know  how  m any close calls youôve had, but you never had a

nearer shave than just now. But your pluck saved us. W e w onôt forget it, w ill w e, Virginia?ò
ñN -never,ò the girl sobbed.
M ary Gallup m entioned their nam es and asked for his.
ñW hy, you know  it, m aôam , though naturally you donôt recognize m e. Iôm  Tom  Collins, anô

ten years ago, in St. Joe, you-all w ere right good to m e. I sure have never forgot it.ò
ñA nd you knew  us at once?ò
ñYes, m aôam , I knew  you soon as I saw  you at the station last night. I didnôt know  M issð

M iss Virginia.ò
ñYou knew  usð and didnôt com e up and tell us,ò M rs. Gallup reproached.
ñI didnôt rightly know  w hether youôd w ant to m eet m e again, m e being nobody in

particular.ò



ñW hat do you m ean, nobody in particular? Youôre our friend Tom  Collins, arenôt you?ò she
asked indignantly.

ñYes, m aôam , if you say so. But Iôm  only an extra m an w ith the com pany. Just grew  up any
w hich w ay. N o education or m anners.ò

Virginia spoke dem urely. A pparently, she had recovered from  her touch of hysteria. ñGood
enough to save us from  that villain, M r. Collins, but not good enough for us to know ?ò

ñI didnôt know  how  youôd feel,ò he apologized happily.
ñYouôre not very com plim entary to us, Tom ,ò M rs. Gallup charged. ñD o your friends usually

turn their backs on you?ò
ñN o, m aôam . I didnôt w ant to presum e.ò Then, to Virginia, gently: ñYou donôt need to keep

lookinô back, m iss. N o w ay he can catch up w ith us. I donôt reckon the rest of his gang w ould
m olest you, anyhow.ò

A n hour later, they reached the great road along w hich flow ed the life that w as to build an
em pire in the W est. Before they had follow ed it a m ile, they heard the tram pling of m any feet
and the jingle of bridles. A round the bend rode to m eet them  a com pany of U nited States
cavalry.

The officer in charge halted his com m and. H e w as a good-looking w asp-w aisted lieutenant
from  W est Point. The bow  he gave the ladies had served him  w ell at m any a dance. Tom
observed that, at sight of Virginia, his eyes brightened.

H e told M rs. Gallup that he w as Lieutenant M anners, and very m uch at the service of her
party.

ñI never w as so glad to m eet an arm y officer in m y life,ò M rs. Gallup told him  prom ptly.
ñW eôve just had a terrible experience w ith a gang of road agents. If it hadnôt been for this
young m an, w e w ould still be captives of one of them .ò

The officer heard the story as they rode back tow ard the stage. M ore than once his eyes
rested approvingly upon Virginiaôs slender figure. For nearly a year, he had been on the frontier,
and it had been long since he had seen tw o w om en as attractive as these. O utside of the w ives
of squaw  m en, he had looked upon just three w om en in the last six m onths. O ne had been fat
and hom ely, one fifty-seven. The third w as a bride. M anners hoped that, if these tw o w ere
m arried, their husbands w ere a thousand m iles aw ay. H e w as a very decent chap, but he
hungered for sm iles a little m ore than polite. H e longed to m ake love to a pretty girl on a shady
porch in the dark of the m oon. H e panted for rom ance, instead of dust, desert, alkali, and salt
pork.

ñItôs like good new s from  hom e to hear your nam e,ò he told the girl gallantly, w ith the soft
draw l of the Southland. ñVirginia is m y native state, and since I canôt go hom e, itôs m ighty nice
to see so fair a colour bearer w ear the flag of it.ò

Virginia blushed. She w as not used to com plim ents like this.
They reached the stage and at once grew  busy. W ith m ost of his com m and, M anners

departed to com b the hills for the outlaw s. M ary Gallup w as the pioneer w om an, intent on
service. From  the boot of the coach, she took her carpetbag, found in it a w hite petticoat, and
tore strips from  the garm ent. Tom  brought w ater in a bucket, and she bathed and bound Baldyôs
w ound.

Price attem pted to insinuate him self once m ore into the position of voluntary guardian of
the ladies. The big M issourian stopped that at once. The frontier, w hich tries the soul of m en,
passes stern verdict on those w ho flinch.

ñYou get busy anô help haul that dead horse into the brush,ò he ordered. ñN o need for you



to get brash now  after the w ay you acted a w hile ago.ò
M r. Price attem pted to be dignified. ñI w as sick,ò he explained. ñSom ething I ate, I reckon.ò
ñW ork w ill be good for you, then. Take that hind leg anô pull.ò
The stout m an did so. Sw eat poured from  his face. The ñboiledò shirt becam e lim p and w et,

the broadcloth trousers stained w ith clay. H e puffed like a porpoise, and the untrained m uscles
w ent dead in his arm s.

ñThis is an outrage,ò he protested to Tom , m opping his face. ñThe com pany em ployees
should do this. Iôll dem and a refund of m y fare.ò

Baldy agreed. ñI sure w ould. You need yore m oney for yore w ife anô them  children you w as
tellinô M ose W ilson about.ò

Tom  laughed. The pom posity of M r. Price w as a punctured bladder.



C H A PTER  X II

LIEU T EN A N T  R A N D O LPH  M A N N ER S
IS SH O C K ED

Tom  took the stage in to Julesburg. Baldy Brow n w as a passenger, and a very restless one.
The fever had m ounted in his blood during the long trip, and a good deal of the tim e he w as out
of his head.

The early m orning sunlight stream ed across the gray sage w hen Tom  drew  up the tired
horses in front of the station at Julesburg. A ll night the coach had sw ayed and rocked along
the road, follow ed by a detachm ent of troopers. Few  of the passengers had been able to obtain
any sleep. The seats w ere so crow ded that if one snatched a few  w inks of slum ber he w as sure
to be roused by the elbow  or the shoulder of the next-door neighbour.

Tired and w eary w ere those w ho tum bled out of the Concord. O ne at least w as in m uch
w orse case. M ary w alked beside the w ounded m an and supported him . Lieutenant M anners
w as on the other side of him .

ñSom e gaunted outfit, looks like,ò M assie com m ented to Tom . ñH ow  com e you to be
drivinô? W hatôs w rong w ith Baldy?ò

ñStage hold-up. Baldy got shot.ò
ñH m p! The W ilson gang, eh?ò
ñI reckon, but w e ainôt right sure. They w ere m asked. O ne of ôem  claim ed he w as M ose, but

that m ight have been done on purpose to shift suspicion.ò
Baldy sw ayed an uncertain course tow ard the house. For som e tim e, his unbalanced fancy

had m oved him  to song. In a quavering, high voice, he now  attem pted a snatch of ñN atchez
under the H ill.ò

ñYes, thatôs fine,ò M ary told him . ñN ow, I w ouldnôt sing any m ore just now. K inda let dow n
a little bit.ò

ñYou w onôt leave m e, then?ò he begged. ñI ainôt got ary w ife to look after m e here, m aôam .
W hat w ives I got, if any, are back in the States.ò

ñIôll see youôre looked after,ò she prom ised.
ñThe robbers get m uch?ò M assie asked Tom .
Young Collins told the story from  beginning to end in five short sentences. H e m ade

nothing of the danger he had been in, nor did M assie ask him  to expand the tale. It w as taken
for granted that plainsm en faced peril w ithout com m ent.

ñYore luck sure stood up fine.ò
ñYep.ò Tom  yaw ned. H e tried to rem em ber how  long it had been since he had slept. ñReckon

Iôll drift in for som e ham  anô eggs, then hit the hay.ò
H e w as dead on his feet for sleep. H is eyes closed the instant he fell into the bunk.
It w as late in the afternoon before he aw akened. A fter w ashing and dressing, he w ent to the

station for food. A t a little distance, he saw  M rs. Gallup and Virginia w ith Lieutenant M anners.
They bloom ed like peonies. Sleep and fresh clothing had done w onders for them .

Tom  did not join them . A s he saw  it, his little hour of sunshine w as past. W hy should it not
be? H e w as only a dusty, sun-burned bull w hacker, an extra m an w ith a freight outfit. There w as
no m an in the goldfields w ho w ould not gladly know  these dainty, charm ing w om en. They had
a right to look for the best. Yet it w as w ith pardonable envy that Tom  observed the gay
lieutenant m aking him self agreeable to them . M anners w as by inheritance and training a
gentlem an. H e knew  how  to m ake sm all talk, how  to entertain ladies. A ll Tom  could do w as to



tw ist his old hat in his hands and w ish he knew  w hat to talk about.
It had been different, of course, during the em ergency. H e had know n w hat to say then,

because circum stances had forced his hand. That had been no tim e for talk, except for curt
com m ands and a few  w ords of reassurance. Very likely they had thought him  bossy. W ell, it did
not m atter w hat they thought. H e had no intention of presum ing on the fact that Virginia had
turned to him  w hen she w as afraid, or on his old friendship for them , to push in w here it w ould
be an em barrassm ent for them . So far as these ladies w ere concerned, he w as out of luck.

Tom  passed into the station and ate a hearty dinner of antelope steak, corn bread, and
coffee. O ne or tw o of the passengers fell into talk w ith him , after w hich he called on Baldy.

The stage driver w as already on the m end. H is fever had gone dow n and he w as eating light
food.

ñM assie dug the bullet out. Iôll be back on the job in a day or tw o. W hatôs one liôlô bullet
am ong one husky guy like m e?ò

Through the w indow, Tom  could see M anners and the ladies. It w as clear they w ere having
a good tim e. The young lieutenant w as a likable youth, boyish and pink cheeked, and the
assurance of superior caste, his by inheritance and training, w ere neutralized by the w arm th of
his sm ile and a certain lightfooted eagerness of m anner not w holly to be restrained by the
obligations of his position. W ith these ladies, he put his best foot forw ard.

H e w alked about the little village w ith them . The station had been built at the upper
crossing of the South Platte opposite the m outh of Lodge Pole Creek. Logs for the houses had
been drifted a hundred m iles dow n the river, and of these the stores, the stables, the
bunkhouses, the outhouses, and the station itself had been built. The buildings w ere flat-
topped, roofed by poles covered w ith sagebrush, over w hich had been stretched gunny sacks.
A  six-inch layer of dirt held these in place and kept out m ost of the w ater w hen it rained.

N ot counting the station buildings, there w ere, perhaps, eight or ten other shacks in the
place. These w ere occupied by squaw  m en w ho trapped, hunted, or freighted. The half-breed
children cam e out shyly to look at the strange phenom enon of w hite w om en, but w hen M ary
and Virginia attem pted to talk w ith them  they broke and fled helter-skelter.

Perhaps because they w anted to escape from  the m em ory of the horrors they had faced, the
young w om en had dressed them selves w ith m ore care than usual. They w ore chintz gow ns, the
sleeves w ide at bottom , show ing undersleeves to m atch the lace chem isettes. The skirts had
long, full folds, lying all close together above and expanding w ith a gentle sw aying m otion as
the young w om en m oved. M ary w ore a cashm ere shaw l, draw n above one shoulder and under
the other to break the uniform ity. H er niece carried a deep cape reaching alm ost to the knees.

The young lieutenant w alking beside them  w as captivated by their charm , their good looks,
their style. It w as so w om en dressed in Godôs Country. Their clothes m ight have com e straight
from  G odeyôs Ladyôs Book. It w as w arm , and as Virginia w alked, she carried her hat, sw inging it
by the ribbons. To Randolph M anners, she seem ed to m ove as though feather-footed, and the
rhythm  of her progress dow n the dusty road held a sw eet significance. A ll the glory of the sun
w as reflected in her bronze hair, w hich w as arranged in a coiffure of ringlets, as w as fitting for a
young girl of the period.

ñSo youôre going alone to the goldfields to m ake your fortunes,ò the W est Pointer said,
recurring to the them e for the third tim e. It w as a subject he could not let alone. The fact both
shocked and fascinated him . Their adventure w as unw om anly, but it w as trem endously exciting.
A t this tim e, the fem inist had not been discovered. Ladies did not go into the business w orld,
except in rare cases as school-teachers.



ñYes,ò M rs. Gallup said, and sm iled at him . She knew  how  the thought of it outraged his
sense of the proper thing.

H er sm ile w as charm ing. She w as thirty-tw o, in the full flow erage of her best years. Life
flow ed deeply in her. It w as im possible to think of her as unw om anly, for she breathed the very
aura of sex. But he had been brought up in the rom antic school of the period, especially strong
in the South, w hich held that w om an w as som ehow  a superior creature, fine and fragile, not to
be soiled by contact w ith the coarse realities of life. H e thought of his m other and his sisters,
and he knew  that they w ould consider these w om en d®class®. Yet he could not accept such a
judgm ent. H e w anted to tell these tw o sw eet creatures that they w ere m aking a m istake, that
they could not m ix in the w orld of m en w ithout losing the bloom  of their God-given inheritance.
H e w anted to convince M rs. Gallup that, on account of her niece, she ought not to do this
scandalous thing.

H altingly, for fear of giving offense, he skirted the dangerous them e. She could not know
w hat she w as doing. It w as im possible for her to realize, w ithout actual contact, the condition of
society in the gold diggings.

She listened understandingly. Pretty clearly she guessed his background and the extent to
w hich it had im pregnated his thinking. For herself, she had been brought up in a different
school. She had been born and bred in that pioneer life w here w om en share the hardships w ith
their m en. Therefore, she did not com bat his argum ents. Instead, she sketched the story of their
lives. It seem ed good to her that this young m an should know  exactly their social status. For it
w as already plain he had eyes only for Virginia, that her loveliness had touched his fancy. M ary
did not intend to let her chick be m ade unhappy if she could prevent it.

She told of her grandfather, w ho had gone to the N orthw est w ith Lew is and Clark in the
early years of the century, of his life as a trapper, of his return, his m arriage, and his w estw ard
trek to Illinois. She spoke of her father and her ow n early life, of its hardships, its privations,
and its self-reliance.

ñW e m ade our ow n furniture, after w e had built our ow n log cabin out of the forest logs
chinked w ith m ud. M other spun our clothes. Father m ade our shoes. The only hat I had w as a
coonskin cap. Except in w inter, w e children w ent barefoot. W e w alked tw o m iles over a m uddy
corduroy road to a schoolhouse that had at first oiled paper for w indow s. W hen I m arried, w e
m oved on to the frontier, m y husband and I, to St. Joe on the river. W e have no slaves. W e did
everything for ourselves. H e caught a fever and died. I w as left alone at tw enty-one. M y
brother died w hen Virginia w as alm ost a baby. Since then, w eôve m anaged som ehow. She had
had good schooling in St. Louis. But w e com e of pioneer blood. W e are doing nothing m y
people w ould not expect of m e if they w ere alive to-day.ò

Virginia w as a little uncom fortable. She liked this boyish officer, and he w as m anifestly
different from  m ost of the m en she had know n. H e had distinction, and he w ore his uniform  as
though it w ere the insignia of his ow n gallantry. W as it necessary for her aunt to stress so
m uch the difference betw een him  and them ? A fter all she had been to M iss Pinneyôs finishing
school and w as graduated from  it. Virginia felt shy w ith him , and from  that shyness plucked an
em otion that deepened the apple-blossom  tint in her cheeks to that of a K illarney rose.

D isarm ed but not convinced, M anners still w as disturbed.
ñIf you only had a brother w ith you, som eone to stand betw een you andð ð ò
ñð and the attentions of so m any m en w ho get w orried because w e are lone w om en,ò M rs.

Gallup finished for him  w ith a sm ile. ñReally, Lieutenant, Virginia w ill be protected by every m an
in the settlem ent. N o harm  can com e to her from  lack of consideration.ò



ñStill, if that outlaw  w ho took you aw ay yesterdayð ð ò
ñW ould it have been different if w e had had a brother along?ò
ñI reckon not,ò he adm itted. ñJust the sam e, I donôt like it. Thatôs the w ay I feel, M rs.

Gallup.ò
Virginiaôs soft eyes, for one fleeting fraction of a second, thanked him  for his concern for

them .
In his heart, alw ays susceptible to the charm s of attractive w om en, a burst of song lifted.

H er hair, that seem ed just now  a taw ny gold, w as so thick and heavy. H er eyes w ere so quick
w ith life, and her skin w as as tenderly colourful as a rose leaf. She looked so im perishably
young, and she carried her youth like a banner.

ñThis is no country for w om en,ò he said. ñItôs too rough and hard, even w hen they have
relatives to protect them .ò

ñThe only answ er to that is that w e are here, and have no relatives, and m ust m ake the best
of it,ò M ary Gallup replied.

A  girl of about Virginiaôs age w as com ing up the road tow ard them . She w as an Indian, and
she w ore m occasins and furs. She w alked in the heavy, flatfooted fashion of her race. N o hat
covered the shining black hair, w hich w as parted in the m iddle, braided, and reached to her
w aist. The girl w as soft-eyed and very com ely.

A fter she had passed, Virginia asked the officer w ho she w as.
ñI donôt know  her native nam e. It is translated D eer Eyes. She is a daughter of Spit-in-the-

Fire, one of our scouts. Som e m an w ith a freight outfit is to m arry her, Iôm  told. H e has outbid
som e other ruffian. H er father w ants six ponies for her.ò

ñIs he going to sell her, that pretty thing?ò asked Virginia, scandalized.
M anners shrugged his shoulders. ñItôs their custom . She probably w onôt m ind. They think

it is an honour to be the w ife of a squaw  m an.ò
ñD o m any w hite m en m arry Indians?ò asked M rs. Gallup.
ñThe old-tim ers do, the hunters and trappers and scouts, and som e of the m ore shiftless

ones that drift in. This country has plenty of no-account m en. Youôll find that out soon
enough.ò

There cam e to them  the sound of a horn.
ñThe supper call,ò M anners explained. ñW eôd better get back to the station.ò



C H A PTER  X III

T O M  A N SW ER S A Q U EST IO N

Virginia w ondered a little that Tom  Collins did not com e to pay his respects to her and her
aunt. H e had brought them  in w orn out and haggard from  lack of sleep. It w ould be only
com m on courtesy for him  to ask if they had quite recovered.

But she had not m uch tim e to think of Tom . This young lieutenant w ho had dropped from
heaven into her rather arid life took m ost of her attention and her thoughts. There w as
som ething thrilling about him . H e w as the knight in shining arm our w ho had ridden up to
rescue her from  danger. N o doubt this last w as rather unfair to Tom , but that young m an could
not by any stretch of im agination be conceived of as a knight in shining arm our. H e w as as
steady and reliable as old dog Tray, but he did not exactly fit into a picture of rom ance.

A fter dinner, Virginia excused herself to go to her room  for a handkerchief. She sat dow n by
the w indow  for a m inute to look out into the lovely night and dream . A  fine full m oon rode high
in the heavens, and countless stars looked dow n. In the distance, she could see the gleam  of
silver on the sage.

Tw o m en cam e around the corner of the house. They stopped, w hile one of them  stuffed his
pipe bow l w ith tobacco.

O ne asked the other a question. ñW ho is this Slim  Collins that w ent after M ose anô brought
the w om en back?ò

ñO h, a young sprout w orkinô for the com pany. H eôs the fellow  that has bought D eer Eyes
from  Spit-in-the-Fire for a squaw.ò

ñH m p! Cainôt blam e him . A  fellow  sure gits lonesom e out in this neck of the w oods. Got
sand in his craw, looks like.ò

ñYep. Rode hell-a-m ile straight for M ose, if it w as M ose. Thaôs w hat I hear.ò
The m en passed on, leaving Virginia alone w ith her thoughts.
The thing she had heard shocked her. It produced in her a feeling of alm ost physical

uncleanness, as though she had been dragged in the m ire. Tom  Collins a squaw  m an, a
trafficker in a young girlôs virtue, one of those neôer-do-w ells w ho are w illing to sink to the level
of a low er race! Lieutenant M anners had referred to m en of his stam p as shiftless and no-
account, and she felt that the description w as not harsh enough. Such m en m ust be vile,
degenerate. She pushed the thought of them  from  her.

But in sw ift reaction her m ind repudiated the charge. Tom  could not be one of these. Before
her eyes there rose his clean brow n face in refutation. H e w as forceful and valiant. H e had been
the friend of her father as w ell as of herself. She had been ready, even eager, to renew  that
relationship. Surely, he w as not one to go into a left-hand m arriage of this sort, the degrading
purchase of a w om an w hom  he w ould discard later w hen it becam e convenient. She could not
believe it. She w ould have her aunt tell him  w hat story w as afloat so that he m ight have a
chance to stam p it out.

In the darkness, she blushed at having held for an instant such a thought of him . She
blam ed herself for disloyalty. The candid look in his fine gray-blue eyes w as a certificate of
cleanness. It w as unthinkable.

Later, that evening, after they w ere alone in their room  together, Virginia told her aunt w hat
she had heard.

M ary Gallup did not instantly dism iss the idea as preposterous. She had had too m uch



experience in the w orld. M en did strange things w hen they w ere sw ept aw ay by passion or
desire. M oreover, she had heard m ore than once the saying that there w as no God w est of the
M issouri. O ut here in the w ilds, the characters of m en w ere searched by the opportunities for
evil. They w ere far aw ay from  all the restraining influences of hom e and fam ily. N obody w ould
hold them  to account for w hat they did. They deteriorated, hundreds of them , drow ning their
consciences in the dissipations of frontier life. Tom  m ight be one of these. The m arks of it w ere
not w ritten on his face as yet. But he w as young. It took tim e for sin to stam p its effects on the
hum an countenance.

A nd, after all, it w as not a crim e, in som e circum stances it m ight not even be w rong, for a
w hite m an to m arry an Indian girl. If he w ere actually w ed to her, w as it not a question of good
taste rather than of m orals? O ne w ho held him self in the proper respect could not do it, for such
a m arriage im plied living in squalor and dirt. It had been ten years since she had know n Tom ,
and then he had been only a little boy. Perhaps he had taken the colour of his m ind from  those
w ho had let go their hold on the finer things of life.

ñIôll find out if itôs true, Jinnie,ò said M ary Gallup. ñVery likely it isnôt.ò
ñO h, I do hope it isnôt,ò Virginia broke out. Then, loyally. ñA nd I know  it canôt be.ò
H er aunt sm iled at her, a little m ockingly, a little w istfully. Virginia w as the sort of person

w ho is bound to get hurt because, in spirit, she w ent out so eagerly to m eet life. She w as
ardent. W hen she gave her liking and her faith, she did not hold reserves.

M ary w ent to Lieutenant M anners for inform ation. That young m an w as em barrassed. H e
w as very careful w hat he talked about to ladies, and he saw  now  that it w ould have been better
not to have m entioned squaw  m en.

ñI know  only w hat I have heard, M rs. Gallup,ò he said a little stiffly. ñIf you w ish, I w ill
verify m y inform ation.ò

ñIf you w ould, please.ò M aryôs pleasant sm ile w as apt to get her w hat she w anted. ñThis
young m an used to play w ith Virginia w hen she w as a very little girl. If he is undesirable, I donôt
w ant them  to renew  their friendship.ò

ñI can understand that. Iôll find out for sure,ò he prom ised.
The report of the lieutenant, w hen he m ade it an hour later, w as not favourable to young

Collins.
ñThereôs a fellow  out here called M ose W ilson, a very bad lot,ò he explained. ñYouôve heard

of him , perhaps m et him . This m an decided he w anted the girl D eer Eyes. But he is a bully and
w ouldnôt pay w hat her father asked. H is idea w as that the scout w ould have to take his term s,
because if he didnôt, probably he w ould lose the girl and get nothing for her. So this W ilson
served notice he w ould pay three ponies for her, no m ore. Then he rode aw ay on som e of his
nefarious affairs. Young Collins had taken a fancy to the girl, so he nips in and offers six ponies
for the girl. Spit-in-the-Fire accepts the offer, and thatôs how  the m atter stands. But W ilson is
know n as a killer. So it is expected he w ill m ake trouble.ò

M ary did not accept this report as final. She w as not m ealy-m outhed, and she did not w ant
to believe evil of Tom  Collins if she could help it. She m eant to go direct to him  to hear his ow n
version of the story.

To her inquiries, the station agent said that he had seen young Collins last at the m enôs
bunkhouse. ñBut heôs a right lim ber young fellow, m ighty active on his feet, anô heôs liable to be
fur, fur aw ay from  there by now. Pleased to hunt him  up for you, m aôam .ò

ñThink Iôll just stroll out and see if I can find him , but thank you, just the sam e,ò she said.
Tom  w as in front of the bunkhouse sew ing a patch on a buckskin shirt. A t sight of M rs.



Gallup, he blushed and tried to hide the shirt under a gunny sack.
She laughed. ñIôll m end it for you, if you w ant to bring it to the house.ò
The young m an w as a little shocked. H e felt he had been caught in an indelicate situation.

Those w ere prudish tim es, and he knew  nothing about w om en. ñN o, m aôam , thank you. Itôsð
itôs done.ò

ñThen com e and take a w alk w ith m e. I w ant to talk.ò
H e rose, a little shyly.
ñU nless you are too busy,ò she added.
ñN o, m aôam . D oing nothing at all. Jusô listeninô to the grass grow, as you m ight say.ò
They w alked together, the aw kw ard, gangling boy and the serene, sw eet-faced w om an. She

talked and he listened, except for m onosyllabic replies. H er talk ran on old tim es. It w as friendly
and fam iliar, designed to relieve him  of his shyness. She rem inded him  of the little incidents of
that w inter and spring of ô49-ô50. She w anted to know  if he rem em bered her w hips and
syllabubs.

A t w hich speech flow ed out of him  to the extent of tw o sentences. For him , it w as
eloquence.

ñI sure do, m aôam . N ever did eat such puddings.ò
ñW hen you and little Jinnie got at one, there w asnôt m uch left, usually. You tried to be polite

and not eat m uch, but I think boys are hollow  to their toes.ò
ñYes, m aôam ,ò he assented.
ñA nd now  you are a young m an, and she is alm ost ready to be a w om an. Tw o-three years

now, or less, and Iôll lose m y little girl. . . . W hat about you, Tom ?ò She looked directly at him .
ñA re you thinking of getting m arried?ò

H e flushed, em barrassed. ñN o, m aôam . N o. Iôm  nothing but extra hand w ith a bull train. A nô,
anyhow, I never see any w om en folks.ò

M ary answ ered quietly. ñYou see D eer Eyes, I am  told.ò
The look he flashed at her show ed consternation. H e had nothing to say. She w aited for him

to speak, then cornered him  w ith a question.
ñD onôt you?ò
ñW hy, Ið Ið ð ò
H is faltering reply died aw ay.
Ruthlessly she pushed on. ñThereôs a story that you have bought her from  her father for six

ponies.ñ
H e sw allow ed, his A dam ôs apple bobbing up and dow n in his throat. H e stood convictedð

convicted, at least, of dum bness. H is brain w as a blank. H e did not know  w hat to say, how  to
explain the tangle into w hich his sim plicity had draw n him .

A gain she w aited for him  to speak, inexorable as a judge w ith a crim inal before him . A nd he
could not speak. H e did not know  how  to m ake clear his m otives to her.

ñIsnôt it true?ò she asked at last.
The perspiration w as on his forehead. H is reply cam e alm ost in a w hisper. ñYes, m aôam .ò
ñBut not to m arry her, you say.ò
ñN o, m aôam , I reckon not.ò
H er eyes grew  chill. ñW hy, then?ò
It w as agony for him , in his shyness, to discuss such a subject w ith a lady. H e m ight at any

m om ent say som ething he ought not to.
ñThat fellow, M ose W ilson, m aôam , heôs one of the biggest skunks that ever landed w ith



both feet in the territory. H eôs a road agent anô a horse thief. This liôlô girl, this D eer Eyes, w hy,
sheð ð ò

H e stuck there. A fter all, how  could he explain it so that he w ould be believed? H e w as
confronted by cold facts. N obody but an idiot w ould have done the thing he had done for the
fool reason that he had.

ñYes?ò she said.
ñW hy, sheð she com e to m eð ð ò
ñItôs a little hard to explain, isnôt it?ò she said, and her voice had a cold edge of scorn. ñYou

need not trouble to explain it to m e, then. A fter all, I am  a stranger and I have no business to
ask. I think Iôll w alk back to the house. N o, I w onôt trouble you to go w ith m e.ò

M ary Gallup w aited a m om ent, still hoping for som e denial. But none cam e. She turned on
her heel and w ent up the road, leaving him  there.

Tom  stood w here she had left him , his heart heavy w ith despair. H e had found his friends,
and he had lost them  again. H e had been cast off as unw orthy. That he w as the victim  of a
m isunderstanding, he knew, but he did not see how  he could explain it. H e had fum blingly tried,
and he had failed.

The custom  of the tim es w as against freedom  of speech betw een m en and w om en. A
subject such as this could not be discussed. M ary Gallup had broken through the barrier, since
he w as, after all, only a boy. But Tom  had not been able to m eet her halfw ay, and his shyness
had been interpreted as guilt.

N ext day, Tom  saw  them  leave for D enver on the stage. Lieutenant M anners and a guard of
soldiers rode beside the coach.



C H A PTER  X IV

D EN V ER

Virginia w as aquiver w ith excitem ent. She had reached the journeyôs end, the land of golden
prom ise. Before her, in the rare, clear air, rose the sm oke from  the Cherry Creek settlem ents, from
A uraria and D enver, the rival villages that jostled each other and fought for suprem acy. The
perilous seven-hundred-m ile drive across the plains w as accom plished. Its dangers lay behind
them . H er hopes w ere still to be realized.

The stage sw ayed forw ard, leaving in its w ake a cloud of yellow  dust. It lurched across an
undulating prairie of sage, cactus, and tum blew eed. To the right ran the w inding river, shallow,
w ide, and sandy. The careening coach topped a rise and descended into Larim er Street, the
road passing through a populous prairie-dog tow n.

It w as a raw  and desolate m etropolis that Virginia saw. O n the near side of the creek, som e
shacks of hew n pine logs straggled here and there in w hat by courtesy m ight be called streets.
This w as D enver. A cross the stream  w as another scattered group, A uraria. A s they drew  closer,
the girl saw  that m any of the houses w ere still roofless. M ost of them  had no doors, unless a
draped gunny sack m ay be so called. Glass w indow s w ere so rare as to be notable. The
chim neys w ere built of sticks of w ood piled up like a childôs corncob house and chinked w ith
m ud.

A s the stage approached the centre of the village, Virginia noticed the colourful variety of
its inhabitants. There w ere M exicans in serapes, A rapaho braves strutting in front of flatfooted
squaw s carrying papooses; there w ere half-breed trappers, and w hite m en of m any kinds. M ost
of these last w ere dressed in the rough garb of m iners, but others w ere carefully costum ed in
the distinctive clothes of professional gam blers or business m en still clinging to the custom s of
ñGodôs Country.ò

But if the tow n itself w as disappointing, its setting w as m agnificent. Virginia had seen her
first glim pse of m ountains yesterday, and all day she had been rolling closer to them . It seem ed
to her now  as though a ten-m inute w alk w ould take her into them  across the folds of hills that
intervened. She did not know  that in this clear, untem pered light a distance of tw enty m iles
telescoped to one. Beneath the bluest of skies the sun w as setting in a m ountain crotch. The
range stretched for hundreds of m iles, w hite and blue against the skyline. The great peaks,
Longôs and Greyôs, and far to the south, Pikeôs, rose like sentinels on guard.

Even as she looked, the sifted gold that filled the hollow s of the hills began to change in
tint. It w as as though purple lakes had been poured into the draw s and gorges. The details
faded. Before the stage drew  up at the Elephant Corral, the glory of the sunôs exit w as dying
from  the sky.

The streets w ere filled w ith m en. It seem ed to Virginia that there w ere hundreds of them .
M en everyw here, no w om en. A s they descended from  the stage, the tw o ladies knew  that
scores of eyes w ere fastened on them , w atching every m ovem ent they m ade. W hite w om en
w ere still a curiosity at the diggings, though from  now  on their num bers w ould rapidly increase.

A s they entered the D enver H ouse, a young m an in uniform  cam e forw ard quickly to m eet
them . It w as Lieutenant M anners. H e had reached tow n earlier in the day w ith his troop.

Both Virginia and her aunt w ere glad to see him . A m ong all these strange faces, a fam iliar
friendly one w as a w elcom e sight.

ñIôve saved a room  for you,ò he explained. ñItôs the best in the house, as far as possible



from  the noise of the saloon. Youôll hear shouting and m usic and m aybe once in a w hile
shooting, but you need not w orry at all. N obody w ould hurt you. Just pay no attention to it.ò

ñI suppose the shooting is a kind of exuberant hum our,ò M rs. Gallup said.
There w as a suggestion of reserve in the young m anôs answ er. ñSom ething like that,ò he

agreed. It w as unnecessary to explain that the shooting w as usually the culm ination of a
difference of opinion. She w ould learn the cam p custom s soon enough.

The officer arranged to eat supper w ith them  in an hour. A t the expiration of that tim e, they
appeared. A  bath and fresh clothes had done m uch for them .

ñW e hadnôt really expected ever to get clean again,ò M ary Gallup told the W est Pointer.
ñThe w ay that dust sifts in.ò

W hile they ate, M anners told them  all about the tow n. The feeling betw een A uraria and
D enver w as very bitter and w as the occasion of a good m any cutting and shooting affairs,
though this last he om itted to m ention. U ncle D ick W ootten, the old scout, had the first store at
A uraria, and his place w as the gathering centre of that tow n. The new  tow n had gone its rival
one better by building the D enver H ouse. This w as considered palatial, relatively speaking. Its
size w as thirty-six by one hundred and thirty feet. The saloon, know n as D enver H all, occupied
the w hole w idth of the low er floor. The earth w as sprinkled tw ice daily to keep dow n the dust.
Gam ing w as universal, the lieutenant explained, and, in the course of a night, hundreds of m en
poured in and out of the place to stake their gold dust on the turn of a card.

D uring the evening, the officer w alked out w ith them  to see the place. A  gorgeous m oon
w as in the sky, and ten thousand stars. Virginia thought she had never seen such a night. There
w ere light clouds, and som etim es the m oon hid itself for a few  m inutes behind them . Beyond
the foothills, w here the sky cam e dow n to m eet the earth, she could trace the faint outline of the
m ountains.

The streets w ere filled w ith surging m en, w ith covered w agons cam ped beside the road,
w ith ox caravans just reaching tow n after a forced m arch. A long Cherry Creek and farther dow n
along the Platte, hundreds of cam p fires gleam ed am ong the cottonw oods. In the evening, after
darkness had blotted out the garish details of the raw  cam p, there w as som ething that caught
the im agination in the courage of this young vitality that had overflow ed from  the safety of a
settled civilization to conquer a new  and unknow n w orld. It thrilled her pulses, all this exuberant
life expressing itself so recklessly. The pioneer blood in her answ ered to the call of this parched
land.

O n the w ay back to the hotel, M ary Gallup stopped and lifted her finger for silence. ñI
thought I heard a baby cry,ò she said.

A  low  w ail cam e from  a cabin close to them .
ñThatôs M cGaaôs place,ò the young m an said. ñH eôs að að m arried to an Indian w om an.

This baby is the first child born in the tow n. H eôs quite a public character already.ò
ñIôm  going to see that baby to-m orrow,ò M ary announced.
In this m enôs w orld, in w hich there seem ed no place for a w om an, the sound of a baby

crying w as reassuring. It suggested that the norm al activities of life w ould in tim e catch up w ith
even a gold rush. The sight of so m any rough, bearded m en, nearly all in boots and buckskin
trousers and flannel shirts and garnished w ith revolvers, had been a little disturbing. M aybe
she had been precipitate in bringing Virginia here. M aybe it w as not a safe place for a young
girl. But that puny little cry lifted into the night restored her confidence. W herever babies w ere,
w om en m ight safely stay.

M ary Gallup kept the prom ise she had m ade. She w as a born m other, though she had no



babies of her ow n. N ot only did she and Virginia see the M cGaa baby, but they passed the
lodges of the A rapahoes on the edge of the village and inspected the papooses w hile they
w ere them selves stared at by the Indian m others. They stopped at U ncle D ick W oottenôs store
to m ake som e trifling purchase. The fam ous old scout w as pointed out to them  by Lieutenant
M anners, w ho had appointed him self official guide to the ladies.

W ootten w as a bearded patriarch in fringed buckskin. H e sat in front of the store, one run-
dow n heel of a boot hooked in the rung of a real chair. It w as one of the few  chairs in A uraria,
and U ncle D ick liked to exhibit it casually but proudly as an evidence of his progressive spirit.
H e w as sm oking a corncob pipe, the w hile he talked w ith a very striking-looking m an in the
costum e of the w ilderness.

ñThatôs Jam es P. Beckw ourth,ò the young officer w hispered to Virginia.
ñA nd w ho is he?ò
ñThe m ost fam ous Indian fighter alive except K it Carson. H e is half N egro, they say, but for

years he w as head chief of the Crow s and m ade that tribe feared by all its enem ies. W on all its
w ars for it. H e is fearless in battle, Iôve been told. Bears a charm ed life. H eôs been w ounded
tw enty tim es.ò

Beckw ourth w as a splendidly built m an w ith long black hair, the com plexion of a M exican,
and the eyes of an Indian. H e had an easy recklessness of m anner, but his face expressed
character and keenness.

