


LEAVE IT TO THE YOUNGER CROWD TO KNOW THE BEST! 

of 

this younger set to settle the cigarette question exactly 

as they settle their hard-fought games-on the sporting 

principle of "may the best win!" 

AT I M A 

A. few cents more-for the best that money can buy! 



ADVENTURE 
• 

I 

IN a pavillion d' amour in the walled garden of a 
house o_f n1ystery, guarded by ferocious blood

hounds, was a perfume-laden boudoir luxuriously fur
nished in white, rose, and gold; with roses everywhere. 
It was a retreat which no one could penetrate with
out the secret password; a love-nest from which no 
sound could escape; one where even shrieks would 
be of no more avail than in the middle of the Sahara. 

Here love and jealousy fight a fatal battle for life and here the 
fascinating story of The Girl with the Golden Eyes reaches its 
climax. It is a story of love-notes, mysterious blindfolded car
riage rides, and clandestine meetings. It is a story of passion, 
jealousy, perfidy, and vengeance never equalled in all literature. 

You can read this strange story of one of the many undercurrents of life in 
Paris and many other thrilling stories of love, mystery, and adventure in 

' 

ELEVEN VOLUMES· NOW FIRST COMPLETELY TRANS LA TED AND SENT ON APPROVAL 
BALZAC YOUR GUIDE TO PARIS 

Let Balzac show you Paris-for no one knew Paris so well. You 
will go into the underworld and the palaces of the nobility with 
Bd.lzac by your side po�nting . out the dr_amas, adventures, and 
tra,gedies of that many-stded ctty. · 

You will read how Trompe-la-Mort, an escaped galley-slave dis
guised as a priest l- prevents a beautiful yo�mg grisette fr�m commit
ting suicide· how ne us�.s her to catch the ncb Baron N ucmgen-and 
their fates; 'and how Peyrade tri�d to int�rf�re and of the frightful 
price that he and his daughter patd for. th1s mterference. 

you will read of the fascinating Valerie, who had four lovers at 
once none suspecting the others, until a Brazilian baron surprised 
her �ith a handsome young sculptor-and of his terrible revenge. 

LOVE AND ADVENTURE 
You will read of the mysterious Ferragus---of the visits of a pretty 

lady of their discovery and of the tra�ic result. You will see how 
the Duchesse de Langeais trifled with her lovers, how she toyed 

-w"tttt one once too often, how he kidnapped her and-but read for 
yourself the strang� climax of this sto�y of love and pa�sion. . Balzac will show you Rome and V emce as well as Pans. You w1ll 
read how Sarras�ne fell in love with Zambinella, the �eautiful Roman 
singer, how he ab'ducted .her-an� of �he strange dtsc:losure. Y <?U 
will be with Facino Cane as he dtgs hts way out of h1s dungeon m 
the Doge's palace in Venice and finally breaks through the last 
wall, to see-but let him tell you himself. 

FROM .UNDERWORLD TO PALACES 
Follow Balza�ough the mazes of Parisian life. He will take 

you down inkrtn€· under�orld with iLs da�k alleys, in_famous housesf and gambling dt!IIS at mght when t?e v1ces of P�ns throw off al 
restraint You will penetrate the atttcs of the Latm Quarter. You 
will go �ith Balzac to the ball� of the nobility. You wil� join him 
in the cafes and clubs. You w11l go through the courts, pnsons, and 
convents. You will go behind the scenes of the theatre and opera 
and peek into the boudoirs and the love-nests. 

Full size library volumes, "87{ X s7{ X I7{ inches. 
THE RITTENHOUSE P.RESS 

RITTENHOUSE SQUARE, PHILADELPHIA, PA. 

NOTHING HIDDEN. LIFE AS IT IS· 
You will meet detectives ·and desperate cut-throats, rakes and 

roues, fascinating mistresses and cour-tesans, dandies, spies and 
peasants. You join the throng of artists sirens, alluring ballet 
girls, butterflies, gamblers, and ravishing women. 

You will read stories of hate and revenge; of code )etters and 
secret doors. You will read of iliicit in.trigues, of the world of 
follies, of nights of love, of passionate pleasure seeking and the 
desire for gold. Balzac will point out to you men and women as 
he found them, hiding nothing, but telling all with realistic fidelity 
to truth. He will show ·you good and evil with the fearless and 
virile touch of the master-the man who knew Paris. 

YOU CAN SAVE $142.00 
Because the subscribers to the first edition on Japan paper at 

$x6s.oo a set paid for the plates from which these books are printed, 
you can get a set at a sensational saving of $142.00. But it was only 
by ordering in the manufacturer's dull season that we are able to 
make you this special offer for a short time-when these few remain
ing sets are gone we may have to withdraw this low price offer. 

YOUR SET FREE ON APPROVAL 
To be sure of getting your set send your order now. You take 

no risk for we will send you the complete set of eleven de luxe 
volumes prepaid on approval. Enjoy them at our expense for 
five days. Examine them and r-ead.them. Then-if you don't 
find Balzac so intriguing that you can't part with the books, 
if you don't think them the best books for the money you 

ACT 
NOW. have ever seen-return them at our expense and the You may 

be sure that 
the first rush 

of readers wiU 

examination will have cost you nothing. 
SEND NO MONEY 

But .once seen you will want to keep them. soon exhaust this 
You get over 4700 pages of enchanting edition. Make sure 
stories of Paris by the great Balzac just by of your set by signing 

signing the coupon. Send nt> the coupon now while 
it is in your hand. money but sign the coupon. cnxxxxnxxuxxxxuuunx Take advantage now THE RITTENHOUSE PRESS of your opportunity. Established I873, I8 Medals You may never have and Dt'ploma.r Adv.l2-1-27 the chance again. RITTENHOUSE SQUARE, PHILA. You take no y d f · t• h · ·k . ou may sen or mspec 1on, c arges rls · You send paid, the 11-volume set of SCENES OF no money. PARISIAN LIFE by Honore de Balzac, l\1ail the bound in black cloth. I will return the set in 

coupon 5 days or send you $1 as a first payment and $2 a 

no month for 11 months. Canada (duty paid) ad4 w. 
one $2 payment. Foreign $25 cash with orde.r-

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer. 



He Sees His Dentist, Often 
How foolhardy it is to risk health, when just a 
linle care will safeguard you against the attack 
of dread Pyorrhea and troubles that begin with 
neglected teeth and gums. 

&: on the safe side. Have your dentist ex
amine teeth and $urns at least twice a year. 
Start using Forhan s for the Gums, today! 

Recc:iving toll from 4 out of 5 after 40 (thou
sands younger), Pyorrhea ravages health. Its 
poison sweeps through the system often causing 
many serious ailments. 

If used regularly and in time, Forhan's pre
vents Pyorrhea or checks its course. It firms 
gums. Ir makes teeth white and protects them 
against acids which cause decay. 

Sec your demise every six months. Start using 
Forhan's for the: Gums, morning and night. 
Teach your children this good habit. Get a tube 
today .. All druggists, 3Sc and 60c. 

Ft�rmul4 qf R. ]. Forh4n, D. D. S. 
Forhan Company, New York 

Forhan's .for the gums 

ADVENTURE 
Dec. 1st, 1927 

When you give an Ingersoll Watch 
you make a gift that is appreciated 
out of all proportion to its cost. 

For there's no gift like a watch, 
nothing used so much, consulted so 
often, carried so long. And Ingersoll 
Watches, made for over 35 years, 
have a reputation for dependability 
and- enduring service that is world 
wide and thoroughly deserved. 

lf your dealer hasn't just the model 
you want, write us giving his name. 

INGERSOLL WATCH CO., Joe. 
NewYork • Chieqo • SaoFn.ocioco 
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I Thought Success Was For Others 
Believe It Or Not, Just Twelve Months Ago 

I Was Next Thing To "Down-and-Out" 

po< ... t 
It oll ...,m, likt a drum no,., u I 

look bock """ the po�t twdv< ohort 
montho. ond think how dl!rour .. .d I wu 
th<:n,at the"end ol o blind olloy'' I 

t::;�:���e. n��r lth��;:!:.t��� :��;,q 
"-""�'d, and "'""' the otory of bow l 
rot it. 

I \����: �:�:�y ::c�''l�b�
t ;�; .. "s:;.��� 

I'd nH<r found any wor to�« tnto • line 
,.ft.rclco"ldrnoh�mon�y. 

Oth<r l<!lowo ><em.d to find op(>Ortoni
tieo. R,.t-m,.d u I wont.d th� �ood 

���,�.������::i��Ci�"�·�t%�; 
lin�. to coli lor oome kind of knowledge 
Tdidn't hov<. 

And I wont.d to g<t morried. A fine 
oituotion, .,...,n't it' l!.hry woo.ld hove 
f:;',7o f;/'Y it-but it wouldn't hove been 

Mory hod told me. "You can't jf<tohud 
wh<r< you or<. Why don't you �<t into 
�:�t;S�

.
��;,.�I work. oomowher< thot you 

"Th�!'o fin<, Mary." I repli.d. "but 
wlo41 lme1 I've olwoyo �ot my <Y« open 
for • h<rt.r job. h"t I n.-·cr J«m to hcor 
ol o r<olly goodjob thatl<>n hondl<" 
L\hry dido't ,.,m to be "tiofi.d with th� 
:."

l
i"'b;;butldidn't kn<>w ,.hot el>< tO 

II ,..., u tM w•y ""''" t/oat "irht 
th.st I ''"'"J o9 '" ti' "-'lilh"'iMJ 
J,,., rtO•f· "'"'" f oorrluarl. a '"a' of 
'""""'"/toM do"' '"YUI/. A f"• hrM-
::�M;:;'�'.,;:/18/" :;'liJ:t <a"rt o/ tAr 

With a hot 8uoh of ohome I hrrn<d 
ond left the otorr, ond •nfk.d rapidly 
borne. So thot wu whot my neichbor
t� people who knew me beot--rully 
thourht of m�! 

""Borcoinrount<rohoik-lookho-..tlut 
ooit fiu,"one fellow hod ooid in o low 
\'Oioo ... ll<t he hun't cot o dollorin 
those pochu': "Oh, it'o just ·u,.te.,' 
A"der.on," '"d anothor. "He'• JOt a 
r:·.�-booe wbere hio backbone ou1ht to 

N�����o::"ti��
n
�,;

e
�ll �

n
��n.

I tf�:� 
andldon't own tl,. hou .. inlnf\y<t.but 
I've modo • oubotontiol do,.n po)·ment, 

�1:: i��.l�e�::•inin� my .. l! any to rn«t 

Htte'o • reol tip. You. may not be u 
bod-<>ffaolwu. Rut tb,nk it o,·er-or< 
youutiofi.d! Would you oicn o controct 
to ouy wh<reY<>uO<e nnw lor the ne.t 
t<n y<aro. makin� the urn< monoy> If 
not. Y.Oll'd better be _ _  JoiM& oomethinf 
oboottt inot<Od ol droltrng 

T!,i, new R•dio com< io • ]i,·e-wir< 

r---------------------·, 
fJ.E.SmJth,..,..s!dont f : �=:��-��2�·��.:�:�w:.�·o. c. : 

\ ��if�i���.�����\��;��j \ : N•mo ............ : 
:Addr111 ............................. . . I ' ' 
!TIWn.,,,,, .. ..... ..... . Sia'-..... ... .. 1 
1---------------------· 

Kinlll)" mention Adventure In writing to adYertl•Pr• or •·l•ltln�:'your <l�alo•r 
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SAY "BAYER ASPIRIN" and INSIST I 
Unless you see the "Bayer Cross" on tablets you are 
not getting the genuine Bayer Aspirin proved safe 
by millions and prescribed by physicians for 25 years. 

I DOES NOT AFFECT THE HEART I 

S
a(i�;o-, ......... � � "�' package 

� which contains proven directions. 
FTand_y "Bayer" boxe-s of 12 tableh 
Also bottles of 24 and 100-Druggiatl. 

,b!ili"!n u tbe Lrade mort or Bue� Mauuracture or Monoacetlcacl<Icoter ot SaUcyHca<!!d 

HuGH PENDEXTER"S new novel 

A tale of the dance halls and saloons of the frontier towns of theOldWest.Nowappearingin 

WO!JT.D HAVE B.b:EN DBLIGHTED WITH 
STEMMLER'S ARCHERY OUTFITS 

J�h:c,�i�������p���.:.Y��'J�A���':. ��'B�r G0!�;jl�n11t1!� Bow•- Arrow•- Target..- Acceuorie•- Ra� Material• 
Wrii</<JT f'REf; !'<1/al<Jg "8''-lko�• inqui•'•• alw in>tUd L E. STEMMLER CO., 014"����·.��u s. Queens Villace, N.Y. 

I B� .. �}?.�!�f.!!YE 
v.,.tll!atlom. Experle,.,.unnece•••'"Y- WrU<!D<pt.A.V. 

American Detective Sy•tem,2190Braadway,NewYork 

Kiu•!l�- mNollon Ath·�uturP In writing to advPrtlser• or vl•ltlng your dPalPr. 



ADVENTURE 

12 MONTHS TO PAY 
Special lor Xma1 
Diamond· 

Dinner 
Rlac•49 
Sl down-Sl weekly 
No. A262-4 blue-white 
diamonds, 4 sapphires 
18Kt. solid white gold. 
latest dove design dinner ring. 

Ba,. Prom Dlamoad lmpol'ter• 
You aave middleman's profits because we have been 
diamond importers since 1879-.CS years. We 11ell only bl.u-wl&ite diamcmct.--no off color erades. Everythin.r 
gtUU"a"tud a.t repru�ud. Our mo1Uv-back- \/-not· 
*It� euarantee protects your order. 

Tea D•J'• Pree Trial 
Just send $1.00 with your order. Pa7 baluce in week· 
ly, semi-monthly or monthly payments kg�infl Feb· 
rt£artf. You have 10 days to decide. It oot .. taafied . 
return for full refund. • 

Opea Coalldeatlal Credit Aeeouat 
To open a charge account without delay just .rive a 
Uttle informationaboutyourself and a fewbusineearef
erences. Everythine strictly confidential. No one will 
know what or from whom you are buying. If under 
aee. have parents or euardian guarantee account 
W-lte lo- ,._taloa· Hundreds of bargain• 

• • � in Diamonds Watches, 
Jewelry, ete. It bring• o1£r Iaroe Jewelr11 Store right 
i"to 11011r Aome. Bu11 diamontt. like an npert. Know 
grades, 9ualities and values before huyine. Contains 
lnformataon other· jewelers dar• not tell. aucb aa 
weights and grades of diamonde. 

STERLING ������� CO. 
1S40 BROADWAY, Depc. 2356 N. Y 

Stop Using a Truss 

Awarded 
Gold Medal 

STUART'S PLAPAO-PADS are diftercnt from the 
truss, b�ing mechanico-chemico applicators. made 
self-adhesive purposely to hold the distended muscles 
serurely in place. No straps, buckles or spring at
tached-cannot slip, so ca nnot chafe or press again!'t 
the pubic bone. Thousands have successfully treated 
themselves at home without hindrance from worlt
most obstinate cases conqucr�d. Soft as velvet-easy 
to apply-inexpensive. Awarded Gol<l Medal and 
Grand Prix. Process of rec:overy is natural, so no 
subsequent use for a truss. We prove it 
by sending trial of PLAPAO ahsolut<'IY 
Write name on Coupon and send TODAY. FREE 

PLAPAO CO., 668 Stuart Bldg., St. Louis, Mo. 
Name . . . . . . . . . . . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  · ., · · · · · · 

Address . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 

Return mail will bring Free Trial Plapao. 

1 Old Style Black Fruit Cake 
That black, well-fruited, moist fruit cake that most of us, 
as youngsters, grew up to know as the real, genuine, 
honest-to-goodness Fruit Cake. Delicious. Keeps in
definitely. "The last word, at a bridge luncheon or a 
tea. If your caterer or grocer hasn't it, send $1.50 for 
one-pound cake; $2.7 5 for two pounds in handsome box. 
Delivered W yarcel post. 

BEECH-NUT PACKING COMPANY, Distributors 
Dept. C-12, 1237 E. Ma� Street, Rochester, N.Y. 

BUILD SHIP MODEL.S 
Send 6 cents for ('atalog of plans, books, prints, 
maps and other things that smack of the sea. 

SEA ARTS GUILD 
405-C Eleventh Ave., Milwaukee, Wis. 

Ranks 
High! 

·• 

New Model 

The New Model Pocket Ben 
ranks high among good watches. 
That's because it combines good 
looks with correct time-keeping. 

Sold everywhere for-$ I. 50. With 
night-and-day dial �2.25. : [Built by the makers of Big] Ben and other Westclox 
WESTERN Cl.OCK COMPANY 

La Salle, Illinois 

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to adverti��rs or visiting your deal�r. 

v 



vi ADVENTURE 

To Readers of Adventure Magazine 
GEORGES SURDEZ 

popular writer of Adventure 
stories has just published 

a novel 

The DEMON 
CARAVAN 

A Story of North Africa 
Look for the yellow book with 
the dark galloping Arabs. Here 
is a glorious story with the real 
"Adventure" touch. $2.00. 

LINCOLN MAC VEAGH 
THE DIAL PRESS 

152 W. 13th St. New York 

BE A RAILWAY TRAFFIC INSPECTOR 

f..'.��.� . . PA T��.r .. SLE�!�9,, �"�,9. $25 
No hooks or fastenc!'>l. Extllot'en� say "llc!;t bag made." 

WrUt/IJTC'""'PIIkCala,... Na. 7. G�IU. T<IIUa!Uillna!"TM�p l'O't<Nfflf" 

ANTHONY FIALA OUTFITS, Inc. 25 Warren St., New York 

Kln<lly mention A•h·enture In writing to adnrtls�rs or ,·lsl!ln�: your ole:�l<·r. 



ADVENTURE 

INGS 
'l� 

WILLARD 
ALLEN 

COLCORD 

' 

One Hundred and Fifty Delightful True Stories 
About Birds, Animals and Insects 

Thrilling True Stories entertainingly told, 

and useful information about Birds, Animals, 

and Insects, that children will enjoy reading. 

The book is divided into four parts, the 

first dealing with birds ; the second with tame 

animals ; the third with wild animals ; and 
the fourth with general information regarding 

natural history subjects. 

Three hundred pages ; thirty illustrations ; and twenty
eight feature pages. Bound in dark green cloth with 
illustrated jacket and cover stamped in attractive colora, 

$1.50 net 

.At All Bookstores, or 

THEJuosoN PREss 
1701-03 Chesbtut Street 

: PHILADELPHIA.,PA.. 

Brings 
You the 

KE·I.N 
SHIR.T 

G U ARANT E E D with a bond not to 
shrink, fade or rough up after washing 

-or you can get your money back! Color, appearance and 
fr.c!. of. soft, suedelike buckskin -and wears like leather. 
ltlig, roomy, strongly built. Double stitched seams. Over
size button-through flap pockets. Send $3.50 and your 
collar size to Buck Skein Joe, c/o Lustberg Nast Co., 
Inc., Dept. N-12, 331 Broadway, New York City. 

-FREE CATALOG-

"Buck Skein Joe's Family Album" showing 
Buck Skein Shirts and Jackets. Write for a 
FREE copy-now. 

---

The most valuable offer ever made by a 
publisher. Ten issues of THE PATHFINDER for 

only 10 cents! The liveliest, most unique and most 
entertaining American weekly magazine. Full of wit, 

humor, information. news events, special features, excellent 
fiction, etc. Once you read THE PATHFINDER you will never 

do without it. Take advantage of this limited offer immediately. 

THE PATHFINDER, Dept E-1, WA�HINGTON, D. C. 

TRAVEL FOR 66UNCLE SAM" 
RAILWAY POSTAL CLERKS st5s to s225 Month. Men 18 up. Steady work. 
Common education sufficient. Write IMMEDIATELY for free 32 page book. with list of U. S. Government positions now obtainable and full particulars. FRANKLIN INSTITUTE Dept. R-171 ROCHESTER, N. Y. 

WHATYOU DO- WHATWKDO-
Send one dollar wath 
Name and Address, ar· 
tlcle desired and brief 
note telllntl us aome
thintl about yourself. 
Simply state: (1) how 
long at address; (l) 
age; (3) married or 
single; (4) name and 
address of employer; 
(5) nature of work: (6) 
how long In employ. 
All an formation held 
strictly confidential
no direct lnqulrlea to 

U poo · ar.rh·at of your 
order. we will opeo a 10 month Charte Ac
count and send selec
tion for approval and 
15 UA Y TRIAL. If 
satlsfled, pay balance 
.In teo equal monthly 
payments; otherwise 
return and dollar will 
be refunded. 

No Artlclea sold to 
persons under lO 

yean of age. 
employer . 

A-AA·l Blue-White DlamODd in Ia· 
dlea rtq. 18-K White Gold. Botter-
1b' deeip. $57.50 

$1. with order, 16.86 a month. 
B·Tbe May Flower BeautifuliJ' can
ed in 18-K White Gold: AA-1 Blue
White Diamond. $50.00 

Sl. wltb order, $4.90 a month. 
C·Bow Knot dealp for ladles; 18-K 1 
White Gold; A'A·l Blue• White Dia• 
mond. $39.SO 

11. with order, •8.86 a mon th. 
D•Enff&8'ement Rlq•Mottf of loYe birda; 18-K W)dteGold; AA•l Blue
White Diamond. $4S.OO 

11. with order, $4.40 a month. 
!!•Dinner Rio., • 18· K White Gold{ leaf and floral deifp; Three AA• 
Blue• White Diamobda. $39.50 

Sl. with order. f8.85 a month. 
F·Low price Solitaire: 18-K White
Gold; AA-1 Blue-White Diamond. ' $32.50 

,1. with order. $8.16 a month. 
Q • 14•K Green Gold filled atrap 
watch. en'"'avcd. .ruaranteed 16 
Jewel movement. radium numerals 
and banda. $27 .SO 

$J. with order. $2.65 a month. 

H 
Btoe Wnite Ota• 

monaa, 4 Blue Sap· 
pbtrea in l4·K Solid 

White Gold en&'l'a\'ttd 
wriet watcb. Completf> 

with ribbon and expan• 
•loo bracelet. 16 Jewel 

movement. $45.00 .-.... 
at. witb order,$4 40 

amontb. 

'· 

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer. 
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"Calm yourself, madam your daughter can't drown" 

IT FLOATS 

0 1927, P. & G. Co. 

Bathing should be a joyful, 
comfortable, benefici�l luxury 
-not a constant series of sub
marine soap-hunts. Ivory floats.' 
On top. Where you can see it 
and reach it. 

Kindly mention Ad,·enture in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer. 



a11d llei<S the ll<lfl 
weMak.eit: 

FUOGE CE:\T.!:R: ll:f cups 
pur� cone'"�": •; 1<0>J'<I<In 
crcamcr)·buuer: I cup rich, 
lull cre•mmilk; I cup corn 
•yrup;whneofoneegg. 

l:ARACI.!El. LAYER: 4 te.· 
>poouo cr<>m<•) hu1l<r; 1', 
cupocom O)'�np: .'l cup• rich :�:�_<rr>m molk: �; lcasp<>on 

I'EA�UT LAYER: 3 cup• 
prime :>.'o. l Sp> nish whole �u��

-
����ucd in oil I hull• re 

CHOCO!.ATE COATl:\"C; x:�����.� pound pure milk 

in candy-Home-Made 
tf'here's uothingclse like lwme-made candy. Ask 
�mrbody. F.xccpt, of cout-se, Olt Hc111'V! Aud the 
very reason Olt Hem·y!� so good is that it's made 
the J,ome#ruadc way. 

\VC tell the world how to make Ol1 l·lcr1r·lf! 
bcc�tuse we are pt'Otul of the fa.ct that it's made 
of the \'Cl)' thiugs that rome out of you1· owu p;m� 
t1·y -made just as lfOU�d make it y01uself. You. 
QlN make it rourself! But .!.!llY when rou <-all 
walk up to any candy <<>linter· and sayOlr llenry! 



Here's to Camel-on a million tables! 
HERE'S to Camel. How much added concentrates its abilities in Camel. Into 
pleasure it brings to the world. Wher- this one brand goes all of its power to 
ever congenial friends gather, or in the select and buy and blend for taste sat· 
solitary hours of work or travel, Camel isfaction. There simply are no hftkr 
insures the enviable mood of enjoyment. cigarettes made at any price. 

All of the mysterious powers to please Camel's mildness and mellowness are 
of the choicest Tul'kish and Domestic the favorites of particular modern 
tobaccos grown are brought to fulfill. smokers. So much so that Camel's 
ment in Camel. This is done through popularity is greater than any other 
a smooth and mellow blend that can- cigarette ever had. For your enjoy
not be found anywhere else. For mcnt of the smoothest smoke ever 
America's largest tobacco organization made, "Have a Camel!" 
R. J- REYNOLDS TOBACCO COMPANY, WINSTON-SALEM, N. C. 

Cl921 
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Hashkni -e rides into a mystery in Stormy River 
County and gets himsel called 

T WAS early morning in the town of 
Pineville; so early, in fact, that there 
was little activity. The lamps were 

still burning in the Stormy River Saloon, 
where tired eyed cattlemen, ignoring the 
fact that this was Sunday mo�ing, 
shuffl.ed and dealt poker hands, drmking 
occasionally. . 

At the long hitchrack in front of the 
place nodded a dozen cow horses, whose 
owners had forgotten them since early 
in the evening. A man came from the 
saloon, carrying two big buckets, which 
he proceeded to fill at a squeaky old 
pump, breaking the stillness of the sleep-
• mg town. 

Two men were ·standing in front of the 
sheriff's office. One man was tall and 
thin, with a sad face; the other was a 
small, wiry, sharp faced inan, with gray
ing hair .... The· ·tall m�n was dressed in 
wrinkled black clothes that did not fit 
well, a white shirt, polished. of bosom, 
and an extra high stiff collar. He wore no 
vest, and his .glaring red four-in-hand 
necktie gave him the appearance of a 
.�ap wqo . had h�d hi� t�roat cut. He 
leaned against a porch post, shifting his 
weight from one foot to the other, as if 
his new boots were just a size or two too 
sm;J.l{! 
. :.'� qu �y �o� �u����- i� �II to he�I, ehP" 

�id the: si\lali'.'In�n. :who was .Pat Lynch, 
�li�; al;i�ri(t qf ·�t9qny_' ltjye�. C9Wl ty •. 

: Oscar Johnson, tlie 'blaclt clad deputy, 
nodded sadly. 

2 

"Tryin" to drive with one hand, OscarP, 
"No, sir." 
"Had a girl with. you, didn't you?" 
"Shore, Annie Hall was with me, Pat. 

I .was drivin' )Vith both �hand.S,_�though. 
I dunno. Mebby the h9rse. flipped his 

· tail over the lilles,. It .. wa$ &rk. ��First 
thing I kllowed,�he'·i{i��eci the aash otf.the 
buggy, and then started''runnm;.;. lJusted 
dash didn't mean'nothin'. �1 says fer her 
to set tight, . aqq ·W�. _C QJn�� �-fupl)in'. 
'Course, eve.ryt�' ')V�s._�ll. rjght, until we 
hits that culvert jist o�t.�jde of.tpwn,.and 
we does a .. ��hank-yu1i-rii�'a,m� tliat · jist 
caved in fhe wheels. · But ·r ·hung to the 
lines, and when we lit well, as soon .as I 
gets untangled from Anni�, I finds the 
horse upside down and the buggy fit fer 
fixin'. I gets the horse to his feet and 
managed to drag the buggy behind the 
blacksmith shop. And that's where she 
is now, Pat." 

''Annie Hall?'' 
"Hell, no! The buggy. Annie went 

home." 
"Wasn't she hurt?" 
"Nothin' special; kinda limped/' 
"And you in that new black suit, 

Oscar." 
Oscar sighed deeply and looked down at 

himself. 
"I thought, .Qf �pat, Pat; but there 

wa��'t no time 'to make a change. I'm 
soti:Y..·a�.ut.. th�. ·buggy., 

'Toti'otiglit io.be. ·�Cost me a hundred 
and sixty dollars in Cheyenne almost 
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new. Damn good buggy, I'll tell you!" didn't like to come right out and ask 
·"One of the best I ever smashed. P Oscar to pay for the fixing of the buggy 
"You don't need to be funny about it, and he knew that Oscar never would do 

·Oscar." it voluntarily. 
"Think I ort to cry about it? ·You're "That was a great dance at Gar-

lucky to have me back alive." net," offered Oscar, as they �rossed 
"Some folks have a queer idea of what the dusty street toward the blacksmith 

constitutes luck," said the sheriff dryly. shop, which was near the Stormy River 
"Oh, it wasn't all luck; I used my Saloon. 

head." "Best callin' I ever heard. My hoofs 
"Yea-a-ah, I'll betcha. Well, let's go shore feel like I'd been on hard pasture 

over and look at the wreck. I reckon for a long time. Fact of the matter is, I 
you'd like to see me git it back in the same wouldn't know I had any feet, unless I 
condition it was when I loaned it to you, look down at 'em, they're that numb. 
Oscar." Good crowd, too. Lotsa girls." 

"Like to yes; but it ain't hardly "You ort to wear boots that fit you, 
possible." Oscar." 

"I mean, I don't like to have to pay for "Fit? I got into 'eni, didn't I?" 
fixin' it." ''You wouldn't call the skin of a sausage 

"I don't blame you, Pat. Won't hardly a perfect and comfortable fit, would you? 
be worth it. Anyway, you don't need no Some of you cowpunchers make me sick. 
buggy." Ain't got brains enough to wear comfort .. 

''Well, you was the one who busted it." able boots. My Lord, you'd think there 
"You can't argue with me. I did."- was a prize offered for the most uncom .. 
The sheriff snorted disgustedly. He fortable feet." 

3 
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"There's your buggy," said Oscar sad
ly, as they halted at the rear of the shop, 
which was littered with the ru:nning gears 
ef wrecked wagons, a wheelless cart · and 
all the refuse of a cow town· blacksmith 
shop. 

"YQah, that's my buggy," admitted 
the sheriff. "If it wasn't fer that yaller 
pain.t on the wheels, I'd never recognize 
her. You ·shore massaged it a-plenty� 
Oscar." 

"The·top•s all right, Pat." 
· "Y ea-a-ah, and one shaft. Why didn't 

you bUBt off that shaft and .use it to beat 
hell out of· the top? Might as well have 
made it unanimous." 

'�I · s'pose. · Still, old Sam Hall is a 
pretty good blacksmith, and he might 
put her together ·a g'in." 

"Oh, yea-a-ah! Take .. the. blacksmith's 
daughter to- a dance and Whatcha 
tryin' to do ·git in good with old Sam?" 

"Aw, I didn't do it on purpose, Pat. 
'S far as I'm ·concerned, I. don't give a 
darn whether he fixes it or not." 

PAT LYNCH straightened up from an 
examination of a �smas·hed wheel, 

sighed deeply and· considered his ·deputy. 
''Sometimes I almost hate you, Oscar." 
"Tha'sall right, Pat. Everybody is en

titled to their. opinion. I won't argue with 
you. Fact is, I'm too .sleepy and sore to 
argue, with you.· Remember, I got drug 
about forty .feet, with Annie on my lap. 
She ain't no feather piller, you know. 
Jist about ruined my new suit. I'm in
clined to be sorry about that buggy, but 
at the same time " 

Oscar's voice trailed off to a stop as he 
stared at the corner of a little corral, 
·which enclosed a small stable behind the 
Stormy River Saloon. The sheriff turned 
and gazed in the same direction. 

"What'sa matter, Oscar?" he asked. 
"I dunno." Oscar spat dryly. "Feller 

]a yin.' on . the ground over there by the 
eorner of the, fence. · Mebby he's . jist 
drunlt, ·but · he's in a funny position/' 

The sheritf·.siepped past Oscar,: where 
he could get a: better· view. 
�"Too much liquor," he decided. 

But-:Oscar wasn·'t sure. He walked over 
to the·corral and looked at the man. 

·"You better come here, Pat," he: called 
softly. The sheriff left the wrecked 
buggy. and came quickly. 

The man was lying flat on his face, arms 
spread out, fingers clutching the dirt. 
His hat was lying s�veral feet away. The 
back of the man's head had been smashed 
in, and he was a welter of blood. Neither 
the sheriff nor the deputy spoke for sev
eral moments. 

There was no use of an examination; 
no use in turning. the body over. They 
both knew that it was Buck Dennig and 

. that ·he was dead. Oscar reached out and 
braced himself· against the corral fence, 
as he wet his dry lips with his tongue. 

'�Somebody's killed Buck Dennig," he 
said softly. 

"Somebody did," nodded the sheriff. 
"Been dead quite a while, too; prob'ly 
couple of hours, or more." 

Oscar nodded slowly, and they con� 
sidered the murder in rsilence. 

"We ought to tell about it,'� ·suggested 
Oscar. 

He stepped · farther toward· the: other 
corner and looked between the poles of 
the corral. · On the opposite side of the 
corral, tied to the fence, was a tall sorrel 
horse. 

"That's Buck's horse," said -Oscar. 
"He mostly allus ties him back there .. 
Said that the sorrel scares easy aq� might 
break loose from the hitchrack.- ·Who do 
you suppose killed Buck?" 

"This ain't no guessin' contest. 
C'mon." 

THEY went back through the «lley 
and entered the Stormy River Saloon. 

Only one poker game was still in progress; 
around the table sat Hootie Cooper, a 
merchant, Frank Shell, a · gam·bler, Mort 
Heffner, prosecuting attorney, ·Lester 
Cline, .another merchant, �Dobe .S·evern 
and Bud Hough, ·two of�the TD eowboys� 

They nodded to the sheriff and. the 
deputy. ·Heffner. yawned,· widely and 
looked at-his watch1 not realizing· that it 
was already.· daylight. 
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"When did Buck Dennig leave?, asked 
the sheriff casually. 

"About two o'clock," replied Dobe 
Severn sleepily, "and it's about time for 
us to foller suit, Bud." 

"Yeah, or get me somethin' to prop my 
eyes operr with," grunted Bud, intent on 
his cards. 

· "Well, he didn't git far," said the sheriff 
seriously. "He's layin' out there by the 
corral, with the back of his head smashed . '' m .  

The players blinked at the sheriff, hard
ly understanding what he had said. Heff
ner got slowly to his feet, his hands on the 
table. 

"You mean that somebody killed 
Buck?" he asked. 

"Jist that, · Mort. Smashed in his 
head." , 

"Well well," faltered Bud vacantly,' 
"he was all right when he left here." 

"That shore sounds intelligent," grunt
ed Oscar. 

None of them waited to· cash in their 
chips. They filed out through the rear 
entrance, which was only about sixty 
feet from where the body lay. 

"Don't touch him,'' warned the at
-torney. "One of you go and get the coro
ner. Just let the body alone. There isn't 
a thing you can do now., 

Dobe Severn ran down the alley, hot
footing his way after the coroner, while 
the __ of the men stood stifHy around 
the body. 

"Looks pretty damn bad," said Hootie 
Cooper, a thin faced little man, with a 
huge nose and a squeaky voice. 

"For Blanco," said Lester Cline, " a  
much younger man than Cooper .. 

They were business rivals in every
thing except kerosene. Hootie wouldn't 
handle it, · because it had been the 
cause of his burning out his store at 

• one t1me. 
The sheriff turned his head quickly and 

looked at Cline. 
"What about Blanco?" he asked 

'sharply. 
. · "That don't prove anything," said 
Shell, t�e gambler, qQiclfly. 

"No, it shore. don't," agreed Cline, 
"but just the same " 

"What's this all about?" demanded the 
sheriff. 

"B�ck Dennig and Blanco quarreled 
last night," said the gambler. "Buck just 
the same as accused Blanco of stealing a 
card. I didn't see it; ·mebby Buck had 
been drinking.'' 

"I didn't see it," said Hootie. "I was 
watchin' the play. Blanco was dealin'. 
Looked to me as though it was square." 

"Did they fight?" asked the sheriff 
anxiously. 

"No," said the gambler shortly." 
"They was mad enough," yawned 

Bud. "Blanco's lips were as white as 
anythin' you ever seen. And he never 
turned a hair, when Buck . " 

"Don't say too much," advised the 
gambler. "Just because two men 
quarrel ,,  

"I want the straight of- this," inter
rupted the sheriff. "You say they didn't 
fight, eh? Did Blanco leave the game?" 

"He did. It must have been about 
one o'clock. He never even stopped to 
cash in his chips. I've ·still got 'em for 
him about sixty dollars' worth." 

"And Buck left about an hour later� 
eh?" 

"I looked at my watch," said Hootie. 
· "It was a quarter of two." 

· Little more was said, and in a few 
minutes the coroner came with Dobe • 

.. The coroner was an old cow town doctor, 
short of speech, familiar with the ail
ments of everybody within a radius of 
twenty-five miles. His examination of 
the dead man was very brief. Except 
for the smashed skull, Buck Dennig had 
not been touched. 

"One good swipe would have done it." 
said Hootie. 

"One good swipe," admitted the doctor 
grimly. He had known Buck for a long 

• t1me. 
"Take him out to the ranch?" queried 

Do be. 
"Take him to my office," said the doc

tor shortly. 
After they had taken the bo·dy away� 
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the �eriff and the p,osecy.tor -:y.rent. back 
across the street to the. sheriff's office, 
-with Oicar tagging)>ehind them. 

"You better go to bed," said the sheriff. 
�'j\nclfor the love of gosh, git. that eollar 
4\-Rd shirt off!" 

. ·�All right,". sighed.. Oscar. "I'm sorry 
about that buggy." 

"I hoped you would be.'' 
The shcri1f and the prosecutor sat down 

in.t,Jle little.ofiicea.nd looked at each other. 
· ''W,hat do you think, Mortl" asked the 

sheriff. 
The lawyer stroked his unshaven jaw. 

A full night session of poker did not tend 
t.Q,�ke him abnormally bright, not that 
he }Vas a tower of .,visdom at any time. 

"I .. don't know, Pat," he . replied 
vaguely. 

"You was there when they qy.arreled?" 
"Oh, sure." 
"Any tlrreatsl" 

- �'t..flm-mm. Well, .there p,sually is at a 
time, like that. I don't remember just 

·what_ was said-everybody talking, you 
know. But Blanco. was mad, and 80 was 
Buck. In fact, Buck was mad when he 
came there last night." 

"Ma.d about wha.t?" 
1 ';<}h, I don't kno.w what �.th� matter 

with him. Buck was usually good tern� 
pcred. But something Wa.IJ wrong. You 
know, there ha.s . been a bad feeling be

,tween the TD and the Blanco outfits. 
NQbody has ever preferred any charges, 
but I think it was over some alleged 
tijStling." 

"I've heard the same thing, Mort, but 
never from either side. Things like that 
leak out, you know. But what do .you 
think? Is there enough to base an arrest 
on?" 

·'To arrest Blanco?" 
"Yeah." 
The attorney shook his head quickly. 
�·Not in my opinion. Blanco may be 

as guilty as hell, but we can't prove it. 
N9t.yet." 

The sheriff sighed with relief. · He 
didn'.t !fant the job .of. arresting l'ex 
Blanco, owner of the B Arrow outfit. 

::we _may be 1a.ble tq gather,some evi-

de:nce," �i� . th� .la.;f!YCr rc89Ctivelyt; and 
then yawned widely. 

He was .a . salbw�f� angular sort, 
with �eavily wu�hed .eyes. " He wore a 
celluloid collar, cut well back to give 
plenty of rqom for his Adam's apple, 
and celluloid cuffs. with huge.�caq\00 
cuff buttons. 

"VVe may be able to," agrred-tha -5herift' 
dubiously. "but it looks to me like pne 
of them crimes that you can'� hang on to 
anybody. Ir Blanco killed him, and 
keeps h� mouth, shut, J10w arc you goin' 
.to put the _deadwood on liiru.. Mort?" 

"I dunno," .said Mort, .ya.�ing agaln. 
"I guess I better go to bed." 

"How .did, Buck quit the _game?" 
"Lost about fifty dollars. I think. 

Ho-o:-:o-hup1-m-m! Well, I'll see you 
this afternoon, Pat." 

He stopped in tho doorway. and *urned 
to the sheriff. 

"Duck . had rnol'Q.. money with him, 
Pat. Had a roll of bills, fastened with a 

. rubbet; band . . ,�ht.see if he's still- got 
it on bim." 

' "AU right. Mort . .  Sce.you later!' 

THE TOLMAN-DENNIG cattle out
fit, knoWn by its brand a�> the TP, 

was . the biggest outfit_ in the Stonny 
River COWltry. Cleve Tolman had been 
the original owner, but ten years before 
the killing of Buck Dennig, Buck had 
drifted into the valley, a youth of .twenty
three, with a bankroll big enoug1l.'m. the 
vernacular, to choke a horse. 

Buck was not a cowboy in those days; 
merely a wild youth, who had come down 
through the country, pitting his , luck 
against the games of ,chance. He lan�ed 
in Pineville 1Vith more money than he 
knew how to handle. Cleve Tohnan 
needed a P¥tner and Duck needed an 
lnvestment; so they: , became partners, 
registered a new brand and proceeded to 
build up a. big ca. ttl� b.usiness. 

Buck was a handsome. , likable &Ort 
of c;hap, and he, .soon learned the cattle 
game, plunging into the business with 
the same dash he had..used,� beating cold 
eyed gamblers, .�,hose Jh,iliti� had .b.een 
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as nOthing against his phenomenal luck. 
No one knew anything of Buck's past 

life-of his family or whence he came. 
This was no novelty in the cattle ranges. 
.Men told their past if it pleased them to 
do so; nobody asked. Buck played on the 
square with everybody, and that was all 
that was required. 

Cleve Tolman was a big man, with the 
square jaw of a fighter, but rather short 
of speech. He always seemed content 
to sit back and let Buck do it. Some of 
the men said that Cleve was lazy. He 
liked to gamble, but his bad luck was 
proverbial. 

Neither Tolman nor Buck had ever 
married. They employed from six to 
twenty cowboys, according to the season. 
Buck had always acted as foreman. 
Tolman was a director in the Pineville 
Bank and always had a finger in the 
local politics, although he had never 
aspired to an office. 

The TD ranch was located about five 
miles southwest of · Pineville, on Lobo 
Creek, the buildings almost hidden away 
in a big grove of cottonwoods. Little 
money had been spent on the ranch 
buildings, and noae for paint. The 
ranch house was a rambling one story 
building, that sprawled hither and yon 
among the cottonwoods, as if the archi
tect had started something he didn't 
know how to finish. The bunkhouse was 
a long, low building, with a swayback. 
The � stable also swayed badly along 
the ridgepole, as did the sheds and other 
buildings. 

But in spite of all this, the TD was a 
prosperous outfit, with rather a happy-go
lucky crew, until Dobe Severn and Bud 
Hough rode in that morning and told 
them that Buck Dennig had been mur
dered. Cleve Tolman and Shorty Gallup 
were in the kitchen, getting a list of pro
visions from old Luke Jones, the TD 
cook, when the two cowboys brought the 
news. 

Old Luke dropped a dozen eggs on 
his own feet and never even looked 
down at them; and Luke was a thriftY 
cook, too. 

"You ain't jokin', are you, Dobc?" 
asked Shorty hoarsely. 

"I wish t' hell, I was, Shorty. He's 
dead, all right. Somebody smashed in 
his head, and he's laid out at the cor
oner's office right now." 

Do be went on to explain how the body 
had been found and what had been done; 
but Tolman did not wait to hear the 
details. He was heading for the stable 
to get his horse. 

"What did the sheriff say?" asked 
Shorty. 

"What could he say? He don't know 
no more about it than we do." 

Matt Sturgis, Alex McLean and Eddie 
Grimes, the other cowboys were at the 
stable and heard the news from Cleve 
Tolman; so they came up to the house, 
eager for more details from Dobc and 
Bud, while Tolman mounted his horse 
and rode swiftly up the road toward 
Pineville. 

Bud and Dobe gave them plenty of de
tails, and they were willing listeners. 

"It kinda looks to me as though 
Blanco's cinch was kinda gettin' frayed 
out," said Shorty Gallup meaningly. 

Shorty was about thirty-five years of 
age, five feet six, of tough muscles, 
stringy, ·colorless hair, pale blue eyes 
deeply set on each side of a crooked nose 
over a thin lipped mouth. Shorty's 
reputation included a willingness to 
fight anybody or anything at any time. 

His bunkie, Matt Sturgis, was a tall, 
thin, grimy featured cowboy who wore 
his holster tied down and said little. 

"Looks thataway," he said, in response 
to Shorty's observation. 

"Don't prove nothin'," said Eddie 
Grimes, who was inclined to be techni
cal. He added hastily, "Oh, I know how 
it looks, but just because they quarreled 
over a poker game-" 

"You worked for Blanco one time, 
didn't you?" asked Shorty. 

"I shore did, Shorty. And Tex Blanco 
never struck me as bein' a murderer. 
Anyway, his punchers think he's on the 
square, and he's dam nice to his old 
woman.'', ' 
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.. She's a· funny old woinan," grinned 
Dobe. "Sets out there on the porch. 
smokin' a cob pipe. .Betcha she's seventy 
years old." 

· "Sixty-nine," corrected Eddie, "and 
she shore can cook. She thinks a 
Jot of Tex:, and the punchers like her, 
too." 

"The first thing we know we'll be 
right neighborly with the B Arrow," 
said Shorty sarcastically. "Eddie, you 
ought to tell all this to Tolman." 

"No, I don't need to do that, Shorty. 
Every man is entitled to his opinion, 
you know. I'm not boostin' the Blanco 
outfit and I ain't tryin' to prove no alibi 
for Tex. But he was square with me. and 
I'd like to bet that a lot of the stuff he's 
blamed for, he never done." 

"Let's arise and sing hymn number 
thirteen,'' said Shorty Gallup seriously. 

Eddie Smiled shortly and tumed away. 
He knew that Shorty was looking for 

hoop out of Shorty Gallup anti� rolled him 
out of the State!' " 

The door slammed shut, and they 
heard old Luke laughing to himself. 
Shorty's ears were fiery red and he started 
for the door, but Dobe Severn block.ed. him. 

"Don't be a fool, Shorty," he advised. 
"You know Luke." · 

"The dirty old sheep waddy!" rasped 
Shorty. 

"Aw, I know," grinned Dobe, "he 
shore can git under your hide. But he 
does it for fun. He couldn't whip no
body, but he shore can make you mad. 
Let him alone, Shorty." 

"I suggest that we go to town,'' said 
Bud. "There won't be no work done on 
this ranch on Sunday, that's a cinch. 
And it might look better if we went 
down." 

"Suits me,'" growled Shorty. "I reck
on you're right, Bud." 

=����a;�u��e��:t�:�E�die�� . CL!o"!ie �?he�ron!���m:,v::l 
perfectly capable of holding his own, but they greeted him with a certain sym
he could not see where anything could pa.thy. He looked at the body, asked a: 
be gained by fighting. few perfunctory questions and went up 

.. Well, you shorn run your sandy on to see the sheriff. 
him, Shorty," laughed Sturgis, as they He found the sheriff talking with Lester 
watched Eddie enter the bunkhouse. Cline and Frank SheD, the gambler. They 

"Looks thataway," agreed Shorty. had gone over the cause of the quarrel 
"You did like heU!'" snorted Luke between Buck Dennig and Tex Blanco, 

Jones, standing in the kitchen doorway. and they detailed it to Tolman again. 
••you jist think you did. Any old time "But there's no evidence that Tex 
Eddie Grimes backs down it's 'cause he killed him," said the sheriff. ..-
don't want to take advantage of a weaker "He was pretty mad," offered Cline. 
man." "It looked as though they might start 

"Go on back to your mulligan, you old shOoting it our right there." 
spav!" growled Shorty. "What do you "Did Blanco steal a card?" asked Tol� 
know about war? You never cocked ·a man. 
cannon." "Nobody seems to know," smiled 

"War? Say, I could take a umberelly Shell. "Buck was pretty mad; so I reck� 
and chase a whole damn brigade of jas- on he thought Blanco stole it. Do you 
pers like you plumb down to the mouth of know-it seemed to me as though Buck 
Stormy River and never lay a hair. was looking for trouble." 
You're allus lookin' fer trouble, and hop- "What do you mean?" asked Tolman 
in t' hell you never find it. Some of these quickly. 
days somebody is goin" to saw off your "Well, sort of irritable ... 
horns; and if you git cemica.l with me, "He came down early,.didn"t he?" 
folb will point me out and say, 'There "Sure, I saw him in the middle of the 
goes Luke Jones, the feller who ma.de a afternoon." � 
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"It v;:asn�t a ·case of robbery," ..said the 
sheriff. "He had a -hundred and ,sixty· 
five dollars in his ,pocket." 

"Makes it look worse than ever for Tex 
Blanco." 

"I'd like to notify Buck's relatives, if 
we knew where they are," said the sheriff. 

Tohnan shook ·his head. 
"He never mentioned any, Pat.'' 
"Did Buck ever have any trouble with 

anybody else?" 
"What ·do you mean?" 
"Well, did he ever have a quarrel or a 

fight-1 mean, lately?" 
Tolman looked closely at the sheriff for 

several ·moments, as if wondering ·what 
had prompted the question. Then he 
shook ·his bead shortly. 

"No." 
"Ulrhuh. :Well, it. looks as though we 

was kinda up a stump. We could arrest 
Tex on ·circumstantial evidence, I reckon; 
but Heffner says it ·wouldn't do us any 
good." 

"Probably not," .said Tohnan slowly. 
"When :is the inquest?" 

.. Tomottow momin'.'' . 
"I'll be down." 
T-olman walked away from the office, 

and the three m�n looked at one another · 
curiously. 

•:He's a cold blooded fish." said Shall. 
"I don't suppose Buck's death affects him 
at all. 1 think he knows something, 
Pat." 

"how& somethin?' What about, 
F.rankl" 

"Didn't you notice the look he gave 
you when you asked him if Buck had had 
a quarrel or a fight lately?" 

"You don't think Tolman knows how 
Buck got killed, do you?" 

"Probably not; but your question froze 
him up, jl,lSt the same." 

"I guess welre all lookin' for somebody 
to suspect," said .the sheriff dryly. "And 
there's too .damn .much talk about Tex 
Blanco; too much talk and too little -evi· 
dance. T6lt is ihot rheaded, And &bout the 
time he hears:whafs:bein' said,.somebody 
will get pistol-whipped.'' 

"Don't you suppose that the TD outfit 

will.kinda ask Tex how. about it?".queried 
Cline. 

"Prob'ly. I'll ,bet I .know what he'll 
tell 'em. But I hope they-won't. There�s 
been bad blood between 'em for & .long 
time, and somethin' like that.m.ight touch 
off the firewor�. Cleve Tolman is ·pretty 
level headed, as a rule, ,but he might 
accidenta.lly make a -fool of himself." 

Shell walked over. by the door .. and stood 
there looking up the street. · 

"''The rest of the TD outfit just ar
rived," he said. "I guess I better go.over 
and open up a game." 

-As Shell started to step off of the wood
en sidewalk, ·he looked down the street 
and saw Tex Blanco and -Frank Judd, one 
of Tex�s cowboys, riding up the .street 
toward him. He hesitated for a moment, 
but stopped and waited for them to ride 
up. The sheriff and Cline came out, ·and 
Tex: reined his -horse over to the edge of 
the sidewalk. Judd rode .on ·to :the front 
of a store, where he dismoun,ted. 

Tex smiled pleasa.ntly:and spoke to the 
the three men s.s he dismounted. He-:was 
a trifle over six: feet tall, well built and 
graceful. His brown eyes and olive tinted 
skin showed his Spanish blood, as did his 
coalblack hair, slightly gray at the 
temples. His nose :was slightly ·hooked 
and his teeth were whiter than those 
usually displayed in the range countries. 

·He wore a gray Stetson, nearlY new, 
adorned with a silver band of Spanish. 
workmanship. His shirt was of blue silk, 
and around his throat was a red silk 
handkerchief. Around his waist he wore 
a multi-colored sash, with the beaded 
ends hanging down his left hip, and a 
wide cartridge belt, sagging heavily to 
one side from the weight of his holstered 
gun. He wore gray trousers, tucked in 
the tops of his fancy stitched, high heeled 
boots. 

There was no denying the fact that 
Tex Blanoo ,was what is generally ·known 
as a "fancy .cowboy"; 1perhaps just a bit 
more picturesque ,ihan the .average., .but 
his clothes fitted him ·well, .and these 
touches ·of aboriginal .color ..were by ·no 
means glaringly objectionable. 
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He stepped up on the sidewalk, still 
holding his reins, while the tall sorrel 
came in close behind him. His saddle 
was hand stamped and decorated in 
silver, tarnished to a soft gray. 

"Well, what do you know, Sheriff?" he 
queried pleasantly. 

"Not very much, Tex." 
The sheriff was uneasy. Across the 

street and a little farther up the block was 
the Stormy River Saloon hitchrack, 
where all the TD horses were tied. He 
was afraid of what the TD outfit might 
do if they discovered Tex. 

Tex seemed to feel that something was 
wrong. He followed the sheriff's gaze, 
but saw only the string of horses at the 
hitchrack. Shell was looking curiously at 
Tex. 

"w�;.:��e
e
d ';�t�u:���. 

you fel-

"You didn't hear about it, Tex?" asked 
the sheriff. 

"Hear about what?" 
"Somebody killed Buck Dennig last 

night." 
Tex frowned slightly, narrowing his 

eyes as he looked from one to the 
other. 

"Buck Dennig killed? Who killed 
him?'.' 

"Nobody knows, Tex. I found him 
this morn in', out behind the Stormy River 
Saloon, layin' almost against the little 
corral fence. He'd been hit on the head
from behind." 

Tex's eyes swept the other side of the 
street, and his right thumb hooked care
lessly over the top of his belt, just above 
his holster. 

"That's shore news to me," he said 
slowly. "Wasn't there no clue of any 
kind?" 

"Not a thing, Tex. He'd been dead 
several hours. Left the poker game about 
two o'clock and was prob'ly killed on the 
way out to ·his horse. He kept it tied to 
the corral fence, you know." 

"No, I didn't know,'' said·Tex evenly. 
"Well, most everybodY did,'' said the 

sheriff quickly. 

Tex rubbed his freshly shaven chin 
thoughtfully as he looketl at Shell. 

"Me and Buck quarreled last night," he 
said. "You was there, Frank." 

"Yes, I was there, Tex." 
"I didn't steal that card, Frank." 
"I didn't sec it, Tex. None of the rest 

saw it; but that's all past. I guess Buck 
made a mistake. He was drinking quite 
a lot." 

"But he wasn't drunk. l ·  suppose 
everybody knows about the quarrel by 
this time, eh?" 

The sheriff turned from looking at the 
saloon. 

"They do, Tex. Too bad. it happened. 
Nobody acousin' you or anybody else. 
but I wish yott'd pull out before that TD 
outfit soo you. You know what I mean, 
Tex. They'll be drinkin', and there's al
ways been bad blood." 

"I usually do my runnin' straight 
ahead, Pat," said Tex coldly. 

"I know you do, Tex. I'm your friend, 
ain't I? Do this for me. Give that wild 
bunch a chance to cool off. The odds are 
all against you, if anythin' starts, and it 
will start if they run into you. Give 'em 
twenty-four hours, and they'll see things 
different." 

"Meaning that I killed Buck Denning, 
and that I better give the TD outfit a 
wide berth, eh?" 

"Oh, Tex, have a little sense." 
Tex.'s brown eyes flashed with resent

ment for several moments, but fin�Hy--he 
laughed softly and slapped the sheriff 
on the shoulder. 

"All right, Pat, I guess you're right. 
You can tell Tolman and his gang that
no, I'll tell 'em, when the time comes up." 

Judd came from the store and Tex 
motioned for him to come down the 
street. Without saying anything more, 
Tex mounted his sorrel, joined Judd, and 
they rode back the way they had come. 
. The sheriff sighed with relief and shook 

his head. 
''I reckon I rubbed him the right way. 

I shore was scared he was goin' over and 
meet the whole gang. And he'd do it .. 
too." 
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: , '.'Pi:dn'-t.��m llq.,a;-vfuL,sllrprise4 9ver 
Buck's, d�t�';:;.ohscl\v� .�lin�. 

to, do
�ticaUy. 

YOIJ: hC:¥<f it?" 
CJii�e gr� 99urly, b\-1�. did not reply. 

They walked up the st,eet to the front of 
"" small sloro. ,wherc �hey. �f;lt (iuy Shear
er, .the ,ctwhiet of _the ,Plnevill� .. �k. 
Shearer. . �Vai • .OOut forty years o( 1 age, 
&tockily J>uil� and wore glasses. He .had 
boon witlt:thc banJ!;: for. sev� years. 
, "I Jleard about �uck �ennig getting 

�illed,:'. he told til� .sheriff. . "Wasn't it 
awful? Things like that. are a.q awful 
11�ock� f'.._ny idea. wJt91did it?" 

'.'Not an _idea," said. the sheriff. 
1 �'Q�eer, �sn't itt ·nUck.w'as in the �k 

)'QS�rday aftemoonjust �fore ciDBing 
,time, but lw.P��t ha.ve.much to say. I 
ask�� Jllrn. it � .was.bt�.ylng rp.oro, ca�tle, 
but he either didn't hear: . me. or, .f:lidn't 

.t:a,rc to lU,).SWer." . �IJC'.sherifl: pricked J.IP. � ears CJ!lickly. 
"Jus� -�hat made YOlo\- thlnk h� was go

�· t9 .. buy, q.,ttle?" 
'�Jj'ron,1 tb� amoUQt <I,J?l.QACY h�Hfrew, 

I t�ought-" 
"liow mu�. did I� draw,. Sfl�er?" 
.' �Tcljl, �� .. doUatll. 1.� -was a lot of 

money to �raw from a-�� the; size of �his 
one. ; JJ:ut � gave it to him." 

:"T.cn thollSa!ld dollars?',', wq_ndered the 
die riff. ''Drew it on ,a cheek?" 

,"C�rtalnly." 
''Well, 1'1). � _damned! tHuh! That 

puts a new angle on it. Who know he 
drew all �t money?" 

"I'm sure I don't know. I was alone 
in �he bank.whcn he drew it; so if any one else knew it, he must have told them." 

"J'bat'lj: an a-y.rful lot Or ' money," said 
Cline slowly. 

"Lot of mqn.ey to have, somebody steal 
from _�You,:'; . said, the sheriff. ���Th�. ques
tion is-who kn.e"f: about it?" 

,"Well, he _must .have· had a._ �n for 
drawing it,;• ,-eplied the �ier •. . '.',$come. 
body else m�� ,ha.;v� 19tow abo \It it." 
•.. f',fh�- �ff,.JWd� an<J. ;wren� �l!t�ight 

across the street to the Stormy River 
�90nl! . .  whea:.e . .\a�.�ound,�� ,Qoy,.a, Jrom 

the TD ran,cb .at.l;h\' bar." , The�-� ab
�r� a �um!w Af �rinlui r&nd were in 
.th.e.right,mood for,any�lng. 

.G��;�-=������:�::�:�;� 
_dQOrway. , "Hyah .. P.addy?" 

"All right, Shorty." 
Cleve Tolman was at. th� back of the 

.room, _talking with Mort Heffner, the 
prosecutor, who had slept only an hour. 
They ca.mo back to the front of the saJoon, 
when they.saw the sheri�, and tho three 
men went outside together. 

''You got any opinion on this, Pat?" 
asked Tolman. 

"I have not," replied Pat firmly. 
, "I've been trying to .convince Tplman 

that there isn't a bit of evidence to eon� 
nect Tex Blanco with it," said.H�ner. 

"And I don't agree with him,",said Tot� 
man coldly. "Tex and BuCk had it in for 
each other; . They've, never, been .friend&. 
And you can See for yourself that. i� was 
purely a.easo.o( revenge . . _ . .  � ,money was 

, not. tou4?hed." 
-�'{\.nd: here/' said the '*�iff' slowly," is 

just where your, theory gits all sbot to 
hell, Cleve! Yesterday afternoon �uck 
drawed ten th0us8.nd dOllars from the 

, bank." 
,Heffner .· · whis;tled .softly. Tolman 

blinked nervously and seemed unable to 
f;pcak for several momentS. He cleared 
his throat h,acshly. 

"Ten thousand dollars," he said hoal'8e-
Jy. "That's a lot qf money." 

· 

"A hell ofa lot," agreed Hefi'ner. "Who 
told you, Pat?" 

"Shearer. Buck cashed his check just 
before the bank closed yesterday. And 
Buck had a hundred and sixty-five doUars 
in his pocket when we searched him at tho 
coroner's office." 

"How much did he .Iose in the poker 
game?" asked Tolman. 

"Not . .  over . fifty !ilollars," . replied 
. IJeffner. 

. "Did "I:& �ose yery heavy?" 
"I !JUnk ��-)VlUiaheap of,th!>.�e. but 

he never stopped to cash his chips; ,he was 
\911 mad. _ l!l>t,hfll set J,ia A'Qney." 

, .�'No)"{,,. �0q�esti� ia; 1 1 Wh�,1knew 
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Buck had that money?" said the sheriff. 
"Shearer knew, of course; but as far as 
he knew, Buck disposed of it right away. 
Anyway, Shearer ain't the kind of a per
son to do a thing lik� that. Cleve, did you 
know that Buck was goin' to draw that 
money?" 

Tolman's eyes narrowed slightly, and 
it was at least ten seconds before he re
plied-

''No!" 
"Buck had his own bank account?" 
"Yeah." 
"\Vasn't there a company account�" 

asked Heffner. 
"No." 
''Well," said the sheriff, "it looks as 

though Buck was killed for his money." 
"Not necessarily," replied Tolman. 

"Most any man could use ten thousand 
dollars." 

"Sure," nodded Heffner. "That's a Jot 
of money.'' 

"It's a funny deal," sighed the sheriff. 
"No evidence at alL Tolman, I hope 
you'll order your men to let Blanco and 
his outfit alone. It'll only start trouble. 
Tex was in town a while ago, and heard 
all about it. I didn't want him to meet 
your gang today, so I induced him to go 
back home. But he knows what every
lx>dy's thinkin'.'' 

"He does, eh?" Tolman smiled grimly. 
"I reckon you didn't have to argue much 
with him to get him to pull out." 

"Tex is no fool. You'll speak to the 
lx>ys, Cleve?" 

"Is the Jaw goin' to Jay down on the 
job?" 

"Not by a damn sight!" 
"I'll speak to 'em, Pat." 

IT
n:ts 

D:n��k 
t:�er 1\}:�io:ur��:

n
�� 

erstwhile of Chicago, later of Cheyenne, 
climbed alx>ard the stage at Gamet, while 
Windy March, the stage driver, roped her 
trunk to the boot, and cast quizzical 
glances toward the bac.k of his lone pas
senger. 

Windy was thin of fonn and face, and 
tanned to the texture of old parchment. 

His face was not classical, due to numer
ous and sundry encounters, and his 
average chew of tobacco gave him a 
mumpy appearance. As a dispenser of 
local news, Windy was an animated bul
letin lx>ard, but he was just a trifle timid 
around the weaker sex. 

He had taken one look at Marion 
Evans, knocked his sombrero off when 
he tried to be polite, and almost swal
lowed the contents of his capacious 
mouth. She was quite the prettiest girl 
he had ever seen. In fact, he had never 
seen any girl with such a lovely complex
ion. The girls of the Stormy River coun
try were tanned from the sun and wind. 
None of them had such big brown eyes, 
that looked steadily at you. And her 
clothes were different. Windy leaned 
against the rear wheel of the stage and 
wished he didn't have to sit beside her all 
the way to Pineville. 

But there was no way out of it. She 
had climbed unbidden to the driver's seat. 
He took plenty of time in arranging his 
load, but he was finally obliged to climb 
up beside her and drive out of town. A 
close observer might have noticed that 
Windy had failed to fill his mouth with 
tobacco, and that he did not anathema
tize his four half broken horses. 

For a mile or more they rode in silence. 
The sun was warm, and a breeze sent the 
dust cloud behind them. The road was 
not too bad, and the stage was well 
enough ballasted to make easy riding. 

The girl asked-
"Do you have many mornings like 

this?" 
Windy, looking straight up the road, 

shook his head. 
"First one I ever had," he said slowly. 
"First one you ever had?" 
"Mostly travel alone, ma'am. Some

times a puncher goes to Granite and loses 
his bronc, you know, and he has to ride 
back with me. This stage don't pay 
much-not in passengers. Haul the mail, 
you know, and some freight.'' 

"I see. What kind of a toWJ;l is Pine
ville?" 

"Oh, all: right. Need a railroad. They 
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thought thq wa.s goin' to git a railroad, 
but the railroad company didn't ·think 
they was,· n.nd the. -railroad company built 
it. so they didn't let Pineville's thoughts 
amount to much. Mebby some · day 
they'll extend- the·line over: there; but I 
dunno what for." 

"You are·pretty well acquainted aronnd 
here?" 

"Know every sage . bush by its first 
name, ma'am. Raised here and got m' 
eddication here. Could 'a' been a. big 
cowman, I reckon, but. m' tastes didn't 
run thataway." 

"I suppose the transportation business 
was of more interest to you.'' 

'!Well, 1-l-" Windy floundered bad
ly. He didn't know what transportation 
.meant, but he : •ended wea.kly, "Yes, 
ma'am, it was.'' 

''This country is not wha.t one might 
call 1hickly iettled," she·observed a little 
later. 

t'No, it �·r..- ma!am. You're from the 
city, ain't you?" 

"Chicago. I came here ·from Chey
enne." 

�Chicago, eh? Well, well! I wu down 
there six year ago. Went down. with a 
load of TD-cows. • Uh-h-h-h-huh-h-h-h! 
I ah'd say. I did. Sayj you don't happen to 
know a Miss Smith in. Chicago, do· you? 
Had yaller hair and chawed gum. No? 
I dunno if she's there yet or not. I took 
her to a show, and . durin' the evenin' 
so�y stole my watch and my money. 
·She was a right good lookin' girl.'' 

"No, I <don't think. I ever met her," 
smiled Marion. "Chicago is rather a 
large city, you know.'' 

"You bet. · Are 1 you goin' to stay in 
Pineville?" 

"For· &everal months, I hope, Mr.
er-" 

"Name's M.a.rch, ma'am. M-a-r-c-h. 
Jussa same .as the -month. Most every
body calls me• Windy.'' 

"Windy. March?" 
�'Shore," . Ja.ughed . Windy. ·"Sounds 

like 'bad .weather, eh? .. Buck Dennig 
named me- Windy . .. 1 got.sore'at a couple 
fetters one night, you know. Mebby I 

· kinda.- overestimated m'self. •Anyway, I 
went into the Stormy River Saloon, in
tendin' to knock the whey· out of 'em. I 
reckon I announced m' intentions, so that 
all might. gather-around and see the fun. 
WeU, it didn't happen jist the ·way I 
planned. You see: them two waddie& jist 
nacherally knocked the tar out of me. 
They ·eeemed to have a lot of fightinr that 
had to be done, and they shore worked 
me over a-plenty; and when it was all 
over, I went out on m' hands and knees, 
plumb meek and lowly. That's how I 
got my name; ma'am.'' 

"But I don't , quite understand," 
laughed Marion. 

"Don'tcha? Buck Dennig· said · that 
March came in like a lion and went out 
like a lamb; so they shortened it to 
Windy." 

''Qh,. l see." 
"Yes'm, that's •how it comes." 
"I am Miss · Evans-.Marion Evans. 

And unless. something unforeseen hap
pens, I· &hall teach the · Pineville school 
this corning term.'' 

"Well.· what do you know about that? 
A schoolma'am, eh? Well, you don't look 
it. and that's a f.U::t.'' 

"This will be my first school," she con
fessed. 

"Well, that accounts for it, I suppose.'' 
Windy slammed on the brake and paid 

·close attention to his driving, until they 
left the -short grades and entered the 
flat country again. 

"Accounts for · what?" asked Marion. 
Windy squinted against the sun, trying to 
retail what he had said. 

"Oh, yeah; I .done forgot for a minute. 
Well, I meant that they don't stay so 
pretty after they t.e:::tch school for a long 
time. I reckon it kinda takes all the 
pretty out of 'em. It's shore a job
learnin' kids. · I know they had a job 
learnin' me. But they stuck to it, and 
I came out of it all right. -Takes patience, 
I reckon.'' 

"J. suppose," smiled• Marion. "It will 
be a new experience for me; but one must 
work." 

"Yeah, sure." 
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"I feel that I was very fortunate to be 
accepted by the Pineville school board. I 
applied from Cheyenne, and they ac
cepted immediately." 

"Prob'ly had to have somebody." 
Marion wanted to laugh, but she real

ized th.at there might be much truth in 
what Windy had said. 

"I do not suppose that they arc flooded 
with applications," she said. 

"Flooded? My God ! Excuse m' lan
guage, ma'am. No, I don't reckon no
body has ever had to set along the road 
with a loaded Winchester to keep the 
teachers out of Pineville. The last one 
we had almost died on us." 

"Almost died on you?" 

" UH::�d
H�f !�e:::.�::. Bi��

.�C: r;�� 
sized outfit. Tex Blanco owns it. We've 
got to stop there and drop off a package 
for Tex. I dunno what's in it, but it's 
from the Colt Company; so I don't have 
to be no mindreader to know it's six
shooters." 

"What is a six-shooter?" she asked. 
"You don't know? Well, what clo 

you know about that? A six-gun is 
a-a hawgleg-aw, you know-a 
volver." 

"Yes, I know what a revolver is." 
"\Veil, that's them." 
"I notice you carry one, Mr. March." 
"Everybody docs around here. Punch-

er without a gun is plumb naked." 
"But they don't shoot each other, do 

they?" 
"Not reg'larly, ma'am. It ain't 'what 

you'd call a common occurrence. In 
fact, it don't happen often enough to 
make it pop'lar. We wear 'em to pre
vent trouble.'' 

As they drove up to the big gate, Tex 
Blanco, astride his tall sorrel, was just 
coming out. 

"Got a package for you, Tex," said 
Windy. 

He handed the lines to Marion and 
stepped down over the. wheel. 

"All · right, Windy.'' replied Tex, his 
eyes on Marion. _, 

His steady gaze caused her to turn her 
head, and he said softly-

"Oh, I beg your pardon, ma'am." 
"Two bits charges," informed Windy, 

producing the package. 
Tex paid him, and Windy climbed back 

to the seat. 
"Oh. I plumb forgot," he laughed. 

"Miss Evans, I'd like to make you used to 
Tex Blanco. Tex, this is Miss Evans, 
who is goin' to teo.ch the school t\t Pine
ville." 

"I'm pleased to meet you, Miss Evans," 
said Tex slowly. 

"Thank you," said Marion. 
"I'll betcha you're sorry· you ain't got 

no kids to send to school, Te."C," laughed 
Windy. 

Marion flushed slightly, but did not 
look at Tex, who said-

"1 never thought of that." 
Windy spoke to the team, kicked off' 

the brake, and they went away in a cloud 
of dust, while Tcx sat there on his horse, 
the package on the pommel of his saddle, 
until they disappeared into the hills. 

"Nice lookin' feller," said Windy. 
"Seemed very pleasant," replied 

Marion. 
"He'd be jist that pleasant if he was 

goin' to shoot you full of holes, ma'am.'' 
"Good gracious!" 
"Good shot, too. Nobody paws him 

around. I feel kinda sorry for Tex. 

�!:i/ol��e���nk
he 

h;id�u.�:���� 
can't prove it. The coroner's jury said 
somebody unknown killed Buck; but jist 
the same they all felt that Tex done it. 
There's bad feelin' between the TD outfit 
and Tex. The TD outfit belonged to 
Cleve Tolman and Duck Dennig, you see. 
Everybody liked Buck. I reckon some
body will git hurt before it's all over." 

"I am sure Mr. Blanco does not look 
like a murderer,'' said Marion. 

"Didja ever see one that did, ma'am? 
They most all look like ordinary folks, 
until they git convicted, and then every
body says they've got the face of a mur
derer. No, I can't say that Tcx looks like 
a killer.'' ..... 
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For the ne'xt mile or sO WU}dy devoted 
hii1186lf to driving,_ as the road w�s bad. 
Once riwre lhey rel..Che(l · tt;e long slope 
that led down toward Stormy River, and 
W'mdy rela.xed. . . 

"You. spoke ""about the last , teacher 
nearly dying, .. r'emini:led Marion, opening 
the conversation again. 

"Oh, ·yeali, but he ,didn't die. Kinda 
funn"y, too. The schoolhouse ain't so 
very big, �·am. There's ' quite a few 
iind& big boys goin' �o school, and a 
couple of them got so ;lhey hated the 
teacher, so �hey framed a job on him. 

"At the back Of "the schoolhouse is a 
bO�e big �ugh for_ a man't;o' .CraWI under, 
and a� the front, under the· steps is an� oihec bole. _not so big. Well, the kids got 
,to p�yin;, 'erround under there, and the 
teacher ordered 'em to keep out from 
und6r there, .. c'atise "the'y might crawl over 

a. �:.·a cOuPle of' the ' l}ig boys kinda 
'tiq ·aro.un-;1. ·after ·schq(il. �rie iligl;tt •. and 

fu:t 0!·bi;;�'killthtd a;o� -���:tli!:C:n
ed 

cOuldn't git out. He. led the teacher 1�tp9J14 to t�e h,ole at the back,_ while the _other big kid stayed \J.nQ.er the steps and 
cried tbrop.gh t�e other opCning. 

"The tea.cher tried to talk with the cry
in' kid, but the kid wouldn't do nothin' 
bUt cry; 9o he crawled under t_o git the 
kid, and these two big boys blocked the .tWO'""llolea. They 'Piled cor.dwood against 
�e holeS, shuttin' the blame place up 
tight. 
. "Next mornin' thefe wasn't no teacher 
�d no bell rung; so ev,erybody thought 
'the teacher had jumped the job. And 
,by golly, i\ was two days later before any
bOdy found him." 

"Wha:t a terrible ·thing to do!" ex
Cltl.iffied Marion. "What did they do to .�: n;:? big boys who �rpeti-8.ted such a 

. · ·rf ain*t �ure, but ! :think they got dis
' · ued." pe

•Ofi�lty, I hope," l.a�ghed.'Marior.t. t:.-�1:'t ·sure ·about ' that," ' Said W'mdy 

�hey>:'dro�e itirOtlgh the stOrmy ·River 

crossing, where the 'Water harely reached 
the hubs of the wheels. It was near ·the 
middle of September, 'and in a couple 
more months there would be plenty of 
snow and cold wcathCr in ' the Stormy 
River valley. Cattle 'were 'trailinl; along 
the bank of the river, I!Od Windy pointed 
out the different brands. 

"There's some TD's," he told her. 
"Biggest outfit in the valley. I reckon it 
all belongs to Cleve Tolman now. Buck 
didn't have no folks." 

"Buck was the man they think was 
killed by Mr. Blanco?" 

"Yes'm-murC!ered. Prob'ly killed for 
his money." ' 

"Did he have lots of money?'' 
"Y'betcha. Had ten thousand on him, 

they say." 
"Gracious! Isn't that a lot of money to 

be carrying around?" , 
"I've heard that it was, ma'am; but I 

never had no perso�al kno<,:kdown to that 
much cash. After it · gels over forty dol
lars, it all l�?Dks alike to me.'' 

"I guess I know how you feel,'' sighed 
Mario it. 

Windy shot a sideWise glance at her. 
Windy was not sO dumb that he did not 
understand that his fair passenger was 
not overly burdened With Worldly wealth. 

"Oh, I've got a few dollars salted 
away," he told her confidentially. 

"It must be a comfortable feeling, Mr. 
M:arch." 

"1\Im-m-m-m." 
Windy had the munificent sum of 

eighty-three dollars in the Pineville Bank. 
"Well, there's Pineville ahead of us. 

ma'am," he said. "That's her skyline, 
you can see. Looks like a set of bad teeth, 
don't it. See them two molars in the 
middle. Them's the Pineville Bank and 
the Stormy River Saloon; two of the big 
business places. They've got false 
fronts." 

"
D

O YOU kitow Mr. James Lawrence 
'Cooper?" 

"James La:wrence - ' oht yea-'a-ah. 
That's HOotie 'Cooper . .  'Run� a stole, in 
Pineville. Yeah, I shore khow HOOtie.': 
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"1 am to board at his home-board and 
room." 

"That's fine. Mrs. Cooper is a great 
big fat woman. Awful nice woman, too. 
You'll like her fine. Good cook. Tell her 
she's gettin' thin and she'll love you. 
But she ain't. If anythin', she's gettin' 
fatter." 

"Have they any children?" 
"Didn't have last Friday." 
Marion laughed outright. 
"Well, that's the truth," said Windy 

seriously. "I never lie to a lady. If it 
came to a showdown, I'd bet they ain't, 
but I wouldn't make no definite state
ment." 

"I am just a little afraid of the board of 
trustees," admitted :Marion. "I am not 
so sure of my ability, you see." 

"Well, you jist forget that, ma'am. 
There's Hootie and old Sam Hall 
and Hennery Goff. That's the trus
tees." 

"Mr. Cooper ·said they would investi
gate my qualifications, but he felt sure I 
would do. They will probably ask me to 
pass an examination." 

"They will? Lemme tell you somethin', 
ma'am? If them three old pelicans make 
you pass an examination, they better ask 
you to write out the answers of the ques
tions they're goin' to ask you, or they'll 
never know whether you're right or 
wrong." 

They drove in on the main street, and 
Windy drew up in front of Hootie Coop
er's general merchandise store, with a 
squeal of brakes and a jingle of trace 
chains. Hootie was in the doorway, and 
he came slowly out to the stage. 

"Hootie, this here is Miss Evans, the 
new teacher," said Windy grandly. 

"Well, howdy!" exclaimed Hootie. 
"Gosh dam! C'mon right down, ma'am." 

He turned around toward the doorway, 
cupped his hands around his mouth, and 
bellowed: 

"l\la-a-a-a-a! C'mere, Ma-a-a-a!" 
A portly figure, dressed· in printed 

calico, darkened the doorway; carrying an 
armful of packages. Her face beamed 
like a full moon. 

"l\la; this is Miss Evans," said Hootie 
excitedly. 

"Well, bless your heart !" panted Mrs. 
Cooper. 

She dropped the bundles and advanced 
to 1\fariqn, holding out her hands. 

"My God !" exploded Hootie. "A 
dozen aigs busted. There's your omelette 
on the sidewalk, woman; omelette and 
sugar and oatmeal. Tum your team 
around, Windy. Here's their dinner." 

But 1\lrs. Cooper paid no attention to 
her scattered groceries. 

"Oh, I'm so glad to see you," she 
panted. "I told Hootie I hoped you'd 
be young and good lookin'. We've shore 
been fed up on men teachers and homely 
wimmin ones. You shore do look nice. 
Hootie-" she turned to her husband
"you'll have to set on the porch with a 
Winchester and keep the cowpunchers 
away." 

"Looks thataway," grinned Hootie. 
"Well, drive around to my house and 

take off that trunk, Windy," she ordered. 
"You didn't think the lady was goin' to 
pack it down there in her hand, did you?" 

"Well, shore I'll take it down, Mrs. 
Cooper. 1\Iy, my! You're a lot thinner 
than you was last Friday." 

"I am! Last Friday I weighed two 
hundred and forty; today I barely tipped 
the beam at two hundred and forty-four, 
you liar!" 

Windy skipped up over the wR-eel and 
landed in the seat, where he kicked off the 
brake and headed for the Cooper home. 
Marion laughed with Mrs. Cooper. 

"Well, that's that," sighed the Cat 
lady. "Hootie, put me up another order, 
will you. No, never mind. Bring it 
down when you come to supper. I've got 
to talk with Miss Evans, and I nood both 
arms. What did you say your first name 
was? No, that's right, you didn't. 
Marion? Say, that's pretty. Mine's 
Gladys. But call me 1\:la. Cooper. I 
shucked Gladys when I got over a hun
dred and seventy-five. Kinda outgrew 
it. I suppose Windy told you all about 
everybody, didn't he? Oh; _ he would. 
When he tells you anythin', strain it 
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through a sieve. He can git himself all 
excited over one of his own lies. But he's 
all right, Windy is. His heart is in the 
right place. You're from Chicago, ain't 
you? That's what Bootie told me. I've 
heard a lot about Chicago from Windy. 
He met a girl named Smith." 

"He told me about her," laughed 
Marion, as they walked down the street. 

"He would. Say, you ain't aimin' to 
marry no cowpuncher, are you, Marion?" 

"Good gmcious, no! What ever put 
that notion in your head, Ma Cooper?" 

"Are you plumb ag'in' the notion of 
marryin'?" 

"Well, I'm certainly not thinking about 
such a thing." 

"That's all I wanted to know. As soon 
as some of these punchers around here 
see you, there's goin' to be a lot of punch
ers accidentally droppin' in at my place, 
and I want a talkin' point." 

"Don't they think of anything but 
marriage?" 

"They won't-not when they see you. 
I hope you'll like Pineville. It's a rough, 
tough place, my dear; but we don't have 
to lock our doors. This is my house. 
Them's what is left of my twelve rose 
bushes. Soil ain't so good. Bootie calls 
'em the twelve apostles. A cow ate 
Matthew, Mark, Luke and John the first 
night they was set out. C'mon in and be 
at home." 

"I just love it," sighed Marion. 
"Every one is so kind and so pleasant I 
could just cry." 

"Go ahead. Tears don't hurt nobody. 
Halfll glass of water will put all the 
moisture back in your system." 

Windy met them at the door. 
"I carried the trunk upstairs, Mrs. 

Cooper," he said. 
"That's fine, Windy." 
"Thank you, Mr. March," said Marion. 
"You're shore welcome, ma'am," 
He hurried through the gate and out to 

his team. Mrs. Cooper shook her head. 
"He's plumb ruined," she said sadly. 

"Roped and hawgtied. That's the first 
tnmk he ever carried farther than the 
front porch in his whole life." 

"I ;t;L
d�;;, .��:Cr�dL��e

i�::: � 
he served a belated dinner to Eddie 
Grimes and Bud Hough. 

"What's eatin' you, Luke?" queried 
Eddie, eying a fork suspiciously. "Hey! 
Why don'tcha wash the soap off these 
implements once in a while? I got a 
whole chunk of soap in my mouth." 

"Little soap won't hurt you. You'd 
think it was strychnine! Nobody told 
you to swaller it, did they?" 

"Well, you ought to clean things better 
than that; Luke." 

"Why is this outfit goin' to the dogs?" 
asked Bud. 

" 'Cause why?" Luke struck a belliger
ent attitude, punctuating his statement 
with swordlike jabs of a long-tined fork. 
" 'Cause Cleve Tolman appointed Shorty 
Gallup foreman this morn.in'-that's 
why." 

"Aw, he didn't do that!" exclaimed 
Eddie. 

"The hell he didn't! I tell you he did. 
You two was gone, when Cleve called the 
gang together and made the announce
ment. Shorty swelled up like a pizened 
pup." 

Eddie smiled faintly and shook his 
head, as he helped himself to some baked 
beans. 

"Aw, I suppose Shorty will make a good 
foreman," he said. 

"If you say yes to him all the time," 
admitted Bud. 

"Well, herEi's one who won't say it to 
him," declared Luke. "Me and him 
never did hitch, and if he tries to give me 
any orders, this here TD will be short a 
cook and a foreman, 'cause he'll be run
nin' to beat hell, with me after him." 

Eddie laughed at Luke's serious state
ment. 

''Don't rub him wrong, Luke. We like 
you and your cookin' so well we don't 
want to lose you. Anyway, Cleve won't 
let him interfere with the kitchen." 

''By golly, he better not. I'm strong 
for peace, but when I've got any fightin' 
to do, I do it right now. Shorty don't 
like me." 
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''You speak to Cleve," advised Bud. 
"Jist tell him to have Shorty lay off your 
end of the job." 

"Lotsa good that would do me. U 
Cleve ain't got no more brains than to 
make Shorty foreman, talkin' wouldn't do 
me any good. I liked Buck Dennig. 
By grab, he knowed how to run this 
ranch." 

"He shore did," said Eddie thought
fully. "We lost a good man when we 
lost Buck. I wonder if Tex Blanco had 
anytbin' to do with it. I hate to believe 
he did." 

"I'd hate to say one way or the other," 
replied Luke. "Mebby it's best to let 
her lie the way she is. Ain't nothin' goin' 
to bring Buck back, and t.he money
well, it was Buck's own money, and he 
don't need it now." 

Eddie looked closely at Luke, his blue 
eyes quizzical. 

"Just what do you know about it, 
Luke?" he asked. 

"I don't know anythin' ." 
Luke turned back to the stove and be

gan cleaning up the dishes, while Eddie 
rolled a ciga.ret. 

"Where's the new foreman?" asked 
Bud. 

Luke shook his head violently. 
"I dunno, Bud. Prob'ly gone to Pin� 

ville to get a hat that'U fit him. I was 
just thinkin' that it won't be so nice for 
you, Eddie." 

"It's all right with me," smiled Eddie. 
•'I'm just a common puncher, and I ain't 
wedded to no job." 

"Well, don't let him run you off." 
Eddie laughed and got up from the 

table. 
"Forty a month ain't worth fightin' 

over, Luke; but I think Cleve will have 
somethin' to say alxmt it." 

"You're leanin' on a weak reed," said 
Luke. 

s��:�� �::;v: :�ra�::hrnc�:: 
Tolman. Cleve had business with a 
lawyer, so Shorty centered his attentions 
on the Stormy River Saloon, where he 

found Frank Judd, from Blanco's ranch, 
talking with Oscar Johnson and Windy 
March. Frank Judd was Tex Blanco's 
right hand man. He was about Shorty's 
height, but weighed a few pounds less. 

"Hyah, Shorty," greeted Windy. 
"Have a shot?" 

"Mebby.'' said Shorty, looking sharply 
at Frank. 

"How's the TD these days?" asked 
Oscar expansively. 

He had imbibed considerable liquor 
and was looking upon a rose colored 
world. 

"Pretty good," grinned Shorty. "I'm 
foreman now." 

"You are?" exploded Windy. "What
cha know about that? Are they goin' to 
quit raisin' cattle?" 

Shorty didn't appreciate the humor of 
Windy's question, but passed it ofi' with 
a forced grin. 

"I suppose," drawled Oscar, "we'll see 
some big changes in things around the 
TD." 

"You might," grunted Shorty. "F'r :f�ce, there might be less rustlin' goin' 

"Oh. is that so?" queried Windy. 
"Kinda reformin', eh?" 

"You go to hell!" snapped Shorty. 
"You know what I meant." 

He looked straight at Frank Judd as he 
finished his sentence. · 

"Was you speak.in' to me?" asked 
Frank coldly. 

"H the shoe fits you, wear it, Judd." 
"It don't fit me, Gallup; nor it don't 

fit any of the B Arrow outfit." • . '1" 
"Is that so?" 
"Yeah, that's so!" 
Frank swayed away from the bar, fac

ing Shorty, and Oscar stepped quickly 
between them. 

"Go easy," he warned them. "Keep 
your hand away from your gun. Shorty. 
No use killin' each other. You ort to be 
ashamed of yourselves." 

