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PREFACE

This is & true story, as far as actual dates
and tpe verification of the incidents is concerned.
The writer has filled in the conversation and the
human interest bits as it seemed the people of that
day might have talked or acted.

Mr. Plumb is a true character, and the story
of his life is given according to the facts as the
writer was able to find them.

That Mr. Plumb was a typical, and yet individual
character, is proved by the fact that one year before
his death he was chosen by the Red Willow County,
Nebraska, Pioneer Association to drive the oxen and
buckboard in the 0ld Settlers' parade in McCook,

Nebraska.



CHAPTER I

The sun sank slowly as though loath to end the day.

On a clear patch of ground, on the knob of the hill, the
boy stood'mqtionless save for the flicker of his eyelashes
which shadowed his gleaming eyes. His hands were clenched
and rigid by his sides. He watched the sunset, and his
body, outlined against the red of the sky, cast a dark sil-
houette. He stood alone, but at the foot of the hill a
small paint pomy, commonly known as a "pinto", pawed the
earth impatiently. \

All zbout him reigned intense silence.' Not even the
leaves .of the huge cottonwoods in the valley along the
Beaver stirred in the evéning air.

Presently the boy made a deep sighing sound and sank
to his knees, his eyes still fixed on the distant horizon.
He was young; hardly pest his twelfth birthday. He was a
handsome child and sturdily built. The muscles underneath
his rough homespun cloth shirt rippled as he kneeled.

Suddenly he stiffened, and swift as a jackrabbit in his
movements, threw himself prone upon his stomach in the tall
grass. A lone rider had appeared in the valley below him.

He rode slowly as though searching the landscape, and uncer-
tein of his whereabouts. The boy shaded his eyes with his

hand, and watched his approach. The rider reached the creek



bank and spurred his horse into the swollen waters. The
boy watched in startled amazement ss the rider skillfully
swam the horse across and climbed with him to safety on the
near bank .

"Say, he can ride'" muttered the boy.

The paint pony.at the bottom of the hill had caught the
scent of the approaching animal. He reared and snorted and
the horseman stiff ened and drew rein. The boy whistled
sharply, and ducked his head into the deep grama gress. The
paint whinnied dejectedly and stood still.

vThe horseman kicked his mount gently in the ribs and
rode on slowly, his eyes searching from side to side. TWhen
he reached the pony, the boy heard him say,

"Hello, boy, where's your rider? Haven't run away,
have ya', old feller?"

The pony's ears twitched, as the rider's horse sought
to investigate his nose. The pony shied and trotted off to
thg side a little way, turning his head to eye the horse
and rider. The man shrugged his shoulders and took the path
that skirted around the hill. The boy followed him with his
eyes until he disappeared around a bend of the creek farther
on; then, scrambling to his feet, he raced down the hill
and landed in one leap on the pony's saddle-less back.
Without a word from the boy the pony dashed in the same

direction the rider had gone, but his trail was closer to

the creek. The boy rode low over the pony's neck to avoid



the over-hanging trees.

In a bend of the creek, levelling out onto a wide open
plain, a crude tent had been pitched. Near the tent a camp-
fire burned steadily and beside the fire a man was bent over
a frying pan of bacon. He straightened as the boy leapt to
the ground beside him, and grinned good-naturedly.

"Well,‘Tom, you and the paint had a dash, I see. Find
anything interestin'?"

"A man," the boy panted, "on a sorrel, headed this
way"

The man's eyes narrowed into sharp slits. "What'd he
look like, Tom?"

"Tall, I think, and big--soft voiced. Wore over-alls
and a jerkin. Had a gun on each hip."

"Ever see him afore, on the way out, or around here?"

"Nope." The boy frowned in an effort to recall.

"Him. Better hide yourself in the tent, till he blows
this way."

The boy did as he was told and presently he heard the
soft clop-clop of the horse's hoofs as the rider rounded the
bend. The sudden reining of his horse told the boy the camp
had come as a surprise to the rider. There was what seemed
to the curious boy a long interval of intense silence. At

last, unable to wait longer, he drew back a flap of the
tent and looked furtively out. The two men were silently

surveying one another.



It was the rider who spoke first, "Howdy." The boy
saw him nod his head perceptibly. The man on the ground
nodded in return but said nothing.

{ "My name's Nightengail--Andy Nightengail. Camp's down
the creek about fifteen miles. I'm lookin' for water."

The other shook his head. "Ain't none, 'cept the creek.
We--I--just camped about an hour ago. Don't khow if they's
any 'round, or not. My name's Pollock," he added as an
after-thought, "Marion Pollock. Many in your cemp?"

Nightengail shook his head. "Four femilies. The
women complain of the creek water. Somebody told us there
was a well near here."

"Climb down," invited Pollock. Nightengeil silently
accepted the invitation. "Tom," Pollack called, and im-
mediately the boy was out of the tent.

"This is young Tom Plumb. Tom, meet Andy Nightengail."

