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THE BUFFJ\LO BlLL STORIES. 

balm for my hideous looks and warped nature, then I 
meant to kill her. 

"If I could kill her, whom I love, why, then, I can kill 
any other woman without a pang of remorse. 

"Do you understand?" 
"I do." 
"N'ow, what is it that you want done?" 
"I wants a woman killed." 
"The one who· wounded you?" 
"Yas." 
"Tell me of her, and of your affair with her." 
This Bravo Ben did, making it all out in his favor. 

The woman, Bowie-Knife Bessie, the lady sport, young, 
<lashing and handsome, had come to Pocket City from 
no one knew where, and seemed to be there to stay. 

She had interfered when Bravo Den had threatened to 
kill a tenderfoot known as the Jersey Kid if he did not tell 
him the whereabouts of a mine he had discovered. 

He had laughed at the woman when she commanded 
him to leave the boy alone, and, to the surprise of every 
one, the woman had drawn a pistol and fired, wounding 
Bravo Ben in both his arms, thus making him powerless 
to draw a weapon. 

"Now, if ther boy goes under,\' said Ben, "and ther 
woman, too, you and me gits his find, and you has ther 
pleasure o' paying ther debt o' deep gratitude you owes 
1ne." 

"There you go again, Ben, about my debt of life to 
you; but all right; it is your nature, and there's an old 
saying that you cannot make a silk purse out of a sow's 
car. 

"I was born a gentleman, Den, strange as it may seem 
to you, but I went wrong, and when I shot at a man who 
insulted me I killed his mother-by accident, it is true, but 
it was a woman's life, all the same. 

"\Vell, I loved a little girl, who never knew me as I was 
in my evil life, and I had to leave her, for no one was 
aware that I was the murderer, but all wouid have been 
proven had I remained. 

"I came West to hunt gold, for I was poor, and I've got 
it, too." 

"\Vhar', pard ?" 
"That is none of your darned business; but I've got it, 

atld I got this, and this, and others in my hunt for it." 
And he touched, almost savagely, the scars on his face 

and hands. 
"Now, tell me what you wish done, and I'll do it." 
The man had spoken in a low, earnest tone, and he 

seemed to be deeply moved the while, but once more was 
himi;clf again, as he now turned to Bravo Ben. 

"Y../ ell, go up to Poker Hall ter-night, and git in with 
thet woman. 

"You kin raise a row with some man, an' in ther fuss 
jist let her have it. 

"As fer ther boy, we kin settle him arterward, onless 
yer sees yer chance ter throw a bullet inter him, too. 

"Dors yer onderstand, Devil Dick ?" 
"I do, and l 'll be off, for I wish to get to the Roost for 

supper." 
''I has a pard I eats with over yonder, aS/ I can't do 

notbin', and you is welcome." 
"No; I accept no man's hospitality, but pay for all I get. 
''I'll let you hear from me again when I have paid tl'ie 

life debt I owe you." 
"Yer hain 't mad, Pard Dick?" 
"Yes; I have been mad ten years; good-by," and the 

desperado walked away from the cabin, and wended his 
way on up the valley. 

Those who saw him shook their heads, ominously, and 
said: 

"Devil Dick is in camp, so thar will be music to-night 
up at Poker Hall." 

Landlord Bony, a tall, ministerial-looking man, ho 
ran the gambling-house, as well as the only hotel in the 
place, saw him enter the hotel, and cast a very queer 
glance at him. 

Of course, he did not like his appearance, for who 
could? And he was half tempted to refuse him quarters, 
just on his looks, when, in a pleasant voice and polite 
manner, wholly different from what he had expected,' the 
desperado said : / 

"Good-evening, landlord. 
"I wish to put up with you, if you please." 
"Certainly; please register." . 
If the landlord had thought his guest could not write, 

he was quickly undeceived, for, in a delicate, almost femi
nine, hand, he wrote : 

"DEVIL DICK, 

America." 

CHAPTER·V. 
A WOMAN'S HAT!!:. 

In her retreat before the troopers, the renegade queen 
was closely watching the situation. 

She rode ahead, and, glass in hand, would often turn 
her horse and glance back over the scene. 

The \Vhite Cloud was in command of the rear, so she 
felt no \ear of being overpresse<l, ·for she had every confi
dence in that young chief. 

But suddenly a ·warrior dashed up, with word that the 
White Cloud was missing. 

He had been either killed or captured. 
The renegade queen bit her lips, somewhat nervously. 
She had relied so completely upon the \Vhite Cloud. 