"I'll knock his head ofi'!" growled 
Shorty. "I don't need any gun." 

''Then give it to me." 
Reluctantly Shorty drew out his gun 
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and gave it to the deputy, who turned 
and accepted Frank's gun. He shoved 
both guns inside the waistband of his 
overalls. 

Then he stepped from between them. 
and without any warning, Shorty rushed 
at Frank, slamming him against the 
bar, smashing at him with his free 
hand. 

It was so unexpected that Frank had 
no chance to defend himself for several 
moments, but Shorty's blows were too 
wild to do lnore than bounce off Frank's 
head. Then they clinched and staggered 
to the middle of the room. 

Shorty was mouthing curses, wearing 
himself out, trying to hammer Frank 
down, with a volley of blows to the el� 
bows and shoulders, while the cooler 
Frank took plenty of time to adjust him� 
self for the work at hand. 

Suddenly he lashed out with a straight 
right that caused Short,v to part with two 
front teeth. It almost floored the new 
foreman of the TD. But Shorty was 
game. He came back with a rush, both 
anns working like pistons, and Frank 
broke ground, letting Shorty do all the 
fighting. But as soon as Shorty's flurry 
was over, and before he realized that he 
bad done little damage, Frank's left hook 
caught him flush on the right ear, knock� 
ing him to his knees. 

Frank stepped back, playing the game 
on the square, and Shorty should have 
stayed down long enough to allow the 
shower of stars to disappear; but he sprang 
back to his foot, still dazed, and rushed 
in again. But this time Frank did not 
retreat. In fact, he came ahead, smash� 
ing with both hands, sharpshooting at 
Shorty's jaw. It was all over in a mo� 
ment. 

Shorty was sprawled half under a card 
table, flat on his back, while Frank 
leaned against the bar, breathing heavily, 
unmarked, except for a skinned elbow. 

"Lasted jist one round," said Windy 
disgustedly. "I thought it was goin' to 
be a fight." 

"Lasted long enough to suit me," 
panted Frank. 

"Aw, you can whip him any day in the 
week," assured Windy. 

'That's clanged little satisfaction, 
Windy. I didn't want to fight him." 

"Well, you whipped him, didn't you?" 
"I suppose that's what you'd call it." 
"It shore looked thataway to me," 

grinned Oscar. "Mebby we better sluice 
him with some cold water." 

CL
���er �?t�ce�i:·�e �"!t �: 

down to Cooper's store. Marion was 
there with Mrs. Cooper, and Hootie 
hurried to introduce them. 

''I heard you was here," said Tolman. 
"One of the boys said that the new teacher 
had arrived." 

"Yes, I arrived yesterday," smiled 
Marion. 

Tolman frowned slightly as he looked 
at her. It was on the tip of his tongue to 
ask her if he hadn't met her before. There 
was a great resemblance to some one he 
had known. 

"You're a stranger in this part of the 
country?" he asked. 

"Yes. I came from Chicago to Chey� 
enne, where I learned about this position. 
It was my first time west of Chicago." 

"I hope you'll like it here, MNs Evans. 
It's a little rough, of course, but you'll 
get used to it." 

"Well, we're goin' to make her like it," 
laughed Mrs. Cooper. 

Tolman nodded quickly and glanced 
toward the doorway, as Tex. Blanco came 
in. He was wearing a pair of wide bat
wing chaps, flashing with silver conchas 
and a vermilion colored silk shirt and a 
blue handkerchief. He flashed a smile at 
Marion as he removed his gray sombrero 
and walked past them to the rear of the 
store. 

Marion's eyes followed him, and Tol
man scowled darkly. Mrs. Cooper smiled 
softly, and Marion flushed slightly, as she 
turned back and saw them looking at her. 

Mrs. Cooper had told Marion all about 
the murder of Buck Dennig and the sus� 
picions against Tex Blanco. 

For several moments none of them 
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spoke. They could hear Tex giving an 
order to Bootie at the rear of the store. 

"You better put in about four boxes of 
forty·fives/' they heard Tex saying. "I 
got them new guns yesterday, Bootie
pearl handles and all. I dunno whether 
I'm goin' to like 'em, but they're shore 
pretty." 

"Pretty!" snorted Tolman, beneath his 
breath. 

"He shore loves pretty clothes and 
things," whispered Mrs. COoper. "Sends 
to Cheyenne and has his shirts made to 
order." 

"Hummin' bird!" said Tolman. 
"Scarlet tanager," said Marion, smil· 

ing. 

A C�J:!3� =�n:�: t�;u:�:� 
struck the side of the doorway with his 
shoulder, as he came in. It was Shorty 
Gallup, his wet hair still dripping water 
that mixed with trickles of blood from 
each side of his mouth. 

He stopped at the doorway and looked 
at Cleve Tolman. 

"Lemme have your gun, will you, 
Cleve?" he asked thickly, trying to talk 
without opening his mouth very far. His 
own holster hung empty on his right 
thigh. 

"Let you have my gun?" queried Tol· 
man. "What's W1'9ng, Shorty?" 

Shorty's eyes blazed as he saw Tex 
Blanco, who came from the rear of the 
store and was looking at him. 

"Johnson took m' gun away from me," 
said Shorty, and his voice shook with 
anger. 

"Took your gun away from you?" 
"Yeah, the dirty pup! And then 

Frank Judd sma.shed me in the mouth. 
Gimme a gun, Cleve. I want to go back." 

"Take it easy," said Tolman. "Why 
did Frank Judd hit you?" 

Shorty wiped his lips with the back of 
his hand. He was �th mad and hurt, 
and when he glanced at Tex, who was 
leanjng lazily against the counter, a half 
smile on his face, Shorty almost exploded. 

"Gimme a gun, Cleve," he begged. 

"Ginune a chance to clean up that damn 
B Arrow outfit." 

:Marion glanced at Tex and their 
glances met. He was still smiling. Tol· 
man stepped over to Shorty and led him 
outside, where they stood together, while 
Shorty showed him where Frank had re· 
moved two of his teeth. Mrs. Cooper 
sighed deeply and shook her head. 

"It looks t' me as though Shorty had 
found somebody he couldn't whip:' olr 
served Bootie. 

"It may do him a. lot of good," said 
Tex seriously. "They are about the same 
size, and I'm shore Fran� didn't hit him 
first. It's too bad this happened in front 
of Miss Evans. It gives her a bad im
pression of thin�s." 

"I'm sure it doesn't bother me in the 
least, Mr. Blanco." 

"Well, that's fine. You'll get along 
out here." 

"Thank you." 
"Here comes Frank and Oscar," said 

Bootie. 
The two men came across from the 

saloon and stepped up on the sidewalk 
near Tolman and Shorty. Oscar handed 
Tolman Shorty's gun. 

"You better keep this until your fore
man oools off, Cleve." 

"Kinda takin' things in your own 
hands, ain't you?" asked Tolman coldly. 

"Would you rather have him dead than 
alive, Cleve?" 

"Hell, I can· take care of myseU!" 
rasped Shorty. 

"The evidence is all ag'in' you, COW· 
boy," grinned Oscar. , 

Frank Judd said nothing. His holster 
was still empty. 

"Who started this trouble?" asked 
Tolman. 

"Shorty did," said Oscar quickly. "He 
started the conversational fight, and then 
he started the fist fight. And he shore got 
what he asked for. He jist the same as 
accused Frank of bein' a rustler." 

Tobnan laughed shortly, turned and 
handed Shorty his gun. Almost at the 
same instant, Oscar jerked out the other 
gm1 and handed it to Frank, who dropped 
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it in his holster, without looking at 
Shorty. 

Tex stepped quickly to the doorway. 
His smile was gone now. He shot a 
glance at Frank, but centered his atten
tion on Tolman and Shorty. The for� 
man held the gun in his right hand, grip
ping it tightly, but he was looking at Tex 
now. 

Slowly he lifted the gun and socked it 
down in his holster. He was mad 
enough to bite a rattler, but he did not 
care to start trouble with Tex Blanco. 

"Well, that's over," sighed Oscar. 
"You jist think it is," growled Shorty. 
"I guess you better go with me," said 

Tolman. "At least you'll get an even 
break, Shorty." 

They turned and went up the street 
together. Blanco smiled at Judd, who 
acted rather sheepish about the whole 
matter. 

"He got an even break, didn't he, 
Frank?" asked Tex. 

"Little better than an even break," 
said Frank. 

"And a whole lot better!" snorted Os
car. "Shorty hit a dozen times before 
Frank hit once." 

�·I don't think that Mr. Tolman should 
'a' taken Shorty's part in somethin' that 
was his own fault," declared Mrs. 
Cooper." 

"Well, he's one of Tolman's men," said 
Tex slowly. "You got to stick with your 
own men, Mrs. Cooper." 

"I thought it was gain' to mean some 
shootin'," said Hootie. "Shorty was 
gosh:iWful mad, I'll tell you. He was 
mad at you, too, Tex." 

"Naturally," smiled Tex. He lifted 
his hat to Marion and Mrs. Cooper. "I'm 
shore sorry this happened in front of you 
ladies, and I'm glad it didn't go any 
further. Pleased to have met you again, 
Miss Evans. C'mon, Frank." 

They went down the sidewalk together 
to the next hitching post, where they 
mounted and rode away. 

Tex is , allus like that," said Oscar. 
''Nothin' ever ruffles his feathers. I 
reckon it's 'cause he ain't scared of no-

body. A feller's got to have nerve to 
wear colors like Tex. does." 

"They are very becoming," said 
Marion. "He looks well in red and aU 
that silver." 

"But he ain't tryin' to be no dude," 
declared Oscar. "His father was a 
Spaniard and his mother is Irish. Didn't 
you ever hear her talk, HootieP She's 
Irish, you betcha. And Tex. can sling 
Spanish like a greaser." 

"Do you suppose there will be trouble 
between him and Mr. Tolman?" asked 
Marion. 

"Is trouble," corrected Hootie. "The 
TD swear that-well, no, they don't 
swear it, but they shore hint that Blanco 
and his men are stealin' TD cattle. 
That's what started the trouble today, 
wasn't it, Oscar?" 

"Shore, same old complaint." 
"Why don't they settle it in the 

courts?" 
Oscar looked at her thoughtfully. 
"You're new to this here country. 

ma'am. Rustlin' is somethin' that ain't 
exactly on the law books of this country. 
Most cases are handled by the coroner." 

"Do you suppose Mr. Blanco knows 
how every one feels toward him?" asked 
Marion. "It must be terrible to know 
that every one thinks him a murderer." 

"It don't seem to bother him," said 
Oscar. "Tex is pretty salty: ma'am. He 
had a reputation as a killer, down in the 
Panhandle country. Got three men down 
in that countrY, they say. Folks kinda 
sidestep Tex up here. He downed a gun
man over in Gamet two years ago, and 
they tell me it was the fastest piece of 
gunplay you ever seen. But he never 
picks a fight. Takes a drink once in 
awhile, but never more than a couple. 
Shorty Gallup was achin' to take a pop 
at , Tex awhile ago, but he was afraid. �C:��th the gun in his hand, he was 

"It looked to me as though Tolman was 
sort of givin' Shorty a chance to start 
somethin'," said Hootie slowly. "He 
shore took a chance. handin' Shorty the 
gun thataway. And then you hands the 
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other gun to Judd, Oscar. You'd 'a' felt 
kinda mean, if they'd started throwin' 
lead into each other." 

"Yea�a-ah, and I'd have been plumb 
mystified, too," said Oscar slowly. "You 
see, I took the sheUs out of them guns 
over in the saloon. I wasn't takin' 
no chances." 

T� f!.�:g�o�ds::.
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had hired a swam]:)er from the Stormy 
River Saloon to clean up the place, but it 
was far from Marion's idea of what a 
schoolhouse should be. It was a one story 
frame building, thirty feet long by twenty
fi;,e feet wide, of rough lumber walls, and 
with a blackboard across one end wall. 

Each home-made seat was large enough 
to accommodate two pupils, with a two� 
by-six separating them. The teacher oc� 
copied an old weatherbeaten desk on a 
slightly raised platform, which gave her a 
teacher's-eye view of the whole room. 
The walls were undecorated, except for an 
old clock that refused to run longer than 
an hour at a time. 

The board of trustees did not require 
Marion to pass an examination. They 
were only too glad to hire her. Sam 
Hall, the blacksmith, who talked through 
his nose, wanted to have an examination, 
but the other two vetoed such a thing. 

"Well, it's all right," said Sam. "I 
jist wanted to ask her a problem in arith
metic to see how fast she is." 

"What is it?" asked Hootie. 
"There's a room with eight corners in 

it, Bootie. In each corner sets a cat, 
arid each cat is lookin' at seven cats. 
How many cats in the room?" 

Bootie took a J:lencil and figured labori
ously. 

"Four hundred and forty-eight cats, 
Sam." 

"You're crazy." 
"I'm not. There's eight cats, ain't 

there? One cat sees seven cats, and seven 
times eight i.s-no-o-o, �that ain't right. 
Each cat sees-" 

"I've got it;" exclaimed Henry Goff. 
"Each cat sees seven cats. That makes 

eight cats, don't it. And there's eight 
cats, all seein' the same. Eight times 
eight is ninety-six." 

"Seventy-two," corrected Hootie. 
"That's right." 
"I dunno," said Sam dubiously. "l"'ve 

heard so �anged many answers that I'm 
kinda confused." 

"Seventy-two is the answer," insisted 
Golf. 

"Ye-e-es and no," said Sam diplomati
cally. "You're part wrong and part right, 
Hennery. I'll tell you what let's do. 
We'll go up to the schoolhouse and have 
her work it on the board. I'd like to git 
it straight myself." 

"All right," agreed Goff. "I'd like to 
prove my figures. It's twenty minutes 
yet before the school bell rings." 

And while the board of trustees, 
bringing their weighty question, were 
preparing to advance, hfa.rion was meet
ing the young ideas of Pineville and the 
Stormy River range. 

They came on horseback, on foot, in 
wagons, until at least forty of them had 
invaded the little schoolhouse. And they 
were of all ages, from big lumbering, 
sixteen year old boys to six year olds, 
attending• for the first time. Lunch 
pails were stacked along the window 
ledges. The big boys eyed the teacher 
speculatively, wondering just how strict 
she might be, and talked loudly, as if 
trying to attract her attention to them. 

But Marion paid no attention to them. 
It was all as new to her as it was to many 
of them. Suddenly the room was hushed, 
and then she heard one of the big boys 
say-

"What do you suppose Tex Blanco 
wants here?" 

Marion walked to the front of the room 
and stepped outside. Tex Blanco had 
ridden up clo!te to the porch carrying 
a little boy in front of him on the big 
saddle. Tex slowly removed his hat, 
a smile on his lips. 

'"Momin', ma'am," he said slowly 
and, leaning over, he gently deposited 
the wide eyed youngster on the porch 
beside Marion. 
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The little, freckled boy looked up at 
her, his blue eyes very serious. 

"You remember Windy March sa yin' 
that I was probably sorry I didn't have 
a kid to send to your school?" asked Tex 
slowly, his eyes on Marion" 

"I remember it," she said. 
"Well, I brought one, ma'am. Now, 

I ain't sorry." 
"This is-is not your boy, Mr. Blanco?" 
"No, ma'am. His name's Jimmy Has

tings. He belongs toone ofmy men. His 
rna died a couple of years ago, you see. 
Jimmy ain't never been to school before." 

"But why didn't his father bring him?" 
asked Marion severely. "It is the duty 
of a parent, you know." 

''Tha'so." 
"1-I want to know the parents, you 

see," she said rather lamely. 
"Well, I'm sorry he ain't mine, ma'am." 
"His father was busy, I suppose." 
"Nope, unlucky." 
"What do you mean, Mr. Blanco?" 
"You sec, ma'am-" Tex leaned for-

ward, resting an elbow on his saddle 
hom-"me and Hastings gambled on it. 
I put up fifty dollars against the kid, 
you might say. If I won, I took the kid 
to school, and if Hastings won, he took 
the fifty and the kid." 

Marion flushed quickly. She realized 
that Tex Blanco had risked fifty dollars 
for a chance to bring little Jimmy to 
school, to meet her. 

"Why did you do that?" she asked. 
"Well, I didn't want to ba sorry, you 

know. And I think a lot of Jimmy, don't 
I, Jimmy?" . 

"Yes, Uncle Tex, " said Jimmy gravely. 
"Shake hands with Miss Evans, 

Jimmy." 
The little boy solenmly shook hands 

with her. 
"Pleased to rneetcha," he said. 
"And I'm pleased to meet you, Jimmy." 
" 'At's good. Uncle Tex says I've 

gotta learn a lot so I won't have to be 
no cowpuncher all my life." 

"Oh, I'm sure you will learn very fast, 
Jimmy." 

" 'At's good." 

''Well, here comes the board of trus
tees," laughed Tex. "I'll leave Jimmy 
to you, Miss Evans-and gladly." 
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away from town. Marion stood there 
with Jimmy, waiting for the three trus
tees, and again the children began their 
noise inside the schoolhouse. Marion 
realized that they were quiet while Tex 
Blanco had been there. 

The three men came up to the porch, 
and she knew that they had been dis
cussing the reasons for Tex. Blanco's 
being there. 

"Good momin'.'' greeted Hootie. 
"How's everythin' comin'?" 

"Oh, just fine. This little boy is from 
Mr. Blanco's ranch. His name is Jinuny 
Hastings!' 

"Oh, that's why Tex was here, eh? 
We wondered." 

"You hadn't ought to have much to do 
with him, ma'am," advised Henry Goff, 
the postmaster. 

"Them things," pronoUnced Bootie 
coldly, "is personal matters, Hermery. 
We hired this lady to teach schuol, you 
must remember." 

"I know, but-" 
"Drop it, Henry.'' advised Sam Hall. 

"Any old time you start preachin' morals, 
I'll tell about the time you slick-eared a 
brnnded calf." 

"Never did! By golly, I-I-" 
"Yore loop's draggin'," cautioned 

Hootie. "We never came up here to re
cite our pasts to Miss Evans, but to have 
her prove a problem. Here it is, Miss 
Evans: There's a room with eight cor
ners, and in each comer sets a cat. Each 
cat looks at seven cats. How many cats 
in the room?" 

Marion laughed outright. 
"Why, eight, of course." 
"Eight?" wondered Henry. "But 

there's eight to start with ." 
''Of course, and each one looks at the 

other seven.'' 
"Seventy-two!" exploded Sam Hall. 

"Seventy-two!" 
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«You didn't know, you animated jew' s
harp!" snapped Henry. 

"I admit it,"' le.ughed Sam, "but I 
knowed it wasn't seventy-two." 

"Well, we better go back and let the 
lady start her school:' said Bootie. "It's 
a cinch she knows more than we do." 

"About cats," amended Sam Hall. 
"Come any time,"· said Marion laugh-

ing. 
"Any time Sam Hall gets a problem," 

laughed Bootie. 
Marion spent the entire day in try

ing to get the grades separated and some 
semblance of order in the place. There 
was no chance for study, and her mind 
was in a whirl when the day was over, 
and the children went whooping out 
doors; all except little Jimmy, who stayed 
in his 800.t. 

"Aren't you going out, too, Jinuny?" 
she asked. 

"Gotta wait for Uncle. Tex." 
"Oh, is he coming after you, Jimmy?" 
"He won me for a month." 
"Won you for a month?" 
"Tha.t's what he said," said Jimmy 

solemnly, "and he squeezed me so hard 
he almost busted a rib. Did anybody 
ever squeeze you that hard?" 

"I'm afraid not, Jimmy," she an
swered, laughing. 

"Uncle Tex is awful strong; I like to 
ride with him." 

"You seem to like your Uncle Tex, 
Jimmy." 

" 'At's right. He told me he was takin' 
me to learn somethin' from a beautiful 
lady. I guess he meant you." 

"But I'm not beautiful, Jimmy." 
"Well-" 
Jimmy frowned thoughtfully. He was 

trying to remember something he had 
heard one of the cowboys say about a 
girl. 

"Well, you ain't hard to look at." 
"Where in the world did you ever hear 

such a thing? Did your Uncle Tex say 
that?" 

"No'm, I guess it was Kit Carson. 
He's pretty tough." 

"And who is Kit Carson, Jimmy?" 

"Oh, he's one of Uncle Tex's saddle 
slickers." 

A noise at the front of the building 
caused Marion to look up, and she saw 
Tex Blanco stepping up to the door. He 
was wearing that flame colored shirt 
again, and the sun sparkled on his silver 
trimmed chaps. He stopped in the door
way and smiled widely as he doffed his 
wide hat. 

"I came to get my winnings," he said to 
Marion, as he came inside. "Was he a 
good boy, ma'am?" 

"Just lovely," smiled Marion. 
Jimmy slid out of his seat and stood 

beside Tex. His tousled head just 
reached Tex's hoJster, from which peeped 
the butt of a pearl handled revolver that 
flashed like fire-opal in the beam of sun
light through the window. 

"I wtderstand you have won him for a 
month," said Marion serioUsly. 

Tex looked steadily at her for several 
moments, before he looked down at 
Jimmy. 

"Yea-a-h," he said slowly. "Jimmy 
told you, ma'am?" 

"Well, you did," declared Jimmy. 
"You told me, Uncle Tex." 

'!That's right, old pardner, I did tell 
yuh." 

Tex looked up at Marion. 
"You don't mind, do you, ma'am?" 
"If you bring Jinuny to school?" 
"Yeah." 
"That is your business, Mr. Blanco." 
"I'm awfv.l glad to meet somebody who 

concedes me some rights, ma'am. You'll 
hear Jots of things about me. After you 
bOOr all of it, mebby you won't concede 
me the right to bring Jimmy to school." 

"I have already heard many things," 
she said slowly. "Still I don't nnderstand 
why you should gamble for the chance to 
bring the little boy to school." 

- "Don'tcha, ma'am? Well-" Tex 
took a deep breath and patted Jimmy 
fondly on the head-"you prob'ly learned 
a lot from books. A lady must be pretty 
smart to teach a school, but there's some 
things that you don't know yet. C'mon, 
Jinuny." 
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They turned and walked straight 
through the doorway, and Marion saw 
Tex toss · Jimmy to the saddle, before 
climbing on. She bowed her head on her 
arms and tried to laugh, but the laugh 
did not come. It was ridiculous for Tex 
Blanco, the killer, to come to the school 
twice a day, merely to see her. She knew 
what the people would say, She didn't 
want to see him. He was nothing to her, 
never would be. 

She arranged her desk and put on her 
hat, but she sat there quite a while, her 
eyes fixed on the spot beside little Jinuny's 
desk, where the sunlight glinted through 
a window, like a spotlight trained on the 
floor. She could still visualize Tu Blan
co's white toothed smile above the flame 
color of his shirt, and the sunlight flashing 
back from the pearl handle of his big 
revolver. 

Finally she got to her feet and walked 
out, locking the door behind her. It was 
nearly a quarter of a mile walk to Hootie 
Cooper's house, but she did not hurry. 
Cleve Tolman and two of his men rode 
past her on the gallop, almost blinding 
her in a cloud of dust. 

"They might at least have slowed 
down," she told herself angrily. "I'll bet 
Tex Blanco wouldn't have done it." 

And then s!w grew angry with herself 
for thinking of Tex Blanco. 
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Mrs. Cooper on the wide porch, fanning 
herself with a huge straw hat. 

"I been wonderin' how you was gcttin' 
along, Marion," said Mrs. Cooper. "Sit 
down and tell me all alxnlt it." 

Marion was only too glad to sink down 
in one of their easy chairs and remove her 
hat. 

"Well, I suppose everything went as it 
usually does on the opening day of school, 
Ma Cooper. It is quite a task to get 
them all placed." 

"I'll betcha. I'd use a barrel stave 
m'self." Mrs. Cooper fanned herself industri
ously for a moment. 

"Hootie was tellin' me that Tex Blanco 
brought the little Hastings boy to school." 

"And came after hitn a while ago," said 
Marion. 

"Yea-a-ah?" Mrs. Cooper turned her 
head and looked at Marion closely. 
"Came and got him., eh? Is Andy Has
tings crippled or som.ethin'?" 

"Tex Blanco gambled with little Jim
my's father, and Tex Blanco won the 
right to bring Jimmy to school for one 
whole month." 

"For one whole month?" Mrs. Cooper's face slowly dissolved 
into a smile, the smile into a chuckling 
laugh. 

"Mamma mine!" she chuckled. "Oh, 
can you beat that? For one whole month. 
That's shore a new one. Gambled for a 
chance to see you twice a day," 

"But I don't want to see him," de
clared l\:Iarion. 

Mrs. Cooper looked closely at 1\:larion. 
"Of course you don't, dearie. I'll speak 

to Hootie about it tonight. He'll !rea that 
Tex don't bother you. Hootie likes Tex 
and all that, but he'll ji:rt explain it to 
Tex in a nioe way, and I'll bet he quits 
annoyin' you." 

"But he-he wasn't annoying me. It 
is just the fact that he-that be comes to 
the school, you see." 

"I see. Well, we can stop that. Just 
you quit worryin' about Tex Blanco. I 
don't think he ever had a girl before." 

"But I'm not his girl, don't you see?" 
"That's right. You've probably got a 

feller in the East." 
"No, I haven't." 
"\Yell," smiled Mrs. Cooper, "we'll 

have Hootie tell Tex that yo'u have." 
"But that would be lying." 
"Huh? Oh, yeah, lyin'." Mrs. Cooper smiled broadly and shook 

her head. 
"You're funny. I try to get you out 

of bein' embarrassed, and you won't let 
me. Just between me and you, we've 
got to s'iop Tex from comin' to see you, 
even at the school. Folks might talk, 
don'tcha see? You don't realize that 
Tex is sort of an outcast around here-
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a man with a bad reputation. You can't 
afford to have your name linked with his, 
can you?" 

"Certainly not." 
"I should say you couldn't," sighed Mrs. Cooper. "But ain't he good lookin', 

Marion? He's the kind of a man I used 
to. dream about-and look what I got. 
Dreams shore go by contraries. Hootie's 
got a heart as big as an ox, and I reckon 
the rest of his internal organs are in the 
right place, but as a specimen he shore 
don't stack up beside Tex Blanco. I 
love Hootie, but my love ain't blind." 

Marion laughed softly. 
"Looks are not everything." 
''Well, they're quite a lot, Marion. 

Your looks made Tex Blanco gamble for 
the chance to see you." 

"From what I hear, that is not much 
to brag about." 

"Well, I'm glad you're level headed. 
Some girls might fall for his looks. You'll 
meet the right man some day. Can't 
teach school all your life. Probably get 
one with bowwlegs-a.nd a mole on his 
nose. Cleve Tolman asked me quite a lot 
about you. He's interested. Asked me 
about your famil•· '·ut I didn't know any
thin' to tell him. Tex didn't ask. He's 
the kind that would take you, even if you 
never had any folks." 

Marion flushed and grew interested in a 
broken stitch on her glove. 

"There isn't much to tell about my 
family," she said slowly. "Father died a 
few months after I was born, and I guess 
mother had a hard time making a living 
for my brother and me. He was older 
than me. We .got along, somehow, back 
there in Chicago. We all worked, and I 
went to night school, after my brother 
left home and my mother died." 

"Well, you had a hard time, didn't 
you? Mother and father both dead, eh?" 

"Yes-both gone." 
"Where's your brother?" 
"Who knows? He left home when I 

was fourteen." 
"And never told you where he went?" 
"No. You see, he-he had to leave. 

Oh, we're not so good," abe said bitterly. 

"He was suspected of a robbery. The 
police came for him, but he got away. 
It killed mother. She just sort of faded 
away after that, and a year later she died. 
I was fifteen then and getting five dollars 
a week in a department store. But I 
managed to live, and I went to night 
school until I got my diploma. I kept on 
working, saving what little I could. I 
knew I could never qualify as a teacher in 
a big city, so I came to Cheyenne. I 
don't know why I ever selected Cheyenne. 
There I learned about Pineville and their 
need of a teacher for this tenn o{ school. 
Oh, it was a godsend to me. I just had 
one silver dollar when I arrived." 

Marion was on the verge of tears when 
she finished her story. 

"I didn't intend to tell any one my 
story," she said, "but I just bad to tell 
you, Ma Cooper." 

"Well, I'm glad you did, honey. It 
seems as though I've known you all your 
life. Your face was familiar the first 
time I ever seen you. Now, you go in 
and clean up, while I start mixin' a 
flock of biscuits. Hootie likes 'em and, if 
I do say it myself, I mingle a good one. 
Mebby we better let things go as they lie 
for awhile-about Tex Blanco." 

"Perhaps it would be best, Ma Cooper. 
I don't want to hurt his feelings." 

"Shore, you don't. Some folksJJ&y he 
hasn't any, but they're crazy." 

"Little Jimmy Hastings certainly loves 
him." 

"And I've seen dogs follerin' him. You 
run along, Honey." 

Marion kissed Mrs. Cooper and went 
into the bouse. The fat lady dropped the 
straw hat in a chair, took a deep breath 
and grinned widely at nothing at all. 
Then she went in and began mixing 
biscuits. 

IT WAS several days later that five men 
sat in the sheriJrs office. with the front 

door closed. There were Pat Lynch, the 
sheriff, Mort Heffner, prosecuting at
torney, Cleve Tolman, Shorty Gallup and 
a. detective named Sears, from the cattle 
association. 
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Sears was a slender man, about forty "I see. You don't know that he owed 
years of age and rather grim. He had ar� any such a sum?" 
rived that day from Cheyenne, a.nd want· , Tolman smiled shortly. 
ed a few details. Tolman and GaUup "Not that I knew anythin' about." 
happened to be in from the TD ranch; "Do you know how much money he had 
so the sheriff asked. them to talk with left in the bank, after dra..wing this sum?" 
Sears. , "About five thousand, I understand." 

"How did you happen to get a detec- "Mr. Tolman, do you think Dennig 
tive?" asked Tolman, after Sears had been was killed for his money, or for revenge?" 
introduced. "How would I know1" 

''I se,nt for him," replied Heffner. "We "I understand that Mr. Dennig had no 
talked it over, the sheriff and myself. relatives, no one to leave his share of the 
As far as I could see, we were not getting ranch. Is that true?" 
anywhere in ihe solving of Buck Den- "That's true." 
nig's murder; so we decided to appeal to "And you naturally receive his share." 
the association. Of course, the county "Well?" 
will pay part of the expenses. We thought "Have you done anything personally 
a range detective would be better than to try and find out who killed him, Mr. 
one from a private bureau." Tolman?" 

"And I'm going to need help," smiled "That's the law's business, Mr. Sears-
Sears. "Coming in on a case so late in not mine." 
the day, when all evidence is stale, I am "And yei you profit greatly, do you 
going to need a lot of information. The not?" 
sheriff bas outlined things to me, of Tolman got to his feet quickly, facing 
course, but only the bare facts. Mr. the detective. 
Dennig was your partner, was he "That's about all of that," he said 
notP" harshly. "It's no fault of mine that 

"Yeah, he was my pardner," said Buck Dennig had no relatives. Was it 
Tolman. my fault that he had no will? You talk 

"You understood his financial condi· as though I had somethin' to do with his 
tion, I take it." murder. You can go to hell with the 

"What do you mean?" rest of your questions. C'mon, Shorty." 
"As I understand it, Mr. Dennig drew Tolman kicked the door open and 

ten thousand dollars from the bank on the strode out, followed by Shorty, who was 
afternOOn of his murder." grinning foolishly. Sears watched them 

''He did," said Tolman shortly. cross the street to the Stormy River 
"Have you any idea why he drew all Saloon. 

this money?" "You got Wlder his hide," grinned the 
"No idea at all. Didn't know he drew sheriff. "Now you'll get no more in� 

it. until after the murder." formation from Cleve Tolman." 
"I believe he had the sum of one hWl- "Didn't get anything worth while, dred and sixty dollars on his body. anyway, Sheriff." 

Doesn't it seem that some one knew he "You don't think he had anything to do 
had this money, and robbed him?" with it, do you?" asked Heffner. 

"You'd naturally think so." "Well, he got mad, didn't he? You 
"Was he in the habit of eanying a big were in that poker game when Dennig 

sum on his person?" and Blanco quarreled, weren't you, 
"I don't think he was." Heffner?" 
"Was t.his partnership money, or his "Yes, I was there." 

own?" "Dennig accuse� Blanco of stealing, 
"His own. We didn't have any part� didn't he?" 

nership account." "He did. They were both mad, and I 
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really believe there would have been a kill
ing right there, if we hadn't interfered." 

"And it was only an hour or so after 
that, I understand, that Dennig started 
home. He didn't exhibit a lot of money 
in the saloon that night, did he?" 

"Not over a couple hundred dollars. 
He came to town early in the afternoon. 
Buck wasn't a heavy drinker, but this 
time he had quite a few. No, he wasn't 
drunk, but he just had enough to make him rather savage. He certainly called 
Tex Blanco a lot of fighting names that 
night." 

"Did Blanco have much to say back to 
him?" 

"Not so much. Tex isn't foul mouthed, 
you know; but he was mad. I don't 
blame him. The things Buck Dennig 
called him would make a jackrabbit bite 
a grizzly bear." . 

"Blanco has rather a sinister reputa
tion, I understand." 

"I suppose he has." 
"And there has been hard feelings be

tween the TD and the Blanco outfits for 
quite awhile, I understand." 

"The TD claim they lost cattle," said 
the sherifF. "They never came right out 
and accused Blanco, of course, and they 
never asked my help in the matter." 

Sears nodded thoughtfully. 
"Don't seem to be much to work on in 

this case, but I'll do what I can." 
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pointed at Tex Blanco, but there was no 
evidence. Sears did not go out to see 
Tex. He rode out to the TD ranch, but 
learned nothing. In fact, Tolman gave him to understand that a detective was 
not welcome on the TD. 

He had been in Pineville three days 
when a letter was sent to him in care of 
the sheriff. It had been posted in Pine
ville and read: 

We will give you eight hours to leave 
this valley. 

"I guess that setiles it," said Sears 
nervously. 

"Looks thataway," agreed the sherifF 
grimly, studying the penciled note. 

He sent Oscar after HefFner, who came 
immediately,. and they discussed the 
note seriously. 

"What would you do, HefFner?" asked 
Sea .... 

"I'd leave here," said HefFner. "I 
guess you've found that you can't do us 
any good, and there's no use of getting 
killed, Sears. The Bunch mean business, 
I guess. The stage leaves for Gamet at 
one o'clock, so you better slide out 
gracefully." 

And Sears slid. He went to the Pine
ville Hotel to pack his bags, leaving the 
note with Heffner, who put it in his 
pocket. 

"Let's go and find out something, Pat," 
he suggested. 

They walked up to the bank and called 
Shearer aside. 

"Rave you a copy of Tex Blanco's sig-
nature, Shearer?" asked Heffner. 

"Certainly." 
"Let us look at it, please." 
Shearer produced the card with Blan

co's signature, and went to wait on a 
customer while HefFner compared it with 
the writing on the penciled note. 

"Look at that B," whispered HefFner. 
A comparison of the B in Bunch and the 

B in Blanco showed them to be nearly 
alike. 

They gave the card back to Shearer and 
returned to the office. 

"Goin' to show it to Sears?" asked the 
sheriff. 

"No, I don't think I will. We•ve got 
to move slow in this, Pat. It would ro
quire a handwriting expert to prove that 
Tex Blanco made that B-and then you'd 
have a hard job proving it to a cow jury. 
No, we've got to have more than that, 
but it sure gives us plenty of reasons for 
keeping an eye on Tex Blanco." 

"Well, he's in town twice a day," 
smiled the sherifF. "He brings Andy 
Hastings' little boy to school every morn
ing and comes after him at four o'elock!' 

"What's the idea, Pat?" 
"The new teacher." 
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"Miss Evans? You don't mean to say 
he's stuck on her?" 

"Nothin' strange about that, is there? 
If I was twenty years younger I'd find 
some kid to take to school." 

"But Tex Blanco-that's different," 
laughed Heifner. "Somebody ought to 
talk to the lady about it." 

"Suppose you try it, Mort." 
"Not me. I'm happily married, and 

so'mebody might think I was jealous." 
That afternoon Sears left Pineville, 

riding on the seat with Windy March, 
having acoomplished nothing. He be
lieved irnplicity in warnings, and had no 
hankering for a bullet in his back. They 
met Te:c: Blanco between town and the B 
Arrow ranch, and Sears felt a contrac
tion of the spine, until a curve in the road 
hid him from view. 

"Do you think Tcx Blanco killed Den
nig?" he asked Windy. 

"Well, I'll tell you," said Windy seri
ously, "The road is most always dusty 
this time of year. We need rain." 

"That seems to be the general opinion,"' 
replied Sears, and added quickly, "that 
we need rain." 

Windy spat over the wheel and cleared 
his throat. 

"You through detectin' ? "  
"l'm leaving the valley." 
"I didn't think you would stay long. 

I allus had an idea that a detective was 
kinda sneakin'." 

"You mean, he didn't let anybody 
know who he was?" 

"Yeah, wore whiskers and looked for 
nicks on the furniture." 

Sears laughed. 
''Well, l supposethat is one way. I was 

warned to get out inside of eight hours." 
"Yea-a-ah? Well, well! Warned, eh? 

When didja get this here warnin'?" 
"About eleven o'clock this morning." 
"Well-'' Windy squinted at the sun

"I'll say you gave your9elf leeway!' 

1Tev�:on:0�n r=:m:U:Y knc:: t��� 
Tex Blanco was coming to the school 
twice a day, and the gossips had plenty of 

material. Marion heard none of the 
talk. She was too busy. But Ma Cooper 
heard it. Hootie heard it, too, and was 
worried. He talked it over with his wife. 

"They're talkin' too much," doclared 
Hootie. ''It'll hurt Marion, hurt the 
school. Puts me in an awful hole, Ma. 
Sam and Henry both talked with me to
day about it." 

"I'll speak to Marion, Hootie. She 
ain't to blame. Darn the whole bunch of 
old forked tongues around here, any
way!" 

But Marion did not need to be told. 
That morning, after she had called the 
roll, she discovered that Joe and l\fary 
Bcebee were not present. She asked 
little Ella Hall, who lived next door to 
Bcebee, if she knew why they were 
absent. 

"Their rna took 'ern out, :Miss Evans," 
piped the little girl. "She told my rna this 
morning that she wasn't never going to 
let them come to this school any more." 

"My gmciow. And why not, Ella?" 
"She said it was because Te:c: Blanco 

came here. She said to my rna-" 
"That will do, Ella. Thank you so 

much." 
Marion looked blankly down at the 

litter of papers on her desk, her mind in a. 
whirl. 

"My rna said-" began little Ella, but 
Marion stopped her. 

"That wiU be all, Ella. We--will dis
pense with the singing this morning." 

"What did she say about my Uncle 
Tex?" piped little Jimmy !J:astings. 

"Nothing, Jimmy. Go right ahead 
with your studies." 

" 'At's good." 
Jimmy glared at the back of Ella's 

head, but finally subsided behind a book, 
held tightly in his chubby hands. 

That day was long to Marion. She did 
not go home to lunch. At recess and noon 
the children talked in whispers, · with 
Ella Hall the center of their conversation. 

Marion dismissed school fifteen minutes 
early. She wanted time to plan what to 
say to Tex Blanco. She did not know 
that he was there until she happened to 



so W. C. TUTILE 

lift her eyes and see him standing in the 
doorway. Jimmy was drawing a picture 
on his slate, and the only sound was the 
creak and scratch of his slate pencil. 

"Hello," said Tex. softly. 
Jimmy turned his head and looked at 

him. 
"C'm'ere, Uncle Tex," he piped. "See 

what I drawed of Ella Hall." 
Tex came slowly up to him, looking at 

the slate. 
"You shore· gave her plenty mouth, 

pardner," said Tex. 
"She's mouthy," declared Jimmy. 
Tex. looked at Marion and laughed. 

But Marion was not laughing. Tex. 
sobered quickly and walked toward her. 

"What's the matter?" he asked. 
"You must not come here any more," 

she said wearily. 
"Not come here, ma'am?" 
"Not any more, Mr. Blanco." 
"I don't understand what you mean." 
"Old lady Beebee took her two kids 

out of school, 'cause you come here," 
said Jimmy. "I heard Ella Hall tell a.ll 
the kids outdoors. She said you was 
stuck on Miss Evans; and that you wasn't 
fit for much, and that she wouldn't let 
her kids come to school. By golly, I 
shore told her somcthin'. Ella said her 
pa. was a trustee and she'd have me 
throwed out. Can she, Miss Evans?" 

For Several moments Tex and Marion 
looked at each other. The eyes of the 
big cowboy were clouded, his lips tightly 
shut. He turned from Marion and stared 
at the blackboard. 

"Oh, I'm sorry," he said hoarsely. 
"I didn't know. I was a fool to do this. 
I might have known all the time. I'm 
just not fit. With the reputation I've 
got, I should never have looked at you; 
but I'm human. 

"No matter what they say about me, 
I'm just human. The happiest week of 
my life has been in bringin' little pardner 
down here to school and seein' you twice 
a day. But I didn't know it would tum 
out like this. I used to sing, a long time 
ago. I've been singin' for a week now. 
Mother said she'd liketomeetyou,to meet 

the girl who brought back her singin' 
cowboy. 

"But that's all past now. I'm sorry 
I hurt you, ma'am. I won't come any 
more. You can tell 'em that for me. 
Jimmy's pa will bring him in the momin'. 
Goodby.", 
· He took little Jimmy by the hand and 
they walked out, without a backward 
glance, the tall cowboy in the flame 
colored shirt, his fine shoulders drooped 
just a little, and the little boy, his head 
tilted as he looked up at his big partner. "l shore told Ella Hall where to head 
in at, Uncle Tex," she heard him say. 

''Thank you, little pardner." 
And then they rode away-the little 

boy who did not quite understand and 
the singing cowboy who had lost his song. 

Marion leaned forward on her desk, 
chin in her hands, her eyes filled with 
tears. 

,"Qh, why don't people mind their 
own business?" she asked herself. "Why 
don't they? But they never have, not 
since time began, so what can you 
expect?" 

She did not say ilnything to Ma Cooper 
about it that night, not even after she 
heard that the trustees were to have a 
meeting at Sam Hall's house. 

It was a rare occasion when Hootie 
Cooper took a drink, but this night he 
came home partly saturated. From her 
room, Marion heard some of the conver
sation between Hootie and Ma Cooper. 

"I ain't drunk, Ma," she heard him 
tell her. "But I came within about three 
swallers of it. I offered to lick old Sam 
and Hennery, with one hand tied behind 
me. Dam 'em! Old lady Beebee was 
there. Yea-a-ah, shore! I told 'em what 
I thought of the whole clanged works, 
resigned as a trustee and drank straight 
whisky to celebrate m' return from 
bondage ... 

"But what did they decide to do, 
Bootie?" 

"They've appointed Old Man Beebee 
to fill my place, and they're goin' to plant 
the seats of their pants on the schoolhouse 
steps in the mornin', and_ when Tex 
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thaws up they're goin' to tell him what 
for." 

"Ain't you goin' to undress before 
you go to bed, llootle?" 

"Oh, yeah. Ma, if they say anythin' 
to hurt Marion, I'll whip the whole 
works." 

"You couldn't whip anythin'." 
"I might s'prise you." 
"You shore would. If I was you I'd 

unbutton that shirt before I tried to take 
it off." 

''The dem thing has shrunk, Ma." 
"No such a thing. You take them 

suspenders off your shoulders and it'll 
come off all right." \ 

T���!��=o�/��dth,: 
come in the schoolhouse, but sat on the 
edge of the porch--Qld Man Beebee, 
possibly fifty, but looking seventy, wilh a 
thin crop of whiskers, bald head, sour face; 
Sam Ha.U, nasal voiced, red tipped nose; 
Henry Goff, querulous, argwnentative 
-three old buzzards waiting for the kill. 

And tbey waited, too, until five min
utes of nine, while the blacksmith shop 
remained unopened and folks wondered 
why the post offioo was still closed. 

Then came Andy Hastings and Jimmy. 
He put Jimmy on the schoolliouse steps 
and rode away, as the beU rang and the 
children trooped in. 

"Reckon I better git to the shop," 
dnwled Sam Hall. 

"Same here," said Henry. "Folks'll 
wonder where I am." 

"Somebody," said Beebee seriously, 
"must have told Tex Blanco.'' 

"Probably was Bootie Cooper," 
growled Henry. ''That man ain't got a 
bit of civic pride." 

They went tramping back down along 
the dusty road, while Marion watched 
them from "the window, a half smile on 
her face. Little Jimmy sat very straight 
in his seat, his eyes on the Beebee chil
drm and at Ella Hall, who stuck out her 
tongue at the teacher's back. 

Ora8hl Marion whirled in time to see 
a pencil box rebound off the top of Ella's 

desk, scattering pencils in every direction. 
Jinuny was on his feet, his eyes snapping. 

"Who threw that box?" asked Marion. 
"Jinuny Hastings," said Joe Beebee. 

"I seen him, teacher." 
"Yo're dem right I throwed it," 

piped Jimmy bravely. "And it didn't 
hit where I meant for it to either." 

"He threw it right at me." declared 
Joe. 

"Yo're a lyin' chuckwalla!" shrilled 
Jimmy. "I throwed it at Ella Hall. 
She stuck out her tongue at the teacher." 

Marion struck the side of a seat with a 
rul&. 

"Be quiet, all of you!" 
She came slowly over to Jimmy and 

looked down at him. 
"Why did you do that, Jimmy?" 
He looked up at her, hili blue eyes very 

brave and earnest. 
"I don't let nobody run a blazer on 

you," he said. 
Marion walked away and sat down at 

her desk. There was no punishment 
meted out that time. Joe Beebee stayed 
around the schoolhouse that night until 
Andy Hastings took Jimmy home, and 
Marion knew he had boon instructed to 
wait and see if Tex Bianco came after 
the little boy. 

That night Mrs. Cooper asked Marion 
to ride to Garnet with her on .Saturday. 

"I want to see if I can get somethin' 
different for a new dress," she told 
Marion. "Hootie won't keep no stock. 
Says that everybody sends to a mail 
order house for their stuff, anyway. 
We can get an early start from here and 
git back early in the afternoon.'' 

Marion was glad to go. Hootie heard 
about the trustees' waiting until nine 
o'clock for Tex and gurgled with joy. 
It was his idea of a good joke. Of course, 
he did not know why Tex didn't come. 

"I had a invite for you, Marion," he 
told her. "Cleve Tolman asked me if I 
thought you'd go to Garnet with him 
to a dance tomorrow night." 

"I don't reckon Marion wants any 
second hand invitations," said Ma Cooper 
quickly. 
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"Not any, thanks," laughed Marion. 
"I can tell him that?" 
"Certainly." 
"Well," laughed l\�Ia Cooper, "I had 

the same thing put to me by Oscar 
Johnson,· and I told him he better ask 
you himself. They're all seared of you, 
Marion." 

"And Lester Cline wants to meet you," 
grinned Hootie. "I told him he'd wait 
a long time for me to introduce him. 
He's my rival in everythin', · except 
kerosene. Some day he'll bum out, like 
I did, and then he'll quit handlin' it." 

The next two days were uneventful. 
Things were going smoothly at the school. 
Marion saw nothing of Tex Blanco, but 
she did see Cleve Tolman and, by his 
oold nod, she concluded that Bootie had 
told him her decision regarding the 
dance invitation. 

Came Saturday morning, and the ride 
to Gamet. Mrs. Cooper was a capable 
driver, and Bootie's buckskin team, 
hitched to a buckboard, desired nothing 
so much as open road and plenty of it. Mrs. Cooper weighted do'Wll one side 
of the seat so badly that Marion felt 
herself perched high on the opposite side, 
where she clung to the seat with one hand, 
her hat with the other. 

They made the trip to Gamet in 
record time, and spent the rest of the 
forenoon in shopping a.t Gamet's two 
small stores, and watching one train go 
through. They ate at a Chinese res· 
taurant. where they met Windy March. 
He had been a.t the dance the night before, 
and was red eyed. 

"Shore had a good time," he told them. 
"You should have been there, Miss 
Evans." 

"Why didn't you ask her to go?" 
qUeried Ma Cooper. 

"Why-uh-by golly, I didn't dunk 
she'd go. I heard she turned down Cleve 
Tolman." 

"News,"' pronounced Ma. Cooper, 
"shore does get around. Was Cleve 
Tolman there, Windy?" 

"Nope. Annie Hall came with Lester 
Cline. Oscar Johnson came alone and 

hated Lester all evenin'. Annie won't go 
with Oscar since he tried to kill her in 
Pat Lynch's buckboard. She's kinda 
walked with a hitch ever since." 

"Treat 'em rough, that's Oscar," 
laughed Ma Cooper. 

Windy finished his lunch and went out 
to his stage duties. He drove out of 
town about fifteen minutes ahead of them, 
going toward Pineville. 

"We'll let him get well ahead," said 
Ma Cooper. "That road ain't wide 
enough to do much passin' on, and we 
don't want to eat his dirt all the way 
home." 

The buckskins were still willing to 
travel, and they knew they were going 
home. Mile after mile they reeled off 
at a steady trot, fighting against the pull 
of the bits, until they came to a stiff pull 
up a winding grade, where they slowed 
to a walk. 

Once over the top they surged into a 
trot again, across the mesa. At the far 
side of the mesa, where the road wound 
down to the valley level again, Ma Cooper 
drew up the team for a breathing spell. 

BELOW them the y�llow ribbon of 
road wound in and out through the 

clumps of brush, and far beyond, marked 
by a patch of green, was the B Arrow 
ranch. Farther along was the green ribbon, 
that marked the course of Stormy River. 

"Why, there is the stage down there!" 
exclaimed Marion, pointing down the 
hill. "See it down there, just beyond that 
little ravine." 

"I see it," said Ma Cooper. 
Theirs was almost a bird's eye view 

of the stage, which was not over three 
hundred yards from them, on an air 
line. It appeared as if the driver was 
sitting very straight on the seat, with 
both hands in the air. For several 
moments they watched the scene below 
them. Then Ma Cooper fairly exploded: 

"A holdup! Can't you see it, Marion? 
My Lord! There's a man just back of 
the stage. Can you see him?" 

"Yes, I can see him," said Marion 
nervously . .  
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They saw the driver's arms d�op down, 
and the stage lurched ahead, the driver 
still sitting stiffly, apparently looking 
straight ahead. 

"But where is the man who was be
hind the stage?'' pondered Marion. 

"He hit for the brush. I'll betcha they 
saw us." · 

For possibly ten minutes they sat and 
watched the brushy country below them, 
but caught no sight of the · man. Far 
out toward the B Arrow ranch trailed the 
dust cloud of the fast traveling stage. 

''Well, that's that," declared Ma 
-

Cooper. "That's the first holdup I ever 
.seen. · Giddap, broncs." 

"But aren't you afraid to pass that 
spot?" asked Marion. 

"Good grief, no ! They've pulled out a 
long time ago." 

They stopped where the tracks of the 
stage had turned slightly off of the road. 

"This is the place where they stopped." 
said .Ma Cooper. 

But. Marion did not express an opinion. 
Her eyes were riveted on something just 
beyond the fresh tire marks of the stage, 
where the sunlight flashed back the colors 
of a fire-opal. 

Slowly she dismounted from the buck
board and went over to it. 

"What is it Marion?" asked Ma 
Cooper. 

Marion came back with the heavy 
Colt revolver in her hand. 

"Either Windy or the robber dropped 
it!" exclaimed Ma Cooper, "and it don't 
look like a gun Windy March might own. 
Golly, ain't them handles pretty? Say, 
what's the matter with you, Marion? 
Too much sun?" 

Marion tried to speak, but finally 
shook her head, as she rested one. hand 
a�ainst the wheel of the buckboard. 

'What in the world is the matter with 
you, honey?" 

"Didn't you ever see that gun?" asked 
Marion weakly. 

"Not to my knowledge; did you?" . 
"It it's Tex Blanco's gun." 
"Whooee-cc! Tex Blanco's gun? Then 

· T:ex_· " 

Ma Cooper did not finish. She leaned 
across the seat · and touched Marion on • 

the ann. 
"Get in here," she said. 
Marion obeyed, holding the gun in 

both hands. . 

"I didn't know how you felt, honey," 
said Ma Cooper. "That evidence would 
send Tex up for several years.. Thi�· here 
is our secret. We'll throw that gun in the 
river and forget it." 

Marion nodded dumbly. 
"You are awful good, Ma Cooper." 
"You forget that part of it. I'm not so 

good. I'm jist human, honey. Just 
remember that we never seen no holdup.� 
Are you sure about that gun?" 

"I think so, Ma. He he earried one 
just like it." 

"Any man is a fool to pack a gun you 
can identify him by, anyway. And that's 
a gaudy thing. I never had any jewelry 
half as gaudy as them handles. G�ddap, 
broncs!'' 

HII,E Ma Cooper and Marion 
Evans drove on to Pineville, 

Windy March galloped his four horses 
down the main street of town and drew 
up at· the post office. Windy had ex
perienced his first holdup, and he wanted 
everybody in the town to hear about it. 

Luckily the sheriff and his deputy were 
at the office. They came on the run, 
when some one yelled through their 
doorway that the stage had been robbed. 
Inside of three minutes the stage was 
surrounded, listening to Windy tell how 
it happened. 

"Jist at the bottom, this side of the 
mesa," he told them, "rope tied _across 
the road,_ belly high to a bronc, and with 
a cloth danglin' from it. My leaders 
comes· to a stop. And then I hears a voice 
from the brush a-tellin' me to put up 
my hands and keep -lookin' ah�d. They 
also tells me that if I look- aro\md I'll 
see Saint Peter. . 

"Not bein'· wishful to see him, J does 
as I'm told. I'm sure there'� two men, 
'cause I hears 'em whisperin'. Tl)ey 
shore took everythin' they wan_te4. My 
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little old �rong box is gone, I know that 
much. Then they told me to look east 
and keep lookin' east, or I'd git a quick 
chance to visit some of my very, very 
old '8.1lce!Jt0rs. After while I hears one of 
'em say: 

" 'All right; look up the road again.' 
And then I seen that the rope was gone. 

•• 'Drive straight ahead and don't look 
back,' said one of 'em, and that's what 
I done. l tell you, they knowed what 
they was doin'. I ne':'er seen a danged 
one of 'em, and their voices sounded like 
they had a bad cold." 

"At this side of the mesa, eh?" queried 
the sheriff. 

"Jist at the bottom, Sheriff. I reckon ;'��� see where I swung a little off the 

The sheriff and the deputy ran to the 
stable, saddled their horses, equipped 
themselves with rifles and beaded out of 
town. The sheriff knew that there was 
little use of trying to do anything, but it 
seemed that the public expected them 
at least to make a show of doing some
thing. 

Just at the Stormy River ford they met 
Ma cOoper and Marion, and waited for 
the buckboard to make the crossing. 
Ma Cooper drew up the team. 

"Did you just come from Garnet?" 
asked the sheriff . 

. "We shore did,'' laughed Ma Cooper. 
"All the way." 

"How far were you behind the stage, 
Mrs. Cooper?" 

"I dunno. Windy drove away about 
fifteen minutes ahead of us. Why?" 

"He was held up at this side of the 
mesa. You was lucky not to run into it?" 

"Good grief! Held up, you say? 
What did they get?" 

"I didn't stop to find out. We're just 
ridin' foolish, I suppose." 

They lifted their hats and rode on 
across the river, while Ma. Cooper 
chuckled to herself. 

"Well, I didn't have to lie, did I, 
honey? They didn't ask me if we saw 
it. And if we hadn't seen them first, 
they might have seen you dump that 

gun in the river, if you had tried to dump 
it. Now, what'll we do with it?" 

"I shall keep it,'' said. Marion, "down 
in the bottom of my trunk, Ma. It's aa 
safe there as it would be in the river." 

"That's fine. Wrap it up in a piece of 
paper and get it in the trunk as fast as 
you can. Half the people in this country 
prob'ly know Tex Blanco packs that kind 
of a gun, and if the sheriff knew you had 
it, he'd put two and two together and 
figure you found it at the holdup." 

"I could swear that Tex Blanco gave it 
to me." 

"Don't be silly! Even in this country, 
men don't make girls pre8ellts of .45 
Colts. Keep it hid." 

"Oh, I suppose rm foolish," said 
Marion. "It doesn't make him any less 
the criminal." 

"You'd be surprised to know how many 
honest men are criminals, honey. And 
a man ain't a criminal until he's caught. 
Go ahead and be foolish. That's a wo
man's privilege. when a certain man is 
concerned." 

But the sheriff found nothing, except 
where the stage had turned out-and a 
woman's tracks in the sand. There were 
men's tracks too, but they meant nothing 
in the dust and sand. The woman had a 
small foot and wore high heels. 

The marks of the buckboard, with its 
narrow tires, also cut the outside of the 
road, and the tracks led from these. 

"What do you make of them?" asked 
Oscar, the deputy. · 

The sheriff shook his head thoughtfully. 
"I dunno. Them two wimmin stopped 

here in the buckboard, and one of them 
walked over there. The tracks show she 
walked straight out there and straight 
back. She either found somethin', or 
she walked out there to look at some-
thin'." • 

"Mebby we better ask 'em, Pat." 
"'�-m-m. You don't know much 

about wimmin, do you, Oscar? If you did, 
you'd know better. Either their answer 
wouldn't be worth a damn tO us, or they 
wouldn't tell." 

· 

"That ain't 1\Irs. Cooper's feet prints," 
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said Oscar. "She wears a flat heel shoe.'' 
"You ort to be a detective, Oscar." 
"Yeah, I reckon so. I could do as well 

as Scars did. Do you reckon this holdup 
was pulled by the bunch who sent the 
note to Sears?" 

"I hope so, Oscar. I'd hate to think 
that there was two tough outfits in our 
little county. Now lenune see. They'd 
likely pull southwest from here, so we'll 
take a little ride down thataway and see 
what we can pick up." 

But after an hour or so of fruitless 
riding, they swung in past the B Arrow 
ranch, where they found Andy Hastings 
putting a new brace on the big ranch 
house gate. He was working alone, so 
they stopped to talk with him. 

After a few minutes of general conver
sation the sheriff asked him if Tex was 
at home. 

"I ain't seen him today," said Andy. 
"He went to the dance at Gamet last 
night, I think. Prob'ly got into a poker 
game and stayed all night. What's new, 
Pat?" 

"Nothin' much, Andy. How's the 
little kid gettin' along in school?'' 

"Jimmy? He's doin' fine. Tells me 
he's had several good fights already, 
and thinks education is a great thing for 
a man. He's shore strong for the new 
teacher. Wants to give her a horse, so 
she can go ridin' with him." 

"Lotsa punchers around here feel the 
same about it," grinned Oscar. "She 
could have a swell remuda, if she'd jist 
do a little acooptin'. I'd start it with a 
couple good broncs, myself." 

"I'll betcha," grinned Andy. 
"Here comes Tex now," said the sheriff, 

as a horse and rider came into view down 
the road. 

Tex. was riding slowly and, as he drew 
closer, they could see that his face was 
rather pale. His gray sombrero was 
drawn rather rakishly over one eye and 
he did not smile. It was rather unusual 
for Tex. not to smile. He merely nodded 
shortly to them and rode through the gate. 
They watched him dismount stiffly at the 
stable and lead his horse inside. 

''Must 'a' had a hard night,'' smiled 
th� sheriff. 

"I sh'd say he has!" exclaimed Andy. 
"It ain't like old Tex to act thataway. 
Hm-m-m. Well, it's his business." • 

"Shore is," nodded Oscar. "See you 
later, Andy." 

"Yeah. Drop in any time. •• 
They rode on toward Pineville and, 

when they were out of earshot of the 
ranch, Oscar turned to the sheriff. 

"What do you think of that?" 
"Think of what, Oscar?" 
"Tex has been in a mixup, Pat. 

Didn't you notice how he was wearin' his 
hat? Coverin' a bump, I'll betcha. And 
his neckerchief had blood spots on it, too. 
And l].Ot only that, but he didn't have no 
gun in his holster." 

"I didn't notice,';' confessed the sheriff. 
"And he looked as though he had slept 

in his clothes." 
"Oscar, you ought to be a detective." 
"Well, mebby that's true, but I ain't." 
"Do you think we ought to go back and 

ask Tex what happened to him?" 
"Not now, Paddy. With that expres· 

sion on his face, I'd be scared to even ask 
him what time it is. That's the first time 
I ever seen Tex. without his smile." 

"That's true. Keep still about them 
tracks in the sand, Oscar. And don't say 
anythin' about Tex. If we're ever goin' 
to put the deadwood on anybody, we've 
got to stop tellin' the world what we 
suspect." 

··wE;:
1
!'���

.
!';-teum· you, so you 

Luke Jones straightened up and kicked 
the oven door shut with a bang. Stand· 
ing in the kitchen doorway was Shorty 
Gallup, a limp cigaret hanging in- the 
comer of his mouth. 

••You think so, do you?" he sneered. 
"I don't think nothin' about it-I 

know! You may be foreman of this old 
TD ranch, but I'm foreman of this kitch· 
en. Don't come around here a-tellin' me 
what to do, or how to do it. By golly, I 
was cookin' food for he-men when you 
wasn't weaned yet." 
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"Ob, you can cook, if you want to, 
Luke. But you're layi.n' down on the job. 
Cleve knows it. We was talkin' about it 
last night." 

"The hell you was! You and Cleve, 
eh? Lissen t' me, Shorty. Any old time 
I don't suit Cleve Tolman, he can come 
and tell me and not send a dirty eared 
puncher to pack his messages. Yes, you 
are. You ain't washed farther back than 
the front of your faoo since you owned 
your first pair of chaps. You jist run 
along and be foreman of the cows." 

Shorty snorted disgustedly and went 
down to th,e corral, where Eddie Grimes 
and Matt Sturgis were fooling around 
with a hanuner headed buckskin. Shorty 
sauntered into the corral and leaned 
against the fence. 

"Whatcha goin' to do with him?" he 
asked. 

"Goin' to ride him," grunted Matt, 
working up the rope. 

"Eddie goin' to ride him?" 
There was a sneer in Shorty's question. 

Eddie did not pretend to be a bronc 
rider. ' 

"I'm g9in' to ride him," said Matt. 
"I thought so." 
Shorty came over, took hold of the rope 

and shoved Eddie aside. 
"You better go and set on the fence," 

he said roughly, and then added mali
ciously, "and let the men do the work." 

Matt laughed. Eddie let loose of the 
rope, but made no move to get away. 

"Git out of here!" snapped Shorty. 
"Ain't you even got sense enough to take 
an order?" 

"Not that kind of an order," replied 
Eddie evenly. 

:Matt turned and looked at Eddie, 
whose back was partly turned to him, 
and winked at Shorty. 

. "What kind of an order do you need?" 
queried Shorty. 

"White man's talk, Shorty. You talk 
like a baby." 

Shorty had gathered up the slack of the 
lariat, and now he slashed Eddie across 
the face. It was a cowardly thing to do, 
but did little damage. except to blind 

Eddie for a moment. In that moment 
Shorty dropped the rope and sprang in, 
trying to hit Eddie with his fists. 

Eddie backed away, blocking the blows 
with his elbows, bobbing his head up and 
down to escape the flying fists, but quick
ly got set and came back, swapping 
punches with Shorty. 1 

Neither of them showed any science. 
It was just a case of slug, slug, slug with 
both men trying to send over a finishing 
blow. It was Eddie who landed it. One 
of his wild uppercuts crashed against the 
point of Shorty's jaw, and the TD fore
man went to his haunches. 

Almost at the same moment, Matt 
Sturgis smashed Eddie between the angle 
of his jaw and the ear, and Eddie went' 
down on his hands and knees, too dazed 
to realize that Shorty had surged to his 
feet and was trying to kick him. 

"That's kind& dirty, don'tcha think?" 
asked a voice. 

Shorty turned quickly, blinking his 
still dazed eyes at the two cowboys who 
had ridden up close to the fence and were 
looking at him with great disapproval. 
Eddie got to his feet, wondering what it 
was all about. 

The men were strangers to the cow
boys in the corral, but Shorty was still so 
dazed and angry that he blurted

"Don't horn in on somethin' that's 
none of your business." 

"I suppose not," said the taller of the 
two riders easily, "but just the same it 
shore looked like a dirty trick to me, 
pardner." 

"Well, I'll be damned!" 
Shorty came over closer to the fence 

and stared at the strangers. 
The one who had done all the talking 

was well over six feet tall, rather slender, 
with a long, serious face, level gray eyes 
and a wide mouth. The other was short
er, broad of shoulder, with a rather 
blocky face, creased heavily with merry 
wrinkles, his blue eyes rather large and 
inquiring. 

The taU one rode a tall gray horse, 
the short one a sorrel, and behind them 
was a bay mare, carrying a pack. Doth 
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men were dressed in range clothes and 
both needed a shave. 

Eddie Grimes walked over to the .gate 
and let himself out of the corral, while 
Shorty and Matt considered the strangers. 

"Jist about where did you come from?" 
demanded Shorty. · 

''That," said the tall, gray eyed one, 
"is our business, if you're so particular 
about personal business." 

"Is that so?" 
Shorty felt his damaged jaw. Matt 

Sturgis had nothing to say, but shifted 
uneasily from one foot to the other under 
the steady stare of the gray eyes. . 

"Is that the road to Pineville out 
there?" 

Matt nodded quickly. The tall cow
boy gave Shorty a sharp glance, before 
he turned his horse and rode away from 
the corral. Eddie Grimes was coming 
from the bunkhouse, carrying his war 
sack in one· hand. He called to the 
strangers.-

" Are you goin' to Pineville?" 
"Shore am," replied the tall cowboy. 
"Wait a minute and I'll ride with you, 

if you don't mind; I'm through with this 
·place.'' 

"You're right you are!" yelled Shorty. 
Eddie loo�ed toward the corral, laughed 

shortly and looked at the strangers. 
"He's the foreman of this ranch." 
They waited until Eddie had saddled 

his horse, while Shorty and Matt watched 
them from between the poles of the cor
ral. Eddie rode up to the kitchen door 
and called to old Luke, who came to the 
doorway. 

"I'm pullin' out, Luke/' he said. 
"Yeah? Well, be good to yourself, 

Eddie. I don't blame you." 
"I'll probably see you soon again, 

Luke." 
"Shore. I may not stay long m'self. 

Adios." 
Eddie rode toward the gate and the 

strangers followed him out. 
"This is the TD ranch," explained 

Eddie as he fastened the gate behind 
them. "The foreman's name is Gallup, 
Shorty Gallup. That other polecat is 

named Matt ·Sturgis. My na�e is Eddie 
Grimes." . 

He swung back on his horse and the tall 
cowboy shook hands with him. 

"My name's Hartley," he said. "My 
pardner is Stevens." 

Eddie shook hands with him, and they 
headed for Pineville. 

"J'M GLAD you showed up when you 
did," gr�ned Eddie. "You see, I 

wasn't lookin' tor Matt to pop me that
away." 

"And Mr. Gallup was aimin' to put the 
boots to you, I observed." 

"I .g uess he was." 
"We came across the range from Piney 

Lake," said Hartley. "Never been over 
here before. We struck that creek this 
side of the summit and followed it all the 
way to the ranch." 

· 

"Lobo Creek," said Eddie. "Quite a 
trip over from Piney Lake." 

"Took us two days. How are things 
over here, Grimes?" 

"All right, I guess. I've been with the 
'I'D for quite a while. Everythin' was fine 
until Buck Dennig got killed and Cleve 
Tolman hired ShortyGallupas·aforeman." 

�'Not much good, eh?" 
"Overbearin' little pup. He got 

whipped a short time ago by Frank Judd, 
of the B Arrow. Thinks he's a fighter and 
is always lookin' for trouble. I'll have 
to come back and get my wages from Tol
man, I suppose." . 

"How did this Dennig get killed'?" 
"Murdered. Somebody smashed him 

on the head one night and stole ten thou
sand dollars from him. Nobody knows 
who done it." 

· , 

"Hashknife, we must be in a land of 
milk and honey," laughed Steven�. 
"Cowboy packing ten thousand!" 

"Well, it ain't � common thing," 
laughed Eddie. 

"Don't mind Sleepy," grinned Hash
knife Hartley. "He's always jumpin' at 
conclusions." 

"Buck was the first man I ever knew 
who carried that much money," said 
Eddie. 
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"Wasn't anythin' done to find out who 
killed him?" asked Hashknife curiously. 

"Sure. The sheriff talked with the 
prosecutin' attorney and they both talked 
with Cleve Tolman. They held an in· 
quest and decided that Buck had been 
murdered. Then the cattle association 
sent a detective over here, and he lasted 
long enough to be warned out of ihe 
valley." 

Hashknife la-ughed softly. 
"You've had quite a lot of excitement 

around here, it seems." 
"Plenty. Day before yesterday the 

stage was held up between Garnet and 
Pineville and three thousand taken. The 
sheriff rode down, looked over the spot 
where the robbery had taken place and 
came home." 

"A very unmoral pla.ce," sighed Hash
knife. 

"You ain't a preacher, are you?" asked 
Eddie quickly. 

Hashknife laughed and shook his head. 
"Not by any means, Grimes. My 

father was a minister. He rode the Milk 
River range, pa.ckin' the Gospel ando�� a. 
Winchester. Sort of a bunkhouse sky 
pilot, you know. Me, I'm just a puncher, 
tha'sall." 

"Lookin' for work?" 
"�in' kinda lazy-no. We might 

take a job." 
"There's a vacancy at the TD, you 

know." 
"Yeah, I know; but I'm afraid the 

foreman might not want my services. 
Anyway, there's two of us." 

"That's right. I'm afraid you'll have 
a hard job gettin' on here for the 
winter." · 

"Meb'by we won't want to," said Sleepy 
Stevens. "I shore don't want to spend no 
winter in a place where they hold up folks. 
I scare easy." 

Eddie Grimes looked sidewise at the 
broad shoulders and the square jaw of 
Sleepy Stevens, noting the heavy Colt 
in its weathered holster, the easy sway of 
the body, a sway which is only acquired 
by years in the saddle. 

"I'll bet you do;'' agreed Eddie. 

"Any old time they start trouble, I've 
shore got a lot of goin' awa.y to do," said 
Sleepy seriously. 

Just before they reached Pineville 
they met Cleve Tolman, riding alone. He 
looked curiously at Hashknife and Sleepy, 
but Grimes did not introduce him. 

"I quit the TD a little while ago," he 
told Tolman. 

"Quit, eh. Kinda sudden, wasn't it, 
Eddie?" 

"I suppose you might say it was, 
Cleve. Had a run in with Shorty. Him 
and Matt kinda double teamed on me." 

"Y ea.-a·ah?" Tolman looked him over 
curiously. "You don't seem to be hurt 
much." 

"No, I didn't get hurt much, Cleve!' 
"Shorty fire you?" 
"I quit. And I don't mind tellin' you 

that you'll lose more men, unless yo.u fire 
Shorty." 

"I'll run my own business," said Tol· 
man shortly. 

He looked straight at Hashknife, but 
Grimes did not offer to introduct them. 
Tolman reached in his pocket and drew 
out a wallet. 

"I owe you about thirty-five dollars," 
he said, and gave the money to Grimes. 

"You better tell Shorty to , lay ·oft' of 
Luke, or you'll lose your cook," said 
Gfimes, pocketing the money. 

"I can run my own business, Grimes." 
"Mebby you can, Cleve." 
"No mebby about it." 
Tolman nodded shortly and rode on. 
"That's the man who inherited Buck 

Dennig's half of the TD." said Grimes, as 
they rode on toward town. 

Hashknife looked curiously at Grimes, 
but did not ask him just why he said 
that. It sounded as if Tolman might 
have had something to do with Buck's 
demise. 

"Wasn't anybody hurt in the stage 
robbery, was there?" asked Hasbknife. 

Grimes laughed shortly. 
"No shots fired. Windy March was 

scared half to death, I reckon. Got 
something to talk about for the rest of his 
life. though." 
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and secured a room at the Pineville 
Hotel. The sheriff had seen them ride 
in, and he was just a little curious about 
who they were; so he appeared at the 
hotel, where Grimes had also secured a. 
room, and Grimes was accommodating 
enough to introduce them. 

"I saw you oome in," said the sheriff. 
"Prospectin'?" 

"No--o-o," said Hashknife thought
fully. "You see, we ain'f got no shovel." 

"I noticed you didn't." 
"We rode in over the divide from Piney 

Lake," said Hashknife. "Follered down 
Lobo Creek and hit the TD." 

"Aimin' for Pineville, eh?" 
"Well, not exactly; just aimin' to hit 

this valley." 
"Never been here before?" 
"Never have, Sheriff. Nice little town 

you've got here." 
" 'Sail right, Hartley. Goin' to be here 

awhile?" 
"Couple days, prob'ly. We're just 

lookin' around." 
"Fine. 1\Iake my office your head

quarters while you're in town, will you?" 
''Thanks." 
The sheriff went away, and they headed 

for a. restaurant. 
"It strikes me that your sheriff is full 

or questions," grinned Hashknife. 
"Ph, shore," laughed Grimes. "Pat's 

a question box. But he's all right. You'll 
like him fine. He's got a big Swede depu
ty, and they quarrel all the time. Both 
good men, but they' don't think very fast." 

"Pat is kinda touchy about the killin' 
of Dennig and this stage robbery. He 
don't know which way to tum, so he 
stands still. Mebby that's the best thing 
to do, after all." 

They ·ate their meal and wandered 
around the town. The stage came in, 
and with the driver was an angular per
son, with a black mustache and a large 
nose. Hashknife, Sleepy and Grimes 
walked past the stage, while Windy was 
taking off the mail, and spoke to the 
black mustached passenger. 

"Hello, Alex. How's everythin' in 
Wallgate?" 

"All right, Eddie. How's everythin' at 
the ranch?" 

"Same as ever. I quit today!' 
"The bell you did! What's the 

matter?" 
''Too much foreman." 
The man laughed, as be climbed down 

from the stage. 
"I don't blame you," he said seriously. 
"How's your brother, Alex?" 
"Gettin' along fine, Eddie-thanks." 
They strolled along and Grimes told 

them that this was Alex McLean, one of 
the TD cowboys, whose brother had been 
very sick at Wallgate, twenty miles 
south of Gamet; and McLea.n had been 
down to see him. 

"Alex is a good man," declared Grimes. 
"About the first time Shorty tries to ride 
him, he'll bust Shorty wide open.•• 

McLean watched the three men walk 
down the street, and turned to the post
office, where be met the sheriff. 

"Hello, Alex," grinned the sheriff. 
"How's your brother?•• 

"Gettin' along fine, Pat. Wasn't as 
bad as they thought he was. Kinda hard 
to kill a McLea.n. Do you know who 
them two strange cowboys are wi� 
Eddie Grimes?" 

"Oh, I met 'em awhile ago, Alex. 
Hartley and Stevens. They came in from 
Piney Lake. Came over the divide and 
follered Lobo Creek to the TD." 

"Y ea-a-ah?" Alex lifted his black brows 
slightly, shut one eye and appeared to be 
thinking deeply. 

"Piney Lake, eb? They told you that, 
Pat?" 

"Sure.'• 
"Hm-m-m-m. , Piney Lake, eh? By 

golly, they shore cut one big circle. I' 
seen 'em in Wallgate three days ago." 

"In Wallgate, three days-you shore 
about that, Alex?" 

"They ain't a pair to mistake very 
easy, Pat." 

''Three days ago, eh? And they rode 
in from Piney Lake. Iftbey left Wallgate 
three_ days ago, they couldn•t have got 
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to Piney Lake short of t\ :> days. even if 
they went over Lobo Pass, and that's the 
way they came back." 

''That's right, Pat." 
"�-m-m-m. Alex, do me a favor, 

will you? Don't say nothin' about this to 
anybody? You heard about the stage 
bein' stuck up for three thousand dollars, 
didn't you?" 

"I did." 
"Well, don't say anythin' ." 
''That's an order with me, Pat. I'm 

headin' for the ranch right away, and if 
you want me, I'm there. Sa.bef" 

''Tha:nk you, Alex." 

ALEX was not very reliable. He had a .rl.. number of drinks at the Stormy 
River Saloon and took a quart of liquor 
with him when he went to the livery 
stable after his horse. Several of the boys 
were at the TD, when he arrived, and 
they all went to the bunkhouse with 
Alex, who was just drunk enough to be 
talkative. 

_ "I seen Eddie in town,'' he told Shorty, 
who felt of his tender jaw and took a 
deep drink. "Said he quit." 

"I fired him.'' declared Shorty. 
"Wasn't worth a hoot. He ain't got no 
nerve." 

''Throwed in with a couple strangers.'' 
sai4 Alex. 

''Tbasso?" Shorty did not mention the 
fact that he had seen the two strangers. 

"Did you bring that bottle specially for 
Shorty?" asked Bud Severn. 

"Take it,'' growled Shorty, passing it 
to Bud, who took a drink and passed the 
bottle to Matt Sturgis. 

"Who were the strangers?" asked Bud. 
"I dunno," grinned Alex. "Couple 

awful liars, Bud. Said they come over 
the hill from Piney Lake. That's a two 
day trip." 

"You're drunk:' grunted Bud. ''Or 
did they tell you they made it in a day?" 

''They didn't tell me nothin' ; but they 
told the sheriff they come over the hump 
from Piney Lake." 

"Better cache that bottle," advised 
Bud. 

''Think I'm drunk, do you?" grinned 
Alex. "Well, listen t' me, will you? I 
seen them two jiggers in Wa.llgato three 
days ago. If they came here from Piney 
Lake, they shore flew. My goo-og-ri-fee 
may not be the best there is in the world, 
but-" 

''They couldn't do it," declared Shorty. 
"That's what the sheriff thinks." 
"Ain't none of his business, if a man 

wants to lie," said Bud. "Gimme back 
that bottle, Matt." . 

"Mebby he'll make it his business," 
grinned Alex. "You must remember that 
two men held up the stage two days ago, 
and it's only twenty miles from Wallgate 
to Gamet." 

"Well, that's different," grunted Bud, 
wiping off the neck of the bottle on his 
sleeve. 

"But why in hell would they come ba.ck 
here?" queried Alex. ''That beats me." 

"Mebby .they thought there was more 
easy money in this valley," �ughed 
Shorty. "Is the sheriff gain' to jail 'em?" 

"I dunno. He told me to keep it under 
my hat, so I ain't told nobody outside of 
my own gang." 

"You're a lot like the feller who said he 
had confided his secret to only one party, 
the Republican party," laughed Bud. 

"Well, I know it won't go no further," 
said Alex, trying to get the cork in the 
empty bottle. 

"You better lay down and sleep it off," 
advised Shorty. 
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Sleepy came down to his office and made 
themselves at home, talking intelligently 
about his office and its duties; so much so, 
in fact, that he was just a little suspicious 
that they were pumping him. 

They did not mention any of the things 
that bad been worrying him, and finaUy 
they went away, promising to come again. 
He went to Heffner's office and laid the 
facts. as he had them from McLean, be
fore the prosecuting attorney, who sucked 
on the butt of a cheap cigar, his feet on 
the desk top. 
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"No evidence there," decided Heffner. 
"Man h.a.s a. perfect right to lie. Pat. At 
least that seems to be the general opinion 
in a cow conntry. Do they lool. like sus
picious characters?" 

"No, they don't, Mort. The tall one 
looks plwnb through you, and the other 
one laughs at you. But it strikes me that 
if they wanted to rob a stage, all hell 
wouldn't stop that stage from bein' 
robbed. I saw the brands on their horses 
and looked 'em up in the registry, but 
they ain't from this State. They'regoin' 
to be here a few days, so they told me." 

"Well, just keep an eye on 'em, Pat. 
If they start gambfu).g, watch their 
money. That three thousand was mostly 
in twenty dollar gold certificates." 

"I'll watch out for that. Have you 
been doin' any thinkin' about Buck 
Dennig's money, Mort. Somebody 
around here has that money; and the 
man who has it is the man who killed 
poor old Buck. But I can't think of 
anythin' to do." 

Heffner shook his head slowly. 
''Not an idea, Pat. I wish we had a de

tective. I don't mean one like Sears." 
• "He wouldn't stand a chance--no more 
than Sears did." 

"Not if he was known. Sears was a 
fool to tell who he was." 

"What else could he do? He was a 
stranger here." 

"That's true, Pat. I suppose we'll 
have to go along in our dwnb way, 
leaving it unsolved." 

But Pat didn't agTee with him. Heff
ner was too much inclined- to let things 
slip along. The sheriff had very little 
detective ability, usually thinking in a 
single track way, but he had known and 
admired Buck Dennig for a long time, 
and he wanted to convict the man who 
had murdered him. And he had also done 
considerab'le speculating over those tracks 
he had found beside the road, where the 
stage had been robbed. For some reason 
he thought that Marion Evans and �Irs. 
Cooper knew 80mething. 

Hashknife and Sleepy wandered around 
and finally entered Hootie Cooper's store, 

where they purchased some tobacco. 
Hashknife eyed� Bootie closely. He had 
noted the name on the store sign, and 
now he said: 

"You don't happen to be any relation 
toJimCQ:Oper, whorunsa store in Mizpah, 
Arizona, do you?" 

Bootie's eyes opened wide and his face 
broke into a wide smile. 

"Jim Cooper of Mizpah is my brother. 
You know him?" 

"Bought tobacco from him all last 
winter," laughed Ha.shknife. "My 
name's Hartley, Mr. Cooper." 

They shook hands warmly, and Sleepy 
was introduced. 

· "I thought you two looked alike," said 
Hash knife. 

"Well, I'll be darned!" exploded 
Hootie. ..And you know old Jim, eh? 
Older 'n me. Ain't seen him for five 
year. How was he?" 

"Fine, the last time we seen him." 
"Well, gosh! Say! I'm shore glad to 

meetcha. Didja just arrive here?" 
''Today." 
"Stayin' at the hotel?" 
"Goin' to,'' smiled Hashknife. 
"Good. You're both comin' over to 

my house and have supper with us to
night. I'll tell Ma right away. No, you 
can't lie out of it. We've got to talk. I 
shut up this shebang at six o'clock, and 
you meet me here. Nobody there, except 
Ma and the schoolma'am. Mighty nice 
girl, too. She's folks." 

"Well, that's shore nice of you," smiled 
Hash knife. 

"Shucks! Ma.'ll be glad to see you. 
She likes Jim. She was jist sayin' the 
other day that I ought to write a letter to 
Jim, but he's owed me one for four year. 
We ain't much on letter writin'. You 
meet me here at sh:, or I'll shore comb 
this town for you." 

They promised to meet him at that 
time, and went to the hotel to shave and 
clean up a little. 

"Gotta look smooth to greet the school
ma'am.'' laughed Sleepy. 

"Yeah, and you'll prob'ly fall in love 
with her," grinned Hasbknife, emptying 
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his war bag in search of a clean shirt. 
"You mostly always do, Sleepy." 

"Not with schoolma'ams, cowboy. 
There's where I draw the line." 

Sleep began industriously stropping at 
his razor, whistling unmusically. 

"How do you like the looks of this 
place, Sleepy?" asked Hashknife. 

"Cow town and no trimmin's. Some 
nice folks. Say! I was just wonderin' 
about this Jim Cooper of Mizp;lh. I don't 
remember him, Hashknife." 

"You remember Mizpah, don'tcha?" 
"Well, we was there that one day, 

Ha.shknife." 
"Sure. Remember the windstorm that 

day?" 
"Yea-a-ah. Say, I forgot that. Wasn't 

it a clinger? That was the time the sign 
blow� off the store and almost landed on 
us, wasn't it?" 

"That's the time." 
"But I don't remember no Jim 

Cooper." 
"His name was on that sign." 
Sleepy chuckled softly and began lath

ering his face. 
"You shore got a memory, Ha.shknife," 

he said. 
"WeU," grinned Hashknife, "I seen 

them two words, pninted in big letters, 
Jim Cooper, sailin' right straight for my 
head, so I ought to remember him. Meh
by we didn't meet Jim Cooper, but we 
shore met a signboard by that name." 

"And now, you've got to talk all ev«? 
nin' about Jim Cooper." 

"Not necessarily. We can change the 
subject. You can get in a corner and 
talk to the teacher." 

·�y time I do ! I may be a lady's 
man, but I'm no teacher's pet. You can 
have her." 

"Is that a promise?" laughed Hash-
knife. 

· 

"Yeah, and a gift, cowboy." - -
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He had told Mrs. Cooper about them, and 
she welcomed them pleasantly. 

"Small world, ain't it?" she laughed. 

''Funny how you just happened to men
tion Jim to Bootie. Lotsa Coopers, you 
know." 

"Y ea.h, I know it," smiled Hashknife, 
"but Jim Cooper had the biggest sign 
I ever seen. Letters two feet high." 

"He would have,'' chuckled Hootie. 
"Prob'ly spent a lot of time across the 
street, lookin' at that sign." 

"Gents, I want you to meet Miss 
Evans," said Mrs. Cooper. "Miss Evans 
is the schoolteacher. Mr. Hartley and 
Mr. Stevens." 

"Oh, I am pleased to meet both of you," 
said Marion. 

"So'm I," said. Sleepy foolishly. 
Hashknife caught his eye and said 

softly-
" And a gift, Sleepy; remember." 
1\Iarion excused herself tO help Mrs. 

Cooper, and Sleepy whistled softly. 
"Mamma mine, what a looker!" 
"Ain't she nice?" said Bootie softly.· 

"Jist as nice as she looks, too." 
"How do you keep the cowboys away?" 

asked Hashknife. 
"They're scared of her. She's too 

pretty, Hartley." 
"Mm-m-m-m. That's a new way of 

gettin' rid of 'em." 
"Oh, they're shyin' around. Do you 

.know-" Hootie dropped his voice and 
moved in closer- ''wimmin' are queer? 
She could prob'ly pick any man in this 
valley, and I'll be darned if I don't think 
she's stuck on Tex Blanco." 

"Not knowin' Tex Blanco, I don't sabe 
your remark,'' smiled Hashknife. 

"Oh, that's right." Hootie rubbed his 
nose thoughtfully. "l dunno how I come 
to mention it to you, anyway, bein' as 
you're a stranger. Anyway, this Tex 
Blanco is supposed to be a pretty bad 
hmnbre. Lotsa folks think he killed Den
nig. I don't know a thing about it, but 
he ain't thought much of around here. 
Owns the B Arrow ranch, you know." 

"Beauty and the beast, eh?" smiled 
Hash knife. 

"Well, I dunno about that. But ain't 
it fumty that she would pick himf" 

"It probably isn't a. bit fUIUly to her." 
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"No, that's right ... 
Mrs. Cooper called them in to eat 

supper. She seated Sleepy beside Marion. 
It ruined Sleepy's meal. The talk was 
general, but Sleepy said nothing. Hootie 
talked with Hashknife about Jim Cooper, 
and Hashknife bravely kept up his end 
of the conversation, even if he didn't 
know Jim. Ma Cooper believed in the 
stuffing process, and both cowboys did 
their best to please her. 

Marion helped Ma Cooper clear away 
the dishes, leaving the three men at the 
table, enjoying a smoke. Sleepy's face 
was still damp with perspiration and he 
felt like a man who had just been dragged 
from a watery grave. The women had 
gone into the living room, while the three 
men were in a deep discussion. They 
heard a man's voice. 