"Plﬁmb?" The visitor eyed the boy. "Know any of the
Plumbs along the creek here?"

"Yep," The boy was uncommunicative.

"Their nephew," Pollock volunteered. "His family's
still in Wisconsin."

"why?" The question, coming from the boy, startled
both men.

"A fellow named Plumb it was who told us there was
water up the creek around here," Nightengall answered.

"Know of any?"



"Yep,"

the boy said, agein shortly.

"Where?" Both men uttered the question simultaneously.

"Up on the Duckworth place, about ten miles up on the
ridge."

"So far?" Nightengeil seemed distressed.

"Yep."! The boy nodded. "Need a buckboard and a bar-
rel to get eﬁough to do any good."

"Your folks do that?" asked Nightengail.

"Uncle Lont and Uncle Perry do. They carry it down for
Aunt Jane, too. I carry my own." The boy pointed proudly
toward his pony, who had a brown pouch tied around his neck.
As though conscious of the human eyes upon him, the pony
whinnied softly and trotted out of the clump of bushes in-
to which the boy had led him at the approach of the visitor.

"That the only well, huh?" Nightengail said presently,
‘as though hoping the boy would change his mind.

"Yep," Tom seid, and stroked the pony's smooth neck.

"How come this Duckworth's got the only well?"

"Good location," said the boy. "Grandad Dolph located
it with the stick. Everybody 'round pitched in and helped
glg 1t."

Pollock had turned his attention back to the frying
pan which he had set off the fire at Nightengail's approach.

Now he began the process of heating it again, presently

taking some dry bread out of the sack on the ground beside

the fire, and placing strips of the thick fat on it. The



coffee he poured into the clay cups was strong and black.
Silently he handed Nightengail the food, and silently the
latter accepted it. The boy greedily grabbed his portion
and began noisily to eat.

There was not much talk until the meager meal was over.
Once Nighténgail ventured, "Your folks comin' out?" to the
boy, and received a barely audible, "Maybe." The boy's
mouth was stuffed too full for further conversation.

Once Pollock said, "More coffee?" and extended his hand
for the cups. All three ate hungrily, 2nd seemed dissatis-
fied with the amount.

When they had finished, Tom took the coffee pot and
cups down the creek bank and washed them in the streem.

The frying pan was thrust back into the sack, still with a
goodly amount of deep fat in it.

"Better stay the night," Pollock told Mightengail,

" '"7ain't safe ridin' them fifteen miles alone in the day
time. Worse after dark."

Andy shook his head. "Women folks would worry them-
selves crazy," he said. "Probably send Ren and Brick out to
look for me. No sense in runnin' that risk. I'll make it."
He patted the guns on his hips.

"Huh!" Pollock's ejaculation wes almost a scornful

sneer. But he said nothing until after Nightengail had
mounted. Then he asked,

"Ever carry a-rifle?" The tone of his voice indicated



the obviousness of the answer he anticipated, and Nightengeil
did not say anything.

When Nightengail had rounded the bend out of sight,
Mac Pollock turned back to Tom.

"You know & whole hell of a lot you keep to yourself,"
he said, not unkindly.

"That water?" the boy asked. "Hell, I s'posed you knew
that. We dug the well while you were up on the Platte."

"How would I know? Carry it down in barrels, eh? Your
Aunt Jane live alone, or with Lont and Perry?"

"They're all three livin' on their claims," the boy an-
swered.

"Any taken off for service?" Mac queried the boy.

"Five years for both," said Tom.

"Lont and Perry both in the army for five years, huh?
Where, d'ya know?"

' said Tom, as though the question were unneces-

"Sure,"
sary. "Along the western border of the Gulf of Mexico.
Mostly guerilla warfare. Their discharges date from April
in '66. I've heard Uncle Lont tell about it lots of times.
I like to hear it."

"You're a queer lad," Mac said. The boy accepted this

without comment. Apparently what Pollock thought made little
difference.

Early the next morning the two broke camp and started

down the creek in the direction Nightengail had taken the
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night before. They did not ride close together, yet neither
rode far enough from the other to be out of shouting distance.
Tom rode closer to the creek. He seemed to notice every 1lit-
tle detail of the tree leaves, the creek bank, and the sur-
rounding land. Suddenly he started in his saddle and reined
his pony. Clambering off the pony's back, he dropped the
reins and moved cautiously forward. A curious looking
structure, hidden for the most part by the wild plum thick~-
ets which grew in abundance along the creek, had attracted
his attention. Here the creek bed had divided, and the
rushing of the water swollen by recent rain, had taken the
north fork. Only a small trickle of a stream flowed along
the south bed. Here several logs had jammed together,
forming a V-shape, and the over-hanging trees, together with
the mud and creek muck, had covered the jam, giving a cave-
like apPearance, and leaving a small opening at one end.

