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Town to the ground At this instant. aJ crowd of men came pouring from The Road to 
Some of them bore .fuel s, and a hoiarse shout went up when they discovered 

old Bolly of Pseated astride the reckless road agent. 
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GOLD GULCH 
OR, PANDY ELLIS’ LAST TRAIL 

By AN OLD SCOUT 

CHAPTER I.—The Overland Coach From Green¬ 
horn Ranch. 

“Halt!” 
Comanche Jack, the driver of the coach, drew 

his steeds in with an abruptness that jerked 
them upon their haunches. In front of the coach 
and barring further progress was a man. He 
was mounted upon a coal-black horse that was 
remarkable for its magnificent build. Although 
considered a fearless man himself so far as tak¬ 
ing great risks was concerned, the Texan driver 
of the overland mail made a wise conclusion when 

i discerned the slender figure of the road agent 
rc-ctgh the dusky twilight. 

“Throw up your arms, Comanche Jack!” came 
the stern order; and with a laugh the driver 
obeyed, for he had nothing to lose, and knew bet¬ 
ter than to incur the displeasure of this king of 
robbers, whose oath of vengeance would speedily 
be followed by the death of the poor devil who 
was so unlucky as to offend him. 

“All right; you know me. Now turn and in¬ 
form your passengers that they will please get 
their articles of value in readiness, for the hour 
is late, and I have no time to lose.” He obeyed 
the order he had received by turning and put- 

, ting his mouth close to the opening used as a 
means of conference between the driver and his 
passengers: 

“Gentlemen, one and all, we are stopped on the 
highway, and you will have the pleasure of being 
'I'obdecT'by the prince of road agents, Dare-Devil 
Darrel. He has commanded me to bid you get 
your little deposits ready, as he is in a hurry. 
And,” continued Jack, in a lower tone, “let me 
advise you to make no resistance, for he has his 
whole band at hand, and a foolish shot would cost 
us all our lives.” 

“Well said, Comanche Jack,” cried the road 
agent, in a loud voice and with a ringing laugh, 
for he had heard all of the driver’s speech. “It 
would not be well for any man to stir up Dare- 
Devil Darrel. Charlie, come forward with the 
light.” The hoof strokes of a horse sounded upon 
the hard rock, and a mounted man, bearing a lan¬ 
tern in his hand, rode forward toward the coach. 
By hi- own light his form was made visible, and 
al.^o his face. it was a countenance peculiarly 
marked, for while it had a dashing, reckless, 
handsome look about it, want of principle and an 
exre of dissipation had left their cruel marks 
there. The reader will learn more of Prince 

Charlie as our story progresses. He rode fear¬ 
lessly to one side of the coach, and resting an 
immense revolver upon the door, held the lan¬ 
tern so that the inside of the vehicle was lighted 
up. At the same instant the masked chief of 
the Black Hills road ag’ents made his appearnce 
at the other window. 

“Gentlemen,” said he, rapping on the wood¬ 
work of the door with his revolver, in a way that 
was peculiarly suggestive of his determined char¬ 
acter, “and ladies, I should say, as I perceive one 
of the fair sex in the corner yonder, I am Dare- 
Devil Darrel, the keeper of the highway. At 
this point you must pay toll before being allowed 
to pass on. Charlie, whistle for the men to keep 
an eye on Mr. Comanche Jack! I’m afraid of 
him ever since that affair at the Bowlder Can¬ 
yon. Now, gentlemen, we will proceed to busi¬ 
ness. I am a gallant man, and always pay my 
respects to the ladies first. Madam, what have 
you worth the taking?” The veiled figure in the 
corner of the coach, that had sat as though pet¬ 
rified while the road agent was speaking, now 
seemed to become aroused. A small gloved hand 
was thrust out, and the play-toy it held aimed at 
Darrel. The sharp crack, like the discharge of a 
percussion cap, immediately followed, as the tiny 
revolver was discharged. Dare-Devil Darrel did 
not even start as the little bullet severed a lock 
of hair from over his forehead, touching his skin 
in its passage. The veiled figure gave a little 
cry and sank back helpless in her corner, the 
small weapon falling from her nerveless grasp. 

“Thank you, madam, you came within an ace 
of ruining the good looks of the handsomest road 
agent who ever took toll upon a western trail. 
If you will be so obliging, please to hand over 
your jewelry, money or anything of value you 
may have about you,” said Dare-Devil Darrel, 
quietly. The veiled woman seemed to under¬ 
stand that there was no redress, and complied 
with his modest request, giving up some very 
valuable jewels and a purse well-filled with 
money. To prove his gallantly to the fair sex, 
the road agent quickly handed the latter back, 
minus only half its contents. 

“You may need it, madam. Now, gentlemen, 
shell out, and the sooner you do so the better it 
will be for you,” and he rapped his heavy revol¬ 
ver on the door as he turned to the rest of the 
passengers. The light of the lantern held by 
Prince Charlie revealed the fact that these pasr» 
sengers were three in number. One cf them 0 
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was a miner, who had heard enough of the fa¬ 
mous road agent to know the folly of resistance, 
and who handed out his belt ‘of gold dust with a 
heartrending groan as he thought of the weeks 
of hard labor it had taken him to gather this 
little store of precious dust together. A second 
of these three was a young man, handsome and 
light-hearted, who handed over a very thin purse, 
and defied the bandit to find anything more of 
value on his person, for if he could he would be 
welcome to it, as it was more than he was capa¬ 
ble of doing. The third passenger was a tall, 
angular trapper, dressed in greasy buckskin, and 
with his face almost wholly concealed by a shaggy, 
snow-white beard. He seemed to think that this 
being stopped and robbed by road agents was 
the most ludicrous thing that had ever occurred 
to him, and while his companions were shelling 
out, chuckled hugely. 

“Now, my jovial old fellow, we’ll pay our re¬ 
spects to you. What have you got worth tak¬ 
ing?” said Dare-Devil Darrel, shifting his re¬ 
volver so that it bore upon the body of the greasy 
trapper. 

“Wouldn’t like my old Betsy, would ye, judge? 
If she air an old rifle she kin shute. What else 
could ye expect from a pore lone trapper like 
me?” said the old fellow, in a mock alarmed tone. 

“Come, come, my greasy friend, I think if you 
were to hand your belt out, you’d find something 
in it,” said the road agent, impatiently. At this 
the old trapper laughed immoderately, and hand¬ 
ed out a very heavy belt. 

“Now put your hand under the seat. A little 
bird whispered to me that' you will find a tin box 
there, peculiarly heavy, which I am very anxious 
to possess,” said Darrel, grimly. The old trap¬ 
per now laughed outright. 

“Anything more, squire? It’s a pesky shame, 
ye know, but this ole coon kin stand it, an’ tain’t 
every day az wun kin be robbed by sich a gent 
az ye air, ye know,” laughed the queer old fel¬ 
low, as he handed over the heavy tin box in ques¬ 
tion. 

“Thank you, my greasy friend; you must have 
struck a pocket of considerable richness, judging 
from the weight of these. I like to make the ac¬ 
quaintance of such gentlemen as you, and can only 
hope that we may meet again before long,” said 
Darrel. 

“Squire, set your mind easy on that; we’ll 
meet ag’in afore very long, but be keerful, squire, 
that ther boot ain’t on the other leg afore long,” 
and the strange old fellow indulged in a dry 
chuckle. 

“I’m willing to take all the risks, my greasy 
friend, and will remember all you have said. I 
think there is nothing left for me to do, seeing 
that my bold henchman, Prince Charlie has car¬ 
ried oft the mail, although it’s little we’ll find 
in that. I wish you good-day, gentlemen. Re¬ 
member, the prince of the road. Madam, bon 
jour,” and he lifted his hat gallantly. 

The veiled figure trembled, whether with rage 
or fear none could say, but not a word escaped 
from her lips. Dare-Devil Darrell gave a light 
laugh, and turned away, telling Comanche Jack 
to drive on. Twenty yards further on the ledge 
widened considerably, and the coach passed a 
dozen mounted men, whose dark outlines could 
be seen against the white rock even in the gath¬ 

ering gloom, as they drew up in single file against 
the high wall to allow a passage for the coach. 

In ten minutes the reckless driver put the whip 
to his horses, and the coach rattled ever the 
rough road at a rapid pace, plunging so violently 
at times as to almost throw the travelers from 
their seats. The miner was cursing his luck 
under his breath, and eyeing the white-bearded 
trapper strangely. Indeed, the latter did act 
queerly, what with his hearty though silent 
laughs and grotesque- motions. At length, the 
miner’s curiosity was aroused, and he begged to 
know what fun there could be in having such an 
amount of gold stolen, as he should like to try the 
same recipe himself. 

“Gold!” cried the old hunter. “That belt an’ 
box war filled with copper filings I bought fur f 
two dollars at Bismarck. I thought they’d hev 
a spy around, and it seems I was right. My 
gold air safe in my belt hyar. Drive fast, Co¬ 
manche Jack, fur ef they overtake us thar’s goin’ 
ter be a hefty scrimmage,” and he raised his 
voice. 

As the coach rattled along, the muffled voice 
of the miner was heard, calling down maledictions 
on his own head for not having been sharp 
enough to delude the road agents in a like man- 4 
ner. 

CHAP TER II.—A Trifling Case of Mistaken k 
Identity. —--"ML 

“Hang him!” 
“Lynch the hound!” 
“Tar and feather the varmint!” 
“Shooting’s too good for him. Take him 

alive!” 
The dense crowd of woolen-shirted, long- 

bearded miners surged forward, as these and 
many other cries came from their midst. Huge 
revolvers, and long, cruel-lookmg Oowie knives 
shone in the light of an immense bonfire that 
was crackling and roaring near by, momentarily 
gaming additional vigor. It was a terrible sight 
to see this mob of angry men giving way to their ' 
passions, but when the fact became apparent 
that this abuse was all directed toward one in¬ 
dividual, the case assumed a graver aspect if such 
a thing were possible. A dead tree, the 
which was of considerable diameter considering * 
the rocky place where it had once flourished", 
stood in the open space, a grim sentry to the en- 
trance of Lucky Find Camp. Against this tree 
stood the figure of a man, with both hands ex- ^ 
tended, and in each a ready revolver, which were 
intended to do good execution when the time 
ca.me. His hat had been lost in the scrimmage 
with a couple of miners, that had preceded this 
threatening state of affairs, and his hair W 
down over his shoulders in brown, curling masses 
The desperate situation in which he found him- ' 
self had caused an unnatural paleness to come 
over the young man’s face, but beyond lhat he 
seemed to bear no evidence of having become 
alarmed, for his hands were perfectly steady as * 
he held out the pair of finely-made revolvers 
and whatever he might turn out to be, he was 
certainly grit to the back-bone. S 

“What’s ther matter hyar?” asked our leather- 
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clad friend of the stage-coach, as, rifle in hand, 
he elbowed his way into the throng. 

“We’ve got the reptile at last. They’ve sent 
for Red Robbin to come and identify him,” said a 
red-shirt miner, glad of the opportunity to use 
his tongue to some advantage. 

“Who do you mean by their reptile?” persisted 
the greasy trapper. 

‘•Dare-Devil Darrel, to be sure-” 
“What, ther road agent?” 
“Eggsactly, the prince of road agents they 

call him, and if this feller turns out to be Dar¬ 
rel, thar’ll be strange fruit on this tree in less 
than three minutes. Thar comes Red Robbin; 
if he says it’s the road agent, all airth can’t save 
him, for the boys hev got their dander up.” 

Having gained a position near the front rank 
of the angry mob. the trapper planted himself 
directly behind a huge miner and awaited fur¬ 
ther developments; nor had he long to wait. The 
half-drunken man with the flaming red beard 
was assisted on each side by a stout miner, and 
in this way forced through the crowd. He was 
soon face to face with the young man who stood 
at bay. 

“Red Robbin, air that yer old chief, Dare Devil 
Darrel?” shouted one of the excited men. 

“It air,” answered the wretch with a grin. 
“Ye’ll swar to it?” 
“I’ll swar to it?” 
“That air enough. Young man, yer doom is 

sealed.” 
At this critical juncture, however, when it 

seemed as though nothing could delay the inevit¬ 
able doom that was settling upon Howard Lanc¬ 
ing, a loud voice called out one word: 

“Hold!” 
As he spoke this commanding word the greasy 

trapper who had played such a desperate trick 
upon the prince of road agents in the coach from 
Green Hoim Ranch, pushed his way through the 
outer line of the crowd, and took up his station 
besides the young man. The latter recognized in 
him his fun-loving and eccentric companion of 
the lonely ride, and greeted him with a smile that 
illuminated his pale face like magic, while the 
first thrill of hope passed through his frame. 

“Waal, what now?” demanded the Regulator 
from Drown-’em-out Creek. 

“What now?” cried the old trapper, as he 
turned like a wildcat upon Dan, “what now? I 
tell ye thar never war sich a pack o’ born fools, 
leastways I never kim acrost ’em, an’ I’ve seen 
a good many in my day—bust my moccasins if 
I ain’t. This hyar young man air my friend—do 
ye hear, my friend!—an’ ther fust critter w’at 
lifts a hand agin him dies like a dog. Thar’s 
ther plain Latin fur it; put thet in yer pipe an’ 
smoke it.” 

The rifle of the trapper came swinging around 
the circle until it bore upon the breast of Regula¬ 
tor Dan, when it became stationary. 

“Gents,” said that worthy, appealing to the 
crowd, “what d’ye think of this? Is this ole 
critter an accomplice, and is it all a regular 
plan to git the road agent away, after which they 
can laugh in their sleeves at us?” 

The crowd thought it evidently was, judging 
from the cries and oaths that proceeded from it. 

“Git up Red Robbin!” yelled one man. 

“A good ijee!” declared another. 
The half-drunken wretch was again hauled for¬ 

ward, and with a readiness that was absolutely 
refreshing, identified the white-bearded trapper 
as the prince of road agents’ right-hand man, 
Handsome Charlie, sometimes called Prince 
Charlie. Several in the crowd began to doubt 
the wisdom of their course at this, but there were 
spirits assembled there who would have believed 
anything and they received this information with 
a yell. 
, “The critter’s disguised! Down with both of 
em! We want justice here!” were the cries. 

In another minute some act on either side 
would have precipitated matters, after which 
there could be no drawing back, and a most ter¬ 
rible fight would have been the result. At this 
moment, however, a ninn forced Tiis way through 
the crowd. 

“What’s this, Dan?” he demanded of the man 
from Drown ’em-out Creek. 

“Hurrah, boys! here’s Comanche Jack, the fire- 
eater. Jack, here’s a chance to lead us. Thar 
stands Dare-Devil Darrel and Prince Charlie!” 
yelled the excited Regulator, who dared not make 
a move as long as that rifle covered him. 

The Texan stage-driver strode up and took his 
position beside the old trapper, who laughed 
grimly. 

“Why not let ’em hev it out, Jack, my boy. 
Thar s blood in their eyes, an’ I’m willing ter 
commodate ’em any day. Thar’s sum wolf blood 
in me ter-night, an’ I feel able ter chaw ther 
whole lot o’ ’em up. What made ye cum, Jack?” 
he- said. 

“ ’Cause some of ’em are my friends, and I 
don’t want to see ’em hurt. Gentlemen, ye’ve 
made a mistake that it’ll take some' time ter 
rectify. This Prince Charlie, as ye call him, I 
used to know in the southwest, and then he sailed 
under the plain name of Pandy Ellis.” 

Then a single voice broke out in a loud shout ■ 
for old Pandy Ellis. It was Regulator Dan who 
gave utterance to this yell, and in another in¬ 
stant the cry was caught up by the rest, until 
they fairly made the welkin ring with their re¬ 
sounding huzzas. Pandy Ellis was then made the 
recipient of an impromptu ovation. His repu¬ 
tation was as well known in the mines as that of 
gallant Custer had been with the Indians, and 
significant words, full of alarm, passed between 
various men in the crowd, whose business was not 
strictly legitimate, for the trapper chief was 
known to be the enemy of the class. Comanche 
Jack at length came up, and speaking a few 
words to him, led the famous scout away. 

CHAPTER III.—The Prince of Road Agents. 

A solitary horseman was riding down the 
rocky road which we have seen the mail coach 
from Green Horn Ranch pass. His pace was 
rapid and reckless, as if he cared little what 
dangers might lie before him, or knowing, scorned 
them. A broad-brimmed sombrero effectually 
concealed his face from even the inquisitive rays 
of Mistress Moon. It was plainly evident that he 
desired to keep his features concealed. In the 

0 



4 GOLD GULCH 

midst of his wild gallop, the lonely traveler came 
to a halt, and so sudden was his bridle drawn 
taut that the noble horse, in the effort put forth 
to obey his master’s will, was jerked almost upon 
his haunches. At this point the rocky road lead¬ 
ing to the Gold Gulch was wild beyond descrip¬ 
tion. Huge masses of rocks, upheaved by the 
giant hands of Nature, arose on every side, and 
formed natural walls, making a canyon out of 
the road, and down this the horseman had been 
galloping at headlong speed when brought to 
such a sudden halt by something white fastened 
to the trunk of a tree that had forced its way 
into existence in this barren spot. A square 
piece of paper was fastened to the trunk by four 
tacks. The lonely traveler, having brought his 
black steed to a pause, rode up close to the tree 
and bent over in the saddle, the better to ex¬ 
amine what was written upon this singular pla¬ 
card, posted up in such a dismal place. He read 
the note through in a loud, clear, sneering voice, 
and this was what he deciphered: 

“Notice! 
1 • - l 

“Five thousand dollars in gold will be promptly 
paid to any man who will secure, either dead or 
alive, the body of the road agent, Dare Devil 
Darrel, now in the neighborhood of this place. 
For further information apply to the vigilance 
Committees at any of the undersigned places. 

“Green Horn Ranch. 
“Get-up-and-Dust it Camp. 
“Busted Flat. 
“Blue Biases Bar. 
“Gold Gulch, and 
“ “Drown-’em-out Creek.” 

When he read this placard through, the lone 
horseman broke out into a hearty laugh, that 
echoed in a ghastly fashion along the gully. 

“The cursed cowardly hounds! They dare not 
seek for Darrel themselves, and take this means 
of having him slain, hoping some wandering 
hunter or traitor in my band will think them¬ 
selves justified in disposing of me. As for my 
men, I know them well, and there is not one 
who would dare to raise a hand against his 
chief. The other danger I snap my finger at; 
and as for you, cowardly dogs, it is thus I defy 
you to do your worst.” 

The loud words had hardly left his mouth than 
the sharp, whip-like report of a rifle awoke the 
echoes of the gully, reverberating along the 
high cliffs until the sound was engulfed in the 
distance. Dare-Devil Darrel had in his delight 
at thus showing his contempt and defiance to the 
Regulators’ placard raised his hat above his head. 
As the report sounded he heard, or fancied he 
heard, the peculiar zip of a bullet, passing by in 
close proximity to his head, and when he returned 
his hat there was a round hole through the 
crown. The unknown marksman took this means 
of letting the man with a price upon his head 
know that, had he so chosen, he might have 
earned the promised reward then and there. 

Darrel vanished from view among the sha¬ 
dows that gathered in the gully some distance 
beyond. Three men crawled over the rocks and 

^ood in the moonlight, one of them laughing im¬ 

moderately, while the others seemed not a little 
amused. They were a quaint-looking trio, and 
the most singular-looking of the lot was the 
man who seemed so dreadfully tickled over some¬ 
thing or other. 

“Now suppose you explain matters, old horse. 
We are just dying to join in that laugh. Don’t 
you agree with me, Bolly?” said the tall man. 

“Tumble me inter the Colorado canyon if I 
don’t now. Time was when I cud hold my own 
in findin’ out a joke, but I candidly confess Bolly 
has got the deadwood on me this here time. 
I’m always ready to admit a fault; that’s me, 
Roaring Ralph Rockwood, you bet.” 

Why, these are old friends! The moonlight is 
treacherous, but surely their features are fam¬ 
iliar, and no one could mistake the old ranger 
from the Colorado canyon, with his queer phra¬ 
seology. The powder-faced man could be no other 
than dashing Blue Bill, and the third of the party 
Pandy Ellis’ equally renowned chum, Bolly 
Wherrit. Our old comrades are gathering in up¬ 
on the gold mines; wherefore, the reader will 
discover in time. Bolly managed to recover his 
breath after he had had his laugh out, and not 
until then did he turn to his companions with an 
explanation. 

“I didn’t let ye shoot, boys, because the crit¬ 
ter’s time ain’t come yet. Ye mustn’t take the 
work outen Pandy’s hands. It was rale comical, 
though, ter see the pesky imp a-bolting so sud¬ 
den jest arter he had sworn thet he warn” 
askeer’d o’ ther whole univarse. That was Darrel, 
and I’d just like to meet him.” 

“Ye’ll hev a chance mighty soon then, old pard, 
for here they come,” said Bill, quietly. 

“Shoot me for a greaser if they ain’t!” ejacu¬ 
lated Roaring Ralph, excitedly. 

Down the gully the heavy pounding of many 
hoofs could be heard, rapidly drawing nearer. 
Evidently the prince of road agents had run 
across a band of his men not over'half a mile 
away, and, fiery headed man that he was, deter¬ 
mined to return and punish the bold fellows who 
had been the cause of his recent fight. The 
three hunter friends seemed nothing loth; in¬ 
deed, their ready actions proclaimed that they 
rather enjoyed the prospect before them. 

CHAPTER IV.—What Happened in “The Road 
to Ruin.” 

Gold Gulch at night. The darkness was dis¬ 
pelled by the light upon a dozen or more tents 

. and shanties, and from these dens of iniquity 
floated the sounds of ribald laughter and loud 
voices). The Regulators of Gold Gulch were 
mythical as yet, and had any person come to claim 
the large rewTard olfered for the apprehension 
of the famous road agent he umuld have found it 
a difficult job to have come across the Vigilantes. 

Two gamblers sat at a table in a saloon called 
i he Road to Ruin.” One was short, stout, and 

very swarthy. There was that about him that 
proclaimed the Spanish blood. He professed to be 
a Cuban, but there was one at least of those pre¬ 
sent who knewr Scnor Juan Gonzales as he was. 
r.ie companion of the Spaniard wras a handsome 
fair-haired man, who did not look like a gambler', 
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end that was just where Burton Fairfax knew 
his power lay. He was a native of an eastern city, 
and had good family connections, but he had the 
good sense to change his name when he lowered 
himself to become a professional gambler. Stand¬ 
ing in a corner where the light was rather dim 
might have been seen our old friend the ranger 
chief, but Pandy seemed to avoid attracting at¬ 
tention, for he kept his hat pulled down over his 
face, and as there were fully half a score of men 
in hunters’ dress present, he succeeded in his de¬ 
sire. At length his attention was directed to¬ 
ward several new arrivals who had bustled in, and 
a look of surprise and pleasure shot athwart the 
old man’s bronzed countenance, for he had rec¬ 
ognized his chum, together with Roaring Ralph 
and Blue Bill. 

