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I T1E DEATIT ANTHEN
ST DLAGK FOUNTAIN

l?obertj Hort3n

Author of “Checkers at Hungry Horse,” “Trails of Silence,” ek.

HEN the news flashed “through the
Little Belts that the lid.had been
taken off at Kingsville every man in
the high hills knew there would be
trouble. ' Wide-open gambling had been tabu
in the little mountain town since the days when

ished. He hadn’t been seen since before day-
light 'I‘uaday morning. This man was “Wild”
Ralph Warn
And soon a.(tcr dawn, Clnr]ey Yeag, coming
down from his lead claims high up on Black
Mountain, had found the lifeless body of old

silver had dropped out h‘;‘d sight and the wild life —Rand Baltry with a bullet in its back just under

-of the near-by cam . But now and
again the old order of things had been revived
and each occasion marking the lifting of the lid
hadseenltsﬁnuhmatngedy .

the left shoulder-blade.

Shootings, even killings, were not unusual in
that country. But to shoot a man in the back;
toh’lllnmvnthoutywnghmshmtof:
d for a mere thousand or so in dust!

evmou:l when, wnthm m weeks of the ume
the word was passad along the lone trails that
“she’s wide open” and going strong, the intelli-
gcnrc; was received that Rand Baltry had been
murdel

Shot down from behind while sitting in his
cabin on the east slope of Black Mountain above
Kingsville, the old man hadn’t had the ghost of
a chance. The bullet evidently had been sent
on its foul crrand through an open window.
And a quantity of gold dust which the old man
‘was known to have had in his cabin had disap-
peared—dust that he had sweated blood to pan
from the shallow bed of Weasel Creek, which
trickled down from a shoulder of the mountain
whm it )omed the Tendedoot dmde

is was early Tuesda) ing.

The stud-| poker tabls ad been crowded the
mght before. ry had played for a time,
paymg for his chlps with little pmchs of dust.

e had lost a little, quit the game and gone
home He played more for amusement than
anything else.

‘There were others, however, who didn’t play
for amusement; cold, silent men who led
to win, one way or another. Some of these lost

One of them at least lost all he had He
had | left the tables, secured his horse and van-

Indignation ran high in this instance.

“We oughta make up a posse an’ light out
after this Warner person,” said Pete Burcher
when facts concerning the murder became
known in Kingsville. “A man what would turn
a dirty trick like that oughta be strung up.”

But Pete was the only one to accuse

‘Warner; and it was dec%’lded to wait for the au-
t.hﬁ'nus from the sherifi’s

‘When authority came late that night it ar-
rived in the person of Boyer—man-hunter of the
silent trails—who always was assigned to a case
like this-which led away from lhe pmru towns
into the vast hidden reaches of

ice in Great

lughhul.ls.

erlJ-e

ragedy.

clamped down; no rustle of cards, no rattle of
chips. And over the little mountain hamlet

a pall of Y smoke—like a
shroud—obscuring the stars and the moon. It
was August; the forest was dry as tinder; an
somewhere across the Tenderfoot Divide a fire
was eating its way into the timber.

‘The mountain officer quickly ascertained the

nature of Baltry’s death. The cabin had net
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The Death Anthem

been touched since the body had been discov-
ered. The old man had bcm slumg by a table
with his back to an open win

Upon the table were a lamp and an old box-
type phonograph, of which there were hundreds
in the lonely, widely separated cabins of the
mountaips. ey form means by which music
can be packed into almost any section of the
hills, and are for that reason greatly favored.

The h run down on the cylinder
record, which was adjusted—proof that the old
nlm;;;ad bee? l:te::hg to its. m\mc when death

out of the t.

The floor planking beneath t.he single bunk in
the cabin had been ripped d‘sdosmg the
empty hiding-place of the old m.m ’s gol

Charley Ycag explained how he llaﬂ hap-
pened to find the body. He always stopped
there on his way down from bis place higher on
the mountain. He was coming down just be-
forc dawn and had seen the light burning. He
had received no answer to his hail so he had
gone over and found his friend dead.

Yeag had ncver been known even to have a
gun—but suspicion would not have attached to
im in any event. Ycag’s eyes were right.

Boyer knew men. He wasted no time here.
Having completed his inspection by lantern-
light, he ordered the body held at Kingsville
until the coroner should arrive in the morning,
and directed that the cabin windows be boarded
up and the door locked with a padlock which he
provided. He put the key in his pocket.