Tom climbed up onto one of the lower branches of an over-
hanging elm, and swung himself out onto the jam. Care-
fully he worked himself along the logs until he reached the
opening. A startled, "By damn", sprung from his lips and

he shouted to Pollock, who had been eyeing his movements

and had already started toward him. Straightening up, Tom
began to search the creek bed and along the bank with his
eyes . The abundant growth of the plum bushes prevented a
thorough survey.

"What is it?" Mac yelled.



"A wegon wheel, caught here in the log jam," Tom called.
He began to work his way along the top of the logs until he
could go -no further; then he gave a mighty leap, and landed
well on the opposite side of the creek. Pollock followed
Tom's procedure, stopping only a momént to eye the wagon
wheel caughlit in the jam of the logs. When Pollock jumped to
safety on the far side of the creek, Tom was already fever-
ishly tearing aside the bushes, small sounds escaping from
him.

"It's been a party." he yelled, excitedly. "Here's
parts of more wagons, and an old spring seat, without the
springs. And----", he stopped short for & moment, while
he began to dig in the damp ground with his bare fists.
"Here, it's a surveyor's chain!" Together the two searched
the immediate surrounding land.

"Know who it could be?" Tom asked Pollocke.

"No idea," Pollock answered. "No massacres been reported
lately. These things are old. Been here a long time."

"Yeah," Tom inspected the chain he held in his hand.
"Rusted pretty bad."

Further investigation revealed several more parts of
wagons and tools in a radius of half a mile. No signs of
identity of the party were forthcoming, however, and the
two rode on. Tom had the chain in his hand when he once again
mounted the paint. His keen eye had told him the exact loca-

tion of the log jam, and he intended to return sometime soon,
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though of this he said nothing to Mac.

It was still early in the morning whend the two arrived
at a crudely constructed dugout which served as the dwell-
ing touse of Lont Plumb.

A heil from the boy brought a2 young woman to the door-
way of the'dugout.

"Why, Aunt Jane, you here?" Her presence seemed to
surprise the boy.

Jane Plumb laughed. "You bet I am," she answered cheer-
ily. "Your Uncle Lont is nothing if not a very poor house-
keeper."

"Howdy, Miss Jane." Pollock tipped his wide-brimmed hat.

"Howdy." Jane smiled. "What have you two been doing?"

Tom held up the chain he had uneerthed from the debris
surrounding the wrecked wagon train. His eyes were bright
with excitement.

"We found it, Aunt, up the creek a ways. BEver hear of
any raids around here, some time ago?"

Jane shook her head, "No reports ever got back our
way," she said. News travels slow, though. Your Uncle Lont
might know."

"Where is Uncle Lont?"

"He and Perry rode down to the new camp. A fellow told
Perry yesterday the government is maybe going to put a fort

in down there."

Again Tom's eyes sparkled with the excitement of life.
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A new fort meant many more families pouring into the land
he had begun to love s¢ deeply in a few short weeks. More
families meant bigger settlements, and bigger settlements
meant the govermment would have to go ahead and do more to
pacify the Indians.

In the féw weeks since Tom had come to this new land
called Nebraska, which means in the Indian language "Shallow
or Broad Water," he had come to love the little Indian boys
of the friendly Pawnee tribe who roamed the plains and val-
leys. He hunted with them, and they shamed him with their
skill. He fished with them, and it was they who always
made the bigger catch. They rode races over the plains,
and no matter how hard Tom tried, and even considering that
his paint was an Indian pony, he had not yet learned the
skill as the native boys knew it.

Tom's mind was now harboring a plan. He knew what he
intended to do as soon as it was possible to slip away from
his Aunt and Pollock. The wrecked party he and Pollock had
discovered had opened up @& well of adventure and excite-
ment ahead of Tom. The Pawnees would love the adventure as
much as he. Together they would go over every inch of
ground for miles around that wreck. Tom was overcome with
curiosity as to the identity of the group, and what their

fate had been.
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CHAPTER II

It was several days later before Tom was free to pur-
sue the adventure, the idea of which was burning within his
brein. It was early in the month of April, in the year 1873.
All zround Tom life was pulsating. He saw it in the trees
and grasses; in the birds and animals. Tom loved all there
wes in nature. Next to Paint, perhasps, Nature wes his most
passionate love. He could stand to see no danger come to
any of God's creation.

It was this side of his make-up, no doubt, which had
instigated his desire to make friends with the little Indian
boys of his age. It had been easy enough to do. The Pawnee
tribe which roamed the plains above the Beaver Valley were
docile and friendly.

Tom's friendship with the Indiens had come as a direct
result of the digging of the water well on the Duckworth
farm on the ridge. Tiring of the monotony of the work, Tom
had-shirked his share one afternoon, and slipping away with
Paint, he had ridden along the ridge northward, hidden from
view of the working men by the many box elder trees which
had ventured growth out away from the creek bank. Tom kept
Paint at a walk, though the pony wes impatient to be off,
while his eyes searched the valley and hills beyond. This

was new territory for Tom. Never had he ridden away from
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the Duckworth place so far north, and alone.

