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“The Fighting Trail”’| 

Episode 1—“THE PRICELESS 

INGREDIENT.” 

Balterman leaned forward impres- 

sively in his chair. 

«phere is nothing further to b
e left 

to doubt, gentlemen,” he said.
 “Only 

one thing remains; we must go 

ahead, though the cost be millions. 

Do you agree with me?” 

The others about the directors’ ta- 

ble merely stared. Men of millions, 

rulers in the world of finance, cap
able 

of hurling the stock exchange into fu- 

rious panic Dy a mere utterance, they 

feared to say the words that would 

start the wheels of a nation turning 

to carry out a mighty aim. Still, as 

they stared across the table at Bal- 

terman, they shrank. ‘Strong, weal- 

thy, powerful as they were, Balter- 

man was greater. He glared at them 

a moment and spoke again. 

“I repeat, gentlemen, what I have 

just said.” His words were quietly 

spoken and calm, but they carried the 

whole force of his character. He flut- 

tered the yellow sheet of a cablegram 

in his fingers. “This message is de- 

cisive.! It means possibly conquest 

for our country. Alone, it is enough 

for me. You know, all of you, that we 

control the greatest explosive in ex- 

istence; = you were present when the 

government tests were made and an- 

ounced successful. You know, also, 

er cnnabar is a necessary ingned- 

ient of that explosive. We must have 

cinnabar and, gentlemen, I intend that 

. we shall have it. 

“The supply of California has been 

worked to the limit. Spain has emp- 

tied its mines. Every known source 

has been exhausted, There is but one 

man who cau fill our orders We must 

enlist the aid of John Gwyn. I do 

not know where he obtains the sup- 

ply, and I don’t care. I know that he 

can meet our demand., anl I know 

that he is honest. \I am satisfied. Gen- 

tlemen, what do you say?” 

It took but a moment, after the de- 

cision had been reached by his con- 

freres, for him to pick up the tele- 

phone and call a number, He did not 

delay an instnt. Time, at this mo- 

ment, meant lives. He reached Gwyn's 

secretary, then Gwyn: 

: “Mr. Gwyn?’ he questioned. “This 
is Balterman. We would like to see 
you ar on a matter of grave 
importance. We shall wait for you. 
Good!” Balterman hung up the re- 

ceiver and turned again to the men 
about the table. “Gwyn is coming 
right over. You can take him abso- 
dutely into your confidence. He is sur- 
prisingly young for the influence 
which he wields, but the point to re- 
member is that he is just as big as 
his. job. And he’s on the level.” 
The others nodded. 
It was less than fifteen minutes be- 

fore Gwyn was announced. He came 
into the room with a briskness that 
contrasted sharply with the august 
dignity of the directors who were de- 

\ 

liberating over such a weighty prob- 
lem, and shook Balterman heastily by 

the hand. 
Balterman lost no 

to the point, 
“We have been congerring about 

our new explosive,” © he announced. 
“You no doubt have heard of it. There 
are certain ingredients which are es- 
sential in the manufacture of it and 
which we are desirous of obtaining. 
One of these is cinnabar. It is impe- 
rative that all our plans and opera- 
tions be absolutely confidential, for 
there will be much in our actions that 

{ime in getting 

would be invaluable to the Central 
Powers. We realize that our every 
move, despite the discretion with 
which it is made, is closely followed 
by the agents of those Powers. You, 
Gwyn, are the man we have chosen 

[to supply us with cinnabar, as we un- 

‘derstand that you have an unlimited 
supply and because we konw that we 
can rely upon your confidence.” 

