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HURRICANL BILL.

CHAPTER I.
FEATS IN THE SADDLE.

SuriLL cries and loud checrs—the confused trampling of
boufs—the neighing of horses—the loud bellowing of atfright-
ed cattle—mingled with an occasional peal of musical laugh-
ter or little screams of admiration at some ludicrous mishup
or more than usually adroit feat.

A large corral, containing over a bundred buils, now
wrought up to almost madness by the borsemen who dasbed
to and fro upon their fiery little mustangs, dextrously avoid-
ing the many vicious thrusts made by tbe stout-horned ani-
mals with an address litile short of marvelous. And through
this seewivng confusion, the horsemen scparated the animals
sclected by the ranclero, who sat upon a fine mustang out-
side the corral, from the main body with their long lances,
and drove them into a second and swmaller inclosure beside
the stand upon whicbh stood the ladies.

The varied exclamations of the fair spectiators were, as
Wwith one accord, merged into a clear, musical cry of wondcr-
ing admiration, and tlieir scarfs fluttered in a silken cloud.
This outburst was occasioned by a feat performed by one of
the riders—a volunteer, who had- already displayed more .
than commmon dexterity.

A sudden turn and surge of the entire body of excited
bulls had penned him up in one corver of the corral, just
giving him time.to turn Lis mustang and prepare for desper-
ale work. A single yell—a dig of the beavy spurs and
glroke of the blood-stained quirt, caused the mustang to -rise
like u bird, fairly clearing the threatening horns of the fore-
mogt phulls, alightivg heavily upon the sca of broad, skining
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backs. A loud bellow of terror—a shri]l neigh—a ringing
yell as the cruel rawhide hisses through the air; and the
mustang madly plunged forward—only to fall upon its side
and ¢ink between the yiclding bodies, to be trampled out of
all sembiance of life by the sharp, cloven hoofs. DBut the
rider? Ile parted fromm bis horse and with agile bounds,
leaped from one back to another until, with a light spring,
he stood safe and sound upon the sand beyond. Then it was
that the fair spectators gave vent to their feelings ; and, with-
out one look toward the still bellowing bulls, the cavalier
dropped his sombrero and bowed low, untii the long, elf-like
locks of jeity black hair half concealed his face.

The arrangements are not these of a “bull-fight;” then
what sport is on the tapis ?  Something less pretentious, yet
scarcely less interesting—the game of * Colea de Toroes or
“ tailing the bull,” added 1o others, as el gallo—* tbe cock,”
etc. In fine, ’tis a “ feast day.”

“ Mira—look yonder!” abruptly cried one of the ladies,
pointing with one taper finger to a point far beyond the cor-
ral. ¢ Kstrangeros I”

“Some of our more distant friends who have heard of our
feast, Carmela,” replicd Ler companion.

“ Not so, Isidora—their dress is not that of nur pcople.
They arc more like these heretics—these terrible Yanques of
whom we hear so much talk.”

“1 hope—Our Lady grant that they®may be !” half laughed
Isidora, her black eyes sparkling. * They are men—men who
can defend the heart they have won !”

“ And father—and Luis ; are not tkey men ?” reproaclfully
replied Carmela ; but Isidora mude no reply.

phe was watching the rapidly approaching horsemen.
And so were all the others. A stranger was looked upon
with suspicion i that lome region. When first the dust-
cloud was observed, quick glances were interchanged. The
same thought could be read in the eyes of all. Were the
Apaches—that terrible scourge of the desert—were the Apa-
ches coming ?

At a long, steady lope the horsemen advanced, nor did
they draw rein until within two score yards of the as-
sembled Mexicans.  Then one, mounted upon a black mus-



THE TWO FRIENDS. 11

tang of uncommon size and beauty, raised his hand and cried,
in a clear, ringing tone:

“You needn’t be afeared, gentlemen—we ain’t on the war-
path, jest now, but—"

“ Afraid " echoed the black Mexican, who had so nar-
rowly escaped the death timt overtook his musiang, as he
spurred his fresh mount forward a pace. “ Afraid—and of
only two heretics {”

“ Busy, thar, greaser—you cain’t put on frills over we-uns,
We ain’t ticks nur fleas, nuther. Ef you want to know our
handles, this ’ere chap’s called Hurricane Bill—”

“ Of the Cherokee Nation, pard—put the hull figger down,”
quickly iuterrupted the other stranger.

“ Hurricane Bill, of the Cherokee Nation, then, an’ I'm
called Mustang Sam,” quielly added the speaker.

The dark-browed Mexicun fell back,“his countenance turn-
ing an ashen hue, while a slight stir ran through the crowd.
It was evident that they had heard of these names before.
Then one—a grizzly-baircd man, of open countenance, rode
forward, with outstreiched hand, siying, politely :

“ Senors, you are welcome here. We have heard of you
—as who have not? But let bygones go. You proved your-
sclves brave cnemies, and though I bave often wished 10
mcet you while fighting for my country, I am proud now to
salute you as friends.”

“You do us proud, boss,” heartily said Mustang Sam, as
he grasped the proffered band.  “ Ef all greasers ’d ’a’ been
like you we wouldn’t 'u’ hed so much scrimmagin’.  But thar
—es you say, let the past slide. We're out on the loose, now,
Bill an’ me, lookin’ fer fun. We heard tell o’ your sports up
here, an’ so rid over to take a hand in, ¢f you'd no objec-’
tions.”

Don Munez expressed his pleasure, and then introduced
the strangers to his friends, after which Luis, his son, in
obedicnce probably to a slight sirnal from his sister Isidorn,
escorted them to the stand where the ladies were.  In the
intraduetion that followed, the borderers did not appear to
the hest of advantage, actually seeming bashful and timid bhe-
fore the two-score bright eyes that beammed upon them full
of interest and curiosity; for the fair scnoritus had beard
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many accounts of the reckless daring asd wonderful skill of
the Texan scouts who had wrought their forces so much in-
Jury during the war recently ended.

Truly, they formed a notable contrast to the dimioutive,
almo-t cllfeminate Mexicuns.

“ITurricane Bill, of the Cherokee Nation ”—as he himself
would insist upon baving his title recorded—(and, reader, I
am describing a man who is yet living, whose name and
deeds are well known to thousands of western men, particu-
larly those living in south-western Kansas and the Indian
Territory) was a model of masculine strength and symmetry.
Considerably over six feet in hight, he seemed light-built in
proportion ; but the broad shoulders, deep chest, round body
and small waist, the swelling hips, long thighs and small feet,
were in admirable symmetry. It was all bone and muscle;
active as a deer, supple as a panther, Hurricane Bill wus
nearly as strong as a buffulo bull. Ilis complexion was al-
most duzzlingly fair, upon which the torrid sun scemed to
make no impression, Iis hair was yellow, falling in curling
locks over bis shoulders; his eyes a deep, bright blue ; a long
mustache shaded his lip; a small imperial upon the chin.
Ilis garb—all of buck-skin, save for theé blue flannel shirt and
gray felt hat—was plain and unornamented. A Dbrace of
Colts revolvers, heavy size, a bowie-knife with a twelve-inch
blade and a short, large-bored rifle completed his arms.

Mustang Sam* was several inches shorter, yet no less per-
fecily proportioned. Unlike Hurricane Bill, he was a perfect
type of the “frontier dandy ”"—in dress, at least.

A wine-colored jacket of fine cloth, ornamented with but-
tons of gold coin and tiny silver bells ; a vest of similar ma-
terisl, over a shirt-bosom of searlet silk curiously embroidercd
with thread of gold and white silk—doubtless wrought by
the fineers of love—cut low at the throat ; trowsers of dark-
blue broad-cloth, slashed from the knees downward, laced
with a golden cord, thickly studded with bells and Spanish
coins; short boots of curiously stamped Cordovin  leather
covered his feet, armed with the cruel looking Mexican spurs.
Upcn his bead was a sort of skull-cap or turban, worked with
beads and stained quills. From bencath this the jetly black

*See Boadle's Ditno Novel 801,
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hair fell nearly to Mustang Sam’s waist, slightly curling &t
the ends. A long, silken mustache, arched eyebrows and
keen, lustrous eyes lent firmness to the otherwise effeminately
beautiful face ; for the mouth was small and arched, the red
lips slightly pouting, the teeth even and white as pearls, and
a spot of scarlet burned upon ench cheek.

Such was Mustang Sam—who was better known by the
addition ¢ Mad Rider ”—a dandy in appcarance, but one who
proved himself every inch a man, on a thousand occasions.

“You wished to witness our games, then, senor ?” observed
Isidora, as Luis turned 10 obey a signal from his fatber from
the plain lLelow,

* Yes, lady,” replied the borderer, mustering his best Span-
ish, feeling strangely nervous under the bright, sparkling eyes,
and trembling slightly as he felt the dainty little brown hand
touch his arm. “ We heard of it yeslerday, and so rode this
way, as we had no particular object in view, beyond passing
away the time. DBut I'm glad that T came, now.”

*“ Yes—LtlLere will be glorions sport—we have some skillful
horscmen here,’ Janghed Isidora, though the quick side glance
told that she understood his thought. * But you will join
them ?  We have heard much of your riding—of your noble
Llack horse——you will gratify me—us ?”

“ As your knight, I'll not fear to measure skill with even
lbe gallant cavaliers yonder—but if I succeed, I shall ask you
for the knot of ribbon at your breast.”

Isidora hesitated for a moment, then removed the scarlet
knot and fastened it upon Mustang Saw’s broad breast, saying,
hialf seriously :

“Thus I enlist you as my knight—do your devoirs gallant-
Iy, and Our Blessed Lady will smile upon you !”

“I'd rather have your smiles——what 're you laughin’ at,
Hurricane Bill ?” Mustang added, angrily, as a low chuckle
met his ear.

“Wha's lafin’ 2 Cain’t a feller cough, cf so be he feels like
it?  Bu pard,” ITurricane whispered, “ you Ain go it! 'F
I only hed your cheek—" %

“Go to thunder !” muttered Mustang, turning aside.

“See ! the sport begins!” cried Isidora.

The Lars of the small inclosure were lowered, and u fine
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young bull, seeing the wide, level plain before him, dashed
away at the top of his speed. With wild yells, the impatient
horsemen darted in pursuit, each striving to outstrip his com-
petitors and be the first to “tail the bull.”  So densely were
they crowded together that only first rate horsemanship pre-
verled accidents, but then :_c%. gradually scattcred, the
swifter or more adroit taking the lead.

After a ran of nearly a mile, two horsemen were hard upon
the animal’s heels ; Luis Munez and the dark Mexican, whom
Isidora said was Don Blas Cavello. Don Lnis was ahead,
and bending, clutched the animal’s tail, securing it beneath
his right thigh, then turning abruptly at a right angle from his
origiual course, sought to overturn the bull. But his horse
made a misstep and fell heavily, casting the young man over
its head 1o the ground, where he lay in a motionless heap.

The agitated cries of the women who noticed this catastro-
phe were mingled with a loud cheer as Don Blas dextrously
overthrew the bull,

A rush was made to where Don Luis lay, Mustang Sam
and Hurricane Bill Leing among the foremost, but he was
found to liave escaped with but a few bruises, and was specdi-
ly in the saddle again.

At a signal from Don Munez, two balf-wild bulls were
scparated from the rest, and both loosed at once. The Mex-
icans stood aside, giving the border brothers a fair field. And
then, knowing that bright eyes were closely watching them,
the scouts——as they would bave expressed it—* jest mnat’ally
spread themselves I” ~

IHurricane Bill, upon a large, bony * buck-skin ” from the
States, spent no time in “ cutting didoes,” but, true to his so-
briquet, dushed forward and closed with his bull before it
could cover a hundred yards. Securing the tail, he fung the
bull heavily upon its side, then leaped to the ground dircetly
in front of the bellowing brute as it scrambled to its feet, &
wild fire in its eyes, every hair standing upon end.

Uttering his shrill war-cry, Hurricane Bill grasped the short,
thick horns and raised the animal’s head by main strength.
With an angry bellow the bull leaped aside and sought torid
itself of its antagonist. For a moment botb feet of the
oorderer were off the ground, and it seemed to all that in a
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moment more he must be crushed to the ground beneath the
sharp, cutting hocfs or else impaled upon the sharp horps,
But it was only for an instant.

Then, sccuring bis footing, Hurricane brought every ounce
¢f his strength into play, and twisting tie bull’s head around
until its nose pointed toward the sky, be dextrously kicked
one forefoot from under it.  And then, with a half-choked
bellow of rage and pain, the huge brute fell heavily to the
ground.

“ Bully fer you, Hurricane!” yelled Mustang, as he dashed
past. s “ We'll put a wrinkle or two on the greaser’s horus
this pop !”

While his comrade had been thus engaged, Mustang Sam
had been keeping his bull in play, riding around and round
it upon his magnificent Llack mustang, preventing it from
leaving the vicinity. But now, secing that all eyes werc behit
upon him, he set to work in earnest.

Turning the bull toward the stand occupied by the woinen,
Mustang “ tailed” him in full view, theu lightly ieaped from
Tornudo upon the fallen animal's back.  DBellowing and snort-
ing with terror the bull leaped up and plunged madly for-
Ward, striving to unseat its rider.  But as well might a huf-
falo seck to cast oftf its hump. Mustang Sam clung tlere
with the tenacity of a wmonkey, amid the loud shouts and
bursis of laughter at the ridiculous spectacle. Then, us
though despairing of ridding itself of the uncomfortable bur-
den by leaping and jumping, the bull streteched out over the
plain like a quarter horse. -

Mustang Sam stripped off his jacket and bending forward,
flung it over the animal’s eyes, cffectually blinding it; then,
grasping a born, he pulled heavily upon it, causing the ani-
mal to deseribe a wide circle.

During all this, Tornado, though unsignaled by his” mas-
ter, acted with almost human intelligence, keeping close be-
side the bellowing bully avoiding its blind charging with a
catlike activity, it eyces fixed upon itsloved master as though
ready to perform its part at the-slighiest motion.

lu this manner, as though yoked together, they ran f(m]y
nround the conz.l, and reached the spot where Mustang had
first thrown the bull. Then Sam uttered a single sharp
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whistle as he freed his jacket, and Tornado pressed closer to
the bull until their sides touched. An agile bound, and
Mustang Sam was once more seated in the saddle.  Then, as
if saiisfied, he trotted up to the stand and rejoined Isidora,
who took him to task for making ber laugh herself ill—
which gave Mustang a cbance for a compliment; but—
though they scemed decply interested in the conversation—I
doubt whether the reader would care for an exact report.
But one thing is certain ; if they had never done so before,
both Iurricane Bill and Mustang Sam were making love fast
and furious now, =

Nor did either Carmela or Isidora appear very much dis-
pleased—remember, reader, they manage matters very differ-
ently in Mexico from what we do in our cold clime.

But tbere was one who did not scem to relish the close at-
tention paid Carmela, by IHurricane Bill. This was Don
Blas Cavello, who also—uas if satisfied with the skill he had
already displayed—abandoned the saddle for the society of
the ladies. Hurricane Bill simply smiled at the sullen
glances he received. Just then he was not in the humor for
a ‘“muss.” .

The sport was continued thus for a couple of hours, until
each cavalier had sn opportunity to display his address and
gkill. Then preparations were made for a game of anotlier
sort.

This was ¢l gallo—the cock. A rooster,its head and neck
fuirly dripping with grease, was secured by one leg to astout
stake driven into the ground. Starting at a gallop, the Mex-
icans rode swiftly toward the spot, bending low down in the
saddle and making a grasp at the cock’s neck—the only part
by which it was to be cauglit. The first half a dogzen failed,
either by the bird dodging aside, or clse its greased neck
slipping through their fingers, but then one managed to break
the cord that bound the fowl to the stake, and with a yell of
triumph put spurs ‘o his steed and dashed away to the * turn-
ing post"—a small clump of cactus— closely followed by the
others, whose object was to wrest the fowl from his grasp.
The one who succeeded in carrying the bird, or the largest part
of it, back to the starting peint, was to be hailed the winner,
whether e was the ong who first plucked the fowl or not,
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It was a cruel, but animated sport—the mass of horsemen,
some two score in all, straining every nerve, riding recklessly ;
and more than once half a dozen men and animals were roll-
ing in a conféised heap over the ground together. The cock
was torn to picces, and thus the fortunate ones rcturned to
the starting point, bearing in triumph a Landful of fcathers,
or perchance a mangled limb of the ill-starred cock.

“ Ah! in my time "twas different,)” uttered an old woman
to her neighbor. * In ooe day Antone Diaz carried off three
cocks and laid them at my feet alive and without a ruflled
feather !”

And the two ancients wagged their white heads sadly over
their degenerate descendants,

“ There are as'good men and skillful cavaliers now as then,”
a little sharply retorted Don Blas. *“ What man has done,
man can do again, and I pledge my honor that senorita Car-
mela—if she will deign to accept it from my hands—shall
have the next cock, alive and unhurt.”

“Don’t let him make. his words good,” hastily whispered
Isidora to Mustang Sam. “ Sister hates and fears that man
—you can foil him.”

“I'd do more than that to please you,” quietly replicd
Mustang, as he whistled to Tornado.

Hurricate Bill also took saddle, but a few quick words
passed between the comrades, and he, knowing that Mustang
far surpassed him in such feats, contented himsclf with close-
ly watching the play, holding his buck-skin ready for a sud-
den burst if it became necessary.

At the csignal, away dashed the riders, with Don Bilas
slightly in the lead, Mustang Sam just lapping his quarter,
the mere weight of his finger controlling Tornado.  Bending
low Don Blas clutched the bird's neck, a sharp pull snapping
the cord ;- but the ery of triumph that rose to his lips chianged
to a bitter curse of rage as Tornado darted forward like a
flash and the dextrous fingers of Mustang Sam_snapped the
fluttering prize from the Mexican’s fingers. With a sbrill,
taunting Jaugh, the Mad Rider gave Tornado free rein and
flew over the level plain like a meteor, changing Lis grasp to
the.cock's fect.

Pausing at the cactus clump, Mustang Sam held the ccek
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aloft, with a loud langh. THis competitors were rapidly com-
ing up, though evidently not a little surprised at the ease
wi'h which Tornado had distanced their pet animals. They
were destined to wonder still more, ere long.

Mustang Sam dashed round the hush, then sped swiftly at
right-angles with his original course. The Mexicans turned
to cnt him off] plying both spur and quirt, and some of them
uttered shouts of trinmph ag they neared the black stallion.

But Tornado wheeled in his tracks as though upon a pivot
and with a dozen miginy bounds passed behind the surprised
riders, and headed toward the goal. Now only two lhorse-
men were before Mustang, each heading diagonally toward
him. One was Don Blas; the other was Hurricane Bill.

Mustang Sam did not change his course, though even the
spectators could see that the others must intercept him  Qne
breathless moment—then came a dull thud—a cloud of dust
—a wild langh as the figure of the Mad Rider and his match-
less steed rose above it, cleaving the air like a swallow on the
wing.

Iurricane Bill and Don Blas Lad come into collision, and
the smaller animal was overthrown, while Tornado, lifted by
the strong hand of his rider, lightly cleared the struggling
mass.  And side by side the comrades galloped back to the
stand, where Mustang silently presented the unbarmed fowl
to Isidora. As she accepled the trophy, the cock lifted its
crest and crowed loudly.,

Don Blas Cavello, his gay attire sadly soiled, though he
himself had escaped the awkward tumble unharmed, was al-
most speechless with rage and mqriification, though he man-
aged to ariculate rsundry hearty curses upon the irick durri-
cane Bill bhad played him. DBut even his own partisans
laughed him down on this point, for, in el galle all ruses and
stratagems are considered legitimate.

“You don’t scem 1o like my style, stranger,” said Hurri-
cane DBill, quictly, but with a steely glitter in his blue cye
that could not be mistaken.  “ Now [ ain’t much on the talk
—UI'd ruther act, a durned sight—but I will say this muc.
You seem 1o think  you're some pumpkins—mebbe you e,
I m only Hurricane Bill, from the Cherokee Nution—a teenty
Lit 0’ a young greenhorn.  But I like to give a man a gjght
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fer his pile, an’ I'll give you. a chaince to git cven, ef so be
you think I played it fine on ye, a bit sence. Jest say how
ye wish—afoot or o bossback—'th knives, pislols or rifles;
ary one or the Jot—il’s all the same to me."”

* No—"" quickly iuterrupted Don Munez, stepping forward.
“ There must be no quarrcling between friends ou this day.
Gentlemen, T call on you—belp me keep peace!”

“Don’t be a fool, Hurricane,” muttered Mustang, in his
chum’s ear. “Mcebbe we mought clean out the crowd, but ef
we'd hurt any o' thar ’lations, tbey’d give us the shake—
see ¢ '

“You're right, pard—1 didn’t think o’ that|”

CHAPTER II

) REVOLVER AND LASSO.

“ IIUrRRICANE, What ye say (o givin’ the greasers a spec’min
o’ your shootin’ ¥"" added Mustang.

“Jest as you say, pard,” was the quiet reply, though the
blue eyss wandercd toward the post against which the j lump,
trims tigure of Carmela Munez was leaning.

