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THE BUFF ALO BILL STORIES. 7 

but just then the chink I had hammered on the head 
showed signs of coming back to life. 

"I didn't want to hammer him again, for I might have 
killed him. So I concluded to get out of there while I 
could. And I had no reason to stay in there, since the 
Chinese who had chased me were gone. What I wanted 
to do was to poke round and see if I could find out any­
thing about Bent Murdock, and then get out as quick 
as I could. 

"I dropped one of the gold pieces into my pocket, just 
to be able to show it, as proof, maybe, of my story; and 
pulled my freight away from that place while the fellow 
was rolling and muttering himself back to consciousness. 

"\Vhcn I got out, and had left the room, I found my­
self in the same passage I had been in; but I saw that 
there were others, several others-each of them leading 
up to that room. 

"As there wasn't much choice, I struck into one, be­
cause I didn't want to go back the way I had come, and 
perhaps meet the Chinese. So I swung along again, not 
knowing where I was going. But I tried to keep track 
of the direction; for I felt sure I should want to go 
back that way as soon as I could. 

"After a while I heard Chinese. The galleries were 
mere tunnels, at times; and there were small rooms. 
l-Iost of them showed that recently they had been occu­
pied. It was like going into a house that had been 
deserted, as I did once, where a fire had scared the 
people out, and they had fled and left their beds and 
clothing and everything behind. It was just the same." 

"I think we can explain that," said the scout. 
"Then I wish you would," Lawson told him. 
"There has been a merry chink war going on down 

there for some days and nights. The Hep Sing Tong 
men have been fighting the On Leon Tong men. There 
haye been some bloody times, and a number of Chin:i­
mcn have been kiJJed. Those occupying those rooms 
probably got scared and cleared out in a great hurry to 
save their Jives." 

"I was tellin' you something about that," Jameson 
reminded. 

"I recollect now that you did," Lawson admitted. 
"Go on !" the scout urged. "vVe're anxious to hear 

about Bent Murdock." 
"Oh, yes! Well, I heard a sound by and by which 

led me to a small hole of a room, like an .open prison 
cell, where I found M urclock chained by one of his legs 
to the floor, surrounded by filth and dirt. 

"The fellow was nearly insane, and his wild muttter­
ings are what guided me. I had a talk with him-just 
a few words, while I was trying to get the chain off his 
legs or loose it from the floor. But I didn't get his 
whole story. But from what he said I think he was 
taking some money home from the bank, after the fail­
ure, or because he expected it to fail ; and was set on 
by Chinese thieves, who not only robbed him, but had 
broug-ht him to that place, where he had been chained 
and held ever since. 

"I was doing everything I cottld for him, which was 
just nothing at all, when some Chinamen came rushing 
suddenly on me. They had been drawn by the light of 
my lantern, which I had neglected to put out. 

"'vVhcn theY. saw me they came for me, howling. 
Some were armed with swords, others with knives. I 

knew I had to move at once. So I jumped to get out; 
but ran into a club, or something, which cracked me on 
the head. I remember that I smashed the fellow who 
did it with my lantern, crushing it over his head. After 
that I hardly know what happened to me, except that 
I ran. 

"It seems to me that I ran miles; but of course that 
was only a delusion, clue to my condition. I was crazy 
from that crack on the head. I remember dimly that I 
tried to find my way back to the umbrella room. 
Whether I did or not I don't know; I guess I couldn't 
have clone that. For, by and .by, I struck up ·against a 
door; and, when I rammed hard on it, ·it let me out of 
the house. 

"Though I was outside, I hurried on, for it seemed 
to me I still heard the Chinamen hot after me. I must 
have found my way to that alley, or else I came out 
into it. I can't say as to that, gentlemen. All I know 
is that I have just the faintest remembrance, like a 
dream, that Jameson came to me and told me who he 
was; and that I was bewildered as to who I was and 
where I was. 

"He said he would take me to a doctor, I think; or· 
perhaps his statement was that he wpuld bring me here. 
I really don't know. But that's all. Only--" 

He paused. He had talked himself into a condition 
of feverish excitement. 

"Only," he repeated, "I want to thank you for what 
you have done to help me, and for the interest with 
which you have listened to this overlong story." 

"Interest!'' cried the man from Laramie. "Overlong 
story! I'm betting none of us here has listened to a 
more interesting yarn, or one that's �m�o�r�~� important, 
since a good while." 

"That's right!" Buffalo Bill agreed. "It teils us 
where Bent Murdock is, too." 

"Whar he was, yer means," Nomad corrected. 
"It tells us that he is alive, which is the most im­

portant thing; and where we are to look to find him." 
"I reckon, Cody," remarked the man from Laramie, 

"that the chances are big that he won't be where he 
was when Lawson saw him, even if we could find the 
place." 

"I admit freely," said Lawson, "that even i£ I was 
inside those rooms I couldn't lead you to that joss room, 
nor to the point where I found Murdock." 

"Yet I reckon you could make a mighty good sashay 
at hittin' the spot," said Jameson. 

Lawson took out the piece of gold he had taken from 
the store in icle the joss and showed it to them. 

"Chink money !" said Jameson. "I never seen none 
like it." 

"Chink money is generally silver,", remarked the 
scout. "Y ct this seems to have the Chinese look." 

Ile hefted it. 
"Has the feeling of gold," he said. 
"Aber I ain'dt anxious to play der thief," remarked 

the baron, "I am acknowledging dot I vouldt like to haf 
some of close moneys minesellef." 

"Thar must be a lively time goin' on in Chinkvillc 
now sense your advent inter et, Lawson," declared No­
mad. "You talk et over wi' ther boyees while I take 
a turn down in the street." 

Then he arose quickly and went out. 
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CHAPTER III. 