“I thank you for the honor of tak- 
ing me into your confidence,” Gwyn 

replied, “and I can assure you that it 
has not been misplaced. I appreciate 
however, as you must, the vastness of 
this task to ‘which you are assigning 
me. Your demand alone will surpass 
all others that I have been receiving 
in the past—it will necessitate im- 
provements and enlargements at the 
source of my supply in order for me 
to meet it, and I shall have to cancel 
immediately all orders for the future.” 
“But we shall pay you well,” re- 

minded Balterman. 
“However,” continued Gwyn, firm- 

ly, sweeping the assemblage with his 
eyes, “since we are agreed on the 
most important point, I can supply 
you with what you require. I happen 
to know gentlemen, no matter through 

what channels of information, that 
you cannot manufacture you new ex- 
posive without cinnabar. 1 believe, 

also, that I am the only man on earth 
who can locate the latter. Therefore, 
while you. can exploit your explosive 
—the greatest in existence—I control 

it. My price to you, gentlemen—the 
lowest I can offer— is a bonus of two 
million dollars and the market price 
for all of the material with which I 
furnish you.” 
“Gentlemen,” asked the leader, 

“what disposition do you care to 
make regarding Mr. Gwyn’s proposi- 

tion?’ 
“It is nothing! It is everything!” 

Balterman shouted impatiently. “The 
price may be ridiculous, but it is also 
reasonable—it is important. There is 
‘no need to dicker childishly with Mr. 
Gwyn. It would be useless. He un- 
derstands our situation, as he in- 
formed us. He knows that we cannot 
secure cinnabar anywhere in t he 

osition was accepted. 
Balterman turned to Gwyn. “We 

accept. Are you prepared to start for 
the west on the Limited tonight?” 

“I am prepared,” he answered, ‘to 
start anywhere in one hour. I am 
with you to the greatest extent of my 
power, and you can depend upon me 
absolutely, I ned not say that I shall 
expect the same from you. 1 know 1 
shall receive it.” 
Karl von Bleck, chief representative 

of the Central Powers in the United 
States, laid his newspaper on the desk 
before him and delved into thought. 
His secretary, seated at a desk near- 
er the door, tiptoed quietly from the 
room, When von Bleck thought, he 
thought of grave and important things 
and his secretary knew by precedent 
that he preferred t obe alone. 
Von Bleck, left alone, proceeded to 

read again the newspaper item “which 
had so perturbed him. It seemed to 
stick from the rews of type in words 
that spelled the destruction of his na- 

tion, of his power, of his every inter- 
est; and yet he saw toward the last 
of it a ray of hope—the hope which he 
must make a reality. He read: 
“The terrific power of the new aly 

lied shell is marvelous, It surpasses 
anything which the Central Powers 

have yet déveloped and promiess to 
be the nation’s salvation in the pres- 

ent great conflict. This remarkable 
power is due to the new explosive 
which has recently been invented 
and, with this explosive the munitions 
problem of the country will be rev- 
olutionized. The only. drawback— 

which 4s truly a menacing danger— 
is the extraordinarily small supply of 
cinnabar, the chief ingredient of this 
new explosive.” 

He rose from his chair, laughing, 
though more with scorn than mirth, 
and passed through a door at his back 
to an adjoining room. There, leaning 

over a long table, were his associates 
ready to do his bidding. reading the 

eode translation of a cable message 
they hau just received and decipier- 
ed. They greeted their superior with 
dignity and relief. His mere pres- 
ence and his austere mien were com- 
forts to them. 

Von Bleck was handed the cable, 
and he read it carefully. Then he 

smiled. His associates knew the 
meaning of that smile—they had seen 

it often on previous occasions; They 
knew, ‘also, what the cablegram con- 
tained, Von Bleck spoke: 
“The most important thing to our 

enemies at the present time is the 

perfection and supply of their new ex- 
plosive. Therefore, naturally, the 

most important thing to us at this mo- 
ment, is the destruction of this ex- 
plosive; we must render it impossi- 
ble for it to be made. The easiest 
and most effective way for us to do 

this is to cut off the supply of cinna- 
bar, which is the chief and scarcest 
ingredient used in the explosive. It 
seems almost impossible to obtain it. 

