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VII—ON THE TRAIL OF A FOX

M

ESQUITE JENKINS, deputy sheriff of Twin River County, and
miles away from his jurisdiction,
sat on his horse on the top of a little divide
in a mountain park, watching two thin
columns of smoke climbing heavenward
against the fresh greenery of the distant
mountains. His friends were carrying out
his ideas, and with their smoke columns
marked the entrances to two passes from
the parklike valley.
In all there were four of these natural
exits which could be easily seen; how many
more ways out of the valley there were he
did not know. Red Connors and Lanky

Smith by their fires had marked the two
passes they would not stay and guard, for
they would ride on and hide themselves at
the entrances of the other two, putting their
trust in smoke. In that mountain park was
a band of fugitives, or what remained of it,
wanted for the attempted assassination,
from ambush, of Hopalong Cassidy; and
for other crimes.
Mesquite was on the trail of a single
member of the band, an old fox called
Shanghai. He had, earlier in the game,
captured Shanghai; but had been tricked
and overpowered, and lost him. Only a
few hours before he had thought himself
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to be hot on the trail of the old reprobate,
but had been tricked again. Shanghai had
left his companion to pay the price of his
own escape, and, to make matters worse,
had shot him instead of the deputy. Then
he had left a faint streamer of dust to thin
out in the air, and continued his flight.
Mesquite turned from contemplation of
the smoke columns, wheeled his horse, and
pushed westward to fmd the tracks of the
cunning fugitive, and to stick to them to a
showdown. He located them easily, read
that the fugitive was pressing his horse and
depending on speed; and, risking a shot
from ambush, the deputy followed, at times
circling around clumps of bru-sh and other
cover which might contain a marksm.an.
All that day he followed, studying not so
much the tracks before his eyes as the general lay of the country; and every point was
referred by him to the location of Split Top
Mountain, which he believed to be the
principal point of rendezvous. When twilight deepened and made him reluctantly
cease his trailing, he found a deep ravine
where the light of his fire would not show,
cooked a hurried supper, put out the fire,
and rode a mile farther through the darkness before he was satisfied to picket the
horse and roll up in his blankets. Dawn
found him stamping out the breakfast fire,
and the first rays of the sun warmed his
back as he rode once more along the trail
he was following.
The forest growth grew steadily sparser,
and the country was becoming more and
more broken by steep, low hills. He noticed that the trail was bearing steadily
toward the south, gradually describing a
circle; and more than that, it was taking on
a peculiar characteristic.
It led him time after time along the end
of a ridge, to swing sharply up the farther
side until within a few yards of the .summit; here it ran level for varying distances,
then went down again, across the flats, and
repeated the whole thing at the next ridge
or hill. The tracks still indicated that the
maker was pushing rapidly on, except
where they led under the tops of the sheltering ridges; and there the fugitive had
slowed, and in some places had stopped altogether.