TM discussion stopped quickly. Hootie 
listened for a moment. 

' 

''The sheriff," he said softly, but made 
no effort to get up from the table. 

The sheriff was saying: 
"I thought I'd just drop in for a minute, 

Mrs. Cooper. There's somethin' that's 
been botherin' me. It's about that stage 
robbery the other day. You was the only 
folks over the road jist after the robbery, 
you know. 

"Well, me and Oscar went right out 
there. You remember we met you at the 
ford. Well, we found where the stage 
had been robbed, and we found where you 
had swung off the road a little in your 
buckboard. And one of you, I reckon it 
was Miss Evans, got out of the buck� 
board, walked about ten feet off to one 
side and then came back to the buck� 
board. Anyway, I reckon it was Miss 
Evans, because· she's the only woman in 
this country that wears them sharp point� 
ed, high heels. Now, Miss Evans. jist 
what did you find out there?" 

The three men strained their ears for 
her answer. 

"1-1 don't know what you mean.'' she 
faltered. 

"Certainly not!" snapped h{a Cooper. 
"Of all things! You got a lot of nerve, Pat 
Lyncll." 

"I just wanted an answer," said the 
sheriff mildly. r 

"Well, you've got it, ain't you?" i. 
"Nope." 
Marion started to say something, but 

Ma Cooper stopped her. 
' 

"You let me talk to him." 
"Well, you tell it. Mrs. Cooper," said 

the sheriff. 
"There's nothin' to tell. You're 

crazy." 
"Mebby. But the tracks are tl)ere. 

Mebby you forgot about tracks." 
"Mebby," said Mrs. Cooper shortly. 
"All I'm tryin' to do is to find out what 

Miss Evans picked up. The tracks 
show-" 

"Since when did you start bein' a 
trailer?" asked Mrs. Cooper. "Readin' 
tracks-the idea!" 

"Oh, I could read 'em plain enough." 
Hootie got to his feet, and the two cow� 

boys followed him through the doorway. 
The sheriff was standing beside the door, 
and he reddened slightly at sight of the 
three men. 

"You ain't tryin' to pin somethin' on 
the wimmin, are you, Pat?" grinned 
Hootie. 

The sheriff shifted his feet nervously. 
"I just came to ask a question, Hootie." 
"I heard you say that before, Pat. 

Well, you got your answer, didn't you?" 
"I got a kind of an answer." 
"That's all anybody ever gets from a 

woman." 
The sheriff sighed. 
"1 reckon so,'' he said. 
He twisted his hat in his hands for a 

moment, before looking at Ma Cooper. 
"I wish you'd think it over, Mrs. 

Cooper," he said. "You know there's 
a law against destroyin' evidence. Com
poundin' a felony, they call it. Think it 
over, will you? Good night." 

He opened the door and stepped out
side, closing the door behind him. Hash� 
knife was watching Marion closely, and he 
knew she was frightened. She looked ap
pealingly at Mrs. Cooper, caught Hash� 
knife's steady gaze and turned her head 
away. 
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"WHJ!��
.
it all about, Ma?" asked 

"You heard what he said, didn't you? 
That's all I know. C'mon, Marion. Gee, he sure settled my supper. I thought 
we was go in' to be arrested." 

Marion followed her into the kitchen, 
and they shut the door between that and 
the dining room. Hootie filled his pipe 
thoughtfully, frowning to himself. Final
ly he grinned at Hashknife and shook his 
head. 

"Wimmin' are fwmy, Hartley." 
"'I suppose they are--most of 'em." 
"That sheriff had his nerve-accusin' 

women," declared Sleepy warmly. 
"Well, he won't get anythin' out of 

Ma," chuckled Hootie. "That woman 
can keep a secret." 

"Do you think she's got one to keep?" 
smiled Hashknife. 

"If she ain't, I don't know her. Any 
time Ma gets mad and talks real fast, 
she's coverin' up somethin'. But it ain't 
nothin' bad. Nossir. Compoundin' a 
felony ! Mebby he thinks Ma and Marion 
held up the stage. Tonight I'm goin' to 
ask Ma for my split of the three thousand, 
or I'll squeal on both of'em." 

Hootie laughed and dropped his pipe 
on the carpet. 

"Set down, boys. I dunno what we're 
all standin' up here for, ·when there's 
plenty chaiis. I'll bet Pat Lynch forgot 
that I told him you was goin' to eat sup
per with us. I told him you was a old 
friend of my brother Jim, down in Mizpah, 
Arizona. He don't know Jim." 

"Pretty good sheriff, ain't he?" 
"Fills the office. Never caught no

body that I ever heard about, but we 
ain't had much crime. Yeah, I reckon 
Pat is as good as the average." 

Ma Cooper and Marion stayed in the 
kitchen long enough to regain their com
posure before coming back to the living 
room, but it was easy to see that Marion 
was disturbed. 

"Did you ever hear a more ridiculous 
thing?" asked Ma Cooper, "The nerve 
of Pat Lynch! Why he acted as though 
we held up the old stage." 

She turned to Hashknife. 
"I don't know what you boys will think 

of us," she said. 
"I think you're mighty good cooks," 

smiled Hashknife. "As far as the sheriff 
is concerned, let's forget him." 

"Aw, he wouldn't know a woman's 
track from a buggy track," said Sleepy. 
"Hoppin' on a woman thataway! And 
even if you did make tracks in his old 
sand, and if you did pick up somethin', 
and if you did-did-" 

"Now, you're all tied up in a string," 
laughed Hashknife. "He means well, 
folks." 

"Well, you know what I mean," said 
Sleepy lamely. 

They stayed about an hour after sup
per, and went back to their hotel. 

''Ain't she a dinger?" asked Sleepy, 
sprawling on the bed. "ldamrna·� mine, 
ain't she a peach, Hashknife?" 

Hashknife slumped down in a chair, 
his shoulders even with his ears, as he 
puffed on a cigaret, his eyes half closed. 

"What do you suppose she picked up, 
Hashknife?" 

But Hashknife did not reply to Sleepy's 
question. And Sleepy would have been 
greatly surprised if he had, because 
Hashknife was not strong for supposi
tions. 

"Jist my luck," mused Sleepy, staring 
at the ceiling. "Here I am, a honest, in
dustrious, clean minded cowboy, with 
a big heart and a soul filled with Iovin' 
kindness, comin' in jist too late. Mopped 
out of a chance of matrimony by a danged 
outlaw. Virtue is its own reward. I 
suppose." 

''Then you think she picked this Tex. 
Blanco, because it was sort of a last re
sort, do you?" asked Hashknife. 

"I never thought about that. Are you 
goin' to bed?" 

"I sure am, Sleepy. I can hear them 
blankets callin' to me right now." 

"Yeah, and you hear somethin' else 
callin' to you." 

Hashknife smiled softly, as he drew off 
his high heeled boots. 

"We're a queer pair of birdies, Sleepy," 
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he said. "Always goin' some place and 
never gettin' there." 

" 'And we pray to the god of the trails 
untrod,' " quoted Sleepy. 

"That's it, cowboy, the trails untrod, 
the other side of the hill. I'm gettin' gray 
hairs and I like to set down and talk 
about the old bunch. That's a sign of 
age. they tell me." 

"Shore is," said Sleepy, tugging at 
a boot. "Old age! that's somethin' I 
hate to look forward to. We can't 
afford to grow old, Ha.shknife. You must 
have been forty your last birthday." 

"Forty-one. And you'll be forty 
pretty soon. The span of a man's life is 
three score years and ten, they say." 

"A peaceable life,'' gnmted Sleepy. 
"Not our kind." 

"A peaceable life. Must be great to just 
drift along from one day to the next, put
tin' up money for old age; no dangers, no-:;�. shootin' at you-just peaiXl every 

"Suppose we try it some day." 
"Some day, sure. �t in; I'll blow out 

the lamp." 
They had been together a )ong time, 

these two. Drifting up and down the 
open lands of the West, from the Alberta 
ranges to the Mexican border, always on �� ��:: ne'Jr content to stay long in 

Hashknife was originally from the Milk 
River country in Montana, while Sleepy 
was from Idaho. Fate drew David 
Stevens to the Hashknife ranch, where he 
met Henry Hartley, who was nicknall\ed 
after that brand, and together they start
ed out to see what was on the other side of 
the bill. 

Because of the fact that he seemed al
ways awake, Dave was nicknamed Sleepy. 
They were intensely human, those two, 
and their sense of humor had carried 
them over many hard bumps. They had 
gambled with fate and had won so many 
times that they were confirmed fatalists. 

Hashknife was the leader. Born with a . 
keen mind, he had developed it through 
observation, and studying human nature, 
especially human fl.ilings, to a point 

where the mere mention qf a mystery 
would cause him to abandon any other 
plans he might have, to solve it. 

But Hashknife wn.s not a manhunter. 
He had no interest in reward notices, no 
extreme dislike for a criminal. To him 
crime was just one of the things that 
happen in the world. according to the 
pendulum of fate. 

Together they would solve a mystery
and ride on. They asked no reward. 
Sometimes they would work for a cattle 
outfit for awhile, gathering a few dollars 
before riding on. Their partnership had 
not been remunerative. In fact, they 
were poorer in pocket than they were the 
day they rode away together. But they 
did not care. They realized that they 
were pawns of fate, moving hither and 
thither aroUnd the board, doing their 
little bit to help to make the world 
better. 

"We've never been in a place where 
they wouldn't welcome us back, Sleepy," 
said Hashkn.ife. "Mebby, when we're 
old, we'll swing back, goin' over the hill 
from th$ other direction." 

T� Ja�J!?i:�:: o��y
o;:�o; J�;� 

when every one in the school seemed to be 
on edge. Two of the larger boys started 
a fight in the yard. and she sent them both 
home with notes to their parents. I\furion 
did not feel physically able to whip them, 
as they were nearly as big as she. 

And to cap the climax, at noon cnme 
Mrs. Bee bee and Mrs. Hall, wives of the 
trustees. Mrs. Hall w� as large as Mrs. 
Cooper-a great, grim faced woman, 
dressed in black, with a small hat, which 
she had trimmed herself. The hat was a 
weird and wonderful creation of arti
ficial wheat, red cherries and a single 
ostrich plume, the whole balanced pre
cariously on the back of her head. 

Mrs. Hall was a thin, scrawny little 
woman, dressed in rusty black, with a 
parrotlike voice and a hoo'ked nose. They 
nodded grimly to Marion and sat down 
at a vacant seat at the rear of the room. 

"Visitin'," ��aid Mrs. Beebee severely. 
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"Oh, I am glad you came," said 
Marion, trying to be pleasant. 

"Mm-m-m-m," said Mrs. Hall dryly 
and dubiously. 

And there they sat all the afternoon, 
saying nothing, listening closely to every
thing. The children seemed to sense 
the strain, too, and went bad according
ly. :Marion had always had trouble- with 
Joe and Mary Beebee, but today they 
seemed doubly possessed of demons. 

Everything went wrong. Even Ella 
Hall, the school tattletale, who was 
usually letter perfect, failed utterly, and 
tried to excuse herself by openly telling 
the teacher she had given her too much 
work. 

:Marion was too miserable to repri
mand her, so Ella went back to her scat, 
her tongue in her cheek, while the black 
clad judges in the rear seat looked at each 
other understandingly. After three hours 
of this, Marion was ready to scream. 

She dismissed school at the regular 
time, expecting that her visitors would 
stay long enough at least to express an 
opinion; but they trailed out with the 
children. She watched them from the 
winJow, going stiffly down the street, 
bobbing their heads, as they talked it 
over, while Ella, Joe and Mary stayed 
close to them, apparently getting an ear
ful of what was being said. 

1\Iarion sighed and looked down at 
little Jimmy Hastings, who was waiting 
for his father. Jimmy's face seemed 
flushed and he rested his chin on his 
folded arms. 

"Don't you feel well, Jimmy?" she 
asked. 

"Not very, ma'am. My head kinda 
aches. And I'm mad, too." 

He sat up in his seat, fumbling with his 
books. 

"You must never get mad, Jimmy," 
she said. . 

" 'At's all right. I heard 'em t.alkin' 
at recess. Mary Beebee said she'd bet 
that it won't be long before we have a new 
teacher. She said her rna and Mrs. Hall 
came up here to see if you was doin' your 
work right." 

Marion's heart sank just a little. She 
realized that these two women would be 
able to influence their husbands enough 
to cause them to make a change. She 
had no contract with the Pineville school 
board. And if they did, she would not 
have enough money even to take her 
back to Cheyenne. 

"And Ella Hall said her mother wasn't 
satisfied with what you'd done to Ella," 
said Jimmy slowly. "Gee, I don't want 
you to go away." 

"Well, I don't want to go away, Jimmy; 
but I think it will all tum out right." 

"Mebby. Uncle Tex thinks you're a 
clinger. Sometimes he talks with me 
about you. He says I'm leamin' awful 
fast. You ain't seen him for quite awhile, 
have you? He ain't been to town. Some
body-" Jimmy's eyes grew wide and 
round-"hit him on the head, don'tcha 
know it?" 

"Somebody hit him on the head, 
Jimmy?" 

"Yes'm. Had a big lump on the side of 
his head. He never told nobodY how he 
got it. I heard Frank Judd and Tommy 
Corbett talkin' about it. It was the day 
the stage was held up. I asked him what 
happened, but he wouldn't tell me." 

"I didn't know anything about it," 
said Marion. 

"And he ain't got that pretty gun no 
more," said Jimmy. "Gee, 'at was a 
pretty gun. And Tex liked it an awful 
lot," said Jimmy; and after a few mo
ments of reflection he said, "He likes 
pretty things." 

"Is your Vncle Tex a good singer, 
Jimmy?" 

1 

"Y'betcha, when he feels like it. He 
used to sing to me, when he was bringin' 
me to school. Most always it was somethin' about Mother Mac-somethin'." 

"Mother Machree, Jimmy?" 
"That's her. He said it was· the Irish 

croppin' out. What did he mean by that, 
Miss Evans?" 

"Isn't he part Irish, Jimmy?" 
"I dunno." Jimmy yawned widely. 
"Here comes your father," said Marion, 

glancing through die window. 
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Jimmy lriet him at the doorway, and 
they went away together on the horse. 
Marion closed the schoolhouse and Went 
home. She found Ma Cooper on the 
porch, dressed in a voluminous wrap
per, reading a cook book. Marion 
sat down on the steps and took off 
her hat. 

"You had company today, didn't you?" 
asked Ma. 

Marion sighed deeply and placed her 
hat on the steps. 

"Yes," she said sadly, "Mrs. Beebee 
and Mn. Hall." 

"Came to pick you to pieces, eh?" 
"Oh, I suppose. And there were plenty 

of opportunities. The children were 
possessed today, Ma." 

''They would be, with those two there. 
I took one look at the two old buzzards 
and said to myself that you was in for a 
pleasant afternoon, unless I missed my 
guess. Some day I'm goin' to tell 'em 
both what I think of 'em. Poor old Bee
bee. He'll have about as much chance to 
be a trustee as .I will. Same with old 
Sam Hall. It'll be Mrs. Beebee and Mrs. 
Hall against old Henry Goff, and he won't 
count. I'm glad Bootie's off the board. 
Old Henry ought to git off, too; he ain't 
got no kids." 

· 

"If Mrs. Beebee and Mrs. Hall decided 
to--to make a change in teachers, could 
they let me go?" asked Marion. 

"Well, I wouldn't think of such a thing, 
Marion. It's boon a hard job to get any 
teacher in Pineville. Don't you worry 
about it for a minute." 

"I don't know. There is a lot of talk 
among the pupils, instigated of course, 
by Mary and Joe Beebee and Ella Hall. 
Where there is so much smoke. . there 
must be a little fire. And I can't afford 
to lose this position, Ma Cooper." 

"Oh, you won't lose it. Quit worryin'. 
Change your clothes and come back here 
where it's cool." 

T:t�co 
e;:�e �:h=� �:X �: 

ridden in with Frank Judd and Tommy 
Corbett, who had met Eddie Grimes and 

Sleepy,·while Hashknife had been visiting 
with the shefiff. j 

Tex was in a restaurant eating his 
supper when Hashknife and the sheriff 
came in. He spoke pleasantly to the 
sheriff, gave Hashknife a sharp glance and 
continued eating. Hashknife was ratber 
impressed with Tex's appearance. There 
was nothing of the ignorant gunman 
type about Tex. 

They sat down at the rear of the room 
and ordered their supper. Hash knife 
had a feeling that the sheriff had been try
ing to find out more about him, and he 
wondered just why the sheriff was curious 
about him. He had asked Hashknife 
about the places he and Sleepy had 
worked, and his eyes expressed disbelief, 
when Hashknife began enumerating more 
brands than the average cowboy ever 
dreamed of seeing. 

"You must have kept movin' pretty 
reg'lar," said the sheriff dryly. 

"Did." 
"What was the idea of movin' so 

often, Hartley?" 
"The hill that was just ahead." 
"The hill that was-1 don't get what 

you mean." 
"We wanted to see the other side." 
"Oh, yeah. Kinda tramps, eh?" 
"Mebby. I don't just like that word." 
"Mebby not. How Ion� are you goin' 

to stay here?" 
"Quien 8abeY Mebby pretty soon we'll 

see a hill ahead." 
Tcx left the restaurant and, in a few 

minutes, Shorty Gallup, Bud Severn and 
Alex McLean came in. They had been 
drinking and were in a boisterous mood. 

"Hyah, Sheriff!" yelled Shorty. 
When he opened his mouth one noticed 

two teeth missing in front. 
"Hello, Shorty," said the sheriff. 
Shorty looked at Hashknife closely, 

said something to Alex McLean, and they 
all sat down at a table near the front of 
the room. 

The sheriff was a little nervous and 
hurried through his supper. He didn't 
like the idea of the TD and the B Arrow 
gangs meeting in Pineville. After they 
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left the restaurant the sheriff confided 
this to Ha.shknife. 

"Oscar is in Gamet," he told Hash
knife. "Ought to be back pretty soon. 
He knows how to handle 'em better than 
I do. Your pardner is with the B Arrow 
gang and Eddie Grimes, and if I was you 
I'd get him away from 'em. Shorty Gal
lup got whipped by Frank Judd, and 
Eddie got fired by Shorty, so there might 
be some fireworks, if they get a few more 
drinks." 

"Sleepy can take care of himself," 
smiled Hashknife. 

"I s'pose he can." 
The sheriff went back to his office, and 

Hashknife sauntered over to Cooper's 
store, where he stood on the sidewalk for 
awhile. He saw Oscar Johnson ride in 
and go to the office. It was dark. After 
smoking a cigaret, Hashknife strolled 
down the street and went up to his room, 
where he sat down and tried to get in
terested in an old magazine, but without 
any success. 

Then he decided to go down and talk 
with Ma Cooper and Marion. He didn't 
want to mix with the men in the Stormy 
River Saloon, because he didn't want to 
have any trouble with Shorty, who very 
likely had not forgotten what had taken 
place at the TD corral. 

But he did not find any one at home at 
the Cooper house; so he sprawled in a 
deep porch chair to wait for them to re
tum. He decided that they had gone up to 
the store and would retum in a short time. 

He smoked a cigaret and went to 
sleep, stretched out in the big chair. 
Suddenly he awoke, staring at the ceiling 
of the porch, wondering where he was. 
There were voices close to him-the 
voiC(!S of a man and a woman. He could 
not see them, because they were on the 
other side of the porch railing, but he 
could hear them plainly. It was Marion, 
talking to Tex Blanco. 

Hashknife did not want to listen, but 
after a few word!!! he decided to stay 
where he was. Marion was saying

"You shoulr.ln't have walked down here 
with me." 

"I suppose not, Marion. Yes, I'm go
in' to call you Marion. I call you that to 
myself all the time. I heard a preacher 
say it is just as bad to think profanity as 
it is to speak it; so if I think Marion I'll 
say Marion." 

"That part is all right," she said slowly. 
"That's fine. Gee, it's been a tough 

week for me-havin' to give up takin' 
Jimmy to school." 

"It was the best thing to do, Mr. 
Blanco." 

"Won't you call me Tex? My right 
name is Bryan. They even mixed my 
names-Irish and Spanish. Nobody ever 
calls me Bryan, not eVen my mother, and 
she named me. I wish you could meet 
her. We talk about you a lot." 

"I-r don't know why you should, 
Tex." 

"Why? Lord love you, Marion, why 
shouldn't we? Don't go in the house, 
please. Stay here and talk to me." 

''Oh, I don't know," faltered Marion. 
"You know how they feel about you, 
Tex. H any one knew I was here with 
you, I'd lose my school. I may lose it 
anyway. It isn't I;  it's just the way 
things are, don't you see?" 

"What does the school amount to, if 
you say it isn't you? Marion, you've got 
to listen to me. I've got to tell you right 
now. The .rest of the world can go bang. 
I-" 

"Don't, Tex:! Oh, can't you see it is no 
use?" 

"No, I can't," said Tex slowly. "I 
can't see, unless you believe what folks 
have told you, 1\farion. They have been 
my judges for a long time. They must be 
without sin, because they throw rocks all 
the time. 

"I'm no saint. Oh, I know what they 
say about me. They have-probably told 
you I killed Buck Dennig, because he 
accused me of cheating; and they can't 
arrest me, because there's no evidence. 
They've put a lot of their crimes on me. 
And it never made much difference, until 
you came along. 

"I ought to understand how you feel, 
.Marion. But I guess I'm kinda dumb. 
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I couldn't expect you to marry a man of 
my reputation, unless you kitew it wasn't 
true. I can't prove my innocence. They 
can't prove me guilty, and I can't prove 
my innocence." 

"Tex," said Marion softly, "would you 
swear to me that you are innocent of any 
crime?" 

"Of any crime they accuse me-yes, 
Marion." 

"Even of holding up that stage the 
other day?" 

Marion's voice was pitched so low that 
Hasbknife had to strain his ears to hear 
her. 

Tex laughed softly. 
"Bless your heart, of course, I swear it!" 
"Oh, I'm sorry, Tex, so sorry I don't 

know what to say." 
"Sorry? Because I denied doin' it, 

Marion?" 
"Because that day-oh, don't you un

derstand? Ma Cooper and I saw that 
holdup. · We were on the mesa. And 
after it was aU over, 1-1 found your re
volver, the one with the pearl handle.'' 

"You found it?" Tex:'s voice was 
hoarse. 

' 

"It's in my trunk, Tex. Ma Cooper 
knows. We'll never teU anybody, Tex. 
Goodby." 

S�n?� th�';�u�� !:si����� 
six feet of Hashknife, who hunched lower 
in the big chair, thankful he was over
looked. He heard Tex: walking slowly 
away, his spurs rasping on the sidewalk. 
Hashknife got to his feet and stepped off 
the JX)rch. He decided not to wait for 
Mrs. Cooper to come back, but he met 
her just outside the gate. 

"This is Hartley, Mrs. Cooper," he 
said. "Dropped in to see you, didn't 
find anybody at home and went to sleep 
on the porch." 

Mrs. Cooper laughed shortly. 
"Wasn't Miss Evans at home?" 
"She came a few minutes ago." 
"I see. Bootie said for me to tell you 

to run in and see him, if I seen you." 
"All right. Good night, Mno. Cooper.". 

Hashknife walked up to the store, 
where he found Hooti$l waiting on some 
customers. As soon as Hootie was at 
liberty, he motioned for Hashknife to 
meet him at the rear of the store. 

"I just wanted to let you know .that the 
sheriff sent a telegram yesterday to my 
brother in Mizpah, Arizona, askin' him 
what he knew about you, Hartley." 

"Yea-a-ah?" drawled Hashknife, not 
knowing what else to say. 

"And Oscar, his deputy, brought back 
a wire from Jim this evenin'. It said

"Never knew anybody by the name of 
Hashknife llarUey in roy life." 

"Well,'' said Hashknife, after a short 
pause, "that's kinda queer, don'tcha. 
think, Mr. Cooper?" 

"I thought it was. That's why I told 
you." 

He moved away to wait on another 
customer, and Hashknife sawttered out
side. 

"Next time I start lyin', I'll pick a 
town that ain't on no map,'' he told him
self, grinning in spite of the fact that he 
had been caught in the lie. "But just why 
would the sheriff gc to all that trouble 
and expense. Mebby I better go down 
and see him," 

Hashknife went to the office, where he 
found Oscar Johnson sprawled in a chair. 
The tall, sad faced deputy looked at Ha.sh
knife with a funereal expression, a· ciga.ret 
hanging loosely from the comer of his 
mouth. 

"Got a letter for you, Hartley," he said, 
waving one limp hand toward the sheriff's 
desk. " 'S over there." 

Ha.shknife picked up the letter and 
glanced at the postmark. It had been 
posted in Gamet and sent to him in care 
of the sheriff's office. He tore one end off 
of the envelope and drew out the en
closure. It read: 

We will give you eight hoUI"ll to leave this 
valley. 

It was identical with the letter. Sears, 
the detective, had received. · Hasbknife 
glanced sharply at Oscar, who Wll$ look
ing at him quit.zica.lly. The sheriff came 
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in, stopped short and looked at Hash
knife, who smiled and held ou.t the warn
ing for his inspectiOn. 

The sheriff scowled at the message for a 
moment and went to his desk, where he
secured the note that had been sent to 
Sears and compared the writing. It was 
identical. 

"Just alike, eh?" asked Hashknife. 
"Exactly." 
"But what does it mean? Who is The 

Bunch?" 
"That's what Sears wondered.'" 
"Why do they want me out of the 

valley?" 
The sheriff walked over and closed the 

door, as if he did not want anybody else 
to hear what he was going to say. He 
came back to his desk and faced Hash
knife. 

"I dunno why they want you out, 
Hartley," he said. "You two fellers have 
had me kinda guessin', don'tcha know it? 
I'm goin' to put my cards on the table. 
You told folks that you came over the 
divide from Piney Lake, didn't you? 

"Well. you didn't, Hartley. Alex 
McLean saw you leave Wallga.te, and you 
couldn't have made the trip to Piney 
Lake and back here in that length of 
time. You told Hootie Cooper that you 
knowed Jim Cooper in Mizpah, Arizona.. 
Just to find out a few things, I wired Jim 
Cooper. And-" he reached in his pocket 
and drew out a telegram- "this is his 
reply." 

"I've heard it." said Hashknife calmly. 
"Hootie told me about it." 

"Jim Cooper never met you in his 
life." 

"Not to my knowledge, Sheriff." 
"Then why didja-" 
"Lie?" Hashknife smiled. "Ob 

dunno. Force of habit, I suppose. Any 
other charges?" 
-..1'No-o-o, I don't reckon so.'' 

"All right, I'm guilty on both counts. 
What"s the penalty for lyin' in this 
county?" 

The sheritl' put the telegram in his 
pocket. For all his trouble he was no 
better off than before. 

"I reckon there ain't no penalty," he 
said slowly. "But it kinda makes a. feller 
lose faith in you.'' 

"Oh, yea.-a-ah " drawled Hasbknife. 
"As a matter of fact, you didn't have no 
faith in me to start with, Sheriff. If you 
had, you'd have swalleced my lies instea.d 
of provin' me a liar. Now that you've 
proved it, what are you goin' to do about 
it?" 

The sheriff rubbed his nose thought
fully. 

"Nothin', I guess." 
He sat down in his desk chair and 

filled an old pipe. Oscar grinned softly 
and winked at Hashknife. 

"You don't need to wink at anybody," 
said the sheriff. "It was your idea-this 
investigation, Oscar." 

"Well, I sink along with you, don't I? 
I'm not howlin' about it. As a detective, 
I'm a good night herder. I reckon Hart
ley ain't the first puncher that ever told 
a lie, and I ain't lost no faith in him. He 
didn't hedge none, did he? Admitted 
that we had the goods on him. Pat. He 
could have sworn that he had a different 
name, when he knowed Jim Cooper, and 
he could have sworn that Alex McLean 
was a liar, which he is most of the 
time.'' 

"I thought of both," said Rashknife, 
"but what's the use? I never knew Jim 
Cooper. The sign on his store came blow
ing down one afternoon and almost 
crowned me. And we did not come from 
Piney Lake.'' 

"Why didja say you came from Piney 
Lake?" asked the sheriff. 

"Thought it might be a good place to 
be from.'' 

"I reckon that's a good answer, Hart
ley, if that's your name." 

"You'd have a hell of a time provin' it 
isn't.'' 

HASHKNIFE wa.lked over to the 
door, opened it and stood there, 

looking up the street. Over at the Stormy 
River Saloon hitchnu::k a cowboy was 
singing at the top or his voice. Came the 
rasp of s.hod hoofs against the hard street, 
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a shrill yell, a fusillade of revolver shots, 
sparking upward. 

The sheriff came quickly to the door-
way. -

"Happy punchers goin' home," laughed 
Hash knife. 

"Damn fools !" snorted the sheriff. 
"Liable to hurt somebody, shootin' 
wild thataway." 

Some one was coming down the side
walk toward .the office. It Was Sleepy, 
grinning widely. 

"Well, they all got away without 
hurtin' anybody," he said. "Them last 
two was Shorty Gallup and Matt Sturgis, 
boiled drunk." 

Sleepy leaned against the wall and 
rolled a cigaret. 

"Thought for awhile there was goin' to 
be trouble. The TD gang wanted to act 
bad. Gallup sent word to Judd, of the 
B Arrow, that he was goin' to get him. 
Severn and McLean tried to talk him out 
of it, but he wouldn't listen. McLean 
and Severn went home. Judd was all set 
to swap lead with Shorty, but Grimes 
and Corbett talked him out of the notion. 
I helped a little, I suppose. Anyway, the 
B Arrow gang pulled out. and when 
Shorty heard about it he sang a song, 
piled on his bronc and shot a few holes in 
the sky." 

"I'll bet he was glad Judd pulled out," 
said Oscar. "Pat wanted me to go over 
and ride herd on 'em, but I told him I 
wouldn't do it. Let 'em fight it out. If 
they've got it in their system, let 'em 
fight." 

"You was scared to go over," groWled 
Pat. 

"You didn't go, didja?" queried ()s.. 
car. "When I refused, why didn't you 
do it. Don't talk to me about bein' 
scared." 

''They didn't start nothin' with you, 
did they, Sleepy?" asked Hashknife. 

"Nothin' but talk. This McLean per
son came up to me in the Stormy River, 
and he's pretty well loaded, and he stuck 
his face into mine, and he says, 'I know 
somethin' about you.' I kicked his 
feet out from under him, and he sets 

down _on. the bar rail like a ton of bricks. 
I reckon it was quite a shock, because 
when he got to his feet again, he's kinda 
puckered up, and I asks him what he 
knows. But he didn't say. He went out 
of there kinda bent in the shape of a 
chair; but I guess he got straightened out 
to ride a horse.'' 

Oscar laughed immoderately, but the 
sheriff was serious. He knew what 
McLean meant. 

"We've been exposed," smiled Hash
knife. "They all know we didn't come 
from Piney Lake, and they know I never 
met Jim Cooper." 

Sleepy's mouth sagged for a moment. 
as he hooked his thumbs over the waist
band of his pants, staring at the sheriff 
and the deputy. 

"Well," he said softly, "what's the 
next thing to do, Hashknife?" 

"Go to bed, I suppose," grinned Hash
knife. "Good night, officers.'' 

They went up the street together and 
entered the hotel room, where Ha.shknife 
told Sleepy all about their exposlll1l as 
liars of the first vintage and also showed 
him the warning note. Sleepy whistled 
through his teeth and essayed a -elumsy 
clog in the middle of the floor. 

"Must please you, don't it?" asked 
Hashknifc. 

"Gives me a talkin' point, any old 
time you accuse me of stretchin' things,'' 
laughed Sleepy. 

"What do you think of the note?", 
"Scares me to death." 
"It's serious, Sleepy." 
"So am I. In the momin' I'm goin' 

down and make my peace with Ma 
Cooper and Miss Evans. If I have to, 
I'll tell 'em I met you after you was in 
Mizpah. You see, I never pretended to 
lmow Jim Cooper.'' 

Sleepy laughed gleefully.1 
"And I saw Tex Blanco tonight. They 

can say what they want to about him, 
he can take care of himself. I was almost 
tempted to �shoot him and steal his shirt. 
Man, what a garment!  I wonder if Miss 
Evans is goin' to marry him.'" 

"I don't think so. Sleepy<" 
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"You don't think so? Is that an official 
count of all the votes, Hasbknife?'' 

Hasbknife !hook his bead slowly. 
"There may be a few counties to bOOr 

from yet, Sleepy. We better hit the hay, 
because we've only got eight hours left." 

"When do we run, Hashknife?" 
Hashknife considered his two boots 

thoughtfully. 
"Just as soon as we find somebody to 

rWl after." 

Mn;'·
li��c�ll�:�t:�i o:: 

sixty years of age, but looking much older. 
Her ha.ir was as white as snow, her face 
deeply lined and tanned. Her name had 
been Mary Bryan before she married 
Enrique Blanco, down on the Rio Grande, 
and in her voice was still the brogue of 
old Wexford. 

This early morning she stood in the 
kitchen door at the B Arrow, an anxious 
expression in her blue eyes. Leaning 
against the wall beside her was Mdy 
Hastings, his hands shoved deeply in his 
pockets, hair Wlcombed, a stubble of 
whiskers on his lean jaw. 

"You think he's sick bad?" asked 
Andy. 

"Aye, he's bad, Andy. High fever. 
Well, ye saw the lad. Texis in there with 
him now, I think ye better saddle and 
get the doctor, Andy." 

"Sure, I'll do that." 
Andy went striding down to the stable, 

and in a few moments Tex came out and 
stood beside his mother. 

"Sleepin'," he said softly. "Is Andy 
goin' for the doctor, mother?" 

"Aye." 
"He's a sick boy," said Tex slowly. 

"He didn't know me!' 
"It's the fever. Children get it bad. 

And they get over it quick. They can 
stand more than a grown-up." 

"He was talkin' about the school, 
mother, askin' for Miss Evans, wantin' to 
fight the Beebee boy. I thought he looked 
kinda bad when Andy brought him home 
last night." 

"Aye, it was gmwin' OJl him then, 'fex. 

But mebby it is only an upset stummick 
after all. Children get those things." 

Andy Hastings led his horse from the 
stable. mounted and rode out through 
the big gate, forgetting to wear a hat. 

"He thinks a world of the lad," said 
Mrs. Blanco. 

"We all do, mother. I'd rather Jose 
my right hand than-" 

Tex turned and went back in the house. 
The old lady nodded her head slowly. 

Kit Carson, Tommy Corbett and 
Frank Judd were coming up from the 
bunkhouse, ready for breakfast, and she 
told them about little Jimmy's illness. 

"Gee, that's tough,'' said Judd. "Andy 
went after a doctor, didn't he?" 

"Why didn't he send one of us?" asked 
Tommy. "He should ha.ve stayed with 
Jimmy. Where's Tex?" 

"He's in there with Jimmy. Ye'll ha.ve 
to wait awhile for breakfast, boys; I 
haven't started it yet." 

"That's all right, Mother Blanco," 
said Judd quickly. "You jist take your 
time. There's nothin' we've got to do 
early this mornin', anyway. Can we do 
anythin' for Jimmy?" 

"Not a thing, Frank. I'll get breakfast 
now." 

Andy Hastings did not spare his horse, 
and it was still early morning when he 
rode up to the doctor's house in Pineville. 
Old Doctor Brent answered his summons 
and promised to start for the ranch, as 
soon as he could dress and get his horse 
and buggy. 

Andy rode back up the street and went 
to Cboper's home. where he found them 
at breakfast. 

"I jist wanted to see Miss Evans," 
said Andy to Ma Cooper. Marion came 
to the door and Andy told her about 
Jimmy. 

"I jist wanted you to know why he 
didn't show up at the school," he told her. 

"Is he very sick?" asked Marion 
anxiously. 

"Yes'm, I reckon he's pretty bad. 
Mother Blanco and Tex was up with him 
'most all night. They didn't tell me Wltil 
this mornin', so I came �ht away for the 
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doctor. He's kinda out of his head, you 
see." 

Andy squinted painfully. 
"He didn't know me; didn't know Tex 

either. Jist talked about the school and 
you, ma'am. And he wanted tO fight the 
Beebee boy." Andy turned his head 
away. "He's quite a fighter, ma'am, 
Jinuny is. He thinks you're pretty fine. 
He talked about you goin' away." 

Andy turned and looked at Marion. 
"You ain't goin' away, are you?" 
"I hope not, Mr. Hastings." 
"I hope not m'self. Jimmy's learnin' 

90 fast. Well, I've got to git back to the 
ranch." 

"Is there anythin' we can do, Andy?" 
asked Ma Cooper. 

"Not a thing, thank you, Mrs. Cooper." 
"Will he be nursed all right out there?" 

asked Marion. 
"Oh, shore. Mother Blanco is fine 

thataway. I'll let you know how he 
comes along." 

Andy rode back to the· IPain street. 
where he met the doctor, and they went 
to the ranch together. 

Marion had been greatly worried 
ever since Mrs. Cooper had told her of 
meeting Hashknife at the gate and that 
Hashknife said he had been asleep on 
the porch. Marion remembered that she 
and Tex had stood near the porch and 
she was afraid that Hashknife had heard 
what she told Tex about finding that 
gun. Marion did not tell Ma Cooper 
that she had told Tex. 

HASHKNIFE cautioned Sleepy that 
morning. He did not know just 

how much of that note was pure bluff 
and, even if it were part bluff, they were 
taking a big chance in staying armmd 
Pineville. 

They met the sheriff after breakfast, 
and be seemed a little surprised to meet 
them. 

"Your eight hours are up," he told 
Hashknife. 

"We realize that," smiled Hashknife. 
"But it's daylight. and that bunch don't 
wor� in daylight." 

"You're just guessin' ain'tcha?" 
Hashknife studied the sheriff seriously. 
"You ain't tryin' to run usout, are you, 

Sheriff?" 
"No, I'm not. I don't sabe you, 

though." 
"You don't need to. What you don't 

know won't hurt you." 
''Mm-m-m. Well, go ahead and get 

killed, if you feel thataway." 
"No, that ain't the idea, Sheriff. 

Don't go off half cocked. You've been try
in' to put the deadwood on us ever since we 
came here. You proved me a liar, didn't 
you? Oh, that's all right. Let's drop it 
and be friends." 

Pat Lynch looked quizzically at Hash
knife. 

"I reckon I might as well, Hartley. 
Me and Oscar argued a lot about you two 
fellers, and he stuck up for you. I swear 
I don't know a thing about you, except 
that you lied, and admitted it like a 
gentleman." 

"Well, that's settled," grinned Hash
knife, taking the note from his pocket. 
"Who wrote that, Sheriff?" 

"I don't know," declared the sheriff. 
"It's the same writin' as was on the other 
note." 

"Can you get hold of a sample of Tex 
Blanco's writin'? "  

The sheriff blinked quickly and shifted 
his eyes toward the bank building across 
the street. 

"Why do you want a sample of his 
writin', Hartley?" 

"You wouldn't have to be very bright 
to answer that yourself, Sheriff." 

"Uh-huh." 
The sheriff shifted uneasily for a mo

ment; then: 
"Hartley, I don't want this to go any 

farther, because Heffner says it don't 
prove nothin'; but we compared the other 
note with Blanco's signature at the bank, 
and the B in BWlch is the same as the B 
in Blanco." 

"Why does Heffner say it doesn't prove 
anythin'?"' 

..Says it would take an expert to prove 
ft. And even at that a cow jury prob'ly 
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wouldn't believe it. But the B is the 
same, Hartley. It's got the curlicue at 
the bottom and one at the top. I'm no 
expert, but I could see that. But don't 
say anythin', Hartley." 

"I'm not sayin' anythin', Sheriff; but 
I'd like to see that signature." 

"I'll get it for you, as soon as the bank 
opens." 

The sheriff glanced at his watch. 
''Tex Blanco quarreled with Buck Den

nig the night Dennig was kiUed, didn't 
he?" asked Hashknife. 

"Dennig accused him of cheatin' at 
poker," said the sheriff, "but that ain't 
evidence. Somebody stole the ten thou
sand off Buck that night, but we've no 
trace of that. Buck cashed a check for it 
that afternoon. Nobody knows what he 
was goin' to do with the money. Might 
as well go over to the bank and get that 
signature; it's ten o'clock." 

They went over and started into the 
bank, but found the door locked. The 
sheriff looked at his watch again. 

"My watch must be fast," he said, 
winding it slowly. 

Hashknife looked at his watch; it 
showed ten minutes after' ten. 

"Shearer's late," decided the sheriff, 
and they sat down on the edge of the high 
sidewalk to wait. 

They saw Tex Blanco ride in and go to 
the little drug store down the street. He 
came out in a few moments, mounted and 
rode swiftly out of town. Hootie Cooper 
came along, tried the bank door, and 
came out to the edge of the sidewalk. 

"Shearer must have overslept," he 
said. 

But Guy Shearer, the cashier, did not 
come. Several other people tried to get 
into the bank. It was after ten-thirty, 
when old John Rice, president of the 
bank, came along. He and Shearer were 
the only employees of the bank, and Rice 
was not in the habit of coming very early. 
Rice was a small, gray haired man, slight
ly crippled, an old-timer in the Stonny 
River country. He seemed greatly sur
prised to find the bank still closed. · 

"Perhaps Guy is sick," he said, as he 

unlocked the front door. "He was all 
right yesterday. Come right in, gentle
men." 

They followed him in. He carefully 
blocked the door open, before doing any· 
thing else. The Pineville Bank was a 
small institution, the room being about 
twenty by thirty feet in size, less than a 
third of it used for office space. 

Rice led the way to the low railing that 
separated the office desks from the rest of 
the building, swung open the gate and 
stepped inside. At the rear of this was 
the front of the vault, which was little 
more than a large safe, set into the waU. 
Rice placed his hat on a desk and 
started to turn back to the men, when he 
stopped and leaned forward, both hands 
on the desk. 

"My God!" he exclaimed loudly. 
"What has been done here?" 

Hashknife had halted near the gate, 
and now he flung it open and stepped in
side, with the sheriff close behind him. 

Stretched out on the floor, half under 
the desk, was Guy Shearer, the cashier, 
his head in a pool of blood. On the floor 
near him was a length of lariat rope. 
Hashknife took one look at Shearer and 
decided he was dead. Quickly the sheriff 
and Rice dropped on their krioes beside 
him, while Hootie and Sleepy leaned 
across the railing and watched them tum 
the man over on his back. 

Hashknife picked up the rope, looked 
it over quickly. It was an ordinary spot 
cord rope, which had been used quite a 
lot. He quickly inspected both ends of 
the rope. One end had been wrapped 
tightly with a fine copper wire, while the 
other end, frayed slightly, showed a 
fresh cut. 

Hashknife moved around the room, 
glancing sharply from one corner to an
other, holding the rope in one hand. The 
men were too interested in the dead cash
ier to pay any attention to Hashknife. 
Suddenly he stooped and picked up an 
object from near the leg of a desk, con
cealing it in his hand for a few moments 
while he played idly with tho rope, and 
then slipped it into his pocket. 
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"There's no use goin' for the doctor," 
Hootie was saying. "He's gone out to the 
B. Arrow to see Hastings' kid." 
-.. John Rice's face was very white and his 

lips trembled as he leaned against the 
railing and looked at the dead cashier. 

"You better set down, John," advised 
the sheriff. "There ain't no use of you 
standin' up. Nothin' you can do. He's 
as dead as a salt herrin'." 

"But why-who killed him, Pat? The 
door was locked." 

The old banker looked around the room, 
and his gaze came back to the vault door. 

"Those windows won't open," he said 
slowly. "Will some of you lock the front 
door? We can't have folks coming in here 
now." 

Sleepy walked over and closed the 
door. 

"IF �:C���d �;;u:�!a:·;lt
S:�l{<:;;� 

a look inside." 
"But the vault is locked," said Rice. 

"Nobody could-" 
''Folks don't usually break into a bank 

just to kill the cashier, you know." 
"Mebby you better, John," said the 

sheriff. 
The old man went over to the vault and 

slowly worked the combination. None 
of the men went near him. He swung the 
door open and, after a moment of in
spection, stepped back. 

"It-it has been cleaned out,'' he said 
painfully. 

Ha.shknife and the sheriff walked over 
besi<ie him. The inside door was partly 
open. The sheriff swung it the rest of the 
way, disclosing an empty interior. That 
door opened with a key, and there was no 
key in the lock. 

"Better close it up," said Hashknife. 
"No use tellin' everybody." 

Rice closed the outer door and turned 
the con1.bination. 

"This is terrible," said Rice hoarsely. 
"What can we do?" 

The sheriff shook his head helplessly, 
staring at the body of the cashier. 
Sleepy perched on the rail, smoking a 

cigaret, and kept an eye on Hashknife, 
who was idly swinging the rope in his 
hand. The sheriff took the rope and 
looked at it. 

"This was on the floor, wasn't it, 
Hartley?" 

"Yeah," said Hashknife. He turned to 
Rice. "Was the cashier in the habit of 
workin' in here at night?" 

"Not very often. There wasn't enough 
work for that." 

"Uh-huh. He had a key to the inside 
door of that vault?" 

"Oh, certainly." 
"Let's see if he's still got it. Shall I 

search him, or will you, Sheriff?" 
"You do it," said the sheriff. 
In a trouser pocket Ha.shknife found 

the key ring, and Rice identified the key. 
"Did anybody, ·except you two, know 

the combination?" 
"Just the two of us," said Rice wearily. 
Hashknife and the sheriff walked 

around the place. There was no evidence 
that any one had been at work. The 
desks were orderly. Hash knife went 
back and examined the body. The blow 
had boon struck from behind. 

''What do you think, Hartley?" asked 
the sheriff. 

"Hard to tell. Looks as though some
body had met this man, forced him 
here at the point of a gun, rObbed the 
vault and then hit him over the head. 
They went through the front door, which 
is on a spring lock. l\Iebby they intended 
to just tie him up here, but somethin' 
happened and they killed him, and forgot 
their rope." 

"That's my theory, too!" exclaimed 
the sheriff. ''That's what they done. 
Prob'ly met Shearer on the street. Meb
by he recognized them, "1llld they had to 
kill him." 

"That sounds reasonable," agreed 
Hashknife. He turned to Rice. "Did 
they get much from the vault?" 

''At least twenty-five thousand 
dollars." 

Hashknife whistled softly. 
''I didn't know you kept tlw.t much 

cash in a bank of this size." · 
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''Sometimes more than that. We won't 
know until a. check is made of it." 

"I hate to move that body until the 
coroner gets here," said the sheriff. "He 
ought to be back in a little while. I think 
I'll go down to Allen's place and see what 
they know about Shearer. Allen's place 
is where Shearer lived," he explained to 
Hashknife. "Want to walk down?" 

"Yeah, I'll go with you.'' 
"I'd like to have one of you stay here 

with me.," said Rice quickly. 
"I'll stay," said Sleepy. "I'm good 

company." 
They walked down to the house and 

inquired of Mrs. Allen, but did not tell her 
that Shearer was dead until stte said that 
Shearer did not show up for breakfast. 
She did not know whether he had left 
early or late the evening before, as he 
had a room on the lower floor, with an 
outside entrance. 

She was greatly shocked to know that 
he was dead, and let them in to examine 
his room. The bed had not been dis
turbed. On the dresser was an enlarge
ment from a snapshot picture, showing 
the front of the bank, Shearer, Buck Den� 
nig, Cleve Tolman and John Rice. 

"That picture was taken about the 
time Shearer went to work for the bank," 
said the sheriff. "He was with the Garnet 
Mercantile Company for quite awhile be� 
fore he came here. That's Buck Dennig 
next to Shearer." 

"l}uck was a good lookin' feller," said 
Hash knife. 

"And a nice feller, too. Well, I guess 
we'll have to go back and wait for Doc 
Brent to come back from the B Arrow. 
This wiU shore upset this town." 

They went back up the street. Quite 
a crowd had collected in front of the 
bank and, as they drew near to the bank, 
old Doctor Brent drove in from the cast 
side of the town. Some one told him 
about the trouble at the bank, and he 
stopped at the little hitchrack. The 
sheriff went in with him, but Hashknife 
stayed outside listening to the different 
opinions. Bootie was telling them all 
about the discovery of the murder. 

Cleve Tolman rocie in. He was a direc
tor in the bank and one of the heaviest 
depositors. Ha.shknife watched him en
ter. In a few minutes some of the men 
secured a narrow cot, which they used as 
a stretcher to carry the body down to the 
doctor's office. The bank closed its door 
for the day. 

T� ct!�Yw��is= ��Y�:!;. 
Sleepy joined Ha.shknife and they sal on 
the edge of the sidewalk together. 

"I suppose that's the work of The 
Bunch," said Sleepy. 

"Looks thataway," nodded Hash� 
knife. 

Sleepy looked around and as he rolled 
a cigaret, edged a little closer to Hash
knife and said-

"What did you find in there, Hash-
knife?" 

"You saw me find it?" 
"Yeah. Nobody else did, though." 
Hashknife reached in his pocket and 

drew out a hondo, the loop on the end of 
a lariat, through which the rope runs. 
It was of metal, covered with leather, and 
in the leather had been burned the initial 
B and a crudely drawn arrow, the mark of 
the B Arrow ranch. 

Sleepy examined1 it closely and gave it 
back to Hashknife. 

"Cut it off the rope and then lost it, 
eh?" 

Hashknife nodded slowly as he put the 
hondoo in his pocket. 

"Looks thataway. They meant to tie 
Shearer, and didn't want that marked 
hondo to be found. Probably workin' 
in the dark and lost it. That hondo 
might hang somebody, Sleepy." 

"Shore! Ain't you goin' to give it to 
the sheriff?" 

"Not yet. There's several men at the 
B Arrow, and they didn't all kill Shearer." 

''They must be .The Bunch," said 
Sleepy quietly. "We'll have to keep an 
eye on 'em, cowboy. I hear they've 
been rustlin' TD beef for a long time. 
But I like Judd and Corbett. Carson 
don't say much. They tell me Judd is a 
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fighter. He whipped Shorty Gallup.'' 
"So did Grimes," smiled Hashknife. 

"He had Shorty whipped that day we met 
him. It was Sturgis who knocked Grimes 
down, you remember-hit him from be
hind." 

"Yeah, that's right. This killin' will 
make folks sore. This Shearer was well 
likod." 

Oscar Johnson came along and sat 
down with them. 

"Lotsa. crime around here," he said. 
"I liked Shearer. Who do you suppose 
killed him, Hartley?" 

"The same folks who sent us that 
note, Johnson." 

"I s'JX)se. Pat was surprised that you 
fellers didn't pull out. Your eight hours 
are up long ago." 

"I dunno," mused Hashknife. "Eight 
hours from when? They should have set 
a time, Oscar. How would they know 
when I got that note?" 

''That's right. But you wouldn't go, 
anyway. I told Pat you had more nerve 
than Scars did. He shore high tailed 
quick. I never seen a cow detective yet 
that had any nen'e. We've got a job on 
our hands, tryin' to clear all this up. 
Don't think we ever will. Takes brains, 
don'tcha know it. Me and Pat ain't got 
enough. He thinks he's smart, but I 
know him." 

"Don't you even suspect anybody?" 
asked Sleepy. 

"Shore," nodded Oscar solemnly, "but 
what's the use? You can't prove it. 
Look at the money they've got! Ten 
thousand from Buck Dennig, three thou
sand from that stage and now they get 
about twenty-five thousand more. Thir
ty-eight thousand dollars!" 

"And two dead men," said Hashknife. 
"Yeah, two dead meil.. That kind of 

money ought to burn a man, Hartley." 
"It will." 
"Mebby. If we don't never catch 'em, 

it won't." . 
"Who was sick at the B Arrow this 

momin'?" 
"Little Jimmy Hastings. Tex came in 

after medicine. Told me the doctor was 

scared the kid had typhoid. Tex thinks a 
lot of that kid. He's a queer feller, this 
Tex. Blanco. You wasn't here the day the 
stage was held up, was you? No, that 
was before you came. Me and Pat went 
out to where the stage was robbed. Mrs. 
Cooper and Miss Evans ha.d been to Gar
net, and they must have been pretty close 
behind the stage. 

"We found where the robbery had been 
pulled off, and we saw where Cooper's 
buckboard had pulled out of the road at 
the same spot. And we found a woman's 
tracks, where she left the buckboard and 
walked about four or five steps and then 
came back. 

"But them women wouldn't admit 
that they soon the holdup, nor that they 
walked around at the spot. Pat's got an 
idea that they're keepin' sometbin' quiet. 
Anyway, we came back past the B Arrow 
and talked with Andy Hastings. He 
said that Tex. went to Gamet to the 
dance the night before. 

"And while we was ta.lkin' to Andy, Tex 
rode in. He shore looked tough. There 
was blood on his muffler and on his shirt, 
and he wore his ha.t tilted to one side, as 
though to hide somethin'. ¥d another 
thing-he didn't have no gun in his 
holster. Jist nodded howdy to us and 
rode on. Acted as though he didn't 
want to talk with us. It shore looked 
queer to me." 

"Why didn't you nsk him where he'd 
been?" asked Ha.shknife. 

"Yea.-a-ah! In the first place, it wasn't 
none of our business." 

"Wasn't Buck Dennig killed in the 
same way as Shearer?" 

''Shore was. I never thought of that." 
"And they tell me that Windy March, 

the stage driver, never saw the men 
who held him up." 

''That's right, Hartley. Oh, they're 
clever all right. Poor Windy ain't over 
it yet. He sat there and looked the way 
they wanted him to look. I don't blame 
him m'self." 

"Neither do I," said Hashknife serious
ly. "Did any of you check up on Tex. to 
see if he was at Gamet that night?" 
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"I don't guess anybody did, Hartley." 
"And you don't know what Buck Den� 

nig was goin' to do with that ten 
thousand?" 

"Nope, never knew he had it until after 
he was killed." 

"I guess we better go and eat, before 
you admit that you ain't done a thing." 

"Hell, I can admit that on an empty 
stummick-but I'll eat with you." 

"Ro-o-ho-oll on, ailv'ry moo.hoon-
Light the trav'ler on hb way-ha-a-ay
O, la-lay-hee-e-e! O, la-lay-he-�!" 

A8t�eiWo��;:�;����-
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it was a series of broken notes, wails and 
hoots, sent forth at the top of his voice, 
as he leaned against the side of the kitch
en door. In his left hand he held a tin 
cup which contained some violet tinted 
liquid, while his right hand, concealed 
beneath his dirty apron, gripped a big 
single action Colt revolver. 

Luke was very drunk, but very much 
awake. His bleared eyes caught sight of 
what appeared to be the brim of a som
brero, extending just out from the comer 
of the bunkhouse. He jerked his hand 
from beneath the apron and fired from his 
hip. The bullet smashed a window in the 
bunkhouse, three feet from the corner, 
and old Luke grinned, exposing a few 
crooked teeth. He drank from the cup, 
twisted his face in a scowl and yellcd-

"C'mon out and git shot, you chuck
walla !" 

But no one came out. Luke had been 
there for fifteen minutes, defying the 
whole TD outfit. Shorty Gallup had 
kicked on the breakfast, as well he might, 
becnusc Luke wn.s drunk when he cooked 
it--drunk on prune whisky which he 
had made himself. Luke wn.s a periodical 
drunkard, but he had always gone to 
town to celebrate. 

Luke had taken Shorty's kicks as per
sonal insults. He wanted to show them 
who was boss of that kitchen, and he was 
doing it. He had Shorty, Matt Sturgis, 
Alex McLean and Bud Hough hiding out 

behind the bunkhouse. Tolman and 
Dobe Severn had left for town before 
Luke's outburst. 

"I'm goin' to step out and kill that old 
fool," declared Shorty angrily. "He de
serves it, I tell you. Aw, he couldn't hit 
me, even if he had a shotgun. My stars, 
there goes another window!" 

Shorty drew his gun and stepped out 
quickly from the side of the bunkhouse. 
Came a sharp whapl Something went 
pwee-e-e, down toward the corral, and 
Shorty fell back against the wall, swear
ing softly. 

"Look at that!" he wailed, indicating 
the right leg of his batwing chaps, where a 
bullet had tom away the leather and 
forcibly removed one of Shorty's silver 
rosettes. It was the rosette they heard 
pweeing its way down past the corral. 

"Couldn't hit you without a shotgun," 
jeered Bud Hough. 

"Accident-mebby," said 1\fattSturgis. 
"Mebby," said Shorty dryly. "Peek 

around there and see what he's doin', 
Alex." 

"When I'm too old to be of any use," 
grinned Alex. "You do yourown pee kin'.'" 

They did not know that Luke had gone 
in the kitchen and filled his tin cup again, 
and was now sitting on the steps. The 
home-made liquor had made his legs un
stable. He had two more shells in his gun, 
so he fil-ed both of them at the door of the 
bunkhouse. One struck the roof of the 
stable and the other hit the ground half
way between Luke and the bunkhouse 
and ricocheted its way off across the hills. 

But the boys behind the bunkhouse 
stayed where they were for about fifteen 
minutes more, before Shorty mustered up 
nerve enough to peek around the corner 
again. Only the soles of Luke's boots 
were visible, sticking through the kitchen 
doorway. 

They surrounded the recumbent form 
of the old cook, took the gun from his un
resisting hand and told him what they 
thought of him. But it was all right with 
old Luke Jones; he couldn't hear them. 

"Hitch up the buckboard, Bud," or
dered Shorty. "We're goin' to ship him 
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away from here right now. When he 
wa.kes .�P· he won't be the TD cook any 
longer. 

So they took old Luke to Pineville, 
along with all his possessions. and left 
him at the livery stable to sleep off his 
prune juice. McLean and Bud Hough, 
who had brought him to town, met 
Tolman and told him what Luke had 
done. 

Tolman didn't like the ideo. of losing a 
cook, but he said nothing. Tolman was 
upset over the killing of Shearer and the 
robbery of the bank. Being a director 
and a heavy depositor, he was naturally 
much concerned. 

HASHKNIFE and Sleepy were with 
Oscar Johnson, when the stage 

came in that afternoon, and they noticod 
tbat Windy bad a passenger-a middle 
aged, thin faced man, who wore glasses 
and was dressed in a rusty black suit. 

The passenger met Sa.m Hall and Old 
Man Beebee, and the three of them 
walked out to the schoolhouse. It was 
ahnost four o'clock when they came, 80 
they waited until Marion dismissed school. 

When the last pupil had left the room 
they walked in. Marion looked at them 
wonderingly, but she did not have to wait 
long for an explanation. 

"Miss Evans, this here is 1\fr. Long," 
said Sam Hall, in his nasal drawl. "Mr. 
Long teached the school about a month 
la.st term wben our reg'lar teacher quit. 
Now, we've been thinkin' it over and we 
come to the Conclusion that this here 
ain't no job for a. lady, so we've done 
hired Mr. Long to take over the school." 

Marion gasped. 
"You mean, to take my position?" 
"Yes'm," said Beebee firmly. "That's 

the idea, ma'am. He will begin teachin' 
t'morrow rnornin' ." 

"But such a thing is unheard of," pro
tested Marion. "You told me I was to 
have the school for this term." 

"Yeah, we did think so. But you
well, you ain't been so satisfactory, 
ma'am. A lot of the wimmin' ain't 
sa.tisfied, you see.�· 

"So the women run the school, in
stead of the trustees." 

"We don't want no hard fcelin's," said 
Sam Hall quickly. 

In a da.zed way Marion gathered up her 
belongings and left the schoolhouse, while 
Beebee, Hall and the new teacherwaited 
for her to go. She did not tell them good
by. 

"Pers'nally," said Sam Hall, after 
Marion had gone, "I think she's so 
pretty that the wimmin got jealous." 

"A paragon of pulchritude," said Long 
seriously. 

"I been tryin' to think of that,'' said 
Bee bee. 

"You have. like hell!'' snorted Sam 
Hall. "The only big word you know is 
a.safredita; and you only know that be
cause you wear it in a bag, hanging 
around your neck to keep away disease." 

Marion went straight home, heartsick 
over her dismissal, wondering what to do 
next. There was no one at home, 80 she 
dumped her books on the porch and sat 
down to adjust her thoughts. That noon 
she had heard of the bank robbery and 
murder of the cashier, but all that had 
faded to insignificance now. 

She was so deep in her own thoughts 
that she did not see Andy Hastings ride 

· up to the gate in the B Arrow buckboard 
and tie his team, nor did she look up until 
he was standing at the bottom of the 
steps, hat in hand. 

"I came past the schoolhouse," he 
told her. "Old 1\ia.n Beebee told me you 
wasn't there no more, so I came here to 
find you, ma'am." 

Mrs. Cooper came to the gate, looked 
curiously at the team and came on up the 
walk. Andy glanced at her, but turned 
back to Marion. 

"I didn't have much hopes,'' he con
fessed slowly, as Ma Cooper halted beside 
him, looking inquiringly at Marion. "I 
talked it over with Tex, and he said you 
wouldn't come. But jist the same I 
hitched up the buckboard." 

"I don't Wlderstand,'' said :Marion 
blankly. 

"It's Jimmy, the little feller, ma'am. 
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He's got typhoid, the doctor says. He 
keeps callin' for you all the time. He 
don't know none of us, ma'am-jist wants 
you." 

"That's your little boy, Andy?" asked 
Ma Cooper. 

"Yes'm, my boy." 
"But Marion can't go out there, Andy. 

She's got her school." 
Marion lifted her eyes and looked at Ma 

Cooper. 
"I've lost the school, Ma. A man, a 

Mr. Long, from Gamet, has been hired to 
take my place." 

"Oh, you don't mean that, Marion." 
"Old Beeboo told me," said Andy. 
"Yes, it's a fact," said Marion slowly. 

''They were not satisfied with my work." 
Andy sighed and adjusted the band on 

his hat. 
"I'm sorry you can't go, ma'am. 

Mcbby he'll be all right. I jist thought 
mebby you-thank you jist the same." 

He started away, but Marion stopped him. 
"I guess I'll go," she said. "It-it 

don't make so much difference now." 
"That's the stuff!" exclaimed Ma 

Cooper, "You jist go. If a lot of these 
Pineville fork tongues want to talk-Jet 
'em talk. Wait'll I meet Old Lady Beebee 
and Hall. You jist go, honey. Ir you 
want to stay all night, you stay. I'll 
come out tomorrow myself. You jist 
grab a nightgown and go." 

l\1a Cooper fairly "shooed" her out to 
the buckboard and helped her climb in. 
Andy was so excited that he almost up
set the buckboard. 

"Don't go the back way!" yelled Ma 
Cooper. "Go down the main street. 
Give 'em all a chance to talk." 

And they did go down the main street, 
with the roan team on the run and Marion 
clinging to her hat with one hand and the 
seat with the other. They almost ran 
over Old Man Beebee and Sam Hall, who 
were a bit slow at getting out of the'road. 

"Looks to me as though Andy Has
tings was a-runnin' away with her!" pant
ed Bcebce, wiping the dust and gravel out 
of his face. 

"Looks t' me as though that damn 
team was ""PGnnin' away with both of 
'em," grunted Sam Hall. "I felt sorry for 
her. I never done a dirty trick like that 
before, and if it hadn't been for your 
wife-" 

"YoUr wife was as bad as mine, Sam." 
"Worse. Old Hennery Goff won't 

speak to either one of us now, 'cause we 
outvoted him. Well, I hope them wim
min will be satisfied." 

":Mine won't be," wailed Beebee. 
"She showed her stren'th. Next time she 
opens her mouth about the school, I'll 
resign. I'm jist ·as ashamed as you are, 
Sam, mebby more." 

"You're pretty low in your own esti
mation, if you are." 

T�Y ���.:n�f
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the realization that some very bad 
actors were in their midst and, as a 
result, quite a crowd of men met at 
Hootie's store that night in a sort of 
indignation meeting. 

Their criticism of the sheriff's office 
was rather more destructive than con
structive, because none of them had any 
ideas worth working on. Mort Heffner 
was called in to give his opinion, and ad
mitted that there was nothing his office 
could do. 

"We hired a detective," he told them. 
"The cattle association sent us a man, 
who was warned out of the country, � 
fore he had a chance to do much. You 
men know how much chance a detective 
would have around here. The sheriff 
wants to stop these killings and robberies 
as much as you do, but he can't do a 
thing." 

"Ain't nobody safe," complained Lester 
Cline. 

"Not if they've got money," added 
Bee bee. 

"Well," declared Sam Hall angrily, "if 
the law don't do somethin' pretty soon, 
we'll take the law in our own hands." 

Heifner laughed shortly. 
"You probably heard somebody say 

that, Sam. But go ahead and take the 
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law in your own hands. It is your privi� 
lege to apprehend criminals. Don't let 
me stop you, gentlemen. In fact, I wish 
you would do something." 

Hashknife and Sleepy were rather 
amused at the expressed opinions of those 
present, but left the meeting before it 
broke up and went to the Stormy River 
Saloon, where they found old Luke 
Jones at the bar, telling the wide world 
that he had not been treated right by the 
TO outfit. 

His prune whisky jag had left him in a 
bitter frame of mind. His shirt and over� 
ails were bespecked with hay f�om the 
livery stable and one lock of his thin hair 
stuck straiglit out from his forehead, like 
&n accusing finger. 

"Fired because I sun�;· he , declared. ��'sall I do'!_e; jist sung m'self out of a 

''There's different grades of songs," 
said the bartender. 

"Mine's top hand," declared Luke. 
"I'm a natcheral singer. No sense in 
firin' a natcheral singer, is there? We're 
few and far between. And I'm a cook, 
too. Yod ask Tolman. And you jist 
wait till he hears about me bein' fired by 
that squirt of a Shorty Gallup. Gimme 
liquor, that my gorge may not rise and 
rruffy-ca.te me." 

"You've been with the TD a long time, 
ain't you, Luke?" 

"Long? My Lord! When I came here, 
Stormy River was jist a little spring." 

Luke leered around, as if challenging 
anybody to dispute that statement. He 
fixed his eyes on Hashknife and a smile 
twisted his lips. 

"C'm'ere and have a drink. I 'member 
you, tall feller. You 'member me? I 
was the cook at the TD the momin' 
Grimes quit out there. I shore 'member 
you. C'mon and have drink." 

- 'I remember you," grinned Hashknife. 
He didn't want the drink, but he did 

want to get acquainted with Luke Jones. 
"Invite your pardner," said Luke. 

"Put out the glasses, bartender; we're 
havin' oomp'ny. Say!" ·He turned to 
Hashknife. "I'm fired. They can all go 

to hell, as far as I'm concerned. I jist 
had two good friends on that ranch. One 
was Buck Dennig and the other was 
Grimes. One's gone to a better land and 
the other stayed around here." 

"They tell me Buck Dcnnig was a fine 
feller," sa.id Hashknife. 

"You didn't know him? Pardner, he 
was a man." 

"That's what I've heard." 
"Beloved by everybody." Luke tried 

to keep back the tears. 
'"That's what I've heard. But they 

never found out who killed him." 
"Never." Luke wiped the tears away 

with the back of his hand. "And they 
never will." 

"You think they won't.?" asked Hash� 
knife softly. . 

Luke was not too drunk. He looked 
sharply at Hashknife. 

"What do you know?" he asked. 
"Nothin'." Hashknife toyed with his 

glass. "But murder will always out, you 
know, Jones." 

"Tha'sall right." 
"What do you know, Jones?" 
Luke paused with the glass at his lips. 

He placed it on the bar and squinted at 
himself in the mirror. 

"I don't know nothin'-much." 
Some other men came in, and Luke 

shifted his interest to them. Hashknife 
knew there' was nothing more to be 
learned from Luke Jones at present, but 
he had a fooling that the former TD cook 
knew something. 

That night as they went to bed Sleepy 
asked-

"Have you got anythin' to work on at 
all?" 

"Two murders and three robberies." 
smiled Hashknife, "not to mention the 
fact that we're still here and our eight 
hours were up a long time ago." 

"They were bluffin', Hashknife." 
"Mebby." 
"Well, they ain't made good." 
Hashknife smiled. 
"The note didn't say they'd kill us 

five minutes after our time was up. 
Give 'em time, cowboy." 



W. C. TUTTLE 

T!!t!�;e
0

li����:o� ��e
t� 

Arrow and looked at Marion. Tex had 
been working late and was still clad in 
his wide, batwing chaps, his features 
streaked with dust. He had left the 
ranch about the time Andy Hastings had 
gone to Pineville and did not know 
Marion had come back with him. 

"I didn't think you'd come," he said. 
"I told Andy I didh't think you would, 
but he said he'd try." 

"I guess I just came," said hfa.rion 
simply. 

Tex shook his head slowly. 
"1-we all wanted you to conic, 

:MArion, but I think we did wrong in 
askin' you to come out here." 

It doesn't make any difference, now. 
You sec, I've lost my school." 

"You've lost your school?" He came 
toward her. "I don't know what you 
mean, hiarion." 

She shrugged her shoulders wearily. 
''Just lost it. They hired a man to 

take my place." 
"They hired a man-but why?" 
"Oh, it doesn't matter. They said I 

wasn't satisfactory." 
Tex stared at her for a moment. 
"They know that wasn't true," he said 

firmly, "and you know it, too, Marion. 
It was my fat:lt. Oh, I know; it was be· 
cause I came there. I'm to blame for 
you losin' that job." 

Marion shook her head. 
"No, that wasn't it." 
"Oh, I know. 1-1 guess I contami· 

ilated the kids." 
He tumed away and flung his sombrero 

on a chair. 
"Jimmy told me what the children 

said. And they don't talk, unless they 
hear things at home. How is he, Marion?" 

"Sleeping. The doctor promised to 
come out tonight. You heard what hap-
pened in Pineville?" 

"Judd told me." 
Mrs. Blanco came in from the kitchen 

and Tex went to her, bending down to 
kiss the little old lady. 

''Ye are a little late," she said, "but 

I've kept the supper warm. And were ye 
surprised to s�re the lady with us? Ah, 
it was fine of her to come. Do ye know 
it, the boy went fast asleep when she 
talked to him, Tex?" 

"It was mighty fine of her to come; 
Jimmy will get well now." 

"He will, thanks to a most unselfish 
yonng lady. Ah, ye are unselfish, 
though." 

Mrs. Blanco put her arms around 
Marion's waist, patting her on the ann. 

"Do yc know, my dear, you are the 
first woman to come in this house in 
years?" 

"I don't nndcrstand what you mean,'' 
smiled Marion. 

"Th"ey'd know in Pineville. Folks 
avoid this place as though it had a 
plague. 'Tis a bad reputation the B 
Arrow has. Aye, that's a fact. They say 
that the old lady smokes a pipe. And 
she does. She may put unclean things in 
her mouth, but-but never mind. Tex, 
I'll set ye a supper." 

She patted Marion on the ann and 
hurried away to get the supper for Tex. 

"I think she's wonderful," said Marion. 
Tex nodded slowly. 
"You don't know half of it, Marion. 

She's my silver linin'. I'd have left this 
country a long time ago, but for her. 
The Spanish half of me gets mad and 
wants to run away, but the Irish half 
listens to her, and I stay. What pleasure 
can she get out of life? No women ever 
come here. You don't know what it 
means to be shunned. When I take her 
to Pineville the women avoid her. They 
all avoid me, too. But that doesn't 
hurt me. 

"That's what a reputation will do, 
Marion. I've killed men in fair fights. 
They had an even break. But they call 
me a killer. I'm not a killer. God knows, 
I'm not. And then some dirty voiced 
liar hinted that we stole cattle. It don't 
take long for such things to get around. 
Killers and cow thieves! No wonder they 
leave us alone. They say I killed Buck 
Dennig-" 

-

Tex laughed bitterly. He started to 
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say something about the stage robbery, 
but checked himself in time. Mrs. 
Blanco called him from the kitchen, and 
he went out to her. 

Marion sat down on a couch covered 
with a gaudy blanket. It was quite cool, 
and one of the boys had built a fire in 
the big fireplace. The flames crackled 
merrily, and a little yellow canary in a 
homemade cage began singing softly. 

Old Doctor Brent came before Tex. 
finished supper. Jimmy was still asleep, 
and the doctor was well satisfied. Mrs. 
Blanco told him the effect Marion had had 
on Jimmy, and the old doctor thanked her 
for coming. 

"I don't blame Jimmy." He smiled, 
looking closely at Marion, as they were 
introduced. "Don't blame him in the 
least. Fact of the matter is, I envy 
Jimmy." 

He chuckled to himself, as he ga.ve 
them orders. As "be left he put a hand on 
Marion's shoulder. 

"Mrs. Cooper told me a. bout theschool.'' 
he said. "Don't worry about it. I hope ra::· stay here until the boy is otlt of 

"Oh, I don't think I can stay here very 
long, Doctor." 

''I don't expect him to be sick wry 
long." 

That night the cowboys all sat around 
the living room, telling stories. Little 
Jinuny was worse and babbled incesso.n.tly 
about the school. No one went to bed. 
The cowboys drowsed heavily, awoke to 
roll cigarets and drowsed some more. 
They were all fond of Jinuny. 

Morning came. Jimmy went to sleep 
and the cowboys dragged out to break
fast. It was about nine o'clock when 
Mrs. Cooper came. It was the first time 
she had ever been on the ranch, but Mrs. 
Blanco greeted her warmly. Marion 
was asleep on a couch in the living room, 
but awoke at sound of Mrs. Cooper's
voice. 

Ma Cooper fairly hugged her. 
"I met Mrs. Beebee this momin'," 

chuckled Ma Cooper. "She tried to avoid 
me, but I cornered her, and what I told 

her would take the polish off a mahogany 
table. Wh�e! Oh, we had it hot 
and heavy. She swears you eloped with 
Andy Hastings. Ha-ha-ha-ha! Well, 
how's the little boy?" 

"He's asleep, Ma Cooper. Had a bad 
night, though. The doctor wants me to 
stay here until Jinuny is better." 

Mrs. Cooper lifted her brows quickly, 
a smile in her eyes. 

"The doctor does, eh? Well, always 
obey .the doctor, honey." 

Marion flushed quickly, as she added
"But I can't very well do that, Ma 

Cooper." 
"Why not? Bless your heart, of course 

you can, if you want to. I'll send your 
trunk out. And when you get all through 
with the doctor's orders, come back and 
live with us. Hootie says he misses you. 
That's quite an honor. He never misses 
me." 

THE THREE women sat down and 
talked for an hour. Mrs. Blanco 

seemed to grow younger every minute. 
Tex came in and' stood against tlw dining 
room entrance, listening to the chatter, a 
smile on his lips. 

He tiptoed through the hall and went 
to the bedroom, where Andy was sitting 
beside the bed. Jimmy was awake, but 
his little faoe looked pinched and dmwn 
and his blue eyes clouded. He knew 
Tex and smiled. 

"Hello, little pardner," said Tex 
softly. 

"He asked for you, Tex," said Andy, 
"asked me to have you sing to him." 

"Sing to him? Jimmy do you want me 
to sing to you?" 

"About the rose, Uncle Tex," weakly. 
Tex looked queerly at Andy. A strange 

request for a sick boy. But Tex turned 
to a comer and picked up an old guitar 
that he had not played for a long time. 
Softly he tuned it, while the little fellow 
watched him wearily. 

He began singing softly. in a crooning 
tenor. and little Jimmy closed his eyes, 
listening. Andy rested his chin on his 
bands, tears in his eyes. Out in the living 
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room the three women stopped talking 
and listened. 

"He's singing to the lad," whispered 
Mrs. Blanco. "It's the song he likes 
best. Listen-" 

"You may search everywhere, but none can 
compare, 

With my wild Irish Rose." 

"He calls it his rose song!' 

. . . and some day for my aake, they 
mayletme take 

The bloom from my wild Irish Rose." 
The voice crooned the end of the song. 

Ma Cooper held out her hand to Mrs. 
Blanco. 

"I'm goin' now," she said softly. 
"I'm glad I heard the song, Mrs. Blanco. 
I'll come again. When you come to 
Pineville, come and see me, will you. 
Marion, I'll send out your trunk." 

She hurried out to the buckboard and, 
rode away, leaving Marion and �Irs. 
Blanco in the doorway, looking after her. 

'That song made her .cry," said Mrs. 
Blanco softly. 

"It almost made me cry, too," con
fessed Marion. 

Tex. came out, closing the door softly 
behind him. 

"He's asleep again," said Tex. "He 
was awake and knew me and Andy. Can 
you imagine it, he asked me to sing." 

"1-I don't blame him," said Marion. 
''We heard you." 

"Pshaw! I was just singin' for 
Jini.my." 

Ma Cooper sent the team spinning over 
the road to Pineville. She was glad she 
had visited the B Arrow, and she decided 
to go again. As strange as it may seem, 
she had never before exchanged a dozen 
words with Mrs. Blanco. She had found 
her a delightful old Irish lady. 

"Got a lot more class than some of 
these Pineville holier-than-thous," she de
clared to herself. "And everybody said 
she was an ignorant old pipe smoker! 
Ignorant! If some of 'em had half her 
brains, they'd die from headache." 

She drove up in front of Bootie's store 

and found Oscar Johnson, who seemed 
to have nothing better to do than to 
brace up one of the porch posts. 

"Are you awful busy, Oscar?" she 
asked. 

"Not right now, Mrs. Cooper." 
"I was just wonderin' if you'd do me 

a big favor." 
"Wouldn't be a bit surprised," he 

grinned. 
"Well, I've got to get somebody to take 

this team and haul Miss Evans' trunk out 
to the B Arrow ranch." 

"Out to the B Arrow ranch? Oh, yeah, 
shore. Is she goin' to stay out there?" 

"Long enough to need her trunk." 
"Uh-huh. Want me to go right away, 

Mrs. Cooper?" 
"If you'll do it, Oscar." 
"Ain't a bit busy." 
"Well, get in and we'll load up at the 

house." 
Oscar carried the trunk down to the 

buckboard. The back of the vehicle was 
hardly large enough to accommodate the 
trunk, and Oscar had no ropes to tie it on. 

"Bbt I reckon it'll ride there," he told 
her, as he climbed in. "I'll take it easy." 

He drove out of town, holding the 
team in check. The last time he had 
driven a buggy team he had smashed the 
buggy, and he was going to be more care
ful this time. Everything went well 
until the crossing of Stonny River, and he 
swung a little too far down the stream, 
where some big boulders .blocked a wheel, 
almost upset the buckboard and threw 
the trunk into the river. 

Oscar yelled like an Indian, whipped 
the team to the shore, where he tied 
them to a snag, and then went galloping 
down the stream after the trunk, which 
had wedged on a sand bar twenty feet 
below where it had gone into the water. 

"If I ev�r do anythin' right, I'll die 
next minute," declared Oscar, sloshing 
out of the river with the trunk in his arms, 
the water running a stream from one of 
the comers. 

He placed the trunk on the sand and 
surveyed it sadly. 

"Wetter 'n hell!" 
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He sat down on it, removed his boots 
and poured out the water, while the team . 
watched him, possibly wondering what it 
was all about. It suddenly occurred to 
him that he might be able to dry out the 
things, so he opened the trunk, which 
was not locked. 

It was fairly well filled. with femi
nine attire, the top things being dry. 
He dumped them out on the sand, 
grunting disgustedly when he foWld the 
things sodden in the bottom of the 
trunk. 

"Well, fr heaven's sake!" he grunted, 
and lifted a big, pearl handled Colt 
forty-five from the bottom of the trunk. 
It was fully loaded. 

Ignoring the rest of the things, Oscar 
sat down, with his back against the trunk 
and examined the gun. Oscar was not 
very quick minded, but something seemed 
to tell him that a schoolteacher, under 
ordinary conditions, would not own a new gun of that size and description. 

He removed the cartridges and amused 
himself for a while by snapping it at 
different objects. He liked the trigger 
pull and the balance of the weapon. The 
pearl flashed in the sun like an opal as 
Oscar polished it with a none too clean 
handkerchief. 

He took out his own gun and compared 
them. They were the same model, same 
caliber. But Oscar's gun was shiny in 
spots, nicked, the trigger pull altogether 
too heavy for accurate work. In fact, 
Oscar's gun was old. Suddenly a bright 
idea occurred to Oscar. 

He took his pocket knife, unscrewed 
the handles of both guns and changed 
handles, putting the pearl ones on 
his own gun. Now he had a new 
gun with old handles, while his old gun, 
resplendent in mother of pearl, went 
into the bottom of the trunk, along with 
the sodden clothes. 

"What in hell would a schoolma'am 
want of a new gun, anyway?" he asked 
himself. "A gun's a gun. It ain't steal
in', if you put back as good as you 
take." 

Thereupon Oscar loaded the things 

back in the trunk, put it back on the buck
board and headed for _the B Arrow. 
Marion was asleep, much to Oscar's re
lief, and Mrs. Blanco told him - to leave 
the trunk on the porch. Oscar left it in a 
sunny place, hoping it would dry out a 
little, at least. 

HE
in

D�:!·sba� :�1:e���:� 
the office, well satisfied with himself 
The inquest over the body of Guy Shearer 
was held that aftemQOn. Hashknife and 
Sleepy attended, but were not called as 
witnesses. The usual verdict was ren� 
dered by the jury. 

The sheriff had heard a number of re
marks reflecting on his ability as a peace 
officer, and he was not in a good frame of 
mind when he went back to his office with 
Osca.-. 

"What do they expect me to do?" he 
asked plaintively. "I never had no 
trainin' at this here job. To hear some 
of them whippoorwills talkin', you'd 
think I ought to have an X-ray eye. I'm 
sick of the whole danged job." 

"Same here," agreed Oscar. "I took 
this job to help you out, Pat, and you 
don't need no help, not for what you've 
done." 

"We're a aWful mess, Oscar." 
"Speak for yourself. I'm all nght for 

what I'm intended. A deputy ain't sup
posed to have any brains." 

Oscar took off his heavy belt and gun 
and placed them on the desk, after which 
he sighed deeply and stretched out 
on a cot. The sheriff stared sad 
eyed at the belt and gun, thinking over 
the woes of his position. His fingers 
picked absently at the cartridges in the 
belt loops. 

He ran his fingers over the butt of the gun, not because he wanted to feel of the 
gun, but because of something to do. 
Then he shut one eye and looked at the 
exposed breech of the gun. After a mo
ment's scrutiny, he drew the gun from 
the holster and looked at it closely. 

"Where'd you git the new gwt, Oscar?" 
he asked. , 
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Oscar sat up like a mechanical toy, 
quick and jerky, 

"Wh-what gun?" 
'This here one." 
The sheriff held it up. 
"Oh, that one." 
Oscar swore inwardly at himself for 

leaving that gun on the desk. 
"New gun, ain't it, Oscar?" 
"Pretty new." Oscar sank down again. 
"Pretty damn new, it looks to me. 

You never had it before." 
"No," said Oscar. ' It's almost new, 

Pat." 
"Where'd you get it?'' 
"Where'd I get it?" 
"Yeah, where'd you get it?" 
"Ob, I dunno." 
"You durmo?" 
"Well, my stars!" Oscar sat up and 

glowered at the sheriff. "What's the 
difference where I got it? When you 
start harpin' on anythin', you never 
know when to quit." 

"I ain't harpin'; I just asked you where 
you got it." 

"Where I got it, eh? Ain't that 
harpin'?" 

"Well, I just asked you. You're my 
deputy. Ain't I got a right to ask you 
where you got a new gun?" . 

"Got a right, yes." 
"Well, where didja get it, Oscar?" 

''You mean, who did I get itfram?" 
"If that's the answer, yes." 
"I didn't get it from nobody." 
"Didja find it?" 
Oscar got off the cot and hitched up his 

pants. He was mad enough to tell where 
and how he got it-and he did. 

The sheriff listened, open mouthed, 
while Oscar described how he lost the 
schoolteacher's trunk in Stormy River, how 
he recovered it and wanted to dry out the 
clothes, and where he found the new gun. 

"And thatanswersyour question, Pat," 
htrfinished. "Now forgit it, will you?" 

"And you took the pearl handles off it 
and put 'em on your old smoke wagon, 
eh? You traded g�r Johnson, 
you damn fool!" 

The sheriff got to his feet and advanced 

on the cot, half choking, as be tried to 
talk. 

"0-o-oh, you damn fool!" he wailed. 
"Who had a new six-gun with pearl 
handles? Who did? Tex Blanco! He 
lost it at that holdup. That's what them 
wimmin stopped and picked up. That 
teacher got it. She's stuck on Tex. Oscar. 
She put the gun in her trunk, and you
you traded-oh, my soul! Oscar you've 
ruined the evidence!" 

Oscar sat up, rubbing his nose. Then 
he got to his feet and hitched up his 
pants. He looked at the sheriff sadly and 
shook his head. 

"Well, you kept on harpin' until you 
got an answer, didn't you. Curiosity 
killed the cat, and it made you pretty 
sick. Now wbat'll we do?" 

"Keep our mouths shut!" snapped the 
sheriff. "H we ever let this get out, 
they'll laugh us out of the valley." 

"Well, I'm not goin' to tell it. Didn't 
I try to even keep it from you?" 

"You jist the same as stole that gun." 
"I traded," said Oscar firmly. "Mine 

had a heavy pull on the trigger, and it 
throwed me off. Some day I might acci
dently kill somebody." 

The sheriff stumped around the office, 
while Oscar laid down again and began 
rolling a cigaret. Finally the sheriff sat 
down again, holding his head in his 
hands. 

"If I bad knowed about that gun-" 
said Oscar slowly. "But I never once 
thought about the schoolma'am havin' 
Tex's gun in her trunk. Why should I? 
I never even remembered that Tex had a :

.
' 
.. 

handle six-gun. I remember it 

"It's too late now. It's an old gun 
that's got the pearl handles on it now. 
Tex could laugh at us." 

"Unless you might make that girl ad
mit findin' it, Pat. If y<1U caught her 
before she found that gun in the trunk. 
Even at that, she might not see that the 
gun was different." 

"You mean we might bluff her into 
admittin' that her and Mrs. Cooper found 
the gun there?" 
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"Why not? If we could get the gun, 
without Tex seein' it, we can change the 
handles back again." 

"Yeah, we might do that." 

T�!d�H
I������e: t:;� �!c

s�a��� 
ed to suggest something more, but 
stopped short. Hashknife Hartley was 
standing in the doorway, leaning against 
the door frame, slowly rolling a cigaret, his 
face very grave. 

"We might bluff her," said Oscar, "but 
she's got to be talked to before she 
empties that trunk, Pat. She'll see it's 
been tampered with, and she'll get 
scared and give Tex back his gun." 

Hashknife looked at Oscar, who was 
lying on his back, staring at the ceiling, 
all oblivious to Hashknife's presence. 
The sheriff cleared his throat harshly, 
glared at Oscar murderously. 

"It won't be any job to change the 
handles," said Oscar. 

"Are you goin' to keep runnin' off at 
the mouth?" asked the sheriff explo-
sively. . 

Oscar sat up, took one look at Hash
knife and sank back. 

"He's got the hoof-and-mouth disease," 
said the sheriff wearily. "Every time he 
opens his mouth he gets his foot in it." 

"The inquest didn't amoWlt to much," 
said Hashknife. 