A  couple of children clung close to him , w hile their dark eyes shyly studied the half-clad
infants of U ncle D ick, w ho w ere playing stagecoach w ith m any crackings of im aginary w hips.

ñI saw  a squaw  skinning a puppy for dinner at one of the lodges w e passed. A re they so
w retchedly poor as that?ò asked Virginia.

ñThe A rapahoes are poor enough, and they are great beggars. But that puppy is no proof
of their poverty. It w ill be a great feast. They are alw ays stealing dogs to put in the pot.ò

ñI donôt believe Iôd like to board w ith them ,ò Virginia said, ñeven if I w asnôt afraid.ò
ñYou neednôt fear these A rapahoes. They are tam e enough. But you are right about eating

w ith them . They are very dirty and have no sense of sanitation. I have had to eat w ith them  in
the line of duty, but I didnôt like it.ò

Lieutenant M anners escorted his guests back across the bridge into D enver. Great m asses
of w ild-cherry bushes clustered along the banks of the creek and gave the stream  its nam e.

M ary Gallup looked out into the desert of cactus. She thought she saw  som e shining
antelope in the distance.

ñW e m ight w alk up Cherry Creek a little w ay,ò she said. ñIôd like to see the m ountains from
the hill.ò

Virginia nodded eager assent. ñO h, yes, letôs. I donôt w ant to go back to our stuffy little
room  yet. Itôs so hot there, and w e can hear all the noises from  the gam bling hall.ò

ñI w as going to suggest w alking farther m yself,ò M anners agreed. ñThere isnôt m uch for a
lady to do or see in the cam p. I w as afraid you w ould regret com ing.ò

ñBut w e donôt regret it at all,ò Virginia insisted. ñW e just like itð heaps, and w eôre going to
m ake our fortunes. That has nothing to do w ith us w anting to take a w alk, has it?ò

They follow ed the creek. Virginia w alked w ith the light tread of abounding life. It expressed
itself in her carefree laugh, in the colour m ounting to her cheeks, in the grace of her m otions.
The lieutenant thought he had never seen a m ore charm ing girl. She w as in essence a lady, and
so w as her aunt, regardless of their antecedents and their position in life. H e w ished his m other
could m eet them , could see them  in this environm ent of crude roughness. Surely she w ould



agree w ith him  that . . .
H is surface talk had nothing to do w ith his m usings. H e talked of indifferent subjects.
ñW e are on the duelling ground[2] now,ò he explained to them . ñThe principals stand just

below  us, and the crow d w atching are up on the hill here.ò
ñJim iny! D o they have duels?ò Virginia exclaim ed.
ñA ll the advantages of m odern civilization,ò he said w ith a laugh. ñTw o subjects seem  to

cause m ost of the differences of opinion.ò H e bow ed, in his gay w ay. ñN o, not the fair sex. W e
havenôt had any to quarrel about. M ost of the disputes are about slavery or else about the
m erits of A uraria and D enver.ò

They w alked back to the tow n and entered it along F Street. Lost am ong the saloons w as a
little bookstore housed in a shack m ade of the boxes in w hich the w ares had com e. O n
exhibition w ere the w orks of D ickens, of D um as, of G. P. R. Jam es. Virginia noticed M iss Leslieôs
Cook Book. There w ere, too, new spapers from  St. Louis, St. Joseph, Cincinnati, and other
points. Prom inently displayed am ong these w as a m ore or less recent copy of H orace Greeleyôs
N ew  York Tribune.

They m oved dow n Blake Street, one of the leading business thoroughfares. Som e of the
stores w ere in log cabins, but others w ere displayed in tents or even w agons. Tw o out of every
three signs they passed advertised a saloon or a gam bling house.

The talk that drifted to them  w as of m ining developm ents, of the cam ps at Black H aw k and
Central City and Boulder, and of the new  discoveries at Fairplay and California Gulch. Virginia
caught echoes of reports of fabulous finds, but already she knew  that the gossip of tow n
bum m ers m ust be discounted. There w as gold in the hills, plenty of it, but not everybody w ho
had bought a pick and shovel w ould find it.

[2] The old duelling ground w as on the east side of Cherry Creek, just below
w here the present Broadw ay crosses it.



C H A PTER  X V

T O M  H EA R S A N  O LD  SO N G

From  a short distance, Tom  had w atched the stage leave Julesburg carrying as passengers
M rs. Gallup and Virginia. Good w ishes w ere shouted. The driverôs long w hip snaked out. The
horses plunged forw ard. A long the yellow  trail ribbon w hich stretched to the horizon, the
Concord rocked and sw ayed.

Tom ôs heart w as heavy w ithin him . N either of the ladies had looked his w ay. Perhaps they
had not seen him , though he had been standing close to them  as they had passed to the coach.
For that m atter it w as of no im portance w hether they had or had not recognized him . The fact
that stood out w as that they had gone out of his life, definitely, finally, just after he had found
them  again.

H e turned aw ay, depressed and w orried. H is shoulders sagged. The blacksm ith at the
station w as repairing som e com pany w agons, and Tom  w as doing the required carpenter w ork.
A ll day, as he plied ham m er and saw, the undercurrent of his thoughts had to do w ith this
m isunderstanding that had driven his friends from  him . If he had not been such a tongue-tied
fool, if he had been able to explain the facts to M rs. Gallup instead of stam m ering and
blushing. . .

A s he m ulled over the situation, Tom  knew  he had done nothing w rong in regard to the
Indian girl. H e had lived a rough life, for the m ost part w ith m en alone. The frontier tow ns w here
he had spent his short holidays had offered their tem ptations, but there w as in him  som e
quality of fastidiousness that had not let him  yield to the inviting eyes of casual w om en. H e
had fought for D eer Eyes because she w as a girl and helpless. Perhaps that had been foolish.
She w as only a squaw  in the m aking. A nd squaw s did not count. The ribald w ords and eyes of
m any m en had told him  that. H e excused him self by rem em bering that he had not planned to
defend her. It had been under the im perative urge of im pulse.

If he could have explained this to M rs. Gallup! If he could have done anything except stand
there tongue-tied as though by guilt! If he had flam ed out in anger! N ow  he w ould never see
Virginia again, or if so, it w ould be as a stranger to w hom  he w as denied approach.

A s Tom  one day w alked to dinner a covered w agon drew  up at the saloon. From  the driverôs
seat a heavy-set, slouchy m an descended. The m an w as Buck Com stock. H e w as tying his team
to a hitch rack w hen Tom  passed, and did not see the young m an.

A t once Tom  w ent to M assie.
The station keeper stroked his beard dubiously. ñCourse, heôs a scalaw ag. W e know  that.

W e know, too, that som eone is slippinô M ose W ilson the new s about the stage schedules. But
w e got no proof this Com stock is the m an.ò

ñI told you how  I saw  him  talkinô w ith one of the gang dow n by the river that night.ò
M assie grinned. ñA  cat m ay talk to a king, as the old sayinô is. For that m atter, I saw  you

talkinô to M ose him self one day jest before he took to shootinô at you, but I donôt reckon youôre
one of his outfit. Com e dow n to cases, w e got no real proof that M ose is the fellow  m akinô us all
this trouble on the line. Personally, I got no doubts, but that ainôt proof.ò

ñI w as there w ith ôem  w hen they am bushed M r. Slade.ò
ñSlade has been som e careless w here he m ade enem ies, by w hat I hear. It donôt follow

because this gang w anted to kill him  that theyôre stage robbers.ò
ñIôll bet m y boots this fellow  Com stock is here on som e m ischief. Itôs funny, if heôs a



genuine m over, that he donôt m ove on to Cherry Creek w ith his old w agon. W hatôs he stickinô
around here for?ò

ñSlim , you ask questions I cainôt answ er. Point is that, long as this bird behaves him self,
Iôve got no call to kick him  outa Julesburg.ò

Tom  returned to the blacksm ith shop after he had eaten his dinner. But first he w ent to the
bunkhouse and took from  his roll of blankets a Coltôs revolver. Probably he w ould not w ant it.
Still, if he did need it, he w ould need it very m uch indeed.

From  the blacksm ith shop w here he w orked, he saw  three m en ride up to the station saloon
and tie their horses at the rack. This w as an incident not at all unusual, and it did not stay in his
m ind. W hile he shaped the w hipsaw ed planks for a w agon floor, his thoughts dw elt bitterly on
the friendship he had lost.

A n hour later, he becam e aw are of m en m oving dow n the street in noisy talk. O ne of them
broke into song.

ñIôll scrape the m ountains clean, old girl;
Iôll drain the rivers dry;

Iôm  off for C alifornia,
Susannah, donôt you cry.ò

Instantly, Tom  dropped the ax he w as using and picked up the Colt from  w here it lay.
ñD onôt tell ôem  Iôm  here, Jim ,ò he said, and slipped behind a pile of w hipsaw ed planks.
The m en did not enter the blacksm ith shop. They stood at the door and looked in.
ñW hatôs becom e of Slade?ò dem anded a heavy, jubilant voice. ñW hereôs he hidinô out at?ò
The blacksm ith knew  this w as M ose W ilson. H is voice attem pted to placate the outlaw.

ñThey say heôs in D enver. W ent to get his arm  fixed up after he w as shot.ò
ñH eôd better stay thereð better take to the brush. Tell him  M ose W ilson says so. I shot him

up onct. N ext tim eð ð ò
The blacksm ith m urm ured som ething inaudible in the nature of assent.
ñIf he ôlow s because he killed poor Fat that heôs got m e scared, Iôll sure show  him  up,ò the

big bully boasted. ñFeels his oats, that slit-eyed son-of-a-gun, because he shot up the
Frenchm an Jules after his m en had tied the parley-voo to a post. Iôll learn him  before Iôm
through that I ainôt ever been curried.ò

ñSure, M ose. Youôre as good a m an as he is any day,ò flattered one of those w ith him . But
for the benefit of the third m em ber of the party his eyelid lay dead on his cheek an instant.

ñBetter. Better than he ever w as, even if he has got folks buffaloed. W hatôs he ever done to
justify the reputation heôs got? O nly tim e w e ever did m eet, Iôm  the one that shot him  up, not
him  m e.ò

The third m an laughed. ñYou have yore bullet m arked, M ose? W e w as all plugginô at him .ò
ñYou claim inô youôre the one that shot him , M usgrove?ò dem anded W ilson angrily.
ñN o, I ainôt. W hatôs m ore, I donôt ever w ant to shoot at him , not if I can sidestep M r. Slade.

N obody but a chuckleheaded rabbit w ould throw  up his hat anô yell because Joe Slade had
jum ped him . You m ix w ith him , M ose, if you w ant to. D ifferent here. Iôm  figurinô Iôve trespassed
on his range long enough. Iôm  thinkinô of headinô for Cherry Creek anyhow. Pickings pretty
good there now.ò

ñYou alw ays w as w hite-livered, M usgrove,ò W ilson retorted.
ñD onôt say that too often, M ose,ò w arned the other. ñBut if you m ean Iôve got a lot of

respect for m y neck, youôre sure right. A  lady palm ist onct told m e she saw  a noose dangling



before m e. I aim  to duck it long as I can.ò[3]
W ilsonôs harsh voice overrode him . ñYouôd better go to the States, M usgrove. Iôd never

figure you from  Texas, anô you sure donôt belong here. The other side of the river. Thatôs the
place for you.ò

ñW as that the place I belonged w hen I stood off them  lousy Injuns up Plum  Creek w hen
you w as dow n anô hollerinô for help?ò M usgrove asked gently, his cold eyes fixed on W ilson.

Q uarrelling am ong them selves, they m oved back up the road and returned to the drinking
tendejon.

Tw o hours later, the stage from  D enver rolled in. From  the seat beside the driver, a m an
descended, his right arm  in a sling. H e helped a w om an out of the coach. The m an w as Slade.
H is com panion w as a striking-looking w om an, young, tall, graceful. H er eyes and hair w ere
black. Those w ho knew  Virginia Slade sensed in her an ardent, reckless tem peram ent. She w as a
devoted w ife, passionately in love w ith her husband even to that last day w hen the light of his
life flickered out in tragic sham e. Few  m en could ride and shoot better than she.

Tom  Collins, w ho had been lurking inconspicuously in the background, ran forw ard to w arn
his chief.

ñTheyôre hereð the W ilson outfit,ò he called to the superintendent.
Slade w asted no w ords. Crisply his curt question leaped out. ñH ow  m any of ôem ?ò
ñThreeð four countinô Com stock.ò
A t that precise m om ent, W ilson and his associates sw aggered out of the drinking place.

They had com e to enjoy the event of the day, the arrival of the stage and its passengers.
M ose w as tw o or three steps in front of his m en, straddling forw ard in the cocksure m anner

he affected. Suddenly, he stopped in his stride. H e had caught sight of Slade.
For a m om ent, they stood looking at each other, the tw o killers. N either reached for a gun.

That w ould be practically a declaration of im m ediate hostilities.
O f the tw o, Slade w as the sm aller, the slighter. H is shooting arm  w as useless. M oreover,

W ilson w as a dom ineering ruffian, accustom ed to insisting on holding first place in any
com pany he m ight choose to frequent. But under the chill m enace of Sladeôs steady gaze he
seem ed to shrink.

ñW hat you doing here?ò dem anded the superintendent.
ñW hy, w eôre here because w eôre here,ò blustered the road agent. That arm  in a sling gave

him  reassurance. M oreover, in front of his m en, after having blustered about w hat he w ould do,
he could not give w ay w ithout a protest.

ñGet out,ò ordered Slade. Then, as though he read the thoughts of the other, ñI can shoot
w ith either hand.ò

W ilson w ould have given a good deal to know  if that w as true. W ith his enem y helpless
before him , it w ould be a pity to let the m an go. O n the other hand, he had a w holesom e fear of
Slade.

Virginia Slade drew  from  her husbandôs holster one of his revolvers. H er black eyes flashed
hatred at the outlaw.

ñYou m urderer!ò she spat at him .
The road agent w ished he w ere not standing in front of D ave Pope and M usgrove. H e

could not look at them  and gather courage or perhaps discretion from  their eyes. There grew  on
him  a desire to get aw ay w ithout an appeal to arm s. For he saw  that, in addition to the tw o
Slades, he w as opposed by Tom  Collins. The young fellow  stood beside the others, quietly
w aiting. But, if guns sm oked, his too w ould be in action.



ñIôm  not aim inô to have a rookus w ith you, Slade,ò the outlaw  grow led. ñI didnôt com e
lookinô for trouble. Fact is, I got a liôlô private business w ith an Injun, Spit-in-the-Fire.ò

ñThen finish itð and get out. I w onôt have you on m y reservation. U nderstand?ò
ñFair enough. But no use gettinô on the peck. I w as leavinô anyw ay, right soon.ò
ñSee you doð and the rest of your gang.ò
ñSuits m e fine, M r. Slade,ò M usgrove said. H e laughed, bow ing tow ard the young w om an.

ñW hen a lady buys chips in a gam e, count m e out.ò
ñThen light out,ò Slade ordered harshly. ñThe w hole bunch of you. Com stock too. I w onôt

put up w ith your kind of gentry on m y division. Stay around, and youôll either go to sleep in
sm oke or do a dance in the air.ò

W ilson backed aw ay and disappeared into the drinking place. The other road agents
follow ed him .

Tom  w alked w ith the Slades into the station.
The superintendent laughed. ñGlad he didnôt call m y bluff. Iôd rather shoot it out w ith that

fellow  w hen m y right arm  is w orking. If youôre quite through w ith that gun, Jinny, Iôll take it
back again.ò

ñI ought to have shot him ,ò she said, her bosom  rising and falling fast w ith indignation.
ñA fter him  laying a trap to m urder you.ò

ñD onôt be so bloodthirsty, Jinnie,ò her husband advised lightly. ñO ne of these days, w eôll
put M r. W ilson and his outfit out of business, but w eôll choose our tim e and not his.ò

ñI expect heôs here to get Spit-in-the-Fireôs girl,ò M rs. Slade guessed. ñItôs a sham e, too, for
she likes him  as w ell as she does a rattler.ò

The superintendent shrugged his shoulders. ñN one of our business. M aybe sheôll hate him
enough to put poison in his stew.ò H e turned to Tom , his voice grow n businesslike. ñW hat
about this stage hold-up? A re you or anyone else sure it w as this fellow ôs gang that did it?ò

ñN ot sure,ò Tom  adm itted. ñI got there after it w as over. I expect M rs. Gallup and her niece
could identify him , but theyôre not here.ò

ñI talked w ith them . They said you saved them  from  the fellow. They told m e about how
they used to know  you w hen you w as little.ò

ñYes.ò
ñBut there w as som ethingð I didnôt quite get w hat it w asð som ething they didnôt like

about you. The other lady asked m e about you, w hat kind of a boy you are. I gave you a good
send-off.ò

ñIôm  m uch obliged,ò Tom  m urm ured.
ñH ave you been raisinô hell som e w ay I havenôt heard of?ò
Tom  flushed. ñIôm  right quiet-dispositioned,ò he said.

[3] M usgrove w as hanged by vigilantes, som e years later, at the end of the
Larim er Street bridge in D enver.



C H A PTER  X V I

A G LO O M Y  K N IG H T  ER R A N T

To Tom  Collins, standing in the heavy shadow s of the bunkhouse after supper, cam e D eer
Eyes in her noiseless, flatfoot fashion. She stood close to him , shaw l-w rapped, eyes lifted to his
subm issively. It w as for her to tell him  the new s. It w as for him  to take w hatever action he
thought fitting.

ñH e hereð that m anð he say m e go w ith him ð soonð dam n quick.ò
ñW hen?ò asked the young m an.
She indicated daybreak w ith a gesture.
Sw iftly, decisively, he m ade up his m ind. If she had com e to him  tw o w eeks earlier w ith this

new s, he w ould have hesitated, m ight perhaps have evaded the issue. But the equation had
changed. H e had m et again his ancient enem y, and this girl had becom e a sym bol. She w as the
bone of contention betw een him  and the m an W ilson. H e m ust save her now, regardless of any
quixotic im pulse, because she w as a paw n in the deadly gam e he m eant to play w ith the outlaw.
In saving her, he w ould frustrate his opponent.

Tom  felt his youth a handicap, because it m eant inexperience. W hat w as the best w ay to
proceed?

H e could m eet the m an face to face, claim  ow nership of D eer Eyes as the purchaser of her
m arriage right, and so call for a show -dow n. O r he could steal aw ay w ith her to the gold
diggings and leave her w ith U ncle D ick W ootten, as he had planned. The first course w ould
settle the m atter one w ay or another for all tim e. Either he or W ilson w ould be buried in Boot
H ill before the sun set again.

But it had its disadvantages. A  strict rule of the com pany w as that none of its em ployees
should engage in braw ls. A lexander M ajors w as a religious m an, and he exacted a pledge of his
m en not to fight or drink or sw ear. The m en joked about this prom ise a great deal, for the
language of the bull w hacker and the m ule skinner w as generally explosive and the throat
alw ays dry. Tom  considered that his guarantee w as binding. H e could not go looking for
trouble w hile em ployed by the com pany.

O ther and m ore potent considerations w eighed against this course. W ilson w as a dead shot
and w ould probably w in in any encounter betw een them . In this case, the girl w ould be lost. It
w ould be better first to get her to safety.

There w as a third w ay to settle the affair. Tom  could lie in w ait and shoot his enem y from
am bush. Very likely he could do this w ith com plete safety. N obody but D eer Eyes w ould
particularly suspect him , and she w ould never open her lips. This w ould have been W ilsonôs
ow n w ay of solving the difficulty, but it w as characteristic of Tom  that he rejected it at once. If
he m ust kill, the only m ethod possible for one of his m ental m ake-up w as to do it openly, to take
his fighting chance of w inning through.

It did not occur to him  to appeal to Slade. H e knew  w ell enough w hat the superintendentôs
point of view  w ould be. D eer Eyes w as a squaw  and therefore not w orth breaking a lance for.

ñM eet m e back of the corral in an hour,ò Tom  told the girl. ñBring w hat clothing youôll
need.ò

She left w ithout com m ent, disappearing as silently as she had com e.
Tom  w ent to the superintendent.
ñM r. Slade, can I get off for a few  days?ò he asked.



ñW hat for?ò
ñI w ant to go to the diggings.ò
ñTo spend your m oney, to get drunk and gam ble, I suppose?ò
ñN o, sir.ò
ñW hat for, then?ò
There w as no use beating about the bush. Slade w ould hear very soon that he had left w ith

D eer Eyes. W hy try to cover up the fact? Tom  told his reason for w ishing to go.
Sladeôs keen cold eyes studied him . ñYouôve bought her, and this W ilson or w hatever he

calls him self is taking her aw ay from  you. That it?ò
ñYes and no.ò Tom  reddened beneath the tan, then plunged on w ith his explanation. ñI

bought her for a w ife from  Spit-in-the-Fire. Thatôs right, sir. But I w asnôt aim inô toð I w asnôt
aim inôð ð ò

ñSpit it out,ò ordered his chief curtly.
ñI just w anted to save her from  W ilson. Sheð she nursed m e w hen I w as laid up. Sheôs

dow n to the blanket, as you m ight say, anô sheôs kinda put it up to m e.ò
Slade cut in harshly. ñD onôt lie to m e, boy. You donôt w ant W ilson to have her because you

w ant her yourself. Isnôt that it?ò
ñN o, sir. N othing like that.ò
ñThen w hy did you give old Spit-in-the-Fire six ponies for her? Iôve heard the storyð how

she threw  a stick at you and how  you w ent to her father.ò
ñD id you hear about O rton, sir?ò
ñH ow  he got in W ilsonôs w ay and w as killed? O f course. Everyone know s that.ò
ñI didnôt m ean that. W e had trouble, anô he beat m e up. I saw  him  abusing this girl anô

interfered. Thatôs how  the w hole thing started. H e gave m e an aw ful w halinô. For days I could
hardly m ove. D eer Eyes took m e to their tepee anô nursed m e anô fed m e. I figure I got to stand
by her now.ò

In spite of his experience of m en, Slade w as im pressed. H e could understand a generous
im pulse. Som etim es he had one him self. Yet he had no doubt, no m atter w hat the boy thought
now, that the Indian girl w ould becom e his squaw  in tim e if he w on the cam paign against
W ilson. In any case, w hatever his m otives m ight be or w hatever the result, the boy w as w ithin
his rights.

Slade regarded him  curiously. Young Collins w as gam e. But courage alone w ould not avail
him  against one as w ily and as expert in m an exterm ination as W ilson.

ñI reckon you know  this W ilson is about as safe to m onkey w ith as a room  filled w ith
rattlesnakes,ò he suggested.

ñI know  all about him . H e m urdered m y best friend ten years ago.ò
ñCan you prove that?ò dem anded Slade.
ñN o, sir. But itôs a fact. Those tw o ladies that w ent through to D enver on the stage know  it.

H e w as the father of the younger. It w as at St. Joe, w hen the big California rush w as on.ò
ñYou m ean this W ilson is that young ladyôs father?ò
ñN o, sir. H e killed her father, Shipley did. Thatôs w hat W ilson called him self then. You can

w rite to the m ayor of St. Joe and ask him . It w asnôt proved, but w e all knew  he did it. Shot him
from  behind.ò

There w as a story current that Slade him self had com e W est because he had killed a m an.
M any on the frontier w ere there for hidden reasons under assum ed nam es. It w as considered
an unfriendly act to inquire about the past of any m an.



ñW ell, let that go,ò Slade counselled. ñN ot your business. N ot m ine. A bout this D enver trip,
go if you like. I reckon youôre not asking m e to help you out. Youôre playing your ow n hand.ò

ñI reckon to play it, sir.ò
ñI could kick this fellow  out of Julesburg and let you get aw ay w ith the girl. But that

w ouldnôt settle anything. N ot perm anently. H eôll find out w here the girl is, and if I know  him ,
heôll cam p on your trail. N o, boy. Youôd better not start at all, or youôd better figure on going
through to a finish. Youôre only a kid. I advise you to stay out of it.ò

ñI canôt do that.ò
ñA ll right. W hen he m eets up w ith you, w hat then? A re you ready for that?ò
ñIôll have to figure out w hat Iôll do w hen the tim e com es.ò
ñA ll right. Iôll give you one piece of advice. Shoot first and keep shooting till heôs dead.

A nd donôt forget he shot your friend in the back.ò Slade turned to a question of w ays and
m eans. ñW hen are you going? A nd how ?ò

ñRight aw ay. O n horseback. W eôll take a pack saddle w ith grub.ò
ñA ll right. Iôm  w ishing you good luck. Youôll need it.ò
Tom  roped and saddled and packed. The stablem an and the storekeeper had orders direct

from  Slade to let him  have w hatever he w anted in supplies. W ithin the tim e he had set, the
young m an w as ready to leave.

H e found the Indian girl w aiting for him  back of the corral. She had w ith her a sm all bundle
w rapped in a large red handkerchief.

They m ounted and took the road. Silently, knee to knee, they jogged into the night. The
hoofs of the horses clicked off the m iles, and still they rode w ithout speech. The young m an
w as filled w ith m oody thoughts. W hat he w as doing had to be done, but he did not like it at all.
H e could foresee com plications. Though he had tried to m ake D eer Eyes understand his
m otives, he w as not sure she did not expect to stay w ith him  as his squaw. Such a solution
w ould seem  to her natural. W hy else should he buy her m arriage? It m ight be difficult to get rid
of her w ithout brutality. M oreover, there w as another angle to the enterprise. H e w as going to
D enver, hard on the heels of Virginia and her aunt. If they should see him , or hear that he w as
there w ith D eer Eyes, they w ould naturally infer that he w as flaunting his sham e in their faces.

H e w as a gloom y knight errant, not in the least keyed up spiritually to the part.



C H A PTER  X V II

AT  F ST R EET  A N D  LA R IM ER

The trip to D enver w as devoid of striking incident. Tom ôs plan w as to do m ost of the
travelling at night and to cam p, not too close to the road, during the daytim e. Probably, M ose
W ilson w ould discover very soon that D eer Eyes w as gone. H e w ould m ake inquiries and no
doubt w ould set out in pursuit.

D ay w as breaking w hen Tom  turned up H orsetail Creek for a m ile or m ore and m ade the first
cam p. H e flung a line into the stream , using grasshoppers as bait, and landed four or five trout
averaging half a pound. These D eer Eyes broiled for breakfast. A fter they had eaten, both of
them  slept till afternoon. W hile he w as getting the horses Tom  raised a pair of prairie chickens,
and, a m om ent later, a dozen m ore. H e shot tw o, and his com panion stew ed them  for supper.

They struck the road again and follow ed it along the river through the night. M orning
found them  in a level prairie country. In the distance, they could see the serrated line of the
snow -clad Rockies, Longôs Peak standing out like a ram part above the others.

A s they w ere m aking cam p, a band of hunting U tes rode into view. They cam e at once to
the tw o travellers, m aking peace signs as they approached.

Tom  w atched them  closely at first, keeping his rifle ready for instant use. But he soon saw
that they w ere not hostile. Through D eer Eyes, he learned that they had m et three m en riding
tow ard D enver not m ore than tw enty m inutes since. From  the description, Tom  judged that one
of them  w as M ose W ilson. The pursuers could not have m issed him  m ore than five m inutes,
young Collins estim ated. If he had stuck to the road another half hour, as he had thought of
doing, no doubt they w ould have overtaken him  and D eer Eyes. In w hich event, he w ould
probably by now  have been lying dead on the road and D eer Eyes w ould have been riding w ith
W ilson and his party tow ard one of the shebangs w here they w ere w ont to rendezvous. Tom
drew  a long breath of relief.

The U tes hung around and w ere fed. Tom  w atched w ith som e anxiety the disappearance of
his supplies. H e could, of course, live on the country as a last resource, but he w ould have
preferred to keep som e of his beans and dried fruit rather than to rely on gam e entirely.

It em barrassed Tom  to find that the Indians assum ed D eer Eyes w as his squaw. H e knew
this w ould becom e a general opinion if he w ere seen m uch w ith her. There had been a curious
ironic sm ile on Sladeôs face w hen the subject had been m entioned. The young m an tried to
explain the situation to the hunters, but he could see w hen he had finished that they did not
understand w hat he w as trying to get across to them .

H is visitors proposed a buffalo hunt. This fell in w ith Tom ôs view s very w ell. H e did not
w ant to follow  too closely the trail of his enem y. M oreover, now  that his food store had been
raided, he could use fresh m eat.

A  herd of buffalo had been seen feeding to the right of the trail, and the hunters rode in a
w ide circuit in order to com e on the herd w ith the w ind in the proper direction. The U tes w ere
arm ed w ith bow s and arrow s. They w ere close upon the herd before an old bull sniffed the air,
paw ed up the ground, and bellow ed notice of their approach. The hunters galloped up w hile
the big herd w as getting in m otion and ranged alongside the lum bering anim als, driving the
arrow s deep into their bodies. Tom  hunted w ith his rifle. H e selected a fat young bull. Even
w hen m ortally w ounded, the buffalo ran som e distance, coughed up blood, and plunged to the
ground as though it had lost its footing. The young m an killed three.



There w as feasting that night at the U te cam p, in w hich Tom  joined for a tim e. W hen he
returned to his ow n cam p, D eer Eyes w as asleep. Tom  lay aw ake for a few  m inutes, staring into
the starry sky. H e w as m aking a disturbing discovery about him self. It w as easy enough at
Julesburg, w ith the eyes of his sm all w orld on him , to think of the girl as a m em ber of an inferior
race. But it w as not so easy, w ith her lying opposite him , a w arm , soft, pretty young creature,
alone w ith him  in the night, his for the taking, to consider her in such a w ay. She had m ade no
m ove tow ard him  after that first gesture, w hich im plied surrender of her w ill to his w ishes. N one
the less, he knew  that she considered she belonged to him . H e w as her lord and m aster. A s he
said, so it w ould be. For her there w ould be nothing w rong, nothing disgraceful, in the left-hand
m arriage of the squaw  m an. The legal form s of the w hite m eant nothing to her. In spite of
him self, Tom ôs blood quickened. She had becom e an individual for him . N o longer w as she a
potential squaw, but a w om an, young and desirable. N o w onder his pulses strum m ed.

H e m ust get her to D enver and turn her over to D ick W ootten. That w as his last conscious
thought before falling asleep. The Indian drum s w ere still beating. O nce, in the night, he
w akened and heard them  on the hilltop.

It w as early w hen he rose.
ñW eôll slip aw ay quietly,ò he told the girl.
They breakfasted, then roped, saddled, and packed. Q uietly, they w orked their w ay through

the sage to the trail. H e did not w ant to w ait to say good-bye to the U tes. They w ere like
children, and it w as quite possible they m ight detain him  for another hunt or refuse to let him  go
until all the buffalo m eat had been eaten.

It w as close to dusk w hen Tom  and his charge follow ed the pack anim al into D enver. A t F
Street they w ere stopped for a m inute or tw o by an em igrant train m oving tow ard the river.
W hile they sat their horses and w aited, Tom ôs glance sw ept the crow ded street. The place w as
a tow n of shacks, a w histling post in the desert. It w as raw  and garish and unsightly. Its
inhabitants w ere a law  to them selves. N one the less, the boyôs heart leaped to the turbulent life
that flow ed up and dow n the dusty roads. Set in the crystal clarity of that pure air, w ith the
eternal m ountains for background, a critic m ight have found the tow n an incongruous eyesore.
But not Tom . H e saw  it as m agnificently young and daring, even though he did not vision it as
A m erica in the m aking. To be a part of it thrilled him .

The young m anôs drifting eyes stopped, held by a group of four. Tw o of them  w ere Virginia
and her aunt. Beside M rs. Gallup stood a w ell-built pleasant-faced m an of about forty. Virginia
w as laughing up into the face of her escort, Lieutenant M anners, and at som ething he said the
w arm  colour irradiated her eager face.

Em otion electrified Tom ôs pulses. H e w atched the girl hungrily.
The em igrant train passed. The group of m assed people shifted. Virginia looked up, and her

gaze fell on Tom . A ll the pretty laughter fled her face. She had been struck instantly out of
gaiety. For her eyes had taken in the pack horse, the Indian girl, even the faint trusting sm ile
that, by unhappy chance, D eer Eyes had turned on her lord. Seeing this, she had, of course,
draw n inferences.

Tom  felt the condem nation of guilt w hich som etim es sits heavily upon the innocent. H is
heart died w ithin him .

Som eone in the jam  behind yelled to Tom  to m ove on. H e touched his horse w ith the spur.
Virginiaôs face w as lost in the crow d.

But he took it w ith him , and w ith it racing im pressions that flashed like pictures w hich
m oved sw iftlyð of the beauty, young and vital, she carried like a banner, of the glorious red hair



fram ing a soft and shining oval that m iraculously caught and broke lights, reflecting them  in
starry flashes as a breeze-rippled lake does the sunshine. That face w as a cam eo of sw eet
virginity. The fine-textured skin, soft as satin, had a clarity just touched by the faintest breath
of colour. Then, w hen glad em otion sw ept her, it w as as though a burst of song flam ed in her
cheeks. So it had been w hen she w as listening to the young W est Pointer.

The drum m ing of the horsesô hoofs as they crossed the Cherry Creek bridge into A uraria
beat a dead m arch in his heart. In another m om ent, he guessed, if the crow d had not hidden her,
he w ould have seen in her stern young face the scorn of one w ho does not understand
vileness and w ill not condone it. She w ould judge him , as the young do, w ithout m ercy.

The odd thing w as that he had no strong sustaining sense of injustice, no flam ing anger at
the w rong done him . If he w ere not guilty, he had escaped by no great m argin of safety, and,
anyhow, he w as still a boy and easily put in the w rong, so that, w hen public opinion blam ed
him , he could only adm it to him self the folly of having given it the chance.

Tom  drew  up in front of the W ootten store and dism ounted. A s usual, U ncle D ick sat in
front, his chair tilted against the w all, a corncob pipe in his m outh.

ñH ow ?ò he greeted Tom  in Indian fashion, and Tom  echoed the w ord.
U ncle D ick unhooked his heel from  a rung of the chair and rose leisurely. ñW e been kinda

lookinô for you, Slim ,ò he said. ñFriends of yours been inquirinô real anxious w here you w as at.ò
ñFriends!ò repeated Tom .
ñThey didnôt ezackly say they w as friends.ò The old scoutôs eyes rested w ith a gleam  of

hum our on D eer Eyes. ñI donôt recollect they used that w ord. Fellow  called M ose W ilson m ade
the talk for them .ò

ñYes. I know  him .ò
ñBlood in his eye. Claim s you done him  dirt. Says heôs a he-w olf anô itôs his night to how l.ò
ñW here is he?ò
ñA round som ew heres.ò U ncle D ick w aved his hand D enverw ard. ñA crost the creek there.

Sleepinô, likely. H eôs a night buzzard, that bird. If I w as you, Iôd lie low ð light out for a spell.
Gregory Gulch, say. O r clear acrost the range to Taos. M ost usually I donôt horn in, but this
tim eð w ell, thatôs m y advice.ò

ñH e m eans to m ake trouble?ò
ñLooks thataw ay, boy. But if you w as to roll yore tail for parts unbeknow nstð ð ò
ñCanôt do that.ò
ñSure you can. H it the trail this m aw ninô, you anô her both.ò
ñN o,ò Tom  differed. ñIôm  stayinô here.ò
U ncle D ick shook his head. ñItôs a nice long open trail for a getaw ay.ò
ñI brought the girl here. Iôm  going through w ith it.ò
ñTake her along, like I said.ò
Tom  m oved a little closer, out of hearing of the girl. H e low ered his voice. ñN o, I couldnôt.

Itôs a long story, U ncle D ick.ò
ñSpill it, boy. N o, w ait a m inute. H ereôs Jim  Beckw ourth. Tell him  too.ò
The young m an told his story, as far as it related to D eer Eyes. The girl sat hum ped on the

horse, w aiting for him  to give orders to dism ount or ride. She did not understand him , but she
knew  that these m en w ere com ing to som e decision about her. H er ow n desires w ould not be
considered by them . She w ould have to do w hatever they decided. It did not m atter in the least
that she w anted to be his faithful squaw, to w ait on him  in sickness or in health, that she ached
to lay the gift of her life at his feet for him  to do w ith w hat he w ould. The feelings in her bosom



did not count w ith them .
Beckw ourth and W ootten listened to w hat Tom  told them . It w as a queer story, but they

believed it. They had lived as trappers, far from  the habitations of m en, and both of them  had
know n just such quixotic actions as this. The half-breed Beckw ourth w ould have done it
him self if such a fancy had com e into his head. H e w as a reckless, fearless fighting m an. D anger
w as the breath of life to his nostrils.

ñI reckon w e can take this girl up at the house,ò he said. ñLady Beckw ourth needs som e
help. W eôll go right over and see her.ò

M rs. Beckw ourth w as a com ely young w om an of the sam e tribe as D eer Eyes. H er husband
w as very fond of her and of the little breeds that had com e as a result of their union. H is title
ñLadyò w as a private pet nam e used to express his esteem  for her. She m ade D eer Eyes
w elcom e.

But the girlôs eyes follow ed Tom  w istfully as he rode aw ay. She knew  he w as going out of
her life.