These worthies were well known to many in 
the room, and soon a small party, that was being 
constantly augmented by fresh hearers, gathered 
around them. Pandy himself moved forward, al¬ 
though he still kept clear of the crowd. The 
rangers were telling the story of what they had 
?een in the gully, where the placard of the regu¬ 
lators had been nailed to the tree. All eyes 
were turned to one side of the saloon when this 
was mentioned, for a facsimile of the “proclama¬ 
tion” was there to be seen, fastened to the wall. 

• “Dare-Devil Darrel fears no one, they say, and 
I wouldn’t be a bit surprised, providing he was 

‘ ikveund here, if he should step right up and do 
the same thig with that proclamation,” said the 
Cuban gambler, pointing to the paper at the end 
of the room. 

“Come now, pard, that’s going too far, you 
know. Thar ain’t a man in the world that would 
take such risks,” said a brawny miner, who had 
just struck a pocket of pay-dirt and nuggets, and 
was considered “flush” by his friends. 

“Santa Fe Joe, I’ll tell you what you daren’t do. 
Hang a purse of dust alongside of that card, and 
give the boys all notice that the man who steps up 
and takes it and proclaims himself Dare-Devil 
Darrel' may accept it, providing he also takes the 
consequences, and I would’nt be very much sur¬ 
prised if you should see the prince of road agents 
himself,” said the dark-featured gambler signifi¬ 
cantly. The attention of every man in the long, 

— ~t<7 ~ room was now directed toward Santa Fe Joe. 
That worthy walked slowly to the end of the room, 
and coming to a halt in front of the placard, 
faced the crowd. In one hand he carried a leather 
belt that appeared to be pretty well filled with 
dust; the other held a heavy six-shooter. 

“Gents,” said he, calmly, “I have expressed 
a doubt of this Dare-Devil Darrel’s boldness, and 
I am about to give him a chance to prove it. If 
he is in the neighborhood, or any of his friends 
in the room, I invite .them to step up and take this 
dust; only they must take the consequences at 
the same time. I shall let it hang there for 
twenty minutes.” 

A silence came over the room after the miner 
had spoken, every noise ceasing as if by magic. 
M'-n who had before been deeply interested in 
t! ~ir games now arose and stood like figures of 
i tcr.e, gazing alternately first at tbe belt of gold 
d i-t. that hung alongside of the placaid on the 
further wall of the shanty, and then at the tall 

who stood on the outskirts of the crowd, 

his watch in one hand and the heavy weapon in 
the other. Thus five minutes passed away. A 
scornful smile began to play upon the features of 
the miner, who still maintained his post. There 
was a stir among the crowd; someone was push¬ 
ing his way to the front. Old Pandy Ellis leaned 
forward; his eyes fell upon this person; it wa3 
a finely formed man with the heavy black beard, 
who had attracted his attention during the earlier 
part of the evening. Without betraying the 
slightest fear, the man strode across the clear 
space, up to where the belt hung in front of the 
placard. The miners drew long breaths as if 
conscious of the fact that they were about to wit¬ 
ness the most daring piece of business that had 
ever been enacted in the camp. Bludsoe Baker 
was about to declare himself a member of Dare- 
Devil Darrel’s road agents just for the sake of 
claiming the money belt, for of course he had no 
connection with the outlaws, and only desired to 
take up Santa Fe Joe’s offer in the same spirit of 
bravado that it was made. Upon reaching the 
wall, Baker coolly took down the money belt, and 
strapped it about his waist, which act Santa Fe 
Joe watched without a muscle moving, for he 
was not the man to shoot an enemy in the back. 
Having fastened the belt. Baker drew out a 
short-bladed knife, not unlike a dirk, and raising 
his arm aloft, dashed it through the center of the 
placard, where it remained quivering from the 
force of the blow. Turning abruptly, the reckless 
man faced the amazed crowd, and in a clear voice, 
uttered the following startling words: 

“Thus does the prince of the road bid you all 
defiance! I am Dare-Devil Darrel! Behold!" 

CHAPTER V.—Roaring Ralph to the Rescue. 

While this exciting scene was taking place in 
The Road to Ruin, other events of a nature equally 
as stirring were being enacted elsewhere. The 
young man who had come in the same stage¬ 
coach with the prairie prince, and had later on 
been rescued from the fury of the mob that had 
assailed him on account of his resemblance to 
Dare-Devil Darrel, so far as the miners could tell, 
as few of them had ever seen the face of the road 
agent—this young fellow was sauntering slowly 
along one of the streets some distance away from 
the large saloon. At this end of the camp' the 
street was almost deserted, and as bad characters 
were very numerous in the gulch, Howard Lan¬ 
cing might have thought twice before venturing 
in this lonely quarter, had he been a lucky miner. 
A man with actually nothing in his pockets, for the 
road agent had generously relieved him of what 
little he had owned, had nothing to fear from 
footpads, to whom it must certainly be known that 
be was a “greenhorn,” and hence destitute of gold 
dust. Two shadowy forms followed him silently, 
and with the cunning of red men. The young 
man was thinking of home and its dear asso¬ 
ciates, but presently his thoughts turned upon old 
Pandy Ellis, and the half-promise the trapper 
chief had made to assist him in his search for 
gold. The young fellow came to a halt, and was 
lost in deep meditation. Closer crept the two 
shadowy forms. One of them arose io his feet; 
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his arms were extended, and a ring of tough rope 
flew through the air. The noose settled over the 
young man's head, and by a sudden sharp pull, 
his arms were secured to his side, and himself 
tumbled over backwards. Before he could even 
collect his thoughts enough to utter a sound, the 
second man had sprang forward and clapped his 
hand over the mouth of the captive. When he 
was secured, the man lifted him up bodily and 
bore him into a neighboring cabin. He had ceased 
to struggle now that he saw something more than 
mere robbery was intended, and wondering what 
they were about to do with him, he allowed him¬ 
self to be carried along. The two men laid him on 
the floor of the cabin, and then went out. Pres¬ 
ently a slight rustling noise attracted his atten¬ 
tion. The cabin was lighted up by a tallow dip 
that burned dimly upon an old table that could 
boast of only three legs, and had to be propped 
against the wall in order to stand. Some one 
had entered and closed the cabin door afterwards. 
Howard Lancing felt the presence of a human 
form near him, but his bonds had been fastened 
too securely to admit of his twisting his head. 
Then the person who had entered knelt down be¬ 
side him, and the outlines of a face obtruded 
themselves upon his startled vision. 

“Ha! So I have found you at last, Darrel 
Keene. Many weary months have passed since 
last we met, but I warrant me you do not forget 
the oath I made on the memorable night. I am 
here to fulfill it. You tremble, and you have cause 
to tremble, for Hattie Winchester shall be fully 
avenged. Do you hear, you monster?” 

Young Lancing did hear, and what was more, 
he began to understand. The woman thoughthe 
trembled with fear, but it was another emotion 
altogether that shook his frame. The name that 
had fallen from her lips; it was that of his cousin, 
Darrel Keene, the man for whom he sought. Who 
Hattie Winchester was, he had not the remotest 
idea, nor did he attempt any speculation in this 
direction. The woman seemed to become possess¬ 
ed with an idea, for she began unfastening the 
cloth that concealed half of Howard’s face. 

“I have long prayed for this hour to come, 
Darrel Keene, and Heaven has at last listened 
to my prayer. You will not leave this cabin alive. 
Over Hattie Winchester’s grave I took a solemn 
oath to hunt you to the death; I, a young girl, 
nurtured in luxury, knowing little or nothing of 
the sin of the world, I took the oath. Now, what 
have you to say?” and the cloth was removed. 

“This, madam. You have secured the wrong 
man, I am sorry to say. I am not Darrel Keene; 
it was I who came in the coach with you.” 

A slight scream broke from her lips. She bent 
down closer. 

“How could I have made such a mistake ? Your 
face is too noble for such a man, and yet—and 
yet'you resemble him some,” she said, regretfully, 
as she hastened to cut his bonds. 

“That is only natural, seeing that he is my 
cousin. I am seeking him as well as you, madam; 
there is an account to be settled between Dar¬ 
rel Keene and Howard Lancing. Thanks for de¬ 
livering me from those cutting bonds; your fellows 
were not over particular in the way they fastened 
them, and I paid the penalty. What! Are you 
going, madam?” 

“Yes; I owe you a thousand apologies for such 
a stupid blunder. We may meet again, and if 
not, you may remember me as—Grace Win¬ 
chester.” 

“Grace Winchester,” repeated the young man 
to himself, “where have I heard that name ? Stay, 
I have it. Gan it be she? I beg of you, madam 
-” but the other had gone; his ruse to detain 
her had failed. 

Young Lancing rushed to the door and looked 
out, but not a soul was in sight. 

Casting a glance around him, he strode down 
the street. Before he had gone twenty yards, 
young Lancing felt himself violently seized from 
behind, and once more he was powerless in the 
hands of two men. The lawless portion of the 
camp seemed to be fully alive on this night. 
These two men were busily engaged in rummag¬ 
ing his pockets in search of plunder, a process 
our young hero submitted to without any struggle, 
well knowing that if they could find anything 
there it would be doing much better than he him¬ 
self was equal to, when one of the men gave ut¬ 
terance to an exclamation. 

“It’s him, Jack!” he exclaimed. 
Howard smiled grimly, thinking of course the 

men had mistaken him for their chief, but he 
was speedily undeceived in regard to this. The 
other man also peered in his face, and then the 
two of them hustled him into a neighboxinsr £ 
shanty. In this cabin were several men, who 
jumped to their feet as the trio entered. One 
of Howard’s captors spoke a few words to a tall 
man, who at once came over to where he was 
standing. In this personage our hero recognized 
handsome Prince Charlie, the road-agent, who 
had so obligingly held the lantern while his chief 
interviewed the traveler in the overland from 
Green Horn Ranch. 

“Are you Howard Lancing?” he asked. 
“That is my name.” 

“You have a cousin, Darrel Keene?” 
“I am ashamed to say I have.” 
Prince Charlie laughed at this. He was a i 

fine-looking man, but devoid of principle. • 
“Then there is just this to be told. Darrel 

Keene knows of your presence in the camp, and he 
has determined to put an end to your hunt for 
him. Either swear to give up your idea of reP" 
venge upon him, or meet your fate like a man.” 

“So long as I live I shall hunt the dastard like i* 
a dog. I refuse to compromise.” 

“Enough. We never ask a man twice to save 
his own life. Men, up with the young dog.” 

Ready hands seized upon Howard Lancing, 
and he felt the rope put around his neck. He 
attempted to shout, but the words were choked 
in their utterance. Even as thev pulled him 
from the ground, the crack of a rifle was heard, 
and the bullet severed the rone. At the same >. 
instant there was a wild war whoop, and Roaring 
Ralph Rockwood suddenly made his appearance 
in the shanty. 

CHAPTER VI.—The Tiger from Blue Blazes 
Bar. 

“I’m a terror! I’m Wildcat Saul, the Tiger, x 
from Blue Blazes Bar. I kin lick mv weight in 
bars or catamounts, or ten times it in human be- 
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ings. That’s me now, you just plant your 
si.eekels on it. Stranger, I’m awful when I get 
a little benzine in me. You run agin me in the 
public street, and that’s an insult. No apology 
accepted; it kin only be wiped out in blood. I’m 
the great rooster of the Lucky Find Valley; 
you’ll hear me crow arter I sit down on you. 
Wildcat Saul’s my name, and I’m going to de¬ 
molish ye.” 

“Andy Collins is my name, from New York, 
and you’re going to do nothing of the kind, bet 
your boots on it now.” 

The scene was a striking one; if not, it 
threatened to be very shortly. Wildcat Saul was 
a perfect giant, with a form that might have 
served as a model for a Hercules. Andy Collins, 
as the other called himself, was a small man, 
slenderly built, but with muscles of steel. Wild¬ 
cat Saul surveyed his small antagonist. He 
could admire impudence, but when addressed to 
himself it must be punished. As he saw the 
looks of amusement upon the faces of the miners 
who had gathered around, his anger arose until 
it rapidly grew near the boiling point. 

“Critter, ye’ve riled me, and now ye must 
take the consequences. I’m going to demolish 
ye, an’ when I’m done thar won’t be enough of 
ye left to swab up a floor with. Ye waked up 
the wrong customer when ye poked at Wildcat 
Saul with a stick! Ah! Where are ye now,” 
ap^Lhe struck at the small man. 

Those standing by could never really tell how 
it was done. They heard a loud thump followed 
by a heavy fall, and Wildcat Saul, the Tiger 
from Blue Blazes Bar, and the bully of all the 
mining camp, the man who had shot Old Leather- 
legs, the scout, and cowed Wild Bill, lay upon his 
back star-gazing. Something very like a cheer 
arose when this fact became apparent. The 
sound seemed to arouse the man from Blue 
Blazes Bar. 

“Whar’s the critter what struck me? Show 
me the reptile that got in that foul blow, and 
I’ll chaw him into mincemeat.” 

“Hearts the man to whom you are indebted, 
jny friend; Andy Collins, at your service, came 
in measured tones, unshaken by excitement. 

Wildcat Saul turned with a furious roar— 
r:> >- - : tn find himself gazing into the tubes of a 
dangerous little sevenshooter, held by a hand 
that was as steady as the Rock of Gibraltar. 
It is wonderful to see the cooling effect a revolver 
will have at times upon the most reckless of 
men. Wildcat Saul had been in many a tussle 
where the odds seemed against him, but, like Wild 
Bill, he knew when a man "had the drop on 
him’,” and was no fool. The anger vanished from 
hi- face, and a sickly smile made its appearance. 

“Fellers!” exclaimed Saul at length, uttering 
the words with a vehemence that made some of 
thr- more peaceably disposed miners shiver, 
“fellows, tharts going to be hot work around here 
before long. That man has taken advantage of 
n.‘\ and no critter ever did that before and 
jived. I’m a fire-eater, a tearer from Blue Blazes 
B;j /and I kin lick any man in this camp.” 

I a, ha, ha!” 
The ghastly laugh seemed to float upon the 

a!/, coming from whence, no one could tell. 
“Who daze; to laugh?” Saul cried, and the 

faces around him expressed the greatest alarm 
and consteration. “Who dares to laugh at Wild¬ 
cat Saul ? If he be a brave man, let him step 
out and show himself. Thar’s death in this 
weapon!” 

“Ha, ha, ha! Rash mortal, dost think thou 
canst harm the dead ? It is the spirit of old 
Dacotah Dave that haunts thee. The time draws 
near when his death shall be avenged, and thy 
neck be encircled bv the bony, fieshless hand of 
death. Ha, ha, ha!” 

The terrifying words and ghostly laughter 
seemed to come from the air above the man’s 
head, and both were plainly heard by the awe¬ 
stricken crowd. 

“Haunted—haunted! Saul Baker, haunted!” 
The crowd was also somewhat horrified, and 

not desiring to hold any communication with the 
spirit of the ill-fated Dacotah Dave, the men 
hastened to disperse. One form arose from the 
grass just behind a neighboring shanty, and made 
off up the street, shaking with some deep emo¬ 
tion that must either be terror or secx^et laughter. 
He was a buckskin-clad warrior of the plains, tall 
and athletic, but his feelings made him shake like 
a reed in a storm. 

“Slap my jaw with a bootjack! Dust my Sun¬ 
day breeches, but that was better nor a circus!” 

It was Roaring Ralph Rockwood, and he was 
personally acquainted wtih the spirit of Dacotah 
Dave. 

CHAPTER VII.—“Halt, Right Thar!” 

“Thus does the prince of road-agents bid you 
all defiance. I am Dare-Devil Darrel! Behold!” 

Bludsoe Baker, the man with the black beard, 
uttered these words in a distinct voice, so that 
there was not a man present but who heard him. 
The man certainly made it plain enough for them, 
that was certain. As he uttered the last word, 
his hand sought his face, the heavy black beard 
was plucked loose and thrown aside, revealing 
the handsome features of Dare-Devil Darrel. 

Santa Fe Joe’s eyes fell upon the belt that was 
now strapped around the waist of the road-agent, 
and as he realized that he was in great danger 
of losing its precious contents, an inarticulate 
cry broke from his lips. Perhaps his eyes were 
blinded by passion, or else whisky. Certain it 
is that after his weapon had sounded, the road- 
agent was seen standing in the same position, 
only that one of his revolvers was raised. The 
breeze from the door blew the smoke to one side, 
and the unlucky miner realized his terrible posi¬ 
tion. A revolver was bearing- full upon him. 
He had missed his aim; it was the other’s turn 
now. As the sharp report rang out. Santa Fe 
gave a spasmodic leap into the air, and then 
sank to the floor a corpse; he had not been 
granted time enough to give a death shriek. 

“Make way there! I am going out and woe 
to the man who attempts to stop me. My words 
contain information, these playthings, deavh!” 

As he spoke, Dare-Devil Darrel left the waP 
against which he had been leaning, and mo*r?d 
toward the crowd. 

“Halt right thar!” 
The words sounded loud and clear, and Mr. 
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Road-Agent found his way blocked by a tall form 
garbed in greasy buckskin while a large revolver 
seemed to gaze into his face, as it were. 

“Who are you that dares stop Dare-Devil 
Darrel ?” he demanded in his fiercest tones. 

“Pandy Ellis.” 
When 'the old hunter pronounced his name, the 

road-agent had naturally stepped back a pace; 
this was sufficient to give him the required mo¬ 
mentum for the leap he contemplated. It so hap¬ 
pened that one of the windows of the place was 
only a few yards to the left of the venturesome 
road-agent, and he had noticed that it was open. 
During the ten seconds that he stood befoie 
Pandyt he was concentrating his power for a tre¬ 
mendous leap. Suddenly he made the leap. It 
was a splendid jump and its executing did the 
man credit. He passed swiftly through the in¬ 
tervening space. Dare-Devil Darrel vanished 
through the window like an evil specter being 
swallowed up in the gloom without. All within 
the room heard the heavy thud as his feet struck 
the ground, and a rush was now made for the 
door. The shout of triumph that the road-agent 
had given utterance to, after the successful ac¬ 
complishment of this feat, was suddenly, choked 
off, for a pair of bony hands encircled his thoat 
with the crushing power of a vise. In vain Dare- 
Devil Darrel struggled; he appeared to be in 
the power of a giant, whose will was law to 
him. 

“Give us the critter to hang. We’re the 
Vigilantes of Gold Gulch, an’ won’t be cheated 
out of our prey. Thar’s going to be a dead man 
in these diggin’s afore five minutes,” came a 
voice. 

“Eggsactly, an’ thet dead man’ll be you, ole 
hoss, ef ye dar ter poke yer nose forard. Show 
me ther man wat sed them words. Ef he ain’t a 
cussed coward, he’ll show hisself,” said Pandy 
Ellis planting himself alongside of Bolly, in which 
maneuver he was followed by Blue Bill and Roar¬ 
ing Ralph. The valiant individual who had ut¬ 
tered those daring words did not exhibit any 
haste in showing himself, much to the amusement 
of old Roaring Ralph, who was chuckling to him¬ 
self. 

“Now,” continued Pandy, “thar is jest this 
much ter be sed. This man air our prisoner. Ye 
stood thar like a pack o’ cowards an’ wud hev 
lef him walk away alter shootin’ yer kumrad. We 
captured him an’ he belongs ter us. Now we 
want ter be friends wid ye all. I’m a-going ter 
help ye clean ther gulch out an’ make it a re¬ 
spectable camp, whar a honest man kin sleep 
widout runnin’ a chance o’ walkin’ up an’ findin’ 
his throat cut. In a word, ole Pandy Ellis air 
a-goin’ ter lead ther Vigilantes.” 

Dare-Devil Darrel was turned over to several 
of the Regulators for safe-keeping. 

Then the crowd separated, many of them go¬ 
ing back to the tavern. Santa Fe’s corps was re¬ 
moved, and the games, interrupted by his chal¬ 
lenge, went on again. Pandy’s comrades had 
left him alone, and he stood as before watching 
the wooing of the goddess of luck, and thinking 
of events long since past, when he heard his 
name spoken, and felt a touch on his arm. Turn¬ 
ing his head, old Pandy found himself face to 

face with a girl, who raised her finger, and ut¬ 
tered the one word: 

“Danger!” 

CHAPTER VIII.—The Cabin of Death. 

When Roaring Ralph made his appearance 
so suddenly in the cabin where the little tragedy 
was being enacted in which our hero bore such a 
part, his appearance created something of a sen¬ 
sation, as may readily be believed. The bullet 
that he had fired so opportunely had cut the rope 
just above the head of the young man, who fell 
in a heap upon the floor, confused, but not badly 
injured. During the next five minutes Roaring 
Ralph Rockwood was fated to have one of the 
hardest tussles of his lifetime, but he was not 
the man to flinch from burnt powder or shining 
steel. Pandy had always likened him to the “aw- 
fulest, tarnelest piece o’ recklessism extant, az 
ther feller hez it.” 

Bonny Prince Charlie commenced the affair 
by extinguishing the light in some mysterious - 
manner with his foot. Complete darkness fol¬ 
lowed, the only things that could be seen being 
the little window and the open door. Perhaps 
ten seconds of this terrible silence ensued, a si- „ 
lence that was suggestive of the bloody event"' 
that were to speedily to follow. Howard -took^Z 
vantage of this short interval. He was lying 
within half a dozen feet of the open door, and by 
rolling over he managed to make his egress. 
Hardly had he gone when a draught, blowing in 
at the window, caused the door to shut with a 
slam. The sound seemed to be the signal for the 
death struggle within to commence. 

“On to him, men! cut the viper to pieces!” 
shouted Prince Charlie in a voice of rage. There 
was a rush of feet, several subdued oaths, one, 
two, three pistol shots in rapid succession, and 
then a confused shuffling sound, as if the whole 
of them were wrestling hand to hand. Outside, > 
the young man arose to his feet, and stood lis¬ 
tening in wonder. What could it all mean ? Had 
someone come indeed to his assistance, and were - 
they battling with the fiends inside. He could 
hear the quick percussion of blows, 
agony, deep curses and growls, and several times 
a heavy fall, as some unlucky devil was knocked 
over in the melee. Whe darkness came so sud¬ 
denly Ralph realized that he was about to be 
assaulted by the whole of his foes, and he had " 
dropped his useless rifle, which could not be 
handled at such close quarters. In its place he 
drew his long, keen-edged bowie. What followed 
was terrible beyond description. Knife thrusts 
were given and received on both sides, and 
Ralph’s long blade played havoc among his ene¬ 
mies. Pandy Ellis and a dozen men from theV 
Read to Ruin, hearing the terrible racket, had 
now reached the spot. The noise of the struggle 
had now almost died away, although groans 
could be heard coming from the interior of the ^ 
death cabin. A human figure came crashing 
all in his descent, and rolling over upon the 
ground. Before any of them could put forth a 
hand to arrest him, he had gathered himself up,^ 
and with great leaps plunged into the darkness; 
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nor did any of them fire, not knowing whether 
it was a friend o” foe, and as for pursuit, that 
was rendered completely out of the question by 
the speed of the flying'man. At this moment a 
man came from the saloon, bearing a lamp in 
his hand. The door, upon being tried, would 
not give way at fh'st. There was evidently some 
heavy object against it on the inside, for when 
Pandy pushed hard he could feel it give way. 
Four men lay upon the floor, which was covered 
with human gore. Every one of these fellows was 
carved in an artistic fashion, the marks of a 
keen bowie knife being seen on all parts of their 
anatomy. A movement at the other end of the 
cabin now caught Pandy’s eye, and even as he 
looked in that direction a horse voice said: 

“Don’t dar to raise a hand; I see ye, even 
if it is through the cussed blood! Not a move, 
now, or I’ll let fly, knock me sky high with a ham 
bone if I don’t! It’s me as says it, Roaring Ralph 
Rockwood, you bet!” Then he came, having 
recognized his chum Pandy. 