' 
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- Then she called to Panther Eye, and bade him go back 

and see if the White Cloud could be rescued. 

The chief was glad to obey, and rushed back, with an 

earnestness that sent him almost into the midst of the 
troopers. 

In fact, he went a trifle too far, with the score of war

rioi s at his back, for Buffalo Bill saw him, and dashed 
right in.among his braves. 

He knew the Panther Eye as a cruel and bitter foe to 

the whites, and one who s<;veral times had prevented the 

burying of the tomahawk between his people and the pale

faces. 
So Buffalo Bill took his chances with death to capture 

or kill the Panther Eye. 
His magnificent horse carried him like a thunderbolt 

in among the group of braves, and ponies and riders went 

down. 
Texas Jack and several other scouts followed close, and 

Captain Alfred Tabor joined in the hand-to-hand con

flict. 
It lasted but a moment, but in that moment Panther 

Eye lost his life and scalp at the hands of Buffalo Bill, and 

a dozen warriors went down, while as many ponies were 

cap~ured. 

It was a victory for the palefaces, and hastened the red
skins rn their retreat. 

Then word went to the renegade queen. 
But she had seen it all with her glass, and she was in a 

furious mood. · 
Instead of the recapture of the White Cloud, the Pan

ther E ye had lost his life. 
But the glass of the renegade queen also showed her 

that in the midst of the fracas the troopers had pressed 

more rapidly forward, and shown their weakness. 
They were not fresh troops-this she saw-but the 

same whom she had before fought. 
She had seen Buffalo Bill kill the Panther Eye and take 

his scalp. 
This was, doubtless, the way the White Cloud had gone, 

was suggested to her mind. 
The scout, her foe, still lived ! 
Her glass also showed her Captain Alfred Tabor and 

Texas· Jack, for she had before noted these on the field. 

Then she looked back beyond the mere handful of 

troopers. 
There was no other force pursuing. 
Something was moving, surely, and, as she was not be

ing hot pressed, she would call a halt. 
Riding upon a higher rise of the prairie, she looked 

back over the country. 
She saw the ~istant timber where the troopers had gone 

into camp. 
Her glass was a powerful one, and, as the soldiers did 

not know she bad it, they had no fear of being seen at that 
distance. 

But she did see them; she saw trees being cut down in 

the timber, and men at work with spades and shovels. 

This showed weakness on the part of the enemy. 
They were fortifying against attack, and that showed 

they feared it. 

Some clever ruse had sent the Indians off in retreat. 

So the renegade queen took advantage of the situation, 

and decided to make her power felt. 

She sent for 'her other chiefs, and said to them that she 

was sure that no other troops had come. 

The Great Spirit gave her power to see further than 

they did, so they must halt. 
I 

The halt was made, and a bold front put on, and this 

checked the pursuit, and ~oon after sent the troopers back 

to cover, as had been their order. . , 

Texas Jack and two other scouts were \eft to watch the 

movements of the enemy. 
Then the queen said that she knew that the palefaces 

were fortifying their camp. . 
They were but a handful, and they must be surrounded 

in the night, and at dawn attacked. 
They had killed the White Cloud and the Panther Eye, 

and nearly half a hundred of her warriors had been slain 

or wounded, with as many ponies, as well. 
In the paleface camp were their foes, scouts and sol

diers. 
There was the man-Buffalo Bill-who had slain the 

great white chief, her husband, and the men who had mas

sacred the warriors with hiin were also there. 
Let them take the little fort, and a hundred scalps would 

hang at their belts; and the paleface settlers would fly 

from their country back toward the rising sun. 
The Long Hair would b~ captured alive and tortured 

to death, and all the Sioux in their village woufd rejoice. 

Such was the way the cunning woman talked, and she 

aroused her hearers to the wildest pitch of fury. 
She had ·come to hate her own race, and she was cruelly 

revengeful against Buffalo Bill. 
Hating, she meant to kill-to be merciless. ___ __ ~ _ 

Then she called to her a young warrior, and told him 

to go with all speed to the signal mountain. 
This would save him a ride of a day, and he must signal 

for more warriors. 
"Burn five smokes," she said, for she knew that this 

would bring her five hundred more warriors. 
He ~as to go to the signal mountain, upon which the 

eye of a redskin sentinel at the village was constantly 

kept. 
He would send up one smoke; that is, let the dense 

smoke of a smothered fire ascend for a minute. 