SAM WAH. 
·, 

Buffalo Bill gave the old trapper a quick and com­
prehensive glance as 'the latter passed out of the room; 
then he returned to the subject of the conversation. He 
knew Nomad had heard a suspicious sound outside. 

Jameson was anxious to "hit" the chink colony at 
once, before the Chinese had time to gather their wits 
and get in readiness for it. 

"They'll be expectin' a raid," he urged. "As a friend 
o' Bent Murdock, I'm uncommon concerned about him." 

He looked at the scout. 
"Cody, of course, ain't in the game," he said, "yit I'd 

like his help." · 
"You can have it, old man," the scout told him. "The 

fact that Murdock is held a prisoner,. chained by the 
leg in those foul dens, is all the warrant that my pards 
and I want." 

"Well, it's good o' ye, Cody. I reckon Mr. Lawson 
there will be wishin' strong, too, that we kin resurrect 
Murdock; fer if we git him out alive then this old in­
surance company won't have to pay fer him bein' dead. 
But what I'm thinkin' about most is Murdock himself 
and his fambly. He's a fine man, and bas got a fine 
fambly; and it hurt me like time to have people hintin' 
round that he had gone crooked with the bank money 
and skun out." 

While they were talking, deciding that the time to 
begin was at once, Buffalo Bill still showed no desire 
to get into immediate action. He began to ask Lawson 
questions again, thus prolonging the interview. , 

Lawson was rapidly regaining his normal condition ; 
and though he said his head thumped like a drum, he yet 
declared that he was able and anxious to take part in 
the proposed effort to release Bent Murdock. 

Suddenly footsteps and the sounds of a scuffle were 
heard in the hall beyond the door; then the door flew 
open, and Nick Nomad tumbled into the room, dragging 
a Chinaman by the queue. 

"This hyar is plum what I went out fer," he bellowed. 
"I heard the rat-eater listenin' out thar, and set out to 
trap him. I ma.de a pertense o' goin' down ther stairs 
ter the street, knowin' thet he had backed into some o' 
the rooms; but I didn't go furder than enough to hide 
me. Thar I camped down; and when the chink came 
snoopin' back ter lissen ag'in I jumped out, and was on 
top o' him 'fore he could make his gitaway." 

He flung the Chinaman to the floor in the middle of 
the room. 

But the surprise given to the Chinama; was no 
greater than that given to the men in the room; for as 
soon as he scrambled up they saw that he was Sam 
Wah, the Hep Sing Tong man who had been sent on 
by the chief of police of San Francisco to aid Buffalo 
Bill in his fight against the thug CB.inese of the town of 
Cyanide. 

Nomad roared like an angry bear when he saw whom 
he had captured. 

"What's et mean?" he demanded, in a tone like a buzz 
saw. "Looks so suspicious as to be. plum scan'lous, ter 
me! When a man spies on his friends et smells 
crooked." 

The startled and discomfited Chinaman stood trem-
91ing. 

"Me allee samee make the sneak to listen," he urged. 
"Waal, I guess yes! I reckon you did. But what 

fer?" 
"That's right, Sam Wah I" said the scout. "A ·quick 

explanation is in oi·der." 
All had gathered round the ruffled Chinaman; and, as 

they were much larger men, he lookeJ small and cowed 
in their midst. · 

"Me makee the explain," he said, waving his hands. 
"No touchee pigtail any more and me makee the ex-
plain!" I 

"We're waitin' for it, chink," said Wild Bill. "Don't 
rust out our patience." 

"Chief policee 'Flisco," said Sam Wah, "tell me al­
ways I shall know evel'thing what is going on. Savvee? 
He say, 'Not tlust anybody!' He say; 'Sometime man 
makee out he is your fl.iend when he nottee your fliend.' 
So I do. I am come top-side here to see the honorable 
Melican ~cout. I have a reportee that I must make. 
Savvee? So I hear many men talkee-talkee in the loom. 
So I listen; see what all the talkee-talkee is. Savvee? 
I think maybe I got enemies in the loom what talkee 
with the honorable scout." 

"That is all right, Sam Wah," said the scout. "We 
will accept the explanation. Take a chair now and we'll 
all feel better." 

He set the example by resuming his seat. 
. But Sam Wah, even when seated, surrounded by those 
Americans, did not seem at ease. He looked sus­
piciously at Lawson; and cast glances of dislike at old 
Nomad, who had laid sacrilegious hands on his pigtail. 
Besides th_e pain of it, that had been a deep indignity. 
He was disturbed, too, by the ease with which the old 
trapper had captured him ; that ate into his pride, and 
he had a good deal of it, of a professional kind. 

"What's your report?" the scout asked. "You said 
you had one." 

"Too many Melican man here," said Sam Wah, voic­
ing his objection bluntly. "Me no can talkee when so 
many Melican man have ear to listen." 

"Oh, it's for me alone?" 
"It pleasee me better." 
"Then come out into the hall." 
The scout stepped out into the hall and the Chinaman 

followed him. . 
"Look out fer tricks!" Nomad could not help flinging 

after them. 
Buffalo Bill led the Chinaman to the farther end of 

the hall, where they were quite safe from being over­
heard. 

"We can talk here, all right," he said. 
Sam Wah looked round carefully, then opened his 

budget of information. 
"You know On Leon Tong men?" 
"The Chinese of this place! The men we have had 

all our trouble with." 
"And you know Hep Sing Tong men?" 
"You, and the other Chinese that came with you from 

San Francisco. Yes; I've got that all straight." 
"When we havee the fight in Chinytown," said Sam 

Wah, "you see the Chinee dead men-all plentee dead 
men!" 

"I saw that; and it wasn't a pleasant sight.1
' 

"Thlee of them Cbinee dead men are Hep Sing Tong." 
"Three were your friends from 'Frisco." 