Roaring Ralph had as many as a dozen slashes 
in various parts of his anatomy, some of them 
ghastly, although not dangerous cuts. Our 
friends had just left the cabin containing the four 
dead men, and were heading for the Road to 
Ruin, when a man came rushing in their direction, 
shouting hoarsely the words: 

“Dare-Devil Darrel has escaped!” 

CHAPTER IX.—Andy Collins the New York 
Detective. 

When Andv Collins left the infuriated Tiger 
from Blue Blazes Bar, he made his way through 
the crowd that was gathering, ™"lsh|* “ 
ib* darkness as has been said before, borne 
live minutes later the strange little man saun- 

-f ^°i.;2n might well be called, was ushered into 
T-™Tfineiv furnished, but his eyes fell not on 
?h« furniture, but on the occupant of the apart- 
ment. A young girl sat in an easy-chair, look- 
ing like an angel, as Andy said mentally. 

“You have come on the day you said you would, 
miss. Welcome to Gold .Gulch,” and Andy ac¬ 
cepted the hand offered him. 

“On Mr. Collins, I am so glad to see you. 
Tell me, is he here?” she asked, eagerly. 

,rL am glad to say he is, miss.” 
“Oh then I may see him, may I not? ’ she 

exclaimed, clasping her hands in delight. 
“Mr dear Miss Courcv, you shall see him to¬ 

morrow from your window’. If he does not walk 
pa-t of his own will, I shall get him to. Trust 

■ an old friend like Andy Collins to do you a 
s^rrtce in the time of need. I told you once ’hat 
j wouldn’t do anything in the world for you, and 
ro • I am proving it by working for you and my 

„ *uc<e yful rival. I told you Howard was here, but 

there is other news, -which if not quite so in¬ 
teresting to your loving heart, is pleasing to my 
professional one.” 

“What is it?” she asked, quickly, her dazzling 
blue eyes lighting up with affection. 

“Darrel Keene is in this vicinity.” 
The young girl uttered a sudden cry in which 

both satisfaction and fear might have been traced. 
“He hates Howard. Are you sure he has done 

him no injury?” she. asked, anxiously. 

“I saw the young man this evening, and up 
to that time he had not been harmed. I hardly 
think Darrel Keene will attempt to injure him.” 

“I hope not, but you don’t know him as I 
do, Mr. Collins.” 

“I will leave you now, Miss Belle. Keep a 
lookout from your window to-morrow, and you 
may see your lover. Good-night,” and the little 
detective left the room in the same quiet way 
that seemed to characterize all of his movements. 
Ten minutes later he vras among the crow’d that 
gathered near the cabin of death, where old Pandy 
was standing with arm locked in that of the fire 
eater, Roaring Ralph, but not even his own 
mother would have recognized Andv Collins, 
such was the effectual nature of the disguise he 
had assumed. A minute later came the dread 
tidings that Dare-Devil Darrel had escaped. Even 
Roaring Ralph forgot his wounds, and joined in 
the mad rush toward the prison. 

“Thar air more o’ ther pizen critters in ther 
camp. Bust my moccasins ef I ever seen ther 
beat. Sumpin’s got ter be done hyar, ’less ye 
want ’em ter manage ther place. Gentlemen, 
air ye ready fer work?” cried Pandy, turning 
to several of the leading regulators, who had fol¬ 
lowed him into the room. 

“We are,” they replied firmly. 
“Then, sirs, to-morry’ll see a revolution in 

Gold Gulch. Pandy Ellis’ll lead ye, an’ artev 
givin’ ther gamblers, thieves an’ cut-throats gen¬ 
erally, fair warnin’, ef thar’s one o’ ’em ter 
he found at night, we’ll string him up higher nor 
Haman, az ther feller sez.” 

The next day a great battle was fought be¬ 
tween the Regulators, under the leadership of 
Pandy Ellis, and the gamblers under the leader¬ 
ship of Wildcat Saul, the Tiger, and the latter 
had been wiped off the face of the earth. It had 
been suspected from the first that Wildcat Saul 
was in league with the roadagents. 

CHAPTER X.—The Specter Horsemen. 

After the great battle was over, and victory de¬ 
clared in favor of the regulators, joy reigned in 
the camp. It was not unaccompanied by sor- 
tow, however, for many of the brave men had 
kept company with desperadoes in death, and 
the cemetery on, the hillside wouldl soon be in¬ 
creased to respectable proportions. The dead 
were laid out in a couple of the cabins, and their 
comrades determined to have a genuine wake. 
Pandy Ellis and his friends were also not a litt’e 
amused, and they stopped to witness the strange 
event. 
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It was now past midnight, and even verging 
on toward early dawn, that hour before daybreak 
that is always on the darkest. The entire inhab¬ 
itants of Gold Gulch, with but very few excep¬ 
tions, had gathered at the upper end of the camp, 
where the scene of jollification was taking place. 
Dark forms entered the lower part of Gold Gulch, 
specter horsemen (as they seemed, for they gave 
forth not a sound even while moving over the 
rocky portions of the street) came out of the 
gloomy pass in single file, and rode among the 
tents and frame shanties. What phantom proces¬ 
sion was this? Five, ten, twenty of them, all 
told, and not a sound made that could have been 
heard above the noise of the revel at the upper 
end of the camp. 

At the head rode a man whose form seemed a 
part of the animal he bestrode, for it swayed eas¬ 
ily with every movement of the horse. Passing 
a miner's shanty, the light from a lamp coming 
from the little window fell upon this leader of 
the phantom horsemen, and revealed the fact 
that a black mask concealed his features. Not a 
soul seemed to be aware of their coming. What 
wanted this specter troop in the mining camp of 
Gold Gulch? Time would speedily tell. A blow 
was intended in retaliation for that just inflicted 
upon the blacklegs and rougher element of the 
place. Reaching a shanty that seemed much bet¬ 
ter than any of its neighbors, they drew rein. A 
signal from the leader, and they made a com¬ 
plete circle. Then while this circle of horsemen 
remained as motionless as statues, the leader, in 
company with three others, dismounted. 

Although Howai'd Lancing took no part in the 
jollification that followed the victory of the Reg¬ 
ulators, he had been in the fight, keeping as close 
to the side of old Tandy Ellis as was possible, and 
his arm had struck many a blow for justice and 
the right on this night of nights. When the af¬ 
fair was over and the slight wounds he had re¬ 
ceived dressed up, the young adventurer had re¬ 
tired to the cabin that had been bequeathed to 
Tandy and his friends by a miner leaving for 
other diggings. Tired in mind and body, Howard 
had thrown himself upon the ground and gone to 
sleep immediately. How long he slumbered the 
young fellow never knew. He was awakened by 
a light flashing upon his eyes, and the very first 
thing he saw was the hated face of Prince Char¬ 
lie, the man who would have had him hung on 
that other night but for the timely intervention 
of the old Colorado ranger. 

Strong hands seized upon him. He expected to 
feel the assassin’s cold blade as it was driven 
into his heart, but his captors seemed to have 
other plans in regard to him. A gag was thrust 
into his mouth and secured. Then his hands were 
fastened behind his back, and he was lifted bod¬ 
ily by one of the men, who seemed to be a per¬ 
fect Hercules, and carried outside. Here he was 
secured to the back of a horse, the bridle of 
which was taken care of by another of the road 
agents. 

Haying disposed of the prisoner in this man¬ 
ner, the road-agents were once more put in mo¬ 
tion. This time the silent cavalcade began its 
march through the camp leading toward the end 
where the revelry was in full blast. Some ten 
minutes after first entering Gold Gulch, the spec¬ 
ter horsemen had be. n swallowed up in the gloom 

that surrounded the tents and shanties beyond 
the reach of a recent fire. Old Pandy stood look¬ 
ing at the demonstrations of the miners, an amus¬ 
ed smile upon his weather-beaten face. The oth¬ 
er rangers had joined heart and soul in the 
merriment, and Blue Bill was giving the gold 
hunters quite an artistic specimen of a Spanish 
dance, in which his long, nimble legs seemed to 
be flying in every direction much to the amaze¬ 
ment of the spectators. 

CHAPTER XI.—Waking up the Exterminator. 

It was at this moment that old Pandv felt a 
hand laid on his arm, and turning his head he 
saw the same strange girl who had warned him 
of the flght in the death cabin. Powder Jenny 
was the strangest character in Gold Gulch. There 
was not a man in the diggings who would have 
dared insult her, for the girl carried pistols that 
she was willing to use, as two men who had been 
wounded almost to death could swear to. She 
did not even venture a glance in the direction of 
Blue Bill and the laughing miners, but, after see¬ 
ing that old Pandy was looking in her face, she 
uttered the same word she had used before: 

“Danger!” 
Pandy caught her by the wrist. If another 

man, this act would have cost him his life, as - ' 
Powder Jenny was ready to resent the slighted— 
familiarity, and had enforced the respect of the 
rough miners at the point of her pistol. But she 
seemed to have taken a decided fancy to the 
trapper chief. 

“What d’ye mean, gal?” he demanded. 
“This. The road-agents have broken into the 

bank, while you fools are acting like idiots. Dare- 
Devil Darrel has entered the camp with his men, 
and at this minute is busily engaged in rifling 
the bank.” 

Breaking loose from Pandy’s clasp, she .turned 
and vanished in the darkness. The old ranger 
realized what such a blow meant to Gold Gulch. 
Such has been the lawless nature of the commu¬ 
nity that the miners had joined together and 
built a strong house that was called “the bank.” 
Here their nuggets and dust were deposited from 
time to time. Matters were conducted irT^4&ic^ . 
and square way. Judge Breckinridge was the 
banker, and as he always had a heavy7 navy re¬ 
volver on the desk beside him, it was a danger¬ 
ous matter for any one to attempt to rob the 
bank while be was in it. 

The fact that of all nights this one should be 
chosen in which to rob the bank struck the miners 
with tremendous force, and yet when they be¬ 
came cool enough afterward to think it over, 
there was not a man of them but who readily 
acknowledged that it was^ust like the impudence 
of Dare-Devil Darrel. While they were celebrat- 
ing the exodus of the hard element from Gold 
Gulch, most of them by death, at one end of the 
camp, the road-agents had been paying all pasty 
debts by robbing* the bank only a few hundred 
yards away. The excitement was tremendous 
among the miners. No sooner had old Pamlv 
communicated the news as given him by the 
brave girl, Powder Jenny, than a grand stam- * 
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”*ede took place from the scene of the late fes¬ 
tivities. 

Blue Bill came to an abrupt pause in his Span¬ 
ish dance, and joined in the mad rush toward the 
center of the camp. Men who had never been 
known as valiant now led the crowd, for the ac¬ 
cumulation of months of weary labor was threat¬ 
ened with danger. Threatened! It was a wild¬ 
eyed crowd that gathered around the bank build¬ 
ing. A dozen torches threw a ruddy light upon 
them, but bronzed faces had actually turned pale. 
A groan went up when it was discovered that the 
door of the little blockhouse, in spite of its heavy 
padlock, was wide open, and across it lay the 
body of the faithful guard, who had met his 
death in defense of his charge. Then the silence 
of death followed while Judge Breckinbridge and 
Pandy Ellis stepped over the dead guard and 
entered the bank. Before a minute had gone by, 
they once more made their appearance, and the 
murmur that had been rising died away until all 
was still again. 

“My good friends,” said the judge, in a loud 
voice, “I have very painful news to tell you. Our 
bank has been entered by these blessed”—only he 
did not quite say blessed—“road-agents, and they 
have gutted the strong chest. There ain’t an 
ounce of dust left in the building.” 

Then the curses that arose were perfectly ter¬ 
rible, and it was a wonder that the air did not 
smell of sulphur. Men looked at each other with 

t.-elfish eyes, and it seemed that a terrible crisis 
was impending. There is no telling what they 
might have done in the fullness of their sudden 
rage, but it happened that there was a man 
among them keen enough to know just what they 
needed, and brave enough to tell them so. That 
man was Pandy Ellis. Climbing upon the top of 
the bank, he drew the attention of the crowd of 
miners. Pandy was a man of few words, little 
given to making speeches, but when he said a 
thing he meant it. 
' “Bovs,” said he impressively, “I hev no interest 

in this yar matter except that ye air all my 
friends, but I’m goin’ ter be wid ye ter ther 
death; do ’e hear, ter ther death. Them critters 
must be wiped out—exterminated.” 

“Them’s the ticket!” cried the crowd. 
.‘‘An’ I’m ther exterminator.” 
“YcwtAet, old Pandy!” they shouted. 

CHAPTER XII.—Ralph Tussles with Old Nick. 

. Yes, Howard Lancing had been captured by 
his cousin, Dare-Devil Darrel and had been put 
into an underground passage. Howard lighted 
a match and discovered a torch lying on the 
ground, which he lit. No sooner than the gloom 
was dispelled before he was appalled by seeing 
a horrible looking thing, half dragon, approach¬ 
ing him, uttering ear-piercing roars as it ad¬ 
vanced. It advanced a few paces and then drew 
back, only to advance- again, drawing a little 
nearer each time. Howard had only a knife with 
which to defend himself. 

Ho^rd tood there almost frozen with the feel¬ 
ing u at*appeared to creep along and benumb his 
limb-. To cry out would do not a particle of 
good; retreat he could not, and dash out his torch 

he dare not, so that all that was left for him to 
do was to stand against the rock, and summon- 
mg all of his courage to his aid, fight the hor¬ 
rible thing to the last gasp. He had need of all 
his determination to preserve a brave front, for 
with each advance the roars of the strange brute 
grew louder, and its aspect became still more hor¬ 
rible, if such a thing were possible. Things 
^ould not remain in this way long. So nervous 

^ oun&' ma;n become that if the fierce brute 
did not assault him shortly, in sheer desperation 
he would move toward it, and hasten the conflict 
that could only terminate in the catastrophe of 
death. 

He was spared this daring act, however, for a 
most singular event took place. The dragon, af¬ 
ter the fiercest demonstration it had yet made, 
slowly retired in order to prepare probably for 
the final rush. Howard stood there, torch in 
hand, and peering through the darkness to where 
he could see the ferocious fiend. At this instant 
there was a loud exclamation in a human voice. 
He heard the scrambling sound of a fall, and 
knew immediately afterward that some one had 
engaged the thing in a desperate fight. Who this 
unknown friend could be, or from whence he 
came, Howard had not the slightest idea, but lie 
was no coward, and at once rushed toward the 
combatants. Contrary to his expectation he did 
not hear the fiend indulge in horrid roars. On 
the contrary, the only sound that greeted his ears 
as his torch lighted up the scene of the conflict, 
other than those caused by the struggle itself, 
was the voice of a man yelling out in wild ac¬ 
cents the strangely familiar exclamations: 

“Dust my Sunday breeches; tar and feather 
me! Chaw my moccasins; bust me, what under 
the hevings has got hold of me? Air it the 
devil?” , —, 

The new antagonist of the thing was 
no other than our friend Roaring Ralph. 

The dragon at once seized upon the unlucky 
ranger, who, feeling the slimy skin against his 
own, gave vent to his amazement and consterna¬ 
tion in several of the phrases that had become a 
part and parcel of Roaring Ralph. Desperate as 

■his situation might be, the rough ranger was not 
the man to ever give in without a struggle. What 
horrible denizen of the underground world em¬ 
braced him he knew not, but without stopping to 
give the matter a second thought he pitched in. 
Roaring Ralph v/e have all seen in many per¬ 
ilous scenes, but certainly never one like this. 
The night had already held strange adventures 
for him, but it seemed that he was destined to go 
through with more of a character equally as ex¬ 
citing. 

Howard recognized the expressions used by the 
reckless old ranger more than his voice itself, 
for the scrambling, shuffling noise that sounded 
as if two persons were engaged in mortal com¬ 
bat almost effectually drowned anything familiar 
in his tones. The young fellow rushed impetu¬ 
ously forward. He still held the lighted torch 
above his head, and with his right hand gripped 
the knife that had come into his possession so 
providentially, determined that as Roaring Ralph 
was his friend, and had fought hard for him once 
before, he would not be backward about lending 
his assistance in the present struggle, even though 
both of them were obliged to succumb to the 
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power of the terrible winged dragon of the cav¬ 
ern. When the light from Howard’s torch first 
lit up the spot, it showed him a scene of the 
greatest confusion. One of the great wings of 
the dragon seemed to be embracing the leather- 
clad old ranger, who, unable to draw a weapon, 
was pummeling away at the shining body of the 
horrid reptile with his fists after the manner of 
a bora pugilist. ■ . 

Howard, seeing the danger of his friend, now 
ran hastily up to the combatants, and waited for 
a chance to plunge his knife into the creature. 
Just at this juncture a most surprising event took 
place. One of Roaring Ralph’s heavy blows ap¬ 
peared to strike in some point more vulnerable 
than the rest and with the astonishing result of 
sending the terrible-looking creature rolling over 
upon the ground. Howard was about to spring 
forward with his knife to inflict some damage, 
when the prostrate monster cried out, in a loud 
voice: 

“I own up beat, boys!” 

CHAPTER XIII.—Scarlet Loon’s Dusky Hunters. 

A few nights after the foregoing events trans¬ 
pired—a very dark night—a figure was making 
has way along toward some objective point 
evidently, although if anyone were around and 
had seen him it would have puzzled him what 
the objective point was. 

Trace out the course he had been taking since 
our observation was directed to his movements, 
and there the object of interest was to be seen. 
A light uhaf flickered in an uncertain way, as 
though proceeding -from a fire, showed the naked 
branches of an old dead tree that seemed to 
hang over the spot from whence the glare ema¬ 
nated. With great pertinacity the man kept on 
his way, gradually nearing the spot from whence 
the- light came. Sounds now reached his ears, 
not unlike the murmur of human voices, and a 
dry chuckle escaped his lips as if some suspicion 
previously entertained had now become a cer¬ 
tainty. 

It turned oxxt just as he had suspected. The 
fire lay in a ravine some twelve feet or more in 
depth, and the sides of which in some places 
might even be called walls, such was their steep¬ 
ness. The crawler slowly approached at the point 
where the dead tree leaned far out over the ra¬ 
vine. At this point a ragged fringe of dried 
grass ran along the edge, which moved restlessly 
either from. the heat of the fire below, or be¬ 
cause a slight wind blew through it at intervals. 
Like a snake the spy moved toward the edge. 
He lay fiat upon his breast, and. wriggled along a 
few inches at a time, as if an old hand at this 
sort of business, and not likely to betray himself 
to those in the little canyon below. 

Upon reaching the grass that formed a fringe 
upon the edsre of the wall, his movements grew 
even more cautious, if such a thing were possible. 
The pungent smoke of the fire assailed his nos¬ 
trils. and be knew, even before looking over, that 
it was almost directly under him. Placing one 
hand upon the trunk of the dead tree, so that it 
might bear a portion of his weight, he leaned 
over. What he saw brought an ejaculation of 

surprise to the lips of the spy, but he refrained 
from giving utterance to it. The fire was burn¬ 
ing briskly in the little canyon, apd around it, 
seated or standing as they might happen to be, 
were at least two score of hostile Sioux braves. 
That they were on the warpath it needed no 
second glance to tell the crawler upon the bank, 
for his eyes noted this like a flash. Having gain¬ 
ed a good position for observation, the white spy 
craned his neck over the edge and began to count 
the redskins in the canyon below. While doing 
this he was exceedingly careful not to discover 
himself to any of them. He knew as well as any 
man on the border what sharp eyes are possessed 
by Indians, and how ready they are to note any¬ 
thing suspicious, and he was resolved that by no 
act of his should discovery come. A creeping 
form came snakelike over the ground in his rear, 
making not the slightest sound that could have 
reached mortal ears. 

The scout leaned still farther over the edge, 
supporting himself by the toes, and so deeply in¬ 
terested in examining the camp and its inmates, 
that he knew nothing of the silent foeman behind 
him. At length the dusky brave arose to his 
knees. He held no weapon in his hands, and it 
seemed as though it was his intention to throw 
himself upon the recumbent form of the spy and 
pin him to the earth. Such was not his idea, 
however, as the events of the next few seconds 
proved. Suddenly grasping the ankles of the 
scout, he gave them a desperate twist. So abrupt- 
was this assault that the white spy was thrown 
from the wall. Instinctively he retained his hold 
upon the tree, and thus found himself in a singu¬ 
lar position. Swinging by one arm from the dead 
tree, a savage above him, tomahawk in hand, a 
campfire and two score of Sioux below him! 
Truly, old Pandy Ellis was not to he envied. 

Soon Pandy let himself fall from the limb of 
the tree right among the redskins. But just as 
the Indians were swarming to annihilate the old 
scout a volley of rifle shots rang out, and the 
Regulators, led by Bolly Wherrit, who had been 
scouting around the Indian camp, attacked the 
redskins and put them to rout. And now a scout 
approached and said he had discovered the rob¬ 
bers’ retreat. 

CHAPTER XIV.—Moccasin Mat. 

To say that Roaring Ralph and Howard 
Lancing were amazed when the terrible winged 
dragon of the underground retreat in which they 
found themselves, rather by a force of circum¬ 
stances than by their own wills (for Roaring 
Ralph had fallen through some crevice and found 
himself in the underground cavern just before 
Howard had been forced into it by his cousin’s 
men), addressed them in a voice that although 
sounding a trifle rusty, as if from long dwelling 
in this strange place, was unmistakably human; I 
say to declare that they were amazed would be 
putting it much too gently. Slowly a human figure 
emerged from the dragon skin, kicking first one 
leg loose and then the other, and at length stand¬ 
ing erect before our two friends. It was a strange- 
looking man who met their gaze. He was young in 
years, and his face was remarkably handsome with 
its golden-colored beard. His hair, of the same 
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color, hung far down upon his shoulders. A pair of 
gray eyes looked keenly at our two friends, who 
were So thunderstruck that neither of them could 
utter a word. The late terrible winged dragon 
was the first to break the strange silence that 
had fallen upon them. 

“Stranger,” said he to the reckless ranger, “I’ve 
never seen ye before, but I want to know ye. I 
always was considered some in a tussle, but I’ve 
met more’n my match. Ye don’t belong to the 
critters in this pesky place that ain’t got no out¬ 
let; ye look like a free trapper; tell me who ye 
are?” 