United States—or anywhere on God's 
earth, for that matter—except from 

it accordingly. I don't blame him. 
He is a business man. Moreover, he 
controls our whole enterprise and its 

success, as well as the nation’s wel- 
fare. And, gentlemen, Mr. Gwyn is a 
man to depend on. It is worth two 
millions of dollars, to my mind, to 
have his support instead of some one 
else's, I demand, in your own inter- 

ests, that you accept this proposition. 
If you refuse, you may cary out your 
own affairs—I shall withdraw entire- 
ly, and sever my connections with this 

enterprise. You '' may do as you 
please. Gentlemen, whta is your an- 
swer?” 

‘The effect of Balterman’s threat to 
withdraw both his influence and his 
capital was astounding. There was 

him, and he intends to charge us for! 

I learned but fifteen minutes ago 

through a confidential agent, that the 
contract. for cinnabar has ben given 

to a young American engineer named 
Gwyn. He has been receiving ship- 
ments of it fro mthe west, by the San- 
te Fe Railroad. 
buy him off or get his mine, we shall 

not a moment's hesitation, The prop-| strode out, leaving the others in the window where he had found it and! 
inner office, conferring. That could 
mean nothing until they heard from, 
their superior. 
Ten minutes later, von Bleck was 

walking into the building” in which 
was located the office of John Gwyn 
He had mapped carefully out in his 
mind a proposition with which he in- 

tended to startle the young engineer. 
It was a propostion which would make 
Gwyn independently wealthy for the 
remainder of his life—and all that 
would be necessary for him to do 
would be to cancel the cinnabar con- | 
tract. ! 

As he passed through the revolving 
doors and walekd toward the elevator 
a crowd was surging toward the’ 

ly built man, who carried a suitcase, 
fairly rubbed arms with the agent of 
the Central Powers. It was John 
Gwyn! Neither took particular no- 

Se ~— 

to hurry back to his own berth. 
Gwyn arose early the following!’ 

morning, dressed, and used several ar- 
ticles from his bag. He did not notics, 
that it had been tampered with. In' 
the wash room he met von Bleck, who | 
was attending to his toilet and nodded 
to him. The latter returned the salu- 
tation and watched him keenly to see 
if Gwyn should appear the least bit 
suspicichs that his belongings had 
been ransacked. He was greatly re- 
lieved to learn that he was not. 

Early on the fourth day after leav- 
ing New York the Limited drew into 
the little western town of Barstow, at 
the foot of the great rangt of the Si- 
erra mountains. John Gwyn, his bag 

street. One of these, a young, stalwart- | Packed and his wraps on, was ready 
to alight and start on his important 
mission. As soon as the train came to 
a stop, the young mining engineer 
‘jumped lightly from the platform and 

tice of the other, they having never proceeded to' the local hotel, which! 
previously met, Gwyn went through Was located a short distance from the 

the door to the street and von Bleck depot. As the train chugged again, 

Gwyn ate a hurried breakfast and, 
after inquiring the way to Ybarra's. 
mine, started out upon the back of a 
hired horse to find it. 

It was said that the occurrences at 
Lost Mine that morning were un{yr- 
tunate and they were; for, when von 

Bleck had finished his meal and de 
cided, despite Gwyn’s caution, to fol- 
low the young mining engineer to his 
destination, and foil his plans, if such 

trail to follow to Ybarra’s. The name, 
he found by reference to his notes 
book. As fate ruled, his appointed 
guides were none other than Skoe- 

\ string Drant and ‘Cut-Deep Rawls, 

dwelling on the previous evening. 4 

After they nad led him several 
miles into the mcuntains, they discuv- 
ered that he, ‘vo, was an eucwmy to 
Don Carlos Ybarra, and due both to 
von Bleck's shrewdness iu tae situa- 
tion and that c¢s the outlaws, they 
struck a bargain. ii. was aa immenss. 
bargain, aimzst ax great and impor- 

If we get Gwyn and 

entered the elevator, to be driven up- 
ward to the former's office. 