Then he went back down the mountain to
Kingsville.

“Harrigan,” he said to the man who ran the
place in which Baltry had played, and where the
gambling had been the heaviest, “I’'m'not going
to make any bones about the card- -playing.
That isn't my line. If the sherifi wants to
make trouble for you for running a gambling-
place up here he can do it himself. But I want
a list of the heaviest losers in these last games
and I want you to be sort of careful in making
it out. Don’t overlook anybody—under-
stand?”

Harrigan understood. More than that, he
knew Boyer. He wrote out a list which con-
tained rosnbly a dozen names. Boyer scanned
it closel

“You say this man Ralph Wamer lost his
whole chunk last night?”

“Everything he had,” said Harrigan.

“And these three others went broke too?”

“They sure did.”

“But Warner lit out,” mused Boyer. “He’s
the same Wild Ralph that raised that rumpus
over on Smith Rlver last Winter, ain’t he?””

“Same guy,” oonﬁrmed Harrigan. “He fol-
lows the card-games.

“And got several notches on his gun handle

ybe.”
“I’ve heard he has. From what I seen of him
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around here I would.n’t want to get into any
trouble with him.”

“Have a man get my horse, Harrigan, if
you’ve got a man working here you can
1 sent him down to the stables. heiore I went up
on the hill. He’s had about six hours’ rest;
that’s all he needs.”

Boyer joined the little group of men who had
remained up all night while he was making his
investigations.

“Any of you boys sce Ralph Warner leave last
night?”

Several spoke up in the affirmative.

“Don’t suppose any of you happcned to be
outside when he left town so as to notice which
way he went?”

“He took the Weasel Creek trail up Black
Mountain,” said Pete Burcher. “I tried to get
up a posse to foller him but they crawfished.”

Boyer went outside and waited until a man
brought his horse. He swung quickly into the
saddle. Then he called to Harrigan—

“Get the sheriff on the forest phone after day-
“break and tell him I've gone after Warner.”

GREAT clouds of swirling smoke were

hurdling the divide on a freshening

wind as Boyer urged his horse up the
steep trail toward the summit in the early
morning.

He ﬂung himself from the saddle and led his
mount, plunging and snorting in the smoke-
fums, up the final slope, and then swung north
on the rocky ridge of the divide.

Choking and gasping, he fought the smoke for
two miles along the ridge until he reached a
point north of where the fire seemed to be raging
in the far-flung timber below, and where the
atmosphere was more clear and the sun shone
dimly through the soaring smoke-pall.

Below him, eastward and soulhward, the

darting tongues of flame were eating through
the slender green timber, which here seemed
mostly jack-pines with an occasional patch of
what appeared to be lodge-pole.
* The fire was burning westward and north-
ward; and the timber threatened was in the
shape of a huge triangle with the rocky ridge of
the divide on the cast and a long scries of high,
limestone cliffs on the west leading to the apex
in the north.

Razor Creek, on the south, flowing west to
merge with the distant Smith River, formed the
base. The fire had started somewhere along
the north side of Razor Creek.

The Forest Service men evidently were not
worrying much about this particular strip of
timber, for its value was negligible cven as a
watershed. The fire would burn itself out as it
reached the barrier formed by the limestone
cliffs in the wat and the high, bare, rocky ridge
in the east, and would creep nonhwmd grad-
ually narrowing.
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Boyer unslung his binoculars, and in rifts in
the smoke he saw the forest men on the divide
far south of him. They were watching—pre-
pared; and if the fire started to leap the divide
and get into the big, valuable timber on the east

a warning would be dispatched to Kings-
ville and every available man requisitioned to
fight i

But Lhe trailer’s interest was not centered in
the forest

Somewhere out there below h|m ‘was a man he
was after; a man he wanted for murder.

Boyer scarched the timbered area north of the
fire with his high-powered glasses in a futile ef-
fort to get some trace of the fugitive. He re-
turned his glasses to their case and did some-
thing which at once stamped him a past master
at tracking men in the wilderness. He men-
tally put himself in the shoes of the desperate

fugitive.

All his lifc Boyer had lived in the high hills
and in the lone prairie country that stretched
eastward to the purple buttes and beyond.
He had tracked men and trapped them from
the Musselshell to the Peace River country far
morth of the Swectgrass Hills. He knew the
Montana mountains, the Badlands, the prairie
country from the Missouri to Mn.l.k River, and
had followed the lone trails with the North West
Mounted far into northemn Cana

He knew the ways of the men of the silences.