“ Gentlemen,” added Mustang  Sam, turning toward the
Mexicans who were still gathered around the sullen Don Blas
Cavello; “ you have kindly allowed us to join in your sports,
first showing us how the feats were 10 be performed. Now,
with your permission, we will return the compliment by giv-
ing you a specimen of our northern sports, though doubtless
you can improve upon them.”

“ Let up, psrd—your tongue runs at both ecnds this niory
in’.  Cut it short an’ le’s git to work,” impatiently muttered
Iurricane. .

“ Easy, sport; I'm running this machine. You look to
your barkers, and leave the fine touches Lo me,” a little sharply
replied Mustang Sam.

Hurricane held hie peace, and took a quick glance at the



20 HURRICANE BILL.

condition of his revolvers, Satisfied that they were in their
usual good ordcer, he listened, with what grace he could sum-
mon, to Mustang Sam’s long-winded peroration.

“ What &’ y’ want to try fust ?” that worthy demanded, a8
be rejoined Hurricane Bill.

“ Splits or tossups, I don’t keer which ; then we kin try it
on hossback,” was the brief reply.

Wiihout more ado, the borderers walked up to the corral,
and Mustang Sam stood with his back against the hnge square
post upon one side of the gate. Drawing a long bladed
bowic-knife, he held it firmly with the haft resting upon his
head, the keen edge in front. After a critical glance, Hurri-
cane Bill drew his revolver, cocked it and sirode swiftly
away. At the twentieth pace, he abruptly wheeled and Lis
arm arose, clasping the dark-tubed weapon.

A pause scarce long enough for the wondering Mexicans
to draw a single breath—then came the clear, ringing report.
Without lowering his hand, Hutricane Bill recocked the
weapon and fired again and again until the six-chambered
cylinder was empty. Then, as though he bhad no further in-
terest in the matter, he began dextrously but carefully recharg-
ing his revolver,

* Gentlemen I” cried Mustang Sam, for the moment forget-
ting bhis Spaunish, a8 he Jowered the bowie-knife. * Hyar
you've got the great Aumerican pinny-pinny-poppy-show whar
kin be see’d the high-cock-alorum, Senor Don Bullet Splitter,
together with the wild and untamed and onequaled ring.
lailed bedbug, which is me /"

Though not understanding much of the hunter’s rigmarole,
the Mexicans crowded around the post, and then broke into
exciled exclamations of wonder and awe. The revolver bul-
lets had been fairly split in half against the edge of the howice-
knife, and the portions could now be seen, just imbedded in
the wood sufficiently to keep them from falling 10 the gronnd,

“Don’t act the ‘monkey, Mustang,” snapped Hurricane, im-
patiently. _“ They're lookin’ at ye, man !’

As Saum turned, he cuught the bright glance of Isidora’s
eyes, and it was laughable to note how quickly he subsided
from the vaunting position he had taken. Glancing along
the sandy levcel, he hastily picked up a couple of small cbjects,
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they were a speciee of tiny gourds, probably two inches in
diameter.

“ Take your posish, Hurricane—keep your eyes skinned.
I'll gend the sccond vne a few feet to the left o’ the fust.”

“ Let ’em flicker ”

Mustang Sam tossed tbe round gourd high up into the air,
and Hurricane Bill’s revolver muzzle followed its motion
with a wondcerful quickness and steadiness. Just as the little
black ball paused——or seemed to pause Dbefore returning to
earth, the weapon exploded. The ball vanished. Instead,
nothing could be seen but a few whirling fragments of the
shell that bad been so dextrously shattered by the unerring
bullet.

Like an ccho came the second report. Mustang Sam did
not give the spectators time to vent their wondering admir-
ation, but tosscd up the second bull. As before, Hurricane
Bill cocked his pistol without lowering his hand, and was in
readiness for the flying target, firing with the same result ag
before.

“Is there any gentleman present who will loan me a som-
brero—-one that will not Dbe hurt by an air-hole in the
crown ¥’ cried Mustang Sam, iu Spanish, as he whistled to
Tornado, who came galloping up with a whicker of delight.
“ Thanks I” he added, catching one out of the dozen or wmore
tossed him. “Now Hurricane, straddle your critter—work
‘er up iively, pard—-bat don’t make a mistake an’ sock it to
me in the ribs !’

The tall plainsman made no reply, but vaulted into the
saddle and guiding his “ buck-skin ” with the pressure of his
knees alone, galloped out upen the plain.  Mustang Sam
fuced him, holding the stiff sombrero under his curved arm,
the crown facing the marksman.

A wild yell—then the border-brothers sped swiftly toward
each other. When within twenty yards, Hurricane Bill flung
up his arm and fired, then, as the animals thundered punst
each other, he turned in the saddle and discharged two shots
in rapid succession.

With a wild, ringing burst of laughter, Mustang Sam
wheeled around and galloped back to where the Mexicans
were grouped. h
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“Senor,” he said, politely, “I fcar your sowmbrero is no
longer waterproof, but if a couple of onzas—"

The Mexican eagerly grasped the mutilated hat, and
gloated over the three round holes, declating that *he would
not part with it for a hundred ounces—that he would pre-
scrve it forever, as a memento of the king shot of the world,

“JIc can shoot,” coolly replied Mustang, ¢ though this was
not a fair test, My arm trembled—I injured it while riding
that bull—or yecu would bave found ouly oné hole for the
three bullets.”

“ Kinder easy, Mustang,’ muttered Hurricane Bill.

“ But, gentiemen,” coutinned the scout, unheeding hig part-
ner’'s remonstrance, ‘ there is still one test that is worth see-
ing-—only it requires steadier nerves than I can hoast of—
the only time I tried it, T trembled a little, and as a natural
consequence I went down with a lead pill through my body.
It’s this” and as he spoke, Mustang plucked a small, round
bladed stiletto from his bosom, placig the haft against bis
breast, the point cutward. * You hold this toy, thus; he
fires at it, and hits the point so exactly that the bullet is
threaded upon the blade and is stopped by the guard, here.
Now if there is any gentleman present who would like to as-
sist my friend in performing this marvelous feat, all he—"

“ Marvelous indeed ! exclaimed a voice.

“ Did you accept, sevor P’ quickly uttered Mustang,
turning toward Don Blas.

“ Thavks—no! 1'vd not yet confessed,” quictly replicd
the Mexican, showing his white teeth.

“Ah! you are afraid you might tremble, too—well, I
think it quite likely you would I

“ Do you mean, senor, to—"

“T mean whatever you. please—can’ you comprehend
that 2 coolly retorted Mustang Sam, bending forward.

“Senor Don Blas Cavello,” sharply interposed Don Munez,
his dark eye glittering.  * You forget yourself. These gen-
tlemen are my guests, and as such you must regard and treat
them, unless you wish to make me an enemy.”

The black Mexican turned abruptly and called to one of
his men, who promptly galloped out upon the plain, after
snatching up a long lance from the stacked arms beside the
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corral fence. Don Blas followed more slowly, coiling his
horse-hair losso.

At a signal from his master, the man spurred forward in
a line that would carry him, if maintained, past Cavello at
abont twenty feet distant.  But at a cry frem the Don, he
abruptly checled his animal and flung the heavy Jance for-
ward with considerable strength and <kill, At the same mo-
went Don Blas launched his lasso through the air, and then
swiftly drawing back his arm, broke the stout lance-shaft in
twain, the noose having encircled the weapon in mid air.
It was really a dextrous feat, and the two scouts added
their mite to the chorus of approving shouts that rent the
air, !

“You sce, senor, others can hit a flying target as well as
you,” half sneered Don Blas.

“ A lasso can be dodged—not so a bullet)” retorted Mus-

tang Sam, with a quick signal to bis comrade, who seemed
about to make a hasty reply.

“ Can you dodge a lasso ? sneered Cavello.

“1f thrown by gou I can—yes, or two—three of them——
for money,” quietly retorted Mustang Sam.

At a gesture from Don DBilas, a little, swarthy man ad-
vanced and produced a long leathern pouch from which he
extracted a handful of glittering onzas,

“How many have you there ?” demanded Mustang.

“Twelve, senor,” was the reply, as hie counted the handful
of gold coing, which were promptly covered,

“ But the terms of the bet,” interposed Don Munez.

“That he can not dodge three of cur lascoes—""

“Let’s make it a litde plainer, senor,” interrupted Mus-
tang Sam. “ We are all to be mounted, armed as we are
how, to ride where and how we please. You gre each to use
A single Jagso. I will use my knife and yonder proken lance-
butt.  [f { do not disable your lussoes, you win ; if you fuil
to nnhorse me before then, I win.  No other perzon is to in-
lerfere, unless one of us attempts to make use of other weap-
s than the ones named. Do you agree ¥

“ Yes, only—"

“ Well, senor P inquired Mustang, as he hesitated,

“1 just happencd to think that you might wish to leave

)
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some message for your friends. If so, we will wait for you,”
laughed Don Blas,

“Thank you for ncthing, senor. Did you ever hear a coy-
ote attempt to imitate the cry of a jaguart I have.”

“This is a fool trick o’ your’n, Mustang,” multtered Hurri-
cane Bill) as the Mad Rider turned away from the Mexicans,
“ What good can it do you, even s’pose you beat the var-
mints? Better let me walk into the greuser—it’d be the
easiest way.”

“ Yes, you al’ays want all the fun yourself, pard; but you
know me—an’ you know Tornado, too. Ia less'n ten min-
utes you'll see three badly-fooled greasers—an’ mebbe one on
'em with a broken neck, fer he’s goin’ down, shore !”

“Lf they sheuld get the better ¢ you, pard, you kin jest
bet high thar’ll be a hullsale funeral round hyar in hafe
less’n no time. I'll show these greascers how a white man
kin handle revolvers.”

“You won’t have the chance, pard. I'm runnin’ this ma-
chine,” laughed Mustang. * Yonder they go !”

As he spoke, Don Cavello and two picked men rode zpart
from tl:e main body, holding their lasgsoes in hand. Mustang
Sam only paused to add:

“Ef you see any foul play, sock it to ’cm, Hurricane ; but
don’L interfere onless.”

Then galloping forward he bent low in the saddle and
defily picked up the broken lance-shaft; a stout piece of
wood some six feet or more in length. Then making a half-
circuit, he wheeled round and faced the threce Mexicans.

[n obedience to a gesture from Don DBlas, the two men
shot out to the left and right, evidently meaning to close in
with the American upon the Hanks, while their chief attacked
him in front. Mustang Sam sat quictly watching them, &
bare bowie-knife in his right hand, his left grasping the
bridle-reins and the broken shaft,

A single moment of breathless interest, in Which all eyes
were rivited upon the brilliant figure of the bold scout, who
wag, apparently, the coolest person upon the grounds. Then
came a sudden change.

At a wild yell from the lips of Don Blas Cavcllo, the three
horsemen dashed forward at full speed, the black, snake-liko
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coils of the lassoes swiftly circling above their heads. Then
the coils shot through the alr, lengthening, settling in a sinuous
tracery over the motionless formyy

A cry of wondering apprehension burst from the Mexiecan
spectators—echoced back in shriller tones from the stand where
Cluster the women. Surely this is sheer suicide—it seems us
though the bold American had allowed himself to be caught
and dragged from the saddle without a single attempt to
avoid the deadly loops. -

Such is the first thonght of the spectators, for Mustang
Sam had not moved a muscle until it seemed as though the
lassoes were touching his person.  Then, however, his action
Was too rapid for the human eye to follow, and the next mo-
ment he was a score of yards beyond the spot where the
rupes fell !

Choosing his time well, Mustang Sam raised his left hand
10 his forehead, thus forming a taut line with reins and the
Jance shaft from his head to that of Tornado, and as he felt
the cold coils touch his arms, he tonched his horse with the
spur, at the same time dropping flat upon Tornado’s neck,
thus casting off the coils,

At the second leap of his noble horse, Mustang Sam wheelcd
f‘brul)ﬂy; but it was not to await another attack. It was his
turn to agsume the offensive.

With a low cry he pressed forward, selecting one of the
tWO subordinates for his first prize. Seeing his object, the
Mexican, who was hastily drawing in and coiling up his lasso,
wheeled his animal and fled at full speed, hoping 1o cvade
the American Jong enough to get ready for another cast. But
5 well might a ranlesnake hope to escape a prairie fire by
ﬂfght. a8 for that stunted mustang to measure speed with the
king of the desert—bold Tornado. It was the wind racing
with a {lash of lightning.

A rapid score of those marvelous strides, and then Mnstang
Sam bent low in the sadidle ; g flashing bLlade——and then the
borderer laughed loudly as he arose holding on high the ring
end of the Mexican’s lasso.

“ Look out, Mustang—thar comes tother cusses " yelled

Iurricane Bill, warningly ; but his partner was fully upon
the alert,.
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With another ringing laugh he wheeled around and sped
away at an abrupt tangent, so as to bring the second vaguero
nearest to bim, while Don Blas was still two bundred yards
away. The spectators fairly held their breath as they saw
the scout dashing direcly in front of the vaquero, who wag
preparing to make his second cast.  But in his baste to im-
prove this favorable opportunity, he fell into the very trap
laid for him by quick-wiited Mustang. It seemed us though
a single second would carry the black horse beyond range
and this thought caused the Mexican to burl the rope too
bastily for accuracy, and the black coil was flying over the
scoul’s head, when be flung up bis stick and caughbt the rope.

Another ery Lroke frem the spectators, and Iurricane Bill
balf raised his revolver, with a grating curse.  All believed
that Mustang had been caught around the wrist while trying
to cast aside the noose.

Guiding Tornado simply by the pressure of his knees and
the swaying of his body, the scoul dashed toward the vaque-
ro, drawing in the rope hand over hand, until within twenty
feet of him.  Then, like a fl: sh he citcled round the aston-
ished borseman, who, ere he divined the object of his antag-
onist, was hutled heavily 1o the ground together with his
horse, whose legs were entangled in the coil. Then with one
sweep of his knife, Mustung scvered the losso, and uttered a
sccond yoll of trivmph.

But at the same monient he felt a snaky coil strike Dbis
Lhead and breast, and knew that he was caught in the toils by
Don Blas Cuvello, who had galloped up just in time to avenge
the downfall of his last vaquero. llis lasso, true to its aim,
passed fairly over the scout’s head and shoulders, tightemng
around his chest, pinning both arms to his side,

Had not Tornado been so perfectly trained, bad he not so
fully understood every motion, touch and tone of his rider,
the daring scout would have ended his race then and there,
for Don Cavello whecled his hor-e 1o tlee, intending to pluck
his antagonist from the saddle, and once unscated, Mustang
Sam would have met with slight merey at the swart Mexi-
can’s hands, for he had not forgetten the recent defeat he
had suthred, and would risk the vengeance of Hurricane Bill
or even the just anger of his own countrymen at bis break-
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ing the rules of the trial, once he had the bold scout at his
mercy. He inwardly vowed not to check his horse while
even the semblance of life remained in the body dragging
Lielptessly at his saddle-bow.

Bur Mustang Sam uttered a single cry—mnot one of pain
nor of alarm, though he was ¢ven 1hen jerked sharply backward
uniil his shoniders touched thecronp of his animal. 1t wis a
signal that Torvado  pafectlly understood and  p:omptly
obeyed, wheeling on his heels like a pivot, then with one
great bound loosening the cutting strain upon his master’s
body sufficiently to allow him to rise erect in the saddle.

Don Blas Cavello was spwiring  furiously on, listening
thirstily to hear the dull #eud of the body stiikirg upon the
sand as it was plucked from the saddle; but this sound did
not come. Instead, the strain of the lasso across Lis thigh
was lessened, and he quickly turned his head to glance back.
A furious curse broke from his lips. He saw Mustang Sam
sitting ercet in the saddle, while the big black stallion was
dushing toward him -with wounderful speed, lessening tie in-
tervening distance with alarming rapidity.  And, a strange
fear tinilling his heart, Don Blas plicd both spurs and cut-
ting quirt, leaning forward as though to urge. his animul to
greater speed by the woight of his body.

Thrilling in  e¢very nerve, their eyes flashing, with  bated
breath the spectators watched the result. But Hurricane
Bill replaced his revolver in its sgcabbard, and leaning back
in the saddle yelled and roured with mirth at this ludicrous
change in the state of affuirs, until his hers<e, frightened by
L8 stentorian shouts, began plunging and bucking with far
more energy thaf ease to its rider, causing the scout to put
Lig utmost skill in play to prevent being thrown,

But one thing astonished - the spectators, Mustang Sam
stiil galloped on wih the rope around lis body, not even
having freed Dbis arms from the horse hair noose.  What
can it mean? 1las e been injured by the violent jerk ?
1f Don Blas should outrun the black mustang—and his ani-
mal is a good one, well known for both its speed and bof-
tolu—the scout may still be plucked from the saddle.

Hurricane Bill ulone understands why his comrade acts
tbus. He kunows that Mustang Sam has resolved upon teach-
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ing the sullen Mexican a lesson—a lesson that will be re-
membered as long as the breath of life remains in his body.
Yot he means to teach this lesson wittout breaking either in
letter or spird the rules of the conlest.

‘Ihis is why be does not cast off the noose, why e does
not muke use of tie keen knife in his hand to sever the rope;
and this is the reason, too, why Tornado does not more
¢peedily overbaul the flwing Mexican.  Don Blus i3 proud
and gelf-conceited.  1lis words and demeanor have evidenced
this. Ile isin love with Carmela Munez—that too is plain,
Tlen what must be his feelings to fly likie a very coward from
a single man, with her bright eyes looking down npon his
discomfiture ? e was receiving a lesson—a bitter one. .

As though he meant Lo end it all at once, Don Blas drew
his bright cuchillo, resolved 1o cut the lasso, though it went
strongly apainst the grain,

“Ilold I” shouted Mustang Sam, sharply, “ remember the
rules—you are 10 use no weapons but the lasso,  Break them,
und by the Eternall I'll shoot you like a coyote !’

Don Blas hesitated, seemingly in doulbt whether to brave
-the threatened shot.  That delay was fatal to his hopes of
cseaping ign minious defeat.  In apnswer o a low, peculiar
cry, Tornado increased his speed, fairly flying over the ground,
and ten seconds later was treading on the spotted mustang’s
heels.  Then, for the first time since beginning the strange
race, Mustang Sam touched the bridle-reing.  ‘I'ornado rose
into the air and bounded forward, alighting fairly upon the
spotted mustang’s haunches, crushing him to the ground like
a blade of grass. At the sate instant Mustang Sam severed
the lasso and rode over the struggling hedip, laughing Joud
and shrilly.

ITu! was that an echo? It is long drawn, shrill and
piercing—but it lacks the tinge of mirth. Again! Now
other sounds mingle with it—the terrified shrieks of women
—1the qnavering shouts of men—almost drowned by the wild,
blood-curdling chorus.

“ Indiuns— DPatclies, by the Etarnal ” gritted Mustang,

And the scoiit was right. The Apaches were upon them
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CHAPTER III.
TWO BRAVE MEN.

Tur Indians were upon them !

Swiftly spproaching in a crowded mass with an irregular
front, the soft sand muffling the thunder of their mustangs’
hoofs, now yelling loud and shrilly with triumphant cadence,
as though celebrating their viclory ere a single blow was
dealt. And why not? They were dealing with the con-
temned, despised race— their “slaves and providers "—the
Mexicans. They are accustomed to see hundreds give way
before tens during these forays. They seldom have to fight
for their booty. More than one instance can be shown where
less than a score Apaches have charged upon and put to
flight a full company of Mexican regulars. Scant wonder,
then, that this war-party should charge so boldly, since they
were fully the equal of the Mexicans in numbers.

It may seem strange how the Apaches could bhave drawn
80 near, unobserved, since there was little or no cover within
nearly two miles, behind which they could have advanced.
But the solution is plain,

The attention of all was riveted upon the 1wo horsemen
before them, after Mustang  Sum’s  deXterous defeat of
the two vaqueros. The report of a cannon could scarce-
ly -have broken the spell that held the epectators en-
chainecd—much lesg, then, the faint rumble of hoofs that
alone marked the swift advance of the prairie hornets, DBe-
sides, the “ grund stand "—1hat occupicd by the women—in-
tervened ; even had the Mexicans cast a glance behind them,
they could have seen nothing alarming.

Thus it wus that the thrilling war whoop of the Apache
chief first told them of the impending peril.  Aund then all
was terror and confusion, dashing 1o and fro, shouting, curs-
ing and praying in the sume breath.

“Ye cussed fools!” yelled Hurricane Bill, with angry con-
tempt written upon bis flushed  features, as be dashed lis
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huge buck-skin into the midst of thie trembling, half distracted
crowd. ¢ Think o’ y'ur weemin—will ye let the DPatchies
work thar will on your wives an’ daughters ’ithout strikin’ a
¢single lick to save ’cmn from wuss than death ? To h—] wi’
sceh or’nary cowards!”

And with this emphatic expression of his opinion for the
“ greasers,” Hurricane Bill wheeled his horse and dashed
around the end of the corral, holding a cocked revolver in
each hand.

“To arms, friends—if we can not save our dear ones, at
least we will die defending them!” cried Don Munez, sud-
denly overcoming his confusion. *“ Quick—to the weapons
yonder! Holy Mother of Mercy grant us strength and skill
to preserve our helpless loved ones from this terrible danger !’