"Not much. How could it?" 
"Did Shearer have any relatives, 

Sheriff?" 
"In Chicago, I think. Rice sent some 

telegrams, and we'll wait to hear what 
they want done with the body." 

"None around here, eh?" 
"Matt Sturgis is a. forty-second cousin, 

or somethin' like that." 
"Sturgis of the TD outfit?" 
"Yeah. Shearer worked over at Gar

net quite a while. Nice sort of a feller." 
"What kind of a person was Buck 

Dennig?" 
"Wild as a hawk, but square as a die." 
"Get along well with Tolman?" 
"Oh, shore." 
''Like hell!" snorted Oscar. "They 

·used to quarrel a l�t. You must re
member I worked for 'em." 

"Quarrel over what?" asked the sheriff. 
"I never heard it." 

"Over money. Cleve Tolman gambled 
on the stock markets, and he got stuck a 
couple times pretty hard. Buck was a 
gambler, too, but not on the markets. I 
heard 'em hot and heavy one night a 
year or so ago. I reckon Cleve had used 
some of the partnership money. Any
way, they decided to each bank their 
share after that." 

"I foWld out after Buck's death that 
they had separate bank accounts," said 
the sheriff, "but I never knowed why." 

"Well, that was why," said Oscar. 
"Buck shore wa::> mad, and he gave Tol
man hell. I couldn't help bearin' it. I 

. thought it was all off with the partner
ship, but next day they was all right 
again. But outside of their quarrels, they 
was good enough friends, I reckon." 

Hashknife left the office in a few 
minutes. He had heard enough to know 
that in some way Oscar Johnson had 
found the gun in Marion's trunk and had 
left his gun in its place. And he had also 
heard enough to _ know that the sheriff 
intended getting a confession, if possible. 
and recovering the evidence. 

But both the sheriff and deputy were 
afraid that Hash knife had heard too much. 

"I don't sabe that feller," declared 
Oscar. "You don't know whether he's for 
you or against you." 

"Well," said the sheriff sadly, "he 
prob'ly knows that it ain't Tex'S gun in 
that trunk. He kinda antagonizes me." 

"You don't suppose he's in cahoots 
with Tex, do you?" 

"You git some real bright ideas, Oscar. 
Nossir, Tex Blanco held up that stage, as 
sure as shootin'. Mebby him and Judd. 
Anyway, there was more than one man. 
\Ve won't do nothin' now, Oscar. We'll 
wait until dark, and then go out to the 
B Arrow. We've got to take a chance 
that she ain't foWld that gun. And even 
if she has, she wouldn't rec'nize it." 

''That's a good idea," applauded 
Oscar. "But I hope Te.1: ain't there. 
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Anyway, he don't know about that gun, 
so we're safe, as far as that's concerned." 

Ha.shknife found Sleepy at the Stormy 
River bar talking with Frank Shell, the 
owner of the saloon, and Dobe Severn. 
Matt Sturgis, Shorty Gallup and Alex 
McLean were playing pool at the rear of 
the room. 

"What became of old Luke Jones?" 
asked Hashknife. 

"He went to Gamet this momin'," said 
Dobe. ''Sobered up and pulled out, I 
guess. He'll probably get drunk in 
Gamet. He shore raised hell at the TD. 
Got dnmk on prune whisky and pot� 
shotted everythin' around the place." 

Ha.shknife wanted a chance to talk 
seriously with the old cook. Lul{e Jones 
had admitted that he knew something, 
and Hashknife wanted to know what that 
something might be. Sleepy went with 
him from the saloon, and they crossed the 
street to the bank, which was closed. 
Hashknife knew where John Rice lived. 
They found the old banker at home. 

"I'll tell you what I want to see," ex� 
plained Hashknife. "Buck Dennig cashed 
a check for ten thousand dollars the after� 
noon of the night he was killed, and I 
want to see that canceled check, if it still 
exists." 

"Why, I suppose it still exists," said 
Rice. "But what is the idea of you want� 
in�. to � .it?" . , CunoStty, I reckon, Mr. Rice. 

"I'm sorry, but I-" 
"Do you think Buck Dennig committed 

suicide?" 
"That would have been impossible, 

Hartley ... 
"And you don't think he buried that 

ten thousand before he died, do you?" 
"Buried it? Why would he bury it?" 
"All right, he was murdered and 

robbed. H it isn't too much trouble, I'd 
like to see that check." 

The' old banker's mild blue eyes wav� 
ered under the steady stare of the gray 
ones, and he turned slowly on his heel. 

"Wait until I get my hat," he siid. 
"I-I suppose there would be no harm in 
it, Hartley." 

They walked back to the bank, where 
Rice unlocked it, and they went inside. 
It did not take Rice long to find the 
check, along with Buck Dennig's state
ment and several other smaller checks, 
drawn by Buck. Hashknife spread them 
all out on the counter and examined 
them closely. He was not an expert on 
handwriting, but his eyes were keen. 
Finally he took out the warning note he 
had received and examined it again. 

The old banker did not seem interested. 
The canceled checks meant nothing to 
Sleepy, who talked with Rice about the 
murder and robbery. It seemed tha.t 
there was a difference in the opinions of 
the several directors of the bank, and 
no final decision had been made as to how 
soon the bank would resume operations. 

"I suppose Cleve Tolman has taken over 
the TD ranch, ain �t he?" asked Hashknife. 

"Yes," nodded the banker. "I believe 
he has a court order to that effect. Buck 
Dcnnig died intestate and, as far as any 
one knows, he has no relatives. Naturally 
the ranch and all of Dennig's personal 
goods belong to Tolman." 

Hashknite folded up the statement and 
checks, handing them bo.ck to Rice. 

"Thank you, Mr. Rice,'' he said. 
"Keep those where we can get at 'em, in 
case we need 'em again." 

"Yes, eertainly. Are you a-a detec� 
tive, Mr. Hartley?" 

"Under the circumstances," smiled 
Hash knife. 

"What was the queer idea of Jookin' at 
them checks?" asked Sleepy, after they 
left the bank. 

"Just playin' a hunch, Sleepy. After 
supper we're ridin' to Garnet to have a 
talk with Luke Jones. I hope he's sober 
enough to come clean, or drunk enough to 
talk." 

"Have you hit the trail, cowboy?" 
"I dunno. Anyway, I've got a couple 

blazes in sight." 

MARION did not discover that her 
trunk had been soaked in the river. 

Mrs. Blanco had ordered one of the cow� 
boys to move it into the room Marion 
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was occupying, and she had had no cause 
to open it. Little Jimmy was so sick 
that both women spent most of their 
time in the room with him. 

Tex came in from work about five 
o'clock. The doctor had not been there 
since morning, so Tex sent Corbett after 
him. Tex was pleased to find that Mar
ion's trunk had been brought to the 
ranch. Neither Tex nor Marion had 
mentioned that gWl again, and Tex did 
not know that Marion suspected Hash
knife of overhearing what she had told 
Tex that night about finding his gun at 
the scene of the holdup. 

Tex had offered no explanation, no 
alibi. Marion did not want to believe 
that Tex robbed that stage, but the evi
dence was all against him. 

The doctor did not get there Wltil after 
supper and he decided to stay awhile and 
watch the patient. Mrs. Blanco sat in 
the bedroom with the doctor and Andy 
Hastings, while Tex and ?t-Iarion sat in 
front of the fireplace in the living room. 

"It's funny how things break," said 
Tex. "Who would ever have bet on any 
kind of odds that you would ever be stay
in' here at the B Arrow, Marion?" 

"I suppose not." 
"But I'm glad you are. I'm sorry for 

little Jimmy, but his sickness brought me 
luck. It gave me a chance to see you for 
more than a minute at a time." 

Marion stared in the flames, her chin 
resting in her p&lm. 

''I know what you're thinkin'," he said 
slowly. "I'm no fool. You're thinkin' 
how much better it would be if I was a 
respectable citizen, instead of a man Wlder 
suspicion of bein' a murderer, stage 
robber and a lot of other crimes." 

"I wasn't thinking of that, Tex," she 
said quickly. 

"But I am, you know." 
"I don't know it, Tex." 
They sat there together for a long time, 

saying nothing, while the flames crackled 
in the old fireplace. Finally Tex walked 
over to a table, picked up an old photo
graph albam and brought it over to 
Marion. 

"Some of the old . Blanco family,'' he 
said, opening the old book. "Oh, they 
were respectable enough, I suppose. I'm 
the black sheep of the family. Some of 
those tintypes are rather good. There's 
my father, when he was twenty. I 
reckon he was a gay young blade of Se
ville. Always wanted to be a bull fighter, 
he said. Came to California to pick up 
gold on the streets." 

Tex laughed shortly. 
"Didn't find the gold, so he went into 

the cattle business-and found it. That 
next one is an uncle of mine. He was a 
bull fighter in Mexico City, until he found 
a bull that was color blind. Saw the 
man instead of the red cloth." 

Mrs. Blanco came from the bedroom. 
"The doctor is still there," she said. 

"He thinks the lad is gettin' along well." 
"I was just showing Marion some old 

pictures," said Tex smiling. 
"Aye. and they're old, too," smiled 

Mrs. Blanco. 
Some kodak pictures had been left 

between the leaves of the album and, as 
Tex started to gather them up, Marion 
stopped him and took one of the pictures. 
It was a very good snapshot of Tex and 
another man, standing close together, 
holding their big hats in their hands, with 
a comer of a corral fence for a back
ground. The faces were well lighted. 

Marion stared at the picture for several 
moments, and her face was white as she 
looked up at Tex. 

"Who is that-that man with you, 
Tex?" she asked. 

"That?" Tex laughed shortly. "That's 
Buck Dennig." 

"Buck Dennig? The man who was-
who was killed?" 

"Yes, Marion. Go ahead and say it." 
"Buck J)ennig?" 
"I� �� taken about five years ago, 

Mar1on. , 
"Did you know anything about hUn, 

Tex?'' 
"Why, what's the matter?" asked Mrs. 

Blanco. "Your face is all white, lass." 
Marion shook her head, and her hands 

trembled, as she examined the picture 
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again, staring down at the smiling face Of 
Buck Dennig. 

"Nobody knew much about him," said 
Tex. "He had no relatives, I guess. 
He never spoke about his past. I 
don't-" 

Came a sharp knock on the front door. 
Tex walked over and opened the door, 
admitting the sheriff and deputy. They 
did not s,top to wait for an invitation to 
enter. Oscar stopped at the doorway, 
while the sheriff advanced toward Marion 
and Mrs. Blanco. Tex still had his hand 
on the door. 

"I've been talkin' to Mrs. Cooper," 
said the sheriff, addressing Marion. "She 
didn't want to get in bad with the law, so 
she talked quite a Jot. Now, it's your 
tum. I want that pearl handled six· 
shooter you've got in your trunk." 

Marion's face was whiter now, as she 
looked up at the grim faced sheriff, her 
mind trying to conceive that Ma Cooper 
had divulged their secret. 

"What pearl handled six-shooter are 
you talkin' about?'' demanded Tex. 

The sheriff did not tum his head, as he 
replied: 

"That's my business with this yowtg 
lady. You keep out of it." 

"That's what I say," growled Oscar, 
trying to keep his nerve. 

"Mrs. Cooper told you?" Marion's 
voice was a whisper. 

''Shore thing. Now, you dig up that 
gun. I could put you in jail for doin' a 
thing like that. Hurry up." 

"What did she tell you?" asked Marion 
weakly. 

"About you �din' . that gun at the 
holdup. We know whose gun it is, and 
we're gain'-" 

Tex acted quickly. In fact he acted 
so quickly that Oscar Johnson's feet went 
from under him and he fell along the wall, 
clawing tor support, his holster dangling 
empty. When the sheriff turned, Oscar 
crashed down on the floor, and they 
heard the porch railing creak, as Tex. 
vaulted it. 

The sheriff sprang toward the doorway, 
while Oscar swore bitterly and got back 

to his feet, feeling for his gun, which Tex 
had taken away. 

''Let him go!" snapped the sheriff 
"We'llgethim, Oscar. Whatwewantright 
now is that six-gun. Where's the trunk?" 

But before Marion could tell him, from 
somewhere out in the darkness came the 
thudding report of a revolver shot. In 
another moment came a spatter of shots, 
as if several guns were discharged close 
together. In possibly five seconds there 
were three more shots, spaced about two 
seconds apart. 

The sheriff and deputy seemed rooted 
to the spot, unable to understand what it 
was all about. Outside, somebody was 
shouting questions; a man swore wonder
ingly. Frank Judd ran up the steps to 
the front door and stepped inside, staring 
at the sheriff and deputy. 

"What in hell is gain' on around here?" 
he demanded. 

"God knows. I don't," said the sheriff. 

so
t� ��� :�e f:t: !e 
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It was Hashknifc Hartley, half carrying, 
half dragging Sleepy Stevens. Hash
knife's face was white in the lamplight. 
The doctor had stepped out from the bed
room, and now he went straight to Hash
knife. 

"In here," said Mrs. Blanco, .. on the 
couch. Don't lay him on the floor." 

Judd grasped Sleepy's feet, and they 
carried him in to the living room couch. 

"For God's sake, what happened?" 
asked the sheriff. 

He had forgotten all about the trunk. 
Hashknife shook his head, his lips shut 

tightly, while the doctor cut away 
Sleepy's vest and shirt, trying to de-. 
termine the extent of his injuries. So 
interested were they that they did not see 
Tex Blanco return. 

Marion was first to see him. He was 
standing in the doorway, leaning weakly 
against the wall, while the left shoulder or 
his pale blue silk shirt was gradually 
assuming a scarlet cast. · The blood 
seemed to have drained from his face, and 
his brown eyes were filled with pain. 
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"Tex!" whispered ?t-Iarion. "Oh, Tex, 
you're hurt!" 

"It's all right," he said weakly. 
"I'm all right." 

Hashknife stepped over and helped 
Tex to a. chair, where he slumped wearily. 
Hashknife tore away the shirt and began 
mopping a-way the blood. Tex had been 
shot rather high up through the shoulder. 
From the way he carried his ann, Hash
knife felt sure tha.t no bones were broken. 

"In the name of God, what happened?" 
demanded the sheriff. "Who done all the 
shootin', anyway, Hartley?" 

Ha.shknife shook his head and watched 
the doctor. 

"Nasty wound," said the doctor. "Rib 
probably saved his life. Broke the rib, 
but turned the bullet. Went all the way 
through, but turned aside enough to give 
him a mighty good chance. Mrs. Blanco, 
will you get me plenty of hot water and 
cloths?" 

He got up from the floor and walked 
over to Tex, who was gritting his teeth to 
keep upright. 

"Lucky all around," muttered the 
doctor. "Clean through and never 
touched the bone. Miss Evans, you can 
help me, if you will." 

He had noticed that Marion was on the 
verge of keeling over in a faint, so he 
used these means of bracing her nerve. 

"Go out and help Mrs. Blanco fix the 
water. Nobody is going to die, my dear. 
Regular hospital, we've got here. Sheriff, 
if you can't think of anything else to do, 
try closing your mouth. It has been 
open for five minutes." 

"Well!" snorted the sheriff. "Won't 
nobody tell me what happened? Two 
wounded men, and no explanation." 

"I don't know, Sheriff," said Hash
knife, looking down at Sleepy. "We rode 
in here, down by the gate, and somebody 
shot Sleepy. I didn't know he was hit 
until he fell off near the back door out 
there. I was shootin' at the flashes." 

"I shot at somebody," m:uttercd Tex, 
"but they shot me first. There was a lot 
of shoo tin', I think." 

"Plenty," said Hashknife grimly. 

.. Why did you come out here, Hartley?" 
asked the sheriff. 

"Why did you come out here?'' re
torted Hashknife. 

"I guess you knew why. I came out 
here to get that gun, and I'm goin' to get 
it. You keep your nose out of my busi
ness, will you? I've got the goods on Tex 
Blanco, and I'll put that girl in jail with 
him for tryin' to destroy evidence. I 
don't know what your game is, but you 
better not monkey with the law." 

"I'm not monkeyin' with the law," 
said Hashknife. 

He looked at Frank Judd, who had 
been shifting around nervously. 

"Go and get �!iss Evins' trunk and 
bring it here, Judd." 

"You never mind!" snapped the sheriff. 
"I'll get that there trunk and-" 

"Aw, quit bluffin'," said Hashknife. 
"Get the trunk, Judd." 

Judd brought the trunk and placed it in 
the center of the room. 

"Open it up and find a six-shooter in it, 
will you?" requested Hashknife. 
· The sheriff swore impotently, as Judd 
dug deeply in the trunk. Mrs. Blanco 
and Marion came in, bringing the hot 
water and cloths. Marion stopped short 
at the sight of Frank Judd digging in 
her trunk. Finally he straightened up, 
holding the pearl handled gun in his 
hand. 

Hashknife took it from him and showed 
it to Marion. 

"Is that the gun you found at the place 
of the holdup?" 

"Yes," she whispered. 
''Fine,'' smiled Hashknife. 
He walked over to Tex and held it be

fore him. 
"Is that your gun, Tex?" he asked. 
Tex. stared at it for a moment and 

looked up at Hashknife blankly. 
''That's not my gun,'' he said evenly. 

"My gun was new." ., 

''That's what I thought," said Hash
knife seriously. 

He turned the gun over in his hands, 
looking at it closely. 

''There's two initials scratched on the 
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bottom of the trigger guard," he said 
slowly. ''Looks like 0. J." 

Hasbknife looked keenly at Oscar 
Johnson, but the deputy was not inter
ested enough to look at him. Hashknife 
stepped over and handed the gun to the 
sheriff. 

''There's your evidence, Sheriff." 
The sheriff's faee was a study in mixed 

emotions. He knew that the evidence 
was ruined now. His idea was to have se
cured the gun, switched the handles 
again, and to swear that the new gun was 
the one found in the trunk. He looked at 
Oscar and longed to bend the gun over his 
thick head. But all he could do was to 
accept defeat gracefully. 

"All right, Hartley," he said thickly. 
"You'll hear more of this later. I'm not 
through with you-yet." 

"Well, that's fine, Sheriff." 

OSCAR followed the sheriff away from 
the ranch, glad to be out of the 

house, while Hashknife and Judd helped 
the doctor. Sleepy was still unconscious 
when they put him to bed. Hashknife 
wanted to take him to town, but the 
doctor would not listen to him. 

"Right here he stays, Hartley, and 
right here I stay." 

Tex refused to go to bed, but stretched 
out on the couch. He had lost consider
able blood, and the heavy bullet had 
shocked him badly, but he felt better 
now. There were too many things to 
talk about for him to think of going to 
sleep. 

He wanted to know how Oscar John
son's revolver happened to be in Marion's 
trunk. He listened in amazement to 
what Hashknife told him. Of course. 
Hashknife did not hear all the story, but 
he had heard the sheriff and deputy say 
enough for him to build up the rest of the 
story. 

.. And you knew they would come after 
that gun tonight?" asked Marion. 

"Wasn't sure, but I knew they intend
ed to come and get it. They didn't want 
Tex to see that gun, until after they had 
switched handles again." 

"You saved my bacon, Hartley,"da.id 
Tex wearily. ''They've got the goods on 
me, I guess. But I want you to know that 
I'm mighty grateful for what you've done 
for me.'' 

"How grateful, Blanco?" 
"I don't know what you mean, 

Hartley." 
"Grateful enough to tell me about that 

holdup?" 
''To tell you what about it?" 
"How your pearl handled gun happened 

to be there." 
"Looks as though I lost it, don't it?" 
"Let's stop sparrin' around, Blanco. 

Where was you when that stage was 
robbed?" 

Tex turned his head and stared at the 
fire several minutes, while they waited 
for him to speak. 

"I didn't try to prove any alibi," he 
said slowly. "I'm not a good liar, and 
this sounds like a lie. Nobody would 
believe it, so I kept still. The night be
fore the holdup I was goin' to Garnet to 
the dance. 

''I left the house and went down to the 
stable to get my horse. As I stepped into 
the stable, somethin' hit me on the head, 
and I didn't know anythin' for quite a 
while. When I woke up I was tied tight, 
gagged and blindfolded. I had an awful 
headache and a thirst. You've read 
about men gettin' loose from ropes? 
Well, I couldn't. I reckon I rubbed all 
the skin off my wrists. 

"I don't know how long it was before 
somebody came. I knew it was daylight, 
because I had felt the sun' for a long 
time. They unfastened my legs and 
helped me to my feet, but didn't say a 
word. It was hard for me to stand up, 
even when I braced my legs. 

"Then a man spoke to me and said he 
was goin' to cut my hands loose. He 
told me to leave the bandage on my eyes 
until I could count a hundred, before I 
took it off. He warned me that he was 
counting, too, and if I took it off too 
quick, he'd kill me. Then he cut my 
hands loose. 

"My gun was gone. I felt for it first. 
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I counted a hundred before I took off that 
blind(old and gag. Then I found myself 
in a little clearing in the ·brush, about two 
miles from here. My horse was there, 
tied to a. snag. My head was so sore I 
had to wear my hat on one side of my 
head, and I was so thirsty I couldn't talk. 
So I came home. I told mother, because 
she would believe." 

"Sounds reasonable," said Hashknife 
seriously. 

"Don't say that," replied Tex. "It 
sounds: like a badly told Jie." 

"And somebody stoic your gun, trying 
to make them think you robbed the 
stage!" excla:imed Marion. 

"H you believe my story," sighed Tex. 
"I can't hardly believe it myself." 

"Oh, I'm glad I found that gun. 
Suppose the sheriff had found it, Tex." 

"I'd be in jail, [ suppose. But, :MArion, 
just before the sheriff came in tonight, you 
were looking at Buck Dennig's picture. 
What was it all abontP" 

Marion went to her tnmk and, after a 
(ew moments, she came back and handed 
Tex. a picture of a man. 

"Why, that's Buck!" he said. "Buck 
Dennig." 

"My brother," said Marion softly. 
"Blaine Evans." 

"It's Buck Dennig all right," said 
Judd. "Little younger, but it's Buck. 
just the same, Miss Evans." 

"Then Buck Dennig was my brother." 
The doctor examined the picture, nod

ding slowly. 
''That is the man we 'knew as Buck 

Dennig, Miss Evans." 
''That's 90methin' to shock Cleve 

Tolman," grinned Judd. 
"They say I kiUed Buck Dennig," said 

Tex bitterly. "And I haven't even a good 
lie to use as a.n alibi. We quarreied that 
night. I reckon I would have killed him, 
because he called me a thief." 

"I don't believe you killed him." said 
Marion. 

"Well, I can't prove it, Marion. I 
suppose they are sayin' that I killed Guy 
Shearer and robbed the .bank." 

Hash'knife reached .in his pocket and 

drew out the hondo, which bore the 
brand of the B Arrow, and held it down 
in front of Tex. 

"Who owns that ·hondo, TexP" he 
asked. 

Tex. stared at it for a moment and took 
it in his good hand. 

"That's mine," he said. "Where did 
you get it, HartleyP" 

"On the floor of the bank. when we 
found Shearer. The rope was there, too, 
but the hondo had been cut off." 

Tex. stared at ·the hondo, turning it 
over in his hand. 

"You found that on the floor-my rope 
and hondo?" 

''The sheriff has the rope. I reckon. 
You can't identi(y a rope." 

"Does he know you've got this hon
do?" 

"Nope, I sneaked it off the floor.'' 
Tex lay back on his pillow and closed 

his eyes wearily. 
"And I've got no lie to tell about that," 

he said. "I don't know who nor what you 
are, Hartley, but you've sure been a friend 
to me. That evidence would hang me." 

"I suppose it would. Did you lose the 
rope?" 

"I don't know. Never missed it if I 
did." 

"Any of your boys carry a marked 
hondoP" 

"I don't think so. Do you know any, 
Frank?" 

Judd shook ·his head quickly. 
"I guess not, Tex." 
Bashknife put the hondo on the 

mantel. 
'Tm goin' to Garnet," he told them. 

\'Take good care of Sleepy,· will youP 
He meens more to me than anythin' on 
earth. I .don't like to run away, when 
he's bogged down tha.ta.way, but he 
knows me and he'll understand why I 
went." 

And without another word he went out 
to his horse and mounted in the dark. 

"We better get you into .a bed, Tex.," 
suggested the ·doctor. "You probably 
don't rea.1ize that you are badly hurt.'' 

"Yeah, I realize it. Doc." said Tex. 
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"but I'm all right, except that I don't 
know what it is all about. Who shot 
Stevens and me, I wonder? What was it 
all about, anyway?" 

"I wish I knew,'' said Judd. "Andy is 
asleep in the bunkhouse, and Tommy 
and Kit are in PineVille. I ran out of the 
bunkhouse, when the shootin' started, 
but I couldn't see anybody. Who would 
want to shoot 'em, Tex?" 

"Search me. I think the sheriff was 
mad enough to shoot somebody, but he's 
no bushwhacker. Who are these two 
men, I wonder? Nobody seems to know 
much about 'em." 

''They seem all right," said Marion 
softly. 

"They are all right," declared Tex. 
"They'.ve proved it to me. How badly is 
Stevens hurt, Doc?" 

"Bad enough to lay him up for awhile." 
The doctor went back to where Sleepy 

was lying. Little Jimmy had decided to 
sleep through it all, and the doctor was 
satisfied with his condition. 

IT WAS nearly midnight when Hash
knife reached Garnet. He tied his 

horse at a hitchrack near the Overland 
Saloon, the big gambling house of the 
town, and went in. The place was fairly 
well filled and a number of g8.mes were 
running full blast. 

Hashknife went along to the bar, where 
he stopped and looked over the room, 
which was hazy with tobacco smoke. Be 
wanted to find Luke Jones, and he ex
pected to find the hardboiled old TD cook 
where the drinks came fast. 

The room buzzed with conversation, the 
click of chips, the droning voices of the 
dealers, while glasses clicked at the bar 
and spurs rasped along the metal bar rail. 

No one paid any attention to the tall 
cowboy who leaned against the bar, 
smoking a cigaret. At the rear. of the 
room were a number of tables, where 
drinks were served. The three piece 
orchestra struck up a dance, and several 
of the chap-clad gentry tramped around 
the small dance space with the girls, 
having a, boisterous time. 

Suddenly a girl screamed, and her 
scream was pwtctuated by the thudding 
jar of a revolver shot. The room was in 
an uproar in a moment. The girls scat
tered like a bevy or frightened quail. 
Hashknile shoved his way through the 
crowd and found himseiC against a table 
which had been upset by some one who 
stood not upon their manner of going. 

A man was lying flat on his back on the 
floor and, against the wall, standing 
alone, gun in hand, was Cleve Tolman, 
owner of the TD outfit. Some men were 
moving in closer to him and he eyed 
them with evident hostility. 

"Keep away {rom me," warned Tolman. "I shot in self defense, that's all." 
"That's right," said a cowboy, who 

had evidently seen the shooting. ''The 
other feller went for his gwt." 

"Thank you," said Tolman coldly, 
He looked around and saw Hashknile, 

looking at him across the table. 
"Somebody ought to get a doctor for 

him," he said, and several men left the 
saloon. 

Tolman slowly replaced the gun in his 
holster. 

Hashknife stepped in close and looked 
at the man on the floor. It was old Luke 
Jones, ex-cook of the TD. Another man 
knelt down and lifted the old man's head 
and shoulders. But old Luke wasn't 
dead. He groaned a couple of times and 
opened his eyes. It seemed as if he had 
some difficulty in realizing what had 
happened. 

"Been drinkin' quite a Jot," said one or 
the men. 

Luke looked at him, but shiCted his eyes 
to Hashknife. 

"Where's Tolman?" he asked hoarsely. 
"Didn't I git him?" 

"I guess you didn't," said Ha.shknife. 
"Never mind. Just take it easy, old
timer; the doctor will get here in a few 
minutes." 

"Aw, to hell with the doctor! I've got 
mine, I guess. So he beat me to it, eh? 
First time that's ever happened, too. He 
wouldn't pay me to keep my mouth 
shut, Tolman wouldn't. All I wanted 
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WfUI a thousand dollars. That ain't 
much." He blinked around at the faces 
and added, ''To keep yore mouth shut." 

''Shut about what?" asked Hashknife 
softly. 

"About Buck Dennig. I told him to 
give me the money or I'll talk. He 
called me a dirty black somethin', and I 
went for my gun. Where is he, the dirty 
sidewinder? Duck was my friend. I 
knowed more about Buck than anybody. 
Duck's got relatives. He's got a mother 
and a sister. Tolman didn't know it until 
tonight. He called me a dirty liar, and 
then killed me to keep me from tcllin' it." 

"You ain't dead yet/' said one of the 
men. 

"No, but I'm close to it. And this 
here Western country loses a good man 
when I cash ln. Where's that doctor? 
Where's Tolman?" 

"Who killed Buck Dennig?" asked 
Hashklnfe. 

"I dunno. Think I'd let him live. if I 
knowed. You're Hartley, ain't you? I 
'member you. Are you a damned de
tective?" 

"Do I look like one?" smiled Hashknife. 
"Why don'tcha go and arrest Tex 

Blanco if you are?" 
"Did Tex Blanco kill hitn, Luke?" 
"I dunno. Gimme a drink, can'tcha? 

How bad does a man have to be hurt be
fore he gets a drink. Where's that doctor? 
I'm bleedin' to death, I tell you." 

"Listen to me, Luke," said Hashknife 
seriously. "What do you know about the 
killin' of Buck Dennig? What do you 
know about that ten thousand they stole 
from him?" 

Luke blinked painfully. 
"I think Tolman knew," he said 

hoarsely. "They quarreled the momin' 
Buck drawed that money. I heard some 
of it. Tolman gambled for big money. 
Buck tried to stop him. I didn't hear it 
all, but I know Tolman said, 'We split 
here, Buck. I'll buy or sell. Ten thou
sand down and the rest on time.' That's 
what I heard that mornin'. Tolman 
knows, damn his dirty hide!" 

The doctor came elbowing his way 

through the crowd, and Hashknife got to 
his feet. That end of the room was 
packed solid with interested humanity, 
but Tolman had vanished. - Hashknife 
did not wait to hear the doctor's verdict, 
but went back to his horse. 

He was no nearer a solution than he 
was before. But he knew now that 
Cleve Tolman and Buck Dennig had 
quarreled, and that Tolman knew Buck 
was to draw that money. Evidently Buck 
had decided to buy out Tolman's interest 
in the TD, and had drawn the money to 
make the initial payment. 

And it was also evident that old Luke 
Jones had tried to blackmail Tolman out 
of a thousand dollars, knowing that his 
evidence might convict Tolman. .AJJ far 
as the shooting was concerned, Tolman 
would have little trouble in proving self 
defense, but he might have trouble in 
explaining away what old Luke had told 
about him. 

But there were other things that Hash
knife had discovered, little things which 
no one else had considered. He rode back 
to the B Arrow and found only Mrs. 
Blanco and the doctor awake. The doctor 
assured Hashknife that all the patients 
were doing as well as might be expected; 
so Hashknife rode on to Pineville, know
ing that all the beds were filled at the 
ranch. 

There was a light in the sheritrs office. 
Hashknife tied his horse and knocked on 
the door. The sheriff, half dressed, came 
to the door and glared icily at Hashknife. 

"F'r God's sake, what are you doin' 
around here?'' he demanded. "I hoped 
you wouldn't never come back." 

"I saw a light," grinned Hashknife. 
''The rest of Pineville is fast asleep. 
You're up late, ain't you?" 

"Aw, hell! C'mon in. I think I'd like 
to talk with you." 

HA
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deputy, was stretched out onZ1- oot, 
snoring. The sheriff sat down at his 
desk and motioned Hashknife to a chair 
near him. 
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"Set down," he growled. "I swore to 
myself that I'd curry you with a six-gun if 
you ever came in h�re again." 

"Oh, you never want to feel thataway 
about anybody, Sheriff." 

"You made me so damn mad. What 
are you tryin' to do, anyway? Goin' 
down to the B Arrow and-" 

"Keepin' you from gettin' Oscar's 
gun?" 

"The big jug-head!" 
"How docs it come you're up so late-

or early?" 
"You don't know, eh? Well, I'll tell 

you why. Fifteen minutes ago Cleve 
Tolman left here. He was here for half an 
hour, and he told me about havin' to 
shoot Luke Jones." 

"Yeah?" Ha.shknife smiled. "Tell you 
why he shot him?" 

"Old Luke had been drinkin'; kindagot 
loco and opined to kill Cleve, didn't he?" 

"Did Tolman tell you I was there, 
Sheriff?" 

"He said you was. You didn't sec the 
shootin', didja?" 

"Nope. Oh, I reckon he shot in self 
defense." 

"He said he did. Hartley-" the 
sheriff stretched wearily-"who shot 
your pardner at the B Arrow?" 

"\Vho knows?" 
"Was it Tex Blanco?" 
"I never thought of that." 
"Did you shoot Tex Blanco?" 
"I hope not." 
"Mm-m-m-m. Was Luke Jones dead 

when you left Gamet?" 
"Nope. I don't know how badly he 

was hurt." 
"Why did you go from the B Arrow to 

Gamet?" 
"Exercisin' my bronc." 
"Oh, I see. I suppose you were just 

exercisin' your bronc, when you went out 
to the B Arrow." 

"No, I went out there to keep you from 
makin' a fool of yourself." 

"To keep me? You're crazy. Hartley, 
sometimes I like you. Yes, sir, I think 
you're fine, when you mind your own 
business; but right here and now I want 

to tell you to keep your long nose out of 
my business. I can run my office." 

''Then you don't need any help a-
tall?'' 

"You're damn right, I don't!" 
"You can catch'm all by yourself, eh?" 
"All the catchin' I need, yes." 
"You ought to nm Scotland Yard.'' 
"What's that?" 
"Oh, a little corral they've got in 

London.'' 
"I dnnno anythin' about that, but I do 

sabe my own job." 
· 

"You must be a great help to the 
county." 

The sheriff glowered at his sock-clad 
feet and wiggled the big toe of his left foot, 
which protruded through a hole in the 
wool. 

"I reckon I can get along without 
your help," he said wearily. 

''That's fine. Did Tolman tell you 
why he had to shoot Luke Jones?" 

"He said Luke was loco and imagined 
things. Wanted Cleve to pay him a 
thousand dollars or he'd tell somcthin'. 
Cleve said he didn't know what it was he 
was go in' to tell." 

''Tolman didn't wait to see if Luke 
died." 

"That don't mean a.nythin'. He shot 
in self defense." 

"I suppose you'd like it fine if I'd go 
away and let you sleep, wouldn't you, 
Sheriff?" 

"I sure would." 
The sheriff.. didn't tell him goodby, but 

he did slam the door rather hard, after 
Hashknife was outside. Hashknife 
laughed to himself and went to the hotel. 

DOCTOR BRENT did not leave the 
B Arrow_ until morning. All of his 

patients were doing well, due to the fact 
that he had been on the spot to handle 
their wounds at once. Sleepy was in worse 
shape than Tex, but told the doctor that 
if he saw Hashknife he should tell him 
that everything was fine. 

The doctor met Hashknife in front of 
the hotel and delivered the message. By 
this time nearly every one in Pineville 
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knew of the shooting at the B Arrow, and 
many had heard of the shooting of Luke 
Jones at Gamet. 

Hashknife was passing the post office, 
when Henry Golf, the postmaster, ac
costed him from the doorway. 

"I've got a letter for you, Hartley," he 
said. "Sent to you in care of the sheriff, 
but he don't call for his mail until after 
the stage gets in this afternoon, and I 
thought it might be im(Xtrtant." 

llashknife thanked him and went in to 
get the letter. It was in a plain envelope, 
slightly soiled, a.nd the penciled line inside 
read: 

We got one of you and you're next. 

Hashknife compared it with the other 
letter he had from The Bunch, and it did 
not require a practised eye to see that the 
messages bad not been written by the 
same person. In fact they were not 
alike in any detail. Hashknife smiled to 
himself and went down to the sheriff's 
office. where he found Oscar Johnson. 

"Pat's gone out to the B Arrow," he 
told Hashknifc. ''The things that hap
pened out there last night has got him 
kinda po.win' his head. He knowed you 
wasn't out there, so he went out. Said 
he might git at the bottom of things if 
you wasn't around to hom in and spoil 
the deal. My stars, but he was madabout 
that six-shooter deal!" 

Hashknifc showed Oscar the warning. 
"By golly, they mean . business, don't 

they?" exclaimed Oscar. "So it was The 
Bunch who shot Stevens and Tex. That 
lets Tex out, unless Tex-" 

"lin less Tex what?" 
"Well," said Oscar slowly, ''Tex was 

out there and got mixed up in the 
shootin'." 

"Did he do any shootin'?" 
"I'll be darned if I know. He had 

my gun, you know, and I forgot to 
take it away from him when he came 
ba.ck in." 

"So there's no way of connectin' Tex 
with the shootin'." 

"Not a bit," wailed Oscar. "There's a 

lot of things happenin' around here, and 
always there ain't no clue. Somethin' 
wipes out the evidence. Me and Pat are 
jist about disgusted." 

"Were you awake when Cleve Tolman 
came here last night-or rather this 
momin'?" 

"Shore, partly. He shot Luke Jones in 
Garnet." 

"I know all about that part of it. I 
was there." 

"Oh, yeah, I think Pat mentioned it. 
He wondered what you was doin' there. 
Tolman said that old Luke was loco from 
too much drink. Demanded a thousand 
dollars from Tolman and started to draw 
a gun on Tolman, when Tolman wouldn't 
give him the money. Old Luke has boon 
makin' his own liquor at the TD, and 
that kinda stuff will make you crazy." 

Hashknifo did not tell Oscar what Luke 
Jones had said. He knew that the story 
would circulate fast enough, anyway. It 
was nearly noon when the sheriff' came 
back from the B Arrow, and he was not in 
a pleasant frame of mind. Hashknife 
came down to his office and inquired 
about the sick and injured at the ranch. 

"I didn't see 'em," growled the sheriff. 
"Old lady Blanco wouldn't let me in the 
house. Said the doctor gave her orders 
to not let anybody in to see 'em. But I 
saw Miss Evans and I shore told her 
about that gun. She sent one of the 
punchers to Mrs. Cooper, with a note, 
askin' her why she told me what she did. 
And now, by .God, I've got to apologize to 
Mrs. Cooper." 

"She didn't confess, eh?" 
"Hell, no ! I lied to get a confession." 
"Lyin' seems to be a popular pastime 

around here." 
"Oh, go to hell!" 
Hashknife laughed softly. 
"Pat Lynch, who do you think killed 

Buck Dennig?" 
"I dunno. My Lord, if I knowed-" 
"Who robbed that stage?" 
"Tex Blanco." 
"Who killed Shearer and robbed the 

bank?" 
"I dunno." 
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"The only thing you're sure of is that 
Tex Blanco robbed the stage, eh?" 

"That's all." 
"All right. Just for the sake of an ar

gument, how often is money carried on 
that stage?" 

The sheriff looked sharply at Hash
knife. 

"Not very often, I'd say." 
"Would Tex know enough about it to 

pick the right day?" 
"Not unless he was told." 
"Who could tell him-Windy 1\'Iarch?" 
"By God, I'll bet he could." 
"If the money was sent to Windy, he 

might." 
"What are you drivin' at? Are you 

protectin' Tex Blanco? And what's all 
this talk about? What's all this to you? 
It sooms to me that you're takin' a lot of 
interest in all this stuff. Tex lost his gun 
after he held up that stage, and them wo
men found it. If it hadn't been for Oscar, 
the Swede jughead, we'd have Tex in 
jail. And if it hadn't been for you, we'd 
have had him, anyway. I could jail you 
!or what you done." 

"Yeah? And I could have made 
Stonny River County laugh you out of 
the state of Wyoming. Anyway-" seri
ously-"you always want to look before 
you leap, Sheriff. Look at this." 

He let the sheriff read his latest warn-
ing. . 

"Tex never posted that,'' declared 
Hashknife. "He hasn't written a line 
since Sleepy got shot, and he couldn't 
have known that The Bunch was gain' 
to get one of us." 

"You ought to be a detective, Hartley. 
Still, you wouldn't be much use, because 
you're always goin' around provin' that 
everybody is innocent. Heffner's yellin' 
his head off for a chance to convict some
body. The county commissioners are 
ridin' him, and he's ridin' me. I'm 
ready to quit." 

"You hadn't ought to do that, Sheriff. 
There's worse sheriffs than you are." 

"Where?" asked Lynch bluntly. 
"Well, I just can't answer you off

hand." 

"That's supposed to be funny, ain't 
it?" 

"It's all in your point of view, Sheriff,'' 
When the stage arrived that afternoon, 

Windy March brought the information 
that Luke Jones wasn't dead and wasn't 
liable to die until his appointed time. 

"Danged old wood-rat wasn't hurt 
much," laughed Windy. "Swore he was 
dyin', they tell me. Had a pint of 
whisky in the inside pocket of his coat, 
and the bullet smashed it all to hell, 
cracked one of Luke's rib's and tunneled 
under the skin plumb around to his back. 

"The doctor dug the bullet out, tied 
a few yards of bandage around Luke and 
let him go. Luke was plenty sick, but he 
went back to the Overland Saloon and 
celebrated his resurrection by gettin' as 
drunk as a boiled owl. I seen him this 
momin', settin' on the sidewalk, runnin' 
a rag through his six-gun and singin' to 
himself." 

As Windy was telling them about Luke 
Jones, Bud Hough drove through town in 
a buckboard, accompanied by a short, 
heavy set man, dressed in black. Bud 
waved at the men around the stage, but 
the other man merely nodded. 

"I wondered what Bud was doin' in 
Gamet," said Windy. "Must have been 
there to git that feller. I seen him git 
off the train." 

"Prob'ly somebody visitin' Tolman," 
said Oscar. 

H �!!':��t ���=m=� :d �:un� 
Sleepy getting along fine. Tex. was 
around the house, bandaged, and wearing 
his left arm in a sling. Little Jimmy's 
fever had been broken, and their greatest 
concern was to keep him quiet. 

Sleepy didn't remember getting hit. 
He had heard one shot fired and remem
bered reaching for his gun. The rest of it 
was a. complete blank. He was anxious 
to know what Hashknife had accom
plished, but Hashknife was unable to tell 
him anything, except about the gun fight 
between Tolman and Luke Jones. 

Hashknife did not tell him about the 
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last warning, because it would only serve 
to worry Sleepy. He met Marion on the 
front porch, as he was leaving, and she 
told him that Mrs. Cooper had denied 
telling the sheriff about finding that 
gun. 

"The sheriff told me," laughed Hash· 
knife. "It was one way of gettin' you to 
c6nfess, you see. It's been done many 
times. What are you goin' to do about 
provin' that Buck Dennig was your 
brother?" 

"I don"t know. But that can wait. I 
asked the doctor to not mention it to any 
one, and I wish you would do the same." 

"Shore, it's all right with me/' 
Marion stood with her hands on the 

rail, staring olf across the hiUs. 
"Just to think that Blaine· came away 

out here, hiding from the world, and made 
a success. And that fate sent me out 
here, too-but too late to find him. Do 
you believe in fate, Mr. Hartley?" 

"Yes'm." 
"Did fate send you here to help us

me, I mean?" 
"You might say she did, Miss Evans-

fate and necessity." 
"Necessity?" 
"We needed the money, I reckon." 
''But why would anybody wish to kill 

you a.Dd Mr. Stevens?" 
"Well," smiled Hashknife, "I reckon 

they believe in fate, too; and they're 
afraid the cards might fall wrong, with 
us in the game." 

"Do you believe Tex Blanco robbed 
that stage?" 

"Do you, Miss Evans?" 
"I did." 
"So did I." 
''The sheriff believes he did, Mr. 

Hartley. Oh, I suppose many other folks 
believe he did; and how in the world 
can he ever prOve his innocence?" 

"They can't prove his guilt, Miss 
Evans." 

"Would you want to go through life 
that way?" 

"It is kinda tough. I can see his point 
of view. No jury On earth would believe 
his story of what happen� to him the 

night before the robbery. I believe him, 
even if it does sound fishy. I shore hope 
that some day-Miss Evans, you kinda 
like Tex Blanco, don'tcha?" 

Marion turned away and walked to the 
end of the porch.· 

''Aw, shucks!" grunted Hashknife. "I 
wasn't tryin' to hct smart and pry into 
your affairs. I'm no blind man. And 
love ain't nothin' to make fun about. 
Don't get sore about it and put ground 
glass in Sleepy's mush." 

i\f.arion was laughing, and Hashknife 
crossed the porch to her. 

"You ain't sore at me? Gee, that"s 
great. Are you gain' to marry Tex 
Blanco?" 

Marion shook her head slowly. 
"Gee, that's great!" 
Marion turned quickly and she was 

not laughing now. 
"What is great about it?" 
''To think that a pretty girl really has 

sense. I shore was scared you was gain' 
to marry him." 

"What is that to you?" she asked, her 
eyes snapping. 

"Nothin' to me, of course, except that 
I don't like to see a pretty girl throw her
self away on a man with a reputation like 
he's got. Tex is virtually an outlaw. 
He's just out of jail, because they can't 
put the deadwood on him. They all 
know he's guilty, but they can't prove it. 
You couldn't marry a man like him, Miss 
Evans. You'd ruin your life. When 
they told me you was liable to marry him, 
I didn't believe it. I got one look at you 
and I said you had too many brains for a 
thing like that. I'm glad I'm right. It 
ain't often I'm mistaken in human 
nature." 

''Thank you," she said icily, turning to 
the door. "I'm inclined to agree with the 
sheriff, when he says that you have a 
nasty habit of meddling in affairs which 
do not belong to you." 

She closed the door behind her, leaving 
Hashknife alone on the porch. He leaned 
against a porch post, a twinkle in his gray 
eyes, the corner of his wide mouth twist· 
ing to a grin. He went slowly down to 
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the ground and · walked around to his 
horse. 

Tex came striding out through the 
kitchen and halted Hashknife. It was 
not difficult for Hashknifc to see that 
Tex was mad. He came up to Hash
knife, who was standing beside his gray 
horse. 

"What did you say to Miss Evans, 
Hartley?" he demanded. 

"Why, I dunno," he answered in
nocently. "What did she say?" 

"She didn't say anythin', but I know 
you did, because she was cry in'. Lemme 
tell you somethin', Hartley; you-" 

"You didn't ask her if she was mad, 
didja?" 

"She Was cryin', I tell you." 
"Sometimes folks cry when they're 

glad, Blanco." 
Tex glanced back toward the house. 
"Glad?" He turned and looked at 

Hashknife. "What has she got to be glad 
over?'' 

"I dunno, I'm sure. You might ask 
her?" 

"Yeah, I might." 
"Does your shoulder hurt, Blanco?" 
"Not very much. I can stand the pain 

all right. You didn't hurt her feelin's, 
did you?" 

"I tried to be easy. Blanco, did you 
ask her to marry you?" 

"I did not," finnly. 
"Why don'tcha?" 
"I'm no fool, Hartley. How could a 

man in my position ask a girl to 
marry him? She'd be ·a fool to marry 
me." 

''That's what I told her-and she got 
mad at me." · 

"You-uh-" Tex opened and shut 
his mouth several times, while Hashknife 
swung easily to his saddle. 

"You'd be a fool to ask her, and she'd 
be a fool to accept," said Hashknife, 
gathering up his reins, "but go ahead. 
If men and women didn't marry because 
they knew they were fools, we'd run out 
of population in a little while." . 

"Well," said Tex slowly, "you-I don't 
sabe you. This is none of your business." 

''I know it; but i.f I minded my own 
business, ,You'd have a lot of misery �head 
of you." 

Hashknife reined his horse around and 
galloped down through the big gate, 
leaving Tex to wonder what he meant. 
He watched Hasbknife ride away and 
wandered around to the front porch, 
where he found Marion alone. She was 
seated in an old rocker, a magazine in her 
lap. 

He sat down on the top step of the 
porch. 

"Has Mr. Hartley gone?" asked 
Marion. 

"Yeah, he's gone," said Tex. "What 
did he say that made you cry, Marion?" 

She did not answer him and he finally 
turned to look at her. 

"He said you'd be a fool to marry me, 
didn't he, Marion?" 

Marion looked down at the magazine. 
"Yes," she said softly. 
"He told me he did," said Tex. 
"He told you? What did you say, 

Tex.?" 
"I agreed with him." 
"Oh." 
"What else could I do, Marion?" 
"1-1 didn't know that the question 

had ever come up," she said slowly. "It 
made me mad to have some one suggest 
that I would be a fool to do something I 
had never really considered doing." 

"That's what made me mad, too," said 
Tex. "1-1 knew you would never 00 
able to marry me. Gosh, I'm no fool. 
Mebby I was a fool awhile ago; but I 
didn't stop. to think. I wish Hartley 
would stay away and mind his own busi
ness." 

"I do, too, Tex." 
"Well, il you say so, I'll see that he 

does." 
"I suppose he'll have to come out here 

to see his partner." 
"We'll have him moved to town." 
"The doctor says he must stay here 

until that heals." 
Tex hammered his heel savagely against 

the step. 
"Well, there's nothin' to be done. 
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Anyway, we can keep away from him 
while he's here." 

"Certainly. Still, tho.t is poor thanks 
for what he did, Tex. If it hadn't been 
for him, you would be in jail now." 

"That's true.'' said Tex grudgingly. 
"Why did he do it, Marion?" 

Marion shook her head. 
"I asked Sleepy, and he said it was 

because Hasbknife couldn't help doing 
things like that. He says that Hashknife 
never did any one a wrong in his life. I 
don't know what Sleepy's idea of right 
and wrong amounts to, of eburse. I � 
minded him that Ha.shknife lied to Bootie 
Cooper about knowing Bootie's brother, 
and he said, 'Miss Evans, you can find 
lies in the Bible, if you look close enough; 
and Hashknife's lie didn't hurt anybody!' " 

"No, I don't reckon it did, Marion. 
Well, here comes the doctor. He's shore a 
faithful person." 

THE NEXT two days were unevent� 
ful. Ha.shknife made ds.ily trips to 

the B Arrow, but he did not travel the 
road. The doctor said that Sleepy would 
be able to ride in about another week. 
Tex.'s wound was healing nicely, and 
Jimmy Hastings was -out of danger. 
Hashknife had a long talk with John Rice, 
the banker, regarding Buck Dennig. The 
bank had opened its doors again, but 
Rice told Hashknife that Tolman had re
signed as a director. 

Old Luke Jones came back to PineviUe, 
still half drunk and mor� grouchy than 
ever. He refused to talk with Hashknife 
about the things he ha� blurted out in 
Garnet, when he thought he was bleeding 
to death. A few stitches in his side gave 
him a great d�l of pain, but outside of 
that he was as good as new. 

Ha.shknife had not seen Tolman since 
the shooting at Garnet, but the rest of the 
outfit had been to town. He had talked 
with Shorty Gallup about Buck Dennig, 
and had mentioned the things old Luke 
had spokerl about. 

"Old Luke better look out for Tolman,'" 
,.;d Shorty. 

"He talked as though Tolman knew 

somcthin' about the killin' of Dennig," 
said Hashknife. 

"I dunno," said Shorty vaguely. "I 
think he's crazy, about Buck havin' any 
relatives. Still, you never can tell. Luke 
and Buck were good friends, and Buck 
might have told him more than he told 
us." 

"What's your honest opinion of who 
killed Dennig?" 

"I wouldn't even make a guess." 
"It must have been somebody that 

knew Buck had that ten thousand dollars, 
don't you think?" 

"Mebby. Buck always carried quite 
a roll. Somebody might have killed him 
for what he carried, picked up that big 
roll and didh't wait to grab that hundred 
and sixty he had in another pocket." 

"Yeah, that's true. Probably the sam€ 
gang robbed the stage." 

"Looks thataway. What a cinch they 
had. That sheriff and deputy couldn't 
faller a load of hay in the snow. What we 
need is a good detective." 

"Had one, didn't they?" 
"I reckon so. Didn't last long. Any 

detective is a fool to come in openly on a 
case like this, don'tcha know it?" 

"I suppose you're right, Gallup. What 
do you think about Tex Blanco?" 

"Oh, Tex is all right, I reckon. Any
way, he's slick; I'll say that much for 
him." 

"Slick?" 
"Shore. They can't pin anythin' on 

him, can they? I'll sa.y they can't. 
How's your pardner gettin' along?" 

"Be out in a week." 
"Got any idea who shot him?" 
"Yeah," said Ha.shknife seriously. 
Shorty eyed him closely. 
"Do you mean that, Hartley?" 
"I think I know." 
"That sounds interestin'. Why 

don'tcha do somethin'?" 
"Can't d.o a thing until I'm sure." 
"Why did they shoot him?" ' 

H.asbknife laughed softly. 
1'Tbey thought poor old Sleepy was a 

detective. He don't know yet why they 
shot him, and I don't want to tell him, 
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• cause he might pull out some of his 
stitches laughin'." 

"Oh," said Shorty dryly, "that's why 
they shot him, eh?" ' 

�·sure. We've been warned to get out 
of the country." 

"You did? Well, I'll be darned. That
detective was wamed, too, wasn't he? 
Can you imagine that. They think you're 
workin' for the cattle association, eh?" 

"They didn't say who we was workin' 
for. I dunno where they got the idea, 
I'm sure." 

"Well, ain't you scared to stay around 
here, Hartley?" 

"I'm still here, ain't I? Sure I'm 
scared. When men shoot at you in the 
dark, it pays to be scared." 

"You're danged right. Well, I've got 
to be headin' for the ranch. See you 
later, Hartley." 

"So long, Gallup." 
The following morning Hashknife went 

to the B Arrow with the doctor, fooling 
sure that no one would molest them to
gether. Sleepy wanted to get out of bed, 
but the doctor warned him against it. 

After the doctor had gone back to 
town, Tex: asked Ha.shknife if he would 
stay at the ranch for awhile. Marion 
wanted to go to town, it seemed, lind 
Tex: also wanted to go. But Tex: was 
unable to handle the team with one hand; 
so Frank Judd was elected to drive. Tex 
didn't want to leave his mother alone 
with the two patients; so Hashknife 
agreed to stay. 

It was about an hour later, while Hash
knife was enjoying a siesta on the front 
porch, that Bud Hough and Dobe Sevem, 
from the TD outfit, came past, heading 
toward Garnet. Hashknife waved at 
them and they drew up at the gate, while 
he walked down to them. 

He noticed that both men had war bags 
fastened to their saddles, and this meant 
that they were traveling away. 

"Pullin' out?" he asked. 
••Goin' down to the XOX outfit, south 

of Wallgate," said Bud. ..Change of 
pasture makes fat calves, you know. 
Same man owns both ranches." 

"You mean the same man owns the 
XOX and the TD?" 

"Shore. Name's Billings, Ed Billings." 
"I thought Tolman owned the TD." 
"Sellin' out today." 
"Is that so?" Hashknife was thinking 

swiftly. ''Today, eh? }{jnda quick sale, 
ain't it?" 

''Billings has been out there with us 
Cor two or three days. They been dicker
in' for a week or so. Heffner, the lawyer, 
is handlin' the deal." 

"Is he goin' to keep the rest of the 
crew?" 

"I think a11 but Shorty and Sturgis. 
They might stay, but Matt said they 
might go with Tolman. Well, we'll drift 
on. If you want a job, you better strike 
Billings right away." 

Hashknife hurried back to the house 
and met Mrs. Blanco at the steps. 

"I've got to go," he told her, and ran 
for his horse. 

In town old Luke Jones, like a sore 
headed bear, was looking for trouble. 
Everybody ignored him, because he was 
dangerous, and being ignored was some
thing old Luke hated. 

"You better cool off," advised the 
sheriff. "Somebody is liable to bust 
your earthly envelope, if you don't look 
out, Jones. You ain't sober enough to 
make a fight." 

"Zasso?" Old Luke shoved oUt his 
lean jaw at Pat Lynch. 

· "Show me somebody that wants to 
choose me, Pat. I'm here to be selected 
by anybody on earth-pre--pref-er-bly 
Cleve Tolman. He's my meat, the dirty 
sidewinder." 

"Aw, go sleep it off," advised the 
sheriff, and walked away. 

He had tried to start an argument with 
Bud Hough and Dobe Severn, but they 
had ridden along, ignoring him. Shorty, 
Matt and Alex dodged him for half an 
hour, with Alex arguing all the time with 
Shorty, to keep him from going back and 
accepting Luke's challenge. 

Fortunately LUke did not see Tolman 
and Billings arrive and go to the eourt 
house. Heffner was bWiy with a civil 
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case, and they were obliged to wait 
until he finished; so they waited in 
his office. 

T�� �h�� an: f�!d
orH!:�� 

Cooper's store and went in to see him. 
Mrs. Cooper was there, and she chuckled 
with glee over Marion. 

' 

"The school teacher was a frost," Mrs. 
Cooper declared. "He whipped both of 
the Beebee kids the second day, and sent 
Ella Hall home with a note, askin' her 
folks to teach her to not carry tales. Oh, 
he's still there, 'cause they've got to have 
a teacher, but old Sam and Beeboo asked 
me how soon you was comin' back." 

Marion laughed, but shook her head. 
"I don't think I could take the school 

again, Ma Cooper." 
Mrs. Cooper looked sidewise at Tex and 

nodded sagely. 
"You've had an awful time out there, 

ain't you, Marion?" 
"But I've enjoyed it.'' -
"You would. Oh, don't hop me. I 

don't blame you. I shore was surprised 
at your note about that gun. Pat Lynch 
shore lied, didn't he. And he's dodged 
me ever since. But he told Hootie what 
happened. You ought to love Hashknife 
Hartley, even if he is a liar. C'mon over 
to the house and let's talk." 

"All right, Ma." 
Marion walked over to Tex. and told 

him she was going home with Mrs. Coop
er for a few minutes. 

"That's fine," he told her. "Don't 
hurry." 

They had just opened the door, when 
Ha.shknife's tall gray fairly spiked his 
tail against the sidewalk, throwing gravel 
all over them. He was off the horse and 
up to them before they recovered from 
their surprise. 

"C'mon with me, :Miss Evans!" he 
panted. "Don't ask questions, 'cause we 
might be too late." 

Tex and Frank Judd ran out of the 
store, wondering what it was all about, 
and they saw Hashknife hurrying down 
theside'\\'8.lk, holding Marion by the elbow. 

"What's the idea?" asked Tex. 
"l'hat's what I want to know," said Mrs. Cooper. ''That tall cowboy is shore 

sudden. They're gain' into the court 
house." 

"Well, I'm gain' to find out," growled 
Tex, and hurried down the street with 
Judd. 

Hashknife did not bother to tell Marion 
what it was aJl about, as he rushed her 
up the one flight of stairs and down the 
hall to Heffner's office. He opened the 
door and shoved her in ahead of him. 

Tolman and Billings were seated at a 
table, while Heffner was standing up, 
enumerating something from a legal 
paper. All three men turned quickly at 
the interruption. 

"I am engaged just at present,'' said 
Heffner quickly. "If you will wait a few 
minutes, I will be at your service." 

"I reckon this is the right time," said 
Hashknife. 

He was out of breath and snapped his 
words sharply. 

Tolman started to his feet, a scowl on 
his face, as Hashknife came closer to the 
table. 

"Ain't boon no deed signed yet, has 
there?" asked Hashknife. 

"Why-not yet?" faltered Heffner. "I 
don't see--" � 

''Then there won't be none signed, 
folks. I understand that Mr. Tolman is 
sellin' the TD, all of the TD, and it just 
happens that this lady is Miss Marion 
Evans. sister to Blaine Evans, deoeased, 
who was known to you as Buck 
Dennig.'' 

For a moment there was silence, as 
all three men stared at Marion. Then 
Tolman la.ughed shortly. 

"What kind of a holdup game is this?" 
he asked luushly. 

"Not any holdup, Tolman. Miss 
Evans can prove it. You've no right to 
sell all the ranch. In fact, I don't 
reckon you've got any right to sell any of 
it, until an accountin's been made." 

"Why, that claim is ridiculous." 
"Ask Luke Jones, Tolman." 
"That damn' drunken old liar!" 
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"You shot him, you know." 
''I shot him because he tried to !?Jloot 

me." 
"Why did he want to shoot you, Tol� 

man?" 
"He's crazy." 
'That's a weak answer. Anyway, 

there won't be no sale--not now, 
Heffner." 

"I guess not," replied the attorney. 
"H you had been ten minutes later, it 
would have required a lot of legal red tape 
to settle the matter." 

Tolman jerked his hat down over his 
eyes and walked from the room. 

Tex and Judd had stopped just outside 
the doorway, listening to what was being 
said, but Tolman did not look at them 
as he went past. 

"I'm sorry about this," said Billings. 
"Of course, you understand I knew noth� 
ing about it." 

"You couldn't know, 1\!r. Billings." 
agreed Heffner wann1y. 

"I suppose it saves me a lot of time and 
money, as long as it had to happen. 
Miss Evans-" he held out his hand to 
11-'Iarion-"if you ever want to sell your 
half of the TD, just write me in care of the 
XOX ranch, at Wallgate." 

''Thank you,'' said Marion weakly. "I 
-I don't know what it is all about yet 
myself." 

Hashknife grinned at her. 
"Go ahead and bawl me out for not 

mindin' my own business." 
"But how did you know?" asked Tex. 

"How on earth did you know this sale was 
being made here?" 

"Couple little birds rode past and told 
me, Tex. You can talk it over with Mr. 
Heffner, or--" Hashknife pointed 
toward the open door-"down the hall a 
couple doors is where they issue marriage 
licenses." 

He la.ughed and walked from the room. 

T?oo� ��hal:!;� th�!de:�� 
Marion was Buck's sister, knew it be
fore anybody else did. But he took a 
chance on disposing of the TD. hoping to 

get away before anybody discovered the 
fact, if theY ever did. He blamed old 
Luke Jones, although he wondered how 
old Luke found out who l\'larion was. 
Tolman knew that Marion and Buck 
looked alike. He had seen that the first 
time he met her, and wondered why 
others didn't see it, too. 

Tolman didn't want to make an ac
counting of what he had done with Buck's 
share of the ranch, and he stood there on 
the edge of the sidewalk, trying to figure 
out his next move. 

Suddenly old Luke Jones lurched out 
of the Stormy River Saloon and started 
across the street. Tolman forgot his 
troubles, when he saw his old ex-oook. 
He stepped into the street and started 
toward old Luke, who stopped short. 

"Go back to your hole, you dirty old 
badger!" rasped Tolman. 

Old Luke laughed. Hasbknite stepped 
out to the sidewalk and saw them walking 
toward each other. Old Luke had both 
hands in the pockets of his frayed coat, 
and he did not take them out. He was 
not wearing a holstered gun. Ha.shknife 
stepped out of line with them. Some one 
was rwming up the sidewalk, and Hash� 
knife tumed to see the sheriff. 

"Stop,it, Tolman!" he yelled. 
But Tolman didn't stop. They were 

not over ten feet apart when Tolman 
jerked out his gun, and at the same in� 
�ttant the side of Luke's coo.t seemed to 
erupt a cloud of smoke. 

Tolman jerked sidewise, halt turned, 
tried to recover his balance, but couldn't 
do it. He staggered back on his heels and 
went sprawling in the street, still clutch� 
ing his big Colt gun. 

"Oh, hell!" panted the sheriff. "Got 
him cold.'" 

Old Luke pounded the fire out of his 
coat, as he looked at Tolman, flat on his 
back in the street. Men were running 
from every direction. Shorty Gallup was 
the first to reach old Luke. He flung 
both arms arowtd him. 

"Somebody git a rope!" yelled Shorty. 
"Git a rope!" 

"No you don't!" snorted the aberill'. 
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"I saw it myself. I don't like old Luke 
no better than you do, but give the devil 
his dues. Luke shot in self defense." 

"Lemme alone!" growled Luke. "Git 
your paws off me, Gallup, or I'll pistol 
whip you." 

Hashknife looked back toward the en
trance to the court house. Tex and Judd 
were coming across the street, while 
Marion had joined Mrs. Cooper and 
several people in front of the store. 

The sheriff and Hashknife made a 
quick examination of Tolman. It did not 
require a lengthy examination. The sher
iff got to his feet and looked at old Luke. 

"You made a complete job of it, Luke," 
he said coldly. 

"Be had it oomin', Pat!'' Old Luke 
looked around at the crowd that had 
gathered in the street. "I'll bet you ten 
dollars that Cleve Tolman killed Buck 
Dennig. Anybody w�nt to take that 
bet?" 

"H I take your bet, can you prove it?" 
asked Hashknife. 

Luke shut one eye and looked at 
Hashknife. 

"I can comeonearer provin' that Tolman 
killed him than anybody else that Tex 
Blanco killed him." 

The eyes of the crowd shifted to Tex.
Osca.r had joined the crowd and was stand
ing beside the sheriff. Old Luke laughed 
gratingly and began talking again. Bash
knife whispered softly to the sheriff: 

"Back my play, Pat. It'll come quick 
now. Tell Oscar." 

The sheriff drew a quick breath, shot 
a quick glance at Hashknife, but spoke 
softly to Oscar, who looked at him 
blankly. 

"I tell you, I'll bet ten dollars," reiter
ated Luke. 

"Somebody bet him," laughed Hash
knife and stepped over beside Shorty 
Gallup. "You bet him, Shorty." 

"Why should I bet him?" growled 
Shorty. 

"Mebby your pardner, Sturgis, will 
take the bet?" 

Sturgis shot a quick glance at Bash
knife. 

"I ain't got no money to bet," growled 
Matt Sturgis. 

'.'What didja do with all you got?" 
asked · Hashknife, and his voice fairly 
snapped. 

"Danm you, what do you mean?" 
Sturgis whirled, facing Ha.ahknife. 
"What's all this about? What 
money?' 

. Sturgis swWlg his hand over the butt 
of his gun, eyes snappint;. 

Ha.shknife was covered by the body 
of Shorty Gallup, so he had little fear 
of Matt's gun. Shorty did not seem able 
to move. Hashknife glanced at the 
sheriff, who had his gun in his hand, a 
queer expression in his face, � he tried 
to puzzle things out. 

"Shorty," said Hashknife, "which one 
of you two are goin' to confess first?" 

That sentence was like an electric 
shock to Shorty. He ducked sidewise, 
jerking at his gun, but it was not there, 
because B.a.shknife had deftly plucked it 
out with his left hand, just before Shorty 
ducked. 

Matt Sturgis did not shoot, did not 
even draw a gun. He started to back 
away, thinking to escape, but the sheriff 
and deputy had him covered. He backed 
about six steps, before he threw up both 
hands in token of surrender. 

"I quit," he choked. "My God! I'll 
talk," he blubbered, as the sheriff stepped 
over and took his gun. 

"Talk, you dirty quitter!" rasped 
Shorty. 

Be had both hands above his shoulders 
and was looking at the muzzle of Hash
knife's gun. 

"Go ahead and talk yourself into a 
rope." 

"You two killed Buck Dennig, robbed 
the stage and killed Guy Shearer," said 
Bashknife. 

"Shorty killed Buck," declared Matt. 
He was almost crying. .., 

"Gimme a gun," begged Shorty. 
"Lemme kill him, won't you? I swear 
to give it back as soon as I kill him. 
Be's ya.ller as mustard." 

"Sturgis, stop blubberin' !" ordered 



86 W. C. TUTILE 

Hashknife. "Shearer forged that ten 
thousand dollar check, didn't he?" 

"Uh·huh. Buck and Tolman quar· 
reled and Shorty heard 'em. We framed 
with Shearer for a three way split, and 
he forged Buck's signature. Shorty 
killed Buck, and we hid the money." 

"Yes, and you killed Shearer!" roared 
Shorty. 

Sturgis was on the verge of collapse. 
"Better lock 'em up, Sheriff," said 

Hashknife. "They've told enough." 
Both men went willingly, and some of 

the crowd carried Tolman's body into the 
saloon. Heffner had reached there in 
time to hear part of the confession. Tex 
seemed dazed, unable to comprehend 
what it was all about. Hashknife 
slapped him on the shoulder, and Tex 
jerked out of his trance. 

''That dears you, Tex," he said softly. 
"If I was you I'd go across the street 
and talk to a certain lady. She might 
want to know about it, don'tcha think?" 

Tex blinked at Hashknife, turned and 
walked slowly toward the crowd on the 
opposite sidewalk, where Judd was telling 
them what it was all about. 

Hashknifc and Heffner walked into the 
saloon, where most of the crowd were 
gathered and, in a few moments, the 
sheriff came in. McLean was the only 
one left of the TD outfit, and he looked 
frightened to death. He came straight 
to Hashknife. 

"I-I didn't have anythin' to do with 
it, Hartley," he said. 

"I had you on my list for awhile," 
grinned Hashknife. 

"My God, I'm glad you marked me off." 
Hashknife laughed. 
"It was lucky for me that Shorty and 

Sturgis caved in. I wasn't sure of Sturgis, 
but I bad a big hunch, because they were 
together a lot, and Sturgis was related 
to Shearer. I knew Shearer was in on 
it, a�t soon as I studied that check. The 
signature was clever, but he d,idn't fol� 
low it out in writing- all the check. 

''The wamin' they sent to Sears, the 
detective, was written by Shearer. He 
also wrote the first one to me and my 

pardner. But the last one I got was 
written by some one else, because Shearer 
was dead. I think they were goin' to rob 
the bank vault, with the help of Shearer, 
and intended merely ropin' him up to 
make it look good, but they got greedy 
and killed him, for fear he'd talk, or to 
make their shares bigger. 

''They stole a rope from the B Arrow, 
cut the hondo off and left it on the floor 
to convict Tex Blanco. But the key that 
unlocked the inside door of that vault 
was on Shearer's key ring in Shearer's 
pocket, and the door had been locked 
after the money was taken. H they had 
forced him to unlock that door, they'd 
never have bothered to lock the inside 
door again, and put the key in Shearer's 
pocket. 

"Shearer told 'em about the money 
comin' on the stage. I ain't sure just 
what their idea was, but I figure they 
went to the B Arrow to pick up some
thin' to incriminate Tex Blanco, and got 
a chance that night to knock out Tex and 
kidnap him. Anyway, they left his gun 
at the scene of the holdup, and Miss 
Evans and Mrs. Cooper found it." 

''That's shore the truth,'' agreed the 
sheriff warmly. "Oscar dumped Miss 
Evans' trunk in the river and, when he 
tried to dry out the things, he found the 
gun. Like a dam jughead, he traded 
handles, and killed the evidence." 

The crowd laughed. 
"And Tex knew that no jury would be� 

lieve his story, so he never told it," said 
Hashknife. ''I talked with Shorty yes� 
tetday, and he told -me what he thought 
about the killin' of Buck Dennig. He 
said that somebody must have killed 
Buck for what little money he had, but 
found the big roll and overlooked the rest 
of it. Shorty and Matt tried hard to 
kill me and my pardner, and they almost 
got my pardner. I reckon that's all the 
story, unless Shorty and Matt know more 
than I do." 

"I'll be jiggered!" sr\orted the sheriff. 
"And I thought you was just a nosey 
puncher, who wasn't able to mind your 
own business." 
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"What is your. business, Hartley?" 
asked Heffner. 

"Me?" Hashknife laughed softly . .  "I'm 
the detective you sent fot to the cattle 
association." 

"You are? But Sears said-" 
"Sears is a clerk. He had his orders 

to run at the first sign of trouble-and he 
did. I'll bet he's scared yet." 

"And that's why you lied about where 
you come from!" e:tclaimed McLean. 

"Yeah, and you come near gettin' 
me killed off by makin' me out a liar," 
laughed Hashknife. ''You folks wasn't 
near as wise as Shorty was. But you 
didn't have a guilty conscience." 

H ���� t�e�is 
t�:rse�100�ar�o�� 

Tex, Mrs. Cooper, Bootie and Judd were 
there, waiting for him. They had man
aged to understand what it was all about. 
He looked at them and his face wrinkled 
to a grin. . 

"Well, it was a nice afternoon, wasn't 
it?" he queried. 

Mrs. Cooper came up to him, her fat 
face grin.nning with delight, and held 
out her hand to him. 

"I want to be the first to shake hands 
with you," she said. ''The rest of them 
just stand around and say, 'My God!' 
Tex Blanco has said it a dozen times al
ready, and Bootie ain't far behind him. 
Marion ain't said much, but I'll bet 
she's thought a lot. Didja ever realize 
that she owns the TD outfit right now? 
Tolman ain't got a livin' relative." 

Hashknife looked at Marion. Her 
face was white, and she was clinging to 
Tex's good ann, as if afraid he might 
get away from her. 

Slowly Hashknife untied his horse and 
climbed into the saddle. 

"It's funny what changes you can 
bring into the lives of folks, when you 
don't mind your own business," he said 
slowly. "Sometimes I'm glad I'm ·nosey 
thata"Way. Well, I've got to get back 
and help Ma Blanco take care of the sick 
folks. Gatta get my pe.rdner back on his 
feet. you see. There ain't nobody's 

business around here that looks worth 
my time mindin' it now. I'll see you 
later, folks." 

He started to tide away, but stopped 
and called to Frank Judd. They talked 
for a moment. and then Hashknife rode 
on down the street. 

Judd came back, a half smile on his 
lips. They were watching Hashknife 
going down the street, sitting very 
straight in his saddle. 

Tex sighed deeply. 
"Well, he must think I'm a fool. Hon

est to gosh, I couldn't talk to him. I 
wonder if he realizes what this means to 
me? Why, I've got the weight of the 
world off my neck." 

"Cleared with one swipe," said Bootie. 
"The long legged son of a gun! I don't 
give a damn if he never was in Mizpah, 
Arizona, or never heard of my brother. 
Whoooo-e-e! Well, Ma-" he turned to 
"Mrs. Cooper-"I reckon I better tum 
merchant again." 

Old man Beebee was hurrying up the 
street and caught sight of the group near 
the store. He came over to them, chew
ing violently. 

"I jist heard about it!" he panted. 
"Missed it, of course. Always miss the 

Jwt of anythin', 'cause I had to wash the 
clanged dishes. Oh, hello, Miss Evans. 
Sa-a-ay! I reckon you can have that 
school any time you want it. Ma and 
Mrs. Hall have hauled in their horns, 
and the menfolks are runnin' things 
again." 

"She's all through teachin' school," 
said Tex. 

"Oh! Well, I don't blame her. Awful 
job. Sorry." 

He turned and headed for the Stormy 
River Saloon. 

Tex turned to Marion. 
"I guess we better go home, �on." 
"Yes,'' she said softly. 
"You tell Mrs. Blanco I'll be out in a 

day or two," said 1\!rs. Cooper. "Mebby 
tomorrow." 

"That will please her,'' said Marion. 
"We'll look for you, 1\fa." 

They were halfway to the buckboard, 
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when they met Oscar, grinning widely, 
coming from the jail. 

''Sturgis told the whole works," he 
said. ''The money is all hid at the TD. 
They never spent a cent. Can you 
imagine it? I seen Hartley goin' down 
the street, but I didn't have no chance to 
stop him. Jist to think that Shorty and 
Matt was the two tough jiggers of Stormy 
River. Well, I've got to find the sheriff. 
He's prob'ly around oome'ers, with his 
mouth wide open." 

Oscar trotted across the street. while 
they went on to the buckboard. Judd 
untied the team and handed the lines to 
Tex. 

"I'm not gain' back with yoU, Tex," he 
sai

•�You're not?'
;-

"Aw, you can drive with one hand, 
Tex." 

Tex looked at Marion and back at 
Judd. 

"Just why ain't you gain' back with 
us, Frank?" 

"Well, if you want to know so bad, 
Hashknife told me if I didn't let you two 
come home alone, he'd whip hell out of 
me when we got there. And that mcd
dlin' jigger means what he says." 

"Oh, yeah," replied Tex rather blankly. 
"WeU, under them circumstances, I'll 
forgive you, Frank. Giddap, broncs!" 

"They'll walk, if you'll let 'em," was 
Judd's parting shot. 

Tex nodded with complete understand
ing, and they went out on the winding 
road toward home. 

MOUNTAIN STREAM 
by Noel Stearn 

�EAP down the mountain side turbulent and gay. 

� Flash white laughter at the peaks, grim-jawed. 

Tall strength, strong strength can join with you in play 

But the spruce stands silent, and the moose stands awed. 

Gray waters, green waters, skirting silver spray 

Tumble toward the valley where the old streams plod. 

Wear your glinting halo for this one fierce day 

For youth is strong, and truth is strong, and strength is God. 



Through China's black blight to face 
the greater fear at Singapore 

Heavenry Flowers 
By JAMES W. BENNETT 

Author of uThe Manchu Cloud" and uThe Yellow Corsair" 

TIE CHINESE coolie, after panting 
my wake for half a block, grasped 

my suitcase with a beatific smile 
which said plainly: 

''This is luck! I'll carry the foreign 
barba.rian's bag aboard ship. He will pay 
me more than I could eam by loading 
rice a whole day." 

How could he foresee that I would give 
one look at him, and shout: 

"Boy! Drop my bag! Let go, I tell 
you! La go/" 

But not without a struggle would he 
abandon the prize. He smiled at me 
placatingly-a.nd held on. I lifted my 
malacca stick. In China, the threat of 
physical violence never fails. His smile 
dimmed; fear was mirrored in his blood
shot eyes. His fingerg slowly uncun·ed 
from the handle of the suitcase. 

"Now-you!" I indicated another 
89 

coolie on the dock. "You catchem; 
takee shipside." 

However, into the palm of him who 
had almost won the bag, I dropped a 
shining stream of small coin, taking care, 
as I did 90, not to touch the shaking, out
stretched hand. His naked torso wa.s 
covered with pustules, his forehead brick 
red with fever. He was attempting to 
carry on in habitual Chinese fashion, after 
he had been stricken with the disease re
garded by his fellows as "lucky". 
"Heavenly Flowers," China eallB it. We 
of the West name it black smallpox. 

To my satisfaction, I was ushered into 
a cabin without other occupa.nts. One 
never knows what queer bunkmates one 
may draw in the Shanghai to Singapore 
run. I remember the channing man
nered Belgian on a previous trip who had 
made his ablutions solely by means of & 
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spray and eight different perfumes. I 
recalled the Englishman who had snarled 
at me without warning, then announced 
that Americans gave him the sanguinary 
hump! 

Ours was a French steamer and 
Saigon the first port of call. After a day 
ashore of torrid heat, it was with a sigh of 
relief that I read on the bulletin board, 
"Depart at Midnight for Singapore." I 
went to the cabin and pulled from my 
smallpox exposed suitcase several of 
Conrad's books. We were coming to his 
country. I proposed to reread passages 
that touched on Malaysia-"A1mayer's 
Folly", and particularly "Lord Jim." 

About eleven o'clock, my steward 
entered the cabin with several bags. 
They were new, shiny, tmstenciled and of 
French make. 

"Sorry, monsieur, but you are to have 
a companion-of-voyage.'' 

"He's French, isn't he?" pointing at 
the bags. 

"But English, I believe, monsieur. Yet 
not English. Nor, like yourself, Am.eri
cain. Nor yet like the English who in
habit Hongkong. I am an observer of the 
English, I. Certainly he is not as are the 
British of Rangoon." The steward drew 
a deep breath. "Without a doubt, he is 
not Dutch, from Java-" 

"All right, garr;onl All right! All 
right! I shall find out soon enough. Tell 
my cabin mate to enter quietly. I'm 
turning in." 

The next morning, half aroused, I 
sensed that some one was walking about 
the stateroom. My eyes opened. A man, 
bare to the waist, had begun shaving be
fore the mirror. His back was toward 
me. Along every inch of its surface were 
great red blossoms. 

.. Almighty God!" I whispered ... Small
pox!" 

He wheeled with a smile, his mouth 
11litting grotesquely through the white 
lather. 

'"Ello, bunkie! Haow's tricks, as you 
Yankees say it?" 

I half rose in my berth, heart sud
denly lJI.Cing. 

"Damn you, get out of this cabinJ 
Quick! What the devil do you mean by 
coming here in that condition! Go to 
the ship's doctorJ" 

His smile slid quickly into a laugh. 
"I must 'ave given you a start, I must! 

But keep your top hair on! I'm just 
discharged from the 'ospital. I can safely 
prowl again among my fellow men. But 
it was touch an' go, it was! The doc' 
told me that he'd pulled through only 
seven other foreigners in his whole career. 
He was as proud of me as a 'en with one 
chick. Black smallpox! The Chinks 
always live through it; and when I 
crashed down I said, 'What any bleeding 
Chink can do, I can I' Strike me pecu
liarly ruddy, but it was a job, though!" 
A pause. His smile faded, then came 
back with a touch of bravado. "Ain't I 
a hell or a lookin' object?" 

My cabin mate told me his name Was 
Stanfield. Would I call him Stan? He 
had much of the Newfoundland puppy in 
his make-up. I grew weary of his antics, 
yet I was forced to like him for a bound
less good nature. 

His opportunities for being ubiquitous 
were many. There were only two other 
English-speaking men &.board our boat. 
The remainder were Colonial French, 
most of whom had gotten on at Saigon; 
all day long they crowded the smoking 
room, drinking brandy, speaking to no 
one. 

Over me Stanfield must have felt that 
he had a prior cla.im because .of that joint 
cabin. In addition, he had been cooped 
up for weeks in his Saigon hospital 
without a soul to talk to. His nurse had 
spoken no English and he confided to 
me that his French vocabulary he could 
put in his eye without feeling it. Natur
ally he effervesced like a shaken-up 
seltzer bottle. 

Although his present home was Singa
pore, he was an Australian; hence the 
steward's puzzlement on the night of 
Stan1ield's arrival. I soon learned his 
profession-representative in the Feder
ated Malay States of a. large Hollywood 
motion picture company. 
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Before reaching his present, dignified 
calling, he had been a sleight-of-hand 
man, a knockabout comedian in the 
Sydney and Melbourne music hn.lls. He 
had even played leads in a stock com
pany at Adelaide. A dozen times a day 
he would come to me and draw from his 
pocket a handkerchief, a pack of cards, a 
handful of coin. He would then perform 
silly but dexterous legerdemain until I 
drove him away. 

OFF THE lower China Coast the heat 
became intense, without a stir of air. 

The two lone Anglo-Saxons and I began 
snapping at Stanfield. He gave us good 
cause. In the smoking room he never 
waited for us to stand treat; he wanted to 
sign all of the chita, and to keep on signing 
them. When we would not join him he 
drank alone. His whisky-sodas kept pace 
with the reeord of the cognac soaking 
French Colonials in our midst. 

Once I said to him: 
"Listen, old chap, none of my damn 

business, but aren't you having a devil of 
a Jot of spots? This is no part of the 
world to balM in whisky, you know! And, 
in spite or your illness, you look like a 
man who's always kept himsel£ pretty 
fit." 

He grinned in answer, his feelings un-. 
ruffled by my officiousness. 

''Oh, I'm laying off, after I get to 
Sin-gap-ore. I belong to a cricket team 
there. Now, well, I'm a little nervy, 
that's all. The wife and the kid meeting 
me, you see. I haven't laid eyes on either 
of them since I was taken ill. The missus 
was boilin' to come up to Saigon, but I 
wouldn't 'ave it. Think I was going to 
let 'er run the risk of that blinkin' germ 
biting 'er? No fear! 'Ere,wait 'alf a mo'; 
Jet me show you something." 

He dived into the shiny French bag and 
drew forth a snapshot. 

"'The Whole Damn Family!' " he said 
with his usual devastating bromidium. 

A lovely but somewhat theatrically 
garbed woman gazed out at me. Clutch
ing her hand !rt.ood a clear eyed child. 
With an ann over her shoulder, lounged 

Stanfield. It was at his pictured face 
that I stared the longest. And from that 
to the man who stood before me. This 
hospital haircut. the blotched cheeks, al
ready beginning to pit! Why, in the 
photograph, Stanfield was decidedly 
hand80me! The lineaments smacked of 
the matinee idol. I could now understand 
how he had been able to play leading man 
in a stock company. Yet, on a closer 
scrutiny, came more of a resemblance to 
the Stanfield I knew, the eyes merry, the 
lips upward-tilted in the direction of 
ready laughter. 

Shrewdly he seemed to divine my 
thoughts. 

''Taken before I- was ill, or course; in 
fact, just before I made the trip to Saigon 
and lost the complexion you love to 
touch. Yes, I used to get my share of 
mash notes. That was pree-vii-ous to the 
time I began selling celluloid. Sening 
sappy, silly celluloid!" 

Again that boisterous laugh. A m� 
ment later, his expression changed. 

"I'm a bit worried over the kid. The 
wife--of course, she'll ree.Iize that I'm not 
a thing of beautah any more. But the 
kid won't understand. I'm afraid 'e'll 
let out a squawk. That would-would 
kind of 'urt!" 

But the comedy relief was never 
far distant with Stanfield. Before I 
could reply, his eyes lightened and he 
shouted: 

"Ah, well, the aching 'eart! On with 
the dance; let joy be unrefined. 'Twis 
there that I met Senyo-re�?tah! Um-te�? 
tee! Urn-tee-tee!" 

He broke into an imitation of a Spanish 
dancer, rolling his hips wickedly. Gras� 
ing a toothl>rush from the rack-mine
he stuck it in his teeth, like a rose, did 
the back twist and drew up gasping. 

"Gawd, Jim, my strength ain't back 
yet!" 

Long before this, he had begun to call 
me by my Christian name. In fact, he 
"Jim'd" me from morning till night. 

"Come on deck and listen to the 
Frenchies jaw each other at bridge. 
They're as good a.s an aet in vodveel. 
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You'd think they were going to kill each 
other, the very next moment." 

I shook my head. 
"No, it's cooler here in the cabin. Be

sides, I want to dip into this Conrad." 
Stanfield picked up the book, "Lord 

Jim", \U\ceremoniously from my hands, 
looked at it and yawned. 

"Heavy reading, I'd say. Give me 
Ethel M. Dell and her Sheik stories!" 

"Ethel M. Dell didn't write 'The 
Sheik,' did she?" 

"Why be particular, Jim? I can't_ ever 
remember authors' names, anyway. Con� 
rad? Don't know 'im. Has much of his 
stuff been filmed? Wait a mo'. Yes, I 
have heard of that bird, too! Several old 
Singapore hands, the Raffles Hotel crowd, 
were talking about him. last year. They 
told of some bad breaks the duffer made. 
I remember on�bout China boys wait
ing on table in a Sourabaya Hotel. 
Ga.wd, I could 'ave told him that the 
Javanese servants' guild would have run 
the Chinks out of any hotel in Java. 
With a /.,Ti8/ Snick-snack-snick!" 

Stanfield illustrated his words with dra
matic fidelity. 

I laughed. 
"Well, even Shakespeare made his 

mistakes." 
"I s'pose so! By the by, did I ever tell 

you that I played in ML Shakespeare's 
shay�. once? Yus, in 'Hamlet.' 
When I was in stock. I was Ham. Was I 
good?" He vigorously pinched his nose. 
"I was not! I stole a. bit of publicity out 
of it, however. The Adelaide newspaperS 
got the wind up, because I inserted some 
business all my own, and some tried-and
true gags. I will say for myself that I 
speeded up the show. Maybe that was 
what this author here was tryin' to do 
-speed up 'is show a bit?" 

