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“iell,* sez he, a-chucklin' like a
prairie-dog, [ propose we paint up the
yout with pho-plorows, an® put him up
in the barn an® me an' you get up in the
trees an' wateh,”

“What'a the goat done?™ gez 1.

“The goat ain’t done nothing’,” sez he;
“but h+'\l seare the Chink to death, an'
when he comes out we can shoot him in
the leg or somethin™”

“No,” sez I, “It won't work, The Chink
kunows the goat better'n we do, an® it'll
I the gout that'll ecome out an’ get shot
in the leg, an' the Chink’ll get away.”

“ Oh, rats!™ sez Ches kind o' hasty
like. *‘ He wow't even know it’s a goat.
Can't ya see that?’

“1 den't know what phospharus is”
ez I; “but you'll have to do o mighty
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rible; but they only exploded mbout hailt
of the time; still he used to claim that
he intended to have ’em do just what-
ever they did do; but his banda were al-
waya coloured up like u fried egg, an' 1
never took much joy in loafin® sbout in
the woodshed. Well, 1 helped him up
in the haymow with the goat, an’ then 1
passed up his can o paint an® strolled off
a bit to keep wateh. The paint did bhave
a preity fierce smell; but { didn’t pus
mmch  faith in it. I'd been in opium
joints, an® I knew “at a Chinaman'd fat-
ten on a smell 'at would suflocate a
billy-goat, an® when it comes to vigorous
an® able-bodied odours, a billy-goat ain't
1o tenderfoat limself.  After a while
Ches eame down with a heavenly smile
on his face, 8o I knew ‘at the goat hadn't

CUR thiew some weater in their faces, an they began to jabber cnongh to give a
korn toad the headache”

fine job o' paintin’ te make that William
wout look like a moth-miiler. Still, thia
ix your prajec’, an’ if ¥ou want fo play
the wheel one whirl, why, I'll help stick
up the stake™

No that night as soon as 1 had my
di=hes washed an' the kitehen red up, we
canght the goat, an” took him out to
the barn. He was considerable of a goat,
ilia one was, with horns on him a foot
long, an’ a fright of a temper,

('hes had brought a lot o' stuff cut with
him in cana an’ bottles. He had had the
woodshed eleuned out, and wsed to amuse
himself hy mixing up 21l kinds 0’ messes.
They always nsed to amel! something ter-

-fer developments.

smothered yet; an’ then we went into

the honse an’ handled the lights in jeat
the regular way; but when the iime
came, instead o goin' to bed, we went out
a’ egoned up into a big tree, about on
a level with the mow window, an’ waited
(Ches had nailed up a
kind @ a plalforx, an® first thing I knew
e was wakin’ me up. He had his hand
over my mouth, an' whispered, “He’s in
the yvard now,” .

[ ain't one o' them what yawns an’
grunts an’ stretehes; 1 wake up like an
auntelope—all in a bunch.

TFhe' was a little rustlin’ back in some
bushes over hy the fence, Then, after a

litth: punise, we beard a yueer sevatchin’
o, “U'wad gettin' interestin’, an’ | got
out My guns a0’ beld cem rescy. Cies
Lad @ wuole gun stere spread out around
i, 81t oodld edsy see 3 week's wors
dilcad ¢ we w-policin’ up the premises,

1ne sky was just literuliy suggy with
BLars, 8n you could aee the suuines ot
Liings prewy plain, Il was ohe o those
silent nignts when everythin' is so still
‘ut you near with the inside v your
henda, an’ any little real noise puts a
crimp in ya.

We was leanin' on the rail o’ Ches’s
platform, wihen ul] o* A sudden we hear
the greatest bleatin® ap’ jabberin’ ever a
man heard. A gout an’ a Chihaman
speaks the same language, un” goodness
only knowe just what Hilly Buck was
a-tellin’ 7im, 1 had my ears stretched
out to catch every sound—an’ sounds
wasn't nowise scarce jest then. Bqueals
and grouns, an’ wrustlin’ an’ blows kept
a felter all keyed up, an” we wus bitin'
our lips to keep frowm laughin'—an’ thew
1t happened.

The door v* that mow swung open as
though it had been struck by eleven ea-
gines, a dark form shot out, follered by
iwg more, an’ then the devil himgell
poked his head oulb through that mow
window, Talic about fuces! lordt 1
attended o ghost dance over in the Hioux
country once. but it was a  Sunday-
school picnic alongside the fuce tiat
poked jts way out the huymow door.