The Mexicans are not necessarily all cowards, though their
mode of life is ¢nervating. In this case they only necded a
leader——one 1o encourage and’ direct them ; and when Don
Munez and  his son, Luis, galloped 1o wlhere their lances,
swords and fire-asrms were stacked beside the corral, they
followed promptly enough. And as each man clutched the
first weapons he could seize, a series of swifily succeeding
shots echoed from beyond the stand, mingled with wild yclls
of rage and death-ngony. They knew that Hurricane Bill
was at work, and a loud cheer broke from their lungs.

When Iurricane Bill, “ of the Cherokee Nuation,” dashed
around the corral fence, he had only one thought; that the
bright-eyed maiden whose beauteous face and soft tones had
made such a deep impression upon his heart, was in danger
of death—or worse. Without giving a single thought to the
danger he himself was running, he galloped forward to place
his body between her and the enemy. It was the act of a
brave man, if not a prudent.

Fifty Wolf¥ Apaches;, mounted on their smull, catlike
ponies, their half-naked bodies painted with varied and sig-
nificant emblews, hrandishing their long scalp-bedecked lances,
their fire-arms, their bows and arrows, yelling, whooping,
screccliing like fiends fresh-loosed from pandemonium for a
Loliday.

And yet Hurricane Bill dashicd forward to meet them with

* Ope of the grand diviriors ol the Apache nation.
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savages as the missiles whistled through the air above and
around him, not one even brushing his garments or touching
a hair of gaunt buck-skin, who was now stretching out like a
full-blooded racer entering the home-streteh.

As Hurricane Bill dashed up in front of the stand on
which were kneeling the pale and terror-stricken women, he
uttered a shout of encouragement, just as the Mexicans, head-
ed by Don Munez and Luis rode around the corner.

“ Give ’em glory!” yelled Hurricane, as he turned aside to
prevent a collision. “I'll be wi’ you soon ’s I kin load up.
'Member you're fightin’ fer more’n life now—its fer your
wimmen 1”

With these words be circled around, defily removing the
empty cylinders and replacing them with two others, already
loaded and capped, which he took from his pocket.

“ Strike home, men—strike for our women—not an Apache
shall touch them while one of us can lift a hand in their de-
fense !” thundercd Munez, as he discharged his escopette, the
bullet lodging in the breast of the foremost mustang, who
fell, with an almost human scrcam of agony, pitcbing its
dusky rider far over its head.

“Sock it to ’em, sports—work ’er up lively I” howled Mus-
tang Sam, as Tornado carried him like a flash into their
midst.  “ Whoo-oop! hyars y'ur Ligh-muck-a-muck from Bit-
ter Crick—the squealin’ painter of Stinkin’ river— the untamed
galoot as grows fat on powdersoup an’ lead chow-chow—
wlhoo-oop I”

Bareheaded, a reckless smile upon his handsome features,
a revolver in bis left band, the other clasping & heavy bowie-
knife, Mustang Sam ‘dasbhed down upon the Apaches as though
utterly careless of life. 'Their arrows hurtled harmlessly
past bim—>but they had not time to notch a sccond shaft ere
he was upon them, his revolver vomiting forth “death, his
bowie-knife cutting the air in swift circles as Tornado carried
him into the very midst of the enemy. And the noble stal-
lion tore at the mustangs with his strong, white teeth, and
struck out at them viciously with his fore feet, clearing a
path for himself with wonderful celerity. And now the bold
rider sways quickly in the saddle as a gleaming lance-point
almost brushes his breast, and catching the shaft under bhis
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arm lie snaps it short off, at the same time bringing down
his heavy-bladed knife with resistless force. The Apacbe
instinctively flung up his arm to ward off the hlow, but the
keen point would not be denied, snd the half severed men-
ber was pinned tight to the warrior’s massive chest, while the
guard and full half of the horn haft was hidden in the quiv-
ering arm, so furious was the blow.

With one ireffectual effort to free his knife, Mustang Sam
released it, and drawing a sccond revolver, opencd a fresh
fusilade, while Tornado, at a touch of its rider’s heel, began
kicking and plunging, wheeling swiftly here and there, beat-
ing back the infurinted Apaches who sought to close with the
plainsman. And, his shrili laugh rising even above the hor-
rible tumult, Mustang Sam plied his deadly revolvers, bend-
ing and swaying, at times fairly out of the saddle as he dex-
trously evaded the lance-points, hatchets and knives that were
hurled at Lim by the maddened savages.

He was in his element now. His was a nalure that reveled
in danger—at no time was he so happy as when owing his
life to™Mbe strength of his hand, the quickness of his eye— as
when he was in the midst of death and bloodshed ; he seemed
& very battle-fiend.

The Mcexicuns charged boldly enough, for they were greatly
eccouraged Ly the reckless daring and astonishing prowess
displayed by the border brothers, proof of which lay thick
strewn upon the sands. And, when their constitutional
dread of the Apaches—it may well be called thig, since it is
handed down from ather to son, generation after gencration ;
and to this day, one hundred Apaches can ride from one end
of Mexico to the other without fear of being attacked, so
“l()l‘(mghly have the Mexicans been cowed. Yet, when
Penned, they need only a leuder 10 show fight—ay, and to fight
manfully, too,

And so—after a hasty volley of escopette bullets which,
b“dly aimed of course, did little execution—they charged
bome with leveled lances and drawn sworde, led by Bon
Munez and Luis, who galloped side by side.  And then en-
sued a confused, ever ¢changing yet always thrilling tahlenu
of death. No one thought of kecping ranks, but singling out
a foeman, lost sight of all else until death filmed the eyes of

I'd
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one or the other. And high above the shrill yells, the hoarse
cheers and curses, the shrieks of pain and rage, the {rantic,
unearthly screams of the half-tammed mustangs as they tore
and bit at each other, emulating tkhe blood-thirsty fury of
their masters, the clatter and clink of opposing weapons, the
mufiled thunder of the horses’ hoofs, arose the clear, taunting
laugh of the Mad Rider as he added to the list of deaths
scored against his name. It was a wild, thrilling scecne—one
that a skillful brush might give a faint idea of ; but what pen
can delineate such a confused duel a la mort #

And then the Mcxicans succeeded in cutting a bloody path
through their dusky enemies—though it was more through
the frantic efforts of the horses to extricate themselves from
the fearful press, than any fixed purpose the riders had in
view. Then, thoroughly warmed tothe fray, they wheeled to
charge the disordered enemy once more, and, by so doing,
they faced the stand occupied by the ladies. A simultaneous
yell of horror broke from their lips. A new borror threat-
ened then. '

A number of the Apaches had not paused to join in the
fight, but dashing on, were even now clambering up the rude
steps of the frail pavilion, yelling and exultant, brandishing
their knives and hatchets that were soon to be reddened in
the life blood of the helpless women who cowered there, cling-
ing together as if for mutual protection, too terrified to shriek.

A single scream, wild and piercing as that of the war
engle—something that seemed like a flash of yellow light—
and then the rapid detonations of revolvers.

It was Hurricane Bill, who had just discovered the purpose
of the Apaches, and, having slipped the extra cylinders into
place, he urged buck-skin to the rescue. In as many seconds
two of the Apaches bit the dust; and then—leaping from the
saddle without pausing to rein in buck-skin, Iurricane alighted
half way np the flight of steps, in the very midst of the as-
tounded A paches.

And onee: more the daring plainsman gave an exhibition
of his wondrous quickness of eye and accuracy of ain, never
a missile missing its mark, nearly every one cairying death
upon its swift wings.  And as yet not asingle blow had been
aimed at him by the stupefied heathens.
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But then one of them—a  wretch whose back had been
broken by a bullet—dragged himself by main st rength over
the step upon which he was lying, and rolled heavily against
the scout’s feet.  IHurricane Bill wasstanding sideways, facing
the two surviving braves, when he was thrown heavily down
by the body swiking his feet from under him,

This accident seemed to break the spell, and the two Apa-
ches leaped toward him with uplifted hatchets.  The plains-
man could not regain his feet in time to meet and parry their
Dlow. Death seemed inevitable, and a wailing cry broke
from the trembling women us they closed tbeir eyes to shut
out the dread fate of their brave defender.

But like magic another figzure appeared upon the scene, and
there was a steely gleam through the air—then another of
blood red hue. Two strokes of a straight, heavy sword—two
biows tliat, delivered by a stout arm guided by a practiced
cye, carried denth with threm.

Sweeping the blood-stained blade around his head, the new
comer cricd, in a clear, ringing tone:

“ Hol men—-to the rescue I”

Tt was none other than Don Blas Cavello, who had bastily
cleared himself from the struggles of his crippled mustang,
and secing the approaching Apaches, haid run swifily to where
he had deposited his weapons wlhen entering into the contest
of skill with Mustang Sam. Sccuring these, he hastened to
Join his men; for, whatever might be his failings, cowardice
was not one of them. Just as he rounded the corral, he saw
the savages clambering up toward the helpless women, and,
in his mad passion for Carmela, he thought not of the peril
he might incur, but dashed to her assistance. Hurricane Bill
outstripped him, but he was just in time to foil the exultant
Apaches, and, thanks to his trusty sword, suve the scoul’s
life, :

“ Bully fer you, spomt—you’re a brick I” cried Hurricane,
SCrambling to his feet. * But look out—bhyar the varmints
come, red-hot fer bha’r 1”

The Apaches were indeed coming. They—Ilike the whites
—had witnessed the dare-devil act of Hurricane Bill, and
their rage wus raised to perfect frenzy as they saw the rapid
slaughter of their comrades.  With furious yells they charged,
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for the moment forgetting the foes they had just scpurated
from, secing only the man who had dealt such swift, deadly
blows to their hopes. And close upon their heels thundered
the Mexicans, led by Mustang Sam, whbose voice rose above
the tumult.

“ Stick it out, pard—hyar we come—whoo oop !”

“ For your women, men—think of them and strike home |”
thundered Don Munez, using his bloody sword as a spur.
“ One stout blow, and the victory is ours |”

The Apaches dashed on as thongh thiey meant to ascend
the pavilion on horseback, those in front with lances leveled
at the two bold men who alone stood between them and
their prey, the one swinging bhis sword in swift circles, the
other sending bullet after bullet home with a cool steadiness
tbat notbhing could shake.

A pcculiar, crackling sound was heard as the keen sword
swept around, and half a dozen spear-heads fell clattering to
the sieps, severed clean from the stout shafts.  Again the
weapon whirled around, this time sinking deep tbrough flesh
and bone—for the leading Apaches had leaped from their an-
imals and were now dashing up the steps. And the next
moment the two men were borne dawn, though fighting with
desperate energy, beneath the mad rush of the savages. And
8lill other Apacbes pressed on toward the now belpless wo-
men.

It was a scene of horror—the merciless hatchet and scalp-
ing-knife were at work—screams of terror were mirgled with
those of death agony.

With a howl of mexpressible fury, Mustang Sam sprung
from Tornado’s back and plunged into the mass, using his
terrible bowie-knife with all the skill and dexterity of its
famed inventor. And for a few moments he was alone in
the midst of his enemies, a number of whom turned upon
him thirsting for his blood, for they recognized the man who
bad written his name so deeply upon their ranks,

Then Don Muuez and his comrades appeared upon the
scene and pressed the enemy hard, for they fought now more
like maddened wild beasts than mere men, with the sight of
their murdered loved ones for an incentive. And the Apa-
ches began to sicken of this deadly, unceasing pressure.
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Only that they had been wrought up to maniacal frenzy, their
heavy loss would have cowed them, long since.

Though so hardly pressed, Mustang Sam recognized the
voice of Isidora raised in a cry for help, and caught a glimpse
of her struggling in the arms of a brawny warrior, who ap-
peared to be bearing her away. And then he fairly outdid
himself. No eye cculd follow his motions—but ten seconds
later he found himself free, he could not himself explain how.
He had lost his knife but snatched up a stout sword, then
leaped down the steps, whistling to Tornadv. Ile could see
the Apache just dashing away over the plain, bearing 1he
Blruggling maiden in his arms, three or four comrades riding
behind him. And then, just as he sprung into the saddle,
Mustang Sam saw the Indian raise his clenched fist and sirike
the maiden a cruel blow, to still her efforts to escape. Then
Isidora Jay like one dead in his arms.

Too full of rage to speak or shout, Musiang Sam plied his
8purs mercilessly and thundered after the fugitives, unheeding
the short whicker of remonstrance that came from thie aston-
islied, Tornado at this unwonted usage.

Before a mile was covered, the noble black carried its
Mmaster up 1o the Apaches, who were doing their best to es-
Cape. And then, with two sweeping strokes, that severed
flesh _and bones like 80 much snow, Mustang Sam found him-
self within arm’s length of the savage abductor, who, seeing
that flight was uscless, attempted to plunge a knife into the
Swelling bosom, that just touched his chest.

But thought itself was not quicker than the motion of the
Mad Rider, and a yell of agony broke from the savage's lips
as his forearm fell to the ground. The keen sword had sev-
ered it al onc adroit stroke. And the next moment Mustang
Sum canght the drooping form of Isidora in his arms, and
dashed forward, Tornado uttering a piercing neigh of pain.
Glancing back, Mustang Sam saw the remaining Apache
notching a second shaft, the first baving penctrated Toinado’s
hind Jeg. Incumbered as- he was with the just reviving
maiden, and armed only with the sword, his revolvers being
etpty, there was only one course left; he must seck safety
for his charge in flight, at least until he could prepare bhis
pistols.  Fiight not only from the one Apache, whose com-
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rades he had slain or disabled ; the backward glance showed
him over a dozen of the Apathes riding swiftly toward him.
They bad been defeated at the pavilion, and now, seeing
this doubly-laden horse, had doubtless resolverd to wreak their
vengeance apon them.

At first Mustang Sam felt like laughing, knowing what
Tornado was capable of, even when doubly laden, as now.
But then he saw, or felt, that the black was running heavily,
as though distressed. And he knew that the arrow had in-
jured some of the tendons of hLis leg. Yet the noble brute
thundered on. He would not succumb to any thing less than
death.

Yet, as mile after mile was traversed, Mustang Sain saw
that the Apaches were slowly but steadily overhauling them.
The result could only be a matter of time. Still, as the
range of hills beyond loomed up nearer, he hoped to reach
some point where he could make a stout fight for life, and
make the victory a dear one to the savages. With this
thought he carefully reloaded his revolver; a task easier than
may be supposed, since he had only to bite off the end of the
-paper cartridges, then ram them home. While thus engaged,
Tornado reached the hills, and entered a narrow pass. A
wild cry Lroke from Isidora’s pallid lips. -

“ Holy Mother of Mercy ! we are entering a pocket I" - -

CHAPTER 1V,
HURRICANE BILL PLAYS A ‘“ LONE HAND.”

Bornn Hurricane Bill and Don Blas Cavello went down
before the mad rush of the Apaches, and it seemed as though
their lease of life had about cxpired. But such was not the
case¢ with Hurricane, at least. The thread of his life was
nct yet all reeled out.

To his other border accomplishments, Hurricane Bill added
that of a “first-class rough-an’-tumble operator.”” This was
aud #s un accomplishment alinost indispensable to a life along
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the border—in Kansas, Texas, and, particularly, the Indian
Territory—unless one wished to go under with his boots on.
Of the two methods of arranging such little differences as
wight chance to arise between friends, a “ rough-and-tumble ”
was fzr more popular than knife-play or revolver praclice,
beeause the argument was more proiracted, affording the epi-
curean spectator ample time to digest the more brilliant
points ; while, as Long Ben tIackett told me in '67—* Tother
way’s over too durned quick. Three times now, hev I bin
whar Hurricane Bill laid out his man, but, though I looked
all I knowed how, durned ef he wasn’t so lightnin’ thet it
was all over afore I knowed who lic was pepperin’?”  But I
dizrcss.

Hurricane Bill now gave the Apaches a specimen of his
rough-and-tumble science, not a little to their discomfiture.
Just as they made the frantic rusb, the scout had cmptied his
revolvers, and thrust them hastily into his breast to draw his
bowie. DBut then his foot slipping in a pool of blood, le fell
heavily, beneath half a dozen Apacbes.

The shock was severe, but Hurricane Bill did not stop to
ask whether any bones were broken. Putiing his utmost
strength into play, he rose half-erect, lifting the tangled lump
of Apaches, and getting both feet well beneath bis body.
Then, ho!—though the effort seemed about to tear the mem-
bers from their suckets—he wrenched his arms free.

The Apaches were trying to use their weapons, but their
very haste and blind rage proved the scoul’s preservation.

Tbe strokes and thrusts were wiidly aelivered, aud half
were intercepted by clashing with some other weapon. Tbhe
other blows were oftener received by copper-skins than white,
though bot blood trickled from more than one wound upon
Hurrvicane Bill's body. But in the intense excilement be
scarce knew that he was touched—most assuredly he wasnot
wenkcened.

His arms free, Hurricane Bill slvot out _:m hard fists in
swiftly-repcated blows, with a carcless disregard of conse-
quences, flattening noses, locsening teeth and muking cross-
eyed Indians, whose optics had heretofore been as straight-
forward as their owners’ conscicnces had been crooked,

Confused and bewildercd by these—to them—novel tac-

816 P/
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tics, the Apaches fell or were knocked back, and then, find-
ing himself free, Hurricane Bill flushed forth his bowie-kuife,
and cutting down the nearest savage with one swift blow, he
dashed up the steps and plunged into the mingled mass of
Indians and Mexicans.

A hoarse, howling yell broke from his lips as he saw Car-
mela struggling in the ruthless grasp of a wiry Ap,u,he
whose left hand was wreathed in her long hair, brutally pull-
ing her head back, while a blood-dripping knife was quiver-
ing above the snow-white throat. And tbe same glance
showed IIurricane that he could not reach her side in time
to ward off the impending blow, for half a dozen Dbodies in-
tervened locked together in a death-grapple.

Thought was not swifter than his action. The heavy
bowie-knife left his hand and cleaving the air like a meteor,
sunk to the very hilt in the Apache’s throat. A gurgling,
strangling cry, and then the bloody weapon descended. But
it was unguided. The Indian fell back, death-stricken. The
knife, falling, barely grazed the cheek of Carmela, who knew
not how narrowly she had escaped death, for she had fainted.

His arms seemed to possess the power of a weaver’s beam,
as Hurricane Bill cleared his way to Carmela’s side, nor did
he take time to select Apaches alone as the rccipients of his
blows—Dboth red-skin and white went down before his mad
rush. And then stamping upon the tight-clcnched hand of
the Apache as the quickest method of freeing Carmela’s bair,
the scout lifted her in his arms and leaped down into the
corral below.

The lerrified cattle were planging to and f{ro, wrought to
fury Ly the horrible admixture of sounds from above, and it
was not without actual peril that Bill crossed the corral and
scaled the fence of the smaller inclosure, from which, ns will
be remembered, all the sclected bulls had been freed to fur-
nish sport for the horgsemen. Lightly dropping the half-
senscless maiden into the—as he believed—place of safety,
Hurricane Bill leaped down and dashed back to the pavilion
to play his part in the last act of the tragedy. Just as he
was claumbering up the pavilion side, a begrimed and bloogd-
slained face was thrust close to his, and & hoarse voice ut-
tered
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“ Where is she ?—what bave you done with Carmela ?”

“In the small corral—go lonk after her—you’re wounded
and can’'t do muoeh fiohting”  promptly replied Huarricane,
vecognizing Don Blas Cuvillo in the questioner.,

The Mexiean ottered somethiing more, but what it was,
Hurrieane Bill never knew. It was at this moment that
Mustang Sain called np Tornado and dashed off in hot pur-
suit of the Apache who had fled with Isidora.

Hurricane recognized the signal and darted forward to see
what it meant. A single glance told him how affairs stcod,
and he instantly whistied for buck-skin, forgetting all else but
the peril into which his loved partner was rushing. Not
only from the four Indians whom he was™ chasing, but the
Apaches—those who had survived the furious struggle—were
all fleeing, mounting their horses in hot haste, pursued by
the victorious Mexicans. Hurricane saw that Mustang Sam
was riding direct toward the heart of Apacheria, the course
that would almost certainly be followed by the retreating
redskins.  And caught between two fires, the bold scout
could scarcely escupe capture or death, unless something
turned up in his favor.

“But they cain’t have it all thar own way—cuss 'em !
I'll tuke a hand in this little game, myself / Cuss that buck-
skin—whar is the critter " gritted Hurricane Bill, as he
leaped to the ground and dashed out upon the plain, still
sounding his shrifl summons. .

It was scarce a minute, though to the impatient scout it
appeared ten times that period, before the shrill whicker of
buck-skin was heard in reply, as the big horse came galloping
around the corral.  Emulating his master, bnck-skin had
been giving the Apache Mustangs a taste of his metal, and
sundry wet and bleeding spots upon his long body proved
that hie had not escaped scot-free.

Hurricane Bill leaped into the saddle, shouting to -the
Mcgicans to follow his lead. But he @& not wait (o see
whether they obeyed or not.  Giving buck-skin a touch of
the spurs, he darted, straight 8 an arrow, toward the clond
of dust which he knew hovered above Mustang Sam. Other
¢yes were riveted upon this same point, but Hurricane Bill
gave them little heed.  Mustang Sam was in  danger, and
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only one thing could prevent the tall plainsman from sharing
in that peril—death.