Mesquite grinned, and then laughed
aloud at the significance of this. He was
not old in years, but he was richly endowed
with the lore of the plainsman, thanks to
the teachings of his father and to his own
love for the study. He could picture the
fugitive, doubling back to his friends, or to
some agreed-upon rendezi^'ous, working out
this phase of his trail; he could see the old
fox streaking across the low-lying level
stretches toward the upper end of the next
ridge or hill, around this, up the farther
slope, and slowing as he neared the top.
He could picture Shanghai riding hatless
under the summit, now and then standing
up in his stirrups to peer over it fer a
glimpse of his back trail; and occasionally
checking his horse for a more careful study
of the country he had just passed over.
The fox was getting ready to play the role
of a more combative animal, to strike unexpectedly against the persistent follower.
Mesquite enjoyed this phase of the game
and rode on at the same steady lope; but
he was careful to estimate distance in the
terms of rifle-range, and not to pass or approach the ridges too closely.
Imagination is a great gift, bestowing
riches on its owner. With nothing to think
about except that little matter of distance
and the plain tracks before him, Mesquite
put himself in the place of the fugitive.
The constant repetition of this common
trail trick was calculated to put a man's
mind in one groove, to center thought on
the menace of the trick itself, and to make
a pursuer careless, in time, of other things.
It plainly indicated one danger and tended
to discount caution in other perils. Mesquite, enjoying his role as pursuer, found
more enjoyment in assuming the role of the
pursued, and cast about in his mind for
ways to baffle pursuit, or to render it
deadly.
Suddenly he was struck by a thought that
made him pull up involuntarily, scan the
comparatively level plain between two
ridges, and freeze from the intensity of his
thoughts. For several moments he sat rigid
in his saddle and then, with a profane ejaculation, turned abruptly from the innocentlooking trail to ride at right angles to it,
along the front of the next ridge.
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He had remembered, and given full force
and credit to, certain signs which had made
him smile when he had looked upon them;
at several places, high up under the summit
of a ridge, Shanghai had left his horce, crept
on hands and knees to the top, and lay
barely under the apex, the sign of his rifle
plain in the dust.
Why had this commonplace action of a
cautious and hunted man made Mesquite
react to it so strangely? It was only the
sign of a hunted fugitive looking back along
his trail in hope of a shot at his pursuer:
but to an imaginative mind it was more
than that.
In the first place there was no real need
for it; a tenderfoot, or a man pursued for
the first time, might be urged to do it from
sheer overcaution or from timidity arising
out of his own inexperience; but this was
not Shanghai's first flight, and neither was
he inexperienced. He had not been a
tenderfoot for forty years, and it was doubtful it he ever had been.
He had fled at speed, which his trail
plainly showed; he had made no attempt to
mask it, to double and turn, to seek out
hard ground or to follow running water;
there the line of tracks lay, plain to the
most amateurish eyes; and yet, he had
wasted time in slow riding behind the ridge
tops and in leaving his horse in order to
climb the steep slopes on foot.
At the first of these significant signs Mesquite had found two cigarette butts, indicating that some time had been spent there
by the man who was showing a trail which
otherwise indicated almost a panicky flight.
Furthermore, Shanghai's reputation was
that of a man who never stood and fought
while he could escape. The coming of night
had permitted him to ride on and put additional miles between himself and his pursuer, who had to stop and wait for daylight
to show the trail again; and he had ridden
on for several hours before dismounting and
picketing his horse to graze in a rich patch
of bunchgrass.
Mesquite laughed aloud again, and there
came to him some of that grudged admiration which Hopalong and the others felt for
the old fox. At the thought of that word
" old" Mesquite's eyes danced; the old
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fox knew that he was being followed by a
mere youth, and in most cases youth is
synonymous with ignorance and recklessness.
Plainly marking out a class of danger
spots, and emphasizing them by the dumb
show of lying in wait, Shanghai was preparing the mind of his pursuer to discount
the real danger, the hidden danger of the innocent flats between the hOls, where an occasional dry waslr cut across like a well designed rifle trench, and afforded excellent
cover for a marksman.
Having by this time roughly estimated
the trend of the fugitive's course, and bearing in mind the position of Split Top Mountain, Mesquite left the trail and struck due
south on a route calculated to make a chord
across the arc of Shanghai's riding. While he
still remembered to keep a long rifle range
away from the ridges, bowlders and other
possible cover, he pushed his horse at speed,
safe for the while, since any ambush would
be sprung along the actual trail.
For a little while this would be true;
after that he would have to use more caution, in case the pursued had marked his
change of direction, and attempted to make
use of it. To outguess a fox is an achievement which even another fox may take a
pardonable pride in.
Noon came and passed, and the miles
behind Mesquite had assumed a sizable
total. Knowing approximately how many
hours the fugitive had been ahead of him
when he had left the trail, Mesquite felt
that he was nearly even with the other; but
to strengthen his assurance, he pressed on
until mid-afternoon, and then struck
straight toward the west to relocate the
tracks or, failing in this, to learn that he
was ahead of the maker of them.
He followed his new course until nightfall without sight of anything which told of
Shanghai's passing, and he built his supper
fire in the sharp bend of a deep dry wash,
whose perpendicular banks at this point,
harder in structure than those above or below, made a miniature caiion which would
shut out all reflection of the little fire, while
the overhang of the shale wall masked it
from above. Again he kicked apart the
embers and rode on until darkness assured
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him that he was safe from tracking, and
then he hobbled his horse and turned it
loose to graze over a wide area of grass.
Sunrise found him in the saddle again
and riding on; but it also found him tricked,
although he did not know it.
II.
SHANGHAI'S reputation was truly founded. He was a fox and not a wolf. The
persistence of his pursuer indicated the
character of that person sufficiently well to
give the fugitive a basis for appraising him;
and Mesquite's youth suggested adolescent
carelessness. To be certain of the latter
and more fully to measure Mesquite's capacity for thinking, Shanghai had laid his
trail from ridge to ridge, and made those
signs which the deputy had found .so enlightening.
Time after time the fugitive, from the
vantage point of another ridge, had looked
back to see the pursuer sticking stubbornly
to his trail; and he almost had given up the
hope that his new plan would work, when
his efforts were rewarded. At last his