It was the pony that first sensed their gpproach to the
Indian camp. His sensitive ears and nostrils twitched, and
several times he stopPed dead still. Only the persistent
urging of Tom caused him to move ceautiously forward.

Tom's heart gave a mighty leap when he espied the Camp.
His first impulse was to turn Paint and dash back to Duck-
worth's, but something in the activity of the camp caused
him to pause. He had heard his uncles, and the men at Duck-
worth's talking of the Indians who were camped on a corner
of the land which Duckworth had staked cleim for at the Land
Office. These Indians had left their reservation with the
consent of the authorities, for the purpose of hunting in
the Republican valley. The prevailing stories were that
they were a friendly tribe, but to a lone boy they did not
present a friendly picture. A less courageous boy than Tom
Plumb would have turned back. But the almost silent activ-
ity emong the squaws and small browned-skinned children,
who were the only visible members of the camp, attracted his
attention. Drawn almost magnetically toward them, Tom found
himself on the edge of the camp before he reelized it. The
papooses saw him first and began a series of what seemed to
Tom, strange gestures and grunting ejaculations to attract

attention toward him. The pointing of their hands brought
Tom to the sudden reaslization that he had ridden into what

might be grave danger. They had seen him; it was too late
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to turn back now. The deadly aim of one of the younger
boys' arrows, even, would make flight impossible.

To Tom's surprise, after the first stares of the
squaws they paid no attention to him, but turned back to
their work. The children crowded around him, pulling at his
legs and on Paint's reins. The pony shied and attempted to
bolt, and Tom'had all he could do to hold him. He had seen
in the brown faces around him, a friendly curiosity. The
pony, seeming to sense the returning confidence of Tom, soon
settled down to peaceful nuzzling of the little faces around
him. Perhaps they brought back to his pony mind remem-
brances of his colt day, for these were his true people.

Tom's eyes were on the squaws, and soon Tom was to
learn one of the most wvaluable lessons which his life in
the new country was to bring him. Around the ceamp lay what
seemed to0 Tom an enormous number of dead buffalo, part of
the animals still with their hides on them. On large plots
of the buffalo grass lay huge chunks of the choicest of the
meat. But what interested Tom most, was what the squaws
were doing with the unskinned meat. Two large poles had
been placed at a distance of about sixteen feet apart, and
from one pole to another, a limb of a tree, about four
feet in dismeter, and peeled cleap of bark, wes suspended.

There were several of these poles placed about the camp,

and from each limb there hung one of the large buffalo

carcaesses. It was in this manner that the squaws prepared
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the buffalo meat which was brought in by their liege lords.
It was then cut into thin, long strips and spread out on
the grass and brush to dry. The meat was then called jerked
meat .

The Indian children seemed to be trying to interest
Tom in their game. It was a game requiring proficiency in
the art of shootiﬁg a bow and arrow. At a distance of
about one hundred feet one of the buffalo skins had been
stretched out and fastened to a rough log in an upright
position, presumably as a target. The object of the game
seemed to be to land one of the arrows in the middle of
the skin, and to follow it swiftly with another, the second
splitting in two the first. Tom watched in amazement as
arrow after arrow fell in shattered pieces on the ground be-
low the target. Even the boys who could not possibly, it
seemed to Tom, be past the age of five or six, seldom
missed. And if they did miss, it was cause for a series of
derisive grunts and shouts to issue forth from the rest.

Presently one of the older boys handed his bow and
quiver to Tom and pointed toward the skin, speaking to him
in the Pawnee tongue. Tom could not understand the boy,
but he knew that he was suppPosed to try his skill at
their game.

Tom was ashamed to let these Indian children see his
poor skill. He had used a bow and arrow a goodly number

of times. In the caravan on his way to Nebraska from
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Wisconsin, he had spent many of the hours in the saddle
whittling for himself a crude bow znd arrow. With this he
had practiced after the caravan stopped in the dusk of the
day. Later, his uncles had given him better bows and many
arrows which they had secured from the Pawnees in return
for pocket knives, or some worthless trinket, but even then -
Tom knew he was not equal to the Indians.

But Tom was nothing if not a good sport. Taking care-
ful aim, he pulled back with mighty effort on the bow
string. His young muscles rippled and bulged as his arm
answered the strain. With a sharp twang the arrow left
the bow, and for the swift second it took for the arrow to
reach its mark, Tom was both motionless and breathless. A
sudden shout arose from the group around him, and admira-
tion poured into the faces. Tom stared at the crude tar-
get. His arrow had landed as near in the middle as the
middle could be judged. DBut Tom had not yet achieved true
fame. He must still prove himself by the second part of
the test. The Indians watched him intently. Tom's hand
trembled slightly, and had he been in the habit of call-
ing upon his God for aid, it is likely he would have done
so now. He aimed and released the arrow, and again the
shout went up, but this time it wes of a different tone.