@ccasiooally touching up buck-skin with the spur, Hurri-
cane let the reins lie loose, both hands being occupied load-
ing his revolvers. Biting off the folded bit of paper so he
could pour the powder into the chamber, thus inaking a miss-
fire the next thing to impossible, he deftly plied the lever,
_ ramming each ball securely home. Then slipping the caps
upon the nipples, pressing each one down with the hammer,
in less than five minutes Hurricane Bill was ready for work.
And as he cast a keen glance around, he for the first time
realized what a task he had set himself.

Far aliead wus Mustang Sam, who had so dextrously res-
cuecd Isidora from the Apaches, but Tornado seemed to be
running with unusual heaviness, like one utterly exhuusted,
every moment losing ground. Behind him, and about as far
in front of Iurricane Bill, were scattered over a score of
Apache warriors, each one urging on his pony with voice
and heel, eager to secure the scalp of the “ big white brave.”
It was a novel scene ; this triple race.

IMurricane Bill knew from their actions that the Apaches
had just noticed him, and glancing back, he saw that the
Mexicans had entirely withdrawn from the pursuit, evidently
baving had their fill of fighting. That the Indians were also
aware of this fact, ITurricane now had ample proof. Half a
dozen of the hindmost braves allowed the speed of their ani-
mals to slacken, while they looked to their bows and arrows,
The blue of the scout’s eyes deepened to a steely glitter as he
quickly gathered np and knotted the long reins over buck-
skin's neck. But Le gave no evidence of backing out from
the trap that was being set for him. Mustang Sam was
ahead, and Hurricane Bill had resolved to join him, if mor-
tal man could. If necessary, he would have run the gaunt-
let of the entire Apache nation,

Silting firmly efct in the saddle, as though disdaining to
bend his proud head, the plaingsman urged buck-skin on over
the sandy waste with a low, encouraging cry, and nobly did
the yellow horse respond. The Apaches—six in number—
after many glances over their shoulders, suddenly wheeled,
dividing into two parties, the better to attack their bold en-
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emy. Yelling like perfect fiends, they charged down upon
the young plainsman, as though fearful lest the big borse
should rob them of their prey by turning in fliebt. But in
this, they were soon set at rest.  Hurricane Bill had not the
slightest intention of flight.

Crack—crack !  Almost together the two revolvers spoke,
one to the right, the other to the left of buck-skin’s bhead.
Their blow forcstalled, and with such telling effect, the
Apaches became flurried and discharged their arrows with an
unsteady aiin, only ouve of the four réaching its mark. Hur-
ricane Bill coolly snapped the shaft, leaving the barbed head
still sticking in his shoulder. And then, as he dashed abreast
the Indians, his revolvers spoke again. A moment later he
was speeding on after the main body, a low, taunting laugh
coming back to the two unhurt Apaches bebind, who scemed
stupefied by their easy defeat.

Hurricane Biil was now steadily gaining upon the Apaches,
as well as upon Mustang Sam., He knew that gallant Tor-
nado must hiave been injured, else, even while doubly laden,
he would have shown the swiftest of his pursuers a clean pair
of heels.

“ e means to go under a-kickin’,” muttered Hurricane
Bill, as he saw how steadily Mustang Sam was making for
the narrow pass in the range of hilis. “Ill be hot work,
but I reckin we kin pull off the odds.”

There was still time for bim to recharge the four cham-
bers he had emptied, and Hurricane hastily did so. Then,
With a wild yell, he plunged spurs rowel deep into buck-skin’s
8ides and dushed forward like a human thunderbolt.

The faithful revolvers vomited forth their leaden contents,
and then the big States hcrse dashed inwo the body of sav-
ages, knocking the diminutive ponies right and Jeft, just as
2 Newfoundland dog will scatter a lot of yelping puppies.

““Hurray | Mustang—sock it to ’em 1” yelled Hurricane, as
he reachied the narrow entrance, and disposed of oune of the’
tree savage borsemen who blocked up the way.

A ringing cheer replied, and a pistol-shot from within du-
Plicated the tall scoul’s performance. The cther Apache,
8¢cing the huge buck-skin rearing up as though shout 10
Crush hoth Lim and mwustarg to the ground, quickly ~11pped
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from his animal and darted out of danger. With a wild
laugh of exultation, Hurricane Bill plunged forward and the
next moment found bim beside Mustang Sam. -

“Whoo-oop!l I said I'd jine ye, pard, an’ T didn’t Jie”
laughed Hurricane Bill, as be wheeled buck-skin so as to
face the parrow cotrance. * But why dido’t ye run away
from ’em?  What's wrong wi’ the blackie ¥

“ Arrow—"feard he’s bad burt—but look out

“ Let ’em come—they’ll soon sicken of it,” coolly replied
Bill, cocking bis revolver. “ I could wbip a tribe hyar, my-
self, an’ wi’ you—Lthar ain’t red-skins enougb tbhis side o’ h—I
to faze us—not much ”

“ Then TI'll look to her—I dropped her under kiver, when
I turned,” added Mustang, leaping from Tornado’s back and
disappearing amid the bushes.

Iurricane Bill followed his example, so far as digmount-
ing was concerned, and then glided stealthily forward under
cover of the busties until he could peer out upon the level
plain. Ie saw the Apaches grouped beside the entrance,
jabbering together excitedly. From the few words the scout
could catch, he knew that the party was about equally di-
vided in opinion, a portion urging an immediate retreat, the
others wishing first to wipe out the three pale-faces.  @ue of
the party who had already been wounded several times, de-
clared that it was rank folly to think of attacking such big
medicine men in that place, where not more than two bLraves
could advance abreast. With their medicine guns which
never needed reloading, the pale braves could Kkill the Apa-
ches one after another as fast as they could advance.  There
was no othier way to reach them, except by the narrow pass.
Therefore he voted for n retreat. Tue Great Spirit was an-
gry with hig children, from some cause, and it wou.d be
more than folly to tempt nis displeasare further.

“I reckon i’s time to put in my vote I” chuckled luarri-
cane I3ill; ns he covered one of the Apaches.

Again the terrible weapons spoke, uneiringly.  And then,
with yells of dismay, the Apaches turned and fled in disorder,
thinking only of leaving the region that had been so fatal to
them, that day. b

“Take it cool, pard,” laughed Iurricane, as Mustang S

m
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dashed up to his side. * Thar’'s no hurry. The fun’s over
fer to-day, any how. Whoo-oop! tbis is like old times
ag'in !’

“ She said it was a ¢ pncket! but I reckon we'd better make

tracks from this, as thar a.ay be another trail hyar” muttered
Mustang Sam, with unusual pradence.
Hurricane chuckled. He could give a shrewd guess at

the cnuse of this sudden change in the usuaily reckless plains-
man.  Perhaps from sy mpatiy— guéen sube ?

Mustang now looked after Tornado. He found an arrow
sticking in the noble Dblack’s hind leg, which, while not se-
rious!y injuring the tendon, had almost prevented 1hat mem-
ber from being used. A steady hand and keen knife soon
removed the barh, and Tornado,ug if to express his relicf,
uttered a shrill whicker. Mounting, Mustang Sam rode back
a few yards and stooping lifted the form of Isidora Munez
in bis arms, then motioned for Hurricane Bill to lead the
way.

And thus they took up the Dback trail. Isidora was
strangely suhdued.  She lay confidingly in the strong arms
of the man who had dared so much to save hcr, though her
eyes sunk beneath the ardent light that filled his black eyes.

CHAPTER V.
A FRESH COMPLICATION.

THAT ride of over two hours—for the scouls were not
men (0 overiask their faithful brute companions when there
Was no absolute need of it; and bath Tornado «nd bnek-skin
had pim in a heavy day’s work—amply repaia Mosiang Sum
for the wounds he had received, and was one never forgoiten
in yfier life. Isidora was lying quietly in hig arms, one hand
Testing lighily upon his shoulder, the other clasped in his
broad, warm palm, her bead reposing upon the Mad Rider’s
—now ro subdued and tamed—Dbreast, while br long, fringed
lids sunk Lencath bis ardent gaze, a soft flush tinging her
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dent—a savage, uncivilized ;’ Isidora, * forward, unmaiden-
ly.” But in Mexico they manage these tbings differently. 1t
is a “Jand of fire "—and notbing is more inflammable than
the hearts of the Mexican women.  But there—I will attempt
no apology. 1 give Mustang Sam’s courtship just as it actu-
ally occurred, and as %e was satisfied, surely you need raise
no ohjections. |

“ Younder is the corral,” suddenly observed Hurricane Bill,
without turning his head until he felt assured the attention
of his companions was attracted, “an’ yonder come the
greasers, lickety split. Reckon you’d Dbetter let the young
lndy take a seat ahind me, pard ; ’pears like Tornado is a
little tired.”

‘“ Not yet, Billy, old boy,” laughed Mustang, bis voice filled
with a proud joy. * We've got a long trail afore us— her
an’ J—which won’t eend ontel one or both o’ us goes under,
an’ I reckon we cain’t begin it at a Detter time then now.
Isidora, little one, this is my pardner, the Dbest an’ truest
beart on tbe plains—you must love him a little, fer my
sake.”,

“ So—ho ! that's the way the cat jnmps, then! T knowed
it—I felt it in my bones !” laughed Hurricane ; but then, in
a quiet, serious tone, he added : * Little one, good luck, an’
God’s blessin’ go wi’ you. You couldn’t 4’ picked out a truer
or better man then the one as is now a-holdin’ you. He's
the same, come rain or shine. Ef you cain’t be happy wi’
han, then yon're in hard luck. An’ as Sum sais, you must
like me a little, oo, fer he an’ me is pardners—I mought say
brothers, we colton to each olber so. DBut thar—your folks
is a-comin’ up fast, an’ I won't say any more now.”

“ Not one word 'ho ut little one’s sister, e, Hurricane ¢’

“T reckon it'd sound betler said to the sister,” laughed
Huricane Bill, his cheek flushing.  “ Mebbe I'll ax little one
to put in a good word fer me thar, ef 1 think that’'s any
chinince—hello ! wbat’s the matter wi’ them ?  What 're they
yellin’ ¢

The party of horsemen whom the tall scout had first ob-
served as they rode rapidly toward the trio, from the corral,
were now within earshot, and were uttering loud crics, though
their words could not be distinguished as yet. A\ quick
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glance around dissipated the first thought, that an enemy had
suddenly put in an appearance, and not a little pugzled, the
two scouis rode on, until they were met by Don Munez and
bis son, who led the party of Mexicans.

“ My child—my davghter—where is she ?” gasped, rather
than cried, the old Spaniard, his fuce ashen white.

“ Here senor, sate and unhurt,” prompily replied Mustang.

“The Virgin be praised that she is saved! Bul Carmela
—where is she 7 added Don Munez.

Isidora uttered a litile cry of apprehension. The two
scouts interchanged rapid glances. Then Hurricane Bill re-
plied, though his voice trembled, despite his attempt at self-
coutrol.

“ Did you look in the corral? I put her thar out o’ the
way 0’ the fightin’, an’ then lit out to help Mustang hyur git
back the lady—which we did, as you sce.”

“We looked in every place—she is gone—Carmela, my
childl—my poor child I” huskily muttered Don Munez, while
Isidora and Luis added their lamentatious to bis,

“ Fhar must be seme mistake—the Injuns didn't kerry her
off, or I'd "0’ seed somethin’ o’ her. Thue hull kit tuck this
trail—but thar was only ker. Thar's some deviltry—whar's
the greaser that my psrd hyar rid down—the black one,
dres=cd like a monkey, I mean 77

“ He isn’t here—1 dbn’t—" muttered Don Munez, glancing
around upon his companions. * He must have fallen in the
fight. I haven’t scen him since.”

“Then he went under after T left the corral—but bev any
one ¢’ ye noticed his karkidge—nir ye sure he’s dead 7

The Mexicans one and all slowly shouk their heads. They
did not remember having seen Don Blas since the fight first
opened.  They were too busy with los Indies.

Hurricane Bill said no more, but touched buck-skin with
the spur and galloped swiftly to the corral.  Leaping from the
saddle upon the fence he entered the smaller corral—the one in
which he had left Carmels Munez. It was empty.  Quickly,
yet with a keen eye that allowed nothing 10 escape it, the
scout quartered the ground, examining every foot of the in-
closure. His discoveries were purely negative. There was
no sign of a struggle bhaving taken place, for, though the
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sandy soil was deeply cut up and scored Ly the hoofs of the
bulls the corral had recently contained, this would not lave
brevented Hurricane from reading signs made efterward. There
Was no blood traces—nothing to tell of atragedy haviug been
enacled. Carmela seemed 10 have vanished into empty air.

At length Hurricane Bill turned to the party, who had
been anxiously awaiting the result, being restrained by Mus-
tang Sam from interrupting the scout.

“ Now gentlemen, when you answer me a few questions,
then Il tell you what ’clusion I've 'rived at. Fust—who
among you knows tiis feller you eanlled Don Cavello ¢

“1 know this muclh,” said Don Murez. ¢ He, together
with four men—bhis vaqueros, be said——stopped for the night
at my house, five days since. Ie said he was a stranger in
these parts, that Lie was on an  expedition after a drove of
horses, which he intended driving to Santa Fe for a market.
As I had a few hundred head that T wished to dispose of, I
invited him—ans he appeared to be a gentleman—to make my
house his home until after our little festa, wken probably we
could come to terms.  That is all I know of Lim—but why
do you ask ?”

“Is any of his men hyar now ?”

“ No—none are here hut neighbors—perbaps they were all
8lain—" legitated Don Munez.

“ One was—or badly wounded,” eagerly interrupted a
Mcxican. “ He lies at the pavilion, yonder, in great agony,
braying for a priest that he may not die without absolution.”

“Now gentlemen,” quickly added Hurricane Bill, “ 'l tell
You what I think. Mind, I’ve no proof, but ’spicion p’ints
8trong that a-way,” and he told how he bad met Don Cavello,
the question and his answer, and that he had noticed the
Mcxican running teward the smaller corral, as he dashed out
to help Mustang Sam.  “ The lady is gone. Injuns didn’t
lu-r,y her off—but semedbody must 'a’ did it—fFer "Lain’t likely
She'd '’ ron away berself; even ef sbe could v’ got out o
Wat pen without help. 1 believe this man you call Don Cav-
ello les kerried her off 17

“ But it don’t scem— what reasons could he have ?”

“ Wait ontel we se¢ this wounded man o hisg'n. Il go
bard, put we’ll git the truth out ¢ him. Mind—you ain'y_
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ary one o’ you to interfere, no matter what I may say or do.
I'm workin’ fer the good o’ your daughter, old man, but I
won’t stand no foolin’.  The fust critter as throws as much
as a straw in my way, down goes his apple cart !”

“ Hyar's one to back ye, pard,” quietly uttered Mustang
Sam.

* No one will interfere—but make haste! Think what
she—my poor Carmela !—think what she must be suffering
now, if it be as you suspect,” groaned the almost distracted
futher,

“I do think, old man—I only wish T didn’t think so much,
fer we all need cl’ar brains now, ef we ever did afore,” said
Hurricane Bill, leading the way to the pavilion.

The wounded man was found lying with several others,
upon the blood-stained floor of the pavilion, groaning with
agony, a lance-thrust with several minor wounds marking his-
body. It was the second vaquero whom Mustang Sam had
overthrown in the contest of knife 7s. lasso. It was evident
that his race was well nigh ron, and Hurricane’s pride re-
volted from threatening a*dying man; but then, as he remem-
bered Carmela, he steeled his nerves. \

“ Look here, my man,” hesaid in the sufferer’s own tongue,
as he held a revolver before the Mexican’s eyes while he
cocked it significantly. “ Do you want to live long enough
to mutter a prayer, or would you rather be tied vp to tuis
post for me to split bullets on as I did with the kunife this
morning ?’

The wounded man averted his eyes with a shudder of ter-
ror. A Mexican who will face cold steel in an enemy’s hand
without flinching, will, in nine cases out of ten,show the
white feather at sight of a pistol. Ilurricane Bill bhad
counted the chances closely.

“ What have I—a dying man—done, scnor ?” gasped the
vaquero, huskily.

*“ Not so fast—I am to ask the questions and you are to
answer them, friend. But first, let me tell you what will be
the result if you refuse.  You know how I can shoot; very
well. I will have you tied up to a post, then I'll pick off
your fingers one by one. If this isn't enough, I'll break your
bones one by one with bullets—but there. You understand
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me. If you are reasonable, and speak plainly, not only will
we try to cure you up, but we'll send for a padre to give you
absolution—"

“1 will answer--will speak truthfully, no matter what
questions you ask,” eagerly muttered the wretch,

“ Do, and it will be the better for you. First, then—who
is this man—your master——whom they called Don Cavello

With a spasmodic effort the vaquero lifted his head and
cast a swift glance around. Then, with a gasp as of relief,
he uttered :

“ That was all a lie—Lhe is the man you know as Brack
Garcia !”

1Tad * the man in the moon ” suddenly dropped into their
midst, the little party could not have been more thoroughly
astonished,

BrLack GARrRciaA—the Joaquin Murieta of Mexico; only it
was Joaquin’s_blood-thirstiness without Joaquin’s occasional
gleam of chivalry, unredeemed hy Joaquin's fearless daring
and dashing gallantry. A cut-throat, a robber, a cattle-thief
—waoe betide the unlucky wight who fell into the hands of
the Black Mcxican. Death was certain——often preceded by
tortures the most diabolical.

“ Shet up!” sternly commanded Hurrricane Bill, adding,
“ What was he after, here? Why was he in disguise ?”

“ Jle swore he must have the Senorita Carmela for lis
bride. Ie meant to carry her off to the retreat—"

“ Where is this retreat ¥ Mind what I told you about ly-
ing 1"

“It's in the—the Lopo hills—any one can—ah

Tte wounded man ended with a hollow, gagping groan of
agony, and rolling over upon his face, vomited forth grest
gouts of blood. Then, a ¢onvulsive shudder, a spasmodic ac-
tion of the muscles. lle was dead.

But he had told enough. DBeyond all reasonable doult
Carmela had b2en carried off by the robber chief to . his
mountain retreat. There could be no other solution,

« Don’t take it so hard, old man,” said Mustang Sam to
Don Munez, who seemed utterly broken down by this new

Liow. “ We'll get your child back again, or go under in the
nitempt, won't we pard ?”

il
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“ Yes—though the trail leads to — and back ag’'in—I sw’ar
it!” gritted Hurricane Bill

“ Now, then—at once—we are losing time here—quick !
to horse I” cried Don Munez, springing up.

“Yon must let us run this maciine, old muan,” coolly re-
turned Muvustang. “ A man never made any thing yet by
going oft at half-cock. Both men and horses need rest—and
then there's your wounded and your women. They must be
taken care of. Pick out such men as you knew you cun de-
pend upon, in a tight pinch. The rest can take the hurt and
the women back to some place of safety. Then, after we
take a bLite, and give the liorses a litile grass and water, we
can take up the trail, even if it is dark. You know where
the Lopo hills are? Good! We can strike the trail then
instead of following it all the way. Besides, the night will
be dark—we’d have to wait until morning. Bo you see
there’ll be no time lost, after all”

“ You're right—though ’tis hard to remain idle even for a
moment, when we know my poor child is in sucb cruel
hands,” sighed the old man.

“ The rascal will not be apt to bother her until he gets
sife to his den; and be sure we'll not be far behiud him.
Indeed we may overtake the thief.”

Considerably cheered up, Don Munez and his son Luis set
to work selecting the men who were to accompany them on
the robber-chase. It was an eagy matter to make up the de-
sired number. Nearly every one of the Mexicans had
been, in a greater or less degree, sufferers from the band of
Black Gurcia, and all were eager to strike a return hlow,
when led by such men as the two scouts, whom they believed
invincible, after their performance of that day. The re-
mainder were dispatched with the women and the wounded
to Don Munez’s rancho, as being the nearest point of safety.

The two scouts sat aside from the remainder, silently eant-
ing some of the fragments left from the * banquet ” that had
been spread for the party at moon.,  This dispatched, know-
ing that Tornado and buck-skin were rapidly filling their
hides, the plainsmen filled their pipes, proving themsclves
true lovers of the “divine weed” by exhaling the soolbing,
fragrant vapor through their nostrils.
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“ Mustang, old pard,” suddenly observed HHurrieane Bill,
with a sidelong glance at his comrade. “Its bard lines on
me, your freczin’ to this little one—though I'm boun’ to say
you've struck it rich. She’s one o’ them kind ye read about,
she is ?  DBnat then, it knocks me cendways. You'll go git
spliced—then what?  Ske cain’t traipse the plains wi’ us
—nur she ain’t the kind o’ property most any feller'd keer
to leave ahind him. You'll settle down——that’s what’s the
matter. Then whar's my pard ?  Durned ef 1 ain’t up a
stump1”

“ You want me to give you a bit o’ advice "

“ Well, mebbe ’twouldu’t do no bLarm,” hesitated Iurri-
cane. _

“I's quick told. You jest hitch on to a gal an’ come
'long side o’ us. We kin start ¢ven, and then see which one
'l be gran’daddy fust.”

“ IV's easy fer you to talk, pard—gyou've got the dead opcen
an’ shet on it—you're stuck wi’ the gal, an’ she’s dead gone
ou you. DBut, honest Injun, now—how does it feel to be
that a-way, Mustang ?—you know what I mean,” added Hur-
ricane, coaxingly.