“Me!” stammered the old ranger, who now re¬ 
covered his voice, “b'ars’ claws an’ buffler hoofs! 
I’m a ring-tailed roarer from the Colorado can¬ 
yon; I’m the squealer what can lick his weight in 
wildcats with one arm. That’s me, now, Roar¬ 
ing Ralph Rockwood, you bet.” 

“Roaring Ralph! Surely I’ve heard Bolly 
Wherrit speak of ye,” said the strange man. “My 
name, if I used to recollect right, was Moccasin 
Mat.” 

“Sculps and sausengers! Moccasin Mat, did ye 
say? Crawlers and catamounts! Won’t Bolly be 
roaring glad to see ye agin? He’s kirn up ter 
this part o’ tire kentry in search o’ ye, man. 
”Twar only t’other night he kept me from put¬ 
ting harf an ounce of lead in Dare-Devil Darrel’s 
head, acause, sed he, that’s the only man what 
knows whar my young friend Moccasin Mat are.” 

‘ Even Dare-Devil Darrel doesn’t know, but he 
thinks I have gone to the spirit world. Who is 
this with the torch, Roaring Ralph?” 

Then for the first time the eyes of the rough 
ranger fell upon Howard Lancing, and with an 
ejaculation of joyful surprise, he seized upon the 
young man’s hand. While Moccasin Mat was 
gathering together the ludicrous disguise in 
which he had really alarmed both of our friends, 
Ralph and Howard were entering into mutual ex¬ 
planations, and the mystery, so far as it might 
have existed between them, was dissipated. Moc¬ 
casin Mat had left Bolly Wherrit some six months 
or more before. His object in coming to the gold 
hills was well known to. the old ranger, which 
accounted for the ready manner in which he laid 
the blame upon Dare-Devil Darrel when he came 

„ to -the- Black Hills in search of his missing friend 
‘"^Stfrp&omrade. 

There was an old score between Darrel Keene 
and Mat Reynolds. Down in the southwest they 
had met as enemies, and fought more than once, 
but without fatal results. The girl whom Mat 
loved had vanished from her native tov.m, and it 
was thought that Darrel Keene had been concern¬ 
ed in her disappearance, as he vanished at the 
same time. Moccasin Mat had searched high 
and low’ for him; at length, gaining a clue, he 
had started for the gold mines, determined if he 
could find Darrel Keene, to force from him an 
avowal of what he had done with Isola Adams, 
a id avenge her wrongs by dealing the scoundrel 
h: death blow. 

The avenger found Darrel Keene, but his plans 
did not work to perfection. They met, providen- 
* a !y, a Mat had thought at the time, although 
he afterward changed his mind, in a pass among 
the ni'Is. Each recognized the other, but Dai-rel 
Ke"ne had forgotten his old jealousy, and would 
have roet Mat in a friendly manner, but the lat¬ 

ter sprang at him like a wildcat, demanding to 
know what he had done with Isola Adams. Keene 
declared he had never set eyes on the dark-eyed 
girl since leaving the town, and that he had no 
desire to see her, but the passionate young hunt¬ 
er immediately gave him the lie, and at it they 
went, hammer and tongs. 

Darrel Keene was a strong man, but he was 
faring badly in the hands of his furious adver¬ 
sary, when, fortunately for him, some cf his 
road agents happened along, attracted by the 
noise of the fray, and Moccasin Mat was a pris¬ 
oner. Darrel Keene was now furiously angry. 
He had his victim thrown into the Black Pit, and 
left there to starve. Two months later he sum¬ 
moned up enough courage to go to the pit to look 
upon the bones of his enemy, but not a sign of 
one could he see. And yet Moccasin Mat had not 
climbed out of the Black Pit, nor had a single 
man of the outlaws visited him. 

Darrel Keene had felt uneasy ever since; some¬ 
thing seemed to tell him that his enemy was still 
alive and near him; how near he had not trie 
least idea, and would have shuddered had he 
known that fifty times was 'his heart covered by 
a pistol in the hands of Moccasin Mat. The es¬ 
cape of the hunter from the pit was easy enough, 
although it took him many weary hours to ac¬ 
complish it. A hollow sound under his feet gave 
him the idea, and he set to work with a small 
penknife he had. In the end he made his way 
along the cavern where we have seen the meeting 
between himself, Howard and Roaring Ralph 
some six months later. 

From this he could gain access to the stoi’eroom 
of the road agents, and supplied himself with 
everything he needed, but could find no way of 
getting out. The only passage leading to the outer 
world was barred by a heavy door, and the key 
of this was hung up in the main cavern in plain 
view of those who might be therein. Many had 
been tire tricks and plans resorted to by the 
imprisoned hunter to gain possession of this key, 
but all without success. He had paid a visit to 
the Black Pit, and removed all traces of the 
manner in which he had made his escape. In 
despair, he had at length attempted to frighten 
the outlaws, and had made up the dragon out of 
various articles stolen from the storeroom. Sev¬ 
eral times he had given them a bad scare, the 
bullets fired at him being wasted on account of 
his wearing an armor made of many sheets of 
thick brown paper, and the outlaws had begun to 
believe in the phantom beast. 

Moccasin Mat proposed to lead them to where 
they could look upon the main cavern occupied 
by the road-agents, and to this they readily as¬ 
sented. The reckless ranger knew nothing at all 
about the place, having come in through the roof, 
and Howard was but little better acquainted, al¬ 
though he would recognize the place where the 
bandage had been removed from his eyes, and he 
had faced his angry, desperate cousin. Moccasin 
Mat was, on the other hand, very familiar with 
every portion of the underground passages in 
which he had remained hidden so long, stealing 
all that he needed to sustain life, from the store¬ 
house of the outlaws. After traversing a pas¬ 
sage in the dark, for Mat had insisted upon the 
torch being extinguished at the outset, as there 
was no danger from pitfalls in this portion of the 
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cavern, they came to the storeroom of the road 
agents. Here a lantern, burning dimly, revealed 
quite an array of boxes and barrels, together with 
sundry packages, and it was evident that once 
in a while the border robbers pounced upon a 
provision merchant’s train bound for the gold 
hills, which stock was soon after added to their 
larder. 

This cavern was also used as a stable, for a 
dozen or so horses were fastened at the other end, 
where they champed and pawed at the rock as if 
anxious'to see the outside air again. Moccasin 
Mat left his new-found friends, and gliding 
through the storeroom, entered quite a large 
passage on the other side. In a few minutes he 
came back, and reporting the coast clear, led 
them along the route he had just taken. Before 
a couple of minutes had gone by they were look¬ 
ing in upon the cavern home of Dare-Devil Dar¬ 
rel and his bold road-agents. The cavern was 
large and well-lighted up. Half a dozen men were 
in sight, and these seemed to be wrapped in 
sound slumber. 

Moccasin Mat pointed to the further wall, 
where in plain view hung the key that unlocked 
the heavy door standing between themselves and 
freedom. Time and again had the eyes of the 
poor prisoner rested longingly upon this, and now 
he had friends by his side who would assist him 
to force an egress from the underground abode 
that had threatened to be his tomb. At this min¬ 
ute the rough ranger caught the arms of his 
comrades, and ejaculated in a whisper: 

“Dust my Sunday breeches, look thar!” 
What they saw was the figure of a woman 

approach a man who evidently was asleep and 
press a handkerchief to his face as though chlo¬ 
roforming him. Howard saw it was the veiled 
woman who was with him in the coach—Hattie 
Winchester. 

But now the three friends were aware that 
somebody was coming. They scurried to get back 
beyond the storehouse. But in the scramble Roar¬ 
ing Ralph was left behind among an immense 
heap of boxes. He did not know which way to go. 

CHAPTER XV.—On the Brink of Eternity. 
• , * -O. * •, 

Not a human being was in sight. Some thirty 
yards ahead a lighted torch was to be seen. It 
hung by means of a cord, and moved to and fro 
with a pendulum-like motion, as though it had 
been recently moved. Why it had been placed 
in this strange position not one of them could 
guess, but they were not long kept in ignorance. 
Ome more the gruff voice of Prince Charlie came 
to them, every word being clear and distinct as 
the notes of a bell. 

“Advance ten steps more and you will all be 
\ blown into eternity. There is a keg of gunpow- 

^ der, and a train lies under the torch. If you 
move forward you will send us all to the devil. 
Be \Varned in time, and get out of this.” 

Pandy Ellis arose to his feet. He held a 
heavy revolver in his hand, and those nearest to 
him saw a strange light come upon his face, that 
was almost cunning in its way. 

“Roller me,” he shouted, and then boimded for¬ 

ward like a panther in the direction of the swing¬ 
ing, lighted torch. 

Was the old ranger mad? If so, there was a 
method in his madness, as will be presently 
made manifest. Sure enough, the words of the 
road agent seemed about to be made true. Before 
Pandy Ellis had made five of his leaps, the torch 
fell abruptly to the rocky floor, the old ranger 
having run against a thread stretched across the 
passage, and which was connected with the cord 
that maintained the torch. No sooner had the 
light reached the floor of the passage than there 
was a confused spluttering sound, a myriad of 
sparks, and as Prince Charlie had threatened, 
the train was fired. 

There was a bright flash as the fire reached the 
keg, and then but for the fluttering torch upon 
the rocks, darkness fell upon the scene. The old 
hero had not paused, even when the vivid flash, 
leaping up, seemed to threaten the terrible dis¬ 
aster the road-agent had promised. He had al¬ 
most unconsciously shut his eyes and clenched 
his teeth, but if he was preparing for a shock, 
none such came, and as almost complete darkness 
came upon the scene, he leaped over the torch. 
A few seconds later and the plain sounds of bat¬ 
tle reached the ears of our friends. Angry 
curses, followed by a yell of pain, and a wild 
whoop in the well-known voice of the old rang¬ 
er, roused the stupefied regulators to the aston¬ 
ishing fact that they were still in the land 
the living. 

“Forward! The ole man’s gone an’ tackled the 
whole gang. Forward!” yelled Bolly. 

They raced along like so many fierce panthers. 
In passing, Blue Bill swooped down, and picking 
up the torch, waved it wildly above his head as 
he ran, fanning it into a brilliant flame. They 
turned the angle that was just a short distance in 
the rear of the empty powder keg that had been 
about to blow them all into eternity. It was a 
wild scene that met their gaze. Pandy Ellis 
stood in the midst of a dozen road agents, his 
knife drawn, and already crimson with the life 
blood of one of them. As the wild band of reg¬ 
ulators dashed into view, bearing the torch, the 
road-agents seemed to vanish into thin air; but 
Pandy had seized upon one fellow, whom he was 
hugging desperately with brotherly a- 
when his friends reached the spot. "-- 

Comanche Jack, who had given up his position 
as coach driver, and accompanied Ins old prairie 
friends, relieved Pandy of his prisoner, and the 
indomitable old fellow immediately dashed off at 
the head of the regulators, who, now that the 
horrible suspense of the last minute was broken 
were ready and anxious to be at their enemies! 
They did not go far, however. A deadly fire met 
them that laid several brave men low, and the 
others, still dashing valiantly on in the darkness 
(for no sooner had the music of deadly weapons 
commenced, than Blue Bill dashed the torch 
away), ran against a barricade built of rocks 
As it y> as impossible to break this down in the 
face of the galling fire from the other side or 
clamber over it, if such a thing was within ’the 
possibilities at any time, "the regulators retreated 
behind the adjacent bend in the passage, and 
proceeded to discuss the matter in all its bear- 

they are thus engaged, we can do 
no better than take a little retrospective glance 

i)_ 
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r,rv! ascertain how this condition of affairs came 
about. 

The scout, who came rushing into camp just 
after the Dacotahs had been almost extevminated, 
had indeed found the main entrance to the road 
agents’ den, and he did not consume very much 
time in leading old Pandy and his men thither. 
They had to move cautiously, as they were going 
over unknown ground. Being discovered by a 
road-agent without their knowledge, the alarm 
was given, and a reception for the Vigilants pre¬ 
pared, as the reader has seen, although it was 
not quite so warm as the inmates of the Pan- 
’ her’s Hole had tried to make out. But for the 
intrepid nature of fearless Pandy Ellis, the cun¬ 
ning road-agents would in all probability have 
driven the regulators out of the cavern by fright 
alone. Let us now return to other of our char¬ 
acters, whom we left, some time back, in rather 
a critical situation, and ascertain how they have 
fared during all this time of tumult. 

CHAPTER XVI.—Old Dragon Goes Up in Smoke. 

Moccasin Mat and Howard Lancing crouched 
behind an outlying boulder in the narrow pas¬ 
sage that led to the interior cavern. Around 
them all was gloomy darkness, and silence brood¬ 
ed among the black depths in their rear. 

“ ~ • “Ready! They are close at hand,” said the 
young hunter to his comrade. 

Loud voices and heavy footfalls could be heard 
in front, and a light suddenly greeted their eyes 
as those who approached came suddenly around 
some bend in the passage. Howard had been 
well armed by Mat, who had secured almost ev- 
thing he desired from among the stores of 
the road-agents, and the two presented quite a 
formidable appearance. Ignorant of the grisly 
monster that lay in. the path, the outlaws advanc¬ 
ed in single file. The leading man carried a 
torch, and thus presented a splendid mark. A,s 

f Mat’s revolver rang out, he gave an eldritch 
screech, flung the fatal torch to one side, and then 
pitched forward upon his face, as dead as Julius 

, Caesar. 
Darkness now ensued, and Howard, to com- 

- j^riuthe confusion, sent several bullets along 
^ thef’narrow alley, and the angry shouts, together 

with the yells of pain, gave evidence of the fact 
that in some way or other they had proved effi¬ 
cacious, although not to the outlaws. A long 
silence ensued; perhaps half an hour glided by, 
and our two friends knew their foes had gone 
bark to the other cavern for a consultat:on. How¬ 
ard’s thoughts were roaming to other scenes, and 
the .sweet, lovely face of Belle Courcy was be¬ 
fore his mind’s eye, when he felt the hand of his 
companion laid upon his arm. 

- "Hist! they are coming again,” said Mat. 
Howard also heard the slight noise in the nar¬ 

row aJley, as if some crawling person had run 
against one of the bodies. It would be extremely 
difficult to see where to fire, but Mat prevented 
his companion from doing this. He held some¬ 
thing in his hand which he seemed to weigh care¬ 
fully, m if about to throw it from him. 

“Flatten yourself out on the ground,” he said. 
"There’s going to be a ^rumpus.” 

Howard had hardly done so than he knew Mat 
had sent whatever he held along the narrow pas- 
vsage, and thrown himself also upon Ids face. 
Theie followed a bright flash and a terrific ex¬ 
plosion that seemed to make the walls tremble. 
As soon as the rolling of stones ceased, silence 
followed in their immediate vicinity, but they 
could hear the cries of alarm, and the shuffling 
noise of a hasty retreat from those who had been 
farther away, and hence uninjured by the explo¬ 
sion of Moccasin Mat’s little hand grenade. 

“Reckon they won’t come fooling about our 
front door again. If we were only as safe in re¬ 
gard to the rear, we’d be all right. Tell you what, 
I’ll go and fix up the dragon. That may scare 
’em some if they get in; at least they’ll make a 
noise and give us time to be on our guard. I’ve 
a way of making the old thing work by itself 
for hours, all but the yells.” 

Mat came back after a little and declared with 
a chuckle that the green dragon was running all 
around the cavern in search of prey. The road 
agents were sharper than our friends had given 
them credit for. Howard Lancing had been rec¬ 
ognized by the man who had been in the stable 
cavern when the two men rushed into the nar¬ 
row passage, and the question at once arose, how 
had he escaped from the pit? 

Dare-Devil Darrel set an investigation on foot 
immediately, and the result of their researches 
was the discovery of the passage through, which 
Moccasin Mat and Howard had made their es¬ 
cape. When they reached the pit and found it 
empty, they began to suspect treachery on the 
part of some one in the band, but a close exam¬ 
ination showed them the trap-door leading to the 
passage below. Then the whole affair was made 
as plain as daylight to Darrel Keene, and he 
shuddered to think that his mortal foe, Moccasin 
Mat, had been alive and close to him for months 
back. • 

Several of the men proceeded to dress them¬ 
selves so as to be almost impervious to bullets, as 
they had seen the danger of carrying a torch 
while hunting such desperate men. One of them 
wrapped a great many blankets around his per¬ 
son so that he had the appearance of a stuffed 
sausage. This individual, who, only after a 
squeeze, managed to get through, the trap-door, 
was immediately dubbed the “Living Skeleton” 
by his comrades. He was deputed to be one of 
the torch-hearers. 

The other worthy who was chosen for this dan¬ 
gerous and anything but lucrative office was a 
tall, ■ thin fellow, who had picked up a complete 
suit of ancient armor somewhere, probably steal¬ 
ing it from some museum. Incased in this, he 
presented a formidable appearance, but walked 
very clumsily, as it was tremendously heavy. 
They were compelled to lower him into the" pit 
with a rope. 

When the road-agents marched along the un¬ 
derground passage with these two queer-looking 
objects at their head, they presented a strange 
appearance, but the torch-hearers felt that they 
were safe, at all events. They at length reached 
the end of the passage, and came upon the. cav¬ 
ern where our two friends had taken up their 
quarters. No sooner had they reached this point 
than the man swaddled up in blankets gave a 
sudden screech. 
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“Thar comes that big green devil after us. 
Run, boys, get out of this quick! Thunder! its 
got me; I’m a goner!” he yelled. 

The man in the armor tried to turn and run, 
but either he could not see well, on account of 
the steel visor, or else his head was too eager to 
go ahead. At any rate, he tripped and fell, roll¬ 
ing slowly down the incline toward the tern ole 
demon, in spite of his efforts to stop. His hoi ri¬ 
fled companions watched his progress with dis¬ 
tended eyes. Once more the green monster came 
rushing forward. The man wrapped up in blan¬ 
kets, finding the passage choked with his friends 
and thinking his time hud come, uttered a how 1 
of terror, and flung his torch at the dragon just 
as his fiery tongue seemed to dart out at the 
helpless ancient knight upon the ground. 

The torch lodged on the great head of > the 
monster. The effect was marvelously, magical. 
Bright tongues of flame shot upward with almost 
lightning-like rapidity, and in an incredibly short 
space of time the green-winged monster had van¬ 
ished into nothing, and all that was left to mark 
its late presence was a mass of smoldering cloth 
on the ground, and several blazing ropes that 
hung from some place above, swinging in mid¬ 
air. 

“Good-by, old dragon,” shouted a voice, “and 
look out for cold lead, my hearties.” 

. Although amazed at what had taken place, the 
road-agents readily understood that the terrible 
winged dragon that had frightened several of 
them almost into convulsions at various times, 
was a gigantic hoax perpetrated at their expense 
by the hunter who had escaped from Black Pit 
months before, but who it seemed had found no 
opportunity to leave the den. Before they could 
put their knowledge to any practical use, and 
while they still stood like statues, there was a 
loud crack, as though the jocks were being rent 
asunder, and a bullet came “tearing through their 
midst. 

This aroused them as nothing else would have 
done, and there was a scattering in hot haste as 
thb bullets began to fly. The only light our two 
friends had to aim by proceeded from the half- 
extinguished torches lying upon the rocks, and 
the still burning ropes. By plunging hither and 
thither, the outlaw's managed to get beyond the 
radius of this light, and consequently in compara¬ 
tively safe quarters, as far as the leaden missiles 
of their enemies were concerned. During the 
brief interval, several shots had sounded, and a 
couple of the outlaws lamented wounds that were 
the result of exposing themselves. 

“It’s coming, Lancing,” muttered Mat. 
“What do you mean?” 
“The tug of war. They’re in this place with us 

_new, and I don’t see how we can retreat. Let’s 
change our positions, anyhow! Follow!” 

Mat had led his young friend to a point where 
the rough wall presented a chance for an ascent, 
and up they went like two chamois, making as 
little noise as possible. Mat was in the advance, 
and had l'eached a considerable height, vrhen he 
became conscious of something breathing on his 
face. At the same instant, in almost a whisper, 
there came the strange but well-known words: 

“Dust my Sunday breeches! What hev we 
hyar?” 

CHAPTER XVII.—Mocked by the Dead. 

When Roaring Ralph found that he could not 
follow his friends because he had become lost in 
the different passages among the boxes, etc., in 
the store-room of the road-agents, he settled down 
in a niche between a couple of high piles of mer¬ 
chandise. He had no more than settled down, how¬ 
ever, before a voice uttered the word “Well!” 

Roaring Ralph attempted to pull his gun, when 
the voice again spoke: 

“Hold on a bit, my friend. I know who you 
are, and that you would not hesitate to rush on 
me even now, but it would be a foolish move. 
Let us act in concert. I am with these outlaws, 
but for a purpose. Perhaps you saw me at Gold 
Gulch.” 

“Yes, I know ye now by what ye say, an’ by yer 
voice, but dust my Sunday breeches, yer get-up 
are amazin’ good. I war jest goin’ ter ram inter 
ye fur a bloody' road-agent, h’ist me inter a 
’Pache grave if I wam’t. Guv us yer hand, Andy - 
Collins of New York!” 

The two shook hands as though the meeting 
had occurred on Broadway. Then the detective, 
in hurried tones, told him how he came to be in ( 
this serpent’s den. He had joined the survivors < 
of Wildcat Saul’s gang in their flight from Gold 
Gulch, had been with- the party that robbed the 
bank, and enjoyed it, too, all but where the guard C 
was killed, “for the fools needed such a lesson" '■ 
to make ’em keep their eyes open,” Andy de¬ 
clared. 

It was he who had dropped a knife down to 
Howard in the pit when captured. Roaring 
Ralph had in his turn started to explain the sin¬ 
gular events that had culminated in his bringing 
up within the cavern, when the little detective 
gave a sudden start, cocked his head on one side 
as though listening, and then caught the rough 
ranger by his sleeve. 

“Hist! they come. After me, quick!” 
Roaring Ralph lost no time in following where 

the other led. Ten seconds was sufficient for 
them to leave the cavern, and by clambering 
quickly up the wail, plunge into a hole which the 
little detective seemed to have taken note of 
before. Their quarters were close, but it at 
least a hiding place for the time beintr - 
eyes of the road-agents, and from tfielr^Jx/stT of > 
observation they could observe all that passed 
within - the stable cavern. Half a dozen men 
came hurrying into view, dashing off again al¬ 
most immediately down one of the passages. Dar- 
rel Keene remained standing alone in the cavern, 
as if wrapped in perplexing thought. 

“What a glorious ^opportunity to accomplish 
my mission if I was only down there!” whispered 
the little detective, with a groan. 

“Hev ye sworn ter kill him, too? Dust my 
Sunday-go-to-meetin’ breeches, but thar’s a * 
wheen o’ folks arter his life,” said Ralph. 

“My mission is to make a prisoner of him, so 
as to force a confession from him. Look, what 
does he see?” said Andy Collins, pointing. 

The prince of road-agents had given a sudden 
start, and they saw him look keenly at the oppo¬ 
site side of the cavern. Naturally their eyes 
were also attracted in that direction. A form, ^ 
dimly seen, stood near the wall. To Andy Col- 
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lins it was strange, but Roaring Ralph recog- 
ri: ed the female who had appeared in the cavern 
some time before, raising Dare-Devil Darrel’s 
mask in order to see the face behind it, and 
whose face had caused handsome Moccasin Mat 
such a shock. As the sable figure, with its white 
face and uplifted arm, still approached him, he 
gave a terrible curse, and vanished from view 
down one of the passages. 