threats of ambush had been taken for their
face value; at last Mesquite had heeded
them and used his head as an old hand at
trailing would have used it.
The steady swing of the trail around a
great circle and the location of the fugitive's
friends united to indicate that its maker
was trying to rejoin his party; the high and
screened watch points on every hill and
ridge had conveyed their empty warnings;
and reading the signs aright, according to
the data presented, the deputy had drawn
the natural conclusions; but the conclusions
were wrong because the signs had been
made to deceive.
Shanghai was not trying to create carelessness which would discount the possibility of danger in innocently appearing surroundings; he was not trying to work back
to his friends through such a wide circle;
but he was trying to create the suspicion of
danger, and the natural inference to be
drawn from the direction of his flight. In
no other way could he throw the pursuer off
his trail long enough for him to put a great
distance between them.
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Watching from another ridge, Shanghai
caught sight of the moving speck which he
knew was Mesquite Jenkins; and he
chuckled with delight when he saw his
pursuer at last forsake the trail and its
threat, and strike straight across country
to intercept the great circle at a point many
miles away. This, he recognized, was no
accidental choice; and this, he also recognized, proved that the youth was an expert
trailer, despite his years.
Only the amateurs stuck stubbornly to
the tracks themselves; the adept, drawing
conclusions based on experience, would dare
to leave the actual sign and save time and
danger by striking across the windmgs to
pick it up again miles farther on. In no
other way could a pursuer hope to overtake
a fugitive, for the latter could make the
signs much faster than a follower could find
and read them.
Knowing the caliber of the pursuer,
Shanghai knew what to expect in a given
circumstance. The swordsman fears an expert less than he does a novice, for no one
may hope to guess what asinine thieg a
novice or a fool will attempt.
His doubts cleared up as to the skill of
the tracker, Shanghai put back the cigarette
paper with which he was about to manufacture more misleading evidence, and with
great satisfaction loaded his old pipe for a
really satisfying smoke. He lay at ease
behind the rim of the ridge, pleasantly
watching the speck move straight southward, and from time to time he chuckled
as he saw the speck detour to avoid a drywash or some other break in the floorlike
level of the plain.
He was in no great hurry now, for now he
had tim.e in which to get away; but it would
not do to waste too much of it. He gave
Mesquite full credit for his skill, and idly
wondered how it was that a man of so few
years could have become so expert in an
art so difficult; and he wondered how soon
that expeitness would learn of the trick,
and how it would react to the knowledge.
The old man put himself in the youth's
place, and found that there were two things
to choose between when that knowledge
came. He either would ride back on his
own trail, at the consequent cost of much
6 A
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time lost, or he would strike north and west
in hope of finding the trail of the fugitive
farther along, in which case the time lost
would not amount to so much.
Undecided in this, Shanghai slid down
the slope a few yards, arose, mounted and
rode north, thereby making his trail describe a sharp and narrow angle and one
lhat could not be picked up in case Mesquite chose a northwest course. Of course,
later Alesquite would realize that he had
been tricked and start a circle of his own,
but by that time it would be too late.
Shanghai reluctantly admitted that this
youth was forcing him to draw heavily on
his years of experience; that he had to plan
hours ahead and overlook no possibility.
Night found him the gainer by a full day's
ride, and he camped early to permit his
horse to make up for some of the poor grazing it had had. In such country the grass
did not grow thickly, and the radius of the
picket rope would not compensate for the
energy used up during the day.
A very large part of the grazing time was
spent in moving about in search of grass,
and even a hobbled animal, able to cover
more ground than one circumscribed by a
picket rope, might feed inadequately. On
this part of the mountain park the earth was
semidesert, and while the grass was famous
for its nutriment it was very sparse.
III.
MESQUITE, bearing in mind the general
trend of the trail-circle, had passed the
point where Jf.? had expected to cut it again;
and suspicion grew swiftly. Would Shanghai voluntarily return to his friends, now
that he had managed to get away from the
storm center of danger?
Convinced that he was wasting time on
a fool's chase, he had one of three alternatives: to abandon the trail as now lost and
of small value because of the time wasted;
to follow his own tracks back to where he
had turned aside, which would result in
more lost time; or to gamble in an attempt
to pick up the signs to the northward. In
this case it did not so much matter if he
abandoned the trail, for the reason that he
could ride back and pursue others of the
7 A
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band, and obtain a prisoner or a victim
from the rest of the crowd; and if he stuck
to this present pursuit he might not only
fail in it, but be unable later on to overtake
any of the others.
The cleverness of Shanghai's stratagem
struck him with sudden force and sent a
little wave of cold anger through him; he
could imagine the old fox cackling in derision; and he swung his horse toward the
northwest, determined to renew the chase.
If he failed in it he might force the fugitive
into the range of Red's or Lanky's riding.
-All day he rode, stopping only when he
came to massed grass so that his mount
could, in half an hour, obtain an amount
of food which would require three times as
long to pick up under ordinary conditions.
Darkness found him moving with no
thought of camping, and he pushed on until after dawn without stopping except to
rest his horse.
He was certain that he had not }et
reached a locality where he might expect to
find the trail. Coming to another patch
of heavy grass in a damp depression of the
plain, he picketed the horse and cooked himself a breakfast over stems of sage and small
brush, and then went on again.
At noon he climbed a steep, high ridge
and scanned the country on three sides of
him, and was turning away in disappointment when an infinitesimal moving speck
caught his eye. It was a bird hastily climbing almost straight up in the air. Such
a flight bespoke fright, and Mesquite, hoping anew, ran and stumbled down the ridge,
vaulted into the saddle and struck out on
a lope straight for the scene of the hawk's
possible discomfiture.
Shanghai, riding down the smooth floor
of a deep dry-wash, the sounds of his horse's
hoofs lost in the fine, soft sand, turned a
sharp bend and blundered upon a hawk
feeding on a jack rabbit. The bird, enraged
by this sudden intrusion, showed signs of
fight for an instant, and then, leaving its
prey, launched itself into the air as straight
up as it could, frantically trying to escape
the threat of Shanghai's drawn gun glinting in the sunlight.
Shanghai regretfully bolstered the weapon, his trigger finger withheld by a sub-