"Conrad may have a few surface 
blemishes," I answered a trifle curtly. 
"Most of us have, for that matter." 

I opened the book. 
Stanfield did not reply. He remained 

standing before me, so motionless that I 
looked up. Sudden, volatile tears were 
furrowing his pitted cheeks. 

''Surface blemishes! Surface blemishes! 
Wonder if my kid'll realize that I'm the 
same old dad, underneath!" 

He dashed away the tears with the back 
of a hand and soowled at me. 

"Jim, that was a rotten break you just 
made! I know you 'ate the ship's 
whisky, but ·you'll danm' well oome up 
with me now and have a spot! I'm not 
asking, I'm ordering! D'you hear?" 

Meekly I dropped the adventures of 
Tuan Jim and obeyed. 

T:.�:���u�G�e 
la;:�et!�e 

s�:� 
of the outer roadstead. Singapore on its 
low hills, came into view. Stanfield stood 
at the rail by my side. Nervously he 
punned about any and aU topics that 
rose to the surface of his mind. He began 
stories and providentially failed to end 
them. After a few wretched moments of 
this, he muttered-

" My God, Jim, I want a spot!" 
He disappeared at a dog-trot, to return 

bearing a strong odor of exceptionally bad 
ship's spirits, but with his nervousness 
unabated. We were drawing near the 
dock. A mass of humanity there in 
starched tropic whites began to wave 
violently at us. 

Suddenly Stanfield caught my ann, 
pointed. 

''There they are, Jim! My miss us, 
see her? God, but she's pretty! And my 
kid! The kid's with her! Follow my 
ann! There! 'E's poking that Malay in 
the back with his little swagger stick! 
The young devil! 'E gets away with it 
today; but if I catch 'im playing the 
monkey after this, I'll paddle him!" 
Stanfield drew in his breath sharply. 
'"E's lookin' for 'is daddy now." 

Stanfield leanod perilously over the 
rail and shouted in :Malay. The eyes of 
the mother focused. Her face broke into 
a smile, wavered, then the expression 
became fixed, radiant. 

"Good for the old 'oman!" I could 
hear him mutter. "I didn't feaze 'er!" 

She was holding up the child and point
ing. The wide young eyes swept the rail. 
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dropped upon Stanfield, then moved 
away-still searching. 

He reeled against me. 
"The kid don't know me! Oh. Christ! 

Jim, did you see? The kid don't know 
me!" 

Then it was that I had a brain wave. 
''Stanfield, a hunch! Come along with 

me! Come along, I say! We've a good 
half hour before they shoot out the 
gangplank." 

I grasped his ann. Apathetically he 
allowed me to propel him across the deck 
and downstairs to the barber shop. 

"Now, Stanfield! You say you've been 
an actor? Well, prove it! Here's cold 
cream. Make a foundation, you know 
how. Powder your face; rub on some 
rouge." 

He gave me an ugly look. 
"I'm damned if I will! What d'you 

think I am, a chorus man?" 
My temper took wings. I had been 

under a strain, myself, watching that 
child's eyes come up to the mark-then 
pass it, so coolly. 

"Oh, I know you're from the vast open 
spaces!" I rapped out. "But it's for that 
yOungster of yours! Don't be a damn' 
fool! Get to work!" 

He gave a laugh that was complete 
bravado. 

''idea for a song lyric, Jim- Tum-te-. 
tum. Tum-te-.tum. 'Where men are 
men, and the air is free. And the girls 
amoke pipes and go on a spree.' Ta-tum
te-tum. Ta-tum-ta.-tueeel'' A pause. 
"All right. Jim, .I'll do it! I'D tum my
self into the thweeteet thing! AU the 
men'll want to kiss me!" 

He whipped a handkerchief from his 
pocket, cajMnd a few steps with the toes 
turned in. softly whistling Mendelssohn's 
"Spring Song." Then be stopped., dived 
into the pot and started to rub the 

cream methodically over his face. 
I went outside. I knew he would work 

faster alone. Five minute& later came a 
stentorian bellow from him: 

"Barber? Catchee garsong for me. 
Tell h� une spot! PetiU whisky! 
Vee-skee! Do you savvy? You do? 
Well, thank God for tha.t much intelli
gence!

,
. An instant of silence followed by 

a mutter from Stanfield that positively 
reeked with fear, "I-1 must have a 
spot! I've got to steady the old digits!" 

Later, a rehabilitated young man in a 
pith helmet which he prudently refused to 
doff for the moment, a beooming color on 
cheeks that appeared only faintly scarred, 
was attacked .viciously by a tiny whirl
wind. 

"Daddy! Barra daddy! I'm so glad to 
see you! Evvaybody come off a ship but 
you! An'-an' mummy wants \L9 to 
hurry, too! We haven't had chota hazri 
yet-an' I'm hungry!" 

"All right, old fellow! Give dad 
another hug and then you can put on the 
nosebag!" 

Stanfield raised himself from his knees 
and kissed his wife exuberantly, passion-
ately. ' 

I turned away. A moment later, he was 
by my side. 

"C'm'ere, Jim. t want the best friend 
I have in the world-to meet my wife 
and my kid. Hey, sonny, leave that 
Malay boy alone." 

He grasped the urchin firm1y by a small, 
starched shoulder. 

Whereupon a pair of cerulean blue eyes, 
guileless, very young, were lifted to mine. 
I bent very gravely and took a tiny hand. 

"Listen, son," Stanfield went on, "this 
is the best friend I have in the world. 
This is Lord Jim. Do you savvy? 
TuanJim." 

Shades of Coruad! � 



EDGAR YOUNG 
himself one of the mm who, with brawn 

and steel, made the Panama Canal 

possible, tells of the fierce days 

In Gatun Gash 
EIGHTY thousand men sweated and had bitten off more than he could chew. 

stro.inodon the Panama Canal. The And we worked. We struggled and 
time for opening the big ditch had strained to carry on in the torrid heat. 

long since passed. Three hundred million Wages were good, but there was more 
dollars had been spent. The papers in the than wages in the thing. World records 
States 'Were howling. Senatorial commit· for steam shovels and cranes were broken, 
teeswere shooting hotcablestothe colonel. doubled, tripled and quadrupled. The 

We had been working in the rain for Bucyrus Company has the &core and it 
four months. Cucuracha slide had poured still stands. The crane and dredge people 
down into Culebra Cut fourteen million sell their machines today on the records 
extra yards of dirt. The Chagres had been made that year. 
on a rampage and had washed out a net- It was a killing pace. Men worked at 
work of I. C. C. tracks. A trainload of a run. They stood bareheaded on the 
dynamite exploded and more had to be smoking decks of ma.ehines and worked 
rushed from the States. Fever broke out until they reeled. West Indian and coolie 
and every hospital was jammed with sick caught the spirit that was in us and they 
men. Monkey Hill was dotted with new- too worked. White man and black man 
made graves. It looked as if Uncle Sam and yellow man did their best. Damn 

.. 
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the mud! Damn the heat! Damn the 
croakers at home! We will dig it or die! 

Men said this in Culebra Cut. They 
growled it at Peter Miguel. They groaned 
it at the toeofCucuracha slide. And they 
sobbed it down in the bottom of that aw
ful gash at Gatun-that great red gash 
where the }ocks would sit. Five thousand 
feet long and deeper than a skyscraper 
was that gash. Hotter than hell it was 
down in the bottom of that cut. 

The warm rain fell and sizzled on our 
roaring boilers, and hot steam veiled the 
shouting men. The sun beat down. A 
fool brought a thermometer from the 
commissary and stuck it up on a stake at 
the lower sump. A grimy man beat it to 
pieces with an end wrench and stamped 
it into the mud. It showed a hundred 
and forty at that time. It wouldn't do to 
know how hot it was down in there. 
Men were teetering toward madness. even 
as it was. 

But we ripped and tore at the bottom of 
that gash with Bucyrus and Marion, with 
Brown hoist and with American locom� 
tive crane. A track climbed up out of 
there QQ. the right-hand side. The gage 
was five feet, the steel heavy and the 
gra.de unbelievably steep. It took five 
snub-nosed freight bogs, with throttles 
wide, to shove ten Lidgerwood dumps up 
the grade and back into a gOrge to get rid 
of it. They crawled back down with sand 
pouring under the drivers, and we filled 
them up again. 

Up and out. Upand out. The stinking 
hot mud of Gatun Cut. The walls caved, 
and we sent that dirt out, too. Fourteen 
men were under one slide. They were 
Greeks and Gallegos. We oouldn't take 
time to sort them from the mud. So they 
went up and out and helped to fill the 
gorge. An anny of them worked down in 
there with us. They threw the tracks 
over with bars and shimmed them up 
when they canted dangerously with the 
machines. They laid track ahead of us 
and put in switches. 

We had big machines that traveled on 
rails like locomotives and whirled and 
swung at any angle under their own power. 

A locomotive is simple. There is a 
throttle and a reverse lever and a brake. 
Our machines had slewing and h9oming 
levers, butterfly throttles, a dozen levers 
at our hands and feet. They were big, 
complex, snub nosed, strong enough to 
pick a locomotive from the rails, quick as 
lightning to respond. And they chugged 
and belched spa.rks from their stubby 
stacks from morning until night. 

We men were proud of them. They 
were good machines. And we were hairy 
chested men. Greasy, black as negroes, 
dripping with sweat. 

Like ants we must have looked to 
tourists peering down from the top of the 
gash. Ants in groups and ants dashing 
madly about. Ants leaping from one hot 
lever to another, as the machines roared 
and strained. Yel to ourselves we were 
man-size and we knew one another by 
name, those of us who were on the "gold 
roll" and came from up in the States. 

"Hey, you spig," and "You black nig
ger," were good enough for the yellows 
and the blacks. They knew how to step, 
when we bawled the word. And they were 
good men, and we liked them in a way. 

But we dinky skinnen and hoggers, 
shovel runners, craners and cranemen and 
the big Yankee foremen down in the mud 
with the gangs-all of us were pals. We 
knew where each man fitted in and 
whether he did his job. That was the 
thing-whether he did his work. Nothing 
else mattered much. 

We had checked our morals in New 
York or New Orleans until we got back
if we did get back. And we worked like 
bea.at<J by day and got roaring drunk in 
the saloons and brothels of Bottle Alley in 
Colon at night. No bunk shall go into 
this tale. We worked, but at night we 
drank and danced and gambled to keep 
our brains from addling in our beads. I 
remember meeting up with men of our 
bunch among the multitudes that poured 
into Colon. 

"Hey, you Red! Seen your crane about 
to tip over yistiddy. Your nigger jumped 
but you stayed with her and righted her. 
Atta Red! Have a drink? Balboa rum 
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and she's good. Gargle it and swaller it 
down. Know a girl in the Navajo; let's 
go over. You going down in nigger row? 
0. K! S'long! See you on the job to
morrow." 

And he'd be there if the fever· hadn't 
got him. If it got him he would be in the 
fever ward or maybe in Monkey Hill. 
They call Monkey Hill by the name of 
Mount Hope now. Some Mount Hope, 
old Monkey Hill! There's thirty in a 
grave under that sod. Hope? Yes. 
Hope they ain't all burning in hell. They 
burned enough on the Zone. Lord, don't 
be tOo tough on 'em. They were good 
guys under the grease and sweat. And 
Fred Gartrell is planted up there. That 
guy don't deserve to burn in hell. Be 
was rough as pig iron. He was tough 
and rowdy; he cursed by note. Fred 
Gartrell was a man! 

I'LL TELL you about him. He carne 
from MemPhis, Tennessee. He'd 

worked on the river boats, firing, as a boy. 
Hard! They get hard on the old Mississip'. 
Have to be to keep the nigger roustabouts 
in their place. It's you, or it's them. 
Blackjack, end wrench, pick handle, 
anything, when they get bad. Hit and 
then argue. Talk hard. Maybe you'll 
be boss. Maybe you'll go over the side 
some dark night. They don't slap each 
other on the wrist on the river boats. 
And Fred fitted in on the Zone. 

"Hey, you, Bajan, step! Git them 
clamps on that clamshell bucket! Want 
tha.t cable to come loose and kill some
body? Come down on that wrench. I'll 
git down from here and peel your head 
with a ball and pea.n hammer. 0. K! 
Git bo.ckout of the way!'' 

And Fred would look over at us and 
grin as he put the machine into gear. 

"I'm papa on thi.e crane,'' he would 
growl in a sort of aside that came to us 
in the roar. 

And his men down around the machine 
and his fireman hit the ball. When he 
moved up, they chucked the blocks under 
the outriggers, as his brakes bit in, and 
the old 47 was ready to pop if he but 

halted for an instant. How that boy 
could handle a crane! Both hands, both 
feet going, the great machine swinging 
and reeling. traveling up and down, sparks 
streaming upward from the stack, big 
gobs of dripping mud splashing into the 
dumpcars. Heset an awful pa.ce for us at 
times. We were not to be outdone. 

The line of cranes across the Cut, at the 
upper end of Gattm Cut, swung and 
reeled and sputtered along with his. 
There was a line of us a hundred feet long, 
right up against the coffer dam that held 
Gatun Lake out of the Cut. The locks 
should have been done, but we were still 
digging in the bottom of the Cut. That's 
how figures go wrong in the tropics, with 
the sun and the rain and the banks that 
cave. And the water in Gatun Lake now 
covered a hundred and eeventy squ.a.re 
miles and stood up over us a hundred and 
five feet deep, pressing against the flimsy 
coffer dam. 

They'd added to the dam, time and 
again. They'd put shorings against it. 
But it had bellied out up above us and 
water was seeping under it at the bottom. 
It menaced, and men glanced up at it. 
But they said nothing. It wasn't polite 
to speak of that weak coffer dam down 
where we were. If the top lock could be 
put in, there would be a massive steel door 
to hold it back. The big mixers were ready 
to pour eight thousand cubic yards a day 
down into the floor and into the fifty-five 
foot walls. 

The whole Panama Canal job was wait
ing on that line of cranes. We were far 
below the level, where the floor would 
rest. The sixteen' foot culverts were to be 
underneath the Roor and a foundation 
for them was below that. The waiting 
steel doors were tall as a four story build
ing, but we were t.wiee that deep down 
into the earth. A mile north, a coffer dam 
held the Caribbean back, but the Carib
bean was far below the level of the la.ke. 
Ships would ha.ve to walk upward into the 
la.ke from the sea, when the three big 
locks were completed. 

That was the way it waa-two coffer 
dams, flimsy affairs, and us far below 
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them with our machines in the gash. 
Either one wou1d get us if it broke; but 
if the upper one broke, the wall of rushing 
water would engulf Mindi, New Gatun, 
Cristobal and Colon. So we hoped and 
prayed that the upper lock would go in 
before the dam gave way. And every 
man on the canal hoped and prayed with 
us. The entire job was tied up, waiting 
for us. 

The colonel's yel1ow car whizzed back 
and forth over the Panama Railroad be
tween Culebra and Gatua. He climbed 
down into the cut and swung up to the 
cranes. He figured and :calculated and 
craned his neck to peer upward at the 
bulging dam. He did not tell any man to 
hurry. We were working top tilt. We 
didn't even stop to talk to him. Too 
busy. He grinned and waved his hand as 
much as to say: 

"Boys, you're doing mighty fine. Keep 
it up. We'll beat this thing yet. I'm 
with you. You know me." 

So we bucked the dirt a.nd we bucked 
one another. We found out who could 
run a crane and who could not. Fred 
Gartrel had a trifle the better of us. He 
was like lightning and those Mississippi 
boats had tempered him like steel. But 
his superiority was a mere shade; he 
couldn't have bragged about it and he 
never did. He grinned and eased up a 
bit now and then when he saw a man reel. 

"What's the matter with Big Ben over 
there?" he would shout through the noise. 
''Too much Balboa rum, or maybe that 
new cabaret girl at the Panazone! Hey, 
you nigger, slash that fire, I've done told 
ye! You're shy ten pounds of steam on 
that needle!" 

He would grin and ease down. No, he 
wasn't our boss. He was just one of us. 
You know how it is. Pride. 'He set us a 
gait and we worked neck and neck.. A 
fellow who couldn't do his bit had no use 
being down in there to begin with. 

And so it went along at this furious clip 
for about a month. I got to admire Fred 
Gartrell's way of working and his way of 
being a good guy in Colon. We made 
plenty of jack-twice as much as tho 
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white collared men in the offices, and I'm 
not knocking them, either. They were 
0. K. But we weren't thrown with them 
so much as we were with one another, 
You know how it is. You work with a. 
guy and you meet up with him in town. 
Makes you feel friendly. You get into a 
scrap, and he's with you. Fred Gartrell 
walked in to save my bacon. I'd picked 
on a big blacksmith from Empire, and he 
rung a helper in on me besides. They were 
mauling me for fair when Fred took a 
hand. 

"Hey what's this? Two of ye? Back 
up there! How'd that fist feel on the burr 
of your ear? Wade in! I'll make ye 
shake your head worse than that, you 
cinder eater! Wlwm/ I'm papa, I'm 
telling ye!" 

It's a fact. We cleaned up on the two 
of them. And we guzzled Balboa rum in 
celebration. Went down the line to
gether. Fred made a hit singing for the 
girls. He taught me to sing "Frankie" 
that night. I remember it yet. 

Frankie was a good, good girl, 
All everybody knows; 
She pa.id a hundred doUu bill 
For the making of Albert'& clothes. 
When he was human
Buthedonehcrwrong. 

T�!! ��:�e;1��1I
v�::� i�:�:a:: 

Jones," "Steamboat Bill," "Roustabout" 
and "Tho Long Slim Woman" that same 
night. They got them all wrong when 
they set them to music. Fact. You 
ought to have heard Fred sing those songs. 
He crooned them; sang them like a black. 
I've seen tears standing in his eyes. 
Boozy? Sure. But when men are boozy 
you get to know them. 

And now and again you saw a flicker 
of the spark that moved him on the job, 
that made him drive himself and drive 
us in competition with him. 

"They say old Uncle Sam can't dig the 
canal! I'll tell the cock eyed world Uncle 
Sam can dig the canal! The frogs failed, 
didn't they? Old John Bull was afeared 
to tackle it. The papers say we've failed. 
We ain't failed! Teddy Roosevelt knows 
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we ain't failed. Old Man George Goethals 
knows we ain't failed. We ain't failed 
and we ain't goin' to fail! We're late. 
We had to dig a volcano out by the roota 
in Culebra. Who coul4 foresee that mud 
in the bottom of Gatun gash? We are 
going to dig her. It's you and me that's 
got her to dig. She has got to be dug for 
old Uncle Sam!" 

You couldn't call it patriotism. A 
patriot stands in the oomer and mouths 
platitudes, or bawls out speeches to get 
the other fellow into line. He was too 
illiterate •. too greasy, too rough and 
tough, too profance to be a patriot. But 
that was the way he felt. That was what 
he said, and I heard him say it. It seemed 
that I ooul.d understand a thing that hap
pened a few days later a trifle better after 
I had heard him say those words. It was 
about nine o'clock in the morning when 
this thing occurred. If we hadn't known 
who was "jake" among us, we would have 
found it out then. · 

The Cristobal shops were seven miles 
away. We had I. C. C. tracks running 
out there, for it was the Colon end of the 
canal. The Panama Ra.ilroad had tracks 
nmning beside our own. We had West 
Indian boys stationed at our switches. 
They were stupid, barefoot plantation 
blacks from the islands. With great 
pains they had learned that trains coming 
up out of the cut were to be switched 
across to the dump and that engines from 
Cristobal were to be sent down into 
Gatun Cut. They had now learned it so 

·well that it did not require a white em
ployee standing with them to tell them 
each time. Having learned those two 
things, there was no more room in their 
heads. Thus we had West Indians at 
the 'switcheS and there were also West 
Indian helpers in the shops at Cristobal. 

Down there a helper was told to start 
the fires in fiVe dead engines that lay on a 
�iding beside the shops. He went out 
with a sack of waste and some shavings 
and got the fires going. He shoveled in 
some coal anti then went back into the 
shops. Boys had been playing a.round 
the dead engines and had yankd 

the throttle of each one wide open. 
The helper did not even glance at the 

throttles. This would have required too 
much thought for a helper, especially a. 
West Indian one. So the water gradually 
got warm and the hand on the steam gage 
mounted higher and higher. The engines 
began to move down the siding in the di
rection of Gatun. The dozing switchman 
at the end of the siding gave them the 
iron and let them move by, without notic
ing that they were unoccupied. They 
picked up speed and roared toward 
Mindi. The switclunan there gave them 
the switch and headed them up along 
the gash. 

They were tearing along at thirty miles 
an hour at that time. The boy at the top 
of the Cut saw them coming and gave 
them the switch that led diagoP.Ally 
down the wall of the Cut and ended in the 
fan of tracks upon which our cranes stood, 
at the bottom of the tall coffer dam that 
held Gatun Lalre behind it. 

I remember hearing the hoarse alarm 
from a yard engine, as they tipped over 
the brink. Tensed for danger at all times, 
we stretched to look. I remember won
dering why the spotting engines were 
coming back light. Then I heard the 
hoarse choking bark from their stacks and 
knew they were workinJ!; steam. My 
thoughts raced. 

In a half minute they would tear into 
the row of cranes that faced them and 
hanuner one of them into the coffer dam 
and loose the flood through the gash. 

The switch was set for my track. I 
heard Fred Gartrell yell to the negro to 
throw it; and his big crane shot out upon 
the lead and raced up the incline, as the 
points flipped over. The boom sWWlg 
behind, and the big boiler and counter
weights were head on toward the racing 
locomotives. 

-

A quarter way up the slope he met 
them. I have never in my life heard such 
a crash. It WBB deafening in the confined 
space of the Cut. The big crane bounced 
backward and the locomotives paused. 
They met again with a roar that shook the 
earth. The crane boiler had exploded. 
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The concussion threw the pony trucks of 
the head engine upon the ties. Men 
swarmed up into the engines and closed 
the throttles. My crane shot out to the 
lead and I set my rail clamps against 
the slowly moving mass. It came to a 
dead stop. Some one gave a cheer-! 
climbed over into Fred Gartrell's crane. 

He was down in the gangway. I will 
never forget it. The crane had buckled 
and then flattened out. Below the waist, 
he was crushed to a pulp. The crowd 

swarmed up to see. His eyes flickered 
open and he saw me kneeling at his side. 
His eyes swept around the group of white 
faces. They paused as they met those of 
a friend and he tried to say something to 
them. 

His hand gripped mine more fiercely. 
A paroxysm shook him. He closed his 
eyes. 

''Tell my mammy-" 
He couldn't finish it. He died right 

then with his hand gripping mine. 

H. M. S. SOMERSET 
by Leonard H. Nason 

T!�e��!!!��/��� ;;::�� t; 
Longfellow in his poem, "The Ride of 
Paul Revere." It will be remembered 
that when Paul Revere rowed to the 
Charlestown shore he passed the Someraet 
at the mouth of the Mystic River. All 
spring the frigate lay in the harbor, 
threatening Boston with her guns, and 
during the battle of Bunker Hill, in June, 
she shelled the American trenches, and 
covered the landing of marines from other 
vessels in the fleet. 

The officers and men that watched the 
fight that day from the decks of the 
S&meraet would have been deeply stirred 
had they known that the very ship on 
which they stood was doomed to leave 
her bones on hostile soil, as well as those 
many dead on the slopes of Bunker Hilt 

Three years later, in the latter part of 

October, the Sameraet lay in Province
town harbor. She had been scouting up 
and down the coast in search of a French 
squadron that was reported making for 
Boston. On the last day of the month she 
set sail, intending to run up the bay 
toward Boston, but instead encountered a 
northeast gale. Her captain first tried to 
beat to sea, but found the gale too strong, 
and turned to run into Provincetown 
again. Many a ship has made for that 
same haven, but few have found it. 

The Someraet could not weather the end 
of the cape and was cast ashore on 
Peaked Hill bars, northeast of Province
town. Her captain, Audrey, and a few 
sailors managed to get ashore, where the 
local militia made them prisoners, but the 
rest of the crew perished, and the wreckers 
soon removed every vestige of the gallant 
frigate. 



A hobo brakeman and the bully of the S. & S. 

BURNING BRAKES 
By E. S. DELLINGER 

THE BUM didn't have much pres· 
tige among the boys of the Western 
Division. They didn't have any

thing in particular against him. In fact, 
they didn't know a great deal about him. 
Rumor had it that he had ridden into 
Springfield on the blind of Number Five, 
one snowy night last winter, with Dad 
Hawkins. That made him a bum to begin 
with. Rumor had it also that Dad had 
taken him Wlder his protection and per
suaded Raybome to give him a job 
braking. That gained him some measure 
of toleration among the men. 

Still, as I said before, he didn't have 
much prestige, for if there is anything in 
the world a railroad man despises worse 
than a bum it's another bum a little 
dirtier. It may be that's the reason he 
got so many runs with Pig Iron Fisher, 
Horseface Harrison, Slucfoot Johnson 
and the rest of the hard-boiled eggs of 
the Western. It may be, even, that's the 

-reason he caught the run out of Newberg 
on this particular night on a coal drag 
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with Old Cal l\fcCiarcy and thus made 
it possible for me to tell this story. 

Now Old Cal was the meanest man that 
God and the trainmaster ever let run a 
train on the S. & S. According to the 
tales he told, one would think he had been 
born on top of a box-car with a lantern in 
his hand and the whole rule book in his 
head. Surely he had never been com
pelled to learn the tricks of the train 
service as other men do, else he could 
never have come to despise a student 
with all the venom that Old Cal showed 
toward the younger men of the division. 
But the hate was not all on one side, for 
hate, like smallpox, is contagious. The 
younger men all hated this old conductor 
with all the rancor that a sarcastic, bully
ing tongue, backed by two hundred and 
eighty pounds, can arouse in the heart of 
an American. 

Curly, as the boys condescended to 
call the bum to his face, was scared stiff 
when he took the call to go out with the 
old bully. He was so nervous when he 
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backed the two big Mallets in on the 
string of loaded gondolas that it took him 
full two minutes to couple the air hose. 
When he finally managed to get the coup
ling made and the air cut in, he backed 
out from between the cars and picked up 
his lantern. 

Old Cal was ready to explode. 
''Takes you a hell of a long time to 

couple a air hose," he began. 
Curly made no reply. 
"It's damn runny to me," the conductor 

continued, "that they'd give a man two 
student brakemen, a student fireman an' 
a student engineer an' then aim fer him 
to git over the road in eight hours." 

Curly's face flushed to the roots of his 
straw colored hair, showing red even in 
the dim light of the moon and the two rail
road lanterns, but he stilL made no reply. 

The old bully of the Western, mistaking 
silence for a sign of fear, raved on : 

"I've been runnin' a train on this 
danmed S. & S. ever since the '94 strike, 
an' there ain't a man on the division that's 
earned his pay check any better than I 
have, but if this is the way they aim fer 
me to railroad an' you're a specimen o' 
the kind o' sticks they aim fer me to take 
out on the job to herd box cars an' hot 
boxes, then Rayborne can have my job an' 
take it to hell with 'im fer all I care." 

Giving his lantern a deft swing, the 
conductor perched it neatly in the crook 
of his elbow. Then tilting it so its rays 
fell full in the face of the young brakeman, 
he glared at the bum for a full minute. 

"How do you tum in yer time?" he 
finally inquired savagely, reaching back 
into the hip pocket of his blue overalls for 
his trainbook. 

"Huh?" grunted Curly from somewhere 
down in his intestinal region. 

"What's yer name, damn it?" 
"Akers," replied Curly in a tone scarcely 

audible above the droning of the steam in 
the boilers and the chug-chug of the air 
pumps, "A. G. Akers." 

McClarey wrote the name carefully in 
his trainbook before he spoke again. 

"Oh, yes! You're the bum that ol' fool 
Dad Hawkins picked-"' 

Old Cal never finished his sentence. 
Curly dropped the lantern from his right 
hand down on the cinders. His massive 
fists doubled up like the draw heads on a 
box car when it makes a coupling; his 
right shot out and caught the old bully 
under the chin. The conductor staggered 
over against a box car; his lantern fell to 
the cinders and was extinguished. The 
only light now left on the scene was the 
dim light cast by the moon among the 
shadows of the cars and the occasional 
flare as one of the firemen swung back the 
door to throw in a scoop of coal. 

Old Cal's jaws squared. His great 
hairy arms were bared to the elbows. 
His fists were clenched as, head down like 
a charging bull, he carne raging forward, 
cursing at every leap. He hurled himself 
at the brakeman, throwing the whole 
weight of his two hundred and eighty 
pounds behind the blow. 

Curly, crouching like a young tiger. 
sidestepped as his adversary came, and 
delivered a blow that sent the conductor 
staggering again up against a loaded 
gondola. Old Cal was dumfounded. 
Never in his thirty years railroading 
had he met a man that could draw blood 
and make him reel twice in succession. 
Curly stood back and waited. The con· 
ductor came on again, slowly this time. 
measuring his opponent and watching his 
opportunity to strike a telling blow. 

The four men from the engines hearing 
the commotion came down to watch the 
show. For the first time in years a man 
had come on the Western Division who 
had the intestinal fortitude to defy its old 
bully, and it made them happy through 
and through to see Old Cal get his. As 
the old man came on sparring, it looked 
for a moment as if Curly might remain 
too close to the gondolas to have room for 
a fight, but just as Billie Norton opened 
his mouth to warn him, he plunged out, 
struck down Cal's right guard with his 
own left, and though taking a light left 
hand blow from the conductor, delivered 
a powerful right hand cut that brought 
the blood in streams from the conductor's 
mouth and nose. 
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The old bully went wild. Sputtering, 
cursing, raging like a. maniac, he came on 
to clinch. Curly started to sidestep again, 
but caught his foot in one of the lanterns 
and went tumbling backward into the 
cinders. Old Cal pounced on him like a 
mad bulldog before he had time to even 
turn over, but the four men looking on, 
determined to see fair play or no fight, 
grabbed the conductor and held him off 
till the brakeman could get on his feet. 

A light bobbing up and down along the 
train alarmed Billie, who, fearing it might 
be the yardmaster, thought best that the 
warfare should. at least be postponed. 

"You two fellers better let this little 
matter rest till some other time," he ad
vised. "I reckon you ain't got anything 
that can't be settled when we git back to 
Springfield. You'd better forget this 
little affair this trip. What you say, kid?" 

"That ol' son of a gun there," drawled 
Curly, speaking for the first time since the 
beginning of the fight, "thinks he's licked 
about all the fellers on this division with 
little enough sense to fight 'im, an' I ain't 
sayin' he can't lick me. I know he'd 'a' 
licked me this time if you fellcrs hadn't 
'a' been there. But believe me, when he 
goes to blackgunrdin' a feH.er that's done 
as much fer me as Dad Hawkins has, he's 
got 'cr all to do. As fer goin' on with this 
fight, I ain't goin' to start nothin', not as 
long as he'll leave me alone." 

"What about you, Cal?'' inquired the 
engineer. "Willin' to let it rest till this 
trip's over?" 

The conductor, still spitting and sput
tering, nodded in assent. The enginemen 
released hUn, and the two men groped 
about in tbe semidarkness for their lan
terns. It was tactically understood, of 
course, that the fight was not at an end. 
The whole crew knew that the truce could 
not last long, because Old Cal would never 
be satisfied until he had found who was 
the better man. That wasn't his style. 

Curly found his lantern first, fingered in 
his pocket, found a match, swiped it up 
the leg of his overalls, inserted the blazing 
stick in the open top until the wick blazed, 
tossed the burned out match aside and 

snapped down the top. Before he had 
finished, Old Cal, who 'finally gained suffi
cient self control to talk coherently, 
spluttered: 

"I'm-I'm-I'm goin' straight up to the 
office an' turn you in an' tell 'em to git me 
another brakeman. I ain't never took out 
no brakeman yet that's ever disputed my 
authority an' got by with it, not in my 
whole life railroadin', an' I ain't goin' to 
begin this late in the day!" 

"Stop!" commanded Curly. "You'll 
take me out on this here train tonight or 
you won't be able to go yourself. I ain't 
done nothin' «. you but what you de
served; an' if yOu make one step towards 
that there office, I'm goin' to see jist how 
fur I can sink this lantern, globe, frame an' 
all, right down into your ol' hard head. 
That ain't all either, Mr. McClarey; don't 
you never say: no thin' about this little 
affair here tonight, fer if you do, before I 
pull my freight out o' Springfield, I'm 
gain' to give you one lickin' that you'll 
remember as long as you live. I'll pay 
you up in one ten minutes fer all the 
lickin's you've ever give the other fellers 
on this here division in thirty years, 
includin' the scar you Ieft on Dad Hawkins 
when you tried to brain him with that 
skeleton frame lantern ten or fifteen years 
ago. Don't you never tum me in fer 
somethin' I ain't done." 

It required all the tact of the four peace
makers to prevent the immediate renewal 
of the combat, but finally the conductor 
was persuaded to let the matter rest. Old 
Cal searched around for the pencil and the 
train book which he had dropped down on 
the cinders when Curly struck him. While 
he was putting them back into the hip 
pocket of his overalls, he turned toward 
the brakeman and stormed out : 

"You jist better watch yer step, Mister 
Akers. No student brakeman never made 
a run in all his life but what he done some
thin' he could be fired fer. You jist watch 
yer step, fer I aim to git even with you 
fer this night's work before I'm through 
with you." 

The conductor glowered at Curly for a 
minute, turned his back on the group of 
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men and went stamping off up the yard 
toward the caboose, muttering and swear
ing to the individual box cars as he passed 
them by. Curly ensconced himself on the 
pilot of the helper engine; the whistle 
sounded; a white light rose and fell in a 
"high sign" away back toward the rear 
end; the two Cyclopean monsters went 
staggering forward, picking up speed with 
every tum of the drivers. 

The iron platform on which Curly sat 
quivered and throbbed as the drivers, 
slipping on the dew dampened rails, spun 
around and around or, catching the sand 
as it trickled from the pipes in front of 
them and grinding it to powder, gripped 
the rails and gave momentum to the 
train of loaded gondolas behind. Down 
past the coal chute and the water tank, on 
past the gr� yard lights filing by faster 
and faster and out by the shivering red 
disk of the main line switch the train 
moved. 

Fe!� ili��r�d�� !::;7�: g:!r:�� 
River and, after following the river bottom 
for a mile. swing sharply to the left around 
a limestone bluff and out on a sweeping 
curve a mile in length, whence· they go 
writhing in and out for nine miles on a 
four per cent. grade through deep cuts in 
the flint hills and over trestles built across 
the Ozark ravines. 

It is a sharp curve on this hill that the 
veteran of the throttle or the club points 
out reminiscently as the place where "Old 
Pat turned Number Eight over in 1900 
and burned 'er up, all but the scrap iron." 
Now, at the foot of the grade down by the 
limestone bluff, at the center of the mile
long curve above the bluff and from there 
on up the hill at irregular intervals where 
convenience or peculiar danger demands, 
electric block signals stand, grim and 
silent sentinels on this waste of rocky hill 
and scrubby tree, guarding against me
chanical defect and human imperfection. 

With unerring certainty these hermit 
watchmen stand, lifting by day protect
ing arms ahead of and behind the shining 
polished Pullman and the crude, ungainly 

freight as they pound their way up and 
glide slowly down the sinuous lines of 
steel. Shining forth by night, their 
twinkling disks of green or yellow or red 
tell the watchful men who read their lan
guage of "safety," the need for "caution," 
or of "danger" just ahead. 

On this August night Curly's train came 
pounding its way up the hill and around 
the curves, changing disk after disk of the 
block signals from green to yellow and 
from yellow to red. The moon, a few 
days before its full, floated in and out 
among light, scurrying clouds down in the 
west. Curly sat out on the pilot of the 
Fifty-four, leaning against the boiler 
brace and sleepily watching the scrubby 
oaks and pines and hickories go creep
ing by. 

Barking tum about and then in unison, 
dragging behind them their three thou
sand ton load of coal, the two mighty 
Mallets fought their way up Dixon Hill 
through the sultry midnight. The vicious 
bark of the exhaust, the low wail of im
prisoned steam and the creak of rubbing 
rail joints mingled with the dry rattle of 
shifting ballast came filtering up through 
the bars of the pilot to the ears of the 
brakeman. 

The train was approaching the hard 
pull just about the middle of the hill. The 
exhaust became slower and slower as 
Billie Norton and Smiley Smith each 
dropped his reverse, notch by notch, 
toward the corner and kept opening the 
throttle with irregular, uneasy jerks. 
Curly straightened up and, moving for
ward, allowed his feet to dangle over the 
coupling lever and hit against the pilot. 
Inexperienced as he was, he knew they 
would have to double the hill tonight
that the long string of heavily laden cars 
would have to be cut into two strings, 
which would be taken up the hill sepa
rately-and laritem in hand he slid down 
to the pilot step, whence, as they passed 
a level spot, he leaped clear of the track 
and stood watching the cars crawl by. 

Slower and slower became the c-�u-g
c-h-u-g-c-h-u-g of the exhaust from the 
two great awkward Mallets, slower, longer 
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and louder until it finally ended in one 
long-drawn, blaring roar as the coal train 
stopped dead still. The siren whistle rang 
out its t-o-o-o-t-toot-toot-toot, and all was 
still but the wailing steam in the boilers. 

Curly looked first toward the engine 
and then back toward the rear of the 
train. N•tlring being visible but the 
rugged outlines of eight or ten gondolas, 
he turned and walked back several car
lengths until; looking back toward the 
head end, he could just sec the light in the 
top of the cab of the rear engine. There 
he stood boring the toe of his shoe into the 
gravel and whistling "It Ain't Gain' to 
Rain No More" until a red light and a 
white one carne in sight from the rear, 
bobbing rapidly up and down alongside 
the train, and the business of cutting the 
train into two sections began. 

The lights stopped and disappeared be
tween the cars. A moment later came the 
sound of brakes going into emergency and 
the blow of escaping air. Soon the white 
light whipped out, swinging in a little cir. 
cle, calling for the slack. Curly passed 
the signal on to the engineers, and the cars 
eased back down the hill inch by inch 
until the light ceased its circular swing 
and moved with quick, short horizontal 
strokes. The cars stopped with the rattle 
and jar of bf1!.ke.rigging aod the clang of 
drawheads. The uncouplir.g-accomplishcd, 
the light spoke again, this time in a long 
vertical swing. Curly passed the signal; 
the two engines barked in unison and 
again altcrnate�y. and half the train 
moved off .up the hill toward Dixon. 

Catching the last car as it came rattling 
by, Curly scrambled up on the coal. Old 
Cal was standing there watching the red 
light which he had hung up on the head 
car of the rear half of the train, which was 
being left behind. Before the brakeman 
had hardly found footing among the 
lumps of coal, the conductor began gruffly: 

"Well, what the hell you doin' away 
back down here? Ain't you learned yet 
that the head brakeman's place is over on 
the engine when we're doublin' Dixon 
Hill? It looks like it was time you was 
learnin' somethin' if you ever aim to. Go 

on over to that head end and be ready to 
head in with this string as soon as they 
stop. You can try out that crossover 
switch down there by the depot, an' if it 
ain't spiked, head out there an' come back 
down here after the rest o' this train. An' 
say, when you git down here, don't wliit 
fer Red to let them brakes off. You'll 
find a club stickin' behind the bumper on 
the head car. Grab it an' git busy. I told 
him to set all the brakes on that rear end 
an' then go back down to that first block, 
so's Dad Hawkins wouldn�t start out 
flaggin'. Now move, fer we're on short 
time ahead o' Five aready." 

Curly stood still. 
"Well, why don't you go on an' do what 

I told you?" snapped the conductor. 
Curly cleared his throat and, kicking 

a chunk of coal with his left fpot, asked
rather timidly, considering the bold atti· 
tude he had taken in Newberg-

"Ain't-ain't we go t an order not to use 
that crossover at Dixon, Mr. McCiarey?" 

Old C8.l swelled up like a poisoned mule 
and, after staring at Curly for a full min� 
ute, finally managed to sputter out : 
. "You-you damned blockhead you! 
You go on over there an' do what I told 
you. I ain't lettin' no student brakeman 
fresh from hittin' back doors tell me how 
to read my orders. Of course we've got an 
order not to use that switch, but I ain't 
been workin' here on this pike thirty 
years without learnin' that if they don't 
want a switch used they spike it. Git out 
o' here an' go on over there where you 
belong before I kick you off this tmin an' 
let you walk in." 

Curly ground his teeth. His big fists 
clenched and opened on the bale of his ian· 
tern, but he finally turned without an
other word and went scrambling over the 
coal, jumping from car to car across the 
three·foot gaps where a slip of the foot 
meant death beneath the grinding, grum· 
bling wheels of the loaded gondolas. 

Clambering down into the cab of the 
Thirty·eight, he told Billie Norton what 
Old Cal's instructions were. 

"Why, what docs that old crazy nut 
mean?" growled Billie. "We've got an 
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order not to ·use the crossover switch at 
Dixon." 

''That's what I told him," replied t:he 
brakeman, "but he said if the switch 
wa.sn't spiked to use it anyhow. So.id they 
always spiked a switch on this pike when 
they didn't want it used." 

Billie laughed and swore, but offered no 
further protest. 

As soon as the cars were stopped in the 
clear, Curl:r cut off the engines and, run· 
ning up the· track to the green light 
twinkling in the darkness, exa.m..ined the 
switch. It was not spiked. Jerking the 
lever over and slipping it into· its socket, 
he gave t.he signal for the engines to come 
ahead. Smiley Smith whistled, "Stop." 

Curly turned and, running quickly back 
to the bead engine, told Smith what the 
conductor's orders were. After the brake
man had finished, the engineer removed 
the cigar from his mouth, flicked the ashes 
off the end with his little finger, and re
plied coolly: 

"Jist keep your shirt on, kid. I'm goin' 
to let Ot' Cal tell me to use that switch. 
We'll stay right here where we are till he 
gits over." 

The moon had gone down. Dark clouds 
were rising out of the northwest. Yellow 
lightning flickered and flared low down 
over the tops of the oak trees. Not a 
breath of air was stirring in the hot August 
midnight. 

Old Cal came panting and cursing up 
to where Curly stood by the head engine 

"Why didn't you do what I told you 
to?" he roared out. "You-" 

Calmly interrupting his tirade, Smiley 
remarked : 

"I've got an order not to use that cross.
over, an' I ain't gain' to use it till the 
order's changed." 

"Then, by God," stormed the con· 
ductor, "you'll not go the rest o' the way 
in on this train! Kid-" turning to 
Curly-"you go on up there an' open that 
main line switch; an' damn you, Smith, 
you better move when I give you the 
signal." 

Curly stepped briskly across the main 
line :wd ra.n on straight up to the switch 

which opens from the crossover to the 
main, paying no attention to that part of 
the crossover lying between the two 
tracks. The conductor walked up to the 
switch opening from the pe.ssing track to 
the crossover, which Curly had left 
already open. Raising his lanterns hig� 
above his head, he looked as far up th� 
track as its rays lighted up the rails. 11 
appeared to be in perfect condition, 
Curly threw the main line switch and sig. 
nailed, "Ahead," The conductor's ian· 
tern spoke in answer to the signal. Still, 
the engines did not move. 

Roa.ring swear words that a pirate crew 
would have dared only whisper, mixing 
them with something about student 
brakemen, student engj.neers and switche�� 
that's been run through by the worthless 
male pups, the conductor came stamping 
back toward the engines. Just as he 
passed the pilot of the Fifty�four, Smiley 
opened the throttle. She leaped forward, 
dragging the Thirty·eight behind her. 
When she was halfway between the two 
switches there came a loud thumping and 
the crunching of timbers. The exhaust 
ceased. The brakes went into emergency. 
The two engines stopped. 

The Fifty-four had hit a place between 
the switches from which rails and ties 
had all been taken out for repu.ir work. 
There she stood now, pony truck and two 
drivers on the ground, her nose buried in 
the gray earth, the main line blocked, the 
passing track blocked, both engines tied 
up, half a cool train on the hill in charge 
of a boomer brakeman and Number Five 
due in fifteen minutes with Number 
Seven only ten minutes behind her. 

Old Cal stood there by the derailed en· 
gine, talking in terms that wouldn't look 
well in print about the "luck" that ever 
put him in such a predicament. The 
other five men were sauntering around 
the wreck, Billie and Smiley each with a 
lighted torch above his head, the two 
firemen with hands in pockets, and Curly 
with his lantern in his hand, watching: the 
others. Finally Biljje yelled out to the 
conductor so that sJl the others could 
hear: 
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"Oh, Cal! You don't need to worry. 
This track's all right. When they don't 
want a switch used on this railroad, they 
always spike it." 

The conductor snorted and spun around 
twice like a chicken with its head shot off. 
Then, after stopping long enough to give 
Billie one wilting, withering, blighting 
look in the light of the torches, and to 
pour forth a few of his choicest railroad 
adjectives, he went rushing into the tela-. 
graph office to report the accident to the 
train despatcher and get a protecting 
order against the west so that he could 
use all his men in the task of rerailing the 
derailed locomotive, as helpless here -as a 
whale in the desert. 

With the aid of ties carried from a 
nearby pile and two big jacks from the 
engines the crews finally managed to 
build a platform under the Fifty-four, 
ru soon as the platform was built, Billie, 
spinning the drivers of the Thirty-eight 
until they threw out streams of sparks 
like water from a grindstone, at lru!_t 
pulled the derailed engine back to the 
ends of the rails. 

By this time the storm was upon them. 
Jagged lines of lightning shot up out of 
the north, dividing the sky into two 
irregular halves of ink black cloud. Crash· 
ing thunder drowned the wailing of steam 
in the boilers and the roar of the exhaust. 
Tall oaks across the track bent until 
their tops almost swept the ground. 

Still with frog and jack and bar the six 
men labored on, now grunting and strain· 
ing under the derailed locomotive to 
adjust the frogs, now standing back in 
the torrents of falling water to watch 
while Billie gently opened the throttle of 
the Thirty·eight and pulled the Fifty-four 
up on the frogs. 

At last the task was done. The two 
engines, again ready for service, went 
puffing back out of Dixon to bring up the 
cars left on the hill two hours before. Old 
Cal went into the office, leaving Curly to 
ride the rear end of the tender down 
through the night and the rain. 

The first fury of the summer storm had 
spent itself. Rain came now in a steady 

downpour. Streams of water ran off 
Curly's yellow oilskin hat and down his 
yellow jacket; more water coursed down 
from the grab-iron over his hand; and 
more water, still, fanned in shifting pools 
in the steel step around his feet as the 
engine swayed from side to side to the 
steady clack-clack, clack-clack of the wheels 
hitting rail joints. 

When the two engines clanked out past 
the green lights of the switch and the 
block signal, they carried their crews into 
a world of soaked, murky, dripping dark
ness, over two bands of glistening steel 
singing their dead monotonous song. But 
often into such nights do life and duty 
lead the men who guide the traffic of a 
nation across unchanging stretches of 
treeless prairie, through dark, dismal, 
silence haunted woodlands, and over 
mountain passes burned with the scorch
ing sun of summer, or blocked with snow 
drifted in by the shifting winds of winter. 
Strong, intelligent, self reliant these men 
must be. The train service has no place 
for the weakling either mentally, morally 
or physically, for in this work, a single 
figure wrongly read or remembered, the 
simple act of forgetting to open the cut· 
out valve in the air-brake line or, per
chance, some brakes negligently left unset 
on a steep grade may dash dozens to 
their death. 

On thundered Curly and crew past the 
yellow signal on Horseshoe Curve, down 
the steep grade following the winding 
road-bed over fill and trestle and through 
deep cuts in the flint hills. The exhaust 
of the engine had ceased, and in its stead 
came the whistle of escaping air and the 
squeal of rubbing brakeshoes when the 
engineers applied their brakes to check 
their speed on the steep grade. Soon they 
went clacking by the last semaphore 
above the train with its disk of light shin
ing out blood red and threatening through 
the rain. The engines slowed down to ten 
miles an hour. Curly stared back through 
the infinity. of darkness looking for the 
red light on the head car of the half of the 
train that had been left behind. 

When at last it came into view, he 
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svmng his lantern out with a long, slow 
movement. The brake-riggirig rattled 
and clattered; the wheels slipped on the 
wet rails; the engines slowed down and 
came to a stop ten feet from the red light. 

Trotting back to the head car, Curly 
remoYed the lantern and signalled, ''Easy, 
ba.ck." The engines came on to make the 
coupling. So softly did they come against 
the car that they would hardly have 
crushed an egg between the drawheads. 
But nevertheless, at the instant the en
gines stopped, the cars began to move. 
The gap between engine and cars widened. 

The pin in the coupler had failed to fall! 
Leaving the red light by ;the track and 

seizing the club from the .draft timber, 
Curly scrambled up. the ladder of the 
gondola and tried the brake. Itwasnotset. 

Awkwardly he inserted the club in the 
spokes· of the brakewheel and began turn
ing. It was slow work, for the brakeman 
of today seldom has occasion to use the 
club, eYen on the hill divisions. The 
brake came tight. Curly's strength made 
up for his lack of skill. He threw the 
whole weight of his powerful body on the 
end of the brake-olub. The brake-rigging 
rattled and clanged as the brake tight
ened. But the speed increased at a sick
ening rate. 

Running O\'Cr a car of wet slack, the 
brakeman looped the gap betwee11 cars to 
the next brake. He whirled the wheel. 
The brake did not ca.tch. The chain was 
broken. On to the next car he ran, and 
to the next and the next, over ca.rs filled 
with big lumps of engine coal, over cars 
filled with nut coal, and over cars filled 
with slack, setting brake after brake. 
The footing was slippery and treacherous, 
the darkness impenetrable. The cars 
now went plunging around curves and 
thundering over trestles leaping and sway
ing with the s� they had attained. 

At thirty-fiye miles an hour a signal 
block rushed toward him. The light was 
yellow! "Caution!" As he went thun
dering past it, a voice ca.me up out of the 
darkness at the foot of the semaphore. 
It 'W8.!J the boomer brakeman screaming 
out like mad at the swaying light that was 

six cars ahead of the caboose on the 
loaded gondola. 

"Jump, you fool! you'll git killed! 
You can't stop them runaway loads on 
Dixon Hill with hand brakes." 

His voice was drowned in the rattle and 
roar as car after car went whizzing by. 
Curly surged at the rusty wheels, tighten
ing every brake to the last notch. But a 
coal train is difficult to hold on a four per 
cent. grade. 

It was just .a mile, now, to the next 
semaphore, the signal behind whose pro
tecting arm D&d Hawkins with Nwnber 
Five should be waiting for the block to 
clear. 

AI; Curly, glancing back, caught a 
glimpse of the boomer's white light up by 
the semaphore and realized who it was, he 
flung out muttered curses, emphasizing 
every imprecation with a surge on the 
club: 

"Damn that boomer! Too infernal lazy 
to set these here brakes, an' now we're 
goin' to ·smash back into Number Five 
an' kill poor ol' Dad Hawkins right down 
here at this next block." 

As be kicked the dog in place behind 
one more set brake he snatched off his 
oilskin hat and threw it away. He was 
panting now with the excitement and 
exertion; and the raindrops, as they 
coursed down through the coal dust 
streaking his face with white, carried with 
them great drops of perspiration. But 
his good brakes were beginning to tell. 
The speed of the runaway was decreasing. 

He set another brake-two more. His 
breath was coming in gasps. It was only 
three more car lengths to the caboose. 
He started for the next car, stumbled, 
fell. When he came up, his lantem was 
gone. Only the faint glow from the green 
markers on the caboose was now left to 
give him light. He stumbled forward, 
still holding his club, felt cautiously with 
his foot for the end of the gondola and, 
finding· it, poised an instant to get his 
bo.lance before he leaped. As soon as he 
could scramble to his feet, he turned 
quickly to grasp the brake-wheel. 

This brake was sell 
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Inserting his elub, he sought to twist it 
tighter. His club slipped on the spoke; 
he lost his balance and stumbled off into 
the darkness. 

HALF a mile away, behind the signal 
block on the long curve above the 

cliff, Number Five stood waiting for the 
block to clear. The bright cone of light 
from the headlight of her engine bored 
its way into the forest of oaks on the hill· 
side. Dim lights shone from the windows 
of the eight Pullmans behind. A white 
light and a red one were bobbing up and 
down a few car lengths behind the train, 
and a uniformed colored flagman with a 
white light and a red one passed the pilot 
of the engine and went walking rapidly up 
the track. Ten car lengths from the 
engine he stopped, turned his head up the 
track and listened for the time of ten 
heartbeats. Then, whirling, he sped 
down the track, yelling at the top of his 
voice as he ran. 

Dad Hawkins, his torch held high above 
his head, paused in the act of slipping the 
long spout of his oil can between the two 
drivers and looked. A pair of blood red 
markers, burning in the darkness, came 
swimming toward him out through 
the cut at the upper end of the curve. 
Dropping oil can and torch where he 
stood, he leaped for the gangway. Old 
though he was, he-moved with the agility 
of sixteen. One hand reached for the 
brake-lever. Air purred out as the brakes 
released. The other hand slid back the 
air reverse. Quickly he opened the 
throttle, and the train went gliding back 
down the hill. 

Dad watched the markers. Closer and 
closer they came. The fireman jumped 
from the gangway as the cars gathered 
speed; but Dad stayed at his post, watch
ing ahead and then back, his old, wrinkled 
face twitching with excitement in the dim 
light of the quivering cab. 

As the speed indicator cased around to 
twenty miles an hour, the gap between 
engine and cars began to widen. Dad 
kept looking back. Little by little he 
cased 'the throttle and set the airbrake. 

The train of Pullmans slowed down ever 
so little. The two red lights just ahead 
came nearer. Three car lengths-two
one. Dad looked back along the train. 
The green marker and the white light on 
the rear platform disappea.red.around the 
curve at the cliff. The two red ones ahead 
of him came nearer. The left one dis
appeared behind the front end of the 
engine. He opened the throttle and re
leased the air. A tremor ran through his 
train. The caboose had coupled into his 
pilot. 

As he closed his throttle and reached 
for the lever to set the air. the brakes 
went into emergency, set from the rear. 
Number Seven was standing just behind 
the semaphore by the cliff. 

A few minutes later, while Clayborne. 
who happened to be coming up from New
berg on Number Five, and the crew of the 
passenger train were standing by the hood 
car of the runaway coal train, speculating 
as to what might have happened, a light 
came out of the cut and, following the 
light, the two freight engines backing up. 
When they had backed in against the 
cars and the boomer was making the 
coupling, Billie Norton climbed down out 
of the cab wiping his sooty, sweaty face 
with a big blue handkerchief. His first 
question came haltingly. 

"Have-have you seen anything of 
that-that damn student?" 

Then the last words came softly. Billie 
choked for a moment and then continued: 

"It's-it's that-that kid you picked 
up an' put to work last winter, Dad. We 
had to double tonight, an' got the engine 
on the ground up at Dixon. Red, here, 
didn't set but three or four brakes on the 
rear end, figurin' on tJte air holdin' 'em 
till we got back after 'em or else· till you 
come up behind 'em so they couldn't get 
away. The air all leaked off while we was 
gone, an' then when we tied into 'em an' 
failed to make the couplin', they got 
away. The last Red seen of 'em up by 
the last block the kid was settin' brakes 
tryin' to stop 'em. I reckon if it hadn't 
been for him, you an' Number Five would 
'ave been piled up somewhere down about 
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the bluff instcad o' standin' herewonderln' 
what's bcc.mc o' him. 1-l'm afr_a.id 
he's done for. He don't seem to be no
where about the train." 

As the engineer ceased speaking, the 
trainmaster turned first to Dad, who was 
blowing his nose into a red bandana, and 
again to Billie. 

"Billie," he ordered, "you back the rest 
of your train in the clear down at Jerome 
and then bring Five on up the hill. Red, 
you cut off the Fifty-four for us and then 
stay here at Jerome and see if you can 
keep this outfit from gettin' away from 
you on level ground. cOme on, Dad, 
let's go find that kid." 

) 

With the tra.inmaster on the left step of 
the pilot and Dad on the right, the Fifty
four crept off up the hill. Searching the 
track to right and left, they proceeded to 
the first block. Not a sign of the missing 
brakeman did they find. ' Leaving the 
engine there, the two men came back 
down the track searching among the 
grass and bushes along the right of way, 
each carrying a torch from the engine. 

Just as the gray dawn came creeping 
OYer the tops of the oaks on the eastern 
hillside, Clayix>rne found him lying at the 
foot of a steep embankment where he had 

fallen clear of the track. His face was 
scratched and swollen almost beyond 
recognition, there was a long, ugly cut 
over his right ey'e, and his right arm was 
broken. The trainmaster tore open the 
yellow oilskin coat so that he might feel 
the brakeman's left side. His heart was 
still beating. 

so�!�.! ����y
w::;s �� iu�� "i: 

disobedience of orders and w:hile Curly 
was slowly recovering from his injuries.. 
Dad, the t.rainmaster and the conductm 
went out to the hospital to sit with the 
injured man for an hour. Although he 
was tAking his afternoon nap, the nurse 
admitted them to his ward. The three 
men stood by his bed looking down at 
him. . 

ThcnClaybornestoopcdovcrandlookcd 
into the bruised face where it showed 
below the bandage. Straightening up. 
and turning to the engineer he said in a 
low tone: 

"You're right, Dad. Some bums is 
worth givin' a trial. It all depends on 
the bum." 

"He ain't no bum, gentlemen," whis-
pered Old Cal, "he's a real man.'/ 
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• .L .... .&.o1RE were gay ports and dull the homes of shore people who came down 
ports, ports popular and ports un- to visit the ships. Sometimes it hap
popular with sea apprentices. pened that an apprentice would be in

'fhanks to six-penny teas and to girls both vited to sleep ashore over Saturday night; 
good looking and partial to sailors, to roll into bed between linen sheets was 
Sydney and Melbourne were among the luxury indeed. It was always odd to 
most popular. And at Newcastle, N. S. wake up on Sunday morning and see no 
W ., there was always a welcome for any cockroaches running up and down the 
apprentice up at Mother Hall's place. walls ; queer to feel bed springs beneath 
Frisco was a good port, too. A dime one instead of hard bunk boards under the 
would take one to Golden Gate Park and old mouldy straw mattress of a sailor. 
back, and Sunday afternoon could be And there'd be a good br�kfast, eaten 
pleasantly passed there. And there was from white crockery set on a clean table
the Missions to Seamen, down on Stuart cloth, instead of hardtack eaten from an 
Street. At the Mission a dime would buy old wood bench and skilly drunk from 
a sailor a liberal quantity of cakes and pannikins from which most of the enamel 
coffee; and the chaplain never went in for had long ago been chipped off. 
any praying over a fellow. .. Of the less popular ports there were the 

Then, too, in the big ports there was nitrate ports of the West Coast lquique, 
always the chance of being invited up to Taltal, Antofagasta, and so forth. The 
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ships lay offshore, at anchor, in the 
West Coast ports and discharged their 
coal cargoes into lighters. Coal was about 
the only car�o that went to those places. 
The nitrates that the ships 'loaded there 
came off in lighters too. So an appren
tice scarcely set foot ashore on the West 
Coast. There was nothing to see if he 
did; only the barren fofeshore, with the 
Andes rising to the sky behind it. No 
grass. No trees. No one to talk a fel
low's �ingo. Yet, desola.te though they 
were, the nitrate ports had 110 attraction 
all their own. There were always plenty 
of other 1 ships. A hun3.red square
riggers at a time waa common in lquique. 
There would be ship visiting. And as 
ship .by ship stood out to sea for the long 
passage 1home, all the other ships would 
cheer ·her away. There was the beating 
of the bells and much singing of old sea 
songs. �lany an old gray whiskered 
steamer skipper remembers the West 
Coa.st today and wishes he were an ap
prentice again. 

fA��;h;�!��; a:�e�:cc��f:� 
fast bark Silt�erwing stoo...: gazing gloomily 
ashore. It was Sunday evening. In bal
last from Portland, the Silt�erwing was 
towing into the mouth of the Fraser, to 
load canned salmon fOr Liverpool. The 
river was still and gray. The sky was still 
and gray. It was the fall of the year. 
Ahead of the Silt�erwing, hiding the scat
tered ramshackle settlement behind them, 
stood the canneries, built upon piles 
driven into the river mud. Seated on a 
wharf a solitarY Chinese stolidly watched 
the ship's approach. 

There was no other ship at the wharves. 
Dead and injured salmon floated on the 
sluggish stream. It was high water. The 
heaps of rotting fish heads that lay be
neath the cannery ftoors were submerged, 
invisible,' but the place reeked of fish. 
The south shore of the river Wll.S�idden 
in mist. The flat lands beyond the village 
stretched away into the mist.' At .the out
skirts ef the village rose .the steeple of a 
small wooden church. Here and there in 

the misty distance was a farmhouse half 
hidden in trees. 

"What a Godforsaken bole!" grum
bled Jim Pearson. 

Two or three longshoremen appeared, 
to help tie the ship up. By the time she 
was moored the mists lay low and thick 
above the Fraser. It was almost dark. 
The tug that had brought her from Port
land cast off, came alongside, took the 
men who had been engaged for the hrief 
ballast passage and steamed away for 
Vancouver without so much as a toot of 
her whirtle by way of farewell greeting. 

"Let's j!!;O ashore and see what's to be 
· seen," said Paddy Carroll. 

There was nothing to be seen. Behind 
the cannery a narrow boardwalk led to 
the muddy main street of the village. Oil 
lights winked dimly from the windows 
of small wooden shacks. A few fishermen 
drinking in a corner saloon turned dis
interestedly as the eight apprentices filed 
by. Not one of the apprentices had so 
much as a nickel. 

When they presently made their way 
back to the ship the mist was on their 
brass buttoned jackets, on their gilt 
braided caps. They were glum and dis
consolate. The ship was silent and dark; 
her spars and braces dripped. The two 
mates were already turned in. The cook 
and carpenter were turned in. A wrinkled 
old sailor who had come about the Horn 
with her sat puffing his pipe in the ga.Uey, 
indifferent, content with his job as 
night watchman. The rest of the out� 
ward bound crew had deserted her in 
Portland. 

· 

She was a starvation packet. Known 
among hungry ships as a hungry one. 
A crew never stayed more than one 
passage with the Silverwing. 

· It was different with an apprentice. 
He couldn't desert. He was indentured, 
under bond. A young man in training to 
become an officer by and by. If he de
serted he forfeited his bond, his "premium 
money." A few did so--swallowed the 
anchor, as it was called. They were the 
weak kneed, the chicken livered-the 
few who couldn't stand the gaff. � Pride 
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rather than any care for losing the 
premium money held the others through 
four hard years of apprenticeship. 

"How's the girls?" asked the night 
watchman as the apprentices passed by 
the galley door. 

"There ain't any girls. It's the last 
port God made," said Paddy Carroll. 

BEFOitE �wn the eight apprentices 
were roused out to wash the decks 

down. The morning was cold and gray. 
As they went to their breakfast of skilly 
and hardtack the stevedores came aboard 
to open her hatches and commence load
ing. Their breakfast done. they were set 
to work by the second mate, doing what
ever trifling jobs the second could find to 
keep them busy. Polishing the brass 
work. Wiping off the paint work with 
swabs wrung out in cold salt water. 
Umiecessary jobs. Anything at all to keep 
an apprentice from being idle. The same 
system always, whether in port or at sea. 

The chief mate came from his room and 
called to Jim Pearson and Paddy Carroll. 

"Get a hammer and nails and get below 
there! If any of them cases come down 
broken, nail 'em up!" 

Hammers in their hands, nails in their 
jumper pockets, the two eldest ap-
prentices went down the hold. The skip-
per was gone to Vancouver. The mate 
went ashore, into the cannery. But the 
second mate was about, to keep an eye 
on the apprentices; to see that they kept 
at work; to curse them when they tried 
to sneak away to the half-deck or under 
the forecastlehead for a whiff of tobacco. 
Watching the cases of salmon come down 
the loading chute, Jim Pearson and Paddy 
Carroll looked up to see that he was not 
at the hatch above them. Taking an 
unbroken case with him, Paddy Carroll 
stepped back, out of sight of any one 
looking down from the deck. They pried 
the case open, took out a couple of cans 
and nailed it up again. They opened the 
cans with their sheath knives and de
voured their contents. 

"You fellers must be hungry," called a 
grinning stevedore. 

"She's a starvation packet," answered 
Jim Pearson, as the two of them tossed 
the emptied cans behind the stringers. 

Thereafter they loafed in the hold till 
noon, nailing a broken case once in a 
while. 

When the eight apprentices . gathered 
in the half-deck for dinner there was in 
addition to the customary kid of tough 
and namelesr, meat a kid full of green 
vegetables. They were amazed. Noth
ing of the sort had ever before been seen 
in the Silvtf"'oing's half-deck. Wondering 
at the skipper.'s sudden generosity, they 
returned to tQeir jobs. 

The day diagged on. Evening came 
rainy. ' Having supped on the remnants 
of the noon meal. they turned into their 
bunks. There was nothing to be seen, 
nowhere to go, in such a Godforsaken 
port. 

A week passed so. Noon and .night 
they ate fresh vegetables so surprisingly 
provided by the skipper. Another week, 
and they would be at sea once more-
homeward bound! 

After supper on Saturday evening the 
apprentices got into their shore-going 
clothes and waited for the second mate 
to appear and order them aft for the 
customary small sum that the skipper 
doled out for spending money. A dollar 
apiece to apprentices-a dollar taken 
from the premium money, to be deducted 
from the quarter of that premium money 
that was returned to every apprentice at 
the close of each twelve months of his 
four year apprenticeship. The second 
mate did not appear. 

"The old blackguard's forgotten us," 
said Jim Pearson. "I'm going aft to 
remind him." 

The skipper opened the cabin door at 
the apprentice's rap. 

"What d'ye want?" he asked. 
"Saturday evening, sir," said Jim 

Pearson. "How about some spending 
money, sir?" 

"You don't need any money here. 
There's nothing to spend it on," replied 
the skipper, and shut the door in the a!>" 
prentice's face. 
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Curses were long and loud in the half
deck. 

"I'll go to Liverpool barefoot before 
I'll spend a nickel in the old black
guard's slop chest," said one. 

Their oilskins, worn through weeks of 
hurricane weather off the Hom, were 
threadbare. Their sea boots leaked. 
They were short of all sea clothing. Their 
underwear was ragged. The skipper had 
ample store of all such things in his slop 
chest. One could always buy from the 
skipper while at sea, the money to be 
deducted from the purchaser's account; 
from his wages if he was a foremast hand, 
from his returned premium money if he 
was an apprentice. They'd see the 
skipper in hell! They'd freeze along the 
road to Liverpool; they'd shiver the full 
fourteen thousand miles and more be
fore they'd buy from him! They went 
ashore, cursing him still. 

Because it was Saturday night the one 
big general store of the place was open 
late. A sign swung above it-"Evcry
thing from a needle to an anchor". They 
stopped under the sign an.d looked in 
through the wide door. 

"Come in and puy, poys," beamed the 
wrinkled old skull-eapped Jew who kept 
the place. "J\iake yourselfs at home, 
poys. Dere iss everyt'ing dot is dcr best 
dot is, an all sheep. Valk in! Valk in!" 

Oilskins and sea boots hung on the 
walls. Fishermen's clothing lay out
spread on a long counter. A-fackinaw 
shirts and trousers and suits of stout 
dungaree. Hats, caps and sou'westers. 
Mittens-warm woolen mittens; just the 
things for the man at the wheel of a ship 
In oold dry weather. Heavy wool 
mufflers; just the thing to wind round the 
neck of a man going to the wheel or up 
to tramp the dreary two hour lookout, 
with drift ice clinking in a winter sea. 
There were sheath knives and belts, 
tobacco, dubbin, and needles and thread. 
Pots, pans, shovels and axes-all manner 
of wares for the use of the shore people. 
There were bins of dried apples and 
prunes. Barrels and boxes of crackers. 
Butter and cheese in a big glass fronted 

case. And away on a corner counter 
were mouth organs, alarm clocks and 
concertinas. 

The apprentices entered and wandered 
about with the old Jew at their heels. 
Paddy Carroll picked up a concertina and 
swung himself to a seat on the corner 
counter. A fisherman came in, a steve
dore, a couple of cannery hands. The 
village policeman, a big good natured 
looking man with a large metal star on 
his coat, entered. The storekeeper 
beamed. 

The fishermen, the stevedores, the 
cannery hands and the policeman 
gathered round as Paddy Carroll played. 
An apprentice sang. A sea song. The 
shore-goers applauded as the chorus died. 

"Give us another, boys," said the big 
policeman. 

They sang again, the eight of them 
rousing a swinging chantey chorus. 

"Now, poys, vot viii you vish to puy?" 
asked the old Jew, rubbing his skinny 
brown hands. 

"Buy hell! There ain't a nickel in the 
eight of us," said Paddy Carroll. 

One of the apprentices picked up a 
handful of dried apples, another fingered 
the crackers. A third asked to sample 
the cheese. 

"If you got not der money vott is der 
use?" whined the storekeeper. 

"Vee gets dcr money by an' by 
maybe," laughed one. 

Standing a little apart, the big police
man was talking with Paddy Carroll and 
Jim Pearson. 

"Sure an' we can pull that off easy 
enough," said Paddy Carroll, "but 
where'd it be? There ain't any place on 
the ship." 

The policeman led them out to the 
street, and around a comer. 

"See there,'' said he, and pointed to a. 
sign that swung over the board walk at 
one end of a long high, unpainted wooden 
barn. Jim Pearson spelled the words 
out. 

"Opera House," he laughed. . "An 
opera house in this dump! Some opera, 
I'd say." 
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"'We'll go see the judge," said the vil
lage policeman and, having walked on, a 
few doors past the many-windowed bam, 
rapped at the door of a little shack. 

"What have them sailors been up to?" 
asked a ruddy faced plump little man who 
flung the door wide. 
''They ain't been up to anything yet, 

Judge. We just come round to pay you 
a bit of a visit," answered the policeman. 

The justice of the peace of the fishing 
village bade them enter, and brought out 
cigars, a bottle and glasses. They sat on 
his table, on his floor and on his window 
ledges. While the policeman told of the 
plan in mind they smoked the judge's 
cigars and sipped his liquor. When the 
polioeman was done, he opened a cup
board and fetched out a fiddle. 

''Let's see you fellows jig," said he. 
"Come on, now! Shake a leg!" 

Paddy Carroll and Jim Pearson stepped 
to the judge's fiddle. The floor boards 
creaked. The windows rattled. Till far 
into the night they -danced and sang, 
with a drink now and then. 

The night was dark when they started 
back to the Silverwing. Accompanying 
them, lest they lose their way and 
stumble into the roadside dykes, the 
policeman laughed at their tales of hunger, 

"What makes you boys go to sea, 
anyway?" he asked as he parted from 
them at the gangway. 

"God knows," Jim Pearson called 
back to him. "God knows, and He won't 
tell." 

"It ain't your skipper furnishes them 
green things," said the policeman. 
•'That's Old Man MacTavish. He always 
sends down stuff from his garden when a 
ship comes in." 

"Who the devil's Old MacTavish?" 
asked one. 

"The preacher over at the little 
church," replied the policeman. 

"If h,e don't get coming down to the 
ship and praying over us we'll give him a 
free ticket to our show.'' called Paddy 
Carroll. 

They turned into their bunks. Next 
Saturday night they'd give a sing--song 

at the opera hou.se, charge a two-bit ad
mission and rake in a little pot of money. 
The judge and the policeman would 
spread the news around for them during 
the week. 

M
ORNING broke bright and clear. 
Dressing ship for Sunday, they 

hoisted the flags-the long blue crimson 
bordered pennant with SiWtrwjng upon 
it in white letters at the fore; the house 
flag at the main. They ran the ensign 
up, to greet, and flutter in, the morning 
sun. The morning sun shone on the 
Silverwing, flashed on her burnished brass 
and teak work, on spotless paint and on 
long curved snowy decks. A well kept 
ship. A smart ship, in ports where 
smart ships were well known. "A hard 
old hungry hooker" the apprentices 
called her. 

While the boys were at breakfast the 
stevedores came aboard to open the 
hatches and go on with the loading. The 
apprentices swore at that. Even a sea._ 
apprentice expects his Sundays frCQ 
while in port. But for as long as th, 
stevedore&, worked they must stay aboard. 
The stevedores worked till noon. Then: 
having slammed the hatches into place.. 
having flung the ship's food to the gulls 
and dined on stolen salmon and green 
things from the skypilot's garden, they 
changed into shore-going clothes and 
made haste ashore. They would go to 
the judge's shack and hold a rehearsal. 

But the judge was out. The village 
was deserted. The big policeman was 
nowhere to be seen. They wandered 
away and headed toward the open 
country. The fall sun was warm, the 
afternoon drowsy. For a time they 
hunted the muskrats that darted along 
the dyke banks. But soon, giving up the 
useless sport, they lay in the grass, their 
faces to the sky, and talked of such things 
as sea apprentices talk of-food, girls, 
ships, ports, big blows, master's certifi
cates-"A. man'# a fool to go to 1eal" 

Beyond the village, at the river aide, 
graceful, · symmetrical, touched with a 
splendor, with a mystery . no curse could 



PAY AS YOU GO 115 

dispel, the ·masts of the Silverwing 
towered above the roofs of the canneries. 
The sun gleamed on her lofty, gilded 
trucks, on her bright spars, on her shining 
teak blocks, on the varnish of her top 
hamper. 

Presently Paddy Carroll and Jim Pear· 
son rose and wandered away together. 
They walked aimlessly and in silence, 
paying no heed to the muskrats that 
scampered or to the snakes that slid into 
the roadside grasses; to grazing cattle 
that lifted their heads to stare. Their 
step was light. Their shoulders were 
square. Of what they were thinking none 
but their Creator knew. Perhaps none 
other would have understood. They 
themselves did not understand. "A dog's 
life"-that alone they knew. 

The two had walked far when Jim 
Pearson pointed to a house half hidden 
in trees, a couple of hundred yards from 
the roadside. 

"Apple trees,'' said Paddy Carroll. 
"Let's go get some apples." 

The fanner opened at their rap. 
"Will you give us some apples, sir?" 

asked Jim Pearson. In six months 
neither of them had tasted fruit of any 
sort. 

The fanner looked at them curiously, 
suspiciously; disappeared and, returning 
in a moment, handed an apple to each of 
them and closed his door. 

The row of young apple trees that stood 
before the house was laden, down
weighted, with round rosy fruit. 

"Both of 'em wormy," laughed Jim 
Pearson. 

They flung the wormy apples away and 
walked on. The sun was low, the mists 
were creeping in, the masts of their ship 
were thin threads in the far distance 
when they turned to retrace their steps. 
In deep dusk, at the outskirts of the 
village, they fell in with their com
rades. On the way back to the ship the 
eight apprentices paused in lamplight 
shining from an open door. They looked 
into a dimly illuminated building, at the 
far end- of which a few women sat on low 
benches. A solitary man sat ncar the 

open door. Four or five children passed 
by the apprentices, looked up at them 
curiously and went in. At the other end 
of the building a side door opened noise
lessly. An old man entered, an old gray
headed man garbed in a worn black suit. 
The congregation rose as he entered. 
The place was very still. 

Jim Pearson tiptoed into the building. 
Paddy Carroll tiptoed after him. The 
others followed, while the children stared. 

By neither word nor glance did the old 
gray headed man show that he was 
aware of the presence of the sailors. They 
rose when the mem�rs of the little con
gregation rose and knelt when they knelt. 
When a w.oman moved to the piano that 
stood beneath the pulpit and the congre
gation raised their voices to an ineffectual 
hymn, the apprentices were silent. 

The oil lamps wavered in the chill 
night air. The children stirred restlessly. 
As the preacher announced a closing 
hymn the eight apprentices rose. 

The woman at the piano turned her 
head. The congregation fell silent as the 
boys of the Silverwing broke into song. 
Face upraised, the old gray headed man 
seemed to look beyond the roof. 

"Eternal Father, strong to save, 
Whose ann hath bound the restless wave, 
Who bidst the mighty ocean deep 
Its own appointed limits''keep, 
Oh, hear us when we carry to Thee 
For those in peril on the sea." 

The hymn died away. The congrega
tion bowed their heads: As the old man 
spoke the closing blessing the apprentices 
of the Silverwing slipped silently out to 
the night. 

"Tomorrow we'll have to start re... 
hearsing for our show,'' said Paddy 
Carroll as they plodded along the road to 
the ship. They'd rake in a pot of money 
-enough to buy good oilskins and stout 
sea boots for the long voyage eastward 
round the Hom. 

As soon as Monday's work was done 
and supper eaten they hurried to the 
judge's shack. The policeman and the 
judge were awaiting them. Till long past 
midnight they sang and danced. Sea 
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songs and chanteys. Dances to the 
judge's fiddle. 

DAk�e!n�;Y· :;���i�: a 
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things sent from the old sky�pilot's 
garden. Night by night they sang and 
danced, rehearsing in the judge's shack. 
Day by day the judge and the policeman 
spread the news about. When Saturday 
night came they hurried over supper, 
made haste into shore-going clothes and 
headed for the opera house. The rows of 
oil lights along the walls of the wide bam 
were already lighted. The benches were 
in place. On the platform at the far end 
of the building they saw and recognized 
the one piano of the settlement. 

"You lads'll have to pack the piano 
back when your show's over,'' the judge 
told them. 

They'd do that. And they'd give the 
old sky-pilot a free ticket, of course. 

"No. The old chap's tied in a kitot 
with rheumatism tonight." The judge 
told them that too. He led them forward, 
and behind the curtain. The village 
policeman took his station at the open 
door. 

Their high boots shuffling on the floor 
boards, fishermen began to enter in twos 
and threes. Stevedores and cannery 
hands came in. �women who held small 
children by the hand whispered to one 
another. Older children slid along the 
wooden benches. Seats grew scarce. A 
murmur of subdued conversation filled 
the fishing village opera house. 

The curtain rose. The policeman sat 
down and thumped his boots on the floor. 
Fishermen thumped theirs. Stevedores 
and cannery workers clapped strong, 
work hardened palms. The judge an
n�unced the first number. 

"Oh,- ita S W.b&d the sa.ilor, and Robinaon 
Crusoe! 

I left my native country a-roving for to go. 
, I !Ita� out a sailor, and l come back, q you 

A m.i.z.tiU'e of an lndian, a Turk and a 
J�.··-

An outburst of clapping, a peal of 

laughter, a thumping of heavy boots 
broke out as the song ceased. Children 
stared, open mouthed. 

As Jim Pearson and Paddy Carroll 
faced each other, as the judge picked up 
his fiddle, fishermen, women, cannery 
hands, stevedores and children leaned 
eagerly forward. Faster and faster went 
the feet of the dancers. An upr.oar of 
cheering greeted the close of the number. 

Another of the apprentices stepped 
forward. 

"Call all hands to man the capstan, 
Seethe cables areall clear, 1 
For today we'll weigh the anchor 
And for distant shores we'll steer." 

Settlers from far countries sat with the 
homo-hunger in their faces as the eight 
of them lifted the homcwurd-bouuder's 
swinging chantey chorus: 

"Rolling home, rolling home. � 
Rolling home across thesea." 

Song gave way to dance, and dance to 
song. The village opera house shook as 
to the thunder of the sea winds, as to 
the lash of wind-flung waters. 

The judge aruiounced the closing 
number. The last song died. The 
audience swarmed out to the night. 
The judge turned out the lights. The big 
policeman thrust a small canvas bag into 
Paddy Carroll's hand. As the eight ap
prentices shouldered the piano, to bear 
it back to its accustomed place, the 
judge called-

"We'll be waiting for you at the store, 
lads!" 

Talking in low voices, Paddy Carroll 
and Jim Pearson seeming to urge some
thing, the others hesitant at first, the 
boys of the Silverwing tramped along the 
boardwalk. 

The church was empty, lighted by one 
feeble lamp. They bore their burden to 
its place and set it down. The others 
watched while Paddy Carroll emptied 
the canvas bag upon it and counted out 
their gains. 

.. It's a go?" asked Paddy Carroll when 
the coins were counted. -
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The crucifix above the tiny altar tobacco, took each a large gunny sack 
glittered in the weak lamplight. The and filed over the gangway to the shore 
night was very still. His shipmates again. 
answering with acquiescent nods, Paddy 
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he replaced in the canvas bag. His com- dykes as the eight boys strode by. 
rades biding his return, he stepped to the Grazing cattle lifted their heads to stare 
altar and laid the bag upon it. after invisible forms. The village lay far 

"Come on ! Let's go," said he, as ho behind them when the two oldest ap-
returned to his fellows. prenticcs stopped. 

Talking in low voices, Paddy Carroll "A couple of hundred yards back from 
and Jim Pearson seeming to urge some-- the road," whispered Paddy CarrOll. 
thing, the others instantly acquiescent, Soundlessly, each working alone, one to 
they tramped the boardwalk toward the a tree, they went to filling their gunny 
village. Judge and policeman welcomed sacks with round, rosy fruit. 
them when they entered the old Jew's By the first light of dawn the Sikerwing 
store. The old Jew beamed. apprentices returned over her gangway, 

"Puy vot you vish, poys, an' make their shoulders stooped to the weight of 
youselfs at home," said he. While Paddy their booty. A whistle tooted from the 
Carroll flung a dollar on the counter Jim misty river-the tugboat from Vancouver 
Pearson drew judge and policeman aside. with the homeward bound crew aboard. 

"We'll take it all in' baccy, Solomon," Lights gleamed from the rooms of the 
said Paddy Carroll. "Come on now! mate and second mate. 
Shake a leg! She's going to sea. in the The apprentices bore their spoils to the 
morning." half-deck, made a swift change into dun-

Closing his store, the old Jew mumbled garees and hurried back to the deck. 
sutlily. Judge and policeman called Presently a sailors' chorus rolled over 
after the boys of the SilrJerwing, "Good- the river, over the sleeping village, away 
by! Good-luck, lads!" They called to the mist hidden flat lands beyond. 
back, "So long- Fair winds!" and hur
ried to their ship. 

They shared up the small store of 

"Good-by, fare you well! 
Good-by, fare you well! 

Hurrah. my lads. we're ho�X�eward bound!" 



Continuing 

A NOVEL 

o the ioneers o 

the Nebraska · Frontier 

EARLY in the Fifties when Nebrreska 
was opened to homesteaders the 

temporary tewns along the Missouri River 
were filled with restless pioneers who had 
f0llowed the setting sun, some to press 
onward to the ·Roekies and some to halt 
by the grassy hills and fertile valleys they 
had found. There were land sharks and 
rascals, too, but they were constantly on 
the go. 

Old Bird of Freedom, a breezy specu
lator in wildcat banknotes, was enough 

\ 

within the law to linger and search for his 
lost land, a plot of which he had sold to 
the chronically westward moving Bracket 
family. George Hancey's father was 
dropped into the river and never __ seen 
again after he refused to move from his 
quarter section at the request of the Land 
Claim Club. Hancey's neighbor, Roscoe 
Strong, bought his hundred and sixty 
acres from Dixel, a speculator, and with 
his son and daughter, Sam and Ruth, he 
began in earnest to develop a farm. All 
the while they were building a house, 
travelers and homesteaders enjoyed their 
shelter and their provisions. Old Bird of 
Freedom became quite friendly, and his 
grandniece prepared to spend the winter 
with the Strongs. 

The first blizzard came so suddenly 
that the Strong household was snow
bound without provisions. Plattsmouth 
was twenty miles away. 

"I'll go," said Sam Strong. "I tramped. 
in' snow back in Maine." 

"But Nancy Freedom and Ruth will 
object a boy like you to go in this 
weather, in a strange country." 
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N THE contrary the girls heartily 
approved; and it was with much 
difficulty that Nancy also was dis

suaded from making the · trip. In the 
morning the sky was overcast as it had 
been ·s_ince the first storm. Strong was un
easy and regretted his lack of firtnness. 
Nancy laughed derisively and insisted : 

''What's that trip to a man with strong 
legs? Trouble with you Yankees is that 
you treat your grown up children like 
they were seven years old.. Get along 
with you, . son. Don't travel after dark. 



"Land hunger, gold fever 
and the human tides" 

CHASERS 
You'll find stopping places alongtheway." 

With the threat of the storm over him, 
Sam started along the ridge of snow that 
covered the road five feet deep. Had he 
been back in Maine he would have 
thought nothing of the venture, but this 
new country was capable of any sur
prise, any treachery. There were no for
ests and mountains to shelter one. Ne
braska Territory stretched to the crest of 
the Rockies. A storm, starting at the 
mountains, found no obstacle in its rush 
to the Missouri. 

by HUGH 
PENDEXTER 
Smoke from houses, snowed i n  t o  the 

eaves, now and then marked the course of 
the road. The walking Was not difficult, 
and the light toboggan required little 
exertion to haul it along; but eVery min
ute he expected a smothering white 
deluge. The wind pressed against his 
back and helped him along, and he was 
continually walking in a stream of loose 
snow blowing over the hard packed ridge. 

At the end of ten miles of steady walk
ing he met a man with a small hand-sled 
loaded with pork and meal. The man 
was about to turn off south of the road, 
where a distant smoke showed faintly 
against gmy sky, but he waited to ex
change greetings. In answer to Sam's 
anxious query he replied: 

"Some grub is still there, but if the 
folks get to coming in, it'll run out mighty 
quick. You can get a full load, if you 
have money to pay for it. If this weather 
keeps up there'll be terrible suffering. 
The northwest looks like more snow be
fore morning. You're more'n welcome to 
come along and stay with me tonight, 
but if you can stand it, you'd better push 
right through. It'll be lots harder on the 
return trip." 

Sam studied the sky, a low, gray roof, 
slanting down to the end of the snow
fields. The unbroken cloud formatiori 
hemmed him in, like the tightly drawn 
flaps of a gigantic tent. He remembered 
how easily he had lost himself between 
the house and the shed. Caution urged 
him to go with the man and make sure of 
shelter, before another storm broke. 

119 
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"My wife and children are hungry. 
I'll have to be going," said the man. 
"Come along." 

"I'll make it.'' he decided. "I feel 
fresh. But I may stop with you coming 
back. Mustn't eat up your food till I 
have to." 

The man insisted, but Sam was deter
mined. He started on, walking rapidly. 
He did not glance back until the man was 
a dark dot far south of the rood. After 
that he often glanced over his shoulder at 
the brooding sky, more often than suited 
his peace of mind. He spoke aloud to 
himself and reminded himself that he 
could gage the weather by glancing at the 
sky afutp.d, but he could not rid his mind 
of the notion of a venomous personality 
in the low hanging clouds. 

This engendered the idea of an attack 
by stealth, or from behind. He was inter
ested in what the heavens were doing be
hind him. He felt he was being pursued. 
Once, when he switched his gaze back to 
the foreshortened sky line, �e involun
tarily exclaimed : 

"Following me mighty slY! You'd 
trick me if you could!" 

When he was whhin a mile of Platts· 
mouth the snow began sifting down, and 
the wind came rushing after him fero-
ciously. He forced himself into an awk· 
ward run and held to it until shapes of 
buildings could be glimpsed through the 
screen. The snow was driving heavily 
and blurring the houses when he entered 
the outskirts of the town. He pushed on 
to the Old Barracks at the foot of Main 
Street and sa.w a few bowed figures hurry· 
ing to shelter. The store was on the 
ground floor of the log barracks. 