Tom knew, wi thout looking, that he had missed. What was
more, he had missed by a good two inches. He threw the

bow down in disgust with himself, but he was not so easily
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out of it. They thrust it back into his hands and would
not let him refuse. Tom spent the rest of the afternoon
playing with the Indians. Soon he was able to0 split his
second arrow as skillfully as any of them, and as soon as
that happened, interest in the game began to lag. But
there were many other forms of diversion. Once Tom took
his shining néw knife from his pocket and immediately the
oldest of the Indian boys grabbed it from him. Tom had a
swift temper and for a moment it seemed he might fight the
boy .

Then he recalled the Pawnees' greed for such things.
They were persistent beggars, appearing at dugout doors
and trading posts frequently and refusing to leave until
they had obtained the object of their desires.

It was later than he realized when Tom looked around
for Paint. The pony had been left to wander around the
Camp and plain at will. DNow he stood quietly near, appar-
ently waiting for Tom to make up his mind to go backs. The
Indians seemed to be begging him to stay, but Tom could
imagine the consternation at Duckworth's over his prolonged
absence. He was right. Half-way back along the ridge, he
met Lont and Perry Plumb and several others of the men.
His uncles were in an ill humor at the unnecessary concern

he had caused them and as a result he was forbidden to re-

’visit the Camp. But Tom had ignored these warnings, and

since that afternoon he had been a frequent visitor. Not
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only had he made good friends with them, but he had learned
their langusge to a sufficient extent as to be able to con-
verse in their tongue, a fact which made their friendship
even more delightful. As soon as his uncles realized his
attachment to the Pawnees, and their return admiration,
they permitted him liberty to play with them as he chose.
Many times he rode from sun-up to sun-down, hard over the
plains, getting beaten every time in races, but with exhil-
arated feelings.

Now it wes Tom's plan to let the Pawnee boys join him
in what he hoped and believed would be a high adventure.

The discovery of the identity of the wagon party he
found, and which no one seemed able to explain, would give
Tom an added prestige and a place among the settlers which
his heart longed for. Already, he knew, many of the men
and women considered him an unusual boy. They admired his
various abilities, and looked upon his physique with friend-
ly pride. Tom could never remember a day in his life when
he had been sick. His uncles bragged of his accomplish-
ments, but if Tom could do this thing he wanted so much to
do, he would have proved his prowess even to his own satis-
faction.

Tom's appearance at the Indian camp early in the

morning two or three days following his discovery of the

wagon wheel caused a ripple of excitement among the boys

of his age, who looked upoh his coming as a sign of some new
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game he had for them. They were soon as enthusisstic as he
about his plan. To his disappointment, neither they, nor
the braves, could give a clue to the identity of the lost
wagons. It was a five-mile ride back to the log jam, and
Tom and some eight or nine of the Indian boys made it in
record time. The boys clambered over the logs in character-
istic curiosity. Tom instructed them to search for wagon
parts and tools. But the search was futile except for two
items. Tom was discouraged at the futility of the hunt,
for his hopes of recognition among his fellow men were
rapidly disappearing. Presently he saw a group of the boys
gathered excitedly around one of their number. Tom's nim-
ble feet brought him to the spot, and he seized upon the
article. His breath caught. It was a compass! What could
have been the nature of the party to have used a compass?

"Where was this?" Tom demanded of the boy who had
found it.

The boy pointed tc a hole in a rotten log which lay
upon the ground. Tom dived toward the log and rammed his
hand far into the hole. His fist closed upon a hard,
cold object. Pulling out his arm, Tom held up his find.

It was covered with leaves and muck, but it seemed to
shine in the summer sunshine. His fingers soon had the
debris wiped away, and what he saw was a spoon' A silver
spoon! This fact told Tom one thing--the party had either

been well-to-do, or else someone had seen to it that they
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were well-staked.

The two articles were all that the hunters found,
though they searched well into the afternoon. Neither Tom
nor the boys seemed to think of food. Instead, when they
wearied of hunting, they turned their attention to raecing
their ponies. Tom still nursed the secret hope that he
might some day beat them at this game. This time the race
was not on the level plain as the previous races had been.
Instead, the almost dry bed of the south fork of the creek
presented a different form of thrill. Down the creek
about fifty yards from the location of the log jam, the bed
of the creek narrowed considerably, until it was only about
twenty feet wide. Soon all the riders were spurring their
ponies toward this spot, taking the jump as gracefully as
the small ponies made it. Tom knew he could jump as well
as any one of the Indians, and he did not spare Paint.

All might have gone well, had not that terror and deadly
enemy of all mankind, a rattlesnake, chosen that particu-
‘lar spot to coil himself in the afternoon sun. Tom had
urged Paint into a furious gallop, and was anticipating

the thrill of the leap, when the pony gave a sudden terri-
fic lurch to one side, and Tom flew over his head, landing
in a stunned heap. The almost human moan of wounded horse-
flesh roused him. Paint lay flat on his side, his flanks
dafk with sweat, and his body heaving. One leg was

crumpled under him. The Indian boys stood in a semi-circle
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some yards aﬁay. Tom moved, and instantly froze. A warn-
ing rattle had reached his ears. The pony had heard LGRS
too, and rolled his eyes piteously toward Tom. The boy
groaned inwardly. He had not yet located the snake; how
close he was he could only guess. The Indians were no
help. Brave as they were in some respects, a rattlesnake
was one thing which terrorized them.