C H A PTER  X V III

A H IG H  H AT  EN T ER S A N D  EX IT S

Tom  rode across the bridge from  A uraria to D enver and turned into the Elephant Corral.
This adjoined the D enver H ouse and w as one of the busiest spots in the tow n. A  w agon train
had just arrived from  the M issouri and w as filing into the corral. The long w hips of the drivers
curled out over the backs of the oxen and snapped as sharply as the crackling expletives w ith
w hich they accom panied their orders.

They w ere bearded, dusty M issourians, long, lank, ill-kem pt frontiersm en. W hile Tom
aw aited his turn, a sm aller train of covered w agons m oved dow n Blake Street and sw ung
tow ard the corral. The m an w ho appeared to be in charge of this called to Tom . H e w anted to
know  if there w as room  for him  to enter.

Tom ôs eyes opened w ide w ith surprise. H e had never before seen a bull w hacker arrayed as
w as this m an. H e w ore a tailor-m ade frock coat and trousers of black broadcloth. The sun
glistened on a shiny black ñplugò hat and on a stiff ñboiledò shirt. Evidently, he had stopped
very recently to repair the ravages of travel, for he w as as im m aculate, as free of the alkali dust
of the desert, as though he had just stepped from  the hands of a valet.

Young Collins m oved closer, so as to be heard above the baw ling of the cattle and the
staccato shouts of the drivers. H is surprise increased, for this kid-gloved bull w hacker
addressed him  urbanely in a language he did not understand. It appeared to be English, but
Tom  called only a few  facts out of the flow ers of fancy. There w as som ething about his
O dyssey and Scylla and Charybdis and a happy arrival at Ithaca, all of w hich m eant exactly
nothing to the young m an. W hereupon the new  arrival m entioned that his nam e w as O . J.
Goldrick, just in from  Fort U nion, N ew  M exico, and that his H om eric references w ere not to be
taken literally.

M r. Goldrick w as a young m an, perhaps tw enty-six, and Tom  liked his looks, even though
he seem ed an odd fish to be so far from  his native w aters, w hich turned out to be County Sligo,
Ireland. H e w as a university m an, and the evidences of it clung to him  through all the dangers
and hardships he had endured. Yet, through his pedantic form ality there broke the sunshine of
w arm  hum an friendliness.

In speaking to him , Tom  instinctively used the title professor. It fitted so w ell that, to the
day of his death, the appellation stuck. M r. Goldrick w as to earn his niche in the history of
Colorado, not only as a schoolteacher but as a citizen and editor. The exuberant young territory
becam e proud of him  and counted his classical know ledge an asset. H is ability to ñsling talkò
w as hum orously appreciated. Through him  A chilles and H ector becam e to young D enver as
real as H eenan and Sayers. Their fight w as just as epic as the m ore recent international fray,
though in som e obscure w ay there w as m ixed up in it a lady w hose first nam e w as H elen, one
w ho w as ñclad in the beauty of a thousand stars,ò according to M r. Goldrickôs poetic
description.

A fter they had taken care of their stock, Tom  Collins and Goldrick drifted into the street
together. A s they w alked up G Street, the professorôs attire attracted m uch attention. O ne
drunken bum m er stopped the tw o young m en. H e w anted to bet an ounce of gold dust that he
could put three holes through the silk hat at fifty yards w ith his revolver w ithout once m issing.

The Irishm an bristled w ith offended dignity. ñSir, I am  not acquainted w ith you, nor do I
desire to know  you,ò he said, and pushed past the m olester.



Tom  began to be em barrassed at all this attention. H e pointed to a sign upon w hich w as
printed the legend, ñM ealsð O ne D ollar.ò

ñM e, Iôm  hungry. H ow  about you, Professor?ò
Goldrickôs answ er took the form  of a poetical quotation, delivered in a slightly declam atory

m anner.

"H e m ay live w ithout booksð w hat is know ledge but grieving?
H e m ay live w ithout hopeð w hat is hope but deceiving?
H e m ay live w ithout loveð w hat is passion but pining?
B ut w here is the m an that can live w ithout dining?"

Taking this for an assent, Tom  led the w ay into the restaurant. They found a sm all table in a
corner. It w as past the usual eating tim e, so that the place w as not crow ded. A cross the room
sat tw o m en, one of w hom  Tom  recognized. H e w as the fat m an Price w ho had been on the
stage during the Indian attack. In front of him , a m ining m ap lay open. Fluently and loudly, he
w as explaining to his vis-̈ -vis w hy the N ever Say D ie m ine w as certain to prove a bonanza. H e
w ore the rough clothes of the country.

Tom  and his guest ordered antelope steak, fried potatoes, and coffee. W hile w aiting for
their food, the young m en gathered inform ation about each other. Goldrick, it appeared, had
com e W est as a private tutor, but had abandoned his position to better him self. H e could listen
as w ell as talk, and to his ow n surprise Tom  found him self telling this stranger the story of his
life.

A bruptly, he broke off, for into the room  had poured an irruption of m en. There w ere four of
them , and they m oved noisily to a table and dragged chairs out for them selves. The first of the
m en w as M ose W ilson. The second w as Buck Com stock, the third M usgrove, and the last
W ilsonôs yes-m an D ave.

For the m om ent they w ere busy w ith their ow n concerns, but Tom  knew  that presently they
w ould get through ordering and w ould look around. W ilson w ould recognize him . That w ould
m ean trouble.

If there had been a chance to escape unobserved, Tom  w ould have taken it, but he could
not leave w ithout w alking directly past the table at w hich the ruffians sat.

ñW hatôs w rong?ò asked Goldrick, observing the look on his com panionôs face.
M r. Price w as still talking continuously and loudly. H e had that obvious type of vanity that

likes to be noticed. The other group also contributed to the confusion. Tom  took advantage of
this to m ake an explanation quietly.

ñThat m anð the big one w ith the beard and the long hairð is the fellow  w ho m urdered m y
friend at St. Joe. H e has com e here to run dow n m e anô the Injun girl. I reckon hell w ill pop right
soon. Take yore hat anô light out.ò

ñW hat w ill you do?ò asked Goldrick.
ñIôll m ake out som e w ay.ò
ñW hy should I go? They have nothing against m e.ò
ñExcept that youôre w ith m e. That m ay be enough. They w onôt w ait to ask questions onct a

rookus starts. Better go w hile thereôs tim e.ò
Goldrick had turned pale, but his voice did not falter. ñIôm  going to stay here.ò
ñN o sense to that. Youôre not in this,ò Tom  protested.
The m an from  Sligo w as no fighting m an, but neither w as he a cow ard. ñIôm  not doing them

any harm . Iôll not run aw ay.ò



O ut of the m edley of voices, one lifted harshly. ñStop that clatter, you over there.ò
It w as W ilson speaking, to Price. The fat m an turned redder, broke off, and stam m ered at a

question.
ñPardon m e, sir, are you addressingð ð ?ò
ñPadlock yore m outh, you bag of w ind,ò ordered W ilson.
Price opened his lips to reply, but w ords died aw ay in his throat. H e stared at W ilson, and

his face grew  patchy. Voice, bulk, and m anner fitted the leader of the stage robbers.
ñW hoopee!ò M usgrove gave a shout of glee and pointed at the silk hat hanging from  the

prong of an antler serving as a hat rack.
The sight of it w as like a red rag to a bull, a provocation irresistible.
ñItôs the deadly w alapalooza,ò said M usgrove. ñLook out! Itôs sw ellinô up anô gettinô ready

to strike.ò
W ilsonôs gun w as the first in action. A  bullet crashed through the crow n of the hat. A

second struck the rim  and lifted the headpiece from  the prong. It rolled out to the floor. Four
guns w ere in action now. There w as a fusillade of shots. The beaver danced tow ard the door,
lifted by the shock of the bullets. In their eagerness to get at this shining m ark, the outlaw s
jostled each other gleefully. They pushed and claw ed, shouting exhortations at each other.

Before the shooting had died dow n, the room  w as filled w ith sm oke. So heavy w as it that
the hat could no longer be seen through the haze. M usgrove ripped the oil paper from  a
w indow  casing to let in air. Gradually, the cloud lifted, drifting slow ly tow ard the ceiling and
settling there in heavy strata.

ñW hat son of a M exican w as w earinô that dofunny, anyhow ?ò dem anded Com stock.
Goldrick rose, pale but very erect. ñThat hat is m ine, gentlem en,ò he said w ith dignity. ñI

protest against this as an outrage, and I shall invoke the law  to protect m e against such flagrant
and overbearing treatm ent.ò

The eyes of M ose W ilson lit w ith the lust of bullying. H ere w as gam e m ade for him  to order.
It w ould be safe and extrem ely pleasant to badger this tenderfoot.

ñGot objections, have you?ò he jeered.
ñI m ost certainly have. In a law -abiding country, w hich I trust this is, such að ð ò
ñW ho the hell are you?ò roared W ilson.
ñM y nam e is Goldrick, sir.ò
ñGoldbrick! A  card sharp, I reckon.ò
ñI said Goldrick. I am  a teacher by profession.ò
ñH m p! Teacher, eh? W here from ?ò
ñFrom  County Sligo, Ireland.ò
ñW ell, M r. Goldbrick, from  County Sligo or w hatever you call it, w eôre real glad to see you,

anô I reckon w eôll entertain you real hospitable. Can you sling a lively leg? H it the high spots
w ith yore heels? Sôpose you try.ò

A  bullet crashed into the floor six inches from  Goldrickôs foot.
The County Sligo m an w as frightened. H e had just seen the bullets of these m en rip to

pieces his hat. It m ight be his turn next. This w as a w ild country, and he knew  they w ere a bad
lot. O ne at least w as a killer and had little respect for hum an life. But though he w as afraid,
Goldrickôs eyes did not w aver from  those of W ilson.

ñI protest againstð ð ò
W ilsonôs overbearing voice rode him  dow n. ñYou do, eh? Think you can com e here to

D enver anô dude this country, do you? Think you can com e am ongst he-m en anô w ear didoes



like them  you got on? N ot none. You better hit the back trail for the river, I reckon. I got a m ind
right now  toð ð ò

W ilson did not finish his sentence, but he m oved forw ard slow ly, the sm oking revolver still
in his hand. H is m anner w as m enacing. Tom  did not think he m eant to shoot, but it w as likely he
w ould m an-handle the little Irishm an. It w ould be like the fellow, for instance, to throw  him
through the w indow, perhaps to m aim  him  for life. Tom ôs hand lifted to the table. H is fingers
caressed som ething that brought W ilson to an abrupt halt.

It w as the last thing in the w orld the m an had expected. H e had not even taken a good look
at the young fellow  w ith Goldrick, but had taken for granted that he w as negligible. The bullyôs
jaw  dropped ludicrously. For he w as taken com pletely off guard.

ñK eep your distance,ò Tom  advised quietly.
Com stock gave a yell of recognition. ñItôs the guy that got heavy w ith m e at Cottonw ood.ò

H e ranged him self beside W ilson, ready for action. H e stood w ith feet apart, head low  on his
rounded shoulders, the sm all black eyes gim leted on Tom . ñI cam e m ighty near bustinô him  w ide
open then. W hatôs yore nam e, young feller?ò

Tom  did not answ er. H e sat back of the table, alert and w atchful. Soon, now, he thought, the
attack w ould com e. In an instant, guns m ight be crashing once m ore.

ñI know  his nam e,ò W ilson cried angrily.
Yet both W ilson and Com stock hesitated. Caution restrained them . The very audacity of

this young fellow ôs defiance seem ed to im ply that he had backing. A lready the door of the
restaurant had been cautiously opened from  outside. M en w ere peering in. Tw o or three had
even been pushed into the room . W ere any of these by any chance friends of these young
m en? M oreover, another consideration occurred to the tw o desperadoes. They had been firing,
w ildly and indiscrim inately, at the hat, each of them  eager to hit it as m any tim es as possible.
N either of them  knew  how  m any bullets he had sent from  his w eapon. If the guns w ere em pty, it
w ould be suicide to start hostilities.

W ilson parleyed, to gain tim e. ñK now  w ho I am , young squirt?ò he grow led. It w as, of
course, a rhetorical question.

The youngsterôs answ er flashed back instantly. ñYouôre M ose Shipley, the m urderer of
A bner Leeds.ò

H e had not m eant to say it. The w ords had seem ed to leap out of him  of their ow n volition.
H e w as aghast at his im prudence.

But the effect of the w ords on the m an accused w as far greater. It w as as though a voice
from  the dead had charged him , had com e out of his buried past to condem n him . H e glared at
Tom , a hint of panic in the cruel eyes.

ñW ho are you?ò he asked.
ñN ever m ind.ò
ñItôs a lie,ò burst from  W ilson in belated denial. ñI never did it. Thereôs no evidence. I defy

you to prove it. W ho saw  m e do it? N o one. I w asnôt even in St. Joe w hen he w as killed.ò
ñYou m ean you lit out soon as you had killed him ð had shot him  in the back. You hadnôt

told anybody you w ere going. W hat w as your hurry? W hy dôyou change your nam e. W hy
couldnôt you be found?ò

M ore m en had edged into the room  by this tim e. They lined one side of it. N one of them
spoke. It cam e to the big bully that they w ere like a jury listening to him  and this young
stranger. H e knew  the law  of this frontier country, not an inexorable but a spasm odic one, that
peopleôs courts m ight at a m om entôs notice be sum m oned to deal sw ift, rough justice. If, for a



m inute, it had been in his m ind to shoot dow n this boy, he dism issed the thought from  him  now.
For the charge that had been hurled at him  w as in the nature of an indictm ent already. H e dared
not add to the count another m urder com m itted before the eyes of the very m en w ho m ight try
him .

For a m om ent, the room  w as charged w ith tense apprehension, the very breathing of its
occupants suspended. N one m oved or spoke. It w as like the high spot of a play for w hich som e
invisible stage m anager has rung a bell for silence. A fterw ard, Tom  recalled w hat curious
nonessentials flow ed through his m ind even w hile all his forces concentrated on the tw o arm ed
m en facing him . H e saw  the fat body of Price diving under a table. H e noticed a yellow  dog
stroll forw ard and nose a plate of food w ith indolent sniffs. Yet all the tim e he saw  nothing but
W ilson and Com stock, their sm oking guns. A ll the tim e his brain w as focussed on reading their
intentions. If they m eant to shoot, he m ust beat them  to it.

Then W ilson laughed. The note of it w as false, but the m eaning of it w as plain. H e had
decided not to follow  his im pulse tow ard m urder. H e w aved aw ay the difficulty w ith a grandiose
gesture.

ñIôll settle w ith you, young fellow, som e other tim e. Youôre nothing, just a dam n fool
tum blew eed blow n in from  now here. You donôt m ean a thing to m e. A ll I say is you better get
outa tow n. I donôt stand for such talk from  any slit-eyed son-of-a-gun I could stom p out in tw o
jum ps. U nderstand? H it the trail. To-night. A nô keep going w hen you start.ò

ñW hen Iôm  right ready, Iôll go,ò Tom  answ ered steadily.
W ilson exploded in a violent oath, then turned and strode out of the room , follow ed by his

associates. The yellow  dog got in his w ay and, w ith one vicious kick, he lifted it yelping
through the doorw ay. A  m om ent, and he had follow ed it.

A  buzz of voices filled the restaurant w ith questions, answ ers, exclam ations, explanations.
M r. Price em erged from  underneath a table and began to tell how  it had happened. From  the
doorw ay, a m an cam e forw ard w ith a little w hoop of congratulation. The m an w as Baldy Brow n
the stage driver.

ñScat m y cats, boy, you sure are the original liôlô trouble hunter, anô you lookinô all the tim e
like butter w ouldnôt m elt in yore m outh. Iôll be doggoned if I ever m eet up w ith you but youôre
either runninô into it or out of it.ò Baldy thum ped Tom  on the back gleefully. ñBut Iôll sure say
you said yore liôlô piece right out in m eetinô, Slim . M e, I w as lookinô to see those tw o birds plug
you through. But you alw ays w as lucky. Rem em ber that tim e the rattlesnake bit you anô died of
it?ò

Tom  did not recollect the incident, since it had never taken place. H e grinned and
introduced Goldrick.

ñI didnôt start this, Baldy. Iôm  a peaceable citizen,ò he explained. ñIt w as M r. Goldrickôs hat.ò
Som eone brought forw ard the shattered rem nants of the beaver. It w as a sorry sight. Tom

handed it to its ow ner gravely.
ñI donôt reckon you can hardly w ear it now, Professor,ò he said.
ñI have another in m y luggage,ò the m an from  County Sligo assured him .
ñYouôll sure be a tem ptation to the boys w hen you w ear it,ò Baldy told him .
M r. Price m ade oration. ñGentlem en, there is too m uch law lessness in this com m unity. Good

citizens should band together and put an end to such disgraceful episodes as w e have seen
enacted here to-day. The fair nam e of our com m unity, of this new  com m onw ealth soon to be
added to the sisterhood of statesð ð ò

Baldy interrupted the exhortation to civic righteousness. ñIf it ainôt the liôlô fire-eater popped



right outa the box again, anô m e figurinô the road agents had trim m ed yore hair, M r. Price, that
tim e you saved the stagecoach. W ell, w ell! You never can tell w hat youôll m eet up w ith.ò

Tom  invited Baldy to stay and eat w ith them . ñW e got steak anô potatoes com inô up, if som e
other curly w olf donôt start to how l first.ò

ñD onôt care if I do,ò Baldy accepted, draw ing up a chair.
ñH ow  com e you here, old-tim er? H ave you quit runninô to Cottonw ood? A nô how ôs yore

shoulder?ò
ñBeen transferred. Gonna drive outa Virginia D ale or else to the diggings by w ay of M t.

Vernon Ca¶on. But about this M ose W ilson. You w ant to look out for him , Slim . H eôs a sure-
enough bad hom bre. It kinda took him  in the w ind this tim eð w hat you said, anô us being here
to listen. H e laid offôn you because he got to seeinô a noose dangling before his eyes.ò

ñI reckon,ò Tom  adm itted.
ñBut heôll have it in for you, especially w hen he know s youôre the w hite-haired boy that

robbed him  of the squaw -girl he had picked. H e donôt know  it yet, but w hen he doesð
gentlem en, hush!ò

ñN o need you tryinô to scare m e. Iôm  scared enough already,ò Tom  told his friend w ith a
grin.

ñSeem s to m e som etim es youôre the doggonedest idjit I ever did see. Like now, anô like that
tim e you invited O rton for no reason a-tall to beat yore head off. N ow  this bum m er. H asnôt he
got enough against you already w ithout you claim inô heôs a m urderer before a houseful of
citizens?ò

ñIt kinda boiled outa m e, Baldy, anô you said your ow n self that it floored him , so he decided
not to shoot.ò

ñH m p! W ell, you look out, boy. Stay in nights, anô be m ighty careful w ho w alks behind
you.ò The stage driver evidently thought he had said enough, for he dropped the subject. ñIôm
glad I got here in tim e for the duel. This sure is a right up anô com inô com m unity, w ouldnôt you
say?ò

ñW hat duel?ò asked Tom ; and at the sam e tim e Goldrick, ñD id you say a duel?ò
ñW here you been keepinô yoreselves, gents? H aveônt you heard that tw o of our leading

citizens are aim inô to fill each other full of slugs?ò
Goldrickôs eyes gleam ed. This w as an interesting sidelight on the social status of the

diggings. ñD o you m ean a duello according to the code?ò
ñYôbetcha. A n A  1 duel w ith all the trim m ings, a genuw ine all-w ool-anô-a-yard-w ide First

Fam ily affair introducinô M r. M cClure anô M r. W hitsitt. Colts at ten yards. Everybody invited.
Com e early anô avoid the rush.ò

ñBut the policeð the authorities?ò asked Goldrick.
Baldy tapped w ith his fingers the butt of the revolver he carried. ñRight now, every m an is

his ow n sheriff, Professor. Like Tom  here w as a liôlô w hile ago.ò
ñIndeed!ò
The stage driver low ered his voice a trifle and spoke to Tom . ñSon, you seen anything of

them  ladies I brought out on m y stage?ò
ñTheyôre here,ò Tom  answ ered briefly.
ñSeen ôem ?ò
ñA s I cam e in.ò
The old fellow  tilted his head tow ard Price. ñThat fat olô jay bird still pesterinô them , you

reckon?ò



ñD onôt know.ò
ñH m p! Like I done told you, betcha heôs stuck on the first hill. H ere com es yore grub, boys.

H op to it. D onôt w ait for m e.ò



C H A PTER  X IX

T H E T H R EE-C A R D -M O N T E M A N

Young Collins intended to profit by Baldyôs advice, even though he did not m ean to follow
it w holly. H e had lived on the frontier long enough to know  that dangers often vanish w hen
confronted boldly. H is best policy w as to be w ary, but to show  no sign of being disturbed by
W ilsonôs threat. A ny evidence of w eakness w ould be fatal.

Therefore, w ithout dem ur, he accepted Beckw ourthôs suggestion, m ade later in the evening,
that they stroll dow n and take in the night life of the tow ns together. Before they started, the ex-
Crow  chief put a question to him  point-blank.

ñYou loaded for bear, boy?ò
Tom  nodded.
That w as all. N o other reference w as m ade to any possible peril, but Tom  knew  from  it that

the older m an had heard of w hat had occurred in the restaurant. The youngster w as grateful for
the support offered by Beckw ourthôs presence. N ot only w as it an assurance that the breed
believed him  right; it m eant a tacit but public endorsem ent of his cause. H is friend w ould not
interfere in any quarrel betw een him  and M ose W ilson, but he w ould protect him  against odds
and w ould enforce fair play as far as possible. The boyish heart of the M issourian w arm ed to
this fearless and unexpected backing. It w as not likely that the bum m ers w ould attack him  in the
com pany of so redoubtable a fighter as Beckw ourth. For, though the latter w as not of the bad-
m an type, his record w as filled w ith daring adventure and hair-breadth escapes. H is face
expressed the spirit of the m an. Its devil-m ay-care recklessness w as not an invitation for any
bully to im pose upon him .

A s they crossed the bridge into D enver, the tw o m en could look dow n Cherry Creek to the
Platte. H undreds of tents and covered w agons lined the banks of both stream s. In the darkness,
these could not be seen, but scores of cam p fires gleam ed am ong the cottonw oods. The
population w as a continuously shifting one. M any im m igrants arrived each day, and m any left
for the diggings at the gold cam ps. A nother w ave of travel beat back from  the hills. It w as m ade
up of dissatisfied m iners w ho had sold their tools and superfluous provisions and w ere
heading back for ñthe States.ò The tw o m en sauntered up F Street and along Larim er. They w ere
in no hurry, and the life outside w as as interesting as that inside the gam bling halls and saloons
w hich offered the only am usem ent in the tow n.

The thoroughfares surged w ith hum anity. O n either side of the road w ere one-story fram e
buildings devoted to gam es of chance. Som e of these resorts w ere m ore pretentious, notably
the Criterion and D enver H all.

Into the latter, Tom  and his com panion drifted. The dirt floor had been w ell sprinkled to keep
dow n the dust from  hundreds of m oving feet. A  long bar ran part w ay dow n one side of the
room . This w as lined w ith custom ers drinking and sm oking. H undreds of roughly dressed m en
m oved to and fro, w andering from  one gam ing table to another. O thers sat steadily in one place,
intent on the gam e before them , w hether it w as faro, roulette, M exican m onte, or poker.

O ne group stood in front of a m an on a box behind a raised table. The patter of his sing-
song m onologue cam e to Tom , and he recognized the voice before he caught sight of M ose
W ilsonôs bearded face.

ñH ere yôare, gents. This ace of hearts is the w inning card. W atch it. K eep yore eye on it as I
shuffle. H ere it is now ð now  here. I lay all three cards face dow n on the table. W hich one is it?



Point it out the first tim e, anô I lose, you w in. Right here it is, see. N ow  w atch again.ò H e
shuffled the three cards once m ore. ñI take no bets from  paupers, children, or cripples. The ace
of hearts, gents. A  square gam e. The hand is quicker than the eye. Thaôs m y proposition. The
ace of hearts, gents. If you pick it first tim e you w in. W hoôll go m e tw enty?ò

A  m an shuffled forw ard. ñGo you once,ò he grow led.
Tom , on the outskirts of the group, stood on tiptoe. The m an w as Buck Com stock. H e w as,

Tom  guessed at once, a capper. Com stock slapped dow n a tw enty-dollar gold piece, and the
three-card-m onte m an covered it w ith another. The capper picked the ace, pocketed the m oney,
and sw aggered through the crow d boasting how  easy it had been.

ñM y friend, you w on. Youôre a stranger to m e, but no hard feelings. N ext tim e Iôll w inð
m aybe. W ho else w ants easy m oney?ò asked W ilson.

H e continued to deal the cards. O ne interested tenderfoot edged a little closer. The dealer
m arked him  for his prey w ithout ever letting his eyes rest on him . The patter ran on w ithout
ceasing.

Tom  w atched the tenderfoot and could alm ost read his thoughts. This gam e looks sim ple.
The dealer has, evidently w ithout noticing it, turned up slightly one corner of the ace. N ow  is
the tim e to bet. The tenderfoot tosses out a gold piece. H e points to the card w ith the raised
corner, but alas! it is not the ace. Puzzled and chagrined, he retreats, aw are that som ehow  he
had been tricked and that the hand is quicker than the eye.

ñThe ace, gents. The ace is the card. This is a gam e of fun, skill, anô am usem ent. H ere it is
now. Point the ace out the first tim e anôð ð ò

The card sharpôs fluent patter broke off abruptly. H is cold, shifting eyes, on the lookout for
victim s, had fallen upon and recognized Tom . A  kind of m uscular spasm  contorted his face. A s
the light w inks out at the snuffing of a candle, so the w heedling heartiness w ent out of this
m anôs countenance. So sw ift w as the change that those about the table caught it instantly, read
danger in the savage glare, and found im m ediate business elsew here. It w as a crow d used to
unexpected firew orks, and it fanned aw ay from  the three-card-m onte m anôs vicinity.

Tom  rem ained, and Beckw ourth; also Buck Com stock and W ilsonôs handy m an D ave.
ñI know  w ho you are,ò W ilson roared. ñYouôre the bum m er w ho tried to rob m e of m y squaw

girl. W here is she? Tell m e that before I let daylight through you. Spit it out.ò
Beckw ourth spoke. ñJust a m om ent, M r. W ilson. N o, I w ouldnôt reach for that gun yet. D eer

Eyes is a relative of m y w ife. She is at m y house. Sheôs going to stay there until she w ants to
leave.ò

The card sharp had descended heavily from  the rostrum . H e stood at the edge of it, pulled
up short by the challenge of the older m an. H e knew  Beckw ourth. Everybody in this country
knew  him . In addition to unflinching courage, the breed had a w ide influence that ram ified both
am ong the tribes and the old settlers. It w as possible for him  to m ake existence exceedingly
hazardous for one w ho, like W ilson, w as often on the dodge. The outlaw ôs hiding places w ere
know n to a few  trappers and to som e Indians, the very people over w hom  Beckw ourth had a
prestige that w as in som e cases alm ost authority.

ñI got no quarrel w ith you, M r. Beckw ourth,ò he said huskily. ñIn regards to D eer Eyes, Iôll
talk that over w ith you. Iôll do fair anô square by the girl. If thisð this bum m er hadnôt set her
against m eð ð ò

ñCall m e by m y nam e,ò the young m an cut in. ñTom  Collins, w ho used to be your slave
w hen you lived back East, the child you beat anô tortured like the cruel hound you are.ò

W ilsonôs eyes grew  w ide w ith astonishm ent. ñSo thatôs w ho you are, a com m on street rat I



picked up outa the m uck of an A rkansas sw am p.ò
ñThatôs w ho I am . N o, keep your hands in front of you, onless you w ant m e to drill holes in

you. A nô listen. You w ere a cow ardly m urderer then. Youôre a horse thief anô a killer now. If you
ever had a chance youôd shoot m e as I w ould a rattler. I know  that. A ll right. Iôll be there w hen
you try. W hich w ill it beð now  or later?ò

O ne of the proprietors cam e hurriedly forw ard. ñGentlem enð gentlem en, not here. If you
please. N ot in this house. Go outside first. Thereôs all outdoors to settle yore troubles in. N ot
here, please.ò

ñTo-m orrow,ò roared W ilson. ñIôll get you to-m orrow  sure as youôre a foot high.ò
H e backed aw ay, snarling, as far as the bar, then turned and strode out of the house.
ñGet out right aw ayð out the back door. Go to yore room ð anô stay there till m orning. H eôll

get you in the back, if he can,ò Beckw ourth told young Collins. ñA nô if you go out to-m orrow,
go lookinô for trouble.ò

Tom  thanked his friend w ith a look and turned to follow  his advice. H e passed into the
starry night, took a quick look around, then started on the run for the bridge. H is blankets he
had left outside W oottenôs store. H e intended to sleep out on the prairie, far from  any chance of
a visitation from  W ilson or his friends.

H alf an hour later, he unrolled his blankets beneath the stars, a m ile from  any house.



C H A PTER  X X

A C C O R D IN G  T O  T H E C O D E

It w ould be easy to set in too high a light the law lessness of the young tow n D enver and
the gold diggings in general. The great m ajority of the citizens w ere law -abiding. M any w ere of
the best class, steady, reliable, indom itably courageous. To say that they w ere of pioneer
quality tells the story.

But the settlers w ere young and high-spirited. The restraints of church and hom e had been
entirely lifted. There w ere few  w om en in the com m unity to tem per its w ildness. Therefore,
liberty had becom e licence.

A dd to this that a gold rush alw ays brings on the surface of the w ave a scum  of hum anity
eager to m ake the m ost of the unsettled conditions, to prey upon the im m igrants before the
forces of law  and order becom e crystallized. These w ere a sm all m inority, but at first they w ere
an active, clam ant group, claim ing dom inance by the sheer im pudence of effrontery. D enver had
its Chuckaluck Todd, its Buckskin Bill, its Tom  Clem o, its Jim  Gordon, its W illiam  Young, and its
Charley H arrison. M ost of these w ere killers, and all of them  w ere thugs or ruffians. To this
fraternity of vice M ose W ilsonôs gang of outlaw s had com e as a tem porary accession.

D uring the late m onths of ô59 and the spring and sum m er of ô60 the law less elem ent rode
roughshod, held in check only by sporadic uprisings of the people. Judge Colt ruled. Judge
Lynch w as soon to take com m and for a brief tim e. Judge Law  w ould assert itself as soon as the
A nglo-Saxon instinct for law  and order crystallized. For a brief tim e the vicious ran ram pant, in
D enver, as in m ost other frontier com m unities, but the period of their reign w as short.

The duel belonged to another day and another age, but it still persisted, in spite of general
disapproval. In San Francisco, this very year, alm ost w ithin a m onth, Senator Broderick had
been killed by D avid S. Terry, Chief Justice of the state Suprem e Court. The bitter feeling
betw een the advocates and opponents of slavery w as responsible for m ore of these personal
encounters than any other single cause. U sually, the hot-blooded Southerner w as the
aggressor.

A long w ith Goldrick and Baldy Brow n, young Collins w alked out to the duelling ground
next afternoon. A  steady stream  of people w ere m oving in the sam e direction. Som e w ere on
foot, som e on horseback or on m ules, and a few  drove. It w as considered a gala affair, second
only to a hanging in public interest. Tom  w as not so absorbed by the proceedings, how ever, as
to forget for a m om ent that his life had been threatened and m ight at any m om ent be attem pted.
H e kept a w eather eye open for his enem ies and easily located them . M ose W ilsonôs gang and
the toughs of the tow n w ere gathered together in a ribald group not approached by sedate and
respectable citizens. They did a good deal of loud talking and laughing. W ilson w as
conspicuous am ong them  on account of his height and long hair. In every gesture and
m ovem ent he sw aggered.

M cClure[4] and his second M oore, accom panied by a doctor and several friends, drove up
and dism ounted. A  m inute or tw o later W hitsill and his second Law rence, together w ith a sm all
group of w ell-w ishers, reached the duelling grounds. M oore and Law rence at once approached
each other, saluted form ally, and w ithdrew  a short distance to settle the details of the m eeting.

The seconds tossed a coin for choice of position, though there w as no advantage to either
party, since neither faced the declining sun. The w eapons w ere Coltôs revolvers, navy size, at
ten paces. O ne shot only w as to be allow ed, and it w as to be fired betw een the w ords ñO neð



tw oð three,ò to be pronounced by one of the seconds.
M oore loaded the w eapons and paced the distance, placing each principal. Law rence stood

back from  the line of fire, halfw ay betw een the tw o.
ñA re you ready, gentlem en?ò he asked.
Tom ôs m outh w ent dry. H e had seen m en killed, but he had never seen life attem pted in this

deliberate, form al fashion. H e found him self m oistening his lips.
ñReady,ò W hitsill answ ered, and a m om ent later M cClure echoed the w ord. Both spoke in

voices clear and firm .
ñO neð tw oð three!ò
Sim ultaneously, the revolvers sounded. Both com batants held their positions for a m om ent,

then M cClure recoiled a step.
ñIôm  hit,ò he said in a low  voice to his second.
M oore started tow ard him . ñBadly?ò he asked.
M cClureôs left hand covered his right groin. ñH ere, Jack,ò he said, and his body sw ayed.
H is second caught the w ounded m an and low ered him  to the ground. A n exam ination

show ed that the ball had travelled obliquely dow nw ard.
M en crow ded forw ard, as they alw ays do w hen som eone has been hurt. A m ong these w ere

Tom ôs com panions. H e him self stood back on the outskirt of the crow d. H is attention w as
focussed on his enem y. H e did not w ant to be taken at disadvantage.

A  m an left the group of bum m ers and m oved tow ard Tom . The m an w as M usgrove. H e
handed Tom  a sealed envelope.

ñFor m e?ò the young m an asked, accepting it w ith reluctance.
ñFor you anô no other, young feller.ò M usgrove grinned expansively, derisively.
Tom  ripped open the envelope and read w hat w as w ritten on the paper w ithin. H is eyes

opened w ith sheer astonishm ent. It w as a challenge to a duel, and it w as signed ñD octor M oses
W ilson.ò

H is honor as a Southern Gentlem an having been im puned and his reputation
m alisously attacked, D octor W ilson gives the lie to the foul aspersions of the low
scoundrel caling him self Thom as Collins and hereby challenges him  to m ortal com bat
on the field of honer, sam e to ocur at earliest possible convenience on the dueling
grounds of D enver City, Jefferson Territory.[5]

Even though there w as no m istaking the m eaning Tom  could hardly believe that the w ords
on the paper m eant w hat they seem ed to say.

[4] M cClure survived and becam e a year later the first postm aster of D enver
City.

[5] O riginally, Colorado w as a part of K ansas Territory. A s the Pikeôs Peak
country took on local pride, the settlers dem anded separation from  K ansas.
M any nam es w ere suggested for the new  district, but the one accepted w as
Jefferson Territory. W hen Congress voted on the new  territory, the nam e w as
changed to Colorado.



C H A PTER  X X I

W IT H  SAW ED -O FF SH O T G U N S

The w hole thing w as ridiculous, of course. Tom  realized that. It w as absurd to talk of a
form al duel betw een W ilson and him self. N either of them  w as a gentlem an in a technical sense.
They did not belong to the class w hich indulged in the luxury of duels. Even the ill-spelled
cartel itself w as an incongruity.

Yet Tom  did not at once reject the idea as im possible. H e stood looking at the paper,
pretending to be reading it, w hile his m ind dealt w ith the fragm entary thoughts that raced
through his brain. W hat w ere the m otives that had prom pted the sending of the challenge?
W hat w as the best w ay to treat it? To w hom  should he go for advice?

M usgroveôs grin still persisted w hen Tom  looked up. The m anôs expression w as not
unfriendly, though sarcastic, as has been m entioned.

ñYouôll have to excuse m e not being in a plug hat anô Prince A lbert,ò he apologized. ñI
didnôt know  in tim e M ose w as gonna set up for a gentlem an.ò

It occurred to Tom  to try out this m an. H e m ight get from  him  som e hint of his principalôs
state of m ind. H is feeling w as that M usgrove w as an individual and not m erely an echo of
W ilson. H e very likely had his ow n point of view.

ñK inda sudden,ò Tom  said. ñI donôt hardly know  w hat to do w ith this.ò The young m an
grinned w ryly. ñIôm  a bull w hacker, anô I ainôt fought any duels yet. But Iôm  gettinô up in the
w orld, as you m ight say.ò

M usgrove gave him  advice, not in his official capacity. ñBoy, light out. Sudden anô
onannounced. M ose aim s to kill you. H eôs a dead shot w ith a six-shooter.ò

ñYes,ò agreed the youngster. ñI know. I used to be his target. H e can shoot the spots out of
a card at thirty yards. . . . W here can I find you this afternoon, M r. M usgrove?ò

ñYou donô w ant to find m e. W hat you need to find is a fast horse. Course, itôs none of m y
business. Iôm  handinô you advice free gratis, anô M ose w ouldnôt thank m e for it.ò

ñM uch obliged, M r. M usgrove. Itôs right friendly of you. I know  he aim s to kill m eð if he
can. But I donôt reckon Iôll run aw ay. I donô know  yet w hat Iôll do. But sôpose I w ant to see you
to-m orrow  m orninô?ò

ñW hy, Iôll be at the Criterion after eleven oôclock. I donôt rise right early.ò
ñM aybe Iôll send a friend to see you.ò
ñBetter send yore friend for a horse, boy. But donôt say I told you. I donôt w ant any run-in

w ith M ose. W hat am  I to tell him , anyhow ?ò
ñTell him  heôll hear from  m e to-m orrow  m orning.ò
ñH m p! W rite him  from  California Gulch, then, anô say, óGood-bye.ô Iôm  tellinô you heôs m ore

dangerous to you than a w hole passle of K iow as on the w arpath.ò
A fter M usgrove had gone, Tom  w alked back to tow n w ith Baldy Brow n and Goldrick. H is

m ind w as busy w ith the problem  before him , so that he took little part in the conversation. They
had reached the first houses before he m ade any contribution to the talk.