“Is Mr. Gwyn .in?” he inquired of 

the secretary as he entered. 
“I'm sorry, sir,” was the reply, “but 

Mr. Gwyn left just a few minutes ago 
for an indefinite stay in the west. He 
was just in to clear up a few matters 
and left with his suitcase. Is is some- 
thing important? Perhaps I could help 

you. He has left me in charge, and—" 
“It is important,” von Bleck broke 

in, “and IT can see no one- but Mr. 
Gwyn himself. When does his train 
leave?” 
“He goes on the Limited tonight,” 

was the reply, 

Von Bleck was about to leave the 
office when his eye caught sight of a 
picture hanging on the wall in the out- 
er office. He walked over to it cas- 

ually and scrutinized it. In the fore- 
ground was a young man, pipe in 

mouth, roughly clad in mining attire. 
Behind him was a stretch of typical 
mining country. 

“Is this your employer?’ he ques- 
tioned. 
“That is Mr. Gwyn,” the secretary 

answered. 

Von Bleck took another carefu! 
look at the picture and, thdénking the 
young man, left the office. 
Again in the street, he sought the 

nearest telephone booth and called 
the office. 
“Gwyn leaves for the west tonight 

on the Limited,” he told his confreres 
over the wire, “I shall be on the 
same train. I shall keep im touch 
with you while T am gone and, in the 

meantime, you attend to any other 
matters that may come up during my 

absence. As soon as I am able I shall 

‘wire you my address. I may need that 
five million before I get back.” : 

The Limited was rattling over the 
rails toward the west with a speed 

that was astounding. Outside it was 
already dark. and the lights along the 
roadbed shot by so fast that they re- 
sembled sparks flying up a hearth 

chimney from blazing logs below. In 
the smoking compartment at the end 
of the car, John Gwyn sat perusing 
some papers. The portieres parted 
and von Bleck entered. He drew a ci- 

gar from his pocket and asked Gwyn 

have accomplished our prupose. As 

you know this calbe places at our dis- 
posal five millions of dollars to be 
used to this end. Gentlement, I am 
going out to locate this engineer and 
offer him more wealth than he ever 
dreamed of, 

until I return or you hear from m-. 
Good day.” 

Episode 2—“THE STORY OF 
YBARRA.” 

Von Bleck walked hurriedly back to 
his office, donned his hat and coat and 

that started 
22 years ago 
and today is 

growing faster 
than ever- 

—
 

You shall remain here! 

for a match. The latter silently ac- 

i commodated him, he 
| “Pretty long and lonesome trip.” the 

| Central Powers’ agent commented. 
{Gwyn nodded. He was apparently in 
{no mod for striking up acquaintances. 

Bul von Bleck persisted. 
| “Im going out to “Frisco,” he said. 

ybe ybu're bound for there,too. My 

18's von E ; it’s nice to know 
acne on t Erddn." 

name ig Gwyn,” the young en- 
gineer responded, glancing up from 

his papers and fearing that he might 
appear impolite by avoiding conversa- 
tion: “I'm not going to -’'Frisco, 
though, I'm on my way to a place 
called Lost Mine in the wilds of the 
Sierras. Barstow is my getting-off 

point.” 
Late that night, when the sleeper 

was black with drakness, except for 
the fleeting rays of lights along the 
track that shone but for the briefest 
fraction of a second as they passéd 

the ends of the car, a shadowy figure, 
clad only in a dressing gown, quietly 
and cautiously emerged from one of 
the berths. It moved rapidly along 
until it was outside of Gwyn's com- 
partment; then bent over and peered 
in. A little pocket flashlight suddenly 
illuminated the car and revealed, had 

anyone been awake to see it, the 
dark efatures of von Bleck. He cov- 
ered the end of the light with his hand 
to dim its rays and put it between the 
curtains. ‘Gwyn was sleeping sound- 
ly. Von Bleck watched him for a mo- 
ment to see that he wys not arous- 

ed by the light and then, satisfied on 
that score, reached across his body 
to a half-opened suitcase resting in a 
rack near the window. Slowly and 

carefully,” so as not to awaken its 
sleeping owner, he lifted the suitcase 
from the rack and hurried back to his 
own berth. 
For a quarter of an hour, von Bleck, 

in the seclusion of his sleeping com- 
partment, studied the contents of 
Gwyn’s bag, A small packet of let- 
ters, which had been tucked careful- 
ly at the bottom, held his attention 
the longest. For the most part these 
were of a personal nature, and con- 
tained nothing of interest to him, but 
finally one caught his eye. It was 
postmarked “Lost Mine” and was ad- 
dressed in a flourishing Spanish hand. 