Another warning came from the snake, and Tom knew its
whereabouts to be behind him. A stick of dead wood lay
almost within reaching distance of Tom's arm, but not close
’ enough. Tom lay rigidly still for what seemed agorzing
hoursy then sl owly, slowly, 2 half inch at a time, he edged
his body toward the stick. Twice terror froze his move-
ments, as the snake rattled ominously. The Indians watched
in fascinated silence, but made no move to come to his res-
cue.

At last Tom's finger tips touched the end of the stick.
One more move and he could grasp it. Tom had heard no
sound from the snake for the space of nearly a minute. He
expected at any momeng to hear the final warning rattle.
But when it came it was not as Tom had expected it.

It was Paint who was to be the victim of the snake's
anger. Just as Tom made the final movement toward the
stieck, Paint's agonizing shriek caused him to lunge to his
feet. Paint was flailing his head in horrible effort to

escape the poisonous fangs of the reptile.,
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Tom did not know what to do. To strike the snake
would mean to strike Paint, too. He began to tease the
snake with an end of the branch, but this served only to in-
crease his venom. Tom knew it was hopeless. Turning toward
the Indians, he leaped upon one of their ponies without a
word, and was soon.streaking down the creek toward his un-
ele's dugout.

1t was a panting, half-hysterical boy who threw him-
self to the ground and ran yelling for his uncle's pistol.
& few incoherent words told Perry that Paint was in some
sort of trouble. He sought to prevent Tom's demand for his
gun, but the boy grabbed it and was gone again.

When Tom returned to the scene of the tragedy, the In-
dians were gone, as was the snake. Paint lay in helpless
appeal, his nose swollen and disfigured from the bites. A
dry sob broke from Tom and he gathered the pony's head in
his arms. But he did not give way to his grief for long,
for he realized the pony's intense pain.

“"Forgive me, Paint," he muttered. *I didn't mean to
Runtisrenil

He stood above the pony a second longer, then stooping,
he placed the gun against the white spot on the pony's
head. Tom could not open his eyess; his teeth clenched, but
his hand was steady as he pulled back on the trigger.

There was a muffled report, Paint's body moved convulsively



and was still, and Tom lay heartsick and frightened, flat

on the ground beside him.

23
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CHAPTER III

For four days following Tom could not be consoled.

On the morning of the fourth day, Perry Plumb looked out the
door of the dugout and stared in amazement. A strange pro-
cession was approaching along the creek bank. There were
several of the Indian boys riding in single file, the first
leading a beautiful black pony, with four white-stockinged
legs, and a white star on his forehead. Tom had heard his
uncle's startled outburst and had come to investigate. He
had refused to eat breakfast that morning, as he had done
the three previous mornings, an unheard of event, for usual-
ly Tom's appetite was huge. Now he recognized Roaming-
Scout's sturdy son, Eagle-Feathers. The Indian boy was
leading the black pony and, riding close to Tom, he slid

to the ground and placed the lead rope tied around the pony's
neck, in Tom's hand. Then silently they 211 waited for

Tom to speak. But Tom could not. He knew the Pawnees
meant the pony to be his, in the place of Paint.

He passed his hand gently over the pony's heck and
mane. The little pony shivered, and shied away. Tom began
to call softly, "Come boy, come fellow, whoa!"

The pony responded to his gentle voice, and stood
quietly while Tom stroked him.

"He's beautiful! He'Sesoceeceeceet” Tom could say no
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more. Turning back to Eagle Feathers, he grinned. It
broke the tension of the Indians, who had gathered around
him in a circle. A terrific yell went up. It was a sig-
nal for action.

In a flash they all started in a hard gallop, south
across the lowland. Tom's first impulse was to be after
them, but the pony had shied again and he thought better of
it. Instead, he continued to stroke the pony's flanks soft-
lye.

"It's all right, fellow," he assured the 1little horse.

The pony's ears twitched, a2nd his flénks quivered as
Tom azpproached his side and placed one hand on his necke.

"I'11 call you Dan'" he whispered. "Come, Dan. Steady,
boyt" In a swift motion, Tom was astride the pony's back,
and streaking after the Pawnees.

It was Tom's last ride with the Pawnees. The next
day the Indians started north on their anmal hunt. Tom
watched them break camp. Everything was loaded on their
horses, all their household goods, their cured meat, and the
tanned buffalo hides. Tom saw many articles which he real-
ized his brown-skinned friends had stolen. Suddenly he
remembered that his Uncle Perry had gone down to the
Nightengail camp, and that his dugout was unprotected and
on the route the Indians would follow t0 the Republican
rifer- Riding back to the dugout, he took his uncle's

needle gun and sat down in front of the door with the gun in
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bis lepe. If the Indians saw him as they passed, they gave
no sign of greeting. Tom saw Eagle-Feathers and several
of the boys he had ridden with so many times, but all were
intent on the trail ahead of them. They went on by, and
Tom felt suddenly lonely. He would miss their friendship,
and the days they had spent together.