When Sam opened the door a.nd en
tered, followed by a gust of snow, the 
group of men, smoking and talking, gave 
him no heed until he had shaken off the 
snow a.nd stood revealed as a. stranger. 
Then came many questions as to condi
tions back from the river. 

He soon exhausted his slim budget of 
news and took his turn at listening. One 
man said wolves were chasing deer 
through the streets of Nebraska. City. 

Another told of men lost in the first three 
days of the storm. Sam listened, too 
weary, too comfortable in his relaxation, 
to ask for details. A yellow blob of light 
marked the house nearest the store, but 
aside from this, the early night was 
opaque. 

Sam dozed off and was aroused by the 
proprietor shaking him by the shoulder. 
He wearily opened his eyes and discovered 
that the men had departed. The store
keeper told him: 

"You've had a mighty hard trip, 
young man. And of course you're keen 
to be going back. But you must wait 
till this cussed weather's finished. You 
can sleep here on the counter, or under it. 
There's a pile of blankets. I've fixed the 
fire so there'll be coals in the morning. 
Throw on some wood if you're up before 
I return. There's cheese and hardtack 
and a jug of whisky at the end of the 
counter. You're welcome. Tomorrow 
�ou shall go home and eat with me and 
get some honest victuals." 

''You're mighty neighborly and I'm 
dead tired," mumbled Sam. "I brought 
a lunch and ate it on the way. I'm not 
hungry. Just beat out. I'll turn in. In 
the morning I hope you can sell me a sled 
Joad of supplies." 

"I can outfit you. Getting a little low 
on flour, but can let you have a bag or 
two. Plenty of bacon, beans and sugar. 
Some hunters brought in frozen elk meat 
this morning. They told of a man who 
killed seventy elk with an ax in one day. 
Caught the whole herd helpless in the 
snow." 

Sa.m was awakened in the morning- by 
the storekeeper putting wood in the stove. 
He was at once told: 

"Come along to a hot breakfast. Not 
so much snow last night as I'd expected, 
but it looks threatening Never see such 
weather in all my born days. You'll have 
to wait for fair weather." 

The storekeeper led the way, wading 
knee deep, to a small house, built of Iowa 
logs, where the trader's wife made him 
feel entirely welcome. The breakfast 
was soon finished and the proffer of pay 
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was indignantly refused. Returning to 
the store, Sam quickly made his pur
thases and proceeded to lash the load on 
the toboggan. 

The storekeeper remarked: 
"That can wait. You can't start back 

till it shows signs of clearing." 
"I'm thinking it won't clear off till 

spring," replied Sam. 
He paused to study the threatening sky. 
"I've got to get back. Folks will be 

worrying their heads off. I'll make part 
or the distance today." 

The storekeeper tried to dissuade him, 
but Sam peraisted, saying: 

"Looks like it will snow all winter. 
Grows worse and worse." 

The _storekeeper smiled at this bit or 
exaggeration, yet, as a fact, the great 
storm of 1856-57 kept up for three 
months. with occasional cessations, but 
with the sun in hiding for two months. 
Despite the storekeeper's remonstrance, 
Sam looped the cord over his shoulder and 
started on his homeward journey. The 
wind was in his face, and he kept his head 
bowed. By the time he .b.ad cleared the 
town, be knew the return trip was to be 
more arduous than any he had ever made. 

Always ahead was the sullen wall of 
clouds. As far as the eye reached was the 
immense snowfield. All hollows had dis
appeared and even deep ravines were 
filled. He felt that he was alone on the 
top o( a snow filled world, as he struggled 
on against the steady pressure of the 
wind. The night's snow had not packed, 
and it blew along the hard surface in an 
endless shallow river and quickly obliter
ated all signs of travel. Hampered by the 
wind and the loaded toboggan, he was 
reminded of his academy days in Maine
the La.tinclass and the descent toAvemwt 
-and he realized the return was indeed 
labor. 

terror once more. Beholding the traveler, 
the man cried out-

"Wbere you going?" 
"Down the road for nearly twenty 

miles." 
"Like hell! You're aiming north and 

for the Platte. You're half a mile from 
the road." 

He clambered up beside Sam and 
pointed to the northwest and directed : 

"That's the way to get back to the road, 
if you're crazy enough to try it. But I 
won't risk even trying to walk into Platts· 
mouth. We lost a neighbor. Disap
peared first night of the storm: Won't 
find him till spring. When you reach the 
road you ought to see the smoke of the 
Perkins house in the south. Check up 
at every smoke you see, or you'll be 
missing and become wolf bait." 

Sam changed his course, took the long 
diagonal and was rewarded by a smoke. 
Halting before the half buried log struc-. 
ture be called until a woman came to the 
door, She told him he had crossed the 
road some ten rods baCk and that if he 
could keep to it he would see smokes on 
each side, quite near together, for the 
next ten miles. 

"And b)r that time if not before, you'll 
be ready to call it a day's work. Unless 
you're crazy, you'll stay here. My hus
band went to Plattsmouth early this 
morning, and I'm mortal scared he'll get 
lost." 

Sam turned ba.ck to where he believed 
the road ran and picked up his journey. 
He had determined to stick to his task, 
until it conunenced snowing, when he 
would make to the nearest house. Nor 
was the thrill of danger altogether un
pleasant. 

Pa.ssing a hal( buried house, he won
dered if he could sight another before the 
blinding veil was drawn around him. 
When the houses were far apart, he 

T�lf �e:; !rc;:nouse W:d h:.!::: fr:!d
th�.���: !�w�:�d:: 

almost on a level with the eaves. An when he sighted ano.ther house. The 
attempt to keep a twelve foot strip excitement,and, at times, the wild exhila� 
shoYeled in front of the house had brought ration of the dangerous game caused him. 
the owner forth to combat the drifting _ to forget food until midaftemoon, when 
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he suddenly realized that he was very 
weary and a bit hungry. 

Darkness was near. It was rushing 
upon him so rapidly he wondered he had 
not noticed the declining light. He deeply 
regretted that he had not halted at the 
last house, but he had advanced too far 
to tum back. As the darkness closed in, 
he knew he would see no more smokes. 
All day he had gambled on beating the 
storm in his slow race from dwelling to 
dwelling. It was much colder now, and 
he decided he must resort to digging him
self deep into the snow to escape freezing. 

Then, miraculously enough, a vague 
light showed nearby, only to vanish. 
Sam made toward the spot and found 
hintSclf rolling down a ten foot slope. 
Gaining his feet, he bumped into a wall. 
He shouted, and the light reappeared; 
a man was standing in the doorway. He 
staggered into the warm room and col
lapsed on a stool. He recognized the 
man as the one he had talked to the day 
before. 

There were several children eying the 
white-crusted figure with surprise. Sam 
identified himself and was made heartily 
welcome. Now the wind started howling, 
as perhaps the wolves howled, chasing 
deer through the streets of Nebraska City. 

"Drag my sled in and we'll eat some of 
the elk meat," he told his host. 

"You don't have to furnish your sup
per," cried the woman, "but it may be 
better not to leave elk meat outside. We 
haven't seen any wolves round here yet, 
but they're powerful keen to know where 
meat is." 

Sam insisted that some of the meat be 
cooked for supper, as the couple would 
have enough to do to feed the children, 
without donating any of their supplies to 
wayfarers. Drowsy from exhaustion; the 
food and the warmth of the room, Sam 
was soon asleep. The last he remembered 
was when his host stepped to the door to 
look at the weather and quickly stepped 
back to declare proudly: 

"It's a ringtail snorter· this time. No 
country on earth can beat us for real 
tnow and real blow." 

The snow had ceased by morning, but 
there were fresh drifts around the cabin. 
As the housewife prepared more elk meat 
for breakfast, she lamented : 

"Sccml! if it was an age since I walked 
on bare ground. I wish the wind would let 
up its screeching. ; I'm glad you're going 
to stay with us. We won't be so lonely." 

Sam stared at the sullen clouds and 
decided-

"I'm pushing on." 
The couple urged him to stay, but he 

had made up his mind. Then the man 
told him: 

"If you're fool enough to start, don't 
try to do more'n a few miles. Don't 
travel a foot, if it starts snowing, except 
to get under shelter. If you hold to the 
road, you'll be lucky." 

When he set forth the woman wiped 
her eyes and turned away from the door. 
It was plain that she considered him as 
one doomed to perish. It set Sam's 
nerves to jangling to discover that the 
house was not close by the road but some 
distance back, and that had he failed to 
happen upon it he would have continued 
south, at right angles from the road. It 
heightened his fear and increased his 
respect for the elements. 

T!! !���� �d�o:�!r�;t
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hours he pursued his journey without dis
comfort. By the time he had covered five 
miles and was debating whether to pass 
a smoke on his right, the wind pounced 
upon him with such fury as to make 
progress almost impossible. The loose 
snow was blown in clouds, to blind his 
eyes, but he had no difficulty in making 
the house. He found the tenant was an 
old man, living alone. He had several 
wonderful shelves of books. The two sat 
up until nearly midnight, talking books. 
Sam was in an exuberant frame of mind. 
He was almost home. 

He was later than usual in waking, and 
the old man was cooking bacon and beans, 
when Sam opened his eyes. 

"How's the weather?" he asked anx
iously. 
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"More snow coming. I've been outside 
and could taste it and smell it. This time 
it'll be a real storm. Been practising for 
days, and now it's all ready to give a fine 
performance. Heard wolves howling 
somewhere last night." 

"Probably the wind. Wolves will stick 
to the timber, where they can find game." 

"Wolves. Not wihd. We don't care. 
This is a good place to stay." 

Sam went outside and found no differ
ence in the sky, except that the clouds, if 
anything, were hanging lower. There was 
a suggestion of dampness in the air. He 
finished his breakfast and pulled out his 
purse. 

"Put that up!" sharply commanded his 
host. ''This isn't a tavern. And what 
are you thinking of, anyway?" 

"I'm going through. It isn't far, and I 
can beat the storm." 

"Then you're a fool. Still, I suppose 
it's human that you should want to see 
your folks. I never had any folks. Only 
child. Orphan at ten. I've fared soft 
and easy, as worldly things go. But 
there's nothing in the world to make up 
for Jack of folks and knowing that yOu 
don't belong to some family. If we ever 
have bare ground again, come and see me, 
and I'll lend you some books. I'd do it 
now, if there wasn't a chance of your get
ting lost." 

After adjusting the line around his 
shoulders and gaining the buried highway, 
Sam was pleased to find that the tem
perature had risen. 1The wind, too, had 
dropped to a breeze. But the clouds were 
lower and gave every indication of more 
snow. However, the stonn could never 
catch him now. He was too near home. 
He was wildly elated. The wind increased, 
but he didn't mind it. His gaze was con
tinually searching for a sight of the house 
on the rise at the right of the road. The 
wind began making drifts from the top 
snow. He fancied that it was a malevo
lent agency, trying to stop him by piling 
the snow across his course. 

Not until he had walked for two hours, 
did he realize it was time he should be 
sighting the house . . . Yet he was positive 

he had not passed it. The wind was 
blowing against his left side, blo?fing now 
from the south, and yet it was growing 
colder. He was lost. He could not even 
pick out the course of his back trail, for 
the wind had smoothed away or buried 
all signs. 

Far on his left he fancied he saw a 
smoke, but the snow was blowing so high 
that he could not be sure. He made for 
it, whipped on by a terrible fear. He kept 
teHing himself that he must not lose his 
nerve-that he could dig a deep hole and 
keep from freezing. The old man was 
positive he had heard wolves. The 
woman, some ten miles back, had said 
they could smell meat froqt a great dis
tance. 

He floundered along with the wind on 
his right. He deduced from this that he 
was making back toward Plattsmouth 
and that the smoke, if it were a smoke, 
came from the booklover's cabin. When 
he saw that it really was a smoke, he gave 
a feeble cheer and endeavored to increaSe 
his speed, before the wind hid the cabin. 
Long diagonals of falling snow swept 
across the bleak world. A.s he vainly 
searched for the smoke, he was whim
sically reminded of a dress his sister wore. 
one with big white dots. 

The stonn was smothering, and he 
could see nothing beyond a few rods. 
He was startled when a horse whinnied 
nearby. , The next moment he was 
tumbling down a snowbank and was col
liding with some sort of shelter. The 
door flew open, and his father, an ax in 
one hand and a. lantern in the other, stood 
before him. 

"A man! I thought it might be a timber 
wolf!" he cried, as he beheld the white 
figure. "Come up to the house." 

Then he saw the toboggan and seized 
his son by the shoulders and gasped: 

"You, Sam! Thank God! I've sweat 
blood'" 

-

"I fetched the grub!o','"faintly boasted 
Sam. "Don't tell the girls, but I was lost. 
I left the road far back and was passing 
north of the house, when I glimpsed the 
smoke.J I've been miles out of my wa.y." 
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His father clamped his hands on the 
sagging shoulders and said nothing for a 
minute. Then he quietly directed

"Walk in front of me and see if you can 
follow the lane through the snow to the 
house." 

T�k�!�P
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and the route was shifted south, passing 
through Arizona. Spring freshets caused 
much suffering, the Missouri surpassing 
all records within the memories of white 
men, flooding the lowlands from the 
bluffs of Iowa, deep into the Territory. 
Settlers in river bottoms were washed 
out, and several drowned. Nebraska was 
hungry, and Iowa had no abundance of 
foodstuffs to sell. 

In March, a man, called Stigely, 
stopped for a free meal at the Strongs. 
Before leaving, he seemed anxious to look 
at the land. After watching Strong and 
his son start ploughing the forty-odd 
acres of fall breaking-the matted sod 
being very stubborn-he halted the 
plough, produced a large roll of wildcat 
banknotes and said: 

"This piece ought to be good for sod 
com. I'm always taking chances. I'll 
give you eight dollars an acre for your 
claim and pay you five hundred dollars 
down." 

"I hope to live to see this land worth 
fifty dollars an acre," answered Strong. 
"If you'd gone through what.we did the 
past winter, you'd refuse a hundred." 

"No, sir! I'd sell for anything I could 
get, if the last four months are a sample 
of Nebraska winters. What with weather 
trouble, political trouble and Indian 
trouble, I believe you'd be wise to sell." 

Sam gravely asked-
"With all those troubles, don't you 

think we'd be doing wrong to unload on 
you?" 

"We're holding our land," quietly 
added Strong. 

"Just as well for me. I'd be taking the 
chance of having the title questioned." 

Strong stared in amazement and dt? 
manded ' 

"Just what do you- mean about the 
title being questioned? I paid for this 
land. I'm a member of the Claim Club." 

"Didn't mean anything beyond the 
fact there seems to be quite a mixup as to 
land titles in this Territory. It'll be sev
eral years before a homesteader can be 
sure of his title." 

"Yet you'd risk it and buy," derided 
Strong. 

"I'd take a chance on holding it long 
enough to sell for ten dollars an acre." 

"And I'm holding it for my home." 
Stigely went his way, and the Strongs 

resumed their ploughing. Sam's attempts 
at conversation failed. His father worked 
in silence; and, when the sun was halfway 
down the afternoon sky, he suddenly 
announced : 

''I'm off to Omaha to enter our land in 
the land office. Do what you can with 
the ploughing." 

"Let me go with you, and we'll leave 
the girls at Plattsmouth," Sam eagerly 
suggested. 

"You stay here and attend to your 
knitting." 

"At least, wait awhile. With high water 
and ice, it's much as a man's life is worth 
to make Omaha." 

''I'm not a child, nor crazy. I shall run 
no risks. I'm starting for Plattsmouth 
inside of thirty minutes." 

When he went to the house to prepare 
for the trip, Nancy Freedom decided 
to accompany him. 

"I've had my visit out," she said. "All 
of you have been lovely to me. But 
Uncle should be working up the river by 
this time; and he's a bad boy and needs 
much watching. He's been free to do as 
he wants to all winter, and the good Lord 
only knows what mischief he's been 
up to!" 

Nancy Freedom seemed to know every 
one in Plattsmouth. Leaving her with 
friends, Strong lost no time in undertaking 
the Omaha trip. He was uneasy about 
his land, but could think of no immediate 
reason for worry. He had done every
thing except enter the land. Failure to 
do this promptly could not invalidate the 
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title. Yet his mind would not be at free soilers outnumbered the pro-slavery 
peace until he had gone through the men in Kansas by fifteen to one, and he 
formality. declared that the St. Joseph ferry boats 

Although avoiding all unnecessary risk would be taxed to capacity in crossing the 
from ·water and icc, he was compelled to season's emigrants. 
take chances that never would be told to Refreshed mentally and physically, 
his children. Arriving in the town, he Strong started for Plattsmouth next 
left his carpetbag at the Douglas House morning. The down trip was not ardu
on Harney and Eighteenth Streets and ous. With his mind at rest he decided to 
hastened to the land office. He was com- take time to call on Nancy. Re was 
pelled to wnit several hours before he doubly rcpo.id by finding her uncle with 
could receive his duplicate of the entry. her. He had arrived from Nebraska City 
With a great load off his mind, he returned the day Strong started for the land office. 
to the hotel and hugely enjoyed the bustle He was as exultant as a schoolboy with a 
a.nd confusion. Many Easterners were long vacation ahead. He believed he had 
coming in, looking for investments. The discovered his lost Thermopylre, and he 
town's population was estimated to be proposed to visit it, once the water went 
two thousand. Eastern capital and wild. down and the bottoms dried out. 
cat notes furnished plenty of money. "Nancy will go with me," he added. 

Timber would arrive from St. Joseph "My town is somewhere north of the 
on lumber boats, but not enough to meet Platte and near the head of the south 
the needs. Men were eagerly buying fork of the Loup. I don't know whether 
common rough boards and studding, to take the old Mormon road north of the 
which had not yet arrived. The price for Platte or follow the Oregon road on this 
this material was bid up to seventy-five side." 
dollars a thousand, while weatherboarding "It sounds rather vague. Better leave 
brought a hundred, and flooring soared to Nancy with us, until you know just where 
a hundred and twenty. the town's located. Better still, don't 

What he heard and saw tha.t one eve-- make the trip. That's unknown country, 
ning in the DouglaS House convinced and \YOU may run into unfriendly In· 
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��geh��:�� di�;s·";�v������� lots '• to the 
selling the same without pretending to Brackets, and I'm going to find that 
give a legal title. Claims were being town. Nancy can do as she pleases. No 
jumped, newcomers complained. From danger in the trip," replied Freedom. 
the reckless trading and selling, Strong "I must go along to look after him. I 
was also convinced that the only title can't trust him that far alone." Nancy 
that would hold good was a loaded rifle explained. Darting a suspicious glance 
and a day and night guard. • at her uncle she accused, "See here, you 

There were other subjects discussed, know this is a wild goose chase you're 
besides the crazy real estate market. planning." 
There was the belated news of the terrible "No, ma'am!" he indignantly replied. 
suffering of a handcart train near Bean "And you mustn't talk that way to your 
River, where the Salt Lake mail party elders." 
found fifteen dead in the snow. A man "By your tell we'll ha.ve to travel 
from Brownville was inviting trouble by nearly to the forks before striking north 
denouncing Governor Izard for vetoing of the Platte. You know it can't be you! 
tbe removal bill. This speaker loudly lost to"Wn. There are no steamboats Ul' 
insisted that the capital should be re- there.'' · -- ·  
moved tiO Nebr-aska. City, inasmuch a s  a "That's what has bothered me ,  but 
majority of the settlers lived south or the l've�clea.red it all up." triumphantly de· 
Platte. Another was declaring that the clared Freedom. "The cusses who drew 
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the plat threw in the boats to make it look 
more important. There's the waterfront, 
just as pictured, but no sidewheelers yet. 
llut they'll come." 

''Nancy, you surely won't start out on 
any such a trip," Strong was saying when 
he was interrupted by a· loud rap on the 
door. 

"Come in ! Door ain't locked!" bel
.�wed Freedom. 

The door opened and a man bowed to 
Nancy, but did not enter. Staring at 
8trong he inquired-

"You are Roscoe Strong?" 
With strange misgiving Strong bowed 

his head. 
"We heard you were in town. You're 

wanted at the Claim Club at once." 
"Why?" 
"A member complains of you. He says 

he holds a prior claim to your land. We 
�tre prepared to hold a meeting and settle 
the matter." 

"Settle? .There's nothing to settle. I 
paid for the land and have my Omaha 
entry in my pocket!" exploded Strong. 

"I'm acting as messenger. I know 
nothing about it. Mr. Stigely has filed 
his complaint and the club considers it 
serious enough to be inquired into at 
once." 

"Stigely! The scoundrel! Why, he was 
out to my place a few days ago and 
wanted to buy!" 

"No use talking here, Strong. We'll go 
to the club. They can't come any game 
on you when Bird of Freedom is on hand. 
We'll make that snake hunt cover." 

STRONG followed him and the mes
senger. He felt dazed. He tried to 

explain to the messenger how Stigely had 
partaken of his hospitality and had 
offered to buy the land. The messenger 
impatiently told him: 

"You're wasting your breath. I'm sim
ply doing an errand for the club. But I 
will say Mr. Stigely is thought highly of." 

''He ought to be!" roared Strong. 
"The skunk ought to be hung!" 

"Higher'n Haman, ding bust him!" 
added Freedom. "We'll show the rat up! 

My friend is a member of the club." 
The messenger's brows went up. 
"A member of the club? From the 

talk of the members I got the notion he 
isn't a member." 

"You'll be saying he isn't himself 
next," jeered Freedom. 

For a moment Strong was nonplused; 
then he recovered some of his composure. 
He told his friend: 

"The record book which I signed will 
quickly prove I'm a member. This silly 
business will end quicker'n it began." 

They entered the club room on the 
second floor of the Old Barracks and 
found it well filled with members. The 
men were grave, and acknowledged 
Strong's presence with slight nods. Some 
affected not to see him. The chairman 
called the meeting to order and stated 
that Stigely had the floor to air hi.'i 
grievance. Stigely, seated in a comer, 
rose and claimed club justice as a member. 
He explained that he had bought the land 
of Dixel for five hundred dollars. It was 
obvious from the close attention paid 
to the claimant that the majority, if not 
all, present were speculators and in sym
pathy with Stigely . •  

Strong jumped t o  his feet and· cried: 
"That's all nonsense. I paid Mr. 

Dixel three hundred dollars for the land. 
Call him in here. He'll tell you the same." 

The chairman gravely announced: 
"Mr. Dixel returned to the East last 

fall. His affairs were somewhat involved, 
we understand." 

"He was all tangled up," cried Stigely. 
"That's why he sold the land a second 
time." 

Strong continued: 
"I paid for the land and have entered 

it at the land office in Omaha. There's 
a witness to the purchase--my friend, 
Mr. Freedom, here at my side. He was 
present, when I paid over the money and 
paid my dues to this club and signed the 
book. Now let this rascal prove any 
prior purchase!" 

"You'll be in order, sir!" sternly re
buked the chairman. "The chair does 
not want to hear any more_abuse. Your 



THE SUN CHASERS 107 

alleged payment to Dixel in no way 
vitiates any prior claim that Mr. Stigely 
establishes. Your claim of membership 
jg a surprise to me and to these members." 

"Fetch out your book. You'll find my 
name in it," passionately cried Strong. 
"As to abusing this scoundrel, he ate my 
food and offered me eight dollars an acre 
for the land, and I have witnesses to 
prove it." 

"The chair will not permit such abusive 
language !" 

"He doesn't dare deny offering to buy 
what he now claims has been his all the 
time," challenged Strong. 

Stigcly hopped to his feet and insisted : 
"There is no proof that this man is 

a member of this club. He has no rights 
the club is bound to respect. I demand 
the club compel him to deed that land 
over to me." 

"Well, damn your gall!" gasped Strong. 
Bird of Freedom stood up, ruffied his 

white beard and loudly announced
"! was with him in this room when he 

signed the book and paid Dixel for the 
land." 

Mr. Freedom had many friends. He 
was a well known and much liked char� 
acter. The chairman gently inquired

"You were standing by his side when 
he signed the book?" 

"I was within a dozen feet of him." 
"And you'd swear on youc oath it was 

the record book of this club he signed?" 
. ·"It had to be. What other would he 
be signing?" 

"It might be a book Dixel carried 
around with him. Did you pick it up 
and examine it and satisfy yourself it was 
the club records?" 

''That's all nonsense!" snarled Free
dom. "There was no other book here for 
him to sign, and you know it. Dixel had 
no book with him, only his plat. Why 
don't you produce the records, inat.ead o(• 
yapping?" . 

"And why doesn't this rascal deny 
offering me eight dollars an acre?" cried 
Strong. 

Stigely jumped to his feet and explained : 
-·�1 offered him eight dollars an acre for 

the land he broke up last season. I made 
an offer to buy my land at that price. 
Only the ploughed ground and only on 
condition he peacefully give me posses· 
sion. I knew Dixel had cheated him, and 
I wanted him to be paid for the work he 
actually had done." 

"You're a liar!" thundered Strong. 
"Fetch out that book! At least, I can 
satisfy even this club that I'm a member." 

The chair rapped sharply on tho table 
and repeated the warning about abusive 
tenns. He directed that the records be 'Produced. A member, serving as clerk, 
rummaged in a small closet at the back of 
the room and finally reported that the 
records were missing. 

Stigely came to his feet and insisted: 
"This man has no rights the club is 

bound to respect. It appears very strange 
to me that the records should disappear 
shortly after he comes to town." 

Strong tried to get at him but was held 
back by Freedom. There was much dis· 
order for a few minutes. One member 
shouted that Strong had broken in and 
removed the records. But one man pres
ent, at least, was· not in sympathy with 
the meeting and loudly accused : 

"Stigely has claims on more than one 
t!lousand acres! He'll steal the whole 
Territory if you let him!" 

When the chair secured a semblance 
of order he announced : 

"This club is concerned only with the 
claim presented to it by Mr. Stigely . 
We have no evidence that Strong is a 
member of the club. His buying of Dixel 
is not disputed. If Mr. Freedom and 
Mr. Strong will retire for a few minutes 
the members wi.ll discuss the matter 
among themselves." 

THE TWO men went to the narrow 
hall. Mter the door closed behind 

them, Strong muttered: 
"By heavens, Freedom, they sent my 

neighbor to his death; but if they try 
that on me, it'll cost them dear. You 
go out and find me a pistol.'' 

"Not yet," firmly refused Freedom. 
"When it comes to pistols, I'll fetch 
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more'n one. We'll wait arid see how far 
these cusses have the nerve to go." 

In a shoJ1 time the door was opened 
and the two men were invited to enter. 
They were barely seated before the chair
man announced: 

"It is the vote of this club that the 
claimant reeeive a deed of the hundred 
and sixty acres in question. Mr. Strong 
is advised to seek his remedy in a suit 
against Dixel." 

"I absolutely refuse to deed an inch of 
my land to that shark. I absolutely re
fuse to quit my property!" shouted Strong. 

''You'll do as this club orders, sir, or 
you'll be put over the river!" thundered 
the chairman. 

"And murdered as my father was mur
dered!" cried a voice from the door. 

All heads turned, to behold the dark, 
reckless visage of young Hancey. And 
all noticed he was wearing two heavy 
revolvers in the waistband of his trou
sers. The young man continued-

"They sha'n't rob you, nor murder 
you, Mr. Strong." 

"Put the cub over the river with the 
man!" advised a member. 

"I hope to hell you'll try to put me 
over the river!" cried Hancey. 

"This confusion must stop," ruled the 
chairman. "The young man must know 
he has no right here. The unfortunate 
affair of his father's death can be blamed 
in no way on to this club. That a ruffian 
committed murder is a matter this club 
could not foresee, nor prevent." 

Hancey grinned wickedly and lifted a 
hand for silence. 

"You talk smooth, mister. Now lis.ten 
to my friends talking rough." 

All heard it-a sudden shouting in the 
street below. Bird of Freedom stepped to 
an open window and called out-

"If any you folks down there are tired 
of being robbed by land wolves just run 
home and fetch your shooting irons." 

"Thirty of us here have already fetched 
rifles and revolvers !" shouted a man. 

Another yelled-
"We're going to put the whole club 

over the river!" 

Hancey threw back his head and 
laughed wildly. Dubious glances were 
exchanged. Although the room was 
deathly quiet, the chairman nervously 
rapped for order. He said: 

"It will be well to make another search 
for that book. We want to be absolutely 
sure we're not wronging 1\ir. Strong in 
any way." 

Young Hancey leaned against the wall 
and laughed shrilly and taunted-. 

"Backing water a trifle, old fuss and 
feathers." 

"You have no business here. You get 
out!" ordered the chairman. 

"I'll go, if you insist, but I'll bring 
thirty men here inside of sixty seconds to 
clean this place out," replied Hancey. 

The chairman ignored him. The clerk 
hunted about the back of the room. 
Hancey kept close by him, grinning 
viciously. The clerk ostentatiously went 
through the cupboard for the second 
time, then paused and frowned as if per· 
plexed. 

Hancey jeered: 
"Better find it quick. I'm calling the 

boys in to help in about five seconds." 
The man dived for a pile of newspapers 

on the floor and rose to his feet and ex
claimed-

"Why, here are the records!" 
Hancey continued laughing, but his 

face was hard and his eyes glassy, as he 
watched the situation work out to an 
anti-climax. The book was examined, 
and Strong's signature quickly found. 
The shouting in the street was growing 
more menacing. Bird of Freedom combed 
his fingers through his beard and smiled 
complacently. The chairman announced: 

"It appears from our records that Mr. 
Strong is a brother member. There 
never was any doubt as to his good faith 
in his buying the land of Dixel. As both 
Mr. Strong and Mr. Stigely arc members, 
I assume it is the wish of the club to drop 
the matter and leave Mr. Stigley to seek 
his remedy by appealing to the land 
office. If he is in the right, he can break 
the entry of the lands. It is not the 
province of this club to discriminate 
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between members. We all want peace 
and harmony. The chair will receive a 
motion to adjourn." 

The members passed out quickly. 
Young Hancey, with his thumbs hooked 
in the top of his trousers, laughed con
tinuously, as the members hurried by him. Stigely held back and was the last 
to leave. As he was sidling out,· Hancey 
leaned forward and clamped a hand on 
the speculator's shoulder and swung him 
about and hissed: 

"You dog! It was the like of you 
that sent my dad to a murderer!" 

With a scream of fear. Stigely wrenched 
himself loose and fairly fiWlg himself 
down the short flight of stairs. 

CHAPTER IV 
BANKS AND GRA8880PPEBS 

GE
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induced to stay for more than a month. 
Father and son worked early and late, 
putting in crops, but Hancey helped 
none. For the first few days he kept 
close to the house, and it was Ruth who 
guessed the cause of his uneasiness. She 
told him: 

"Go over to the back claim, George, 
where you and your father worked. 
You know you want to go, but feel some
thing is holding you back. Go over there 
and get used to thinking or what you 
and your father planned to do. It'll 
hurt, but you can't get away from it by 
hiding." 

"I'm always thinking what we planned 
to do. Then came that crooked busi
ness!" he groaned. 

"You must work into a different state of 
mind. There's lots of work to be done 
out here. Your father expects you to do 
your share. Be busy. It'll help you. 
Visit the claim; then come back and talk 
with father. He wants you to settle 
down and take land. His advice will be 
good. You are getting nowhere with all 
this riding to the river and back, and 
sailing up and down the river. Your 
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father would never approve of that. 
He'd want you to be a builder." 

"I'm miserable, Ruth, plumb miser
able. Seems I must find those two men. 
Seems I can't rest till I find them. I 
don't care what happens to me, if I can 
only find them." 

"They should be hung; but your hate 
is eating you up. When you meet them 
will be time enough to hand them over 
to the law." 

"Law?" he bitterly cried. "Claim club 
law! When I find them I'll be the law!" 

"You poor boy!" she COlJUJliierated. 
"But they probably are in California by 
this time. While you're wa.iting, why not 
pitch into hard work. It'll help you 
forget some of the bitterness." 

"There's only one thing that'll ease the 
ache a bit," he muttered, his dark face 
twisted in pain, and his gaze averted that 
she might not see the tears. 

That afternoon he went to the claim. Sam Strong, working near the north line, 
was startled by the heavy boom, Doom of 
gun firing. His first thought was or 
Indians, but he knew the Indians were 
making no trouble. Rumors came that 
the Cheyennes were smoking for war on 
the heads of the Republican, and it was 
freely predicted that the summer would 
see them raiding Oregon and Utah trains 
west of Fort Kearny. 

He waited, much puzzled, and never 
suspecting that his friend could be the 
cause of the shots. The sound of rapid 
firing came again. He quit his work, to 
investigate. From the top of a grassy 
rise he beheld Hancey standing erect and 
discharging his two revolvers. One arm, 
and then the other, rose and fell, and there 
came two reports blurred almost into one. 

Advancing to join his friend Sam called 
out-

"Practising shooting a trifle?•• 
Hancey's eyes were glowing as he spun 

about. Beholding Sam, he frowned 
slightly, as if impatient at the interrup
tion. He faced the target and resumed 
shooting. A small piece of cottonwood 
board nailed to a burr oak dissolved 
before Sam Strong's eyes. He gasped-
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"Never knew you could shoot like that, 
George!" 

"It's nothing. I'll shoot much better 
e.fter awhile. Let's go back." 

"You're getting ready to meet those 
murderers?" 

"Just getting ready. I want to find the 
two together and shoot it out." 

"But you'll have to be awful quick in 
sta.rtin�," warned Sam. 

"I've done but little except be quick 
since dad was murdered," Hancey curtly 
replied. 

As he finished, he jerked the two guns 
from the waistband of his trousers and 
wheeled and fired them ahnost together. 
It dislodged the 'remaining fragment of 
the target. Drawing, wheeling and firing 
were all done so rapidly that Sam blinked 
in amazement and exclaimed: 

''That beats all ! Never believed a man 
could be as quick as that! I couldn't, j( 
I practised a thousand years." 

"Your father hasn't been murdered. 
Takes a murder to quicken you up. 
But I must do better. I must be able to 
place a shot where it's needed." 

"Great Scott! You hit that board and 
lrnocked it to pieces every time you 
banged away at it," reminde9 Sam. 

"A board target can't move. Targets 
I'm hunting will run-run at me and from 
me. I must get used to a moving target." 

"Hold on, George. Just what do you 
mean? How can you practise on a 
moving target?" 

"I can't, but I'll do the next thing. 
I'll practise shooting while I'm on the 
run. Nearest I can come to it. Don't 
tell Ruth, if she hasn't heard the guns." 

After that day Hancey regularly went 
to the claim. The new owner did not put 
in an appearance. When- his work per
mitted, Sam would steal away to witness 
his friend's practise. He had brought a 
large amount of ammunition from the 
river and used it Ia vishly. He greatly 
increased the range and seemed to shoot 
as easily with one hand as with the other. 
He shot from different positions. Some 
days he devoted all his time to shooting 
from horseback. He stuck up several 

posts, six feet tall, placing them irregu
larly. He would ride at these on a mad 
gallop, firing to left and right. One day 
Sam pronounced him to be the greatest 
revolver expert in the world. 

Hancey smiled grimly, shook his head 
and reminded: 

"Just target shooting. How'JI I be 
when the target is shooting back? I 
won't be scA.red, as I don't care. But 
how will it affect my nerves? I must do 
better. I must get some of the new 
pocket Colts, .81 caliber. I must be used 
to any kind of a gun. i•m going to 
Plattsmouth tomorrow." 

Sam's face lengthened. He believed it 
was useless to urge his friend to stay 
longer, yet he pleaded: 

"Why not take father's advice'and take 
up land near us? He'll arrange so the 
title will be simon pure and thief proof. 
Wait for those fellows to come along. 
You'll find them just as quick as if you 
go hunting for them." 

Hancey shook his head impatiently. 
"But you'll come back soon?" urged 

Sam. 
"I'll call, if I travel up the Platte with 

Freedom. The old man insists his lost 
town is somewhere west of Kearny. He's 
crazy. Nancy's a mighty likely girl." 

"Fine girl, but I wish she'd stop calling 
me son," sighed Sam. "How will it help 
you to go with Freedom on a wild goose 
chase?" 

For a minute Hancey stared into the 
west without reply. Then he said: 

"You'll think me as crazy as old Free
dom, but something keeps telling me I'll 
find my men somewhere up the Platte. 
The Fort Kearny soldiers who told me 
they turned back to Nebraska City were 
either lying or mistaken. There was no 
trace of them in the river towns." 

"They may have crossed the line into 
Kansas. They'd like the dirty work 
down there." 

"Maybe, but I feel they are up the 
Oregon road. I'm going that way." 

"Lordy! But I wish I could go along 
with you!" cried Sam, suddenly yearning 
for travel. "This farming on new land 
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isn't any joke. I'd ]ike to see something 
of the western country and have some 
fun." 

"You'd find no fun with me," discour
aged Hancey. "You'd never like my 
kind of hunting. Stick along with your 
sister and dad, Sam." 

He lefi them the next day, riding back 
to Plattsmouth to procure more ammu
nition and then to travel where his con
suming hatred Jed him. 

T!:n M?c,��:,o��th
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threatening, despite the high water of 
early spring. Travel over the Lancaster 
road increased, and the movers were con
tinually stopping at Strong's to eat and 
sleep. Now and then a broken wagon 
challenged Strong's craftsmanship as a 
smith. Accustomed to doing his own 
ironwork in the East, he had put up a 
forge under a shed. Often he was called 
from his farming to repair a broken cart. 
He would take no pay for such service, 
although there were days when he worked 
almost entirely for others. To Sam's 
insistence that he should be compensated 
he would always reply: 

"Time enough for that after the coun
try's more settled and the newcomers are 
on their feet. Most of these people come 
out here to get a start and make new 
homes. Few of them are prosperous. 
We must be ncighbQ.rly." 

This amiable trait had - characterized 
all his working years. Now, through a 
caprice of nature, he was to find himself 
unable to extend a helping hand. In the 
middle of July an entirely new kind of 
storm swept down upon the growing 
crops. It had its inception on the high 
plains and in the foothills of the Rocky 
Mountains. It came on light gray wings 
and brought a ferocious appetite. 

Green and yellow grasshoppers and 
dusty quakers were familiar to several 
generations of Strongs back in Maine. 
This new breed was entirely different and 
was more disastrous to the country than 
a prairie fire. This voracious insect was 
capable of sustained flight and, when the 

moon was shining and the dark hours 
were warm, it would keep to the air 
throughout the night. Ordinarily, how
ever, it started a day's migration in the 
morning and settlQd to feed late in the 
afternoon. 

Strong and his son were at work ncar 
the wheat when the father lifted his head 
and studied the sky. The light was failing 
and there was a roaring sound that 
rapidly grew louder. Sam straightened 
and saw the dark cloud rolling in from 
the west. He yelled-

"It'll blow the house away!" 
The two began running to thlil house, 

but, before they were halfway to the top 
of the rise, the air was thick "With grass
hoppers, and the roaring of their innumer
able wings was deafening. The men 
bowed their heads and frantically clawed 
tbeir faces clear of the nuisance. When 
they stumbled through the doorwa.y, they 
found the long room thick with whirring 
insects. Ruth, bewildered, stood in a 
corner waving her hands before her face. 
Suddenly the roaring ceased and the 
outdoor air cleared. 

"Good land! What is it?" gasped Sam. 
"Billions and billions of grasshoppers," 

spluttered his father. 
He seized a broom and attempted to 

sweep the pests through the doorway. 
''Thanks be! They've gone as quick 

as they came." 
Ruth ran to dose the windows and 

halted in amazement. 
. "Oh, look! Look! What a sight!" 
Standing behind her, her father and 

brother beheld the surface of the earth 
alive with a thick carpet of gray grass
hoppers. 

''They'll at everything!" yelled Strong, 
as he darted from the house. 

Sam followed, but once outdoors the 
two quickly ralized their impotence to 
fight the evil. Every living thing, except 
a patch of sorghum cane had vanished 
from sight benath the smothering deluge 
of the struggling insects. Ruth was the 
first to take the initiative, even if only to 
protect her few plants. She covered 
these with pieces of carpet and home-
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made rugs. The two men ran about with 
crunching steps and glared helplessly at 
the unexpected destruction. 

They saw the leaves and bark of trees 
disappear. The big garden patch was 
melting away before their eyes. The 
scanty corn was concealed by the gray 
blight, and was never seen again except 
for a few short stocks. 

From the house Ruth screamed: 
"Why! They're even eating through 

the rugs! They'll eat up my plants!" ' 
The men were too dazed to heed her. 

Overhead was the blue sky. Underfoot 
was the endless, squirming carpet. There 
was no place to begin an attack on the 
repulsive visitors. They were!-- every
where. Myriads that were uno.ble to get 
at the garden and crops were covering the 
wild grass. 

Sam was the first to be possessed of an 
idea. He ran to the sheds and harnessed 
a horse to a rake. He hoped that by 
stirring up the mass he could prompt it to 
take to the air and move on. Later they 
were to learn that the invaders were 
attacking on a front that extended from 
the Minnesota frontier to the southern 
boundary of Kansas. 

Drought had cut down the insects' 
food on the high western plains and hills. 
Billions of tiny mouths were demanding 
food in vain. So they had flown cast and 
they had flown south. ·Rivers.could not 
stop them. Nothing could stop them. 

Sam learned a minor lesson the moment 
he attempted to drive the horse over the 
squinning surface. Clouds of grass
hoppers flew up and struck the animal's 
head and caused it to flounder about 
madly and at last bolt back to the shed, 
upsetting the rake and hurling Sam to the 
ground. 

Strong, now recovered from his stupor, 
began investigating with a hoe. After 
clearing a spot long enough for a brief 
inspection he ceased work and quietly 
announced: 

"It's no use, son. Everything must go. 
They're following the vegetables down in
to the ground. Only thing they don't seem 
to care for is the broom com and cane." 

Hens and turkeys, acquired that spring, 
were now awake to the fact that here was 
a wonderful banquet. They contentedly 
took toll until they could eat no more. 
Sam morosely watched the destruction of 
the crops and heavily sighed: 

"They'll leave soon. They'll have to. 
Or else starve." 

Patches of the insects did take wing 
next morning, but the ground was covered 
with the dead. This mystery was ex
plained at noon, when a man on horse
back rode up to the claim and announced: 

"My name's Pitkin. Just give my 
land away by a notice on the door of the 
shanty. No use to plant anything out 
here. They'll be a hundred times worse 
next year." 

"They can't be worse," said Strong. 
"Oh, yes they can." And in a sweeping 

gesture he indicated the crust of dead 
insects and explained, "Them's the moth
ers. Each one dug a hole in the ground 
and laid about a hundred eggs and then 
died. In the spring the eggs will hatch 
out, and there'll be more hoppers than 
ever." 

Father and son stared at him and then 
at the ground blankly. Strong muttered

" Well, if you are right, what's the use 
of trying to do anything out here?" 

"Not a darned bit of usc. This is the 
worst country I ever sec. Freeze and 
starve in winter. Burn up each spring 
and fall. And be et alive during the sum
mer. Sweep away them cusses and you'll 
find the ground as bare as the road. My 
woman is back in Missouri. Was to join 
me this fall. Now I'm going back and 
live with her and her folks. I've tried, 
like she said I must. But I'm licked. 
Goodby. If I don't hurry on, they'll be 
eating my boss next." And with a kick 
of his heels he galloped up road. 

It required several days for the Strongs 
to fully realize the extent of the disaster. 
Newly arrived travelers from the river 
stopped at the bouse for the usual accom
modations. Strong advised all these to 
tum back. Some did, while others 
pressed on to secure land for a song, or 
for nothing. • There came a stream of 
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wagons from the west, holding those who 
had been eaten out. At the end of the 
week Strong told his son and daughter: 

"I think now we're ready to talk. Just 
got the last 'hopper out of my mind. It's 
too late to raise another crop. If the 
country's going to be filled with this ver
min next spring there'll be no planting 
next year. I've decided we'd better go 
back to the river and find work. Car
pentering and smithing. Next spring 
we'll see how things tum out. This fall 
we'll come here long enough to plough. 
Maybe the eggs will winter kill if we tum 
up the ground. But we wori't go back 
East and say we're licked yet awhile." 

This plan was eagerly endorsed by the 
children, who found a bit of a blessing 
mixed with the disaster. The blow to 
Strong was greater than his children sus
pected. With com for Colonel Johnston's 
Utah Army bringing three dollars and 
ten cents a bushel on the Blue River, 
and with every prospect o{ the price con
tinuing as good, or better, he had hoped 
to make an excellent profit from the next 
year's crop. Outwardly he was calm, and 
Sam and Ruth had no hint of the depth 
of his disappointment. It was quickly 
decided that the father should ride to 
Plattsmouth and secure a house and then 
return for his children and-the household 
goods. 

SA
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to keep them busy. There was nothing 
in nature to make an appeal. The gray 
hordes from the West had made a clean 
sweep of all green vegetation. Strong 
was in a better frame of mind when he 
returned. There was plenty of work to 
be had. He had met Bird of Freedom 
and his niece, and Freedom's optimistic 
assurances had greatly cheered him. On 
this point he remarked-

" I can believe only a portion of what 
he says, and yet it sounds mighty com
forting." 

A heavy Mormon migration was in 
progress along the north side of the 
Platte. Men willing to work could keep 

busy at good wages in any of the river 
towns. There was unusual activity in 
Plattsmouth and Omaha. 

The house was soon cleared and the 
goods loaded on the wagon. The poultry: 
and two pigs were sold to a family bent on 
securing land while the disgusted owners 
would sell cheaply. After a year of lone
liness, Plattsmouth impressed Sam and 
Ruth as being a very lively and quite 
pretentious place. StroDA: had hired a 
small log house on the edge of the a;::rowing 
town, and Freedom and his niece were 
waitinc in it to welcome the fa.m.ily. 

On the da.y after their arrival fa.tber and 
son obtained work as carpenters, and 
could see nothing but pi-asperity ahead. 
So favorable were the times that Strong 
bought the log house, convinced he could 
sell at a good profit. Nancy Freedom was 
often a.t the house. Her uncle dropped in 
frequently. He insisted that the grass
hopper plague would not be repea.ted in a 
generation. He painted rosy pictures. 
His niece would smile at his exuberance, 
and yet she, to a certain extent, was 
under the spell of his prophecies. Strong 
declared that Freedom was the most 
comfortable neighbor a man could pos
sibly have. 

In September, the Ohio Life and Trust 
Company in Cincinnati failed. John 
Thompson, known from coast to coast as 
a famous broker, went to the wall in New 
York. Bird of Freedom was among the 
first in Plattsmouth to hear the news, and 
he lost no time in disposing of a consider
able sum in Platte Valley banknotes at 
less than their face Value. He did this 
despite the Omaha Nebra8kiaw.'a editorial 
comparison of the West's sound financial 
condition with the Eastern failures. 

"Our banks are sound as a hound's 
tooth," proudly boasted Freedom, as he 
sorted over his remaining wildcat paper. 

Bird of Freedom had been most active 
in exchanging bank currency for any kind 
of physical property. In swapping notes 
of one bank for those of a.nother that 
he believed most likely to weather the 
stohn, he found himself caught with five 
thousand dollars in worthless paper issued 
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by the Omaha Bank. · He optimistically 
insisted: 

"I'm not going to take any licking on 
that. I can beat the news to Johnston's 
Army, Utah, if necessary, and swap it for 
something." 

His niece and friends caught but 
glimpses of him. Nancy found him a 
constant source of enjoyment, when she 
could comer him long enough to hear 
a part of a day's experience. What 
amazed the Strong family was the effect 
of the spreading insolvency on the old 
man. He seemed to be filled with the 
wine of youth. Crashing banks, institu· 
tions going down like nine-pins, seemed to 
fill his nostrils with the breath of life. 

Each new financial disaster spurred 
him to greater efforts to exchange, specu· 
late and otherwise participate in the 
battle of survival of the keenest. The 
one sour note during these stormy days 
was the discovery that the Platte Valley 
Bank was redeeming its notes at par. 

When Freedom indignantly told his 
niece how he had boon cheated by this 
particular bank the girl laughed until she 
wept. Her uncle glared at her wrathfully 
and delivered a curt lecture on duty and 
respect. She could only pat his shoulder 
and sob-

"You'.ll never know how funny it is!" 
"I should say not!" he violently replied. 

''No one else will see anything funny in 
it but you. Here I've been done, been 
given to believe that bank's paper's no 
good and, with almost a thousand dollars 
per man, woman and child of wildcat 
money afloat in the Territory, it has to 
be one of the three banks to take up its 
paper at par. And all you do is to laugh 
as if you was a crazy girl. 

"CoWltry's going to the dogs when a 
bank acts that way. How could I know 
which way the bank would jump, except 
to expect it would jump after t'others? 
I'm going to take that Omaha money out 
on the Oregon road and buy something 
with it. Movers coming back from Ore
gon ought to be glad to take it. I'll beat 
the news. And while I'm about it, I'll 
take._possession of m� land in Thermop-

ylre. No question now that town's lo
cated somewhere on the South Loup." 

Financial conditions rapidly grew worse. 
Actual money was SC{Lrce, and specie 
went to a premium. Where there had 
been plenty of work, the Strongs were 
now finding it difficult to secure odd jobs. 
Strong was dismayed, although he kept 
his worry to himself. Sam was restless. 
He expressed a desire to go with a wagon 
train, if only as far as Fort Kcnmy. He 
talked of joining the Utah Army. The 
trouble with Utah eliminated the oppor· 
tunity of hiring out -with freight trains 
bound for Great Salt Lake. Brigham 
Young, territorial governor of the would
be ''State of Deseret," had refused to sur
render his office to Buchanan's appointee, 
Alfred Cumming. 

Cummin� traveling with three car· 
riages and six wagons, was about to start 
from Leavenworth Wlder the escort of 
dragoons. Already the head of the Army 
was threatened by a Mormon force, and 
the Cheyennes had audaciously run off 
the expedition's cattle from under the 
nose of Fort Kearny. All that Strong 
senior heard or read prejudiced him 
against any Western trip. However, he 
realized Sam was a man grown and would 
make his own choice between remaining 
idle in Plattsmouth and risking the dan· 
gers of Western travel. 

To quicken Sam's resolution came 
George Hancey, still wearing two gtms 
and determined to ride up the Platte in 
the blind hope of finding his father's 
slayers. Bird of Freedom heard his talk 
and promptly declared: 

"The three of us will go together. You 
young men can hire out for hard money 
with a train about to leave Omaha. It's 
going to pick up women and children of a 
Mormon colony near the mouth of the 
Loup. The train will be short of men. 
They'll need bull whackers and hunters. 
Strong can get what work he can here, 
and know I'm looking out for you. Nancy 
will stay and help Ruth keep house. I 
wish Florida Bracket was here to go along. 
Dropped out of sight. Probably in Ore
gon, or Rhode Island by this time." 
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CHAPTER V 

BEN TISK AND OTHERS 
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the South Loup afforded a snug sanctuary 
for any who would withdraw from the 
world old hurry to catch up with the sun. 
Also, it was an ideal tarrying place for 
those gregarious by nature, but impelled 
by any reason to withdraw from society 
for a time. There was excellent grass 
and an abundance of water. Beaver and 
black tail deer were plenty. Wild horses 
raced over the table. The groves of 
cedar in the caiions afforded ample shelter 
for hunter and game in the severest of 
winters, but few were the ·hunters who 
visited the isolated region. Those who 
wandered north from the Platte usually 
were discouraged by the uninviting sand 
hills flanking the rich area. 

In the summer of Fifty-seven a party 
of men sought seclusion there, having 
reached the table by accident rather than 
by design. The band, weary from hard 
riding, paused to rest their animals and 
had decided it was a hiding place well 
worth utilizing. It was within easy 
striking distance of the Oregon road and 
yet set entirely apart from the almost 
continuous stream of travel. 

Ben Tisk, portly of build but moving 
with surprising agility, had led his law
Jess men there when an atrocious murder 
had necessitated flight from Kansas. His 
goal had been California when he rode 
up tl!e road on the south side of the 
Platte. His grim pursuers pressed him so 
smartly, however, as to drive him from 
the great highway and into the hidden 
land. He was quick to appreciate the 
strategic importance of the region and 
had held his six followers with him and 
induced them to build two log cabins of 
cedar logs and a third structure, part 
dugout, part cabin. The thought of his 
pursuers riding madly up the Oregon 
road to overhaul him afforded him much 
grim amusement. 

Tisk ruled by fear and never made the 
mistake of being familiar with his men. 

To stress his aloofness he occupied the 
dugout cabin upstream and had no com
panions. He had loomed his trade under 
capable· leaders in Missouri and Kansas, 
and never forgot that his outcasts were so 
many wolves and would be quick to fall 
upon a wounded leader. Did he drink, 
it was alone and behind a barred door. 
The downstream cabin housed the men 
and also served as cookhouse. The middle 
cabin was empty. 

Those who were dra.wn to him at first 
by the seeming good humor of his round, 
fat face and because of the belief that he 
was a rollicking fellow and a lover of good 
cheer, soon learned that he was deadly 
and not to be crossed. Figure, face and 
a shrill voice might suggest insignifica.nce 
to a stranger, but never to those who had 
felt the gaze of his dull, gray eyes. Hod 
Feley, his right hand man, once told his 
crony, a swarthy ruffian known as Blackie, 
that Tisk's eyes looked like gray glass, 
oilly they did not shine. 

The men were lounging on the grass 
before the cook and bunk-house, smoking, 
playing euchre and wondering what the 
next move would be, when Blackie ended 
the various surmises by warning: 

"Here he comes. He don't like to hear 
wo trying to guess his plans. But I hope 
he's ready to get rid of the mules and tum 
a trick. I'm tired of loafing." 

His companions puffed their pipes 
thoughtfully and in silence. Instantly 
Blackie feared his remarks, if repeated, 
might be construed as a criticism of their 
inaction. He glanced furtively at Drick, 
who looked the plainsman in his buck
skin suit. For some reason that neither, 
probably, could explain, there was ill 
fooling between the two. They rode to
gether and fought side by side and were 
teammates in looting, but in intervals of 
rest only the fear of the fat man with the 
puffy gray eyes kept their antipathy in 
check. 

Blackie added: 
"I'm mighty glad we don't have to 

bother with any planning. The boss does 
all our thinking, which is good for us." 

The silence persisted. Drick, after his 
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habit of silent laughter, opened his mouth. 
widely but made no sound. Blackie's 
small eyes, the heritage of crossed breed· 
ing, glittered savagely. Tisk came to a 
halt and stared down at the group. His 
gaze was expressionless and as impersonal 
as that of a blind man. 

Yet he read, and with approval, the 
smoldering enmity between Blackie and 
Drick. With a man of his enterprise it 
was preferable that the outcasts should 
nurse certain grievances against one an· 
other. Six men of one mind were much 
more difficult to control than six men 
split into factions. It left him the- bal
ance of power. 

Drick opened his wide mouth, as if 
laughing inwardly, and greeted-

�' Boss, Blackie was just saying he's wor
ried along of our doing so little work." 

Blackie glared venomously at the 
speaker. The others watched the two 
expectantly. Blackie was friendly with 
Feley, Tisk's lieutenant. Because of this, 
some of the band believed he stood ahead 
of them when any preference was to be 
shown. Had Feley been present, Drick 
would have been slow to show his hand. 

Tisk turned slightly, his head having 
the appearance of resting on his shoulders, 
and for a few moments he focused his gaze 
on Black.ie. The latter squirmed and 
defended : 

"Never said I was worried, boss. Just 
said we was lucky in having you do the 
thinking for us. Feley oughter be coming 
in soon." 

In his thin, shrill voice Tisk remarked : 
"Climate up here is bad for thinking 

promiscus. It's healthier to leave all 
thinking to me. It's for me to say when 
Feley oughter come in." 

Drick was satisfied that he had scored 
and he slyly winked at a jaundice faced 
man known as Manners. Tisk surveyed 
the men steadily for a minute and n.n· 
nounced: 

"When I think Feley's staying o;Ver· 
time, I'll send a man south to look him 
up. With more'n five hundred quitting 
Johnston's Anny along of fear the whole 
outfit will freeze to death in the moun· 

tains this winter, he oughter be finding 
one or two likely men mighty soon. 
Maybe it's timely now. Let's see. 
Blackie's always keen for work. Jump 
your boss, Blackie and ride south for 
twenty miles. I hope the boys won't 
drink up all the rum while you're gone." 

Drick's head bobbed in silent laughter. 
Tisk stared at him and warned: 

"There's signs of unneighborliness 
among some of you fellers. Signs of little 
grudges cropping out. But I won't have 
it go only about so far. AU of you put 
that in your pipes and smoke it. Drick, 
you're one of the first to smoke." 

Orick's lips clamped together in an 
expression of gravity. The others fur
tively and fearfully eyed their chief. 
Experience had taught them that he 
could be most murderous when betraying 
the least sign of anger. There was a pur· 
pie tinge to his ruddy complexion, sug· 
gestive of a drinking bout during the 
night. When the men went on a spree, 
he kept sober. 

Blackie made haste to catch his horse 
and saddle it and was soon riding hard 
toward the Platte. Tisk paced back and 
forth for a few minutes, the silent men 
watching him narrowly. There was a 
general relaxation when he came to a 
halt and announced: 

"We've got to make a sizable haul 
before snow flies. We've got to make a 
good haul and strike for Californy. We 
can stick here all winter and have plenty 
to eat, but spring would find most of you 
dead from fighting each other. Now that 
the Cheyennes are stealing beeves close 
to Kearny, we can do that and go them 
several better and leave them to take the 
blame." 

"Dress and paint like 'em!" eagerly 
broke in one of the men. 

Tisk stared at him for a moment and 
then gently warned: 

"You talk too much, Jo. You don't 
have anyth!?g new to say when you open 
your yawp 

Jo hung his head and made no reply. 
To the others the leader explained : , 

"If I only had a likely man as lookout 
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at Kearny, I could lea� when any 
money's going through to Johnston's 
Anny. Then we could make a real haul 
and ride for it." 

E���!'u::i��::::s�:;�i:;: :;;:i�� 
not beeves, was what they wanted. 
Beeves must be successfully run ott and 
tended until they could be driven back 
and sold to some contractor. Manners 
said: 

"Any one of us will be keen to go to 
Kearny. Driek, in his hunter's clothet, 
might be the most likely man." 

"You fellers can't git out of the habit 
of trying to think for me," whined Tisk. 
"I want a man with a head at Kearny, 
not a hunter. Not one of you would be 
worth a damn at Kearny. :Minute you 
showed up, you'd be hung on suspicion. 
What I want is a young feller-an inner· 
cent looking young hellion who loves the 
risk of spying and who can hang around 
Kearny without being caught and side
hobbled because he looks like a thij, 
He's got to be a man with fighting guts, 
but with head enough to keep from fight
ing. Such a man is mighty hard to find." 

Tisk's hand dropped to his belt as Jo 
suddenly leaped to his feet. With both 
empty hands held before him Jo cried

.. Biackie's coming back, riding like 
hell!" 

Tisk did not tum his head. 
"Alone, or chased?" he shrilly asked. 
"Alone!" 
Tisk maintained his position, but his 

quick ears served as eyes and, as soon as 
he heard the quick tattoo of galloping 
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behind him. Reining in close to the 
group, he flung himself to the ground and 
dramatically cried: 

''Three men coming! None of them is 
Feley!" 

Tisk instantly ordered: 
"Gorling, you'n' Jo be playing euchre 

out here on the grass. Rest of you inside 
and keep the strangers covered." 

Gorling, serious of face and seldom 

heard to speak, unk>ss answering a qucs, 
tion, began shuffling a· deck of cards, 
while Jo squatted opposite him. The 
others rapidly withdrew into the house, 
to stand unseen and with guns ready. 
Tisk walked to one side, to be out of 
range of the small window and doonvay 
and gave his attention to the horsemen 
now bobbing into view. They were 
coming along at an easy gallop and, as 
they drew nearer, Tisk noticed that one 
was an old man with a long white beard. 

'Over his shoulder he called out : ·  
"Just wanderers. You i n  the house can 

come out when they ride up." 
The three came steadily on, riding 'side 

by side, until within a hundred rods of 
the house, when two slowed down to a 
walk. The third held his pace and 
darted ahead of his companions and 
whooped a greeting. Tisk stood motion
less as Hancey reined in and slipped to 
the ground. Then he said: · 

"Now you're here, what'n hell you 
come for?" 

Hancey flashed his teeth in a smile, 
darted his gaze at the house and replied: 

"Probably for the same reason you 
came here. We were tired of staying 
where we came from. Tell the men in the 
house they've no need to keep us covered. 
We're not fetching any fight." 

Tisk made a gesture with his fat hand, 
and the men in the house filed but and 
droppe(l on the ground around the euchre 
players. To Hancey he said: 

"You don't answer my question. This 
is private property. What do you want 
here? And where did you get that boss?'' 

"To rest up. From a Mormon ,Vagon 
tmin at Brady's Island. My name s 
George Hancey. What's yours?" 

Hancey was beginning to feel annoyed 
by the fat man's bearing and was inclined 
to find something amusing in the. thin 
falsetto voice. 

"I'm called lkn Tisk. If you ever 
heard tell of me, young feller, you'll know 
I'm boss wherever I camp. If you don't 
want to lose your health, you'll speak 
mighty quiet and proper." 

Hancey's teeth clicked together as his 
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wide staring eyes met and held Tisk's 
gaze. By this time Bird of Freedor and 
Strong had halted a short distance from 
the two, but had not dismounted. Tisk 
ignored the�, to study the young man 
before him. Finally he remarked : 

"You look sort of likely. Just this 
minute you're feeling sort of wolfish; but 
that's along of not knowing Ben Tisk. 
You're even wondering if you shouldn't 
fetch a fight to old Ben. See here, young 
feller, I can use you, or cut your throat, 
before you can stir out of your tracks. 
All depends." 

At this threat Freedom and Strong 
drew closer. The men on the grass 
shifted their positions a bit and gave all 
their attention to the mounted men. 
'l'isk stared at the two over Hancey's 
shoulder, but the latter never shifted his 
gaze from the round, creased face. Free
dom dismounted and with a benevolent 
smile called out: 

"Peace among brothers. Let's all be 
neighborly." He ruffled his beard, glanced 
at the men on the grass and surprised his 
two friends by announcing, "We don't 
belong to old Johnston's Army any 
longer." 

Hancey started to speak, but caught 
himself in time. Tisk whined: 

"If you're deserters, why didn't young 
hellfire here say so at the start? But 
you're too old, Old Whiskers, to belong 
to the Army." 

"I'm spryer'n I look. Suppose we be 
friendly. I take it you folks ain't afraid 
of an. old man and two young men." · 

"Nothing on two legs has scared us 
yet," idly replied Tisk, his attention now 
turned to Sam, who had not dismounted. 

Sam was curiously observing the odd 
company on the grass. It was obvious 
that he had observed nothing in the 
portly leader to hold his attention. Per
hapsTisk was quick to notice this indiffer
ence and resented it. His high voice sud
denly demanded: 

"\Vhere's your manners, young stuck
up? Off that hoss and make your bow!" 

Strong's face reddened. The man in 
buckskin was silently opening his mouth 

as if greatly amused. Sam decided he 
disliked Drick and his companions. From 
the first glimpse he had resented the fat 
man's appearance. It reminded him of 
grotesque pictures in his school books 
back East. He resented Tisk's insolence. 
The atmosphere of the place depressed 
him. He hesitated for a moment, then 
swung from the saddle and advanced and 
said-

" My name is Strong." 
"But not strong enough for Army 

work and the chance of being snowed up 
in the mountains this winter!" shrilly 
commented Tisk. 

His followers hoarsely laughed in appre
ciation. Tisk waited until they were 
quiet, then slowly passed his gaze over 
the three standing before him, and con-
tinued: 

· 

"You three strangers come here without 
being asked. May be you'll fit in; maybe 
you won't. But now you're here, here 
you stay. Drick, take their bosses." 

Freedom rested a hand heavily on 
Hancey's shoulder and amiably declared: 

"Stay? Of course we'll stay. We 
come on purpose to stay and are mighty 
glad to find such welcome company. It's 
neighborly of you to care for our horses. 
We're keen to get better acquainted. with 
those men taking life so soft and easy." 

Tisk studied. him suspiciously and in
quired-

"Come from Kansas?" 
"If I did I'm never going back," 

shortly replied Freedom. "We've ridden 
fat and hard to get up here where it's 
kind of lonesome. Let it go at that." 

Tisk pursed. his thick lips and, with an 
approving nod, said: 

''That's fair enough for now. If you're 
deserters you'll find one or two of your 
kind. If you're wanted by the law you'll 
find all of us in the same fix. I'm more 
open than you are. But we'll let that go 
for now. Meet the boys." 

W!'Eo�t ��� s���i: if
T�k

lea7t�� 
newcomers to the grinning group. He 
took but a few steps, however, before he 
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had spun around on his heel with mar
velous quickness and blocked Hancey's 
advance. Lifting his eyes he slowly 
remarked: 

"No one but a young feller who thinks 
he's a simon pure bad man totes two 
heavy guns. I do believe they look better 
than mine." He darted out his hands to 
appropriate the weapons. 

So quickly that none saw it done, 
Hancey's ann knocked the groping hands 
down and, at the same time, he pulled a 
Colt and smartly pressed the muzzle 
against Tisk's stomach. Not a man 
moved. Dric� opened his mouth and 
forgot to close it. Blackie's small eyes 
glittered and he held his breath. 

Hancey explained: 
"The guns are better than yours, so I 

won't swap. And I am a bad man, a 
regular hellion. You're not insisting on 
swapping shooting irons?" 

Instead of attempting to back away 
Tisk leaned heavily against the muzzle 
of the .SS, his dull eyes never leaving the 
thin, hard face. After a dramatic pause, 
which seemed an age to Strong, the shrill 
voice was replying: 

"No, not now. You've got spirit, 
young feller. But I wish you was a trifle 
older. You flare up mighty pert, but I 
can't tell just how much gumption you've 
got. I( you can shoot as quick and 
straight as you can draw, you might do. 
Yet there's something else beside quick 
gunwork. Plains are full of quick gun
slingers. What I'm looking for is a man 
that can shoot and still keep his head. 
I've got a man now. Good man as far 
as he goes. But Feley won't ever get 
beyond rough work. He don't do any 
thinking." 

"Feley? Hod Feley!" muttered Hancey. 
"Then you know him? S'pose you put 

up your iron. When I want it and 
t'other one, you'll give them over, handles 
first." 

Hancey replaced his gun, but kept 
his thumbs hooked into the waist of his 
trousers. Tisk slowly backed away and 
asked-

''Wbere'd you know Feley?" 

"Back on the river. He probably 
wouldn't remember me." 

"You don't claim him as a friend?" 
"Hardly know him Well enough to call 

him that. He went with men older'n me. 
But I've seen him and I've heard much 
about him. Being from the river, I'm 
sort of curious to meet him." 

"He'll be in any time now," remarked 
Tisk. 

Then he whistled a bit of a tune and 
turned his head aside and seemed to 
be weighing some problem. His men 
watched him eagerly. Finally he an
nounced: 

"I tum up my cards. Feley's my right 
hand man, but he can't use his head. 
Best I've managed to get, but good only 
for rough work. If you was a trifle older, 
you'd fit in prime, I think. In my busi
ness I don't need rip roaring, snorting 
fellers, but just one man who can think 
for himself, when I ain't at his elbow to 
think for him." 

"I don't know how much of a thinker 
you need, but my friends will tell you my 
wits are pretty keen," affably assured 
Hancey. 

"Now maybe that's so," mused Tisk. 
"You might do right now. I'd have to 
try you on something not very important 
at first. And still, there's Feley. He's 
notional. He might make trouble." 

He darted a quick glance at Dancey's 
dark face. 

"I don't just understand." 
"Then your head ain't working. 

spoke plain enough. Feley might feel 
he's being put down, if I decided you're 
fit to act as my right hand man. Not 
being a friend of yours, he'd be pretty 
sure to make trouble." 

"I'm sure my head's better than 
Feley's," insisted Hancey. "If.he's sensi
tive and wants a fight, I'll be waiting. 
If he wins, it'll show he's a better man 
than I am and the man for the job he 
now holds. I'll be waiting for him." He 
swept a belligerent glance over the 
sprawling group of interested spectators 
and slowly added, "Of course, that goes 
for any other sensitive man here." 
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"Gently, quietly, George," murmured 
Freedom, patting his shoulder. 

The men on the. grass glared challenges. 
Tisk's thick lips twitched a bit and his 
voice was unusually shrill and piercing as 
he said: ' 

''That ain't the talk to make up here on 
the South Loup, young feller. You don't 
show any headwork when you offer to 
bite off more'n you can chaw. Chances 
are I'll have to cut your throat, if I don't 
think I'm beginning to take a shine to 
you. However, we'll have to see how 
much is talk, and how much is fighting 
spirit." 

Hancey laughed derisively and assured: 
"You'll find I can do something besides 

talk. I'm good, and I know it." 
Strong had never heard his friend 

indulge in braggadocio before, and he 
eyed him in amazement. For fully a 
minute Tisk stared at the boaster, then 
he slowly remarked : 

"No great harm in a young feller think
ing well of hisself-if he don't overdo it. 
Get acquainted with the boys. Names 
don't count up here. And you, boys, 
you've heard enough to know these stran� 
gers want to take on with us. I'll decide 
later if they fit in." To Hanooy he said, 
"You three can bunk in the middle house. 
We all eat at this one." 

He turned away and walked toward his 
own house, leaving the three to face the 
sullen group on the grass. Hancey ad� 
vanced and dropped on the grass and 
bluntly inquired-

"When's this Feley man coming in?" 
Drick's big mouth opened in a noiseless 

laugh. Blackie scowled and advised: 
"Remember this, younker-the boss is 

the only one in this outfit that answers 
those kind of questions. You ain't getting 
nervous about Hod Feley's coming?" 

"Not nervous," quietly replied Han� 
cey. "Perhaps a bit anxious that he may 
not return. That's all." 

Before Blackie could comment on this, 
the yellow faced man exclaimed

"What's the old cuss up to?" 
Bird of Freedom had remained standing 

apart from the group. Now he had pro-

duced and was examining the plat of lost 
Thcnnopylre. 

Strong spoke up, explaining : 
"He bought town lots up here some

where's. He thinks this is the place." 
The men heard this with great amaze

ment. Then came uproarious laughter. 
Tisk, on the way to his cabin, wheeled 
about but, detecting no signs of violence, 
he did not return. When the men re
covered from their amusement Manners 
cried-

"Hope he won't be hard hearted and 
drive us from our happy homes." 

This caused more laughter. Freedom 
gave no heed, but continued to compare 
his plat with the little bend in the river. 
To his friends he called out: 

"No question about this being the 
place. Bend seems to fit in. But they 
lied about the steamboats and the county 
buildings." 

The outcasts fairly writhed in mirth. 
Jo added to their delight by telling 
Freedom : 

"The steamboats are hid in our cabin. 
The county buildings are buried under 
the boss' house." 

H ��Y;1:��f;cros:�ed�;:!: 
standing, fearing that the mirthful mood 
might be followed by rough play. After 
the laughter had died down, the men 
renewed their somber examination of the 
two young men. 

Suddenly Jo reached forward and 
grabbed Strong by the ankle and yelled

"Squat, damn you!" 
The violent tug upset Strong, who 

landed heavily, in a sitting posture. As 
he struck the ground, his free foot kicked 
out and caught the joker under the jaw 
and sent him on his back. With a scream 
of rage Jo yanked a Bowie knife from his 
belt and came up on his knees. Strong, 
resting on his elbows, stared at the en
raged man, but made no move to defend 
himself. 

Hancey's reaction was almost instanta
neous. He came up on his knees, one 
hand hovering over his gUIUJ, his wild gaze 
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fixed on the ruffian's face. The latter, to use his head, and then to kick him in 
holding the knife for a deadly thrust, held the face for doing it." 
his pose for a few seconds. Then he Tisk mopped his brow and did no1 
slowly slumped back, and replaced the speak for half a minute. His men tense-
knife, and hoarsely muttered- Jy waited. In a scarcely audible voice 

.. Why can't the fool take a joke?" the leader told Hanccy: 
His mates jeered at him. Hancey re- ''See here, young feller, you're hurting 

!axed and said: yourself by such brash talk. I've been 
"He did. He'll laugh his head ofT every thinking you might do for my right hand 

time he thinks of it. The three of us are man . Now I'm wondering if you ain't 
full of fun." too pert to have around." 

"No rough fooling, boys," gently cau- Hancey appeared to be weighing the 
tioned Frredom, still busy with the plat. warning very carefully. Finally ho re-

The men became quiet, but not because plied: 
of Freedom's amiable warning. Tisk was "Tisk, try and get me right. I'm not 
coming on a bouncing run. Hancey pert with any man I tie to. I'm loyal to 
heard his sharp breathing behind him and the man I stand beside. If I wasn't ready 
turned to watch him. Panting with rage to pull a gun and save my friend from 
rather than from exertion Tisk waddled being murdered I wouldn't be ready to 
inside the circle and stood with his back back you if I took on wit� your outfit. 
to Hancey and stared down at the bully. My friends will tell you I can be counted 

Then he complained: on. And get this right: 
"Damn you, Jo ! What do you mean by "You're boss of this outfit. I'd be crazy 

starting something you can't finish? to bring a fight to you, or any of your 
What kind of a man is that for Ben Tisk men. But I've been through quite a bit 
to have behind him, and thinking he can of trouble. I don't care much whether I 
count on for help in a pinch?" live or die. There have been times when 

Jo made no reply but stared up into the' I wished myself dead. Meeting you up 
puffy face. Nor did he attempt to dodge, here is an accident. But we've met. I'll 
as the leader slowly drew back his foot treat you and your men politely, if you 
and kicked him. He fell over with a treat me and my friends decently. If it 
groan and clapped his hands to his mouth goes the other way I'll get myself killed 
and the blood trickled through his fingers. trying to see how many I can take 
His companions stared blankly, but with me." 
showed no resentment. Strong was sick- He paused and Tisk asked-
coed by the gross brutality. Bird of Free- · "Anything more?" 
dom had observed the assault over the "Only this. Strong hasn't had tho 
top of his outspread plat, and his youthful schooling I've had, but he'll learn fast. 
blue eyes blazed as he watched the leader. Once he's learned, he'll be a better fight· 

Tisk wheeled about and looked down at ing man than I'll ever be. This is hii 
Hancey and asked- • first taste of this kind of life. Once he 

"What do you think of that, young gets used to it, it'll be easier to scare me 
feller?" than 'to scare him. If you folks want us 

"You've got them well trained, Cap'n. to move on, we'll do that. There's plenty 
But my friend kicked him first." of room up here. If you want us to stay, 

''And would 'a' got his throat cut, if there must be no more bad treatment
the poor fool hadn't been afraid of your or, better still, my two friends can go and 
guns." I'll stay and won't ask any favors." 

"Jo used his head in being afraid of my Before Tisk could reply, Freedom was 
guns," growled Hancey, "for he surely loudly announcing: 
Wll.B a dead man the second he tried to use "l'm staying, no matter who goes. 1 
that knife. No sense in asking !!'- man own the land on this little bend. _ I've 
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been hunting all over the Territory for it. 
I've found it and I'm staying." 

Tisk stared at him blankly and ex
claimed: 

"A damned speculator! We'll find 
them ahead of us and staking out comer 
lots in hell! Within an inch of death, 
he'll only think of land. Old man, no 
one owns land up here but Ben Tisk. 
After he's through with it, any one's 
welcome." 

But Freedom was not to be intimidated. 
He stoutly retorted: 

"This is my land. I quit Johnston's 
Army to find it. If I'm killed, it will 
belong to my grandniece. I've paid for 
it and I'll hold it. So far as you and your 
men squatting here I don't object. The 
improvements you've made entitle you 
to that. But just keep this bee buzzing 
in your bonnet-killing me won't take 
this land away from the Freedom family." 

His vehemence and earnestness caused 
the leader's dull eyes to blink rapidly, and 
the thick lips twitched convulsively. 
Hancey looked for an explosion and was 
ready to go for his two guns, and then 
discovered that Tisk was trying to 
smother a laugh of genuine amusement. 
His men detected the unusual mood and 
grinned broadly. 

"All right, old man,'' he finally said. 
"We'll call it your land if it makes you 
feel better. I'm allowing that, as you 
seem to have fighting guts. Claim all the 
Territory so far as we care, but you must 
stay here to hold it." 

TISK was turning away, but Freedom 
followed him, his face beaming with 

an amiable expression. He detained Tisk 
by genially asking-

" Who owns those critters above your 
cabin?" And he pointed to twenty mules 
picketed west of Tisk's house. 

"They don't go with the land and the 
improvements,'' ironically assured Tisk. 
"Please don't file a claim on 'em." 

"I'll buy them,'' promptly offered Free
dom. ''They're no good to you, unless 
you risk taking them to the settlements. 
I'll give you twenty dollars apiece for 

them, and no questions asked." 
The entire gathering of outcasts stared 

at him wolfishly. Tisk softly asked
"You can pay on the nail?" 
"Cash on the spot. Twenty dollars a 

head. No more," was the prompt reply. 
"The mules are yours. Fork over the 

four hundred dollars." 
Drick's big mouth yawned in an ecstasy 

of delight, as Freedom produced a huge 
roll of the defunct Omaha Bank's money 
and counted out the purchase price into 
Tisk's pudgy hand. Tisk's hand closed, 
but the dull gaze followed the wildcat 
currency Freedom was stuffing back in 
his pocket. The men waited eagerly. 
Tisk disappointed them. With a little 
sigh he said-

"Maybe we can trade some more." 
With that he took his departure up the 

river bank. Drick turned his head to 
concee.l his mirth. The others exchanged 
quick glances. They had hoped to see the 
old man robbed on the spot. Now they 
were reconciled to bide their time. For 
each was positive the money would pass 
to the band within a very short time. 
Blackie rem.arked-

"Mebbe you'd like to buy some jewelry, 
old man." 

Drick promptly warned: 
"Boss will want to do all the trading, 

Black.ie. He won't like you trying to 
cut in." 

"Damn you, Drick! Trying to make 
trouble atween me and the boss," hissed 
Blackie. "Some day you'll try that for 
the last time. If he buys jewelry, or 
course, he'll buy of the boss." 

"Boss won't like any rowing," warned 
Manners. 

"I don't buy no jewelry of anybody," 
spoke up Freedom. "I buy only what I 
can tum into money. No one to sell 
jewelry to out here; so you folks needn't 
argue. If you boys are ready, we'll go to 
our cabin." 

Hancey came to his feet and said: 
"We'll take our belongings. Drick, 

you took our horses somewhere. We 
want our blanket rolls. Will you kindly 
fetch them to the house?'_' 
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Drick stared at him malevolently and 
replied-

"Take me for a slave? .. 
"You took our blankets along with the 

horses. Show us where they are, or bring 
them to the cabin." 

He made no offer·to lead them to the 
horse hovel and Hancey led the way to 
the middle house. Strong told him

"He won't fetch them, George." 
"He'll fetch them," shortly replied 

Hnncey. "You two listen. This is a very 
bad mess. Ir we allow any of these brutes 
to put upon us it will be worse. Freedom 
may have found his lost town. The three 
of us surely have found lots of trouble. 
If we weaken and let them bully us, it 
will be worse." 

"I had that in mind when I was claim
ing the land," mildly put in Freedom. 

Hancey nodded and continued: 
"I'm the only one who's repaid for this 

trip. I stand a chance at last of facing 
Hod Felcy. Now I want you two to take 
your horses and ride for it tonight. If 
necessary, I'll hold Tisk a hostage at the 
point of a gun Until you get away." 

"And then get yourself killed!" said 
Strong. "I'll never go and leave you 
alone." 

"I feel lucky. There's proof.'' 
He turned his head and glanced back. 

The lanky figure of Drick was following 
them, and he was carrying their blanket 
rolls. 

They halted in front of the cabin and 
suspended talk, as Drick rapidly ap
proached. He was laughing silently, as 
he carne up and dropped the blankets on 
the ground. Freedom rernarked-

''Tickled to think what's going to 
happen to us, eh?" 

"I ain't saying a word, mister," Drick 
answered, grinning more widely, "but it 
ain't often folks come here without being 
asked." 

"We go where we want to without 
asking," said Hancey. 

"There's always a place where a man 
makes his last stay in," reminded Drick. 

"You're talking smart. Maybe Tisk 
won't like it," said Freedom. 

The loose lips formed a straight line. 
The fellow's eyes betrayed fear. 

"Don't say nothing to the boss. He 
has ways that's disturbing, and I ain't 
lost any trouble." 

"Don't try any games and you'll live 
longer," advised Freedom. 

He hurried back toward the cookhouse. 
After he was out of hearing, Freedom 
began pleading: 

"Now, listen to an old man, George. 
I'm supposed to be wise. No one can 
figlit this outfit and get away with his 
hide. You tickled that fat man's fancy 
a bit, yet he'd just as lief cut your throat 
as to take a chew of tobacco. You've 
set the whole gang against you by your 
uppish ways. Every one of them is 
hankering to sink a knife into your back. 
I claimed my lots so's to make them think 
I'm set on staying here. I bought the 
mules for the same reason. 

"They won't expect me to ride away 
and leave the mules. Of course, the lots 
are mine. Saw that at a glance. But 
I'd never fussed with the plat, and talked 
so big and wide and bought them stolen 
mules, if it wa'n't to make them think I 
was set on staying. But Sam has the 
right of it. The three of us must dig out 
tonight." 

"I'm mighty sorry you two are along," 
sighed Hancey. "If it was anything less 
than catching up with my poor dad's 
murderer, I'd go with you in a second. 
But you two shall ride. After supper 
you can say you're riding down the river 
to look up more lots. Then you keep on 
riding." 

"Of course, I'm staying till we all go," 
announced Sam. "What I've seen and 
heard makes me feel sick to the stomach. 
But after I've been abused some more, 
I'll probably get mad and get over it." 

"You talk like two idiots," said Free
dom savagely. "I can't .ride away alone, 
or ride with just one of you. What would 
I tell Ruth and Nancy? I knew these 
rascals hadn't any news from the river. 
They don't know · the banks are busted 
and the money's no good. That's why I 
showed the money. Unless we all clear 



HUGH PENDEXTER 

out tonight I've only stirred up more 
trouble by buying the mules." 

"I can't go," insisted Hancey. "I've 
vowed at my dad's grave to get Feley and 
the other man if it's humanly possible. 
Now I've found his hiding place. I'll 
have to shoot it out with him. It's some
thing I must do. But you two have 
nothing to do with it. Ride!" 

Freedomcombed hisloilgfingersthrough 
his beard, rubbed his bald head and finally 
grumbled: 

"I begin to feel my dander rising. Why 
should six or seven" scum cause us any 
great trouble? That Tisk harps on using 
your head. I'm going to use mine. I've 
got a glimmer of a notion right now. It 
ought to reduce the odds against us. I 
remember when I was a little boy in 
Eastern Tennessee that a parcel of the 
town boys all wanted to lick me. I used 
my head. Each claimed the first chance. 
I said let them prove who was the best in 
a fight. And they fought it out till one 
boy was left, the best fighter of the lot. 
He'd used up so much strength proving 
he was best that I gave him the worst 
dressing down he ever had." 

"I don't quite get the idea," puzzled 
Hancey. 

George looked blank. 
"It's simple. We ought to reduce the 

odds by turning them against each other. 
That's where my new notion comes in. 
We'll all stay, and I'll take my mules 
when I quit and sell them for four hun
dred dollars." 

T:!!. p��cdbee� u::n::�e 
li:�: 

and was clean. Six rude bunks evidenced 
a larger membership at some time. Han
cey and Strong arranged the bunks. When 
they finished they found Freedom out
doors busily whittling claim stakes from 
pieces of a cedar log. He was using a big 
Bowie knife. Neither had seen it before 
and Strong asked-

"Where and when did you find that 
blade, Freedom?" 

"Had it all along. Hanging in a sheath 
between my old shoulders. And I can 

use it, if I have to, besides for whittling." 
George set to and helped with shaping 

the stakes. Hancey withdrew and som
berly reviewed the situation. Ever since 
his' father's death he had been driven on 
by one mania-to find his father's slayers 
and kill them. His ferocious rage and 
long brooding had hardened him. He 
counted no risk too great, could it lead 
him to the assassins. He had schooled 
himself for such a meeting and had per
fected himself in the use of weapons. 
That he might be killed in the encounter 
affected his determination not at all. 

At the outset of the trip from Omaha 
he had candidly reminded his companions 
that his only purpose in journeying up the 
north side of the Platte was to verify a 
rumor he had heard in 0toe City, This 
was a bit of riverside gossip about a com
munity of rough characters living on the 
South Loup. He had come to the Loup on 
the chance some fugitives from the river 
towns were there and, on the further 
chance, that Feley might be among them. 
Now for the first time during his long 
quest he regretted that he had not waited 
until he could hav.e investigated alone. 
At Brady's Island Sam had tried to hold 
him back from riding north. When in 
tum he had urged Sam to leave him and 
journey home his answer had been-

''Shucks!" 
Now he was wishing he had gone down 

the river, at least as far as Fort Kearny. 
It was in vain that he endeavored to quiet 
his troubled mind by remembering that 
Freedom had planned from the first to 
visit the Loup. He walked to where the 
two were finishing the claim stakes and 
told them: 

"I'm going down to the cookhouse to 
get better acquainted. I want to go alone. 
If I can learn where Feley is likely to be 
found all of us will pull out tonight, or 
tomorrow. It doesn't matter where I 
find him, so long as I do find him." 

Whistling a lively tune he took to the 
river path. }?rom the house upstream 
Tisk's shrill voice called after him

"Where you think you're going, young 
fire?" 
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"Cookhouse. Feel neighborly." 
"Don't you get into any rumpus with 

the boys. It won't do. If they bother 
you, you tell me. I'm the only one to 
teach manners up here." 

Hanccy waved his hand and kept going, 
his thumbs hooked into the top of his 
trousers. 

Two men were cooking supper inside 
the house. The others were enjoying the 
sunlight on the grass before the door. 
The lazy talk halted, as Hancey came up. 
They eyed him coldly until Manners of 
the yellow face drawled-

" Just how much money is the old man 
toting around with him?" 

"Just the amount he'll take away with 
him, unless he buys some more mules. 
Don't any of you boys get foolish about 
that money. He can tote it to hell and 
back and never singe a bill." 

"Erwhuh? Takes a good man to do 
that," remarked Drick. 

Blackie reached forward to take one of 
Hancey's guns. Instantly his wrist was 
caught between two hands and, as Hancef 
began exerting a twisting pressure in 
opposite directions, he asked-

" Just where shall I break it?" 
With much eagerness Drick waited, 

hoping to hear a bone crack. Manners, 
with a low laugh, observed-

"He's just chuckful of playfulness, 
Blackie." 

"Close your yap, yaller face," savagely 
advi'led Blackie, snatching his hand back, 
as Hancey released his double grip. Then 
to Hancey he grimly said: . 

"You'll get your mother's son into 
lasting trouble some day. I was only 
wanting to see how many notches you're 
wearing on your guns. We don't know 
whether you're a onery killer, or a hum
dinger of a killer." 