He opened it: 

starting on the last lap of its journey tant as the one made by Gwyn and 

a thing wre possible, he asked which 

who had prow'cd about the Spantard’s. oe 

(to the west, von Bleck, who had been Baltetrman, but tlhe conditions under 
watching alertly from his seat for which it was made were sharp con- 
Gwyn to depart, jumped from his seat.| trast to the otchir It was agreed that 
He darted to the door, suitcase in'if von Bl:-%, through the aid of the 
hand, and whispered into the porter’s|outlaws, siayi.l gain possession of 
ear, slipping a crisp bill into his hand | Ybarra’s cinnabar mine the ouilaws 
at the same time. The colored wor-| were to be paid the fabulous sum cof 

thy grinned knowingly and nodded./ one million asilars, . in addition to 
With a jerk he threw open the vesti-| which von Bick was to aid them in 
bule door on the side opposite the|what was more important than (he 
station. Von Bleck stepped down,| money to their minds— the abduction 
grasped the handrail of the car and|of Ybarra's daughier, Nan. 

swung out. The train was moving| Meanwhile Nan sna Yaqui Joe nad 
rapidly now and the jump was peri-|gone to Lost slin2 with a shipment of 
‘losu, The car was quite a distance|cinnabar to be sent to Gwyn's New 
| past the station. Von Bleck took one| York office. Nan left Joe in charge of 
‘glance at the ground flying by under|it, with instructions for him to await 
jthe train, sprang into the air and went | the mail while she hurried back across 
sprawling to earth. the mountain trail to her father, 

whom seh did not care to leave alone. 

Don Carlos Ybarra trudged up the| She was riding leisurely along the last few steps to the summit of the! DAITOW trail that led around the side 

mountain beneath the burden of two ©f one of the mountains, when sud- 
heavy wooden cases which he bore deny rounding a curve, she met Gwyn 
upon his shoulders. They were a | face to face. The path was not wide 

heavy load for one so old as the rug-| e2ough for both horses” to pass eas- 
ged Spaniard, but he was strenuous 1¥, and there was a sheer drop of 
and energetic, and his muscles were |DOre than hundred feet into the val- 
hardened by years of rustic Mving in ley from it. Nan’s horse, frightened 

the west. His gray hairs were no PY the sudden appearance of Gwyn, 
symbol of feebleness. Don Carlos was réared and started to turn in his 
'a man, and sturdy, and would be until tracks. One of his feet slid over the 
the end. As he reached a clump of edge of the trail and he commenced 

‘bushes beside the footpath on which |t0 fall. Gwyn, in an instant, was out § 
he was walking, he paused to look sus-' of his saddle and beside her It was 

piciously about for a escond, and then | Useless to try to save the horse. Al- 
Iparted the shrubbery, revealing the 'Teady he had lost his balance. Gwya 

|entrance to a spacious cave. He tore Caught Nan just as she was about to 
| his way through the bushes, allowing 80 Over the edge, and dragged her 
them to close behind him, deposited back to the trail, while her mount 
‘the two cases among many more that tottered on the brink for a brief see- 

were hidden in the dark corner of the|©Rd and toppled into space. . 
cavern and came out again. Onee Nan, when she had recovered from 