But if the Pawnees passed by Perry Plumb's dugout with-
out apparent thought of plunder, the same could not be saig
of their activity farther down the creek.

When Perry and Lont Plumb returned to the dugout later
in the day, it was with great relief that they learned of
Tom's guard. At the Nightengail camp the Indians had
proved their reputation for beggary, and had refused to leave
until the articles they coveted had been turned over to them.

Soon after the Indians left, Tom's mind returned to
thoughts of the lost wagon party. One day he persuaded a
boy named Bill Shockley to go with him to the spot for
another search. They took their guns with them in case
they wanted to do some hunting. This search, however, was
more successful, though the identity of the party remained
a mystery for several years. Bill and Tom, as they searched,
ran onto a wood-rat's house in which they found several more
feet of surveyor's cpain and twenty or more rim-fire Spen-
cer cartridges. Farther away they found the remgins of the
campfire, where the buffalo grass had not yet grown over

the black coals, and some distance farther up the creek, .
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they discovered two more wagons, one a heavy vehicle, and
the other a lighter one.

Tom's uncles had begun the work of the spring farming,
and Tom was needed to help, so for awhile, at least, his
carefree dgys were over. By the middle of May, Perry had
turned a good many furrows on his own land, and Lont was
not far behind. But the work on Jane's land was not so far
progréssed, and most of her planting hed to be done on the
sod. The plentiful rainfall was over, and the middle of
May saw the crops failing to germinate for lack of moisture.
Had the settlers but known it, June was to be no better,
and discouragement would have descended upon the people.
Those who were fortunate enough to plant early in May were
destined to raise fair crops, and Perry and Lont were among
the more successful ones, for by early planting, their
crops of corn and potatoes were growing steadily by the time
the worst of the later drought hit.

After the heavier work of the crops was finished, Perry,
Lont, and Tom began work on a new semi-dugout for Jane.

Jane lived alone on the land her brothers had filed for her
in the Land Office at Lowell. Jane was a courageous. young
woman, and the spirit of adventure in her new life appealed
to her. If there were times when she wished masculine com-
pany, deep in the dark of the prairie night, she never

spoke her thoughts aloud. Now the prospect of a new dwell-

ing place filled her days with happy anticipation.



One day she sent Tom to Indiancla, which was about
twenty miles north, for some material for curtains for the
new place. Tom went alone on Dan. Jane had given him a
slip of paper with the direction for the buying of the mat-
erial written upon it. This Tom carelessly thrust into
his overall pocket, and started out. His ride was unevent-
ful, and he arrived in Indianola zbout the middle of the
day. As Tom rode down the crudely constructed street of
the settlement, a small black and tan'shepherd dog ran out
howling from the doorway of one of the frame tuildings,
closely followed by an irate man with & raised shot-gun.
The dog saw fom and Dan and made directly for them. Before
he realized his actions, Tom was off Dan and had caught the
dog in his arms. The man in the doorway saw what had hap-
pened too late to stop the pressure he had placed on the
trigger. With a shout of horror, he saw the boy crumple
on his face in the dirt. The little dog whined and licked
Tom's face. The man with the gun dived back into the door-
way from which he had come, and later appeared as a con-
cerned bystander in the crowd which had gattered around Tom.
It was Andy Nightengaeil who reached the boy first. His
first surprise of recognition was lost in his anxiety to
stop the bloogd from the wound in Tom's left arm. He stripped

off his shirt, which was made of rough LL denin material,

and bound Tom's arm tightly, then picked him up in his arms

and carried him into the nearest store, where a thorough
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investigation revealed that the bullet hed gone straight
through the arm, leaving a clean hole. He ordered boiling
water and one of the women brought a pan full which she had
already prepared, as soon as she had seen that Tom was hurt.
With the water kept almost boiling hot, from frequent re-
fills, Andy bathed Tom's arm.

When Tom opened his eyes, the first person he saw was
the woman who had realized the necessity for hot water.

She smiled down at him. Tom tried to move, but sank back
onto the floor at the sudden pain in his arm.

"You be still, now,. lad," the woman cautioned.

Tom begen to fumble in his breast pocket for the slip
of paper his aunt had given him, and handed it to the woman.
Wonderingly, she took it, and as she read it tears began
to crease her cheeks.

"Bless your heart, lad," she murmured. She handed the
paper to Andy, who read it, and nodded.

"It's for his aunt," he explained.

Wondering questions were being asked concerning Tom's
accident. No one had seen it, apparently, for no one had
an explanation to offer. The little dog that had caused
the trouble had somehow managed to get back into the store,
and now he pushed through the people and came up to where
Tom lay, his tail dejectedly hanging between his legs.