‘The’ was rings ¢’ fire around the
tyes an’ nese an’ month, an' the whisk-
ers was one long. waverin', ghastly flame,
an' the iorns was two others. The'
was a blue gritchety sort o' smoke curl-
in’ up around the face, an’ my heart laid
right down in its tracks an’ rolled over
on  its back. 1 only saw that face a
second, but 1 kin shut my eyes an’ see
it right now. Gosht - .

I ain’t much superstitious 'cept when
I'm gamblin’, but o course. I know the's
sueh things as ghosts an® devils an® sich,
un® | don’t never take no liberties with
'em. I rereeched out, “'Great  Seott!
what's that#" My hands shut np volun-
tary; both o° my guns went off in the
air, the rail broke, an’ me an’ Ches sort
o' ehuck-lucked to the ground. We
didn’t mises any limbz, ner the guns
didn’t neither. Every time {hey bump
ed a limb, they went off, an® it sounded
like Cnster’s last stand.
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We weren't Lhurt none, an’ scrambled
to our feet in w second. Lhe’ was an
awful syuanwkin' gow' vn under the bay-
oW winlow, wiu’ that hoernble,  tire-
taved devid seemed to be eatin’ the heads
off the Chinamen, 1 got a betler view
uf it this tiwe, an' 1 see 1T wa3 one o
the dragons iney worship, an' I feit &
litile berier, "eanse 1 diun't think he'd
huve ahy grudge against a {hristian.
SLiff, I wasn't takin’ no chances, so 1
wrabbed Ches by the arm, an’ headed
tor the kitchen door, him stickin’ hie
heele in the ground, an' tryin’ to stop.
1 thought he had probably lost his mind,
80 1 didn’t pay much attention to him.

We threw ourselves against the kit-
chen door, an’ I hammered on it with
my knuckles while Ches kicked me on
the shins.an’ tried to get away. Finally
Mrs; Cameron raised an up-stair window,
an’ began shootin' with her bean bowler.
1 had no idy what she was aimin’ at;
but she hit me twice in the leg, an’
bLlame if it didn't eting like a whip.
Ches jerked loose while 1 was rubbin’
thé sere spot, an® as I glanced up, 1 saw
the three dark forms comin’ afler ws,
follered c¢luse by the devil-dragen, his
face fairly drippin' with liquid fire. The
three forms in front looked about fifteen
feet high, an’ 1 felt about as massive
an® stiff as an angle-worm, but at that
1 managed to open the cellar doer, an’
tried to get Ches to come in, ton.
“Ches,” 1 whispered, for I hadpo't
strength enough to yell; “Ches, come
on in gn' save yourself,” but he never
gave no heed. He just stood cronchin’
over in the shadow while they headed for
him, devil-dragin an’ all.

1 wanted to crawl inte the cellar
alone, but locked jest one grain o havin'
enough moral courage, so 1 stood up
with my knees beating together, watch-
i’ ‘e eeme. My heart was aching to
think that he was out o his head an’
fairly throwin' himseli away, an’ then
all of a sudden it fiashed upon me that
tie blame fool was playin' football. On
they charged like a stampeded herd, a-
screechin’ like a runaway freight-wagen,
while ihat pink-faced tenderfoot stood in
his tracks ns ealm an' cool a8 the North
Rtur wntil they arrived at the proper
place: an® then he sorted out the big

Continned on page 42.
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BUFFALO OIL ENGINES—The Best.

VY DUTY FEXN-
GINES for hard
work, 4 to 54 H.P.

Also Launch type, 2 to

pLiY) H.lg.

The Simplest and most
Powerful Four Cyele En-
gine on the market,
PRICES

Low,

Fuli particvlars from the
Sole Agent:

DAVID REID, Boatbuilder, Customs Street West,
AUCKLAND,

IANOS. ©ORGANS.

PianosPlavers.

Player-Pianos.

[

Some of Our Sole Agencies:

BROADWGOD BLUTHNER
ALLISON LIPP
EAVESTAFF RONISCH
LYON NIENDORF

INSTRUMENTS BY OTHER MAKERS IN BTOCK,

Exshanges made on most libaral tarms,

&

Piano Agency, Ltd.

hd ¢ S, CO]diCUtt, Manager.
Near H.M. Theatre, Queen Street, Auckland.

ERARD

PLEYEL

ESTEY (Organs)
SIMPLEX Piano Player