more he looked carefully about him, the shock of her narrow escape, mur- 
as if to satisfy himself that no one mured her thanks and was wonderjng 
had been observing his actions, and BOW she would reach sher home when 
then started to walk toward a, little GWyn astounded her by revealing his 
hacienda several hundred yards away identity. ‘He, also, was agreeably 
which served as his mountain dwell-, surprised to discover that she was the 
ing, Precisely at the moment that he ¢aughter of Don Carlos Ybarra, whom 
turned his back, two glaring eyes, fill- Be was on his way to see. He had lost 
ed with hate, appeared from behind himself in the mountains, and was 
{the undergrowth, but a few yards trying to find his way out when they 

from the cave's entrance. It was met on the narrow trail 
“Shoestring” Drant, a human coyote, ! That night, shortly after dusk, when 
ever stalking Don Carlos. | the Sierras were clouded with the 

evening mist, three figures emerged 
ion horesback from the woods and ad- Episode 3—“WILL YAQUI vanced across the little clearing to 

JOE TELL?” Ybarra’s hacienda. Von Bleck and 
A ome LV Berra, shuffling Bis desperadoes had returned. They 

on toward the house, halted a moment | dismounted, Von Bleck leading, dash- 
to watch it run away. Rither through ©d UP to the hacienda, bolted through 
coincidence or by kindness of Provi-, the unlocked door and faced the oc- 
dence, the frightened ‘rabbit dashed ¢UPants with drawn revolvers. Von 
thward the Bhirahoe of the cHvbe Af Bleck had calculated that this would 

it was about to enter there for shel-; Pe all that was necessary, but even 
ter, it took a sudden turn and ffed in Such efficiency experts of the Central 
the opposite direction with renewed Powers system’ as he was SOTO 
speed. Ybarra was immediately sus-| times calculate incorrectly. Neither 

picious. Something—perhaps some- Gwyn hor “Ybarra © threw up theif one—must have frightened the ani- hands in surrender. Instead they drew 

© Yaqui Joe, the relic of a dauntless Rit. For several : 
tribe of earlier days, Ybarra’s faith- fe asd aly at times—and 
ful servant, appeared in the doorway. 3 en ots eg ALR bullet in his 
Don Carlos motioned to the cave. Jae Rolin Mh cd was ls gi 0 
understood. The old Spaniard, his ’ Sa was caught in the 
days for physical combat passed, went ronlike grasp of the chuckling Cut- 
on toward the hacienda, leaving the Deep. a £55 
Indian to see to the safety of A hs py in von Bleck yelled. 
cases, : , en run!” 

When Ybarra entered the house, dl fits os brie’ 
was welcomed warmly by the one 4 an suddenly stopped. 
bright ray in his shattered, lonesome 1BeYy ir Through the open door 
4s 9 id hos AH To best a a Hard ben upon 
ul girl, who e calle an. e g 3 Ww im- 
was dark, of the Spanish type, but, Mediately wht it meant. Yaqui Joe, 
nevertheless sparklingly American. returning from town, had seen the 
Ybarra often described her to stran- 5POt Where Nan had fallen and had 
gers as the kind of a girl an orphan Seen her horse in the gully below. He 
always imagines his mother was. And' Was rushing to the house for Don Car- ° 
that was description enough, both of 10S. The position became dangerous. 
beauty and of character. Taken thus by surprise, they might 
“What's the matter, father,” she all be killed. Cut-Deep released Nan 

asked nervously. “Why did you call?” and ran to the cover of the kitchen. 

“I thought perhaps those two mad YOR Bleck followed, just as Yaqui Joe 
men from Lost Mine Shoestring Drant Durst into the door and fired. The 
and Cut-Deep Rawls, were about Ddullet pierced his hand, but von 
again. Yaqui Joe is looking around Bleck leaped into the kitchen befdre 

now. * Don’t be alarmed.” He tapped De could shoot again, slammed the 
her on the shoulder. Despite his as-; 400r and bolted it. 
surances, Nan was alarmed. Shel For several minutes Gwyn and Joe 
feared the men whose names her fa- hurled their bodies against the por- 
ther had mentioned, for often before tal. At last it sagged and fell in with 
she had heard of their maniacal in.|the two men, battered and bruised, 
tention of abducting her. sprawling upon it. They looked up 
The following morning things oc-' Quickly, expecting to meet a volley .of 