“Let us see where this place leads to,” said 
Andv Collins at length, “for we have little chance 
of getting out through the cavern here, with 
those fellows dashing constantly through it.” 

To this Roaring Ralph readily agreed. He hop¬ 
ed to find some outlet, where he could reach the 
open air and join his comrades, who must be 
wondering what had become of him all the while. 
After proceeding some little distance they agreed 
to halt and rest, as it was very fatiguing work. 
While waiting to regain their breath, the sound 
of firearms being discharged reached them from 
the front. 

“Put me in a powder hom an’ roll me inter the 
Colorado Canyon, if they ain’t in front, too! 
Shall we go on, or lie hyar, kimrade?” asked 
Ralph. 

As the detective said it would be best to move 
forward, the old ranger did so. Presently his 
hand, stretched out in front of him, failed to rest 
upon anything solid, and the hot breath of some 
person fanned his cheek. Then it was that Roar¬ 
ing Ralph gave vent to one of his famous ex¬ 
clamations. 

CHAPTER XVIII.—The Prairie Prince Puts on 
His War Paint. 

Leaving matters in this shape, let us return 
once more to Pandy Ellis, who, breathing hard 
from his recent exertions, stood among the Regu¬ 
lators. They had selected him for their leader, 
and looked to him for advice. Pandy was think¬ 
ing deeply. That barricade was an unexpected 
obstacle and bothered him considerably. How 
could they best demolish it without a serious loss 
of life on their side? His eyes fell upon the 
powder keg, and a risky plan in which gunpowder 
formed a part was shaping itself in his fertile 

when an occurrence diverted him. 
Blue Bill came into view. He had his old fa¬ 

vorite (and well loved from the memories con¬ 
nected with it) lasso in his hands, and before him 
walked a man with bowed hands, and head droop¬ 
ing upon his chest, and the noose of the lasso 
around his neck. _A torch had been resurrected, 
and its light revealed to the captive road-agent 
the stem faces of those around him, and the 
lowering glances gave him no hope for his life. 
It looked a little like the triumphal processions 
of old, where the victors marched before the king 
with their captives and trophies in their train. 

“Whoa!” said Blue Bill, pulling on the lasso, 
and they came to a halt before Pandy. 

“What hev ye hyar, old kimrade?” asked the 
old prairie prince. 

‘This critter reoresents the cultured gentlemen 
who formerly held high carnival in these under¬ 
ground palaces. Now, my friend,” and the trap- 
T*rr jerked the road-agent around until he faced 
hi* threatening finger, you see these gentlemen 

who surround you? They have but one mission 
in the wrorld at present, and that -is to make 
way with all such scurvy dogs as you. You see, 
we are not to be trifled with. Now, I have a 
proposition to make. Listen to it well, for your 
life depends on its answer: We care no more 
about stretching your neck than snapping a pipe 
stem in twrain. Thar’s another road into this 
den, don’t deny it now. Lead us to whar this is, 
and you shaJl depart unharmed when the affair 
is over; refuse, and by the heavens, you shall 
swing, and that before five minutes have gone 
by. Think well before you answer, for I shan’t 
ask you again. I’ll give you one full minute to 
consider,” and the trapper pulled out a magnifi¬ 
cent gold watch as he spoke. 

The tall, dashing ranger stood with his eyes 
upon his watch. Around them all was silent as 
death itself, for the Regulators were watching 
this strange scene, and taking a lesson in border 
ways. 

“Time’s up,” announced Blue Bill. 
“I’ll show you where the other opening is,” 

said the man quickly, his mind made up. 
The powder-marked features of Blue Bill re¬ 

laxed into a half smile. 
“Not an instant too soon, my hearty. That 

man thar is Pandy Ellis. He’ll take charge of 
you now,” and Bill began winding his lasso 
around his waist underneath the loose jacket he 
wore. 

Pandy gave a few brief orders, and half a 
dozen Regulators posted themselves behind ad¬ 
jacent rocks ready J;o receive the road-agents 
should they see fit to make an attempt at escape 
by means of the front passage when attacked in 
the rear. These worthies looked disappointed at 
having been selected for sentinel duty, but Pandy 
cheered them up by remarking that this was the 
most important post of all, and it was probable 
they would have to bear the brunt of the battle. 

The Regulators retraced their steps to the out¬ 
side world, led by Pandy, who held a revolver in 
one hand and with the other kept hold of the 
road-agent’s sleeve, for he did not mean him to 
escape. When half an hour had elapsed they 
were once more underground, and threading the 
passage that led to the great cavern dii*ect. 
Nothing occurred until they came to the heavy 
door that had been the means of keeping Mocca¬ 
sin Mat an inmate of the den for so many weary 
months, he knowing nothing of the other passage 
in which the barricade had been built, so as to 
be ready for an emergency, with only a small 
opening left that could be filled up in a few 
minutes. 

The captured road-agent put his hand to one 
side of the heavy door and gave a hanging cord 
a peculiar pull. Before half a minute had passed 
by they heard the sound of footsteps on the other 
side. The Regulator who held the lantern placed 
it under his coat, so that the light might not be¬ 
tray them before the door was opened. 

“Who is it?” came in surly tones, and it was 
evident the doorkeeper was suspicious. 

“Answer,” whispered the man who had hold of 
the captive, seeing the fellow hesitated. 

“Tom Burchard,” said the man, thus sealing his 
doom if he ever fell into the hands of his former 
companions. ^ 

A rattling of the bolt followed, and then the 
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door swung open. Old Rattlebones was a fierce- 
looking old fellow, with long, unkempt gray hair 
and beard, and keen ejes. As the light from be¬ 
yond him streamed through the open door and 
fell upon the bearded faces of the crowd of de¬ 
termined Regulators, the old fellow* appeared to 
realize v. hat an agregious blunder he had made. 
Giving an almost inarticulate yelp of alarm, he 
attempted to draw the door shut again, but it 
was too late. 

Pandy bounded forward like a panther and sent 
the grizzled old fellow head over heels. He roll¬ 
ed in a confused pile among the stones that were 
piled up just inside the door and on each side of 
it to further strengthen the woodwork. The old 
prairie ranger left him there, and drawing his re¬ 
volver, dashed on toward the cavern, followed by 
his men. Faithful to the trust reposed in him, old 
Rattlebones struggled to a sitting posture, and 
then gave vent to a piercing whistle that rang 
-through the vaulted chambers. 

This act so exasperated one of the Regulators 
that he stopped and emptied three chambers of 
his revolver in rapid succession into the grizzled 
fellow’s body, and they had no trouble with that 
worthy. It took Pandy Ellis but a dozen seconds 
to reach the large cavern; indeed, as many huge 
bounds covered the space that intervened between 
it and the heavy door. Short as was the time 
that elapsed between the signal of the grizzled 
doorkeeper arc! the shots that sounded his death 
knell, and Pand’y’s reaching the cavern, yet there 
seemed to have been enough of it to thoroughly 
alarm.the road-agents for as the old ranger chief 
hounded front the passage ready for action, a 
dozen fieree-looking outlaws were already in view, 

,#and piany others appearing. 
Ellis at once threw himself at the out¬ 

laws. It was a fierce battle. Boliy Wherrit and 
Blue Bull were soon at his side, and the Regula¬ 
tors were close behind. The outlaws were driven 
back, however, with great loss. The Regulators 
pursued them until they came upon a scene that 
/fairly froze the blood in their veins. There stood 
Prince Charlie holding a blazing torch in his 
hand. Close beside him was a powder keg with the 
head knocked off. There was a tigerish gleam in 
his eyes. 

CHAPTER XIX.—The Leap of a Man-Frog. 

It was certainly enough to freeze the blood in 
a man’s veins to see that reckless road-agent 
standing oyer the. open keg of powder with the 
flaming torch in his hand. 

“Back—hack, ye fiends of Tophet! Back, while 
ye ldok upon your doom! This fiery brand will 
lig'ht our way until we come in sight of the eter- 
nah fires. Ha! I can promise you a royal jour¬ 
ney, by masters. ‘Tis only such as we who can 
travel to the depths of hell on wings of living 
file. Look on this and tremble.” 

As the insane fiend spoke he took out a hand¬ 
ful of the powder, and casting it upon the rock, 
applied the torch to it. Instantly a bright flash 
illuminated the spot, and forced a. cry of horror 
from some of the Regulators, whose white faces 
could he seen back of the hunters, they thinking 
that the explosion was about to occur. Poor 
Tandy was at his wits’ end; he knew not what to 

do. Turn whichever way he might, nothing but 
sure and speedy destruction appeared to threaten. 
Perhaps, after all, the madman might listen to 
reason. This thought seemed to strike Blue Bill 
at about the same time, for he pushed his way 
to the front and called out, in a voice so husky 
that no one would ever recognize it as his: 

“What ho! there, Prince Charlie!” 
“Who calls Prince Charlie? He is dead; I am 

his spirit come to avenge him. What mortal 
dares address me?” shouted the crazy road-agent 
wildly, and Blue Bill gave a groan of despair as 
he realized how hopeless it was to think of saving 
themselves by offering this crazy man his life and 
liberty. It was only with a great effort that Blue 
Bill went on: 

“Throw away that torch, Prince Charlie, and 
not a hair of your head shall be harmed. I swTear 
that you shall go where and when you please, but 
for Heaven’s sake, why engulf us all in a common 
ruin ? Surely, you have something to live for— 
some relative whom you love.” 

Strange to say, Blue Bill’s words seemed only 
to infuriate the crazy man, and he almost foamed 
at the mouth, as swinging the torch wildly above 
his head, he yelled out: 

“Ho! I am going where I please. This is a 
cold, cold world. I have taken a fancy to warm 
it up a little—Satan is my master. You know 
Satan? Of course you do, everyone does. I 
dare not disobey him. He has commanded that I 
come to you and bear ye to his presence on wings 
of fire. Satan is a fine old gentleman, a glorious 
master to serve, I tell ye. Now we will delay 
no longer, but begin the fireworks. Black sand? 
Who said black sand? Look here?” 

A mighty shudder ran through the group of 
Regulators, and they held their breaths as the 
crazy man stooped over the powder keg. It suit¬ 
ed his strange fancy to take out another hand¬ 
ful, but the blazing torch was so close to the in¬ 
flammable compound that a falling spark would 
have sent them one and all to eternity. Where 
had that voice come from, pronouncing the words 
“Black sand,” that seemed to enrage the road- 
agent so thoroughly? None of the Regulators 
had spoken, and the words had come to all, seem¬ 
ing from directly opposite the crazy man. Prince 
Charlie threw the handful of powder upon thq 
rock where the other had gone, and then StdiTpeu 
over it, holding the torch above it. 

“Saved!” burst from the lips of old Pandy, 
sending a thrill of joy through the hearts of his 
friends, although they knew- not what he meant. 

A sheet of fire seemed to leap out of the wall 
a few yards above the crazy man, and the sharp 
report of a revolver sounded through the cavern 
and its adjacent passages. Prince Charlie’s arm 
cropped useless to his side, broken, and the torch 
fell upon the rock. There was a bright flash as 
the scattered powder caught fire, and again some 
oi the. Regulators shut their eyes, thinking their 
last minute had come. Those who watched closely 
saw a human form shoot down from-the face of 
the wad and land upon the shoulders of the reck¬ 
less road-agent with the precision of a tiger upon 
its prey. Both men went to the ground, and the 
sounds of a desperate struggle at once ensued. 
- andy wasted no time, but bounded forward. As 
he ran his suspicions were corroborated by hear- 
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ing a well-known voice from the road-agent’s as¬ 
sailant, crying: 

“Dust my Sunday bi-eeches, but ye’ve got as 
many twists as an eel! Bar’s claws and huffier 
hoofs, I think ye’ll hev to give me a lift, Pandy! 
This critter’s like a panther, an’ the old man ain’t 
in good trim arter all he’s passed through late¬ 
ly.” 

Pandy lent his assistance, and the man was 
bound, hand and foot, and thrown upon the rocks, 
where he lay, foaming at the mouth and cursing 
horribly until one of the Regulators put a gag in 
his mouth. One other form descended from the 
hole in the wall from whence Roaring Ralph had 
leaped on to the back of the road-agent. Bolly 
Wherrit was standing watching some of the men 
overhauling the pile of plunder, in the hope of 
finding Dare-Devil Darrel underneath it, when a 
hand was laid upon his arm, and, turning, he 
found himself face to face with Moccasin Mat, 
the young fellow whom he thought so much of 
and whose disappearance, months before, when 
he was on a known errand of vengeance, had 
troubled the old ranger greatly, and was one of 
his reasons for visiting the gold mines; for a de¬ 
sire for gain had nothing to do with it, as Pandy 
and Bolly were independently wealthy after the 
discovery of a treasure-trove that had been taken 
from the ancient Spanish mines and lost by the 
daring gold-hunters in the wilderness, 

r It was while Mat wras relating his adventures 
To Bolly that a figure rushed into the cavern, 
wounded, bleeding, blackened from head to foot, 
and with his clothes blazing, and shouting for 
some one to “put him out, for the love of Hea¬ 
ven!” 

It was Darrel Keene. 

CHAPTER XX.—Dare-Devil Darrel in Flames. 

How came the dashing chief of road-agents in 
such a terrible situation ? Let us follow^ his 
movements and ascertain. During the struggle 
with the Regulators, when the stable cavern was 
empty, the detective had left old Ralph and Moc¬ 
casin Mat in the hole in the wall, for his disguise 
'.t'.LAP enable him to mingle with the outlaws if 
it became necessary, without much danger of de¬ 
tection. It was the full intention of the New York 
detective to make a prisoner of Darrel Keene, so 
that upon promise of life and liberty he would 
make a confession that would return Howard 
Lancing to his father’s arms. If the road-agent 
should oe slain in the battle all chances of right¬ 
ing the injured young man would be gone, unless 
he happened to have some proofs of his share in 
the foul plot upon his person, which was ex¬ 
tremely doubtful, to say the least. 

Andy Collins had witnessed the flight of Dar- 
re" Keene and Prince Charlie, and had hastened 
to follow them. When he reached the stable cav¬ 
ern, Prince Charlie was busily engaged in kick¬ 
ing in the head of the keg that was destined, in 
h.s mind, for such a terrible event. The detec¬ 
tive paid little or no attention to him. Had he 
realized what an awful calamity threatened them, 
he could have very easily sent a bullet through 
the big road-agent and have thus nipped his game 
in the bud. His eyes were glued upon Darrel 

Keene, who, seizing a lighted torch from the wall, 
bounded into a passage, with the detective in hot 

The light of the torch ahead of him was 
sufficient to guide such an experienced man hunt¬ 
er as Andy Collins. All at once, however, the 
torch seemed to be dashed to the ground, and 
Andy Collins heard loud voices, in which mingled 
oaths and the sound of blows. Then he saw the 
torch picked up again and held aloft by some one. 
Still the cries proceeded, and now the blows had 
developed into steel smiting against steel with 
all the cruel clank such a proceeding engenders. 

It was a more than passing strange spectacle 
that Andy Collins’ eyes fell upon as he drew 
closer to the scene of the engagement. The mys¬ 
terious woman who has been seen several times 
during the progress of this story stood with the 
blazing pine knot held high above her head. 
Upon her face the light fell, showing features of 
wonderful beauty, but which now looked cold and 
pitiless as marble, as if the lovely woman had 
devoted her life to a sacred mission of vengeance 
for the wrong of one whom she had loved most 
dearly. Not long did the detective’s eye rest upon 
this wonderful avenger of Belle Courcy’s. for an 
exciting drama was taking place close to where 
she stood. Four men were engaged in a deadly 
duel, one against three. 

The single duelist was Darrel Keene. His 
bowie knife was in his hand, and he defended 
himself, against the fierce assaults of his foes. 
The prince of the road-agents was an accom¬ 
plished swordsman. This stood him in good need 
now, for but for this he would not have been able 
to.stand up before these three men long. It was 
evident that they were acting under strict orders, 
for they sought to disarm the outlaw rather than 
kill him. But Dare-Devil Darrel was watching 
his opportunities, and while the detective looked 
on, he heard a dull thud and a cry of oain, and 
as one of the men staggered away, badU wounded 
in the chest, the road-agent’s knife was seen to 
he dimmed. 

At this instant, however, a blow from one of 
the men struck Darrel’s knife and sent it spin¬ 
ning through the air. Before he could do aught 
to prevent them, the two brawny fellows had 
thrown themselves upon him, and he was power¬ 
less to resist them. 

At last! came from the woman of vengeance 
as she looked in the face of Darrel Keene- “at 
last we meet, and Hattie Winchester shall be 
avenged. Ah! You may well tremble, monster, 
for I am sworn to be your Nemesis. Men, do your 
duty!” and, thrusting the torch in the w'all * she 
turned her back on them that she might not’heal¬ 
th e blow. 

The knife was raised, and Darrel Keene trem¬ 
blingly awaiting the blow, when Andy Collins * 
strode into view with a revolver in each hand 
and commanded the men to “Hold!” 

“Who are you?” demanded one of the men. 
“A friend to you and yours—Andy Collins, 

from New York, a detective in search ‘of Darrel 
Keene!” and as he spoke, Andy replaced his re¬ 
volvers and withdrew the hair that disguised his 
face. 

Dare-Devil Darrel uttered a cry like that of a 
wild beast. He sprang upon the two men, and 
after a short tussle threw them &side. As fate 
would have it, his foot slipped just then, and 
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he fell upon the rocks with the lighted torch un¬ 
der him. When he sprang to his feet his clothes 
were on fire, but unmindful of this, he leaped past 
the detective and sped along the passage, looking 
like a blazing meteor as the flames gained head¬ 
way. Soon his agonized yells rang out, and the 
torture had begun. Dare-Devil Darrel was get¬ 
ting a foretaste of what was to come. 

“Follow me and see the end!” cried Andy, in 
excited tones, and then he sped away after the 
blazing figure, who had brought vengeance upon 
himself. 

CHAPTER XXI.—Conclusion. 

They gathered around Darrel Keene in the 
cavern. He lay upon a bundle of furs, groaning 
with horrible agony. Surely the avenger of Hat¬ 
tie Winchester’s wrongs could not have wished 
him a worse fate than this. Heaven had taken 
the matter of justice out of all human hands, and 
dealt with Darrel Keene terribly. 

“Hpward,” the dying man gasped, with an ef¬ 
fort, “cousin, I am' going. You will find all the 
proofs of that affair in a small tin box that drop¬ 
ped from my coat as I ran in here. Forgive me, 
cousin, for what I have made you suffer. I am 
paying for mv crimes now. Ah! She is here. 
You have come to see me die, Grace Winchester,” 
Said the outlaw. 

“The hand of Providence has taken my duty 
away from me. So he it. Hattie Winchester is 
fully avenged,” she said. 

“You have been wrong all along. You thought 
her dead; she escaped from me and fled to the 
north. That was the grave of a stranger you 
wept over. Hattie Winchester lives; she is not 
far away from here. I have not that crime at 
least on my guilty soul. They call her Powder 
Jenny in Gold Gulch.” 

“My God!” 
A man staggered away from the group. D 

was Moccasin Mat. He held his hand to his head, 
as if afraid lest the news he had heard would 
drive him crazy, for Hattie Winchester had once 
been bis affianced bride, which accounted for h:s 
hatred toward Darrel Keene. 

When his face met the eyes of the beautiful 
girl who had taken upon herself the duty of 
avenging the death of her sister, she recognized 
him and sprang to his side. A minute later they 
left the place, to be guided back to Gold Gulch 
by Blue Bill, who had never once removed his 
eyes from the face of the young girl since she 
entered the cavern. Those around Darrel Keene 
turned their eyes upon him once more, but the 
soul had taken its flglit, and the terror of the 
Black Hills was dead. Howard reverently placed 
a blanket over the remains of his erring cousin 
and turned as a hand touched his shoulder, to find 
himself face to face with a little man who was 
a stranger to him. When Howard heard all Andy 
Collins had to say, he was in a fever heat to 
get back to Gold Gulch, and could hardly wait 
until the tin box which Darrel Keene had men¬ 
tioned could be found. The gang of road-agents 
had been most thoroughly wiped out. Prince 
Charlie and .a couple of ethers alone remained, 
and they did not long interfere with the plans of 

the Regulators. Several stout ropes were ob¬ 
tained, and the men led off to the cavern which 
had been occupied so long by the terrible green 
dragon, and which had witnessed Roaring Ralph’s 
tussle with the winged monster. When they came 
back they brought no prisoners with them. 

The story of Hattie Winchester was a strange 
one, for she had believed her lover and sister 
dead, and had fled to escape Darrel Keene, while 
the others had even been brought to her grave, 
and over it had the oath been made that brought 
Grace Winchester to this wild country unbe¬ 
known to Mat, who had started on his mission 
of vengeance after Darrel Keen many months 
before. From the states the men had gone back 
to the scene of his supposed crime, and. had actu¬ 
ally heard Grace Winchester taken her oath of 
vengeance over the grave where she thought her 
sister lay. He had mocked her and then disap¬ 
peared, and the young girl had been traveling 
ever since, hunting for him. At the last moment 
heaven took the duty from her hands. 

The meeting between Howard Lancing and his 
beautiful sweetheart was very affecting, and the 
little detective had to wipe his eyes suspiciously ■ 
on the cuff of his coat. Darrel Keene’s deviltry 
had separated Howard from his father. A rob¬ 
bery had been committed in the house, and the 
evidence thrown upon poor Howard so skillfully x 
by his master hand at iniquity that his loving but 
stern father, the judge, had banished the your-, 
man from his home. 

Now, however, he had written proofs that 
placed the guilt of that wretched affair just 
where it belonged and restored him to a father’s 
arms. 

Saul Baker, the man from Blue Blazes Bar, 
whom Roaring Ralph had haunted with the un¬ 
easy spirit of old Dakotah Dave, was found 
among the slain, and the reckless Colorado ranger 
realized that the death of his friend had been 
fully avenged even though not through his hand. 

Howard Lancing was received with open arms 
by his father, and everything in the past that* 
could not be undone, forgotten. He and faithful 
Belle Courcy were married, and even the detective 
took to himself a bride; but sometimes, when ^ 
thinking cf the past events, the shadowy memory 
of the fearful doom that overtook DarreT'iveeTi^r- 
rises up, and a tear is shed to the memory of the 
erring one whose vices ruined a once promisingL 
manhood. 

Down in a town of the southwest the three 
rangers attended the wedding of their comrades, 
for Blue Bill had gained the love of the girl whose 
heroism he had so admired, and when Hattie 
Winchester became the bride of Moccasin Mat, 
the handsome ranger took Grace for better, for 
worse. They had an immense time, and quite a 
crown of well-known prairie rangers graced the* 
occasion with their-presence. 