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

J

irWRW!»=iS»".JJ.'"»HHWil

578

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY

conscious dislike for the noise of the report.
There was no telling who might be within
hearing of a gunshot, and now that he was
almost safe it would be folly to make a
mistake.
His face crinkled with anger at the bird's
momentary show of fight, and he cursed it
malignantly as it climbed out of range. His
anger over so small a thing was remarkably savage, as though he recognized in
the bird's pugnacity a knowledge and acceptance of his own reputation for timidity,
a reputation which did him an injustice.
He shook a fist heavenward at a soaring
speck, and then grinned maliciously.
" Jest for that you lose yore grub!" he
snarled, and dismounted. When he rode
on again he had the rabbit fastened to his
saddle, and found a little satisfaction in his
revenge.
Mesquite, pushing his horse as hard as he
dared, staked its usefulne=s on this gambler's choice. Had the hawk been surprised
by a coyote it would not have launched
itself into such a panicky flight; it would
have flown aside, just out of reach, not willing wholly to abandon its prey to a petty,
four-footed coward; and while he debated
this matter he turned the end of a ridge
and drew rein on the bank of a dry-wash,
along the bottom of which lay the very familiar tracks of a horse.
Laughing quietly, he sought for and
found a way down to the bottom, and
pushed on with renewed eagerness. He
had no ambush to fear now, for the man he
was crowding so closely had no suspicion
of his danger.
IV.
SHANGH.'M followed up the dry-wash until it gradually became effected on the upper
part of the little water shed; he crossed
the ridge and rode straight down the slope
toward another infant wash, along this until
its walls reached above his head, and then
turned up a branch wash toward the south,
crossed another dividing ridge and drew rein
as he came to the tracks of a horse, which
he studied closely. Nodding suddenly, he
followed the tracks toward and into a wide
hollow well covered with brush and stunted
trees, and laughed at the startled exclama-
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tion of the man who had been bending
over a small fire.
" Hello, Arizony," said Shanghai affabh',
as he swung down from the saddle, and
started on foot up a steep place in the bank
of the hollow. The habitual caution in this
movement did not surprise Arizona, for his
companion's habits were well known to him.
" Where th' hell did you an' Hoskins
go to?" demanded Arizona in obvious anger.
Arizona was in no sweet temper, having
just been chased for two days by Lanky
Smith and only escaping during the night
just past. He remembered vividly that
Shanghai and Hoskins had been delegated
to lay a plain trail to and through an ambush for the Double-Y punchers to follow;
and that the trail had not been laid. The
ambushers had waited three times as long
as they had had any business to, and then
scattered; and Arizona had been unfortunate enough to try to leave the mountain
park by one of the passes to the north,
where Lanky Smith had been quietly on
guard.
Shanghai had been searching the plain
from his elevated position and had seen a
faint streamer of dust on his back trail, and
his mind was racing for a means of escape
from the threatened danger as he made his
waj' down the steep bank.
" We started, all right," he explained,
glancing at his horse.
This animal long had been coveted by
his present companion, and was fresher by
far than the horse which had led Lanky
so swift and long a chase. Arizona's mount
was almost a v.'reck from hard running and
insufficient food. " Them damn punchers
blundered onto our trail, cut us off from th'
way we was figgerin' to ride, killed Hoskins,
an' one of 'em has been chasin' me ever
since. Throwed him off yesterday an' made
a fool out of him. Now I can take things
easy for a while, an' rest my cayuse. That
there roan's a wonder: look how fresh it is
after all it's done. Where are th' boys
goin' to meet agin?"
It took all Arizona's will power to keep
from staring at Shanghai's big roan, and
the glances he gave it were full of avarice,
which Shanghai recognized without appearing to. Arizona's own horse was well used