ñItôs the first duel I ever did see, anô I reckon it w ill be the last. I can understand w hy fellow s
go gunninô for each other w hen they have a rum pus. Thatôs one thing. But to go out anô stand
up to be plugged at in cold bloodð w ell, Iôm  glad Iôm  no gentlem an,ò Baldy said.

M r. Goldrick contributed inform ation. ñThe duel is an anachronism . It datesð ð ò
ñA  w hich?ò asked Baldy.



ñA n anachronism , a reversion to the past chronologically incorrect, as, for exam ple, w hen
Shakespeare m akes H ector quote A ristotle, w ho lived m any centuries after the assum ed period
of the Trojan chief.ò

ñH elp! H elp!ò gasped Baldy.
ñThe duel probably had its foundation in trial by com bat, an institution of feudal tim es. O ne

knight, accusing another of w rong, challenged him  to m ortal com bat. If the challenged party
w as victor he w as adjudged innocent, since it w as presum ed that God w ould defend the right.
But as feudalism  declined and m odern civilization developedð ð ò

ñBetcha youôre right, Professor. Sounds reasonable to m e. You sure handle them  big w ords
good anô donôt let ôem  get tangled up in the traces. W hat you think, Slim ?ò

ñI think itôs a plum b fool business, this duelling, but as for you never seeing another, Baldy,
w hy I ainôt so darned sure. To-m orrow, or m aybe the next dayð ð ò

The old stage driver stopped abruptly. ñW hatôs eatinô you, boy?ò
Tom  handed him  the letter received from  W ilson. ñI can be a gentlem an any tim e Iôve a m ind

to,ò he said w ith a rueful sm ile.
Baldy read, his eyes popping out. ñLordy, if this donôt beat the D utch! W hat in Texas has

got into that scalaw ag anyhow ?ò
ñH e w ants to be in the fashion, donôt you reckon?ò Tom  passed the challenge to Goldrick to

read.
ñW hat you aim  to do, Boy?ò Baldy w anted to know.
ñCanôt tell yet. Gonna talk it over w ith Beckw ourth first.ò
ñIt w ould be plain m urder,ò Baldy blurted out. ñThe fellow  is a dead shot. Iôve seen him  give

exhibitions. There ainôt his beat, or his equal, for that m atter, in this w hole W estern country. H e
aim s to kill you in such a w ay so as he can get shet of consequences.ò

ñThatôs his idea,ò adm itted Tom .
Goldrick handed the letter back. ñIôd appeal to the law, have him  bound over to keep the

peace.ò
ñLaw, shucks!ò Baldy derided. ñThereôs no law  w est of the River yet, except w hat is m ade to

suit the occasion. This slick bum m er figures he can duck a peopleôs court this w ay. So he can
too, if you w alk into his trap, Slim .ò

ñI reckon youôre right, Baldy.ò
ñQ uestion is, w hat to do, then. If you called a m eetinô of yore friends, m aybe you could run

the bum m er outa tow n.ò
ñA nô m aybe I couldnôt. A ll the gang from  the Criterion w ould line up w ith him . N o, sir, I

havenôt got that m any friends.ò
ñW ould it be any use to explain to him  that youôre not looking for trouble of any sort and

that you do not m ean him  any harm ?ò asked Goldrick.
ñIt w ould set him  rarinô to get at Slim . Thatôs the kind M ose likes to pick on. N o, sir. The boy

has got to fight or light out, onless W ilson can be driven out, anô I donôt reckon he can.ò
From  of old, Tom  understood the m ind of his enem y. H e knew  it w ith the instinctive

certainty that had com e of a childôs fears. O ne of the outstanding traits of the m an w as vanity.
H e liked to sun him self before an adm iring w orld. H e liked to pose and strut and dom ineer. The
fellow  w as no longer a second-class dandy. H e had sloughed his fine clothes w ith his graceful
figure. H e w as a heavy slovenly ruffian. But vanity never dies. It feeds on such food as it can
get. H ere w as an opportunity both to seize the spotlight on the stage and to satisfy w ithout
m uch risk his hatred. H e could kill, and he could kill w ith ®clat. To shoot his m an in a duel w ould



give the fellow  standing, at least in his ow n m ind. O f course, the w hole thing w as absurd. Tom
saw  that. But it w as exactly the sort of cock-a-doodle-doo affair that w ould appeal to W ilson.

Tom  carried his problem  to Beckw ourth, w ho got the point w ithout undue explanation.
ñItôs the very high-falutinô sort of thing heôd do,ò agreed Beckw ourth. ñBut youôll have to

fool him . It w ould be suicide to fight a duel w ith him .ò
ñO n his term s,ò agreed Tom .
ñM eaninô w hat?ò
ñEverybody has been talkinô about duels the last day or tw o. Iôve been gettinô educated.

The fellow  challenged has the choice of w eapons.ò
ñN ot thinkinô about carving him  w ith a bow ie, are you?ò
ñN ot m uch,ò agreed Tom . H e w eighed less than one hundred and thirty pounds and his

enem y around tw o hundred.
ñW hat, then?ò
ñH ow  about a saw ed-off shotgun loaded w ith buckshot at tw enty yards?ò
Beckw ourth looked at him  w ith am azem ent. H e w anted to be sure first that the young fellow

w as not joking. Certainly Collins looked serious enough.
ñW hy, you w ould both be plum b full of lead right sudden. It w ould sure finish M r. M ose

W ilson. But how  about Slim  Collins?ò
ñM e tooð if w e fought.ò
ñIôve know n this W ilson, or Shipley, or w hatever he calls him self, ever since I w as so high.ò

Tom  m easured a short distance from  the ground w ith his hand. ñM any a tim e he has w haled m e
till I couldnôt stand. H eôs a bullyð w ants the best of it every tim e. I donôt say heôs exactly a
cow ard, but I do say he w onôt go through to a finish w hen itôs a case of cold nerve.ò

Sparks of excitem ent danced in Beckw ourthôs reckless eyes. ñBoy, if youôve got the sand in
yore craw  to play yore hand thataw ayð ð ò

ñIôve got to have the sand. Thereôs no other w ay outð none that Iôll take. I canôt
bushw hack him  from  am bush, anô Iôll not run aw ay.ò

ñPublic sentim ent w ould back you if you shot him  w ithout w arning. H e threatened yore life
publicly. A  dozen m en heard him . H eôs a bad citizen, know n to be a bum m er and a killer, thought
to be a horse thief. There w ould be no com plaint from  decent folks if you bum ped him  off.ò

ñI canôt do it, not by layinô for him . N o use talkinô.ò
ñA nô you ainôt w illinô to slide out?ò
ñN o. A  fellow  canôt run aw ay anô hold up his head afterw ard, can he?ò
ñSom e could. D epends on circum stances.ò
ñW ell, I couldnôt.ò
ñN othing left but to fight him , then. D onôt fool yoreself, Slim .ò The m anôs keen shining eyes

probed into his young friend. ñIf you m ake this bluff about the saw ed-off shotguns anô he calls
itð w hat then?ò

ñIôd go through. Iôd have to.ò
ñYou m ean youôd stand up there before him  tw enty yards aw ay, anô let that bum m er fill you

full of slugs?ò
ñI w ouldnôt run aw ay,ò Tom  answ ered doggedly. ñH eôs aim inô to kill m e anyhow. M usgrove

told m e so, anô I knew  it before. W hy not fix it so he hasnôt any advantage over m e? But I donôt
figure it w ill com e to that. H e know s he can shoot a Colt quicker anô straighter than m ost
anybody else in the w orld. If he can badger m e into standinô up before him  w ith one, heôd have
just w hat he w ants. But w ith a saw ed-off shotgun Iôm  just as good a m an as he is. Chances are



Iôd get him , even if he did get m e. W ell, heôll never risk it.ò
ñH ow  do you know  he w ouldnôt?ò
ñI saw  him  licked in a fight once by a m an not so strong as he is anô not so good w ith his

m aulers. The other m an outgam ed him . I saw  Slade back him  dow n at Julesburg the other day.ò
ñYouôre not Joe Slade,ò Beckw ourth said drily.
This rem ark seem ed to Tom  a valid criticism  that sum m ed up all the objections to the

proposed plan. It w as certain that, if Slade had offered to m eet W ilson w ith such a deadly
w eapon as the saw ed-off shotgun at short range, the outlaw  w ould have stayed not on the
order of his running. But Slade w as Slade, w hereas Tom  w as only a gangling boy. In spite of his
prophecy to Beckw ourth that W ilson w ould run out of such an encounter, Tom  knew  that the
m an m ight try to outbluff his bluff. H e had flung out this challenge boldly and no doubt w as
strutting am ong his adm irers like a turkey cock. To have to turn tail before a m ere boy w ould be
a terrible hum iliation. H e m ight prefer to bully his w ay through in the hope that his adversary
w ould w eaken.

ñN o, Iôm  not Slade,ò Tom  adm itted. ñW ell, if you donôt like m y plan, letôs hear one that is
better. Iôm  not onreasonable.ò

Beckw ourth laughed, clapping his hand on the young m anôs shoulder. ñSon, I havenôt said I
donôt like it. But w e have to look at it from  all sides. You figure he w onôt go through w ith it.
M aybeso youôre right. Iôd bet m yself heôd sneak aw ay, if he knew  you like I do. But w e got to
rem em ber heôs already declared him self. H eôs com e out in the open. If he backs dow n now, it
w ould be a plain craw l, anô he know s his crow d w ould figure it that w ay. H eôll pretty near have
to stick.ò

ñH e w onôt stick if he thinks thereôs a good chance of gettinô killed. I know  him ,ò Tom
insisted.

There w as that in Tom ôs plan that seized m ightily on the im agination of his friend. It w as
daring to the verge of foolhardiness. It w as filled w ith unexpected dram a. It had a neat, sardonic
irony that m ade for grim  am usem ent, since the builder of the trap w ould find him self caught in
its teeth.

ñLet ôer go, boy. Iôm  w ith you every step of the trail. O nce, w hen I w as w ith the Crow s, I
saw  a case kinda sim ilar. O ne big buck all het up w ith his ow n im portance challenged a quiet,
sm all fellow  w hose squaw  he w anted. The one he challenged jum ped at it. Sure, he said, w ith
tom ahaw ks, their left w rists lashed together. The big buck couldnôt face it. H e cut his ow n
throat the night before they w ere to m eet.ò

ñW ilson w onôt do that.ò
ñH ow  do you go at this business, then?ò
ñI reckon I send him  a letter sayinô I w ill anô nam ing w eapons. W ouldnôt that be the w ay of

it?ò
ñI reckon.ò
ñIôll get Professor Goldrick to w rite the letter for m e. H e know s the proper w ords to use.

Then Iôll get som eone to take the letter.ò
ñGood enough. H ow  w ould Baldy Brow n do to take the letter? H eôd do it for you, I think.ò
ñIôll try him ,ò Tom  said.
H e w as disappointed. It had been in his m ind to ask Beckw ourth him self to act as his

second, but perhaps the scout did not w ant to em broil him self w ith this group of desperate
m en. A s for Baldy, Tom  w as not at all sure he w ould act for him . The stage driver w ould think it
all foolishness. H e had passed his dictum  on the custom  of duelling and announced that he



w as no gentlem an and therefore not bound by idiotic traditions about honour. Tom  did not
know  w hom  else he could get.
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Goldrick declared him self at once. H e disapproved of dueling in toto, he said, and preferred
to have nothing to do w ith the m atter. If there w as any other w ay in w hich he could serve, w hy,
of courseð ð

ñI donôt know  w here this Toto place is,ò Tom  replied, ñbut Iôm  against it in D enver anô every
other place. A lso, Iôd sure like to have nothing to do w ith it. If youôll persuade the other fellow
to give up the idee, it w ill certainly be w elcom e new s to m e. But Iôm  drug into this, anô I got to
go through. A ll Iôm  askinô of you, Professor, is to help m e fix up a letter to this bum m er. If youôd
kinda ride herd on the gram m ar anô rope the long w ords for m e, I expect Iôd m ake out.ò

ñI m isunderstood you, sir. M y im pression w as that you desired m e to act as your second. I
w ould have conscientious objections to that. But I am  very m uch at your service if I can assist
in editing a letter.ò

Goldrick did m ore than edit the letter. H e drafted it, rew rote it, and finally copied it in neat
chirography. Before he turned it over to Tom , he discharged him self of all responsibility for
consequences.

ñI am  m erely your secretary for the nonce, M r. Collins,ò he explained. ñI do not indorse
anything w ritten here. You understand that?ò

Tom  thanked him  and put the letter in his pocket. N ow  that he had it w ritten, he did not
know  how  to get it delivered. U ncle D ick W ootten w ould not act for him . H e w as sure of that.
The old scout w ould think the w hole thing foolishness. Baldy w ould probably feel the sam e.
Tom  thought of Lieutenant M anners. H e w ould know  all about such things, probably, but very
likely his official position w ould keep him  from  m ixing in the thing, even if he w anted to do so.
A nd Tom  knew  that M anners w ould feel it beneath him  to involve him self in a quarrel betw een
a bum m er and a bull w hacker.

H e w as in a quandary. U ncertain how  to proceed, he stood in front of the A pollo Theatre
and read the poster for the eveningôs perform ance. H e noted that M dlle H ayden and her Sisters
w ould appear for the entertainm ent of the city in their W orld-Renow ned A cts w hich had been
applauded by Presidents and Princes. W hile still reading the announcem ent, a voice hailed him .
Joseph A . Slade w as com ing dow n the street.

ñSo you got here all right, young fellow,ò Slade said, shaking hands w ith him . ñI w asnôt so
sure about you. That bum m er W ilson and his friends took out after you. They w ere headed for
here, I w as told.ò

ñTheyôre here,ò Tom  said.
ñYou havenôt m et him  yet, then?ò
ñYes, Iôve m et him . If youôd like to hear the story sir, w e could go into one of these gin m ills

w hile I tell it. Iôd rather not stand around too m uch in the open.ò
They dropped into the nearest saloon and took seats. Slade ordered rum . Tom  took a cigar

and put it in his pocket. The young fellow  told the story of w hat had occurred since leaving
Julesburg. H e passed over to Slade the challenge and his answ er.

The m an tam er read the letters and gave a yelp of delight. ñH ell anô high w ater! Youôve sure
turned the screw s on this four-flusher, boy.ò

ñD o you think so? H e m ay figure Iôm  no m ore dangerous than a brush rabbit.ò
ñN ot M ose W ilson. H eôll bluff, m aybe, but heôll not go through. H eôll craw fish first. The



fellow  is yellow.ò
ñI hope so,ò Tom  adm itted frankly. ñIôd hate to have him  turn m e into a lead m ine.ò
ñW ho is going to be your second?ò asked Slade.
ñI donôt know. U nless Baldy w ill.ò
ñBoy, Iôll take your letter. W eôll let this bum m er know  youôve got friends.ò
Tom ôs face lit. ñW ill you, M r. Slade? O ô course Iôd rather have you than anyone else. If you

take m y answ er, W ilson w ill figure m aybe thereôs som ething to it.ò
ñIôll send w ord to U ncle D ickôs store how  it w orks out. Likely I w onôt have any new s till to-

m orrow.ò
Young Collins w atched him  go. Slade w alked w ith the firm  easy tread of a m an perfectly sure

of him self. H e radiated confidence. Tom  knew  that he w as in good hands. H is cause had found
the buttress of a strong support. O f all the m en he knew, he w ould have chosen Joseph A .
Slade first to back him .

Slade drifted over to the Criterion. The place w as beginning to fill after the m idday lull.
Presently, the stage com pany superintendent caught sight of M usgrove bucking the tiger. H e
ranged up beside him .

ñM r. M usgrove, Iôd like to see you a m om ent,ò he said.
M usgrove cashed in his chips and w alked out of the hall w ith the other. H e w ondered w hat

Slade w anted w ith him . Perhaps the superintendent w as going to call him  to account for the
attack upon him  at the cabin. It m ight be in Sladeôs m ind to shoot him  dow n outside. Public
opinion w ould sustain him . It w ould be like the m an to exact sum m ary vengeance that w ay.

The outlaw  w alked w arily. H e w as quick on the draw  him self, and he did not intend to be
caught napping.

Slade handed him  the letter Goldrick had w ritten for Tom .
The eyes of the other m an opened. This w as a horse of quite a different colour. N ot so good

for W ilson if Slade w as declaring him self in and calling for cards.
ñI told that boy to light out,ò M usgrove said lam ely.
ñYes, he told m e,ò the superintendent said drily. ñYou take that letter to W ilson. Iôll be here

this evening after supper.ò
M usgrove w as due for a still greater surprise w hen W ilson opened the envelope and read

w hat w as w ritten w ithin. The face of the challenger registered blank am azem ent.
ñGoddlem ighty!ò he rasped out. ñD id that kid give you this?ò
M usgrove handed him  another pleasant surprise package. ñN o, Slade gave it to m e.ò
ñSlade! Is he here?ò
ñYôbetcha! Backinô this kid, looks like.ò M usgrove gave the inform ation w ith distinct

pleasure. H e w as fed up w ith M ose W ilsonôs overbearing w ays, and he did not object to seeing
som eone take a fall out of him .

W ilson thrust the letter into the hands of M usgrove. ñRead it. This is som e of Joe Sladeôs
w ork. Think I donôt know ? H e put the kid up to it. Bluffinô. Thatôs w hat they are. Iôll show  ôem
up.ò

ñSaw ed-off shotguns loaded w ith buckshot,ò M usgrove repeated. ñW hy, there w onôt either
of you have a chance. A t tw enty yards, this says. Lordy? Youôll both be deader than stuck
shotes.ò

ñTryinô to scare m e,ò roared the other. ñThink I donôt know ? That kid! W hy, Iôve w hopped
him  fifty tim es till he couldnôt hardly yelp any m ore. H im  try to m ake m e craw fish. N o, sir. Itôs
Joe Slade. Thatôs w ho it is. Iôll show  him .ò



M usgroveôs face w as properly noncom m ittal. ñA im inô to call his bluff, are you?ò
ñGoddlem ighty! Iôll show  him . H e canôt run on m e, not Joe Slade or anyone like him . A s fer

that slab-sided kid, Iôll sure m ake him  clim b a tree.ò
ñM eaninô that youôll fight him  the w ay he says?ò M usgrove asked, chew ing his tobacco

cud equably.
ñFight him  any w ay, any tim e, any place. Youôre dam n w histlinô. Iôll show  Joe Slade he donôt

know  sicô ôem  if he thinks he can get biggity w ith M ose W ilson. Iôm  the best gunm an ever cam e
into these diggings. If Slade thinks because heôs a killer he has got m e buffaloed, you can grab
it from  m e that heôs a m illion m iles w rong. M e, Iôm  som e killer too, anô, by gar! w here I am  at I am
chief. I take the m iddle of the road, you understand.ò

ñYou are sure a curly w olf,ò agreed M usgrove, not batting an eye. ñN ow  about this boyôs
propositionð ð ò

M ose w as w orking him self up into a furious rage. H e broke into the otherôs sentence,
scarcely aw are that he w as talking. It w as necessary for him  to blow  off steam  or explode.

ñSlade never seen the day he could scare m e, Iôll have you know. Iôve sent better m en than
him  to Boot H ill, anô I w ill again. From  w here I com e from , there w as bad m en, plenty of ôem , but
none like M ose W ilson. M e, Iôll go through from  hell to breakfast. Thatôs m e. Tryinô to scare m e
w ith a scatter gun. H m p! Gim m e any kind of gun, donôt care w hat it is, Iôm  the quickest on the
draw  anô the straightest shooter this side of the river. O r the other side either, by gum .ò

ñThen you aim  to take up Collinsô proposition?ò
ñD onôt push on the reins, M usgrove. Iôll not stand for it. . . . Yes, sir, Iôm  a killer from  ôw ay

back.ò
M usgrove leaned against the bar, his back to it and his heel hooked on the rail. Since

W ilson had ña running off at the m outh,ò as his auditor put it to him self, he supposed there w as
nothing to do but listen. H e took a shot at a crack in the door, using tobacco juice as
am m unition, and scored a hundred per cent. hit. A  fragm ent of conversation betw een tw o
m iners drifted to him . ñCam e to m e straight. Three of ôem  cleaned up a quart of gold in a w eek at
California Gulch, m ostly in sm all nuggets.ò M eanw hile, W ilson continued to rave.

Presently, M usgrove straightened him self and stretched. ñW ell, Iôll drift. Good show  at the
A pollo. Thought Iôd take it in to-night. See you later.ò

W ilson stretched out a hand to stop him . The killer w as beside him self w ith rage, and he
w as alm ost ready to turn it loose on the handiest victim . ñD am n you, Texas m an, you stay
w here youôre at till Iôm  through. U nderstand? You com e out here inside a Conestaga anô claim
youôre a bad m an. Bad, hell!ò

M usgrove looked at him  out of chill, hard eyes. ñD onôt get on the prod w ith m e, M ose. Iôm
m akinô no claim s I canôt back, but youôre sure right w hen you call m e a Texas m an.ò

H e spoke quietly enough, but voice and m anner pulled W ilson up short. H e w as going too
far, and he knew  it. To quarrel w ith M usgrove w as no part of his program m e.

H e struggled w ith his tem per till he had control of his voice. ñôS all right. I donôt aim  to rile
you. N ot none. In regards to this Collins bird, w hy, Iôll fight him  any dam n w ay he likes.
Yôbetcha! H eôs bluffinô fur as that goes, anô heôll never go through.ò

ñM aybeso. But he donôt have the earm arks of a four-flusher, not to m e.ò
ñH eôll go to sleep in sm oke, sure as Pikeôs Peak ainôt a hole in the ground. Fix up a letter

tellinô him  Iôll be there tw o w ays from  the ace to-m orrow  m orninô. Say about tw elve.ò
They got pen, ink, and paper from  the bartender and sat dow n at a table to com pose a reply.

It w as a laborious business, for neither of them  w as used to w riting. Eventually, the note w as



finished, and M usgrove set out to deliver it.
M ose W ilson sat m orosely at the table w here they had been w orking. H e ordered gin, and

after that m ore gin. Left alone, w ith no chance to talk him self into an angry assurance, he began
to have qualm s about w hat he had done. This kid Collinsð he w as nothing, nothing at all. So
W ilson assured him self. Probably by m orning he w ould be hard to find. W hen he read the
m essage M usgrove handed him , he w ould be frightened to death. Stillð Slade w as back of him .
M aybe the fool boy w ould stick it out. The ruffian began to think it w as bad m edicine he had
prepared. N aturally, as a m eans of getting D utch courage, he continued to drink m ore gin.



C H A PTER  X X III

T O M  T ELLS A ST O RY

A lready rum ours w ere flying over D enver and A uraria that a second duel w as fom enting.
Before Tom  had received W ilsonôs reply half an hour, the story w as all over the place.
Lieutenant M anners picked it up on the street and carried it to the cabin w here M rs. Gallup and
her niece w ere living.

ñItôs the m ost ridiculous thing I ever heard of,ò he said by w ay of com m ent. ñPeople of that
class of life have no business aping their betters by fighting duels; and, in the second place, to
fight w ith such w eapons is barbarous and savage.ò

M ary Gallup w as interested in the fact rather than his opinion of it.
ñIs it about this Indian girl they are fighting, the one Tom  brought w ith him  to D enver?ò she

asked.
ñI suppose so. There is som ething else back of it too. The young fellow  accused him  of a

m urder com m itted years ago. It m ay be true enough. W ilson is a bad hom bre.ò
ñBut isnôt it aw f-ly dangerous, to fight that w ay, so close, w ith these scatter guns?ò Virginia

asked, m uch frightened and distressed. ñW onôt one of them  be killed, m aybe?ò
ñItôs suicide,ò M anners answ ered. ñN othing less. If I had any authority I w ould arrest them

both.ò
ñIf you only w ould,ò the girl begged, w hite to the lips.
ñI canôt. Itôs outside m y province.ò
ñThis W ilson! H eôs such a notorious bad m an,ò M rs. Gallup pleaded.
ñYes. H eôs a suspected stage robber and horse thief. W e feel sure of that. To m y ow n

know ledge he has killed one m an, one of his ow n associates, a fellow  called O rton. Very likely
he has killed others. Itôs a bad business. But one canôt touch pitch w ithout being defiled. If
young Collins had gone straight, he w ould not have becom e involved w ith the ruffian.ò

ñI donôt care w hat Tom  has done. H e m ustnôt do this foolish, aw ful thing. Itôs a sin against
God. I w onôt stand by and see it done, not if I can prevent it.ò

ñI donôt like it m yself,ò M anners adm itted. ñThe fellow  is a dead shot, they say. This
W ilson, I m ean. The boy ought never to have let the m an fasten a quarrel on him . It w as his
ow n fault, of course. Even then, he had a chance to run aw ay, I hear. But heôs stubborn. H e
w ouldnôt go. I donôt know  w hat heôs thinking of to choose shotguns loaded w ith buckshot. But
thereôs nothing w e can do about it.ò

ñO h, there m ust be. W e canôtð w e canôtð ð ò Virginiaôs voice broke. She felt her heart a
w ash of tears.

For there had com e to her the vision of a young m an, alm ost a boy, riding up the hill to w hat
looked like alm ost certain death. It had been the m ost recklessly gallant action she had ever
seen. This boy had saved them . It did not m atter w hat he had done since. That hour could not
be blotted out. Then, capriciously, her m em ory jum ped the years. She w as a child, her hand in
that of a sm all boy. They w ere trudging up a long hill to the house of her aunt. A nd the boy,
she knew  it w ith the sure instinct of an infant, w as her devoted slave as w ell as her squire.

ñO f course there is som ething to be done,ò M ary Gallup said decisively. ñIf you w ill bring
Tom  here and let m e talk w ith him  . . .ò

M anners w as annoyed, both at him self and at them . H e should not have told them  of the
im pending duel. H e blam ed him self for not realizing that they m ight take it this w ay. The trouble



w as that he did not understand them  w ell enough to know  in advance w hat their reactions
w ould be to any given situation. H e had been brought up am ong w om en w ho never m oved out
of their tradition of w hat w as proper for a lady. They w ere sw eet and gentle and helpless
outside of their ow n sphere. Independence w as not becom ing. To interfere in the quarrels of
m en w as unthinkable.

ñI donôt believe that w ould be best,ò he said, a little stiffly.
ñIôm  sure it w ould,ò Virginia broke in. ñIf A unt M ary could talk w ith him , he w ould not do

it.ò
M anners held him self straight as a ram rod. H e resented their point of view. W hy should he

m ix in an affair betw een a ruffianly thief and a squaw  m an w ho prodded oxen for a living? H e
w as an officer and a gentlem an, and it w as not fitting that he put him self on an equality w ith
them . Randolph M anners w as very young and not yet any too sure of him self. M oreover, this
w as no occasion for w om en, friends of his, to let them selves becom e involved in. This last he
tried to explain. It w as not a ladyôs business. People w ould talk. Better not give tongues a
chance to w ag.

M ary Gallup brushed through his halting verbiage.
ñI donôt know  w hat you m ean about a ladyôs place, Lieutenant. Should a w om an not try to

save the life of a poor boy if she canð especially w hen he has fought for her, w hen she has
know n him  from  a child?ò

M anners had an uncom fortable sense of having been put unjustly in the w rong. It did not
change his opinion, but he w as not acute enough in dialectics to sustain his position. H e
attem pted, failed, and surrendered not very gracefully.

ñIôll see this Collins for you,ò he said coldly.
ñPlease do,ò M rs. Gallup said, w ithout appearing to notice his disapproval. ñA nd donôt

send him  here, please. H e m ight not com e. Bring him  yourself.ò She gave him  the w arm  friendly
sm ile w ith w hich w ise w om en disarm  hostility.

The lieutenant departed on his m ission. H e m ade a tour of the gam bling houses, inquiring
for Collins as he did so. The young m an w as not w ell know n, though his nam e w as on
everybodyôs lips. U ncle D ick W ootten said he had seen him  w ith Joseph Slade half an hour
earlier. They had talked of going to the show  at the A pollo.

They w ere in the Criterion at the tim e. A s M anners started to leave the house, he caught
sight of M ose W ilson and his fidus Achates D ave. They w ere sitting at a sm all table in one
corner of the room . M ose had his back to the w all. H e alw ays sat in such a position that
nobody could get at him  from  the rear. A  m an could not live as he did w ithout m aking enem ies,
he realized. Beckw ourth w as sitting opposite him  and appeared to be talking confidentially. H is
voice w as low  and his head close.

Lieutenant M anners found Tom  at the A pollo w ith Slade. H e had paid his dollar, but he w as
not enjoying the entertainm ent.

The theatre w as the upper story of a popular saloon, and the noise of clinking glasses, of
clicking billiard balls, of sudden raucous voices lifted to those above. The body of the theatre
held about three hundred and fifty seats. The room  had no ceiling and w as not plastered. A
dozen guttering candles illum inated the place.

For this night, the bill w as La Tour de N esle, and the perform ance w as better than m ight
have been expected. But the audience, exclusively m asculine, refused to take it seriously.

W hen Gaultier asked in agony concerning his m urdered relative, ñW here, O  w here is m y



brother?ò various voices offered suggestions.
ñI done seen him  all tanked up dow n at the Criterion,ò one huge red-shirted m iner

announced.
Later, Q ueen M arguerite declared herself lost, w ith a gesture of despair. ñD onôt you w orry,

m aôam , Iôll sure stay w ith you till you get outa the chaparral,ò one young fellow  prom ised
gallantly.

M anners m ade his w ay dow n the aisle and beckoned to Tom .
Young Collins joined him , and the officer delivered his m essage. Tom ôs heart w as lifted by it.

H e called Slade out and told him  he w as w anted.
ñI think Iôd better go,ò Tom  said to his com panion.
Slade laid a hand on his shoulder affectionately. ñA lw ays go w hen the ladies call you, m y

boy,ò he said w ith a sm ile.
A s the tw o w alked up the dusty street, Tom  asked the lieutenant a question diffidently.
ñD o you know  w hat they w ant w ith m e, sir?ò
ñI w as asked to bring you. I w as not entrusted w ith any other m essage,ò the officer replied.
Tom  felt a stiffness of m anner, alm ost an unfriendliness, in this handsom e young W est

Pointer. H e w as sorry, because he adm ired Lieutenant M anners extrem ely. The officer had all the
charm  of personality that com es of education and the aristocratic inheritance. The young
plainsm an did not resent his aloofness. Tom  w as m odest. H e had not, he felt, very m uch to
offer. A s far as he w as educated at all, it had been in the school of hard knocks. Like Topsy, he
had just ñgrow ed up.ò H is parents he had never know n. It had been M ose W ilsonôs policy,
w hile he w as a little fellow, to im press upon him  that he w as poor w hite trash. Therefore he w as
unduly hum ble as to his m erits. It w as Lieutenant M annersôs privilege, if he chose, to be
distant.

N ot that Tom  adm itted social inferiority in his dealings w ith m en. H e stood on his ow n feet.
H e w as a W esterner, and he looked every m an in the eye, acknow ledging none as m aster. N one
the less, he acknow ledged the right of M anners to choose his ow n friends. H e w as no fool. H e
recognized that fam ily and education and training m ake a difference. N aturally, Virginia and her
aunt w ould like this young soldier w ho w ore so lightly the air of a young prince.

W hat M rs. Gallup w anted w ith him , he could not guess. A s he w aited w ith M anners
outside the house, after the lieutenant had knocked, he felt both shy and doubtful. Tom  had
been nervous and w orried ever since M usgrove had brought M ose W ilsonôs acceptance of the
term s he had proposed. W hile sitting w ith Slade at the theatre, his im agination had been busy
w ith w hat the m orrow  w as to bring forth. H ad he, like W ilson, dug a trap for him self from  w hich
he could not escape? W ould he never see another sunset? A fter to-m orrow, w ould he never
again be able to w alk up and dow n in a glad w orld as other m en could do? H e understood now
how  a condem ned m urderer m ust feel w hile w aiting for the execution.

But the sum m ons from  M ary Gallup had for the m om ent driven the fears from  his heart.
They w ould com e trooping back later, but just now  he had som ething else to think of.

M rs. Gallup opened the door to let them  in. Tom  w as struck again, as he had alw ays been,
by the vitality of the gracious life w hich overflow ed in her. It w as not only that she w as tall, full-
bosom ed, and sw eet-faced; rather that her generous spirit expressed itself through a glow ing
personality. Behind her Tom  saw  Virginia standing, slender and girlish, in her eyes a fear-filled
expression he w as alw ays to rem em ber.

ñW ill you sit dow n, Tom ?ò M rs. Gallup said, after she had shaken hands.
The boy sat on the edge of a chair, aw kw ardly, turning in his hands the dusty hat he had



declined to relinquish to his hostess.
The cabin w as a poor enough place, m uch like the others in the cam p. It consisted of a

single room  about tw elve feet square. The cracks betw een the logs w ere chinked w ith w ood
and w ere plastered w ith m ud. There w ere three chairs of elders fresh from  the hills, the bark still
on them . The table w as of the sam e m aterial. The flat roof of baked m ud upon a layer of split
logs and grass w as the ceiling. W ooden hinges held the door, and the floor w as of hard sm ooth
earth. The m attress lay on slats stretched betw een tw o logs.

N evertheless, som ehow  the w retched place had an air of com fort, even of hom e. Coffee
sacks covered the ground. A  buffalo robe hung on one w all. A ntim acassars draped the backs
of the chairs. The quilt on the bed w as neat and scrupulously clean. Som e books w ere in
evidence, and tw o or three daguerreotypes. O ne of these w as a photograph of A bner Leeds.

M ary Gallup bridged the first few  m om ents w ith casual talk. H er m anner ignored any
difference that had com e betw een them . H e w as, it im plied, a friend w hom  they had not m et for a
few  days.

ñW eôre having right nice w eather,ò Tom  said by w ay of contributing to the conversation.
ñN o, m aôam , I ainôt quit the com pany, not exactly. I kinda got a leave of absence from  M r. Slade,
on private business.ò The young m an blushed, rem em bering the nature of the business and the
attitude of this lady to it.

She did not accept the opening he had inadvertently given. Instead, she w ent straight to
the thing in her m ind.

ñTom , w hatôs this w e hear about you and that m an W ilson?ò she asked. ñI m ean about a
duel.ò

H e w as not w holly unprepared for this, but the attack left him  fum bling for w ords. ñW hy,
m aôam , Ið I been drug into it, as you m ight say. Iôm  right peaceable. But this fellow, w hy, he
ð ð ò

ñYes, I understand that. H eôs bad, a ruffian and a killer. But, dear boy, isnôt that the very
reason w hy you should avoid him ?ò

H er voice had a note of tenderness that brought a lum p into the young fellow ôs throat. A
little friendliness from  her w ent a long w ay w ith him .

ñH onest, M rs. Gallup, I tried to duck this W ilson. I ainôt lookinô for trouble. It got pushed on
m e, looks like.ò

She did not discuss that. ñN ow, Tom , look at this right. D uelling is a sin against God. You
know  that. Thereôs a com m andm ent, óThou shalt not kill.ô Can you go up to the throne of God
perhaps w ith blood on your handsð blood shed w ilfully?ò

ñIt w onôt be w ilful, m aôam . If youôll show  m e any decent w ay to get outa this thing, w hy Iôll
sure thank you. Iôve looked every w hich w ay, anô I canôt find it.ò

ñYou can slip out of tow n and disappear for a tim e, canôt you?ò
ñYes,ò breathed Virginia, alm ost in a w hisper.
The boy looked at her, hopelessly, then again at her aunt. M ore than anything in the w orld,

he w anted to do w hat they w ished. But he could not do that. H e could not run aw ay under fire.
If he did, he w ould be forever a m arked m an, one w ho had a stain on his nam e that never could
be w iped out.

Beads of perspiration stood on Tom ôs forehead. ñI canôt do that. N o m an could. It has gone
too far.ò H e appealed to M anners. ñYou tell ôem  I canôt back out now.ò

M rs. Gallup forestalled the officerôs answ er. She rose and put a hand on the shoulder of the
harassed youth. ñTw o w rongs do not m ake a right, Tom . D onôt you see that? Even if you have



been led into an error, you m ust not persist in it out of false pride. It w ould be too aw ful.ò
ñI donôt w ant to go on,ò he said m iserably. ñIôm  w here I got to. Lieutenant M anners w ill tell

you so.ò
ñN obody can tell m e that it is right to m urder or to throw  aw ay the life God has given you.