Wild Ralph Warner had twenty-four hours’

start.

“He wouldn’t go south beuuse he’d be sure
to meet up with the forest men,” sud Boyer to
himself; “and he didn’t want to be impres
into ﬁnrﬁghtmg maybe; and he wouldn’t want
to answer any questions. To go south would
be taking chances.”

He scanned the country to the north.

“If he went north he'd have to go down and
cross Band Creek when he reached the end of
the limestone and hit the trail toward the Falls.
He didn’t want to do that; too many people on
#hat trail.”

Then Boyer’s gaze again traveled westward.

“Warner’s figured he could cut through that
triangle of timber and dodge around the south
end of the limestone into the Smith River coun-
try ahead of the fire,” he reasoned aloud.

Adventure

ASHES -and flying embers dropped

about him as he cut through the open

spaces in the timber and made for the
limestone some five miles away. He was on a
line much farther north than that which prob-
ably had been followed by Warner, because the
fire had advanced rapidly during the night. He
paid scant attention to the flying s and
embers and the heavy gusts of smoke until they
began to increasc in number. n he found
himself turning to a northwestward course to
get farther ahead of the fire.

It was noon when Boyer reached a low ridge
in the center of the triangle of timber-land and
paused for a breath of clear air. Even as he
looked about him a shower of sparks and a
blanket of smoke enveloped him. He held his

rse with some difficulty.

And then he became aware of the discon-
certing fact that the wind was changing. It
was veering slowly to the southwest, sending the
flames racing almost directly toward him. For
the first time since he had swung down from the
top of the divide he began to have a concern for
his own safety.

He unslung his glasses and again swept the
timber-land in the west as yet untouched by the
fire. Had Warner, then, got ?

Whether Warner had managed to slip around
the southern end of the limestone cliffs or not, it
now was vividly apparent to Boyer that he
couldn’t expect to perform that feat. Already
the flames had licked past the point where he
had thought he would be able to climb the lime-
stone barrier and make for Smith River.

Suddenly he gave vent to a startled exclama-
tion and kept his glasses trained on a point at
the basc of the limestone cliffs almost directly
west of where he was standing.

On a steep, short slope leading from the tim-
ber and directly under the cliffs he saw the figure
of a man stumbling along the corrugated side
of the sloj

“Afoot!” Boyer ejaculated.

And immediately he was in the saddle,
urging his mount toward a point somewhat
north of where he had scen the figure.

‘Warmer, if it should prove to be he, had lost
his horse and been cut off from rounding the
southern end of the lnmstone Nw he was

In a moment the d the
distance across to the limestone and noted the
advance of the flames from the south. The
wind was blowing from the northwest, partly
against the fire’s advance, and a storm-signal
in it

“If T can make it across and far enough south
I can get up those Inns!one cliffs and have a
clean trail to Smith River.”

Without another moment’s Ils:tauon Boyer
swung into the saddle turned his horse
gown into the triangle of timber ahead of the

re.

fleeing
place to scale the limestone wal.l um: reared
straight above

The clouds of smoke that rode on the wind,
now blowing almost a gale from directly som.h
blinded the man-hunter as he rough
the timber; but the roar of the flames drowned
the sound of cras! b and snapping
twigs and the dull echo of his horse’s hoofs.
The fire was gaining headway fast.

It seemed hours to Boyer, although it was in
reality but a comparatively short time, before
he came to the west edge of the timber and
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lvught up before the towering cliffs of limestone.
hirled his horse to the south and started

down t.he broken land under the cliffs.
At the first turn he came upon the man he

sought.

Wild Ralph Warner looked up in startled
fashion to find himself staring into the menacing
black aperture of a gun held by a steady band.
Slowly his gaze traveled to the dark, stern fea-
tures and steady, gleaming black eyes above it.

“Boyerl” he exclaimed.

“Glad you know me, Ralph,” said Boyer,
sl.\ppmg out of the saddle without failing for an
instant to keep the other covered. “Does
away with explanations. I’ll take your gun—
that’s it.”

Boyer snapped the cartndges out of the oth-
er’s weapon and thrust it into a side pocket of
the ordinary coat which he wore.

“Too bad you ever learned to pull a trigger,
Ralph,” he said quietly. “I’'ll have to arrest
you for the murder of Rand Baltry yesterday
morning.”

‘Warner remained silent, staring sullenly.

Boyer felt rapidly about his prisoner’s person.