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

•^gsni^m^ai^iiiiii vp«^^'-

HOPx\LONG CASSIDY'S PAL.
up, and never had been any too good;
and he Avas not as certain as he might
have been that Lanky definitely had lost his
trail, but he was pretty sure that Shanghai's
pursuer had been well shaken off; Shanghai's cunning was assurance as to that.
Arizona had no love for Shanghai, and
strongly doubted the reason for that person
not having gone through with the plan
that he himself had outlined for the ambushing of the pursuing punchers. He suspected that Shanghai and Hoskins had left
their hard-pressed friends as a bait to check
pursuit and to clear a way for themselves;
and he suspected the truth.
" So they killed Hoskins, huh?" he said,
scowling to mask any telltale sign of the
plan forming in his head. " Who was
they?" he added curiously, hoping to trap
the old fox into a lie.
" One of 'em was that Mesquite cub," innocently answered Shanghai, becoming a
little nervous by the way time was passing.
That little dust streamer in the west was
bothering him, for it would be growing rapidly plainer. He flashed another glance at
his companion's horse, and it required no
second sight to tell him why the animal
had been run so hard. One of the persistent three had been keeping Arizona on
the jump; and Shanghai had no way of
knowing the identity of this pursuer.
However, Arizona's ease of mind was
plainly revealed by the placidity of his actions and demeanor: he undoubtedly had
thrown the pursuer off his trail and now
felt safe again. This was much more than
Shanghai had done, despite his words.
" Why, I didn't get sight of th' other feller," he said. " Might 'a' been Connors
or it might 'a' been Smith." He chuckled
softly. " Well, it's a good thing we both
can ease up a little. That cayuse of yourn
looks like hell, an' a good rest an' feedin'
won't hurt it. It never was much good."
.Arizona grunted something and tried to
hide his determination. His plan had been
completed. With a comparatively fresh
horse, and almost any animal would have
been comparatively fresh in contrast with
his own, and with Lanky Smith somewhere
to the north and circling like a damned
hound in search of the trail he had lost, Ari-
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zona's peace of mind would be greatly improved by leaving Shanghai a worn-out animal and this pleasant little camp fire.
He arose awkwardly, lost his balance for
a moment, and managed to knock over the
coffeepot while he struggled to regain his
equilibrium.
"Darn my clumsy feet!" he growled,
kicking at the pot and missing it in his
simulated rage. " If you want any coffee,
fill that damn thing an' get back here
pronto!"
" Shouldn't lose yore temper over a little
thing like that," said Shanghai, pleasantly,
and in no way showing that he saw through
his companion's strategy. His confidence in
the other's fairness was childlike and one
could see that he was thinking only of the
coffee.
He picked up the pot and started for the
hillside fault, where water percolated
through strata of rotten stone and collected in a little pool on a ledge before trickling
down the rocks to be blotted out by the
sand at their base. The spring advertised
its location by the vivid greenery about it
and the old fox needed no directions for its
finding.
Reaching the spot he bent over to fill
the pot without disturbing the sediment of
the little pool, then glanced swiftly back
toward the camp in time to .see Arizona,
lying low on the far side of the big roan,
dash from sight into the brush and stunted
timber. Smothering a chuckle, Shanghai
threw the pot from him and ran at top
speed toward the remaining animal, flung
himself into the saddle, rode swiftly up
the little divide and grinned at the tenuous
dust cloud moving swiftly along the trail
he had made. Wheeling, he pushed the
horse over a long stretch of rocky ground,
exultantly glad that it was unshod, and in
a few minutes he had lost himself from
the sight of any one who might ride over
the top of the ridge.
Using every trick he knew, he bent all
his energies to masking his trail, and in this
he was helped by the nature of the ground.
When a mile from the camp he left his
picketed mount and circled back to bis
trail on foot and crouched behind a bowlder,
his rifle in his hands.
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He was glad that Arizona had taken time
to change the weapons in the saddle scabbards before he swapped horses, for the
calibers and makes were different, and it
would have been serious to be short of rifle
ammunition. While he waited behind the
bowlder to stop a pursuit which he felt
was more than unlikely, he wondered how
it was that Mesquite had been able to find
his trail and to make up so much of the
lost time; and then he gently laid the rifle
down, folded his skinny arms across his
lean stomach, and rocked to and fro in convulsive and silent mirth.
An amateur tracker would not know one
set of horse tracks from another; but the
trail hound who had followed and outguessed him was not an amateur, and could
be counted on to make such nice discriminations.
" Damned if it ain't worth losin' th'
roan," he chuckled when the peak of his
mirth had passed. " Arizony shore swallowed th' hull thing plumb entire. Swapped
his wore-out cayuse for a good cay use; but
he don't know for what else! He's plumb
welcome to th' roan, an' what goes with
it; an' I'm aimin' to get out of this damn
country jest as fast as that crow bait will
take me. Give it a day to rest up an' feed,
an' it '11 near be a good cayuse. Whoever
was chasin' Arizony ain't botherin' me very
much; I'd rather have Smith or Connors
after me any day than that cold-faced trail
hound of a Mesquite."