Tom saw him and reached out his good arm. Immediately the

dog began to lick his hand.
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"That your dog, lad?" the woman asked.

Someone else answered, "That's Joe Phillips' dog."

All eyes sought out Phillips, and at the mention of
the man's name, the dog moved closér to Tom.

"That your dog, Joe?" someone asked.

"That's my dog, all right."

Tom moved in an effort to see the speaker, but Phillips
kept behind him.

Andy Nightengail said, "Did you shoot at that dog,
Phillips?"

Phillips made no answer, and Nightengail said to Tom,
"Would you know the fellow who shot you if you saw him?"

Tom nodded, and Nightengail pushed Phillips forward
into Tom's view. For a long interval Tom and the man eyed
each other. Then Tom turned his head in disgust and said,

"Hell, the fellow who shot at that dog knows who he
is. If he wants to be that way about it, let it go. I
ain't killed, am I%2"

At that the question of the shooting was left, until
later. Presently Tom was moved into the dugout of the
woman, and Nightengail promised to secure the material for
Jane. Tom's arm hurt him a good deal through the day, but
he made no complaint. Sensing his pain, the woman talked,

"I'm Lucy Dolph," she told him. "You're young Tom
Plumb, aren't you? I've heard about you. Mac FPollock

has told everyone about the lost wagons you found. Ever
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find out anymore about it2"

Tom shook his head. "No one knows who it wes."

“Aidt that a strange thing, now?" Lucy said. "Not
even a trace to tell who they was. Looks like the govern-
ment 'ud krow. Your folks gonna come out here, Tom?"

"I'm hopin' so,"

Tom answered. "Uncle Perry's been
tryin' to get Pa to. Ma ain't wantin' to very much."

"Lots of women don't at first. We soon begin to like
it, though. My sakes, that dog's took a fancy to youl"

The little dog had refused tc be pmrted from Tom, and
seeing this, Tom had insisted he be allowed to accompany
him to Lucy's home.

"You been down to the new Fort the government's puttin'
in?" Lucy asked.

"Not lately," Tom said. "Been too busy with the farm
work. You seen it?"

"No," Lucy answered. "We've been meanin' to go over
and see it all, but they's too much work to do around here."
Later in the afternoon, Nightengail came for Tom in
his buckboard. Lucy insisted on putting one of her covers

in the bed of the wagon, saying Tom's aunt could send it
back some time later in the summer, since Lucy would not be
needing it.

The ride home was a painful one for Tom, but the little

dog helped to alleviate the pain. He had leaped lnto the

buckboard when Tom had been helped in, and once more had
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refused to get out. Once 4ndy lifted him out, but no
sooner had the dog hit the ground, than he was back in the
wagon, crouching beside Tom.

"Let me keep him," begged Tom. "Whoever owns him,
don't want him anyway."

So the dog was allowed to remain, and he rode quietly
beside Tom, sometimes licking the boy's face with his little
red tongue, and whining his gratitude.

"Tom," Andy began, when they were well out of Indian-
ola, "you gonna tell me who shot you?"

' Tom snorted. "S'posed you knew. That damned

"Sure,"
Phillips, o' course. Why?"

Andy began to hum between his teeth, and Tom sensed the
anger which was rising in the older man.

"It's worth bein' shot to have this dog," Tom went on.
"He likes me."

Andy shrugged, but said nothing, and Tom knew that
Joe Phillips would yet be called to reckon for his temper.

Presently Andy said, "Got a letter for your Uncle
Perry, Tom."

"A letter!" Tom strained to ralse himself on his good
arm.

Nightengail nodded. "A letter," he repeated.

Tom moved impatiently. "Well, who's it from? Where
was it written?"

"well, now, Tom," teased Andy. "I don't rightly know.
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I don't open the mail I carry---."

"Oh, demn it, give it to me! Is it from Pa?"

Andy threw back his head in a loud guffaw. "Here it
is. You'd better not open it or I won't reckon with Perry.
But you can look at it."

"It is!" Tom breathed. "Oh, Andy, it is! It's from
Pal Uncle ferry wrote him about the Beaver fort. They must
be comin' out."

When Tom and Andy reached Nightengail's camp, Tom was
surprised to find both his uncles there. In his excitement
about the letter he forgot his injury, and began to shout,

"A letter from Pa, Uncle Perry! Open it quick!"

"By God, what's happened to you?" Perry demanded.

"Open it, quick!" Tom implored.

"What happened, Andy?" Lont wanted to know, giving
the small dog a soft kick to extricate him from beneath his
feet.

"It all happened over that dog you just kicked, Lont.
Fellow named Joe Phillips at Indianola shot at the dog, and
got Tom in the arm. No bone shattered, and it's a clean
hole."

Lont and Perry stared at the unexpressive Tom. Then
realizing Tom's attitude on the affair, they, too, let the
matter drop for the time being, as<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>