“Haven’t got the loot on you, eh? Where's

horse?”

“He bolted in the timber when I dismounted
to climb a tree and get my bearings,” replied
Wamer.

“I see. Carrying the plunder, too. Well,
he’ll turn up, maybe. That was a dirty trick,
Ralph—shooting the old man in the back.

“No—never mind; no remarks. We've got
to get out of here. ’l'he fire’s whipping up in
mighty fast shape. I’m not going to take any
chances vm.h you in a time like this; tumn

;ound ar d clasp your hands behind you—
that’s jt.

Boyer snapped on the handcuffs.

"Gel up there in the front of the saddle,”
Boyer commanded. “Colonel can varry the
two of us out of this, I

But when they had mounted and Boyer
turned the horse toward the east he saw to his
dismay that the fire had already crept along
the western slope of the divide and they were
cut off in that direction.

“Jupiterl We’ve got to head north!” he ex-
claimed as he drove home his spurs.

\\‘, WITH the fire now raging to the south
and east of them, and escape in the
west cut off by the high limestone cliffs,
it became a question of racing northward to the
apex of the triangle, where they could hope to
gain the divide where it joined with the cliffs
:{d go down the other side to Band Creek and
ety.

“They back-fired on this side of the divide,”
uldlu.lphas leaned forward in the front of
the saddle to hold his place.

“I guess they did,” agreed Boyer. “Wanted
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her to burn off before the top-fire came along
and blew over into the big timber Uother side.
My ——1 She’s coming like an express train.”

Bumning branches and huge fagots hurling
sparks in all directions swirled by thun in the
wind, and the air was so resinous
smoke that they nearly smothered m the inter-
vals between the puffs of clearcr atmosphere.

Through pure accident they came suddenly
upon a spring at the edge of the timber and
Boyer, dismounting, threw off his coat, and,
cramming Warner’s gun into a trouser pocket,
dipped the coat in the water and threw it,
wringing wet, to his prisoner.

“Tie it around your face,” he shouted, catch-
ing the reins just in time to prevent the horse
from bolting.

He ripped off his woolen shirt, soaked it in
the water and tied it about his face under his
eyes, which were red and smarti

Once more they plunged forwa.rd in the lee
of the cliffs. Not once did a favorable place for
an ascent of the limestone show along the sheer
face of the rock wall. The es to their right
came nearer and leaped ahead of them. Sparks
and burning embers multiplied, while overhead
marched the never-ending columns of thick
smoke.

The flight had become a race with the fire to
gain the apex of the triangle, the northern end
of the limestone, first.

ey swung into the timber at a point where
it ranged across their path flat up against the
clifis. When they emerged and plunged across
an open space and on to higher ground under
the limestone wall Boyer saw the flames racing
ahead of them toward the base of the limestone
where it met the divide. There was much tim-

r M low apex.

He reined in the horse. The animal had long
since began to show the effects of the smoke znd
of the double load he carried.

“We're trapped!” shouted Boyer above the
roar of the flames.

Then he dismounted. From a pocket he
brought forth a key-ring, selected a small key
and unlocked the handcuffs that held Wamer’s
hands and arms behind his back.

“A )ury has the right to pass judgment on
your life,” said Boyer in his ear; “but I haven’t.
It’s each man for himself.”

With that Boyer the reins of his
horse’s bridle and started north, leading the ani-

There was just a ce—a slight shadow
of a chance—that he could get through to the
top of the limestone on this side of the dense pine
growth below the apex before the fire reached
t.here But for once the animal objected to

g led.
"Al] right,” cried Boyer, looking at the beast
with reddened, eyes. “No time to
argue now. I‘l.ltzkeumetouket.hzsadd.lg
off and then you can go it alone.”
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He started to loasen the cinches when Warner
came running
Come onl Rndg him—T'll show you the way
out.

He started back toward the place where they
ad passed the pine growth which ranged up
against the I.\rnslone‘

“In_there,” he shouted, . pointing. “You
missed it. 1 knew that plue was there and was
heading for it. Come on!”

Boyer shot one hasty glance backward where
the flames were licking at the timber under the
point where the limestone and divide came to-
gc\her—where he had hoped to escape—and,

into the saddle, urged the horse along
behm Warner.

Warner led the way into the pine growth, and
Boyer noticed something he hadn’t seen
—a trickle of running water. Even as he saw it
Warner turned west and they entered a narrow
cafion which seemed virtually a gash in the lime-
stone wall.