curred rapidly and unfortunately at Shots. Nothing happened. The kit 
the little mountain town of Lost Mine | Chen was empty! ! 
Von Bleck and Gwyn arrived at the] An open window with broken 
same hotel a few minutes after each Panes told the reason. But a few feat 
other. The secret agent of the Central from it, the cover torn off, was an old 
Powers got in first, and Gwyn met: Wooden chest. Yaqui Joe rested his J 
him in the dining room as he was eat- €Yes upon it for a second.” Then with 

“Dear Mr. Gwyn: Am shipping your 
last order tomorrow. You need have 
no fear of the supply becoming ex- 
hausted for some time to come. When 
am I to be honored by a visit from 

you? I trust before long. 
“Faithfull yours, 
“CARLOS YBARRA."” 

Von Bleck smiled with triumph as 
he read the letter. It was the same 
smile that had played about his lips 
when he had met with his associates 
earlier that day, He folded the paper 
noiselessly and replaced it in the en- 

an instant he recalled the conversa-i velopes, yellow with age. 
tion on the 
von Bleck had attempted to talk bus.! joyously. 
iness. Nan who stood mystified in the cen- 
tween them flashed 
lightning into his mind. 

doubt that his suspicions were true. 
He walked over to the Central Pow- 

ing breakfast. Both were clad in @ little cry ran to it and began Yum- 
rough western attire, having ridden |maging through its contents. 
the entire distance from Barstow by They've got it! They've got it!" 
horseback, though along different : he fairly shrieked. And then reach- 
roads. ing down one side, his finger pressed 
At the first sight of him Gwyn com-{ On something. The inner side flew 

prehended. He had been followed. In|OPen, revealing two large, sealed en- 
> { “But they 

haven't got it all!” he shouted almost 
Rushing past Gwyn and 

train, remembered how 

Everything that had passed be- 
like a bolt of 

He had no 

tre of the room, he ran into the ad- 
joining room and knelt beside Ybarra. 
The old Spaniard opened his eyes 

velone. ‘Then, as if realizing the 

length of time which he 

letters back into the bottom of the 
bag and stole cautiously down 

aisle to Gwyn’'s berth. 
sured him that its absence had 
been noticed. { 
was still sleeping heavily. He had r 
been thoroughly tired by the strenu- I 

not |i 

his hasty departure. 
a moment for Von Bleck 
suitcase back on the rack near 

to lay the 
the 1 

had kept lers’ agent, and without a preliminary | 

Gwyn's suitcase he put the pcket of word, said: 

the enough. 
A glance as-, what you want. 

The young engineer ing to destroy it, 

ous events of the previous day and sion here. 

It required but trail!” 

dazedly and and smiled at his servant. 
He took the envelopes from him and 
proceeded to tear them open. p 

“Von Bleck, you've gone about far| “Joe,” he ordered, “follow their trail. 
I know who you are, and|Get it from them.” The old Indian, 

Look out. I'm work-| hesitating not a moment, rushed out 
ng to save my nation—you are work-|of the door, and in another moment 

I wouldn't for a mo- could be herd galloping away. 
ment allow such a little thing as your |through the night. Gwyn and Nan 
ife to stand between me and my mis-{'Were beside Ybarra by this time. The 

I warn you, keep off my, &Iirl looked down into the Spaniard’s 
| ace and saw there a hidden terror 
He was dying. 

(Continued next week.) 

Von Bleck said nothing. 
y sneered. 

He mere- i 

mal. He uttered a little cry. Perhaps [Deir oWn weapons and gave furious 
someone was in his cave! He turneq Pattle. Von Bleck and the outlaws 
and called. fired. Gwyn and Ybarra returned the 

“Joe! Joe!” (shots. In the excitement no one was 
minutes the fight | 


