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THE/ AMERICAN INDIAN WEEKLY. 1 

Kyd Douglass did not reply; but gave the speaker a look 
that said: 

" Go back? I'll die. here first! " 
When the quartette resumed its ride, it was to move 

quietly through the silent town without disturbing _a single 
inhabitant. , 

"We'll bunk hyar, fur thar's no use in disturbin' the 
chief till mornin'," said Dwarf Dan, drawing rein in the. 
grove. · �~ �'�M�a�r�l�e�y� Morgan, I want you to do me a favor. 
Go down and see ef Arrer Head hesn't left the village. 
He war talkiri' about reconnoiterin' Camp Frosty. Mebbe 
he's gope." 

The men thus addtessed looked into each other's faces 
and then glanced at the boy. . 

" Ef ye won't go, I'll go myself," said the �d �~ �a�r�f� leader, 
ta'rtly, scowling at their hesitation. 

· "No; we'll go!" was the response, and a �~ �o�m�e�n�t� later 
the two men glided away. . 

They went down into the Blackfoot town and heard 
the heavy breathing of Arrow Head in his own capacious 
�~�~�~� . 

"Dan knowed we'd find the old chief hyar," Marley 
said to his comrade. " I wish we hedn't left the boy. 
He's in danger when--" 

-The sharp report of a firearm broke the man's sentence 
and sent both forward. • 

"If he's teched the young 'un! " -said Marley, clenching 
his great hands. " I war beginnin' to like 'im. Somehow 
or other, the boy war gittin' a big hold on my old heart." 

The men sprung forward and ran swiftly between the 
lines of lodges; they reached the line of trees and came, 
suddenly upon a man on horseback. 

In his right hand he held the bridles of two other 
animals. 

Marley Morgan uttered an oath as he bopnded for-
ward, and laid his hand on the man's knee. . 

" Whar's the boy? " he demanded. 
Dwarf Dan looked down' upon him witli a devilish 

gleam in his evil eyes. 
" The boy?" he echoed, strangely. "I don't know." 
Marley Morgan clenched his teeth till they cracked. 
" Dwarf Dan;'you lie! " he cried, and the next moment 

he had jerked the dwarf from the saddle and was holding 
him at arm's length, his tawny hand at his meager stretch 
of throat. 

CHAPTER IV. 
BLACK TOM A N D THE WOLF.-ARIEL RA MSDEN'S DISCOVERY. 

-TOM BARLOW STOPS THE SHOOTING AT A NGELS! 

It was man's inordinate lust for gold that had led all 
but two of the party, headed by " Black" Tom Barlow, 
into the wild Blackfoot country. 

Not many days prior to the opening of this history the 
party had left St. Louis. A report almost too visionary 
to obtain credence anywhere, had reached the ears of 
Barlow and a few reckless companions who, for some 
months, had been loafing around the ·city, waiting, Micaw­
ber-like; for something to turn up. 

There was gold in fabulous quantities in the Blackfoot 
country; the hills were full of it, the beds of �~�h�e� streams 
deep in virgin gold; it was the land of Oph1r-the real 
El Dorado. Fired by this report, Tom Barlow began to 
hunt up a lot of congenial spirits. �I�~� St. Louis, at that 
time, they were not hard to find ; and m �l�e�s�~� than a week 
after receiving the news, twenty-four d_armg men had 

· flocked to Barlow's banner. ' Money was needed to fur­
nish an outfit; it came from the pockets of a youth named 

.. 
./ 

Douglass, who appeared strangely among the ranks of 
the adventurers, and seemed eager to penetrate to the al­
most unknown land of gold and-death! 

He was the brave lad that so far, has played such a 
fine part in the Blackfeet country! 

.Fr:om the first Tom Barlow was the chosen leader of 
the expedition which left the city with much secrecy; but 
as the way lengthened before them, �c�o�n�t�e�n�t�i�o�~� arose in 
the ranks. 

Before the bank of the upper Missouri had been 
. reached, the continuous quarrels between the leading 
mis.chief, Dwarf Dan, and Barlow, had ended in blows, 
and one night' the dwarf and four others left their com­
panions-stole silently from the camp, leaving behind a 
written threat that they were going tq join the Black­
feet and assist in their (Barlow's party's) destruction .. 

Now, the desertion of Dwarf Dan and three of his 
companions did not surprise the others; but that Kyd 
Douglass, the youth, by whose generous aid the expedition 
had been fitted out, should make one of the party, was 
past comprehension. 

" I didn't think that sech a scamp as Dwarf Dan could 
influence sech a sensible boy!" Tom Barlow would al­
most invariably say when referring to the subject. . 

"The devil's in the·young-'un," Paddock would exclaim. 
" Heven't ·I noticed 'im ever since we left Saint Louie? 
He hesn't been still a minute; but jumps about like a frog' 
on a hot griddle. Why, menny a night I've seen 'im come 
down to the edge ov the camp an' look to'ard the Black­
foot ken try an' say-' I wish I hed wings ! We creep 
along like snails; we'll never git thar!' Menny a time 
I've . heard 'im talk thus when he thought nobody heard 
'im. Under these sarcumstances his goin' away don't 
'stonish me. Dwarf Dan may hev gone up thar to git all 
the gold; but the boy sees suthin' else." 

"What could he see up thar but gold, Frosty? Why, 
thar isn't a white face up yonder!" 

" Mebbe not, Tom. But gold never makes a boy act 
that way. I've see'd too much o' human natur' to _come 
to thet conclusion." · 

Such conversations would always result in a victor for 
the Yankee guide, and he would leave Black Tom in a 
state of doubt and perplexity. 
' Ariel Rams-den, a man already . encountered by the 

reader, was the second "young man" of the party, and 
was well built and handsome. 

If Frosty Paddock had bestowed upon him the atten­
tion that he had given ·to Kyd Douglass, he would have 
discovered that there was another youth eager to reach 
the laqd of gold. 

But the old guide had taken more than a passing 
interest in Douglass; hence he did not care much for 

/
Ramsden. 

Ariel Ramsden was brave almost to recklessness. In 
the little battle with the Indians in which the band had 
lost several men he had displayed great bravery, and Tom 
Barlow had dubbed him " a man to be trusted." 

But none saw the secret conversations that took place 
between Dwarf Dan and Ramsden, prior to the former's 
desertion. A few moments of eavesdropping might have 
altered Black Tom's opinion of his trusted man. 

With this digression, it is now time to go back to the 
gold-hunters' camp in the valley in Blackfoot land. 

It has been seen how Frosty Paddock's farewell' words 
affected Ramsden and Dwarf Dan who had met at the 
edge of the camp. 

It was almost daybreak when Ariel Ramsden went back 
to the camp and crept silently to the spot he had lately 
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