Boyer had to dismount. The horse, with
reins wraj loosely about the saddle-horn,
followed Warner as he climbed up the steep bed
of the narrow creek, hardly a yard wide. Boyer
brought up the rear.

In half an hour they emerged upon the flat
tableland that reached westward from the flat
top of the limestone cliffs; where the air was
clear and pure, and the afternoon sun was only
partly obscured by the smoke veil drifting up-
ward [rom the fire below.

TFOR a long moment they sat and rested.
“Ra]ph " said Boyer finally, “how does
it come you didn’t tell me about that
way out when we passcd it?”

“Because I was wearing the bracelets,” said
ancr simply.

d if I hadn’t taken them off you'd have

let ur?ugdet caught in the fire?” asked Boyer,
st

m‘.“:)h ——1 I knew you'd take ’em off when
you saw it looked like we couldn’t get out,” said
Warner, rolling a cigaret.

"How'd you know that?”

“Because you're 2 man, even if you are the
Iaw " said Ralph, putting a light to his smoke.

Boyer considered this. He was in a difficult
posits: Wild Ralph still was his prisoner,
lhough he was not now adorned with handcuffs.
But Warner had just saved his life.

Warner had had ample opportunity to sneak
back to the pine growth and escape by way of
the narrow cafion hidden by the timber without
Boyer’s knowing where he had gone. Just as
easy as not he could have left Bayer to his fate.
But he hadn’t chosen to do this. And he was
under arrest charged tentatively with murder!

“Look here, Boyer,” said Warner, slowly ex-
haling thin streams of smoke from his nostrils.
“Don’t think I'm tryin’ to pull the innocent;

.=‘

Adventure

but what time and where was Baltry killed?”
“I don’t know your game, Ralph, but I'll an-
swer your questions. He was killed early yes-
terday morning—before daylight—in his cabin
on Black Mountain. Shot in the back.”
“Why? Any reason?”
“A sack of gold dust that I suspect is tied to
the saddle of that horse of yours that bolted.”
Warner
“I only hope you find him, Boyer, because the
only thing you’ll find on my saddle is an old yel-
low slicker ticd on behind.
o Boyer remained silent oonsldenng his er\»

“I know why you think I did it,” continued
Warner. “Because I lost my pde at the stud
tables and lit out before daylight.”

Boyer nodded.

“It looks bad, Ralph.”

‘Warmner pointed over the edge of the lime-
stone where the smoke rolled upward from the
triangle, now a secthing mass of flames.

“1 could have left you down there in that,”
Boyer.”

“‘; might have got out some way,” Boyer
ev:

“Neverl You couldn’t have made it if you'd
got to the upper end before the fire did. It’sas
bad up there as it is south of here on this side.
lknowdnsplaccmhcre like a book. Crossed
here many a time.  You couldn’t have got out.”

“Well, then, if that’s the case, why didn’t
you leave me down there and sneak away?”

“Because now you’ll listen to reason,” said
‘Warmer earnestly. “If Id pointed the way out
when I had those bracelets on I'd have gone to
the Falls to stand trial. I didn’t know what it
was about—that’s the truth; but I wasn’t tak-
ing any chances just the same.

“Lknew you'd cut me loose when you thought
we didn't have much of a chance. An’ I got
you out of there because I knew you'd listen to
reason and because I wouldn’t dehberalely kill
a man without giving him a chance.”

Boyer shot a quick glance at him.

“Well, Ralph, what was your ldca in hl(t.mg
out of Kingsville the way you did?’

“I was making straight for Smith River the
quickest way I could get there. It’s my old
hangout. I've got an uncle with a ranch over
there who stakes me now and then when I g0
broke. Somectimes I get lucky again and pay it
back the way I get it, and sometimes I have to
work it out. It all depends

“And you was beating it over there to get a
fresh stake?”

“Exactly. And listen here, Boyet; you prob-
ably never saw me before; just knew me by des-
cription and the reputation they give me down
there in Kingsville. But I knew you,
everybody in these hills knows you; and you’ ve
got a reputation for being square and knowing
men. All right. You don’t think I’d pull you
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out of that fire or look you square in, the eyes if
I'd shoot a man in the back, do you?

“Boyer, that mzkes me sore. 1 don’t mind
being arrested; I’ve been arrested before. And
1 don’t mind belng accused of a legitimate mur-
der—I've killed a man in my time. But I gave
him a chance to draw, by ——. Boyer, I
wouldn’t shoot a man in the back.”