This was Pandy Ellis’ last war-trail, and the 
old veteran begins to acknowledge that his eye is 
not quite what it used to be, nor his aim so dead-* 
iy. 

Next week’s issue will contain “DICK DARL- 

TON, THE POOR-HOUSE BOY; OR, THE> 
STRUGGLES OF A FRIENDLY WAIF.” 
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$600 FOR SEVEN HENS. 

That a liberal thief robbed his henneries in 
North Bessemer, Pa., is the statement of John 
Alcorn, who found $600 in his chicken coop after 
a raid had been made several nights ago. One 
morning Alcorn discovered that seven hens were 
missing, but found a roll of money on the floor 
consisting of four $100 and four $50 bills. 

Some of Alcorn’s neighbors did not fare as 
well. Albert Ritzman reported he was robbed of 
thirty chickens on the same night, but the thieves 
had left no money. 

LIGHTNING’S CURIOUS PRANKS. 
Lightning played some curious pranks on the 

farm of A. F. Stevens near Gravette, Ark., re¬ 
cently. A bolt struck a small tree and scattered 
bits of trunk and stump over a 400 foot space. 
The lightning then ploughed up the ground in 
different directions and for many yards. It came 

«out of the ground and broke a telephone pole in 
two. It went into a wire fence and melted some 
of the wires. It followed a phone wire into the 
Stevens house, burned out the phone and exploded 

.with a sound as loud as that of a shotgun when 
* Jed. 

C-I'LLSTONES of cattle sell at high 
PRICES. 

S Slaughter houses are the source of many curi¬ 
ous by-products, and among the strangest, with 
the highest value, are the gallstones of cattle. 
This queer commodity, in a newly developed mar¬ 
ket, .has sold at from $160 to as high as $225 a 
pound, much of it for export to Japan. 

Gallstones, says Popular Mechanics, contain a 
large amount of cholesterin, a fatty crystalline 
alcohol useful in biological laboratories, which 
probably accounts for much of the demand, 
though same may be used as amulets or for bar¬ 

baric medicines. 

SAVES HUSBAND, LOSES ARM 
* Her determinationSjto save her husband from 

c^.^g^ound - to death, beneath the wheels of a 
ttain coiff Mrs.-' Ota Mitchell, aged 20, of Perry 

j County, Ky., an arm. 
• The' husband, James Mitchell, had become in¬ 

toxicated and his wife found him lying on the 
raiiroad'track. Mrs. Mitchell tried to lift him off 
tte track just as a train bore down upon them. 

Tditchell’s body was almost too heavy for the 
frail strength of his wife, who, just as the train 
reached her, thrust her husband to safety. As 
she did so the locomotive struck her and dragged 
her some distance, tearing her arm so that it had 

„to be amputated. She may not recover. 

620-CARAT EMERALD COMES TO NEW 
YORK. 

^ An uncut Emerald of 630 carats, said to be the 
largest mined since the days of Cortes, arrived 
the other day for the Colombian Emerald Syndi¬ 
cate of No. 00 West street, to whom it belongs. 

The green bauble, taken from the Chivor mine, 
is two and five-eighths inches long and about 

twice that depth. The stone will be sent to an 
appraiser, who will examine it for hexagonal 
depths. It will be cut into small gems, as there 
is no demand for a stone of such large dimen¬ 
sions. 

The largest emerald in existence to-day weighs 
1,000 carats and is in Bogota. 

A LONG SMOKE. 
The champion cigar smoker in Paris kept a 

cigar alight for two hours and seventeen min¬ 
utes. Nothing is said as to the length of the 
cigar. It was a California miner who wagered 
that he would smoke six cigars, six cigarettes' and 
six pipes of strong tobacco within an hour. He 
accomplished the task, was seized with an attack 
of heart failure immediately afterward and never 
smoked again. The tenor Mario smoked from 
twenty-five to thirty ordinary sized cigars a day, 
and in Italy, where he could not obtain Havanas, 
he used to smoke daily a hundred Cavours. They 
say that Edwin Booth smoked twenty-five cigars 
a day. Mark Twain ran him close. 

FIND MAN HALF BURNED. 
An unidentified white man, nude and dying his 

skull crushed and his flesh burned from his waist 
down, was found the other day in the woods near 
Monroe, La. The man, believed by local officers 
to have come here from Houston, Tex., died with¬ 
out regaining consciousness. 

E\ idence that coal oil had been poured on his 
body was found by officers, and a smouldering 
fire near where the man was found indicated that 
the man had been thrown on it. 

Tattoo marks, “W. L.” and the name of “L 
Coleman,” a Houston, Tex., hat firm, in the hat¬ 
band, were the only marks of identification that 
could be found. 

20 PER CENT. DISCOUNT PUT ON 
CANADIAN COIN. 

In an effort to break up the operations of a 
gang of money exchangers, Cleveland bankers, 
acting through the Cleveland Clearing House, 
the other day voted to accept Canadian money 
only at a discount of 20 per cent. This action 
was taken after a committee of bankers had 
agreed to discount silver and paper money alike. 

Organized gangs have been flooding Northern 
cities of the country with Canadian coin and have 
been making profits of thousands of dollars, which 
American banks have lost, according to J. C. Hen¬ 
derson, manager of the commercial division of the 
foreign department of the Guardian Savings and 
Trust Company, one of the largest banks in the 
city. 

A person with $8,950 in American money could 
exchange it across the border for $10,000 in Ca¬ 
nadian coin, because, of the depreciated rate of ex¬ 
change, bankers say. This would be brought back 
to this country and placed in circulation at par. 

The discount rate will be permanent and will 
not fluctuate with the exchange rate, bankers an¬ 
nounced. 



22 PLUCK AND LUCK 

HUE CM’S COURAGE 
—OR—^ 

THE BOY WHO TOOK CARE OF HIS 
MOTHER 

By WILLIAM WADE 

(A SERIAL STORY) 

CHAPTER XXI.—(continued) 

He looked at the prosperous young fellow. 
“Say, youngster, take it from me, and keep a 

sharp lookout along the roads between here and 
Rodney, for there is quite a gang of bums on the 
rampage. And they’re not my style, at all, for 
they" are crooks from the word go.” 

Charlie smiled, and looked toward the road 
ahead. _ _ 

“Well, friend, I appreciate your tip. But I 
never molest any one who is doing right, and so 
I get along pretty well. They will not bother me, 
for I won’t stand for molestation, either.” 

The youth clucked to his nag, and then stopped 
her on an afterthought. 

“By jingo, I’ll give you a trial for a week. If 
you take the road on to Fernbank, which is 
straight east by this track. I’ll let you try out on 
some work for me which will demand the gift of 
gab. If you make good I’ll make it pay you. And 
I’ll provide you with some decent duds and about 
a quarter’s worth of soap.” 

The hobo thought he was joking, but Charlies 
earnest face proved the contrary. 

“All right, friend, I’ll take it, just - because 
I never did it before in my life. No one ever 
offered me anything but chopping a hickory wood 
pile, or something like that since I struck the 
great trail. What’s your name?” 

“Charlie Chapman, and I’ll be at the big stable 
in Fernbank for business to-morrowT morning. 
Good-by; don’t lose your nerve, but show up!” 
he called. 

Then he started his nag and jogged forward. 
He left an amazed tramp sitting there on the 

edge of a pile of ties. 
“Well, of all things. I was kidding him, 

partly; but by gravy! I’ll take him at his word.” 
And the tramp arose to start for Fernbank. 

Then he remembered something which he had 
left back on the track at the h/iboes’ rendezvous, 
and he retraced his steps for about a quarter of 
a mile. 

The roadway on which Charlie was traveling 
took a roundabout e.ourse, and the lad brought 
up near a farmhouse which Vas in reality not 
more than a few hundred yards from the glen 
in which the tramp was looking for a lost Bar- 
low knife. 

Charlie was driving past the house, with a 
casual glance into the yard, when he saw two 
ragged figures dart across the rear of the place 
and hear a scream. 

“What’s that?” he wonderod. 
Then he saw a second pqir of tramps rush 

across the grounds, with wriggling chickens in 
their hands. 

“Ah, ha, they are taking their choice from tne 
hen roosts. That is a woman’s voice, as sure as 
I’m Charlie Chapman.” 

He leaped to the ground, tied his horse with 
a quick slip of the halter, and grabbed the sturdy 
buggy whip. 

With one bound he vaulted the paling fence, 
and started on a run for the back yard. 

He swung about the farmhouse corner, and 
beheld one rough-looking hobo holding a woman’s 
hands behind her back, while he laughed with 
loud guffaws. 

“Help yersel’s, fellers,” he cried. “I’ve got the 
purty gal just whar she cain’t do nawthin’.” 

The woman, young and comely at that, writhed 
and twisted. 

“Oh, if my husband were here, he’d kill you 
for this,” she cried, faintly. 

“Well, he ain’t. Git them young turkeys, 
boys,” cried her captor, as the others chased the 
frightened fowl, “we want her have a fine 
roastin’ bee. Hurry. I killed the dawg with 
knockout drops.” 

Just then Charlie sprang forward, and he 
brought the whip across the face of the man 
holding the woman’s wrists. 

It was a dexterous blow, and it made the fel¬ 
low screech in a hoarse voice. 

The hoboes dropped their spoils and turned «' 
upon him. ^ M 

“No, you don’t,” said Charlie, as the first one 
tried to strike him. Charlie swung the whip so 
skilfully that he flecked away with the cracker 
against the fellow’s face. 

It was a painful but very successful trick. 
This man ran backwards. 
But the other desperate bums rushed at the 

youth, and he was outnumbered and over¬ 
powered by their sudden onslaught. 

CHAPTER XXII. 

Charlie’s Ragged Friend to the Rescue. 

For a few minutes it seemed as though the 
youth who had gone to the rescue of the fright¬ 
ened young woman would pay for his 
with his life. 

Charlie was under, the pile of hoboes, who were 
all trying to jab and kick and punch at him at 
one and the same instant. 

Many a grunt and execration went up from 
the men as they punished each other by mis¬ 
take, for a foot or a fist would occasionally strike 
the wrong body. 

“Oh, they’re killing him!” shrieked the woman, 
as she wrested herself free from the grip of the 
detaining hobo, who held her hands behind her. 

He was abstracted in this new fight, and the - 
woman managed to run quickly toward the kit¬ 
chen door. 

“Stop!” yelled the brutal fellow. 
But the woman desperately rushed inside the . 

door, and swung it shut. 
In a jiffy she grabbed for the rope of the farm 

bell that hung right above the kitchen. 
“Ding, ding, clang, clang!” 

(To be continued.) 
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THE NEWS IN SHORT ARTICLES. 

ROB BANK OF $113,000; THEN DESTROY IT 
BY FIRE. 

The Commonwealth National Bank at Reed- 
ville, Va., was robbed of cash and securities 
totaling $119,000 and then set on fire, according 
to reports received the other day by the Wash¬ 
ington Police Department. 

The collector of customs at Reedville in re¬ 
porting the robbery said it had occurred at about 
2:30 o’clock and that the robbers were believed to 
have escaped in an automobile. The building, a 
two-story frame structure, was destroyed. The 
coor to the vault and that of the safe inside were 
found open, it was said. . 

The cash missing was placed by bank orrieials 
at $19,000, while the $100,000 in securities in¬ 
cluded a large amount of Liberty bonds. 

SOME REMARKABLE FIGURES. 

We are told repeatedly that the horse is pass¬ 
ing out of sight. Two or three years more and 
you mav still" discover the dust of the trail over 
which he has vanished, but he will be gone. In 
the face of such assertions, generally made by 
the auto-truck and tractor advertisers, it is in- 
+eresting to read the statements of Mr. F. E. 
tmrrall, president of the National Wholesale Sad¬ 
dling Association. He says, following Govern¬ 
ment reports, that the number of horses in¬ 
creased in the United States more than 1,701,000 
from 1910 to 1920; that since 1870 the horse 
population has increased 203.3 per cent., as com¬ 
pared with 176.6 per cent., the rate for the human 
inhabitants. He says, further, that the market 
price for horses has increased 125 per cent, since 
1900, and that of the 6,500,090 farms in this 
country, only 3 per cent, use tractors, and that 
the harness makers are making and selling more 
harnesses than ever. 

A CLOCK BUILT OF STRAW. 
From Switzerland, the home ot the watch and 

clock industry, comes the description of a clock 
made entirely of straw and willow withes. Of 
course there is no particular value in +he use of 
this material, except to demonstrate the ingenuity 
of the clockmaker. In this clock there is not a 
single piece of metal. Even the chimes are made 
of straw put through a special process, so as to 
give them a ringing tone when struck. Instead 
of the ordinary swinging pendulum, this clock is 
provided with a see-saw movement, there being 
two weights on each side. One great difficulty in 
making the interior mechanism of the clock was 
to get the proper elasticity in the springs, which 
were pressed and turned into coils very much re¬ 
sembling Chinese bamboo. The clock is nine 
feet high with a face eighteen inches in diameter. 
The base is of wicker construction from which 
four heavy linked straw chains serve as guys 
to keep the clock properly balanced. The move¬ 
ment operates twenty-four hours on each wind¬ 
ing. It took over thirty months to complete the 
clock. 

THE DOGS OF DAMASCUS. 

It is estimated that there are anywhere from 
15,000 to 30,000 dogs in Damascus, and they are 
all pariahs, says a writer in the Christian Sci¬ 
ence Monitor. Each has his or her corner on a 
certain street and there is no protection for those 
canines who stray into territory not their own. 
In bands of ten to twenty, they patrol the city 
by day, and at night time when they are not 
adding to the noises of the Orient by vocal pro¬ 
tests against the ways of the world, they sleep 
in every nook and cranny about the thorough¬ 
fares. 

They are always hungry and it needs only the 
call, “Suk, suk, suk,” to rouse them in legions, 
for by that token of Eastern speech they know 
that some one, for some reason, is about to feed 
them bread. 

But wander about the different streets in search 
of food? Not they! Rather do they maintain a 
“splendid isolation” and refuse to stray from 
their own street, or even from their particular end 
of a certain thoroughfare, for they are clannish 
beyond measure, and their prejudices are dis¬ 
tinctly insular even when they are extremely 
hungry. 
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THE MAD KIDNAPER 

By Horace Appleton. 

Never, so long as I live, shall I forget that 
night! , 

There are several reasons why the memory ot 
it is grafted on 'my mind. 

I was on my way to the West, on a business 
matter of importance, and had taken the night 
express out of the Grand Central Depot. 

We made a stop at Yonkers, where the train 
was boarded by a lady of middle age, bearing in 
her arms a babe of about a year. 

We made another stop at Peekskill for water, 
and here the train was boarded by a short, thick¬ 
set man, with a short-cut mustache, giving a set 
and dogged look to a face naturally cast in hard 
lines. 

He gave a keen glance up and down the car, 
and then proceeding direct to the lady I have 
mentioned, touched her on the shoulder, saying 
quietly: 

“Madam, I shall have to trouble you to bear 
me conpany.” 

“What do you mean?” she indignantly de¬ 
manded. 

“I mean that you are now in my custody until 
we can determine if this is a child from Yon¬ 
kers,” mentioning the very station where she 
had boarded the car. 

“I will not go with you!” she said sharply. 
“Yes you will,” was the grim rejoinder, after 

consulting a telegram and comparing its descrip¬ 
tion with herself. “I shall not exceed my duty in 
arresting you.” 

“And I say that I will not go!” she hissed. 
Then casting an appealing glance around, she 

cried: 
“Gentlemen, I call on you for protection! This 

man wants to force me from the train. He has 
some evil scheme in view! Surely you will not 
let him harm me? Oh, where is the conductor? 
I want the conductor-” 

The conductor at this moment put in an ap¬ 
pearance. 

He sharply asked what the trouble was, and 
then demanded of the man some basis for the 
disturbance he was creating. 

From where I sat I could see the man display 
a badge, and then, stepping forward, saw the 
dispatch that he handed the conductor. 

It said: 
“Board train that has just left Yonkers—the 

night express—and arrest woman of thirty-five, 
fashionably dressed, brown eyes, having a child 
of a year and two months with her. Child is 
stolen. The woman is mad. Stealing children 
is her mania.” 

When she found that no one would interfere 
in her behalf the woman began to rave and act 
wildly. At last she began to froth at the mouth, 
her eyes glared, every nerve and muscle was 
writhing under the influence of a frenzy telling 
of unsettled reason. 

The officed was compelled to put handcuffs on 
her before he could lift her from the train. 

Long after the train was again in motion I 

sat there, shuddering now and then. I tried to 
read, to do something to drive from my mind the 
scene she had presented, but found it impossible- 
In despair I at last arose and went into the 
smoking-car, and dropping into an unoccupied 
seat, began puffing away at a Havana. 

The man beside whom I had seated myself 
was not far from my own age, and a minute 
later said: 

“Do you remember of ever meeting me?” 
“I can’t say that I do.” 
“I remember you, however,” he said "with a 

smile, and drew a circumstance to my mind. 
“That brings back your face,” I said. “And, 

Mr. Drew, our house has since been recipients 
of your favors.” 

“Not to so great an extent as I could wish, 
both for their benefit and mine.” 

After that we chatted pleasantly, and he was 
telling me of his home, and his wife, and his 
baby, when something happened. 

It was unexpected—was over before I had 
fairly time to grasp what was coming. There 
had been a smashup. 

My head was spinning, my eyes were filled 
with a painful stinging, I was almost choking, 
when reason came slowly back to me. It was 
only a second later that I discovered that the 
overturned smoker was on fire. I thought of Mr. 
Drew, and called him by name- 

In a weak voice came the reply: 
“Here I am, pinned under a seat.” 
With almost Herculean strength—I had never 

shown as much strength before, and never have 
since—I began working at the seat, and finally 
succeeded in releasing Drew. I then got him 
out of a window in time to escape the fire that 
was rapidly enveloping the car. 

As I bent beside Drew, even my inexperienced 
eyes could not fail to recognize that he was dying. 
He must have guessed what was in my mind— 
perhaps my face showed it—and he said, piti¬ 
fully: 

“Mr. Haven, I think that I shall not get over 
this. Will you attend to me, and—and—if I 
should die before—before I see my wife, will you 
tell her that my last thought was a hope that 
she would forgive me—that I felt then how great 
a wrong I did her when I pressed a marriage 
xrhile knowing that she did not love me ..'fts—a- 
wHe should. I—I ” 

A ,spasm of anguish distorted his face, and 
though he made several attempts to add some¬ 
thing further, no intelligible word ever after 
crossed his lips. He died an hour later. 

In accordance with the promise I had made 
him, I remained by him to the last, and, further 
than that, accompanied the remains to his home. 

At the first sight of Ethel Drew something like 
an electric shock went through me. It was all 
I could do to control myself and tell the weeping 
woman how it had all happened. I could not 
bring myself to say anything of the lack of love 
that he had mentioned in his dying moments, 
and only told her of the occurrences of the night 
in a casual way. 

Before I left the house I saw a two months’ 
old babe—a bright little thing of a boy—who 
bore his father’s name of Edwin. 

I don’t think I ever knew what it was after 



PLUCK AND LUCK 25 

that to have the face of Ethel Drew absent from 
me for more than a few minutes at a time. I 
laughed at myself, called myself a fool and a 
score of other hard names, but all to no purpose. 
Good or bad, love or absurdity, Ethel Drew was 
always in my mind. 

Several times she had occasion to write to me 
. in conection with the accident on the road in 

which her husband lost his life, and I came to 
feel as though I knew her very well. This feel¬ 
ing was not lessened by her cordial reception 
when I went to call on her on an occasion when 
in the city of her residence, several months later. 
I called on her, I think, as often as once in two 
weeks, after that, and always found her the 
same. There was nothing in her demeanor to¬ 
ward me that was aught but the purest friendli¬ 
ness, and chafed and fumed because it was so. 
Her whole existence was wrapped up in her boy. 

It was slightly over a year after the death of 
her husband when I again called. She had laid 
aside her mourning, and presented an appearance 
cf loveliness ravishing to my eyes. I felt more 
madly in love with her than ever, but I could 
not fail to see that she looked upon me in a 

* far different light. 
We were talking lightly, when suddenly the 

nurse came rushing in. At once Mrs. Drew was 
on her feet. In an excited voice she cried: 

* “Edwin!—something has happened to him— 
Pf your face tells me so! Speak—quick! What is 
^—tt?" 

“Gone!” gasped the girl, sinking in a heap on 
the floor. 

Mrs. Drew started for the door. She was reel¬ 
ing before she reached it, and going down on her 
knees she reached forth her hands and clutched 
the garments of a lady just entering. 

“Edwin!” she cried. “He is gone—stolen!” 
I was the only cool person there. From the 

girl I gathered by dint of questioning and patch¬ 
ing together the incoherent answers, that she 
had left the little fellow in his carriage at the 
foot of the lawn for a few seconds while she 

* returned to the house for something. 
Thus matters stood when night closed in. It 

was quite late, and I was thinking of going to my 
hotel, when questioning the nurse for the 

_jlczgtime, I said: 
“You are sure that nobody has been seen 

around here to-day of a suspicious character, or 
whom you might think possible would steal the 
child?” , 

“No, not a living soul-” She halted sud¬ 
denly and caught her breath. 

“So! You have recalled somebody?” 
“A woman, sir. I remember now that there is 

a woman whom I have seen pass several times- 
“Can you give me a description of this 

woman?” 
“I didn't look very sharply, sir, but I know she 

had eyes that seemed to have fire underneath 
them.” 

“How was she dressed?” 
“Nicely, sir.” 
Suddenly across my mind flashed the picture 

of the woman who had stolen the child from 
Yonkers that awful night when Mrs. Drew’s hus¬ 
band was killed. 

I left the house in a state of mind hopeful yet 
fearful. I made my way to police headquarters, 

and made inquiries for such a woman as I had 
seen that night a year before- 

At first nobody could tell me anything, but at 
last some one said that a woman answering the 
description could be found at a certain house. 

Thither I went. An hour later I knew that I 
had been sent on a false scent. Disappointed, I 
returned cityward, and spent the remaining hours 
of the night restlessly tossing on my bed. 1 was 
awake and out of doors by shortly after daylight, 
and I had not gone three blocks when I saw the 
child-stealer of a year before. I followed her 
through the streets of the city, followed her 
close to and past the home of the bereaved mother. 
Beyond that was the country, many of the spots 
as wild and untamed as though it were a hundred 
miles into the wilderness. On the woman went, 
and at last turned aside into a piece of wood. 
Still I followed, and just as I saw her open the 
door of a rude building and enter I heard the 
wail of a young child. 

A few minutes later I was at an open window 
that afforded a view of the interior. What I saw 
froze the blood in my viens. The child—and it 
was Edwin—lay on a sort of bureau, and the 
woman stood beside it, revolver in hand. 

While I remained there, in an agony of mind 
to be convinced, but not described, the woman 
spoke. In a bitter tone she said: 

“Your mother calls you pretty innocent. I didn’t 
doubt! Ha! ha! It is one of the fictions of 
mothei's—there never was a man or boy who was 
innocent. They are all—all—all as treacherous 
and cruel as the Evil One himself. I wish it 
were in my power to avenge the wrongs of my sex 
upon them by sweeping all from the world. But 
—ha! ha!—I do all that is in my power!” 