You m ustnôt do it.ò She w as pleading w ith him  as though he had been her ow n son.
ñI canôt run aw ay now. I just canôt,ò he defended. ñIf I could I w ould. H onest, I w ould.ò
M ary held her hand out tow ard Virginia. The girl cam e forw ard and took it. ñW eôre asking

you, Tom ð the tw o oldest friends you have in the w orldð not to do this horrible thing. If you
canôt run aw ay, m ake an apology to the m an. Just a form al one. H e w ould be forced to accept
it.ò

ñD o you know  w ho he is?ò Tom  blurted out.
ñIt doesnôt m atter. Iôm  told you accused him  of killing som eone. N o doubt he did it. N ever

m ind. Be brave enough to retract w hat you said, no m atter w hat anyone m ay say.ò
ñThis W ilsonð heôs M ose Shipley.ò
M rs. Gallup w as for the m om ent struck dum b. The possibility of this had never occurred to

her.
ñH e know s w ho I am ,ò the young fellow  w ent on. ñH e aim s to kill m e. O ne of his gang told

m e so him self. H eôd shoot m e dow n from  behind, the w ay he didð the w ay he has done other
m en. I figured this w ay I m ight bluff him  out. A t heart heôs not gam e. I know  that.ò

ñButð how  do you know  heôs Shipley? A re you sure?ò she asked. The shock had m ade her
faint and sick.

ñSure. I knew  it before I even saw  him . H eard him  singinô that olô Susannah song. You know
the one, m aôam . They used to sing it in St. Joe during the first rush. óIôm  off for California.ô H e
usta sing that a lot in the old days. Iôve heard him  m anys the tim e w hen he cam e hom e drunk at
night. Right aw ay, I knew  his voice again. This w as dow n at Julesburg, the other day. W hen he
anô his friends cam e outa the station, I saw  it w as Shipley all right.ò

ñYouôre quite sure?ò
ñCertain sure. H eôs raised a beard, anô heôs heavier anô slouchier. But heôs M ose Shipley. Iôd

know  him  anyw heres.ò
ñD id he know  you?ò
Tom  could see that both aunt and niece w ere shaken by this new s. It w as as though som e

dreadful thing that had been buried had risen out of the past to confront them .
ñN o, m aôam . I w as only a liôlô fellow  w hen he saw  m e last.ò
ñBut he know s now  w ho you are?ò
ñI told him  last night.ò
ñYou quarrelled before that, then? Please tell m e all about it. W as it over this Indian girl?ò
ñShe com es into it.ò Tom  took a m ental hurdle and plunged. ñI reckon I better tell you the

w hole story.ò
ñI w ish you w ould,ò M rs. Gallup said.
Lieutenant M anners stirred uneasily. H e m ade as though to intervene, but Virginia looked at

him , and in that look he found a bar to action.
Tom  told his story, beginning at the tim e he first saw  D eer Eyes. H e sketched in a few

sentences his encounter w ith O rton, the care w ith w hich she had nursed him , her need of a
friend. H e recounted the facts about her and W ilson, or Shipley.

ñShe w as scared of him ð horribly scared of him . N o use her going to her father. I donôt
reckon he could have stopped it, anyhow. N o use takinô it up w ith M r. Slade. She w as only a



squaw, anyhow. So she cam e to m e. W ell, m aôam , w hat could I do? Sheôd nursed m e, like I said.ò
Virginiaôs starry eyes m et his. She w as listening breathlessly. M ary Gallup too w as intent on

every w ord he uttered.
ñI slipped outa Julesburg w ith her anô brought her to D enver. Sheôs stayinô w ith Lady

Beckw ourth,ò the boy continued. ñBut it w asnôt about her this W ilson, or Shipley, had the first
rum pus w ith m e yesterday.ò H e w ent on to tell the incident of the Professor and the silk hat,
playing dow n his ow n part in it, and the later developm ents that had led to the present
situation.

M rs. Gallup gave him  both hands. H er eyes w ere w arm  w ith that eager friendly good w ill for
w hich there is no other nam e than love.

ñI m ight have know n it,ò she cried, all in a glow. ñIf I had had faith enough. Forgive m e,
Tom .ò

Virginia said nothing, but her eyes w ere little w ells of tears. She had found again the friend
that w as lost.



C H A PTER  X X IV

LIEU T EN A N T  M A N N ER S AT  A
D ISA D VA N TA G E

Tom  w as very happy at finding his friends again. A  w arm  glow  coursed through his veins.
H e w ished he knew  som e w ay to express to them  his gratitude for their im m ediate acceptance of
his story.

U nfortunately, the only w ay just now  open w as one he could not follow. H e listened to M rs.
Gallup patiently, heard all her argum ents against the duel, and clung doggedly to his ground.

ñItôs not that I w ant to fight him ,ò he explained m ore than once. ñIt w ould suit m e fine if he
w ould call it off. But Iôm  tied up in a sack. I got to go through. N o other w ay. Lieutenant
M anners w ill tell you so.ò

But Lieutenant M anners stood in a corner and sulked. H e w as not going to be draw n into
this. It w as all very w ell for these ladies to be kind to the orphan boy they had befriended, but
he could see no need of stressing their interest so m uch. Virginia, to be sure, did not say m uch,
but he could see that she w as absorbed by the dram a of this ladôs fate.

In the end, M rs. Gallup gave up. She realized that nothing she could say w ould m ove Tom .
ñProm ise m e one thing,ò she said. ñProm ise m e that youôll go hom e to-night and stay there,

that you w onôt expose yourself foolishly until the tim e set for the duel.ò
ñIôll prom ise that,ò Tom  agreed prom ptly. H e w as eager to go as far as he could in pleasing

his friends.
ñYou are not staying at the D enver H ouse, are you?ò
ñN o. Fact is, Iôm  cam pinô out on the prairie.ò
ñW ell, be careful, please. This m an Shipley w ould not stop at m urdering you, if he could.ò
ñO h, do be careful,ò Virginia added in a low  voice.
ñIôll sure not throw  dow n on m yself,ò Tom  prom ised. H er w ords set a fire burning in his

veins. H e w anted to thank them  both, but did not know  how. H e shook hands w ith them  both,
bow ed to M anners, and departed.

M rs. Gallup turned at once to M anners. She w as very pale.
ñIôve got to see this m an Shipley to-night. Can you get him  to talk w ith m e?ò
ñN o, M rs. Gallup, I canôt. The fellow  is a ruffian of the w orst type. Iôm  not going to have

you soiled by m eeting such a m an, not if I can help it.ò The lieutenant w as flushing, but his
voice had a note of crisp refusal. H e had gone just as far as he w as going w ith this nonsense.

M ary did not argue w ith him . She had m ore im portant business on hand. ñW ill you find M r.
Brett for m e, then?ò

ñIf you insist on it,ò he said, sullenly. ñBut I w ish you w ould listen to m e and keep out of
this, M rs. Gallup.ò

ñI canôt do that,ò she replied. ñW ill you get M r. Brett at once please?ò
ñIôll get him .ò H e fum bled for a w ay to say w hat w as in his m ind w ithout offence. ñI think

youôre m aking a m istake, M rs. Gallup. Youôve already gone far enoughð too far. This isnôt a
business for a lady. You donôt understand. If you didð ð ò

ñI think I do.ò
ñN o, M rs. Gallup, you donôt. This fellow  W ilson is a ruffian. You ought never to m eet such

a m an. The bloom  of w om anhoodð ð ò
She sm iled. ñBut thatôs a difference in point of view, Lieutenant. You are of an old,

aristocratic fam ily. W e are of pioneer stock. A lw ays w e have com e to close grips w ith hard and



cruel facts. The w om en you know  havenôt had to do this. W e live in w holly different
conditions.ò

ñI know. You shouldnôt be out here at all, you and M iss Virginia.ò
ñBut thatôs nonsense. W e have to m ake a living, and as soon as our bakeshop is started,

w eôll do fam ously.ò
ñBakeshop!ò he echoed.
ñYes. W eôre going to sell bread and cakes and pies.ò
H is heart sank. H e w as honestly very fond of Virginia, but her aunt m ade it hard for him .
ñD o you m eanð a regular shop? Youôll sell to everybody?ò
ñTo everybody w ho w ill buy.ò
Virginia spoke up, a spark of resentm ent in her eye. ñW e hope youôll sam ple our w ares,

Lieutenant, and give us your patronage,ò she said, w ith a curtsey.
H e felt the edge of the rem ark. ñIôm  quite sure they w ill be very good,ò he said.
A gain he felt he had been put in the w rong unjustly. It w as all very w ell for M rs. Gallup to

sm ile. N one the less, he stood his ground in his m ind. The fine flow er of w om anhood could not
retain its perfect bloom  if it cam e in contact w ith every Tom , D ick, and H arry. Som e w om en had
to w ork, of course, but the only occupation fit for such a girl as Virginia w as to be queen of her
husbandôs hom e and heart. H e w as at w ar w ith him self. The w arm  youth of him  w anted to hold
her close and protect her from  the w orld. H is brain told him  it w ould never do, unless she could
give up the ideas that seem ed so fundam entally a part of her.

A s soon as he had gone on his errand, Virginia turned to her aunt w ith a little flare of
fem inine bitterness. ñW hy does he spend so m uch of his tim e w ith us if he thinks w eôre not
ladies?ò she flung out.

M rs. Gallup suspected that the girlôs fancy had fastened on this handsom e lad. She
sym pathized w ith her niece. It w as hard for her. Yet, though she had gone such a little w ay on
the road of life, it w as necessary for her to face facts.

ñH eôs a nice boy, one of the finest I know,ò she said gently. ñYou m ustnôt blam e him
because his ideas are different from  ours. Itôs the w ay he has been brought up.ò

ñH e thinks itôs a disgrace for a w om an to w ork. A s though w e could help it.ò Tears w ere
stinging the girlôs eyes.

H er aunt let an arm  slip for a m om ent round Virginiaôs shoulders in a little pressure of
affection. ñItôs because he likes you so w ell, dear, that he cares. H e is fighting against his
traditions and his training. It isnôt an easy situation for him , either.ò

ñItôs a funny w ay to like m e,ò the girl dem urred w ith spirit. ñTo m ake m e feel inferior all the
tim e.ò

ñN ot all the tim e,ò M ary corrected. ñItôs just occasionally. U sually, heôs a dear, sw eet boy,
very kind and considerate to us.ò

ñO h, kind!ò Virginia scoffed. ñH eôs kind enough. But heôs so stiff and proper w hen he rides
his high horse. Youôd think a girl had to live in a glass cage to protect herself. H is kind of
w om en never cooked a biscuit or sw ept a floor.ò

M rs. Gallup nodded appreciation. ñIt disturbs him  that you have to live the w ay you do and
am ong the people you do. I suppose his m ind goes back to plantation life, w ith all that m eansð
its ease and luxury and restraints.ò

ñI should think heôd know  he couldnôt m ake us over. If he w ants to know  us, heôll have to
take us as w e are.ò

ñYes,ò agreed M ary. ñH eôll see that finally, but he is trying not to see it.ò H er sw ift sm ile



flashed. ñA nd it happens that he w ants to know  one of us very m uch.ò
Virginia blushed. ñBecause Iôm  the only girl here, and heôs the sort that likes girls. If there

w ere others in tow nð ð ò
The auntôs eyes rested fondly on the soft, lovely, vivid young creature. ñIf there w ere a

hundred others in tow n, heôd com e to see you, Jinnie dear.ò
ñW hen he forgets that heôs Randolph M anners he is the nicest boy ever,ò Virginia

conceded.
It w as, perhaps, ten m inutes later that the officer returned w ith Brett. H e w as the m an w ho

had been w ith M rs. Gallup w hen Tom  and the Indian girl had seen them  as they entered D enver.
George Brett w as a strong, w ell-built m an w ith honest gray eyes and a m outh that suggested an
appreciation of hum our. The hair around his tem ples w as graying, but his m ovem ents told that
he w as in the prim e of m anhood, vigorous and forceful.

M rs. Gallup explained w hat she w anted. H e considered a m om ent before he answ ered.
ñYou are not going to see this W ilson alone?ò he said.
ñN o. That w onôt be necessary. Iôd rather you and Lieutenant M anners w ould be present, if

you w ill.ò
ñThat w ould be better,ò he adm itted.
H er eyes m et his fairly. ñI understand there is danger for you if you do this, M r. Brett. N ot at

the tim e, but afterw ard. H eôll ow e us all a grudge, and if he ever gets the chance to take it out on
youð ð ò

Brett shrugged. ñIôll cross that bridge w hen I com e to it. O f course, Iôm  not sure I can get
him  to com e, but Iôll do m y best.ò

ñI know  you w ill,ò M rs. Gallup said gratefully.



C H A PTER  X X V

B EC K W O U RT H  TA K ES A H A N D

W ilson w as far from  being a happy m an. H e had let him self get caught in a trap, and he
could see no w ay out unless young Collins w eakened. O f course the boy w ould lose his nerve
now  that his bluff had been called. M ose told him self so a dozen tim es. It w as not reasonable to
suppose that he w ould stand up there and let W ilson pum p a dozen buckshot into his heart or
his stom ach. N o m an could be such a darned fool as that. It just w as not in hum an nature.

But suppose Collins w ent through. W ilson could not escape that possibility. H e sat there at
the table w here he and M usgrove had com posed and w ritten the acceptance to his opponentôs
term s, and he drank gloom ily to drow n his apprehension. W hat an idiot he had been! U nder the
spur of his ow n bad tem per, he had w orked him self into the fury that had betrayed him .

Collins w ould w eaken. N o doubt of that. But w hat w as to be done if he did not? M ose
ground his teeth in im potent rage. It w ould not be safe now  to shoot this Collins in the dark,
unless he hit the trail at once for parts unknow n. H e w ould be suspected, tried by a peopleôs
court, convicted on presum ptive evidence, and hanged. Even if he lit out, he w ould be follow ed
and perhaps captured. H is ow n associates w ould not hide him , m ight even give him  up; for
they w ere hardy ruffians and dem anded, above all, gam eness in their leader. A lready M usgrove
w as breaking aw ay from  him . H e could see that.

It looked as though he w ould have to go through or sneak aw ay before the tim e set for the
duel. U nless, of course, Collins lost his nerve. A nd that w as bound to happen.

H is m an D ave bolstered up this opinion, and though the m anôs confidence heartened
W ilson, at the sam e tim e it angered him . D ave could be cheerful about it. That w as easy. It w as
not he that had to stand up to the scatter gun. M ose cursed both him  and M usgrove.
U nreasonably, he blam ed them  for having let him  get into this. H e cursed the w orld at large.

A fter supper, W ilson and his satellites m ade a tour of the saloons and gam bling houses.
The bully knew  that he w as the focus of all eyes. This flattered him , even though he knew  that
m ost of those w atching w ould be glad to see him  killed. H e sw aggered, boasting lustily. It
w ould never do to let them  guess he had any doubts.

Those w ho spoke to him  treated him  w ith great respect. They did not know  how  shaken he
w as behind this brave front.

Presently, he found him self in the Criterion seated at a table opposite Beckw ourth.
The ex-Crow  chiefôs lead w as not reassuring. ñYouôre sure a gam er m an than I am , W ilson,ò

he said w ith a sm ile. ñI give you best. M e, Iôd hate to stand up to this fellow  Collins w ith a
scatter gun in his hands. M y guess w ould be that he is sudden death.ò

W ilsonôs heart turned over inside him .
ñW hat m akes you say so?ò he dem anded irritably. ñH eôs nothinô but a kid playinô sm art. Iôll

show  him .ò
ñThatôs sure the w ay to feel about it,ò Beckw ourth adm itted. ñN o use gettinô scared just

because heôs a bad hom bre to face. Thereôs alw ays a chance yore luck w ill stand up anô youôll
get through alive. Iôd hate to have to take it, like I said already, but Iôm  for any m an thatôs got
the guts to go up against sure death.ò

ñN othinô to that. N othinô a-tall. H ow  do you figure this kid such a w orld beater? W hy, Iôve
taken the hide offôn him  tw enty tim es, anô Iôd ought to know.ò M ose w as exasperated, but m uch
m ore he w as w orried and harassed.



ñClear grit. Thatôs how  I size him  up. Say, one thing you w ant to be careful of. Som e of the
boys think youôll get scared anô fire before the signal. If you do, theyôre figurinô on a necktie
party right there. I told ôem  óN o chance,ô that you w as gam e.ò

M ose w as drinking steadily, but som ehow  his throat and m outh w ere dry. H e had to
sw allow  an ache before he could answ er, ñBet yore boots Iôm  gam e.ò

ñYes, sir,ò Beckw ourth w ent on. ñTake a fellow  like Collins, w ith those cold, steady gray
eyes, anô you can ôm ost alw ays tell heôs dangerous. Still, thereôs no tellinô. You m ight get him
too. I w ouldnôt be surprised if it happens thataw ay. Iôve heard several bets.ò

ñW hatð w hat are they bettinô?ò asked M ose hoarsely.
ñThree to one Collins kills you. Even m oney both of you are buried inside of a w eek. I kinda

like that last bet m yself. Youôre no rabbit yore ow n self, I been tellinô the boys. You got a
reputation as a killer. I w onôt take that three to one bet on Collins. I been askinô for tw o to one.ò

ñYouôre tryinô to scare m e.ò
ñScare you!ò Beckw ourth show ed innocent surprise. ñIôd have a lot of luck scarinô a w olf

like you. N o, I thought Iôd just say a cheerful w ord as I w as passing.ò
D ave spoke up. ñM ose donôt need any cheerful w ords. H eôs got this bird w here he w ants

him . W e donôt give a billy-be-dam n w hat theyôre bettinô. H eôs going to sleep in sm oke, this
Collins. Yôbetcha! This olô horned toad M ose is a sure-enough w olf, anô this ornery tow n w ill
know  it right soon. H eôs hot as a ginger m ill to get at this cock-eyed son-of-a-gun, anô w hen
heôs finished w ith him , the guy w ill be deader ôn a Chinam an.ò

Beckw ourth tugged at his m oustache. ñM aybeso. Iôd give six bits to know  how  it w ill com e
out. You never can tell.ò

The ex-Crow  chief had said enough, and he knew  it. H e harked aw ay from  the subject to
m ore casual ones. ñM et a fellow  to-day just back from  the Gregory D iggings. H e struck the
colour anô claim s he has got a good thing. M ore than tw enty sluices operatinô there, anô m ore
building.ò

ñW onder how  a good gam bling house w ould go there,ò D ave m used aloud. ñI been thinkinô
of going in w ith one.ò

ñD onôt know. They are a law  anô order crow d. Gave a young fellow  thirty lashes last w eek
for stealing.ò

ñIôve heard it ainôt a w ild cam p. Fellow  gouged another w ith a bow ie in an argum ent anô
they hanged him . . . . Say, w hat about South Boulder Creek?ò asked D ave.

ñU ncle D ick cam e dow n, the other day. H e says the only thing that has been took outa
there yet is a drunk that fell in. Iôve a notion Tarryall Gulch is good. That South Park country is
rich w ith ore. Iôve drifted around there quite a bit. Lots of antelope, elk, m ountain sheep, w ild
turkeys, anô grouse there. Som e buffalo, too. A nô all the fish a fellow  w ants. A  m ighty easy
country to live in.ò

ñI dunno w hat you got to back yore notion that this Collins is a bad m an w ith a gun,ò
W ilson broke out. ñW hatôs he ever done folks should pick him  to beat m e? Spit it out. W hereôs
his record, if any? Iôm  the best anô quickest shot w est of the Riverð or east either, com e to that.
Iôve got notches on m y gun, five of ôem , if you w ant to know, M r. Beckw ourth.ò

ñA ny notches on yore scatter gun?ò Beckw ourth asked.
M ose understood the inference. H e did not need to have it driven hom e that skill w ould not

count here. It w ould be a question of luck and cold nerve.
ñN o, sir, heôs a busted flush,ò W ilson insisted, ham m ering w ith his fist on the table.
Beckw ourth knew  his w ork w as done. The fellow  w as badly w orried, m uch m ore so since he



had talked w ith him . The scout rose and nodded good-bye.
ñSee you here to-m orrow  night m aybe,ò he said. ñIôm  headinô for hom e now.ò
H ad there been the slightest possible hesitation before the w ord ñm aybeò? W ilson w as not

sure. H is nerves w ere jum py, and he m ight be im agining things. To-m orrow  night! Before then,
they m ight be digging a grave for him . M ose felt a cold chill shudder dow n his spine. W hat a
fool he had been to let him self in for this. Beads of perspiration stood on his forehead. H e
continued to drink, but there w as no com fort in the rum . It did not give him  courage. It did not
even m ake him  drunk.

H e got up and w andered over to D enver H all w ith D ave. From  habit, he still sw aggered, still
boasted. But the bottom  had gone out of his heart. It w as hard to act the part of a rakehelly w ith
that w eight of lead inside him . The place roared w ith tides of lusty life. M en in buckskin w ith
long fringes! M en in boots and w oollen shirts of checkered hues! M en of unkem pt locks and
shaggy beards! N early all of them  w ith bow ies and revolvers hanging from  their belts. In the
m idst of this raw, rough vitality, W ilson felt as though stricken w ith illness.

H e w as standing before a faro table w hen a m an spoke to him .
ñThis M r. W ilson?ò
M ose turned and looked the m an up and dow n. H e saw  a strong, w ell-built m an about forty.
ñW ho are you? W had you w ant?ò dem anded the bully.
ñM y nam e is Brettð George Brett. A  lady w ould like to see you, M r. W ilson.ò
ñW hat lady?ò The killer w as instantly alive w ith suspicion. This m ight be a plot to get him

out and am bush him . H e had once got his m an that w ay him self.
ñA  M rs. Gallup. I think she used to know  you long ago, but I am  not sure about that. She

asked m e to tell you that she has som ething it is im portant you hear at once.ò
ñW hat is it?ò
ñShe didnôt tell m e. I gathered it w as som e w arning as to danger. It is very necessary for

you to hear it to-night, she told m e.ò
ñSay, fellow, do I look like a tenderfoot?ò
ñIôm  giving you a m essage,ò Brett replied stiffly. ñTake it or leave it, M r. W ilson.ò
ñD onôt get heavy w ith m e, m ister,ò grow led W ilson.
Brett flashed to anger, real or assum ed. ñThere is no occasion to bully m e, sir. I cam e from  a

lady. A s I understand it, she has inform ation that m ay save your life. If you donôt w ish to see
her, that, of course, ends the m atter.ò H e turned on his heel as though to leave.

It w as a good stroke, w ell conceived. W ilson dared not let the m atter drop so. H e w as full of
apprehensions and ready to snatch at any w ay out.

ñH ow  do I know  it ainôt a trap to bushw hack m e?ò he shrilled.
The other m an looked at him  coldly. ñIf you think so, better not go.ò
ñW hereôs this w om an at?ò
ñM rs. Gallup is at her hom e, about three blocks from  here.ò
ñW hy canôt she com e here, if she w ants to see m e so bad?ò
ñShe didnôt tell m e she w anted to see you that badly. She m ay have overheard som ething. If

youôre not interested, that ends the m atter. Good-evening, sir.ò
ñI dunno w ho you are,ò the bad m an said sulkily.
Brettôs level eyes m et his steadily. ñI am  a law -abiding citizen. If it w ere w orth w hile, I could

give references.ò
ñTell you one thing, fellow. If I go, Iôm  takinô a coupla friends along. See?ò
ñA s you please about that.ò



ñA nô Iôm  choosinô the w ay w e go.ò
ñW hy not?ò
ñA nô youôre w alkinô on m y left. If anyone m akes a play at m e, w hy, itôll be tw elve oôclock for

you, m ister.ò
ñYouôre doing a lot of w orrying for nothing,ò Brett said coldly.
ñM aybeso. Youôll find Iôm  w agon boss on this trip.ò
Brett lifted his shoulders in a shrug.



C H A PTER  X X V I

M O SE W ILSO N  FIN D S A N  EX C U SE

W ilson took w ith him  Buck Com stock and D ave. Brett w alked on the left of M ose, and the
killerôs right hand rested on the butt of his revolver. The party left by the back door of the
D enver and turned to the left, follow ing close to the bank of the creek. It m oved w arily, keeping
in the shadow  of the bushes.

ñK eep yore eyes skinned, fellow s,ò M ose w arned. ñIf you see anyone lying low, go to
fogginô. Iôll take care of this pilgrim  here first off.ò

For several hundred yards, they m oved along Cherry Creek, then sw ung to the left in a w ide
circle.

ñW hereôs this house at from  here?ò W ilson asked of his guide.
ñIt is back from  the creek som e distance. W eôve been going all around Robin H oodôs barn

to get there,ò replied Brett.
ñK eep yore shirt on, fellow. A ll you gotta do is point out this house w hen w e get there. Iôll

do the rest.ò
Presently, Brett show ed W ilson the house. They approached from  the rear as quietly as

possible.
ñIf this is a trap, fellow, Lord help you,ò M ose m urm ured, w hispering his threat in the ear of

his guide. ñIôll git you sure.ò H is revolver w as out, the barrel pressing against the ribs of Brett.
Com stock knocked on the door. It w as opened by M ary Gallup. Brett spoke.
ñM r. W ilson is here, M rs. Gallup,ò he said.
She m oved back and said, ñCom e in.ò A  sudden shrinking at sight of W ilson w ent over her

and left her for the m om ent w eak. She leaned against the table for support.
W ilsonôs glance sw ept the room . H is m outh w as a thin, cruel slit in a hard, forbidding face.

H is eyes took in M rs. Gallup, Virginia, and Lieutenant M anners. They cam e to rest on the
officer. The young m an w as in uniform . This w as reassuring. In a m anner of speaking, he
represented law  and safety. M ose stepped w ith catlike litheness to one side of the door in order
to be out of range from  any sharp-shooter on the prairie.

ñCom e in, you fellow s. . . . Shut the door,ò he ordered.
They cam e in, closing the door behind them .
The sight of these ruffians w as appalling to Virginia. O ne of them  had m urdered her father.

The know ledge of this took her by the throat and obstructed breathing. She could not take her
fascinated eyes from  M ose W ilson. She w as sure he w as the stage rider w ho had ridden w ith
them . It w as horrible to have to look at him , into the shallow  shifting eyes, shining w ith fear and
suspicion. Yet she could not lift her gaze from  him . Com ing across the plains, she had once
seen a bird paralyzed by a rattlesnake as it slid forw ard, its head w eaving slightly from  side to
side. Virginia w as for the m om ent that bird.

M ose m ade sure the w indow  w as screened by a curtain before he spoke to M rs. Gallup.
ñW ell, m aôam , Iôm  here,ò he said harshly. Then his eyes dilated. H e recognized her and felt a

quick spasm  of fear.
M ary did not ask him  to sit dow n. She did not sit herself. It seem ed to her that to breathe

the sam e air as this creature w as poisonous. She m ust do w hat m ust be done and get rid of him
as quickly as possible.

ñI sent for youð about this duel.ò



ñW hat about it?ò he dem anded.
ñIt m ust not be. You m ust stop it.ò
It w as evident to W ilson that she w as labouring under som e repressed em otion. H is vanity

jum ped to w hat seem ed to him  the m ost plausible explanation of it. She had fallen in love w ith
him , even though she probably w ould not adm it it to herself. W hy not? H e had had his
conquests w ith w om en, a good m any of them . There is a type w hich offers adulation to the
m ale w ho is a handsom e, m asterful brute. M ose had been good-looking once, in a coarse,
flam boyant w ay. H e still considered him self so. W hat m ore natural than that this fine, full-
blooded w om an had sent for him  because she could not bear the thought of danger to him ?

Yet he w as still w ary. H e w as not sure.
ñH ow com e you are buyinô chips to sit in, m aôam ?ò he asked.
ñItôs plain m urder. I w onôt have it.ò
Even w hile he com placently tw irled his m oustache w ith the fingers of his left hand, his brain

w as busy w ith thoughts of safety. W as there a w ay she could protect him  from  this danger and
still save his face? If there w as, he did not see it.

H e blustered. ñThis slit-eyed pilgrim  Collins aim s to scare m e out. H eôs runninô a sandy, but
it w onôt w ork. Iôm  there both w ays from  the ace, m aôam , as I reckon you know.ò

ñPerhaps Iôd better tell you w ho I am ,ò she said. But she did not tell him  at once. A  w ave of
nausea engulfed her. H ow  could she stand here and talk quietly w ith the m urderer of her dear
brother?

ñIôm  som e curious,ò he adm itted. ñI w as sure taken a heap w ith you w hen w e last m et up.ò
H e had not till now  rem oved his big hat, but he sw ept it off w ith a raffish bow. ñPleased to
death to m eet you again, lady. Say the w ord, anô Iôll do for you w hatever I can. M ose W ilsonôs
w ord is as good as another m anôs bond. A sk m y friends here.ò

ñYour nam e w as Shipley w hen I heard of you before.ò She paused, struggled for w ords,
then spoke them  in a low  clear voice. ñI am  the sister of A bner Leeds. This is his daughter.ò

The shot of a pistol could scarcely have startled him  m ore. The shock cam e out of a clear
sky, in the full tide of his self-satisfaction. H e had slid the Colt back into its scabbard. N ow  his
hand tw itched tow ard it convulsively. H e crouched. H is eyes narrow ed, shifted tow ard Brett,
and then tow ard M anners, as he drew  back to the w all.

ñW hatôs the gam e?ò
H is voice w as a hissing w hisper. It held fear, anger, and above all the threat of the w ild beast

ready to leap.
ñGo slow,ò advised Brett quickly. ñW eôre not shooting this out.ò
The killerôs fear relaxed, but not his w ariness. H e saw  that neither of this w om anôs friends

had reached for a gun. N o need to shoot yet. Tim e enough if they m ade a m ove to get him .
ñO nload yore lilô piece. Tell it quick,ò he snarled. ñW had you w ant w ith m e?ò
ñM rs. Gallup has told you,ò Brett said. ñShe w ants this duel stopped.ò
W ilson spoke, out of the corner of his m outh. ñShe can speak for herself, canôt she? A nô

listen. A ll of you. Run on m e, anô itôll be hotter ôn hell w ith the blow er on right here anô right
now.ò

ñD onôt get excited, M r. W ilson. I didnôt bring you here for any firew orks,ò Brett replied.
ñLucky for you. Iôm  sudden death to fool pilgrim s w ho try to beat m e to the draw. Iôve got

birds like that planted in all the Boot H ills w est of the River. Start anything, fellow, anô Iôll be
there.ò

ñIôve been trying to tell you ever since I m et you that w eôre law -abiding citizens and not



desperadoes. This gentlem an is Lieutenant M anners of the U nited States A rm y. These ladies
have com e from  the East. If youôd get it out of your head that w e em ploy the tactics of ruffians
ð ð ò

ñM eaninô m e, m aybe.ò
ñM eaning bad m en in general. N ow, if youôll give M rs. Gallup a m inute and listen to w hat

she has to say, the business w ill be finished quicker.ò
ñIôll listen,ò the gunm an grow led. ñA nô it had better please m e, w hat she says. Iôm  a bad

m an to rile.ò
ñD onôt threaten M rs. Gallup, sir,ò ordered M anners crisply. ñI can find authority to take care

of you, if necessary.ò
ñW hat for, M r. O fficer? I ainôt breakinô any U . S. law s.ò
M anners flushed. ñIôm  not accountable to you, sir, for m y actions,ò he replied stiffly.
ñW e ainôt gettinô anyw heres, M ose,ò said the m an D ave to his chief. ñYouôre gettinô off on

the w rong foot. This is no trap to dry gulch you. Better listen to the ladyôs proposition.ò
ñIôm  listeninô,ò M ose answ ered sulkily. ñI been sayinô so all along, but they keep bellyachinô

about one thing anô another.ò
M ary Gallup looked straight into his shallow, shifty eyes.
ñIt does not take long to say w hat I w ant to say. Itôs just this. I sw ear before H eaven that, if

you go on w ith this duel and kill Tom  Collins, Iôll have you arrested and tried by a peopleôs
court for the m urder of m y brother and for robbing the stage. Youôll be taken in charge before
you leave the duelling grounds.ò

ñI didnôt kill yore brother. Itôs a lie.ò
M rs. Gallup stopped by a gesture the im petuous m ovem ent of M anners to call the fellow  to

account for his w ords.
ñYou w ere thrashed by him . You m ade threats. You disappeared before his body w as found.

You changed your nam e and fled to the W est. Since then you have killed m en several tim es.
You boasted of it a m inute ago. You are a suspected horse thief and stage robber. W hat chance
w ould you have before a peopleôs court after you had just m urdered this boy Collins?ò

M ose looked at her, eyes furious w ith baffled hatred. It w as true w hat she said. H e knew
that the sentim ent of the Cherry Creek settlem ents w as for law  and order, in spite of the m inority
of desperadoes w ho infested the place. M oreover, he had been so overbearing that he doubted
w hether the w orst elem ent of the place w ould m ake any effort to save him . If he should be haled
before a peopleôs court, his shrift w ould be very short.

ñH eôs been hidinô behind yore skirts, has heð this Collins?ò he jeered.
ñN o, sir, he has not. H e intends to kill you to-m orrow. Good riddance, too.ò The young

W est Pointer snapped his w ords out scornfully.
ñN ow, go,ò M rs. Gallup ordered. ñA t once. I canôt breathe the sam e air as you.ò
ñIôm  gettinô a rotten deal,ò protested W ilson sourly. ñGoddlem ighty, Ið ð ò
ñD id you hear M rs. Gallup?ò M anners m oved forw ard. H e spoke quietly, w ith assurance.

ñShe told you to leave. You w ill go, sir. N ow.ò
The killerôs eyes narrow ed. ñIôm  going, young fellow. But donôt you git high-heeled w ith

m e. It ainôt supposed to be safe.ò
ñD onôt try to bluff m e, m an,ò the youngster flung out. ñIôm  the arm y, in the absence of a

superior officer. For tw o bits, Iôd arrest you and look up your record. D onôt argue w ith m e. Get
out.ò

Buck Com stock spoke, for the first tim e since he had com e into the room . H e had no



intention of com ing into conflict w ith the U nited States A rm y or of inviting the investigation of
a peopleôs court m erely to hum our M ose W ilson.

ñD o as you like, M ose,ò he said abruptly. ñM e, Iôm  not lookinô for trouble. W hat this young
fellow  says goes w ith m e. Iôm  sayinô good-bye.ò

D ave assented, prom ptly and forcefully. O ne of the fool habits of vigilance com m ittees, or
peopleôs courts if one preferred to call them  that, w as that they did not alw ays stop w ith the
case in hand. They had a w ay of starting clean-ups that extended to friends and associates of
the im m ediately guilty party. H e did m ore than agree w ith Com stock. H e opened the door and
w alked out.

Buck follow ed him .
ñI ainôt scared of any of you,ò M ose m ade declaration savagely. ñYouôve run in a fixed deck

on m e. Iôm  going now, but one oô these daysð ð ò
ñYes, one of these days?ò asked M anners, follow ing the m an as he backed tow ard the door.
ñW hy, itôll be different.ò
M ose backed into the side of the doorw ay, cursed, and slid out into the night.
It w as characteristic of him  that he began to blam e his com panions for having deserted him .

They answ ered his berating in kind, and they w ent aw ay quarrelling.
N one the less, M ose w as pleased in his heart at w hat had occurred. H e could back dow n

now  gracefully. W ith the shadow s of the governm ent and a peopleôs court m oving tow ard him ,
he could not be expected to proceed w ith the duel. H e w ould storm  and threaten for aw hile
before his com panions to save his face, then slip aw ay quietly during the night. N ot even the
m ost foolhardy desperado could expect him  to do anything else.



C H A PTER  X X V II

D EER  EY ES T R IES A G A IN

Tom  slept, but brokenly. U sually, after the m anner of healthy youth, he lost consciousness
as soon as his head touched the pillow. But to-night his im agination w as too active. H e stared
up into the sky, w hich w as like a velvet canopy studded richly w ith gem s. The stars had in the
clear night, com e very close to earth.

H is thoughts w ere confused and fragm entary. N ow  they w ere w ith his recent experiences,
now  w ith the im m ediate future. H e w ent over his difficulties w ith W ilson, the reconciliation w ith
his old friends, the talks w ith Beckw ourth and Slade. H e w ondered if his psychology in m aking
the fight m ore dangerous had been a m istake, though psychology w as not the w ord he used,
since it w as not in his vocabulary. H e saw  in flashes pictures of the m orrow ð of the gathering
carefree groups on the slope above the duelling ground, of the deliberate, cruel preparations of
the seconds, of the dreadful m om ent w hen he w ould stand opposite his enem y, w aiting for the
signal. It w as w rong. It w as all w rong. H e knew  that. But he could not see how  he had been to
blam e. Even if he could have brought him self to run aw ay, forfeiting the good opinion of his
friends, the issue w ould have been m erely postponed. W hen they cam e together again, and it
w as inevitable that in this sparsely settled country they w ould m eet, the killer w ould have been
m ore overbearing. N o, he had done right, if there w as any right in such a confusion of w rongs.

A t last he dropped asleep to bad dream s, w oke, slept again in snatches, and so cam e at last
to a m orning w ith a sky of clouds flam ing in reflection from  the com ing sun. The riot of colour
faded and the clouds vanished. By the tim e that Tom  dropped into U ncle D ickôs store, the sky
w as an expanse of unflecked blue.

