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HALF-CARRYING THE MAIDEN, HE DASHED AFTER ROCK, WHO CLEARED THEIR WAY THROUGH THE CROWD WITH

FIERCE SWEEPS OF HIS STRONG ARMS, SENDING THE RUFTIANS HEADLONG RIGHT AND LEFT,/




2 Dandy Rock’s Pledge.
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* Dandy Rock’s Pledge:

HUNTED TO DEATH.

BY G. WALDO BROWNE,

AUTHOR OF .‘“THE DREAD RIDER,” “THE
TIGER OF TAOS,” “ DANDY ROCK,”
‘““THE MAD MINER,” ““ THE
GOLDEN HAND,” ETC.

CHAPTER 1.
DANDY ROCK S8 PLEDGE.

““STRANGER, as true as I tramp from Old
Texas, I'll hunt that coyote to his den and
save your child, or dig the end o’ my own
trail. Rock Randel swears it, and hyar’s my
hand.

In a valley of the Sierras the speaker was
the central figure of an impressive scene.

Upon either hand the towering mountain-
sides shut out the light of the fast setting
sun, so that the gloom of twilight hung about
the place.

He was a tall, commanding looking per-
son, with long, raven hair and heavy mus-
tache, a clear, piercing eye, and a form ca-
pable of great endurance. Having spent his
earlier years on the p'ains of the Lone Star
State, though he was equally ‘‘at home "
amid the wilds of California as on the
savannas of his native land, he had carried
with him to the mountains the sobriquet of
Dandy Rock, The-man-from-Texas.

At the moment we introduce him to the
reader, he was standing with kis left hand
resting upon the muzzle of his long rifle; he
held the weapon upright; in his right hand
he clutched a heavy revolver, while he gazed
upon the motionless form of a man lying at
his feet as he spoke.

The prostrate person turned slightly, with
a moan of pain, to give utterance to some
request, though in so low a tone that the
other could not understand it.

Dropping upon his knees, Rock cried:

‘““Is thar anything more, old beaver?
Speak quick, ef thar am, fer I reckon ye ar’
'bout done fer. Don’t be afeerd to say it.
Rock Randel has given you the pledge of his
life, and may the hungry coyotes pick his
bones ef, he ever goes back on a friend.
- Wagh!”

“May God bless you!” said the other,
with great difficulty, as he pressed his hands
upon his side where a great pool of blood
was already forming upon the earth, telling
that he had received a fearful wound in
some encounter. ‘‘Once more, let me hear
your promise to save my child.”

‘““1 swear it, old coon, or may the var-
mints dig my funeral!”

“Tell my child how I died, and you will
not go unrewarded. I can die easier now that
I know that there is some one to carry out
the work I have begun. But it is dreadful
to realize—"

Here the speaker choked and broke com-
pletely down.

Rock raised his head tenderly, feeling that
the other’s race was nearly run.

‘“ Anything more to ask, old pard?”’
queried the Texan, as his companion breath-
ed easier after a moment,

‘““Give my body proper burial, and—
and remember your pledge—save my child!”
. Sinking back with a groan, the gaze of
the wounded man became fixed upon the
blue sky above, and his lips ceased to
move,

““ Rubbed out!” muttered Rock, as he laid
his friend’s head back upon the ground.
‘“ But, it’'s a long trail as has no end, and
that coyote shall pay dearly for—"

The sound of footsteps arrested his at-
tention, and springing to his feet, he half
raised his rifle as he looked around.

In an instant he saw a dozen roughly-
dressed men approaching, all armed to the
teeth.

““Ha! hal” laughed the foremost, as he
beheld Randel's defiant attitude, ‘‘ put down
that shooter. We mean you no harm.”

“What do you want?’ asked The-Man-
from-Texas, doggedly, fixing his gaze upon
the leader without lowering his weapon.

““ We have come for the body of the dead
man by your side.”

‘“ What is he to you?” .
‘“ Enough that it is not for you to Inter-

fere in our purpose, Will you let us re-
move it peacefully?” .

“Not till I know you better. I have
promised to see that he is properly buried.”

‘“ Bah! you are a fool! We will save you
that trouble, So stand aside.”

He was only one against twelve, but he
faced them coolly, as he said: ‘

‘““Hold on till you prove your claim.
What was this man’s name?”

‘“ Roland Maxcy.”

“Sho!”

““ And he was my brother,” the speaker
continued. :

«« Jeems Stopple! who'd 'a’ thought it!
Look 'bout as much alike as a white hoss

and g kickin’ mule!”
““That makes nary difference. We have

come for his body, and if you give us any
of your tomfoolery we'll take you, too.”

““ Jes' so! Reckon I don’t savor of your
company. Ef vou want to help me bury
the body I sha'n't object; but 1 promised






























































