MESQUITE rode cautiously up the far
slope of the little divide, scrutinized the
peaceful scene below him and considered
the gently burning fire. The tracks he had
been following so long ran down the slope,
sloped themselves on rocky ground, and reappeared in the sand and gravel near the
fire. Other tracks showed there, and from
that distance he confused them.
This looked entirely too peaceable to suit
him, this little hollow, with its brush and
small timber; and the burning fire fairly
shrieked a warning. Realizing that he was
in rifle range of the camp fire, he backed
swiftly dov-Ti the far slope and rode south
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along the ridge; and to his surprise he saw
the tracks of a horse across a sandy opening
in the brush. They went on in a line as
straight as the nature of the ground would
permit, and a nearer approach to them told
him that they had been made by a hard
running animal.
He crossed the ridge when he thought
that such a move was safe, and rode up to
the tracks. He swore aloud with exultation : Shanghai was not as far ahead now as
he had been earlier in the day, and somehow the old fox had learned that the pursuit had again become hard and close.
Mesquite did not hesitate. The opportunity offered by the fire and camp site
to acquire a bit of knowledge and perhaps
to trail another of the band and one who
could be safely counted on to give him far
less trouble than the man he had followed
for so many miles, did not tempt him. He
wanted Shanghai, and now it looked as
though his want would be satisfied.
He followed the trail doggedly, here and
there cutting across the windings when he
could see the tracks at the other end; and
soon he realized that the fleeing man was
reducing the speed of his riding, as though
somewhat assured that pursuit had slackened. This gave him food for thought, and
it made him more alert.
He began to waste time now, in reverting
to a former method of procedure, for he rode
around all suspicious looking covers. He
had had a taste of Shanghai's marksmanship a few days before, and could find no
fault with it.
Twilight found him still pursuing his tactics of caution, and darkness made him
give up his trailing for the day. He picketed
his horse and made a camp, but before he
set fire to the little pile of dry twigs and
small branches for the cooking of his supper
he scouted around in the brush and up to
the top of a small hill close by.
Rubbing his eyes, he looked again. A
soft glow, so faint as to make him doubt his
vision, was discernible far to the south.
Shanghai would not do a thing like that;
and yet, his slowing pace had suggested that
Shanghai once more felt secure from pursuit, but that might be explained by the
fatigue of his horse.
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Baffled in finding a positive explanation
for that careless fire, Mesquite became suspicious of it. He hastened back to his
own camp, forsook it, and rode on a roundabout course well to the left and beyond
it. He did not purpose to be surprised in
the night, or wake up at dawn to find his
horse missing and himself afoot in the wilderness. At last assured that he dared to
leave the animal without fear of its theft,
he picketed it again and made his way
on foot toward the telltale glow, his senses
alert, and ready for anything.
By the time this suspicious fire had died
down to a degree which masked the blaze
he was not far from it, and he went forward
unerringly. After a cautious reconnoissance
which would have reflected credit to an oldtime Indian, he came to the gully he had
been searching for. One bank, the farther,
was high and steep, of that characteristic
light gray color of the clays of that country.
On the almost flat bank across from it a
few glowing embers pulsed into incandescence under the urging of a faint and fitful
breeze; and near the dying fire a blanketrolled figure lay immobile, barely to be seen
in the increasing darkness around the incandescent ashes. The bulky object at the
end farthest from the embers had the general outlines of a saddle.
Mesquite froze against his bowlder,
crouching even lower. The inference was
entirely too plain; and to his mind there
came keen recollection of dummy figures
which he himself had manufactured to place
around a camp fire not a week before. A
hunted fool might sleep beside his cooking
fire; but by no stretch of imagination could
he picture old Shanghai doing this, after
leaving a plain trail for half a day.
Silently moving back the way he had
come, Mesquite listened for one telltale
sound, the sound which would indicate if
this was a true night camp. If it was, then
the horse would be piclceted somewhere
near it; and no horse grazes without making
a characteristic cropping noise as it cuts off
the grass.
Waiting with a patience foreign to most
white men, Mesquite let the minutes pass
without stirring, his ears straining to catch
.'rounds of life. An hour went bv without