Tw o or three m en w ere lounging about the place. They greeted Tom  w ith a respect quite
unusual. To-day he w as not an extra m an w ith one of the Russell, M ajors &  W addell outfits. H e
w as a leading m an in a dram a m ore thrilling and entertaining than any offered at the A pollo
theatre. The interest in him  w as trem endously enhanced, he knew, because m ost of those
w hose eyes turned to him  did not expect that he w ould be alive w hen the sun set. H e w as a m an
condem ned, and as such everything he said or did w as notew orthy.

U ncle D ick gave him  the alm ost universal greeting, the ñH ow ?ò of the Indians, and Tom
answ ered w ith the sam e w ord. The shrew d eyes of the old scout took in the young fellow ôs
m anner of cool unconcern. Certainly, he gave no evidence of collapse under the strain of the
ordeal he m ust be enduring.

ñYouôre lookinô peart as a chipm unk, this m oôning, son,ò he said. ñIf you feel like you look
ð ð ò

ñThe condem ned m an slept w ell anô ate a hearty breakfast,ò Tom  answ ered, grinning. ñH e
w alked to the scaffold w ith a firm  tread.ò

ñThaôs the w ay to talk. D onôt w eaken, Slim , anô Iôll dance at yore w eddinô yet.ò
ñN ot m ine, U ncle D ick. I ainôt a m arryinô m an.ò
ñH m p! W onder how  m any good m en have said that before they prom ised óI w illô?ò W ootten

did not again refer to the subject upperm ost in both their m inds. H is instinct w as the sam e as
that of the sheriff w ho does not discuss ropes w ith the m an he is about to hang. ñW ell, itôs a
sure enough good day, w ouldnôt you say? This Indian sum m er is great. I donôt hardly ever
recollect a better fall. W eôll have an open w inter this year. The rattlers ainôt holed up yet, anô
thatôs a plum b sure sign.ò



ñLike to w rite a letter, U ncle D ick,ò Tom  said, m oving back to the rude desk w here the old
scout kept his sim ple accounts.

ñBet yore boots. Shove all them  papers off to one side. By gum , I gotta sell this store or get
a bookkeeper, one. Itôs got so I canôt chalk up on a slate any m ore w hat fellow s ow e m e.ò

Tom  found on the desk paper, ink, and a quill pen. H e w hittled a point slow ly, trying to think
w hat he w ould say. H e w anted to w rite to M rs. Gallup, to let her know, and through her Virginia,
how  m uch it had m eant to him  to know  them . H e knew  he could not put on paper w hat w as in
his heart. H e w as a m anôs m an. Full of an overflow ing em otion, he shunned sentim entality as a
Christian ought to avoid sin.

A fter several attem pts he gave up all circuitous approaches and plunged directly into w hat
he had to say.

D EA R M RS. G A LLU P:
N obody w as ever better to a poor boy than you and your fam ily w as at St. Joe.

Sam e w ay here last night. I w ant you should know  I appreciate how  m ighty fine you
have all been to m e. If I have bad luck please say good-bye to M iss Virginia for m e.

I am
Very respectfully,

T O M  C O LLIN S.

H e addressed the letter to M rs. Gallup and put the envelope in his pocket. If he w ere still
alive, he intended to destroy it after the duel.

Beckw ourth cam e into the store, caught sight of Tom , and approached.
ñH ow ?ò
ñH ow ?ò
H e slipped an arm  under one of Tom ôs. ñCom e out to the corral w ith m e, Slim .ò
O utside the store, he continued. ñH ad a pow -w ow  w ith W ilson, last night. H e m ade heap

m uch talk, but, boy, heôs a scared gunm an. I left him  sw eatinô blood.ò
ñI ainôt right com fortable m y ow n self,ò Tom  said w ith a w ry sm ile.
ñFigure you can go through?ò the scout asked, w atching him  keenly.
ñI reckon.ò
ñM aybe you w onôt have to.ò
Tom  looked at him  quickly.
ñW hereôs W ilson this m orninô?ò Beckw ourth asked.
ñW hy, I donôt know. Iôll see him  soon enough. Expect heôs sleepinô off a drunk.ò
ñW here at? N ot at the hotel. Thatôs not all. I guessed he m ight have lit out anô w ent round

to the Elephant Corral. Late last night, W ilson anô his crew  got their horses anô hit the trail,
probably for one of their shebangs in the hills.ò

A  great w ave of relief sw ept over Tom . H e told him self it w as probably a trick, one of M ose
W ilsonôs cheap attem pts at dram atic effect. Very likely he and his outfit w ould com e riding on to
the duelling grounds at the last m om ent, after having left everybody in suspense. That w ould
be like M ose. N o, he m ust not let him self believe that the danger w as past. O therw ise, if he had
to brace him self again, he m ight break dow n. N one the less, he w as trem endously com forted.

ñI reckon heôll be there,ò Tom  said. ñH eôs gone too far, donôt you reckon, to quit now ?ò
ñH eôs gone too far to get back here. N o, sir. You guessed him  right the first tim e. N o sand in

his craw.ò



This w as too good to be true, but w hen Tom  left the scout he w as in better spirits.
D eer Eyes ran out to m eet him  as he passed the house.
ñYou fight?ò she asked him . ñW ith that M ose W ilson?ò
ñYes,ò he told her.
ñN o. H e keel you. I go. I be his squaw.ò
ñN o use,ò Tom  said. ñItôs gone too far. You couldnôt stop it now.ò
D eer Eyes m ade a proposal shyly. ñYou go ôw ay w ith m eð queeck.ò
Tom  pretended to m isunderstand her. ñCanôt do that. Got to stay here anô see it out.ò
H er soft brow n eyes pleaded w ith him . ñD eer Eyes be good squaw.ò A fter a m om ent she

added: ñM aybe have liôlô papoose for Tom .ò
This w as too plain speech to ignore. Tom  knew  he w as flushing w ith em barrassm ent. ñN oð

no. I am  w hite. You are Injun. It w ouldnôt be right.ò
ñU ncle D ickð he m arry Injun,ò she protested. ñLady Beckw ourthð she Injun. H eap m any

w hites have Injun squaw s.ò She held up the fingers of both hands to indicate num bers.
ñI canôt do it,ò Tom  cried, distressed because he m ust hum iliate her.
ñN o like D eer Eyes?ò she asked w ith w istful archness.
ñYes. I like you very m uch, butð ð ò
The sentence died out. W hat w as the use of telling her that his thoughts w ere full of

another girl, since there w as not a chance in the w orld that the other girl w ould ever look at
him ? H is explanation w ould only com plicate the m atter in her m ind. To her, he w as one of the
lords of creation, and it w ould not occur to her that anyone w ould hesitate to m arry him  if he
said the w ord.

ñD eer Eyes, she like you too.ò
H e knew  there w as no kindness in deceiving her. Therefore he pronounced sentence in

plain w ords.
ñD eer Eyes m arry Injun; Tom  m arry w hite girl, if he ever m arries. Tom  not m arry Injun.ò H e

shook his head decisively to em phasize this.
She pulled the shaw l closer over her head, turned aw ay, and flatfooted back into the house.



C H A PTER  X X V III

ñK IN D A H A R D  T O  FIN D , T H IS N IC E
M O R N IN ôò

Tom  crossed Cherry Creek to D enver accom panied by W ootten. H e kept his eyes w ide
open. M ose W ilson w as not dependable. H e m ight be lying in w ait for him  behind som e
building or in the shrubbery along the creek.

ñGotta see D ave M offat about a shipm ent from  St. Louis w e ordered together,ò the old
scout said, by w ay of explanation.

Tom  guessed that W ootten w as really going as a guard. It w as strange, and at the sam e tim e
heartw arm ing. Tom  had not realized he had friends w ho w ould do so m uch for him . H e could
see now  how  they w ere w atching to see he w as not m ade the victim  of foul play.

O n the bridge, they m et a w ell-dressed m an w hom  W ootten introduced to young Collins as
W . N . Byers, editor of the Rocky M ountain N ew s.

Byers looked at the boy in surprise. H e had heard of the im pending duel, but had not
expected to see such a youth engaged in so desperate an affair.

ñI suppose you donôt w ant advice,ò the editor said quietly.
ñA dvise the other m an,ò Tom  answ ered w ith a sm ile. ñIôll let loose of the bôar if it w ill let

loose of m e.ò
ñYou are quite right, M r. Collins. I w as going to advise you to refuse to fight. The duel is

ð ð ò
ñð a relic of barbarism , M r. Byers,ò Tom  interrupted. ñIôll say óA m en!ô to that. Show  m e a

w ay out, anô Iôll not fight.ò
ñYou know  m y w ay. Iôve announced in the paper that I w onôt fight duels. W e should stand

for law  and order against these bum m ers w ho run w ild. It is not a high type of courage to fight a
duel in spite of conscientious scruples because one is afraid to be thought a cow ard.ò

ñI donôt claim  it is, M r. Byers. But w hat else can I do? Youôve been assaulted and attacked. I
notice youôre still right here editing yore paper anô yore office over there is an arm oury, Iôm  told.
You keep right on fightinô for a decent tow n. You donôt let these bum m ers run over you.ò[6]

ñI do m y duty as a good citizen, young m an.ò
ñW ell, Iôm  tryinô to do m ine. Iôm  no bum m er. I donôt fight or quarrel. N or I donôt drink either.

But Iôve been druv into this, sam e as you have into stackinô guns anô saw ed-off shotguns in
yore office. By all accounts, you are a peaceable m an too, but a fellow  can be pushed just so
far.ò

Byers said no m ore. There w as nothing m ore to be said.
Tom  presently discovered that he w as in the hands of his friends. Baldy Brow n had

borrow ed a Concord and four horses from  the com pany, and the old driver held the lines
him self. Tom  w as ushered into the coach and w as follow ed by Slade, Beckw ourth, a doctor, and
U ncle D ick W ootten. A  place had been offered to Goldrick, but the Professor could not
reconcile it w ith his conscience to aid and abet a duel. H e did not blam e Tom  at all, but public
approbation w as another m atter.

Baldy drove out to the duelling grounds, and the party dism ounted. A lready several
hundred spectators w ere lined up along the slope above the creek.

ñN o sign of M ose W ilsonôs party,ò Beckw ourth said. ñIôve got coupla bets M ose has taken
to the m esquite anô w onôt show  up. Iôll collect, too.ò

Tom  sincerely hoped he w ould. H e had a queer sensation of lightness in the head and



w eakness in the knees. It seem ed to him  due to high nerve tension rather than fear, but he could
not be sure. H is throat w as dry as a lim e kiln. M oreover, he w as em barrassed by the battery of
eyes focussed on him . A  m odest youth, he had never courted public attention. This w as the
first tim e he had ever been given any. H is sense of the absurdity of all this form ality m ade him
appear to him self an object of ridicule. H e had read in a new spaper, tw o or three days ago, an
account of the affair betw een Broderick and Terry. That had been altogether different. It w as
tragic that so brilliant a m an as the California senator-elect had been hounded to his death on
account of a hastily spoken w ord, but at least the setting had been w orthy and the participants
distinguished citizens. A  duel betw een M ose W ilson and Tom  Collins w as nothing less than
ridiculous.

The young m an could see a trickle of late arrivals hurrying forw ard along the path from
D enver. H e lifted his eyes above the squalid little tow n, past the foothills, to the m ountains
rising clean and sharp against the skyline. A  deep breath w histled from  his lungs. W as he
through w ith all this beautiful w orld, w ith the m ountains he loved? W as there not som ething in
the Bible w hich M rs. Gallup had given him  years agoð som ething about strength com ing from
the hills? W ell, it w as true. Surely no other tow n in all the country had such a splendid
background as this little Cherry Creek settlem ent.

Tom  becam e aw are that Slade w as looking at his w atch, not for the first tim e in the past few
m inutes.

ñH eôs late. D onôt believe heôs com ing,ò the superintendent said. ñIôll give him  five m inutes
m ore. If heôs not here then, Iôll take m y m an off the field.ò

The young duellist felt the beating of his heart against the arm  that hung close to it. H is
gaze follow ed the path that led tow nw ard. A  little group of m en w ere m oving along it. H ow
m any w ere there in itð three or four? W ilson and his friends, of course. Tom ôs heart seem ed to
turn over and drop.

Baldy m ade a rem ark to him , and he gave the surface attention of his m ind to w hat the stage
driver w as saying. ñK inda hard to find this nice m orninô, M r. M ose W ilson anô his friends, donôt
you reckon? Looks like you done m ade him  clim b a tree.ò

Tom  caught a snatch of a sentence from  som eone on the hillside, a rem ark carried to him  by
the breeze. ñBetcha W ilson donôt show  up. Give you three to one. H eôd rather be a live coyote
than a dead lion, that lobo.ò

A gain Tom ôs eyes drifted to the path. The approaching m en w ere strangers. Som ew here in
Tom  a pÞ an of joy bugled.

O nce m ore Slade looked at his w atch. H e m oved a few  steps tow ard the spectators, then
m ade an announcem ent.

ñN o duel to-day, gentlem en. The other party has defaulted. Couldnôt face the scatter gun.
Good enough. W eôve sent one yelping yellow  dog to cover.ò

From  a group of toughs there cam e a m urm ur, perhaps of protest.
Slade w alked closer to them . ñA nybody not satisfied? W eôre here to give full value, both

m y friend Collins and I. If M ose W ilson has a representative here w ho w ould like to take his
place, Iôll be glad personally to accom m odate him .ò

O ne of the bum m ers, a gam bler from  the Criterion, laughed a refusal of this offer. ñYouôve
taken us w rong, M r. Slade. O ur kick is at W ilson. W eôre right disgusted, after him  bragginô w hat-
all he w ould do. I expect he lit out w ithout sayinô good-bye to his enem ies. H e hadnôt any
friends to yell óAdi·s!ô at. N o, sir. W eôre m uch obliged, but there ainôt a com plaint am ong us.ò

Tom  and his friends got into the Concord again and Baldy drove them  back to tow n. They



got out at D enver H all and proceeded directly to the bar. Slade invited everybody w ithin sound
of his voice to drink to Tom ôs success. Baldy and Beckw ourth follow ed in turn. The proprietor
announced that the next one w as on the house. To Tom , it looked as though this w as the start
of a w ild night.

H e looked for a chance to get aw ay from  his friends. It cam e at last, in the form  of a note
from  M ary Gallup inviting him  to eat supper w ith her and Virginia. A s he slipped out of the hall,
he caught a glim pse of Slade standing on a table that had been dragged forw ard. A  little m an
w as playing on a fiddle ñGreat Big Tater in the Sandy Land,òand Slade w as thum ping tim e w ith
an em pty bottle on the anatom y of an unw illing tenderfoot pressed into service. Judging from
the how ls of the tenderfoot, the stage superintendent w as becom ing rough. Tom  had heard that
Slade, w hen in drink, becam e an overbearing ruffian. The youngster hoped he w as not going to
start on a spree now. In a w ay, he w ould be responsible. But, of course, there w as nothing he
could do to stop it.

ñH eôll be higher than a catôs back in another hour,ò Tom  told him self. ñThen heôs liable to
shoot up the joint, by w hat Iôve been told. W ish heôd leave now, but, shucks! he w onôt. H eôll
stay right there. D rink is sure bad m edicine.ò

Tom  had left his roll of bedding and his carpetbag at W oottenôs store. H e reclaim ed the
latter, got a tow el and soap, and w ent dow n to the Platte. H e w ent up the river till he found a
quiet spot am ong som e cottonw oods. H ere he took a bath and donned his best suit, after he
had scrubbed his face till it shone.

H e w as not satisfied w ith his appearance. H is hands w ere rough and chapped. H e felt
aw kw ard in his store clothes. But at last he w as forced to go as he w as.

[6] The Rocky M ountain N ew s fought from  the first for law  and order
against the bad m en and ñbum m ersò w ho infested D enver. The office w as
fired upon. W . N . Byers, editor and proprietor, w as seized by the ruffians he
opposed, hustled into a saloon, and saved by their leader. The house in
w hich he lived w as burned. H e continued to stand for law. Though often
threatened, he lived to see the crim inal parasites of the young tow n driven
out and punished.ð W . M . R.



C H A PTER  X X IX

A SH O T  IN  T H E D A R K

M ary Gallup and Virginia greeted Tom  so w arm ly that a glow  of pleasure ran through his
blood. H e w as grateful beyond m easure for the kindness of these w om en. H is m odesty could
find no m erit in him self deserving of such friendship. It w as, of course, because he had m et so
few  w om en that he found their hospitality so inspiring. H e had lived am ong m en, roughly. H e
had never know n a m other or a sister.

In this gentle atm osphere of kindness, he felt him self expanding. H e w as happy here. These
w om en w ere of that large num ber w ho are born hom em akers. Shack though it w as, this place
held com fort and peace. It w as the abode of love. The chatter of these w om en, their bursts of
gaiety, their friendly raillery, appealed to that side of him  w hich w as hungry for the gentler side
of life.

To see M ary Gallup m aking biscuits, sleeves rolled to the elbow s of her firm , w ell-fleshed
arm s, w as to be conscious of a personality rich and generous and exciting. To see Virginia
flitting to and fro as she set the table, a creature radiant w ith youth and fluent w ith grace, m ade
for fancies he had never before dared to allow  him self. H e put her in a hom e, in his hom e,
singing little joy songs as she m oved about her w ork, and at once began to blush furiously at
his ow n presum ption.

She w ould be sixteen com ing grass. O r w as it seventeen? Tom  could not be sure. Soon,
now, som e m an w ould m arch into her life and take it into his keeping. A t that thought, his
spirits fell. W ould it be the young officer Randolph M anners? O r som e other adventurous
cavalier from  the East or South? W hoever the m an w ould be, Tom  did not need to argue w ith
him self to be convinced that it w ould not be Tom  Collins. H e w as too plain, too hum drum , too
ignorant to w in the love of so lovely a girl. H e had am bition. H e knew  his ow n value in certain
respects. But his m erits w ere of the old dog Tray, trusty and true, brand. There w as no glam our
about them . So he felt.

A nd such food. Biscuits light and flaky that m elted in the m outh. Chicken fried as no
com pany outfit cook ever succeeded in doing. Baked potatoes hot and m ealy. W edges of apple
pie that called for m ore. Except in the days of his starved boyhood, Tom  had never enjoyed a
m eal so m uch.

A fter the dishes w ere w ashed, M ary Gallup seated herself at the m elodeon, one of three or
four that had been brought across the plains to the Cherry Creek settlem ents, and she and
Virginia sang old songsð ñD ixieò and ñO ld D an Tuckerò and ñA nnie Laurie.ò

Tom  left early. H e did not w ant to outstay his w elcom e. A s he w alked back to the centre of
the tow n, he recalled am azingly that he had talked of his experiences m uch m ore than w as his
custom , and that they had seem ed interested. Perhaps it w as only politeness. H e w as a little
asham ed of having been so garrulous. H ad they thought he w as boasting? he w ondered.

H e crossed to G Street and w alked dow n it tow ard the shadow s of som e buildings. In the
darkness, a figure m oved. A  voice roared a curse at him . There w as a flash of light.
Sim ultaneously a bolt of lightning crashed into his shoulder. H e knew  he had been shot.

A s Tom ôs Colt cam e out, he heard a shout behind him . H e w as hazily aw are of other shots,
of voices, of his knees w eakening under him . Som eone crouched over his body, w renched the
w eapon from  his slack grasp, and w as firing it in the direction of the houses.

Tom  m ust have slipped into unconsciousness. W hen he cam e to again, an arm  w as



supporting his head and a face w as looking into his. It w as the face of Lieutenant M anners.
ñSom eoneð w aylaid m e,ò Tom  m urm ured.
ñYes. W here are you hit?ò
ñShoulder. See w ho it w as?ò
ñN o. Too dark. Can you w alk?ò
ñI reckon.ò
A ssisted by M anners, Tom  rose to his feet. The lieutenant slipped an arm  around the

w ounded m anôs w aist. In his right hand, the officer held Tom ôs Colt.
ñBetter look out,ò Tom  suggested w eakly. ñThey m ay beð layinô for m eð still.ò
ñTheyôve gone. I saw  them  run. I heard their horses galloping.ò
The tw o m en w alked tow ard the lights of the tow n, m oving slow ly. M anners supported

Tom . They reached and entered the nearest saloon. Tom  sat dow n heavily in a chair.
ñW hatôs eatinô him ?ò the bartender asked.
ñBeen shot. Som e brandy, please,ò M anners said.
Tom  drank som e of the brandy. H e slum ped in the chair, leaning against the w all. Feebly he

grinned up at his rescuer.
ñIôm  gonna m ake it all right. N o thanks to M ose W ilson. H adnôt been for you heôd sure

have got m eð stayed right there till heôd pum ped m e full of lead. You scared him  off.ò
ñH e didnôt know  I w as alone. Thought heôd better light out w hile the trail w as open. Better

not talk.ò
Tom  nodded. ñIôm  sure m uch obliged.ò H e felt this w as inadequate, but he did not know

how  to put his thanks into w ords. Perhaps, later, he could do better, w hen he did not feel so
w eevy, so light that a puff of w ind could blow  him  aw ay.

The soldier turned to the m en crow ding about them . ñSom eone get a doctor. A nd m ake
room , please. W eôll let him  lie on the floor.ò

ñIôm  all right,ò Tom  protested, w ith no energy.
They m ade a pillow  of a coat.
ñGet w ater som eoneð and a tow el,ò M anners ordered.
H e bared the w ound, sponged it, and used the tow el to staunch the blood. Presently, a

doctor cam e into the saloon. A fter giving treatm ent, he ordered the patient rem oved to a hotel.
Inside of an hour, everybody in D enver and A uraria knew  that M ose W ilson had struck at

his enem y in the dark and had been prevented from  m urdering him  only by the W est Pointerôs
tim ely arrival. If M anners, unarm ed, had not plunged forw ard into the firing zone, Tom  w ould to
a certainty have been killed.

W hy Randolph M anners had jum ped so recklessly into a fray that w as none of his, he
never knew. The best explanation he could give him self w as that it w as som e fool boyish
im pulse for adventure. H e had not know n w ho w as attacked or w ho w as attacking. Such battles
w ere com m on enough. The code of the W estð and he subscribed to it heartilyð w as that
outsiders had no place in such private feuds. U sually, the participants belonged to the rough,
w ild elem ent of the com m unity, and the best citizens let the turbulent m elodram a w ork itself out
w ithout interference.

Privately, Randolph M anners thought he had been rather a fool. Yet he w ould have been
less than hum an if he had not enjoyed, even though w ith som e em barrassm ent, the applause
and adm iration of the Cherry Creek settlem ents. H e w as still alm ost a boy, and he liked being a
hero, even though he w aved aside plaudits w ith apparent im patience.

W hat gratified him  m ost w as the effect of the incident on Virginia Leeds. H e had been aw are



for som e little tim e that there w as conflict betw een their points of view. This irritated him . H e
belonged to the rom antic school w hich w orships w om an as an angel but expects her to accept
the superior judgm ents of m an. Virginiaôs independence troubled him . She w as not enough the
clinging vine. H e had not w holly approved her, even though he had not been able to stay aw ay.
N ow, there w as a change in her attitude. H e could see it in the softness of her eyes, could feel it
in the gentleness of her m anner. H e had becom e her hero.

N o longer did he object to her interest in the recovery of young Collins. It pleased him  that
M rs. Gallup should nurse him  back to health. For these m anifestations w ere in a sense the seal
of public approval stam ped on M annersôs cham pionship of the w ounded boy.

O nce, after Tom  w as w ell on the w ay to recovery, Virginia put into w ords her adm iration of
w hat M anners had done. The tw o young people had ridden out to Beckw ourthôs ranch on the
Golden road and w ere returning. They rode in the golden glow  of an Indian sum m er that filled
the earth w ith splendour.

H er soft deep eyes m et those of the lieutenant as she spoke, a little shyly and yet quite
steadily. ñI never knew  anything finerð never heard of anything braver.ò For a m om ent, m em ory
brought her another picture, of a young m an facing a raised rifle to save her. But she put it from
her as irrelevant. She w as concerned just now  w ith another case.

The young m an coloured and looked very handsom e as he blushed. H e rode w ell, and in his
trim  uniform  w as a very pattern of gallant rom ance.

M anners depreciated w hat he had done. H e could afford to do so, since m odesty enhanced
the m erits of his achievem ent.

ñIf you had had a gun, even then it w ould have been brave, against this ruffian w ho is a
dead shot and against his com panions. But w ithout a w eapon at allð ð ò

ñYou forget,ò he interrupted, sm ilingly. ñI didnôt know  it w as M ose W ilson blazing aw ay at
Collins. I didnôt even know  it w as Collins.ò

ñA ll you knew  w as that som ebody w as w ounded and in peril,ò she countered w arm ly. ñIôll
never speak of it again, very likely, but just this once. . .ò

She w as so vivid, the youth in her such a stream ing banner of splendour, that he glow ed in
eager response. H e had been doubtful and unsure, but now  he flung aw ay dull caution. Life
w as som ething to be taken hold of w ith both hands, firm ly, im pulsively.

H e drew  up his horse and hers.
Inquiringly, she looked up at him  and, before he spoke, knew  that the hour w as upon her.

H er heart gave a queer little jum p. Excitem ent strum m ed through her veins. She w as deliciously
afraid.

ñM iss Virginia, I love you,ò he said. ñI reckon you know  that. I w ould like for to m arry you.ò
The sim ple w ay in w hich he said it pleased her. It seem ed to w ipe out the differences

betw een them  that had troubled her. W hat did it m atter about his antecedents or hers? They
w ere alone together, in a w orld w onderful. Youth w as theirsð and love. W as anything else
im portant?

She did not answ er in w ords, but her light body sw ayed ever so little tow ard him . H is arm
w ent around her shoulders, and he drew  her nearer. Their lips m et.
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T H E G O LD  D IG G IN G S

Tom  recovered rapidly. A  healthy, outdoor, vigorous life and the reserve of stam ina it had
built in him  contributed to this. Soon he w as m aking experim ental little excursions in his room  to
the w indow  and back. A  few  days m ore, and he could dress him self, creep out into the
sunshine, and enjoy its pleasant w arm th. The hearty appetite of youth cam e back, and it w as no
longer necessary for M ary Gallup to bring or send him  by Virginia custards and w hips to tem pt
him  to eat.

H e did not see very m uch of Virginia, not nearly as m uch as he w ished. But she w as in his
thoughts a great deal, reverently rather than fam iliarly. The slim  daintiness of the girl, her sw eet,
shy virginity, the unknow n quantity of m ystery that haloed her sex w hen allied w ith youth and
beauty, all contributed to lift her in his m ind from  the com m onplace of reality.

The sight of her tripping dow n the street in her long three-quarter-circle cape, its quilted
lining of blue silk show ing as her little feet peeped out beneath her chintz gow n, set a
tripham m er beating in his heart. Surely, he thought, God m ust be pleased at H is w ork in creating
this innocent m aiden, in giving to her chaste soul a lodging house so fair and fresh and sw eet.

M rs. Gallup broke the new s to him  of Virginiaôs engagem ent to Randolph M anners. She had
stopped, one pleasant afternoon, on her w ay from  M offatôs bookstore, to leave him  one of G. P.
R. Jam esôs novels, and she tried to m ake the telling of the new s as casual as possible. For his
dum b adoration had been m ade plain to her by Tom ôs eloquent eyes, and she knew  that he
w ould flinch at even a suggestion of sym pathy. It w as better not to let him  know  that she had
read his feeling.

Tom  took the blow  stoically. H e could even sm ile as he expressed the hope that they w ould
be very happy, and he did not know  that the sm ile w as so faint that it gave him  aw ay. A fter all,
he had expected this. W hat else could one look for, except that tw o such H eaven-endow ed
young hum an creatures w ould gravitate tow ard each other?

M ary Gallup had her doubts about this engagem ent, but she did not tell Tom  so. She w as
trying hard to be fair to M anners, to put Virginiaôs happiness above her ow n w ishes and her
persistent fears. The young soldier w ould transplant her niece to an alien life, one w holly
foreign to her habits of m ind. Virginia m ight be happy in it, but she w ould have to sink or at
least profoundly m odify the individuality that m ade her w hat she w as. The older w om an knew,
though Virginia did not, that from  the hour of her m arriage she w ould be lost to the aunt w ho
had been father and m other and older sister to her. M rs. Gallup believed, even apart from  the
selfishness of love, that Virginia w ould do far, far better to m arry Tom  Collins. A nd she
shrew dly guessed that, if Tom  had know n how  to dress up his m erits show ily, the young
W esterner w ould have had a chance. But, of course, it w as too late now.

A fter M rs. Gallup had gone, Tom  rem ained externally a stoic. H e said ñH ow ?ò to
acquaintances as they passed. H e agreed w ith a bearded m iner w hom  he did not know  that it
w as probably M ose W ilson w ho had shot him  and that a necktie party w ith M ose at the end of
the rope w ould be good for the com m unity. H e ñjolliedò w ith Baldy Brow n, w ho pretended to
believe that Tom  w as a bloodthirsty ruffian alw ays looking for trouble.

ñH ave any bum m ers for breakfast this m orninô, Slim ?ò the stage driver asked.
ñN ot this m orninô, Baldy. Iôm  still kinda puny. Gim m e tim e.ò
Baldy shook his head. ñYou ainôt livinô up to w hatôs expected of you. This tow n is gettinô



plum b tam e. Reverent Fisher w as tellinô yesterday that religion sure is com inô thisaw ay. The last
tw o m en he buried died in their bunks. U p till then, four of the defuncts w as shot, one w as
gouged by a bow ie, tw o got hanged, anô one had d.t. O ut of a total of tw elve. W ell, Iôm  for
peace m y ow n self, even if I have to fight for it w hen the other fellow  has got m e cornered anô I
canôt run aw ay.ò

ñW hy, you old ripsnorter, youôre alw ays totinô a chip on yore shoulder. You ainôt foolinô m e
any. I know  you.ò

ñN o, sir. N othinô to that. I done settled dow n, anô Iôm  thinkinô of gettinô m arried, only Iôm  too
m uch m arried already. Thereôs a w idow  up at Buckskin Joe. She keeps a boarding house. I stay
there w hen Iôm  at the other end of m y run. Boy, she sure m akes the eatinôest hot bread.ò

Baldy w as now  holding the reins betw een D enver and the new  m ining cam p at South Park.
ñW hatôs the chance of a job up thataw ay?ò Tom  asked.
ñW ell, I dunno. Iôll look around, if youôre figurinô on leavinô the com pany.ò
Tom  had not thought of it till this m om ent, but im pulsively he m ade up his m ind to do so.

H e felt, as he put it to him self, low er than a snakeôs tail in a w agon rut. M rs. Gallupôs new s had
been a blow. It is true that he had not let him self hope. But it is one thing to love w ithout any
conscious expectation of success. It is another to know  that the loved one had given her heart
to another. Tom  tried to think that he w as glad for Virginia. Young M anners w as a fine fellow,
educated, w ell to do, of good fam ily. W hat m ore could he ask for her? A nd surely it w ould be
churlish of him  to grudge the girl to the m an w ho had run barehanded into danger to save his
life.

A fter a spree so w ild that it had been m em orable even in the new  cam p, Slade had returned
to the w ork of his division. Tom  w rote him  that he w as leaving the com pany to go to the
diggings. It w as not that Tom  w as dissatisfied w ith the treatm ent he had received. H e could not
bring him self to go back to the routine of the life. The gold cam ps w ould at least offer variety.

Tom  decided to try the Gregory D iggings first. H e called on M rs. Gallup and Virginia to say
good-bye. The girl w as out riding w ith M anners. Tom  w as glad of it, even though he longed to
see her. There w as no need to yield to the w eakness in him self that cried out for the sight of her.
She w as not for him . The sooner he could forget her the better.

M ary Gallup said good-bye to him  w ith som e em otion. She w ished he w ere not going, even
w hile she recognized that it w as better for him  to leave. H is departure sym bolized for her the
approach of the dreaded change. Tom  w as accepting defeat. She too w ould have to face a
tragic parting. H er only com fort w as that it w ould not be im m ediate, for M anners had been
ordered back to Leavenw orth, and he did not w ant to m arry until his fam ily had been duly
notified and had m et and accepted the bride to be. In the spring, Virginia w as to travel back to
his old hom e, and there the w edding w ould take place. N othing had been said yet about M ary
going w ith her, but the older w om an knew  that she w ould be quietly edged out of the life of her
niece. The M annerses w ould think it best to rem ould her by changing w holly the influences
that had m ade her. Virginia w ould m uch have preferred to be m arried in D enver, but already the
pressure of her fianc®ôs social ideas w ere dom inating her.

Tom  left next m orning for the diggings, driving a pack horse in front of him . H e crossed the
Platte on the ferry, taking his turn in a long line of covered w agons and supply trains. The road
led up to the high lands north of the river and out tow ard the foothills. Com pared to the green
prairies of K ansas, this w as an arid enough country, but it had a golden beauty, neither bleak
nor austere, that lifted his soul. Before him  stretched the front range back of the foothills, and
behind this the w hite peaks rose clear and cold, a serrated barrier that hitherto had defied the



settler.
The w iry grass on either side of the road w as brow n, but Tom  knew  that it w as a nutritious

diet for horses and cattle. It seem ed a far cry to that day, but perhaps som e tim e, after the
destruction of the buffalo, great herds of cattle m ight roam  the w hole region betw een the
Rockies and the M issouri. The bison w as doom ed. H e knew  that. A lready the vast hordes w ere
becom ing sm aller. This w as the chief reason of the unrest of the Indians. But old-tim ers told him
the sooner the buffalo w as exterm inated the better it w ould be, for the tribes w ould be a m enace
as long as they could raid at w ill, able to depend upon that anim al for food, fuel, clothing, and
other necessities.

H e passed several ranches w here cattle and horses w ere guarded for their ow ners, m ost of
w hom  w ere at the diggings. By day, these grazed the plains, herded by boys. A t night, they
w ere corralled as a protection against cattle thieves, w ho infested the country as they did m ost
frontier districts, until law  becam e established.

If Tom  had not know n better, he w ould have guessed the m ountains lay only a m ile or tw o
from  D enver, so rarefied w as the clear atm osphere. In reality they w ere nearer tw enty m iles. H e
m ade straight for an outjutting spur know n as Table M ountain, w hich rose from  the valley a
truncated cone for five or six hundred feet.

Back of this lay Clear Creek ca¶on. The gulch trail w as sw arm ing w ith m en on foot, on
horseback, or driving m ules, oxen, or burros. So steep did the road becom e that descending
w agons dragged dow n as brakes trees w ith branches uncut.

From  the sum m it, tw o hours later, Tom  looked back at the plains w hich stretched to the far
horizon. Table M ountain seem ed hardly to rise above the surrounding level. The valley of the
Platte w ound tow ard D enver, m arked by a line of silvery w ater and dark cottonw ood.

In front of him  stretched the piled m ountains, here bare and rock-scarred, there clad w ith
pine and spruce and aspen. A s he got higher, the little parks grew  brilliant w ith the last
survivors of the autum n flow ers.

Tom  cam ped that night under the stars, but w as up at daybreak. A fter a hurried breakfast,
he took the trail again, and before noon dropped dow n a m ountain trail into the valley w here
the Gregory D iggings had been located.

For m iles, cabins and tents w ere scattered along the gulch. Tom  tied his anim als and visited
the prospects that w ere being w orked. A pparently, no gold w as to be found in the stream  bed,
for the m iners w ere w ashing the disintegrated quartz found in the crevices and arroyos of the
side hills. O ne old m an told Tom  that an hour before he had w ashed a panful of dirt that had
yielded m ore than fifteen dollarsô w orth of gold dust. H e show ed the boy a sm all sackful of
nuggets he had accum ulated.

A  good m any sluices w ere operating. The dirt w as shovelled into these long troughs, a
stream  of w ater poured through them , and the earth w ashed aw ay from  the heavier m etal.
Incidentally, Tom  learned that the lum ber for these sluices, w hipsaw ed by hand, cost as high as
tw o hundred and fifty dollars a thousand feet. H e stored this fact in his m em ory.

Later, he brought it into the light and considered it. For he soon discovered that, though
m ost of the m iners w ere excited by dream s of w ealth, they w ere actually producing
com paratively little gold. The best claim s had been taken early, and already it w as apparent that
only on the surface w ere these placer diggings. It w ould take m achinery to reduce the quartz.
Yet there w ere five or six thousand people in the Gregory D iggings, w ith m ore pouring in daily.
There w ould be an increasing dem and for lum ber.

Tom  w ent into partnership w ith a husky young fellow  from  Illinois to supply m aterial for the



sluices. It w as hard w ork, but they m ade astonishingly good w ages.
The life of the gold cam p w as rough but not w ild. Bad m en and bum m ers w ere not m ade

w elcom e, and they found it m ore profitable to fleece the tenderfoot and the returned m iner at
D enver rather than to m ove to the diggings. The great m ajority of the m iners w ere honest, hard-
w orking m en, and they adm inistered rough justice to those w ho violated the rules of the cam p.
There w ere no prisons. Theft w as punished by the lash, or else the heads of the offenders w ere
shaved and the culprits driven out of cam p. Lynching w as very rare.

For som e w eeks, Tom  and his partner w hipsaw ed lum ber. The setting up of a sm all m ovable
saw m ill by an enterprising N ew  Yorker reduced the price of lum ber to such an extent that there
w as no longer any profit in the cum bersom e m ethod em ployed by Tom .