“ Well, pard, you kin ax the hardest guestions o’ any hu-
muan critter I know. How does it feel? Look hyar.
S’posin’ you was a b'ar, wi’ the tastes an’ feelin’s ¢’ a b'ar.
You come along an’ you find a gre't big holler bee-tree.
You climb up it, an’ Uar off the bark an’ rotten wood ontel
you can crawl inside.  Thar you find the honey, all cl’ar an’
pure, ag ¢f i’’'d bin strained.  You pitch in—the honey’s
mighty sweet—so’s love  Then your feet slip an’ you slide
keramack inte the tree-trunk o' honey. It's so thick you
don’t sink at once. It's so sweet you cain’t leave off ealin’ ir,
thongh, ull the time you're afcard o bein’ sucked in an’ did
fer.”

“ You ain’t afcard o’ gettin’ sucked in ?”

“ Not much—I was jist statin’ the rule,” Jaughed Mustang.

“ Then if a feller finds a gal who kin turn him cold or hot
all over in less'n a wink, jest by lookin’ at him—ef he feels
jest ’s though he’d like to lay down on the ground an’ let hier
use his karkidge fer a doormat; ef he feels jest like he’d Le
sutisfied to set still an’ look at ber ontel the sun tureed to a
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snowball—ef he fecls like 2 powder kag stirred up wi’a red-
hot poker whenever he secs any oither he-critter a-lookin’ at
her ; ef a feller hes all these symptums, to oncet, then—what
think ? Is he in love ¥”

“ You bet—hit hard, too!” promptly replied Mustang
Sam.

“I knowed it! Pard, I'm corraled—I've got my gruel
this time, sure |” solemnly uttered Hurricane Bill.

“You mean it, Billy? Then gi’ us your paw—I glory in
your spunk—I do so/ We're in the same box, a’ter all I”

Hurricane Bill sheepishly clasped the extended member,
He looked like a man attending his own funeral.

“ Yes—but it’s & crooked trail, a’ter all. Mebbe she could-
n’t sce it in my light—I reckon she’d laugh at me, ef she
knowed what a softy I be. ’'Tain’t likely a fine picce like
her 'd take a shine to a rough varmint like me—I ain’t cut
out fer a lady’s man—"

‘“ Cheese it, pard—a honest man’s a man, an’ youre huafe
a dozen rolled into one. DBut who is the gal ?”

“To1her one—little one's sister—1 thought you knowed.”

“ Hurray ! three to one—ef little one, you an’ me cain’t
corral her, then we're less a’count then I'll ever blieve. Jest
consider it scttled, Billy, boy—we’ll run that race yit—shore!
We'll soor: straighten the crooks out o the trail. We'll git
her back fust—"

“I'll do it or bu’st somethin’ I’ gritted Hurricane Bill.

And thus for a couple of bours or more the border broth-
ers conversed together, until Hurricane Bill felt nearly as
hopeful and light-hearted as Mustang Sam.

The sun had been hidden from sight for more than an
hour when word was passed Lo sa&dle,up and prepare for the
road, the animals having eaten and drank their fill. The
heaven was clear, the stars shining brightly, giving light suf-
ficient for the purpose of the party. They did not intend
following the trail. If the words of the dying robber could
be depended upon, Black Garcia would be found near the
Lopg hills. By pressing ‘on, they might reach there before
bim, when the rest would be easy.
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MARVELOUS LEGENDS,

CHAPTER VI.
THE ‘“ EVIL LAND.”

TaE Mcxicans are nothing if not superstitious. Though
Hurricave Bill and his comrade bhad long been aware of this
fact, it. was disagrecably presented to them before the night
wvas half gone.

When first settiog out frem the corral, the scouts bad
clogely questioned their allies concerning the position of the
Lopo hills, the distance and probable time it wounld occupy
in muking the journey. Somehow there seemed an extraor-
dinary difference between the two last.  Was the ground so
very difficult, then? Yes, it was difficult—very rough and
tangled. They must mmake a circuit of mapy iles—no one
could cross the Mal Puis and live.

“« The * Evil Land, eh ? interrupted Mustang Sam.
**What makes it 8o much worse than the rest of the country ?”

The answer came promptly, closely resembling a skirmish-
line firing at will, each shot clenching the one preceding it,
the whole forming a wild melange of the weird, ridiculous,
tragic and fantastic that one finds nowhere 1o greater perfec-
tion than in Mexico. DMarvelovs legends were narrated of
" still more marvelous adventures and escupes; and while speak-
ing the narrator’s voice grew more subdued, bis sallow cheek
pule, his great black eyes fill with a supcerstitious light as he
slancgl balf-fearfully over his shoulders like one who sees
other shadows than those of night alone.

Many & etout man had entered the “ Evil Land” either
through ignorance or through foolhardiness. A few had ¢m-
erged from it; but how ? As miserable, idiotic wretches o
whom death would be a blessed boon. The ruler of the Evil
Land had touched their Lrain with his scaring finger—had
Lreathed his baleful breath upon them, shriveling their mus-
cles, drying their brains, distorting their limbs, making old,
decrepit cripples out of tlie young, hale mun who, but a ‘day
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or a week before, had been the pride of his village, the light
of his mothet’s soul.

And of those who had never returned ? Al, the answcr
was «till easier.  They bad braved the spirit occupants of the
Evil Lind. They perished in their blindness.  How ¥ They
were sacrificed.  Their bones could still be scen.  Some
were f:stened with invisible chains to the rocks—thus they
had died.  And their despairing shricks for help only served
to frighten away those travelers whose hearts were stiong
enough to take them along the edge of the Evil Land. And
then, just at midniglt, the scattered bones were reunited, cachi
in its proper place, and, despite the groans and sobs of the
tortured spirits, the skeleton-band was forced to wait vpon
their masters—upon the demons of the Evil Land, who, for
one honr, held wild, usholy orgies and blasphemous carousals
in their natural temples of rock.

The true believers who are obliged to pass near this spot—
this BEvil Land—do so in fear and trembling, telling their
beads, muttering their prayers and nervously handling their
amulets and charms, to keep off the treacherous gnomes and
evil spirits who hover around his footsteps, greedily waiting
and watching for an unguarded moment in which they can
assail him.,  And then cunning and seductive Jures are cast
in his way, artfully chosen according to his temperament and
likinge. A woman, lovely as a dream, whose eyes, lips,
whose every movement and gesture speaks of love ; perchance
ghe appeals 10 his chivalry—she is a persceuted being, one
who has terrible, remorseless enemies, but whose triends have
all vanished-—unless he assists her, she is doomed. Others
Liave been tempted with a dazzling treasure—with heaps of
Lright, yellow gold and sparkling jewels of untold prige But
woe unlo those who hesitate for even one moment. He is
lost—forever lost |

And so the word ran round. No sooner did one voice
cease than another took it up. At first Hurricane ‘Bill and
Mustang Sam ouly laughed ; hut then they waXed impatient,
As Mark Twain bath it—it was growing monolonous.

“ Look bere,” at length cried Mustang Sam.  “ Don Munez,
you are a man of sense. What does all this mean? Are
your fellows trying to frighten us with tlicse cock-and-bulil
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b8 HURRICANE BILL

press him so hard that he won’t have time to put any devil’s
play into execution. There you have, it, short and ssweet.
You and your men can do just as you please. As for Bill
and I, we are going straight abead, Evil Land or not. If
your fears are stronger than your love for your child, you'll
turn back ; if not, you'll follow us,” coolly added Mustang
Sam.

“ Senor Musteno, because you rendered wmy daughter a ser-
vice, that gives you no right to insult me,” haughtily replied
the Mexican. Then adding, in a more even tone: *‘ My son
Luis and I will follow wherever you choose to lead. I was
speaking  for our friends, not for mysclf. I have been a
soldier 100 long to greally fear spirits, either gond or bad.”

“You hear, comrades,” quick.y said Mustang, turning to
the Mexicans,  “ We have decided to go on.  Let those who
are men follow—Ilet the cowards remain bebind.  You need
fear no evil spirits while with us.  Both my friend and my-
sclf are what the Indians call big medicine. Twill be a
powerful spirit that we can not quell.”

“ By a lead pill, through asteel tube I” muttered Hurricane.

Mustang Sam said no more, but rode on, after a moment’s
hesitation the Mexicans overcame their superstition enough
to follow ufter.  But their pale faces, their trembling limbs
and the nervous, fearful glances they cast around them, told
at what an exertion of will.

The “ Evil Land!” Truly the name was appropriate.
A wilder, wore gloomy and desolate spot could scarce be found
even in that land of extremes and startling contrasts.  Un-
der the broadest glare of the noonday sun this region had a
dismal, lonely, repellent look, that, beneuth the faint, uncer-
tain light of the twinkling stars was increased tenfold.

The tract was nearly thirty miles in width. What bhad
originally been a valley, lying between two ridges or sierras,
was now almost filled up to a level with the sierras, having
been, at no very distant era, the scene of a voleanic convul-
gion. Near the center of this tract was tbe crater, considera-
bly more than a thousand fect from edge to edge, and nearly
one-third that in depth at the center.

The cracked and seamed Java around had given growth to
a few stunted oak and mezquite trees. Prickly pear and
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weirdly shaped cacti abounded on every hand. Here and
there were scattered huge bloeks of lava, broken into shhange,
even siartling shapes. No wonder the superstitions Mcxi-
cans {requently started and muttered a prayer, as the night-
shadows played around these nmionstrosities of nature, for at
times they seemed just about to leap forward and seize upon
the daring morials who had ventured into their sacred do-
wains, And it was only the cool, undasunted demeanor of
the two scouts that preveuted them from turning to seck
safety in flight.

The edge of the crater was reached with considerable dif-
ficulty ; and them, pausing to breathe their animals, the men
glanced downward, all curious, sgome awed.

The seamed and cracked sides of the vast basin were
thickly covered with a stunted growth of dwarf oak, mez-
quite and cocoa trees.  Far below could be seen a small Jake
or pond, i:s inky surface rcflecting the stars above. Thbe
shrill eroakings of frogs were mingled with the indistinct
bum and bhuzz of many insects.

“ Ay de mi! what is that ¥’ suddenly gasped one of the
Mexicans, poiniing downward. i

There was semet/ang gliding along the side of the basin,
rapidly approaching the party, without even so much as a
rustle as it pussed tbrough the shrubbery. Then it paused
and a low, wailing cry arose upon the night air—a cry that
seemed mournful and plaintive, yet with a cadence threaten-
ing, fear-inspiring.

The Mexicans, giving free vent to their superstition, fell
to praying and calling upon the saints to preserve them from
the evil ¢pirits; but not so the two plamsmen. They had
heards imilar sounds befcre, and, with native recklessness, they
laughed loudly at the terror of their companions.

“ Skecred at a chougar 1” Juughed Mustang Sam.

“ Stiddy, old boy—stiddy, buck-skin I” muttered Hurricane
Bill, as lie flung forward his rifle muzzle.

The beast was crouching for its leap. But the scout’s hand
‘and cye were too quick, despite the gloom that quite hid the
double sights. At the sharp, peculiar report, the air was
rent by a furtous scream, and the cougar shot thiough the
air, falling in & heap beneath the horse’s feet, tearivg and
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biting the ground in its death agony, but beyond all power
of doine harm,

Scveral of the terrified Mexicans were flung to the grouad
by their alurmed animals, where they cowered, still muttering
their prayers.  Hurricane Bill snorted with disgust :

“ The or'nuriest set o’ cowards 1 ever see’d I”

“You won’t say that, senor, when thcse men are con-
fronted with Black Garcin’s gang,” shortly replied Don
Munez.

“ Hope not.  Ef T Lhev cause—ef they kerry on then, like
they do now, devil grill me alive ef 1 dou’t waste a load o’
lead oo ev'ry pesky varmint o’ them—so thar I” gritted the
iraie scoat,

A few sharp words from Don Muneg partially assured the
Mexicans that the danger was past, but not even his direc-
tions, sensoned 18 they were with sundry hot oaths, could in-
duee them to separate in pursuit of their mustangs, which
had galloped away, alarmed by the well-known scream of
the cougar.  And the scouts were forced to secure the ani-
mals tnemselves, which they finally effected, with some little
dificulty.  The adventure hid not served to strengthen their
confidence in thleir allies.

“We'd better light out an’ let these or'nary imps slide-—
they’ll do more damidge than good,” uttered durricane 13ill,
disgustedly, as the party left the crater behind thewm, riding
ag rapidly as possible under the circumstances. “ A jack-
rabbit 'd whip out the hull kitl”

“They kin stop a bullet as well as a white man, pard,”
was the quiet reply.  “ But they'll do better when they git
face to fuce with thar own kind  They made a pretty ta'r
show wi’ the red-skius, when they once got started.”

Thus the Jong night wore away. It was slow, difficult
traveling, but the party did not care to halt in such an unin-
vit'ng spot, where thiere was no water for themselves or ani-
mals, and  kept steadily on.  The journey consunied tnore
time than they had expected, however, and the sun was two
hours high before they fairly passed the boundary of the
Evil Land. Then they halted beside a small, sparkling ar-
royo, and kindling a fire, hastily cooked some jerked eat,
while the horses greedily cropped the rich grass.
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Hurricane Bill could not rest contented, and scaled one of
the highest points around, taking a close and careful scrutiny
of the surrounding country. For some time he made no mo-
tion of discovery ; but then, swinging his hat above his head,
he came racing down the hill; caliing aloud for them to sad-
dle up in & hurry.

“They’re over thar—four on ’em—ridin’ along like they
wasn’l in a hurry.  Quick—mebbe we kin overtake ’em be-
fore they hole, ef we're lively,” he epluttered, greatly excited,
as he flung the saddle across old buck-skin.

Five minutes I1fier they were crossing the ridge. And a
low, glad cry broke frowm the lips of nearly all, us they also
disiinguished the slow moving dots.

Then with deadly eagerness they pressed forward.

CHAPTER VII.
BLACK GARCIA UNMASKS.

FroMm the first appearance of Hurricane Bill and Mustang
S.m, that day had Dbecn any thing but a pleasant one for
the gallant Don Blas Cavello, or rather Black Garcia, the
mountain outlaw.  And he had anticipated so much from it,
that the awaking wus doubly disappointing.

Good looking, if not pesitively handseme, when his evil
passions lay dormant, well-formed, with a smooth, insinuating
address and almost inordinate vanity, he believed this day
would complete the conquest of the fair Carmela’s heart——
complete, for he beliecved he had already won the maiden’s
good graces. A skillful, graceful rider, an expert in all the
patioual games, he was confident of proving a victor in :nost,
if pot all of the trials.  And then, after displaying the gruace
of his person at the fandango with which the fenst was
meant to terminate, he intended proposing.  After all tlis,
Carmela could not reject him.  And, though not usually
given to counting the codt, Black Garcia would rather Lave

Don Munez and Luis as friends than enemies. Bul he was
\
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—like many another unlucky wight——fated to experience the
truth of the adage—* The Lest laid plans of men and mice
gang aft agley.”

He was beaten at every point by Mustang Sam, and finally
humiliated—literally crushed to earths—caused to flce like a
very craven before the bright eyes of the maiden whom he
had so surely counted upon winning. And he had noticed
the evident interest of Carmela in the dashing American, had
intercepted the half-fearful glances of adiniration that Hurri-
cane Bill could not control. It wag a bitter pill for him to
have swallowed, and as he did not lack courage—as he after-
ward proved—there would probably have been a tragely Lo
mark the feast day, even had not the Apaches put in an ap-
pearance.

He fought desperately, carving hisname in letters of blaod
upon the bodies of the Indiuns. He saw the rescue of Car-
mela, and then, his heart boiling over with hatred and
jealousy, he cut his way through the melee, and saw Hurri-
cane Bill returning after having placed Carmela in—as he
believed—a place of safety. In that moment a bold plan
entercd his mind, and he lost not a moment in carrying it
out.

Dashing across the corral he saw Carmela there bhalf insen-

sible, balf-stupefied by the horrible scene in which she had

been a helpless actor.  She did not appear to notice Garcia
as he passed by, and out at the bars. Here he caught up a
lagso from the pile upon the ground, and speedily secured one
of the mustangs that pranced around, terrified, yet loth to
lcuve the spot.  While thus engaged, Black Garcia uttered
several shrill, peculiar whistles. It was a signal well known
to liis men, and as he heard it answered, all doubt of succe:s
left the Mexican’s mind.

astily lowering the top bar, he leaped over and caught
Curmela up in his arms, promptly stifling her faint scream
with his broad palm.  The yells and confusion still told of
a ficrce struggle buyond—the cry of Carmela had not been
heard. And with a hoarse laugh, the bandit spurred his
horse to the leap. For a moment his heart fairly stood still
as he saw two men rushing toward him—Dbut then he receg
nized Juan and Oroclie, his trusty wmen.

~
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“ Quick—get yourselves horses and follow me,”’ he cried,
as he dashed away, adding, in a monotone: “ If those fools
only keep np their fun for five more minutes—until I can
pass the long sand-hill yondcr, 1l will be well. Bdfore they
can guess the truth, I'll be far on my way to the hills—anad
once with my bold Jads, let wio will follow my trail, I care
not! Less will come back—if any /”” and again the mountain
outlaw laughed.

He did succeed in gaining cover behind the long ridges of
sand, both he and his two men, before the Apaches began
their retreat. Fortune was smiling upon him at last!

For hours the three horsemen continued their flight at a
steady, rapid pace. All this time Carmela had not spoken a
word, had scarce made a voluntary motion. She lay like a
drooping lily in the bandit's stout arms, her head pillowed
upon his breast, his hot breath playing over her colorless
cheek. She seemed in a stupor, though her eyes were half
uuclosed. ]

“ So much the better,” muttered Black Garcia. * It saves
trouble and mayhap some hard feelings. I don’t feel in the
humor for soothing even Zer. Those cursed heretics—may
Satan provide them both with close quarters this day! To
think that I—17, Black Garcia, king of the desert, should bave
been so humbled by two beggarly Americans ! DBuat twas not
done fairly—the devil himself aided them—they must have
carried some charm that enabled them to stand before better
men.  And I—Ulind fool that I am!—forgot that I had
broken my promise to San Tgnacio. Only that ke wag cffend-
ed, I could have laughcd their charms to scorn, But 1 will
double the offering—1I swear it by my patron saint !—and
when negtt we meet, the talles will be turned.”

Until long after sunset the outlaw rode on without halting.
ITe did not enter the Mal Pais—he dare not. Like all of his
coantrymen, supers‘ition held a firm place in Lis mind ; w ben-
ever he glanced towurd the region of evil repnte, he muttered
a prayer or called upon his patron saint. Nor were his men
any bolder. To judge from their muttered words, the trio,
werc saints—not an oath passed their lips; prayers took thcir
place. i

At loagth the party drew rein beside a small spring, where
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there was grass sufficient for their jaded animals. The men
lighted their husk cigaros. Food they had none. Carmela
still seemed unconscious of her perilous situation. She seemed
like one dazed, stnnned, only half alive. The terror, tie
sivht of her friends falling benesth the hatchets and knives
of the terrible Ap .ches, the near approach of death to hers: If
had numbed 1he faculiies of her mind. She lay down upnon
the blanket that Black Gareia gpread for her, and in a few
moments more was soundly sleeping, It was just what she
needed.  When she awoke, it would be with a clear and un-
cleuded brain,

Black Garcia did not sleep. Ile was too busy thinking
over the events of the past day.  His thoughts were Ditler
envugh.  Ile could not forget how signally he had been de-
feated, how deeply his honor—such was his thonght—had
been outraged by the insolent Americans.  And, too, though
he did not repent his action in abducting Carmela, he knew
that it wonld make trouble for him. Don Muncz was the
most influential man for scores of miles around, looked up to
and honored by all his neighbors.  lle was hrave, too; and
energetic.  Ile would not rest quietly under such a blow.
He would soon be upon the outlaw’s heels.  While he lived,
there would be no safety for Black Garcia,

Wrought up by these reflcctions, the bandit aroused his
men and had the animals prepared for the road. Then he
touched Carmela, who aroused with a little cry of alarm,

“ You have nothing to fear—you are with friends, lady. I
regret that your repose should be disturbed, but I fear there
are en:mies upon our trail, and we mnst seck safety in flight,”
qQuictly spoke the Mexican.

“ My fatiier—Luis—where are they ? faltered Carmela

“ Do you not remember?  Think—try and reeall what hag
happenced]” 8 ftly breathed the outlaw; in a tone of seeming
sympathy.

“Tue Indians—I remember—I remember now I” gagped
Carmela, in a strained voice.  *“ But tell me—no—it can not
be I”

“ What can not be ¢

“ That they are—no, they are not dead—you are {rying tv
deccive me!” cricd Carmela, shrinking back,
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“You wrong me, lady—but you will do me justice when
you are calmer. You will see then that I am your true
fricnd —your only friend now,” quietly added Black Garcia.
“But come—there is danger in remaining here.  Tihe Apa-
ches are close upon our trail.  We must ride hard if we
would estape capiure—and you can guess what that would
be to y(_.(l.”