Boyer gazed steadily into the man’s eyes.

“You was in a mix-up over on Smith River
last Winter, wasn’t you, Ralph?” he asked
quietly.

“A shooting scrap in a card game. A man
accused me of mixing the deal on purpose,
called me a name and went for his gun. I might
have mixed the deal; but I wasn’t what he called
me and I don’t intend to let no man beat me to
his gun if I can help it. I shot him in the
shoulder—in front.”

Warner's eyes did not waver as Boyer looked

at .

“If you didn’t kill old man Baltry have you
got any idea who did?” asked Boyer.

“None at all.”

“That makes it harder, Ralph,” said Boyer
at lengt.h “Here’s your gun. I've got to be

[Zi== BOYER stayed that night with a sheep-
herder on the flats below the triangle
six miles north of where he and Warner

ad escaped from the burning timber. By the
light of the camp-fire he([studied the list o[ the
men who had lost heavily in the poker game the
day preceding the death of Rand Baltry.

He was satisfied that Warner had not turned
the trick. He knew too that he could get
‘Warner again if he wanted him.

‘Then he began to reason; to put himself in
the other fellow’s place. If Warner had so
chosen he could have held the old man IIP,
taken his gold and fled without killing his
victim.

But dead men do not disclose the identity of
those who rob them. Thus Rand Baltry’s life-
less body could not point out the man who had
taken the gold dust—even though that man had
remained in Kingsville.

Early in the dawn Boyer was on his way. He
‘went east, iol.lowed down to Band Creek, crossed
the creek and headed back up the 'trail to

Kingsville.
The firc had burned itself out in the triangle.
Most of the smoke had lifted. The sun
shom bnghdy over the timbered ridges in the
ed across thewocky ridge of Ten-
derloot Dmde A turquoise sky arched aBove
the glistening
It was late afternoon when he reached Kings-
ville. He put up, his horse and went immedi-
ately to Harrigan’s place. There was a crowd
of men before the bar.

at Black Mountain 123

“Did you find Warner?” asked a chorus of
voices.

“I d.ld " said Boyer.

‘The men looked at euh other sigaificantly as
Boyer went to speak with Harrigan at the end

of the bar.
"Took him down to Milford probably,” said

one.
“And now he’s gone to tell Hzmgan that the
I.ld 'S got to be kept down tight,” said another.
‘No need for him to do that,” sncered Pete
Burcher; “the sheriff’s a.l.rudy done that.
This town’s a dead onc now. I’m off for Camdy
where uiey 's something doing, tomorrer.22

Harrigan walked around from behind the bar
as Boyer left the place.

“Let’s have some music, boys,” he suggested,
and started the old-fashioned box phonograph
that occupicd a place on a table before the bar.
It was of the type similar to hundreds which
are in the high hills to while away lonely
hours.

The men became jovial and tune after tune
was played. mostly rag-time, while the men
drank and joked and quietly discussed the sup-
posed tapl.ure of Wild Ralph Wamer.

After a time Boyer reentered the place and
joined the men at the bar. HIS keen glance
quickly roved over those presci

“It’s a long chance,” he whlspeted to Har-
rigan as he ordered refreshment for all present.

As the men were being served Boyer stepped
back to the phonograph and changed the record.
He started the machine, dropped the sound
piece midway of the record and stepped back
to the bar. The men were raising their glasses.

In an instant the room was with music;
Dot rag-time this, but an anthem—a glorious,
old-time anthem that swelled and vibrated with
full notes.

The men before the bar paused in startled
wonder. Then a glass crashed to the floor.

Pete Burcher turned toward the machine to
ﬁnd himself looking i into Boyer’s gun.

“Nervous, eh, Pete?” sald Boyer quietly. “I
thought maybe somcbody would recognize that
tune. It’s the tune old Baltry died by— None
of that!”

Boyer’s gun cracked and Burcher’s right wrist
dlngled dripping bl

Il take your gun— that’s better. Let's
feel you over. Ahl Got it in a money-belt, eh
Pete?  You should have lit out yesterday when
you had a chance. Farewells are costly some-
times. We'll be starting for the Falls now.”

On the way out Boyer dropped a crumpled
piece of paper upon which were written a num-
ber of names. A man picked it up.

“Look here,” he said, surprized; “here’s a
bunch of our names with Warner's and Pete
Burcher’s at the top. I Wondex now if some of
us hadn’t ought to feel