A man coming along just at this moment, I 
enlisted him in my services, and we rushed into 
the house and captured the woman. 

We delivered her to the city authorities later, 
and before night had learned that the 'woman 
had but recently escaped from the madhouse, 
where she had been immured after stealing the 
child from Yonkers, one year before. 

We also learned her sad history. A man pro¬ 
fessed love for her on whom she showered a devo¬ 
tion that was her whole existence. At the wed¬ 
ding altar he had deserted her. His baseness 
was exposed by a letter she received from him, 
telling her that he already had a wife, after she 
had donned her wedding garments. 

From the moment of my restoring Edwin to his 
hotel, when questioning the nurse for the 
I could see that she felt a great gratitude for 
saving her child, and it bade me hope for the 
best. In the course of a couple of months I ven¬ 
tured to tell her something of my feelings toward 
her. 

“I had thought to live for my child alone,” she 
answered, “but you saved him for me. I believe 
you love him, too, and”—she blushed then as 
she added—“I will frankly say that you are the 
first man who has ever possessed my whole 
heart.” 

I told her then that I knew it had never been 
given to another before, and—well, we have been 
married some time, and neither has had reason 
to regret the choice we made. 
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ITEMS OF INTEREST 
SHOES OF OSTRICH SKIN. 

Ost»jrk‘,i skin shoes, in smart tan or sober black, 
which it is claimed will outwear leather footwear 
and cost less, soon will be seen in Boston. The 
lust consignment of ostrich skins arrived here 
lately in an American steamship from south Af¬ 
rica. 

Manufacture of the shoes will begin immediate¬ 
ly, and they will be offered to women and men as 
an Easter novelty. 

FINDS AN HONEST THIEF. 
F. D. Hass, railroad yardmaster, Sioux City, 

who was robbed of $12, declared that he had dis¬ 
covered an honest thief when he received the. fol¬ 
lowing note: 

“I’m the fellow who robbed you. I was broke 
and out of a job and my wife and kids were go¬ 
ing hungry. But I got a job here and as soon 
as I get a little money ahead I will return what 
I stole from you.” 

Hass said if he knew who the man was he 
would give him “another $12 for being so honest.” 

RIVAL TO MAMMOTH CAVE. 
I is believed that the discovery of a great cav¬ 

ern in Hart County, Ky., which may rival Mam¬ 
moth Cave, will result in a general exploration of 
caves all over the State in the hope of finding re¬ 
mains of pre-historic people. Mummies haVe been 
found in Mammoth Cave, and a skeleton was in 
the cave discovered in Kart County. 

Prof. A. M. Miller, geologist and archaeolo¬ 
gist at the University of Kentucky, said the other 
night that caves and “frock houses” in the Ken¬ 
tucky cl ills were used for burial of early peoples, 
and he believes relics of prehistoric man would 
be found. He disagrees with Dr. E. W. Berry 
of Johns Hopkins University who claimed there 
was no evidence of early peoples burying their 
dead in caves. 

There are over 1,000 caves in Kentucky, situ¬ 
ated in every part of the State. Lexington itself 
is built over one. 

CODE OF APPROVAL SIGNALS. 
Register of Motor Vehicles Frank A. Goodwin 

of Massachusetts has approved a series of hand 

signals for power vehicle drivers which are prac¬ 
tically the same as have been approved by the 
state officials of Connecticut, and the Massachu¬ 
setts Safe Roads Federation has undertaken to 
carry on a campaign of education among all who 
own and drive automobile cars and trucks. The 
signals are described as given by a driver seated 
at the left side of the machine, but they can be 
given just as well with either hand. The code is 
as follows: Stop, extend the left arm and hold 
it stationary, with all fingers extended and close 
together. Left turn; extend the left arm and hold 
it stationary, with the index finger pointing and 
the outer three fingers closed. Right turn: ex¬ 
tend the left arm with the fingers extended and 
the palm upward and rotate it from the rear to 
the front. Back: extend the left arm with the 
fingers open and close. together and the palm 
vertical, and move it upward and downward from 
a horizontal position. Turning: give the “Left 
Turn” signal and repeat it until the vehicle has 
been turned and can be driven directly ahead. 
When turning always drive forward and turn into 
and with the traffic moving in the direction oppo¬ 
site to line of original movement. The arm of 
the driver should always be extended full length 
and held a sufficient length of time to justify ob¬ 
servation of the drivers following. 

LAUGHS 

Jeans—No, I never take the newspapers home. 
I’ve a family of grown-up daughters, you know. 
Beans—Papers too full of crime, eh? Jeans— 
No, too full of bargain sales. 

Stern Father—Young man, the lights are put 
out at ten o’clock in this house. Fresh Suitor— 
Could you not make an exception to-night and 
then put them out a little earlier. 

“That,” observed a friend of the family, “is a 
very superior woman. She can converse intelli¬ 
gently, I believe, on a thousand different topics.” 
“Yes,” sighed her husband; “and she does.” 

“Miss Biggs is interested in you, pa.’ “How 
so?” “Why, to-day, after she told me several 
times to sit down and behave myself, she rSaM'she" 
wondered what sort of a father I had.” 

“I wonder,” said the man of a statistical turn, 
“how much powder is destroyed daily in useless 
salutes?” “There must be a lot,” replied the 
frivolous girl. But, I suppose, women will go on 
using it.” 

Godfather—Why arn’t you at school, Bobby? 
Bobby—’Cause I read in the history book that 
great an’ successful men usually started in life 
without any educational advantages, an I’m more 
ambitious than other boys!” 

“Mamma,” said Elsie, who had heard her papa 
and mamma discussing household economies, “we 
have to be very saving, don’t we?” “Yes, dear, 
but come now; take your cod liver oil and-” 
“But I was just thinking, suppose we ’conomize on 
cod liver oil!” 
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ITEMS OF GENERAL INTEREST 

THIEF SWALLOWS MONEY. 
After he had been searched without avail, 

Abraham Abida, an Egyptian cashier, accused 
of the theft of $1,000 in bills, was taken ill in the 
police station in Paris. 

An emetic was given and soon Abida “coughed 
up” the missing bank notes. He then confessed 
that he had chewed and swallowed them when 
dining with the detectives who arrested him. 

HUNT FOX WITH MOTOR. 
They even hunt foxes my motor car down in 

the Allerton neighborhood. Three citizens were 
returning from Lineville, Mo., recently when a 
fox ran across the road ahead, whereupon they 
let out a “view halloo” which made the car snort 
and prance. The game was to the swift and the 
fox, blinded by the car lights, was finally run 
down. He surrendered a fine skin to be made in¬ 
to a rug- 

NEW DIVINGSUIT TESTED. 
An 850-pound divingsuit invented by Rudi De- 

graff, a resident of Pear Street, New York City, 
-* received tests recently off Long Island, northeast 
Pf of Montauk Point. 
^ The suit, which is made of special rubber over 

the joints, with the upper section of aluminum 
steel and the lower section of gun metal, is 
flexible when dropped 264 feet and left at that 
depth for fifteen minutes it was found that less 
than one gill of water had seeped in. No air 
pressure had been used. The breaking down of a 
dynamo operating the air pump prevented a 
second test. 

The inventor asserts that the suit will enable 
a diver to ascend 700 feet and work several hours 
under water- 

H, SAYS HUSBAND SOLD HER. 
Mrs. Cora Marie Johnson would like to be out 

of the lock-up at the Harrison Street Police Sta- 
•. tion, Chicago. She hopes that Berger Peterson, 

a hctrhpr- of Rockford, Ill., will get a writ of 
'•’'"fiabeas corpus for her. Possibly a writ of re¬ 

plevin would be the proper paper, for Mrs- John- 
• son considers herself as a “chattel” as the result 

of a “marital deal.” 
Enoch Johnson husband of the nineteen-year- 

old girl, sold her to Berger Peterson for a vacant 
lot in Rockford, valued at $500, she said, after 
Enoch, Berger and the latter’s brother, Gus, had 
been arrested when the former sought to take his 
wife from a rooming house. All are held pend¬ 
ing an investigation of the “sale.” 

Mrs. Johnson declared the transfer was made 
* by a written agreement sworn to by a notary, 

stipulating that her husband relinquished all 
rights in consideration of the real estate. 

FIND COLLEGE ‘BOOZE RING.’ 
Superior Judge A. C. Hoppman held a con¬ 

ference with students of the University of Wis- 
cor-run in an effort to get co-operation in routing 
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university by request after having signed state¬ 
ments as to where they obtain liquor. Male stu¬ 
dents were named, but their names have been 
withheld by the authorities. Dean Louise Nar- 
din confirmed the report of the expulsion- 

The authorities are searching the Latin district 
for a still, where it is claimed the liquor was 
made ana sold to men students “for parties.” 

SAVINGS BANKS DEPOSITS TOTAL 
$2,588,320,292 NOW 

If the total resourses of the 142 savings banks 
in New York State were converted into silver 
dollars and laid side by side, they would form 
two shimmering bands stretching round the world 
according to figures made public by the Savings 
Banks’ Association of the State of New York. 

The association’s statement says: 
“At the last reckoning total resources of the 

141 savings banks of the association were $2,- 
588,320,282. The distance around the globe is 
approximately 132,000,000 feet. As the silver 
dollar is an inch and a half wide, it would take 
$1,050,000,000 to circle the world. 

“It is 238,862 miles to the moon. If a path of 
dollars were made from the earth to the moon, 
it would take 10,089,530,880 dollars to stretch 
from point to point. The dollars of the savings 
banks would extend more than one-fifth of the 
distance. 

A NOVEL MAIL BAG- 

“How many people know that South America 
can boast of the simplest postoffice in the world’/ 
It would take considerable guessing on the part 
of the reader to locate this postofhce, for he 
would find it at the very end of the continent. 
Even then he might not recognize it. 

“Opposite Tierra del Fuego is a very high, 
rocky cliff overhanging the Strait of Magellan, 
and from one of the rocks is suspended, by a 
long chain, a barrel which receives mail. To be 
sure, there is no postmaster, nor is there any reg¬ 
ular letter carrier or collector, but every ship 
that goes through the strait stops and sends a 
boat to this curious little postoffice, looks over the 
letters that are in it to see if there are any for 
he men on board that particular ship, and places 
therein letters for seamen on board ships that 
are known to be headed for the strait. 

“Who was the person that first thought of 
such a scheme we are not told, but the sailors 
think a great deal of their unique postoffice, and 
there has never yet, to anybody’s knowledge, been 
any violation of the confidence reposed in it. 
When a sailor sends a letter to it addressed to 
another seaman he is absolutely certain of its 
delivery. It may be that one of the two < sea¬ 
men is on a vessel which is not expected to pass 
by this ocean postoffice, but the letter may have 
on it a request that a vessel going; east or west 
shall pick it up and deliver it to some point 
where the seamen will be sure to receive it. In 
this manner letters have been known to make 
their way to the Artie Ocean, or even to India.” 
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NEWS ARTICLES 

WOMAN SHOOTS BOY AND GIRL 

Suddenly,becoming insane, Mrs. Pearl Duryea, 
forty yea?s old, wife of a typewriter company em¬ 
ployee. shot her two children, Ruth, aged thirteen, 
and Gerald, aged ten, through the heads as they 
slept iiv their beds in-^he Duryea home at Peru- 
ville, ten miles northeast of ithica, N. Y. Both 
children died within a few fiours. Mrs. Duryea at¬ 
tempted to, commit suicide, but the act was frus¬ 
trated by her husband. She was brought to Utica 
and locked up on a charge of homicide. 

MAY FIND DIAMONDS. 

Formations in Hardin County in the southeast¬ 
ern part of Illinois resemble those of the Johan¬ 
nesburg district, South Africa, and may contain 
diamonds according to an announcement by Fran¬ 
cis W. Shepherdson, Director of the State De¬ 
partment of Education. 

“Hardin County,” said Mr. Shepherdson, “is, 
geologically speaking, a part of the Ozark moun¬ 
tains.. It presents what geologists term a fault. 
This fault is akin to the formation of the diam¬ 
ond fields of South Africa, which are the richest 
in the world’s history. No diamonds have been 

"found in Hardin County yet, but if geological 
conditions are not misleading the presence of 
diamonds is not improbable. One of the world’s 
best fluospar mines is in this part of Illinois.” 

Twenty-two diamonds were turned up by a 
farmer's plow in 1912 in the southern part of Illi¬ 
nois!!. One of these weighed 714 carats. These 
are the only diamonds ever found in the State. 
More than twenty diamonds have been found in 

' Indiana and a half dozen in Wisconsin, but these 
v >are supposed by geologists to have been washed 

down from the region of Hudson Bay in the 
glacial age. The only diamond mine in the Uni¬ 
ted States is in Pike County, Arkansas. More 
than 5,000 diamonds have been taken from it, in¬ 
cluding one. of 17 1-4 carats. 

Pike County is also geologically akin to the 
Oz&T%t The Arkansas diamond mine was dis¬ 
covered in 1906, but systematic mining did not 
begin until last spring. It is now in regular 
operation. 

EFFECTS OF MILD WEATHER. 

Up in Mill Pond, N. H., Harry Fairbanks, of 
Boston, evicted a lethargic frog which was pass¬ 
ing the winter decorating the interior of a 15- 
inch pickerel which Mr. Fairbanks caught through 
the ice. When the frog realized that Mr. Fair¬ 
banks was entirely in earnest in his proceedings 
it. gave him a scathing glance, went into the house 
and lay down under the stove. 

Tucker "Gibson is worried about his bird-hunt¬ 
ing hog, the marvel of the Louisiana canebrakes. 
Mr. Gibson took the hog to Natchez, Miss., to 
groom him for a career in vaudeville, and in 
preparation for his intensive training took along 
'a cage with three quail in it. Finding it neces¬ 
sary to return to his home temporarily, Mr. Gib¬ 

son left hog and birds in a hotel stable, plenti¬ 
fully supplied with food and water. 

He returned the other day and discovered the. 
hog gaunt and tottering beside its untouched food 
and tenaciously holding a “point.” The cage con¬ 
taining the quail had been hung above the hog 
and for three days he had held his point, ab¬ 
staining fi’om food and drink. The animal is on 
the verge of a nervous collapse and may bring 
higher figures in his stage contract. 

A short-legged gray bird, about the size of a 
duck, but with a long bill like a heron’s, which 
is bright scarlet, swooped down upon Mrs. F. D. 
Manchester’s chicken yard in Cornwall, Vt., and 
was making friends with Mrs. Manchester’s 
Plymouth Rock hens when the rooster interfered, 
and after a long and bloody battle killed the in¬ 
truder. 

Ten bluebirds, flying north, were seen on Miss 
Sarah Brassill’s front lawn in Weymouth, Mass. 

SALTIEST LAKE. 

When five capitalists of Calgary bought a small 
lake near Senlac, Canada, recently the country 
people iaughed. The joke was that hard-head^-, 
business men should be so foolish as to invest re^l 
money in 187 acres of water. 

The lake has been known for years as the Dead 
Sea. Though a few miles away rich farm lands 
stretch on every side, the country immediately 
about it is a desolate, treeless prairie. Encircling 
it are beaches white with heavy incrustations of 
salt that at a distance resemble the breaking of 
continuous surf. In its snowy border the green 
lake suggests a giant emerald set in white enamel. 

Boys who swim in its deep holes can lie on the 
surface without motion as on a feather bed, and 
could go to sleep comfortably if they wished. 
Standing upright without touching the bottom! 
nearly half their bodies are out of the wateK 
Those who dive bob up to the surface like corks! 
It is almost impossible to sink. 

Before purchasing the “worthless” pond the" 
capitalistic quintet had the water angb--. -) 
contained from 52 to 55 per cent. salt. This is 
salt content greater than that of the Dead Sea in 
Palestine and five times greater than that of theB" 
Great Salt Lake of Utah. The Saskatchewan 
Lake is believed to be the saltiest body of wate- 
in the world. 

The new proprietors began at once to operate 
a solar plant on the shores to extract the salt 
from the water. Its output is ten tons a~ day 
They have begun the erection of an evaporation 
plant which, it is said, will increase production to 
500 tons a day. The salt is the kind used'fc* 
packing, refrigeration and livestock. 

The lake, once regarded as worthless, will 
prove, it is said, a gold mine to its owners. Ex- 
ports declare it contains enough salt to supply aJJ 
v\ esiern Canada and make it independent of Utah 
from which most of the country’s salt heretofore 
has been imported. The lake has neither inlet 
nor outlet, but is fed by saline springs which \\«P 
up, it is believed, from vast salt deposits deep 
in the earth. r 



SURPLUS OF 
WOMEN IN 

AUSTRIA 

The Austrian 
census of popula¬ 
tion taken Jan. 
31, 1920, shows 
that the number 
of females has 
markedly in¬ 
creased, both ab-' 
solutely and rela¬ 
tively, and in all 
age groups, says 
the Journal of 
the A. M. A. 
There are 1,087 
females for every 
thousand males 
in the whole of 
Austria, but for 
Vienna alone the 
figures are 1,163 
to 1,000, an in¬ 
crease of seven¬ 
ty-seven males as 
compared to 
1910. 

But if we take 
into considera¬ 
tion only those 
persons classed 
&g a marriage¬ 
able age—all un¬ 
married females 
or males over 
nineteen years— 
we get quite a 
different aspect. 
In Vienna we 
find 1,413 fe¬ 
males to- 1,000 
males at present, 
whereas ten 
years ago it was 
*227 to 1,000. In 
the rural dis¬ 
tricts the picture 
js not so appall¬ 
ing, but even 

.-Ah'ratio is 
rwer under 1.100 
to 1,000. meaning 
'that fully one- 
tenth of the fe¬ 
males cannot 
hope to marry. 
Very striking is 
the change in the 
industrial and 
mining districts 
of our country. 
While in 1910 
there was in 
theee places a 
distinct surplus 
**f male’., now the 
femah*s outnum¬ 
ber th^ir mates 
by from 42 to 117 
-per thousand. 

BOYS! BOYS! BOYS! 
THROW 

YOUR 
VOICE 

Into • trunk, under the bed or 
anywhere. Lots of Fun fooling 
the Teacher, Policeman or 
Friends. 

THE VENTRILO, 
a little instrument, fits 

r Bird < 
*■-, f:ts in the month out 

nsed with above for Bird Cells, etc. Anvone can use it 
FAILS. Also a 8*3 PiGK BOOK 

which Elves full Instructions on Ventriloquism. Formula for 
Secret Writing [Invisible Ini], 12 Money Matin? Secrets and a 

NOVELTY X-RAY WONDER 
With it you can apparently sea the 
bones in your fingers, lead in pencil, 

etc. Lots of fun 
with this outfit. 
All the above 
sen# by mall 
for only 15c. 

VENTEILO COMPANY 
Dept. 240 South Norwalk, Conn. 

LARGEST ana OLDEST Mail Order House in Connecticut. 

Get High Cash Prices by mailing us dia¬ 
monds, watches, new or broken jewelry, 
platinum, old gold and silver, War Bonds, 
War Stamps, unused postage, etc. Cash by 
return mail. Goods returned in 10 days if 
you’re not satisfied. 

OHIO SMELTING & REFINING CO. 
262 Lennox Bldg. Cleveland, Ohio 

WARNING I In keeping your bowels reguler do not be* Ej 
come addicted to weakening purgatives or p 
mineral laxatives; just try KOROLAX; safe, 9 
gentle, wholesome. Best and goes farthest. $ 
Obtainable at busy druggists, everywhere. H 
Korolax is superior for overcoming cause of * 
many ailments, including headaches, dizzy 3 
apelis, belching, gas, heartburn, torpid liver. j3 

H nervousness, indigestion, mental and physical ffi 
i dultnoae. 

SORENESS HEALED 
Sore or open legs, ulcers, enlarged veins, 
eczema healed while you work. Write for 
free book and describe your own case. 
A, C. Liepe, 1457 Green Bay Av.,MIlwaukee, W1b. 

“WHAT I KNOW ABOUT WOMEN”? 
We will send you a copy of this new joke 

book, just the thing you have been looking 
for; also 1 “Shimmie” Dancer. (This little 
lady sure makes a hit in her impersonation 
of the latest folk-dance known as the “Shim¬ 
mie.” Get this joker dancer and take her 
along with you—%he’ll be the life of the 
party). Also a copy of our latest catalogue 
of jokes, tricks and novelties. All three for 
15 
NOVELTY COMPANY, Hutchinson, Kansas 

Hew 
Hair 
Growth 
BALDNESS haired, falling hair 
stopped, new hair fertilized. 
DANDRUFF eradicated. 
Many such reports from 
women, men, all ages. Try 
KOTALKO when all else 
fails! Lose no more hairl 
Get full box of KOTALKO 
at any busy druggist’s. Or 
?end ’Oconto, for PROOF box. 
KOTALKO OFFICE, BF-S73, 
Station X, New York, N. Y, 

tms FREE 
Gold-plated Lavalllere aod 
Chain, pair Kurhobs, Gold- 
plated Fxpanalon Bracelet 
with Im. Wateh, guaranteed 
quality and 3 Gold-plated 
Rings ALL FREE foi 
selling ouly IS piece! 
Jewelry at 10 cents each. 

Columbia Novelty Co. 
Boiton, Slats. 

TOO FAT? 
Many reduce 10 to 60 lbs., or more. Obtain 
Korein (pronounced koreen) at any busy drug 
store; or write for free brochure to Korein Co., 
NE-375, Station X, New York. Become slender 
by best method. No salts, no thyroid, no starv¬ 
ing, no tedious exercising. Delightfully easy, 
rapid reduction; improves health, symmetry, 
efficiency. Look younger! ADD YEARS TO 
YOUR LIFE! Become thin and remain sol 
Money-back $100 guarantee. Get KOREIN tabulesl * 

Or SNUFF HABIT 
Corstl or NO PAY 
No matter whether used In pipe, cigarette, 
cigars, chewed, or used in the form of snuff. 
Superba Tobacco Remedy contains nothing 
injurious, no dope, poisons, or habit-form¬ 
ing drugs. Guaranteed. Sent on trial. If 
it cures costs you one dollar. If it fails, or 
if you are not perfectly satisfied, costs you 
nothing. Write for full remedy today. 
SUPERBA COMPANY. M21. Baltimore, Md. 

fig a Truss 
Yes, slop It, you know 
byyour own experience 
it is only a make-shift, 
a false prop against a 
collapslngwall, and that 
It is undermining your 
health. Why, then, con¬ 
tinue to wear It ? Here 
is a better way, which 
means that tiresome, 
torturous trusses can bo. 
thrown away forever, 
and It’s all because 
S tuart’S PL APAO-PADS 
aredlfleront, being 
medicine applicators 
made self-adhesive pur¬ 
posely to prevent slip¬ 
ping and to afford an 
arrangement to hold tha 
parts securely in place. 

NO STRAPS, 

BUCKLES OR 

SPRINGS 

ATTACHED, 

cannot slip, so 
cannot chafe or 
press against th9 
pubic bone. 