Carmela no longer resisted.  The words of the man who
called hin.self her friend, hinted that her father, brother and
gister bad beeu killed. At that moment she could think of
nothing else. And she offercd no resistance when Black
Garcia lifted her before him and rode off through the night.

Had he becen content to let well enough alone, it is possi-
ble that Carntela might have believed all, and he would have
had no trouble with her until his retreat was gained.  DBut
Black Garcia really loved her—as trnly as a brute like him
could love—with a hlind, unreasoning passion ; and he wished
to remove the memory of his diserice, if possible.  And so
e told her of the marvelous deeds he had performed, of the
many Apaches who had fallen bencath his prowess as he
charged them siugle-handed to rescue her from their ruihiless
gresp.  But he overdid the matter.  The maiden’s mind was
busy. She began to recollect some of the past events, and
then, like a revelation of light, the truth flashed upon her.

“You are spexking falsely—you did not save me—'twas
he—the noble American—vaie saved my life—not you!” sud-
denly exclaimed Carmela, raising Lier head.

Black Garcia wus taken all aback. e attempted to stam-
mer a denial, but she quickly intcrrupted him.

“ Stop—do not sixin your coul with more lics.  Yon bade
me remember—I do. 1 romember that ke saved mie, when
“the keife of a territle Indinn was at my beart, T remember
that he ook me to the corral, and placed me in safety. 1
rcmember that you eame—ihat” you earricd me awany «n hoise-
buck  And [ believe that you spoke falsely when you made
we think that my fiiends were all murdered

“These wre hard words” beean the mountain outlaw.,

* But 1rue—1 feel that they are true !

“ Well, supposing they are true—what then 2’ mngrily.
“ Your are¢ here in my power—I can do whatever I

®
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choose with you. If you are wise, you will not provoke me
too far.”

There was something in tbhe man’s tone that filled Carmela
with a vague, sickening fear. She shrunk from him, ahd
had it not been for his tightening grasp, she would have
leaped to the ground.

“ Let me go—you frighten me I” she gasped, breathlessly.

“ So—you chliange your tune very suddenly,” laughed Black
Garcia. * And yet I would be your best friend, it you would
only permit.  Men call me cruel and beartless, but you shall
never have cause to do so, if you do not treat me too crucl-
ly. You sball be as rich and honored as any queen—you
ghall waut for nothing that love or gold can give you—-"

“ What do you mean ¥ faltered Carmela.

“Well, I don’t know as there is any use in wearing the
mask any longer.  You must soon find out the truth, any-
how. To you I have been Don Blas Cavello—in the future
you muet know me as Black Garcia.”

A cry of terror broke from the maiden’s lips, and she
sought to free herself. DBut in vain, Garcia held ber firmly.

“ Buh! why do you act like a child? It can do you no
good, aud may work us both harm, for this is not the safest
of trails. A single slip here would be death, and though I
loved life before, I have double cause for loving it now.”

Carmela did not cease her struggles, until Black Garcia,
his temper fully aroused, angrily said :

“You must act more sensibly, or, in self-defense, I sbhall
have to bind you, hend and foot. 1 didn’t want to treat
you harshly, for I love you dearly, but I will, unlcss you are
quiet,  You have sense enough to see that it can do you no
good. Then why act so? Why not submit gracefully, since
there is no help?  You are in my power—nothing can take
you from me. Your happiness or misery rests with your-
sclf.  If you arc sensible, all will be well. 1 will make you
a good and faithful hushand. If you are obstinate and self-
willed, then I must tame you. But this you must under-
stand.  You are to become my wife—you can not avoid that.
It is your fate. If you insist, I will give you time to decide
—a week or even two weeks., During that peried, you will
be treated with all possible respecct—your cvery wish grati-

o
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fied. That is, all exeept giving you your freedom. Time
for that after the honeymoon.”

“I will die first !” proudly exclaimed the muaiden.

‘1 have heard others say the suluc—yct they lived” long
afterward ; yes, aud were happy and contented, too.  So
will it be with you, You may not love me now—you may
even hate me; it would be only natural that you should, af-
ter my plain spcech.  But I will make you love me. You
are so dear to my beart that you can not help it. A man
can make any woman love him, provided he loves her truly
But there—I have said enough for once. I will give you a
chance to think it over. Only remember. If you are not
quiet, until we reach your future home, for your sake I must
bind yon. Please do not force me to be so rude.”

Carmela made no reply. She knew that it vmu]d Le
worse than useless. She wus in his power,avd (o ammpt 1e-
gistance premattrely, would be folly.  So she rode on, quictly
enougy, culwardly ; but ob! what a tumult was within'!

In silence, save for the sound-of their horses’ hoofs coming
in sharp contact with the rocks that thlcl\ly bestrewed tiie
way, the little cavalcade moved on through the night, thiough
the deep gloom that betokened the near approach of the
day god, through the somber gray light that gradually grew
less heavy, changing to a golden bue, until the cresis of the
rugged hills beyond were bathed in the first rays of the new-
born day's sun.

Bluck Garcia was not entircly at his ease. There was
something in the expression of the pale face that rested in
the hollow of his arm which he did not like. He began to
Lelieve that all would not be as plain sailing as he hnd at
first thought.  This was the face of an obstipate woman—
of one who weuld not be easily driven against ber will
But then he reflected :

« Buh ] what matter? A short time more and we will
be safe with my brave men—and once there, not a thousand
encmies could rob me of her. There will be only her will
to Dbreak, her batred to conquer—and surely I am man
cnough for that! In one week she will become reconciled ;
in two weeks contented—and in a month from now she will
adore me aud believe me a very god I”?
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me at the mouth of the pass. We will teach these dogs that
it is dangerous work to press the tiger to bay. Go—quick ”

Oroche obeyed without a word. Jvan looked as though
he would have liked to share the mission, as he glanced back
and saw the pursuers dashing recklessly over the rough
ground, but he dared not say as much. DBlack Garcia had
little mercy for cowards, when in his own band,

Carmela gave veut to a little cry of delight, as she realized
the truth—1that friends were in sight and working hard to
rescue her.  Black Garcia laughed, bitterly, sneeringly :

“ You are overjoyed—instead, you ought to weep,” he said,
coldly. *“ There are your friends—all that the Apaches left
alive. They are fools—blind, vnreasoning fools, else they
wonld have remained at home, giving thanks for their escape.
Instead, they come here, following me. But they rush on
death. Look your last upon them. In half an hour more
they will vanish from your sight forever. In an hour, not
one of them all will be alive. Take your last look, I say.”

“ They will rescne me—I can recognize the bold Ameri-
cans,” murmured Carmela, a bright light shining in her eyes.

“This is a double trail.  To us it means life and happi-
ness. To them it menns death and annihilation.  See yon-
der I” and the outlaw uplifted his finger, with a mocking
laugh., “ That black speck—and there are rmore—dozens of
them! Do you know what they mean? They are vuliures,
They know that a feast will shortly be prepared for them.
I will be their provider.  And they will whet their beaks on
the bones of your father, your brother—and your insolent
heretic lover 17

Carmecla shuddered and turned faint at heart.
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CIIAPTER VIII.
SPRINGING THE TRAP,

Brack Garcia laughed shrilly as he glanced back, so con-
fident did he seem of complete success and victory, There
was a devilish glitter in his black eyes, his White teeth shone
from beneath the heavy mustache; exultation was written
on every feature as he tossed back tbe long, jetty hair that
had fallen over his face, and once more gave his attention Lo
guiding the mustang along the rough, difficult trail. And,
despite the knowledge that friends were within sight, strain-
ing every nerve to reach and rescue her, the words and de-
nmeanor of the mountain outlaw were like a cruel weight
upon the maiden’s heart. As his exultation rose, so her hope
sunk.

“Juan,” suddenly cried Black Garcia, addressing the sec-
ond zaquero, ‘* Juan, as soon as we pass the point yonder, do
you ride at full speed. See that the men are all ready. But
don’t let them pnss the mouth. There is where we'll set the
trap for these blind fools behind ue.  Remcember—and go
now—they can’t see you.”

Juan freely used bis spurs and dashed away over the
Lroken trail with & speed and adroitness that bespoke the
really skillful rock-rider. Black Gurcia proceeded more leis-
urely, turning 1o catch one more glitmpse of the pursuers, be-
fore turning the sharp angle that would hide them from
view.

Then he, too, plied the spurs, though he knew that bhe
would have an abundance of time for arranging his trap,
though, as the crow flies, the party led by Hurricaune Bill and
*Mostang Sum was not more than a third of a mile distant.
But intervening was a broad, deep crevasse. The horse did
not live that could leap it. The only way was to make a
detour. By turning to the right, half an hour would suflice
to regain the broken route ; if the other, those taking it would
be thrice that period of time.
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The doubly laden mustang was dashing rapidly along a nar-
row pass, dark, gloomy, oppresgive, despite the bright sun
that filled the heavens. It was only at broad noon-day that
the golden rays ever lighted up the bottom of the pass, and
then only for a couple of hours.

The pags was some forty feet wide, at the base, but fully
two thirds of this space was occupicd by bowlders, large and
small, through or over which scarce a footman could have
wound his way, unless at a snail’s pace. These bowlders bad
evidently fallen from tbe cliff above, at different times, and
such was the quantily it seemed strange the pass was not en-
tirely blocked up. So it would have been, but for the band
of man. This pass led to tbe stronghbold of Black Garcia
and his band of mountain outlaws.

For fifty fcet the sides of the pass rose without a break,
save here and there a few rough projections or points by
which a strong, active man might possibly reach theshelf above.
This shelf or ledge was some three yards in width, and from
below, appeared entirely choked up with fragments of rocks.
Yet behind those, an army might have found cover; that is
an army such as one expects in the desert. Above this ledge,
at shorter intervals, were two more, presenting the same ap-
pearance. In tbe bands of fifty stout-hearted, resolute men,
this pass could be held against ten thousand enemies.

Ten minutes carried Black Garcia and his captive through
the pass, and he saw his men gathered around the mouth,’
armed to the tecth, though afoot. A peremptory gesture and
sharp word checked the cheer they seemed on tbe point of
giving, and then the outlaw chief quickly gave his commands.

“Oroche, to you I leave the urrungements. Divide the
men and station them on both sides of the pass. You necd
not go far down—tlere’s not much more than a dozen of
them in all. But remember—not one must escape. Every
man must be killed or taken prisoner. If a single one' es-
capes it will be to spread the story over the whole country,
and then we would have to scatter and scek some other re-
trea, if not disband for good.  Go now—orstay,” he sudden-
ly added, us though struck with a second thought. *You-
six—" and he called the chosen men by n:me, * will station
yourselves at the Darrow pass beyond here. It is barely pos-

316 3
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gible that some of the rascals may break through, and if they
once get among the defiles yonder, would give us trouble to
find them. Remember, any who come through here, are en-
emies, and I look to you to give a good account of them. Go
now. I'll be with you in time for the fun.”

Carmela, half senseless, had listened to the words of the
bandit chief with a heart full of dread. She bad sense
enongh to see that a deadly trap was being laid for her
friends, from which escape seemed impossible. Yet she
could do nothing—nothing but wait and pray.

Black Garcia rode along, passing A narrow rock bridge
upon each side of Wwhich yawned a deep, gloomy pit, their
sides rough, jugged, a fall down which could be nothing less
than death. This was the place where Black Gareia had
dirccted the six bandits to lie in wait for stragglers.

A short distance further, then Black Garcia dismounted.
As her fect tonched the ground, Carmela would have fallen,
only for the outlaw’s supporting arm. The long ride had
benumbed her limbs.  With a short laugh, be lifted her and
strode forward, pressing through a dense clump of bushes
that apparently grew close to the face of a high cliff. A!l
was darkness the most intense as the leafy screen closed be-
bind them, but the bandit strode on with the firm step of one
who thoroughly knew the ground. They were within a cav-
ern of some sort, as Carinela knew from the peculiar echo
that came from the bandit's spurred boots.

Black Gurcia stood still, uttering a sharp, prolonged whistle.
In a few moments a dim, star-like point of light appeared
before them, and advancing slowly, the outlaw met the bearer
of the torch, an old woman. She held the torch downward,
and revealed a narrow plank that evidently crossed snme
abyss. Blick Garcin crossed with a steady foot, though the
elustic bridge swayed beneath the weight, and Cuarmela grew
dizzy as she glanced down into the blackness. The depih
she could only surmise. No morlal vision could reach the
bottom by that faint light. '

The old woman led on in obedience to a fcw muttered
words, and then paused, holding the light above her bhead.
They stood within a small apartment that seemed cut out of
the solid rock by the hand of man. It was fitted up in a
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style fairly luxurious, considering the circumstances. A car-
pet was upon the stone floor. A low pallet was in one cor-
ner, covered with white linen and embroidered blankets.
Vaurious articles of clotlhing hung along  the wall, together
with a guitar and mandolin.  All this was revealed as the
old woman touched the toich-to a brightly polished silver
lamp that was suspended from the ceiling.

As Bl ck Guarcia deposited Carmela upon the pallet, he
cast an approving glance around, and then turned with evi-
dent satisfaction to note the manner in which his captive re-
garded her new quarters. But Carmela said nothing. She
lay motionless upon the pallet, more like a dying person than
aught else. And as he noted her pallid, baggard features,
the heart of Black Garcia smote him painfully. DBut 'twas
ounly for a moment. He turned and gave a few hurried
directiens to the old woman, bidding her treat the lady as her
future mistress, and then, after a lingering glance at the pale
features of Carmela, he retraced his steps to help his men de-
fend the pass,

Only pausing to renew his instructions to the six men who
guarded the stope bridge, Black Garcia strode on, snd mak-
ing use of some rude steps hacked in the rock, mounted to
the fi;st ledge, where he found that Oroche, his lieutenant,
had faithfully followed his directions. And then they waited
for the coming of their intended victlims,

A cry of exultation broke from the pursuers as they first
caught sight of the three horses and their burdens. Though
at a considerable distance, they could still see that one ani-
mal bore a double load, and the light drapery that could only
be worn by a woman was proof positive that the object of
their long, arduous ride was at length fairly before them. A
brief dush—so0 they all believed—would suffice.

Mustang Sawm, by virtue of '!‘orllu(lg, led the way: close
behind him came Hurricane Bill upon old buck-skin, who
proved himself nearly as good a rock-climber as the black
stullion. And as they rapidly neared the fugitives, the scouls
looked to their weapons,

Tornado paused abruptly, with a peculiar snort. He stood
upon the very brink of a canon huadreds of fcet in depth,

)
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while the further side was nearly forty feet from where the
black stallion stood. And then the fugitives vanished from
sight. The pursuers interchanged glances. The fates seemed
working against- them.  While they were endeavoring to sur-
mount this barrier, the outlaw might escape them, after all.
The hard rocks rctained scant truces of even a borse’s passage.
Black Garcia doubtless knew this region thoroughly. If he
was too far away from his stronghold, be could easily hide
in some of the thousand and one snug coverts around. And
knowing this, a groan of bitter rage and anguish broke from
the lips of Don Munez.

“The devil couldn’t leap it I” muttered Hurricane Bill.

“Not hyar,” replied Mustang Sam, promptly enough.
‘“ But thar may be otber places whar we kin cross.”

“ But %e'll git off while we're lookin’ fer it.”

“ Not much! Here—let the best lusso thrower stand
forth,” he added, addressing the Mexicans in Spanish.
“ Knot one riata to another. The rest of you separate and
ride up and down the edge of the canon, looking for a
place where we can cross or leap our horses over. Work
lively—and when you find it, fire a single shot. That will
tell the other party wlere to go.”

He was oheyed without a word. Then Mustang Sam turned
to the Mexican who had remained with hin.

“ Can you rope yonder big bowlder ?” he said, indicating
a rock that lay upon the other side of the canon, several
yards from the edge of the abyss.

“ Si senor,” was the prompt rcply, as the Mexican care-
fully gathered up the double lariat, and then made the cast.

Ile did not bLelie his skill. The noose seitled fairly over
the bowlder, and a dextrous twitch secured it firmly. Then
he spurred back his mustang until the taut rope nearly flung
. them both to the ground.

“ That will do,” said Mustang Sam, dismounting. * You
can go now. Take my horse and follow one of the parties,
teil them that I've gone to follow the woman-thief, and that
I will Iny a plain trail for them. Let them follow it until
they overtake me, or hear from me, in some way.”

The Mexican rode rapidly away, leading the unwilling
Tornudc, wko did vot reliskr this being taken from his be-
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loved master. Mustang Sam psssed the stout riata around
a buge bowlder and knotted it firmly. Then, with the aid
of a stout stick, he twisted up the slack until the lasso was
as slraight and stiff as a bar of iron.  Grasping the rope, the
scout boldly swung over the chasm, crossing, hand over hand
with the speed and ense of a professional gymnast. In ten
seconds be was standing upon the furtber side of the canon.

RReacbing the point where Black Garcia had disappeared
from sight, Mustang Saem rapidly picked up the trail, at the
same time leaving plain indications for his comrades, in the
crushed and broken twigs of the bushes, or by kicking up a
portion of the sundy soil that lay in scattered patches between
the rocks. '

But he was not forced to do this long. The trail entered
the narrow pass, and after llarking the entrance plainly,
Mustang Sam glided on rapidly, not more than ten minutes
in the rear of Black Garcia.

‘The scout abruptly paused and then sunk down behind a
ragged bowlder. The enemy ;was in view. He could dis-
tinguish a number of human beings scaling the almost per-
pendicular walls of the pass. They were Black Gurcin’s mer,
going into ambush. Not dreaming of any such plan as the
scout had put into cperation, they believed themselves safe
from observation for at least another half-hour, and so paid
litile attention to what was going on in the pass beyond.

“ So—le’s holed at last!” muttered Mustang. ¢ Mcans
fight, too. A pesky mean place—but thar's open ground be-
yond. A quick dash ’ll do it. Once we git thar, we'll hev
them in a trap. They cain’t get down onless we let 'em,
which T don’t reckon we will—faster 'n we kin pick ’em off
th our six-shooters.”

Satisfied at length that he bad learned all be could without
danger of discovery, the plaineman adroitly retreated, keep-
ing well covered until out ot sight of the ambushed outlaws,
While thus engaged he heard the report of a gun, and knew
tL.at a crossing had been found at last.

He had not gone far beyond the entrance of the pass,
when be caught sight of his comrades, and quickly signaled
them. Hig gestures were understood, and the party came up
rapidly. Mustang Sam had determived what te say, and did
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say it, simply and forcibly. He told them that the outlaws
were in a strong posilion, and any hesitation upon their part
would be almost certain destruction.  Their best plan was to
make a sudden dash and reach the open ground beyond the
pass, This once gained, they bheld the result in thicir own
hands.

There was no need for further speech. The Mexicuns,
with one voice, declared that they would ,follow Mustang
Sam to the death. And be, though a little doubtful whether
their courage would be proof against the test of fire, knew
that it was best to strike while the iron was hot, without giv-
ing their fervor time to cool

“ Be sure an’ keep close at my heels, pard,” he hastily
muttered to Hurricane Bill, as they rode toward the pass that
was destined to be the scene ofVa tragedy. “Don't stop to
burn powder ontel we’re in open ground. Them cusses hev
got piles o’ dornicks ready to roll down a-top o’ us, an’ we
cain’t a’ford to lose Tornado or buck-skin. You won't fer-
git ??

Hurricane Bill replied by a look; but no more words
passed between the friends. Tbey were now within the
pass, and a few moments more would bring them to the end.
Mustang Sam, who had assumed the command, a8 it were,
rode slowly along. He bud marked well the ambush and
could tell at just what point actual danger cdmmenced. He
felt confident that the outlaws would not open fire until their
prey was almost directly beneath them, for fear those left by
the first volley might seck safety in flight. The two scouts
rode along quietly, as* though fully at easse, but, despite lis
directions, Mustang Sam could see the Mexicaus casting anx-
ious glances at the ledee ubove and before them.  They pos-
gessed little of the peculiar cournve such an advance requitcd.
And Mustang knew that he must make the dash specdily, if
at all.

With a shrill, piercing yell, he gave Tornado loose rein,
and darted forward like a flash, closely followed by llurii-
cane Bill. The Mexicans, echoing the yell, also chaiged
boldly, seeming to galber resolution from their own voices.

“ Hire ! let not one escape I”

It was the voice of Biuck Garcia, rising high above the
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yells, the clattering of hagses’ hoofs, and accompanied by a
loud report as he aimed at Hurricane Bill. A clap of thun-
der appeared to shake the roek hills to their very foundations,
and a sheet of smoke vailed the ledee above,  Then, set in
motion by sturdy, nervous arms, the jagged bowlders thun-
dered down 1he almost perpendicular sides of the pass with
resistless foree, raising a thck fog of dust and chalky parti-
cles that «ffectually shrouded the horrible scene below. But
it could not cover the wild shrieks of mortal pain and terror
that rose npon the air.

Then came the rapid, sharp detonations that can come
only from a revolver, and a wild curse of rage broke from
Bluck Garcin's lips as he found it came from the open
ground beyond. He yelled to his men to follow him, and
then recklessly descended the side of the pass by means of
the rude steps.

But before he conld reach level ground, the firing had
ceased, and as he rushed toward the rock-bridge, he saw that
it was occupied only by the dend or dying. And, just disap-
pearing around the point were the forms of two horsemen.
Ruging like a buffled tiger, Black Garcia ordered a dozen of
his men to press on in pursuit, nor to return without bringing
in the scalps of the daring plainsmen.