With the exception of Drick, who was 
disappointed, the men laughed loudly and 
Blackie lost some of his anger. Hancey 
laughed good naturedly. :Manners urged-

" Just show the boys how quick you can 
draw, young feller." 

"You boys are having some fun with :e. It's all right, if you don't wade 

in over your ankles. Which of you came 
here with Feley?" 

"You must be a sheriff man from the 
river," mocked Gorling. 

"No shCriff looks handsome to me," 
assured Hancey. 

Jo, his lips split and swollen from Tisk's 
kick, huskily requested-

"Tell your friend I still owe him for 
this face." 

"Don't try to pay him till he's had a 
little practise. He has sand enough, but 
he needs a bit of polishing. I'm sort of 
playing his hand till he gets used to the 
cards. Where'd Feley go to? When's he 
coming back?" 

"Can't make me believe this feller ain't 
a sheriff man," mocked Garling. 

The others did not find the queries 
humorous, and there was no banter in 
their gaze, as they stared at Hancey. 
Blackie broke the silence by warning : 

"This is the best climate in the world 
for minding your own business. When 
any one wants to ask any questions they 
go to the boss." 

"Of course. But I suppose you're still 
allowed to think, if you keep your thoughts 
to yourself." 

Manners, between a smile and snarl, 
prophesied : 

''Times are going to pick up along this 
stretch of the Loup, boys. I can smell 
some rare man taming coming." 

"And here comes grandpap with a 
bundle of sticks!'' cried Drick. 

The old man, accompanied by Strong, 
approached at a businesslike gait and 
halted near the group. Without giving 
any heed to the curious onlookers, he pro
duced his plat and studied it closely. The 
men were amused. Driek murmured-

"Hope he ain't going to make the boss 
move off his land." 

Ignoring this and other sallies. Freedom 
drove a cedar stake into the groWld and 
proceeded to pace off a long line parallel 
with the river. Halting, he drove a 
second stake. 

Blackie asked Hancey-
"Just what is the old fool up to?" 
"My friend is staking off the lots 
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he owns along the river at this bend." 
Strong ran and stood by the second 

stake, while Freedom measured the dis· 
tance to the river. The men continued 
jeering him, but he gave them no heed. 
Counting his paces, he moved up the bank 
until opposite the first stake, where 
Strong had returned and was waiting. 
He walked toward Strong, counting each 
stride under his breath. As he came by 
the men, Manners fell in beside him and 
caused a roar of laughter by his mimicry. 
Encouraged by this approval, he kept by 
the old man's side till they reached the 
stake, which he promptly pulled up and 
pr.etended to examine with great interest. 

Waving the stake, he called to his 
mates: 

�Damn' if the young war chief ain't 
right! Staking off th:is land. He's made a 
writing on it." And again he brandished 
t\J.e stake. 

"He'll drive us all away from our happy 
home!" cried Blackie in mock terror. 

Manners laughed loudly and fanned the 
end of Freedom's beard with the end of 
the stake. Freedom's hand went up over 
his shoulder, moving slowly. �fanners 
held his arms before his face, pretending 
that he feared a blow. But the old man's 
hand came back, filled with the handle of 
hiS Bowie knife. Shooting out his left 
hand he snarled his fingers in Manners' 
long hair and presented the point of the 
knife close to the man's throat and 
growled: 

"Respect property rights, damn you! 
Drive that stake where you found it, or 
I'll bury you in the comer of this lot." 

He roughly shoved Manners into posi· 
tion. With oaths, Blackie and Gorling 
jumped to their feet and started to inter· 
fere, but found Hancey blocking their 
path, his thumbs hooked into his trousers 
and his white teeth grinding together, 
although his lips were parted in a smile. 
Strong gained Hancey's side, holding his 
.Sl pocket revolver in both hands. Pre
senting the weapon close to Blackie's 
face, he inquired: 

"Don't you think it needs a drop of 
oil? · And have you any?" 

No further move was made to relieve 
Manners from his embarrassment. Under 
Freedom's terse insistence he stamped 
the stake home with his heavy lx>ot. 

"Well, why don't you three line these 
tame dogs up and rob them?" shrilly 
inquired Ben Tisk, as he came to a halt 
a few yards from the group." 

CHAPTER VI 
HIC JACET 

T�iS��::n� s�t. :o�� �7\�� 
tempt blistered and, when he had 
finished, they would have rushed upon 
the three neweomers, had he not stayed 
them with an uplifted, pudgy hand 
and capped his tongue lashing with the 
warning: 

"Don't play boss with these fellers any 
more. You may be taking orders from 
young hellfire here the next thing you 
know. Now dish up the grub." 

lfo and Gorling brought a big kettle of 
deer meat from the house, as all preferred 
dining in the declining sunlight. Odds 
and ends of other provisions, suggestive 
of looted government wagons or emigrant 
trains, were spread on the grass. A jug 
of whisky was produced, but Tisk drank 
tea. Freedom drank the liquor from a 
tin 9ipper and caused Strong and Hancey 
to exchange worried glances bocause of 
the size of the drams. Tisk noticed the 
old man's thirst, and his bulbous lips 
writhed in a little smile. Hancey drank 
as one used to it, but the effect was to 
make him silent and somber. Tisk 
watched him closely and, after finishing 
his fifth dish of tea, rernarked-

"Liquor makes you feel like a killer, 
young feller." 

"I don't think so," quietly replied 
Hancey. "Just steadies my nerve a bit." 

Freedom climbed to his feet, dipper in 
hand, and loudly announced: 

"I'm going to drink to the prosperity 
of the coming capital of this Territory! 
To Thermopyhe! I see this noble stream 
crowded with steamboats, bringing to us 
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the commerce of the East and receiving 
from us the gold and furs of the West. 
Once the South Loup is well dredged, 
we'll have all water communication with 
Plattsmouth-and Omaha will die of 
dry rot." 

Shouts of laughter greeted the toast. 
Blackie cried-
"Have to pour a few more pails of 

water in the Platte, or have boats that 
don't draw more'n three inches." 

Freedom paused, the dipper to his lips, 
n.nd glared down on the mockers. Tisk 
came to his feet with the· resilience of a 
rubber ball and shrilly commanded: 

"Drink, damn you! It's a proper 
toast." 

His dull eyes repeated the command as 
he scanned each face in the group. The 
men stifled their laughter and scrambled 
to their feet. With great gravity they 
swallowed their liquor. 

When Freedom seated himself beside 
Strong the latter whispered-

"You've had enough." 
"Never had enough," mumbled Free

dom, "but Nancy has notions that keep 
my rum rations mighty short." Raising 
his voice he continued, "I drink to keep 
off fever 'n' ager. Used to be terribly 
shuck up. Shuck the roof off the house 
once. Shuck my boots off. Glad the girl 
ain't here to squelch me. Nowadays 
young folks don't know their place." 

Strong was worried. Hancey's thin 
face grew more reckless, as he watched 
the outcasts, as if waiting for an excuse 
to quarrel. Tisk was quick to suspect 
the mood and frowned a warning that 
was instantly understood. His !!J.en drank 
more sparingly and were inclined to 
watch Hancey's hands. Suddenly Tisk 
announced-

"Now we've eaten and drank, and it's 
time to tum in." 

"No law against any one setting up as 
late as he wants to, is there?" inquired 
Hancey. 

"Not a bit, young squirt. Stay up all 
night if you want to, and if you don't 
spoil the men's sleep. But I'm turning 
in. I reckon the boys feel the same way.'' 

"Never was so sleepy in my life," de
clared Drick with a wide yawn 

Hancey laughed, but none g3.ve h1m 
any heed. Tisk's eyes had given the 
command to retire. As one the men rose, 
as if in haste to reach their blankets, 
although the sun had yet to lose its bal
ance on the western skyline. Strong 
caught Tisk's eye and motioned for the 
jug to be removed. Tisk waited until the 
men were in the cooKhouse; then he rose 
and announced: 

''Going to my cabin. You fellers better 
go to yours. Take the jug along with 
you." And with never a backward glance 
he walked up the path. 

Hancey stared after him malevolently 
and muttered: 

-

"Why didn't some of them fetch a 
fight? If they'd come in the open I'd 
cleaned up the whole gang." 

Freedom briskly rose and pic�ed up 
the jug and announced-

"We'll wind up the evening at the 
shack. Come along, George.'' 

Without waiting for Hancey to remon
strate, the old man started up the bank, 
singing an ancient song in a quavering 
voice. His companions trailed after him. 
Hancey showed no effect of the liquor, 
unless it was hi� deadly vicious mood. 
Strong had never seen him like that and 
was greatly troubled. He feared a violent 
outburst, when he warned him against 
drinking more. To his great relief Hancey 
did not take offense but playfully pushed 
his hat over his eyes and told him he was 
a milk and water child. 

Freedom was waiting for them in the 
cabin and once they passed through the 
door he told them-

"No more drinking." 
"What the hell! You're worse off than 

I am !" insisted Hancey. 
"Just so much crick water to me," 

quietly assured Freedom. "I was just 
fooling at the cookhouse. I wanted them 
to think I was half b'iled. Tisk had them 
set out the jug, so he could see how we 
acted up after a few snorts. Just ex peri� 
menting with us. He thinks it makes me 
foolish. He knows Sam don't care for it. 
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He learned it makes you ache to I,ISC a gun. 
And if a fight had started, the three of 
u.s would be dead by this time. or 
course, we'd taken two or three with us. 
But they'd be poor company. Tisk didn't 
want it to come to that, so he broke up 
the sitting." 

As he finished, he picked up a pail of 
water and poured it over Hancey's head. 

"What the hell!" spluttered Hancey. 
"I'm sober. I didn't need that." 

"Keep still, fire eater," sternly com
manded Freedom. "If you're sober, 
you'll keep shut, even if I toss you into 
the Loup. Ir you're drunk, you'll make 
a fool of yourself. There! You oughter 
be wet and uncomfortable enough to 
forget gunplay lor a bit. Now I'm going 
to sing a song, so they won't think we're 
sobering off." 

He stood in the doorway and in a 
raucous voice roared several verses of a 
riYcr song that Manuel Lisa's men had 
sung nearly two score years before. And as 
he sang, he emptied thejugoutside the door. 

Hancey shortly announced: 
"I'm going to sleep. 'Von't dry out for 

a week." 
Freedom turned back from the door 

and rapidly said: 
"Your head's clear enough now, George. 

Remember this, Tisk never does anything 
without a purpose. Now he believes he 
has sized us up sober and half b'iled. 
That is, George and me. We're in a 
tough corner. There's just one way out 
that I can see. Bust up the gang by 
turning them against each other. Sam, 
let out a few general hoots!" 

Strong yelled and Freedom beat a stick 
against an iron kettle. The old man con
tinued: 

"Have to do that every once in a while 
to make them think we're up and roaring. 
After it gits dark, I'm going to slip out 
and nose around a trifle. While I'm gone 
you fellers make a noise. Dance a bit; 
throw the kettle around." 

It was dull work, simulating drunken
ness, while waiting for night to cover thtl 
tableland. Finally Freedom kicked off 
his boots and whispered: 

"Now I'm going. Don't one of you 
budge from this shack. Keep up a racket 
by spells. They'll think it's me and 
George." 

The inside of the cabin was dark. The 
doonvay was faintly outlined. Hancey 
yelled a mover's song and George beat the 
kettle. Freedom, on all fours, slid over 
the threshold and squirmed to one side 
against the logs. 

"What's he up to?" whispered Strong. 
"I don't know. Seems crazy," growled 

Hancey. "My head aches and I'm soaked 
to the skin. I· want to tum in. Damn 
the rum!" 

"We'll have to keep going till be comes 
back. Time to give them some more." 

For twenty or thirty minutes they made 
the night hideous at intervals. They 
were greatly startled, when Freedom's 
voice at the doorv.·ay bawled forth a 
border song. Hanccy repeated his desire 
to tum in, but Freedom insisted that the 
serenade must be continued for awhile 
longer. Under his direction the intervals 
were longer as the evening advanced and 
at last he was satisfied and announced 
that they would retire. He and Hanccy 
dropped asleep almost at once. Strong 
was nervous and remained awake, think
ing he heard prowlers. Finally he slept, 
and the sun was shining through the 
small cast window when he opened his 
eyes. 

F!����l :�s
w:�e;,

nd J::��n�:�i� 
from his blankets and proved to be in a 
contrite frame of mind. He voluntarily 
declared he would drink no more when 
danger threatened. He was in the mood 
to condemn himself and yet was quick to 
set up a defense. He explained to George 
how his search for Feley had taken him 
to river resorts, and how in order to be 
welcome there he had had to do as the :��� did. ,However he concluded by 

"But if Tisk can drink tea I can." 
Strong was curious to know the reason 

for Freedom's nocturnal excursion. The 
old man shook his head, saying: 
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"Just a little backfire that may come in 
handy. We're in a bad mess. But if wolf 
tackles wolf, we'll fool them yet. What you 
don't know won't hurt you. Now, here 
comes Tisk and it must be time to eat." 

The leader came down the path as 
Freedom stepped outside. He halted and 
eyed the three men closely and grcetcd
"How you fcllers feeling this morning?" 

Freedom leaped lightly into the air and 
cracked his heels together three times and 
replied: 

"Fit as a fiddle. But if we'd had a 
triAc more whisky we'd be feeling a trifle 
more scrumptious." 

He reached inside the door and pro� 
duced the jug. Tisk's dull, gray eyes 
opened a bit wider and he shrilly askcd

"Don't mean to say the jug's empty?" 
Freedom removed the stopper and in

verted the jug and lamented: 
"Had to give out just as we was feeling 

our best. Breakfast ready? We're hun· 
gry as bears." 

Tisk stared at the jug and at the faces 
of Freedom and Hancey. Neither showed 
the ravages of a debauch. His own face 
was slightly swollen and suggested heavy 
drinking in the privacy of his cabin. He 
shortly remarked: 

"If you two can stand grief as well as 
you can stand Kansas double rectified, 
you can lick old Johnston's Army. Break
fast is ready and, for one, I ain't hungry. 
Your racket kept me awake 'most all 
night." 

"Just a bit of our fun," said Freedom, 
as Tisk walked down the path, carrying 
the jug. 

The three friends trailed after him and 
arrived at the cookhouse, as he was 
handing the jug to Black.ie and com
manding: 

"Don't waste no more liquor on these 
fellers. Might as well pour it on to a 
sandhill." 

"They was certainly whooping it up, 
boss," said Blackie. 

"Dish up the grub; then we'll have a 
business talk." 

The men exchanged quick glances. To 
Freedom and his companions the an-

nouncement sounded ominous. The food 
was brought outdoors. T):le morning was 
perfect, one of the few remaining warm, 
mellow days of the autumn. The men 
ate hurriedly and in silence, their side 
glances betokening an eager anticipation. 

As the few dishes were being cleared 
away, Hancey shifted his position to lean 
against the side of the house. With his 
hat pulled well forward he had the 
appearance of being half asleep. Strong, 
sensing a disagreeable if not tragic climax, 
watched Tisk. Freedom strolled to the 
comer stake near the house and examined 
it, as if suspecting it had been tampered 
with. When he walked back to the 
expectant group Tisk was sitting cross· 
legged, his hands resting on his pudgy 
knees. Freedom noticed that he had 
taken a position that pennitted him to 
face Hancey. When. the old man would 
have seated himself behind the leader he 
was told-

"Git 'round here where I can see you." 
Freedom edged forward into the circle, 

and Tisk began : 
"It's high time we was deciding what� 

to be done with these new men. They 
ain't against US and they ain't for us. We 
must know just how they stand. Old 
man, say something." 

Freedom promptly replied: 
''I own quite a stretch along this bank. 

You're welcome to stay here. You can't 
steal the land, and you don't want it if 
you could." 

Drick laughed silently. Blackie harshly 
cried: , 

"That ain't saying anything. Just 
words. They're either with us or against 
us. Boss, let them pool in what they 
fetched with them, or be looked on as 
outsiders." 

Munnurs of approval endorsed the 
suggestion. Tisk produced a small pocket
knife and whittled a sliver of cedar into a 
toothpick and used in thoughtfully. Then 
he said: 

"What Blackie says goes without say� 
ing, of course. If you fellers want to take 
on with us, you must pool in what you 
fetched with you." · 
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Hancey sleepily called out : 
"I brought a horse. and two guns with 

me. I won't share them with any one; 
but I'll join the gang and follow my 
leader." 

Strong quickly added-
"1 have nothing but a few dollars, my 

gun and my horse." 
Tisk readily conceded: 
"That kind of property's personal. 

Newcomers always keep their outfits. 
But your case is different, old man. You 
claim all this land. You're welcome to it 
after we quit it-and the houses on it. 
But you brought something that's to be 
divided. You've got money in your 
pockets. We've got to have a whack at 
that. It goes into the common pile. 
You'll get more'n that back, after we've 
made two or three hauls. The mules are 
yours. as you paid for them." 

"Mules oughter go in with the money," 
insisted Blackie. 

Tisk's lips twitched, suggesting amuse� 
ment. He shriUy qualified: 

"As there's truth in what Blackie says, 
we'll rule it this way. The old man gets 
his four hundred dollars back after the 
mules have been sold on 'the Platte by 
Feley, or some other trusty man. I'm· 
thinking he thought we didn't know what 
mules are fetching, when we sold them to 
him for t�enty a head. The twenty of 
them are worth four thousand dollars to 
lohnston's Army. Getting his four hun· 
drcd...,back wouldn't turn him any profit, 
�ut he shouldn't have any profit, as he 
didn't help steal the mules." 

"What if I refuse?" asked Freedom. 
"Then you lose the four hundred you 

paid and we keep the mules." 
The men laughed. Even Hancey 

chuckled. Tisk heard him and cast him a 
suspicious glance and warned: 

"Don't you get brash, young feller. 
Don't go thinking up any war game. 
I'm still thinking you're mighty good 
timber to build with; but you'll never be 
quite up to Ben Tisk." 

Hancey grinned but kept silent. Free. 
dom frowned, as if puzzled and said: 
' "I get back what [ paid for the mules 

and share in whatever else we take in? 
Is that what you mean." 

"That's the idea," agreed Tisk. "Now 
fork over the roll of money in your pocket. 
That must go in to be divided, and go in 
now." 

Hancey moved slightly. Tisk cried
" If you make a move for a gun, young 

feller, your two friends die where they're 
squatting." 

To Freedom he hissed
"Hand over that money!" 
Freedom thrCw back his head and 

laughed loudly. The men leaned forward 
and glared at him wolfishly. Tisk's dull 
eyes were almost hidden between the rolls 
of fat. He said-

"Glad it makes you laugh; but hand 
over!'' 

Freedom twisted his fingers in his bee.rd 
and grinned knowingly at Tisk and 
depm.nded: · 

"Mean to tell me you didn't give orders 
for me to be stripped 1 clean last night 
while I was drunk? Mean to tell me you 
didn't have that in mind when you give 
us the jug of liquor?" 

H ����� e�:;:�tr:��v���r�uc�y
h: 

expression. The effect of the question on 
the members of the gang was startling. 
Some exhaled loudly. All stared in amaze
ment at Freedom, then grew suspicious 
as they looked at each other and at Tisk. 
Tisk was nonplused. His thick lips re· 
mained parted, while he stared into Free
dom's face. Before any one could speak, 
Freedom pulh..-d his pockets inside out 
and repeated-

"Mean to say you didn't give orders 
for last night's job?" 

Tisk found his tongue and in a squeal
ing tone demanded-

"You telling me you've been robbed?" 
"Clean as a hound's tooth. Wasn't 

that your reason for feeding us so much 
red liquor-to make us sleep sound?" 

''Stand up! Manners, search him." 
Freedom got on his foot, laughing 

cynically. The yellow faced man rapidly 
and expertly went through his clothes. 
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He produced a few pieces of hard money, 
the well worn plat and a pocketknife. 

"Sit down !" ordered Tisk. "Off with 
those boots, �Ianners." 

But search as thoroughly as he would, 
Manners could find no money. Manners 
turned to his leader and said: 

"Easy answer, boss. One of the young 
fellers is carrying it." 

"Search them!" 
Strong rose and held his revolver above 

his head and invitcd-
"Go ahead with me." 
Tisk nodded. Manners quickly finished 

his task, even to the boots; he reported 
failure. All eyes were turned on Hancey, 
who was laughing quietly. 

Tisk hisscd-
"You won't stand to be searched?" 
"Not having anything to lose, I don't 

refuse," replied Hancey, coming to his 
feet. "But no one must touch my guns. 
Get to work, 1\lanners." 

He stood with his thumbs hooked into 
his trousers, while Manners went through 
his pockets. Without being requested, he 
sei:Lted himself and drew off his boots and 
socks. 

Hanccy and Strong now believed they 
understood Freedom's errand when he 
left them alone in the cabin. Strong's 
features were composed, but his heart 
was racing madly as he speculated on 
what the gang would do next. Hancey 
accepted it as a tremendous joke and 
continued laughing. Freedom combed 
his fingers slowly through his beard and 
turned his benevolent gaze on the men. 
He was quick- to notice the suspicion 
showing in each pair of eyes. 

Beneath Tisk's fa.t mask of a face he 
believed he could detect uneasiness. Dur
ing the brief period in which each man 
furtively eyed his neighbor, Freedom 
added to the rage of each outcust by 
saying: 

"If you, Tisk, didn't order me robbed, 
then some one of your men took the 
reins into his hands last night. I had the 
money on me when I went to the house. 
This morning it was gone. And there 
was nigh to five thousand dollars of it." 

Exclamations of rage and dismay rose 
from the five men. Tisk's face was 
almost purple, as his thick lidded eyes 
bored into each countenance in tum. 
His voice was scarcely audible as he 
directed-

� "Blackie, you and Drick overhaul that 
house and their belongings." 

This selection of two men who heartily 
disliked each other was a bit of the 
lender's natural shrewdness. Tisk was 
worried by the growing conviction that 
one of his band had dared to rob Free
dom. He firmly believed that Freedom 
and Hancey were helpless after they fin
ished the jug of liquor. He turned to 
Strong and abruptly accused-

"But you was sober, young feller." 
"Perfectly sober. But I slept sound. I 

did not 'know the money was gone until 
this morning. I have no idea where it 
went to." 

"I found it was gone the minute I set 
up and shook the ache out of my head," 
broke in Freedom. "My young friends 
was sleeping like babies. When I told 
them what had happened, they was for 
coming to you and asking a showdown. 
But I cautioned them to wait." 

"Why?" snapped Tisk. "Why wait?" 
"I took it for granted I'd been robbed 

at your orders." 
Tisk did not speak for several moments, 

but there was something in his lusterless 
eyes that caused his followers to crouch 
low in awful expectancy. Hancey was 
quick to catch the menace in the fat face, 
and his hands settled on the handles of 
his two guns. With a shake of his round 
shoulders, Tisk regained control of himself 
and in a high, ·wailing voice candidly 
said: 

"Of course I intended for you to turn 
your pile to be divided among us. But 
not in the night-time. We're open and 
above board." 

The men relaxed only to renew their 
tension when Freedom explained: 

"Didn'·t know but what you was work
ing a lone game, so I kept my trap shut 
till you started in telling me to shell out. 
You walked along with us last night and 
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give us some fine liquor. Your house was 
nearest and we was drunk. I didn't 
know but you thought the money would 
be· safer in your keeping and that you 
paid us a little visit-

"If you finish that, I'll kill you!" 
screamed Tisk. . .. 

Freedom rCmained silent, his face pic
turing his bewilderment. He stared help
lessly from the leader to the men. 

"Our boss ain't that kind, old whisk
ers," spoke up Garling. 

His tone was lifeless and he stared at 
the ground as he spoke. Tisk glared at 
the men, and each pair of eyes avoided 
his gaze. He wet his lips and started to 
speak, but changed his mind. The silence 
was becoming nerve wracking, when 
Blackie and Drick trotted down the path. 
It was plain that they had been unsuccess
ful, as there bad been no whoop of dis
covery. 

"Found nothing, of course," muftered 
T:isk. 

"Nothing," answered Drick, "but it's 
mighty queer. Money nevenook wings. 
It's along this stretch of the river." 

"Nigh on to five thousand dollars!" 
groaned Freedom. 

Tisk stood up with the whining note 
in his voice. It seemed to impress his 
men with a sense of impending danger. 

"Some one took that money. Some one 
has hidden it. Some member of this out� 
fit took it, mebbe. If that man will con� 
fess now we'll let it pass. We'll say he 
was drunk and didn't know what he was 
doing." He paused, but his followers 
watched him narrowly, silent; he con� 
tinued, "Then one of these new fellers 
took it and hid it." 

"We'd be likely to rob our friend!" 
indignantly cried Strong. 

Hancey laughed derisively and did not 
take the bother to enter a denial. Free
dom added fuel to the band's greed and 
anger by morosely repeating: 

"There was nigh on to five thousand 
dollars in good, clean money in my clothes 
when I went to sleep. In the morning it 
was gone. Neither of my young friends 

would steal a penny from me. Even if 
they was thieves� they wouldn't do it as 
they know they're always welcome just� 
by asking." 

.. Five thousand is a big pot!" hoarsely 
exclaimed Black.ie. "1 don't like it." 

Tisk fixed his gaze on him and softly 
demanded-

· 

"Think I like it, Blackie�" 
"What I meant was, none of us like it," 

answered Blackie, and his voice was sharp 
for one addressing the chief. 

Hancey jeered: 
"Case of wolf rob wolf, Tisk. You 

waste time smoking up our trees. Some 
one took it, and you can safely bet your 
life against an old blanket, the thief i� 
right in this circle now, and that none of 
us newcomers is the thief." 

Tisk was fighting to subdue his rage. 
His round face filled with creases, then 
swelled out and almost hid his dull eyes. 
His gaze was feral. It rested on the 
laughing face of the young man. It was 
murderously speculative aSI it swept over 
the sullen, suspicious countenances of his 
followers. He knew his supremacy was 
ended if one of his own men had dared to 
play the thief independently of orders. 
He also knew that the pack would fall 
upon him, unless it was proved that he 
had not taken the money for his private 
purse. He wanted to be alme to direct 
his cunning mind to solving the problem. 

"We won't talk about it any more just 
now," he finally announced. ''1 shall find 
the thief, and it'll be better for him he 
never was born. But that money isn't 
lost. It's just stolen. Whether the thief 
is one of the band, or one of these stran� 
gers, he couldn't be gone long enough to 
hide it in a cafion. Right now, it's on thi!! 
tableland. By and by I'll tell you how 
we'll find out who took it and where it's 
hidden. Any man who tries to quit this 
place will name himself as the thief. You 
all keep mighty close till I've finished 
thinking." 

With that he took to the path and 
walked to his cabin, suspecting each of the 
men, and suspected by each, in tum. 



The last fight of an old ex-pugilist 

NIGHT WATCH 
By E DWA R D  L. M c K E N N A  

HE PACED along the string-piece and 
looked casually down at the dark 

water. A nice warm night for once, 
though a little misty. Now if the weather 
would only hold like this through October, 
it wouldn't be so bad. Good steady work 
for the month and next month, and then 
maybe there'd be a job firing a furnace 
through the bitter cold weather, a job 
where he could put a little by and pay the 
good woman in the lodging house the 
seven dollars he owed her. By that 
time, maybe, the luck would come back 
t.o him and he'd hit a long shot when the 
ponies were running at Havre de Grace 
again, and he'd buy himself a new outfit 
for the carnivals. 

You could buy a barrel, with numbers 
on it, and it spun by hand-no current or 
anything. Something new, and he was 
the fellow could make it pay. Ah, then in 
the spring out to Norwich, or Bridgeport, 
and start aU over. 

The springtime. You never knew what 
it was like, till you were getting a bit 
along. Early May, when the men arc 
out fixing , the track up and thcfe's a 
smell of earth and the horses walk alon)! 
stretching their necks and sniffing; ami 
the carnival people arc painting the 
wagons and tinkering with their stufT 
and getting ready to start for Illinois or 
Kentucky. 

Only this time he wouldn't be a fool, 
entirely. It was a fool he'd been all his 
life. Fifty·seven years old, and neither 
chick nor child. He'd never been the 
marrying kind. And the only one he 
ever wanted to marry, wasn't she mar
ried already? 

He'd soon her, eyes blazing up at him 
from the ringside seats, the night he was 
fighting the Michigan Terror. Over at the 
old Sporting Club in Baltimore, and only 
the semi-final at that. And he'd thought 
to hiffiself, "Of course she's like all the 
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rest of them that go to the fights," and 
he'd winked at her between rounds, 
twisting his mustache. Him and his long 
red mustache. It'd give the boys a good 
laugh now, to see a pug with a mustache. 

But she was all right. A bookmaker's 
wife, married to Tommy Heffernan
that was how she came to be there; but 
she was crazy about the fights. Later on 
he met her at the Knights of Columbus 
ball, and after that he was mad about 
her, but it was no use. You could see 
she wasn't that kind. So he tried to for
get about her. 

Then one day he was crossing over the 
bridge in Chicago, and who should be 
coming along but herself? And how her 
eyes lighted up, but then she cast them 
down again, and a burning blush ran over 
her. He laughed and caught her ann. 

"Don't, Michael," she muttered. 
She'd called him Michael. And he 

stood there, in front of her, his hands 
opening and shutting, and a babble of 
foolish words sputtering in his mouth. 
She was looking at him, her eyes all 
blazing again, the way they had that 
first night. 

"Michael-Michael-dear, I couldn't. 
There's the children. And Tom, Tom's as 
stra�ght as a 

..  
string, and I've got to be 

stra1ght . , . 
He'd take her away, and the children, 

too. Plenty of money he had. Take her 
to Paris, to New York, to the old country 
-anywhere. 

Why hadn't he swept her into his arms, 
she that was dying to come into them? 
Wasn't she his? Who was this Heffer
nan? A little !\!,eazened runt, looking like 
a teacher's pet up on his high stool in the 
betting ring! 

"And so-ask you-to promise to go 
away. For your love of me, Michael, 
I'm asking it- Here. Take these. Little 
enough I've used them, but I've had 
them ever since I was a little girl." 

And she had kissed the cross and 
handed them to him. A pair of rosary 
beads. 

Well she knew what to give him. He'd 
taken them and put them in his pocket 

and walked away, without a word, like 
a drunken man, and never knew where he 
was till he found himself in Englewood. 

He'd never seen her again. 

OH, THERE'D been plenty of women 
after her, but that was the only 

time he'd ever been fool enough to go 
after a straight one. Fool enough-no, 
he didn't mean that. 

And just afterward he had hit his 
stride. When the bell would ring, he'd be 
running out of his corner like Fin Mac 
Cool and belting them till they dropped. 
In between times he didn't train much. 
There were only three things that made 
him forget his troubles-and they were 
all bad for a fighter. And there were 
good men in those days; not like the 
divers you've got now. Men that would 
set themselves for your rush and give 
you as good as you sent. If he'd kept 
away from the whisky, it might have 
been different. 

As it was, one year he'd been matched 
to meet the logical contender for the 
championship, and four years after thai 
they were giving Michael a benefit up ir;; 
the old Arena in South Boston. A bene
fit-for him! How did he ever sink that 
low, to take charitv from them? 

Anyhow, he had the decency to go 
away. Out to the wheatfields, with the 
crazy idea that he could come back. 
Come back-with that wild crowd of 
I. W. W.'s for company. They'd hardly 
get paid before somebody'd have a. blan
ket out on the grass and the dice'd be 
rattling, and Michael'd be shoving and 
crowding, waiting for his turn. 

Many's the time, when he lay there 
under the stars with a shock of wheat 
for a pillow and newspapers wrapped 
around him, he'd sworn he'd cut it out. 
Quit the gambling and live sober, and get 
into shape and fight again. Even if he 
couldn't be the champ, he could lick lots 
of them. He'd get a stake and go in the 
grocery business. That was a nice busi
ness, with the rows of little cans and the 
green vegetables, and anybody could run 
a grocery business., 
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Instead, he'd drifted to the carnivals. 
First, as a handy man with a circus, 
where one night he proved 'his handiness 
with a tent--stake so well against the 
merry villagers that they made up their 
minds that he'd make a good Arab<i' The 
next season he had his own little gambling 
game, harmless enough, and profitable, 
and he'd folloWed the street fairs for 
twenty-odd years since. 

It had given him a mild prosperity
plenty to eat, a few flamboyant suits of 
clothes, a dollar or two to gamble on other 
men's games. His red hair and mustache 
had become less flaring, and then white, 
and he found the long jumps a little more 
stiffening 'than they used to be. � 

Then this last summer they'd had that 
fire and he was cleaned out. As best he 
could, 'he made his way to Chicago, 
where he got a job washing dishes. 
They wouldn't let him wait on the tables. 
A dump he wouldn't have eaten at in his 
young days, at that. New York was the 
place. Plenty of work in New York. 

But there wasn't. It had been a rainy 
summer, and his friends at Rockaway and 
Coney Island were all crying about the 
season. He wasn't one to tell a friend of 
his own troubles. 

So, this. The dark water, and the 
mossy jetties and the warehouses behind 
him. The city over there, going to bed. 
Little tugs still puffing up and doW1!, and 
an occasional coal barge. The Fall River 
boat. Trolley cars rattling across the 
bridge. First time he ever crossed that 
bridge was to fight in the Pelican A. C. 
over in Brooklyn. Ah, if Terrible Terry 
ever got one look at these tramps now
adays, he'd laugh so he couldn't hit a lick. 

Getting foggy ,!lOW. The swirling water 
and the salty harbor smell that a lot of 
idiots think is the smell of the �sea. 
Better be getting back now, around the 
warehouse again. 

Good to feel the blackjack slapping 
against his leg. A dirty weapon, fit for a 
thug. But very handy. The silk thie,.es, 
they were always hollering about. Huh! 
A fool he was, entirely, to hock the gun 
and put the money on that dog in the 

third at Aqueduct. Ah, well, you never 
could tell, never could tell. If he'd 
stuck his nose under the wire, now . . 

He pulled a red handkerchief out of his 
coat and blew his nose resoundingly. In 
putting the handkerchief back he touched 
a string of rosary beads and shook his 
wicked old head. Catherine-Gawd be 
good to her wherever she was! It was a 
great name. Kathleen na Houlihan. And 
her step was the step of a queen. Funny 
how the old stories and the old times kept 
going through your head on a job like 
this. It was his grandmother, Lord have 
mercy on her, told him about Kathleen na 
Houlihan. The funny little songs she 
used to sing. "Oh, the wonderful time at 
the party, there was McCarthy, ha-alc 
and hearty" and "Charlie is my darling, 
my darling, my da-arling, the young 
Che-va-lier." 

A queer woman. The second sight, 
they said she had. She had said that 
Michael would be a famous man, and his 
name' d be as well known as Abraham 
Lincoln's or Owen Roe O'Neill's. Well. 
if he'd kept off the liquor that might have 
been so . . .  

While he was pottering around among 
the storehouses, a motor boat was snub
bing its nose against the pier he had just 
left. Four hard faced young men were 
quietly drawing themselves over the edge 
of.lt.he wharf. 

"Ain't nowhcres around." 
"Lucky for him." 
"Ah, poke the gat 1n his face. He'll be 

reasonable." 
Back in the fog heavy footsteps. 
"Sh-h, there he comes." 
"What are yez up to?" 
The gat in Michael's face. 
"Now, Pop, don't get thick. Just 

throw your hands up. You stand quiet, 
and we'll tie yo use up. 'Tain 't none of 
your business- Ah, watch him, the 
cuckoo-

And Michael, with his t�th bared, ran 
fonvard, as he used to run forward, years 
ago, at the best middleweights in the 
world. Only now he was running forward 
to meet the springtime . .  



Facts An' Figgers On Cayuses 
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much because I wanted him topped off as 
because Dixie was honin' fer exercise; 
an' that new feller from over by Hogjaw 
"'Ys-

"lt must be purty tough to git old an' 
stiff, an' have to have yore boss topped 
off by some other guy." 

I told him the best thing he could do 
would be find him a good-size rock an' 
pat hisself in the back o' the head with it, 
to kind o' prepare hisself fer somethin' 
worse that was thinkin' very ser'ously o' 
happenin' to him. 

At that he kind o' shied off an' said he 
didn't mean me; an' 'lowed that far as 
he was concerned, he was free an' willin' 
to admit he didn't know the front end of 
a bronc from the hind end, comin' or 
�oin', an' hadn't oughter be offerin' opin
IOns. 

0' course he thought he was lyin' when 
he said that. But I dunno if it would be 
any disgrace to him if it was a actchal 
fact. Jest last week, when I got on that 
Pinky colt that has to give every new 
feller a thorough goin' try-out soori's he 
gets on, I was free to admit I wasn't 
right shore which end was where. Seemed 
I couldn't get straight in my head was he 
facin' frontwards an' me back'ards, or 
was it the other way round. 

An' what with the confusion o' the 
moment I expect he would 'a' throwed 
me, too-leastways give me every aid 
and encour'gement in fallin' off; but h� 

was yankin' around so plumb restless it 
seemed like every time he lep out from 
under he lep right back again, so's to be 
there when I come down. An' the up
shot of it was that when he pulled up an' 
quit an' stood there kind o' snuffiin' 
through his nose, all sad an' discouraged 
to find out it was the same old story
why there was the same surprized bunch 
o' white whiskers decoratin' the top side of 
him. Surprized to be settin'there, I mean. 

So I asked Squirty Wallace, that was 
settin' on the fence when he should 'a' 
ben workin', did me an' Pinky seem to be 
goin' the same way mostly or was it true 
that I was ridin' back'ards a good half o' 
the time? Because it ain't all the boys 
can set a twister back'ards, an' if I'd did 
it I wanted to know it fer shore, so's I 
could tell it around. 

An' Squirty, he kind o' sucked at the 
wad o' tobaccy in the side o' his face an' 
looked at the ground, an' studied, an' spit 
some shoo tin' twist at a hoss-fly, an' hit 
it; an' fin'lly said he couldn't rightly tell, 
not fer certain; but it seemed like to him 
that we was both kind o' goin' round an' 
round. 

That's the trouble with a fool colt like 
Pinky-he don't know where he's goin' 
his ownself. Most cayuses at least has 
a general idee; an' they bend their neck 
the way they're goin' to bounce next an' 
yo� notice it an' kind o' h'ist yoreself 
over that way, so's mebbe you'll land the 
same place he does-an' at practically the 
same time. 

'" 
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But if the fool boss can't make up his 
mind, how're you goin' to know? He 
bends his neck one way an' jumps side
ways the other; an' his hind legs jumps 
forward, an' his front legs jumps back, or 
cornerways or somewhere, until there 
ain't no more topside to him than there is 
to a onion, he's li'ble to light any which 
way. He don't give a whoop. A perfeck 
damn tumbleweed of a boss. 

I used to ride one bronc that could 
throw hisself on his back an' bounce right 
back on his feet again, all one move; so 
t�ere wasn't a Chinaman's chanc� o' 
comin' up in the saddle again, not even 
s'posin' you was anxious to, which most 
fellers wasn't once they'd fell clear an' 
found theirselves livin' jest the same as 
before the disaster happened. His name 
was Wire Fence, you can ask the Old 
Man. 

Speakin' o' fences, Homely Finnegan
his right name was Homer, 1 think, 
though mebbe he jest made that up, to 
seem more stylish-he claimed he rode a 
cayuse once that lit on his back, an' som· 
ersettled into a wire fence, an' sprung out 
again on to his feet, an' went right on 
kettlin', not noticin' that anythin' special 
had come up. It's a fright, the lies some 
o' these fellers will lay awake nights an' 
think up. 

So this feller from Hogjaw thinks it's 
tough to have somebody top off a boss fer 
yuh, does he? Well, jest let me tell you 

somethin'. If yuh had a swell job cut out 
fer yuh, where all yuh had to do was get 
blowed up with dynamite, an' come down 
on a picket fence, an' get yore teeth shook 
loose, an' have a feller swing a stirrup 
three times around his head an' let Hy in 
yore eye, an' get bit in the knee by a alii· 
gator, an' beat with a log; an' jest about 
the time yuh begun bleedin' from the ears 
an' nozzle, why get Hang out of a b'loon 
an' stomped on an' trompled out flat, 
an' from there kicked clean over the barn 
on to the rubbish heap, where yuh shore 
belong about then; an' jest as yuh was 
about to start in some feller steps up an' 
""ys-

"Aw, leave me ride him this once
whyncha give a feller a chanct?" I jest 
guess you'd bust right out cryin' you'd be 
so plumb disappointed; an' you'd tell 
tha� feller to get the hell out o' there, 
yo're insulted! 

No sir. Havin' rode up'ards o' three 
million of 'em, by actchal count, these 
here nine-hundred-pound livin' sledge
hammers don't give me no new an' 
pleasin' sensations. Not any. Gettin' 
murdered one way ain't no more refreshin' 
than another; in the long run it gets 
downright tiresome. An' if I'm gettin' 
to look my age, so that some o' these new 
beginners kind o' feel it ain't no mor� than 
right to top off one fer me now an' then on 
a cold mornin', I don't mind-

Much. 



Some new sidelights 
on the famous 

Nicaraguan filibuster 

The Last of Walker's Men 
By MEIGS 0. FROST 

D

EEP in the mountains in the in� an eye witness of Walker's execution. 
terior of Spanish Honduras today His name is Robert Atchinson. He is 
lives the last of the white men Irish. He is ninety years old. Since 1880 

who followed the fortunes of William he has made his home in Honduras. For 
Walker, the world's greatest filibuster; the past fifteen years his home has been in 
une man of the hundreds on hundreds of the little town of Cankrranas, thirty 
A.mericans who in those days just before miles from Tegucigalpa, the capital. 
the Civil War fought under the com- There he has nursed the memories of his 
rtand of the Man of Destiny in his days as a filibuster, a trooper under 
:'ruitless effort to found the Empire of Mosby of the Confederacy in the Civil 
Central America; one man of the thirty- War, a cowboy and a horse herder in the 
four who sailed in August, 1860, from far West. 
�obile in the little schooner Clifton on It is only among the little group of 
Walker's last expedition, that ended white men he counts his friends that 
when William Walker was executed Robert Atchinson- "Old Bob," they call 
September l!l, 1860, at Trujillo, Hon- him-will talk of that last expedition. 
dums. This man is the last of the band Not many men ride the sixty miles from 
of hard-bitten Ame�;:ican adventurers who Tegucigalpa to Cantarranas and back to 
followed an iridescent soap bubble dream hear a story. But that story is worth the 
of empire-and saw it burst. He was ride. I heard it this summer in the course 

'"' 
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of a trip to Honduras during which, 
through the courtesy of Walter Brown, 
manager of the Truxillo Division of the 
United Fruit Company, I was able to 
travel over the trail of the last march by 
William Walker and the little band of 
thirty-four Americans who in 1860 cap
tured Truxillo and were forced to evacuate 
it when caught between overwhelming 
forces of Honduran soldiers and British 
sailors. and who were captured at last. 
That trail led from Truxillo down the 
Piedra Blanca Valley to the Black River 
where Walker, cornered, surrendered. 

Let Robert Atchinson in his own 
words tell the story of that last heroic 
foray. 

"Irish and proud of it!" He smiles as 
he sits beneath the shade of the banana 
fronds in his little patio. "But I'm an 
American too. I ought to be. I was born 
on the Fourth of July in 1886, at Annagh, 
in Ulster. I was twenty years old when 
first I came to Honduras in 1856 with an 
uncle of mine, Captain Robert Moore, 
retired from the British navy on account 
of wounds. He was living at Yuscaran, 
on the Pacific side. Six months with him, 
and I went to the United States, to re
turn to Honduras in 1858 where I worked 
for the San Jancito Mining Company 
until early in 1860. 

"About this time all you could hear 
anywhere in Central America was the 
story of the expedition William Walker 
was said to be organizing back in the 
United States. Walker was a heroic figure 
in Central America then. He had con· 
quered Nicaragua, starting with a hand· 
ful of men, and had been elected presi· 
dent. He had lost out when he was 
ganged by Costa Rica, the British navy, 
Cornelius Vanderbilt the First, who fi
nanced expeditions against him, and 
certain factions in Nicaragua. 

"And now Walker was coming back. 
From what I heard of him he was the 
kind of a man any good Irishman would 
love to fight unc!er. I went back to 
America to join him, found him in New 
Orleans and sailed with him from Mobile. 
The minute I saw him I knew he was all 

that men said he wa9-a gentleman and a 
fighting man. 

"We sailed out of Mobile in August, 
1860, on the little schooner Clifton. I've 
heard a lot of people say-and I've read 
it in histories-that there were from a 
hundred to two hundred of us on that 
expedition, and that we carried cannon. 
That is not true. There were only thirty
four men on that expedition. We had no 
cannon of any kind. We were armed with 
muzzle loading rifles, the best guns of that 
day, and pistols and knives, of course. 

"Walker told us that the inhabitants 
of the Bay Islands, off the coast of 
Honduras, had complained to him of 
tyrannical treatment by the Hondu· 
ran government, and that we were sail
ing to set them free. ThirtY-four of us 
were to lick all Honduras. It didn't seem 
as foolish as it sounds, for Walker had 
started his conquest of Nicaragua with 
less than sixty men. 

"For fifteen days we had a rough, weary 
trip on that little schooner. Then we 
reached Ruatan. We found the British 
flag flying over the island. We didn't 
have the ambition to lick England, so 
we steered for Honduras and landed at 
Trujillo. We took the town without any 
trouble. Next day, in sailed the British 
gunboat Icarus and anchored with her 
guns trained on the town. Captain 
Salmon, her commander, came ashore 
and called on Walker. 

" 'I call on you to surrender,' I heard 
Captain Salmon tell Walker. 'You've 
got to evacuate Trujillo anyway, n.s the 
British government has a lien on all duties 
at the custom house on account of a debt. 
Honduras owes Great Britain.' 

" 'I'm not going to leave, and I'm going 
to make Trujillo a free port,' Walker told 
him. 

" 'I'll bombard ihe town if you don't 
leave,' said Captain Salmon. 

.. They held several conferences. Then 
a couple of our scouts came in and re
ported that General Alvarez, comman
dant at Yoro, had assembled seven hun· 
dred men and was marching on us by land. 

"Walker laughed. 'I've got some good 
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fighters,' he said, 'but I don't think we 
can lick seven hundred men and a 
British warship.' 

· ·T��J!�t!:;:������::���=�� 
feet high, and was a perfect target for the 
IcaTWJ. That night Walker evacuated 
the town and we started on a march south 
along the coast of Nicaragua. I'll never 
forget the way we stumbled along 
through the dark without showing any 
lights. We had to march about sixteen 
miles. around the shore of the bay to 
straighten out and head south. The 
coastal country there is full of lagoons and 
big and little rivers. We had no boats. 
All the rivers were high. We had lots of 
trouble swiniming them with our rifles 
slung on our shoulders and our powder 
tied to the top of our heads to keep it dry. 

"We plowed along through the thick 
jungle, and ninety miles down the coast 
we came to the Black river-the big Rio 
Negro that is formed by the Rio Sico and 
the Rio Paulaya. That was too big for us 
to swim. There they caught us. 

"Captain Salmon h!td taken General 
Alvarez and all the men he could pack on 
board the lca1'U3, and they had sailed 
down the coast after us. When we 
reached the Rio Negro, the Ica1'U3 lay in 
the river with guns trained on us, after 
she had landed Alvarez and a force that 
outnumbered us more than ten to one. 

"Captain Salmon came ashore under a 
flag of truce. 

" 'The best thing you can do is sur
render,' he told Walker. 

" 'I'll surrender to you as the captain 
of a British warship if you give me your 
pledge that we are not going to be 
handed over to Alvarez,' Walker told 
Captain Salmon. 'Otherwise we'll fight 
it out.' I was there. I heard him. And 
I heard Captain Salmon answer Walker, 
'You have my assurance as a British 
naval officer that you are surrendering to 
Her Majesty's forces.' 

"Walker turned to us all grouped 
around him with our guns in our hands, 
loaded and ready. We would have done 

whatever he said. I've always believed 
that most of us could have shot our way 
out through Alvarez and his men and 
escaped to the mountains. That was a 
grand bunch of fighting men, those thirty
four. But Walker said, 'We'll surrender 
to the British. You've heard Captain 
Salmon's pledge. He won't tum us over 
to Alvarez.' 

"So we laid down our arms and went 
aboard the I canu. Alvarez and his men 
came aboard too. Captain Salmon 
steered straight back to Trujillo-and the 
minute we reached port that damned 
hound turned us over to Alvarez and 
washed his hands of us.'' 

The old blue eyes of Robert Atchinson 
stil! flash at that remembered treachery 
sixty-six years ago. 

"There we were in the Trujillo cuartel," 
he continues. "All of us expected to be 
shot. Our jailers laughed at us and told 
us there wasn't any hope for any of us. 

"But Melhado, the British consul at 
Trujillo, was a Square man. He went to 
Alvarez and interceded Jor all of us, in
cluding Walker. I've read that Captain 
Salmon tried to get a pardon for all of us 
except Walker and an officer named 
Rudler, an Englishman. I've read, too, 
that Salmon offered to intercede for 
Walker if Walker would ask for mercy as 
an American citizen. But Walker ialways 
held himself a Nicaraguan after his elec
tion as president of Nicaragua. 

"That may be history. But none of us 
there at that time knew anything about 
it. All we knew was that Salmon. washed 
his hands o-f us after breaking his pledged 
word, and Consul Melhado saved all of 
us but Walker. Of course there was no 
hope for him from the moment Alvarez 
laid hands on him. 

''They court-me.rtialed Walker in the 
commandant's office .on the morning of 
September 11,  1860. It was a farce of a 
drum head court martial. It took Alvarez 
less than half an hour to ask Walker a few 
questions and then tell him he would be 
shot next morning, Walker told me when 
they led him back to th� cuartel. As far 
as the sentence of death .. next morning 
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had any effect on him, you'd have 
thought William Walker had been in· 
vited to a party next day. He spent the 
last day of his life talking with us, joking 
now and then, and giving some of us 
messages to take back to people in the 
United States if we should ever get back 
there. That night I saw him kneel and 
say his pmyers before he went to sleep
and he slept like a child. 

"I saw him shot next moming. They 
took us out of the cuarnl under guard to 
sec the execution. It was about seven
thirty A.M. of a beautiful day that they 
marched him out. There was a little 
negro who brought him his meals. When 
the negro came around with the supper 
the night before, Walker laughed and told 
him not to bother to bring any break
fast-he wouldn't need it. 

"Walker hadn't let them blindfold him 
or tie his anns. He walked out to his 
death like a man. Just as he stepped out 
of the cell with the guard surrounding 
him, his eye caught the eye of that little 
negro. The negro burst into tears. 
Walker asked his guards to stop a minute, 
beckoned the negro over to him, took his 
watch out of his pocket and handed it to 
the little fellow. 

" 'If you fool as bad as that,' he said 
in Spanish, 'take this and keep it as a 
souvenir of me.' 

"Then he walked straight out to the 
spot where they told him he was to stand 
when they shot him. He stood with his 
back against a high old coquina wall. It 
shut out the view of the bay and Cape 
Honduras and the Caribbean Sea. But 
from where he stood he could take one 
last look straight up to the crest of the 
Cordilleras. I can see him still as he stood 
there that morning. 

"A captain marched the firing squad of 
four soldiers up to a point about thirty 
foot in front of him. 

" 'Seiior Walker,' the captain said, 
'have you anything to say?' 

" 'I am a Roman Catholic,' Walker 
said. 'This expedition was made at the 
instance of the citizens of Ruatan, and it 
was unjust. I ask the people to pardon 

me. I receive death with resignation. 
May it be for the welfare of society.' 

''Then he opened his shirt and put his 
hand over his heart. 

" 'Shoot there,' he told the firing squad 
in the same voice in which he would have 
given a command to his own men. He 
was calmer than they were. He was 
looking straight into the eyes of the men 
who were to kill him. 

''Those were his last words. The 
soldiers leveled their rifles. The captain 
drew his sword and raised it. Then he 
slashed downward with the point. That 
was the signal to fire. They fired. Three 
bullets hit Walker. He shook from the 
shock but braced his shoulders and stood 
erect. One ohhe four soldiers walked up, 
put. the muzzle of his gun close to Walker's 
head and blew out his brains. They 
buried him in the old cemetery on the hill 
at Trujillo. 

"For two or three days they talked 
about shooting three more of us but 
British Consul Melhado interceded ag
gressively, and they didn't. They set us 
free at last. Most of Walker's men went 
back to the United States. I wanted to 
stay in Honduras. I learned that Presi
dent Guardiola was at Comayagua, and I 
walked there over the mountains to see 
him. He took my promise to keep out of 
any more revolutions and granted me 
permission to stay in the country. 

"But next year the Civil War started 
and I went back to the United States to 
fight. I ·was a trooper with Mosby's 
Partisan Rangers with the Confederates 
throughout the war, got shot off my 
horse, and then run over by a gun of a 
battery going into action. But I re
covered in time to be with my command 
at the surrender. 

"I went West after the war, worked as 
a cowboy for a while, helped catch large 
droves of wild horses, of which there were 
enormous quantities in the West at that 
time, and returned to Honduras in 1880. 
I have been here ever since. 

"It is hard to explain the effect William 
Walker had on the men with whom he 
was associated. I believe I have seen 
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some great men in action. I have seen 
Robert E.  Lee, Stonewall Jackson, our 
own beloved Mosby, and other great 
leaders of the Confederacy. But none of 
them gave you the feeling of inner power 
that you had with that little man, William 
Walker. He was between thirty·five and 
thirty-six when I joined him. He was 
Blight of build, but muscular. His face 
was rather round. His eyes were light 
blue or grey. He was very quiet but not 
at all morose. He was always ready to 
laugh at a joke. We all worshiped him. 

"Discipline! He never had trouble 
handling the hardest men. We would 
never have dreamed of disobeying an 
order of his. It was enough for him...to ex
press a wish in that quiet voice of his to 
have every one jumping to obey h� I 
never heard him use profanity. I never 
saw him get excited. The Confederacy 
lost a great soldier when he was killed · in 
Honduras. 

"Some of those thirty-four in his last 
expedition were wild fellows, rough cus
tomers, but they were good hearted and 
loyal to Walker to the end. They would 
never have surrendered unless he had 
given the word. Some had been with him 
in his earlier fighting in Nicaragua. For 
awhile there were two of us, but the other, 
Copeland, an Englishman, died in Sigua
tepeque about fifteen years ago. Gen
eral Alvarez, who ordered Walker's death, 
died about 1888. He used to live in 
Minas de Oro. I talked witl.t him a few 
lfears before he died. 

" 'Walker was a brave man,' said 
General Alvarez then, 'but he was a 
menace to the peace of Central America. 
I had to have him shot.' � 

"I guess Alvarez was right from his 
point of view. But it was a pity Walker 
had to die so young. He was a great man." 

T�l� :;:::dr lo:iili�t��n;,ruj�J�it�� 
block of concrete stands there beside the 
crumbling fragments of an ancient wall. 

In the top of that 'concrete block, 
scratched as with the point of a nail, you 
can read: 

WILLIAM WALKER. 12 
DE SEPTlEMBRE, _ 1860 

Up in the little cemetery on the hill be
hind the ancient cathedral is an un
marked grave. The descendants of that 
same Melhado who fought fruitlessly fm 
Walker's life will point it out to you as the 
spot where Walker sleeps. 

Seven miles across the bay is the bus
tling new American city of Puerto Castilla, 
founded by the United Fruit Colnpany to 
handle the banana cargoes that come up 
from the fifty thousand acres of banana 
plantations in the valleys of the Aguan, 
the Piedro Blanca and the Black Rivers. 
Modern wharves and ships and houses are 
there; the bustle of American business. 

But over Trujillo, set between the 
bright blue waters of the bay and the 
towering green flanks of the Cordilleras 
under a tropical sky of cobalt blue, broods 
an air of peace. , 

Little peace William Walker knew in 
the thirty-six years in which he became 
surgeon, lawyer, journalist, soldier-the 
greatest filibuster of them all. 

But perhaps the peace that broods over 
Trujillo where the little white houses 
drowse on the mountain side is the peace 
that the God to Whom he prayed on the 
last night of his life has accorded that 
great and restless spirit. 

And in the peace of the mountains of 
Honduras, in the little forgotten village of 
Cantarranas, sits and dreams the last 
living man who looked into Walker's face. 
The last living man who saw him die. 

Filibuster, trooper for the Stars and 
Bars, cowboy in the West when the 
West was wild, Robert Atchinson, like 
the man he followed, has qualified to sit 
in the circle around the Last Great 
Camp-Fire where gather the great 
adventurers of the world. 



The Moharrem of Guiana 
BY LEWIS J .  RENDEL 
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tival. It seems strange to think of the of the martyred sons of Mahome.t. 
worship of the prophet being pompously "Hoscin-Husscin !";  those cries are the 
carried on in this South American swamp. dominating note of the whole place. 
In India the Moharrem is likely to be a Then a scattering of the crowd as u 
time of riot between Moslem and Hindu, flying wedge of Hindu lads, uproarious, 
but here, in their common exile, the coolies with boyhood, shove their way through, 
of both religions join amicably enough. flinging handfuls of scarlet powder at the 

FOT weeks the coolie quarters on the laughing, screaming women. 
back canal have hummed with prepara� A deep toned conch shell announces 
tion. The main features are the taji.a.t- that something Hindu is taking place. 
towering edifices mounted on wagons, They have brought an image, six-armed 
fashioned of latticed cane woven into and gilded men, from their cane· and 
domes, pinnacles and arabesques. Grad- plaster temple. Ringed with colored 
ually these have blossomed in color and lamps, it is set under an alien rubber tree, 
tinsel; silver, purple and gold, scarlet and and the twitter and flutter heralds a 
white, and splashes of the sacred green. nautch girl. She comes, with a clash of 
Now the whole estate, with hundreds cymbals. A little bold creature in billow
of other coolies come over from San ing skirts ofwhiteand gold. Eyes rimmed 
Sebastian, arc standing by the big ditch, with black kohl, silver bells on wrists and 
waiting for the coco palms to stand out ankles, a glitter of jewels, hands and 
black and sharp against the heralding slender feet red with henna. 
radiance of the festival moon. Mean- The dance is slow, set to three thousand 
while a dozen overseers and managers of years of strict tradition, a trifle dull to 
neighboring estates lounge on my veranda, Western eyes. The girl is graceful, though 
drinking iceless "pegs" and hoping the -then one notes a buige of too much mus
affair will pass without too much disorder. cle at the shoulder; something familiar in 

The moon is rising . . .  A roll of drums, the profile silhouetted against a lamp. It 
a crackle of firearms, a full throated roar is that young demon, Soffre\li, one's own 
of "Hoscin-Husscin !" and a glare of bon- houseboy. He flings himself on his knees, 
fires spreading across the cane and writhing and twisting with bare waist and 
stubble . . . snaky arms. One licks a shilling, sticks it 

The palms hang dark and stately over on his forehead, and his eyes snap back 
the street, but below them is a thick glow an impish grin. 
of fire-reddened dust. Enormous negroes They keep it up all night; the rolling 
swagger with loud mouths; Hindus, slim thump of the tom toms gets into one's 
and half nude, show torsos and limbs like head like a too vehement pulse. The 
copper statues. Their women are gay in shouts of "Hussein-Hosein !", the counter 
draped muslins, their eyes brilliant with yells of "Rahm-Rahm !" from the Hindus 
paint, their arms and ankles clinking with begin to go through one's head like sharp 
silver jewelry. stabs. Not until the crows begin to croak 

There is all the electric thrill of a festi- in the palm branches and the torches and 
val. The towering tajiaa are drawn up in tinsel turn ghastly with dawn do they 
their carts and before them passes a file stop. They have got through the night 
of Mohammedan men. They thump without fighting, and in a few hours it 
their chests in unison to the drums, their will aU be over. 
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How Beelzebub led the charge 
of the Border Cavalry Patrol 

HOLD and HIT 

THE THREE squadrons of the 
'Steenth were going through the 
beautiful motions of cavalry drill in 

close order. There was not an order 
shouted nor a word spoken. Everything 
was done silently by signal, so that one 
had the impression of innumerable men 
and horses going smoothly through vastly 
intricate movements, as if actuated solely 
by thought transference. 

"By Jiminy, that is pretty!" exclaimed 
1\:lontgomcry admiringly. 

Major Davies stroked Beelzebub's 
smooth mane and studied the scene awhile 
before replying. After the silence

"Yea," he admitted, "it is pretty." 
And he frowned slightly. 

Something in his tone caused Captain 
'Montgomery to look up, half puzzled. 

"It's pretty," repeated the major in the 
same slighting tone, "but is it war?" 

Montgomery looked still more puz
zled. A question was on his lips. Before 
he could ask it, the major had picked up 

his reins and was streaking across the 
drilf ground to the nearest squadron. As 
Beelzebub skimmed along over the dusty 
plain, Da\·ies lifted his reins ever so 
slightly, and the marc checked in full 
career and stood immobile while he 
watched. 

Captain Montgomery gazed after him, 
his forehead wrinkled. A strange man, 
the major. Never satisfied. Still, he had 
taken the outlaw marc, Beelzebub, the 
regimental hoodoo, and converted her 
into a mascot for the 'Stccnth Cavalry. 
And in the doing of it he had quickened 
the discour�ed officers and men into new 
life, so that the 'Steenth had tightened up 
into an irresistible machine and swept all 
before it in the brigade competition. 

Yes, the quiet voiced major knew what 
he was about. Montgomery looked again 
to where Da.vies sat on the golden sorrel 
mare. There was a noticca.ble likeness 
about these two-the tall, lean, dean 
limbed man and the nervOWI, clean limbed 

'" 
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"Beelzebub the Bane" and "The Dark Regiment" 
mare. And like the thoroughbred mare. 
Davies had that same trick of staring 
above and beyond, as if at far horizons. 

But now he was studying the cavalry 
movements before him. 

The drill was undeniably pretty, as the 
squadrons swept over the ground rapidly 
in long columns, as the columns spread 
out fan shaped and formed long heaving 
lines. The lines moved swiftly over the 
ground at the gallop and then broke into 
troops and platoons to shift and tum and 
wheel like swallows. The sun glittered on 
the drawn sabers, flashed scarlet on the 
silken guidons and made the horses look 
like molten metal. It was all very silent 
and very smooth and very beautiful, as 
the coordinated movement of large bodies 
is always beautiful. 

But Davies, who had recently been 
handling machine guns and artillery, 
could think of nothing but the lamentable 
fact that, given an ignorant leader, a few 
yards of barbed wire and a handful of un-
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sentimental machine gunners, he could 
make it look like a carelessly scrambled 
egg. It was a pity, reflected Davies as he 
watched, that cavalry was so sensitive 
to leadership. 

The First Squadron came toward him 
in line of platoon columns. It slowed 
from the gallop to the trot and from the 
trot to the walk. The command to halt 
was given. A whistle blew; the squadron 
commander raised his hand, waving the 
palm upwards twice or thrice. A stir 
went through the small compact columns. 
They opened outward. Another whistle 
blast, and three hundred men dismounted 
as one man and stood to horse, stiffly at 
attention. 

"Rest!" came the command. 
Men relaxed, voices were raised, cigar

ets were lighted and a cheerful hum of 
conversation filled the air. 

Davies dismounted in front of B Troop 
and turned over his reins to his orderly. 
Montgomery rode up and joined him. 
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They strode over to where Captain 
Smithers held forth with three or four of 
his sergeants. 

"How come, Sergeant? You look as 
though you'd met up with Old Man 
Trouble himself." 

Davies smiled at Sergeant Miller, whose 
face had all the appearance of a piece of 
freshly hammered beefsteak and whose 
right eye was closed and tinted a delicate 
shade of bluish black. Sergeant Miller 
looked exceedingly uncomfortable. 

"Was it a private war, or did every one 
join in?" Davies went on remorselessly. 

Miller reddened. 
"There was quite a gang o' them," he 

admitted mildly, and. began to back away 
Unobtrusively, staring meanwhile at his 
badly chafed knuckles, with. something 
like a gleam of satisfaction in his eyes. 

SE
a�t��trftl!r, ���!��:a�:�� 

tered warrior fled back among the nearest 
group of men and horses. On the grizzled 
old Jirst sergeant's face there wns a grin 
of comprehension. Davies caught his eye. 

"What has Miller been up to? He 
bears all the earmarks of having had a 
fight with a buzz saw. I hope he hasn't 
been trying to break up a happy home." 

"No, sir, Miller ain't breakin' up no 
happy homes, not with that face of his. 
But he did put up a first class scrap 
against a whole gang of greasers and got 
away with it pretty good." 

"Yes?" encouraged the major. 
"He goes over across the river to Jna· 

rez, and some big four flusher of a Mex 
gets off ·a nasty crack about the U. S. A. 
Miller up and lams him. Then this four 
card flush calls in his gang, and Miller 
goes into action, armed with a chair. So 
far as I kin gather, he c�eans out the joint, 
winding up by wrapping the chair around 
the neck of the busted flush hisself." The 
old man's eyes gleamed appreciatively. 

"Going to Juarez being against regula
tions in the firsrplace," Davies remarked 
.(lryly. 

'The old man raised his hand to his 
mout'h in sudden consternation; then, 

studying the face of the officer before him 
and the gleam of amusement he saw there, 
he smiled, reassured. 

"But he brings back some purty good 
dope about what's doin' over there." 

Sergeant Henderson looked faintly 
troubled. 

••This guy he tangles up with is kind 
of a face card in the greaser deck." 

.. What was the name of this personage?" 
"He goes by the name o' the •,Butcher'." 
Montgomery leaned forward all atten-

tion. Davies caught the interest showing 
in the face of the lean adjutant. 

"Why the Butcher?" � 
"Wcll, sir, I aunno exactly, but they say 

this guy goes around shootin' unarmed 
prisoners with his own pistol. He wears a 
ten gallon sombrero all loaded down v.ith 
'silver." 

"He's the bold bad bandit in these 
parts, Major," 1\:lontgomery volunteered. 

''The village cut-up, eh? Has he got 
any sort of a following?" 

"Only about half t!he peons in Chihua
hua and points south. I can't ·figure out 
what he's doing in Juarez, though. I 
thought those troops in Juarez would 
shoot him on sight. He's supposed to be 
an enemy of the Juarez crowd. But they 
take their bandits so damn casually in 
Mexico," reflected Montgomery impa
tiently. "It's the only outstanding fault 
in an othernige estimable people." 

"They're sayin' over the line--" Ser
geant Henderson glanced across toward 
the Mexican plains-"that this Butcher 
fellow intends to capture Juarez. He 
don't like Americans. There'll likely be 
some shootin'." 

The old man looked hopeful. 
"Well, Sergeant Miller seems to have 

used 
,
his time to good advantage at any 

rate. 
Davies studied the ground at his feet. 
"Yes, sir," Sergeant Henderson said 

eagerly, "he's a pretty savvy -lad, a little 
hot headed, but always on the job. He 
tells me that this Butcher fellow is the 
greaser who owned Beelzebub before she 
came gallopin' in on us." 

"Wha-at!" Davies looked incredulous. 
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"Yes, sir, this Butcher was talkin' 
about a golden sorrel mare that had run 
away from him, after kickin' him into the 
hospital. The Butcher, who sashays 
around in a black velvet suit all deeorated 
with silver buttons, swears the mare 
joined the gringoes. Miller says he 
boasted that he abused her pretty bad." 

Montgomery listened blackly. 
"If I meet up with that Butcher bird 

I'll jolt him with so·mething more potent 
than a chair," he growled. "She surely 
was in horrible shape when she came gal
loping up to our. picket lines the first 
time; she looked like a pack of wolves had 
been biting her." 

Davies had been listening abstractedly. 
"I only hope that partiCJ.Ilar pack of 

wolves doesn't begin howling around us 
before we're ready for them," he com
mented softly. 

"Ready for them!" 
Montgomery looked up startled; Ser· 

geant Henderson was absolutely non
plused. "Why don't you think we're 
ready for them, Major? The 'Stccnth is 
in fine shape, since we won that competi
tion; everybody is on their toes and as 
proud a.s Lucifer." 

"The more slippery the banana peel the 
harder the fall," Davies remarked crypti
cally. 

The other two stared at him, wide 
eyed. 

"I don't get you, Major." Mont
gomery was puzzled. "If you compare 
the regiment today with what it was a 
month ago, it seems to me it's in pretty 
fine shape." 

Davies stared over their heads ab
stractedly. 

"Yes, it's in pretty fine shape," he 
agreed. "It's in excellent shape." 

"Well?" pressed Montgomery. 
''There was once a man who set forth 

to look for a forest. He got so mixed up 
in the trees that he never did locate the 
forest," the major went on gently. 

The puzzlement of the two deepened. 
"I'm blamed if I get you, Major," 

admitted Montgomery. 
"Well," continued Davies patiently, 

"the l"egiment is in excellent shape. 
What's it in shape for? What's the big 
idea of getting it in shape?" 

"Wh-why, a fight-" Montgomery 
began to sec light. 

"Exactly. Battle. What does the 
regiment know, except drill and routine?" 

Montgomery looked thoughtful for a 
space. 

"In other words we've got a fine wea
pon, but we don't know how to use it?" 

"Montgomery, at times you show al
most human intelligence." 

Davies looked at him in mock admira
tion. 

"The forest and the trees," Montgom
ery repeated musingly. "I begin to get 
you. We've been so intent on sharpening 
the sword we forgot about learning to 
fight with it." 

He looked very worried. Sergeant 
Henderson nodded slowly, as one on 
whom a great light has broken . •  Davies 
smiled. 

''That, I might say, is the fault or most 
professional army men, so don't feel too 
badly about it. In this man's army, we 
have so many regulations to keep up with 
that we forget what it's all about." 

The squadron was called to attention; 
the men sprang to the position of stand 
to horse. In a second they had swung into 
their saddles. 

M
AJOR DAVIES rode away with 

Montgomery. 
"Yes," he went on, "remember this. 

Don't get so bluffed by the flood of orders 
and regulations that you forget what it's 
all about. War is the simplest game in 
the world. Trouble is with professional 
soldiers-we stew around in peace time, 
trying to look busy, and we complicate 
and obscure the1 whole thing, until finally 
we succeed in fooling ourselves. We go 
through a solemn lot of motions every 
day, that mean absolutely nothing when 
it comes to fightillg. 

"To see American soldiers go through 
the manual or arms is a case in point. The 
manual of arms, the handling of the rifle 
in unison and by number, is a relic of the 
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days of Frederick the Greai, when the 
guns were single loaders. His three ranks 
of men had to do things by the numbers. 
The first rank fired, stepped back; the 
second rank stepped up, while the third 
rank was busy loading. Of course, they 
had to move by clockwork, or they got in 
each other's way. But what good is 
Frederick the Great's manual of arms in 
this day and time?" 

� 

"But doesn't it teach discipline?" 
Montgomery asked. 

"Discipline? What is discipline?" 
"Why, er-er-" �1ontgomery sought for 

a definition. 
•'Why, er-er," mimicked Davies, laugh

ing, "that's just about as clear a definition 
as you'll get from most officers. Remem
ber that negro song, 'Lota people talk 
about heaven ain't a-goin' there'? Lots 
of people talk about discipline and don't 
know what it is. Some officers think it's 
growling at everybody and, if they don't 
growl back, that's discipline. Others 
think it's having a lot of men snap to at· 
tention when they OOme around. Others 
think that courts martial and guard· 
houses are discipline. Ships have disci· 
pline; offices have discipline; shops have 
discipline; factories have discipline. 

"If in the army it is necessary to have 
our own pet, particular, dyed in the wool 
brand of discipline, why in the name of 
all that's holy is it necessary to line up 
men for hours each day and make them go 
through a lot·of antiquated motions pre
scribed by Frederick the Great for his 
peasant conscripts? Doesn't it occur to 
you that, if going through motions will 
make discipline, it would save a lot of time 
to go through motions that are useful in 
modem battle?" 

• Montgomery looked at Davies in aston· 
tShment. He had never heard this usually 
taciturn major speak at such great length. 

"It certainly sounds reasonable," he 
admitted. "I've boen so busy studying 
regulations, I never had much of a chance 
to think about the reasons behind it all. 
That reminds me I got in another big 
batch from Washington today. There 
were forty general orders and twenty-one 

special orders. I haven't had a chance to 
read them all yet, nor the batch I got in 
yesterday, nor those of the day before.� 

Davies smiled grimly. 
"Typewriters are the curse of t-he army. 

They make it too easy to issue orders. In 
the old days, when everything had to be 
written out in longhand by the officers 
who issued the orders, they cut down their 
flow of words. In these days they talk at 
stenographers, and all their maunderingS 
are preserved. They pay more attention 
to typewriters than they do to field guns. 
If wars were won by battalions of semi
colons and regiments of commas, we'd 
have the finest army in the world." 

They rode on in silence for a space: 
"When things get too complicated for 

you, hark back to our little old friend, 
Napoleop Bonaparte," Davies went on. 
"He once chased a lot of Austrian gen· 
crals off the map and then said to them, 
'There are a lot of very fine generals in 
Eutope. But they think of too many 
things at one time. I think of only one 
thing-finding the enemy and 'hitting 
him'. Then come down a little further 
and remember the philosophy of another 
quiet little Frenchman, one Field �f.arshal 
Ferdinand Foch. He says, in substance, 
that there is a lot of foolishness talked 
about war. The main thing, according to 
Foch, is to hold the enemy and hit him, 
and that's all there is to strategy and 
tactics. Hold and hit !" 

BACK at the stable lines, Sergeant 
Henderson was pacing up and down 

with Miller, tha stable sergeant, 
"Believe me, Miller, I pretty nt>ar got 

you into hot water. But the major's a 
good guy. He won't do nothin' to you, 
bein' as I spilled the dope in confidence . 
He's a square shooter." 

"What's the riot?" 
Miller looked perturbed. 
"Why about your bein' in Juarez with. 

out permission?" 
Sergeant !\-iiller laughed long and loudly. 
"Why, hell! The major sent me over 

hisself, to find out what was doin' with 
the greasers!" 
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''The hell you say!" Sergeant Hender
son looked astonishod; then he grinned 
rather sheepishly. "If that don't beat 
all," he marveled. "But of course he 
would. Yep, that's just exactly what he 
would do. That baby ain't nobody's 
fool. Believe me, they'll never catch him 
asleep a.t the switch." 

"He gets off some funny stuff once in a 
while, though. Blamed if I can get what 
he means." Sergeant Miller shook his 
head. "Only today, the colonel rides up 
when we're on the drill ground. 'Beauti
ful work the regiment's doin',' he booms 
out, wav'n to where the outfit is goin' 
through squadron drill. 

''Then the major says, 'Yes, sir, Colo
nel,' he says, 'wouldn't it be lovely Colo
llel,' he says, 'if we could only be sure of 
always havin' battlefields as smooth and 
nice as this drill ground?' he says. 

" 'That sure would be fine,' booms out 
tli.e colonel. 'Go on with the squadron 
drill,' he bellows, ridin' away. Now that 
baby wasn't sayin' that to the colonel just 
to pass the time o'  day. I could see, by 
the way he says it, that he means some
thin'; but blamed if I could figger out 
what he's drivin' at." 

Sergeant Henderson looked at him 
thoughtfully for a space. 

"Sure you can't see it, Miller. I never 
would have expected you to see it, for the 
simple reason that that there head o' 
youm ain't had much practise in any
thing, except havin' a hat hung on it. 
That bald spot up behind your ears didn't 
get there from overstrainin' your intel
lect, that's one thing sure, Miller." 

Sergeant Henderson snorted in high 
dudgeon. He took a turn or two down 
the picket line, th.,n returned. 

"Why you poor hunk of tripe!" Hender
son went on. "Don't you see what he's 
drivin' at? We're doin' too much close 
order drillin'." 

Sergeant Miller looked nonplused. 
"But drillin'---drillin',. that's what an 

anny is for, ain't it?" He was honestly 
worried. 

The top sergeant took pity on him. 
''That's what a lot o' lun�eads besides 

you think it's for. And worse luck, that's 
what most o' the staff think it's for. But 
occasionally there's a guy like this here 
major believes different. He's a surprisin' 
fellow, that there major. A' lot of the 
tubby boys in swivel chairs are goin' to be 
horrified when they hear him sound off. 
Yes, sir, they're goin' to call for th�; 
smellin' salta muy pronlo." 

1\l..iller continued to look uncertain and 
puzzled. 

"Well, I'll bite," be grumbled, "what 
is an army for?" 

"This major says it's for fightin', and 
I'm damned if l don't think he's right!" 

That night Major Davies strolled out 
alone W. the moonlight that bathed the 
cantonment. In spite of himself, his feet 
seemed to lead him over to the edge of the 
mesa, where one· could look down below at 
the Rio Grande, winding in silver through 
the cottonwood trees, and over and be
yond it, the plains of Mexico stretching 
silent in the pale cold light of the moon. 

Coming back, he passed the officers' 
club. Some one had a guitar, and a cho
rus of voices shouted one of the many 
verses of Jimmy James' famous recruit 
song. 
''Then they teach you this drilling business, 

How to man:h and tum around; 
They give you a gun,'you put it on your shoulder
One-two-three-and you put it on the ground!' 

The next day, during a pause in th� 
drill, he rode out again to the edge of the 
mesa and stared long and thoughtfully at 
the dry brown plains on the far side of t he 
Rio Grande. The desolate, cactus COY
ercd bareness swept up, until it was lost 
in the distant blue haze of the mountains. 
Peering more closely, he noticed many 
low clouds of dust far out from· Juarez. 
They looked strangely like the dust clouds 
raised by marching troops. He wonden..J 
curiously what they might portend and 
what might be brewing over in that un-
stable land. ' 

He was astride the mare Beelzebub, 
whose head as usual was raised high as if 
she were looking at Car horizons. Her 
golden coat was as smooth as a woman's 
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shoulder. She stood, immobile, except 
for the switching of her silky tail, an oc
casional stamp of her dainty hoof and the 
nervous twitching that made swift ripples 
in her satifl coat. 

re
�ontgomery cantered up and drew 

''Things have been quiet over there a 
long time?" inquired Davies. 

"Too long a time. They're about due 
an explosion soon. The longer they wait, 
the worse it is when they do kick off the 
lid." 

Silent and thoughtful they both gazed 
below the mesa, where the plain stretched 
clown to the Rio Grande's muddy ribbon, 
and across to Mexico on the other side, 
studying the scene long and 'ihtently 
through the shimmering heat. 

"I've been thinking over what you said 
yesterday, Major," Montgomery finally 
spoke up. "Tell me how we can get 
straightened out, and I'll do anything you 
suggest." 

Now Montgomery, in his capacity of 
regimental adjutant, had the colonel's ear 
and was closer to the commanding officer 
than any one else-that is, whenever the 
fire eating old fellow was on the job. 

Davies stroked Beelzebub's neck 
thoughtfully. 

"The colonel hates like sixty to make up 
these training schedules the brigade is 
always demanding. Now 1-" a faint 
smile quirked his lips-"am one of the 
best schedule makers in captivity. I 
might say that my schedules give almost 
universal satisfaction wherever used. or 
course," he added deliberately, "if my 
�chedules were sent in by the colonel, it 
would be almost obligatory upon me to 
take charge of training laid down in 
them; but I'm perfectly willing to sacri
fice myself upon the altar of my regi
ment's need." 

He gazed blandly at Montgomery. 
"I get you, Major,'' approved that lean 

youth, nodding. "After seeing the way 
you cleaned up the regiment and razzed 
them into winning that brigade competi
tion, I'm strong for abetting you in 
further crime.". 

SCHEDULES of training are programs 
to be made qut by each organization 

showing just exactly how it is going to 
spend its time and what it ia. going to do. 
They are supposed to include every min
ute of the working day and show every 
form of military activity. They are sent 
into higher headquarters, where usually 
they are solemnly filed away unread, un
honored and unsung. 

The trick concealed in these things is 
the extraordinary mass of orders and regu
lations that have to be consulted in mak
ing them up. There are orders and regu
lations concerning every conceivable form 
of training for every conceivable eventu· 
ality, all seemingly designed to the end 
that no one shall have to do any thinking. 
Therefore, by the time the average officer 
completes the task of making up one of 
these schedules of training, he generally 
finds that making up the schedule has ab
sorbed all the time and that there is no 
time left for the training. 

Knowing the colonel to possess a lively 
and wholesome fear of these things, 
Davies banked on being delegated to the 
job. Therefore he departed for the 
stables, his plans laid. 

It was while he was at stables that the 
colonel drove up in his ubiquitous buck
board, a great, red bearded, deep voiced 
man, whose harsh blue eyes stared out 
from under bushy eyebrows, like those of 
some ancient Viking. 

';Ho, Davies!" he rumbled, while still 
ten yards away. "I've got a new job for 
you." 

"Yes, Colonel?" 
Davies managed to simulate the look of 

apprehension suitable to such an an
nouncement in the Army. 

"By the jumping Jehosaphat ! Brigade 
headquarters is driving my gray hairs in 
sorrow to the grave. They're demanding 
schedules at all hours of the day and 
night. Between that and schools they've 
got me jumpin' sideways and snortin' at 
myown shadow. My sacred Aunt Maria! 
What's the Army comin' to?" 

The Old Man pounded on his great 
chest with one hairy fist. 
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"&:hool teachers and schedules and 
psychiatrists !'' 

The Old Man laughed suddenly, a 
laugh that could be beard halfway to El 
Paso. 

"Never told you about the psychia
trists they sent down from Washington, 
did I? Yep, two woozy looking old fossils 
came blowing in here with orders to ex
amine the regiment. They went around 
with rubber ·hanuners, tappin' the ivory 
skulls of all the men. After two weeks of 
this they dragged two lunkheads up bo
fore me. 'These birds arc nutty' they 
informed me, soleDUl as undertakers. 
'Nutty!' says I 'Nutty? Why you ,are 
puttin' it too mild,' I says. 'Those two 
lunkheads are crazier than loons. And it 
took you two weeks to find that out?' I 
says. 'Why,' I says, 'I've been tryin' to 
get rid of that brace of squirrel food for 
the past two years,' I says. Psychia
trists!" the old man snorted. "Psych.ia
tristst :My aunt's eat's whiskers!" 

The men witllin earshot, as usual, 
stopped all activities to listen with keen 
delight to the colonel's purple passages. 
Their rapt attention was brOken for a 
second, and they pa.usecl, curry combs 
and brushes in hands, to watch the strug
gles of two four line teams trying to pass 
each other on a narrow la.n€ between the 
stable corrals. 

The colonel suddenly shot bolt upright 
in the buckboard, every one of his red 
whiskers sticking straight out in indig
nation. 

"What are you trying to do, run over 
that other blankety blank son of Belial?" 
he demandJd of the nearest driver, in a 
voice that must assp.redly have · put to 
shame the Bull of Ba.shan. 

The tangle straightened out, as if by 
magic, the colonel turned back, oblivious 
of the men's enjoyment of the neatness of 
his double abjuration, his eyes flashing 
and his hands twisting apa.rt the points 
of his double red beard. 

"There's only one thing more cussed 
than a blanketyhla.nk mule," he informed 
the world at large, "and that"s a blankety 
blank. wooden headed, i!play footed, 

guardhouse bum of a mule skinner. Why 
in the name of all that's holy, every jail
bird that knOcks down a guard and makes 
a getaway from the sheriff should end up 
sleepin' his life away on the driver's seat 
of an anny escort wagon is one secret of 
inscrutable Providence that I've never 
been able to fathom!" 

And the Oid Man indignantly drilled a 
cactus plant with an accurate stream of 
tobacco juice, . as if in disgust at the 
strange and unaccountable severity of a 
capricious fate. 

"But we're gettin' away from our sub
ject, as the bashful king said when the 
amorous old maid chased him into the 
duck pond. Being as you're young and 
tough and fit to stand hardship, I'm de
tailing you to keep brigade happy, by 
puttin' oVer a barrage of schedules that 
will keep every squint eyed, sour bellied, 
sneakin' son of Satan of a headquarters 
clerk busy for the next six months, .figurin' 
-out what it's all about. 

"That, and runnin' officers' school, 
teachin' the young ideas how to shoot 
their faces, molding their plastic minds, 
squeezin' grea.t hunks of wisdom into their 
empty head&: and makin' their eyes shine 
with the intelligence fitting to their. posi· 
tions, if and when possible. You will 
start groomin' up the minds of these em
bryo Hannibals and Cresars before curfew 
rings tonight, and I'll be there to assist, 
when the lowing herd comes winding o'er 
the lea. 

"1 hate to detail you to all this dirty 
work at the crossroads, for I think it's 
foolish, more foolish than Thompson's 
colt, who swam the river to get a drink. 

"Further, you will make it your busi· 
ness to see that the daily trainin' and 
drills of the regiment come somewhere 
within a thousand miles of complyin' with 
the schedules. Your job, young fellow, 
is to keep a parochial, pestiferous and 
pa.rticularly peevish headquarters' gang 
from climbin' my bottle scarred old frame, 
and may God have mercy on your soul! 
Amen!" 

Away went the buckboard, in a cloud of 
whitealkalidust,leavingDa.vieschuckling. 
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AS ORDERED, the first officers' school Il.. was held that afternoon. Brigade 
headquarters, in the fussy and annoying 
way of most headquarters, not only in. 
sisted upon the regiment's doing things, 
but prescribed how they should be done. 
In its infinite wisdom it decreed that ex
haustive study should be made of the 
Manual Of Interior Guard Duty, a quaint 
little volume of regulations handed down 
from medieval times, when sentries paced 
castle walls with crossbows on their shoul
ders, and a clever man at anns could 
catapult a chunk of rock almost fifty feet. 

Davies, with the respect befitting so 
venemble a relic, devoted almost five min
utes to the subject, then smoothly swung 
into a discussion of the best utilization of 
the fire power of cavalry. 

"As proved in Lord Allen bY's campaign 
in Palestine, cavalry achieves its highest 
value in modem warfare when it is 
used as a highly mobile ann which can 
carry intense rifle and machine gun 
strength to aid threatened points in the 
defense, or to attack the enemls flanks 
and rear, in the offense--" 

There was the boom of a hearty voice 
outside; the door was flung open. The 
class of some twenty-five officers stood up. 
The colonel surveyed the gathering from 
the doorway. 

"Sit down gentlemen, sit down," he 
ordered heartily, finding himself a chair. 

"What are you teaching all these 
bright, intelligent young men about, 
Major?" he rumbled. 

"I am trying to give them an idea of the 
value of cavalry fire power when properly 
used." 

"Go right on with your lecture; go 
right on," the colonel waved expansively. 
"Cavalry fire power. Very interesting 
subject. Every officer ought to know all 
about cavalry fire power. The major is 
correct as hell. Speaking of cavalry fire 
power, that reminds me of the time we 
were chasing old Bald Eagle, and one of 
Bald Eagle's squaws shot Three Fingered 
Jack Murphy in the seat of the pants 
with a blazing arrow. I never knew a 
man to jump so quick.Jy." 