For som e days, they w ere at loose ends. N either of the partners w anted to take up a claim  at
the Gregory D iggings, for it w as becom ing increasingly clear that m ining here w as to be a
quartz rather than a placer proposition. They talked it all over and decided to go to Tarryall and
try their luck there. The cam p at a distance is alw ays so m uch m ore alluring than the one close
at hand.

ñJust a shot in the dark,ò M arlow  said. ñM ight as w ell take a look at it. Com e Christm as,
w eôll go back to D enver.ò

The evening before they pulled up stakes, an old fellow  rode up to their tent. A t the first
glance, it w as apparent he could be classed a character. H is reddish gray hair and w hiskers
stream ed to the breezes. H e stood six foot three in m occasins and w as so thin that he seem ed
all bone and sinew. H e rode an old cayuse pony, w ith saddle and bridle that could both have
been labelled antiques. A ttached to the saddle w ere a pair of elkskin hobbles and an old
H aw kins rifle. A  shabby coonskin cap, w ith the tail hanging dow n in the rear, w as perched
jauntily on his head. H is buckskin trousers w ere so shrunken and shredded at the bottom  that
they reached only a short w ay below  the knees, exposing thin shanks from  w hich the bones
protruded. A  ragged blue arm y overcoat gave the finishing touch to his costum e. The nam e he
gave w as Buckskin Bob.

ñW all, I reckon Iôll ôlight anô cam p w ith you boys to-night if you-all air agreeable,ò he said.
ñIôm  a trapper haided for South Park.ò

ñYouôre w elcom e,ò Tom  told him . ñSupper ready in ten m inutes.ò
Their guest had lived m ost of his life in the w ilds, and yet, strangely enough, he w as a

garrulous old fellow. H e knew  or had know n K it Carson, Colonel St. Vrain, and the Bents, and
had a derisive contem pt for the horde of new com ers pouring in. Buckskin Bob had fought w ith
and against Indians, and he had learned to respect the nativesô rights. H e and his kind had
coºperated w ith the tribes. The settlers now  com ing in had different interests. The sooner the
Indians w ere cleared out, the better for the w hites. A s they callously put it, a good Indian w as a
dead Indian.

Before he turned in for the night, the old trapper proposed they join him  for a few  w eeks.
ñI kinda taken a fancy to you fellow s,ò he said. ñW onôt be m uch m oney in it, lessen you

stay out all w inter. But, hell, you kin go back to the States and brag you trapped w ith Buckskin
Bob.ò

The tw o young m en talked it over after he had fallen asleep. They decided to accept his
offer. The days of the old trappers w ere about past. It w ould be w orth w hile to try out the life as
an experience. Besides, they had been m aking good m oney. They could afford to ñtake a w hirlò
at som ething else, as M arlow  put it.

They packed across the divide into South Park. Buckskin Bob w as a source of continued



interest and am usem ent to them . H is opinions had been nurtured in solitude and upon such
bases of fact as he had been able to pick up from  those he m et. For he w as illiterate and could
not read.

ñThis yere A be Lincoln they air talkinô about had orta be hung up to a cottonw ood tree, anô
if the States w as w hat they usta be, he shore w ould be. W hy, he ainôt nothinô but a nigger lover,
w hat I can hear,ò the old fellow  sputtered.

ñA be is all right,ò M arlow  protested. ñIôve heard him  talk, and heôs m ighty sm art and has a
lot of horse sense. You donôt w ant to believe all you hear about him , dad.ò

ñSon, any feller that goes around stirrinô up the niggers to m assacree the w hites like this
Lincoln doesð ð ò

ñN othing to that,ò insisted M arlow. ñYouôre alw ays shouting for General Jackson, dad.
W ell, A be is as honest as O ld H ickory. I donôt claim  heôs as great a m an, but I do say heôs no
fool fanatic like som e claim  he is.ò

ñH m p! Iôm  old anô Iôm  sot,ò snorted the trapper. ñI got m y ow n idees, anô I stick to ôera like a
bôar to a bee tree. A nô this yere John Brow n too w hat has just been raisinô cain at H arperôs
Ferry. W hy, heôs a rip-roarinô black Republican anô alw ays w as.ò

ñI donôt say Brow n hasnôt gone too far. Fact is, I think he has. But A be Lincoln is different,ò
M arlow  said.

The snow s w ere late in com ing, and gam e w as shy. D ay after day, they visited their traps
and found them  em pty.

ñGonna be a open w inter,ò the old trapper grum bled. ñA ll signs pôint thataw ay. You-all air
outa luck.ò

By the m iddle of D ecem ber the tw o younger m em bers of the firm  w ere ready to quit. They
told Buckskin Bob so.

ñCanôt blam e you,ò the old fellow  agreed as they w ere leaving. ñM aybe Iôll drift dow n to
D enver m y ow n self. ôBout tim e I w as gettinô m arried again. Reckon Iôll not take a squaw  this
tim e. W hite w om en air com inô in thick as pine cones. W all, see you later.ò

The travellers trailed dow n into South Park, crossed it, struck the Platte, and follow ed the
river as far as they could. W hen the ca¶on grew  too narrow  for a trail, they clim bed out across
the divide to Turkey Creek. Past the red rocks, they dropped dow n to the plains, and reached
D enver on the m orning of the fourth day.
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ñW H Y  D O N ôT  Y O U  H AV E SO M E SPU N K ò

Tom  and his friend found D enver already greatly changed. They had left it a cam p. They
returned to find it a tow n. The place had taken on an aspect of perm anency. Better stores and
dw ellings w ere being built. A  saw m ill and a brick yard w ere in operation, and fram e and brick
buildings w ere replacing the m ud-roofed log cabins. Tw o theatres w ere running day and night,
a church w as going up, and the children w ere attending school. The population had m ore than
doubled.

The dispute betw een D enver and A uraria w as less acute, since it had becom e apparent that
there w as room  for both and that the rival tow ns w ould som e day m erge into one. A lready there
w as talk of an election for tow n officials.

O ne observable change w as that governm ent m oney had disappeared. D ebts w ere paid
m ostly by gold dust carried in sm all buckskin bags, and every store and saloon kept scales for
w eighing this. The express com pany and som e of the m ore responsible m erchants had issued
ñshin plasters,ò w hich w ere practically prom ises to pay on sight. O ne firm  had even m inted five,
ten, and tw enty-dollar gold pieces.

But though the tow n had achieved self-consciousness, it w as still recklessly boyish.
Gam bling and drinking w ere the rule rather than the exception. A s nearly all liquor w as doctored
by vile substitutions, m uch deviltry persisted. Shootings and gougings w ere of w eekly, if not
daily, occurrence. Judging by the m orning paper, w hich w as still dam p from  the press, Tom
gathered that the conflict betw een good citizens and bum m ers had becom e m ore bitter.

The exuberant vitality of the tow n proved that its prospects w ere good. In the course of a
ten-m inute w alk, Tom  m et ñSydney ducksò from  A ustralia, cockneys from  London, precise N ew
Englanders, soft-spoken Southerners, as w ell as M exicans, N egroes, and Indians. Business
appeared to be boom ing. Thousands of tow n lots w ere staked out, and m any of them  w ere
changing hands. A  vendor of vegetables w as haw king his w ares. A  m ilkm an w as going the
round of his custom ers, and an icem an w as delivering huge blocks at the saloons. A fter all,
Tom  reflected, D enver w as not so far out of the w orld. The nearest telegraph station w as only
five hundred m iles aw ay.

ñShe sure is jum pinô forw ard fast,ò Tom  said to his partner.
They strolled dow n G Street and passed an assay office w here he could see w ithin pouches

of shining gold dust and glittering nuggets. Below  the corner of Blake Street, at the postal
w indow s of the express office, stretched a double file of residents expectantly looking for m ail
from  hom e.

A t Cheesem anôs drug store, Tom  stopped to buy som e m edicine for his pack horse. The
package w as being w rapped w hen a voice hailed him , a cheerful voice of w arm , rich tim bre.

ñW hy, Tom  Collins, w here did you fall from ?ò
Tom  turned to see Virginia and her aunt. H e answ ered M rs. Gallup as he stepped forw ard to

shake hands. ñFrom  the roof of the w orld. Iôve been trappinô in the m ountains the other side of
South Park.ò

ñA ll alone?ò Virginia asked.
ñW ith m y pardner M ax M arlow. M ay I introduce him ?ò
M arlow  w as a w ell-set-up m an w ith broad, m uscular shoulders, a brow n-eyed, likable young

fellow, w hose laugh cam e easily. H e w as dressed in fringed buckskin breeches, beaded



buckskin hunting shirt, and a close-fitting beaver cap. A t sight of Virginia, his eyes lit. It had
been long since he had looked at a face so lovely as the one that sm iled at him  from  beneath the
poke bonnet.

The four of them  w alked out of the store together, Tom  beside M rs. Gallup, the other tw o in
front.

ñTell m e about yourself,ò Tom  said. ñW hat have you been doing? O f course, I havenôt
heard a w ord. A re you running the bakery you planned?ò

ñW e call it óA unt M aryôs Shop,ô and w e do very w ell w ith it. W e could sell tw ice as m uch if
w e could cook it. A nd the prices w e get are scandalous.ò

Tom ôs eyes w ere on the dainty, light-stepping figure in front of him . H e caught the girlôs
profile as she turned to speak to M arlow, the delicate flushed colour of the soft young flesh.
She w as a m agnet to his hungry eyes.

ñI reckon M iss Jinnie w ill be going East right soon,ò he said, com ing at once to the subject
in his m ind.

M ary Gallupôs sm ile flashed happiness. ñShe isnôt going.ò
ñN ot going. You m eanð ð O h, heôs com ing here.ò
ñN o. The engagem ent is broken off.ò
ñBroken off?ò H is heart turned over.
ñJinnie thought she loved him , but, after he had gone, she found she didnôt. Iôm  so glad. H e

rather fascinated her, but it w ould not have been a happy m arriage. She is tooð too used to
freedom  to be caged.ò

ñThenð she isnôt going to be m arried?ò
M ary Gallup sparkled. ñI w onôt say that. H ow  can she help it, w ith every eligible unm arried

m an in cam p proposing to her? I som etim es think they m ake for our house as soon as they get
off the stage.ò

ñThey w ould,ò he agreed. ñTo see you or her one.ò
ñO h, m e!ò She shook her head gaily. ñI just heal the w ounds Jinnie m akes.ò
ñN ot the w ay Iôve noticed it,ò he dem urred.
It w as odd. Tom  had lost his shyness w ith her. She w as no longer Lady Bountiful and he a

tongue-tied recipient of her kindness. H e w as actually enjoying him self.
ñI didnôt know  you ever noticed a w om an, except as part of the landscape,ò she com m ented.
H e ventured a question, greatly daring, ñI suppose you didnôt know ð ever so m any years

agoð how  foolish a ragged liôlô boy nam ed Tom  used to be about you?ò
ñI knew  he liked m e,ò she said, blushing a little.
ñH e w as plum b scared for fear youôd go anô get m arried before he w as grow n up,ò Tom

laughed, tolerantly, at the little ragam uffin he used to be.
ñW ell, Iôve w aited,ò she challenged gaily.
ñYes, m aôam , but not for m e,ò he said shrew dly.
ñW ho for, then?ò
ñI donôt know.ò There cam e to him  a flash of divination. ñBut Iôll bet you do.ò
She flashed at him  the look a w om an gives her equal, not the one she gives a boy. ñH ow  do

you com e to know  so m uch, sir? W hat have you heard?ò
ñN ot a thing.ò H e stopped in his stride. ñW ho is the lucky m an, m aôam ?ò
A gain the colour dyed her cheeks. ñI didnôt sayð ð ò
ñSho! Youôre sayinô it right now, m ighty eloquent.ò
ñI am  not, Tom  Collins,ò she denied.



ñW ho?ò he asked again.
ñGive you three guesses.ò
ñD o I know  him ?ò
ñYes.ò
ñLem m e see.ò Tom  found he actually dared tease her. ñN ot our fat friend Price.ò
She shook her head vigorously. ñN o, thank you.ò
ñBaldy Brow n kinda m entioned it, but heôs m arried quite som e already.ò
ñThen it canôt be Baldy, can it?ò
ñIs he a leading citizen?ò
ñH eôs m y leading citizen.ò
ñThen I guess M r. Brett.ò
She w as surprised. ñW hat m ade you think of him ?ò
ñI noticed a thing or tw o before I left.ò
ñW ell, youôre right.ò Then, a little diffidently, ñD o you like him ?ò
ñIôd say he w as a fine m an, w hat little Iôve seen of him ?ò
ñIôm  glad you think so. H e is. I w ant you to be friends.ò
ñIf w e ainôt, it w onôt be m y fault,ò Tom  said stoutly. ñH eôs gettinô the sw eetest anô the finest

lady w est of the River.ò
She flashed her w hite-toothed sm ile at him . ñThatôs a lot of territory. It takes in Virginia.ò
ñI said w est of the M issouri,ò he defended, pretending to m isunderstand.
ñYes, I heard you. A nd I m entioned Jinnie.ò
This w as different. Tom  lost his new ly acquired boldness.
ñIs sheð is she kinda interested in anyone else since she anô the lieutenant quit?ò
M rs. Gallupôs answ er w as a point-blank challenge to his courage. ñW hy donôt you ask

her?ò
The colour poured into his face beneath the tan. ñI donôt reckon itôs any of m y business.ò
ñO f course, if you feel that w ay,ò she countered.
ñH ow  else could I feel? Sheôs the sw eetest young lady ever w as, anô Iôm  only the com m on

run of the m ill w orking m an.ò
ñYou think it is a disgrace to w ork?ò she asked w ith m ock politeness.
ñN o, m aôam , I donôt. Butð sho! w hatôs the use of foolinô m yself?ò
ñJust w hat I think. Tom , you m ake m e m ad. Youôre as good as any other m anð better than

m ost. W hy donôt you talk to Jinnie the w ay you do to m e? W hy donôt you have som e spunk?
Sheôs only hum an, you know.ò

Tom ôs eyes rested on the girl he loved. She had turned a face bubbling w ith m irth to
M arlow, and the young m anôs laughter w as ringing out. Youth, divine youth, trod in her light
step. It spoke in her eager w ords. It danced out of her eyes.

ñSheôsð different,ò he said.
ñI love her m ore than anyone in the w orld. But, after all, sheôs just a girl. She likes to dance

and w ear pretty clothes and be paid com plim ents. A nd she has the tem per that goes w ith that
red hair. If you are thinking of her as an angelð ð ò

ñIôm  thinkinô that Iôd lie dow n anô let her trom p on m e, if she w anted to,ò he said fervently.
ñA  lot of good that w ould do her,ò M ary answ ered drily. ñD o you suppose a girl likes a m an

better because she can use him  for a door m at? I should think she w ould prefer a m an w ho
stood up on his feet and looked her in the eyes. O h, Tom , Iôve no patience w ith you.ò

ñN o, m aôam . I expect not. If she w as like other young ladiesð ð ò



ñFiddle de dee! Q uit thinking of her as a young lady. Sheôs just Jinnie, and sheôs like a
thousand other girls. The nicest in the w orld, Iôll adm it that, because sheôs m ine, but just as
foolish and as hum an as they all are. Sheôs dream ing about a prince around the corner,
probably, but sheôll m arry som e nice boy. A t least, I hope so. If you w ant to be that boyð ð ò

H e turned on her, startled. ñM e, m aôam ? You donôt reckon sheôd look at m e?ò
ñI am  looking at you,ò M ary said quietly, ñand I am  seeing a m ighty nice-looking young

m an, clean, good as any Iôve ever know n. M aybe Jinnie m ight see w hat I see.ò
ñIôm  like I said, one of the com m on m ill run. I just grew  up any w ay, uneducated, w ithout

any advantages. M ose Shipley says he picked m e outa the gutter. M aybeso. N obody know s
w hat kind of folks I com e from .ò

ñYou cam e of good stock. A nyone can see that. A nyhow, itôs just possible the girl w ho
m arries you m ight take you for yourself, Tom , and not for your folks.ò

H e w ent on, follow ing his line of thought as though she had not spoken. ñA nô, M iss Jinnie,
she can go back right to the Revolution anô be proud of her ancestors. They are all fine people.
You brought her up right, too. Sheôs been educated proper. She w ouldnôt look at m e, M rs.
Gallup.ò

ñYouôve never given her a chance, have you? W henever you are around her, you spend
your tim e trying to look like a door m at.ò There w as a touch of acid in her voice. ñM odesty is all
very w ell, but at tim es it ceases to be a virtue.ò

H e flushed. ñCanôt you see how  I figure it? Sheôd ought to m arry som eone w ho can give her
all sorts of advantages like Lieutenant M anners could. Iôm  only a w orking m an, and w hile Iôd do
m y level best, it w ouldnôt be so aw ful m uch.ò

M ary Gallup lifted her hand in indignant protest. ñYou keep speaking of yourself as a
w orking m an, as though m ost folks arenôt. H er father w as a w orking m anð and his fatherð and
his father before him . A ll pioneers, just as you are. I had rather a thousand tim es Jinnie m arried
a m an like you than one like Lieutenant M anners, though he is a m ighty fine young fellow.
There is no call for you to be so hum ble w ith Jinnie. You w ouldnôt let that M ose Shipley stam p
on you, w ould you? N or anybody else. Sheôs the only one you are afraid of. Itôs ridiculous. You
fought your ow n w ay up. Everybody speaks w ell of you. W hy donôt you go in and w in her?ò

Tom ôs m ind w as a jum ble of fragm entary em otions. H e w anted to thank her for her kindness,
for the hope that she had so unexpectedly given him . H e w anted to explain to her w hy he w as
an im possible suitor, and at the sam e tim e inconsistently w anted her to encourage him  not to
give up.

ñTrouble is, M rs. Gallup, I never learned to play. Look at those young folks ahead.
Laughing anô having a good tim e. W hy, I donôt know  how  to talk thataw ay to a young lady. M y
tongueôs tied, looks like. D onôt you reckon its because m y bringinô up m ade m e such a solem n
cuss?ò

ñThatôs just w hat it is, Tom . But you are not naturally that w ay. N ot w ith m en, I have
noticed. Just forget to be afraid, and go ahead.ò

ñThank you, m aôam ð a heap. Youôre m ighty good to m e. I never dared hope. Sheôs so
dainty, so kinda frail.ò

ñSheôs the daughter of a pioneer, and the granddaughter of one, and sheôs as strong as a
hickory sapling,ò the girlôs aunt said proudly.

ñYesôm , stillð ð ò
M rs. Gallup broke in. ñW hen you get to feeling sort of apologetic, Tom , just rem em ber that

the boy w ho rode up that hill to save us didnôt w aste any tim e explaining or apologizing. H e



just stepped in and did a m anôs w ork. Jinnie w ill never forget that.ò
ñPsh! A nyone w ould have done that.ò
H er answ er flashed sw iftly back. ñN o,ò she denied. ñA nd there is another side to it, Tom .

Jinnieôs side. Is it fair to her not to give her a chance to say how  she feels?ò
ñW hy, do you m eanð you canôt m eanð ð ò
ñIôm  not saying w hat I m ean. I donôt know  anything for sure. M aybe she just thinks of you

as a brother. M aybe that is all she could ever feel. Butð ð ò
ñYou m ust be ôw ay off, m aôam . W hy, she never hardly speaks to m e.ò
ñIôm  not prom ising anything. A ll I know  is that she likes you very m uchð and thatôs all I am

going to say. H avenôt you the sand in your craw  to take a óN oô from  her, if it is to be óN oô?ò
ñI donôt look at it this w ay. I just donôt w ant to presum e.ò
ñItôs never presum ptious for a decent m an to love a w om an. Itôs the greatest honour he can

pay her.ò
A s they started to cross the street, a w agon draw n by four sorry-looking horses cam e dow n

the road. In it w ere several crates filled w ith turkeys.
ñTurkeys!ò M rs. Gallup exclaim ed. ñThink of it. Turkeys aw ay out here!ò
That w agonload of turkeys w as to be a landm ark in the life of D enver. But how  w ere M rs.

Gallup and Tom  to guess that it w ould not only force an issue betw een the bum m ers and those
w ho stood for law  and order, but w ould have personal results for them selves of great
im portance?

M rs. Gallup hailed the driver. ñA re your turkeys for sale?ò
The driver pulled up and dism ounted. ñYes, m aôam . Theyôs right good turks, too. I done

raised them  m yself, in the San Luis valley. I brought them  all the w ay here for the Christm as
trade.ò

ñH ow  m uch?ò
ñSix bits a pound, m aôam .ò H e forestalled objection by an explanation. ñThe coyotes and

the w olves got m ost of m y turks. I have to charge a right fancy price to break even.ò
The question of provisions in the Cherry Creek settlem ents w as regulated by supply and

dem and, but w as likely to be very capricious. Flour w as just now  dirt cheap, because a large
am ount of it had been left in D enver by disgusted gold seekers returning across the plains to
their hom es. Eggs w ere very high, but antelope m eat w as inexpensive. The purchasing pow er of
m oney w as m uch higher in those days than now, and M rs. Gallup w as taken aback at the price
asked for the turkey.

ñThatôs a good deal.ò She cam e to her characteristic quick decision. ñBut I w ill take one.
Christm as only com es once a year.ò

M rs. Gallup invited Tom  and M arlow  to join them  for Christm as dinner.
Tom  carried the turkey hom e for her and built a coop for it.
In Virginiaôs presence, Tom  felt very self-conscious, as though in discussing her he had

been taking her nam e in vain. W hen she talked to him , his replies w ere m onosyllabic.
A lone w ith him  once for a m om ent, the girl rallied him  w ith dem ure gaiety. ñW hy donôt you

talk to m e, Tom , like you do to A unt M ary?ò she asked.
W ith the m em ory of his recent conversation in m ind, Tom  flushed furiously. ñI donôt rightly

know  how  to talk to young ladies, M iss Jinnie.ò
ñW ell, to begin w ith, donôt call m e óM iss.ôò
ñN o, m aôam .ò
ñA nd donôt call m e óm aôam .ô I am  just Jinnie. You act like I bite. I donôt. I truly donôt.ò



H er bright eyes challenged him . The taw ny flecks in them  m atched her rich abundant hair.
Little im ps of m ischief kicked up their heels beneath the shadow  of her lashes.

ñI expect Iôm  scared of you,ò he adm itted, sm iling at her.
W ho know s w hat craft or w hat innocence prom pted her next rem ark? ñO f course, I know

you like A unt M ary far better than you do m e. Still, you can pretendð ð ò
Then Tom  show ed gross ingratitude. H e deserted the friend w ho had encouraged him , w ho

had been kinder to him  than anybody else in the w orld.
ñBut I donôtð I donôt,ò he blurted out. ñI donôt like her half as m uchð or a quarter. That is, I

m eanð ð ò
Like m any other w om en before and since, Virginia w as afraid of w hat she had started. H er

instinct w as all for delay. N ot here, not now, at least. O ut of the corner of her eye, she saw  M ax
m oving tow ard them  from  the house. She called to him , to protect herselfð or Tom ð or both of
them .

ñH ave you com e to help us?ò she asked.
ñSure,ò he called back. ñThat dum b pilgrim  is probably botching his job. Iôll have to see he

does it right.ò
A utom atically, Tom  cam e back w ith an answ er. ñD onôt you go puttinô on the lugs w ith m e,

boy.ò
They fell into an argum ent about carpentry, and Virginia seized the opportunity to m ake

excuse that she m ust see her aunt.



C H A PTER  X X X II

O U T  O F T H E PA ST

A s the friends w alked dow n tow n, Tom ôs silence and M axôs volubility w ere full of the girl
they had just left.

ñYou old scalaw ag, w hy didnôt you ever tell m e you knew  a young lady like M iss Virginia?ò
M ax dem anded. ñSheôs the prettiest girl I have seen since I left the Statesð and the sw eetest.ò

Tom  scarcely heard him .
M ax w ent on, needing no encouragem ent. ñA nd the brightest. Sheôs just as sassy, in a nice

w ay. You sure have got to get up early in the m orning to get ahead of her.ò
Tom  accepted this testim onial at its face value. H e did not need anybody to sell Virginiaôs

virtues to him . Indeed, it w as only his surface m ind that heard M axôs enthusiastic
com m endations.

ñYes, sheôs m ighty sw eet,ò he said sim ply.
H e w as w ondering w hat she had m eant by egging him  on to break the shy reserve that had

padlocked his lips. H ad she m eant anything, except, perhaps, to taunt him  for being a stick?
A nd w as she annoyed at him  for the fool outburst he had started? Very likely. She had called to
M ax at once. N o doubt that w as m eant as a reproof to him .

ñIt w as real good of her aunt to ask m e w ith you for Christm as dinner seeing she had never
m et m e before,ò M ax said gratefully. ñIôll bet it is a good dinner, too.ò

ñIt w ill be a good dinner,ò Tom  prom ised. ñTurkey anô all the trim m ings. Youôll w onder how
she could fix up such a dinner, ôw ay off here. Sheôs a right fine cook, M rs. Gallup is.ò

Tom ôs eyes picked up a sign in a w indow. It read:
D R. H O M ER CO RLISO N

H ebrew  Plaster M akes You W ell

Tom  stopped. Som ew here in his brain som e nebulous m em ory had been evoked. W here had
he seen that nam e, that sign before! N ot recently. M ust have been long before he hit W estern
territory. Yet surelyð ð

The answ er cam e to him  in a flash. A t St. Joe. In the old days. H e knew  exactly w hereð and
w hen.

H e saw, in m em ory, a ragged little boy trotting behind a large, light-stepping m an, a dandy
w ith long black pom aded curls, w earing a flow ered vest and broadcloth and shining boots. In
the hand of the m an w as a blacksnake w hip. H e stopped in front of a house, opened the door,
and w alked in. O n the w indow  of that house a sign had been hanging exactly like the one he
w as now  looking at. The scene cam e back to Tom  so vividly that he alm ost heard the scuffling
of feet, the high-voiced protestations, and the scream s of the tortured victim .

ñW hatôs up?ò asked M ax M arlow.
ñW hy, itôs queer. This signð Iôve seen it beforeð long ago.ò
ñM ean you know  this doctor?ò
ñIôve seen him .ò Tom  yielded to sw ift im pulse. ñIôm  going in to see him  now.ò
ñFeel like you need a H ebrew  Plaster to m ake you w ell, Tom ?ò his friend asked jocosely.
Tom  w as already knocking on the door. ñCom e along in, M ax,ò he said.
M arlow  follow ed him  and found him self in a room  w hich evidently served both as a

bedroom  and a laboratory.
A  m an w as bending over the stove stirring a boiling pot from  w hich rose a strong, pungent



odour. H e put dow n the spoon, w iped his hands on a cloth, and cam e forw ard w ith an unctuous
sm ile. H e w as a little old m an, w rinkled like a last yearôs w inter pippin. The eyes in his leathery
face w ere cold and calculating. A s he spoke, he continued to go through the m otions of
w ashing his hands.

ñW hat can I do for you, gentlem en?ò
The im pulse w hich had brought Tom  thus far died w ithin him . H e did not know  w hat to say.

It w as quite possible that this little m edical faker m ight not w ant to be rem inded of his St.
Joseph experience. W hile Tom  still hesitated, Corlison w ent on fluently. W ords seem ed to roll
out of him  as w ater out of a bottle.

ñI trust, gentlem en, that through m y hum ble instrum entality the m eans m ay be supplied of
restoring your health. The H ebrew  Plaster cures all diseases. It is an opodeldock so potent that
illnesses disappear before it like vapour before the sun. Rheum atism s, agues, fevers, chills, all
vanish com pletely. Lung and liver com plaints, gout, hum ours, stiff joints, tum ours are sw iftly
assuaged. I m ay addð ð ò

Tom  m anaged to get in a w ord. ñSorry, doc, but I havenôt an ache to m y back, m e or m y
friend, neither.ò

ñA h! you are m arried, you have a w ife, a fam ily of precious angels sent from  heaven to
blessð ð ò

ñW rong guess again, doc. N o w ife, no angel children. Both of us lone travellers through
this vale of tears.ò

ñBut you have a sick friend,ò Corlison pleaded, ñone w ho needs the relief of this boon to
hum anity, this sick-bed com forter, thisð ð ò

ñN ary a sick friend, doc.ò
ñThen you havenôt com e to buy H ebrew  Plaster?ò
ñN o, sir, I cam e inð ð ò
Corlison threw  up his hands in a violent gesture of despair that w as am azing under the

circum stances. ñK new  it,ò he cried in a falsetto alm ost a scream . ñK new  it all the tim e. N obody
w ants any in this cursed country. The devil m ade the infernal place. N o sw am ps. N o chills or
fever. Everybody so dash-dogged healthy that even the vile liquor they pour dow n their
throats canôt hurt ôem .ò

The eyes of the young m en m et in hum orous appreciation. This prom ised to be good.
Corlisonôs tirade did not stop for an instant. A  finger trem bling w ith rage flung itself tow ard

the w indow. ñGo out to that cem etery there. W hat do they call it? Boot H ill. W hy? Because
nobody there died of a decent disease sent by H eaven. A ll of ôem  m urderedð shot up, gouged,
hanged, suicided, scalped. D id any of ôem  have the pleasure of suffering ill health before they
w ere flung unprepared into another life? D id any one of them  enjoy the blessings of the
H ebrew  Plaster after the God-sent castigation of osseous rheum atism , of a cirrhotic liver, of a
w asting of the m arrow  w hich is the centre and circum ference of the essence of perpetuity?
N one of ôem . N one of ôem . H urled before their M aker w ithout any of the consolations of
lingering illness.ò

ñThatôs right, doc. M ost of ôem  sure did cross the divide sudden,ò Tom  agreed. ñBut I donôt
see w hat w e can do about it now.ò

ñItôs a depraved com m unity, young sir. The vices of the place, sir, com e from  its disgusting
health.ò The quack doctorôs anger died aw ay as suddenly as it had gathered. O nce m ore he
w ent through the m otions of w ashing his hands. ñTo w hat have I the honour of your visit,
gentlem en?ò



ñI cam e in on a sorta im pulse, doc,ò Tom  replied. ñD idnôt you live once at St. Joe?ò
ñYes, sir, I practised m y profession of healing the sick there. Som e years ago.ò
ñTen years ago,ò Tom  suggested. ñI w as a liôlô chap then. D o you recollect a fellow  called

M ose Shipley, w ho sold a hogw ash he called the Indian Q ueen Tonic?ò
The cold eyes of the quack took on life again. They flam ed w ith hatred.
ñRecollect him ? Ið Ið ð ò
Corlison sputtered to silence, then w ords like a volcanic eruption poured forth. ñH e w as a

double-dyed, drunken scalaw ag, an im poster of the w orst type, a fiend in hum an shape, a
defiler of virtue, a m urderer w ho dw elt like a poisonous rattlesnakeð ð ò

ñW hat I dropped in to m ention w as that this near reptile w as poisoning the atm osphere of
this depraved com m unity recently.ò

ñH ere. You m ean he w as here?ò
ñH ere, doc. A nô heôs still all them  dictionary w ords you slung out so eloquent.ò
ñIs he here now ?ò
ñI reckon not. H e had a liôlô trouble anô lit out. But seeinô as I w as passinô, and rem em bering

you w asnôt friendly w ith him , I took the liberty of tellinô you so you w ould sidestep him  if you
ever m eet. H e calls him self M ose W ilson now.ò

ñIf he returns, I shall denounce the fellow  for a m urderer.ò
ñN o, doc. That w ouldnôt be overly safe. Give him  rope anô let him  hang him self. W ell, Iôll be

m ovin along. Adi·s.ò
O utside, M ax put the question that had been sim m ering in his m ind. ñN ow, m aybe you w ill

tell m e w hat itôs all about.ò
ñEver heard of this fellow  M ose W ilson?ò
ñSure. H eôs the w orst horse thief and bum m er in the territory.ò
ñI w onôt argue about that, M ax. That fellow  ruined m y life w hen I w as a child. H e treated m e

like a slave anô he usta w hip m e scandalous w henever he took a notion. H e w as a quack doctor
w hen w e lived in St. Joe. W ell, this Corlison w as a rival. They slung type at each other in the
new spapers, and then M ose horsew hipped Corlison. I thought Iôd better tell the little fellow.
You canôt tell about M ose. H eôs vindictive, and he m ight run on Corlison again.ò

ñCorlison is vindictive too,ò M ax replied. ñD id you notice his eyes w hen you m entioned
M ose?ò

ñSo w ould you be if youôd taken the raw hiding he did from  M ose. Iôll bet heôs carrying the
scars yet.ò

ñW ell, Iôm  for him ,ò M ax flung out lightly. ñIôm  for anyone against M ose W ilson.ò
ñM e, too,ò Tom  nodded. ñSoon as som eone gets that fellow, the better itôll suit m e. Iôd be

m ighty relieved to hear to-m orrow  that heôd been planted in som e m anôs Boot H ill.ò
The friends had reached D enver H all, and they dropped in to w atch the gam blers. M ost of

the social life of the tow n centred in its saloons.



C H A PTER  X X X III

T H E B AT T LE O F T H E T U R K EY S

D enver hailed that w agonload of turkeys as shipw recked m ariners do the approach of a
rescue vessel. Sentim ent finds a fertile soil in the hearts of those in far-flung exile from  their
hom es. Those turkeys becam e a sym bol. They stood for firesides, in Virginia, M assachusetts,
O hio, Georgia, and M ississippi. They carried the m em ory back to the days of happy boyhood
before the itch for gold had filled them  w ith the w anderlust. There w as a rush to buy. Price m ade
no difference. The rancher from  the San Luis valley took in m oney so fast that he could hardly
find tim e to w eigh the gold dust.

Then, in the early D ecem ber dusk, the bum m ers took a law less hand. They rushed that
w agonload of turkeys, brushed aside the salesm an and the purchasers, tore open the coops,
and vanished w ith the turkeys. This w as the straw  that broke the cam elôs back. H orses had
been stolen w ithout redress. Road agents had held up stages and got aw ay w ith the loot.
H ighw ay robbers had slugged and robbed citizens. M urders had been com m itted in broad
daylight and the killers escaped justice. There had been sporadic punishm ent w hen the
evidence w as clear and the guilty ones could be found. But a peopleôs court is cum bersom e and
is slow  to act. The law less elem ent had taken advantage of this.

The raid upon the turkeys w as accepted as a challenge by the law -abiding people. M any of
the turkeys taken had been bought and paid for but not yet delivered. The theft had been a
deliberate provocation, a flagrant defiance of the rights of the m ajority. W ithin an hour,
handbills w ere printed and circulated calling for a citizensô m eeting.

D enver becam e im m ediately a house divided against itself. The bum m ers drew  together, just
as the better elem ent did. They had been carrying things w ith a high hand so long that they
considered them selves im m une. W hile the citizensô m eeting w as in session, they paraded up
and dow n the streets, beating drum s com m andeered from  the theatres and firing into the air.

The m eeting w as inconclusive. The m ore tim id residents advised caution. The sounds of
defiance from  the streets w ere echoing in their ears. Bolder ones insisted that im m ediate action
m ust be taken. Four of the raiders had been identifiedð Chuckaluck Todd, Bill H arvey, Tom
Clem o, and Buck Com stock. It w as argued by the m ore intrepid that signs of w eakness at this
tim e w ould be fatal. It w ould m ean that the law -and-order group, by far the greater num ber,
dared not defend their rights. In the parlance of the cam p, the bum m ers had called for a show -
dow n. The proposal of the m ore courageous leaders w as to send a posse out and round up the
four thieves w ho had been recognized.

W hile the m eeting w as still in session, a m an rushed in w ith the new s that one of the honest
citizens had been fired at tw ice and another beaten outrageously. This m ade the issue m ore
definite, but did not bring the opposing factions together.

Tom  took no part in the debate. H e w as young, and the m ore responsible older m en m ust
decide on the best policy to pursue. A m ong those present w ere a good m any of his friends.
Beckw ourth urged an im m ediate assertion of authority. U ncle D ick W ootten w as of the sam e
opinion, though he w as no speaker and did not address the assem bly. Goldrick acted as
secretary and the new spaper editor Byers presided.

It w as a turbulent night, one long to be rem em bered by the pioneers. Bands of both parties
w ere up all night, and conflicts w ere narrow ly averted m ore than once. Individual clashes w ere
frequent. A  blacksm ith nam ed Tom  Pollock[7] w as attacked by a bum m er, one M cCarty, and the



blacksm ith w as forced to knock him  dow n w ith a w agon spoke. Later, another tough fired at
Pollock on Blake Street. Shots w ere interchanged, and the bad m an w as killed by Pollock.

The day w as as filled w ith delirious action as the night had been. The w ildest rum ours
becam e current. The tow n w as going to be burned. The bum m ers w ere inciting the A rapahoes
to attack the w hites. Troops had been sent for to Leavenw orth. N othing w as too im probable to
believe.

It w as close to noon w hen Tom  w as stopped by Corlison.
ñH eôs here,ò the little m an shouted excitedly.
ñW ho?ò Tom  asked.
ñThat M ose Shipley. I saw  him . I saw  him  w ith the bum m ers dow n at the Criterion. H eôs

w orking them  up to m ake trouble.ò
ñYou sure?ò
ñTell you I saw  him  w ith m y ow n eyes. H im  and his friends lined up at the bar and drinking.