With the others, he turned toward the pass. It was a
horrible, sickening sight that met his gaze—but his fiendish
heart exulted in it.

The dust cloud had lifted on the air. The forms of men
and horses lay thick in the pass, lying still and motionless
in deuth, or else writhing in acute agony. The blood-stainced
bowld: s that almost choked np the pass had done their
work thoroughly.  Nearly all of the rescuing party had been
siricken down by these terrible misqiles. With a devilisia
snnle the mountain ourlaw contemplated his work.

A cry of biner rage directed his gaze toward a man who
was pinned to the grourd by hig dead hoise baving fallen
upon his leg. 1t was Don Munez, who, with diawn sword,
was cursing the false Don Cavello, branding him as a cow-
ard, a craven renegade.

With a cool dexterity, Black Garcia struck the weapon
from the old man’s hand, und then ordered wwo of his men
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to remove the horse. This was, promptly done, and the
father’s hands deftly secured behind his back.

“ You are my guest now, Senor Don Munez,” said the out-
law, moekingly, after bidding his men put the wounded
wretches out of their misery with a dagger-thrust.  “ Rely
upon it, you shall be treated magnificently. DBut first—have
you no curiosity to behiold my bride—your daughter ?”

Don Munez glared at the sneering villain in specchless
rage.

“ Allow me to support you,” and Black Garcia wound his
arm around the Don. “Can you walk a short distance ?
The pretty Carmela will be delighted to welcome you to her
own home. I regret that her brother should unluckily have
stood in the way of one of these rocks. But—Dblessed be
those who die young I and the outlaw laughed harshly.

Don Munez could endure no more. He staggered and then
sunk a lifeless weight in the bandit’s arms. For once in his
life the strong soldier had fainted. _

Terrible anxiety, want of rest, pain, the sight of his dearly
beloved son lying a mangled corse at his feet, added to the
taunts of his captor, were too much. With a curse. Garcia
set about restoring him. He had a particular use for Don
Munez.

CHAPTER IX.
STEALING A MARCH.

How did Hurricane BiTl and Mustang Sam manage to es-
cape from the trap that preved so fatal to their comrades?
Partly becanse of the outlaws’ inferior firearms and still
worst marksmanship, but mainly owing to the speed and sure-
footedness of Tornando and buck-skin. Not a bullet bhad
touched them—indeed, only two of the party had becn killed
by the outlaws’ voliey, the remainder having- fallen beneath
the resistless howlders—and their horses carried the two
scouts beyond reach of the rocky avalanche.

“Iv’s all up, thar I” exclaimed Mustang Sam, with a rapid
backward glance, as they cleared the mouth of the pass.
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A sharp report sounded in his ear,and turning quickly, he
saw that their road was blocked by half a dozen Mexicans,
who stood upon a narrow trail that passed between two deep
pits. There was no other way to pass, except over this rock-
bridge. To retreat would be death. And knowing this,
Hurricane Bill had sent a leaden missile of death just beneath
the stiff brim of the head Mexican’s sombrero. This it was
that so startled Mustang Sam.

“ Whoo-oop! Sock it to’em !” he yelled, recklessly, as
his repeaters added their voices to those of Hurricane’s.

The bridge-guard was taken completely b‘y surprise, and,
though they managed to discharge their clumsy escopettes
and unwieldy horsepistols, twas but a waste of powder, for
not one among the six thought of taking aim. On the other
side, the scouts were not men who made a practice of wasting
ammunition ; they shot to kill. And by the time the forty
yards of ground was passed, there were only two of the out-
laws upon the bridge unharmed.

With a wild yell, Hurricane Bill spurred lig buck-skin
forward. The two outlaws, terror-siricken, utterly bewildercd,
clumsily endeavored to wheel their animals to seek safety in
flighkt, but only succeeded in counteracting each other’s ef-
forts, their animals colliding.

At this moment Hurricane Bill came up, and, touching
buck-skin with thie spur as be lified him with the reins, hurled
bis big Stutes horse fairly upon the small mustangs bestrode
by the bandits. It was like a wedge entering a log of
straight pine. The single stroke was sufficient to drive the
wedge clear through, splitting the log asander.

And the reckless plainsmen laughed shrilly as they saw the
ill-fated bandits go over the edge of the rock-bridge to mecet
their death upon the jagged rocks below.

« Hurray fer our side!” screamed Mustang Sam, as he too
dushed across the bridge. “ DBut lis'en—the varmints is
comin’ lickety-split!  They’re too hefty fer us, pard, out in
this open ground. Reckon we’d better light out.”

« But the gal—" hesitated Hurricane Bill, though he knew
that Mustupg was in the right; they could not hope to, gain
any thing by fighting the whole of Black Garcia’s band.

“ She must be some’ar abead ' us. Mebbe we kiu pick
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her up as we ride along, an’ then we kin take to the hills.
But s’posin’ we don’t see her now—how’ll it help her fer us
to git rubbed out? We must cacke ontel night. Then we
kin play Injun on the varmints. Seet”

Hurricane Bill did see, and knew that his partner was in
the right. Mustang Sam, keeping a tight rein on Tornado,
ready to balt or wheel instantly, shonld such need arise, led
the way at a rapid pace across the open ground, following a
well-beaten trail that wound around an abrupt spur. This
brought them into full view of a large herd of us-
tangs, feeding in a circular valley, well covered with rich
grass, owing Lo the springs that bubbled from beneath the
gruy ToCKs.

“ Stampede ’em ! yelled Mustang Sam. “It'}l blind our
trail an’ give ’em somethin’ else to do besides follerin’ us.”

Hurricane Bill promptly followed the example set him,
and the two scouts charged upon the cavallada, yelling, hoot-
ing, screeching like drunken savages, emplying their revolvers
into the crowded muss of snorting, terrified animals, Their
success was complete. The frightened mustangs broke and
dushed away at top speed. Nothing short of death could
have checked them just then.  And still riding bard upon
their heels, the plainsmen thundered across the valley and
entered a rocky pass, kuowing that it must be a thoroughfare,
else the mustangs, wifo must be wdll acquainted with the luy
of the ground, would bave chosen come other passage.

The correctoess of this reasoning was soon proved, for the
scouts found themselves entering another valley, or inclosed
basin, surrounded on all sides by high, rocky hills. They
abruptly drew rein before entering the soft soil.  Now was
the time to lose their trail. A narrow stretch of shale run-
ning along the foot of the hills, aflorded means for this, and
dismounting, they carefully picked their way over the flinty
fragments, until, reaching a narrow passage that extended al-
most at right-ungles with their course, they entered and trot-
ted briskly along the hard, rocky floor. The run, though
now considerably past the meridi.n, served as their guide,
and when fully satistied- that tuey were beyond risk of dis-
covery, unless the outlaws should search every rod of the
hills, the borderers halted in a hitle niche and prepared to
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take the rest they really stood in need of, while arrangmg
their furtber plans.

Black Garcia drew a long breath of positive relief when
he found that there was nothing really dangerous in the
faintness of Don Mnnez. Not from any sense of awakened
bnmanity ; he had something in view in which the Don
migzht be made vse of. After that—well, as he muttered be-
veath his brenth—dead men h:ve still tongnes.

Hastily calling to cne of his men, they bore the body
across the rock-bridge and into the cavern, finally depositing
the Don beXide Carmela upon the pallet. The maiden, rec-
ognizing the begrimed and blood-stained features, bent over
her father with a pitcous wail. She believed him dead.

“ No, lady,” hastily interposed Black Garcia. * He isalive
—~he hns mercely fainted. See—he stirs now.”

The outlaw spoke the truth. With a faint sigh, the Don
plowly opened his eves. For a moment bhe seemed like one
petrified ; then a cry of wild, delirious joy broke from his
lips as he recognized the features of his child, and sought to
clasp her in his arms. But the stout thongs that held his
wrists prevented, harshly recalling the peculiar circumstances
under which they met.

“I leave you here with your cbarming daughter, Don
Munez,” said the bandit chief. “T must go look after my
men.  But remember, if you attempt to leave this room, you
will be stopped by the guards and then confined separate
from your child.”

The hours rolled on. The majority of the band was rang-
ing the rock-hills, searching for the two Americans and col-
lecting the stampeded animals, Black Garcia awaited their
return with what patience he could summon, hoping, almost
praying that his men would bring in the scalps of the two
plainsmen.  He could not feel at ease while they lived.
They appeared more than mortal men. They must be in
lengue with the evil one himself, to perform such wonderful
feats and make such marvelous escapes.

Time dragged slowly enough to the father and Janghter.
Carmela had released her parent's hands, but they could do
notbing more. Escape upaided was impossible, and tbey
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both believed Don Munez to be the sole survivor of the at-
tacking party.

Toward sunset, Black Garcia visited his captives. He had
been drinking freely, and showed its effects quite plainly in
his flushed face and unsteady step, as well as thick, rapid ut-
terance.

With a mock-polite salutation, Black Garcia sat down
upon the rock-floor, close beside the entrance, and ostenta-
tiously laid bLis bare cuchillo upon his lap. Then, with fin-
gers a little Jess skiliful than usual, he rolled up a husk ci-
garette and lighting it, leaned carelessly back against the
wall, leering at Carmela through the curling waves of smoke,
evidently believing he was making an impression.

“Don Munez, he began, “ I have been having quite an
argument with my honest men about you. They asked why
I did not put a lead pill through your head. I said because
you were a friend of mine—"

“ A friend of yours—I?" scornfully interrupted Don
Munez.

“ The time may come when you will be glad to call me
suich—when you will beg and implore your friend to save
you, Don Munez, proud as you now are,” angrily retorted
the bandit. ¢ Best guard your tongue. I am not blessed
with the patience of a saint. Do you know who I am? 1
am a king here—my will is low. I can give you life or I
can give you death, by a single word. And death, too, pre-
ceded by such tortures as the most ferocious Indian never
cven dreamed of.  So, T repeat, take heed what you say.”

“ What is your will with me ?”’ demnanded Don Munez.

“That is more like it. Be respectful, and your life will
be the longer. My will? Well, ’tis ensy told. I wish you
to take your choice betwixt life and death.”

“ Hush, Carmela! You must speak plainer, sir. Under
some circumstances life would be even worse than death,”
quietly responded the Mexican,

“ None but a fool would say that. Life is life. Death is
—well, whatsoever doubts you may have on that subject will
be solved in a very few hours, unless you show your good
sense by making a treaty with me. It is this, I am in love
with your daughtcr, tbe fair Carmela. Nay, hear me out;
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then you can speak. I have Joved bher for some montls.
Where or how I first saw her, does not matter now. It is
enough that I left my bold band and came to your rancho
with only one object in view—that of winning her, as a man
of honor should. Well, you know what caused me to adopt
anather course—those accursed Americans—chosen children
of the devil ! Aided by the charms of their foul master,
they cast shame upon my head. He with the yellow hair
cast a spell over her—see! her cheek flushes even now !
How could I fight against his infernal arts? In omly one
way ; and that way I followed.

“Don Munez, I told you I loved your daughter. She is
here, wholly in my power ; I wish to make her my wife. If
I bave your consent, and hers, I will sengd for a priest. If
you refuse —which, for your own sake; I hope you will
not—yon can count your remaining hours of life upon the
fingers of one hand. Now you can speak—I am listening,”
said Black Garcia, with drunken gravity.

“ My daughter, do you love this man ?”

The shudder of intense abhorrence that ran over the maid-
en’s frame was answer most eloquent.

“ Good! 1If you had said yes, I would have felt tempted
to curse you. Listen. You come of a pure-blooded, honor-
able race. Youw must not be the first to stain the name.
Better death thun dishonor.  And as for you, Black Garcia,”
added Don Munez, turning to the outlaw chief, who sat as if
petrified ; “ take this for your answer. No child of mine
shall ever mate with a thief, renegade, cutthroat.  As for
myself—it matters little whether I die now or a year hence ;
by the hand of man, or the claws of a foul, cowardly coy-
ote.”

The biting, contemptuous words of the old man scemed to
effectually sober the bandit chief. Though his face turned a
sickly gray, and his hand closed nervously upon the haft of
his cuchillo, he answered never a word, but turned and si-
lently left the apartment.

Though Don Munez felt assured that the words he had
spoken had sealed his fate, he gave all his attention to com-
forting Carmeln, seeking to strengthen her for the coming or-
deal. IHe reminded her that she held life or dealth in her
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own hands, since the bandit had not deprived lher of the
stiletto whicb, like all the women of her race, she carried in
ber bosom. He threatened her with his dying cnrse in case
sbe should yield to the threats or persuasions of Black Garcia.

Meanwhile Black Garcia and his lieutenant, Oroche, were
gettling the details of the “ grand spectacle ” they were to
give the bandits that night. ’Twould be prime sport, this
torturing their most determined and bitter enemy, Don
Munez, who had often endeavored to exterminate their nobdle
band. And then, leaving his captain to entertain himself
with the big gourd of mezeal, Orocbe strode away to arrange
matters for the novel festa.

Despite their anxiety, the remaining hours of that day
wcre terribly l(mig and trying to the captives. Any thing
was better than this sickening suspense, and it was with pos-
itive relief that Don Munez heard the tramp of feet approach-
" ing his prison. It was Black Garcia and two stout men.

At a gesture they flung Don Munez down and bound him
hand and foot, then lifting him, they bor¢ him away. Black
Garcia, with a drunken Jeer, passed an arm around Carmela’s
waist and followed. For a moment she felt tempted tostrike
him with her dagger, but then all else was forgotten in anxi-
ety to learn what fute was in store for her father. She was
not kept long in suspense.

Passing through the leafy screen, Black Garcia guided her
around the point of rocks. Directly before them was a smail
bonfire. DBeside this was planted a stake. Around were
scattered piles of faggots. And to this stake, after stripping
bim to his drawery, the bandits were binding Don Munez.

Carmela sought to shriek alond, but could not. She
geemed stitling, and only for the supporting arm of Black
Garcia, she must have fallen to the ground. The bandit
chief laughed loudly, as he leaned against the point of rocks.
Don Muncz turned his head and beheld the couple. At first
glance it seemed as though Carmela was holding the outlaw
in a volantary, loving embrace.

“ Carmela—remember my words! My curse rest upon you
forever if you submit to that cowardly murderer I”

“ Ha!l ha! old man, you are a poor, blind fool unfit to
live. I offered you life and freedom, but you cliose death for
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vourself and disgrace for your daughter instead. There is no
rewracling—it shall be so. You shall die a death cf horrible
torture, while you can soothe yourlast moments by reflecting
that this same night your daughter beconies mine,” tauntingly
cricd Bluck Garcia.

Yet 2e it was who was the “poor, blind fool.” Even as
he scoffed and mocked at the brave old msn, the shadow of
death was creeping over him. His thread of life was all
spun—wuas even then about to snap. His minutes, his seconds
of life were counted.

“ Come, darling,” be added, in a thick, maudlin tone that
he meant should be intensely loving, us -he turned to face
Carmels. “ This is no place for hearts like ours. Thescene
that is about to take place is too tragic—Ilet us go to our
bridal chumber-—ha! La!” |

Carmcla appeared like one stupefied. Ier face was
ghastly pale. Her eyes were fixed in a stony stare ; her hand
was cold as ice. Yet she mechanically yielded to the out-
law’s arm, which still encircled ber waist.  And thus, in seem-
ing wffectionate embrace, the couple so strangely as-orted
passed around the point of rocks and was hidden from view
of those beside the bonfire.

“ You are wise, my queen, to yield to the inevitable,” said
Black Garcia, a litlle indistinctly, for the fiery mezcal was
beginning to cleg bis tongue.  “ You are very wise. I am a
rising man—you, as my bride, will be a rising . woman. I
am king here—but listen. 1 mean to get up a pronuncia-
mento, and then I will be dictator—"

“ You don'’t say ! griticd-a deep voice, as a black fignre
uprose before the bandit chief, seemingly from out of the
very ground.  “ I reckon youre goin’ down ’stead o' up /™

A sinewy hand clutcbed the outlaw’s throat—a keen-point-
ed blade was driven once—twice 1o the very hilt in bis chest.

“ Look to the gal, pard ; don’t let her squeel.  Make fer
the horsesg, hot foot. T goin’ to lift this varmint’s ha’r!”

A recond figure glided away with Carmela in his arms,
one hand over ber lips.  The ot.hcg stooped over the fallen
oullaw for a moment. When he arose, someibing black
dungled in his band. It was the scalp of Black Gurcia, the
wmountain outlaw. .-
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CHAPTER X.
“ KUCHERED |

TarusTING the ghastly trophy into his sash, Mustang
Sam glided after Hurricane Bill. Togeiber they passed the
rock-bridge and entered the mouth of the pass that bhad been
so fatal to their comrades. DBut there was no one lying in
ambush for them now. XEven those of the bandits who had
been detailed as guards, were now with the rest around the
old prisoner, unrebuked. Wonderfully bold and daring as
they undoubtedly were, the Americans would not dare inter-
fere with nearly two score men. So reasoned Orocke.
Black Garcia was no longer capable of acting as chief. And
thanks to this eagerness of, the sentinels to witness the
“gport,” the two scouts had managed to creep up within ear-
shot, just in time to rescue Carmela.

A burst of wild laughter came from around the rock-spur.
The sport was evidently commencing. Carmela gave a start,
and shuddered convulsively. The sound restored her life
and energy.

“ Save him—save my father!” she gasped.

“You first—then him,” quickly replicd Hurricane Bill.

“ No—"twill be too late, then. I will not leave without
him. See!” and Carmela writhed from the plainsman’s arms,
and uplifted her right hand, grasping a small but keen stil-
etto. “I will not leave him here to die ulone. e gave up
his life for mine. 1 will not desert him now. Let me go
back—attempt to stop me, and I will drive this weapon to
my heart. Quick—stand aside if you are men!”

“She’s talkin’ durned nonsense, pard, but she means it,
plum through. You jest let me do the talkin’.” mutiered
Mustang Sam, then adding: “ Lady you are with friends
;wh;o_se only object is to rescue you, even as we did your sister.
She is alive and well—you shall join her very soon if you
will only trust and have confidence in us—"

“I know you now—ypuarc the great, the gencrous Ametri-
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cans! Save him—save my father. You cun—you will not
refuse—1 will ask it upon my knees!”

“ Mustang, thar’s no use talkin’—--we've got to do it. I'd
dive down the kenyon o’ the Big Red ef ske was to ax me.
I'm goin’ to bring the old man out or bu’st somethin’.  You
take her to the horses. 'F' I den’t meet you in ten minutes,
you mount an’ make tracks, fer I'll be rubbed out. You kin
tell her then what I told you yest'’day—I mean 'bout Ler cor-
ralin’ me so peert.”

“ Kinder easy, pard—you don’t give me the shake like
that. I reckon I'll hev a finger in the pie.”

“ You will rescue him, then ?” tremblingly asked Carmela,
to whom most of this hurried talk was Greek, though she
caught an inkling of their meaning.

“We'll try it, lady,” repliecd Mustang Sam. “It's long
odds, but then they are only cowardly coyotes, after all.”

“ Ouf | we're burnin’ daylight” muttered Hurrigane.
“ They’ll rub the old man out while we stan’ hyar palaverin’.
Le's git to work.  Which is it ? a-foot or on hossback ?"

¢« Critters 1l be best.  An’ then we kin spraddle out so the
greasers 1l think we're fifty, ef we use our lungs judgmaltical.
Then we’ll need the critters to kerry off the old mau. 1lle
may be past runnin’, ye know.”

“ Back to the horses, then.  Tell her not to squeel, pard.
I'd only make a cussed fool o’ myself ef 1 war to try.”

Mustang Sam hastily told Carmela what they intended
doing, and then Hurricune Bill raised her once more in his
arms. A curious thrill ran through his frame at the contuct,
and his head grew light. But this was only momentary. lle
darted down the pass swift and sure-footed as a mountain
goat. Instead of being an incumbrance the weight in his
arms appeared to lend him wings.

“ Off wi’ your buck-skin,” uttered Mustang Sum, as they
reached the animals. “ We must wufile the critters. Cut
up the picces, while T tell the lady whats up.”

Hastily but clearly ihe borderer told Carmela the plin
they had decided upon, bidding her bope for the best.  She
was to remain at this poiut until their return, - At tbeir sig-
nal—a sharp whistle—she was to stand ready to be lified ou
Lorscbuck. There might be no time to lose, theugh it was
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gignal agreed upon, he urged Tornado forward and plunged
into the melee, adding his qrota to the slyugl.ter,

It was not a fight. The bandits, forthe n.ost part without
arms, a greal many of them half-stvpdfied with liquer, seened
totally incapahle of ¢ither sdlf-defense or flight. Not s hand
was raised against the Americins.  Not s blow wae struck
eave those 1hey themselves delivered. Tt was a mies-acre.

Hurricane Bill promptly obeyed the signnl. Wheeling
brck-skin, he crushed through tht crowd, and reached the
stake just as Don Muncz sprung out of the fiery circle.

“I'm a fri'nd, old man—give us your paw an’ up yer
come !"” shiouted Hurricane Bill.