hearing a thing that told him anything, and
in that silence the grazing of a horse would
have been heard for many feet. This camp
was a blind, the figure was a dummy, and
somewhere the fugitive was sleeping peacefully; or he was waiting within a few yards
of that dying fire to shoot the man who
might investigate it.
If he was sleeping somewhere else why
had he taken the trouble to roll up a dummy
figure and leave it there? In such a case
a bait were useless; and in this altitude a
man did not part with his blankets to make
up a dummy for the fun of it.
VI.
IT has been said that patience is a virtue; but on the plains it was a necessity
as well. The maker of that camp had it in
measure, but not in full measure. Dawn
was near when he crept from his place of
concealment, satisfied that Shanghai had
not followed him, and anxious to make the
most of the coming daylight hours for his
escape from the valley.
He circled the camp for safety's sake,
and then made his way toward the dummy
and the ashes of the fire, laughing softly
at the trick he had played on the old fox.
Considering the pace he had set the day
before, and the condition of the animal he
had left for Shanghai to use, he need have
no further fear of that person. He would
cook his breakfast, get his horse and go
on again; and by nightfall he should be in
a safe locahty, far beyond reach of the
Double-Y punchers.
It took Arizona only a few minutes to
gather dried wood for the fire; and from
under the saddle, serving as a pillow for
the dummy figure made up by the blanket,
he drew forth his scanty rations. Partly
filling the coffeepot from his canteen he
made the mixture, placed the pot on the fire
and squatted down to roll a cigarette.
As he reached toward the fire for an ember he froze momentarily in a vast surprise, and for the moment forgot both ember and breakfast. Coming along the wash,
not fifty paces from him, was a young man
whose progress was unhufried and steady.
The first flush of daylight revealed a nick-
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eled badge fastened askew to the tightly
buttoned coat, and showed the soft gleam of
steel above the holsters jogging with each
deliberate step.
Arizona sucked in his breath, doubting
his eyes; and for an instant the two men
stared at each other in strong disbelief. The
badge-wearing newcomer should have been
Shanghai; the man squatting at the fire
should have been Shanghai; and since
neither was Shanghai, where was that person?
Mesquite smiled coldly and spoke, but he
did not check his slow steps. He was greatly puzzled by this amazing change of identity and the miraculous disappearance of the
man he had trailed for so many miles;
but he easily shelved the puzzle and thankfully accepted what had been given to him.
His long chase had not been fruitless, and
he W'ould get Shanghai some other day.
" W a n t you, Arizony," he said, crisply;
" in th' name of th' law," he added, somewhat apologetically. He never before had
arrested a man, and he felt a little selfconscious.
It would have been so very
much simpler to leave off the explanatory
phrase, and start shooting.
Arizona was now on his feet, still incredulous, but balanced and slightly crouched.
Had this newcomer been Shanghai he would
not have been much surprised; had he been
Lanky Smith it would have been understandable; but that it was Mesquite Jenkins
passed all belief.
Cold anger accompanied the only solution
possible: Shanghai had tricked him. All
right: for that he would kill Shanghai at
the first opportunity. Meanwhile the fact
of the present situation had to be accepted
at face value. He raised a warning hand.
* I can hear you from there," he said.
" What th' hell you want me for?"
'* For shootin' Hopalong Cassidy!" snapped Mesquite, still advancing. " Stick 'em
up, if you wants; it'll suit me better if you
don't. So far I ain't took no prisoners, an'
I ain't hankerin' to begin with you." The
deputy now stopped hopefully, his cold
eyes gleaming.
" How'n hell did you ever get on my
trail?" demanded Arizona, hoping to clear
UD this matter without a remaining doubt.

WEEKLY.