A  big bunch of ôem , and M ose W ilson chief of the w hole hell brew.ò The little m an patted w ith
his hand the butt of the Colt strapped to his side. ñIôm  taking no chances. Back of this I am  just
as big a m an as he is, and I w onôt stand for any bullying.ò

The little m anôs bitter anim osity w ould have been surprising to anybody w ho did not know,
as Tom  did, w hat had precipitated it.

ñM ose Shipley has changed considerable,ò Tom  rem arked. ñH eôs grow n a big beard and his
hair is turning gray. You m ight have been m istaken.ò

The quack doctorôs eyes glittered vindictively. ñN ot m e. I hate him  too m uch. Besides, heôs
got m arks on him  he canôt changeð the second finger m issing on his right hand, for instance.ò

This w as conclusive. M ose w as back in tow n. Tom  had often seen the hand w ith the
m issing finger. H e had heard M ose boast that the other fellow  had been buried after the trouble.

ñThatôs M ose, sure enough,ò he adm itted. ñProbably heôll start som ething w hen heôs all
tanked up.ò

ñH ope so.ò
ñD onôt go near him ,ò advised Tom . ñH eôs dangerous w hen heôs got his skin full of liquor.

A nd donôt forget that heôs sudden death behind a gun.ò
Tom  w ent looking for Beckw ourth and found him  at U ncle D ickôs store.
ñGuess w ho is in tow n,ò Tom  said.
ñM y first guess is M ose W ilson. Iôve seen him ,ò the ex-Crow  chief answ ered. ñH eôs prim ing

him self for trouble, too. W eôre not through w ith these scalaw ags yet, Tom .ò
Beckw ourth w as right. Tom  did not doubt it. There w as a general uneasy feeling that a clash

of som e kind im pended.
D enver w as a m oving arsenal that day. Even those citizens, like Tom , w ho did not habitually

carry arm s w ere girded w ith them  now. U sually, the quiet citizen w ho did not look for trouble
w as not likely to be assaulted. H e w ent about his business and w as let alone. The revolver and
the bow ie knife w ere ordinarily used against each other by the law less and the neôer-do-w ells. If
it had been otherw ise, the reckoning w ould not have been so long delayed. But to-day the line
w as sharply draw n betw een those w ho stood for order and those w ho w ere defiant of it. Even
the m ost inoffensive fam ily m an did not feel safe to-day w ithout a w eapon. It w as possible that
he m ight be killed out of sheer w antonness.

The tenseness of the feeling m ade for caution. The m ore reckless of the bum m ers w ere
w arned by their leaders to be careful. The situation w as too strained to allow  of any flourishing
of arm s. The least conflict m ight precipitate a general clash, and this the bum m ers w ished to



avoid as m uch as the honest citizens.
For they realized that, in the end, if the situation reached open w arfare, the law -and-order

forces w ould trium ph. Therefore, m en w alked w arily, usually in groups, ready for trouble but
anxious not to start it.

The crisis cam e just after dark. M ose W ilson sw aggered out of the Criterion w ith his
shadow  D ave at heel. D uring the day, he had steadily poured into him self drink after drink.

H e had reached the state of obstinate drunkenness, and there had been grow ing in him  a
determ ination to call on M rs. Gallup and bully her into fear. O ften, since their m eeting, he had
thought of her, and alw ays w ith resentm ent. She had given him  the excuse to do w hat his fear
had been driving him  tow ard. N one the less, he w anted to im press her. She w as a w om an and a
handsom e one. It goaded him  that she had forced him  to sing sm all. H e w ould show  her.

A s the group passed D enver H all, a young m an crossed the street in front of them . To
M ose W ilsonôs drunken fancy, the figure seem ed fam iliar. H e thought he recognized Tom
Collins. H e had flung aw ay all discretion, all caution, w ith the w hisky he had poured dow n his
throat.

Instantly, his revolver flashed out. H e fired tw ice. H is victim  w ent dow n into the road a
crum pled heap. M ose ran forw ard.

ñFor Godôs sake, stop, M ose,ò scream ed D ave.
There w as no stopping the m anôs m urderous m ania. A t a distance of ten yards, he pum ped

three m ore bullets into the huddled body.
H is w hite-faced follow ers stood looking at each other aghast. They heard voices, footsteps

approaching. They fled and left him  to his fate.
A lready a crow d w as gathering. From  D enver H all, from  every saloon, m en w ere pouring.
The assassin sobered enough to know  w hat he had done. H e could not explain his crim e.

W aving his revolver to keep back those approaching, he turned and ran dow n the street tow ard
Cherry Creek. H e dived into the bushes. The pursuit crashed after him . H e ran, dodging,
through the bushes. W ith every passing m inute, W ilson grew  m ore sober and m ore frightened.
H e had killed w ithout provocation, w ithout giving the other m an a chance. The rope of the
peopleôs court dangled before his tortured vision.

U p the creek he pushed, clinging to the fringe of bushes. H e could hear the sound of
galloping horses, the voices of m en shouting to each other, and he knew  that his escape had
been cut off above. H e turned, like a hunted w olf, and tw isted back and forth in the shadow  of
the houses. M ore than once, he dodged into darkness just in tim e to escape pursuers.

The fellow  w as sober enough now. H e knew  that he w as lost unless he could find som e
place of safety, for a tim e. The hunters w ere behind him  and in front of him . H e could hear their
calls. A  group of them  w ere draw ing nearer. H e dodged around a house, in the shadow  of w hich
he had been lurking. In despair, he opened the door and crept inside.

[7] Pollock w as a son-in-law  of M ajor Chivington, the preacher w ho
com m anded the w hite troops in the m assacre of Indians at Sand Creek. The
ethics of this slaughter of natives is a controversial question never settled.



C H A PTER  X X X IV

N EA R  T H E EN D  O F T H E R O PE

ñD ocò Corlison had taken an active part in the pursuit of M ose W ilson. M ore than one of
those w ho beat the bushes w ith him  and com bed the prairies on the edge of tow n w ondered at
the furious zeal of the little fellow. H e w as indefatigable in the search, and w hen he at last
desisted he w as thoroughly tired out.

Returning to his cabin, Corlison lit a cheroot, lay dow n on his bed, and sm oked. H e w as far
too excited to sleep. For ten years, he had dream ed of vengeance against this m an W ilson, and
it looked as though the day of it w as at hand. The fellow  had escaped for the m om ent, but
w ithout a horse he could not get far.

Corlison w as not a neat m an. H e lay on the bed in his boots, and he brushed the ashes of
the cheroot to the floor beside the bed. W hen he had finished his sm oke, he put out the stub
by pushing it against the floor, w hich w as m ade of w hipsaw ed pine.

H e becam e aw are presently that an edge of the charred tobacco w as still alive. A s he looked
dow n at it, lazily postponing his intention to rise and stam p it out, he saw  that it w as
sm ouldering above a pitchy streak in the w ood.

A t that m om ent, Corlison had the shock of his life. O ut from  under the bed cam e a hand. A
m oistened finger dabbed softly at the sm oking em ber. The finger belonged to a large hairy hand
attached to a thick, m uscular w rist. W hat riveted Corlisonôs attention m ost, w hat set his heart to
beating w ildly, w as a peculiarity in the hand. The second finger w as m issing.

A lm ost instantly, the hand w as w ithdraw n again.
The m an on the bed lay there w ithout m oving, but the rising excitem ent in him  w as so great

that he w as afraid his uninvited guest w ould hear the beating of his heart. H ere, in this shack,
hidden under the bed, lay the m an all D enver w as hunting. H e, Corlison, had been keen as a
bloodhound on the pursuit. But now, along w ith this trapped w ild anim al, his heart m isgave
him . H e w as no m atch for Shipley, and he realized it.

W hat should he do to cope w ith this em ergency thrust on him ? H e did not think only of his
ow n danger, though, in spite of him self, fear rose up and clutched at his throat. H ere w as the
opportunity to score on his enem y. But how  avail him self of it? W ould it be better to jum p up,
get the drop on M ose, and order him  to com e out? H e dared not do it. H e had not the stark
physical courage. The chances w ere that the fellow  w ould com e out shooting. The outlaw  w as
a superb gunm an. H e w ould shoot Corlison dow n and m ake his escape.

Gradually, a plan cam e clear to Corlison. H e yaw ned audibly, stretched him self, and yaw ned
again. Slow ly he sat up and put his feet to the ground. ñJust like m e, daw ggone it! Forgot to get
another cigar. Iôll have to drift dow n and get one.ò

H e spoke aloud, as though to him self, again stretched his arm s lazily.
H e picked up his hat, m oved to the door, and stepped outside. H e w anted to run, scream ing

in the darkness that the m urderer w as here. But he curbed the surge of hysteria. H e did not
perm it him self undue haste, but w alked at an even pace from  the shack. N ot until his footsteps
w ere out of hearing did he begin to run. Flying dow n the street, he butted into som eone
w alking in the opposite direction.

ñYouôre in a hurry, friend,ò the assaulted party said good-naturedly. Then, in surprise,
ñW hy, itôs D oc Corlison!ò

The m an w as Tom  Collins.



ñIôve got him ! Iôve got him !ò cried Corlison in shrill excitem ent.
ñGot w ho?ò Tom  asked.
ñThat m urderer, M ose Shipley.ò
ñGot him ! W here?ò
ñA t m y shack. H eôs under the bed, hiding there.ò
ñBy jinks! Slipped in till the first hunt is over, I reckon.ò
ñThatôs it.ò
ñH e w onôt w ait there now  you have found him , w ill he?ò
ñH e donôt know  I saw  him . H e thinks Iôm  getting a cigar.ò
Tom  thought sw iftly. It w ouldnôt do to run the risk of losing W ilson now  he had been

found. ñYou run for help. Iôll w atch he doesnôt get aw ay,ò he said.
Corlison assented. H e disappeared in the direction of D enver H all.
A s he w alked tow ard the shack, Tom  debated w ith him self. H ad he better w ait outside,

keeping an eye on the place? O r go boldly in and arrest the m an? The latter w ould be a
dangerous business. M ose m ight choose to shoot it out w ith him . The m an w ould have
nothing to gain and all to lose by surrendering. But Tom  knew  the m an, understood from
association of old his thought processes. If he w ere persuaded that the house w as surrounded
by his enem ies, he w ould collapse in sheer funk. It w ould be like him  to dodge a fighting finish,
postponing an im m ediate end in the hope of being able to beg him self out of the noose.

A nd there w as risk in delay. The fellow  m ight slip out from  the back w indow. H e m ight
already have left. If so, the sooner Tom  found this out the better. H e decided to go in.

H e drew  the Colt from  its scabbard by his side and carefully tested the gun. Then, revolver
in hand, he w alked to the door of the cabin, opened it, and stepped inside. A  guttering candle,
stuck by its ow n tallow  to a saucer, faintly lit the room .

Tom  lost no tim e in finesse. H is voice, crisp and harsh, rang out. There w as the snap of
com m and in it.

ñThereôs fifty m en around the house, Shipley. Com e outa there, yore hands in front of you.
A nd em pty. N o shenanigan. Q uick, too.ò

There w as a m om ent of silence, utter, com plete. Tom  w aited, revolver poised. It w as a
m om ent of high tension. If the desperate m an underneath the bed could sum m on sufficient
courage, the room  w ould instantly be filled w ith sm oke.

Slow ly, tw o hairy hands cam e into sight. A  w hining voice quavered for m ercy.
ñD onôt you shoot, m ister.ò
M ose W ilson em erged, creeping forw ard from  under the bed.
ñThatôll do. Stop right there. D onôt rise. K eep yore hands in front of you close to the floor.ò

The young m anôs staccato orders w ere cut off one from  the other sharply.
The m an looked up and recognized Tom . Beads of perspiration stood out on his forehead.
ñI w as drunk w hen I did it,ò he pleaded abjectly. ñI didnôt aim  to hurt him , but the fellow  w as

reachinô for a gun. If you can fix it to let m e go this tim e, Tom ð ð ò
ñI canôt,ò Tom  said sharply.
ñFor old sakeôs sake, Tom . W hy, I w as a second father to you. I picked you outa the gutter

and fed you and brought you up and looked after you. You w ouldnôt go back on m e now,
boy?ò H e m ade as though to creep to Tom ôs feet, lifting his hands for m ercy.

ñD onôt m ove,ò Tom  ordered. The m anôs cow ardice filled him  w ith disgust.
M ose droned on, fear in his quavering voice. ñIf I have ever done you any m eanness, I am

shorely sorry now. I like you, Tom , alw ays did. From  the tim e you w ere a little trick so high. Fix it



for m e this one tim e, and I sw ear I w ill live decent from  now  on. Goddlem ighty, boy! I ainôt fitten
to die. I got to have tim e to repent.ò

ñYou should have thought of that sooner. Itôs not m y say-so. The peopleôs court w ill have
to decide.ò

ñN o, Tom , no,ò he w ailed. ñIôve been bad. Iôve done w rong. A inôt I adm ittinô it? Gim m e
another chance, boy.ò

There cam e the sound of tram ping feet, of voices.
Tom  called to those outside, ñIôve got him  here, boys.ò
They burst into the room , a dozen m en, Corlison at their head.
ñThere he is! There he is!ò the little m an scream ed pointing at W ilson. ñD idnôt I tell you I

had got him  here for you?ò
Rough hands dragged the m iserable culprit to his feet, searched him , bound him , the broken

w retch w hining entreaties. Corlison danced in front of him  in a passion of excited trium ph.
ñK now  w ho I am , Shipley? Iôm  Corlison, the m an you abused back in St. Joe ten years ago. I

sw ore then Iôd get even. I w aited a long tim e, but m y day has com e. W hen they hang you, I w ill
be standing right there in the front row  w atching. Youôll have old D oc Corlison to thank for it.
D onôt forget that.ò

They led the m urderer aw ay. H e w as first taken to D enver H all under a heavy guard. In an
incredibly short tim e, the new s spread that he had been captured. From  every direction m en
cam e running to the scene. The excitem ent w as intense. M en shouted to hang him , not to w ait
for a trial. Som eone called for a rope. O ne w as brought and a loop flung around W ilsonôs neck.
They pushed and shoved each other to get at him  w hile the guards tried to keep the cow ering
w retch from  their hands.

Good citizens intervened. Som e sem blance of order w as reached. Speeches w ere m ade by
Byers and others, insisting that the m an m ust have a fair trial, that there be no lynching, no
punishm ent w ithout the hearing of evidence and due consideration to it.

The law -and-order citizens w on. Shipley w as led aw ay under guard and locked up in a
w arehouse on the edge of Cherry Creek.

The tow n buzzed w ith excitem ent. W ould the bum m ers attem pt to rescue him ? W ould they
fight against the verdict of the peopleôs court? The tem per of the tow n hardened. A lready the
unrecorded verdict w as that the m urderer m ust be hanged.

For the young fellow  killed by M ose W ilson had been unarm ed. H e w as an inoffensive lad
in his teens, just arrived from  St. Louis, the only son of a w idow. N o such flagrantly
unnecessary killing had taken place since the birth of the settlem ent.

So high ran the feeling that, for the m om ent, the toughs lay low, afraid to precipitate
decisive action. They drew  closer together, sullen and w atchful, ready to seize on any
opportunity for interference that w ould be safe. M ose W ilson w as not popular even w ith the
roughs. H e had been too high-handed and overbearing. But he w as one of them . To desert him
now  w ithout even an attem pt to save him  w ould be an acknow ledgm ent of defeat, a recognition
of the new  era of law  that w as daw ning. It w as felt by all that the crim inal elem ent w ould m ake
som e effort to save him , som e gesture of defiance of the tow nôs anger.



C H A PTER  X X X V

T H E B EG IN N IN G  O F A N EW  T R A IL

Like a prairie fire, the w ord sw ept through D enver next m orning that M ose W ilson had
escaped. H e had been rescued by his friends. Tw o w hipsaw ed planks had been ripped from  the
face of the w arehouse on the side next the creek, and the ropes w hich bound the prisoner had
been cut. The tow n talk w as that one of the guards had been bribed and the other drugged w ith
doped liquor.

There w as evidence to show  that W ilson w as still in or near D enver. Evidently his friends
had not run the risk of arousing suspicion by securing a horse for the outlaw. Probably he w as
lying in hiding until such tim e as his friends could get a m ount to him .

A s soon as the new s of the escape got out, a citizensô m eeting w as called. The tow n w as
patrolled and searched by num erous arm ed posses, w ho visited every dw elling, shack, and tent
in the place. Thugs and bum m ers stood aside w hile their habitations w ere turned upside dow n.
They sulked, but they subm itted. Even their trium phant derision w as confined to the expression
of their faces and did not reach w ords. For they knew  it w as no longer safe to trifle w ith these
stern-eyed avengers.

W ilson w as not in tow n. The result of the search show ed that. The com m ittee in charge of
the pursuit at once flung out m en on foot to com b the banks of the river and the creek and
riders to scour the plains surrounding the tow n.

Since Tom  had a horse, he w as chosen as one of the latter. O n his w ay out, he stopped for a
m om ent to see M rs. Gallup and Virginia. They w ere not at hom e. From  a neighbour he learned
that they had gone for a ride. Brett had found horses for them .

ñD id M r. Brett go w ith them ?ò
ñN o. Just the tw o of them .ò
This disturbed Tom . There w ere, of course, fifty chances to one that they w ould not m eet

M ose W ilson. Still, there w as a possibility. Brett w as not to blam e. H e had let them  go before
the new s had got out of the m urdererôs escape. Very likely, foreseeing the possibility of trouble
in tow n, he had been rather glad to see his friends ride aw ay into the peaceful plains.

Tom  set out im m ediately to find Brett, stopping only to buy a rope. H e m ight need one in
case he captured the fugitive. H e m ade inquiries about Brett and w as directed to the
headquarters of the vigilance com m ittee.

The older m an w as saddling a horse. H e called to Tom .
ñI w ant you, Collins.ò
ñW here did M rs. Gallup anô M iss Virginia go?ò asked Tom .
ñTow ard the hills. Iôm  just a little w orried, now  w eôve found out that fellow  isnôt in tow n. H e

has to have a horse, and if he saw  them ð ð ò
ñA re you going to look for them ?ò
ñYes. Can you go, too?ò
They started at once, fording the Platte and clim bing the rise north of the river to the

plateau beyond.
ñH eading tow ard Golden past the tw in lakes north of tow n, they said,ò explained Brett. ñBut

they w onôt stick to the trail, probably, after they get out a w ays.ò
ñH ow  far do they figure on going?ò
ñThought they w ould be out all m orning. A  neighbour is looking after the bakery. They



have been talking of this ride for a w eek. I couldnôt get the horses till to-day.ò
ñO f course everthing is all right,ò Tom  reassured him self aloud. ñEven if he ran across them ,

he w ouldnôt dare do a thing to them .ò
ñN ot unless he has gone crazy.ò
ñH eôd be hunted dow n anô killed like a w olf.ò
True enough, but not convincing to his fears. For M ose W ilson w as no disciplined logician.

H e w as feral as a w olf. If the safety of the m om ent could be better secured by ferocity, he w ould
kill first and gather fear for w hat he had done later.

From  the edge of the w atershed above the lakes, they looked dow n, sw eeping the
landscape w ith their eyes. They caught sight of a figure below  them  com ing in their direction,
the figure of a w om an on foot, now  m oving w ith a little stum bling run, now  slow ing to a w alk to
gather breath for another rush.

The riders galloped dow n the slope. Tom  recognized the w om an, and he w ent lim p in panic.
She w as M ary Gallup. W hat had becom e of the horses? W here w as Virginia? H e had no need to
w ait for the auntôs story. H e knew. The chill of despair in his vitals gave authentic inform ation.

To be on a horse, in the w arm , w intry sunshine of this rare m ile-high atm osphere, to see the
blue-w hite m ountains ahead running like a notched ram part for hundreds of m iles, to feel the
rhythm ic m otion of the canter: this w as life, a gladsom e thing, Virginia thought. She gave
herself to it w ith girlish rapture.

The light breeze blew  loose tendrils of her copper-red hair and spun them  out in flying
filam ents. H er eyes w ere aglow, in part, perhaps, because she w as a healthy, joyous young
anim al, in part because of the secret thoughts that stirred in her.

H er aunt pulled up. ñThereôs a m an w aving to us.ò
ñH e w ants som ething. Perhaps he is in trouble,ò Virginia answ ered.
They rode to him  across the baked ground w ith its thin grow th of dried grass and cactus.

Som ething w as w rong w ith him . H is back w as tow ard them . H is head w as bent. They w ere
alm ost upon him  before he straightened and turned. Too late they recognized him .

H is hand caught by the bridle the horse M rs. Gallup w as riding. A  big navy Coltôs revolver
pressed against her side.

ñGet dow n!ò he ordered.
M ary tried to steady her voice. It w ould never do to get panicky, to let the fear that clutched

at her throat m aster her. ñW -w hat do you w ant?ò she asked.
ñD o like I say,ò he grow led.
She slid from  the saddle.
M ose W ilson glow ered at her from  bloodshot, sullen eyes. She knew  he w as m aking up his

m ind w hat to do w ith her. W ould it be safer to let her goð orð ð ?
From  his throat there cam e a furious snarl. H is arm  flung out and brushed her aside.

ñVam os!ò he cried.
H e pulled his gross, heavy body to the saddle. To Virginia he said, catching at the bridle of

her horse, ñW eôll light out.ò
Virginia gave a little cry of terror. It cam e to her that he m eant to take her w ith him . ñO h, no

ð no!ò she w ailed, shrinking from  him .
H e jerked at the rein, driving his heels into the flanks of the anim al he w as astride. The

horses m oved.
M ary ran forw ard, catching at the em pty stirrup. ñD onôt take her! D onôt! D onôt!ò



H is heavy fist sw ept dow n and struck her cheek. She staggered back. The horses broke into
a canter. She ran after them , calling on him  to stop, flinging out her hands as though to reach
Virginia and drag her back.

N ot till they had covered som e distance did Virginiaôs terror find voice. ñW here are you
taking m e?ò she cried.

H e did not answ er. H e kept urging the horses to greater speed. Fear rode his back. It had
been w ith him  all night and all day. H is nerve had shaken under it. N ow  he kept looking back,
scanning the plain to see if any pursuers w ere in sight. Fast as he could drive the anim als, he
w as m aking for the hills. If he could reach them , could find refuge in som e fold or pocket, he
m ight lie for days on the dodge and at last slip aw ay. O ne of the shebangs w hich his outfit used
as a hang-out w as in the front range. H e w anted first to get there and find a m anôs saddle and
food to tide him  over.

Virginia, too, stole m any looks backw ard. H er safety m ight com e from  that direction, just as
his destruction m ight. W hat did he m ean to do w ith her? W hy had he brought her along? W hy
had he ham pered his flight w ith her? She could not fathom  his reason because she could not
understand the craftiness of his foxlike m ind or the feline quality in him  that w anted to torture
her as a cat does a m ouse. H e m ight run into pursuers, he thought. If so, he could perhaps use
her as a hostage. H is idea w as vague. It m ight be that som ehow  he could negotiate w ith his
enem ies if he w ere driven to itð her safety for his ow n. A t the w orst, if he w ere pressed hard, he
could protect him self from  their fire by keeping her close to him .

It w as Virginiaôs strong young eyes that first perceived the solitary rider in their rear. She
saw  him  fully a quarter of an hour before her captor knew  they w ere being follow ed. She dared
not look back often lest she betray w hat she had found out. But one sw ift glance, as they
deflected to the right, told her w ith a thrill of hope that he w as gaining on them  quickly.

Then M ose W ilson saw. ñGoddlem ighty!ò he shrieked, and drove his heels into the sides of
the horse.

Fast as they rode, the rider behind travelled faster. M ose began to look anxiously at the
distance still to be crossed before he reached cover. H e looked back at the avenger. Soon, now,
he w ould be w ithin striking distance.

M ose knew  that the horsem an follow ing them  m ust be carrying a rifle. The outlaw  had only
a revolver. H e w as outranged. H is shield of defence m ust be the girl. H e sobbed out an oath
and dragged his revolver to the light. A t the sam e tim e he reached for the reins of Virginiaôs
horse and gathered them  into his left hand w ith those of his ow n.

A  voice carried on the breeze to them . It dem anded that they halt. Virginiaôs heart beat a
pÞ an of joy. The m an riding to her rescue w as Tom  Collinsð Tom , w ho had saved her from  the
road-agents, w ho had already once outgam ed this ruffian and driven him  aw ay. H e w ould
rescue her once m ore. She knew  it.

M ose W ilson m ade no answ er to the call. They cam e to the edge of the plateau and dipped
sw iftly into the little valley nestling close to the front range. The tw o horses raced dow n the
slope at breakneck speed tow ard a creek w hich ran through the valley. Before they reached it,
Tom  had topped the crest and w as galloping after them . Every stride brought him  closer.

The outlaw  had given up all hope of reaching the shebang. H e plunged through the creek,
still clinging to the bridle of the other horse; then turned sharply to the right. H e w as m aking for
a rugged park w hich opened just before him  from  the valley, a park filled w ith great red rocks
tw isted by erosion into am azing shapes and contours. If he could get to the shelter of those
rocks, he w ould stand a chance. H e w as in a panic of fear. The fellow  behind w as close enough



to shoot now. M ose sw eated terror.
H e turned in the saddle and flung a w ild shot at his pursuer. Tom  did not answ er the shot.

H is quirt sang against the flank of his horse. H e m ust reach M ose before the m urderer got to
the shelter of the rocks.

Young Collins w as at one disadvantage. H e could not fire at W ilson w hile Virginia rode so
close beside him . H e had to get near, even though he sacrificed the advantage of longer range,
even though he w ould bring him self under a fire he dared not return.

A gain M ose sw ung round in the saddle and fired. H e m issed. The percentage of hits scored
from  a m oving horse is very sm all.

The tw o anim als in the lead clam bered up a flat rock slope at the entrance of the park, the
m uscles of their legs standing out as they strained to take the grade. The girlôs horse
floundered for footing on the sm ooth steep surface, stum bled, alm ost w ent dow n. W ith a
furious oath, M ose dragged it back to its feet.

But Virginia had found the opportunity she had been seeking. She had slid from  the saddle
and w as flying across the red sandstone roof for the shelter of a fault in the rock, a great
crevice w hich ran from  top to bottom  of it.

W ilson fired at her from  a plunging horse. She dropped into the rock rift and disappeared.
Before the echo of W ilsonôs revolver had died aw ay, Tom ôs rifle rang out in answ er. The

outlaw ôs horse fell, half rolled over, lay still, It had pinned dow n its riderôs leg beneath the
saddle.

Tom  took one look at the trapped m urderer, then leaped to the ground, ran to Virginia, and
low ered him self into the crevice. H is arm  w ent round her shoulder. ñYou hurt?ò he asked, his
voice husky w ith feeling.

Even then, at the clim ax of the adventure from  w hich they had not yet safely em erged, she
could sm ile at him , a little w anly, perhaps.

ñN o, all right. A nd you?ò
H e nodded. ñStay here. D onôt m ove till I com e for you or call you.ò
ñM ust you go?ò she begged. H er lips w ere trem bling.
ñI m ust go. D onôt you w orry. Itôll be all right,ò he prom ised. H e w as sure of it. H is heart w as

high. H e had taken out that protective insurance of love against disaster and death.
Tom  crept out of the rock crevice, w ent back to his horse, and secured the rope attached to

the saddle. Slow ly, w atchfully, rifle in hand, he m oved tow ard W ilson.
ñI give up. You done got m e,ò M ose cried. ñCom e anô get this dam ned horse offôn m y foot.ò
Then, before Tom  could answ er, the ruffianôs revolver flashed out tw ice. Sure shot though

M ose w as, he m issed both tim es. For one thing, he w as in a flurry of fear; for another, the
position of his arm  w as aw kw ard for firing.

Tom  stepped behind a boulder and rested his rifle on it. ñD rop that six-shooter. Q uick, or Iôll
drill you through and through.ò

M ose hesitated. H is body lay w holly exposed, not fifty feet from  the rifle. There w as
nothing for it but to obey. H e dropped the revolver and raised his hands, w hining entreaties to
be spared.

Tom  m oved up to him , never lifting his eyes from  the m an. H e kicked the revolver out of
W ilsonôs reach, then stooped and picked it up. The Colt he pressed against the back of the
fellow ôs neck, then relieved him  of a bow ie knife and a second revolver. This done, Tom  tied his
hands securely behind his back.

ñPull your leg out w hen I lift,ò Tom  told his prisoner. H e eased up the body of the horse,



and M ose dragged out his foot.
Tom  called to Virginia cheerfully, ñA ll right. Iôve draw n his teeth.ò
The girl appeared, very pale.
Fifteen m inutes later, the three of them  w ere once m ore clim bing the plateau, headed for

D enver. Tom  and Virginia w ere riding. M ose W ilson lim ped in front of them , around his neck a
rope, the other end of w hich w as tied to the young m anôs saddlehorn.

M ose W ilsonôs race w as run. H e w as plodding w ith slouched shoulders and craven spirit
tow ard the sham eful end w hich aw aited him  on the m orrow. Som e m iles from  D enver, a posse
m et them , Brett at the head of it. This group of vigilantes took charge of the prisoner. It is
enough to say that w ithin tw enty-four hours he w as tried, convicted, and executed. In death, he
w as m ore valuable than in life, for he served notice to the aw ed crim inals of D enver that the arm
of the law  w as long enough to drag in any m iscreant w ho violated law  and order.

O nce m ore Tom  w as a hero for a day. The tow n talked of his exploit, m ade m uch of him , and
thanked him  publicly for bringing this villain w ithin reach of the law. A ll of w hich em barrassed
Tom , for he w as a plain youth w ithout any heroics.

H e said as m uch to Virginia that evening after the trial and execution. They had been
dow ntow n to buy a copy of G odeyôs for M rs. Gallup.

She gave him  a queer little look. ñEverything you do for m e is nothing, according to you,
but I have a higher opinion of m yself than that.ò

ñO f yourself?ò Tom  said in surprise.
She spoke quietly, looking aw ay at the vague black outline of the hills just visible in

silhouette against the skyline. ñO f course. You saved m e againð and you call that nothing.ò
ñI call that everything,ò he said w ith deep em phasis. ñEverything in the w orld. I usta think I

w as an unlucky chap. N othinô to that a-tall. Iôve had the best luck in the w orld. N obodyð
nothingð can take it from  m e.ò

ñYes!ò she said in a low  voice. Then, after a m om ent, ñJust w hat is this w onderful luck?ò
ñTo have had the chance to help you. A  hundred fellow s w ould have jum ped at itð the best

m en in D enverð but it cam e to m e. If thatôs not luck, I w ouldnôt sw ap it for a partnership in
Russell, M ajors &  W addell.ò

She did not look at him . She looked up at a sky of stars, no one of w hich w as shining m ore
brightly than her eyes.

ñIt cam e to the best m an,ò she m urm ured.
ñN o, not the bestð a long w ays from  that, butð ð ò
H e stopped, on the brink of an avow al.
In that silence, pregnant w ith em otion, Tom  thought he could hear his heart beating like a

drum . W hat w as this strange current that seem ed to draw  him  to her as though she w ere a
m agnet?

ñJinnieð Jinnie,ò he m urm ured, and his hands w ent out to hers.
She gave a little cry that w as half a sob and half a laugh. In another m om ent, she w as in his

arm s.
They talked the universal loversô language, w hich is w ordless.
W hen at last Tom  found speech, he expressed, falteringly, his am azem ent. ñIð I canôt get

over itð that it should be m e.ò
ñO h, Tom . Itôs alw ays been you, I think,ò she cried softly.
H is m ind reverted to Randolph M anners, and so did hers. She answ ered the question he



had not voiced.
ñN o, it w as you even thenð but I didnôt know  it. A lw ays you from  the first!ò
They w alked back to the house, hand in hand, along that long trail of life w hich they w ere

to take together to the end.

T H E EN D
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JU D ITH  O F BLU E LA K E RA N CH

Judith Sanford, part ow ner of a cattle ranch, realizes that she is being robbed by her
forem an. W ith the help of Bud Lee she checkm ates Trevorôs schem e.

TH E SH O RT CU T
W ayne is suspected of killing his brother after a quarrel. Financial com plications, a horse

race and beautiful W anda m ake up a thrilling rom ance.
TH E JO YO U S TRO U BLE M A K ER

A  reporter sets up housekeeping close to Beatriceôs ranch, m uch to her chagrin. There is
another m an w ho com plicates m atters.

SIX  FEET FO U R
Beatrice W averly is robbed of $5,000 and suspicion fastens upon Buck Thornton, but she

soon realizes he is not guilty.
W O LF BREED

N o Luck Brennan, a w om an hater, finds a m atch in Ygerne, w hose clever fencing w ins the
adm iration and love of the ñLone W olf.ò
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EM ERSO N  H O U G H ôS N O V ELS
M ay be had w herever books are sold. A sk for G rosset &  D unlapôs list.

T H E SH IP O F SO U LS
M O T H ER  O F G O LD
T H E C O V ER ED  W A G O N
N O RT H  O F 36
T H E W AY  O F A M A N
T H E SA G EB R U SH ER
T H E G IR L AT  T H E H A LFW AY  H O U SE
T H E W AY  O U T
T H E B R O K EN  G AT E
T H E ST O RY  O F T H E C O W B O Y
54-40 O R  FIG H T
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RU BY  M . AY RESô N O V ELS
M ay be had w herever books are sold. A sk for G rosset &  D unlapôs list

B R O K EN
T H E LU C K IEST  LA D Y
C H A R IT Y ôS C H O SEN
T H E PLA N T ER  O F T H E T R EE
O V ER H EA R D
SPO ILT  M U SIC
T H E M A N  T H E W O M EN  LO V ED
T H E M A N  W IT H O U T  A H EA RT
A B A C H ELO R  H U SB A N D
T H E SC A R
T H E M A R R IA G E O F B A R RY  W IC K LO W
T H E SEC O N D  H O N EY M O O N
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M A RG A RET PED LERôS N O V ELS
M ay be had w herever books are sold. A sk for G rosset and D unlapôs List.

BITTER H ERITA GE
She learned that her father, the m an she had idolized, w as a thief and a sw indlerð a bitter

heritage not to be escaped.
YESTERD A YôS H A RVEST

The harvest of an early love brings a strange situation and trium ph of sacrifice.
TO M O RRO W S TA N GLE

The gam e of love is fraught w ith danger. To w in in the finest sense it m ust be played fairly.
RED  A SH ES

A  gripping story of a doctor w ho failed in a crucial operation and had only him self to blam e.
Could the w om an he loved forgive him .

TH E BA RBA RIA N  LO VER
A  love story based upon the creed that the only im portant things betw een birth and death

are the courage to face life and the love to sw eeten it.
TH E M O O N  O U T O F REA CH

N an D avenportôs problem  is one that m any a girl has facedð her ow n happiness or her
fatherôs bond.

TH E H O U SE O F D REA M S CO M E TRU E
H ow  a m an and a w om an fulfilled a gypsyôs prophecy.

TH E H ERM IT O F FA R EN D
H ow  love m ade its w ay into a w alled-in house and a w alled-in heart.

TH E LA M P O F FATE
The story of a w om an w ho tried to take all and give nothing.

TH E SPLEN D ID  FO LLY
D o you believe that husbands and w ives should have no secrets from  each other?

TH E VISIO N  O F D ESIRE
It is easy to destroy illusions, difficult to restore them . A nne restored love from  the ashes of

disillusion.
W AVES O F D ESTIN Y

Each of these stories has the sharp im pact of an em otional crisisð the com pressed quality
of one of M argaret Pedlarôs w idely read novels.
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C harles A lden Seltzerôs W estern N ovels
M ay be had w herever books are sold. A sk for G rosset and D unlapôs list.

The w est is M r. Seltzerôs special field. H e has a long list of novels under his nam e, and they
all deal w ith those vast areas w here land is reckoned in m iles, not in acres, and w here the
population per square m ile, excluding cattle, is sparce and breathing space is am ple. It is the
w est of an older day that M r. Seltzer handles and a w est that few  novelists know  as w ell as he.

LA N D  O F T H E FR EE
T H E G EN T LEM A N  FR O M  V IR G IN IA
T H E VA LLEY  O F T H E STA R S
C H A N N IN G  C O M ES T H R O U G H
LA ST  H O PE R A N C H
T H E W AY  O F T H E B U FFELO
B R A SS C O M M A N D M EN T S
W EST !
SQ U A R E D EA L SA N D ER SO N
ñB EA U ò R A N D
T H E B O SS O F T H E LA ZY  Y
ñD R A G ò H A R LA N
T H E T R A IL H O R D E
T H E R A N C H M A N
FIR EB R A N D  T R EV ISO N
T H E R A N G E B O SS
T H E V EN G EA N C E O F JEFFER SO N  G AW N E

G R O SSET &  D U N LA P, Publishers, N EW  Y O R K



TR A N SC R IB ER  N O TES

- M issing punctuation and m isspelled w ords have been corrected.
- Printer's error in A uthor's nam e corrected from  M ac Leod to M acLeod to reflect correct

Scottish spelling.
 
[The end of C olorado by W illiam  M acLeod Raine]
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