The colonel continued reflectively: 
"Yes, sir, he hopped, skipped and pirou

etted like a jack rabbit that had �n bit 
by a rattlesnake! He was always kind of 
shy of women after that-claimed hP. 
didn't trust the sex. He finally died a 
crusty old bachelor," continued the colo
nel pensively. ''Let me see, what year 
was that? I forget, only it was the same 
year that old Forty Mile Martin com
manded C Troop of the Third down Fort 
Assiniboine way, and C Troop blame near 
mutinied on account of a red headed wo
man and a pet wild cat and a preacher . . .  " 

By the time the colonel had finished 
the bewildering and colorful tale of C 
Troop's adventures, the hour was long 
past and school was over for the day. 

The next day the school listened again 
to a long and interesting recital of the 
early Indian fighting days, a recital far 
transcending in interest the study of the 
theory of cavalry in war. As a raconteur 
the colonel was unique, but as a school for 
teaching cavalry officers how to lead 
cavalry units in battle the daily sessions 
were useless. Davies gave up trying to 
accomplish anything in these seances. 

Instead of close order drills on the pa
rade ground, however, he had the regi
ment working out problems in attack and 
defense. The colonel watched these, 
while the troop movements were taking 
place-when outlined positions were es
tablished, when advance and rear guards 
were sent forth, when contact troops and 
squadrons were pushed forward, when 
positions were attacked or defended. 

Everything would move up to the time 
of "the critique", the important end of 
every problem, where notes are compared 
and leaders criticized and the proper 
methods shown. Here the colonel, fin
gering his red beard, assumed charge again 
and continued his interesting reminis
cences without a break. 

Down on B Troop picket line Sergeant 
Henderson held counsel with the stable 
sergeant. 

"That young fellow is tryin' hard to 
teach these here kid officers somethin' 
about fightin'," he confided to Sergeant 
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MiUer, "but the Old Man don't let him 
get very far. Believe me, they'll take 
some teachin' at that. They don't know 
no more about fightin' than a pig kno'WS 
aOOut Friday. All they knows is 'draw 
saber' and 'charge', which the Old Man 
teaches them. 

"That stuff don't go these days. Why, 
even the greasers has got repeatin' rifles 
and machine guns. Not that any greaser 
knows what a rear sight is for," he added 
judiciously, "but even a greaser can raise 
hell with a machine gun. And I heard 
down at El Paso last evening that the 
Butcher has raised an army of coffee 
colored patriots and is on the war path. 
He'll be sashayin' over here in the middle 
of some night, if we don't look out." 

"I guess this here outfit can tell him 
where to get off at." 

Sergeant Miller chewed comfortably on 
a. timothy stra.w. 

"Yeh?" Sergeant Henderson bent a 
cold eye upon him. ..That's just the 
trouble with a lot of birds like you in this 
regiment." 

The top sergeant strode away growling 
to himself. 

Up ON the polo field there was a. great 
cloud of dust that checked and 

halted and then zigzagged back an� forth 
in a desultory and uncertain manner. 
From its murkiness proceeded shouts and 
much profanity and the wild crack of stick 
against ball or against a pony's legs. 
Riding despondently around the edges of 
it was Davies, mounted on Beelzebub. 
Finally, in high disgust he blew his whis
tle; the clamor ceased; the dust cloud be
gan to settle, and the players drew to the 
sidelines and dismounted. 

"I imagine you are all trying to play 
polo," he announced. "It might be criti
cized as having too much shouting and too 
little scoring to be really classed as polo. 
Every one seems to be ball crazy, and yet 
no one can hit the ball." 

The group of officers looked glum. 
"What is the matter with us, Major?" 

Montgomery spoke up. "We know we're 
rotten, but we don't know why!' 

"If you really know
' 
that, something is 

gained at any rate. I've been waiting 
around for a week, hoping that you'd 
volunteer that information, and we could 
get down to work." 

He was picking up some pebbles as 
he spoke and arranging them carefully 
on the ground. 

"Here are two teams lined up and fight· 
ing their way up the field, one defending 
and one attacking. This red pebble is the 
ball. Notice that there is only one man 
trying to score, and that the others arc 
busy clearing the way for him?" 

He pointed out the various positions 
and their duties, then went on: 

"Troubliwith your playing, there's no 
teamwork. And what's teamwork? It's 
helping the man nearest the ball hit the 
ball, by holding off opposition. In other 
words. some must hold so that others can 
hit. In polo, if Number Two has the ball, 
Number One in front of him should hold 
the enemy's defense. In battle, the first 
outfit that engages the enemy should hold 
him to permit the outfits in rear to get 
around to his flanks. 

"If no one does any holding, there'll be 
no hitting. Hold and hit, hold and hit! 
Keep that in mind; it's the essence of all 
strategy and tactics. Hold, and let the 
other fellow hit, if you haven't the ball. 
If you have the ball, depend upon your 
teammat� to hold off the opposition, 
and you concentrate on driving through 
to goal." 

Davies brought Beelzebub back to the 
picket line himself and saw her unsaddled 
and rubbed down. Sergeant Hendersor 
always supervised this job. 

"She's making a fine polo mount, Ser 
geant," commented Davies. "I wondct 
how she'll stand long hikes under full 
pack." 

"She'll make it fine, sir; she's got good 
stuff in her, that mare." Sergeant Hen· 
derson glanced sidewise at Davies' pro· 
file. "Does the major think there'll be 
some hiking soon?" he inquired. casually. 

Davies did not reply for a moment. 
"Been noticing the dust clouds ovcf 

yonder, Sergeant?" he asked. 
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"Yes, sir." Henderson was emphatic. 
"I been thinkin' about that dust. Seems 
l.o me it's been closin' in towards Juarez 
the last day or two." 

"'Well," volunteered Davies, "I'm kecp
tng my saddle packed. And as all prob
lems for the next days are going to be 
with packed saddles, the men might as 
·.veil keep their saddle bags and rolls made 
•IP and ready." 

He walked away, knowing full well the 
word would spread up and down the 
troop orderly rooms before half an hour. 

The next day at officers' school the 
colonel was delayed a few minutes in 
putting in an appearance. Davies 
watched the door apprehensively and 
spoke swiftly. 

"In this morning's problem, Captain 
Smithers' troop sighted the enemy and 
closed with him immediately. The Other 
three troops galloped up and made a 
frontal attack with Smithers' troop. Will 
any one tell me what should have been 
done?" 

Several spoke up, but Montgomery's 
voice rose above the eager replies. 

'"The four troops were just like the polo 
team-all trying to hit the ball at once. 
Smithers' troop should have held the 
enemy with riHe fire. The next troop 
should have femaincd in support. The 
other. two troops should have driven 
through to the enemy flank. Hold them 
and .hit them," Montgomery quoted with 
n grm. 

The remainder of the officers acqui
esced, nodding approval. 

It was well that no words were wasted, 
for the colonel strode in just then. 

"Sit down, gentlemen, sit down; go on 
with your lecture, Major. Pay attention 
to what the major says, gentlemen; you 
can !cam a lot by keeping your mouths 
shut and your ears open, as old :Michael 
Fogarty used to say. Mike Fogarty used 
to drink a quart of red liquor every day
claimed it helped his rheumatism. When 
he'd get good and pickled, he'd take out 
his glass eye and throw it at people. He 
threw it at an old buck Indian one day 
and sca.red �he old fellow into a connip-

tion fit. There was a wild eyed medicine 
man who lived ncar the fort-" 

And so it went, until the school hour 
was finished and it was time for polo 
practise. 

The polo game that day showed signs of 
improvement. The opposing teams fought 
more scientifically. There were many 
shouts of "Hold him!" and "Ride your 
man!'', shouts which were heeded,judging 
by the greater score of goals. 

B �!?n��:��:;n �t�� �!;t� ��� 
edge of the mesa and studied the Mexi
can plain, white and sullen in the moon
light before him. He could see the lights 
of Juarez, and farther out, stretched 
along the plain, he could see pinpricks of 
reddish glow, scattered here and there 
over the ground, in some places strung out 
in long lines, in others bunched closely 
together. 

"Camp-fires!" he reflected. "Must be 
a couple of thousand o' them greasCrs out 
there. Now I wonder when they're goin' 
to start gettin' busy?" He went thought
fully to bed. 

The next day Davies brought Beelze
bub into the picket line, her eyes wild and 
her flanks heaving. Sergeant Henderson 
looked at her inquiringly. 

"She went sort of loco coming in on the 
lower road. Tried to jump all over some 
poor devil driving a burro team," volun
teered Davies, puzzlement in his voice. 

"Was it a Mexican?" 
"Yes, a peOn." 
Sergeant Henderson nodded quietly. 
"She don't like Mexicans." He took 

the mare's reins and patted her. "They 
abused her pretty bad over there, and she 
ain't forgotten it. She come in here 
lookin' like they'd clawed her up with 
pitchforks." 

Davies walked away, thinking of the 
sudden ferocity shown by the mare to
ward the frightened peon who had crawled 
screaming under his cart. He wondered 
about the vindictiveness of the golden 
sorrel mare. But there were other things 
to think of than the vagaries of Beelzebub. 
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An air of sullen expectancy had begun 
to settle over the border. From far down 
in Chihuahua came rumors of fighting. 
The Butcher was on the warpath, and 
tales of bloodshed had begun to trickle 
through. Across the bridge from Juarez 
came a steadily mounting stream of be
wildered and profane Americans, driven 
out of the south. 

Major Davies sweated the regiment 
through a course of battle problems. The 
heat was grueling, and the white dust 
clung to horse and man. In the pauses of 
their labor they could see the immense 
plains of Mexico, stretching silent and 
ominous to the southward and the moun
tains. 

Tales of the Butcher filled the air. He 
was driving all before him. The stream 
of refugees grew greater day by day. 
Across the river the garrison of Juarez 
busied itself erecting defenses. Dark lines 
of trenches appeared on the surface of 
the mesa outside of the Mexican town. 
Far out on the plain the dust clouds grew 
greater, and one could see the occasional 
flash of sun on bayonet or rifle. 

Out on the northern edge of the fort the 
the hills and hollows were filled with dusty 
troops and squadrons. Davies put them 
through problems of advance and retreat, 
of rear guard and advance guard, of 
mounted attack and dismounted attack, 
especially the latter. 

Waves of alkali covered men swept 
through the sage brush and sand, fl.ung 
themselves prone on the hot earth, 
sighted and fired and rose to advance 
again. Supports and reserves were coming 
in; officers were practiced at estimating 
ranges in the deceptive, clear, high air. 

Colonel Jameson rode out one day and 
watched the activity, twisting his red 
beard. 

''That new major is full of science,'' he 
commented to Montgomery, staring out 
over the scene. "I've seen 'em come and 
I've seen 'em go, but I never did believe 
much in all this foolishness of rwmin' 
cavalrymen arowtd on foot. Get at the 
head of your men and ride at the enemy
that's the way I like!" 

He rode away, grumbling. 
"Whew!" Sergeant Miller tied his 

horse on the picket line. "That new major 
has sure got my tongue hangin' out. 
I've run and walked a hundred miles, if 
I've stepped a yard today. What's his 
idea of makin' doughboys out o' this here 
good old cavalry outfit?" 

"Don't you worry about that baby," 
Sergeant Henderson snorted. "He's sure 
cut his eye teeth. All he thinks about is 
fightin'. I wish there were more like him 
in this man's Anny," he muttered to 
himself. 

The mare Beelzebub, she who had origi
nally been considered a hoodoo, took to 
polo as a duck to water. she fl.ew down 
the· field, skimming like a bird over the 
ground, holding true to the ball. She was 
responsive to the merest touch of rein or 
heel, and threw herself heart and soul 
into the game. 

The three polo teams which Davies 
had organized began to show something 
like form. No longer was there the pur
poseless wild riding and excited following 
of the ball to the exclusion of teamwork. 

"It begins to look like polo," announced 
Davies at the close of a hard fought 
struggle. 

The dusty players grinned and gulped. 
They were commencing to have an inkling 
of what it was all about at last. Polo 
might look like a waste of time to some 
people. But Davies knew that it trained 
officers to think accurately and swiftly 
at the gallop, a very essential thing in 
cavalry fights. 

HOW LONG Davies slept that night 
he did not know. He was awakened 

by a distant clamor. At first thought it 
sounded like the noise made by a multi
tude of switching engines in a busy ter
minal yard. As his brain cleared from 
sleep, the sounds assumed coherence. 
Suddenly he was wide awake and out in 
the center of the floor, slipping rapidly 
into his clothes. Some one was pounding 
at his door. 

"There's hell popping in Juarez, Ma
jor;• Montgomery's voice shouted. 
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"We're ordered out to protect El Paso 
immediately." 

The strident blare of a trumpet broke 
on his ears, as he came out of his quarters. 
It was the high, keen, shrill note of call to 
arms, a note which was picked up and re
peated throughout the camp. Men were 
tumbling out of their tents. The troop 
streets were filled with hurrying figures. 
Thank the Lord the saddles were packed 
and the regimental trains loaded and 
ready! 

As he buckled on his pistol belt and 
slung his field glasses over his shoulder, he 
could plainly hear the noise from Juarez. 
It was compounded of the dull booming of 
field pieces, rising above a steadily mount
ing roar of rifles and machine guns. · 

It delighted him to see how swiftly and 
how silently the men were preparing, for 
the regiment was saddling up and moving 
into place with scarcely a word spoken. 

Suddenly a booming voice broke on his 
ears. Turning, he saw the burly figure of 
the colonel waving his hands and shout
ing orders as fast as he could get the 
words out. The men within sound of his 
voice went on with their work. Mont
gomerY finally went up to him and, wait
ing for a chance to speak, broke in-

"Sir, the regiment is ready to move 
out." 

The colonel stared at him. 
"Wha-at !" he gasped. "Saddles packed 

and with full field equipment?" 
"Yes, sir, everything ready," responded 

Montgomery. 
The colonel moved toward his horse, 

still unable to grasp the fact that the regi
ment was so SWiftly prepared. Mounting, 
he moved to the head of the waiting 
column, still marveling. 

"Montgomery !" he roared suddenly. 
"You'll take command of the first squad
ron. Major Davies, your place will be 
with me!" 

Davies moved Beelzebub up on the 
colonel's left, none too pleased, but d� 
tcnnined to make the best of it. If only 
he could command one of the squadrons, 
instead of trailing along uselessly with 
the colonel! 

· 

It was black as the bottom of a pit. 
Davies could barely see the colonel next 
him in the darkness. The clamor from 
Juarez was growing louder, with field 
pieces booming heavily, and the racket of 
rifles and machine guns mounting into 
steady, uninterrupted roar. 

He could feel the might of the regiment, 
tense and alive in the darkness behind 
him. Suddenly at his side a bull throated 
roar split the air. 

"Forward ! Y-e-c-o-ow!" bellowed the 
colonel, in the immemorial, high throated 
yell of the cavalry command, a yell 
pitched in such a timbre as to make the 
thousand horses of a far flung regiment 
hear every syllable. 

The immense mass behind him came to 
life; it stirred like a vast river in the dark
ness. The beat of thousands of hoofs fell 
simultaneously on the roadway. The 
regiment was in motion. 

Again came the colonel's vibrant yell : 
"Trot! Y-e-e-o-ow!" 
The trampling of the thousands of iron

shod hoofs deepened to a roar. 
They were free of the fort and going 

down the hill. The regiment poured 
down the roadway like a mighty torrent. 
The trot surged into a gallop. Davies 
felt a wild exhilaration fill his heart, as 
the tireless Beelzebub swung into a 
smooth gallop beneath him and seemed 
to float through the blackness of the 
night, in tune with the rhythm of the 
galloping host behind. 

He had a sense of riding on air, of being 
carried forward resistlessly in the womb 
of night, carried fonvard toward the glare 
that rose over Juarez and the steadily 
augmenting clamor of the battle. 

In the darkness that precedes the dawn 
they came at last to the scattering lights 
of El Paso. They swept into the silent 
streets and woke them suddenly with the 
thunder of galloping hoofs. Davies 
caught a glimpse of white faces watching 
fearfully from windows. He swerved 
around corners. In the narrow streets the 
roar of the advance seemed deepened ten
fold. All the sounds of cavalry at the gal. 
lop were blended into one overwhehning 
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note, the jingle of bit and spur, the creak 
of leather, the whipping of the wind in 
silken guidons and standards, the tattoo of 
hoofs. All blended into a steady chorus, 
powerful and triumphant. 

In front of them the noise of battle 
had intensified to an overpowering clamor. 
It sounded as if all the fiends of hell were 
let loose, as they reached the river. Here 
they halted suddenly in the narrow street, 
the horses heaving and the men breathing 
hard. They could hear shouts and cheers 
and screams from above the tumult of 
firing in Juarez across the river. 

Dawn was coming rapidly. A white 
mist, resting on the surface of the Rio 
Grande, barred sight of what was going on 
so near at hand. 

Behind Davies a river of horses filled 
the narrow street from curb to curb. 
Whispers came down the columns . 

.. The bandits have captured Juarez. 
The Butcher is leading them!'' 

The occasional high scornful notes of 
a bullet keened overhead, ending L11 a loud 
ping, as it buried itself in adobe wall or 
telegraph pole. 

JNia�����: c!�n:::t��e
to�:t

s:: 
the river began to lift. Through the dim
ness they saw bands of ragged men on the 
other side, all wearing straw sombreros, 
all heavily armed and carrying many 
bandoliers of anununition slung across 
their shoulders. 

Colonel JU.meson, sitting silent beside 
Davies, watched them from under his 
heavy red eyebrows. 

The firing lessened to single shots and 
occasional volleys. Following a cessation 
of all firing, came the reiterated sound of 
crashing volleys from .different sections 
of the town . 

.. The executions!" growled Colonel 
Jameson, twisting his red beard. 

The volleys crashed on interminably. 
Davies thought they would never end. 

Taking out his field glasses, Davies ad
justed them and trained them on Juarez 
across the river. An angle of a dusty 
courtyard came into his rnl}ge _of _vision. 

A line of unarmed men was stretched 
across it. Each man was distant from his 
fellows on the right and left by two or 
three yards. They seemed to be patiently 
waiting for something. 

The nearest man engaged Davies at
tention. He was a slim, dark eyed, dark 
haired man of middle age. He was par
tially clothed, as if recently waked from 
slumber. A pair of gold rimmed pince-nez 
were perched on his nose. He stood sto
ically gazing straight ahead. Davies felt 
a queer thrill of horror go through him. 
There was something strange about the 
stoicism of these patiently waiting men, 
something resigned and fatalistic, about 
their pose. 

Suddenly another man stepped into the 
field of vision from behind an obtruding 
wall. A familiar note about this new
comer made Davies sit up straighter. He 
was tall and broad shouldered; he was 
dressed in a black suit trinuned with silver 
buttons. Upon his head he wore a great 
sombrero, heavily encrusted with silver. 
Without being able to see his face, Davies 
realized instantly that it was the Butcher 
himself. What was he doing? Davies 
stared more intently through the glasses. 
The Butcher carried something in his 
hand, something that gleamed in the 
first rays of the early morning sun. 

The man with the gold rinuned pince
nez calmly awaited the approach of the 
Butcher. He bowed his head, as the tall 
bandit stepped up to him. Davies, hor
rified, saw the Butcher raise the object 
in his hand to the ear of the waiting man 
in front of him, saw the ma.n suddenly 
quiver and jerk, then slump awkwardly to 
the ground, his gold rimmed eye glasses 
spinning away covered with blood. The 
man lay sprawled on the ground, his head 
resting in a slowly extending pool of 
something dark that glinted sardonically 
when the sun's rays touched it. 

The next man in the line tossed away a 
cigaret carelessly, as the Butcher ap
proached him. He was quickly dispatched, 
flinging his arms up wildly _as he fell, as if 
clutching for support. The next and the 
next met a like fate. Then the Butcher 
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stopped, reloading his pistol slowly and Where it quickly resolved itself into point 
methodically. One or two in the waiting and flankers, advance party and support, 
line swayed slightly, but recovered, and and flung through the streets, seeking tht. 
continued to smoke their inevitable ciga- left edge of the town. 
rets. The red bearded old chap turned h� 

Daviis lowered his glasses, boiling with face to Davies, as the latter caught up 
a great and unholy rage at this man they with him again. The colonel's eyes were 
called the Butcher. Mixed with it was blazing with excitement. Above the rat
a new feeling of respect for Mexicans in tie of hoofs on the bridge Davies heard 
general. Men who could die as stoically him shout gleefully : 
and bravely as that were men worthy of "Looks like a fight! 'No bloodshed, 
honor. says the general! My aunt's eat's whisk-

Again he raised his glasses. There was ers, how you goin' to fight without blood
no one in the courtyard now. There was shed?" 
naught but a line of still figures, sprawled A messenger came galloping back from 
out in ungainly' attitudes, denied in death the advance guard. 
the dignity that was theirs in life. "Captain Smithers' compliments, anO 

The silence was suddenly broken by the the enemy are retreating toward the 
quick, nervous chattering of a machine southeast of town. There are about two 
gun far down on the right. It was fol- thousand of them!" he shouted. 
lowed by shouts and a few scattering "Hurrah!" shouted the colonel. "Trot\ 
shots. Davies could feel a quiver go Ye-e-e-o-ow !" Then, looking back at the 
through the regiment, waiting behind suddenly quickened regiment, he yelled 
him. Again there was silence. "Ga-a-l-1-o-p! Ye-e-e-e-o-o-o-ow!" He 

There was a clatter of hoofs. A staff set spurs to his horse. 
officer galloped up and saluted Colonel DaVies frowned, as Beelzebub took up 
Jameson. the increased gait. The colonel ww. 

"The general's compliments and you crowding his advance guard too closely. 
are to take the 'Steenth over to Juarez This was dangerous, as the same machll�t 
and move against the enemy's right gun or rifle fire could wreak havoc with 
flank, driving them back out of rifle range both advance guard and main body if 
of El Paso. The other cavalry regiment they were bunched up together. But 
will attack on the enemy's left flank. The · there was nothing to �o but gallop on 
general orders that you will accomplish and hope for the best. 
this with as little bloodshed as possible, it 
being his desire merely to protect El Paso. 
His headquarters will be at the El Paso 
end of the International bridge." 

The old colonel nodded his head eagerly. 
He raised his hand to the waiting regi
ment. Men swarmed into the saddles. 

"Forward ! Ye-c-e-o-ow !" rang out 
like a clarion from the old fellow. 

"Shall I send forward an advance 
guard?" questioned Davies. 

"H-m, yes, surely," said the colonel. 
Davies reined Beelzebub back, waiting 

until Montgomery rode up at the head of 
the first squadron. Briefly he made the 
situation clear. Very swiftly a troop de
tached itself from the first squadron and 
galloped by the eolonel, across the bridge, 

T�a�w
w��e

st�0�r:t;�;;:· 
d:;;�rt�: 

the low adobe houses were all heavilY 
barred and shuttered. The colonel swung 
sharply to the left and led the regiment 
out toward the edge of the town. As 
Davies, by the colonel's side, cleared"the 
last few houses, he saw the advance guard 
not more than three hundred yards ahead 
or them. Some four hundred yards in 
advance of the point was the Mexican 
force, a great black cloud of men and 
horses, slowly withdrawing in plain view. 

Surely the colonel would slow down 
now, keeping his regiment under rover, 
while he made his dispositions. Davies 
frowned, as the Old Man continued gal· 
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loping out into the open, the leading units 
of the regiment following. 

"On right into line!" shouted the 
colonel suddenly. 

The leading troop obediently executed 
column right and slowed down, while its 
men, in sets of fours, galloped up and 
formed line, one after the other, extend
ing out to the left. The rear troops came 
galloping up on the left, so that a line 
whose base was on the edge of the town, 
rapidly formed itself, extending out into 
the open plain. 

The colonel moved out to the center of 
the regiment and, while the last squadron 
was forming line on the left, gave the com
mands: 

"Draw saber! Charge!" 
As the great rank of men and horses 

started into the gallop, and as the sabers 
flashed out like a tossing wave of silver 
and men bent low on their horses' necks, 
Davies, peering ahead, saw the advance 
guard halted and Smithers waving back 
madly to the oncoming regiment, giving 
the signal to halt. He tried to draw the 
colonel's attention to it, but the Old Man 
would not heed. 

The colonel galloped at the Mexican 
force, without a single backward glance. 
The Old Man, instead of keeping on a 
straight line to the front, began to swing 
to the right. As the regiment followed 
him, the whole mass of men and horses 
shifted obediently to the right. This 
crowded Montgomery's squadron back 
into the Juarez streets. Davies saw him 
squeezed back, until finally it was im
possible for him to move forward in line. 
Montgomery at last did the only thing 
possible-signaled to his men breaking 
the line into columns that could move 
more easily among the ho'uses and trees 
and streets into which he had been forced. 

Davies, his face grim, rode at the 
colonel's left. Beelzebub was running 
smoothly with great easy strides. 'fhe re
maining two squadrons of the regiment 
were pounding along behind. The ad
vance guard moved off toward the flank, 
to uncover the front of the regimental 
line. They were still signaling to halt. 

Davies, suspicious, began to pull Beelze
bub in. It was well that he had her under 
control, for suddenly they topped a small 
rise and thundered down straight toward 
a black expanse of mud, a marsh that lay 
directly on their front and extended be
tween them and the Mexican force. 

Davies drew Beelzebub in. She, trained 
at polo, sat back on her haunches and 
came to a sudden halt. The colonel's 
horse plunged dirootly into the ooze and 
began to plunge. The regiment thun
ered past Davies and followed, sweeping 
into the marsh like an avalanche. The 
onward progress was effectually checked. 
The straight ranks of the squadrons broke 
into plunging groups of mired horses, 
most of them belly deep in the treacherous 
ooze. 

Gazing anxiously at the Mexican force, 
Davies saw them halt and look back. As 
the plight of the Americans showed itself 
plainly, they began to tum. Looking 
over to the right, Davies saw Montgom
ery's squadron showing itself intermit
tently through the screen of houses and 
trees. It had halted uncertainly, as the 
regiment stopped in the mire. 

The marsh seemed to extend across the 
entire front of the American force. Davies 
wondered whether it crossed the front of 
Montgomery's squadron, as well. Why, 
oh, why had not the colonel reconnoitered 
before charging? The major was tom 
between two demands-one to gallop to 
Montgomery's outfit and lead them 
around the flank of the Mexican force, 
the other to remain and bring order out of 
these two broken squadrons. He dooided 
swiftly 0 depend upon Montgomery, and 
he dismounted from Beelzebub, throwing 
his reins on the ground. 

Some few men were struggling out of 
the mire. These he rallied to him, and 
had them link their horses and draw their 
rifles. It was a forlorn hope, but if he 
could get enough riflemen there, he might 
be able to cover the regiment's confusion 
by well directed fire into the Mexican 
forces. Suddenly he saw Beelzebub, her 
head held high, so that she wouJd not get 
her feet tangled in the reins, gallopi�g 
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along the edge of the marsh toward 
Montgomery's squadron. There was no 
ti�e to worry about that. 

The Mexicans were beginning to dis
mount. A group of them were assembling 
what he took to be a machine gun. The 
time was getting short. At any moment a 
devastating burst of fire might strike into 
the mass of men and horses slowly extri
cating themselves froJ:ti the ooze. He t;tow 
had collected some twenty-five or thirty 
men and he led them, dismounted, to the 
small rise behind the regiment. 

Suddenly he saw a commotion among 
the Mexicans. He saw Beelzebub gallop 
in among them and saw men running be
fore her. She l\'aS striking and kicking 
and biting like a fiend possessed. Marvel
ing at the strangeness of this sight, he 
reasoned quickly that there was a clear 
way around the swamp to the Mexican 
flank. If Montgomery would only do 
the right thing! 

Any moment might bring a hail of 
bullets into the helpless American force. 
He raUied more men feverishly. His group 
was slowly growing larger but it was still 
too small to make much of an impression 
against t�e Mexicans. 

T!!���� ���:;.!o�c�:: ;�;: 
dismounting and advancing with rifles. 
The group around the machine gun was 
dragging it forward. Any second might 
start the slaughter. 

Beelzebub had disappeared among the 
mass of Mexicans and their horses. 

Suddenly Davies' heart gave a great 
leap. Gazing anxiously along the edge of 
trees and houses on the Mexican flank, he 
saw a long line of men in khaki advancing 
rapidly. It was Montgomery's squadron, 
dismounted and ready to pour a murder
ous fire into the flank of the Mexican 
force. 

He nearly tottered over with the relief 
from the strain. The situation was saved. 
Montgomery had done the right thing! 

The Mexicans saw the American force 
on their flank. They turned tail and be-

gan to retreat. In a few seconds all of 
them were fleeing. The danger was po.st. 
Davies saw Montgomery mount up his 
squadron, saw them follow the Mexicans. 
The retreat became a rout. 

The regiment was slowly reformed. 
The colonel, cursing like a whole platoon 
of mule skinners, was fished out of the 
marsh, filling the air with brimstone. 
Shortly thereafter word came that the 
bandits were cleared out of J uarcz, and 
orders came for the regiment to return. 

Montgomery brought his squadron 
back, riding gaily at their head. An or
derly led Beelzebub, who was scratched 
and torn and bloody, but carried herself 
proudly as usual. 

"She blamed near killed that Butcher 
fellow," Montgomery shouted, as be ap
proached. "Believe me, I don't want that 
mare to take a dislike to me." 

As he rode up and dismounted, Davies 
patted him on the shoulder. 

"Damn well done! I should say thar 
you were the conquering hero of the day." 

"Most of the credit is due Beelzebub," 
grinned Montgomery. "She gaUoped 
across my front, while I was trying to 
make up my mind. She found a l''RY 
across the marsh. I followed her, and 
that was that." 

"Believe me, I spent a bad few minutes 
waiting for that to be that," confessed 
Davies. 

"Depend on your teammate." quoted 
Montgomery. "Hold and hit. I saw you 
were holding, and it was up to me to hit." 

"What the hell do you mean?" 
A deep voiced roar broke on their cars. 

They turned, startled, to find the colonel 
bearing down on them, his breeches 
smeared with black mud from the marsh, 
his red beard sticking out in indignation. 

"What do you mean, Montgomery, 
chasin' away those greasers before I could 
get a crack at them?" 

T� old colonel's voice rumbled deep in 
his chest. The air was full of sulphur. 
The lean young adjutant bowed his head 
to the storm, but said nothing. There 
was nothing to say. 
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Believe It Or Not! 

c��t��:-:����s�i��i�! �;�� 
the Atlanta Journal, which tells what 
is by all odds one of the best snake 
stories of the year. 

Juliette, Georgia. 
A large rattlesnake was exploded by the ail' 

pl'e!Qure fromthe tire o! a Ford car in the swamps of 
a creek near here Tuesday afternoon. 

It is reported that while the cOnstruction gang of 
a power company were putting in posts for a line 
through the swamps the ratt.iellnake struck the tire 
of the car which was being used by one of the work
men. The air pressure wu transmitted through 
the hollow fa.Dgs of the reptile and blew up and 
exploded it. 

It seems unfortunate that the fate of 
the Ford is not mentioned. Perhaps a 
tire service station man repaired the inner 
tube. But when he came to replace the 
patched tube he found it did not fit. The 
casing had swelled up to full balloon 
size. 

James W. Bennett 

W�!'!. �O
f� his 

in�i!::r Jr�b�:: 
nett arises with a word of self-introduc
tion to comrades of the Camp-Fire. Mr. 
Bennett's first story, "Heavenly Flow
ers," appears in this issue of Adventure. 

I've always been possessed, it seelll!l, of curioll!lly 
itching feet. In 1911 I spent a summer in Tahiti. 
The island was primitive; very much more so than 
it is now, I believe. I hobnobbed with a {at and 
smiling lsland potentate and a lanky, melancholy 
American consul. Since then-well, two circum
navigations of the globe. Nearly a year as an Ameri
can vice consul in Shanghai. China, and in Sydney, 
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Alllllf'Jilia. A year lecturing in a Chinese University 
in Shanghai. There I taught short story writing to 
a group of eager young Chinese. I didn't need to 
teach them much, for they were gifted tale-spinners; 
a racial heritage. The stories of one of my students 
appeared (in collaboration) in my book, "Plum 
Blossolll!l and Blue Incense," published in Shanghai 
by the largest publishing house in the world, 
namely the Chinese firm of The Commercial Pre53, 
Ltd. On my last trip to China, I landed in the 
midst of three wars, went through an overnight 
capture of a city (Peking), and, in Hongkong, I 
lived through a general strike that was very much 
akin to "'ar. At that same time, I took a trip down 
to Canton, stayed there five days and got out-just 
two hours before the Kuomingtang (the' Nation
alists) bombarded the city. There were some eight 
tholU&nd of us aboard the flat-bottomed river 
steamer; fortunately most of the pas��engers were 
traveling third class-and they seem supremely ao> 
customed to ��emi-suflocation. I have published 
two DO\'eis (Duffield and Company, Publishen, 
N. Y.), "The Manchu Cloud," which deals with 
Peking and "The Yellow Corsair," an adventure 
story of the pirate colony or South China.-JAMES 
W. BEXNETT. 

Along The Trail 

II 

WHEN the spur line first cut acrosS 

Bright Angel Playa, eliminating the 
long, thirsty cattle trail from the fertile 
ranges of Miramar and Boyce to rail head 
at Hartnett, Crab Lenihan hung up his 
stock saddle and took to railroading. And 
the waddies of the CT spread breathed 
some easier. 

Not that Nature had aimed to make 
Crab a bad guy. Back there in 190�. he 
was sorrel-topped, puggy of nose, and· 
with a wide mouth and eyes meant for 
smiling. 

The trouble had begun a couple or three 
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:years back, in a scrap which started in a 
Tres Palmas cantina-and ended when 
Lon Reardon swiped the barrel of his hog· 
leg across young Lenihan's front teeth, 
knocking him for a loop. 

Of course the teeth broke; but worse 
was to come. Nowadays the docs prob· 
ably would wag their noodles wisely, and 
say, "Uh-huh, four out of five!" or some
thing like. AnY'vay, three months later 
when Crab barged into the Squeejaw 
Saloon at Hartnett, his face. was swelled 
up tiU it looked a unanimous case of 
mumps. That didn't bother his sh�ting 
much, though, and he was better than the 
average run of cowpokes who hadn't ever 
thrown down on a man. 

It was pretty close to an even break, 
as such things go; but Lon missed by 
about a yard, and Crab's first shot went 
home plumb center. That's all there was 
to it. The boys buried Lon; and Crab 
celebrated by getting pie-eyed and having 
the barber yank all his teeth. 

That operation cured up his mouth, but 
it didn't help his temper any to speak of. 
During the next four-five months, till he 
got his new plates from Denver, Crab 
gummed his disposition, as well as his 
food. 

By and by he got so bad Nig Childress 
tried to fire him; but just one look at 
Crab's big, shiny wolf tusks bared in a 
snarl and Nig-who never carried a gun
hired him right back again in a hurry. 

So it was the CT outfit didn't mourn 
any to speak of, when Crab got him a job 
as shack on the L. H. & M. 

What kind of a railroader be was, dur
ing the next five-six years, I don't know. 
Probably he had the cattle freight cons 
buffaloed; or maybe, at that, he rated his 
sixty a month. They weren't awfully 
fussy back on those desert branches, those 
days. 

I rode with him on a str�g of empties, 
going into Caton. He was thin, a little 
bent, and sort of hitch-and-stepped, 
hitch-and-stepped from some past injury 
to his left knee. I noted that he wore a 
big, black wooden handled gun, thrust 
through the waistband of his trousers. 

On a two percent down grade-and a 
terrible roadbed - the empty freight 
reached a terrific speed of perhaps twenty
five miles an hour. 

Not realizing that Crab had learned all 
his railroading on this forty-seven mile 
spur, I quoted irreverently from Gene 
Field's "Schnellest Zug"-

"Thirteen miles an haur's 
The fastest rate they ever go; 

While on the engine's piston rods 
Do moss and lichens grow." 

And then fatuously went on to yarn 
about some real Spe<)ds achieved on rail
ways-the famous ninety-mile-an-hour 
race on the last lap to Omaha, for the 
U. S. mail carrying contract; the Phil
adelphia-Atlantic City non-stop run; the 
new Chicago--New York fliers. 

Oh, I laid it on thick enough, and none 
too accurately, perhaps; but imagine how 
my jaw dropped when that little, limping 
sorrel-top leapt up in front of me, flourish
ing his black cannon, and calling me more 
species of a liar than Ananias and Mun· 
chausen ever imagined! 

On my person just then, the deadliest 
weapon was a single barreled cigarette. 
So under protest I took the worst calling 
I ever received. 

Later, still half angry, half amused, I 
remembered a detail of one of my first 
jobs, which had been that of factotum in 
the superintendent of motive power and 
machinery's office of the C. & N. W. Rail
way, at Chicago. 

The detail had been the handling of 
locomotive speed recorders-those little 
graph lined rolls which s!ww exactly the 
speeds attained by passenger engines 
along every mile of their trips. 

After some correspondence and finag· 
ling, I got the evidenoe-a recorder which 
showed that twice on this particular trip, 
an engine drawing the Los Angeles limited 
had exceeded seventy miles an hour. 

I sent this to Crab, with an explanatory 
letter. 

A week later I received his reply-a 
postcard. 
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Dear Sir, 
It's a dam lie jtut the sa71Ul. 

B. LENIHAN 
c-T01-YABE Tor..UAN 

THE MARINES' HYMN 

From the halb of Monte1:uma 
To the shores of Tripoli 

We fight our country's battles 
On the land as on thesea. 

First to figbt for right and freedom 
And to keep our honor clean, 

We are proud to claim the title 
Of the United Sta� Marine. 

Our fia.g's unfurled to every breeze 
From dawn to setting sun; 

We have fought in every dime or place 
Where we eouJd take a gun; 

ID the !now offu off northern lands 
And in sWllly tropie aeenes 

You will find us always on the job
The United Sta� Marines. 

Here's health to you, and to our corpe, 
Whkb we are proud to lltl"Ve; 

ID many a strife we have fought for life 
Andneverlostour nerve; 

If the Army and the Navy 
Ever look on heaven's aeenes 

They -.rill find the streets are guarded by 
The United States Marines. 

-A!o!oN. 

E. S. Dellinger 

"B��v!!���;� �s �7st 
i��?; 

and Mr. Dellinger arises to tell new com
rades of....the lure of a railroad career. 

offer to myse!J' and my family for going back to worl 
on the railroad. I worked on the Ea.stem Division 
out of Spring6eld, Missouri, from early in 1918 to 
late in 1919. Again in uno. I worked for the Frisco 
out of Kansas Ciiy. 

From the time 1 first went railroading, I began 
listening to the tales of the old-timers with the idea 
of !lOme time using some of the material in fiction. 
I have fdt for years that the American reading pub
lie knows less about the life, work and character of 
railroad men than of any other group of workers in 
the nation; yet, this is perhnps the most vital of all 
our ind\l!jtries. and the life and work the most fa.s
cinating one could possibly find. Every man h&ll a 
story, ifhe only chooses to tell it. 

-E. S. DELLISGEn. 

End Over End 

co
a��o����:�i��ct:��=:i�sh��u�� 

due to an uncanny, instinctive judgment 
of distance and direction? The following 
account, sent in by a member of the 
American Society of Civil Engineers, 
does not try to analyze the phenomenon, 
but is interesting nevertheless. 

1D a reCent number there was some interesting 
stuff about knife throwing. When I read a story
a good breezy sea story for example, in whieh one 
sailor throws his sheath knife at some one, alwaya 
hits him in the throat and thereby assisU in the 
ultimate triumph of viee or virtue as the case IDa)' 
be-my lltl\lle of credulity is always stilled and com-
forted a little by the recollection of a ehap I on011 
bunted with along the eutern edge of the Ever· 
glade!!. Outside of stage performera this is the one 
man I have ��ten--or ac:tua1ly beard of at first hand 
-who oould throw a knife. He was a native who 
hu.d spent his youth with the Seminoles, knew 
nothing and cared less for the printed word, but 
read his pine woodo! and swamps jU!It as a matter of 
COUJ'Se, and perhaps more comprehendingly u to 

Born in the heart of the Missouri O&arlcs in 1886, ... practical results than we read the daily paper. 
I wa.s reared on a hill "forty". Here I began <:hop- Along with his shirt and overalls and galluses he 
ping and haWing eordwood &ll 11000 a.s I W&ll big wore a belt which bore a sheath on the right side, 
enough to swing an az and drh·e a team. At the age and a common hunting knife with a blade about sU: 
of eighteen, having secured a certificate by examina- inches long. One morning he and his helper, .who 
tion, I began teaching in the rural schools. drove the wagon which 010ved our camp stuff, dis-

hi 1907, I followed. my older brother into the train agreed; and when the argument started the helper 
��trvioe as brakeman on the Missouri Pac:ifie at Osa- had a shotgun in his hands which be laid dowo 
watomie, Kansas. After working here for a time, promptly when our guide laid his hand on the hilt of 
I returned to the O&arks again to fake up farming, his hunting knife. The two men were standing 
<:hopping and teaching. perhaps twelve or fifteen feet apart, facing ea.eh 

By 1918. I had 1101d my "forty" and became prin- other. 
eipal of liChoob at Sparta, Missouri. However, Leter I twitted the wagon driver a little for lay-
the inward urge to go back to railroading was atill ing down his gun and was emphatically told that if 
with me. 1D the summer of that year, the urgent I had ever ��ten the other chap throw his knife I 
need ol men of 110me experience for the train 8CI'Vioe, would know more about it. After I had ��ten him 
due to the inroads made a010ng the employes by the throw it I was convinced of the wisdom and dis-
eelective .uviee draft. gave me ueuse whkb I could cretion of the wagon driver. 
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Of CMIT!Ie the guide had no more idea how he 
threw his kDife than a colored brother whose guitar 
atuff I ooce tried to get, in Ea��t Tennesllee, knew 
how he picked the blues out of his box. lle "jlll!t 
throwed it." My knife expert grabbed it. literally, 
by the handle, with the thumb and first finger of 
his right hand, drew it back over his shoulder and 
let Ry, like a kid throwing stones, or perhaps more 
like the short.ann throw of the ball player. The 
knife turned end for end in the air of course, but it 
al� alway1 arrived point finrt.-nd this irre
speeti� oi distanee and angle. He would run past 
a tree at any distance up to twenty or twenty-five 
feet and stick the knife in the tree as he ran; and if 
he had any oonscioll!l thought of distance or angle 
it was not apparent. He "jU.'It throwed it." 

Please count me among those who are inexpress
ibly glad that you have gone to the old type of cover. 
-Ba:mLEY C. HuLSI:, Bedford, Pa. 

. Exhibit No. 1 

JTA�r�f�n:o;;:or;,;��!hi��r 
o�o� 

trophy room-a genial hearthside where 
authors and readers might visit when 
passing through New York. But if the in
terest is genuine, I am promisee} splendid 
quarters in this building. 

Of course the trophies--each prefembly 
with its story of a man's adventure in 
some far place-would have to come first. 

As a starter, however, Clem Yore of 
Estes Park, Colorado, has sent in a 
magnificent carved walrus-tusk, secured 
on a trip to the sub-Artie. The tusk is 
made into a cribbage board, with can'ed 
and inked pictures of the walrus hunt, 
over its entire lengih. It was made, forty
seven years ago, by an Eskimo . .  

---- I 
Minnesota Style 

co::va��:;' d�c�0�e ��; 
most thrilling gastronomic adventure
but he makes out a pretty good case just 
the same. This advertisement (if any) is 
herewith pre9Cnted gratis, to the restau
. rant in question. 

Pogey Ramsey, Doc Annett, Bluejay James and I 
have been taking our vacations together ever since 
a "Pullman" ran on twn wheels 'stead of sixteen. 
Once we hoboed to Pocatello--in order to have 
enough jack for a real trip-and then went hol'$e
back up through .Jackson's Hole and the Park. 
Si.J; glorious weeks! . 

The cycling bug bit us then, and we pedaled to 
Indianapolis; and next year we met 'em in. "St. 
Louis Louie" for the .l<'air. 

It was jUBt after that the Doc bought his first car. 
It wa.s a one-lung Pa.ckar�nd hand-snd it 
sounded something like "Fire at will!" with tile 
15.5 mm. rifle��; not so fast, but fully as desperate. 

In it,at fourA.M. oneJuly morn, we cruisedforth 
bravely, aiming in the general direction of Luding
ton, Michigan. But that start plumb fiuled. In 
six hours we only got from Oak Park A \·cnue to 
Garfield Park-five miles. 

Asthe years weotaloog all ofrur-being bachelot"!J 
-rated cars; and so we took tum about. Our hair 
is some thinner, and our poker-�rticularly Doc'� 
-fiercer. But the old kick .rti.l.l remains in. tlle long 
tsail off the tourist routes. 

I remember one day we were stuck about forty 
miles out of Duluth-our vac tank in a sling-when 
Bluejay composed our roa.d !Kmg. (Lemme say, 
parenthetically, that for three years straight nothing 
c\·er passed us on the road. And then we challenged 
Ralph de Palma., who was tuoing up for the Elgin 
road race.oJ . .  ) 

The song goes to the air of a well known ribald 
ba!lad: 

Onoe there was a band o' bu.m5 
Ao' a rattlio' busted bus; 
Whene\·er the engine started, , 
It raised a helluva fU.'III. 
lt wouldn't ruo on ga.eoline 
Till it was primed 'th booze-
Then it made a mile in. nothio.'.-t.aU. 
Before it lay down to snooze. 

Oh, tickle me carburetor 
Andjam dovm the throttle gas, . 
'Cause up there on the ribbon o' road 
I see a car to pa.sll! 
Oh, maybe he's a Packard
Or maybe he's a }'ord-
But he'Jl eat my dust, tbe sonofagun,. 
While 1'\·e this hand abosrd! 

And incidentally, let me mcntio'n the chow we had 
that night-a meal I'll ne,·er forget. We got in late 
at Duluth, and according to ClL�tom, looked im
mediately for a fat man. (On the al•erage, a fat man 
will always know the beat place in town to eat.) 

We got hold of a big fellow-! think he was a 
lumberj�k-and he sent us to a place called 
Delmonico's, right up in town. 

Each of us ordered a sirloin, two \"egetables, 
French fried potatoes, pie and coffee-for we 
thought ourseJves starved. I kind of thought the 
waiter looked at us funny, but didn't pay any at
tention. Huh! ' I  didn't know the hall of it. 

The order!! came-and how! It seems that 
Duluth must have a bracing climate, or sOmething. 
Each of those meat portions was an entire sirloin 
�teak, cut about one inch thick! Enough for all four 
of ll.'l in one order, ol co� 

· 
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But listen to what followed, b�thren! 
You kno111· tht$C half-gaUon earthenware ooup 

dishes Pittsburgh Joe ll8ed to ladle full for three 
cents-back in the dear dead days when the "largest 
inthe city" co:st a nickel? 

Well, for my two vegetabiC!I-peaS and buttered 
beets-and for my French fried, I got three of theae 
bou.J,, heapingfulll 

I'll bet that was where Paul Bunyan went when 
he wu red famishe.:i.-C. L. (OOOTS) H.\RKNE!!S, 
Oak Park, Ill. ---

Y H . - Last hea.rd ofat unaU town in B. C. 

4.J ;7���==�h.e\�:k;� Ana., Calif. 

C .. Y· ��������le�";.'"��l.;::a" � �0:;� �h Y'g� 
must know it. We are lonesome for }'Ou. Come home it 
poso.ible.-]A...,.E. 

fmm relativeo or deS<::end 
or bear this name. Fa.:nity 
we,.., known to have res1ded 

N���"'� \3jJ��:,U�� 
Unusual Accuracy 

L lte�eU:ft:O'"ut;";"o�Pi!!':eco�u':.���.� Y� �V;,·� C0c��!��h�r;;,�s!�v:ii!�e; ���� 
ficiency he has attained in the throwing of 
knives. And a one pound knife is a for
midable weapon, indeed! 

Have been down here on the border off and on 
for the last forty years, learned knife throwing 
from a Mexican at an early age, am still at it. I 
practise from one half to one hour daily. I use a 
heavy special knife which I made myself of one 
pound l'oeight twelve inch spear blade. Contrary to 

, BALLADE OF BOOT-HILL 

ln silent tombs the killensleep 
On naked, sun-burnt desert land. 
While overhead the sandstonus sweep 
And cacti guard the shifting sand. 
They were a daring, dauntless band 
With nerve to meet thesmallor great; 
The men wbo bet a "fifty grand"
When Tex.as was a two-gun State. 

Mr. Johnson. I do not grasp knife around the point, Gone are the badmen of the west, 
but between thumb and forefinger at end of handle. And gone are monte, stud and draw; 
At twenty fed distance from target, I cao hit the The faro man has dealt his best, 
pip of the -.ce of spade�; or heart., three times out of � And gone with him is �ix-gun law . 
.li\·e; can d any time land within the spnoe of a Yea, gone are days when life 1\'M ra"W, 
playing card. I use •n over and throw putting hips And men t�oould jest at ruthless fate, 
and sboulden into the swing; have thrown knife one Thougl1 Death stoOO 1\'atch with grinning maw-
pound weight through two inches of hard pine, from When Texas was a two-gun Stale. 
two to three inches of blade prob-uding at opposite 
s.ide.-l.IAAaY A. LlPLL'<&Jt.Y, El. PMO, Texas. The gunmen sleep in Boot-Hill grim, 

While on�rhead fast airplanes sail; 
And on the road, a paving gem, 
That once was but a cattle trail. 
A horseless cart that nee<h no rnil 
Is speeding past at breathless rate. 
But Boot-Hill knew a somber tale
·when Tems wa.s a two-� State! 

Envoi 

Sleep, killen, sleep in Boot-Hill"s sod
The men who knew the sting of hate, 
And fought and died with "shooting rod"
When Ten� 1\'ll.'l a two-gun State! 

-W. A. WARD 
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Just as a inatter of intel'el!t, with no particular 
pearing on anything. Page 188 of the September I 
Jdwntur�. Mr. Buehl say�: "It (the Cl'O!IS-bow) U 
alm011t u accurate 8.11 a rook rifle up to fifty yards. 
Gallwey says he can put eight bolta_out of twelve in a 
•ix inch circle at sixty yard:!." Now, I myself have 
yut four out of fh·e bullets in a %  inch circle at 
1wenty-five yards, which is equivalent to putting 
them in a l 7'i inch circle at sixty. And l am by no 
���ean.s au expert marksman. I was using a Win
chester .!!!!, and can figure to duplicate that score 
almost any time, when in shape. So I don't thiD.k 
the cross-bow is such a terrific article for aceuracy, 
though I have no doubt it would be a lot of fun. 
As I 1\Tite, I have in front of me a target made with a 
.H riOe. (No, not one of mine!) Twenty shots in a 
group I� x ��� inches al fOO yardsJ What price 
tl1e cross-bow. -PAUL L. ANDERSON 

Playing Favorites 

��u��o;0��v�t!�eust� �v: t�: 
friends-and enemies-to vote on their 
preferences in fiction, and to state their 
frank opinions concerning the stories 
published during each past year. In an 
early number of the new year the results 
of this vote were tabulated and pub
lished. 

This is a mighty pleasant practice-for 
the editor, at any rate. He is given a 
straightforward pointer- to guide him in 
pleasing the men it is his honest desire to 
thrill and satisfy. Let's do it again this 
year! 

In the past I have been associated 
with magazines which rather specialized 
on "reader control"-running coupons 
in the backs of the numbers, on which 
preferences, issue by issue, could be 
scored. 

I slightly distrust that system now, 
steady though the response was, for the 
reason that month after month the same 
readers sent in their choices. In time the 
natural tendency was to edit each maga
zine for a coterie of two or three hundred 
patrons who might or might not represent 
the hundred thousands who remained 
silent. 

I am trying to uphold and substantially 
increase the prestige and honest worth of 
the grand old magazine. But, in spite of 
being an old-timer at the Camp-Fire, I 
am a newcomer at the editorial desk of 
Advent-ure; and I'd surely appreciate 
whatever counsel comrades out in the fire
light are willing to give. 

How about it? Will you tell me the 
serial, the novelette and the short story 
you liked best this year? Think it over, 
and when you have read the next issue, 
that of December fifteenth, send me a real 
Christmas present in shape of a story vote 
and letter of general criticism. 

I'll like 'em all-even if some of 'em 
contain teaspoonfuls of asterisks . . .  
-ANTHoNY l\1. Run. 
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For frtt information and servicrs you can't get elsewhere 
Crime at Sea 

W!�!�c� i�h:nj��:i=n
m:��:�� 

a British crew bound for a French port? 
/Uquut:-"Can you give me some information 

relative to the jurisdiction ova crimes c»mmitted at 
ae&? The particular case I have in mind Wall 8.ll 
folloW!!: The offender was an American merchant 
Milo!' who killed a ship'• officer. The crime WL'J 
11uppoeed to have been committed around 1880 or 
1890. I can not say which port but it was an im
portant one. I don't know if the atory of the crime 
wa.s true or not but I think it was."-BYRON Ba06t:, 
Dubuque, Iowa. 

Reply, by Lieut. F. V. Greene:-There are two 
very important points that are not given in your 
letter; theae are: 

'I'he country that the ahip hailed from. 
Tbe port in Fran.ce for which she was bound. 
In general, the country that the ship hailt from 

takes juri!ldiction in the case. In particular if the 
country is a large important one, in the case of a 
small weak country it is not at all certain jU!It what 
action would be tAken by one of the big fellowt�. 
The COWltry that a ship hails from has jurisdiction 
over thatship as part of ill territory, in the ease of 
a men:bant ship, except that in local laws of a port 
in which 8he may be, she comes under these laws, but 
murder would notcome underthis heading. I have 
an example of a ease that is 110mewhat similar to the 
one that you mention; it also shows several possible 
jurisdictions. It happened at an earlier date than 
you mention, but is a good example. 

This is a case of a.n American citizen, a British 
ahip and a French port. E�idently in the case of 
Regina va. Ander110n the British government as
sumed jurisdiction and the French government did 
notinsillton their right.s; 

REGINA vs. ANDERSON 
(Court for Crown Cases Reserved. 1868. 11 Cox, 
C. C. I98) 
James Anderson, an American citizen, wu indicted 
for murder on board a ve&Sel, belonging to the port 
ol Yarmouth in Nova Scotia. She wu registered 
in London, England, and was Oying the British 
flag. 
At the time of the offence committed the veael Willi 
off the River Gironde, within the boundaries of the 
territory of France, on ber way to Bordeau, which 
city is by the CO!Iflle ol the river about ninety miles 
from the .tea. 
(BoVILU:, C. J.)-There is no doubt that the terri
tory where the offence was committed was within the 
territory of France and that the prisoner waa there
fore subject to the laws of France, which the local 
authorities of that country might have enforced if 
80 minded; but at the same time, in point of law, 
the offence 9!'WJ also committed in British territory, 
for the seaman on board a merchant vessel, which as 
to her crew and master, must be taken to have been 
at the same time Wlder the protection of the British 
Oag, and therefore al.'IO amenable to the provisions 
of the British law. It is true that the prisoner was 
an American citizen, but he had with his own con
sent embarked 011 board a British vessel as one of 
the crew. Although the prisoner was subject to the 
American jurisprudence a.s an American citizen, 
and to the law of France a.s having committed an 
offence within the territory of Fiance, yet he mll!jt 
also be considered aa subject to tbe jurisdiction of 
British law, which extends to the protection of 
British veucls, though in porlll belonging to another 
COWlby. 

IF THIS crime had been committed in a French 
vessd. he would certainly have been tried in a 

French court. If the victim bad been a Frenchman, 
it ill difficult to ��ay where he would have been tzied, 
except that the country that the ship hailed from 
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1muld probably have claimed jurisdiction. As I aaid 
before, there are a lot of juri,dictions that overlap. 
which makes a situation of thioJ sort very compli· 
ul<d. 

Red Snow 
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and deep-packed snow fields. 

Request..�"Ciln you pleue inform me what is the 
cause of the patches of red or pink snow often 
<'ncountered late in summer above the 6000 foot 
level. This phenomenon was first brought to my 
notice by a Government surveyor about S years ago. 

Last week I climbed Mount Albert Edward 
which is one of the highest peaks on Vancouver 
Island. When nea.ring the snmmit I found 8 

patche�� of pink snow. All three were circular in 
shape, the largest about 6 feet in diameter and the 
other two about IS inches. The largest patch was 
in a chum or ravine where the snow might have 
been lOO feet deepor more. 

I dug about 4 feet in this patch and found that 
the deeper I went the more pronounced the color 
beeawe."-WlLLLUI DouoLAS. Courtenay, B. C., 
Canada. 

Rqiy, by Mr. Victor Shaw:-Yollf!J is the first 
query I've had regarding the curious phenomenon 
which is known as "red mow." This in spite ol the 
fact that it is of a rather spectaeular nature, and is 
found in various loca.lities where mow fields of the 
more pen:na.11ent type exist. 

The color is due to the pigmentation of a specie! 
of microscopic ve�tation, which thrives mainly 
on old mow fields. The older the SJlOw the deeper 
this plant will penetrate. 

It is known in certain localities on the higher 
peaks of the Rockies both American and Canadian; 
on !lOme of the AWkan coastal gla.cieJ'!!; in the 
Swiss and Italian Alps, etc., and especially large 
fields appear in northern Greenland and Ellesmere 
and Grant Lands. 

I've aeen it in plaees aJong the shore of Smith's 
Sound (north of Mellville Bay) when it resembled 
a field of fresh blood; and the illllllion could hardly 
be dispelled when handfuls were taken up and 
examined. 

As you will readily see, the shape of the bed or 
�now has nothing whatevtt to do with this plant, 
in color or growth, nor does the depth of the field 
seem to infiuence it any way. Just how the !pores 
may be brought to any given locality, and what the 
period of �mination may be, I'm not i¢ormed, 
nor do I think botanists have yet arrived at a 
satisfactory conclusion, but it seem.s to have to do 
with the age of the field. No doubt it is fairly slow 
to germinate; hence a snow aeeumula.tion which 
has ita surface periodically disturbed has little chance 
for the growth. 

Catfish Stew 
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wise lowly fish. 
Requ�II:-"Many years ago I was camped with an 

old Englishman who prepared a stew wing a lot of 
small catfish which he scalded, scraped, cleaned, 
dug out the eyes and cooked, leaving the head<� on 
saying that the head<� were the best part of the tid!. 
He lined a tin tray with slices of bread that Wall dried 
out and when the stew Wall done poured it over the 
bread. It waa m011t certainly a delicious dish. Do 
you put out a book or pamphlet about camp cook· 
ing?"-J. S. Sw.nEB, Springfield, Mo. 

Rqly, by Mr. Horace Kephart:-! do not usually 
boil small fi.sh, preferring them steamed or fried; 
but the following method may be used for a 
change: 

Prepare the tid! aa you described. Put a table
spoonful of butter, or 110me sliced Mit pork, in the 
bottom of a kettle and fry in it a sliced onion or two. 
Some chopped carrot and celery fried a1ong with the 
onion will improve the dish, if you have them. 
When the onion is brown, put in the fish and add 
enough boiling water to cover them. Season with 
salt, pepper, two or three clove�� and !lOme vinegar 
or lemon juice. I can not give amounts without 
knowing how much fish you have; just taste the 
liquor and seal!On to suit you. Boil very gently until 
the fish will part easily from the bone��. Skim oil 
scum a.s it rises. Line a dish with toast or with 
crackers dipped first in cold water. Fill with your 
stew. Add melted butter a.s a sauce, or a rich white 
sauce prepared M follows: 

For four people, cook two tablespoonfuls of butter 
till it bubbles. Add a tablespoonful of Oour, rub. 
bing it in, and cook until it i.t smooth. Remove 
from direct heat of fire, but let it simmer, while you 
add a pint of milk. a third at a time, rubbing into a 
smooth paate each time it thickens. Then seaaon 
with a half teaspoonful of salt and an eighth tea· 
spoon of'pepper. Cook up and U.M immediately. 

Talisman 
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the power of warding off sudden death 
from him who carries it. 

&querl:-"1 would like a little information on 
a coin or medalwhich l have in my possession. lt D 
about 1 1·16" in diameter, is composed of metal 
which looks like bronze or brass. On one side.it has 
a pictme of St. George and the dragon, with the 
words, 'Georgius Eqvitum Patronu!,' and on the 
other side has a picture of three men in a ship, with 
the words, 'Intempestate Securitas.' It is thin and 
quite worn."-MYaoN Cocrui.ANE, Chicago, Dl. 



ASK ADVENTURE 

&ply, by Mr. Howland Wood:-The piece you 
write about with St. George and the Dragon on qne 
aide and a .ship at seaon the other i<Jnot a CQinbut a 
talisman or lucky piece. The!le have been made for 
se,·eral hundred yean, especially in Germany, and 
come in sizes from about a dollar to the size much 
smaller than a ten cent piece. They can be bought 
in various metals-gold. silver, brass. _copper and 
etc. They are of private origin and are sold by 
je"-elry and novelty shops, especially to soldier.� and 
sailors, the superstition being that they are supposed 
to ward off sudden death. 

Log Cabins 

T�� a:: t��t fr��ti�':!m:r::;d�o:�� 
you easily tell a real one from its exterior. 

&quut:-"Being much interested in the erection 
of a log house in the West (Wyoming), to be UlJed llll 
a S\UlllXler home, and not being able to get much 
data on the subject, I am taking the liberty of 
writing yon. I am especially intereo�ted in the Rrchi
tecture and inteTior decoratiollll of such building!." 
-J. H. UUTCHINSO!i, Atlantic City, N. J. 

whole dwelling had a much more prosperous air. 
The details of how to buikl varioW! types of cabins 

adapted to modern use will be found in '"Log Cabins 
and Log Cabin Building," by Oliver Kemp. SteWRrt 
Edward White's "The Cabin" will al'IO prove in
te!"e$ting to you. If you wish to get details on some 
cabins el"e(!ted after tl•e style of the pioneers of the 
trnns-AIIegheny region write to the Chamber of 
Commerce of Attica and that organization may be 
able to furnish you. with photographs and specifica
tions of the cabins the resident., of the surrounding 
neighborhood have el"e(!ted in the park in Attica 
for the aeoommoda.tion of tran..qient automobile 
tourist!l. These cabins are oomtrueted entirely by 
hand, from the puncheon floors tc the hand hewn 
sha.keroofs. 

While I do not happen to have Kemp's book at 
hand I believe it was published by Outi.Dg Publishing 
Co., New York. Some of the Boy Scout Handbook& 
and other woodcraft boob for general u��e oontaio 
plall! and specifications for log eab.\ns. If I were 
you I would go to the De&J"e$t library and get a list 
of !!UCh boolu! and then go through them. I am not 
sure, but I believe Erne!!t Thomp.wn Seton bas 
log cabin plans in his book of Woodcraft. 

The 1804 Silver Dollar &pl.,, by Mr. Arthur Woodward:-It so happens 
M

R H F ROBINSON ff rf th that log cabins are a bit outside my department but i�te�es�ing explanat7o: �0 t�: ::,�::��m�'�;:.::���fi����o!��� s�rcity of this much discussed coin, ol 
log cabins are the genuine article on1y as far as the which perhaps no more than a dozen are 
erteriot- showa. In other words, the living quarters known to be extant. are finished off as nicely as any other home, the 
appeata.nce of the outside being that of a real log From 1801 to 1805 the United States wu em
cabin which is achieved by nailing halt portions of broiled llOmewhat with the Medit.errane&n pirates ot 
logs with the bark on, over a regular siding. Algiers and Tripoli. In 1805 the trouble was finally 

''h!;e:!Y11���:�e��:: �!��· t�;�m:;· �� J :�: 
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style cabin was one of the rudeat types. The logs who were held in slavery. M I understand it, tl•e 
were not notched sufficiently to permit them to J"e$t ransom money was demanded in silver coins and the 
as snugly against one another as they might and the entire issue of silver dollars that were minted bearing 
en<h of the log!! projecting at the comers of the cabin the 1804 date wu sent to Tripoli; first sufficient 
were lett uncut. Then, too, the chinking of such amount to pay this ransom in silver and a certain 
cahill-' was not always of the best. The better ciasl! other additional amount in silver to pay off the 
cabins were built with more care, seallOned timbers fighting men 'l>f the expeditionary force while they 
being used, the oorners of the logs trimmed until the were there, as it was necessary for them .to abo be 
cabin looked like a neat substantial wooden box paid in silver so that they could use the money for 
with mitered joinU. The chinking of wood, mud, the purcha.Be of supplies along the north coast of 
lllOM and ashes was more even1y laid on and the Africa. 

Our Esperta-They have been chosen by us not on1y for their knowledge and experience but with an 
eye to their integrity and reliability. We have emphatically assured each of them that his advb or infor
mation ill not to be affected in any way by whether a commodity is or is not advert� in this magazine. 

They will in aU eases answer to the best of their ability, using their own discretion in a.ll mattera pertain
ing to their sections. subject on1y to our general rules for ''Ask Adventure," but neither they nor the maga
zine �e any responsibility beyond the moral one of trying to do the best that is possible. 
I. SerTice-It is free to anybody. provided self-addressed envelop and full postage, rwl mtached, are en

cla.ed.. CorrespondeoU writing to Of' from foreign oountr'ie!l will please enelose International Reply 
Coupon.s, purchasable at any post.-<:dlke, and exchangeable for stamps of any country in the haterna
tional Postal UniOD. Be sure thatlthe isltlulng office stampa the coupon in the Jeft-haDd circle. 



JIIO ADVENTURE 

2. Where to Send-Send each question direct to the expert i.D charge of the particular section whoM 
field coven it. He will reply by !llAil. Do NOT aend que��tions to th.i, maguine. 

3. E�ttent of Service-No reply will be made to requests for partners, for 6oancia1 backing, or !Of 
chancel! to join expeditiollll. "Ask Adventure" covers bUlliness and work opportunities, but only if 
they are outdoor activities, and only in the way of general data and advice. It is in no sense an em• 
ployment bureau. 

tl. Be Definite-Explain your cue sufficiently to guide the expert you question. 

Salt and FYe.h Watet Flablna Fishit�t.Jod!lt <�lid ;:��:.;;,·.�!:.1�::� ::·����':: ��.:r�ro��r.:�; � 
AJot...r"'•· 

Small Boattna Sin§. otllboo:rd ,....1111 /"""do ,; • ., olld �<•�.tZ1if'Jmi:� <TM<.i11J.-itAYKOND S. SPIWtS, Inele-

Canoelna P<lddli"l· ,.,u;,,, auisint: -.,,.;p.,.,nt olld E�'t:"t"P!��;:,•�;���y"fJ��d "'A�!�'�l>i�::,·ii 
w.yl��������\?=tt cau��-:�hka'i!7u� 

Motor Boatfn& G.ORCB W. SlJTTOII", 6East4sthSt., 
New York City. 

Mot<>l" C.mpl.n& ]OliN D. LoNG, 6IO W. 16th St., 
New York City. 

MoCOI" Vehklea 0�triJJio11. o�triJJi"l cost. kJidiJJiOI 
r<llri<liools, p,.bl;� s<J/cty.-EDWUND B. NR<L, ca.re Ad,..ltiMTf. 

::�=::�1::::'1f."'-6.�:4 .. �::t"t:i:¢·1: 
ajllA!�:;. ����

ol
ir�t!.�ii:"�.1b�'� 

Bo:< ?s. Salem, Ore. 
Ed&ed Weapoo�ROliDT E. G..aDii" .. , 423 Wilson 

Ave., Columbus, O. 
Flnt Atd on tbe TralJ M<di� <11td '"'.ri<<ll ,_IP')' 

<ar•. -...ts, i� ... us • ..,......,... iliMss<s. d•<l, �-· ""'!"· 
:.:r:lrr-�7:· �!���:.:�;�.;j�!.:l�i =�� ��:,��..!{:; P����t:�o�."'l:U�'ci�. 'N:�: 

llealtb·Bulldln& Outdoon H""' k> ttl wU a...t lloUI 

�J2:�if�;r� .. ��.*-�r2tt:·:. ... i�t:::��";f 
lllkln& CI.AVDB P. POIWY<:S, M.D., Palls City, Neb. 
CampCookina HouaKRPHART,Bryson C!ty, N. C. 

... ��Z::!,�:u.��5 ... ��"::...'i�":i�;!;�:. 

"'"" <11tol r<>lt �ICT/r. Genn<ll l""""'"li<m.-R. T. NRWXAN, 
P. 0. Drawer J68, Anaoonda. Mont. 

0�
m

l. ¥,i!�e;:iro�'P�� s�!ft::;. �i�n�orel&n L1RUT. 

M!!in�·�:W�a.,�'�;, t.Xr�...s��'::. Pleet 
State Pollee FuNCIS H. BENT, JR., care Adftnfwt. 

Royal C.radlan Mounted Pollee P.An.JCJ: Ln, 
No. � Graee Court, Brooklyn, N. Y. 

���;{liiJii:f�:��6";!!;.����� ... t;� -n::!t. )Ollli" B. TliOW'SOII" ("Ozark Ripley)," care Aol· 

Ametkan ADthr�o&J' Nortbof tbePaaa� Caaal 
Cusl<oms, btu, ar<lo•I<<IIIT<, poUtry olld d<«>riJJ> ... <171$, �"� W'omt:::=.·"ll· .. �h·� · �·Pit� 
•sstbSt. and Broadwlly, N. Y. City. 

TaDdenD)' SBTll Bl.ll.LOCJ:, care Adultl..,o. 

Eutomolo&r GmnGl ;,.formGiioft Clbola i1<UdJ all4 5'i�"::i::: �i:J/ft�t::..�.!!"D�·t:;}:�:·t.J.ri.'r.:: 
lchthyolop: G&OII.CII S. MYIIIlS, St.anfOf'd Unlver

lity, Box h r ,  Calif. 

34��t:f.x ,t£�·�!:: �fo�erlcan Philatelic Sodety; 

Coin& and Medala Howt..U<D Woot>, AmorlcU> Numbo 
matic Society, Broad, ... ,. at 156th St., New York City. 

Radio Td�PIIPIIY, hkP/ol.nl1, hi�y, �ellm'ott, .... t�:ti. t.,.�N���: ��·�u::.O.:"R:!t'if!eu:P��� N,:-
OrnuholO!I.T hOfl', ARCHIILU..D RUTLEDCB, Mereeno 

burg Ac...temy, Mereenburv, Pa. 
Pbot�pby hform/JJi<m 010 ot�lfillilll alld 010 t110rl ;,. :�:;{,"!,'7;6"�����5�.111E:{�;N�!.J�::W· 

,�.����or���� ����d1:c:�.":::������� t:���!!% .. :�d �iwTE����tlr.:�f"'..=�J! 1� 
WILLIAN R. BA.RIIOIJlt, care AdJtnlurt. ••lo/lmml or<d desconl (<>lll,.,.iiUs or<d biMiov<>Phits) , (£) 

7!};7:�:��.e���*�7�!!��=E:� £!� Ifi��V/!d":."!!.������"J�?�:!:�Ek����.N.:'. ----
Tbe Sea Put • AU..,.IU ad IMdiGIO Octt>IOI! C<>P< HI!"" r:�i� .. ��,;r��::. .. o:�c��� ��·�h:..,�.�!OO w.t 
Tbe Sea Part 5 Tltc McdiUrP<Ir<tDtl! /Hillis aff4 

- CD<Uis.--CAPT. DINCLB, can> AdJtniMrt. 

Tbe S. hi"C :J St<JUn;es altd rwwds a! A11111ri<"<1• 

f:.::S;:;W����. �-��·••c. Apt�rtment uo-A, Kew 

TbeSea Part :S BrUislo W<Jlnl. Aboo!d·time..UOI'ftlg,-C,\P"JAlN A. E. Dmct.a. can: Admllwt. 

Tbe S. Put � Arcto'£ 0£t<>" (Sibai!J" WGIII'r).
CAPT. C. L. 0LIVBR, care AdJ.-.Juro. 

Ha-U Da. NllVlLU Wanu.ltt, 34$ WNt UI"'CS St., 
New York City. 

P�'S��n!��. �B$ Sr.uo.n la!UGIID, S310 
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ai�,":!�lnl leW:uk Bva: ColnfOil, L. 8. 4, ()uart.,.. 

Borneo CAn. Bzvu.LaY GIDDINGS, care Adotllh.,t. 
*New Guln- QIU.II.Qou rotolJ"dillt lh• poliey of 1/u Gao-

f:r:-:��� "{Pc:::,�.�:� ��� 
"
;:::.�;; 

•New Zealand, Cook blaudlo, S.moa, TOM L. MILLS, 
'!'IHPtildiiii SIIU, Peildini, NewZe.latid. ·�_...,tralla and T .. manla Pllfl.WP No�, 8"� 
Mihtary Rd .• Mosman, Sydney, N. S. W., Australia. 

Aala Part I Si<Jm, AHama111, Malay Slrllils. S/rail• 
Sltlltmtltls, Sha10 S/<Jlu 41114 y,.,,...,.,-GoRDON MAc
CUAGII, 21 East 14th St., New York. 

d:!.�-�1Jcv1:t.':'Vi.f=...;�';!7W!���"�·t:"#:: 
York City. 

Aela Part 3 Sowt!owot olld &t1w11 C!oiiO<I.-Dil. 
N&vltl.ll WHnu.NT, l4S West 2Jrd St., New York City. 

Aela Part 4 Wts/.,.11 Chi11a, BomPio, Ti/Jtf. ·CAPT. Bn"&JU.KY GIDDINGS, cart .td•t••ll•rf. 

:��\f. D�����
i
io"A!"!�'7'f'����: � Oa. Nnn.u Wlfi'KI<NT, 34S Wett 2.]1'd St., New York 

Ctty. 
Mia Part 6 J.,pa:,.,-sro!fn HnSCHI:L Slut.L. San 

Rafael, Calif., and 0. 8. Ru.n, 4 Huntin,rton Ave., Scan· 
c1&le,New York. 

Aala Put 7 PwsitJ, Ar� ... -C,..PT.+.t!f Bav.:u.u 
GIDDU<GS. e&f"I! AdKIIINre. 

AelaMb:lor.-DR. NEVILLE WIIYKANY. 345 WNt ��rd 
St.,New York City. 

W��ni ��!., �gt'C.t��· NeviLLE WllnL\N'l", 345 

it!�"L.::,rrt,:JL.n�h�-:-:'.,vta�d. Mo
nu, Opera 

Africa Par� 3 Tripoli. l11dtu#111 lllo $tJI!Dr01. TOIM#II, 
tot"40411 lr<ide .-4 CG:I"<Illlll rOtllU.-CAPY.t.m BrtaJ��.&Y 
Gmolscs. ca..., Ad•...:.., •. 

W=Y.Pa:s1 .:eJ';;::s sf.�Ne:���f/CP�· Ncvlu.-���� -i:i� 5 Mcwoao.-Gaoac.: E. :WOI.t, can: A;'. 

Africa Part ' Si...-4 L� to Old Col<1kr, Wuf A{ri<it. SOtllher11 "'"" Ncwlllerot Ni�.-W. C. Cou.1m, 

t Colombia. E�. p,,., 
Yom<c, ean: Adv ... luro. 

2 v ....... tl4. 111e G"'"""' """ 
SH,..,.. n Cl&n:m<mt Ave . •  N-

Central America c .. ,.oJ z.,.,,, .p,.,.,.....,, CoJ1t1 Ricu, 
Ni<4r41""· IJ""dtorat. BriJish Holldt<r<11. Slll•adcw. Gt<ol .. 
,..U,..-Ca ... Rl.&S B&LL EM&IlSON, Adventure Cabin. Lot 
G&ta.. Calif. 

�T��;::��h��£:��t��11::"t!F� 
Mnteo Part 2 Soullln1<. Lallier Cllli/ONtia; Mui� 

1oulll of" /i,.etrmoo Tam�i«> Ia Mal411a,..-C. R. MAHJJP&Y, 
�36 Po1< Ave .. San Joost. Calif. 

Mulco Part 3 S011111easl""· Foderol Ttr>iJory of 
Qtli"'""" RQ() alld llaln of Y"""'"" """ CM,.t;t<llt. Also T':���-;:k� MlussaLL SH&KTS, 301 POPUlar Ave., 

Newfoundland.-C. T. J.uas. Bcmaventun: Ave., St. 
Jobru�, t'l"ewfoundla!td. 

eth�����-t�t;Sa=-:l<i.ori;;;��.!l.�
logy. 

Can•da Put 1 NN Brll,.,...,.;<.i:. NOM S<Otill alld 
Pri10« &J,.,..r;' hiGI!d. Also homesteadina:.-PUD L. 
B<.>WOEH. 5 Ho.,..rd Avenue, Binah.arnton, New YMk. 
of<Canada Put l So01111114ffert� QutN<. J..s. F. Bn· 
rou. Codringt<m, O..t .• Canada. 

(tY:,..O:<!"'"' r;;.:_ 88:�."' s�h1,J::f'7l�,�::'11:;.'4 

!�:;:;..;;���"'J.T�������a� �!
.
(:��'!do .. �.--5. E. S.u<csrn ("Canilck'"J , B"" 303. 

+C.nada Pvt ol 0114"'� Vlllley """ $1)01/lltaslert� o,.. 
'"'""'·-H41U1V M .  Moou. Deseronto. Ont .. Canada. 

t��=�cmar':.��-__GA:��� ��N::!, �MH'u�
a

g�; 
Wal.kerviUe, O..t., Can&da. 

::f:.;.r��tr��!'.i:eria�rn�t"":f B&��:���,.o"�h 
C.uada. Part 7 Yt<Mit, B•ilish Col01111bi� a"d Albnlll. 

Also yachttne.-C. Pl.oWD&>I. Plowden Bay. Howe Sound, 
B. C. 

Oanacho Part8 TheNarth"UJ. Ter.nd lluAraie. ••�cdally 
F..Un,.wc LII!UI. &ffioda!<d. MtloiUo ""d Nort.ll Doro� JsJaiUJs, 
Nor�• Glo�•od,.,.d ud lk< holf·u�lar<d iJ/a,.ds u·esl o/ Ellt�· mtrt.-PATIUCI: Laa. TudOI" Hall. Elmhurot. Lon�;: bland. 

Allleka. Also mountain ..... 1<.-TH&ODOU S. Sot.OXOMs, 
4821 Lftnou Grove Ave., Hollywood. Calif. 

Waet.-n U. S. Par� I CgJ.if., Ore .• W4sh . . NOIJ., Uld 
41<4 Aris.-E. E. HARJtiNAN, 2303 W. 2Jni St., Los An�la, 
Calif. 

W•tern U. s. Part l N- Mo�«>- Also Indiau, !���!'o..,_���ud£1������-N.PM�· Roan<· 

W•tera u. s. Part 3 Colo. "ltd w,....-FLu<.: Eu· 
NEn,SugarLo.of, Colo. 

W•t..rn U. S. Par�o& M<ml. a!Od I� Norlll"" � 
Motutl<#NS.- Pu:o W. Ec&LSTOH, 10�9 L1t<:h Court, Reno, 
Nev. · · 

w .. �.-a. u. s. Part 5 Idaho al!d s""""""a;,., COIIII
h"y.-R. T. N&WMAN, P. 0. Dr�wer 368. Anaconda. Mont. 

W•tent. U. S. Part 6 Tu. ""d 0/tla.-J. W. Wmn-
4Uit, 2903 San Gabriel St ..  Au1tin. Tu. 

Mlddla w.,.tem U. S. Part 1 TM Daltaku, Nob .• 
Ia .. Kaf<. Especi&Uy early history of Missouri Valley.JosEPH MILlS HANSOH, an Adw..ltvt. 

Middle W•tern U. S. Part l Mo. ad A•.l:. Al1o ?:..!::t.io/ rM:g/.g:.::t� .. s:r:.f..o::;:.�o.:''��rn.�':. 
("Ozark Ripley"'), earf: Ad-ofl<llft"t. 

Middle W•tern U. S. Part 3 l'!d., IU., Jli�., :;:;."i�":.�.�j .. �;�:r.r:o.c= (l�O::��;;.�: Ad"'"'"''· 

Middle WMtem U. S. Put S Lo.er Miui�lippi 1/.inr. ���k::-:J���.:�I:..:n't s:::::::t.:are�:.:t 
Middle WMtem U. S. Part 6 &till �Ails. Also 

:r�::t�£�ta�!!���-·:::!::1����e:,�:��� 
Cleveland. OhiO. :t�F }'.:..� . .:U.i,! ... !"U:"'B.!§:�t.!:"�r. 

ltaatern U. S. Put 2 w,..,...., Jlai"'· Pew olJ ,,..._ 
Jo,y ""'11 of Ill< p,,,_,.,<til Ritr<I".-Dr.. G. E. HATHOilN&, 70 
Main Street. Ban�;:cr. Me. 

£outens U.S. Part J VI. , N. R. , COIIN .. II..I. axdJiau. 
-HowAJtD R. VoiGHT, P. 0. Boa 1337, New Ha..,m, 
C<>nn. 

Eattem u. s. Parto& Adir01Cd4<.i:s, N,. Ycwk.-R.u·· 
MOND S. Sn ... RS. Inglewood. Calif. 

f.a.•tem (!. S. Part 5 MarylaNd aJid Dillrid of Co/M"'· 

�s�OJ t'St. g�·k�;�.�;Lt.";?NC& EDMUHD ALL&N, 
!.aatern U. S. Patt 6 T.,,., AI<I., Miu., N. �d S.C., 

P/4. CRd Ga. Eue�l Tt10J1USII 11.;..,. ""d A114fl.li< ��rd. 
!!,�..,

�
�wmillin�;:. oa ..... -HAPSBUitC LI&U, care Ad· 

£aatenr. U. S. Part 1 Ap/Hilad!i4R Jol.,..IIIIJUUII!tlll o/  
y;,p,.;a.-PAUL M. Fii'IJ:. ]<melbOI"o, Tea��.. 



Three Complete Novelettes: 
White Plumes 

By Arthur 0. Friel 
"And I have heard it said that a white man who can go there and bring out 
such feathers must be truly strong and clever, because it is a dangerous 
country, with many bad men in it." The challenge spoken through a barred window in a crooked street in Venezuela started Fmwndo V da, who had just gambled away the gold for which he had done murder, on 

his perilous Orinoco quest for treasure greater than gold. 

The Medal 
By J. D. Newsom 

For PrivaU Alnandn Stdlon the aftennath of the Great War was a belliger
ent French wife. But as CahilWI, garrulous little down-and-outer from the 
gutters of Paris pointed out, one could find peace in the desert wastes with 

!!id�otb����orro}h�:ri�u�i�r:�� {: 6�u��)��:tf:·� 
-the Death-to face her at close quarters.'! 

Concerning a Musician 
By F. R. Buckley 

And-Other Good Stories 
A RAINY NIGHT, Sergeant Coke looks in on the nobility, by 
LEONARD H. NAsoN; SouR Mua, a fraternal enmity among the 

!��:fo�� {�"S!:�� �=:�T� CC:,��� a 
S
5;:.:��� !U:l:� 

men in China, by JAMES W. BENNETT; TnB SKY jiNX, U. S.  air
men• in the Philippines, by RAOUL F. WHITFIELD; FENCES, 
Holy Joe and the Yarb Doctor, by L. PAuL; PART THREE of 

TaB SuN CHASBR.S, a novel of the 
Nebraska �.;�::;;.

R
�y HuGo 



How long 1s it smce you looked 
at all your snapshots ? 

A N evening �rrives when th�r� is 
.l"l.. nothmg spcc!al to do. 'l hc  
picrure :r.t the movies i s onc you've 
already Seen. Nobody fcrls like 
rcading and you cln'r �:ct any
thing on t_he udio that rhc fvlks 
wanr to hstcn to. As for cards. 

il7�';"�o
a�!.rb�dd ;;_ m\v::a����h 

what. can a bored fam1ly �nd !0 
amuse itself? 

Tkn's tht time to �ct out all 
your �napsh01s. The hnhcr b�ck 
they go the more fun they'll be. 
Nothing draws a bigger laugh than 
the picture of sornc onc you know 
drcssc.l i n r h c stylc oftcn year> agu 

Anti how thO!ic old snapshors do 
sun con•·ersation going.  A n;o
mcnt before each "'"' of you ma}' 
havt been sini11g around glumlr 
with never a \\OTd to sa}'. Now 
everyone ull:s :H one�. a_nxious to 
rcminJ the othtrs of mnd�nts he  
remembers htu which they nny 
h�'·e forcmrcn. 

\\'hen you ree a �·dl·lo,· �tl face 
or scenc , y nu i m mtdt�tcly,thin k of 
�11 th�r  h�s happened smce the 
Sf.�"-l'shot w�s made and the r.vt·
mnc hccunws one of delightful 
reminiscence. 

PerhaPs it's Hmefor another 

happy evening among the 

pictures of PeoPle J'OII mrt, 

friends you made, am/ 

trips you took 

l'rcp�re now fur such cvcnin�s 
i n  the future. �n't make rbe 
mist�ke of trusting too much tr >  
your memory. You tlevtr hc�r 
anyone say, " I 'm sorry I took w 
many snapsho_ts." The cry is  al
ways "\\'hy thdn't I take more ' "  

S o  get your Kcl(bk out and Uf.t 
i t .  La}' Up a store o f p rcciom snap
shors for the yens to come, You 
havct>'t a Kod a k �  Well, that's  
ca•ily fixed. Thcn: 's  not a com
munit}' i n  i\m.,ric:�. where they 
can't be boughr and tl•e cost ;,  
whate\'n you want  to pay.  Thcr�'s 
a gen�ine Eastman camera, the 
1lrowntc, as low as $2, and Kodah 
from $S u1' 

K O D A K  

1\ n d  e v e r y  E a s r m a n  c a m e r a  
m a k e s  c�ce\lcnr snapshot<. Par• 
ticttluly r l w fo.l odcrn Kod;r,ks.Thcir 
lenses arc <o fast rha_t you dotl't 
have ro wair for sunshme. Rain or 
shine, winter or summer, indoors 
or out. c�eryone can take Rood pic
tures wah these rn3rvclous n�w 
Ko,bks. 

Ko.l�k Film i n  the f�n1iliar }'Cl· II>W hox is dcpcntbbly uniform. I t  
h�s spced and witlc btitudc. Which 
!1mply rnc�ns that i t  reduces the 
,1 ang�r of u nd�r- a nJ onr-e.�!IOSU r�. 
It _I!;Cl� the picture. r�,>Crl photo 
fin,h�rs are nady i n  c•·n}' cum· 
muniry to \levclol> atttl lltint \·our 
films quidly and s kilfully. So b.,. 
gin�or cominut�t�king rl•c pi._.. 
Hites that will "'"an so much to 
you btn on. 

EASTM."'\' 1-:0DAJ.: (."'., J:t.-,,._ 1 1 1  
Hoch<!!<r, N. \ 

l'lo·.,� ""d ..,,., r R F r  >Q•1 '""h""' ��·!;�J::J�;,,'�� .. J:f,kl<t ,.n;n� m< .l..,u t  

E A S T .\1 A N  M A K H S  T H E  K O U A K  



World Famou:
Sports Promoter, 

writes: 
"Lucky Strikes nc·ver 

i n j u r e  my t h r o a t .  
Many o f  m y  friends 

in all walks of l ife 

"It's toasted"� 1 
No Throat Irr itat ion No Cougb_. 