Thousands have treated themselves in the privacy Of 
the home, and report most obstinate cases cured—no 
delay from work. Soft as velvet—easy to apply—Inex¬ 
pensive. Process of recovery is natural, so afterwards 
no use for trusses. Awarded Gold Medal International 
Exnosltlon, Rdme; Grand Prix, Paris. Write us today to 
prove it by sehding TRIAL PLAPAO. FREE. Address, 

Plaoao Co. 21ST) Stuart Bldj. St.LoMls.Mo. 

HOWTO MAKE L0¥E 
(NEW BOOK) Tells how to Gel 
Acquainted; How to Begin Courtship 
How to Court a Bashful Girl; to Woo a 
Widow; to win an Heiress; bow to catch 
a Rich Bachelor; how to manage your 
beau to make him proposeihow to make 
your fellow or girl love you; what to da 
before and after the weddl TelU 
other tnmgs neccssarv for Lovers to 
know. S imple copy bv mail 10 cento. 

&02AL KOOK CO., Box 166 iiornaJ.k, Ceuo, 



We pay $7.00 to $18.50 and up a 
pair and express charges. Big 
Profit. We furnish guaranteed 
high grade stock and buy all you 
raise. Use backyard, barn, boxes 
and runways. Contract and il¬ 
lustrated Catalog Free. 

Standard Food & Fur Ass’n 
409K Broadway New York 

Obi) COINS WANTED $$2 to $500 iiiACH paid for Hundreds of 
Coins dated before 1895. Keep ALL old 
Money. You may have Coins north a 
Large Premium. Send 10c. for new 
Illustrated Coin Value Book, size 4x(i. 
Get Posted at Once. 

CLARKE COIN CO., Box 35, Le ltoy, N. Y. 

'Selected from 44 Styles, 
colors and sizes, famous Ranger 
blcjclas. Delivered free oo approval, 
from maker - direct - to - Rider, at Factory 
Prices. Save $10 to $26. 

lfilMmilvSBRSKUSS 
liberal Easy Payment plan. Parent* 

ofton edvanca first deposit. Enercetic boys fi tho small monthly paymentathereaf ter. 

iSTQS Horns.wheels,lamps, parts end 
equipment at half usual prices. 

SEED NO MONEY—Ask for bier free Ranjrer 
Catalo?, marvelous prices and terms. Special offer 

^%52i^CycI<? Company 'riSS? 
»©pLU88Chica^o If wanted. 

FRB£ AIR RIFLE 
This fine Rifle free for selling only 26 pieces oi our 

Jewelry at 10c each. Jewelry and Rifle sent prepaid. 
EAGLE WATCH CO.. OeDt. 46S EA» t BOSTON. MASS. 

On legal affidavit, Joins Hart Brittain, Business man, certified, 
io this: “My head at the top and back was absolutely bald. Th® 
Scalp was shiny. An expert said that he thought the hair roots were 
extinct, and there was no hope of my ever having a new hair growth. 

“Yet now, at an a go over 66, I have a luxuriant growth of 
jioft, strong, lustrous hair 1 No trace of baldness. The pictures shown 
here are from my photographs.’’ Mr. Brittain certified further: 

INDIAN’S SECRET OF HAIR GROWTH 
“At a time when I had become discouraged 

Rt trying various hair lotions, tonics, specialists* 
treatments, etc., I came across, in my travels, a, 
Cherokee Indian ‘medicineman’ who had an elixir! 
that he asseverated would grow my hair. Although After hair arowth 
I had but little faith., I gave it a trial. To my 
amazement a light fuzz soon appeared. It developed, day by day, into 
a healthy growth, and ere long my bail? was aa prolifi.0 as in my 
youthful days. 

That I was astonished and happy if 'expressing 'my state of mind mildly* 
Obviously, the hair roots had not been dead, but were dormant in 

ihe scalp, awaiting the fertilizing potency of the mysterious pomade. 
I negotiated for and came into possession of the principle for pro* 

paring this mysterious elixir, now called Kotalko, and later had th® 
Thoto when bald £®ciP® put into practical form by a chemist. 

That my own hair growth, was permanent has been amply proved.** 

flow YOU May Grow YOUR Hair ' 
It has been proved in very many cases that hair roots did 

hot die even when the hair fell out through, dandruff, fever, 
alopecia areata or certain other hair or scalp disorders. Mis® 
A. D. Otto reports: “About 8 years ago my hair began to fall 

out until my scalp in spots was 

KOTALKO 
FOR FALLING HAIR 

BALDNESS, DANDRUFF 

For Sale at all 

Busy Drug Stores 

almost entirely bald. I used 
everything that was recommend-* 
ed but was always disappointed 
until at last I came across Ko¬ 
talko. My bald spots aro being 
covered now; the growth is al¬ 
ready about three inches.” G. 
W. Mitchell reports: “I had 
spots completely bald, over 
which hair is now growing eince 
I used Kotalko.” Mrs. Matilda 
Maxwell reports: “The whole 
front of my head was as bald 

th® palm of my hand for about 15 years. Since using 
Kotalko, hair 19 growing aL over tho placet that was bald.” 
Many more splendid, convincing yeporta from satisfied users. 

TCotalho if wonderful 
for women’s hair. 

contains GENUINE BEAR OIL and other potent in-* 
gredients. No alcohol, no shampoo; but a hair elixir of I 
wonderful efficacy. All ingredients are safe and harmless, 
even for a child’s scalp and hair. Positively KOTALKO is 
on® delightfully reliable hair preparation that succeeds 

upon genuine merit. Buy s box of KOTALKO at the drug store. Or ask for Kotalko 
at the toilet goods or drug counter of any large department store. Romember the 
name. Accept nothing else as “just as good.” $300.00 GUARANTEE. Or if you Bend 10 
cents (silver or stamps), 

kotalko 

daily; watch in your mirror. For PROOF BOX (10 cents, none otherwise) write to 

KOTALKO OFFICES, BA-375, Station X, New York 

A ^OLD MINE 

IN A GARAGE 

Some time ago 
while excavating 
for a large un¬ 
derground gaso¬ 
line tank at the 
Grass Valley 
Garage, Nevada 
County, Califor¬ 
nia, Mr. A. B. 
Snyder, the own¬ 
er, uncovered a 
well-defined ledge 
of gold quartz at 
a depth of six 
feet. Mr. Snyder 
decided to do 
some mining in¬ 
side of his gar¬ 
age. A windlass 
was installed and 
a shaft sunk, and 
in a short time 
some beautiful 
gold specimens 
were extracted 
from below the 
garage floor. The 
shaft was sunk 
to a depth of six¬ 
ty feet. 

During the 
mining opera¬ 
tions several tomi 
~f gold quartz 
were taken out 

f the shaft and 
drifts under the 
garage. This was 
crushed and mill¬ 
ed in a nearby 
stampmill. The 
quartz gave re¬ 
turns of $137.50 
per ton. 

After working 
the mine for a 
short time the 
waste dirt taken 
out accumulated 
in a large_gile 
which extended" 
the full length 
of the floor inside 
the building, 
leaving little 
room for automo¬ 
biles. Mr. Snyder 
decided he had 
mined enough 
and shut down. A 
local gold-mining 
company then . 
purchased the 
mineral rights 
under the garage 
and are n o w ^ 
working the ledge 
through their 
mine. 



ELECTRICAL 
MARVELS 

WITH 
CRYSTALS 

Interesting ex¬ 
periments with 
Rochelle salts at 

. the Internation¬ 
al Communica¬ 
tions Conference 
are reported in 

. Science and In¬ 
vention- 

The first sur¬ 
prise was a dem¬ 
onstration with 
Rochelle salt 
crystals. “When 
it comes to gym¬ 
nastics,” explain¬ 
ed the engineer 
in charge, “no 
one has anything 
on the Rochelle 
salt crystals.” 
And every one 
agreed. 

It was shown 
that when these 

• crystals are 
twisted or press¬ 
ed an electric 
current flows 

^ from them — is 
squeezed from 

——ihem, as the en¬ 
gineer put it. 
And conversely, 
when a current 
flows into them 
they wiggle and 
wobble in a most 
capricious fash¬ 
ion. There was a 
phonograph with 
the ordinary re¬ 
producer replac¬ 
ed by a salt crys- 
tal. From this 
crystal wires 
were led to ano- 

* ther crystal plac¬ 
ed in a phono- 

^ '7l c horn 
and when the 
phonograph was 
turned on, the 
first crystal 
wriggled, produc¬ 
ing currents 
which made the 
second crystal 
wiggle so violent¬ 
ly that rich mu¬ 
sic poured from 

"•the horn. 
How to open a 

safe without 
knowing the com- 

*b i r a t i o n or 
wrecking the 
strong box was 
ner* d*.mr,n?trat- 

‘•♦d 

OHSOYS-CIRLS 
» THROWN 

YOUR 

voice tm 

° rt* PI A X 0 PHONE cpM 
end or the table, back of a door, into a trunk, desk 
in School, any old place. Big FUN fooling Peddler*, 
Pelleenan. Friend*. Claxvphone layson your tongue 
unseen, always ready to use by anyone. Imt. Birds.&c. 
Claxophone with fall instructions a set of a£j C 
Secret Writing Tricks, also Magle I>!al 33 g 
Trick, all for 10c., 3 for S5o. (no stamps). § Xsr “ 
CLAXO TRICK C0.,Dept.S New Haven,Conn. 

EXPOSES RARE SECRETS AND TRICKS 
1 book, on Magic & Sleight-of-Hand; 1 
book, on Mind Reading,long &sliort dis¬ 
tance ; 1 book, on Hypnotism and Palm- 4^W30Ej twUVv | X UvU&f vU llj ^UUllbUl UllU JT Ailll" 

istry; 1 book.FireEatmgTricksexposed; 
1 book,Vaudeville Acts; 1 book,Fortune 

jaggs] Telling; 1 book, Interpreting Dreams; 
FjgSgjar /I Joke Book; 1 book, on Ventriloquism; 
l&SsSn 1 book, Tricks with Cards; 2 books, 

How to make Real Candies; 60 Real Money Mak¬ 
ing processes; Magic Age Table; ^ d'kC (coin) & 
Wonderful Memory trick, etc.all for I 2cpostage. 
CLAXO TRICtC CO.i>e.kS 2 NewHaven.Conn, 

MEW SCIENTIFIC WONDER 

PRICE 

A. magic trick novelty Fais*~with each X Ray. 

SrlARVEL MFC. CO.. Dept. 13. NEW HAVEN. CONN. 
BLANK CARTBiDGb 

PISTOL Prepaid Only I 
7 Inches lone, real revolver style. For pro¬ 

tection and sport, every man, woman and boy 
ahoald hare ono. Order at oaee. Get as Amer¬ 

ican flag FREE. Money refunded if desired. 

M.E. LEWIS CO.. 1402 BROADWAY. NEW YORK CITY 

Cured His RUPTURE 
I was badly ruptured while lifting a trunk 

several years ago. Doctors said my only 
hope of cure was an operation. Trusses did ; 
me no good. Finally, I got hold of some- i 
thing that quickly and completely cured me. ! 
Years have passed and the rupture has 
never returned, although I am doing hard 
work as a carpenter. There was no opera- 1 
tion, no lost time, no trouble. I have noth- ! 
ing to sell, but will give full information 
about how you may find a complete cure , 
without operation, if you write to me, Eu¬ 
gene M. Pullen, Carpenter, 301G Marcellus 
Avenue, Manasquan, N. J. Better cut out 
this notice and show it to any others who 
are ruptured—you may save a life or at 
least, stop the misery of rupture and the 
worry and danger of an operation. _ 

3» VALUE for. 10 Cts. 
0 Songs, words and music; 25 Pic ' 
tures Pretty Girls;40 Wavs to Make ! 
Money; 1 Joke Eook; I Book on j 
Love; 1 Magic Book; i Book Bettor ! 
Writing; 1 Dream Book and For¬ 
tune Teller; 1 Cook Book; J Ila.:.: 
Ball Bock, gives rules for games; 1 
Toy Maker Beck; Language cl 
Flowers;! MorseTelcgra; h Alpha¬ 
bet; 12 Chemical Experiment-'-. 

PMap?7 Age Table; Great Worth Foie 
Game: 100 Conundrums; 8 Puzz'.?s 

12Games; 30 Verses for Autograph Albums. A) 
li»*1ryvebyin*M for VO *’tn. and eta. poytaye 
ivlALbALi^tb., 273 #0Uttl Worv-Jilk, Conu 

VENTRILOQUISM 
Taught Almost Anyone at Home. Small cost. 
Send to-day 3-cent stamp for particulars ami 
proof. G. W. Smith, Room K-745, 125 N. 
Jeff Ave„ l»eoria. Ill. 

MORE Finger Print Experts are needed. 
Men who are masters of this profession 
are scarce. The demand for Finger 

Print Experts is great. As a special induce¬ 
ment we will give you free of charge our new 
easy reading course in Secret Service In¬ 
telligence if you enroll at once. 

Ee a Finger Print Expert 
Build up a business on the basis of a trained 
brain. You can do it as a master of the 
Finger Print profession. There is crying 
need for Finger Print Experts right now and 
the demand for these trained men is grow¬ 
ing every day. A profession that offers won¬ 
derful opportunities for advancement. Gov¬ 
ernments, corporations, police departments, 
institutions and individuals have constant 
use for these specially trained men. The 
work is fascinating and 

The Pay Is Big! 

No special education is necessary. You can 
become a master of this profession by study¬ 
ing at home in your spare time. Expert 
Finger Print men travel all over the coun¬ 
try solving mysteries that baffle all others. 
They are important men and highly regard¬ 
ed and envied by every one. 

Mail fit© Conpon 
Get full information about this great profession 
and our big offer of a free course in Secret Service 
Intelligence. The mastery of these two closely al¬ 
lied professions places a brilliant career within 
your grasp. Achievements that will immediately 
place the stamp of success upon you, are now pos¬ 
sible. Send this coupon for full information NOW. 

University of Applied Science >mm——( 

Desk 1503 1920 Sunnyside Ave., Chicago 

Gentlemen: Without any obligations whatever, xr-nd ms 
> our new FRF.K book o-i Finger i'*:nt3 and your Oder of a 
free coarse in Secret Service Intelligence. 

fiains 

fiddrsnj 

Ago Occupation. 
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OUR TEN-CENT HAND BOOKS 
Useful, Instructive, and Amusing. They Contain 
Valuable Information on Almost Every Subject 

No. 49. HOW TO DEBATE.—Giving rules for con¬ 
ducting debates, outlines ior debates, questions ior dis¬ 
cussion and tne best sources ior procuring miorinaUon 
mi me question given. 

No 50 ilOVV TO STUFF BIRDS AND ANIMALS.— 
A valuable oook, giving instructions m collecting, pre¬ 
paring, mounting and preserving birds, animals and in- 

se£; 51. HOW TO DO TRUCKS WITH CARDS —Con¬ 
taining explanations ot tbe general principles of sleight- 
ui-nund applicable to card triCKS; of cards tricks null 
ordinary cards, and not requiring sleight-of-hand; of 
triciis involving sieigbt-of-band, or tire use of spe¬ 
cially prepared cards. Illustrated. 

No 5'£. HOW TO PLAi CARDS.—Giving the ruibs 
and *fuli directions for playing Euchre, Cribbage, Ca- 
siuo Forty-Five, Bounce, Pedro Sancho, Draw Poker, 
auction Pitch, Ail Pours and many other popular games 

“Vo.* 63. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS.—A wonderful 
little'book, telling you how to write to your sweetheart, 
vour father, mother, sister, brother, employer; and, in 
tdct everybody and anybody you wish to write to. 

Nm 54. HOW TO KEEP AND MANAGE PETS.— 
Giving complete information as to tne manner and 
method of raising, keeping, taming, breeding and 
managing all kinus of pets; also giving full instruc¬ 
tions ior making cages, etc. Fully explained by twenty- 
eight illustrations. 

>o. 55. HOW TO COLLECT STAMPS AND COINS. 
—Containing valuable information regarding the col¬ 
lecting and arranging or stamps and coins. Handsome¬ 
ly illustrated. 

No. 50. HOW TO BECOME AN ENGINEER.—Con¬ 
taining full instructions how to become a locomotive 
engineer; also directions for building a model locomo¬ 
tive; together with a lull description of everything an 
engineer should know. 

No. 60. HOW TO BECOME A PHOTOGRAPHER. 
_Containing useful information regarding the camera 
and how to work it; also iiow to make photographic 
magic lantern siides and other transparencies. Hand¬ 
somely illustrated. 

No. 63. HOW TO BECOME A WEST POINT MILI¬ 
TARY CAdET.—Explains how to gain admittance, 
•ourso of study, examinations, duties, staff of officers, 
post guard, police regulations, fire department and all a 
uov shoulu know to oe a cadet. By Lu Senarens. 

No. 63. HOW TO BECOME A NAVAL CADET.— 
Complete instructions of how to gain admission to the 
Annapolis Naval Academy. Also containing the course 
oi instruction, description of grounds and buildings, 
historical sketch and everything a boy should know to 
become an oLUctfi- in the United States Navy. By Lu 
Senarens. 

No. 64. HOW TO MAKE ELECTRICAL MACHINES. 
—Containing full directions for making electrical ma- 
'•kines, induction coils, dynamos and many novel toys 
to be worked by electricity. By R. A. R. Rennet. Fully 
illustrated. 

No. 65. Ml’LDOON’S JOKES.—The most original 
joke ever published, and it is brimful of wit and hu¬ 
mor. It contains a large collection of songs, jokes, 
conundrums, etc., of Terence Muldoon, the great wit, 
humorist and practical joker of the day. 

No. 66. IIO»V TO DO PUZZLES.—Containing over 
three hundred interesting puzzles and conundrums, with 
key to same. A complete book. Fully illustrated. 

No. 67. HOW TO DO ELECTRICAL TRICKS.—Con¬ 
taining a large collection of instructive and highly 
amusing electrical tricks, together with illustrations. 
By A. Anderson. 

No. 68. HOW TO DO CHEMICAL TRICKS.—Con¬ 
taining' over one hundred highly amusing and instruc¬ 
tive tricks with clH^hicals. By A. Anderson. Hand- 
somel villustrated. G 

No. 6). HOW TO DO SLEIGHT-OF-HAND.—Con¬ 
taining over fifty of the latest and best tricks used by 
magicians. Also containing the secret of second sight. 
Fully illustrated. 

No. 70. IIOW TO MAKE MAGIC TOYS.—Containing 
full full directions for making magic toys and devices 
of many kinds Fully illustrated. 

No. 73. HOW7 TO DO SIXTY TRICKS WITH 
CARDS.—Embracing all of the latest and most decep¬ 
tive card tricks, with illustrations. 

For Bale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any 
address on receipt of price, 10c. per copy. In 

money or stamps, by 

FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 
168 West 23d Street, New York. 

PLUCK AND LUCK 
-LATEST ISSUES- 

1147 Jack Lever, the Young Engineer of “Old Forty"; 
or, On Time WTith the Night Express. 

1148 Out With Peary ; or, In Search of the North Pole. 
1149 The Boy Prairie Courier; or, General Custer’s 

Youngest Aide. 
1150 Led Astray in New York; or, A County Boy’s Ca¬ 

reer in a Great City. 
1151 Sharpshooter Sam, the Yankee Boy Spy; or. Win¬ 

ning His Shoulder Straps. 
1152 Tom Train, the Boy Fireman of the Fast Express; 

or. Always at His Post. 
1153 We Three; or. The White Boy Slaves of the Soudan. 
1154 Jack Izzard, the Yankee Middy. (A Story of the 

WTar With Tripoli.) 
1155 The Senator’s Boy; or, The Early Struggles of a 

Great Statesman. 
115G Kit Carson on a Mysterious Trail; or. Branded a 

Renegade. 
1157 The Lively Eight Social Club; or, From Cider to 

Rum. 
1158 Tbe Dandy of tbe School; or, The Boys of Bay Cliff. 
1159 Out in the Streets. A Story of High and Low7 Life 

in New York. 
11C0 Captain Ray, the Young Leader of the Forlorn 

Hof j. 
1161 “3”; or. The Ten Treasure Houses of the Tartar 

King. 
1162 Railroad Rob; or. The Train Wreckers of the West. 
1163 A Millionaire at 18; or, The American Boy Croesus. 
1164 The Seven White Bears; or, The Band of Fate. 
1165 Shamus O'Brien; or, The Bold Boy of Glingaii. 
1166 The Skeleton Scout; or, The Dread Rider of the 

Plains. 
1167 "Merry Matt”; or. The Will o’ the Wisp of Wine.’7 
1108 The Boy With the Steel Mask; or, A Face That 

Was Never Seen. 
1169 Clear tbe Track Tom; or, The Youngest Engineer 

on the Road. 
-1170 Gallant Jack Barry; or. The Young Falhtr of the 

American Navy. 
1171 Laughing Luke, the Yankee Spy of the Revolution. * 
1172 From Gutter to President; or, The Luck of a Waif. 
1173 Davy Crockett, Jr.; or, “Be Sure You’re Right, .a 

Then Go Ahead.” 
1174 The Young Diamond Hunters; or, Two Runaway 

Boys in Treasure Land. 
1175 The Phantom Brig;or, The Chase of the Flying 

Clipper. 
1176 “Special” Rob; or. The Pride of the Road. 
1177 Three Chtinms; or. The Bosses of the School. 
1178 The Drummer Boy’s Secret; or, Oath-Bound on the 

Battlefield. 
1179 Jack Bradford; or, The Struggles of a Working 

Boy. 
1180 The Unknowm Renegade; or, The Three Great 

Scouts. 
1181 80 Degrees North; or. Two Years on the Arctic 

Circle. 
1182 Running Rob; or. Mad Anthony’s Rollicking Scout. 
1183 Down the Shaft; or, The Hidden Fortune of a 

Boy Miner. 
11S4 The Boy Telegraph Inspectors; or, Across the Con¬ 

tinent on a Hand-Car. 
1185 Nazoma ; or. Lost Among the Head-Hunters. 
1156 From Newsboy to President; or, Fighting for Fame ‘ 

and Fortune. 
1187 Jack Harrold, the Cabin Boy; or. Ten Years“oTTGnr' 

Unlucky Ship. 

For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any ad¬ 
dress on receipt ot price, 7c. per copy. In money or ms' 
tape stamps, by 10 

HARRY E. WOLFF, Pub., 166 IV. 23d St., N. y. 

► 

■- 

SCENARIOS HOW TO 
'‘WRITE THEM 

By JAMES P. COGAN Price 35 Cents Per Cob» 
This book contains all the most recent changes In the 
method of construction and submission of scenarios 
Sixty Lessons, covering every phase of scenario w rit 
Ing. from the most elemental to the most advanced 
principles. Ilns treatise covers everything a person 
must know in order to make money as a sucKSfK 
scenario writer For sale by all News-dealers and 
Book-Stores If you cannot procure a copy, send us 
the price. 35 cents, in money or postage stamps, and 
we will mail you one, postage free. Address 
L. SENARENS, 219 Seventh Ave., New York, N Y. 
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