Besides, any such discussion would serve to
kill time and give him a chance to use his
wits.
His mind was racing, taking in many
things at top speed. He saw the two guns
hanging from the wide and sagging belts;
he thought of the rage of Hopalong Cassidy's friends, and he doubted that he would
be given a fair trial if he surrendered. If
he went back to Twin River it would be to
face a lynching.
Of this youngster he had heard disturbing
rumors, but rumors often were grossly exaggerated; cind now the deputy was not
with his two able companions in arms. If
he surrendered he would be lynched; if he
fought it out here and now while he had
something to fight with he might win his
freedom.
There was great danger in an even break
with this cold bloodhound; there was certain death if he gave in to the officer's demand; and if he were lucky he might outwit
this youth, who was only half his own age.
" I didn't shoot Cassidy; but I ain't expectin' you to believe it," he said, smiling
a little. " Suppose we eat breakfast, an'
then talk it over?
I reckoned you was
Shanghai at first."
" We'll eat breakfast, an' you can talk
all you want," agreed Mesquite; " but you
won't need that gun to talk with, an' you
might shoot yoreself with it.
Put yore
hands up, turn round, an' hold still."
" If I give you my gun you'll take me
back to be lynched for somethin' I never
done," retorted Arizona. " I'm figgerin' to
keep it."
" Then you ain't very much at figgerin',"
countered the deputy. " I'd a whole lot
rather you'd use it, but bein' a deppity
sheriff I got to tell you to turn it over.
Stick up yore hands, an' turn 'round." He
began to move forward again, his own hands
gently swinging past the butts of his gims.
" But I tell you I didn't shoot Cassidy!"
snapped Arizona, stiffening a little, and
throwing his weight on the balls of his feet.
" Just th' same I'm takin' you back to
Twin River for it," said Mesquite, icy lights
beginning to show far back in his eyes.
" Either draw or elevate!"
Arizona leaped sideways, his hand streak-
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ing forward and up to end in a burst of before; now it promised to get him out of
powder smoke; the reports sounded almost a tight place. He v/ould take a gambler's
as one. There were three of them, for chance, and risk everything on one throw.
•' A'ou win, boss," he mumbled, looking
Mesquite's first shot had cut through the
place where Arizona had stood before he down at the ground to hide the gleam in his
leaped; but the second, fired with his left eyes; but he saw the Colt moving forward
hand and the other gun, drove the fugitive to press against his side; and WTithing from
halfway around and made him drop his the contact and getting out of the line of
fire, he swiftly moved his good right arm
weapon before he could fire it again.
Arizona bent over and, his left hand hold- and threw the contents of the sack into
ing his wounded right arm, peered through Mesquite's eyes and face.
The roar of the Colt was useless, for
the thinning smoke at the calm deputy,
whose left hand held a smoking gun Arizona w-as pressing tightly against the
His good
squarely on him. At the deputy's feet lay squirming man who held it.
a second gun, also smoking, and the de- hand was fastened on Mesquite's wrist in a
puty's right arm hung down at his side, the desperate effort to keep the gun pointed
numbness of the shock slowly wearing off. away from himself while he sought to tear
" I'm arrestin' you, like I said," growled it from the fingers that gripped it.
The whistling breath of pain in his ears
the deputy. " Step away from that gun;
was sweet music to him, and he felt the
I'll shoot straighfer next time."
.Arizona slowly complied and scowled at grip on the gun grow weaker. Exerting all
his captor, who now stooped, picked up his strength, .Arizona at last tore the weathe weapon at his feet, and sheathed it. pon loose and, not having time to turn it
Then he walked over to the fugitive's gun, and fire, he raised his arm to bring the
picked it up also with his right hand, emp- heavy butt down on the deputy's head,
tied it, and threw it far into the brush, not down on the head of a man who could not
a muscle of his face telling of the pain of see; but the lesson of fortitude and grit he
that effort.
Letting his right arm drop had seen only a few moments before had
not been taken by him at its full value.
again to his .^ide, Mesquite .smiled coldly.
As his hand arose for the blow that would
" Bandage up yore arm," he said. " Then
you can fi.\ mine. Funny we both was shot free him, Mesquite's wounded arm moved
swiftly and there came a muffled roar, smoke
in th' same place."
" Funny as hell!" groaned .Arizona. He spurting sideways from .Arizona's body. He
remembered the unhesitating use of the crumpled and dropped, and at his side sank
deputy's wounded arm, the force with the victor, tears streaming from his blinded
which it threw away the captured weapon; eyes and slowly washing them clean again.
Time passed agonizingly; then Mesquite
he remembered that no grimace of pain had
accompanied the action, and he sighed as reached for the canteen close besicJe him
he took his neckerchief and roughly bound and filled his hands with its water, bathing
up his wounded arm, working with one his burning eyes.
His arm roughly bound up and his eyes
good hand and his teeth. Then he shuffled
forward toward the waiting deputy, trying still stinging, he .slowly arose and looked
to appear cowed, but he was nerving him- down at the crumpled figure near the fire.
For a moment he stood thus, cursing the
self for one final effort.
While he slowly advanced he drew idea of taking prisoners; then he gently
cigarette papers and tobacco sack from his shook his head and put the savage thought
pocket, and he opened the sack with the aid from him.
of his teeth. Inwardly he smiled at how
" Luck, blind luck," he muttered. " How
he had cursed the dry tobacco only the day much more have I got to learn?"
THE END OF No. 7
NEXT WEEK: "A GAME OF WITS."
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CHAPTER XV,
SELF-CONTROL.

J

ULES continued mercilessly; and Lem
Stalvart listened as one spellbound.
Jules did not spare any one concerned
except Marcel Griffou. He made a sorry
figure even of himself, and of the boss a
thing to blush for, and of Dora Harlow
a thing not to be named. He was in a
white heat of scorn and anger. His condemnation of Jeff's character and behavior
was the most virulent and oft-repeated, but
not once did he deal with the son without
sinking a few pitiless shafts in the father.
Jules told all that he knew, the whole
story of the lying and dissembling that had
been going on ever since their arrival on
Porcupine Brook. He told about IMarcel
and her love for and faith in Jeff, of her
journey from Quebec, of her sojourn at the
bushy farm, and of her expedition through

the dark woods to tell him, Jules, of Jeff's
capture and incarceration. " Zat is the girl
you scorned!" he cried. A little later he
concluded his astounding and merciless effort thus: " Look at me—" and he prodded
his great chest with an inexorable finger.
" I was honest. I was a gentleman. But
now? Name of a name! I am no better
zan my friends, the Stalvarts."
Lem, who had listened in silence, continued silent after the conclusion. He resumed his pacing of the floor for a minute
or two, then went to bed. Jules heard him
climbing the stairs laboriously and uncertainly, like a very old man or a toper.
But Jules did not care. He thought of Marcel Griffou and was glad of the things he
had said.
Next morning Lem asked Jules what the
girl intended to do.
" She goes back to her parents to-day,"
Jules told him.

77iM $tOTy began in the Argo*y-All»tory
SU

Weekly for May 30.
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