Don Muncz understood and recognized the plainsman, and
grasping the proffered hand, he swung bhimself up Dbelind
Hurricane Bill, who shouted :

“ Al right, pard—puckachee I”

- Buck-skin dartcd around the point of recks with his douhle
Lurden, and then thundering over the rock-bridge, entered
the pass.  Mustang Sam only pauscd for a partine blow, and
then followed his comrade, overtaking him just before reach-
ing the point where Carmela hiad been left. Sounding the
agreed-upon signal) it was promptly answered, and the next
moment Carmela was in Mustang’s arms,

“ Whoo-oop! we euclered the varmints that time I yelled
Humricane Billyin an cestaxy of triunmiph.

“ Right you be, Billy; 'twas a neat job. But T don’t
rcckon we're through wi' the game yit.  Lis'en 1o that !”

Even as Mustang Sam cpoke, a loud yell came cchoing down
the pass. It reemed as though the outlaws had suddenly re-
covered their senses—as though they now saw how sublimely
they had been duped.  They had only seen two men—the
daredevil Americans who had ¢seaped the death-trap in the
puss.  Yet over a dozen «f their men were dead or disabied.
Should the hereries cscape 10 boast of 1heir deeds? No—a
thiousand times no'!

This is what that wild, vindictive yell sgid.

Riding close side by side, Don Munez snd Carmela clasped
hands for one moment. It was like the dead returning to life.
Even with that yell echoing in their ears they were happy.
For the moment they forgot the dexth of Don Luis.
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“ Lead on to the place whar you crossed over, pard,”’ said
Mustang Sam. *“ Once over the kenyon, 1 reckon we kin
give these varmints the slip, s’posin’ they foller us.”

The doubly-laden animals could make but slow progress
through the rock-strewn country. The trail was winding
and intricate. The riders were ignorant of the best roulte.
They had only passed over the ground once, and then in too
greal haste to take particular notice. The bandits would
have them at a frightful diradvantage if they should follow.

“Iyar's the place, I b’lieve,” at length uttered Hurricane
Bill, reining in his horse close beside the canon.

“It's time, too. I kin hear the varmints comin’ down full
split, now we're still.  But sure this ’s the place ?”

“OT looks like it.  We had to jump our critters over,” re-
turned Hurricane, peering anxiously forward.

The opposite side could hardly be distinguished, owing to
the gloom cast by the rocks and shrubs beyond. It was a
moment of painful suspense.  From behind came the unmis-
takable sounds of a hot pursuit, the bandits having rallied,
were burning for revenge.

“Look out thar!” sharply cried Mustang Sam, as he
tonched Tornado with the spur.

The noble brute rose into the air like a bird and then
alighted safely upon the other side with his master and Car-
mela,  There bad been no danger in the leap, yet the cour-
age displayed Ly Mustang Sum was none the less on that ac-
count,,

“ Come on, pard. Buck-skin kin step acrost,” laughed
Mustang Sam.  “’Tain’t ten foot acrost it.”

A moment later, buck-skin alighted beside Tornado.

“ Mustang, you ride on wi’ ier—keep as nigh as you kin
to the trail we follered in comin’ hyar, so’s I'll know whar to
look fer ye. Never you mind what you hear back hyar—
you jest 'tend to her”

“ What's up now, pard ?”’ demanded the Mad Rider.

“ You hear them varmints ?  They're beadin’ straight fe
this crossin’.  Ef they pass this, we're goners. They know
the lay o' the ground an’ we don’t. I'm goin’ to keep ’em
ou Vother side fer a bit; ontel you git a fa'r star,”

“I'll stay an’ help—"
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“ No ye won't, nuther. I’'m runuin’ this outfit, just now
You take her and puckachee. Git—I mean business.”

Though with evident reluctance, Mustang Sam turned and
rode away, after first handing Don Muncz one of his revol-
vers., It went against the grain sorely to leave his partner to
meel the enemy alone, but he knew that Hurricane would
not be cressed even by his best friend, and a quarrel now
would be worse than folly.

“ You're going to fight them, genor ?” asked Don Munez.

“ Yes—goin' to keep 'em from crossin’y ef I kin, You kin
he!p——jest fire at ’em whbenever you ketch a chaince, an’ keep
jumpin’ around in different places. I don’t recckon we'll hev
very hard work to keep em back long enough to let Mustang
git away safe. Likely they’ll think we're all hyar. DBut
now lay low. Do jestas 1 do”

Buck-skin was loosely tethered beyond a pile of rocks.
ITurricane Bill and Don Muncz crouched under cover close
beside the canon, their fire-arms ready. Though as yet the
outlaws were invisible in that land of sbadcws, the rapid
Loof-strokes could plainly be distinguished, and the trained
ear of the young scout could determine their position within
a few yards. Beyond a doubt they were making for the
srossing, either suspecting the fugitives had made use of it,
or else they were desirous of sarrounding them as quickly as
possible.

The ontlaws trotted briskly up to the crossing. From his
covert Hurricane Dill could quite plainly distinguish them.
And leveling his revolver, he fired twice in rapid succession,
Don Munez imitated his example. The outlaws were most
effectunlly surprised. Nor was this lessened when Hurricane
B3ill, while rapidly emptying Lis revolvers, shouted in a loud,
clear voice :

“ Charge, lads—charge an’ they’re ours! Work ’er up
lively, boys! Whoo-oop !”

With cries of terror and dismay the Mexicans broke and
fled, the wild war-cry of Hurricane Bill sounding in their
ears long after they had vaniched from view. Then, with a
pleasant langh, the scout turned to Don Munez.

“ That's settled. Now fer to join our fri'nds. I don’t
reckon we'll bev any more trouble afore duy, any how.”
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“We owe you our lives—I and my child |”

“Thar—don’t say no more. I wasn’t workin' fer nothin’.
I reckon you'll hev to pay me a big price fer what I've did,
when we git through all right,” interrupted Hurricane.

“ I'm ricli—I will give you Lalf of all I am worth—"

“T1 wasn’t epeakin’ of money, old man—but thar, Let it
drop fer now.  Jump up abind me.  We'll hev to ride right
peert to keteh up wi’ Musiang, I reckon.”

“ Not much you won't, pard,” called out a cheery voice
from directly in front. “I heard you burnin’ powder, an’1
wanled a band in.  The lady hyar beggéd me not to leave
her farher, so back I comes—jest in time 10 be too late.”

“T'was a fool trick, pard—you’d orter be a long ways from
hyar by now,” reproachfully said Bill.

“The varmints is whipped. What difference? Now we
kin take our esse. Even §'posin’ them varmints do u1y to fol-
ler us; u bloodhound couldn’t sca’ceiy keep a trail over these
rocks. An’ by day we'll be fur enough nhead o’ them.”

“1 ain’t 8o sure.  They've got thar ebenezer up powerful,
an’ il try hard to git square. They know the lay o the
gronnd better'n we do, an’ fust thing we know mebbe we’ll
run kersplunt into a ambush.”

“No danger, pard ; 'cause why. They ain’t agoin’ 1o fol-
ler the trail we tuke. They’d see a devil or a spook in every
rock an’ bush. They wouldn’t foller us ef we was out in
plain right.  You fergit the Kvil Land, Hurricane,” chuckled
Mustang Sam.

“You're right, pard—as you al’ays air—I did fergit it. I
reckon we've got the drop on ’em this time! But,” and Hur-
ricane hegitated. * But bow’l] they like it ¥

“ My friends,” said Don Munez, “ we are wholly in your
hands. Tuke whatever course you think best, and we will
be content.  We passed through the Evil Land once un-
harmed ; why should we fear to do it again ?”

No more was said. The party rode steadily forward, and
long hefore the sun tinged the eastern sky with gold, they
were threading the mazes of the far-fumed Mal Puis,
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CHAPTER XI.
IN THE ‘ EVIL LAND.”

SuNRrIsE in the Evil Land !

The golden rays streamed over a wild, weird scene, strange
and fantastic as one of Doré’s conceptions. Here it was a
perfect wilderness of sierra ; there, a dense chaparral thickly
covered wilh mezquites and nopals, with clumps of cacti
and “‘tiger-thorn.” Here the high rank grass brushed the
sides of the fugilives’ borses. Such is the circle that surrounds
the volcanic region. A sharper contrast could scurcely be
imagined.

All at once this dense vegewstion ceases, leaving,
scattered far apart, bunches of cacti, a dwarf oak, or per-
chance two or three cocoa trees, growing out of the cracks
in the lava. The ground rumbles and secems t-? shake beueath

" the hourses’ tread, until one can not belp fancying that only a

thin crust separates him from sowme horrible subterranean
abyss. The flow of molten lava can easily be traced, undu-
lating, winding in serpentine coils, forming a gigantic mo-
saic. _

Here rises a smooth, polished cone, there another with mini-
ature turrets, not unlike an ant-hill. Some of them are
broken ; all are hollow, the shell varying from six to tweuty
inches in thickness. Peering into one, the eye can see noth-
ing save a dense, impenetrable darkness. Drop a stone into
the hole, it rebounds here and there, uutil the sound is lost
in the distance. How far does it descend ? One can only
conjecture. Yect these black pits are inhabited ; by the huge,
bloated serpents that may occusionally be geen lazily gliding
over the lava-beds.

But there are still other inhabitants of the Evil
Land. From the shade of yonder dwarl oak, slinks away a
gaunt gray wolf—a “ lobos ;" a species that is kuown ounly in
Mexico and some portions of Texas—pansing when at a ¢afe
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distance to utter a long-drawn, lugubrious howl as if protest-
ing against this invasion of his domain. A family of javalinas
leap up from their wollowing place with shrill snorts and
cye the travelers, viciously champing their long, white tusks,
half inclined to attack the intruders. Here the trampling of
hoofs start up a covey of quail, or a ¢ouple of grouse; the
soft, long-drawn note of the dove was mingled with the more
rapid call of the wood pigeon.

Such is the Evil Land and its inhabitants. A native would
add demons, gnomes, aphrites; butour friends beheld none of
these. The “ witching hour ” was past. =

It was midforenoon when Hurricane Bill called a halt.
Both animals and riders were tired, sleepy and hungry. Of
water they had a supply, having filled their gourds at a spring
just before daylight. Of food, two and a half brace of
grouse hung beside Hurricane Bill's leg. He bhad dropped
them while riding along, with his revolver.

“ I reckon this is the best place we kin find,” observed the
tall plainsman, a8 he paused upon the edge of the crater.
“ It looks cool down thar. Then the critters kin git drink,
sech as it is. The smoke ']l scatter afore it rises the edge
hyar.”

Even Don Munez hesitated but for a moment. Though
naturally anxious to reach home and sufety as quickly as pos-
sible, and dreading lest the bandits should immprove the time
thus given them, to get before them once more, he saw thit
Carmela was utterly exbausted. She must rest, in order to
have strength to meet the difficulties that might still bestrew
their path. Yet it required all his courage Lo enter what the
natives called the Temple of the Evil Spirits.

Dismounting, Hurricane Bill gently lifted Carmela from
Tornado’s back and then carried her down to the side of the
miniature lake. The big borderer was wonderfully tender
and careful ; the chanze became him, too. He tore off huge
handsful of leaves to form a cushioned seat. And he felt a
thousand fold repaid when Carmela’s dark eyes met his in
mute thanks, Hurricane Bill was corraled.

A small fire was kindled and the grouse were speedily roast-
ing. The horses were eagerly feeding, after a suiff of dis-
gust at the water. It was jetty black, though clear, at least

)
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to the eye. But a myriad frogs, efts and insects of different
kinds were swimming and darting about, until the water
scemed fairly alive. The margin was fringed with water-
plantg, some of them in bloom. With an extraordinary dis-
play of gallaniry, Burricane set out to pluck a bouquet for
Carmela. DBut he soon desisted, in disgust. Though beauti-
ful, some of them wondrously delicate in form and hue, the
flowers were impregnated with a sickening, fetid odor.

Their food dispatched, all save Hurricane Bill lay down to
take a brief sleep. He was to keep guard, thongh there was
little need, for prither Indian nor bandit would willingly
venture mear the Devil’s Temple. After an hour, he was to
arouse Mustang Sam. Two hours would be rest enough, a8
they hoped to reach the rancho before another day.

With his pipe lighted, Hurricane Bill sat leaning against a
lava block, his eyes fixed upon the face of Carmela, who was
buried in a deep slumber. Of what was he thinking ? Well,
reader, you can guess as well as I. He had confessed that
the soft-eyed maiden had “ corraled” him—that he was
“ dead-stuck ;” that is, in love. Isn’t that enough ?

Half an hour passed by. The pipe is extinguished. The
head of Hurricane Bill drops forward, He is asleep on post.
Yet what can that matter ? All is safe. No enemy is near.
So he believed. But he was mistaken,

A soft rustling in the grass. A long, beautiful, yet loath-
some form glides out upon the lava beside the sleeping maid-
en. It rearsits lance-shaped bead, and seems about to launch
its hideous length upon the slumberer. But then it resumes
its silent progress. Its curiosity appears satisfied. This is
but a curious éhape of lava, It glides vp Leside the maiden.
Then its bead passes beyond hers, doubles around as though
meaning to pass by. Perhaps its den is near. But Carmela,
with a faint moan, slightly moves her' bead. Like a flash
the serpent flings its head and neck around. A black, forked
and glistening tongue plays silently just above the maiden’s
cheek., The ficry eyes secmed riveted upon hers, despite the
closed lids. Another movement, however slight, and. Car-
mela’s death-warrant is sealed. For this the serpent appears
to watch.

At this moment Hurricane Bill opened bis cyes. A glow
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of horror filled them. He saw the threatening attitude of
the snake, and knew that Carmela was in terrible danger.
Quick as thought he cocked und leveled his revolver, the «il-
ver drop covering the reptile’s head.  Yet he besilated to
fire. He saw that to kill the serpent, the bullet must fairly
gruze Carmela’s temple.  And he feared his nerves were not
stendy enough.  Ycethe dared pot wait. It was the severest
trial of his life.

I"'he decision was forced upon him. He heard a faint sigh
—Cuimela seemed ahout to waken.  And then he fired.

The next instant he was Dbeside Carmela, the serpent
clenched desperately in his hands, to be flung far away with
the same gesture. Yet there was no need. His aim had
been true.  The serpent’s head had bteen blown to pieces.
And as Carmela, confused, bewildered, sprung up, a lock of
hair fell from her temple. The bullet had severed it.  Hur-
ricane Bill cauglt the tress before it could touch the
ground.

“ Its nothaw’,” he hastily uttered as the two men sprung
up. “1 jist shot a snake—that’s all.”

But Carmela uoderstood it all, as she raised one hand to
her temple. The severed hair, the curious tingling where a
slight red line marked the skin, the dead snake; all these
told a plain tale. And as she saw the black tress in his
band, her eyes flashed a quick message to his.

Hurricane Bill felt queer—as he might huve expressed it—
“all over in spots.” In that glance he read a volume., It
said : “ You bave saved my life once more. You prize that
tress, because it once belonged 1o me.  You love me with all
your soul.  And I—I am not offended I” :

Hurricane Bill 8aid nothing just then, for Don Munez had
husiened 10 his dnughter’s side to assure himself that she had
indeed e<caped 1he poisonous fangs.  But as the tall plains-
man  squatted down beside Mustang Sam, he quietly ut-
tered : :

“1 reckon I'll take a hand in that race you spoke of,
pard.”

It was finally decided not to lose any more time there,
since the horses were beginning to feel the need of drink.
And the sun was excessively warm. Besides, they wished to



SMOKE-SIGNALS. o7

get out of the Mal Pais by sun-down. One night of such
traveling was enough.

Mustang Sam—remembering how considerate his partner
bad Leen on a former oceasion, now won Hurricane Bill's un-
dying gratitude, by airtanging a new order of maweh. As
Luck-skin was the sirongest horse, Hurricane and Carmeln
were to ride him, while Don Munez and Mustang took “ turn
about” on Tornado.

Just what passed between the young people—all that they
said and 2 good portion of what they thought, the acute
reader can probably guess. One thing is certain. Neitber
of them ever forgot that ride. It was the beginning of a
new life for them both.

CHAPTER XII.
A MATTER OF COURSE

“Look yonder—see the smoke signals ?’ muttered Mus-
tang Sam to Hurricane, just before sunset, nodding toward
two diffcrent points from whence arose elender columns of
black smoke. * That means mischief.”

“It’s Injun style, but I Wlieve it’s put up by some o’ tbose
pesky greasers. They’ve sigh ted us, sure. Well, let ’em try
it on. We sickened ’em once; I reckon we kin do it ag’in,”
quietly replicd Hurricane Bill,

“ Thar cain’t be more’n a dozen o them left ?”

“ Ahout that, onless they’ve run acrost belp. You:
mean—?"

« Yes. Thar’'s no use in takin’ her in danger. Them
'scopet bnllets is so durned keerless—they hit any thing they
bain t aimed at.  We'll press on to the open ground beyond
them hills ; an’ then let the old man take bis gal. 1¢)l be
plain travelin’ then, an’ I don’t reckon the critters ever wore
ba’r as kin overbhaul Tornado an’ buck-skin in a fa’r race.”

This was the decision arrived at by the scouts, they having
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drawn aside for consultation on discovering the signal smokes.
They would cover the retreat of Don Munez and Carmela,
feeling assured that even were the bandits to prove toq heavy
for them, they could easily give them the slip under cover
of night, in those ragged hills, cut up with defiles and can-
ong, filled with a thousand snog cacles.

Don Munez demurred ; he did not like to leave his brave
young friends to face the peril alone. But he was overruled,
and finally, for Carmela’s sake, he consented to carry out his
part of the programme as laid down by Hurricane.

With Carmela on Tornado, and Don Munez on buck-skin,
the quartette hastened on and entered a long, narrow defile,
just as the bandits broke cover a quarter of a mile away,
charging recklessly, with wild, devilish yells of hatred.

“ Ride fer your lives now I” cried Hurricane Bill; and
then, as the father and daughter dashed rapidly along the
pass, the two scouts turned and coolly faced the enemy,
though keeping well concealed behind the bowlders.

“Jest look at’em! I don’t reckon they know who it is
they’re huntin’ so keerless,” laughed Ifurricane Bill.

“T reckon it's the last hunt the biggest part of ’em 'l ever
take, grimly replied Mustang Sam.

The bandits thundered on, rushing to their doom, with a
strange lack of caution. But, after all, it was but natural
for them to believe that the fugitives had fled straight on.
Why should two men face a dozen? They, themselves, were
not daring enough to suspect such a thing.

“ The blind fools I” muttered Hurricane Bill, as the ban-
dits rapidly advanced in a close clump. * Take it cool, pard.
Let ’em come clean to the mouth. | We kin wipe ’em out
then, afore they kin think o fightin’ or runnin’ away.”

And then, when the riders were not more than twenty
yards distant, the two scouts leaped out inty the open pass
aud sent a leaden hail of death into the bewildered bandits.
The first shot caused them to draw rein; and then, as the
sharp reports followed in rapid succession, each missile claim-
ing a victim, the Mexicans sought to flee. But few of them
ever lived to tell the tale of that massacre. Cool and delib-
erate, yet quick as a veteran sportsman among a covey of
quail, the brother scouts picked off the wretches one by one
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Three of the outlaws managed to escape. The remainder lay
dead before the mouth of the defile.  And the terrified fugi-
tives were lent wings by the wild, mocking peul of laughter
that rosc from the lungs of the victors.

First reloading their weapons, the scouts took a hasty look
at the fallen, then started out to catch up a couple of the
horses that were still prancing around as if unwilling to
abandon their late masters. With some" little difficulty the
capture was made, and then the scouts rode bard in pursuit
of Don Munez and Carmela. But if Hurricane Bill counted
upon another stolen bit of conversation with the soft-eyed,
that night, he was disappointed. Don Munez Lad no wish
to fall into the hands of Black Garcia’s gang again, and he
pressed on at a killing pace, reaching his rancho just at day-
break. e immediately sent word to the neighbors, and
placed himself at their head, forgetting his great fatigue, re-
solved to avenge the daring Americans in case they had been
overpowered, us be feared,  Instead, he met them well and
hearty.

+There is little to add that the reader’s imagination can not
easily supply.

There was a little mourning over Don Luis. A little love-
making between Isidora and Mustang Sam. Ditto between
Carmela and Hurricane Bill, who finally mustered courage to
ask the * soft-eyed ” to repeat in words the message her eyes
bad telegraphed to his, when he won that tress of silky hair.
A double conference with Don Munez, who almost forgot
his grave demeanor and blue blood, so overjoyed was be at
the double confession. And he declared that he’d rather
have the two Americans for sons-in-law than the proudest
monarche in the world. Then there was a grand feasti—a
“ holiday ”-—attended by every person for miles around ; un-
less it were the few svrvivors of tbhe once dreaded Black
Garcia’s band. And first among the skillful contestants, were
Mustang Sam and Hurricane Bill) wita Tornado and buck-
skin. Then came 1the fandango ; after il, the ceremony
which completed the “ corraling ” of our two scouts.

For several days the festivities lasted. Then the newly-
wedded couple scttled down to every day life. Tbey us-
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sisted Don Munez on his cattle farm, and, in two years had
fairly doubled the capital. And the Indians soon learned to
give that rancho a wide berth,

Don Munez died two years since. Hurricane Bill and
Mustang Sam wilh their two wives are still living.

THE END.
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